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PREFACRE

S I sit down to write the Introduction to this book, I
may be looking modest, but I am not modest really.
I am distended with a gaseous pride. My mental attitude
is that of those ambidextrous Hollywood actors who can
pat themselves on the back with both hands, and I have such
a pronounced attack of swelled head that if at this moment
I wished to walk through the Marble Arch I should have to
pin my ears back.

And not without reason, for nobody, I think, can deny
that the swiftness with which I have become a force in English
letters is rather remarkable. It is a bare thirty-four years
since I started earning my living as a writer, yet already I
am the author of an Omnibus Book, and now the world is
ringing with the news that Messrs. Hutchinson have asked
me to edit their Centary of Humonr—a job which entitles
me to wear pince-nez and talk about Trends and Cycles and
the Spirit of Comedy and What Is The Difference Between
Humour and Wit.

My only trouble is that T have so little to say on these
matters. Trends, now. Well, I suppose Trends are all
right, if you are able to take them or leave them alone. It is
more a question of will-power than anything. And very
much the same thing applies to Cycles. (Remind me to tell
you some time how I once rode from Portsmouth to London.)

."With regard to the Spirit of Comedy, I will simply say
this, that in my opinion—and I am told that George Meredith
used to feel much as I do—Comedy is a game played to throw
reflections upon social life, and it deals with human nature
in the drawing-room of civilized men and women, where we
have no dust of the struggling outer world, no mire, no
violent crashes, to make the correctness of the representation
convincing. Credulity is not wooed through the impres-
sionable senses ; nor have we recourse to the small circular

?
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glow of the watchmaket’s eye to raise in bright relief mlnutest
grains of evidence for the routing of incredulity. The Comic
Spirit conceives a definite situation for a number of characters,
and rejects all accessories in the exclusive pursuit of them and
their speech. For, being a spirit, he hunts the spirit in men ;
vision and ardour constitute his merit : he has not a thought
of persuading you to believe in him.

1 think that is all I have to say about the Spirit of Comedy.

We now come to the difference between Wit and Humour,
a thing which has always perplexed my simple mind. Here
I will draw upon Mt. J. B. Morton (“Beachcomber’), who not
long ago wrote in the Spectator as follows :

“The English ate very fond of humout, but they are afraid of
wit. For wit is like a sword, and humour is like a jester’s
bladder. . . . Nobody knows what Mr. Wodehouse’s
philosophy of life is ; or even whethet he has one. But with
Mr. Wyndham Lewis it is diflerent. Everything he writes
fits into a fixed philosophy.”

Well, that sounds all right. “Fixed philosophy”, eh?
That’s the nub of the thing, is it? Fine. Let’s have a look
at something of Mr. Lewis’s. Take this, from his weekly
column in the Daily Masl.

One was young oneself once, as Methusalem remarked
when he saw a centenarian climbing a tree, but at the same
time one cannot but deplore some of the scenes in the House
of Commons during the Speaket’s enforced absence on
Thursday at Oxtord where an honorary degree was conferred
upon him.

In the absence of a firm hand one expects uproar in such an
assembly as the Commons, but one does not expect to find
things scrawled all over the walls in chalk. Hopscotch and
marbles again are harmless enough, but for M.P.’s to bully
and maltreat those of their number who are weak in the
head (especially if of Cabinet rank) is outrageous.

A woman M.P. declared yesterday: “We are very glad to see
the Speaker back again. Many of us brought him little
tributes of wild flowers on his return. I do not see why
for doing this we should be called ‘sneaks’ and ‘natks’ and
pinched on the arm, or why some of the big back-benchers
;tclol\;l?d savagely pull our hair.” An inquiry will probably
. eld.
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No, it beats me. When I read that, I thought it was the
funniest thing even Mr. Lewis, whose work I revere this
side of idolatry, had ever written, but I was not scared a bit.

Later in this book you will find a stark piece of writing
by Mt. Lewis on the subject of Harebells. I think Mr. Morton
over-estimates the terrifying quality of that, too. Person-
ally, I read Scene with Harebells without a tremor, and
my laughter was not just that nervous giggling you do
when you see swords all over the place. The fact of the
matter is, we English are tougher stuff than Mr. Morton
supposes.

But if there really is this difference between Wit and
Humour, 1 can think of no better way of studying the subject
than by reading this book. They ate all here, all the swords-
men and bladder-wielders of the last hundted years—I think.
There is always the haunting fear that in a short while from
now I shall be starting out of my sleep and screaming, “Gosh |
Why did I forget So-and-So ?”” But I really feel that there
will be very few of these So-and-So’s. Humour (or it may
have been Wit) has been my favourite reading for nearly
fifty years. I do not think I have missed much during that
time, and I have a retentive memory. There are things in
this book which I have not read since I was at school, but
they have lingered with me down the years and when the
call came to select up they bobbed. One never quite forgets
a story that has made one laugh.

Barry Pain’s The Refugees, for instance. 1 have not
looked at that since it first appeared in Punch. Cire. 1900,
it was. I read it on a winter evening in my tent, the day
we overcame the Nervii (Haileybury, 3-nil), but 1 remembered
it without an effort.

Yes, 1 think this collection may be considered quite
fairly representative. And I think it may reasonably be called
a pretty good three-and-sixpence worth. It is not, of course,
for women and weaklings, who will be unable to lift it, but
if here and there throughout this realm, this England, there
is an occasional retired circus strong man who has not let his
muscles get flabby and who has the price in his pocket and
the will to buy, 1 feel convinced that he will not regret having
planked down his three and a bender.

P. G. Wovraouss
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BEN TRAVERS
The Nutcracker

Ben Travers is the author of many novels and short

stories, but the field in which he has won an inter-

national reputation is in drama of the lighter kind.

He wrote those famous Aldwych plays A Cuckoo in

the Nest, Rookery Nook, and many others which have
had long runs.






THE NUTCRACKER

I'TH a kiss we open. A clandestine affair in a summer-

house on a night in June. His eyes closed; her eyes
dreamy with delight but not heedless of the gleam of danger
from the open french-window across the lawn. We open
to your liking, I believe, ladies, who have had such kisses
of your own before now and will have more in some cases.

But alas! I must dash your naturally pleasant antici-
pations of a liaison. This was a prosaic, unmarried romance.
The kisser merely a young games master at a public school ;
a housemaster’s daughter the kissee. The menace within
the study across the lawn was only Father, who was sitting
correcting Latin exercises. A lame Victorian theme.

Mr. Panting (Ifather—and what a name, by Aristophanes |
for a public school housemaster to be cursed with; it asked
for lampoonery and got it) sat slashing with a blue pencil
at the Latin exercises and snorting his disagreement with many
of the views expressed. Mrs. Panting—a woman of walnut—
was on a neighbouring sofa, with knitting needles in both
hands and her mouth. Miss Panting was officially exercising
the dog. From the boys”’ wing of the massive house the Babel
of day had given place to a distant studious hum of eventide.

“Martin Dicksee,” said Miss Panting, releasing herself
from the embrace and astutely informing the reader of the
games master’s name, “I love you. Till you came, no one
in this mouldy place has had the sense to see a pcrfectly good
flirtation sitting up and pining to be got on with. That’ll
have to be all for to-night, but come again to-morrow.”

She had received the name Flimsy not from the font,
but from the Lower Common Room. In like manner her
mother was known, and had for two generations been known,
even among masters, as ‘“Flannel”, In course of time nick-
names at public schools cease to be a matter of levity and
become one of tradition. You might hear two completely

3



8 BEN TRAVERS

sedate and humoutless old masters at Chappelby in conver-
sation as follows. ‘Call in and have a chat after dinner
to-night. I should like to exchange some further opinion
with you on the circumstances in whicl: the side PQ will
generate the curved surface of a conical frustrum.” “Many
thanks, but I have a previous engagement to dine with
Flannel Panting.”

Young Mr. Martin Dicksee, a great-limbed, blue-cyed,
rough-haired games expert, reassured Flimsy that in his case
this was no mere passing flirtation, which statement he
fllustrated by crushing such portions of the young lady as
may legitimately be crushed at this stage of the proceedings.

At which she, a sparkling little vixen with mischievous
dark eyes and a boyish shingle, said, “I simply must go in,”
and resumed a semi-recumbent attitude in the summer-
house.

Unfortunately the fool of a dog strolled back alone through
the french-window into the study. Mr. Panting was busy
slashing the exercises with his blue pencil. “Hn’ghl Ingust
-S—l-‘quoth he.’ Did he, indeed ? This little beast uses a crib.”

ash |

Mrs. Panting protruded her maternal proboscis. ‘“Where’s
Diana ?”’ she inquired of the dog, who made no reply.

“This Master Noble,”” said Panting, waving a beslashed
page of mistaken inkwork, “is the most beastly little ignor-
amus in the whole of my experience. If I remember rightly,
he’; the boy you dislike most heartily in the house, isn’t

e »

“I suspect him of being the boy who made me look a
fool at the sports,” replied Flannel Panting. ‘““You remember
on sports day last year P’

“NO-”

“Yes, you do. I was standing talking to the Headmaster
and his wife and a shower of rain came on, and I opened
gxy umbrella and a banana fell out. I believe Noble was the

oy.”

“H’m. ‘The little brute will spend next Saturday in extra
school, anyhow,”” said Panting, scoring a huge blue, trium-
phant “Extra School” over Noble’s paper. “What was that
you said about Diana ?”’

““She hasn’t come in, that’s all, 1 don’t know why not.”

Panting cocked his head like a bird in sight of food. He
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peered out at the lawn for 2 moment ; then rose to his feet.
“T wondet,”” he said and exit.

In the summer-house there was some guiltily hasty
unlocking of limbs, but they were utterly too late with it to
deceive Panting. He stood at the entrance to the summer-
house and behaved exactly as in the Middle Fourth. That
is to say, he instinctively hitched with his hands at a gown
shat wasn’t there and made the sound of tea-tasters.

Flimsy remained blandly seated, and rematked rather
flippantly, “Hallo, Pop.” The summet-house had presumably
been made to fit Panting, whose bald head came just about
ap to the level of Martin Dicksee’s chest bone. So Martin
stood tending a severe bump on his cranium and looking as
foolish as only a big man can.

Panting addressed his daughter.

“Go in and sit with your mother.”

“Is that intended to be a punishment ?”’

“Do what you’re told.”

“No. You’re going to send me in and stay hete and tick
off Mr. Dicksee. I won’t have that. I asked him in here.
It’s my fault. If it /s a fault.”

“I’m not going to waste words over him,” said Panting.
He drew himself up at Martin with fresh and elaborate tea-
noises. “If ever I catch you within the precincts of my house
or grounds again, I shall go straight to the Head and get you
removed.”

The rubbing, helpless, great nice boy began to burble his
formalities.

“Mr. Panting, it’s all quite all tight—you know what I
mean—honourable and all that sort of thing. I’'m honestly
frightfully gone on Flim—your daughter, and I—and I
wish to—wish to be allowed to—to—you know—sort
Of—‘-'—-”

“Silence, confound you, young man, and get out of my
summer-house. You! You’re not a master at all—a games
creature. A hulking, great uscless hack-about know-nothing |
Get out of my sight. And don’t come into it again.”

“Cheerio, Martin. I’m on any time,” said Flimsy.

She was borne into the study, was impertinent to Flannel,
and went rudely and door-slammingly to bed. Panting re-
turned, positively sweating with wrath, to his table, and fairly
sabred exercises with his blue pencil,
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For ycars untold Panting had ruled the Middle Fourth.
A thankless task. Occasionally a promising ncw boy arrived
and sprinted through into the Upper Fourth in a single term.
In the Upper Fourth even the worst cases began to assume
some measure of ordered responsibility. But the Middle
Fourth remained an Inferno, in which dawdled, stagnated and
cribbed all the utterly incorrigible, all the worst blackguards
and crooks ; touring their dull Aneid through and through ;
capable, even after about six terms, of “Tum pius AEneas—
Sir, then the pious Aneas,” but of no more. The scum of the
school. Louts. Some of them even had small moustaches.

“Noble I”” explained Panting, on the morning after the
summer-house affair. “Come here. No, keep your hand
out of your pockert.”

“Oh, indeed I”” he proceeded a moment later. “Silence,
there! Another snigger and you’ll all go to extra school
for a month. As for you, Noble, you’ll write out the first
five hundred lines of the Third Aneid in Latin and English——"

“Oh, ssss——"’

“And you will take that filthy squirrel and rcleasc it on
the cricket field and come straight back.”

“Sir,”” said Noble, a red-haired ruffian with a tic askew
and hands which would have disgraced a plumber’s mate,
“may I just say I’ve had this squirrel for some time, and if it
got away it would absolutely peg out, sir? It’s used to
captivity and couldn’t fend for itself.”

“Ahl So you’ve been keeping the beast in my house,
have you ? Brownlow, two hours’ extra school.”

“Sit,”” said Noble, “I brought it in here not for my own
sake, but its. It’s been living in a boot box, and I felt it wanted
a sort of outing. I didn’t want it in form. As a matter of
fact, sir, it’s been gnawing my vitals.”

“I’ll have you flogged in a minute,” said Panting. This
concluded the argument.

At the boundary of the cricket field Noble encountered
the new games master. At the moment Noble was in difhi-
culties. He was holding the squirrel aloft, while an excited
mongrel performed acrobatics at his heels.

“Hallo,” said Martin, ““What’s all this about ?”’

“It’s a squirrel, sir. I happened to have it in Mr. Panting’s
form, and he told me to release it. Only this dog’s here,
sir.”
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“Whose dog Is it 2

“Fugg’s, sit.”

“Whose ?”’

“The old man who goes round the place, clearing up
rubbish, sir. I don’t know his real name. Anyhow, he isn’t
here to look after the dog.”

“What an ass you were to take the poor beast into Mr.
Panting’s form.”

“I had to, sir, because—"" Noble hesitated. This great,
young, hefty sporting master rather appealed to him. He
took a chance. “Sir| It’s awful bad luck losing the squittel.
I had to take it with me because the boot-cad at Mr. Panting’s
house vowed he would have its blood. Sir! Would you care
to have it, sir ?”’

“And give it back to you, I suppose, against Mr. Panting’s
orders ? No, you don’t, you tyke. But I can’t let the dog get
it. Give it to me.”

Noble handed it over and departed. The squitrel ungra-
ciously bit its rescuer’s hand heartily, but Martin refrained
from responding to the still pressing negotiations of the dog.
He made for his rooms in a little house beyond the main
school buildings. ‘The dog accompanied him down Chap-
pleby Hill, circuiting hopefully.

From an upper window of the ptivate wing of Panting’s
Flimsy greeted him with a hail and a glad waving
of some unidentified undergarment. “What on earth are
you doing with that sq——?” ‘Then lace curtains
intetvened, shrouding her like the blackness of a film close-
up. Mrs. Panting was at home too.

But there was another obscrver of Mattin’s progtess.
From the branches of a tree in Panting’s garden Notcutt
Minor, nominally on sick leave, gazed open-mouthed at the
spectacle of the games master striding towards his digs in
the company of Noble’s squirrel and Fugg’s dog.

Martin was in the act of placing the squirrel in his fishing
basket when Emily, daughter of his landlady, made bold
to protest. “Reely, Mr. Dicksee. It can’t be kept in the
’ouse. It’s un’ealthy. Whew I

A squirrel is not, at the best of times, among the most
ambrosial of God’s creatures. Nor does it gain in fragrance

from a stiff blending of boot polish, There was justice in
Emily’s stern judgment.
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“It’s only for a little while,” said Martin. “I’m not
going to keep it permanently. You needn’t sit with it. If
I let it go now that dog may get it.”

“T wonder that even the dog fancies it,” said Emily.

“Well, look here. I'm going up the hill again. Dl
get the dog away and you can releasc the squirrel. I only
want to get rid of it.”’

“Not me, sir. I should ’ate to touch it,” said Emily.
She then retreated to the kitchen and deliberated over a tin
of disinfcctant. Martin went his way. Fugg’s dog
definitely refused to accompany him. But no sooner had
Martin repassed Panting’s than down from his bough slid
the sniper, Notcutt Minor, A minute afterwards he was on
Martin’s doorstep.

With foresight rarely applied to his scholastic duties
Notcutt Minor grasped Fugg’s dog with both hands when
Emily came to the doot. Notcutt Minor was small, pink
and cherubic. Devils, those small, cherubic boys—the worst
devils of the lot.

“Good morning,” said Notcutt minor. “I say. Didn’t
Mr. Dicksee bring a certain squirrel here just now 2"

‘(Why ?”

“Does he frightfully want it ?”’

“No, he don’t,” said Emily. “And no more don’t 1.”

“Good egg | said Notcutt Minor. “I say. Il take it
if you like.”

Admirable solution. After all, Mr. Dicksee had told
her to get rid of it. Emily agreed. “Good egg,” said Notcutt
Minor. “Only, would you keep Fugg’s dog here for the
present while I make good my escape ?”’

Presently, Noble, rounding the angle of Panting’s on his
return from morning school, was accosted by Notcutt Minor,
whose snub nose appeared at the open window of the sick-
room. ‘The following dialogue ensued.

“Noble! I say, I've got your squirrel.”

