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ARE YOU
ANXIOUS

£
to become a Steward on a Liner, a Prison Warder, a Chauffeur,a Bank

Messenger, or a Hospital Nurse? Do you wish to joia the Canadian
Police, the Cape Mounted Riiles,the Life Guards,the Hong Kong
Police, or the Metropolitan Police? Would you Lke to know how you can go

to sea in e.ther the Royal Navy or the Merchant Service? Do you want to
become a Sanitary Inspector, or an Inspector of Weights and Mea-~
sures, or a Factory Inspector, or are you anxious to appeir on the Stage?
These callings are very diflerent, are they nct ? but you will find full particulars of each
and of many others in ** Smart Hints.” The advize there given is plain and prac-
tical and in every instance has been specially written by thosz who have earned their living
in the special callings dealt with. Therdn lics the value of this unique work. There are
many cther wa;s of wage-earning described in its pages besides those mentioned above,
tosether with an article on Prospects in Other Lands, dealing with South
Africa, Australia, the Ausiralian Gold Fields, Naw South Wales,
New Zealand, and Canada. A list of Emigration Societies is siven,
with full particulars as to fares, ete., while there are some spec’ally uscful hints as to what
should be taken for use on a voyage by a third clas: passcnger. All who think of
Crossing the Sea should read this. If you are interested in any of thise subjzcts
you sheuld send six stam=s to The Puklishing Manager, “Smart Hirts”
Offe: (G.P.O. Box No. €C69), 2 & 3, Hind Court, Fleet Street, E.C., for

a copy of i

SMART HINTS,

(20th THOUSAND),

Ghe Finest PBook of Rejerence in the World,
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The Adventures of Mr. Banyard.‘

By Max Rittenberg.

It is with great pleasure that I introduce Mr. Banyard to you.
He is a gentleman whose adventures deserve lo be followed with
intersst, and | venture to predict he will make many friends during

the six weeks he 3 to stay wilh uws.

In fntroducing him | also

presont bis creator, Mr. Rittenberd, who thus makes fis first appear-

ance in the " Tale-Taller,”

Of all lypes of stories the humorous is

the most difficult to secure, and the hiumour which is never vulgar or

offensive is the most rare of all.

But you will find it here, | can

assure you, and know you will be ready o appreciate i,

.—A Honeymoon in Ostend.

HAT the juice am T to do1”
thought Mr. Banyard
dolefully.

Five minutes ago Le
had been perfectly certain
that the number of his bathing-box
wog 94, but No, 94 had proved to be
tight-closed when he fried to re-
enter it from the Ostend waves.

“ Allez-vous-en | ” cried some indig-

nant voice when he had hammered at

the door.

Then he tried 84, and 104, and 74,
amnd T4 had been ﬂpﬁn&d to him h}' n
lady who had preceded her hushand
out of the water.

Had it not been for Mr. Banyard's
professional experience at Overend
and Remington's, he might have been
shocked at the scantiness of the lady's
costume. His professional eye, how-
ever, was noting that it was a
straight-fronted model of size twenty-
one inches, with attachments of—
when a hairy arm yanked him round
the neck from béhind and cast him
into the waves,

"Cochon! ™ hissed the lady’s hue-
band, and slammed the door of hath-
ing-bax No. T4 at him.

“What the juice am [ to do?”
thought Mr. Banyard dolefully, He

No. 84

had lost his box; he Lad left his eye-
glagses  there—for one can’t po
bathing in glasses—not to mention
the reat of his sttire. His wife of one
week only was waiting for him upon
the "digue,"' P]'ULIIIJ[J" with i|1|||::-
tience, and his Fremch was rudi-
Mmentary.

The door of No. T4 opened, and the
bearded Belgian appeared at the
thresheld,

For o moment Mr. Banyard had a
wild hope that he was going to apolo-
gige for having token the box in mis-
take. But no; he merely aimed n
dirty towel at the shopwalker and
again  slammed the door at him,
Judging from the sounds inside the
box there appearsd ta be a quarrel in
progress between husband and wife,

“Berves him  jolly well right!®
thought Mr. Banyard angrily.  “I'll
make him jeslous, see if I don’t.”

After a while a lady’s hand waved
at him from one of the windows of 74,
and he felt a trifle comforted in spirit.
But there was still the problem of find-
ing hizs rightful dressing-place and
clothes,

5o he clutehed ot one of the men on

* Qincanatogroph snd all vights reasryed
by Author,
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horseback, who pulled the boxes in
and out of the waves, and said, *J'aj
perdjou mong box.”

These men, in the height of the
bathing season, are much too busy for
explanations, They merely hold out
their right hind with a pesture of in-
ternational significance. This man
pmmptli‘held out his hand.,

But Mr. Banyard, in his present
attire, had no trouser-pocket nor small
change.

“Gr-r-rth 1" said the man on horse-
baek, or words to that effect, and
jerked on his horse. .

Mr. Banyard began to search dis-
rpiritedly for his box. If it wasn't 94,
84, 104, or T4, what the juice was it?
Inspiration ! Tt must have been 49,

Shortsightedly he searched for 49,
and found it finally amidst the jumble
of bathing-boxes at the water's Ed%f'
The door opened to hiz hand and he
went in. A man's elothes—civilised
English clothee—were there right
enough,

But they were not Ads clothes. Sa
he sat on the steps of the box, shiver-
ing, and waited for someons to come
along and claim them,

Nobody came.

The waves began to rise round the
Lovx.

A man on horseback pulled it
farther up the sande.

Then Mr. Banyard made a beld
move. “By Jingo!" said he. “If
he's taken my clothes, T'm daghed if
I don't take his! Serve him jolly well
right. . '"Bides, the wife will be getting
“ratty’ if 1 keep her waiting much
longer.”

Behold, then, some five minutes
later, Mr. Banyard striding over the
sands in o check suit of passable fit,
swinging somebody else’s  cane
jauntily in one hand. Without his
eye-glasses it was difficult to dis-
tinguish faces at a distance, but- he
thought he recognised Jessie on the
digue, and waved a hand to her as he
started to ascend the incline to the
promenade.

Then o hand was laid on hig
shoulder. :

“Go away,” said Mr. Banyard,
thinking it was a vendor of picturs
PO\!‘!MI‘I:!#, )

TR T e,

Banyard

“ But no, my friend,” was the reply
in Emglish of o Continental brand.

Mr. Banyard turned and peered at
the man. He was soberly dressed and
had an air of authority about him.

“Who the juice are you?" inquired
Mr. Banyard.

The man passed him over a eard:
“Leverrier, of ze police, at your
service.”

“1 don't want you.™

* No, my friend, but J want you."”

“Here, look here,” snid Mr. Ban-
yard, ®are you trying to be funnyi"

“*Opkingon, I want you. Come,”
said the detective, deltly slipping an
arm, jiu-jitsu faghion, inzide the
shopwalker's.

Mr. Banyard struggled unavailingly
to free himself,

"Here, lemme go!* he panted.
o rg name's not Hopkinson—it's Ban-
yard; everyone knows that. You just
ask in the silks at Overend and
Remington's. Oh, dash it, 1 wish I
had my glasses—or you just ask my
wile.”

"Which wifel? "

“Mrs. Banyard, of course—who
d’you think +—Jessie. Dash you, lem-
me oo "

“Now, my friend 'Opkingon,” gaid
the detective, “if you struggle wvou
make a crowd. Allons, zat is not
pleagant. Come guietly, or I put on
ze "andeuffs.”

Indeed, & crowd of idlers waa
already beginning to gather upon the
digne. Amonpst them Mr. Banyard
eanght sight of the hai? Belgian and
hiz wife, both in cyeling costume,
Mr. Banyard recognised her by the
twenty-one-inch waist. Algo he noted
with his professional eye that her
eyeling knickers must have required
at least two and & quarter yords of
double-width material.

“Cochon! ™ hissed the hairy Bel-
gian, rushing down the ineline to
ghake a fist in Mr. Banyard's face,
“Tu crois mfaire cocul "

¥ Already Le has three wives,” whis-

red the detective to the Belgian in

is own language. Up the incline
rushed the latter to fing the news in
his wife's face. “Alrendy lLie hns five
wives, that pig of an Englishman|™
he oried.

e A




But. liiz spouse merely lmugher.i and
said, “Oh, la-lal”

* * ® = *

Apparently Hopkinson of the check
Buit was “wanted * for bigamy and at-
tempted wson,  So Mr. Banyard
pathered from lis captors when they
had him safely in the gendarmerde.

An accusation of arson might have
left him cool, but ta be accused of
bigamy—he, Mr. Banyard, a model of
respectability, on his honeymoon—
wag  Dbeyond the limit of human
patience,

“Here, look here! * said he angrily.
“What d’jou think I'd want to commit
bigamy for? I'm in the silks at Over-
cnd and Remington's. I'd good as
losz my place for a thing like that.
IVjou think I'd be such a silly foolt
Ile ran off with my elothes. Oh, dash
! T with I had my glasses| My
name's not Hopkinson—it's Banyard ;
any fool would know that. You just
ask my wife.”

“Where iz she?” asked the de-
tective, with ulterior mative.

“0n the parade, of course, waiting
for me. Here, lemme ga! 2

“What does she look

“8he has a blue dress om, if you
mean that,”

"Which is your "otell”

“Hotel d'Angleterre ; it's just round
the corner, ﬁa ran off with my
clothes, T tell you. He's pot my
rlaszes, too. Why the juice don’t you
collar hold of him{ *

But just as a gendarme gtarted off
for the Hotel d'Angleterre, into the
gendarmerde rushed Mrs., Banyard,
frantic with anxiety about her miss-
ing hushand,

“T've lost him! I've lost my hues-
band! He's drowned or murdered!
Ok, why did we ever come over to
Ostend? " ghe eried.

“Does monsieur call 'imself Ban-
yard ! " asked the detective.

“Yes, of course.  Have yon got the
murlerer ! *

The detective dramatically threw
oper o door.  “Beheld, then, mon-
gleur your "usband,” said he.

With o cry of emotion Jessie
wrapped herself round Mr. Banyard's
neck and hugred him tight.

3
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The detestive looked on sardonic-
ally. When the embraces began to
subside, he asked her how long she
had been married.

“Only a week. It's our honey-
moon., Oh, what a hongymeon!” was
the answer, dizentangled from a mix-
ture of tears and laughter.

“Madame Banyard,” said the de-
tective, w:th professional pr1d:a at his
astuteness, “ze evidence you 'ave just

iven will be of ze great importance.
%‘me, zen, zat monsieur your "usband
is already twice married; wiz you zat
makes ze tree times.”

“How dare youl"” flared the in-

dignant Jessie, “How dare youl”
and boxed his ears lustily. _
. MNever before Lad detective Lever-
vier had his ear boxed by a lady. He
staggered back, and rushed out of the
vroom to bring up reinforcements.
Over his shoulder he called: “Wait
one instant, and to prison you go, all
ze both 1

He had left the door open, and
Jessie pulled her husband by the arm.
“Quick ! Let's run home befora he
gets back. We'll pack up and leave at
onee.  Oh, this hateful Ostend ! "

Now, Mr. Banyard, as before in-
ferred, was not at that period in the
state of pormal coolness and urbdnity
in which he inguired of his Iady
custormers, “ And what can T have the
pleasure of showing jou, madam?i™
On his own ground—near the street
door, in the silks deparfment—he
would have been ready for any emer-
gency, but here, in a forsign en-
vironment, within a few yards of a
prison door, wrongfully accused of a
most improper erime, with his wife of
one week only liable to be forn from
his side and sent to another prison
cell—well, Mr. Banyard lost his head
and flew after o phantom safety into
the Rue Flamande.

Which was very imprudent.

¥ * * ® ®

A small boy gave the alarm.

A gendarme gave chose.

After him came the detective.

Then came the crowd, magically
collecting like butter in the churn,

Jeasie darted into the Hotel d'Angle-
terre like a rablit into o burrow, but
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Mr. Banyard—I raise my lat to him

—pallantlydrew off the pursuers from

his wife by continuing on down the

Rue Flamande.

It is o ln:lg, narrow street, and 1t
ends on the quays of the local shipping
harbour. Mr, Ba.n‘].rnrd ran on, on, on,
without a elear idea of how it was
going to end. Perhaps le had a
vague nofion of escaping over the
harbour ewinging bridge to the rail.
wiy station. Panting, he arrived at
the open space by the quays just as
the swinging bridge began to move
slowly ontwards to give passage to a
tug.

E‘:‘:"i'i'hnt- the juice am I to doi™
thought Mr. Banyard, exhaustedly,
“It's all U.P., that’s what it is1 "

But in this he was wrong., It wag
not all U.P. Providence, garbed as
the lady of bathing-box No. T4 and
riding a bicyele, was at hand. Mr
Banyard recognised her by the two
and o quarter yards double width.
On the eycle by her side he recognised
the hairy hushand.

“Cochon ! " Lissed the latter at him,
Apparently it was his favourite figurs
of speech.

But Providence, with a tenderness
of heart for the panting fugitive—oar
perhaps  desirous of provoking a
jealous hushand—jumped off her bi-
cycle and pressed it into Mr, Ban-
yard's hands, with o “Vite! Montez
done | ¥

Mr. Banyard did not waste precious
moments on polite ceremany.  Jump-
ing on, he found the pedals and dashed
for the swinging bridge, just getting
erer in time.

.. Three seconds later the hairy Bel-

ginn dashed for it too, with a ferrifie

bump as his cycle negotiated the gap
between bridge and quayside, But he
got over.

After them, shouting and pesticu-
lating, came the gendarme,

. The detective.
Some mongrels,
The erowd,

L = #*

L] *

It iz an established fact that if you
draw a chalk-line on the Aoor, and put
a fowl with its beak o the chalk-line,
that fowl will enly move in the direc-
tion chulked out for it. This is at.

4
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Banyard

tributed to hypnotic suggestion, or
auto-hypnosis, or something of that
order,

Ty the case under contideration the
chalk-ling was the line of Ostend’s
electrie coastal tramway, which has
its terminus, as perhaps you know,
Jjust oo the other side of the swinging
bridge.

The fowl was Mr. Banyard.

He followed it over the big canal
bridge and out into the country. After
him scorched the husband of the
twenty-one-inch waist, swearing great
scalding oathe. And presdhily an
electric car, with the gendarme, the
detective, and the lady of the bathing-
box on board—a “special,” with right-
of-way over all common ears—
tkooelied after them in the distance.

The cycle was three sizes too small
for him, and his knees were in danger
of bumping hias ckin, but Mr. Banyard
pedalled on like a Bath Road cham.
pion. Not for him to question why—
his but to keep the metals and ride on
till Doom was vepdy for its Giaut
Cement,

Out past Ostend’s mean suburbe,
out by the golf-links of Le Cog, sear-
ing dogs, chickens, and farmside cats,
scorched ayvele No. 1, pursued by eyele
No. 2, and, gaining steadily on them,
by the electric special.

Mr. Bapyard's heart beman to
thump like & marine engine.

“I'm dashed if 1 can keep this up
much longer,” thought Mr. Banyard,
“What the juice am I to do? "

A turn of the road showed him that
lie was ronning into o small searide
townlet—a place of wooden villas,
zaily decked out in red and green for
the pllorement of summer visitors.
Wenduyne is its name.

As he reached it the electrio apecial,
skooshing up behind him, clanged out
a brazen warning, and Mr. Banyand,
like a frightened fowl, turned almrIﬂy
off the line of the metals, up an in-
cline thai led to Wenduyue's digue,
and en to the promenade itself.

And as he did so, Providence on his *
side, he ran plump into & man who
was wearing his ‘own tourist suit.
Riding a yard or se behind, the hairy
Belgian ran into the two of them and
spilled- them on the ground.




% Hopkinson!” shonted Mr. Ban-
yard, with mingled joy and anger,

elufchiu%r};lt the man n the tourist’

guit. *“What the juice djou mean by
gtealing my clothest

“Pig of an Englishman " shouted
the Belgian, in his own tongue, clutch-
ing at Mr. Bunyard. “So first vou
would try to steal my wife and now
my bicyele | *

Up rushed the detective,
gendarme, and the lady of No, 74,

“Who is 281" agked the detective,
assuming command and pointing o
the man in Mr. Banyard's clutches.

“It's him ! Tt's him | " was Mr. Ban-
vard's joyful answer. “If's Hopkin-
son! He'a got my clothes! You can

see he's Hopkinson—any fool could
sge that ! " :

The detective locked st the man
keenly, then studied & paper from his
pocket-book, then advanced to the
shopwalker with outstretched hand.

“Monsienr Banyard,” said he
generously, “you are right. Permit
me to shake ze ’and of a brave and
gﬂﬂnut gentleman, Nevare, nevare

ave I seen such a splendid ride 1™

“Don't mention it, old man,” re-
plied Mr. Banyard, meeting gener-
osity with generosity and taking the
outstretched hand.

fBut my bicyele!" shouted the

the

By Max Rittenberg

hairy Belgian. “He tried to steal
iy

“Be gilent, thou!l” interrupted his
wife. “The bicyele—it is mine.”

“ Aceuse him, then, thyself.”

“That brave man? Never of my
life 1"

“Here, look here,” said Mr. Ban-
yard hospitably: “don’t let's quarrel.
You and your wife come and have o
bit of dinner with me ond my wife.
Venney diney, vous comprenny 7"

“Bacrrré nom d'un nom ! hissed
the Belgian about an ioch and a half
away from Mr. Banyard's face.
“Jamais! ™

“0Oh, la-1a! Tu es jaloux " mocked
Liis wife,

“Jealoug? 1?7 Art thou in thy
senses to imagine that I could be
jealous of a ninny who has not even
hair to his face? Bah! Clémence, at
once we ride away.”

But as the couple rode off the lady
of the twerfty-one-inch waist waved a
dainty hand in most friendly fashion
ta Mr. Banyavd.

“When I tell the wife alout all
this,” reflected Mr. Banyard, “1 don't
know that I need mention much alout
hep.™

Mext Week: * Between the Devil
and the Deep Sea.'’

THE VIKING'S NEW YEAR. ‘

Eack age has deem’d {he new-born year
The fitfest time for festal cheer!
Even—heathen yet—ithe savage Danwe

At Iol more deep the mead did drain ;
High on the beach Jis galleys drew,

And feasted all his pirate crew;

Then in his low and pine-built hall,
Where shields and axés deck’d the wall,
T.ﬂr:_}r gdrgaa’ upon ihe half-dressed sicer,
Carcused in seas of sable beer ;

Wihile rownd, o brudal jest, were ihrownt
The kalf-grawed rib and marrow-bone ;
Or listen'd all, in grim delight,

W hile Sealds yell'd out the joys of fight.
Then forth in frensy would they ke,

S

Wiile wildly loose their red locks fiy,
‘And dancing round the Blasing pile
Lhey make such barbarous wirth the wiile,
’ As best mright te the miind recall
"Eh The boisterons joys of Odin's hall —BcotT,



Storm.

By =y .“-‘. e

By dJ. Kendrick Wynne.

Mr. Wynne is always a strong writer, and here you find him at
his strongest. The story In itself is so horrible that commonplace
treatment would have made it revelting, but Mr. Wynne fs never
commonplace ; thus he has given us a fouch of sunshing amid the
storm, and the grip and warmth of real haman Inlerest throughout.

I
YLECOTTE tossed his pal-
ette down on to the rub-
bish-littered top of an old
ged - chest  that  stood
against the studio wall,
and, walking to the window, looked
aut over the pgrey, white-flecked
waters and weed-covered rocks.

He ceased work only because the
light was bad, heavy clonds coverin
the sky and bringing down upon lan
and sea & premature duek,

Tylecotte was & fall, -spare man
with a strong, determined face, black
hair, and dark eyes with a gueer light
at the back of them that hinted at
gome strong emotion held in check ;
chafing, struggling to be free, yet over
firmly and relentlessly cu hne
could not help feeling that should that
hidden foree bresk loose it must con-
vulse the man, and, in one’s ignor-
ance, wonder.

There was o sombre strength about
the picture on which he had im-
patiently turned his back.

Storm !

There were few painters living who
eould depict storn as did Lewis Tyle-
cotte. Onece he had painted calm sun-
sets and moonlight peace, but now it
wis always storm—storm, and gome-
thing more.

A man expresses himself in his
work, uneonseiously, pechaps, but in-
evitably,

On the canvas was shown a prey
sea, with great white breakers rolling
in wpon high black rocks that stem-
med their impetuous advanee. In the
foreground a wave had already broken
into a foam of wrath, and, in falling
baek to gather iteelf for another vain
onslaught, met an oncoming breaker
and tossed high in wild confusion.
And the black rock, wet and glisten-

ing, frowned down impregnable upon
the lashing waters, while stooping sea-
fowl flouted the angry wave-crests.

Revolt! Anger that would have
been magnificent save that in its im-
potence it degenerated into vapid
fury. And it was something of this
vain revolt that raged et the back of
Tylecotte’s eyes,

Over at 8t. Laze, o few miles down
the coast, lived Hilda Moore. She
wos 8 painter becanse she loved the
wild beauties of land and sea, and the
clear blue depth of the that was
reflected in her eyes. So she painted
upon canvas what she loved to look
Jupon, aid the joyful enthosiasm with
which she did her work gave it
strength.

