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A FLASH-BACK

« All very well in the old days, wasn’t it, Mr. Barratt?
But you don’t get many chances of kicking your shoes off
now, what with Home Guard and fire-watching. But does
that worry me? Not a bit. I’'m as comfortable iz my

Barratts as I am owut of them. I got ready for the war

in advance, by deciding to

Walk the Barratt way

Barratts, Northampton—and branches all over the country.
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Bof water. ..
(Bhats patyiotism)

a tablet of
WRIGHTS

( thats practioel )

' Gad sirt They're right about
Wright's. What a magnificent
lather with just a spot of warm
water {or cold if you're a spartan).
And what a clean job of work
after a night on duty. And what
a fine reconditioning for another
day's work.

WRIGHT'S Coal Tar Soap

One tablet—one coupon
73d. per tablet (tax included)

UNDER

and figures about

thr.' war cffort of British

Railways are quite rightly

kept “under cover.” There

is small wisdom in giving

gratuitous information 1o an
inquisitive enemy.

But known facts plus a little
imagination reveal a story of
enormous industry and
resourceful organisation.

The railways, apart from'the
domestic transport needs of
the country,: are called upon

to haul a gigantic amount of
sdditional traffic.

BRITISH

GWR - LMS

ILLUSTRATED—March 13, 1943

COVER

Imports from overseas, and
exports for war zones are -
conveyed by rail. Work-
people in ever-growing
thousands are carried to and
from factories, both old and
new. Troops coming and
troops going are transported
by rail

In 1ace of these extra bur-
dens, in face of increased
difficulties in operation and the
irying conditions of blackout,
is there any wonder that
facilities for domestic passenger
travel have had to be substan-
tially currailed ? :

RAILWAYS

LNER - SR

Canymg tbe War Load

COUPON FREE KNITTING is an exciting
new leaflet (price 4d.) which tells you
how to conjure up brand new woollies
from old ones. It is packed with clever practical
hints. Gives you instructions for knitting up new

or old wool. Full of pictures and ideas. . . your
dealer has it.
Note. It’s an investment to spend a few coupons

on wool, occasionally, A new woollie lasts ages,
Good wool

an old woollie will make a new one.
has a double life.

Issued by the makers of

putsa brilliant polish
on all floors

Miliions of women say that this
amazing Johnson’s Wax Polish
keeps floors, furniture, lino and
woodwork—bright, sparkling and
mirror-like. Size B 10}d. C 1/6d.

PRl o et g

your nlm,
size saves you money in the long run.

T iy
JOHNSON'S
WAX POLISH

COMPARE THE ENERGY VALUES!
CALORIES
tfor )

S.C_.phu-lh-.l.ﬂ..'w-umﬁ

" WISH THEY WERE AN ISSUE"

No wonder the Servicesgo for
Mars in a big way. There’s

* more quick energy in these
chunky candy bars than in
many highly recommended
encrgy foods (see chart). In
fact, they are packed with
delicious goodness — choco-
late to sustain, glucose to
energise, separated milk to
nourish. And when you get
them, spread and prolong
your enjoyment —by cutting
them up into slices.
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Nnght mare

of your neglected wife.
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Jap officer reads coloured war news to Anglo- Amencan prisoners
(above) while leaflets, copied from Hollywood posters (left) are
dropped over Allied lines m a childish attempt to break our morale

JAP
Propaganda

Intense and elaberate propaganda, closely modelled on
the Mazi pattern, accompanies Japanese military
campaigns. First copies of Japanese propaganda magazines
ever fo reach this country enable ILLUSTRATED fo present
the war in the East as seen through Japanese eyes

SHREWD, observant cartoonist of
the American magazine, The

New Yorker, recently depicted

the war in the Far Eastern jungles. He
showed Japanese snipers hidden in the
trees looking significantly like a few
gorillas on nearby branches,

“ Careful, mate,”’ said one of the Allied
soldiers to his comrade who aimed to

_ shoot, “hit only those with a uniform

on!”

I was reminded of this cartoon when I
saw Freedom in Shanghai in the English
language and intended to present, in
words and pictures, the Japanese war—

-

as Japan wants the English-speaking
world to see it.

Even though these stories were written
and the pictures taken before the Allied
offensives in New Guinea, China and
Burma started, when the war in the
East still brought setbacks and sad dis-
appointments, it makes “one wonder
whether European imagination has not
surrounded it with too many strange,
mysterious and nearly frightening
aspects,

Looking at pictures from Japanese
sources, even bearing in mind that they
were issued for the sake of propaganda,
we may well be able to see the war in

OVER m=mp
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One of the carefully proved official Japanese propaganda photographs. It is pu ing
to show how happy and contented are prisoners of war and civilian internees

rison camp is ““ one long stretch of relaxation.”

order of Japanese, but to find relief from heat

According to the Japanese, life in a
Internees are shaving their heads, not

American and British officers in prison camps are regularly called into conference

with Japanese officers, Japanese propagandists declare. Here is one of the open-air
round-table conferences in session with some Anglo-American captives taking part

Jaé Propaganda—continied

the East in more accurate proportions.

It does not, after all, seem so much
different from war against the Germans.

A propaganda campaign accompanies
their conquests and tries to convince the
world how much happiness they bring
to conquered territories. They strike the
note of “freedom” with monotonous
insistence, They preach “Asia for the
Asiatics.’”” A “War of Liberation” is
their keynote and the “New Order”
is as much in evidence in Japan's Asia as
it is in Nazi Europe.

Japanese propagandists make great
play with the “heroic, jubilant, happy,

conquering Japanese soldiers and blue-

jackets.’” They photograph their “ clear-
cut faces,”” their smart appearance—
exactly as the Germans did before their
troops experienced the bitter lesson of
defeat and ceased to look so truculently
triumphant.

In flowery language Japanese pro-
pagandists maintain  that, though
Japanese occupation is as complete as
the * Darkness of the Night "—whatever
that means—it has always been carried
out “with no serious after-effects.”’

A large gang of Japanese photog-
raphers has been sent out to produce pic-
tures of European and Chinese civilians
in Japanese-occupied territories being
almost pampered.

But the reporters carefully distinguish
between “registrants” (usually “enemy
aliens ” reporting to the Japanese police),
“anticipants” (neutrals who do not
know what is going to happen with them)
and “ emigrants ” (who are leaving rather
than waiting to experience Japanese
rule).

How the Nazi pattern of conquest has
been somewhat paralleled in the East is
reflected in propaganda features showing
“creation” of new opportunities, “ pro-
duction” going full speed ahead under
Japanese supervision, “distribution” of
food and the like.

Normal life follows occupation, so the
Japanese say.

Neither is the element of terror omitted
from this spate of propaganda. It has
its uses in Asia, too.

“What war means,” is a regular
slogan, with dive-bombers and destruc-
tion playing their part in warning would-

be defenders in other areas of their
possible fate if they should resist the
Japanese.

The familiar motif of “ what we have,
we hold * does not sound strange in the
Japanese version and it is embellished
by pictures of fortifications, defensive
artillery, anti-aircraft towers and police
forces who “guarantee quiet and
order."’

Skilfully, the Japanese propagandists
proceed to play on Anglo-Saxon senti-
ments, transform their slogan into
“ Japan rules the waves,’’ or “the Japs
are coming.”” Now they are on “The
Road to Mandalay."'

You are reminded of German com-
plaints in Russia when a Jap writer
assures us that "“Scorched earth has
caused more damage than Japanese
bombs."”” How they would have liked
to put their hands on the wealth of the
Far East while it was still intact.

Somehow, however, the Japanese seem
rather cunning and realistic in their
approach to other Asiatic people. They
know what bad reputations they have
and as soon as they conquer a place they
assure the population of their “best
intentions.”’

The stage and the screen are roped
in for propaganda purposes and sex-
appeal is by no means neglected:
“Flowers of Filmland,”’ they maintain
“Support the New Order.”' They look
nice, too!

Their photographers are suspiciously
alert whenever an anti-British, anti-
Chiang Kai-shek or anti-American
demonstration is staged and no oppor-
tunity is missed to make fun of
democracy.

Through it all run the usual fascist
boasts of Japanese strength, sneers at
Britain and America and a large dose of
morbid Japanese glorification of death.

