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Sheffield Cutlery 
and P L A T E . 

DIRECT FROM MAKERS. 
S a v i n g 25 to 50 per cen t . 

Half-dozens supplied. 

The Cftristtaa CottmumwaUh, 15th 
Mardi, i«j8, says: " Wts can honestly 
Bay we are surprised that such articles 
mn IH; supplied at so small 11 cost. 
Would lie cheap at double the price. 
The same remark applies to the nickel 
silver." 

Samples on Approval . 
Muiieif returned if not approved. Cheques 
ixiffiihl,; to Win. Checlham. creBSnd 
••London City and Midland Bank, ' Bank 

St. Branch. 
«The Sheffield Goods Manfg. Co., 
•Havelock Works. Sheffield. EST. 18B1. 

Marvellous Va lue 
*for Ladies who 
'Dress Well. 
W. H. & A. POPPLESTONE'S ' 

(Late of Clifton 1 

2-Guinea Costumes 
are at least F i f t y p e r cent, lower 
than usual t . i i l o r s ' p r i c e s . Write for 
Patterns and S e l f - m e a s u r e m e n t 
forms, and not o n l y s a v e money but 
dress smarter t h a n e v e r before. Our 
12/6 S v p o r t i n g S k i r t (Harris 
Tweed Effect) is worth double the money. 
0. York,Street (near the Abbey. BATH. 

.75 , High St., WESTON-SUPER-MARE. 

You wouldn't 
buy a Motor 
Cat with a Poor 

Engine, just as you wouldn't 
buy a Billiard Table with 
Poor Cushions. 

HOLT'S BILUAfîD TABLES 
from £ 4 to £ 5 0 , 

have Holes New Rapid Cushions ; 
you feel you want lo. play immedi
ately you see them. 
Descriptive Booklet Free, It «team a 

lot to you. Write to-day-write no:-: 

Willie Holt (BURNLEY) LM-
Grove Billiard Works, 

BURNLEY, 
Lancashire. 

HOLTS 
Billiard Tables 

How do Cei l ings 
get dirty? 

You never walk oil them, nothing dirty is deliberately placed 
on them, they get no went. Yet ceilings do get very dirty, and 
so do walls, pictures, curtains, and many other things that are 
never handled or worn. 

There could not be more striking evidence of the need for 
a "Daisy" Vacuum Cleaner than the way in which those things 
get dirty. 

Itis 'dust raised by brooms and ••brushes that causes 90 per cent, 
of the dirt about a house. The "Da i sy" does all the work' of a 
broom without raising dust. It is 
brushing more than use that wears 
out carpets and upholstery ; the 
"Da i sy" cleans them the most 
thoroughly, but does not cause 

the slightest injury. It is broom-raised dust that makes curtains 
and other hangings'dirty so quickly ; the " Daisy " Cleaner not'only 
prevents that effect, but with it you can clean off the little dust 
that comes from outside, without taking down anything. The 

" DAISY " Vacuum Cleaner 
is so effective because of its unique suction principle. Too power 
with which it sucks in Just is remarkable. It works with the 
utmost ease, and'with care will never get out of order. 

WRITE FOR OUR FREE BOOKLET, which eives full particulars and 
illustrations of eight different sizes at prices from 4 2 / . to £ 1 8 1 8 s . 

O f a l l I r o n m o n g e r s a n d S t o r e s , Or 
THF DAISY VACUUM CLEANER CO., Ltd. .gravel ly Hill. BIRMINGHAM. 

Model 'E.' Factory or Hotel Model. 



10 Blades 
last 3 Years Î 

Read Col. A. H . C L A R K - K E N N E D V ' S \ 
letter and learn how you also can 
avoid the continual expense for rew 
blades, necessary for every ordinary 
safety razor. 

FELI'HAM, Nr. BOGNOR, August 29, IQIO. 
DEAR SIRS,—1 bought one of your Safety Razor Outfits 

in May, 1907, and up to the present time, after constant 
daily use, ha\ e only » or n <>ut 10 Mai les .-nul virup. I 
bought a second setol blades last year, but as I still have one 
of the original 12 not yet used, am probably -till 3 years to 
the good in blades. 

(Signed) A. H. CLANK-KENNEDY, Colonel. 

fnsert 

strop 
in razor, 

move razor 
to and fro— 

blade reverses 
automatically 

and thus actually 

Strops Itself. 

Manufacturers of ordinary safety razors do not claim that 
one of their blades will shave more than 5 to ::<> times 
—but the same AutoS t rop blade can be stropped 
to give a perfect shave every day for months. 

You cannot strop it wrongly.—No taking apart to strop or clean. 

At all high-class dealei s, 
- you see it everywhere. 

Complete outfit includes AutoStrop 
Safety Razor, silver -plated ; 12 
AutoStrop blades ; horse - hide 
strop : in case complete. Pi ice 

Illustrated Description Free.—Address 
Dept. R., 

4iito5irop Safely Raror Go.Lui 

61, New Oxford Street, London, W.C. 
Also at Hamburg, /'a>is, 

Milan, New York, 
Montreal. 



The Latest Model 
:: of the :: 

ST£%aNG 
PLHYER PIfTNO 

The 

Ideal-Mignon 
is a thoroughly reliable instrument, 
smaller than the usual sizeof P layer ' 
Pianos, and, therefore, less costly 
in construction. It is sold at a price 
considerably lower than is usually 
charged for First-class Instruments. 

It embodies all the essential 
features of the w o r l d - r e n o w n e d 
" S t e r l i n g " wi th the " fau l t l e s s" 
motor, the tempo, accentuat ing, and 
melody and accompan iment devices 
ensuring absolute control of ex
pression, delicacy of touch, and 
p o w e r of attack. 

T h e " Idea l -Mignon " is a h a n d 
some instrument, w h i c h , considered 
as a Player-Piano, is wi thou t equal 
at the price, and w h i c h , regarded 
as a Piano (it can be played by 
hand in the ordinary way) , is 
w o r t h y of a place in any home. 

Deferred Payments arranged if desired. 

Write for Catalogue to— 

COPPLESTON & CO., Ltd., 9, Sterling 
House, 94, Regent St., London, W. 

A LONG TAIL 
BUT 

A GOOD TALE 
^ . < C ^ " Showing the 
•Tx.'- V 

J^'-Ç-ÏS-S increase in 

0>, • - - . JSP deliveries of 

~£~§ MOLASSINE 
g C f DOG FOODS. 
•"i'"''/^-~jM The demand in August 
K£$' 3S being sixteen times 
fW''1 _ '%, greater than that 
Î / ' " ^ ^ of January, 1909. 

\ t ' \ ^ , " _ - V 

î ; ' y jr"~~ i*». 

^fe^ ' v iv^v ^ 

}\ à%j\ There is a Reason 
LjL-rj r ^ f°r *his. 

They are different from all others. 
Other Foods feed dogs only. 
Molassine Foods not only feed, but keep dogs 

healthy, improve the coat, eradicate worms, 
and prevent unpleasant odours from the skin 
and excreta. 

Manufactured from the purest ingredients 
only and free from any medicament. 

Call to -day at the nearest Dealer's and 
buy some. 

THE MOLASSINE CO., LTD., 
io2, Tunnel Avenue, GREENWICH. 



mrnmmMmt^mM 
11 Allen & Daws' 1fl 
1 Extra Pin I 
g J Money 11 
ff ^^~ I M T ' ^ X l< 
•';? J& / throughout the \ ^ ^ #< 
f;ff m / British Isles and to all V ^ k & 
f&.W / Par t s of the Empi re i n \ ^ £ . , ' 
ty'àW I exchange for Old Gold \ ^X? 
$o-F / J e w e l l e r y ' Precious Stones, \ \i.i 
SSI I Sterling Silver and Sheffield \ 1 ^ 
&§l I P l a , e > P'atinum, Teeth, Snuff I Inf 
l-'-^X 1 Boxes, etc. I \Ô-.\ 

i |^k \5 , London St., Norwich. / Jj$ 
' . • ' ^ • r m \ I m m e d i a t e Cash sent J & ? ' 

^ j ^ L \ or Offer Made. / JfY^ 

'$\ W/ ESTABLISHED \ ^ L U% 
f%rs 0VER HALF A CEWTURY \^jy 
l a a g a i »*-# t t>?^. -*>:>»•»&•* . .^-»-Q--P 

SUPERFLUOUS HAIR. 
All euflererg are earnestly requested to write for my new remedy 

3 0 0 3 ANTICAPILLA"„„,,, 
a fragrant liquid compound, entirely free from all poisonous 
ingredients, which entirely and permanently destroys tlie cyst 
anil follicle iaftet which the reappearance or the hair is impos
sible] without the slightest pain or injury to the skin, leaving the 
latter as white and smooth and .dear as if there had never been 
a growth of hair upon it . It never fails to cure the most stub
born and painful cases, even when all other and oft-repeated 
t reatment has failed to have the desired effect. »>ne bottle, 
sufficient to cure, sent post free for 4 6 ito foreign countries, 
5/6), which 1 offer to return if results are deemed in any way 
unsatisfactory. No plucking or burning or cutt ing off required, 
as it is entirely unlike any othi r preparation offered for a similar 

purpose. Letters strictly confidential. Address— 

Mr. R. H. THOMPSON (Dept. 7), 
149, S t r a n d , London, W.C. 

Wholesale—BARCLAYS. 

YOUR TROUSERS ^ ^ 
WILL GET OUT OF SHAPE, f l s ^ 

BUT— I 3f\ 

^"EVERITT " P R E ^ 
w i l l put t h e m g 

R I G H T in the N I G H T . » 
YOU NEED ONE, < 

Get our " V A R S I T Y " Patent Combination Press and 
Stretcher, as supplied to Prince Christopher of Greece, jjj 

P R I C K c o m p l e t e , 1 8 / - ; or. w i t h o u t S t r e t c h e r , 1 4 / 6 . O 
Also made in several cheaper qualities. Z 

T H E EVER.TT PRESS MFG. CO., 13—19, 

ALL-WOOL 
OVERCOAT 

To Measure, 21 -
M o s t W o n d e r f u l T a i l o r i n g ^ A 
C r e a t i o n o f t h e C e n t u r y , "S^T 

Perfect Style, Perfect Cut, ̂ S w l 
Perfectfinish,PerfectlyTriinmed m^J/ A I 
are making t h e a b o v e w o n d e r f u l E 9 0 . k.1 1 

Send p o s t c a r d f o r W§J " * 11 J 
F R E E P A T T E R N S ! I U J ^ r 

measure. We fit you no mat te r where ^ B i l l 
you live or refund the full amount of i H 1 9 

A W A R D E D T H R E E M E D A L S . M \ \ 

testimonials £ 5 , 0 0 0 forfeited « f î T 

C o l d M e d a l S u i t s t o M e a s u r e B M j ^ ^ B i • i 

CURZON BROS., 
e a s u r e T a i l o r s , I 

( D e p t . I O ) , 60D, 6 3 . City R o a d , L o n d o n , E.C. 
PARIS HOL ' IX: 130, Rue de Rivoli ; 
BIILM.LI.KS H O I S E : -J. Rue de la Bourse; 
and in Canada. South Africa, & Australia. ^ , 

Rupture Cured 
S T U A R T S P L A S T E R - P A D S a r e different from the painful 
t russ , a n d being se l f -adhesive Lhey hold the r u p t u r e in place 

f̂l̂ f* w i t h o u t s t r a p s , buck le s , or sp r ings 
t Q r §V s*Z* fl/tx " ' '' ' ' ' ' P ' o canno t chafe or press 
l l l î ^ ^ ^ 1 aga ins t the pelvic bone . T h e p a d s 
I ^ f f ^ v? — - ** I , " l l l : i 1 1 1 a wonderful medic ine which 
^Ba *+iS I is kept c o n s t a n t l y in con tac t ; t h e r e b y 
K , " ^ ^-'/-^ c u r i n g the most o b s t i n a t e cases, 
l ^ ^ * - ' " ~~^+z.T£-i^S T h o u s a n d s have successful ly t rea ted 
| ^ ^ " ^ ^ ^ themse lves w i t h o u t h i n d r a n c e from 
I PATENTED 1 w , t k . i n j ; n l h e p r i v a C y of the home . Soft as 
XiHOV, 4, I % e i % c t—-easy l o a p p l j — i n e x p e n s i v e . W r i t e t o -day , 
f J N ^ - ' 1 ' I a n d " T r i a l T r e a t m e n t / ' 

IRlAL OF TMATMEMT . t ^ V i " " ' ^ FREE 
Stuart 1'iaster-p.id Co. [Roomg,66-67,Shoe Lane, London,E.C. 

I Presses from 5 / 
S T A I L O R S A N D H O S I E R S S T O C K T H E M . 
S If we have no agent in your district , we will supply 

direct anil pay carnage U.K. Foreign Orders earr, fwcl 
L i s t " S 1 1 " p o s t f r e e o n r e q u e s t . 

LEVER STREET, LONDON. E.C. 

Biilm.li.ks


FREE 
THIS NEW STYLE PNEUMATIC 

HAIR-HEALTH BRUSH 
£6,500 Worth of these Tatcho Brushes-
the King Edward Model—to be Given Away. 

The two greatest aids to Hair-Health in the World—Tatcho and the new Tatcho Hair-Health Brush 

The new Tatcho Hair-Health Brush is a duplicate 
of the model of a set supplied for the use of His 
Majesty the late King Edward. 

Although of so unique a character, these Hair 
Brushes—^6,500 w o r t h -
are to be absolutely given 
away to users of Mr. Geo. 
R. Sims' wonderful dis
covery of Tatcho, the 
genuine, good, true Hair-
Grower. 

Every reader of this 
announcement may have 
one for the use of himself 
or herself. 

Imagine a hair-brush in 
which every bristle stands 
apart in true hair-and-scalp 
skirmishing order. 

Imagine, too, a regi
ment of bristles separately 
set in a beautifully yielding 
pneumatic pad. 

The King: Edward Model 
Tatcho Hair Brush. 

Stretch the imagination 
a little futther, and see 
with your mind's eye bow 
bristles so deftly set and 
so singularly positioned 
must—they cannwt do 
o the rwi se — p e n e t r a t e 
through the thickest hair 
and so sweep the scalp 
clean from all scurf and 
dandruff, dirt and dust. 

Then, again, imagine 
how easy it is to keep this brush sweetly 
clean. Its possessor has only to draw the 
separately-set bristles across the hand or a towel 
to immediately free every bristle hvgienically free 
from hair, scurf, and dust. 

And this magnificent " K i n g Edward" Model 
Hair Brush is simply waiting your invitation lo 
enter your service free of all cost to yourself. It 
need not be denied that the reader's regular use of 
this brush is intended to aid the good work that 
Tatcho does for every reader's hair. 

Indeed, the new Pneumatic Tad and Separate-
Bristle Tatcho Hair - Health Brush is plainly 
intended to aid and supplement Tatcho in its 
accredited work of cultivating and preserving the 
hair of the user. It will simply make assurance 
doubly sure. 

No reasoning reader will fail to see and understand 
that a scalp free from scurf and dust makes it easier 
for the hair to live and grow in all its natural 
profusion and beauty. 

And the only condition which you, dear reader, 

have to put in operation to secure for yourself 
one of these splendid new-style Hai r -Heal th 
Brushes is to equip yourself with the other neces
sary workin" partner for your success in hair-

growing—that is, a 2s. Qd. 
bottle of Tatcho. An 
additional 4d. should 
also be sent to cover 
postage of the package 
to your address. 

Free H a i r - H e a l t h 
Brushes to Users of 

Tatcho. 

Owing, unfortunately, t< 
tariff and other obstacles 
this opportunity is at th 
moment available only t< 
residents of the British Isle 
who first apply. 

Immediate applicatioi 
should be made for ih 
two greatest aids to hair 
health in the world 
namely, Tatcho and th 
new Tatcho Hair-Healt 
Brush. 

Readers should apply t 
the George R. Sims' l iai 
Restorer Co., 5. Grea 
Queen Street, Kingsway 
London. 

Further supplies 0 
Tatcho may be ha< 
from chemists and store 
e v e r y w h e r e , 1/-, 2/9 
and 4/6. 

The present offer is 
available to November 30 next, after which date 
it will become void. 



Both chairs can be upholstered to eus-
tomer's selection of covers and colours. 
T h e interior work and construction of 
these chairs is carried out with the 
object of not only providing a chair 
of comfort for every day use by 
employing materials not easily soiled 
and lasting in wear, but with the aim 
also of adding to the attractive appear
ance of any room. W e guarantee the 
chairs or will refund the money in full. 

X T * 5 I ^ O A H / ^ V l Deferred Payments or 
M * J l U O t b U C l l t Discount for Cash. 

Carriage Paid to any Railway Station in the United 
Kingdom. Colonial & Foreign Orders receive special attention. 

p D C C We will send you frfe by post our large Illustrated 
' * • ^ ^ " Catalogue, containing hundreds of designs, also Price 
Lists, estimates and hints on Furnishing, which you will find very valua
ble. It costs you nothing and will save you pounds in furnishing. 

ÇLT 0"R1T Furnishing Co. 
U I ^ V U L / (J. R. GRANT] PKOl,,IETl,,,0 

{Dept. Et, 

Pembroke Place, LIVERPOOL, 
i and at 38-40, High Street, B E L F A S T . 
L 



• * 

The -
Friend 

A1 of all 
Nations 

From Land's End to John 
o'Groats—from the North 
Foreland Light to where 
the Atlantic Rollers break 
upon the Irish Coast— 
Sunlight Soap is fulfilling its 
promises of cleanliness and 
comfort ; and in lands afar 
off, in ice-bound regions 
and sunny climes alike, it is 
maintaining that reputation 
which British goods enjoy 
t h e wide w o r l d over. 
Whether known as Soap, 
Seif e, Zeep or Savon, it is the 
same " Sunlight," guaran
teed pure, with purity but 
one of its many virtues 



IS YOUR HAIR GREY OR FADING P 
THEN WRITE FOR FREE BOOK DESCRIBING THE AMAZING DISCOVERY RECENTLY 

MADE AT A FAMOUS INSTITUTION IN KENT. 

Is your hair grey or fading in colour ? 
If you have reached adult age it is more than likely 

your answer will be " Yes." 
Nothing makes a man or woman look so old as hair 

which has lost its youthful colour, and no longer need 
one display Time's too early trade mark. 

BAD FOR THE WOMAN. 
The woman whose hair has begun to fade is looked 

upon as already elderly. Consequently she misses 
opportunities which come to girls who look younger 
than herself by reason of the youthful colour and 
lustre of their hair. 

AND SERIOUS FOR THE MAN. 
With man the conseq uences of prematurely grey hair 

are equally serious. 
The man whose 

hair has become grey 
—no matter how fine 
his business record 
may be— is looked 
upon by employers 
as a "second-rater." 

If he is seeking a 
situation, or promo
tion, younger-look
ing men will be pre
ferred before him. 

AN EASY CURE 
FOR GREY HAIR 

If your hair is 
grey, or growing 
grey, then it is a 
serious matter for 
you whatever your 
sex or position. At 
least it would be 
serious were it not for the announcement made here. 
For this announcement robs hair discoloration of its 
seriousness, and provides a cure for the grey-haired. 

AN AMAZING DISCOVERY. 
An amazing discovery has been made at the well-

known Bromley Hydro, Bromley, Kent (one of the 
most famous old historic mansions in the South of 
England), by which grey or faded hair can be restored 
to its original youthful colour in a few days, and by 
a simple, inexpensive method which anyone can put 
into practice in the privacy of their own home. 

Already the merits of this discovery—to which has 
been given the name of " Vilixir"—have been tested 
by thousands of ladies and gentlemen, who have 
written to the authorities responsible for the matter 
in terms of the most enthusiastic praise, as will be 
seen from the specimen letters we will forward. 

One of the most remarkable facts about " Vilixir " 
is that it is an absolutely colourless liquid. Thus 
it differs from a dye which has to be purchased 
in a certain colour {black or brown or gold as the 
case may be), in order to give the particular hue 
required. Not so "Vilixir. ' ' This same colour
less liquid restores your hair—not to any colour 
you like—but just to that particular hue it possessed 
before it went grey. Three persons may possess 
hair of as many different shades. Years pass by 
and they become grey. These three people can 

use the same bottle of vilixir ana in eacn case me 
hair will return to the particular tint it formerly 
possessed. The same preparation will produce three 
different results, and in each case the result will be 
the right one. 

Would you like to try this discovery, which will re
store the colour to the grey or faded hair of your head, 
beard, or moustache? If so, you can do so at once, 
and you will be delighted with the results. 

If after using "Vilixir" you are dissatisfied with 
what it does for your hair, the money paid for ft will 
be returned to you without any deduction, provided that 
you have carefully followed the instructions sent with 
each supply of "Vilixir." 

A full description of the discovery o( " Vilixir " is 
related in a most interesting book on " G r e y 

H a i r a n d H o w 
to Cure It ," which 
can be obtained {by 
merely enclosing id. 
stamp to cover return 
postage) on personal 
or written application 
to the address below. 

In this book you 
will find full parti
culars showing how 
to restore your grey 
or faded hair to its 
rightful naturalcolour 
in a few days in the 
privacy of your own 
home. Or you can 
stay at the Bromley 
Hydro as a visitor, 
and have your hair 
restored to its right
ful co lou r u n d e r 
skilled supervision. 

But this skilled supervision oan be yours, even if you 
do not stay at the Hydro, for the same Specialist will 
be delighted to answer by letter any questions you may 
wish to put to him concerning* your hair's loss of colour* 
So you will have practically the same advantages as those 
who visit the Hydro. 

This simple Treatment, by restoring the lost colour to 
your hair, lakes from 5 to 15 years oft your apparent age. 

Moreover, the colour thus restored to your hair 
will stand every test and the closest scrutiny. 

WRITE FOR THIS FREE BOOK. 
In a n y case , if y o u r ha i r is g r ey , or g r o w i n g g rey or faded, 

wr i te for the " I l l u s t r a t ed Free ' V i l i x i r ' Book , " fully de sc r ib ing 
the wonderful d i scovery m a d e a r t h i s famous K e n t i s h I n s t ' t u t i o n . 

Fill u p the coupon given below, enclose a p e n n y s t a m p for 
r e tu rn p o s t a g e , a n d a d d r e s s your le t ter to S e c r e t a r y , T h e 
Vilixir C o . , L td . ( R o o m 324), Bromley H y d r o , B r o m l e y , K e n t . 

It will be sent you b y r e t u r n , a n d will show y o u in the 
c leares t a n d s imples t manner jus t how you can b r i n g b a c k t h e 
lost colour to your hair . 

C O U P O N . 
To the Secretary, The Vilixir Co., Ltd. 

/Room 3Q4I, Bromley Hydro. Bromley. Kent. 
Sir,—Please send me a presentation copy of "The Book of the 

Vilixir Discovery " described in the above article. 1 enclose a penny 
stamp for its postage to 

Name 

Address 



WatéS^ans 
Ideal 

Fountain Pen 

Far-away 
Friends. 

Wireless Telegraphy cannot convey Waterman's 
Ideal to Far-away Friends, so, to be in time 

with your Christmas Token, post it N O W . 
No Present could be less trouble to dispatch 

than is Waterman's Ideal, and no Gift is ever 
more acceptable. Waterman's Ideal is the World's 

Best Fountain Pen, and the Writer s Best Friend. It 
works well always, never gives a moments trouble, and is 

good for years of hard pen work. To give such a pen is to 
bestow an everlasting boon. Let one carry across the seas your 

CHRISTMAS GREETING. 
Prices: 10/6, 15/-, 17/6, 21/-, 25/-, 35/-, and upwards. In Silver and 

Gold for Presentation. Of Stationers, Jewellers, etc. List free from 
L. & C. HARDTMUTH, Ltd., Koh-i-noor House, Kingsway, 
London. (New York: 173, Broadway. Par is : 6, Rue de Hanovre. 
Vienna : 1 Franzensring 20. Milan : Via Bossi 4. Dresden : 
Praserstrasse 6. Brussels : 14, Rue du Pont Neuf.) 

Ask to see Waterman's Ideal Safety Pen and Waterman's 
Ideal Pump-filling Pen—12/6 and upwards. 



MAKE YOUR WEAK HAIR STRONG IN THIS WAY. 
Write To-day for This Free Seven Days1 Course of "Hair-Drill," Which Will 
Enable You to Grow a Healthy, Luxuriant, and Beautiful Head of Hair. 

T h i s S c i e n t i f i c H o m e M e t h o d o n l y t a k e s u p t w o m i n u t e s o f y o u r t i m e 
e v e r y d a y . b u t i t s b e n e f i c i a l r e s u l t s w i l l l a s t a l l y o u r l i f e . 

Tf your hair is weak in any way, poverty stricken 
either in growth or in colour, that is the way you can 
make it strong. 

Sit down at once, cut out the coupon given at the 
foot of this announcement, fi.l it in with your name 
and address, and post it off with 3d. in stamps to 
cover the cost of return carriage, and the day after 
to-morrow the post
man will deliver at ^ ^ j ^ j - » ^ - ^ ^ 
your door a neatly- Jfg 
packed parcel ad- jt 'fZâpiivi 
dressed to you. L H HttJjffiHx 

This set of Toilet f p p ] [> 
requisites— which is ^ E 5 K , J ; n 1 
presenled as .in absi*- MTdJrJfcV: I> 
lutely free gift to you s^r ' ^ r » ^ » A 
—includes, first of all, > q | jft< ^ î î s 
a bottle of that well- d S t J S * • - W ^ « * A 
known and highly- T V / j T B ^ ' i ^ ' a f m l 
popular tonic-dressing ( K w w J w J P i K V 
for the hair, "Edwards ' ' f,WwL** i«Br f v I 
Harlene," which is to- [j llftn^Wf'• \V\ 
day being used regu- / 1 l^MnU W wL 
lar ly by the most gjfj ,mVl%%Ox^A_j 
beautiful women and r*\^rWwmfl- ~ % 
fashionable men in the ^ /V^? ^*^b=^" G^jfë j 
country, who state that I M B M B M 1 — r t 
they owe the present B J W W 
gloss-beauty and free- H&Lnv ^ L / * \ I 
from-blemish ci H p 3 S 9 È l 9 k M 
of their hair entirely B T j M i i l ta *jà I 
to the efforts of Mr. 
Edwards in instructing _ ^ - " - ^ ^ ^ 5 H 
them in his famous ^ — " " ^ " v S i ^ * " * ^ ^ 5 1 
secret Hair - Culture C"**^^^^^ 
Method, the Harlene % . ^ S S ^ ^ l , ^ 
" Hair-Drill." ^ V ^ j T ^ l S X 

M r . E d w a r d s ' ^ V V ^ t S W ^ 
L a t e s t D i s c o v e r y , ^ V ^ * à c J | L ^ 

" C r e m e x . " ^ W • 
Secondly, in this ^ ^ M ^ ^ ^ 

P r e s e n t a t i o n Outfit -NÇJ»^ 
you will find a large trial packet of Mr. Edwards' 
latest discovery, the " C r e m e x " Powder for Sham
pooing the Hair and Scalp. About this delightful 
" C r e m e x " Shampoo Powder it is necessary to say 
a few words here. 

That is to say, " C r e m e x " Shampoo Powder is 
absolutely safe to use. 

It contains nothing which is in any way dangerous 
either to the hair or to those who use it. 

It is not inflammable—just the reverse. Neither 
does it "give off" gases, vapours, or fumes of any kind. 

" Cremex," therefore, can be used with the utmost 
confidence by anyone and everyone. You can even 
shampoo a baby's head with "Cremex." Indeed, 
the hair of small children should be regularly sham
pooed in this way if you want them to grow up 
possessing beautiful heads of hair. Children's hair is 
very liable, as everyone kno\vsT to become sticky, 
dusty, and scurfy. " C r e m e x " removes all these 
undesirable accretions, and renders the scalp perfectly 
clean and the hair both clean and silky. 

T r y H a i r - D r i l l fo r S e v e n D a y s . 
All you need do is to devote two minutes a day 

(either getting up in the morning, or at night before 
retiring to rest) lo this always successful Hair-Culture 
Method. 

Try this method for a week, and at the end of that 
time you will notice a wonderful improvement in the 

condition of your hair. 
• 1 —y Scurf will disappear. 

B n All tiresome itching 
ESJ^SEir^l l • o r irritation will cease. 
9 fSgjSO flj The falling - out of 
• V O j A | g | | I hair will stop. 

f À W K ^ S » I Dull an<^ dead-look-
Ï S ^ l y ^ j M I m £ ^air w*^ become 
« ^ S i ^ j l l lustrous and glossy. 
jS^^ jg^gg^ ' B Grey or white hair 

will recover its original 
H colour. 

H ^ ^ ^ ^ • - ••• ^ \ Your whole appear
ance will be changed 

^^Kpf^VWjV nr, turely aged through 

M HL-, "^JBwf à condition of your hair, 

âfiSfl iW JwÊSÊ w^y W i niake you look young 

si ^uHiHl^n Give Your Hair 

m ^wKSBm-'itzl t h e T r e a * m e n t '* 

ffitaHBB Ji("[)WAP05 enclose 3d. in stamps 
B 9jM | J M M Js \Jrgéorf,: for carriage of parcel, 

^ 0 m Q jfl jfl s
 ; T Q 0 Î ^

 nni' P o s t '' '" trie 

^ ^ i MR jj[[ j j f7^ Edwards'Harlene Co., 
J ^ ™ ™ g fl! flllf 95 and 96, High Hoi-

4^^ • i S ^ r 1 born' London> W -C, 
10r ^ j^gggga* and in return you will 

secure immediately 
everything r equ i r ed 

(materials, instructions, everything) for growing a 
luxuriant head of hair free of any charge or obligation. 

Further supplies of " H a r l e n e " may be obtained 
from Chemists and Stores all over the world, in is. , 
2s. 6d., and 4s. 6d. bottles, or sent direct on receipt 
of postal order. " C r e m e x " in boxes of six for 1/-. 

FREE TRIAL COUPON. 
This Coupon entitles its holder to a Free Outfit for 
increasing the Beauty and Growth of the Hair, as 

described in the above article. 
To the EDWARDS' HARLENE CO., 

95 and 96, High Holborn, London, W.C. 
Kindly send me one of the Toilet Outfits as per your 

offer in above article. I enclose 3d. in stamps to cover the 
pos:al charges to any part of the world. 

Name 

Address 

T H E STRANH MAGAZINE, November, IQIO. 



A PRACTICAL, USEFUL, 
& LASTING XMAS GIFT. 

POST EARLY FOR C O L O N I E S 
AND DISTANT LANDS. 

Year by year the same 
problem faces all those who 
give presents—What shall I 
give ? And year by year an 
increasing number of people 
solve the difficulty by giving 
" S W A N " Pens. It would 
be hard to imagine a more 
desirable gift — p r a c t i c a l , 
dainty, and lasting — essen
tially a happy expression of 
the utmost goodwill. 

FOR FRIENDS FAR AWAY. 

The choice o{ presents is oflen limited 
to those articles which can he posted. 
A " S W A N " is then sure to be right. 
It can be posted to any Colony for 4d., 
or Foreign Country for 6d. (registered 

post). 

SOLD BY ALL HIGH CLASS 
STATIONERS & JEWELLERS. 

IO/6 tap to C 2 0 . 

May we send our Catalogue of "Swans," Inks, Stylos, etc., 
post free. 

MABIE, TODD & CO., 70 & BO, High Holborn, W.C. 
BRANCHES : q;, Cheapside, E . C ; 95A, Regent Street, W. ; 3 , Exchange Street, 
MANCHESTER ; 10, Rue Neuve, BRUSSELS ; Brentano's, 37, Ave. de l'Opéra, PAKIS ; 

and at N E W YnKK and CHICAGO, 



GIFTS WHICH PLEASE THEJOST 
Nothing affords greater gratification to its recipient than a present of jewellery-nothing lasts longer to remind the owner of the 

giver, whilst bought so advantageously M it may be from the 

H W H I T E M A M I I C A P T I I D I U P Ot\ it a lways represents nine-tenths of its original cost, even after years 
• W n i l E M A N U r A l f l U K I N U UUi of wear, and so may he regarded as an "Inves tment" in the best sense 

of the word. Rm-inc fmm the TT Wl.it,. Manufnctiiriiiir Co. means that vou obtain Watches and Gem Jewellery of the Highest ylass at 
a real saving of 25°o i5 - in SJ as comparea witu me UBU»I rcuui 
prices. Due in the first place to the fact that the Company possess 
the greatest facilities for economical production, and buy in 
the best markets—two immensely important advantages from 
which their clients derive the greatest benefit; whilst the 
Company's great turnover permits- them to sell their Wonderful 
Specialities with much less profit than the ordinary retail 
firms, with their limited sales, are obliged to niake. 

The " C O U N T Y " 12-ct. Lever. 
Upon receipt of P.O.O., Cash, or Draft f* gS _ f% _ / ) 

The H. White Hanufg. Co. will mail to « * ** * ** m *# 
you at their own risk, anywhere, their Wonderful ** County" 
Watch. In strong Solid 12-ct. Gold Cases, English Govern
ment Stamped, Half or Full Hunting, polished plain for mono
gram (richly engraved 5A extra!. Chronometer Balance—adjusted 
for variations in temperatures. Splendid IB-ct. cases, 

_ £ 8 8s . A Superb 
^W&0T**' Presentation Watch. 

J4t00^^^r~~~1m~'—-^ " ^s. Splendid Sterling 
. ^ ^ ' " x ; jffifawraSL» ,̂/*' *"* Silver Cases, 

JÊF / ^ t f P W ^ ^ S k J ^ , \ «3 10S. 

SOLID GOLD V 
Expanding Ï 

Watch-Bracelet. 
The New Marguerite 
Design. Fit any wrist. 

Excellent Time
keeper, £ 3 3s. 

Wonderful Value. 
Heavier Gold Bracelel 

with fine Lever 
W-,r , -h A S . 

Solid Gold Watch with Crocodile Leather Bracelet. 30/-
With Sterling Silver Watch, 17 6. Excellent Quality. 

COLONIAL may rely upon then 
rTlEMTf i orders being exe-
CLIENT5 t . u t e d wi th t he 
utmost fidelity, and that their in
structions will engage the closest 
consideration. Postage (Watchesand 
Jewellery), British Empire, 1/6. 

Elsewhere. 5-, 
Fine Diamonds and 
Kubiea or Sapphires, 

18-ct., £10. 

Wl.it


I An Ideal 
Christmas Gift 
The Best 10 6 Umbrella 

in the World. 
These Umbrellas are made on Specially 

Selected Sticks or Steel Tubes, mounted with 
Sterling Silver or Gold Plate Mounts, Fox's 
Frames, and "Def iance" Silk Covers. 

With careful usage, they will do good 
service for years, and w e guarantee every 
cover for at least 12 months. 

We are the ACTUAL MAKERS, 
and supply at FIRST COST. 

A Postal Order for 1 1 \ I£L will bring one securely 
packed in box Post i \ f / I f Paid to your door. 

Foreign <i»tf Colonial, 1/* saitra. 

mt Money Returned with 
pleasure if not approved. 

A Postcard will bring you our Illustrated Cata
logue of " Defiance ' Umbrellas and patterns 
of materials for re-covering Umbrellas, from 2/6 
upwards. 

J. STANWORTH & Co., 
Umbrella Works, BLACKBURN. 

ALLENS' SANITARY CORQUET 
Q Corquet gives you the softness, warmth, and artistic appear 
ance of carpet without its dust and trouble, the cleanliness and 
durability of linoleum without its coldness and noise. No 
other floor'Covering embodies so many merits—yet Corquet 
costs much less than carpet and no more than linoleum. 

Corquet is the last word la comfort and cosiness-
Is warm even to bare feet — Delightfully springy and 
silent to the tread—Resists hard wear by its re- ^^^^ 
markable thickness and resiliency Is easy to clean. ^^^^m •S^***^. 

JJALLEN 2, The 
Quadrant, 

BOURNEMOUTH 



The Ideal 
Bookcase 

A home without books is not to be thought 
of in these days, but homes with neglected 
books exist in plenty. Much of the neglect 
arises out of the limitations of the old-
fashioned fixed bookcase. Too large to begin 
with, too small later on, this antiquated type 
of bookcase is rapidly being superseded by 
the modern and ideal Globe - Wernicke 
" E l a s t i c " Bookcase, which 

Grows with 
Your Needs 

The Globe -Wernicke " Elastic " Bookcases 
are built up of " Uni t s" and can be extended 
both vertically and horizontally, according to 
the taste and requirements of the possessor. 
You need not buy more " U n i t s " than are 
actually required to accommodate your present 
book possessions. As these increase, the 
accommodation can be increased also — by 
purchasing more "Un i t s . " 

A Pleasing 
Combination 

At every stage in its growth, the Globe-
Wernicke " E l a s t i c " Bookcase is a handsome 
piece of Furniture, and one calculated to 
lend a charm to any room in which it is placed. 
In quality, style, and finish these Bookcases 
have no equal. The Illustration shows one 
of the many ways of building up a Globe-
Wernicke Bookcase. The Desk " Unit," 
shown in the centre, is a variation very popular 
with literary men and homeworkers. 

Every Book-lovep should send 
fop our Catalogue No. 5 B 

Packing free. Orders of £2 carriage paid 
to any Goods Station in the British Isles. 

3b« SloW^Wcrmekc Co., 
Office and Library Furnishers, 

44, HOLBORN VIADUCT, LONDON, E.C. 
82, VICTORIA STREET, S.W. 

AnrJ C I B. C « D t e u A D C f l l T E C T D C C T W 1 T U I M C I» 

Meccano 
IS THE 

Finest Hobby in the World 

" MECCANO " consists of a variety of beautifully finished 
plated and lacquered metal parts, by means of which 
Waggons, Cranes, Trucks, Tower Bridge, Fire Escape, 
Eiffel Tower, and scores of other fine working models 
may be constructed. It is so simple that any toy or 
girl can make the models, and so absorbing that all 

parents are at once interested. 

In beautifully boxed Outfits, complete with 
illustrated Manual giving foil instructions, 

From 5 / " 
Send for our " A " List. 

Can be bought of all best Toy Dealers, or— 

MECCANO, LTD., 274, West Derby Road, LIVERPOOL. 

A New Method 
of Cleaning 

Silver and Electroplate 
The old plan of cleaning Silver is superseded— 
no more pastes, powders, cloths, or brushes. 

The Polivit—the new cleaner—does the work by 
itself. You simply place the Polivit in water with 
washing soda, and as if by magic the dirt flies from 
the silver to the Polivit, leaving the silverware 

L as clean and brilliantly polished as when new. A 

All the large hotels are now using it. 
It costs only 1/3 and {large size) 
2/6. To be obtained from the ' 

large stores, or direct from— 

THE POLIVIT MANUFACTURING CO., 
11, Great Titchfield Street, LONDON, W. 



L.&C.HARDTMUTHS 

KOHINOOR 
PENCILS 

Built on a Sure Foundation. 
Koh-i-noor House, the 

new landmark, in London's 
fine thoroughfare, the Kings-
way, is built on the surest 
of foundations. It is built 
as a centre for the supply 
of the Koh-i-noor pencil, 
the proved merit of which 
has been known to millions 
of pencil users for many 
years. Visitors to London, 

passing down the Kingsway, 
may see at Koh-i-noor 
House a display of the many 
different forms of pencil 
which the Koh-i-noor takes 
for the convenience of 
users. The great merit of 
the Koh-i-noor, as a writ
ing or drawing instrument, 
is that it is always of one 
quality — the actual best. 

"Koh-i-noor" Pencils are 4 d . each 
or 3 / 6 per doz. Of Stationers, etc. 
L. & C. Hardtmuth, Ltd., Koh-i-noor 
House, Kingsway, London. (Paris, Vienna, 
Dresden, Milan, Brussels, New York.) 

The New 
Home of the 
"Koh-i-noor." 



FREE! 
TO READERS OF 
"THE STRAND 
MAGAZINE." 

In exchange for the 
coupon below I will send 
you this elegant photo 
frame and a photograph, 
and with them a finely 
illustrated book of as
tounding bargains in 
Watches and JeweHery. 

I am making this very 
special offer with the sole 
object of making customers 
of those who are not already 
familiar with the great saving 
possibilities when purchasing 
Watches and Jewellery from 
my firm—the largest of its 
kind in the world—at next 
to factory prices. 

The free gift is of substan
tial value, and is made of 
bright untarnishable metal 
equal in appearance to real 
silver. The four pennystamps 
I ask you to send will only be 
used in posting the article, so 
that you have the frame, the 
photo, and the book of bar= 
gains absolutely for nothing. 

As on ly 2 , 0 0 0 of 
these beautiful frames 
can be distributed free, 
early application is suggested if you 
wish to secure this handsome Gift. 

TEAR OFF COUPON 
AND WRITE N O W ! 

NOTE.—Only one Frame can be sent to each household. 

CATCH T H E NEXT POST ! 

H. SAMUEL 31, Market St., 
MANCHESTER 



For Ladies : 
Charm, 
Vitality, and 
Brilliant Health. 

For Men : 
Strength, 
Influence, and 
High Spirits. 

I promise these at my own risR. 
No money ashed in advance. Nothing 
to pay at all unless you are benefited. 

My candid offer to "Strand" readers. 
There .ire people <•« -:ose overi^i 'g >.eîtr. and buoyant spirits everyone notices. EX> you not web lo be Eke them ? 
You can. You can be one of those who are alwavs hail of ,\ J; .ways -JV- s-recg:':: :o >ra:e : aoen « W e 

strong personality makes them leaders n work aad play—the successful men who carry a l before then* ; or yon cam 
be one of th?se bonny, radiant «-omen who never know illness or fatigue, wbo bave a saule lor at. aad wbose 
womanlv charm attracts all who know- them—who are always the centre of acaniralnaL sot so aiacb. hecanaft tbey are 
beautiful but because they are so full of life and feminine charm. 

New- life ami increased v;:̂ I er.erçy a:e .vtec _.' ~ i d'.ic:--i~- -••-.,-- ; -,ic ~e ;ood r-ortuse to hi: u:v.-
ia mv e^çloraaoas as a jeolosts:. 

I found the drted-up crater of an old mineral spring. Eke the spas at HoauWrf» Tunbridge Weils. Batr-, 
Harrogate. ir_ \ I ir^-bad. rich in vitalising qualities too. It had been lost to mankind, the waters having dned «f*. 
But I found their residue and the strata through which they had possed-

I thought of trying whether this residue when dissolved in water would act Eke caedkàaal springs* I gave lias 
water to a number of friends, and we soon found that we had something un<fceaafted of, Ererr B M and w w of 
them showed an astonishing increase of vital energy aad nerve force- Thev reported buoyant ntgk-Sfàn*ecl vigour. 
improved appetite, increased strength of mind and body—something very l i e renewed yonta in nose of tnem wbo 
were no longer young. 

This natural spring residue, which I coil \ ttar-Ore. or Rock of Life, evidently contained sante bidden e l f c n t 
having the power, possessed by nothing else known to science, of giving new- Ufe. in»:•?;;••; ; r " ^ :-*.: *-?:' > '-e 
vital energy of those who nice î . Neither I nor anyone else can explain this, .The LanrrH coaanas tbe tacts. 
without accounting tor them. It said of \"itae-Ore, " The clinical results obtained were satisfactory.** 

You need not be ill to benefit by Vitae-Ore. 
L nless you ire not only well, but conspicuously Killer of vitality, lugh spirits, energy, «erre aad spiail farce 

thin other people. \"it*-Ore will beneht you more than you can imagine without experience. WVenW voit «re 
well or ill—strong or w^ik—Yitae-Ore wul give you new life. Uncle* its inouence Nature herself cures 

Rheumatism Anxmia Indigestion 
Scwt.ca Drops* Constipation 
tiout Catarrh MefWMK H xhaustion 

and aJI Liver. Blood, and Stomachic Diseases. 
Send for a complete month's supply. Nothing to pay unless you «te beaeated. 

Use THIS COUPON OR COPY IT. 

To the THEO NOEL CO, Ltd. (Dept. 431 29. Ludgate HilL London. E.C. 
Send me a month's supplv of \"itae-Ore. 1 will use it according to directions and report results in 30 davs. If 

I am better for it I will pay 4s- bd. If not. 1 will write and say so. and in thst case you are to charge nothing 

NAME 

(Pkase write ckathrJ 

[S.M. I.) ADDRESS _ 



The VERITAS' 
Galvanic Ring 

THE BRITISH RING SYNDICATE, 
(l)ept. ?), Albion House, New Oxford Street , 

London, W.C. 

A Gift of Jewellery is a. lasting reminder of the 
giver and a sourceof lasting satisfaction to the 
recipient. Nothing is so sure to please as a present 
of Jewellery, whether it take the form of a Ring or 
any other Article, The infinite variety of designs 
in all classes of Jewellery illustrated in our 
Catalogue makes it a greatly sought after volume. 

KEITH PROWSE & Co., LTD-
ORCHESTRA D E P T 

38 . BERNERS S T R E E T , 
k L O N D O N , W. 

KEITH 
PROWSE 

A U T O M A T I C 
ORCHESTRAS 

FOR COUNTRY HOUSES 



Lewis's 
Wonderful Vel
veteen, costing 

LEWISS 
in Market St 
MANCHESTER, 

PARKER'S DRIO OILSKINS 

P A R K E R ' S (Dept. S.M.), L A N C A S T E R . 

S X A I N G R E Y H A I R S 
"NECROCEINE." 

WORKING SCALE MODELS. 

CLYDE MODEL DOCKYARD & ENGINE DEPOT, 
Model Engineers, Yaeht Builders, and Electricians, 

ARGYLL ARCADE. GLASGOW, N.B. 

O F F O R D &» S O N S , Z£ 
AMERICAN CARRIAGES 
SOLE AGENTS FOR STUDEBAKER 

A DELIGHTFUL WHIFF 
Full of Aroma. Beautifully Sweet and Mild, 

N O P A P E R . 

GUARAHTEED TO CONTAIN 
THE FINEST HAVANA 

TOBACCO. 
Of all Tobacconists. Beware 0/ Imitations. 

CABANA CIGAR CO. 
134-5, High Street, Shoreditch, London. 

iBsta. 
1854), 



£3e GRAND 
MARCH PAST 

When your 
employer takes a 

mental view of his army of employees, are you 
the one who stands out boldly from the rest ? 

Have you fitted yourself to warrant your employer calling 
you out of the ranks and placing you in special charge ? 

Depend upon ic. your employer is often having mental parades in 
his quiet moments. If you are not chosen for a better position, if 
you are not " picked out of the ranks for promotion," it is entirely 
your own fault. 

Let the I.C.S. show how you can improve your present position 
or be helped to different or more congenial work. Over 4.000 
I.C.S. students have voluntarily reported promotion, advanced 

wages, in one year. £50.000 was spent at London Head
quarters during the past twelve months in keeping I.C.S. 
Text Books up-to-date. There are over 1S0 Courses, in all 
of which people have achieved successes as remarkable for 

their value as for rapidity of their achievement. 
Take the fust step now towards making your 

life's battle easier by sending to the I.C.S. 
details of your desires. The 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 

train people, no matter who. where, or what 
thev are. to higher standing in business matters. 

technical and manufacturing work, equipp
ing them for the big-salaried positions. 

Full details of I.C.S. Courses await you 
on receipt of attached coupon. Fill 

it in turn and send to-day. 



This is the way to buy fish, to get it fresh 
and at its very best, fish that is delicious 
in flavour and wonderfully nourishing — 
Order it direct from the F ISH PONTOON. 

Send 2 - Postal Order 
for 61b. TRIAL BASS 

of the freshest, choicest fish, thoroughly 
cleaned, prepared ready for cooking:, 
sent Carriage Paid to your door. 

Price lists of every kind of fresh or cured 
fish sent free on request. 

THE ELITE FISH SUPPLY CO., 
Fish Docks, GRIMSBY. 

[Purveyors to many of tiœ Nobility) 

flWygtftetrçp 
THE LONDON MANUFACTURERS 

3UY DIRECT AT FIRST COST FROM T H E 
ALFOSCO FACTORIES. 

NO. 774. 12/n. L a d i e s ' P a l e t o t , wn
BVrel 

Antiseptic, Strengthening, Revivifying. 

Pétrole HAHN 
jr^^%. For the HAIR. 

Âi*/lNL AlEk Tho m r t H t oHoftiv» Hair TVimV 

NEW ELECTRIC 
HOME 

CURE 
Startling Results of New Treatment. 

Rheumatism Cured in Two Days. 

Lost Vigour, Lost Vitality, Varicocele, 
cured a t home. 

Hundreds of Chronic Sufferers are being cured by a new 
Electric Treatment. Weak men and women are made 
strong, vigorous, and healthy. Rheumatism, Neuralgia, 
Lumbago, Paralysis, Liver and Kidney troubles, yield to this 
wonderful new home cure. 

MR. LUNN, Pack Horse Inn, Manchester, says : — 
"After suffering from Rheumatism 17 weeks I was left with 
it absolutely settled in my feet. I could hardly walk about 
or get upstairs. After using your Battery four times (two 
nigbts and two mornings) I could get up and down stairs as 
though I had never ailed. I have l>een free from Rheumatism 
ever since." 

Book Free. 
Write to-day for new free book. Tells how this new 

treatment cures you in your own home. Shows how Lost 
Vitality can be regained. How Varicocele can be cured in 
six weeks. Tells how we send treatment on free trial. Write 
to-day for the free book. 

The British Electr ic Medical Co., 
1183, Byron House, Fleet St., London. E.C. 

PARKER'S NONWETTO WATERPR00F8 

PARKER'S, Proofers, Dept LANCASTER. 



EMPIRE DINNER SERVICE. 

«JUSt thC ChinS There's a big saving in buying direct from 
__ _T - the Crown Pottery. Stoke-on-Trent. Staffs.. 
I O i l IN CCÛ 3\ • and. what is more, our Services include 
VaMnrtr Prir>AC several pieces not contained in Services 
ratiorj rntCS. bought in «he ordinary way. The Crown 

p designs are exclusive, and every pattern is the result of years of ( 
thought and experiment. 
Ve will send you our magnificent ar t Catalogue free. It 
illustrates many new ideas suitable for the home and for presentation. 

WRITE FOR IT TO^OflY. 

THE CERAMIC ART CO., Ltd., Crown Pottery, STOKE-ON-TRENT. 



FRY'S PURE CONCENTRATED 
COCOA"HAS WON MORE 
AWARDS THAN ANY OTHER" 



"ïou mi?ht have bought 

"Edison 
Phonograph 

many times over with the money 
you have paid lor tickets for con
certs, theatres, vaudeville shows 
and other amusement not nearly 
so satisfactory as the entertain
ment derived from an Edison 
Phonograph. There is an Edison 
Phonograph at whatever price 
you wish to pay, from the Gem 
at £ 2 : 6s. to the Amberola at 
50 guineas. 

THE AMBEROLA 
The newest Edison Phonograph is a wonderful musical 
instrumentjWith the horn concealed,built into the cabinet 
of this most beautiful piece of furniture. It can be obtained 
in several finishes and plays both Standard and Amberol 
Records. In Oak or Mahogany, the price is 40 guineas. 
The Litest addition to the distinguished staff of Edison artistes is the divine 
Sarah (Bernhardt). No inducement could persuade her to make a record of 
her golden "foice until she heard the Edison Phonograph, which fully realised 
her ideal of perfect sound reproduction. Her first record is the favourite 
excerpt from " L'.Jiglon," and others will follow in rapid succession. 

National Phonograph Co., Ltd., S a T £ 2 L T i 2 S " X$. 
West End Agents: ASHTON & MITCHELLS BOYAL AGENCY, Ltd., 33 OLD BOND STREET, W. 



Ski-ing & Bobsleighing 

FOX'S 
Potent SPIRAL PUTTEES 

FREE RUG, 

RUGS 
GIVEN 
AWAY 

i NEW DESIGNS. 



Whether you are Tall and Stout—Tall and 
Slender — Short and Stout — Short and 
Slender, or of Average proportions 

CUTUNA UNDERWEAR 
Will Fit you Comfortably—Perfectly 
It provides, in addition to the chest or waist 6ize you require, the correct 
length of sleeve in vests and leg in pants. The wearer will never find his 
vest sleeves or pant legs either too long or too short. No other under
wear in the whole world offers so great a surety of a correct and comfort-giving 
fitting : no underwear is better value as regards material and workmanship. 
The comfortable touch to the skin which one expects in good underwear is 
assured by the fineness of the materials used in its manufacture. These are 
beautifully soft—cosy to the skin—good for appearance and for wear. At the seat, 
and front of thigh, where hard wear falls, the wool is more closely woven, giving 
it much greater resisting power and consequently greatly increasing the life of 
the garment. " Cutuna * Underwear is positively guaranteed against shrinkage : 
any garment which shrinks being replaced without question or quibble. 

VESTS (Winter Weight), 3/6, 4/6, 5/6, 7 6, 7/11 (Medium Weight), 4/6 
PANTS, „ „ 3/11,5/6. 6/6, 8/6, 8/11 ,, „ 5/6 
Write for tbe "Cutuna Underwear Book," No. 6, & Samples of Materials 

v e n i r n i r. s u i D U S n m e m a n a n a n v ^ r a e r i / e p a n m e n u 

3 8 8 , S T R A N D , L O N D O N , W.C. 



NO MORE FAT FOLKS 
Double Chins Quickly Removed. 
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KIDD'S 

SELF-FILLING 
FOUNTAIN AND 

STYLOGRAPHS PENS 

The Power of 
Creating Conviction 

| •/1-\. l/.:; ;r-:::v- :v — 

EVANS' AN
T
TH'R

S^,C 

PASTILLES. 

Rubber 
Corner 
Buffers 

That Lump 
of Rubber 

Joseph Gillott's 
"Highland" Pen 

P o p u l a r B e c a u s e I t 
M e r i t s P o p u l a r i t y . 



'PESCO' UNDERWEAR 
FOR LADIES OF TASTE. 

OK 
im 

Dearer meat 
n e c e s s i t a t e s strict 
economy in household 
affairs Hot meat 
to-day, cold to
morrow, and possibly 
hashed the next day 
—" O.K." Sauce is 
helpful all the time. 

JOHN BOND'S "CRYSTAL PALACE" 
MARKING INK 

TAYLORS TYPEWRITER GO. 



TURKISH BATHS 
AT HOME. TLUXITE 

Simplifies Soldering 
AND SUPERSEDES LEAD-BURNING. 

3d- THE CAPTAIN LIBRARY 



Mac/arlane. Lane; 
(Si Cos 

N E W 

QUEEN MARY 
TEA-CAKES 

Choice Dainties 
for 

Aft ernoon Tea 



RALC 
WINTER WARMERS 

KNITTING WOOLS 

CINEMATOGRAPHS 

PURE IRISH LINEN 
REAL IRISH LACE 

MURPHY & ORR, Box 
181. BELFAST, 

IRELAND. 

'K' BOOT 

"OMNE TEMPUS" 
RUBBERLESS 
RAINPROOFS 

SAMUEL BROTHERS, Ltd. , 
65 & 67, Ludgate Hill, LONDON, E.C. 



SEABROOK BROS. 

CUPID DOLLS THE ROYALTY OF DOLLDOM. 

Give your hair a 
tonic — and watch 

it improve. 

Jdborandi Hair Tonic 

y * * \ O K ; 0 

;STEERO' 
M O T O R C A R 

EXPERTS IN HOROLOGY. 

KENDAL & DENT, 
Chronometer Makers to the Admiralty, 

Wholesale Jewellers, Diamond Merchants, Ac, 

106, CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, E.C. 



Don't Be a Wage Slave 
Make £600 to £1 ,000 a Year. 
Be a Doctor of Mechano-Therapy. 

AMERICAN COLLEGE OF MECHANO-THERAPY, Dept. 187, 120.122, Randolph Street, Chicago, U.S.A. 

FISH by POST 

ROBT. ISAAC, Ltd., 23, Gt. Charlotte 
St., Liverpool. 

FOOT'S P A T E N T 

COMBINATION SCISSORS 

J. FOOT&SON.Ltd. (W),171,NewBond St., London, W. 

PERFECT PENMANSHIP 
Rapid postal tuition. Suc
cess assured. Send stump 

for booklet No. 4. 
Alston's College, Rurnley 
(Hand writing Experts to the 
Treasury ; 4" Gold Medals ; 

patronised Ity Royalty.) 

PIANO IN 12 LESSONS 

IMPERIAL 
PUBLISHING CO. (B Dept.), 42, Paddenswlck 
Road, Ravenscourt Park, London, W. 

" R O B E Y P H O N E " 

GEO.ROBEY, Ltd. 
The World's Provider, 
Ilert. 67. COVENTRY. 

- - FOR - -

Index to Advertisers 
See Pages 114 & 115. 



The De Vere Hotel 

Cherrv Blossom Boot Polish 

Buttercup Metal Polish 

CHISWICK POLISH CO., HOGARTH WORKS, LONDON, W. 



STOLZ 
Electrophone 

News for 
the Deaf 

That ^ 
pair of 
boots you want 

FREEMAN. 
IURDY&WILUS 



"PRYJO" Unshrinkable Underwear 

P R Y C E J O N E S L t d . , (Dept. "H"), 
N E W T O W N , N o r t h " W a l e s . 

W. & G. ASHFORD, 
4 Barnt Green, Birmingham. 

Chimney-
sweeping and 
Drain-c lear inq 
Machines. 

Every Shave 
a Safe Shave 

GEMAK Safety 
Razor 

Clemak Safety Razor and the Clemak Stropping Machine 

Obta inab le f r o m Cutlers, I ronmongers , Stores, & c , or post f ree, on receipt 
o f pr ice, f r o m CLEMAK RAZOR CO. (Room 7), 17, Bi l l i ter Street, London, E.C. 

3 0 0 BULBS FOR 3s. 

C. KENNELLY, CHADWELL HEATH, ESSEX. 
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Get Rid of 
Weather Worry 

by wearing a Coat like this. 
See how purposeful it looks : 

because it's built for the work— 
the work of weather resistance. 

Note its comfortable appear
ance—loose and roomy. Inside 
a Coat like this you'd laugh at 
the wildest storms. 

Take our word for its goodness 
— we stand behind every Coat 
with a guarantee of satisfaction 
or your money back. 

It's the Haydon Coat, one of 
the newest styles in 

BEACON BRAND 
OILSKINS 

—the new letter oilskins ; light weight, pliant,and 
free from stickiness. The price is 25/6 post free, 
and we have other Coats fiom S,'6 upwards lo suit 
every pocket and every purpose. Now, why not 
send to-day for our 56-page Catalogue, and see the 
Coat that will keep YOU dry this winter? Write now. 

JOHN BARBOUR & SONS (Dept. E l ) SOUTH SHIELDS ' 

Bman 
lAlPATENTl 

M O G-M A I N 

LEVER n Highly recommended hy Medical Men. No St eel io Band 
Effective and Light Equally comfortable iu no 

erect or reclining position Consultations and 
Price Lists Free. Insist on having White's 
Truss, Those tearing the Co.'a name are atone 

genuine. All kinds of Elastic Goods. Belts, etc. 
JVbf sold by the stores {Armydt Xavy.,irc.) White's Moo-Main 

- Patent Lever Truss Co., Ltd., S»S. Shaft ' 
Cirrus. London. 1-uly C-.nsullant. Kindli 

Delicately 

-»» Exhilarating ! 
) 

The firm of Charles Stewart & Co. was founded 
in 1S04—one hundred and six years ago. All 
that we have learnt in that time concerning 
tobacco manufacturing is epitomised in " Past 
and Present" Mixture as sold to-day—it is the 
fruit of over one hundred years' experiment and 
experience in tobacco manufacture. 

" Past and Present " is a mild, cool-smoking 
mixture, so cut that it bums evenly throughout. 
Its effect is exhilarating—it has that delightful 
indescribable flavour that makes smoking a real 
pleasure. 

i Sold in IOZ, packets, and 207.. and 407. air-tight 
tins, also Jib. and rib. decorated tins. 

During the months of November and December 
we have decided to present every purchaser 
of lib. tin or 2 41b. tins with a metal perpetual 
"Pas t and Present" calendar. 

Ask your tobacconist for it, 
a nd if any difficulty in 
obtaining, send for post-free 
sample os. packet—5jdi only, 

To 
CHARLES STEWART & CO. 

Sole Manufacturers, 
KIRKCALDY, N.B. 

-PRESTO-
C O N V E R T I B L E 
COAT COLLAR 

When ordering your next coat, ask your tailor for one 
with the iu» Convertible Collar-tfhe " PRESTO." 

The name will be inside the Coat if It Is genuine. 

The "PRESTO" Collar is not a Beparate attachment, 
but simply a patented manner of tailoring the collar, 
eomhininiï the smartness of the ordinary collar ami 
providing the complete protection of a storm collar. 
The sketch shows the collar up and down, and its 
value in cold wind and rain is obvious. 

Ask your Tailor to show you the PRESTO Coat. He 
can supply it in any ordinary style of collar and 

any weight of cloth. 
Write for one of our new moving picture novelties, post free. 

The "PRESTO" COAT COLLAR CO., 21a, Old 
Change, London. B.C. 

"ATLAS" LOCKSTITCH MACHINE QQS. 
Tviin-il In siie ami ^J^è' Eo.ual 
quality to any machine Sews 
from Aiuslins to Carpets. 4 years' 
guarantee. To ensure satisfaction. 
sent on receipt of 5s. P.O. for ONE 
MONTH S TRI AU BalaBCÎ 
be paid 5s. MONTHLY. Writ» 
for designs and samples ol work. 

Atlas Sewtng Machine Co. 
186B, High Street, Camden Tow 

London, 

YEARS' WEAR ! Jute soles last much longer than 
any others. Suit equally HOQM 
or all Sports. Woncn WIPE TE? 
TIMOSY TO TUKIK V A I C I U 
n. F., 8, l.vnmouth Rd.,Readinc 

says: " Last pair nearly I 
s in use. ' 

Private Br» 
QKSS, &'S. TV» 
pit», Singi 
pore say: 
r ,m 1 10. an 

another, pair ; last ones in use 6 urars. not guffs iror»." Miss OsBOBJR 
Surrey Hills. Auckland New Zealand: * Felt Sliptn-rs and CanvatSM 
suit this climate and wear well ' T/9"0& 

Enclose Length ol Walking Shoo. Prices (post free) 
Colour-Brown, Black, or White Children's Ladies' Genii 

A. Plain Shoes (without Strapping) 1 6 1/8 111 
P. Superior Canvas (as per illustration)., .. — 2 6 
E. Boots, suit fishing,climbing, &e — 3 -

T»o Strong Grey Canvas (Shoes (>d less)., — 3 3 
G, Superfine Shoos, no Straps (Hoots Is extra) — 4/3 
IT. Velvet Uppers (Black) — 3 - 33 

Patent " Blocked" Felt Slippers (Kelt Soles] — 1 3 1 < 
If three pairs at, one time, reduction of ad, per pair. Full List, I 
Pott free I'nited Kingdom, abroad extra Established over SO vo.u 
PATENT CANVAS SHOE CO., 1, Steps Road, near Glasgow 

No shops. Send P.O. 'lire, t -.2 years a.h-crliscrs. RED NOSE: 
nre a disfigurement—.1 distressing complaint that attracts ul 
pleasant attention I am daily curing sufferers of same. 1 \J 
cure you by a simple home treatment at an infinitesimal cost.l 
also have a machine for misshapen or ugly noses. Write mtJ 
confidence for particulars FREE. Enclose stamp to pay postal 
Mr. A. T. Tunpli (Sperittlist), s, Blenholm St., Oxford St., London! 



Peter Pen Tells You The 
ONOTO Pen Never Leaks 

Onoto 
Pen 

Ask your stationer 
for ONOTO INK— 
best for fountain 
and all other pens. 



FOOTS BED-TABLE. 
The 

Adapta 

J. FOOT & SON, Ltd. Dtpt. A3 , 171, New 
Bond St., London, W. 

Thinnest W a t c h Made. 

Manufacturing: Jewellers' Co., Vyee Street, 
Birmingham. Established 1883. 

For Office and Workshop— 
For Counter and Home. 

The ONE-HAND STRING-CUTTER 

Price ONE SHILLING, Post Free, from -
Stringcutters. Ltd., 'Barton Arcade. Manchester. 

POLISHED BRASS PLATE. STEEL KNIFE 

C I a r o m a 

J. M. BANNERMAN, C h e m i s t , ED INBURGH. 

Important Private Sale of 

FURNITURE 
The Furniture and Fine Art Depositories, Ltd., will 

Sell Privately, on their Premises, at 48 and 60, Park 
Street, Unner .Street. rHliriiftou, London, N., EVERY DAY, 
from 9 till 9, Thursdays till 5. 

THE FURNITURE & FINE ART DEPOSITORIES, Ld. 
48 to 50, Park S t , Upper S t , Isl ington, London, N. 

|A few minutes from Highbury Station, North London Railway.) 
Cab fares refunded to all purchasers. 

Hours 9 till 9. Thursdays 9 till 5. 
Catalogues Now Ready, and Full Particulars Free 

on Application. 

HEM CURTAINS 

GORRINGE & CO., 33a Bept„ 
Queen's Walk, Nottingham. , 



Sperminum 

Nervous Breakdown, fatigue from overwork, 

A. 8- M. ZIMMERMANN, 3, Lloyds Avenue, London, E.C. 

A Revolution 
i n Ra n g e s . 

THE PROGRESS OF COOKING 
SEEN THROUGH A GLASS UOOR. 

Carron Company, 
CARROK. Stirlingshire. 



BE A BETTER PIANIST 

WALTER H. THELWALL, 107, Now Bond St., London, W. 

BAFFO [NI.Allers IHL 
MOUSTAOHE. 

3 7 , OOOBO Ci . t i i . N o U l n i f h i i m . 

OSOSILKIE" 

T u b b a H l R o o o k a a Co. Lrl. |l>,|>l VI, 
i(,--in. Mlllon S t . . l . u . 

Every Employer Appreciates 

^tilMhMiiaa^lltS^br^t^^ithimvSiTnmkh'n. 
B R O A D B H N T ' S C O L L U C K . B U R N L . E Y . 

M A D A M E 8ARAH BERNHARDT 
" [!H<'H I 'UonTim'H Plnolyptui r . i I.I. wll,li aront iucosi i r..r Throat, 

V L I - . , ) . I U I I I I.'IHIMI., : U I . I r . ir IKIH I I . T I I U I I I . I H l u UM,- L h o m . " 

FOR 

Throat, 
Chest, 
Voice. 

F O R 

Asthma, 
Cough, 
Ca ta r rh . 

I'rortvr» PimlyptUi USpot, Nnvnmttr tin-Tltue. 

Remarkable 
Desk Offer 

srrtn ion OATALOQUi. 
T. INQLEBANT & SONS, L td . , 

Horsotnlr Stroot, Loloostor. 

LIFE-SIZE DOLL 

SHY-NALL CHEMICAL CO. (Dopt. 37 L), 
76, QUEEN VIOTORIA STREET, LONDON, E.O. 

wntohOB Hunn'lotl hy 

J . LANGDON DAVIES & C O . , 

L A N O D O N D i v i n g A CO. ('!/«• .Invflhru villi » Itrpudillo» I 
B R I S T O L S T R E E T , 111 Ir M I N (. Il A NI. 



GROWN'TONCUE 
AND MEAT PRESS 

"MAGIC FOOD 
CHOPPER. 

FOLLOWS & BATE, LTD., GORTON, MANCHESTER. 

HE ARSON'S 
INCUBATORS 

The Best in 
the World. 

Perfect . . . 
Uniformity of 
Temperature . 

Show RoO'm: 
235, R e g e n t St., L o n d o n , W. 
Send Rt one, for niustmted List to 

Proprietor, : -
SPRATTS PATENT Ltd., 

2 4 & 2 5 , F B N C H U R C H S T R E E T , 
L O N D O N , E.C. 

PERMANENTLY REMOVED 
By my Scientific Treatment, Especially 

Prepared for each Individual Case. 

Royal Comfort 

"Hare Spring' Mattresses, 

MARSHALL SANITARY 
MATTRESS CO., Ltd . , 

S a l u s b u r y R d . , W e s t K t l b u r n . L o n d o n , W . 

S K I R T S ^ 

W O O D B R O S . , D r e s s E x p e r t s , 
1 4 , N o r t h P a r a d e , M A N C H E S T E R . 

J. L, BKAGI,. LTD., 14, WtgmoiQ St., Loiuiou. 



A REMARKABLE BOOK 
for Business Men. 