“What 7 You don’t mean to say it had the sense to
home ?”

“Home ?”’
“Yes, you fool. To home—like a homing pigeon.”

“No. I went and got it off Dicksee’s skivvy.”

“Well, hand it over, then.”
“All very well. I had the devil of a job to get it off the
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skivvy. She sald Dicksee prized it above a pearl of great
rice.”’
d “Where Is it 7 Come on.”

“How much will you give me for it ?”’

“Nothinfg I haven’t any oof, anyhow. I might glve
you a pot of plum jam for it.’

“Nothing in jam. I might take a jar of potted meat,
Or a large tin of sardines. But not in tomato.’

“Well, come down here and I’ll show you what I’ve got.
Come complete with squirrel.”

Notcutt Minor descended. “This is what I've got,”
cried Noble and barely attacked him. “Come on, where’s
the squirrel P

“In my bags’ pocket. Let go, you swine,” replied
Notcutt Minor.

Noble found the squitrel. It bit him beautifully. He
withdrew his hand. 'The squirrel shot into the ivy on the
house wall and set forth on a lightning tour in the direction
of the private wing.

Having arrived at a commodious niche in the ivy of the
private wing, the squirrel remained for several hours, quives-
ing in bewildered retrospect. To be released from the
black odours of the boot box only to be leapt and gnashed
at by Fugg’s dog; to be rescued from Fugg’s dog only to
endure the stuffy damnation of the bags’ pocket—so this
was what it meant to be a squirrcl. Probably it mistook the
ivy niche for some Paradise of animal bliss following a brief
and sticky Gehenna of existence.

At four o’clock in the hot June afternoon Mrs. Panting
repaired to her bedroom to change her frock before taking
tea with the Headmaster’s wife. Flimsy was already neatly
arrayed for the occasion, and was waiting below. Panting,
his class-room labours o’er,. was in his dressing-room,
removing a collar limp with the exuberance of the afternoon’s
hate. Collarless, he rushed into his wife’s presence, sum-
moned by scteams of that shrill nature which, for some
reason, always seem particularly piercing when uttered by a
female in déshabillé.

“My goodness! Robert! Robert! Arc’hhch! Killit
or something.”

“What is it? My love! Tell me, for heaven’s sake,
what ?”’
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“l don’t know. Quick., Don’t talk, Kill it. Some-
thing horrible, like a monkey. Urg’chh! It sprrang from
behind the bed. It’s on top of the wardrobe. It’s one of
the boys.”

“One of the boys ?”’

“One of the boys is responsible. Don’t argue. Do
something. Quick! Get up on the wardrobe and kill
it.”

“Control yourself, will you? Keep calm. How can I
possibly get on top of the wardrobe and kill 2 monkey ?”

But he mounted 2 chair and made a distant, unadventurous
survey. “Ahal” he exclaimed. ‘So that’s it, is it ? Oho.
Yes. Ithink I see.”

“Don’t keep on like that,” said Flannel Panting, jaundiced
with fright and clutching still her disarranged garments
around her as though fearful that her matronly torso might
be observed by the monkey. *What do you see? What
isit? Do something.”

“It’s a squirrel. It belongs to your favourite, Noble.
I told him to get rid of it, and this is his idea of a joke, 1
suppose—to put it in your bedroom. I’ll have him flogged,
if not expelled. T’ll write to his father myself.”

“Well, take the beast away from here first.  You needn’t
think I’'m going to share my bedroom indefinitely with
squirrels.”

Flimsy, who had been attracted, it is to be feared, by the
sounds of her mother in distress, here appeared to the rescue ;
and by means of persuasive noises, such as are always asso-
ciated with the blandishments applled to beasts and infants,
aided further by an open parasol belonging to Flannel, which
suffered severely in the good cause, managed to secure the
squirrel. “Funny thing I’ she said. “This seems to be a
very good year for squirrels, ‘This is the second Ive
seen to-day.”

“If you mean there are a lot of them about, it’s a bad
year for them,” said her mother, proceeding heatedly with
her toilet.

“Give it to me,”” said Panting. Flimsy handed over the
squirrel, which tasted Panting and declined any further sus-
tenance from that soutce.

Half an hour later the housemaster received Mr. Noble
in his study. Panting had worked himself into a condition
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of scarlet futy which gave even that red-head to blench.
So may Judge Jeffreys have intimidated a cowering victim
in ruthless, scething rage, without waiting to worry about
the derails of the accusation.

But Noble did not cower. When Panting managed to
convey some idea of what this was all about, the accused met
the charge with an expression of bland sympathy.

“But, sir, dash it all—I’m sorry, sir, but really, sir—I
didn’t put a squirrel in Fla—in Mrs. Panting’s bedroom, sit.
I don’t even know which is her bedroom, sir. How should I 2’

“Silence. Come on, speak up. You dare to deny that
you brought the squirrel back to the house when I told you
to let it locse ?”

“I gave it to Mr. Dicksee, sit.””

“What ?”

“Yes, sir. I met him and he took it.™

Even in the midst of his wrath Panting checked thself
His cyes and mouth visibly widencd. He visualized the
games aster, smarting beneath last night’s castigation and
planmng this ribald vengeance. Diana had no doubt co-
operated.  Panting swung round at Noble, terrifically tea-
tasting.

“lg)id you tell Mr. Dicksee that it was ] who had taken
a dislike to this squirrel and ordeted you to throw it away 2

‘“Yes, sit.”

l‘Ah x”

“l beg pardon, sir ?”’

“Go away. You needn’t think that because I’'m sending
you away unpunished at present that I don’t think you are a
blot on the house. Get out of my study, will you!”> Noble,
for once, obeyed without hesitation.

Flannel and Flimsy had already gone ahead to their tea-
party. Panting now followed them. On his way across
the cricket field he observed Martin at the nets. He was
bathed in enthusiastic perspiration and putting down some
pretty testing stuff to Jobson, one of the opening First
Eleven pair. This he followed up with instructions couched
in language which Panting considered grossly out of keeping
to a boy. “Jobbers, don’t flourish at your cuts. Come
down slap on the ball or leave it alone. Don’t gesticulate
at the bally thing.”

Panting waylaid some lounging nondescript and ordered
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him to take a message. Mr. Dicksee was to be told that the
Headmaster required his presence in twenty minutes’ time.
The still throbbing housemaster then proceeded to interrupt
the tea-party.

Flimsy quite liked the Head. He was one of those young,
recently-appointed heads of public schools who ate, at least,
still human. In fact, had it not been for a languid and rather
precious wife, the Head might have preceded Marttin in the
flirtation field.

In her airy and arty drawing-room, thrown open to the
afternoon zephyrs, the precious wife served tea to Flannel
and the Head hovered with a cake-stand about Flimsy.
Suddenly a domestic, infectiously flushed, announced that
Mr. Panting desired immediate audience in the study.

“Oh, but how too sweet of him to call,”” said the Head’s
wife. “He must not worry about schooly things on such
a rapturous afternoon. Bring him in to tea, Blue Boy,
dear.”

“He’s rattled to the quick about some boy putting a
squirrel in mother’s bedroom,” said Flimsy. “I wouldn’t
have him in here. He’d only slop his tea.”

“Diana I”” said Flannel.

“T’d better see him,” said Blue Boy, and departed to the
study.

“Father gets so volcanic,”” said Flimsy. “Sutely he could
call and get a boy swished at some tcasonable hour.”

“It’s a very good thing that semeone upholds the discipline
of the school,” said her mother.

“Oh, the boys don’t mind being swished,” said Flimsy.
“They pick the bits of birch out of themselves and sell them
as souvenirs. One boy, who got it very hot for cheating in
exams. last term, made one and eightpence-halfpenny.”

A few minutes later the flushed maid was summoned by
the study bell. In the study Mr. Panting occupied the hearth-
rug, his face being now of a ripe beetroot shade. ‘The Head
looked serious, thanks to a severe effort.

“When Mr. Dicksee calls,” he told the maid, “show him
straight in here.”

Scarcely had the maid closed the study door when the
front-door bell rang. Outside stood a grey, dapper gentle-
man with a bowler hat perched at an angle and a broad check
suiting.
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“Headmaster in ?”> he inquired. “Tell him Sir Perks
Dicksee.”

The mald was no stickler for titles. She shot the visitor
Into the study and reckoned her duty done.

“You the Head ?” cried Sir Perks Dicksee heartily,
addressing Panting. “How areyer ? I’m Sir Perks Dicksee.
Popped along to see my nephew. How de do ?”

“Sir Perks Dicksee P>’ exclaimed Panting. “What, the
mill—the—ah—financier 7 Good heavens, I'd no idea
young Mr. Dicksee was your nephew.”

“My only one. Heir. Insisted on coming here. Teach-
ing games. Well, why not ? Dashed good idea.”

“We were just discussing your nephew,” said the Head.
“I fancy he’ll be along here in a minute if you’ll wait. Let
me take you to the drawing-troom. I should like you to
meet my wife. She’ll give you some tea.”

“Yer wife, certainly, pleasure. Tea? No, thank yer.
Muck,”’ said Sir Perks.

“Just one moment, Mr. Panting, and I’ll have another
word with you,” said the Head, and removed Sir Perks.

“I think,” he continued, slipping back into the study
later, “that we’d better dismiss the idea that young Dicksee
put the squirrel in your wife’s room.”

Panting blew his nose, but made no further comment.

“Moreover,”” said the Head, “I must say, Mr. Panting,
that you appear to have been a trifle hasty in objecting to his
attentions to your daughter. The heir to a baronetcy and a
fortune——"’

“I never knew that,” said Panting indignantly. “Why
wasn’t I told »”’

Flimsy, in her outspoken way, put the same question
to Martin as she accompanied uncle and nephew down
Chappleby Hill half an hour later. “Fancy you being the
nephew of the man who won the Derby last year. And
never telling me. Why didn’t you, you comic ?”

“Whenever I've been with you,” said Martin, “‘there’s
always been something much more important to think of
even than Uncle.”

“I leave you here,” sald Flimsy, outside Panting’s. “But
come and see me after dinner—in the summer-house.”

“Well P’ said Martin, as Flimsy went her nimble, hand-
kissing way. “Am Ia good judge ?”
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Sir Perks adjusted an eyeglass.

“Full marks,” he replied. *“Fine filly.”

" “Coming back to my rooms, Uncle ?”’

“No. I'm off.”

“I’ve got some whisky there.”

“Well, don’t moon about. Where are yer rooms ?”’

The squlrrcl on being released by Panting, had passed
the remainder of the afternoon in a ncighbouring tree. It
was still there when, between the evening meal and prep., a
boy seated himself at the foot of the tree and examined the
contents of a dishevelled paper bag.  The squirrel, prying
cautiously, discerned peanuts. Then the boy suddenly
turned his head and peered aloft. The head was a red head.
The squirrel took but one flceting glance at it and scuttled
like a streak of light into the topmost branches.
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BYLESTONES

OREL than once already I have said that Snorkey Timms

was not a person of any constitutional honesty, except

in an oblique and cranky way toward such of his intimates as

trusted the honour he never claimed to possess. Perhaps

his chief personal characteristic was a dislike of the parti-

cular form of violence called work ; and no argument could
change his vicws.

“It ain’t that I’ve never tried work,” he said, sucking
with much enjoyment at his pipe, just filled from my peuch
—his taste in tobacco was almost his only creditable charac-
teristic—*‘you mustn’t suppose that. I’ve tried it right
enough, though not often, bein’ only *uman, as you might
say. It may pay some, but I don’t seem to be that sort. Born
different, I s’pose. Why, the hardest work I ever did—my
word, it was a drive, too |—I lost money over—/os# it. An’
after workin’ like a ’orse—two orses—all night, too! Fair
makes me shudder when I remember it.

“Somebody had been a-preachin’ about honesty to me,
I s’pose, like what you do sometimes. So 1 took on a job
as a bookmaker’s minder—you know what that is, o’ course.
You just ’ang about your bloke’s pitch on the course, an’ if
anybody gets makin’ a dispute with him, or claimin’ what
your bloke don’t mean to pay, or what not, why you just
give ’im a push in the jore. O’ coutrse, you get it back some-
times, but that’s what you’re paid for. Choppy Byles was my
bloke—he was a nut, and no mistake; ‘There wasn’t nothing
that Choppy Byles wasn’t up to. He was up to such a lot
o’ things that he kep’ #wo minders reg’lar—and he wanted
’em, too, I can tell ye. We could ’a’ done with a few more
to ’elp us most times, could me and Jerry Stag, the other
minder. Both of us had cither one eye or the other black,
permanent, while the flat racin’ season was on ; an’ once we
went ’ome from Alexander’s Park with about three-quarters

29
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of a weskit between us an’ nothing else on us but bruises.
But Choppy Byles, he was all right, and a mile away ’fore
the row got into its swing; ’e ’ad quite a payin’ after-
noon.

“Chipstead Spring Meeting and Felby races is within a
few days of each other, and not more’n twenty mile apart—
as o’ course you know, like anybody well brought up. About
’alf-way between them two towns is a little place called
Nuthatch, and the year I’m a-speakin’ of Mt. Choppy Byles
and us two, Jerry Stagg and me, we stayed at Nuthatch over
the day or two between the two meetin’s; I dunno why,
unless there was somebody in London as Choppy Byles dida’t
want to see afore he’d made a bit at Felby.

“Me and Jerry Stagg, we thought we was in for a nice
little day or two’s holiday in the country. But Mtr. Choppy
Byles didn’t take no holidays—he was out for business all
the time. He’d race two earwigs over a cabbage-leaf and
bet pennics on it with the greengrocer’s boy, rather than
miss a chance. And as luck would have it, we found the
people at Nuthatch quite a sportin’ lot; in fact, we didn’t
give ’em full credit till we come away ; and then we was ready
to swear they ’atched ’arder nuts at Nuthatch than any place
forty times its size.

“It was a rest-an’-be-thankful sort o’ place to look at,
though, and as comfortable and cosy a pub to stay at as ever
I see. It ’ud convert any teetotaller to look at it, would the
Fox and ’Ounds. We got there in the evenin’ after Chip-
stead, an’ sat in the parlour a-talkin’ to the Nuthatchers an’
doin’ our best to astonish the natives. And all through the
conversation, whatever was said, there was our bloke, Mr.
Choppy Byles, feelin’ round and hintin’ to find if he couldn’t
get a bet on with somebody about any ol’ thing. At last
he got on to runnin’, an’ it turns out the Nuthatchers had got
a chap they fancied could run a good mile.

“That was enough for Choppy Byles. He was on it.
The runnin’ chap’s name was Dobbin—Jarge Dobbin they
called ’im—an’ it didn’t scem to stand to reason that a chap
with a name like that could run a fast mile. What was morte,
Choppy Byles’s memory was wonderful, and, follerin’ the
Sheffield *andicaps reg’lar, he knew the name o’ pretty well
everything on two legs that could raise a toddle, and the name
o’ Jarge Dobbin wasn’t one of ’em. But he always wantcd
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the best bargain he could make, did Choppy; so he began
comin’ the innocent kid.

“<I must be a wonderful runner,” he said, ‘this here
Dobbin. I s’pose ’e could run a mile in three or four minutes
quite easy ?’ ’

““Why, no,” says the Nuthatcher as was talkin’ most—
chap called Gosling-—‘nobody could do that. The best as
was ever done in the world was a pretty good bit over four
minutes.’

“‘Was it ?’ says Choppy, lettin® on to be surprised.
‘Well, o’ course, I dunno nothin’ about them things. 1 only
seemed to ’ave a sort of idea that three or four minutes would
be pretty quick. I s’pose he’d do it all right in four minutes
and a ’alf ?’

“‘No,” says Gosling; ‘that’s championship time, too.
Jarge Dobbin ain’t a champion, not yet. But he’d run a
mile on the road in five minutes.’

“ “That seems rather slow for sich a very fine runner,’
says Choppy.

““Well, T think he could beat that,” says Gosling ;
and the whole lot o’ the others there said they was sure he
could.’

“‘Ah I’ says Choppy. ‘Sich a man as him ought. You
don’t seem to be stickin’ up for your pal half enough. I
expect you’d be glad to bet big odds he’d do it in four
minutes an’ three-quarters.’

““Why, yes,” says ‘one chap in the crowd, I would.’
An’ some o’ the others says ‘’Bar, ’car!” But Gosling, he
sat considerin’. He was a fat, jolly-lookin’ feller, but very

‘thoughtful, with sharp little eyes.

““T wouldn’t bet very big odds,’ he says, presently. ‘But
I’d give a bit of odds he’d do it—say between the forty-fourth
and forty-fifth milestone along the main London road here.’

““What odds ?’ asks Choppy, snappin’ him up quick.
“T'wo to one ?’

““Why, no,” says Gosling, in his slow way; ‘not sich
odds as them. Five to four.’

“Choppy *aggled a bit, but he couldn’t get the odds no
longer. So it was settled and put down in writin’ that Jarge
Dobbin was to run from the forty-fourth to the forty-fifth
milestone, next day, in four minutes forty-five seconds, if

he could, the stakes bein’ five quid to four on his doin’ it.
B
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An’ as soon as that was fixed Choppy Byles began offerin’
side bets all round.

