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SWEETS for HOGMANAY

By whatever name you call it —New Year, Hogmanay or just January 1—
the joyous Xmas spirit persists. You can’t get away from it and won’t
want to, if you are wise.

The children are still at home : there are parties and theatres, and lots of fun.

This “spirit’’ has been “caught’” and embodied in the delicious form of
CLARNICO CONFECTIONERY; and in none of it more successfully than
in the two following masterpieces of subtle blending:

CLARNICO CHOCOLATE
LILY BRAZILS

These are the famous Lily Brazils
covered with a coating of the finest
chocolate. They are extra delicious
and eminently suitable for New Year
festivities.

D At this price they
represent the

finest
chocolates you

value 1n

PER

1.1B can possibly get.

CLARNICO LILY
BRAZILS

These are the finest, most nourish-
ing pieces of sugar - butter ~ cream
with brazil-nut embedded in them.
Each one is wrapped cleanly and

daintily.
D
Make 1924 a v
Lily Brazil year.
And good luck
to you! PER
i~LB.

Eat them yourself send them as gifts

CLARKE NICKOLLS and COOMBS Ltd
VICTORIA PARK LONDON

(CEEECESEEEEEEEEESEEESESESEREEEEESESE)
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Bring an appetite to breakfast!

How’s your breakfast appetite ?

Can you tackle a hearty meal that will keep you
going at full pressure till one o’clock ?

Or does the sight of even a boiled egg repel you?

If so, you need a little daily dose of Kruschen
Salts to put your system right—to keep the engine
running smoothly and truly.

Why Kruschen? Why not any other saits?

Because Kruschen contains not merely a single salt,
like Epsom or Glauber, the effect of which is limited.
There are six different salts in Kruschen, and every
tiny pinch you take is a combination of
those six salts.

You take nothing on trust. Kruschen has won the
confidence of millions by printing the analysis
on every bottle. Your doctor will tell you that
the six salts in Kruschen are necessary for healthy
life, and that you feel well or ill according to the
accuracy with which you maintain Naturc’s balance
of them in your system.

If you lead a healthy, open-air life, get plenty of
excrcise, avoid all crrors of diet, worry, and overwork,

<A‘~

Q5= i

Tasteless in Tea

Put as much in your

breakfast cup as will

lic on a sixpence.  It'’s

the little daily dose
that docs it.

+
your body would extract thesc salts for itself from
your food. But very few people—and certainly no
town dweller—can claim to lead so idcal a life. You
must get those six salts from somewhere, and you
must get them ewvery day. Kruschen supplies
them. Hence the necessity for the ““ little daily dose.”

Try taking it in your breakfast cup of tea every
morning. Experience for yourself the glorious
feeling of fitness and cxhilaration that comes when
the system is freced from the clogging waste matter
that has been producing listlessness, depression,
headaches, sleeplessness, “‘ nerves,” and a general
state of unhappiness. Feel the new, refreshed blood
coursing through vour veins. Acquire, in fact, an
unfailing supply of ¢ that Kruschen feeling.”

The cost is only a farthing a day. You have to
pay from three to sixteen times more for cach dose
of those ‘“ fizzy ” drinks which tell you nothing about
their ingredients.

So get a 1s.9d. bottle ot Kruschen Salts at once.
Start the good habit of the ¢little daily dose” now,
and enjoy your breakfast every day.

- Good Health for a Farthing a Day
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HEALTH FOR Y

Withoul Medicine
M? EUGEN SANDOWS GREAT PERSONAL OFFER

ToAlL OUFOF-I/EALT% READERS OF THE STRAND MAGAZINE
; \ N
\\ |

’ 4 ORE than 200,000 ailing men, women, and children have
! } found Perfect Health by writing for one of these booklets

on the Nature Cure as conducted by Mr. Eugen Sandow,

the pioneer of modern Scientific Curative Physical Culture.

The Sandow Scientific Individual Curative Physical Culture

Treatment is for all. Its cost is small in time or money, and you can carry it out in a few
minutes daily at home, wherever you live, but its success in curing illness without medicine is
unparalleled. 700 Doctors recommend patients to ‘“ consult Sandow.” You can do so to-
day free, and he will send you, wherever you live, an illustrated treatise upon the natural
cure of your own trouble and a personal letter of advice.

READ THE FOLLOWING AND WRITE AT ONCE FOR THE TREATISE YOU NEED

INDIGESTION. Casc No. BB263. Gentleman, aged 3s. INSOMNIA. Case No. A33400. Mr. J. . D., Hexham-
‘““ You have done wonders for me; my appetite and on-Tyne, aged 49. “ My appetite is better, and I
digestion are everything I could wish.” sleep a lot better, regular sound sleep for about 7} to 8

CONSTIPATION. Case No. A33414. Miss F, K., Taunton, hours.”
aged 6o. “ 1 have taken no aperients for the whole | LACK OF VIGOUR. Case No. BBoo;. Gentleman, aged

month ; bowels move naturally.” 50. ‘‘ I am greatly pleased to say I feel a new man.”
LIVER. Case No. A32955. Mr. G. F. C., Darlington, | OBESITY. Case No. 11927. Mrs. H., aged 40. “ I have
aged 47. “ The liver is greatly improved, almost now lost a stone in weight. Exercise is becoming a
normal. Appetite splendid.” pleasure to me, and I feel remarkably well.”
NEURASTHENIA. Case No. A32647. Miss M. W. P, | RHEUMATISM & GOUT. Case No. A2g340. Aged 55.
Aberdeen, aged 36. ‘I am very grateful to you, for ‘It is with much gratitude that I can really say
instead of the wreck I felt at the beginning of the you have cured me of my complaint.”
course, I now feel in splendid condition.” HEART AFFECTIONS. Case No. A33042. Mr. D. E.,
ANZMIA. Case No. A23753. Mr. H. “ I am pleased to aged 49. ‘ The doctor said that my heart is better
say that the constipation has disappeared entirely. than he ever knew it.”
My nerves have greatly improved, and the ana@mia | PHYSICAL DEFORMITIES. Case No. AD22560. Mr,
is now a thing of the past. General health very greatly F. “ My spine is going back to its proper place. The
improved.” curvature is much decreased.”

LUNG AND CHEST COMPLAINTS. Case No. AD24r112. | FIGURE CULTURE. Case No.g390. Miss V. F., aged 19.
““ My chest has now improved wonderfully, causing my After three months. “ I am very pleased with the past
Doctor to remark on my changed appearance.” months’ progress, and my staying power has greatly im-

PHYSICAL DEVELOPMENT (for Men and Women). proved, also my figure, and I am feeling very well.”
Case No. 11478. Mr. R. G. C,, aged 18. ““T am more | BOYS’ & GIRLS’ AILMENTS. Case No. A22665. Master
than satisfied. I have increased 6} in. round the Jack H., aged 14. “ Your course has benefited him
chest, and my height has gone up 3} in.” very murh.”

e em e == == =F[LL. IN AND FORWARD TO-DAY= == ===

This Strand Magazine Entitling Coupon for Free Copy of the Sandow Guide to Health and Personal Letter of Advice
on your case by Mr. Sandow.

Please send me your BOOK on.........cooovviiinin, e e e e

My OCCUPATION is......... e e My AGE is........

NAME t'iiviiniininniiinnnecannns e e
(Please say Mr., Mrs., or Miss, or Title)

ADDRESS.....iiiiiiiiiien e e e P

January ) To EUGEN SANDOW, 32, St. James’ Street, London, S.W.1
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Snuggle-comfort
for “Mother’s Joy”
is ensured by the
little Silk-woven Tab

Soft and fleecy, pure, new wool—just like Down
—so0 cosily warm and protecting, warding oft
the chilly hand of winter from your teenie
bundle-of-love. Such is the Otterburn Baby
Rug—with the little Silk Tab.

The little Otterburn Tab silently, but none the
less surely, vouches for honest worth. In effect,
it says: “ This Rug, made—as all Baby-things
should be made—by people with a conscience,
is worth far more than its very reasonable price
—for it safeguards the health of your Baby.”

PURE WooOL

REG® TRADE MARK.

The small qllustrations be-
neath show a few of the various
ways in which the Otterburn
Baby Rug can be used for
the protection of Baby.

The Otterburn Baby Rug
as a Pram Cover.

\-As a Cradle Coverlet,

J

Mother-love is the same the wide-world over—swift,
and eager to procure the Best for Baby. That is why
Otterburn Baby Rug orders come to us, cheek-by-jowl,
from South Wales and South Africa.

Carefully and conscientiously made from the wool of hardy, healthy sheep,born,
reared,and sheared in the Mother Country’s Cheviot Hills, Otterburn Baby Rugs
have endeared themselves to Mothers everywhere—at home and abroad alike.

Wool from the neck and shoulders is the softest, flecciest, and warmest, and it
is this neck-and-shoulder wocl from Cheviot sheep which is selected for making
Otterburn Baby Rugs. Each manufacturing process is personally controlled
by Waddells of the third and fourth generation. Spinning, weaving, dyeing,
and finishing are in full accord with the Otterburn principles of honesty and
goodness—laid down in 1821 by the first William Waddell.

Every hour of the twenty - four,
waking or sleeping, your Baby could
not have a more faithful guardian
against Baby chills and ills than this
honest Otterburn Rug. For Cot or
Cradle it makes a cosy blanket;
when Baby ““walks out” it does
protecting duty as a Pram Rug;
indoors, it makes the snuggest
Nursing Wrap.

The *Otterburn” is substantial, tleecy,
and warm, without undue weight. It
lasts for years and washes excellently.
Infact, with ordinary care, it improves
with washing. Handy, yet ample
in size, the “ Otterburn” measures
30in. by 36in., and is made in Grey,
Cream, Sky, Saxe,
Rosc, Navy and Bis- 1 3, l l
cuit Colours.  Price

Sold by Drapers, Pram Sellers, etc.

Ask to see Otfterburn Baby Rugs and look for the little Tab.

If your

Draper is unable to supply, send us his name and address with your

own, enclosing remittance for 13/11 and stating colour needed.

We will

then supply you, post free, and credit your shopman with the sale.

Otterburn Mill, Lid,, O

Trad: enquiries are invited from Drapers,
Pram Sellers and Stores dealing in Baby Wear

A Warning.

The silk-wovén Tab
showing the old Mill is
stitched on ecach genuine
Otterburn Rug. Look
for it alwavs. If vou
are offered an imitation,
say “No" firmly: take
no chances with Baby’s
Health and Comfort.

Made from Pure, New Chevj

tterburn, Northumberland

L (1NG
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Furniture of Economy, Comfort and Wear
- CASH OR EASY PAYMENTS—Free and Safe Delivery

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

If not approved of, can be returned at our expense, and any money paid will be refunded in full.

THE WORTHING SUITE

of Settee, one end adjustable,
and two Divan Easy Chairs.
All pieces are of comfortable
size — our standard reliable
upholstery  work, interior
coppered steel springs —British
Web — superior new canvas
— fibre and wool — British
Castors, patent push-in Castors
— Loose Down Cushions,
covered in Tapestry or Corded

Velvet, in pretty shades of : _
Greys, Browns, Reds, Greens 23 guineas—&£2 down, 12/6 monthly. :

or Golds. Cash Price - - x£21 15 O

FREE Our Fully lllustrated Catalogue, together with Terms, etc.

A perusal of this will save you Pounds in Furnishing.

Furnishing Co. (Dept. Pembroke Place
G L 0 B E J. R. GRANT, Progprietor. (DE)I.Dt LIVERPOOL.

3-Piece Suite (Settee and 2 Easy Chairs).

Yardleys
Freesia Face Powder

A face powder exquisitely
fine and pure.

It perfects the tint and
texture of the skin, and
leaves it delicately per-
fumed with the fascinating
fragrance of the Freesia
flower.

IN FIVE TINTS:

Natural, ‘Rose, ‘Rachel,
White, Sun Tan.

Of all Chemists and Stores and from

YARDLEY & CO.,.LTD,,

Price 3/3 per box 8, New Bond Street, London, W.,1.
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1 per 3-lb.
/ Block
IF you’ve a mice
taste in choco-
late, acknowledge
it with Belgrave.
It’s delightfully
not-too-sweet,and
itsimply dissolves
in the mouth.
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HE Gift that evervwoman
desires: that honours
and gratifies itsrecipient,

while it signifies the giver’s
perfect taste. Ciro Pearls are
the Gift Beautiful, the Gift
Desirable, the Gift Enduring. |
Whether in the form of a |
graceful necklet, or set allur- |
ingly as jewels, Ciro Pearls are
the offering that is always
welcome, always appropriate.
They are the one exact replica
of the real—the Gift Ideal

We cordially invite everyone lo
inspect the unique collection of
pearls at our showrooms, or we
will send you a necklet of Ciro
Pearls 16 inches long, wilh
solid gold clasp, or any of the
Ciro  Pearl jewels illusirated
on this page in beautiful case
for One Guinea. Wear them
Jfor a fortnight, and compare
wilh any real pearls. If any
difference is noticeable, you
may return them to us and we
will refund your money iiv full.

Our handsome new booklet No. 12 describes and
illustrates our full range of Ciro Pearl gifts. Post
free on request.

; @ »
178 - REGENT - STREET - W.1-DEPT, |2,
48-OLD BOND STREET W,

44 CHEAPSIDE-E.C.2

New 8howrooms opened at 23, Church Street,
LIVERPOOL.

T

i

I
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Mauldon Is in charge of a
staff that authorises payment

\

The exceptional success won
by the student whose record
appears belcw does not pretend
to be one of the present series
of School of Accountancy
records, which is based on
iypical successes.

This success ts given special
mention because 1t proves ot
only that School of Account-
ancy training enables men to
pass excminations, but also
that it equips men for business
leadership.

Apart from the name, which for
obrious reasons is fictitious, etery
Sact of Chester's record is cerlified
genuine by David Paterson. 135
Wellington Square, Glasgow.

h o

VEN wvague ambitions are

worth something, for they

led Chester to talke up
training.

Training gripped Chester.
He found 1in it not only know-
ledge, but also the habit of
learning, so that the further he
progressed the casier he found
the way.

Under the ‘ intense care
and interest ’—as he puts it—
of The School of Accountancy,
Chester developed a POSITIVE
line in both thought and action.

At 21 years Chesier was an
ordinary clerk earning £100
per annum, to-day he is a
Manager at  £2,000 per
annum.

My progress in the matevial
sense kept pace with the develop-
ment of wmy mental faculties,”
was the way Chester summed
up his association with the
School of Accountancy.

The Money Value
of Training

Much of the information
given by School of Accountancy
Students on the money-value of
training would not read amiss in
the stirring pages of fiction. Day
by day The School receives letters
notifying increases in salary rang-
ing up to 8oo per cent. In almost
every case these achievements are
the result of a period of six to
twelve months’ postal training.
You may wonder at such evi-

Jarvis planned the
bookkeeping system for
15 branches \
—z Y

HE IS NO

turer, and secretary

W A

Pearson has now an
accountancy practice of
250 clients

2/

D M
Jenkinson gained ‘\\\\\%}\\\
seven examination \?\\\\

successes at first
attempts

N
8

Shepberd is now called ﬁ&&\\\\\o\\\\\g\\g\\;

to act as receiver, lec-

N

MANAGER

AT £2,000 A YEAR

dence, yet there is more to wonder
at in the inaction of men who,
if they would train, might gain
equal or even greater successes.
Business training is a business
investment that never fails to
pay.
A Great
Combination

Students of The School of

Accountancy are under the

guidance of one of the greatest
combinations of professional and

commercial knowledge in the
Kingdom. This body is The
School’s Advisory Board, each

member of which is a recognised
authority in  his  specialised
sphere.

Its function is to constantly
supervise The School’s Postal
and Oral Training Courses in
order that students reccive
the very latest developments of
business practice, and the highest
standard of training it is possible
to devise. The consistent suc-
cesses of The School’s students
are the evidence of its wonderful
efficiency.

Train for
Professional Status

The following Professional
Examinations are open to any-
one.  Success in many of these
Examinations confers upon the
student Professional Status and
the right to use after his name
letters which are recognized
qualifications all over the world.
School of Accountancy students

rarely fail to pass at the first
attempt.
The London Association of
Accountants (A.L.A.A.).

The Chartered Institute of
Secretaries (A.C.LS.).

The Secretaries Association
(ALLS.AL).

The Institute of Cost and Works
Accountants (A.C.W_A)).

The Corporation of Accoun-

tants (A.C.R.A.).

Other independent Examina-
tions for which The School trains
men are C.A., SSAA,, LM.T.A |
R.S.A.,, L.C.C., Institute of

Bankers, B.Com. Degree, Univer-
sity Matriculation.

This Valuable Business
FREE

Guide

It contains useful
information about
careers and busi-
ness training,
gives particulars
of all Courses and
Terms, and in-
cludes facts which

will  definitely
convince you
that The School':
Postal  Training

will qualify you
to fillaresponsible
executiveposition.

Write for a copy toxday to

THE SCHOOL OF
ACCOUNTANCY

2 West Regent Street, GLASGOW
10 Essex St., Strand, London, W.C.2
52 Vietoria Street - - - MANCHESTER
22 Sir Thomas Street +« - + LIVERPOOL
Standard Buildings, City 8quare - LEEDS
& Newhall Street -~ =~ « - BIRMINGHAM
And at EDINBURGH, NEWCASTLE-ON-
TYNE. CARDIFF., and BRISTOL.

in the long roll of successes achieved by School of Accountancy Students, you will find
your example and encouragement to train for the higher and better paid posts of business
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E‘ The Father of Them All. E
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Fhe
C lothing
Cabinet

Constructed of selected Mahogany or Oak throughout,

the exteriors are finished in standard shades of
Mahogany, _Walnut or QOak, that will harmonise with LUXURY
any decorative scheme. The numerous refinements
o i 4 . 1 2l 21 1 { . .
Overall dimensions : 4' 3" x 5' 7" x 1' 10". in the Compactom Clothmg
To ensure perfect delivery, even where entrance Cabinet give it an ar of

space is limited, it is made in five portions. 1 d
The separate compartments are adjustable and luxury’ built upon  an
adaptable to any quantity and kind of clothing. around a dependable de-

Heavily plated fittings extend in such a manner sign, the efﬁciency and

as to make the clothing immediately accessible L. . .
and always in view. ’ reliability of which has

A

Every possible requirement is provided for in been perfected in actual
this  Clothing Cabinet, which will preserve in use, under every normal
properly proportioned compartments three times as -
much as anv ordinary wardrobe. condition.

. Practically ideal and
29% GUlneaS ideally practical.

DELIVERED FEEE IN ENGLAND, SCOTLAND & WALES.

COMPACTOM, LTD.,
VANTAGE HOUSE,
41/44, Upper Berkeley St., W.1.

Phone : Padd. 5002. =
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"Home” Billiards | {gpat
—the fascinating aM

pleasure-giving pastime
for winter time.

" i The long evenings and dull, wet days
F r e e i of winter teem with delight when the
¢ home possesses a ' Riley " Billiard

i Table. The fascination of the game
Send to-day H —the keen rivalry-it stimulates, and

i the healthy recreation it affords, make
fOf the Splen‘ the time pass all too quickly.

dld Art LiStS‘ There is a table for every home, and

F et an easy way to pay.

Seven Days’ FREE Trial

RILEY’S “COMBINE”
BILLIARD & DINING TABLES

R

A rich, creamy, slow-drying lather
that makes shaving a delight. That’s
‘“ Culmak ” Shaving Soap — com-
pounded with a powerful germicide
that neutralises air-borne infection.
And the Brush is a “Culmak” too—
each bristle sterilised to guard you
against the deadly Anthrax germ.
A luxuriously made brush at a popu-
lar price. Awarded the Certificate
of Incorporated Institute of Hygiene.

H
H
H

Prices: “ Culmak” Shaving Soap at
1/- a stick—** Culmak ™ Brushes, in
various sizes and grades, from 3/6
to 12[.. From Hairdressers, Chemists
and Stores, or from address below.

cULMAK

FRE Half-size Shaving Stick tor

cost of postage and pack-
ing—3d. in stamps. Big enough to
last for several weeks. Write to—

“CULMAK?” (Dept. 8),

Billiard and

Dining Table.

In Oak or Mah . C lete with all A ries.

See art list for prices. The prices below are for
Mahogdany Round Leg¢ pattern.

5t. 4in. x 2ft. 10in. e .. £210 0 or in 50, Durham Road, LONDON, N.7.
6ft. din. x 3ft. 4in. . £26 10 0 13 YOO OO YO Y O YT
7ft. 4in. x 3ft. 10in, . . £33 0 0 or 20

8ft. 4in. x 4ft. 4in. . .. £43 0 0 monthly

PERMANENT
CREASE

in your trousers

You can do it with “ Wray's Ever~
crease "’ in a few minutes. ‘ Evercrease ™
is safe,permanent and waterproof
—cannot barm any cloth and will keep
your trousers smart all through -their
life. One tube of *Evercrease” will
permanently crease three pairs of
trousers. Price 1/6 per tube, light or
dark, ccording to colour of cloth.

'WRAY’S EVERCREASE

Obtainable from all leading

\v“ Stores, Chemists, and Outfitters.
) Or 1/8 post free from

. =3 E.s. WRAY & SON, 4ai)

1y \13 15, NEW ST., (OVENT GARDEN,

RILEY’S “HOME”
BILLIARD TABLES

A P.O. for 14/- will bring the popular |
6ft, 4din. size Riley " Home" Billiard
Table to your door—carriagfe paid to any

9ft. 4in. x 4ft. 10in. . .. £50 0 0 payments. \\
See price list for various designs and prices. \

mm address, if within | mile of any railway
station in United Kingdom. The balance
you pay monthly whilst you play.

DO WN Sizes and Prices:

4ft, 4in. x 2ft. 4in. . £7 0 0 or in 8/6
5ft. 4in. x 2ft. 10in. .. £9 0 0 18 11/-
6lt. din. x 3ft. 4in. -+ L1115 0 J monthly ~ 14/-

7ft. 4in. x 3ft. 10w, .. £15 0 0 payments 18/-
8ft. 4in. x 4ft. 4in, .- £2110 0 of 26/-

RILEY’S FULL-SIZE BILLIARD
TABLES.

”

U
LONDON, W.C.2.

Duusuration of the BEAGON LICHTWEIGHT
Sponing Coae. 1 SPORTING OILSKINS : :

black lightweight ~ keep all wet out,always. They
Cambric Oilskin  ave proof against Sleet, Spow,
(24 1bs.), 25/-; Hail, Wind, and blinding
Bronze or Dark  Spindrift. They give bone-
Green, 30/-, dry comfort all day on the
Sow’-westers to  torst day of the year.
match, 4/6 and Made <for Outdoor Folk—
5/6 respec-  Men, Women, and Children—
Men's Coats 15/6upto 68/6;
i m 25/-; Children's
n. ar-old size),
and interm sizes and
prices up to 25/- (44 in.).
If any Beacon Coat goes
sticky, leaks, or fails in any
way, you get your money back.

lilustrated List Post Free.
Send a postcard for Booklet

tively.

Riley’s ** Viceroy ) 3 = Warranted

Table. 10 years.

Riley's are the largest makers of Full Size Billiard Tables in

Great Britain. Write for particulars.  Estimates given free
or all repairs and accessories.

E. J. RILEY, Ltd,, S Yoo

. “ Weather Comfort,” de-
Accrmgton. seribing Wet Weather Wear
London Showrooms (Dept. A), 147, Aldersgate Street, E.C. for all, to J. BARBOUR &

SONS, Ltd., 19, Beacon Bldgs,,
South Shields, England.

@N.
L ]
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DOUBLE WEAR SOLES

ARE USELESS WITHOUT

DOUBLE WEAR UPPERS

T

LEATHER
The PERFECT

SOLES
PHIT-EESI

The PERFECT

UPPERS

N 2 A Man's Best Lightweight Box Calf or Tan Willow
o. Boot, made on a West End Bespoke
Last. Made in the Hand-made way—soles shade
lighter than No. r—Plain Stitched Toe Caps. The 2 1 ,-
Boot which will appeal to the man who cannot
wear a heavy boot. Soled with Genuine Dri-ped. Postage 9d.

N 1 A Man’s Full Chrome Real Box Calt or Tan Willow

o. Boot (Balmoral Pattern), leather-lined throughout,

made on the * Hand-sewn Principle,” stocked in sizes and half-

sizes, and different widths. A smart cut, comfort-

able last. The uppers will take a splendid polish.

They are in every way an ideal winter boot. 2: 1 -

Soled with genuine Dri-ped. Also made in the

Derby Style. Postage 9d.

N 3 The Popular Oxford Shoe—cut from a soft Box Calt
o. or Tan Willow—leather lined throughout, made on

the *“ Hand-Sewn Principle.” No socks or glue

to ruck up inside and draw the foot, Absolute ,

comfort and resiliency from first moment of wear, 1 -

the vamp of shoe shaped to allow of a spat to fit

perfectly. Soled with Genuine Dri-ped. Postage 9d.

These 3 models are stocked in TAN and BLACK.

The Name PHIT-EESI is known all over the World
and is a sure guarantee of SUPER VALUE.

V03 €31 31 B T

EACAHOACACACHACAONOMNIG

A1 T8 1T 81 RV I 0 | K

T

IACOACHNOS

g
2 It is so simple to write asking us to send a single boot or shoe
0 on approbation.  You handle and fit before you pay. Should
‘\f money be sent for a pair, the same is instantly refunded should
@; you not be more than satisfied.
N Also LADIES' SHOE with DRI-PED SOLE, 16/9.

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE.

For Querseas Qrders take advantage of the Post Office Cask om Delivery purchasing facilities,
or where this is not available you can safely send full amount, as we return all monies if you
are not perfectly satisfied. OVERSEAS POSTAGE, 3/-. 5/- Deposit required with Order.

W. ABBOTT & SONS, LTP- (%E50),

60, LUDGATE HILL, LONDON, E.C.

Also on Sale at
121, HIGH HOLBORN, W.C. 7, POULTRY, CITY. 458, HOLLOWAY ROAD, N.
24, LIVERPOOL ST., CITY. 434, STRAND, W.C.2. 166a, FENCHURCH ST., E.C.
121, YICTORIA ST., S.W. 54, REGENT ST., W. 85, BUCKINGHAM RALACE RW,
88, KENSINGTON HIGH ST. 239, BROMPTON ROAD. 131,QUEEN’S RD., BAYSWATER.

New Branch now open: 145, STRAND, W.C.
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UMBRELLAS.

Just Wrap Your
OLD UMBRELLA

in paper, tie to a board or
stick, and post to us to-
day with P.O. for 7/6. By
next post it will come
back ““as good as new,”
reccovered with our
“Defiance’ Union and

securely packed.
Postageon ForeignOrders
1/- extra. A postcard will
bring you our illustrated
Catalogue of “ Defiance
Umbrellas, and patterns
for re-covering umbrellas

from 5/- upwards.

J. STINWORTH & 0.,

Royal Umbrella Works,
BLACKBURN.

IRISH LINEN
HANDKERCHIEFS

Make acceptable Presents.

OBINSON & CLEAVER still maintain
R their 50 years’ reputation for weaving
some of the finest Linen Ireland produces.
Especially so is this reputation qualified in the
excellent quality of their PUrRe IRisH LINEN
HANDKERCHIEFS, which will give the user longer
and better service for comparatively moderate
rices.
P HEMSTITCHED HANDKERCHIEFS.
No. Ar.—Ladies’ linen hemstitched handker-
chiefs, 12 inches, }-inch hem. Per doz.

EMBROIDERED CORNERS.

No. A4.—Ladies’ linen handkerchiefs, embroidered

4/11

corner, assorted designs in dozen, about ;
12 inches, narrow hem. Per doz. 8,3
SPOKE-STITCHED.

No. Sso.—Ladies’ linen spoke-stitched hand-
kerchiefs, about 11 inches. Per doz.

No. Ssr.—Ladies’ fine linen spoke-stitched
handkerchicfs, about 11 inches. Per doz.

9/9
129

Write for INustrated Handkerchief List 36L,
sent post free. Delivery of parcels guaranteed.
Carriage paid on orders of 20~ upwards in U.K.

ROBINSON & CLEAVER

Linen Manufacturers, LTD.
BELFAST, NORTHERN IRELAND.

Also at REGENT ST., ‘LonpoN, and CHurch St., LivERroOL.

A “becoming’”’ Wrap
for Winter~time . . . however bleak

the weather an Otterburn Woollie-wrap will

keep you warm and cosy . . . and you will find
delight in its fleecy softness and fascinating stripe effects.
Often called, from custom, a Scarf, the Otterburn Woollie-
wrap is really far more—it is a distinctive garment with
an appeal and character all its own.

Years of careful experiment brought the Otterburn Woollie-
wrap well nigh to the ideal of warmth-without-weight—and
gladsoms to the eye withal. Correct for all outdoor Sports,
for Motoring or for Country wear. Among the range of twelve
colourtul striped designs there is most surely an Otterburn
Woollie-wrap that will harmonise with your outdoor attire,
The “Otterburn” does not The Otterburn  Woollie-
moult and leave unsightly wrap is but one of the

loose fibres on your clothing
—for it is woven with ex-
treme care from nothing
but pure, new, Cheviot, long
staple wool. You can wear
this conscientiously - made
Scarf as hard as you like,
and wash it again and again
—it will still retain its origi-
nal gocdness of appearance.

Otterburn products, famed
since their birth 102z years
ago for sheer goodness and
ntegrity of manufacture. ..
and here is the Otterburn
Guarantee :—If any Otter-
burn product which you buy
does not completely charm
and satisfy you, we will
refund your money—in full.

Look for the silk-woven ** Otterburn ** tab on every Woollle-wrap.

The Otterburm

Woollie-wr ap

Two sizes: 80" x 27, 19/11; and 65" x 18, 13 6
In addition to the two sizes mentioned above, there is a third
and smaller size (60" x 10”, 6/11) specially made for
those who prefer the ordinary Scarf-size and following the
same colour-schemes as the more generous - sized wraps.
Ask  your Draper to show you the Otterburn Scarves.
I¥ you have any difficulty we will send one direct to any
address, securely packed and post free, for price as above,

How to be sure of getting an * Otterburn”

Though many Drapers and Brochure. The Brochure

other Ladies’ Qutfitters all shows, in actual colours,

over the country now stock the full range of twelve
Otterburn Scarves, it may beautiful designs. It shows
happen that you are unable you, too, how to order
to buy one in your district, safely throuzh the post the
In this case, please write particular “Otterburn”
direct to Otterburn Mill, that will harmonise perfectly
Ltd.,, for our descriptive with 1our outdoor attire.
When ordering your Wrap direct from Brochure, please give
name and address of local Dealer from whom you would
have purchased your ““ Otterburn” ... had stocks been held.

OTTERBURN MILL, LTD..
Otterburn Northumberland
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(BOURJOIS-PARIS)

—— the perfume that holds the
prison’d scented secret of a rose

— has a fragrance which captures the
imagination—the scent of indefinite charm
which can never be forgotten, and which ]
any woman can make her own. W
Modern science, moreover, has ecstablished
the fact that skilfully prepared Perfumes act as a %
beneficial stimulus upon the nervous system.
Hshes of Roses Perfume is the
latest product of recent chemical research
in the realms of perfumery. The woman
who uses it, therefore, can be sure that
she is not only enhancing her own per-
sonality and charm, but she is also
insuring herself to a great degree against
nervous lassitude and strain,
HsheS of Roses Perfume is one of an 7\
exquisite new series of toilet preparations, and is «)\

delightfully packed in artistic bottles in tavo sizes
—7/6 and 10/6 each.

\

Other
You can buy any of the 2 shes of Roses
shes of Roses Preparations :
Preparations  at all Face Powder - 3/
high - class Chemists, Poudre Compact - 1/9
Perfumers or Stores, Bath Powder - 5/6

Bath Crystals 2/6 & 4/6
Talcum Powder - 2/6
Vanishing Cream  2/6

A. BOURJOIS et CIE., PARIS,
and 66, Carter Lane, London, E.C.43; ,

AN S
7’

( é‘-,‘m'_;-

315, Pitt Street, Sypxey, N.S.W. 5
AuckrLaxp, N.Z.

//{/////‘/’”

and Fort Street,

%

To introduce 79508 of Roses Perfume and Face Powder

20 you, Messrs, Bourjsis et Cie., Ltd., will send, on reccipt of this Coupon
and 1/6 Postal Order,a sample borile of Perfume and a saniple box Qf :
Face Pozeder. These cost much more to prepare and jost.

A. Bourjors T Cik., Lrp. (Dept. S.M.1), 66, Carter Lane,
Loxpoy, E.C.4.
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The Ideal
Gentlemen’s

Wardrobe.

DIMENSIONS.
Height 6 ft. 5in.
Width 4ft. 6in.
Depth | ft. 10in.

“A Place for Everything—
Everything in its Place.”

accommodates 12 Suits,
6 Hats, 24 Shirts, 12 Suits Under-
wear, 12 Suits Pyjamas, 3
each Collars, Handkerchiefs and
Socks, 8 pr. Boots, Suitcase, &c.

THE AWLYN JUNIOR
(A smaller size)
Height 6 ft.
Width 3. 6in.
Depth 1ft. 8in.
In Oak, Light, Dark,
F!‘um:d 0:' Antiztle lﬁﬁns.

Or Mahogany vee ... 19Gns.

CARRIAGE PAID HOME

DOWNINGS

WRITE TO DESK “S"

Orders by post receive personal attention.

61, 62, 49, 50, 51 & 36, LONDON ROAD, Qeposie
ELEPHANT & CASTLE, LONDON, S.E.I. Zufct

Keeps

Perfectly Constructed in Oak, or in rich
L?grhi,cD};rk. Fumed or X.ntique 22 Gns' ZGG“S'

Your QOuifit Fit.

Mahoganv

FOR CATALOGUE.

Frsole- 72091&1 Clbardine
Jrorneh, Coat

(The Famous Officers’ Coat).

Carriage paid by
Parcel  Post  in
UK. or AIrish
Free State,

GURZON’S were the first to

introduce this
Coat at a popular price, When costs
of material were high two years ago,
we were selling this coat at 70/ when others
were asking 90/- to 120/-. Thisis a Coat for
a lifetime, being absolutely stormproof and
weather-proof, and affording complete pro-
tection against the most inclement weather.
Its unique features are:—

1 Itis lined with smart check plaid

2. It is rubber interlined.

3. It has a detachable wool lining
(for cold weather use) which can
be fixed or removed in a minute.

< GABARDINE

tion of this Coat are guaranteed
fast dyes.

This lning can be removed without in any way
affecting the smart appearance of the coat, and
in this way can be worn in mild rainy weather,
The only coat on the market that answers the
purpose of two or more coats. Post free on
receipt of £2, under our guarantee torefund your
money should the coat on delivery fail to give
safisfaction. Also in Navy Blue at 45/- carriage
paid. When ordering give vour height and
V. chest rueasurement (taken over waistcoat).
Customers abroad please add 2/6

per coat extra to cover postage.
Orders by post to be sent to

CURZON BROS, Ltd,,

Phe Famous London Tailors and Oulfitters,
New Head Depot:
36-37, New Bridge St., Ludgate Circus, London, E.C.4.

40 Shops in London and Suburbs,
When  ordering mentmn “ Strand  Maqgazine.”

—Wonderful Value-
'2 YEARS’ WEA From One Pair of

Patent Canvas Shoes
J. A, writes July 16th, 1923: —

“ The present pair I have I got over 12 years ago.”
This unsolicited testimonial proves without doubt our claims for Dura-
bility are not exaggerated. The Ease and Comfort of our World-
Famous Shoes are equally testified to by regular customers of over
40 years. Made in several styles (in Black,
_ Brown and White) suitable for
all purposes of footwear.
g_Send for a pair To-day.
7 . Give size
and colour
) preferred.

Pnces (post free) in U. K Child’s. Ladies’. Gent.'s
A. Plain 8hoes (without strapping) ... ... 3/11 /2 /53
D. Leather Fittings (asillustration) ... .. S5/~ 5/3
Felt, Shppe:s warm-lined, finer jute soles,
‘ coslest " winter Shp on " Shoe .. 3,3 /. 4/3
Three pairs at one time, 2d. per pair off } six pairs, 8d. Fulllist, 1d.
Obtainable only from—

PATENT CANVAS SHOE CO., 1, Steps Road, near Gilasgow.

Q your Gillette type Blades
Dt-rop with this new Stropper.

Shaving with a Gillette type razor has an added pleasure to
the owner of a Sixvpix Stropper.  Even a new blade shaves
Letter when stropped, and one blade will last for months.
The two rollers, covered with the finest leather, move from
right to left while rev olving. This exactly reproduces the
movement expert barbers use for their razors.

The Sindix Stropper is the only one that

[ 4 »
.

Sliops bike o Larber
Contained in a handsome nickel case,
the SINpIX is cowpact, durable, and
ornamental. It will save its cost in
the number of blades used and add
Dew  pleasure to the daily shave.
Sent post paid for 12'6, with our
guarantee to refund your money if
you are dissatisfied,

Sindix Ltd. anb e i

London,
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Whereas the people of our nationdo
eat and enjoy the good toffee of
Mackintoshs in its varied forms and flavours

A Be it known that all sellers of sweets do
now stock and supply a toffee of old
fashioned character made according to
an old time recipe and being exceedingly
pleasant totaste.

}Qow then by these presents that thisnew
sweetmeat is a worthy addition to the
famous Mackintosh Toffees-de-Luxe-~
in which good people of all ages find
unending satisfaction

sk at ye sweetshoppe this day for-~

Mackinfosh's

OLD ENGLISHI
Toffee de Luxe

8¢ per £1b.

N

o
---------
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Care of’ the ffands

Real charm radiates from the smooth, white suppleness of hands
well cared for. How is this to be attained ?

By coaxing from the pores the myriad microscopic specks of dirt and
grease which seem to come from nowhere; and by feeding the
tissues and so preventing roughness and redness.

Pond’s Cold Cream fulfils these purposes to perfection. Applied at bed-time,
it cleanses far more effectively than soap and water alone can do, softens the
skin and beautifies the * texture.”

Of course, Pond’s Cold Cream is, first and foremost, a complexion cream—the
complexion cream. It is of great value in counteracting chaps and cracked lips,
for which it should be applied as soon as possible.

A word about Pond’s Vanishing Cream. This is for day use, its
function being to protect the complexion (and hands) against wind,
dust and weather extremes, and to refresh the skin.

“TO SOOTHE AND SMOOTH YOUR SKIN.”

Both Creams obtainable from all chemists and stores in opal jars at 1/3
and 2/6, and in collapsible tubes at 7id. (hand-bag size) and 1/-

Pond's Extract Company will send on recelpt
FREE of3d. in stamps for postage and packmg a‘:
SAMPLES sample tube of Vanishing Cream and C :

ream containing a liberal supply.

Ponds Cold

Cream

POND’'S EXTRACT CO., 71, Southampton Row, London, W.C.1.

COUGHS & COLDS

Bronchitis, Astbma, Influenza, Catarrh and Hay
Fever instantly relieved and rapidly cured by

GLYXALINE

Sold all over the world at 1/3, 3/-, 5/- and 11/6

by all Chemists and Stores, or post free direct from
LEATH & ROSS, 295, HIGH ROAD, BRONDESBURY,
Tel. Hampstead 1171. LONDON, N.W.6.

‘PYRAMID’

The Safest and Best reY
for the
NIGHT NURSERY -
and
SICK ROOM. 7Noucanh
' T Youcanhave oy
No water required. Each one to match
light fitted with a fireproof- i3 d
plaster base. i everydress
S Many women are now maki Kl [
Sold Everywhere. to wear with every dress. \ZE cn:; ea‘s:le;
Price’s Patent Candle do the same by means of a few sticks of
Company. Limited Dennison’s Wax de Luxe, and make
ompany ) necklaces for a few pence that look quite | F' Y
Battersea, S.W.11. as good as those costing pounds.
Dennison’s Sealing Wax Craft enables
you to make many artistic and useful
articles for the home. ro
Ask Your Stationer for
* *
PYRAMID roy
WAX DE LUXE,
For Corvespondence use Dennisan's Letter war.
5 FREE-Av iluared Brochure Sealing Wax Crat
o . t© roy
Dommisoncltlan um Go.lotd.
(Dept. 1), 52, Kwus:::yKLonnou W.C.2,

| O
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Batph Time
Peace Time

Only the child itself knows
the real discomfort of a
rough towel, and it tells you
about it in its own way.
For bath - time peace use
OSMAN Towels.

The thick, absorbent pile
makes a cosy nest for baby's
tender body—it absorbs the
moisture without any rubbing
or chance of irritation.

RORHRRH

P27

A

R

by
RS

This softness endures. Washing
does not affect it. It is the
towel’s peculiar fitness for
baby’s toilet.

All sizes at ordinary towel
prices from drapers, etc.

Look for the small Red OSMAN

Tab on one corner of each Towel.

A R A O e

RO

7
A

TOWELS AND
BATH-SHEETS

SRR

If you are pleased with OSMAN Towel €0
vour Draper for OSMAN Sheets ami Prlocr 8,0 35

SERS

P;
PAYe " A Y
R R R R A R O 2
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with your name and
address to H. SAMUEL,
31, MARKET STREET, MAN-
CHESTER. It brings you
by return a beautifully illus-
trated money-saving >
FREE BOOK Zhnciins!
BARGAINS »
Every page is crowded with
startling offers in Jewsllery,
Watches, Plate, etc.,at Factory
Prices that save you pounds'

And there are splendid lists
of handsome

FREE PRIZES &0%&s!

GEM RINGS.
See the hun-
dreds of
beautiful
Rings illus-
trated in
the Free

SOLID GOLD
BROOCH set with
Pearls and Amethys:
Crystals.

FULL MONTH’S
TRIAL
any article.

SOLID GOLD BRACELET
WATCH, fully jewelled
movement, accurately
timed and adjusted,
10 years’ warranty.
Massive expanding
bracelet.

OVERSEAS ORDERS
recetve the prompt atten-
tionof a special manager.
Catalogue mailed free. ranted
- - — ten
SENDAPOSTCARD NOW . ] s, 45/‘
FOR THE FREE BOOK. St

H.SAMUEL

31, MARKET ST., MANCHESTER
QOver 85 Branches, including :

WOOLWICH : 40 and 42, Powis Strect.

CROYDON : 16, North End, Full list

NEWOCASTLE : 2, Grainger Street, \V, in the

PORTSMOUTH: 141, Commercial Road, | Big Free

GLASGOW : 134-136, Argyle Street. Book.

DANHARRLRTAT IR

Fully jewel-
led lever
movement,
handsome
case, War-
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Barratts Brown Highland Brogue

New One-Bar Shoe—By Post—Factory Price

This pretty shoe is the last word in fashionable
footwear. Created by Barratts own expert designers
it gathers up in a dainty and practical way the most
appealing features of the new styles. Buy it direct
and save the extra profits middlemen would easily

EO TP

H get for so attractive a design. HH
% Exclusively Designed, Made and Sold i
s This shoe combines the favourite HH
By Barratts brogue lines with the charm H]
of an open-front one-bar shoe. Made =
s of beautifully soft, well-conditioned, Direct fromFactory 23
% patural-toned Brown Willow Calf. HH
HH Crisply punched seam-lines. With or with- e
out steel buekle. New heel of fashionable - i
height. Handsewn principle soles of best H
solid English leather and smoothly finished POST FREE.
solid leather insoles. You have never
worn its equal for attractiveness and Style 2485 Postage Overseas
comfort. * extra.

Thousands of Ladies Order by Post—This Way.

Sizes stocked are 3, 3%, 4, 43, 5, 5%, 6, 6}, 7. Round loe and comfortable width. Give usual size or
send ““ Footshape™ pencil outline of stockinged foot resting on paper. Exert normal pressure on
foot and hold pencil upright. State style 2485 and enclose money order or cheque for 21/-. Overseas
orders send postage. With Cash on Delivery Orders send 10/- deposit only. Money returned if
shoes are sent back unsotled. Post direct to factory—NOW.

W.BARRATT & CO. Ltd., 20, Footshape Works, Northampton

Send 3d. (postage) for Barratts 162-page Catalogue, ‘“ Social Events of the Year.”’ Fashion notes by Lady
Duff Gordon. Beautifully illustrated in colours. Refined footwear for ladies, gentlemen and children.

R

ou cant break
these Doggie -
they're

The waters of the River Tay,
flowing through the Works,
possessunique natural properties
which enable Pullars to dispense
with the need for chemical
Sk, / ) 7 treatment. Costumes and Long
HUR(\:H'];’IA:CES _ —— Coats—soiled by use

, : Pullars | —can be beautifully
The Lace with the extra long wear i R};‘:f:,, cleaned, or if faded,
Postage | dyed to darker shades
for winter wear.

HURCULACES are made in many varieties
for Ladies’, Men's and Children’s Boots
and Shoes in all the popular shades. Service prompt and

Ask for HURCULACES and you know that efficient. No delay.

you sre getting the best possible value for ,Z’ . A
your money, prove for yourself that they are : 1 / / DIC nif /‘% t ﬁ
THE LACES WITH THE EXTRA LONG WEAR ] = v/u/v v@v[/’\\(s/’ 0 X ‘:ﬁ,/_-/«/

CLEANERS & DYERS

Stocked by the leading
Boot Shops, Drapers and Outfitters.

ManuracTURED BY FAIRE BROS & Co. Ltd.. LEICESTER
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t does the New Year
hold in store for YOU?

Look ahead! Visualise the transforming influence which a Metropolitan
College training will exercise on your career within the next twelve months—
provided you act alertly by enrolling now—and later look back on the year 1924
as the most conspicuously successful in your history ; the year when you first reaped the
rich rewards that accompany recognition and responsibilily.

SPECIALISED POSTAL TRAINING

in Accountancy, Secretaryship, Costing, Advertising, Insurance, Banking, etc. ;
also for Matriculation and the Bachelor of Commerce Degree of London University,

TAKEN AT HOME, IN SPARE TIME.

The modern method of Individual, . moment of enrolment. Instead of
Intensive Training—as brought to perfec- ! dawdling along, taking chances of what
tion in the Metropolitan College Postal the Fates hold in their laps for YOU, cut
Spare-Time Courses -— revolutionises out ten or fifteen dreary years of
the prospects of any 'live office man waiting : commence forthwith on a
by doubling or trebling his business course of scientific postal training
value within the short compass of a under the Metropolitan College, and
few months’ earnest evening study, force forward a more brilliant future
thus bringing real SUCCESS into high than can ever be achieved by unsup-
visibility on the near horizon from the | ported slogging-away.

During the year ended June, 1923, more than 3,000 successes, including 64 Honours, Prizes, etc.,
were gained by students of the College, in the recognised professional Accountancy, Secretarial,
Banking and Insurance Exams. alone.

Many intensely practical non-examination courses. Moderate fees, by instalments if desired.

Send to-day (a postcard suffices) for a FREE COPY of the 140-PAGE “ GUIDE
TO CAREERS,” a handsome volume which is yours to keep for the asking,

g €5 ST. ALBANS.
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Diamonds-

A I ‘
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/ mount \\\\\ Plahnummounr )
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,,,,, \\\ / ///; 9
2 Well Matched § . é 3arge fine quality
Diamonds in187Gold =5 which dmi F Z=. Diamondsn187Gold
¢ Plalinum mount: § th e ]SCe El)-J](()]l]"lng n d ﬁ?ng s, ,/é € Plalimum mountk
==
= prices from
2 f 5 to £20

(Tecording to size of stone)
and have it sent to your

Large Lustrous
iamonds in 187

Fine qualitylustrous % =

Diamonds in 187Gold % §

mournt. ~ home on approval —— \\\\\ Gold mount.
' \.v /// i OIS (DI TIRU I S AV S IR0 E O EEAEEIPIATI IR0 R TI TR AREB LAY \\\

ow

2906-298

PENTONVILLE ROAD, KINGS CROSS. ..

Bravfi\ StOT

5 PerFecllg Malched

CLOSED THURSDAY AT | # M~ OPEN SATURDAY k1 gus 350 P - i
Diamonds in18<"Gold 71, LUDGATE HILL. E.C.4. 7 Well matched Diamonds in
mo“nf' A K. CO" LTD} E CLOSED SATURDAY AT | P.M = OPEN THURSDAY TiL 70 P.Mm B?Goldgplqﬁnum mouru."
100 H - 5 "’
candle & PI Fco ?;'rs W™
k Power -

INCANDESCENT CAS I.|GHT

with Common Paraffin.

SAFE AND SIMPLE. JUST USE A MATCH.
Beats Gus or Electric.

: TN L= . 3
Days’ Complete f ( L) ')0/‘““
7 Trial FREE Lamp - 30, '{‘ ’ \‘\\ ’
Send no Money. Write for Catalogue. ) The World’s Standard of g
PIFCO, LTD., ,k Quality, for over a quarter 5
177, High Street, MANCHESTER. of a century they have Y
STOCKED IN 37 DIFFERENT STYLES. ; been the favoul 1te table sweet. €

iy

MAGNIFICENT

‘CONCERT GRAN,

GRAMOPHONES [

You will not notice 2/6 i i
per week, yet a superb I
i Goncert Grande '’ will i AT,

. brighten the dullest hour g i g
and be a constant source [0} U i
of keen enjoyment. Every C Bl
i

i ] i

note. whether vocal or in-
strumental, possesses that
clear and perfect tone usually only associated
with gramophones costing for cash practicallv
double the price of our * Congert Grandes,”
Buy direct and save agents’ profits. Each
machine 1s packed and delivered free together
with 6 tunes and supplied on14 days’ approval.

Catalogue (8)

CITY, SALE & EXCHANGE { ¢y7o7: ¢
(Proprietor R, GREEN) 26-28, King’s Rd., London,s w.3.

: l Flavoured Wtﬂ\ g &

e Rtpe Fruit Juxces =

[Snd for R —n
ustrated

CHlVERS & SONS, LTD., Orchard Factory, Histon, Cambc.
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The British
Complexion Soap

Price’s, with their three-quarters of a
century reputation, assert the supremacy
of British soap-making by introducing
Olva, the new Palm and Olive oil soap.
Of course, Price’s, in common with other
soap-makers, have used these well-known
ingredients for years, but never before
have they been combined to make so
perfect a toilet soap as Olva.

This is really the latest word in soap
excellence—Dbland, soothing, fragrant and
giving a wonderfully free and beautifying
lather.

Olva is a full-size tablet moulded to the
shape which best suits the hands.

It is a luxury toilet soap. Yet it costs no
more than anyone is ready and willing to
pay.

The British Soap for British Beauty

/o R\ ~ Y
‘4

PALMANDOLIVE OIL

| Soap

Pn'c;’g Soap Co. Ltd., London oL 1-23

AN
N

RN
NSNS
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HOW TO GET RID OF
HAIR GROWTH ON THE ARMS.

Nothing is so repellent and disillusioning
as a growth of hair on the arms of a
woman. It instantly destroys every
suggestion of feminine daintiness.

Ladies who use razors find they only stimulate
the growth of hair just as trimming a hedge
makes it grow faster and thicker. Ordinary
chemical preparations are so offensive, so
troublesome to use, and often so irritating as
to make them very unsatisfactory. All these

troubles have been overcome in VEET, the new
perfumed velvety cream.

It is as easy to use
as a face cream. Just sprcad VEET on as it
comes from the tube, wait a few minutes, rinse
it off, and the hair is gone as if by magic.
VEET leaves the skin soft, smooth and white.
Satisfactory results are guarantced in every
case or money is returned. VEET may be
obtained from all chemists, hairdressers, and
stores for 3/6. Also sent post paid in plain
wrapper for 4/- (Trial size by post for 6d. in
stamps.)—Dae Health Laboratories (Dept.
49M), 68, Bolsover Street, London, W.1.)

A Perfumed Velvety Cream that removes Hair.

A Revolution in Aids\
for the DEAF

The smallest & lightest receiver in theWorld
THE EARLUX MICROMEGA

Receiver weighs only 1 oz, rests and is

retained comfortably in the ear, and entirely

does away with the use of a head-band.

Not a tube or a so-called non-head attach-

ment, but an actual receiver.

This remarkable new invention is indeed a

revelation to the deaf. With it they can

hear the whole world of sound. All that is seen

Highly appreciated by leading aurists at of the

the recent Londen Medical Exhibition, Receiver.

Call for demonstrations or write for particulars of

days’ free trial to—

DEAF APPLIANCE COMPANY, LTD
(Dept. *8.M.”), 58-60, Wigmore St., London, W.1,

SoleAgents for Scotland: MissEttaShankland, 62, Buchanan St., Glasgow

WHY TOLERATE

RHEUMATISM

“The best remedy | have found,” writes a sufferer
from Rheumatism. [f you suffer from any Muscular
Aches and Sprains, Bruises, Neuralgia, or Neuritis,
try a tube of Zox-Balm and get quick relief. 1/3 and
2/6 of Chemists, etc. 1f difficulty in obtaining, sent
Post Free for 1/3. Worite for Pamphlet.

The ZOX Co., 11, Hatton Garden, LONDON, E.C.1.

“ Nature alone won’t wave the hair,
Hinde's Wavers, too, must do their share,”

HINDE’S HAIR WAVERS are supplied
in 26 different patterns. Crude imita-
tions which are hurtful to the hair may
be sometimes offered. It is necessary to
gee that the name HINDE’S is on each
article. Obtainable at all stores,
hairdressers and drapery houses.

SAMPLE WAVER 8d. POST FREE,

Hindes’, Limited, Manufacturers of Hair
Brushes and Articles for the Dressing Table,
1, Tabernacle Street, London, E.C.
‘Works, Birmingham.
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- Do This
Combat for ten days that
film on teeth

If you want better teeth, let us show
you how millions now get them. Cleaner,
safer teeth as well, You will be sur-
prised and delighted when you make
this test. We send it free.

That cloud is film

The dingy coat on teeth is film. That
film at first is viscous. It clings and
stays there. Soon it becomes discoloured,
then forms those cloudy coats. The
teeth’s beauty is hidden until you remove
it.

Film also holds food substance which
ferments and forms acid. It holds the
aoid in contact with the teeth—the acid
may cause decay.

A new day comes

No ordinary tooth paste effectively
combats film, so all tooth troubles con-
stantly increased. Then dental science
found and proved out two effective
methods. One of them disintegrates
the film, the other removes it without
harmful scouring.

Protect the Enamel

Pepsodent disintegrates the film,
then removes it with an agent
far softer than enamel. Never
use a film combatant which
contains harsh grit,

MARK

Pepsodend

The New-Day Dentifrice

Now advised by leading dentists the
world over.

Sold in two sizes—2/- & 1/3

A new:type tooth paste was created to
apply these methods daily. ‘The name is

Pepsodent. Now careful people of some
fifty nations use it, largely by dental
advice. ‘

Pepsodent also multiplies the alkalinity
of the saliva. It multiplies the starch
digestant in the saliva., ‘Those are
Nature’s agents for fighting starch de-
posits and the acids which they may
form.

In these ways Pepsodent is bringing a
new dental era to people of every clime.

Watch its effects

Send the coupon for this 10-Day test.
Note how clean the teeth feel after
using. Mark the absence of the viscous
film. See how teeth become whiter as
the film-coats disappear.

The test will be a revelation. You
will have a new conception of what
clean teeth mean. Cut out coupon so
you won’t forget.

15

10-DAY TUBE FREE

THE PEPSODENT COMPANY,
(Dept. 131) 42, Southwark Bridge Rd., London, S.E.1.
Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to—

Give full address, Write plainly,

Only one tube to a family. StrAND, JaN.
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instal a

GLADWYEE

PARLOUR COOKER

in winter, will keep two radiators going

the finest value.

Sent carriage paid in U.K., safely
packed in complete units ready for fixing.

ELSTREE New Garden Village.

100 Gladwyfe Cookers have been ordered
for the above by the builders, Messrs. Boot and
SOnS. Ltd.. ]2, I_Ower C'OS\'enor Place. S.W4I.

Write for Calalogue from

K.C.B. FOUNDRY CO., LTD.

When your Parlour
is your Kitchen

It will do all your cooking, will supply
hot water for two baths an hour, and,

Far and away the most economical
combination stove in existence, and far

Prices from £16.0.0

£

u20b, Mount St., London, W.1

%, Cuckoo! Cuckoo!

, - A great Novelty in
_ Clocks. Beautiful Swiss
Carved Cases. Simple
construction.

Size 12 by 8} inches.

Post free to any

part of the 55,

British Isles

CUCKO0O0 CLOCKS

There's a charm about these clocks which is
quite their own. They make ideal presents for
all occasions and are cxcellent timekeepers.

Every hour and half-hour the little bird opens his door,
flaps his wings and announces the time of day in clear,
melodious tones—an exact reproduction of areal Cuckoo.
The Youngsters are delighted! Everyone satisfied !

Suitable for Hall, Nursery, etc.
CAMERER CUSS & CO. (Dept. B),
56, New Oxford Street, LONDON, W.C.
Estd. 1788.

eso. ASHFORD’S 1730

CHIMNEY AND DRAIN SWEEPERS.
We make SETS from 35- up to |||

£10 10 0 according to requirements.
20 page List sent FREE on request,

W. & G. ASHFORD,
11, Lower Essex Street, BIRMINGHAM.

‘MUTAX'

makes the }
Dirt Fly!

Do vour own
I Dry Cleaning at
Home — safely,
cheaply, and
efficiently,

Get One To-day

SENT ON 7 DAYS® APPROVAL

The *“ Mutax” Dry Cleaning Brush is
invaluable in the home. Cleans Suits,
Costumes, Gloves, Soft Hats, Upholstery,
Curtains, etc., without fuss or mess. Simply
fill with petrol and use like an ordinary
brush. Sent with *“ Book of Hints on Dry
‘Write for Folder.

Cleaning.”
STRETFORD, Post
( lmmmmmmlzl 6

Get one from your dealer or direct from us.

'

i
|

d
|

|
i

{ From all leading Wine Merchanls,

' A
SOLD IN BOTS. & }-BOTS.
IN TWO QUALITIES— ‘- B

SPORTSMAN’S (Dry), QUEEN’S (Sweet).

i For more than a century Grant’s Morella Cherry Brandy has en-
joyed a world-wide fame, and connoisseurs acknowledge that this
delicious combination of fine old Brandy and the matured juice of
the English Morella Cherry is still pre-eminent amongst all the
s‘orld‘s liqueurs. It gives new life, new strength, new joy to all who
i drink it.

‘Therefore, ask for Grant’s Morella, and take no other.
WELCOME ALWAYS, KEEP IT HANDY,
GRANT’S MORELLA CHERRY BRANDY.

The Distillery,
Hotels, Restaurants, ete. Maidstone.
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Order by Post from

will bring
this cosy
3-piece Suite
into your
home, car-
riage paid.

e !

- 4

\/| NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE—
\/| EDINBURGH-
\V2

e

< €<

5-ft. Settee and two

tapestries or damasks.

To-day's value, 33 gns.
REDUCED PRICE ..
CASH PRICE

paid at £1 per month.

Jas.

Also at
LIVERPOOL—
4-46, Lord Street.

49-51, Clayton St., & 4, Nun St.

13, 15, 17, Nicolson Street.
GLASGOW—74-76, Union Street.
FALKIRK—48, 48, 50, Vicar Street.

roomy
Eagy Chairs, stuffed fibre and
hair, and covered in French
Well
sprung. Loose feather cushions.

21 gns.
. 19 gns,

Delivered immediately on pay-
ment of £2, the balance to be

ULCODHOUSE

50-52, LUDGATE HILL, LONDON, E.C.4.
59-61, NEW OXFORD ST., LONDON, W.C.1.

Fire and Life Poli-

this advertisement cies, fre for th
or from ll]ustrate_d als(;fing.me ¢
Catalogue S.M.],_ High-Grade Easy Chairs and Settees, the Rail fares paid to
post free on appli- o £ 1 Litt] . nearest branch on all
cation. climax of luxury at little cost, and ensuring orders of £20 or over.

60/-

will bring
this 3-piece
Leather
Suite into
your home,
carriage
paid.

4-ft. 6-in. Settee and two roomy
Easy Chairs, stuffed fibre and
hair, and covered in real leather,
finished antique nails. Well
gprung. Loose feather cushions.
To-day’s value, 37 gns.

REDUCED PRICE .. 28 gns.,
CASH PRICE . 25 gns,

Delivered immediately on pay-
ment of £3, the balance to be
paid at 22/6 per month.

Also at
SOUTHAMPTON—130, Above Bar.
SUNDERLAND—

MIDDLESBROUGH—
Newport House,
BISHOP AUCKLAND—
Bonanza Arcade.
MONTREAL (Canada).

i n~.-\ S el

T R T R t
PR SOt o e

T e e
o o ol e -l

196-197, High Street, West. '\

2010?"’°M5/-

-’ Think of the number and

Moo

value of the articles—household and personal
linen, lingerie, children ’s school clothes, etc.—
you lose in the course of a year, and then con-

sider what a trivial outlay (5/- for a gross of Cash's Woven
Names) will make these costly replacements unnecessary.

SCHOOL OUTFITS must be marked with Name in
Sfull ; and, if desired, the School Number can be added

on the same tape for an extra charge of 3

CASH’S oy

NAMES

Prices. White Ground.
12 Doz. 5/, 6 Doz.3/9, 3 Doz. 2/9.

Style
No. 9.

J.M BARRIE

Can be supplied by all Drapers and Outhfitters at a few
days’ notice in Red, Yellow, Green, Helio, Black, Sky
or Navy Blue on White or Black Tapes.

7 Samples and Full List of Styles FREE on
pplication to

J. & J. CASH, Ltd.
{Dept. F.2), COVENTRY.

Send for book of uses of CASH'S FRILLING,
which will be gent free.

The charm of Curtams depends largely on
how they hang. Curtains hung on the

\
Patent
Rustless

CURTAIN RUNNER

always hang well, look well, and last far longer
because :—running on roller bearings they
“glide at a touch ” round any curve without
tugging or jerking. And a lady could fix them too
if necessary ! Booklet S fully describes and is free.