That is how the Japanese present their
war to the world.

They do it in English and in Urdu,
in Russian and in Chinese. The examples
at hand in this country today—grown a
little old in transit—have all the charac-
teristics of German cocksureness a few
months ago.

We shall read a different Japanese
story before long.

Willi Frischauer
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* He did his duty,”” the Japs say of Commander Wooley, R.N., a British naval officer ' Described as ** The British Flight Captain Bowden™ this young airman whiles
who was rescued after his ship went down. His alleged broadcast was never heard away his time in a prison camp playing patience. Japs say ‘' It soothes his nerves!”
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Japanese always try to impose their “ civilizdtion” on prisoners of war and civilian | language, the 4,000 odd symbols of which even most Japanese are unable to master com-
internees alike.. Their first move is a futile attempt to instruct their captives in their | pletely. But Japanese military instructors keep on trying to teach it to their captives
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This picture purports to show prisoners recording and attaching labels to the records, Japanese propagandists get busy. Lieutenant Matsuda of the Military Press Bureau
| which the Japs pretend will be dispaiched to their homes. But they never arrive is trying to obtain propaganda material in an interview with captured Allied officers

“ Alan Raymond,” Asiatic leader of a one-man organization called ** Break Away -In flowery language, Japanese describe the life: of British internees in this camp.
From Britain Movement." Japs claim that this petty quisling is an Australian It is " healthy” and

; “invigorating.”” Gardening, walks, games are the daily routine
W s i A ; g PR 2 ; 5t - o
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In the streets of an occupied town this Japanese tank looks rather grim, but propaganda to aid municipal police, their machine gun pointing menacingly at the crowds
emphasizes the peaceful appearance of the rickshaws to show (above) how ** normal (below, left). Japanese (below, right), like Nazis, delight in parades and flag-waving,
life returns after Japanese occupation.”” To guarantee it, Japanese troops are retained and hope that such displays as these will create an impression of military power

wE; ey




ILLUSTRATED—March 13, 1943

Folk Dancing—
Mexican Way

EW YORK has been let in for a surfeit of Mexican dancers of late months.

But even the most blasé cabaret-haunters have sat up and taken considerable

notice when they have seen the trio pictured on this page. José Molina,
his sister, Carmen, and Enrique Pastor have given New York someéthing entirely -

original in Latin-American dances. And as a result the fashionable El Chico

night club has been doing capacity business. For it is there that these dancers have

been appearing. j

Not only legs, but faces and hands, too, play an important pa.rt in the clever = :
Ll el o R burlesques of the more hot-blooded type of Mexican dance. Theirs is Terpsichorean -
Love comes to. José when he first sees  clowning of trio, a new and pointed kind. And as such, it has established the Enrigue, on the other hand, is a misogynist.
Carmen. And his expression implies'that  Mixteco Tno as a winning treble in the Dancm,g Stakes. _fﬁﬂm?os ‘3 conn;i:r:tme;'n:ol gmr;g!es laif

in coming it has hit him good and hard
——

A

| Laief pegging w:th both suitors hard at it. And Carmen matches their skill Finale sees José in triumph. He carries off not.only Carmen but defeated Enrique

#
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American
Nurses 1n

Tunisia

American Army nurses are in North
Africa. These pictures taken at a
field hospital station show how the

women of America are playing
their part on the Tunisian Front

MMEDIATELY after the landings in
North Africa, a small party of Ameri-
can nurses arrived at a port'on the
North African coast ready to establish
field hospitals close to the battle fronts.
- In Tunisia, where fierce fighting is in
progress, advance hospital bases have
been set up just behind the firing lines.
Here American Army nurses take care
of their countrymen as they come in from
the front line. Here they dress their
wounds and hearten the sick doughboys

- —— SRR ; S = - : B with their cheery smiles, making them as

Senior nurses inspect patients at the advance U.S. hospital base behind the Tunisian front comfortable as possible until they are sent
< ; i : back to base hospitals.

An American Army nurse hangs out her washing to dry in the brilliant Tunisian sunshine A tent encampment has been established

to receive the wounded and to house the
medical staff. Nurses live under canvas
and rough it along with the men miles
away from civilization.

For many of these women from America
this is their first venture overseas. They
have come through their baptism of fire .
with calmhess and fortitude.

Theyhawtorough:tat the adwme
hospital base. There is no lwamy
bathroom  for this teeth-cleaning nuvse

OVER
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'I;Iuky Girls Rough It Behind Firing Lines in North Africa

Her spell of duty is over for the day. This American Army nurse lies down on her  It's time to get up and go on duty. She stretches before she leaves her hard
bed in complete relaxation and reads a book in the afternoon sunshine mattress. The toof to her bedroom has been the starry sky over Tunisia

e e T e R i el

When this hospital base was first established, the nurses took on all sorts Just behind the firing-line is this advance dressing-station, where an American
of jobs to speed on the work. They even dug trenches for drainage. Here two Army nurse tends a wounded doughboy just in from the front line. There are no
of them display their muddy boots after a spell of trench-digging facilities for crisp, starched uniforms here. Business-like dungarees take their place



Up bright and ealy this nurse to the American Army salutes the day in
. front of her tent as she goes off to get water for her morning ablutions

e

All sorts of chores fall to the lot of the nurses. Above and
right, they hang out the washing they have done for some of
the boys who have recently returned from the front with minor wounds
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INAH Mite on the scales is

ready with a wail of woe. This
litfle runner-upis not aliogether sure
that she approves of baby shows.
But she was nearly a winner af
the Memphis Tri-State Negro Fair
‘where fifty-four litfle piccaninnies
competed in a contest for the
healthiest baby. '
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High-spirited and jolly, a laughing finalist, built on generbus lines
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Here, with a gun detachment is General Sir Frederick Pile, C.-in-C. ~ A wiry Irishman, son of a former Lord Mayor of Dublin, General Sir
A.A. Command. Starting his army career as a gunner, Sir Frederick Frederick Pile, known as ““ Tim,” won the D.S.O, and M.C. in the
was giver command of the 1st A.A. Division, Territorial Army, in 1937 last war, For a time he served with the Royal Tank Regiment

[ ] &

HE R.A.F. won the battle of Britain
o r r I n during the autumn of 1940. But the
fighter squadrons who fought and won
- " = - . _ o B that immortal battle did not constitute
4 : ; "’ \ : ik G e : d 3 the whole of our defensive system. The
; 4 : roof over Britain was composed of her
static defences as well; the ack-ack, the
searchlights, the balloon barrage and the

Royal Observer Corps.

At the beginning of the war the roof was
only a fairly tough framework, but even
so, among the nations it was second to
Germany, who, unlike us, had been pre-
paring for war for many years.

From that time the defences developed
rapidly into a highly trained, efficient and
well-equipped organization, The Battle of
Britain, the attacks on London, the pro-
vinces and the ports are all proof of this.

The story of the life and the work of
the men and women of Britain’s static
defences is not dull, but very often it
contains every element of exasperation.
They have to fight the canker of armies—
monotony—often in isolated stations far
from their own homes and from anybody’s
homes. But they have proved victorious
against boredom just as they have against
the enemy.

