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MDTHERS and 
MDTHERS-TO-BE 

r})on' l miss lkis 

superl issue o/ d3rilain
1

s 

{(J.realesl {}tome _/11,aga:zine 

(lfl.RE'S THRILLING NEWS !-The wonderful big NEW YEAR 
(J [Jissue of "MOTHER " - JUST OUT - sixpence as usual. Its pages 

are packed with delightful surprises including Health and Beauty 
secrets ... Knitting ... Fashion ... Home and Cookery hints ... Advice 
on child welfare . . . and THREE grand complete stories. Look in the 
panel on the right, at just a few of the unique features in this lavishly illus­
trated issue--and then hurry-get your copy at o·nce before they're all sold out! 
Go to your newsagent now and ask him for it and at the same time be sure to 
place . a standing order for the regular supply of" MOTHER" every month. 

What's i11 tl1is 
brilliant New Year issue? 

NEW YEAR 
FAMIL Y KNIITING 

Full knitting imuuctions for an enchant­
ing dreu for Molher. A sman long­
slcevcd pullover for HtM. And lhc thrilling 
cardigan tibbcd for figure llattery is a real 
joy. For Master Four-ycar-old lhcre's 
a srutdy jersey suit and for bis sistcr a 
pinafore frock to match. 

THREE LONG 
COMPLETE STORIES 

Here's grand fiction by your favourite 
aulhors-gloriowly illusttated-" Soldier's 
Son " by Dorothy Black ; " Sto1m Warn­
ing " by Warc Tortty; and " Happy 
Binhday to You" by Olive Neven. 

OTHER 
MOTHERS' PROBLEMS 
Nurse Crawford will help you, with 

practica! advice, 10 ke<'J) your baby hcalthy 
and happy. Rcad her helpful anides on 
nervy children and evacuecs. 

WINTER FASHIONS 
Thcre are four delightful · outfits which 

you nccd this Winter--they are all easy to 
make. For childrcn you will find palles 
of sensible clothcs which are incxpcru1vc 
and can be put togcther in no time. 

AND therc's the famous " Four 
o'clock Gossip " fcature-how 

to prcf."'e your childrcn for the " new 
arrival ' and an important arride on 
health for expectant mothcrs-ome cn­
chanting blackout lamp shadc-s to make­
Mrs. Brittain gjvcs some wondeñul new 
rccipcs - thcrc's a bcdtime 1tory for lhe 
little oncs, etc. etc. etc. 

DoN'T miss this gtllnd issue l 
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1!,appp <!brístmas 
SOMEWHERE IN FRANCE 

S 
CROOGE himself would not be able to resist 
letting himself go and entering foto the 
spirit of Christmas were he out in France 
with the British Expeditionary Force, for 

the boys are determined to make this Y uletide a 
really cheery one-and when Tommy makes up 
bis mind to do a thing, not all the Nazi bombasts, 
blitzkriegs and bombers in the world can stop 
him. And in carrying out their intentions, the 
men ofthe B.E.F. have been vigorously aided and 

abetted by friends, swecthearts and relations on 
the Home Front. 

Parcels of ali shapes and sizes ha ve been pouring 
into the army post offices in their tens of thousands. 
Razors and raisins, diaries and dates, socks and 
smokes, and a thousand and one other gifts have 
been dispatched, delivered and gratefully ackoow­
ledged. And now nothing remains for Tommy to do 
but enjoy himself to the fullest extent permitted by 
the exigencies of active service. Yes, be he in tbe 

íront line or in reserve, Tommy certainly is uot 
lettiog Christmas, 1939, pass unhonoured and 
unsung. 

So now, come with us to that nebulous place 
" somewhere in Frnuce " and look over the shoulder 
of the young sergeant as he writes his Christmas.lcttcr 
to home. For him and bis companions, NoiJI will be 
anything but a gloomy afiair, since a khaki Christ­
mas can be just as cheery as one spent in the 
"civvies" of peace time. ( Continued overleaíl 
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In pantomime, joumeys always end in lovers' meetings, and so it is in "Cinderella" at the Coliseum. Prince Charming (Patricia 
Burke) finds his Cinders (loan Cole) and fits on the slipper which proves once and for all that she is to become the Princess 
just as soon as the wedding can be arranged. Patricia Burke is the daughter of the .f amous musical comedy star, Marie Burke 

,.1FE STORy OF LONPON'S lOlll 

I.:
NDON's West End can boast but one pantomirne this year, 
namely, Cinderella, which Francis Laidler is presenting at the 
Coliseum, to the vast satisfaction of cbildren of all ages. 

Known as the King of Pantomime, Mr. Laidler has been producing 
pantornimes all over the kingdom and this is bis fourth London 
pantomime. He is seeing to ít that it is as good as a good panto can be. 

Long weeks ago, when the summer was at its height, work began on 
the production, for there is a tremendous amount to be done between 

the writíng of the first rhyming couplet and the time wben the call boy 
chants: "Overture and beginners, please" on Boxing Night. 

Príncipals bave to be chosen, hundreds oí chorus girls given auditions 
before a final selection ís made, conferences beld at which sceníc 
designer, costume desígner, lighting expert, musical director and pro­
·ducer get down tq welding the many different parts into one artistic 
whole. ILLUSTRATED takes you back-stage to prove that moni:hs of 
hard work, headaches and heartburnings go to the making 
oí that essentiaUy Christmas-time coocoction, the pantomime. 
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1 Cinderella may be m rags, but tradition demands that she be elegantly 
impoverished. And that is why principal girl Joan Cole had many 

fittings before that tattered dress was finally passed by the producer 

) Producer Francis Laidler and scenic designer F. C. Lyndhurst in 
solemn conclave met. They are discussing details of the Lilypool 

Well scene Jor which Mr. Lyndhurst had just made the preliminary sketch 
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' 2 Francis Laidler himself insisted on being the first to fit Cinderella 
with her silver slipper. And to judge by the expression of Patricia 

Burke, the principal boy, he made a very graceful job of it when ·he did so 

---: ... - . ··.: ::-'t-~·· ., ... · ~~ . -·· ... -.....\:., ... ,,., ._.,,,,_-... , :. ~ -

4 Before tite various scenes are built in the studios, they are constructed 
in miniature. Hence the giant lumd carefully moving a section of 

the e/abarate ,banister. Use of models enables ev~ry detail to be adjusted 
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S Sketching the clock that figures so impO'Ytantly in the story of 
Cinderella. Every detail of decoration and furnishing has to be 

studied so that the scene will have no janing note in colour and design 

7 High up in the wings, the electrician controls the switches which regulate 
the lights. · Since lighting plays a major part in pantomime, the 

lighting plot is a comp/icated one that calls for careful rehearsing 

6 An artist putting the finishing touches to the hands of the clock. It 
is a "practica/" property as far as the movements of the hands are con­

cerned, youngsters watch with great excitement the witching hour approaching 

8 Glose collaboration between the various bran~hes of production are 
essential. Thus the costume designer keeps in touch with the artist 

who designs the scenery so that they may avoid any jarring clash of colours 
( Continued overlean 
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9 One of the most expensive and tricky jobs of pantomime production 
is the dressing of the company. Not only do all the principals have 

several changes of wardrobe, but small part and chorus people have also 

1 O That marble staircase which so impresses us when we see it in the 
ballroom is a tribute to the art of the stage carpenter. For it' is 

a wooden and hollow snare, but none the less palatial on that account 

~ · · ILLUSTRATED-0.ecember 30; 1939 

to be provided with a nttmber of costumes apiece. Mrs. Wood, tite ward­
robe mistress who carries many of the responsibilities on her shoulders, 
helps Joan Cole to choose the dress she wears in the ballroom scene 

11 Meet the Ugly Sisters of the pantomime, Doris and Joan Fred­
Emney. As far . as Cinderella is concerned, they are scarcely 

sisters to assist' er, but they greatly assist the audience-to laugh 
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12 It' s a serious business workíng out funny " business," and stage 
manager Cecil Bainbridge (left) brings a solemn air to one of the 

many conferences as he Jollows the script with Francis Laidler. At the 

1 ] Ev~ry good pantomime simply must have lots of Junny men in the 
cast, and Mr. Laidler' s Coliseum production is rich in comics who 

do admirable work in keeping the ball of laughter rolling. Above you se~ 

14 One of the greatest mysteries of pantomime production is how the 
property master .succeeds in getting through the run of a production 

witltout ltaving a complete nervous breaf<down, Jor tite ·" props " used are 

13 

head of the table sits principal girl Joan Cole, and on either side of her 
are to be seen those bríght comedians Leslie Sarony and Leslie Holmes­
the Two Leslies-who play Buttons and the Baron respective/y 

a trio of them who are known not inappropriately as the_ Three Loase Screws, 
and appear as the sort of broker's men who, unfortunately, are never to be 
met with except in the happy-go-lucky world ruled over by King Panto. 

many and varied, ranging from rat traps and .bass brooms to faíry• coac/1es 
and outsize pumpkins. Here is one of the trees being carried into position 
Jor tite Jorest scene where it manages to look amazingly massive and solid 

( Continued overleaíl 
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I~Jl~ -continued 

1 5 After the long task of choosing the chorus has been finished, the 
question of dressing them has to be considered. Francis Laidler helps 

to decide which of them will make the best boys and which the best girls 

17 Producers of pantomime must have practica! knowledge of all 
branches of the business. So Francis Laidler does not hesitate to 

shów the girls a little dance routine. And he certainly points a pretty toe 

ILLUSTRATED-Oecember 30, 1939 

16 Tiller girls provide many of the dancing acts and here is the 
producer busy rw1ning the tape over sorne of them. Dresses cilways 

must be well fitting, Jor nothing mars an act more than do slipshod costumes 

18 With a chorus of over fifty to direct, it is essential that the producer 
_should· be able to count on good team work. Mr. Laidler runs 

through the routine with them, -stressing his points with a Jew .jokes 
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19 Tiller girls are not 011/y atlractive tu louk at but are a/so accomplished 
dancers. Hard work and plenty of it is the secret of their talent, 

and these sixteert set about practising the splits with a cheeriness that shows 

20 H ere are some of the chorus rehearsing one of their concerted numbers. 
Now that the pantomime is in full swing, half of them have been 

magically transformed into "boys," for one of t he traditions of pantomimes 

15 

they really enjuy doing t/1em-aml tlwt speaks volumes Jur tlieir s11pple11ess! 
Team worh of a really high urder is always the hall-nwrk of 
the dancers w/10 receive their training at t his world-f amo11 s scliool 

is that whenever possible the sexes shall clwnge over- a relic oJ tl1e old da)'S 
when the Lord of Misrule reigned from Christmas to Twelfth Night, and 
everything had to be carried on in amad, topsy-turvy manner in his honour 



There Were 
People lnside 
. . . A bomb Jrom a Russian 
plane completely smashed this 
building, the skeleton of which 
lLLUSTRATEo's cameraman 
used as a vantage point f rom 
which to photograph another 
damaged house. Finnish 
people who lived in these two 
buildings were killed instantly 

Twenty 
Workers 
Died Here 
. . . Ruthlessly bombing Hel­
sinki, the Russians f ailed to 
spare the workers they pro­
fessed to help, and working­
class districts suffered most 
heavily. In this house alone 
twenty people, mostly women 
and children, were killed 
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The Dead Lie Buried .. ·. _Only a Jew hour~ bef?re_ thi~ pictur~ was taken, a three-floor~d lwuse s~od 
. · on this spot. Now th1s bwldmg is a rumed mass of stones, debns and tw1sted 

metal, it is the tomb far ten people who lie buried under the ruins. The heavy bomb which strnck the house scored a direct hit 

Our · Comeromen • ID Belsinki 
lil&IHEN the Russian War seemed imminent, two of 
...... lLLUSTRATED's cameramen flew to Finland and were in 
Hel$inki during sorne of the air raids. One of them is still on 
the spot; the other flew back to Copenhagen, whence he sent the 
pictures he and his colleague had taken to lLLUSTRATED. 

Russia's aim, she said, was to liberate the workers, to free 
them from the. tyranny of the capitalists. There are sorne who 
may think that a worthy aim. On these pages is photographic 
evidence of the method by whicb the Russians carried óut their 
aim . . . already sorne Finnish workers were freed, they lay 
liberated beneath the wreckage of their own homes after the 
Red bombers had passed. 

This W oman Died Her husband lying badly injured in the same 
hospital, her child already dead, this woman died the 

day after this photograph was taken. So has one f amily been Iiberated by the Soviets 

H f L • . . . The head master ouse O earn1ng (left) with two of his 
professors view the ruins of beautiful Helsinki University 

(Continued overleaf) 



Helsinki 

S h f S f t . This young Finnish workman, earc or a e y with his little child in his arms, is 
evacuating to a safer zone. He carries only rucksack with clothes for baby 

... Completely without merey, 
the Russians bombed Helsinki, 

causing such devastation as shown in this photograph of a shattered house 

Fire After Exploding ... By the use of brand-bombs, the 
Russians caused the buildings to catch 

fire after explosion. Bodies Jound in debris were so burned as to be unidentifiable 

Where a T eacher Sat . . . . f!elsinki University was 
hitfive times by heavy bombs, ali 

of them direct hits. This picture shows a teacher' s room after the raid 
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Hospital of the 
Here, in the town's centre, many of the wounded 
died soon after entry. On right is Mrs. Tanast­
Rancken, doctor in charge of the hospital 

( Continued from poge 17) 

ILLUSTRATED' s cameramen in Helsinki tel1 
tales of horror and tragedy. They teU of the 
bombing of the houses where the poorcr people. 
lived. It was here that most were killed. 

Even more drec 1fu1 tban the bombs weFe tbe 
lumps of granite and stone which sprang back 
from tbe ground when a bomb fell, hitting and 
penetrating tbe houses and often killing the 
people sheltering witbin. 

Strangely enough, one of the first to be 
wounded in Helsinki was a German. He was a 
teacher in the German school which, together 
,with the German churcb, were damaged by 
Russian bombs. 

In Esplanadgatan, Helsinki's most fashion­
able street, not one window rernains unbroken. 
During the first raid, r,26o people were injured 
by glass splinters. Like most people, thé owners 
of the shops had left the town, but although their 
shops were open for any one to loot, no tbievery 
has taken place. 

There is perlect self-control among the 
Finnish people. 

O D t • H 1 • k • . . . Finnish soldiers are of fine 
n U Y In · e Sin I physique, well equipped, courageous 

and · determined to the last man to defend the rights of their country 

'• •• -·· •¡, . 

• 

F d t . E t After the first two air raids, 
orce O vacua e tite Finnish Govemment urdered 

evacuatíon of civil population. Women waiting f or buses to take them away 
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IJ.J.USTRATED'S MONTBI.Y DIARY or TBE WAR-

NOV. 17.-Hitler stiU besitates ; Frencb cartoon follows generals' 
and party chiefs' split oa future offeasive policy. Soutb African 

aerial patrol searches for Nazi pocket battleship raider 

NOV. 18.-General Sikorski, Polish Prime Minister, meets Duke of 
Kent at Scottish port where he decorated PoUsh officers. Allied 
Supreme War Couacil pools all resoun:es of Britain and France 

NOV. 18.-Dutch liner " Simon 
Bolivar " strikes Nazi mine, 140 
lives lost, tbis baby wai; saved 

••• Japanese liner " Terukumi Maro " sunk by mine otf 
East Coast ; crew and passengers saved by Jifeboats. H .M. 

" Mastl.tf," a trawler minesweeper sunk 

NOV. 22.-Britisb destroyer " Gipsy ,, mined. 
Nazi planes raid east coast of England; eight 

shot down in France 

NOV. 23.-" Rawalpiadi," British armed met:'Cbant cruiser, 
attacked by pocket battleship. lt retums the eaemy's fire 

although at hopeless disadvantage, and is sunk in 40 minutes 

NOV. 28.- W. S. Morrisoa 
announces rationing of bacon 
and butter on January 8. 

NOV. 29.- Russia : "Finland's hostile 
poUcy compels us to take steps to safe­
guard our externa) security " 

DEC. 5.- German plane brought down off East Coast. Halífax denounces 
" Russia 's ioexcusable act of aggression." Red planes bomb nickeJ 

towns and troops land near Arctic Petsamo 

NOV. 30.-Soviet attacks Finland by land, sea and air. Eighty 
reported kiUed in air raids on Helsinki. Strategic islands seized. 

Cabinet resigas 

A N 

OolWdb 

,:::tuxsn 

DEC. 1.-New Govemmeot formed in 
Helsink.i under Risto Ryti, Governor 

of Bank of Finland • • • 

DEC. 6.-Moscow organ declares that Rumania must sign pact oí mutual 
aid with Soviet Union, aad Rumanian fears for Bessarabia are intensified. 

DEC. 7.-Swedish Forelgn 
Minister Sandler hears crowd 
shout " Give help to Finlaad " Gestapo rule in Polaad can'ied out by savage terrorism 
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TOUR PICTVIIE-RECORD or NOV.-DEC. EVENTS 

NOV. 19.-Regimeotal cobbler oo tbe 
Western Front. Five ships sunk by 
Nui mines--one British, four neutrals 

NOV. 20.-Nazi seaplanes drop magnetic mines by parachute in Thames 
estuary. South-east F.ngland gets flrst nlght air raid alann ; raiders drivea 

off'. Rumania refuses to lowtt oU prices to Cermany 

NOV. 21.- Himmler announces Gestapo arrest oí two 
Britons, Capt. Best (monocJe) ancl Capt. Stevens, aUeges their 
compliclty io Municb bomb explosion. 5 Nazi planes down 

NOV. 24.-King Carol oí Rumania NOV. 25.-Haliíax sees envoys NOV. Uí.-Pollsh ship "Pílsudski" sunJc; picture shows sumvors NOV. 27.- Finland rejects Soviet 
swears in new cabinet. Cruiser of oeutrals wbo protest at Britain's wbo attencled funeral of their dead comrades. Russians say four .note but is willing to negotiate 
" BeJfast " damaged by torpedo tlt1t-way blockade oí Gennany Soviet soldlers . killed by Finnish shell fire : sends note to Finland a withdrawal from border zone 

• • • and Soviet appoints "pup­
pet '• Government Ulldu Otto 
Kuu.sinen io oc:cupled Finland 

DEC. 2.-Field Marshal Manoer· 
beim, Commander oí tbe Fi~ 
ca.lis on troops to flgbt to tbe end 

DEC. 3.-Nazi warships raided at Heligoland by R.A.F,: bits regjs.. 
teffd witb beavy bom.bs. Tbree U-boats sank. Finos off'er stout 

resistllnce on ali fronts to invading Russians 

DEC. 4.- The King goes by destroyer 
to see troops in France. Blockade of 

Nazi exports begins , 

DEC. 9.-Belgian studeots demoostrate tbeir 
sympatby for Finnisb cause. Fillns repulse Soviet 
attacks lo Karelia and drop leaflets on Leningrad 

DEC. 10.--"-Btltisb troops take over active sector of tite 
Maginot Une, and in(antry for first time is in di(ed action 
witb tbe enemy. Finns bold Russiam on 200-mile front 

DEC. 11.-League of Nations gives Stalin 24 hours in wbich 
to reply to its appeal to cease hostilitles ; Finlancl's delegate 

M . Holsti asks for help agaiost "our giant adffl'SU)'" 

--··---------------··----.... ..,. ...... _ ... __ .... _____ -
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Tli~ 
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OR centuries the cavalry was 
tbe greatest quick-striking 
force of armies. In a day 

when the intemal combustion engine 
was undreamed of, the cavalry pro­
vided the mobility that often turned 
tbe tide of battle, and in attack this 
arm proved invaluable, for not only 
could it be used to break through 
infantry in line or in square, but by 
charging the enemy's guns, it could 
render his artillery, if not completely 
useless, at least very ineffective. 

Today, s~ege warfare has rendered 
the ca valry immobile, for even if a 
break t hrough heavily fortified lines 
can be achieved on a big scale, t he con­
dition of the terrain renders t he use of 
mounted troops. very problematical. 
Even so, the British cavalry is not a 
thing of the past for the.re are still three 
regiments of regulars and thirteen of 
yeomanry left in the army. And if 
ever open warfare develops, they will 
give a great account of themselves. 

• •• 
Tli~ 

o one would suggest tbat the 
tanks can hold a candle to 
the cavalry in matters of 

glamour and military spectacle, but 
then, they are concerned solely with 
hard, practica! achievement. "Deeds, 
not looks," is their watchword. Still, 
there is no more thrilling sight of its 
kind than that of these mechanical 
pachyderrns moving into an attack, 
demolishing or surmounting every 
obstacle in their patb with an effort­
less ease that is almost terrifying. 

Versatility is tbe keynote of the 
British tanks, that vary from light 
machines with a crew of three, to the 
enormously powerful monsters, heavily 
armoured and fitted with machine 
guns and cannon. As tbe spearhead of 
modern attack, the tank reigns supreme 
in speed, manreuvrability and striking 
force. Not only is it invaluable in 
attack, but its speed ensures swiftness 
of advance when a break through has 
been accomplished. 

ti 

.,. 
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Two Briton and Na•i9 lace other 

I
N battered felt hat, old pullover, tieless 
fiannel shirt and grimy flannel " bags, '' 
bunch of weeds in one hand and sickle in tbe 
other, a man "potters about" in bis garden 

during one of bfa infrequent visits to bis home nea.r 
Surrey's love)y Virginia Water. 