“CHALLENGE”
Stair Carpet Clips

grip the carpet and
prevent all sag — the
reinforced grip is the
secret.  Simple to fix
and need no cleaning, |
Get free clip booklet S.
CHALCO, Ltd.
(Dept. S),
49, S Row,
BIRMINGHAM.
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MAKE YOUR OWN

MARMALADE

Take advantage of the reduced sugar prices
and ‘the exceptionally fine orange crop and

@ make your own

I

marlnalade- The
*“ Magic ” Marma-
lade Machine will
cut oranges Into
fine even shreds—
quickly and with-
out waste. It is
the world’s most
perfect machine, so
simple and efficient
that it can never
get out of order.
Get a ““ Magic
from your Iron-
monger to-day.

9 ¥ MARMALADE
W MACHINE
0 Obtainable from all good Iron-
mongers, Hardwaremen and

Stores, price 9/9 each.

Qs AT

i
i

=

The “New Universal” Marmalade Machine —a
larger model suitable for heavy regular use in
Institutions, Restaurants, Country Houses, etc.

Price 18s. each. !

T T T ST

FOLLOWS & BATE, LTD., GORTON, MANCHESTER. =

]

S R

The “ADAPTA” Bed-Table
A MODERN

AN

Can be ins|antly raised,
» lowered, or irLcléned. y
#7#2Zextends over bed, couch,
//701' chair without touching
it, and is the ideal Table
for reading or_ taking
t meals in bed with ease

and comfort. By pressing
a button the top can be
adjusted to various inclin.
It cannot over-
balance. _ Comprises Bed

“~, Table, Reading Stand,
V’x Writing Table, Bed Rest,
Card Table, etc. British

PSR N

'  ations.

=

No. t.—Enamelled Metal Parts, with Polishe

Wood Top . £330
No. 3.—Ditto, with Adjustable Side Tray,

Automatic Book Holders, and

Polished Ouk ‘Lop (as illustrated) £5 0 0
No. 5.—Complete as No. 3, but with Detach-

able Candle Sconce, and all Metal

Parts finished Polished Brass . 87 70
Carriage Paid in Great Rritain. Write tor Booklet A3

J. FOOT & SON, Ltd.,
171, NEW BOND STREET. LONDON, W.l1. 5

Bt

ST A R

For

S
: For

Coughs,
Colds, and
Sore Throats

It is not what we say, but
what our patrons say of
Vapo-Cresolene that conveys the
evidence on its merits.

strongest
Qur best advertise-
ment is from the unsolicited testimonials given

by those who have used Vapo-Cresolene. For
Coughs, Colds, Bronchitis, Influenza, Whooping
Cough, Spasmodic Croup, Asthma and Catarrh.

ﬁ Est. 1879.

Sold by all Chemists.  Write for descriptive booklet No. 53 to:
ALLEN & HANBURYS, LTD,,
Lombard Street, LONDON, E.C.S.

@ T.2.

PATENT

Bradford's victress-vower
e & ASHING,

ﬁgﬁ\ RINCGING &
N

o — ANGLING
ACHINE

COMBINED.

W ith'\vood rollers, 21in. by 44in. A handy family size, equal to
washing one blanket or eight shirts at ope time, Occupies very
little space. No internal mechanism to get out of order.
SPECIAL PRICE FOR LIMITED PERIOD.
Delivered to nearest railway statio

: WRINGER AND MANGLE,
. Rollers 2lin, by 43in., of best English Hardwood. H
i When not in use as mangle, forms a convenient table, 34in.
: . by 18in. Folding handle. :
No. 2, £5 17s. 84, net, cash with order. H
Carriage Free to nearest station. H

[ :
.................. Seessisisensieeniaeend

Full particulars of other types and sizes of Washi Wringi d
Mangling Machines are given in Cat. No, 96F. Frl::g:)py on r:gn!;:t-
THOMAS BRADFORD & CO., M
141, High Holborn, London, Gy ekers:
130, Bold Street, Liverpool, 1, Deansgate, Manchester.
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THE “ LIBRARY ” LOUNGE UNFADABLE FABRICs  WASHING

The most comprehensive range of all known
reliable Unfadable Fabrics.
of textures and designs.

Heavy reversible Curtain Fabric 8/11} per yd..

“SUN-GLEAM *’ REP. Deco-
mt@ve Fabric, 7/8 per yd.,

. wide.
“SUN-BRIGHT ” SATIN in
beautiful sgit shades, 6/9

ha.ngmg Fabnc, 4/11 per

TWILL.
Excellent Curtain material,
from 3/3 to 4/11 per yd.
N- ASEMENT §
, shades.
Creams from 1/3% per yd.
Colours from 1/11% per yd. %
All Fabrics prefixed with the
d *“Sun >’ are guaranteed
4 Any length fail-
mg to meet this guarantee will

Patterns Post Free.

UPHOLSTERED FURNITURE A SPECIALITY.
Large range of Models always on view.

Good, roomy,
oom fortable

consgtructed
frame; 9 springs in
seat, with 4 spriogs
in independent spring
2 cdge.

3, Tapestry as illustra-

Y SEA AIR THE “ CHANTRY * CHAIR
AND

Infinite variety

Soft

Inexpensive, useful Chair,
covered in blue and silver
or black and gold Damask,
as illustration, 49/6.
Exceptional value.

Home Beautiful.”
WiLLiaMsoN & Cork’
artistic book on
Furnishing.

£ £ £ £ £ £ £ £ £ £ £ £ £

Means Enjoyment
with Economy

You do not know how delicious
simple fare can be i
never used H.P. Sauce.

H.P. vastly improves and brings
out in a wonderful way the natural
flavours of the food.

Just try a little H.P. Sauce with
your breakfast bacon, or with cold
, cheese, tomatoes, sausages,

Lo T S S T T S L L S

*

[

i

)

But be suve it is H.P.

L

[

*

Do You Want a
Bigger Salary?

It does not matter what you are To-day, or
what tyou were Yesterday. To-morrow is the
day of Opportunity. Nothing can keep you
down if you really make up your mind to go
up. In just one hour a day——in the spare time
ou will never miss—you can fit yourself for a
etter job and a bigger salary:
The only effective method of ~ffording postal
tuition is through the medium of Instruction
Papers specially compiled for that purpose.
The I.C.S. have the largest and most
up-to-date range of such Instruction Papers
of any institution in the world.
During the past thirty years over 2} millions of
students have profited from the professional,
technical and commercial training provided
by the L.C.S.
As a first step in your progress, mark and
forward this coupon so that we can satisfy
you that, with our help, you can secure both.
B s T
International Correspondence Schools, Ltd.,
16, International Buildings, Kingsway, London, W.C.2.
Please send me your booklet containing full particulars
of the course of Correspondence Training before which T
have marked X. T assume no obligation,

...Accountancy -+-French & Spanish
...Advertising -+ Salesmanship

Buildi -..Engineering—every
...Building . branch, state which
...Draughtsmanship it eetaaanes,
...Professional Exams. ..-Woodworking

The 1.C.8. teach wherever the post rcaches, and have
over 300 Courses of Study. If, therefore, your
subject is not in the above list, write it here.

Write for * The L)

LI
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No-trouble laces

Tags will not come off—dyes are fast—
smart appearance is enduring—strong as
can be and long wearing, and with all
these advantages Paton’s Laces cost no
more than the merely ordinary.

There are many styles and finishes.
Most boot shops, repairers, or stores sell
them. If difficult to obtain, write direct
to the mills, giving the name of your boot
dealer or store.

PATONS

BOOT 8 SHOE.

LACES

PRICES :
Boot Laces, 2d., 3d., & 4d. per pair
Shoe Laces, 4d. & 64. per pair
In Black, Tan, White,
Nigger and  Grey.
Leather Laces, 4d. & 6d. per pair

Wm.PATON,Ltd.,Johnstone,Scotland.

P11 P
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Send for copy of the
“ Fife ” Catalogue—
free on request.

THIS 9 BROGUE
RENOWNED '.‘E SHOE
IS THE FAVOURITE AMONG LADIES OF TASTE owmg

to its distinctive style, honest quality, and long service.

PLENDIDLY made from best materials with one Btrap
buckling over instep, Bteel slides on front, Walking Sole,
and Cuban Heel. Willow or Box Calf Leathers.

Order No. 398. Black per pair 31/«
Order No. 599, Tan, per pair 2/6
Also in Nigger or Grey Suede, cut from Weilda Calf

ins, recommended with every confidence .. 35/-

Cariiage Paid in U.K. Foreizn postage extra. Can be had in all
sizes. Send size or outline of foot, and Postal Order.
The “ Fife' is worn and appreciated by Ihousanda or‘ ladi‘s the
world over. T'rial Order proves the * Fife”

T. G,
No. 64, STRATHMIGLO, FIFE.
The Pioncer and Leader of the ** Boots by Post’' Trade.

LT.-COL. RICHARDSON’S

Police Airedales
sy o BURGLARS
For LADIES’ GUARDS,
Safe Children—Not Quarrelsome,
from 10 Gns. Pups 5 Gns.
Wormley Hlll, Broxbourne, Herts.

Tel. : 52 Broxbouroe.
30 mins. from from Liverpool Street, G.E.R.

” er Wee AR AR s

WILL FIT YOU FOR A
COMMERCIAL CAREER

For 1s. a week, inclusive of text-books and lesson papers,
you can receive by correspondence a thorough training in
Commercial Arithmetic, Book-keeping,
Accountancy, Commercial Correspondence and
Business Training. The tuition is personal and so
thorough that within a few months you will be in a position
to command a substantial salary in the world of commerce.
Big positions are open to qualified people who possess
that specialised knowledge which leads to advancement,
Elementary, Intermediate and Advanced Courses
in all subjects. Write for complete prospectus to

REV. GEORGE DENT (Desk S.M.),

Free Church Correspondence Collsge,
CHERTSEY, SURREY.

0 A AN =
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Blended from choice
growths of leaf and
of unusually deli-
cate flavour and
fragrance

W
OQOCTORS

Try out this superb China 7Tea for yoursel.
It has no free tannin, and is therefore safe for
Dyspeptics and Invalids,

talb sent FREE

Send 3/4 for a pound of Doctor's
China Tea to-day.
20z. of the 4/- and_20z. of the 4/6
qualitie: asa FREE GIFT, together
with name of nearest agent.

==

|CHINA TEA

The freedom from
tannin which makes
it safe for Invalids

We will include

makes it delicious
for all.

HARDEN BROS. & LINDSAY, Ltd. Dept 72, 23, Rood Lane, London, E.C.3.
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Here’s an Even Better

O-Cedar Mop

Wider sweeping, easier, and time-
saving, the new

OEdarMep

will help you put a sparkle on your
polished floors, woodwork and
linoleum.

Treated with O.Cedar Polish, this
new Mop with more and better
yarn, dusts, cleans and
polishes a wider surface
at each sweep. The new,
interchangeable handle
will serve also for other
O-Cedar Mops and

Dusters—a nice economy.

Get the new and better O-Cedar Are you Using
Polish Mop to-day, 3/6, 4/9 and

5/9. This price includes new, O-@dar

interchangeable handle. O-Cedar W A X

Polish, 1/3 to 12/6. Send for Post Free

The Channell Chemical Company, Limited, Sample. British Made
Slough, Bucks. by British Labour

GUARANTEED SATISFACTORY—OR MONEY REFUNDED

—look for the
Leopard Mark

when buying Shirts.—This Tab guaran-
tees the quality and colour fastness of

} HORROCKSES
FAST COLOUR FAST COLOUR

" SHIRTINGS _
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HE health value of Thermai (Hot Air or Vapour) Bathing is an established

z ; fact. Nothing else is so effective in preventing sickness, or for the cure of
Colds, Influenza, Rheumatism, Sciatica, Blood, Skin, Liver, and Kidney
Complaints. It eliminates the poisonous matters from the system, inereases
the flow of blood—the life current—freed from its impurities, clears the skin,

recuperates and revitalises the body, quiets the nerves, rests the tired, creates
that delightful feeling of invigorated health and strength, insures perfect
cieanliness, and is helpful in every way, i .
Every form of Hot Air, Vapour, or Medicated Baths can be enjoyed privately
at home with our Patent Safety Cabinet. When not in use it folds into a
small, compact space.
Complete. with SAFETY .OUTSIDE HEATER, &c.

Write for Bath Book, B 3, Post Free.

J. FOOT & SON, Ltd. (Dept. B 3), 171, New Bond St., London, W.1.

NOSES., I best patent Nose Mactines ML L L LYYV UV YV VVVVV VIV Vv Y v e 2
.

" in the world. Improve ugly . . .
noses of all kinds. Scientific yet simple. Can be Luxurlant glossy halr s the
” womg.\;r‘iin‘gl:’l:;ep; envelope for [ull particulars. It of care in ch ildhood.
S My long-estabilshed resu
A RED NOSE s~ medically approved . oi
¥/ Treatment absolutely cures red noses. 4/- post Use RANKIN S Heixd Oint-
free, Foreign, 1/6 extra. ment for your children’s hair. It

S, — My improved is pleasant to use and nourishes

» Rubber Ear Caps oty b R
remedy ugly outstanding ears. Hundreds of suc- and beautifies the hair.

cessful cases. 7/6 post free. Foreign, 1/6 extra.

© LEES RAY, Snecialist, 10, JERMYN ST., LONDON, 5.W.1. R ANKIN’ S
N ety | § HEAD OINTVENT

p instantly kills all nits
with this handsome and verenin in the hair,

SETTEE BED novelty. In 4d., 84, and /3
— - ) Adapted in a sizes. Of all Chemists.

Moment RANKIN & CO., Kilmarnock, Established over
Gives an extrabed with. f§ SCOTLAND. 100 years.
out an extra roome
Tl:;)roughly (;omror(able
and practical as a bed—

elegant and attractive WOOD BROS-
when used as a settee,
Doubly economical

A BOON IN BUNGALOWS

N EadvesAelxpense &:pe;ce-the one arti%le does for both settee and
g bed. Always ready for an extra resident or unexpected visitor ;
Note Description ‘ P As supplied to Royalty and Society,
Satisfaction Guaranteed TAILORED TO MEASURE.
Solid fumed gak, iron frame, wire spring mattress; 2ft. 3in. Wood Bros., Ltd., Maternity Specialists of Manchester,
by 6ft. 2in. Packs flat. Complete with sterilized woollen have a charming range of semi-evening frocks, which,
flock squab in cretonne, two cretonne pillows. 22in. square, following the fashions, and delightfully pretty and grace-

platform and [} ful, are specially designed to be in no way conspicuous.
cretonne valance Send for free catalogue to t1\!3113@%!@55. Self—A.dgthtu:‘g
i Regd. Maiturnus Band fitted into every waist-band.
(ng'f,l:fmo?,iiz: °v$:'in tgﬁ gﬂood Bros. also supply Everything io;r Baby érfmt Bfuth.
ar h ist- 1l salisfaction or money refunded ices : Skirts from
Sarngts and other exist. 14/11, Coat Frocks from 55/, Costumes from 63/,
bsem on application. Accouchernent Sets from 14/11, Maternity Belts 12/6,
* Complete Layettes from 35/-, Maternity Corsets from 8/11,

Can be made in any SPECIALITY: Improved models of MAITURNUS Corsets. .. "

d Give perfect support and preserve gracefullines of figure. The Esme

Prices: 12/, 17/6, 25/6. =~ WOOD BROS., LTD. Ccharming semi-

(Maternity Wear Specialists), 14, St. Mary’s Street, etening frock
Manchester. from 55/6

(The original inventors of Malernity Wear.) Q’S3

. S /7 BIG PRICES PAID FOR

OLD FALSE TEETH

If you have any teeth on vuleanite or on silver, on gold or on platinum,
that are not in use, and wish to receive FULL VALUE, send them (or call) to

E L E w I S (Desk S.M.), 24, WARWICK STREET
[} 9 off Regent Street, LONDON, W.i
(Close to Robinson & Cleaver’s.)  (Established 1873.)

Also at 29, London Street, Southport, Lancs.

4 pay the best price obtuinable ; also pay good prices for Platinum, Dental Alloy, Old Gold and Silver.

Fill in Coupon below and I will send you free an addressed box for sending teeth for valuation,
To MR. E. LEWIS (Desk S.M.), 24, Warwick Street, off Regent Street, London, W.1.

8ir,~-Please send to we an addressed box for sending old artificial teeth that I have for disposal, on the clear
understanding that you will return the teeth to me, post paid, if I do not consider your cash offer satisfactory.

NAME..ciiiitatinmneinneniiiiiiiniiienenes .

ADDRESS.citttiitt it ceieivivanaernen,

.'”P;usl_uge td. in open lop
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1924,

HOW TO INCREASE YOUR INCOME AND SECURE A
BETTER POSITION IN THE NEXT TWELVE MONTHS.

i / ) HIS is the first month of a new year.
/\J ) T 1924, with all its possibilities, all its
= NO / i Z opportunities, stretches ahead of wus.
\ 57 What are you going to do in the coming
: - s twelve months ?
] Are you going to do better than you did in
3 1923 ?

R NPT 1T

. Before going out—

A, .

Is the end of this year going to see you
holding a better position and drawing a bigger
income than is yours at the present moment ?

Or is December, 1924, going to see you in
the same old rut, making at most a few more
a shillings a week, with the same difficulties
worrying you, with the same feeling that during
the year you have missed opportunities you
might have taken ?

- have a beauty bath

ettt b

with Icilma Cream—it
will keep your complexion

beautiful in any weather The Way to Earn More Money.

ST T T 1 T P11 1T 1 11 PR T 1T A 1 T
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a

Every day before going
out freshen and protect your
skin and complexion by
rubbing in a little foamy,
fragrant Icilma Cream
gently.

This delightful toilet
cream, thanks to the beauti-
fying Icilma Natural Water
it contains, keeps the skin
elastic and soft as velvet
in spite of the weather.

@et out into the open as
often as you can, but keep
the beauty of your girlhood
days by wusing NON -
GREASY Icilma Cream, the
world’s finest toilet cream,
regularly—morning, noon and
ntght,

IR TG T
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2
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To every reader who wishes to do better in 1924
a book will be sent on application, free of charge.

This book is entitled ‘“ The Efficient Mind ” and
shows how thousands of men and women have
increased their efficiency and earning-power by a
simple, easily followed course of Mind Training.

Here are a few examples taken at random from
the reports received by the Pelman Institute.

‘“ Since my Course of Pelman Training I have
doubled my business.”’—SHOPKEEPER.

‘¢ Since taking up the Course I have more than
trebled my income.”—CLERK.

‘““I doubled the turnover of my department
last year.””—MANAGER.

‘“ My income has gone up 200 per cent.”’—
ARCHITECT.

¢“ I attribute my success mainly to the results
derived from your excellent Course.”>—MANAG-
ING DIRECTOR.

‘“ Have secured a little over 100 per cent.
increase in income.”’-——ARTISAN.

‘“I have been successful in obtaining a most
advantageous position.”’—ENGINEER.

Thousands of similar cases could be quoted.
Information now available shows that it is possible
by training your mind on the scientific lines laid
down in the Pelman Course to DOUBLE AND
TREBLE YOUR EARNING-POWER and to
develop those qualities of Concentration, Organising
Power, Initiative, Will-Power, Rcsourcefulness and
Driving Force which make men and women successful.

“The Efficient Mind” fully
explains this  wonderful system.
Write for a copy of this book to-

Cream
Price 1/3 per pot. Large size, 2/-

day. It will be sent you gratis
and post free. It will show you
how to ‘““do better” in 1924,
And if you follow the advice it
} gives you will look back in six
months’ time on this date as a Red
Letter Day in your life. Write for
a copy of ““The Efficient Mind ”
— to the PELMAN INSTITUTE,
22, Pelman House, Bloomsbury Street, London,
W.C.1, aud this book will be sent you by return,

3

f dainty FREE
Send a DOSt'card sgl;n:le and a copy

of our useful forty-page Beauty Booklet, t>
International Icilma Trading Co., Ltd. (Dept.
14), 37-45, King's Road. St. Pancras, N.W.lL

Use it daily and

O g

gratis and post free,
H IOOk your b®8t Branches : PARIS, 35, Rue Boissy d’Anglas ; NEW
= 5 YORK, 2,575, Broadway; MELBOURNE, 396,
R 0 L 0 0 S U Y -V Flinders Lane; DURBAN, Natal Bank Chambers,



WITH LINGUAPHONE LANGUAGE-
TEACHING RECORDS ON YOUR OWN
GRAMOPHONE IN YOUR OWN HOME.

Perfectly Simple, Wonderfully Fascinating.
Entertainment and Instruction Combined.
A French professor gives you personal tuition in French
by your own fireside, You hear his voice, get the correct
accent, the proper pronunciation, and learn to speak
fluently yourseif in the shortest possible time,
Evety member of your family can receive instruction
at the same time without any extra outlay and under
the happiest conditions.
Undoubtedly the shortest and most interesting route
to a complete mastery of Freach.
Even if you are studying at present with a teacher, or
by correspondence, the Linguaphone Language Records
will help you considerably, especially to think in French,
to speak in French, and to understand French.

FREE Write for booklet and full information,
which costs you nothing, to Dept. E.
German, Spanish, and Halian, We have a special pro-
position for those interested. Write for full particulars.

LINGUAPHONE INSTITUTE

34 & 35, HIGH HOLBORN, LONDON, W.C.1.
Telephone : Chancery 7638.
DEMONSTRATORS REQUIRED EVERYWHERE.

32 THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

The

PLASTOJUMBO

OF all the animals
elephant is the children’s
real favourite. When you
take them to the Zoo, it is
the elephant they especially
-want*to see.

After their return home they

will delight in modelling the
Plastojumbo in “ PLAS-
TICINE.” They can make
him Grey, Pink, Green or
White—in fact any colour
that fancy dictates.

The “COMPLETE MODELLER” makes
an Ideal Christmas Box—4/= and 6/-,
by post 4/6 and 6/9.

HARBUTT’S PLASTICINE, LTD.,
3, Bathampton, Bath.

I WILL ce )

; a Brilliant
Pianist
A bold statement, justified,
= however, by results achieved
o= and inviting attention from

everyone who plays or
wishes to play the Piano.
I have taught thou-
sands by post during
twenty -two years —
from beginners to
pupils with degrees of
Mus. Bac, — with a
quarter the work, at a tenth the cost of usual methods.
The difference is not in music, but in modern, simple as
A BC, absorbingly interesting INTENSIVE TRAINING.
Drudgery and mechanical practice abolished, and
sound laws simply applied and illustrated.
There i8 no waste energy, but the grip of interest all the time.
Until you know of “ Beckerism » you cannot know the possi-
bilities of piano achievement. I can refer you to enthusiastic

pupils all over the world. Lessons personally graded from
absolute beginners to professional pl.yers.

d

=
=
y =

A beginner (age 29) writes—* 1 consider the instruction
perfectly remarkable, and never had I expected to progress
as I have done.”’—Miss A. W., Devonport,

4 moderate player—** I have already received my full money's
worth in the first lesson, My improvement has been simply
incredible.”—F. McD., Balliol College, O xford.

An advanced player—"* My playing has improved beyond all
recognition in ease, certainty, and confidence. Zhe tons 1
can produce even on old and bad instruments s really
beautiful.”—Rev. H. E. D., Bristol.

FREE COPY of my book,
““ Mind, Muscle, and Keyboard,”
and form for free personal opinjon.
Just a card (Mrs., Miss, or Mr.),
and one word to suit your
case—* Beginner,”“Elementary,”
* Moderate,”” or *‘‘ Advanced.”

Mr.H.BECKER,251,Bristol
House, HolbornViaduct, §
London, E.C.1.

3
"
»
"
I
3
g

Give you Tone Perfection. Free from
: harsh or foreign noises, V.F.'s mirror
H the work of the original artists.

10 inch,  vhese 12 inch,
3 /6 SREGENTLY 5/6
ISSUED:

M. ZACHAREWITSCH (Violin) 10 inch

Vel e fhmeser (Brelms) sad Rondino ) 2
. ANPE]FSONC'{YRER (Piano) 10 inch
acm{;’edgan?n:{pLi(szt)opm) an.d“Capn‘cf 1077
LeodNDgll“ quHT ORCHESTRA 10 tnch
P : : . .
’”e(l’ll‘lenéelses:)herf)) anflnBee :“.Weddn‘n'g. 1078
DALY'S THEATRE ORCHESTRA 12 inci
Merry Widow Selection (Lehar) Parts 1&2 565
BAND OF H.M. SCOTS GUARDS 12 inck
Zampa Overture (Herold) Parts 1 & 2 .. 560
ot Emlzlsmwl(l)ODALL (Contralto) 12 inch
s 4 Delilah”
Fair Sorin s Returning | (01 ot ooty 561
BARRINGTON HOOPER (Tenor) 12 inch
Eleanore (Coleridge-Taylor and Mackay)
O Mistress Mine & Blow, Blow Thou Winter Wind D63
Use ** Chromic” Needles on all your R‘ecom-

Ask your Dealer 225 S J.E. HOUGH,Ltd.,
for Catalogue, or AP ) 62A, Glengall Rd.,
write to:— London, S.E.15.
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® Get a Hobbies British Fretwork Outfit and you provide hours
of happiness making clocks, cabinets, pipe- ra}éks pmxrrors etc., The A1l e
to beautify the home or sell for pocket-money. Every Outﬁt OUTFIT
is complete, and a free design is given weekly with HOBBIES,
price 2d. every Wednesdayv. 1*6,6
Postage 1/-

HOBBIES FRETWORK OUTFITS

PROVIDE A HAPPY HOME HOBBY FOR ALL AGES
Fe———m—m——————— k] Post Free Posi Free
EREXEXE ... 4/~ 4/6 |No. 5}...13/6 14/3
A 1/6 Cabinet . 8/6  6/- 1TheAl...16/6 17/6
Design wil 88 U | . as.32/6 336

‘ - - 8-

C;?alo:l‘r):. p;égoe L1096 10/3 » A4...23/6 24/6
Design  Ilius- -12/' 12/9 » A6...27/6 28/6
trations and 15 Send for free lists and
different  hob- a specimen ‘‘ Hobbies.”

bies. Price od., HOBBIES LTD. (Dept. 59),

or 1/-post free. Dereham, Norfolk.

65, New Ozjarrl St., London W.C.; 147, Bishopsgate, E.C.;

79, Walworth Iload S.E.; 3‘26 Argyls 8t., Glasgow ; loa

Piccadilly, Jlmzchesler 90 High St., Bzrmmgham, 15,

County Arcade, Leeds; 2]4, West St., Sheﬁield; 11, Bridge

St., Southampton; 68, London Rd., Brighton; and all
Authorised Agents.

.
It easily ensures absolutely perfect, permanent pen- Crey Ha l r

copies of your pen-written letter without soiling the .
hands or original letter. Obtainable from stationers. l s a

If any difficulty in getting supplied write to the
.
Handicap

- |
" |

to both men and women in cvery sphere of life— .
that is why NUCTONE is so invaluable. It |
|

makers, 8. ZANETIC, Duncan Road, Leicester.

gradually restores the colour to grey hair by the
natural “action of light and air.  The colour

Relieves Rheumatism restored is permanent, it cannot wash out, and

there is no embarrassing sudden change.

Musterole relaxes stiff joints and NUCTONE is guaranteed harmless and free from
drives out pam A clean, white oint- any injurious ingredients.  You can safely apply

t If at L
ment made with oil of mustard, it ‘D ",’:M a fw::k bout 11 e strand
H 3 H on worry turther abou nosc greying strands,
usually brings instant relief. for NUCTONE will solve your problem easily and
It does all the good work Of the old- effectively. Buy a bottle to-day—apply it, and we
fashioned mustard plaster, without the are convinced that vou, like thousands of other users
blister. Doctors and nurses often re- of NUCTONE, will be delighted with the result.
commend its use.
Use Musterole for coughs, colds,

(it often prevents pneumcnia), lumbago, . " 4 s
for pains and aches of the back or joints. ‘
BETTER THANM?&/IS%T:RD PLASTER DL KA TD
JG’ \\%\\‘\\\\\\“ TSy \\§\
\\\\\\\\\ Qv Q \\\\\\*k\\\\\\

-NUCTONE for dark and medium hair,
NUCTONE ECLAIRE for fair and anburn shades.
NUCTONE CONCENTRE for Genilemen's bair.

If you prefer expert applicaiion ask your Hairdresser jor
NUCTONE Grey Hair Treatment.

From all the leading Chemists, Hairdressers and 8tores, 6/6 per
bottle. Postage (inland) 6d. per bottle extra. If unobiainable
Thos. Christy & Co., London in your locality write to the Wholesale Distributing Agents—

HENRY C. QUELCH & CO., 4/5, Ludgate Sq., London, E&‘G:A
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PAIN JUST THERE.

Pain in the ball of the foot, the instep, weak or flat
foot, run-over heels, bunions, corns, callouses, crooked
toes, etc., can be instantly relieved and permanently
corrected by Dr. Scholl’s Anterioxr Metatarsal

Krch Support, all sizes. Price per pair, 12/6.

DrScholls

Foot Comfort Appliances

of which there is a type for the relief and correction of
every foot ailment, are worn unobserved in the wusual
footwear. Scholl Appliances are udjustableA to individual
needs and approved by the Medical Profession everywhere.

DR. SCHOLL’S BUNION DR. SCHOLL'S TOE-
REDUCER protects the in- FLEX straightens crooked

flamed area from pressure. Re- toes. Restores normal
duces the enlargement and stops muscular action and  cor-
shoe bulging. Rights and lefts in rects bunions. Men’s and
men’s & women's sizes. Each 2/6 women's sizes. Each 2/-

Dr. Scholl’s Foot Book Free on request.
The SCHOLL MFG. CO., Ltd,, 2, Giltspur St., London, E.C.1

(. — |
P

WS

SAVE TIME
SAVE WORRY SAVE MONEY

by ordering direct from your own home. We
guarantee to fit you as well as if you called per-
sonally and to refund your cash if in any way
you are not satisfied.

SEND FOR PATTERNS A" Grgue®™
RIDING BREECHES 21/-

Cut to Measure

gADDLE TWEED SUITINGS 74/6

For Riding Suits and Cut to Measure
| Hard Country Wear. n

BEDFORD RIDING BREECHES C0 “*Zisi

(Dept. .5.), 19, NEW QUEBEC STREET, |I
== MARBLE ARCH, LONDON, W.C.l.

The ‘“Ildeal” Hand

EMBROIDERY

‘Ghe HKlagazine for the

=
>
T
=
=
m

ONLY

Nothing adds so much charm to 3,9
jumpers, blouses, frocks, *“ undies,”’

etc., as dainty hand embroidery.
“Ideal”” Embroidery Machine enables even
a child to embroider with remarkable beauty
on any material. It does the finest work in
silk or embossed embroidery on bedspreads,
cushions, cosies, table centres, etc., also
monograms on handkerchiefs, etc.

Strongly made in plated metal throughout.
Sent with directions. Price 3/9 (post 3d.).
Two spare needles sent for 6d. extra. Quickly

repays small outlay. Send now P.O. to

The E. J. R. Co. (Dept. 18),
;3 682, Holloway Road, London, N.19.

el
Regulated Stitch

For CASH or on EASY TERMS.
Half Cost and Double Wear
of Cheap New Goods.
Jelks’ second-hand furniture comes
solely from good-class homes through-
out the Kingdom. An ever-changing
stock of absorbing interest.
£100,600 WORTH OF STOCK.
500,000 SQ. FT. OF FLOOR SPACE.
Call or write for New !lonthly
W Bargain List,
. JELKS & SONS, 263—2
HOLLOWAY ROAD, Lonton, § 5. Devecy
fories, 2 to 16, .Eden Grove (adjoining),

Young and those who
refuse to grow old!

‘'OPEN AIR

What is the great feature of the
Twentieth Century > The return
to the healthy, open-air life, marked
by the week-end, holiday, get-away-
from-the-City habit.

The Magazine for thoée who have
acquired the habit is

“OPEN AIR.”

CHRISTMAS NUMBER features are :

The Sea in Storm—Midnight Madness—

On Walking Sticks—Cycling in the Pyrenees

Adventure in Andorra—The Open-Air Girl

and Her Figure—Punt Gunning—The Spell
of Winter Sports, etc.

1s. Monthly. Post free, 15s. per annum.

OPEN AIR, 20, Tavistock St.,Covent Garden, W.C.2.
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Have you seen the new
Rudge - Whitworth
«Standard”’ Bicycle?

It is that ideal combina-
tion—beauty and lightness
on the one hand—solid
strength and the same old
Rudge reliability on the
other.

At £7 itis the best thing in
bicycles that 1924 will see.

Write for the new Catalogue
—it tells you all about the
new Standard Bicycles and
the famous Aero-Specials,
which are now reduced to

£9 :17 : 6

i NEW STANDARD |
i Roadster or Racer,
| £7 :0:0

i Ladies’ Sta::)dard,
i 0:0.

Rudge - Whitworth
Bicycle is Guaranteed :
as long as ridden. &

' Rudge-Whitwort

Britain's Best Bicycle
Rudge-Whitworth, Lidd. COVENTRY

=

Earn While You

Learn.

Write Articles and Stories
in Spare Time.

Are you ambitious. to earn more
money, enjoy congenial work, and fill
your life with new and vivid interest ?

Qualify under expert guidance to make
money by your pen in leisure hours. The
Journalism Course of the Regent Institute
will show you how to write attractively,
what to write about and where to sell.

You need not be a gemius to become a
successful writer. Many contributors who
find a ready market for their work are men
and women of average education. Training
was the short-cut to their mastery of the
rules of effective writing.

It is a frequent occurrence for
Regent students without previous
experience to begin earning by the
pen a few weeks after enrolment.

The writer requires no capital—his only
tools are pen, ink and paper.

WANTED — NEW WRITERS!

Hundreds of publications need the work of
outside contributors. The supply of brightly-
written paragraphs, articles, -sketches and
stories does mot keep pace with the demand.

The Institute’s records contain instances
of almost instantaneous success by pupils
who had not suspected that they possessed
real aptitude, having taken up the study
merely as a fascinating mental recreation.

Have YOU a hidden talent for
writing 2 The least the Regent
Course can do is to give you a new
interest in men and things, increase
your knowledge, and widen your
intellectual range. It may also lead
you to undreamt-of suceess.

A FREE BOOKLET

“How to Succeed as a Writer.”

The Course is personally directed by an experiencea
journalist. Special arrangements are made for overseas
students. The moderate fee (payable by instalinents)
is inclusive.

Post the following coupon, or write a simple request
for the booklet.

| THE REGENT INSTITUTE,
(Dept. 129D), 13, Victoria Street, S.W.I.

! Plcase send me a copy of ‘“How to Succecd as a |
| Writer ” (free and post free), which describes the |
| openings for new con‘ributors. I
| NAME.uiveeeecesciseerieeeeiees ivessinensnes sevessessssnes |
! ADDRESS teritite ittt !
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I
CURE
WEAK
INERVES

I want every
reader of the
“STRAND MAG-
AzINE" who
suffers from nerve weakness or ill-health
of any description to write at once for my
free book on nerve trouble.

I can positively cure sleeplessness, the
worry habit, irritability, palpitation, sudden
exhaustion, heaviness of limbs—1I can allevi-
ate ANY heart, nerve, or stomach trouble,

You cannot be happy or a social or business success with -weak
nerves—let me make you fit so that you become the success you
were meant to be. My treatment has been tested with difficult
shellshock cases during the war and emerged with tiying colours.

TO THE MIDDLE-AGED.

I bold some extraordinary testimonials from pupils, even over
60, as to the wonderful rejuvenating powers of the INCH HOME
TREATMENT. You are invited to lay full details of your case
before me and I will send book and diagnosis by return without
fee or obligation. Enclose a 3d. stamp.

THOMAS INCH (Health Specialist),

(Dept. S.) York House., Putney, LONDON, S.W.15.

Tu

& Sciences.

The Simplified Home Studies in Languages
and Sciences originated 17 years ago by the
Rev. J. C. Wilcox, M.A. (St. John’s College,
Cambridge), have changed the acquisition of
knowledge from an irksome task into a real
pleasure.

By this Systern of teaching (a scientific adaptation of old
and new methods), you can take up one or more sub']ects
and study them at home in your own time, There 1s no

time limit. No text books are rlcd'
; quired : the S.S.8S, tuition papers wou
ta\’xgh: ?yb)et%‘: become your own property. Your work
S.S.S. are: would beunder the direction of scholars
DEN : who are expert in their own subjects
FRENCH and would take a personal interest in
SPANISH your progress. No previous knowledge
ENCLISH of any subject is required. You can
LATIN begin to study at once.
LOGIC A STUDENT WRITES ;[ galher this is
the end of the Course, so am sending in my
PSYGHOLOGY l(:lepapws with regret that it is finished. 1
ECONOMICS have enjoyed it all rvery nuch indeed, a‘ml
ARABIC shall hope lo take another Course next year.”
HEBREW Thousands of unsolicited letters of appre-
CREEK (N.T.) | ciation can be seen at the offices of the
. S.8.8. on application to the Secretary.

Write at once for particulars, mentioning the subject or subjects
in which you are specially interested. FREE TEST LESSONS,
taken from the Course, will be sent by the Secretary.

SCHOOL OF SIMPLIFIED STUDY, Ltd.,

59, St. Paul's Chambers, 19-21, Ludgate Hill,
LONDON, E.C.4.

Lahguagesf |

e Simplified |

To be had of
Stationers or the
Sole Makers :

(Half actual size.)
Fitted with l4-carat
JEWEL PEN CO., Ltd. (Dept. 3). 76, Newgate Street, London, E.C.1.

“OMA?” Safety Self-filling Pen

S/-

Every Pen Guaranteed.
Nib, Iridium-tipped.

WE’LL HELP YOU
KEEP THEM.

E’LL help you—make you keep those good
intentions.  You have resolved to secure
a higher salary in 1924 — but have you
decided how ? The qualification of accountant
or secretary will assure you of increased salary

and increased chances of promotion.

The NORTHERN INSTITUTE OF BUSINESS
guarantees to coach you for these professional examina-
tions until you are successful. Write to-day for the
prospectus, which will be sent you post free,

NORTHERN INSTITUTE OF BUSINESS

Principal : D, G. McLgaN, M.A,, F.I.S.A.

108, Portiand Street - -
LONDON - 37, Albemarle St., Piccadilly, W.
BIRMINGHAM - - 109, Colmore Row.

MANCHESTER

Discovered in Africa

by a British Naval Officer. Ki-uma,
thg: tropical herbal ointment used by
primitive natives for curing Rheu-
matic ailments. It quickly cures
Rheumatism, Neuritis, Lumbago,
bwoll?n Toints and Feet. Hundreds
of satisfiedusers. Mrs. Elliott-Inchbald,
Charlcombe Rectory, Bath, writes :—

“For 8 years I have suffered intermittently from acute
Neuritis of a swollen Knee Joint. Bince using Ki-uma there
has been a steady improvement. The pain and swelling
have disappeared.”

Kl_UMA is_Antiseptic,

Harmless, Stainless.

All Chemists. Price 3]= per tin ; or post
Sree from KI.UMA, Lid. (Dept. A),
Milsom Street, Bath; or Heppells,
Chemists, 164, Piccadilly, London und
Brighton. Large sample tin 1/3 post free.

—DIRMINGHAM - 109, Colmore Row. =
TAYLORS for TYPEWRITERS

ALL MAKES on HIRE, HIRE PURCHASE, VERY EASY TERMS,
BOUGHT, SOLD, REPAIRED and EXCHANGED.

WHY NOT BUY AN ERIKA FOR 5/- PER WEEK?
RAPID DUPLICATORS, ADDERS AND CALCULATORS.

Write for TERMS & BARGAIN L1ST No. 11.

Weiern Two colouss, compite TAYLORS, Ltd., 74, Chancery Lan

in Travelling Case, £14 14s, Est, 1884,

NEW & SECONDHAND OFFICE FURNITURE.

e, London, W.C.2.

Tel.: Holborn 4810—4 lines.



THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 37

/ [} : To Those Engaged in :
" f;et me help YOU!  1pcunicaL TRADES |
y vice is Free; you incur no obligation. { . H

Every Man is the Architect of his own fortune! : }%ﬁfﬁ?ﬁ}'c\?fm:rgf tggtgil;:l?{:ggla'r{ :

i llustrated Encyclopadic Dictionary :

ARE YOU QUALIFIED : of Engincering in 24 parts (16 pages :
¢ each part). You may have Part 1 :

O ? : free, and if you are satisfied you i

F R A BlG POSIT]ON & ¢ can afterwards send 1/- for postage, H

and you will receive the remaining :

: e oarts FREE.
LEARN { Most Moderate Charges : OR ; 23 monthy pars B H

A : : ! You are under no obligation in
3 ; TRADE Payable Monthly PROFESSION getting this Free Dictionary. :

COMMERCIAL Costing Civil Engineering Mining
_— Salesmanship Concrete and Stee! Mine Surveying
Commercial Arithmetic ' Draughtsmanship Motor Engineering
English and French TECHNICAL Electricity Naval Architecture
Book-keeping Archilectural Drawing Engineering Pattern Making
Modern Business Methods Building Construction } Foundry Work Sanitation
Commercial Law Clerk of Works’ Duties Internal Combustion Engines | Shipbuilding
Company Law Aviation Marine Engineering Structural Engingering
Accountancy Boiler Engineering Mathematics Surveying and Levelling
Auditing Boiler Making | Matriculation Telegraphy and Telephony
Banking Chemistry Metallurgy Wire.éss Telegraphy

ESTABLISHED 1900
WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLET [ = o]
to The Bennett College, Dept. 6, Sheffield, O
naming the subject you ave interested in. We S 0 ()
specialize in all exams. Please state your age. ‘ N
Courses specially combined tomeet allvequivements s 8 s DT

Why stay in the rut? m; & SHERFIELD 7%%’,
Dept. 6,

e a successfud Qs

Be a creative artist. Learn to express

your own ideas in line or colour. The ASSA
Hassall School, with its original methods

of tuition, has given new inspiration to

thousands. It has lifted them out of a hope-

less rut. Under the personal guidance of )

Copy s sketch o scid - experienced  teachers, Hassall Students have

vrward il to the address . .
foward e s, made amazing and rapid progress.

magazine. Free of all

charge or obligation you Student L., (98, writes as follows : (Switzerland)
wili receive a personal . 3rd April, 1923.
criticism af your work, 1 feel that I have made such gocd progress with you and learnt so many
and an unbiassed opinion things I didn’t know, also your way of teaching is so full of inaterest, that
of your ability. it gives me taste for more.” Mr.John Hassall, B.1.

POST THIS COUPON TO-DAY.

What the Hassall School has done for
others it can do for you. It can jn-
spire you to develop your originality,
your creative powers. It can show
you the short cut to success in Art.

Or send a letter if you do not want to cut-the paper, to
The John Hassall Correspondence Art School, Ltd.,
3, Stratford Studios, Stratford Road, Kensington, W.8.
Principal—Mr. Jony Hassarr, R.1.
1 enclose you a drawing for your FREE criticism.
Please send me, free of all cust, full particulars of how to

|
|
|
THE JOHN HASSALL I become a suceesful drtist, Please add’a coby of your illustrated
CORRESPONDENCE ART SCHOOL, LTD,, | Book, T Johu Tassall Wa.
3, Stratford Studios, Stratford Road, |
iy Kensington, W.8. I
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REAL REST.

Simply press the button and
the back declines or automa.
tically rises to any position—
reléase the button and the
back is securely locked. The
# Leg Rest adjusts to various
¥ inclinations and can also be
used as a footstool. When
not in use it slides under the
seat.

Catalogue 3 of Adjust-
able Chairs Post Free.

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

There is Big Money in Stamps

Stamp Collecting and Dealing is a Fascinating

Press the
Button—
that’s all.

Send for free copy of sixpenny book.

The SLOAN-DUPLOYAN System Hobby—it is also a very Paying Profession. For

saves a year's study, and ranks first full particulars of the easiest, quickest, and cheapest

for high speed. Used on Parlia- means of becoming an Expert apply Dept. S.M.

mentary Reporting Staff. Postage 2d. ATKINSON & CO.,

SLOAN-DUPLOYAN HEADQUARTERS. 1, LOWER BROOK ST., ULYERSTON, LANCS.
(Dept, A), RAMSGATE. —

CHOCOLATE

- Pocket a Packet!

1/3(k-lb.net.)

He'ls gof e ol !

And he says— ‘I will never forget the
fatherly interest you took in me—the
advice and training you gave me and

— M ‘ ) =\
the fine way you got me the job "—Wé — WHIL E WRI I ING
do so want to help YOU too like this{ -

:}?ot;:;elo:‘ekn;l Ec:z;vre{h?ce{'\agnm cur S't:g Full particulars about Zanetic Copying Paper and Books from
i 2
you the way to a successful careet - C, Duncan Road, Leicester.

& position that will grow daily in its V% IMPORTANT B¢ BE LUCKY .

fascination 9 Do you want to start HAT the Ju-Ju Ni ri 4
makig more money than you ever Every Engweer, Appren- T bring Tuck 1 Vouch%’deforal? ﬂ?ﬁg&gaﬁ:
tice or Parent throughout y

mo‘uzh}l; v;nsible? \\:ia hi“e don%el-
sctly this for thousands of men—Here H 3 ! i i S i
b e Bony w e e thor: MR the United Kingdom will who attribute their wonderful change in fortune

no matter what your age or education—
Do write us now—All advice FREE.

start—Get it—FREE find it to his advantage solely to its mysterious powers. Read these
- AJe to immediately get int extracts from recent testimonials :—
. touch with the Technologi- I have tried for ten years for prizes and I won a
cal [Institute of Great substantial prize last week. B.
W Britain. Sh:'gaﬁg rl?e?: phenomenal Juck in my investments in the
uﬁt . . J.H.T., N/e.
P My l\xckphanged the same day we got it. E. M‘,Fulhafxi.
Wireless _ Electric Installations. B.O.T. (Marine). Everything I'have touched prospered, G, C., Glasgow.
A.M.1.EE Power House Design. Motor Starting and' Everything we do seems to prosper now.  B. 8., Totnes.
A.M.I.A.E Plumbing & Sanitary _ Lighting. Since receiving mascot my luck bas been pheﬁomen‘ll
: Te}llephony éeronlnneE]nEn. g?iler M";‘ki% B. W London.
Telegraphy. “ommercial Eng. ectric Welding. . . - A vy .
Mechanical Eng. Structural. Heating & Ventilating oo oar, et i the Ju-Ju Nigerian Mascot
You must  Electrical Eng.  Alternating Current. Survey and Levelling anc sucgess il lotlow as sure as day the night. Secure this
nte Subject Dotor Car Eng  Shipbuilding Workshop Practice. lucky Mascot and be armed against misfortune. Quaint,
:';‘; wri:ing Ma!t'h'ems'éc;:. lnéemnl Combustion anclhine Drawing. curious, but above all, luck-bringing.
AM.Inst.C.E, ngines, uilding Construction i i
for Book. A.M.I.Mech.E, Marine. Civil Engineering. Sterlmg Sll}el-’r’ EOLSI‘ frseaésl‘E'rsis. GOId’ £1.
Tbe Tecbnological Institute of Gt. Britain, . (Dept. A),
15. THANET HOUSE, 281-232, STRAND, LONDON, W.C,2, Imperial Bdgs., Westzate Rd., N tle-on-Tyne.

Foster Clarks

It’s the Creamiest Custard
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SELF GENERATING
ELECTRIC CYCLE LAMP

ALL BRITISH MADE

As Used by I.R.H. The Prince of Wales.

NO MESSY OIL, ACID or
ACCUMULATOR RECHARGING.

A Brilliant Light at no cost.

Produces by the movement of the
Cycle, at no cost, a brilliant and
inexhaustible Head and Rear Light.

No. ¥Y2.

No. V6.
HEAD HEAD &
SET, REAR SET,
complete, am complete,
ready for 25
use, / -

What Users Say—

C.M.C., Laburnum Road, Fairfield, Liver-
pool.—*1 have had a Voltalite on my
cycle for 4} years, and it has never caused
any trouble, and is still in first-class con-

WARNING !
To ensure satisfaction,
] insist on the Voltalite

11 and  frmly  refuse

. I dition. During that time I have been
3{;{;‘;’ o?“‘“;grﬂe*ig travelling over 25,000 miles.”
manufacture. R. J. B., Ashford. Kent.—* About ten

years ago I purchased a Voltalite Cycle
Lamp, which has been in constant use ever
since, and has given every satisfaction.™
N. B. E., Bristol.—* I am writing to you
out of sheer good faith to say how well
your Voltalite has served me. I have had
same for some two years, and can say 1

iFully Diastrated:
: Pamphlet, contain-:
sing extracls from:
:hundreds of unso-:
- licited Testimonials:
ireceived, free on:
‘request. H

bave had the most satisfactory results.”

ardg goldstone\

PENDLETON CHMANCHESTER [2°

———

The New Year! —

new hopes and resolutions. Make one worth-while
resolution. You have often thought you’d like to
Sketch. Start 1924 by learning ** how.”

Everybody with a sincere desire to draw
can quickly learn to make character- " Good
ful Sketches by the happy study of Luck™
Press Art School ** Nature ” Training.
There can be no more pleasurable
pastime than Drawing. The follow-
ing . comment from one of my
former Pupils (he drew this cheery
“ Bobby ') indicates that Sketching
is profitable, too.
“J have been very busy this last
“nontn or so getting drawings ready
“ for the Christmas numbders. Made
“two visits to town and sold about a
“ dozen drawings each time.”

Stocked by all High-
class Cycle and Elec-
trical Stores. Ii un-
obtainable,write d_rect.

1f you would like to draw, write for my

FREE ILLD PROSPECTUS

describing Lessons for the raw Be-
ginner j and Instruction for Advanced
Pupils who, though able to draw, lack
the Technique necessary for the pro-
duction of readily saleable worlk. Short
or long Courses can be arranged to
meet the particular needs of individual
Pupils, and to cover special branches
of work as well as general comprchen-
sive Training.
Send me a copy of this Pupil’s Sketch
or an original Drawing (preferred),
for a helpful Criticism as well as the
ectus, free. A post-card alone
will bring you the Prospectus.

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

PRESS ART SCHOOL’ (Dept. S.M. 102), Tudor@

Hall, Forest Hill, S.E.23

NEW METHOD OF
LEARNING FRENCH

Courses in Spanish and, German also ready

Could you pick up a book of 400 pages,
written in a language you have newer
learnt, without a single English word in
it, and read it through without referring
to a dictionary?

It sounds impossible. Yet this is just what the new
Pelman method of learning

French, Spanish, and German,
now enables you or anyone else to do.

Here are a few extracts from the thousands of letters
received from those who have adopted this new
method :—

“ This is the easiest and quickest way of learning
languages. In EIGHT MONTHS 1 have learnt as much
Spanish as I learnt French in EIGHT YEARS at scheol.”

(B.K. 119.)

“ ] have learnt more French this last FOUR MONTHS
than 1 did before in FOUR YEARS.” (W. )

“1 can read and speak with ease, though it is LESS
THAN SIX MONTHS since I began to study(SSﬁanilsshl.’;

“] have learnt more and better French in the last
FOUR MONTHS than previously I had learnt in THRICE
THAT PERIOD.” (M. 241.)

“] have learnt more French during the last THREE
MONTHS than I learnt during some Four or Five Years’
teaching on old-fashioned lines at a scheol.” (S. 2.)

Everyone who wishes to acquire a fluent mastery of
Trench, German, or Spanish in the shortest possible
time will appreciate the advantages given by the new
Pelman method.

First. This method enables you to learn French in
French, Spanish in Spanish, and Germaen in German.
No English is employed, and consequently there is no
translation. Yet the system of instruction is se interesting,
ingenious, and simple that even a child can understand
it. ’

Second. There are no vocabularies to be learnt by
heart. You learn all the words you require by using
them, and in such a way that they stay in your mind
without effort.

Third. Al grammatical difficultics arc avoided. The
Pelman method enables you to read, write, speak, and
understand a Forcign Language without spending months
studying dreary grammatical rules. You absorb the
grammar almost unconsciously as you go along.

Fowrth. This method cnables you to learn a Foreign

Language in your own time and in your own home.
The

There are no classes to attend. whole of the

tuition is given through the post.

Fiow b, "

UEMN

The new Pelman method of learning French, German,
and Spanish is explained in three little books (one for
each language). You can have a free copy of any one
of these books by writing for it to-day to the Pelman
Languages Institute, 32, Bloomsbury Mansions, Hart
Street, London, W.C.1. State which of the three books
you want and it will be sent you by return, gratis, and
post free.
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remedy for CATARRH.

‘TONSILS’ -
‘ADENOIDS’

and ALL CATARRHAL troubles
in Children and Adults should be treated by

THE KYNASTON METHOD

95 per cent. of the operations for the removal o’f
TONSILS and ADENOIDS are totally unnecessary.

THIS definite statement is made by Dr. Kynaston, one of the best
known West End Throat, Nose and Ear Specialists, who,rafter
years of study and practical application, has perfected a medical
treatment which does away with those operations and is a certan

The treatment is so simple that it can be carried
out with absolute confidence in your own home.

Write, enclosing 14d. in stamps, or call for particulars,

BURSAR, DR. KYNASTON’S INSTITUTE
Connaught Mansions, 34, Victoria Street, London, S W.1.

'Phone .

VICTORIA 1843.

A personal consultation with Dr. Kynaston
can be arranged either by letter or telephone.

W.B.P.

Owing to the misuse of cur name,
please refuse lamps without our metal label.

=& The Best and Cheapest Light, 400 C.P.
™\ Cost id. per hour. Lantern will

Mm\\\ illuminate barnyard 600 ft. square

Nl “‘Adopted by U.S. Government.

Table Lamp 48/-

Write for List to

56, Warton Road, London, E.15.
) Showrooms: 357, Oxford 8t. (1st Fioor), W.1.

No. P71

Dept. 81, STANLEYS (Stratford), Ltd. L&

Storm King, 48/

LONDON, PARIS, CHICAGO, &c.

2, BLOOMSBURY STREET, LONDON,

AST !
UNSIGHTLY HIGH
BOOTS ABOLISHED.

APPLIANCES SUPPLIED TO H.M. GOVT., PRINCIPAL
HOSPITALS, &c. GOLD MEDAL AND AWARDS:

]

Pamphlet FREE to all mentioning THE STRAND DMAGAZINE.
Send particulars of your case. Ask for Booklet N.

THE O'CONNOR EXTENSION CO,, LTD.,
SURGICAL BOOT SPECIALISTS,

W.C:1.

DRINK HABIT

- Conquered in 3 days.

Years have passed since I was freed from the drink habit.
Since then I have been the means of aiding thousands of men
and women to give up alcohol. Some have willingly taken
treatment, others have been saved without knowing the cause.
The drink craze disappears and is
replaced by a more normal condi-
tion of appetite, nerves, etc. The
improvement in the health of an
ex-drinker is marvellous when he
gives up alcohol. Men drinking a
bottle of whisky or more daily are
safely and effectively stopped. No
danger to health, but a steady
improvement manifests itself from
day to day. There is no inclination
for alcohol; the former drinker is
surprised and delighted at the
great change.

The legions of testimonials, with
X\ photographs, which come to me
v from all over the world, offer irre-
futable evidence of the sterling
merit of my treatment. 1 send ample proof to every
inquirer. Three days’ guaranteed method.

It costs nothing to receive my book. It tells of my own
experience and of how you may save yourself or another. Mine
is a genuine, reliable, and safe treatment, that can be
taketn in one’s o\;~n home privately. The
treatment is supplied under legal guarantee
ifnvol\['inbg n%obgoxious restric?ioxfs. I count BOOK

rien Is by the thousands—men and women

who are known to me only by correspon- F R E E

dence—who praise the Woods Treatment

for the benefit it has done them, or others near and dear.
| will send you my book in plain, sealed envelope promptly,

post paid, on receipt of your request. 1 appeal especially to

those who have wasted money on inefiective remediess

Correspondence strictly confidential. Address:

Edw. J. Woods, Ltd., 167, Sfrand (353 C.C.), London, W.C.8-
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DOUBLE
ECONOMY !

If “ Rexine’’ Leathercloth cost as
much as leather it would still be
an economy by reason of its many
advantages over actual hide. But,
as the price of ‘“ Rexine” Leather-
cloth is considerably below that of
leather, the economy is twofold.
It looks exactly like leather, and
is stain and waterproof.

Your furnishing house can show you
samples of the many and varied grains
and colourings.

When buying see that * Rexine” Leather-
cloth is specified on the invoice to prevent
substitution.

LEATHERCLOTH

REXINE LTD., REXINE WORKS,
HYDE, Near Manchester.
London : 42, Newgate Street, E.C.1.

P12

Murray home-trained pupils
are always better dancers

FIRST PART
OF FORWARD
wWALTZ,

in this new
and easy way.

125,000 people have learned to dance by Arthur
Murray’s amazingly easy home system which is
a triumph of lucid clearness. Murray pupils do
not stop at half-way success. Their rapid pro-
gress gives them confidence and the case with
which they are able to master the basic principles
of dancing encourages them so that they
quickly become clever dancers.

There are 6,000 letters on my files from de-
lighted pupils, the majority of whom did not
know one dance from another before taking
this course.

In the free atmosphere of your own home
without help you can quickly master the steps
of any dance in one evening and all the steps
in all the dances in a remarkably short time.
The Murray method succeeds by the free usc of
diagrams and easy instructions which concentrate on
essentials, and brings the important roints of instruc-
tion into the foreground. Write to-day for synoysis of
courses, or send for the trial 16-lesson 10/~ course with
extta Fox-trot lessons free.

THE BLUES TROT,
THE PRINCE OF WALES FOX-TROT,
THE RITZ AND DEBUTANTE WALTZ
THE TANGO, and all the new DANCES

Easily and quickly taught with the aid of clear
instructions, simple diagrams and instructions which
cven children have no difficulty in following.

Descriptive Booklet and Terms free on application.

16-Lesson Trial Course 10/~

and extra Fox-~trot Lessons FREE.

To prove how easy it is to learn duncing in the Murray
way, we will send you a 16-lesson trial course for 10/-,
With the course we send two extra Fox-trot lessons and
also new Fox-trot and waltz free,  We will also
rend booklet giving syno d us for teaching the
Blues Trot and all the new dance steps in casy-to-follow
home lessons.  Write to-day—NOW,

ARTHUR MURRAY,

The World’'s Foremost Dancing Instructor,
Stadio 550, 150, Southampton Row, London, W.C.1.
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P, “NEW RAPID”

TRAINING IN
SLOAN-DUPLOYAN SHORTHARD
ENSURES RAPID PROMOTION.
Learned in 12 Easy Postal Lessons.

Handbook and Lesson Free.

7 63, HOLBORN HAI.I. COLLEGE
./ LONDON - - - W.C.1.

“The Apple as a Drink”

Golden Pippin

CIDER-DE-LUXE

INTERESTING BOOKLET POST FREE.

WM. EVANS & CO., LTD. (Dept. S,;,
Widemarsh, Hereford, and Hele, Devon.

WHY DID THE RABBIT BOLT?
Because a wise sportsman read our
hints about Bolters, Draw Gane,
Shoots, Decoys, Snares, Traps, etc.
6o page Book No. 27, Td. post free
(half actual cost), contains 200 illus-
SR  trations, 999 tips for sportsmen.
Tells how to shoot, trap and snare evelythlug from a rat to a bear, from
& linnet to a pheasant etc. Guus from 1/- to £100. Special line, rabbit
silent gun with 200 ball cartridges 30 - (no permit). Mauser ‘410 Bore
with 50 kil! dead rook cartridges, 35'-. DO IT NOW
CLYDE BELL (Dept. S.S.), 19, Thlstle Street,
Charing Cross. GLASGOW.

The New Patent

SOUND DISCS

Completely overcome DEAFNESS and
Heap Noilses, no matter of how long
standing. Are the same to_the ears
as glasses are to the eyes. Invisible.
Comfortable. Worn months without
removal. Explanatory Pamphlet Free.

THE H. S. WALES CO., 171, NEW BOND ST., LONDON, W.1.

Height is of
immense import-
ance in business.
It gains respect
in private life too.

Students of the Girvan Scientific Treatment report from 2z to
5 inches of increase, with great benefits to health. These
advantages can be yours also if you are under 40, Results
are permanent. Qver ten years’ unblemished reputation. Send
P.C. to-day for particulars and our f£1oo guarantee to
Enquiry Dept. S.M., 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N.4.

ASTHMA CURE

The Standard Remedy For Over 50 Years

Surest and quickest remedy for Catarrh. Ordinary Colds
and Asthmatic ‘Iroubles. At all Chemists. 4ds. 6d.a tin.

REAL HARRIS, LEWIS, AND
SHETLAND HOMESPUNS

DIRECT FROM THE MAKERS.
Any Length Cut and Carriage Paid.
Patterns Free.

S. A. NEWALL & SONS, 24, Stornoway, Scotland.
State shade desired and if tor Ladies’ or Gents’ Wear.

FALLING HAIR AND BALDNESS,

DOES not the Individual cause of your Hair Falling, Splitting,
Excessively Greasy or Dry, Dandruff, Scurf, Trritation of the
Scalp, Greyness, or Bald condmon, demand an Expert’s diagnosis
of what the particular cause is, and what Individual Treatments
will correct ? To comply with the numerous requests from those
too far distant to personally consult bim, Mr. F, W. BROMLEY, the
Pre-eminent Private Consumng Specnahst has now issued a book :
“ INDIVIDUAL SFECIALISED HAIR AND SCALP TREATMENTS,”
with Consultation Form, which secures his individual FREF advice, if

To Tint GREY HAIR

SHADEINE is safe and simple to
use. Contains no Lead, Silver, or
Aniline compounds,  Produces any
natural shade from Blond to Black.
Btate colour required. Trial size,
8d., per post 10d.; 1/4, post 1/7 3
2/6, post 2/10; 3/9, post 4/3.

SHADEINE CO., Dept. S.T.,
68, Westbourne Grove, London, W.

Motion Picture Shows

are the biggest money makers in the world. Start with fhe right
machine. The very latest are the new model Brewstergraphs.
The simplest to operate, will outwear any other motion picture
wachine. Brilliant and flickerless. Colours and Reverses all
films. Educational Bioscopes. Films at halfpenny per
foot. Cinema List, 6d,3 Lanterns, 1/-3; S8lides. The marvellous
“LUNA” LIGHT for all lanterns; 300 candle-power, 67/6.
W. €. HUGHES & CoO
Brewster House, 82, Mortimer Rd., ngsland. London.