When Tylecotte and Hilda Moore
were together they found the world a
very wonderful place, while when they
were apart an essential force was lack-
ing in their lives.

Yet he must not speak the words
that sprang to hie lips when zhe waa
beside him. Neither might he take
to himself any eredit for hiz restraint,
hecause somewhere, though none of
his present friends suspected the fuct,
Tylecotte had a wife.

He had been & young art student in
London when he met her, and had
married her hecause he thought
her veiy beautiful. Tt must have been
quite three monthe before be dis-
covered that his wife was a thief
whosa crimes had been more remark-
able for their treachery than their
daring.

They had ported, he allowing her
an ample income, Tt was eight years
since he had seen her, and nearly
three since he had Leard of her.

So Tylecotte’s love for Hilds Moore
must be kept in subjection, vet it
raged in its confinement even as the
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gea raged ngainst the rocks, a vast
force in prizon.

The bungalow where Tylecotts
lived, seeing no one except the woman
who came dajly to attend Lo his needs,
stood on a high bank surrounded by
tamarisk. There was a path below
the bank, on the edge of a ten-foot
cliff, and then shingle, rocks, and sea.
On either hand long, low headlands,
like a pgiant's ams outstretched,
formed a wide bay, _

The tide was now low, and reaching
far out into the sea was a reef of rock
which at high tide was a dark shadow
under shallow water. It now rose
rugged and ugly, brown with a
smother of seaweed save where it was
blue-black with clinging musszels. It
was Tylecotte's habit to fish from the
end of the reef for the bass that came
into the surf to feed, and in the deep,
cavernous pools he would hunt for
lobsters and crabs. Buch were his
eimple diversions; and from the end

. of tha reef one could see the lights

gpring into being under 5t
Head.

He took a long bamboo with a hook
at the end of it from a corner of the
gtudio, and swung a fshing-hasket
over his shoulder,

A few minutes later he was picking
hia way between the broad, brown
bends of seaweed, and now and again
leaping a narrow guolley that crossed
the reef, till he found firmer footing
where the clinging mussels roughened
the rocks.

In a little while he was climbing
the far end of the reef, on the seaward
gide of which was & deep pool run-
ning far back under a shelving roof
of rock till it was Iost in black
shadows, Clamberine down to the
Lrink of the 1, Tylecotte splashed
the hook-end 6f his pole into the still
water, and a score of emall fish flashed
in panic to their weedy covert? He
pushed the hook far into the dark re-
cesses of the rock, and moved it
gently till he felt a tremor of life
vibrate in hiz hand. He then with-
drew it cautiously, and out of its ob-
scure abode came a large crab, its
claws angrily eclutching at the bam-
boo. A few seconds later Tylecotte
held it powerless, its red-brown back

Oz

in the palm of lis hand, while it
clicked its claws fiercely together and
bubbled at its deor-like mouth, He
dropped it into the basket and again
drove the pole under the rock,
groping about till he thought he felt
the movement of life onee more. -

Mo crab adorned the hook this time,
hE.t'l:.—what the deuce had he got hold
ol

At the end of the bamboo was some-
thing that looked like a round stone
with a slime of weed about it, Tyle-
cotte lifted it on to the reck and,
loosening it from the hook, stooped
and picked it up. Next moment he
almost dropped it in his astonishment.

He was holding in his hand a
human skull!

He stared at it with a feeling half
of fascination, half of repugnance.

A ghull was mo curlosity in the
neighbourhood, where ancient British
burying-zrounds wers not uncommon.
But how came this gkull at the end of
the reef! Doubtless, he reflected,
when there was flesh upon these bones
the reef had been & grassy headland,
long since worn away by the encroach-
ing waters. A curious sense of mys-
tery enthralled him as he looked at
the prim relic. He must keep it as a
curiosity.

A little tongue of water crept le-
tween his feet, gently stirring the
emooth surface of the rock poel and
warning him that the tide was rising.

It was now nea.rlj' dark. He turned

involuntarily towards the west, where
the lights of St. Laze now glowed
warm and roddy through the au-
tumnal haze,
. Ower yonder were men and women
lauphing and gossiping in idle con-
tent! No;over there was one woman,
and perhaps her face was set towards
the sea.

He stood =till with the skull in his
hands, staring at the red home-lights
in the distance, while a sudden sense
of his desolation chilled him. Then
he turned and hastened homeward
over the rocks, about which the waves
were splashing, while the waters
surged strongly through the nargow
gullies, L=

In his studio Tylecotta lighted a
Inmp, and, clearing the skull of the
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slime of wead, examined it closely. It
was crusted m parts with tiny reck
barnacles. The lower jaw was miss-
ing, but in the upper jaw a number
of teeth still remained—small, white,
even teeth. Suddenly Tylecotie
started, and bent eloser over the grim
object in his hand.

]L:Jjne of the teeth was tipped with
gold,

Was it the custom of the pneient
Britong to gild their teeth? he won-
dered.

Ou the mantelpiece stood an old
elock of dark wood inlaid with lighter
wood., On the arched top of this clock
Tylecotte balanced the skull, and
there he left it.

It was never far from his thonghta
during the next few days. When he
had forgotten it for a little while his
attention would be suddenly drawn
tawards it in one way or another.
There would come to him a eurious
feeling that somelody was watchin
him intently, and turning his hea
suddenly he would look into the eye-
less sockets of the skull. Apgain, the
ticking of the elock would scem to be-
eome unduly, almost aggressively,
loud, and en locking round he would
gee, not the face of the clock, but the
faccless bones of the skull.

It began to get on his nerves. One
morning, whila he was working, hia
attention was three times distracted
in & few minutes by the semsation of
wabching eyes.

It was then that the impulss eama
to Lim to take the skull, and send it
bowling and leaping over the rocks
back to the sea from which it had
cote.

But he did not do so. !

One morning bhe received a letter
from his friend Garth, of St. Lage,
acousing him of deserting his friends.
On an impulse Tylecotte laid aside his
work, and, disentangling his bicvele
from a corner of the studio, started
with enerpy to pump up the fabby
tyres.

II.

Tylecotte's. spirits rose: a8 he sped
ewiftly alomg lane aud high road,
through sleepy, white-walled villages,

8

e el Bl

and on through meorland wilds, now
catching a glimpes of the sea, now
spinning alo ween heather-clad
tors; and s.auﬁua sun wig weakening
in the west he coasted down the long
hill into Bt. Laze.

Garth's florid, genial face and
boieterons welcomes affected  him
pleasantly, and it was good to feel the
friendly grip of a man's hand after
weeks of solitude,

80 we've managed to drag you out
of your lair at last, old man. Louie
gaid you wouldn't turn up. Come in,
tnd I'l lead you to her in trivmph,

“By the wn.r," gaid Garth pre-
sently, “thers ia a “hit up® at the
club to-night. A dance—imprompta
affair. Do you care to come, or would
you rather be quiet? The Moores
will be there and—oh, everyone!

Garth handed his cigar-case and
watched Tylecotte's face,

Tylecotte selected a cigar without
apperent emaotion.

“Thanks,” he said. “I should like
to be there.”

The 5t. Laze Arts Club consisted of
a single large room, open to the
rafters and crossed by heavy beams,
Small, square windows locked down
on to the water that washed the
granite wall on which the wooden
structure was built,

To-might the beams were hung with
fairy-lamps, beneath which = wers
gathered a throng of men and women
who had drifted to the sleepy little
fishing town from all parts of the
British Isles, and even from acroes the
Atlantic, bound together by the com-
mon link of painting. The hum of
conversation sounded merrily to the
pecompaniment of elinking coffee-
cups, and already the smoke of cigar-
ettes gtrenked the air.

Tylecotte and Hilda Moore were to-
gether, hardly conscious of the throng
about them. Hilda was tall, with a
grace of poise and figure that teld of
a free life in the open. As she talked -
to the man who looked down at her,
her eyes bright and her checks slightly
Bushed, she waa a picture of magnetic
vitality. Her hair was very dark,
with a warmth of hue that hinted of
anburn,

A few minutes loter the piano in




the  corner sounded, and presently
Tylecotte was steering Hilda through
the press of the dance, longing the
while to be with her out of doors in
the open, yet well knowing that
wisdom was not in harmony with his
wish, .

He danced with half a dozen differ-
ent partners before they came to-
gether again.

“1 wish someone would open the
Wilr;dows," anid Hilda, fanping her-
gelf.

Tylecotte glonced round the room
and up at the skylight.

“They are open—every one,” he
gaid, “What do you say to a breath
of fresh air on the pier? ™

“1t would be delicious,” said Hilda.
“And we can talk there. Lot us go.”

So they descended the wooden stairs
and took their way through the nar-
row, roughly-paved streets till they
came to the stone pier.

They walked to the end, and Hildw
lenned upon a granite capstan, in-
haling the soft sea-breeze that blew in
their faces. ; "

“ Delizhtful | ¥ she murmured.

The night was very still, the fishing
village had gone to sleep, and the
white cottages were in darkness. The
square windows of the club alone
glowed ruddy on the night, and
throngh them came the sound of
music ever the water. Out to sea a
lighthouse  streaked the black,
polished waters with pale fire that
gleamed and died and gleamed again,

“Why have you kept away for so
long ™ asked Hilda suddenly. *Youn
know that we like to see you. Do yvou
like being always alone?"

#1 have my work,” said Tylecotte
evasively.

“Yes, of course; but "—there Was
the faintest trace of petulance in her
voiee—* but do you care for nothing
elﬂﬁ? w

He almost laughed at the uncon-
geious irony of the question.

“Yes,"” he angwered ; “ but you know
one has to concentrate on one thing if
one means to be any good.”

# Are you painting another of those
splendid seascapes? They remind me
of magnificent tragedies.”

“I would gladly exchange and be

9

By J. Kendrick Wynne

able to paint pg you do,” he said, re-
calling her heather-clad slopes glow-
ing with warmth and eolour. *You
paint life and freedom, while I——"

“Yes? " she said expectantly, watch-
ing his face.

“0Oh, I paint things as T see them,"
he laughed.

Bhe was silent. His absurd con-
straint puzzled her, for she was not
unconsgions of his feelinge towards
her. He, too, was silent, while his
thoughts- fled swiftly to his lonely
gtudio and pictured it clearly in every
detail of its desolation. There, perched
upon the clock, was the gkull that was
always watching him, and it was
watching him steadily—now. A keen
sense of horrer gripped him.

He turned to the girl at his side,
and her presence drove away the eerie
feeling that had stolen over him, He
seemed to stand between life and
death. A word, and he believed that
ghe would come to him.

He get his testh as a man does to
endure physical pain. The water
rippled faintly on the steps of the pier,
and Hilda's shoe tapped softly on the
gtonea. Twice the lighthouse cast its
pale streak upon the water, and he
did not speak.

Then, ere he knew it, he was telling
her the story of his life. It came
harsh and broken from his lips, and
as Hildd heard she knew that his
tragedy was hers also, though they
had only met and talked as friends,

Yet when he ceased abruptly she
gave to him in few words the quiet,
warm sympathy of o comrade.

A little later they returned to the
crowded room, where the fairy-lamps
ghowed warm patches of colour in n
blue haze of cigarette smoke. Hilda'a
arm pressed against hiz almost im-
perceptibly for a moment, and then

ed to her side. As her touch
loft him he felt that » link had
broken.
Next day he returped to his seli-
tude. '

II1.
Back again at his studio, with ne
companions but his thoughts and Lis
work, Tylecotte tried to kill the
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“former with the latter,
merged and became one.

Again he painted the sea—the con-
stant mirror of his moods, But now
the storm had gone, and the waters
stretched in a soft, uwnbroken swell
into the distance, grey save where a
shaft of light, slanting from behind
a cloud, streaked them with a lvid
gleam. There was no stir of life u
the waste, Not a gull fluttered in the
air, and the sullen peace of the
m:f:[ars told that even the wind waa
still.

It was a portrayal of creation in-

" eompleta, inadequate,

And stronger and stropger as he
worked grew the impression of the
watching eyes. It was so perpetusl
now that he rarely glanced at the
gkull, except when there came to him
the idea that someons wag on the
brink of laughter, He half expected
to hear & sudden ripple of mirth be-
lhind him, and had he done so it would
have been almost a relief.

The skull alternately repelled and
fascinated him. He fell to speculat-
ing as to whom it had once belonged ;
when there were bright eyes in those
uow empty sockets, behind which the
light of intéllipence hed pleamed ;
when the small, white teeth, with
their impertinent speck of gold, had
flashed through parted lips that could
whisper and smile and kiss.

It is not well for & man to live alone
when pleasant theughts are forbidden
frnit—when his brain is active and
his imagination strong. Tylecotte
never went to the reef now nor
watched the lights of 5t. Laze glow
ruddy through the “mist. He wa
moodily along the cliffs, covering more
miles than he dreamed of ; frequently
forgot to eat; and during a wheole
rainy week got sosked to the skin.
Then the rain ceased and a great gale
raged along the coast, when the rocks
vanished under white cascades, the
breakers boomed upon the shore, and
the shingle ground sullenly in the

Eurge. )
Lgl‘::ta of jellied foam as big as a

man's head quivered on the prass or

flew Ligh in the whirl of the wind.

' Late, very late, that night Tyle-

cotte gtood outzide his studio. He

but they

i

staggered under the force of the gals,
and yet it could not cool his fevered
head. To breathe hurt Rim, and de-
spite the heat of his body Le shivered
a8 with cold.

He stood watching the white lather
of foum glimmer below him through
the dark, while the wind came revel-
ling over the water, shricking an ex-
ultant song of sunken wrecks out
thers in the blackness, The salt spray
drenched him where he stood, and =
branch of wet tamarisk clawed his
burning face like a drowning hand.

He turned into the stedio at last,
and forcing the door back upon the
wind lit a lamp and sat down. - Doors
and windows rattled, the light
wavered, and the cocoanut matting
floated upward from the floor, Tyle-
cotte sat very still, becausze he was
vaguely conscious that it was wise to
remain so, for he did not know what
he would do if he pot up. The storm
made monotonous music in his ears,
and a ship's rocket, sounding faintly
out af sen, sectued to be & very proper
??cn!npnnimem and did not rouse

L1,

Twice mors the rocket boomed and
he did not stir, but turning his head
slowly looked at the skull.

The flickering lamplight cast
strange shadows in the sockets, really
wonderfully  like eyes—atendfastly
watchful eyes.

He wus not conscions of getting up,

t presently he found himself Tean-
ing against the chimneypiece, hold-
ing the skull in his hands.

He stood thus in a dream, and pre-
sently it seemed that his fingers were
lost in o eoft mass of red-pold hair,
and that two eves, like pale blue fire,
looked into his from a faee of child-
like beauty—Uleauty that had spoiled
his life. e

He remained very still under the
spell of that levely, upturned face,
while a voice began to speak with a
goft melody that lulled him deepor
inte his dream. ;

The voiee welsamed him as the man
who could see, who had rent the veil
of reason and looked into the eyes of
truth, - There was a mockery in its
mellow music, a honeyed irony in its
Lender tones as it murmured a strange




story in his ear. It teld of a ship that
had struck and gone down out yonder
where the breakers roared upon the
reef, and of a woman who had sunk
and been drowned in the depths. A
pang of horror and pity clutched the
man’s heart as he looked down into
the eyes of the wife of whom the tale
was told, and yet who told the tale,
and who, ending, laughed.

“Dear, how hot your head is!”
murmured the drowsy voice, and it
seemed that there were flames sbout
his brow. . " Come, eool it where the
waters have the cold blue of the ice-
berg. T will show you the caves
where tall white lilies bud, and,
bleoming, break into snow-white
flakes of foam. Come to the cool
caves of silence, deep, deep down
under the spirit of storm. Come——"

* L #* * *

A little band of men, on their way
home from the wreck of a French
barque a few miles to westward, were
fighting their way against the wind
in the grey dawn.

Suddenly from the high bank on
their right a man jomped down in
their path, staggered forward, and
gprang over the low cliff on to the
.shingle below, They drew back for a
moment and stared at the strange
figure that pressed knee-deep into the
surf. One at least of them had seen
and recognised the face of Tylecotte,
and even in that swift glimpse had
realized that things were not as they
ghould be with him.

“Come 'ee on, lads!™ he cried
hoarsely. “It’s clean daft he do be.
We shan't let 'un drown:"”

Tylecotte pressed Hercely on, as to
gome urgent goal—on till he met the
great curve of a breaking wave that
lifted him and bore him backward
into stronz hands that gripped and
held him. His captors swayed and
gtaggered in the sorge, but main-
tained their ground, and =some-
thing round and yellow-grey dropped
from Tylecotte’s grasp and was swal-
lowed up in the foam. He swung the
men who gripped him back to the
length of his long arms for a moment,
and his chest bowed out in his efforts
to shake off their hold. Then, as they

By J. Kendrick Wynne

cloged in upon him again, his neck
strained forward towards the sea and
a dry, strangled voice came from be-
tween his parched lips.

“Let me go to her—let me po——u0-"8

“Don’t 'es be foolish, my dear,”
said one of the men, as though speak-
ing to a little child, and they drew
him back to where a mess of froth and
weed marked the limit of the tide.

But Tylecotte's face was still set
towards the sea, and his glazed eyes
seemed to follow  something  that
moved over the water, And the men
who held him, pursuing the direction
of hiz gaze, saw what may have leen
a wisp of spray whirled up and
twisted in the wind that carried it to
the head of the reef, where 1t was lost
in the boiling surf. But they
shivered as they looked, for they were
men of & faneiful roce.

* * L * *

The doctor found Tylecotte suffer-
ing from pneumonia, and as Hilda
Moore had once been trained az a
nurse, and as the doctor knew a
eapable woman when he saw one, he
was glad that she should tend his pa-
tient. Garth and his wife also teck up
their quarters at the bungalow—
Garth because thers were times when
Tylecotte had strange ideas as to what
wag good for him, his fevered body
yﬂ&;‘ml:g for the white waters of the
reef.

And in his delivium Tylecotte said
all the things that he had taken great
trouble not to say when he had his
senses, so that Hilda became fnlly
aware of hiz affection for her. He
talked much nonsense besides of white
lilies that bloomed in sea caves which
he thought would give Lim comfort.

Once when the doctor was present
he leaned towards Hilde, and said
very gravely:

“T1t was out Fonder she died, when
the Sparton went down two years ago
—out there on the reef.”

He stretelhied out his arm for a mo-
ment, and then it dropped limply with
ita own weight, The doctor’s fingers
dropped lightly on his wrist, amd he
gave the patient some stuff out of a
Lottle.

“It's & curious thing,” said the
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doctor quietly when Tylecotte slept,
#but thers swwus o woman on board the
Sparton when she strock. 1 re-
member thers wos & fuss about it at
the time, becauss the bost was not
licensed ta carry passengers.”

Hilda strove hard for Tylecotte's
life, end by-and-by he come to his
sensos, very wedk and suwrprised, and
balibled no more of love and lilies.

And of the things that he had said
be heard nothing; but when he was
getting strong Mrs. Garth., perhaps
urged by curiosity, mentioned the
wreck of the Sparten and the woman
who had been on board when she wené
down. And while she spoke there
seemed to float across Tylecotte's mind
a story that he had been told a VETF
long time ago, by whom he could not
remeraber. The story took such firm
hold upon his mind that when he wag

g T, ¢

strong enough to get about again he
sought out and found the sole survivor
of the Sparten. What he heard led
him to make further inquiries, and he
subsequently learned that the wife
who for &0 long had been to him as
dedd had indeed died two years ago.

Theve came to Tylecotte o great hor-
ror of the bungalow and of the reef,
Sometimes he would wonder what had
become of the skull that had once
stood upon the clock, but be was glad
that it had gone.

One day he turped his back opon
the grey solitude and went to St
Lase, where was the woman who had
kept death at arm’s length on his be-
Lalf, and who held the warmth and
colour of life in her keeping. And he
found her waiting for him,

THE END.

THE SCOTS NEW YEAR.

New Year's Day, the great national festival, is a
time of family cxpansions and of decp carousal. Some-
fimes, by a sore stroke of fale, the year's anniversary

falls wpon a Stunday, when the public-houses arc
inexerably closed, when singing, and even wiistiing, is
banished from our homes and Wighways, and the oldest
toper feels called wpon to go to church. Currant loaf
5 now popular cating in all houselolds.
before the great morning, confectioners display stacks of
Scots bun, and full-meons of shortbread adorned with
mottoes in peel or sugar-plums, in honour of the season
“Fra¢ Auld Reekie,” "4
Guid Mew Year to ye @' % For the Auld Folh at
Hame,” are among the most favoured of these devices.
Can you mot see the carrier, after half a day's journey
on pinching hill roads, draw up before a cottage in
Teviotdale, or perhaps in Manor Glew among the
rowans, and the eld people receiving the parcel wwith
moist ¢yes and @ prayer for fock or Jean in the city?
For at this season, om the threshold of another year of
calamity and stubborn conflict, men feel a need to draw

and the family afections.