In consequence of the enormous success that has 
attended the publication of the " Business Encyclo
paedia." the Caxton Publishing Company is now issuing 

a new and revised edition of th is work. 

FOR THE YOUNG MAN 
The "Business Encyclopaedia*1 is INDIS
PENSABLE TO T H E MAN who means to 
succeed. All contrary opinions notwithstanding, 
the financial prospects tor well-informed men 
were never so good as they are now. In the 
"Business Encyclopaedia" the ambitious young 
man will find every detail relating to the 
matters on which lie wishes to inform himself in 
order to increase his value in the commercial 
market. This new and revised edition contains 
hundreds of business articles, elucidating newer 
methods and ideas, written by the most suc
cessful business men of the day. To the 

MATURE BUSINESS MAN 
the "Business Encyclopédie," «ill prove 
equally valuable : in it he can turn up without an 
instant's loss of time any one of tin- many points 
concerning money or business on which he lacks 
information, U enables him to keep in line 
with new methods and new systems of business. 
With this work beside him, the most diffident 
man may acquire confidence in his own 
capability, ami, proceeding to put his ideas into 
practice, may make of his business lite a sure 
success. It is knowledge that counts nowadays : 
the man who wants to succeed i" business must 
have specialised business knowledge, 

A F e w o f tKe C o n t r i b u t o r s . 
RICHARD BURBIDUE. Managing Director uf 

Harrods. Ltd. 
SIR THOMAS DEWAR. Managing Director of 

John Dewar & Sons, Ltd. 

H. U. SELFRIDUE, Pounder of Selfrldge's. Ltd. 

JOHN LAWRIE. Managing Director of William 
Whlteley's. Ltd. 

S. J. WARINU. Managing Director of Waring & 
atllow, Ltd. 

WAREHAM SMITH, Advertisement Director of 
the " Dally Mal l . " 

L. O. CHIOZZA MONEY. 
JOHN HOLT SCHOOLING. F.S.S. 
JOSEPH LYONS. Managing Director of Joseph 

Lyons & Co.. Ltd. 
JOHN CANSPIELD. Managing Director ol 

l.lpton. Ltd. 
J. I I . ROSENTHAL. Managing Director ol 

Babcock A Wilcox. Ltd. 
S. F. BDQB, Managing Director of S. E. Edge. Ltd. 
A. W. QAMA.QB, Managing Director of A . \ W . 

Oamage. Ltd. 

T W O O P I N I O N S . 
1. Messrs . J. S. FRY & SON, Ltd . . B r i s t o l : 

" The volumes have already proved of great use to us, 
and\v*e would not bo without them on .my account. We 
strongly advise all commercial men to purchase the work. 
It is THE work par excellence loi every business man to 
possess. 

2. A C L E R K S OPINION: 
Mr. G. w. Ri M \ Ci«pk. Fwinaro Road, London, X. : 

" I nov •!• made a more^grntifytng purchase, 1 tenant the 
' Business Encyclopedia ' as a most profitable investment, 
and l very much regret that such a «oik did not .vine nop 
waveail ie . in lite." 

A FREE BOOK. 
We have prepared a handsomely-illustrated Book, which 

will be sent to you free of charge, ami which will show 
you bow necessary the "Business Encyclopedia" is to 
your success. It gives the names of the articles contributed 
by the above, and someof the thousands of business subjects 
dealt with. It includes: valuable specimen plates and 
facsimiles of useful business documents. And it will also 
tell you how to obtain the " Business Encyclopaedia " for 
a first payment of is, 6d. only, the balance being paid 
by a few small monthly payments. 

To the CAXTON P U B L I S H I N G COMPANY, l u i . . 
33, SI/NNKV SiKKKr, LONDON, W.C. 

Please send me, free of choice, a copy of tin- Book 
describing the " B U S I N E S S E N ' C W l . o l w 1M A. 

N A M F , 
iSorul this form M « Poîtèud, montiotVtmt TUK STKVM» Muid " 

AUDKCSS , 



Specialists for Casement Blinds & Loose Covers, 

QUADRUPLEX, L td . , 
Duplicator Specialists. 

88 Goswell Road, LONDON. 

SPECIAL OFFER to Readers of '• THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 
Campbell's "Gem" Helodeon (NewModelJ .. price only 7/6 
Campbell's *' Miniature " Helodeon (New Model) ,, 11/6 
Campbell's "Paragon" Melodeon (New Model] 15/-
Campbell's "Favourite " Melodeon |New Model) ., 17 6 
Cut this out and send P.O.O. for the amount. Either sent carnage 

paid to any address in Great Britain or Ireland. 
Send post-card at once for Campbell-s HEW BARGAIN Price JJrto 
allkiAdsof MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS ; TALKING MACHINES 
of every kind from 6/9 each ; also RECORDS from 1/- each of a 1 he 
latest varieties.-CAMPBELL & CO., 116. Trongate, GLASGOW. 

" I'M STRONG 
ONCE MORE" 

A CDEE R O n i f telling; all about the electric 
n r " " B u u n cure is sent free upon appli
cation. It is entitled " Electricity—the Road 
to Health." It i s a volume of 8o pages, which 
is brimful of the th ings the true lover of health 
l ikes to read. It i s well worth two guineas to 
any sufferer, yet it does not even cost you a 
penny stamp. Please ask u s to send it to you 
at once. We will g ive you the names and 
addresses of hundreds of " A J A X " men—the 
men w h o have been cured. We have a book 
for women also. Call at the office for a free 
test , if you can, or write at once. 

THE BRITISH ELECTRIC INSTITUTE 
(D'jpt. 17), 25, Holborn Viaduct, London, EC. 



DRESS T H E CHILDREN "N 
CARONA SAILOR SUITS. 

THE BON MARCHE. LIVERPOOL. 
British L/ 
Oriental 

1 'needa " Rugs in Colour— 

C a t e s b y s , Ltd , IDept 23) 
. 64—67, Tottenham Court 
^ ^ Rd., London, W ^ 

Look for this Book 

will teach you in a thorough, simple, 
and rapid manner , how to play the 

pianoforte. 

You Cannot 
Cut Yourself 

T. A R B E N Z , 3 3 , L u d g a t e H i l l , B i r m i n g h a m . 

The best of all 
penny papers for 

JOKES, 
STORIETTES, 

STORIES, 
AND 

COMPETIT IONS 
With Big Cash Prizes. 

Remember the 

ci.ooo 
I n s u r a n c e w h e n 
you travel by train. 



True Satisfaction 

WOLSEY 
UNDERWEAR 

WOLSEY UNDERWEAR CO., 
Dept. 12, LEICESTER. 

"Cures while you sleep." 

Croup and Whooping Cough. 

Vapo-Cresolene 

ALLEN & 
HANBURVS. 
LTD., 

LOMBARD ST., 

BLUSHING. 
Remarkable discovery that will interest every man and 

woman suffering from Involuntary Blushing. 

Effective treatment that germananffy 
removes the cause. 

Men and women who suffer from involuntary blushing 
need no longer despair. Out of a mass of failures has 
come a genuine success. Their self - consciousness can 
be so thoroughly removed that they themselves will 
wonder if they ever really had this embarrassing com
plaint. Mr. S. G. Temple is the scientist who has formu
lated this marvellous home method that cures to stay 
cured. The treatment he prescribes goes to the very 
root of the disease, and cures it, so that the frequent 
blushing and (lushing becomes a thing of the past. Mr. 
S. G. Temple wishes it understood that his method of 
cure is different entirely to the many others which have 
given only temporary relief. This new method is a 
simple home treatment that members of either sex can 
easily follow to a perfectly satisfactory issue, i.e., a 
permanent cure. By sending your name and address, 
and enclosing stamp lo pay postage, to Mr. S. G. 
TEMPLE ( S p e c i a l i s t ) , 8, B l e n h e i m S t r e e t . 
B o n d S t r e e t , L o n d o n , W., you will receive full 
description of this remarkable method which will enable 
men and women, previously nervous and shy, now to lake 
their places in Society with pleasure and ease and get 
greater profit from their business. 

TE^ T J 3 T C " P The description is posted to you 
J » | % W j ffj m free, in a perfectly plain sealed en

velope, and you should have no 
hesitancy in writing. You will be delighted to learn 
how easily you can be permanently relieved of blushing 
and flushing of the face and neck, and it will pay you 
to write to-day ; don't neglect to do so. 



p AWNBROKER'S SALE 
NOW PROCEEDING. 

GENUINE BARGAINS UNREDEEMED. 

Y. H. DAVIS & CO.. Pawnbrokers, Jewellers, 
Silversmiths, Opticians, 

284, Brixton Road, London. 

DON'T WEAR A TRUSS ! 

C. E. BROOKS, 72, Bank Bldgs., Kingsway, London,W.C. 

For Costumes and Blouses 
and 

Ladles' & Cent's Underwear. 

BEN. EVANS & Co., LTD., SWANSEA, S. "WALES. 

GAMAGES 
WORLD-FAMED ACCESSORIES 

for the 

Model Engineer. 

Y O U 
cannot do better than 
get a copy of our n e w 

MODEL ENGINE 
CATALOGUE 

Undoubtedly the finest of its kind yet 
published. 160 copiously illustrated pages, 
teeming with interest. Write or call for a 

copy to-day. Gratis anywhere. 



EFFECTS OF A BAD LIVER 
The consequences which follow liver derangement are very extensive and, 
if not prevented, lead to an almost unendurable state of existence. A 
sluggish liver causes loss of memory and gradual extinction of intellectual 
powers. When liver trouble arises take a dessert spoonful of Kutnow's 
Powder in the morning before breakfast. This keeps the liver in order, 
controls the bile and prevents the formation of gall stones. It cleanses 
the kidneys, clears the bladder and prevents the formation of gravel. 

Rev. J. H. BUCHANAN 
writes— 

" Booton Rectory, Norwich, 25th July, 1910. 

Dear Sirs,—Thank you for your free sample 
of Kutnow's Powder. I had no doubt, in applying 
for a free sample, as to its beneficial effect, 
because the reputation behind it is unquestionable. 
But I was curious to ascertain if it was palatable. 
My experience is such that I find it both beneficial 
and most palatable, and I quite look forward to 
my twice a week' dose." 

Miss VON BULOW 
writes— 

" 24, King's Rd., S. Norwood, S.E., Aug. 5th, 1910. 

" Dear Sirs,—I wish to thank you for the free 
sample of Kutnow's Powder. I find it mild, 
palatable and effective, in short, excellent, and 
shall be pleased to recommend the same at the 
first suitable opportunity." 

Guard against Fraud 
The Genuine Kutnow's Powder can be 
had of all conscientious Chemists at 
2/9 per bottle, or direct from Kutnow's 
London Offices for 3/- post paid in the 
United Kingdom. See that the fac
simile signature, " S. Kutnow & Co., 
Ld.," and also the trade mark, 
" Hirschensprung, or Deer Leap," 
are on the carton and bottle. 

Get Genuine Kutnow's Powder 

Free Trial Coupon 



SIR HIRAM MAXIMS 
(The WorM-rcnoivned Inventor of the Famous Maxim Gun] 

Great Cura t ive Inven t ions 

The " Pipe of Peace," 
and 

The Maxim Inhaler 
for 

Winter Cough, Bronchial 
and Throat Affections, 
Cold in the Head, Asthma, 
And AU Lung Troubles 

cured by 

Direct Inhalat ion. 

Sir HIRAM MAXIM says — 
" I would not attach my name to any invention 
which I had not thoroughly tested and proved ; 
and especially have I concerned myself in 
reference to these instruments for Inhalation, 
which I have so unreservedly recommended 
to those who suffer as I have suffered. ' ' 

Glycer ine & Honey Jel ly 

OSBORNE, BAUER, & CHEESEMAN 
(PERFUMEus TO HER LATE MAJESTY QUEEN VICTORIA), 

19. Golden Squa re , Regent S t ree t , London, W. 

PRIVATE XMAS CARDS 

MALCOLM McMEEKIN, Art Printing Works, 
(Dept. S), 7, Red Lion St., Holborn, London, W.C. 

T H E SAFE W I T H . . . 
MOST IMPROVEMENTS. 

THE MAXIMUM SECURITY 
AGAINST 

FIRE & THIEVES 
IS GIVEN BY 

RATNER SAFES 
Catalogues from 

51a, MOORCATE STREET, LONDON, E.C. 



'llliKiWiïiiïîth, 
RUDGE IT 

TO THE 

LINKS 

Rudge-Whitworth, Ltd. 
(Dcpt. 201) Coventry. 



The Luxurious 
" OXFORD " 

Divan Chair. 

HACKNEY 
FURNISHING CO., Ltd., 
103 & 103a, Oxford St., W. 

JAMES FOSTER (Oept. B),4l,Frlaroate,Preston 

Shirley President Braces 

Price 2 / 6 . Of all Hosiers and Outfitters. 
S. C. PEACOCK SALES CO., County Bui ld ings, MANCHESTER 



Free, Absolutely Free ! 
LADIES ' SIZES. GENT'S SIZES. 

CHILDREN'S SIZES. 

T w o - I n i t i a l I n t e r t w i n e d Monogram, 
, I s . Id . SEND FOR ONE NOW. 

S I M S & MAYER ( D o p t . 24), 
WALTER HOUSE, 418 to 422, STRAND, 

LONDON. W.C. 

OUR FREE BOOK, 

The Electrical Engineer Institute of Corres
pondence Instruction, 427 Norwich 

House, Southampton St.,Holborn, 
London, "W.C. 

What every 
Dog Owner 
should know! 

That no Dog Cake or Food 
bearing a fancy name is 

SPRATTS 
UNLESS IT IS "yf" 

MARKED WITH A A 
or delivered in a sealed 
cotton bag or original 
package and plainly 

printed "SPRATT'S." 

RHEUMATISM 
Let us send you to-day a 

FREE 4/6 PAIR 
of Magic Foot Drafts, the great External 

Remedy, which is curing 
thousands.—Just 

SEND YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS. 

MAGIC FOOT DRAFT CO., 
1133, Bangor House, Shoe Lane, London, E X . 

Send no money. Write to-day. 

BLUSHING 
TAYLOR & CO. (Dept. D), 149, Fleet Street, London. 

Tu is CURE BEARS THE GOVERNMENT STAMP. 
Proprietors : William Jamenon, Ltd. 

T h e ' R o o m t o R o o m ' 
P a t e n t C i n d e r S i f t e r 
A BOON TO HOUSEKEEPERS, 

WATSON & C00MBER, 
C4, Paradise Street, LIVERPOOL. 



4,500 SHAVES WITH 

ONE STAR BLADE 

THE VALUE IS IN THE BLADE. 
MARKT & CO. (LONDON), Ltd., Razor Dept., 

6, CITV ROAD, LONDON. 

FOREIGN STAMPS FREE 

BRIGHT & SON. 164. STRAND. LONDON. W.C. 

T H E M I S S I N G LINK. 

OINTMENT 

59, Gray's Inn Road, LONDON. 

STRENGTH 
BY MAIL! 

T. INCH. 
munster House, FULHAM, 

LONDON. S.W. 

GREW NEW HAIR 
IN 30 DAYS. 

REMARKABLE RESULT OF T H E NEW 
HAIR GROWER CRYSTOLIS 

CAUSES BIG STIR AMONG 
HAIR SPECIALISTS. 

ACTUALLY CROWS HAIR AND CORRECTS 

ALL SCALP AND HAIR TROUBLES. 

PROVE IT YOURSELF BY CUTTING OUT 
AND POSTING T H E F R E E COUPON 

BELOW TO . DAY. 

Baldness, Dandruff, Itching 
Scalp, Etc. 

FREE CRYSTOLIS COUPON. 
Cut out this coupon to-day and send to Creslo 

Laboratories, 6, Rouverie Street (Dept. 10S), London, E.C., 
for free information regarding Crystolis, the new discovery 
for growing hair. Good for Wn days to all STRAND 
MAGAZINE readers. 

Toilet Coupon No. to8. 



A Letter to Mr. Sandow 
WHAT IT MEANS TO THE 

MAN OR WOMAN IN 
POOR HEALTH. 

An Important Opportunity for London and 
Country Readers of "The Strand Magazine" 
to Investigate the Natural Method of 
Curing* Illness, Without Any Expense, with 
a view to learning whether it Provides 
the Remedy Required in Their Own Cases. 

IN the interests of the very considerable number of 
STRAND MAGAZINE readers who are watching 
the remarkable advance daily being made in the 

practice of physical culture as a cure for a large number 
of illnesses, this account of the Sandow method has 
been prepared. It will enable sufferers to judge 
whether or no they might perhaps themselves try this 
undoubtedly highly beneficial form of treatment, which 
has been so successful in curing various forms of 
illness that there are no fewer than 600 or 700 
practising doctors who include amongst their prescrip
tions for certain ailments advice to " take a course of 
Sandow's exercise." 

WHAT MR. SANDOW CLAIMS TO CURE. 
Mr. Sandow does not claim that his system can cure 

everything. For the present he states that he has 
during recent years had a total of many thousands of 
cases of Digestive Disorder, Nervous Breakdown of 
varied types in both men and women, Uric Acid Com
plaints, Ileart Troubles and Circulatory Disorders, 
Obesity, Chest and Lung Weakness, Physical Deformi
ties and Spinal Curvatures, Kidney Disorders, the 
Special Ailments of Women, and cases of general 
physical deficiency, and that his uniform success in 
dealing with these by natural means, viz., specially 
prescribed individual courses of scientific exercise 
without having resort to drugs, has amply proved that 
his method is the surest cure in such illnesses. 
NO WEIGHT-LIFTING OR STRENUOUS EXERTIONS. 

There is still an idea abroad that Curative Physical 
Culture involves violent or protracted exercise. No 
greater fallacy could be. There are no heavy weights 
to lift, no strenuous exertions to be made, the treat
ment is so gentle and graduated that it may be taken 
by a child of five or a man or woman of eighty-five 
years of age. If an inquirer's case is one which will 
be benefited by scientific exercise the course which is 
considered best for the patient will be suggested. 

THE MOST SUCCESSFUL CURE. 

Some while back Truth newspaper organised a 
searching investigation into the records of cases which 
had been treated at the Sandow Institute, and by 
correspondence with patients in their own homes, with 
ihe result that it was discovered that the phenomenal 
percentage of ninety-nine cases out of every hundred 
accepted for treatment received substantial benefit, 
and that ninety-four in every hundred entirely achieved 
the desired object. 

Readers who desire a consultation—and no doubt 
they will be many—are invited to call or address a 
letter to Mr. Eugen Sandow at 32, St. James's Street, 
London, S.W., and if the visitor can be accepted, and 
decide^to take a course of treatment, the fees are 

quite within the means of the man or woman of modest 
purse. 

FOR THOSE UNABLE TO CALL 
but would like to inquire into the suitability of their 
cases for treatment by Scientific Physical Culture at 
home, Mr. Sandow has produced the following twenty-
four small illustrated volumes dealing with certain 
illnesses and conditions amenable to his treatment :— 

vor.. 
1 Indigestion and Dyspepsia 
2 Constipation and its 

Cure 
3 Liver Troubles 
4 Nervous Disorders in Men 
5 Nervous Disorders in 

Women 
6 Obesity in Men 
7 Obesity in Women 
3 Heart Affections 
9 Lung and Chest Com • 

plaints 
10 Rheumatism and Gout 
11 Aiuunia: Its Cause and 

Cure 
12 Kidney Disorders: Func-

tional and Chronic 

VOL. 
13 Lack of Vigour 
14 Physical Deformities in 

Men 
15 Physical Deformities In 

Women 
16 Functional Defects in 

Speech 
17 Circulatory Disorders 
i3 Skin Disorders 
IQ Physical Development for 

Men 
20 Everyday Health 
21 Boys' and Girls' Health 

and Ailments 
22 Figure Culture for Women 
23 Insomnia 
24 Neurasthenia A copy of whichever book is desired will be sent 

gratis and post free to any reader who will write a 
letter to Mr. Sandow at 32, St. James's Street, 
London, S.W., asking for it, mentioning at the same 
time this announcement in T H E STRAND MAGAZINE 
and giving full particulars of occupation, age, illness, 
or condition, from which relief is desired, present 
state of health, etc., which will enable an opinion to 
be formed on the case, and forwarded with the book. 

Mr. EUGEN SANDOW, the Pioneer of Curing 
I l lness Without Medicine, who maKes a prac
tical offer to "Strand" readers desiring advice 

on their health. 



PLJSyEIi-
Playe r -P iano 

Cecilian 

THE FARRAND CO., 
50a, Wigmore Street, LONDON, W. 

CAKE ROYAL 

Thousands of delighted Ladies 
sing: the praises of Cake Royal, 
and fresh Testimonials reach 
US daily. In making CAKE ROYAL 
the Manufacturers have kept before 
them Four Points, viz. :— 

1st—Digestibility. The most 
delicate can eat and enjoy Cake 
Royal Cakes. 

2nd—Muscle. Bone, and Flesh-
forming: properties. Cake 
Royal Cakes are wholesome, 
strengthening, and nutritious. 

3rd—Retention of Moisture. 
Cake Royal Cakes never dry 
or crumble. 

4th—Absolute Pur i ty and 
supreme Excellence of all 
the materials. 



ARE YOU TOO THIN ? 
FREE TREATMENT AND A 

VALUABLE BOOK FOR T H E T H I N , T H E 
FEEBLE, AND T H E NERVOUS. 

TOO THIN—TOO MISERABLE. 

A NERVE-INVIGORATING PROCESS. 

All T H I N People Can Put on FLESH. 

A. GORDON WALLACE, 39, Kingsway House, Kingsway, London, W.C. 



"Youth 
mayfly-
JbutBeauty 
fingers" 
Dr. Ha r l an ' s B e a u t y - Cup 
Massage removes Wrinkles 
and Blackheads and makes 
the skin soft and sa t iny . 

Neu-Vita Ins t i tu te , 16—117, Exchange Buildings, 
Sou thwark Street , London. f Agents wanted./ 

For 

Gentlemen's Wear 
Also fn suitable styles 

for Ladies' Wear 

SPHERE 
SUSPENDER CO., Leicester . 

A Box of 
"Silkilon" 

Handkerchiefs 

Y e a r s o f Wear , 

Plain Hemstitched. 

I USE AND RECOMMEND 

Hill's Hongroise 

THE COUNTY CHEMICAL 
CO., Ltd. , 

Box S.M., Birmingham. 

SCOTCH TWEEDS. 
Very best qualities only in the latest Designs. 

OVERCOATINGS (Special Value). 
S U I T I N G S A N D D R E S S GOODS. 

Write for patterns and particulars, post free from 

ROBERTS, SOMERVILLE & CO., CALASHIELS. 

Pipes of 
Quality 

BEWLAY Patent PIPE 

BEWLAY & CO., L td . , 49 , STRAND. 



FREE to All who Want a Good Memory: 
Presenta t ion Copies of a Famous Specialist 's New Book, " Memory and 
Mental T r a i n i n g / ' Free to Readers of " T h e Strand Magazine." 

Pelman School of 
Memory, 

22 Wenharr House, 
Bloomsbury Street, 

London, W.C. 



THe November 

WIDE 
WORLD 

MAGAZINE 

6d 

The Fire - Dog of Asu. 
To Bokhara and Beyond. 
The Red - Beard's Revenge. 
How Drew Lost the D.S.O. 
The Island that was Forgotten. 
A Honeymoon on the Zambesi. 
The Adventures of a * Cow • Girl." 
A N a t u r a l i s t in N e w G u i n e a . 
The Mystery of the Blue Hope Diamond. 
Man-Hunting in the West. Etc., Etc 

NOW ON SALE. PRICE 6 d . 



BERKELEY EASY CHAIRS 

H. J. SEARLE & SON, Ltd. 

The new "Fifteen Argyll 

car 

Icilma 
H A I R P O W D E R THE NEW DRY SHAMPOO 

"DEPILLOS" 

TAYLOR « CO. 
149. Fleet Street . London, E.C. 



THE FOUR MASTERS: 
Dickens, Shakespeare, Scott, Thackeray. 

First Payment of 2 6 Only. 

The London Dickens. 

The Melrose Waverley. 

The Windsor Shakespeare. 

The London Thackeray. 

J O H N O' L O N D O N ' S B O O K F R E E . 
T H E CAXTON PUBLISHING CO., LTD. , 33, SOKREV STREET, LONDON, W.C. 



SEND OR 
CALL FOR THIS FREE BOOK 

It tells of an easy Self=Cure 
for CATARRH and NOSE= 
BREATHING DIFFICULTY 

The Rhycol 
Publishers, 71 Rhycol Building, 
130 Fleet Street, London. E.C. 



To the Harbour of Health ! 
The surest and safest way to the 
harbour of health is to take Win-
carnis daily—just for a week or two 

To COLEMAN & CO., Limited, 
WI, Wincarnis Works, 

NORWICH. 



T h e advantages 
of being able to 

do this— 

without disturbing worK 
in process. 

1 Unfinished work can be carried for 
inspection to the one who dictated 
the matter. 

2 Rush work can be attended to on 
the minute. 

3 Unfinished work can be locked away 
in desk or safe for secrecy. 

4 Important manifold work can be put 
aside undisturbed while another platen 
is substituted for other work. 

THESE ADVANTAGES ARE POSSIBLE ONLY 
WITH THE 

Omith I remier 
AS IT IS THE ONLY MACHINE HA VING 
A REMOVABLE PLATEN WHICH TAKES 
THE WRITTEN WORK WITH IT. 

Send for full particulars of this and other 
advantages of our 

No. 10 MODEL. 
The Smith Premier Typewriter Co., 

Smith Premier House, 
6 6 7, Queen Street, London, E.G. 

embodies the most recent de
velopments in metal filament 
lamps, gives a light more nearly 
approaching sunlight than any 
other light, saves enormously 
in current consumption as com' 
pared with carbon lamps, is 
of pleasing shape, can be used 
in the same holders as other 
lamps, and is made for all 
standard electrical circuits. 

YOU CONSULT YOUR 
BEST INTERESTS BY 
USING ONLY MAZDA 

LAMPS. 

THE BRITISH THOMSON-HOUSTON CO., Ltd., 
Fac tor i e s -RUGBY, England. 

Should any difficulty be experienced in obtaining MAZDA 
Lamps send postcard to the above address for 

name of nearest dealer. 



TWIN GRIP 
PAPER FASTENER 
H o l d s T o p , B o t t o m 
and M i d d l e P a p e r s 
w i t h E q u a l G r i p . 

The Orderly Desk Habit is the 

TWIN GRIP HABIT 

The ASA. LT?,24, HOLBORN.E.C. 

Jacksons' 
^^^r ^famous BOOTS. HATS. 

JACKSONS' 3/9 HATS 

JACKSONS' 10/6 BOOTS 

JACKSONS' 21/- MACS 

JACKSONS' Ltd., Victoria 
Works, Stockport. 

Footwear Value That 
Cannot be Excelled 

34la, Argyle Street, 
GLASGOW. 

The " B E E H I V E " Brand 

J. & J. BALDWIN, Halifax 
and Partners, Ltd. Eng. 

The Best Ink for 
Fountain and all 
other pens. Never 
corrodes or clogs 
your pen, and dries 
a permanent black. 

Onoto 
Ink 

Get a Sixpenny Bottle 
at your Stationers. 

DELICIOUS COFFEE. 

RED 
WHITE 

«BLUE 
For Breakfast & after Dinner. 



The Ever=Ready Electric 
CEILING CLOCK 

BRITISH MANUFACTURE. (Patented) 

Fitted with absolutely safe Dry Battery. Upkeep cost negligible. 

THE EVER-READY WORKS, Emerald Street, LONDON, W.C. 

Mackill's Asthma Cure 

The 

VACUUM MASSAGE APPLIANCE 

VACUUM MASSAGE APPLIANCE CO.. 
K Dent.. Rhodes Rink . OLDHAM, 

Be Cosy ! 
" Lasco " Anthracite Stoves 

LASCO 
ANTHRACITE 

STOVES 
LONDON ANTHRACITE 

STOVE Co., 
West Bud Br.uu'h ; 35 À 3Ï 
Oxford St.. W. Ami City 
Showrooms : la, Vpper 
Thames St., London, E.O. 



THE 'JEWEL' PEN IS DIFFERENT 

JEWEL PEN CO. (Depfc. 52), 
102, Fenchurch Street, London, E.C. 

Astrology. 

GYRO 
Mono-Rail 

T O P 

GYRO 
Manufacturers, 

LEICESTER. 
See the Aerial Spiral Mono-Railway with top, track, and 

etand. boxed complete. 2/-. A 9pleD<iid Lane. 

National Fretworkers' Association, 
(Desk 2), 63, Farringdon Street, London, E.C 

500,000 

(HALF A 

MILLION) FREE GIFTS 

PAIN BROS.. 
Dept. 115N, The "Presents House," HASTINGS, Eng. 

T H E ROMANCE OF T H E HEAVENS 

revealed by a 

WATSON TELESCOPE 

IT. W1TS01 4 SOIS, Ltd., 313, Hirh Holborn, London, W.C. 

Be Up-to-Date. Use the Up-to-Date Pen. 
THE SAFETY SELF-FILLINC PEN 
has following advantages : . 

T H E STAR PEN M A N U F A C T U R I N G CO., Ltd . , 
147, H o l b o r n B a r s . L o n d o n , E.C. 



bronchitis 

Peps, 

0/nil ChemiatH or from The Peps Co., 
Carlton Hill. LXtds. 

You cannot get such 

ENORMOUS VALUE 

Tim :i r.urli, Black Cult. 

DEAN'S RAG BOOK CO.. LTD.. 
18 G, Pa te rnos te r Square. LONDON, E.C. 

Use 
the "BLACK AUTOCOPYIST," 

THE COPYING APPARATUS CO., Ltd., A Dept., 
123, Cannon Street , London, E.C. 

Old Jewellery 
bought 

B O. & J . B. Fraser. L td . [Desk ISO), Princes St.. I p s w i c h 



THEHANDOFFATE 

YOUR PATHWAY SMOOTHED. 

O L D S O L (Dept 9J. F o r e s t H e r m i t a g e , B a r n e s . L o n d o n . 
SPECIAL.—I will arid T W O Y E A R S ' G U I D E F R E E if you 

mention STRAKH MAGAZINE. 

DELAYS ARE DANGEROUS-SEND NOW. 

Oatine 
A FREE SAMPLE 

Oatine Cream 

™TXa0 ,aa t lco e„^
C

t
0•L„1n ea0ÔA.0 | ttn e B u i l d"'g s• 

FOUNTAIN PEN 

Barge, Warren & Ridgley. Ltd., 9X & 92, Great Saffron Hill. London, E.C. 



BIRTH MONTH GEM RINGS 

MASTERS, Ld., 164, Hope Stores, Rye, En&. 

P R O J E C T O R . 

Pho tographs 
The Mirroscope 

C A R R B R O T H E R S L T U , n , Queen Victoria St., Lou-Ion, B.c. 

MOTHERS 
SEND TO-DAY! 

3 Indispensables 
FREE 

CONSTANTINE BROS., 
Dept. M, Br i tannia Warehouse, 

E O L T O N , X . A N C S . 
Esta Mi shed 220 yeais. 

FAMED FOR 
OVER 50 YEARS. 

Cambus 
Whisky. An- Ideal Beverage. 

Soft and Delicate. 
Highly approved by the 

Medical Profession. 
The Distillers Co.. Ltd. 

Edinburgh. 



THE DRINK HABIT C U K B D . 

WALTHAM WATCH CO. wholesale only to the Tradev, 
125, High Holborn, London, W.C. 

CHORTHAND 
^^M proficiency guaranteed in a 
^ ^ l'f\v weeks by the Sloan-
Duployan system. Used by the 
fastest House of Commons reporters. 
Illustrated handbook tree. 

S L O A N - D U P L O Y A N " C O L L E G E . 
R A M S G A T E . 

T H E 
BASIC 
STUDY SCIENTIFIC CONCENTRATION. 

nEADLY TELEPHONE ! 

" THE STRAND 
MAGAZINE" TELEPHONE SHIELD. 

" PERFECT" SÂNÏTÀRY TOWEL 
With Girdte ta Fit any Waist 

" H O S E I E N E " 



Large Balls, 
Balanced Cues, 
True Billiard Hazards. 

THURSTON'S 
Proportional Home Billiard Tables 

Sold for Cash or by Instalments 

••"•• © • * " • " O VJ 

Call at Thurston's, Leicester Square, London, or write for 
the interesting book, " Real Billiards on a Small Table." 

To THURSTON & CO., Ltd., Leicester Square, London, W.C. 



"HILL RISE" is the latest addition to the splendid series of 

NEWNES' SIXPENNY FAMOUS NOVELS 
Phra the Phoenician- Edwin Lester Arnold. 
Dialstone Lane. w. W. Jacobs. 
On Love's Altar, diaries Garvice. 
The Invasion. William Le Queux. 
Marcia Drayton. Charles Garvice. 
After Many Days . Effie Adelaide Rowlands. 
New Grub Street. G. Gissine. 
The Love Stone. A. and C. Askew. 
The Long Night. Stanley Weyman. 
With All Her Heart. Charles Garvice. 
The Blue LagOOn. H. De Vere Stacpoole. 

Shrewsbury. Stanley Weyman. 
Love Among the Chickens. V. G. Wodehoui 
Elaine. Charles Garvice. 
Short Cruises. W. W. Jacobs. 
Kingdom of a Heart. Kffie Adelaide Rowl mds 
The Broken Road. A. E. w. Mason. 
Sophia. Stanley Weyman. 
Through Sorrows Gates. Halliwell Sutclifle 
Matrimony. W. E. Norris. 
Chippinge. Stanley Weyman. 
Odd Craft. W. W. Jacobs. 



Will Save You from 
THE 

ROCKS of USURY 
POPULAR 

BANKING FACILITIES 
FOR ALL CLASSES 

HEAD OFFICE: 

1, CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, E.C. 
BANK FOR WOMEN (En^e&,mer„ked). 29, New Bridge Street, London, E.C. 

Branches and Agencies throughout the Kingdom. 



A Phenomenal Success 

THE 

Strand Musical Portfolio 
Copyright Songs and Music Only. 



Strength-Brilliancy-Economy 
are qualities 

INSEPARABLE 
from the 

B R I T I S H - M A D E 

VERITAS 
GAS MANTLES, 

OF ALL D E A L E R S : 
Upright from 31d. e a c h . 
Inver ted from 4i/d. e a c h . 

CHEAPEST AND BEST. 

Wholesale only : 
VERITAS L U ; H T CO. , LONDON. 

Panshine for Floors. 

H. D. POCHIN 
& Co., Ltd., 

SALFORD, MANCHESTER. 



Protect the Health of 
your Household by using 

KEROL 
(THE GUARANTEED DISINFECTANT) 

and the 

KEROL PREPARATIONS 
at all seasons of the year. Your 
home is never safe from infeo 
tion, and effective disinfection 
is your only protection. 

Mme. DUCHATELLIER, 
I Sole Inventor of 
' A P P L I A N C E S 

ONLY ADDRESS: 
209, Rue St. Honore, PARIS. 

PARQUETINE 

WESTMINSTER PAT. FLOORING CO.. 
12, Heckfield Place. Fulham. S.W. 

Knitted Corsets 

KNITTED CORSET * CL0TDI1C CO., 118, Mansfield ltd., lot t inglmm. 

DEAF or BLIND 

Mr. ISON, Oculist 

CANCER 
CURED AT HOME. 

Dainty 
is the word to use when 
speaking of the Little House
keeper Box of Harbut t ' s 
Plasticine. Keeps the Chil
dren quiet for hours on end. 

P r i c e p o s t f ree , 2 /4 . 

WM. HARBUTT, A.R.C.A., 3, Bathampton, BATH. 

, . F O R . . 

Index to Advertisers 
See Pages 114 & 115. 



The Art of Physical Beauty 
MR. F. MEREDITH CLEASE IS THE INVENTOR OF THE POPULAR 

STRETCHING METHOD OF HOME EXERCISE. 

GLEASE INSTITUTE, 124, New Bond St., 
> LONDON. 

HOUSE LIGHTING 
Economical : Efficient 
Q A thoroughly efficient generating plant for the Electric 
Lighting of Country and Suburban Houses, Golf Clubs, small 

Public Buildings, etc., can be obtained at a cost 
of £12 18s. Od. 

F. W. Smith & Co., 
LTD., 

• 12, Tib Lane, 
Manchester. 

MAKES WOMEN BEAUTIFUL 
Marvellous development accomplished by the new and wonderful Diano 
Method of enlarging the female bust, thin women are quickly deve
loped into commanding figures that excite wonderment and admiration. 

AddreBS-LADY MANAGER, THE R. E. ESPAHOLA MEDICINE 
COMPANY [Dept. 219], 205, Regent Street , London, W. 

' * The desire to possess Beauty is keenest where refinement is strongest. ' ' 



EUTHYMOL TOOTH PASTE 

FATE TEST HOROSCOPE. 

Mr. NEWTON VERITY (A.M.). 4, D u k e St., Ade lph i , L o n d o n , W.C. 

Cuckoo ! Cuckoo ! 

Cuckoo Clocks 

Camerer Huss & Co. (Dept. A) 
56 New Oxford Street, - London, W C. 

S B E A U T I F U L 
C O M P L E T E 

SERVICES 
DINNER, TEA, BREAKFAST, TOILET, AND A 
SPLENDID CHINA CLOCK SET (WARRANTED 
A PERFECT TIMEKEEPER) SAFELY DELIVERED 
GUARANTEED PERFECT, 2 1 - . MONEY RE

TURNED IF NOT DELICHTED. 

VINCENT FINE ART POTTERY, 
DEPT. 103,BURSLEM.ENC. 
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A^\ 
"The 

Library 
Lounge. » 

Automatic 
Adjustable 

Back. 

A finger-touch will incline the back to any position from upright to flat. 
The Anns lift up and turn outwards, forming Side Tables for books, writing materials, &c. 
The Front Table can be used flat for writing, or inclined for reading. When not in use it is 

concealed in a recess under the seat. 
The Adjustable Reading Desk and Side Tray can be used either side or entirely removed. 
The Leg Rest is adjustable to various inclinations. When not in use it slides under the seat. 
Ideal comfort and conveniences for literary workers, students, and all who read or write for pleasure 

or profit. 

Catalogue C3 of Adjustable Chairs and Couches Free. 

J. F O O T &» S O N , Ltd. 
(Dept. C3), 171, NEW BOND STREET, LONDON, W. 

Dr. LAHMANN'S 
COTTONWOOL 

UNDERWEAR 
IS A DELIGHT TO ALL. 

Send for List and Cuttings (post free). 

245, High Holborn, London, W.C. 

fstftma Sufferers 
Instant relief in Asthma, Bronchitis, Croup, and 
Whooping Cough by tbeuseof POTTER'6 ASTHMA 

CURE in 1/- Tins, SOLD EVERYWHERE. 
For FREE SAMPLE send Postcard to 

POTTER & CLARKE, Artillery Lane, 
London, E, Mention paper. 

Instant relief 

HAVE YOU SUPERFLUOUS HAIR? 
Have you tried to get rid of tlie unsightly 

growths.' Madame Bond's famous" HAIRE-
MOVINE"wi l l accomplish and fulfil your 
utmost wishes. Dr. A. B. Griffiths heartily en
dorses this treatment. Not only is it efficaciouŝ  
removing every vestige of hair growth, but it if, 
pure andnon-injurious. Outfit, 2 9 complete, 
post free (sent in plain wrapper). Foreign postage. 
6d. extra. Particulars and testimonials post 
free. " HAIR EM OVINE '* hai succeeded in 
thousands of cases. WRITE TO-DAY. 
MADAME S. BOND, Bull S t ree t . BIRMIM 

ENGLISH'S 
LEXHAM MANSIONS 

A comfortably furnished Residential 
Hotel, central for all London, being 
near Gloucester Road and Earl s 

Court Tube Stations. 
Weekly en Pension, from 35 -
Daily en Pension, from 6/-
Finest English Meat and Poultry. 

Special terms to families and students. 

36 

34, 36, 38, 
Lexham Gardens, 

Kensington, London. 
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PILLOW 
LACE 

MADE IN BUCKINGHAMSHIRE. 
ffitSttSftSStfPEfc 

m 
, from M„7W.. !"*'*• J'd. 
its, Cuifo, BoQDCtl, Sctli 
«/-, 411, 0/'. 
. i fl. '2i. •> [i. -i/ij iiiiwnnli. 
Thread»!, il/-, 7/«. Any 

ivu eau cony anil iiiukL-, 

•/« 

Famous 
Honcycocmbe' , 

Design p y.'-
HANDKERCHIEF, LJg 

3 / 1 0 | L 
Lace 2in. deep. Jf$jE 

A'T .S 

C o n n o i s s e u r s of 
hand-made lace say 
that the celebrated 

PILLOW LACE 

PLASTRON, Pure Linen, 5 / 6 

made in Bucking
hamshire surpasses all others 
in bejuiy of design, durability, 

and workmanship. 

Stock Collar 1/4, 
LEAF DESIGN. <-^0^%M 

air K'reW.. $ Ms* •saswitea 
throughout the world for Iti uJendkl wearing .,....litI.-K and 

jsnb^^iww^^'M^sW 
an.l the worker! ore paid Immediately thulr lu» i» com. 

nlo <<i i 

Mrs. H. ARMSTRONG, Secretary, 
O L N E Y , B U C K S , 

for cuttings and design sheets ; sent to any part 
of tlio world. LacuH sent on approval with tho 

usual trade n.'fercncc. 

SCOTCH WINCEY 
UNSHRINKABLE, DURABLE, RELIABLE. 

Send for FREE PATTERNS of I In 
in unrivalled for in h-ird wearing quai 
delightful ranifi of dainty pattern», muauia 
Cosl i i rn -v . and nil kirnU ><f u n d o r w e a r . Eci 

unsurpasied for wear, and guaranteed not to Shrink. 
ROBERT QEORGE, 12, Hanover Street, EdlnburRh. 

o material, Wincey 
yi-l in made in IL 

Blouses, 

p^'iiiM/iiJ'li/MiiW 

ENOBI 
Arc the Perfect Scents of (lie Flowers. 

S W E E T - P E A 
BLOSSOM & 
NIGHTSCENTED <m 
STOCK. JW 

As Supplied to 

II.M. Queen Alexandra. 

Absolutely identical with the 
delidouH (ragranci- ol the 

flower». 
2 / 6 , 3 / 6 , 5/=, 6 10 /6 

p e r Bot t l e . 

Zonobla Tollot 8oap ... 1/-, 1/8, & 3/- por box. 
Zenobla Snohots on 4 I - eaoh. 
Zenobla Toilet Powder ... V- & 2/6 por box. 

Sold bit Leading Ohemlete, Perfumers, and Stores. 

as 
% 
as 
M i 
!s,i 
% 
Bti 
Wi 
BS 
M 
as 
as 
% 
as 
as 
as 

I -"ISSHi?"» 
i t i lnlnj Pertu 
port fr..,. .„i i 

... Soap, I 
m W, F. CHARLES, Zenobla Laboratories, Lnu#hborou>!li m 
i'V'JJ ! KKftfti 'MU ftiftiHWiiMKBiHi/l 'î'î.'ïMSSKfiifSffiiHSSiBS 

' H E A L T H - ' - WEALTH A 

REYNOLDS' 
WHEATMEAL BREAD 
Contains the selected products of our 
Empire's choicest Wheat Harvests. 

Your B a k e r can always supply ibis 
celebrated Digestive Whealmeal Bread. 

Awarded 75 Cold Medals. 
Kama of nearest Agents supplied on ,r,,,<r<t ly 
J. REYNOLDS & CO., Ltd., 21, Flour Mille, Clouoonter 

REAL WITNEY 
BLANKETS 
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"SBINGDON 
'CORD SQUARE 

\ > v - ' * THE STRONGEST 

CARPETS HARO WEAR. 

(36 SUM tit Steel ) Being Reversible, they 
O u t w s a r two Ordinary Carpets . 

The only Carpata which answer bo modern requirements, 
being Hygienic; ivwratiw. Durable, and inexpensive 

A t » to jJWMp. iH> iu4 Ooltet />»$*. 
ISBN»» »VK PATTKKNSJ Here are the prices ol 

ABINGDON CORD SQUARES: 
Art Shades , Seamless , Reversible. 

- t ' a* : si •. 
17 6 20 • 6 9 S 6 10 - 10 6 12 6 15 9 IS 6 15 • 

S x ii Si V SJ Sl x 4 Si X 41 Sj x 6 4 X 4 U 4 ) J X . \ 4 S 
23 - 21 6 23 6 27 - 31 6 27 6 30 - 33 6 40 • 

4x7 yard* marriage Paid.) Also made in .til 
47 6"e ion widths for Stairs. Landings, suul 

Passages, T h e A B I N G D O N 
CARPET MANUFACTURING 

CO.. Ltd.. 106, Thames Wharf, 
Abtngdon-on-

Thames . 

WO M E N are not often good 
mechanics, and put up with the 

creaking door, the stiff scissors, the 
bad running sewing machine, rather than 
use the oil-can, often so odorous and duty. 
Therefore . T h r e e i n O n e Oi l , which does not 
soil or spoil, but is as clean to use as eau de Cologne, 
is a blessed discovery for women. T h r e e in O n e 
O i l sweetens and smooths the home in more 
than 100 ways, described in our t ree booklet, 
gladly sent along with free 
S i m p l e on application toThree 

Pretty Women would not be so pretty it" they * fiç>o? 
did not take proper care of , »ji w 
their beauty. It is the duty of 

possible, and beauty is greatly enhanced 

BATES' PELLETTA. 
An innocent preparation lor the race and arms, prewired in wh i t e , which 
gives » danling whiteness to the skin, and reduces Hushing and redness of the 
lace, arms, and hands, and tinted, which imparts a delicious bloom to the 
palest complexion. Invaluable for counteracting the effect of the sun or wind. 

ô\: ••:-.., .V.': r/*.v. 3d. 
In bo t t l e s a t C h e m i s t s a t i - and 2 0 ; or by, post 3d. extra (Foreign 

and Colonial 1 • c \ t ra \ " white' or "tinted," from— 

F. W. BATES, 1, Brooks's Bar, Manchester. 
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The 
Permanent 
Removal 
of 
Super
f luous 
Hair. 

Sr--- • 
A Lady Will Give *+**? 
You Her Secret 

FREE. 

For years I have searched for a >imple ana satisfactory way to 
remove superfluous hair from the skin, so thit it would not 
return. Experiments proved to me that the various pasleSj 
powders, depilatories, electrical appliances, etc.. now on the 
market were often injurious, and not lasting in their effects. At 
last I discovered a plan which succeeded in producing marvellous 
permanent results, where all others failed. A fashionable 
Parisian lady who followed my advice says : " M y face is now 
soft and smooth, and no one would ever think it had been 
disfigured bya growth of superfluous hair.' Others write : " It 
srems loo good to be true." Well, the test will tell. No matter 
bow much or bow little superfluous hair is on your face, reck, 
arms, or body, I am confident that you can now remove it, per
manently, and with perfect safety. I will send full information 
regarding the secret of my discovery absolutely free to every 
woman who writes at once, but this oflfer is limited to a short 
time only, so do not delay if you wish to benefit FREE 
Address: KATHRVN B. "FIR'MIN (DepL 474), 85, Great 
Portland St.. London. \ \ \ , and you will receive full particulars 
by return post in a plain sealed envelope. 

THIS 

UMBRELLA 
photographed b et'o r e 
and a f t e r repair, is an 
example of what can be 
d o n e in Stanw onhs 
workshops. 

A complete wreck 
in the first picture, the 
second shows the poor 
" patient " after being 
repaired and recovered, 
with the famous Stan-
worths' " D e f i a n c e " 
S i l K U n i o n . 

S e n d u s y o u r 
o ld U m b r e l l a 

to-day together with P.O. 
for 5 -a and it will reach 
you per return of post, look
ing as fresh as on the day you 
first purchased it. Postage on 
Foreign Orders I/- extra. 

A post-card will bring you 
our Illustrated Catalogue of 
Stanworths' " Defiance " 
Umbrellas, and patterns for 
recovering umbrellas from 
2 6 upwards. 

tf.ytaMïCithà&) 

QMlofkbuirvy 
Wholesale List of Covers 

and Fittings for the Trade 
sent on receipt of Trade Card. 

Don t Remain 111 
\ k'U cannot help getting ill, but you need 

not remain ill. If you use O x y d o n o r 
yen cannot remain sick—it u-orit let you. It 
generates that wonderful rejuvenating and 
revitalizing diaductive force which will not 
tolerate disease. Diaduction is the healing 
force of Nature. Send for f r e e literature 
and full information. 

Oxydonor 
is a scientific instiument which can be 
carried in the pocket and used without in
convenience anywhere and at any time. One 
O x y d o n o r will last a lifetime. The "entire 
familv may enioy its healing benefits in turn. 

There is but one genuine instrument for 
this purpose, and it has the name of the 
originator and discoverer, Dr. I I . Sanche, 
stamped upon it. Look for the name— 

Dr. H. S A N C H E <5 Co. 
(Dept . A ) , 1 1 , Q u e e n V i c t o r i a St . , 

L o n d o n , E . C . , E n g l a n d . 
A L S O .A T 

New York. Detroit, U.S. A.. &. Montreal, Canada. 

—For the Little Ones 
there could be noth ing bet ter t han these two 
splendid books about those myster ious little 
people, the Brownies. T h e y are clearly 
pr inted in beautiful colours in good plain 
type, and contain nine i l lustrations in addi
tion to h a n d s o m e cover des igns—these lat ter 
are reproduced on a much smaller scale 
below. T h e books measu re 1 i i i n . 
by 9in., a n d will keep the 
little ones quiet for ^^^^®i\ 

^ \ 

EACH 
NET 

«Nt 
S , S v c . 
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1 

[ D the smoker of appreciative palate there 
is a charm in CHAIRMAN that is 

without parallel. Its fragrance is pleasing, 
its flavour wholly satisfying and its smoking 
so peculiarly cool that it never burns the 
tongue, however much it is smoked. 

B o a r d m a i l S is the same tobacco milder, and 

R e c o r d e r the same, but fuller flavoured. 

6d. per oz. in 1 and 2 oz. packets and larger tins, from tobacconists everywhere. 

R. J. LEA Limited, Manchester. 
10d 
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ultar 
mr swing 

Kitt," says 
V a d • r « 

bcut« 
r. R. Mftp-

ouohe. M.n.. 
B.S.C. : '• The 

aoou rao* with 
which lie ..,-:•• l o i 

my HlV feats known 
nly to myself. U-»v*s 
i- svmowh.it per 

pleMoV 
Capt. A. R. Walker, 

- . E . ; 'Tola mo of «venta 
most luUmatu friends 

Inotbeoognii&nt of, and 
s are bappenine exactly 
oivioKl : in split! of the 

fact ttmt tW has ucvcv seen mft." 
C l i f t o n B i n g h a m writes: 

'• Mysterious is nil t urn say of your 
marvellously correct review of my 

lifo and present uoalUou." 
Rub some stove black or Ink on 

the thumbs, press them on paper ; 
senti, wi th birth da te and t ime it 

known1 , a P.O. for Is . for cost of 
char t , eta., to be sent you, and 

s tamped envelope. I will (five you A 
F R E E READING OF YOUR LIFE 

from chart, to advertise my success. 

•ROF. A. ZAZRA, 90-"%»l°ot "™u 

PROFESSIONAL MAN W R I T E S : YOU 

ASTONISH & HELP 

Get a MASTA 
PIPE to-day 

; 

You wil l enjoy a new sensa t ion—n perfect ly 
cool. d ry . -nul s w e e t s m o k e to the end of each 
pipeful. 
T h e " M a s t a " P ipe Is so c o n s t r u c t e d t h a t no 
m o i s t u r e or n icot ine c a n flow in to t he howl or 
t h e m o u t h . T h e t o n g u e wil l n e v e r be b u r n e d 
or b l i s te red . 
No p a r t s can >ret out of o rder , and t h e pipe 
can be easi ly c leaned . 
T h e " M a s t a " can be t h o r o u g h l y enJo>ed by 
t h o s e w h o c a n n o t s m o k e a n o rd ina ry pipe. 

MADE O F B E S T S E L E C T E D B R I A R . 
EVERY P I P E G U A R A N T E E D . 

Section of Stmighl Pattern. 

&SZ. 

O b t a i n a b l e of all l ead ing t o b a c c o n i s t s . P r i c e 
2/t». 4/ . 5/0. 8/-. A c Cheape r Qua l i ty . | / -
W r l t e to-dny for fre« bookle t P o i n t s on 
P i p e s . " Pull of useful h i n t s . 

" M A S T A " PIPE CO. 
(Dcpi. b) 153 Fleet Street. London. K.C. 

\i0$*0Êd*09tm0hh0$0$*0ié*0** 

W O M A N 
AT HOME 

4 2 
N E T . 

The NOVEMBER issue of this popular magazine for women is one 
of great attractiveness. Its fiction is striking, and its articles deal 
with a great variety of subjects of valuable interest to all women. 
Here are some of the November contents : Fiction by 

Lucas Malet, David Lyall, E. L. White, and 
Mary Mortimer Maxwell. Articles on the 
following interesting subjects : Some Famous Head
mistresses, by Sarah A. Tooley, illustrated from photographs ; 
Queen Mothers of Europe, by M into l. Johnston, 
illustrated from photographs ; Needlework Compe
tition, Prize Award a list of the successful competitors, 
with photographs of some of the prize-winning work ; House
keeping as a Fine Art—* description of a College of 
Housecraft for Gentlewomen ; Fashion Supplement In 
Colour, and all the regular home features that assist to make 
WOMAN AT HOMK the most popular of home magazines for women. 

svmowh.it


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. »S 

A Table Water of marked 
medicinal value. 

YITTEL 
Grande-Source 

Bottled at the famovis 
Vittel Springs in the 
Vosges (France). 

V I T T E L has been en
dorsed by the French 
Government for its curative 
properties in all ailments 
arising from uric acid — 
G o u t , D y s p e p s i a , 
R h e u m a t i s m , K i d n e y 
Troubles, etc. 

In Whole, Half and S» 
Q u a r t e r B o t t l e s . SS 
At l ead ing H o t e l s , C h e m i s t s , RJ 

S to re s , e t c . M 
goueral Aeent for United K i n g d o m - W 
IS. DKL IUAR, 12, Murk Lane, Loudun,,:..'. QjJ 

;c3S<333:<3<S'3S3Sa33S.S<330 

•Perfect Cold• Creanv 

7lie delicacy, perfect contour, 
and velvety firmness which 
belong to the healthy com
plexion of youth are best 
maintained and restored at 
all ages by gentle daily 
massage with 

Daggett & 
RamsdelVs 

Perfect Cold Cream 
which contains only pure and beneficial 
ingredients and will not turn randd. 
ynrs,il6,ih,sl6,6is. Travellers Tubes, ùd„ it-
and ah, obtainable of all chemists and stores. 
Treatise on Massage ' The FINGER of T/MB ' 
with sa m fie of Perfect Cold Cream sent fret 

on application to DAGGETT & 
RAMSDELL. Manufacturing 
Chemists, /?, Charterhouse BtdgS,, 

l_ 

The kind that keeps 

"Buying from 
the Maker " is 
universally recognised 
as getting satisfaction. 

When the maker is reliable, that 
satisfaction is the fullest possible. 

ONE Quality 
ONE Price 

Carlton Last. Black 
Glace Kid Boot. 
Medium Oak Sole. 

You "buy from the maker" when 
you buy Saxone Boots or Saxone 
Shoes. And the makers of Snxones 
specialise in one grade of footwear 
only. They use only the most select 
leather and highest-skilled workman
ship. They set the footwear fashion, 
yet avoid the " faddish." Good 
taste, good wear and good fit dis-
Imguish Saxones. Fit is made cer
tain by 1 19 Fittings in Every Style. 
S H O P S THROUGHOUT THE UNI 

Birmîngh; 
Blackburn 
Bradford 
Bristol 
Cardiff 
Cork 

m Dublin 
Dundee 
Edinburgh 
Glasgow 
Halifax 
Hull 

n?D KINGDOM. 

Leeds 
Liverpool 
Manchester 
Newcastle 
Nottingham 
Plymouth 

Preston Sheffield 

L o n d o n S a x o n e S h o p s . 

1 3 1 REGENT STREET. W. (Hed'doTstïêet.) 

5 COVENTRY STREET. W. ( S f S ï ï S 
57 STRAND, W.C. 
1 4 5 HIGH STREET. KENSINGTON, W. 
11 & 12 CHEAPSIDE, E.C. 
6 NEW BROAD STREET. E.C. 
7 G R A C E C H U R C H STREET, E.C. 

Send for Il lustrated Catalogue No. 47. 
showing styles for all occasions, with 
explicit instructions for self-measure-
men; to ensure a Saxone Foot-Joy Fit. 

SAXONE SHOE CO. Ltd.. KILMARNOCK. 

jJJk^QFiS 
^ ^ ^ Boots and Shoes 
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Master the Science of Salesmanship 
Wonderful dcvelopmeni 

years, ami hundreds *»r mi 
: lx inkiiiK place in business method* during the pnal ten 

itudents me making extraordinnry headway by applying these 
improved methods to their individual circumstances. Scientific direction of eneigy eliminate!, 
waste and increases profit. It shows how to develop youi powcis, how to manage men, how to 
create ideas, how to increase efficiency, how to apply scientific methods with advantage in every 
business transaction. Our fascinating course of training in Salesmanship, conducted by experts 
a n d a p p r o v e d by heildfe of g rea t business o r g a n i s a t i o n s , as well as by a u n a n i m o u s piess , is 

adapled'to the neuds of every individual student. Whcthei you are employed as manager, 
clerk, traveller, shop-nssUtant, in shop, office, 01 warehouse, we can help to increase youi 
earnlng-powei and improve your prospects. W r l t o f o r t h o B o o k o f t h o I n s t i t u t e 

Learn to Write Advertisements 
, to cope wiili the keenco 
nd women trained Ibi thl 
test professions of the « 

Many who wen- only J sfc 

The genera] awakening of business firms to the necessity of advi 
in trade, is daily increasing ihc nuinbei of highly-paid positions fin 
Ten years ago we inaugurated what has since become une of il 
D u r i n g these; years we have been qual i fy ing men from every s ta t ion in hi 
earning n mere pittance are now in responsible positions earning large Incomes. 

E v e r y t h i n g necessary fur an Advei l iseineii l-Wi iter to know is inc luded in I 
In s t i t u t e Course of Ins t ruc t ion . E n e r g y anil money arc not spared in m a k i n g th is , the b-.iding 

'M 
ely 

A> 
Advertising School, pre-eminently thorough and up-to-date. We develop our students into f •£*- <<* 
horoughly efficient Advertisement-Writers, and help them personally and constantly wiili 

their individual probli 
W r i t e f o r t h o B o o k o f t h o I n e t l t u t o and I 

profession in which you may earn L^ !»•» weeli nnd upwards. 
Firms requiring competent Salesmen • >r Advert' 

«I to apply to us for good men. 

ell y.i 

whe 
I I Dix 

free, exists foi this purpose. 

lent-Writers an 
Institute Bureau, 

DIXON INSTITUTE O x f o r d S t r e e t , L o n d o n , W. 

4L 

• « v V 
4VJT 

Cheer Up Ladies ! 
No more shoe-laces coming untied jusi when you warn i<> look your 
best. The new " O S O " B u c k l e t t e keeps your laces neal nnd 
secure all day long, and looks " O S O " smart. Fastened on or removed 
in an instant. SAMPLE PAIR, Nickel, Black, or Bronze, 7d. |>osi free. 

Of all the best shoe-shops ebervtohere. 

E R N E S T O S M O N D , L T D . , S h a d w e l l S t r e e t , BIRMINGHAM. 

Steel Boots. For Outdoor 
Purposes Wear 

Hoi.» «if stiiiil IIIHI throe I» six limes as longal 
IIIIV otlior klml nf boots for Bold uso linhter 
more liUllirnltlll.l llii|M.Shililr In Ki-I ""I " ' 

Mliiii-ii-ki'i'ii your f.<<-t free from corns. riinlliiK 
m.i blisters, ' Al.N.il protection itKnhi»t wcl 
foot, mill», rheumatism etc, I'osl loss Huiu 
nil Irntll.T lii.nl» nil.I H.-...I .... repair*. Km II 

inilrlnuiiitli in more limn thebesl 
ImntM ymi can buy for outd ' purpi 
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The Mystery of J. H. Farrer. 
By E. TEMPLE T H U R S T O N . 

H. Margetson, R.I. 

thrust into an unwonted position, and that— 
on the floor ! Her eyes strained from their 
sockets. What was it? She took the breath 
to scream. A body ! The body of a man ! 
Lying still, motionless—dead ! Her scream 
followed the thought as it reached her brain, 
and without stopping to look again she rushed 
out into the garden, round to the back of the 
house. 

It takes no time to rouse a household of 
servants when tragedy is afoot. Like sheep 
following their shepherd, they all accompanied 
the butler to the study door. With trembling 
hands, but concealing his fear as well as he 
could, the butler swung it open and looked 
well within before he entered. 

As soon as he was assured that the body 
was quite still, he crossed the threshold. 
Half-a-dozen white faces peered out of the 
passage, but would not follow him here. 
With hesitating footsteps he approached the 
dead body of his master. Then he bent 
down and turned the stiff and lifeless thing 
over. The blood had dried upon the face 

Illustrated by W . ] 

IV. 
T "half-past seven the next 
morning came Lizzie, the 
h o u s e m a i d , to pull t h e 
curtains and open the French 
window of the smoking-room 
to the bright air of another 
day. She hummed her little 

tune as she crossed the room. It broke into 
song as the curtain-rings rattled over the pole 
and the sunshine leapt into the darkness. A 
scent of cloves filled her nostrils as she 
opened wide the window. She breathed it 
in, then stopped with her breath half-drawn. 
There was a square hole cut into the glass. 
She moved and bent down to look at it. 
Then her feet grated on the broken glass that 
lay on the floor, and she felt her heart 
beginning to flutter uncomfortably in her 
breast. 

Burglars ! With vivid apprehension she 
turned and looked back into the room. 
There her eyes found the unaccustomed dis
order—the decanter lying on its side, a chair 

Vol. «1.-65. 
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— dried to a dark red brown. Death was 
obvious, even to his unaccustomed eyes, and 
he looked back at the trembling little group 
behind him. 

"Nobody's to touch a thing," said he, 
dramatically. " T h i s is murder." 

" Murder ! " they whispered. It ran from 
lip to lip in a dull murmur of awe. 

The butler stood up and beckoned to the 
footman, who came unwillingly to his side. 

" Go up and knock at Mrs. Farrer's door, ' 
he said. " Tell her something's happened 
serious to Mr. Farrer in the study, and she'd 
better come downstairs at once. Don't 
mention the word ' murder '—women can't 
stand it." 

With a frightened glance at the body, 
Charles departed. The silent little group in 
the background opened to let him through, 
then closed up its ranks once more and 
stood staring at the butler, wondering what 
that man of organization was going to do 
next. 

" Lizzie ? " said he, presently. 
She pushed forward to answer him. 
" When did you break that pane out of 

the window?" 
" Please, I didn't break it," said she. 
" But there's the glass lying on the floor," 

he retorted, needing no more convincing 
proof than that. 

"Yes—but I didn't do it." 
" Who did, then ? " 
He appealed to them all. There was no 

answer. 
" I think it was cut out by the burglar," 

said Lizzie—" the burglar what murdered the 
master." 

" A h ! " said the butler, and he examined 
the square aperture in the French window. 
" I thought so," he added ; " I thought so," 
he repeated, as he faced round upon them. 

" Dyer know "oo did it ? " they all asked in 
chorus, and one or two of them began to 
creep into the room. 

" Go back," said he, sternly ; " you're to 
touch nothing ! The room must be left just 
as it is for the detectives." And then, in 
tones of awesome mystery, he added : " I've 
got my theory. We shall see if I'm right." 
But he told none of them what his theory 
was. 

At last they heard the footsteps of Mrs. 
Farrer hurrying down the stairs. Lizzie tried 
in vain to stifle the first sobs that rose in her 
throat. In a light dressing-gown which she 
had hastily put on, Mrs. Farrer hurried 
through the little group of servants and 
came into the room. 

" What is it, Greyson ? " she began, and 
then, with a quick catch in her breath, she 
saw the still body of her husband. " What 
is it ? " she repeated, and she ran to his side. 
" Is he dead ? " 

The butler bent his head as she knelt down 
by the body. 

" But this blood ? His forehead's cut ! 
How did it happen ? He's— he's been struck 
by something !" 

" He's been murdered, madam. Least
ways, it looks like murder to me." 

She stood up quickly on her feet, as though 
the murderer were still there to strike his 
blow again. For one moment the room 
spun round about her ; then with a great 
effort she gathered what strength she had. 

" Send those servants away," she said, in 
a low voice, " a n d go up at once to Dr. 
Pumell's room, tell him what has happened, 
and ask him to come down here to me at once." 

The butler obeyed. The door was closed, 
and there, alone with that silent body, Mrs. 
Farrer was left. It would be impossible to 
follow the incoherent thoughts revolving so 
wildly in her mind. Her deliverance had 
come so terribly, so suddenly, that she could 
not grasp its meaning.' For some time she 
stood motionless, gazing pitifully about the 
room, seeing that white, upturned face how
ever she might avert her eyes from its 
direction. 

He had been sitting in that chair—the 
chair in which he always sat and smoked 
before he went to bed. There was his 
handkerchief as he had left it— fallen into 
the back of the chair. Without volition she 
moved to the chair and picked up the hand
kerchief in her fingers. There were blood
stains on it. She gazed at them with a dazed 
expression in her eyes. Then, suddenly—as 
she turned it over, about to lay it down—she 
saw the working in one corner of two initials 
that stood out in raised letters of silk. Again 
and again she read those letters to herself. 
At last, in an awed whisper, she repeated 
them aloud :— 

" A — P . No — n o ! " she exclaimed. 
" No—no ; it couldn't be ! " 

And then, as though horror had hushed 
her words to silence, she said no more ; but 
the thoughts came pouring into her mind— 
fluid and clear. All that Purnell had said to 
her the evening before—his statement that 
her husband could not live for long ; his wish 
that their waiting might be short ; all that he 
had left unsaid, conveyed by a look, a gesture 
of restraint—oh, everything seemed in one 
clear, vivid moment to come back to her. 
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Yet how could it be ? The man she 
loved ! How could so vile a thought have 
entered her mind regarding him ? He was 
far too fine, too noble, to do an awful thing 
like this, and yet—this handkerchief. She 
gazed and gazed at it again. No doubt was 
there that it was his. And the bloodstains ? 
What could they mean but that which filled 
her mind with suspicion? She had only to 
give up this handkerchief, and such evidence 
would be damning proof; yet, as she heard 
the butler's footsteps returning, she thrust it 
quickly into the opening of her gown and 
waited. 

Now she was to hear that Dr. Purnell was 
not in his room. If truly he had committed 
the murder, she argued with herself, then 
surely he would have made good his escape? 

" Well ? " she said, expectantly, as the 
butler entered. 

" Dr. Purnell will be down immediately, 
madam, and he told me to tell you to let 
nothing be touched in the room, and to 
telephone at once for a detective." 

" He told vou " 
" Yes, madam.'' 
She put her hand to her breast. What 

did it mean ? Nothing was to be touched ? 
They were to send for a detective ? Perhaps 
the handkerchief meant nothing after all. 

" Nothing has been touched, Greyson. 
But wait until Dr. Purnell comes down before 
you ring up Scotland Yard." 

" I've rung up, madam." 
" Already"? " 
" Yes, madam. Dr. Purnell told me to do 

it first thing." 
" And is a man coming ? " 
" The detective will be here in half an 

hour, madam." 

V. 

" You can go, Greyson," said Mrs. Farrer, 
quietly. 

The butler bowed, but hesitated. 
" Wouldn't you come and wait for Dr. 

Purnell in the dining-room, madam ? " he 
asked, considerately. 

She shook her head. 
"No—here ," said she ; " here." 
Greyson bowed again and departed. 

Directly she heard the door close Mrs. 
Farrer drew out the handkerchief from her 
gown and examined it once more. There 
could be no doubt. It was his. And the 
bloodstains? No doubt was there either of 
those. Some instinct, without actual know
ledge, told her that they could easily prove 
whose blood it was. What, then, was she to 

do? It was too great a risk to let the hand
kerchief be found, for suspicion, no matter 
how hard she tried to fight it down, still 
lurked uncomfortably in her mind. She 
suspected the man she loved of murder. 
As she appreciated the situation in which 
she was placed, the blood burnt hot for the 
moment in her pale cheeks. 