Puge Clearance
PEACHS CURTAINS

REMARKALE Crtains from 4711, Cases
ments,  Nets,  Muslins,
OFFERS' Cretonnes, Linens, Blankets, Down

Quilts, Hosiery, Laces. Write

/ to-day for SPECIAL SALE LJST, post free.

S PEACH & SONS, 112, The Looms, NOTTINGHAM
CAHD-JONG

is MAH-JONG

played with ordinary Playing Cards. Instal
this fascinating game at small cost, and spend
many dellghtful evenings. For Handbook,
complete with instructions for the Cahd- ]ong
pack, rules and treatise, send 1/6, Dept. §,,
133, Colwyn Road, Northampton.

you send yout Name, address and 13d. stamp to Mr. F.W. BRO,
Consulting Hair & Scalp Specialist, 333, Oxford Road, MANCHESTER.
but are safely and easily repaired with
Ask your Ironmonger for it. s
PURIMACHOS LTD,, 16, St. Philip’s, BRISTOL.
(1] )
The “Titan’ Air Plstol
silent action. The strongest Shooting
Air Pistol ever mnade. New departure
made article. Cannot be surpassed for target and bird
shooting.  Packed with supply of darts and slugs.
FRANK CLARKE (Record Dept.), 6, Whittall Street, Birmingham.
List of Air Guns, etc., free. Be sure to address ¢ Record’ Dept.
G minutes daily exercise. Result: Power, Ease, Brilliance.
SAXBY’S V by
OCAL CALISTHENICS .., 0,
From THOS CHURCH SAXBY (L. Mus., F.C.L.), LEWES.
A Soprano: * Have given me the power I needed.”” Contrallo: * My voics
known Bass t " .
“ Shouldabave xegxl:,lngds ;;)tliiﬁfeg‘ y;gq‘notes now perfect. A Male Alio:
gg% CULTURE |Iu; |et5
IALITIES poo*y, 4

Broton Fineplaces e clangoous!
3]b. sample tin, 1/9 post free, with full particulars from
A magnificent little weapon; quick,
from the cheap feeble shooting foreign- 25/
The Improved ¢ Titan,” price 25/, Direct from makers i—
(20 Years’ Success. 8 lessons £2 2, O,
is vicher.” A Great Tenor: “ Splendid. I am more than satisfied.” A well-
te fO
iy Y ol
TILT
CHAS.H.PUGH LTD., %5725 BIRMINGHAM
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The DANJHILL Don’t miss the joy of laughter.

EARPIE
ATT'{‘IA%HM'ENT- ¢ “It’s simply grand to enjoy a joke again. I have not
e Oreatest  : laughed so much for years. Last night’s enjoyment alone
Recent Scientific Cyrt) At :
“Achievement. ’vrvzs wort(lil th? ::{ncfe. —That is an ext;act from a ]etéer.
ousands of deaf persons are now hearing again by using ihi
the Danjhill Earphone with the improved Earpiece attach~ Let the Dan]hxll Earphone

ment. Read what they say: ‘I heard perfectly in Church make YOU happy.
yesterday, and am delighted with your instrument.” RTTTTTYSTNP ST T TP TSOTPUTPN
© Ex'ery}aod}: said my case was hopeless, but I can now hear : R, ded by the leadi :
everything. i Specialists and Hospitals.

“1 am quite at loss to fully express in words my unbounded ... el ;
delight and satisfaction with it.”

“1 was talking to Dr. Barnes a few days back, and he was very interested in my instrument, and I
was surprised I could hear so well with it.”

“I should like to say I am very pleased with your instrument. Am somewhat musical, and have I
not been able to sing to any instrument for some time, but can now do so.”

““ Am pleased to say that the Earphone is improving my hearing, and seems to be strengthening my left ear.” l
‘“ Please find instalment for Danjhill Earphone and earpiece attachment. I am finding the same a very l
great help to me.”

* It is a very wonderful instrument and I am very pleased with it, as it is years since I heard things so clearly.”

“ My Doctor says your Earphone is the best he has seen.” Why not let us help you also? l

/
g Y
A : ¢ .
I R Don’t say it cannot be done or that it's too cheap to be good. Ty iz, Our popular model is the greatest
AW that is borgain cver offered to the deaf. We know a trial will convince you. It has succeeded where aids I
seen of it. 4t six times the price have failed.
TRY l"l‘ FIRST We have sold thousands, and every onc went out on our unique trial terms first. l
* You can test it first in the same way. You do not purchase until satisfied. Even then you
I can purchase by Instalments. We could not do this unless we were confident the Danjhill Earphone will do l
what we claim. l

l DON9T DELAY. Write now. A postcard \\i{leltmt‘);in:"f l‘;‘:»gt. particulars, Sent Free by I

D. & J. HILL, Ltd., 831, Danjhill House, 267, Gray’'s Inn Rd,, King’s Cross, London, W.C.1.
Manchester Branch : 24, The Park, Eccles. New Zealand : Mr. S. BARRY, 290, Queen St., Auckland.

—-————-——_-———-————_-—————-_—A

STOP DRUGGING

GET BACK TO NATURE.

Throw your half-filled bottles of dope and poison into
the garbage-tin—they’ll do less harm than in your stomach.
Get back to Nature: consider how she cares, and give her
the proper assistance. Nature needs strength and nourish-
ment. Drugs are poisons, and poisons don’t give you that.

If you are nervous, you can quiet your nerves with poison, but
just as soon as the stupor wears off, the trouble returns worse than
ever. Works like whisky. A man will fill up on liquor because it
makes him feel good, puts false energy into him for a while, but
when the alcohol stops working his nerves torture him far more.
Like whisky, every dose of drugs calls for another.

Dosing weak nerves, weak stomach, liver, or kidneys with drugs
won't restore them to proper working order. Nature must have
new energy, and you can get that only from electricity.

Our method of curing is to feed the nerves and vitals with
nourishing, strength-building electricity. We do this with the
“Ajax’ Body Battery, which is entirely different from other
electric appliances. It is invigorating and powecrful, yet gentle and
soothing to the nerves. It isa natural generator on the recupera-
tive system, and requires no changing. It will cure every case of
rheumatism, nervous debility, weak stomach, kidney and liver
troubles, lame back, sciatica, loss of power, and every evidence
ot weakness in men and women.

IT IS EFREE.

Write at once jor our 92-page illustrated Look, which contains much valualle information regarding
the cause and cuve of disease. It is [ree, in a plain sealed envelope. Wrile to-day if you cannol
call jov free Advice and Demonstrations ATAX LD,

THE BRITISH ELECTRIC INSTITUTE (Dept. 17), 25, Holborn Viaduct, LONDON, E.C.1.

South African Branch = 79, Pritchard Street, P.O. Box 7,222, Johannzsburg.
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DR. BARNARDO'S HOMES

Ty N
7

These happy youngsters have no fewer than 7,306
brothers and sisters in Dr. Barnardo’s Homes—
the Largest Family in the World.

And all these healthy, growing, little people need
feeding and training to turn them into A1 Citizens
of the Empire. 95,775 boys and girls have already
been admitted

5 ORPHAN AND DESTITUTE
~ LITTLE ONES ADMITTED DAILY.

Will you help Barnardo's to bring the sunshine
into thousands of sorrowful little lives in the
New Year by sending

A NEW YEAR GIFT?

10/-

will support one child for a week,.

Cheques and Orders payable “ Dr. Barnardo’s Homes Food Fund,” and crossed, may be addressed to
the Honorary Treasurer, Howard Williams, Esq. (Dept. S.), 18-26, Stepney Causeway, London, E.L

ujoct Buplicatioy | WHY SUFFER 9 o

is as easy as it is jnexpensive with the RHEUMATISM! scIAT!cA! GOUT, LUMBAGO
Koppio Self-Inking Duplicator. 8o simple, and all other nervous diseases or ailments by the
it ca rong—even e 0f Y o

e it Dors work equal to machines ten ROYAL REMEDY. Established over 30 years.
:,il_'ffiiﬁ’gg?;:;gsgﬁf;‘ Creasing and stencil- Write or call for Particulars, List of Patrons, etc.

Foolscap size, 75/-; quarto size, 55/« KIMBALL'S RHEUMATIC RING, LTD.,
S. KOPP10, Duncan Road, Leicester. 72, OXFORD STREET, LONDON, W1

e Do you suffer with BUNIONS ? "‘..
) .

VERNON'S PATENT APPLIANCE

WILL RESTORE THE NATURAL FORM OF YOUR_ JOINTS
WITHOUT UNNECESSARY SUFFERING OR OPERATION. H

This modern appliance is designed to give greatest comfort, and the Patent Swivel Action allows the
natural movements of the foot to take place while the cure is in process. With perseverance WE
GUARANTEE A CURE! The inventor cured himself in six months. Sepd P.O. 4/6 for Appliaace.
complete with booklet. —THE VERNON APPLIANCE CO, 55, Wantage Road, NORTHAMPTON.

8. FOR MOTORING ||| 30/-Bo0Ts 1979 5

FOR
WlND RA'N Sold through middlemen and re-
A tailer these Boots would be 30/-
per pair. Note these features
OR SHINE |||" brurep ‘soss,

Full Chrome Real Box Calf
WEAR A Uppers, leather-lined, block

66 patent toe-caps, flexible

L)
99 tread, smooth insoles.
Double wear from
tab to toe.

PS Also BOYS & YOUTHS

R ¢ 1 (1 Derby Shoe 2tos ..17/9

EQ at Qh el same 11 to 1 ..16/9

verywhere price, gand 10...14/9
ORDER THIS WAY.—8end si 2 v

SAMPLE VEIL 172d POST FREE crossed “ & Co.” Foreiz‘l 1::115901‘1)51331‘:'1 ‘;)ggltlagaenixﬁ:g' fOArbs?)lau/tg

H.W. LAKE LTD.. satisfaction or money refunded.
G & 7.5.M.,, REDCROSS ST.. LONDON E.C.I. SUTTONS, Union Road, STOCKPORT
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“B.P.”

Brand Underwear

One of the finest brands
of woollen underwear -
made in England.
Sold ‘“direct from
Weaver to Wearer.”
Thus eliminating
middlemen’s  profits,

D. IN
THE -
‘and cnabling you to
obtain the very Dbest

quality goods for the least outlay. The follow-
ing represent matchless value in Ladies’ Pure
Wool Combinations and Vests—made with
high, low, round or V neck,
with long, short or no sleeves,
in Cream or Natural shades.

‘PRINCESS’ Combinations

8,6 POST

FREE
Pure wool. Winter weight, with
high, low, round or ¢V’ neck, and
long, short or no sleeves, Cream
or Natural shade. Combinations
8/6, Vests 6/-. 0O.S. 1/- extra.

“ENID”’ QUALITY Winter Weight.

Finest pure wool, delightful texture.
Cream or Natural shade. High,low, round
or V neck, long, short or no sleeves.
Combinations 13/6, Vests 8/6. 0.8, 1/-
extra,

Get our Price List.

State size and enclose cash when ordering. Car- |BE
riage paid on all orders. Patterns free if desired.
Our full Price List will interest you, Send a
postcard now for a copy. Address:—

BIRKETT & PHILLIPS, LTD.
(Dept. S.M.5), Union Road, NOTTINGHAM.

Ladies

COLDS &
COUGHS

CURED LIKE ONE 0'CLOCK

““1 know of no remedy equal to it, it is
pleasant to take, quick to cure,
and thoroughly reliable.

CONVINCING TESTIMONY,
MR. GEORGE CLARKE, the well-known Comedian (of the suc-
cessful revue* Radios '), writes :—** As a public entertainer it is
most essential for me to keep free from coughs or colds—a some-
what difficult matter owing to the impossibility of avoiding the
many draughts for whieh the stages of most theatres are
notorious. For some time past I have relied entirely upon
*GALLOWAY'8' COUGH SYRUP, with the most satisfactory
results. I know of no remedy equal toit. It is so pleasant to
take, so quick to cure, and 8o thoroughly reliable and sure, that
no matter how often I am exposed to sudden variations of
temperature or inclement weather, I can always be sure of giving
my turn without having te contend witha coughoracold. 1
have recommended * GALLOWAY'S’ to many friends, and all
are enthusijastic in its praises.”

Every dose of “ Galloway’s”* Cough Syrup is a sure slep to speedy

\GALLOWAY'S
A, m: ‘

\@m

COUGH
SYRUP

sold by Chemists ani
sStores everywhero. Price
- 13 & 2/€ per bottle, or
direct from P. H. Gal-

loway, Ltl., Chemists,

London, S.E.17. Price

19 and 3/-, post
Iree.

THE ABUSE OF

ALGOHOLIC STIMULANTS

AND DRUGS.

Alcohol makes a man feel warm in cold
weather, when his temperature is actually
lowered by it, and when he is therefore more
liable to a chill. It renders him more liable
to the inroads of disease, yet all the while he
feels stronger to resist them. It corrodes his
stomach, hardens his liver, clogs his kidneys,
and all the while he thinks it is doing him
good. It relieves pain by deadening sensa-
tion, and frequently a craving for the pain-
killer takes the place of the pain. Ana all
the while it is producing subtle unseen changes
in the brain which, if allowed to continue for
a sufficiently long period and if the doses are
large and frequently repeated, may end in
crime or madness. Just as a man’s character
and actions may completely alter in the
short space of a few hours’ hard drinking, so
may and does the slower absorption of
frequently repeated doses of alcohol, spread
over many years, alter a man’s very nature,
and invariably for the worse.

THE TURVEY TREATMENT, established
over 25 years, is advocated in all cases where
the discontinuance or reduction of alcoholic
stimulants is desired. In addition to entirely
eradicating the crave and totally obviating
the necessity for stimulants and establishing
a lasting antipathy to alcohol, it has a charac-
teristically recuperative and beneficial effect
upon the general health and nervous system.
The Treatment, which can be sent to any part
of the world, is taken at the Patient’s own
home without the slightest inconvenience or
interference with the ordinary routine of dailylife.

THE ADVANTAGES OF THE TURVEY
TREATMENT.

1. It can be taken at home without inter-
ference with business or social duties. 2. It
can be taken by the most delicate person of
either sex. 3. Alcohol or drugs are discontinued
without the slightest inconvenience. 4. Im-
provement in general health. 5. Beneficial
effects on nervous system. 6. The cost of the
treatment is covered many times over by the
financial saving effected.

The following inquiry form may be filled in
and forwarded (or a letter written), on receipt
of which full particulars will be forwarded post
free under plain cover. Consultation hours,
10 to 5.30.

CONFIDENTIAL.
APPLICATION FORM.

To the Medical Supt., British Turvey Treatment Association,
14, Hanover Square, London, W.r.
Telephone, Mayfair 34006. Telegrams, Turvert, London.
Sir,—Please send me under cover full particulars and
consultation forn:.

A letter giving particulars for the Medical Supt. may
accompany this application. StrAND Mac., Jan., 1924,
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Write NOW for Post Free Patterns
ol N N\ A TER |

THE ORIGINAL PERMANENT DYE

Reduced Prices
during January.

FOR the period of Allen’s January Sale, most of the

better Durobelle Cloths (those over 4/6 per yard)
will be offered at 10 per cent. off marked prices—a
saving of 2/- in the £ In view of the continued
advance in the price of raw cotton (now about four
times pre-war cost) this is an offer of which full advan-

" tage should _be taken, for all cotton gouds will be
REPS and POPLINS, silky finish, Cream and lovely A:t more costly in the near future. Replace those faded
FASNhé‘YieISJ‘ A5|3I X‘;K;"‘:: :’ 3106/ ‘lf1 Ya‘i‘li. ('es;?]/ oo ‘l&e L. or worn out curtains with Durobelle at Sale Prices—
andsome self trellis an oral eftects, M N M
® 50 ins. wide, from BT wmd (loss 2/ in the B). it will prgve one of the best investments you have g
SATIN FACE and SATIN STRIPE CLOTHS, 50 ins. wide, ever made. .
5/11 to 8/6 yard (less 2/- in the £). REPLACED FREE IF COLOUR FADES is
BOLTON SHEETINGS, 50 ins, wide. Creams and tussore Allen’s guarantee with ryv length.
from 3/3 yard. Colours 3/11} yard. s with every leng
GASEMENT‘ %l.lOTH,dZS ins..wide.‘d Cr{eams :/2% yarg. LONDON :
o bty g it from /42 yerd z 'Al 188, Sloane Street, S.W.
[ ) [ J
Full particulars of Durobelle, lovely Allen Cretonnes, Direct all letters
and other distinctive Furnishings are givenin ‘' My Lady's to Bournemouth,
Home.” Write for a copy. Dept. A, BOURNEMOUTH please.
¢ r xr- - rr . Jr -7 1r ___zrr{ I1r 11T T

For Indigestion—

Benger’'s Food soothes the distressed stomach
and gives freedom from pain. Although light as — N
snowflakes, Benger’s is fully nutritive, therefore “Th b' .

€re are no birds

' ’ ”

in last year’s nest

Youmay have heard this Spanish proverb )
before. It has its equivalent in the §
English saying, ““ Gather Roses while you §
may,” and the terse Latin ““ Carpe diem.”

To nothing do these sayings apply
L with greater force than Life Assurance. [f*

Seize  the present opportunities of

INV ! I IDS&(heAGED Youth and Health to effect a Life

Policy and make provision for old age.

A With Profit Endowment Assurance
WITH

The Standard Life
Assurance Company

is one of the finest means of doing this.

Sold in tins by all Chemists. Prices: 1/4; 2/3: 4/-3 8/6

These Series of Pens write as
smoothly as a Lead Pencil.
Neither Scratch nor
Spurt, the Points
being rounded
by a Special
Process.

Write for Explanatory Leaflet “H. 2" to—
The Standard Life Assurance
Company = Established 1825.
Hea 1 Office :—3, GEORGE STREET, EDINBURGH. RV

LONDON [

110, Cannon Street, E.C.4, and .15a. Pall Mall, S.W.1.
DUBLIN : 59, Dawson Street.

Assorted
Sample Box

104d.
in Stamps from

the Works,

BIRMINGHAM.
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SHIRTS,
PYJAMAS & SOFT COLLARS fresreneessns e ssssinans :
«LUVISCA” is distinctive as well as good : Look for the :
style, (m(l cvery man who prides himself on : “LUVISCA”
belng “well-tailored ” or ““well-groomed ” : TAB
will have his shirts, pyjamas and soft [ in every
collars fashioned of this faultless and ; Garment.
excellent material. H No
1f any dificudty in obtaining “Luvisca * Shirts, Pyjamasand }  Guarantee
Soft Collars, write to COCRTATLDS, Ltd. (hepl. D, 5 “Wiepoup,

19, Aldermanbury. London, £.C.2, who will send you name
of your nearest retailer and descriplive booklets.  Teeeeeiinn
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An Historical
Footnote

The Black Prince (after Crecy) : * Yes, Pa, that was some.
battle—I've worn out three suils of armour, and mine
helmets, and seventeen shields, but my ‘DRI-PED’ SOLES
are NOT even SCRATCHED !’ ’

“ Y T'S such a blessing now the
children are growing up'—

that’s how thousands of ‘Dri-ped’ Soled Boots and Shoes
mothers feel about ¢ DRI-PED are obtainable in all styles and sizes
Soled Footwear. It takes the for men, women and children.

X Your repairer can re-sole the boots
n:lOSt vigorous youngster a very long or shoes you are now wearing with
time to . wear through double-wearing double-wear ‘Dri-ped’ leather. It
“Dri-ped’ soles; and because ‘ Dri-ped’ pays to insist on having ‘ Dri-ped’

soles are absolutely waterproof, all fear soles. )
Look for ¢ Dri-ped’ purple diamonds

of wet-feet chills can be banished. For A

) . , stamped every few inches on each
economy and health’s sake-—get ‘ Dri-ped sole. In case of difficulty write to
Soled Footwear for your children. Dri-ped, Ltd., Bolton, Lancs.

Always INSIST on having

DRI-PE

The Super-leather for Soles

GUARANTEED DOUBLE - WEAR
ABSOLUTELY WATERPROOF

BOOTS AND SHOES

DRI-PED, LTD.,, BOLTON, LANCS

D

To face back of Frontispiece.
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“FOR GOD'S SAKE, MR. HOLMES, GIVE ME SOME ADVICE, FOR I AM AT MY WITS' END.”
(See page 6.)



ILIUSTRATED BY
H. K. ELCOCK

OLMES had read carefully a note
which the last post had brought
him.* Then, with the dry chuckle
which was his nearest approach to

a laugh, he tossed it over to me.

“ For a mixture of the modern and the
mediaval, of the practical and of the wildly
fanciful, I think this is surely the limit,”
said he. ““What do you make of it,
Watson ?

I read as follows:—

46, Old Jewry,
Nov. 19th.
Re¢ Vampires.
Sir,

Our client, Mr. Robert Ferguson, of
TFerguson and Muirhead, tea brokers, of
Mincing Lane, has made some inquiry
from us in a communication of even date
concerning vampires. As our firm special-
izes entirely upon the assessment of ma-
chinery the matter hardly comes within our
purview, and we have therefore recom-
mended Mr. Ferguson to call upon you
and lay the matter before you. We have
Vol. Ixvii.—1.,

not forgotten your successful action in
the case of Matilda Briggs.
We are, Sir,
Faithfully yours,
MoRrrisoN, MorRrIsoN, AND DobDbp.
per E. J. C.

‘“ Matilda Briggs was not the name of a
young woman, Watson,” said Holmes, in a
reminiscent voice. . It was a ship which
is associated with the giant rat of Sumatra,
a story for which the world is not yet

prepared. But what do we know about
vampires ?  Does it come within our pur-
view either ? Anything is Dbetter than

stagnation, but really we seem to have been
switched on to a Grimm’s fairy tale. DMake
a long arm, Watson, and see what \" has 1o
say.”

I leaned back and took down the great
index volume to which he referred. Holmes
balanced it on his knee and his eyes moved
slowly and lovingly over the record of old
cases, mixed with the accumulated informa-
tion of a lifetime.

" Voyage of the Gloria Scont,” he read.

Copyright, 1923, by A. Conan Doyle.



4 The Adventure of the Sussex Vampire

“ That was a bad business. I have some
recollection that you made a record of it,
Watson, though I was unable to.congratulate
you upon the result. Victor Lynch, the
forger. Venomous lizard or gila. Remark-
able case, that! Vittoria, the circus belle.
Vanderbilt and the Yeggman. Vipers.
Vigor, the Hammersmith wonder. Hullo!
Hullo! Good old index. You can’t beat
it. Listen to this, Watson. Vampirism
in Hungary. And again, Vampires in
Transylvania.” He turned over the pages
with eagerness, but after a short intent
perusal he threw down the great book with
a snarl of disappointment.

‘““ Rubbish, Watson, rubbish! What have

we to do with walking corpses who can -

only be held in their grave by stakes driven
through their hearts ? It’s pure lunacy.”

“ But surely,” said I, * the vampire was
not neessarily a dead man? A living
person might have the habit. I have read,
tor example, of the old sucking the blood of
the young in order to retain their youth.”

“You are right, Watson. It mentions
the legend in one of these references. But
are we to give serious attention to such
things? This Agency stands flat-footed
upon the ground, and there it must remain.
This world is big enough for us. No ghosts
need apply. I fear that we cannot take
Mr. Robert Ferguson very seriously. Possi-
bly this nocte may be from him, and may
throw some light upon what is worrying
him.”

He took up a second letter which had
lain unnoticed upon the table whilst he had
been absorbed with the first. This he began
to read with a smile of amusement upon his
face which gradually faded away into an
expression of intense interest and concen-
tration. When he had finished he sat for
some little time lost in thought with the
letter dangling from his fingers. Finally,
with a start, he aroused himself from his
reverie. : o

“ Cheeseman’s, Lamberley. Where is
T.amberley, Watson ? ” .

“ It is in Sussex, south of Horsham.”

“ Not very far, eh ?  And Cheeseman’s ?”’

“I know that country, Holmes. It is
tull of old houses which are named after the
men who built them centuries ago. You
get Odley’s and Harvey’s and Carriton’'s—
the folk are forgotten but their names live
in their houses.”

" Precisely,” said Holmes, coldly. It
was one of the peculiarities of his proud,
self-contained nature that, though he doc-
keted any fresh information very quickly
and accurately in his brain, he seldom made
any acknowledgment to the giver. ‘I
rather fancy we shall know a good deal more
about Cheeseman’s, Lamberley, before we

are through. The letter is, as I had hoped,
from Robert Ferguson. By the way, he
claims acquaintance with you.”

“ With me!”

“ You had better read it.”

He handed the letter across.
headed with the address quoted.

It was

EAR MR. HOLMES (it said),—I have
been recommended to you by my
lawyers, but indeed the matter is so

extraordinarily delicate that it is most diffi-
cult to discuss. It concerns a friend for
whom I am-acting. This gentleman mar-
ried some five years ago a Peruvian lady,
the daughter of a Peruvian merchant,
* whom he had met in connection with the
importation of. nitrates.:. The lady was
very beautiful, but the fact of her foreign
birth and of her alien: religion always
caused a separation- of .interests and of
feelings between husband and wife, so
that after a time his love may have cooled
towards her and he may ‘have come to
regard their union as a mistake. - He felt
there were sides of her character.which
he could never explore or understand.
This was the more painful as she was as
loving a wife as a man could have—to
all appearance "absolutely devoted. *

Now for the point which I .will make
more plain when we meet. Indeed, this
note is merely to give you a general idea
cf the situation and to ascertain whether
you would care to interest yourself in
the matter. The lady began to show
some curious traits quite alien to her
ordinarily sweet and gentle disposition.
The gentleman had been married twice
and he had one son by the first wife.
This boy was now fifteen, a very charming
and affectionate youth, though unhappily
injured through an accident in childhood.
Twice the wife was caught in the act of
assaulting this poor lad in the most un-
provoked way. Once she struck him
with a stick and left a great weal on his
arm.

This was a small matter, however,
compared with her conduct to her own
child, a dear boy just under one year
of age. On one occasion about a month
ago this child had been left by its nurse
for a few minutes. A loud cry from the
baby, as of pain, called the nurse back.
As she ran into the room she saw her
employer, the lady, leaning over the baby
and apparently biting his neck. There
was a small wound in the neck, from
which a stream of blood had escaped.
The nurse was so horrified that she wished
to call the husband, but the lady im-
plored her not to do o, and actually gave -
her five pounds as a price for her silence.
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No explanation was ever given, and for
the moment the matter was passed over.
It left, however, a terrible impression
upon the nurse’s mind, and from that
time she Dbegan to watch her mistress
closely, and to keep a closer guard upon
the baby, whom she
tenderly loved. It
seemed to her
that even as she
watched the
mother, so

the mother
watched her, and
that every time
she was com-
pelled  to leave
the baby alone
the mother was
waiting to get at it. Day and night the
nurse covered the child, and day and
night the silent, watchful mother seemed
to be lying in wait as a wolf waits for a
lamb. It must read most incredible to
you, and vet I beg you to take it seriously,
for a child’s life and a man’s sanity may
depend upon it.

At last there came one dreadful day
when the facts could no longer be con-
cealed from the husband. The nurse’s
nerve had given way; she could stand
the strain no longer, and she made a
clean breast of it all to the man. To him

it seemed as wild a tale as it may
now scem to you. He knew his wife

to be a loving wife, and, save for
the assaults upon her stepson, a
loving mother. Why, then,

should she wound
her own dear
little baby ? He

“Hullo! Hullo!

Good old index.

- You can’t beat

it. Listen to this,
Watson.”

told the nurse that she was dreaming,
that her suspicions were those of a
lunatic, and that such libels upon her
mistress were not to be tolerated. Whilst
they were talking, a sudden cry of pain
was heard. Nurse and master rushed
together to the nursery. Imagine his
feelings, Mr. Holmes, as he saw his wife
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rise from a kneeling position beside the
cot, and saw blood upon the child’s ex-
posed neck and upon the sheet. With a
cry of horror, he turned his wife’s face
to the light and saw blood all round her
lips. It was she—she beyond all question
—who had drunk the poor baby’s blood.

So the matter stands. She is now con-
fined to her room. There has been no
explanation. The husband is half de-
mented. He knows, and 1 know, little
of Vampirism beyond the name. We had
thought it was some wild tale of foreign
parts. And yet here in the very heart
of the English Sussex--well, all this can
be discussed with you in the morning.
Will you see me? Will you use your
great powers in aiding a distracted man ?
If so, kindly wire to Ferguson, Cheese-
man’s, Lamberley, and I will be at your
rooms by ten o’clock.

Yours faithfully,
RoBERT FERGUSON.

P.S.—1 believe your friend Watson
played Rugby for Blackheath when I was
three-quarter for Richmond. It is the
only personal introduction which I can
give.

“Of course I remember him,” said I,
as I laid down the letter. “ Big Bob Fer-
guson, the finest three-quarter Richmond
ever had. He was always a good-natured
chap. It is like him to be so concerned over
a friend’s case.”

Holmes looked at me thoughtfully and
shook his head.

“1 never get your limits, Watson,” said
he. *“ There are unexplored possibilities

about you. Take a wire down, like a good
fellow. ‘Will examine your case with
pleasure.”

" Your case!”

“We must not let him think that this
Agency is a home for the weak-minded. Of
course it is his case. Send him that wire
and let the matter rest till morning.”

ROMPTLY at ten o’clock next morning
Ferguson strode into our room. I had
remembered him as a long, slab-sided

man with loose limbs and a fine turn of
speed, which had carried him round many
an opposing back. There is surely nothing
in life more painful than to meet the wreck
ot a fine athlete whom one has known
in his prime. His great frame had fallen
in, his flaxen hair was scanty, and his
shoulders were bowed. I fear that I roused
corresponding emotions in him,

“ Hullo, Watson,” said he, and his
voice was still deep and hearty. * You
don’t look quite the man you did when I

threw you over the ropes into the crowd at
the Old Deer Park. I expect I have
changed a bit also. But it’s this last day
or two that has aged me. I see by your
telegram, Mr. Holmes, that it is no use my
pretending to be anyone’s deputy.”

“ It is simpler to deal direct,”
Holmes.

“Of course it is. But you can imagine
how difficult it is when you are speaking
of the one woman whom you are bound to
protect and help. What can I do ? How am_
I to go to the police with such a story?
And yet the kiddies have got to be pro-
tected. Is it madness, Mr. Holmes? Is
it something in the blood ? Have you
any similar case in your experience ? For
God’s sake, give me some advice, for I am
at my wits’ end.”

‘“ Very naturally, Mr. Ferguson. Now sit
here and pull yourself together and give
me a few clear answers. Ican assure you that

said

.1 am very far from being at my wits’ end,

and that I am confident we shall find some

solution. First of all, tell me what steps
you have taken. Is your wife still near the
children ?

“ We had a dreadful scene. She is a most
loving woman, Mr. Holmes. If ever a woman
loved a man with all her heart and soul,
she Joves me. She was cut to the heart
that I should have discovered this horrible,
this incredible secret. She would not even
speak. She gave no answer to my reproaches,
save to gaze at me with a sort of wild,
despairing look in her eyes. Then she
rushed to her room and locked herself in.
Since then she has refused to see me. She
has a maid who was with her before her
marriage, Dolores by name—a friend rather
than a servant. She takes her food to her.”

““Then the child is in no immediate
danger ? ”

* Mrs. Mason, the nurse, has sworn that
she will not leave it night or day. I can
absolutely trust her. I am more uneasy
about poor little Jack, for, as I told yon
in my note, he has twice been assaulted
by her.”

" But never wounded ? ”’

““No:; she struck him savagely. It is
the more terrible as he is a poor little
inoffensive cripple.” Ferguson’s gaunt
features softened as he spoke of his boy.
“You would think that the dear lad’s
condition would soften anyone’s heart.
A fall in childhood and a twisted spine,
Mr. Holmes. But the dearest, most loving
heart within.” -

Holmes had picked up the letter of yes-
terday and was reading it over. ‘ What
other inmates are there in your house,
Mr. Ferguson ?

" Two servants who have not been long
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with us. One stable hand, Michael, who
sleeps in the house. My wife, myself, my
boy Jack, baby, Dolores, and Mrs. Mason.
That is all.”

“1 gather that you did not know your
wife well at the time of your marriage ? »
1 had only known her a few weeks.”

‘“ How long had this maid Dolores been
with her ? ”

* Some years.”

** Then your wife’s character would really
be better known by Dolores than by
you ? "’

“Yes, you may say so0.”’

Holmes made a note.

“1 fancy,” said he, ‘“that I may be of
more use at Lamberley than here. It is
eminently a case for personal investigation.
1f the lady remains in her room, our presence
could not annoy or inconvenience her. Of
course, we would stay at the inn.”

Ferguson gave a gesture of relief.

“It is what I hoped, Mr. Holmes. There
is an excellent train at two from Victoria, if
you could come.”

“Of course we could come. There is a
lull at present. I can give you my undivided
energies. Watson, of course, comes with
us. But there are one or two points upon
which I wish to be very sure before 1 start.
This unhappy lady, as I understand it, has
appeared to assault both the children, her
own baby and your little son ? ”

‘“ That is so.”

“ But the assaults take different forms, do
they not ? She has beaten your son.”

““ Once with a stick and once very savagely
with her hands.”

“Did she give no cxplanation why she
struck him ?

““ None, save that she hated him.
and again she said so.”

“ Well, that is not unknown among step-
mothers. A posthumous jealousy, we will
say. Is the lady jealous by nature ?

“Yes, she is very jealous—ijealous with
all the strength of her fiery tropical love.”

“ But the boy—he is fifteen, 1 under-
stand, and probably very developed in mind,
since his body has been circumscribed in
action. Did he give you no explanation of
these assaults ?

“No: he declared there was no reason.”’

“ Were they good friends at other times ? "/

“No; there was never any love between
them.” :

“ Yet you say he is affectionate ?

“ Never in the world could there be so
devoted a son. My life is his life. e is
absorbed in what I say or do.”

Once again Holmes made a note.
some time he sat lost in thought.

“No doubt you and the boy were great
comrades before this second marriage. You

Again

Tor

were) thrown very close together, were you
not ?

“ Very much so.”

“And the boy, having so affectionate
a nature, was devoted, no doubt, to the
memory of his mother ? ”

*“ Most devoted.”

“ He would certainly seem to be a most
interesting lad. There is one other point
about these assaults. Were the strange
attacks upon the baby and the assaults upon
your son at the same period ? "’

“In the first case it was so. It was as
if some frenzy had seized her, and she had
vented her rage upon both. In the second
case it was only Jack who suffered. Mrs.
Mason had no complaint to make about the
baby.”

“ That certainly complicates matters.”

“Idon’t quite follow you, Mr. Holmes.”

‘“Possibly not. One forms provisional
theories and waits for time or fuller know-
ledge to explode them. A bad habit, Mr.
Ferguson ; but human nature is weak. I
fear that your old friend here has given an
exaggerated view of my scientific methods.
However, 1 will only say at the present
stage that your problem does not appear to
me to be insoluble, and that you may expect
to find us at Victoria at two o’clock.”

T was evening of a dull, foggy November
day when, having left our bags at the
Chequers, Lamberley, we drove through

the Sussex clay of a long winding lane, and
finally reached the isolated and ancient
farmhouse in which Ferguson dwelt. It was
a large, straggling building, very old in the
centre, very new at the wings, with towering
Tudor chimneys and a lichen-spotted, high-
pitched roof of Horsham slabs. The door-
steps were worn into curves, and the ancient
tiles which lined the porch were marked
with the rebus of a cheese and a man, after
the original builder. Within, the ceilings
were corrugated with heavy oaken beams,
and the uneven floors sagged into sharp
curves. An odour of age and decay pervaded
the whole crumbling building.

There was one very large central room,
into which Ferguson led us. Here, in a huge
old-fashioned fireplace with an iron scrcen
behind it dated 1670, there blazed and
spluttered a splendid log fire.

The room, as I gazed round, was a most
singular mixture of dates and of places.
The half-panelled walls may well have
belonged to the original ycoman farmer of
the seventeenth century. They were orna-
mented, however, on the lower part by a line
of well-chosen modern watcr-colours ; while
above, where yellow plaster took the place
of oak, there was hung a fine collection of
South American utensils and weapons, which



The woman turned her flushed and handsome face towards me. *“ Where is my

husband ? " she asked.
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had been brought, no doubt, by the Peruvian
lady upstairs. Holmes rose, with that quick
curiosity which sprang from his eager mind,
and examined them with some care. He
returned with his eyes full of thought.

“Hullo!” he cried. “Hullo!”

A spaniel had lain in a basket in the
corner. It came slowly forward towards
its master, walking with difficulty. Its hind
legs moved irregularly and its tail was on
the ground. It licked Ferguson’s hand.

““What is it, Mr. Holmes ? ’

“The dog. What’s the matter with it ? ”

“That’s what puzzled the vet. A sort of
paralysis. Spinal meningitis, he thought.
But it is passing. He’ll be all right soon—
won'’t you, Carlo ? ”

A shiver of assent passed through the
drooping tail. The dog’s mournful eyes
passed from one of us to the other. He
knew that we were discussing his case.

“Did it come on suddenly ? ”’

““In a single night.”

‘“How long ago ?

“ It may have been four months ago.”

“ Very remarkable. Very suggestive.”

“ What do you see in it, Mr, Holmes ?

‘“ A confirmation of what I had already
thought.”

“For God’s sake, what do you think,
Mr. Holmes ? It may be a mere intellectual
puzzle to you, but it is life and death to
me! My wife a would-be murderer—my
child in constant danger! Don’t play with
me, Mr. Holmes. It is too terribly serious.”

The big Rugby three-quarter was trembling
all over. Holmes put his hand soothingly
upon his arm.

“1 fear that there is pain for you, Mr.
Ferguson, whatever the solution may be,”
said he. “1 would spare you all I can.
I cannot say more for the instant, but before
I leave this house I hope 1 may have some-
thing definite.”

“Please God you may! If you wil
excuse me, gentlemen, I will go up to my
wife’s room and see if there has been any
change.”

E was away some minutes, during
which Holmes resumed his examina-
tion of the curiosities upon the wall.

When our host returned it was clear from
his downcast face that he had made no
progress. He brought with him a tall,
slim, brown-faced girl.

“The tea is ready, Dolores,” said Fer-
guson. ‘‘ See that your mistress has every-
thing she can wish.”

‘“She verra ill,” cried the girl, looking
with indignant eyes at her master. ‘‘She
no ask for food. She verra ill. She necd
doctor. 1 frightened stay alone with her
without doctor.”

Ferguson looked at me with a question in
his eyes.

*“ I should be so glad if I could be of use.”

“ Would your mistress sece Dr. Watson ? "

“Itake him. I no ask leave. She nceds
doctor.”

“Then I'll come with you at once.”

1 followed the girl, who was quivering
with strong emotion, up the staircase and
down an ancient corridor. At the end was
an iron-clamped and massive door. Tt
struck me as I looked at it that if Ferguson
tried to force his way to his wife he would
find it no easy matter. The girl drew a
key from her pocket, and the heavy oaken
planks creaked upon their old hinges. I
passed in and she swiftly followed, fasten-
ing the door behind her.

On the bed a woman was lying who was
clearly in a high fever. She was only half
conscious, but as I entered she raised a pair
of frightened but beautiful eyes and glared
at me in apprehension. Seeing a stranger,
she appeared to be relieved, and sank back
with a sigh upon the pillow. I stepped up
to her with a few reassuring words, and she
lay still while I took her pulse and temper-
ature. Both were high, and yet my impres-
sion was that the condition was rather that
of mental and nervous excitement than of
any actual seizure.

““She lie like that one day, two day. 1
"fraid she die,”” said the girl. ~

The woman turned her flushed and hand-
some face towards me.

“ Where is my husband ? ”

“He is below, and would wish to see you.”

“ 1 will not see him. I will not see him.”
Then she seemed to wander off into delirium.
“A fiend! A fiend! Oh, what shall I do
with this devil ? ”’

“Can I help vou in any way ? "’

“No. No one can help. It is finished.
All is destroyed. Do what I will, all is
destroyed.”

The woman must have some strange
delusion. I could not see honest Bob Fer-
guson in the character of fiend or devil.

“Madame,” 1 said, ““ your husband loves
you dearly. He is deeply giieved at this
happening.” )

Again she turned on me those glorious
eyes.

"« He loves me. Yes. But do I not love
him ?> Do I not love him even to sacrifice
myself rather than break his dear heart.
That is how I love him. And yet he could
think of me—he could speak of me so.”

““ He is full of grief, but he cannot under-
stand.”

“No, he cannot
should trust.”

“Will you not see him ? 1 suggested.

“No, no; 1 cannot forget those terrible

understand. But he
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my child. I

have a right to

my child. That is the

only message I can send

him.”  She turned her face

) to the wall and would say no
more,

I returned to the room downstairs,
where Ferguson and Holmes still sat
] 4 o ' by the fire. Ferguson listened moodily
words nor the look upon his face. 1 will  to my account of the interview
not see him.  Go now. You can do nothing “How can I send her the .child ?” he
for me. Tell him only one thing. 1 want said. “How do I know what s;crange




At th’s moment I chanced to glance at

Holmes, and saw a most singular intentness

in his expression. His eyes were fixed

with eager curiosity upon something at the
other side of the room.

impulse might come upon her ? How can
1 ever forget how she rose from beside it
with its blood upon her lips ?”’ He shud-
dered at the recollection. ‘“ The child is
safe with Mrs. Mason, and there he must
remain.”’

A smart maid, the only modern thing
which we had seen in the house, had brought
in some tea. As she was serving it the door
opened and a youth entered the room. He
was a remarkable lad, pale-faced and fair-
haired, with excitable light blue eyes which
blazed into a sudden flame of emotion and
joy as they rested upon his father. He

A. Conan Doyle 1

rushed forward and. threw his arms round
his neck with the abandon of a loving girl.
“Oh, daddy,” he cried, “ I did not know

that you were due yet. I should have been
here to meet you. Oh, I am so glad to see
you!” .

TFerguson gently disengaged himself from

the embrace with some little show of
embarrassment.

““Dear old chap,” said he, patting the
flaxen head with a very tender hand. “ 1

came carly because my friends, Mr. Holmes
and Dr. Watson, have been persuaded to
come down and spend an evening with us.”

“Is that Mr. Holmes, the detective ?

“Yes.”

The youth looked at us with a very pene-
trating and, as it scemed to me, unfriendly
gaze.

‘““What about your other child, Mr.
Ferguson?’’ asked Holmes. ‘“Might we
make the acquaintance of the baby ?
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““ Ask Mrs. Mason to bring baby down,”
said Ferguson. The boy went off with a
curious, shambling gait which told my
surgical eyes that he was suffering from a
weak spine. Presently he returned, and
behind him came a tall, gaunt woman
bearing in her arms a very beautiful child,
dark-eyed,” golden-haired, a wonderful mix-
ture of the Saxon and the Latin. Ferguson
was evidently devoted to it, for he took it
into his arms and fondled it most tenderly.

*“ Fancy anyone having the heart to hurt
him,” he muttered, as he glanced down at
the small, angry red pucker upon the cherub
throat.

It was at this moment that I chanced to
glance at Holmes, and saw a most singular
intentness in his expression. His face was
as set as if it had been carved out of old
ivory, and his eyes, which had glanced for a
moment at father and child, were now fixed
with eager curiosity upon something at the
other side of the room. Following his gaze
I could only guess that he was looking ont
through the window at the melancholy,
dripping garden. It is true that a shutter
had half-closed outside and obstructed the
view, but none the less it was certainly at
the window that Holmes was fixing his con-
centrated attention. Then he smiled and
his eyes came back to the baby. On its
chubby neck there was this small puckered
mark. Without speaking, Holmes examined
it with care. Finally he shook one of the
dimpled fists which waved in front of him.

“ Good-bye, little man. You have made
a strange start in life. Nurse, I should wish
to have a word with you in private.”

He took her aside and spoke earnestly for
a few minutes. I only heard the last words,
which were: ‘ Your anxiety will soon, I
hope, be set at rest.” The woman, who
seemed to be a sour, silent kind of creature,
withdrew with the child.

‘“What is Mrs. Mason like ? ”’
Holmes.

“Not very prepossessing externally, as
you can see, but a heart of gold, and devoted
to the child.”

“Do you like her, Jack?” Holmes
turned suddenly wupon the boy. His
expressive mobile face shadowed over, and
he shook his head.

“ Jacky has very strong likes and dis-
likes,” said Ferguson, putting his arm
round the boy. ‘ Luckily I am one of his
likes.”

The boy cooed and nestled his head upon
his father’s breast. Ferguson gently dis-
engaged him.

“ Run away, little Jacky,” said he, and
he watched his son with loving eyes until
he disappeared. ‘“ Now, Mr. Holmes,” he
continued, when the boy was gone, 1

asked

really feel that I have brought you on a
fool’s errand, for what can you possibly
do, save give me your sympathy? It
must be an exceedingly delicate and complex
affair from your point of view.”

“ It is certainly delicate,” said my friend,
with an amused smile, ‘ but I have not been
struck up to now with its complexity. It
has been a case for intellectual deduction,
but when this original intellectual deduction
is confirmed point by point by quite a
number of independent incidents, then the
subjective becomes objective and we can
say confidently that we have reached our
goal. I had,in fact, reached it before we left
Baker Street, and the rest has merely been
observation and confirmation.”

Ferguson put his big hand to his furrowed
forehead.

“For Heaven’s sake, Holmes,” he said,
hoarsely, “if you can see the truth in this
matter, do not keep me in suspense. How
do I stand ? What shall I do? I care
nothing as to how you have found your
facts so long as you have really got them.”

““ Certainly I owe you an explanation,
and you shall have it. But you will permit
me to handle the matter in my own way?
Is the lady capable of seeing us, Watson ?”

‘“ She is ill, but she is quite rational.”

““Very good. It is only in her presence
that we can clear the matter up. Let us
go up to her.”

“ She will not see me,” cried Ferguson.

“ Oh, yes, she will,” said Holmes. He
scribbled a few lines upon a sheet of paper.
“You at least have the entréde, Watson.
Will you have the goodness to give the lady
this note ? ”’

ASCENDED again and handed the note

to Dolores, who cautiously opened the

door. A minute later I heard a cry from
within, a cry in which joy and surprise
seemed to be blended. Dolores looked out.

“ She will see them. She will leesten,”
said she.

At my summons Ferguson and Holmes
came up. As we entered the room Fergu-
son took a step or two towards his wife,
who had raised herself in the bed, but she
held out her hand to repulse him. He sank
into an arm-chair, while Holmes seated him-
self beside him, after bowing to the lady,
who looked at him with wide-eyed amaze-
ment,

“ 1 think we can dispense with Dolores,”
said Holmes. ** Oh, very well, madame,
if you would rather she stayed I can see no
objection. Now, Mr. Ferguson, I am a busy
man with many calls, and my methods
have to be short and direct. The swiftest
surgery is the least painful. Let me first
say what will ease your mind. Your wife
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is a very good, a very loving, and a very
ill-used woman.”

Ferguson sat up with a cry of joy.

“ Prove that, Mr. Holmes, and I am your
debtor for ever.”

“1 will do so, but in doing so I must
wound you deeply in another direction.”

1 care nothing so long as you clear my
wife. Everything on earth is insignificant
compared to that.”

“Let me tell you, then, the train of
reasoning which passed through my mind
in Baker Street. The idea of a vampire
was to me absurd. Such things do not
happen in criminal practice in England.
And yet your observation was precise.
You had seen the lady rise from beside
the child’s cot with the blood upon her
lips.”

“1 did.”

“ Did it not occur to you that a bleeding
wound may be sucked for some other
purpose than to draw the blood from it ?
Was there not a Queen in English history
who sucked such a wound to draw poison
from it ?

“ Poison ! ”’

‘A South American household. My
instinct felt the presence of those weapons
upon the wall before my eyes ever saw them.
It might have been other poison, but that
was what occurred to me. When I saw that
little empty quiver beside the small bird-
bow, it was just what I expected to see.
If the child were pricked with one of those
arrows dipped in curare or some other devilish
drug, it would mean death if the venom
were not sucked out.

‘“And the dog! If one were to use
such a poison, would one not try it first
in order to see that it had not lost its
power ? I did not foresee the dog, but at
least I understood him and he fitted into
my reconstruction.

“ Now do you understand ?  Your wife
feared such an attack. She saw it made and
saved the child’s life, and yet she shrank
from telling you all the truth, for she knew
how you loved the boy and feared lest it
break your heart.” )

“ Jacky !

I watched him as you fondled the child
just now. His face was clearly reflected
in the glass of the window where the shutter
formed a background. I saw such jealousy,
such cruel hatred, as I have seldom seen
in a human face.”

“My Jacky!”

“You have to face it, Mr. Ferguson. It

is the more painful because it is a distorted
love, a maniacal exaggerated love for you,
and possibly for his dead mother, which has
prompted his action. His very soul is con-
sumed with hatred for this splendid child,
whose health and beauty are a contrast to
his own weakness.”

“Good God! It is incredible!”

“ Have I spoken the truth, madame ? ”

The lady was sobbing, with her face
buried in the pillows. Now she turned to
her husband.

“ How could I tell you, Bob ? I felt the
blow it would be to you. It was better that
I should wait and that it should come
from some other lips than mine. When
this gentleman, who seems to have powers
of magic, wrote that he knew all, I was
glad.”

“1 think a year at sea would be my
prescription for Master Jacky,” said Holmes,
rising from his chair. ‘“ Only one thing is
still clouded, madame. We can quite
understand your attacks upon Master Jacky.
There is a limit to a mother’s patience.
But how did you dare to leave the chilc
these last two days ? ”’

‘“ I'had told Mrs. Mason. She knew.”

‘“ Exactly. So I imagined.”

Ferguson was standing by the bed, chok-
ing, his hands outstretchéd and quivering.

“This, I fancy, is the time for our exit,
Watson,” said Holmes in a whisper. “If
you will take one elbow of the too faithful
Dolores, I will take the other. There,
now,” he added, as he closed the door
behind him. ‘I think we may leave them
to settle the rest among themselves.”

HAVE only one further note of this

case. It is the letter which Holmes

wrote in final answer to that with which
the narrative begins. It ran thus . —

Baker Street,
Nov. 21st.
Re Vampires.
Sir,
Referring to your letter of the 19th,
1 beg to state that T have looked into the
inquiry of your client, Mr. Robert Fer-
guson, of Ferguson and DMuirhead, tea
brokers, of Mincing Lane, and that the
matter has been brought to a satisfactory
conclusion. With thanks for your rccom-
mendation,
I am, Sir,
Faithfully yours,
SHERLOCK HOLMES,

o ST ©
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PART II.

Last month Mr. Winston Churchill brought his narrative up to the time when,

after many exciting moments and narrow escapes, he at last, through the

kindness of the British manager of the Transvaal Collieries and his assistants,

found himself for the time being safely concealed in a coal-mine. The
concluding words of the first instalment were :—

*“ My four friends trooped off with their lanterns, and | was left alone.
darkness of the pit, life seemed bathed in rosy light.  After the perplexity and even despair through
which | had passed | counted upon freedom as certain. Instead of a humiliating recapture and long
months of monotonous imprisonment, probably in the common jail, | saw myself once more rejoining
the Army with a real exploit to my credit, and in that full enjoyment of freedom and keen pursuit of

Viewed from the velvety

adventure dear to the heart of youth.

In this comfortable mood, and speeded by intense fatigue; 1

soon slept the sleep of the just—and of the triumphant.”’

DO not know how many hours I
I slept, but the following afternoon

must have been far advanced when

I found myself thoroughly awake.
1 put out my hand for thecandle, but could
feel it nowhere. I did not know what pitfalls
these mining galleries might contain, so
I thought it better to lie quiet on my
mattress and await developments. Several
hours passed before the faint gleam of a
lantern showed that someone was coming.
It proved to be Mr. Howard himself, armed
with a chicken and other good things. He
also brought several books. He asked me

why I had not lighted my candle. I said
I could not find it.
“Didn’'t you put it under the mat-

tress ? ”’ he asked.
*“ No.” )
** Then the rats must have got it.”
He told me there were swarms of rats
in the mine, that some years ago he had

introduced a particular kind of white rat,
which was an excellent scavenger, and that
these had multiplied and thriven exceed-
ingly. He told me he had been to the house
of an English doctor twenty miles away to
get the chicken. He was worried at the
attitude of the two Dutch servants, who
were very inquisitive about the depredations
upon the leg of mutton for which I had
been responsible. If he could not get
another chicken cooked for the next day,
he would have to take double helpings
on his own plate and slip the surplus into
a parcel for me while the servant was out
of the room. He said that inquiries were
being made for me all over the district by
the Boers, and that the Pretoria Govern-
ment was making a tremendous fuss about
my escape. The fact that there were a
number of English remaining in the Middel-
burg mining region indicated it as a likely
place for me to have turned to, and all

Copyright, 1923, by Winston Churchill.



The Rt. Hon. Winston Churchill 15

persons of English origin were more or less
suspect.

1 again expressed my willingness to go
on alone with a Kaffir guide and a pony,
but this he utterly refused to entertain.
It would take a lot of planning, he said,
to get me out of the country, and I might
have to stay in the mine for quite a long
time.

“ Here,” he said, ‘“you are absolutely
safe. ' Mac’’ (by which he meant one of
the Scottish miners) *“ knows all the disused
workings and places that no one else would
dream of. There is one place here where
the water actually touches the roof for a
foot or two. If they searched the mine,
Mac would dive under that with you into
the workings cut off beyond the water.
No one would ever think of looking there. We
have frightened the Kaffirs with tales of

ghosts, and, anyhow, we are watching their
movements continually.”

He stayed with me while I dined, and
then departed, leaving me, among other

things, half-a-dozen candles, which, duly
warned, I tucked under my pillow and
mattress.

I slept again for a long time, and woke
suddenly with a feeling of movement about
me. Something seemed to be pulling at
my pillow. I put out my hand quickly.
There was a perfect scurry. The rats
were at the candles. I rescued the candles
in time, and lighted one. Luckily for me,
1 have no horror of rats as such, and being
reassured by their evident timidity, I was
not particularly uneasy. All the same, the
three days I passed in the mine were not
among the most pleasant which my memory
re-illumines. The patter of little feet and a

Mr. Howard said that inquiries were being made for me all over the district by the Boers.
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iperceptible sense of stir and scurry was
continuous. Once I was waked up from
a doze by one actually galloping across
me. On the candle being lighted these beings
became invisible. o

The next day—if you can call it day—
arrived in due course. This was the 14th
December, and the third day since I had
escapéd from the States Model Schools. "It
was relieved by . a visit_ from the two
Scottish miners, with whom I had a long
confabulation. I then learned, to my sur-
prise, that the mineé was only about two
hundred feet deep.” = e DT

There were parts of it, said Mac, where
one could see the daylight up a disused
shaft. “Would I like to take a turn around
the old workings and have a glimmer ?
We passed an hour or two wandering round
and  up and down these. subterranean
galleries, and spent a quarter of an hour
near the bottom of the shaft, where, grey
and faint, the light of the sun and of
the upper world was discerned. On this
promenade I saw numbers of rats. They
seemed rather mnice little beasts, quite
white, with dark eyes which I was assured
in the daylight were a bright pink. Three
years afterwards a British officer on duty in
the district wrote to me that he had heard
my statement at a lecture about the white
rats and their pink eyes, and thought it
was the limit of mendacity. He had taken
the trouble to visit the mine and see for
himself, and he proceeded to apologize
fcr having doubted my truthfulness.

N the 15th Mr. Howard announced
O that the hue and cry seemed to be
dying away. No trace of the fugitive
‘had been discovered throughout the mining
district. The talk among the Boer officials
was now that I must be hiding at the house
of some British sympathizer in Pretoria.
They did not believe that it was possible
i could have got out of the town. In these
circumstances he thought that I might
come up and have a walk on the veldt that
night, and that if all was quiet the next
morning I might shift my quarters to the
back room of the office. On the one hand
he seemed reassured, and on the other
increasingly excited by the adventure.
Accordingly, I had a fine stroll in the
glorious fresh air and moonlight, and
thereafter, anticipating slightly our pro-
gramme, I took up my quarters behind
packing-cases in the inner room of the office.
Here 1 remained for three more davs,
walking each night on the endless pléin
with Mr. Howard or his assistant.
On the 16th, the fourth day of escape,
Mr. Howard informed me he had made a
plan to get me out of the country. The

mine was connected with the railway by a
branch line. In the neighbourhood of the
mine there lived a Dutchman, Burgener
by name, who was sending a consignment
of wool to Delagoa Bay on the 1g9th. This
gentleman was well disposed to the British,
He had been approached by Mr. Howard,
had been made a party to our secret, and
was willing to assist. Mr. Burgener’s wool
was packed  in great bales and. would fil
two or three’ large trucks. These trucks
‘wete to be loaded at the mine’s siding. "The
‘bales could be so packed as to leave a small
place in the centre of the truck in which I
could - be concealed. A tarpaulin . would
be fastened over each truck after it had
been loaded, and it was very unlikely indeed
that, if the fastenings were found intact, it
would be removed at the frontier. Did 1
agree to take this chance ? A

I was more worried about this than almost
anything that had happened to me so far
in my adventure. When by extraordinary
chance one has gained some great advantage
or prize and actually had it in one’s possession
and had been enjoying it for several days,
the idea of losing it becomes almost insup-
portable. I had really come to count upon
freedom as a certainty, and the idea of
having to put myself in a position in which
I should be perfectly helpless, without a
move of any kind, absolutely at the caprice
of a searching party at the frontier, was
profoundly harassing. Rather than {face
this ordeal I would much have preferred
to start off on the veldt with a pony and a
guide, and far from the haunts of man to
make my way march by march beyond the
wide territories of the Boer Republic. How-
ever, in the end I accepted the proposal of
my generous rescuer, and arrangements were
made accordingly.

The afternoon of the 18th dragged slowly
away. I remember that I spent the greater
part of it reading Stevenson’s ** Kidnapped.”
Those thrilling pages which describe the
escape of David Balfour and Alan Breck
in the glens awakened sensations with which
I was only too familiar. To be a fugitive,
to be a hunted man, to be ‘“ wanted,” is a
mental experience by itself. The risks of
the battlefield, the hazards of the bullet
or the shell, are one thing. Having the
police after you is another. The need for
concealment and deception breeds an actual
sense of guilt very undermining to morale.
Feeling that at any moment the officers of
the law may present themselves, or any
stranger may ask the questions, * Who are
you ?*’ " Where do you come from?”
“ Where are you going ? '—to which ques-
tions no satisfactory answer could be given
—gnawed the structure of self-confidence.
1 dreaded in every fibre the ordeal which
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After an interval Mr. Howard's pale,
sombre face appeared, suffused by a
broad grin.

awaited me at Komati Poort, and which T
must impotently and passively endure if
I was to make good my escape from the
enemy. .

In this mood I was startled by the sound
of rifle-shots close at hand, one after another
at irregular intervals. A dozen sinister
hypotheses flashed through my mind.  The
Boers had come ! Howard and his handful
of Englishmen were in open rebellion in
the heart of the enemy’s country ! I had
been strictly enjoined upon no account to
leave my hiding-place behind the packing-
cases, in any circumstances whatever, and [
accordingly remained there in great anxiety.
Presently it became clear that the worst had
not happened. The sounds of voices and

Vol Ixvii.—2.

presently ot laughter came from the office.
Iividently a conversation amicable, sociable
in its character was in progress. 1 resumed
my companionship with Alan Breck. At
last the voices died away, and then after
an interval my door was opened and
Mr. Howard's pale, sombre face appeared,
suffused by a broad grin. He re-locked
the door behind him and walked delicately
towards me, evidently in great glee.

“The Iield Cornet has been here,” he
said.  ““ No, he was not looking for you.
He says they caught you at Waterval Boven
vesterday.  But I didn’t want him messing
about, so I challenged him to a rifle match
at bottles. He won two pounds off me and
has gone away delighted.
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“ It is all fixed up for to-night,” he added.

“ What do I do ? ' I asked.

‘“ Nothing. You simply follow me when
I come for you.”

T two o’clock on the morning of the
1gth 1 awaited, fully dressed, the

signal. The door opened. My host
appeared. He beckoned. Not a word
was spoken on either side. He led the

way through the front office to the siding
where three large bogie trucks stood.
Three figures, evidently Dewsnap and the
miners, were strolling about in different
directions in the moonlight. A gang of
Kaffirs were busy lifting an €normous
bale, into the rearmost truck. Howard
strolled along to the first truck and walked
across the line past the end of it. As he did
so he pointed with his right hand. I nipped
on to the buffers and saw before me a hole
between the wool bales and the end of the
truck just wide enough to squeeze intc.
From this there led a narrow tunnel formed
of wool bales into the centre of the truck.
Here was a space wide enough to lie in, high
enough to sit up in. In this I took up my
abode. .

Three or four hours later, when gleams
of daylight had reached me through the
interstices of my shelter and through chinks
in the boards of the flooring of the truck, the
noise of an approaching engine was heard.
Then came the bumping and banging of
coupling up. And again, after a further
pause, we started rumbling off on our
journey into the unknown.

I now took stock of my new abode and of
the resources in munitions and supplies with
which it was furnished. First there was a
revolver. This was a moral support, though
it was not easy to see in what way it could
helpfully be applied to any problem I was
likely to have to solve. Secondly, there were
two roast chickens, some slices of meat, a
loaf of bread, a melon, and three bottles of
cold tea. The journey to the sea was not
expected to take more than sixteen hours,
but no one could tell what delay might
occur to ordinary commercial traffic in time
of war.