The official story of Britain's anti-
aircraft defences from 1039 to 1942 has
been written under the title of “ Roof
Over Britain."” It is illustrated, costs od.
and will be procurable from H.M.
Stationery Office shortly.

form in the gun

ndon’s A.A. barrage is controlled by a high-ranking Army officer who sits on a plat

room deep below ground in London. Through a microphone he gives orders to the gun sites

March 13, 1943—ILLUSTRATED

Left and above are sound locators manned by A.T.S. girls. Searchlight batteries operated
entirely by women have been in action with success several times against enemy raiders

The spotter at a searchlight site, clad in thick winter clothing, can stand the rigours of winter
as well as a man. The girls have won high praise from senior army officers for their work
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Drilling members of the ATS is part of his -
duties. He is teaching them correct marching

Michael, aged two and a half, enjoys a game
with his father. He wants to be a soldier

af

** Seizing During his long period of service the R.S.M.
butt . . . Regimental Sergeant-Major the Regimental Sergeant-Major still finds time to play with his two has won many trophies in various contests.
Brand makes up a four in a quiet game of " childven. And here you see him, helped by Mrs. Brand, giving Here he is with the imposing collection
snooker in the sergeants’ mess at Sandhurst Mona, aged four and a half, and Michael, a tide on their swing of prizes that has a place of honour at home

cue with ﬁfml_ vound te i Ithoug thé war dS add cde‘rably to his -milt'ﬂta‘ry duties

|

There is a correct way of doing everything in the Army, even opening one’s mouth to give a In his leisure moments the R.S.M. likes to relax—he has plenty of strv;mous
command. R.S.M. Brand, who can make his voice carry for half a mile, instructs a squad work to do while on parade. So he is enjoying an easy before the fire in the mess

L0
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Yes, even R.S.M.s are human’ And he're is the Bntzsh Afmy 5 No I eryoymg a
family dinner quite as much as would any civilian back from a day at the office

"~ No. 1
ERGEANT MAJOR

HOUGH it ‘may seem strange to the
civilian mind. it is possible to have
degrees even of sergeant-majors.
And here ILLUSTRATED introduces you
to the regimental sergeant-major who may
justly be ranked as the senior of all
sergeant-majors, -be they regimental,
battery or company ones.
A former regimental sergeant-major of
ithe Grenadier Guards, R.S.M. Brand,
ho has twenty-eight years military ser-

tvice to his credit is now the R.S5.M. at the -

Royal Military College at Sandhurst. And
it is here that he has helped to train future
tank officers.
A truly imposing figure on parade, his
ow of ribbons, his ramrod bearing and—
¥perhaps above all—his echo-waking voice,

Parade ground instruction taxes vocal powers..
joins warrant officer and N.C.O. instructors in a well-earned beer in their mess

have made him known to thousands who

are now officers.

But “ on parade, on parade; off parade,
off parade " has always been his principle.
And lucky indeed is the man who can
number as many friends in all ranks of the
service as can R.S.M, Brand.

His knowledge of most things military
is positively encyclopadic.
a walking reference book on all matters
appertaining to military law, procedure,
precedents, customs and traditions.

War, with its shorter courses in which

a wealth of knowledge must be crammed

In fact, heis

cife

Viiisies that Feihad Ot SandhistV RSN, Brondshos-a word Af cormand
that must be heard to be believed—and it is heard regularly during parades

means much harder work for him. But -

even so, R.S.M. Brand, who is very much
of a family man, finds quite a lot of time
to be with his wife and two sturdy kiddies.

No wonder. then, that R.S.M. Brand

Ma.kmg sure rifles have been correctly pulled through. While gem!emen cadet
holds up his rifle for the R.S.M.'s inspection, remainder stand correctly at the port




- & ODERN Egypt, mistress of the
' vital 103-mile long Suez Canal
i linking the Mediterranean with

the Red Sea, Great Britain’s ally since
1936, is represented at the Court of St.
James’s by Dr. Hassan Nachat Pasha.

Gateway to the Eastern Mediterranean
between the world’s civilizations of yester-
day, between the warriois of centuries
back, between the primitive traders who
== flourished before the Christian era, Egypt
today occupies a position of the utmost
strategic importance to the Allies.

And, in recent years, Anglo-Egyptian
relations have prospered, are now better
than they have ever been in their long
and chequered journey. For this result
statesmen pay tribute to the work in
London of Dr. Nachat, sportsman, farmer,
criminologist, linguist and psychologist.

When the dav's work is over, His Excellency plays vigorous table tennis with friends
or members of the diplomatic and consular staff at the Egyptian Embassy

Dr. Hassan Nachat Pasha, with several members of the large Embassy staff in London,
including Messrs. Hussein Mohammed Said (First Secretary), Mostafa Moine Al-Arab
= (Second Secretary), Abdel Latif Fahmy and Mohamed Kamal el Labban, Attache

R—— - y—— - —

Five years ago he came to the Embassy

in South Audley Street, Mayfair, from
Berlin. In his ten years as Minister to
Germany, Poland and Czecho-Slovakia,
the envoy had watched the rise of Hitler-
ism, had watched the contribution to world

statesmen, had seen the violent changes
in Warsaw.

Already his diplomatic career had been
full of experience, for he had served pre-
viously in Madrid and Teheran.

ful romance. He began as an advocate,

The Ambassador is a kem amateur photr_;g_raphﬁ. .He has six cameras
and has taken photographs in many parts of the world. Here he is
himself, snapping photographer James Jarche at the Embassy

Criminologist =

Dr. Hassan Nachat Pasha, Egyptian Ambassador
to the Court of St. James, is as versatile as he is
accomplished. Below is an intimate pen-picture
of this staunch friend and ally of Great Britain

civilization from newly arisen. Czech

Dr. Nachat's life has been one of colour-.

ILLUSTRATED—March 13, 1943

: ' Hmbnssudor, Sporisman,

.

and appeared in the courts of Cairo at the
age of 19, winning his first case. -

He then travelled to France, and at
Dijon University obtained economics and
law degrees. Returning home, he was
appointed Egypt's youngest university
professor. At thirty-two he established
another record, by being made a pasha.

King Fuad had learnt of the brilliance of
the professor and made Dr. Nachat the
head of the palace cabinet, virtual ruler of
a country four times the size of the United
Kingdom and Northern Ireland. Subse-
quently, the envoy turned to diplomacy
abroad, and now he has reached diplo-
macy’s Mecca, London.

He has shot boars in Poland, bears in
Finland, stags in Germany; kept a racing
yacht on the Thames, until the Conserv-
ancy Board ordered the bath cabin to be
sealed up.: -

He had boxed or fenced daily, to keep
fit; and today he still finds time to dig
on his farm in the west country at week-
ends, to prune roses, to level hedges, to
supervise the activities of the neighbouring
farmer-friend. His love of speed is shown
by his fleet of cars, some of racing design.
Alas! the racing is no more.

His Excellency is an inventor, too, and

‘one of his gadgets enables him to read

comfortably at night till he falls to sleep.
With a gentle wave of the hand, the
book-rest moves away, and the light is
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World notabilities all know the Egyptian servant, !
Abdul, here wearing national dress. He is offering :
the Ambassador the coffee which he makes himself :
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"“WELL SAY ITS WORTH

BARKING FOR!”

Dogs of all breeds love and thrive
on “Chappie’’. This malkes it
all the more embarrassing for us
to warn you that this complete
food is in short supply and that
its sale, in all fairness, is restricted
to old customers.
¢ Chappie” is the complete,
scientifically balanced, all-round
_ diet for dogs. Vets, breeders
and other experts agree that it pro-

the promotion of robust health.
If your dog is deprived of
“Chappie”, just tell him how
sorry we are. Give him this mes-
sage from his more fortunate
brothers : * Cheer up, old chap,
we know the good things you are
missing. Bark for the downfall of
Hitler. Then, when peace comes,
see that your master puts you on
“Chappie’. We'll say it’s worth

videsthe essentialnourishmentfor | barking for!”

In air-tight jars, 1od. From Comn Chandlers,
Grocers, Pet Shops, Chemists and all good Stores. o

Can that be
the Rectory?

It’s more like a laundry. And,
of course, it is. You can’t accom-
modate twenty small evacuees
without telling the world it’s

washmgday,--ﬁndthcy'veon!y
one Acme at the Rectory—and no
chance of buying another till after
the war. But that’s what’s hap-
pening to Acmes all over the
country—they’re standing up to
mountains of extra war-work but

| TP 255/829
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The War is interfering

BUBBLES ™

with many pleasantly familiar things.
To these must be added Pears Tran;-
parent Soaps. Unfortunately., certain
special ingredients are needed for
the War Effort. We are sorry, but"
we o only look foﬁvafd to the time
when we will again be produciﬁg

sufficient for everyone.

TRANSPARENT SOAPS
A. &F.Pearsltd.

The Economy Drmk

OXO makes the finest quick
drink for cold days. Children
+ love it, and a cup of hot OXO
will send them off to school
warm to the fingertips!

Or spEciaL vaLUE For
GROWING CHILDREN

Keep the
CHILDREN
FREE FROM
INFECTION

NOW is the. time of year when
general health and resistance to
germ-infection is at the lowest.
-Take ictlar care of the children
now, for they are the most sus-
ccpuble to and colds and
influenza.