“‘Not in my ’ouse,” says the landlord. ‘I can’t ’ave no
bettin’ ’ere. I’ve got my licence to think of. You’ll ’ave
to go outside if that’s your game.”

“So everybody got up an’ went out. Jist as we came
tumblin’ out into the lane Choppy gives me a drive in the
ribs and whispers, ¢’Ere’s your chance to make a bit for
yousself. Take the odds, same as me, an’ tell Jerry Stagg.’

“What his game was o’ course I didn’t know, but it was
pretty clear there was something up his sleeve—it was the
sort O’ sleeve there’s allus something up, was Choppy’s.
Well, I told you the Nuthatchers wete a sportin® lot, but it
would ha’ surprised you to sce the little crowd out there under
the stars in that peaceful village a-backin’ and a-layin’ that
evenin’. Choppy Byles, he took every bet he could get,
givin’ evens when there was no more odds to be got, an’
then offerin’ odds against—anything to pile it up. Jerry
Stagg an’ me, we got our little bit on soon and stopped ;
and sooner or later all the others stopped too, and went
’ome. It was the sort o’ place whete they go to bed in the
middle o’ the evenin’.

“The back door o’ the Fox and ’Ounds was left on the
latch all night for the potman to come in in the mornin’,
Choppy found that out by tellin’ the landlord he’d take a
evenin’ stroll, and might be in late. So Choppy gave us the
tip and went out for his stroll; and when everybody else
was in bed we went out very quiet by the back way, and found
Cho?py waitin’ for us.

“ “Come along,’ says he. ‘Don’t make no row, and don’t
waste time; there’s a job o’ work for you two.’

“ ‘Work ?* says we; an’ I could ’ear Jerry Stagg shud-
derin’ in the dark.

“ “Yes,” says Choppy, ‘and you’ll ’ave to do it smart if
you want to win them bets you’ve made.’

“°0Ow’s that ?’ says 1.

“ ‘Why,” says he, ‘we’re goin’ to shove one o’ them
milestones a bit farther along the road. We might win with
’em where they are, but it’s always best to make sure.’

“Quite a genius, you see, was Choppy Byles—a genius
out an’ out. How many ’ud ’a’ thought o’ sich 2 move as
that 7 Not one in a million.
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“ ‘But won’t they spot it ?’ says Jerry, a bit doubtful.

“ ‘Not if we do it careful,” says Choppy. ‘And, besides,
what odds if they do? We ain’t takin’ no witnesses, and
it’s down plain enough, in black an’ white.  Between the
forty-fourth and forty-fifth milestones, it says, an’ nothing
about ’ow far apart they’re to be. Nobody can’t get over
that. What’s more, that chap Gosling, I believe he knows
something about them milestones. What for should he pick
on them two and no others ? And it was him as put it down
on the paper, remember—not a mile, but between them
stones. It struck me mighty odd at the time. It’s a short
mile, that’s what that is, an’ he knows it. There’s lots of
’em like that about the country, where they put the motor
traps. So we shall only be putting the mistake right, ot
thereabouts, and doin’ the nation a favour, as well as takin’
it out o’ that dishonest sharp, Gosling. Come along. That
won’t be a short mile to-morrow mornin’, whatever else it
is.’

“The village was mostly scattered about a lane leadin’
out o’ the main road, you understand, so up the lane we goes.
It was a windy night and very dark—just as suited us.

“When we come out on the main road we looks up an’
down in the dark for two or three minutes ’fore we spotted
there was a milestone right opposyte the end o’ the lane. So
across the road we went, and began strikin’ matches to read
what was on it.

“I began, but arter about fifteen matches had blown out
before I could see anything more than it was a milestone
Choppy Byles lost his temper and had a go himself. We
stood round, Jerry and me, and spread our coats while Choppy
knelt down and struck more matches, talkin’ about ’em that
pretty all the while I wonder the milestone didn’t catch fire
itself. It was a worn old thing and not easy to make out,
but presently Choppy persuaded a match to keep alight a bit,
and then he jumped up. .

“‘That’s one of ’em,” he says; “number forty-five.
But it’s right opposite the end o’ the lane and everybody’ll
remember that. We must leave this where it is—p’t’aps
forty-four’s in a easier place. Come on—it’ll be this way.’
So we starts off to the right.

“We hadn’t gone much mote’n half-way when we come
to the church, with the graveyard round it.
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“ ‘Just the place we want,” says Choppy. ‘There’s sure
to be a shed with spades and things in it. I was rather lookin’
for a farm shed.’

“So we went gropin® about round the church, and, sure
enough, we found a shed all right, with no lock on the door
and a whole lot o’ shovels and picks and what-not in it, and
a wheelbarrer—one o’ them wide, flat sort as navvies use.
It looked as though Choppy Byles’s usual luck was in.

“We shoved a crowbar and a couple o’ shovels and picks
on the barrer, and Jerry Stagg had just started wheelin’ it
down the path to the gate when we got one o’ the biggest
frights I ever had in my life. We very necar ran into 2 man
standing in the gateway.

“’Ullo I’ says the man. ‘What’s all this ¢’

“‘Sh !’ Choppy whispers to us. ‘Not a word!” and he
shoved in front.

“‘Good evenin’!” says he to the chap. ‘We thought
you’d ha’ been in bed, or we’d ha’ come round. We just
wanted to borrow—A/ire, that is—the barrer and shovels for
a hour or two,

“‘Well,” says the chap, ‘you’ve come out a rum time
to bury a dawg.’

““Why, yes,” says Choppy, ‘we ’ave left it a bit late;
but we wanted to keep it very private—not ’avin’ a licence
for the dawg, you see. Now, what should you think might
be a fair charge for us borrowin’ these things for a couple of
hours, strictly private, to bury a dawg ?’

““Well,” says the chap, ‘it’ll come a bit dear. ‘That there
Christian wheelbarrer an’ things out of a churchyard oughtn’t
propetly to be used to bury a dawg at all—specially a dawg
with no licence. There’s the strain on my conscience to
consider,” he says. ‘Say a quid.’

““Bit ’igh, ain’t it ?” Choppy says, with his hand in his
pocket. He was always a dreadful ’ard ’un to part, was
Choppy. o

““ told you it "ud come a bit ’igh,” says the chap;
“’specially if it’s got to be kep’ private. A quid.’

“So, seein’ there was no help for it, Choppy lugged out
the money and ’anded over. ‘Mind,” he says, ‘this is strict
QT —-—betwccn ourselves. We’ll be careful to put the things
back again.’

“‘I don’t care whether you do or not,” says the chap,
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turnin’ out o’ the gate and chucklin’ all over. “They ain’t
my things. I only took a look in as I went along I’

“I’d almost ’2’ give another quid to see Choppy’s face
just then, but I could guess it. We shoved out into the
road, and I could hear Choppy’s rage almost bustin’ out
through his ears and nose. ‘It it wasn’t for givin’ away the
show,” he s2id, presently as we went along the road, ‘we’d
have it back out of him. Never mind—TI’ll get it all back
to-morrow. Keep your eyes a-goin’ for that milestone.’

“It wanted watchin’ for in the dark, for there was a lot
o’ big trces along the hedge just thereabout which made it
darker than ever. Pretty soon we spotted it, however, right
in against the bank, with long grass and thistles and what-not
all round it. The trees sheltered us a bit more here, so we
didn’t have to waste so many matches, and there was the
‘44 miles’ all right and plain enough. So we set to
work.

“Me and Jerry did the diggin’ and Choppy Byles did the
lookin’ out—just the department he would choose. It was
a sight easier than our job, anyhow, for that ground was very
near as hard as the milestone itself. We dug pretty hard
for a bit, and then Jetry took hold o’ the top o’ the stone and
gave it a shove. It stood like a rock. ‘My wig |’ says Jerry.
‘I wonder "ow far it goes down ?’

“We went at it again, and the more we dug the ’arder
the ground got. I never had sich work; and I was just
slackin’ off a bit for a rest when we had another startler.

“A strange voice says, all of a sudden: ‘Look ’ere—I’'m
sharin’ in that I’

“Jetry Stagg fell over his spade and I sat down whop.
Choppy Byles spun round with a jump, and there in the road
was a chap standin’ watchin’ us.

“ ‘I’ve bin sittin> over ’Ome Chips *arf the night workin’
out that clue,’ says the chap, ‘and now I come along and find
you diggin’ on the very spot. I reckon I share in that
treasure.’ -

“This was the time when the buried-treasure rage was on,
as you’ll remember. All sorts o’ papers buried money all
over the shop, and parties was a-diggin’ and pokin’ about
everywhere after it. We was relieved the chap wasn’t up
to our game, but it was a bit awkward.

“ ‘What rot I’ says Choppy. ‘We’re buryin’ a dawg I’
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“‘Dawg be blowed!’ says the chap. ‘Show me your
dawg I’

“‘Certainly not,” Choppy says, very decided. ‘It’s a
private dawg. You’ve done the clue wrong, that’s what it
is. Go back and do it again, careful.’

“‘I have done it careful,” says the chap; ‘and now Il
stop here and see if I’m wrong or not.’

“ “No,’ says Choppy Byles, gettin’ nasty, ‘you won’# stop
here, not when you come to think of it you won’t. When
we go out buryin’ dawgs, private dawgs, we want to be let
alone, see? We want to be let alone with our grief.
And there’s three of wus, with shovels. No, when
you come to think of it, this is what you’ll think,’ says
Choppy, speakin’ more friendly, and gettin’ nearer to the
chap, with his hand in his pocket again; ‘this is what you’ll
think. You’ll think to yourself, “’Ere’s three genelmen
buryin’ a dawg, a private dawg, what they’re very grieved
over. IfI was right about that there treasure,” you’ll think,
“why, they’re there first anyhow, an’ there’s three of ’em
with shovels and other things just as ’ard, and I'd better not
make ’em angry,” you’ll think. “I’d better take a friendly

uid what they offer me and go away, and write to the editor
of "Ome Cbzp.r for a consolation prize.” That’s what you’ll
think if you’re a reasonable chap, as knows what’s best and
safest.’

“ ‘Well,” says the chap, steppin’ back a bit and speakin’
milder, ‘I am a-thinkin’ something o’ the sort, since you put
it that way. Only I’m a-thinkin’ the friendly quid ought to
be two.’

“Choppy was a hard partner in general, but prompt when
it paid. ‘Here y’are,” he snapped out; ‘two quid—take ’em
and hook it, ’fore I change my mind.’

“So the chap took the two quid and went off along the
road. We listened to hear his footsteps dyin’ away, and then
Choppy grabs a pick himself.

““‘We’ll get this over quick,” he says, ‘before any more
’Ome Chippers comes along. Them papers is a public noos-
ance, upsettin’ people’s minds like this. But keep a look-out
in that there hole, in case that feller’s right.’

“I don’t like thinkin’ about the job we had. Nobody
ain’t got any right to ask me to work again for the rest o’ my
life after what I did that night, That milestone was like
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them icebergs you read about—about ten times as much down
below as up above. And the ground—well, you’d ha’ sworn
we’d found a’ iron mine, all solid metal. Choppy dropped
his pick soon and put in all his energy stimulatin’ Jerry and
me, and gropin’ about in the dirt for any odd thing ’Ome
Chips might ha’ put there.

“Well, we did it at last. ‘That is, we got the milestone
a-lollin’ over sideways in a big hole, and we began sich a
fight to get it on the wheelbarrer as we’d never gone through
before—not even at Alexander’s Park. Jerry and me was
iown the hole heavin’ most desprit at the bottom of the stone,
and Choppy Byles was haulin’ at the top to pull the thing
into the barrer, and the chorus was enough to roast the little
birds a-sleepin’ on the trees overhead. Our tempers was
none the better for all this, and before we got the stone fair
on the barrer we nearly had a fight among ourselves. I’d
ha’ sworn I ’eard Choppy laughin’ at us, but he said it was
Jerry, an’ Jerry said it was us two, and we never properly
settled it. But we did get the stone on the barrer at last,
filled in the hole, and started off along the road.

“It was a pretty straight bit o’ road, with trees along the
side all very much the same, so it looked as though we could
stretch out that mile a good bit without makin’ the change
look very noticeable. So we went along lookin’ for a place
as looked as much as possible like the one we took it from,
when something else *appened.

“I never see sich a country road as that one was that
night; it was like the Strand, pretty near, barrin’ the lights
an’ the evenin’ papers. We was just steadyin’ up to look
at what seemed a good place when we heard footsteps.

“ “What shall we do ?* I says.

“‘Stand still,” whispers Choppy. ‘P’t’aps he won’t
notice. Get in front o’ the barrer.’

“Then we heard the footsteps again, and they was all
over the road at once; and the next minute the clap comes
in among us like a Catherine wheel, and bang over the
wheelbarrow we was tryin’ to hide.

“‘Whash this ?’ says the new chap, turnin’ over very
unsteady on the milestone. ‘What they leave wheelbarrers
about in public toad for people tummle over for,eh ?  Wheel-
barrers an’-—an’ tombstones! I say, there’s a tombstone
on thishyer barrer! D’y’ear? ‘Tombstone. What you want
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tombstone on barrer middie o’ night for?* An’ with that
he lifts bisself up and sits in the barrer talkin’ to us by and
large.

“ ‘I know what you think,” says he ; ‘you think I’m drunk.
That’s my legs; they’re shockin’, but I’ allri’—sober as
judge. Now, what about tombstone ?’

““It’s all right, old chap,” says Choppy, tryin’ to haul
him up. ‘It’s for a dawg we’re buryin’.’

“The chap sat and wagged his head and chuckled. ‘Dawg ?’
he said. ‘Dawg? You don’t seem believe I’'m sober. [
know what you’ve done. You’ve bin an’ boned thishyer
tombstone out o’ the churchyard ’long there, to make—make
—here, I say, what you goin’ to make out o’ that tomb-
stone ?’

““You get up, old feller, and come along o’ me,” says
Choppy, ‘and I'll tell you all about it. I got a drink for you
a little farther up the road—in a flask. It’s a beautiful night
for a walk ; come along—the drink ain’t very far off.’

“We never knew Choppy had got his flask with him, or
it >ud ’a’ been empty long before this, with what we’d gone
through. But we got the chap up somehow between us,
and him and Choppy went staggerin’ off along the road the
way we’d come.

“Choppy was gone a most rabunculous long time, and me
and jerry pretty well fell asleep on the milestone waitin’ for
him. When he came at last he was spittin’ and snarlin’ with
rage like an old tom-cat. ‘

“ “That there drunken tyke’s been and lost my flask,” he
said. “‘Swigged it empty and then dropped it in the ditch
.or somewhere—he didn’t know. I’ve bin gropin’ all over
the road and ditch and burnt all my matches, and had to give
it up. But he’s fast asleep an’ safe enough, up against a
stile. These here Nuthatch people owe me a bit more over
this ; but I’ll have it all out of ’em to-morrow. We’ll shove
this milestone on a bit farther still. But spread your coats
over it, in case we meet somebody else in this here busy
thoroughfare.’

“So Jerry and me put our coats over it and started off
once more. We didn’t go far this time—about fifty or
sixty yards. We’d made it a pretty long mile by now, and
there was a sott o’ place here that seemed a good deal like the
one the muilestone came from, so we stopped. And here
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we found the first bit o’ reasonable luck since we left the church-
vard shed ; the ground seemed pretty soft.

“So we whanged in with the picks and shovels, and soon
had a pretty tidy hole. The boss took a2 hand quite serious
this time, for he was gettin’ nervous. Not that he was much
good. If you get three men as ain’t used to it all a-diggin’
one hole together on a dark night, you’ll find they get a bit
tangled up, one way and another. Jerry and me both
resigned our appointments several times in that hole, and it
was only business considerations as prevented a ﬁght

“Now we was diggin’ this hole just at the foot of the bank
by the roadside, and there was a hedge atop of the bank.
We’d got the hole, as we thought, pretty near deep enough,
and was just a-stoppin’ to say so, when there came a most
terrifyin’ voice from over the top o’ the hedge.

“ “O0—o00—-00 I’ says the voice. ‘It’s murder! Nothing
but murder I’

“We looked up, and there was a monstrous sort of ragged
head lookin’ down at us.

“ “You’ve woke me up,” says the head, “with your horrid
Janguage. 1 may be obliged by circumstances to sleep agin
a hedge, but I've got my feelin’s. You’ve got a corpse in
that there barrer, covered over with coats, and you’re a-
buryin’ of it. I ain’t goin’ to stand and see that done, not free
of charge, T ain’t. I may be a tramp, but I’ve got my feelin’s I’

“Here was another fine go. To think we should ha’
picked on the very spot whete this tramp was dossin’! But
Choppy spoke up agaln.

“‘S-sh |’ he said. ‘We’re very sorty we disturbed you—
didn’t know you was there. Do you read *Ome Chips ?’

“ ‘Read what ?’ says the head.

“<°Ome Chips. The best and most ’olesome farnily
paper in the world. Full of excitin’ but moral stories, interestin’
puzzles, and instructive articles by Aunt Eliza. One penny
weekly. We’re advertisin’ it.’

“‘Are you ?’ says the tramp. ‘Well, I’m a nervous chap
and always carry a police whistle. I’ll blow it ’ard, and
advertise ’Ome Chips a little more.’