There was plenty of light now in the recess
in which I was confined. There were many
crevices in the boards composing the sides
and floor of the truck, and through these
the light found its way between the wool
bales. Working along the tunnel to the
end of the truck, I found a chink which
must have been nearly an eighth of an inch
in width, and through which it was possible
to gain a partial view of the outer world.
To check the progress of the journey I had
learned by heart beforehand the names of
all the stations on the route. I can remem-

ber many of them to-day: Witbank,
Middelburg, Bergendal, Belfast, Dalmanutha,
Machadodorp, Waterval Boven, Waterval
Onder, Elands, Nooidgedacht, and so on to
Komati Poort. We had by now reached the
first of these. At this point the branch line
from the mine joined the railway. Here,
after two or three hours’ delay and shunting,
we were evidently coupled up to a regular
train, and soon started off at a superior and
very satisfactory pace. All day long we
travelled eastward through the Transvaal,
and when darkness fell we were laid up for
the night at a station which, according to my
reckoning, was Waterval Boven. We had
accomplished nearly half of our journey.
But how long should we wait on this siding ?
It might be for days; it would certainly be
until the next morning. During all the
dragging hours of the day T had lain on
the floor of the truck occupying my mind
as best I could, painting bright pictures of
the pleasures of freedom, of the excitement
of rejoining the Army, of the triumph
of a successful escape—but haunted also
perpetually by anxieties about the search
at the frontier, an ordeal inevitable and
constantly approaching.. Now another
apprehension laid hold upons me. I
wanted to go to sleep.” Indeéd, I did
not think I could possibly keep awake.
But if I slept I might snore! "And if I
snored while the train was at rest in the
silent siding 1 might be heard. And
if T were heard! 1 'decided in principle
that it was only prudent to abstain from
sleep, and shortly afterwards fell into a
blissful slumber from which I was awakened
the next morning by the banging and jerking
of the train as the engine was again coupled
to it.

Between Waterval Boven and Waterval
Onder there is a very steep descent which
the locomotive accomplishes by means of
a rack and pinion. We ground our way
down this at three or four miles an hour,
and this feature made my reckoning certain
that the next station was, in fact, Waterval
Onder. All this day, too, we rattled through
the enemy’s country, and late in the after-
noon we reached the dreaded Komati
Poort. Peeping through my chink, I could
see this was a considerable place, with
numerous tracks of rails and several trains
standing on them. Numbers of people were
moving about. There were many voices and
much shouting and whistling. After a pre-
liminary inspection of the scene I retreated,
as the train pulled up, into the very centre
of my fastness, and covering myself up with
a piece of sacking lay flat on the floor of
the truck and awaited developments with a
beating heart.

Three or four hours passed, and I did



I nipped on to the buffers and saw before me a hole between the wool bales
and the end of the truck just wide enough to squeeze into.
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not know whether we had been searched
or not. Several times people had passed
up and down the train talking in Dutch.
But the tarpaulins had not been removed,
and no special examination seemed to
have been made of the truck. Meanwhile
darkness had come on, and I had to resign
myself to an indefinite continuance of my
uncertainties. It was tantalizing to be
held so long in jeopardy after all these
hundreds of miles had been accomplished,
and I was now within a few hundred yards
of the frontier. Again I wondered about
the dangers of snoring.. But in the end I
slept without mishap.

We were still stationary when I awoke.
Perhaps they were searching the train so
thoroughly that there was consequently a
great delay! Alternatively, perhaps we
were forgotten on the siding and would
be left there for davs or weeks. 1 was
greatly tempted to peer out, but I resisted.
At last, at eleven o’clock, we were coupled
up, and almost immediately started. If I
had been right in thinking that the station
in which we had passed the night was
Komati Poort, I was already in Portuguese
territory. But perhaps I had made a
mistake. Perhaps I had miscounted. Per-
haps there was still another station before
the frontier. Perhaps the search still im-
pended. But all these doubts were dispelled
when the train arrived at the next station.
I peered through my chink ‘and saw the
uniform caps of the Portuguese officials on
the platform and the name Resana Garcia
painted on a board. I restrained all expres-
sion of my joy until we moved on again.
Then, as we rumbled and banged along, 1
pushed my head out of the tarpaulin and
sang and shouted and crowed at the top
of my voice. Indeed, I was so carried away
by thankfulness and delight that I fired
my revolver two or three times in the air
as a feu de jote. None of these follies led to
any evil results. :

T was late in the. afternoon when we
reached Lourengo Marques. My train ran
into a goods yard, and a crowd of Kaffirs

advanced to unload it. I thought the
moment had now come for me to quit my
hiding-place, in which I had passed nearly
three anxious and uncomfortable days. I
had already thrown out every vestige of
food and had removed all traces of my
occupation. I now slipped out at the end
of the truck between the couplings, and
mingling unnoticed with the Kaffirs and
loafers in the yard—which my slovenly and
unkempt appearance well fitted me to do—
I strolled my way towards the gates and
tound myself in the streets of Lourenco
Marques.

My Escape trom the Boers

Burgener was waiting outside the gates,
We exchanged glances. He turned and
walked off into the town, and I followed
twenty yards behind. We walked through
several streets and turned a number of
corners. Presently he stopped and stood for
a moment gazing up at the roof of the
opposite house. I looked in the same
direction, and there—blest vision!—I saw
floating the gay colours of the Union
Jack. It was the British Consulate.

The secretary of the British Consul
evidently did not expect my arrival. :

“Be off,” he said. ‘ The Consul cannot
see you to-day. Come to his office at nine
to-morrow, if you want anything.”

At this I became so angry, and repeated
so loudly that I insisted on seeing the
Consul personally at once, that that. gentle-
man himself looked out of the window and
finally came down to the door and asked
me my name. From that moment every
resource of hospitality and welcome was at
my disposal. A hot bath, clean clothing, an
excellent dinner, means of  telegraphing—
all I could want. R s

I devoured the file of newspapers whi¢h
was. placed before me. Great events had
taken place since I had climbed the wall
of the States Model Schools:. The Black
Week of the Boer War had descended on
the British Army. General Gatacre at
Stormberg, ILord Methuen at Magers-
fontein, and Sir Redvers Buller at Colenso
had all suffered staggering defeats, and
casualties on a scale unknown to England
since the Crimean War. All this made me
eager to rejoin the Army, and the Consul
himself was no less anxious to get me out
of Louren¢o Marques, which was full of
Boers and Boer sympathizers. Happily the
weekly steamer was leaving for Durban
that very evening ; in fact, it might almost
be said it ran in connection with my train.
On this steamer I decided to embark.

The news of my arrival had spread like
wildfire through the town, and while we
were at dinner the Consul was at first
disturbed to see a group of strange figures
in the garden. These, however, turned
out to be Englishmen fully armed who had
hurried up to the Consulate determined to
resist any attempt at my recapture. Under
the escort of these patriotic gentlemen I
marched safely through the streets to the
quay, and at about ten o’clock was on salt
water in the steamship Induna.

UCH is my tale. Youth seeks adventure.
Journalism requires advertisement. Cer-
tainly I had found both. At one bound I

became for the time quite famous. While the
British nation was smarting under a series
of military defeats such as are so often
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necessary to evoke the exercise of its
strength, the news of my escape from the
Boers was received with enormous and no
doubt disproportionate satisfaction. My
messages calling for a quarter of a million
men instead of the fifty

. thousand who had hitherto

been sent; my audacious

question: “What

are the gentle-

men of England

doing ? Are they all
foxhunting ? ”’ were the
subject of leading articles
in every paper. Columuns of
undeserved eulogy extolled my
enterprise, daring, and resource.

I reached
Durban to find myself a popular hero. 1 was
received as if I had won a great victory.
The harbour was decorated with flags. Bands

and crowds thronged the quays. The
admiral, the general, the mayor pressed on

board to grasp my hand. I was nearly torn
to pieces by enthusiastic kindness. Whirled
along on the shoulders of the crowd, I was
carried to the steps of the Town Hall, where
nothing would content them but a speech,
which after a becoming reluctance I was
induced to deliver. Shecaves of telegrams
from all parts of the world poured in upon
me, and I started that night for the Army
in a blaze of triumph.

/

_l slipped out of the

Itruck and found|

Imyself in the

streets of Lourengo
Marques.

Here, too, I was received with the greatest
goodwill. 1 took up my quarters in the
very platelayer’s hut within one hundred
vards of which I had a little more than a
month before been taken prisoner, and there
with the rude plenty of the Natal campaign
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celebrated by a dinner to many friends my
good fortune and Christmas Eve.

After Sir Redvers Buller, the Commander-
in-Chief, had examined me at length upon
the conditions prevailing in the Transvaal,

meaning thereby Sir Algernon Borthwick,
afterwards Lord Glenesk, proprietor of the
Morning Post newspaper. I replied that I
was under a definite contract with him as
war correspondent and could not possibly

and after I had

given him what-
ever information
I had been able
to collect from
the somewhat
scanty view-
point of my
chink between
the boards of
the railway
truck, he said to
nme :—

“You have
done very well.
Is there anything
we can do for

you ? ”’

I replied at
once that I
should like a
commission in
one of the
irregular corps From)

which were being
improvised on
all sides. The General, whom, of course, 1
had known oft and on during the four years
I had served in the Army, appeared
somewhat disconcerted at this, and after
a considerable pause inquired :(—
““What about poor old Borthwick ?

Mr. Winston Churchill's arrival at Durban.

gagement.  The
situation  there-
fore raised con-
siderable issues.
In the .variots
little wars.of tke
previous. few
years it had been
customary® for
military - : officers
on leave to act as
war  correspon-
dents, and even
for officers
actually serying
to undertake this
double duty.
This had been
considered to be
a great abuse,
and no doubt it
was open to
many objections.

relinquish this en-

[Phrolos

No one had been more criticized in this
connection than myself. 1 had served
both on the Indian frontier and up the
Nile as a soldier, and had also contributed
openly and continually to the newspapers.
After the Nile Expedition the War
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Office had definitely and finally decided
that no soldier could be a correspon-
dent and no correspondent. could be
a soldier. Here then was the new rule
in all its inviolate sanctity, and to make
an exception to it on my account above
all others was a very hard proposition.
Sir Redvers Buller, long Adjutant-General
at the War Office, a man of the world,
a man of affairs, a representative of the
strictest military school, found it very

Addressing the enthusiastic crowds at Durban.

(Phato.

awkward. He took two or three turns
round the room, eyeing me in a droll manner.
Then at last he said :—

‘“ All right. You can have a commission
in Bungo’s* regiment. You will have to
do as much as you can for both jobs. But,”
he added, *‘ you will get no pay for ours.”

To this irregular arrangement I made
haste to agree.

* Coloncl Byng, now Lord Byng of Vimy.

ACROSTIGS.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 126.
(The Second of the Series.)
Skis and toboggans, ice and snow,
To Switzerland our athletes go.
1. 'Tis true, no king of Switzerland was this,
- And yet the sight he saw was rather Swiss.
2. Devil or boy—who knows which it may be ?
A veritable fiend of mischicf he.
8. He lacks whereon to sleep who rose to fame
By safe deliverance from fiery flame.
4. “ Rub lightly ” was unheard of in those days;
* Strike hard and often,” and perchance "twould blaze.
6. *Tis once upon a time; in poets’ rhyme
The word was common once upon @ time.
6. Anent the lady—here behold your cuc :
But be not this, for that will never do.
KING COLE.
Answers to Acrostic No. 126 should be addressed lo the
Acrostic Editor, Tur STRAND Micazing, Southampton
Street, Strand, London, W.(.2, and must arrive not later
than by the first post on January 11th.
To every light onc alternative answer may be sent ; it
should Ve written at the side. At the foot of his answer ceery
solver should write his pscudonym and wothing else.

ANSWER TO DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 125.

HERE may an evening well be spent
At time of joy and merriment.
. Our ills with this the doctor heals.
. I'his place the hidden foe conceals,
. African rviver should be black,

o =

4. A tail we get, a tail we lack,
5. Sixteen or twelve go to a pound.
6. In prophet’s name a home is found.
7. A phrase: one letter changed, unwise,
8. Of coffee think, and Arab skies,
9. Six letters, though they sound like two,
Will surcly be too much for you,
’ PAX.
1.r hysi C
20 A mbus H
3. N ige R
4.7 a 1
5.0 unce S
6. M ahome T
71 dio M
s M och A .
9. b Xees S ’

Notes.—Light 4. Twl. 8. Troy or Avoirdupois.
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NORAH SCHLEGEL

second repetition, as the boat lifted
to the pitch-black sky on the flank
of a pitch-black wave.

“You'd better come and look after that
lady o’ yourn!”

It was many years since Mr. Drahan had
been spoken to in so peremptory a voice-—
not, in fact, since Mr. Drahan had started
in business for himself at the age of eighteen.
And with the passage of time his inter-
locutors had grown ever more deferential ;
until Antony Drahan had almost forgotten
what it was like not to be addressed as a
multi-millionaire.

He checked himself from resentment,
savoured an ironic sense of humour. This
fellow didn’t know who he was !-—had no
idea that he was Mr. Antony Drahan of the
Transatlantic Trust! He left himself the
joke—what was the good of revealing himself,
anyway ? His mind cogitated the little
problem, came to its decision, in a flash—
and from the fellow’s manner his con-
sciousness opened suddenly to the content
of his words.

He stumbled awkwardly over the thwarts
to where the sailor sat, tiller in one hand,
mainsheet in the other. At the steersman’s
feet, in the well of the boat, a woman lay
stretched and motionless. Drahan bent
over her. Her shoulders were bare in the
thin evening-gown that clung to her like a
sopped rag, her long wet hair wrapped about
it.  In the dim, uncertain light of the
careering mast-head lamp, she looked a
drowned corpse, beyond help. He touched
her. .

“ Ain’t dead, is she ? "’ queried the sailor.

X NO.”

He slithered down beside her, drew her
to him, held her close in his arms, her death-
like head heavy on his shoulder, striving to
communicate to her a little of his own scant
bodily warmth.

I [ ]
r l \HE sailor’s voice roused him at its

“Not your wife, I suppose?” the old
sailor threw at him as the boat slid swiftly
down into a black hollow where the wind
was suddenly stilled.

“Yes,” he replied, curtly.

They relapsed into silence. The sailor,
crouching at the tiller as, rather by feel
than by sight, he nursed the boat through
the foaming, overtopping perils that surged
momentarily out of the blackness, dis-
tracted his concentrated attention by no
unnecessary words. Antony Drahan sat
cramped and still, clutching that cold body
tightly to him. Presently he felt a flutter
of life in it. She sighed, passed almost
insensibly out of coma into the drugged sleep
of utter exhaustion. Drahan spoke, out of
a vacancy of thought.

‘' Where are you making for ? »

“Gawd knows! We're just running.
Ain’t nothing else to be done in this sea.”

““No other lights ? ”

“No.” The rugged old face, just seen in
the faint illumination of the circling mast-
head lamp, spoke with a gruff economy of
energy. ‘‘ Guess we're the only ones left.”

The curt, callous-sounding statement
pierced the numbness of his spirit with a
little shock of horror. Good God! There
must have been at least eight hundred
people on the Melanesian. And now they
two, of all people, were saved! He relin-
quished comprehension before the clumsy
irony manifest in the scheme of things.

His brain began to work again, recapitu-
lated the disaster, pieced the story together
for himself. He felt again that sudden dull
thud which jarred every fitting in the ship.
He heard again that wild ringing of bells,
the startling manifold shriek of shrill
whistles, the trampling rush of crowding
feet outside their cabin-de-luxe on the boat-
deck. He recalled how he and Adela had
stopped in their coldly bitter interchange of
unforgivable words, the look of her strange

Copyright, 1923, by F. Britten Austin.
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eyes that softened not in the sudden white-
ness of her face. He had seized her wrist,
dragged ber towards the door, and she had
resisted, coldly, stubbornly, head-high, the
damned aristocrat still—the implacability
of her scornful hatred of him had insulted
him in this moment of life or death—her
words rang in him still, never to be forgotten
_“Not with you /"’ He had triumphed,
by brute force, dragged her out to the deck
among the swarm of people, now high-voiced
in an unnerving clamour, now hushed in
a dreadful silence. © He remembered the
breathlessly ejaculated answer of the hurry-
ing officer as they jostled in the throng—
“Derelict '—Ripped the bottom out of
her!” The deck was already at an angle
where they slid. And somehow or other he
had got her into that boat, despite her
dogged, foot-by-foot resistance, wrenching
to get her wrist free from his grip. She
had said it again: ‘ Not with you /”
Oh, for God’s sake, forget it! He
forced his brain to function on
other, wider aspects of their
plight. Suppose they weren’t
picked up! He imagined
the consternation in that
immense sky-towering
building in New
York—the jubilant
bear-raids in Wall
Street and the
panic-stricken  re-
percussions in Lon-
don and Paris—
the telegraph-
wires of three con-
tinents busy
with the criss-
crossed mul-
tiplicity of
feverish

I “Ain't dead, is she?”
| * queried the sailer.
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readjustments that must ensue. Who would
carry on in his place ? Hardwick ? He
had never dared to get off the wireless
with Hardwick yet. He was all right
as second-in-command, but he wasn’t big
enough for supreme control. Hardwick
was all right on oil, but he was no
good when it came to steel—and he was a
perfect fool at shipping. And Hennessey
would be out for blood, too—wrecking them
first (he could imagine Hennessey's exultant
devastating flood of selling-orders) and
picking up the pieces afterwards. Could
Hardwick stand up against Hennessey ?
He lost himself in distant visions of brain-
against-brain contests fought out by stam-
peded sheep-like markets, forgot the boat
that slithered foam-squattering under her
counter down’ the flank of one black wave
to toss up high upon the next.

74




26 Well Lost ?

His mind reverted once more to that Jast
hour on the ship, reconstructed that drama
whose full implications had been blurred by
the thought-stopping rush of events. He
was in the sitting-room of his suite-de-luxe—
a batch of radiograms had been handed to
him as he got up {rom dinner. Janson, the
perfect secretary, unobtrusively efficient,
had slit them open as was his wont, passed
him those imperative of his personal atten-
tion, risen in readiness to accompany him
for the hour or two of swiftly-achieved
work that would send the messenger-boys
scampering to and from the wireless office.
Adela—she had never looked more beautiful,
her fine eyes calm upon him—was going to
dance ; she had promised the Mainwarings.
That was antecedent ; he was in the spacious
sitting-room of his suite-de-luxe, the ship
heaving and subsiding so slowly and evenly
that its motion had become almost imper-
ceptible. Sitting back in his chair, cigar
in mouth, his eyes fixed on the Adams
stucco-work of the ceiling, he had already
dictated half-a-dozen summary decisions.

And then Janson had said, in his quiet,
clear voice—-curious how he had no pre-
monition that he was unlocking disaster !-—
“There’s that matter of Eberstein in
Hamburg, sir ?

Confound it, so there was. He had post-
poned the answer to Eberstein for considera-
tion. What had he done with that radio-
gram ? He remembered—he had crumpled
it into the jacket-pocket of the lounge-suit
he had been wearing that afternoon. He’d
better have another look at it; it was an
artfully-phrased question. The jacket was
in his cabin, where he had changed for
dinner. ““ All right, Janson, get on typing
those others—TI’ll fetch it,”” he had said.
And he also had gone blindly on the path of
fate.

The jacket was not in his cabin—where
the devil ?—he remembered—he had gone
through into Adela’s cabin, stripped it off
while he spoke to her. It ought to be there
now—her maid was still eating with the
second-class, had not cleared up yet. He
went through the communicating door. Yes,
there was the jacket. Before he reached it,
the ship lorched and rolled on an unusually
heavy wave. Adela’s jéwel-case—how care-
less to leave it out! But the suite was
locked, of course—went slithering across
the dressing-table. He was too late to save
it. It crashed upon the floor, burst open in
an eruption of glittering stones. He went
down on hands and knees to pick them up.
Among them was a small folded piece of
paper.  He opened it mechanically. It was
a cablegram: ‘“ Drahan (A4) Melanesian

Honolulu Thinking of you keep a stiff Ii
love George.” p b

He had stared at it, sitting upon the floor
for a full minute while credibility asserted
itself. ‘“ George ?”’  George Addiscombe !
His mind leaped to the identification,
George Addiscombe !—then—then—he looked
at the damning words, felt suddenly sick
and ill. But how had that cablegram
come without his seeing it ? His eye fell
on the bracketed ‘““A” after his name—
a pre-arranged code, then ?>—and Janson—
she must have bribed Janson. Bribed
Janson ! For a moment the bottom fell out
of the universe. :

He managed somehow to get up, to
steady himself to the arm-chair, where he
thudded down, gasping, for an attempt at
clear thought. Adela !—Adela and George
Addiscombe ! She—she wasn’t the cold
statue, then, that—that these three years
long he had accepted her to be. The fellow
had dared to cable to her—secretly. *‘ Love—
George.” The worthless, dandified squanderer!
He had dared to tell her to keep a stiff
lip, in implied difficult endurance of—of
him, Antony Drahan, to whom she owed
everything ! A savage, bitter anger surged up
in him. They’d play with him, would
they ?—make a mock of him !—corrupt his
servants !—deceive Aim /—him who with
a word could make or break a thousand
George Addiscombes !—him who had forced
his trinmphant path through the world by
sheer brutal will-power !

ND Adela !'—he couldn’t believe it of her
—he didn’t know whether he loved her,
but he had respected her, regarded her

almost with awe—the rarest, most dearly-
bought of all his acquisitions.  She had
seemed of a stuff too fine for common
domestic intercourse—he had assumed that ;
let her live her own remote dignified inner

life, content so that she symbolized to all

men the regality of his success. He had
never flattered himself that she loved him
—she had never pretended to—but she
owed it to him to play fair with him, to be
grateful to him—ryes, by God ! to be grateful
to him. Everything that money could buy
had been hers—he had grudged nothing,
gloried in a reckless outpouring at her feet
—houses, jewels, furs, cars—her damned
family would have starved had it not been
for him. Even this trip round the world,
taking him from his job, was the costly
gratification of a whim of hers.

He had risen unsteadily to his feet. Well,
this was the end! He’d pluck that mask
off, anyway, once and for all—there’d be no
more artistically-acted frigid lies between
her and him—all his life he had insisted on
a straight deal, straight as he had dealt
himself—been merciless to the clever ones.

He had gone into the sitting-room.
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“ Janson, ask Mrs. Drahan to be good
enough to come to me here.”

“Yes, sir.”” Janson had gone, unsus-
pectingly.

He had waited, a cold cigar between his
teeth, staring at the graph-chart (freights
and expenses) of one of his shipping-lines
upon the wall, realizing after a minute or
two that it had no meaning for him.

And then she had appeared, superb,

queenly in her evening-gown, Janson
deferential behind her.
“You want me, Antony ?’’ He could

hear her calmly self-confident voice now.

He had found it difficult to speak, had
only been able to look straight into those
large, innocently-questioning eyes—to hand
her that cablegram.

She had taken it, glanced at it, crushed it
in her hand, turned and looked at him.
There had been a silence.

He broke it, in a voice that sounded not
his own.

‘“ Janson, you're sacked !
moment ! ”’

“Sir 7"’ He remembered how Janson’s
face had suddenly blanched. (And half an
hour later the man was dead !—iromic.)

She had turned to him in expostulating

From this

protest.

‘“ Antony ! "

“I'don’t permit my servants to be bribed
—even by my wife ! ”’ His tone had cut like
a whip-lash.

She had flushed up in sudden indignation.

““I did not bribe Mr. Janson!”

He had turned to the trembling secretary.

“Did you suppress that cablegram ? ”’

“Yes, sir—but—but I did it because—
because there’s nothing in the world I
wouldn’t do for Mrs. Drahan!”

“That will do. Get out of here—and
you get off at Singapore.”

Janson had gone, and they stood con-
fronting one another in silence.

“Well ? 7’ she had said.

“ You don’t deny it, then ?”’ He had been
near spluttering, had had to keep a tight
hand on himself.

She had shrugged her bare shoulders,
superbly disdainful of answer.

“You've got nothing to say for yourself ?”’

*“It may as well come now—you can put
me off also at Singapore.”” She had been
insultingly cool, self-controlled.

‘“ Not before I've told you what I think
of you!” he had burst out, his voice
thick in his throat. And he had told her—
had recapitulated all he had donc for her,
her family saved from ruin, the things he
hqd lavished on her, the Golconda of precious
things she had accepted from him—with
what return >—the very money this fan-
tastic trip was losing him.
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hail(lf had held up a deprecating, weary

“1 know. You bought and paid for me—
for three years you have implied it at every
moment. There is no need to tell me.”

I made a bad bargain.”” He was master
of himself again, his tone coldly bitter,

She had looked at him from her dignity,
her eyes sombre in their steadiness.

“Yes. Perhaps.”

The impudence of it! He had felt himself
go white.

“ You realize what you’ve thrown away,
don’t you?” .

She had nodded, the slightest undulation
of her superb head.

“Yes. Five million dollars last year,
wasn’t it ? I ought to know. Tor three years
I have heard nothing else—I have heard
money, money, money, nothing but money,
until she spoke with a measured
precision that sent every word at him to full
effect—‘‘ until my soul has ached—ached
to escape from it ”

“To George Addiscombe?’”  He had
smiled over tight teeth, in icy sarcasm.

She had shrugged her shoulders.

‘“ At least, life to him is more than a
sordid market-place.”

It was the final outrage. He had gripped
himself, framing already the phrase that
should annihilate, from his side also, the
last possibility of reconciliation—and then
had come the shock, the sudden pande-
monium of the shrieking whistles, the night-
mare at the boats, that tense rebellious
struggle where she tried to wrench away her
wrist—** Not with you /7’

E shivered in the boat that went,
spray-drenched, wallowing, dizzily-
up, sickeningly-down, in the racing

seas that whelmed with the black night.
He felt faint and hungry—if only he
could sleep—as she was sleeping ! But
he could not—that infernal double drama,
one only ceasing to give place to the other,
his private disaster to those screaming
hundreds, reiterated itself in him with a
vividness that was maddening, over and
over again. He remembered suddenly that
there were some cigarettes in his case.
They might, with luck, be dry. The case
was in his dinner-jacket, about the woman
slumbering shiveringly close against him.
He felt for it, with precaution.

She stirred, murmured out of a dream:
“ George—George ! ”’ '

He set his teeth, opcncd the cigarette-
case, tossed one, with his spirit-lightcl_‘,
to the gruffly grateful steersman, lit his
own, pulfed staring at the vellow mast-
light gyrating against the blacl'{ sky. A'n(l
then—imperceptibly—he was 1n his New
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York office, feverishly, fiercely exultant as he
took measure after measure to deal with
Hennessey—he was—he was in oblivion—
he was crumpled in the mindless dreamless
sleep that is Nature’s mercy.

UST within that rim of shade where the
] coconut-palms ceased upon the dazzling

white beach, a powerfully-built man, clad
only in the remnants of tattered and sea-
stained black trousers, sat watching a spitted
fish broil over a crackling fire of husks.
By the side of him lay the primitive net with
which he had caught it, a torn-open shirt
(his name yet visible on the collar-band)
roughly fastened to two short pieces of
driftwood. Just beyond, a spring of clear
water went in a rivulet down to the scarcely-
ruffled placidity of the lagoon. Half a mile
out, in long, semicircular simultaneity of
appearance, the spray shot up, white and
glittering, from the enclosing reef ; its deep-
toned boom a sound so continuous as to
lapse out of notice. Nearer at hand, some
hundreds of yards along the beach, the
skeletal wreckage of a boat lay half-
submerged, half upon the sand, lapped by
tiny waves that failed to break.

The fish was cooked. The man removed
it to a palm-leaf, threw a handful of husks
upon the fire to keep it in existence, called :

‘“Adelal”

A woman appeared from among the close-
set trunks of the palm-grove, her arms full
with dried fronds and fibrous husks. For
her only garment, a length of torn, stained
silk—in which Captain Molyneux of the
Rue Royale would have failed to recognize
one of his most exquisite creations—was
wrapped around her. Her brown hair
cascaded loose about her shoulders. Her
skin was reddened by the sun, white only
on the undersides of her arms. Yet she
was beautiful—beautiful as a nymph emerg-
ing from a sacred grove. The adult dignity
of civilized attire had fallen from her,
she was freshly girlish in this reversion to the
primitive.  She deposited her load, sat
down.

Antony Drahan divided the fish into two
equal portions with an exiguous gold pocket-
knife, reached for a jaggedly-burst-open
canister of ship’s biscuits close at hand.

* These biscuits won’t last for more than
a few days longer. We must try and find
some bread-fruit. It ought to grow on this
island. Looks like a melon. I remember
reading about it once. You cook it between
hot stones.” He spoke, not easily con-
versational, but through a cold constraint,
his sentences harshly detached from one
another, avoiding a direct glance at her.

She parted the loose hair from her brows
to look meditatively out to sea.

“Yes.,” Her tone also was devoid of
intimacy. ‘1 was thinking about that this
morning. I found a tree that looked like

it. I meant to ask you. I was thinking
of a lot of things, in case She broke off.
“ Antony, do you think there’s really any
chance of being picked up ? Are we near
the usual track of ships ? ”

He shrugged his shoulders.

“1 don’t know. Nothing has passed
these three days. We were about sixty
hours in that boat, running before the wind.”

She made no further remark and they
ate in silence. His mind reverted to a
many-times worried-over calculation—what
were they doing ?—seven or eight knots ?—
or perhaps more ?—or less ?—he had no
idea. It had blown half a gale, but they
had driven saggingly in that sea—say,
seven—sixty hours—four hundred miles—

From these calculations, unsatisfying in
their lack of stable basis, he found himself
looking at a picture of themselves in the
boat—the old, grey-whiskered sailor steer-
ing, hour after hour at his post with only
those brief intermissions in the broiling heat
of the two ensuing days when he had slept
and the passenger had, after careful instruc-
tion, been entrusted with nursing the boat
through the racing ever-overtaking surges
—Adela white and silent, her face expres-
sionless as she stared at the threatening
sea, sitting against a thwart—himself, when
they could abstain no longer for very
faintness, doling out the water, the dry
biscuit that was their ration. They had
been spared the worst of sufferings. The boat
had been provisioned upon the davits,
contained a keg of water, two canisters of
biscuits (of which this upon the beach was
the second). He remembered his clumsy
efforts to open the tin with the hatchet
(for cutting the falls ?) stowed away in the
locker. . . . And then that dawn, pale
above the dark water, with the palm-trees,
seen one moment, lost the next, tiny against
the sky. They had been driving almost
straight towards them, had scarcely needed
to alter their course. . . .

He found himself looking at the terror
of the reef as they approached it, the great
white walls shooting up in ceaseless boom
and crash, the hiss of their descent hardly
completed before the next breaker rolled
in. ... And then that sudden relief in
their anxious tension as they coasted round
looking for an entrance—the narrow gap
of dark swirling water between the leaping
sheets of surf—their rush towards it, borne
formidably forward on the breast of a
great lifting roller—the half-heard shout of
the old sailor as he lost steerage-power in its
velocity—the thunderous stunning deluge
that crashed down upon them, beating them
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under—that desperate swim, dragging a
leaden burden, through an agony of
imagined sharks, to the gleaming beach
that seemed almost to recede—his fall,
face forward, gasping, on the hot sand where
he had lain, impotent, for long minutes
before he could sit up and look for the old
sailor—in vain.

He saw himself dragging Adela to the
shade of the palm-trees, saw her at long
last revive, her eyes open at him in a long
strange stare, her lips move for her first
words.

“ You've—saved me—again ? ”’

“Thank God!’” His ejaculation had
been automatic, his mind not yet functioning
to full embracement of antecedent complica-
tions of existence.

“I dow't know.”” And, with her slowly-
uttered words, the mists had rolled back
from memory—from that last five minutes
in their gilded state-room—that coldly-
bitter conflict arrested at its climax, sus-
pended, unresolved

He looked round now to her where she
sat, shoulder-draped with her hair, found
her eyes full on him.

“You're thinking of—Hennessey ? ’ she
asked.

Hostility leaped up in him, sensitively
suspicious of a taunt. He did not answer,
lest- he should break the tacit and pre-
carious truce between them. In these three
days he had not once mentioned business,
nor indeed any of the thoughts that gnawed
at him behind his constrained reserve ; his
words to her, as brief and toneless as might
be, were concerned only with the actu-
alities of the moment. - Her reference to
Hennessey, evocative of one aspect of the
ravaging preoccupations he concealed within
himself—* mere sordid money !’ he gibed,
in savagely derisive recollection, “at which
her soul ached ! ’—was a touch on the yet
raw wound she had contemptuously in-
flicted. If he had brooded, he had reason
enough. Heaven knew what was happen-
ing beyond that narrow sea-horizon which
held him prisoner—a life-work, a whole
empire of power, crumbling to ruin! And
one word from him, could he have trans-
mitted it, would have saved it! She went
on:—

“You were talking in your sleep last
night. I heard you and crawled out of my
shelter to see what it was. For a moment
I thought you had met someone else upon
the island. But you were sound asleep,
gnashing your teeth, and calling out ‘ Hen-
nessey |—Hennessey ! * 7 She half-smiled.
“It would have scared him, I think, if he
had heard you.” He softened; it was
perhaps not a taunt. ‘‘It’s hard luck on
you, Antony.”
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E looked at her, clad in that shredded
ragof clothing, her hands scratched and
bleeding from the labours of a primitive

squaw, saw her suddenly, by contrast, in
that world which had becn hers. He saw
her quietly smiling, beautiful, exquisitely
gowned, in that palatial home where her
slightest want was ministered-to bv a
multi‘gude of deferential servants; saw her
queening it in those thronged receptions
where he thrilled with the pride of precious
possession, noted the awed admiration of
other men, the whispering of the women
she outshone; saw her as he had seen
her, in London, Paris, and Romeé, with
ambassadors, princes, aristocrats of that
medieval-rooted Europe bowing over her
hand as they did not bow to other women—
to Hennessey’s wife, for example—their eyes
lighting up in instinctive recognition of one
of themselves. That was her life; as his
was the high-speed, subtly shrewd, dyna-
mically forceful, triumphant conquest of
control -over the mass-needs of mankind ;
not mere plundering; he organized, gavce
service where was none before; which
incidentally resulted in that ever-swelling
flood of wealth that made her possible as an
acquisition. -That was her life, her appointed
destiny—to grace civilization with her
costly perfection of femininity; would be
her life with—with George Addiscombe or
another man (he had no insight into the
depths of her; could not measure her
potentialities of basic feeling) when—when
they got out of this, if ever they did, parted
in cold fulfilment of that truncated crisis
on the ship.

“It's hard luck on us both,” he said,
curtly.

She did not immediately answer ; spoke,
when she did, out of another plane of
thought.

“You must.let me cook next time. I
must learn to do things.”

He shrugged his shoulders.

“ As you like.”

There was another silence before she spoke
again, in a sudden seriousncss of appre-
hension. )

“ Antony—supposing we never get picked
up ? '

pThe corners of his mouth went down in a
grim smile. )

« Humorous, isn't it ?—we two—ot all
pecople '—1 sympathize with you.”

She looked at him, said nothing. Somec-
how he felt a bit of a brute. He cogitated
for a moment or two, wishing at the back
of his mind that he had some tobacco,
chewed a reed of grass to help his thought.

“TLook herc, Adela,” he said, suddenly,
“ we've got to face things out—as you say,
we may never get picked up. We can’t go
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on with that—that little discussion of ours
left unfinished between us.”

““No,” she said, staring out to the sea.

“ Well, listen to what I've been thinking.
All that business—we won’t go into the
rights and wrongs of it now—is outside this
isolated little world into which we’ve been
pitched like Adam and Eve. It belongs to
that other world where I am Antony
Drahan of the Transatlantic Trust and you
are ”

“ Your odalisque.” She spoke still staring
out to the sea.

“1 don’t quite know what that means—
but I'll take your word for it. Anyway, this
is the proposition I want to make. While
we're here we’ll shut down on that little
argument, just as it was shut down for us
on that ship—forget it. We’ll make the
best job we can of things, together, until
we’re picked up. And then »

‘ And then ?”"  She still looked away
from him. -

“Then we go back to where we left off.”
He paused for a glance at her, chewed at his
stiff grass. ‘I want to tell you this, Adela.
I never supposed you were in love with me
—as a matter of fact, I hadn’t much time
to go in for sentiment myself, as you know
—but I had no idea you loathed me to that
extent. I'm sorry. 1 wouldn’t keep a dog
that was unwilling, let alone a wife. So you
can make your mind easy about that.
And TI'll provide for you too—so, whatever
man you go to, you need never talk of
being bought and paid for again. 1 dare
say, from one point of view, there’s some
compensation due to you. TFor what has
happened to have occurred, I must have
made you pretty miserable.” He paused
for a moment, evidently crushing back the
potentialities of that topic. ““Isita deal ?

Her eyes came round to him, uncertain
of him. .

“You are bribing me again ? ”

“No.” He laughed grimly. “I'm not in
a position to bribe. For the first time in my
life I'm in a place where if I wrote a cheque
for a million dollars it isn’t any use. I'm
merely making an amicable proposition.
While we’re on this island, we forget that
we were ever man and wife. When we're
picked up, we go back to where we left off.
Is it a deal? ” '

She nodded, with a grave smile, held
out her hand to him.

“ Until we're picked up——"

He sprang to his feet.

‘“Come along, then, Who knows ?—a
ship may pass at any minute. We’ve got
to get a beacon ready for her—that’s the
first thing—something that’ll make a smoke
visible twenty miles off.”

He snatched up the hatchet, for which

he had dived perilously many times that
morning, strode off into the palm-grove,
She walked at his side, silent through the
interlaced and deepening shadows. He
conned over one or two commonplace
conversational openings in an awkwardly
felt incumbency of speech, left them unsaid,

It was she who spoke first.

‘““ Adam,”’ she said, smiling at him a little
timidly—their new relationship unexplored
between them—*‘ we’re like that, aren’t
we >—Adam and Eve—alone in a new
beginning of the world.” .

He looked round to her, relaxed in their
mutually-smiling glance. o

“Sure,” he agreed. ‘“Adam and Eve”
—he chuckled. ‘“ We might keep that up—
it gives us a lead.” .

‘“ Do you think they were a little frightened
of each other at first ? "’ she mused, the
smile of fanciful thought still on the face
half-seen between her long hair. “ There
was everything to learn about each other.”

He was silent for a moment.

“1 guess we're like that too,” he said,
suddenly. He stopped before a gale-wrecked
palm, full length in an offering of its crest
of sere fronds. ‘‘ What about this stuff for
our fire ? "’

HEY laboured through the afternoon, to
and from the palm-grove and a little spur
of the shore crowned by a bare outcrop

of rock. The pile of dead palm-fronds, splin-
tered wood, mosses, and dried grass rose
imposingly. As they laboured, constraint
dropped from them. They found them-
selves ever more frequently smiling at each
other, talked with a direct and unembar-
rassed simplicity of speech unknown.to
them in that awkwardly incomplete intimacy
when they called each other husband and
wife in that New York house. He was sur-
prised by her quick wit, by her unexpectedly
sensible suggestions for the organization. of
their existence, as they came close together
in their toil. He admired the unrepining
pluckiness with which she accepted the
situation—set it, privately, as a model for
himself. He, too, would make the best of
it, be cheerful—even if Hennessey was
doing his diabolical damnedest. He pledged
himself to it as he carried down armload
after armload of fuel for that eventual fire
which might, even yet, bring him face to
face with Hennessey—in the nick of time;
laughed at her as she dubbed herself squaw.

At last the pyre was finished, head-high.
They stood regarding it.

“1 wonder when we shall light it ? ”* she
said.

He shrugged his sun-red shoulders.

“Who knows 7’ he replied. * Perhaps
to-morrow—perhaps not for months. But
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“Whichever one of us sees a sail or a smudge of smoke on the
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of smoke on the horizon must run and kindle
this with a brand from i$, not wasting a
moment. That’s the first law in this Gar-
den of Eden.”

She smiled back at him, parting the loose
hair from her brow.

‘“ Adam has spoken ! "’ she said.

Together they went along the curving
shore to the encampment where
the smoke of their cooking-fire
still went up like a blue thread.
He stood, hatchet in hand, con-
templating the primitive palm-

horizon must

run and kindle this.”

we must be always ready.” He turned to
her with a smile. = “ Now, Eve, since you're
the squaw, it's your job to see that the
cooking-fire never goes out. I used the last
spark in my lighter on it yesterday. And
whichever one of us sees a sail or a smudge

frond shelter he had put up for her that

ﬁr?jtld?gcss T'll put up a better shanty for

emark “ Something
you than that,”’ he remarked.

T b
i ittle m to it.’
with a little morc roo . )
Her eyes camc round to him, large-orbed,
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as though something had stopped inside her.
He met her glancg.

‘1 don’t read more into the bargain than
you meant,” he said. ‘ I'll knock up a hut
for myself over there.”

Her visible relief hurt him, but he enforced
stoicism upon himself. It was an explicit
part of the bargain.
had divorced that night in the suite-de-luxe
of that ship surging blindly forward to the
sudden shock upon the derelict. And
presently another ship would come. . . .
“Oh, damn George - Addiscombe!” he
muttered to himself as she went off, smiling
back at him over a shoulder glint, through
the dark cascade of unbound hair, to fulfil
her squaw-task of gathering fuel.

He watched her as she disappeared between
the palm-trunks, and a sudden pang went
through him, a sudden hypernaturally acute
percéption of her white-limbed reality. It
was as though he saw her for the first time
—the woman he had called wife. ““And
there,” the thought shot through him,
““ there—where 1 could give her everything—
she loathed me, loathed me with an aching
soul!” Here——? But this was only a
game of make-believe, terminated the
moment their beacon-smoke rose into the
sky. Or was there, fugitive behind those
eyes of hers, a something else—a something
new—something that could not peep out
when he came home, his soul harshly-
exultant with a conflict won over telephone
and tape-machine ? He ridiculed himself,
summoned up, for antidote, an all-too-vivid
vision_ of_her frigidly hostile dignity as she
stood crumpling that damning cablegram,
heard again that searing ‘‘ Not with you /"
Nevertheless, as he went about his new job
of building her a shanty, his thoughts had
to be forced to remain on the exasperating
problem of what Hennessey might be up to
at that moment.

HEY sat, in a warm night of unimagin-

T able stars, near the glow of their camp-

fire, red in the sombre blueness opening

to the shore. Their conversation had ceased,

minutes back. Its last note of quiet amic-

ability still persisted through the silence.
Their thoughts had gone far away.

He was remembering that it was still
daylight in New York. He saw the deep
cafions filled with feverishly hurrying men,
dwarfed to ant-dimensions by the sky-
towering buildings they had created. He
saw himself in his office—the view right
across the Hudson from his lofty window,
perceived, as he had been wont to perceive
it, from his desk, in the momentary pause
of thought before giving a sharply decisive
answer into the telephone which would ring
again, to be vocal with a new voice and a

As man and wife they

new problem, as soon as he had clicked it
back into its rest. A nostalgia for it all
clutched him. He craved for the will-
subdued excitement of conflict with distant
mercilessly-shrewd hostile brains, personally
unknown to him as often as not, whose
intentions, vacillations, false-moves, he de-
duced with a flash of intuition from a cryptic
word in a cablegram, a sudden fluctuation
in a market-price ; craved for the intoxi-
cating flash of his interest from quarter to
quarter of the globe. What was happening
to those Anatolian oil-concessions ? That
freight-war he had initiated against the
other South American lines—had Hardwick
compromised, frightened at responsibility
now that the Chief was not there to direct
the fight ? Or had Blydenstein and “the
rest picked up their courage, gone out for
Hardwick’s blood ? And Columbia Steel ?,
As sure as fate, the newspaper-headlines
were black with * Bottom Still Out ;0f,
Columbias ” ; the bears would be whooping,’
yelling, delirious in their destructive delight.
If only he could get back for just a day!
He’d bet all he owned that, in his wild-
Irishman eagerness, Hennessey had over-
sold the market! If he could only "get

back ! He worried at his not yet'
customary beard. B REECEE
And she ? She spoke out of her reverie.

“ It scarcely seems real to me. I have
to force myself to believe that it was really
I who lived in that great house of ours with
everything done for me, with nothing to do
but to get up, put on a new Paris frock, loll
back in a motor-car, talk inanities with a
lot of other idle women. That gala-night
at the Opera—do you remember ?—it was
only a month ago to-day, the night before
we started.”

He did remember, remembered how
mysteriously beautiful she had looked,
Cleopatra-like in a magnificence of pearls
—George Addiscombe had been there too—
he suppressed the thought.

“Poor Eve!” he said.

She smiled at him, unexpectedly; her
face just seen in the blue night.

“ Poor Adam ! ”’

He did not answer.

“ Supposing a ship came now——"' she
commenced again, musingly. “And we
went back to it all——"

He grunted, sceptically, staring out over
the dark sea where no ship’s light twinkled.
He thought of the pyre, undisturbed as they
had built it, ready if the moment came.

“ And then we should say good-bye——"
she went on, following her thought.

“Yes. Then we say good-bye,”’ he
agaeed, curtly, his voice toneless.

But now—after this—we shall shake
hands when we say good-bye, sha'n’t we ? "
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Her eyes came round to him in the night.
He forbore to look at them.

“Yes. 1 guess we shall shake hands,”
he admitted. .

“All we've done!” she said, reminis-
cently. ‘I understand now why—over
there, in that other world we’ve dropped
out of—you did so much. You can’t help
it. It’s born in you, you are bound to
organize, to create. Here, what you have
done—out of nothing—it is wonderful ! We
have lived—almost civilized—even to the
needles you hammered out of the nails of
the boat, and the thread you twisted out of
fibore. What a terrible brain yours is—
always thinking ! She finished on a note of
playful awe.

He smiled, flattered.

“You've done your share, too,”” he said.
“Wonderfully. T'd never have guessed you
had it in you.”

She looked out to the dark sea.

“It's absurd to say it—but I've been
happy,” she murmured, rather to herself
than to him. i

There was a silence where he went sud-
denly tremulous.

“Adela!”

She turned to him, held up an admonishing
finger.

“Eve,” she corrected. °‘‘ Adela is out
there, in that other world beyond the horizon
—waiting to part from her millionaire
husband.””

He took a deep breath.

“Eve!” His voice was unsteady. ‘Do
you think that if we got back we might
perhaps not—not part ?

He heard her breath also come in a
deep inhalation as she stared out into the
night.

““No,” she said, in a low voice. ‘' No.
It would be the same thing. You're not
changed. In a month you’d have no time
for me. I couldn’t start it again. Let us
keep to our bargain—Adam !’ She stressed
the playful name as she forced a dimly-seen
smile for him.

He sat dark and gloomy in this rebuff.

“Then you can’t—in any circum-
stances—/ove me ? "’ he said, with difficulty
jerking out the two final words.

She sighed.

‘“ Perhaps—if Adela and Antony Drahan

weren’t always ghosts waiting to jump back
into life out there—if ’—her smile came
round to him and his intently peering eyes
saw its little twist of pathetic wistfulness—
“if Eve lived yet a little longer with her
Adam in this place where a million-dollar
cheque isn’t any use.” She sighed again.
‘Who knows ?—perhaps / * Her little laugh
Quivered as she rose abruptly to her feet,
eluded his grasp. “ Good night ! ”’
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Hg sat staring into the red embers,
craving for a cigar.

HE next day, at an hour when the sun
dipped, immense and glowing, to the
empty desolation of the ocean, he

walkgd a,long the beach in quest of certain
sea-blrds eggs that were edible enough when
fresh-lalq. Eve (it had become almost habit
in his mind to call her so) was back at the
encampment, busy at the cooking-fire. They
had not again referred to the last night’s topic;
s}le had been disconcertingly normal when
taey met that morning. But all day they
had gone roving together, the best of com-
rades on that make-believe plane to which
they were pledged, in search of fresh supplies
of bread-fruit. Her beauty, emphasized in
its primitive exiguity of costume, haunted
him as he walked now in solitude, conflicted
with his exasperated imaginations of un-
checked bear-raids in that far-off, unreach-
able Wall Street where James Hennessey
was now assuredly an unconstitutional king.
His glance roved idly, seeing nothing in
the double intermingling procession of his
thoughts ; that elusive, tantalizing ‘‘ per-
haps,”’ that quivering little laugh, ringing
in his ears. A [litle longer ” His
thoughts vanished suddenly. He stopped,
stared out to sea, incredulous of his vision.
There, clear upon the yellowing horizon, was
a smudge of smoke !

His first, almost automatic, impulse was
to dash back to the cooking-fire for the brand
that should light the signal, to shout as he
ran. He turned for the action—saw her in
the distance, her shoulders glimmering white
as she bent over the fire—checked suddenly.
She had not seen that far-off wisp of smoke ;
did not see him. He glanced round at
the heaped-up pyre, close above him on its
platform of rock ; hesitated ; looked again
out to sea. The steamer was passing hull-
down on the horizon, but from its bridge his
sudden column of smoke would be clearly
visible. Then he looked once more, fur-
tively, towards the woman absorbed in her
task, unconscious of this dreamed-of chance
of rescue, the woman whose * perhaps!’’
rang in his ears. It was a libel of Mr.
Antony Drahan’s enemies to call him
unscrupulous. He was not. He was fan-
tastic almost in his adherence to the straight
deal. But now Mr. Antony Drahan,
grotesque in a single garment of much-
fattered dress-trousers and tugging at a
beard that would have made him almost
unrecognizable to friends and enemics alil_(e,
was false to his gods. He stood stock-still,
watching that far-off stcamer-smoke grow
faint and small upon the horizon.

“1 guess Mr. Hennessey can wait,”” he
muttered to himself,
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He saw the last wisp of it disappear into
the glowing semicircle of the sun.

He turned back, empty-handed, along the
beach, feeling himself suddenly, sickeningly,

a traitor. It wasn’t playing the game,
Adela had her right to rescue—to the resump-
tion of the life that was hers ; to that shake-
hands and good-bye to® which they were

€« * . .
Then you cant—in any circumstances—love me 2" he said, with difficulty
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pledged. He shrank, in his guilt of con-
science, from meeting her eyes, from the
necessary casual conversation with her,
from even her mere propinquity. But he
had to brace himself to it; did so, tried to
smile as she looked up at him from the fire
where the fish was ready broiled.

They were silent over their meal that
night. The sun had gone down and the
swift darkness shrouded them. They saft,
both of them preoccupied, awkward in their
rare speech. How she would turn
on him, hating him, if she knew!
Suddenly she flung herself at
him, lay warm and sobbing—

sobbing—in his arms, her
arms about his neck.

‘“ Adam! Antony! An-
tony darling ! forgive
me ! I’'ve — T've
let a ship go
past!”’

jetking out the two final words.
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He gasped, the full implication of it
breaking on him. She had let the ship go
past !

He held her tight, soothed her, was once
more not quite honest.

““ Never mind, little Eve—Adela decar '—
there’s sure to be another.”

She sobbed still as she clung to him.

““I—1I don’t care whether there is or not—
so long as I've got you!” He Dbent his
head down in sudden tenderness to kiss
her brow. She withdrew herself abruptly,
pushed him back, looked into his eyes from
the night. * Before—before you do that,”
she said, “ 1 want to tell you something.
George — George Addiscombe was — was
nothing !’

She lay in his arms, quite silent, while
he thought. Then she whispered up to
him :—

“Adam!”

“Eve!”

“ Always ?

“ Always.”
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When

Yiso cameto
| imehouse

ILL SIMMS Paul Cinquevalli
wondered / —and called
what had % themselves by
brought him names ending

out to Petticoat
Lane on Sunday
morning. In the
lodging - house
that he had pat-
ronized the night
before, they let
vou stay in a bit
longer on a Sun-
day —the con-
vention of the
Sabbath day of rest reaching even down
to so low a depth as that.

Bill Simms said afterwards it was his
luck that made him restless that morning.
T.uck had been jolly bad all the week, too; he
muffed his tricks until he absolutely sweated
with fear every time he spread his carpet
and threw off the old overcoat that covered
his dirty juggler’sdress. All the more reason,
therefore, that he should stay in peace and
quiet on this day when he couldn’t attempt
to earn even the coppers that came his
way on other days.

Anyway, here he was, in the same old
overcoat that covered his finery on working
days, wandering along the Lane, staring
at the piles of old clothes on the barrows
and stalls, looking longingly at the good
ones, wishing he could get a new fit-out.

He gazed at a quite decently sound
juggler’s tights and singlet, decorated with
the remains of spangles—wished with all his
heart that he could replace his own broken-
down street dress; next to it, hanging on
the frame of the stall, was a complete blue
cotton Japanese robe and wide trousers,
the long loose sleeves filling softly in the
wind, and waving and falling in a curious
way, as though they beckoned to some other
unseen wearer of a robe like them, in
friendly greeting.

But out of the air only came an idea for
Bill Simms, for suddenly he remembered
that the rich and great of his profession in
these days had abandoned = tights and
spangles—they died with the wonder-man,
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with ** Soo,” and
clothed them-
selves in won-
drous silks and
embroideries from
the East.

Bill knew in
his scornful soul
that they did it
because it was so
) much easier to
manipulate your tricks with wide sleeves
and flowing robes to hide things under and
in. Give some of these blighters on the
West-end halls nothing but skin-tight
clothing and they'd be helpless!—so he
decided. :

Then, with a little chill feeling creeping
up his spine, he came back to his own affairs
and remembered that during the last week
he had muffed things badly all round.
He frankly admitted to himself that the
time was coming when he would have to
have the help of a concealing dress such as
the great ones up West sported. He looked
again at the Japanese robe, swaying and
twisting on the frame of the stall.

“Ten bob, an’ it’s yours, mate!” The
woman in charge of the stall was quitc
civil. “ Come, yer know it’s cheap if yer
wants to go to a fancy dress wiv yer bit o’
skirt. It wouldn’t be as low as that, I can
blinkin’ well tell yer, if it wasn’t that it
ain't everybody’s idear of a winter costoom.”

Bl Simms argued and bargained—help-
less against the woman in charge of the
stall. She knew perfectly well that he would
not have been interested in the out-of-the-
way dress if he hadn’t really wanted it,
so she stuck to her guns. The only thing
she did give in over was to agree to put
the dress aside till the next Sunday—Dbecause
Bill literally hadn’t got the money for it.

He went away with the fact in his mind
that it was extremely unlikely that he
would get the money—and a resolve to
avoid the Lane next week.
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But the fact that we no longer chink gold
pleasantly in our pockets gave Bill Simms
the chance to make a fresh start in the dress
he had fixed his hopes on ; for when he had
lived through four days of only very meagre
earnings, on the ITriday evening, treating
himself to a modest glass of ale to raise his
sinking spirits, luck flipped a scrap of paper
in his direction.

The big, heavy man beside him, drinking
a third whisky, suddenly pulled out a gold
watch, swore when he saw what the time
was, finished his drink and
said good-night to the bar-
maid, and hurled himself
through the swing doors all
in the same instant.

And where his feet had

pidden it till then lay a ten- ¥
shilling note.  Bill grabbed [
it and ran.out after the g

heavy man—he’d probably
get a drink for his trouble
was his instinct—in time to
see the heavy figure jump
successfully on a bus going
at full speed.

Bill looked at the bit of
paper, looked after Coy
the bus, then the
note went into his
pocket. The heavy
man had looked the
sort that could do
without—probably
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wouldn’t realize that he had lost it ; anyway,
it was impossible to catch him. '

And it meant the new start for Bill Simms.
Sunday morning saw him in Petticoat
Lane, handing over that note to the woman
in charge of the stall, carrying off the bright
cotton robe and trousers. He wasn’t

satisfied even then, for with a bit of card-
board he made himself a stencil of a crude
but not ineffective design, and decorated
the robe with red and yellow paint till it
was a thing to wonder at.

Bill Simms argued aqd bar-
gained——helpless against the
woman in charge of the stall.
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Perhaps it was the renewed hope that the
costume gave him—perhaps the value of
the hiding-places it afforded him in his
tricks—but things began to look brighter
for Bill on the very first day. The red
and yellow balls seemed more intriguing
when they came—surprisingly—out of the
wide sleeves, before they were thrown into
the air to weave intricate patterns before
the eyes of his audience; the borrowed
handkerchief rolled into a tight ball and
vanished in the air, to be brought back
in the form of dozens of coloured ones tied
together by the corners, was easier—more
effective—more productive of applause and
coppers with the help of the Japanese
dress than before.

Therefore things went well ; Bill gradually
extended his ground; knew that he was
looked for in certain streets on certain exact
days of the week. That was the way to
work up a connection, and have the children
ready at the windows with the coppers
when the man with the lantern jaws and
mop of grey hair, clothed in the very
incongruous Japanese robe with its daubings
of red and yellow paint, came twanging
his one-stringed fiddle down the winter
street.

T was the day before one of those days on
which the East-end holds holiday, and
Bill started out as early as possible. He

guessed money would be easier than usual
on this day—he might work in two or three
extra stands ; people would pay up quicker
for their amusement, and he be able to cut
his programmes shorter than usual.

It was getting late in the afternoon; this
would have to be the last stand for the day,
Bill decided, when he came to Belting
Street, down in Limehouse.

Belting Street is not a particularly
cheerful place on a winter's afternoon—
the mist rolls up from the river, and, if
it is denied admittance to the little houses
built close against the pavement, it still
hangs itself about the walls, wreathes and
twists round shutters, and clings to door
jambs, waiting a chance to insinuate its
coils into the ugly little boxes the moment
there is a crack or cranny to slip through.

And to the big dark eyes of Nara Yama-
gata, peering out wistfully into the first
illusive twists and wisps drifting up the
street from the grey smooth water, Belting
Street was the end of all hope and joy, the
grave of life, as it appealed to her Japanese
heart, longing for brightness and sun—
for the sparkle of Eastern waters, the soft
romantic shadow of Tujiyama over all
things.

Nara was such a tiny doll-like figure, a
something that almost should have been

carefully packed in a cardboard box, with
masses of tissue paper all round it to keep
its quaint prettiness from being ruffled:
that was how an imaginative onlooker would
feel—until they saw Nara’s face. And there
rested tragedy and a woman’s birthright
of anxiety, though the creamy skin was
smooth and the dark hair glossy and
beautiful.

But in the bed behind Nara, where she
looked so wistfully from the window into
Belting Street, was the real doll—her
baby boy, Kyto. And Kyto was indeed
like a doll—for he lay very still—his big
brown eyes staring up at the -ceiling,
watching the shadows the fire made there.

So he had lain for many heart-breaking
days, till the little mother was in despair.
Here in a strange land—the young husband
who had brought her across so obediently
from all the loved places that she knew,
lying dead—Fate had laid a heavy hand
on the flower-like, dainty life of Nara
Yamagata.

She had come so tremblingly, even with
her strong young husband, to this grey
land of fogs and harsh voices—but he had
the good position in the big bazaar where
he was to sell cheap porcelain from his
country at high prices. He had started
well—had attracted business with his quaint-
ness and stumbling English—then the climate
had laid hold on him—a year ago; and he
had left Nara with her baby and loneliness
for the rest of her life,

With the thriftiness of her race she had
managed to live sufficiently well with the
savings that she had till she found work
painting gauze fans for a big house. With
the fatalism that was in her blood she
settled down with her boy in thé cne room
she could afford in Limehouse, resigned to
the blow that Fate had dealt her. But
when her little Kyto fell sick—then at last
she was all in revolt against this last and
heaviest blow.

The overworked, kindly doctor said
there was nothing the matter with Kyto,
yet nothing roused him—nothing inter-
ested him. He turned his head away from
food, no matter how delicately the rice
and fish was cooked, cried when Nara tried
to coax him—whimpered to be let alone
till her heart ached. ’

Day by day he was getting weaker—it
seemed only that he could not breathe the:
air of this strange land. The kindly doctor
told the little mother, before she made her
graceful obeisance to speed his going, that
she must rouse the baby, make him take
an interest in something—or she would
lose him.

She found that the one thing that would
bring the eyes, that seemed already looking
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beyond the walls of the dull room to some
place no mortal can see, down to look at
her was to tell Kyto the legends of old
Japan in the simplest words. When she
finished he would say :—

“ ] honourably thank my mother—more.”
Then he would fall asleep, and lie so still
that Nara was frightened that never again
would the eyes that had looked on this
world for three years, and grown tired of it,
open again.

Now only this very morning down in the
poor street Nara had seen bunches of
children hanging to the skirts of smiling
mothers, busy on their careful shopping.
And the children had all looked so well and
healthy that her heart had ached for the
child that was as the very fibre of her being,
and lay there so still and straight.

Her anxiety—the isolation of her life—
the silence of the room, seemed to-day to
have brought Nara into a strange state of
mind. Tt seemed almost as if life and the
world of living men and women. had for-
gotten her—passed her by and left her in
some place that hung suspended between
earth and the heaven to which she must go
if Kytc was taken from her.

In that state of aloofness from things
material, it did not surprise her when
warning came that death was near for her
baby. It came in the strangest way—
the sound of a Japanese fiddle being softly
played—the notes coming faintly, calling
in a strange cadence of the land where she
had been born, and where she had been
wooed and wed, and her child born. So the
street musicians had played in far-away
Tokio when Nara, a girl with laughing bright
eyes, had first seen the good husband her
parents had chosen for her, and found him
to her taste.

The dream was good, and if the honourable
gods sent this warning that Kyto was to
go to them—well, she must follow the baby,
that was all.

Then Nara started and clasped her hands
at her breast—for there came a horrible
false note in the cadence—and the honour-
able gods do not play wrong notes! Her
dream was wiped away, she was the little
frightened mother again, and the noisc—
it could not be called music—of the fiddle
came from outside, in the misty, grey
Belting Street.

On whispering, slippered feet Nara went
across to the window and peered out again
—and gripped at the curtain, wondering
if she still dreamed—if the gods had rcally
sent her a vision |
. For down below her was a strange figure,
In a dress that was friendly and familiar
in her eyes, only that it had strange, ugly
splashes of colour on it—and the figure
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sat on a little stool and played his one-
stringed Japanese fiddle, and children and
a few dock loafers crowded round and stared
at the strange sight.

Then, when the crowd was big enough
the man in the Japanese dress threw on the
ground a little straw mat, laid the fiddle
down on it, and brought from hidden
pockets various trifling objects, with which
he proceeded to go through certain simple
conjuring tricks.

ARA looked round to find that Kyto’s
eyes were turned towards the window
—and her heart gave a great throb at

the sight. Her baby must have heard that
fiddle played, and some strange memory—
perhaps an inherited one—had stirred
interest in him.

Nara threw open the window and flung
down one of her few coins when the per-
former had finished his tricks and was
holding out a little metal bowl. And with
extraordinary bravery she called down to
the man with the lined face who had caught
her penny so neatly.

“ Wait, I pray—I come to speak to
honourable magician,”” she said; and the
man, though astonished at the strangeness
of the address, nodded in agreement that
he should wait.