“Sanitas” is a good precau-
uon ; a pleasant antiseptic to use;

anditprevents staking hold.
p c.hllﬁerm ren gargle mght
and mo: with * Samtss
diluted. mmg
Wash in a weak solution of
“* Sanitas after work and play.
Spray * Sanitas ” in crowded
rooms, nurseries and sick rooms,
to sweeten the air and destroy
the germs floating in it.
From Chemists x (_5 ig'& xf83d. per bottle

SANITAS

THE FAMILY SAFEGUARD

ON REQUEST. Valuoable War Memoran-

;fm‘mm-n?!.
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Rubber
Soles and Heels

*

" Like many other good things, the
demand for Phillips Rubbers exceeds
the supply and your repairer may be
temporarily out of stock—but they are

» worth waiting for.
Phillips put the utmost wear mto
their rubber soles and heels. See -
that you get the last ounce of wear -
out of them before you have new

~ ones fitted. Then ask your repairer
to see that the old ones go for salvage. -
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72z PHILLIPS RUBBERS LAST LONGEST




Egypt's Ambassador at St. James's
sparring with his boxing instructor. Do
the big gloves indicate a heavy punch?

gl b

.,

In this colourful uniform His Excellency
attends special functions as envoy of

e T
= Rk

King Farouk I, ruler of Egypt

A notable European big-game shot, the Egyptian Ambassador is nursing two baby
bears by the side of the mother, in Central Finland. Before the war hunting was one
of Dr. Nachat's favourite sports. He has shot boars in Poland and stags in Germany

King Farouk I greets Ambassad_m after opening the latter's pn' mosque in Cairo.

Fencing is one sport that helps to keep
Many of the leaders of the Moslem veligion were present. In one corner of the

He

beautiful mosque the Ambassador’s wife is buried. Here he, too, will be buried

Y~ Ambassadoer, Sporisman, Criminelogist—conrinued

automatically extinguished and he sleeps.
: The library in the ambassador’s London
study is a good triterion of his varied tastes
o and interests—the volumes are in English,
i French, German, Arabic, Italian, Spanish,
and deal with diplomacy, biography,
politics, criminology, fine furniture.

On his estates in Egypt tomatoes are
grown in large quantities, and till fairly
recently they came to Covent Garden, in
London. In his paper mills in Egypt a
new industry has been-begun, on which
his country relies largely for newsprint.
To his luncheons and dinners, mostly
held in one of the main salons in the
Embassy, come the famous of Britain and
the foreign world, cabinet ministers and
men with household names invite Dr.

Nachat’s views on several world problems.
For he combines a background rare even
in widely travelled and experienced diplo-

smats with a French education and fifteen

years' service in first rank diplomacy in
Europe. 2

When Britain’s skies were dark, and
men spoke of the dreadful possibility of
defeat in 1940, Dr. Nachat insistently
urged on his friends here the view that,
whatever happened, Britain must guard
Egypt. " Britain remains the head of the
body of democracy, Egypt, the heart. One
cannot exist without the other.”” History
has applauded him.

During his recent visit to Egypt, the
British Prime Minister paid tribute to the
services rendered to the Allied cause by
Egypt. True to her agreement, she had

Egypt's envoy to Britain fit.
takes strenuous exercise every moming

given the British roads, rail transport,
bridges, raw materials, finished articles.
Egypt had carried out the terms of the
alliance, which has yet thirteen years to |
run

Egypt, whose forefathers knew the |

elements of civilization four thousand |
years before the Christian era, has in the
twentieth century helped to save her suc-
cessors in the western world. That is why
Britons salute the envoy of Egypt in their §

midst. :
G Bilainki

A real treat to the Embassy guests. Abdul
mixes drinks containing the juice of fresh
lemons, brought by air from Lishon



* available at all their shops and -station

. bookstalls.

“the asking. There is no charge—nor any
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To help people growing their own vegetables to get
the very best results, the Ministry of Agriculture has issued
a series of 22 leaflets on various aspects of Manuring and
Digging, Sowing and Saving Seeds, Fruit and Vegetable
Growing, Pests and Diseases, and Preserving Fruit and
Vegetables. For the convenience of victory-diggers every-

where, W. H. Smith & Son have arranged for them to be

Any of the leaflets may be had for

obligation : you're very welcome.
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WARTIME CLOTHES SERYICE

by the Lux News Scout

//_ W

~ seams of

OW to clothe
a family is a

W mother has to face
) th:’;sedays School-
s especially, are
forever growing

of their clothes.

Well, here’s one
idea to save the

out

grow fast
situation. If you possess a flannel or
serge skirt—white, coloured or grey—
it will make a smart, hard-weaxmg
blazer for your small son. It may

you a pang to part with the shn ut

the result willmore
than repay your
sacrifice.

You can get a
attern for the
lazer in the cor-
rect size at most of
the bigger stores,
Then, unpick the [l
e skirt,
experiment a  bit A flannel skirt—white,
with the patternto coloured or grey
see how the pieces
will fit in best, and cut out in the usual
way. If you're short of pieces, the

material

Flannel is excellent matérial and dyes
easily. So, if your skirt was originally
white, the blazer can be dyed navy or
your son’s school colour. Bright colours
can be dyed to a deeper tone of the

1x2778-836

problem that every

-completely, even in
patch pockcts can be made in a different 1

'KIRT INTO BLAZER

You give up a skirt but
your boy gets a brand-new blazer

same mlour- pale grey will satisfactorily
take most dark dyes; and dark grey
dyes navy, nigger brown or black.
Ynn‘ﬂ find thar the flannel blazer
washes beautifully.
Use Lux,of course,
"if you can. Lux
lather is so_rich,
that dirt comes out.
without rubbing,
and that is of vital
. importance when
w1th wool-
rub,
Flannel dyes almost mnttcr.r m;isthg::
any shade and then the

material becomes felted and shrinks.

If you can’t.get Lux, and have to use
something else, be sure to take extra
fams with the rinsing.

f you fail to do this,
specks of undissolved
soap may cling to the
fibres, and these, too,
will help to cause [
shrinkage. With Lux,
you avoid this danger
because Lux dissolves

Iens.

rm water and so
rinses out completely,
too. You- give two

coupons for a packet
ﬂ and it costs 5d. l

A brand-new blazer!

THIS CLOTHES SERVICE IS SPONSORED BY
THE LUX WASHABILITY AND RENOVATION BUREAU

LEVER BROTHERS, PORT SUNLIGHT, LIMITED

WELSH RAREBIT
(for'4 persons)

Blend 1 teaspoonful Vita-Gravy
and a mustardspoonful dry musrard
into a breakfastcupful medium white
sauce. Add 2-3 oz. grated cheese and on slices of toast, slip under the grill

to brown and serve at once,

ravy-

Y& PRICES ARE STILL PRE-WAR—
2d. and &d. packets, and large fomily tins, 1s.

& CO.LTD.,, MARKET HARBOROUGH

stir to mix well in. Place the mixture

" MADEBYW. SYMI

NGT

COMPLEXION
POWDER
& LIPSTICK

OBTAINABLE IN
6 LOVELY SHADES
24 4 12:36
INCLUDING INCLUDIRG
TAX
FROM

% ALL STORES, CHEMISTS, HAIRDRESSERS

“WEVERY
WOMAN

' Should
&. kﬂOW

tht v alu- of SA NTRON—the most powerful
yet harmless deodorant and germicide,
particularly suitable for personal hygiene,
for cleansing cuts and
wounds, and as a protection,
against infectious diseases.
SAN is also a most

agreeable and efficacious
gargle, If your chemist has
supplies, buy now,

A RENDELLS PRODUCT
Used by Doctors, Hospitals, Nurses,

4oz.size l!l& léox.size 2/9

Incdwding Purchase Tax.

SANTRON

ON
Makers of the famous Symington's Soups

from boyhoo

when *“plenty of Weetabix "

kind to sensitive digestions.

complete meal anytime!
* points "’

for hygiene in the home

How strong and lusty all children grow . . .
is Mother’s wise
plan for their future! Yes—Weetabix is such a
GOOD feod; so pure, so energising; and so
Ready to serve,
with either milk or Household Milk, and ‘in
many other delicious ways—Weetabix makes a
Invest your precious
in your family’s better health and

/

happiness—INSIST ON WEETABIX!