How could she tell him of that suspicion ? 
How could she give the handkerchief to him, 
letting him understand as she gave it the 
terrible thoughts she had harboured in her 
mind? It was impossible. He had not 
committed the murder ! How could she 
ever dream that he were capable of such an 
act ? She was suspecting the man she loved 
of the vilest of crimes, and yet, as she 
heard him approaching the door in quick, 
sounding steps, she hid the incriminating 
handkerchief once more within her breast. 

Her first inclination to turn away for fear 
of seeing his face she conquered. With 
every nerve tense for that first sight of him, 
suspicion still surging within her beyond her 
will, she prepared to meet him as he entered. 

The door opened. Purnell came quickly 
in. He said no word to her as he strode 
across to her side, but, just pressing her 
hand in sympathy, he straightway knelt 
down by the side of the body and with 
trembling hand examined the lifeless man. 

With her lip quivering, and sharp, short 
breaths that shook her as she stood, Mrs. 
Farrer watched him, his every action. 
Could he be the muiderer and vet have 
such strength of nerve as to do this ? Once 
more her shame rose hotly when she thought 
of the suspicion she had held. 

At last he looked up. 
"He ' s been dead some hours," he said, 

hoarsely. " A n d I'm afraid it's murder." 
For a moment they looked into each other's 

eyes, he raising his head as he still knelt upon 
the floor to meet hers as she stood above 
him. 

" I'm afraid it's murder," he repeated, 
thickly, and he rose to his feet, unable to 
bear the strain of her gaze any longer. 

She timidly held out her hand. He 
took it. 

" M y poor child," he said, genuinely ; " I 'm 
so sorry—so terribly sorry for you." 

She forced back the tears which were 
rising with his sympathy to her eyes. How 
could she have believed, and yet, believing, 
how could she tell him the terrible thought 
she had entertained ? 

" And yet," said she, tremblingly, " do you 
remember what you said to me last n i g h t ? " 
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He nodded his head. 
" I ' ve not forgotten," said h e ; " b u t I 

should scarcely have said it could I have 
dreamed it was going to be so sudden as this. 
I said I hoped we should not have long to 
wait. 'Twas a fortunate thing for me, perhaps, 
that I went to bed as early as I did, that it 
could not be said I was here alone with him 
last night. Such a statement as that of mine 
would go badly against me otherwise. I 
imagine what a British jury would say of it." 

"Bu t how would they ever know?" she 
asked. " Do you think I should ever repeat 
i t ? " 

" N o , my dear, I don't suppose that. But 
do you know we were seen last evening? As 
I kissed your forehead, Guerney passed by 
the French window. He saw me kissing you, 
and had the kind
ness to tell me of 
it afterwards. He 
gave me some 
gentle advice as 
a friend of the 
family. As a friend 
of the family, he 
hoped that it was 
only a flirtation ; 
that I was treating 
you as a light 
woman, and that 
you were content 
to be treated as 
such. Be sure I 
undeceived him 
on that point. I 
told him we loved 
each other, but 
that he need have 
no fear for the 
safety of ) our good 
name. I told him 
I was going away 
to-day, and that 
probably I should 
not see you again." 

Swiftly she held 
ou t her h a n d 
as he said that. 
He took it gently. 

" I may not go to-day now," said he, 
quickly. " I can be of some help here, per
haps—certainly I can be of help to you. 
But I must go away when all this is over." 
She made a movement of negation, but he 
continued in an even voice. " Yes—I must 
go away—for a year—perhaps more—but if 
you still wish it then—I—I may come back." 

She bent her head, 

" And so, you see," he continued, " your 
saying nothing would have made little differ
ence. Guerney would have spoken—he said 
as much —if there were any necessity for it, 
but not unless. Now, if I'd been alone with 
F"arrer last night, he would have considered 
that a case of necessity. He would have 

WITH HER LIP QUIVERING, 
SHE STOOD 

AND SHARP, SHOUT BREATHS THAT SHOOK HER AS 
, MRS. FARRER WATCHED HIM." 

spoken then. And what do you think a 
British jury would have had to say to that? 
The last person seen with the murdered 
man—one who was in love with the murdered 
man's wife—I don't think there would be 
any doubt about their opinion—do you ? " 

She clutched her hand upon his arm. 
" But you weren't alone with him at any 

time last night, were you ? " she asked, quickly. 
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He drew his breath. 
" I had gone to bed before he came in," 

he answered, slowly. " Guerney and Lainson 
were left in the smoking-room here. I don't 
even know whether they saw him when he 
returned." 

She drew a great breath of relief. 
" D i d they see you go up to b e d ? " she 

asked. 
He nodded his head. 
Then tremblingly, feverishly, her hand 

sought for the incriminating handkerchief in 
her breast. She must tell him now and let 
him judge her suspicions as he wished. With 
all she had heard it was impossible to enter
tain them any longer. He must know that 
she had suspected him of murder, and if 
after that he wished never to see her again, 
then it must be that at the end of the year he 
would not return. But surely he would see, 
he would understand. His handkerchief, 
and with bloodstains upon it ! However easy 
it might be for him to explain its presence 
there near the dead man, he would surely 
realize how it must have awakened such 
thoughts in her mind. 

Her fingers had just found it within her 
gown when the sound of footsteps approach
ing reached their ears. They both looked 
to the door. It opened, and hurrying, with 
white face, and Lainson close upon his 
heels, Guerney entered the room. Mrs. 
Farrer withdrew her hand empty from her 
breast. 

" Good heavens ! " exclaimed Mr. Guerney ; 
" are you doing nothing?" And he hurried 
excitedly to Farrer's side. 

"The re is nothing to be done," replied 
Purnell. 

Mr. Guerney knelt down by the body. 
" But is he dead ? " he asked. " You're a 

doctor ; you ought to know ! Are you sure 
he's dead ? " 

" Quite sure," said Purnell, and across his 
mind there came the remembrance of how 
he had reviewed all this scene the night 
before. 

" But there's blood on his forehead! " con
tinued Mr. Guerney. " He's been struck 
there ! He's been murdered ! I say he's 
been murdered ! " 

He looked up quickly at them all, his face 
blanched with the horror of what he thought 
he had discovered. 

" I'm afraid that is the case," replied 
Purnell, quietly. 

" Have you sent for a detective ? " 
Purnell nodded. " Half an hour ago," 

said he. 

" Then you suspected he's been murdered, 
too ? " 

" I did—yes." 
" Have you found any clues ? Look here ! 

Look ! Here's a sixpence ! On the floor ! 
By his side ! " 

"You'd better touch nothing," said Purnell, 
sharply. " The detective will find these 
things for himself when he comes." 

Guerney rose to his feet as the door opened. 
The butler entered and said :— 

" Mr. Miles, from Scotland Yard." 
Purnell wetted his lips and drew his breath. 
A clean-shaven man strode into the room. 

VI. 

I T was Purnell who came forward imme
diately and shook hands with him. 

" You've wasted no time, Mr. Miles," said 
he. 

" N o t more than I could help," replied the 
detective. " W h o are all these people? What 
are they doing he re?" 

Purnell turned. 
"This is Mrs. Farrer, the wife of the 

gentleman who has been murdered. These 
two gentlemen are guests in the house—the 
same as myself—Mr. Guerney and Mr. 
Lainson." 

" And your name ? " 
" I ' m Dr. Purnell." 
" Well, I may want you ; but the others 

need not stay." Then he added in an under
tone, " A n d take her away." 

Purnell moved to Mrs. Farrer's side. 
" You had better come away now," he 

said, gently. " You can do no good by 
staying here. Go up to your room and lie 
down for a little. Mrs. Guerney will look 
after you, I'm sure." 

He led her to the door and beckoned to 
Guerney and Lainson to follow him. As he 
opened the door the detective looked up 
from the body over which he had been 
kneeling. 

" H a s anything been touched he re?" he 
asked. 

"Nothing that I know of," said Purnell. 
" I gave strict instructions to the butler, 
directly I heard, that everything was to be 
left exactly as it was." 

The detective stood to his feet. 
" Would you kindly tell my man to come 

in here to m e ? " 
"Ceitainly," said Purnell, and the door 

closed behind him, leaving the detective 
alone to his work. He went back at once 
to the body and examined all the pockets. 
Discovering the sixpence lying upon the 
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floor, he picked it up and was looking at it 
as his man entered. 

"What have they been saying outs ide?" 
he asked, at once. " What's the butler said 
to you ?" 

"They think it's robbery, sir. There's 
a piece of glass cut out of the window near 
the handle. The maid discovered it when 
she was pulling the curtains first thing this 

" FINGER-MARKS ! " 

morning. Then she saw the body lying there 
and ran for the butler." 

" Ring that bell." 
The man obeyed, and the detective went 

on to examine the aperture in the glass of 
the French window. 

"Tel l the maid I want her," he said, as 
Greyson opened the door. 

Greyson opened the door wider for Purnell 
to enter ; then he departed upon his errand. 

" Well," said Purnell, " is it too soon to 
ask you what you t h i n k ? " 

" Yes ; a bit, perhaps. I'd like to know 
what you think of that wound on the 
forehead." 

"Wha t I think about i t ? Whether it 
caused death or not, do you mean ? " 

"Yes ; that first of all." 
"Well, I think it did." 
" And what do you think 

it was made with ? " 
" Some heavy pointed 

instrument—it would be 
impossible for me to say 
what." 

The detective pointed to 
the decanter. 

"Tha t ? " said he. 
Purnell came closer to 

examine it. 
" May I pick it up ? " he 

asked. 
" No— no ; leave it where 

it is." 
There was a moment's 

silence, and then Purnell 
looked up into the detec
tive's face. 

" It might be this," said 
he ; " I should say very 
probably it was. Why 
mayn't I pick it u p ? " 

" Finger-marks !" was the 
answer. 

Purnell looked round 
with relief as the little maid 
entered. From her there 
was nothing to learn ; from 
the butler but little more. 
One by one the detective 
examined the whole house
hold excepting Mrs. Farrer. 

W h e n Mr. G u e r n e y 
entered Purnell set his face 
to calmness. There was 
no knowing how, with the 
last hour to himself, turn
ing things over in his 
mind, the little man may 

not have remembered the scene which he-
had witnessed the evening before. There was 
no power of telling whether, with the remem
brance of it, he had not connected it in his 
mind with the circumstance of Farrer's death. 

"You and Mr. Lain son and Dr. Purnell 
were the last three left up after the servants 
had gone to bed ? " 
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" We were—we were. Then Dr. Purnell 
went up—took his candle and went up— 
upstairs—to bed." 

" You two were left alone ? " 
"Yes ." 
" F o r how long ? " 
" Till Mr. Farrer came in." 
" Oh, you saw Mr. Farrer alive ? " 
"Yes—dear me, yes ; we sat here talking 

to him for a little while. He was telling us 
how he'd won some money at poker—fifty 
pounds, I think it was. He'd not been paid 
it all. I think it must have been robbery of 
that money myself, for I found a sixpence on 
the floor." 

" Indeed ! What sort of condition was Mr. 
Farrer in ? " 

" I regret to say he was not very sober." 
" Able to walk alone ? " 
" Oh, yes, or we shouldn't have left him." 
" You went up to bed ? " 
" Yes—after about ten minutes." 
" Leaving him alone ? " 
" Yes." 
" Thanks ; that'll do. Is there anything 

you have to tell that I haven't asked you ? " 
" There is one thing." 
A sickness rose in PurnelPs throat ; a cold 

breath blew on his lips. With a great effort 
he forced himself to take an interest in what 
Guerney was about to say. 

" Well ? " said the detective. 
" A s Mr. Lainson and I were sitting here 

before Mr. Farrer returned we saw the figure 
of a man leaning over the wall there at the 
bottom of the garden." 

"Wha t sort of m a n ? " 
" It would be impossible to say. Mr. 

Lainson thought for the moment that it was 
Mr. Farrer ; but it could not have been him, 
because Farrer was in evening dress, as you 
see, and this man was not. Beyond that 
observation, I could not say how he was 
dressed." 

" How long was he the re?" 
"About three minutes." 
" And then went away ? " 
"Yes ." 
" T h a n k you—that's all. I sha'n't want 

Mr. Lainson—not just now, at any rate. 
Whose bedroom is over this s tudy?" 

"Mrs . Farrer's," replied Guerney. 
" I shall want to see her now, then. Would 

you mind telling h e r ? " 
As Guerney departed the detective took 

out a strong glass and was down upon his 
knees examining the carpet. 

" Here are his footmarks," he said. 
" W h o s e ? " a s k e d Purnell. 
Vol. xl.-66. 

" Probably that man out in the lane." 
" How can you be su re?" 
" I can't yet. But footmarks and finger

prints go a long way." 
" Have you got his finger-prints ? " asked 

Purnell, quickly. 
The detective smiled and pointed to the 

decanter. 
"There 's only one thing I don't like about 

it all. I never do in a case like this." 
"What 's that?1 ' 
" It's so obvious. Mr. Farrer was not 

sober. He comes home late in the evening 
with plenty of money in his pocket. A 
lounger about the place begs of him, he 
pulls out a handful of coins, and gives him 
a sovereign, perhaps. The lounger sees he's 
drunk, sees the money, follows him. He sees 
him come into this house. He watches this 
room which has a light in it—watches from 
over that wall. When he's discovered he 
moves away — conceals himself and still 
watches. He sees Mr. Farrer come in. He 
sees the other two gentlemen go; then, when 
Mr. Farrer is seated comfortably in his chair 
and looks like falling asleep, our friend comes 
over into the garden — effects his entrance 
through the French window. Mr. Farrer 
wakes up—there's a scuffle, and our friend 
seizes the first implement he can lay his 
hands on to put a stop to it—the decanter. 
I can see there's been a scuffle here. Now 
I've got to follow the footprints out into the 
garden. You see, it's very simple—it's very 
obvious. That's why I don't like to trust it 
—not just yet, anyhow." 

" D o you think you'll find the m a n ? " 
asked Purnell, after a pause — " do you think 
you'll find the man whom they saw leaning 
on the wall ? " 

" T h a t ought not to be difficult," replied 
the detective ; and then the door opened and 
Mrs. Farrer came nervously into the room. 

" What is it ? " she asked. 
The detective adopted a gentler tone. 
" I want to ask you a few questions," 

said he. 
" Do you know who—who's committed 

the murder ?" she asked. 
"No—not yet—not yet. But I think I 

have a very good idea. I just want to know 
—you sleep over this room, don't you ? " 

" Yes." 
" What time did you go to bed last 

night ? " 
" At about a quarter past ten." 
" Did you happen to see anyone in the lane 

at the back of the garden from your bedroom 
window ? " 
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" My blinds were drawn when I went up, 
They always are." 

" Did you hear any sound at all last night 
—any sound in this room ? " 

" No ; none at all. The floors in this 
house are very thick. I think if anyone 
shouted in this room I should not hear them 
from my bedroom." 

" You heard no sound at all—anywhere ? " 
" Yes ; I did hear something." 
" What ? " 
Purnell closed his lips. H e looked out 

into the garden, waiting for the answer she 
was about to give. 

" I heard a bell ringing." 
" What sort of a bell ? " 
" An electric bell." 
" I n the house?" 
" Yes." 
" Is there a bell-indicator in the servants' 

premises ? " 
" Yes." 
" Then we can find out which room it was 

presently. The butler sent for you, I believe, 
when the murder was discovered ? " 

" Yes." 
" Did you come down at once ? " 
" Within five minutes." 
" And did you find everything just as it is 

now ? " 
" So far as I can see." 
" Nothing was touched ? " 
" No—nothing." 
" Why do you pause as you give that 

answer ? " 
" I was not aware that I did." 
The detective's eyes searched hers. Purnell, 

too, turned quickly and looked scrutinizingly 
at her face. 

" Was there anything touched ? " he asked. 
" Surely there can be no harm in saying so 
if there was, and it may only confuse Mr. 
Miles in his work if anything was removed." 

" I've just said," she replied, steadily, 
" nothing was touched at all." 

The detective turned away, apparently 
satisfied. 

" Now these footmarks," said he ; and, 
taking out his glass once more, he went 
down on his knees examining them. As he 
approached the door of the French window 
he realized that Mrs. Farrer was still waiting 
there. 

" I sha'n't want you any more, Mrs. 
Farrer," he said. 

She moved very slowly away, and as the 
detective passed out into the garden she took 
a step towards Purnell's side. 

" Does he know who did it ? " she asked. 

" He thinks so," replied Purnell. 
" W h o ? "she demanded, quickly. " W h o ? " 
" Some poor wretch they saw outside in the 

road last evening. Heaven help him ! I 
hope they don't catch him." 

She looked quickly at his face. 
" And if they do ? " she asked. 
"Well, they can't prove it then," he 

replied, quickly. " A t least, I mean they 
can prove it, because he's got the impression 
of the finger-marks left on the decanter. 
That'll show plainly enough, I suppose, 
whether he's the man or not." 

She gazed at him earnestly as his eyes 
followed the movements of the detective, 
who, step by step, accompanied by his man, 
was making his way steadily, scrutinizing 
every footmark, across the garden. 

Suddenly Purnell turned round to her. 
" Why did you hesitate ? " he asked. 

" Why did you hesitate when he asked you 
if anything had been touched ?" 

" D i d I ? " 
Her hand wandered tremblingly to the 

opening of her dress. 
" Yes, you hesitated. Why ? Did you 

touch anything? My dear, tell me — say if 
you did. Supposing this poor wretch they 
saw in the lane last night were innocently 
convicted of the crime—and just because 
some little thing were being kept back. Are 
you sure that you touched nothing? And 
yet, what could there have been for you to 
touch ? " 

For the second time—convinced of his 
innocence now, convinced that her suspicions 
had been based upon evidence that bore no 
meaning at all—for the second time her 
fingers clutched the handkerchief inside her 
dress ; yet again, just as she was about to 
draw it forth, she stopped. 

"What 's he running back so quickly f o r ? " 
she asked. 

Purnell followed the direction of her eyes, 
and there he saw the detective hurrying back 
across the grass to where they stood. 

"What ' s the mat te r?" asked Purnell. 
The detective looked from one to the 

other. 
" I said I never liked to trust these obvious 

cases," said he. 
" Why, what's the matter ? " repeated 

Purnell. 
" My dear sir, everything's the matter. 

Those footsteps go across to the wall right 
enough. There they are as plain as a pike
staff on the bed—so plain I could almost 
laugh at them for simplicity. But, you see, 
there they stop. Our friend, whoever he was, 
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never got over the wall. What do you make 
of that, eh ? " 

Purnell shook his head. 
" It means that he's in this house, and I 

must give orders to have no one leave it." 
" I'll give the order at once," said Purnell. 
And, for the second time, Mrs. Farrer's 

hand returned empty from her dress. 

VII . 

As the door closed, Mrs. Farrer, sick at heart, 
turned to the detective. 

"Surely, Mr. Miles," said she, " i t is 
impossible that anyone in the house could 
have done it ? " 

" It's impossible to say, madam," he 
replied, abruptly. " Stranger things have 
happened." 

" But whom do you suspect ? " 
" Nobody." 
" T h e n why " she began. 
" Because, when you can suspect nobody, 

you must begin by suspecting everybody." 
" A n d how will you find o u t ? " 
For answer he indicated the impression of 

the finger-marks on the decanter. 
"What is i t ? " she asked. 
" T h e man who murdered your husband 

struck him with that decanter. On the neck 
of it are finger-marks. The impression of 
them is quite distinct." 

" T h e n you are going to compare every
body's finger-marks?" 

He nodded his head. 
She turned away. He watched her 

curiously as she walked to the French 
window, and there, leaning against the pillar 
of the door, looked out. 

" If there's anything you know, Mrs. 
Farrer," said he, quietly, " it 'ud be easier 
to let me hear it. The slightest thing 
helps." 

" I ? " She turned round quickly. " I 
know nothing but what I told you." 

" Nothing about your husband's life that 
might throw light on this affair—nothing that 
you feel somewhat diffident about disclosing? 
You may think it has nothing to do with the 
business, but it may have, without your 
knowing it." 

"There is nothing," she replied, firmly. 
" Nothing you found when you came in 

here first this morning ? Nothing that might 
throw discredit upon your name which you 
think better to conceal ? " 

" Why should you think that ? " she asked, 
excitedly. " I told you that nothing had 
been touched." 

"Very well," said he, quietly. "You must 

excuse me questioning you like this, but I 
want to do my best." 

" I have no objection to being questioned," 
she replied, steadily, but as Purnell opened 
the door, and behind him she saw the rest of 
the household with anxious, apprehensive 
faces, her steadiness left her. She turned 
away once more and looked out into the 
garden. Then, as though in a far distance, 
she heard the voice of the detective address
ing them. 

" I am compelled," said he, in his sharp, 
metallic voice—" I am compelled before I go 
any farther in this case to examine the finger
marks of everyone who was in this house last 
night. Mrs. Farrer—I beg your pardon " 

She turned electrically. 
"Would you mind—on this piece of 

paper ?" 
She came forward to the table, where lay 

several little pieces of paper, which he had 
blackened in the flame of a candle in pre
paration for his experiment. 

"Jus t press your first finger, then your 
thumb, down on the black part." 

She did as she was bid, and when it was 
finished turned away, moving once more to 
the French window as though she had no 
further interest in the matter. One by one 
then, as they were called to perform the same 
service, she just held her breath till the name 
was mentioned ; then upon her face settled 
that tense expression of waiting, so con
centrated that it seemed as though it were 
beyond her power to contain the expression 
of it which trembled on her lips. 

At last came the moment for which she 
had been waiting. The last name to be 
called was that of Purnell. Tight as a vice 
her fingers intertwined. Her breath hurried 
in little gasps between her lips, and, lest her 
emotion should be seen by the cold, scru
tinizing eyes of the detective, she kept her 
face averted, waiting still in the silence that 
seemed interminable for what the result of 
those few short moments would be. 

When the detective mentioned his name, 
Purnell came quietly forward. He forced a 
smile to his lips, and as he put his finger 
down upon the blackened paper he said: — 

" This reminds me of a lottery. Suppos
ing one of our finger-marks happens to be 
identical with those on the decanter?" 

"Impossible," said the detective, con
fidently. 

Purnell lifted up his finger and thumb 
from the paper. 

" Well—that's clear enough," said he. 
The detective took it up and examined it. 
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HE PUT HIS FINGER DOWN UPON THE BLACKENED PAPER. 

"Quite ," said he. "You can go, thank 
you," he added. " Anyone can go out of the 
house now who wishes." 

Mrs. Farrer turned round. 
" W e l l ? " she asked, quietly. "What is the 

result ? " 
" No result," said he. 
Purnell rubbed the black off his fingers 

and looked into the detective's eyes. 
" Do you think you'll ever find the man 

with those finger-marks ? " he asked. 
" Wait till that watch is pawned," said the 

detective. 
Purnell smiled. 
"You'll have him then right enough," 

said he. 

V I I I . 
A FORTNIGHT later, when the mystery of the 
murder of J. H. Farrer had begun to take its 
place amongst all those unsolvable tragedies 
which, if compiled, would make a record to 
taunt the ingenuity of our system of police, 
Purnell received a letter in Mrs. Farrer's 
handwriting. At the breakfast-table he 
opened and read it :— 

" M y Dear Friend,—Why have you not 
been to see me ? Surely from you, at such 
a time, a visit would not have been out of 
place. I have something weighing on my 
conscience, and must tell it you. Please 
come out here this afternoon at about tea-
time," 
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For some time he wrestled with himself. 
The tragedy of Farrer's death was not over 
for him yet. She did not know. She thought 
him innocent. And, indeed, innocent of 
crime surely he was. Yet the knowledge 
that he would be counted as a murderer 
were his part in it discovered ; the knowledge 
that by Farrer's death his wife was free to 
accept all that he had to offer her—all these 
conditions made the agony of his mind the 
more. To keep this thing in silence to him
self was more than he could bear, and he 
had decided to go abroad, fight it alone with 
himself until he conquered, or it conquered 
him. 

To see her, then, was madness. It might 
unnerve him for all that lay before him. Yet 
in answer to that pitiful appeal of hers he 
could not choose but go. It would serve to 
say his farewell, to let her know that wherever 
he might be, and however long away, his 
hopes, thoughts, and ambitions would still be 
of her. 

With a shuddering mind, then, he set forth 
to Hampstead to visit the house for the first 
time since that awful night when, in so mad 
a moment, he had given way to the weakness 
of concealing the deed which he had done. 
A thousand times since then he had regretted 
that he had not persisted in the ringing of 
the bell—a thousand times he had wished 
that he had faced the consequences, what
ever they might have been, and let the whole 
world know, rather than suffer this ghastly 
seclusion of mind that was beginning to prey 
upon all his thoughts. 

As soon as he arrived he was shown 
into the drawing-room, and there in a few 
moments Mrs. Farrer joined him. 

Coming quickly to his side she laid a hand 
upon his arm. 

" W e l l ? " he said at once. " N o more 
news ? " 

" None," she replied. " I don't suppose 
they'll ever find out now." 

He took her hand and pressed it with 
relief. 

" Why haven't you been to see me since 
the inquest ? " she asked. 

He shook his head, not knowing what to 
say. 

"Nearly a whole fortnight," she continued. 
" I thought you would have preferred to 

be alone." 
" From you ? " 
" Yes." 
" Are you tired ? " she asked, quietly. 

" Do you regret you said you loved me ? " 
He took her head in his hands and kissed 

her once more upon the forehead as he had 
done that fatal evening which then seemed 
years ago. 

" Never—as long as I live ! " he whispered. 
" But I've come to tell you something that 
will try your understanding—test it to the 
uttermost." 

She looked alarmed. " What is it ? " she 
asked. 

" Tell me first what is weighing upon your 
conscience. I want to hear that first." 

For a moment she hesitated, then she 
drew a key from her purse and, going to a 
little writing-desk, opened it, bringing from 
it a handkerchief—a handkerchief spotted 
with blood—which she laid in his hands. 

" It's been weighing on my conscience 
that for some little time during that terrible 
day when the detective was here I thought 
you had killed Henry. When I came down 
that morning I found this handkerchief of 
yours lying in the back of the arm chair where 
he had been sitting. I saw at once what it 
would mean if it were found, so I put it away 
inside my dress." 

He set his lips as he took it from her. 
" You hid it to save me ? " he said, under 

his breath. 
She nodded. " And until your finger

marks had been taken by the detective I 
thought that somehow or other—how or 
when I did not know—you had done it. 
I've been too ashamed to tell you until now 
of that suspicion which I held. Can you 
ever forgive me for thinking it at all ? " 

She was about to lay her hand upon his 
shoulder, but he took it and dropped it again 
by her side. 

" That was why you were nervous, then, 
when the detective asked you if anything 
had been touched ? " 

"Yes ." 
" My God ! " he whispered. " And you 

protected me even though you thought I had 
done it ? " 

" I should always protect you against the 
whole world," she replied, bravely. " Tell 
me—when did you lend Henry the hand
kerchief?" 

He felt his lips and throat go dry. Now 
was the moment when he could repair all his 
folly. If he let her believe him innocent 
now, there was no hope for the punishment 
his mind would inflict upon him afterwards. 
No ; he must risk all—even the great love of 
a great woman—rather than win her approval 
by silence. 

" When did you lend Henry the handker
chief?" she repeated. 
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" I never lent it," said he. 
" Then how— -" she began. 
In words running quickly one upon the 

other he told her then. Every word she 
knew to be the truth ; and as she listened 
she realized how deep her suspicion had 
been, for she was scarcely surprised. With
out one word of exclamation she listened to 

it all, and when he had finished she just 
stretched out her hand and took his. 

" Then, when do you go away ? " she asked. 

" Now—to-day—to-morrow—oh, as soon 
as I can," said he. 

" G o d bless you ! " she whispered. "You 
will find me here, however long it is, when 
you return." 

" A HANDKKRCHIKF SPOTTED WITH BI.OOD, WHICH SHE LAID IN HIS HANDS." 

THE KNIi. 
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"MY REMINISCENCES." 
By CHARLES HAWTREY. 

mjjiiH»Miijji ni a young man it was origin-
i l ^ v ^ k Y R & W a ' ^ m y parents' intention 
F ^ T ^ P . A i t n a t " s n o u ' d join the Army. 
LjYiz*^iVj J Somehow or other, however, 
H K ^ 2 ^ v \ l 3 1 fell that I had a call for 
K S S t s i r i jg| the stage, and finally, after 

wavering between stage and 
Army for some little time, I chose the former, 
although it was not until I was twenty- two 
that I made my first professional appearance 
on the stage of a London theatre. 

My first actual professional engagement—I 
had previously dabbled a good deal in private 
theatricals—was with Edgar Bruce, at the 
old Prince of Wales's Theatre, in Tottenham 
Street—the playhouse which laid the founda
tion of the fortunes of Sir Squire and Lady 
Bancroft—at which Burnand's very successful 
comedy, " The Colonel," was at that time 
being played, and in which I followed Eric 

Bayley in the part of Edward Langton on 
the one hundredth representation of the 
play. Edgar Bruce was kind enough to 
encourage me by expressing satisfaction with 
my performance. I was with him for about 
two years, playing in his companies both in 
London at the Imperial and on tour, but in 
the following season he had no engagement 
to offer me, and I played for only four weeks 
in the whole of that year. 

Finding it so difficult to get an engage
ment, I thought of giving up the stage, as I 
had the offer of becoming private secretary 
to Mr. Ellis Ashmead-Bartlett and sub-editor 
of a newspaper called England, in which he 
was interested. Just about this time, how
ever, a friend brought me a translation of 
Von Moser's " Der Bibliothekar," with the 
suggestion that it might be adapted into an 
amusing farcical comedy. 



On reading it over, the idea occurred to 
me that if I made the librarian a milk-and-
water English curate—a type that up to that 
time had not been put upon the stage—the 
play might be made exceedingly tunny. I 
gave up the idea of becoming private secre
tary to Mr. Ashmead-Bartlett, and instead 
proceeded to provide a Private Secretary 
for myself, for that was the name I gave to 
my adaptation of Von Moser's plav. 

\\ hen I had finished my play I arranged to 
produce it at Cambridge, on November 14th, 
1883 ; to play it for three nights there, and 
for the rest of the week at Oxford. At both 
places it proved quite a success, going very 

well 01; the opening night at Cambridge, to a 
small house, and even better on the second 
and third performances, the receipts increasing 
each night, an experience that was repeated 
at Oxford. The favourable reception con
vinced me that there was money in the piece. 

I therefore set to work to find a home for 
the play in London ; but this was not so easy. 
I may mention that, before being brought to 
me, " Der Bibliothekar " had been submitted 
to several London managers and refused — 
even such a good judge of farcical comedy 
as Sir Charles Wyndham declining to deal 
with it. Naturally this did not help me to 
place my piece. However, early in the 
following year, 1SS4, Edgar Bruce opened 
the Prince's Theatre, now known as the 
Prince of Wales's, in Coventry Street, which 

he had built out of the fortune he had made 
over " T h e Colonel." He commenced with 
a revival of Gilbert's " Palace of Truth." but 
this did not last long, and he then offered to 
put up " The Private Secretary " if I could 
provide the means to finance it. Alter some 
difficulty I succeeded in getting the amount 
Bruce required, one of my chief supporters 
being the late Mr. Charles Merry, who put in 
five hundred pounds and drew out upwards 
of ten thousand pounds, bringing oft', as he 
expressed it more than once, a line twenty to 
one chance. 

It did not, however, look a promising 
speculation at first, as the production, which 

took place on March 29th, 1SS4, for one 
reason and another, proved anything but a 
success. The fact that it was written in four 
acts may have contributed to this, but the 
chief cause was an inexplicably long wait 
between the second and third acts, which 
irritated the audience, who guved the rest of 
the piece, after two acts had gone wonderfully 
well. I was then playing in a revival of 
"Dan' l D r u c e " a t the Court Theatre, where 
the news of how well the piece had opened 
was brought to me by Arthur Cecil, who had 
seen the first two acts. My feelings when 
the final curtain had fallen amid a storm of 
hisses and groans may be imagined, especially 
when, on taking the call for " Author ! " I was 
yelled at and booed for having committed the 
crime of writing the piece. The play had 
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been very well cast. The part of the Rev. 
Robert Spalding was played by Beerbohm 
Tree, who has never done anything better. 
" Bill " Hill, one of the funniest actors ever 
seen, was the Uncle, while " Granny " 
Stephens, a consummate artiste, took the 
part of Miss Ashford. 

The critics had many a good word for the 
performers, but, with very rare exceptions, 
not even a saving clause for the play. In 
fact, the following extract, taken verbatim 
from one of the notices which appeared on 
the Monday morning, fairly sums up the view 
of the play and its prospects taken by the 
Press: " T h e talents of capable actors are 
frittered away on worthless parts, and not all 
their efforts can save 
this play from a dismal 
fate." The " dismal 
fate " in this instance 
proved to be a run of 
over two years on first 
p r o d u c t i o n ; t h r e e 
successful revivals in 
London subsequently ; 
innumerable tours in 
the provinces year after 
year ever since ; to be 
played with immense 
success through all 
America, India, and 
Australia ; and at the 
present time—six-and-
twenty years after pro
duction — to be still 
drawing good houses 
and making money. 

But there was a 
stormy time to go 
through before this 
success was reached. 
The bad notices gave 
the play a very lame 
start, and notwith
standing that it went at every perform
ance to continuous laughter, for four 
weeks it played to miserable business. At 
the end of the fourth week the management 
put up the notice. That very night the 
receipts went up with a huge bound. Four 
weeks' Court mourning for H. R.H. the 
Duke of Albany, who had died on the day 
before the play was produced, then came to 
an end, while the weather, which had been 
bitterly cold and wet all through the month, 
changed for the better. The business con
tinued to improve rapidly during the next 
fortnight, and by arrangement, " Called Back," 
which was to follow, not being quite ready, 

Vol. xl.—67. 

" T h e Private Secretary" was run through 
the seventh week. 

Meanwhile, I had arranged to take the 
Globe Theatre, and transferred my play there 
en May 19th, 1S84. The cast was slightly 
altered. Hill, Mrs. Stephens, and one or two 
others of the company went with it, but Tree 
was engaged to Bruce, so that another 
Spalding had to be found. I was fortunate 
enough to secure W. S. Penley, whose in
imitable performance of the Curate con
tributed so much to the successful run. 

I had already condensed the play into 
three acts when I first played it at the 
Prince's, which I did after it had run a 
month. This was a distinct improvement, 

and from this time the 
success of the piece 
was never in doubt. 
For just on two years it 
was played to crowded 
houses, as many as ten 
performances a week 
being given in the hey
day of its success. 

My next three or 
four productions were 
not great successes, but 
at the end of 1887 I 
put up " T h e Arabian 
Nights," which was a 
great go. I produced 
it on Guy Fawkes Day, 
and have every reason 
to remember " the fifth 
of November" with 
satisfaction. My term 
at the Globe Theatre 
being up a month 
later, I transferred the 
play to the Comedy 
Theatre, where it had 
a good run. Lottie 
Venne and Penley 

both made great hits in this piece. 

Some little time before this production I 
had bought a play called "Uncles and Aunts " 
from \V. Lestocq, and undertook to follow 
" T h e Arabian Nights" with it. But on 
reflection I did not like the piece, and feared 
it would be a failure. So I approached 
Lestocq and Samuel French, his agent, to 
get them to let me off producing it, but they 
refused, and intimated that they would hold 
me to my contract. On turning that up to 
see its precise terms, they found that it only 
bound me to produce the play at the Globe, 
of which I was no longer the lessee. But I 
did not want to crawl out on a technicality 

REV. ROBERT SrAT.PING IN " T H E PRIVATE 
SECRETARY." 

From a Photograph hij i'(. Jaincaa Studio. 
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like that, as, of course, it meant morally, if not 
legally, at any theatre of which I was lessee, 
so I said I would produce the piece, though 
I had very little hope of it. What followed 
was a clear case of virtue rewarded, while it 
showed how difficult it is to judge how the 
public will take a play. " Uncles and 
Aunts" was a great success, and ran for nine 
months to big business. 

First-night audiences are not always the 
best judges, any more 
than a manager, of 
what will please the 
public. For the first 
night of "Uncles and 
Aunts " I gave a box 
to some friends who 
were frequent play
goers, and between the 
second and third acts 
(I was not playing in 
the piece myself) I 
looked in on them 
to hear what they 
thought and how 
they liked it. With 
great candour one 
of them, an elderly 
lady with the well-
defined accent of Co. 
Cork, replied, "Th i s 
is the very worst play 
I iver saw ; we shall never come again ! " 

Speaking of this particular play reminds 
me of what a terribly difficult task it is for a 
manager to be able to tell exactly what will 
appeal to the public taste. Indeed, in my 
own humble opinion, there is, and always 
will be, an element of luck in producing a 
play that proves a success. To be sure, it is 
a simple enough business to reject the vast 
majority of plays one receives, for, as any 
well-known manager will tell you, a very large 
percentage indeed of them are absolutely, 
altogether, and entirely unsuitable for pro
duction. 

But the real difficulty lies in deciding upon 
the relative merits of three or four plays 
selected from as many hundreds. When a 
manager accepts a play he can only form a 
mental judgment of how it will turn out 
when produced, for there are an unpleasantly 
large number of reasons which, combined, 
may make it not play so well as he expected 
at first. For example, perhaps, owing to 
those frequent combinations of circumstances 
over which we mortals have no control, he 
has not been able to cast it as he would 
wish. Or, maybe, it reads better than it 

MR. 
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plays—the proportion of pieces which read 
better than they play is obviously far in 
excess of those which play better than they 
read. Anyway, for one reason or another it 
may prove a failure. 

Still, aspiring playwrights would seem to 
be in no way deterred from trying to gratify 
their ambitions, for managers, if my own is a 
fair experience, for many years past have 
been literally deluged with the plays of 

authors—manyofthem 
writing for the first 
time — who have no 
knowledge whatever of 
the technique of the 
stage, but who, never
theless, set to work to 
" turn out " dramatic 
masterpieces with a 
courageand confidence 
which cannot fail to 
command one's admi
ration. I have had as 
many as five hundred 
plays sent to me in the 
course of a year, of 
which, on an average, 
ninety-five per cent, 
are absolutely unplay
able, while possibly 
only one in the re
maining five may, with 

alterations, be worth consideration. 

As an example of the sort of communi
cations I have occasionally received I quote 
the following letter, which came to me a few-
years back from a would-be dramatist, the 
text of which did not inspire me with the 
idea that it would be profitable to enter into 
negotiations for the production of his play. 
" Dear Sir," he wrote,—" If you are in want 
of an oppening one-act drama at your house 
I have such a domestic drama to offer. It is 
not a representation of the iper classes, but 
rather off the lower. It is called ' Poor 
Polly Newly Married and Done.' It is cer
tainly orriginal, and will delight your middle 
and lower class audiences." 

The same author, not long since, made 
me an offer of another play, upon which he 
had bestowed the blood-curdling title of 
" Saved by the Skin of Your Teelh." This 
play he described as " a thrilling love-story, 
with enthralling closing precedents." Though 
my curiosity was much attracted by this 
description, I felt compelled to refrain from 
gratifying it. 

One writer who had for many months 
peppered mc with his plays, all of which I 

E O R G E . 
bj, Ellis d Witlcry. 
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was reluctantly compelled to return to him 
as quite useless to me, at last ceased to favour 
me with his effusions. For a full month I 
was free from the receipt of his postal packets, 
and I was just beginning to think that he 
had given me up, when I received a com
munication from him to the effect that 
" writing plays had no longer any attraction 
for him, and that he had now devoted himself 
to another branch of Art." In fact, he had 
" taken to the brush," and would paint mv 
portrait for the " utterly inadequate " sum of 
four guineas. His usual fee, he added, was 
ten guineas, but he was willing to make the 
handsome deduc
tion mentioned 
b e c a u s e , h e 
averred, I had a 
" characterestual 
face." 

Once again I 
was compelled to 
say " No " to his 
proposal. I have 
been wondering 
ever since what a 
" characterestual 
face " could be. 

Some of the 
stage directions 
are distinctly in
teresting. "Enter 
So-and-so smell
ing of tobacco." 
Then again, at an 
unexpected com
munication, the 
heroine " turns 
deathly pale," or 
someone's hair 
"stands on end 
with fright." 

Still, I am for
tunate enough in 
h a v i n g g iven 
several new authors their first opportunity of 
a production ; among these I may mention 
the name of Mr. Jerome K. Jerome. 

When at the Comedy Theatre I once 
received an application from a young man 
who desired to see me on a matter of urgent 
importance. I wrote him, asking to be 
informed as to the nature of his business. 
He replied that it was personal and private, 
but of extreme urgency, and asked for an 
interview. I gave him an appointment, and 
he called to see me, when I learned that his 
object was to place his services at my dis
posal. His doctor, he iuformed me, had 

1 a Pltotograph hi/] " L O R D A L G Y . : 

ordered him to take a complete rest, or, in 
any case, to employ himself in some way 
that required absolutely no brain work ! So 
he had decided to go upon the stage ! 

One further item on the personal side I 
may, perhaps, mention here. I can claim 
the distinction, if it may be so described, of 
being one of the very few actors—if, indeed, 
not the only actor—ever hissed at the Crystal 
Palace Theatre. Audiences at that playhouse 
were proverbially tolerant ; it had to be very 
bad acting in a very bad play to rouse them 
to wrath and cause them to give vent to their 
displeasure. We were billed to produce a 

new one-act play, 
but we were not 
given the parts 
until the morning 
of the perform
ance, and we had 
only had one re
hearsal. We none 
of us were letter-
perfect in our 
parts. It is not 
surprising, there
fore, that the 
piece came to a 
d e a d l o c k . I 
began to gag to 
the best of my 
ability, but, natur
ally, this only 
m a d e m a t t e r s 
worse, and when 
I began to laugh 
t h e a u d i e n c e 
could stand it no 
longer and began 
to hiss. That 
happened nearly 
thirty years ago, 
and I am glad to 
say that was the 
only occasion on 

which I have ever met with such a reception. 
But I have wandered away from the direct 

line I decided to follow when I set out to 
relate my theatrical reminiscences. Let me 
go back—to a stroke of very bad luck I 
had in connection with " Charley's Aunt." 
Penley only had until Christmas, 1892, to 
produce the play, his call on it expiring at 
the end of that year. During the successful 
revival of " The Private Secretary " at the 
Comedy in that summer in which he played, 
he begged me to follow with " Charley's 
Aunt," and offered to give me the London 
rights on certain favourable terms if I would 

[Ellis £ Wtdcry. 
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do so. But I was under contract to put up 
" To-Day," so could not accept his offer. 
Penley, therefore, took the Royalty and pro
duced " Charley's Aunt " there, the play, as 
everyone knows, proving a gigantic success, 
the extent of which, it is no secret, surprised 
even Penley himself. While anticipating its 
being a big go in the country, he did not, 
at the outset, expect it to run many weeks 
in London. However, in January, 1893, 
I put up " The . 
Sportsman," by 
VV. L e s t o c q , 
which had a fair 
run, after which 
I gave up my 
tenancy of the 
Comedy Theatre. 

My first real 
"money-spinner" 
after "Jane " was 
R. C. Carton's 
" Lord and Lady 
Algy," which 
defied the repu
tation of the 
Avenue Theatre 
for being a house 
of m i s f o r t u n e 
from a manager's 
point of view, 
as it played to • 
crowded houses 
t h e r e for six 
months after being trans
ferred from the Comedy, 
where it had been pre
viously running to ex
cellent business for four 
months. 

My next big success 
was "A Message from 
Mars," in which I aban
doned the class of rôle 
I had been playing for some time : that 
of—well, perhaps "an accomplished rake" 
classifies its nature as well as anv other title. 
This production, however, must be so fresh 
in the minds of theatre-goers that I do not 
think I need refer to it at any great length, 
though I recall one or two incidents con
nected with it with anything but feelings of 
personal gratification, despite the fact that it 
ran for fifteen months to immense business. 

Thus, originally, in the Martian passages, 
in order to show the powers of dynamic 
force in the Messenger from Mars—who, 
by the way, carried his message no fewer than 
five hundred and fifty times in London 

alone—I decided to fall to the ground. On 
the first night, in the street scene in the 
second act, I couldn't get my hand quickly 
enough out of the pocket of my fur overcoat, 
with the result that, as I fell, during one of 
the passes, I dislocated my shoulder. 

We had to keep the house dark four 
nights, and that directly on an enormous 
first-night success. Only those familiar with 
the theatrical business know what a risky 

_ . thing it is to 
check a play's 
run. There is 
danger of taking 
t h e b a c k b o n e 
out of the hit. 
Fortunately mine 
survived, and I 
only had to 
pocket the losses 
of tremendous 
advance sales, 
which we were 
obliged to return, 
of four empty 
houses instead 
of four crowded 
ones, and of my 
salary list. 

But that was 
n o t my o n l y 

- m i s h a p in " A 
M e s s a g e from 
Mars." I had not 

resumed performances a 
week before I fell again, 
and this time, for a 
change, sprained my 
ankle. Fortunately, I 
was not obliged to retire 
from the cast. Indeed, 
I had been told that 
my limping walk in
duced the belief in the 

public that I was trying to simulate the gait 
of a person suffering from gout ; anyway, it 
created some small amusement. 

It must always be a matter for regret for a 
manager to have to withdraw a play at the 
height of its success, but this I had to do 
with " A Message from M a r s " after it had 
been transferred to the Prince of Wales's, as 
I was under contract to produce " T h e Man 
from Blankley's," which, as theatre-goers will 
doubtless remember, took the public taste in 
quite a wholesale manner, before leaving for 
America for the first time in the autumn of 
that season. 

On my return from my second visit to the 

UOICACE I ' A R K E R IN " A M E S S A G E F R O M 
M A R S . " 
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States I successfully revived " A Message 
from Mars," in June of 1905, at the Avenue 
Theatre, after which I went to the Hay-
market, where, after playing in " The 
Indecision of Mr. Kingsbury " for three 
months, " T h e Man from Blankley's " was 
revived and ran for nine. In April of 1907 
1 produced for Messrs. Gatti " Mr. George " 
at the Vaudeville, which, after revivals of 
"Mrs . Ponderbury's Past"—which actually 
did better than when first produced—and 
" The Cuckoo," was followed by " Jack 
Straw," by Somerset Maugham, 
all of these productions being 
for Messrs. Gatti. Illness 
took me out of the bill 
when the play was going very 
strong. 

My next venture was at the 
Royalty, where I put up " The 
Noble Spaniard," by Somerset 
Maugham, followed a couple 
of months later by " What the 
Public Wants." Unfortunately 
the box-office returns showed 
that the public did not want 
either of these plays, and I 
then migrated to Wyndham's 
Theatre and produced " The 
Little Damozel" for Frank 
Curzon, which ran for the best 
part of six months and was, 
dining that time, twice trans
ferred from Wyndham's to the 
Prince of Wales's and back 
again to Wyndham's. 

On April 14th of the present 
year I produced — this time 
on my own account once more 
— " The Naked Truth," which, 
I am happy to say, played 
to a long succession of good 
houses. 

Ami now, I wonder, is there 
anything else of interest I can 
tell you ? I have done my 
best to keep away altogether from a recital of 
incidents not directly connected with the 
theatre, for it always seems to me that what
ever interest the public may take in any actor 
must be almost entirely centred around his 
theatrical career. In looking back over 
bygone years, however, of necessity one's 
mind is rather apt to overlook various inci
dents which may not be altogether without 
interest to the public. 

Thus I recall an amusing happening which 

H U G H S A K K A N T , I N 
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occurred during my first management at the 
Globe. One evening a hatless man entered 
the theatre, explaining that his hat had fallen 
down from the gallery into the stalls, and 
that the doorkeeper had told him to come 
to the front and ask for it. One of the 
attendants was sent down to fetch it, but, 
after some little time, returned, saying 
that it could not be found. A second 
search proved equally fruitless, so at last 
the owner of the hat was asked to come 
downstairs to show exactly where it had 

fallen. He pointed out where 
ho had been sitting in the 
gallery, and another search 
was made for the hat, which, 
while it disturbed and an
noyed several occupants of 
the stalls, was also unavailing. 
He was becoming very excited 
at the loss of his hat, when 
he was asked to show his 
pass - out check from the 
gallery, and, on his pro
ducing it, my acting-manager 
at once saw it was not ours. 
" What theatre were you in ? " 
he inquired. " T h e Opera 
Comique," replied the hatless 
one. " Well, this is the 
Globe," said he, " s o you had 
better go and look for your 
hat in the theatre where you 
dropped it." Those who 
remember the respective posi
tions of the two theatres will 
understand how the mistake 
arose. On being told by the 
gallery doorkeeper at the 
Opera Comique to "go round 
to the front " he had turned 
into the front of the first 
theatre he came to, which was 
the Globe. The fact that at 
that time both theatres were 
upholstered in light blue added 

to the confusion. Even when told of his 
mistake he would, at first, hardly believe that 
he was in the wrong theatre. 

By this time I am sure you must have 
heard quite enough of my theatrical experi
ences, so rather than run the risk of encroach
ing on the patience of readers of T H E STRAND 
MAGAZINE I will say no more, except that I 
hope I may be freely pardoned for a too-
frequent use of the most objectionable letter 
in the alphabet—"I." 
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iWlUflL J j | O H N F E R R I E R ' S hand 
gET^M n 2 shook slightly as he pushed 
fcfJLa ^ j l open the I ading into 
P 5 P J ^ I W* private office. His face 
PwS^yJffllM w a s drawn and anxious, and 
F^» i iflmi\ in his eyes was the look of 

a man hard set, with back 
to the wall, fighting grimly against odds 
suddenly grown too hard for him. He stood 
there a moment gathering his forces together, 

Ferrier had not entered the room since 
the sudden death of the head of the firm. 
and now his face contracted sharply, and he 
turned his glance away from the empty chair, 
placed at the writing-table. 

The terrible void in his heart was like an 
acute physical pain—a void the young head 
of the firm could never fill. The latter, from 
his place on the hearthrug, nodded, genially 
enough. He was tall, keen, alert, with clean-
cut features and a decided, masterful manner. 

" H e r e you are, Mr. Ferrier. Quite well? 
I won't keep you five minutes ; it's your 
busiest time, I know." 

A wave of relief passed over Ferrier. Just 
an ordinary matter connected with the firm's 

affairs, he thought : he need not have been 
afraid, after all. 

Philip Lampton indicated a chair, and sat 
down on the other side of the big mahogany 
centre table. He drummed on it for a 
moment, following the strain of a melody 
that ran through his head. Ferrier, darting 
a glance at the handsome, hard young face, 
grew suddenly anxious again. And the next 
moment the long-dreaded stroke had falle.i. 

" I am making several changes in the firm, 
Mr. Ferrier, reorganizing it, and bringing it 
more up-to-date. We are frightfully anti
quated in our ways, and I mean to work 
things on a broader, more go-ahead basis. 
We are not half enterprising enough. My 
father, as I suppose was natural, always 
upheld the customs of earlv davs, and 
though the firm prospered under him there 
can be no doubt that more modern methods 
will extend our business fiftv-fold. Drastic 
changes are needed in several departments, 
and I mean to make them without delav." 

He cleared his throat with a faint sugges
tion of embarrassment. Ferrier said nothing. 

Filling in the pause came the sound of 
The author reserves all diamalk rights in this story. 
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the restless fingertips drumming on the 
mahogany. Philip Lampton was music-mad. 
Ferrier, looking up, met the young man's 
eye, and saw in it no shade of yielding. His 
shoulders, stooped by much desk work, 
straightened themselves in an effort to face 
the situation. Almost it seemed that in the 
empty chair at the window the chief's genial, 
kindly self was seated, ready to talk business 
with him as he had talked for the past thirty 
years. 

" Anything you wish carried out, Mr. 
Philip "—he spoke with old-fashioned 
formality—" you have only to command me. 
For thirty years the firm has had my best 
efforts." 

Young Lampton stood up, pushing back 
his chair with a quick, impetuous movement. 

"That ' s just i t ! " he exclaimed, walking 
round the room, his hands dug deeply into 
his pockets. " That's just my point, Mr. 
Ferrier—thirty years ! It's a deuce of a time 
for a man to keep at high pressure ; he's 
bound to be played out at " 

" Fifty-five ! " Ferrier's blood was thudding 
in his temples. Played out ! He had never 
felt more capable of his work than now. 
Experience was his, the sure touch with 
things of the firm. Played out ! He and 
the old head between them had kept the 
business at a pinnacle of unwavering excel
lence. Played out ! His hand was clenched 
convulsively. Across the lined face momen
tarily flashed the red glow of youth, dying out 
under the uncomprehending glance of the 
younger man. 

The latter nodded. 
" Fifty-five ! A good age. You don't quite 

look it, though." 
His eyes, hard with the unconscious cruelty 

of the young, rested for an instant on Ferrier. 
" I shall be sorry to part with you, Mr. Ferrier; 
but you understand ? It's young blood the 
firm needs — young, go-ahead, enterprising 
men, with modern methods at their finger-
ends. There's a rumour afloat that Hud-
dringtons mean to forge ahead in several new 
directions, and we can't be left behind in the 
race. I've secured a wonderful chap to work 
with me. We shall make things hum. We 
have half-a-dozen projects up our sleeve that 
will knock spots off Huddringtons." 

H e brought himself up short on the 
hearthrug. Ferrier, too, had risen, and for 
an instant they measured glances. 

"Young blood, you said, Mr. Philip. 
And is experience to go for nothing? I 
never felt more capable of work than now ; 
my head was never clearer. Give me more 

scope, tell me what your plans are, and I'll 
carry them out to the best of my ability." 
He was pleading for many things—for his 
own powers, for his livelihood, for the com
fort and well-being of those dear to him. A 
man with a large family had few opportunities 
for saving in these times. 

" I'm certain you'd do all in your power, 
and work as hard for the firm as you have 
worked in the past." Lampton spoke with 
barely-veiled impatience. " But don't you 
see, can't you realize, that in the usual 
course of nature you simply haven't gut it 
in you 1 It's no use fighting against the 
obvious. A man's at his best at forty, then 
he begins to lose hold on things ; and at 
fifty-five—well, he just has to make way for 
younger men." 

His air of calm conviction momentarily 
reduced his elder to silence. There seemed 
no room for argument with this self-assured 
product of the times. 

Ferrier felt that he could not go away 
without another effort to retain his post, 
though it seemed like beating against a stone 
wall to argue with Lampton. Too proud to 
ask for himself, yet he must plead for those 
dependent on him. He took a step forward, 
his face grey with tension. 

" I should be glad of a little more scope 
for my abilities," he said. " Your father and 
I, before his last illness, discussed the advis
ability of enlarging our borders. No doubt 
had he " He glanced at the empty chair, 
and his voice broke off abruptly. 

The young man gave a comprehensive wave 
of the hand. 

"Qui te so, quite so ; but other times, other 
ways, Mr. Ferrier. One soon gets out of the 
running if one doesn't forge ahead. I'm 
sorry to part with you, but as matters stand 
it can't be helped. You and Maxwell would 
be certain to be at loggerheads. He's a 
smart chap, and very up-to-date. It would 
be better for him to have a free hand at once." 

Ferrier's face took on a greyer tinge. 
" While a man may be in full possession 

of his powers," he said, slowly, " h e does not 
find it easy to get another post at fifty-five." 

Lampton raised his brows. 
" But surely you'll retire ? You won't 

expect to get another position at your age ? 
I don't wish to be ungenerous, Mr. Ferrier. 
My father thought a great deal of you, and I 
shall be happy to make out a cheque for six 
months' salary, though I don't want you to 
remain after the end of next week. There 
are a few matters I should like to go into 
with you, matters that I have not quite 
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grasped, and then Maxwell will take up the 
reins with me." 

Before the hard, inflexible air of the 
speaker Ferrier gave up the contest. Of 
what use to speak of home affairs—of matters 
that lay close to his heart ? They would not 
be understood. A man had need to marry 
and to have a family of clever boys and girls 
to comprehend the difficulties of saving. 
And the new head of the firm was only 
twenty-seven. 

Ferrier bowed, and went silently from the 
room. But outside the closed door he 
lingered a moment with hands hard clenched. 

" Heavens ! " His face was convulsed with 
a sense of his own impotence. " Just to have 
a little money, the few paltry hundreds he 
would not miss, to invest with a free mind ! " 

For the next few weeks time hung heavily 
on his hands. The days dragged and seemed 
endless. 

There was nothing to do the livelong day 
but walk, or garden, or read the newspaper. 
And over all his listlessness hung the domi
nating shadow of doubt for the future. He 
and his wife went at once into the matter 
of retrenchment and began to make plans 
to remove into a smaller house. Whatever 
happened, the boys and girls must be enabled 
to do well for themselves. 

Ferrier thought of his few available hun
dreds, and groaned in bitterness of spirit. 
He had hoped, from something his old chief 
had let fall one day, that he would remember 
him in his will. But perhaps the death that 
had come so swiftly had kept him from 
fulfilling his promise. 

In Ferrier's heart there was no room for 
disloyal thought. They had been friends and 
comrades as well as employer and employed, 
and beyond the latter's heavy anxieties lay 
the loss of Richard Lampton himself. With 
his death all the old interests had fallen away. 
No one wanted a man of fifty-five. In the 
eyes of the younger generation he was at least 
ten years beyond his work—thrust aside to 
make room for younger men. 

Like many another in his position Ferrier 
was conscious of powers that circumstances 
had combined to keep undeveloped. In 
receipt of a good income, he had yet never 
owned a sum of money to " play with." 
The expenses of his family, the payment of 
a heavy life insurance, occasional sums sent 
to a ne'er-do-weel brother in the Colonies, 
had conspired to keep him from amassing a 
sum of money with which to speculate. But 
he was a man who for years had followed 

the stock markets very carefully. One of his 
recreations had been to invest imaginary 
money in shares, and he had been singularly 
fortunate, in theory, over his investments. 
He and his wife had enjoyed many a laugh 
over his hobby—a laugh that of late years 
had generally ended in a sigh. All those 
might-have-been thousands were badly wanted 
now. 

He was sitting in his den one morning, 
going over accounts with his wile. She was 
fifteen years younger than himself, a pretty 
woman still, with delicate features and 
colouring, and the sweetest nature, John 
Ferrier thought, in the world. Theirs had 
been an ideal love-match, and he worshipped 
her. They had been married now two-and-
twenty years, and there had never been the 
shadow of disillusionment between them. 
Always he had longed to heap upon her the 
good things that money can procure, to take 
away from her the anxieties that must arise 
when the income is an uncertain quantity, 
dependent on one man's life. Mingled with 
his love for her was another feeling—some
thing that was almost fatherly protective. 
She, at all events, had kept her youth, and 
to-day in his eyes she looked hardly more 
than a girl. Vet he noticed that a certain 
fragility was growing upon her, that her eyes 
were encircled with dark shadows, despite 
the courage of her smile. 

He pushed aside the bank-book that lay 
open before them, and gave a sigh so heavy 
as to be almost a groan. She glanced up 
quickly from her little sheaf of household 
bills and put her hand across his eyes. 

" Dear, don't look so tragic. We have 
been in rough weather before, and have 
always struggled through. We shall find a 
way out." 

He held the cool fingers against his temple ; 
they were lovers yet, in spite of two-and-
twenty years together. 

" I've managed badly, Mary. Other men 
with no greater ability—some with less —are 
at the top of the ladder now, with thousands 
to their name. I've only clambered up a 
few rungs, and there I've been content to 
stay holding on, afraid to let go. You've 
married one of life's failures, my dear." 

She took her hand away with a swift 
gesture and stood up, her face flushing, her 
eyes bright and more indignant than he had 
ever seen them. 

" Never say that again to me "—she spoke 
in a low, vehement voice—"never, never, 
John. Think of what you have been to me 
and to our children—the dearest and the 
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best in the world. Don't dare to say it again." 
Then suddenly she crumpled up in a sobbing 
heap, her head on his shoulder. 

"The re , there"—he smoothed the brown 
hair very gently, something momentarily 
blurring his vision — " there, dear. I'll never, 
never say it again, never. It is for you I 
regret my incompetence." 

" Incompetence ! " She dried her eyes on 
the corner of the handkerchief that showed 
in his breast-pocket. " Perhaps, one day, that 
cruel, cruel young man will realize what he 
has done." 

She gathered up her bills and moved slowly 
towards the door, returning in her impulsive 
way to kiss him. " Now, promise me you 
won't worry ? " 

" I promise." 
But when the door had closed behind her 

he stretched his arms across the table and 
buried his head upon them. A moment 
later he stood up and looked about him for 
his hat and gloves. 

" For her sake and the children's I'll not 
take my reverses lying down." H e smoothed 

the nap of his hat. " I'll have another try 
at the loathly business of looking for a posi
tion. Wilkinson might " 

The postman's knock came distinct and 
clear. The next moment the door burst 
open, and Juliet entered, a letter in her hand. 
" F o r you, father. O h ! " catching sight of 
his hat ; " are you going out ? " There was 
disappointment in her voice. 

" Did you want me ? " Ferrier, an untidy 
man, looked among a heap of papers for the 
clothes-brush. " I'm not in such a desperate 
hurry that I can't bestow five minutes of my 
valuable time on you." 

The bitterness of his tone caused his 
youngest child to frown. She put the letter 
down and thrust her hand through his arm. 
As Ferrier looked at her he smiled. Even at 
fourteen, the awkward age, she was lovely, 

" T H E N SUDDENLY SHE CRUMPLED UP IN 
Vol. x l . - 6 8 . 

A SOBBING HEAP, HER HEAD ON HIS SHOULDER. 
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with her mother's delicate colouring and eyes 
that were like brown velvet in her exquisite 
little face. 

" I just wanted to tell you "—the words 
came with a rush—" that I've decided to 
give up the dramatic society at school, and 
the golf club, and my music lessons. I can 
get along quite well if I practise hard, and — 
and "—Ferrier heard a half-suppressed gulp 
in the clear voice — " they all cost a good 
deal, don't they, one way and another ? " 

She drew patterns absent-mindedly upon 
the table-cloth. Her father strode away to 
the hearth. 

" Not yet, child ! " He spoke with a sharp 
sound in his voice that made her look up. 
" Not yet ; and perhaps there will be no 
need. It is good of you to suggest it. But 
not yet." 

" T r u l y ? " 
" Truly." 
He came back to the table and took up 

the letter. It was a large envelope, and 
evidently contained an enclosure. Juliet, 
lingering near the bookcase, turned at the 
sound of a stifled exclamation. Ferrier sat 
down heavily in his chair, staring at the stiff 
legal paper that crackled under his touch. 

" God bless him, the dear old chief ! 
Juliet, tell your mother quickly—a codicil 
has been found and a letter to me—five 
thousand pounds and a letter in his own 
hand to the old friend and colleague who 
helped him for thirty years to build up the 
business. God bless him ; and not alone for 
the money, but for my self-respect. No man's 
work ever went unrecognized by Richard 
Lampton. Five thousand pounds ! Your 
mother—tell her to come. Some of it to 
make you all secure ; some to play with in 
reality, instead of in imagination. Now he 
shall see whether young blood counts for 
everything " 

Philip Lampton was not an impressionable 
man. At thirty-two he was still unmarried, 
and, moreover, he had never yet seen the 
woman he wanted to marry. At the back of 
his mind was the intention to settle down 
one day ; but it was all in the nebulous mists 
of the future. A rich man, head of a great 
business, he was regarded as an eligible parti, 
and, had he chosen, he need never have 
spent an evening under his own roof-tree. 
Music was his passion, and good music would 
always draw him to a house, where the more 
frivolous amusements failed. 

Lampton was a serious man, a hard 
worker, feared rather than loved by those 

under him. His masterful youth had given 
place to a quiet, assured gravity that held its 
own attraction for people, and this, added to 
the force of his riches, gained him numbers 
of acquaintances, and a few close friends. 
He was regarded as a coming man, sure of a 
brilliant future. 

And then one evening, at the sight of a, 
girl's face and the sound of her beautiful, 
well-trained voice, he fell whole-heartedly, 
irrevocably in love. There was never any 
uncertainty of purpose about Lampton. He 
always knew just what he wanted, and 
hitherto he had generally secured his desires. 
He sat in his corner of the room, listening to 
every liquid note as it fell, and there and then 
he registered a vow to do his best to win her. 
She might be poor as Job ; she might be a 
nobody thrice over. She was the one woman 
in the world for him. Yet, looking at her, he 
imagined her to be neither the one nor the 
other. She was well-bred from the crown of 
her small, golden-brown head to the tip of her 
dainty slipper, and her white chiffon gown, 
though simple in the extreme, was of the sim
plicity that costs far more than elaboration. 

As the last note died away he turned to 
his neighbour, a youth who had been gazing 
at the singer in callow rapture. 
. " W h o is that lady? Do you know her 

name ? " 
" T h e one just finished singin'? Rippin' 

voice, hasn't she ? She's Miss Ferrier, 
daughter of Ferrier, the rubber man. Pots 
and pots of money, of course. She gets 
three proposals a day, they say—had a shot 
myself last week ; but no go. With her looks 
and her money she'll expect to land a duke." 

Lampton frowned at the trivial gossip. 
The name touched no chord in his memory. 
From the day, five years before, that John 
Ferrier had left his employment, Lampton 
had never bestowed a thought on him. He 
now threaded his way through the crowded 
rooms to where his hostess stood. In a 
perfect babel of sound he found her, with 
her hand through the arm of the girl he 
wanted to know. Without even asking, he 
gained his desire. 

" Ah, Mr. Lampton, here you are ! Let 
me introduce you to Miss Ferrier. She'll be 
glad of coffee, or an ice, or something, and 
you can both talk music to your hearts' 
content. She is equally crazy about it." 

The din of voices was so great that Juliet 
Ferrier did not catch the name of the man 
introduced. She turned and looked up at 
him, still smiling a little, and as Lampton 
met the glance of the velvety brown eyes a 
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wholly unaccustomed sensation passed over 
him. 

For the first time in his young, assured 
manhood he felt a doubt of himself, a 
humility that was both strange and discon
certing. The next moment her hand was on 
his arm, and they were in a long corridor out 
of the hubbub. 

" An ice, please "—her voice held an 
amused no t e—" strawberry for preference. 
In the days when ices were rare things I 
used to imagine that life would have nothing 
left to offer if only I could have an unlimited 
amount of strawberry ice. And you ? " 

A smile broke up the tense gravity of his 
face. " I have grown beyond the age for 
ices," he said, wondering meanwhile at her 
fresh young beauty, and at the completeness 
with which she satisfied every fibre in him. 
" S o far as I can remember, I set my affec
tions on things more lasting than strawberry 
ice, generally something connected with 
music. I recollect as a very small boy 
-being made rapturously happy by the gift 
of a concertina, of which, to the relief of the 
household, I grew tired in a week." 

Juliet laughed softly, then paused in the 
act of conveying a pink morsel to her lips. 

To Lampton the friendliness of her manner 
was an added charm. " Y o u play or sing? 
I understood from Mrs. Ravondale " 

" Alas ! I do neither ; nevertheless, music 
is an absolute passion with me. When I 
came to-night I little realized the pleasure 
that was in store. You must be tired of 
praise, but may I say how beautiful and how 
perfectly trained your voice is ? " 

She flushed a little under the sincerity of 
his manner. His gravity attracted her. 

" Does one ever tire of hearing nice things 
from those who really understand and love 
music ? I do not, at all events. My 

teaching has been the best procurable, and 
wherever we have travelled I have always 
kept up my singing. My father is music-
mad, too. He and I, in the old days, used 
to slip into concerts and stand quite con
tentedly if there was not a seat to be had. 
I should like you to meet him.'' 

" Why shouldn't a man ask a girl to marry 
him after a week's acquaintance ? " 

Lampton gave his evening tie an impatient 
twitch as he spoke. " I couldn't care for her 
more if I'd known her for a century. She's 
just—just the one woman " 

" A T T H E SIGHT OF A GIRL'S FACE AND T H E SOUND OF HER BEAUTIFUL, WELL-TRAINED VOICE, 
HE FELL WHOLE-HEARTEDLY, IRREVOCABLY IN LOVE." 
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He desisted from his struggles with the 
refractory tie and sat down in his shirt-sleeves, 
full of the intolerable restlessness and desire 
which the sight of her had roused a week 
ago, and which the passing of a long seven 
days had been powerless to quell. He 
leaned forward with clasped hands, his dark, 
clean-cut face full of an ardour that rendered 
it almost boyish. 