He looks round at bis apple trees. "Apple trees-
. ah, yes, tbat's one thing I do know something 
about," be confides toan .unexpected visitor. Witb 
a friendly groan aod grin, he adds: "I thought I'd 
dodge every ooe ü I kept out here today." 

The scene clianges. A squarely built figure 
slightly above average height, with fum and deter­
mined step, paces the deck of bis monster ftagsbip 
"somewhere at sea." 

He stops, speaks. Were it you he was addressing 
you would be poweríully impressed by a strong, 
almost gruff, slow, delibera te voice. The roll of 
r's-r's-r's denotes itas belonging to a Scot. 

Tbe face is bull-doggish, rugged, weatber-tanned. 
The liberal lips are tightly drawn, tbe jaw is massive 
to the point of aggressioo. 

From under beavy brows steely blue eyes, sharply­
focused · "gunner's eyes,'' search through you. A 
monocle dangles from the breast, but it is seldom 
worn-its presence there at all is an inexplicable 
idiosyncrasy on one so far removed from "aristo­
cratic" afiectation. 

The .figure moves under the shadow of a giaot 
· gun to the deck rail and those penetrating eyes 
sweep across the horizo{l of the challengiog and 
decisive North Sea. Calmly, confidently. 

reorganizer of naval gunnery, "Jackie" Fisher, 
thirty or more years ago predicted of Forbes, tllen 
rapidly qualifying as a gunnery specialist and one of 
Fisher's "pet" pupils. 

Young Forbes, son of a Ceylon tea planter, and 
willi no influence in bigh places and no experience 
of "the playing fields of Eton," had entered the navy 
as a cadet of fourteen, and, trained in sail, became a 
" real sailor." 

Doumess of the Scot evidently didn 't dull bis 
brigbtness, for in passing for lieutenant he gained 
five " firsts" and a prize of f.10. 

Somewhere, in the vaults under the Royal 
Humane Society's receiving station in Hyde Park, 
is recorded of him that in 1912 (the year he became 
a commander), C. M. Forbes was, with otbers, 
awarded the society's testimonial on vellum for 
rescuing seven men at sea off Portland. 

He will bate to be reminded of it ... 
There is no toucb of the sbowman anywbere in bis 

make-up. Only once in bis lifetime has anytlling he 
did ever bordered on the spectacular. That con­
cerned a page in bis prívate life that brought him a 
father's soi:row. 

Wheo rear-admiral in charge of tlle destroyer 
flotillas in the Mediterranean, bis twenty-one-year­
old only daughter of bis first marriage, Audrey, was 
talcen ill witll pneumonia. She was staying with bis 
second wüe and their younger daughter at Malta. 

Ideal Man Against Germany 
Apples and guns. 
Between these two extremes of portraiture of this Forbes received the message of tlle critica! illness 

man in private life and official action líes the enigma by radio. He was six hundred miles away. He was 
of a mind tllat Hitler's Navy Chief Raeder would also devoted to bis daughter. He immediately made 
give anything in the world to unravel. ' a ligbtning dash for it in a destroyer. Arrived just 

It is the immensely silent and secretive mind of too late. . 
Admira! Sir Charles Morton Forbes, Commander-io- 1t was the second time he had known the sadness 
Chief of Britain's Home Fleet, and, as such, the of bereavement in bis family. His first wife, a Miss 
Jellicoe of 1939. Agnes Ewen, daughter of a Potter's Bar J .P., died in 

For whíle there 'is no Grand Fleet today (tbere is, 1915 in the thíck of the war at about tlle time her 
for strategic purposes, also a Mediterranean Fleet and husband was promoted to be Jellicoe's Flag Com-
a China Squadron), Forbes's is the main commaud. maoder and gunnery staff officer. 
It stretches all over Home waters, including the His present wife, a cbarming Swedish lady, who 
North Sea, and into the U-boat infested Atlantic. before their marriage in 1921 was Miss Marie Louise 

Hís has been the job of decimating Hitler's Berndtson, of Stockho1m, keeps home for him at 
marauders a.nd keeping our warship tonnage losses Cawsand Place, Wentwortb, Virginia Water. She is 
to wbat they bave been-" less tban one third of . a miracle of devoted, do~estic patience. Seldom 
one per cent." does she enjoy the companionsbip of the C.-in-C. 

Navy's Best Gardener 
He koows no boss but tlle Board oí Admiralty. 

His fighting orders are supreme. Searches by naval 
aircra!t and tbe R.A.F. to keep the seas clear are 
made after frequeot consultation with him. At bis 
disposal is every scrap of intelligence that becomes 
koown to the C.-in-C., Air. 

Night and day he has before bim a very con;iplete 
picture of the wbereabouts of every warship and 
merchantman on the seas of bis commaod. An 
hourly picture of enemy movements that give bim 
ample warning of any striking forces approaching 
these sbores, or of aoy raider slipping away or 
returning from ocean highways. 

Tbe navy considers him the best tactician of the 
day, as its most outstanding "big ship, big gun" 
man-though he himself much prefers to be 
described as "the navy's best gardeoer." 

He bates talking " shop "-<:ertainly outside naval 
circles .. He is as close as an oyster. 

"A sailor's job is to do bis job and keep bis mouth 
sbut. Wbat does he want with limeligbt and 
popularity?" sums up bis attitude to all, high and 
low. who seek to pierce the sheet armour-plate that 
makes bim the strong, silent man of mystery. 

One roa y bazard a guess tha t even the Admiralty, 
in the light of modernized methods of the army and 
air force to popularize their services, would not be 
sorry to see a slight unbendiog of tbe silent tradition. 

Only once in bis forty-.five years of naval life--be 
is now filty-nine-bas Forbes ever been reported to 
bave expressed bis views publicly on naval matters. 
Presiding, eigbteen months ago, at a debate on the 
relative merits of speed versus gun-power in warsbips, 
he emphasized that " every warsbip must be a 
compromise." 

That glimpse of bis miod revealed him to possess 
more of the cold, measured balance óf a Jellicoe 
than the impromptu brilliance of a Beatty. 

"One day be'll be tlle greatest, most silent, mem­
bei: of the Silent Servíce,'' that revolutionary 

> 

with a passion for the simple deligbts of an English 
couotry home, its garden and its apple trees. Not 
long ago bis absence caused him to give up bis 
town hoase. 

Throughout the Abyssinian and Spanish wars he 
was away for long stretches of months if not years 
at a time when he cornmanded the First Battle 
Squadron of tbe Mediterranean Fleet, and was the 
fieet's second in.command uoder the late Admira} 
Sir Roger Backhouse. .., 

His good lady and bis garden have seen little 
more of him since then. He was already marked 
down for tbe exalted position of C.-in-C. of tbe Fleet 
whicb in tlle event of war with Germany would 
become predominant and approximate in importance 
to Jellicoe's Grand Fleet of the last war. 

Twice previously Forbes had stepped into 
Backhouse's shoes. In April, 1938, he succeedcd 
him as supreme commander of the Home Fleet. 

It was a great and popular tribute to the boy of 
scanty educatioo who joined the oavy at fourteen, 
who, being the son of an obscure tea planter, bad no 
influential " uncles" at the Admiralty to push him 
on, who by dint of bis dour Scottisb determination 
had risen to fulfil Fisher's prophecy that one day he 
would become " the greatest, most silent, member 
of tbe Silent Service.'' 

The Man to Do lt 
It also fulfilled the promise held out for him after 

Jutland, the greatest naval battle since Trafalgar, 
wheo as Jellicoe's Flag Commander and gunnery 
staff officer, that admira! wrote of bim: -

" Forbes plotted the movements of the two fleets 
with rapidity and accuracy as reports were received. 
He always afforded me great assistance." 

. So that is Forbes. "He is the ideal man for a war 
with Germany," a famous admira} told me. 

Scottisb caution that makes bim measure well bis 
chances. the grim grit of tbe bulldog breed, the dour 
silence that speaks in action. 

In Churchilliao phrase "tbe strugglc at sea-and 
it has often proved decisive in the end-will be long 
aod unreleotiog. But in the end we shall break their 
hearts." 

Forbes, toonage-saver and U-boat slayer, present 
last time when the Gennan Fleet sank in Scapa 
Flow, is tlie man who will do it. 

CASHEL BUTIOH 

*· 

A
a glass-topped desk in a huge carpeted 
room of tbe German Admíralty 
building on a Berlin canal, sits a 
slightly-built, grey-haired man, who 

is responsible for the indiscriminatc laying 
of magnetic mines in British and neutral waters 
and for the murder on tbe high seas of innocent 
merchant seamen and neutral women and 
children. 

He is Admira} Erich Raeder, "First Lord" of thl:' 
German Fleet, a man whose years to come will be 
haunted by the dying shrieks of drowning women 
and children and tbe phantom forms of frozen 
seameo, callously set adrift in mid-Atlaotic by Nazi 
U-boat commanders. 

To Erich Raeder is laid the charge of torpedoing 
the Athenia in the ñrst days of tbe Second World 
War with its massacre of women and children. To 
his cbarge is laid tbe disregard of cvery international 
law aimed at bumanizing warfare. 

He has, in the language of the navy toda y, turnrd 
from naval officer to pírate. He has exchanged thc 
imperial German flag for tlle skull and crossbones 
implied i.n the Nazi swastika. 

His clumsy attempts to conccal his guilt hy propa­
ganda bave eamed him the scorn oí the Allies an<l 
neutrals alike. 

It was Admiral Raeder wbo sent the mysterious 
message to the Uníted States a few wecks ago, 
warning them that the U.S. lincr Jroq11ois would be 
sunk "by a repetitiou of the circumstanct·s in which 
the Athe,iia was sunk." 

In America, such clumsiness had tbe rcccption it 
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aeross the grey North Sea: Here are their s tor ies 

deserved, but the British Admiralty's reply was more 
to the point. I t said: 

"The fact that such a suggestion could be madc 
by tbe German Government enables us once again 
to realize and measure the criminal mentality of the 
Nazi party leaders. It is surprising, bowever, that 
an officcr of tbe former I mperial German Navy, like 
Admiral Raeder, should demean his uniform by 
lcnding himself to such baseness.' · 

Shortly before the outbreak of this war, Admira! 
Raeder told a Dutch newspaper correspondent that 
Germany would not undertake uurestrícted sub­
marine warfare. 

Germany, he added, would spare neutral trade as 
much as possible. The laying of aúnefields would 
be announced according to the Hague Convention 
of 1907. 

The words were hardly out of bis mouth before 
the torpedoing oí merchant ships without warning 
became a daily occurrence. The magnetic mines 
which have converted the North Sea into a floating 
hell ior peaceful neutral ships, were laid without 
warning by aeroplanes and submarines acting 
on Admira! Raeder's instructions. 

' 

World Pirate No. 1 
He had not even the courage of his convictions, 

because it was not until the mines had been proved 
to be of German origin that Admiral Raeder's press 
department boastfully confirmed the fact and gloried 
in the death of hundreds of innocent civilians. 

This "World Pírate No. 1" does not convey the 
ímpression of a cut-throat. His uniform is immacu­
late. His hair brushed sleekly back. One almost 
imagines to discern a sense of humour in his some­
what evasive chin and broad nostrils. 

He has alJ the characteristics of that docile German 
type which has allowed Hitler to get wbere he is, 
and but for the braid on Raeder's uniform, one might 
pass him in thc streets of Berlin without a second 
glancc. 

But behind Adm ira! Raeder's inoffensivc appmr­
ance is a diabolical hatred of Britain. He has 
obtained promotion under the Nazis beca.use of this 

hatred and has kept bis job because he has always 
been willing to acquiesce in and execute the schemes 
thought out by Hitler's unscrupulous brain and 
equally unscrupulous advisers. 

Where terrorism is concerned, Admiral Raeder is 
a " yes man," and when even the Germans ask how 
this by no means brilliant officer has reached bis 
present eminence, the answer is in those two quoted 
words. 

Admita! Raeder's degeneration from honourable 
d.aval officer to cynical pírate has been gradual. Had 
he entered the German Navy after the Great War 
instead of before it, bis career would have been very 
difierent. 

But Rae-der saw the light of tbis world in the 
comfortable home of bis father, a well-to-do citizen 
of Wandsbeck, near Hamburg, sixty-tbree years ago, 
ata period when the victories gained by the Prussian 
armies over the French on land were beginning to 
inspire dreams of even greater victories at sea. 

When Raeder, as a boy of eighteen, with the 
slightest trace of down on bis upper lip, entered the 
military academy at Kíel, Germany was already 
building her battleships which were to drive the 
British from the seas, and there was a great sbortage 
of naval officers. 

So Raeder got swift promotion, and when the 
bearded Admira! von Tirpitz visited the Kiel Naval 
Academy, Raeder was presented to him as a promis­
ing officer. Von Tirpitz showed his gratification by 
putting young Raeder in charge of editing two naval 
magazines-a training in propaganda which Raeder 
probably regrets was not more thorough. 

Those were the halcyon da ys for young German 
na val officers. 

B itter Awakening 
Wine flowed freely at social gatperings, at which 

German naval invincibility was loudly proclaimed. 
Smart uniforms, pretty women and arrogant boasts 
were features of German naval life. 

When shortly before the Great War, Captain 
Raeder donned a white uniform ,and was appointed 
navigation officer on the yacht Hohenzollem of the 
All Highest, Kaiser Wilhelm, the world was rosy 
indeed. 

The awakening was, by contrast, all the more 
bitter. War clouds loomed on the horizou. The 
luxurious Hohenzollem went out of commission for 
social purposes and Raeder found bimself appointed 
chief-of-st.afI to Vice-Admiral Hipper in the battle 
cruiser Seydlitz. 

Hipper and Captain Erich Raeder were men of the 
same mentality. Like other German naval com­
manders, they thought that Germany was bound to 
win the war; and therefore any means were justified 
to bring it to a speedy and successful conclusion. 

December 16, 1914, found thirty-eight years old 
Captain Raeder standing beside Hipper on the bridge 
oí the Seydlitz, noting witb satisfaction tbe havoc 
wrought by 1,500 heavy calibre shells pumped into 
the defenceless town of Hartlepool. There were 
thirty women and fifteen children among the hundred 
and fifty fatal casualities of that raid, not counting 
the four huodred in ju red, and Captain Ericb Raeder 
preened himself smartly on bis retutn as be reported 
tbe satisfactory blowing up of the railway station, 
waterworks and other public buildings. 

So successful was the raid, in his opinion, that just 
over a montb later, he again put to sea with Vice­
Admiral Hipper. Tbis time he was not so Iortuuate. 
Before they could carry out their "cut and run " 
bombardment, they were sighted by British light 
cruisers. The · German armoured cruiser Blllecher 
was torpedoed. Captain Raeder was thrown flat 
on bis back as a shell from Admiral Beatty's flag­
sbip, the Lion, killed 168 men in tbe turret oí the 
Seydlitz. 

I t was al! he could do to get the Seydlitz back to 
the protecting minefields and U-boats around Heli­
goland. 

Betweeo frequent .visits to Berlín from Kiel, 
Captain Erich Raeder díd a lot of hard thinking 
about Germany's ínvincibilíty in tbc next few 
months. 

But it was not until the Battle of Jutland that 
Captain Raeder finally abandoned open combat for 
the methods of a pírate. In tha.t battlt, he was on 
board the L11/::ow, wbich was so badly damaged by 
shells from H.M.S. Invincible, that 7,000 tons· oí 
water entered her hold and shc had to be abaudoned. 

The seque! of Germany's Jutland defeat was the 
outbrt•ak of unrestricted U-boa.t warfan:, which 

culminated in tbe ignominious surrcnder of the 
German High Seas Fleet. 

For a time Captain Erich Raeder sought refuge 
for bis vanished dreams in pbilosophy. Otber Ger­
man officers who survived the collapse found it 
pleasant to discuss with him tbe theories of Plato, 
Socrates and others, but eveu wbile he was address­
ing bis fellow officei:s in the naval station at Kiel, 
Captain Erich Raeder was fi!Jed with desire to be 
revenged on Britain. 

Disregard oí the pledged word was one of the first 
weapons in his armoury. As commander of the 
cruiser [{oeln in the early post-war years, he íound 
ample opportunity for building up a secret naval 
reserve in defiance of the Versailles Treaty, whích 
had been accepted by the German Government. 

Out-of-work naval officers, in search of jobs, found 
Erích Raedera man who would listen to them. The 
rich Junker class, witb which he bad connexions, 
openly connived at his activities. 

When the German Social Democrats decried the 
building of armoured cruisers, Erich Raeder, now 
an Admira!, wrote bitter articles in the Press, calling 
them "traitors ·• and "scum." H e also wrote two 
books, Der Krieg z11r See, expressing bis unbounded 
admiration for the piratical exploits of Germany's 
armed raiders. 

His acceptance of piracy as the only successful 
method of sea warfare for Germany was now com­
plete. He went to Berlin and in the Admiralty 
Building on the Tirpitz Ufer gloated over the plans 
for Germany's "pocket battleships," super-raiders 
able to "run away from anything they didn't want 
to meet and destroy any ship which caught thcm." 
" Not until Herr Hitler carne to power, however, 
could his picate dreams be realized. Hitler found 
in Admira! Raeder a man aíter bis own heart, willing 
to give bis word a{ld break it, a believer in the rutb­
less use of force to crush ali opposition, a cynic who 
believed in the legality of every method which would 
ensure German domination of the world. 

"My Fuehrer," he exclaimed dramatically to 
Hitler, "You have led us and the German Navy from 
inglorious darkness to the dawn of a brighter Iuture." 

Doomed Admira[ 
\Vhile secrctly arming agaíust Britain, he knew 

the Nazi art of dissimulating bis designs by fiat­
tering words. 

"Wberever we crossed swords with tbc Englisb 
Fleet in open battle, we camt: to know and respect 
the foe related to us by blood and ídcals and through 
glorious tradition," he declarnd in J une, 1936. 

At the same time, his houSt' in Bcrlin's fashionable 
Charlottenburg suburb was the rc·ndezvous of Ger­
man naval officers from Spain, who had been 
informing tbemselves of tht> preparedness oI 
Gibraltar and the state of Britain ·s Meditt'mmean 
forces. 

The "glorious " bombardment of innocent Ahueria 
because of an unproven attempt to attack a German 
warship was the crowning exploit of his peace time 
career. "Nobody," dcclared Admira! Raeder 
sternly, "should bclieve our weapons arn blunt. 
Germany strikes swütly and hard." 

Hundreds of civilians were killed in tbc bornbard­
ment of Almeria. Tbis insipid-looking Admira! 
would no doubt bave liked to carry it out himseH. 
It was so similar to tbe Hartlepool bombardnwnt in 
1914, except thal the bombarding warship had this 
time no avenging Beatty to fear. 

Admira! Raeder must have been still -mon· proud 
of the sinking oí the Athc11ia, however, for after 
denying tbat a Nazi U-boat was responsil,k•, he is 
reported to ha ve decora tcd the com mander oí' the 
attacking U-boat with the Iron Cross. 

Now Admiral Raeder list<:ns whilc: his Nazi bosses 
boast that the magnetk mine has made Germany 
"master of the seas." 

But the words ring hollow in his ears. He recalls 
perhaps a statemcnt be rnadc hio1sdf sorne years 
ago. 

"War against a naval ¡10wt·r will be ck--cidcd at 
sea. It is the IJaltlt·ship, ami lhe battlcship alon<' 
wbich is ablc to conquer and ddend supremacy at 
sea." 

It is prccisely in thl· rntegory o1 battleships that 
Gcrmany is hopelcssly dcfü:ic:nt. 

Rdribution is on ilc; way. Ag l\lr. \Vin~ton 
Churchill sa,id: .. \Ve shall break thc Nazis' lwarts," 
and onc hcart among thcm will be that of Admira! 
l:.'-rich Rat·dcr, thc naval oflkcr who becamc a piratl'. 

HARRY GREGSON 
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Coconuts grow in profusion on the island, and it is a common sight ta 
see native carts creaking down the tree-lined roads, headirig Jor sorne 
neighbouring river where they will be taken downstream to Colombo. 
Then the drivers lead their bujfaloes into the water for a well-earned bath 

Here ís somethíng 
DIFFERENT 

,,,, 
Not one dugout. gas mask. A.R.P. post or 
auxilliary fire station appears in these 
pictures. For they were token in Ceylon, 
where no such inflictions mar the sunshine 
and rich beauty of · an island paradise 

Not a child' s toy but an object of veneration. This wooden horse 
standing at the entrance to a temple commemorates the great 
journey Buddha made from Nepal to Delhi on a white steed 

r 



Glittering head-dresses crown the devil dancers when they perform one of their 
ceremonial rites in sorne forest clearing. On chest and back is worn a 
cloth on which are embroidered bright beads in amazingly intricate patterns, 

• while an amate belt fastens the full, white skirt that reaches to their bare 
feet. They present a barbarie picture, but they are anything but fierce 
and possess a friendly disposition at variance with the wildness of their dancing 
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1 "Good moming, sir," said Sergeant Cartcr to Inspector Hunt. 
"Nothing's been touched. She scribbled 'Good-bye' on that sheet of 
paper and drank thc poison. Her husband slept at his club in London 

last night; thcy' d had a row ovcr his association with a young girl " 

3 "Shc wouldn't listen to any explanation," he continued. "She went 
for Edith and tried to throttle her. I managed to drag her off, and 
Edith left. After telling my wife I was through with her, 1 cleared 

out and went to my club. But I didn't really mean to break witb her" 

1 
by MILESON HORTON 

2 Harvey was tcrribly upsct. ".My God, inspector," he said, brokenly. 
"This is awful. I only discovered it when I carne back this morning. 
A friend carne round last night to discuss a new play we were to 

produce. As wc wcrc rchearsing a scenc my wifc entcrcd the room" 

4 Harvey rcad and signed his statcmcnt. H unt rcturned to thc loungc. 
There was no sign of disorder. Doctor Scott having examined the 
body, looked at the dock and declared that Mrs. Harvey had died 

twelve or thirteen hours prcviously. Hunt nodded, glanced at the bureau 

Hunt turned to Carter. 