WX 20
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silence
hy
Nevenka
- bulliland

HE was on old woman, but
she carried herself erect,
and when the German ser-
small geant had motioned her to
sit on the chair in the middle of
the room under the slightly

and straight. She pushed her
hands into the ample sleeves of
her black silk jacket and waited.

Opposite her was a plain,
square table and behind it sat the
W Gestapo officer. The unsteady
light of the hanging lamp was
reflected in the strong lenses of
his glasses and he had a habit of

with a quick movement of his
tongue at frequent intervals,
which made him looklike a giant
lizard. [
At the side of the table was a
voung German soldier with his pen
poised on a white sheet of paper.
At the door of the small Serbian
schoolroom stood the sergeant who
had fetched the woman in. Nobody
spoke. Except for the crackling
f the wood in the small iron stove
1ear the door, there was no sound.
The Gestapo officer rapped with

is frog-like gaze from the lined
ace of the old woman.

The sergeant went out. The
woman, under the cover of her
leeves, gripped her elbows firmly?
he deep suspicion which had been
in her black eves seemed to
intensify,

he door opened again and a

figure tumbled in, pushed by the
ergeant.: It was a Jugoslav soldier
n a tattered uniform, one leg
vrapped in a bloodstained dirty
andage. He stood, swaying a
ittle, staring furiously from the
sestapo officer to the old woman
vho looked at him with a puzzled
rown, The officer rapped on the
able and the sergeant pushed the
man roughly out.

The Gestapo officer was proud of
is plan. He knew all about the
sychological torture of silence.
She was bound to give herself away
vhen she suddenly saw . . . |

The door opened again. Another
adly mauled Jugoslav soldier was
wushed in. And the previous scene
vits repeated.

But it was only after the fourth
ime that the realization of the
:erman’s intention flashed through
he woman’s mind. For a second
er blood seemed to turn to ice.
‘She gripped her elbows so tightly
that her nails. pressed into the flesh
ike knives. She knew that not a
ine of her face must change, not the
licker of an eyelid give her away.

“ Boze moj—my Lord,"”" she
raved fervently, “ strike me with
lindness !’

Now she stared at the frog I?res
pposite her with violent hate. Now
he noise of the opening door was
ike a heavy whip on her bare skin.

ut she must not show anything at
1l, she kept repeating desperately
0 herself.
So each time one of the Jugoslavs
was pushed in she turned, slowly,
eliberately, to look at the new-

swinging oil lamp, she sat stiffly -

moistening his thin bloodless lips

a pencil on the table without taking '

The Gestapo officer was
proud of his plan. The old
Jugoslav woman must re-
cognize her son.
knew the value of silence

comer, conscious of every muscle
in her face, conscions of every pulse
beat in her temples and, above all,
conscious of the unwavering stare
of the officer. :

The eighth man who was pushed
through the door was her son.

She looked at him as she had
looked at all the others during this
deadly silent nightmare. She saw
him flinch at the sight of her, but
the officer was not looking at him,
only at her. She turned calmly back’

to the officer as she had dore seven -

times before and she heard her
son’s steps as he went out of the
room.

Four more times the procedure
was repeated. But she had ceased to
see any of the poor battered figures.
She could see only the image of hér
son; the bruise on his cheek, the
tear in his right sleeve, the untidy
bandage round his head.

The officer’s plan was clear—to
make her give away her son, the
famous fighter from the mountains.
She knew what had happened in
another town where tﬁ:y had
caught one of its sons who had be-
come a leader of the Chetnicks, the
guerrillas. - They burned the whole
place to the ground and shot every
male.

But she had not given her son
aﬁ'a}'. She had succeeded, after
ail.

When the last prisoner had been
taken away, ‘the Gestapo man
frowned angrily. He had been so
sure that this woman’s son was
among these prisoners, captured at
great cost. But obviously he had
been wrong.

*“ Tell her to go,”” he said crossly
to the young soldier. g

“¥ou can go,"” the other man
said in Serbian. -

The woman got up slowly, went
like a sleep-walker to the door. The
voung soldier unhooked the oil lamp
from the ceiling and put it on the
table,

At the door, the old woman
withdrew her hands from her sleeves
and looked a second at her fingers,
stained with her own blood. She
turned, put her hands behind her
back and turned the key in the
lock.

Both men stood up abruptly, then
hesitated, for in theblazing dark
eyes, in the pale old face was some-
thing more frightening than any-
thing either of them had ever
experienced.

“ You wanted to use a mother
against her child,”’ she whispered.
“ Curse yon.''

And, with one swift movement,
she grasped the small, red-hot iron
stove, jerked it frée from its long
narrow pipe and threw it at the
table, Ft smashed the oil lamp,
and burning oil fell on to the
wooden floor. Instantly the small
room was ablaze,

The old woman turned swiftly
now. Her torn hands unlocked
the door, she slid out and locked
it behind her. For a few moments
nobody would see the fire, she
thought grimly, for the Germans

had boarded up the window in their’

fear of ambush.

When they did see it they
would lose their heads as these
Germans so often did when some-
thing unexpected happened, and
that might mean a chance for the
prisoners and for herself. She
walked briskly down the narrow
street.

But she .

_ allin fhe

HEN evacuees from Gibraltar give concerts to their fellow evacuees, the B.B.C.

w records them, broadcasts them to Gibraltar on their Overseas Service. Messages
are sent to relatives; children talk to their fathers, wives to.their husbands. Below,

* Aida Attias sings “ La Machrena.’’ The children seen above in a song and tableau,
“My Rock,” attend English schools, but on leaving age usunally find work. In
Gibraltar, few women work, but here most of them are doing war jobs. Compulsory
evacuees, these people are helping Britain's war effort. And their gay voices, sing-
ing their national songs, go over the air to the loved ones they hope soon to rejoin.
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" . and the

LIGHTS wzll
come back!”

Have you ever thought that
kiddies are growing up who have
never seen a lighted street lamp
or an uncurtained window? It
is a strange fact. And it is a
strange world that children are
living in to-day, and yet they are
thriving.

Amid all our cares and troubles,
we in this country have put the

Ty

ZZ health of the children first ; have

7 done everything we could to make

=z

Z sure that they should suffer least

2. ofall. ;

Z ‘Milk of Magnesia’ has done a
f,r 30 % wonderfully good job in helping tor
% s keep the health standard high by
Zf y correcting minor upsets of the
% digestion, so important in the

* growing-up ' period. It has offset
the effect of the inevitable restric-
tions of war time.
3 Tt can fairly be claimed that in help-
) ing to safeguard our children, * Milk
of Magnesia ’ is assisting in building'
) the sound health of the men and
women of to-morrow. We are all
remembering, especially with kxd‘
M dies, that health counts most.

‘MILK OF MAGNESIA’

© Milh of Magnesia® is the trade mark of Phillips’ preparation of magnesia.
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B¢, UTILITY

Pff ce
& You can buy them

in every fown at
the UTILITY price
of

32°9

each size and ha!f size ensures
youa positively correct foot fitting
American-siyled models. Made with un-
slinted care from the finest leathers
procurable by skilled craftsmen. -

Write for names of Wearra stockisis o

JOHN SH{IHTI.MIII I.TIJ
(Dept. 1
IRTHLINGBE RDUGH, NCITII.IIPTIH SHIRE

BIG BEN, ‘i‘s”é‘o"i"iiidtﬁ’é

new Parliament buildings, is 320 ft.
high and is reached by 360 steps.
Its four faces are 23 fr. square, the
bell weighs 13! tons, pendulum
450 lbs., and the minute marks are
12 ins. apart. Its minute hand, 14 ft.
long, "'has been taking 6 inch’
jumps accurately for 82 vears despite
London weather and enemy action,

Of Big Ben well might one say, as
thousands say of CHAMPION PLUGS,
“ There's Dependability for you! "

KEEP PLUGS CLEAN
AND SAVE PETROL

National needs must be our first
consideration, so please be indulgent
if you find dlﬁicalry over supplies.

CONSTIPATION
RELIEVED
BY A FOOD

How can the bulk-deficient
diet best be corrected ?

MOST doctors today will agree
that nearly all cases of
common constipation arise be-
cause of the lack of ‘bulk” in
our modern diet.