““No,” says Choppy, very hasty, ‘don’t do that. We
don’t advertise that way—anybody can blow a whistle.’

“‘I can,” says the tramp. ‘You hear me!’ And he
shoved the whistle in his mouth.
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 ‘Stow it I’ says Choppy, scrambiin’ up the bank. “Don’t
do asilly thing like that.  You see, we’re out buryin’ treasure.’

“ ‘All right, I don’t mind that,” says the chap in the hedge.
‘Bury it quick, so’s I can come an’ dig it up. Or give it me
now, and save trouble.’

“ “That ain’t likely,” says Choppy. ‘You don’t seem to
understand liter’y work. We shan’t bury no treasure here
now, when you’ve spotted the place; not likely, is it? But
we’ll give you five bob to go and sleep somewhere else.’

“‘Why ?’ asks the tramp. ‘I ain’t doin’ no ’arm, and
it’s a very nice hedge. No, I don’t believe this treasure yarn.
My theory’s murder. It’s a habit [ don’t ’old with, is murder.
I never allow a murder—under two quid; and this whistle’s
a very loud ’un. Don’t you get no nearer—I’m nervous.’

“Choppy Byles looked up at the tramp and down at us,
belpless. Then he pulled out the money and handed it
over. The tramp was off in a jitty ; and presently we could
hear him whistlin’ a little tune a long way off. I believe he
did that to give us another scare.

“ “I'wo more this peaceful village owes me,’ says Choppy.
“Just till to-morrow.’ ’

“So we tumbled that milestone into the hole, holus-bolus,
and shovelled in the earth quick and stamped it down. There
was a rare lot there was no room for, but we kicked it about
among the long grass and made it pretty tidy. And then
we went home. We put the things back all right in the
churchyard shed, and we crawled very quiet into the Fox and
Hounds not very long afore the potman.

“In the mornin’, after breakfast, Choppy Byles says to the
landlord, in a casual sort o” way: ‘I s’pose you’re goin’ to
see the runnin’ match this afternoon ?’

“ “Why, yes,’ says the landlord. ‘I did think o’ goin’ over
after dinner.’

““Where is it?’ asks Choppy, innocent as putty. ‘I
don’t know my way about here.’

““Well,” the landlord says, takin’ him to the window,
‘you see the church right away there to the right ?’

““Yes,” says Choppy.

“ “Well, the forty-fourth milestone’s a little way beyond
that, along the road, and the forty-fifth’s farther on still.”

“ ‘Farther on still ?” says Choppy, with a sort o’ fall in
his voice. ‘Farther on still ?’
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“ ‘Why, yes, o’ course,’ says the landlord. ‘A mile farther
on. It would be, wouldn’t it ?’

“Choppy Byles looked round at me and Jerry Stagg with
a face like a paper kite.

“ “What’s this mean ?* he gasped, as soon as the landlord
was out o’ the room.

““T’ll go along the lane and see,’ says Jerry. And we both
went with him.

“We came out at the end o’ the lane, and there was the
first milestone we’d seen, straight in front of us. We took =
look round and went across. It was the forty-thitd! The
forty-third |

“The figures was worn, and not patticular clear, and the
three was one o’ them with the flat top and a sharp corner
instead of a curl; very much like a five on a pitch-dark night
with a match in a wind ; but a three all the same.

“The three of us stood a-blinkin’ at each other over
that milestone, as it come to us that we’d gone and made
the mile a lump shorter instead of longer! And such a
lump |

“ ‘Look out !’ says Jerry, very sudden. “There’s Gosling
comin’ up the lane with another chap. Get behind the
hedge I’

“There was a gate close by, and we nipped in like winkin’
and stooped behind the hedge. It was Gosling, sure enough,
with a pal, talkin’ and laughin’ like anything. He seemed
to have a lot to say, but we only heard one bit, and that was
enough.

“‘Five quid and a silver flask,” says Gosling, ‘not to
mentlon a night’s fun. But that’ll "be nothing to the after-
noon’s I’

“We three just sat down behind that hedge and looked
at each other like waxworks. We saw a whole new picture-
show of that awful night in two seconds, us workin’ and them
peepin’.

“Then says Choppy Byles: ‘My bag’s in the bedroom at
the Fox and Ounds. Cheaper to leave it there. Foller the
railway line.’

“So we did.”
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A SLIGHT MISTAKE

“I poN’r ask you for more than a guinea,” said Mts. Hilary,
with a parade of forbearance.

“It would be the same,” I replied politely, “if you asked me
for a thousand”; with which 1 handed her half a crown.
She held it in her open hand, regarding it scornfully.

“Yes ? I continued, takmg a seat, “I feel that pecuniaty
gifts

“Half a crown |”

“Are a poor substitute for personal service. May not I
accompany you to the ceremony ?”

“I dare say you spent as much as this on wine with your
lunch I’

“I was in a2 mad mood to-day,” I answered apologetically.
“What are they taught at the school ?”’

“Above all, to be good girls,” said Mrs. Hilary, earnestly
“What are you sneering at, Mr. Carter ?”

“Nothmg,” said I, hastlly ; and I added with a sigh, “I
suppose it’s all right.”

“I should like,” said Mrs. Hilary, meditatively, “if I had
not other duties, to dedicate my life to the service of girls.”

“I should think twice about that, if I were you,” said I,
shaking my head.

“By the way, Mr. Carter, I don’t know if I’ve ever spoken
unkindly of Lady Mickleham. I hope not.”

“Hope,” said I, “is not yet taxed.”

“If T have, I’m very sorry. She’s been most kind In
undertaking to give away the prizes to-day. There must be
some good in her.”

“Oh, don’t be hasty I’ I implored.

“I always wanted to think well of her.”

“Ah! Now I never did.”

“And Lord Mickleham is coming, too. He’ll be most
useful.”

47
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“That settles it,”” I exclaimed. “I may not be an earl,
but I have a perfect right to be useful. T’ll go too.”

“I wonder if you’ll behave properly,” said Mrs. Hilary,
doubtfully.

I held out a half-sovereign, three half-crowns, and a
shilling.

“Oh, well, you may come, since Hilary can’t,” said Mts.
Hilary.

“You mean he won’t,”” I observed.

“He has always been prevented hitherto,” said she, with
dignity.

So I went, and it proved a most agreeable expedition.
There wete two hundred girls in blue frocks and white
aprons (the girl three from the end of the fifth row was
decidedly pretty)—a nice lot of prize books—the Micklehams
(Dolly in demure black), ourselves, and the matron. All
went well. Dolly gave away the prizes; Mrs. Hilary and
Archie made little speeches. Then the matron came to me.
I was sitting modestly at the back of the platform, a little
distance behind the others.

“Mr. Musgrave,” said the matron to me, “we’re so glad
to see you here at last. Won’t you say a few words ?”

“It would be a privilege,” I responded cordially, “but
unhappily I have a sore throat.”

The matron (who was a most respectable woman) said,
“Dear, dear!” but did not press the point. Evidently,
however, she liked me, for when we went to have a cup of
tea, she got me in a corner and began to tell me all about the
work. It was extremely interesting. Then the matron
observed :

“And what an angel Mrs. Musgrave is

“Well, I should hardly call her that,” said I, with a smile.

“Oh, you mustn’t depreciate her—you, of all men !’ cried
the matron, with a somewhat ponderous archness. “Really
I envy you her constant society.”

“I assure you,” said I, I see very little of her.”

“I beg your pardon ?”’

“I only go to the house about once a fortnight— Oh,
it’s not my fault. She won’t have me there oftener.”

“What do you mean? 1 beg your pardon. Perhaps
I’ve touched on a painful »”?

“Not at all, not at all,”” said [, suavely. “Itis very natural.

l”




A SLYIGHT MISTAKR 49

T am neither young nor handsome, Mrs. Wiggins. I am not
complaining.”

The matron gazed at me.

“Only seeing her here,” I pursued, “you have no idea of
what she is at home. She has chosen to forbid me to come
to her house——"’

“Her house ?”

“It happens to be more hers than mine,” I explained.
“To forbid me, I say, more than once to come to her house.
No doubt she has her reasons.”

“Nothing could justify it,”” said the matron, directing a
wondering glance at Mrs. Hilary.

“Do not let us blame her,” said I. “It is just an unfor-
tunate accident. She is not as fond of me as { could wish,
Mirs. Wiggins ; and she is a great deal fonder than I could
wish of——"

I broke off. Mrs. Hilary was walking toward us. I
think she was pleased to see me getting on so well with the
matron, for she was smiling pleasantly, The matron wore a
bewildered expression.

“I suppose,” said Mrs. Hilary, “that you'll drive back
with the Micklehams ?”

“Unless you wani me,” said I, keeping a watchful eye on
the matron.

“Oh, I don’t want you,” said Mrs. Hilary, lightly.

“You won’t be alone this evening ?”’ I asked anxiously.

Mrs. Hilary stared a little.

“Oh, no |” she said. “We shall have our usual party.”

“May I come one day next week ?”’ I asked humbly.

Mrs. Hilary thought for a moment.

“I’m so busy next week ; come the week after,” said she,
giving me her hand.

“That’s very unkind,” said I.

“Nonsense I’ said Mrs, Hilaty; and she added: “Mind
you let me know when you’re coming.”

“l won’t surprise you,” I assured her, with a covert
glance at the matron.

The excellent woman was quite red in the face, and could
gasp out nothing but “Good-bye”’, as Mrs. Hilary affectionately
pressed her hand.

At this moment Dolly came up. She was alone.

“Where’s Archie ?”” T asked,
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“He’s run away; he’s got to meet somebody. 1 knew
you’d see me home. Mrs. Hilary dida’t want you, of
course ?”’

“Of course not,” said I, plaintively. ‘

“Besides, you’d rather come with me, wouldn’t you ?”
pursued Dolly; and she added pleasantly to the matron,
“Mrs. Hilary’s so down on him, you know.”

“I’d much rather come with you,” said I.

“We’ll have a cosy drive all to ourselves,” said Dolly,
“without husbands or wives or anything horrid. Isn’t it
nice to be rid of one’s husband sometimes, Mrs.
Wiggins ?”

“I have the misfortune to be a widow, Lady Mickleham,”
said Mrs. Wiggins.

Dolly’s eye rested upon her with an interested expression.
I knew that she was about to ask Mrs. Wiggins whether she
liked the condition of life, and I interposed hastily, with a
sigh:

5 “But yos can look back on a happy marriage, Mrs.
Wiggins ?”

“I did my best to make it so,” said she, stiffly.

“You’re right,” said I. “Even in the face of unkindness
we should strive——"’

“My husband’s not unkind,” said Dolly.

“I didn’t mean your husband,” said I.

“What your poor wife would do if she cared a button for
you, I don’t know,” observed Dolly.

“If I had a wife who cared for me, I should be a better
man,” said I, solemnly.

“But you’d probably be very dull,” said Dolly. “And
you wouldn’t be allowed to drive with me.”

“Perhaps it’s all for the best,” said I, brightening up.
“Good-bye, Mrs. Wiggins.”

Dolly walked on. Mrs. Wiggins held my hand for a
moment.

“Young man,” said she, sternly, “are you sure it’s not
your own fault ?”’

“I’m not at all sure, Mrs. Wiggins,” said I. “But don’t
be distressed about it. It’s of no consequence. I don’t let
it make me unhappy. Good-bye ; so many thanks. Charm-
ing girls you have here—especially that one in the fifth—I
mean, charming, all of them. Good-bye.”
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I hastened to the carriage. Mrs. Wiggins stood and
watched. I gotin and sat down by Dolly.

“Oh, Mrs. Wiggins,” said Dolly, dimpling, “don’t tell
Mirs. Hilary that Archie wasn’t with us, or we shall get into
trouble.” And she added to me, “Are you all right ?”

“Rather |”” said I, appreciatively; and we drove off,
leaving Mrs. Wiggins on the doorstep.

A fortnight later I went to call on Mrs. Hilary. After
some conversation she remarked :

“I’m going to the school again to-morrow.”

“Really I”” said I.

“And I’m so delighted—I’ve persuaded Hilary to come.’

She paused, and then added:

“You really seemed interested last time.”

“Oh, I was.”

“Would you like to come again to-morrow ?”’

“No, I think not, thanks,”” said I, carelessly.

“That’s just like you!”” she said severely. “You never
do any real good, because you never stick to anything.”

“There are some things one can’t stick to,” said I.

“Oh, nonsense !’ said Mrs. Hilary.

But there are—and 1 didn’t go.
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E were standing, Lady Mickleham and I, at a door

which led from rhe morning-room to the terrace at The
Towers. I was on a visit to that historic pile (by Banbrugh—
out of the money accumulated by the third Earl—Paymaster to
the Forces—Zfemp. Queen Anne). The morning-room is a large
room. Archie was somewhere in it. Lady Mickleham held
a jar containing pdté de foie grus; from time to time she dug
4 piece out with a fork and flung the morsel to a big retriever
which was sitting on the terrace. ‘The morning was fine but
cloudy. ILady Mickleham wore blue. The dog swallowed
the pdté with greediness.

“It’s so bad for him,” sighed she; “‘but the dear likes it
so much.”

“How human the creatures are I”” said 1.

“Do you know,” pursued Lady Mickleham, “that the
Dowager says I’m extravagant. She thinks dogs ought not
to be fed on pdté de foi: gras.”

“Your extravagance,” I observed, “‘is probably due to
your having been brought up on a moderate income. I
have felt the effcct myself.”

“Of course,” said Dolly, “we are hit by the agricultural
depression.”

“The Carters also,”” I murmured, ‘‘are landed gentry.”

“After all, I don’t see much point in economy, do you,
Mr. Carter ?”

“BEconomy,” I remarked, putting my hands in my pockets,
“is going without something you do want in case you should,
some day, want something which you probably won’t want.”

“Isn’t that clever P> asked Dolly, in an apprehensive tone.

“Oh, dear, no,” I answered reassuringly. “Anybody
can do that—if they care to try, you know,”

Dolly tossed a piece of pi#é to the retriever.

" “I have made a discovery lately,”” 1 observed.
hM]
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“What ate you two talking about ?”” called Atchie.

“You’re not meant to hear,” said Dolly, without turning
round. ‘

“Yet, if it’s a discovery, he ought to hear it.”

“He’s made a good many lately,” said Dolly.

She dug out the last bit of pd#é, flung it to the dog, and
handed the empty pot to me.

“Don’t be so allegorical,” I implored. “Besides, it’s
really not just to Archie. No doubt the dog Is a nice one,
but——""

“How foolish you are this morning! What’s the
discovery ?”’

“An entirely surprising one.”

“Oh, but let me hear! It’s nothing about Archie, is
it »”

“No. I’ve told you all Archie’s sins.”

“Nor Mrs, Hilary ? I wish it was Mrs. Hilary |”

““Shall we walk on the terrace P’ I suggested.

“Oh, yes, let’s,” said Dolly, stepping out, and putting on
a broad-brimmed, low-crowned hat, which she caught up
from a chair hard by. “It isn’t Mrs. Hilary ?”’ she added,
sitting down on a garden seat.

“No,” said I, leaning on a sun-dial which stood by the
seat,
“Well, what is it ?”

“It is simple,” said I, “and serious. It is not, therefore,
like you, Lady Mickleham.”

“It’s like Mrs, Hilary,” said Dolly.

“No; because it isn’t pleasant. By the way, are you
jealous of Mrs. Hilary ?”

Dolly said nothing at all. She took off her hat, roughened
her hair a little, and assumed an effective pose. Still, it is a
fact (for what it is worth) that she doesn’t care much about
Mrs. Hilary. ‘

“The discovery,” I continued, “is that I’m growing
middle-aged.”

“You are middle-aged,” said Dolly, spearing her hat
with its long pin.

I was, very naturally, nettled at this,

“So will you be soon,” I retorted.

“Not soon,” *said Dolly.

“Some day,” 1 insisted.
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After a pause of about half a minute, Dolly said: *“1
suppose $0.”

“You will become,” I pursued, idly drawing patterns
with my finger on the sun-dial, “wrinkled, rough, fat—and,
perhaps, good.”

“You’re very disagreeable to-day,”” said Dolly.

She rose and stood by me.

“What do the mottoes mean ?”’ she asked.

There were two: I will not say they contradicted one
another, but they looked at life from different points of
view.

“Pereunt et imputantur,”’ 1 read.

“Well, what’s that, Mr. Carter ?”’

“A trite, but offensive, assertion,” said I, lighting a
cigarette.

“But what does it mean ?”> she asked, a pucker on her
forchead.

“What does it matter ?”* said I. “Let’s try the other.”

“The other is longer.”

“And better. Horas non numero nisi serenas.”

“And what’s that ?”

I translated literally. Dolly slapped her hands, and her
face gleamed with smiles.

“I like that one I’ she cried.

“Stop I”” said I, imperatively. “You’ll set it moving |

“It’s very sensible,” said she.

“More freely rendered it means: ‘I live only when
YOu____’ »

“By Jovel” remarked Archie, coming up behind us,
pipe in mouth, “there was a lot of rain last night. I’ve just
measured it in the gauge.”

“Some people measure everything,” said I, with a dis-
pleased air. “It is a detestable habit.”