For weeks

closer the links that unite them ; they rechon the mumber
of their friemds, like allies before a war; and the
Frayers grow longer in the morwing as the absent are
recommended by name into God's heeping.

—STEVENSON.




The Pigeon’s-Blood Rubies.

By Headon Hill.

This is a- detective yarn conserning a fewel robbery, just as so
many other detective yarns have been before it, and doubtless will be

fn the time to come.

But Mr. Hill is a past-masier in the art of

writing this kind of fietion, and his denovement comes as a surprise,
Even a hardened old reader lke myself did not guess what the
explanation was, and to keep me in the dark /s somelhing of a feat
on which | can honestly congratulate Mr. Hiif,

HEN Lord Tintagel was
shown into my office in
the Strand, I knew before
he opened hiz month what
business bad brought him,
ANl the world had been made awave
throogh the daily press of the
robbery which, fonr days earlier, had
deprived Lady Theo “?:}rma_'t'k, while
a guest ot Tintagel Towers, of her
celebrated “ pigeon's-blood ” rabies.

His lordship entered my plainly-
furnished burean with the assnred
dignity of a great nobleman who was
also one of the wealthiest men in
England. Tall and rather spare of
frame, with aquiline features and a
general sir of hanghty aloofness, he
was  patrician to e finger-tips,
thengh perhaps, for a peer who could
not be much over forty, he was a
trifle old-fashioned in the pomposity
of his manner,

“Yon ara Mr. Zambra ?” he gaid
in his high-pitched tones, elevating
his eyebrows o little.  ** I wish ta eon-
gult the principal of the detective
agency  in person—mnot & emb-
crdinate.”

“1 am Sebastian Fambra, my
tord,” 1 replied, motioning him to the
client's chair, “In what way ean I
serve your lordship P—though I think
that I ean guess.”

# That iz not improbable,” he said
as he sat down in a stately fashion,
draping his frock coat in ocorvest
folds about his knees. * Those
infernn]l newspapers think that they
are omniscient nowadays, and tﬁuj’
lead everyone by the nose, That is
why I am here. They have led the
police by the nose, with the resulf
that the lady who has been robbed of
her jewels nnder my roof iz likely to

No. 85

loge them altogeiher. T desive to
enlist  your—er—trained acumen,
Mr. Zambra, to counteract the crass
incompetenee—the blind  folly—of
the offivial executive.”

I shot an unobtrosive glance ab
my visitor. His last words were
uttered with a growing heat that
somehow clashed with his natural
repose.  Waa this warmth entirely
due, I wondered, to a chivalrous
anxiety for restitution to be made to
his gnest, or was there some under-
Iying current of feeling ¥ In other
words, did his annoyance at the
failure of the police spring from dis-
appointment  that :Euy had mnob
arrested some particnlar individual,
and, if so, was his disappoiniment
due to & knowledge of giilt ar to
personal antipathy P

I put to him a tentative question,
covering, as 1 hoped, all the points.
* Poseibly,"” T said, *yonr lordship
has a cause of suspicion which has
bean withheld from the police-officer
in charge of the case ? ™

For some reasom my interrogatory
seemed to disconcert my noble client,
He hemmed and hawed o little in a
manner I conld not as yet understand,
for be conld hardly wish to bring the
robbery home to some persom whom
at the same time he desired to shield.

“No,” he finally replied. “I
think that the police are in posses-
sion of all the available information.
My eomplaint is that they have not
made nee of it—have gone off affer
the red herring trailed across the
scent by the newspapers."”

I remembered that the press
theory wasa that the robies had besn
stolen by a professional criminal,
probably from Londen, who had
gained access to the mansion during
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the evening while the house-party
were all downstairs playing bridge
or billiards. From a cursory pern-
gal of the accounts I had been
inclined to take this view myself,
with the addition that there had
possibly been collusion by one of the
servants.

“Then I am to understand, my
lord, that you are of opinion that the
thief did not come m ontside—
- was, in fact, resident at the Abbay
‘either as a guest or servant,” I said,
bending forward and inviting his con-
fidence with a significant glance,

He fidgeted o ﬁtle under my gazs,
and T thooght that 1 discerned a
twitching of the nostrils. Somehow
he reminded me of a thoroughbred
horse resenting the touch of the spur
from an nnder-bred jockey.

.. “1 had better tell youn the story of

the night,” bg said stifly. * And it
will not be necessary to dwell npon
" details whick I see that you have
pathered from the published acconnts,
Broadly, you will have learned that
Lady Theo Wymark, on going up to
her {edmum an hoar after midnight,
discoversd that the rubies, whieh,
according to her carcless custom, she
had left npon her dressing-table,
were gone, that she raised an instant
alarm, and that the police were tele.
phoned for.

“ Natarally, as a hest, I assumed
charge till the arrival of the police.
At the moment of the alarm T was in
the hall bidding good-night to the
men of the party, among whom was
Mr, Wymark, Lady Theo's husband,
After wnstructing my butler to send
the telepbonic message, and to go
round the house and examine all the
windows and doors, I aceompanied
My, Wymark to his wife's room and
benrd her story, which, as the reports
are fairly acourate, I need not repeat.
It tallied with that of her maid, who
was present, and who had been

sent when the diseovery was made.

n taking off the jewellery which
ghe had worn during the evening to
ut it wway, Lady Theo had found that
b E!Lbe had been rifled :

“Bhe was tly distressed F*
hazarded. ]

# She was nearly hysterieal.” Lord

Tintagel frowned at the reminiscencs,
and his brows took a still deesper
crease a8 he added: “I could wish
that her hosband had treated the
matter more seriously, but he is an
irresponsible creatare who thinks it
funny to turn everything into a joke.
Not quite n gentleman, I fear, and
only tolerated because the fortune Le

oun the Stock Exchange cuabled
him to marry an earl's danghter.
However, I ﬂ'u{ my best. 1 insisted
that nothing should be moved in
the room till the police had seen it.”

“ A wise precantion on your lord-
ship's part,” was my comment.

“Yes, bat it—er—bore no frait,”
eame the testy rejoinder.

“You have reason to believe that
your order was not obeyed ' I hinted.

My wisitor fell to ruminating,
stroking the nap of his glossy hat.
“1 wil%- not commit myself,” le
replied sfter a lengthy panse. “ Of
course I did not myself make an ex-
hanstive examination of a bedroom
muﬁriud by a lady guest.”

“When the police came, you again
visited the room, and to ali ap-
f@armms nothing-had been moved? ©

asked, and he answered with quite
a show of eagerness that that was so,

What was I to make of this cori-
ous blend of reluctance and keen-
ness ! To my trained experience it
seemed clear that my noble visitor
was nob perfectly frank with me, but
what was it that he was keeping
back P Reviewing rapidly my ques-
tions and his answers, I came to the
conclusion that he had noticed some.
thing on his first visit to Lady Theo's
room, which he had expected woeld
furnish the police with a elue, but
that though the cloe had still been
there when they arrived, they had
failed to grasp its significance.” Yet,
if this was so, why on earth shonld
he want to call me in to remedy the
official failure, and allow me to re.
main in the dark as to the object,
whatever it was, that had aronsed
his suspicions ¢

It is a rule of mine, and one to
which I owe much of my snecess as o
detective agent, never Lo nndertdke o
case when, at the initial interview, I
have reason to think that a client is

14
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not giving me his full confidence. 1
was not going to break that rule
becanse tﬁa present applicant was a
F]H of the realm and good for apy
ed I chose to ask him, I tried a
chance shot.

. “HBefore I go into this, my lord,
you will have to tell me what it was
you saw in Lady Thes Wymark's
bedroom which ought to have in-
gpired the police and didn't,” 1 said
bluntly.

My shot hit the mark plumb centre,
The dignity of Lord Tintagel dropped
from him as by magic. He 5
foolishly at me, and in his confusion
began to smooth the map of his hat
the wrong way. Then with an effort
he pulled himself together, covering
his confusion with an unnaturally
hearty langh.,

“You are too sharp for me, Mr
Zambra,” he said. * I had hoped that

on wonld find that oot for yourself,
at if it is & condition I suppose that
1 must satisfy you, thongh it goes
against the grain to—er—inculpate &
gentleman who was, and is, also my
guest, When T went up to the room

on the raising of the alarm I saw,

lying under the dressing-table, a
silver cigarette-case which I recog-
nised a:I\Ehe property of Captain Cyril
Meade. It was still there when I took
Inspector Reynell to the scenc of the
rubhm{."

" o had been in the room dur-
ing the interval 7" I asked.

“ No one,”" his lordship replied.
“T had it locked up,and pl an-
other room at Lady Theo's disposal.”

“And yon are sure that the in-
spector noticed the ci bte-case 7"

# He cannot have helped doing so.
Tt was—er—{airly conspicuons. I was
not present when he searched the
room, as | thought that he would have
& better chance if he was left to him-
M]f':r g

I glanced again at the applicant
for my services, and noticed abount
him & certain air of satisfaction and
relief, as thongh he was glad that 1
had dragged from him the wital de-
tail which he had withheld. Thera
was nothing inconsistent in this, It
was quite conceivable that he migh{:-
have been loth to take the initiative

By Headon Hil

in acousing & man with whom he had
been on sufficiently friendly terms to
invite him to his house, and that at
the same time he might rejoice that,
in spite of these hospitable instincts,
he had been forced into a disclosure
which justice demanded of him. Yet
there were points in the case, based
as much on his behaviour as on his
narrative, which pnzzled me, and I
do not like being puzzled. "

“Very well, my lord, as you liave
given me a clear lead I will take up
the matier,” T ssid. *“It will be
pecessary for me to come down to the
Abbey, and I had better not come in
my proper capacity. Can you sog-
gest any pretext which will give me
the run of the house and enable me to
meet your guests 7 A very short visit
ought to be enongh for my porpose.”

He favopred me with a prolonged
soratiny, as though to assure himself
that 1 was presentable. * Come ns
the managing clerk of my solicitors,
Partridge and Partridge, of Lincoln's
Inn,"” he veplied at last. *“I can’say
that yonr business makes it necessary
for you to dine and sleep at the
Abbey. 1 travelled up by the night
mail in order to congult you, and am
going back in an bour’s time. When
will you come down P .

I replied that I would go by the
same train bat in a different compart-
ment; and so it was arranged—dlso
that while at the Abbey I was to be
known as “ Mr. Wallace."

#* L * # #

That evening at dinner T had my
first opportunity of meeting Loxd
Tintagel's house-party in foll as-
sembly, The moment T entered. the
drawing-room I saw that they were
muoch too casual and frivolous s lot
to speculate on my personality, and I
was further helped in the preserva-
tion of my tncegnite by being told off
to “lake in" an elderly spinster who
was steme deaf—the aunt and duenna
of a merry, sloe-eyed maiden who
geemed to be in great request, Ik
was not till later, in the hilliard-room,
that I learned that this girl was the
rich Miss Carstairs, the best haonted
beiress of the last London senson.

If my noble host and client had
been stately in my dingy office, here

L
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in his own-splendid banguet-hall—
you conldn't call it a mere dininﬁ-
room— he was trulyg magnificent.  All
traces of the nervousness which 1 had
discerned earlier in the day had
wanished. His manners were those
of an emperor who demands, but at
the same time knows how to concede,
deference to all who may be entitled
to it. Basily and gracefully, yet
always with a note aloofness, he
did the honours of his table to what
in the depths of my mind I designated
a “serateh k" Amnd it was the
more wonderful becanse, as o bachelor,
he bad no hostess to help him.

In calling the puests at Tintagel
Abbey a “seratch pack” I do not
mean that they.were ill-bred or dis-
rveputable. On the contrary, they
were most of them of good family and
gocial position. Dot they belonged,
with some notable exceptions, to the
smart set—a set with which Lord
Tintagel was well known to have
nothjng in common. In volgar par-
lanee, I began to smell @ rat in the
mobiviwhﬂ u;}r‘n]d have I;Han strong
enough to this gay and irrespon-
aihlasm'ﬂwd to theglhba]. 1t was
possible that in that motive, if I
could hit upon it, T should find the
key to the puzzle,

For doring the mterval between
my arrival and dinner I had assored
myself that the thief had not come
from oniside, but had been an inmate
of the honse. And, by judiciously

I:I;t]]irlpi': Tompsett, the conBdential
E:ﬂm', had come to an equally
gure convietion that none of the
sorvants were implicated, all their
movements - bei accounted for
during the hours when the robbery
must Eu'n been effecied. The guilty
party was to be looked for ameng the

chattering, laughing folk in whose
eompany I was enjoying an excellent
dinner,

Naturally I paid particolar atten.
tion to the man at whom, with so
much apparent reluctance, TLord
Tintagel had pointed an aceusing
finger, as well as to the victim of the
opoknown  depredator. The Iate
owner of the pigeon's-blood rubies
way be dismissed in & sentence.
Lm{? Theo Wymark was & raw-

boned, ghrill-voiced,  ostensibly-
rouged, middle-aged woman who
might safely have a gentleman’s
cigargtte-case found in her apart-
ments withoat having wnkiod things
said about herself in connection with
it. Captain Cyril Meade, the sus-
pect, does mot merit a much longer
description. :
YIIB did not look like & thief,

oung, wellknit, and possessed of
gmdglmkn of the square-jowled
manly type, he was evéry inch the
goldier. And I had not studied him
for long before I observed that his
fearless grey eves rested often and
wistfully on the pigquant face of
pretty Miss Carstairs.

It was not till Iater in the evening,
in the killisrd-room, that I made the
acquaintance of Mr. Anthony
Wymark, Lady Theo's hushand, and
u':g:l]l]’" to his intimates. At the
end of a pool he put away hig
cue and sat down beside me on the
lounge whence I bad been watching
the game. He waited till & new
game had been started before he
nddressed me, and then he made me

jump.

“Zpotted the thief wet, Mr.
Zambrat?™ he chuckled under his
braath.

Coneealing my chagrin, T torned
and locked at him—a plump litile
fair man, with a twinkle in each of
his ghrewd eyes. * T am too modest,”
I paid in an undertone. “If I had
thooght that there was the remotest
chance of my being recognised I
should have altered my appearance.”

“Yoo would have domne a sill
thing if yom had,” Mr ijar{
replied. *1I am the only one likely
to recognise FOU—BAW - in conrt
over that Temperly affair, don't you
know, I am also the only one pos.
sessed of really waluable information
as to the chap who prigged my wife's
rubies.”

“Then where do I come in?* T
said. “ For I presume that yon have
giveli your valuable information to
the police #"

“Never you mind,” rejoined the
little man. “I'm not telling yon
anything yet, and I'm not telling yon
anything at all unless you come to
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me before you take your resulis io
that inspector man and advise him
whom to arrest. See? If you take
my tip and confide in Tony Wymark
you won't perhaps make a sensational
success, buot you'll save yourself s
econmderable set-back. T didn't steal
the things myself, if that's what
you're thinking.”

The clack of the billiard balls
drowned our voices, and I decided to
pursne the opportunity. “1 will
romise mobt to do anyt.hing in a
urry,” I half sssented to his pre-
position, “ Buat without trenching
upon that exclusive information of
yours, Mr. Wymark, I shoald like to
get a few general particulars from
you—details, T mean, which T ean
quite easily exiract from the servants,
It which 1 shonld prefer to get
from you.” j

He did not answer all my ques-
tions by any means, but he shed
quite a lorid light on the reason for
our noble host's rather mixed house-
arty. It seemed that Lord Tintagel,

llowing the precedent of solemn,
pompous men who have escaped
matrimony till late middle-age, had
cast elderly eyes of lnnging on a girl
{:mng enocugh to be hiz danghter.

be amused opinion of the smard
people whom he had invited was
that they owed their entertainment
to Lord Tintagel's desire to show his
ancestral seat to the object of his
adoration, not having the pluck to
ask her snd her chaperom alone. T&
was expected that he would take
advantage of the wvisit to lay his
coronet at her feet.

“ At the feet of Miss Carstaivs,” I
remarked quietly.

Tony Wymark favoured me with a
lance  of simulated disgnst. “1
gidn'l: mention any names,” he
veplied. “Bat, by jimgo, I believe
yon've hit the trail I mustn't be
seen chinning with yon any more.”

He strolled away and joined a
group af the other end of the room,
leaving me free to slip out and make
my way fto the pantry of Mr.
Tompaett, the butler. I shoald have
to get from him certain facts ab
which Mr. Wymark had  shied.
Passing throngh the great waunlied
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entrance-hall, T canght a glimpse of
Lord Tintagel describing with pond-
erons gallantry to Miss Caratairs the
family portraits that adormed the
walls, while from one of the bridge
tables near the huge open fireplace
Captain Meade was asnnoying his
partner by inattention to his earda.

I found Mr. Tompsett enjoying a
glass of port in his cosy sanctum,
and was at once invited to join him.
In my earlier interview with this
excellent retainer I had gathered the
impression that he had been apprised
by his noble master that I was a detec-
tive, and that he had to some extent
been primed with what he was to
gay to me. He was a large, loose-
jomted man of sixty, who had eanght
somaething of his employer’s manner.

We had two glasses of port, and
then I suddenly poked him in the
ribs,

“ Now, Mr. Tompsett," I said, * you
have already whitewashed your
domestic staff. Let's sort the guests
over a bit. Which of those bright
batterflies of fashion lifted TLady
Theos Wymark's robies P

“ Really, Mr.—er—Wallace," ha
began, affecting a spluttering indig-
nation beneath which I perceived
that he bhailed the opeming with
eagerness, “ I am at a loss to—"

“(h, stow that,” I ent him short.
“ And don’'t call me Wallnce. My
name is Zambra—a fairly well-known
name, s you will admit. His lord-
ghip left me the discretion to disclose
myself to anyone likely to be usefal,
ond I am sure that you can be of
nssistance."”

He gave me a sly smile. “ Bub
what 8 gquestion to ask!' he re-
gponded. ®IF I had known who
gtole the rubies there would have
been no call for your sexrvices, Mr.
Zambra, I know mno more than
Adam."”

“ No, but you can helE to find ont,
I persisted. “What I am chiefly
coneerned with is the movements of
the people in the house—whether
any of them,and if so who, left the
billisrd-room or card tables to go up-
gtairs during the evening of the
mh]ﬁ'rf?“

Mr. Tompsett porsed up his lips
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and seratched his chin, affecting to
consider. “ T can remember one,” he
said, “Caplain Cyril Meade. I waa
serving coffee in the+hall, and noticed
him on the grand stairease. Two
for the matter of that" he added,
repeating the sly amile. * Though
you wouldn’t connt the other, I sup-
ose, Mr. Zambra, since it was his
ordship himaself,”

“They went upstairs together ?"
I acked.

“ No; Lord Tintagel went up firat
—directly after they left the dining-
room. But I ooly mentioned him so
as to be accarate. Captain Meade
went up half an hoor later.”

“ Thank you, Mr. Tompsett,” I said
warmly. “I believe that you have
given me a very useful clue, confirm-
ing & snspicion that almd;r existed.
I must return to the billiard-reom
now, if I am to keep up my character
of & harmless solicitor's elerk received
on sufferance amongst the qoality.”

But it was not to the billiard-room
that I at first bent my steps, after
exchanging winks with the portly
bntler, My bosiness took me to the
apper vegions of the mansion, and 1
reached them by way of a s
staircaze which I had located before
dinner, thus avoiding the entrance-
hall, whence my ascent would have
been observed. My was the
angust lair of my noble client—to
put it plainly, Lord Tintagel's bed-
room—my only fear was that his
lordship's valet might be there, wait-
ing to put his master to bed. Buat a
little reconnoitring reassored me,
and, tip-toeing into the magnificent
apartment, I found myself alone
with my own devices.

# * @ - *

It was an hour later when I de-
scended the grand staircase. The
bridge players were still hard at it
in the hall, but among the gmeats
themselves a slight shuffling of the
pack had taken place in the mterval,
Lord Tin 1 was seated at one of
the card tables, and Miss Carstairs
was nowhere to be seen. 1 went on
into the billiard-room, and was
grected by Tony Wymark with a
migchievons grin. As Jook wen'd
bave it he was not playing,
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“Well P he said, as he made room
for me on the lounge at his side.
“ Have you come bo claim my-nssist-
ance be reporting vour discovery
to lnspector Reypell? T can seo
that you have made one.”

“T don't stand in mneed of your
assistance,” I replied. “I have
down to bed-rock withent it, A
Wymark., Bot we can’t talk in this
erowd—come somewhere else.”

Finishing his whisky and sodas, he
led the way throngh a glass doeor
opening into a vast palm-house. As
we entered two shadowy figures
flitted out by another door leading
back into the drawing-room. Wa
both recognised them—Misa Caratairs
and Cyril Meade.

“A bit of a comncidence, eh?™
chuckled Tony.

“T don't take your point,” I said
quietly.

o DZ, come ! don't keep it np with
me," was the rather irritable reply.
“You have got it op for Captamn
Meade, I know. You have been
posted up about the cigarette-case,
and have found out that he went
upatairs that evening 7

“I have found something better
than that, Mr. Wymark," I retorted.
“] have found your wife’s rubies.
Allow me to restore them to yon."