Nara gave another look at the child, still
with his eyes turned to where he had heard
a sound that interested him, then with
wonderful, silent quickness she hurried
down the stairs and out into the strect.

Her hands clasped in appeal, she went,
without the smallest fear, straight up to
the man in the Japanese dress with its
tawdry decorations.

** Oh, honourable and clever sir, I beg of
you, save my little Kyto—my baby."”

Bill Simms stared down at the mite of a
woman in blank amazement. The poor
little thing was crazy, of course, but it was
such a queer sort of craziness. And Bill
Simms had not had many appeals for help
made to him in his lonely, struggling life.

“Why, missis, what's the matter with
ver baby? I ain’'t a doctor, y'know.
P'r’aps you'd like me to go and get one fgr
yer—eh ?  I've finished for the day—it's
gittin’ too dark.”

“ Oh, no, 1 do not want the doctor—he
is good and kind, but he cannot save my
babv—and the gods have sent you to do it.”

Of course, the little Chink woman was
mad. Bill knew that. Still, she was won-
derfully quiet and calm for a mad woman.
In kindly fashion he started to ;()r»tlle her,
looking up at the house from which she had
come, wondering if there was no onc to look

after her.
“ It is a demon—one who has escaped
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past Fo’s two watch-dogs, and troubles my
baby. The demon makes my baby sick
and dull—the kind doctor man says he must
be amused—Kwannon, the god of good
women, who watched over me when he was
born, has sent your honourable cleverness
here to help me.”

Demon—watch-dogs—Kwannon—honour-
able cleverness ! Small wonder that
Bill Simms gasped, and lost his nerve and
power of speech. When he recovered both
he found that he was being dragged by eager,
cold little hands towards the door from
which Nara had emerged.

Bill hung back—for in Limehouse strange
things happen to men lured by wonderful
stories into strange houses; but he looked
down into the pleading, dark mother-eyes—
and to his credit did Nara no injustice,
though he still protested.

“* But, missis, I don’t know nothink about
your baby—I can’t do anything—what on
earth’s the good of ”

‘“ Honourable sir—if you will only come
and make my baby look—see his mother
again—make him understand that I need
him—you have the so-very-beautiful balls
—come and make him look at them—it will
perhaps give the dogs of Fo a chance to
catch the demon and take him away from
my miserable dwelling.”

“ Oh, now I see—you want me to come
and amuse your sick kid—is that it?”
Bill Simms said, and gave up any attempt
to keep away from the house door.

At his ready movement Nara made little
pleased mnoises through her teeth—and
hurried him the more up the narrow stairs,
till they came to the room looking on the
street where Kyto lay.

Nara never paused till they were within
the room, and she had her captive safe
there. Then she stood with her back
against the door, panting and frightened.

Bill Simms went to one side of the bed
and looked with kindly eyes at the mite of
a boy lying there—and the eyes like brown
velvet saw him, and moved to travel down
his glowing dress with dawning interest.

Nara’s pleased twittering, as of a mother-
bird, started again, and she came across to
the bed. In the brown velvet eyes she read
a question.

“Yes, my babe, one of the honourable
gods has deigned to come and see you—to
make you happy, my Kyto. See—I raise
you so that you may see him better.”

Of course, the quick pattering Japanese
was useless to Bill, so he asked, softly :(—

“Who does the little chap think I am,
missis 7 He looks a bit interested =

“1 have told him you are one of the
honourable gods of my country—T think it
had better be Yiso, the guardian of the little

ones,” Nara said, quite simply. * Would
you like to be Yiso, sir ?

There was a queer, rather shy look on
Bill Simms’s face at the innocent question.

‘“ Well, missis, we’ve got a God who looks
after the little ones, though His name’s a bit
different from yours—sounds something
like it, though—but you go ahead and call
me anything you like that’ll interest the
little one. Do you want me to do a few
tricks—will that please the little chap, do
you think ? ”

“ Oh, honourable sir, if you would only
play with those wonderful balls of yours—
the yellow ones, please. I could tell the
little Kyto a story about them,” Nara said,
tears shining in her eyes, tears of hope and
excitement.

“ All right, go ahead and tell him his
fairy-tale—then I'll give him a show—all
to his own precious self—that’ll fair astonish
’im. But cut along with the patter,
missis.”’

ADIANT and glowing, Nara bent above

the child, watching those solemn eyes

that had been so near closing in a
long sleep, and now were showing in their
depths some faint wonder that made the
mother-heart beat high.

‘“ Kyto, see who has come to greet you
from the Land of Shadows. See, it is
Yiso—his honourable self. I told you that
he was the guardian of all the little children.”

Glory of glory, the baby lips opened aifter
their weary silence, opened to ask :—

“1 forget, my mother—where does Yiso
come from ?

So small the whisper, it only seemed like
a heavily-drawn breath to Bill Simms,
smiling down in broad kindliness at the
child.

“Yiso comes from the Underworld, my
baby. There he guards the children who
have come down to him to wait for their
honourable parents—the big river that
flows by the Field of Ten ‘Thousand Ears of
Rice; don’t you remember, Kyto—I told
you that when the babies tire of their play—
see, here are his wide sleeves into which
they creep to rest. And if sometimes they
think they would like to play with the water
—as babies do sometimes—then Yiso rolls
it back so that they play in safety. You
remember all that, do you not, my Kyto ? ”

“My mother—I am tired. Does Yiso
come that I may creep into his sleeve and
sleep ?

But at that Nara cried out in terror—and
the big blue sleeve of Bill Simms's robe,
which she had spread out with a dainty
gesture as she told her legend, she flung
from her as if it stung and burnt.

“ No—mo—my baby, my Kyto! Yiso
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comes to tell
you that you
must stay
Lere—with
vour mother.
He is honour-
ably anxious

that you do
so. He will
be kind to

you—show
you the pretty
yellow stars
he plucks out
of the sky for
the children
to play with
—only promise
that you will
stay here with
your miserable
mother —say
so!” Nara
had dropped
on her knees,
and her ter-
rified face was
hidden in the
pillow beside
her baby.

‘“If the hon-
ourable god
Yiso has come
to tell me that
1 must stay—
and not creep
into his sleeve
—1I say so!
Now will he
please to show
me the yellow
stars he has
plucked from
the sky ?

So the bar-
gain was made
Letween the
frantic little
mother and
her baby, and
Nara got up
from her knees,
and curtsied
deep to Bill
Simms, smiling
dO\Vﬂ at the
quaint figures
before him.

" H‘o nour-
able sir, T have told the very honourable lie
?::)d assured my Kyto that you are Yiso come
litt}n the Underworld, where you guard the

€ ones, and that you have brought with
You some of the yellow stars you pluck from
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“ Oh, honourable and clever sir, I beg of you, save my little

Kyto—my baby.”

the sky for the children to play \\'i,t'h, Wil
you please te show them to him ?

“ Vellow stars—from the sky ? Oh ! my
old balls you mean, missis.  Well, here
goes, then ; and you must help me to make
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a good show now.

if you help me.”

And then, in breathless silence save for the

rustle and swish of
Bill Simms’s simple
apparatus of balls
and sticks and
glasses, began one
of the strangest
juggling perform-
ances ever given.
Beside the Lttle
white bed, an oil
lamp placed so as
to throw as much
light as possible on
the quick - moving
hands and Dbright-
coloured balls, B:ll
Simms strained
every nerve to in-
terest and rouse a
tiny child, dying for
want of the bright-
ness of his own
rative land—dying
of the grim gloom
and sorrow that
rests on ILimehouse
—the place where
the very air is satu-
rated with the evil
thoughts and desires
of the dregs of
humanity that drift
from all corners of
the earth, over the
wide seas. The air
is too heavy for a
baby to breathe.

And Nara bent
over the bed, watch-
ing her child, as
in the long ago a
mother bent over a
manger, watching
hers—and to each
mother the baby
compassed all that
was worth while in
the world they
knew. And only
the passing years
could show what
was the value of
the frail life to
mankind.

Presently, with a
kindly smile, 131l
Simms came 1o the
end of all the tricks
he knew, and Lowed
and nodded to the

There’s two or three
frills and fusses I can put on to the tricks,

little head that was raised, all alert anq
interested by the marvels that had passed
before its eyes.

And Kyto was pattering out quick words

And then began one of the strangest
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in his native tongue—words at which his
mother shook a very emphatic head.
“ Wot's the kid say to it all, missis ? ”
Nara looked up—still with troubled eyes.
“ Kyto says am I sure that the honourable
god Yiso does not wish Kyto to climb into
his long sleeve and go away with him—to
play in the Field of Ten Thousand Ears of
Rice? You have enchanted him, though
,cu have roused him to such beautiful life.”
Then, in the very human heart of a
Cockney broken-down street juggler wisdom
was born, and heé clinched the business of

1ggling performances ever given.
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holding back this baby from the dark shape
that held out hands to seize it.

“ Tell the kid, missis, that T brought him
the stars down from the sky to see—and I'm
leavin’ one of "em for "im to play with. But
this ’ere vellow star—it’ll go back to tle
sky—plump—and stick there—if ’e doesn’t
make ’‘aste and run about, and get well
enough for you to take him back 'ome again.
Can you do that, by the wayv ? ”

" Oh, yes—if only my bov will get well
enough for the voyage, I will manage it
somehow—and leave the honourable grave

) of my husband to be
cared for in memory

only. But he will
understand that 1
must save our son—
say so!”

“Why, yes, I do
‘say so’ to that
You upsticks and get
out of here right
away, missis—and

good luck go with
you. Now then,
/ sonny, look —here’s

the star from the sky
that the old blighter
Yiso 'as brought you.
And remember — it
goes back to the sky
if you don’'t make
haste and get well.”

Bill made his best
pseudo - Eastern  bow
then, and turned with
a dignified swing of
his gaudy robe, to

. go out of that room
of such strange hap-
penings.

But little Nara was
on her knees at his
feet, kissing his rough
weather-broken hands
—and when he drew
them away Bill Simms
Lid them deepin those
long slecves of his—
for they were wet with
tears.

On the bed Kyto—
alive and solemnly de-
termined to carry out
the bargain—bent for-
ward and picked up
the common, soiled,
yellow - covered  jug-
gler's ball; putitto lus
forchead and made the
Seven Bows of Rever-
ence required as hom-
age to a sacred thing.
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SCRAP OF PAPER

SN’T that Jack
Delman, the
polo-player ?
I remarked to

my companion as
he resumed his
seat.

My eyes idly
followed the two
people he had been speaking
to, as they made their
way out of the restaurant.
The man, bronzed, clean-cut, hard-as-nails,
typical of all that is best in English
athleticism ; the woman, graceful, fair, and
utterly charming without being exactly
pretty. They had paused by our table and
spoken to the man I was dining with—
spoken as people speak to a very old friend.
And he had answered in the same strain.
Then they had passed on, and Eustace
Nolan, my companion, eminent critic and
writer of belles-lettves, had sat down again
with a faint reminiscent smile. He, too,
watched them in silence until they were
out of sight ; then with the smile still on his
lips he turned to me,

SAPPER
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“Quiteright,” he
remarked. “ That’s
Jack Delman—
polo-player, master

of hounds, crick-
eter, golfer, etc.,
And with him

was Loraine Del-
man—his wife.”

“ Loraine Delman!” I
repeated. ‘‘ Surely the name
is familiar ! ”’

Eustace Nolan’s smile expanded.

““ To all save the utter Philistines even more
so than his., She writes books, and very
good books. Even I, who impartially damn
everybody who practises that nefarious
trade, have to admit they’re good.”

“ Of course,” I murmured, ‘I remember
now.” And then for want of something to
say I continued, idly: ‘A rather daring
experiment in the marriage-line; there
can’'t be much in common between them.
Do they get on well ?

 They didn’t look as if they were on the
verge of divorce, did they ? ” He was still
smiling gently to himself, as a man smiles

Copyright, 1923, by H. C. McNeile,
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who enjoys some secret thoughts of his
own. “ And yet she neither hunts—nor does
she play either golf or tennis.”

«A case of opposites hitting it off, I
suppose.” And T glanced across at him.
«What the dickens are you smiling about
in that aggravating way ?

He answered with another question.

“Did you happen to notice that pearl
locket she was wearing ? -

“] did. Why?”

“What do you think is inside it ? ”

I raised my eyebrows.

“ My dear old boy,” I remarked, ““ as to
the best of my belief this is the first time
I've ever seen her, how should I possibly
know ? Presumably a minjature of her
husband—or of one of the children, if she’s
got any.”

He lit a cigar with the solemnity of
the true connoisseur before he spoke
again.

“In that locket,” he said, thoughtfully,
“is the foundation of one of the happiest
married lives that it has ever been my
fortune to come in contact with—the
married life of those two who have just left
the restaurant. It consists of a scrap of
paper, and on that scrap of paper is written
as follows: ° Aristotle. Born 384 B.C.
Died 322."”

For a moment or two I thought he was
joking. The smile still lingered on his lips,
while he studied the lighted end of his
cigar critically, Apparently satisfied, he
looked across at me.

“Just that—and nothing more,” he
continued.  “ And yet it had nothing
whatever to do with that gentleman’s
logic ; rather was it all quite illogical.”

“ Confound you, Eustace,” I cried, ‘ cease
riddling me with riddles. What magic
charm did such a bald and uninteresting
fact work ? And how ? And why ? You've
roused my curiosity ; now you've got to
satisfy it.”

For a while he hesitated ; then he beckoned
for the bill.

“ That’s fair,” he said, ‘' though I don’t
know whether I'm justified in doing so. You
see—it’s not my secret. It’s just one of
those things which one comes across in life
which belong to the sacred intimacy of
others. But it’s also one of those things
which it does one good to remember. Such
a small thing—and yet such a big one.
So I just want your promise that it won’t
go farther, and then, if you care to, we’ll
stroll round to my rooms and I'll tell you
th?' story of that scrap of paper.”

You have my promise, of course,” I
answered, and a few minutes later we were
Strolling along Piccadilly to his flat in
Jermyn' Street.
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I VE known Loraine Delman, he began
Cnen S omrtably st v
) N as the heght of that coal-
Come an 10\21 mf: her immature attempts
ossib'l't’g and even at that age I could sce
possibilities.  She had to a marked extent
what for want of a better phrase [ will call
the dramatic sense. In her baby way she
could tell a story—and if only a few of our
present-day writers would concentrate on
th‘at rather than on dissecting their kedgeree
minds there would be the devil of a number
more books sold.

“ Right from the start I encouraged lier
fto persevere. And I very soon realized that
1t was not just the whim of a growing girl.
She was keen, and she had in her that
creative impulse which must express itsclf.
It is present in all of us—though modern
civilization decrees that only the minority
can attempt to give it its natural outlet.
It so frequently fails to provide one with
that necessary commodity — bread and
butter.

“In her case it was different. A kindly
aunt had died and left Loraine all her
money, so that at the age of nineteen she
had a thousand a year of her own, which
was quite enough and yet not too much.
At the age of twenty-one she completed her
first book. She sent it to me, and I realized
as soon as I had read it that all my hoges
were going to be fulfilled. There were
faults in it, of course—faults of technique,
faults of construction—but what did that
matter 7 The vital spark was there—the life
spark. And that’s all that counts. Technique
can be acquired ; the spark is given and can
never be bought.

“ However, this isn’t -a dissertation on
the craft of writing. She got her first book
published without the slightest difficulty.
She’d have had none even without my help,
but a private word from me settled things
quicker. And a vear later she ﬁqnshcrl her
second. It fulfilled all the promise of the
first, and made a great advance on it. In
fact, it settled definitely that there was a
big future in front of her, and, mentally, I
sat down to watch it develop.”

With a faint smile he pitched the butt-
end of his cigar into the grate.

“ It came almost as a shock to me when
she wrote and told me that she was engaged.
I suppose it hadn’t r;ccurrr;f'l to me that .911?
was grown-up; when you've dandled em
as kids on your knee, and pulled the pig-

tails of flapper-hood—I may =y that 1t
was before the days when the ambition of
every girl was to make her head like

h s oapt w0 forget

cedar-mop  broom—youre. o deet
that they are grown-up. S0 one Subaad
went Oft to see the young rmai.
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“ Well, you know Jack Delman—so I
won’t describe him physically. And six
years ago he was just the same—a perfect
young specimen of manhood. How he’d
met her and why he’d fallen in love with
her, with her totally dissimilar tastes, is
beside the point. All that matters is that
they were perfectly dotty about one another,
and since there was no reason for delay they
intended to get married at once. He had
money of his own and was a year older
than she was—so that from the accepted
standpoint it was a most satisfactory match.
They would get a house in a hunting country,
with a flat in London as well. And he
would hunt and shoot and play polo—and
she would have her work to occupy her.
Also, later on, they were going to travel a
bit. Everything quite idyllic. In fact, so
idyllic that one or two faint and unworthy
doubts I had in my mind almost died.
Almost—not quite; I'm a cynical blighter,
I fear.

“ However, 1 had to confess to myself
that there was no justification for them
when I went to stay at their place soon
after they returned from their honeymoon.
Jack took me all round the stables—a form
of entertainment which I particularly dread,
as my knowledge of horses is confined to
which end goes first. Then he took me on
at tennis—a distressing affair, when I only
succeeded in connecting with the ball
twice, and then in the wrong direction.
After that he gave up the unequal contest
and left me to my own devices and Loraine.

‘“ She was in the middle of a new book,and
we discussed it in the sacred holy of holies
which was set apart for her writing. I read
a bit of it, with intense curiosity. What
effect had marriage with this enthusiastic
ball-striker had on her work ? And I had
to confess to myself that not only had it
not suffered, but that it had improved.

“‘Happy, my dear ? ’ I said to her, as
she slipped her arm through mine in the
garden before dinner.

“* Utterly, completely, and absolutely,’
she answered, and she certainly looked it.

“So did he; I've never seen a couple
more intensely happy than they both seemed.
He would ask her with intense solemnity if
Mabel had been kissed by the villain yet ;
she would counter with tender inquiries
as to the right front leg of one of his horses.
And then they’'d laugh and look at one
another, while I pretended not to notice.
For the look wasn’t hard to interpret, and
horses and books and ball games and work
are just the merest etceteras of life when a
man and a woman feel that way.”

He paused and pushed the whisky in my
direction,.

" Help yourself, old man; I'm coming

of Paper

to our friend Aristotle soon. I didn’t see
them again for over two years: I was in
America most of the time. And when I
came back I had a lot of things to do which
kept me in London. But one day at the
club 1 ran into her publisher, and we lunched
together. A human fellow—very human,
who took a real interest in his authors as
well as in their books.

“ Seen your protégée lately ? ’ he asked,
suddenly. ‘ Loraine Delman, I mean.’

‘T told him I was only just back from the
States and hadn’t seen anybody.

“* A clinking good book—that last one
of hers,” I continued. ‘Or perhaps there
is yet another that I haven’t seen ?’

““* There is,” he said, and his tone of
voice made me look at him nervously.

“* What’s the matter with it?’ I asked.
‘Isn’t it up to form ¢’

““*Yes and no,” he answered, thoughtfully.
‘It’s good in its way—very good. Almost
the best she’s done, in fact. But there’'s a
new note in it, Nolan—and one I'm sorry
to see.’

“* And that is ? ’ I asked.

‘“ * Bitterness. I wondered if you could
supply the clue.” And then he added as
an after-thought : ‘ You know there was a
baby, don’t you ?’

1 didn’t,” I said, ‘but I'm not sur-
prised.’

*“* It died,’ he remarked.

“ By Jove! I am out of things,’ I cried.
‘I wish I'd known: I'd have written to
her. But perhaps that accounts for the
bitterness.’

“ * Perhaps it does,” he said, but it struck
me he didn’t think so.

“ANYWAY, what he said quite decided me.
I should have gone down anyway to
look them up; now I made up my

mind to go at once. Loraine bitter! I

didn’t like the sound of that at all. Though,

Heaven knows, the loss of her first kid might

make any woman so.

“ 1 wrote her a line telling her I was back,
and by return I got a letter asking me to
go and stay for as long as I liked. So down
I went to their charming house in the
hunting country, determined to solve the
mystery of Loraine’s bitterness. There
was certainiy no trace of it visible as she
greeted me when I arrived about tea-time.
She was just her own charming self, and for
a few minutes we talked about my trip to
America.  Then the maid brought tea and
lit the lamps, and we got down to more
personal topics,

" Where is Jack?’
handed me my cup.

" *My dear Eustace,” she answered, with
a faint smile, ‘ where do vou think ? Out

1 asked, as she
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hunting, of course. He won’t be back till
late this evening. The meet was at the
other side of the county.’ .

“+1see,” I murmured. °‘ Only, perceiving
the third cup, I wondered.’

.« Hubert Daventry said he might drop
in,’ she answered, casually. ‘Do you know
him by any chance ? ’

“*The artist, do you mean ?’ and she
nodded. ‘ Oh, yes, I know him.’

“1 suppose there was something in the
tone of my voice that said more than the
mere words, for she looked at me quickly.

“‘Don’t you like him ? ’

« “ My dear, Ionly know him very slightly,
1 replied, and changed the conversation.

“Now it was quite true that I did only
know Hubert Daventry very slightly, but I
knew his reputation very well. And he
was one of the last men in the world whom
I would have chosen to have hanging
round any woman who was anything to do
with me. Heaven knows, I'm not and
never have been particularly squeamish, but
Daventry was a putrid specimen. Clever,
very good-looking, and most amusing—his
speciality was other men’s wives. There
was a case of a fellow in some cavalry
regiment who flogged him almost uncon-
scious in Jermyn Street one night. . . . So
you get the man. And, as so often happens,
women didn’t spot it—until it was too late.
Why they don’t recognize that particnlar
brand is one of the unexplained mysteries,
but there it is.

‘“And yet I had to admit to myself when
he came in that there was nothing par-
ticularly spottable about him. The con-
versation while he remained was general ;
he told a couple of stories about men I
knew extremely well ; he seemed what, in
fact, he was, an agreeable, well-bred man of
the world,

“ It was as he rose to go that he made the
only remark which could possibly be con-
strued into something slightly personal.

“‘I think I've got exactly what you
want, Mrs, Delman. It took a bit of finding,
and it will take more keeping. So you
must let me know as soon as possible what
you finally decide.’

" * T'will,” she said.
awfully.’

“ With that he was gone, and she turned
to me.

“ ‘' He’s looking for a small flat for me in
London,” she said, quietly. ‘They seem very
hard to get.’

“"But are you thinking of leaving this
house ?* 1 asked, surprised. ‘I thought
you loved it.’

: Her hands clenched at her sides.

It stifies me, Eustace—utterly stifles
me.  From morning to night the atmosphere

* And thank you most
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is concentrated sport, sport, sport. TI
people round here think of not%iné elsel?
Jack thinks of nothing eise. And if it wasn 't
for Hubert Daventry 1 don’t know what

I'd do. _He’s the only person with whom
it is possible to obtain five minutes’ int

conversation.’ clligent
.SO it had come to that, had it ?
My dear,” T said, gently, ' I'm sorry.

Aren’t things well with you and Jack ?’
‘ She didn’t answer for a time, and when
she did it was in a rather unexpected way.
““My new book,’ she said, 'is utterly
rotten. I'm under no delusions: it's
rotten,’

“ STEP sounded in the hall, and she
gripped my arm.
“*Not a word to Jack. Itrustyou.’

" The next moment he came in—radiant
with health, his pink coat covered with
mud,

" * Great to see you, old man !’ he cried.
‘ Splendid run. Ten-mile point and pulled
him down in the open.’

“ He bubbled with it., We got the run
field by field and spinney by spinney, and
while he was drinking his whisky-and-soda
I caught Loraine’s eye. And the look she
gave me said as plainly as if she had spoken :
‘ Now you can judge for yourself.””’

Nolan paused and lit a cigarette,

“ It is boring,” he continued, ' there’s
no good denying it. Hunting shop to people
who don’t hunt is a dreadful infliction, and
as I went up to dress for dinner things were
clearer. And the clearer they became the
more sorry I was. Though I'm not a marry-
ing man myself, I've got illusions on the
subject. Moreover, I loved both of them.

‘At dinner that night things became
clearer still. There were only the three of
us, and they each talked to me rather than
to one another. To the outsider everything
was quite normal ; to me, who had known
them in the past, the change was marked.
No more of those little intimate jokes and
leg-pulls, but just reserve. And it was I
who quite unwittingly introduced the per-
sonal element by mentioning Daventry. I
regretted it the instant after, but the
mischief was done. .

“* Jack frowned heavily, and Loraine
was up in arms at once. )

“ « He was having tea here this afternoon,

ack,’ she said, clearly. )

«“Well, he’s a damned outsider,’ rgturned
her husband. ‘Don’t you agree with me,

Eustace !’ i ’
“+Of course, he doesn’t hunt,” said

i sweetly.
Lo ) “Hunt! That swab!

“ Jack laughed. '
WhyJ he’d falT off a horse walking along the

road.’
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““But then he does know that Rach-
maninoff didn’t build the Pyramids,’ said his
wife still more sweetly, and Jack flushed
and dried up.

** It was all so foolish, and so easy, and so

. pathetic. And the devil of it was that there
seemed to be nothing to do. However well
you know two people, you can’t interfere
in a show of that sort unless you're speci-
fically asked to. And even then the betting
is that you will incur the undying enmity
of both. The cure has got to come from
within and not without, and during the next
two or three days I began to fear that things
had gone too far for any cure. Every
night after dinner Jack retired to his study,
and long after I'd gone to bed I used to hear
him coming upstairs. He said nothing to
me, and she didn’t allude to the subject
again—but it was obvious that things
couldn’t go on as they were. Something
would have to happen, and happen soon. It
did : on the night but one before I was due
to go. Jack was dining out at some house
in the neighbourhood with a bachelor party
who were down for the hunting, and Loraine
and I dined alone.

“ YT was a crisp, frosty night, and after
dinner we decided to go for a walk. For
along time we walked in silence, and then

she deliberately reverted to the subject of her
relations with Jack. Step by step she traced
them, and I listened with a hopeless sort of
feeling. Had they come to the parting of
the roads, or had they not ? That was the
question—reiterated again and again.

‘“ ‘I don’t know what to do, Eustace,’
she said, as we got back to the house again
and went into the drawing-room. ‘He’d
be happy enough away from me once the
shock was over. I'm no companion to
him.’

“‘You were once, my dear,” I said,
‘ You were both such wonderful pals.’

“*Yes—we were once,’” she echoed,
wearily. ‘But you can’t stand still, Eustace.
Oh, it isn’t his fault, and I don’t think
it’s mine. It’s just happened—that’s all.
He thinks of nothing, lives for nothing, cares
for nothing but sport. Why, he was
hunting four days after Billy died.’

* She was looking at a photograph in a
silver frame—the photograph of her baby.
And in her eyes was a look of passionate,
yearning love,

" *But, dear girl,” I said, ‘' that doesn’t
mean he didn’t care. Men take things like
that differently to women.’

" ‘Anyway, it doesn’'t matter,’ she cried,
‘Don’t let’s think about that. The point
is what to do now. I can’t work in this
house; my nerves are all on edge. And
am [ to sacrifice the whole of my career, just
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because I haven't the nerve to take a final
step to end it » Look at him ! He goes off
every night to his study to read some trashy
sporting novel, and then he objects to my
friends.’ .

‘“* Loraine,” I said, quietly, ‘Daventry
is a bit of a rotter.’ ‘

“*He’s amusing, anyway, and surely
I'm old enough to take care of myself,’ she
answered. ‘ No, Eustace—it’s the old ques-
tion. I was a fool to think that I could
escape it. Just at first everything was
wonderful ; but now ’

‘ She paused and stared at the fire.

“*Don’t you love him any more, my
dear ? ’ I asked, gently.

“*Love him! Oh, yes—I still love him,
I suppose. In a way. But even so, love
isn’t everything, Eustace.’

““It’s damned near it,” T said. *And it
seems to me that once you’ve had the
wonderful love which you and Jack had for
one another you ought to think, and go on
thinking again and again, before you cut it
out of your life.’ :

‘“ She made a little gesture of impatience.

“*‘I've been thinking for a year,” she

answered. ‘Oh, Eustace—I want to be
free—free. And I can never be free in this
house.’

“Free. The cry of all the ages. And what
a futile cry it is! As if any human being
can ever be free in the true sense of the
word! We’re all dependent on someone, or
they’re dependent on us. But all I said
was —

““You were free enough here, Loraine,
three years ago. A big love is the nearest
approach to freedom you can have. It
washes out selfishness.’ :

“ But she wouldn’t listen, and I knew it
was best for her to get it off her mind. It
wasn’t as if she was going to leave Jack for
good ; they could still meet and spend some
of their time together. If he wanted to—
that’s to say.

““But don’'t you know that he wants
to?’ I said. ‘I'm not much of a judge
on such matters, but I've seen him looking
at you when you didn’t know he was, and,
Loraine, I don't think he’s altered.’

* She shook her head.

“ " Oh, yes, he has! We’ve both altered.
It’s no one’s fault—it’s just happened.’

" Again and again she said that, and at
length I saw there was no good going on,

"t If you feel that way—you'd better
g0, my dear. Perhaps you’ll change your
n]l‘I}d once you’'ve taken the step.’

" If only he wasn’t so awfully decent,’
she said, quietly, sitting down and cupping
her' hands under her chin. " So wonderfully
wl?lte. I've never seen Jack do a rotten
thing—get drunk or make a beast of him-
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“Great to see you, old man!”

he cried. * Splendid run. Ten-

mile point and pulled him down
in the open.”

Vol. Ixvii.—4.
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self. Or even lose his temper. It's that
which makes it so hard. I wouldn’t hurt
him, Eustace, for the world.’

“And then I realized. She was just
arguing aloud ; trying to convince herself
—not me.

“‘You admit it will hurt him, then, if
you go ?’ I said. )

“ “It’ll hurt me, too, in a way,’ she said,
standing up suddenly. ‘Oh, don’t you
see that’s the whole point. One part of me
longs to be free; the other longs for the
love and—and the passion of when we were
first married. And between the two I'm on
the rack.’

“ Career versus love ; the old story. And
the decision must lie with her, and her alone.
.Only in her case the love was buried. I
couldn’t believe it was dead, somehow—
though too long burial is a dangerous thing.

““If only he wasn’t so decent and
straight,” she repeated, wearily. ‘ Anyway,
let’s go to bed.’

“ AND at that moment the door opened
and Jack entered. I‘or a moment I
stared at him in amazement, and I

heard Loraine catch her breath. For Jack

Delman was what I had never seen him

before—drunk. Not tight, mark you—not
merely merry, but blind drunk. He lurched
to a chair, and sat there staring at us fool-
ishly. His tie was half off, his waistcoat
undone, and he wasn’t a pleasant spectacle.

““ Jack!’ gasped his wife. ‘ What’s the
matter with you ?’

““ ‘ Matter, my dear,” he said, unsteadily.
‘ Nothing matter. I'se little—little bit—
‘toxicated. Thatsh all.’

‘* She swung round on me, and there was
a new look in her eyes.

‘“ “ That settles it,” she said, quietly, and
with that she left the room.

“ The last straw, and I swore inwardly,
If only he hadn’t got drunk on that of all
nights ; if only, even, he’d gone straight to
his own room. Upstairs the door of her
room banged, and I turned to Jack.

“* I'll help you up to bed,’ I said, curtly,
and he laughed.

“‘Thank you, Eustace, for your well-
meant offer of assistance,” he answered,
‘but I'm quite capable of getting there
myself. Pretty good effort on my part,
wasn’t it ?’

“ I stared at him in amazement.

“ * Good Lord, you're not drunk !’ I said,
foolishly. :

“* Far from it,” he replied.

““ Then what the devil " I began,

“*Oh, don’t let’s go over it again,’ he
broke in wearily. ‘1 happened to have
been sitting over in that alcove behind the
curtain in the window, reading one of my
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trashy hunting novels. And I'm afraid I've
been eavesdropping.’

““ * But, good heavens, old man |’ I cried,
* why didn’t you come out ?’

“ He stared at me sombrely.

“““What would have been the good ? ’ he
answered. ‘ We all know where we stand
now. I'm not particularly bright, Eustace,
as you heard to-night. My God is sport—
and this house stifles her.” For a moment I
thought he was going to break down. ‘It
didn’t stifle her when we first came to it.
Why, it was on that sofa that we used to
discuss her first book after we got married.’

‘““ He turned away, and was silent for a
while. B

‘¢ If she wants to go, Eustace—she shall
go. It’s not fair to spoil her life—though,
God knows, I've tried not to. I know I
can’t talk to her; I know I'm a perfect
damned fool. But I'd hoped—— He
paused abruptly, and stared at the window
with a weary little smile that I had no
clue to. ‘ However, that’s over now. And
I don’t suppose it would have been much
use anyway. But oh! great heavens, it’s
like cutting out part of one’s life.’

‘“ He buried his head in his hands, and
his shoulders heaved.

‘“ “Decent,” he muttered. ‘What’s the
use of that ? Once a man and a woman
have been mates—decency is no good. I've
been a fool, Eustace—all through. - It
didn’t occur to me to sit moping after the
kid died—though I loved him as much as
she did. But it hurt her ; I see it now.’

 Once again he was silent ; then he swung
round.,

“*You're not to tell her,” hecried. ‘You're
to let her go on thinking I was drunk to-
night. 1 got the idea, you see, from what
she said—and got out through the window,
Perhaps later on, when she’s given things a
trial—you might—Iet her know. And until
then—look after her, old man. It’s not her
women pals I mind, though they frighten me
to death-—but if that sweep Daventry——'

" He paused and his fists clenched.

“'I'll look after her, Jack,’ I said,
gruffly.  The momentary passion at the
thought of Daventrv had died out of his
eyes; they were just hopelessly weary
again,

"' Thanks,” he said. *‘ And if you don’t
mind I think I'll go to bed now.’

“1I heard him go upstairs to his own
room, and after a while I switched off the
lights and followed. Things had come to a
head with a vengeance, but maybe it was
all for the best. We’d let her have her way,
and later on, when a little more water had
passed under the bridge, I'd tell her.”

Nolan smiled faintly, and helped himself
to a whisky-and-soda.
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** Thus does man propose: Fate works
otherwise. When I got down the next
morning Jack had already gone out—
hunting again. And shortly after Loraine
came down herself. With an expressionless
" face she glanced at her husband’s used
plate, but she made no remark. And it was
not till after breakfast that she told me
she had written to Daventry saying she
would take the flat.

“ “It’s not merely because of what hap-
pened last night, Eustace,” she remarked,
quietly. ‘That was just the final thing
that settled it. And, in a way, I'm glad.’

“ But was she ? I watched her all that
day as she moved about the house—fingering
this, touching that, as if she were saying
good-bye. And a dozen times the truth
trembled on the tip of my tongue, but I bit
it back. If things were to come right in the
long run, it would be better to leave it for
the present—much better. Later on I'd
do it : it would keep. Just now she might
think it was a put-up job—an excuse.

“JT was about three o’clock that she
suddenly came into the room where 1
was doing some overdue work.

‘ “ Eustace,’ she said, and her voice was
numb, ‘they’re bringing something up the
drive. Something on a stretcher. Will you
come ?’

“ For a moment I didn’t understand ;
then I dashed to the front door. It was Jack
right enough, and from the colour of his
face I feared the worst.

“*Is he dead ? ’ I muttered, stupidly,

* “No, sir,” said one of the men carrying
him, ‘but he’s had a terrible fall. Over

wire. Horse broke its back.’
““Take him upstairs,” said Loraine,
calmly. ‘And, Eustace, please ’'phone for

the doctor.’

“ She took charge of everything, and I
ran about from room to room feeling the
usual unutterable nuisance a man does in
such circumstances. The doctor came,
made his examination, and departed rubbing
liis hands,

* * No need for anxiety, Mrs. Delman,’ he
announced. ‘He’ll be hunting again in a
month. But you must really speak to your
young man, you know. He never turns his
head from anything, but to-day he was
more reckless than ever. We can’t have
him breaking his neck.’

“*Of course, this alters it, Eustace,” she
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said when the doctor had gone. ‘I can’t go
until he’s fit again.’

* And the truth trembled for the thirteenth
time—trembled and came out. She listened
to me with dawning amazement on her
face, and when I'd finished she rose unsteadily
to her feet.

¢ Pretending,” she whispered. ‘So as
to give me a chance. Oh, thank God!
thank God ! my man—you weren’t killed.’
She walked over to the window and stood
staring out. And then suddenly she bent
forward, and took two books from behind the
cushion on the seat. '

““ For a while she stared at them uncom-
prehendingly, and then I heard her whisper
very low : < Eustace—come here.’

““1 crossed to her side, and together we
looked at the books. One was a notebook
filled with Jack’s scrawling handwriting;
the other was a volume of an Encyclo-
pedia. And in it was a bit of paper on
which was written—* Aristotle. Born 384 B.c.
Died 322.

“ The books fell from her hands, and the
next moment she was sobbing her heart out
in my arms.

‘“* So that’s what he went to his study for
—and I talked about trashy hunting novels.’

*“ I confess that for the life of me I couldn’t
speak. I'd got the clue now to that twisted
smile of his last night—dear lad.

“* Oh, you precious bit of paper!’ she
cried, kissing old Aristotle, And then she
stared at me through her tear-drenched eyes.

“‘“Riding more recklessly than ever
to-day. Oh, Jack—you’ve just got to forgive

me. Go up and see him, Eustace : tell him
you've told me. And ask him if I may
come.” "’

Again Nolan smiled quietly.

““As I say, I'm not a marrying man—
but I have illusions. And they weren’t
shattered that afternoon. I just heard his
voice—a bit low and shaky—as she came
past me to his bedside; I just saw her go
down on her knees beside him with a little
sobbing cry. And then I went out and left
them. And I suppose things must have been
all right, for about iwo hours later Hubert
Daventry rang up. He wanted to speak to
Loraine. So 1 called through the door to
tell her.

“ They both answered.

“ She said: ‘ Tell him I don’t want his
beastly flat.’

“ He said: ‘ Tell him to go to blazes.'”

----- ~ED P
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MR. HENRY BATE.

Although the name of Mr. Henry Bate is unknown to the general public, he is
one of the most active members of that exclusive body known as the Inner Magic

Circle. His lifetime has been devoted

to the invention and construction of

conjuring tricks, ranging from the simplest parlour magic for amateurs to some
of the most famous stage illusions presented by such well-known magicians
as David Devant, J. N. Maskelyne, Chung Ling Soo, De Biere, and many

others.

In the following interview he relates, for the first time, many

amusing experiences of life behind the scenes with famous conjurers, and
incidentally, discloses some interesting secrets of magic, including a “ Vanishing

£2] . . . . i
Lady” illusion which can be performed in an ordinary drawing-room.

F ever you have occasion to vanish an
I elephant, and you seek the advice of a

famous magician as to how to go about

it, he will probably refer you to Mr.
Henry Bate. It may be that you have
never heard of the gentleman, but if you
intend to amuse your friends this winter
by doing conjuring tricks with elephants—
or, for that matter, any other objects—it is
high time that you were introduced to him.
Everybody who is anybody in magic knows
Mr. Bate. He is the magicians’ * universal
provider,” a past-master in the art of
manufacturing magical apparatus, a man
whose name and work are both regarded
by the leading illusionists as ‘ something to
conjure with.” To him the mechanical
side of conjuring is an open book.

From what I know of Mr. Bate, I do not
think that a request to vanish an elephant
would perturb him in the least. He would
probalﬂy stroke his chin thoughtfully and
reply, Yes—I can do that, but wouldn’t
1tI be an improvement if, after making your
}e]_ephant disappear, we were to produce a
hlppopotamus in its place ?” You see, he
tl?isn had neal:ly_forty.years of this sort of
o0 g and his inventive brain is ready to
lik}éet\wth almost any magical problem you
he h 0 set him, Ever since his schooldays
¢ as been puzzling out ways and mecans
of mystifying his fellows.

m I‘r‘l common with most boys,”” he told

e, “I developed a craze for conjuring

when I was about sixteen. I differed from
the rest only in that I had a naturally
inventive mind, which I promptly turned
to things magical. My father wasa practical
watchmaker and gunsmith, and I spent
many hours in his workshop, ostensibly to
learn his trade, though 1 am afraid T wasted
much of my valuable time, and his equally
valuable materials, in making little tricks
with which to mystify my friends.

“ One day whilst a schoolboy I went to
the magical department of Hamley’s, the
famous toy dealers, to purchase a dis-
appearing card trick which I had scen
advertised, The gentleman who served
me offered to demonstrate how the trick
should be performed, but I replied, a little
proudly perhaps, that 1 did not require any
tuition. Amused at my self-assurance, he
watched me perform the trick and then
asked if 1 knew any more. 1 happened to
have a little thing of my own invention,
which consisted of making a coin apparently
pass through the crown of a hat. T think
he expected to see me do a sleight-of-hand
trick that was as old as the bills.  Ivstead,
I surprised him by showing the coin ap-
parently sticking half-way through the hat.
He was complctcly baftled, and asked me
where 1 had obtained the trick. T replicd
that I had made it myself.  *Can o you
make some more ? " he asked. T told him
that 1 could, whercupon he gave me an
immediate order for ten pounds’ worth.
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THE PURSE TRICK,
as performed by race-
course swindlers. A'warn-
ing to the simple-minded.

“1 returned home firmly
convinced that my fortune
was made—and thus com-
menced my career as a
manufacturer of magic. I
learned afterwards that the
gentleman who had given
me the order was mnone
other than the late William
Hamley himself.”

Once aroused, Mr. Bate’s
interest in magic never
subsided. He read all the
available books on the
subject, attended the per-
formances of well-known conjurers, and even
made a first-hand study of the methods of
the street-corner trickster.

Even as a youth he knew all there was to
know about the ‘ purse trick “—which
leads us to another story.

“ Once whilst I was in my father’s shop
at Maldon,” he told me, “a particularly
artful-looking customer entered and asked
to see some rings, I recognized the man
immediately as one I had seen performing
the famous ‘‘ purse trick ”’ swindle at the
local fair, and was therefore on my guard.
Sure enough, after making some trifling
purchase he
tried to work
the purse
trick on me.
After talking
a lot of non-
sense, he
pulled from
his pocket a
small leather
purse and
two  shining
half - crowns.
1 will put
these half-
crowns  into
the purse—
s0,” he said,

HOW THE
PURSE
TRICK IS
DONE.

(6) When the half-crowns are
exhibited two pennies are con-
cealed between the first and
third fingers of the right hand.

(1) " Here you are, gents, two
genuine half-crowns. Watch me 1
. all,

throw them in.

(7) The half-crowns are appar~
ently thrown into the purse,
but, by a clever sleight, the
two pennies are allowed to fall

Invented

(2) * My right hand is quite empty—

suiting the action to the word.
‘Now, as you seem a smart lad, I
will sell you this purse containing
five shillings for half a crown.” I
pretended to be profoundly im-
pressed, but asked him to allow
me to examine the purse first of
He promptly emptied out the

coins and handed me the purse,

which I turned over and over with
apparent curiosity, although, of course, I
knew that there was no trick in its con-
struction. Then, looking particularly inno-
cent, I took two half-crowns from the till
and apparently placed them in the purse
as he had done. ‘Now, you wouldn’t trust
wme if I were to offer to sell you the purse,
with its contents, for half a crown, would
you ? * T asked. ‘ Why, of course I would,’
he replied. ‘I saw you put the money in
just a minute ago. Anyhow, you will not
sell me the purse as it stands for half a crown,
I'll wager.” So saying he took a half-
crown out of his pocket and laid it upon the
counter. ‘Done!’ I said, as I promptly
pocketed the coin and handed him back his
purse. I shall never forget the look of
utter amazement on his face when he found
the two coins ivsile the purse were pennies !
“All right, sonny,
you've won,” he said.
‘ Next time I'm down
this way I'll come to
vou for lessons.” With

(8) In the action ofx::losing the
purse the half-crowns are
slipped behind it.

instead.
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(3) " And so is my left "’ (the performer care«

Jessly tosses the purse from one hand to the
other).

that he threw the purse on the

floor and hurried out of the shop.”

Mr. Bate is regarded as excep-
tionally expert in the purse trick,
and has often been asked to
demonstrate it in the presence of famous
conjurers. The accompanying series of
photographs, specially posed for this article,
show exactly how it is done. A careful
study of these, followed by a little practice,
should enable readers to deceive their
friends—legitimately, it is hoped !

“You must not run away with the idea
that the so-called ‘secret ’ of a trick is the
only thing that matters,”” Mr. Bate explained
after he had demonstrated it to me. *‘ The
whole art of magic depends upon its pre-
sentation. I could show you innumerable
tricks, mechanical and otherwise. You
might be able to go straight away and
deceive a few of your friends with some of
them, But it would take you years of
practipe and study to attain the necessary
proficiency to enable you to present the
majority of them in public. Even then you
would only be a copyist, without any sign
of that originality which is essential
to the true magician. Those who
cherish the belief that ‘ how it is
done” is the most. important factor
In magic do a great injustice to
the art of the illusionist. Whether
the illusion that he presents is his
own invention or not, the performer

empty.

purse,

S")e ﬁ:l;he purse is thrown from hand to hand

-crowns are thrown with it, under th
! . . oY €
p“::e(i . The clinking of the coins thus pro-

Ppears to come from inside the purse.

(4) " In fact, both hands are

halt a crown for the lot > Thank

(10) When the purse is offered
to a potential
coins :\)re still held beneath the
being kept in position
by the foreﬁnger.
moment they are
and usually slipped into a sceret
pocket as the trickster cgsually
carries his hand to egrip the
lapel of his coat.
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e

ow, who will give me

you, sir, oo
(5) But_the unfortunate pur-
chaser finds, instead of two

half-crowns, two ies,
deserves f{ar penmes

more credit than

he is sometimes given for his skill in making
what is often the simplest mechanical effect
appear mysterious and supernatural.”

FFor a few years Mr. Bate earned his
living as a drawing-room conjurer, until
an accident which resulted in a broken
finger caused him to turn his attention
solely to the manufacture of tricks.

The real turning-point in his career, how-
ever, was his first meeting with Mr. David
Devant.

“When I was first introduced to Mr,
Devant,” he said, “ I showed him a small
illusion I had made, in which a handker-
chief, previously vanished, was made to
re-appear inside a sealed metal cylinder.”
(The details of the trick are fully explained
in the accompanying photographs.) ‘“ He was
so favourably impressed by this trick that
he asked me if I could
build him a really big
illusion on similar lines.
1 thought the matter
over, and soon hit upon
an idea for producing a
man under similar con-

ditions, although the
method itself was
entirely different.  Mr.

Devant, with his show-
man’s experience, im-
mediately suggested that
we shounld use a hollow
barrel instead of a
cvlinder, and that the
man produced should be
dressed in the character
of Diogenes. A further
improvement upon the
invention enabled us to
have the sheets of paper
at cither end of the tub
marked according  to

purchaser the

At the las‘t.
** palmed,
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THE “ HANDKERCHIEF IN
TUBE” TRICK.

i ]
b N

(1) The first conjuring trick that Mr. Bate sbowed to

David Devant, and from which the idea of ** Diogenes

was evolved. The metal cylinder is first shown emply.

Cigarette papers are fastened over either end by means
of the rings.

instructions from members of the audience,
in order to prove that there could be no
substitution. As Mr. Devant has mentioned
in an article he wrote
for THE STRAND MAGA-
ZINE some years ago,
the illusion was a great
success.

“Only once was
there a slight mishap,
when dear old
Diogenes was late for
his cue. In his hurry
he mislaid his wig and
beard, and was obliged
to ‘ materialize’ as a
smooth-faced youth. I
think that Mr. Devant
was even more surprised than his audience !

‘“ After this I continued to build all kinds
of apparatus for Devant. His inventive
brain was never at rest. No sooner had we
finished one illusion than he would turn to
me and ask: *‘Well, Bate, what next ?
About time we did the Indian Rope Trick.’
As you are probably aware, the trick to
which he referred was one alleged to have
been performed by Indian fakirs, in which a
rope thrown into the air immediately became
quite rigid, whereupon a boy climbed up
it and vanished from sight. The trick had
never been performed by any magician in
this country, and was regarded as an utter
impossibility, so that Mr. Devant’s remarks
were always taken as a joke.

“ However, one day, whilst at my bench,
I had a sudden °‘brain-wave,” and after
a moment’s thought I evolved a definite
plan for reproducing the effect of the
Indian Rope Trick! In a fever of excite-
ment I threw down 1the work in hand
and immediately commenced a model of
my new invention.  Within an hour it was

(2) The conjurer shows that both ends of the tube are
thus sealed. .

complete, and, although crude in construc-
tion, it worked perfectly. You can imagine
my delight when I realized that I had
discovered a secret which had puzzled
conjurers for many years. I had actually
found a means of vanishing a human being
in full view of the audience without em-
ploying any kind of covering. That evening
1 added a postscript to a letter I had already
written to Mr. Devant, mentioning that I
had hit upon an idea for the rope trick. He
came straight down to Hove post-haste,
bringing Mr. Maskelyne with him. I had
intended that they should not see the
illusion until I had built it on a large scale,
so that a real man could be made to vanish,
but they were so impatient to see what I
had invented that I was obliged to show
them the rough model. I took Mr. Maske-
lyne up to see it first. He made no com-
ment beyond the remark that it was ‘very
good.” DMr. Devant, however, admitted
himself momentarily baffled, and, despite
his long experience of magic, he was obliged
to make several
guesses before he hit
upon the solution of
the mystery. A week
later the full-sized
apparatus was built,
the illusion was duly
produced, and I am
pleased to say it was
a great success.

‘“After this my
clientéle developed
very considerably, and
on several occasions
we had as many as
half-a-dozen of the most famous conjurers
in the house at the same time. In fact,
they nicknamed it ‘ the conjurers’ home.’

“ When professional magicians get together
it is a case of ‘ Greek meéeting Greek,’” for

(3} A moment later one end of the tube is broken

open, and a coloured handkerchief, previously
vanished, is found inside.
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nothing delights them more p—=—=o—=
than to mystify one another.
There is, for example, a
thumb-tie feat performed by
De Biere, in which he catches
hoops over Ris arms whilst
his thumbs are firmly tied
together. This has com-
pletely puzzled many of his
fellow - magicians, including
myself. There is, however, a
simple variation upon the same idea which,
if properly worked, is very good fun. I will
show you how it is done.

“First of all you ask somebody to tie
your thumbs together as tightly as possible.
Then you hold them out in front of you
and get him to cover your hands with a
hat or a cap. Next
you explain that you
are going to demon-
strate a highly-
interesting  experi-
ment, and ask for
two gentlemen to
assist you. Standing
sidleways to the
audience, you ask
one of the volunteers
to stand immediately
in front of you and
the other immediately
behind you, so that
you are in single file.
Then, whilst you are
discoursing upon the
mystery you are
about to present, the
man in front of you
suddenly feels a sharp
tap on his ear. At
this, you immediately
tlf(l)l 1Zollllnd to the fellow behind and say:

0k here, old man, don’ !
I want to do this trick proopeflypl;lg’u 121%11:’
You resume your discourse, but a moment
{?;;r the man in front gets another little
- lgor?n the ear. This can be repeated
as long as your victims will allow, and
if you are accused of striking the man
z'ggfﬁf;f: Y:;ldmay ask anybody to remove
till ﬂn?ll e dseeTthat your thumbs are
watchod y tied. he onloolgers, who have
25 wall your movements, will be aquetl
o b g e o Yo
a_rfrs whilst your thumbs are still tied
the b}’oll can pla.ce one arm through
o b atlick of a chair, cause your thumbs
esca;e ed, and then. instantly make your

“Of course, the secret lies in the
?vlflt'h?ld'by which the thumbs are tied ”

ICh 15 clearly explained in the photo-

this

audience (see photo 2) this
and af
The cigarette paper broken

tted

S . 4

(4) The secret apparatus by which
the trick is performed. The hand-
kerchief is previously packed into
projectile-shaped
the end of which is sealed with a
cigarette paper in the same manner

* as the cylinder.

(5) Whilst the conjurer is s‘l‘lowing the cylinder to the
afterwards surreptitiously slipped into the cylinder.

container is, of course, replaced by the duplicate paper
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©°71 graphs on page 58). I
' may add that De Bicre’s
method is entirely diffcrent

. and, to me, quite unfathom-
able.

“ Talking of escapes,” Mr.
Bate continued, ““ I will show
you an original method of
frecing yourself from hand-
cuffs, which any amateur
can employ with a little practice. As you
may know, the commonest trick of the
street-corner handcuff * expert * is to secrete
a piece of string inside the lock of the
handcuffs, which is afterwards partly teased
out by means of a hairpin, so that the pro-
truding ends may be pulled with a sharp
jerk, which forces the
lock. The method I
will show you, how-
ever, is less clumsy
and infinitely more
effective.”

Mr. Bate then
produced a pair of
ordinary police
handcuffs, which I
clamped upon his
wrists, and although
he held his hands
well away from his
body to prove that
he could not possibly
obtain access to a
secret ‘““key,” he

container,

Pl -.—d  escaped in less than

! a second. The effect

fake ™ is secretly palmed, 0o ytterly baffling !

by the sharp point of the Mr. DBate kindly

to the container itsclf. consented to disclose
his secret for the

benefit of readers of THE STRAND MAGAZINE
who may wish to mystify their friemls.
The photographs on page 59 explain the
feat in detail. »

For many years Mr. Bate joined forces
with Mr. David Devant, both at St. George's
Hall and on tour. Wherever they went,
a room in the theatre was set aside as 2
workshop, and the master magician and
the master mechanician were always putting
their heads together to invent and build
new illusions. ) '

““ Many of the best ideas for stage illu-
sions,”’ cxplained Mr. Date, have been
the result of casual remarks. For example,
one day an enthusiastic amateur obtained
an introduction to Devant, and suggcstcd
that it would be a marvellous clect to
vanish a real motor-cycle, cnmplctc with
rider, and with the engine running. Devant
: at it certainly would if it were

agreed th ,
No sooner had the young man

pmcticablc.



58 How Conjuring Tricks are Invented

gone than I turned to °the guv’nor,” as
we called him, and announced that I had
the germ of an idea for carrying out the
illusion that had been suggested. He
seized upon it immediately and we set to
work together to build a
model.  The result was a
show we called ‘Biff!’ in
which a real motor-cycle was
ridden on to the stage, up a
plank, and into a large
wooden crate. The crate was
then hoisted into the air on
pulleys, and the engine was
still heard to be running. A
light (called the D.D. rays)
was flashed, the roar of the
engine ceased in an instant,
and the crate fell to pieces.
The motor-cycle and rider
had vanished !

“1 shall never forget the
début of this illusion. In
order to make sure that
everything should go
smoothly, I decided that I
would ride the motor-cycle
myself. I had never ridden
one before in my life, but
one of the attendants showed
me how to start it and stop
it, and I imagined that this
was all the knowledge I
required for stage purposes.
Unfortunately 1
taken into account the fact
that the stage had a con-
siderable ‘rake ’ towards the
footlights, and no sooner had I made my
entrance on the motor-cycle than I found
myself carcering at what seemed a break-
neck speed towards a stout gentleman
in the front row of the stalls. I turned the

As he puts

(2) The secret of the thumb-tie trick.
the thumbs together, the conjurer secretly Lends the
!ntle finger of the right hand and

hen, no matter how tightly the knot may be made—

grips the string.

THE THUMB-TIE
TRICK.

(1) The conjurer asks somebody
to tie his thumbs as tightly as
possible in this manner. He is
P then all:]e to catch solid hoops

over his arms
1a not other remarkable feats although,
apparently, his thumbs
tied all the while.

handlebars just in time to avoid the foot-
lights, and the machine tilted to an angie
of nearly forty-five degrees. Round and
round the stage I went, wobbling and
swerving to avoid collision with the wings,
and causing Mr. Devant to
jump all over the place in
fear of his life. Eventually,
however, I managed to bring
the machine to a standstill
inside the 'crate, and the
vanishing proceeded without
mishap.

““ We had another illusion
in which Devant was sup-
posed to produce a ‘ghost,’
and on the evening prior to
the first performance he
called me into his room to
see the costume which the
‘spook ’ had donned for dress
rehearsal. It was made of
some thin, filmy material,
treated with phosphorescent
paint, which gave it a weird,
lustrous sheen. ‘ What do
you think of it ? * he asked.
‘ Splendid,” I replied; ‘it is
beautifully sheeny, isn't it?’
Whereupon came a wailing
voice from inside the ghost,
‘Nah den, guv'nor,’ it said,
‘dere vas no need to be
personal.’ At first T was af
a loss to understand his
meaning, until the head-dres:
was removed, revealing ¢
small, dark-haired youngster
obviously of the Jewish race.

“ The performance of a magician entail
a great deal of worry and mental strai
lest anything should go wrong, and th
ideal conjurer’s assistant must be pre

and perform

remain

(3)—a fair-sized loop is left. This enables the performer

to slip his thumb out, and in again, in a flash. On

returning the thumb into the loop, a slight tautening

of the string helps to preserve the illusion that the
thumbs are still immovable.
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A NEW HANDCUFF ESCAPE.

How the handcuff escape is effected.
([:)smoavﬁ s!:el ?:;ll (taken from a bicycle
bearing) is secreted between the first and

second fingers of each hand.

(2) Upon the handcuffs being returned
to the performer after inspection, he
secretly slips a ball into each of the
locking recesses of the handcuffs. (This
is exaggerated for the purposes of illus-
wation, but may be done without
arousing the slightest suspicion.)

pared to rise to any emergency.
On one occasion Devant asked
me to run down with him in
his carto Knowsley Hall in order to assist
at a performance he was to give before
their Majesties the King and Queen. As
I was leaving St. George’s Hall I suddenly
came to an abrupt standstill on the stair-
case, then retraced my steps to the workshop.
There I slipped into my handbag a few
strips of brass, together with one or two
small tools, and hurried from the building
to the car which was waiting outside. To
this day I have not the faintest idea what
induced me to turn back so suddenly and
fetch my little repair outfit. You may call
it sub-conscious mind, premonition, instinct,
or what you will, but I assure you I had
not the slightest reason for taking any tools
“with me, for I had previously overhauled all
the -apparatus, and knew that everything
Was-in apple-pie order.
..l gave no further thought to the in-
cident until about ten minutes before the
petfofmance was due to commence, when
one of the stage hands came to me with a
l°0k'0i grave anxiety upon his face. It
appeared that the model conservatory, in
which Mr. Devant intended to ° grow ’ some
real roses- for presentation to the Queen,
had begn badly broken through the care-
Iessness‘ of a scene-shifter. ‘I don’t know
}Vhé}t the guv'nor will say when he hears of
it! exclaimed the stage hand, anxiously.
Om't you dare to breathe a word to him
about it |’ | commanded, for I knew that

Henry Bate “

the report of the accident might easily
upset him for the entire performance. Then
I suddenly thought of the bag I had brouglt.
The conservatory was quickly carried out.
side, and 1 immediately set to work to try
to repair the damage.” To my delight the
strips of brass saved the situation, and 1
managed to get the apparatus patched up
and put back in its place exactly one
minute before the curtain was due to
rise.  Long after the performance  was
over I told Mr. Devant what had occurred,
and together we fervently blessed my little
black bag. ’
“The famous box trick was
the subject of an equally dis-
concerting incident.  As you
may remember, Mr. Devant
used to allow an assistant to
be locked inside a large box,
which was afterwards securely
bound with rope. In a few
seconds the man would make

(3) The handcuffs alr_(l: ltcil'xlen c’:'amé)edd:va,r lih:wv;r;sft:‘)l;
i way. olding his han el
:mli]se E:)f;;atr: proyve that he does not oblamh ahcceijsC t&
any secret " key,” the perjormer graspsh eac ”arl:r. us
in turn in the manner depicted, and a's ar;;lpuﬁ b m:d
it open. The ball will lfall out between tde frit athe
second fingers, whence it may be disposed o
first opportunity.

good his escape, although the fastgnmgs
znd Jashings were not tampered w1th'lm
any way. Among  the commltteel f\\ 10
were invited to come upon the stalgt rom
the audicnce to examine the box at cvclry
performance  we notich th.at \(me \:1}31‘}11}
scemed to be always 1n (,’\'nlol’mc._w ‘llz{hu
after night he came up andvexannu?f -|e,
with the closest scrutiny, obviously
probe the sceret of the
trick if it took him several m()‘;tth‘ . 8)111?‘
evening, after the performance, l L;’fll:'ln I
me that he was afr;ml the gtm.%l?(\.,“.m
question was beginning to get very Wi

box
determined  to
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upon the scent, and he suggested that we
should be well advised to withdraw the
box trick from our programme for a few
weeks until his interest had subsided.
‘ Why not alter the method of working the
effect ?’ I suggested. He jumped at the
idea, and I immediately hurried home to
my workshop and commenced to rebuild
the box. I worked at it half-way through
the night, and within twenty-four hours the
illusion had been reconstructed on entirely
new lines. I left the box at the theatre,
together with a note asking Devant to see
if he could discover the secret, and enclosing
the ‘key’ to the mystery in a separate
sealed envelope. He examined the apparatus
for several hours in the hope of finding
some sort of secret panel, but eventually
had to admit himself beaten. Then he
opened the envelope containing the solution
of the problem, but this helped him no
further, for the box was a mechanical
paradox—it was impossible to escape from
it until it had ‘been securely fastened and
roped.

“ For several weeks the revised version
of the box trick went remarkably well,
until one evening the man who had to be
imprisoned inside forgot the method by
which he was enabled to escape. Perspiring
with anxiety, Mr. Devant waited and
waited for the man to make his reappearance,
until the audience began to suspect that
something was amiss. At last, in despair,
Devant decided he would have to open the
box in the ordinary way and pass over the
failure of the illusion with as little fuss as
possible.
ever, it was discovered that his distress
at the failure of the illusion had caused
the assistant to faint. He was lifted out
unconscious and handed over to the care of
a doctor, and the audience sympathetically
accepted his indisposition as a complete
excuse for the failure of the trick. Another
assistant was introduced and the per-
formance repeated—this time with abso-
lute success.