“Archie, what does Pereant et imputantur mean p”’

“Eh? Oh, Isee. Well, I say, Carter |—Oh, we, you
know, I suppose it means you’ve got to pay for your fun,
doesn’t it ?”’

“Oh, is that all? I was afraid it was something horrid.
Why did you frighten me, Mr. Carter P

“TI think it is rather horrid,” said I.

“Why, it isn’t even true,” said Dolly, scornfully.

Now when I heard this ancient and respectable legend
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thus cavalierly challenged I fell to studying it again, and
presently I exclaimed :

“Yes, you're right| If it said that, it wouldn’t be true;
but Archie translated wrong.”

“Well, you have a shot,”” suggested Archie.

“The oysters are eaten and put down in the bill,” said 1.
“And you will observe, Archie, that it does not say in whose
bill.””

“AhI” said Dolly.

“Well, somebody’s got to pay,” persisted Archie.

“Oh, yes, somebody,” laughed Dolly.

“Well, I don’t know,” said Archie. ‘I suppose the chap
that has the fun——"

“It’s not always a chap,” observed Dolly.

“Well, then, the individual,” amended Archie. “I suppose
ne’d have to pay.”

“It doesn’t say s0,” I remarked mildly. “And according
to my small experience——"’

“Im quite sure your meaning is right, Mr. Carter,’
Dolly, in an authoritative tone.

“As for the other motto, Archie,”” eid I, “it merely
means that 2 woman considers all hours wasted which she
does not spend in the society of her husband.”

“Oh, come, you don’t gammon me,” said Archie.
“It mcans that the sun don’t shine unless it’s fine, you
know.”

Archie delivered this remarkable discovery in a tone of
great self-satisfaction.

“Oh, you dear old thing I”’ said Dolly.

“Well, it does, you know,” said he.

There was a pause. Archie kissed his wife (I am no:
complaining ; he has, of course, a perfect right to kiss bis
wife) and strolled away toward the hot-houses.

I lit another cigarette. Then Dolly, pointing to the stem
of the dial, cried :

“Why, here’s another inscription—oh, and in English I’

She was right. There was another—carelessly scratched
on the old battered column—nearly effaced, for the characters
had been but lightly marked—and yet not, as I concei=ed
from the tenor of the wotds, very old.

“What is it ?*> asked Dolly, pcering over my shoulder,
as I beat down to read the letters, and shading her eyes with

’

said
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her hand. (Why didn’t she put on her hat ? We touch the
Incomprehensible.)

“It is,” said I, “a singularly poor, shallow, fceble, and
undesirable little verse.’

“Read it out,” said Dolly.

So I read it. The silly fellow had written :

“Life is Love, the poets tell us,

In the little books they sell us;

But pray, ma’am—what’s of Life the use,
If Life be Love? For Love’s the Deuce.”

Dolly began to laugh gently, digging the pin again into
her hat.

“I wonder,” said she, “whether they used to come and
sit by this old dial just as we did this morning 1>

“I shouldn’t be at all surprised,” said I. ““And another
point occurs to me, Lady Mickleham.”

““OhL, does it ? What’s that, Mr. Carter ?”’

“Do you think that anybody measured the rain-gauge ?*’

Dolly looked at me very gravely.

“I’m so sorry when you do that,

I smiled.

“I really am,” szid Dolly.  “But you don’t mean it,
do you ?”

“Certainly not,” said I.

Dolly smiled.

“No mere than he did I’? said I, pointing to the sun-dial.

And then we both smiled.

“Will this hour count, Mr. Carter ?”” asked Dolly, as she
tutned away.

“That would be rather strict,”” said L

”»

said she, pathetically.
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THE SHOOTING OF SHINROE

MR. JOSEPH FRANCIS McCABE rose stiffly from his
basket chair, picked up the cushion on which he had
been seated, looked at it with animosity, hit it hard with his
fist, and, flinging it into the chair, replaced himself upon it,
with the single word :

“Flog !’

I was aware that he referred to the flock with which
the cushions in the lounge of Reardon’s Hotel were stuffed.

“They have this hotel destroyed altogether with their
improvements,” went on Mr. McCabe between puffs, as
he lit his pipe. “God be with the time this was the old
smoking-room, before they knocked it and the hall into
one and spoilt the two of them | There were fine solid
chairs \in it that time, that you’d sleep in as good as your
bed, but as for these wicker affairs, I declare the wind’d
whistle through them the same as a crow’s nest.”” He
paused, and brought his heel down heavily on the top of the
fire. “And look at that for a grate! A wellgrate they call
it—I’d say, ‘Lcave Well alone!” Thirty years I’'m coming
to Sessions here, and putting up in this house, and, in place
of old Tim telling me me own room was ready for me, there’s
a whipper-snapper of a snapdragon in a glass box in the hall,
asking me me name in broken English” (it may be mentioned
that this happened before the war), “and ‘Had Ta Cook’s
ticket ?” and down-facing me that I must leave my key in
what he calls the ‘Bew-r0o’.”

I said I knew of a lady who always took a Cook’s ticket
when she went abroad, because when she got to Paris there
would be an Englishman on the platform to meet her, or at
all events a broken Englishman.

Mr. McCabe softened to a temporary smile, but held
on to his grievance with the tenacity of his profession. (I
don’t think I have mentioned that he is a Solicitor, of a type

(D
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now, unfortunately, becoming obsolete.) He had a long
grey face, and a short grey moustache; he dyed his hair,
and his age was known to no man.

“There was one of Cook’s tourists sat next me at break-
fast,” he resumed, “and he asked me was I ever in Ireland
before and how long was I in it. ‘Wan day,” says L.”

“Did he believe you ?”’ I asked.

“He did,” replied Mr. McCabe, with something that
approached compassion.

I have always found old McCabe a mitigating circum-
stance of Sessions at Owenford, both in Court and out of
it. He was a sportsman of the ingrained variety that grows
wild in Ireland, and, in any of the horse-coping cases that
occasionally refresh the innermost soul of Munster, it would
be safe to assume that Mr. McCabe’s special gifts had ensured
his being retained, generally on the shady side. He fished
when occasion served ; he shot whether it did or not. He
did not exactly keep horses, but he always knew someone
who was prepared to “pass on” a thoroughly useful animal,
with some infirmity so insignificant that until you tried to
dispose of him you did not realise that he was yours, until the
final passing-on to the next world. He had certain shooting
privileges in the mountains behind the town of Owenford
(bestowed, as he said, by a grateful client), and it had often
been suggested by him that he and I should anticipate some
November Sessions by a day, and spend it “on the hill”.
We were now in the act of carrying out the project.

“Ah, these English,”” McCabe began again, mixing him-
self a glass of whisky and water, “they’d believe anything
so long as it wasn’t the truth. Talking politics these lads
wetre, and by the time they had their ham and eggs swallowed
they had the whole country arranged. ‘And look,” says
they—they were anglers, God help us|—‘look at all the
money that’s going to waste for want of preserving the
rivers I’ ‘I beg your pardon,” says I, ‘there’s water-bailiffs
on the most of the rivers. I was defending a man not long
since that was cot by the water-bailiffs poaching salmon on
the Owen. “And what proot have you ?”’ says I to the water-
bailiff. “How do you know it was a salmon at all?”> “Is it
how would I know ?” says the bailiff. “Didn’t I gaff the
fish for him meself I’’’ ”’

“What did your anglers say to that ?”’ I inquired.
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“Well, they didn’t quite go so far as to tell me I was
a liar,” said Mr. McCabe tranquilly. “Ah, telling such as
them the truth is wasting what isn’t plenty! Then they’ll
meet some fellow that lies like a tooth-drawer, and they’ll
write to the English Times on the head of him!” He
stretched forth a long and bony hand for the tumbler of whisky
and water. “And, talking of tooth-drawers,” he went on,
“there’s a dentist comes here once a fortnight, Jeffers his
name is, and a great sportsman too. I was with him to-day”
—he passed his hand consciously over his mouth, and the
difference that I had dimly felt in his appearance suddenly
and in all senses of the word flashed upon me—“and he was
telling me how one time, in the summer that’s past, he’d been
out all night fishing in the Owen. He was going home
before the dawn, and he jumped down off a bank on to what
he took to be a white stone—and he aimed for the stone,
mind you, because he thought the ground was wet—and
what was it but a man’s face I’ McCabe paused to receive
my comment. ‘“What did he do, is it? Ran off for his life,
roaring out, “There’s a first-rate dentist in Owenford !’ The
fellow was lying asleep there, and he having bundles of
spurge with him to poison the river. He had drink taken,
I suppose.”

“Was he a water-bailiff too ?”* said I. “I hope the con-
servators of the river stood him a false set of teeth.”

“If they did,” said McCabe, with an unexpected burst
of feeling, “I pity him !> He rose to his feet, and put his
tumblet down on the chimney-piece. “Well, we should
get away early in the morning, and it’s no harm for me to go
to bed.” .

He yawned-—a large yawn that ended abruptly with -a
metallic click. His eyes met mine, full of unspoken things ;
we parted in a silence that seemed to have been artificially
imposed upon Mr. McCabe.

The wind boomed intermittently in my chimney during
the night, and a far and heavy growling told of the dissatis-
faction of the sea. Yet the morning was not unfavourable.
There was a broken mist, with shimmerts of sun in it, and the
carman said it would be a thing of nothing, and would go
out with the tide. The boots, a relic of the old régime, was
pessimistic, and mentioned that there were two stars squez
up agin the moon last night, and he would have no depend-
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ence on the day. McCabe offered no opinion, being occupied
in bestowing in a species of dog-box beneath the well of the
car a young Irish setter, kindly lent by his friend the dentist.
The setter, who had formed at sight an unfavourable opinion
of the dog-box, had resolved itself into an invertebrate mass
of jelly and lead, and was with difficulty straightcncd out and
rammed home into it.

“Have we all now ?” said McCabe, slamming thc door
in the dog’s face. “Take care we’re not like me uncle, old
Tom Dufly, that was going shooting, and was the whole
morning slapping his pockets and saying, ‘Me powder |
me shot | me caps | me wads !’ and when he got to the bog,
‘O tare an’ ’ouns !’ says he, ‘I forgot the gun I’

There are still moments when I can find some special
and not-otherwise-to-be-attained flavour in driving on an
outside car; a sense of personal achievement in sitting, by
some method of instinctive suction, the lurches and swoops
peculiar to these wvehicles. Reardon’s had given us its
roomiest car and its best hotrse, a yellow mare, with a long
back and a slinging trot, and a mouth of iron.

“Where did Mr. Reardon get the mare, Jerry ?”’ asked
McCabe, as we zigzagged in successive hair-breadths through
the streets of Owenford.

“D-Dublin, sir,” replied the driver, who, with both fists
extended in front of him and both heels planted against his
narrow footboard, seemed to find utterance difficult.

“She’s a goer |’ said McCabe.

“She is—she killed two men,” said Jerry, in two jerks.

?“That’s a great credit to her. What way did she dc
it?”

“P-pulled the lungs out o’ them!” ejaculated Jerry,
turning the last corner and giving the mare a shade more of
her head, as a tribute, perhaps, to her prowess.

She swung us for some six miles along the ruts of the
coast road at the same unflinching pace, after which, turning
inland and uphill, we began the climb of four miles into the
mountains. It was about eleven o’clock when we pulled uf
beside a long and reedy pool, high up in the heather; the roac
went on, illimitably it seemed, and was lost, with its "attendan
telegraph posts, in cloud.

“Away with ye now, Jerry,”” said McCabe ; “we’ll shoot ous
way home.”
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He opened the back of the dog-box, and summoned its
occupant. The summons was disregarded. Far back in
the box two sparks of light and a dead silence indicated the
presence of the dog. .o

“How snug you are in there!” said McCabe. “Here,
Jerry, pull him out for us. What the deuce is this his name
is? Jeffers told me yesterday and it’s gone from me.”

“I d’no would he bite me,” said Jerry, taking a cautious
observation, and giving voice to the feelings of the party.
“Here, poor fellow! Here, good lad!”

The good lad remained immovable. The lure of a sand-
wich produced no better result.

“We can’t be losing our day with the brute this way,” said
McCabe. “Tip up the car. He’ll come out then, and no
thanks to him.”

As the shafts rose heavenwards, the law of gravitation
proved too many for the setter, and he slowly slid to earth.

“If I only knew your damn’ name we’d be all right now,”
said McCabe. _

The carman dropped the shafts on to the mare, and
drove up the pass, with one side of the car turned up and
himself on the other. The yellow mare had, it seemed, only
begun her day’s wotk. A prophetic instinct, of the reliable
kind that is strictly founded on fact, warned me that we
might live to regret her departure.

The dentist’s setter had, at sight of the guns, realized that
things were better than he had expected, and now preceded
us along the edge of the lake with every appearance of enthu-
siasm. He quartered the ground with professional zeal, he
splashed through the sedge, and rattled through thickets of
dry reeds, and set successively a heron, a water-hen, and
something unseen, that I believe to have been a water-rat.
After each of these efforts he rushed in upon his quarry, and we
called him by all the gun-dog names we had ever heard of,
from Don to Grouse, from Carlo to Shot, coupled with
objurgations on a rising scale. With none of them did we
so much as vibrate a chord in his bosom. He was a large
dog, with a blunt, stupid face, and a faculty for excitement
about nothing that impelled him to bound back to us as
often as possible, to gaze in our eyes in brilliant inquiry, and
to pant and prance before us with all the fatuity of youth.
Had he been able to speak, he would have asked idiotic

C
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questions, of that special breed that exact from their victim a
reply of equal imbecility. o

The lake and its environs, for the first time in McCabe’s
experience, yielded nothing ; we struck up on to the mountain-
side, following the course of an angry stream that came
racing down from the heights. We worked up through
ling and furze, and skirted flocks of pale stones that lay in
the heather like petrified sheep, and the dog, ranging
delirtously, set water-wagtails and anything else that could
fly ; I believe he would have set a blue-bottle, and I said so
to McCabe.

“Oh, give him time; he’ll settle down,” said McCabe,
who had a thankfulness for small mercies born of a vast
experience of makeshifts ; “he might fill the bag for us yet.”

We laboured along the flank of the mountain, climbing
in and out of small ravines, jumping or wading streams,
sloshing through yellow sedgery bog ; always with the brown
heather running up to the misty sky-line, and always with
the same atrocious luck.  Once a small pack of grouse got
up, very wild, and leagues out of range, thanks to the far-
reaching activities of the dog ; and once a hermit woodcock
exploded out of a clump of furze, and sailed away down the
slope, followed by four charges of shot and the red setter, in
equally innocuous pursuit. And this, up to luncheon time,
was the sum of the morning’s sport.

We ate our sandwiches on a high ridge, under the lee of
a tumbled pile of boulders, that looked as if they had been
about to hurl themselves into the valley, and had thought
better of it at the last moment. Between the looming,
elephant-grey mountains the mist yielded glimpses of the
far greenness of the sea, the only green thing in sight in this
world of grey and brown. The dog sat opposite to me, and
willed me to share my food with him. His steady eyes were
charged with the implication that I was a glutton ; personally
I abhorred him, yet I found it impossible to give him less
than twenty-five per cent of my sandwiches.

“I wonder did Jeffers take him for a bad debt,” said McCabe
reflectively, as he lit his pipe.

I said I would rather take my chance with the bad debt.

“He might have treated me better,” McCabe grumbled
on, “seeing that I paid him seven pound ten the day before
yesterday, let alone that it was me that was the first to put
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him up to this—this bit of Shinroe Mountain that never
was what you might call strictly preserved. When he came
here first he didn’t as much know what cartridges he’d want
for it. ‘Six and eight,’ says I, ‘that’s a lawyer’s fee, so if you
think of me you’ll not forget it!” And now, if ye please,”
went on Mr. Jeflers’s preceptor in sport, “he’s shooting the
whole country and selling all he gets! And he wouldn’t so
much as ask me to go with him ; and the excuse he gives, he
wouldn’t like ro have an old hand like me connyshooring his
shots. How modest he is I’

I taunted McCabe with baving been weak enough thus
to cede his rights, and McCabe, who was not at all amused,
said that after all it wasn’t so much Jeffers that did the harm,
but an infernal English Syndicate that had taken the Shinroe
shooting 'this season, and paid old Purcell that owned it ten
times what it was worth.

“It might be as good for us to get off their ground now,”
continued McCabe, rising slowly to his feet, “and try the
Lackagreina Valley. The stream below is their bounds.”

This 1 hasten to say, was the first I had heard of the
Syndicate, and I thought it tactless ot McCabe to have men-
tioned it, even though the wrong that we had done them was
purely technical. I said to him that I thought the sooner
we got off their ground the better, and we descended the
hill and crossed the stream, and McCabe said that he could
always shoot this next stretch of country when he liked.
With this assurance, we turned our backs on the sea and struck
inland, tramping for an hour or more through country whose
entire barrenness could only be explained on the hypothesis
that it had been turned inside out to dry. So far it had failed
to achieve even this result.