Because the foods we eat con-
tain so little’'** bulk ” they get
almost completely absorbed into
the system, and the residue they
leave behind is noft bulky
enough for the intestinal mus-
cles to “take hold of.” These
muscles cease to work and you
get constipated.

- Doctors recommend All-Bran
n.s a corrective for these reasons:

e All-Bran beinga natural bulk
food, supplies the bulk that
muscles need to take hold of
and thus brings about a
mtubml and thorough move-
men

e All- anisnotadrug not a
medicine, and therefore it is
harmless non-habit.—rormlng
and non—irrit.ating 1-Bran
is a crisp, delicious breakfast.
food that everybody enjoys

telling of the relief that All-Bran
eating. has brought to them.

If you eat All-Bran for break-
fast and drink plenty of ﬂulds,

you too, can say good-bye to
constiﬁ)aticn for ever. Youn'll be:
splendidly fit — rnore full of.
energy than you have ever been

L All -Bran is rich in iron, and

in Vitamin B h has an

excellent t-onic eﬂect on the
muscles.

Thousands of grateful men and
women who for years have
suffered from the ill-effects of | in your whole life, Ask your

constipation have written to us ' grocer for Kellogg’s All-Bran.

KELLOGG’S ALL-BRAN
10.-0Z. PACKET FOR 3 POINTS, PRICE 7}d.

charm.
+

- week were to stop boiling ! This is

Such strenuous days—but she

which is the foundation of all
She never fails to use
refreshing Vinolia, wherever she is.

. 74 g tablet
Including Purchase Tax

The soap that ﬁeském you

Vinolia Co. Ltd.

NV 287]757

never loses that personal freshness

VINOLIA

"'WASHI]AV“SAVE GUAL” SGHEME
FOR BRITISH HOUSEWIVES

Targat 1,500, ﬂllll Tuns a yaar

NEW WARTIME WASHING
METHOD

SAVING of a million and a {f
half tons of the nation’s coal

would be made in a year if house- §
wives who boil their clothes every &

true whether women use gas, coal |
or electricity. |

And now here is the new wartime {8 '
washing method that has been }
worked out by the Rinso Wash-
Testing Laboratories. It gets the
clothes beautifully clean without
boiling. This method requires hot
but not boiling water, and only §
half thp amount of water you used §§
to use. The saving in fuel by not §

lighti t.hec-o per is 40 cubic feet

or gas f a ave a gﬁ-{{:es.t;ed L : -
users wo save =

5365t coat Wenen e e o s oo | ]

How the Method Works

Now the important point, in
addition to this colossa saving of
coal, is that this way of washiﬁ
onts’ ynur u.se of soap by a thi
takes far less time an trouble,
and gets the clothes really clean.
Here is the method :

Run off into your sink or wash-
bath half the

whisk up. Be sure you have enough
water to cover the clothes when
they’re well pressed down

Put the whites in first ‘and let
them soak for just 12 minutes. »2
Then wash tfhrough and rinse.
Put the coloureds into the same |
suds and treat in exactly the same

WB V.
Use the new

amount of WASHDAY FUEL-SAVING GUIDE |

water you used : = method for
touse—slightly | National coal-saving target 19,008,000 Tons ournextwash.
hor.tg; ghan = ] a year ngo isa.}di’o 1
‘your hand can housewives’ saving 1,500,000 Yons | s0ap powder. |
Dear. Sprinkle (b mot botling cloihes) ayear | 33d. packet— |
in tw:i-thtrda th% AVERAGE SAVING PER Hous:Ho:‘-h ,? éw ckﬂ %Dg vlvl-
usual amoun .packet—two
bt Jg ¢ gk —ABOUT 5 FUEL UNITS A YEAR shoaid

R 3168-836 R. S. Hudson Limited
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GIRL ON THE COVER

Bosworth Queen—" Queenie " to her
{| many friends—is a very important
| lady. Not only is she an international
| champion bulldog owned by Mr. J.
| Knode, of St, Margaret’s, East. Twicken-
ham, but she is a war worker of renown.
In fact, Queenie has collected over
£10,000 in subscriptions for charities
and war savings of all kinds. And what
is more, she is willing to go anywhere
Isles to collect.
owner has refused £3,000 for Queenie
who is carrying on the good work by
uring Wings for Victory
Lancaster bomber
Square and thus helping
estminster’s effort.

Her

“0.K. Private Smith, see me at orderly room to-morrow,
i re your daughter’s hand.”

Gilbert, Wilkinsons
New Weekly Chuckle

suspicions.

T seemed very certain that
George Fothergill had com-
mitted suicide.
was one small point in the
€ase that attracted Inspector
Jamieson’s  attention and

thoroughly than was usual in
8Sich circumstances,,

8 The result of his inquiries left
Mim more puzzled than before.
#le felt that he had every justi-
Bitation for consulting  Peter
drevor.
" “ No reason why he should kill
Mimself,”" he grumbled. *“ And
£qually no reason why any one else
#Hould do it. He was a research

dhsh work on poison gases for the

. @bvernment. Had his own labora-,

#8ry at his house in Hampstead.
M " Early this morning his car was
#Gund without lights just off a quiet
T8ad leading to the Barnet By-pass.
48 was full of exhaust gas, the en-
@ine switched on, the tank empty.
& tube from the exhaust ran up
through the floorboards.

1 " Fothergill was slumped over
e steering wheel, Death had

But there

- Murder
- By Mistake

When George Fothergill was found dead in his
car it looked like suicide.
his shirt front aroused Inspector Jamieson’s
Could it be murder?

But a wine stain on

occurred soon after midnight. He
had that rosy-pink colour which
the local police surgeon says is
characteristic of exhaust gas or
coal gas poisoning.’’

“It is,”" agreed Peter. “ And
what's wrong with all that for
suicide? ™’

“ Nothing, Mr. Trevor. What
set me wondering was this: Fother-
gill had spilled some red wine over
his shirt front. It had soaked
through to his skin, leaving a faint
but definite stain on his chest.

“At first I thought he might
have been drunk—and it's easy to
murder a drunken man with ex-
haust gas. But the surgeon tested
the alcoholic content of his blood
and said no. There was no trace
of any blow on the head. In fact,
he failed to find anything out of the
“’a}l’." v

“ And yet you weren't satisfied?
Intuition? *’

“ Don’t believe in it,"" grunted

Jamieson. “I just wanted to learn

more about that wine stain. And
did I get it!”’

His dour features relaxed into a
gloomy smile. “ I cleared up every-
thing—except the whole business.
His manservant, Hardy, says that
Fothergill spilled the wine at din-

~

ner. He also says that Fothergill
took a bath about midnight
and——"

“ But that’s wrong. The stain

couldn’t i

“ Precisely, Mr. Trevor! The
stain wouldn't have been there if
he'd bathed. Why did he pretend
to do so before going out to com-
mit suicide?'’

“ Dunno,’’ said Peter,
some more."’

“I'd better give you the whole
set-up. Fothergill was a widower,
with one son, Eric. Eric’s hush-
hush, also, designing aeroplanes.
He's recently become engaged to a
Miss Irene Porter, who lives in
Birmingham. She’s been staying at
the house for the past fortnight.
The manservant, Hardy, says she’s
one of the best,

" Last evening, Eric had an im-
portant conference at the factory,
likely to go on until late. So there
were only three ple at dinner;
Fothergill, Miss er and Law-
rence Brewer, Fothergill's labora-
tory assistant.

* During the meal, a phone call
came_through from Birmingham.
Miss Porter’s mother, a chronic in-
valid, had suddenly been taken
worse and wanted her back at once.
She blurted out the news in great
distress, almost collapsing.

“It was at this point that
Fothergill spilled the wine,

“He was evidently one of the
courtly old sort. He insisted that
she wasn’t fit to travel alone; in his
son’s absence, he'd escort her to
Birmingham himself.

“ Tell me

i Ignoring- her protests, he told
Brewer that the work they'd in-
tended to do that evening must be

: g:lstponed. So Brewer left, while

othergill- and Miss Porter went
upstairs to get ready.

*As it happened, Eric Fother-
gill got home almost immediately,
his conference having finished
earlier than expected. Naturally,

he went off with his fiancée. Old
Fothergill hesitated about recalling
Brewer, decided against it, and
settled down in his study.