"The lounge faces the 

roadway," he said, 

slowly. ''That woman 

was murdered !" 

+ 

The clue to Inspector 

Hunt's deduction was 

in the lounge. lf you 

can't see it, turn to 

5 Later Inspector Hunt and Sergeant Carter called at severa! houses in the road making careful inquiries from thc 
houscholders. Although a number of the people bad passed the Harveys' house during the previous evening 
nobody seemed to have heard or secn anything suspicious. One witness whom they questioned stated : " I 

passed Mr. Harvey's house two or three times between eight and eleven o'clock last night, but noticed nothing unusual" 

page 38. 
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December 30, 1939-ILLUSTRATED 

THE hotel lay in rambling, irregu­
lar leYels against a hillside and 
above a blue lagoon. The Ber­

muda sun was about to sink, tranquil 
and rosy after its blazing day, and the 
Bermuda moon was about to rise, 
huge and white, and it was the quiet 
hour between daylight and night. 

It was hot, for it was August. Back 
of the hotel and around the hill behiud 
it wound a narrow, white road along 
which carriages and bicycles took their 
patient way to Hamilton or to St. 
George. The tramway was sorne miles 
from the hotel, which increased its in­
accessibility and rcmoteness from all 
things urbau. 

It was a substantia l, well-built, old 
hotel, so much remodelled aod added 
on to that its present owner and 
manager had had some difficulty, at 
first, finding bis own way amoog its 
winding corridors and unexpected 
chaoges in level. 

That was Janies Faufarc Smith, an<l he 
sat, as--he always did at sunset, on the 
strip oí lawn ahove thc Jagoon, drank 
barley water. and pretended he <lid not 
kuow that light footstcps, presumably 
fcmininc, had crosscd thc veranda ami 
thc strip oí lawn aud hrought up at thc 
white halustrade al,ovc thc 1agoon uot far 
írom him. 

For Jim was thc victim of his own 
cfficiency: aftl.'r a few years of strugglc 
his hotel had liccomc inonlinately succcss­
ful. It was with sorne dismay that he 
found he ha<l got the lioo by the tail 
au.J couldn't lct go. 

He hecame more an<l more cboicc about 

MIGNON ~- EBERHART 
IL LUSTRATED BY SINCLA IR CALOW 

the guests he accepte<l. He gave them 
exccllcnt rooms and a gourmet's cuisine 
an<l booste<l his prices. He could not 
stop being a gracious au<l frieudly host, 
aod the popularity of his hotel ooly 
increased. 

He was a tall man, youngish, and, 
now that he could aJiord to be, was very 
lazy. He had dark hair an<l a brown íace 
which wore, as a rule, an cxtremely 
l,land and disingcnuous expression . He 
had light, clear blue eyes which were ex­
traordinarily disceming but by habit and 
uaturc friendly. 

He wore a small, clipped hlack 
moustache and affected tropical ao<l 
informal attire-usually a whitc linen 
jacket and, perhaps, a oonchalant hrigbt 
scarf tucked in. the neck oí his coat. 

·He affectc<l this modo bccause it was cool 
an<l comíortahle an<l beca.use in this, 

as in maoy other things, he had a shrcwd 
eye for eíTect. It wcnt with the tropical 
surroumJings-thc heat, thc planter's 
punches he always liad waiting for arriv­
ing guests, the hlazing suns an<l opa! seas. 

He had not yet hcard departing foot­
steps. He permitted a thio, blue slit to 
show heoeath his heavy upper eyelids. 

A girl with smooth dark hair was stand­
ing at thc l,alustradc a Iew feet away, 

lookiug out to the purpling sea l>eyond the 
lagoon opening. She worc a tai1orcd shirt 
and shorts, and her barc, lightly tanned 
legs werc slendcr. Tbe hlue. slit below 
Jim's eyelids vanished. 

If her legs were good they were no 
better tha11 hundreds that had marche<l 
through bis lobby <luring the past tive 
years. He'<l bcen polite to a grcat many 
lady guests in shorts. He had, however, 
a. strong sense of taste an<l propriety and 
could be, i{ it hecame necessary, a master 
oí geotle rcnunciation, gently implied. 

Twice a weck during at least eight 
months in the year he went conscientiously 
into Hamilton to wave farewclls to de­
parting guests from the halcony oí thc 
Twe11ty-011e Club and perhaps, now an<l 
then, to ignore at the safe d1stance from 
the rails of departing boats sundry hand­
kercbiefs pressed to eycs. 

Ahsently he lifted the barley water to 
bis lips. and the girl must have perceived 
the slight motioo, for sbe carne nearcr. 
He screwe<l his eyes sbut, Ieeling that this 
one hour out of the day (wben, as a 
rule, ali his gucsts were dressing for 
dinner) belonge<l to him. It made no 
diffcrence. Shc sai<l in an extraordin­
arily lovely voice: "You are l\lr. Smith?" 

He openetl his eyes and got to his feet, 
and in thc instant of rising searched his 

Something about the pose of the 
man on the floor convinced Jím 
that he was dead. He said, the 
words sounding hard in the utter 
stillness: "Whydidyou kill him l" 

memory Cor the names of gucsts who ha<l 
arrive<l that day. Therc ha<l l>een two 
hoats, one from Englantl and ooe Iroru 
New York. aud he hacl met hoth, but in 
tbe confusiou sorne oí the guests had 
escaped him. 

He grante<l at once that if he ha<l seen 
this girl before he would ha,·c remembered 
her. It was his habit to rememl>er, hut 
no onc could forget this particular face. 
Foi: it was, James Faníare Smith was 
ol>l iged to admit even over his prcjudices, 
lovely. 

She ha<l large. dccp grey eyes, extra­
ordinarily Juminous, anti a slendcr, 

heautifully planed face ami scnsitive. 
crimson lips whicb, when !;he smiled as 
she was now doing, were very swcet and 
gay. Shc sai<l again: "You are Mr. 
Smith ?" 

\Vhat was the girl's name? He ma<le a 
small ami almost imperc«'ptihle gesture 
with his ldt hand, a gcsture which a black 
boy, in hcigo porter's uniform, standing 
at the entrance to the hotcl some two 
hun<lred feet away, ncverthcless pcrccived 
and un<lerstood. 

"Won't you joio me?" he said to the 
girl. 

"Nq. thank you. The hoy at thc desk 
told me I couldu't han• a key." 

"A key-oh, you mean a key ! " llcr 
i;weet mouth and his nwn failurc to sdcc-t 
her special card in thc indcx his mind 
usually carried. discnncerte<l him a littlc. 

"Yes, a key. Tn our rooms, you 
know. I waut a key." 

"You-hut-- '' Thc hlack l><>,· 
rcached his ell><>w. lle sai<l: "Excuse 
me--" and bent his <.-ar. 

Along with othc·r qualitit•s of thc 
Bermuda sccne which Jamc·s Fanfarc 

{Pft:liSd l 1/Tll QVt:r) 
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SJDith bad perceived, adopted, and suc­
cessfally utilized was tbe grape vine 
telegraph, which in its accuracy and 
incredible swiftness is peculiarly Ber­
muda's own. 

He had. so to speak. organized it; the 
natural aptitude of his staff had been 
trained and improved upon. He ran his 
bote) by it, as a matter of fact, for every 
detail, -every small complaint, every 
idiosyncrasy, every desire, was thus re­
ported to him. 

He knew " 'bat a guest had for breakfast 
and he knew it if one quarrelled ),·itb bis 
wife. There were a great many other 
things be knew : if a guest closed his door 
at midnigbt and pulled down the shades 
and sneezed, Jim was quite likely to ask 
that guest, the next morning, how bis 
cold was. 

The black boy murmured. His words 
were altogether indistinguisbable twelve 
inches away but perfectly clear to Mr. 
Smitb's attentive ear. That, too, bad 
been carcfully workcd out, and thus were 
behind-the-scene emergencíes as well as 
relevan,!! and irrelevant news items re­
ported. Thc black boy said in tbe 
habitual mixture of good English and 
dialect oí the Bermuda negro: -

" Wiíc of l'vfr. Peter Blakc. Rich. 
Suite 21. Lots oí baggage, foreign la beis. 
Honeymoon. Lawyer man l'vlr. Pusey, 
friend. Arrive on New York boat to meet 
l\fr. Blake. Ali come this mor-ning. 
Orders, boss?" 

"Table 3. Tell the bead waiterto serve 
them my own Napoleon brandy after 
dinncr with my compliments. That's 
n " a . 

H is words, too, had been completely 
unintelligible to the girl (Mrs. Peter 

Blake, on bei; boneymoon with her rich 
husband). who, now, was sitting on the 
balustrade and bad turned a rather chilly 
and very pretty prolile towards him. Her 
slender figure was silhouette against tbe 
blue water oí the lagoon. All around them 
tbe tropic night was geotly, soítly, and a 
little threateningly drawiog closcr. 

The !Jlack boy vanisbed. James 
Fanfare Smith said, írowniog a Iittle: 
" \Ve doo't have kcys. \Ve never lock 
doors. Our boys are honest. There's no 
crime in Bermuda. The only objects ever 
-removed-are füíshlights. They are 
irresistible, because of bicycle riding at 
nigbt. 

But anything elst~mouey, 
clothing-is perfectly saic. 
if you rcally feel you waut a 

jewellery, 
However, 
key--" 

Bermuda Murde r-continued 

"I do want a key. It isn't a flash­
light. .. 

" He said : " Oh, very well. I'll send 
one up to yoa at once. Now, won't you 
have a cocktail--?" 

"No, thank you. I'll expect the key." 
She ga ve a pleasant but brief little nod 
and walked away. 

It left him feeling a little flat. His 
advice was not, as a rule, tlouted nor bis 
conversation brought coolly to a close. 
However. the silence her departure leít 
was sootbing. 

He sat again relaxed, sipping írom tbe 
tall glass. Behind him in the far-llung 
wings of the hotel, lights appeared; bis 
guests were changing for dinner. A night 
bird stirred somcwhere and crie<l eerily. 
Faint and far away along the roa<l be­
yond the hotel, a black boy strolled and 
touched a guitar softly. 

Tames Fanfare Smith closeU his eyes an<l 
'1 Jet the deep, rnysterious night enfolc) 
him. 

\Vhen he roused and entered the hotel 
at last, guests had already filled thé bar 
witb the flutter of voices and wornen's 
gowns, the light clash of glass and ice and 
the sceot of cigarettes and perfumes. 
Meo were immaculate, if informal, in 
white silk or lineo jackets; women showed 
smooth, brown shoulders aod anns above 
bright chiffons aod satins. 

He stopped at the desk. One oí the two 
<lesk clerks (both colle9e boys well con­
tent with their summer s jobs) looked up 
brightly. "Yes, sir?" 

" Find a key for Mr. Blake's suite. Send 
upa skeleton key if you can't find the key 
that belongs to that oumber." 

"Yes, sir-- Say. Mr. Smith, did you 
know he's the Peter Blake who ioveoted 
and manufactures gold-processing equip­
ment aod machinery? He won't sel! the 
equipment; leases it. Wbat an income 
tbat man must bave ! " 

"Has the fellow in 18 got over bis 
drunk?" 

The boy's eyebrows went up. "Nine 
Tom Collinses weot to bis room thís 
aftemoon. By actual count; it's on the 
bar list." 

" Don't Jet bim come ínto the diniog-
room.'' 

"No, sir. But he <loes carry it well. 
He's done nothing hut order up drinks 
for the last four days; ever since he 
arrived, in fact. And !'ve not seen bim 
drunk. E ven his eyes are clear." 

"Don't Jet bím bother aoybody. 
By thc way, what's bis name?" 

" James Smitb. The same as yours, 
you know, sir." 

"It's not," said James Faoíare Smith, 
a little haughtily, "an uncommon name. 
We'd better ship him home. Has he got 
money?" 

"Yes," the the boy, economícally; 
" fifteen hundred or more in the saie." 

"Well-we'd better get him out before 
be sobers up." 

"Yes, sir.'' 
James Fanfare Smith went to bis own 

rooms. Below and around him the hotel 
accommodated itseli to the nigbt. Out in 
the gardens tables were laid, and candles 
in hurricane glasses were lighteu upon 
them. A oative orchestra aligoed itself 
under a canopy and began to play a rumba 
with a soít, iosistent beat. 

A great, yellow moon outlined pairos 
and hibiscus in deep black and sbone 
goldenly upon the water and upon the 
garden. The whole was curiously 
·theatrieal, as if the stage were ·set for 
sorne mysterious, secret drama. As, 
indeed, ít was, though not even the actors 
knew it. 

Later there was dancing under the 
r-ising golden moon. Jiin, joining his 
guests, did oot see or think of the Blake 
party. He danced wíth a pretty, jewelled 
English woman. He ordered a special 
dessert-crépes suzette rolled with a light 
hand-for a stockbroker from New York. 
He paused to chat with a rich cattleman 
from the Atgentíne and bis fat, worldly 
wife, and to order for them, with his 
compliments, a light, fragrant claret 
which bore a )abe!: "LAID DOWN 1842. 
BOTTLED 1929 FOR JAMES FANFARE SMiTH, 
EsQ." 

B y one o' dock the hotel was q uiet. N igh t 
became deeper and the moon passcd 

its height and began ·to descend, and the 
sbadows of tall cacti here and there about 
the grounds made sprawled, stark arms 
across silvery lawn. Crickets droned; 
now and then a horse trudged mooo­
tonously along the road. 

By two o'clock the bote! slept, peacc­
fully one would bave said. Very quietly, 
at any rate, with its quota of bu man pas­
sions, human desires, human good. and 
cvíl, lulled and slumbering. 

Suite 2r was quiet, too; it opened upon 
the long terrace that ran along the second­
fioor length. of the oarrow southern wing, 
and it was the finest suite in the hotel. 
But in one of its two bedrooms Lana 
Blake, the girl with smooth, dark bair, 
lay awake. Oddly, somewhere in the 
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vague and cloudy nimbus of her thoughts 
hovered the tall figure of James Fanfare 
Smíth ... 

The moon went down at last. 
Morning carne, brigbt, tranquil, sunny, 

and hot, with the water a9uamarine. 
Mr. Smith, refreshcd by the mght, auto­
matically set about making bis guests 
comfortable and went to pay bis respects 
to Mr. Pet-er Blake. Tbat was at 
exactly ten-thirty. Brcakiast for two, the 
elevator boy told him1 had gone to Suite 
21 sorne time ago and the trays had come 
down again. 

"Eighteén," continued the black boy 
audibly (since only bis employer was in 
the elevator), " had black coffee and 
whisky. Second lioor, sir." He opened 
the elevator <loor. And opened. it upón a 
very curious scene. 

Two corridors braoched írom the· eleva­
tor well; one to the lcft into thc main and 
northem sectíon oí the building, and one 
to the right, which bisected the southern 
wing. There were two stairways in the 
main part of the hotel, but nonc for thc 
south wing; thus, the instant the elcvator 
<loor was opened Jrm hada ful! and com­
plete view of the south-wing corridor. 

Anda porter at that very instant plunge<l 
from a doorway along it aod ran 

heavily tow~ds the elevator, and beside 
the elevator stood a l)uxom coloured maid. 
She had two stacks oí sheets in her arms 
and she was perfectly rigíd with her lace 
ashcn. her eyes bulging. 

The porter all but fell upon Jim, and 
gibbered: "Murder ! Boss ! Murderl" 

The corrídor hehind him was empty; 
Jim was for ever after sure of that. 

The maid scrcamed and dropped the 
sheets. 

"What do you mean? Stop that noisc, 
you ! Now then, what's ali this?" 

" He shoute<l 'Murder ! Help ! ' In 
there--" Thc hlack boy's han<ls were 
shaking as he gestured down the corridor 
behínd him. Tbe elevator boy gaped 
over Jim's shoulder. The maid sat clown 
on the fioor amid tumbled sheets. 

Jim grasped the porter's sboulder. 
"Not so much noisc. Who? \Vhere?" 
The porter choked. "The room 
hummed. Then he yelled 'Help­
Murder--' I think he'm dead." 
Under the hlazing blue eyes of bis 
employer he achieved an instant lucidity. 
"The man in 21." he gurgled. 

Ali of them followcd Jim down the 
corridor. He was conscious of their pre­
scncc behind him as he opened the door 
of the living-room of Suite 21. "You 
stay here," he ordere<l the elevator boy. 
" \Vatch the corri<lor." 

He didn't knock, aod the room was 
empty and the <loor oppositc, which led 
upon the long terracc, was open. The 
porter gasped: "In there," an<l Jim ran 
across the room towards the hedroom 
which the portcr's shaking, purple ha11d 
indicatcd. Ran across and stoppecl dead 
in thc doorway. 

For the porter was right. A man lay 
lace tlown upon the floor, an<l there was 
red ali across the back of the dressing 
gown he wore an<l upon the lloor, and bis 
hea<l was twisted at an odd angle. And 
the girl-MTS. Pcter Blake-in pyjamas, 
with her clark hair dishevelled, knelt 
hesídc him and heltl something in her 
hands and looked up at Jim. She didn't 
say anything; just Jooked at him daze<lly, 
and the tbing in her white hands was a 
knife. 

Thc knife was long. slcnder and oddly 
<lomestic in app('arancc; it was a plain 

kitchen knife with a woodcn handle, ami 
its nine-inch bladc was wet. The girl's 
white hands were stained. 

The porter breathed heavily over Jim's 
shoulder. Something about the pose of 
the man on the tloor convinccd Jim that 
he was dead. 

He said, the words sounding ))arsh in 
that utter stillncss: "Why did you km 
him?" 

He a.c.ldressed the girl, Lana Blakc. 
She <lid not appear to realize it; her facc 
was pedectly white and her dark grey eycs 
were enormous and without expression. 

Jim steppecl nearer her, bcot an<l took 
the knife out of her hands, and laid it on 
the tahle. Tbere was a red smcar on the 
sleeve oí her loungiog pyjamas. He said: 
"Get up." 

She had givcn up the knile without 
question, aod now, stumbling a little, got 
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to her feet and stood there lookiog down. 
J im sai<l : " Louise." 

Thc maid, still asheo and opco­
mouthed. stepped forward. 

"Put a sheet over him. No, wait.: 
The maid waifed, arrestcd in motion; 

they all waite<l while Jim, steeling himsclf 
to the task, knelt beside the man on the 
iloor. No ooe bad moved. He· said: 
"He's dead. Thcre's not a flicker of a 
pulse or l>rcath-- All right, Louise." 

Thc mai<l skirte<l the body cautiously 
and took a sheet from the bed nearby and 
laid it shrinkiogly across tbe murdered 
man. 

Jim looked at the girl. "l've got to 
ca.U thc police, you kuow." 

She still did not speak; did not, iodccd. 
appear to hear him. And he heard himself 
saying again, still harshly: "Why <lid 
you kili him ? " 

At last she looke<l up at him. Her 
eyes had lost their <laze<l. blank look and 
wcre focused upon him. "\Vhat-what 
did you say?" 

" I sai<l. why <lid you kili him? " 
"Kili him ! l<ill him? I didn't kili 

him. !--·· 

J im's facc tightenc<l. His eycs wern 
brigbt aod clcar an<l ha<l hard, black 

pupils. He said: "U you didn't kili him, 
who <lid?" 

She put out her bands in a helplcss 
gesture. "I dn;,"t know ! I don't 
know what cov.i<l have happencd. I-be 
was just therc, you see. When I carne in. 
I don't kr.'lw--" 

" Ma<lam, you had the knife in your 
hands when I entered the room." 

"But I-why, yes, of course. 1--" 
She struggled to get the wprds out. " I 
had to take it out. He-1 <lidn't think 
he was dea<l. Oí course. I trie<l to pull 
it out an<l--" She stopped and saicl: 
" How coul<l it have bappene<l? He--'' 

"You claim you didn't kill him. then?" 
i' But I <li<ln't kill him. I <li<ln't! 

You are wicked~ruel-you-- ! " 
"Don·t scream." He motioned to 

Luzo. the porter. Togcther, swiftly they 
searche<l the suite. There was no eme. 
It took perhaps · sixty s_econds to make 
sure <>f that. They looke<l everywhere. 
Thc girl was still standing rigid, as if 
frozen, whe11 he rcturncd to her. "Thcre 
is no one else in the suite," he sai<l. 

"I tell you I <lidn't-I <lou't know 
who-there was nobo<ly-he ha<l no 
memies. I had to take the kniíe-" 
She was tremhling an<l iucohcrent. Her 
voice all at once 1>ecame faiot. " I 
coul<ln't have mur<lere<l--" shc whis­
pered. and swaye<l. 

Jim caught her in his arms. Shc 
di<ln't faiut, but shc was perfc'Ctly limp 
ami ncrvclcss against him an<l startlingly 
white. He sai<l to Louisc: "Help me. 
Get water. I'll put her oo the lx'(.! in the 
other hedrnom." 