'The weather got thicker, and the sport, if possible, thinner.
I had long since lost what bearings I possessed, but McCabe
said he knew of a nice patch of scrub in the next valley that
always held a cock. The next valley came at last, not without
considerable effort, but no patch of scrub was apparent.
Some small black and grey cattle stood and looked at us, and
a young bull showed an inclination to stalk the dog ; it seemed
the only sport the vailey was likely to afford. McCabe looked
round him, and looked at his watch, and looked at the sky,
which did not seem to be more than a yard above our heads,
and said with emotion :
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“Did ye think of telling the lad in the glass box in the hall
that we might want some dinner kept hot for us? I d’no
from Adam where we’ve got to ?”’ '

There was a cattle-track along the side of the valley
which might, though not necessarily, lead somewhere. We
pursued it, and found that it led, in the first instance, to some
black-faced mountain sheep. A cheerful interlude followed,
in which the red setter hunted the sheep and we hunted the
setter, and what McCabe said about the dentist in the intervals
of the chase was moie appropriate to the occasion than to
these pages.

When justice had been satiated, and the last echo of the
last yell of the dog had trembled into silence among the hills,
we resumed the cattle-track, which had become a shade more
reliable, and, as we proceeded, began to give an impression
that it might lead somewhere. The day was dying in threaten-
ing stillness. Lethargic layers of mist bulged low, like the
roof of a marquee, and cloaked every outline that could yicld
as information. The dog, unchastened by recent events,
and full of an idiot optimism, continued to range the hillside.

“I suppose I’ll never get the chance to tell Jeffers my
opinion of that tomfool,” said McCabe, following with an
eye of steel the perambulations of the dog ; “the best barrister
that ever wore a wig couldn’t argue with a dentist! He has
his fist half-way down your throat before you can open
your mouth ; and in any case he’ll tell me we couldn’t expect
any dog would work when we forgot his name. What’s the
brute at now ?”’ ~

The brute was high above us on the hillside, setting a
solitary furze bush with convincing determination, and casting
backward looks to see if he were being supported.

“It might be a hare,” said McCabe, cocking his gun, with
a revival of hope that was almost pathetic, and ascending
towards the furze bush.

I neither quickened my pace nor deviated from the cattle
track, but I must admit that I did so far yield to the theory of
the hare as to slip a cartridge into my gun. .

McCabe put his gun to his shoulder, lowered it abruptly,
and walked up to the furze bush.. He stooped and picked
up something.

“He’s not such a fool after allI”” he called out. “Ye said
be’d set a blue-bottle, and, b’Jove, ye weren’t far out I”’
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He beld up a black object that was neither bird nor
beast.

I took the cartridge out of my gun as unobtrusively as
possible, and McCabe and the dog rejoined me with the
product of the day’s sport. It was a flat-sided bottle, high
shouldered, with a short neck ; McCabe extracted the cork
and took a sniff.

“Mountain dew, no less!” (McCabe adhered faithfully
to the stock phrases of his youth). “This never paid the
King’s shilling! Give me the cup off your flask, Ma/or, till
we see what sort it is.”

It was pretty rank, and even that seasoned vessel, old
McCabe, admitted that it might be drinkable in another
couple of years, but hardly in less ; yet as it ran, a rivulet of
fire, through my system, it seemed to me that even the water
in my boots became less chill.

“In the public interest we’re bound to remove it,”” said
McCabe, putting the bottle into his game-bag; ‘“any man
that drank enough of that’d rob a church. Well, anyway,
we’re not the only people travelling this path,” he continued ;
“whoever put his afternoon tea to hide there will choose a
less fashionable promenade next time. But, indeed, the poor
man could not be blamed for not knowing such a universal
genius of a dog was coming this way ! Dida’tI tell you he’d
fill the bag for us I’

He extracted from his pockets a pair of knitted gloves,
and put them on ; it was equivalent to putting up the shutters.

It was shortly after this that we regained touch with
civilization. Above the profile of a hill a telegraph post
suddenly showed itself against the grey of the misty twilight.
We made as bee-like a line for it as the nature of the ground
permitted, and found ourselves on a narrow road, at a point
where it was in the act of making a hairpin turn before plunging
into a valley.

“The Beacon Bay road, begad I’ said McCabe. “I didn’t
think we were so far out of our way. Let me see now, which
way is this we’d best go.”

He stood still and looked round him, taking his bearings ;
in the solitude the telegraph posts hummed to each other,
full of information and entirely reticent.

The position was worse than I thought. By descending
into the valley we should, a couple or three miles farther on,
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strike the coast road about six miles from home ; by ascending
the hill and walking four miles, we should arrive at the
station of Coppeen Road, and, with luck, there intercept the
evening train for Owenford.

.#And that’s the best of our play, but we’ll have to step
out,” concluded McCabe, shortening the strap of his game-bag,
and settling it on his back.

“If I were you,” I said, “I’d chuck that stuff away. Apatt
fromn everything else, it’s about half a ton extra to carry.”

“There’s many a thing, Major, that you might do that I
might not do,” returned McCabe with solemnity, “and in the
contrary sense the statement is equally valid.”

He faced the hill with humped shoulders, and fell with
no more words into his poacher’s stride, and I followed him
with the best imitation of it that I could put up after at least
six hours of heavy going. McCabe is fiftcen years oldet
than I am, and I hope that when I am his age I shall have
more consideration than he for those who are younger than
myself.

It was now nearly half-past five o’clock, and by the time
we had covered a mile of puddles and broken stones it was
too dark to see which was which, I felt considerable dubiety
about catching the train at Coppeen Road, all the more that
it was a flag station, demanding an extra five minutes in hand
Probably the engine-driver had long since abandoned any
expectation of passengers at Coppeen Road, and, if he even
noticed the signal, would treat it as a practical joke. It was
after another quarter of an hour’s trudge that a distant sound
entered into the silence that had fallen upon McCabe and
me—an intermittent grating of wheels upon patches of broken
stone, a steady hammer of hoofs.

McCabe halted.

“That car’s bound to be going to Owenford,” he said;

“T wonder could they give us a lift.”
A single light (the economical habit of the South of

Ireland) began to split the foggy darkness.

“Begad, that’s like the go of Reardon’s marel” said
McCabe, as the light swung down upon us.

We held the road like highwaymen, we called upon the
unseen driver to stop, and he answered to the name of Jerry.
"This is not a proof of identity in a province where every third
man is dignified by the name of Jeremiah, but as the car pulled



THE SHOOTING OF SHINROE 71

up it was Reardon’s yellow mare on which the lamplight fell,
and we knew that the fates had relented.

We should certainly not catch the train at Coppeen Road,
Jerry assured us; “she had,” he said, “a fashion of running
early on Monday nights, and, in any case, if you’d want to
catch that train, you should make like an amber-bush for
her.”

We agreed that it was too late for the preparation of an
ambush.

“If the Sergeant had no objections,” continued Jerry,
progressing smoothly towards the tip that would finally be
his, “it would be no trouble at all to oblige the gentlemen.
Sure it’s the big car I have, and it’s often ( took six, yes, and
seven on it, going to the races.”

I was now aware of two helmeted presences on the car, and
a decorous voice said that the gentlemen were welcome to a
side of the car if they liked.

“Is that Sergeant Leonard ?” asked McCabe, who knew
every policeman in the country. “Well, Sergeant, you’ve
the knack of being on the spot when you’re wanted |”

“And sometimes when he’s not I”” said I.

There was a third and unhelmeted presence on the car, and
something of stillness and aloofness in it had led me to
diagnose a prisoner.

The suggested dispositions were accomplished. The two
policemen and the prisoner wedged themselves on one side
of the car, McCabe and I mounted the other, and put the
dog on the cushion of the well behind us (his late quarters
in the dog-box being occupied by half a mountain sheep,
destined for the hotel larder). The yellow mare went gallantly
up to her collar, regardless of her augmented load ; McCabe
and the Sergeant leaned to each other across the back of the
car, and fell into profound and low-toned converse ; I smoked,
and the dog, propping his wet back against mine, made
friends with the prisoner. It may be the Irish blood in me
that is responsible for the illicit sympathy with a prisoner
which sometimes incommodes me ; I certainly bestowed some
of it upon the captive, sandwiched between two stalwarts of
the R.1.C,, and learning that the strong arm of the Law was
& trifle compared with the rest of its person.

' “What sport had you, Major ?”’ inquired Jerry, as we
slackened speed at a hill.



72 E. B. SOMERVILLE AND MARTIN ROSS

I was sitting at the top of the car, under his elbow, and
he probably thought I was feeling neglected during the heart-
to-heart confidences of McCabe and the Sergeaat.

“Not a feather,” said I.

“Sure the birds couldn’t be in it this weather,” said Jerry
considerately ; he had in his time condoled with many sports-
men. “I am after talking to a man in Coppeen Road station
that was carrying the game-bag for them gentlemen that has
Mr. Purcell’s shooting on Shinroe Mountain and what had
the four of them after the day—only one jack-snipe I

“They went one better than we did,” I said, but, as was
intended, I ftelt cheered. “What day were they there ?”

“To-day, sure I”” answered Jerry, with faint surprise, ‘“and
they hadn’t their luncheon hardly ate when they met one on
the mountain that told them he seen two fellas walking it,
with guns and a dog, no more than an hour before them.
“T'hat’ll do I’ says they, and they turned about and back with
them to tell the police.”

“Did they see the fellows ?” I asked lightly, after a panic-
stricken pause.

“They did not. Sure they said if they seen them, they’d
shoot them like rooks,” replied Jerry, “and they would too.
It’s what the man was saying if they cot them lads to-day
they’d have left them in the way they’d be given up by both
doctor and priest. Oh, they’re fierce altogether I”

I received this information in a silence that was filled to
bursting with the desire to strangle McCabe.

Jerry leaned over my shoulder, and lowered his voice.

“They was saying in Coppeen Road that there was a
gentleman that came on a mothor-bike this morning early,
and he had Shinroe shot out by ten o’clock, and on with
with him then up the country ; and it isn’t the first time he
was in it. It’s a pity those gentlemen couldn’t ketch bim.
They’d mothor-bike him I”’

It was apparent that the poaching of the motor-bicycle
upon the legitimate preserves of carmen was responsible
for this remarkable sympathy with the law ; I, at all events, had
it to my credit that I had not gone poaching on a motor-bicycle.

Just here McCabe emerged from the heart-to-heart, and
nudged me in the ribs with a confederate elbow. I did not
respond, being in no mood for confederacy, certainly not
with McCabe.
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“The Sergeant is after telling me this prisoner he has here
Is prosecuted at the instance of that Syndicate I was telling
you about,” he whispered hoarsely in my ear, “for hunting
Shinroe with greyhounds. He was cited to appear last week,
and he didn’t turn up; he’ll be before you to-morrow. I
hope the Bench will have fellow-feeling for a fellow-creature 1"

The whisper ended in a wheezy cough that was Mr.
McCabe’s equivalent for a laugh. It was very close to my
ear, and it had somewhere in it the metallic click I had noticed
before. \

I grunted forbiddingly, and turned my back upon McCabe,
as far as it was possible to do so on an outside car, and we
hammered on through the darkness. Once the solitary lamp
illumined the prolonged countenance of a donkey, and once
or twice we came on a party of sheep lying on the road ; they
melted into the night at the minatory whistle that is dedicated
to sheep, and on each of these occasions the dentist’s dog
was shaken by strong shudders, and made a convulsive
attempt to spring from the car in pursuit. We were making
good travelling on a long down-grade, a smell of seaweed was
in the mist, and a salt taste was on my lips. It was very cold ;
I had no overcoat, my boots had plumbed the depths of many
bog-holes, and I found myself shivering like the dog.

It was at this point that I felt McCabe fumbling at his
game-bag, that lay between us on the seat. By dint of a
sympathy that I would have died rather than betray I divined
he was going to tap that fount of contraband fire that he
owed to the dentist’s dog. It was, apparently, a matter of
some difficulty ; I felt him groping and tugging at the
straps.

}) said to myself, waveringly : “Old blackguard! I won’t
touch it if he offers it to me.”

McCabe went on fumbling : “Damn these woolly gloves.
I can’t do a hand’s turn with them.”

In the dark I could not see what followed, but 1 felt him
raise his arm. There was a jerk, followed by a howl.

“Hold on!” roared McCabe, with a new and strange
utterance. “Thtop the horth! TI’ve dropped me teeth |”

The driver did his best, but with the push of the hill behind
her the mare took some stopping.

“Oh, murder! Oh, murder!” wailed McCabe, lisping
thickly. “I pulled them out o’ me head with the glove,

~%
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trying to get it offI” He scrambled off the car. “Give me
the lamp ! Me lovely new teeth

I detached the lamp from its socket with all speed, and
handed it to McCabe, who hurried back on our tracks.
From motives of delicacy I remained on the car, as did also
the rest of the party. A minute or two passed in awed
silence, while the patch of light went to and fro on the dark
road. It seemed an intrusion to offer assistance, and an
uncertainty as to whether to allude to the loss as “them” or
“it”” made inquiries a difficulty.

“For goodneth’ake have none o’ ye any matcheth, that
ye couldn’t come and help me ?”’ demanded the voice of
McCabe, in indignation, blurred pathetically by his gosling-
like lisp.

I went to his assistance, and refrained, with an effort, from
suggesting the employment of that al]-accomphehcd setter,
the dentist’s dog, in the search ; it was not the moment for
plcaqantry Not yet.

We crept along, bent double, like gorillas ; the long strips
of broken stones yielded nothmg, the long puddles between
them were examined in vain.

“T’ll give you half a crown this minute, McCabe,” said I
brutally, “if you’ll say ‘Sessions’ I”’

Here the Sergeant joined us, striking matches as he came.
He worked his way into the sphere of the car-lamp, he was
most painstaking and sympathetic, and his oblique allusions
to the object of the search were a miracle of tact.

“I see something white beyond you, Mr. McCabe,” he said
respectfully. “Might that be them |”

McCabe swung the lamp as indicated.

“No, it might not. It’s a pebble,” he replied, with pardon-
able 1rasc1b111ty I

Silence followed, and we worked our way up the hill.

“What’s that, sir ?”’ ventured the Sergeant, with some
excitement, stopping again and pointing. “I think I see the
gleam of the gold.”

“Ah, nonthenth, man! They’re vulcanite|” snapped
McCabe, more irascibly than ever.

The word nonsense was a disastrous effort, and I with-
drew into the darkness to enjoy it.

“What colour might vulcanite be, sir?” murmured a
voice beside me.
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Jerry had joined the search-party ; he lighted, as he spoke,
an inch of candle. On hearing my explanation, he remarked
that it was a bad chance, and at the same instant the inch of
candle slipped from his fingers and feil into a puddie.

“Divil mend ye for a candle! Have ye a match, sit? 1
haven’t a one left |”

As it happened, I had no matches, my oné, means of
making a light being a patent tinder-box.

“Have you a match there ?”’ I called out to the invisible
occupants of the car, which was sbout fifteen or twenty yards
away, advancing towards it as 1 spoke. The constable politely
jumped off and came to meet me.

As he was in the act of handing me his matchbox, the car
drove away down the hill.

I state the fact with the bald simplicity that is appropriate
to great disaster. To be exact, the yellow mare sprang from
inaction into a gallop, as if she had been stung by a wasp,
and had a start of at least fifty yards before either the carman
or the constable could get under weigh. The carman,
uttering shrill and menacing whistles, led the chase, the con-
stable, though badly hampered by his greatcoat, was a good
second, and the Sergeant, making the best of a bad start,
followed them into the night.

The yellow mare’s head was for home, and her load was
on its own legs on the road behind her; hysterical yelps
from the dentist’s dog indicated that he also was on his
own legs, and was, in all human probability, jumping at the
marce’s nose. As the rapturous beat of her hoofs died away
on the down-grade, 1 recalled the assertion that she had
pulled the lungs out of two men, and it seemed to me that
the prisoner had caught the psychological moment on the
hop. )

p“Thcy’ll not ketch him,” said McCabe, with the flat calm
of a broken man ; “not to-night, anyway. Nor for a week
maybe. He’ll take to the mountains.”

The silence of the hills closed in upon us, and we were
left in our original position, plus the lamp of the car, and
minus our guns, the dentist’s dog, and McCabe’s teeth.

Far, far away, from the direction of Coppeen Road, that
sinister outpost, where evil rumours were launched, and the
night trains were waylaid by the amber-bushes, a steady
tapping sound advanced towards us.
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“A motor-bike I’ ejaculated McCabe. “Take the light
and thtop him—he wouldn’t know what I wath thaying—if
he run over them they’re done for! For the love of rnerthy
tell him to keep the left thide of the road I

I took the lamp, and ran towards the bicyclist, waving it
as I ran. ‘The star, now a moon of acetylene ferocity, slack-
ened speed, and a voice behind it said :

“What’s up ?”

I stated the case with telegraphic brevity, and the motot-
bicycle slid slowly by me. Its rider had a gun slung across
his back; my lamp revealed a crammed game-bag on the

carrier behind him.
“Sorry I can’t assist you,”” he called back to me, keeping

carefully on thc left-hand side of the road, “but [ have an
appointment.” Then, as an afterthought, “There’s a first-
rate dentist in Owenford 1’ =

The red eye of its tail-light glowed a farewell and passed on,

like the rest, into the night.
I rejoined McCabe. He clutched my arm and shook it.