* As usual, Hardy took him hot
milk and sandwiches about ten,
locked up and went to bed. He
says he read for an hour or so. Just
before midnight he heard water
ruoning out of the cistern which
is in the next room to his, and knew
that Fothergill was taking a bath.”’

ter shook his head. “ Not
good enough for me, Jimmy."

“ Nor for me, Mr, Trevor, But
in the morning the bath -showed
the usual signs of use, and both mat
and towels were wet. No one else
in the house, of course. So it must
have been Fothergill pretending—
before he cleared off in his car.’”

“ Did Hardy hear him go?"’

“No. His bedroom’s on the
opposite side to the garage.”

" “ You've only Hardy's word for
all this?"’

*“ Yes,”" agreed Jamieson. “ But
I'm pretty sure he’s telling the
truth—as he knows it. I was hoping
you might be sufficiently interested
to come along and see him."

Peter grinned. “ You've got me
guessing. Let's go.”

A police car took them swiftly to
Highcroft, Fothergill’s house in
Hampstead. On the way, Jamieson
revealed that he'd already spoken
to Eric Fothergill on the telephone.

Mrs, Porter’s collapse had been
something of a false alarm, and she
was much better this morning.
Irene Porter was coming back from
Birmingham with Eric by an early
train.

* Can he suggest any reason for
suicide? "’

“ He won’t have it, Mr. Trevor.
Says it's out of the question alto-
gether."’ =

After a talk with Hardy, Peter
agreed with Jamieson that the old
man was king he truth. Inten-
sive questioning elicited very little

further information from him. He
shook his grey head at the mention
of either murder or suicide; Mr.
Fothergill had been perfectly
happy, and every one had liked
him,

The queer business about the
bath baffled him altogether. He'd
had no idea anything was wrong
until the police came early this
morning to report the finding of the
body. He'd phoned both Mr. Eric
and Mr. Brewer. Terribly upset
they were,

“Mr. Brewer about?”’ asked
Peter. = :
“ Yes, sir, he's in the laboratory,
If you go out by this side door . . .’

“ We'd better have a word with
him, Jimmy.' /

The laboratory was housed in a
small building at the bottom of the
garden. It was a rather terrifying
place, bristling with all sorts of
electrical and chemical apparatus.
Lawrence Brewer, a smart young
fellow in a stained overall, came
forward to greet the visitors, frown-
ing when he learned their identities.

“Is there something wrong?'’
he asked. “I mean—are you sus-

pecting foul play?**

it We can't find any reason why

Mr. Fothergill should kill
himself,’" said Jamieson, *and
thought you might know of some-
thing in connexion with his work."’

“I'm sure not. He was very
wrapred up in it, most enthusiastic.
But I'm equa]ly sure that no one
else killed him."*

* Absolutely. Tell us just what
happened last night."

Brewer complied; and his story
confirmed Hardy's up to the point
of his departure. When he left
Highcroft, he went straight home
to his bachelor flat in Falldene
Court, and took the rare oppor-
tunity to have an early night.

Peter was wandering about
the laboratory as he listened,

(continued on page 26)
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inspecting the complicated pieces of «
apparatus, He stopped before a
pile of gas cylinders of varying
sizes and studied the labels describ-
ing their contents.

“ Phosgene,”’ he read. " Mus-
tard gas. Lewisite—Hallo! Didn’t
know carbon monoxide was used
in war gases.”’

Brewer smiled wistfully, “1It
isn't—yet. We've been experi-
menting with it. Mr. Fothergill
thought we might develop a more
humane kind of gas. Lethal—but
without suffering.”’ .

“ Will you be able to carry on
without him?"’

“No." The young fellow’s lips
trembled. * Apart from anything
else his death means—well, just the
ruin of my career.'

There was no doubting his sin-
cerity., After a few words of sym-
pathy, Peter and Jamieson returned
through the garden. Just as they
reached the house, Eric Fothergill
and Irene Porter arrived from the

. station.

A handsome, well - matched
couple, though bhoth very dis-
tressed. The girl, particularly,

seemed almost distraught. After
answering some questions, she sud-
denly disclosed the reason.

*“ Eric’s quite sure that his father
must have been murdered,'’ she
said tearfully. * And the fact that
vou're making so many inquiries
shows— Bat it isn't so! You
must believe me. I—I promised

- never to tell, but—well, some inno-

cent person may suffer if I don’t,
% I know why Mr. Fothergill com-
mitted suicide. He was in love
with my mother—had been all his
life. | It started as a boy and girl
affair, then they drifted apart.
Later on, they met again. Both
knew now that they were in love,
but mother wouldn’t marry again

. hecause of her health. They—just

carried on, happy in their secret.

" Mr. Fothergill told me all about
it. He said that his life would be
ended if anything happened to her.
Oh, I blame myself =0 much for
breaking the news so abruptly last
night. I knew he was upset because
he spilt his wine, But I never
thought— And it was all a
mistake. . . .""

Mﬂﬂl‘ by Mistake—continued

Eric took her away. Jamieson
looked at Peter. He shook his head.

“1 think not, Jimmy. Doesn’t
explain the pretended bath. Be-
sides—the lethal agent in exhaust
gas is carbon monoxide. Why
should Fothergill go to the trouble
of manufacturing it in a car when
there's a cylinder of the pure stuff
in the laboratory? "’

# ou've decided it's murder,_

evidently. Who did it? And
how?'" The inspector's grim face
was troubled. " I sup Brewer's
the logical suspect. But I thought
his grief 'seemed very genuine."’

"1'm quite sure it was,”” agreed
Peter. * Let's see if we can learn
anything upstairs.’”

They went carefully through all
the bedrooms without picking up
any further information,

His eyes were thoughtful as he
entered the bathroom. But they lit
up at once at the sight of the old-
fashioned gas geyser over the bath.
He strode across to examine it.

“What's bitten you, Mr.
Trevor?' asked Jamieson eagerly.

“ Beginning to see daylight—I
hope. With electricity all over the
house, I never thought of this.
Carbon monoxide is the lethal agent
in coal gas, too. But we’ve got to
find proof. Nothing here.

“ Wait a minute! The door
would probably be locked. The
carpet fits tight to the bottom.
What about the key? Ah, look at
this, Jimmy! A bright groove in
the rust at the end of the key. It's

been turned from outside by a pair °

of pliers or forceps, hasn’t it?
“Proof that I'm on the right
track. But not proof ggainst the
murderer, Where do we look next?
The meter, perhaps? Yes, our
only chance—and a faint one.”"
Followed by Jamieson, now thor-
oughly mystified, Peter hurried
down to the cellar.
glance at the gas meter he shook
his head in disappointment. The
rusty lever was thick with cobwebs.
“We're done, I'm afraid. A
remarkably clever business!’’
“If you'd care to explain, Mr.
Trevor: 1 :
“ It's simple enough. -1 know
that Fothergill was murdered. I
know who did it, how, and why.

After one -

And I can’t produce an atom of
proof of any sort or description."’
Peter paced moodily about the
cellar. " The murderer's been too
smart for us. He’s going to get
away with it—and perhaps another.
Another——"'
Suddenly he swung roand. " Yes,

we might get him that way! It's
worth trying, anyhow."
*“ Please, Mr. Trevor! If only

vou'll tell me——"' ;
“Not on your life, Jimmy!

We're going to do something very

much against rules and regulations.

The less you know about it at

present, the better."’

* Late that night Inspector Jamie-

son, with two plain ‘clothes men,.

met Peter Trevor by appointment
outside Highcroft. ;

“All's well,” he told them.
" The scene is set and the curtain's
already gone up. You're in good
time for the finale, Come along.
No noise, please—and no talking.”

He led the way through the
garden towards the
darkness was intense; and when
the four watchers had taken up
positions in the shrubbery, they
were quite invisible. Though three
of them had no idea what was likely
to happen, they obeyed orders and
waited in complete silence.

They had not long to wait. Be-
fore any one of them expected it,
a faint shuffling noise indicated that
someone was cautiously approach-
ing along the path from the house.
The furtive footsteps drew nearer,
and soon a vagne shadowy figure
could be discerned. Peter stepped
forward, flashing a torch.

“Hallo, Mr. Brewer,”” he said
pleasantly.