" If she only cares ! " He spoke in a 
whisper, though alone in the room. "If she 
only cares ! " 

He sprang up again and paced the floor, 
then thrust himself into his evening coat. 

" I must know ! It's simply unbearable to 
be in doubt. No work done for a week ; 
time spent going to places where I know I 
can catch a glimpse of her. Maxwell thinks 
me crazy. But how to money-grub under 
such conditions ! He says that things are 
not going well—ought to have sold out last 
week — markets in a very chaotic condition. 
Bah ! Maxwell's never been in love. Once 
get my fate settled, and I'll work like a 
Trojan—for her ! I can give her all she's 
been accustomed to, and, thank God ! my 
life will bear inspection. It's at these times 
that a man feels glad he's acted on the 
square. She won't be easy to win, for, even 
if she consents, there's Ferrier to be faced. 
From all accounts, he idolizes her and she 
him. Wonder if Ferrier " 

Suddenly, as he turned to quit the room, 
a cold sensation shot through him. For the 
first time the name touched some fibre 
of memory. Ferrier—Ferrier—where had 
he ? 

He dropped heavily into a chair, staring 
before him, struggling with that chill sensa
tion of approaching disaster. Ferrier! No, 
it was a preposterous idea. Ferrier, the man 
he had dismissed, and Ferrier, the Rubber 
King, could hardly be one and the same 
person. Yet, deep down, that ice-cold doubt 
persisted, making him for the first time in 
his life afraid. It raised its head more 
boldly later in the evening, while he waited, 
his eyes fixed upon the doorway of the ball
room through which Juliet must come. But 
at the sight of her it died out, and when 
he had secured her all to himself amid 
the soft-toned lights of the conservatory 
that intolerable restlessness went with it. 
Away in the distant ballroom the wailing 
strains of a waltz throbbed an accom
paniment to his pulses. There seemed to 
come a blessed pause in existence ; he felt 
absolutely, entirely contented. Afterwards 
he looked back at himself and wondered. 

She had slipped off her glove and the small 
hand lay palm uppermost on her knee. He 
put out his own and touched it reverently, 
half afraid, and their eyes met. Then he 
noticed that her face was very pale, and that 
in the velvet softness of her eyes was a look 
in which love and doubt, pain and longing, 
struggled for supremacy. 

She stirred as if to go, but he caught a fold 
of her satin gown beseechingly, and she sank 
into her place again. 

" I love you—;Juliet I " 
His voice sounded hoarse in his own ears. 

Something in her eyes had awakened that 
hideous doubt again. 

She raised her head and looked full at 
him, transformed from the girl into the 
woman, and in some mysterious way he 
knew at one and the same time that she 
loved him, but would never marry him. The 
knowledge brought with it a mingled rapture 
and anguish. Then he realized that across the 
silence she was speaking to him. His fingers 
quite unconsciously still grasped the fold of her 
gown, and looking down she let it remain so. 

"You will hardly believe"—she spoke, 
slowly, as if with difficulty—"that only to-day 
I knew your name. I imagined it to be 
Langdon. This afternoon someone men
tioned you, and it dawned upon me who you 
were—the man who " 

He dropped his hold of her gown and 
leaned forward, looking straight before him. 

" I wish I had known at first," she went 
on, a suppressed passion in her voice ; " it 
might have made it easier. But now " 

He turned and took her hands very closely 
in his own. 

" N o w ? I wondered if you cared. Tell 
me. It won't do you any harm, and to me 
it would mean—everything." 

He drew a long breath as she looked up 
at him, and without a word he understood. 
Their hands dropped asunder, and she rose. 

" We must not meet again," she said, 
piteously, her lips trembling. " It would not 
be fair to him. You almost broke his heart 
five years ago." 

She moved away hurriedly, and like a man 
in a dream he watched her go, making no 
motion to detain her. Hesitating, she looked 
back, then came to his side for an instant, 
her face eloquent with the desire to make 
things a little easier for him. 

" I love you." She spoke in a low, half-
ashamed tone. " I shall never love any other 
man. It was so from the very first, wasn't 
it, with both of us ? But I ought not to mind 
as much as I do ; it seems disloyal to him 
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when he has been what he has to us all. I 
ought to hate you—but—I can't. There's 

. only love for you in my heart. I'm not even 
angry with you now. It makes me ashamed that 
I can't be angry. Love has swept it all away." 

The next moment she was gone, leaving 
him there alone. 

Lampton cancelled his engagements and 
went abroad for two or three months. There 
was not a soul but Maxwell to whom his 
absence mattered, and Maxwell did not 
signify. He was quite capable of directing 
the firm's affairs—more go-ahead, in fact, by 
far, than Lampton himself. 

After wandering objectlessly about the 
Continent the latter turned homewards again. 

Absence had not made the slightest differ
ence in his feelings. Life seemed the same 
unprofitable affair; he was only eating his 
heart out in the solitudes, when perhaps hard 
work might cure the ache in it. 

He drove straight to his rooms the morn
ing of his return, and uppermost among a 
huge batch of letters he found one from 
Maxwell. 

After reading it he sat motionless for 
awhile, hardly comprehending all that the 
closely-written pages meant. Maxwell, the 
young, go-ahead optimist, whom Fortune had 
favoured hitherto, must be grossly exagger
ating ; matters could not possibly be as grave 
as he represented them to be. Maxwell had 

had no business to plunge so heavily ; their 
losses must have been gigantic. Maxwell 
owned to losing his h e a d ; the firm was 
tottering on the verge of bankruptcy. Nothing 
could tide them over the crisis but an im
possibly large sum of money, which there was 
not the slightest prospect of borrowing. 
Maxwell wrote with an almost brutal clear
ness, and together with the statements sent 
in his resignation. He had deserted the 
sinking ship. 

Lampton sat for an hour or more, lips 
grimly set, realizing one by one his mis
takes. Maxwell was a new-comer ; it was 
nothing vital to him if the good name of 
" Lampton and Son " were trailed in the 
dust. He had feathered his own nest—he 

practically owned as much—and had gc 
off to the Colonies the previous week, 
wave of passion surged over Lampton. 1 
struck his hand violently on the table, 
muttered oath escaping him. His faths 
face rose before him accusingly, followed 
its turn by John Ferrier's—grey and anxic 
as he had last seen it. This was what yon 
blood had done for the firm. 

With a groan Lampton fell forward acr< 
the table, his head on his outstretched arr 
Presently he sprang to his feet. Now, t 
instant, without further delay, he would \ 
his shoulder to the wheel, and, if possih 
snatch the firm from disaster. If work coi 
save it, it should be saved. 

"LAMPTON SAT FOR AN HOUR OR MORE, LIPS GRIMLY SET, REALIZING ONE BY ONE 
HIS MISTAKES." 



538 THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 

But before many days were over he saw-
that no energy, no determination, could 
straighten matters out. He had trusted too 
much to Maxwell—the firm's downfall had 
been insidious : each year had sapped a 
little more surely the foundations built upon 
the rock of his father's efforts and those of 
John Ferrier. 

Lampton worked harder than he had ever 
worked in his life, growing haggard in the 
conflict/. Only a miracle could save the firm 
now, and hundreds must be thrown out cf 
employment. Those who came in contact 
with him at the business were aware of a 
change in him. He was kinder, less dicta
torial, more like what his father had been. 

One evening as he sat alone in his rooms, 
after a solitary dinner, he realized the truth. 
There was no hope for Lampton's. He sat 
motionless—his brain a blank. The feverish 
anxiety of the past weeks had died out ; there 
was nothing more to be done. He was tired 
—body and soul—too tired even to make 
plans. 

A knock came at the door—a quiet rap 
which he did not hear. It came again, more 
imperative, and then the door was pushed 
open, and someone entered, groping in the 
half light to where he sat. 

As Lampton rose and switched on the 
light there came from the visitor a half-stifled 
exclamation that sounded like relief. For a 
moment they looked at one another across 
the table, and Lampton recognized John 
Ferrier. 

The younger man's face twitched. He 
momentarily forgot everything in the thought 
that this was her father, the father of the girl 
he loved so passionately, and of whom for 
several months he had heard no tidings. 
Then he remembered that here also was the 
man he had dismissed more than five years 
ago—the man who had helped to build up 
the firm which young blood had brought to 
ruin. He motioned towards a chair, and as 
John Ferrier took it he himself sat down on 
the other side of the table. He felt tongue-
tied, incapable of uttering a word. 

The older man, glancing across at the 
haggard face, suddenly leaned nearer and, 
to the other's infinite surprise, held out his 
hand. 

Lampton half rose, pushing back his chair, 
his face swept by a flood of scarlet, which the 
next moment had given place to a grey hue 
that spread over his lips and up to his 
temples. Anxiety, want of sleep, and scanty 
meals had all combined to wreck his nerve. 
H e dropped into his chair again and every

thing grew dark. With an effort he shook 
himself free from the shadows, to find John 
Ferrier holding a glass to his lips. 

" Feel yourself again ? " The older man's 
voice held a commonplace cordiality that 
braced the younger indescribably. "You 
look worn out.'' He extended his hand 
again, and this time Lampton's met it in a 
close clasp that said more than words. The 
latter walked to the window and back again 
before he could speak, and then the words 
came haltingly in jerks. 

" I can't express to you my regret—my 
apologies. I was a heartless fool five years 
ago. Heavens ! When I look back on my 
behaviour to vou, you who worked side by 
side with my father to build up the business, 
gave the best time of your life, to be told at 
the end of thirty years " 

His head went down on his arms and 
there was a momentary silence. When 
John Ferrier spoke it was with infinite 
kindness. 

" All that is over and done with. I could 
never bear malice against your father's son, and, 
as it proved, my dismissal, combined with the 
legacy, has been the making of me. I was too 
prone to cling to a lower rung of the ladder. 
A man with wife and family fears to be 
enterprising. But now "—he paced the room 
up and down — " those thousands have 
doubled and trebled many, many times, and 
I came to-night to see if we could not 
put our heads together to save Lampton's. 
Rumour has been rife of late, and Lamp-
ton's is very close to my heart. The fortune 
Richard Lampton put into my hands is at 
his son's disposal : not for your sake, not 
even for his "—he turned to look at a por
trait hanging upon the wall—" but for the 
honour of the old firm, God bless it ! " 

His voice wavered for a moment ; then he 
pulled himself together, and taking out his 
cigar-case pushed it across the table. 

Lampton's hand shook as he helped him
self mechanically, like a man in a dream. 
He attempted to speak, but Ferrier checked 
him hastily. 

" There's just one other thing I wanted to 
say to you. You don't look fit for business 
to-night. Suppose we postpone it until to
morrow and adjourn to my house ? It's no 
distance. My little girl "—he struck a light 
for his cigar and avoided the other's eyes— 
" is dearer to me even than the firm, and I 
fancy she has wanted you rather badly all 
these months. Come and have a talk with 
her instead. You may see your way to taking 
her into partnership later on." 



The " T w o Pins Club. 
W r i t t e n and Illustrated by H A R R Y F U R N I S S . 

Editor of 
Q.C., then 
then Mr. ' 

IS necessary, in 
the first place, 
to explain that 
the " Two Pins 
C l u b " was a 
r i d i n g c l u b . 
Some years ago, 
when the late 
Chief Justice, 
then Sir Charles 
R u s s e l l , Sir 
F r a n c i s Bur
nand, then Mr. 
Burnand and 

Punch, Sir Frank Lockwood, 
Mr. Lockwood, Sir John Tenniel, 

Fenniel, Lord Bumham, then Sir 

Edward Lawson, and Sir Charles Mathews, 
then Charles Mathews, barrister, to say 
nothing of Linley Sambourne, Punch artist, 
and your humble servant, were merely hard
working professional men, the idea came 
to them which this club realized. It was 
that instead of riding in the Row on Saturdays 
and Mondays, as well as other days, and 
letting our horses eat their heads off in the 
stable on Sundays, we might have a full day's 
riding on Sundays right away from town, 
and occasion
ally take Satur
days and Mon
days as well, 
not caring two 
pins about the 
opinion of those 
w h o m i g h t 
o b j e c t . T h i s 
gave the name 
to t h e c l u b , 
t h e " T w o 
Pins," by which 
it was known, 
and it flourished 
for eleven or 
twelve years. 

Had Charles 
Dickens been 
a l i v e , t h i s 
Cockney " Two 

Pins Club " might have inspired that 
still unequalled humorist to write another 
book as a companion to " Pickwick." 
What fun he could have extracted out of the 
fact that a member of the Riding Club, when 
we were invited to ride down to Harrow 
Weald to lunch with Sir YV. S. Gilbert at his 
charming house, rode all the way in a hansom 
and returned in it ! 

It was \V. S. Gilbert who on one occasion 
rode up to a friend of mine who for years 
had been in the habit of walking his horse 
up and down the Row, but was never seen 
to canter, and said, " Frank, Frank (it was 
not Burnand), you will be arrested ; the police 
have their eye upon you." 

" I, old fellow ? What for ? " 
" For furious loitering ! " 
On another occasion, Gilbert, after a long 

absence from the Row, asked the same 
Frank : " I suppose X. (a famous actor) turns 
out occasionally in the same old suit ? " 

" The same old suit ! What do you mean, 
Gilbert ? " 

" Oh, I meant the same old suit of blue 
funk." 

By the way, is Rotten Row doomed ? 
Yes ; that mile and a half of all sorts and 
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conditions of equestrians, from the "liver 
brigade " to representatives of fashion, art, 
and politics ; the meeting-place for years of 
everybody who is anybody, is practically a 
thing of the past. Motors have been its 
ruin. The old familiar faces and the old 
familiar hacks have departed ; the " Route 
du Roi " has had its day, and one of the 
sights of London is depleted of its interest. 

Some riders in the Row seemed to mistake 
the place for a circus-ring, and in their get-up 
and equestrian performances were sadly out 
of place in the happy riding-ground of the 
jaded townsman. I well recollect " Captain 
Canter," our funny friend of the Row—a 
dapper little retired 
military man — who 
rode a pony which he 
had taught to dance 
about in the most 
i d i o t i c m a n n e r . 
Strangers were en
raptured by his horse
manship, but fre
quenters of the Row 
looked upon the per-
f o r m a n c e a s a 
nuisance, and would 
g l a d l y h a v e s u b 
scribed to set the 
rider up in the circus 
business. One day he 
was dancing his little 
pony down the Row as usual when two 
regular riders of the Row passed him, one 
on each side. "Captain Canter" teased his 
gee-gee a little more, just for showing-off 
purposes, when one of my funny friends 
said to the other, audibly and seriously, 
" Dear, dear me, what a pity ! Now if that 
animal was mine I could cure it of that in 
ten minutes ! " 

The humorist who made that remark 
was for years a familiar figure in the Row. 
To look at he struck one as a well-to-do 
hunting squire, about sixty-five years of age, 
who knew more about moors than Rotten 
Rows; had a greater interest in the country 
than in town ; an up-with-the-lark-in-the-
morning-and-to-bed-at-sundown old gentle
man, one who read the Field and never 
heard of the Era. As a matter of fact he 
had made his money after sundown—his sun 
had been limelight, his moors painted on 
canvas, his Era was his trade journal. This 
was " Edinburgh Wyndham," a good old-
time actor, who had made a fortune by the 
stage as manager, and, what is stranger still, 
had kept it. He was called " Edinburgh 

Wyndham " to distinguish him from another 
actor-manager, Sir Charles Wyndham. 

" Edinburgh Wyndham," one day when 
the Row was nearly empty, said to me, " I'll 
race you to the top of the Row." We 
started, and made a dead-heat of it. " Not 
bad," he added, pulling up after our burst, 
"for a man on his eightieth birthday to 
make a dead-heat of it with a fellow of 
forty." 

1 repeat, had Dickens been alive or had 
W. S. Gilbert been a member, we should 
have had a humorous history of that Punch 
diversion. 

One Sunday, for instance, we rode down 
to the house of a 
great literary lady at 
Richmond, where we 
were entertained in 
her charming Eliza
bethan house. On 
arrival she informed 
us that her husband 
was quite presentable 
—he was quite sober, 
as she had locked 
him up for a week ! 

Again, a humorist 
could have made some 
mention of how our 
honorary secretary, 
R. C. L e h m a n n , 
showed his hospitality 

when, in view of fighting the constituency as 
a Radical, he had taken a house, to which he 
bid us welcome. When we arrived, just in 
time for lunch, on a broiling hot day, we 
found only a caretaker and no lunch, for the 
invitation had been forgotten ! We raided a 
hostelry and found beastly fare, having, at 
R. C. Lehmann's written recommendation, 
put up our horses at some livery-stables 
owned by a man whose vote he was anxious 
to secure. Of course, we had to pay through 
the nose for the honour of this electioneering 
bribery. 

Another incident connected with the " Two 
Pins Club " comes to my mind as I write. Sir 
Francis Burnand and I, returning to town by 
train from Newmarket, received a present at 
the station from a friend—two little parcels of 
real Cambridge sausages to take back to 
town. Just as we were getting into the train, 
a well-known baronet and breeder of horses 
came up and said :— 

" By Jove ! Punch here ! Racing, eh ? " 
" No," I replied. " Been to the sale—saw 

you there, in fact." 
" Sale ! Have you bought anything ? " 
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" Yes. Burnand and I went shares in a 
thoroughbred — but — but — (sadly) it died 
during the night, and—and—we have had it 
made into sausages ! " 

I doubt if the " T w o Pins Club " will ever 
be revived. Motoring would spoil it. There 
were no motors when the " Two Pins Club " 
existed. It is strange that London horses, 
who were for years restless at the sight of 
cycles, are with very few exceptions callous 
to the motor. But there are exceptions, and 
it is often the case that the driver is more to 
blame than the horses. The nervous lady 
driving her pony will pull up the animal 
vigorously before she discovers whether the 
pony intends to take any notice of the motor 
or not. It so happened that a few days ago 
a lady of my acquaintance was driving her 
governess-cart. Seeing another lady rapidly 
approaching her driving a motor, she pulled 
up. The lady in the motor stopped. 
" Pardon me, madam, but really your animal 
must get accustomed to the new locomotion." 

" It is not the animal, madam, it is myself. 
My pony may get accustomed to the new 
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locomotion, but it is I who cannot get 
accustomed to the new woman." 

A snort from the motor-horn and a crack 
from the whip of the lady in the governess-
cart, and both disappeared. 

Another ride comes to my mind, which 
brings me nearer to the " T w o Pins Club." 
I was the guest of Linley Sambourne at 
Ramsgate. He had taken a house there 
known then as "Townley Castle," and much 
humour was extracted out of this in Punch. 

Well, when I was on my visit to " the 
Baron " in the autumn, the harriers were 
to meet, and I was to have a day with them. 

" You shall ride Punch, old fellow. He 
is a ripping animal and keen at the game," 
said Sambourne to me. 

At dinner the night before there was one 
guest, a hunting acquaintance, without a 
horse, and while our host was taking forty 
winks after dinner the dashing horseless 
guest and I discussed the morrow's prospect. 

" By Jove, sir, I envy you," said he. 
" Punch is the very deuce ; I wish I had him 
to ride to-morrow. I owe him one." 
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" Oh, then you have ridden him ? " I asked, 
carelessly, feeling at the moment like Mr. 
Briggs the night before he went deer-stalking. 

" Ray-ther, sir. I tried to, that is, for you 
want to know the beast to stick on." 

The speaker was a wiry, thin, horsey-
looking youth. I eyed him with envy. 

" Throw y o u ? " I asked. 
" Ray-ther. I think he did. He broke 

my collar-bone. That old Punch has broken 
more collar-bones than any horse in England, 
and "—with a thump on the table that set 
the glasses tinkling—"that's why I want to 
ride Punch to-morrow." 

" Oh, I sha'n't stand in your way," I said. 
" In fact, I have important w " 

Samboume woke with the bang on the 
table. " Furniss, don't talk rot ; you're here 
to enjoy yourself, and I have had Punch rest
ing for you for a week." 

" But, my dear Samboume. I can go to the 
meet some other day—I have work to do 
to-morrow." 

" Riding to hounds is work—on Punch," 
he remarked, and without solacing me he 
silenced me. Therefore, at 9 a.m., I was 
dressed ready for Punch. It was a wet, 
miserable morning when I stepped heavily 
on to the mounting-stone. I suppose there 
are criminals who have shown more courage 
than I was doing then when they stood on 
the gallows, but none could have cut a more 
miserable figure. 

T h e s t a b l e 
gates flew open, 
and out pranced 
P u n c h , w i t h 
difficulty held 
b a c k by the 
groom. He was 
thestubbs-suffuk-
Punch style of 
steed, and hog-
maned. 

"What is there 
to catch hold of 
to get up ? " I 
asked the groom. 
" I s he easy to 
ride ? " 

" ' E 'as 'is days, 
and this mav be 
one of 'em, sir. 
'E is a bit fresh. 
But he'll be all 
right when you 
have taken it out 
of 'im a bit." 

O n c e in t h e 
saddle I had only to do or die. My host rode 
some safe kind of bathing-machine beast, 
from the docile back of which he remarked 
to m e : "Give Punch his head, old chap ; 
he'll show you round. Knows all about the 
game. Like sitting in an easy-chair, eh ? " 

Samboume, I may remark, was sometimes 
called " Johnny Gilpin," and that mav 
account for his keeping Punch in his stable. 

Well, I have sat in an easy-chair—or tried 

"SOMEHOW I MANAGED TO STICK TO THE SADDLE." 
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YOUR MONEY OR YOUR LIFE ! 

to—on the deck of an Atlantic liner in a 
gale, and it struck me that when we got wind 
of the hunt, sitting on Punch would prove 
much the same. And it did — with this 
difference : I came off the deck-chair, but 
somehow or other I managed to stick to the 
saddle through a very exciting morning. 

I confided to Sambourne that I had no 
desire to hunt that day. I would simply see 
the meet and then jog home. I was already 
wet through, and the risk of getting cold was 
not good enough. So, after the harriers 
drew off, I bid him good morning and turned 
Punch's nose homewards. 

Up to that moment Punch had behaved 
like a gentleman. His manners were perfect, 
and we were getting home in quite a gentle, 
friendly way, when he suddenly stood still, 
his head and his tail went up simultaneously, 
his eyes started, and his nostrils inflated. I 
tightened the reins, but they were saturated 
and slipped through my fingers. Over the 
hedges, fields, haystacks, trees, farm-houses, 

m a n s ion s, a n d 
mountains it seemed 
to me I went flying 
on Punch, before I 
managed to quiet 
him. At last we 
dropped intoa steady 
trot, and -were mak
ing our way back to 
Ramsgate when a 
f i e r c e - e y e b r o w e d 
man, on a grey pony, 
c a m e r o u n d t h e 
corner and, hold
ing up his hand, 
called out, " Stand ! 
Your money or your 
life ! " 

The highwayman 
was none other than 

the Editor of Punch, Burnand (vice-president 
of the "Two Pins Club"). I had left "Johnny 
Gilpin" and fallen into the hands of " Dick 
Turp/'/i "—the Two Pins. 

Here is my caricature of the first meet of 
the " T w o Pins Club," standing on the steps 
of the Star and Garter waiting for our 
horses to be brought round. Note especially 
Sambourne with his immaculate-fitting boots, 
which, by the way, had to go through an 
elaborate process to fit his shapely calves. 
They were placed on trees, soaked in his 
bath, and moulded by the hands of his man
servant, then dried and polished. We never 
could understand how the genial caricaturist 
ever got them on and off. It was generally 
believed that he slept in them. 

On the extreme right is your humble 
servant, whom the reader will observe honestly 
paying his share of the lunch just heartily 
enjoyed in the company of the first wits of 
the land—the members of the ever-to-be-
remembered " T w o Pins Club." 
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HIS HOUR. 
By C. C. A N D R E W S . 

Illustrated by C. Fleming Williams. 
' H A T Coventry for a moment 

doubted his ears came of the 
fact that his own blown horse 
was still panting ; standing 
with drooping head and dis
tended nostrils, its long, 
puffing expulsions of breath 

overbore the more distant sound, drowned it. 
But the cloud that, as he dismounted in the 
ferny hollow, had drifted over the face of the 
rising moon cleared as suddenly away from 
it ; the raised roadway that at this point 
bisected the heath was clearly visible as the 
approaching rider dashed into view. Bend
ing forward in the saddle as he urged his 
fagged beast to a quicker pace, with cut 
traces dangling, hat crushed over his eyes, 
and laced livery-coat torn and mud-spattered, 
he made a quaint figure. Moreover, a figure 
which in that time and place expressed much. 
Coventry in the hollow, seeing and unseen, 
laughed softly. 

" Gad, the fellow's in haste ! He could 
scarce ride faster had he Galloping Nick 
himself at his heels ! " With a second laugh 
he glanced down at the arm he had halted to 
bandage ; a streak or two of blood showed 
on the handkerchief with which he had 
dexterously bound it—for a flesh wound the 
hurt was deep. He pulled down the great 
gold-laced cuff. " It would seem that the 
heath has more than one rascal afoot to
night ! But cut traces ? That smacks rather 
of cast wheel or broken axle. Is it a case of 
dame or damsel left in jeopardy ? Eh, old 
lass ? " 

The mare rubbed her fondled nose against 
him with a whinny ; she was recovering her 
wind. Her master, throwing round him the 
cloak that lay across the pommel, looked 
towards the spot where the vanished rider 
had appeared, and listened. The heath, 
silent in the moonlight, gave up in a moment 
another sound—somewhere, at a little dis
tance, sweetly, roundly, a girl or woman 
laughed. 

Coventry caught the mare's bridle, led her 
through the fern clumps up to the road, 
turned her head that way, and walked on, 
with alert eyes. The track wound ; a twist 
of it brought him into view of a sight common 
enough in the days when George I. was 
King—a huge, clumsy coach heeled help
lessly sideways upon its cast wheel. Beside 
it, at the head of a horse obviously lame, 
was a second postilion in mud-spattered 
livery, and slim and tall, in flowered sacque 
and gathered cardinal, stood a lady. Prob
ably in the dashing, white-cloaked figure, in 
the handsome face whose dark eyes sparkled 
mirth under the curled periwig, she saw a 
personage sufficiently gallant and modish, 
and in no way alarming, for her calmness 
was notable. Something of her laughter 
lurked still at the corners of the lips, that 
were shaded by the puckers of her hood. 
She pushed it back, showing a small, round, 
rose-white face, grey-eyed, and shining piled 
hair, dead-gold as ripe corn. Coventry, see
ing, halted ; confidence and flourish were out 
of him ; the hat he had swept off went near to 
dropping inhis stare. He bowed again, humbly. 

"Madam," he said, and stammered, " a 
moment since I saw, I think, your servant. 
I feared a mishap, and—if you would suffer 
me—if I can be of service " 

" You are very obliging, sir—I thank you." 
Dimpling, she swept him a crisply-rustling 
curtsy, as was the mode of that formal day. 
" I bade the man ride his fastest, and it is 
certain he obeyed me. His fellow here has 
all the mind to follow, had he a horse, but 
the poor beast has stumbled and is dead 
lame. Also, although I carry not the value 
of a guinea to make me worth robbing, I 
had no fancy to be left alone—the pair have 
spied a score of highwaymen in the shadows 
at least. For our further damage, you see, 
but with the best will in the world, I fear 
can scarce shift to mend it." 

" I fear not, madam. But if your man 
has ridden to bring a carriage " 
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" Certainly, sir ; since in these shoes "—a 
twitch aside of a satin petticoat showed the 
tips of two, high-heeled and buck led—"I 
should fare badly if I tried to walk the 
distance. If you know the Hall " 

" I do not, madam. I have been but 
a week in this part of the country. It 
lies " 

" Nearly three miles beyond the heath, sir, 
and close upon the village." She dimpled 
again. " If the fellow does not fall in with a 
highwayman of flesh and blood he should 
bring it in an hour." 

" Of that I hope there is small fear, 
madam." Coventry glanced down at his 
wounded arm ; had he dared he would have 
looked to see if the laced cuff hid a redder 
bandage, if the flow of blood had stopped. 
As he had recovered from the faintness 
following upon the shot, so he was rallying 
in turn from the shock of his first sight of the 
grey eyes and the golden hair ; bare-headed 
still, he drew a pace nearer. "But—but I 
fear you may find the time long, and it grows 
late for you to be abroad. If I might dare 
venture—if you could contrive to ride before 
me, you would reach home sooner and be 
spared the waiting." 

" Oh ! " the girl ejaculated. Surveying him 
again, she once more found him handsome, 
gallant, certainly deferential ; and of the 
passionate masked eagerness she suspected 
nothing. There was a spice of audacity in 
her that loved adventure ; the whole of this 
happening was at heart entirely to her taste ; 
her smile was repeated in dancing eyes. 

"You are very obliging, sir," she repeated, 
graciously, " and I own that I have small 
taste for the waiting. But—but I fear the 
mare " 

" She has the easiest of actions, madam, and 
will feel your weight as less than nothing." 

" I should take you from your road, 
and " 

" Indeed, madam, n o ! My road—for an 
hour, at least—is yours. You give me leave ? 
You will c o m e ? " 

Her little gesture had assent in it. Beckon
ing the postilion, she began to deliver direc
tions. The coach must for the night be left 
as it lay ; he must follow, leading the dis
abled horse, at the best pace he might. 
Coventry had turned to the mare, testing the 
girths, seeing that saddle and all were in 
trim. Concluding, he found the girl at his 
shoulder ; from the puckered hood, drawn 
again over her head, he felt rather than saw 
her smile. 

" I have given you no thanks, sir." She 

hesitated. " May I know to whom I offer 
them ? " 

" My name is Coventry, madam. May I 
ask Will you honour me ? " 

" With mine ? Truly you have earned 
that much, Mr. Coventry. I am Pamela 
Graythorne." It may be she secretly thought 
that he also might well have communicated 
more names than one. " If you are ready," 
she said, demurely. 

Coventry mounted ; a little shoe was on 
his boot-tip ; with a spring and a scented 
rustle she was up before him, settled in the 
curve of his arm. A word started the mare, 
and so the ride began. 

From the depths of her crimson hood 
Mistress Graythorne was presently pleased to 
talk with a most gracious ease. Listening, 
Coventry learnt how she had been staying in 
the assize town with her uncle, my Lord 
Justice Crundall, who should have travelled 
with her, but that business at the last moment 
detained him, whence had arisen her own 
late starting upon a journey which should 
have been over before dark came on. How-
he would follow, riding, as speedily as might 
be. How they were to lie at the Hall for 
the night on their way to London. How 
the Justice and " my lord " (not otherwise 
named ; presumably the Hall's master) were 
old friends and vastly fond of each other's 
company, though it was true they could 
scarce meet without hot words, since, while 
the former was loyal to George of Hanover, 
the latter was thought privately to toss a 
glass to the health of the King over the 
water. So the heath was left behind. The 
girl thrust back her hood ; the moonlight 
showed her face dimpling, her grey eyes 
mirthful. 

"You are amused, m a d a m ? " Coventry 
questioned. 

"Yes, to think But, truly, I should 
not laugh," she said, and made, it seemed, an 
effort for gravity. " I have no fear of high
waymen—it is true I never saw one that I 
know—but my uncle dreads them mightily. 
He was set upon and robbed of all he carried 
years ago, and has never forgot it. Should 
he come upon the coach, as it is likely, he 
will surely think " 

" T h a t you have suffered a like fate? 
I trust not, madam. There is the cast 
wheel " 

"Ah , yes. And, truly, the heath seemed 
quiet as a hay-field. But there are tales 
in the town that Galloping Nick, the scamp 
who has made such a stir at Hounslow, is in 
these parts." 
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" I. i'DO, have heard the ta'.k, madam.'"' 
Coventrv s eve glanced for an instant at the 
cuff above his bridie-hand : the wound it 
covered throbbed like a red-hot pulse. " Had 
there been 
that scamp 
or another, 
vou should 
s t i l l h a v e 
been safe," 
h e s a i d , 
quietly. 

" I n d e e d , 
I am grate
ful to know 
it," she as-
su-ei hi-:. 
r . i paused-

The mare, 
a m b l i n g 
comfortably, 
was crossing 
i sheiterizss 
rise, and the 
moon was 
very bright. 
A s s h e 
l o o k e d a t 
h i m , h e r 
f o r e h e a d 
p u c k e r e d 
i u b : o . ; ! v . 
" T r u l y I 
fancied just 
n o w — - " 
she began, 
and stopped 
again. " It 
is not pos
sible that I 
h a v e s e e n 
vou before, 
sir ? " 

• ' V e s , 
m a d a m , " 
said Coven
try, simply. 

" It is not 
a fancy ? " 
She turned 
a little in his 
arm to inspect him more at her ease 
where, s i r ? " 

*• That I cannot say for certain, madam ; 
though I think it was one night when you 
left the playhouse and you waited in the 
porch while your footmen called your coach. 
There was a cry after a cutpurse, some rough 
fellows jostled you, and " 

" Ah. I remember : " she cried. " I i was 
you who scattered ihem—who took me to 
the coach. It was in the light of the 
link - boys torch that I saw you." 

The grey 
e y e s s t i l l 
e x a m i n e d 
him doubt
fully, curi
ously. 'T ru ly 
it is strange 
that 1 shculd 
r e m e m ber 
your face so 
w e l l , ' s h e 
said, frankly, 
" though it 
seems y o u 
also remem
bered mine. 
Eu: ; r : ; ; ; s 
you had seen 
me be fo re , 
s i r ? " 

" M a n y 
t i m e s , 
madam, both 
before and 
after." 

" I s it so? 
Indeed. I did 
not know it." 
s h e s a i d , 
smiling. 

" Xo, ma
dam," assen
ted Coven
try, quietly. 
' ' The road 
b r a n c h e s 
h e r e WiU 
y o u b e 
pleased to 
point out the 
wav to the 
H a l l ? " 

She did so. 
I t presently 
b r o u g h t 
t h e m , b y 
way of some 

tall gates and a lime-flanked drive, before a 
great gabled house that lay silvered ar-d 
shining in the light of the moon. Coventry 
dismounted and helped the girl down. Her 
hands were still in his—her spring to the 
ground had been as light as her spring to 
the saddle— when she gave a cry. 

" Ah. vou are hurt ! " she exclaimed. 

I HAVE NO FEAR OF HIGHWAYÏTEX, SHE SAID." 

" And 
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Her face as she pointed was horrified. The 
bandage that the great gold-laced cuff should 
have hidden had slipped down ; it showed 
wet and red. Coventry laughed, drawing 
back with a gesture of deprecation. 

" A trifle, madam. A flesh wound merely." 
He answered the imperious question of her 
look. " The heath to-night was scarcely so 
quiet as, happily, you thought it." 

"You were set upon? There were 
highwaymen ? " she cried, large-eyed. 

" No less, madam." He shrugged. " Had 
the mare not been fast it might, I think, have 
gone ill with me. Thanks to her pace, I lost 
nothing and have but the trifling hurt you 
see." 

" Trifling ! " Her tone put the inadequacy 
of the word aside. " I should scarcely have 
ridden so easily had I known," she said. 
" You will be pleased to come to the house, 
Mr. Coventry, that it may be dressed. If my 
lord is within he will desire to thank you for 
your service to me. And for myself, I have 
no mind to lose my night's rest in wonder
ing how it has fared with you." 

She turned towards the house ; her gesture 
brooked no denial. Coventry hesitated only 
for a moment before he secured the mare's 
bridle to a convenient lime - branch and 
followed her ; his hour, it seemed, was not 
yet at its ending. In the great upper chamber 
to which she led the way a stout, rustling 
dame, presently appearing in obedience to 
her summons, deftly bathed and bound his 
wounded arm. In the centre of the room, a 
bright blot on its shadowy vastness, a table 
was spread for supper ; among its glitter of 
china and silver a couple of gaudy lackeys 
were placing candles. As the waiting woman 
withdrew and they followed her Coventry 
glanced about him doubtfully. Pamela had 
vanished some minutes before. Had she 
gone to seek my lord ? Was he expected to 
await her return ? Expected or no, to wait 
meant another sight of her ; who but a fool 
would cut short the hour that could have no 
fellow ? With a laugh he threw down cloak 
and hat upon the couch again. It was as he 
did so that the fire of logs upon the hearth 
collapsed and fell together ; the flames roared 
up red, and his eyes caught their first sight 
of a picture above the chimney. 

The portrait of a man. In the crimson 
light the painted figure started out vivid, 
salient, as though it stepped living from the 
frame. Coventry's exclamation left him with 
dry lips ; he caught up a great branching 
candlestick, held it high, peered nearer. A 
lackey, entering with a salver of wine, found 

it set down all awry among the dishes, and 
the gentleman, for whose air of fine coolness 
and ease he had had an observant eye, spoke 
sharply from the gloom beside the hearth. 

" Whose is the picture ? " asked Coventry. 
" Your honour ? " The man was 

doubtful. 
" The picture, man—the painting ! A 

portrait, is it not ? Whose ? " 
" Oh, surely—your honour's pardon—yes. 

It is Mr. Edward." 
" Mr. Edward ?" 
" Mr. Edward Morton, your honour—my 

lord's son." 
" Mr. Edward Morton, my lord's son ! 

Ha ! And who, then, is my lord ? " Coventry 
demanded, coolly. 

" My lord the Earl Quixarvyn, your 
honour." 

" Ha ! Truly I have heard the name ! 
And my lord the Earl Quixarvyn has other 
sons ? " 

" Your honour mistakes, sir ; no. None 
but Mr. Edward. He is the heir." 

The logs blazed again ; once more the 
painted face leaped forward ; Coventry, hands 
linked behind him, stared upward at it and 
laughed. The servant, making an end of his 
business and approaching the door, drew 
back with a deep bow from an entering figure 
that swept him aside with the flick of a 
delicate, lace-ruffled hand. • It advanced 
stepping slowly, haughtily deliberate, and so 
came into the candles' light. Coventry, 
turning about, knew that here was my 
lord. 

In a day when much gluttonous eating 
and copious drinking flushed the faces and 
swelled the girth of most men, my lord 
showed lean and lithe and pale ; as active 
and erect, and, at first sight, in his peach 
velvet, laces, and curled periwig, nearly as 
youthful as a boy. It was only upon a nearer 
view that his ivory-skinned cheeks were seen 
lined, his mouth pinched, his wrinkle-shot 
eyes sunken. For an instant, pausing, he 
stood with his glass poised, then let it fall. 

" Edward ! Is it possible ? My dear 
lad ! " he cried. " Why, truly, the little jade 
Pamela told me " 

In his eager movement he stopped ; his 
extended hands fell. Coventry made a stride 
forward into the light, facing him. 

" No, my lord," he said. 
" Eh ? " My lord stared with dropped 

jaw. Coventry laughed. 
" It is not possible, my lord, that I am 

Mr. Edward Morton, since this is the first 
time that we meet. Though it is a most 
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natural mistake. See ! Did ever two stand 
side by side more like than he and I ? " 

Once more he caught up a candle and 
held it high. Line for line, face, form, 
expression, attitude were repeated in the 

painted figure that again sprang, lifelike, into 
view. My lord looked, gaped, staggered, 
caught at a chair, glaring. Coventry set the 
candle down. 

" It is a most marvellous likeness, as you 
see, my lord," he said, and laughed again. 
" I swear I think there was never the match 
of it, save, it may be, in the Hon. Francis 
Morton, thirty years ago." 

" You — you ! " my lord gasped, 
and, dry - mouthed, was dumb. Coventry 
smiled. 

" You remember, my lord ? It is said, I 
have heard, that he was rake, bully, spend

thrift, gamester, and withal a treacherous, 
lying knave who spared neither man nor 
woman. But doubtless it is a sad scandal, 
and false as the tale that, could my Lord 
Quixarvyn, his father, have left him bare of 
every acre and guinea, it would have pleased 
him mighty well." Once more he laughed. 
"Sure, my lord, you recall him —a monstrous 
fine gentleman who was young and hot and 

" SEE THAT FACE AND MINE, AND DENY IF YOU DARE THAT I AM YOUR SON." 
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must have his way, though it was to be 
bought no cheaper than by honest marriage 
with a gipsy girl ! " 

" It is a lie ! " my lord snarled, and started 
forward, livid. " She—she died ! " 

"Aye—five years ago." He shrugged. 
"Truly it was much too late, my lord, since 
my brother, I think, is scarcely three years 
my younger ! " 

" You lie ! Villain, you lie ! " my lord 
gasped again, and made a furious gesture of 
menace with lifted shaking hands. Coventry 
gripped the thin peach-velvet shoulder. 

" Lie ! " he cried aloud, and pointed to the 
picture. " Look yonder, my lord ! See that 
face and mine, that figure and mine, those 
hands and mine, and deny if you dare that I 
am your son, and the son of the only woman 
who was ever your wife ! Do it while Nature 
cries out the truth and brands you perjurer 
and liar ! " 

My lord, released, staggered down into a 
chair ; he sat staring, the breath whistling 
sharply from his dropped mouth ; fury, hate, 
terror painted his ghastly face. Coventry 
stood below the picture very calm ; his 
passion had fallen to quiet. 

" It is true, my lord," he said, composedly, 
" that you believed my mother dead ; it was 
her will. You were prodigal of curse and 
blow, once your fancy was past, and her 
gipsy blood knew how to hate—knew it the 
better because she had loved you once. 
When you flung her away—your used toy of 
which you were weary—she would have 
starved before she raised a hand to keep 
you, as she would have died of thirst in the 
ditch that was my birthplace rather than take 
a drink of water from your hand. To you, 
therefore, she died. So deep was her hate 
of you that not even for my sake—your heir's 
sake, my lord !—would she live again. No, 
not even though the minister who performed 
the marriage, who held and still holds the 
proofs of it and of my birth, many times 
urged it upon her. For me, she trained me 
to think as she thought, to hate as she hated. 
I have known your name, your rank, no more. 
And I have been content, my lord." 

" A h ! Content ?" My lord half-
started up, a wild, incredulous relief in his 
haggard look of rage and fear, to sink back 
before the other's gesture. Coventry laughed. 

" Have been, my lord," he repeated, coolly. 
" A n d now—now ?" 
" I am your heir, my lord." 
"You—you mean ?" 
" T h a t Mistress Pamela Graythorne is 

beautiful," said Coventry, deliberately. 
Vol ,xl.-70 

An impish devil of mockery had looked 
from his into the wrinkled, furious eyes he 
confronted ; now, as he made a movement 
as though he bowed himself before the name, 
it died ; he stood, it seemed, humble. My 
lord rose up ; his teeth showed in a fierce 
grin. 

" Pamela Graythorne ! " he said, and 
sneered. " Pamela Graythorne, heiress and 
beauty ! Gad, she is vastly honoured by 
the gipsy wench's brat ! Doubtless she has 
but to hear your wooing to be conquered ! " 

" It is as I hope, since the brat is also 
yours, my lord," said Coventry, and laughed. 
" I s the future Earl Quixarvyn less than 
fitting mate and match for the niece of my 
Lord Justice Crundall ? For the rest — 
others of her sex have given me more kind
ness than I asked or wished for ! Since I 
have won not wanting, shall I lose when soul 
and body are set on victory ? Lose when I 
love her as a lost soul may love the thought 
of heaven ? Aye, and before to-day ! It is 
she who is the prize that tempts me—that 
turns even my mother-fed hate sweet. Were 
it otherwise, my brother, I swear, might stand 
in my place as he does now, and I put out 
no hand to stay him ! " 

" And now—now " my lord gasped as 
before. 

" I take my right and win her ! " H e 
laughed again. " In faith, my lord, for one 
thing I thank you, and am your humble 
debtor. Your blood in my veins has made 
an air, a carriage, vastly easy, and women 
think much of such things. Her husband 
shall play the gentleman with the best, trust 
me ! . . . Ah ! She is here ! " 

Flushed and eager, he turned towards the 
door — more than ever his face and the 
painted face above him were one. My lord 
dropped back into the chair ; he sat livid, 
glaring, dumb. Pamela, entering, came 
gleaming through the shadows to the hearth. 
Her cloak was discarded ; diamonds clasped 
her young throat, flashed in the piled gold 
of her hair ; the red fire-glow showed he: 
dazzling. Dimpling grey eyes glancing from 
one to the other, she swept a rustling curtsy 
at the rug's edge. 

" My lord, you have, I hope, thanked Mr. 
Coventry for his service to me? It was the 
luckiest happening that he should cross the 
heath in the nick of time to offer it, since, as 
doubtless he has told you, there were high
waymen afoot. I pray my good uncle does 
not meet with them, for, even though his 
purse should escape, it will go ill with his 
tongue and his temper, and I have no mind 
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to find him prodigal of either." She turned, 
advanced. " I trust, Mr. Coventry, that now 
your hurt has been tended Ah !" 

She cried the ejaculation loudly. A lackey, 
entering after her, had lighted the candles 
clustered above the chimney ; in their sudden 
radiance the picture stood out sharp and 
clear. Her eyes turned—startled, wide, and 
round—from Coventry's to the painted face 
and back again. Meeting them, he smiled, 
with no glance at the helpless, furious face of 
my lord beyond her. The girl gave a gasp 
of wonder. 

" Why—why " she stammered; "sure, 
Mr. Coventry, you—you " 

"Somewhat resemble Mr. Morton? It 
seems so, madam, since you so quickly see 
the likeness." 

" Somewhat ? It is marvellous ! " She 
looked from the one to the other again, then 
laughed. " Indeed, sir, I thought it very 
odd that I should remember your face so 
well, having seen it but once, and then by 
merest chance ; but it is plain now why I 
found it as familiar as my own in the glass. 
In a better light I should have recognized 
the likeness quicker. It is most wonderful !" 

" Is it so ? " Over the golden head—merci
less, audacious, mockingly defiant—he met 
his father's livid stare, and laughed. " But 
surely it is scarce so wonderful, madam, since 
my lord does me the honour to find I am his 
kinsman." 

" Oh !" cried Pamela. She turned briskly 
about. " Indeed, my lord, I did not know 
you had kinsmen of Mr. Coventry's name— 
it is the first, I think, I have heard of such. 
But I am most ready to pardon my cast 
coach-wheel, since it was the means of 
making him known to you." Her regard, 
candid as a child's, was again upon Coventry's 
face. "You are Edward's elder, I think, sir, 
and it may be a little darker of complexion, 
but did he stand here side by side with you 
I protest you might be brothers. Is it not 
so, my lord ? " 

My lord had started up ; his haggard face 
was turned to the shadows. By the girl's 
side Coventry waited, smiling. Would he 
dare answer, dare deny ? Upon the moment's 
silence came the sound of hoofs in the drive 
below, a clatter of stopping, and a great bluff 
voice roared out an order. Diverted, Pamela 
ran to a window, looked down, and turned 
a mischievously sparkling face. 

" I t is my unc le!" she cried. "You will 
find, Mr. Coventry, that if he has seen 
no highwaymen he has fancied a score, and is 
hot toplayjudge, jury,and hangman together!" 

She laughed gaily, and turned to a mirror. 
Coventry watched the recalling of a vagrant 
curl, the adjustment of a rose at her breast. 
By the hearth my lord stood dumb ; the 
firelight showed him rigid, with clenched 
hands and locked mouth. Beyond the door 
the deep voice boomed again ; bowing, a 
lackey flung it open, and my Lord Justice 
Crundall rolled into the room—a huge man, 
stout and tall, with a great, flushed, fleshy 
face, short-sighted, peering eyes, and a curved 
beak of nose set above a heavy jaw and chin. 
As Pamela ran to him he caught her round 
the waist and kissed her. 

" So, child, you had, I hear, a mishap on 
the heath ? It is well you are no worse, and 
I'm vastly obliged to the gentleman who, it 
seems, brought you safe out of it. How d'ye 
do, Frank? Eh, what's here? Ned, is it 
not ? And yet—no—surely ? " 

The Justice paused interrogative, stared 
perplexed. Pamela laughed. 

" No, not Edward, uncle. It is Mr. 
Coventry, who brought me here," she said, 
demurely. 

" Eh ? " said the Justice, and stared again. 
" Faith, these eyes of mine play me strange 
tricks. I protest, Mr. Coventry, that had you 
chosen to vow yourself Ned Morton I must 
needs have believed you. I am your debtor 
for your service to my niece, sir. It is well 
you were there to render it and protect her, 
for here's my Lady Dashwood's coach set 
upon on the heath, and she eased of near 
seventy guineas and jewels worth five 
hundred ! " 

"To-night, uncle? My Lady Dashwood? 
On the heath ? " cried Pamela. 

" Aye, my dear—else I had been here a 
half-hour sooner. Half-way across there was 
a mighty bellowing and crying, which, scent
ing mischief, I followed, and so, just beyond 
the cross-road to Merton, came upon the 
coach rifled, footman and coachman in a 
twitter of fright, my lady near swooning, and 
her woman screeching in a fit. Being 
a-horseback I could do no more than give 
the wench a word or two to quiet her, and 
ride beside my lady to the road. The poor 
soul is nigh distracted at the loss of her 
trinkets, which, she says, are heirlooms, 
though, as I had a mind to tell her, 'twas a 
fool's trick to trust them on the heath no 
better guarded. It seems the knave held his 
pistol to the lackeys' heads while the maid 
turned out her mistress's pockets and stripped 
her of every ring." The Justice turned about, 
his red face redder. " Gad, Frank, had I 
been sooner and caught him, I swear I'd 



BIS HOUR. SSi 

have hanged the scoundrel to the nearest tree 
forthwith, and put a bullet through his rascally 
sconce ! It was that villain, Galloping 
Nick ! " 

" T h a t scamp? Was it so? OfHounslow, 
my lord ? " cried Coventry, quickly. 

" No other, sir, as, with all the insolence 
in life, he told my lady. And the most 
pestilent, dare-devil rogue that a rope ever 
itched for. It was said he was in these parts 
as his old haunts grew too hot to hold him, 
and it seems 'twas true." 

" And my Lady Dashwood would know 
him, uncle ? " asked Pamela, eagerly. 

" His face, no, child—he went masked. 
But she vows she could swear to both his 
bay horse and black cloak. H e rode off with 
a bow as fine as a duke, she told me, though 
it may be scarce with a whole skin, since one 
of the fellows plucked up courage to fire his 
pistol after him and winged him, as he thinks. 
It was vastly well the scoundrel did not come 
your way, niece ! You saw naught ? " 

" Nothing, uncle—no one." With a laugh 
she turned. " Indeed, Mr. Coventry, you 
spoke truly in saying that the heath to-night 
was scarcely so quiet as I thought it ! Sure, 
it must have been this same Galloping Nick 
that wounded you ! " 

" Eh ? " cried the Justice, loudly. " You 
were attacked, sir ? " 

"Scarcely that, my lord—fired upon. It is a 
flesh wound merely. By good luck my mare 
is fast, and I lost nothing and have no worse 
hurt. It was but a few moments before I 
came upon Mistress Graythorne's coach. 
Indeed, madam, it may well have been the 
same, for, from the sight I had of him, I 
think the fellow wore a black cloak. If there 
were others of his kidney afoot I saw none." 

" I t was the same scamp, I make no 
doubt, sir." The Justice, throwing off the 
riding-coat which he still wore, approached 
the table. " Gad ! had my last meal been 
sand my throat could be no drier ! Is the 
supper ready, Frank ? " 

" It has waited for you," said my lord. 
Into the light of the candles he brought a 
rigid face, white as his ruffles ; across them 
again met eyes that challenged and defied 
him. "You will — sup with us, Mr. 
Coventry ? " 

" With great pleasure, my lord," Coventry 
answered, coolly. " I am in no haste—our 
talk can wait your leisure." 

A smile from Pamela directed him to a 
seat beside her. At the air with which he 
bowed and took it the grey eyes glanced in 
involnntary approval. This strange kinsman 

who so marvellously resembled Edward 
Morton was at least as fine a gentleman, 
thought the girl. My lord took his chair 
silently ; my Lord Justice filled a bumper of 
wine, crying out again that his throat was dry 
as powder. His big-voiced talk and booming 
laughter filled up ihe pauses of his devotion 
to plate and tankard. Only when his appe
tite was satisfied did it seem to break upon 
him that his host sat mute. He sat back, 
flushed and ponderous, peering under 
gathered brows at the ivory-white face that 
was fixed as stone. 

"Gad, Frank, but for me, Mr. Coventry 
and Mistress Pamela there would have all the 
talk between them ! You're dumb as a fish, 
man ! " 

Pausing, he glanced at his niece ; his 
voice sank a tone. " Surely there's nothing 
wrong ? " 

"Wha t should be wrong?" my lord grated 
harshly. He poured out wine with a hand 
that shook and drank it, gulping ; his eyes 
were fierce above the goblet-rim. The Justice 
laughed. 

" Faith, nothing, but you look mighty 
glum," he said, and paused again. " You 
have no bad news of Edward ? " 

"None . " 
" There is no chance yet that he is coming 

to England ? " 
" How should he be coming to England ? " 
" That's true. That last proclamation 

makes it plain that since Ormonde's failure 
His Majesty has less of a mind to be gracious 
towards those at St. Germains. And Ned's 
name has the ill-luck to be a known and 
marked one. To return now would be to 
risk jail, if no worse nor more." The two 
were whispering across the table-corner ; a 
trill of laughter from Pamela filled a pause ; 
the Justice sighed gustily. " Well, Frank, 
you know well that I like the boy—it is not 
alone for his own sake that I would choose 
he were loyal to George, who is safe on 
the throne, rather than to James, who will 
never come near it. Aye—I know it is not 
your belief, but it is mine, and time will show 
which of us is in the right. I would the lad 
would make submission to His Majesty, and 
forsake a cause that is hopeless. That he 
is so staunch a Jacobite is all that I have 
against him, though, truly, that your heir 
should follow your way is natural enough." 

My lord sat dumb ; his eyes glared across 
the table from a livid face ; his frown was 
black. The Justice turned in his chair, 
raising his great voice. 

" It is but churlish to talk of the absent 
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and do no more," he said, briskly. " I call a 
toast, Frank." 

" A toast ? " my lord muttered. 
"Aye—to the health of a brave lad and 

honest gentleman. Fill your glass, Mr. 
Coventry. Come—a bumper to Mr. Morton, 
my lord's son and heir ! " 

He filled his glass and stood up. Coventry, 
doing the like, rose too, pale and with eyes 
very bright. 

" Faith, my lord," he said, and laughed, " it 
is a toast I had not hoped to hear drunk to
night, though none could be more welcome. 
If Mistress Pamela will also deign to honour 
it " 

H e flushed as Pamela, with a radiant, 
blushing smile, held out her glass, standing at 
his side ; for the moment his dark beauty was 
a goodly match for hers. The Justice 
chuckled, glancing round at my lord and 
back again. 

" Honour it ! " he cried. " Aye, I warrant 
her ! Faith, Frank, were Mistress Pamela as 
wise as I wish her, Ned might well sit by 
while we empty. But I swear that in her 
heart I think the little jade is near as fierce a 
Jacobite as her lover !" 

From Coventry's glass, set roughly down, 
the wine slopped over ; white, staring, he 
swung round with a hoarse ejaculation, 
clutching the table-corner. A louder cry 
came from the Justice ; his bluff laugh 
stopped half-uttered ; his great hand shot 
out, pounced upon the other's and gripped 
it tight. Close, his short-sighted eyes were of 
the keenest ; he peered at it near, stooping ; 
his dropped glass smashed on the table, and 
a red puddle dyed the cloth. 

" By the Lord Harry," he cried out, " it is 
Sir Charles Meredith's black pearl ! I'll 
swear to it ! The ring that was stolen from 
him at pistol-point a year ago at Hounslow ! 
Stolen by the same dare-devil villain that 
had my Lady Dashwood's money and jewels 
on the heath to-night ! Stolen by Galloping 
Nick ! " 

He stared round the table, his broad, florid 
face almost purple. My lord had started up, 
Pamela given a cry. The Justice struck the 
table a swinging blow. 

" It is the same ! " he cried again. " I say 
I'll swear to it. The ring stolen by the high
wayman, Galloping Nick ! . . . You were 
on the heath to-night, sir ! You were shot in 
the arm before you met with my niece ! And, 
by the Lord, there was a bay mare tethered a 
hundred yards from the door—I marked it ! 
You scoundrel, it was you ! You are the 
man ! " 

"Uncle—no, n o ! His cloak was whi te !" 
cried Pamela. 

Coventry had freed himself with a wrench 
and stepped back. For an instant his blazing 
eyes flashed round the great room, measuring 
distance to windows and door. Then he 
looked at the girl and bowed to her. 

" U p o n one side only, madam," he said, 
quietly ; " it is black the other. I have 
found the change a vast convenience before 
to-night." He looked at the Justice with a 
shrug. " Faith, my Lord Justice, you have 
me—Galloping Nick and no other ! Here's 
proof to the truth of it ! " 

The guineas rolled among the dishes as he 
flung them down in handfuls ; the jewels lay 
gleaming in the red patch the spilt wine had 
made. Pamela, speechless and bewildered, 
stared blankly at the glittering things and the 
rolling coins ; my lord, leaning forward on 
his hands, glared across the table with a face 
not less white than hers. But the Justice 
flushed redder. 

" You villain ! " he exploded. " You're 
Galloping Nick—and you own it, do you? 
The rogue that Tyburn gallows and Ketch's 
rope have been waiting for this three years ! 
You may swear to it that they'll not wait 
longer, for, as I'm alive, you shall hang 
before the month is out ! " 

A stride took him to where his riding-coat 
lay ; in a trice he had whipped out a pistol. 
With a scream of terror and horror the girl 
sprang between—she stood as though of her 
slender body she would have made a shield. 
Coventry gently put her aside. 

" My Lord Justice will scarcely butcher 
me before you, madam," he said, coolly ; 
"and, indeed, I think would vastly rather 
give me rope than bullet. . . . Well, I have 
played out my hour, have held you in my 
arms, talked with you, sat at your side—your 
equal. It is worth the price ! " Her caught 
hand was still in his ; he kissed it and 
stepped back to the table, lifting his glass. 
" Were it not so," he cried aloud, and glanced 
once at the pallid, wide-eyed face staring 
beyond the candles' light, " I would drink 
destruction to the man to whom I owe it 
that since I came wailing into this black 
world I have known no voice to counsel me, 
no guide to set my feet on an honest path, 
no hand to bar one of the hundred open 
doors that wooed me the hangman's way ! 
But since you love him, as it seems you do, 
I drink rather to Mr. Edward Morton, my 
lord's son and heir ! " The glass smashed as 
he flung it down—he turned about. " O u t 
of the way, my lord ! Without doubt I shall 



hang in the end —what else? But it will take 
more than a pistol to keep me here to-night ! " 

Before the rapid, desperate force of his 
advance the Justice involuntarily gave back a 
step ; he passed, made for the door, and 

stopped. Footsteps were without ; a hand 
fumbled at the lock; it was flung open; a 
vague figure swayed upon the threshold and 
stumbled in. A hoarse, choked sound came 

from my lord as he started up, and the room 
rang to Pamela's loud cry. 

" Edward !" she screamed. 
She sprang and caught at the reeling man 

as he staggered into the light. His riding-

coat was torn open ; on the white shirt 
beneath a patch showed red as the spilt wine. 
At sight of it she screamed again, and my 
lord gave a cry near as shrill. With an oath, 
letting the pistol fall, the Justice threw a 
great arm round his shoulder, steadying him 
to a chair. 

" Ned ! Why, sure, you're wounded, lad ! " 
"A shot. Hush, sweet—it is naught—I 

scarcely feel it," he gasped. "They are 
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hot-foot on my heels, a troop of horse, unless 
by good luck I gave them the slip on the 
heath." 

" Horse ? King's men ? " exclaimed the 
Justice, loudly. 

"George's. I come from the King." 
" From James ? " cried my lord. 
" Yes ; I carry letters from him to my 

Lord Bolingbroke. 'Tis a secret mission, 
but betrayed—the Lord knows how. They 

were in wait for me this side Cardington 
village—a full score. I broke away, and they 
gave chase. But that I was hit by one of 
their bullets I had kept on, but I durst 
not run the chance of their finding the 
papers. It would be ruin to His Majesty's 
project as sure as it is death to me if I am 
taken." 

" Death 1 " Pamela gasped. " Edward ! " 
" No less, since it is known, it seems, what 

brings me. But I am not taken, sweet, nor, 
I hope, will be. If, having lost my trace, 
they keep the road to London, there is no 
fear. The letters, sir—lock them away. By 
good luck I got in unseen, and the servants, 
knowing naught, can tell no more ; but I had 

best be in hiding, for should the fellows have 
wit to turn this way, as may well happen, and 
have a mind to search the house " 

Pamela gave a cry, flinging her arms about 
him, turning a blank white face of terror. 
The sound that suddenly broke upon the 
night stillness was not to be mistaken—the 
beat of distant, rapidly advancing hoofs. 
With a swing of his huge body the Justice 
was at a window ; he flung up the sash, 

peered out, and swung about again, his ruddy 
cheeks paling. 

" By the Lord, it is the rascals ! " he cried. 
" The letters, Frank ; hide them, or maybe it 
is more than one will swing for this night's 
work ! Quickly, Ned, lad, for they will be 
here in three minutes or less." 

The words ended in an oath of dismay. 
The packet for which Edward had groped in 
his breast fell as he staggered to his feet ; he 
grasped at the table-edge, reeling — would have 
dropped, but that, as the girl clutched at him, 
Coventry, with a stride, caught him from her, 
lifted and laid him down upon the couch, 
insensible. The door had been free, but he 
had not moved to it, had not turned his eyes 
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from her. She flung herself down upon her 
knees, started up again, and shook the 
Justice's arm wildly. The beat of hoofs was 
nearer. 

" T h e y are close !" she cried, distractedly. 
" They will enter—search the house—take 
him ! And 'tis death, death ! Oh, save him, 
uncle—save him ! Edward—Edward ! " 

Crouched over the swooning man, she 
moaned. Again it seemed that she would 
have made of herself a shield. Coventry 
looked at her, looked at the Justice, threw up 
his head, and laughed. 

" They shall not enter, madam, or take 
him—trust me." In a flash he was at the 
window and back again. " They are at 
the gates ! Quick, my lord—help me ! His 
coat !" 

" His coat ? " the Justice echoed. " You— 
you mean " 

" That it is better you help to save your 
niece's lover from the hangman than twist 
my neck in the rope, my lord, and that it is 
vastly lucky I bear his face and figure. My 
mare's below. They shall see me leave by 
the window. If I reach her and get clear, 
faith, they lose Mr. Morton ! If I am caught 
they shoot Mr. Morton, and there's an end 
of it and of all ! Quick, or it will be too late." 

On his knee by the couch he half raised 
the unconscious figure ; with the Justice's 
mechanically-given aid drew the coat away, 
replaced his own with it, and threw off 
the curled periwig, showing the crisp, 
cropped, dark hair beneath—hair but a shade 
deeper than that upon the pillow. My 
lord had fallen into a chair, fumbling 
with the packet ; he stared dumb from a 
dazed, grey face, a figure collapsed, helpless, 
shrunken, piteous, and suddenly old. Pamela 
had struggled to her feet ; incredulity, horror, 
and bewilderment were wide in her terrified 
eyes. 

" They—they will kill you 1 " she gasped. 
" M a d a m , if so it is better than the rope." 

With a rapid disarrangement of shirt and 
vest, matching that of the insensible man to 
a hair, he took the pistols from his cloak, 
thrust them into his belt, and turned to the 
girl again. The Justice standing by, con

founded, overborne, noted his high, bright 
smile, and spoke of it after. " Oh, if my 
life is lost, think of it, I beg you, as of a 
thing as worthless as it was freely given. 
And if it is ever in your heart to thank me 
for the saving of your lover's, believe if 
you can that once—I swear to it 1—I might 
have made as honest and brave a gentleman ! " 

For an instant the hand that had lain on 
his brother's breast rested upon his father's 
sunk head. It may be that in the touch 
there was pardon. Then, as swiftly, he was 
at the window and threw it wider ; his knee 
was on the sill as the advancing sound of 
hoofs and voices broke into clamour below, 
followed by a battery of blows upon the 
door, and a voice called a hoarse command 
to open in the name of the King. He 
sprang out upon the balcony and looked 
down. Gleams of scarlet and steel were 
bright in the light of the moon. To reach 
the mare he must cross the broad space a 
bare score of yards away—he would be seen. 
Clinging to stonework, trellis, ivy, he lowered 
himself hand over hand, dropped, sprang up, 
and ran. A tumult of shouts arose behind 
him, and a rattle of running feet. He swung 
about and emptied his pistols into the huddle 
of rushing figures. A struck horse fell 
screaming, its rider pitched forward ; another 
man fell, but the rest were upon him and 
their swords were out. He flung away the 
useless weapons and ran upon them with 
arms extended and clutching hands ready— 
the gripped and guided blades went home. 

The piercing cry of horror that rang out 
from above was to Coventry the last of his 
hour. Pamela, uttering it, reeled from the 
window, her palms against her eyes. 

" H e is down!" she screamed. " T h e y 
have murdered him—murdered him ! " 

She dropped beside her lover and crouched 
there, moaning, shuddering. My lord stumbled 
to his feet and rushed to the window. He 
thrust forth a ghastly face. 

" Villains ! " he shrieked, shrilly, and with 
a frenzied hand menaced the group gathered 
about the fallen figure that in the moonlight 
lay motionlessly still. " Butchers ! Mur
derers ! You have killed my son ! " 



The A r t of Quick Change, 
H O W IT IS DONE. 

A Talk with Mr. R. A. Roberts. 

NYONE who has seen Mr. 
Roberts on the stage in any 
of his sketches will readily 
credit him when he says that 
among his audiences there 
are always many who abso
lutely refuse to believe the 

truth of the statement which they find on 
their programmes to the effect that all the 
characters in the sketch are played by him. 

" A number of people," said the clever 
protean artiste, " regard me, I know, as an 
especially impudent though possibly a clever 
impostor. Many, indeed, have gone to the 
trouble of writing to tell me so. Not long 
since a man sent his card round to me after 
witnessing one of my performances and asked 
if I would give him a short interview ; he 
said he was greatly interested in my work, 
and would very much like to ask me a few 
questions about it. 

" I may say that I receive messages of this 
sort sometimes from lunatics, people who 
are collecting money for various objects, and 
other undesirable visitors, so I do not as a rule 
see stray callers, but in this instance I did so. 
Something, I think, in the tone of the man's 
message appealed to me. I liked the expres
sion 'greatly interested in your work.' We 
talked for about half an hour ; as a matter of 
fact I did most of the talking, and my visitor 
listened very attentively to all I had to say 
regarding my methods of work. He arose 
at last, and said thoughtfully as he did so, 
' And you really play all these characters 
yourself? ' I nodded my head. He broke 
into a quiet laugh. ' Just fancy,' he said, as 
we shook hands, and then added, ' How you 
manage to keep all their mouths shut off 
the stage is what puzzles me.' And so he 
departed (mite convinced that I was a liar of 
the first magnitude, and nothing I could 
have said or done would have made him 
believe that I was telling him the truth. 

" I remember once some years ago telling 
a man that I could take off my coat and 
waistcoat in a second. He refused to believe 
me, so I offered to do this simple and 
elementary exercise in the art of quick 
change then and there. I would not bet 

about the matter because I was absolutely 
certain that I should win, and this greatly 
annoyed him, and made him all the more 
certain I could not do as I said ; well, I gave 
him a chronometer and, standing up before 
him, got my coat and waistcoat off in the 
specified time. I did this three times, and 
then he declared that I could not do it with 
his coat on. This turned out to be rather an 
unfortunate suggestion—for him. I put on 
his coat and waistcoat, and took them off in 
a second, but owing perhaps to the fact that 
the waistcoat was a trifle too small for me I 
ripped it down one side, and, worse still, sent 
a gold watch which was in one of the 
pockets flying into a corner of the room. 
However, I tried to console the owner of 
the damaged articles by reminding him that I 
had saved him the five pounds he wanted to 
wager, which he would have lost had I taken 
his bet." 

The fact is there really is no very great 
mystery about the manner in which Mr. 
Roberts accomplishes his various quick 
changes. H e has certainly discovered 
methods, in some instances only after years 
of experimental work, by which certain 
changes of costume and make-up can be 
made with extreme rapidity. These methods 
are, however, for the most part simple enough 
in themselves ; though in some of his later 
productions they are rather more complex 
and ingenious ; but Mr. Roberts as a protean 
artiste employs no tricks. You may examine 
all or any of the hundreds of garments and 
costumes he wears on the stage and you will 
see that they are all genuine, and in none 
will you find any device which could aid 
him in getting them rapidly on or off, and 
he never wears one dress over another. 