The girl walke<l. stumhling au<l sup­
porte<l by his arm, across the living-room 
an<l into her own heclroom. He put her 
on the hed an<l took the pillow from 
un<ler her hea<l an<l put it under her íeet. 
Her eyes were still open an<l very dark 
and followe<l him in au anguish of appeal 
as he went to the <loor again. 

He said: "Louise will stay with you. 
I' 11 call tbe poli ce." 

I n the living-room thc porter, Luzo. 
waitcd, an<l outside in the hall the eleva­

tor hoy stoo<l against the <loor. H e steppcd 
quickly asi<le when Jim opene<l the <loor. 
His eyes werc popping with excitement. 
Jim glanccd along the row oí close<l <loors 
cm a line with Suitc.21. 

" Has any one come into the hall? .. 
"No. sir." 
"Ali right. Let me know if any one 

comt·s out, an<l stay here an<l keep your 
mouth shut if anyho<ly inquires. li any­
thi.~g-:frighte~~ you-shout." 

Yes. boss. 
In the living-room of 21 again, Jim took 

the telephone. The <lesk clcrk answcrc<l 
at once, in a poli.te voicc. 

" Get the police at Hamilton. Tell them 
therc's been an acci<lent. Don't let any 
onc hear ' yo u." 
" He co~I~. hear the boy's excited gasp: 

Yes, sir. 
" Be quick al,out it-- Oh, yes. Put 

Mark on the clevator." lle put down the 
instrument sharply. 

"Now tben, Luzo, what ahout it? 
Quick. Exactly what happene<l?" 

\Vith a sheet properly over the bo<ly 
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ami the htdroom door closed upon it, the 
porter was more lucid. Still, it took ten 
minutes to get the story straight. brief 
though it was. For Luzo ha<l been in the 
living-room of the suite when sounds of 
voices in thc next room attracted his 
attention. 

.. What were you doing in this room?" 

.. The umhrclla, sir. The one for the 
terrace. I was going to put it out for the 
day. I knocked on the <loor of this room, 
ancl as no one answered I knocked again 
an<l then entere<.!. l t is the only door 
u pon the terrace.' · 

"\Vas any oue in here when you carne 
·in?" 

" No, sir. an<l the l>e<lroom <loors were 
closec.l. So I went quietly across the room 
anc.l then I hear<l voices in the bedroom. 
Loud voices. Quarrelling. ·' . 

·· \Vho was it?" 
" 1 don't know, boss." 
" Di<l you hear words?" 

" Nº· sir, 11ot until the yelle<l 'Mur<lcr' 
and 'Help.' No wor<ls, just voices 

anda queer sound, too, sir. The room" 
- he pause<l, searched lor a word, <lid . 
not fine] it, and conclu<le<l with an effect 
o( inatlequacy-" humme<l." 

"The room humme<l ! " Jim Irowned. 
''. You said t hat L>efore. What on earth 
<lo you mean ? · • 

The porter ma<le a helpless gesture with 
bis baods. "I <lon't know, hoss, sir. 
Just a- a humming souu<l. Like it was 
hollow. ' ' 

"But can't you--? " Jim paused. 
The porter was evi<lently perplexe<l an<l 
cvidently had <lone bis best at what, in 
ali prohahility. was au uuimportant bit 
of clescription. ·" \Vhat <li<l you do then? · · 

" 1 heard it. boss. I heard a sort of yell 
-a scream maybe it was, but not very 
loud. But he screamed 'Help' and 
'Murder' and then stopped as if-as if 
he'd chokc<l or something. It wasn't very 
Jou<l. any of it. 1 ran to tell you." 

"Why di<ln't you go into the bed­
room? '' 

Luzo looked frightened. "I-1 thought 
I'd hcttcr tell you, sir. Th1• scream 
sounclc<l-sounded bad, sir. Drea<lful. 
1--" He stopped an<l passe<l his hands 
across his glistening hlack forehead. "lt 
sounde<l like death." 

"You <lidn't see auy. one go into or 
come from the bedroom? '· 

"No, sir. There was ouly the ,•oices." 
" i\len' s voices? " 
"Oh, yes; sir. Men's. Low and deep. 

An<l then the room hummed--" 
"Listen. Stop talking about the room 

humming. Stay with facts. Did you 
hear a woman's voice in there, too?" 

Luzo was ur1certai11; he sai<l doubtfully 
he wasn't sure. 

"But you are sure you heard men's 
voices.'' 

"Yes, sir." 
"Bow many?" 
" Two, at least." 
Jim took a turn up and down the room. 

The <loor upon the tcrrace was open ami 
outside soft morning sunlight made a light 
pattern on the old stone floor. The woman 
had killed him, despite her white, 
stunned look, or the murderer ha<l simply 
w.alke<l out of that <loor while the porter 
ha<l run to find belp, an<l vaoishe<l. 

But it_ would have beeo, Jim -thought 
suddenly. a very natural thing to with­
draw that knife. It would be vour first. 
instinctive action. if you came upon a 
scene---a man dying with a knife in his 
back. lf you could summon the couragc 
to do -it. 

The porter waited. Jim sa.id: " All 
right. Stand at that <loor. On the inside 
of the room. Don't stir from it and don't 
Jet anybo<ly come in, and <lon't tell any­
body what has happened." 

He went back to the girl's be<lroorn 
door, knocked an<l weot in. 

The maid was sitting on a cha.ir watcb­
ing the girl; the mai<l was the colour of a 
plum, but her eyes were begiuning to show 
a dark gleam of excitement. The gid lay 
perfectly inert on the be<l, her fa.ce as 
white as 'the sheet hclow it, an<l stared 
with grcat. dark eyes at the ceiling. He 
spoke very clearly au<l distinctly: -

" Mrs. Blake. Plea.se tell me as clcarly 
as you can just what happene<I. 

Take your time and doo't he frightcoed." 
"I <lon't know-who <lid it. I can't 

understand. There isn't anv one who 
would want to kili him." • 

"Tell me--" I le pause<.! and told 
himself to be paticnt. By this time the 
<lesk clerk ha<l got the police an<l they 
were doubtless on their way. The hotel 
was a good hour from Hamilton hut no 
more. " Well." he a<l<lresse<l the girl. 
"When did you go into your husband's 
room?'' 

It was horror an<l pa.in, he dccide<l, that 
rnade her eyes so dark. 

She liinche<l a littlr an<l said: " J ust 
hefore you carne in. He was therc---on 
thc floor. There was hloo<l and I saw tho 
kniíc all(I I-1 ma<lc myself pull it out 
Rut it was too late-and thcn you carne 
in." 

" Why dicl you en ter his room?" 
"Becausc 1 thought l l1eard him call 

me. I wasn't sure. I was in this room. 
The door was closcd ami the <loor to his 
room was closcd. But I thought I heard 

him call and I-I put on thcsc: pyjamas 
and my slippcrs--" 

" Immediately? " 
"Yes, of cour!'óe. That is, it took a 

moment or two because I coul<ln"t find 
my slippers. I had to look aroun<l." 

"Ditl you feel his voice was urgent?" 
"No. I '':asn't surc he had callecl." 
" Had you heard any voices prece<ling 

his calling you?' · 
"No. But thcre might have been 

voices. I had just got out oí the shower. 
The soun<l oí the water-- " 

\Vould have drowncd thc souo<l of the 
volees. That and two closed doors. H e 
frowned an<l glanced at the windows 
which gave upon the terrace. 

"Di<l any one pass the win<low? " 
"I don't know. I don't think so. I 

belicve I would have notice<l it." 

"J see.' ' But <li<l he? "\\'ell--
Thc police are comiug." He pausc<l, 

and theu, rather to his 011·11 a.stonishment. 
hcar<l himself giving or<lers: " Toe police 
a re on their way herc. \Vhen they come 
they'll qucstion you. Ali of us. I think 
it would l>e bctter not to hring up the 
matter oí your having-with<lrawn the 
knife. Tell everything but that." 

Her eyes scemf,'d to ta.ke it in and 
understa.n<l it. lle said to, thc mai<l: 
"You hear<l me, Louise?" 

H Yes, sir. n 

There was gratitude in the girl'5 eyt·s. 
Or <lid he imagine it? He turne<l al>ruptly 
an<l leít the room. 

He woul<l have to 11;pc the lingerprints 
-bis 011·11 a.n<l the girl's-off the knife. 
He would therehy <lcstroy cvitlencc a11<I 
makc himsclí a11 accomplicc. an accessory 
aftcr the !act. \Vell, he was a fool. Ami 
it woul<l accompfü:h nothiug; her pre­
scncc llCsi<lc , the murdcrctl man was 
almost as <lamning as thc knife iu her 
hands. But not quite. l lis hntd would 
be ruinctl; thc·n· cxistctl amnng travcllers 
a goo<l, old-faRhion1.1l prcjutlicc against 
mur<ler. 

\Vell-he'<l bettc-r take a look .1t thc 
terrac<'. The porter's <'yes followell him 
as he opcne<l the door upon thc tl-rracc 
an<l weut out. 

It was a long terrace. running ll)c foil 
lcugth of that particular wing o! thc 
seccm<l lloor. Thc hotel was l>uilt against 
a hillsidc ami. owing to a rcsulta.nt 
irrcgularity nf lcvcls, thc·rc· wcr<' no rooms 
helow that particular portion of thc 
sccon<l lloor; the tcrr.1cl' itsclf rose sharply, 
with a high. stonc· rctaining wall, from 
thc vcry cdgc of thc- lagoon. 

One cntl o{ it ,,·ns hack(·cl by an angle 
oí thc huilding, thc othcr cnd roS<' aho,·e 
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the water, as <lid the outward side. Thus, 
the only approach to the terrace (other 
than through the hotel) would have to be 
accoroplished by scaling the wall from 
the water and c;lambering over a hígh 
stone balustrade. 

There were no footholds anywhere in 
the retaining wall; a hook <1od rope would 
have done thé trick, with a boat anchored 
below, but the whole process in the bright 
light of that sunny morning would have 
been clearly visible. not only from over­
looking windows and the opposite shore 
of the lagoon, but from the hotel's batbing 
beach sorne tbree hunclred feet to tbe Jeft. 

Jim began to see that there was a cer­
tain scarcity of approaches and exits from 
the terrace room in which the murdered 
man lay, and consequently a definite 
isolation oí any possible murder suspects. 

For, ií the only door to the terrace was 
the <loor from the living-room of 21, still 
there were Iour other bedrooms along the 
terracc side of that wiog, each of them 
baving a window or windows upon the 
terrace. Reaching the terrace írom any of 
those four bedrooms was only a matter of 
unhooking a screen and stepping out. 

He írowned as he began to consider the 
implications of that particular situation. 
Tbe porter had been in the living-room 
almost certainly when the blow had been 
struck. Luzo had burst immediately from 
the door at an instant when Louise and 
Jim, bimseli, bad comroanded a view of 
the corridor leading to 21, and no one bad 
escaped in that way. 

This meant that whoever bad killed 
Peter Blake had had to escape by 

means oí the t enace. Always provided the 
murderer was not actually Peter Blake's 
young wiíe. 

He considered the occupants of those 
Iour rooms. No. 18, nearest the elevator, 
was, of course, occupied by tbe man bear­
ing bis own narne, James Smith. He had 
been drinking steaclily and prodigiously 
ever since bis arrival, and ougbt to be in a 
stupor by this time. 

The next room, 19, was occupied. It 
was a Mr. and Mrs. Fritz von Holzen from 
New York. They were a vaguely plea­
sant, middle-aged couple, quiet, placid. 
There was about them something faintly 
Ioreígn, an accent perhaps. 

\VeJI, then, who was in the next room, 
20? Yes, of course, John Tovery, the 
actor; a handsome fellow in his Iorties, 
fresh from a Broadway success which had 
closed merely Ior the surnmer and was 
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to open again in the autumn. He was by 
way of being a pal of Jim's. They'd had 
drinks tógether and had gone sailing. 

The next three rooms belonged to the 
Suite 21. an<l were a bedroom (in which 
the murder occurred), a living-room, and 
tbe bedroom in which the girl lay and 
stared with great. dark eyes at the ceiling. 

He went on swíftly in his mind to the 
next and last room along the terrace wing. 
Tbat was Room 22 and it was occupied 
-he gave a little start as he remembered 
-it was occupied by Ernest Pusey, who 
had come írom New York' expressly to 
meet the Blakes and was, as the boy had 
said, a "lawyer man." 

W eJI, then be was obviously the-mau to 
be informed oí the murder and to re­

present Mrs. Blake in all the trouble­
some details to follow. There was certainJy 
no need for him, Jim, to undertake the un­
accustomed an<l reluctant role of knight­
errant. Unless, of course, it was Pusey 
himself who bad · murdered bis clieut. 

On the face oí it, it sounded unrea!'>on­
able; for, even aside from the probable 
íriendly relations existing between them, 
murdering your client was in the nature 
of killing the. goose that laid the golden 
egg. And yet, as decidedly, the lawyer 
must fall within the range. of suspects, 
beca use his room lay along the terrace and 
because, which was as important, he knew 
Peter Blake. 

As important? It was, Jim saw at once, 
far more important. For in all probability 
the ouly people in the hqtel who knew 
Peter Blake were, naturally, bis wife and 
this lawyer who had come to meet him. 
And total strangers do not as a rule walk 
up and plunge a knife into you. No, it was 
clear that tbis Pusey was not only a sus­
pect; he was, outside the girl, the prime 
and only suspect.. Well, then Jim had 
better take steps. 

The whole point, of course, lay in the 
fact that no one had escaped by tbe cor­
ridor during that time. From the moment 
the alarm was given, it had been utterly 
impossible for any one to have entered 
the corridor from the wing without being 
seen. And since then be had had the boy 
on guard. 

That meant that whoever had murdered 
Peter Blake was almost certainly still 
bottled up within that wing. 

He turned,jerkily and instinctively, to 
look along the screened, blank windows, 
and a man was sitting quietly in one of 
the steamer chairs, watching him. lt was 

1 ~ot é{ permÍt° lO fo U}> and 
see tn.Y bo.7, tomonuw ! 
worit' aTf chiphim- a\:>out" 
the ~uiet at1d safe9' ! 

Fritz von Holzen, and -he held a news­
paper in bis hands. "Good morning," 
he said affably. 

He was perhaps filty or fifty-five, plump 
and sligbtly bald. His eyes were very 
sharp behind bis glasses. And he com­
manded a ful! view of the terrace. 

Queer, thought Jitn, that I didn't notice 
his presence ,yheu I carne out on the ter­
race. Still, perbaps it wasn't queer; he'd 
been thinking hard and Iast. He had 
been only vaguely awarc of the terrace 
itself, with its clusters oí brightly painted 
tables and chairs and the gay red-an<l­
white umbrella at the south end. He 
walked now toward Fritz von Holzen. 

"Good morning. I dide 't see you when 
I carne out just now," Jim said. 

" I beg your pardon," said von Holzen. 
cupping a hand around one ear. Evidently 
he was deaf. Jím repeated bis remark in 
a louder voice, and von Holzen replied, 
" No. Y ou were in what is calleo a brown 
study, Mr. Smitb." 

"Oh, you saw me?" 
"\Vhy, certainly. I'm deaf but I'm not 

blind. !'ve heen sitting here for--oh, 
since nine-thirty or so." 

Nine-thirty. Here, then, was a witness. 
Jim said tensely, " Has anyone else been 
on the tenace? " 

"No. At Jeast not within the past 
bour or so. Unless-yes. it seems to me 
there was a boy with an umbrella. That's 
ali." 

"Are you sure of that? Hasn't any­
one else come out of that door over 
there?" 

"No one but you, Mr. Smith,'' said 
von Holzen cheerily. "I've been sitting 
here without moving for the last bour 
and would bave seen any one. 

.. Y ou-I suppose you beard nothing?" 
"Heard nothing?" Von Holzen's 

sharp eyes were now definitely aware oí 
purpose back of this inquiry. "\Vhat do 
you mean-heard nothing? II you mean 
anything--out of the way or unusua], 
no, I have not." · 

" you didn't bear-any one call out­
for help?" persisted Jim. 

"No. You'd better tell me just what 
has happened." 

"A hotel crisis. You are altogether 
sure that no one passed you?" 

"\Vell, yes, I'm certain. \Vho calletl 
for help and why?" 

It was the girl. then. It had to be the 
girl who had murdered Blake, for there 
was no one else. Yet. despite von Holzen's 

Hullo, Dad? SicK of thal:" 
safe ;rob you've ~ot" 
at: the báse, eh? 
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story and its clinching evidenée against 
Lana Blake, he was still Joath to believe 
her guilty. 

The main, indeed, the only evidence to · 
the contrary, was Luzo's statement that 
thcre had been two voices-loud voices­
in Blake's room. 

He said. "It's a police afiair. I'm afraid 
my guests are going to be questioned and 
annoyed. I' m sorry." 

"You must mean murder," observed 
von Holzen coolly. "Who was mur­
tlered?" 

"The man in there,"· a<lmitted Jim. 
"Now, if you'll excuse me-" 

He had expected a flood of questions 
~nd commotion and was P,repared to cut 
1t short. But von Holzen took it wíthout 
the faintest change of expression. He 
said , "In that case your hands are foil, 
Mr. Smith. I'm airaid I'm delaying you. 
II I can he of any assistance--" 

" Thank you-I'll try to keep itas long 
as possible from my guests-" (His 
guests; there would be trouble there.) 

There was courteous understanding ÍI\ 
the gesture of a small hand which 
promised discretion. Jim left von Holzen 
and went into tbe living-room of 21. 

H e entered the bedroom and closed the 
<loor behind him and Jüted thc sheet. 

There was no more to be scen than he 
bad already seen. A middle-aged man, 
florid and heavy, with a mouth that sug­
gcsted temper, violcntly done to death. 
He replaced the sheet somewhat hurriedly 
and turned again to the k1úíe lying on a 
table near by. 

Jifn had the usual layman's rcspcct and 
fear Cor the evidence oí fingerprints. He 
did not know that police expect to find 
innocent fingerprints, with. if they are in 
luck. one guilty one among them. .Jim in 
that instant was convinced that the dis­
covery of the girl's fingerprints on that 
knife would be proof of her guilt. 

He wiped the knife. 
Then he put the knife on the table 

again, shoved his handkerchief back in bis 
pocket, and went swiftly through the 
living-room into the corridor. 

George still remained on guard and no 
one, he said, had entered the corridor. Jim 
looked at bis watch and st'.lrted with 
Room 18. 

The man in that room, James Smitl,, his 
uamcsake, ditl not respond when Jim 
knockcd. ami was, whcu he opened the 
door at last, to a li intents aud purposes 
dea<l to the worltl and would not rouse. 
There were six empty glasses on thc table. 

In Room J!J Mrs. von Jlolzeu, a stout. 
placitl woman oí fifty or so, carne 
promptly anc.l cheérily to the <loor. 
Ohviously her husbaud bad uot yet told 
her the npvs. for she was altogether calm, 
saitl she had not Jeft her room yet that 
morning, and thanked him for a hastily 
concoctcd inquiry as to the comfort of 
the room. 

J ohu Tovery, the actor, in Room 20 hatl 
a lso hccn in his room ali the morning. 

Jim's cautious inquiry as to pcrsons on the 
tcrrace brought ,i prompt coutirmation o[ 
von Hol?.en · s story. For To\·ery had bccn 
writing lctters for the past half hour at a 
table Jacing thc window and thc trrrncc. 
and v<m Holzcn hatl 1,c<:n in full \'it•w ali 
the time. 

·· lle's been there the full time. l'm 
surc I would have known it if he had 
movccJ a Ioot away !rom the chair. You 
know how a movcment attracb; onc's 
eyes. \Vhy? · • 

"J)id you know P.et('r Blakfl" 
"\Vho's Peter Blake?" 

· Jim murmured aud went 011, passing · 
Suite 21 again, to Room 22. "My prime 
suspect," he thought, kuocking. 

But when the Jawyer. Ernest Pusey, 
carne to the <loor, Jim's heart sank. For 
Ernest Pusey was a dry, gray, upright 
man in his middlc fiftics, and thc very 
pcrsonification of a rnrporation lawyer. 
Prohahly, reflccted Jim ruefully, he ditln't 
l1rush his tecth without, lirst, considcring 
auy possillle lrgal cousequenccs of the 
action. 

"Mr. Puscy?" 
"Yes?" 
He wore 11eat. colTce-colouretl lrouscrs 

and coat, anti his shirt, as a slight con­
cession to the heat. was opt·n at t he 
throa.t. His thin grey hair was hru!'hcd 
11eatly hack and his no¡;e glasses glittered . 

.. Mr. Blake is your client?" 
.. Yes, oí course." Pusey's voicewascold. 
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There was a commotion at the elevator 
-feet marching towards them and voices. 

Jim risked a rebuff. "You've been in 
yo u r room ali the morn ing? " 

Pusey's precise t·yt·hrows Jifted. "Yes. 
\Vhy do you ask?" 

"You'vc-hcanl uothing-out oí thc 
way?" 

"Sec· here, what's the meaning of 
thi~?" 

"Mr. Puscy-do you know of any 
rcason for Peter Blake's~" 

"Blakc's-what? What do you 
mean?'' 