And taking from my pocket the
necklet of splendid gems I gave it
into his hand. How they ggl‘ﬂmgd
and sparkled even in the dim lighé
of the t conservatory !

“Well, I'm hanged!” Tony ex-
claimed when he had mastered his
gstonishment. “ So you have pulled
it off after all. I wasn't going to
put you on the scent unless you hiad
been misled by the clue to Cyril
Meade.”

“Yon wounld have snbmitted to the.-
loss of the jewels rather than make a
fuss P "

“Wa shouldn't have lost them for
long,” rejoined Mr, Wymark., “He
wonld have sent them back anony-
monsly when he found that the litile
gun Le had loaded wp for Meade had
missed fire.”

“ But would it have missed fire ¥ "
I asked, * That is the one point sob
clear to me—why the police did nob
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porsne the maiter of the cigarelte-
case found in your wife's room, You
heard of that ¥ ™

“ Heard of it!” laughed Tomy.
¥ Inspector Reynell isn't 8 Zambra,
but neither is he guite a fool. He
didu't pursue the clue because T
knocked the stoffing ont of it directly
he showed me the case. It was my
own property, my friend. There’s
nothing to incriminate anyone in a
man's cigarette-case being found in
his wife's bedroom. T didn’t tell the
inspector that I had lent the case to
Cyril Meade—for the good reascm
that its being found there proved to
me that Cyril was the veal vietim,
rather than the author, of the
robbery. Here are the facts.”

And he went on to relate that on
the evening of the robbery, having
two days before lent Caplain Meade
his cigarette-case, he had reminded
him of the lvan. The yoang officer
had blamed himself for his forgetfal-
ness and had insisted on going up to
his room to fetch it. On his return
to the billiard-room he had an-
nonneed that he conld not find 16,
thongh he was sore that he had left
it on his dressing-fable. Wymark
had told him not to worry, as it was
certain to torn up, snd hed thonght
no mwore about ik till the inspector,
after senrching the room, had quoes-
tioned him about the case.

Wymark had at once snspected
that the case had been placed there
by someone who believed that it
belonged to Cyril Meade, in order to

implicate him in a theft which was*

due to a desive, not for plunder, but
to bring a rival to disgrace. More
than that, he had a pretty shrewd
notion 83 to who had taken the case
from Meade's dressing-table before *
visiting Lady Theo's room. THe con-
ferred with his wife, and disgosted
as they were with such an aoct of
treachery to a guest, they made
allowance for the vagaries of an
elderly lover, and they decided to
keep their suspicions to themselves
unless E:,'ri] Meade was accuged,

Not being informed that the case
had ever been in Cyril's possessiox,
the inspector had mnever connected
him with the robbery, but on my
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appearance on the scene their appre.
hensions had been revived, as they
guessed that 1 wounld have been
apprised of the false clue,

“ Henoe my warning to you,” Tony
concluded. “PBuot it does not seem
to have been needed. You had
spotted the enlprit already.”

“Yes,” Ireplied. “1 had gained
a certain impression at our first
interview. It was confirmed by ob-
servation of Captain Meade at
dinner, and by your subsequent
revelation of our host's matrimonial
hnogaﬂ. I fancied, too, that Tompseit
h primed to tell me of the
captain's visit fo the bedroom floor
when he went to fetch yoor case,”

* Where did you find the things#”
asked Wymark after a panse,

#1 seavched his bedroom because 1
did not think he wounld risk bringivg
them downstairs to hide, with the
lower rooms full of people. The
rnbies were behind ihe register of
the empty grate.” .

“The old fox!"™ chuckled Tony,
“ I should like to let him down with-
out a scandal, though he ought to be
made to feel a bit sick.”

“T11 tell you how,” said L

W w # & *

When T came down to brealk
fast next morning the long table was
crowded with a langhing, chattering,
throng, and Lord Tintagel was doing
the honours in regal style. He gave
me & nod and-a sharp glance of
inguiry as 1 took my seat next Tomy
Wymark, but I flatter myself that
my face told him nothisg in return,
Tony was already busy with a
devilled kidney and took no notice of
me. Of Lady Theo there was as yet
no sign, but a minute later she sailed
in, bubbling with excitement. A
good actress was lost in her,

“*0h, you dear people! Oh, Lord
Tintagel! How shall I ever forgive
myself for npsetting you all?" she
gushed, “My robies were never
lost at all. 1 have jost found them
in my writing-desk, where I must
heve locked them up instead of in
the jewel-case a8 I thonght. Wasn'
it stupid of me ! "

A chorus of congratulations went
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up, in which Lord Tintagel's voice
was drowned, thongh T eould imagine
that his stately periods were less
convinging than usual. He avoided
my eye, and soddenly looked ten
years older. Fortunately, before he
was called upon to make himself
heard individeally, a diversion oc-
curred.

Cyril Meade was speaking. *‘ As

vod news is the order of the day,”
ia manly tones rang out, * let me
add another item. Bybil Carstairs
has conzented io e a certain
graceless captain in the Coldstreams
by accepting his most uwnweorthy
hand.”
“ The hand that dide’t prig the
rubies,” murmured the irrepressible
* Tony in my ear.

—

Dougal Talks About 1911
To W. Harold Thomson.
Dougal is always worth reading, and | have seldom [iked him

better than fn his present vein.

Read It, and you should find food

for serious thought aboui the New Year and the 0Id even while you

smile,

HEN I heard that Dongal
was waiting for me in the
study, I put down my book
ot once, and rose,

“If anyone else should
call while he is here,” 1 said, ® you
might just ask them fo wait, will
yoo PV

I bad no wish to be interropted in
my short New Year talk with the
shepherd.

As I entered the room I saw him
standing with hia back to the fire and
staring down at Bob the collie who
lay ai his feet, and from whose wet,
ehaggy coat a suggestion of steam
was rising slowly. The shotting of

the door roused Dougal, and he strode |

forward to meet me with hand ont-
held.

“ A guid New Year," he said “ an’
mony o them.”

I wounld that more of the wishes
that are expressed at this time were
spoken in a tone as sincere as Dougal's,

“ And a good New Year to you,” I
retirned as I gripped his hand.

After a moment or two we moved
towards the chairs on either side of
the fire. TDongal indicated the dog
with a jerk of his large thumb.

“]1 couldna help him comin’ in,"
he explained, “an' onyhow he's less
trouble heve than he would ha' been
ootside, He'd ba' roared hissel' tae

bits if I'd left him on the steps. Bot
a' the same, I apologise for his bein’
here, He's no' s lap duog, ye ken, or
ee'd have a lob o' tricks an’ be able tae
get up an’ shake yer hand. But—if
ye'll pardon me for gettin' ?Dat-i::u.l—
he's sort o' shakin' hands wi’ ye in his
hert.”

I glanced at Bob, and thought that
I saw the tip of his tail move slightly
—as thongh to . corroborate his
master's remarks.

“] don’t donbt that,” T said, *for
Bob's & friend who never changes.
But now, sit down, Dougal, and give
us your crack. How are things with
you, eh F "

He laid his cap upon ithe fender
and seated himself with guite un-
necessary care in the big arm-chair.

“ Things,” he said, **is jist much
.the same as they were afore. Afa

time like this, ye see, there's no'
much dein’, an' there's nobudy
wantin’ fae do it. T mesn onything
in the nature o’ work. There's some
high jinks goin' on of course; bat
then it's New Year an there's a lot
o' folk in the village as havena been
here gince this time last year. D'ye
mind,” he tilted his head a little to
one side and regarded me reminis.
cently, ** hoo last New Year you an'
me met up at the end o Loch
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Vennacher an' had a bit talk aboot
nineteen hunner an’ ten ¥ ™
I nodded.

“0f course,” I told him. “I was
thinking of that talk only yesterday.
It doesn't seem so long ago either,
and now—why; here we are at the
beginning of nineteen hundred and
eleven!™ '

Doagal shook his head, “It's an
awfin' thing,” he remarked soherly,
“ the way the time flees by, B'jings!
ye meet & man one day, maybe, as is
goin' away for a couple o' months,
an' afore ye've time tae be sure that
he's really oot of sight, ye're shalkin’
hands wi' him again, an' sayin'
‘How d'ye do!"”

Bending forward, I picked up the
poker and began to stir the coals,

“That's 8o, I agreed; * and now
that nineteen hundred and tem is
gone, Dungﬁl, what—-d'}ruu think about
it—looking back "

He mombled something ; stared ab
the fire, then at me,

“ Mr. Ness," he said, “ deapite what
a lot o' learned folks say, I think it's
a dash silly game tae start lookin'
back on a day like this. A lot of
thingz happened in nineteen ten no
doot, but at the moment o' speakin’
it's no’ nineteen ten we've got tae
WOITY aboot bunbk ninetesn eleven.
There ye are | Diona think alwot the
twelve months as is gone—think
aboot the twelve months as is waitin®
ahead. Mon, but it's & gey solum
business when ye come tae consider
itin a sober epivit. A yvear looksawes,
wee while when ye take a keek back
at it; bot it's anither thing when ye
look forward atit. Mind ye, there's
a terrible lot o' things can happen in
& venr, an' that’s why I took a bit
walk up here tae wish ye luck. If
everybudy wishes ye well as sin—
as gin—dam'd! I've logt the word.”

T snggested © sincerely.”

‘With dignity he nodded his thanks.

¢ Ay, that's it—sincerely. Well,
az I was sayin’ when ye interrupted
me, if everybudy wishes ye well as
gingerely ag I do, then mnineteen
eleven®l be a flamin’ fine time for
you" ;

i I did notf answer him for a moment
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or two; I was gazing into the fivp
Then : .

“Dougal,” I said, somewhat
slowly—for both he and I are wont
to get wncomfortable if anything in
the nature of a c::lmp].imanl; paases
between us—" 1 think that yon are
the sincerest, honestest man T kngw.
Avd because of that and becanse—
well, I suppose juost becanse you're
Dougal, I'd rather have your good
wishes at the beginning of a year
than the good wishes of almost any
other man L know."

Dongal growled rumblingly into
his beard and buttoned his coat only
to anbutton it again. -

“I'm no' wantin' tas be rude,” he
tald me, frowning very sternly ab a
lump of cosl which T was trying to
turn with the poker, “but a' the
gume I'd like tae say that [ think that
wia a daft speech o' yoara. I'm snre!
A bady canna say a simple wee wish
wi'oot bein’ called names an'
tae feel kind o' ashamed o' himsel':? !

“Bot," I protested, *“I never
called you names, Dougal, I ouly
afd——m"

“ Oh, & right,” he broke in, * we'll
lefi it pass, I wished ye well at the
beginnin’ o' last yvear, I wish ye well
at the beginnin’ o* this yesr, an’ I'm
sure I hope as I'll wish ye well af
the beginnin’ o’ next year, though
that's ower far away' yet tae trounble
aboob.”

He-gighed, and bending forward
bhegan to fondle Bob's ears with a
kindly hand. : i

“When the New Year ' comes
roond,” he went on thoughtfully, © I
eanna help wonderin' what's goin’ tas
happen in if. Three hunner an’
sixty-five days, ye'll note, lyin' spread

. oot one after the ither for yon tae

walk throngh, an' ye canna jink one
o' them—onless, of course, ye jink a'
the soeeeedin’ ones as well.  Mon,
what a lot o' meeling an' puid-byes
there'll be in that procession o'days!
Yeo'll make new friends like un-:mg'h,
an’ like enough ye'll say gnid-hye tae
gome auld ones. It's an cnplessant
sabject—the gnid-bye caper. 1wish
I bedna said onything abook . it;
but sometimes at night when' I'm
gittin' havin’ o bit draw at my ‘pipe
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by the fire, I get rememberin’ the
lads as T used tae hobnob wi' lon

ago. There's goy few o that crow

left. for me tae hobmnob wi' noo.
Some went tae work in the toons;
some o' them are away ower the sea
in Aunstralia an' Ameriea an’ them
heathen places, an' gome o' them—-."

He raised his head suddenly, and I
thought that I heard him sigh.

*1 don’t know why on earth” he
gaid, * ye wanted tae get me started
ofi that sort o' haverin’ talk. T said
a wee while back that at New Year
time & body should leok in fromt o
him, and no' ahint. That was true,
too. When ye. get lookin' ahint ye,
then as likely as no' ye'll start tap
get sentimental, an’ that's a silly
sort o' thing for a grown-up man.
What's the use o' snivellin’ ower the
days that are gone ¥ The days waitin’
ahead'll be every ° bit-as guid—ay,
an' maybe a long way better. I
wonldna be surprised. It's mostly in
a&'man's own hands—nut that I'm
wantin' tae preach. By no means
whatever.”

* There's such a thing as leck,” 1
reminded him cantionsly.

He nodded as he rose from the
chair and picked up his cap.

¥ There is,” he agreed, * an’ there's
such a thing as plock. Bot" he
paused, wagging his head dubionsly,
“here's a tricky thought for ye:
Does the luck maybe no' come
firstr ™

Kot quite nnderstanding him I put
& guestion.

“Do you mean,” T asked, “that
good luck when it comes to a man
gives him coorage that he might
otherwise not have had P *

“ No, no, no, ye're aff the track!
What I mean is, is a man no' lncky
tae be plucky P It's a cantiom o' a
thought that !”

ki Igt-’ﬂ deep,” I admitted gravely.

He stirred the slumbering Bob
gently with his foot. '

“1t's so dash deep,” he responded,
# that I'm no' going to think aboot it
ony more. I'm going tae get along
the road mow. 1'm goin' tae say * A
grid New Year'a fow times afore I

et movin' hame. D'ye ken,” he
poked nt me sideways as he has n
pleasant trick of doing, “the better I
like the budy I'm speakin' tos, the
harder 1 find it tae put my wishes
into words. Now sopposin’ I met
somebudy awfu', extra-special nice,
I'd like tae say more than *A gunid
New Year! 1'd like tae say some-
thing like this: ‘1 hope as nineteen
eleven'll be a better year for you than
on{ year that ye've ever known yet.
I hope ye'll have always plenty o
friends roond ye, always pleniy o
sunshine aboob ye, an' a fair road tae
walk on: always plenty o' health an'’
happiness an'-——an’ love an’' that’
That's what I'd like tae say; but no,
not me! I'm ower aunld, I'm afraid,
tae start lettin' mysel” go.”

He moved to the door then, and I
looked around for my boots.

“ One moment,” I =aid, *T'll come
to the gate with yon.”

——
THE YEAR THAT'S AWA'.

Here's to the year that's awa' !

Here's to the friends we can frust,
When the storms of adversity blaw;
May the y live in our song and be nearest our hearts,

5 We will drink it in strong and in sma’ |
Awd here's to itk bonnic younyg lassic we fo'ed,
While swift flew the year thatl’s awa’.

Here's to the sedger whe bled,
And the sailor whe bravely did fa’ ;

Their fame is alive though their spirits are fled
On the wings of the year's that's awa'.

Nor depart like the year that's awa’.—DunLOP.



The Dagger.

By Oliver Gay.

Here s & yarn aboul a mystery ina different vein from Mr. Gay's

usual stories.
and in wilder New Guinea, and is
fn anothér mood.

HE thing was getting beyond
a joke. First of all, I
noticed it when sitting in
the garden waiting for
Yvonne.

1 had been away from home for a
long time, and ¥Yvenne meant for me
not only Yvonne, but my own beloved
people. Her family was an old family
in our part of the Border, as, 1 had
always understond, was mine.

But it iz not of Yvonne I would
write. - It is of the Dagger.

1 eafw it first as I sat waiting her
not improbable coming through the
garden. It was January. The year
was quite usual, so that there were
gtill three Jacobite roses in the bush
opposite .me, looking out et me and
telling their old story.

I tapped with my oak stick in the
gravel, and there 1 saw, drawn there,
the Dagger. Somehow it seemed
familiar, * That, you must understand,
was the first time I became alert at
geeing it. I began then to wonder
where I had seen it before. And then
—yes, I was almost positive. I rose
and wandered through the shrubbery
to the next seat, and looked in the
gravel there. Feet had passed since
the time I geemed to remember—my
mother's, Yvonne's, Yvonne s mother's,
oh, lots of feet doubtless—and the
gravel was a little disturbed. But,
ves, there was a Dagger drawn there
as with the end of a walking-stick,
and drawn deeply too, and very neatly
done.

There was another seat—a stone
one—where we seldom =at now despite
the gueer January ; for though a coat
oppressed one, there was a distinet
raw chill that got into one’s hones in
the mild days and evenings.

I looked at the gravel there. Yes,
there was the Daggrer sign again !

This stone seat looked down on what

ft is a far ory from his adventures in the Wild Wesl

doully interesting as showing him

we called the Wilderness, a place
where was a pond set round with
rushes and willows and unke:mpt
grass, and in the middle of it is a
tangled islet. When we were young
we used to punt out to the islet, and
play #Swizs Family Robinson ™ thsra
—Yvonne's brother (now in the Scots
Greys), my brother (now gone from
this planet), Yvonne, and 1.

I looked down on that little pond
that lay sad and gloomy with its
vestiges of what had been water-lilies
a few short months hefore. It was a bit
depressing on that grey, heavy dayc
I noticed o bush wave on the far side
and thought how that sight would
have thrilled us once when we played
there; thought how we would have
stalked the bush, and, creeping forth,
get to flight-—a blackbird belike, and
called it the pheenix. Ah, me! The
days that were ! - Then a step sounded
behind me, and I turned—and there
was Yvonne. Ah, me! The glorious
present ! ;

Yvonne, I thought, looked a little
perturbed. We fell in step and wan-
dered round the garden. For my
part, 1 was thinking how good it was
to ba home; and then I looked at her
again, and-—yes, she was, I was sure,
troubled about something.

“I wish,” ghe said, “that it would
come really winter."

It would be more sensonable,” 1
said. ;

Strange how ecommonplace one's
words can be when one’s heart is full
to overflowing of love—love of one's
land, of home, of & briefglimpae of 1t,
the very brevity, the knowledge that
we must go again, making the mo-
ment there all the more sacred,

“A little sun, a little frost,” said
Tvonne, “would buck one up.”

“Do-you feel run downi” 1 asked.
“You don't look it.”

23



The Dagger

Her looks never pity Yvonne,

“1 don't know,” she said. “1 [eel
gomething in the air. I am not
usually like that.™

“No, you are not a nervous
womsan."

“Yet I feel that,” she said, “and
your coming to,” she added.

“Why?™ I said. “Den't you be-
lieve in mef Are you not happyt”

“ Happy and sad,” she said. *1ecan
tell you now that I love you. But I
feal—ch, I do uvot knowd I feel
afraid.”

“Afraid? " L asked. .

“Yes, afraid,” she said, and looked
round to the bushes.

Then I also felt something very like
fear.

“Of what are you afraid? " I said.

“I am afraid I shall lose you—Tlose
everything.”

“You shall never lose me,” T gaid.
“For the hundredth time, Yvonne,
you are far, for too good for me; and
having won you—ryou shall never lose
me|

She walked slowly, locking on the
ground.

“MNo,"” she said, “no, it is not that
I think. When you speak so I feel it
is not that. But something seems
hanging over us—I know not what,
But I am afraid.”

She looked round to the Wilderness
and shuddered. :

“1f it would only snow,” she said,
“and freeze over, and be more season-
ablet ™

Then I looked round just as we
passed from eight of the hollow and
“the pond, and I saw—or thought 1
saw—or was it but a survival of the
imagination of youth?—a form steal-
ing ont from behind the bush that I
. had seen to move—n furtive, stealthy
form. But I wonld not look again for
fear of making Yvorme more timid.
I had never seen her like this before.

That aftarnoon, as the grey of the
cloge came, there eame also cold: it
rrew colder and colder. Also the
wind veered and eame biting out of
the ensst, so that the fires were piled
up, and burned hrightly now in the
ecld niy. There were a few gucsts
with us, and we had a jolly time.

B e

They began talking about old
nmnes ; then we got on to names of
families. I wondered why, in my in-
terest in Yvonne, 1 had never thought
what was the meaning of her surname.
Delay was her surname.

“It is really a French name,” eaid
Mrs. Delay.

“What was the original form?"™

Cousin {}wr?;u asked ; but he asked, T
thought, as if he knew already.

“De la Haie,” said Mrs. Delay.

I at onee saw that what fascinated
me in Yvonne was her blue blped, A
surpame such as that implies & won-"
drons ancestry.

“De In haie,” T snid—"of the
hedge! What a glorious name!”
And I imagined all sorts of things of
how the ancestor had come by his

name. “Do you knew its historyt”
I nsked.
“No,"” smd Mrs. Dalmr, “1 do not

know its origin. 1 enly know that
our family came to the Border in the
Stuart times, and changed their name
later to its present spelling.”

*But why change what was s0 beau-
tiful? Why change the spellingi” I
nsked.

Mrs. Delay seemed perturbed. She
ehrugged, and scemed at a loss for
reply.