Every time he comes on the stage when 
playing in any of his sketches, Mr. Roberts 
has, whilst off, changed his clothes and entire 
make-up. The average time he takes to 
effect a change is two and a half seconds. 
In a few instances he takes ' three or four 
seconds. When he was playing at the 
Palace Theatre some years ago, during Mr. 
Morton's management, Mr. Roberts used to 
make all his changes at the back of the stage 
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without s u c h 
shelter as he 
now insists on 
having, and Mr. 
M o r t o n fre
quently would 
b r i n g d o w n 
some of his 

friends to see the artiste at work behind the 
scenes. Among the visitors were the late Mr. 

Clement Scott, Mr. Hooley, the Maharajah of 
Mysore, and many others. The visitors would see 
an old woman come off the stage, and as she did 
so her garments would drop from her, leaving a 
man clad in tights. Then the man executed some 
movements with extraordinary rapidity amid a 
group of assistants, and from them he flashed out 
a dapper young man in modern garb, and was 
again on the stage three seconds after he left it. " It 
is the work of the evil one," was the Maharajah's 
comment, who stood the whole evening watching 
Mr. Roberts make every change in his sketch. 

" I now require," said Mr. Roberts, " to 
have the entire stage to myself and under 
my control during my performance, and 
have backings and a shelter put up all round 
it. I make, as a matter of fact, all my changes 
in the dark. Every change is so thoroughly 
well rehearsed and practised by myself and my 
assistants that I can do this quite readily." 

Briefly, here is the manner in which 
Mr. Roberts prepares and rehearses a set 

of quick changes. First of all 
he plays a sketch right through 
at home with the assistance of 
Mrs. Roberts, who, it may be 
noted, is his chief dresser and 



g e n e r a l stage-
manage r . He 
has also the ser
vices of another 
assistant. The 
t i m e e a c h 

change takes 
t o m a k e 
without exer
c i s ing any 
special haste 
is noted ; it 

o may be from 
five to seven 
m i n u t e s in 
each c a s e . 

Then begins the work of bringing the time 
down to as many seconds, and finally to the 
lightning speed of a couple of seconds or 
less. This is done by no more recondite 
art than long and constant practice. It took 
Mr. Roberts two years, practising eight hours 
a day, before he could make all the changes 
in Dick Turpin in the average time of three 
seconds each. The change from Turpin to 
Old Sally occupied eight minutes the first 
time he tried it at his own home. When he 
produced the sketch he could make the 
change in two seconds and three-quarters. 

One difficulty was getting off Turpin's 
clothes. He tried this in several ways, and 
at length hit upon the method shown in one 
of our illustrations. He flings himself down 

on a seat on leaving the stage, and in less 
than a second his two "dressers" have 
removed all Turpin's clothes. Then comes 
a jump into Old Sally's dress; her wig is 
put on by one dresser while the dress is 
fastened behind by the other, the last 
pull to the apron - strings being actually 

given as Old Sally makes her entrance on 
the stage. 

" Quickly as we work off the stage," said 
Mr. Roberts, " it would really be impossible 
to do these very rapid changes unless I was 
able to get through a certain amount of the 
work involved by the change whilst I am 
actually on the stage. In the case, for 
example, of my change from Turpin to Old 
Sally, whilst I am on the stage as Turpin I 
alter the lines on my face with my fingers, 
and at the moment 1 go off I am practically, 
so far as my face is concerned, ' m a d e u p ' 
for the part of Old Sally. The audience do 
not suspect that I am doing anything of the 
sort, but to distract their attention from 
myself at such moments is one of the hardest 
and most vitally important parts of my work. 
A friend who has often watched me on pur
pose to see if he could detect me doing any
thing of this sort on the stage has never been 
able to do so except once, when he noticed 
me unbuttoning my waistcoat before going 
off the stage as the Major in ' Ringing the 
Changes.' I do not know whether anvone 
else ever did so, but I have been extremely 
careful how I do it ever since," 



In the sketch just mentioned, Mr. Roberts 
makes one of his most rapid changes. H e 
leaves the stage as the garrulous and bibulous 
landlady and comes on again in one and a 
fifth seconds as the smart-looking young 
solicitor who is just about to start for a race-
meeting. How this change is made may be 

seen from our illustrations, and it will 
convey some idea of the speed at 
which Mr. Roberts works if the reader 
bears in mind that the movements 
shown in the photographs are got ' 
through in one and a fifth seconds. 
Before he leaves the stage in the 
character of a landlady he loosens the 
string in the dress and removes all 
the lines from his face. By the time 
the door closes on him the landlady's 
garments are off and he is half-way 
through the change ; the time it 
occupies is reckoned from the moment 
the door closes on Mr. Roberts making 
his exit in the character of the land
lady. 

With every movement timed to the 
fraction of a second it is scarcely 
necessary to say that no allowance 
can be made for any fumbling or the 
slightest mistakes on the part of Mr. 

Roberts's assistants. They must be as deft 
and rapid in their own way as the artiste 
is in his ; but human hands cannot be 
expected to work with the absolute accuracy 
of a machine, and on a few occasions 
the inevitable hitch has occurred. Once 
at the Palace Theatre, when Mr. Roberts was 
playing " Ringing the Changes," the coat he 

wears when playing the 
part of the Irish car
man was left out by a 
dresser with one of the 
sleeves turned in, and 
by some unaccountable 
oversight neither Mrs. 
Roberts nor the other 
dresser, who examine 
every garment carefully, 
noticed the turned-in 
sleeve until Mr. Roberts, 
in l u s h i n g t h r o u g h 
the change, drove his 

(3) Then comes a jump into Old Sally's dress \ 
her wig is put on by one " dresser," while the 
dress is fastened behind by the other, the last 

pull to the apron-strings being given a s ^ 

From a Photograph. 

(4) Old Sally appears on the stage two seconds and three-
quarters after Dick Turpin has left it. 

From a PhotograpK 



h a n d a g a i n s t it. 
The sleeve was put 
right like a flash, 
but the artiste was 

completely upset by 
the incident, and all 
he could do was to 
sit down and " say 
things " (to use his 
own expression) to 
his assistants, and cut 
out the part of the 
carman that night. 

But a hitch that 
had rather more pain
ful consequences was 
one that o c c u r r e d 
quite recently when 

he was playing "Cruel Coppinger." Some 
fresh lining had been put into the sleeves 
of Coppinger's coat by a dresser in rather 
a hurry, and she left her needle in it. When 
Mr. Roberts plunged his arms into the 
garment the needle drove up to the eye into 
his arm, causing him the most excruciating 
pain, but the incident did not delay him for 
the fraction of a second. He was on the 
stage exactly on time, and went through the 
remaining part of the sketch and several 
other changes with the needle in his arm. 
On another occasion, in the same sketch, 
a dresser pulled a belt round Mr. Roberts's 
waist several inches tighter than he ought to 
have done. The artiste went on the stage, 
and though in agonies got through the part 
all right, but when he came off he fainted. 

This happened fortunately at the conclusion 
of the sketch, but Mr. Roberts was unable to 
make his usual quick change into evening 
clothes, which he does at the end of every 
performance. The time occupied in making 
this particular change varies in each sketch, 

as Mr. Ro
berts can do 
it q u i c k e r 
from s o m e 
c h a r a c t e r s 
than others, 
and a good 
deal also de
pends upon 
the manner 
in which the 
sketch ends. 
I n " C r u e l 
Coppinger," 
for example, 
the pirate is 
off the stage 
f o r t h r e e 
seconds be
fore he re
turns to make 
his bow in 
dressclothes. 
The in i t i a l 
movement in 
the change is 
the same as 
in the change 
from Turpin 
to Old Sally. 
T h e t w o 
m o v e m e n t s 
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shown in our illustration are got through whilst 
Mr. Roberts is rushing to make his entrance 
from the wings. It took him three years' 
practice with Mrs. Roberts and another 
assistant to finish this change as he runs from 
the place of his last exit to the wings. So 
difficult is this change that Mr. Roberts makes 
it a rule never to let a day pass, even when 
on his holidays, without practising it once 
or twice, for fear he or his assistant should 
lose in the least degree the rapidity of action 
which they have acquired. 

Mr. Roberts prepares his sketches with 
very considerable care, and most of the 
characters in them are from life studies. He 
found, for example, the woman that inspired 
Old Sally in a lunatic asylum. 

He met the man that inspired the character 
of the solicitor by chance at dinner in a 
restaurant, and " Red Gorge " has been 
known to him for many years in the shape 
of an old sailor in Scarborough. 

Recently he spent the whole day going 
over Dartmoor prison in search of material 
for a character for a new sketch he has 
in view, but was not successful in getting any 
inspiration from the convicts he came across. 
But he had a curious and rather dramatic 
experience nevertheless. A gang of convicts 
passed him returning from work ; they all 
looked straight before them as they marched 
briskly towards the cells, guarded on either 
side by a squad of warders. 

" I just caught a glimpse of the full face of 
one who had turned his head for an instant 
in our direction," said Mr. Roberts. "Seven 
years ago I had sat opposite that man at 
dinner. He was then a gay, careless, kind-
hearted youth who had come in for a bit of 
money, and was spending it as fast as he 
could. He disappeared, and I often had 
wondered what had become of him. 

" I subsequently learnt that he was serving 
a sentence of five years for obtaining money 
under false pretences. 

" I had rather an amusing experience some 
years ago when I was preparing ' Ringing the 
Changes ' for production. I heard that there 
was a lady who presided over a certain ser
vants' registry office near Oxford, who was 
just the sort of person that would make a 
splendid study for the character of the land
lady in my sketch. I accordingly went into 
the office one day to see her. Well, in 
appearance she was short and very fat, and 
bore no resemblance to the sort of landlady 
I had in my mind, but that was a small 
matter. My friend who told me about 
her no doubt meant to convey that in her 

mannerisms and conversations I should find 
some useful material for the development of 
the landlady's part. I opened the conver
sation by making an inquiry about the 
possibilities of obtaining a reliable cook, and 
from that branched into various other topics. 
In the middle of our conversation she 
suddenly turned from the desk where she 
was sitting and said, ' Now, I wonder, is 
your name Roberts ? ' 

" 1 was too taken aback to deny it. 
' Well, that is strange,' she said, looking 
modestly down at her feet, ' because a 
gentleman who was in here the other day on 
business said he was a fortune-teller, and 
told me that in a short time I might expect 
to be married for the third time to a gentle
man who was soon coming to see me and 
that ' But I simply fled. Of course, 
it was obvious that my friend who told me 
to go to the registry office had played one 
of his little jokes at my expense." 

Mr. Roberts, in the beginning of his 
career, had to contend against as adverse 
fortune as anyone in his profession has ever 
gone through ; but his early experiences 
have, as he remarked, no special bearing on 
the subject matter of this article. 

Yet it may not be out of place to relate 
one little incident which befell him when he 
came to London nearly twenty-five years 
ago without a penny in his pocket. 

He had picked up an engagement at the 
Waterloo Rooms as an entertainer at one 
guinea a performance, which was never paid 
him. At the end of his first performance a 
gentleman and lady asked to be introduced 
to him, and they invited him to their flat to 
supper. Mr. Roberts had been twenty-four 
hours without food, so he did not hesitate 
about accepting the invitation. " It was a 
most enjoyable meal," said Mr. Roberts, "and 
I made a very big one ; my host's little son, a 
keenly intelligent boy of thirteen, sat opposite 
to me and talked a great deal about the 
theatre. He told me he had made up his mind 
to go on the stage. I stayed at the house of 
my kind entertainers, who knew nothing about 
my circumstances, until long after midnight. 
As I bid them good-night, and glanced round 
at the pretty supper-table and bright fire 
in the grate, my heart sank, for" I had 
nowhere to go that night. I slept, as a 
matter of fact, on the Embankment, and it 
was freezing terribly hard. The little boy 
who was so stage-struck has since become 
known to the world as Granville Barker, and 
recently he told me he remembered the 
Waterloo Rooms very well." 
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F you could only do papa 
some great service," said 
Miss Benweed, pensively ; 
" something—you know— 
which would make him 
feel that he was under a 
tremendous obligation to 

you—so tremendous that he could refuse 
nothing you asked for—I believe that would 
help things along a lot." 

" I 'm sure it would," assented the young 
man at her side. He gazed at Miss Benweed 
as if lost in admiration of her ingenuity. 
" What a clever little woman you are to 
think of a thing like that ! " 

" Now Claude, dear, you really must try and 

" A S THINGS ARE, YOU KNOW, IT WOULD BE HOPELESS TO 
PAPA'S CONSENT TO OUR ENGAGEMENT." 

be sensible for a few minutes," was the clever 
little woman's injunction when the prolonged 
tribute to her intellectual powers which he 
insisted upon paying had at last come to 
an end. Claude dear, whose surname was 
Whistlemore, knitted his brows and put his 
tie straight, as an indication that he was 
once more in full possession of his faculties. 
Miss Benweed went on :— 

" As things are, you know, it would be 
hopeless to ask for papa's consent to our 
engagement. You would never get it." 

" Not much ! " was the emphatic reply. 
" What I should get would be the sack." 

" Very well, then, you must do something," 
rejoined Miss Benweed, very decidedly. 
"You must make papa your debtor for life — 
somehow. Now what do you think would be 
a good thing to do ? " 

Claude considered. No doubt there aie 
plenty of ways in which a junior clerk can 

do his employer an incalculable 
service ; but somehow they did 
not exactly leap to the mind. Miss 
Benweed tapped her foot im
patiently. She was rather dis
appointed at the lack of readiness 

displayed by her lover. 
It seemed to her that 
having been given the 
main outline of so 
brilliant a scheme he 
ought not to have 
found it difficult to fill 
in the mere details. 

" Couldn't you go 
to papa with some 
clever idea by which 
he could make a great 
deal of money ? " she 
suggested. 

" Oh, yes, I could 
go to him," admitted 
Claude, though in no 
very enthusiastic tone. 
He was trying to draw 
a mental picture of 
himself approaching 
Violet's father with a 
c l e v e r i d e a , a n d 
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somehow it did not come out very well. Mr. 
Benweed was a large merchant in every 
sense of the term, and somewhat abrupt 
in his treatment of those whom he sus
pected, rightly or wrongly, of trying to waste 
his time. 

" Or how would it be "—there seemed to 
be no limit to the fertility of Miss Benweed's 
invention—" how would it be if you were to 
save papa's life at the risk of your own ? " 

" I think I like your other idea best," said 
Claude, after weighing them both very care
fully in his mind. " Of course, this notion of 
saving your father's life at the risk of my own 
is very good—very good indeed ; but the other 
strikes me as more practicable. Mind you, 
I shall keep my eyes open, and if a real good 
chance comes along for me to lay down my 
life for his, I shall snap it up, you may 
depend upon that. But your other scheme 
is the one I shall really concentrate my 
attention on, and work up for." 

" Darling boy ! " cooed Miss Benweed, 
convinced by his earnest tones that he really 
meant to make a big effort to place their love 
affairs upon a more satisfactory footing. 

As the daughter of one of our foremost 
leather-sellers, Violet Benweed ought certainly 
to have looked higher than a junior clerk in 
her father's counting-house. If her father 
had known that she was secretly engaged to 
Claude Whistlemore there would probably 
have been an unparalleled convulsion on the 
leather market. Mr. Benweed had a poor 
opinion of the young gentlemen whom he 
employed as junior clerks, and marked it by 
the salaries which he paid them. Indeed, it 
was to that very circumstance that Claude 
owed his introduction to the adorable 
Violet. Having a premonition that young 
Whistlemore was working up to ask for an 
increase of salary, Mr. Benweed hastily in
structed his wife to ask the boy to her annual 
garden-party. It seemed to Mr. Benweed that 
a clerk who has been loaded with hospitality 
and admitted to the exalted society of his 
employer's friends could hardly have the 
effrontery to bring forward the question of a 
rise for a long time to come. 

Violet, inclined at first to be a little cold to 
a person whom her father had explained in a 
loud whisper to be "only one of the young 
men from the office, my dear," took very 
kindly to Claude when she discovered that 
he was the second cousin of the popular 
musical-comedy actress for whom it was the 
ambition of Miss Benweed's life to be 
mistaken. After Claude had told her that 
when he saw her first it gave him quite a 

shock (" I really thought you were Gertie, 1 
did, indeed, Miss Benweed "), she came to the 
conclusion that he was one of the nicest 
young men she had ever met. 

After that, things progressed until they 
reached a point at which, as we have seen, 
it became necessary to " d o something" 
which would lead Mr. Benweed to suppose 
that Claude Whistlemore was just the sort of 
fellow he wanted for a son-in-law. 

Claude's earlier efforts to earn the undying 
gratitude of Violet's papa were not quite so 
successful as he could have wished. 

One day, at a crowded street crossing, he 
made a bold attempt to save his employer's 
life by pulling him quickly back by the coat-
tails out of the path of an impending motor-
bus. Unfortunately, in his zeal, Claude 
omitted to look where he was going, with 
the result that he caught his heel on the 
edge of the kerb, and succeeded in pre
cipitating both himself and Mr. Benweed 
into a large collection of liquid mud, which 
an industrious street-cleaner had just been 
making. Few men place the preservation of 
an immaculate appearance before life itself ; 
but Mr. Benweed—to judge by his remarks 
while he was being helped up out of the mud 
—was apparently one of the few. 

" Dash it all, sir, I saved your life ! " pro
tested Claude, in an injured tone. 

"Saved my life be hanged!" spluttered 
Mr. Benweed, his articulation a little impaired 
by the mouthfuls of mud he had involuntarily 
imbibed. " Ruined a brand-new suit and a 
silk hat which I paid a guinea for only this 
morning—that's what you've done ! Do you 
think I don't know enough to get out of 
the way of a bus without your help—you 
blundering young ass, you ? Don't you 
dare take such a liberty as to try and save 
my life again ! Infernal presumption ! " And 
with that Mr. Benweed clambered into a 
cab, leaving the mud-plastered Claude to 
grapple with the problem of how to get 
himself clean enough to keep an appoint
ment in half an hour's time with Violet. 

His next essay at acting as Mr. Benweed's 
guardian-angel was even less satisfactory. 

" If it had been anybody but Mr. 
Rosenblitz!" sighed Violet, as she listened 
to the story of the base ingratitude displayed 
by her father, when Claude, seeing a flashily-
dressed man abstracting the contents of 
Mr. Benweed's tail-pockets while the latter 
was waiting at a street-corner, had sprung 
upon the thief and borne him with a crash 
to the ground. 

" It 's Mr. Rosenblitz that papa gets all his 



tips about investments from," she went on 
tearfully to explain. " But now he's so stuffy 
over the knocking about you gave him—he 
was stunned, you know—that it's doubtful if 
he will ever put papa on to anything good 
again. Of course, I know you meant well, 
darling, but it's so difficult 
to make papa understand." 

" Yes, I noticed that," 
said Claude, grimly, as the 
more salient features of 
the conversation he had 
enjoyed with Mr. Benweed 
after the episode in ques
tion recurred to his mind 

I 

" He seemed to think that I ought to 
have known that a man who was picking 
his pockets was one of the largest operators 
on the rubber market." 

Miss Benweed kissed the bump, larger 
than a pigeon's egg, which stood on Claude's 
forehead as a monument to his well-meant 
efforts to be helpful. 

" Don't you know, you silly boy," she said, 

" tha t picking one another's pockets is sup
posed to be a great joke on the Stock 
Exchange ? " 

" O h , is i t ? " This was a piece of news. 
" Well, all I can say is that I think it's very 
bad form to introduce shop into one's jokes." 

After this second faux pas, Claude made 
jp his mind that in future, when what looked 
like a rosy chance to do Mr. Benweed a 
;ervice presented itself, he would not be in 
too great a hurry to seize it. That was why, 
when he found a burglar busy at the big safe 
in Mr. Benweed's office, he was so very 
;areful, before he did anything, to satisfy 
himself that there could be no mistake. 

" H E SUCCEEDED IN PRECIPITATING ROTH HIMSELF AND MR. BENWEED INTO A LARGE 
COLLECTION OF LIQUID MUD." 
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He was all alone in the office when he 
made the discovery. The other clerks had 
gone home a trifle earlier than usual owing 
to the fact that Mr. Benweed had telephoned 
in the morning to say that he was not coming 
to business that day. Claude had been one 
of the first to leave, but after meeting Violet 
at the accustomed tea-shop they discovered 
that he had left behind in his desk the tickets 
for the concert to which (without the know
ledge of her parents) he was taking her that 
evening. There was nothing for it but that 
she should go back with him to the office 
and get them. 

She waited down in the hall of Grinbold 
Buildings—that architectural bad dream on 
the fourth floor of which the offices of 
J. Benweed and Co. are situated—while 
Claude ran up the dark stairs. 

He had expected to find the place in 
possession of the charwoman ; but apparently 
that good lady was making one of her 
periodical excursions across the street to the 
White Lion. Mrs. Donk lived in a per
petual twitter as to what the right time might 
be ; and it seemed that the private bar of 
the White Lion possessed one of the few 
really reliable timepieces in the neighbour
hood. Mrs. Donk found this very 'andy. 

As he groped his way to his desk Claude 
was surprised to see that there was a light in 
Mr. Benweed's private room, which opened 
out of that used by the clerks. He wondered 
who could be there. Peeping in to see, his 
surprise was increased. The safe, a great 
steel structure, tall enough for a man to stand 
upright in, was open, and, to judge from the 
sounds he could hear, someone was busy 
with its contents. Who that someone might 
be Claude could only conjecture ; the open 
door of the safe concealed him from view, or, 
rather, it concealed all of him except his 
boots. 

If Claude had not caught sight of those 
boots 

Large, coarse, hob-nailed, and bespattered 
with mud, they were as unlike the immacu
lately polished, well-cut boots habitually worn 
by Mr. Benweed as anything that could be 
imagined. As became a leather-seller, Mr. 
Benweed was very particular as to what he 
put upon his feet. A more carefully shod 
man did not tread the City's pavements. 
Similarly, the frivolous check trousering, of 
which Claude could see an inch or two, 
was the very antithesis of the decorous dark 
grey in which Mr. Benweed always swathed 
his impressive legs. 

And then Claude saw, lying on the roll-top 
Vol xl.—72 

desk, a cap—a repulsive, garish, Hampstead-
Heath-on-Bank-Holiday sort of cap — with 
monstrous ear-flaps. Never had Mr. Ben
weed been known to enter the City in any
thing but a silk hat of the most approved 
design. He was most particular about this. 
Claude had often heard him animadverting 
upon the unreliability of men who went up 
to business in any other form of headgear. 
Even a black bowler he regarded as inde
corous. 

The cap settled it, to Claude's mind. 
Whoever it was on the other side of the safe-
door it was not Mr. Benweed. But nobody 
else had any business to be there. 

Having once come to a decision, Claude 
was not slow to act. With one bound he was 
across the floor of the little room and had 
hurled all his weight against the open door 
of the safe. It swung quickly inwards and, 
catching the unsuspecting burglar amidships, 
bunted him with considerable violence into 
the interior of the safe. Claude heard him 
land with a crash amongst the ledgers and 
bags of money, most of which seized the 
opportunity to quit their shelves and come 
clattering down upon the intruder's head. 
Then the self-acting lock gave a click, and 
the prisoner was as safely jailed as if he 
had been in a dungeon of the Bastille. 

Breathless with excitement, Claude flew 
down the stairs to tell Violet. 

" A burglar ! You've actually caught a 
burglar and locked him up in the safe ! 
Oh, you great, brave, clever darling ! " cried 
Miss Benweed, her eyes sparkling with 
admiration. "Father will be delighted!" 

Claude said modestly he certainly had 
hopes that Mr. Benwood would be favour
ably impressed. 

Binge, the night-porter of the Buildings, 
came by at the moment, and Claude called 
him over to hear the good news. Binge 
seemed rather put out about it. His attitude 
was highly suggestive of the seaside landlady 
whose attention has just been drawn to the 
presence on her premises of undesirable 
fauna. 

" Burglars ! " snorted Binge, irately. " I 
think you must have made an error, Mr. 
Whistlemore. / haven't been told nothing 
about no burglars bein' here ! " As much as 
to say that if there did happen to be a 
burglar about the place he had taken a 
great liberty in coming in without first asking 
the night-porter's permission. 

"Well, I can't understand it," he said, 
when Claude, to convince him, had told the 
whole story of what had happened upstairs, 
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" Where was Mr. Benweed when all this was 
happening ? " 

" My good Binge, Mr. Benweed hasn't 
been near the office all day," explained 
Claude. He felt rather nettled that the 
porter should show so little enthusiasm for 
his brilliant exploit. " This ruffian I've 
caught is probably a very expert criminal, 
who has been watching for weeks for this 
opportunity." 

" I know all about Mr. Benweed not havin' 
been here all day" retorted Binge, sulkily. 
" But he's been here this evenin'. I seen 
him myself in this very hall—not half an 
hour ago. He spoke to me—told me not to 
let the woman go up to do the place out, 
because he was going to be busy and didn't 
want her snorkin' round and disturbin' 
him." 

"Strange ! " mused Claude. "There wasn't 
a sign of him when I was up there just now." 

Suddenly a vague, undefined, but un
speakably horrible suspicion began to take 
hold of him. 

" How—how was Mr. Benweed dressed 
when you saw him, Binge?" he asked, in a 
voice that faltered in spite of all his efforts to 
keep it steady. 

" Oh, anyhow—old check suit and cap— 
not a bit like the style he comes to business 
in," was the dreadful reply that fell from 
Binge's lips. " But it was him right enough. 
Told me he'd been golfin'—and had come 
straight up from the links to see about 
somethink important he'd forgot last night." 

Claude used to say afterwards that in that 
awful moment he realized exactly how a 
man must feel who has just fallen off the 
top of the Eiffel Tower. While he was 
thinking what in the world he should do, 
and wondering whether Violet had grasped 
the significance of what they had just heard, 
Binge, overcome by a sudden gush of 
sympathy for the burglar in whose existence 
he had hitherto shown no very robust faith, 
remarked that Claude had better go and let 
the pore feller out or he'd be smothered. 

Violet, concerned for her lover's safety, 
suggested that wouldn't it be wiser to keep 
the burglar shut up a little longer—until he 
was too weak to be violent or got hitting 
anybody over the head with a life-preserver ? 

" I think, dear," said Claude, with a sickly 
smile, " that it would be more humane to 
release him as quickly as possible. Your 
idea of lessening his resistive powers is a 
very good one, of course ; but there's always 
the danger that we might overdo it. I suppose, 
Binge," he went on, turning anxiously to the 

night - porter, " you don't happen to know 
how they get these safes open ? " 

" Why, haven't you got a key ? " asked 
Binge, in surprise. 

Claude shook his head. H e had not got 
a key. There was only one key to the safe 
in existence, and that, as he knew, was never 
detached from Mr. Benweed's watch-chain. 

" You don't mean to say," exclaimed 
Binge, recoiling in horror, " that you've gone 
and shut the pore feller up in that safe and 
don't know how to get him out again ? " 

Claude hung his head in shame. Violet, 
with the characteristic bloodthirstiness of her 
sex where burglars and blackbeetles are 
concerned, told him not to worry—he had 
only acted in self-defence. Very likely the 
burglar would have tried to murder him, 
given half a chance. 

Binge, declaring that he personally 
wouldn't take ten thousand pounds as a 
set-off against the knowledge that the death 
of a fellow-creature could be laid at his 
door—even if that fellow-creature did happen 
to be a pore feller driven through want to 
steal —dashed out into the street to find a 
policeman. Policemen, however objection
able in some aspects, had at all events some 
vestiges of common humanity in their com
positions. 

" Come up to the office, Violet," said 
Claude, huskily, when Binge had disappeared, 
" I — I—I want to show you something, and 
ask you about it." 

Violet was a little nervous. 
" Isn't it rather dangerous, with that 

burglar about ? " she demurred. 
" He isn't about—he's in the safe," Claude 

reassured her. " He can't get out. I wish 
to goodness he could." 

Violet kept very close to the young man's 
side as they entered her father's office. She 
could scarcely look at the safe without a 
shudder of apprehension. Neither, for the 
matter of that, could Claude. 

He was, however, saved the trouble of 
asking her the question he had intended. 
Violet caught sight of the cap at once. 

" Why ! " she exclaimed, " that's father's !" 
" Heavens ! " cried Claude, his worst 

forebodings confirmed. " T h e n it is Mr. 
Benweed ! " 

" Where ? " Violet paled visibly. Evi
dently she expected her father to appear 
suddenly with angry demands for an expla
nation of her being in the society of one of 
his clerks. 

Claude pointed with a trembling finger to 
the safe. 
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" Haven't you guessed ? " he groaned. 
" Your father is in there." 

Violet stared at him, open-mouthed. 
" I refuse to believe it ! " she declared at 

last, with a resolute shake of the head. " It 
can't be papa. You know what he is when 
he's in a temper. He'd never sit quietly 
in that safe without saying a word." 

" I expect he's saying all sorts of words," 
replied Claude, dismally. " Only, you see, 
the walls of the safe are so thick that even if 
he was shouting at the top 
of his voice—as indeed he 
probably is—we couldn't 
hear anything." 

" I certainly can't hear 
a sound," Violet admitted, 
after listening intently for 
some moments. " I do 
hope he hasn't fainted, or 
anything dreadful ! How 
you could be such an idiot 
as to make a mistake like 
that, I can't imagine ! Of 
course, I know that when 
he has his golf suit on 
papa does look strange ; 
but surely his face " 

" I never saw his face," 
interrupted Claude, hastily. 
" I went by his boots and 
that fearful cap. That cap 
is just the sort of thing 
a burglar would wear to 
terrify old ladies with. 
Burglars do that now, you 
know. They find it safer 
than using a revolver, and 
just as effective." 

The sound of footsteps 
coming up the stairs out
side became audible, and 
Violet ran out on to the 
landing. 

Binge and the policeman 
by whom he was accom
panied were having an 
animated discussion, punctuated by pants, 
upon the extraordinarily high rate of mortality 
which obtains amongst people who get shut up 
in safes. The constable was just saying that he 
had only once heard of a case that recovered, 
and that was by no means authentic, when 
Violet called over the banisters :— 

"You don't know what you're talking 
about, you stupid man ! It's my father 
who's shut up in the safe —not a burglar 
at all." 

The constable, after staring up at her in 

astonishment, admitted that, of course, that 
did make a difference. 

" I should just think it did ! " retorted 
Violet. Then she gave Binge a very per
emptory order to go and fetch " the man " at 
once. 

" What man, missie ? " was Binge's not 
unnatural inquiry. 

" The man who opens safes—how dense 
you are, to be sure ! Be quick ! Run ! " 

The constable, upon being appealed to-

was inclined to agree with Binge that it was 
a locksmith, as likely as not, that the young 
lady wanted. Binge brightened up at this, 
and said that he knowed a locksmith just 
round the corner who was frequently quite 
sober up to nine o'clock of the evening, and 
hurried off to find him. Violet and the 
constable went into the inner office, where 
they found Claude looking doubtfully at a 
corkscrew, which he held in his hand, as if he 
were mentally measuring its strength against 
that of the safe. Violet, whom the ciisis 

" ' H A V E N ' T YOU GUESSED? ' HE GROANED, ' Y O U R FATHER IS IN 
T H E R E . ' " 
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BINGE'S LOCKSMITH FRIEND WAS ANNOUNCING THAT HE WOULD OPEN T H E SAFE 
IF IT TOOK HIM A M O N T H . " 

had transformed into a bit of a martinet, 
told him to put that silly thing away at once 
and make himself useful. The people who 
had made the safe must be sent for, she said ; 
they ought to be able to throw some light 
on how to get it open. Much searching of 
directories revealed the fact that the junior 
partner of the firm lived at Brixton. By dint 
of abject entreaty over the telephone, Mr. 
Graspwit was at last induced to put himself 
into a cab and come to the scene of action. 

At the moment of his arrival Binge's 

locksmith friend (as to whose sobriety tne 
forecast had turned out to lean unduly to 
optimism), having broken most of his tools, 
had lost his temper, and was announcing 
with some heat that he would open the 
safe if it took him a month. "fudging 
by the amount of progress he had then 
made it looked as if he had rather under 
than over-estimated the amount of time that 
would be required for the completion of the 
job. The maker of the safe heard him with 
a pitying smile. 
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" You won't open that safe in a month, my 
lad," said Mr. Giaspwit, evidently feeling no 
little pride in the impenetrability of his 
goods. " Those safes can't be opened, 
except of course with their proper keys. 
That's why we sell such a lot of them." 

" Oh, don't say that ! " cried Violet, clasping 
her hands in alarm. "Th ink of my poor 
father inside." 

" Mr. Benweed inside the safe !" exclaimed 
Mr. Graspwit, in horrified accents. He had 
not been able to gather all the bearings of the 
situation from Claude's frenzied telephonic 
message. He had understood that someone 
was shut up and couldn't get out, and that 
was all. He had imagined it was the office-
boy or someone who didn't particularly 
matter. To discover that the prisoner was 
Mr. Benweed himself, and to remember, in 
the same moment, that the safe had not yet 
been paid for by that gentleman, was not a 
little disturbing. 

" Before anything else is done," was Mr. 
Graspwit's agitated injunction to the lock
smith, " you must make a hole, somewhere 
about here "—he indicated a suitable spot— 
" and let some air in." 

The locksmith got to work with a Gargan
tuan drill. At the end of half an hour's 
panting endeavour he announced that he was 
"through." 

Directly the drill had been withdrawn, 
Claude called tremulously through the hole 
which it had made :— 

" Mr. Benweed ! Mr. Benweed ! Sir ! Can 
you hear me ? Please—please tell us if you 
are alive ! " 

Weak and husky, but vibrant with indig
nation, was the voice that replied :— 

" Wait till I get out and find the fellow who 
pushed me in here ! You'll see if I'm alive ! " 

" He's not dead! He's not dead ! " cried 
Claude, almost hysterical from the relief. He 
tottered over to a chair and sank limply into 
it. Violet, who on his withdrawal had 
placed her ear at the opening made by the 
drill, had a further message to deliver from 
the prisoner. 

" Papa also says—Please don't let the 
person who has just pushed something sharp 
into the fleshy part of his nose go away until 
he has had a chat with him." 

The locksmith glanced at the point of his 
drill, and then said hastily that he was afraid 
he must be getting home now. He had a job 
to go to early in the morning, he explained ; it 
wouldn't do for him to get to bed too late. 
It took a lot of persuasion to induce him to 
remain and continue his operations. 

Conversation with the prisoner—carried 
on under difficulties, owing to the fact that 
Mr. Benweed wanted to do all the t a l k i n g -
revealed that he had got the key of the safe 
m his pocket. The only thing, therefore, 
that remained to be done was to enlarge the 
hole already made sufficiently to admit of 
the key being pushed through it. 

It was a long job, delayed by an effort 
which Claude insisted upon making to 
convey liquid nourishment to the famished 
captive. The attempt was not altogether a 
success. Mr. Benweed, misunderstanding 
what was said to him, unfortunately had his 
ear placed at his end of the hole at the 
moment when he ought to have had his 
mouth there ; with the result that he derived 
the absolute minimum of benefit from the 
steaming hot Bovril with which Claude was 
trying to feed him. Violet had to go into 
the other room until the subsequent con
versation came to an end. 

Somewhere about two a.m. the untiring 
efforts of the drill-driver, reinforced by a 
couple of mates, produced an aperture large 
enough to admit the passage of the key. 
A cheer went up from all present as it fell 
tinkling to the floor. Mr. Graspwit picked 
it up and handed it with a gallant bow to 
Violet, saying :— 

" You shall have the pleasure, Miss Ben
weed, of restoring your father to freedom." 

Violet hesitated, and cast a doubtful glance 
at Claude, who hurriedly reached for his 
hat. 

" I think I'll be toddling home now," said 
Claude, trying to speak in an unconcerned, 
matter-of-fact sort of voice. " It's awfully 
late ; and I don't see how I can he of any 
further help. Besides, I daresay Mr. Ben
weed won't want to have a crowd round him 
when he comes out." 

" Oh, I don't think papa would like you 
to go off without his having a chance to 
thank you for all you have done for him," 
said Violet, to the unbounded astonishment 
of all who heard her. Noticing the puzzled 
faces around her, she went on, innocently, 
" What I mean is, if you hadn't known that 
papa was shut up in there and told us, he 
might have been left there all night and 
suffocated—mightn't he ? " 

Binge broke the ensuing silence by admit
ting that one could look at it in that light, 
certainly. 

When Mr. Benweed, a pale, dishevelled 
object, tottered at last from the safe, he dis
played no anxiety whatever to thank anybody 
for anything. All he said, as he thrust aside 
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the willing arms that were held out for his 
support, was :— 

"Where is the miscreant who pushed me 
into that safe? Where is he, I say? I'll 
give twenty pounds to anybody who will 
point him out to me." 

Binge excused himself afterwards on the 
miserable plea that he had had a shocking 
w e e k on the 
Turf, and the 
sudden tempta
t i o n w a s t o o 
much for him ; 
also that he was 
more than half 
a s l e e p , a n d 
d i d n ' t r i g h t l y 
know what he 
was doing. 

It was Violet 
who averted the 
t r a g e d y t h a t 
threatened to fol
low on Binge's 
i n f a m o u s be
trayal, by throw
ing herself with 
outstretched arms 
before Claude, 
and e x c l a i m i n g 
dramatically : — 

" Father, spare 
him ! He is the 
man I love ! " 

She had seen 
a very similar 
situation in a 
play recently and 
r e m e m b e r e d 
exactly how the 
h e r o i n e h a d 
looked and had 
spoken the stir
ring lines. 

Mr. Benweed, 
unfortunately, never went to the theatre, so 
he did not do his part quite right. In
stead of bursting into tears and forgiving 
everybody all round — as the father in 
A'iolet's play had had the good taste to 
do—all Mr. Benweed did was to announce 
his intention of immediately having young 
Whistlemore's life. 

Weak as he was, it took the united efforts 
of all the men present (none lending their 

aid more readily than Claude) to frustrate 
the amiable design. 

However, the course of true love ran 
smoothly enough in the end. The week 
which he had to spend in bed as the result 
of the exhaustion induced by his prolonged 
imprisonment gave Mr. Benweed, who had 

never had a day's 
illness in all his 
life before, an un-
c o m m o n l y bad 
fright. Violet, in 
a succession of 
tearful interviews, 
tried to make her 
father understand 
how thoroughly 
g o o d C l a u d e ' s 
intentions really 
were. Thishadthe 
effect of making 
Mr. Benweedvery 
apprehensive of 
what the boy 
might do next. 

One evening, 
when he was feel
ing more than 
usually low, her 
father sent for 
Violet. 

" D o you think, 
Violet, that if I 
were to consent 
to your engage-
in en t to th i s 
dangerous young 
ass Wbistlemore 
he would give me 
a promise never 
to try to do me a 
s e r v i c e aga in?" 
asked Mr. Ben
weed, anxiously. 

" I believe he would, papa," answered Violet, 
after pretending to think the matter over. " Of 
course, he would find it very hard, because 
he respects you deeply, and wants, more than 
anything in the world, to win your esteem. 
But I fancy that on the terms suggested he 
would consent to forego his ambition." 

Mr. Benweed heaved a sigh of relief. 
" T h e n write at once and ask him to dine 

here to-morrow night." 

" W H E R E la THE MISCREANT WHO PUSHED ME INTO 
THAT SAFE ? " 



H o w Far Have You Travelled ? 
AVE you ever counted up the 
number of steps which you 
have made in the course of 
one day—in going to business, 
in walking from one room to 
another at home, and so on, 
throughout the course of the 

day? If you will take the trouble to do so, 
you will be surprised to find what a distance 
you have covered without realizing it. Mul
tiply this distance by three hundred and 
sixty-five, and you will find that it will not 
require many years before you have made 
up the twenty-five thousand miles which 
is equal to the circuit of the globe. 
Most people would certainly be surprised 

THE FARM LABOURER, MOVING AT THE RATE OF TWO MILES AN HOUR, WILL COVER IN 
FOUR YEARS A DISTANCE EQUAL TO THE CIRCUIT OF THE GLOBE. 

if they were informed that during the 
course of their lives they have walked a 
distance as great as the length of the 
Equator. Yet, however sedentary we may 
be, however little inclined to gain the reputa
tion of a globe-trotter or of an Alpine climber, 
most of us have, unknown to ourselves, 
covered a distance equal to the full circuit 
of the earth, or a climb to the highest moun
tain peaks in the world. More than that, we 
have accomplished a task still more colossal. 
Without having had occasion to explore the 
unknown regions beneath the crust of the 
earth, we have descended as far as the depths 
of the most unfathomable abvsses, even as 
far as the very centre of the earth. 



But there ave many people who, without 
actual walking, are constantly moving some 
portion of their bodies, and these moving 
portions cover, in the aggregate, an amount 
of space which is absolutely astounding. 
Take the case of a man who scarcely 
moves at all — a tailor. Seated Turkish 
fashion, he plies his needle from morning to 

night in order 
f*Si*\ to have an over-

" • B L ^ ^ ~ \ ^ coat or a pair 

of trousers ready for an impatient customer 
at the appointed time. His needle flies to 
and fro at the rate of about once a second. 
If we reckon a space of twenty inches as that 
covered by the course of the needle, what 
should you imagine this distance amounts to 
in a year? The figure is, to say the least of it, 
surprising—about twelve miles for a day's work 
often hours, or nearly four thousand miles for a 
year of three hundred working days. In a little 
over six years the tailor's needle, and conse
quently his hand, will have covered a distance 
equal to the circumference of the globe ! 

Many trades, sedentary in appearance, are 
the cause of a vast amount of motion. The 
carpenter who drives his plane over the 
plank, the polisher who leaves it shining like 
a mirror, the gardener who sweeps the paths, 
the carpet layer who drives his nails, the 
cellarman who puts the wine into bottles, 
the house-painter who sweeps the wall with 
his brush, the wood-cutter who wields his 
axe, the graceful typewriter who, in striking 
the keys of her machine, unceasingly raises 
and lowers her delicate fingers—all these 
people move or cause movement in a part 
of their person. Add together all these rapid 
and apparently trivial movements, and you 
will discover that they cover at least once in 
the course of a lifetime the long route round 
the earth. It has been calculated, and 
the calculation is easy to verify, that the 
writer with a facile pen who blackens the 
paper for five hours a day at the rate of thirty 
words a minute will thus cover a distance of 
about thirty thousand miles a year by, so to 
say, mere strength of wrist. That means 

a much greater distance than that of the 
circuit of the earth. And yet this uncon
scious hero has scarcely quitted his desk. 

There are also many people who, without 
any great amount of action on their own 
part, cover in the course of their occupation 
huge distances at a high speed. The guard 
of a train, for instance, although restricted to 
the space of his van, very quickly covers the 
distance of the circuit of the globe. It 
is a coincidence worth noting that this 
distance is almost equal to the total length 

of the railways of the United 
Kingdom. But this is trivial in 

comparison with the railways 
of America, which, if laid end 
to end, would reach consider
ably farther than the two 
hundred and forty thousand 
miles which is the distance from the earth 
to the moon! 

The case is much the same witli the 
officers of an Atlantic liner. We may mention, 
lor example, one who in the course of his 
career has covered about three million four 
hundred thousand miles, which represents 
one hundred and thirty-eight times the circuit 
of the globe at the Equator. The record-
holder in question is Mr. H. Stevens, formerly 
the chief steward on the Cunard liner Lucania. 
He was in the service of the company from 
the time he started life as cabin-boy, and 
on his retirement he had passed forty years 
of his life in crossing and recrossing the 
Atlantic. We may also recall the case of 
Captain Bennett, who in fifty-three years 
crossed the Channel no fewer than thirty 
thousand times. 

In the same category should be placed the 
Post Office letter-sorters on trains. Assuming 
one of these to travel, on an average, four 
nights out of seven from one year's end to the 
other. One of the longest English postal 
services is from London to Lancaster. Coing 
and returning, a sorter on this journey covers 
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about four hundred and sixty miles, so that he 
will have accomplished, if we take an average 
of four journeys a week, seven thousand three 
hundred and sixty miles per month. That 
will make, in four months, more than the 
circumference of the earth, and within a year 
three times that distance. Thus an old sorter 
•who has been twenty-five years in this service 
will then have travelled more than seventy-
five times the circuit of the earth before 
retiring on his pension. 

And now to return to the people whose 
occupation involves more or less of actual 
walking. Consider the humble country post
man. Is there any path of life more circum
scribed than his ? All his life he goes from 
village to village, from house to house, on 
foot, or sometimes on a bicycle, with his bag 
of letters at his back. Starting always at the 
same hour of the morning, he returns home 
at the same hour every night. Little does 

he think of making the circuit of the globe, 
confined as he is to his little rustic pathway 
of life, which would not appear, at first sight, 
to extend to a very long line of route. Yet 
at the end of his career that line would 
stretch round the globe, not once, but ten or 

Vol. xl.—73. 

twelve times. Take, for example, the case 
of one village postman who, at the age of 
sixty-nine, is still carrying letters to the 
worthy villagers. He has behind him fifty 
years of honest, faithful service. He has 
worn out his thick-nailed boots over a dis
tance of three hundred and thirty thousand 
miles. And, without having the slightest 
idea of what he has accomplished, he has 
made the circuit of the globe over thirteen 
times. 

The postman, however, is a man of move
ment. He walks, like the Wandering Jew, 
every day of his life, and is walking from 
morning till night. Now consider the case of 
a man of more sedentary occupation, such, for 
example, as a City clerk. He leaves home 
in the morning for his office, he issues from 
it for luncheon, he returns to it, and finally 
quits it to go home at night. In the evening 
perhaps he takes a short walk. Although 
he may live only a few hundred yards from 
the business house in which he is employed, 
he covers at least his two miles or so a day, 

IN ABOUT SIX YEARS THE TAILOR'S HAND COVERS A DISTANCE EQUAL TO THAT OF THE EQUATOR. 

his six to seven hundred miles a year. If he 
begins business at eighteen and retires at 
sixty-five, this sedentary person at the end 
of his tranquil career will have more than 
covered the circuit of the globe. The calcu
lation is easy to verify, yet no one would be 
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more astonished than the man himself 
were it placed before his eyes. 

Let us now give another example within 
our knowledge — that of an old work
man employed in an ironworks, who has 
accomplished much more than this with
out being aware of it. For fifty-five years 
he has covered twice a day the distance 
from his village to his place of work and 
back again, that being about two and a 
half miles, or ten miles to be covered 
daily. Reckoning the year as three hun
dred working days, he has thus covered in 
fifty-five years a distance of one hundred 
and sixty-five thousand miles—that is to 
say, rather more than six and a half times 
the circumference of the globe. The 

:> 

A D O C l " k A S C E N D S AS M - \ N \ 

STEI 'S IN SIX W E E K S A-

W O U L D T A K E H I M TO T H E 

S U M M I T OF MONT B L A N C . 
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time which he has thus expended, reckoned 
at three hours a day, represents in fifty-five 
years the extraordinary figure of forty-
nine thousand five hundred hours, or a 
total of about five years and eight 
months, passed by this worthy man 
upon the road, merely in order to reach 
his work and return home again. 

Vet many people find themselves 
in a still more remarkable position 
than this workman. The farm 
labourer, for example, is practically 
walking all day long. Perhaps he is 
following with his slow, tranquil 
steps the plough which is turning 
the furrow, or maybe he is driving 
the harrow or scattering the seed. 
In any case he is walking all the 
time. In one day, supposing that 
he were moving at a rate of no 
more than two miles an hour, he 
would do his twenty miles, if 
not more, or, say, six thousand 
miles a year, which is equal to 
the circuit of the globe in 
about four yeais. If he works 
for forty years lie will cover 
this distance ten times over 
without having had the 
slightest idea that he had 
a c c o m p l i s h e d anything 
wonderful. 

And what of those who 

pass their existence in ascending and 
descending? Well, these men climb as 

far as would soon take them to the 
giddiest summits of the earth. Con
sider, for example, the doctor who goes 
to different floors of various houses to 
visit the patients under his care. 
House by house, step by step, he 
scales perhaps ten or fifteen staircases 
in the course of the day. He has 
elevated himself, if we may so ex
press it, four hundred to five hun
dred feet or more. At the end of 
the week he will have arrived one-
sixth of the way to the summit of 
Mont Blanc, and in six weeks or 
so he will easily have attained the 
summit itself, at an altitude of 
fifteen thousand seven hundred 
and eighty one feet. 

The doctor may be called, 
therefore, a consummate Alpine 
climber. But there are persons 
who, in the course of their 
employment, will in a t\:w 
years ascend to a distance 
which would reach the moon. 
Let us pause before one of 
the gigantic sky-scrapers of 
New Y'ork—colossal build
ings— twice the height of 
the dome of St. Paul's. An 
audacious architect has 
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A LIFT-MAN, IN FIFTEEN YEARS, HAS ASCENDED AS FAR AS THE MOON. 
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put forward 
a project to 
build one of 
these sky-scrapers 
to the height of the 
Eiffel Tower—nearly 
one thousand feet. Well, 
in this sky-scraper there 
will be from base to summit 
many lifts which will ascend 
and descend without ceasing, 
in order to set down at their re
spective doors the inhabitants of 
the gigantic hive. 

Let us assign to these lifts ten ascents 
an hour—which is not excessive—making 
two hundred and forty for the twenty four 
hours, or eighty-seven thousand six hundred 
ascents a year, representing nearly sixteen 
thousand miles, or much more than half the 
circuit of the globe. In less than fifteen years 
the attendant of one of these lifts will have 
covered nearly two hundred and forty thou
sand miles, which represents, approximately, 
the distance from the earth to the moon. 

So much for the man as he ascends. As 
to his descents, he would have abundance 
of time by the end of the year not only to 
cover a distance equal to that which would 
be required to reach the centre of the earth, 
but virtually to traverse the earth from side 
to side. 

Let us take another man whose work 
involves a considerable amount of descending 
—such, for instance, as a cellar-man. He 
descends the cellar steps perhaps twenty 
times a day. If we reckon twenty steps for 
each flight, this makes four hundred steps in 
order to descend about one hundred and 
eighty-five feet. At the end of six months 
he has unconsciously descended to a much 
greater depth than that of the most un
fathomable gulf of the Pacific Ocean. 

The miner, again, every day descends into 
the depths of the earth in search of coal or 
iron. Some descend to a depth of from one 
thousand two hundred feet to one thousand 
five hundred feet, enclosed in the cage of the 
lifts which mount and descend almost without 

c e a s i n g . 
Ten or twenty 
times in th 
twenty-four hours 
the workman in 
charge of the cage 
makes the descent. If 
he descends, for ex
ample, ten times a day 
to a depth of one thou
sand two hundred feet, 
he will have covered 
twelve thousand feet. 
In a little more than four 
years he would, at this 
rate, have reached the 
centre of the earth. 

And so in your own 
case. Whatever your 
occupation in life may 
be, make the calcula
tion of the distance 
you have covered in 
the course of it, and you 
the result. 

A C E L L A R - M AN 
DESCENDS, IN SIX 
MONTHS, TO A DEPTH 
GREATER THAN THAT 
OFTHE PACIFIC OCEAN. 

will be amazed at 



A Tmy Flutter. 
By HORACE ANNESLEY VACHELL. 

Illustrated by Joseph Simpson, R.B.A. 

H E REV. JAMES COM-
B E R B A T C H sighed deeply 
as he chipped his second egg 
and then examined it with a 
meticulous care quite war
ranted by his experience of 
the first. When you have to 

economize on eggs things are becoming 
serious. When your wife—whom admittedly 
you have married upon an income which 
some skilled mechanics would disdain—has 
been ordered to Teneriffe by a smug-faced 
doctor living in Harley Street things are not 
only serious, but desperate. The Rev. James 
was a fine specimen of muscular Christianity, 
who had played football for England, and sub
sequently engaged in a one-sided fight with 
disease, ignorance, and vice in a Whitechapel 
slum. Then Fortune had smiled, exhibiting 
what James described as a broad grin. He 
had fallen in love with the sweetest creature, 
and she had fallen in love with him —head over 
heels. Jim—nobody ever called him James 
—had good reason to trust his heels rather 
than his head. He was a sprinter, as the 
cups upon his modest sideboard bore witness, 
and the young lady of his affections moved 
also as swiftly as Atalanta. They had sprinted 
into holy matrimony because a distant 
cousin had offered Jim a small parish in 
Hampshire, most gratefully accepted. Jim 
became the vicar of Botley-on-the-Marsh, 
and within a month was justly esteemed 
as the most popular man in his parish. His 
bride became the most popular woman. 

Then the jade Fortune made abominable 
grimaces, obliterating the grin. Mrs. Jim 
was attacked by influenza, followed by 
bronchial pneumonia. After many weeks 
she was to be seen on the vicarage lawn, 
looking as white and fragile as the blossoms 
of the Niphétos rose which was the pride of 
the small garden. To Jim's unspeakable 
distress she remained white and fragile, and 
when November came, with its bitter winds 
and chill rains, Jim took his wife to London 
and consulted the greatest living authority 
upon diseases of the throat and lungs. The 
consultant approved the treatment of the 

local doctor, but said emphatically that 
Mrs. Comberbatch must winter in Teneriffe. 
Jim nodded and took his wife back to 
Botley-on-the-Marsh. 

Having finished his egg Jim read his letters. 
One in particular challenged his special 
attention. Messrs. Bosnian, Geldenbaum, 
and Co. invited the Rev. James Comber-
batch to entrust five pounds to their tender 
care, to be invested by them in Canadian 
Pacifies, in what the firm was pleased to 
term a Ten Pay Trust. Within ten days 
the five pounds were certain to show a profit 
of anything between ten and fifty pounds. 
Messrs. B., G., and Co., so the letter ran, 
were in possession of gilt-edged inside in
formation which they wished to share with 
new clients, who were urged to read the 
enclosed tributes from old clients, who had 
received during the past year from Messrs. 
B., G., and Co. cheques amounting to 
five hundred and forty-three thousand two 
hundred and one pounds fourteen shillings 
and sevenpence. 

Jim read the tributes from grateful clients, 
of which we submit a fair sample : — 

" Archdeacon Bulger begs to thank Messrs. 
Bosnian, Geldenbaum, and Co. for their letter 
of yesterday's date, and to acknowledge 
cheque for two hundred and seventy-five 
pounds four shillings and elevenpence, being 
the profit upon the Ten Day Trust in Steels. 
The Archdeacon has much pleasure in en
closing his cheque for thirty pounds, repre
senting three shares in the new Ten Day 
Trust in Trunks." 

The envelope contained more printed 
matter, which the Rev. Jim perused with 
ever-increasing interest. Also there was a 
pamphlet entitled " Chats on Chances and 
Certainties." Mr. Emanuel Bosnian, the 
able writer of this financial monograph, 
demonstrated, even to the intelligence of a 
country parson, that the chances were nil 
and the certainties illimitable provided clients 
took prompt advantage of the gilt-edged 
inside information which appeared to be 
the inalienable monopoly of Messrs. B., G , 
and Co. 

Copyright, 1910, by Horace Annesley Vachell. 
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In letters of scarlet at the bottom of every 
sheet of paper, and stamped across the front 
page of the pamphlet, was this reassuring 
statement : " Your liability is limited—your 
profit is unlimited." 

The Rev. James Comberbatch went to his 
den and lit a pipe. Parochial matters ought 
to have engaged his attention, but he read 
and re-read the letter, circulars, and pamphlet 
of Messrs. Bosnian, Geldenbaum, and Co. 

Being a Christian and a gentleman he 
became convinced of the bona fides (their 
own words) of Messrs. B., G., and Co. Being 
also as guileless and ingenuous a parson as 
ever used a safety razor, he was also con
vinced of his own sharpness and ability to 
detect and rebuke, if necessary, knaves and 
villains. As he stroked his smooth, rosy 
gills, he was reflecting pleasantly that God's 
good men were to be found everywhere. 
Bosnian and Geldenbaum, for instance—he 
was beginning to think of them as personal 
friends—had obviously accumulated an enor
mous fortune, and were anxious on that 
account to share their prosperity with less 
successful fellow-men. Between the lines 
of every word written by Mr. Emanuel 
Bosnian there breathed a fragrant spirit of 
philanthropy. 

" I'll do it," said the Rev. Jim. 
He unlocked a plain deal cupboard and 

lifted down from the top shelf a small tin 
box. It contained a note or two, a few 
sovereigns, many half-sovereigns, and a sub
stantial pile of silver—in all, sixty pounds. 
This represented the capital of Jim and his 
wife, a sum laboriously collected. It was 
just enough to send Alice to Teneriffe for 
three months ; but she would have to go 
alone, and she was not fit to go alone. The 
Rev. James subtracted a five-pound note 
and stared at it. Then he fingered a ten-
pound note with trembling fingers. Then 
he exclaimed desperately, " It's neck or 
nothing." 

Furtively he swept thirty pounds into his 
pocket and replaced the tin box. The thirty 
pounds travelled to London that night, 
confided to the care of Messrs. B., G., and Co. 

It is significant that Jim did not tell his 
dearest little woman about the philanthropists 
lurking around, but never in, the Stock Ex
change, and when he rushed upstairs to kiss 
her he reminded himself that women, nice 
women, ought never to be bothered with 
business. 

That afternoon, to his horror and distress, 
he came within an ace of baptizing a healthy 
male infant with the name Can. Pacs. 

He duly received a very courteous com
munication from the philanthropists, so 
courteous indeed, and so insidiously friendly, 
that the Rev. Jim wrote in reply quite a long 
letter, setting forth with entire frankness the 
state of his affairs and the immediate neces
sity of making sufficient money to take his 
dear wife to spend the winter and early 
spring in Teneriffe. 

Throughout the following day he was so 
extremely cheerful that Alice asked him if he 
had discovered a gold-mine in Botley-on-the-
Marsh. He laughed and kissed her thin hand. 

" I have a presentiment," he replied. 
" It's tremendously strong. A bit of luck 
is on the way to us. This next summer 
you'll be all there and playing the game of 
your life at tennis." 

Alice smiled faintly, wondering how Jim 
would play the game of his life if she were 
not all there. 

"Teneriffe will turn you into a female 
Sandow." 

" Teneriffe ?" 
"That ' s settled." 
" ( lood gracious ! When ? " 
" I wrote for sailings and so forth this very 

morning." 
"You are sending me—alone?" 
"Rather not. I'm going with you." 
" But—how ? " 
"Tha t is my little secret. This is a jolly 

old world, darling, and there are some good, 
clever people in it." 

" If the good were always clever and the 
clever always good it would be jollier still." 

She smiled maternally at her big, strong 
J i m ; then she said softly, "You are not 
borrowing money ? " 

" Who would lend me money ? " demanded 
Jim. " T h e only article of real value that I 
possess is a little woman who would be turned 
down as under weight." 

On Sunday Jim had to confess that his 
attention sadly wandered when he was reading 
the Psalms, and in the middle of the Second 
Lesson he blushed to find himself wondering 
at what price Can. Pacs. would open on 
Monday. During Friday and Saturday these 
very active shares had remained "dul l ." 

The Daily Mail did not reach Botley-on-
the-Marsh till eleven o'clock in the morning, 
and at eleven precisely Jim happened to be 
sitting beside his wife's bed. She got up 
about midday, and Jim, if not otherwise 
engaged, was in the habit of reading aloud 
the morning's news When the paper was 
brought he tore off the wrapper and glanced 
at his wife. 
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" They're expecting a boom in Canadian 
Pacifies," he remarked casually, as he turned 
to the second page. 

" Who are they, Jim ? " 
" M e n in the know," said Jim, carelessly. 

" Do you know men in the know? " 
" I know your brother." 
This was sinful prevarication, and the 

Rev. Jim grew still rosier about the gills. 
" Does Alfred talk to you about Canadian 

Pacifies ? " 

" W h y shouldn't he? " 
" Does he ? " she persisted. 
" No—he doesn't." 
" I 'm glad of that," said Alice. "Alfred 

is a dear and very clever, but .he lost the 

HIS WIFE, A SUM LABORIOUSLY COLLECTED." 

little money he had speculating in Yankees. 
Now he writes about them, but he doesn't 
touch them. I was afraid he might have 
lured you on to —to " 

" To what ? " 
" To have a tiny flutter." 

" T H I S REPRESENTED THE CAPITAL OF JIM AND 



" What an idea ! " 
" I should be the last to blame you. Your 

life has been so dull." 
"Ti l l I met you," he amended. 
" I have a touch of the gambler in me," 

continued Alice. " Life is one long or short 
gamble, anyway. Do I shock you, Jim ? " 

" Not at all, dearest." 
" You look quite distressed." 
" How ridiculous ! " 
From behind the discreet newspaper he 

wiped a few drops of perspiration from his 
honest brow, While his Alice was prattling 
about flutters he had glanced at the second 
page. Canadian Pacifies, which he had 
bought at one hundred and eighty-six, were 
down four points. The headline above the 

money article recorded the slump—" Sharp 
fall in Canadians. Strong bear attack." 

He began to read aloud, and read steadily 
for an hour. Then he went to his study. 
Half the money so pinchingly collected had 
vanished. What was left would not be suffi
cient to send Alice even to Torquay. He 
tried to console himself with the thought 
that in any case she was not strong enough 
to go alone to Teneriffe. By the noon post 
came a letter from Messrs. B., G., and Co., 
who regretted that absolutely unexpected 
action upon the part of an unscrupulous 
New York syndicate had affected adversely 

a promising market. The margin of thirty 
pounds was gone, but Messrs. B., G., and Co. 
assured the Rev. James Comberbatch that 
it would be the easiest thing in the world to 
recover his loss and make a handsome profit 
by buying Rock Islands. A telegram form, 
thoughtfully made out, was enclosed : " Am 
posting (blank) pounds for operation recom
mended." 

Jim tore up the letter and enclosure. At 
luncheon Mrs. Comberbatch said that she 
was expecting her brother Alfred to tea. 
Alfred, it appeared, would stop the night if 
his sister could put him up, and return to 
London on the morrow. 

Between luncheon and tea - time [im 
attended to parochial matters. When he 

got back to the vicarage Alfred was con
suming a large whisky and soda, which he 
described, jocosely, as "cold tea." Some
what to Alice's surprise, Jim said that he 
would drink " cold tea " also. 

" You look pinched," remarked Alfred. 
" I t ' s so bitterly cold,'' Jim replied. 
" How is the collection ? " demanded 

Alfred. 
" We have sixty pounds," Alice replied. 

" I can go alone to Teneriffe. Jim is such 
a dear old fusser." 

"You have sixty-five," said Alfred, flipping 
a crisp note into his sister's lap. When 
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husband and wife had refused it and then 
been chaffed into reluctant acceptance, Alfred 
said, briskly : " The sooner you're out of 
Botley-on-the-Marsh the better." 

" Yes," said Alice. 
Jim stroked his chin. When he had 

finished the "cold tea," he said nervously to 
his brother-in-law :— 

" Have a smoke in my den, old chap ? " 
" Thanks," said Alfred. " After dinner I 

shall give you a cigar—one of the best. That 
scoundrel Ikey Geldenbaum gave me a box." 

" Ikey Geldenbaum?" 
" Y e s ; the Ten Day Trust blackguard, 

exploiter of blind pools, bogus company-
promoter, and world-famous thief." 

" Y o u take cigars from h i m ? " asked his 
sister. 

" My child, we journalists take from Ikey 
anything we can get ; we get precious little— 
except soft soap. Ikey thinks that I might 
be tempted to write up one of his nefarious 
schemes. Therefore he presented me with a 
box of the best cigars as a ' feeler.' In my 
salad days I should have returned it. Ikey 
has had some of my shekels. When I wrote 
to thank him for the Rothschild Impériales 
I said quite frankly that I was rejoiced at 
getting back a bit of my own." 

He laughed and followed Jim into his den. 
A portentous sigh from his big brother-in-law 
provoked a rebuke :— 

"J im, my lad, what's the use of worrying? 
To my eye Alice looks a pound or two better. 
Remember, we're small, but tough. Euck 
up ! " 

Jim groaned aloud. 
" What's wrong ? " 
" I 've been criminally, fanatically foolish." 
He told his story, and Alfred whistled. 

Then, having a sense of humour, Alfred 
laughed, although at heart he was as sore as 
Jim. 

" I can't replace it, unless I steal it. I'd 
like to steal it. There's the organ fund." 

" Don't talk rot," said Alfred. " How 
about insuring your life ? " 

" I couldn't pay the first premium." 
" Your bank ? " 
" Overdrawn to the limit. Alice's illness 

and all that." 
" Urn ! " 
" Why was I such a colossal fool ? " 
Alfred considered the question ; then he 

spoke judicially, and with the authority of 
the journalist who has seen many men and 
many cities. 

" It's not that you're colossally foolish, but 
they're so diabolically clever." 

Vol.xl.—74. 

" How do they do it ?" 
" That I can tell you. I have studied this 

particular firm, and they represent all the 
other thieves. First and last they make 
money by advising the public to do the 
wrong thing. Their trusts and combines are 
all my eye. Such fellows dare not show their 
big noses inside the Stock Exchange. All 
transactions are dealt with in their own 
bucket - shops. They only deliver shares 
which are bought outright and paid lor." 
He turned over the beautifully-printed pages 
of Mr. Emanuel Bosnian's monograph. 
" Some of this is perfectly true. They have 
gilt-edged inside information. How they get 
it I'd like to know. They do get it, and then 
advise their clients to act contrary to it. See? 
When they lose they pay up, and advertise 
every cheque they sign. If things went 
utterly to pot they would skip, and begin 
operations elsewhere under another name. 
These particular robbers spend a fortune 
in advertising ; they pester parsons and 
maiden aunts and schoolmasters and re
tired officers and all other green things 
of this earth. They know that your 
plucked pigeon pretends he's only moulting, 
and they always keep just within the law. 
You can't make them disgorge anything 
except cigars. Have one now?" 

" It would choke me," said Jim. 
" A man of your religious convictions can 

reflect that some day Emanuel Bosnian will 
burn nearly as well." 

" I must tell Alice." 
" T h a t is for you to decide. I shouldn't. 

Why cheapen yourself in the sight of the one 
and only who reckons you're perfection?" 

" I could punch Geldenbaum's head." 
" You could," said Alfred, critically. 

" Thousands throughout the land would love 
to see you do it. If the affair was properly 
handled, what a ' ga te ' we should have! It 
would be easy to fill the Albert Hall at half 
a crown a head." 

" If you choose to poke fun " 
" I am quite serious. The thing can be 

pulled off privately. Ten men I know would 
weigh in with a tenner apiece if you promised 
to do the subject justice. Unfortunately — 
there's Alice and the ha'penny Press. I can 
visualize the headline, ' A Punch from a 
Parson ; Chances, Certainties, and Comber-
batch.' What a scoop I " 

" I shall retrieve that thirty pounds," said 
Jim, setting his jaw. 

" Never ! " 
" Within twenty-four hours." 
" J i m , old man, I've seen you go through 
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scrums with a couple of Internationals on 
your back. I've a most enormous respect 
for your muscular development, but my 
respect for Ikey's brains is even greater. You 
can't get even with him." 

" I shall try." Jim clenched his fist and 
regarded it grimly ; then he glanced at his 

right boot, as stout an article as ever came 
out of an honest cobbler's shop. 

" In the end you'll discover that you've 
been hitting and kicking Alice." 

" I suppose you're right." 
" If you doubt it, submit the case to your 

bishop." 
" I shall submit it to Alice." 
" To-morrow morning, after I have left, 

please. By the way, you dropped this money 
over Can. Pacs. G. and B. are amazing. 
Their information is gilt-edged." 

Alfred departed by the early train, and the 
Rev. Jim, who saw him off, returned to the 
vicarage to make full confession of his folly 

and be comforted with tne sweet kisses of 
forgiveness. Alice would deal lightly with 
him, that he knew, but he could not deal 
lightly with himself, and the more he thought 
of what had passed the more intense became 
his conviction that nothing short of personal 
violence would meet the exigencies of the 
case. Jim summed up : " I f I can't send 
my little woman to Teneriffe I'll kick 
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Emanuel Bosnian to Jericho!" He ascended 
the stairs slowly instead of mounting them 
swiftly and two at a time. Alice raised her 
delicate brows when he entered. 

" I believe you are ill," she said, anxiously. 
" I'm sure you have a high temperature." 

" I'm simply boiling with rage," Jim 
answered, between his teeth. "Yesterday I 
was ready to rob my own church ; to-day I 
want to commit murder." 

Then he told his story for the second time, 
and Alice asked to see the letter, circulars, 
and the monograph upon " Chances and 
Certainties." Also she kissed Jim, and for 
the first time her kisses positively hurt him. 
H e winced beneath her kind words and 
glances. 