Thc feet came closer. Jim swallowed 
hastily aud said, " For Peter Blakc's mur­
der. Ilerc are thc police--" 

Emest Pusey starC'd at him, rigid and 
grey and wor<.lless, íor thc moment it took 
thc policc to reach suite 21. Then he :;aid 
in a harsh, deep voicc that sounde<l rusted, 
"lllurdere<l ! My God ! " And thrust Jim 
out of thc way and went to meet the 
policc. J im follow<·<I. 

By scven o'clock that night the commo­
tion inducid uy the arrival of the policc 
ami thc subsequeut iuvcstigatiou had in a 
mcasure died <lown. Somcwhat to Jim's 
surprise his guests di<l not arise ami depart 
in a body at first word of tbe murder. 
Iusteacl, thcy submitted with the hest 
possiblc grace to the prolongcd inquiry, 
which emhraced a statement from cvcry 
single one of them. But Jim would havc 
expected a complaint or two, and so far 
he had none. 

None !rom his guests and none frori1 his 
staff, who wcrc also questioned. 

It ha<l taken time an<l a stea<ly, paticnt 
~ifting o( facts. But in the cnd, so far as 
Jim kncw, the police still had only the few 
initial facts he. the rnaid and two bovs. 
an<l Laua. Blake hersclf ha<l heen able· to 
give ºthem. Von Holzen's story remained 
firm (regrettably, Jim Ielt) and John 
Tovery gavc vo1i Holzen himself a soun<l 
a.libi. 

Therc was only one item which ] im 
knew and the police <lid not know. That 
was the fact that Lana ha<l ha<l the knife 
actually in her hands. 

Unfortunately the omission <lid not 
much lighten the weight of evidence 

against Lana Blake. Yet, too, it might 
have proved to he the déci<liug factor. 

The inspector in charge was onc, 
\Villaker, a man whom Jim knew an<l 
Jike<l. He was extremcly thorough, ex­
trcml"ly deliherate, ami he left no stone 
unturned. It was he, indee<l, who íoun<l 
that the kuife ha<l bccn removed, when 
or IJy whom, no onc coukl say. {rom thc 
hotel kitchen. At night, there was no onc, 
as a rule, in the kitchen. Thus any one 
in the hotel might have removed the knifo. 

Howevcr, there still werc, when ali 
cvidcnce an<l stories wcre sifted, only six 
people, liesides the porter himself, who 
had access to the room iu which Peter 
Blake was mur<lere<l. Ami of those people, 
in the en<l, there was only one who they 
coul<l prove ha<l bcen in Peter Blake's 
hc<lroom, and that was, of course, Lana. 

"Von Holzen himself could have mur­
dere<l Blake," sai<l Inspector Willaker to 
Jim, "and then walked out on to the 
terracc an<l made of himself a witness 
iJ1stea<l of an obvious culprit. But since 
they, themselvcs (von Holzen an<l his wife, 
I mean), both say they had never lai<l 
eyes 011 Blake-at Jeast, knowingly­
therc' s thc question of motive. John 
Tovery hacks up von Holzen's story any­
way. Yes, it all simmers clown to the 
question oí escape. If no óne left the 
suite, then the person remairung there 
must have mur<lere<l Bla.ke." 

" Mrs. Blake?" 
H Yes.'' 
"Somehow-I don't think she did it." 
"There's uoho<ly else. Don't Jet a 

pretty face carry you away, Jim, my 
boy." 

Jim shook his head impatiently. "Are 
you-arresting her?" 

" Not tonight," said Willaker 
cautiously. "Not so long as there's the 
faintest loophole in our case." 

"What's the loophole?" 
" Your porter's story oí the voices. 

Men's voices, he said. He thiuks there 
were two voices only. But he swears 
neither of the voices he heard was a 
womari's voice. If he hcar<l two men talk­
ing, then what happcned to the other 
man?" 

"Exactly," said Jim with a little too 
much cnthusiasm and relíef in bis voice. 

Willaker looke<l at him sharply. "I 
take it you're willing to give us every pos­
sible assistance on this case?'' 

" Why, certainly. The sooner it' s over, 
the better for my hotel.'' 

"Right. I'm leavíng a couple of police­
men on guard in the suite. By the way, 
are your boys superstitious? '' 

"Not inordinately. Why?" 
" The hoy who hcard Blake call for 

help keeps saying something about the 
room humming. He implies a kind of 
<leath song. Know anything about it?" 

Jim searche<l his knowledge of Bermuda 
-of the secret order the natives call 
Gomhies, of night ceremonies along de­
serted coves. "No. He may have heard 
sorne coincident sound. A motor boat 
or a vacuum cleaoer--" 

"He woul<l have recognized those 
sounds. This special thing seems to worry 
him. Wcll, our investigation may takc 
time. We've had to cable in order to 
check the stories these people tell of them­
selves." Willaker sighed. "It's a had 
business, hut I think it'll be cleared 
shortly. We have opportunity an<l 
motive." 

" Motive? I suppose you mean he lea ves 
his widow with plenty of money?" 

"Certainly. She-" Willaker looked 

at his watch an<l rose. "She was bis 
secretary, you know; he'<l only known her 
six weeks before he married her. His 
only living rela.tive is a nephew with 
whom he quarrelled over the marriage. 
The nephcw's name is Sandy Blake. We've 
cable<l bim." 

" Did she tell you that?" 
"No. Pusey-against his wilJ. He's 

her lawyer and right on the job. She 
denied knowledge of the quarrel with his 
nephew. Pusey advised her to say 
nothing. Oh, that remin<ls me. Give 
your barten<ler orders not to send any 
more <lrinks to the fellow in 18. We 
haven't been able to get a word out of 
him." 

" Ali right, inspector." 

" Aºd you might keep after your kitcheu 
boys a hit about that knife. In 

case one of tvem rememhers anythinf 
Although, as a matter of fact, there s 
something phouy about that knife.' It 
<loesn't seem just right somehow to fin<l 
it there on the table, wipe<l free of finger­
prints." 

" Seems quite natural to me. Fellow 
sticks another fcllow with knife-pulls it 
out an<l wipes off his fingerprints, puts it 
down on the hau<liest table," Jim said. 
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Inspector \Villa.ker's intelligent eyes 
looked a little too intelligent. "Um," 
he saí<l. " Soun<l natural to you, <loes 
it?" Au<l went away, without, which 
was the important thing, arrestiog -Lana 
Blake. 

Jim sighed. The lobby an<l lounge had 
gra<lually clearc<l, for, come what may, 
liíe and meals went on and people still 
<lresse<l for <linner. It was sunset, with 
the water in thc lagoon tranquil again an<l 
hlue. He went out to his favourite seat 
above the lagoon and a black boy instantly 
pro<luced a tall, cold <lrink an<l withclrew. 

Jim close<l his eyes wcarily. The affair 
ga.ve every inclication of putting him to 
very much more energy and effort than 
he ever willingly expended. He wishc<l 
for his own sake he coul<l fin<l a ~uick an<l 
easy way out of it. And orre, smd a small 
voice within him, that woul<l clear a girl 
with the loveliest Cace an<l sweetestmouth 
Jim ha<l ever seen. A girl who was 
frightencd an<l helpless an<l all too <lcfin­
itely on the spot. 

Twenty-four hours ago. Lana Rlake 
ha<l sat there on thc balustra<lc au<l had 
looke<l stca<lily at him ami askc<l Ior a 
key. 

He sat up abruptly. Shc'd askcd Ior a 
(f>lecw: t,1111 over) 
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key, and she'd said, wbat? Sometbing 
that, even then, struck him as unusual, 
for she'd said finnly that " it" wasn't a 
flashlight. What wasn't a flashlight? 

And why had she wanted a key? Did 
it argue fear? Or merely that she'd 
wanted to lock the <loor? 

Or-he sank back suddenly. The police 
would say she'd wanted the key in order 
to easure tbat there would be no inter­
ruption during a certain half-bour that 
morning. And this would argue a cool, 
devilish premeditation. 

But it wasn·t premeditation. And the 
<loor had not been locked when Luzo 
entered it that morning. \Vell, then, why? 
He balf rose, and a voice behind him said, 
"Mr. Smith." 
lt was the lawyer, Emest Pusey. He 

said, "May I sit down? No, thank you, 
no cocktail. 1-I only wanted to say. 
l\Ir. Smith, that I'm sorry I was so obtuse 
when you carne to break tbe news to me 
this morning. It was good of you to try 
to spare me sorne of the shock, and I 
appreciate it." 

" How is Mrs. Blake?" 
"Poor gid. lt's a dreacUul thing. But 

if it had to happen I suppose it's lucky 
I was here to take over. But Peter was 
my oklest friend-since school days-an<l 
my best client. Well, so tbe world goes. 
Lana will be -well provide<l Ior." 

" I suppose this makes her an extremely 
rich woman." 

"\Vcll, yes and no. ' There's a rather 
o<l<l-still, not at ali an unusaal-situa­
tion iuvolved. Lana is not actually Peter's 
heir, and yet will certainly inherit a great 
deal uf money. Peter was a very rich 
man. The income from his leases 
alone-'' 

" Leases?" 

"you tlun't know his business? Not 
!cases in tho or<.linary sense; I rc­

ferred to leasing oí thc gold-smeltiug 
equipment and machioery which Peter 
long ago iuvented an<l on which he hulds 
patents, an<l which he also manufactures. 
H he sol<l the equipment, you see, he 
woul<l have money from the outright sale, 
hut that's aU. By retain.ing possession 
and only leasing equipment and machinery 
he ensures himself a steady iocome; in 
fact, he has almost a monopoly. He has 
had only a fcw competitors, and not many 
of them laste<l very long. So long as no 
similar process is discovere<l, Peter (and 
Peter' s heirs) will be very rich. 

"Well, as J: was saying, bis heir is· his 
nepbew, Saady. Peter never really ex·· 
pected to marry aod was very fond of 
Sandy always. In :fact, the only quarrel 
I ever knew tbem to have was about-

well, never mind. The fact remains tbat 
his will has been unaltered since bis mar­
riage. He <lid, however, write a letter on 
the day of bis wedding. requesting Sandy, 
if the need arose, to provide generously 
for Lana. He intended to make a new will 
as soon as he returned from bis honey­
moon; in fact, that is tbe main reason 
for my rneetHJg him here. Peter cabled, 
asking me to come." 

"That's putting a lot of faith in this 
man Sandy." 

"Peter trusted Sandy. And I'm sure 
San<ly wiU be generous with Lana.'' 

" At aoy rate it removes a motive for 
your client's having murdered her bus­
band.'' 

" MY client? Oh, you mean Lana Blake. 
Unfortum!.tcly, she believcd Pctcr 

had alrea<ly changed his will. And when 
the police questione<l her, before I coul<l 
persuade her not to talk, she admitted it. 
The letter to San<ly, of whicb I knew, was 
a shock to her. I don't miad saying-to 
you, Mr. Smith, because I helieve you 
are incline<l to be friendly--" 

" Sbe tol<l you about the knife.'' 
"She--" Pusey glaaced quickly 

arouod, but tbey were alone. "Yes, she 
<lid. It was very kind oí you, Mr. Smith." 

"But not mucb help. You are going to 
get her out oí it, aren't you?" 

"I hope so. "Sbe---" He took off 
his glasses an<l polished them. "I hope 
so. l'm sure, Mr. Smith. But I don't 
min<l telling you it's a ba<l business. How­
ever, I'm going to do my very best, I 
assure you." 

Jim rose witb the lawyer aad they 
walke<l together hack to the verauda. 

That night, too, there were dmdles on 
the tables, and a native orchestra playing 
rumbas an<l its own version of swing 
tunes. There were women witb soft. 
brown shoulders an<l hright gowns an<l 
men very festive in white dinner jackets. 
But there was a subtle difference l>etwcen 
that aigbt an<l the nigbt before. 

During the daytime the guests had been 
goo<l sports. They ha<l talke<l oI the mur­
der with interest and speculation and 
excitement. lt had ~emed. however. 
quite remote, au impersonal thing. 

But by night mur<ler hecame a <lifferent 
thing. It assumed gradually, with thc 
darkness, its own sinister an<l hideously 
personal property. \Vhere tbere is murder 
there is also a murderer. 

Not a nice thought. 
It induced an early going to bed and an 

uaprecetlented number of requests at tbe 
desk for keys. 

Jim Fanfare Smith, on h~s way to the 

BE YouR OwN CoN·JuRER 
The Sliced Handkerchief 

T 
HE conjurer asks one of the 
spectators to lend him a 
handkerchief. This he takes 

in his hand, allowing the four points 
to hang down from his clenched 
fist. He then appears to pull up 
the centre of the bandkerchief from 
the top of bis grasp and to cat off a 
piece of the material. He then 
rolls the handkerchief into a ball in 
his hand. His next move is to 
burn the cut-off piece of handker­
chief before the eyes oí his specta­
tors. Then he takes the ashes in 
one hand, makes sorne mysterious 
passes over them, unfolds the hand­
kercbief and wa ves it before bis 
audience. It is iotact. 

The explanation is that the con­
jurer beld a small piece of whitc 
material in bis palm. It was this 
that he drew up from his clenched 
fist and cut. The .little bit of whitc 
cloth was burut to ashes, except for 
a very tiny part of it which the 
conjurer hid in his hand while 
unfolding the handkerchief. 

The conjurer burns the piece of 
material he ap.pears to have cut 
Jrom the centre of the handherchief 

elevator, was accosted by tbe actor, John 
Tovery. "Look here. Jim." 

ºYes.'' 
"This murder. I-well, gosh, I don't 

like it, Jim. Do you realize that the 
police seem to regar<l me as a suspect, 
merely because my room has a win<low 
oo that damn terrace ! They .won't Jet 
me leave. I'm due in New York on 
Monday of next week. I've got to be 
there for rehearsals." 

" I thought you werc going to stay 
another two weeks." 

"Yes, I was. But I just had word from 
my manager. l've got to go. I ~an·t 
bang around J1ere until this thing is 
settled. It may be weeks. Say a goo<l 
word forme, wiU you, Jim?" 

"Von Holzen woul<ln't much líke your 
leaving just now. You are his alibí.'' 

Jobo Tovery rau cxpressive hands 
through his fine and beautifully wave<l 
<lark hair. " IC I ha<l known I was going 
to be anybo<ly's aJibi I'<l havc kept my 
mouth shut," he sai<l. " Do help me 
out." 

'.' There's nothing I cru1 do. IIowever, 
I don't imagine they'll keep you here 
long.'' 

Out of thc cornci: of hi!l cycs he ¡x:r­
ceivcd the chef waiting at thc· <loor 

lea<liog from thc main hall into thc kitchen 
passage. Thc chef was standing pcrfcctly 
immohile, but bis eyes were fixe<l 011 Jim, 
and Jim knew thc chef, Jean, wanted to 
speak to him. He disengaged bimseU Irom 
Tovery. "I'll do my best.'' 

" But you--" Tovery stoppcd antl 
listcne<l. "Hcy, wbat's that?" 

An eerie. rhythmic sound of <lrums, 
heatiog in a curiously qukk an<l stirring 
tempo, was growi11g out uf the dark night 
somewherc ata <listance. The drum heats 
thudded in the air like an intángihle ¡.,ulse 
an<l grew more distinct rapi<lly, and ali 
at once you hear<l, t,esi<les, an<l high a hove 
the beat of the <lrums, shrill, confuscd 
whistles and the r..ittle oí horses· hoofs 
an<l wheels going at a furious pace. 

"\\'hat, un<ler heaveu--? •· 
"Gombies. It basn·t raiued Ior a while, 

au<l tbey're praying all over the islan<l 
Ior rain. Holding ccrcmo11il's. 

Thc drums cau1e quickly ncarer. Ob­
,·iously, thc centre of thc tumult was 
rapidly moving past thc hotel ami along 
thc white, moonlit road heyond. Drums, 
whistles, shouts, the rattle uf the omnibus, 
the soun<ls of voices, thc thud an<l patter 
of foet running aítcr the horsc-pulled 
vehicle. 

"Aren't they dangcrous?" 
"No. It's all right. The police watch 

them. They hold thcir ceremonics and 
tben go home." 

"Gombies, did you say?" 
"So they call themselves. It's some 

ohscure, mysterious relation, I imagiue. 
to the African zomui-that is, tbc living 
<lead. II you want to sce them you '11 
have to hurry; they'JJ soon be gone." 

The actor hesitated. looked at Jim, an<l 
then hurrie<l out 011 to the veranda. 

The chef still waited. Jim approached 
bim. 

" ,\Vell? Why, Jean, \\·hat's wrong?" 
He saw, on ·cJoser view, tbat the chef was 
very pale. 

Jcan whispere<l. "Thc knifo. ,\nothcr 
knife. It's gone. And I saw her in thc 

kitche11 passagc." 
Jim glanced qaickly al,out. No Olll' was 

within earshot. " What do you mean?'' 
"Another knifo has !icen takcn. I 

countcd this morning whcu thc pulicc 
inquired. Thcre were eleven. altogether. 
Now there are ten. Aml 1 saw her." 

" Sa.w who?" 
"The woman. Thc fat woman with thc 

Gcrman name. · In the terracc wing--" 
" Do you mean ~ln;. von Holzcn? · · 
"Yes! Yes. that's tbc " ·ornan. She 

was hurrying away wheu I carne iu the 
.J<itcheu." 

"\Vhen?" 
"About fiftecn minutes ago. I had gonc­

to thc kitclien to s<·e that ¡11J w.is closctl 
for the uight. After I saw her I looked 

. around my kitcheu an<l 1-the knife i~ 
gonc. sir." 

A kin<l of con~tricturc dusctl u pon Jim's 
hcart. "Ali right. Thanks, J~·un." 

The chef gave him au uneasy, irresoluto 
louk an<l scurrie<l quickly out o( i:ight. 
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" Boss says it's. special magic from England to make it rai n " 

The derk at the desk sprang to atten-
tion as Jim approacbed. "Yes, sir." 

" Is Louise still with Mrs. Blake? '' 
"Yes, sir.'' 
J im hesitated. The police were in tbe 

living-room of 21 and a telephone was in 
·ZI. The sensible thing, of course, was to 
tell tbe police-well, tell them what? 
That the chef was frighteoed. That he'd 
counted kitchen knives aud said one was 
missing. That he'd seen a \\'Ornan he be­
lie\'e<l to be Mrs. von Holzen, scurrying 
away. 

He deci<led not to telephone to them. 
Aud the boy at t .he desk leaned forward. 

" l\lr. Smith. I heard that tbe ooly · 
people in the hotel who were acquainted 
with the man who was mur<lered were, 
of course, his wife an<l the lawyer, Pusey." 

" So I uuderstand. \\'hy?" 
"\Vell, that's wrcmg, sir. Mr. Blake 

koew von Holzeo." 
"W/1(//'s that?" 
" I sa w them meet. H ere in the lobby, 

right in froot of thc <lesk. They 
spoke-'' 

"What <lid they say?" 
"Well, oot much, 1 guess. Didn't 

scem very fricndly. Called each other by 
their first names, though." 

" Did you tell the police? " 
"No, sir. I didn't think of it until 

after they had questioned us." 
" All righ t. l ' 11 telephone \V illaker." 
Jim took the elevator upstairs. walke<l 

hriskly to the living-room of Suite 21, aod 
knocked. 

Two minutes later he was walking a 
little less briskly towards the elevator 
again. having heen dcnied an audience 
witb Lana Blake. "Iuspt'Ctor Willaker's 
orders," said one of tbe two policemen. 
" He said only her la wyer could see her." 

J im had to accept it. "I'd better t ell 
you," he said, " that my chef believes 

there's another knifc missing írom the 
kitchen." 

Tbe two policemen looked at cach other 
and back at Jim. "Is he sure?" 

"So he says." 
The policeman actiog as spokesman 

looked a little sceptical. "Wcll-1 don't 
imagine there'll be aoy trouble. Not with 
us here. Maybe that kniíe's heeo lost for 
months. Maybe it isn't lost." 

"But--" 
"Doo't worry, Mr. Smith. I'll tell the 

inspector about it in the moming." 
There was nothing to do but retreat. 

leaving the two policemen to their inter­
rupted garue of crihhage at the littlc table 
with its cbecked cJoth. 

Jim passed tbe <loor to 20, Joha 

Tovery:s room, and, rather to bis surprise, 
saw a light in the crack of the closed 
transom. Tovery had come upstairs, then, 
almóst immediately after the Gombies had 
pa~<l the hotel. The door to 19 was 
closed too. The picture of Adetaide von 
Holzen stealing surreptitiously out of the 
kitchen wing with a knife in h~r hand 
was, now that be was removed from the . 
chef's convinciag earnestaess, patently 
absurd. He recalled her bland, middle­
aged hausfrwl s face. Yet Blake had 
known von Hólzen. 

He passed the <loor of 18, stopped, and 
then cautiously opened the door. It 
was dark ioside. There was no movemeat.. 
in the room. His namesake in ali proba-
1.>ility was sleeping off the effects oí four 
days of uninterrupted bar orders. 

Jim listened, and then tiptoed quietly 
atross the room; the screen, which opened 
on a hingc, was already unhooked; he 
opened it carefully. The bed was in a 
mass of shadow in one comer and there 
was no motion or voice. He closed the 
screen gently and was on the terrace. 

J t was yet in decp sha.dow; later it would 
be flooded with moonlight. Upou 

thc flat, back !loor lay arcas of light from 
the ";ndow of Tovery's room, the living­
room of 21, aud (less well defined, for the 
shades were drawn) from Pusey's room at 
the south end of the terrace. By going 
along the halustráde he skirted the rect­
angles of light, and a moment later 
reached the black windows of Lana 
Blake's room and. mindful of police in the 
next room, scratched lightly ou the screen. 