T was sitting near the long front
window. The heavy blind was “drawn,
but I heard a curious seraping sonnd
ontside. Somebow a feeling of dread,
of something happening, something
unknown—just - such a dread as
Yvonne had spoken of that very after-
noon—gripped me,

I saw that Mrs. Delay had no moro
to say, and when the conversation
changed 1 slipped out of it, and seon
found opportunity to slip quietly out
of the reom also. - T felt impelled 1o
discover the cause of that scraping
sound outside.

1 went into the hall and to the front
déor, and opening it I was met by
ehill wind and driving snow. We had
been  pranted the  “scasonable
weather " at Inst. T turned back and
put o coat on, and went out to the now
white Inwn. The lights of the house
ghone ont and east theis oblongs and
squares here and there on the white
that lay in the darkness and mode
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things visible, though the stars were
all anowed out. Y _

I walked along to the window and
stood observing, caleulating, wonder-
ing.

No tree was near enough to scrape
gn as to make that noise. Then 1 saw
that the snow had drifted a film on
the glass, and on that film I saw s
sign. It was apain the Dagger, or
sword, done very carefully, and the
shape of blade and hilt was juat the
same as [ had seen it in the gravel.

“This," thought I, "is not a prac-
tical joke. It iz something -deeper
than that."

On returning I met George in the
hall. He haz a way of slipping awny
from assemblies. A little of gather-
ing together with his kind goesz a long
way with him.

We went to the smoke-room, and by
luek or by intuition I struck o clue.

“T eay, George.”

“Yesl"

“Why, do you think, did Mrs, De-
lay freeze up—try to change the sub-
jeot—when we spoke of why her
family left Francef ”

0L, it's & story,” eaid George, and
hie knew all abeut it.

“You know!"” I asked.

#I'm very much interested in these
things,” said he. “You are a gqueer
fish] You seemed just wokening to-
night to an idea that thers had been
people before you on the earth—that
wou had forefathers.”

“How do you meani "

“] mean when you got so enthu-
giastic about Delay and De la Haie,"

“Yes?”

“Well, I always have been in-
terested in names of families. Now
I'll tell you about the De la Hale

" family—at least, & bit back., T won't
tell you when the surname originated ;
ean only puéss of some valorous
knight by the last ditch, under the
ghelter of the last hedge, victorious.
Agguredly a few generations ago a
feud sprang up between the De la Hale
familv and a Corsican family.”

I started, for I had read of Corsican
revenge and feud, and I thought of
the Dagger. But the thing was ridi-
culous !

¥Yos1" T said.

By Oliver Gay

“Well, the De la Haie people some-
times had the best of it; sometimes
the others had. Scmetimes the Cor-
giean family turned tail, gave up
the feud for a spell. But they loved
feuds, ca.rrj"ing them on from genera-
tisn to generation. . A reasonable per-
gon would say, ‘Oh, let bygones be
bygones! What have I to do with
your great-great-grandfather?’ So, at
least, thought the De la Haie family,
It was not that they lacked grit; but
they were thinning, and their adver-
saries were inoreasing. They ecame
over here then. The Stuart cause
gave a good exeuse, at the meanest
way of looking at it. That was
honourable enough, A queer thing I
find is that Mre. Delay’s grandfather
went over to France and fought a duel
there and killed his man. The man
he killed was of the Corsican family.
I like to think of that somehow. It
showed the De 1la Haie spirit.”

# But you tell me that you don’t be:
lieve in feuds.”

“Oh, well, I suppose T don't; but,
hang it all, there is something line
about going back like that to let "em
gee he wasn't afraid! T have delved
out o much. But come to the library
and I will shew you.”

1 was interested then, and, rising, I

accompanied him to the library.
- The blinds were not drawn, and
when he ewitched on the electric
light 1 saw our reflections in the
window, apaingt which the snow
clung, with a sudden shock. 1 was
getting nervous for some reason.

George took down a book on
heraldry, and turning the pages with
the dexterity of & man who knows his
way about in the leaves, he showed me
the De lan Haie coat of arms. I saw
the hedge then, or what was, 1 sup-
posed, meant for the hedge, It might
have been a railing or & tooth-comb.
And on either side was a lily. Then
I knew to what to liken Yvonue,
She stood like a lily.. Bhe gave
me. the iden. always of a thing
held up in poise by & wonderful spirit
within. . When she died, I thought,
ghe would bow and die like a flower,
not collapse like s ereature slain.

“That is the De la Haie—or, alas!
the Delay. HNow"—and  George
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turned the pages and found what he
sought—a shield with three daggers
and “ Pou jours " beneath,

“!Towjours,’" 1 thought. “1
wonder why so, why always? 1 say,”
said I, turning to George, “thié is a
fascinating business.”

But though I was wondering what
the word signified, that was really a
gubconscious thought. The domin-
ating thought was more gripping—for
the shape of these dagpars 1 knew ]

My mother sent for us then to see
if the ladies' society had wearied us;
and so we returned to the drawing-
room, I not regretfully, despite this
apparent clue, for Yvonne was there.

There was enough of distraction in
the drawing-room. We had a very
homely, very happy evening—a kind
of immortal evening—one of those
evenings that we record in our me-
mories with a special mark.

Late at night, or very early in the
black morning I should more rightly
gay, & servant came and whispered
some words to my father, and he went
away quietly, controlling the sudden
look of apprehension on his face.

I felt T must follow, and did so.

.. Then I found that, on going round
io see that all was safe, one of the
servants had come upon a man lying
in the fallen snow, and all flecked over
with the driving flakes. As T told you,
the cold had come suddenly, with al-
.most, to us, Arctic severity, after the
very genial weather.

The man had been ecarried in. He
had fallen in the garden, it would ap-
pear, near the house, or had lain down
in the lee of a bush, and he was dead.

And as we stood silent and wonder-
ing, a sound of wheels eame outside
the door. '

. The approach of the vehicle had
been guiet beeause of the snow, and
when the door was opened a gentle-
‘manly, reserved man gave his card.
He had come from Scotland Yard,

The body of the dead man had been

‘parried to a eouch in shadow, and the
Scotland Yard man did not see it. He
began his tale—a plain tale. He had
rome to introduce two gentlemen from
~an_asylum for the insane in Paris, a
doetor and a warder.
A patient had escaped from that
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place, and a strangely interesting pa-
tient—a man with one idea—a man
who went sbout asking people their
nomes and pondering over them. Une
patient, an Englishman named Hay,
he had set upon., This, by the way,
was told us later by the doctor. At
once all were bidden to enter. The
Scotland Yard man told how the pa-
tient had escaped the Parisian de-
tectives, who had been told of his
flight from the asylum. But they had
traced him to St. Malo. Then Seot-
land Yard had got to work. He had
been “clued” to Southampton, to
London, here. And everywhere he
acted sanely enough. But every-
where, when he put up at hotels on
his way, he had spent all his evening
reading over the visitors’ book,

1 listened to the whole thing with
wonder—listened how he had gone to
Carlisle, then to Edinburgh; how it
had been: discovered that there he was
studying family names and Border
family traditions. '

“Pardon my distraction,” said my
father, “but a very distressing thing
has just happened here. A man has
been found dead—I suppose of the
sudden cold or of fatigue. He has just
been brought in. I fear I seem to
follow your narrative in & manner
somewhat distraught.”

“Excuse me,"” 1 said, turning to the
detective. “You eay that your man
has been traced to our station?”

“He took a ticket for it,” said the
detective. “We were fortunate in
making up on him—gaining ground.
You see, he was spending days at
libraries hunting up for his foible—
hunting for names that bore any re-
semblance to the name of De la Haie,
He had some—"

“ Doctor,” 1 said, "will you look af

But ot the same moment the de-
tective’s eyes brightened.

“ Con we gee this body 1 7 he asked.

We all moved back to the rear of
the hall. James turned on the light
there.

The doctor said, “That is he,” and
knelt and felt the man’s heart.

“Yes, he has been dead, T should
gay, two hours or more,” said le.
Then he rose, and in a very queer
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voice said, “He wasz 2 very inter m:;tmw
patient.”

I remember all that sffair very dis-
tinetly lecause, newly home from
wandering, and telling myself about
the benuty of the people of our old
Border families, and considering how
A vonne was the very essence of all
their charm, I was now to have a
shock. You ses, I married a French-
woman, after all.  Funmier atill,
Cousin George tells me that my people

By Oliver Gay

eame fram France also, o little earlier
than the Delays, or De la Haies ;and he
has all the facts down in black and
white.  Perhaps that is ove of the
cauges that brought Yvonne and me
together. I liate saying favewell to wy
theories, and really there is an ex-
plenation for everything.

But we shall hear no more of the
old fend, T am sure. This of which I
have been telling you is the last of it
and e was off his head, poor fellow |
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Thanks to Theodora.

By Leslie Thomas. '

This Iz a delightful comedy about a vary charming lady who was a
matchmakér and & born diplomeatist—as all very charming ladies are.

ELL, Harry, iz Frank Sil-
worth coming for the
New Yeari™

Henry Woodburn
passed the letter across

tn]us wife.

“Apparently, yes. DBut read it,
Theo. He says he'd rather not if the
Wyldes are here, and you can ex-
plain.”

“So I can.” 8he smiled. *TPoor
Frank! Clarice Wylde's been thrown
at his head all the season. I chaffed
him about it in town, I remember.
It’s her mother's fault, you know, and
ghe's mede it too obvicus. He and
Clarice detest meeting one another
now. -~ Still, she doesn’t arrive till
Sunday night. He could go back by
the evening train if he liked.”

“Of course. I'll write t.u:--mght and
tell him so. Let me see, it's on Tues-
day he leaves for the Cape, isn't 161"

“Yes. Mind you insist, Harry, that
we must see him again before he

oes,”

As her husband left the room Mrs.
Woodburn veturned to her own corre-
gpondence,

“Denrest Theo,—Can you pos-

. sibly put me up, and put up with
me, for a few days?! I don't want
to stay in town just now., Could I

arrive on Sunday evening and stop
till Tuesday or sol”

The third sheet was signed “ Yours
affectionately, Kitty," and the in-
evitable postseript followed : “ Do have
me, please!”

Mra. Woodburn leaned hack, wrink-
ling her pretty brows, and gazed out
across  the besutiful grounds of
“Heronmere,” their country house.
She had guessed pretty accurately the
state of affairs between Kitty Man-
sergh and Frank Silworth, but this
ghe eould not understand.

“Till Tuesday or so0.” But Frank
Silworth wos leaving England -on
Tuesday for a year at least. That
could only mean one thing—she
wished to aveid him. They had evi-
dently quarrelled.

“And he'll just miss her. * What a
pity ! ¥ murmured Mrs. Woodburn re-
gretfully. Then she began to write:

“ A friend of yours, Mr. Silworth,
is coming for the week-end, but in-
tended to leave om Sunday. How-
ever, I may possibly persuade him
to stay longer.”

“That will give her a chance,” she re-
flected, more cheerfully. * They're
both very foolish people, and I've a
good mind not to interfere.”
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This was not strictly true. 8Six
months of marriage had only served to
strengthen Mrs. Woodburn's mateh-
making proelivitics.

She finizhed her letters presently
and sat thinking. Then suddenly she
clapped her hands and walked along
to the library. A new *Dradshaw "
loy on the table, but the old one had
not yet been thrown away. She
turned to corresponding pages in each
and eompared them elosely.

“Yes, it's altered,” she commented
triumphantly, “and I'm surg Harry
doesn't know."”

A smile spread over her face ns she
carried the current number to her
bondoir. Later in the afternoon she
sought her husband,

“Tell Frank he might catch the
7.30 train on Sunday, Harry. That
would get him to town by eleven.
And remember he 4 to corne.”

1 ghould think so, indeed! What
did you say, Theo? *‘Can’t tuke any
rigks *§"

“T was talking to myseli, dear,”
declared Mrs. Woodbmn rather con-
fusedly.

The next moming brought a tele-
gram

“Tf Mr. Silworth leaving before

I arrive, all richt. You must not

tell him I am coming. Promise,
*EKrrrr."”

Mrs. Woodburn shook her head half
despairingly.

“Little sillyl” ghe muttered, and
wrote her reply:

“Ie is determined to go by 7.30
train. Expeet you sight o'clock.
“Taeonona.™

The humour of this message was
not apparent, yet she regarded it
:!l.m:laq‘.-dly.

= L] *

Mr. Frank Silworth had by no
megns proved o social acquisition to
the house-party. Nothing his - host
and hostess could devise served to
banish his exvessive gloom for more
" tban half an hour at a time. Other
guesis began to eye him curionsly.

Mis, Woodburn rallied him in vain.
He would admit nothing.

* .
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“By the way, have you met Kitty
Mansergh in town lately? I haven't
seen her for some time.”

“Indeed? T thought you were great
friends.” :

“Seo we ars. But you haven't an-
swered my question.”

“I beg your pardon. Have T met
—— Ok, well, I may have done, you
know, at dances and places. One runs

across g0 many people thet one can
searcely remember them all.”
“Stubborn! "  commented Mrs.

Woodburn under her breath. “You're
pure you must go to-night?™ she
queried casually, ;

&l T:Fa, really. You see, Mrs. Wylde

“Oh, 1 almost wish we'd asked her
for next week instead.”

“Awlully pood of you to went to
keep me, anyhow.”

Presently his hostess excuzed ler-
gelf and summoned Hilton,  their
chauffeur, to her room. There ghe
gave him certain instructions which
deoubtless causzed him considerable gur-
prise, althongh he betraved none.

“Go in the car, please, and sece
about it at once. Every cart and

eonveyance in the village ; there can't -

be very many. And if anyone has a
spare horss that is to go, too.”

“Very good, madam.”

“The ewners are simply fo say they
are in use. They mustn't mestion my
narme. And—Dbicycles, Hilton 1"

“T'H get them out of the way,
meadam."” q

“But there are some in the house
here.”

“Three, madam, One is the
bntler’e—Mr. Bent's, but the front
wheel's buckled.” sLE

“Good! And the others1"

“Well, there’s mine, madam, and
Smithers, the footman, has "

“I'll send him to Longhill, too.
Take the valves out of your tyres and
—er—Ilose them, Hilton.” The chauf-
feur bowed. “ Now listen. Before six
o'olock the car must be out of order.”

“I gquite understand, madara.*

“ But vou must be able to repair the

Jnm'a%a in time te meet the evening
train from town. I'll leave all details
fo yeu.”

At hali-past six Hilton begged leave
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to speak to Mr. Woodburn. - Ie was
summoned to the library, Mr. Frank
Silwforth waited restlessly by the
window.

“ o you mean fo say you can't take
Mr. Bilworth to the station ]

“ Afraid not, gir. I'm very sorry.”

Silworth turned.

“Never mind, Harry; I'll get there
somehow. Under three miles, isn't
it? And the train goes at 7.30, I be-
lieve you said.” He picked up the
time-table. “Hullo! This iz last
month's. T suppose there's no altera-
tion?™
_;:[arrj' Woodburn stepped to his
Hide. i

“Bure not to be, Theo, isn't the
new ‘ Bradshow * in yet!” After a
delay it was discovered and brought.
“Now, then—good gracious, Frank,
I'm awfully sorry ! "

“Why, what—"

“That train's an hour earlier on
Sundays now. Yes, to-day's the
gecond of the menth.”

Mrs. Woodburn turned aside.

“1 made the mistake,” said Mr,
Woodburn, *It's my fault entirely.”

“My dear Harry, do yon mean to
gay it has already gone—that I can’t
cateh it1"

“Tt—it seems so. Really, I apolo-

gise. You see——"

“1 can't stop, anyhow,” declared
My, Silworth desperately. “Wlhere's
the nearest junctioni ”

“ Longhill. But that's fifteen milea,
A nasty road, too—over the moor.”

i There's a train at nine; that's the
last. I could do it in the car, if you'll
please— 7

“ But the motor's broken down.™

“8B0 it is. But can’t you let me
have something else? Anything on
wheels."” i

“Tt sounds rather ridiculous, but

I'm afraid we've nothing. Just gob

rid-of our dog-cart, you gee; going to
get a small * runabout * instead. And
our touring car's at the maker’s, being
upholstered,”

“ A bicyele, then.”

“Ah, yes, that's eagy."

But upon inguiry bicycles proved
to be out of the question. My, Sil-
worth fumed.

By Leslie Thomas
#In the village, though, surely

Mrs. Woodburn faced them quickly,

“Yes, yes; I'll send a servant at
once.”

“No, please. I'm putting you to
no end of trouble. T'll go myself and
come back for my luggage.”

He left the room hurriedly.

“ A stupid mistake of mine, Theo,” .
remarked Mr. Woodburn regretiully.
But. his wife had slipped away.

Half an hour later Mr. Silworth was
back again. His hostess, on the look-
out, met him in the hall. |

#Thiz is extraordinary! There
scarcely seems to be o conveyance or
vehicle of any sort left in the neigh-
bourhood.”

“0h, dear! What will you dot
Please stay ; that will be best,”

“Oh, T did manage to find just one
—a little governess-cart and a pony—
at the inn." Mrs. Woodburn started.
“1I'll have my things brought down at
onee, if you don't mind., Just about
catch that train.”

He disappeared. Mrs. Woodburn
stepped out and spoke to the man
from the inn. A coin changed hands;
he nodded and grinned. When Frank
Silworth returned with his host she
was patting the pony's neck,

“Good-bye! 1 do wish wou'd
gtayed, though. We shan’t see you
for ever so long. A pleasant voyage
and good luck at the Capel A vyear,
fan't 1817 :

“ May stop longer,” replied Myr. Sil-
worth, relapsing into gloom again.
“Good-bye! " ‘

“ Aun revoir ! " Mrs. Woodburn eried,

Amid a chorus of farewells he drove
off.

W # # #* *

The butler waited.

“Well, Bent, what is it1"

“Hilton's back again, madam, and
wants your instructions.”

“Why, hasn't he brought Miss
Mansergh, or Mrs. Wylde, or 3

Mrs. Woodburn showed some alarm.
The evening train from town should
have arrived an hour ago.

* No, madam,®

“They haven't comel”

“The train hasa’t, madam. At
least .

9




Thanks to Theodora

Harry Woodburn hwried up.

“What do you mean, Bent?
there anything wrong1”

“An accident, sir, Hilton was told.
But only to n.[g:mds train, madam ;
don’t ba alarm The * down * line's
Llocked, though, and it appears the
passengers can't get past Long'lnlI
Junction. Hilton wishes to know, sir,
if he shall drive there.”

“Yes, cortminly, Bent. How un-
fortunate ! Tell him to start at once.”

Mrs. Woodburn laid a hand on her
hugband’s arm.

“No, there—there isn't any neces-
sity for that, Hany."

% My dear Theo, how are they going
to get here?”

“Theve ave plenty of conveyances.
I—I Linppen to know that.”

“If you can laugh, Theo, T suppose
it's all right.”

u Yea dear, and I]]. explain later
on.

An hour or o afterwards Miss Man-
sergh and her maid arrived in 2 non-
descript kind of trap. Mrs, Wylde
and her daughter were also on the
way, she explained; but being only
glightly acquainted with them, and
not knowing they were also bound for
# Ilemumere," she had not joined
them. Her tone wis g0 eXpressive as
she mentioned Miss Wylde's name
that Mrs. Weodbum immediately
suspected the truth.

“But, Theo dear, how was it you
knew about the accident so soonf ™

“1 didn’t, Kitty."”

“But you sent all those carts and
things to meet us. Why were there
80 rmmy, by the way? When I came
out of the station people were trying
to Lire them, but they all said they
were engaged. I went up to one of the
men, though, and directly 1 men-
tioned yotr name he said you'd sent
him and asked me to get in. I—I
can't quite nnderstand.”

“They wers there for another pur-
pose altogether,” returned Mra. Wood-
burn indistinetly. *“Wasn't it lucky 1"

Misa Mansergh, still puzaled,
agreed. Then she seemed to have a
question to ask, but found some diffi-
culty in putting it.

“ Who—who's staying here, Theo 1"
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Mrs. Woodbuwrn mentioned some
names. “And Mr, Silworth, too."

“DBut you said he would have
Theo, you promised not to say
coming [ ¥

“And I didn't, Eitty. Besides, he
tried to gn—at-artaﬂ off to Longhill to
cateh a train, but—but the driver Tost
his way om the moor, so he had to
come back again. Now he'sin bed.”

“In bed 1™

“ Neuralgia,” explained Mrs. Wood-
burn carelessly. * At least, he said so.
I happen to know it was an excuse.
He docan't want to meet Miss Wylde ®

" Doesn't want to meet her? ™

“Kitty, please don't echo erery-

.
Wwias

thing I say.”

* But—Ubut:

1 vreally believe you've heen
imagining some nonsense about her
and Frs.l:i Silworth. Haven't youl"-

“1 heard il

“Perhaps Mra. Wrylde has been
spreading rumours. There's no

foundation for tlem, Kitty, anyhow.
Clarice is a dear pgirl, but she dis-
approves of her mother's schemes. In
fact, she dislikes poor Mr. Silworth
very much.”