" T h a t you should have married such an 
idiot ! " 

She kissed him again and then said : 
" Alfred thinks that B. and G. really know 
what is likely to happen, and then advise the 
public to do the wrong th ing?" 

"Tha t ' s it—the scoundrels !" 
She kissed him again, trying to smooth the 

wrinkles from his forehead. Just at that 
moment a sharp tap on the door drove the 
pair from the paradise which has no room 
for three. 

" Come in," said Jim, irritably. 
" A telegram, sir. The boy is waiting." 
Jim opened the tawny envelope and 

read :— 
" Big rise in Rock Islands absolute 

certainty. Will buy on wire from you. 
Ten pounds controls one thousand pounds. 
If cash follows wire, allow you personally 
thirty pounds credit. Gilt-edged oppor
tunity.—BOSBAUM." 

" B o s b a u m " was the code address of the 
philanthropists. 

" Tell the boy to go," growled Jim, as he 
handed the telegram to his wife. The maid 
saw that the fire needed attention. She put 
some coal on. As she moved to the door 
Alice said, decisively :— 

" Tell the boy to wait, and bring me a 
telegram form." 

" Yes, m'm." 
" No use wiring what you think of 'em," 

said Jim, gloomily. " I thought of that." 
Once more he clenched his mighty fist and 

glanced at his right boot. 
Mary brought the form and a pencil. This 

is what Alice wrote :— 
"Very many thanks for kind advice. Will 

act on it promptly.—COMBERBATCH." 
" But ," said Jim, utterly confounded. 
" Shush-h-h ! That's all, Mary." 

"Very good, m'm." 
As the maid closed the door Alice said 

quietly, " In the memorandum book on my 
desk is Alfred's code address, which I have 
never used. Will you get it ? " 

Jim got it. There was a note in Alice's 
voice which somehow compelled obedience. 
When he handed her the book, which he 
had not found at once, he saw to his still 
further confounding that she had filled up 
two telegram forms. Without a word she 
handed them to her husband. He read, 
with his big, blue eyes popping out of his 
head :— 

" Sell at once as many Rock Islands as a 
thirty-pound margin will cover and control. 
Money follows by post. Bosbaum urges 
buying. Thirty pounds no good to us. If 
slump follows close deal at your discretion. 
We want one hundred and twenty pounds.— 
JAMES AND ALICE COMBERBATCH." 

"Get on your bike," said Alice, in the 
same quiet but commanding tone, " and see 
that my bad writing is dispatched correctly." 

" But " 
" No time for talking. Act ! " 
Jim said afterwards that he felt as if a 

major prophet was speaking through his 
Alice's lips. He left the room, and his 
wife smiled when she heard a reassuring 
crash which meant that the old International 
had taken the first flight of stairs at one 
bound. She muttered to herself :— 

" I always wanted one tiny flutter." 
The telegram from Bosbaum had been 

received at eleven twenty-five. At a quarter-
past twelve another message from the famous 
firm was delivered at Botley-on-the-Marsh. 

"Cannot understand your telegram. Await 
further instructions. Reply paid.—BOSBAUM." 

Alice, with what Jim described later as the 
smile of one who listens to celestial strains, 
filled in the blank form :— 

" Have acted already on your kind advice. 
Thanks, and thanks again. — COMBERBATCH." 

At luncheon a wire from Alfred gave to 
this loving pair a really remarkable appetite 
for an Irish stew not too admirably cooked :— 

" Have sold a bear Rock Islands. Slump 
impending. Proud of both of you.—• 
ALFRED." 

" I feel extraordinarily well," said Alice, 
as she watched Jim attacking the cheese. 
" You have kept me so quiet that perhaps 
this tiny flutter was just the tonic I needed." 
As she spoke her pretty eyes sparkled, and 
into her wasted cheeks flowed the faintest, 
most delicate tinge of pink. 

Three exciting days followed. Rock 
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" THE OLD INTERNATIONAL HAD TAKEN THE FIRST FLIGHT OF 
STAIRS AT ONE BOUND." 

Islands fell, tried to struggle upwards, and 
fell again. Alfred had sold at forty-five, and 
eventually he bought in at thirty-seven. The 
cheque which he delivered in person at 
Botley-on-the-Marsh was a few shillings short 
of a hundred and fifty pounds. 

And the surprising thing is that Alice did 
not go to Teneriffe after all. The tiny flutter 
healed her lungs ; and next summer, as Jim 
had predicted, Alice played the game of her 
life at tennis, and Jim, no mean performer, 
giving and owing fifteen, had his work cut out 
to beat her. She says now that the miracle of 

healing began when she 
wrote to Messrs. Bos-
man, Geldenbaum, and 
Co. the letter which we 
venture to set forth un
abridged. It ran :— 

"Dear Sirs,—My hus
band, the Rev. James 
Comberbatch, and I feel 
that our cordial thanks 
are due to your firm. 
Immediately after our 
first business transaction 
in Canadian Pacifies we 
became convinced that 
your ' inside' information 
was indeed gilt-edged. 
With absolute confi
dence in your ability to 
predict which way the 
Yankee cat was likely to 
jump, we read your letter 
of recent date and the 
telegrams which followed 
urging us to buy Rock 
Islands for a substan
tial rise. Without losing 
a precious minute we in
structed ou-r own broker 
to sell this particular 
stock,and reaped thereby 
a very handsome profit. 
Please continue sending 
us your circulars and tele
grams. We have had our' 
tiny flutter, but we pro
mise to circulate your 
printed matter amongst 
less fortunate neigh
bours Anything from 
the able pen of your Mr. 
Emanuel Bosnian will 
have most careful atten
tion. 

" It may interest you 
to learn that our new 

Persian cat—a terror to all country mice 
—will be known hereafter as Emanuel. The 
youngest, greediest, and fattest of our litter 
of piglets has just been christened Ikey. 
The thoroughbred Yorkshire tyke, bought 
with a portion of our profits—a terrier of 
really un-Christian acuteness — answers 
proudly to the name of Bosbaum. Thus we 
shall try to keep ever green the memory of 
your courtesy and kindness. 

" With deepest gratitude, 
" Yery thankfully yours, 

" A L I C E COMBERBATCH." 



Fashions T h a t Have Failed. 
By A. DRYSDALE - DAVIES. 

O, monsieur," remarked the 
Marquise d'Hautpoul to M. 
Worth on a famous occasion, 
" this is the robe you wish 
me to wear ? " 

" Madame est la reine 
des modes" responded the 

costumier. 
" Possibly," 

r e j o i n e d the 
lady,dryly, "but 
the Queen of 
Fashion does 
n o t w i s h t o 
precipitate a 
revolution in 
the Rue de la 
P a i x . " T h e 
dress was re-
m ove d, t h e 
materials were 
r e fa s h i o n e d , 
and thus per
ished another 
" c r e a t i o n " 
wh ich m i g h t 
have set all 
Paris, London, 
Vienna, and 

by 

in-
it 
is 

New York 
the ears. 

Curious 
deed, could 
be written, 
t h e s t o r y of 
fashions that 
have failed. All 
the year round 
a t hou s a n d 
dressmakers are 
busy ringing 
the changes on 
that one in
genious general 
design which 
a little coterie 
of P a r i s i a n 

couturiers, aided and abetted by some 
lady in high life conspicuous for her 
sartorial taste, have evolved. This general 
design is called the " feature " or the " out
line " à ta mode. Even now the " feature " 
for 1911 is being decided—whether woman's 
dress shall be full or close-fitting, whether 

high-waisted or 
low - w a i s t e d , 
short in the 
skirt or long ; 
c o p i o u s o r 
s c a n t a s t o 
s l e eve . A n d 
t h e n , af ter 
much delibera
tion, the great 
lady who is to 
i n t r o d u c e it 
may refuse to 
wear it ; and 
s o , a f t e r a 
struggle to save 
it by an actress 
or two, the new 
" feature " van
ishes into the 
l i m b o o f 
failures. 

Within the 
past five years 
t h e r e h a v e 
b e e n m a n y 
such failures. 
For a time it 
seemed as if 
t h e E m p i r e 
mode would 
never secure 
f a v o u r ; t h e n 
the " hobbled 
skirt " had its 
c r i t i c a l mo
ment, and even 
now it cannot 
be said fully to 
havesucceeded. 

THE "BALLOON HIPS ' 
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Indeed it :? a question — hether the 
: - . : : : : : : . ! invent] os of the dress
makers are not : the fashions that 
have triumphed in the proportion of 
ten to one Five -. e.w Î.ÏC ".h err was 
an attempt : : put through what was 
ies : r i ;ed is "":£'.::r. nips." Many 
and frequent hai re been the T.-~:r:s 
since : : :.".: : - : this style, but - : far 
withe ut sue :e?s. T : e : : : " : : : i r : : : \ : rn 
in many : the fashion - f tales which 
accompany this ::::lr. s.'.'.. :•= i: 

-crrsr- : : : : ; actual iesi^::? : :~ 

I » V 

' fashions that have failed." Perhaps its 
most exaggerated and bizarre form is to be 
seen in our Bist Dlustration, and yet it 
cannot be said that there is anything repel
lent or ungraceful about the general effect-
Compare it with t i e inflated farthingale of 
Elizabethan fashion ! As to the hat displayed 
therewith, it would appear to be inspired by 
:':.; shovel-hat of the priests, the interior of 
the shovel being filled by a mass of plumes. 
An evening variant of the balloon-hipped 
skin is seen in the next plate, whose wearer 

also exhibits a style of coiffure which 
may properly be described as flam
boyant A truly Elizabethan fullness is not 
lacking in the design on the next page, 
the overskirt apparently being extended 
by crinoline, the tenuity of the skirt 
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proper lending an aspect of far greater 
grace to this style than that of the mid-
Victorian. Indeed, though this fashion 
was stifled at its birth, if it may ever have 

been born at all, it is not improbable that it 
will, like many others here shown, ultimately 
secure a vogue. For intrinsically there is 

nothing more extravagant in these modes 
than in those which have actually obtained 
currency. 

At the time when " Chantecler " promised 

to be the rage the Parisian dressmakers v:ere 
at their wits' end to devise something which 
should express a flamboyant grace and a 

A COSTUME OF ELIZABETHAN OPULENCE WITH HIGH-CROWNED HAT. 



sort of gallinaceous impudence, and this 
gave rise to the three or four suggested styles 
illustrated. The main " feature " is the 
bell-shaped overskirt, the brown and green 
silk of the one with the feather in her crest 
having a decidedly hen-pheasant appearance. 
The bell of another skirt is achieved by 
flounced gradations ; and here, too, we are 
afforded a first glimpse of the pointed head
gear which only needs a beautiful duchess 
or two to render the prevailing fashion. 

A famous sartorial authority is said to 
have remarked : " The modern woman has 
foolishly given up ribbons. She had better 
return to them, for there is great beauty in 
a ribbon." He was probably thinking, not 
of finicking little ribbons, but of the broad 
and graceful sweep of the sash ribbon, or, 
perhaps, of the opulent love knot on the 

shoulder, as depicted 
on the following page. 
At all events, the broad 
ribbon at the neck has 
a l r e a d y c o m e i n t o 
vogue, although so far 
the wearing of it to the 
extent of a yard or two 
suspended from the 
back of the hat, the 
bosom, or the shoulder 
h a s n o t r ece ived 
fashionable encourage
ment. But why should 
it not ? It is undeni
ably graceful, and if of 
black lends a marked 
touch of contrast to 
the general attire. 

It is curious that 
the high conical hat is 
about the only shape 
that has not met with 
the favour of the elect. 
Yet, as we may see, 
there are effective possi
bilities in this style, 
whether of felt with 
a broad brim or the 

turban variety. An
other style which 
may secure the 
favour which was 
denied it at first is 
the high crown 
narrow - brimmed 
Charles II . hat, for 
which success is 
ultimately predicted 
because it is so suit
able for a certain 
order of beauty. 

F o r a u t u m n 
coats, redingotes, 
spencers, and ben-
j a m i n s m a n y 
varieties have been 
designed which the 

TWO COSTUMES WHICH SHOW THE DISTENDED OVERSKIRT—NOTE THE 
PLUME IN THE " MORION " CAP. 

A " CHANTECLER " 
EFFORT THAT FAILED. 



high-priestesses of fashion have obstinately 
refused to wear. Take, for instance, 
the fetching pale - green surtout, with the 
flowing skirt, frogged and gold-braided, and 
with lapels faced with darker green, of the 
same hue as the sash belt. Could anything 
on a chill autumn day be more seductive ? 

Vol. x l . - 7 5 . 

The full coal - scuttle hat of 
brown straw, with a green 
feather, does it not provide 
becoming and umbrageous 
shelter to a pretty face? Of 
another, a triple - decked 
benjamin, bound by a sash, 
much, too, might be said ; 
although, of course, much 
depends upon the wearer. 
But is this not true of 
any extreme fashion, even 
those that are at this moment 
current amongst us? At all 

A FLAMBOYANT CONFECTION IN VARIOUS SHADES OF GREEN 

WHICH MIGHT HAVE PROVED POPULAR. 

SUGAR-LOAF TURBAN WITH TRIPLE-
GATHERED SKIRT. 



events, here the conical hat, with a feathei 
starting saucily from its apex, has enough 
intrinsic merit, if only of novelty, to 
become popular. Perhaps the same 
cannot be said of the tailor-made coat, 
something of military cut, which appears 
a thought too mannish when donned in con
junction with a coiffure suggestive of Liszt or 
Rubinstein, and the Charles II. sugar-loaf 
hat. 

Which brings us to the subject of coiffure. 
Coiffures are perpetually changing. One year 
the hair of womankind shows an amazing and 
fertile exuberance. Next year the " crowning 

glory " of the sex staggers and grows pale and 
thin. One season it leaps protuberant from 
her brow ; in another it retires in Greek con
fusion. So far the " Russian mediaeval hair
cut," as it is called in America, has been con
fined to children, but already one or two 
pretty Parisiennes have made a public 
appearance in a coiffure on these lines, 
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w h i c h may, 
o n e f e a r s , 
become pre
valent. Again, 
is there not 
plenty of room 
for lateral ex
pansion ? Not 
l o n g s i n c e 
Europe was 
t h r e a t e n e d 
w i t h t h e 
Merode coif
fure, which, 
after all, was 
not so differ
ent from the 
mid - Victorian 
i d e a in i t s 
simplicity, not 
to say sever
ity. Depend 
upon it, how
ever, some of 
the old coif
fures, timidly 
t r i e d every 
year and re
j e c t e d , will 

AN AUTUMN COAT 
WITH FLOWING SKIRT 
WHICH NEVER SAW 

THE LIGHT. 

a pretty woman looks 
pretty in anything, no 
matter how extravagant. 
And as for those who are 
not blessed with beauty, 
there is still the charm 
of novelty. Change is the 
normal rule of life, and 
were woman's wits and 
fingers not constantly em
ployed in ringing the 

changes in her outer 
garb, this world would 
be a far less exciting 
place than it is. 

eventually return 
for a fu r the r 
s p e l l of pros
perity. 

A s for t h e 
E l i z a b e t h a n 
r u f f , t h a t is 
bound to recur. 
B r o u g h t i n 
m o d e s t l y a t 
first, as it has 
been occasionally 
during the past 
t w e n t y y e a r s , 
it may in all 
likelihood attain 

such proportions that 
the Virgin Queen 
herself would be the 
first to cry, " Out 
upon such fashions, 
t h e y m a k e u s 
women more absurd 
than zanies at the 
fair ! " 

Such then are the 
vicissitudes of femi
nine fashion. It is 
an ancient axiom that 

A FETCHING SEASIDE COSTUME 
VANISHED INTO LIMBO. 

A TREBLE-DECKED SKIRT AND NOVEL 
HAT FOR STREET WEAR. 



A Palace for the King. 
H E remark attributed to the 
late Queen Victoria, in con
versation with the Duchess of 
Sutherland, " I live in a house 
and call it a palace : you live 
in a palace and call it a 
house," only expresses an 

obvious truth. The British Empire, the 
greatest and most opulent the world has 
ever seen, lodges its monarch in the Empire's 

populous capital in a style befitting a third-
rate Power. Nothing so disappoints the 
friendly stranger, nothing has evoked so 
much criticism, as that bare, brown, and 
gloomy pile known as Buckingham Palace. 

The suggestion, therefore, that as a 

memorial of His late Majesty Edward VI I . 
Buckingham Palace, where he dwelt and 
died, should be rebuilt on a scale of fitting 
splendour, has aroused great interest in art 
circles. Numerous plans have been proposed 
publicly and privately, which resolve them
selves into some half-a-dozen definite ideas. 
These ideas have been carried out for the 
purposes of this article in T H E STRAND 
MAGAZINE by Mr. Adrian Berrington. 

There is every reason to believe that 
England is waking up to an appreciation of 
its architectural needs. London within the 
last decade or two is becoming rapidlv filled 
with beautiful buildings. The imposing 
character of many of these, such as the 

l l o L DESIGN, THE POSITION BEING 1I1E SAME A> 1H.V1 OF BUCKINGHAM 
" Nothing is comparable to it in sheer majesty." 
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THE NEW BUCKINGHAM PALACE, LOOKING TOWARDS HYDE PARK CORNER. 

" We should have the most imposing palace in the world at a cost of ten million pounds." 

Imperial Institute, the Westminster Cathe
dral, the Victoria and Albert Museum, even 
of many of the hotels, shops, and theatres, 
only serves to emphasize the shortcomings 
of the dwelling we assign as a residence to 
the greatest monarch in the world, the head 
and symbol of the might and majesty of the 
British Empire. Buckingham House was 
purchased by George I I I . in 1761 for twenty-
one thousand pounds and presented to his 
youthful Queen, Charlotte. Her Majesty, we 
are told, was so much pleased with it as 
a town residence that it was immediately 
fitted up with selected furniture from the 
other palaces, and ornamented with some of 
the best pictures in the Royal collection. 
The intention of the Royal pair in thus 
selecting a residence distinct from the official 
palace, as St. James's may be styled, was 
evidently to retire from Court etiquette to 
domestic tranquillity, except when the forms 
of State required the assumption of regal 
ceremony. Gradually Buckingham Palace 
became enlarged and improved, especially 
within, and the present extensive grounds 
added, until it is what we see it to-day. 

Upon one thing certain designers of a Royal 
palace are agreed—that Buckingham Palace 
should form the groundwork and basis of 
the new pile. There is the site : there is. 
even a palatial interior, full of spacious and 
splendid apartments, galleries, and staircases,, 
with pillared porticoes and frescoed ceilings. 
How to utilize this site and this interior to> 
the greatest advantage and most striking' 
effect? Others believe it should be wholly 
superseded, and only the materials employed. 
In one quarter the "Capitol design " shown 
on the first page of this article is favoured. 
The architect who favours it writes: " I I 
America had borrowed nothing more from 
ancient Rome than this dome - capping 
Empire idea in public architecture the debt 
would be great, for nothing is comparable tO' 
it in sheer majesty. I would suggest that the 
dome be surmounted by the Imperial orb, 
and that the building be much farther back 
than the present Palace, the site of which 
would afford a large open space in front." 

Think of what it would mean to Londoners, 
to Englishmen, to visitors from afar, if such 
an imposing structure as this, well worthy 
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A PALACE DESIGNED ACCORDING TO THE ITALIAN TRADITION. 
" I his magnificent pile would be built at the north end of the site, with a series of terraced gardens to the sonth." 

of Imperial London, were set in its midst. 
The capital of the British Empire has been 
c a l l e d a 
congeries of 
v i l l a g e s . 
There is no 
gTeat public 
w o r k , n o 
great build
ing to domi
nate it as 
the Capitol 
at Washing
ton domi
nates that 
c i t y . Yet 
St . ' P a u l ' s 
c e r t a i n l y 
d o m i n a t e s 
t h e C i t y 
proper, and 
the Houses 
of P a r l i a 
m e n t t h e 
Westminster 
quarter. But 

THE ACROPOLIS DESIGN. 

' Much may be said for this idea on the score of grandeur. ' 

when we come to the buildings in what we 
might call the palatial district of London 

there is little 
w h i c h i s 
t r u l y i m -
pressive to 
m e e t t h e 
eye. Buck-
i n g h a m 
Palace may 
have served 
a d m i r a b l y 
f o r t h e 
e i g h t e e n t h 
century; but 
in view of 
t h e g r e a t 
growth iii 
metropolitan 
a r t a n d 
s p l e n d o u r 
an advance 
— even one 
as marked 
as this — is 
demanded. 



Another suggests the Acropolis idea. The 
•distinguishing feature of this would be in
numerable courtyards, a " skyline " of temple 
above temple, and choragic monuments. " I 
offer this suggestion as that of a truly Im
perial palace. In its main lines it could 
be designed by an Imperial architect, the 
Colonies and dependencies supplying details 
of the component parts, thus giving variety 
and maintaining interest with emulation on 
the part of the 'sister-nations' contributing.'' 
Certainly much may be said for the idea on 
•the score of grandeur. 

Why, indeed, should not the Colonies, the 

great British Empire, contribute to a work 
of art which should surpass Versailles and 
the palaces of the Louvre and Luxembourg ? 
Imagine the Londoner of the good mid-
Victorian days travelling by a rumbling 
penny 'bus drawn by jaded horses in a thick 
nineteenth century fog and suddenly, as the 
fog lifted and the sun peered through, being 
confronted with such a vision of architectural 
drawing as this. He would indeed think 

that the capital had made a staggering 
advance. Yet it would require the stand
point—or should we say the sitting point ?— 
of an aeroplane or an airship to grasp all the 
essential features of such a wondrous pile. 

There are others, however, who regard it 
as essential that the whole quarter of the 
Palace should be reconstructed and a large 
oval space be created, bounded on the north 
by the Palace and on the south by an exten
sion of the lake in St. James's Park. On the 
east of this oval space the Mall would run, 
and on the west a continuation of Eaton 
Square. " If this were adopted," writes its 

enthusiastic proposer, "we should have the 
most imposing palace in the world." He 
adds that the cost would be great — say. 
ten million pounds — but that there are 
" many of the King's subjects—say, the 
Duke of Westminster or Lord Strathcona— 
who could, if they chose, build such a place 
for themselves." 

Others who would like to see a nobly-built 
palace will be attracted by a plan carrying on 
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the Italian tradition of palaces. This mag
nificent pile it is proposed to build at the 
north end of the site, with a series of terraced 
gardens to the south. Instead of the oval 
piice of the foregoing conception, there 
would be a circular lake with a road going 
round south of it. severed from the garden 
bv a colonnade and trees. Further rows of 
trees and colonnades would shut off Bucking
ham Gate and Victoria. 

" Too much Greece and too much Rome " 
is the judgment of one eminent artist on the 
foregoing plans. " In going back to Egypt 
and the "temple" idea the sculptor of the 
new Buckingham Palace would be doing a 
much finer — a much grander thing and 
one appealing more powerfully to his
tory and imagination. Briefly, the con
ception is that of a ' place ' with an avenue 
of couchant lions, pylons and forecourt 
being constructed to a huge scale. " Magni
tude is magnificence." The first court 
shown in this particular design would be 
for the multitude : the second, the circular 

one. for those more privileged, or the 
specially invited. The third court, situated 
.rn : : ^ ; r îrcur.c. ~ : _ .1 c;:ui:r_ :.~.e R:ya. 
residence proper. Beyond is shown a garden 
so lofty as not to be overlooked, with terraced 
gardens on either side. Xarura..y. ; : cj.rry 
out such a scheme as this would involve an 
enormous expenditure, and, although the 
result would be one of the wonders of the 
world, it is doubtful whether, in this age 

of utility, such expenditure would receive 
countenance, labour being with us not the 
trivial consideration it was to the rulers of 
Egypt 

A far more practical and less extravagant 
idea for a palace is that of the Restoration 
tradition, which is understood to be favoured 
by several members of the Roval Academy. 
This would be built in the same stvle as 
Inigo Jones's design for WhitehaD. of which we 
possess a worthy sample in the Banqueting 
Hall, Whitehall. The main entrance would 
be flanked by triumphal columns representing 
the Navy and Army, and would be looking 

A DESIGN. FACING DCE SOCTH, IN" THE STYLE OF INIGO JONES S SCHEME FOR WHITEHALL. 
w The main entrance would be flanked b r triumphal columns representing the Xavy and Annv." 
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southward and out upon a "place," as in the 
third design reproduced. 

To those with whom none of the plans 
we have discussed find favour, there may be 
something to commend itself in that next 
given, which might not unfairly be described 
as "romantick and fantastickal." The nearest 
similitude to such a building extant, though, 
of course, on a much smaller scale, is that of 
the palace of Chantilly, which King Edward 
is known to have much admired. But the 
great feature—really the essential—of such 

buildings as that of Chantilly is that they are 
not planned as a whole. Their success is due 
to the fact that they embody the accretions 
of many epochs—growing slowly from age to 
age ; only then, it is to be feared, do they 
become really beautiful and significant. Yet 
it cannot be denied that such a Buckingham 
Palace as this would be beautiful, and one 
can only regret that one of our Norman 
Kings did not centuries ago lay the nucleus 
of such a structure. 

It will be noticed that in three of these 

designs the moat plays a prominent part. 
Although much thought has been expended 
upon the Palace itself, water and trees are 
very properly regarded as a powerful com
ponent and essential to all the schemes. 

Interesting as it would be to know which 
Palace most meets the favour of STRAND 
readers, still more interesting would it he to 
learn the opinion of the proposed Royal 
occupant, His Majesty himself. Would not 
the very magnificence—the opulence of scale 
and lavishness of material itself—be too over

powering ? Unless, indeed, behind these 
imposing façades, in the depths of this 
wilderness of marble, there was hidden the 
true dwelling of as simple, home-loving a 
monarch as was his ancestor George III . , 
where the unpretentious essentials of domestic 
comfort, the modest accessories of the true 
British home might be found and enjoyed. 
The setting might then be as gorgeous as 
British art could execute and British pride 
demand, so long as the arcanum and jewel 
were there and intact. 

A PALACE ON THE DESIGN OF THAT AT CHANTILLY SO GREATLY ADMIRED BY KING EDWARD. 
" The buildings embody the accretions of many epochs—growing slowly from age to age ; only then, it is to he feared, do they 

become really beautiful and significant." 

Vol. xl.—76. 



QUITS. 
By E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM. 

Illustrated by S. Davis. 

HEY were both presumably 
seeking shelter, only whereas 
the girl achieved it in a 
scientific and exceedingly 
feminine fashion, the man 
stood half exposed to the 
driving rain, and with the 

drops from a chink in the awning falling fast 
down his neck. There came a time—she 
was proverbially a soft-hearted little woman 
—when she could stand it no longer. 

" Monsieur will be wet through ! " she ex
claimed, timidly. "There is plenty of room. 
Here where I am standing it is quite dry." 

He moved his position slightly with some 
muttered word of thanks, half careless, half 
sulky. Then he chanced to catch a glimpse 
of her face by the light of the glittering gas-
jet, and he was at once ashamed of his surli
ness. He raised his hat and did his best to 
seem grateful. 

" Very kind of you to notice," he said. " I • 
will come and stand by you, if I may." 

By his side she appeared smaller than 
ever. He was not only tall, but broad in 
proportion ; good-looking enough in a nega
tive, boyish sort of fashion, though just now 
the scowl upon his face would have disfigured 
the countenance of an Adonis. She was 
quite small, quietly but somewhat shabbily 
dressed, her cheeks white with the pallid 
complexion of an unhealthy life, large, soft 
brown eyes, and a tremulous mouth. The 
man, as was common with him—his best 
quality, perhaps — forgot himself. 

"You seem tired," he remarked: 
" N o t more than usual," she replied. " I 

think I am hungry. I was on my way to 
dinner when the rain came on." 

She looked anxiously outside. The young 
man seemed struck with a sudden idea. 

" Do you know," he said, " I believe that's 
what's the matter with me. Let's go and 
dine somewhere together." 

"Thank you," she answered; " I could 
not do that." 

" Why not ? " he urged. " I have just one 
five-pound note left in the world, and I am 

longing to spend it. Come with me, and 
we'll get the best dinner Luigi can give us." 

She frowned at him a little disapprovingly. 
" If you were thinking of spending five 

pounds upon a dinner," she declared, " I 
consider that you are very reckless. I should 
not think," she added, severely, "of going 
anywhere with anybody who had such ideas." 

H e looked her over curiously. 
"Come, then," he said, "you were going 

somewhere to dine. Why mayn't I go with 

you ?" 

She laughed softly. 
" You wouldn't care to," she answered. 
" Try me," he begged. " If I am really to 

take care of my five-pound note, I must go 
somewhere cheap." 

" I generally go to Pierelli's, in Oxford 
Street," she told him. " One pays eighteen-
pence, and there is a glass of wine included." 

He hailed a passing taxicab, which drew 
up before them. Even then she hesitated 
for a moment. 

" I pay for my own dinner," she insisted. 
" Just as you like," he answered, laughing 

at her. 
In the restaurant, which was hot and 

crowded, they were lucky enough to find a 
retired corner, which a noisy little company 
of diners were just evacuating. There was no 
ordering to be done. They just sat still and 
waited for what was brought to them. 

" Macaroni ! " he exclaimed. " H o w good it 
is, too ! I certainly was hungry. Listen, little 
mortal ! " 

" I am listening," she assured him. 
" I am going to introduce myself," he said. 

" My name is Clifford Ford. I am twenty-
five years old, and I have been a failure at 
everything I have tried. To tell you the 
truth, I have been waiting for the last three 
years for an uncle to die and leave me fifty 
thousand pounds. H e died last month and 
left me—a hundred pounds." 

" And what have you done with the 
hundred pounds?" his very practical com
panion demanded. 

H e leaned back in his seat and roared 
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with laughter. " I have spent it," he declared 
at last, " all except the five-pound note I told 
you about. I haven't even been able to 
pay my bills," 

She looked at him for a moment with a 
little less favour. 

" My name," she said, " i s Gertrud Huber. 
I come from Switzerland, as I dare say you 
could tell from my accent. I am a typist at 
the Milan Hotel. I earn only thirty-two 
shillings a week, but I live with a very 
pleasant family at Denmark Hill, and I take 
care never to owe anything. I do not think 
it is right to owe money one cannot pay." 

" I don't suppose it is," he admitted, 
suddenly sobered. " It depends upon one's 
bringing up, though, doesn't it ? " 

" Perhaps so," she assented. " My father 
and my mother were very strict when we were 
children. I think that it is best so." 

The head waiter, in passing, stopped to pay 
his respects to her. Clifford Ford took the 
opportunity to watch her for a moment un
noticed. She was very neat, but she wore 
no ornaments. Her pallor was unnatural. It 
spoke of bad ventilation, lack of fresh air and 
exercise. It was a pity. She would have 
been so pretty. 

"You dine here every night, I suppose?" 
he asked, when the man had passed on. 

" Nearly every night," she answered. 
" And alone ? " 
She flushed—most becomingly, but she 

was not pleased. 
" I do not think that you should ask me 

that," she replied. 
He apologized humbly. She inclined her 

head. 
" It was foolish of me, perhaps, to mind," 

she said, slowly. " If it interests you really 
to know, I had three invitations to dinner 
this evening." 

" And you did not accept one of them ? " 
he remarked, curiously. " You chose to dine 
here alone ? Why ? " 

" I will tell you, if you like," she answered, 
simply. " The invitations came from my 
clients—the men for whom I do typing in 
the hotel. I should never dream of accepting 
favours from any one of them. I have 
nothing to give in return. I do not care to 
be under an obligation. I came here with 
you—but I pay for myself. It is different. 
You looked lonely and I was lonely. And 
I thought—I thought," she added, hesitat
ingly, " that you looked unhappy. I thought, 
perhaps, that you had lost your situation, or 
were in trouble of some sort. I do not 
think that I quite understood." 

" Dear Miss Huber," he said, earnestly, 
"you understood better than you imagined. 
If I am not quite the sort of person you 
believed me, it is my misfortune. I was at 
least lonely enough, and if it had not been for 
you I should certainly have done very stupid 
things with myself and my five-pound note." 

She frowned at the laughter in his eyes, 
and regarded his broad shoulders and sun
burnt cheeks a little disparagingly. 

" Why do you talk so foolishly ? " she ex
claimed. " You ought to find some work 
to do." 

" Can't get anything," he answered, 
promptly. 

" You were well educated, I suppose ? " 
she asked. 

He nodded. 
" Public school and Oxford—only, you see, 

I was in the eleven and played cricket all the 
time." 

" That was very idle of you," she said, 
severely. 

Clifford Ford, to whom this was a new 
point of view, looked at her doubtfully. 

" I suppose it was idle," he admitted. 
" No one seemed to think so there, though." 

" VVhat are you going to do with yourself, 
t h e n ? " she asked. 

H e shrugged his shoulders. 
" I have a good many friends and some 

relations down in the country who are 
decently well off," he remarked, vaguely. " I 
suppose I shall have to look some of them 
up. Perhaps between them they'll be able 
to find me a job of some sort." 

She frowned at him severely. 
"You mean that you will have to go to 

your relations," she said, " and ask favours, 
or borrow money from them ? " 

" C a n you suggest any alternative?" he 
asked, feeling suddenly small. 

" Certainly," she replied, with a swift look 
at his shoulders. " I should work." 

He was half amused, half bitter. To be 
lectured by a little Swiss typist in a cheap 
eating-house was distinctly a new experience 
for him. Yet there was something in her 
words which stung. 

" Come," he said, "tell me what you think 
would be a suitable post for me ? " 

" You are young and strong," she replied. 
" There are many places you could take." 

"You mean work with my hands?" 
She seemed surprised. 
" Why not—if you are not clever enough 

for the other things ? " 
" Oh, I say ! " he exclaimed, flushing up to 

his temples. 
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" Is it not what you call false shame," she 
asked, " to mind what manner of work you 
do, so lone; as it is honeot and you are paid 
for it ? " 

" I suppose it is," he admitted. 
" For myself," she continued, " I learned 

shorthand and typewriting. That is what 
I do now. It is not much that I earn, 
but every week I send five shillings to my 
mother, who is not well off, and I save 
something too." 

He looked at her and felt his sense of 
manhood weaken. She was such a small 
being, her dress, her gloves, her hat, all so 
very cheap, so very tidy. Even the little 
white bow at her throat, spotlessly clean, was 
worn and shrunken. Her boots were thick 
and ready-made. And withal there was the 
too great delicacy of her complexion, the 
hollow cheeks, the tired eyes, the many 
evidences of an ill-nurtured body. Yet life, 
and the desire of life, flowed in her veins as 
in the veins of those others—the whole army 
of gaily-dressed young women who went 
blindly through life with their hands open to 
receive what it might bring ; who had their 
young men, their clothes and cheap jewellery, 
their theatres, and all the pleasures they could 
gather in. He suddenly felt very humble. 

" You are right," he said. " I have been 
looking at this matter from a wrong point of 
view. I would break stones to-morrow if 
someone would offer me a job." 

She smiled at him approvingly. It was 
astonishing how pretty she was. 

" Do you really mean that ? " she asked. 
" I do," he replied. 
" Y o u would not mind carrying things 

about—trunks and luggage ? " she persisted. 
" You look so beautifully strong." 

" I shouldn't care a bit," he declared. 
" Very well, then," she went on ; " I am 

quite friendly with Mr. Dennis, the head 
porter at the hotel where I am engaged, and 
I will speak to him about you to-morrow 
morning. I know that he is two men short. 
He may engage you at once.' 

Clifford Ford laughed till the tears were in 
his eyes. Then he saw the perplexed frown 
gathering upon her forehead, and he stopped 
abruptly. 

" T h e Milan Hotel," he explained; "that's 
where my cousin, to whom my uncle left the 
money instead of to me, has taken a suite. 
Shall I have to wear a uniform, little 
woman ? " 

"After you have been there a month, if 
you suit them, you will have to," she told 
him. " It is a very nice uniform, and I wish 

you would not laugh so much. You will get 
a pound a week and your meals, to start 
with, and there are the tips." 

" The tips," he repeated, wiping the tears 
from his eyes. " I hope the other tenants 
are more generous than Ralph, or I am afraid 
they won't amount to much." 

She opened her purse and counted out one 
and ninepence, which she placed upon the 
table. 

" Please pay the bill," she directed. 
" Wait one moment, though." 

She took it from his fingers, and in fluent 
French pointed out a mistake of a penny to 
an apologetic waiter. She watched her com
panion produce his share of the amount, and 
frowned severely at the size of the tip which 
he gave. 

" It was too much," she objected, as they 
passed out into the street. " You should 
have given him sixpence—no more." 

" I am sorry," he answered. " I'm afraid 
I am a bit careless in those things." 

" It is wicked not to think of money," she 
told him ; " wicked to spend or give away 
more than you can afford. It means that 
later on in life someone has to help you. 
Whilst one is young, one should save." 

" Don't you ever spend anything on your
se l f?" he asked. 

" Of course I do," she replied. " I bought 
a pair of gloves last week and a new umbrella. 
It seemed terribly extravagant," she sighed, 
" but I had to have the umbrella. Mine was 
all holes. Would you like to walk home with 
me, Mr. Ford ? You see, it is quite fine now." 

Clifford Ford did like. In fact, he felt 
that at that moment there was nothing else 
he wanted so much to do. They were 
creatures of very different worlds, and yet he 
thoroughly enjoyed that walk and their con
versation. She described, with many little 
bursts of enthusiasm, her home, the village 
under the mountains, their simple customs, 
the intimate social and family life of the 
people, their many innocent gaieties, of which 
she spoke wistfully, with kindling eyes. Her 
father was dead, and her mother was hard 
put to it to bring up a second family. 
Gertrud had been her only child until she 
had married again—now it was she who 
helped in the struggle. Seven children to 
feed and educate ! The little figure who 
walked by his side was eloquent about 
their needs and tastes. I t was for their 
sake that she toiled in this ugly London— 
ill-fed, ill-clothed, and without the simplest 
of pleasures. And she told it all uncon
sciously. When they parted before a dreary 
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" S H K POINTED OUT A MISTAKE OF A PENNY TO AN APOLOGETIC WAITER 

house in an ugly back street, Clifford Ford 
shook hands with her, and his bared head 
meant something more than ordinary courtesy. 
He felt as he had never done before to any 
human being towards this strange little 
mortal, whose cheeks were a trifle flushed 
now with the walk, and whose eyes were 
bright with interest. 

" To-morrow, then, at twelve o'clock," she 
told him. " If you can get a character of 
any sort you had better bring it." 

" I will do the best I can," he answered, 
clasping her fingers ; " and I sha'n't forget." 

He watched her pass into that gloomy 
abode, whose rest seemed to be the only 
thing she had to hope for in life, and walked 
slowly back. For the first time for years he 
found himself thinking seriously. He had 
looked for a minute or two into another 
person's life ! 

Clifford Ford had been porter at the Milan 
Hotel for more 
than three weeks 
before he saw his 
cousin. Then they 
met face to face in 
a narrow corridor, 
a n d C l i f f o r d 
dropped a heavy 
trunk within a few 
i n c h e s of h i s 
cousin's toes. Mr. 
Ralph Ford was 
nervous. He first 
jumped and then 
swore heartily. 

" Y o u c l u m s y 
idiot ! " he ex
claimed. " What 
the mischief are 
you doing?" 

" J o l l y h e a v y 
trunk, ttiis," Clif
f o r d a n s w e r e d , 
wiping his fore
head. "You might 
give me a hand." 

Ralph gazed at 
his cousin in blank 
amazement. Then 
he began to laugh 
contemptuously. 

"Clifford!" he 
cried. " Well, I'm 
dashed ! " 

He passed on 
w i t h o u t f u r t h e r 
speech, but still 

laughing, into his apartments. A young 
man—dressed in the height of fashion, with 
sleepy, dissipated eyes—was lolling upon a 
sofa, awaiting him. 

" Halloa, Ralph ! What's the joke ? " he 
asked. 

Ralph grinned again. 
" One you'll appreciate, Sidney," he 

answered. " Whom do you think I just 
passed outside, carrying a heavy trunk ? 
Seems he's engaged as a porter here." 

" No idea." 
" My cousin Clifford ! " 



6 0 2 THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 

Ralph began to laugh again, but suddenly 
stopped. There was no answering gleam of 
amusement in his companion's face. On 
the contrary, Mr. Sidney Lenton had the 
appearance of a young man altogether 
thunderstruck. 

" What the dickens is the matter with you, 
Sid ? " his friend demanded. 

The young solicitor was ill at ease. 
" You mean really that Clifford's here 

working as a porter?" he asked. 
Ralph assented. 
"Got up in the uniform, too. Why, what 

are you looking like a scared rabbit about it 
for ? Funniest thing I ever knew ! " 

" Give me a drink, Ralph," his friend said, 
shortly. 

Ralph produced a bottle of brandy, some 
soda-water, and two glasses from a cupboard. 
All the time he watched his visitor curiously. 

" Well ? " he inquired, as the latter set his 
tumbler down empty. 

Sidney Lenton lit a cigarette and leaned 
towards his friend. " Look here, Ralph," 
he declared, "we're 
pals, and it goes 
without saying that 
I'm more interested 
in your affairs than 
a n y o r d i n a r y 
client's. I am going 
to do something 
which is beastly 
unprofessional. If 
the governor knew 
it, or ever found it 
out, he'd kick me 
out of the office." 

"Anything about 
Clifford?" Ralph 
asked, uneasily. 

H i s f r i e n d 
nodded. 

" I t ' s t h a t 
codicil," he said. 
" It was to be 
o p e n e d in two 
months, you know." 

Ralph was sud
denly serious. 

" G o on," he 
muttered. 

" I know what's 
in it," Lenton con
tinued. " Only the 
governor and I 
know, and you can 
guess what would 
happen to me if it 

ever got about that I'd given it away. It pro
vides Listen, Ralph ! It provides that 
if at any time before it is opened Clifford 
has held any post of any sort whatever for 
one month, and been paid a salary, that he 
is to share equally with you." 

" It can't be true ! " Ralph faltered. 
"There 's no doubt about it," his friend 

insisted, impatiently. " Tell me, how long 
has Clifford been here ? " 

" I have no idea," Ralph replied. "Can' t 
be long, anyhow, or I should have seen 
him." 

" We must get him the sack—or, rather, you 
must," Sidney Lenton declared. "You're a 
resident here ; it ought to be quite easy. 
Complain about him all the time—anything 
will do. Bring all the girls he used to know 
here to see him. Get Lily and that lot to 
come and laugh at him. Get him to realize 
what a fool he's making of himself. . . . Who 
the mischief is t h i s ? " 

Ralph turned quickly round. With her 
note-book in her hand, Gertrud was stand

ing just inside the 
door. 

" I beg your 
pardon, Mr. Ford," 
s h e s a i d . " I 
k n o c k e d twice, 
and I thought that 
I heard you say, 
' Come in.' " 

" T h a t ' s a l l 
r i g h t , " R a l p h 
a n s w e r e d h e r . 
" Please sit down 
for a moment. I 
shall be disengaged 
directly." 

H e thrust his 
arm through his 
friend's and led 
him out into the 
passage. 

" Come back to 
luncheon, Sid," he 
s a i d . " W e ' l l 
think out some 
scheme." 

" W h o ' s t h e 
girl ? " the young 
s o l i c i t o r a sked , 
suspiciously. 

" O h , she's all 
right," Ralph de
c l a r e d . " S h e 
types my letters 
for me. Good-1 RALPH GAZED AT HIS COUSIN IN BLANK AMAZEMENT." 
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looking little thing, 
too, in her way. I 
orderer1 her up for 
e leven o ' c l o c k . 
Even if she heard 
a n y t h i n g , s h e 
w o u l d n ' t unde r 
stand. So long ! " 

Ralph re-entered 
his sitting - room. 
Gertrud was still 
standing up. He 
wheeled an easy-
chair towards her. 

"Now, then, Miss 
Gertrud," he began, 
with a smile which 
he did his best to 
make ingratiating, 
" come and make 
yourself comfort
able while I think 
out my letter." 

She sat down, 
choosing, however, 
an ordinary chair. 

" I am quite 
ready, Mr. Ford," 
she replied, quietly. 

The young man 
f r o w n e d ; h e r 
manner was cer
tainly not encourag
ing. 

" Wonder why 
you're always so 
unkind to me, Miss 
Gertrud ? " he re
marked, throwing 
himself on to the 
sofa and lighting a 
cigarette. 

She looked at 
him with faintly up
lifted eyebrows. 

" I do not under
stand," she replied. 
" I am here to take 
down your letters 
and then to type them. I am always anxious 
to do my duty properly. Please begin. I 
have another appointment presently." 

" Can't collect my ideas all at once," he 
declared. " Look at me, please, Miss 
Gertrud. Why, what have you been doing 
to yourself? You look quite smart." 

She looked at him steadily without any 
change of countenance, and then glanced 
away out of the window. Ralph laughed 

softly. He was of 
the order of young 
men who do not 
recognize snubs. 

" Don't be un
kind, please, Miss 
G e r t r u d," h e 
begged, rising to 
his feet. " Tell me, 
w h e n a r e y o u 
c o m i n g o u t t o 
dinner with me ? " 

" Never , " s h e 
answered, firmly. 
" You know that 
quite well. If you 
have no letters 
to give me, I will 

g°-" 
" But I have 

some letters," he 
assured her. " Wait 
for one moment, 
please. I want to 
ask Dennis a few 
questions." 

He went to the 
telephone in the 
next room, and re
turned almost at 
once. 

" I am ready 
n o w," h e a n-
nounced. " Please 
take this down : 
' To Sidney Len-
ton, Esquire, 17, 
J e r m y n S t r e e t . 
Dear Sidney, — I 
h a v e m a d e a l l 
inquiries. C. has 
been here a month 
next Saturday. I 
feel sure we'll be 
able to get rid of 
him, though. I 
have been making 
complaints already. 
Come up to lunch. 

I am asking Flo and some of the girls, and 
giving them the tip what to do. So long ! ' " 

"Any copy?" she inquired, calmly. 
H e shook his head. 
" Bring it back yourself as soon as you've 

done it," he directed. 
In ten minutes she was back again. Ralph 

looked through the letter and signed it. 
" I said ' n o copy,'" he remarked. "Th is 

sheet feels quite damp." 

" ' I BEG YOUR PARDON, MR. FORD,' SHE SAID. ' I 
KNOCKED TWICE, AND I THOUGHT THAT I HEARD YOU 

SAY, " COME I N . ' " " 
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" I quite forgot, sir," she answered. " I 
will destroy the copy." 

He laid his hand upon her shoulder. 
" Very careless of you, Gertrud," he 

declared. " You'll have to pay a fine." 
She moved contemptuously toward the 

door. He followed her. 
" If you touch me, Mr. Ford," she ex

claimed, " I shall cry o u t ! " 
Ralph laughed unpleasantly. 
" I wouldn't," he said. 
He caught her by the wrist and held her. 

She called loudly for help, and before he 
could raise her head the door was opened. 
A moment later Ralph was lying on the 
carpet, and a porter in the hotel uniform 
standing over him. 

"Your old tricks, eh, Ra lph?" Clifford 
exclaimed, contemptuously. " What an un
pleasant brute you are ! " 

He turned away and joined Gertrud, who 
was waiting for him in the passage. She 
clutched at his arm. 

" Mr. Clifford," she begged, " promise me 
something." 

He nodded. " All right. What is it ?" 
" Don't leave here—don't let them send 

you away, whatever happens—not this week, 
at any rate. Promise." 

" I haven't the slightest idea of going," he 
assured her. 

She was trembling still. He took her 
hand in his and found it for a moment 
passive. Then she drew it away. 

" Please don't," she whispered. " I feel 
just a little foolish." 

She ran away down the corridor and he 
knew that there were tears in her eyes, tears 
which she hated to show. He looked back 
and shook his fist in the direction of Ralph's 
room. 

At three o'clock that afternoon he met her 
in the front hall. He was carrying an 
immense portmanteau, which he at once 
swung to the ground. 

" Miss Gertrud," he said, " I was hoping 
to see you. You've got to let me off that 
promise." 

She looked at him steadfastly. His cheeks 
were flushed and his eyes unnaturally bright. 

" T h a t brute of a cousin of mine," he 
explained, " is taking the meanest sort of 
revenge. He's been asking all the people I 
used to know here to lunch, and pointing me 
out." 

" Do you mind that ? " she asked, coldly. 
" Of course I mind it," he answered, 

impatiently. " I don't think I am a snob, 
but it isn't exactly pleasant to have a lot of 

people one used to know, the girls one used 
to take out to lunch oneself, come and stare 
at me in this beastly uniform, and have that 
cad of a Ralph hand me a shilling for taking 
a note. You'll have to let me off that 
promise, Miss Gertrud." 

" I should not worry about friends who 
thought the less of you for working in an 
honest situation," she declared. 

" Little girl," he insisted, " you don't under
stand. I know they're not worth taking notice 
of. They're the sort who like you when you're 
up, and haven't a word for you when you're 
down ; but it hurts all the same. And to
night," he continued, " that sweet cousin of 
mine has asked some people to dinner—a 
young lady especially whom I used to fancy 
that I cared for. I'll look for work, honestly 
—anything I can get ; but you'll have to let 
me off that promise, please." 

She shook her head firmly. 
" I shall not do that." 
H e frowned. 
"But , Miss Gertrud," he protested, "you 

don't want to be unreasonable, do you ? My 
uncle's solicitor, or, rather, his son, was here 
a few minutes ago. He said that it was a 
great shock to his father to hear what I was 
doing, and he offered to lend me fifty or a 
hundred pounds for immediate use, and to 
find me a place in an estate agent's office, if 
I cared to stay in England. • I don't think I 
shall accept anything, but it's decent of them 
to offer it, all the same. And, Miss Gertrud," 
he went on, " the long and short of it is, I 
want to clear out quick, before the dinner 
to-night. Coming, sir. Coming at once." 

Clifford hurried off and helped load a bus, 
with zest. He accepted a half-crown tip 
from an elderly American lady with complete 
sang-froid, and stood on the pavement to 
watch the vehicle out of sight, with a quite 
professional interest in the piled-up trunks. 
When he turned back he found Gertrud still 
in the hall, pretending to study a time-table. 
She called him to her. 

" Mr. Ford," she said, " I have always 
been told that the promise of an English 
gentleman is a very sacred thing. Is that 
not so ? " 

"Certainly," he answered; " b u t " 
" Please let that be enough," she inter

rupted. " I claim the fulfilment of your 
promise. You must remain here until 
Saturday." 

She left him standing there, swearing softly 
to himself. Sidney Lenton came up and 
touched him on the shoulder. Ralph was 
by his side. 
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" Do your duties here include a flirtation 
with the typist ? " Lenton inquired, smiling. 

" Miss Huber is an old friend of mine," 
Clifford answered. 

Lenton nodded. 
" What time are you off? " he asked. 
" Not at all to-day," Clifford replied. " I 

have made up my mind to stay till Saturday." 
Ralph came forward, frowning. 
" What, you mean that you will let Mrs. 

Lethbridge and Alice, and all of them, see 
you in that infernal livery ! " he exclaimed, 
angrily, 

Clifford did not even flush. 
" I shall keep out of the way if I can," he 

said. " I f not, they can please themselves 
whether they speak to me or not." 

Ralph was very pale. He drew out his 
pocket-book. Lenton pushed him on one 
side. 

"Lookhere, Clifford," he said ; "can ' t you 
see that it's deuced unpleasant for Ralph to 
have you here ? Now, it can't make any real 
difference to you. Go and have a few days' 
holiday. I'll slip a fifty-pound note into your 
waistcoat-pocket." 

Clifford shook his head. 
" I am sorry, he replied. " I tell you 

frankly I'd like to go, but I've given my word 
of honour to stay until Saturday, and I can't 
break it." 

The two young men exchanged glances. 
Suddenly Ralph understood. 

" To Miss Huber ! " he exclaimed. 
Clifford turned away. 
" It doesn't matter. I have given my 

word. I shall stop." 
Lenton did not at once understand. 

Ralph took his arm. 
" We are done," he muttered. " She 

typed that letter to you." 
Ralph Ford was a young man of mean 

disposition, and he went straight to the 
manager's office. 

"Mr. Krudlong," he said, " I have a com
plaint to make." 

The manager was sorry to hear it, and 
waited, gravely attentive. 

"This morning," Ralph continued, " I 
engaged a young lady typist from your 
office — Miss Gertrud Huber. She took 
down an important letter for me, and has 
since divulged its contents to a person in 
this hotel." 

" This is a very serious charge, Mr. Ford," 
the manager answered, ringing the bell. 

" The young lady will not be able to deny 
it," Ralph replied. 

In a moment or two she appeared. Her 
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lips trembled when she saw who it was, and, 
if possible, she was paler than ever. This 
was the one thing which she feared in life— 
dismissal. 

" Miss Huber," the manager said, " this 
gentleman believes that you have divulged 
the contents of a letter, which he dictated 
to you, to a person in this hotel." 

" T h a t is not true," Gertrud answered. 
" Put it another way," Ralph broke in, 

unpleasantly. " She has given advice to a 
person, founded upon her knowledge of that 
letter, in a way very prejudicial to my 
interests." 

" Is this a fact ? " the manager asked. 
" Please be careful, Miss Huber. We have 
been so satisfied with your services." 

" I t is true," she admitted, " tha t I did 
advise someone because of what I had seen 
in the letter, but " 

The manager interrupted. He was holding 
the door open. 

"You need not continue, Miss Huber." 
" It was an injustice ! '"' she exclaimed. " A 

conspiracy ! " 
The manager shook his head. 
"Even if that were so," he said, " the re 

is no excuse. A week's salary shall be sent 
to your address, Miss Huber, Kindly leave 
within ten minutes." 

She walked out of the office with her head 
in the air and a little flush in her cheeks. 
She pinned on her hat and drew the cheap 
veil down over her eyes with trembling 
fingers. It was not until she was out in the 
Strand and on the way to her lodgings that 
the tears came. 

Ralph Ford's first attempt at making him
self disagreeable was a success ; his second a 
failure. The manager absolutely declined 
his request to send Clifford away. The head 
porter spoke well of him ; there was no 
authentic complaint which could be made. 
Ralph played his last card in despair. He 
made a personal appeal to the manager. 

" T h e fact of it is, Mr. Krudlong," he 
explained, " he's a distant connection of 
mine, and we can't both remain here. There 
you have it straight. Which is it to be ? " 

" As a matter of principle, Mr. Ford," the 
manager answered, gravely, " I cannot send 
away a servant who is doing his duty, even to 
oblige a client." 

" You prefer to lose me, then ? " Ralph 
declared, furiously. 

The manager bowed. 
" We shall hear of your departure with 

much regret, Mr. Ford," he said. " You will 
excuse me novf." 
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Ralph's dinner guests fell in with his wishes 
more readily, They certainly made them
selves as disagreeable as a little company of 
ill - bred people could do. Only one — an 
American chorus-girl whom Clifford knew 
slightly—listened to his cousin's story and 
took her own course. She went up to where 
Clifford was standing by the lift and held out 
her hand. 

" Mr. Ford," she exclaimed, " I want to 
tell you that I am very glad to see you ! " 

Clifford had stood everything else, but this 
almost upset him. As soon as she was gone, 
however, he knew that her words had done 
him good. For the rest of the evening he 
thought of nothing but his work. There was 
only one really sore feeling in his heart. For 
the first time he was angry with Gertrud for 
holding him to his promise. He did not 
even, after he had changed his clothes, wait 
for her in the Strand as he usually did when 
he was not on night duty. 

Three weeks later Clifford Ford, who had 
resumed his accustomed appearance, drove 
up in a taxi to the Milan Hotel, and, to the 
head porter's great embarrassment, insisted 
upon shaking him by the hand. 

"Seen anything of my amiable cousin 
lately ? " he asked. 

" Not lately, sir," Dennis replied. " Mr. 
Ford left here very soon after you." 

Clifford laughed. 
" T h e poor beggar's fifty thousand pounds 

worse off than he expected," he remarked. 
" Is Miss Gertrud about anywhere, do you 
know ? " 

Dennis looked a little surprised. 
" Miss Gertrud Huber, sir ? Why, she left 

on the Thursday before you left on Saturday." 
" Left ! " Clifford exclaimed, thunderstruck. 
Dennis leaned towards him confidentially. 

• " I understand, sir, that there were some 
complaints made by Mr. Ford," the man told 
him. " She was accused of divulging the 
contents of a letter Mr. Ford had written to 
his solicitor." 

The place swam round for a moment with 
Clifford. Then his heart began to ache. If 
only he had understood ! 

" The hound ! " he muttered. " Get me a 
taxicab at once, please, Dennis—a good one." 

He drove down to Denmark Hill and 
found out her rooms. The lady of the family 
with whom Gertrud had boarded was there, 
but Gertrud herself had gone. 

"This very day, monsieur," the woman 
announced—"this very day she left me. 
It is most unfortunate." 

" Left you ! " Clifford repeated. " But where 
has she gone ? Where can I find her ? " 

" For the last three weeks," madame 
declared, " she has tried for a situation every 
day, in vain. It was the fault of the hotel, 
who refused her a character. Behaviour the 
most extraordinary ! Never, monsieur," the 
woman continued, energetically, " had I a 
young lady in this house so regular, so care
ful, so thoroughly respectable. Yet from 
that hotel they sent her away without a 
character. It was infamous ! " 

" But I must find her," Clifford persisted. 
" It was my fault that she was turned away." 

Madame was much interested. 
" Only last night," she continued, " Miss 

Gertrud decided to give it up and return 
home. Indeed, it was the best thing, for 
the poor girl was half starved, and she would 
accept nothing from anyone without pay
ment. Only the day before she was sent 
away she received a letter from her mother 
with some bad news, and she sent all her 
savings to Switzerland. To-day she had 
even to sell some of her clothes to buy her 
ticket. She has gone by the two-twenty." 

" Does she owe anything? " Clifford asked, 
with his hands in his pockets. 

" Not one penny, sir," the woman replied, 
vigorously. " There never was such a young 
lady for refusing to get into debt. She was 
one in a thousand was Mile. Gertrud." 

Clifford reached Charing Cross at . a 
quarter-past two, and hurried on to the 
platform. H e found her wedged in a third-
class carriage, looking very white and miser
able, with a German commercial traveller on 
one side, a waiter on the other, and four 
other people of various nationalities in the 
compartment. She gave a little cry as she 
saw him and half jumped up, eagerly. The 
guard blew his whistle. 

"Good-bye !" she faltered. " O h , Mr. 
Clifford, you are just in time to say good
bye ! " 

" Good-bye be hanged ! " he answered, 
lifting her bodily out of the carriage. 

The guard called out angrily. 
" The young lady is not going on," 

Clifford remarked. 
She was quite speechless. The train was 

now moving out of the station. She looked 
after it with a helpless air. 

" My luggage ! " she cried. " And my bag 
is in the carriage." 

" Let it go," he laughed. " We'll buy your 
trousseau this afternoon, after we are married." 

The colour streamed again into her 
cheeks. 



" Mr. Clifford ! " she exclaimed. 
He nodded. 
" I've got the licence in my pocket," he 

declared. " Now kiss me and say you are 
glad." 

She had never 
l o o k e d m o r e 
charming, though 
her eyes were misty 
and her cheeks 

hollower than ever. He had kissed her for 
the first time in his life, boldly, here upon 
the platform ! She had to keep on telling 
herself that it was not a dream. 

"You can't mean it," she faltered. 
He almost carried her out to a taxicab. 

" We'll be married in half an hour," he 
said, " buy clothes till five, come to the hotel 
here, dine quietly, do a theatre, and start for 
Switzerland to see your people to-morrow. 
How does that sound ? " 

The taxi was moving 
now. It was real ! 
She crept into his arms. 
Such happiness for her 
was incomprehensible, 
a thing undreamed of, 
a thing to be read 
about and wondered 

about, but to happen—never ! 
" I am quite poor," she whispered. " I 

ought not to marry you." 
He laughed. 
" I owe you fifty thousand pounds," he 

declared. " We'll divide it and call it quits." 
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of the Master's works you 
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and battered Tauchnitz " Copperfield , : your 
grandfather picked up on a Continental 
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and which has now become a cherished 
family relic ? Is it in the brand-new " Pick
wick " with full morocco binding recently 
acquired at the sale of a deceased noble
man's library? It is only by this universality 
of the tribute that we may make it a worthy 
testimonial to the great writer whose popu
larity is still well-nigh immeasurable, and 
who literally wore himself out in order to 
make provision for those he loved. 

" I rest my claims/1 wrote Charles Dickens 
in his will, " to the remembrance of my 
country upon my published works." It 
is this phrase which is the rock-bottom 
and foundation of this Dickens Centenary 
Tribute. 

" It enables," writes Professor A. C. 
Benson, "all Dickens-lovers in a simple and 
natural way to put into the hands of the 
great man's representatives a portion at 
least of the pecuniary advantage which 
circumstances compelled him to forego, and 
to do this without undue strain on any one 
individual's resources." 

Nothing that we could say here would 
furnish greater testimony to the inherent 
merit of the idea or be a more powerful 
guarantee of its success than the mere list 
of those who have hastened to join the 
Dickens Centenary Testimonial Committee 
and are responsible for the issue of the 
Dickens Centenary Testimonal Stamp. As 
this number of T H E STRAND MAGAZINE goes 
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LORD CURZON OF KEDLESTON. 
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WALTER CRANE, Esq. 
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WILLIAM D E MORGAN, Esq. 
FRANK DICKSEE, Esq., R.A. 
ROBERT DONALD, Esq., Editor of the Daily Chronicle, 
Sir ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE. 
Sir JOHN DUNCAN. Editor of the Cardiff Daily New. 
T. NICOL DUNN, Esq. 
Sir LUKE FILDES, R.A. 
PERCY FITZGERALD, Esq. 
HARRY FURNISS, Esq, 
TOM GALLON, Esq. 
A. G. GARDINER, Esq., Editor of the Daily yews. 
H. A. GWYNNB, Esq., Editor of the Standard. 
H. RIDER HAGGARD, Esq. 
THOMAS HARDY, Esq. 
Sir JOHN H A R E . 
HILDEHRAND HAKMSWORTH, Esq., Editor of the Globe. 
W. W. JACOBS, Esq. 
KUDYARD KIPLING, Esq. 
ANDREW LANG, Esq. 
Hon. H. W. LAWSON. 
H. F. L E BAS, Esq., Chairman Caxton Publishing Co. 
SIDNEY' L E E , Esq. 
J . M. L E SAGE, Esq., of the Daily Telegraph. 
THOMAS MARLOWE, E*q.. Editor of the Daily MaiL 
B. W. MATZ, Esq., Secretary of the Dickens Fellowship. 
JUSTIN MCCARTHY, Esq. 
ARTHUR MORRISON, Esq. 
Sir FRANK NEWNES, Bart. 
Sir W. ROBERTSON NICOLL. 
T. P. O'CONNOR, Esq., M.P. 
Sir ARTHUR W. PINERO. 
Sir GEORGE RIDDEI.L, Managing Editor of the News oj 

BRITON RIVIERE, Esq., R.A. [the World. 
OWEN SEAMAN, Esq., Editor of Punch. 
CLEMENT K. SHORTER, Esq., Editor of the Sphere. 
G. R. SIMS, Esq. 
Hon. W. F. D. SMITH. 
SOLOMON J. SOLOMON, Esq., R.A. 
J. A. SPENDER, Esq.. Editor of the Westminster Gazette, 
M. H. SPIELMANN, Esq. 
W. T. STEAD, Esq. 
J . S T . L O E STRACHEY, Esq., Editor of «he Spectator. 
Sir WILLIAM TRELOAR. 
Sir ADOLPH TUCK, Bart. 
Mrs. HUMPHRY WARD. 
FABIAN W A R E , Esq., Editor of the Morning Post. 
IHEODORE WATTS-DUNTON, Esq. 

The actual design for the stamp has been 
evolved by a sub-committee, comprising Lord 
Alverstone and Messrs. Briton Rivière, R.A., 
H. Rider Haggard, Clement K. Shorter, and 
Sir Adolph Tuck, Bart. 

In the course of the present month 
the stamps will be issuing by hundreds of 
thousands from the press. The stamp 
itself is a work of a r t It was decided by 
the committee that nothing cheap or mean 
or commonplace could be offered to the 
public. If the stamp was to commemorate 
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so notable an event it should have an intrinsic 
value of its own. Accordingly the design, 
carefully prepared under the direction of the 
committee, has been engraved on steel—a 
slow process involving a delay of weeks, 
and it is printed on special hand-made paper. 
In order to prevent the possibility of forgery 
each stamp bears a water-mark. " I do not 
think," says Sir Adolph Tuck, than whom 
there is no greater authority, " that any stamp 
superior to this in quality has been, or could 
be, produced in this country." If we com
pare it with t i e current British postal issues 
the superioritv will be manifest at once. At 
all events, the purchaser of the Dickens stamp 
has an intrinsic value for his money. 

Probably many of our readers may expect 
that a further description of the aims and 
objects of the committee should be given. 
This we cannot do better than by quoting as 
fully as our space permits the article which 
recendv appeared in a leading London news
paper by Mr, Arthur Waugh, President of 
the Dickens Fellowship, a body which 
numbers thousands of ardent Dickens-lovers 
all over the world, and whose organ is The 
Ditkensian. 

" Probably," writes Mr. Waugh, " a good 
many people will be unfamiliar with the present 
system of copyright, so a few words may be 
said here in explanation. The copyright in a 
printed book in this country has hitherto been 
limited in time. For forty-two years after 
publication, or for the authors life and seven 
years after his death (whichever is the longer 
period), a book is copyright, and no one may 
reproduce it in any form without permission 
of the owner of the copyright. But when 
that period is past the fruit of a man's brain 
becomes public property, and anyone can 
take it and reprint it. 

•' Obviously it is a great injustice, and the 
descendants of Charles Dickens have un
questionably suffered by it. The copy
rights in nearly all Dickens's works have 
now lapsed, and, one by one, as they fell 
out, the books have been reproduced by 
houses of business, some of whom have 
never paid a farthing to the source of their 
inspiration nor raised a finger in recognition 
of the genius upon whose products they 
have been profiting. Suppose even a penny 
a copy had been paid to Dickens's executors 
upon the sale of these honorary editions, 
what a warm little sum would have found 
its way into the bank ! 

" This, then, is the scheme which certain 
energetic enthusiasts have brought forward, 
and to which the Dickens Fellowship is 

about to lend its countenance. Everyone 
who possesses a volume of Dickens is to be 
given the opportunity of contributing to the 
celebration of his centenary. A Dickens 
memorial stamp is to be issued, suitably 
designed and about the size of an ordinary 
bookplate. It will cost one penny for each 
impression, and all lovers of Dickens are 
invited to put a copy of the stamp into every 
volume of Dickens which they own. Book
sellers are to be invited to join the scheme, 
and, whenever they sell a volume of Dickens, 
it is hoped that they will induce the purchaser 
to buy a stamp at the same time. 

" Of course, the scheme would entail a 
certain amount of trouble, and at a busy 
time like Christmas, when the sales of 
Dickens are at their highest, the process 
may very likely prove inconvenient But the 
trouble is surely worth taking as a tribute 
of honour and a labour of love, when one 
considers all the money which various 
branches of the book trade have made out 
of Dickens, without the slightest risk or 
anxiety to themselves. I n one case, indeed, 
and that, I think, a notable one, the book
sellers will be saved trouble in the matter 
and the public will be saved expense. 
Dickens's original publishers, Chapman and 
Hall, who purchased all his copyrights from 
his literary executors, have decided, in the 
case of their new Centenary Edition, to 
make a free-will offering to the fund by 
supplying a stamp in every volume sold, 
free of charge to the public, thus paying on 
this particular edition a fresh royalty to the 
author's descendants. In other cases, it is 
to be hoped that the public will rally to the 
scheme, and that in a very short time it will 
be regarded as an act of literary justice 
to have in your library those volumes of 
Dickens's works which have paid toll to 
that court of honour which seeks to cele
brate the stored-up gratitude of a hundred 
years of illimitable benefits. 

" We who were not privileged to know 
Dickens face to face can only with difficulty 
surmise what sort of tribute he would have 
liked or disliked. But I do not think he 
would have disliked this. ' I rest my claims,' 
he said, 'upon my published works.' Well, 
it is just these published works that will 
bring in the tribute. Let us do our little 
best to make that tribute a worthy one." 

It is a small thing to d a Will Y O U do it 
now? 

" I happen to own two complete sets of 
Dickens," writes an eminent author to T H E 
STRAND, " a n d I am putting the twenty-
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eight penny royalty stamps in these volumes 
because I think it is an honest thing to 
do. I would gladly do more if more were 
demanded on behalf of heirs of Dickens, but 
I cannot do less." 