“ One of our famous magicians who was
appearing at a large provincial hall had
an illusion in which he produced various
liquids from a bottle, but, not satisfied
with the climax of this, asked me to make
him a piece of apparatus which would
enable him to conclude his performance by
pouring several gallons of water from the
same receptacle. 1 therefore fixed a large
tank of water over the stage, from which
a flexible metal tube ran down behind the
back curtains. At the conclusion of his
‘turn’ the conjurer had merely to step
to the back of the stage, where a hidden

assistant secretly connected the piping to

Upon the lid being raised, how--

the back of his waistcoat, whence another
tube ran under his armpit and down his
sleeve to the bottle held in his hand. At
rehearsals this worked very well, but on
the first night of its production the tubing
concealed beneath his clothing sprang a
leak, and the audience were surprised to
see enormous quantities of water saturating
him right down to his feet, and pouring out
of his boots. So that they should not see
what had happened, the conjurer pretended
that he had accidentally turned the bottle
round the wrong way and spilled the con-
tents over himself. The audience laughed
uproariously, and the mishap was regarded
as a really choice piece of comedy ; but to
repeat what the conjurer said to me when
he came off would be prejudicial to public
morals !

“ One morning, later, whilst working in a
room beneath the stage, I heard a loud re-
port, and rushing upstairs found that a large
model airship, which was one of the leading
novelties of the week’s programme, had
burst and was on fire. The staff were well
drilled for such an emergency as this, and
in a very short time they had the con-
flagration in hand. One of the amateur
firemen suddenly thought of the idea of
utilizing the tank I had fixed above the stage
as a means of playing on the flames from
above. Unfortunately, I was immediately
underneath him at the moment he turned
on the water, and it poured down on me like
a cataract. At that moment the conjurer.
for whom I had made the tank came in,
and immediately he saw me he burst out
laughing. That evening he presented me
with a nicely bound copy of Shakespeare’s
works, on the wrapper of which he had
written ‘ See page 349. Upon this page
he had marked two lines from ‘Hamlet’ :—

« For ’tis spovt to have the engineer
Hoist wilh his own petavd.”

I asked Mr. Bate to explain how illusions
are invented.

“ The ideas for the effects themselves,”
he said, “ arise from the most trivial inci-
dents or from the most casual remarks.
To decide what effect to produce, however,
is much easier than to devise a means of
producing it. The underlying principle of
many illusions is this: the inventor first
imagines all the possible solutions of the
‘secret ’ that may arise in the minds of an
average audience, and then tackles the
problem from an entirely different angle.
At the same time, if he can, so to speak, draw
a red herring across the trail by making
it appear that the effect is produced exactly
as the onlooker supposes, so much the
better. As a simple example, suppose a
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~.. A HOME-MADE
- “VANISHING
| LADY ”
ILLUSION.

(1) The bare fr‘grpework
of the * cabinet " is first
offered for inspection.
n full view of the
audience the framework is

draped with black curtains
to form a kind of ™ tent.”

conjurer can make
his audience believe
that a vanished coin
has gone up his
sleeve when he has
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draped with four dark curtains to form
a kind of tent.  The front curtain was
suspended from curtain-rings so that it
could be easily drawn. At Mr. Bate’s
wvitation I examined the entire structure
but could find no suggestion of triclccr}:
m it. A young lady entered the room
and stepped into the  tent.”

“If  desired,” explained My, Bate,
““a committee of two from the audience
may be scated behind the tent during
the performance. Now watch closely.” °

He then drew the front curtain, made
a few passes with his hands, pulled the
curtain open again, and the lady had
vanished !

Mr. Bate invited me to take a peep
behind the tent to sce if I could discover
where the lady had gone. There was no
sign of her. I stepped round to the
front again and watched closely whilst
Mr. Bate drew the curtain once more.
He made another pass with his hands,

the curtain  was
- opened, and the
young lady

stepped forward !

merely ‘palmed’ it, the
effect of the sleight is
greatly enhanced by re-
peating it with his coat
off.

“Some of the big illu-
sions are based upon
simple but little-known
principles, whilst others
are extremely com-
plicated in their construc-~
tion and difficult to
present convincingly. Of
course, from a practical
point of view, the simpler
the construction of an
illusion the better,
because it enables the
apparatus to be examined
minutely by members of
the audience, I suppose
you would not believe
me if I told you that
I could perform a * dis-
dppearing lady ’ illusion
I an ordinary drawing-
toom ?

Finally, 1 ex-
amined the entire
apparatus once
again, but {failed
to find any clue
to the mystery.
Mr. Bate kindly
consented to the
publication of the
accompanying
i photographs in
' order to help
amateur conjurers
to build the illusion
! for themselves.
J Can you guess
|

how it is done ?

N—

“With apparatus that
would bear inspection ? ”’
Lasked.

Mr. Bate nodded.

“You shall see for yourself,” he said.

. 4 small wooden platform raised a few
Inches from the ground by four ordinary
Wooden legs was first placed in the
centre of the room, Upon this a simple
Wwooden framework was erected, which was

(3) The lady steps into the cabinet. The ‘front
curtain is drawn, the conjurer makes a few passes,
the curtain is pulled away—

(The complete cx- f

planation of this

original illusion
is given on

page 1006.)

- .-
(4) And the lady has

vanished |
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“But still, 1 found it,”

e

insisted Falea.

\WE RRADR A MONN
NE DROP OF MOONSH
AUTHOR O~
«“WHERE THE PAVEMENT ENDS.”
T UUSTRATED BY

LIGO MATANIA

ALEA found it. But Tumaui paddled
the canoe from which Ifalea found
it. And Motui owned the canoe
which Tumaui paddled when I‘alea

found it. And old Mata was the respected
father of Motui, the canoe-owner, and of
Tumaui, the paddler, and of Falea, who
found it. There you have the claims in the

case and the basis for some very pretty
litigation.  The trouble was that in the
island of I'ufuti are no courts and no judges,
and the only instrument known to ancient
custom for the settlement of legal disputes
is a club studded with sharks’ teeth.

Tumauni, the giant, was naturally first
to recall that primitive fact.
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“Then I suppose we shall have to fight
for it,” he said, simply. “ That is the
quickest way. We can fight, and whoever
is not killed can take the pearl.”

They were resting in purple shadow under
the low and broad-thatched eaves that made
a sort of veranda to their rambling hut;
the four of them—old Mata and his three
sons. Outward lay the bright white crescent
of Fufuti beach—a scythe eternally reaping
the roll of the Pacific. - Between the sharp
tips of its headlands an endless harvest was
gathered ; torn up in great blue sheaves on
the reef, laid over shoreward rank by rank,
to fall in rushing windrows of foam. They
dwelt on the edge of that silver blade. Its
curve was their world ; its chord, their
horizon ; the thunder of its mighty shearing,
the common pulse of their lives.

And now all at once it had yielded its
‘chief: prize.  From’ the coral caverns it
‘guarded they had plucked this tredsure—a
talisman- that straightway changed every
outlook, pushed back every limit, and keyed
theit peaceful tenor to a strange and violent
note, - R i

“ But still, I found it,” insisted Talea.

He was the youngest, a sea-godling with
skin the tint of a new-minted penny, with
features as delicately chiselled as ‘a shell,
and wavy hair sun-crisped and scented in
wild orange juice. He kept a little apart
from the rest, and in the pout of his lip,
like a petal of scarlet hibiscus, was bitter-
ness, the Dbitterness of frustrate boyish
hopes.

“But still, T did find it!” he repeated.

“You have said so ten-ten times,”
returned Tumaui. ‘* And if you had found
it ten-ten times over that would make no
difference. It is just as much mine. Who
took you to the fishing, pray, and tended
the proa while you dived ? Who laid out
the oysters to rot ? I will fight you, if
you like, Falea—your claim against my
claim.”

But Motui chuckled.

“Qur brother is anxious to begin the
only argument he understands. We others
would rather take counsel a little further.
I have my own claim, Tumaui. I told you
where that deep-water shell-bed lay. I
sent you there. Attend me, now. If you
force a fight the rest of us would certainly
kill you. That would give us your claim to
divide among us. One-fourth part—say,
four thousand Chili dollars.”

They turned with one impulse, and his
smirk accepted the tribute. People had
another name for Motui—'* Sharp-Wit ”’
they called him ; the eldest, the smallest,
and the most cunning of Mata’s sons. How
far his brethren trusted his quality might
- have been measured by Tumaui’s darker

frown, by the godling’s uneasiness, and by
the twinkling suspicion of old Mata himself.
Nevertheless they did most strictly attend
him.

“ How do you know it would be four
thousand ? ”’ demanded Mata, and JMotui
made a gesture plausible and confident.

“ Many things are known to me. I have
been away—out there. 1 have. been to
Raratonga, and to Fiji, and even to Towns-
ville. And to the Paumotus, where they
gather pearls in baskets. \Who should know
but I? Once at Papeete I saw a pearl. It
was a size smaller than this of ours. Yes;
it was the next small size. But the fat
French pearl buyer gave sixteen thousand
Chili dollars for it,” he added.

He did not use a native word for thou-
sands ; there is no such word in Fufuti
speech. But they were all more or less
familiar with pidgin-French symbols of
trade. They had the same perception of
gigantic wealth, found the same fascination
in an actual figure. Hungrily, every eye
sought the object again where it lay on the
mat beside them, nested in an unrolled wisp
of coco-nut fibre.

T was an amazing pearl, such a one as
comes to light now and then from Coro-
mandel or Ceylon, from Thursday Island

or the Low Archipelago, to shake the
market and set the collectors of the world
distracted. Not alone Dby its size—the
equal of a robin’s egg, but this was flawless,
uniform in grain and colouring, singly and
marvellously perfect, fit to adorn the bosom
of Selene, with no more than the merest
luminous thought of a blush upon it, like
that the pallid goddess betrayed, perhaps,
the time she spied the young Endymion.

So it might have seemed to some wander-
ing beachcomber—who, as Tusitala of
beloved memory tells us, is often poor
relation to the poet—if he had chanced to
spy it there.

To others of sober turn it might have been
rather a sinister thing, for it was lovelier
and far more precious than many a gem
for which feuds have been fought and life,
honour, and tears freely spilled ; for which
crowns and courtesans have been famed and
have earned ill-fame ; a deadly concentrate
of lust, greed, and envy ; a fateful corrosive
on the minds of men.

To these dwellers by Fufuti beach—
children of the sun, child-eved and child-
hearted survivors in the last, last remnant
of an earthly paradise—it meant matters
much simpler.

** Sixteen thousand Chili,” remarked Mata,
“ would buy a real white man’s house with
a tin roof, and pigs and tobacco! Also,
maybe, a new shot-gun which we need so
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badly,” he ‘added, nodding toward the
ancient, rusted fowling-piece on the wall.

It lay before them as yet unstoried;
virgin ; vastly potential. And each of the
others understood Mata’s covetous thrill in
reading out its destiny, and each did the
same for himself, with his own secret
amendments, until, while they stared tense
and eager, suddenly the dangerous silence
was ended by a little quaver of merriment
and the pearl itself ﬂashed—presto l—with
an effect of magic.

Startled, - they saw it caught in slim
brown fingers. And then presently they
relaxed again. For the clever bit of sleight
had been performed by the fifth member of
their household, whom they had forgotten,
whom they often did forget, so quiet she
would keep for hours—Lele, the cripple girl.

HE sat propped upon her low bedstead,

a trundle-bed, in fact, a battered relic of

Tufuti’s only missionary establishment
(lately dispersed) and Lele’s own personal
and unlucky inheritance. She had leaned
from that couch to whip away the strip
of coco-nut fibre and neatly possess herself
of their prize. Now she rolled it and tossed
it like a toy and held it up before the light
to show its wan splendour.

‘“ Pretty—it is pretty !’ she cried. ‘* But
it is sad, too,”” she added softly to herself.

‘ See how pale and sad. Like moonshine.
Like a drop of moonshine !

She made them smile. Even dark Tumaui
and sulky Falea smiled «.t her whimsey. It
was hard not to laugh with Lele, whenever
Lele still chose to laugh. -

There had been a time of plenteous
laughter, of little else but launghter ; a time
when no other maid in the island could
match her spendthrift spirit of youth and
health. No other had been so apt to run
and to play; to chase the rainbow fish a
fathom deep through the blued champagne
of the lagoon, to ride the roaring surf like
a sky-tossed bubble, to dance like a wind-
tormented leaf of the passion-vine until her
lithe and strong young body seemed to melt
in the rhythm of the chant.

Aye, she had laughed in those times. And
she had sung. And she had had a way of
calling folk and things and life itself by all
manner of sharp or endearing little names—
the way of a bird. And for the rest she had
flirted—delightfully. Outrageously. With
the entire male population; with Mata’s
three sons in particular. Until the question
of her ultimate maruave, and her proper
suppression in marriage, had become not
so much a public topxc as a public issue.

But a day had ended all that. The day,
long to be remembered with mingled awe
and humour by the easy-going islanders,

when the mission of the late Rev. me1dd1e
fell, and great was the fall thereof.

It fell, quite literally, in the first hurncane
of its first season ; for the Reverend D. neg-
lected to found himself on a rock, and the
collapse of all his dreams of an orthodox
converted, flannel-shirted, hymn-singing
Fufuti was equally complete with the wreck
of beam and roof-tree, of corrugated iron
slabs and imported worsted texts that
strewed its beach. Nobody would have
complained much, perhaps, except the
reverend himself—nobody else would greatly

‘have bemoaned that obvious rude jest of

the old rude gods—if Lele had not happened
to be an accidental sacrifice. Lele, the un-
tamed creature marked for a first convert,
who was somehow caught in the disaster,
pinned down by a setthng wall, crushed
and maimed for life. v oA

Since then she had come to live with
Mata, her half-uncle and the only relative
who could find a place for her.- She came
with her trundie-bed—and in truth:she
did wonders ; kept the house and the hearth
took direction of the two aged cookmg-
women, wove and sewed and braided sennit,
and meanwhile contrived never to be seen
off the couch where she reigned. It was her
courage and her pride still’ to reign; an
apparent queen ; to be freshly garbed and
combed and beflowered, with chains of shells
and bright berries on her breast, .with
clusters of starry stephanotis in her glorious
hair, to deck her beauty as before. Even
though it meant nothing. i

For it could mean nothing now to any
man.

The three sons of Mata were kmd They
were indulgent. They accepted her in frater-
nal harmony. Never again could she flutter
them. Never again in their eyes, nor in any
eyes, would she see the quick flame of
jealousy and desire for Lele, a cripple girl.

Perhaps that fact like a fixed ‘shadow
had deepened her vision in unexpected ways;
perhaps that wild young heart, bereft of
youth, had gained an understanding and a
tenderness of them in their peaceful, con-
tented life together such as they never sus-
pected. She was watching them anxiously
from under lowered lashes wlnle she played
SO hﬂhtly with the pearl.

And yet of itself it is only an old oyster

" she ventured, at last.

“Oyster egg ? 7’ echoed Motui, shocked.
“ f} ;’me thmg to call it ! Have you no sense,
gll‘

This time they did not smile. The superior
male warned her of a limit. They had gone
too far toward actual tragedy in this
business,

“ It is the most wonderful find ever was
made on Fufuti,” explained Motui. “ It is

ecg,
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the happiest fortune that could come to
ust”

Lele took the pearl in her hollowed hands,
and held it out before them over her knee
like a ball of cold fire in a cup, and so pre-
sided quite naturally as stake-holder and
umpire. .

“It has not made anyone very happy
yet,” she observed. ““ You still want to
fight, Tumaui ? Come—tell your plan, and
what you would do if you won.”

“Hoo!” said Tumaui in his big chest.
“I would buy a fast schooner, like white
men have, with a brass devil-devil to make
it go without wind.”

“All for yourself ? ”” asked Lele,

“Of course !

“You would be happy then ? *

"“Of course ! ”

“And Mata—what do you say ? ”

“1 say, let us draw lots,” returned the

. old man, sturdily. “ It is fair. We put many
small pebbles in a bag and draw one by one.
He who gets the last pebble gets the pearl.”

“For himself ?

“Yes.”

.“To buy pigs and shot-guns ? »

“Yes!”

. “That would make you happy ? ”

“Yes—yes | "’ nodded Mata.

" And you, Motui ?

- Motui was ready. Trust Motui to be ready

" vith a scheme. What they needed to settle
the whole difficulty, Motui said, was an able
salesman., If they waited for the regular
~ trader to come around next month he would
be sure to cheat them. On the other hand, if
they should delegate one of their own
number to visit the far markets—a man
skilful, deep, and wise—doubtless he would
get much more than sixteen thousand ;
would return triumphant, a sack of silver in
either fist, with enough to satisfy every-
body !

“I would ask no pay for my trouble,”
concluded the cunning Motui, modestly.

“Oh-ho!” said Lele. ‘ You are that
man ? "

“Tam the right man.”

“ To take the pearl away, yourself, among
the white people—you would be happy ?

Motui admitted nothing would make him
happier, and Lele came to the youngest son.

“ Falea, it is your turn.”

Throughout the session Falea had remained
mostly a fretful auditor. He still kept to
one side of the others. His grievance was
heavier than theirs—as his years were
lighter—and would allow no eompromise,
it seemed. For abruptly, at Lele’s appeal,
he kicked the balance sky-high.

“No! I will not have a turn. I will not
join to be talked out of it. Thieves!”’

be cried, as he sprang to his feet.

Vol. Izvit.—5.
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T was the snapping of their tension.
Stealthily, Motui loosed a knife in

his belt. Tumaui rose like a thunder-
cloud.

“IWho is a thief ? ”

“You-——each of you!” declared Talea.

“Jf 1 pick a coco-nut, is it mine ? If I
find a pearl—can anyone take it from me
without stealing ? Or any part of it ? ”* he
added, shouting them down.

A verv handsome copper-bronze godling
he looked.

“ A part of a pearl is no good to me. The
pearl itself is the charm—and with it I
would be a king! I could go anywhere and
have anything,” he yearned. I could see
the white men’s ports and ride their ships,
and white men would wait on me. I could
have a pink silk shirt, such as the trader
wears ; and a gold chain, and rings, and
shoes—big yellow shoes. 1 could have a
music-box and bottles of scent and sweet-
scented oil, and neckties and a jew’s-harp,
and a watch with a bell in it, and a green
umbrella. and three kinds of tinned meat
for breaxfast!”

At every lyric fling he had sidled a little
nearer to Lele’s couch, while the others drew
together in common cause, intent and
furious.

“ You think you can get them ? ”’ Tumaui
was bawling. * IFool!”

“1T can try !’ said I'alea, and with the
word, being near enough, made a desperate
snatch.  And they came huddling after
and snatched to prevent him. And like him
they snatched—the air.

Lele was still presiding. So far as they
could see, she had not budged. She still
held her hands out idly over her knee. DBut
her hands were empty. With a graceful
little gesture she showed how entirely
empty, and smiled up ever so clightly at
their stricken faces. DBut by magic, or
by sleight—the pearl was gone !

It was gone, and the purple shadows
seemed to darken about them as they stared
and -stammered.

““That drop of moonshine ? "’ she answered,
sweetly. * Ob, it is put away. It is safe.
I have decided to keep it for myself.”

They gave a four-fold gasp.

“Yes,” she said. “ Why not ? 1t is the
nature of this treasure that everyone wants
it for himself alone. 1 do not notice that
any of vou thought of me, of Lele.

“ I long for things, too. 7 would like to
be happy, too. Greatly I would like it. I
know little of white men or of white men's
customs—and what I bave learned has not
made me very happy.” (They should have
winced at that.) * But vou all believe the
white men can sell vou some wonderful
happiness for your pearl.  Very well! 1
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“Very well. 1 go. But mind, if you favour any rival to me—look out!"”

shall keep it until the trader comes, to buy
some happiness of my own.”

She paused, and of a sudden her glance
unveiled, the prisoned soul flamed out at
them like a steel blade from a scabbard,

“ Unless—you mean to search, to drag
and trample me. Do, and 1 scream for
the neighbours, and the pearl you never
see again. Never—mnever, [ promise. Not

though you kill me. Now, go on,” she cried.
“ Go on and search a poor cripple girl ! ”

As a matter of fact, with their racial
handicap at such ungentle business, they
hardly knew how to begin. The pearl was
hidden. So small a thing she might
have concealed anywhere roundabout. Be-
wildered, angry, and distrustful—vainly
seeking to meet that inexpuenable feminine
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injustice to man which men have sought
in vain to meet—they edged off into the
open and stood for a time with their heads
together, '

Meanwhile, Lele stayed alone under the
deep-thatched eaves. She sank back until
she leaned against the wall of the hut, an
exhausted and very limp little peacemaker.

She roused from that reverie to find
Tumaui standing alone before her on the
mat, .

“Lele!” he began, brusquely. He was
under -some difficulty in speaking; the
whole“pose and port of that brawny giant
had “been curiously schooled. ‘“ Lele, I
have-not many words,” he said. “ Only
these,  You are very sure of yourself, Lele.
But you cannot shift alone. You will need
potection, I am a strong protector. We
would get on very well together—you
and I.”

She sat up in slow amazement, almost
in terror, her fingers spread upon her breast.

“What—what are you trying to say ? "’

“Will you marry me, Lele ? ”’ he blurted.
- She gazed incredulous, transfixed.

“Oh—oh—oh ! ”’ she breathed, and then
with an effort, “ I—I cannot tell. I will
think of it. Go away, Tumaui.”

Like one who discards an irksome part,
Tumaui seemed to fill out again, so that he
bulked over her.

“Very well.. I go. But mind, T will
not be beaten. If you favour any rival to
me—look out! I twist his throat "—his
great naked arms knotted—'‘ like the string
of an orange ! Remember ! ~’

He departed, and she was once more alone
with her throbbing heart ; alone, until there
cept” in under the eaves—her highly
respected half-uncle, old Mata himself.

“Lele!” he began. As a man of domestic
experience he did this sort of thing rather
better ; his brown face, wrinkled like a nut,
showed nothing but benevolence. ‘ Oh,
Lele, what a very able girl you are! DBut
you cannot manage by yourself. You will
need a position to maintain you, Lele. I
am a high-chief, and if I choose to take
another wife she will have authority. We
would get on very well together, you and 1.”

“What—what is the talk ? ”’

“1am asking you in marriage, Lele.”

She lowered her face in her hands.

“I must think, Go away, Mata.”

“Very well,” said the old gentleman,
crestfallen. “ I go. But I do not advise you
to listen to any other proposals, my dear.
These sons of mine are lively fellows.
Nobody could keep them in order for you,
save only me. Remember that ! ”

She never knew how long it was Defore
another voice murmured in her ear—a
smooth and luring voice this time.

‘“ Lele—oh, Iele!” it began, and she
looked up at Motui and his smirk. ‘‘ Greatly
I admire you, Lele. You are a very clever
girl. Too clever not to make the most of
your chance when I tell you—when I tell
you that you need not always be a cripple,
Iele. I know where you can be cured !
We can go to that place together, you
and 1.”

‘“ What do you mean ? ”’ she gasped.

““ There is a schooner leaving our harbour
to-morrow for Fiji, and at Fiji is a hospital
where the great white medicine doctors
work their wonderful cures. Will you not
be glad to be free again ? Will you not
rejoice to sport and to run as you used ?
Then come with me to Tiji!”

She swayed on her couch.

“ Only marry me, Lele, and I will have
you carried aboard to-night!”

Somehow, suffocated though she was, she
found the force to wave him away.

“ Very well,” he said, spitefully. 1 go.
But no one can make you any better offer,
Iele. No one else could give you such
happiness. Mark what [ say!”

ET that was not to be her last trial.
That was not to be the top-note
plucked upon her tautened soul. Ior

while she lay, poignantly there stole a
breath of wild orange, and speech as soft
as the music of a wind-harp caressed her.
IFalea knelt by her side.

““ Lele—oh, Lele! What a brave spirit
is yours ! How brave you are, Lele!” he
whispered. ““ But do not think to live
without love. Great is my love for you,
Tele. Let us go far oft together, you and 1.

Long and long it scemed since any man
had spoken to her like that ; long and long
it was to have been before ever a man spoke
to her so again—never in this world.

“Tet us wed, Lele!”

With words as sweet as song he wooed her,
the way she had been wooed in the time
of her strength and beauty and perfection,
when, as a sca nymph, she had sung and
danced along the strand and tasted the
savour of life.

“Oh, Lele, you are like the flower in the
cool shade! You are like the dew in the
moss ! Come with me! My canoe lies at
the lagoon. I will carry you in my arms,
and we will go away to some far islgnd where
none can find us. There we will be merry
all day, and T will keep vou and never let
you go for great love, Lele !

An arm came stealing and drawing her
close till she fluttered like a netted bird.
And in her own heart dwelt a traitor to
subdue her:; in her own veins beat an
answering pulsc.  She had been a woman,
cruelly robbed and deprived. She was a
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woman still,
amazingly and

deliriously and be-
yond all dreaming enriched once more.
Men desired her. Men strove for her. Mlen

urged her with promises. With a lover's
clasp about her and a lover’'s importunate
murmur-at her side, half-swooning, speech-
less, she had no will to resist.

Her fingers were slyly taken and forced
open. A hot and eager hand crept to ex-
plore the looped necklaces on her breast and
the mats and coverings about her. And she
yielded. She was yielding. She was on
the very point of yielding when, through
misted eyes, she saw the young face so near

her own suddenly
convulsed with
pain—saw a mon-
strous hand descend and grip
the godling by the hair of his head !
“Ha! Have I caught you, rat ? "
thundered a raging voice. ‘‘After we
agreed mnone should start searching for
himself !
Tumaui it was! Tumaui,

who had
stalked to nab Falea unawares.

And while
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T Y . ..
“] shll have it.” said Lele. She held the pearl up before them to show its loveliness.
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they fought, the other two came running
from opposite corners of the hut.

“Hold him! Did he get the pearl?”
cried Mata, and flung himself into the fray.

“ Hold them both ! One of them has the
pearl | ”’ chattered Motui, as he followed.

“ Thieves ! ”’ sobbed Falea, half-strangled.
“In another minute I would have won the

pearl !”

‘“Come on then, all of you!” roared
Tumaui. ‘“ Everybody in! This is the
time to decide. I fight you all—so—and so
—and so! Ho-ho! And the best one shall

take the pearl !

With a blow of his fist he sent Motui’s
knife spinning like a silver fying-fish.
Falea he thrust down between his knees and
gathered Motui in his arms to crush him ;
and so he might have done had not Mata
hung like a slug at his mighty neck.

For a wink the forces balanced; they
stayed in statued fury, a tangle of writhing
limbs.

“ QTOP—stop, or I fire!”
The cry reached them through the
heat of battle. It was the sort of cry
to make them heed, and vaguely at first,
and then in speedily-petrified astonishment,
they were appraised of Lele. Sitting propped
on her couch as before, as always, presiding.
And presiding this time with a vengeance.
Across her knee she held the rusty family
fowling-piece which she had snatched from
its nail on the wall behind.

“ Stop!” she insisted ; and they were

anxious so to do. ‘ Stand off!” she
warned ; and so they did.

“Be careful—it is loaded !’ shrilled
Mata.

Tor answer she cocked the weapon

deliberately and covered them at point-
blank range with its single eye of some
ancient, huge calibre. It was a famous
institution, that Mata family gun, the only
one on the island. Many years had they
kept it in deserved respect, and they flinched
before its probing, merciless stare. And
over it, and with its aid, she probed them
as well.

At that instant was given her a final
opportunity to read passion and jealousy and
thwarted desire in the faces of her suitors—
for the sake of Lele, a cripple girl.

“ Wicked men!” She passed them in slow
review. ‘° Oh, wicked—wicked men !’ she
said, still shaken with the storm that had
swept her so that the necklaces clicked on

her “heaving bosom. ‘' Liars, every one!
‘It was only the pearl you wanted ! ”

Their sullen eyes sought the ground, but
presently Mata spoke their thought.

*“ For all that, you will have to choose
among us, Lele. You will have to settle
this. Pick someone, and give him the
gun to defend himself, and you, and the
pearl—if you still have the pearl—if you
still have the pearl. Buy your own happi-
ness as you will!”’

“ Yes—yes,”” they chorused. ‘ Choose!”

“Very well,” said Lele, after a pause.
“ I still have it.”” Without relinquishing the
gun, she made a little flashing gesture of her
free hand, and somehow, from somewhere
—presto |—the treasure appeared again.
She held it up before them to show its
loveliness ; the wondrous soft radiance of
that fateful toy that seemed to light all
the shadows. ‘“ And I will choose,” she
added.

‘1 do not marvel any more why it should
be so sad. Iknow. Because itisso wicked.
It made you wicked—Tumaui! Motui!
Falea! Mata! Me it made wicked, also.
And see how sad we are! Where are peace
and content such as we used to know?
Where are the trust and affection and
loving kindness that bound us ?

They hung their heads before her.

‘“ Now do I remember,” she went on, in a
kind of mournful exaltation, ‘“now do I
remember the wisdom of the white man!
At the missionary’s chapel I learned it, and
indeed I have paid for it with the life and
the hope out of my own body : ‘ The lust of
viches is the seed of evil,’ ” she quoted, with
the full throat of knowledge and of suffering.

“ So they say. So their Book has taught.
So they must believe. And it is trae!
See how this evil seed has grown temptations
and selfishness and wickedness in our hearts.
Wherever it might go it would grow the
same fruit. And so,” she said, brooding
upon them, yearning over them with great,
tender, understanding eyes—child-like and
still unfathomable—'* and so, if it be mine
to buy happiness with, let me buy for you

®and for the white men, too, by their own

wisdom. If I must choose my happiness,
let it be what it was and will be for ever "’

Swift as conjuring she slipped that glorious
pearl into the muzzle of the gun, and aiming
well over their heads toward the foaming
reefs, while they covered their ears in dismay
and awe—fired,

“ Only moonshine, after all ! ”

A
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HE Theatre Royal,

Llunindnno, is in the

middle of the principal

thoroughfare of that repellent town,
and immediately opposite its grubby main
entrance there is a lamp-post.  Under
this lamp-post, as I approached, a man was
standing. He was a large man, and his
air was that of one who has recently passed
through some trying experience. There was
dust on his person, and be had lost his hat.
At the sound of my footsvtps he turned, and
the rays of the lamp revealed the familiar
features of my old friend Stanley Feather-
stonehaugh Ukridge.

“Great Scott!’” 1 ejaculated.
are you doing here ? ”’

There was no possibility of hallucination.
It was the man himself in the flesh. And
what Ukridge, a free agent, could be doing in
Llunindnno was more than I could imagine.
Situated, as its name implies, in Wales, ®
is a dark, dingy, dishevelled spot, inhabited
by tough and sinister men with suspicicus
eyes and three-day beards; and to mc,
after a mere forty minutes’ sojourn in the
place, it was incredible that anyone should
be there except on compulsion.

Ukridge gaped at me incredulously.

“Corky, old horse!” he said, ‘this is,
upon my Sam, without exception the most
amazing event in the world’s history. The
last bloke I expected to see.”

“Same here. Is anything the matter ? "
I asked, eyeing his bedraggled appcarance.

““Matter ? I should say somecthing was

‘“ What
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the matter!” snorted
Ukridge, astonishment giving
way to righteous indig-
nation. ‘“ They chucked me out!”’

“Chucked you out? Who?
from ? ”’

“This infernal theatre, Iladdie. After
taking my good money, dash it! At least,
1 got in on my face, but that has nothing
to do with the principle of the thing. Corky,
my boy, don’t you ever go about this world
sceking for justice, becausc there’s no such
thing under the broad vault of heaven. 1
had just gone out for a breather after the
first act, and when I came back 1 found
some fiend in human shape had pinched my
seat. And just because 1 tried to lift the
fellow out by the ears, a dozen hired assassins
swooped down and shot me cut. Me, T'Hl
trouble you! The injured party! Upon
my Sam,” he said, heatedly, with a longing
look at the closed door, ““ I’ve a dashed good
mind to "

“ 1 shouldn’t,” 1 said, soothingly. “After
all, what does it matter 2 It's just one of
those things that are bound to happen from
time to time. The man of aftairs passes
them off with a light faugh.”

“Yes, but "

“Come and have a drink.”

The suggestion made him waver. The
light of battle died down in his eyes. 1le
stood for a moment in thought.

“you wouldn’t bung a brick through the
window ? 7 he queried, doubtfully.

“No, no!”

Where
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“ Perhaps you're right.”

He linked his arm in mine and we crossed
the road to where the lights of a public-
house shone like heartening beacons. The
crisis was over.

“Corky,” said Ukridge, warily laying
down his mug of beer on the counter a few
moments later, lest emotion should cause
him to spill any of its precious contents,
‘I can’t get over, I simply cannot get over
the astounding fact of your being in this
blighted town.”

I explained my position. My presence in
Llunindnno was due to the fact that the
paper which occasionally made use of my
services as a special writer had sent me to
compose a fuller and more scholarly report
than its local correspondent seemed capable
of concocting of the activities of one Evan
Jones, the latest of those revivalists who
periodically convulse the emotions of the
Welsh mining population. His last and
biggest meeting was to take place next
morning at eleven o’clock.

“But what are you doing here?” 1
asked.

“\What am 7 doing here ? ”’ said Ukridge.
“*Who, me? Why, where else would you
expect me to be ? Haven’t you heard ?

“ Heard what ? ”

‘“ Haven’t you seen the posters ? "’

“What posters? 1 only arrived an hour
ago.”

“ My dear old horse! Then naturally
you aren’t abreast of local affairs.” He
drained his mug, breathed contentedly, and
led me out into the street. ‘‘Look!”

He was pointing at a poster, boldly
lettered in red and black, which decorated
the side-wall of the Bon Ton Millinery
Emporium. The street-lighting system of
Llunindnno is defective, but I was able to
read what it said :—

ODDFELLOWS’ HALL.
Special Ten-Round Contest.
LLOYD THOMAS

(Llunindnno)
vs.
BATTLING BILLSON
(Bermondsey).
‘“Comes off to-morrow night,” said

Ukridge. ““ And I don’t mind telling you,
laddie, that 1 expect to make a colossal
fortune.”

“ Are you still managing the Battler ? ”
1 said, surprised at this dogged perseverance.
“1 should have thought that after your
last two cxperiences you would have had
about cnough of it.”

**Oh, he mcans business this time! I've
been talking to him like a father.”

“How much does he get ? ”

‘ Twenty quid.”

“Twenty quid ?
colossal fortune come in ?
only be a tenner.”

“No, my boy. You haven’t got on to
my devilish shrewdness. I’'m not in on the
purse at all this time. I’'m the management.”

‘“ The management ? :

“ Well, part of it. You remember Isaac
O’Brien, the bookie I was partner with till
that chump Looney Coote smashed the
business ? Izzy Previn is his real name.
We've gone shares in this thing. Izzy came
down a week ago, hired the hall, and looked
after the advertising and so on; and I
arrived with good old Billson this afternoon.
We’re giving him twenty quid, and the other
fellow’s getting another twenty; and all the
rest of the cash Izzy and I split on a fifty-
fifty basis. Affluence, laddie! That’s what
it means. Affluence beyond the dreams of
a Monte Cristo. Owing to this Jones fellow
the place is crowded, and every sportsman
for miles around will be there to-morrow at
five bob a head, cheaper seats two-and-six,
and standing-room one shilling. Add lemon-
ade and fried fish privileges, and you have a
proposition almost without parallel in the
annals of commerce. 1 couldn’t be more on
velvet if they gave me a sack and a shovel
and let me loose in the Mint.”

I congratulated him in suitable terms.

“ How is the Battler ? ”’ I asked.

“ Trained to an ounce. Come and see him
to-morrow morning.”’

“1I can’t come in the morning.
to go to this Jones meeting.”

“Oh, yes. Well, make it early in the
afternoon, then. Don’t come later than
three, because he will be resting. We're at
Number Seven, Caerleon Street. Ask for
the Cap and Feathers public-house, and turn
sharp to the left.”

Well, where does the
Your share will

I've got

WAS in a curiously uplifted mood on the

following afternoon as I set out to pay my

respects to Mr. Billson. This was the first
time I had had occasion to attend one of
these revival meetings, and the effect it had
had on me was to make me feel as if I had
been imbibing large quantities of champagne
to the accompaniment of a very loud
orchestra. Even before the revivalist rose
to speak, the proceedings had had an
effervescent quality singularly unsettling to
the sober mind, for the vast gathering had
begun to sing hymns directly they took their
scats; and while the opinion I had formed
of the inhabitants of Llunindnno was not
high, there was no denying their vocal
powers. There is something about a Welsh
voice when raised in song that no other
voice seems to possess—a creepy, heart-
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searching quality that gets right into a man’s
inner consciousness and stirs it up with a
pole. And on top of this had come Evan
Jones’s address.

It did not take me long to understand’

why this man had gone through the country-
side like a flame. He had magnetism, in-
tense earnestness, and the voice of a prophet
crying in the wilderness. His fiery eyes
seemed to single. out each individual in the
hall, and every time he paused sighings and
wailings went up like the smoke of a furnace.
And then, after speaking for what I dis-
covered with amazement on consulting my
watch was considerably over an hour, he
stopped. And 1 blinked like an aroused
somnambulist, shook myself to make sure
I was still there, and came away. And now,
as I walked in search of the Cap and
Feathers, I was, as I say, oddly exhilarated :
and I was strolling along in a sort of trance
when a sudden uproar jerked me from my
thoughts. I looked about me, and saw the
sign of the Cap and Feathers suspended
over a building across the street.

It was a dubious-looking hostelry in a
dubious neighbourhood : and the sounds
proceeding from its interior were not
reassuring to a peace-loving pedestrian.
There was a good deal of shouting going on
and much smashing of glass; and, as I
stood there, the door flew open and a familiar
figure emerged rather hastily. A moment
later there appeared in the doorway a
woman.

She was a small woman, but she carried
the largest and most intimidating mop I had
ever seen. It dripped dirty water as she
brandished it; and the man, glancing
apprehensively over his shoulder proceeded
rapidly on his way.

“ Hullo, Mr. Billson!”’ I said, as he shot
by me.

T was not, perhaps, the best-chosen
moment for endeavouring to engage him
in light conversation. He showed no dis-

position whatever to linger. He vanished
round the corner, and the woman, with a
few winged words, gave her mop a victorious
flourish and re-entered the public-house. I
walked on, and a little later a huge figure
stepped cautiously out of an alleyway and
fell into step at my side.

“ Didn’t recognize you, mister,”” said Mr.
Billson, apologetically.

“You scemed in rather a hurry,” I
agreed.

“R!” said Mr. Billson, and a thoughtful
silence descended upon him for a space.

““Who,” I asked, tactlessly, pcrhaps,
“was your lady friend ? ”’ )
Mr. Billson looked a trifle sheepish.

Unnecessarily, in my opinion. Even heroes

may legitimately quail before a
wielded by an angry woman.

‘“ She come out of a back room,”’ he said,
with embarrassment. ‘' Started makin’ a
fuss when she saw what I'd done. So I
come away. You can’t dot a woman,”
argued Mr. Billson, chivalrously.

“Certainly not,”” I agreed. ‘‘But what
was the trouble ? ”’

“I been doin’ good,” said Mr.
virtuously.

“Doing good ?

““ Spillin’ their beers.”

‘“ Whose beers ?

““ All of their beers. I went in and there
was a lot of sinful fellers drinkin’ beers. So
I spilled ’em. All of ’em. Walked round
and spilled all of them beers, one after the
other. Not ’arf surprised them pore sinners
wasn’t,”’ said Mr. Billson, with what sounded
to me not unlike a worldly chuckle.

“1 can readily imagine it.”

mop

Billson,

“Huh?”

“Isay I bet they were.”

“R1!” said Mr. Billson. He frowned.
‘“ Beer,” he proceeded, with cold austerity,

‘““ain’t right. Sinful, that’s what beer is.
It stingeth like a serpent and biteth like a
ruddy adder.”

My mouth watered a little. Beer like
that was what I had been scouring the
country for for years. I thought it impru-
dent, however, to say so. For some reason
which I could not fathom, my companion,
once as fond of his half-pint as the next
man, secemed to have conceived a puri-
tanical hostility to the beverage. 1 decided
to change the subject.

“I'm looking forward to seeing you fight
to-night,” I said.

He eyed me woodenly

“Me??”

“Yes.
know.”

He shook his head.

“I ain’t fighting at no Oddfellows’ Hall,”
he replied. ‘‘Not at no Oddfellows’ Hal!
nor nowhere else I'm not fighting, not to-
night nor no night.” He pondered stolidly,

At the Oddfellows’ Hall, you

* and then, as if coming to the conclusion that

his last sentence could be improved by the
addition of a negative, added “ No !~

And having said this, he suddenly stopped
and stiffened like a pointing dog; and,
looking up to see what interesting object
by the wayside had attracted his notice, 1
perceived that we were standing beneath
another public-house sign, that of the Blue
Boar. Its windows were hospitably open,
and through them came a musical clinking
of glasses.  Mr. Billson licked his lips with a
quict relish.

‘’Scuse me, mister,”’
abruptly.

he said, and left me
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Y one thought now was to reach
Ukridge as quickly as possible, in
" order to acquaint him with these
sinister developments. For I was startled.
More, I was alarmed and uneasy. In one
of the star performers at a special ten-
round contest, scheduled to take place that
evening, Mr. Billson’s attitude seemed to
me peculiar, not to say disquieting. So,
even though a sudden crash and uproar
from the interior of the Blue Boar called
invitingly to me to linger, I hurried on,
and neither stopped, looked, nor listened
until I stood on the steps of Number
Seven, Caerleon Street. And eventually,
after my prolonged ringing and knocking
had finally induced a female of advanced
years to come up and open the door, I
found Ukridge lying on a horse-hair sofa
in the far corner of the sitting-room.
" 1 unloaded my grave news. It was
wasting time to try to break it gently.

“I've just seen Billson,” I said, ““ and he
seems to be in rather a strange mood. In
fact, I'm sorry to say, old man, he rather
gave me the impression: ”

““ That he wasn’t going to fight to-night ? ”
said Ukridge, with a strange calm. ‘ Quite
correct. He isn’t. He’s just been in here to
tell me so. What I like about the man is
his consideration for all concerned. He
doesn’t want to upset anybody’s arrange-
ments.”

“ But what’s the trouble ? Is he kicking
about only getting twenty pounds ? ”’

“No. He thinks fighting’s sinful ! ”’

“What ?

“ Nothing more nor less, Corky, my boy.
Like chumps, we took our eyes off him for
half a second this morning, and he sneaked
off to that revival meeting. Went out
shortly after a light and wholesome break-
fast for what he called a bit of a mooch
round, and came in half an hour ago a
changed man. Full of loving-kindness, curse
him. Nasty shifty gleam in his eye. Told us
he thought fighting sinful and it was all
off, and then buzzed out to spread the
Word.”

1 was shaken to the core. Wilberforce
Billson, the peerless but temperamental
Battler, had never been an ideal pugilist
to manage, but hitherto he had drawn the
line at anything like this. Other little
problems which he might have brought up
for his manager to solve might have been
overcome by patience and tact; but not
this one. The psychology of Mr. Billson was
as an open book to me. He possessed one
of those single-track minds, capable of
accommodating but one idea at a time, and
he had the tenacity of the simple soul.
Argument would leave him unshaken. On
that bone-like head Reason would beat in

vain. And, these things being so, I was
at a loss to account for Ukridge’s extra-
ordinary calm. His fortitude in the hour
of ruin amazed me.

His next remark, however,
explanation.

“We’re putting on a substitute,” he said.

1 was relieved. :

““Oh, you've got a substitute ? That’s a
bit of luck. Where did you find him ? ”

‘“ As a matter of lact, laddie, I’ve decided
to go on myself.”

offered an

‘“What! You!”
“Only way out, my boy. No other
solution.”

I stared at the man. Years of the closest
acquaintance with S. F. Ukridge had
rendered me almost surprise-proof at any-
thing he might do, but this was too much.

“Do you mean to tell me that you
seriously intend to go out there to-night
and appear in the ring ? I cried.

“ Perfectly straightforward business-like
proposition, old man,” said Ukridge, stoutly.
“T'm in excellent shape. I sparred with
Billson every day while he was training.”

“Yes, but »?

“The fact is, laddie, you don’t realize
my potentialities. Recently, it’s true, I've
allowed myself to become slack and what
you might call enervated, but, damme,
when I was on that trip in that tramp-
steamer, scarcely a week used to go by
without my having a good earnest scrap
with somebody. Nothing barred,” said
Ukridge, musing lovingly on the care-free
past, “ except biting and bottles.”

“Yes, but, hang it—a professional
pugilist ! :

“ Well, to be absolutely accurate, laddie,”
said Ukridge, suddenly dropping the heroic
manner and becoming confidential, ‘ the
thing’s going to be fixed. Izzy Previn has
seen the bloke Thomas’s manager, and has
arranged a gentleman’s agreement. The
manager, a Class A bloodsucker, insists on
us giving his man another twenty pounds
after the fight, but that can’t be helped. In
return, the Thomas bloke consents to play
light for three rounds, at the end of which
period, laddie, he will tap me on the side
of the head and I shall go_down and out,
a popular loser. What’s more, I'm allowed
to hit him hard—once—just so long as it
isn’t on the nose. So you see, a little tact,
a little diplomacy, and the whole thing
fixed up as satisfactorily as anyone could
wish.”

“ But suppose the audience demands its
money back when they find they're going
to see a substitute ?

My dear old horse,” protested Ukridge,
“surely you don’t imagine that a man with
a business head like mine overlooked that ?
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The mop dripped dirty water as she brandished it; and the man, glancing
apprehensively over his shoulder, proceeded rapidly on his way.
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Naturally, I'm going to fight as Battling
Billson. Nobody knows him in this town.
I'm a good big chap, just as much a heavy-
weight as he is. No, laddie, pick how you
will you can’t pick a flaw in this.”

“Why mayn’t you hit him on the nose ? ”’

“1 don’t know. People have these strange
whims. And now, Corky, my boy, I think
you had better leave me. I ought to relax.”

HE Oddfellows’ Hall was certainly

filling up nicely when I arrived that

night. Indeed, it seemed as though
Llunindnno’s devotees of sport would cram
it to the roof. I took my place in the
line before the pay-window, and, having
completed the business end of the trans-
action, went in and inquired my way to
the dressing-rooms. And presently, after
wandering through divers passages, I came
upon Ukridge, clad for the ring and swathed
in his familiar yellow mackintosh.

“You're going to have a wonderful
house,” I said. ‘' The populace is rolling
up in shoals.”

He received the information with a
strange lack of enthusiasm. I looked at him
in concern, and was disquieted by his
forlorn appearance. That face, which had
beamed so triumphantly at our last meet-
ing, was pale and set. Those eyes, which
normally shone with the flame of an un-
quenchable optimism, seemed dull and care-
worn. And even as I looked at him he
seemed to rouse himself from a stupor and,
reaching out for his shirt, which hung on a
near-by peg, proceeded to pull it over his
head.

“ What’s the matter ? "’ I asked.

His head popped out of the shirt, and he
eyed me wanly.

“I'm off,” he announced, briefly.

“Off ? How do you mean, off ?” I
tried to soothe what I took to be an eleventh-
hour attack of stage-fright. “ You’ll be all
right.”

Ukridge laughed hollowly.

“Once the gong goes, you'll forget the
crowd.”

“It isn’t the crowd,” said Ukridge, in a
pale voice, climbing into his trousers.
* Corky, old man,” he went on, earnestly,
‘“if ever you feel your angry passions rising
to the point where you want to swat a
stranger in a public place, restrain yourself.
There’s nothing in it. This bloke Thomas
was in here a moment ago with his manager
to settle the final details. He’s the fellow I
had the trouble with at the theatre last
night !

" The man you pulled out of the seat by
his ears ? ”’ I gasped.

Ukridge nodded.

“ Recognized me at once, confound him,

and it was all his manager, a thoroughly
decent cove whom 1 liked, could do to
prevent him getting at me there and then.”

“Good Lord!” I said, aghast at this
grim  development, yet thinking how
thoroughly characteristic it was of Ukridge,
when he had a whole townful of people to
quarrel with, to pick the one professional
pugilist.

At this moment, when Ukridge was lacing
his left shoe, the door opened and a man
came in.

The new-comer was stout, dark, and
beady-eyed, and from his manner of easy
comradeship and the fact that when he
spoke he supplemented words with the
language of the waving palm, I deduced
that this must be Mr. Izzy Previn, recently
trading as Isaac O’Brien. He was cheeri-
ness itself.

“Vell,”’ he said, with ill-timed exuberance,
‘““how’th the boy ? ”

The boy cast a sour look at him.

““ The house,”” proceeded Mr. Previn, with
an almost lyrical enthusiasm, ‘‘is abtho-
lutely full. Crammed, jammed, and packed.
They’re hanging from the roof by their
eyelids. It’th goin’ to be a knock-out.”

The expression, considering the circum-
stances, could hardly have been less happily
chosen. Ukridge winced painfully, then
spoke in no uncertain voice.

“I’'m not going to fight!”’

Mr. Previn’s exuberance fell from him
like a garment. His cigar dropped from his
mouth, and his beady eyes glittered with
sudden consternation.

““What do you mean ? "’

“ Rather an unfortunate thing has hap-
pened,” I explained. ‘It seems that this
man Thomas is a fellow Ukridge had trouble
with at the theatre last night.”

““What do you mean, Ukridge ? "’ broke
in Mr. Previn. “ This is Battling Billson.”

“I've told Corky all about it,” said
Ukridge over his shoulder as he laced his
right shoe. “ Old pal of mine.”

“Oh!” said Mr. Previn, relieved. * Of
course, if Mr. Corky is a friend of yours and
quite understands that all this is quite
private among ourselves and don’'t want
talking about outside, all right. But what
were you thayin’? I can’t make head or

tail of it. How do you mean, you're not
goin’ to fight ? Of course you're goin’ to
fight.”

' Thomas was in here just now,” I said.
““ Ukridge and he had a row at the theatre
last night, and naturally Ukridge is afraid
he will go back on the agreement.”

* Nonthense,”” said Mr. Previn, and his
manner was that of one soothing a refractory
child. “ He won’t go back on the agree-
ment. He promised he’d plav light and he
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Ukridge spoke in no uncertain voice. “I'm not going to fight!”

will play light. Gave me his word as a
gentleman.”

‘“He isn’t a gentleman,” Ukridge pointed
out, moodily.

“ But lithen!”’

“I'm going to get out of here as quick as
1 dashed well can!”

* Conthider ! pleaded Mr. Previn, claw-
ing great chunks out of the air.

Ukridge began to button his collar.

“Reflect ! 7’ moaned Mr. Previn. *‘There’s
that lovely audience all sitting out there,
jammed like thardines, waiting for the
thing to start. Do you expect me to go and
tell ’em there ain't goin’ to be no fight?
I'm thurprised at you,” said Mr. Previn,
trying an appeal to ius pride. * Where's

your manly spirit 2 A big, husky feller
like you, that’s done all sorts of scrappin’
in your time ”

“Not,” Ukridge pointed out coldly,
“with any damned professional pugilists
who’ve got a grievance against me.”’

“ He won'’t hurt you.”

‘““He won’t get the chance.”

“You'll be as safe and cosy in that ring
with him as if you was playing ball with
your little thister.”

Ukridge said he hadn't got a little
sister.
*“But  think!” implored NMr. Previn,

flapping like a seal. ** Think of the moncey !
Do you realize we’ll have to return it all,
every penny of it ?
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A spasm of pain passed over Ukridge's
face, but he continued buttoning his collar.

“ And not only that,” said Mr. Previn,
‘“ but, if you ask me, they’ll be so mad when
they hear there ain’t goin’ to be no fight,
they’ll lynch me.” :

Ukridge seemed to regard this possibility
with calm.

‘“ And you, too,” added Mr. Previn.

Ukridge started. It was a plausible
theory, and one that had not occurred to
him before. He paused irresolutely. And
at this moment a man came hurrying in.

““What’s the matter ?”’ he demanded,
fussily. ‘“ Thomas has been in the ring for
five minutes. Isn’'t your man ready ? "

“In one half tick,” said Mr. Previn. He
turned meaningly to Ukridge. ‘ That's
right, ain’t it ? You'll be ready in half a
tick 7

Ukridge nodded wanly. In silence he
shed shirt, trousers, shoes, and collar,
parting from them as if they were old
friends whom he never expected to see again.
One wistful glance he cast at his mackintosh,
lying forlornly across a chair; and then,
with more than a suggestion of a funeral
procession, we started down the corridor
that led to the main hall. The hum of
many voices came to us ; there wasa sudden
blaze of light, and we were there.

MUST say for the sport-loving citizens of

Llunindnno that they appeared to be fair-

minded men. Stranger in their midst
though he was, they gave Ukridge an
excellent reception as he climbed into the
ring ; and for a moment, such is the tonic
effect of applause on a large scale, his
depression seemed to lift. A faint, gratified
smile played about his drawn mouth, and
I think it would have developed into a
bashful grin, had he not at this instant
caught sight of the redoubtable Mr. Thomas
towering massively across the way. I saw
him blink, as one who, thinking absently
of this and that, walks suddenly into a
lamp-post; and his look ef unhappiness
returned.

My heart bled for him. If the offer of
my little savings in the bank could have
transported him there and then to the safety
of his London lodgings, I would have made
it unreservedly. Mr. Previn had disappeared,
leaving me standing at the ring-side, and as
robody seemed to object I remained there,
thus getting an excellent view of the mass
of bone and sinew that made up Lloyd
Thomas. And there was certainly plenty
of him to see.

Mr. Thomas was, I should imagine, one
of those men who do not look their most
formidable in mufti—for otherwise I could
not conceive how even the fact that he had

stolen his seat could have led Ukridge to
lay the hand of violence upon him. In the
exiguous costume of the ring he looked a
person from whom the sensible man would
suffer almost any affront with meekness.
He was about six feet in height, and where
ever a man could bulge with muscle he
bulged. For a moment my anxiety for
Ukridge was tinged with a wistful regret
that I should never see this sinewy citizen
in action with Mr. Billson. It would, I
mused, have been a battle worth coming
even to Llunindnno to see.

The referee, meanwhile, had been intro-
ducing the principals in the curt, im-
pressive fashion of referees. He now retired,
and with a strange foreboding note a gong
sounded on the farther side of the ring.
The seconds scuttled under the ropes. The
man Thomas, struggling—it seemed to me
—with powerful emotions, came ponder-
ously out of his corner. =

In these reminiscences of a vivid and
varied career, it is as a profound thinker
that I have for the most part had occasion
to portray Stanley Featherstonehaugh
Ukridge. I was now to be reminded that he
also had it in him to be a doer. Even as
Mr. Thomas shuffled towards him, his
left fist shot out and thudded against the
other’s ribs. In short, in a delicate and
difficult situation, Ukridge was comporting
himself with an adequacy that surprised
me. However great might have been
his reluctance to embark on this contest,
once in he was doing well.

And then, half-way through the first round,
the truth dawned upon me. Injured though
Mr. Thomas had been, the gentleman’s
agreement still held. The word of a Thomas
was as good as his bond. Poignant though
his dislike of Ukridge might be, nevertheless,
having pledged himself to mildness and
self-restraint for the first three rounds, he
intended to abide by the contract. Probably,
in the interval between his visit to Ukridge’s
dressing-room and his appearance in the
ring, his manager had been talking earnestly
to him. At any rate, whether it was
managerial authority or his own sheer
nobility of character that influenced him,
the fact remains that he treated Ukridge
with a quite remarkable forbearance, and
the latter reached his corner at the end of
round one practically intact.

And it was this that undid him. No
sooner had the gong sounded for round two
than out he pranced from his corner,
thoroughly above himself. He bounded at
Mr. Thomas like a Dervish.

I could read his thoughts as if he had
spoken them. Nothing could be clearer than
that he had altogether failed to grasp the
true position of affairs. Instead of recog-
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nizing his adversary’s forbearance for what
it was and being decently grateful for it, he
was filled with a sinful pride. Here, he told
himself, was a man who had a solid grievance
against him—and, dash it, the fellow couldn’t
hurt him a bit. What the whole thing boiled
down to, he felt, was that he, Ukridge, was
better than he had suspected, a man to
be reckoned with, and one who could show
a distinguished .gathering of patrons of
sport something worth looking at. The con-
sequence was that, where any sensible
person would have grasped the situation at
once and endeavoured to show his appre-
ciation by toying with Mr. Thomas in
gingerly fashion, whispering soothing com-
pliments into his ear during the clinches,
and generally trying to lay the foundations
of a beautiful friendship against the moment
when the gentleman’s agreement should
lapse, Ukridge committed the one unfor-
givable act. There was a brief moment of
fiddling and feinting in the centre of the
ring, then a sharp smacking sound, a
startled yelp, and Mr., Thomas, with
gradually reddening eye, leaning against
the ropes and muttering to himself in
Welsh.
Ukridge had hit him on the nose !

NCE more I must pay a tribute to

the fair-mindedness of the sportsmen

of Llunindnno. The stricken man
was one of them-—possibly Llunindnno’s
favourite son—yet nothing could have
exceeded the heartiness with which they
greeted the visitor’s "achievement. A
shout went up as if Ukridge had done each
individual present a personal favour.
It continued as he advanced buoyantly
upon his antagonist, and—to show how
entirely Llunindnno audiences render them-
selves impartial and free from any personal
bias—it became redoubled as Mr. Thomas,
swinging a fist like a ham, knocked Ukridge
flat on his back. Whatever happened, so
long as it was sufficiently violent, seemed to
be all right with that broad-minded
audience.

Ukridge heaved himself laboriousiy to
one knee. His sensibilities had been ruffled
by this unexpected blow, about fifteen times
as hard as the others he had received since
the beginning of the affray, but he was
a man of mettle and determination. How-
ever humbly he might quail beforc a
threatening landlady, or however nimbly he
might glide down a side-street at the sight
of an approaching creditor, there was
nothing wrong with his fighting heart when
it came to a straight issue between man
and man, untinged by the financial element.
He struggled painfully to his fect, while
Mr. Thomas, now definitely abandoning the

gentleman’s agreement, hovered about him
with ready fists, only restrained by the
fact that one of Ukridge’s gloves still
touched the floor.

It was at this tensest of moments that
a voice spoke in my ear.

“’Alf a mo’, mister ! ”

A hand pushed me gently aside. Some-
thing large obscured the lights. And Wilber-
force Billson, squeezing under the ropes,
clambered into the ring.

OR. the purposes of the historian it was
F a good thing that for the first few

moments after this astounding occur-
rence a dazed silence held the audience in
its grip. Otherwise, it might have been
difficult to probe motives and explain under-
lying causes. 1 think the spectators were
either too surprised to shout, or else they
entertained for a few brief seconds the idea
that Mr. Billson was the forerunner of a
posse of plain-clothes police about to raid
the place. At any rate, for a space they
were silent, and he was enabled to say
his say.

“ Fightin’,” bellowed Mr. Billson, ‘‘ain’t
right ! ”

There was an-uneasy rustle in the audience.
The voice of the referee came thinly, saying,
“Here! Hi!”

“Sinful,” explained Mr. Billson, in a
voice like a fog-horn.

His oration was interrupted by Mr.
Thomas, who was endeavouring to get
round him and attack Ukridge. The
Battler pushed him gently back.

‘“ Gents,” he roared, ‘I, too, have been
a man of voylence! I ’ave struck men in
anger. R, yes! But I 'ave seen the light.
Oh, my brothers ”

The rest of his remarks were lost. With
a startling suddenness the frozen silence
melted. In every part of the hall indignant
seatholders were rising to state their views.

But it is doubtful whether, even if he had
been granted a continuance of their atten-
tion, Mr. Billson would have spoken to
much greater length; for at this moment
Lloyd Thomas, who had been gnawing at
the strings of his gloves with the air of a
man who is able to stand just so much and
whose limit has been exceeded, now sud-
denly shed these obstacles to the freer
expression of sclf, and, advancing bare-
handed, smote Mr. Billson violently on the
jaw.

Mr. Rilson turned. He was paned, one
could sce that, but more spivitually than
physically.  For a moment he scemed uncer-
tain how to procced. Then he turned the
other cheek.

The fermenting Mr. Thomas smote that,
too.
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There was no vacillation or uncertainty
now about Wilberforce Billson. He plainly
considered that he had done all that could
reasonably be expected of any pacifist. A
man has only two cheeks. He flung up a
mast-like arm to
countered with an
accuracy and spirit
which sent his
aggressor reeling to
the rtopes; and
then, swiftly re-
moving his coat,
went into action
with the unre-
generate zeal that
had made him the
petted hero of a

block a third blow,

hundred water-
fronts. And 1,
tenderly scooping

Ukridge up as he
dropped from the
ring, hurried him
away along the
corridor to  his
dressing-room. 1
would have given
much to remain
and witness a
mix-up which, if
the police did not
interfere, promised
to be the battle of
the ages, but the
claims of friendship
are paramount.

Ten minutes
later, however,
when Ukridge,
washed, clothed,
and restored as
near to the normal
as a man may be
who has received
the full weight of
a Lloyd Thomas
on a vital spot, was
reaching for his
mackintosh, there
filtered through the
intervening  doors
and passageways. a
sudden roar so
compelling that my
sporting spirit de-
clined to ignore it.

“ Back in a minute, old man,” T said.

And, urged by that ever-swelling roar, I
cantered back to the hall.

N the interval during which 1 had been
ministering to my  stricken friend a
certain decorum seemed to have been

restored to the proceedings. The conflict
had lost its first riotous abandon. Up-
holders of the decencies of debate had
induced Mr. Thomas to resume his. gloves,
and a pair had also been thrust upon the
Battler. Moreover, it was apparent that

Billson flung up an arm to block a third blow, and countered

the etiquette of the tourney now governed
the conflict, for rounds had been intro-
duced, and one had just finished as I
came in view of the ring. Mr. Billson
was leaning back in a chair in one corner
undergoing treatment by his seconds, and
in the opposite corner loomed Mr. Thomas
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and one sight of the two men was
enough to tell me what had caused that
sudden tremendous outburst of enthusi-
asm among the patriots of Llunindnno.
In the last stages of the round which had
just concluded the native son must have
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hung open, and exhaustion was writ large
upon him. Mr. Thomas, on the contrary,
leaned forward with hands on knees, wearing
an impatient look, as if this formality of a
rest between rounds irked his imperious
spirit.

with an accuracy and spirit which sent his aggressor reeling to the ropes.

forged ahead in no uncertain mannecr.
Perhaps some chance blow had found its
way through the Battler’s guard, laying
him open and defenceless to the final attack.
For his attitude, as he sagged in his corner,
was that of one whose moments are
numbered. His eyes were closed, his mouth
Vol. Ixvil.—8.