There was a movemeot in the room. 
Someone approached the window 
cautiously and t iptoed a.\vay agaiu, and 
there was a murmured colloquy. 

" Mr. Smith--" It was Lana hcr­
self. "Louise said it was you." 

" Can you come out oo the terrace? '' 
The screeo clicked a little and opened. 

She was a slender, shadowy figure, dressed 
io someth~ng soít aod silky. 

"This way," he said, and guided her 
into the area of deep shadow at the end of 
the terracc. No one was ahout. He caught 
himself watching the shadows anó "'as 
annoyed to discover a small sense of 
daoger tweaking at his nerves. 

"No one can hear," be said, " if we 
talk low." 

"You were right about tb-the 
knife," she said. "Thaiik you. I d idn't 
know how difficult-how horrible it was 
going to be." 

"l'm sorrv.'' 
"Louise stayed with me all clay-at 
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your orders. I suppose. It's good oí you. 
Mrs. von Holzen carne and asked the 
police iI she could stay witb me tonight. 
They refosed, but I thought it was 
awfully kind." 

Mrs. von Holzen ! He said, " Look 
bere. Why <lid you ask me for a key?" 

" Peter told me to get ooe." 
"But why <lid he want a key? You 

said, 'It isn 't a flashlight.' " 
Sbe hesitated and tben spoke: " Y es. 

there was a special reasoo. Peter had sorne 
work with him, · there is a new process he 
was perfecting, and he brought ali the 
papers along with him in a brief case." 

" Did you get tbe key? " 
"Yes. It's in tbe door now, I think. 

Or was. But I bad •mlocked the <loor to 
the li\ring-room this morning ín order to 
let tbe waiter bring tbe breakfast trays 
into the suite." 

" Where is the brief case containing the 
papers?" 

"It's in my room. P eter had Jeft it 
there because he wanted me to copy sorne 
notes he had made. 1-was his secretary. 
you know, before he married me.'' · Her 
voice íaltered. " He was· so good . .. So 
kind·. He had a tem¡:ier, but he always 
controlled it. He had no enemies. lt's 
so cruel--" 

" Don't." She was trembliog; he 
could sense it. 

" H e was good to me. No one was ever 
so good to me." She was crying softly. 

H e put his arms around her lightly and 
thought she was scarcely aware of it. 
Presently she stopped crying and wiped 
her eyes. 

" Do you know what this process Blake 
was perfecting consisted of?" J im asked. 

"Oh, yes. He told me. I was tbe only 
person who knew anything of it, I think. 
Unless he tokl Sandy." 

" Sandy? Tbat' s bis nephew?" 
"Yes.' ' 
"You .know him, of course." 
"No. l 've se<·n him only once. He 

carne into the office once before I was 
married; I don't think he saw me. He 
ditln't come to our wedding. P eter Joved 
Sandy dearly. H e "·antcd us to be 
íriends." 

She didn't know then that P eter had 
q uarrelled with his nephew, or why. 

" Ahout the process-" 
"Oh, yes. Well. it was nothing P eter 

could t:\'er use, you see. !Je was only 
<loing it in ordcr to takc out patents him­
self on i( and thus preveot aoy une else 
(who might ha\'e the same idea} from 
using it." 

"Whv couldn'Í: he use it? Was it 
somethiÍ1g a!Jout gold smclting?" 

"Yes, ol coursc. H e couldn't use it, 
hecause it was a ncw way to refine gold 
-a chemical process which was very 
cheap and readíly a vailable, and would 
have put Pet er out of husiness altogether. 
You scc, a long time ago. he invented a 
gold-smelting process, anti then invented 
and manufactured the machinery for that 
process, and Jeases the machincry-- " 

" Yes, I know. So this new process 
would havc put him out of business." 

" yes, of coursc. Oh. he could have 
patentcd it and sold it for a big sum 

oí money, hut the factory and business he 
had alrcadv established woul<l have been 
a total loss. as well as the incomc from 
leasing his machinery. It's-a little 
iro nical. I suppose-to discover sucb a 
process, I mean, and then in order to 
protcct yoursclf lie obliged to bottle it 
up." 

"It isn't unusual." said Jim slowly. 
" It happens fairly frequcntly with big 
manufacturing concerns. H e thought 'this 
new proccss was cheap and successful ! '' 

"Oh, yes; he knew it was.'.' 
" And you-you still ha ve tbe papers in 

your room?" 
" Yes. Isn' t it sale?· I mean--" She 

leaned iorward. "Do you think that was 
a motive for his murder ?" 

"You say he had no enemies." 
"Aod he had nonc. But there is no 

one hcre who woultl know--" 
" Did he know this voil Holzen?" 
"I don't know." 
" Did Pusey know of this new process? '• 
"No. He said he'd never heard of it 

until l told him this morning." 
" Did he offer to keep the papcrs for 

you?" 
"No." Lana sounde<l very puzzled. 

Bermuda Murder-conunued 

"Look herc. Do you want me to put 
tbem in the sale?" 

"Why-why, yes. If you think--" 
"I thiok it's justas well." 
" I'll get the brief case." 
She vanished into tbe rim oí shadow 

and presently was brielly and dimly 
silhou~e against the light from zt. 

He wanted to light a cigarette, and 
stopped in the act, Jest the little flame 
betray bis presence oo the t errace. Tbe 
night was no longer clear. Clouds had 
gradually obscured the moon. He could 
barely discern along the terrace solid 
shapes of deeper black that were occa­
sional chairs and tables and tbe umbrella, 
closed and thus tall and slender Jike a 
man; it ought to have been taken in for 
the night as usual. he thought absently. 

H e turned and leaned his elbows upon 
the balustrade and waited. La.na ought 

to be returning. The thick, dark night 
was ladeo with sceot-salt water and 
fiower fragrances mi11gled. Vague shapes 
loomed out of the shadows below. 

Lana ought to have retumed by now. 

definitely against Pusey's lighted window. 
A shadow that hesitated. And then Jiro 
heard a rasp of fingers against the screen. 
He said, " What are you doing fhere?" 

But he was not prepared for what hap­
pen ed. For the shadow jerked away from 
the window, was momentarily lost in the 
darkness all about, and then became solid 
muscle which hurled itseli upon him. He 
clutched, tried to get a grip, and missed, 
and a ñst shot hard at his chin, and Jim 
quietly an<l oeatly sat down, bumping bis 
head bard against the balustrade. There 
was a soft patter oí footsteps and then 
utter silence. 

He rubbed his chin and swore under bis 
breath. For his fiogers liad encountered 
the smooth, cool leather of a brieí case. 

And bis assailant had gone as unex­
pectedly and much more swiftly than ·he 
had come. But he had given up his 
attempt to break into Pusey's room. 
That was certain. Jim got to his feet and 
ran along tbe terrace. He passed Lana's 
darkened window and stopped at the door 
oí 21. To his intense astonishment, the 
policemcn were not there. The table was 

"The Missis has gone out working, sir, so l've brought my son with me 

Struck by the notion that a very long 
time ha<l elapsed. he tu roed abruptly. 
The area of light from the living-room of 
the suite still lay flat a nd empty upon 
the terrace floor. No one moved. Nothing 
had cbanged. Except, the umbrella had 
moved. Its vague, dark shape was at Jeast 
three feet nearer the wall oí the building 
than it had heen. And it was moving 
again. 

It was moving again, and it wasn't the 
umbrclla, for now he saw that the um­
hrella's tlark silhouette remained stiff and 
straight beside the halustrade. 

And it wasn't Lana. 
Jnstinct alone tol<l him tbat. The 

shadow outlined itselí for an instant 
against the path of light fifty feet away. 
ft- was a Jleeting glimpse; but certain. 
Someone-a man-was on the terrace and 
was moving stealthily toward Pusey's 
window. 

Jiro started forward and then drew 
back again. Better watch and make cer­
tain. He could always shout anti attract 
the attention oí the police in 21. 

There was, except for the murmuring 
water below, utter silence. Then quite 
sucldenly there was the slight scuffte of a 
footstep, and a shadow outlined itself 
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bare; the crihhage board and cards were 
strewu on tbe lloor, and the room was bare 
of huma n presence. 

Lana's window was besicle him. He 
pulled at the screen and it opeot-d. The 
room ,yas dark. and he stepped over thc 
sill quickly and whispered. " Lana! 
Lana!" 

No onc answered. 
It was very still and very hlack. He 

took a step into the room and anotber, 
ancl trod on somcthing inert and soft. 

He stumbled-knelt-groping into the 
blackness at his feet. 

H e had an instant oí col<l paL1ic. And 
then his hands encountered the crisply 

starcbed folds of a maicl 's uniform. It 
was Louise. It must he Louise. He spokc 
to her softly. a.od sbe <lid not answer, but 
she was breathing. 

He tumed on the light. By its soft glow 
he saw that the room had been rans."lckcd 
an<l that Lana was not there. Louise lay 
in a huddle near thc win<low. He bent 
over her again. He thougbt she must 
have heen struck. 

There was an adjoiniug bathroom. 
empty. for the <loor was open. and a long, 
narrow clothes closet. Obviously Lana 
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was not in the room, but nevertheless he 
went to the closct. Rows of gowns hang­
ing like !ragile, fragrant ghosts coníronted 
him. He stepped inside in order to thrust 
aside the soít folds, bent, groping among 
tbem. and ali at once heard a small, 
cautious motion behind him in the bed­
room, and wbirled around, but was too 
late. 

Darkness carne upon him and the door 
was closed and íastened. Probab]y by a 
chair under the knob, for when he hurled 
hirosclf against it it did not uuclge an 
inch. 

H
e was capable oí sudden, tempestuous 
rages aud one overtook him now. He' d 

he damned if he'd Jet any oni; bottle him 
up in a closet in his own hotel. He'd 
be-- A chíll. cold little wind seemcd 
to cut tbrough his anger. What was 
going on out there? He must get out 
of that closet. 

The door was stubborn against his re­
peated onslaughts, and in the end it .was 
Louise who released him. She Jooked and 
probably felt dizzy and was very wild­
eyed. 

She put her hand to a rapidly swelling 
temple and asked him as he emerged why 
he hit her. 

"I dido't. What happened? Where's 
!\frs. Blake?" 

Louise moaned ancl sank into a jabber­
ing heap on the bed. She didn ' t know. 
She didn't know anything at all. 

He questioned her swütly. She'd heen 
sítting besíde the window waiting for Mrs. 
Blake to return. l\Iaybe shc dozed. The 
first thing she kncw somcthing carne out 
of the dark an<l struck her, and that was 
ali. 

" , Vhere are tlle police? " 
Shc shook her head. She'<l heard them 

talking over the telephone just before she 
dozed off. She'<l hcartl a <loor close some­
where, too. 

" What door? " 
Shc clidn't know. It might ha\'e het·n 

the ,vintlow. And she didn't kno,v whó 
had silently entered the room after Jim 
and closed tbe <loor into tbe closet and 
proppcd a chair under the knob. She 
didn't koow anything except that her 
head burt. 

"Can you get to your rqom?" 
"Yes. sir." 
Jim went with her through thc li\'ing­

room of the suite. still oddly empty oí 
police and watched her wa,·eriug progress 
as far as thc eleva tor. Then he wcnt back 
to the living~room of 2 r an<l got tbc dt.'Sk 
clerk <m the telephone. 

" \Vhere are tbe pollee?" 
" They went out. Had a tcl¡:phone call 

from outsi<le---" 
"Well, what was it?" dcmanded Jim 

impatiently, brushing aside the fiction 
that thc <lcsk clerk who hau<lled the 
switchboartl át oight wouldu't know. 

" G omhics, sir. It was a had connexion. 
lmt I heard cnough. \Ví11aker heanl 

thcrt· was goiug to l,c sorne trouhlc. tu1d 
l>Cnt the two police who wcre l1t•re becausc 
thcy were nearest." 

Jim swore. "How long ago?" 
"Eleven-forty exactly, sir. It's now 

twelve forty-one. •' 
"Get Willaker. Tell him-thcre's 

trouhle hcre. Ha ve you seen l\lrs. Blake?" 
.. No, sir." 
" Never mind. Call Willaker . Tell him 

I told you to tell him to hurry." 
He put down thc telephone. Otld that 

the racket hc'd matlc had not wakcncd 
the hotel. But perhaps not so 0<ld. he­
cause the suite aL>ove was empty aU<I the 
rooms on t he back of the terracc wing were 
undcsirable and hot. ancl tenanted onlv 
when thc hotel was full. -

He turnetl. ami Emest Puscy, in a 
dressing gown, lltoo<l on thc thrcsholtl. 

"What is ali thc noise ahout? Has 
anythíng happe11C'tl?" His eyes took in 
the room aud he said, "Where are the 
police?" 

" Ha ve yo u seen l\l rs. Bla ke? " 
" !\frs. Blnke ! Hca vcns, no! I' ve 

hecn in bcd." 
·• Asleep?" asked J im,, thinkiug oí l1is 

lighted window. 
"Reading," Pusey niplicd. "J ., was 

just going to slecp whcn snmel,ody dropped 
a number oí hricks in Lana's room." 

NEXT WEEK: 
Whcre is Lana Blake ? 
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I 
OFTEN wondered what would pe­
come of Wilbury Thomson. 

Y oung men rose ]ike rockets 
in the post-war sky and threw out 
stars that, because of the dark­

ness, illurnined the heavens. 
And youth general1y gave vent to 

that long " Ah " that has made fire­
work disp1ays vocal since the begin­
ning. They were the first rockets that 
generation had seen.. Its delight 
became an ecstasy. 

We older ones, having seen other 
:fireworks rise, and fall, went back to 
our own childhoods for comparison, 
and found fault. 

But youth had no memories with 
which to forro a standard. Its "Ah" 
was long drawn out and almost 
reverent. 

Besides, tbey werc dull days, anyway, 
those days of post-war disillusionment. 
Everything that predated 1914 was wrong, 
"old fashioned," held up to contempt. 

" The future helongs to youth " hecame 
a battle cry with which mere cbildreu 
thougbt they cou1d conquer cverything. 
And to Wilhury Thomson. and a fcw Jike 
him. they turned for leadership. 

Meanwhile, we ol<ler one!- waitccl íor 
thc stars to fa<le out aud the sticks of the 
rockcts to fall. 

-sorne oí 1:bem di<l. But, somenow , for 
a Jonger time tban usual. the firework 
that ,\>as Wilbury Thomson lit the sky. 

You may rcmember Winlde Tea, with 
which \Vilhury Thomsou made his name. 
I went along to the lirst night-and poked 
íun at its chilclishncss. 

" I was sitting on thc pin," I wrote. 
But, Jor reasons I coul<l never find, 

youth hailcd itas the hirth of wit. Winkle 
Tea clowned ,1hout every one who ate 
winkles ami every onc who clrank tea. 

You would ha,·e thought, seeing it, 
that picking winkles was a national crime 
that shoukl be eradicated, that. balanciug 
a tea-cup "·as an offence against Nature 
rather than a test only of the law of 
gravity. 

A nyway, e\'('ry time \\'ill.mry Thomson, 
as the cbief tea driaker, droppecl a 

spoon-for he was his own leading actor­
the young nwn an<l the young women in 
the stalls laugñecl as Joudly as i( Osear 
\Vildc had drawletl a new epigram. 

And wben, at the end. \Vilbury 
Thomson threw. with disgust, his tea­
cup on tbe groun<l and yelle<l " Damn ali 
tea!" the curtain fell with such applause 
that the play ran ayear. 

Then we had Molhttrs aiul Fathers, also 
by Wilbury Thomson, ancl again with 
\Vilhury Thomson as the chief player. 
lts theme, so far as I could uuc.lerstand it, 
was that practisiag adultcry was a virtue, 
but that being an adult was a vice. 

In this, the high spot oi action was 
reached when the "hero," while saying 
to the "heroine. · · the ultra-romantic 
line, "I don't know why I !ove you, 
but what the hell?" fell over a spittoon 
and got his nose in it. 

\Vhile leaving this charade-like 
nothingness, I hear<l a youog man say, 
" Compared with 'Hamlet,' this is a big 
town!" _ 

Well, oo a sea of youthful flattery, 

.. 
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\\'ilbury Thomson rose to fame. His 
plays were followe<l hy his novels an<l bis 
noVf•ls by his films. In the end. he 
reach¿ta Hollywood, even a greater star 
on tht\screen tban he had beco on thc 
stage .. \ 

On his\retum, " society" invited him 
to dine. 

Originall~it took him up, 110 <loubt. 
to take him <lown. But that they <lid not 
find easy. For Wilbury Thomson liad 
an uncn<liug fund of small talk, and he 
smile<l most \charmingly, his way into 
acceptance. 

Only we older ones were critical. Sorne 
mocked ope1iJy\ Sorne patronized and 
murmured, "It's only a passing craze." 

T hen. one day-you remernber the ex-
citement-we read: " The King has 

been graciously please<l-- " There he 
was, Sir \Vilbury Thomson, the youngest 
knight siuce the days wben knígbthoo<ls 
were given for prowess in batfle and not 
for success in the grccngrocecy tra<le an<l 
a payment to party fun<ls, disguised. as 
" public services." 

No other namc in that honours list was 
more thau glance<l at. His-Wilbu,y 
ThomsoD, Esq., "for services to art and 
literature "-sent a bleat oí deligbt 
around the suburh¡; ·and spread, in tbe 
cocktail set, a mixture of envy and joy. 

"Wilbury.'s most <les-Jrving" was the 
sortof gag they cracked. "He hasclimbed 

bigher than the highcst Tree." they Jispe<l. 
For, in those days. any Theatre Royal 

back <lmwing-room was held in higbcr 
esteem than any memory of the Lyceum 
or His Majesty's-an<l what a screen 
actor <.licl was held in far highl"r estecm 
than the greatcst triumphs of Garrick or 
Kean. 

And noue were more cxcitcd than thc 
faithful flatterers who l,athe<l, or at least, 
pushed their faces, in the glory that 
Wilbury Thomson rcflecte<l. 

All heroes have lheir worshippers, latt 
none more adulant while they remain 
heroes-than tbose who can claim · sorne 
share in the early clays of the heroism. 

So Pheeny Wright, wbo, as a school 
teacher, had included the child \Vilbury 
in a village play, just l:ieforc, at the age 
of ten, he ha<l got a job in a touring 
pantomime, called up Henry J\lurchson, 
who had given \Vilbury bis first London 
part. 

Each, when alone, woul<l 1,oast, "I 
made him ! " Each, in thc other's com­
pany, would be more discreet and claim, 
jointly, "Our Wilbury." 

There were thc otbers. too-Hanson 
Lurio, who had bought \Villiury's first 
play, Majcston l\lyers, who, a!ter 
\Vilbury's first failure, had commissíone<l 
auother comedy when others had been 
alraid, and Israel Townland. who had 
arrange<l his Hollywood contract for him. 

"Touch ít, go on. 1 dare you" 
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Soon they were ali oo the telephonc, a 
dozcn of them, cackling and chippering 
" Our Wilbury" on thc line. 

"I always knew," wired Pheeny 
\Vright to Wilbury in a long message of 
coagratulation. 

And, in their minds, if not in their 
words. ali of them "always knew." 

Meanwhilc, thero were plans Ior a big 
banquet, with a royal dukc in tbe chair, 
Wilbury as the darling oI tbe fcast, of 
course, and " procccds for charity." as 
the excuse for approaching royalty and 
asking it to preside. 

Then, I got a telegram. It asked me to 
dine with Wilbury at his ílat-011 the 
night of tbe <lay on which he was due to 
receive the .accolade. I woodered. 

I had been among \Vilbury's fiercest 
critics. \Ve had argued and been frien<lly. 
quarrellcd and madc it up agaio, 

Never intimate-" friendly hostility" 
would pcrhaps explain it-we ·saw in each 
qualitics that the other lacked. 

Besi<les, my lampooning of most of 
\\'ilhury Thomson's plays had given him 
advertisement which, if embarrassing to 
his vauitv. ha<l add('d to lús wealth. 

I l1a<l ~ost him a lot in worry; I had 
earned him much more in rovalties an<l at 
the box office. · 

Anyway, I accepte<l. Thc unusual 
always intrigues me. 

Besidcs. for all I kncw. there woukl 
he. in the sort of gathering 1 anticipated, 
a good Page One story, with \\'ilbury's 
name big in the hcadlincs and mine sign­
ing the story, un<lcrneath. 

And thcre, when I arrived in the steel­
furnished Park Lane Jlat which had been. 
for years, the Holy oí f-1olie5 to adulating 
youth, was Wilbury, in Conrt <lress aud 
wearing a sword. 

His eyes mct mine with a challengc. 
No, he had not worn ít to the palace that 
<lay. Indced, l remembered lhat, in one 
of his cuo-and-saucer comedies, \Vilb.ury 
in Court dress, with him falling over hís 
" toastíng íork," had bccn a cause of 
great excitement. I presumed he had 
taken it from among the " props. · · 

His look was challenging. "Put this 
in your <lamncd papcr," ht• seemed to he 
saying. But therc was a smile in his eycs. 

Theu. Jooking roun<I, T saw that, apart 
Jrorn myself. thc only othcr gut'sts wcre 
the faith[ul ones, twelve iu all. 

So it was that after food and wine and 
· (pleas11 t1mt uv11r) 
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with ugly sore places or unsightly spots 
or pimples. A few drops of D.D.D. 
Prescription applied regularly for a little 
while will clear away every blemish and 
leave your skin fresh and healthy. 