That is the attitude of thousands—quite 
apart from the Testimonial. 

Another writes : " If all bought the 
penny stamp who owned a copy of Dickens 
none need do more, and yet enough would 
be done to do full honour and pay worthy 
tribute to Dickens." 

By every post there reaches us shoals of 
letters from all parts of the world, telling 
of the affection in which the writers hold 
Dickens, and how grateful they are of the 
opportunity of showing it. 

A wonderful sidelight on the popularity of 
Dickens is furnished by Mr. Hedley F. 
Le Bas, chairman of the Caxton Publishing 
Company. There is, he remarks, a consistency 
in the public taste in books, and the loyalty 
of the British-speaking people to the four 
Masters of Literature — Dickens, Scott, 
Shakespeare, and Thackeray—was specially 
marked. Year after year the demand for the 
works of these great writers was as regular as 
clockwork. It would astonish many who 
thought the public cared only for sensational 
novels to know that the Caxton Company 
had sold two hundred thousand volumes of 
Dickens within the past year, and the demand 
was continuous and increasing. Dickens was 
four times as popular as Thackeray and twice 
as popular as Shakespeare. Scott came next 
to Dickens in public estimation. Following 
Dickens, the popularity of these masters, as 
shown by the Colonial as well as the home 
sales, was in the order—Scott, Shakespeare, 
and Thackeray, each coming twenty-five per 
cent, under his predecessor. 

A great increase in the 
sale of Dickens is expected 
in the centenary year, and 
Dickens lovers and the sup
porters of T H E STRAND 
MAGAZINE Memorial will 
rejoice to learn not only that 
the famous firm of Chapman 
and Hall, Dickens's old pub
lishers, intend to place the 
stamp in each copy of their 
Centenary Edition, but that 
the Caxton Publishing Com
pany will do so in every copy 
of Dickens issued by them 
throughout the coming year. 

Much misapprehension 
exists as to the novelist's 

profits from his books in America. It is 
true that several leading American publish
ing firms paid him comparatively large 
sums—not in royalties, for international copy
right did not then exist—but for the advance 
sheets of his works, these in some cases being 
a thousand pounds. It reflects the greatest 
credit on these firms that any money was 
paid. Altogether, Dickens received from 
America, during thirty-two years, something 
like seven thousand pounds, or an average 
of about two hundred and twenty pounds a 
year. During this time, and thirteen years 
subsequently, twenty-five million copies of 
the novels had circulated in America alone, 
upon which the royalties could hardly work 
out at less than one million sterling. 

In a letter to his Boston publisher Dickens 
himself said :— 

" For twenty years I am perfectly certain 
that I have never made any other allusion to 
the reprinting of my books in America than 
the good-humoured remark ' that if there had 
been international copyright between England 
and the States I should have been a man 
of very large fortune, instead of a man of 
moderate savings always supporting a very 
expensive public position ' ; nor have I ever 
been so ungenerous as to disguise or suppress 
the fact that I have received handsome sums 
for advance sheets." 

As was to be expected, American people 
have greeted the stamp scheme with extra
ordinary enthusiasm. One of the first to 
join the committee was ex-President Theo
dore Roosevelt, and after him Mr. Gaynor, 
the Mayor of New York, and the Hon. 
Whitelaw Reid. Leading literary men, the 
heads of great publishing houses, all showed 
themselves willing to aid in the movement. 

It remains to be mentioned 
that the American stamp 
bears in the lower corners the 
denomination " 2C," instead 
of the English " id." Other
wise they are identical. 

All through the world the 
stamps will soon be on sale, 
singly or in sheets of twelve 
for one shilling. If there 
should be a little delay, owing 
to the increased advance 
orders, it must be recalled 
that the Dickens stamps will 
be on sale at all booksellers' 
and stationers' during the 
whole of the coming year ; 
until, indeed, the hundredth 
birthday of Dickens. 



Vegetables from Brobdmgnag. 

A BREAKDOWN IN CUCUMBEKS. 

E have all heard of the natural 
wonders of our Colonies— 
animal, vegetable, and mineral. 
It is not merely a question of 
tickling Mother Earth with a 
hoe so that she laughs with a 
harvest, but her harvests are 

in those favoured parts of the globe of a 
Brobdingnagian character. 

" I say," remarks one Australian, pleasantly, 
to another, in the hearing of a railway 
compartment full of Englishmen, " do you 
remember that load of turnips we got off 
that farm near Adelaide?" 

" Do you mean the stone turnips or the 
half-stone turnips ? " 

" The stone ones, of course." 
" Excuse me," interjects a fellow-traveller 

in spectacles, " but I never heard of any 
turnips with stones." 

At this ignorance the two Antipodeans 
roar consumedly. 

" Neither did we. We were talking of 
South Australian turnips, size number one. 
Weigh fourteen pounds apiece, you know." 

Tall tales will continue to be told by 

travellers ; and occasionally Dame Nature 
will really surpass herself in latitudes more 
favourable to vegetation than England is, 
especially during the past summer. But, as 
Mr. Bernard Shaw reminds us, what is 
Nature to Art ? If Nature can grow forty-
pound pumpkins, Art can manufacture them 
twice and thrice that size. Not many weeks 
ago an Englishman returned from Canada 
with some photographs of farm produce 
calculated to evoke unmitigated amazement 
in the bosom of Baron Munchausen himself, 
or of that other traveller who reported having 
visited a country where the bees were the 
size of sheep. 

" If the bees are as big as sheep," gasped 
an auditor, " what is the size of the hives ? " 

" Oh, just the usual size," was the answer. 
This Englishman has a friend in Surrey 

who prides himself on his cucumbers. When 
this friend had duly exhibited his gigantic 
prize cucumbers, the returned Imperialist 
asked placidly :— 

" Are these your largest ? " 
" Largest ? Why those are the biggest 

cucumbers grown." 
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CUTTING MAIZE ON THE EDGE OF THE MAIZE FOREST. 

" In Surrey ? " 
" In Surrey ! No, in England ! In the 

world ! " 
" My dear fellow," returned the other, " I 

hate to hurt your feelings, but you're quite 
mistaken. If you want to see large cucum
bers, you should go to Canada. I wouldn't 
like to tell you how large they are, for you 
probably wouldn't believe me ; but I happen 
to have a little photograph here of an acci
dent the other day in Ontario." 

" An accident ? What kind of an 
accident?" 

" Oh, a cucumber accident," replied the 
traveller, drawing the photograph from his 
pocket. " P'armer tried to load thirteen 
Ontario cucumbers in a two-horse dray, and 
of course the dray broke down. Besides, 
thirteen is an unlucky number." 

It is needless to describe his interlocutor's 
astonishment over this photograph or over 
the others which follow. 

CANADIAN ONIONS FOUR TO THE LOAD. 
Vol. xL— 78. 
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A TRIO OF TITANIC PUMPKINS. 

Here we are shown Canadian corn or 
maize being cut up for feeding to a pig the 
size of a buffalo—each ear being sawn by a 
saw such as lumberers use. Prodig-i-o-us ! 
as Dominie Sampson would say. That is 
not all. There are giant onions, monster 
eggs, and poultry so huge as to require the 
efforts of several active men to lasso them 
for market. 

How is all this done—done in so realistic 
a manner as to challenge our credulity ? 

Here, certainly, Art is superior to Nature, and 
the mendacity of the camera is brilliantly con
trived. These photographs are the work of 
the Brothers Stedman, of Brantford, Ontario, 
and have been pronounced by photographic 
experts in this country to be the cleverest 
things of the kind ever attempted. It is im
possible, even with a microscope, to see the 
" j o i n s " where the contact between the fact 
seen twenty feet off and the fact seen twenty 
inches off has taken place. For, of course, 

\ 
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WHERE POULTRY-FARMING IS A DELIGHTS-NOTE THE POTATO, LN THE. REAR. OF THE CAR. 



VEGETABLES FROM BKOBDINGNAG. 615 

1 ^ 
1 y-1 

j f T 

•J", 
/&?^\?Ê' ^ N ^ ^ U S p&Av -jX* . >• / ^ # a f s 

' %:v //imW! 
WutiTf' 1 • " ' / JSSv' jaa. 4» *t ;? 

'' \ V F « H ' J A ^ m - u f c i g J ^ t M i 

îJfcir' ~ ^ X l 

EXCITING SPORT—LASSOING ELEPHANTINE POULTRY. 

in each picture, although strict facts are 
represented, there are two sets of facts. 
The purely normal facts of one negative 
are removed to make way for other and 
equally indisputable facts, but the com
bination makes, in the language of the 
indignant chief of the Ojibways, recorded 
by Fenimore Cooper, one big lie. They 
are thus not property eggs, or onions, or 
cucumbers, but the genuine article in each 
case, carefully photographed in the exact 

position and with the lighting corresponding 
to the space it was to occupy in the pre
viously photographed scene. It may be 
mentioned that in a task of this kind weeks 
were consumed and many failures inevitably 
occurred before an absolutely satisfactory 
result was obtained. Photograph-faking on this 
scale is not to be recommended to amateurs. 

[NOTK.—We are asked to state that post-cards of the fore
going amusing photographs have been prepared and are to be 
obtained from Messrs. A. and G. Taylor, 9, Long Lane, 
Lundon, E.C.] 

APPLES TOO PONDEROUS FOR MOTHER EVE TO LIFT. 



THE MAGIC CITY 
A Story for CUdren . B y E. N E S B I T . 

Illustrated by Spencer Pryse. 
C H A P T E R XL 

THE END. 
H E Halma men were not 
naturally lazy. They were, in 
the days before the coming 
of the Great Sloth, a most 
energetic and industrious 
people. Now that the Sloth 
was obliged to work eight 

hours a day, the weight of his constant and 
catching sleepiness was taken away, and the 
people set to work in good earnest. 

So now the Halma men were as busy as 
ants. Some dug the channel for the new 
stream, some set to work to restore the 
buildings, while others weeded the overgrown 
gardens and ploughed the deserted fields. 
The head Halma man painted in large 
letters on a column in the market - place 
these words :— 

" This city is now called by its ancient 
name of Briskford. Any citizen found calling 
it Somnolentia will not be allowed to wash in 
water for a week." 

In the evening a banquet was, of course, 
given to the Deliverers. The banquet was all 
pineapple and water, because there had been 
no time to make or get anything else. But 
the speeches were very flattering, and Philip 
and Lucy were very pleased. 

" I don't know how we're to get back to 
the island," said Philip next day, " now we've 
lost the Lightning Loose." 

" I think we'd better go back by way of 
Polistopolis," said Lucy, " and find out who's 
been opening the books. If they go on they 
may let simply anything out. And if the 
worst comes to the worst, perhaps we could 
get someone to help us to open the Teal book 
again and get the Teal out to cross to the 
island in." 

"Lu , " said Philip, with feeling, "you're 
clever ; really clever. No, I'm not kidding. 
I mean it. And I'm sorry I ever said you 
were only a girl. But how are we to get to 
Polistopolis ? " 

Copyright, 1910, 

It was a difficult problem. 
" If we could get a motor-car ? " said 

Philip. " If you can get machines by wish
ing for them " 

" T h e very thing," said Lucy; "let 's find 
the head-man. We mustn't wish for a' motor, 
or we should have to go on using it. But 
perhaps there's someone here who'd like to 
drive a motor—for his living, you know ? " 

There was. A Halma man, with an inborn 
taste for machinery, had long desired to leave 
the gathering of pineapples to others. He 
was induced to wish for a motor, and a 
Lanchester sixty horse-power snorted sud
denly in the place where a moment before 
no motor was. 

And so, at last, they came near to 
Polistopolis. 

They said good-bye warmly to the Halma 
motor-man and went quietly towards the 
town, Max and Brenda keeping to heel in 
the most praiseworthy way, and the parrot 
nestling inside Philip's jacket. 

The whole party was very tired. Max 
walked with drooping tail, and Brenda was 
whining softly to herself from sheer weariness 
and weak-mindedness. The parrot alone 
was happy—or, at least, contented—because 
it was asleep. 

At the corner of a little square planted 
with southernwood trees in tubs Philip called 
a halt. 

" Where shall we go ? " he said. " Let us 
put it to the vote." 

And even as he spoke he saw a dark form 
creeping along in the shadow of the houses. 

" W h o goes the re?" Philip cried, with 
proper spirit ; and the answer surprised him. 

" I go here—I, Plumbius, captain of the 
Old Guard of Polistopolis." 

" Oh, it's you ! " cried Philip ; " I am glad. 
You can advise us. Where can we go to 
sleep ? Somehow or other I don't care to go 
to the house where we stayed before." 

The captain made no answer. H e simply 
caught at the hands of Lucy and Philip, 

by E. Nesbil-Bland* 
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dragged them through a low arched doorway, 
and, as soon as the long lengths of Bienda and 
Max had slipped through, closed the door. 

" Safe," he said, in a breathless way, which 
made Philip feel 
that safety was 
the last thing one 
could count on 
at that moment. 

" Now, speak 
low ; who knows 
what spies may 
be listening ? I 
am a plain man. 
I speak as I 
think. You came 
out of the un
known. Are you 
the Deliverer ? " 

" I hope so," 
s a i d P h i l i p , 
modestly. 

" Of course he 
i s , " said t h e 
parrot, putting 
its head out from 
the front of 
Philip's jacket ; 
" and he has 
done six deeds 
out of the seven 
already." 

" It is time 
that deeds were 
done here," said 
the captain. "I'll 
make a light and 
get you some 
supper. I'm in 
hiding here ; but 
t he walls a r e 
thick a n d a l l 
the shutters are 
shut." 

He bolted a 
door and opened 
the slide of a 
dark lantern. 

" Some of us 
h a v e t a k e n 
refuge in the old 
prison," he said ; 
"it's never used, 
you know, so 
her spies don't 
infest it as they do every other part of the 
city." 

" Whose spies ? " 
" The Destroyer's," said the captain, getting 

bread and milk out of a cupboard ; " a t least, 
if you're the Deliverer she must be that. But 
she says she's the Deliverer." 

H e lighted candles and set them on the 
table as Lucy 
asked, eagerly:— 

" W h a t Des
troyer? Is it a 
horrid woman in 
a motor-veil?" 

" Y o u ' v e 
guessed it," said 
t h e c a p t a i n , 
gloomily. 

" It's that Pre-
tenderette," said 
Philip. " Does 
Mr. Noah know? 
What has she 
been doing?" 

" E v e r y t h i n g 
you can think 
of," said the cap
tain ; " she says 
she's queen, and 
that she's done 
the seven deeds. 
And Mr. Noah 
d o e s n ' t know, 
because she's set 
a guard round 
the city, and no 
message can get 
out or in." 

" The hippo-
griff ?"said Lucy. 

" Y e s , o f 
course I thought 
of that," said the 
captain. " And 
so did she. She's 
locked it up and 
thrown the key 
into one of the 
municipal wells." 

" But why do 
the guards obey 
h e r ? " P h i l i p 
asked. 

" They're not 
oar guards, of 
course," the cap
tain answered. 
"They're strange 
soldiers that she 
got the people 
of Justice by 

PLUMBIUS, CAPTAIN OF THE GUARD. 

got out of a book. She 
to pull down the Hall 
pretending there was fruit in the gigantic 
books it's built with. And when the book 
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was opened these soldiers came marching 
out. The Sequani and the Aedui they call 
themselves. And when you've finished 
supper we ought to hold a council." 

Some twenty or thirty people presently 
gathered in that round room from whose 
windows Philip and Lucy had looked out 
when they were first imprisoned. There were, 
indeed, all sorts—match-servants, domino-
men, soldiers, china-men, Mr. Noah's three 
sons and his wife, a pirate, and a couple of 
sailors. 

" What book," Philip asked Lucy, in an 
undertone, " did she get those soldiers out 
o f ? " 

"Caesar, I think," said Lucy. " A n d I'm 
afraid it was my fault. I remember telling 
her about the Barbarians and the legions and 
things after father had told me—when she 
was my nurse, you know. She's very clever 
at thinking of horrid things to do, isn't s h e ? " 

The council talked for two hours, and 
when everyone was quite tired out everyone 
went to bed. 

It was Philip who woke in the night in the 
grasp of a sudden idea. 

He got up and went out. There was 
a faint greyness of dawn now which showed 
him the great square of the city on which he 
and Lucy had looked from the prison window, 
a very long time ago as it seemed. H e found 
without difficulty the ruins of the Hall of 
Justice. 

And among the vast blocks scattered on 
the ground was one that seemed of grey 
marble, and bore on its back in gigantic 
letters of gold the words, " De Bello Gallico." 

Philip stole back to the prison and roused 
the captain. 

" I want twenty picked men," he said, 
" without boots—and at once." 

He got them, and he led them to the ruins 
of the Justice Hall. 

"Now," he said, "raise the cover of this 
book ; only the cover, not any of the pages." 

The men grasped the marble slab that was 
the book's cover and heaved it up. And as 
it rose Philip spoke softly, urgently. 

" Caesar ! " he said. " Caesar ! " 
And a voice answered from under the 

marble slab. 
" Who calls ? " it said. " Who calls upon 

Julius Caesar?" 
And from the space below the slab, as 

it were from a marble tomb, a thin figure 
stepped out, clothed in toga and cloak, and 
wearing on its head a crown of bays. 

" / called," said Philip, in a voice that 
trembled a little. "There 's no one but you 

who can help. The Barbarians of Gaul hold 
this city. I call on great Caesar to drive 
them away. No one else can help us." 

Caesar stood a moment silent in the grey 
twilight. Then he spoke. 

" I will do it, ' he said. " You have often 
tried to master Caesar, and always failed. 
Now you shall be no more ashamed of that 
failure, for you shall see Caesar's power. Bid 
your slaves raise the leaves of my book to the 
number of fifteen." 

It was done, and Caesar turned towards the 
enormous open book. 

" Come forth ! " he said. " Come forth, 
my legions ! " 

Then something in the book moved sud
denly, and out of it, as out of an open marble 
tomb, came long lines of silent, armed men 
who ranged themselves in ranks, and, passing 
Caesar, saluted. And still more came, and 
more and more, each with the round shield 
and the shining helmet and the javelins and 
the terrible short sword. And on their backs 
were the packages they used to carry with 
them into war. 

" The Barbarians of Gaul are loose in this 
city," said the voice of the great commander. 
" Drive them before you once more as you 
drove them of old." 

"Whither, O Caesar?" asked one of the 
Roman generals. 

" Drive them, O Titus Labienus," said 
Caesar, "back into that book wherein I set 
them more than nineteen hundred years ago, 
and from which they have dared to escape. 
Who is their leader ? " he asked of Philip. 

" The Pretenderette," said Philip, " a 
woman in a motor-veil." 

" Caesar does not- war with women," said 
the man in the laurel crown ; " let her be 
taken prisoner and brought before ine." 

Low-voiced, the generals of Caesar's army 
gave their commands, and with incredible 
quietness the army moved away, spreading 
itself out in all directions. 

" She has caged the hippogriff," said 
Philip ; " the winged horse, and we want to 
send him with a message." 

" See that the beast is freed," said Caesar, 
and turned to Plumbius, the captain. " We 
be soldiers together," he said. " Lead me to 
the main gate. It is there that the fight will 
be fiercest." H e laid a hand on the captain's 
shoulder, and at the head of the last legion 
Caesar and the captain of the soldiers marched 
to the main gate. 

Philip tore back to the prison, to be met 
at the door by Lucy. 

" Come on," said Philip ; " we can hide in 
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the ruins of the Justice Hall and see every
thing. I noticed there was a bit of the 
gallery left standing. Come on. I want you 

w w u . m- • ' 'y.i.m.:,,n«yï*«i!i" 
" W H O CALLS UPON JULIUS C/ESAR ? 

to think what message to send by the 
hippogriff to Mr. Noah." 

" Oh, you needn't trouble about that," said 
Lucy, in an off-hand manner. " I 
sent the parrot off ages ago." 

And together they ran back to the 
Justice Hall. 

The light was growing every 
moment, and the ordinary sounds of 
a town's awakening came to Lucy 
and Philip as they waited ; crowing 
cocks and barking dogs, and cats 
mewing faintly for the morning milk. 

So through those homely and 
familiar sounds they listened, listened, 
istened ; and very gradually, so that 

they could neither of them have said 
at any moment " Now it has begun," 
yet quite beyond mistake, the sound 
for which they listened was presently 
oud in their ears. And it was the 

sound of steel on steel, the sound of 
men shouting in the breathless 
moment between sword-stroke and 
sword-stroke, the cry of victory, and 
the wail of defeat. 

And, presently, the sound of feet 
that ran. 

And now a man shot out from 
a side street and ran across the 
square towards the Palace of Justice, 

where Lucy and Philip 
were hidden in the 
gallery. And now an
other and another, all 
running hard and making 
for the ruined hall as 
hunted creatures make 
for cover. Rough, big, 
blond, their long hair 
flying behind them and 
their tunics of beast -
skins flapping as they 
ran, the Barbarians fled 
before the legions of 
Caesar. The great marble-
covered book that looked 
like a marble tomb was 
still open, its cover and 
fifteen leaves propped up 
against the tall broken 
columns of the gateway 
of the Justice Hall. Into 
that open book leapt the 
first Barbarian—and the 
next ; and then by twos 
and threes and sixes 
and sevens they leapt in 
and disappeared. 
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" THE BARBARIANS FLED. 

Then from all quarters of the city the 
Roman soldiers came trooping, and as the 
last of the Barbarians plunged headlong into 
the open book the Romans formed into 
ordered lines and waited while a man might 
count ten. Then advancing between their 
ranks came the spare form and thin face of 
the man with the laurel crown. 

Twelve thousand swords flashed in air and 
wavered a little like reeds in the breeze ; 
then steadied themselves, and the shout went 
up from twelve thousand throats :— 

" Ave Caesar ! " 
And without haste and without delay the 

Romans filed through the ruins to the marble 
covered book, and two by two entered it and 
disappeared. Each as he passed the mighty 
conqueror saluted him with proud, mute 
reverence. 

When the last soldier was hidden in the 
book Ca;sar looked round him, a little 
wistfully. 

" I must speak to him, I must," Lucy cried. 
" I must ! Oh, what a darling he is ! " 

She ran down the steps from the gallery 
and straight to Caesar. He smiled when she 
reached him, and gently pinched her ear. 

" Oh, thank you, thank you ! " said Philip. 
" How splendid you are ! I'll swot up my 
Latin like anything next term so as to read 
about you." 

" Are they all in ? " Lucy asked. " I do 
hope nobody was hurt." 

Caesar smiled. 
" A most unreasonable wish, my child, 

after a great battle," he said. " But for once 
the unreasonable is the inevitable. Nobody 
was hurt. You see, it was necessary to get 
every man back into the book just as he left 
it, or what would the schoolmasters have 
done ? There remain now only my own 
guard, who have in charge the false woman 
who let loose the Barbarians. And here 
they come." 

Surrounded by a guard with drawn swords, 
the Pretenderette advanced slowly. 

" Hail, woman ! " said Caesar. 
" Hail, whoever you are ! " said the Pre

tenderette, very sulkily. 
" I hail," said Caesar, " your courage." 
Philip and Lucy looked at each other. 

Yes, the Pretenderette had courage — they 
had not thought of that before. 

"And I demand to know how you came 
here." 

" When I found he'd been at his building 
again," she said, pointing a contemptuous 
thumb at Philip, " I was just going to pull it 
down ; and I knocked down a brick or two 
with my sleeve, and, not thinking what I was 
doing, I built them up again, and then I got 
a bit giddy, and the whole thing seemed to 
begin to grow—candlesticks and bricks and 
dominoes and everything, bigger and bigger 
and bigger, and I looked in. It was as big 
as a church by this time, and I saw that boy 
losing his way among the candlestick pillars, 
and I followed him and I listened. And I 
thought I could be as good a Deliverer as 
anybody else." 
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"You tried to injure the children," Caesar 
reminded her. 

" I don't want to say anything to make you 
let me off," said the Pretenderette ; " but at 
the beginning I didn't think any of it was 
real. I thought it was a dream. 
You can let your evil passions go 
in a dream and it don't hurt 
anyone." 

" You sought to injure and 
confound the children at every 
turn," said Caesar, " even when 
you found that things were real." 

C/ESAR STOOD FACING THE CHILDREN, HIS HAND HELD 
OUT IN FAREWELL." 

" I saw there was a chance of being 
queen," said the Pretenderette, " and I took 
it. Seems to me you've no occasion to talk 
if you're Julius Caesar—the same as the bust 
in the library. You took what you could get 
right enough in your time, when all's said and 
done." 

" I hail," said Caesar again, " your courage." 
Vol. xl—79. 

" You needn't trouble," she said, tossing 
her head ; "my game's up now, and I'll speak 
my mind if I die for it. You don't under
stand. You've never been a servant, to see 
other people get all the fat and you all the 

bones. What d'you 
think it's like to 
know, if you'd 
just been born in 
a g e n t l e m a n ' s 
mansion instead 
of in a m o d e l 
workman's dwell
ing, you'd have 
been brought up 
a young lady and 
had openwork silk 
stockings and lace 
on your under-
petticoats ?" 

" You go too 
deep for me," said 
Caesar, with the 
ghost of a smile. 
" I now pronounce 
y o u r s e n t e n c e . 
But life has pro
nounced on you 
a sentence worse 
than any I can 
give you. Nobody 
loves you." 

"Oh , you old 
silly!" said the Pretenderette, in a 
burst of angry tears ; " don't you 
see that's just why everything's 
happened ? " 

" You are condemned," said 
Caesar, calmly, " to make yourself 
beloved. You will be taken to 
Briskford, where you will teach 
the Great Sloth to like his work, 
and keep him awake for eight 
play-hours a day. In the intervals 
of your toil you must try to get 
fond of someone. The Halma 
people are kind and gentle. You 
will not find them hard to love. 
And when the Great Sloth loves 
his work, and the Halma people 
are so fond of you that they feel 

they cannot bear to lose you, your penance 
will be over and you can go where you will." 

Lucy would have liked to kiss the Preten
derette and say she was sorry, but you can't 
do that when it is all other people's fault and 
they aren't sorry. And, besides, before all these 
people it would have looked like showing off. 
You know, I am sure, exactly how Lucy felt. 
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The Pretenderette was led away. And 
now Cassar stood facing the children, his 
hand held out in farewell. The growing 
light of early morning transfigured his face, 
and to Philip it suddenly seemed to be most 
remarkably like the face of that man, Mr. 
Peter Graham, whom Helen had married. 
He was just telling himself not to be a duffer, 
when Lucy cried out in a loud, cracked-
sounding voice, " Daddy ! oh, daddy ! " and 
sprang forward. 

And at that moment the sun rose above 
the city wall, and its rays gleamed redly 
on the breastplate and the shield and the 
sword of Cœsar. The light struck at the 
children's eyes like a blow. Dazzled, they 
closed their eyes ; and when they opened 
them, blinking and confused, Cassar was gone 
and the marble book was closed—for ever. 

Three days later Mr. Noah arrived by 
elephant, and the meeting between him and 
the children is, as they say, better imagined 
than described. Especially as there is not 
much time left now for describing anything. 
Mr. Noah explained that the freeing of 
Polistopolis from the Pretenderette and the 
Barbarians counted as the seventh deed, and 
that Philip had now attained the rank of 
king, the deed of the Great Sloth having 
given him the title of Prince of Pineapples. 
His expressions of gratitude and admiration 
were of the warmest, and Philip felt that it 
was rather ungrateful of him to say, as he 
couldn't help saying :— 

" Now I've done all the deeds, mayn't I go 
back to Helen ? " 

" All in good time," said Mr. Noah. " I 
will at once set about the arrangements for 
your coronation." 

The coronation was an occasion of un
exampled splendour. There was a banquet, 
of course, and fireworks, and all the guns 
fired salutes and the soldiers presented arms, 
and the ladies presented bouquets. And at 
the end Mr. Noah, with a few well-chosen 
words which brought tears to all eyes, placed 
the golden crown of Polistarchia upon the 
brow of Philip, where its diamonds and 
rubies shone dazzlingly. 

There was an extra crown for Lucy, made 
of silver and pearls and pale silvery moon
stones. 

You have no idea how the Polistarchians 
shouted. 

" And now," said Mr. Noah, when it was 
all over, " I regret to inform you that we 
must part. Polistarchia is a republic, and, 
of course, in a republic kings and queens are 

not permitted to exist. Partings are painful 
things, and you had better go at once." 

He was plainly very much upset. 
" This is very sudden," said Philip ; and 

Lucy said, " I do think it's silly. How shall 
we get home—all in a hurry like this ? " 

" How did you get here ? " 
" By building a house and getting into it." 
" Then build your own house. Oh, we 

have models of all the houses you were 
ever in. The pieces are all numbered. You 
only have to put them together." 

He led them to a large room behind the 
Hall of Public Amusements and took down 
from a shelf a stout box, labelled " T h e 
Grange." On another box Philip saw 
" Laburnum Cottage." 

Mr. Noah, kneeling on his yellow mat, 
tumbled the contents of the box out on to 
the floor, and Philip and Lucy set to work 
to build a house with the exquisitely-finished 
little blocks and stones and beams and 
windows and chimneys. 

" I cannot bear to see you go," said Mr. 
Noah. " Good-bye ! good-bye ! Remember 
me sometimes ! " 

" We shall never forget you," said the 
children, jumping up and hugging him. 

" Good-bye ! " said the parrot, who had 
followed them in. 

" Good-bye ! good-bye !" said everybody. 
" I wish the Lightning Loose was not lost," 

Philip even at- this parting moment remem
bered to say. 

"She isn't," said Mr. Noah. "She flew 
back to the island directly you left her. Sails 
are called wings, are they not? White wings 
that never grow weary, you know. Relieved 
of your weight, the faithful yacht flew home 
like any pigeon." 

" Hooray ! " said Philip. " I couldn't bear 
to think of her rotting away in a cavern." 

" I wish Max and Brenda had come to say 
good-bye," said Lucy. 

" I t is not needed," said Mr. Noah, 
mysteriously. And then everybody said 
good-bye again, and Mr. Noah rolled up his 
yellow mat, put it under his arm again, and 
went—for ever. 

The children built the Grange, and when 
the beautiful little model of that house was 
there before them, perfect, they stood still a 
moment, looking at it. 

" I wish we could be two people each," 
said Lucy, " and one of each of us go home 
and one of each of us stay here. Oh ! " she 
cried, suddenly, and snatched at Philip's arm. 
For a slight strange giddiness had suddenly 
caught her. Philip, too, swayed a little un-
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' T H E CHILDREN BUILT THE GRANGE." 

certainly and stood a moment with his hand 
to his head. The children gazed about them 
bewildered. The room was gone, the model 
of the Grange was gone. Over their heads 
was blue sky, under their feet was green 
grass, and in front stood the Grange itself, and 
on the steps Helen and Mr. Peter Graham. 

That telegram had brought them home. 

You will wonder how Lucy explained 
where she had been when she was lost. She 
never did explain- There are some things, 
as you know, that cannot be explained. 

When the four people on the doorstep of 
the Grange had finished saying how glad they 
were to see each other—that day on the steps 
when Philip and Lucy came back from Poli-
starchia, and Helen and Mr. Peter Graham 
came back from Belgium—Helen said :— 

" And we've brought you each the loveliest 
present. Fetch them, Peter, there's a dear." 

Mr. Peter Graham went to the stable-
yard and came back followed by two dogs, 
who rushed up to the children in a way they 
well knew. 

"Why, Max! Why, Brenda!" cried Philip. 
" Oh, Helen ! are they for us ? " 

" Yes, dear, of course they are," 
said Helen ; " but how did you 
know their names ? " 

That was one of the things 
which Philip could not tell, then. 

But he told Helen the whole 
story later, and she said it was 

wonderful ; and 
how clever of 
him to make all 
that up, and that 
when he was a 
man he would 
be able to be 
an author and 
to write books. 

" A n d do you 
know," she said, 
" I did dream 
about the island 
— quite a long 
d r e a m , b u t 
when I woke up 
I c o u l d on ly 
remember that 
I'd been there 
and seen you. 
But no doubt 
I d r e a m e d 
a b o u t M r . 
Noah and all 
the rest of it 

have forgotten it." as well, only I 

And Max and Brenda, of course, loved 
everyone. Their characters were quite un
changed. Only the children had forgotten 
the language of animals, so that conversation 
between them and the dogs was for ever 
impossible. But Max and Brenda understand 
every word you say—anyone can see that. 

You want to know what became of the 
red-headed, steely-eyed nurse, the Pre-
tenderette, who made so much mischief and 
trouble ? Well, I suppose she is still living 
with the Halma folk, teaching the Great 
Sloth to like his work, and learning to be 
fond of people—which is the only way to 
be happy. At any rate, no one that I know 
of has ever seen her again anywhere else. 



PERPLEXITIES. 
A Page of Puzzles. B y H e n r y E. Dudeney. 

19.—BOYS AND GIRLS. 

I F you mark oft" ten divisions on a sheet of paper 
to represent the chairs, and use eight numbered 

counters for the children, you will have a fascinating 
pastime. Let the odd numbers represent boys and 
even numbers girls, or you can use counters of two 
colours or coins. 

The puzzle is to remove two children who are 
occupying adjoining chairs and place them in two 
empty chairs, making them first change sides ; then 
remove a second pair of children from adjoining 
chairs and place them in the two now vacant, making 
them change sides ; and so on, until all the boys are 
together and all the girls together, with the two 
vacant chahs at one end as at present. To solve the 

puzzle you must do this in five moves. The two 
children must always be taken from chairs that are 
next to one another, and remember the important 
point of making the two children change sides, as this 
latter is the distinctive feature of the puzzle. By 
"change sides," I simply mean that if, for example, 
you first move I and 2 to the vacant chairs, then the 
first (the outside) chair will be occupied by 2 and the 
second one by 1. 

20.—THE TRAVELLER'S PUZZLE. 
T H E dia

gram re p re 
sents a Puzzle-
l a n d r o a d 
map. Atravel-
ler wishes to 
go from A to 
B, but he will 
only t r ave l 
due South or 
d u e E a s t . 
How m a n y 
d i f f e r e n t 
r o u t e s a r e 

there from which he 
may select ? 

21.—THE MYSTIC 
ELEVEN. 

CAX you find the 
largest possible num
ber containing any 

nine of the ten digits (calling o a digit) that can 
be divided by II without a remainder? Can you 
also find the smallest possible number produced in 
the same way that is divisible by 11? Here is an 
example, where the digit 5 has been omitted : 
896743012. This number contains nine of the 
digits and is divisible by 11, but it is neither the 
largest nor the smallest number that will work. 

Solutions to Last M o n t h s P u z z l e s . 

16.—THE DUTCHMEN'S WIVES. 
T H E money paid in every case was a square number 

of shillings, because they bought I at is . , 2 at 2s., 
3 at 3s., and so on. But every husband pays alto
gether 63s. more than his wife, so we have to find in 
how many ways 63 may be the difference between 
two square numbers. These are the three only 
possible ways : the square of S less the square of 1 ; 
the square of 12 less the square of 9 ; and the square 
of 32 less the square of 31. Here I, 9, and 31 repre
sent the number of pigs bought and the number of 
shillings per pig paid by each woman, and 8, 12, and 
32 the same in the case of their respective husbands. 
From the further information given as to their 
purchases, we can now pair them off as follows : 
Cornelius and Gurtrun bought 8 and I ; Elas and 
Katriin bought 12 and 9 ; Hendrick and Anna 
bought 32 and 31. And these pairs represent 
correctly the three married couples. 

1 7 . - T H E TUBE RAILWAYS. 
T H E R E are only four different routes (or eight if 

we count the reverse ways), as follows :— 
A I P T L O E H R Q D C F U G N S K M B A 
A I P T S N G L O E U F C D K M B Q R II A 
A B M K S N G L T P I O E U F C D Q R H A 
A I P T L O E U G N S K M B Q D C F R H A 

If the inspector takes the first route he will make 
C his I2th station (counting A as 1) ; by the second 
route C is his 13th station ; by the third route his 
16th station ; and by the fourth route his 17th station. 
If he goes the reverse way, C will be respectively his 
10th, 9th, 6th, and 5th stations. Then it is very 
evident that if the inspector wishes to put off his visit 
to C as long as possible he must take the last route, 
reading from left to right. 

18.—A L I T T L E DISSECTION PUZZLE. 

T H E solution to this puzzle is shown in the illustra
tion. Divide the figure up into twelve equal triangles, 
and it is easy to disco.er the directions of the cuts, as 
indicated by the dark lines. 



CURIOSITIES. 
[ We shall be glad to receive Contributions to this section, and to pay for such as are accepted.] 

A MODERN ATLAS. 

IN the woods a short distance from the 
Palisade road, some two miles above 

Fort Lee, New Jersey, U.S.A., there is a 
tree, about one foot and three inches in 
diameter, on the trunk of which, about five 
feet from the ground, an excrescence or 
burl has grown, measuring over eleven feet 
in circumference, thus making quite a 
remarkable natural curiosity. On a recent 
occasion it was visited by a small party 

of cyclists, and one of the ladies posed under the 
burl in the position of the fabled " Atlas support
ing the world upon his shoulders," and was 
photographed as shown in the picture. The tree 
above the burl not showing distinctly on account of 
the bright sunlight, and the lady standing in front of 
the part below the burl obscuring that part of the 
tree entirely, makes the illusion that the lady is 

really holding a 
large ball upon her 
shoulders almost 
complete.—L. R. 
Kidder, Hotel Ca
dillac, 43rd Street 
and Broadway, New 
York City, U.S.A. 

A LIVELY 
LOBSTER. 

H E R E is a 
photograph 

of a curious figure 
in my possession, 
which is made from 
a single lobster, 
the big claw form
ing the head. It 
is, I think, remark
ably lifelike in its 
pose.—Mr. A. D. 
Grace, Harcourt 
House, Anerley. 

E N G I N E MADE BY A BLIND MAN. 

SEEING in a recent number your photograph of an engine 
made of odds and ends, I send you a picture of one 

made solely by a blind man. He is seen standing behind the 
machine, which he uses for driving a gramophone. It is not 
driven by steam, but by three gramophone springs working 
together inside the wooden boiler. It may be thought that 
the engine is somewhat primitive, but when it is remembered 
that this man has lived all his life in a village of about twelve 
houses, at a distance of five miles from a railway station, and 
that he has not seen daylight since he was eight \ears 
old, I think you will agree with me that it is a most 

wonderful piece of work. — Mr. C. Simmonds, 34, 
Rushmore Road, Clapton, N.E. 

CAN YOU DO T H I S ? 

TH E photographs you have recently published, 
showing some extraordinary instances of flexible 

fingers, must be my excuse for sending you this picture. 
Both my son and myself have always been able lo 
bend our fingers in the manner shown by your other 
contributors, but I have never yet met anyone able to 
bend the thumb down so that it touches the wrist, as 
shown in this photograph.—Mrs. C. Lees, u , Zetland 
Road, Bristol. 
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AN EQUATORIAL SIGNBOARD. 

I RECENTLY received this curious photograph 
from my brother in British East Africa, but how 

or why this announcement found its way to the 
Equator is more than I can say. However, there it 
is in the Londioni Ravine Road, British East Africa, 
where it doubtless causes any Londoners who happen 
to catch sight of it to think longingly of home and 
the delights of shopping. — Mr. Johnson S. Jeffree, 
57, Lea Bridge Road, Leyton, Essex. 

SOMETHING NEW FOR SMOKERS. 

M Y photograph may be of interest and 
use to many of your readers who pay 

homage to My Lady Nicotine. Having ex
perienced great difficulty in getting a clean 
and cool smoke from many pipes, I rigged 
up a small water-flask, half filled with water, 
and made the smoke pass through the water 
chamber. It is quite compact. The parts 
can be removed at once, and it is surprising 
what a pleasant smoke it provides. It is, 
of course, a homely adaptation of the 
principle of the Oriental hookah or 
"hubble-bubble." It is not quite suitable 
for carrying in the pocket, but most of 
us enjoy a clean cool smoke in our rooms 

at evening time with, say, T H E STRAND to while 
away the weary hour.—J. R., Castleknock, Dublin. 

MONUMENT IN A RIVER. 

TH E R E are monuments in all sorts of out-of-the-
way places, but the one in the following 

photograph is unique in that it was erected in a river. 
It stands in the Parramatta River, New South Wales, 
a stream known the world over for the rowing events 

that have taken place upon it. This monument, which 
is in memory of the world-famed rower, Searle, is 
also unique from the fact that it has been used as the 
winning-post for many cf the races for the world's 
championship, and is still used as such for local 
events. — Mr. F. T. Charles, Cowles Road, Morman, 
N.S.W. 

A NEW USE FOR TRAM-TICKETS. 

THIS snake, made of about seven hundred and 
fifty tram-tickets, is probably the first of its 

kind ever constructed, and is the work of a boy eleven 
years of age. As may, perhaps, be seen from the 
photograph, the snake is made by placing the tickets 
crossways one over the other and folding over the 
edges.—Mr. H. J. Jones, 127, Holmesdale Road, 
South Norwood. 



A REAL BONE-SHAKER. 

THOUGH this antique tricycle certainly looks as 
if it might have been in use a thousand years 

ago in the South Sea Islands, it was photographed by 
myself only a few weeks since at a farm in Essex, 
little more than thirty miles from London. It is of 
the kind a curio-dealer would speak of as a "fine 
museum piece."—Mr. Miller Christy, 115, Farring
don Road, London, E.C. 

MESMERIZED 
LOBSTERS. 

H E R E is a photo
graph illustrat

ing a curious and little-
known experiment that 
can be made with live 
lobsters. It is quite 
impossible to stand a 
lobster up in the posi
tion shown unless it 
is first put to sleep, 
which is done by 
slowly stroking its tail 
downwards with the 
hand two or three times, 
when the fish is at once 
thrown into a state of 
coma, or deep sleep, 
and remains in that 
position, without a 
movement of any kind, 
for about ten minutes. 
Even its eyes are fixed, 

and it has every appearance of being dead. Another 
CLiiious thing is that when one losbter wakes up the 
noise it makes in falling down wakes up all the others; 
and the effect of one or more waking up is very strange. 
—Mr. P. H . Ridge, Favonius, Forest, Guernsey. 

TREE TRUNK AS BANDSTAND. 

TH E hollow stump of a red cedar, which is 
estimated to be about two thousand years old, 

is used as a bandstand in Wright Park, Tacoma, 
Washington, U.S.A. Across the concrete foundation 
it is thirty feet wide, and the diameter at the top is 
.twenty feet. Inside it is furnished with seats and 
tables, and is a popular resort for picnic parties. At 
the Alaska-Yukon-Pacific Exposition held in Seattle, 
Washington, it was placed inside the huge Forestry 
Building, and served as a real estate office—Mr. 
B. K. Daniels, No. 2,112, Steele Street, Tacoma, 
Washington. 

VERY QUEER FISH! 

TH E S E strange fish are stated to be of an extinct 
species known as "monkey fish," and to have 

beencaughtsomeseventyyearsagoin the Indian Ocean. 
Opinions differ as to their being genuine specimens, 
but their owner is asking a very high price for them. I 
photographed them in an auctioneer's in Belgravia.— 
Mr. B. Chamberlain, 24, Hugh Street, Victoria, S.W. 



CORK, PERSEVERANCE, AND GLUE. 

W I T H these ingredients Mr. Charles Hawkins, 
of Peterborough, has succeeded in building a 

series of most interesting models, the chief of which 
is a large and comprehensive model of Burghley 
House, the historic seat of the Marquis of Exeter, 
near Stamford. As may be imagined from the 
accompanying photograph, this proved to be no 
light task. It took Mr. Hawkins, in his spare time, 
ten years to complete, during which time he walked 
nearly three thousand miles in repeated visits to the 
house in order to secure accuracy. The model 
measures five feet in length, four feet in width, and 
three feet in height, and no fewer than half a million 
bottle corks were used in its construction.—Mr. 
Henry Walker, Public Library, Stamford. 

BIRD'S NEST IN A LETTER-BOX. 

I VENTURE to send you an interesting photograph 
of a rural letter-box near Barnet containing a 

bird's nest with the bird actually sitting on the eggs. 
This box was cleared three times every day, and the 
letters, when dropped into it, fell on to the nest. I 
may add that I am the postman who cleared this box, 
and that the photograph was taken by myself. —Mr. 
W. G. Stringer, 19, Carnarvon Road, Barnet. 
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AN EASY CIPHER. 

HOW many readers 
of T H E STRAND 

can decipher this sen
tence ? It is, like most 
ciphers, simple enough, 
being made by using a 
small typewriter that 
has a shift - key for 
figures, etc., and writ
ing a sentence accord
ing to the keyboard, 
but with the shift-key 
down. The beauty of 
the cipher is that by 
merely reversing the 
process the receiver 
of a message can, on 
a similar machine, 
decipher the message 



A Chapter of Creative Canada. 
By J. OBED SMITH. 

N D then God said, 'Le t 
there be a nation ! ' and 
there was a nation in a 
night and a morning." To 
the writer this is the most 
striking passage in Mrs. 
Humphry Ward's new book, 

"Canadian Born," and no matter how much 
of this startling figure of speech may be 
allowed as the right of a famous story-teller, 
there is an element of actuality that is very 
obvious to the casual visitor to Canada, and 
much more so to the observant pioneer and 
resident. There is no more wonderful story 
than the almost creative development of that 
Dominion. 

Canada's capacity for creating a good man
hood, a good nationhood, and a good pros
perity is a tale that is by no means told, 
although the telling has commenced. 

"Rome was not built in a d a y " is an 
accepted truism, and it may be impossible to 
discover, even amongst the oldest inhabit
ants, anyone who has seen the commence
ment of any village or town in the Old Land. 
Indeed, history, ancient and modern, has 
covered the Old World towns and cities so 
completely that no one seems to busy him
self about the real beginnings. But in the 
New World every few days vacant places 
are giving birth to new communities and 
prospective towns, destined to be the home 
and business centres of ones and twos, 
then hundreds, and perchance thousands. 
Settlement on the land demanded a business 
centre, and Canada's creative capacity re
sponded immediately to the request. In 
England towns merge into each other and 

v~ l ..i _ a n 

the countryside is without gaps, but in Central 
Canada it is different. The great prairies 
with unbroken soil, waiting for man to dis
cover their virtues and bountiful crops, are 
a real inducement for incoming thousands ; 
and centres of commerce, small though they 
be, are the natural consequence. The 
growth of towns in the Dominion has been 
likened to mushrooms ; and flamboyant as 
this figure of speech seems, it is beyond 
question that the commencement of hundreds 
of towns has been evident overnight, when 
the identical moment arrived, and someone 
said, " Here shall be a town," and the next 
day appeared the first-fruits. 

The prairies of Central Canada—so silent 
from the beginning of things, and until this 
generation hardly trodden by the foot of man 
— are themselves the basic evidence of wealth 
and possibility that can only be realized by 
him who knows that the first and true source 
of wealth is land. On these prairies the 
earth and sky meet, and only the steel 
threads for the iron horse make it possible 
to continue towns and communities every 
few miles along its ever-extending length. 
First the survey, then the grade and the steel, 
and, lastly, the train ; but often has a town 
been planned and platted by some enter
prising member of the survey party, who 
believed his ideal town site lay before him ; 
survey stakes mark out corner lots, and then 
appears the first trader—the man with a tent 
and groceries, and other articles of everyday 
use—the keg of nails, the coil of rope, the 
window-sash, etc., such as pioneers on the 
land most need. If it should happen the 
location of the railway be moved, this "oldest, 
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inhabitant " loads up his tent and goods ; 
or if he has in the meantime erected a 
building, and been joined by his fellows 
with other buildings, they haul the buildings 
and their goods to the new town site of 
the railway. The new location of the town 
is not allowed to lose the pioneer his first 
advantage, and the moving of a hundred 
buildings from one town site to another is 
not an unusual proceeding in Canada. Some
times one wonders if it would not be a good 
thing for industrial England if some of her 
town sites could be moved to more remunera
tive localities. 

It is common enough to see a couple of 
tents staked down by an embryo shopkeeper 
on the "bald-headed prairie," near the 
location of a prospective town, indicated by 
the approaching grade of the railway itself, 
and in these he shelters himself and his goods 
from all kinds of weather. His customers 
are the homesteaders and farmers who have 
been the forerunners in this adventurous age 
of the railway itself, and when the town 
exists in fact he will be one to realize 
financial benefit. A string of new stations 
along the new lines of railway in Canada 
means, in effect, a new town site every ten 
miles. Indeed, in one year no fewer than one 
hundred town sites were thus established. 

The birth of a town is typical, and its 
progress illustrative of the activity of Western 
life. One day the sky-line is unrelieved by 
even a solitary shack ; the next the temporary 
canvas structure of the courageous pioneer 
tradesman, who dares the conditions and the 
elements to be first in the field, is seen. A 
few days afterwards another business man 
arrives with a load of building material from 
a far-away station, if perchance the railway is 
not yet planned. This may be to build his 
own house or shop, or it may be for sale. 
The traveller by train is mystified with the 
almost daily increase in building operations, 
and the sound of hammer and saw strikes 
him at every town. Nothing daunts men of 
this class, who — modestly unconscious — 
are features in the foundation work of the 
Empire. 

Following closely on the advent of the 
railway is the arrival of the man to open a 
" stopping-place," or hotel, for travellers 
and erstwhile farmers, who seem to arrive 
by magic when such a convenience is estab
lished. Given a general store and boarding-
house, a lumber-yard and blacksmith's shop, 
the town may be considered started ; its 
progress is so rapid that in two years the 
population reaches from 500 to 1,000, and 
town lots originally bought for 20cdols. of 
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30odols. are sold from ten to twenty times 
that sum. The keen man of business sees 
financial advantage in early buying. By this 
time the " oldest inhabitant " has seen 
gathered round his humble beginnings several 
general and hardware stores, a church and 
school, a furniture shop, a doctor, and a 
lawyer ; drug store, stationery and fancy 
goods store, the necessary flour and feed 
store, confectioners' and bakers' shops, an 
implement warehouse, some lumber-yards, 
with building materials for sale ; livery-stables, 
where conveyances can be hired or where 
the visiting farmer can bait his horses ; fuel 
or coal yard, a jeweller's shop (because people 
there early learn to live well), a harness-
maker, a butcher, a restaurant, the inevitable 
real-estate office, a newspaper and printing 
office, a branch of a chartered bank, a 
veterinary surgeon, a schoolmaster ; and, 
perhaps most important of all, two or three 
grain elevators, at which the farmer can 
obtain cash in hand for his grain on delivery 
there at any time of the year. 

By this time the business men have formed 
themselves into an active Board of Trade, and 

~ - — — 
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the town has probably become incorporated, 
while a mayor and council are beginning to 
levy taxation for public purposes, including 
fire protection, which up to this time has 
probably been limited to the bucket brigade. 
Sidewalks and graded streets appear, a town 
hall and civic offices help to complete the 
modern corporate appearance, and then the 
town may be considered safely on its way to 
a progress which is a replica of prosperity of 
the farming land in the district, which has 
increased in value four or five times. Such 
enhancement is the result of human energy, 
plus good soil. 

The virgin land was given gratis by the 
Government, the sky was the only thing 
above the grass, and yet in two years there 
is an established progressive farming and 
business community—clear evidence of the 
creative capacity. Something for nothing. 
These results are largely due to the unfailing 
industry of optimistic inhabitants. Hope is 
a real asset in Canada, and valuable in its 
plenitude. Without it one would miss the 
predominant feature of all successful busi
ness life there ; with it all things seem 

THE STATION, SHOWING THE ALBERTA PACIFIC GRAIN ELEVATOR IN THE REAR. 



possible, and each town seems to its in
habitants a very metropolis, and the neigh
bouring communities mere specks permitted 
to exist. 

A record shipment from grain elevators in 
a large town is a million bushels of wheat. 
If one-half the land within a radius of seven 
miles round any town on the central prairies 
was cropped it would average more than a 
million bushels each year, so the future 
possibilities of these newly-created centres, 
considering their number, open up a vast 
field for comfortable reflection. 

A typical town is Sedgewick, on the 

Canadian Pacific Railway from Winnipeg to 
Edmonton. It came into existence before 
any railway was in sight, and until a short 
while ago was only reached by rail eastward 
from Wetaskiwin, but is destined to be the 
railway junction for the capital of Alberta. 
It is now the detraining point for those 
securing "ready-made farms" from that great 
railway corporation. This would mean an 
added impetus to the already prosperous 
conditions of this business centre, which is 
situated in the very heart of the rich Alberta 
Park country, and comprises river and wood
land, hill and dale. Settlement has been so 
rapid that it has been necessary to make an 

addition to the original Sedgewick town site. 
Such is the story of other towns similarly 
situated. 

At a district fair held in January last year, 
winter wheat weighed 66^1b . to the bushel, 
spring wheat 67141b., and oats 45 yilb. 
Table vegetables grow in abundance, and 
small native fruits are in wild profusion. 
Cucumbers, green corn, tomatoes, and citron 
are provided for the townspeople by the 
farmers around, affording another instance 
of how quickly the uncomfortable vicissitudes 
of pioneer life give place to creature comforts 
in creative Canada. 

The creamery in operation has 125 patrons 
among the farmers. Coal may be purchased 
at 5s. a ton ; but, of course, the settler has 
to help load his wagon and team it himself. 

Apart from the shops in the town, a 
number of general stores and post-offices are 
to be found scattered throughout the terri
tory where the " ready-made farms " are 
located. The advent of new-comers is of 
immense value, because every additional acre 
of crop means additional business ; and after 
viewing such a condition one's mind reverts 
to a few years ago, when there was no railway 
and nothing between the grass and the blue 
sky. 
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FASHIONS 
O F -THE-MOMENT 

"EvE" 
A S H I O N S in velvet are de
l i gh t fu l in p r o s p e c t , b u t 
Parisian modistes have been 
quick to see that a combi
nation of soft satin will relieve 
its weightiness and warmth 
when in wear. 

The alliance of the thinner fabric is ex
tremely becoming and adds even a richer 
touch to an already rich material, while the 
added comfort it gives is more than a pleasing 
change, seeing that we shall have to wear it 
for some little time yet if we would be in the 
mode. 

This applies, however, only to indoor 
dresses and blouses, the smartest of walking 
costumes in this fabric being destitute of 
trimming of any sort, except that slight touch 
which is imparted by large ornamental 
buttons. These are in most cases of oxi
dized silver or fancy steel, and cut jet 
examples are also seen. 

While fancy silk braids, and particularly 
the plain military variety, will appear on most 
outdoor cloth costumes this winter, this form 
of trimming is used very sparingly on the 
velvet suits. 

Full revers, big cuffs, and loosely-fitting 
shapes characterize the latest of the velours 
costumes, and this material is just as popular 
for children's garments as for their elders. 

Children's overcoats, protective coats, tunic 
suits, and pinafore frocks are all fabricated in 
it, and suit the little wearers to perfection. 

An old fashion revived is that of the 
deep border of fur or astrachan with which 
some of the handsome long coats are now 
edged. A narrower continuation of the 
same trimming up the front to join under a 
deep collar and revers of the fur trimming 
is smart in the extreme and—expensive, the 
cuffs and muff, of course, matching. 

Fig. I.—The original of this Paris blouse 
model was seen at the magasin of one of the 
leading: couturières there, and was composed 
of black velvet allied to powder-blue satin, 
with covered buttons of the same, and collar 
and cuffs of the fashionable dyed embroidery 
to match. The satin ribbon peeping: coquet-
tishly from beneath the side fastening Is flatly 
pleated and edged with oxidized silver fringe. 
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Fig. 2.—This charming evening toilette i s 
another French example. " b u i l t " of pale pink 
chiffon, with overskirt of pink charmeuse, the 
hem of which is gathered into a huge gold 
embroidery buckle. The underskirt w a s also 
faced up with gold embroidery as a deep hem. 
Gold-spotted pale green chiffon, mounted over 
soft si lk of the same shade, composed the 
e legant wrap, the voluminous edges of which 
were bordered with chinchilla. 

Chinchilla, tailless ermine, Persian lamb, 
seal coney, bear cub, and grey squirrel are 
the most fashionable varieties of peltry for 
this winter for the composing of toques, 
muffs, and scarves, while the first-named 
variety is to be much seen on silken evening 
wraps. 

Materials are richer and more ornate than 
ever for evening wear. Silver, gold, and 
oxidized threads are darned through ex
quisite dyed silk laces, soft satin is veiled 
with bead-besprinkled tulle, and embroideries 
are jewelled, particularly with pearls and dull 
paste. 

Such an early revival of the Empire and 
Directoire styles was hardly to be looked 
for this season, though not surprising, since 
the amalgamation of the two styles, which 
really comprise the present mode, is extremely 
becoming, and is generally more graceful in 
its combined form. These styles have also 
called up revivals of old- t ime materials, 
striped velvets, brocade, and the like now 
being much seen in Paris. 

In the matter of colours, the newest shades 
are more than usually beautiful. Mulberry 
and strawberry, or fraise, have quite ousted 
the vieux rose of a while since, and mustard-
yellow has given place to golden or Egyptian 
sand. Tarragona red and rowanberry are 
also lovely new colours, while all other blues 
have given place to the variety designated 
" Swallow." 

For those who love the quietness of grey, 
yet deplore sometimes its unbecomingness to 
the complexion—this is often the brunette's 
lament—there is the new cygnet grey, which 
manages to comprise depth and brightness 
in its folds while retaining its subdued hue. 

Then, also, we are treated tc bright flashes 
of really tropical colours — just tiny sug
gestions on otherwise sedate gowns, such as 
the merest little turnover collar of parrot 
green or bright red on a dark blue indoor 
dress. A touch of flamingo, orange or lemon, 
is also successfully applied to black and black 
and white dresses. 

Aluminium and burnished gold trimmings 
are much beloved of the smart Frenchwoman 
at the moment, these appearing in the form 
of alluring little neck finishes, buckles, belts, 
military braid, and millinery lace. 

Ribbon in several varieties plays an im
portant part, contrary to expectation this 
season, in the millinery world, plain glacé, 
moiré, and velvet-backed satin being the chief 
of these. Hat shapes of satin and chiffon 
velvet are trimmed solely with glacé ribbon 
loops, massed in a huge bunch or tied in a 
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large bow with long spiked ends upstanding, 
in the form of a bird's wings. 

Muffs of the large, flat variety, a few of 

Fig* 3*—A seal coney coat heavily trimmed 
with chinchilla. The drapery on this hat is 
light in the extreme, being1 of oxidized gauze 
finished with one of the new suède roses dyed 
a rich wine colour. 
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which made their appearance last season, are 
to be universally worn this winter. 

It is comforting to know that the length 
for evening skirts will for the most part be 
of the even-all-round, just-clear-the-ground 
length, to permit a peep of dainty little satin 
shoes of the same colour as the toilette. 

A very pretty idea for the fastenings of 
evening shoes is now seen on the latest silk 
or satin models. Narrow ribbon strands of 
the same colour are attached to the back of 
the shoe, then brought round, crossed in 
front, then at back, then again brought 
round and tied in front, after the style of 
bathing-shoes. 
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Fig. 4.—A delightfully chic costume for a 
young girl, of velvet, ornamented with large 
buttons of oxidized silver. The gauntlet cuffs 
and shawl collar are noticeable features on 
this suit. The stretched satin hat shape of 
this young wearer's was trimmed with glacé 
silk ribbon, the inside of the brim having a 
softening touch of narrow gathered lace. 
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The new cashmere or Paisley designs are 
only suitable for the slim and fairly tall 
woman. The unusually large and brilliantly-
coloured patterns are trying to the most 
perfect figures. They are charming com
bined with chiffon in plain shades, but the 
colours must be sparingly used or skilfully 
covered by the veiling of chiffon forming a 
part of the design of the gown. Almost 
every unnecessary detail in the way of 
trimming is suppressed in the latest Parisian 
models, while the arrangement of the colour 
scheme and the clever combining of fabrics 
are made to supply the place of superfluous 
ornament. 

The charmeuse is one of 
the best qualities of the new 
satins. It has a slightly 
twilled weave, and is lovely 
for gowns and cloaks. 

Fig. 6.—This practical 
model, designed for hard 
wear, is of silk-finished 
felt, wi th soft satin ribbon 
trimming: and a large 
enamel buckle. 

Fig. 7.—A useful 
l i tt le si lk-covered 
toque, the brim 
b e i n g c o v e r e d 
w i t h r o w s of 
st i tching, and a 
big bow of soft 
sat in ribbon being 
i t s s o l e a d o r n 
ment. 

Among other practical 
silks which may be used 
in combination with 
cashmeres and woollens 
for costumes, and also 
for separate coats, is 
o t t o m a n . T h e new-
ottomans are as soft as 

chiffon cloth, and quite unlike those with 
which we have been familiar. 

The new fancy silk brocade is a stately-
looking silk, and has been softened to a 
chiffon texture. It is very lovely combined 
with plain satin and chiffon for evening 
gowns. For dressy afternoon gowns the very 
soft, light-weight broché silks are charming, 
made up in combination with chiffon. 

Fig. 5*—A miroir ve lvet -covered shape in golden 
brown, lined w i th gauged pale coral chiffon. A 
band of burnished gold embroidery is secured beneath 
t w o glorious shaded brown and cream plumes . 
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To British Parents looking for Openings for their Children. 

Tke AUSTRALIAN COMMONWEALTH 
(1) Good Land on Easy Terms 

(2) A wide choice of rural industries 

(3) High Returns on Capital 

(4) A fine life. A Healthy Land. 

In 1908 rural Australia produced : 
FARMING—£52,195,000. PASTORAL—£47,259,000. 

THE HIGH COMMISSIONER, 72, Victoria Street, Westminster, S.W. 

When you buy a
iraiaB™BB™^ 

Brass Bedstead, retnetnber 
that ordinary brass bedsteads & 

The above is a reduced 
photograph of a war. 
ranty s e a l affixed t o 
e v e r y brass bedstead 
treated under the "Var-
noid" (Reg.) P r o c e s s . 

are liable to go "spo t ty" and \) 
deteriorate very quickly. But fj 
Brass Bedsteads finished by the jjj 

VARN0IDk>FR0CESSS 
have a brilliant surface guaranteed not to go "spotty" n 
or deter iorate for at least five years. 

Every " Varnoidised " Bedstead carries a seal as 1^ 
shown here — a guarantee of genuineness. Why buy M 
bedsteads which will look permanently shabby after a few gj 
months when by merely insisting on seeing the " Varnoid " B| 
Seal you may ensure being supplied with Bedsteads which ?• 
will have a permanently brilliantly bright surface ? M 

Sold or obtainable by all house-furnishers, in all grades and styles, they g 

C O S T N O E X T R A . g 

"The Premier Foods of their Class." 
— See MEDICAL TIMES, 26ft June, 1909. 

PLASMON COCOA 
PERFECTION OF FLAVOUR. 9d. per t in . 

" MUCH greater nutritive value than ordinary Cocoa."-BRITISH MEDICAL JOURNAL, 19ft Feb., 1910. 

PLASMON OATS V 
THE BEST THAT SCOTLAND GROWS. 

"Enormously increased in food value by the addition of Plasmon."-LANCET 
Mo husk or fibre-4 minutes' boiling only required. 

" Simply Magnificent."-£<> J. c- . M.D. 

PLASMON IS USED BY THE ROYAL FAMILY AND
EvERrSBLE 
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GLOVES y WONDERFUL 
VALUE I 

LADIES' REAL KID GLOVES 
in Black, White, and all Colours. 3 Buttons. 1/11 

- per pair; 4 Buttons. 2/6 per pair; 12 B. length mous 
y< quetaire. 3 1 1 per pair. 

REAL GAZELLE GLOVES 
LADIES' in Tan. Beaver, or Grey Shades, pique 
sewn. 2 Press Buttons, 2 11 per pair. 
HEN'S in Dark Grey or Tan. pique sewn. 1 Press 
Button, 3 6 per pair. 

THE "CANADIAN" BUCK FINISH GLOVES 
LADIES' in Tan or Grey, British made, 3 Buttons. 
3/11 per pair. 
MEN'S in Tan or Grey. 1 Button, 3/11 per pair. 
Price. List of aR deTtartmenU Free by post. 

THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, 
OnlV 

Addresses 
( 45 A 45a, CHEAPSIDE, E.C. 1 I H U n O N 
\ 62 & 83, NEW BOND ST.. W. f L U H U U H » 

ALFRED 
DAY 

Ladies' 
Tailor 

ALL GARMENTS 
MADE IN OWN 
WORKROOMS. 

COAT 
and 

SKIRT 
in SERGE, TWEED, 
or CLOTH, from 

2 Guineas 
made to order. 
BLACK, NAVY, & CREAM 
SERCE COAT & SKIRT 

from 2 Cuineas 
TWEED, CLOTH, & LINEN 

from 2 Cuineas 
VOILE, HOPSACKS, FLAN

NELS, FANCY SUITINGS from 2 Guineas 
FACED CLOTH, COVERT COATINC, &c. „ 3 Cuineas 
THREE-QUARTER COATS . „ 1} Cuineas 

Patterns and Designs Post Free. 
Careful and prompt attention to Country and 

Foreign Orders. 
A special study made of fitting from Pattern Bodice 

or Self-Measurement Form. 
Carriage Paid to a n y pa r t of t h e United Kingdom. 

ALFRED DAY, 
51 & 52, PARK STREET, REGENTS PARK 

Gloucester Gate». LONDON. 

5 SPONGES 
for 

36 
i 

Family Par
cel of Sponges contains 1 large Bath, 2 
toilet. 1 Carriage, and 1 Pantry Sponge 

•the parcel of 5 all perfect—sent post 
free for 3 6. Stable Sponge*. 
10 6, 18 -, 38/- per dor. ; or 
sample each quality. 5 6. 

Send for Illustrated 
Catalogne, post free. 
Direct Supply Co. 

iDepU 6), 
Victoria Buildings, 

MASCH ESTER. 

How to Play 
at Sight. 

7VTY SYSTEM will enable 
any person to play 

correctly at sight any piece 
which otherwise could be 
played only after incessant 
p r a c t i s i n g . Only three 
months of a few minutes' 
daily practising is necessary 
in order to master the System. 

My booklet contains a full 
explanation, and it will be 
sent free to any pianist. 

L. H. E H R E M A Y E R . 
27, Chancery Lane, W.C, 

THE Ehrema^er SYSTEM 
of PIANOFORTE SIGHT-PLAYING 

ARTIFICIAL 

TEETH 

BOUGHT. 
Call or forward by post Utmost 
value per return, or offer made 
Messrs. BROWNING 

| Actual Manufac-
I tnrers, 63. Oxford 
I Street, I«odon.W. 

HUNTING 
G L O V E S 

Waterproof Leather. 

T H E 

"QUORN 
Gent.'s 3/4) Post 
L a d i e s ' - 3 / 1 0 / F r e t 

Used by most M. F. H.'s. Sportsmen, and 
Sportswomen throughout the country. Price 
List of Hunting Specialities Post Free. 

"MACINTOSH," 
89, New St., B i r m i n g h a m 

For c l e a n i n g S i l v e r Elecir >> Plate c~c 

Goddard's 
Plate Powder 
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Of exceptional interest to all music lovers, we shall be 
glad to send a copy of this booklet by Mr. Henry J. Wood, 
the famous conductor of the Queen's Hall Orchestra, to 
anyone who writes specifying Booklet No. 8. 

This booklet wil l make clear to you how highly the Pianola is regarded by great 
mus ic ians . At the same time you should a l w a y s remember that there i s but 
one Pianola, made only by the Orchestrelle Company. The word "Pianola" is 
the registered Trade Mark of the Orchestrelle Co., and is , therefore, only 
applicable to instruments of its manufacture. 

T h e O r c h e s t r e l l e C o . , 

AEOLIAN HALL, 
135=6-7, N e w Bond Street, London, W. 
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Famous Music and Copyright. 
O M E T H I N G like a sensation was 

created last month among lovers of 
music. They awoke one fine Tues

day morning to find themselves able to buy 
for 7d., music that hitherto cost at least 
7s. 6d. ! Moreover, the most sceptical ex
amination of that marvellous offer failed to 
detect in the music any reason for the un
precedented drop in price. It was music 
of the highest class ; music that is still in 
great demand at the usual price of is. 6d. 
per copy ; it was published with the full 
consent of the owners of the copyrights ; it 
was absolutely perfect, of full size, and 
excellently printed on good paper. 

Then why in the name of all that ought 
to explain the phenomenon, was 7s. 6d. worth 
of music obtainable for 7d. ? 