“# Diglikes him? Really?®

“Loathea him,” affirmed Mie.
Woodburn gravely. “They can't bear
the gight u% one another, so he’s gone
to bed. Come along up to your room,
darling. He won't worry you if you
don't wish to see him. He'll be ol
by the first train in the morning."

*Wewill het”

“Yes, he told me so. He waz guite
furious at having to stay. 1 compli-
mented him upon his manners. Now,
mind you come downstairs as soon as
you can. I've arranged a special sup-
per party in honour of you belated
travellers.”

Cutside in the passage she delibor-
ated for a few moments, them do-
scended and wrote a note :

“Are you in Jove with anybody?
If 8o, pleass recover from yout
neuralgin and come down to supper,
Urgent. bl T o

To the butler she instructed-:
* Here, Bent, please take this at
once to Mr. Silworth’s room.”



Half an hour later she mefttm v
cipient hastily descending the stairs.
In the distance she caught sight of
Miss Manzergh's figure.

"1 got your message, but I couldn't
quite——  What on esrth did yon
mean, Mrs. Woodburn ™

“0Oh, T wanted your company, that
was all. H'sh! Yomw must take some-
body in to supper for me.”

She led him forward determinedly,
but when he saw Eitty Mansergh he
stopped and drew. away. The girl,
too, rose, lifting her chin. 1§hey
etrove to appear unconscious of one
another's presence.

Mrs. Woodburn's love of mischied
suggested a plan.

“Ah, here’s gomeone. Allow me to
introduee you, or have you met be-
fore? Mr. Silworth—Miss Man-
sereh.” .

For o moment ne one spoke. Mrs,
Woodburn's lips quivered, then parted
in a ripple of mirth.

The others glared. BShe eyed them
appealingly, laughing still, and grada-
ally moving away. In spite of them-
selves their glances meb, Buddenly
they discovered they were langhing,
ton.

Mrz. Woodburn prompitly vanisled
round & corner.

* * # % #*

When he heard his wife’s explana-
tion Harry Woodburn in his tern was
mightily amused.

“ But those carts and things—what
made you choose Longhill1” .

“1 had to send them semewhere,
llarry, and what mere pataral place
than the junction? They were to wait
thers till ten and then drive back
agaim.”

By Leslie Thomas

“And do you mean to say that con-
fusion about the time-tables——"

“1 changed them—yes, Wasn't it
a splendid scheme? 1 was determined
to keep him in the louse somehow till
E[tt;ir arrived, you know.”

“Well, Theo, I hope, after all this
scheming, your matchmaking will
turn out a suecess.”

4Tt has,” affirmed Mrs. Woadburn
trivmphantly. “Look, lere they
ocome |

Misz Mansergh and her escort hesi-
tated when they saw that they were
observed,

“Heow's wyour neuralgia, Frank?*
Mrs. Woodburn laughed merrily at his
discomfiture, Kitty Mansergh hurried
forward.

“1 mmet ask you, Theo. Thoss
carts—was it because you wanted

“Kitty, I confess it was.”

“1 mean, did you o

“Yea, B did—whatever it was."
She faced them happily. “Now, what
have you to say to that?®

Miss Mansergh flashed a glance gver -~
her shoulder at Mr. Silworth, who
waited. Then she turned to her friend
ogain and whispered.

Harry Woodburn clapped Silworth
en the shoulder. His wife beamcd
upon them all.

“Poor Mrs. Wylde! But I'm so
glad, dears! What about Tuesdayw,
thoupl—the Cape 1 ”

“0Oh, I needn't stop more than six
mon&.lhs, I*Elﬂsure.'j“:l.&tadl}{r. Ei]!;
wor rapidly. itt amserg|
blished. -« : "

“And, Theodorn,” she murmured,
“wou're o darling 1"

NEW YEAR WEATHER SIGNS.

If New-Year's Eve night winds blow south,

It Betokeneth warnth and growth;

[g If west, much milk and fish in the sea; gj
If north, muck cold and storms there will be ;

It east, the trees will bear much fruii;

It nortii-east—flee it man and brute.
—A VeEry OLp RHYME.
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Gaining the Whole World.

You will find this a very human story, and one that s surprising
—gonsidering it has been wrilten by a man—by the sympathelfe
inzight into a woman's soul that it displays.

e T o T e
A Complete Novel.
By W. Douglas Newton.,
CHAPTER 1.
THE CALL OF AMBITION.
gether happy, in her eyes. If he had

WINS  CARRYL  stared
venomously out of the
window on to that stunted,
drab street that so ade-
yuately represented the

stunted, drab suburh.

"My God ! ™ he eried, “don't 1 want
to get awny from all this? Don't 17
I want to break free of it, expand..
I'm so dead sick of it. It's dreary.
It's mean. There's nothing bigin it.
And I mean to be big—big.”

The givl in the chair beside him
gtirred uneasily. She felt chilled.
This moment was not so glowing and
wonderful as she had dreamed it.  She
wondered whether she had been fair to
dream it would be; she wondered if
such moments really were extra-
ordinary apart from romance.

Carryl gave her no attention. He
had turned, and he had proceeded
with his talking. The uninspiring
exterior, limned by that thresd-cur-
tain-draped window, fretted him. Ha
took hiz mind from it snd did his
talking, walking. His hands were
waving a good deal in the air and to
the oegi[ng in an eminently character-
iatic mode.

*We'll tear away from it, you and
I, and we'll go away and we'll work—
work—work tremendously. I know
I can do it. I feel 1 can do it
There are big things in me, Grace,
and they're only waiting for the
chance to get out. With you I'll get
that chanee. Don't you feel that,
Groce! Don't youi”

The girl locked up at him with a
tender, dwelling glance. :

“Yes, dear, yes, I do feel it very
muecl,” she told him. Her voice had
a wistful infleption which corre-
sponded with something, not alto-

k13

been paying her greater attention he
might have thonght that she wns azk-
ing for something for which o woman
finds it impossible to plead, or to go
without. But he did not mnotice.
He was not in a condition to notice
or to give; he was far too full of this

great thing that was going to happen,
of this t future that was about to
apen—ifor himegelf.

“0Of course you feel it," he jerked
oni.  “O0f course you do; you always
do understand me. That’s the
gplendour of you, Grace, you under-
stand me—astonishingly.”

She looked up to him with an en-
treating raillery ; the light playfulness
i her voice was tinged with some-
thing deeper and more supplicating.

“Ia that all—my understanding? ™
ghe asked.

Ewing faced her with a flurry of
enthusiasm.

“AI1* he eried; %alll ‘Why, of
‘sourse it is; and it's everything, I
can tell you. TIt's invaluable to a
man — invaluable — to be thoroughly
understood. I can't tell you how
much a man appreciates that, And
that ta what I felt this moerning,”

He turned from her and went up
the room and down again in savage
strides.

“This morning was the last toucli,
¥'know, the last straw, I couldnt
stand it any longer. You know ex-
actly how I'm served at home; you
know how I'm placed. Well—well,
this morning was the last straw. It
was the worst of any.”

The girl's hands clagped and un-
clagped softly ; she was quite reposed,
but the nervous motion of her fingers
showed the strength of Ler emotions.



“0h, Ewms" she
*another——"

“ Another row? 'Gods, yes; and a
bitter one. We had our vices and
our virtues overhauled thoroughly.
They pointed the finger of fat,
bourgeois scorn at me; mouthed the
old, damuned silly, unoriginal things;
asked me what was to become of me;
told me I was lacy ; asked me if I ever
intended to settle down and work for
8 living—a living, b'God—they call
humping over a dull desk in a
utiasmatic kenoel called an office
diving! They told me that meddling
with test-tube and stinking fluids was
all right aa the pastime of a boy, but
for & man——— Oh, my God "—he
came and stood by her at the window

—“how crass people can make ome
euffer ! " he groaned.

The girl put eut her hand and laid

-it softly upon his arm.

“ Dearest,” she said, must re-
wemnber that they have done a great
deal for you—spent a Fmt. amount of
IMNEY Upon you——

“Money!™ the man Dburst in.
“Money! You're not going to talk
about money, arve you, Grace? ™

“No, dear,” she zaid; “but I am
trying to look at the matter as your
aunt and uncle Jook at it, From your
point of view they eannct eompre-
hend

Hhe had meant to say more, but
thie man eaught up the suggestion she
put forward, and. raced off again with
1t as-his cue.

“Yes, that iz it,” he cried, “they
do not comprebend. They are hide-
bound, business-bound, something-in-
the-City-bound. They are not capa-
ble of comprehending—they never will
be—and T'm sick to death of un-under-

breathed,

i

ntuudl:ng T've¢ come to the limit., "1
can't put up with it any longer. 1
decided that this morning.”

“Yeal?”

“Aud so T came straight here—to
you"

“Yeal"

“ Fou understand-—you always do,
%Lm always bave, you always will.”

wins Carryl swung to the limit of
the room and back again, facing her,
#And you did,” he finished,

He stood for o moment looking,

By W. Douglas Newton

transfixed by Lis great ideal, over her
head.

“Bo now we can tear ourselves free,
oo away from all this anwoyanee, and
work,  We will be married as you
agree, and we will live our own lives
onr own way, and we will go away
from  this 'ancrbl-a town and this
stultifying suburb into the peace and
serenity of the conntiy. We will take
a coltage, a tiny one—"

“A pretty one,” wurged OGrace,
catching Lis hand; “a pretty one
under a hill, and with flowere and
trees and climbing green things
about it; and little low rooms with
leaded windows, and one of theuw’ ali
for you and your experiments and
acide and balances and retorts—only
it moust be near the porch, for T want
to sit in the porch and look out upon
the world and sew and be near you
near you; it will be very sweet,
Ewins.”

“1t will be wonderfull * cried out
her affisnced. lle stood to full °
height, and stretched his long arms
in a gesture of exultance, “We
should be able to do—there is the
scholarship, three years still to go at
forty pounds a year. Hekking 1s to
give me all his oil analysiz at a re-
tainer of thirty-five pounds. 1 have
already done any amount of technical
writing, and, unfretted and unfet-
tered, could do any amount more.
We showld have over a hundred pounds
a year for three years, and before
that time iz out my alkali researches
should be finished. And, after that,
fame, riches—— Oh, yes, it will he
wonderful. © I1# will need a little care,
a little ronghing, but you will mot
mind that

“0h, my dearest! I mind? " broke-
mn the gi_ri. She looked at him; her
face was wistful and tender with
great love; there were happy tears in
her eyes.

“1 knew you would not, Besldes,
a hundred pounds is a Jot in the
country. We will do—we will da,
you gee. It will be wonderful—you
unrl I, freedem and the work.”

irl made a quick gesture. She
got to ﬁer feet and stood looking out
of the window, but she did not do
this to observe the passers; she would

3y
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have looked anywhere that might have
hidden her face.

“The work? " she said a little
bitterly, “ Always the work, Ewins.
Iz there nut-hini elgal”

The man broke off in the full Acod
of his exultance to look at the girl
quickly. He had the air of & man
who was meeting some new and
eurious phase of the feminine mind,
an emotion of a species notoricusly
aeteoric. His agile mind sought,
and partially at least found, the
meaning of her petulance at once, and
he strode to her side hurriedly and
put his arm about her slim shoulders,

*Of course, dear,” he said in Lis
brisk maunnver; “there are plenty of
things else. Only you and I and the
work—well, the three s=eem inex-
tricably commingled—thres in one,
you see. It iz our life, and the work
18 to mean everything, you kEnow,
‘dear, to us, everything.”

“Bo it seems,” said the girl, but
half won; “everything.”

“What else eould there he?” said
he.

“There 47 love,” spoke Grace
softly.

“Of course,” answered FEwins,
“there is love.” And at his common-
place answer the girl turned to him
impulsively, and looked up inte his

face with devouring, greedy eves, the
greedy, loving eves of love,

“0h, you do love me, Ewing!” she
besought. " “You do love me?” She
hid her face in his coat. “For, if
you do not, I don’t know what might

happen. I love you so, dear—I love
you 0.  Say you love me, Ewins.
Say it."”

“My dearest,” eried Ler affianced in
a shocked voice, “my dearest, I Lave
asked you to be my wife.”

“But say it, say it,” she insisted.
“Pleage, Ewins, please—please say
Et‘la

A sudden flame stirved the man's
gpare frame—a quick-come leap of
fire.

“Grace,” he cried thickly, “Grace,
my girl—oh, I love you—I love you!”
He gripped her fiercely to hiz breast
with that painful strength that a
woman adores,

Grace’s face, glowing with the
?::qur of happiness, looked up into
uis.

“0Oh, you dear,” she breathed, “oh,

1 dear! And we will always ho
tke this, always—you and I and
love.”

“Yes,” ecloed Ewins, " Hlw Ay
you and I and love,” and he added, in
an afterthought, “and the work.”

« CHAPTER II.
THE GROWING RIFT.

They went down to the cottage in
three months—married. It would
have been three weeky if Ewins had
had his way, for his consuming im-
patience sought to overbear even the
discussion of such vital points as
trousseau and adequate preparation,

“My dear,” he said onee, *my dear,
T doo’t think we will be married ever.
Four exploring of shops and purchas-
ing of fripperies is eternal, inter-
minable. The days you spend so seem
to be endless,” .

She turned & happy, rosy face to
him : the woman who cannot be happy
over a troussean is—is—is—ien't a
. oman,

*Oh, my dear boy,"” she c¢hided him,
Fet happy in his impatience, “these

things take time. There is a lot to
do, and a lot to get, and a lot to pre-
pare. You wouldn't have me come
to you unprepoved,”

“Yes, I would,” he jerked. “I'd
have you come just as you are; and,
as for time—time—why, I'd marry
you ta-marrow if you'd agree.”

Grace bent over and pinched Lis
cheek softiy,

“Ah," she oried, *but vou're a
greedy person, in much too mueh a
hurry.”

“I am,” he eried. “Good Lord, 1
am, I'm abeolutely aching for it. 1
want to get to work-_'&'ndg—”

The cottage was at Walton-on-the-
Naze. It stood up, four-square to the
wind and the sea, just outside that
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tivy, cosy place on the cliff-path to
Frinton. The clif drop away
from the deorstep in a long sweep to
the water-edge. The railway ran be-
hind it. Thefe were fields all round
and about, away to Frinton one side,
away to Walton the ather, and behind,
over the rail-line stretching flat and
wide and free for miles, to a long, low
range of hills that possibly was Har-
wich. Tt was a dear spot, and quiet
and lonely. A man could be at ease
and at freedom heve, and could work
unfretted and uninterrupted.

And Ewing worked.

There was a room that looked out
over the sea, and that was looked into
most of the day by the sun, so that it
was light and bright and fit always
for labour., Here he had his tubes

sund his retorts, his shelves «f
bottled chemicals, glittering and
ghining in the light, his books and

his writing-materials, his laboratory
gink and his “stink-cupboard,” his
batteries and cells, and all the rest of
the complex and curious paraphernalia
of chemistry tools. And in this
room and among these instruments he
would labour, going to them at the
earliest hours of the day, leaving them
ot the latest hour of the 1iigf;t, en-
grossed and wrapped and obsessed by
them and their enlt to the extinetion
of all other worldly considerations.
Menlzs sometimes Inred him out, but
not always, Only sheer, human ex-
haustion could bring him, heavy
footed and staggering, from the
laboratory to the dull, animal-like
refreshment of sleep.

And Grace, as she had dreamed,
gat in the porch of this honse and
looked out upon that swinging, lyriec,
moving world that was the sea.
There were no flowers or climbing
things about the cottage, and but one
or two trees, and the porch was not
pear Ewins as he worked, for he
worked on the first floor; but she had
to sit somewhere, and in the porch
and overleoking the sea was very
pleasant—and it was also part of her
dream, so she sat in the poreh.

She had not always sat there.
When they had first come here she
had sat, with her husband, in the
long, airy laboratory—the porch,
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although she desived it, was so far
awny. She had sat at the window 5o
that she could look upon both Ewins
and the sea, and she had had a little
table put there to hold her sewin

and her letter-writing materialg uu%
her books.  When houschold duties
were done here she would come and,
sitting at the window, would watch
her husband at his work or the sea
at its tumbling. She was happy .in
the intimate proximity, and glowing
with the deep, shy thought that the
stimulus of her presence waz nn un-
doubted factor in the progress of *the
work,”

She lived many happy days in thia
way—and, indeed, it was not until
many weeks aftér marriage that she
realised her glowing dreams were bied
glowing draa.ma-—tﬁat ghe, far from
stimulating the progress of the work,
merely hindered it.

The certainty of this came to her
abruptly.  Bhe wanted to be with
Ewins so much herself that it seemed
but natural that he must want to be
with her. After all, they were
lovers who had only just been
married. But soon she came to see
that this was not the case. Ewina
did not want her in the room with
him when he was working. It wns a
beautiful faney, no doubt, on her own
part, but it was purely on her awn
part.  Ewins fidgeted when she
came into the room; he was irritable
and uneasy while she wag in the room ;
Le was exceedingly glad to see her go.

At first it had been unbelierable,
ungraspable. She could mot con-
ceive for & moment that this might he
a permanent state of his mind—
rather, say, o passing fancy, an attack
of nerves. So she was passive under
that first outbreak of fidgety irrita-
tion, as a sweet and serene woman
knows how to be. She feipned ot
to see the tiny outbvrst of spleen, and
teat-tube erumbling, and the book
banging, that sprang into being at
the advent of herself into the labora-
tory and while she eontinued to stay
there. But in the end she saw the
truth, and, bowing to its inevitable-
ness, shg took her scanty belongings
from the place and established herself
in the porch. .
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Ewins acquiesced in this decision
with a ready affability that was, in
itself, stabbing in its unconsideration,
He stood and watched her as she col-
tected the trifles, and his attitude was
ong of npon-committal irritation, a
mood that was ready to assume the
rensorious ot & moment’s notice.

“I am ﬁuing to take my things
down to the porch,” she said to dis-
arm eriticism, and also with a faint
longing that he might be perturbed
at her going.

“That's right,” he said; “I have
wondered why you had not done so
previously, Before we were married
I remember you were snxious to sit
in the porch—overlooking the world.”

Grace bit her lip as be spoke. She
could have cried out at this ndditional
pain, and from the fact that she had
brought it upon herself. What he re-
membered was true enough, but the
pain lay in the fact that he had re-
wembered only that. She had spoken
of other lovable thi in connection
with the porch that ghe would he had
remembered better. She bent her
gloesy head over her business of re-
movel, striving to screen emotions
she felt certain were depieted too tell-
ingly upon her face, and when she
spoke again she carefully avoided
that point.

“1 have just discovered the poreh,”
she said with an affectation of light-
ness. “It is a delightful spot, with
glorious views.”

“And better air,” interjected her
husband. He had knelt down before
& desk and was trimming a Bunsen

lamp.  “The air of thizs room isn'g
the sweetest. Ho many chemicals
about and experiments going on make
it decidedly stuffy,”

“Ob, but 1 don’t mind it,” gaid
Grace quickly,

Ewing Carryl stood up and blew
‘put o mateh,

“It does you no good,” he =said.
“You'll be better in the poreh: it's
much fitter and nicer.”

“1 sghall miss my share of the

work,” Grace murrmured softly.

Ewing made a gesture of quick im-
patience. He had eomiething de-
cisive to say on that matter, it
appeared, but he checked himsell and
Baid again:

“The porch will be much mors
fitted. It is more natural to youw
sex.  You mustn’t be cooped up.
Your birthright is air—the hght and
the fine views and the air. Come
now, 1 will help you with your table.
You will start your reign as the queen
of the porch.” He came across and
Lelped her with the little table.
“And hu
work on hand ; I want to get into it.”

And Gracebit her iiﬁ againand grew
silent as they took the things down-
stairs. It had affronted her not a
little to obeerve the facile manner in
which her hushand had utilised tha
suggestion of her health’s good to
gain his end. She knew too littla of
the sex ag yet to realise that a man
always gets what e wants by wging
that it is for someons else's—his
womankiods—good,

P—— nd

CHAPTER II.
A WOMAN ALONE.