“That wath Jefferth! Jefferth, 1 tell yel The dirty
poacher! And hith bag full of our birdth I
It was not till the lamp went out, which it did some ten

minutes afterwards, that I drew McCabe from the scene of
his loss, gently, as one deals with the bereaved, and faced

with him the six-mile walk to Owenford.

(From ““In Mr. Knox’s Country”, by kind permissior of Messrs.
Longman, Green & Co.)
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THE PERSECUTION OF BRITISH FOOTMEN

IVIN remoke from the whirld: hockupied with the
umble dooties of my perfeshun, which moacely consists
of droring hale & beer for the gence who freguent my otel,
when Loy polittlicle efairs hinterest but suldum, and 1
confess that PuiLie habdigaded (the other day, as I read in
my noble & favorite Dispatch newspaper, where PUBLICOALER
is the boy for me), I cared no longer no mor than I did when
the chap hover the way went hoff without paying his rent.
No maw does my little MArY HaNN. I prommis you she
has enough to do in minding the bar and the babbies, to
eed the conwulsions of hempires of the hagonies of prostrick
kings. ‘

% ham what one of those littery chaps who uses our back
patlor calls a poker carranty on plitticle subjix. I don’t permit
’em to whex, worrit, or distubb me. My objick is to leaf a
good beer bisnis to little JeamEes, to sckewer somethink
comftable for my two gals, Mary Hann and HaNGELINA
(wherehof the latter, who has jest my blew his and yaller air,
is a perfick little Sherrybing to behold), and in case Grimb
DerH, which may appen to the best on us, should come &
scru me down, to leaf behind a somethink for the best wife
any gentleman hever ad—tied down of coarse if hever she
should marry agin. .

I shoodn’t have wrote at all, then, at this present juncter,
but for sugmstances which affect a noble and galliant body
of menn, of which I once was a hornmint ; I mean of the noble

erfesshn of Henglish footmen & livry suvvants, which has
llicen crooly pussicuted by the firoashus Paris mob. I love
my hold companions in harms, and none is more welcome,
when they ave money, than they at the Wheel of Fortune
Otel. 1 have a clubb of twenty for gentlemen outalivery,
which has a riunion in my front parlor; and Mr. Buck, my
lord Duke’s hown man, is to stand Godfather to the next
little PLusH as ever was.

79
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I call the attenshn of Europ, in the most solomon and
unpressive manner, to the hinjaries infligted upon my brutherin.
Many of them have been obleeged to boalt without receiving
their wagis; many of them is egsiles on our shaws: an
infewriate Parishn mob has tawn off their shoaldernots, laft
at their wenerable liveries and buttons, as they laff at every-
think sacred; and I look upon those pore men as nayther
mor nor less than marters, and pitty and admire them with
hallmy art.

I hoffer to those sacred rephugs (to such in coarse as can
pay their shott) an esylum under the awspitible root of JEAMES
PrusH of the Wheel of Fortune. Some has already come
here; two of em occupize our front garrits; in the back
Hattix there is room for 6 mor. Come, brave and dontless
Hemmigrants| Come, childring of Kilammaty for eight-
and-six a week ; an old member of the Cor hoflers you bed
and bord !

The narratif of the ixcapes and dangers which they have
gon through, has kep me and Mgs. P. hup in the bar to many
a midnike our, a-listening to them stories. My pore wife
cries her hi’s out at their nerations.

One of our borders, and a near relatif by the Grandmother’s
side, of my wife’s famly (though I despise buth, and don’t
bragg like some foax of my ginteel kmcxmns) is a man
wenerated in the whole profeshn, and lookt up as one of the
fust Vips in Europe. In this country (and from his likeness
when in his Vig to our rewered prelicks of the bentch of
bishops) he was called CAnTYBERRY—his reel name being
THoMAs. You never sor a finer sight than CANTYBERRY
on a levy day, a-seated on his goold fringed Ammer-cloth ;
a nozegy in his busm; his little crisp vig curling quite noble
over his jolly red phase ; his At laced hallover like a Hadmiral ;
the white ribbings in his ands, the pransing bay osses bcfor
him; and behind, his state carrldgc with MARQIIZ and
MARCHYNESS OF jONQUIL inside, and the galliant footmen
in yalla livery clinging on at the back | “Hooray I”’ the boys
used to cry hout, only to see CANTYBERRY arrive. Every
person of the extablishment called him “Sir”, his Master &
Missis inklewdid. ,He never went into the stayble, ixep to
smoke a segar; and when the state-carridge was hordered
(me and the JonquiLs live close together, the W of F being
sitiwated in a ginteal Court leading hout of the street), he sat
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In my front patlor, in full phig, reading the newspaper like
a Lord, until such time as his body-suvn’t called him, and
said Lorp and LADY JonQuiL was ready to sit behind him.
Then he went. Not a minnit sooner: not a minnit latter ;
and being elped hup to the box by 3 men, he took the ribbings,
and drove his employers, to the ressadencies of the nibillaty,
or the pallis of the Sovring.

Times is now, R how much changed with CANTYBERRY !
Last yer, being bribed by S1r TrHoMAS and LApY KICKLEBURY,
but chiefly, I fear, because this old gent, being intimat with
Butlers, had equired a tayste for Bergamy, and Clarick, and
other French winds, he quitted Lorp and LApy JoNQUIL’S
box for that of the KickrLesury famly, residing Rue Rivuly,
at Paris. He was rispected there—that CANTYBERRY is
wherehever he gocs; the King, the Hex-Kings coachmen,
were mear moughs compated to him; and when he eard the
Kings osses were sold the other day at 5o frongs apease, he
says they was deer at the money. ™

Well, on the 24th of Febbywerry, being so ableegin as to
drive Str T. and Lapy KICKLEBURY to dinner with the MARKEE
I’EPINARD, in the Fobug Sang Jermang, CANTYBERRY, Who
had been sittn all day reading Gallynanny, and playing at
cribbidge at a Marshong de Vang, and kawbsquinly was quite
hignorant of the ewcnts in progrice, found hisself all of a
sudding serowndid by a set of rewd fellers with pikes and
guns, hollerun and bellerin “Veevly liberty”, “Amore LEwy-
PuiLp”, &c.—“Git out of the way there”’, says CANTYBERRY,
from his box, a-vipping his osses.

The puple, as the French people call theirselves, came round
the carridge, rawring out “./4h Bah I’ Aristograt |

Lapy Kickresury looked hout. Her Par was in the
Cheese Mongering (olesale) way: and she never was called
an aristograt afor. ““Your mistaken, my good people,” says
she; “Je swee Onglase. Wece, boco, LADY KICKLEBURY, jé vay
diner avee Munseer D’EppYNAR” ; and so she went a-jabbring
on; but I’m blest if the Puple would let her pass that way.
They said there was a barrygade in the street, and turning
round the eds of CANTYBERRY’s osses, told him to drive down
the next street. He didn’t understand, but was reddy to drop
hoff his perch at the Hindignaty hoffered the British Vip.

Now they had scarce drove down the next street at a tarin
gallop, (for when aggrywated, CANTYBERRY drives like madd,
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to be sure), when lowinbyold, they come on some more puple,
more pikes, more guns, the pavement hup, and a Buss spilt
on the ground, so that it was impawsable to pass.

“Git out of the carridge,” rors the puple, and a feller ina
cock at, (of the Pollypicnic School, CANTYBERRY says, though
what that is he doant No), comes up to the door, while hothers
old the osses, and says, “Milads, il faut descendres” ; which
means, you must git out.

“Mway ne vu pas, Moi LADY KICKLEBURY,” cries out my
LApy, waggling her phethers and diminds, and screaming
like a Macaw. -

“I] le fo pourtong” says the Pollypicnic scholard: very
polite, though he was ready to bust with laffin hisself.
“We must make a barrygade of the carridge. The cavilry
is at one end of the street, the hartillary at the other; there’ll
be a fight presently, and out you must git.”

Lapy KICKLEBURY set up a screaming louder than hever,
and I warrant she hopped out pretty quick this time, and the
hoffiser, giving her his harm, led her into a kimmis shop,
and give ier a glas of sallyvalattaly.

Meanwild ERRY sat puffin like a grampus on his
box, his face as red as Ceilingwhacks. His osses had been led
out before his hi’s, his footmen—French minials, unwuthy
of a livry—had fratynized with the Mobb, and TuoMmas
CANTYBERRY sat aloan.

“Descends mong gros I” cries the mobb; (which Intup-
prited is “Come down, old fat un”;) “come off your box,
we’re goin to upset the carridge.”

“Never,” says TaoMAs, for which he knew the French;
and dubbling his phist, he igsclaimed, “Jammy Dammy|” He
cut the fust man who sprang hon the box, hover the fase and
I’s ; he delivered on the nex feller’s nob. But what was THOMAS
CANTYBERRY against a people in harms ? They pulled that
brave old man off his perch. They upset his carridge—
bis carridge beside a buss. When he comes to this
Eint of his narratif, TroMAs always busts into tears and calls

or a fresh glas.

He is to be herd of at my bar: and being disingaged
hoffers hisself to the Nobillaty for the enshuing seasn. His
tums is ninety Ibs. per hannum, the purchesing of the hanni-
mals and the corn, an elper for each two osses : ony to drive
the lozd and lady of the famly, no drivin at night excep to
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Ofishl parties, and two vigs drest a day during the seasn.
He objex to the country, and won’t go abrod no more., In
a country (sezee) where I was ableeged to whonder abowt
disguised out of livery, amongst a puple who pulled my vig
off before my face, THOMAs will never mount box agin.

And I eplaud him. And as long as he has enough to pay
his skaw, my house is a home for this galliant Hegsile.
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SPARE A PENNY

I

YT HE Lady Lisa Heaven, one of the most beautiful girls

in Society, emerged bonelessly ffom her stately motor
car and stood for a second on the s)avcmcnt to let everything
settle back into place again. Really it was her father’s car,
but Lord Tombs, a learned recluse with the longest beard in
the House of Lords, seldom emerged from his library in
Berkeley Square, where he engaged himself in writing his
psychic masterpiece : From En- Dor Onwards.

Lisa then rang the bell of a smart house in Cumberland
Place and a footman led her to the gold drawing-room
where Meriel Houp was entertaining a choice selection of
her girl friends.

Happy cries greeted Lisa as though she had returned
from a five-year stay in darkest Africa: “My dyeh |I”’ “Lisa,
how divine you look I’ “Darling, you’re simply wonder
ful I”” and Meriel Houp became at once the soul of hospitality.

“Precious, what cocktail would you like—Mad Dog,
Sleeping Tiger, Naughty Girl, Hopeless Dawn, Soul’s Ruin ?
Or of course there are ether and amyl nitrate for such as like
them.”

“I doubt if the average engine runs well on doped fuel,>
demurred a hard-birten damsel who raced at Brooklands.
“Give me the good old fifty-fifty Benzole mixture—half
gin and half Italian.”” .

“I’ll have to have a2 Mad Dog, Meriel,” the youngest
of the party said plaintively. “I promised Mummy I wouldn’t
touch ether until 1 was eighteen.”

They curved their lithe limbs into settees and arm-chairs
and lifted their glasses to scarlet lips. Then Meriel held
up a manicured paw for silence.

“Listen,” she said. ‘I bave an idea for a perfectly psice-
less rag.” -~

®
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“Oh, Metriel, you too-quaint thing.”

“Well, Sulks Hethermoor really thought of it at the
Come-On Club last night—you know, the place where that
priceless Cicassian girl dances with no clothes on. We each
choose from the telephone directory four men whose names
begin with the first four letters of our first Christian names,
and write to them for subscriptions for some charity. Every-
one puts two pounds in the kitty, and the one who collects
the most money from her four men scoops the kitty and
gives a party for the rest.”

“Meriel, how stabbing I’

“How wounding I’

“How too desperately homicidal I”?

“I felt comparatively gouged myself when Sulks threw
up the idea. There are about twenty-five of us, and Agnello,
the manager of the Come-On, said he’d do us proud if we
gave the party there. It doesn’t matter what charity you pick.
Anything that sounds likely to wring the hard hearts of
telephone subscribers will do.”

» Waking next morning when her maid brought her eatly
tea, Lisa pursued an idea through the fumes of last night’s
cocktails and cigarettes, and the memories of certain routs
or hugging-matches in which she had taken part. She sat
up in bed, an adorable sight, and blinked pathetically at
Minchin. The hair of Lisa was like fine-spun gold, the line of
her arched plucked eyebrows as narrow as the border-line
between sin and virtue, her grey eyes were like Atlantic seas,
and no man could look at her face without wanting to kiss
her, unless, of course, he was married. And then there swam
into her bemused brain details of the thing Meriel had told
her to do, and she wondered who could supply her with
a list of charities. The butler, she supposed. It wasn’t cook’s
work or housemaid’s work and one never expected such
things of outdoor servants. She raised a milk-white arm,
pointed a resolute finger at Minchin and said :

“Tell Faversham to get me a list of charities out of some
newspaper or something. And I want all the telephone
directory, every volume from one to 2 hundred, and a writing-
block, and one of those pencil things to write with. And
do .hurry, Minchin, and don’t creep about like a snail with
a bad conscience. You give me the heebie-jeebies.”

Presently Minchin returned with a newspaper cutting,
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the volumes of the telephone directory, each in a case of
scarlet morocco leather, with the crest of the Tombs and their
motto (“I get what I can”) in gold, a writing-block, and six
beautifully sharpened pencils. Lisa put down her teacup,
lit a cigarette and studied the list of charities.

“ ‘Happy Homes for Decayed Fishmongers® sounds good
to me,” she murmured. ‘I adore caviare and lobster and
every fishmonger ought to have a happy home to decay in
when decay sets in. Now I've got to pick four blighters from
the directory whose names begin with L, and I, and S, and
A.”

Glancing down the L’s, she found herself attracted by
the name of Lavender, Jack. “A spot of lavender ought to
do stout work among all these decaying fishmongers,” she
teflected, and wrote him down : Lavender, Jack, 19 Nairobi
Mansmns Maida Vale.

Among the I’s, Iggins, George, riveted her attention.
She relinquished the telephone book and stared across the
room. ‘“Nothing the matter with my eyesight,”” she decided,

“and yet how can such things be ? They must have left out
the H. No one was ever called Iggins.” However, she wrote
him down also: Iggins, George, Ltd., Mfr., ¢85 Gardenia
Street, Whitechapel. From the S’s she selected, after long
thought, Snatchley, Derek Vane, 1000 Curzon Street, W.
One seemed to need a little tone after Maida Vale and White-
chapel. The A’s left her in not the slightest doubt. No
gitl of taste could pass by Abalab, William, 1049 Rebecca
Terrace, Balham. ‘““Too marvellous, whether you spell
him frontwards or backwards,”” Lisa exclaimed with a happy
sigh, throwing the telephone books on the floor. “And
now to write them their letters. How stabbingly pep-giving
for the humble toilers of Whitechapel and Maida Vale when
they find the coronetted envelopes on their breakfast tables |”’

Later in the day she sent each of them the same appeal :

Dear Mr. Lavender,
Iggins,
Snatchley,
Abalab,
I am writing to ask you if you would be so kind as to con-
tribute to the fund 1 am collecting in aid of Happy Homes for
Decayed Fishmongers. If you could see, as 1 bave seen, oar fish-
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mongers in their decay, I am sure you would realize, as I do, the
wrgency of their case. I need hardly remind you that without owr
fisbmongers our brave fishermen would toil in vain, and our brave
fishermen, as we all know, constitute our last line of defence if the
Nayy lets us down. ’

No sum is too large or too small to be recesved gratefully at
this address by ~
Yours sincerely,

Lisa Heaven.

Although Lisa pursued with good heart the murky round
of a Society beauty and spent an entire afternoon being
drilled as a bridesmaid, for the Guards have nothing on the
authorities of St. Zthelfrith’s, Grosvenor Square, in the way
of discipline, and woe-betide the bridesmaid who fails to
keep her dressing, she began subconsciously to look forward
to the arrival of the postman. On the following day the blood
mantled her cheeks, though fortunately her make-up con-
cealed the fact, when she beheld an envelope addressed in
strange handwriting and postmarked Maida Vale. Tecaring
it open, she read :

19 Nairobi Mansions, Maida Vale.
Your Grace,
When I got Your Grace’s kind letter about the fishmongers
I said to myself although times are hard, Jack, you have got to do
your bit so I enclose 25. apologizing for the smallness of the sum
but times are bad just now we are showing at the Knightsbridge
Empire this week and if Your Grace could find time to take a
box it would give the show a push-off owr own turn is a knock out.
Always yours sincer:ly.
Jack Lavender (Miss)
S pecaality Dancer.

Lisa threw down the letter and nearly wept with despair.
“Disqualified in the first round. [ might just as well
have tried to enter a colt for the Oaks. But how on earth
could I know Jack Lavender was a girl ? What positively

death-dealing luck I’
She pushed the postal order into a drawer, scribbled a

letter of thanks, and flung herself once more into the empty
round of gaiety.
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The butler, entering Lisa’s sitting-room where, at six-
thirty p.m. she was managing to snatch a brief rest, announced :

“There is a person by the name of Higgins asking for you,
m'Jady.”

Lisa turned a languid head, and then her subtle woman’s
instinct sent a message to her brain. Struggling for calm,
she replied :

“You mean Iggins, not Higgins, Faversham.”