In these days D.D.D. Prescription 
should be in every home. No't only will it 
conquer skin troubles, but this easy-to­
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healing and antiseptic properties, provides 
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" They bought it under the cash-and-carry clause " 

The Knight of the Party-continued 
the bright chatter, I said, when called on 
by the otbers to express our pleasure in 
a toast, " It is characteristic of \Vilbury 
that, cven now, when he is an early 
knight, he has not forgotten bis early 
days." 

Aod, remembering bits of articJes 
which, in the old days, I had written, 
I recalled Wilbury's early stage trouhles, 
antl the sharn that Pheeny Wright had 
playetl, and so on, using ali the names 
and recalling ali the incitlents, and ending 
in asking him to reply with the words the 
King had used that morning, " Arise, Sir 
Wilburv." 

\Vhen he ditl rise, to rcspond. there 
carne the drama. Soon I knew why I 
was there. 

\Vilbury, the skilled writer of nothing­
nothing comed y, the artful skimmer over 
banal trifles, had, all his liíe, drarnatized 
himself. 

This time, the mask was off. \Ve saw 
no longer the gay trifler, the cheery pur­
veyor of " remarks " that passed as 
epigrams. 

"I've asked you all here," he began, 
"to tell you what I really think of you." 

They laugbed hecause they were used 
to that kind o{ badinagc. T hey waited 
for the flattery, tbeir own coin, paid l>ack 
with· interest. • 

But wbat they heard was the revelation 
of many secrets long stored in· Wilbury's 
soul. 

He started with how Pheeny Wright, 
his " benefactor," had been living on him 
for years, bleetling him. He disclosed to 
them ali, what I knew- that Henry 
;\lurchson, who " tliscovered " bim he batl 
always boasted, paid him only l,3 a week, 
in the West End l 

As for Hanson Lurio, he still owed him 
f.'i.,ooo which he wouldn't pay back. He 
tolc.J of the money he hatl ·· lent '' them, 
mcntioning tbe names and the figures. 
He told o{ ha.rtl bargains, tlri\"en bcfore 
contracts had been signed. 

" Damn you ali." be sai<l. " I ma<lt: 
myself. I ·starved and I swcatc<l and I 
hung rountl cadging for work, and l 
fougbt, myself, every inch 9f thc way. 
Yes, I'vc asketl you ali here touight just 
to tell yóu the hlastcd truth. I ' ve l.>een 
your meal tickd for ycars. 

"You ditln't bclic,·e in me, not onc 
oí you. I hclicvctl in myself. l got jobs, 
when I was young, hecause I was chcap. 
I hatl to hawk my plays round to people 
who wouldn't buy them. And now you 
can all go to thc dcvil. I .nc~,.cr want to 
scc any oí your faces ag,Lul. 

I t was longt>r than th.Lt. l ma<l¡· i;omc 
notes, intcmling to use· thcm ncxt morn­

ing, well tlisguise<l, of coursc, for it would 
ali ha\'c becn highly libcllous. 

Unfortunatcly, in scrihl,ling the notes, 
writiog hastily, I coultl not tlo what 1 
shoultl havc preferre<l-watch the faces . 
But now and tben, when I <lid look up. 
I saw, instcad of the smirks and the smiles 
which had heen an accompaniment ali 
through the dinner. horror and loathing. 
hatretl and fcar. 

Then, embarrasscd, we rose from the 
table, uot cycing each othcr, for shamc 
of it ali. 

Sutltleuly, the lights went out. And, 
in the darkncss, 1 heartl a scream. 

Thcre, whcn the lights went on again, 

was Sir Wilbury T homson in bis Court 
<lress, bis swortl mixcd up with his legs. 
lying oo his face. He hatl beco stabbed 
in the back with a table knife, on the 
handle of which, covering it, was a 
serviette. 

\Vho had done it? I tlid not know. 
Nor, being an old reporter, <lid I stop 

to ask. 
Urgent with the news, I rushed to the 

telephon~. to ring up my office, but heard, 
from another room, a voice calling, on the 
cxtension, the police. A servant had seen 
the body. 

When I Jooked round, I saw ali tbe 
party, huddled in a comer, gesticulating, 
talking in haste. T hen " We'll all stick 
to that," I heard. 

Then there was a bang on the door and 
a sbout, and the room seemed ful! of 
police. Then the detectives carne. The 
door was locked, and questions were 
hurled at ali the dozen guests~" Who 
did it? .. 

Any one of them might havc wrought, 
in the heat and fever of it, a sudden 
yengeance-yes, even little Pheeny 
Wright who, pale with shame, was 
trembling with the rest ! 

1 waited, while the police questioned. 
for tbe denials. 

But- who could ·believe it?--every one 

• 
oí thl' guests, onc after the other, said 
" I ditl it." Each of the dozen use<l, when 
questioned, the same wortls, "I ditl it." 
Time after time I heard them. And. in 
response to each óf the challenges, I beard 
the reason, the same rcason, "Becausc, 
suddenly. I hated him." 

Well, I thought that J, too, would be 
sporting, if they were. 

Sq when asked "Why? ·• I rl'plied, 
just to be matey, " Beca use it would makc 
a goo<l story." 

As a matter oí fact, I missed thc storv. 
because, while thc other papers were 
printing the news, 1 was still shut in 
\Vilhury's flat, still being questioned. 

wen. search anti cross-examine as they 
might, the policc !ound out ahsu­

lutely nothing. 
For, coverccl hy a serviette, tbe knife 

had 011 ít no lingerptints. The other 
knives antl serviettes were ali mixed up 
on the table; so thc absence oí any one 
of them provided no clue. 

And so, although there was an inqucst, 
there was not even a police court case. 
For, as the police said, when they went, 
"We can't hang the lot of you for using 
one lmife." 

I still wonder which one díd it. Sorne 
of you may hlame me. 

PHOTOCRIME SOLUTION (see page 18) 

I NS1't:CTOR 11u1<1 bad good rcason to suspcct thal thc 
" suicide " had been clevcrh· slageod. l>t-ath ha,1 

01:c11rrnd bl"tWl'l'n ninc and ten p.m. (nolc dock in 1>ict11rc 4 and 
policc snrgcon·s slatcnwnt undcr). Thc lonnr:e factd lhc road, 
and the table lamp in window was switched on (compare 
a1>1><'ara.ncc oí lam1> ín picture J wilh tbat in picturc 4). lt 
was warlimc (note date on calendar in pictnrc I), and th~ 
blackont prcvailcd. Y et, as sccn in picturc 1, the cnrtains had 
not hceon drawn acro,;.s windows. Thc man whom Hunt 
qncslioned (pic111r(• :;) wa.s an air raid warden, and h1· slat<'<I 
fXlSilively lhat hc'd pa,;.s.~I lhc honst;• ami had nntin•d nothinl{ 
11111 oí tlw way. Clcar))•, th1·n. thc room was in darkn<-;;s whl'n 
thc wankn passt-d. ami thc Jamp had lx'<'n switclwd 011 latcr. 
Alr.;. Harvcy couldn'l hav1· switchetl it on as shc was airead,· 
dt-atl. ami Harvt•y was al onn· intlicat,,1. · 
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SHORT SHORT STORY COMPLETE O N T H IS PAGE 

A
oss a restaurant table, James 
Ewen was trying to implant 
sorne sense in the bead of bis 
brother, Fergos. Outsid~. 
Chicago traflic growled at 

them. 
"There have been great Scottish 

gardeners as well as keen Scottish 
business roen," Fergus digressed, 
mildly. 

James rana despairing hand through 
bis sandy bair. "It's a windfall all 
rigbt," be said. "A thousand each in 
Cousin Mary's will and her small cot­
tage ! But keep your head. l'm 
going to buy a Government bond with 
my thousand and that's what you must 
do.'' 

Fergus smiled genially. "But 
Governments are so flighty these days, 
James." 

James frowne<l. J le detested 5uch Iigbt 
talk. 

"Here's a thousan<l <lollars flung on t o 
my little desk in the \\'heelt>r-Kimlock 
Paint Company from the world outsicle," 
Fergus went 011, serious now. "I'd 
almost forgotten thcre was a fragrant, 
sunlit, hlossomíng worl<l. I 'm eight 
years olcler than you, James; eight years 
longer !"ve done what I <lon't like <loing, 
liut only for little Jron's sakc. l shall Jet 
the thousand blow me out of the com­
panr; out of Cbicago. James." 

His ey<:s hecame thoughtful. " D!d 
you ewr scc a golden-ycllow sweet pea? 
Do you think I coulcl <lcvelop one?" 

" Swect peas!" James Ewen snortcd. 
" Sweet peas!·' Blood darkene<l his face. 
"You're claft ! To lt>avc just when old 
\Vheeler's been edged out by the pressure 
of-ah-progressive young men ! You 
must not go ! Cousi<ler your motherless 
daughter-your responsibility to her. 
The company's going ahead now ! We'II 
enlargé the plant. A man who'll stay will 
tind himself a success. ·' 

Fergus looscd a grin at hís solemu 
advíser. "You 'll be general manager 
within fin years," he predictt.>d. 

" lt'll take something to stop me,·· 
James asserted, curtly. "And l'll look 
out for J ean and you, Fergus-if you'll be 
sensible." 

"You'll look out for me, anyway, 
James," Fergus said, coufidently. "And 
Jeanic tbercby." 

T he grim purpose that animatcd James 
Ewen during lJusiness hours showe<l 

then as he eyed his eldcr brother. 
"Thatl will not," he snapped. "You 

have the same education, the same goocl 
Scots hlood in you. Ynu'll take care 
of yourseH, my boy-or rot. f'm carrying 
no extra weight this race." 

Wrathíully he struck the table. 
Fergus sat still, astonishecl by the 

suelden storm he had aroused. 
"I did not mean it that way, James," 

he said, gently. " I th!.nk I am ·bright 
enough to look out--

.. \Vell, I mean it every way, F-ergus 
Ewen l You're bright, brighter than l. 
so others would have it! Then match 
your brightness against my grit, my boy ! 
I look out for you? • Never ! " 

Something of James's heat entered 
Fergus. but he spoke quietly. 

"You'll Iook out forme, James--'' 
he began again. 

His brother, wíth an angry growl, got 
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up. paid bis bill and left the restaurant. 
Befo.re Fergus left Chicago for Aunt 

Mary's cottage in a small town in southern 
Obío, the breach between the two brothers 
was mendecl-on top. James firmly de­
mamled a rent oí nine dollars a month for 
his h alf o! the little house. H~ went back 
to the office grimmer ami more purposef ul 
than ever. 

Ycars slipped by. and more years. 
Fergus was now a completely happy man. 
He made a little money with his plant 
brceding; ) can worked with him, and it 
was a rich lile they shared. 

J ames got bis rent money every month, 
and occasionalJy a scrawled, cheerful 

letter which set him muttering with vexa­
tion. His replics to Fergus were models of 
concíse business English. But letters <lid 
not bridge the gap, nor did James, in bis 
pride and preoccupation. ever meditate 
a trip to southem Ohio. 

The day carne whcn Fergus, in the 
greenhouse, lifted his head to hear with 
a queer mixture of pain and joy that 
gay, helpful Jeau was to leave bím. A 
young ma11 of the neighbourhoocl had 
masterfully broken in upan her conceru 
with her father and his modest triumphs. 

The news o( Jean·s approaching mar­
riagc brought quick response from James. 
that tower oí efficiency. Under James's 
able <lirectíon the little paint plant ha<l 
grown bewilderingly Jargc and complex. 
James was president now, and the sole tly 
in his turpentinc-scented ointment was 
thc fact that he lacked thosc fcw sharcs 
of stoc.k necessary to control a majority 
vote. 

In strict justice to himself, James had 
pointe<l out all this to Fergus in bis 
letters. And it was not without satis­
factíon that he decidecl to go clown to 
Jean's wedcling. 

Though James grected bis brother 
cordially. Fergus felt keeu grey cycs 
prohing him--cxaminiag his facc, thiu 
hut less lincd · than that of Jaines, bis 
liaggy twc1..-d suit, his well-worn shoes. 

He noted the gleam oí sell-righteousness 
that quíckly carne and as quickly went 
from James's flinty eyes. He caught the 
un<lcrtone of mockery in James's heavy 
voice when he finalJy spoke: - · 

" l\.lade any money at this posy-planting 
job?" 

"lt isn't the sort of work that makes 
large sums," Fergus admitted. 

" Humph ! '' James disposed of such 
nonsensc. " How about this young man 
whom Jeannie's marrying? Can he take 
care of her? Or is be a posy-planter. 
too?" 

Fergus smiled. "Brother," he said, 
" as I told you years ago, you will look 
out for us all." · 

The blood rushed to James's face. 
" What do yo u mean? " he barkecl. 

"!'ve given you no money these fifteen 
years aud do not intend to now." 

Still Fergus smiled. " Brother," he 
said, " <lo you remember the thousand 
dollars Cousin Mary left each of us? You 
convinced me that I should invest it 
wisely. But I didn't huy a <~ovcrnment 
bond. I had more faith in you. J ames, 
than I had in any Govcmment. 

"That day, lieforc I left Chicago. I 
hought ali the stock in your company I 
cquld get on margin with my thousand. 
The stock was poorly regarde<l, but I knew 
you would slave to makc it valuahle. So 
I left it ,dth or<lers to rcinvest ali <lh·i­
dends. 

"And the harcler you workc<l, füc more 
I got. Thc hank tc11s me l 'm quite 

a wealthy man now. You·,·e taken care 
of us very nicely." 

James's ru<l<ly face had turncd grey. 
"You mean you're-you're that auony­
mous stockholder who has been holding 
out?" he gulped atlast. 

Fergus no<l<le<l. and for a moment his 
eyes drank triumph. Then the olcl kind­
uess retume<l to his face. " And now, 
brother," h<· said. ge11tly, " if you r<·ally 
want to hcad the table wht>n thc hoard 
of dircctors meets. i t can lic arra ngcd." 

" Keep looking, Aggle. There must be a key somewhere " 
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lf nerve suffering is your trouble read 
these two remarka.ble cases, wbich 
show you how to overcome your 
weakness and make a good recovery. 

SERIOUS BREAKDOWN 
Put yourself in this voung 
woman'~ placc--2nd lhcn 
rcjoicc in her recovery l 
Shc may bavc bN:n worsc 
than you with her necvcs, 
perhaps, yct today shc 
says : " Ajur a ,:ourte "f 
Dr. Cass,lls Tablns ,,¡y 
,,ero~, are stro11g,:r, ,,o, 
appetire llood, I sl,ep uu/1, 
a11d ali d,prn1im1 gane, am 
luuer and strongar in tt,erylt!~~~= ·~.zy." This !-after bav-
,ng had a scrious break-
down with .. ,un" r,;,ak- Her nerves 
ntss a,1d blood prtssurc " - t g 
and althougb undcr treat- are s ron er, 
mcnt sbc ma<!e no im- depression 
provcmcnt until shc took 
!)r. Cassclls. No wondcr haS gone ! 
.shc remarks,., "you t·a11...,_.,.... ____ ..,.. 
rest assurtd 1,ow ttt~ grate/u/ l am to you /or 
Dr. Cassells Tabltts.' Mrs. F. M. J.;Ldn., E.u. 

THEY WERE THINKING OF AN 
OPERATION ON HER HERVE ••• 
Thc traitlc thougbt of long 
weclr.s of illn<eSS and suffcr­
ing wh.ich lay in front of 
her was happily removed 
from this wntcr's mind as 
the rcsult of secin" an 
advcrúscment. Her lcuer -=- 1

- ·a...: 
says : " J hat1t he~u a 
tu/fuer /rom 1,g rro11blt a11d 
hlltle bten mtdcr rrearm1n1 
aud norhi11g sumtd ro do it 
a,,y good. Thty suggesrtd 
an aperatiuu 011 the Jlc!rt..tt,I!:!:~~~-· 
bu, suing Dr. Canells 
Tabltts advutistd l decid«/ She ,·s a 'º gwe thttn a trial. l am 
pi~ 10 say zhat ltat.•ing new woman 
1ukt11 Dr. Casstlls l am a • ' 
llttl> tOOIII0/1 t1Jithot11 an Wlthout an 
operarioll '!' o//, so 1 a111 operat,·on f 
rea,nunt11d1ng tlu.m 10 • 
n;eryorrt ,iow. Tha11ks ,., 
Dr. Cassells.'' (Sigocd) bus. C., Birmingham. 

-ANO YOU WILL 

EAT BETTER ! -
SLEEP .BETTER ! 

FEEL BETTER ! ~ 
1/3, 3/- and 5/-. Trial size 6d. 

1 ~ 1]: ~] i I J~í i [ 1]: 1 
Conquered by 

100-year-old remedy 
lf you suffer írom Constipation, 
lndigestion, flatulence, Rheumatism, 
Headache. or Liver and Scomach 
troubles. try Dr. Scott's Brand 
Bilious and Liver Pills, a genuine old­
fashioned vegetable remedy, gentle 
in action and peñectly safe. 
Tried and proved for over 100 years, 
they are perfectly harmless to che 
most delinee constitution . 

Dr Scotts:·~:Pills 
BllAND 

6º, 1/3, & 3/• (QT,::::it-t) 
Triat 1lu 64. from all C:hemitt•, or 7\d. po.lt 
f.- fN>m W . LaMlHlrt.6 C.., Ltd., De¡,t. U. 
251. Euat:on fload. London, N.W.I. 
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Í!) 

/t('\ • 

A
MOS BENN had always taken it 
for granted that sorne day 
Lucelle, the firm's exceed­
ingly pretty designer, and his 
son .and junior partner, 

Phillip, would make a match of it. 
He knew his son's feelings that way 
and thought he could guess those of 
Lucelle so far as it is possible for 
any mere male to hazard where the 
fair sex is concerned. 

lt carne, therefore, as something in 
tbe nature of a shock, when, opening 
bis office door suddenly, he saw the 
back of a tall man in the unüorm of 
tbe air force. . 

Tbere was nothing unusual in this 
except perhaps the place; neither was 
there anything unusual in a soldier's neck 
adornment of two slender, very sbapely, 
white arms. Airmen oí ali ranks have a 
weakness for this type of decoration: 
What brought a quick pang to the heart 
of Benn was tbat tbose arms indubitably 
belonged to Lucelle. 

Then, at the souud of the openíng door, 
the soldier did a quick rightabout, and 
the relievi.ng of one shock was replaced by 
another, albeit of a more pleasant nature, 
for the grinoing features under the rakish 
cap were after ali those oí Phillíp hímself. 

"Well. I ' m da-ashed," ejaculated 
Amos. " I tbought for a moment that 
Lucelle had double-crossed you for a 
soldier." 

." So I 'ave, Mistair Benn. Philleep ze 
civilian is no mor'. Don' you zink he 
make a loffl y soldiec? " Shamelessly she 
leaned a dark head on Phillip's shoulder. 

" Passable," grunted Benn, altbough 
bis eye gHnted with pride as he surveyed 
tbe erect figure of b is offspring, then, a 
sense oí the fodígníty that had been put 
upon him rising to the surface-" Wby 
the deuce wasn't I told-and your 
mother. \Ve knew that you were trying 
to get in, of course, but, hang it, you 
might have Jet us know that everything 
was O.K." 

"Thought l'd give you a!J a shock," 
laughed Phillip. " I tried it on 

Lucelle first and it worked beautifully. 
Shocked her straight into my arms as a 
matter oí Iact." 

"Well, it won't shock me into 'em 
although it might your mother," growled 
the manufacturer. " Which reminds me. 
You'd better get along, the pair o{ you, 
and give her both sets of good news. lt'll 
be about tbe first ti.me we've seen eye to 
eye since we've beeo married." 

"That's what we wcre goiog to do," 
said Phillip. "The only thing that's 
worrying me is what the firm is goiog 
to do for a traveller, now I sha ll be 
away." 

" There are other tra vellers in the 
world. I knew quite a Iew before you 
were boro," grinned Amos, sarcastically. 

"Yes, but not as good as me-eh, 
Luce lle?" carne the lofty reply. 

" Better run along and leave that to 
me," said Benn. " Neitber of you is in 
a mood to talk business seriously. 1'11 
see about a traveller. Away you go." 

Laughingly he shoo-ed them both from 
the ornee. 

Despite the Hghtness of bis tone, the 
situation was not so easy as he had 
p retended to the young lovers. More 
than most trades, salesmanship in the 
hat industry is a matter of personal 
contact. " Must he well known to 
buyers " is the inevitable foundation of 
every advertisement for travellers, for 
miJlinery wholesalers are a conservative 
crowd, and the first cssential of a 
youngster, new to the game, is tbat his 
grandíather, or at least bis father. sbould 
have been in the hal.>it oí calling on the 
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same bouse. lf the buyer, almost always 
an elderly man, happens to be acquainted 
with a couple of uncles and halí a dozen 
assorted cousins-so much the better. 

·This position made tho;: acquisition of 
a new traveller a task of difiiculty and 
discrimination even ·in normal times. In 
these days when tbe majority of tbe 
youngsters were either in tbe Services 
or expecting so to be, that same task 
bordered on tbe impossible. 

The only solution, decided Benn, was 
either to do the travelling himseli, or coax 
away one oí the older meo from a rival 
firm. The first idea he dismissed on the 
tbougbt. London be might bave 
managed. but he was gettíng too old for 

· the discomforts of the northem · and 
Scottish trips. quite apart from the fact 
that tbe business needed bim on the spot 
more now than it had ever done. 