So through the fiest year of “the
work " Grace was no longer an oecu-
pant of the workroom or a stimulant
to her husband’s labour. She was
no longer “of ” the work., Fwing had
no use for her, or the work had no
need of ker. Bhe had merely to keep
house for him, to stand between him
—his work, that is—and the galling,
irritating pettinesses of life. He was
to absorb himself in his work., and
the was to stand by and see to it that

uo intrusive or disturbing grits of
worry ahould into the delicato
mechanism of his labours and caunse
stoppage and confusion among the
active, whirring cogs of thought.
Grace recognised these things,
quelling any bitternesses that might
arise at such reflections. She told
herself that this undoubtedly was her
part in the glories of “the work,”
and that, while Ewing did his allotted
pertion, it was hers to minister to his
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wants and to be cavelul that the burn-
ing flame of his enthusinsm was not

 damped by inadequacy of corpornl

treatment or sustenance. So she
performed the duties of her household
with the exquisite ciremmspection of
a good housewife,  She fought her
thoughts and loneliness with the most
excellent of weapons—good hard
work, Her home was a model and an
epitome of consummate wifeliness,

But, even in this, Fwins was blind
to her sets for his comfort. He did
not have cecesion to notice her ex-
cellence, for he passed all his days in
the laboratory; indeed, he merely
ventured out for meals, sleep, and a
{hi.ﬂ_}r walk—taken much ngninat the
grain on the count of health—over
the fields to Frinton, 5t. Osyth’s, or
the Naze. Ile merely found that the
wheals of life ran smoothly oiled, and
he did not trouble to reasen why.
He would grunt out-a few preoceupied
words alb the horried meals, or as
he passed her sifting im  the
porch. - Little maore. 2 had not
time or thought for praize or approval
or commendation. And that is- a
thing which hurts. A “well done”
now and then is a blessed thing—even
to the willing mind, )

In the life of extreme loneliness
that Grace led, such mnegligence
wiighed heavily upon her spirit,
When the household work was Biished
for the day, and she could go to the
porch and sit there looking out over
the gea, o great dreariness ab the
emptiness of her life beat in upon her
and pressed her soul to earth.
Everything—er life, her hopes, her
desires—reflected the great emptiness
of her heart, and there wers times
when she wonld ask herself why Ewins
had married her at all, until one day
it came to her that a wife might be
a cheaper, more settled investment
than a housekeeper.

After that she had never asked her-
geli the gquestion ; the answer was too
horrid. But she formulated in her
mind the definite truisne that Ewins
had married her—that he had found
her more worthy then eny other
woman, and the mere fact of his
doing this—of asking her to be his
wife—proved his love, and with this
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pathetic article of faith she was con-
tent to live. After all, when the worl
was done—ithe work that he was doing
for her gquite as much as himself
—then she would come inth her
own,

So they lived on for a year, ened
into the next year, pacing their
monotonous round—sleeping, waking,
eating, working, dreaming, sleeping;
slesping, working, dreaming, sleeping
—until life was a tediom.

And then, after they Lad been at
Walton seventeen months and Ewing's
first book had been published, Arthur
Eyres came into their lives.

# * * # *

Ewine Carryl brought Arthur Eyres
to the house one day after one of his
daily walks, the visitor walking with
him, a big, warm man, walking
firmly on his feet, like destiny.

Ewina trotted at his side, exhibit-
ing the greatest affability, and when
he came to the gate that opened on
to the path leading porchward he
called out, waving his hand gaily te
Grace:

“Here ig o pood fellow come all the
way from Colehester in his automo-
bile to see me, Grace,” he oried, and
he bustled Arthur Eyres up the flagged
path.,  “He has been moved by
* Alkaloid Bengents ' "—Ewina’s book
was “Alkaloid Reagents "—"and he
has come to tell me so in person. His
name is Mr. Avthur Eyres. Mr.
E;r-ma is no mean chemic himgell.
You have read some of his articles no
doubt in the News. No " And
then he added, gs though in after-
thought : “0h, Me. Eyres, this is my
wife, Grace."”

« Arthur Eyres looked up in surprise.

He glanced at the young, sweet, and
tranquilly beautiful woman Dbefore
him, and eontrasted her with the un-
tidy, laboratory-obsessed, self-cen-
tred Ewins Carryl. e looked at the
gingular loneliness of the house, and
he permitted himself the indiscretion
of an ineredulous query.

*“Your wife? "

“(h, yes, my wife, Don't T look
married, old and sober encugh te
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have a wife?” He laughed in a good-
humoured way, as though to say, “1
am rather pleased than offended,” and
continued: “Grace, can you get us
eomething to eat]! Mr. Eyres has
niotored all the way down from Col-
chester., Oh, I said that before, I re-
member—still, he is hungry, That

. i the truth I meant to comvey. I

rescued him from a group of atupid
people who were trying to tell him
where I lived, and where there was
a place to get food, since the senson
hasn't thought of starting yet, Twao
questions were more than the inhabi-
tants could answer sanely at once.
My, Eyres’ state was horrible, and
—well, you get ua some food quickly,
my dear.”

He turned his back upon his wife,
dismissing her from his thoughts at
once. He spoke enthusiastically to
Eyres,

“And after we will go upstairs to
the laboratory. 1 have some curious
and interesting experiments in empy-
reuma to put before you—exceed-
ingly interesting experiments, and
quite new ideas. 1 think wou will
find them surprisingly new. They
and others—oh, many others—are to
go into the new book.  That new
book 12 to be a great event—asplendid
event. It will surprize even those
who found °Alkaloid Reagents ' par-
ticularly good. It will surprise even
the big people. It will make me.
That is what 1 am aiming for above
all things, and the book will pesuredly
make me; it will place me at the
top. I am not over-confident—oh,
no—but 1 know that I have a
thing ; I know the power that is here.”
He thumped his chest and glared at his
vigitor with inspired eyes.

That night he took the trouble to
come out and sit in the porch with
Grace and to talk a good deal. My,
Eyres was, it appeared, really a some-
what important sort of person.

“He's rather an influential F.R.S.,
but in a worldly way. He's not
actually a chemist, not in the true
sense, heing little better than a clever
dilettante; but he is a man soper-

abundantly rich, who yet finds time
for careful—and, as I say, clever—
laboratory research, He is a rich
man who is also a gerious—at least,
on occasion—student, It is o very

od thing that a rich man should

0, for chemists are not always rich
men. He has made himself thoroughly
useful to the council in many waye.
They are beholden to him; he is, in
fact, an influence, you see. I'm not
a time-server, of course, but one can’t
be wholly blind to the uses of in-
fluence in this world. Eyres should
be useful; he appears to have taken
to me; we must be amiable to him—
1 and you."

“I1" posped Grace. :

“Yes; he does not seem to he
vitally interested in the work, and I
am, though he said it was very plea-
sant to know of a brother chemist go
near his home. He gave me to under-
stand that he would often drive over
in his car—a mixed pleasure, He ig
under the impression that we ave
lonely here. Absurd, isn’t it?"

Grace could only emile at him in
a vague, non-committal way. She had
not the heart to tell him the truth,
Ewins, of course, noticed nothing ; he
went on speaking,

“He said that he thought you might
be a little lonely; asked me if that
was not so,  Of course, T told him™ha
truth.”

“Did youi ™

“Naturally. 1 said that I was sure
you weré mot; that you led a ful]
life ; you had your duties and your own
precccupations—locking out over the
sea, for instance; you loved that, 1
told him—that you were as much
wrapped up in the work as 1; that 1
was always here. Still, T fancy he’ll
make that an excuse to eome over,
and it is a8 well to humour him, It
is worth while cultivating him. He
cam do a lot for me and the work.”
He rose to return to the laboratory.
“I daresay that you'll be able to find
& way of keeping him engaged so as
I shall nof be interrupted unduly.”

Grace looked at her hushand’s de-
parting back with astonished eyes.
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CHAPTER 1V.

WHEK PATE

Arthur Eyres made good his word.
He came over to the lonely house on
Walton cliff frequently. As Ewins
Carryl had eaid, the pursuit of serious
chemical study was not a wholly ab-
sorbing preccoupation in him.

He was well content to stay outside
the laboratory if Ewing ghowed dis-
inclination to have him in, so that
Grace found it no great difficulty to
I:eeF him nhntting in the poreh by her
gide whilst her husband stayed aloft
in undisturbed labour.

Even, it seemed, the engaging
dilettante was more than satisfied with
this state of things, and came over
from Colchester more often than mot
to ghare company with Grace Carryl
rather than with the chemist and the
absorptions of chemistry. He seemed
to find peculiar satisfaction and de-
light in these uninterrupted inter-
courses with the soft and gentle little
woman, and well able to manufacture
sufficiently proper exeuses for not dis-
turbing Ewins in order to indulge in
them.

He came to be quite a fixture in
the porch, discussing, admirably and
charmingly as a weﬁ-maﬂ cosmopoli-
tan can, a thousand seen or read-of
topice without the slightest touch of
chemistry in  them.  Chemistry,

after all, was but a fraction of life to.

him, and oot an important fraction.

Ewins Carryl was not at all un-
pleased at this trait.

“An  incorrigible dilettante, you
gee, OGrace,” he would exclaim.
“Chemistry is just a hobby with
him. He likes to dabble and ex-
perience some of the sensation of
erudition it imparts. But really he
is far happier talking commonplace
with you. He thinks I am a little
dull, of course.”

Ewins chuckled, and Grace looked
at him in some surprise,

#4 little dulll™ she exclaimed.
“How?™
 Her husband chuckled again,

“Ile ig under the impression that I
think the attraction of me—the
chemigt and the aura of chemistry
about this house—is the sols maguet

HAD BPOEEN.

that draws Lim lere. He does hot
fancy for a moment that I am not at
all deceived ; that I understand quite
that it is these pleasant, gossipy
moments with yvou that our shallow
young friend values more than all the
chemistry in the world., He likes
companionship, does My, Arthur, not
chemistry.”

He rubbed his hands together and
again chuckled. Grace looked at him
with eyes in which astonishment, the
sudden light of a revelation, horror,
and mystitication at this clever man's
dulness commingled indescribably.
Being o woman, she had seen, if
only vaguely, all of what Ewins
Carryl only partially saw, and she
was wondering who, after all, de-
ceived her husband most—Asrthur
Eyres or Ewins Carryl.

But the revelation that the eare-
less-spoken word had brought out of
mers vagueness, the revelation of
Arthur Eyres's real state of mind to-
wards her, suddenly burst upon her
mind with a forcible power. - Her
whole sex abruptly rose up in arms at
the threat of unspeakable danger.
Ewina was still saying: “It is your
chatter he enjoys, not my erudition,”
and he was rubbing his hands at the
cleverness of his own discovery,

“I wigh he would pot come,” enid
Grace slowly.

The savant stopped in his prome-
nade and hizs hand-rubbing. He
chuckled afresh.

“Ho! ho!” he grinned. *“Don't
you like his chatter then? Don't you
like our young friend? ™

Ai:Td Grace said very quietly: -

e ﬁ-” : e

Ewins Carryl laughed outright.

“What a blow to our young E‘iend'u
vanity ! ™ he laughed. “Ile comes
and sits with you, and exposes all the
fine flowers of his mind, and—and
you are bored.”

Grace looked up at him queerly.

“Yee; and I wish he would. not
come. I do not want him to come.

« Don't you think, Ewing, that it would
be better—"

“Oh, nouscnse!” he interrupted.

i9
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“Let him come, Tt gives him some
gatisfaction—and then he's so useful.
He has already done o lot for me. 1
am rising, rising; he will be able to
do g0 much more—a great deal. Let
him come."”
#But I do not want him to come,”
urged Grace.
“Piff] Nousense! " cried Ewins.
#1 do not want him to come here
any more."
Ewins Carryl looked at his wife with
expsperation.
“Don't be silly, Grace|™ he cried.
“I do not want him to come.”
fqmp went to her husband and caught
im impulsively, her fingers pri
his coat nervously. ”PE:H,EE&E:F:“JE
is not necesgary for him to come, and
I do not like 1t. Can’t we go along
as before, without him! Is it neces-
mry I
Ewins Carryl disentengled himself
with impatience ; the stupid whims of
women made him angry.  Because
she did t::ul; li.ia this fellow, she was
going to keep him away, u BVEry-
thing. He was amedh#p&it r_:fT
“You are exceoding] tﬂn tless,
Grace! " he cried harmﬁ. “You vex
mel Really you 6 mWé very

annoyed | IKeep Eyres away! Truly
you are selfish! Haven't you any
thought for me? Don't you consider
that I, the work, have some call upon
youl Arthur Eyres is most usef

I have told you often enough—he has
helped me & good deal, and will help
me & great deal more. And you—you
would upset all our projects of ad-
varcement just becauss the whim
takes you, just for a casual dislike
of & companionable, good-natured, if
rather stupid, fellow. I'm astoniehed
at  you, OGrage, and vezed—yes,
very vered—I am reallyl Don't
gpeak to me of this again; and don't
be so ill-judged as to put Eyres's back
up. He will be most useful to me
with the people who count, especially
during the next few months. You
disappoint me, Grace.”

And Grace sank back in her chair
and said no more, but a sense of un-
gtemmable, fatalistic povernance beat
in upon her.

It ssemed impossible that a weak
woman like herself should be able to
fight the implacable ordering of
destiny, when Fate, through the
mouth of her husband, seemed to have

spoken.

_——

CHAPTER V.
THE CALL OF LOVE.

Ag Ewing bowed to the deafening
applause following his little speech of
thanks and sat down, he was con-
gcions of a definite sensation of dis-
illusionment, All seemed so empty,
wordy, and unsatisfying.

Yet thizs was the eculminatin
moment of his life, his labours, nnﬁ
his fortunes.

Hince the conversation with Grace
recorded above, evenls had pro-

ssed with the immutable impulse of
eatiny.

The work had gone on in almost
ceaseless and feverish activity ; Grace
had continued (o see Eyres, and
Ewins and the work had reaped the
reward that such intimacy with the
rich, influential dilettante was bound
to bring. Ewine Corryl's name and
fame had grown in the eyes of those
people who counted miost in London,
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and Eyres, no less than the excellence

‘of the chemist's work, had been the

caues of this,

Exres, in touch with all the big
men, had kept Ewins’s merits well to
the ford, and Ewins had followed up
such advertisement with good work
and exoellent articles apd - pamphlets.

Then the book had come out, and
the already-prepared public had re-
ceived it with generous applause.
That it was worthy of applanse goes
without saying. It was, :'ndeeg, n
startling and c;ﬁch-ma’king work in
experiment and discovery. Ewing
Carryl jumped at a bound into tha
front ranks of ohemists.

Honours come to him  thickly,
Sovieties, 1oyal  and  endowed,

showered praise and rewards and -

good feslings upon him. Lectures
were demonded, medals bestowed,

.



money-grants  voted.  Finally he
must come up to town to be crowned
by the attentions and the medal of
the Royal Society itself, and to under.
take the pleasant negotiations for a
valuable lecturership in an old and
classic university.

He was at omce an
famous, and affluent man.
of ambition was reached.

Only now he was disappointed.
Here in the reception hall of the
Royal Society, with that august body's
addyess and medal in his hand, he
was filled with a sense of disillusion-
ment. All was empty and unsatisfy-
ing in his soul; the applavse, the
warm. praise, the hearty congratula-
tions were valueless,

He sat there, through all this good-
fellowship and praise, only anxious to
pet out of it all and away ; he had lost
the savour of enj ent. For some
curious reason experienced the
fecling that, after all, he had been
ouly weaving ropes of sand; that all
this acclamation was but veneration,
not for him, but for the work he had
accomplished; that the man was
ignored and the unsentient frait of his
mind only considered.

He sat there heaped and hidden

honoured,
The goal

. with the richness of his rewards—and

very lonely. He saw but his intellect
appraised . and applauded—and his
humanity, his warm, yearning man-
hood ignored. _

e saw all these things with poig-
nant agony, and he yearned to be quit
of this cold and intellectual temple.
Hiz warm humanity woke in this
atmosphere that had naught to do with
humanity, and cried to be free and
away. He realised that in & most
liuman life it was the tender, human
intercourses of natural life and affec-
tion that counted most; that in this
life we lead, sooner or later, it is the
heart and not the intellect that is to
give the most joy and comfort. Here
waz he realising that later, perhaps,
than sooner.

He wanted warm love and tender-
negs for his manhood—not the chilly
praise of his machine-like intellect.

And he was realising with a singu-
lar vividity that the only way, the
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only just manner in which he could
obtain that love snd tenderness and
comfort, was through her who, be-
fore all earthly things, had a right to
administer that love and Ort—
his wife.

The thought went through him like
a sword of pain, and, under the stin
of it, he eould not be contented umt
he had torn himself away from this
house of unsatisfying coldness to go
to his ecomfort—his wife,

She was at Walton waiting for him.
He had asked her to come up to town
to witness his trinmph, but she would
not ; she preferved to stay quietly af
home.

She had been a little strange of
late—Grace—so that he had wnob
pressed the matter; ghe might have
been annoyed, petulant, disagresable,
He wiched he had pressed the matter
now. It would have been an ex-
cellent thing to run off post-haste to

* her and tell her all these thoughis he.
had been ﬂliﬂ]iil]ti during the meet~
ing; to tell her that it was thought
of her that had been uppermost all
through that orgie of his victory-—nag
the victory—that in spite of all his
honours, the honour of being her hus=
band was the one that moved him
most. He would have dearly loved
to do this. It would be fitting.  Still,
he caught the last train to Walion,
cutting a learned conversazione to
burry off to her.

All the way in the train his
thoughts dwelt ever lovingly upon
these points—how he had gained the
whole world and found her, in spite
of all, the sweetest reward in it. Ila
would tell her all this, and tell her,
too, that now he would make repara-
tion for those three years of neglect.

He saw very keenly now that thoss
three years had been ones of neglect.
He cursed his vile sélfishness, Lut he
did mot allow it to blind him. He
had npeglected her cruelly, but—but
now he would make up. He had now
come to his senses, and he would
amply, richly make up. '

He sat back in the carriage ‘of the
whirling train and allowed his szeul
to be harrowed with the exquisite
poignaney of his awakened love for
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CGrace, He did love her now, won-
drously, mightily. He had loved
her always, but this devil-sent, hate-
ful, selfish sbsorption had blinded
him, This ugly gluttony for empty
glories had led him astray. Well, Le
knew their worth now. He kpew
how to appreciate the just values of
life row. He knew just how he stood
to Grace, dear Grace, who had been
&0 loving, so unselfish, and so patient,
Well—well, by God's help, he would
make it up to Grace now! By all that
wag lovely and holy be would show her
that it was worth while loving. All
the penned, dammed-up love of three
Tears rose swamping through his soul.

o was alive, throbbing, bursting
with Jove.

He leaped from the train and from
the station, and ran round to the left,
taking the cliff path. He had to run, -
the spur of his great love was prick-
ing him on. He must run—run |

He ran past the few prim villas
and the bnilding plots and on to the
open cliff and to home. Love was
tingling and dancing hot-foot in his
veine ; speed was too slow to take him
to Grace—he ran and ran.

He dashed by the lightning-smitten
tree and the decrepit cowhonze that
stoad by his home, and through the
gate and up the path to the door.
His sensea were singing, He had
come home, really home—and for the
firet. time.

He flung opeh the door and
shouted alovd in the sheer excess of
his jov.

“Groce 1" he ghouted.  *Grace!

Grace! Grace! It i8 T come home
—I, your lnsband—really your hus-
band—and © come home! Gracel
Grace! ™

Bul nobody answered him.

The house waa dead and empty and
gilent to his impassioned call. = No-
body snswered him—ithere was no-
body there to answer him |

Grace had gone !

There was a little note on the tabls
—a tiny, tender little note reflecting
all her swest womanhood. Tt told

him everything. She had gone with

the man he had brought into the

house; the man he had thrust upon
his wife; the man whom he had
forced her to use for his own advance-
ment—Arthur Eyres. She had gone
from bim hecauss she was timgﬁuf
emptiness and loneliness and lack of
love, and Arthur Eyres had given her
what the woman in her yearned for—

fullneas of life, love,

she had gone.

“You have pained the wholas
world,” she wrote. *You have every-
thing that you want, I have nothing
—not even love—and a8 woman so
wants love. It is her life. You will
be happy in vour henour; have
kindly thoughts of me; I did so want
love, Ewins.”

Ewina Carryl saé down upen the
nearest chaiv. He was a crushed
man. e had pained the whole -
world, Grace wrote; yes, but he had
muffered the loss—and the loss -sut-
weighed the gain.

THE END.

—— e

AN OLD~-WORLD NEW YEAR.
On the first day of this month [January] will be given

many wore gifts then will be
remarded.

kindly received or grafefully

Children, to their incapressible foy, will be

drest in dheir best biby and aprons, and may be seen handed
alomg sireels, some bearing Kentish pippins, oikers oranges
stwch with cloves, in order fo crave a blessing of their Fod-
fatlers and podmatiers.—" Merry OssErvaTions On Every
Maowta" (Published in Queen Asne's Reign).
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One New Year’s Eve.

By Elliott O’Donnell

| wonder how many of you have read Mr, 0'Donnell’s volumes of

ghostly lore 7 He has published a

good many of them, the lalest being

quite the creepiest collection of weird anecdotes that | have ever
read. And he assures me all the experiences which he records are
absolutely true, a fact which makes me marvel greatly at his courage.

Y friends the Munsters in-
voriably invite one at a
moment's notice.  Last
year, for example, they

; gent me an invitation to
gpend the New Year with them, and

I received it on December 29th—a

hopelessly short notice for a busy man

like me. 1 nccepted solely because I

‘have n special rd for the Mun-

gters, who, where T am concerned, are

gpecially privileged. I they were to
telegraph for me to join them in Yoko-

hama I should cheerfully comply (o

long as they paid my fare}.

Munster was one of my earliest
publie-school  chums;  indeed, we
“took to one another” the moment
our eyes met, and, in gpite of period-
ical quarrels, have remained bosom
friends ever since.