The gong sounded and he sprang from his
seat.

* Laddic breathed an anguished voice,
and a hand clutched my arm.,

I was dimly aware of Ukridge standing
beside me. I shook him off.  This was
no moment for conversation. My whole

[
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attention was concentrated on what was
happening in the ring. )

1 say, laddie!”

Matters in there had reached that tense
stage when audiences lose their self-control—
when strong men stand on seats and weak
men cry ‘“ Siddown!” The air was full of

that electrical thrill that precedes the
knock-out. )
And the next moment it came. But it

was not Lloyd Thomas who delivered it.
From some mysterious reservoir of vitality
Wilberforce Billson, the pride of Bermond-
sey, who an instant before had been reeling
under his antagonist’s blows like a stricken
hulk before a hurricane, produced that one
last punch that wins battles. Up it came,
whizzing straight to its mark, a stupendous,
miraculous upper-cut which caught Mr.
Thomas on the angle of the jaw just as he
lurched forward to complete his task.
It was the last word. Anything milder
Llunindnno’s favourite son might have
borne with fortitude, for his was a teak-like
frame impervious to most things short of
dynamite ; but this was final. It left no
avenue for argument or evasion. Lloyd
Thomas spun round once in a complete
circle, dropped his hands, and sank slowl
to the ground. :

There was one wild shout from the
audience, and then a solemn hush fell.
And in this hush Ukridge’s voice spoke once
more in my ear.

“1 say, laddie, that blighter Previn has
bolted with every penny of the receipts!”’

HE little sitting-room of Number Seven,
Caerleon Street, was very quiet and gave
the impression of being dark. This was

because there is so much of Ukridge and he
takes Fate’s blows so hardly that, when
anything goes wrong, his gloom seems to
fill a room like a fog. For some minutes
after our return from the Oddfellows’ Hall
a gruesome silence had prevailed. Ukridge
had exhausted hLis vocabulary on the subject
of Mr. Previn; and as for me, the disaster
seemed so tremendous as to render words
of sympathy a mere mockery.

“And there’s another thing 1've just
remembered,”’ said Ukridge, hollowly, stir-
ring on his sofa.

“ What’s that ? "’ I inquired, in a bedside
veice.

** The bloke Thomas. He was to have got
another twenty pounds.”

*“ He’ll hardly claim it, surely ? ”

“He'll claim it all right,”’ said Ukridge,
moodily. ' Except, by Jove,” he went on,
a sudden note of optimism in his voice,
“ that he doesn’t know where 1 am. I was
forgetting that. Lucky we legged it away
from the hall before he could grab me.”

“You don’t think that ®revin, when he
was making the arrangements with Thomas’s
manager, may have mentioned where you
were staying ?”’

“ Not likely. Why should he?
reason would he have ? "’

““ Gentleman to see you, sir,”’ crooned the
aged female at the door.

The gentleman walked in. It was the
man who had come to the dressing-room to
announce that Thomas was in the ring;
and though on that occasion we had not been
formally introduced I did not need Ukridge’s
faint groan to tell me who he was.

“ Mr. Previn ? " he said. He was a brisk
man, direct in manner and speech.

“He’s not here,”” said Ukridge.

“You'll do. You're his partner.
come for that twenty pounds.”

There was a painful silence.

“It’s gone,” said Ukridge.

“\What's gone ? "’

“ The money, dash it.
He’s bolted.”

A hard look came into the other’s eyes.
Dim as the light was, it was strong enough
to show his expression, and that expression
was not an agreeable one.

‘“That won’t do,” he said, in a metallic
voice.

“ Now, my dear old horse )

“It’s. no good trying anything like that
on me. I want my money, or I'm going
to call a policeman. Now, then!”

“ But, laddie, be reasonable.”

‘““Made a mistake in not getting it in
advance. But now’ll do. Out with it!”

“ But I keep telling you Previn’s bolted ! ”

“ He’s certainly bolted,” 1 put in, trying
to be helpful.

‘“That’s right, mister,” said a voice at
the door. “ I met ’im sneakin’ away.”

It was Wilberforce Billson. He stood in
the doorway diffidently, as one not sure of
his welcome. His whole bearing was
apologetic. He had a nasty bruise on his left
cheek and one of his eyes was closed, but he
bore no other signs of his recent conflict.

Ukridge was gazing upon him with
bulging eyes.

“You met him!”
actually met him ?

“ R,” said Mr. Billson. * When I was comin’
to the ’all. Iseen ’im puttin’ all that money
into a liddle bag, and then e ’urried off.”

What

I've

And Previn, too.

he moaned. ““ You

“Good Lord!’ 1 cried. * Didn’t you
suspect what he was up to ? ”’
“R,” agreed Mr. Billson. “I always

knew ‘e was a wrong ’'un.”

“:’Ihen why, you poor woollen-headed
fish,” bellowed Ukridge, exploding, ‘‘ why
on earth didn’t you stop him ?

I never thought of that,” admitted
Mr. Billson, apologetically.
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“] want my money, or I'm going to call a policeman. Now, then!"”

Ukridge laughed a hideous laugh. moved it; then, with the air of one who
“1 just pushed ’im in the face,” pro- dismisses some triviality from his mind,
ceeded Mr. Billson, ‘‘and took the liddle moved to the door.
bag away from ’im.” *Scuse me, gents,” said Battling Billson,
He placed on the table a small weather- deprecatingly.  * Can’t stop. I've got to
worn suitcase that jingled musically as he  go and spread the light.”

(Another story by P. G. Wodehouse next month.)
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CHAPTER VIIL
PULLING UP THE ANCHOR.

A CHANGE OF PLANS.
Y life had been a pleasant one with
M my steadily-increasing literary
success, my practice, which was
enough to keep me pleasantly
occupied, and my sport, which I treat in a
separate chapter. Suddenly, however, there
came a development which shook me out of
my rut, and caused an absolute change in
my life and plans. One daughter, Mary,
had been born to us, our household was a
happy one, and as I have never had personal
ambitions, since the simple things of life
have always been the most pleasant to me,
it is possible that I would have remained
in Southsea permanently but for this new
episode in my life. It arose when, in 1889,
Koch announced that he had discovered a
sure cure for consumption and that he would
demonstrate it upon a certain date in Berlin.
A great urge came upon me suddenly
that I should go to Berlin and see him do so.
I could give no clear reason for this, but
it was an irresistible impulse, and I at once
determined to go. Had I been a well-
known doctor or a specialist in consumption
it would have been more intelligible, but I
had, as a matter of fact, no great interest
in the more recent developments of my own
profession, and a very strong belief that
much of the so-called progress was illusory.
However, at a few hours’ notice I packed
up a bag and started off alone upon this
curious adventure. I had had an inter-

change of letters with Mr. W. T. Stead
over some matter, and I called upon him
at the Review of Reviews office as I passed
through London to ask him if he could
give me an introduction to Koch or to
Dr. Bergmann, who was to give the demon-
stration. Mr. Stead was very amiable to
this big unknown provincial doctor, and he
gave me a letter for the British Ambassador
—Sir Edward Malet, if I remember right—
and for Mr. Lowe, the T#mes correspondent.
He also asked me to do a character sketch
of Koch for him, adding that he would
have Count Mattei as a feature of his
magazine this month and Koch the next.
I said: ‘“Then you will have the greatest
man of science and the greatest quack in
Europe following each other.”” Stead glared
at me angrily, for it seems that the Mattei
treatment, with its blue electricity and the
rest of it, was at that moment his particular
fad. However, we parted amiably, and all
through his life we kept in distant touch,
though we came into sharp collision at the
time of the Boer War. He was a brave
and honest man, and if he was impulsive
at times, it was only the sudden outflame
of that fire which made him the great force
for good that he was.

I went on to Berlin that night, and found
myself in the Continental express with a
very handsome and courteous London
physician bound upon the same errand as
myself. We passed most of the night

Copyright, 1923, by A. Conan Doyle.
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talking, and I learned that his name was
Malcolm Morris, and that he also had been
a provincial doctor, but that he had come
to London and had made a considerable
hit as a skin specialist in Harley Street.
It was the beginning of a friendship which
still endures,

MY VISIT TO BERLIN.

Having arrived at Berlin the great thing
was to be present at Bergmann’s demon-
stration, which was to be next day at twelve.
I went to our Ambassador, was kept long
waiting, had a chilly reception, and was
dismissed without help or consolation.
Then I tried the Times correspondent, but
he could not help me either. He and his
amiable wife showed me every courtesy
and invited me to dinner that night. Tickets
were simply not to be had, and neither
money nor interest could procure them.
1 conceived the wild idea of getting one from
Koch himself and made my way to his
house. While there I had the -curious
‘experience of seeing his mail arrive—a
large sack full of letters, which was emptied
out on the floor of the hall, and exhibited
every sort of stamp in Europe. It was a
sign of all the sad, broken lives and
wearied hearts which were turning in hope
to Berlin. Koch remained a veiled pro-
phet, however, and would see neither me
nor anyone else. I was fairly at my wits’
ends and could not imagine how I could
attain my end. .

Next day I went down to the great building
where the address was to be given and
managed by bribing the porter to get into
the outer hall. The huge audience was
assembling in a room beyond. 1 tried
further bribing that I might be slipped in,
but the official became abusive.  People
streamed past me, but I was always the
waiter at the gate. Finally everyone had
gone in, and then a group of men came
hustling across, Bergmann, bearded and
formidable, in the van, with a tail of house
surgeons and satellites behind him. 1
threw myself across his path. “I have
come a thousand miles,” said 1. “May I
not come in ? "’ He halted and glared at
me through his spectacles. * Perhaps you
would like to take my place,” he roared,
working himself up into that sudden folly
of excitement which seems so strange in the
heavy German nature. ‘‘ That is the only
place left. Yes, yes, take my place by all
means. My classes are filled with English-
men already.” He fairly spat out the word
“ Englishmen,” and I learned afterwards
that some recent quarrel with Morell
Mackenzie over the illness of the Emperor
Frederick had greatly incensed him. I am
glad to say that I kept my temper and my

polite manner, which is always the best
shield when one is met by brutal rudeness.
“Not at all,” I said. ‘I would not intrude
if there is really no room.” He glared at
me again, all beard and spectacles, and
rushed on with his court all grinning at the
snub which the presumptuous Englishman
had received. One of them lingered, how-
ever—a kindly American. ‘‘ That was bad
behaviour,” said he. ‘‘See here! If you
meet me at four this afternoon I will
show you my full notes of the lecture, and
I know the cases he is about to show, so we
can see them together to-morrow.” Then
he followed on.

O it came about that I attained my end
after all, but in a roundabout way. I
studied the lecture and the cases, and I

had the temerity to disagree with every one,
and to come to the conclusion that the whole
thing was experimental and premature.
A wave of madness had seized the world,
and from all parts, notably from England,
poor afflicted people were rushing to Berlin
for a cure, some of them in such advanced
stages of disease that they died in the train.
I felt so strongly about it and so sure of my
ground that I wrote a letter of warning to
the Daily Telegraph, and 1 rather think
that this letter was the very first which
appeared upon the side of doubt and caution.
I need not say that the event proved the
truth of my forecast.

MALCOLM MORRIS'S ADVICE.

Two days later I was back in Southsea,
but I came back a changed man. I had
spread my wings and had felt something
of the powers within me. Especially I had
been influenced by a long talk with Malcolm
Morris, in which he assured me that I was
wasting my life in the provinces and had too
small a field for my activities. He insisted
that 1 should leave general practice and go
to London. 1 answered that 1 was by no
means sure of my literary success as yet, and
that I could not so easily abandon the medi-
cal career which had cost my mother such
sacrifices and myself so many yvears of study.
He asked me if there was any special branch
of the profession on which 1 could concen-
trate so as to get away from general practice.
I said that of late years 1 had been interested
in eye work, and had amused mysclf by
correcting refractions and prescribing glasses
in the Portsmouth LEve Hospital under
Mr. Vernon Ford. “Well,” said Morris,
“why not specialize upon the eye? Go to
Vienna, put in six months” work, come back
and start in London.  Thus you will have
a nice clean life with plenty of leisure for
your literature.” I came home with this
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great suggestion buzzing in my head, and
as my wife was quite willing, and Mary, my
little girl, was old enough now to be left
with her grandmother, there seemed to be
no obstacle in the way. There were no
difficulties about disposing of the practice,
for it was so small and so purely personal
that it could not be sold to another and
simply had to dissolve.

LEARNING TO FACE AN AUDIENCE.

The Portsmouth Literary and Scientific
Society gave me a God-speed banquet. I
have many pleasant and some comic reminis-
cences of this society, of which I had been
secretary for several years. We kept the
sacred flame burning in the old city with
our weekly papers and discussions during the
long winters. It was there that I learned
to face an audience, which proved to be of
the first importance for my life’s work.
I was naturally of a very nervous, backward,
self-distrustful disposition in such things,
and I have been told that the signal that I
was about to join in the discussion was that
the whole long bench on which I sat, with
everyone on it, used to shake with my
emotion. But, once up, I learned to speak
out, to conceal my trepidations, and to
choose my phrases. I gave three papers,
one on the Arctic seas, one on Carlyle, and
one on Gibbon. The former gave me a
quite unmerited reputation as a sportsman,
for I borrowed from a local taxidermist
every bird and beast that he possessed which
could conceivably find its way into the
Arctic circle. These 1 piled upon the lec-
ture table, and the audience, concluding
that I had shot them all, looked upon me
with great respect. Next morning they were
back with the taxidermist once more.

We had some weird people and incidents
at these debates. I remember one very
learned discussion on fossils and the age of
the strata, which was ended by a cadaverous
major-general of the Evangelical persuasion,
who rose and said in a hollow voice that all
this speculation was vain, and indeed incom-
prehensible, since we knew on an authority
which could not possibly be questioned that
the world was made exactly five thousand
eight hundred and ninety years ago. This
put the lid on the debate and we all crept
home to bed.

“ONE OF THE TIGHT CORNERS OF
MY. LIFE”

My political work also caused me to learn
to speak. 1 was what was called a Liberal
Unionist—that is, a man whose general
position was Liberal, but who could not see
his way to support Gladstone’s Irish policy.
Perhaps we were wrong. However, that

was my view at the time. I had a dreadful
first experience of platform speaking on a
large scale, for at a huge meeting at the
Amphitheatre the candidate, Sir William
Crossman, was delayed, and to prevent a
fiasco I was pushed on at a moment’s notice
to face an audience of three thousand people.
It was one of the tight corners of my life.
I hardly knew myself what I said, but the
Irish part of me came to my aid and supplied
me with a torrent of more or less incoherent
words and similes which roused the audience
greatly, though it read to me afterwards
more like a comic stump speech than a serious
political effort. Butit was what they wanted,
and they were mostly on their feet before I
finished. I was amazed when I read it next
day, and especially the last crowning sen-
tence, which was: ‘ England and Ireland
are wedded together with the sapphire
wedding ring of the sea, and what God has
placed together let no man pluck asunder.”
It was not very good logic, but whether it
was eloquence or rhodomontade I could not
even now determine.

I was one of the acting secretaries when
Mr. Balfour came down to address a
great meeting, and as such, when the
hall was full, I waited on the kerb out-
side to receive him. Presently his car-
riage drove up and out he stepped, tall,
thin, and aristocratic. There were two
notorious partisans of the other side waiting
for him, and I warned them not to make
trouble. However, the moment : Balfour
appeared, one of them opened a huge mouth
with the intention of emitting a howl of
execration. But it never got out, for I
clapped my hand pretty forcibly over the
orifice while I held him by the neck with
the other hand. His companion hit me on
the head with a stick, and was promptly
knocked down by one of my companions.
Meanwhile Balfour got safely in, and we
two secretaries followed, rather -dishevelled
after our adventure. 1 met Lord Balfour
several times in after life, but I never told
him how I had once had my hat smashed in
his defence. .

What with the Literary Society and the
politicians, 1 left a gap behind me in-Ports-
mouth, and so did my gentle wife, who was
universally popular for her amiable and
generous character. It was a wrench to us
to leave so many good friends. However,
towards the end of 1889 the die was cast,
and we closed the door of Bush Villa behind
us for the last time. I had days of priva-
tion there and days of growing success
during the eight long years that I had spent
in Portsmouth. We had got so used to it
that it was with a sense of wonderful freedom

- and exhilarating adventure that we set forth

upon the next phase of our lives.



I borrowed from a local taxidermist every bird and beast that he possessed. These
I piled upon the table, and the audience, concluding that I had shot them all,
looked upon me with great respect.
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CHAPTER IX.
THE GREAT BREAK.

IN VIENNA.,

E set forth upon a bitter winter day
at the close of 1889 with every
chance of being snowed up on our

long trek. We got through all right, how-
ever, and found ourselves in Vienna, arriving
on a deadly cold night, with deep snow
under foot and a cutting blizzard in the
air. As we looked from the station the
electric lights threw out the shining silver
drift of snowflakes against the absolute
darkness of the sky. It was a gloomy,
ominous reception, but half an hour after-
wards, when we were in the warm, cosy,
crowded, tobacco-laden restaurant attached
to our hotel, we took a more cheerful view
of our surroundings.

We found a modest pension which was
within our means, and we put in a very
pleasant four months, during which I
attended eye lectures at the Krankenhaus,
but could certainly have learned far more
in London, for even if one has a fair know-
ledge of conversational German it is very
different from following accurately a rapid
lecture filled with technical terms. No
doubt ‘“ has studied in Vienna ”’ sounds well
in a specialist’s record, but it is usually
taken for granted that he has exhausted
his own country before going abroad, which
was by no means the case with me. There-
fore, so far as eye-work goes, my winter
was wasted, nor can I trace any particular
spiritual or intellectual advance. On the
other hand, I saw a little of gay Viennese
society, I received kind and welcome hos-
pitality from  Brinsley Richards, the
Times correspondent, and his wife, and I
had some excellent skating. 1 also wrote
one short book, “ The Doings of Raffles
Haw,” not a very notable achievement, by
which I was able to pay my current ex-
penses without encroaching on the very few
hundred pounds which were absolutely
all that 1 had in the world. This money
was invested on the advice of a friend, and
as it was almost all lost—like so much
more that T have earned—it is just as well
that I was never driven back upon it.

With the spring my work in Vienna had
finished, if it can be said to have ever
begun, and we returned vid Paris, putting
in a few days there with Landolt, who was
the most famous French oculist of his time.
It was great to find ourselves back in
London once more with the feeling that we
were now on the real field of battle, where
we must conquer or perish, for our boats
were burned behind us. It is easy now to

look back and think that the issue was
clear, but it was by no means so at the time,
for I had earned little, though my reputation
was growing. It was only my own inward
conviction of the permanent merits of
“The White. Company,” still appearing
month by month in Cornhill, which sus-
tained my confidence. I had come through
so much in the early days at Southsea that
nothing could alarm me personally, but
I had a wife and child now, and the stern
simplicity of life which was possible and
even pleasant in early days was now no
longer to be thought of.

I START AS A SPECIALIST.

We took rooms in Montague Place, and
I went forth to search for some place where
I could put up my plate as an oculist. I
was aware that many of the big men do
not find time to work out refractions, which
in some cases of astigmatism take a long
time to adjust. when done by retinoscopy.
I was capable at this work and liked it,
so I hoped that some of it might drift
my way. But to get it, it was clearly neces-
sary that I should live among the big men,
so that the patient could be easily referred
to me. T searched the doctors’ quarters,
and at last found suitable accommodation
at 2, Devonshire Place, which is at the top
of Wimpole Street, and close to the clas-
sical Harley Street. There for a hundred
and twenty pounds a year I got the use of a
front room with part use of a waiting-room.
I was soon to find that they were both
waiting-rooms, and now I know that it was
better so.

Every morning I walked from the lodgings
at Montague Place, reached my consulting-
room at ten, and sat there until three or
four, with never a ring to disturb my
serenity. Could better conditions for reflec-
tion and work be found ? It was ideal, and
so long as I was thoroughly unsuccessful in
my professional venture there was every
chance of improvement in my literary pros-
pects.  Therefore, when I returned to the
lodgings at tea-time I bore my little sheaves
with me, the first-fruits of a considerable
harvest.

SHERLOCK HOLMES AND “THE
STRAND.”

A number of monthly magazines were
coming out at that time, notable among
which was THE STRAND, then as now under
the editorship of Greenhough Smith. Con-
sidering these various journals with their
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disconnected stories, it had struck me that
a single character running through a series,
if it only engaged the attention of the reader,
would bind that reader to that particular
magazine. On the other hand, it had long
seemed to me that the ordinary serial might
be an impediment rather than a help to a
magazine, since, sooner or later, one missed
one number and afterwards it had lost
all interest. Clearly the ideal compromise
was a character which carried through, and
yet instalments which were each complete in
themselves, so that the purchaser was always
sure that he could read the whole contents
of the magazine. I believe
that I was the first to real-

Now it was my
turn, and I very
nearly f{ollowed
her. I can re-
member no pain
or extreme dis-
comfort, and no
psychic experi-
ences, but for a
week 1 was in
great danger, and
then found myself
as weak as a child,
and as emotional,

ize this and THE STRAND

MacazINE the first to put
it into practice.

Looking round for my
central character 1 felt
that Sherlock Holmes,
whom I had already i
handled in two little
books, would easily lend
himself to a succession of
short stories. These 1
began in the long hours
of waiting in my consult-
ing-room. Greenhough
Smith liked them from the
first, and encouraged me
to go ahead with them. .
My literary  affairs had
been taken up by that -
king of agents, A. P. Watt, .~
who relieved me of all the
hateful bargaining, and
handled things so well that
any immediate anxiety for
money soon disappeared.
It was as well, for not one
single patient had ever
crossed  the threshold of
my room,

I was now once more at
a cross-roads of my life,
and Providence, which 1
recognize at every step,

made me realize it in

a very energetic and un-

pleasant way. 1 was
starting off for my usual
trudge one morning from
.our lodgings when icy
shivers passed over me, and I only got back
in time to avoid a total collapse. It wasa
virulent attack of influenza, at a time when
influenza was in its deadly prime. Only three
years before my dear sister Annette, after
spending her whole life on the family needs,
had died of it at Lisbon at the very moment
when my success would have enabled me
to recall her from her long servitude.

Conan Doyle and his most famous character.
This portrail was taken at the {ime the early Sherlock Holmes slories were wrillen.

but with a mind as clear as crystal. It was
then, as I surveved my own life, that [ saw
how foolish 1 was to waste my literary
carnings in keeping up an oculist’s room in
Wimpole Street, and T determined with a
wild rush of joy to cut the painter and to
trust for ever to my power of writing, 1
remember in my delight taking the hand-
kerchief which l-uy upon the coverlet in my
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enfeebled hand and tossing it up to the
ceiling in my exultation. I should at last
be my own master. No longer would I
have to conform to professional dress or
try to please anyone else. [ would be
free to live how I liked and where I
liked. It was one of the great moments
of exultation of my life. The date was in
August, 1890.

Presently I was about, hobbling on a
stick and reflecting that if I lived to be
eighty I knew already exactly how it would
feel. T haunted house-agents, got lists of
suburban villas, and spent some weeks, as
my strength returned, in searching for a
new home. Finally I found a suitable house,
modest but comfortable, isolated and yet
one of a row. It was 12, Tennison Road,
South Norwood. There we settled down,
and there I made my first effort to live
entirely by my pen. It soon became evident
that I had been playing the game well within
my powers, and that I should have no diffi-
culty in providing a sufficient income. It
seemed as if I had settled into a life which
might be continuous, and I little foresaw
that an unexpected blow was about to fall
upon us, and that we were not at the end,
but really at the beginning, of our wan-
derings.

I could not know this, however, and I
settled down with a stout heart to do
some literary work worthy of the name.
The difficulty of the Holmes work was that
every story really needed as clear-cut and
original a plot as a longish book would do.
One cannot without effort spin plots at such
a rate. They are apt to become thin or to
break. I was determined, now that I had
no longer the excuse of absolute pecuniary
pressure, never again to write anything
which was not as good as I could possibly
make it, and therefore I would not write a
Holmes story without a worthy plot and
without a problem which interested my own
mind, for that is the first requisite before
you can interest anyone else. If I have
been able to sustain this character for a long
time, and if the public find, as they will find,
that the last story is as good as the first, it
is entirely due to the fact that I never, or
hardly ever, forced a story. Some have
thought there was a falling off in the storijes,
and the criticism was neatly expressed by a
Cornish boatman who said to me, 1 think,
sir, when Holmes fell over that cliff he may
not have killed himself, but, all the same, he
was never quite the same man afterwards.”
I think, however, that if the reader began
the series backwards, so that he brought a
fresh mind to the last stories, he would
agree with me that, though the general
average may not be conspicuously high, still
the last one is as good as the first,

“THE REFUGEES.”

I was weary, however, of inventing plots,
and I set myself now to do some work
which would certainly be less remunerative
but would be more ambitious from a literary
point of view. I had long been attracted
by the epoch of Louis the Fourteenth and
by those Huguenots who were the French
equivalents of our Puritans. I had a good
knowledge of the memoirs of that date, and
many notes already prepared, so that it did
not take me long to write ‘‘ The Refugees.”
It has stood the acid test of time very well,
so I may say that it was a success. Soon
after its appearance it was translated into
French, and my dear old mother, herself a
great French scholar, had the joy when she
visited Fontainebleau to hear the official
guide tell the drove of tourists that if they
really wanted to know about the Court of
the great monarch they would find the
clearest and most accurate account in an
Englishman’s book, ‘‘The Refugees.” 1
expect the guide would have been consider-
ably astonished had he then and there been
kissed by an elderly English lady, but it was
an experience which he must have narrowly
missed. I used in this book, also, a great
deal which was drawn from Parkman, that
great but neglected historian, who was in
my opinion the greatest serious writer that
America has produced. )

During this Norwood interval I was cer-
tainly working hard, for besides ‘The
Refugees ”” T wrote ‘“ The Great Shadow,” a
booklet which I should put in the very front
of my work for merit, and two other little
books on a very inferior plane—* The
Parasite ” and “ Beyond the City.” The
latter was of a domestic type unusual for
me. It was pirated in New York just before
the new Copyright Act came into force, and
the rascal publisher, thinking that a por-
trait—any sort of portrait—of the author
would look well upon the cover, and being
quite ignorant of my identity, put a very
pretty and well-dressed young woman as
my presentment. I still preserve a copy of
this most flattering representation. All these
boqks had some decent success, though none
of it was remarkable. It was still the Sher-
lock Holmes stories for which the public
clamoured, and these from time to time 1
endeavoured to supply. At last, after I had
done two series of them, I saw that I was in
danger of having my hand forced, and of
being entirely identified with what I regarded
as a lower stratum of literary achievement.
Tberefore, as a sign of my resolution, I deter-
mined to end the life of my hero.

THE “DEATH” OF SHERLOCK HOLMES.
The idea was in my mind when I went with
my wife for a short holiday in Switzerland,
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in the course of which we walked down
the Lauterbrunnen Valley. 1 saw there
the wonderful falls of Reichenbach, a
terrible place, and one that I thought
would make a worthy tomb for poor
Sherlock, even if I buried my banking
account along with him. So there I laid
him, fully determined that he should stay
there—as, indeed, for some years he did.
I was amazed at the concern expressed by
the public. They say
that a man is never
properly appreciated
until he is dead, and
the general protest
against my summary
execution of Holmes
taught me how many
and how numerous
were his friends.
“You Brute” was
the beginning of the
letter of remon-
strance which one
lady sent me, and
I expect she spoke
for others besides
herself. T heard of
many who wept. I
fear I was utterly
callous myself, and
only glad to have
a chance of opening
out into new fields of
imagination, for the
temptation of high
prices made it diffi-
cult to get one’s
thoughts away from
Holmes. )
That Sherlock
Holmes was anything
but mythical to many
is shown by the fact
that I have had many
letters addressed to
him with requests
that I forward them.
Watson has also had
a number of letters
in which he has been
asked for the address
or for the autograph of his more brilliant con-
frére. A Press-cutting agency wrote to W at-
son asking whether Holmes would not wish
to subscribe. When Holmes retired several
elderly ladies were ready to keep house for
him, and one sought to ingratiatc herself
by assuring me that she knew all about
bee-keeping and could ‘ segregate the
Jueen,” I had considerable offers also for
Holmes if he would examine and solve
various family mysteries. Once the otfer—
rom Poland—was that I should myself go,

Lo

The “death” of Sherlock Holmes.

From the famous drawing by Sidney Paget, published in
this magazine thirly years ago.

and my reward was practically left to my
own judgment. I had judgment enough,
however, to avoid it altogether.

I have often been asked whether I had
myself the qualities which I depicted, or
whether 1 was merely the Watson that I
look. Of course, I am well aware that it is
one thing to grapple with a practical problem
and quite another thing when you are
ailowed -to solve it under your own con-
ditions. I have no
delusions about that.
At the same time a
man cannot spin a
character out of his
own inner conscious-
ness and make it
really life-like unless
he has some pos-
sibilities of that
character within him
—which is a dan-
gerous admission for
one who has drawn
so many villains as I,
In my poem * The
Inner Room,” de-
scribingour multiplex
personality, I say :—

“There are others who
ave siiting,
Grim as doowm,
In the dim, ill-bodii g
shadow
Of my room.
Davkling figuves, stern.
or quaint,
Now a savage, 1ow @
saint,
Showing fitfully and
faint
1w the gloom.”
Among those figures
there may perhaps be
an astute detective
also, but I find that
in real life in order to
find him I have to
inhibit all the others
and get into a mood
when there is no one
in the room but he. Then [ get results,
and have several times solved problems by
Holmes's methods after the police l)a\'c_bocn
baffled. Yet I must admit that in ordinary
life I am by no means (»bscr\'unt; N’dl.l(l l»hat I
have to throw myself into an nrm‘lcml frame
of mind before 1 can weigh evidence and
anticipate the sequence of cvents.

« SHERLOCKOLMITOS.”
DPecople have often asked me \\'llcl]uT I
knew the end of a IHolmes story before 1
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started it. Of course I did. One could not
possibly steer a course if one did not know
one’s destination. The first thing is to get
your idea. Having got that key-idea, one’s
next task is to conceal it, and lay emphasis
upon everything which can make for a
different explanation. Holmes, however, can
see all the fallacies of the alternatives, and
arrives more or less dramatically at the true
solution by steps which he can describe and
justify. He shows his powers by what the
South Americans now call ** Sherlock-
olmitos,” which means clever little deduc-
tions, which often have nothing to do with
the matter in hand, but impress the reader
with a general sense of power. The same
effect is gained by his offhand allusion to
other cases. Heaven knows how many
titles I have thrown about in a casual way,
and how many readers have begged me to
satisfy their curiosity as to ‘‘ Rigoletio and
His Abominable Wife,”’ ‘“ The Adventure of
the Tired Captain,” or “ The Curious Experi-
ence of the Patterson Family in the Island
of Uffa”! Once or twice, as in “ The Ad-
venture of the Second Stain,” which in my
judgment is one of the neatest of the stories,
I did actually use the title years before I
wrote a story to correspond.

HERE are some questions concerned
with particular stories which turn up
periodically from every quarter of the

globe. In “ The Adventure of the Priory
School ”” Holmes remarks in his offhand
way that by looking at a bicycle track
on a damp moor one can say which way
it was heading. I had so many remon-
strances upon this point, varying from
pity to anger, that I took out my bicycle
and tried. I had imagined that the obser-
vations of the way in which the track of
the hind wheel overlaid the track of the
front one when the machine was not running
dead straight would show the direction.
I found that my correspondents were right
and I was wrong, for this would be the same
whichever way the cycle was moving. On
the other hand, the real solution was much
simpler, for on an undulating moor the
wheels make a deeper impression uphill and
a more shallow one downhill; so Holmes
was justified of his wisdom after all.
Sometimes I have got upon dangerous
ground where I have taken risks through
my own want of knowledge of the correct
atmosphere. I have, for example, never
been a racing man, and yet I ventured to
write ‘* Silver Blaze,” in which the mystery
depends upon the laws of training and racing.
The story is all right, and Holmes may have
been at the top of his form, but my ignorance
cries aloud to heaven. I read an excellent
and very damaging criticism of the story

- 00

in some sporting paper, written clearly by
a man who did know, in which he explained
the exact penalties which would have come
upon everyone concerned if they had acted
as I described. Half would have been in
jail and the other half warned off the Turf
for ever. However, I have never been nervous
about details, and one must be masterful
sometimes. When an alarmed editor wrote
to me once: ‘‘ There is no second line of
rails at that point,”” I answered : * I make
one.”” On the other hand, there are cases
where accuracy is essential.

I do not wish to be ungrateful to Holmes,
who has been a good friend to me in many
ways. If I have sometimes been inclined
to weary of him, it is because his character
admits of no light or shade. He is a calcu-
lating machine, and anything you add to that
simply weakens the effect. Thus the variety
of the stories must depend upon the romance
and compact handling of the plots, I would
say a word for Watson also, who in the
course of seven volumes never shows one
gleam of humour or makes one single joke.
To make a real character one must sacrifice
everything to consistency and remember
Goldsmith’s criticism of Johnson that ‘‘ he
would make the little fishes talk like whales.”

I do not think that I ever realized what
a living actual personality Holmes had
become to the more guileless readers until
I heard of the very pleasing story of the
char-a-bancs of French schoolboys who,
when asked what they wanted to see first
in London, replied unanimously that they
wanted to see Mr. Holmes’s lodgings in Baker
Street. Many have asked me which house
it is, but that is a point which for excellent
reasons I will not decide,

SHERLOCK HOLMES ON THE STAGE,

The impression that Holmes was a real
person of flesh and blood may have been
intensified by his frequent appearance upon
the stage. After the withdrawal of my
dramatization of “ Rodney Stone’’ from a
theatre upon which I held a six months’
lease I determined to play a bold and
energetic game, and certainly I never played
a bolder. When I saw the course that things
were taking I shut myself up and devoted
my whole mind to making a sensational
Sherlock Holmes drama. I wrote it in a
week and called it “ The Speckled Band,”
after the short story of that name. I do
not think that I exaggerate if I say that
within a fortnight of the one play shutting
down I had a company working upon the
rehearsa]s of a second one, which had been
written in the interval. It was a consider-
able success. Lyn Harding, as the half
epileptic and ‘wholly formidable Dr.
Grimesby Rylott, was most masterful, while

{
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artificial

Saintsbury as Sherlock Holmes was also very
good. Before the end of the run I had
cleared off all that I had lost upon the boxing
play, and 1 had created a
permanent property of some
value. It became a stock
piece and is even now tour-
ing the country.

We had a fine rock boa to
play the title-réle, a snake
which was the pride of my
heart, so0 one can imagine
my disgust when I saw that
one critic ended his dis-
paraging review by the
words, ‘“The crisis of the
play was produced by the
appearance of a palpably
artificial serpent.”” I was
inclined to offer him a
goodly sum if he would
undertake to go to bed with
it. We had several snakes
at different times, but they
were none of them born
actors and they were all in-
clined either to hang down
from the hole in the wall
like inanimate bell-pulls, or
else to turn back through
the hole and get even with the stage car-
penter, who pinched their tails in order to
make them more lively. Finally we used

H. A. Saintsbury, who has
played Sherlock Holmes many
hundreds of times.

snakes, and evervone, including

the stage carpenter, agreced that it was
more satisfactory.

This was the second Sher-
lock Holmes play. I should
have spoken about the first,
which was produced very
much earlier—in fact, at the
time of the African war. It
was written and most won-
derfully acted by William
Gillette, the famous Ameri-
can. Since he used my
characters and to some ex-
tent my plots, he naturally
gave me a share in the
undertaking, which proved
to be very successful. ** May
I marry Holmes ? "’ was one
cable which I received from
him when in the throes of
composition. ‘‘ You may
marry or murder or do what
you like with him,” was
my heartless reply. I was
charmed both with the play,
the acting, and the pecuniary
result. 1 think that every
man with a drop of artistic
blood in his veins would
agree that the latter consideration, though
very welcome when it does arrive, is still
the last of which he thinks.

H. A. Saintsbury as Sherlock Holmes in a

thrilling scene from “ The Speckled Band.”



SIR JAMES BARRIE’S PARODY.

Tt is known to but few that Sir James
Barrie paid his respects to Sherlock Holmes
in the rollicking parody now printed for the
first time. It was really a gay gesture of
resignation over the failure which he had
encountered with a comic opera for which
he undertook to write the libretto. 1
collaborated with him on this, but in spite
of our joint efforts the piece fell flat.
Whereupon Barrie sent me a parody on
Holmes, written on the fly-leaves of one of
his books. 1t ran thus :—

THE ADVENTURE OF THE Two-
COLLABORATORS.

In bringing to a close the ad-
ventures of my friend Sherlock
Holmes I am perforce reminded
that he never, save on the occa-
sion which, as you will now hear,
brought his singular career to an
cnd, consented to act in any
mystery which was concerned
with persons who made a live-
lihood by their pen.
‘T am not particular
about the people I
mix among for busi-
ness purposcs,” he
would say, ‘“but at
literary characters I
draw the line.”

We were in our rooms
in Baker Street one
evening. I was (I re-
member) by the centre
table writing out ‘“The Ad-
venture of the Man Without
a Cork Leg” (which had so
puzzled the NRoyal Society
and all the other scientific
bodies of Europe), and Holmes
was amusing himself with a
little revolyer practice. It
was his custom of a summer
evening to fire round my
head, just shaving my face,
until he had made a photo-
graph of me on the opposite
wall, and it is a slight proof
of his skill that many of these
portraits in pistol shots are
considered admirable like-
nesses.

1 happened to look out of
the window, and, perceiving
two gentlemen advancing
rapidly along Baker Street,
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“They are two collaborators in comic
opera, and their play has not been a
triumph.”’ o

I sprang from my chair to the ceiling
in amazement, and he then explained :—

My dear Watson, they are obviously
men who follow some low calling. That
much even you should be able to read in
their faces. Those little pieces of blue
paper which they fling angrily from them
are Durrant’s Press Notices. Of these
they have obviously hundreds about their
person (sec how their pockets bulge).
They would not dance on them if they
were pleasant reading.”’

I again sprang to the ceiling (which
is much dented)and shouted:. ‘““Amaz-
ing! But they may be mere authors.”

““No,” said Holmes, ‘‘for mere
authors only get one Press notice a
weck.  Only criminals, dramatists,
and actors get them by the hun-
dred.”

“ Then they may be actors.”
‘“No; actors would come
in a carriage.”

“Can you tell me any-
thing else about them ?

‘““A great deal. From
the mud on the boots of
the tall one I perceive

that he comes from

South Norwood.

The other is as ob-

viously a Scotch

author.”

“How can you

tell that ?
““He is carrying in his
pocket a book called (I
clearly see) ‘Auld Licht
Something.” Would any-
one but the author be
likely to carry about a
book with such a title ?

I had to confess that
this was improbable.

It was now evident that
the two men (if such they
can be called) were seeking
our lodgings. I have said
(often) that my friend
Holmes seldom gave way
to emotion of any kind,
but he now turned livid
with  passion.  Presently
this gave place to a strange
look of triumph.

asked him who they were.
He immediately lit his pipe,
and, twisting himself on a
chair into the figure 8, re-
plied :—

William Gillette, the famous
American actor, who scored
a great success both here
and in the States as the
famous detective.

“Watson,” he said,
“that big fellow has for
years taken the credit for
my most remarkable
doings, but at last I have
him—at last!”



Up I went to the ceiling,
and when I returned the
strangers were in the room.

“I perceive, gentlemen,”
said Mr. Sherlock Holmes,
“that you are at present
extraor-

afflicted by an
dinary novelty.”

The handsomer of our

visitors asked in amaze-
ment how he knew this,
but the big one only
scowled.

“You forget that you
wear a ring on your fourth
finger,”” replied Mr. Holmes,

calmly.

I was about to jump to
the ceiling when the big

brute interposed.

“That Tommy-rot is all
very well for the public,
“but
you can drop it before me.
And, Watson, if you go up
to the ceiling again I shall

Holmes,” said he,

make you stay there.”

Here I observed a curious phenomenon,
My friend Sherlock Holmes shrank. He
became small before my eyes.
longingly at the ceiling, but dared not.

“Let us cut the first four pages,” said
the big man, ‘“and proceed to business. 1

want to know why ”

“ Allow me,” said Mr.
Holmes, with some of his
old courage. ‘“ You want
to know why the public
does not go to your
opera.”

“Exactly,” said the
other, ironically, “as
you perceive by my shirt
stud.” He added more
gravely: ‘“And as you
can only find out in one
way I must insist on your
witnéssing an entire per-
formance of the piece.”

It was an anxious
moment for me. I shud-
dered, for I knew that if
Holmes went 1 should
have to go with him.
But my friend had a
heart of gold. ‘‘ Never,”
he cried, fiercely. ‘1
will do anything for you
save that.”

“Your continued exist-
ence depends on it,”’ said
the big man, menacingly.

“1 would rather melt
into air,” replied Holmes,

A. Conan Doy

le

]ohn Barrymore—another
American Sherlock Holmes.

I looked
before.

Dennis Neilson-Terry as Holmes
in ‘“The Crown Diamonds: An
Evening with Sherlock Holmes.”
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proudly taking another
chair.
you why the public don’t
go to vour piece without
sitting the thing out my-

“But I can tell

self.”

“Why ?”

“Because,” replied
Holmes, calmly, ‘‘thev

prefer to stay away.”

A dead silence followed

that extraordinary remark.
Tfor a moment the two in-
truders
upon the man who had
unravelled their
so wonderfully.
drawing their knives

gazed with awe

mystery
Then

Holmes ~grew less and

less, until nothing was left
save a ring of smoke which
slowly circled to the ceil-
ing

The last words of great

men are often noteworthy.
These were the last words
of Sherlock Holmes: ‘“ IF'ool,
fool ! I have kept you in luxury for vears.
By my help you have ridden extensively
in cabs, where no author was ever seen
Henceforth vou will ride tn buses 1
The brute sank into a chair aghast.

The other author did not turn a hair.

To A. Conan Dovle,
from his friend,
J. M. Barrie.

This parody, the best
of all the numerous
parodies, may be taken
as an example not only
of the author’s wit, but
of his debonair courage,
for it was written imme-
diately after our joint
failure, which at the
moment was a Dbitter
thought for both of us.
There is, indeed, nothing
more miserable than a
theatrical failure, for yvou
feel how manyv others
who have backed vou
have been affected by
it. It was, I am glad
to say, my only experi-
ence of it, and I have
no doubt that Darrice
could say the same.

Before 1 leave the sub-
ject of the many imper-
sonations of Holmes 1
may say that all of them,
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and all the drawings, are very unlike my
own original idea of the man. I saw
him as very tall—"over six feet, but
so excessively lean that he seemed con-
siderably taller,” said ** A Study in Scarlet.”
He had, as I imagined him, a thin, razor-
like face, with a great hawk’s-bill of a nose,
and two small eyes set close together on
either side of it. Such was my conception.
1t chanced, however, that poor Sidney

finally discussed and a small sum offered for
them by a French company it seemed
treasure trove, and I was very glad to accept.
Afterwards 1 had to buy them back again
at exactly ten times what I had received,
so the deal was a disastrous one. But now
they have been done by the Stoll Company
with Eille Norwood as Holmes, and it was
worth all the expense to get so fine a produc-
tion. Norwood has since played the part

Eille Norwood as Sherlock Holmes in a scene from the play at the
Princes Theatre, London.
The photograph shows the making of a wax model of Holmes with which the famous detective traps his greal rival

Paget, who, before his premature death,
drew all the original pictures, had a younger
brother, whose name, I think, was Harold,
who served him as a model. The handsome
Harold took the place of the more powerful
but uglier Sherlock, and perhaps from the
point of view of my lady readers it was as
well. The stage has followed the type set
up by the pictures.

F@lms, of course, were unknown when the
stories appeared, and when these rights were

on the stage and won the approbation of
the London public. He heI;sp that rare
quality which can only be described as
glamour, which compels you to watch an
actor eagerly even when he is doing nothing.
He has the brooding eye which excites
expectation, and he has also a quite un-
rivalled power of disguise. My only criticism
of the films is that they introduce telephones
m_otor—.cars, and other luxuries of which thé
Victorian Holmes never dreamed.

(To be continued.)



THE TERRIBLE HOBBY OF
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E.PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM

\HE whole Riviera from
! Hyéres to Monaco lay
basking in a glorious
" flood of spring sun-
shine. From her balcony Judith leaned, in
an exquisite négligé, and sang joyfully the
strain of the Neapolitan ditty which was
then' the air of the moment in the cafés—
a song of love, and flowers, and passion.
She looked over her shoulder andcalled
back through the Irench windows :(— -
“Hurry,- Joseph! I've something to
show you.”
Londe presently appeared. He had not
finished dressing, and he worc a silk dressing
gown, a gorgeous purple-coloured garment,
with an embroidered girdle about his waist.
He turned- his face seaward for a moment
and drew in a long breath of the lemon-
scented air. - Afterwards he looked down
at the little quay, close to which a yacht
lay at anchor.
“The south wind has gone, then,” he
observed, with satisfaction.

“1 like it
better when the Judith lics close at hand.”
“Pooh!” she laughed. ‘“ You never

forget.”

He turned and scated himself at the round
breakfast table, whose dainty appurtenances
glittered in the sunlight.

“Well, what isit you want to show me?”
he asked, absently, watching the curve of
Judith’s white arm as she lifted the coffec-
pot.

With the other hand she pushed an illus-
trated paper across to him, and pointed
proudly to the open page.

“Me!” she exclaimed. ‘“What do you
think of me, Joseph ?  Am I not beautiful ?

He stared at the full-length picture for
Vol. 1xvii.~7.

ILLUSTRATED BY
S.SEYMOUR LUCAS

a moment, blankly. It was a
photograph of Judith, taken
at a happy moment— Judith
exquisitely gowned, brilliant,
happy. A man in tennis clothes was standing
talking to her. It was entitled, “ Mrs.
Broadbent and the Vicomte d’Aix on the
tennis courts at Monte Carlo.” ’

“You let them take this ? » he muttered,
jumping up and staring at the picture with
fascinated cyes.

“Why not?” she answered, happily.
* See how beautiful 1 look, Joseph. It was
a Poiret gown. And the lace hat—Elise
says herself that no one can wear thosc
hats as T do.” ‘ :

“ How shall you like to wear the asylum
clothes again ? ” he asked, roughly.

“Asylum ! Joseph, don’t be horrible ! ”
she protested.
“1 mean it,”” he insisted,

his voice
shaking with suppressed anger. ** Coarse
flannel next your skin, a bath with vellow
soap once a week, and a serge covering like
a sack to wrap around your body.”

She began to sob. She was like a child
who has been scolded.

“Don’t you suppose they’ll see that
picture in T.ondon, and know that we are
back in Monte Carlo ? 7 he went on, bluntly.
“ Don’t you remember that we have enemices,
the business of whose life it i1s to track us
down ?  Worton, through whom I might
have been a sane man at this moment, if you
hadn’t interfered, with vour accursed sus-
ceptibility ; Worton and the grubbing cipher-
reader, who escaped at the last moment,
and the girl who had a father.  Don’t you
know they are hunting for us, all of them ?
They are fools, but cven fools blunder into

Copyright, 1923, by E. Phillips Oppenbcim,
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success sometimes. They were here looking
for us only in January, because of that
affair of the young man. We have had a
rest—two months, practically in hiding.
Now, directly we get Dback again where
there are some interests in life for me,
you beckon to them, back in England, to
come and start the chase again. You fool !
Can’t you realize that there isn't one of
them who won’t recognize that picture ?
Your brain must be shrivelling day Dby
day.”

She sprang away from him. Her beautiful
eyes were still wet with tears and her lips
quivering.

“T am very sorry, Joseph,” she sobbed.
“You know that somectimes I don’t think.
It seems to get more difficult every day,
and I cannot remember. Of course it was

very foolish of me. That awful place!
It comes Dback to me now. Horrible!
Horrible !

She wrung her hands. He contemplated
her with gloomy satisfaction. Her agony
pleased him,

“You're getting worse,” he pronounced.
“You're getting more childish every day.
The world fades away from you.”

“ It is true,” she faltered. * There are
times when I cannot think, when I feel the
clouds coming. Save me, Joseph! You
are so clever. You can do something !’

He remained motionless and thoughtful.

** Nobody can do anything for you,” he
pronounced, pitilessly. ** Your days for
thought are past. You must cling to the
sensations of the moment. Make the best
of them, for there is nothing else in life
for you. If, by any chance,” he added,
“ they get vou back again through this "—
he touched the picture—‘“and they take
away all your soft clothes and luxuries,
you will be a screaming lunatic in a week.”

“Don’t let them take me, Josepl,” she
pleaded. *‘“Don’t let them!”

He sat with clenched fists, gazing over
the Mediterranean, seeing nothing of its
gorgeous patches of blue, the pools of light,
and glittering jewcl-strewn sheen.  He tasted
the whole bitterness of fercknowledge.

““Of what account are you, after all?
he muttered. “ Here am I, a difterent
order of being altogether. T[it for any
position in the world, save for that one
tiny clot of madness, one evil pin-prick,
which nothing can move. I could be a
master of science. I have all the knowledge
those others strive for. 1 have vision. [
was made to be their master. And here
I am all the time dodging fate, with the
cunning of a lunatic, waiting for the hand
upon my shoulder, the grim sentence of
my fellows! I, their chief, the lord of all
knowledge ! ”

She was almost in hysterics now.

“Tyon’t let them take me, Joseph!’ she
cried, again and again.

He pointed to the paper.

“You!” he muttered. *“What do you
matter 2 A butterfly without a soul, a
thing of beauty, all husk and show,
risking hell for both of us to gratify vour
vanity.”’ .

“ 1 didn’t think, indeed I didn’t think,
she pleaded. *“ The camera-man was there.
It was all over before I could turn.”

He waved her away. He was thinking
again.

“ They will be here directly,” he reflected.
“The béspectacied pedant—a fool still, but
getting wiser with the experience of many
failures—the girl with the angry eyes, and
the aristocratic policeman. They are none
of them very clever, but they will get us
some dav. They hang on. They will be
ucre, perhaps this morning.”

“ You are cleverer than they are, Joseph,”
she moaned. * You always win. There is
the car ready, the yacht, cvr shail we fly ?
We can fly from Nice.”

“ My time for winning draws ncar to an
end,” he declared, with a somewhat ominous
note of prophecy in his tone. *“ I have heard
the warning. I have heard the footsteps
amongst the hills, the footsteps upon wool,
passing over the hills, coming downwards,
always downwards. What have I done
evil ? I, who caved thousands of lives.
It is that missing atom of brain., If 1 had
that I should know.”

I was a fool,” she moaned.

Suddenly the villa gates swung to. The
sound of horses’ hoofs reached their ears
from the drive. She lifted her head eagerly,
expectantly. All the gloom and sorrow had
passed. She clapped her hands.

It is Armand,” she cried. “ It is the
Vicomte. How beautifully he rides, and
what a lovely horse !

Ionde rose to his feet.

“Amusc yourself with him for a time,”
he advised. I must go and think. I must

decide whether we disappear or face the
storm.”

»

IAXN_steppe(l off the train at Monte Carlo
with  fifty pounds in her pocket, a
single trunk containing in chief her
two evening gowns, one afternoon toilette,
and a revolver. She engaged a room at a
small hotel, took out her tickets for the Salon
Privé and the Sporting Club, and paid a
Vvisit to an official of the place. He received
her politely, but without enthusiasm.
" You will not know my name,”” she said,
but I am, as a matter of fact, the advanced
guard of a small Commission who are coming
out here to try to effect the arrest of a
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dangerous criminal whom we believe to be
living in the place.”

It was an unfortunate start. Officials at
Monte Carlo do not like to be told that their
Principality could possibly harbour members
of the criminal fraternity.

“ Indeed, mademoiselle!” was the civil
but cold response. ‘ Perhaps vou can tell

“You let them take this?

me the names of the members of this Com-
mission to which you allude ?

* One is Sir I'rancis Worton,”” she replied.
‘ who is the head of the Home Branch of the
English Secret Service. He is bringing an
emissary from Scotland Yard with him, and
there is also another gentleman, Mr. Daniei
Rocke, a friend of Sir IFrancis.”

*“ Do you know the name of this supposed
criminal ? ”’ the official asked.

“ He passes under the name of Broad-
bent,” she confided. ‘' His wife's picture
was in the Tatler this week.”

Her companion smiled a little super-
ciliously.

* It happens,” he remarked, * that we
have recently investigated the antecedents
of the gentleman in question. We dis-
covered nothing against him. Mr. and Mrs.
Broadbent are very valued and welcome
visitors to the Principality.”

Ann frowned.

" he muttered,
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“ That man who calls himself Broadbent
is a murderer and a lunatic,” she declared.
‘““He was responsible for the death of one
young man here a few months ago. We
came over then directly we read about the
case, but both Mr. and Mrs. Broadbent had
disappeared.”

‘“ Mademoiselle,”

the  official

said,

staring at the picture with fascinated eyes.

patiently, " the circumstances concerning
the death of that voung man have been
fully inquired into. There is not the
slightest  foundation {for the statement
which vou have iust made.”

Ann checked a somewhat hasty reply.

“Why did they leave the place, then, the
day after the young man's suicide ? ” she
demanded.

Their leaving the place was a perfectly
natural happening,” was the civil but cold
rejoinder. ‘* Mrs. Broadbent was naturally
very much upset, and the doctor ordered
her an immediate change.  As to their being
in hiding, they were, I believe, in Rome the
whole of the time. I remember now that
one of the gentlemen of whom you have
been speaking came to make inquiries here.
We told him then that we could discover
nothing against either this gentleman or
his wife. They have come back here quite
openly, and until official representations are
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made to me, T shall do nothing to interfere
with their comfort.”

“ Will you permit me, sir, to tell you the
history of this man and his wife ? ”’ Ann
persisted.

“ Another time, mademoiselle,” was the
somewhat impatient answer. ‘* There are
demands upon me this morning.”

“ The man has been in a lunatic asylum,”
she declared, indignantly. ‘* He has com-
mitted three murders.”

“ These incidents do not appear in the
dossier of James Broadbent which we have,”
the official assured her, smiling. * Made-
moiselle, you will permit me to wish you
good morning. 1 will receive your friends
when they arrive, if they should care to pay
me a visit.”

Ann was repulsed. Tor the first time she
doubted the wisdom of the instinct which
had made her leave London at a moment’s
notice, upon seeing the picture. Daniel, as
it chanced, had been away in Somerset-
shire, Sir I'rancis was in Ireland, and no one
at Scotland Yard was willing to move with-
out more definite information than she was
able to give. She had sent off desperate
telegrams, and herself caught the first pos-
sible train. Now that she was here it
seemed that there was nothing she could
do. For the first time, too, she appreciated
the almost brilliant cunning of the man who
had escaped them so often, who did not even
take a pseudonym with which he was not
prepared to link a perfectly connected and
irreproachable past. She was inclined to be
depressed as she walked disconsolately
through the clean, attractive streets. She
had some idea of going back to her hotel.
Then a seat outside the Café de Paris, a
smiling waiter, her favourite air {rom
“Thais,” played by the red-coated band,
decided her fate. She sat down and ordered
a Dubonnet, herself becoming one of the
gay throng. And at the next table sat
Londe!

E was seated sideways to her, a little
turned away, and she realized from the
first the futility of any attempt at

escape. She was content to study him for a
few minutes. He was perfectly dressed, in the
negligent fashion of the place, in well-fitting
grey tweeds, grey Homburg hat, and brown
shoes. His beard was carefully trimmed,
his complexion and alert manner showed no
signs of decadence, nor of evil conscience,
His tie was fastened by a single pearl pin.
He was talking eagerly and forcefully to his
two companions, men of middle age and
professional appearance, who seemed to
listen to him with the utmost respect.
They were speaking in French, and, so far as
Ann could gather, of some abstruse scientific
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subject. She listened in wonder thondejs
unhesitating stream of conversathn, his
accent and gestures. He was evidently
holding forth on some subject on wh1'ch he
was an authority. Then suddenly, }Vlthogt
any warning, he turned round in his chair
and looked her full in the face. He rose at
once to his feet and bowed courteously.
There was no shadow of embarrassment or
disturbance in his manner. )

“ My dear young lady!” he exclaimed.
“ This is most delightful—a charming sur-
prise. Permit me to present Monsieur le
Professeur Trenchard, of Paris. Docteur
Coppet, the resident physician here. Miss
Ann Lancaster.”

Londe’s manner was perfect. There was
no escape, scarcely an alternative. In
less than a minute Ann found herself
seated between the other two men, her
glass of Dubonnet replenished, the guest
of the man who had killed her father, the
man whom she knew to be a lunatic with
death always at his finger-tips—the man
whom she had come to destroy.

“ Yon are fortunate in your acquaintance
with Mr. Broadbent,” Docteur Coppet
remarked to her in an undertone. ‘‘ He is
certainly one of the most brilliant men of
the day. Professeur Trenchard has travelled
all the way from Paris to see him, after
studying a paper of his on ‘comparative
lunacy.””

1 have heard that he was an authority
on the subject,” Ann murmured,

‘“ The greatest—1I should say the greatest,”
the doctor confided, enthusiastically. ‘It
is a privilege to have been able to make
his acquaintance here.”

Londe brought his scientific discussion
to an abrupt conclusion and turned cour-
teously to Ann.

‘““Are your friends—er—with you, Miss
Lancaster ? ”” he inquired,

‘“ Not yet,” she answered.
following—perhaps to-morrow.”

“I see,” he murmured. ‘‘ You are here
for ﬂ]e purpose of making preliminary in-
vestigations.”

““ Precisely.”

“And you expect them to-morrow, did
I understand you to say ?

“',lrhe_v may be delaved until the next
day, s,l’le replied.  *“ They are certainly
coming.

‘“ And in the meantime you are alone ? ”’

“1I am alone,” Ann admitted.

o &fm must dine with us to-night at the
Villa,” Londe suggested. I am sure my
wife will be charmed.”

The sound of music and the gay voices
around seemed suddenly to die away. She
felt .'llerself struggling in the throes of a
horrible nightmare. It seemed incredible

“ They are



Londe rose at once and 'bowed courteously. “ My dear young lady! ™ he exclaimed.
“ This is most delightful—a charming surprise.”
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that this man, the horror of her life, should
be sitting here, mixing with his fellow-
creatures, light-heartedly, with dignity, and
even condescension, that he should be asking
her without the slightest sign of hesitation
to accept his hospitality. It was grotesque
and terrifying.

“ 1 am afraid ” she began.

“1 shall take no refusal,” Londe inter-
rupted, cheerfully. “ To-night, asit happens,
we entertain a little company of friends.
Monsieur le Professeur, Monsieur le Docteur
here, the Vicomte d’'Aix—well, there may
be others, but of these I know. We certainly
shall not leave you alone at your hotel.”

‘“ My experience of your hospitality ”
she began, trying not to tremble.

He laughed at her.

‘“ Mademoiselle,” he said, ‘“ Jife is a great
game, and to taste its full savour one should
be prepared for the unexpected, one should
have the courage always to face it. You
shall be fetched at eight o’clock by the
Vicomte d’Aix. He is a harmless youth
who adores my wife. He shall also conduct
you home. May I know at what hotel ? ”

“The St. James’s,” she murmured.

“ It is arranged,” Londe declared, rising
to his feet.

A moment later she was wondering whether
it was not a dream. Three distinguished-
looking men—Londe bimself, perhaps, with
his burly frame and assured air, the most
noticeable-—were strolling away towards a
waiting motor-car.  She watched him—
the central figure—with absorbing curiosity.
He was apparently wedl known. A gendarme
saluted, a lady bowed, a man and woman
waved their salute from across the road. He
bore himself with dignity—almost with
condescension—her father’s murderer, a
lunatic criminal, a man who had baffled the
police a dozen times and to secure whom
they were even now rushing hot-foot across
France. She herself had travelled without
food or sleep to urge the police on to his
track. And he apparently welcomed her
with pleasure, had asked her to dine at the
Villa, had behaved with the courtesy of a
man of the world, had ignored with the
most perfect diplomacy the blood feud
which lay between them !

The remainder of the day passed rest-
lessly. There came no word from Daniel at
the hotel, not even the telegram she had
expected to let her know that he had started.
At seven o’clock she changed into the more
impressive of her simple evening toilettes.
She made up her mind that if the Vicomte
called for her she would go. She would leave
word at the office where she was, and if
there were no other guests she would decline
to stay. There could be no risk. The Vicomte
was a well-known young Frenchman of
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fashion. She would go with him and return
with him. Even Daniel could not disapprove,
and she would be able to spy out the land.
She would be able to decide whether his
attitude was a magnificent bluff, or whether
it were really Lis intention to stand firm,
to entrench himself behind his great fame,
and risk the whole truth becoming known.

T eight o'clock she descended to the
lounge, and a few minutes later a
very elegantly turned-out young man,

whom she recognized by his picture as
the Vicomte, entered and, after looking
around, approached her, hat in hand.

“1 have the honour to address Made-
moiselle Lancaster ? ' he inquired.

“ That is my name,” she admitting, rising.
“ [ suppose you are the Vicomte d’Aix?”

He bowed low.

“1 have the privilege to escort you to
the Villa Violette,”” he announced.

“1 am quite ready,” she replied.

So far he was entirely canonical. She took
her place by his side in the small but
luxurious limousine. They drove off in
silence.

“You are very well acquainted with
Mr. and Mrs. Broadbent ? 7’ Ann inquired,
presently.

I can scarcely call myself an old friend,”
he admitted, ““but I visit them a great
deal. 1 think that Mme. Broadbent is the
most beautiful woman I have ever seen in
my life.”

‘T shall be interested to meet her again,”
Ann observed.

““ She is like a beautiful flower unfolding
a little farther every day,” the young man
continued, enthusiastically. ‘ She is en-
trancing.”

“ How do you get on with her husband ?
Ann asked, bluntiy.

The young man’s attitude showed that he
regarded the question as not being altogether
in the best of taste.

* Monsieur Broadbent is a man of science,”’
he pointed out. ‘“ I respect him greatly. We
are not on intimate terms. I do not call
him my filend.”

“ Do you know whether they are leaving
Monte Carlo soon ? ”

_ t his companion
inquired.