While there can be no doubt that good 
music is well worth the price usually paid for 
it, it is equally certain that music-lovers are 
unable to buy anything like the amount they 
would like to possess. For every song or 
piece of music they are able to secure at the 
copyright price, there are a dozen or more 
that have to remain as something longed for. 

Hence it was thought that there was an 
immense public who would welcome with 
open arms an opportunity to get copyright 
music at reduced prices, and Part I. of 
" The Strand Musical Portfolio " was 
published. 

The part that inaugurates this sensational 
departure is only typical of what all the 
remaining numbers will be. Here is what 
it contains :— 
I.—The celebrated Intermezzo from " Cavalleria 

Rusticana." 
2.—Song: "Whisper and I Shall Hear." 
3 .—"The Mountaineers" Waltz (from Ihe popular 

Comic Opera). 
4.—Song: " T o My Sweetheart." 
5. — Prairie Two-Step, " R e d Wing." 

The copyright value of the contents of 
Part I. alone is approximately ^10 ,000 , and 
each item in it is among the most popular 
modern high-class music. 

Since Gounod's " Soldiers' Chorus," from 
" Faust," no piece from any opera has 
achieved the enormous sales of the beautiful 
Intermezzo from " Cavalleria Rusticana." 

Then what sentimental song is more 
popular than "Whisper and I Shall H e a r " ? 
This charming melody and enchanting refrain 
is known all over the world, and it was 
undoubtedly Piccolomini's biggest success. 
" The Mountaineers " is a beautiful waltz, 

arranged by Mr. Reginald Somerville from 
melodies in his Savoy opera of that name, 
which was one of the features of last autumn's 
theatrical season, and is now having a most 
successful provincial tour. " To My Sweet
heart," the music of which is by Dorothy 
Beckwith, is one of those songs which, once 
heard, will always linger in one's memory. 
It is simplicity itself, and is suitable for 
vocalists of either sex. 

And for those who prefer something more 
sparkling there is the " Prairie Two-Step " 
(Red Wing), the gay music of which has 
gained great popularity both here and on the 
Continent. Thus it will be seen that the 
contents of Part I. of " The Strand Musical 
Portfolio " are of a most varied and popular 
character, and no one can say that it is not 
amazing value for 7d. 

There is still more, however. Part I. con
tains a special article by Mme. Clara Butt, 
telling how to sing a song, in which the 
famous contralto gives many valuable hints. 

The contents of Part I I . and Part I I I . are 
no less interesting. Part II . , for instance, 
contains, among other pieces, " T h e Broken 
Melody " (piano solo), by that famous actor-
musician, Auguste Van Biene ; and " Life's 
Dream is O'er," by J. Ascher (a duet 
arranged from the very popular romance of 
"Alice, Where Art Thou?" ) . Duet singing 
in the home is always to be commended, and 
readers will find that "Life's Dream is O'er" 
is one of the most fascinating, yet simple, 
duets ever published. That celebrated song 
from " T h e Belle of New York," "Teach 
Me How to Kiss, Dear," is also included 
in Part I I . 

Then the contents of Part I I I . comprise 
that famous song, " T r u e Till Death," the 
copyright of which a few years ago realized 
the sum of ^ 8 0 0 — o n e of the biggest prices 
ever paid for a single copyright ; a delightful 
waltz, " Dolores," by Emile Waldteufel ; a 
dainty Japanese intermezzo, " Hanako " ; and 
a charming sentimental song, "Tel l Her I 
Love Her," the words being by the well-known 
writer, Fred E. Weatherley. Part I II . , in 
addition, will contain an interesting article on 
" How to Study the Piano," by Paderewski. 

In face of the above, surely there is none 
who will disagree with the claim that " The 
Strand Musical Portfolio" is the finest 
publication of its kind ever issued, and those 
who do not wish to be disappointed should 
place an order at once with their newsagent. 
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The World is Full 
of Beauty and Joy 

if we only open our hearts and eyes to the creations around us. We 
must keep our hearts open to new personalities and our ears to new 
harmonies. Do away with prejudices which tend to wrongly influence 
decisions on the value of Art. Only facts should count, and you should 
judge each thing by itself, asking : What is its purpose? How does it 
fill it, how thoroughly, how artistically? The purpose of the 

'Autopiano' 
is immediately apparent to everyone. You would not purchase again an 
ordinary pianoforte which you cannot play or play only indifferently, when 
you can now have the " Autopiano " (Upright or Grand) upon which you 
yourself can play all the most exquisite music, if not by hand, by at least 
over 20,000 different Music Rolls and the most perfect apparatus concealed 

inside the piano, following all your 
individual feelings, and instilling you 
with musical knowledge and delight. 

There is no instrument in existence 
which can fill this purpose so thoroughly 
and so artistically. The "Autopiano" 
action follows every wish and mood of 
the performer, and contains absolutely 
perfect devices for accenting the melody 
or theme in the various compositions, 
and for indicating the correct time and 
expression. The " Correctoguide " for 
88-note music, Kastner Reliance Motor, 
patent flexible fingers are also indispen
sable. The twenty models of the 
" Autopiano " possess all the finest charac
ters of tone, touch, and appearance, 
every one fully guaranteed. The prices 
range to meet every purse, for cash or 
instalments. If you have a Piano 

which is rarely used do not lose any longer the pleasure it should afford 
you. Exchange it at full value for the "Autopiano." 

Call and hear the "Autopiano" or write for Art Booklet No. 3. 

KASTNER 6 CO., Ltd., 
34, 35, & 36, MARGARET STREET (Cavendish Sq. Comer), LONDON, W. 

(Second turning on left going from Oxford Circus towards Queen's Hall.) 

MANCHESTER SAMPLE EXHIBITION AND NORTHERN ROLL LIBRARY, 
1, Police Street, St. Ann Street, facing Deansgate (First Floor). 
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Canada's Constructed 
:: Railway Mileage :: 
Would Belt the Globe 

THE CANADIAN GOVERNMENT GUARANTEE 

TO FURNISH EMPLOYMENT ON THE LAND. 

For free maps, pamphlets, and full particulars apply to Mr. J. OBED SMITH, Assistant 
Superintendent of Canadian Emigration, n and 12. Charing Cross, London, S.W. 
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%om 
T H E TRUE TEST 
of the value of a remedy lies in its 
permanent curative effects. 

Dr. SCOTT'S PILLS 
do not merely whip up the flagging 
energies of the system for a day or two, 
but permanently strengthen the internal 
organs and promote functional efficiency. 

f<&ua FOR BILIOUS & LIVER COMPLAINTS. 

Fruit Growing. 
For those thinking of a new life in one of the 
Colonies the Kootenay District of British Columbia 
offers great inducements, for there fruit glowing 
is profitably carried on amidst pleasant surroundings 
and in a healthy climate. 

WRITE or CALL for full particulars. 
Tho Kootenay District (British Columbia) Agency* 

7. John Street, Adelphi, London, W.C. 

LACES&NETS 
mr Don't delay I Write to-day for samples of our Nets « 
r —plain (anycolour), spot and fancy—patterns of Beautiful 

Tinsel Gauzes. Crêpe de Ohene, voiles and Muslins, Lace. 
f and Insertions in great variety. Excellent Lace Curtains 
I Braids and Threads For Lace Work. Splendid Black Grenadines 

2/0 per yd. Write for Free Samples to T>ept. C. 
Late 

iHaythm 

S.A.SANDS&C 
CLINTON ST EAST, N O T T I N G H A M 

BE YOUR OWN PRINTER! 
Complete Printing Outfits for every conceivable pur
pose. As supplied to Colonial Government Depart
ments, Museums, Libraries, Manufacturers. 

Chemists, Druggists, Business Ounces, Stores ; 
^also for Missionary, Home, and Private use. 

P Full directions sent with outfits. 
Thoroughly practical printing ma-

r chines capaole of producing all classes of 
work. Booklet Free. Catalogue, 2d. 

.EXCELSIOR CO., 41-2, Farringdon St.. London 

HEALTH and STRENGTH 
Scientific Physical Culture 
Exercises, graded to the 
requirements of the indi
vidual. Taught by Post. 
; hold the highest Teachers' Diplomat 
t is possible to obtain. My system 

iB rapid, effective, and inexpensive. 
Write for full particulars and Free 

Illustrated Booklet. 
Staff-Sergt. Moss, Physical Culture Expert"(Dept. S), Hastings. 
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WOMAN'S LIFE 
Is the magazine for all 
women. It is the brightest 
and most cheerful Penny 
Weekly published. Each 
w e e k ' s i s s u e c o n t a i n s 

C\ _____ Up-to-date Fashions 

o 
N 

Up-to-date Millinery 
Useful Cookery Notes 
Useful Home Hints 

T • Notes on Hairdressing 
E = Fancy Work 
M ____ Special Attractions 

for Children 
Toilet Notes, etc., etc. 

S = Short Complete Story 

A PAPER PATTERN GIVEN FREE 
with each issue 

ifsTuETH,?:wPE£Êi O N E P E N N Y 
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There is no part of the "World where English is spoken to which we do not 
send goods. The prices in our Catalogue are the lowest possible, and the 
quality such that we are prepared to refund the money paid if desired by the 
purchaser after inspection. The following are culled from our Catalogue :— 

P Y J A M A G 11ITC Unshrinkable and Fast Colours. In Ceylon 
r i u n r a n O U I I O j Flannel, a material which makes sleeping 

luxurious. Splendidly tailored, in the very latest tasteful designs. 

4/9 per Suit; Three Suits, 14/-
Silk and Wool Pyjamas. These represent the very highest 

quality, and cannot be bettered at any price. 

8/9 per Suit; Three Suits, 26/= 
(as good as the Maga
zine). 2 6 for S pairs. 

4/9 for 6 pairs, 9/3 for 12 pairs. Of fine all-wool unshrinkable cashmere, so soft as to be a 
positive rest-haven for tired and aching feet. Hard-wearing, unshrinkable. I When ordering, state 
whether Black, Myrtle, Navy. Heliotrope, or Green is required. Also mention size ot boot worn.) 

CCftAEII f*" U A M n i f E D P U I C C C Best Belfast Hem-stitched Handkerchiefs, 
U H E M U n M l l U l l E n w I l l E r O e spiendid specimens of the handkerchief 

craft, 3/6 per dozen ; worth 7/6. Bay a dozen, use one. and If yon do not consider 
It excellent value, keep it and return us the other eleven, and your 3/6 will 
be refunded. 

The "STRAND"SOCK 

Clothing 
YOU MUST HAVE TWO 
PAIRS OF TROUSERS WITH 

EVERY SUIT. 
We have realised that trousers wear 

out quicker than the coat and vest, 
and, therefore, make a rule to give an 
extra pair of trousers with each suit. 
Our Special Price for a Smart. Stylish 
Gent.'s Suit and extra Pah-of Trousers, 
made to measure, in any style, from 
the most fashionable materials, com
prising Scotoh and Ir ish Tweeds , 
Serges. Chevlots .Vicunas, &c. is 
O R Q -Post Free {Totted Kingdom. 
* 0 3 No Extras. 
WE GUARANTEE THE CUT, 
FIT, AND FINISH, and the Suit is 
equal to those usually sold at Two Gns. 
Send to-day for Patterns and Self-

Measurement Form. 
Our Catalogue will be mailed free on 

request to any part of the world. 

SPECIAL OUTFIT OFFER. 
For £ 5 we will forward free to 
any part of the world: 1 Best 
Quality Tailor-made Gent, s Suit 
and extra Pair Trousers, in 
Tweeds. Serges. Scotch Cheviot, 
or Vicuna. 3 Suits Pyjamas. 
1 Pair Braces. 6 Collars. 6 Pairs 
"Strand" Socks. 1 Tailnr-made 
Rainproof Tweed Overcoat, very 
latest style and of best workman
ship. 3 Suits Underclothing 
(pants and vests). 6 Handker
chiefs, Best Irish Make. 3 Shirts 

(White or Flannell. 
Please irrite for necessary self-
measurement form, or send old 
suit, also for patterns unless you 
will leave selection of cloth to us. 

GENT.'S FANCY WOVEN VESTS. 
4/9 each. 

A Really Wonderful Bargain. 
When ordering, state chest measure

ment. This is a Special Offer, and the 
Vests are really wonderful value, being 
excellently tailored and finichecT 
Assorted in the latest designs. Lined 
with best flannel—a sure preventative 
against chills. 
CD EC P I C T Toevery purchaser of 
r i ï K B MIT I • one of these vesta we 
williresent, free, a beautiful setof Fancy 
Buttons, extra —which would cost in 
many shops from •_' 8 to 3/6 per set. 

J[jkSeSaitlUels,9^6oXonclonRoad, 
V Established 34years. \ mar*M\AI 
PhoneHo.l455,Roya!,Liverrx)olljlVcnJOOlv 
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Amethyst or Peridot and Pearl 
Brooch, 12/6. 

Amethysts or Peridots and Pearls, 
£ 5 10s. 

E JEWELS 
MADE BY 

J. W. BENSON, LTD. 
Show great originality of design combined with taste; they 

demonstrate the possibility of securing the most exclusive and 

beautiful work at strictly moderate prices for Cash, or on 

"THE TIMES" System of MONTHLY PAYMENTS. 

The lovely Gems, AMETHYST AND PERIDOT, set with 

Diamonds or Pearls, were re-introduced by them after many 

years of oblivion, and are now more desired^ than almost any 

other gem ; although rery beautiful they are by no means 

expensive, as Jewels thus made range from as low as £1 upwards. 

Illustrated Coloured Sheets Free. 

Illustrated Books, Post Free. No. i, of Watches, Chains, Rings (with 
size card), Jewellery, etc. No. 2, of Clocks, " Empire " Plate, Sterling 
Silver for Household Use, and Pretty yet Inexpensive Presents, etc. ; or a 
Selection will be sent to intending buyers at our risk and expense. 

Mention " T H E STRAND MAGAZINF.*' 

J. W . BENSON, Ltd., 
62 & 64, LUDGATE HILL, E.C. ; 

and 2S, OLD BOND S T R E E T . W. 

Jewsbury x Browns 
Oriental 

Tooth Paste 

THE GREAT PAPER 
for PRIVATE PERSONS 

For Buying Anything-
Furniture, Curios, Poultry, Dress, Plants, a Watch, 
Cycle, Dog, Camera, or anything else—the best 
way is through "The Bazaar, Exchange and Mart'* 
newspaper. ID every issue are classified announcements 
of thousands of goods for sale, new and second-hand. 

For Selling Anything 
no better market exists than in " T h e Bazaar." Private 
announcements cost only Id. for 3 words (minimum 4d.) 
per insertion. 

For Literary Articles 
of real practical utility to the Amateur there is no 
journal equal to " T h e Bazaar." The information 
given is clear, concise and accurate. 

For Information 
upon any subject you will find this paper most 
reliable. If you yourself want to know anything, write 
lo "The Bazaar." 

Established 42 years. On sale everywhere, 
price 2 d . ; or a specimen copy wilt be 
sent, post free, for 3d. in stamps, from the 

Offices : Bazaar Buildings, Drury Lane, 
London, W.C. 
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A 
First=rate 
Pianist 

cannot be made by orthodox methods 
unless a special and rare gift exists 
already. Any musical person in 
normal health can overcome all 
technical difficulties by using the 
well-known System taught by Mr. 
Macdonald Smith. " The excellence 
of his methods has been abundantly 
proved."— The Times. 

Write for Illustrated Book, "Light on Pianotorte 
Flaying," free by post, and tor Books of Testimonials. 

Complete Course of Lessons by Correspondence. 
Three Guineas (by Instalments if desired). 

Course 
Course 

B " for Beginners 
' C " for Players. 

J. MACDONALD SMITH, 
19, Bloomsbury Sq., 

London, W.C. 

STECK 
PIANOS. 

The Orchestrelle Co., 
£0L1AN HALL, 

135-6-7, New Bond St., 
London,W. 

The purity of tonal qual
ity in the Steck Tiano has 
won tor it the genuine 
affection of great artistes, 
and the unqualified en
dorsement and approval 
of composers, critics, 
schools, and the Press. 
The greater the judge, 
the more emphatic has 
been his or her expres
sion of appreciation. 
You are invited to call 
and play the Steck. Full 
particulars will be sent 
if you write for Steck 
Catalogue '* B ." 

C h e a p e r Coal a n d 
Better Fires—if You Use 

T H E COAL ECONOMISER 
Coal treated wiih this marvellous preparation lasts much longer 
and gives greater heat. Any servant or housewife can use it. 
P r i c e 6 d . p e r p a c k e t , post free id., or two for 1/3 
post free. Send 8d. for a trial packet. Special quotations 

for 1 cwt. Bags. For full particulars apply— 

Coal Saving Depot, 7, Mark Lane, London, E.C. 

Reg J. 
Design 

The novolty of #as# season 
T h e The necessity of this 

Phoenix Muffler 
Smartest and neatest finish to outdoor 
costume. Washes perfectly. 

—In finest silk finished yarns — 
All sizes and colours. Retailed at 2/-

Agents : 
A. M E R C H A N T & Co.,7,Fore S t . ,London ,E .C 

Who su/ply wholesale houses only. 

A PUNCTUAL PROGRESS 
(With apologies to Sir V . B. Gilbert). 

JONES USED THE PUNCTUAL I. 
When Jones was a lad he served a term 
As office boy to a City firm ; 
He posted the letters and he swept the 

grate. 
And, thanks to " Keystone-Elgin," he was 

never late I 
His watch kept time so punctuallee 
That he rose to be Director at a big 

fat fee I 

DURABLE a n d ACCURATE. Of all Watchmakers and 
Jewellers. 

Illustrated Booklet Post Free. 

!«%• 
dU t o C 4 0 . 

The Keystone Watch Case Co., Ltd., 40=44, Holborn Viaduct, London, E C. 
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Procrastination is the Thief of Happiness. 

DO IT NOW " is among the best 
pieces of advice that can possibly 

be given in connection with insurance. It 
is especially true of life assurance, whether 
considered as protection or investment, 
that procrastination is a thief, since it is 
easily shown that the earlier assurance is 
effected, the better are the results. This 
does not mean in the least that life assurance 
is not good and profitable at every age, 
because it is so. But the man who delays 
does not give it the same chance of bene
fiting him as the man who starts a policy 
at the earliest possible moment. One main 
reason for this is that an essential and most 
important part of life insurance is compound 
interest, and for this to accomplish the best 
results a considerable length of time is 
necessary. 

Two Things for Children. 
It is worth while considering a few typical 

examples of what can be done by means of 
life assurance. We naturally begin with the 
beginning of life, and for a child there are 
two principal things to provide. One is the 
money for education. A very small payment 
each year from birth until some such age as 
15 will provide either a lump sum or an 
income for four or five years, out of which 
the expenses of education can be paid. The 
money thus paid to the life office is increased 
by compound interest, so that the policy
holder receives back more than he has paid 
in, at the same time that he has had the con
venience of making many small payments 
instead of a few large ones. He has also 
made sure that the money for education will 
be forthcoming when it is wanted, since it is 
an excellent plan to take a form of policy 
which provides that, in the event of the 
premature death of the parent, no further 
premiums have to be paid, but the sum 
assured under the policy will be paid in full 
at the due date. 

Another splendid thing to do for a child is 
to provide him with a policy when he reaches 

•the age of 21. A very small premium, 
something like £1 a year for each ^ i o o 
assured, secures a policy that comes into 
force at age 21, and begins to share in 
the profits of the life office, while the same 
infinitesimally small premium is continued 
for the rest of life or up to some selected 

age. If the child dies before reaching the 
age of 2T, all the money that has been paid 
in premiums is returned. One important 
reason for the supreme excellence of a policy 
of this kind is the long period, quite possibly 
sixty years or more, during which compound 
interest is at work. Cut short this period 
by deferring life assurance till age 30 or 40, 
and it will be evident that procrastination 
has been the thief of time during which 
compound interest might have been indus
triously busy making the money grow. 

Next Best. 
If our parents were so inconsiderate as to 

have neglected to start a deferred assurance 
policy for us we must see to the matter our
selves, and, once more, the earlier the better. 
At any age from, say, 25 to 35 the most 
attractive kind of policy—such as endow
ment assurance (which provides for the pay
ment of the sum assured at age 60, 65, or 
70, or at death if previous) or a limited pay
ment life policy (on which the premiums 
cease at the end of a fixed number of years) 
—is available at a very moderate rate of 
premium. Quite possibly, however, procras
tination may have stolen from us the oppor
tunity of taking the most attractive kind of 
policy. By age 45 or 50 assurances at 
limited premiums become more expensive 
than many of us can afford, and consequently 
we may have to take policies subject to ihe 
payment of premiums for the whole of life 
in order to make the necessary provision for 
those dependent upon us. 

If we are in the happy position of having 
an estate upon which death duties will have 
to be paid, then a policy which calls for 
premiums so long as we live is no hardship, 
but is, in fact, the most suitable kind of 
policy. Still, even so, the annual premium 
for the assurance of a given sum is a great 
deal less at young ages than at old. 

Finally, procrastination may rob us of the 
happiness of assurance altogether. It may 
be that ill-health comes, and makes it impos
sible to pass the necessary medical examina
tion, in which case we are sure to want life 
assurance very badly indeed, and yet be 
unable to obtain it. 

Correspondent* desiring information on any form of Insurance should 
mark their envelopes " Tniinranee " and address "Strand Maoasine." 
is, Southampton Street. Strand. London. A stamped and addressed 
envelope should be enclosed, and in the ease of Life Insurance or 
Annuities the exact açe of the proposer should be stated 
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HOT A ™ COLD 
T h e T h e r m o s T a b l e J u g is abso lu te ly un ique and an 

absolute necess i ty in every home . It is a v a c u u m j u g 
which keeps its con t en t s boi l ing hot or qu i te cold—at any 

desired tempera ture—for m a n y h o u r s . T h e r e is no hea t ing 
appara tus , no chemical , no freezing mix tu re . T h e 

Thermos 
Table Jug 
is self-contained and comple te . It is built to 
last for life ; it never loses i ts powers . You 

s imply p o u r the l iquids in—and when w a n t e d they are ready 
—hot or cold. 

The New "SIMPLEX" Thermos FLASK 
keeps your cold drinks icy cold for days or hot drinks hot for 24 hours. 

6 / 6 (Pint size only). 

TAKE IT ON YOUR HOLIDAYS.for Travelling, Picnics, & Baby's Food. 

To be obtained of all Jewellers, Chemists, Ironmongers and Stores. 

Beware of worthless imitations. Thermos Flasks have " THERMOS" on them. 

Wholesale only : A. E. GUTMANN & CO., 8, long Lane, London, E.C. 

/ \ 

Advantageous Assurances at all ages 
may be effected with the Century old 

Norwich Union Life Office 

This Boy 
will have an 

EDUCATIONAL 
ANNUITY 

of £100 from 
age fourteen to 

nineteen. 

Age 25 
In this case a 
Halt Premium 

Endowment 
costs £17 10s. Od. p. a. 

for first five years 
and £31 7s. 6d. p. a. 

for next 25 years. 
At age 55 insured 

draws £1,000. 

Age 30 
Pays £7 a year 
for 30 years, and 
at age 60 enjoys 
a Pension of £30 
a year for the 
rest of life, or 

takes 
£360 cash. 

Age 45 
Thinks of 

ESTATE 
DUTIES 

and pays 
£32 10s. lOd. a 
year to secure 
£1,000, payable 

at death. 

Age 65 

Deposits 

£500 

and enjoys an 

ANNUITY 
of £52 5s. 5d. 
for remainder 

of life. 

Write for particulars of the scheme most suited to vour needs, to 

Dept. A, NORWICH UNION LIFE OFFICE, NORWICH. 
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A Department of Convenience. 
How "The Strand Magazine Purchasing "Department" 
" makes good " its Offer to Readers Who live Abroad. 

The convenience and satisfaction of readers—that, and that 
alone, is the aim and object of " The Strand Magazine Pur
chasing Department." The name of this Department has now 
become an everyday phrase in the homes of many hundreds 
of " Strand Magazine " readers the world over. 

And lest someone is now reading this page who has 
never before realized just what this Department means to him 
or to her, let us once more explain exactly what it really is 
and what it may be to such a one. 

Suppose for a moment that you go to bed to-night remem-
bering some need that, owing to the limited resources of the 
district in which you reside, you find it impossible, or exceed' 
ingly difficult, to satisfy. And then, suppose further that you 
awake to-morrow morning to find yourself right in the centre 
of the world's greatest shopping district, with an expert shopper 
at your side waiting to assist you in the satisfaction of your 
need ! If your powers of imagination can carry you so far, 
you will then realize something of what ' The Strand 
Magazine Purchasing Department" can be to you. 

If you need anything that you cannot obtain, write to 
" T h e Strand Magazine Purchasing Department." Give the 
fullest possible particulars of the goods you require, and send 
with all orders an amount estimated to cover the cost of the 
goods, freight, and incidental charges. Any balance remaining 
will be dealt with as the purchaser may direct. If you want us 
to obtain catalogues or other advertising literature, please send 
stamps to cover our postage to firms whose lists are required. 

Send us no commission—our services are gratis—our sole 
object to get for you the best value for your money, and 
to make ourselves useful to you. 
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A SAFE ANO HARMLESS REMEDY 
FOR THE CURE OF CORPULENCY. 

BEFORE 
USE. 

AFTER 
USE. 

An abnormal growth of fat in young and old must be 
looked upon as a DISEASE, and causes difficulty in 
breathing, palpitation of the heart, kidney and liver 
derangement—in fact, all organs become more or less 
affected by being surrounded by adipose fatty tissue. 
Corpu lency no t on ly cause s a n unga in ly figure, 
b u t m a k e s ladies a p p e a r m u c h o lder t h a n t h e y 

rea l ly a r e . 
Pleasant to Take—No Special Diet Required. 

Causing No Incom-enience Whatever. 
A POSITIVE, SIMPLE AND HARMLESS REMEDY 

for tbls troublesome condition has been found in 

DALLOFF TEA 
Recommended and Prescribed by Thousands of 
Physicians all over Europe. An Elegant & Slen
de r Figure Assured by a Few Months' Trea tment . 

D A L L O F F T E A is p repared by t h e e m i n e n t 
Obes i ty Spec ia l i s t , Dr. D A L L O F F , of P a r i s . 

DALLOFF TEA acts at the same time as a Tonic to 
the System, by acting: upon the secretory organs, 
such as Kidneys and Liver, and eliminating uric Acid 
from the Blood, acting as a general Health-giver. 

Price 4 /6 and 8/6 per Packet ; a 4 /6 Packet being 
sufficient for a month's treatment. Obtainable of first-
class Chemists and Stores, or direct from the Sole Agents— 

A. S. WEHNER & CO., 20, Bath House, Holborn Viaduct, London. 
SEND FOR INSTRUCTIVE BOOKLET WITH DOCTORS* OPINIONS. 

Avoid other so-called remedies which in most cases con ta in ACIDS, which have a 
harmful ef fect upon the genera l health. 

IF IN DOUBT 
Utilize ASTROLOGY as a guide through life. 
As expounded by "The Old Astrologer" its 
accuracy is astounding; Mercury's letters of 
appreciation are, like his clients, " Legion." 
If you have not already proved his skill lose no 
more time, turn his ability to profitable account 
NOW, send birth-date, with 1/- P.O., for a test 
reading of your Horoscope, as he is fora short 
time adding TWO years' confidential advice. 
PROF. MERCURY (S.M.), Llandaff. Clam. 

PURE HEAT 
C L A R K ' S 

PATENT HYGIENIC 

SVPHON STOVES 
For ( las or Oil. 

ABSOLUTELY FUMELESS. 
NO F L U E R E Q U I R E D . 

Of all Gas Co.'s, Stores, Ironmongers, 
etc. 

CLARK'S SYPHON STOVE CO., I 
Warr ingr ton , L a n e s . 

132, Queen Victoria St., E.C. 
Send post-card for new Descriptive 
Pure Heat Booklet No. 91, Free. 

EUCALYPTUS and 
MENTHOL PEARLS 

are specially useful 
to those Professional 
Men, Public Speak
ers, Siugers, etc., 
who, having constant 
occasion to address 

large audiences under difficult acoustic conditions, require some 
Protection aga ins t Hoa r senes s a n d Roughness of the 

V O I C E fir» T H R O A T 
Boltles. II-, 1/8. 3 / - , 5/-. 

J . C. Po t tage ft Co.. Chemittt, 115. P r i n c e . Bt.. Edinburgh. 

" • ^ " • " • " • ' • " • " • " • T " 

Do you move 
with the Times? 

If so, you should use 

Cox's Instant 
Powdered Gelatine 
It is the latest and most 
up-to-date form in which 
Gelatine can be used. 
Requires no soaking, and 
saves time in the kitchen. 
Once tried, always used. 

COX'S MANUAL OF CELATINE 
COOKERY contains two hundred 
original recipes, and gives full direc
tions for use. It will be sent free on 
receipt of one penny stamp for postage 
by J. & C. COX, Ltd., Corgle Mills, 
EDINBURGH. 

^S$ !m$ ^j*( Hfc îiffc Jir 4 1 
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THE CAPTAIN 
Among the monthly magazines published in the interests THC ITemier Monthly 
of those who are Boys in years and those who, though Magaz ine lOF DOyS 
full-grown, are still Boys at heart, THE CAPTAIN stands a n d ' O l d B o y S . " 
pre-eminent. Every month it is full of features that 
cannot fail to appeal to Boys and Old Boys. Its "B717 

FINE T H R I L L I N G FICTION 
is unequalled in any similar magazine. The November Issue, for 
example, containsno fewer than seven complete stories, and, in addition, 
there are long instalments of two splendid serials. These serials are : 
The Worst House at Sberborough, a Public School Story, by 
Desmond Coke, illustrated by T. M. R. Whitwell, and The Brig 

Jane Mary, by Francis 
Marlowe. One of the 
illustrations (which are 
by R. Caton Woodville) 
to this latter story is repro
duced in this announce
ment The complete stories 
include Between Ava
lanche and Bear—a. story 
of an exciting adventure 
in the Rockies, by John 
Mackie ; The Fall of 
Oridge—an A i school 
yarn, by Harold Avery ; 
An Extra Performance 
— a delightful story by 
Gunby Hadath, etc., etc. 
In addition, there are 
several articles dealing with 
subjects dear to the hearts 
of all boys ; these include 
expert articles on Stamp 
Collecting, Models and 
Model-Making, Testing 
a Watch, Competitions, 

etc., etc. 

Now 
on 
Sale, 6 d. 
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Have you realized 
the terrible risk you incur 

by not having your house protected 

against Fire ? 

KYL-FYRE 
THE FIRE EXTINGUISHER 

& * 

secures perfect safety against any out

break. KYL-FYRE is a dry powder 

contained in handsome cylindrical tubes. 

Immediately the fire is discovered the 

Extinguisher is snatched from the hook, 

thus releasing cap—the contents are 

then dashed on to the flames, thereby 

creating a powerful but harmless 

gas which instantly extinguishes 

the fire. It can be used with great 

effect by woman or child. Guar

anteed to remain effective for years. 

Price 5/- each 
This wonderful appliance is daily 

saving both life and property. 

Send post curdS-full Particu
lars will besent yon post free. 

A D D R E S S — Fire Depot, 
Ky 1-Fyre, Ltd. , Eastbourne; 
7, Mark Lane, London, 
E .C. ; and 92, Market 
Street, Manchester. 

UETOHS 

. JF* -L-FYPE LIN 
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HAVANETA (The 1910 Perfume) 

Distilled from West Indian Flora. So perfect that the 
last drop is equally as delightful as the first. 

2/3, 4/6, 7/6, 14/6 per bottle. 

VIOTTO (Courvoisier's 
Otto of Violets) 

The "Soul" of the Violet distilled from the "Otto.': 

1/8. 3/2, 6/=, 11/9, 22/6 per bottle. 

"The perfection of nature combined with the excellence of expert knowledge." 
— BVSTA-N'DEK. 

H A V A N E T A Toi le t Soap , 2/9 per box of Three Tablets. 
V I O T T O Toi le t S o a p , 2/6 per box of Three Tablets. 

These are the only Soaps made from the famous ALBU-MYL base. 

Courvois ier ' s Concent ra ted C . C Pe r fumes : Havaneta C.C, 
Viotto C.C, Rose-C.C, Lily of the Valley C.C, and all other flower scents, 3 9 Per vial-

Of all Chemists and Stores. 

— Wholesale: H. B R O N N L E Y «5 CO.. Ltd.. London . W. — 

Does all that a Mustard Piaster does, but does it better. 

"CAPSICUM VASELINE" 
'Will not Bl i s ter the m o s t Del icate Sk in . 

Its application is the safest, simplest, and best home remedy for all pains and colds in the chest, 
throat, and lungs ; stomach cramps, chilblains, and all rheumatic, neuralgic, and gouty complaints ; 
also particularly effective for headache and toothache. 

** C a p s i c u m V a s e l i n e " has all the healing qualities of the old-fashioned mustard plaster 
without its disagreeable features. In the tube it is absolutely sanitary, and may be applied easily, safely, 
ind at a moment's notice. Put up only in collapsible tubes, 1/=, 

Daily c a r e m a k e s beau t i fu l hair—use 

"VASELINE" HAIR TONIC 
The World's Bes t Preparat ion for the Hair. 

Everybody should realise the importance of giving the hair daily care. Ordinary washing and brush
ing is not effective in preventing germs attacking the hair—those germs which destroy the roots and 
prevent growth. Keep your hair clean and the roots healthy by using every day a little " V A S E L I N E " 
Hair Tonic. No need for vigorous rubbing or to use large quantities. Use it as an ordinary dressing. 
It will restore and preserve the strength of the hair, maintain vitality, and keep the scalp clean and sweet. 

Try a Bottle, 1/-, 2/-, and 3/-. 
If not obtainable locally send P.O. or stamps for a trial tube or bottle, sent post free. 

Descriptive Booklet of all the "Vaseline" Preparations gratis and post free, giving the domestic uses of 
the above, and Carbolated "Vaseline," Borated "Vaseline," Camphorated "Vaseline," "Vaseline" Oxide 

of Zinc Ointment, etc.—invaluable In every home. 
The Word "YASELINE" is the Registered Trade Mark of the 

CHESEBROUGH MANUFACTURING CO., 42, Holborn Viaduct, London, E.C. 



SHARP WALKER & CO.. LTD. 
i . . 

XMASN 

SEALS. 

SHARP WALKER & Co.,LTD WATFORD^ 
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ROBINSON fi CLEAVER'S 

IRISH LINEN 
World Renowned for Quality & Value. 

H a n d k e r c h i e f s 
We weave Linen Cambric in our Fanoridge 
factory, employ sewer* and hem-stitchers in 
making up Handkerchiefs, laundresses to impart 
that lovely white finish, and offer them to the 
public direct Can we give a stronger reason why 
it should be worth your while to examine and 
compare our prices ? 

Ladies' Linen Handkerchiefs 
Full si?e, Hem-stitched, r '9. 4 3, and 5/6 doz. 

Ladies' Linen Handkerohiefs 
Full size, Embroidered. 5/11 do?. 
Hand Embroidered, 8/ix doz. 

Ladies' Linen Initial Handkerchiefs 
Full size, Hem-stitched, 5/11 and 7/11 doz. (any 
letter). 

Gentlemen's Linen Handkerchiefs 
Hem-stitched, 4/1 T£, S/TIJ, and 8/11 doz. 

Gentlemen's Linen Initial Handkerchiefs 
Hem-stitched, 11/6 doz. (any letterV 

<} On account of the Christmas demand customers are 
requested to give orders for embroidering initials early. 

SAMPLES AND PRICE LISTS POST FREE. 

Robinson & Cleaver, Ltd. 
42 M, Donegall Place. B E L F A S T . 

The Flor de 
Dindigul Cigar 
'Caps the Lot.' 

Fieferred by many to 
high-priced Havannahs. 

FLOR DE 
DINDIGUL 

CIGARS. 
Price 3d. each. 

5 for 1/1 ; 50 for 10/3 
Of uuy good toll 
nist, or post free from 

the Importers : 
BEWLAY & Co., Ltd., 

49. Strand, W.C. 

JAEGER 
J PURE WOOL 
l o b e u>ell-dresscd.hcaLthq.& 
comfortable. tuear* J AEG ERT 

UNDERWEAR 
of 

Highest Grade» 
The JAEGER Name is on 
every genuine garment— 
a guarantee of Purity 

& Excellence, 

Medium Size. Vests. 

Light . . . 6/-

Medium . . . 7/-

Warra. . . . 7/-

Pants. 

71-

8/6 
9/3 

A complete range of sizes. 
Double over Chest, Draught-proof Opening, 

from 9d. extra. 

Guaranteed against Shrinkage. 
LONDON : 

126. Regent St.. W . 

456, Strand, Charing Cross, W C. 

102, Kensington High St., W . 

30, Sloane St., S .W. 

115, Victoria St., S.W. 

85 & 86, Cheapside, E .C . 

IHustrataC Price ûst,pastjree. 

Addnss in otker towns sent on application. 
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Broughf on by 
Cold WeaNier. 

Made Worse by Crude Home-made Ointment. 

AFTER a heavy day's washing on a cold November day, 
Mrs. S. Clarke, 74, Cocker Street, North Shore, Black

pool, found one of her arms covered with a number of tiny 
inflamed pimplea. ' 'Beyond rubbing my arm when it itched," said 
Mrs. Clarke, " I thought the pimples of too little consequence to trouble 

about, but in a day or two the pimples had developed into white 
blisters, which I foolishly rubbed with a cheap home-made ointment 
I bad about the house. 

"Almost immediately my arm swelled alarmingly, and when 
blisters appeared on my other arm I consulted a doctor, who said 
it was weeping eczema. I followed the treatment he prescribed, 
and my arms seemed to have got better, when, to my dismay, 
they broke out again, and the disease started on my face too. 

"The pain was terrible, and my appearance was such that I was 
ashamed to go out of doors. Everything I tried proved a failure, 
and I became thoroughly disheartened. I was so impressed by 
reading a Zam-Buk cure that I immediately decided to give this balm a 

trial. The very first application soothed the intense iiTitation, and from that time 
there started à steady cure. Zam-Buk drew all the inflammation from my skin and 
dried up all the discharge. Zam-Buk then grew new healthy skin over all the raw 
places, until both my arms aud face were again in a perfectly healthy condition." 

(Of alt Chemists.) 

Mrs. S. Clarice. 

0 0 DIXON'S <*> 

DOUBLE 
DIAMOND 

PORT 
" David," said brother Ned. 
" Sir," replied the butler. . 
" A magnum of DOUBLE DIAMOND, David, to drink 

the health of Mr. Linkinwater." 
" H a ! " said brother Ned, first examining the cork 

and afterwards filling his glass, . . . . " this looks 
well, David." 

" It ought to, sir," replied David. " You'd be troubled 
to find such a glass of wine as is our DOUBLE 
DIAMOND, and that Mr. Linkinwater knows very 
well."—Vide CHARLES DICKENS. 

" Nicholas Nickleby," Chap xxxvii. 
This Brand has been shipped without inter

mission for the last 100 years, and is the 
property of Morgan Brothers, London and 
Oporto. 

To be obtained of all Wine Merchants and Grocers. 
Wholesale Agents: 

Messrs. BLANDY BROTHERS & CO., 16, Mark Lane, E.G. 

Strength 
•wi th 

Light ness 
This is the combi

nation that has made 
the "Roman" the 
most successful cycle 
rims on the market. 
" Roman " Rims have 
no seams, joints, or 
rivets—they are un
breakable. There are 
many aluminium rims 
now being sold which 

are colourable imitations of the "Roman," but 
which, on inspection, will be found to be 

jointed, seamed, or riveted—beware of these, and, 
when buying, insist on seeing the word "Roman" 
on the rim. Although " Roman " Rims weigh less 
than 31bs. per pair, they will not buckle at a strain 
of l.OOOlbs. ! Think what such a combination 
of strength and lightness means to the cyclist ! 

Let us send you our 24-page booklet telling 
the full story of " Roman " Rims ; post free 
from " R o m a n " Rim, Ltd., Upper Priory, 

Birmingham. 

- " R O M A N " RIMS 
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SEEGERs SEEGEROL 
FOR GREY HAIR. 

Trial Bottle. , Jf,E?G E R ' s B ° u P S ? 
, faded hiir any natural lhade 

desired. BBÔWK. DARK 
BROWN, LIGHT BROWN, 
P U C K . AUBURN or 
GOLDEN. SEEGER'S has 
a c«rti6«d clientele of over 
FOUR BUHDRBD AND 
SIXTT-ETGHTTHOUSAND 
USERS. SEEGEB'S contain? 
so lead, mercnrv, lilrer or 
tulphar. A medical certi
ficate accompanies each 
bottJe. SEEGER'S in per-
manent» washable, has no 
grease, does not burn the 
hair or icilp. Laree bottle Ï'-
post fre« S3. Trial bottle 
post free "J. Chemists and 
Stores everywhere. 

HIND s i LTI Finsbui , London. 

A SEWING MACHINE for 6 6 
Patronised by H.H. the Empress of Russia 
This machine has an established reputation 
for doing good work speedily and easily OD 
thick or thin materials. No experience 
necessary. Sent ir. wooden box. carriage paid, 
for 7 3. Extra needles, 6d. per packet Write 
for press opinions and testimonials, or call 

and see the machine at work. 

SEWINC MACHINE CO. (Oept, 28), 
32 & 33. BROOKE STREET. HOLBORN. LONDON, E.C. 

HON EST BOOT QUALITY 
is n e v e r be t t e r emphasised 
t h a n In t h e " F i f e " Foo twear . 

T H I S LADIES' 
- j 

I 
Is the bes t c lass boot made for Oa t -
door Service . Golf, Motoring, etc* 

- 4^ _ PfliTingC paid to ait parts of the 
§ W O lui ted RtngdouL Foreiff* post-
I 0 / W "** erfra. .Send six >or drav: w outline of foot J and P.O. 

Black or Tan Waterproof Leathers. All 
si res, narrow, medium and broad fit tings. 
The'Fife'has won a high place for itself 
among ladies in all parts of the world. 

Write for the" Fift " Jfauri*. FootK>mr Catalogne, Free. 
A. T. HOGG No. 64). STRATHMIGLO. FIFE. 

The Pioneer and Leader of the " Boots bj Post" Trade. 

Are You Deaf? 
If so, vou can be relieved by using 

WILSON'S COMMON SENSE EAR-DRUMS 
A new scientific invention, entirely different in construction 
from all other devices. Assist thedeaf when all other devices 
fail, and where medical skill has given no relief. They are soft, 
comfortable and invisible : have no wire or string attachment. 

WRITE FOR PAMPHLET. Mention this Magazine. 

Wilson Ear-Prom Co. D- &£*$&&&&* 

A WORD TO THE WIDE-AWAKE! 
All Goods Sent Direct from Factory to Home 
Birmingham Is the home of the Bedstead industry. From this City they 
are sent to furniture dealers everywhere for retail sale, and by the time they 
reach the retail buyer heavy distributing expenses are incurred. Buyers 
may save most of these expenses by purchasing direct from me, and—in 
addition—have the great advantage of procuring goods direct from the 
workman's hands untarnished. & c , through exposure for sale, double hand
ling, Sec. My lists contain a very large assortment of most recent designs. 

PROMPT DESPATCH. PACKED FREE. CARRIAGE PAID. 
Discount for Cash, or payments to suit Buyer's convenience. 

Fully Illustrated Price Lists POST FREE. 

CHARLES RILEY (Desk 12) Moor St., BIRMINGHAM 

Show Rooms : 
62 , MOOR ST. 

Established 
*21 years. 

REGISTERED 

MOUSTACHE 
A smart, manly moustache S P E E D I L Y 
GROWS by using " MOUSTA," the guaran 
teed Moustache Forcer. Recommended by 
Dr. Griffiths as a first-class Moustache Grower. 
Produces luxuriant growth at any age. Box sent 
with Doctor's report, in plain cover. forSd.. and 
Id. for lestage. Send 7d. to S. T. DIXON 
& CO., 42, JUNCTION RD., LONDON, N. 

[Parnpw Orders, 9d.) 

One Price 
and the same exceptional value for 
our customers all over the world. 

Ï
r** ^ M)f/ /1TIVW&W Wherever YOU H T e w e guarantee 
L H | WO I \ I I lrVV&v\ satisfaction— splendid value and 
^ H B Y / / / I MyCrVQJ T*1*ect filing garments, whatever 
H J H E u I I I I RVO^Q^C style you choose. We make the cloth. 
^ ^ ^ jKV I I If •PcQaSs weroaketheclothes. Suits and Over-

TB f i l l wm9^^ coats to measure from 21 - to 55 -. 
a TULAJ f l y Cloth supplied from V- yard. 

i " Patterns and style book, together with full 
information of carriage and duty to any part of the world, post tree. 

C E. Brierley & Co., 24, station St., Huddersfleld, Eng. 

— ASK FOR — 
€f w *r • 

Vinello" Chocolate 
"The Finest that Experience can 

produce, or that money can buy." 
The Latest Sensation in Chocolate. Different from and Superior 

to all others. 
S. FRY & SONS, Ltd., Makers to The Royal House of England 

and Other Royal Courts of Europe. 
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RUPTURE 
CURED! 

Do You See this Bricklayer Closing 
up the Opening- in that Wall ? 

~1"'< ' i '^iL 71 T h a t is the 

f^ÊrWpy ' "' simply a break 
in a wall—the 

wall of muscle that protects the bowels and 
other internal organs. 

It is just as easy to cure a wound or break 
in this muscle as one in the arm or hand. 

Now this break may be no larger than 
the tip of your finger. 

But it is large enough to allow part of the 
intestines to crowd through. Of course, this 
cannot heal unless nature is assisted. 

That is just what this Method does. It 
enables you to retain the protrusion inside 
the wall in its proper place. 

Then we give you a Developing Lymphol 
to apply on the rupture opening. This 
penetrates through the skin to the edges of 
the opening and removes the hard ring 
which has formed around the break. 

Then the healing process begins. Nature, 
no longer handicapped by the protruding 
bowel and hardened ring at the opening, 
and stimulated by the action of the 
Lymphol, throws out her supply of lymph, 
and the opening is again filled with 
new muscle. 

Isn't this simple? Isn't it reasonable ? 
We have proved its merits in thousands of 
cases, and will prove it to any ruptured 
person who will send us his name. 

Simply write us and we will post you 
a free sample treatment of the Developing 
Lymphol and a finely illustrated book on 
The Nature and Cure of Rupture. Do not 
send any money. Just your name and 
address. 

Wm. S. RICE, R.S., Ltd. 
(SPECIALISTS), 

(Dept . B 7 5 ) , S & 9,STONECUTTER ST.,LONDON ;E.C. 

MAGAZINE. 

CLEAR 
THE SKIN 

These pure, sweet and 
gentle emollients not only 
preserve, purify and beauti
fy the skin, scalp, hair and 
hands but tend to prevent 
clogging of the pores, the 
common cause of pimples, 
blackheads, redness, rough
ness and other unsightly 
and annoying conditions. 

Sold throughout the world. Depots: London, 27, 
Charterhouse Sq.; Paris, 10, Rue de la Chaussée 
d'Antin; Australia, R. Towns & Co., Sydney; India, 
B. K. Paul, Calcutta; China, Hong Kong Drug Co.; 
Japan, Maruya, Ltd., Tokio; So. Africa, Lennon, 
Ltd., Cape Town, etc.; U.S.A., Potter Drug & Chem. 
Corp., Sole Props., 133 Columbus Ave., Boston. 

G3""32-page Cutlcura Book, post-free, a Guide to 
the Best Care and Treatment of Skin and Scalp. 

ND 
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Index to Advertisers 
ART EMBROIDERY. 

Ososi lkie 4^ 

ART FURNISHERS. 
W i l l i a m s o n &: Co le . L t d . 43 

B A N K S . 
F a r r o w ' s B ^ n k ... .. . . . 73 

B A T H S , E t c . 
F o o t ' s B a t h s 2S 

BILLIARD TABLES, Etc 
H o l t , W ... C o v e r s 
P a d m o r e 5; Sons ... ... . . . 87 
R i l e y . E . J I n s e t s 
T h u r s t o n & C a 7r 

BOOTS & SHOES, Etc 
C h e r r y Blossom Bo^t Po l i sh ... 53 
F r e e m a n , H a r d y , à Wi l l i s .-. 34 
Green lees & Sons ... . . . . . . 04 
H o g g , A. T . . . . 112 
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P a t e n t C a n v a s S h o e Co. 36 
R u t h s t e i n , N . i L 56 
S a x o n e S h o e C o . . . . . . . . . . 85 
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C e r a m i c A r t C o . , L t d . ... . . . 21 
F e n t o n P o t t e r y C o . .. . . . . 58 
V i n c e n t F i n e A r t P o t t e r y . . . .. ~S 
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C a b a n a C i g a r Co. ... . . . . . . iS 
F lor d e D i n d i g u l .. . . . . ... n o 

COACHBUILDERS, Etc 
Offord & Co- i3 

CORSETS, Etc 
K n i t t e d Corse t à C lo th ing Co. .. . 70 

COSTUMES, Etc 
Fos t e r . Al len , & Co. 20 
P o p p l e s t o n e , W . H . 5: A . Cover 2 
W o o d Bros . 41 

CUTLERY & PLATED GOODS, 
Etc 

A r b e n z R a z o r . . . . . . 44 
A u t o S t r o p Safety- R a z o r ... . t 
C h e e t h a m , W . . . . . . . Co\-er 2 
C l e m a k Safe ty R a z o r ... --. 35 
F o o t ' s Scissors 32 
S e a b r o o k Sa fe ty R a z o r ... . . . 31 
S t a r Sa fe ty R a z o r 52 

CYCLES AND ACCESSORIES. 
R o m a n Rim_. L t d . . . . . . . . . . i n 
R u d g e - W h i t w o r t h , L t d . ... . . . 49 

DENTAL 
B r o w n i n g , S- M 92 

DOG FOODS. 
Molass ine .. . . . . . . . . . 2 
S p r a t t ' s D o g C a k e s ... 51 

DRESS MATERIALS. 
H a m i l t o n ' s I r i sh H o m e s p u n s ... 89 
L e w i s ' s Ve lve t een ... 18 

EDUCATIONAL. 
Als ton ' s Col lege ... 32 
A m e r i c a n Co l l ege of Mecha.no-

T h e r a p y ... ... . . . . . . 32 
B r o a d b e n t s Co l l ege ... . . . 40 
C o n c e n t r o C o . 70 
D i x o n I n s t i t u t e ... 86 
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Schoo l s 27 
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P e l m a n Schoo l of M e m o r y . . . 57 
S I o a n - D u p l o y a n S h o r t h a n d ... 70 

ELECTRICAL LIGHTING, Etc 
E v e r - R e a d y E l e c t r i c A p p l i a n c e s 6$ 
Mazda E l e c t r i c L a m p s 63 
S m i t h , F . W \ , & C o . 77 

ENGRAVINGS, Etc. 
Ar t i s t i c P h o t o . I n s e t s 
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rewel P e n - 66 
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N e p t u n e F o u n t a i n P e n ... . . 63 
O n o t o I n k . . . . . .. 64 
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S t a t P e n M a n u f a c t u r i n g C o . , L t d - 66 
S w a n P e n ... . . . . . . ..- 10 
W a t e r m a n P e n S 

FURNITURE, Etc 
A b i n g d o n C a r p e t Mfg. C o . , L t d . Si 
Al len . J . J . t L t d 12 
C a t e s b y , L id . .. . . . . . . . 44 
F o o t , J - , à Son 79 
F u r n i t u r e à F i n e A r t Depos i to r i e s . 

L t d . . . . 33 
G lobe F u r n i s h i n g C o 5 
G l o b e - W e r n î c k e C o . , L t d . . . . 13 
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GUNS, Etc 
W i l d , T 63 

HORTICULTURAL, Etc. 
K e n n e l l y , C 35 

HOSIERY, CLOTHING, Etc 
Bell 's P a t e n t S u p p l y C o 66 \ 
E v a n s , Ben . & C o . , L td . 46 j 
Fox ' s Sp i ra l P u t t e e s 24 
G e o r g e , R o b e r t i o 
H a n n a ic Co. 56 : 

H o m e Bros . 2^ 
J a c k s o n s ' , L i d 64 \ 
J a e g e r Co , . . n o 
L a h m a n n , D r . . . . . . . . . . 73 
London Glove Co. ... .. 92 
Lyle à Sco t t , L t d 57 
M a c i n t o s h 02 
P a r k e r ' s Co l l a r s .. . . . . . . . i 3 
P e s c o U n d e r w e a r ... . . . . . . 27 
Phcen ix Mufflers .. . . . . . . . 101 
P r y jo U n d e r w e a r ... . . . . . . 35 
R o b i n s o n à C leave r , L t d . . . . n o j 
S a m u e l s , J . & S . .. . 99 \ 
Sh i r l ey P r e s i d e n t B r ace 50 ; 
S p h e r e S u s p e n d e r C o $6 ! 
WoLsey U n d e r w e a r - . . . . . . . 45 i 

HOTELS, Etc 
D e Vexe H o t e l 33 I 
I mpe r i a l H o t e l $j 
Lex ham M a n s i o n H o t e l 79 

HOUSEHOLD LINEN. 
CURTAINS, Etc 

G o r r i n g e & Co. 38 
P e a c h , S . , & S o n s 6 3 

HOUSEHOLD REQUISITES. 
Ashford , W . & G. 35 ! 
B a l d w i n . J . & J . 64 
B o n d ' s M a r k i n g I n k . . . .. 27 
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There is no simpler, safer, or 
more agreeable preparation than 

ENO'S 'FRUIT SALT' 

CA UTION.—Examine the Capsule, and see that it is marked ENO'S 
'FRUIT SALT.' Without it you have the sincerest 

form of flattery-^IMITATION. 

Prepared only by J. C. ENO, Limited, 
«FRUIT S A L T ' WORKS, LONDON, S.E. 



TO ALL WHO THINK. 
T H E LUSTRE OF YOUR HAIR, i t s Beauty , Richness, 

S t r e n g t h and L e n g t h , a l l depend upon t h e Ha i r 
Roots , w h i c h a re nou r i shed THROUGH T H E BLOOD 
A L O N E ; t h e r e f o r e , w h e n t h e r o o t s a re n o t hea l thy 
and s t r o n g , o r w h e n t h e y a re af fected by g e r m s , 

YOUR HAIR WILL NOT-
INDEED, CANNOT GROW. 

That is why nothing CAN be AMY GOOD for 

FALLING OUT or 
PREMATURELY GREY 

EXCEPT 

HAIR 
CAPSULOIDS 

BECAUSE the harmful germs which injure the Hair Roots check Nature's 
? efforts to produce luxuriant Hair, and those germs can be destroyed ONLY 

THROUGH THE BLOOD—and the only remedy which does reach them 
through the Blood is CAPSULOIDS. It is utterly useless to rub preparations 

- on the scalp, because Nature has so constructed it that it is a physical impossi
bility for anything to be rubbed through the outer layers of the scalp— 
and the Hair Roots, where the germs feed, lie far below those layers (SEE 
ACTUAL PHOTOGRAPH OF HAIR ROOTS, PAGE 3). 
Begin T r e a t m e n t t o - d a y , before t h e germs have seriously 

In jured o r destroyed t h e Ha i r Roots. 

24, Arnoliffe Terraoe, 
Bradford, 

Gentlemen, 
I sincerely believe 

your Capsulpids to be 
all that you claim for 
them. A friend of 
mine near London who 
had seen them adver
tised for the hair, and 
who had derived the 
greatest benefit from 
taking them, sent me 
a few. It was after 
an illness to which I 
had been subject, and 
wbich always ' leaves 

3 me in a low, depressed 
state. 

Previously it has 
seemed impossible to 

^ regain strength, and 
from one attack to 
another I have never 
known the feeling of 
health — e x i s t e n c e 
being a drag. Unfor
tunately (being a pro
fessional singer, and 
a teacher of singing), 
this weakness mani
fested itself chiefly m 
my throat, besides 

affecting my hair. I 
could get no relief. 
My hair has always 
fallen out very much 
after tbese attacks, 
but the Capsuloids 
complete ly s topped 
tb l s fa l l ing , and my 
hair soon began l o 
grow rapidly- Besides 
to my surprise, m y 
throat trouble disap
peared. I find ffmv 
remarkable ease in 
giving instruction to 
my pupils, while t!ie 
manner in which I 
control my own voice 
is a source of constant 
delight. 

The enclosed photo 
shows how abundan t 
my hair is now. My 
hair still continues 
growing thicker and 
longer. 

I-am, with the great
est pleas-ure, recom
mending Capsuloids to 
all my friends. 

Faithfully yours, 

Madame B. MILNER. 

I t n o w cos ts on l y abou t 3d- PER DAY t o p roduce a 
Magn i f i cen t Head o f Ha i r . i , 



Unique photograph of lower 
end of a hair root in a section 
of the human scalp, clearly 
showing little blood vessel 
which carried blood during 
life to this hair root (magnified). 

jâjjSI'TpHIS actual photograph 
%\ l of the root of a hair 

g r e a t l y m a g n i f i e d 
shows tha t a hair is fast
ened only at the bottom of 
its root, where all the grow
ing occurs, and that no 
nourishment of any sort can 
reach it through the sides. 

' You can also see that it 
gets its nourishment alto
gether from the blood, 
which is carried to the bot
tom of the root in a little 
artery. As the hair falls out 
or turns prematurely grey 
when germs settle in the 
growing cells and mult iply, 
it is clear that they mus t 
be killed, and the growing 
cells of the roots nourished 
and built up before the 
ailment can be cured, and 
anyone can see tha t those 
germs can be reached on ly 
t h r o u g h t h e blood. 

52, Adames Road, 
Kingston, 

Portsmouth, Hants. 
Gentlemen, 

I think it is my duty to send this testi
monial, for I have derived so much 
benefit by taking Capsuloids. My hair 
was falling out and full of scurf, and 
I was almost ashamed to take my hat off. 
I had tried nearly everything for it, but 
nothing seemed to do any good. I saw 
your advertisement and started taking 
Capsuloids, and I could soon see a 
difference in my hair. I found all the 
scurf had left my head, and my hair 
became much stronger, and I am thank
ful to say I never had a better head 
of hair. 

Yours sincerely, 
C.'R. GREEN. 

"Capsulo id" Non-Rinse Shampoo Powders. 
One f o r Oiiy Ha i r . One for Dry Hair. 

The Hair and Scalp should always be kept in a perfectly hygienic condi
tion, and should be washed not more than from two to four times per month. 
A Shampoo Powder which will cleanse the hair and scalp when it is very dry 
will not cleanse it if it is oily. Two kinds, of Shampoo Powders are therefore 
necessary—one lor dry hair, and one lor oily hair. Such Shampoo Powders 
have been prepared by Dr. Campbell. The hair and scalp can be perfectly cleansed 
with them in three or four minutes, and it is not necessary to rinse the hair 
unless desired. Any natural tendency to curl in the hair is increased by their use. 

Price : A Box of Seven for- 1 / . 
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THISactual photo- -V 
graph (magnified) x 
of a section of scalp, 

containing hairs just 
where they grew, enables 
you to see how thick the 
scalp really is, and how im
possible it would be to rub any 
preparation through all those 
layers of tissues down to the 
growing cells at the bottom of 
the hair roots, where the germs are 
doing their harmful work. There 
is as much sense and reason in 
claiming to rub nourishment or food 
down through the scalp and into 
the hair roots, as there would 
be in claiming to feed and satisfy 
a hungry man by rubbing food 
through his skin into his system. 

209, Anlaby Road, Hull . 
Dear Sir, 

I have great pleasure in testifying to 
the good Capsuloids have done for my 
hair. 

Owing to severe weakness, the result of 
influenza, my hair was falling off in large 
quantities, and the scalp became very 
dry. After taking Capsuloids for some 
time, my hair improved very rapidly 
and it ceased falling off. I have dis
continued taking them for several 
months, and the improvement to both 
hair and scalp still continues. 

I have very great pleasure in recom
mending Capsuloids to all who may be 
suffering from hair weakness. 

Yours truly, 

(Mrs.) A. H A R D I N G . 

Nothing can increase the size of the downy 
hairs which grow f rom the t iny roots on a 
lady's face and arms. It 's Nature's Law. 

OYER 60,000 LADIES 
have taken Capsuloids, wi thout one having 
hair grow upon the face or limbs. 

Hair Lotions contain alcohol, which always 
extracts the natural oil f rom the hair, 
leaving it dry and br i t t le . 



As the germs are carried in the blood to the 
hair roots, settle there, multiply, stop the 
formation of the colouring matter of the 
hair, which is all made in the roots, make 

the roots soft and loose, so they finally fall out—it is clear those germs must-
be reached and destroyed, and they can be reached only through the blood. 

HOW THE GERMS 
INJURE THE HAIR ROOTS. 

HOW CAPSULOIDS ACT. 
Nature is always striving to destroy harmful 
germs and to grow healthy, beautiful hair. 
Capsuloids dissolve in the stomach, they 
pass into the blood, rapidly increasing its 

Oxygen-carrying power, thereby giving Nature that element wi th which 
alone she destroys all germs. A little blood vessel carries the blood to each 
hair root, so that by taking Capsuloids the germs in every root are killed.. 

There is no other method. When Capsuloids are taken and the germs are 
destroyed, the roots are then quickly nourished and the damage repaired, so that 
they become firm, growth proceeds, the pigment matter, which gives the hair its 
colour, is again formed, falling out ceases, and as the roots grow, the hair rises 
steadily above the scalp and becomes long, healthy, and more luxuriant. At the same 
lime the Capsuloids are producing a curative effect upon the little Oil Glands. The 
condition of the hair largely depends upon the Oil. No Oil or Lotion from a 
bottle will take the place of Naturels Oil. The brilliance of the hair largely 
depends upon it. Through taking Capsuloids it is formed in proper quantities by 
the Oil Glands, and it gives to the hair a healthy, natural, pleasant odour, which 
adds so much to its attractiveness. . 

io, Dean House, 
116, Great Titchfield Street, 

London, W. 
Sirs, 

1 never required anything for my 
hair until recently, when it lost its 
lustre, and started coming out when 
combed. Your advertisements con
vinced me, and as 1 found some of 
my friends were also taking Capsu
loids, I commenced doing the same. 
My hair is now, after about three 
months, much finer than ever before, 
and it is steadily becoming thicker 
and longer. 1 never felt so well in 
my life before. 

Capsuloids have a great future, 
1 am sure. 

Very truly yours, 
KATHLEEN O'CONNOR. 

Sold by all Chemists, or direct from us, price 2 / 3 per Box. Large Size, 5 / - , 
which contains three times as many as the small. If you order 3 Boxes, and 
enclose this Coupon, you will receive Samples of Capsuloid " Non- t 
Rinse " Shampoo Powders. 

Send 3d . for postage, e ic , and this Coupon tor Free Copy of Dr. Campbell's New 
Illustrated Work on the Hair, and a Capsuloid '"Non-Rinse" Shampoo Powder. 

CAPSULOIDS (1909) LTD., 
7 9 , Duke S t r e e t , G r o s v e n o r S q u a r e , London, W . 

, Temple Press Lid., London, B.C. 

COUPON. 
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THE WORLD-KNOWN 
FRAME-FOODS 

surpass any other Food in their power to for-m and sustain 
bone, teeth, brain, nerves, muscle, and tissue. 

TESTIMONIAL. ROBUST CECIL 
t h e " J o l l y F a r m e r . " 
Little Cecil's mother, Mrs. 

E. Minett, residing at 117, 
Bromley Road, testifies :— 

" I write to thank you for 
the great benefit vour food has 
been to my baby boy. H e 
suffered terribly from indiges
tion until, at four and a half 
months, I gave him Frame-
Food. Since then he 
has got on splendidly ; he 
had never a day's illness 9 
of any kind, and we had 
quiet and peaceful nights, 
which we did not have 
b e f o r e we g a v e h i m 
Frame-Food. At the age 
of ten months his weight was 29-lb., and now at one year eleven 
months he weighs 38-lb. and is 35-ins. in height. H e is so very 
strong and robust we call him the 'jolly farmer.' As his photo 
bears witness, Frame-Food did all for /um." 

Sold by all Chemists and Grocers, who also procure 
large "Family" tins, sent post free direct from 
factory, for their customers M-ving in outlying districts. 

Write at once for Free Samples and Celebrated THetary. 

F R A M E F O O D C O . , L t d . , STANDEN
LORN0DA

<?N,SSOUWTHF,ELDS' 

INDEX TO ADVERTISERS. SEE PAGES 114 AND 115. 



One Nursery Problem Solved 
Your children won't have to be 
urged to brush their teeth with 

RIBBON 

iTODCREfiM 
Its delicious candy flavour makes its 
constant use a treat to every youngster. 

Cleanses thoroughly and antiseptically, prevents the growth of 
decay-germs, and counteracts the effects of injurious moutlvacids. 

Just as Colgate's efficiency acts as a body-guard against disease, 
so its pleasant flavour proves that a " druggy " taste is not necessary 
in a dentifrice. 

42 inches of Cream In trial tube sent for 2d. In stamps. 

COLGATE & CO., British Depot (Dept. Nl), 46, Holborn Viaduct, London, EX. 
Makers of the famous Cashmere Bouquet Soap. Est. 1806. 

WKat^ the Time ? NOW is the time to try 

Wolfe's 
Schnapps 

The most wholesome spirit obtainable, and the very 
best stimulant for general use. As a pick-me-up, tonic, 
and digestive, W O L F E ' S S C H N A P P S is always opportune. 

Before meals it gives a zest to the appetite, and 
sets the digestive functions into healthy activity ; exercises 

an entirely beneficial effect upon liver, kidneys and other 
organs. Invaluable for stomach disorders, W O L F E ' S 
SCHNAPPS should be kept in every hou?e. 

Aosntt for Vn'-ted Kingdom. Baxt Indiix, and Cej/lon : 
Fl r l JBURY DISTILLERY CO., M o r o l a n d S t r e e t , L l h O O N , E C. 
For ACSTKAI,ASIA: M M o » 4 0 ; . . Sydney. For SOVTH A M , I C A : Rolfes, 
Nehel A Co., Por t Elizabeth, and E. K. Green A Co.. Cnne Town For INDIA* 
C. 1. KeUner J. Co.. Calcut ta : Oake. A Co.. Ltd., Madras : Niisser-vanjee A 
Go., Karachi ar.d Lahore. For MKXICO: M. Zapato. M. Merida. Y u n n a n . 
For C C R \ : Michaelpen A Praale. Obrapia. ]«, Havana. For AHUÏNTINK 
J . r . M.carinm A Co.. Buenos Aires. For CANADA: T. OOU.CVTT A Co 
Homer Street, Vancouver. B.C. For the FEDERATED MAI.AT ST.TKS and 
STKAITH KKTTi.ri-i-NTs : Messra. A. C. Harper A Co., Kuala T.rtmmir 
i v f • P ï V ' W M S " r s è S c°J,T * C o - Rangoon. F"r C H I N A : MacEwen. 
- tnckel A Go., Hong Kong, Canton, Macao. Sv/atoiv, and Amor . 

(Ddolpho Wolfe Co.. New York.) 

ALL ADVBRTISEMENTS FOR "THE STRAND MAGAZINE" should be addressed ADVERTISEMENT DEPARTMENT. 
GEORGE NEWNES. LIMITED. 3—13. SOUTHAMPTON STREET. STRAND. W.C. 


	Adv  Misc
	Contents
	Adv Misc
	E. Temple Thurston	The Mystery of J. H. Farrer
	Charles Hawtrey		"My Reminiscences"
	E. M. Jameson		"Young Blood"
	Harry Furniss		The "Two Pins Club."
	C. C. Andrews		His Hour
	The Art of Quick Change.  How It Is Done.  A Talk with Mr. R. A. Roberts.
	C. H. Bovill.		With the Best Intentions
	How Far Have You Travelled?
	Horace Annesley Vachell	A Tiny Flutter
	A. Drysdale-Davies.		Fashions That Have Failed
	A Palace for the King
	E. Phillips Oppenheim		Quits
	The Charles Dickens Testimonial.  Look Our for the Dickens Stamp!
	Vegetables from Brobdingnag
	E. Nesbit		The Magic City.  A Story for Children.
	Henry E. Dudeney		Perplexities. A Page of Puzzles
	Curiosities
	Overseas Empire Supplement
	J. Obed Smith		A Chapter of Creative Canada
	"Eve"		Fashions of the Moment
	Adv  Misc
	Index to Advertisers
	Adv  Misc
	Adv  Hair
	Adv  Misc