Mrs, Munster is intellectual and
pretty, and more beside—she is
thoroughly gennine and kind-hearted.
She nursed me through a bad attack
of pneumonia, and insisted on help-
ing me in monetary matters when 1
was desperately hard up; hence I am
under everlasting obligations to Mrs,
Munster, and would do o very great
deal to show my gratitude.

If the Munsters have a fault—if
fault you can call it—it is that they
are extremely matter-of-fact—the
exact opposite to me. There is not a
tittle of imagination, romance, or
mysticism in ﬁmir nature ; they ridi-
cule—or rather they did ridicule—the
very idea of phosts. That is why they
took a house that had long been re-
puted “haunted.” It was a fine old
country place and the rent was small,
which is a matter of consideration to
most people in these days of pauper-
ising Budgets,

Worcestershire is a  delightful
county, with its sweeping meadows

and stately elms, its ivy-clad churches
and crumbling mansions, the latter
pregnant with historic assceiations.
Indeed, all that is characteristic of
ideal, rural England is to be found in
Worcestershire,

0f course, most people would say
this eouuty is at its Lest in summer,
but I prefer it in the winter—on a
winter’s evening, when the dales and
hille, white with snow, glimmer in the
moonlight, and through the diamond
panes of some medieval mansion—
typical of Worcestershire—comes the
welcome radiance of roaring Yuletide
logs. 1 love to feel the keen north
wind bite my checlks, and to listen to
its far-distant murmurings swelling
into & mighty roar as it rushes
through quaking spinneys and hurls
itself with frantic fury against the
quivering walls.

It wae just such a nig]lf a5 this when
I left London and, after & quick run
in one of the delightfully cosy Mid-
land carringes, arrived at Worcester.
There 1 was met by the Munsters
motor and whirled away in luzury
through  winding lanes and along
broad and undulating roads. Their
Lhiouse, which is close to Powick, is a
fing specimen of Elizabethan archi-
tecture. At an ':u'thE of the massive
wall enclozsing the outer grounds
frowns a huge, ponderois gate, riveted
and studded with iron bolts and sur-
mounted with jagmed, iron spikes.
On our approach thiz gate, worked by
mechanisin {invisible from without),
slowly swung open, and, on our pass-
ing through, closed with a sonorous
clash. A ron of a handred or o yards
then brought us within sight of the
house—a lomg, rambling, lichen-
covered building of many gables and
countless chimneys, fronted by a vast
lawn that wag, in its turn, terminated
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One New-Year's Eve
'b]j' o spinney of gigantic caks and
elms.

As we rolled up to the entrance the
fromi door opened and Munster pame
out to greet me.

“We have a man staying with us,
O'Dounell,” he said, as he led me into
the study, “who iz a fearful ass, and,
between ourselves, I want to play him
a practical joke. T met him in town
at a literary club, where Le poses as a
* gtar ' —ons of those dreadful erea-
tures who invariably epread them-
selves out in front of the fire and
monopolise all the conversation. As
he is a tenth or fifteenth cousin of my
wife's, however, I felt constrained to
invite him down here—indeed, he al-
most made me do eo. He arrived
four weeks ago with a veritable moun-
tain of luggage, and, in spite of the
most brutal hints on our part to go, is
here still, and here, as far as I pan
ge¢, he intends to remain ad in-
finitom,

“What's his name?" I inquired.

“ Melton Redvers,” Munster replied.

“What, the writer of those love
ghockers-—those Emma Jane's tit-bits
in the Piccadilly Magazine? ™

“The very same, and he is reputed
to be making at least ten thousand a
year from them !

“And you want to rid of him
by a pl‘aﬂ.{?r_'n,l jokel?® 2

Munster nodded.

“Of the nature " T inguired.

Munster laughed.

“0h, we want you to decide that,”
he said. “We ave depending entirely
on your resourceful faculty, which has
never failed us yet,”

“You must not eount on me too
much,” I said rather drily, *as 1 fear

‘what little brain T have has almost en-

tirely dried up under the strain of the
last few months’ work. . However, 1
will do my best, and when I've seen
Redvers perhaps I shall get an in-
epiration.”

At dinner T sat opposite Redvers,
and 8o lind an excellent opportunity of
studying him. e bragged in-
cessantly abont his work—low ke held
the record for guick writing, which is

mite eonceivable, as-his stuff is such
abject twaddle ; how lLie eonld give Bo-
end-s0 points in his own particular

line, which was practically every lins
a8 thera was nothing appavently he
had not written about; and how So-
and-so and Sa-and-se was no good at
all—a perfect ass ; indeed, if there was
one thing above all others in which
Redvers excelled it was in running
other people down, o privilege he
claimed presumably on the grounds of
being a “star.”

After dinner, when the ladies Lind
retired, I drew Redvers into conversa-
tion, and from a close observation of
the man’s eyes and general demeanouy
deduced that he was naturally o
coward and that he could very easily
be frightened.

He knew the house bore the reputa-
tion of being haunted. Supposing I
was to assume the rdle of ghost.
Would that scars him away! 1 rather
thought it would.

1 was deliberating thus when we
rejoined the ladies in the drawina-
room, and as Redvers as usual soupht
to monopolise the attention of every-
one present, I was fortunately able to
indulge my precceupation with im-
punity all right. For my part, I did
ot think that the house was haunted,
Az a rule, T ean detect the presence of
the Unknown in a house at onee by o
Something, both in the atmosphere
and in the shadows: here there was
p-;'ath;ng.

The houwse being Elizabethan
naturally suggested an Elizabethan
ghost; and Munster, thinking this a
capital idea, said that if T would un-

<dertake to put all my vast knowledge

of ghosts into practice and dress up as
one, be would undertake to get me a
suitable costume,

Now, although I have—as my re-
cent articles in o Sunday paper
show—over and over again come in
contact with materislised phenomenn
T had never impersonated ome, nor
ghould I have dreamed of deing such a
thing in order to delude a psvchic, as
in my opinion no one who has ever
Been & genuine spirit would be de-
ceived by o sham one.  With Redvers,
however, who scoffed at gphosts and
was a perfect ignoramus where the
superphysical was concerned, I felt
absolutely safe—T was sure I could
take kim in.
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Consequently, T arranged with

"Munster that he and I should take

part in o ghostly drama, presumably
the re-enaction of a crime perpetrated
in Elizabethan days, exactly on the
stroke of midnight—an hour, by the
way, when real ghosts seldom appear.
Mrs. Munster was to make a terrific
crash with a croguet mallet ot the
panel of Redvers' door, unpon which
Munster, pursued by me, was to come
flying down the corridor. T was to
chase him round Redvers” room, which
was to be illuminated from without

by limelight, Mrs. Munster working

the apparatus, and the death scene
emphasieed by the most blood-
enrdling groans;, was to take place in
the passage. We did not for an in-
stant expect Redvers would make any
attempt to follow us, but, and in the
event of his doing so, we had a place
of concealment all ready at hand.
Munster ordered the clothes from a
well-known theatrical wig-maker in
Bedford Street, and we rehearsed onr
parte—even to the banging of the
door—most carefully when Redvers
was out of the lhiouse, the servants of
necessity being “in the know,”
Everyone kept the secret most ad-
mirably, and not the slightest sus-
picion of what was in store for him
conld have entered Redvers” head.

- Meanwhile, he had bLeen making
himself more and more objectionable.
e sesmed to regard the house en-
tirely as hia own, and a red to be
lahouring under the delusion that it
wis o great condescension on his part
to be there. He was invariably late
for meals ; behaved in the most auto-
cratic way in the library, demanding
silence whenever it pleased him ta

‘work, and talking “nineteen to the

dozen " whenever he saw anyone else
busy ; whilst he bored Mrs. Munster
to death with repetitionary anecdotes
nf his life and passages out of his

" penny dmadfuf pot-Lioilers, He
wis, in every sense of the word, odious
—unpopular even with the Bermntn
The eventful night came, and after
dinner, h:,' mutual agreement hefwean
the Munsters and me, we began to talk
# ghosts,” vying with one another in
tales moet calenlated to harrow the
feelings of Redvers and reduce him to
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a thoroughly “nervy ™ condition be-
fore retiring to bed.

T cannot exactly remember what
story I related, bot I know it was one
of my most thrilling, and that I nar-
rated it with all the earnestness and
melodramatic intensity that I ecould
assume,

At firet Redvers laughed satiriealiy,
f:hen in his usual manner he attempted

“break in" with one or two of his
amuammm'j anecdotes ; then, " per-
ceiving hiz failure in thls, he Iapsed
into & sullen and contemptucus
silence, emphasised now and then by
loud yawns; and, finally, when it was
barely eleven, he gignified his iu-
tention of going to bed. An hour
later, in breathless silence, the Mun-
sters and I erawled along the corridor
to our allotted places,

It wanted two minutes to twelve.
Mrs. Munster wassfingering the mallet
and we anxiously awaiting the signal
to commence, when something went
wrong with the limelight apparatus
and we were plunged in pitch dark-
ness, and on Munster lighting a
candle, that, too, mysteriously weut
out. I then felt for the first time in
that honse the presence of the super-
physical, Something—something at
present  absolutely e.mgmat.ma]—hut
‘something  that was unmistakably,
lwp-e-nauhl:“ﬂ—‘n as now with ue, and
1 wondered if it had come to watch our
feeble attempts at mimiery,

1 have said that the Munsters did
not believe in ghosts, but I think I
omitted to mention the fact that they
had absolutely no ides as to what form
the alleged haunting of their house
was supposed to take. MNeither had L
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One New-Year's Eve

Cousequently, my first thought on
feeling the sudden proximity of the
ceeult was, what will it be liked

For some seconds after the candle
went out there was & significant
silence, and then Mrs. Munster called
out, in a low voice:

“Fred, 1 feel g0 queer]
come'to me for o moment 1™

L %T'm coming ! " Munster replied,
iz voice shaking. “I mmst po to
Ler," he whispered, “though, to tell
you the truth, T don't know how T
shall get there as I feel uncommonly
strange. My teeth are chattering.”

He left me, and I heard him
groping his way towards her in the
darkness. The clock then struck
twelve—big, hollow, booming notes
that seemed to well up from the very
bowels of the earth.

A dnép, a preternaturally deep, hush
fullowed, nnd then & deor in some far
out-of-the-way part of the house
slammed. This was succeeded Ly the
sounds of huarrying footsteps—the
light tapping of & woman’s high heela
and the heavy clomping of a man's
boots, Up the stairs they came, ac-
companied by a lurid glow of light.
At first o head—a masg of rippling
yellow hair—then a forehead, low and
white, and then two big, staring
china-blue eyes, ablaze with all the
terror of o cruel and ghostly death.

The woman—or rather girl, for she
could not -have been more than twent
—was clad in a rich gown of sil
brocade, a stomacher blazing with
diamonds and other precious stones,
and & gureeat of blue velvet bordered
with ermine. Ier slender and swan-
like neck was enciveled with a carca-
net of gold set with emeralds, from
which a single and almost priceless
emerald depended. On  her foot,
which were tiny, were o pair of very
high-heeled white satin shoes orna-
mented with  scintillating  golden
buckles. A more strikingly beautiful
and richer costume I had never seen,
‘At the sight of her pursuer my blood
froze. He was & hideous ecreature,
Standing fully six-foot-six, his big,
hrutal body was surmounted with a
buge head crowned with a mass of
Tomyg, ‘eonrse black hair that fell in un-

Coan you
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combed ringlets over his forehead and
about his eary,

His features were large and ill-
shaped, his brows black and bushy,
and his eyes—dreadful. In their slit-
like recesses, illuminated with a
phosphorescent glow, 1 read all the
worst passions that can defile a man.
He was attired in a very much mud-
bespattered suit of buff-coloured cloth,
and carried in one of his hands a

knotted stick. .

It was difficult at first to understand
why he did not cateh the fugitive at
once until I noticed that one of his legs
was dripping with blood and that he
ran with an effort. Panting and gasp-
ing, his very breath full of pent-up
oaths, he hurled himself past me, and
I watched him racing down the cor-
ridor after his victim,

Beizing bold of the handle of Red-
vers' door she darted in, the ruffan
staggering after her, There was a
muffled curse, the sound of a falling
bedy, a loud crash, and the fignre of
the girl reappeared, a glittering
stiletto in one of her hands, on the
tapering fingers of which 4 dozen pre-
cious stones flashed fire. As T stared
at her in fascinated horror our eves
met. Her pupils were glassy and ex-
pressionless, though her lips smiled,
Gliding noizelessly forwnrd she ap-
proached the Munsters, who stood
rooted to the ground with fright.
from them she sud-
denly melted into air, and we saw hor
no more, the entire tragedy being but
the work of a few seconds. Though
it was absolutely real in the grimneas
of its details, yet there was o some-
thing in the luridness of the accom-
panying light, as well as in the move-
ments and facial expressions, that ex-
cluded the natural and pronsunced the
superphysical.  Moreover, the icy
eoldness and sickly fear were totally
unlike any symptoms that the ma-
terial produces. The house was now
perfectly still with o stillness that was
quite usual for that time of night, and
although I listened very intently I
could ecatch no eounds. Convineed
tiow that the demonstrations wers
over, and that it was in all probability
the purport of our presence there that


http://oceu.lt

had called them into existence, our re-
hearsal of a pseudo tragedy had, so
to speak, awakened the echoes of o
real one—one that had taken place in
centuries long past, and which lad
undoubtedly given rize to the rumour
that the house was haunted. Con-
vinced, then, now that the real ghosts
had gone, I moved from my post to
join the mock ones, who were still
huddied together by Redvers' door.

Never, never shall T forget their
almost comical leok of terror, and al-
though I was still very shaky myszelf—
as, indeed, I always am after seeing an
apparition—I could not help laugh-
ingr. Their eyes positively rolled to
and fro in their heads, Like hilliard
‘balls, whilst the knocking of their
palsied limbs kept time with the chat-
tering of their teeth.

By Elliott O'Donnefl

“Wasn't 1 aw-aw-awful - Mra.
Munster gasped. “F-Fr-Fred and I

- nearly  died with—with fr-fright!

Do go ond see how Mr. Redvers ia.
FPoor man, he must have had a dread-
ful time ! *

Fully expecting to find our vietim
reduced to a state of utter imbecility,
if not actually dead, we entered hia
room, quaking with fearful anticipa-
tions. Judge, then, of our astonish-
ment—our unmitigated, unparalleled
astonishment—when before us in the
bed, sleeping as serenely and soundly
as if there wasn't a ghost within a
million miles, lay Redvers, an ex-
preszion of intense satisfaction all
over his detestable features. He-
cognising that it was a clear case of
“the biter bit,” we left him there in
peace. R.LP,

CONCERNING
(| OURSELVES

[Letters in connection with this page shoald be addressed * The Editor,” Weexevy Tars-TELLER,
wand 3, Hind Coure, Fleet Strees, Loaden, and should bave the words * Concerning Ourselves " on the

worner of the anvelape.]
HA'PY New Year To All! That is my
A greeting to each who scans this 1

and it is meant to ring with doable
heartiness to those of you who have learnt to
look on oor TALE-TELLER a8 a friemd.
Indeed on second thoughts 1 will add to the
nld-world wish and give you a toast to drink
with a *“three times three," as yon wonld
drink to Y Atild Lang Syne." Here it is:

U When this Mew Year is old may youn
still read th[i'.pn-%e—ma] T gtill write it
and may TALE-TELRER bave trebled ils
present cireulation,”

1 goppose we all make good resclutions at
the beginaning of the year, most of them
unfortunalely destined to be forgotben,
eome . of them becoming paviog-stones
along the downward path, and just a few
being adbered to bravely, It ia a gluumy
and pessimistic sentence to write for the
Hew Year, bat, after all, though we ring
bells and drink healths and welcome the
first foot, a New Year's birth, like any other
landmark of time, has a solemnity aod. a
eadness of its own which somewhat jars on
galety, One s aleaid to leok forward, often
one i3 loth to look behind, and so—well, we
hide whatever ache lies at the back of our
minds and wish each other a Happy
Kew Year with such certainty that there
seems oo rogm to doubt ite abaclate jov,
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Kot a0 many years ago there were plenty
of guaint old enstoms used to usher in the
New Year. Heore in Lomdon they are uns
common, but I wonder if they ara observed
elsawhere—perhaps some of my friends in
remote countey districts will write to tell
me,

" Kirst footing " I know is observed more
or less geriougly in many places, but are. the
other old customs kept up anywhere ! For
instance, do men rise early to sce the dawn !
Beosuse if on Janoary 1st the rising sun is
ushered in with red clonds it denotes many
robberics within the year, and strife and
debates among the great ones of the land,
We eschew polities here in TALE-TRECLER,
but in view of the recent election and ita
requlta T am obliged to add that really New
Year's Dy, 1911, ought to dawn ped. [ am
writing this some time before the event, so
whether it will do g0 or nob remains at tl
moment to be proved. i

One of my very early New Vear memories
concerns an old euperstition. The first of
January that year—never mind the exact
date, indeed I conld not tell it if 1 would-=
wad owshered in by a great storm which
gwept all the Kastern coast, and befors tha
dawn bad broken ihe boom of a warhing
gun came ouk of the darkness telling of e
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ship in distress—calling for brave men to
g0 to her aid.

Thank God that is acall British seafarin
folk naver hear in vain, and all the men sms
hall the women ol the hamlet went crowd-
ing to the beach to give what help they
might. Among them was an old chap, cox-
swain of the ﬁi&hmb, who lighted 2 hoge
lantern to guide him through the mist and
murk, If only be had lighted it in the
garden it would have been all right, but the
wind was stromg, 50 he lighted it in the
““house place” and bore it over the threshold
into the gloom.

His old wife, watching from their lattice
window, went into hysteries, and it was her
screama which rang in my childish ear and
made mesit up in my bed {sur house was
acrogs the road and some distance from ber
cottage) listening in & cold perspiration of
terror to her lamentations, which were
punctuated by the boom of the gun at sea.

It would have been bad luck to carry
ashes or dirty water out of the honse on New
Year's Day, she wailed, but to take a light
oab over the threshold meant death. T re-
wmember she sereamed Lhe word thres times,
“death—death—death,” and it was only a
little later that men passing ander my win-
dow whispered that the ship which had called
for help hod disa red—in gight of land,
almost in reach of help, she hed gone down
on that New Year's moming, leaving but
broken wreckage to tell of her fate,

There wae a big trenck dag in the * charch
garth " to make one grave for the hodies that
came ashore, bat those poor fellows did nob
fulfil my old lady's “warmning" It was in
the autumn that the coble in which her
husband sailed capsized in a squall off Flam-
borough Head, and when they bronght her
the news she heard it dry-eyed, She knew
ity she said ; bad be not taken a light out of

‘advise any of wyou to

the hopse on New Vear's Day, and was ook
that a certain sign that death wounld cross
the threshold within the year?

That is a tragic New Year's picture, pet
4!l m¥y memories are not go and. ?cnn vecall
wonderful feasts in which * peppercale,”
otherwise gingerbread, played & part accom-
panied by cheese, and New Year presents
were far 100 important to be forgotten.

And here is a quaint story which shall end
mggcha’s this week, one that has a bumorons
side, t.imu%h I am L; 10 means sur: as to ita
moral. take it from the * Statistical
Aceount of B " published in 1795, and
wonld remind you that statistics are generally
COM0E the snme as figures, and thag
figures cannot lie. The atory, too, has the
autherity of the Church, for it is told by the
minister of Tilliconltry,

There was a collier named William Hunter,
he says, who had lost the use of his limba
through rhenmatism, and bad been confined
to his bed for more than g year. On Hand-
sel Monday some neighbours visited him,
bringing “a great quantity of new ale full
of balm,” which he draek till he became
very intoxicated, “and in conseguence "' (the
words ave the minister's, not mine) rose the
Bext morning comFlata[ cured,

This namber of .um-"]i-‘m.-mm is published
on Handsel Monday (that is, the first Mon-
duy in the New Year), but I should not
Mr, Hunter's
remedy, least of all for his complaint, .1
told you, to begin with, that the story was

“nob very moral, and as for its troth—of that

I leave you to judge for yonrselves.

:

A NEW YEAR SONG.
(Three Hundred and Fordy Vears O}

The next to this is New-Year's Day, whereon to every friend
They cosily presents in do bring, and New-Year gifts do send.
These gifts the husband gives his wife, and father ehe the clild,
And master on his men bestows the like with favour mild.

And good beginning of the year they wish, and wish again,
According fo the ancient guise of heathen people vain.

These eight days no man doth require Iis debts from any man.
Their tables they do furnish ont with all the meat they can;

Witk marclipaynes, tarts and custards great, they drink, with staring e yes,
They rout and revel, feed and feast, as merry all as pyes -

As if they should at 1l entrance of the New Year hap to die,

Yet they would have their bellies full and ancient friends them by.

~—BARNABY (GOOGE.

—— e, puc] N
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I erder to make sure that you will obtain the “ Weelly Tale-Teller™ regularly,

please go to your newsagent without delay and order the newt isswe. Aleo do not forged
that the * Weekly Tale.Teller™ ds on anle at all the railway booksfalls throughout

Great Brilain.
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