I ha’\:e heard no mention of their
dof[ng s0,” the Vicomte replied. “1 trust
not.”

At the Villa they were received with some
ceremony. A butler welcomed them in the
hall.  Two other menservants were in
evidence. An irreproachable-looking maid
took charge of Ann. The whole atmosphere
?lfmthe place wa;s normal. In the little

wing-room  her last apprehensi
vanished. The Professeur fror%p Pari?lvcy;:



The sunlight was shining full into the room, giving a strange impression of debauchery
: to the remains of the dessert, the half-filled wine glasses,
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already there, the local doctor, Londe and
his wife.

Ann gave a little gasp as she shook hands
with her hostess. The Vicomte had not
exaggerated. Judith, in her gown of pale
blue velvet, a rope of pearls around her neck,
her beautiful hair becomingly arranged,
youth and health alight in her face, was
indescribable. She seemed scarcely more
than twentyv-five years of age, and she had
the conquering presence of a woman at
whose feet the world lay. Her welcome
to Ann was kindly but indifferent. She had
the air of never having seen her before.
They went in to dinner almost at once.

For ever afterwards that meal remained
a hazy memory with Ann. Its appurten-
ances were all, of their kind, perfect—the
lighting, the food, the wine, the noiseless
service. One or other of the guests talked
to her and she replied, glibly enough, but
mechanically. She could not keep her eyes
away from Londe. He was at once the
perfect host, the savant, the courtier.
He kept Professeur Trenchard interested,
at times almost excited, yet he never allowed
the general conversation to flag. He
dropped a valuable hint to the doctor as
to one of his cases, explained minutely the
only safe system at roulette by the use
of which heavy loss was impossible, and
smilingly acknowledged that his own large
winnings were solely a matter of chance,
that he had not the patience himself to play
upon any system at all. The meal drew to
an end. At Londe’s request coffee and
liqueurs were served at the table. With
only two women, he suggested, an adjourn-
ment was unsociable. A little haze of
cigarette smoke hung around the table.
Conversation grew louder at one end,
softer at the other. The Vicomte was
leaning towards Judith. Her eyes shone
like brilliant but unspeaking stars through
the haze. . . .” And then Ann was suddenly
conscious that she was struggling against
a curiously potent sense of sleepiness.
The voices around her died away, became
louder again, and then receded like the
waves of the sea. Her eyes ached, her head
drooped. She felt herself mumbling an
apology. She lurched a little forward.
Once more the voices had gone. There
was silence—relief.

HE awakening was the most wonderfn]
thing she had ever known. It came
suddenly and without a start, just as
though she had opened her eyes after a long
night’s sleep in her own bed. Shesat up and
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looked around her, dazed and incredulous.
The most amazing thing of all was that she
was still at the dinner table. The sunlight
was shining full into the room, paling the
electric light, giving a strange impression
of debauchery to the remains of the dessert,
the half-filled wine and liqueur glasses, the
cigarette ashes on the plates. Opposite to
her, as though aroused by her movement,
the doctor opened his eyes and gazed
wonderingly around. The Professeur fol-
lowed suit. The Vicomte, with a little
groan, staggered to his feet. Only two
places at the table were empty—the places
of Londe and his wife.

“Why, it's morning,” the Vicomte ex-
claimed, with pitiful inadequacy.

“ What is this thing which has happened
to us all ? ”’ the Professeur cried.

Then they saw a piece of paper in front of
Londe’s place. The Professeur seized and
read it aloud :—

* The Borgias provided sometimes strange
entertainment for theiv guests. We, of
the odern wovld, follow wmildly in their
footsteps. Both wmy wife and I, hating
farewells, have chosen this means of bidding
all our friends adieu, and lo the Professeur
particularly I bequeath this wmemory of
the drveamless night which I trust he will
spend, an example of the drug we were
discussing this afternoon.— Tariuffe.’

The Professeur was a man of science
first and a human being afterwards. His
mind was entirely occupied with his own
sensations.

‘It is amazing,” he declared. “ 1 must
have gone off to sleep in ten seconds. I
had no dreams. I have slept like a child.”

“1 have certainly lost some patients,”
the doctor grumbled. * It is eight o’clock,
and I may have been wanted a dozen times.
A foolish joke!”

* Joke!” the Vicomte repeated, miserably.
‘“ Mon Dieu! If it is true that they have
gone I am a broken man.”

Ann threw open the French windows.
A little breath of flower-scented breeze
swept in, mingled with the flavour of the
sea. On the horizon the white hull of a
yacht glittered in the sunshine. She pointed
towards it.

** There is the real humour of the situa-
tion,” she cried, bitterly. ‘ The worst of it
is that no one but myself can appreciate it.”

The butler threw open the door.

“ Le petit déjeuner is served upon the
terrace, macdame et messieurs,”” he
announced.

(The final stovy in this thrilling sevies will appear next month.)
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PERPLEX]TIES- HENRY. E. Bi')U’DENEY.

680.—A MOTOR-RIDE PUZZLE.

SOMETIMES the-introduction of an.apparently trivial
new condition will make an easy puzzle quite per-

plexing. Here is an ®-0-0-0

O-0-0-0

txample. The dia- I\

gram represents a ® (D OD—O—DO O—D
map of Puzzleland

with sixty-four towns G—O—O—0——O—D-O
connected by the only A

available roads. A P S0 G- D
man, setting out from N N D
thetown marked with | | Y

a star, wishes to visit O—P—D—P—P—O—-D—@
every town once and [ NN N NI NI
once only in sixteen ) N
straight runs, ending OO OO O OO

at the starting-point.

This would not be difficult except for the fact that
two little roads near the centre are omitted, because
they are not available, being under repair. How is
the feat to be performed ?

681.—THE QUEEN AND THE KNIGHT.

A WHITE queen and a black knight are placed at
hazard on the chessboard. What are the odds that
neither piece will be so placed that it can take the
other? Some will guess that the chances must be
greatly in favour of one piece attacking the other,
while some will take quite the contrary view. What
are the exact probabilities ?

682.—A COMMON DIVISOR.

HERE is a puzzle that has lately been the subject
of frequent inquiries by correspondents, only, of course,
the actual figures are varied considerably. = A country
newspaper states that many schoolmasters have
suffered .in " health in their attempts to master it!
Pethaps thisis'mercly a little journalistic exaggeration,
for it is really a very simple question if only you have

the cunning to hit on the method of attacking it. This
is the question : Find a common divisor for the-three
numbers, 480,608, 508,811, and 723,217, so that the
remainder shall be the same in every case.

683.—A CHARADE.

My first is seen in every house
Where cleanly people live,
And patronized by all who love

But little toil to give.

My next the fond, admiring youth
Begs of his lady fair;

Receives it as a pledge of love,
And treasures it with care.

My whole forms part of what must tend
To sweeten your repose :

And brings my rhyme, charade, and all,
In one word to a close.

684.—A DIGITAL DIFFICULTY.

1 AM frequently asked by correspondents to present
occasionally a puzzle with a deferred solution and give
acknowledgment to the reader who first sends in the
correct answer. - As a matter of fact, my solutions
are on the press some time before the reader sees the
puzzles to which they refer, which is the reason why
I am not able to comment on the ingenious answers
sometimes sent to me. The solution to the following
little problem I shall withhold until some reader sends
me the correct answer, and the first to do so will be
duly credited with his skill.

Arrange the ten digits, 1 2 34 56 7 8 9 o, in such
order that they shall form a number that may be
divided by every number from 2 to 18 without in any
case a remainder. As an example, if T arrange them
thus, 1 27 49 5 3 6 8 o, this number can be divided
by 2, 3. 4, 5, and so on up to 16, without any remainder,
but it breaks down at 17.

CHRISTMAS PROBLEMS—SOLUTIONS.

POCKET MONEY.
WHEN he left home Tomkins must have had three
stilings -and sixpence in his pocket.

THE STAIRCASE RACE.

If the staircase were such that each man would
reach the top in a certain number of full leaps, without
taking a reduced number at his last leap, the smallest
possible number of risers would, of course, be 6o
(thatis, 3% 4 x 5). But the sketch showed us that A,
taking three risers at a leap, has one odd step at the
end; B, taking four at a leap, will have three only at
the end ; and C, taking five at a leap, will have four
only at the finish. Therefore, we have to find the
smatlest number that, when divided by 3. lcaves a
Temainder 1, when divided by 4 leaves 3, and when
divided by 5 leaves a remainder 4. This number is
19. So there were 19 risers in all, only four being
left out in the sketch.

THE COST OF A SUIT.
Toe cost of Melville’s suit was £6 1ss., the coat
costing £3 7s. 6d., the trousers £2 gs., and the vest
£ 2s. 6d.

POSTAGE-STAMPS.
THE smallest sum on the three sides is Sd., and the

largest 1s. od., as here shown.
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AN OLD ENIGMA.

THE word is BEDFELLOW, which exactly answers
all the conditions.

MAKING A CHESSBOARD.

THE illustration shows how the linoleum may be
cut into only two pieces so as to form a perfect chess-
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board. Cut along the dark line. Then give piece A
a quarter turn in a clockwise direction, and 1t will fit
into B in a most satisfactory manner.

Perplexities

QUEER CHESS.
PLay as tollows :—

WHITE. BLACK.
. K B3 1. P—K 3
2. K—Bz2 2. Q—B3
3. K=Kt 3 3. Q takes B P, ch.
4. K—R 4 4. B—K 2, checkmate.

THE CLOWN CLOCK.

THE time will be 3 hrs. 1# min. The minute-
hand, on the wrong pinion, will thus have gone 16
minute pointé, while the hour-hand will have travelled
60 + 60 + 60 + 164 == 1967 points. And 167
multiptied by 12 is 1964 So the hands are
together and the time indicated as stated.

THE NINE BARRELS.

THERE are 42 different arrangements. The posi-
tions of the 1 and ¢ are fixed. Always place the 2
beneath the 1. Then, if the 3 be beneath the 2 there
are 5 arrangements. If the 3 be to the right of the
1 there are 5 arrangements with 4 under the 2, 5 with
5 under the 2, 4 with 6 under 2, 2 with 7 under 2.
\We have thus 21 arrangements in all. But the 2
might have been always to the right of 1, instead of
beneath, and then we get 21 reversed and reflected
arrangements (practically similar), making 42 in all.
Lither the 4, 5, or 6 must always be in the centre.

THE SECRET OF THE " VANISHING LADY " ILLUSION.

(See page 61.)

Tue proportions of the cabinet should be
about 3ft. wide by 3ft. 6in. deep, and about
6ft. high. The curtains should be made of thin
black material of the kind used by tailors for
lining men’s suits, and should be hooked inside
the framework.

The cabinet thus constructed may be closely
inspected without any clue to the trick being dis-
covered. The simple, though not obvious, ex-
planation is that the lady who enters the cabinet
takes the necessary ‘‘ apparatus *’ with her.

When the front curtain is drawn she takes
from beneath her clothing a thin black curtain
of the same material as the other curtains sur-
rounding the cabinet, shakes out the folds, and
hangs it up in front of her, as shown in the
accompanying photograph.

The cabinet is then thrown open, and so long
as she stands perfectly still behind this her
presence cannot be detected. Provided the
room is illuminated by artificial light, it is
impossible to discern any difference in the size
of the cabinet.

If the performer is a good showman, he will
show the ““ empty ™ cabinet for a few seconds
only, talking all the while, and then draw the
curtain again.

Th'e lady immediately rolls up the extra
curtain (which occupies a very small space) and
again conceals it on her person. Then she stcps
from the cabinet, makes her bow and her exit
and leaves the audience to resume their examina.
tion of the empty cabinet, and to puzzle out for
themselves ** how it is done.”
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ANY BOY OR GIRL CAN WIN
ONE OF THESE VALUABLE PRIZES

Here is a fine chance for any boy or girl under 16 years of age.
All you have to do is to choose one of the simple pictures in Wright'’s
Prize Painting Book and paint it as shown—taking great care, of course.
The first prize for a boy or girl from 8 to 16 years old is f5—the
first prize up to 8 years is £3. And there are many other money
prizes of different value—100 Hawk-Eye Cameras (real ones made by
Kodak) and 200 Jewelled Pencil Cases. Get your painting book
to-day. The only entrance fee is a wrapper from a tablet of

WRIGCGHT'S
COAL TAR SOAP

WHAT TO DO

Obtain a copy of Wright's Prize
Painting Book frem your Chemist or
Grocer, which contains full informa-
tion. If any difficulty, a copy will
be sent immediately on receipt of
1d. stamp addressed to ** Painting
Competition,” Dept. 8, Wright,
Layman & Umney, Ltd.,, 44-50,
Southwark Street, London, S.E.1.

To face end of Text.



CAN YOU FIND THEM?

FIND THE FOUR OTHER PLAYERS
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ASPlR]N A Word of Warning

Do not' acquire the habit of taking Aspirin to excess.
Remember that this valuable drug is not a cure-all, or
even a tonic. Its greatest use is in relieving headache,
lowering the temperature, inducing sleep, &c. Aspirin
Tablets are sometimes adulterated and often deficient
in Aspirin,  Therefore éuy éy name and be safe.
Howards’ Aspirin  Tablets are quite' pure, = easily
digested, instantly broken up in water, and immediate
in their action. Tell your Chemist you want '

HOWARD YASPIRIN

TABLETS

The really reliable all-British make. Made by a firm
with 126 years’® experience.
Of all Good-class Chemists.

HOWARDS & SONS Ltd. (Est. 1797), ILFORD, near LONDON. !

ROWLAND'S
MACASSARQIL

What beautiful hair
they all have!

Yet Dad’'s was getting * thin,”

The Refreshm& Odour of Lavender

You are certain to lke Price’'s Oup

EncLisi LAVENDER Soap not only because
of its enduring fragrance ; not only because
of its soft and profuse lather, but because of
its sheer economy and intrinsic charm.
Fragrant to the very last.

PRICES

Old &ngl glish
vl:avender Soap
L Ask your Stores.

Price’s § Co ods

Mother's falling, and little Dora’s
so straggly that it was to be
bobbed | Then Mother decided
to try a real hair tonic this time
so she bought a bottle of
Macassar Oil at her nearest
chemist at 3/6, though there are
7/- and 10/6 sizes. It's worth
trying to regain or retain the
natural beauty of your hair

GOLDEN COLOUR
for fair Hair.

ROWLAND’S
112 Guildford St., Gray's Inn Road

{late Hatton Garden)
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WlNTEI? SALE
Real Irish Linen

Our Winter Sale has now commenced,
and some very special cheap lots of
Genuine Irish Linen can be secured
at Bargain Prices. Do not let this
opportunity slip by.

Select from the list given below :

———DAMASK TABLECLOTHS

Irish Linen Damask Tablecloths, all pure linen, real

good qualityhandsome floral designs. Theseclothswill

wear for years,andalwaysretaintheir bright silkysheen.

Size 2 by 2 yards, 14/6; Size 2 by 2} yards, 18/2;
Size 2 by 3 yards, 21/9.

DAMASK SERVIETTES
Fine Irish Linen Damask Serviettes, superior quality,
quite perfect, guaranteed all linen, in handsome
floral designs.

Size 19 inches, 6 for 6/6; or 12/9 per dozen.

—DOUBLE DAMASK TABLECLOTHS —,
Fine Irish Linen Double Damask Tablecloths in
pretty centre designs.
Size 2 by 2 yards, 25/6; Size 2 by 2} yards, 31/10;
Size 2 by 3 yards, 38/3.
Serviettes, size 22 inches, 6 for 14/3.

IRISH LINEN SHEETS
Irish Linen Sheets, made from the finest quality all
pure Irish Linen, very strong and durable. These
lovely sheets will always retain their snow-white
silky sheen, and wear for a lifetime.

) per pair per parr
Size 54 by 90 inches, 32/6 | Hemstitched Linen
. 2 by 3yards, 35/~ Sheets
. 2tby3 ,, 45/ |Size 2 by 3 yards, 42/6
. 24by3 ,, 55/-1 ., 2iby3 ,, 588

LINEN COSEY COVERS ——

50 dozen Cream Irish Linen Crash Cosey Covers, hemstitched
with scalloped edges, handsomely embroidered in the following
colours : Pink, Blue, Gold or Green, 1/11 each.

LINEN REMNANTS
Remnant bundles of best quality Pillow Liaen to make 20/
six pillow cases, size 20 by 30 inches.  Per bundle, =
Remnant bundles of White Art Linen for afternoon 10 9
teacloths, tray cloths, etc. Per bundle, /
Remnant bundles of Irish Linen Huckaback Towelling,
sufficient to make six full-sized bedroom Towels. 11 6
Per bundle, /
Remnant bundles of Linen Roller Towelling, very
strong and durable for hard wear. Each bundle con-
tains sufficient to make four towels, 2} yards long,
18 inches wide. Per buadic, 11/-

For orders under 20/- add 6d. for
postage. Goods mnot approved can
be exchanged or money refunded.

Write for Winter Sale Catalogue.

y

95, Main Street, Larne, Ireland.

WHY SUFFER?

miseries through

Liver Troubles Rheumatism

Neurasthenia

Headache Exophthalmic Goitre Gout

Megrim Diabetes Acne

Spinal Troubles Heart Troubles Nasal Catarrh
Neuralgia Arterio-Sclerosis Throat Affections
Constipation Angina Pectoris Bronchitis
Indigestion Varicose Veins Asthma

Piles stone in Kidneys
and many other R
Chronic Kidney, Bladder or Prostate Complaints, when

these maladies can be quickly relieved and finally cured by

‘SYSTEMATIC’
HOMGEOPATHY

If you have taken the usual prescriptions, tried many
patent medicines, and are still uncured, order at once
and read without delay

‘EVERYDAY
CHRONIC MALADIES’

Their Causes, Course, and Cure.
By MAURICE ERNEST, LL.D.,
Homaopathic Consultant.

Nearly 200 pages Ilustrated.
v lothp):%zdition. 2/ -

The author, Dr. Maurice Ernest, of 93, Cromwell
Road, London, is an unorthodox medical man who has
given more thought to, and thanks to his large practice
zained more experience in, the treatment of Everyday
Chronic Maladies than any living authority. His book
will show you how Systematic Treatment can cure
almost any Chronic Ailment. Thousands of Chronic
Sufferers have been bencfited by reading ‘‘ Everyday
Chronic Maladies.”

Send at once 2/- (Postal Order or Stamps) to the Publishers,
M. A. ADAM & CO., 85, New Oxford Street, London,
W.C.1, and the book will arrive, post free, by return; or order it

Mucous Colitis

at the nearest bookstall. Foreign or Colonial stamps accepted.,

%‘.‘.‘I‘I“ ...-.-

WHY BE TOO FAT?

Regain Your Health & Beauty
and reduce your weight quickly
by commencing the never - failing
Antipon Treatment NOW. It has
21 years reputation, and is the only
safe, sure and pleasant remedy for
over-stoutness. No chonge of diet,
but_a reduction of 8 nz.to 3 1b. in
a single day and night. Sold in
owder and liquid, by Boots (600
ranches), and all Chemists and
Stores the world over. Price 8/-
and b6/, or powder form in plain
wrapper direct from the
ANTIPON CO. _(Desk No. 3)
27, 8tore Street, London, W.C.1.

8- & 6- POWDER OR LIQUID

RESOLVE
TO KEEP THE HOME
CLEAN AND HEALTHY IN 1924.

Make a resolution that this year i
Harpic, the only safe lava{ory {f’e‘;n‘;lrl. UEAE
tin a month through 1924 will make and keep
the Javatory clean. 8prinkle HARFIC at night
in the bowl, and flush next morning. That is all
th:A_L 18 Decessary to make the bowl spotlessly
z:hln‘.c. No labour, no work, 1t's as easy as that.
et a tin to-day — ¢, i 1
remote. vaeny 0l - he first application will

THE HARPIC MFG, CO. (Dept. B.24B.),
1
[

2,14, Staple Street, London, 8.E.1.

61d.81/5

* Sanpic’ removes
obstructions trom
drams. 3/- a tin,

AAVATORY CLanyen
TOA HEALTHY HOMES
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¥he has Health
/ze\év him Keep it

HIS merry youngster pessesses an
asset of infinite value—sturdy good
health. Help him to preserve it.

Physical growth and mental development during
childhood depend entirely upon whether a child’s
diet is yielding sufficient nourishment.

Make “Ovaltine” the daily beverage for your
children, for this unique preparation is 100 per
cent. nourishment. It contains the concentrated
nutriment extracted from creamy milk, fresh eggs
and ripe barley malt—Nature’s Tonic Foods.
One cup of “Ovaltine” contains more nourish-
ment than 7 cups of cocoa or 3 eggs.

Brain, nerves, and muscles are all reinforced by
this delicious beverage. “Ovaltine” is equally
beneficial for mother and father too.

OVALTINE

x TONIC FOOD BEVERAGE

Builds-up Brain,Nerve and Body

Sold by all Chenusts at 1j6, 2/6 and 4.
It s economical to purchase the larger
sized tins.,

A. WANDER, Ltd., London, E.C.1.

OVALTINE
RUSKS

Appetising, casily
\ digested, and very

nourishin.
\ 20 per tin,

p. 220

&
[ e e T T T TR CTIT]



THE FOSTER <=2 KNITTER

Provides PROFITABLE EMPLOYMENT for Home or Buzlngs:-
b hi akes th h ble knit goods for outdoor wear o gr_eatly admired,
é‘thoicskmgs, So;‘l::. cssporew Coats, Jumpers, Bcarves, upd Unqgmlothlqg. Awarded
28 Medals. Easily learnt. Over 12,000 sold. Established 1861. Write for

Cash, Hire, or Work Terms. Wools Wholesale. Samples Free.

I
B4 ... W. & J. FOSTER (Dept, H.), Market Street Works, PRESTON,
Australian Agents: The Foster Enitter Co., 26-30, Jamieson Street, Sydney.

Are You Deaf ?| [ RHEODMATISM CURED.

To further advertise our marvellous Galvanic Ring, which
absolutely cures Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Gout, Nervous
Disorders, and all kindred compiaints, we have decided
to give a quantity away. Write
to-day for size card, testimonials,
particulars of free offer, &c.—

GALVANIC RING CO,
(Dept. 36), Kew, London.

If so, you can be relieved by using

WILSON'S COMMON - SENSE EAR - DRUMS

A new scientific invention, entirely ditferent in construction
from all other devices. Assist the deaf when all other devices
fail, and where medical skill hasgiven no relief. They are soft,
comfortable, and invisible; have no wire or stringattachment.
Write ror Pamenier. Mention this Magazine.

Wilson Ear_bmm co British Agent, D. H. WILSON,

50, Raeburn Place. EDINBURGH.

e —

LABODEX SANITARY KNIGKERS CURED MYSELF AFTER 20 YEARS.
grm vemo. menane wasnanie | ST AMMERING.

N A ly Waterproof.

! iR A Bbao(;lﬁe ¥1‘0 LR DI After Stammering terribly for 20 years and trying ‘teachers,’
In Nainsook, trimmed lace schools, and advertised methods without relief, 1 at last
3 sizes 5/11 Postage 3d. discovered the real cure for Stuttering and Stammering (which
Also in CAMBRIC 718 CELLULAR 10/6, JAP is very simple), and cured myself. Now no stranger could
SILE 10, 2 E 18/6 & 21, tell that 1 bad ever been a stammerer. I will cure you (or your
/6 & 12/8, CREPE de CHINE 18/ /- child)in the same way and guarantee a thorough and perfect
! Avoid disappointing imitations. cure, or no charge. Write to-day for full particulars FREE
! unobtainable locally, write to Inventor, if you mention Strand Magazine—MR. FRANK 8. HUGHES,
MADAME CLAIRE DE LACOTE | 4 S0uthampton Row, London, W.C.1.

PATENT 5:4/12 (Dept. 3), 17, Charch Road, Barnes, S.W.13 —
v/ BAD LEGS
Mackill's Asthma C Dot eozemn v
ackill sAsthma Cure I o nmiE o

A sure and speedy remedy for this dintre_ssing affliction. Mackill's K URE M HOME TREATMENT

is no NE cure. but has been in operation for over 30 years, and iy . .
R tamous over 30 years. Entirely herbal, inexpen-

its fame rests on the solid foundation of etlicacy. o A
Liberal Frae Trial on Recetpt of 2d. Stamp. Semd et Ta ocuors and nospilals tal
Tins, 1/9, 2/8. and 4/6, post free. wrapper, which tells you how to begin your own
THE MACKILL ASTHMA CURE €O., BATHGATE, N.B. certain oure at home.—J. BOB%NSON & SONS,

18, KUREM HOUSE, BRADFORD,

NERENNENONER NN NN EN NN ONINONEINY

TWILIGHT SLEEP NURSING HOMES

Twilight Sleep painless Maternity is a boon which should be accorded to every mother and child.
Prospective parents are invited to call or write for Illustrated Booklet of the leading Twilight Sleep Home
in Great Britain. Resident physician. Best equipped. Most comfortable. Ten acres of beautiful grounds.
§ Chalet for husbands and visiting friends.  Recommended by Medical Profession. Telephone: Kingston 1807.
Z MATRON (B.L) BUSHEY LODGE, TEDDINGTON, MIDDLESEX. 7

LUXURIOUS BABY CARS SUCCESS AT THE PIANO
s e

18 yours for the asking. The Wright-Higgins System
AT BARGAIN PRICES.

teaches you to play brilliantly, without drudgery,
EXHIBITION STOCK. \

t’zn;gue,;r s'edaxi oi study. It is the system written
#nd conducte: a i

SENT ON APPROVAL BEFORE PUR- S — 2 o Tearaing o play the' e et
CHASE. Ball Bearing =

interesting method of learning to play the piano yet
. invented.  Write at o M :
wheels, Motor Panelled g4y l \ nce for booklet, * Training .
Body 39%ins.Mudguards, 2 & Gns. \
ete. Call or write, N

Teaching,” and particulars of Free K b it
Diploma when proficient. Pleat.‘see sgteoﬁdhli)rlfgﬁz:
UNIVERSAL SUPPLY ASSOCIATION,
4, Chapter House,

or Misas,
R. WRIGHT-HIGGINS, F.R.C.0., L.Mus.,
Ml Salisbury Sq., Fleet 8t., London, E.C.4.
—

RUPTURE :33::,',&5: ceen ] | STUDY AT HOME

T.C.L., Oak House (S.M.
Road, New Barnet. ¢ )+ Lyonsdown

and Inexpensive Treatment.

Entirely superseding all ont AND PREPARE FOR PROMOTION.
relief. Failare impossibl:. No torturmgfsy;ii::gos orx?):til:?d;; quigigl;f ]P“i‘::\]g:r;"s Oﬂ(;erg’ choice of 80 Postal Courses, embracing :
Call or write for FREE TRIAL and Testimonials and Booklet “A." malin and Secretarial suljects, Shorthand, Book-keeping

and Accountancy, Bank

LE BRASSEUR SURGICAL MANFC. GO, LTD. ©ept. Ew), | | Moern S iguites, subjecss of penmal ngonisy, Seonomics,

26 SACKVILLE STREET, PICCADILLY, LONDON, W. free Booklet, ‘““Home Study—the Key to Success,” which

Head Office: 90, Worcester Street, Birmingham, gives full particulars

ks: Pasay, Faris. ’
or) assy, Paris. PITMAN'S SCHOOL, 217, Southampton Row, Londen, W.C.1

ARE YOU HAPPY HEIGHT INGREASED

Bright, and Cheerful ? 1t is impossible to be so if you suffer By adopti i
from Nervous Fears, Awk\vardgess in Company,) Nervg\is ‘mymd;op\i;nlfe!?ﬁvt ;[n]n:glree:gg:&syo‘;l S npput nches
Depression, Blushing, Timidity, Sleeplessness, Lack of Will- Do medicines. Ordinary habi‘::‘,’{-‘é?{?.f“ﬁ‘
Power or Mind Concentration. You can absolutely overcome (sf“d famp for particulars, ‘testimonials, and £§06
all nervous troubles if you use the Mento-Nerve Strengthen- m“‘,‘ﬁ“ﬁ‘;’,i;ﬁ;f“?ﬁ"?ss"f* PROWSE, Specialist
ing Trcatment. GUARANTEED CURE OR MONEY Oak House (8.M.), Lyons

REFUNDED. -M.), Lyonsdown Road, New Barnet.

o . N.B.—Ladies should 3 .
GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, Ltd. 491, Imperia ® “fould send stamp ‘or my Height and
Buildings, Ludgate Gircus, London, E'.)c.d-. ' \~ Deauty Course.
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“When we have produced an antiseptic which can be taken internally, withput risk
of injury to cell-tissue, we will have conquered infectious disease.”—LORD LISTER,

The Wonder of ‘Yadil’

‘YADIL’ is not a drug, medicine, food, or nerve restorer, but purely
a harmless antiseptic which disinfects the human body just as
carbolic acid disinfects a drain. It never causes the least injury
to the most delicate internal organs.
into a glass, swallow it

[ s
HOW TO TAKE YADIL quickly and immediately follow with a drink of water, tea,

Pour one teaspoonful of ‘Yadil’

coffee, or other beverage. Be sure to take it during meals orimmediately after; never on an empty stomach.
One teaspoonful of

BRONCHITIS ‘Yadil’ at every meal.

Will end the trouble in a few days.

One teaspoonful of ‘Yadil’

INFLUENZA every two hours with

some light food or fruit juice. If taken at first
sign, the attack will not last a day.

One teaspoonful of
COUGHS three times a day.

will seldom last more than one day.
At very first complaint

DIPHTHERIA of pain in throat give

‘Yadil’ Jelly or ‘Yadil’ mixed with honey—
one tablespoonful of ‘Yadil,” three of honey.
Give one teaspoonful of this mixture every ten
minutes for two hours, then every half hour for
the rest of the day. Next day once every
hour. All symptoms will disappear in less than
ten hours, the trouble, whether diphtheria,
tonsilitis, or merely sore throat, will have been

*Yadil’
Cough

Same as for

WHOOPING COUGH Diphtheria.

The whoop will seldom last more than two
days if treated at the very beginning.

Dress with hot water in which
WOUNDS some * Yadil’ has been poured;

one tablespoonful of * Yadil’ in half-a-pint of hot
water. Afterwards bandage with a piece of clean
linen on which ‘Yadil’ Ointment has been
smeared thickly. One such dressing will heal
all wounds and prevent them becoming septic.

Apply im-

BURNS AND SCALDS 2pR7 i

pure ‘ Yadil’ on the burn or scald and smear over
it *Yadil’ Ointment thickly. The pain ceases
immediately and NO BLISTERS WILL FORM.
All traces of the accident will have disappeared

in five or six hours.
Read THE YADIL
CONSUMPTION Book for the com-

plete treatment, which includes ‘Yadil,” pure
food and fresh air. It seldom fails to effect a

nipped in the bud. complete cure, even in many advanced cases.

Read the evidence published in third edition of
THE YADIL BOOK T8 i 00k here. has never beon
anything like it before in the history of medicine. You will be astonished and
delighted. It contains chapters on The Causes of Disease, Doctors and Disease,
How to Stamp Out Consumption, directions for the treatment of over 200 disorders,
etc. With this book and  Yadil ’ you will be able to treat disease and prevent the
spread of epidemics. It should be read in every home and in every school to teach
the coming generation how to avoid disease and attain old age free from pain
and infirmities. The book consists of 288 pages, cloth bound and illustrated.
A copy will be sent to any address in the world on receipt of two shillings and
sixpence. You may order it through your chemist.

Prepared by
Clement & Johnson Limited Rescarch Medical Chemists 19 Sicilian Avenue London W.C.1,

Liquid 2 oz. 2/9 6 oz. 4/9 Pint 12/- Quart 22/6
Pills 50 2/9 150 4/9 500 12/- 1000 22/6
Jelly 12 oz. 10/- Ointment 10z 1/9 4 oz. 5/-
‘Yadil* Pastilles strengthen the voice. In tins, pocket size, 1/- Cartons of 12 tins, 12/

Of all Chemists, including all branches of Boots, Taylor's Drug Co., Ltd., Timothy White & Co.. Ltd.
Hodder & Co., Cockburn & Co., Ltd., and other Stores. or sent direct, post free. on receipt of remittance.
For abroad add 3 - for extra postage and packing.

The word ‘Yadll’ is reglstered \\Y

7 O
/////////// ?/// ,////,'//’f‘//;/%%)}mﬁ

B.P.

//// /A// ////////// S iloventeiss ///////////
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A COMPLETE PICTORIAL ATLAS

THE OUTLINE

OF THE

WORLD TO-DAY

TELLS YOU EVERYTHING YOU WANT TO KNOW
PARTS 1 to 5 NOW READY

PART ONE

The opening part deals with France—the Land of the People—
their customs, historic towns and buildings, and a fascinating
description of Gay Paree.

2 COLOURED PLATES, 3 COLOURED MAPS, 40 OTHER FINE PICTURES
PART TWO

This part includes a fascinating description' of the Riviera,
of the most beautiful Coast in Europe, and of Belgium and
its people.
2 COLOURED PLATES, 3 COLOURED MAPS, 36 OTHER FINE PICTURES
PART THREE

The fascinating story of glorious Belgium with its beautiful
towns, and a chapter on Holland and its people, with a vivid
account of the many quaint and picturesque towns.

3 COLOURED PLATES, 2 COLOURED MAPS, 38 OTHER FINE PICTURES

PART FOUR

This part deals with Switzerland—the country of variety and
surprises, and gives a vivid description of the mountains and
glaciers, the amazing gorges, beautiful lakes, and picturesque
towns. .
8 COLOURED PLATES, 2 COLOURED MAPS, 35 OTHER FINE PICTURES
PART FIVE

In this number wonderful Italy, with its isti
treasyres and old-world towns.y Rome andv;f::::c:fv?::;s:ﬁ
their wonders, Naples, Milan, and the HIalian lakes and
—~Riviera are described and pictured with a fine fidelity.
8 COLOURED PLATES, 2 COLOURED MAPS, 36 OTHER FINE PICTURES

THIS WONDERFUL WORK WILL BE COMPLETED
IN ABOUT 24 FORTNIGHTLY PARTS.

Parts 1 to 5 obtainable from all bookshops and bookstalls, 1/2 :
from the publishers, 1/5 post ’free, sach part, or sent direct

GEORGE NEWNES, Ltd., 8-11, Southampton Street, Strand, W.C.2
£ . .
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Suis b Post

Overseas men—the quality of the cloth
and tailoring you get locally is not half as
good as you can get by ordering your suits
or cloth by post from Huddersfield, Eng.
OVER 100 CLOTH PATTERNS
SENT POST FREE.
Send your address on a postcard to us and
we will post you free a fine book and over
100 cloth patterns. You will be surprised
at the better quality of the cloth and the
saving in price. Our pure-wool Tweed,
made-to-measure Lounge Suits cost only
59 -. In the finest Huddersfield Worsteds,
Indigo Serges or Scotch Tweeds up to £7.

Write for the palterns and the Fashion Book
(printed in English, French and Spanish) to

+* GROVES & LINDLEY, Merchant Tailors,
= 114, The Lion, Huddersfield, Eng.

ASTHMA NEWS

Asthma is a far less prevalent complaint than it
was before Dr. Hair originated and introduced
his famous “ Liquid Cure.” With it he first of
all cured his own Asthma. Since that time
thousands of other sufferers have also freed
themselves from the same complaint.

The full story of Dr. Hair’s Asthma Cure is
gublished in booklet form, gratis and post free
rom Dr. Hair’'s Asthma Cure, Ltd. (Dept 48),
104, High Holborn, London, W.C.1.

De. HAIR'S ASTHMA GURE

5/- per Bottle at all Chemists and Stores,

or POST FREE (Foreign Postage 1/6 extra) from
address as above.

WEAK KNEES

Slipping Cartilage, Synovitis, Dislocations, Weakness after
Fractures or Operations, Rheumatism, Paralysis, Sciatica,
Sprains, Varicose Veins, Knock Knees, atc.

NOMORE ELASTIC STOCKINGS.

Varivane Supports are an Entirely New
Method of Relief. Economical, cool, com-
fortable; made strictly to measure of
unshrinkable material, readily adjusted.
‘Washable, repairable, and last for years,
How to Measure.—Give size around the
leg at C D E over bare skin,
How to Order.—Btate for which leg, and B ~F
whether for Varicose Veins, Weak KNEE SUPPORT
Joints, or Weak Legs. Send measure- Clags A. Class B,
ment with P.O. (Postage 2d. extra). 10/6. 7/11.
Varivane 8upports are also made for Thigh, Calf, and Ankle,
Send for Illustrated Book, Post Free.

THE VARIVANE CO. (Dept. 41),
56, Borough High Street, London Bridge, S.E.1,

w

Become a GOOD PIANIST

without constant ‘“Practising ”

PRACTISING, intended to give facility and
ease of expression, dulls the most musical
sense, hardens the muscles, and takes all the life
out of piano playing. My System approaches
the problem from an entirely different and
commonsense view point. It does away with
all need of constant practising and yet requires
no apparatus or specially written score. It is
taught by post, but is in no way a sct, stereo-
typed course, for every pupil receives my
individual attention—and 16,000 successful pupils
now testify to its sitnplicity and excellence. Whether
for absolute beginners, moderate or advanced players,
my system is the quickest and most certain way to
complete mastery of the piano.

Jrom Brain to Reyboard

© Macdonald Smith’s Sysiem of Pianoforte Playing.
Sir Frederick Bridge and other eminent
musicians use and recommend my
system, the original postal system.
‘““Musical News" describes it

as ‘“the most striking dis-
covery of the present
generationfor practical

musicians.” F R E E
16,000 5" My BoOK,
Successful ? “Light on Piano~
Pupils

forte Playing?’ (fully
illustrated) will gladly be
sent to you free of charge.
When applying, do not omit to

state whether a moderate or
advanced player, or if a beginner,
whether you can or cannot play at
sight a simple hymn tune.

7. Wacdonald Smith, 19, Bloomsbury $q., London, W.C.1

— LEARN TO WRITE—

and
Earn while you Learn.

HORT stories and articles are commanding big prices, and the
demand for contributions is steadily growing. You can quality
under expert guidance to earn money by your pen, and to make
your spare hours profitable. The Journalism Course of the Regent
Institute will show you how to achicve success. In a series of
clear, practical, and interesting lessons you will be taught how to
write and what to write about, and helped to produce saleable
work as soon as possible. The instruction will be personal to
YOU, and from the wery start you will enjoy the use of an
Advisory Service. The moderate fee (payable by instalments) is
inclusi (Special ar ts are made for Overseas students.)

In'eresting Write NOW for a free copy of “ How to
Succeed asa Writer,” an interesting booklet
Booklet FREE % writer

which describes the openings for new writers,
and the unique advantages of a postal course which is training men
and women to write the kind of copy that editors want—and to
carn while they learn.

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

—,, !

NOSTROLINE

rRA®E MARK REC

When you feel it coming on—Sty
of the nasal organs—you know thal

against infection or contagion. Costs I3

In case of delay send P.0. or Stampg

NOSTROLINE  LABORATORIES, 729 CLIFTQy,

DON'T LET IT GET HOLD OF YOU.

finess, watering of the eyes, with irritation
ou have inhaled germs of Catarrh. Fly

at once to NOSTROLINE. ~Don't let it €&t no\d of you—delay is dangerous, often calamitous.
0 . Dontle h

NOSTROLINE tackles the germ and dei‘;{‘i&ﬁ curest oure on earth, Always keep a tube of
passages—that’s all; the simplest, 8

NOSTROLINE handy—use it freely in 0‘ﬂwg\?{dg\\em'\s\s keep it, or can easily get it for you. -

/5, to
BRISTOL,

Just a little sniffed up the nostril into the air

\aces where people meet, as a preventive

N

OSTROLINE

.

raneE ~ASR Sr0Y




~ Constipation Kills
One Person in Seven
through Cancer.

Constipation i3 mainly
due to lack of muscular
tone in the intestines and
the consequent weakened
and  relaxed condition of
the intestinal  wall  and
enfeebled  peristalsi or
an imperfect or deficient
seeretion of the intestinal
Huids. As  recently  as

h, 1 . one of the
greatest  living  surgeons
stated in public that one
person in seven died from
cancer  caused  through
intestinal  stagnation in
spite of the many drugs
in  use  to-day. The
existence of these con-
ditjions  can  be  traced
chiefly to  the wuse of
purgatives.

The ill-consequences  of
Constipation are so many
that it would be im-
possible to even attempt
cal with themn here, but it is saticiently obvious that the absorption
tention of
ine must be fraught with grave dangars to
Ith, and piles, indigestion, flatulence, dyspepsia, liver-sluguishness,
headaches, lagsitude, had breath and furred tongu 1 few of the many
serions ailments which result from faulty elimination,

The irritation set up in the intestine b
gitives seldom prevents these Lad afte
contents of the intestine do not move ste
until the already fermented matter liqueti
leaving, however, poisonous deposits at ev
the stagnation and poisoning &

There is only one perfect cure for Constipation, and that is internal
massage through the scientitic use and control of the external muscles,
and the only perfect method of securing such control is through Max-
alding, which can be carried out anywhere at any time.

All cases for the cure of Constipation are accepted under strict
guarantee of complete cure without drugs.

READ THIS REMARKABLE TRIBUTE

From a gentleman who no less than

12 YEARS AGO took a course in
MAXALDING BY CORRESPONDENCE

“ Mr. A. M. Saldo, November 5 1923,

Dear Sir,—In 1911, I took a course of instruction under you, but
meanwhile 1 had dropped it, I do not know why, But coming across
the exercises about six weeks ago, I started (I might say in sheer des-
peration, for 1 was suffering agonijes from dyspepsia) to go through them
again. Afterthe first week I had got rid of my trouble. In another week,
my appetite had returned,and now I feel asfit us ever I did. You will note
my age (43 years), and if you decide to use this letter as a testimonial
emphasize this, as 1 think your abilities cught to be recognized among
men of over forty vears of age, as much as the younger men. In lieu of
using my name and address, I am quite willing to answer at my own
expense, any enquiry from a prospective pupil or patient with whom
vou may put me in touch. If you will send me half a dozen booklets, I
will distribute them to advantage.

the use of aperients and pur-
i i or the
fonary
Hed suddenly,
testine. Then

‘ Yours sincerely (signed) —.

YOU CAN FIND OUT ALL ABOUT MAXALDING

and its application to your case by striking out the unnecessary items
on the coupon, adding yvour name, address, age and occupation, and
posting it to—

Mr. A. M. SALDO,
40, PALL MALL, S.W.1, LONDON, ENGLAND.
(FREE of all COST, POSTAGE or LIABILITY.)

1 (1) I desire to he cured of INDIGESTION, CONSTIPATION, NER- :
: VOUS DEBILITY, NEURASTHENIA, INSOMNIA, WEAK LUNGS,
: SUSCEPTIBILITY TO COLDS, RHEUMATISM, LUMBAGO, :
: SCIATICA, OBESITY, SLUGGISH LIVER, DIZZINFSS WHEN :
. STOOPING, LACK OF PHYSICAL DEVELOPMENT, LACK OF .
: SELF-CONFIDENCE, WEAK STOMACH, BILIOUSNESS, LANGUOR, :
: HEADACHES, OR :

2} 1 desire to sccure great Nervous Lnergy and Vitality., :
D (81 1 desire to secure exceptional Strength and Muscular Develop: ¢
H went.

Address.

Occupation.....ovuevninnns eeiaaaeraaaaee .

Age
8TRAND Mag,
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*“ Here you are, little chap, now don’t make a noise
(For baby’s asleep upstairs).
When you’re a big man, just remember, my son,
That FLUXITE soothes soldering cares.”

It’s just as casy to patch Tommy’s toys up

as to consign them to the dust-bin. After
all, there’s nothing like an old toy, and when
it shows outward signs of the rough time it
has, just go and get your solder and a tin
of FLUXITE, and find what a pleasure
there is in putting Tommy’s toys back on
the active list again.

ALL MECHANICS WILL HAVE

FLUXITE

because it

SIMPLIFIES SOLDERING

All Hardware and Ironmongery Stores sell FLUXITE in

tins, price 8d., 1/4, and 2/8, BUY A TIN TO-DAY,

Ask your Ironmonger or Hardware Dealer to show you
the neat little

Fluxite Soldering Set

It is perfectly simple to use, and will last for years in

constant use. lt contains a special ‘‘small space”

Soldering Iron, with non-heating metal handle, a Pocket

Blow-Lamp, FLUXITE, Solder, etc., and full instructions.

Price 7/6. Write to us should you be unable to
obtain it.

FLUXITE, Ltd., 160, Bevington Street, Bermondsey, Eng.

Reduced Price,

716

For the (tool-kit of your car or motor-
cycle or any suldering jobs about the home.

AT ET TR TR T T R
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BILLIARDS re= = HOME

THE “ CHALLENGE " (Patent No. 22642/12).
W. JELKS & SONS, the patentees of the best and simplest COMBINED BILLIARD AND DINING TABLE on the market,

hnve now - in stock 500 for immediate -dispatch. The simplicity of construction is one of its greatest recommendations.

There are no intricate - mechanical contrivances to get out of order and which constantly require an expert to rectify.

Prices quoted are for cash, but Payment can be spread over One or Two years by arrangement.

Sl:]EClFl%ATll?N —S|E)erul)r make, superbly polished, fitted thick slate beds, best low and fast cushions (built up strip),

and covered with a super ne cloth. - POLI

ACCESSORIES include 4 Cues, Rest, 9‘3'. Lich gILhSH COIA&O‘-JRS.M

Marking "Board, Rules, Spirit Level, and h‘g B aFogany, ntique T

3 Ivory or Composition Balls. G"fi"‘;:za O‘;"?e Anﬁau; O“ak'
SIZES and PRICES: 100 In stock. '

5ft.5in. by 2 ft. 11 in. 0
gét. gm. Eyifft. gm. %52 13
t t o ess eas y
8t 6in bydft 6im . .. 4210 dny table packed

and sent to any
3 pari of the world
on receipt of cash
with order, or
through the
usual shipping
channels in this
Country.

SECOND-HAND Billiard Tables by all the FRERE

best makers always in stock at low prices. | oy application,
Particulars Post Frec. on Art Billiard
atalogue of
everytbing relat-
ing to Bulliard
and Bagatelle
Tables, all gizes.

PORTABLE ILLIARD TABLES.

Same superior make as our Combined Billiard-Dining Table. Thick Slate
Beds, etc.  ACCESSORIES.—Two Cues, Rest, Marking Board, Rules, Level,
and three Ivory or Composluon Balls.
SIZES and PRICE
41t.4in. by 2ft. 4in £6 1 0| 7ft4m by 3. 10in
5 ft. 4 in. by 2 ft. 10 in. 5815 0 8ft.4in. by4ft. 4in £20 0 0
6ft.4in.by3ft. 4in. ... £10 10 0 | 9ft. 6 in. by 5 ft. Oin. £2710 0

w JELKS & SON 263-275, Holloway Rd., London, N.7
9 One minute from Holloway Rd.8tation, Piccadilly & Brompton Tube Rly.
The World’s Largest Billiard Table Dealers.

Telegrams : ** Jellico, London.” Phones : North 2598, 2599, 681. ““ Jellico, London."”
Codes : Western Union (Universal Edition). AB.C. 5th Edition.  SHIPPERS AND THE TRADE SUPPLIED.

Shoes that rise to the occasion

Norwell’s are shoes that any well-dressed man or woman will proudly wear on any occasion. So
often an expensive turnout is ruined by the wrong shoes—or worse, by the right shoes grown too
quickly shabby There are shoes in Norwell’s catalogue N
for everyone s every need—shoes where unusual wearing w ”
properties postpone the state of shabbiness or e s
N which must come with even ¢ Y
the best shoes, to a very P e.z'tb .F'OOfWGaI'
N\ far-distant future. “ Direct from Scotland.”
R\ Gents’ “Lochinver.” No. A2202—
W A popular model with uppers of
\ selected Black Box Calf or Brown
N\ Willow Calf. Back quarters
fitted with non-slip leather &
lining. Smartly lasted, 3

welted ashand sewn,
medium sub-

.. £1410 0

Lady’s ‘“ Lovat.” No. 137.
A beautifully-made Brogue that
can be had with or without overhanging tongues. 22,6
Uppers of selected Black Box Calf or Brown Willow :

Calfskin, bottomed with specially hard-wearing soles. Style Azzo: POST EREE.
Ifyoulikethelookofeitherof these models, send forasingle .

shoe on approval—gladly sent anvwhere in Great Britain - GUARANTEE : Money refunded in full

on reccipt of 9d. postage. New and distinctive designs for . . .
all purposes arc shown in the free illustrated catalogue. should there be the least dissatisfaction

When  ordering  stale  size wuswally worn, t broad
T || and if convenicni send pencilowtline of Orders f"’&‘ ab“"ad ?cewellslpecm: :‘meén:o{: pos ::':n:om:
e stockinged foot obtained by running pencil ‘e‘x"a R vite for Free ustrate atalogue, g
around  foul r-sting lightly on  paper. Sirand” Magazine, to— @

man
behind

| NORWELL'S “PERTH” FOOTWEAR, LTD.," 8% 3
..
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ESTABLISHED FOR OVER 100 YEARS.

P R e

Patent BALL AND
SOCKET TRUSSES
are stil unapproachable in efliciency for all casec of Hernia,
and they still enjoy that confidence throughout the Medical
Profession which has made them so famous for over 100 years,
Those wearing any other form of Truss, especially Elastic or Web

Trusses, are invited to write to-day and prove for themselves the
uuique superiority of the 8almon Ody Patent Ball and Socket Truss,

Particulars Post Free,
SALMON ODY, Ltd., 7, New Oxford St., W.C.

NERVOUSNESS

DAY PERMANENT CURE

tor Nervous Timidity, Self-consunusness, Blushing,
Trembling, Palpftatton, Twitching, Brain Iag, De-
pression, and all forms of nervous trouble. Simple,
private home method. Succeeds when all others fail.
Write at once for free particulars, sent privately.
Address ¢ §.M.D., 12, All Saints Road, St. Annes-on-Sea.

“WHAT'S WRONG WITH
MARRIAGE?”

HIS question was asked the other day by onc of
England’s foremost divines.  Are those who fail
in marriage wicked, sclfish, or cxceptionally difficult
to please? In the majority of cases thev are none of
these things, but when entering matrimony they were
ignorant of many things necessary to be known.
Racial health and the progress of civilization ace so
obviously dependent upon wise and happy marriage,
that it is surely criminal to allow men and women to
approach it in this spirit of ignorance and unprepared-
ness; and to dispel ignorance and encourage a definite
preparation for rarenthood, Dr. Courtenay Beale has
written two kindly, frank and important books which
should be in the hands of every married couple and
those contemplating marriage.

- " “ M
WISE WEDLOGK" ano “THE REALITIES OF MARRIAGE
Each 6/9, post free, or the two for 12/6
The first deals with the eub{ect of birth control, and the second
is a complete guide to adult men and women. Their informa-
tive contents are presented with infinite tact, sympathy, and
a genuine desire to help, and were every young couple to take
to heart the lessons of these invaluable guide-books the divorce

courts might take a long vacation.
Send Cheque or P.O. nuw, and the buoks will reach
you by return post, lugether with a specimen copy
of **Health and Efficiency" Monthly Magazine.

HEALTH PROMOTION, LTD.,
39, Efficiency House, Paternoster Square, E.C.4.

How to Conquer

TOBAGC
HABIT

easily in 3 days.

Would you like to give up Tobacco auickly
and easily and enjoy yourself a Thousand
Times better while in Robust Health?

Why continue to commit siow
suicidle when you can live a really
contented life if you only get your
body and nerves right? It is
unsafe and torturing to attempt
to rid oneself of tobacco by
suddenly stopping with “will-
power " —don’t doit. The correct
way is to eliminate nicotine poison
from the system, and genuinely
overcome the craving.

Tobacco is pmsonous and seri-
ously injures health in several
ways, causing such disorders as
nervous dyspepsia, sleeplessness,
gas belching, gnawing,or other un-
comfortable scnsation in stomach ;

constipation, headache, wcak cyes, loss of vigour, red spots
on skin, throat |rr|(a(|on. Catarrh,
asthma, bronchitis, heart failure, metan-
::wlz. 'lung btrouble, impure (;;(iisnncdi) STO P
ood, heartburn, torpid liver, loss of
appeti‘(e, bag teeth, foul breath, cnerva- RUINING
tion, lassitude, and many other disorders.
Overcome the peculiar nervousness YOU R
and craving for cigarettes, cigars, pipe,
chewing tobacco, or snuff. L I F E
Here is an opportunity to receive
FREE a_ carefully compiled treatise on
BOOK the subject, containing interesting and
valuable information.  This book tells
FR E E all about the renowned THREE DAYS’
METHOD by which thousands and thou-
i sands saved themselves from the life-
wrecking tobacco habit. Full particulars, including the
book on tobacco and snuff habit, will be sent FREE TO
YOU, in plain wrapper, post paid. Al you need do is
merely REQUEST IT. Write to-day.
EDWARD J. WOODS, Ltd.,
167, STRAND (353 T E.B.), LONDON, W.C.2
NOTE.—To those who are injuring their health, making
themselves nervous, dyspeptic, efc., by excessive use of
cigarettes, cigars, pipe, snuff, or chewing tobacco—Y ou
may now easily become your cwn master.

ARE YOU

BOW LEGS. sov-iccceo:

F o, there is no nced to worry

about it, for you will ceage to
cuffer any embarrassment from the
moment you commeuce to wear the
B.L. Appliance (which is worn
like an ordinary garter), for you will
always appear  straight - legged, as
YOUR TROUSERS WILL

HANG PERFECT.

Fow legs are a detriment to business,

spuil your pleasure, and are u Dujsance
always.

This Ingenious Appliance s
eusy to put ou, eusy to take off.

e o™ HUNDREDS OF TESTIMONIALS.
Write fur FREE [llustrated Booklet (8.M.),

With,
sent under plain cover, to
THE B.L. APPLIANCE CO.,
Saffron House, 23, Charterhouse Street, London, E.C.1.

“My RHEUMATISM
has Completely Gone”

1. Argyle Street, .Irk
Dear Sirs,—I ¢ mtracted a severe

Rheumatism. It became so pa
it was agonizing to use the n

gestures, illu ating my songs. 1
geveral T dies withont_obtaining v
until T wis mmended Urace, Teannot

sprak too highly of the beunefits received.
Th: Rheumatism has completely gone
I shall always mmend it to iy brother
and sister professionals. —Yours sineeroly,
rroll, Comedicune, —
ncure Rheumatisin, It directly attacks
and expels it from the system aud
pre That i3 why it CURES, and CURF
QUIL Y. 3~ and 5/- per box from Boots, Timothy White & Co.,
Taylors and uli Chemists and Stores, or direct from the URACE
Laboratories, 48. Woburn House, Store Street, W. C 1.

, 113, 3-&5— H
{ BOOT8 |
+  andall !
:CHEMISTSE

T ABIL _Fori S

URA
the

its ruap; arance.
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NEW HAIR GROWTH

Now is your chance to get Kotalko and see what it
will do for YOUR HAIR. Try Kotalko if you are
bald, if you have dandruff, it
vou are losing your hair.
Legions of users report that
Kotalko has succeeded when
all else failed. Good hair is
priceless !

TRUE HAIR GROWER]

Mr. Jack Evans, widely known athlete, was almost
entirely bald, as shown in photo. He had been losing
his hair a long time, he writes, but it started growing
anew when he began with Kotalko. By using only
three boxes of Kotalko he obtained full growth anew
just as you see in the larger photo.

30,000 TEST BOXES!

Do you know that when your hair falls out, or comes
out on the comb, the roots DO NOT come also. They
remain in the scalp, and in very many cases can be
mvigorated and
aided to grow new
hairagainevenafter
a long time. Be
sure to try Kotalko.

. i
Mpr. P. Tucker, from a photograph. person.

Miss Little, from a photograph.

Dear Sirs,—What Kotalko has done
for me is nothing short of wonderful,
Several years ago I lost all my hair.
My head was bare and shiny just like
the back of my hand.

I had been under a hair specialist and
a doctor, but all in vain.

One day, on seeing your advertisement,
I decided to try Kotalko, and I am
simply delighted that I did so, for I
now have a head of beautiful curly,
sitkk-like hair, which is admired by
everyone.

Kotalko has certainly proved itself a
true hair grower.

(Signed) MARY LITTLE.

AreYouLosing Hair,
or Bald?

You may save time by purchasing a full-size box of Kotalko
at a busy chemist’s alimost anywhere.
Or if you wish, you may send sixpence in stamps and receive
from us a TESTING BOX of KOTALKO post-paid.
fill out the coupon or copy it on letter.
Cut out this advertiscment.

Accept nothing else.

Please
Only one box for ono
It may not appear again.

Torrington, N. Devon. L1
After trying different treatments without result, I
was vcry)disgappo'intod, and thought I should be bald
all my life, or ¢lse have to wear a wig. )
Then 1 read about Kotalko, and decided to give it a
trial. Please bear in mind that I was quite bald and
my head was as shiny as could be when I started
using your compound.
After I had used about two tins I found T had got
hair coming all over my head. T continued to usce
it, and now I have got a good head of hair again, as

SEND THIS COUPON

Or Copy It.
Please send me, post paid, Testing Box of
KOTALKO with directions, for which I enclose
6d. in payment.

shown in the photograph.—Yours very truly, L L
(Signed) P. TUCKER. Name.ovov i, .
POST YOUR LETTER OR COUPON TO AQAPESS o0 o e e e e

J. HART BRITTAIN, Ltd,,

2, PERCY STREET (201 B.N.), LONDON, W.1 R

. 201 B.N,
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Beatrice
Grimshaw,

Stacy
Aumonter,

Perceval
Gibbon,

J. J. Bell,

elc., etc.

The Rt. Hon.

WINSTON
CHURCHILL

gives further
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REMINISCENCES
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Extraordinary Long

Is Obtained by Ordering Barratts
Double-Sole Double-Wear Boots by Post

Barratts are sole makers of these remarkably
coonomical, good-looking boots. They have been

nitated, but only Barratts experience and careful
experiment have succeeded in producing a Double-
Sole Boot cqual in appearance and not appreeiably
Leavier than an ordinary tewn boot. The “clump ™
<ole, attached during making, docs not impair flexibility.
It 12 casily removed when it requires renewal without
disturbing the main sole. the welts, or the inscle. These
important parts are alwayvs Fept intact and damp-proof,
preventing  the msole rotting.  Double Wear
s certain. Al the boot is built to  wear
welli—First grade supple Fox calf uppers, solid
leather  stiffeners, solid  leather  insoles  and
Iouble Soles of  best  Lnglish  sole  Jeather

Factory Price :
y stitched  on handsewn principles, all
give comfortable dry wear for remark

g Orts \ g
d ably lengthy periods.  Made in Derby
|} o 7 (as  ilustrated) or Balmoral  pattern
>£ g : (Style 101y).  Direct  ordering  from
factory by post cuts out all middlemen’s
POST IREE. supertluous profits. Double Wear halves
vour boot Lills.
Overseas Extra. Style 1655.
: State Style 1055 Derby  Pattern
Order NOW By POSt.—ThlS way-_nr 1614 Halm;»gnl Pattern, and
ive nenal size or Footzhape, got by ositting down resting  stockinged  foot on  paper, and
running upright lead pencil round. Sizes: 5, o0 70 8, o, 10, 11, 12 in three widths; medium,
wide, extra wide. Home orders, enclose 28f- in cheque or money order (size 12 1f- extran.

overscas  orders,  send  postage alao. With Cash on Delivery - Ordefs  send  1of-  deposit
only.  lLegal guarantee of satisfaction or cash refund given.  Post direct to Barratts factory.

W BARRATT & CO., LTD., 25 Footshape Boot Works, Northampton

Wear

Genuine
Barraltts
Double
Sole Boots
All Have
Fovtstafe
Mark on

The Sole

b T R 1 T 1 R T T

MANSFIELD’S

PATENT AUTOMATIC

“Water&Oil Finders

are used by leading Governments, Rail-
way  Cowpanies,  Land  Companies,
Well - Boring  Engieers, aud  others

A Colonial Engineer writes:
“Hiuce purchasing the Instrament
I have melected 300 sites, most of
which | have cither bored upon with
our own plants, or bad bored by sab-
contractors, 1 eve Y nstance we
have been successin

Seaports 43 extra.

We undertake the loc.'xliu_n of sites : WILLESDEN JUNCTION, LONDON, N.
and hoting at lomp sum prices nnder
guarantee of

“ No full supply no pay."”

bl Particulars on application !

~ W.MANSFIELD & CO., p;pusswcxsr. | ffj YELLOW or WHITE

Makers of Well-Buring Plant, Pumps, " Windmills, Gl Fugines
und cverything  connecled avith Water Supply and  Irrigation.

f

Cables: * MasTLES, LivErroorn.”  Tolephons Nooo L2 Bask.

B e O R N T B B

Prices of Water Finding Instruments ae: FOR over fifty years a tin, tube or bottle
€50 locating at all depvln up to 200ft. Vaseline " Petroleum Jelly has been \
75 . o . s00ft. mdlspensable to every well-organised house.
£125 o . 1.o00lt, Its prompt app'lcanon in cases of cuts, |
Prices of Water «nd Oil Finding In- scrapes, burns, and minor accidents often |}
struments are : prevents serious results !
£200 locating at all depths up to 3.z00f1. Also for internal use, for the relief of ‘
“ TR v d.5c0ft coughs and sore throats. !
2375 oo ,» 0,000ft, . !
" , ¢ 0,000 Wit o "
Delivery at  Colonial or  Foreign rite for Booklet: }I":%E[E{m“h & Beauly, L

CHESEBROUGH MANFG. CO Consd.,

~\aseline--

Ww.10.




When you snuggle down into bed on
a chilly winter night, you bless the
warm, fleecy blankets that enfold you in
soft comfort.  Washed with Lux in the-
Spring, they are as good as new, not one
harsh or brittle strand in any of them.

Lux is ideal for preventing the strands
of loosely woven fabrics from matting
together, and shrinking in the wash.

Blankets washed with Lux before they
are put away in store, come out looking
and feeling fresh, soft and as delightful
as when new. -

Packets (two sizes) may be obtained everywheve

WON'T SHRINK WOOLLENS