Brewer was
Trevor, isn't it?
doing here? "’

“ Just waiting for you and your
cylinder.”’

Something dropped with a clang
as Brewer turned to run. Jamieson
thrust out a foot, tripp
The two plain clothes men fell on
him.

*“ Yes, this is carbon monoxide,"’
said Peter, torch focused on the
small cylinder Brewer had dropped.

“ Look in his pockets; he'd wear
gloves to avoid leaving any prints.
Found 'em? A deep red stain on
the palm of one of 'em? Good!
That’s conclusive. You can take

startled. = “ Mr.
What are you

him away. Come on, Jimmy. Let's

see that Eric Fothergill's all right.”’

Jamieson grunted reproachfully
as he followed towards the house.
“You misled me, Mr. Trevor,
Agreeing that Brewer’s grief was
genuine!”’ Sl

“So it was. He'd no intention
of killing George Fothergill. But
I'll tell you all about it shortly."

They went in through the side
door, ran up the rear stairs, and
knocked on the bathroom door.
Eric Fothergill, his face pale and
strained, opened it. A strong smell
of coal gas swept out.

“ It—it worked?'’ he asked.

“ Yes,”” replied Peter. “ We've
arrested him. You all right?
Fine! We'll leave the window
open to get rid of all this, but we
might as well turn the gas off now.

“Try how it feels to breathe in

“here, Jimmy. Stuffy, eh? Carbon

monoxide—much more than is
accounted for by the coal gas.”

Later, over a drink, he satisfied
Jamieson'’s curiosity. ;

“As soon as I decided that
George Fothergill had been killed
in the bathroom, there was only one
logical reason for the removal of
his body—so that the same method
of murder could be used for some-
one else. It was also obvious that
the murderer had killed the wrong
man and——""

He stopped short. '

boratory. The

ing him..

“ It may be obvious to you, Mr.
Trevor, . That doesn’t mean——""

“Right, T'll tell a plain story.
You’ll have to discover the motive
for yoursefli—-mi' own idea is that
Brewer wanted Irene Porter.

* Anyhow, he decided to get rid
of Eric, and devised a very neat
method of murder. Put the nozzle
of a carbon monoxide cylinder into
the keyhole of the bathroom while
the victim is inside and the geyser's
lit. Turn the valve. The concen-

trated gas soon fills the room, kill-

ing gquickly and silently. Remem-
ber, ql‘l: has neither taste nor smell,
so the victim can't even guess
what's happening to him.

4 Now, turn off the coal gas at the

meter, then turn it on again.
‘Result—the victim is found locked
in a room filled with coal gas, with
every sign of coal gas poisoning,
and coal gas still escaping from the
unlit geyser. Nothing to indicate
whether it's suicide or accident, of.
course. But it couldn’t possibly
be murder, could it?

“Clever, eh? Now for the mis-
take. Brewer left the house last
night satisfied that George Fother-
gill was off to Birmingham with
Miss Porter. Here was the oppor-
tunity for which he’d been waiting.
Eric would be alone in the house,
except for old Hardy who didn't
count.

‘‘Brewer probably went to his flat
and showef himself to a neighbour
to establish an alibi; but he re-
turned here, collected the cylinder

from the laboratory, let himself in

by the side door, and crept quietly
up to that box to wait.
“When George Fothergill went

into the bathroom, Brewer thought -

it was Eric. He did his stuff with
the cylinder—then discovered his
mistake. Just how, I don’t know;
possibly Fothergill had left his bed-
room ‘gh't on; possibly Brewer
visited Eric’'s room for something.
Anyhow, he didn't go down to the
cellar to finish off his job because
he'd realized two things. He'd
killed the wrong man; and he'd
wasted his clever plan for killing
the right one.
.faking this death as an exhaust
gas poisoning. He'd plenty of time
and could work at his leisure. He

"fé)’ounc. Bill

“Wha refaxe Sebaslopol ?Easy!
First Id byepass the Crimea
‘with Dwenty Divisions and

seize a key cily

‘'opportunity before it was teco late.

~ “It's all very irregular, Mr.-

en the idea came to him of
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" got the bathroom’ door unlocked;

waited until the carbon monoxide
was dispersed, and went in.

* Fothergill was in the bath all
right. But he’d died before he
could sponge himself—therefore the
wine stain remained on his chest.
Not noticing this, Brewer got the
body out, dried it, and dressed it.
Then fixed the tube to the exhaust
of the car, took the body away in
it, and left it where it was found.
Simple, isn't it? Everything |
explained. :

“But no proof, Jimmy — as
you're _itching to tell me., And
vou're right. Realizing that there
was onlg one way of getting any,
I took Eric into my confidence.

**This evening he sent Miss Porter
home, He also asked Brewer a lot |
of questions about carbon' mon- |
oxide, and hinted mysteriously, at

———

‘some information he intended_‘ to

give the police tomorrow.
“Brewer reacted as expected.
He'd no reason to suppose thai
any one suspected the truth, ex-
cept, perhaps, Eric, who would be |
alone in the house tonight. Better
make certain — by grasping the

“ So he repeated his procedure
of last night. Eric kept his head
out of the bathroom window and
took no harm. Brewer was taking
his cylinder back to the laboratory
when we caught him."* ;

amieson looked worried. ' As

a theory, it's grand. But I still
don’t see much in the way of defi-
nite proof. And what was that red
stain on his glove?"’ =

“ I provided it specially to satisfy
‘your craving, f?u:my,” ‘smiled
Peter. “ Last night Brewer didn't
get so far as turning off the gas at
the meter. But tonight he carried
through his plan completely. And
this afternoon I scattered a few
grains of a powerful dye, scarlet-
red, on the lever of the meter. I
was most anxious that you
shouldn’t be disappointed.’’

Trevor. Very irreguldr, indeed!
If I'd known what you intended to
do——"" Jamieson's dour features
suddenly relaxed in a wide grin.
“ Thanks for not telling me. And
thanks for—everything else. Dunno
how I'd get along without you.”

Then with a rapid encirclin’
movement Id hurl all my
reserves across the
Dnieper, or somethin’
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FRY'S

Your coupons are precious,
so use them wisely. Remem-
ber that Fry’s Sandwich Chocolate gives you
full coupon value in a 2-oz. block, it is a
first-rate food, and a rare treat as well.

FRYS SANDWICH CHOCOLATE

( One E coupon or
two D coupons )

PRICE 3

MAKERS OF GOOD CHOCOLATE

THE BATI'LF. FOR FUEL

FUEL PROFICIENCY TEST

In the services recruits have to pass proficiency tesgs
and Battle for Fuel fighters should now test their
own progress in this way. Try this simple test.

WHAT’S WRONG WITH THIS BATHROOM ? ——

Study | this
[ picture and
see how
many fiel errors
there are. Then
see solution below.
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Is this
your house?

Paper, metal tins, bones,
string and other materials go
into it every week. But how
much comes out again as
salvage?

Are the people in your home
letting other people do your
share of contributing the raw
materials of victory?

Is your house slacking?

What do [ do?

I save paper—keeping it clean
and dry and separate from other
waste,

I save wmetal — food cans,
bottle tops, kitchen utensils
damaged beyond repair, and any
other metal articles I can spare.
I save rubberu—every scrap is
urgently needed.

I _save bones—first cleamng
them and drying them.

And I save rags and string—
even the smallest pieces.

Issued by the Ministry of Information

Space presented to the Nation by
the Brewers’ Society
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Christina Emma Gladys Taylor
Has a son who is a sailor,

Thus she knows how all the Navy
Are very keen on tasty Sravy,
And how by stirring Bisto in
The gravy's not too thick nor thin,
And how the galley cooks all use

ISTO

for helping out the stews
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For over 50 years
WREN'S has been
accepted as the finest
dressing for good shoes.
it gives an intense
brilliant shine, water-
proofs and preserves
the leather and keeps
it in a supple and first
class condition.

Add life to your shoes
~Ask for WREN'S.

Made in Black. Light
Brown and Bark Tan

Y%eMAN'S POLISH |

WM WREN L7, WATFORD. jci

Leave your face wet after washing. Spread a ;
thin film of Colgate over your beard, Shave
it clean off. Your skin is left cool and fresh.
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