“The person did indeed give his name as Iggins, m’lady,
but I attributed it to a neglected education.”

“What does Mr. Iggins look like, Faversham ?”

“He is well-spoken and respectably dressed, m’lady. If
I might venture to say so, m’lady, I should put him down
as either insurance or vacuum sweepers.”

“I will see him, Faversham. Show him in here and if
anyone calls or rings up, I’'m not at home.”

“Very good, m’lady.”

Mecanwhile, far below in the echoing marble hall, George
Iggins, as we must call him, sat wiping his damp hands on
his handkerchicef, the prey of beautiful yet acute emotion.

For more than twelve long months he had worshipped
Lisa from afar, A growing collection of cuttings from the
gossip columns of the newspapers and the shinier weeklies
occupied his scanty leisure. He knew all about her summet
holiday at Juan les Pins, her prowess at winter sports, her
bedroom decorated by Léts, the celebrated neo-primitive
artist, and Chiswick, her Afghan wolf-hound. Once, greatly
daring, he had bought a programme from her at a charity
matinde and watched in admiring silence while with adorable
absence of mind, she gave his change to somebody else.
His legs almost refused to function when eventually a man-
servant appeared before him and said : “Her Ladyship will
sec you, sit. Will you please come this way ?”

They rose in the lift to the first floor, and George followed
the manservant along a stately corridor, his feet sinking
ankle-deep into the rich carpet. The manservant threw open
a door and intoned: ‘Mr. Iggins, m’lady,” and George
tottcred in. ‘The manservant closed the door, and George
was alone with his divinity.

He saw her sitting, so slim and beautiful, on a brocaded
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settee. One rounded limb was crossed over the other and a
wisp of summer frock accentuated her lovely fragility. No
one, least of all, George, would have suspected she could
dance all night and consume beer and sausages in quantity
at four a.m. She smiled automatically and he heard a clear
high voice say: “Good afternoon, Mr. Iggins. This is very
kind of you. Won’t you sit down ?*” A slender hand indicated,
with a vague §esturc, the other corner of the settee. Some-
how George found himself sitting beside Lisa at no more
than arm’s length.

Had he but known her emotion was scarcely less acute
than his. She had expected to see a stout man in middle
life with a soup-strainer moustache capable of arresting even
unfilterable microbes, a fancy waistcoat across which straggled
a vast gold watch-chain, and heavy breathing. Instcad she
perceived a good-looking young man of perhaps twenty-
cight in a neat blue suit, wearing a wrist-watch.

“It was awf’ly kind of you to write me that letter, Lady
Lisa,” George began, gathering his poor wits together. “Of
course I should love to subscribe. I thought perhaps you
wouldn’t mind my asking how much people are giving. One
likes to—er—do the right thing as it were.”

Those were his words, but his heart sang madly: “I
am sitting on a settee next to the most beautiful girl in the
world. I wouldn’t swap this settee for a front seat in paradise.
George, old lad, you’ll go out into the night after this all
shot to pieces, but live for the moment and hang the con-
sequences.” .

“It was awf’ly kind of you to call,” Lisa told him. Her
mind failed completely to concentrate as it should have
done on the needs of decayed fishmongers. She could only
admire the crisp dircctness of this attractive young man, so
different from the languid Guardsmen, diplomats and other
male nit-wits who thronged about her like moths round a
candle. No one had given her such a thrill for months. She
wished she knew the kind of sum people in Whitechapel
were in the habit of subscribing to charities. “I should give
just whatever you like,”” she suggested. “In these hard times
one has to think of oneself little as one may wish to.” »

“What made you write to me, of all people ?”> George
asked finally, little realizing that he could scarcely have asked
a more embarrassing question. Lisa reflected for a momeat.
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“T had a sort of list, you see. I thought your name sounded
rather nice. And then Gardenia Street—a man who lived
in a strect with a name like that couldn’t help having a generous
nature.

“Evidently you’ve never seen Gardenia Street.”

“No, Mr. Iggins,” Lisa answered on a sudden impulse,
“but I should love to. Coulda’t you take me there one day
and show me your factory. What sort of factory is it, by the
way ?”’

“As a matter of fact we manufacture carnival novelties—
balloons and paper hats and squeakers and that sort of
thing.”

“How petfectly divine! I simply love balloons. And
pethaps before now I've worn one of the paper hats you
manufacture. Mr. Iggins, will you promise to let me see
your factory one day ?”’

“I doubt if you’d really care for it, Lady Lisa. Perhaps
if you were to go down on a Sunday when things are quiet
and inspect the neighbourhood we might decide about the
factory later on. I’m always free on Sundays.”

“Then will you call for me next Sunday at eleven? We
can go in the car. I’m so tired of the emptiness of my ordinary
existence. I want to sec life in the raw. You will have a
cocktail before you go, won’t you, Mr. Iggins ?*> She paused,
and added tactfully : “Or of course there’s beer if you prefer
it. Sotne people do. A great deal of beer’s being drunk
just now.” )

“Thanks ever so much; I'd love a cocktail.”

“Then would you mind pressing the bell ?”’

The footman brought the cocktails and Lisa and George
dallied with them in heavenly converse. It was obvious to
each of them that he or she was in love. A tender and simul-
taneous passion had bridged the ghastly gulf which yawns
between Whitechapel and Betkeley Square. When at last
he had gone, Lisa, her palm still tingling from contact with
George’s in a farewell clasp, threw herself recklessly on the
scttee and faced the situation.

“I adote him,” she confessed aloud. ““He has the pep and
kick of a two-fisted he-man and what are social barriers to me
in a case like that ? I shall marry him and share his home
in Gardenia Street, and go out and buy the fish and chips for
our supper. I shall live where the tide of life runs fiercely
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and when T don’t behave myself George will probably give me
a thick ear.”

She felt one small, rose pink, shell-like ear tenderly,
and smiled. In imagination she could hear George roaring
for his fish and chips and cursing her with vermilion oaths
because they weren’t ready.

Meanwhile George had gone forth into Berkeley Square
hurried round the corner and stepped furtively into a waiting
Rolls-Royce. The chauffeur drove him respectfully to a tall
house in a fashionable quarter of Kensington. A pretty
patlourmaid opened the door and took his hat and stick.
George went into the library and mixed himself a whisky-and-
soda ?rom ingredients on a side table. His nerves were strung
up to a high pitch of excitement by his meeting with Lisa
and he considered the future anxiously.

“She thinks I’'m poor and live in Gardenia Street,”” he
reflected. “When she finds out her mistake will she despise
me for 2 humbug or will love triumph in spite of my
deception ? Well I must bath and change for dinner and hope
for the best.”

They served him dinner in a stately room overlooking
the garden. Hardly had coffee and brandy been taken into
the library when the telephone rang and the voice of George’s
Continental agent came over the wire.

“Please fill these urgent orders,” said the voice. “Two
thousand false noses and five thousand paper hats for the
League of Nations Carnival on the 29th, to be delivered at
Geneva in a fortnight’s time. A quarter of a million ditto
for the Jugo-Czechian National Féte next month, delivered
at Gstitz, Ditto for the Pan-Russian Congress at Pinsk in
guly, including three thousand hats symbolical of the Volga

oatmen. I shall confirm this in writing as a firm order.”

“O.K.,” George answered, scribbling furiously on a
pad. “It means taking on another hundred hands, but I’ll
arrange that in the morning. I assume the price quoted shows
the usual fifty per cent profit less ten per cent commission ?”’

“That is so. I’m hoping to land also the contract for
the All-Poland Glee-Singing Contest. They always wind
up with a fancy dress dance. Good-bye.” ,

On Sunday morning after breakfast, George took a bus
as far as the Ritz Hotel and walked the remaining distance
o Berkeley Square. Outside No. 3000 the stately motor cat
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of Lord Tombs stood waiting. The same footman admitted
George and he waited feverishly in the hall for the arrival
of Lisa. She came at last, barely a quarter of an hour late,
in a little frock of tender green. Her roseleaf hand stole
into his for a brief second and then they were in the car,
gliding towards Gardenia Street with George conning the
chauffeur, who had never been east of Temple Bar, through
the telephone. Finally they drew up before a modest building
with “George Iggins, Ltd.”” lettered over the entrance.
Little did Lisa know it was only the clerks’ office, and that
George’s great factory, covering several acres, stood but a
hundred yards farther on. Lisa gazed at the clerks’ office
with bright eyes and parted lips.

“All the result of your own industry,”” she murmured in
& rapt voice, “and I’ve never even ecarned the price of a pair of
stockings. And now won’t you show me where you live.
Is it that house with the lace curtains next door ?”

Fortunately George was not a captain of industry for
nothing and his brain worked swiftly.

“I’'m afraid it would be a little awkward to-day, Lady
Lisa. I had to dismiss my charwoman and at the moment
I’ve put up at—er—a local inn. As soon as I find a new
charwoman——""

But Lisa’s attention was distracted by the passage of a
clanging monster at the end of the street.”

“Oh|” she exclaimed, “that’s a tram.” She knew that
after she married George, trams must replace a car as her means
of transport. “Couldn’t we go home in a tram? I’ve
never ridden on a tram in all my life, and they look simply
fascinating.”

Cruelly marooning the outraged chauffeur in an uncharted
wilderness, Lisa and George boarded a tram.. Lisa climbed
to the top deck of the vast conveyance and sat with shining
eyes while it thundered along. It seemed symbolic of her
future life, vibrant and riotous and inexpensive. They des-
cended for luncheon—*I shall be calling it dinner, one day,”
Lisa reminded herself with a beating heart—at one of Messts.
Tiger’s depots and consumed fish cake and stewed steak and
tomatoes and nut sundaes made ambrosial by the divine
sauce of love. Afterwards they rode on more trams to Balham,
Clapham, Brixton, Lewisham, Peckham, Putney, Tooting,
Wimbledon and Woolwich south of the Thames; and
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Camden Town, Finsbury Park, Hackney, Holloway, Islington,
Kentish Town, Stoke Newington, and Hammersmith north
of it. Finally George took Lisa home on a bus and deposited
her tired, but happy, on her doorstep.

“You must come and see me soon,” she insisted. “Come
to tea one day and let us have a long talk.” Then, realizing
with a blush that he was accustomed to a kipper or some
other relish with his tea, she added hastily : “I expect that’s
too early for you, though. Come and have a cocktail instead.
Pl ring you up at Gardenia Street and fix a date.”

III

Next day when, at six-thirty p.m. she was endeavouting
to snatch a brief rest from the tedious round of pleasure and
lay supine on the brocaded settee drcaming joyously of
George, the butler entered Lisa’s sitting-room wearing 2
grave expression.

“1 beg your pardon, m’lady, but there is a Mt. Abalab
in the hall desiring to see your ladyship.”

“Abalab ? Abalab? Oh, yes, 1 remember. What’s he
like, Faversham ?”’

“He is a venerable figure, m’lady. His beard is even
longer than that of his lordship.”

“Faversham, do think what you’re saying. No beard
could possibly be longer than Daddy’s.”

“It is not my place to contradict your ladyship, but his
lordship’s beard reaches to his waist. Mr. Abalab’s beard
extends to within a few inches of his knces. He is in the
nature of what is known in vulgar circles as a King Beaver.”

“You may send him up, Faversham, but I do hope he
won’t moult all over the carpet.”

Lisa then lowered her feet to the ground and prepared to
welcome this patriarchal subscriber to Happy Homes for
Decayed Fishmongers. A moment later Mr. Abalab was
ushered in.

She realized at once that Faversham had not exaggerated.
Mr. Abalab’s beard indeed reached almost to his knees,
sweeping majestically over a black frock coat. The vast dome
of Mr. Abalab’s head was bald, and piercing eyes gazed from
beneath his scraggy brows. He stood about five fect seven
in his elastic-sided boots.
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Requesting the human wind-vane before her to be seated,
Lisa went on courteously : “It is indeed good of you to come
and see me about the subject of my letter, Mr. Abalab.”

Mt. Abalab sat down and from the thick natural entangle-
ment which concealed his mouth a voice proclaimed solemnly :

“Hail, Princess!| ‘The sign which I have long awaited
has been vouchsafed. I and the faithful await your pleasure.”

“I beg your pardon, Mr. Abalab ?”

“I am a prophet,” explained Mr. Abalab, his words
slightly muffled by the waving prairie of beard, “the prophet
of the Osophites. It was foretold long ago that a princess
should appear to us who would bring in the millennium.
As soon as I received your letter I realized, being psychic,
that you were that princess. It is laid upon me to Zfzring you
the royal crown which has been handed down to me from
prophet to prophet I’

“Where is the crown ?”’ asked Lisa, who, like most girls,
was fond of jewellery, but Mr. Abalab shook his head in a
gesturc recalling a brecze stirring the tree-tops of the forest.

“I haven’t it with me,” he exclaimed. ‘Psychic as T am
I required visual confirmation of my belief. Now that I
see you I am perfectly convinced. I will bring you the crown
at this time to-morrow if that would suit Your Highness.
We can discuss the future, for you have a great part to play
in rescuing the world from its present troubles. I see you
leading civilization out of the morass, riding on a white
horse.”

Lisa knew quite well she was going to live in Gardenia
Street with George, riding upon a tram, but the idea of the
crown intrigued her and she hastened to fall in with Mr.
Abalab’s suggestion. Before he could reply, Faversham
appeared once more.

“Pardon me, m’lady, but there is a2 Mr. Snatchley in the
hall who desires to see you.”

“What is he like, Faversham 2’

_“Mr. Snatchley is a gentleman, m’lady.”

““Very well. Let him come up. I’m sure you won’t mind,
Mr. Abalab. He’s just someone else interested in Decayed
Fishmongers.”

Directly Mr. Snatchley appeared, Lisa could see that he
belonged indeed to the effete aristocracy. His beautiful
double-breasted lounge suit obviously came straight from

D
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Savile Row, and more, he wore the Old Hartonian tie. He
greeted her with the quiet confidence of one accustomed to
mixing in good society, and then shot a piercing glance at
Mr. Abalab. C

“Perhaps I could see you privately later on, Lady Lisa ?”
he suggested with well-bred tact. ‘I have a certain com-
munication to make if I may.”

At this moment Lord Tombs drifted vaguely into the
room, apparently having mistaken it for his library. He gazed
at its occupants with the absent-mindedness of a recluse,
but on perceiving Mr. Abalab his eyes flashed.

“You have a longer beard than I have,” he exclaimed.

“I am an older man than you are,” replied Mr. Abalab
not without dignity.

“I consider it damned bad form, and in my own house,
too,” Lotd Tombs said coldly, and went out again, There-
upon Mr. Abalab rose and made his farewell.”

‘“To-morrow at this hour,” he reminded Lisa, and made
a majestic exit. Instantly 2 change came over Mr. Snatchley.

“You are the Lady Lisa Heaven ?’ he inquired crisply.

“Yes, Mr. Snatchley.”

“I am Detective-Inspector Snatchley, a police officer, and
I am prepared to hear any explanation you may have as to
why you should not be charged with gathering alms inasmuch
as you sent me a letter dated the third instant from this
address soliciting aid on behalf of Happy Homes for Decayed
Fishmongers.”

“But why not, Mr. Snatchley ? I was doing what I could
to help a good cause.” .

“I communicated at once with the orgamzation and I
have a letter signed Angela Ramsbotham, Secretary, denying
that you had any authority from them to collect money.”

Lisa had figured in too many night-club raids not to
know the etiquette of the situation. “If you are a police
officer, Mr. Snatchley, of course you have your warrant
card ?”’ she suggested, and with a grave inclination of the
head he produced it. Thereupon Lisa realized that the only
thing to do was to come clean. Inspector Snatchley listened
patiently.

“As you were under a misapprehension,” he explained,
“we need not proceed in the matter, but you laid yourself
open to a charge of gathering alms. If you did it in the
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street while playing, let us say, the bagpipes, that would be
lawful, for then you would be offering value, or for a con-
sideration to do or refrain from doing a thing, that is to io
on playing for those who could bear it and refrain for the
benefit of those who couldn’t. By the way what was
that man with a beard doing here ?”

““That was my father. He lives here.”

“No, no; the one with the longer beard, who wore a
frock coat.”

Half-guiltlly Lisa explained, and Inspector Snatchley
frowned.

“I ought to warn you, Lady Lisa, that he is well known
to the police as a fence or receiver of stolen goods. I think
I’d much better be concealed in the room when he returns
to-morrow. I could easily hide behind those curtains.”

“But how thrilling. Do stay and have 2 cocktail and
tell me how you became a policeman. I mean you don’t
seern like a policeman. I mean that tie you’re wearing, and
your address in Curzon Street *

Inspector Snatchley produced a gold cigarette-case and
offered it. “You see, Lady Lisa, things have changed in the
Force. The Council schools nowadays turn out mere bookish
idealists. They do quite well in the finger-print and lost
property depattments, but for the rough stuff of police work
one needs the public schools. My division, for instance, is
known as Harton’s Own. We specialize in the West End.
We belong to all the best clubs and can keep an eye on the
drinking habits of bishops and the high stakes for which
Guards officers play Vingt-et-un and crown and anchor. I
assure you that to-day in 