His doctor, and unpleasantly frequent 
recurring bouts oí gout bad decreed 
against pre-lunch alcohoHc refreshment, 
but with the combination of his business 
troubles, Phillip's sudden surprise and 
the acquisition o{ a delightíul, prospective 
daughter-in-law, Amos decided that this 
,vas one of the excepti.ons that bound the 
rule. 

The club bar was busy with the lively 
chatter o{ a crowd of amateur prime 
ministers; army, navy and aic force 
chiefs ali winning the war in their own 
way and Amos was passing through a 
group of friendly nods when one o{ the 
loudest talkers, detaching himself with­
out apology from his cronies, took the 
manufacturer familiarly by the arm. 

" J ust the man I wan ted to see," said 
Mark Coulson, affably. " In fact I was 
coming along to see you as soon as I had 
swallowed my beer. Now what are you 
going to have?" 

Although not enamoured oí the ma.n 
who had accosted him. it was impossible 
to,refuse tbe invitation without delibera.te 
insult. Obviously Amos had not entered 
the club at that hour foi the purpose of 
asking the time. 

"Mine's Scotcb," he admitted, finding 
himself a seat at an adjacent table. 

" A nd now," continued Coulson, as he 
placed the giass on tbe table and 

took an opposite seat, "l've got some 
good news for you. Very good news." 

" I'm pleased to hear it," grunted 
Amos in a relieved tone; actuaUy he had 
expected the request o{ a loan with tbe 
proffered drink as a preliminary bait. 
" What is tbe news. The German Army 
surrenderec.l? •' 

" No, tbis is business." The speaker 
dismissed the war as a thing of lesser 
importance. "You are in need of a ñrst­
class traveller ?" 

Amos rai!ed bis eyebrows in surprise. 
" How d id you know?" be queried. 

" When I see Phillip Benn swaggering 
through the main street in aír force blue 
with a p retty gírl on bis arm, it only needs 
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tbe addition of two to two to make the 
four that Benn & Son .ha.ve suddenly 
become short of a traveller." 

" Umpb ! I see," ejaculated the manu­
facturer. " Of course, any fool could 
havc made that deduction." 

Cou'lson, whose hide would bave made 
that of an elephant look thin, ignored 
the sarcasm. · 

"And I know exactly where to -fin<l 
tbe very man you need. A man known 
to every buyer in England and, what 
is more, one of, if not the best salesman 
in tbe trade." The speaker ftasbed a 
cheap ring as he spread his hands in 
emphatic gesticulation. 

Benn looked interested. 
". Who and wbere is this paragon?" he 

asked with soine eagerness. 
"Why, me, of course. Didn't you 

know tbat I was temporarily out of 
collar ?" 

"Oh-h ! " Benn's face fell in dis­
appointment. That Coulson was known 
to the buyers and that he was, in bis way, 
a good salesman, was incontrovertible, 
but there were other aspects, including 
lhe melancholy fate of the last two manu­
facturing ñrms who had been. honoured 
by his services. The manufacturer shook 
a negative head. 

" } remember you travelled for Shepherd 
& Co. for a matter of tbree years, 

and I also remember wbat happened to 
them," he grunted. 

Mark Coulson spread his hands even 
more widely. " Could I help it that old 
man Shepberd went and loaded bimself 
witb a thousand dozen dud hoods when 
I had him snowed under with orders?" 
.he expostulated. 

"Then there was your last firm, 
Bardens. Tbey went up in the air througb 
canceUa tions in j ust the same wa y," 
grumbled Amos. "No, Mark, 1'11 admit 
you get orders. Y our trouble is tha.t you 
get the wrong kind oí orders." 

"Barden was a silly fool who was 
írightened to take a. gamble," defended 
Coulson. " In any case I had to build 
theír connexions the best way I could, 
yours is already there. So long as I ca.U 
on only your regulars I can't be wrong. 
Take Doyle for instance--me and him's 
like br9thers. Why he almost cried thc 
last time he refused sorne oí Bardt'n's 
rotten styles. Sa.id it IJroke his heart to 
t urn me down and why <lidn't I get a job 
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with an established makcr who could 
give me the right ranges to carry." 

A picture of the case-hardened Doyle 
either crying or breaking his heart over 
the turning down of any traveller wbo 
existed <lid not register a.t all wíth the 
manufacturer. On the otber hand, there 
was sorne reason in what Coulson was 
saying. Both his previous employers had 
been notoriously shoddy makers-also 
Benn's position was by way o{ being 
desperate. 

" If I do give you a trial-what salacy 
and commission would you expect?" he 
queried. 

His prospective emplóyee named a 
figure tbat sent the elder man's eyebrows 
up. 

"I don't know who it was who told 
you that Benn & Son was a philan­
thropic association. but believe me they 
were polling your leg- " he begao 
heatedly, when: 

"You mustn't forget tbat there is a. 
war on," interrupted Coulson. "Things 
are rising-even beer's gone up--" 

" Most of the beer that comes near you 
goes down," growled Benn, caustically. 
" Anyway it would take half a dozen wars 
to get me to gay you that wage--aml tben 
I sbouldn't. ' 

The mooted arrangement was develop­
ing an acrimonious tinge and threatened 
to collapse before it had well commenced, 
before both sides finally agreed on a com­
promise which if not truly amicable, at 
least left each with the partial honours 
of war. 

Even then it was in a Iar from satisfied 
mood that Beun trudged gloomily back 
to his sbowroom. Deserted now it 
seemed without the effervescent spirits of 
the junior partner, and the laughing joie 
de vivre of Lucelle. 

T he latter, he knew, would be loyal1y 
back in harness as soon as her brieí 

e'ogagement celebration was ended, but 
with a sigh. Amos wondered how long 
it would be hefore he was again criticizing 
his son's careless ha.bit of slinging 
expensive, exclusive models into his 
travelling carton. 

Tossing his hat on to a desk, the manu­
facturer stuck an unligbted cigar betwcen 
his lips, as from the ricbly-adomed 
counters he began to ca·refully choose a 
range of models that J1e thought most 
suitable for bis new travcller's first tilt 

" l'm in the building trade" 



December 30, 1939-ILLUSTRATED 

at tbe wholesale buying fratemity . 
\Vbatever Coulson's faults he knew bis 

trade from A ~o Z, and Benn, although 
not so susceptible to soft soap as most 
~en. could not help feeling gratified by 
hlS new traveller's entbusiastic reception 
of thc range that had been chosen for him. 

"If 1 don't sell thís stuff I'll eat 'em," 
hl: ?eclared, as he held a saucy. Frencb 
m1htary model of Lucelle's creation 
appreciatively aloft. 

·• That'll be O.K. witb me," declared 
Amos. " So long as you sell to the rigbt 
people. I don't want any of your buy 
to:<3ay, cancel tomorrow aml pay never, 
chents----'' 

"Don't you worry about that. old 
Iellow," grinned Mark, witb distasteful 
familiarity, as he stuffed bis travelling 
expense~ carclessly in his pocket. "'"You'll 
be beanng from me," he grinned again 
as the sbowroom door swung closed. · 

In his last optimistic statement Mark 
Coulson was wrong. Amos Benn <lid 
not hear from bis new traveller. At 
leas.t, not in the way that bis typc of 
l,usmess man expccted to hear. \Vith 
most men on tbc road it is customary 
to drop a line evcry nigbt-at the worst 
every otber night-witb a statemeut of 
orders and a report of general progress. 
Hints as to tbe probable trend of fashion 
according to the diagnosis of the different 
buyers-etc. 

phillip, despite bis apparent bappy-go-
lucky ways, bad always beenextremely 

meticulous in tbis respect, often, as far 
as the " bints " were concerned, to tbe 
loudly-voiced indignation of bis sire. 

From 11/Iark Coulson, bowever, carne 
not so muchas a post-card overa long and 
weary week of expectation and, for 
orders, not even a twelfth of a dozen. 
Then, on the Collowing Tuesday. carne a 
brief wire from Liverpool-a c1ty L,y the 
way, that was not supposed to be on the 
agenda o"f this trip. Tbe wire read :-

,, Trade rott1m. A III tryi11g some pals 
in Scr,tland. Se11d ten po1rnds expenses 
to cover trip. M. C." 

When Amos had got his l,reath, and 
his vocalmlary, into normal working 
order, he fir.;t lit a cigar, and then, his 
nen·es somewhat sootlled, sat dowu to 
do a bit of hard thinking. 

His first reaction, on receipt of the 
telegram, had been to send a reply order­
ing his new employce to catch the first 
train home-Jur good . On secon<l 
thoughts he carne to the conclusion that 
this might · be too harsh a ju<lgment. 
In aqy case it was throwing away for 
good tbe mouey that the journey bad 
already cost. 

He knew that times were dillicult an<l, 
aJso, that wbatever hís many faults, 
Coulson was no mug on the road. After 
aU , as Coulsou was alrea<ly half way to 
Scotland and seemed to have prospects 
of bis own in view, a pound or so more 
or less was uei ther herc nor there. 

For ali that it was witb a hcavy, doubt­
ing heart that he wire<l away the money . 
togethcr with an express letter ureathing 
fire and brimstone plus a demand for 
more <lctailed news, in every line. 

Benn's aggravation of spirit was not 
eased hy a fcw things kind rivals had 
l,cen at pains to tell him ahout his abscnt 
traveller. Leatherl,ottom, the keenest 
an<l most dislike<l of fhese, pompously 
patronizing as a lways, declared his 
surprisc at Benn's choice. 

"Y' know, Amos, I think you must be 
losing your judgment. You don't know 
how lucky you've heen to have a good, 
tr•1stworthy hoy like young Phil on thc 
road for you." 

.. ffang u. .ail,, '' ~ Beea, '' the 
worst tbe man can do is nol sell, a.nd 

he seems to he doing that very well." 
" Then your luck is still holding," 

asserted Leatherbottom. " The trouble 
starts when he <loes sell." 

"So--1 bave a traveller who brings me 
luck when he doesn't sell. Meanwhile. 
what happens to my business?" snapped 
Benn. 

"That's yo11r insomnia," grinned 
Lea therl >0ttc>m. 

One way ancl another it was not a very 
cheer!ul manufacturer wbo met-greeted 
would be altogether the wroog word-the 
traveller on his 1,clate<l return. 

Although full of excuses an<l apologies, 
Coulson di<l not scem at ali cast down. 

"Simply a bad patch. Every one 
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"Thc \Vaitiog Gamc" 
-Sew York Daily /',lirrur 

lrom 
France 
and 
Ame rica 

"No. ifs nol a practical joke. lle 
w11s caplured by the patrol you 
sent out to reconnoitre thc 
Siegfried Line." 

-Le Di111anc/1e 1/lualre, Paria 

strikcs them at times, and you don't 
need teUing the state of trade these days,'' 
he dedared. "For ali that, I would 
certainly have gambled on getting at least 
sorne results, c.-specially over the border. 
I have a few pals there who have never 
failed me L,efore. Never mind, better luck 
next time. Anyhow I've sowed the 
see<l," he concluded, a.irily. 

" \Vhat the l,lazes d'ye think I am, a 
market gardener?" ex ploded the over­
wrought Benn. " Ancl as for next time, 
l'm not so sure there is going to be any 
next time. Rememher you are only ou a 
month's tríal. and a Iortnight of that has 
gone already." 

" Don't worry, ol<l feller- a couple of 
<lays in the cíty and 1'11 have you snowed 
under. You'll he going on your hended 
knees thanking heaven that I did not 
.get any ordt>rs on the uorthcrn trip, you' ll 
be so husy." 

"\Ve'll- wait an<l sec," growled Benn. 
" And meanwhile don't call me old 
fcllow. My name's Míster Benn to you. 
as long as you are on this firm, which 
won't he so long if things don't irnprovc." 

Coulson's promist·d snow storm turncd 
out to be as much of a heat wave as had 
heen his northem trip so far as orders 
were coucerncd anti, by thc end of the 
week, his total sales were nil. 

He had plenty of excuses, of course. 
In these and promises for the future he 
excelle<l, hut no firm can run for long on 
these non-producing commodities and, by 
thc end of the third week, Amos decided 
to cut his losses out of band. 

Dte ua~ -took his ~ ~ 
sophically. His attitude inferring tha.t 
the loss was Benn's more tha.n bis own. 

" I'm surprised, Míster Benn, tha.t you 
ha.ve not shown more patience," he said. 
" A man of your experience should be 
aware that it takes even an expert sales­
man like myself sorne little wbile to lit 
in witb a fresh concern. The b uyers have 
to be humoured to the new situation." 

"On the contrary, it's my bank balance 
that needs the humouring," countered 
Amos. "And tbat hasn't got any more 
patience left.'' 

Renn reafüed tbat he had made a fool 
of himself, but how deep had been the 
folly he <lid not learn until the following 
Wednesday. 

The mid-week <lay was earmarked for 

the almost invariable vísit oí E>oyle, 
buyer to Lion Ticket and easily Benn's 
largest and most pro.fitable customer. 

The buyer candidly admitted tbat he 
was only dowu _on a " look-see " as trade 
was so very bad he <lid not intend to order 
a tbing. Considering that this had been 
his opening gambit as long as Benn had 
known him, tbe manufacturer did not 
take much notice of the tbreat. but this 
proved to be one of tbe occasions on 
which the buyer really meant what he 
said. 

"It's no use, Amos. I don't want a 
tbing-not a bat. Matter of fact 1 scandal­
ously overbougbt in town last Monday." 

Amos looked puzzled; Coulson bad told 
him that Doyle had "got the bar up." 
salesman's slang for refusing to look. 

"But-t I thought you were not looking 
on Monday?" he said. 

"I rather wish 1 hadn't now," sighed 
])oyle. "But whoevcr told you that I 
wasn't was wrong_ By thc way, whcn 
are you going to get a new traveller? 
I rcalizc tbat Phillip's loss is a scvC're 011c 

ami that he will he difficult to replacc-­
huta firm like Bcnn's must bave a man 
on thc road. You missed quite a parccl• 
of jam hlst wcck, as a matter of fact." 

A t the words, Benn's puzzlcment turned 
to an inward, seething rage. He 

thought he saw it ali now. No ,vondcr 
he had been warncd against Mark 
Coulson. The dirty twister ha<l just stuck 
hís expenses in his pocket a.nd then goue 
out on a jag, lcaving Benn to not only 

-Joot .toe !tilJ ,üut ~uli6r ,a _J..ad !oss ,el .tcade 
into the bargain. 

"Actually, I did have a traveller, but 
he seems to have L,een a hit of a washout. 
it was he who told me tba.t you were not 
looking. Evidently he <lid not call." 

" Evidently not. I am quite confident 
that your business card was not sent in 
to me. Wño was the fellow by tbe way? 
Anyhody I know?" 

"He said he knew you well. Mark 
Coubon is the name. Used to be with 
Barde ns, and hefore them Shépberds." 

It was now Doyle's turn· to look 
surprised. 

"Why, of coun;e, I know tbe fellow 
well, althougb 1 can't say 1 like him 
ovennuch. Still one can't let personal 
likes interfere with business-but he 
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<loesn't travel Ior you. He travels for 
Hanwell's. I bought a big parcel off him 
only last Mon<lay. \Vhat is more it was 
the double of that military cap you llave 
heen sbowing me. The confounded thing 
is getting copied all over the place." 

For the first time in his lifo Amos 
wished that he ba<l been of the opposite 
sex and thercfore enjoyed the excuse of 
a really high-powere<l hystcrical outburst. 

\Vith a tremenc,lous cffort he conquere<l 
the desire to blurt out the whole stary to 
the bu yer, bu t that csiuld do no good uow. 
beyon<l making him look openly thc !ool 
he iuwardly fclt himsdf to he. 

" B een a general mix-up ali round, I am 
aífaid," he sai<l. "Anyhow. Coulson 

is not witb me just now. 1 think I'll take 
the road myself for a week or two, until 
the rigbt man tums up." 

Politely he ushered his vbitor to tht' 
doors, thcn, aloue in his showroom he 
v«1nted his fceliugs iu languagc that he 
would have l>C<'n the first to reprimanc.l in 
a.nother. On a suddcn thought he went to 
thc telephone anc.l rang up his hittcrcst 
rival, Leathcrhottum. Somctimes cvcn 
enemies can be u~ful. 

"\Vhat's that," answcn:<l Leather­
hottom, testilv. "Of coursc, I know 
Ha.nwell's. He hasn't ueen started long. 
Hís wife is a sister-in-law to your late 
man, Coulson. I hcar Mark ·has gone 
over there now." 

Breathing a linal malediction, Amos 
replaced thc iustrumcnt. The thought 
that made him the most savagc was his 
_.u JlCl.ple!i~M.$S. l.V.habwcc J:he .Jeg:a.J 
position Benu was of far too stiff-nccked 
a pridc to risk making himself tbc laugh­
ing stock of a town where his acuown had 
rcached thc dignity oí a hyword. 

\Vearily thc manuíacturer looked up at 
the opening of bis officc <loor. It was 
Lucellc. 111 her bands she hel<l a crumpkd 
letter. Thc rosy tinge on her chet>ks pro­
daimed the autbor hcyond qucstion. 

" Such a lofficy lettair from Pbillc<'p," 
she smiled. " He says to tell you iat h<' 
is going on fine:: an' will he writing 
shortly an' 1.at he is learniug to drop 
homhs-duromy ones." 

" Tell him that dummy oncs are no 
good to me," growled Beim. "\Vhat I 
want is a real one. \Vhat's more, I can 
tell him exactly where to drop it." 
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xrt:1:. poiut in patriotic rcspectful­
A,i ncs~ has arisen owing to tlw 
~ n,kase ol thc Air Force prupa­
gandn J1lm, Tftt: /.i(111 /111~ H'111gs. J>uríng 
che c,>ursc· nf thc pict urc thcre is a 
~cqucnt.c Íll "hich t\\o young wonwu, 
Ji..,tcning to thc Prinw :.\linister's spci:ch 
lit·in~ l,rnadca:,l 011 lhc: day war was 
dc·clan·d. hcar th{· National Anthem heing 
playcd ,m it,; cu11t1u~iu11. 

\\'ith hcsitation anti self-con!>Ciousncss 
thcv hoth risc to lhl'ir íeet an<l o;tan<l at 
atténtion. Ami in thc cirwma whcrc I 
saw this picture, t.hc autlicncc <lid cxactly 
tlw samc·. struggling to tlwir fcet " by 
numbc·r::-" as it wcn·. " 

Althuugh no unt· could claim lo he m,in• 
)oval to the throne than I am, l tlo 
ffi;IÍlltain th,Lt this ge!-tUre was OUt uf 
plact·, for the playing o[ " Go<l Savc the 
King" \\as incitlental lo the story anti 
nnt somctlúng apa.rt as it is when it is 
pland at the cnd ola pul,Jic pt'rlonnance. 

(ogically !-ipCaking. if \\C !'tand up 
wh<·n thc National ,\nthcm is playetl in 
a film, w1• should rJisc our hats on looking 
at a pic turc or nwmhc-rs oí th<: Royal 
1-'amilv ,u1d jump tu atlcntion whcn read­
ing a rt-lercncc tu llwm in a ut-wspapt'r ur 
magazint-. ',\ntl such a coun;e of actiun 
would naturallv <lc•ít•at its owu cn<ls. 

As a rc1ce ,~e ar<· ,·ery sC'lf-conscinus. 
ll\'(•r such maltc·rs , :rncl I am surc it woultl 
he· a grmt rdid if sorne• ddinitt• ruling 
,q·n· obtaint·d trnm th<' Lcml C'haml,t-r­
lain's cl<'partm,·nt ami thrn c11mmunicat1·d 
to tlw g1·neral puhlic. \\'hen tu stand. 
a nd ,,·ht·n not lo clo i,c,, i~ a , ·t·ry k nutl\· 
pomt i1~ th<:w day-; uf lung films an<l 
n<·ws r<·<·ls.. that introduce the Nalional 
,\nthc·m 011 manv (1(.'rasions.-M /SS P. 
C ,IRR, I.ONnOÑ, S.W. 

Shot, Sir! 
Thc 1,illiards pmh:,.-,ioual haJ just 

jninrd u p in a rille hattalion, and a t his 
firs t shoot 011 tht· range he l"l'gbtrr<'d four 
straight " lmlls." A hit st.1ggc·rt·d, h_is 
ollict·r dc·mandl'tl: " 1 lo\\' tlw hlazes drd 
you managt· t,, :.c:orc thost- hu lis? The 
rangc i~ six humlrr<I yanls, ami yo~: 
l>ights are sel to lhn'<' hun<lrcd yar<ls. 

" \\'ell, sir." rcplinl thc !Jilliar<l~ !-ltLr, 
"rou sce that littk rock awar O\'Cr thrre 
m1 thc right, half\\'a.y to the target? 
J'm cnnnoning 'cm off that. sir."-,1. 
CRABB, IJRISTOL, 1. 

Christmas Tale 
Christmas Day, not in the workhouse 

l,ut in a lighthous<', was once my uoex­
pcctl'<l expcrience. \ \'ith eleven others I 
~."ª" partly carrie<l. partly dm~ged from a 
ship's open hoat after cscapmg from a 
vei;sel that had mct it.s doom on the rocky 
coast oí Finlau<l. 

We \\'ere helped into the lighthouse and 
" thawt-<l" by l><:ing placed round the 
stove tha.t stood in the centre of the room. 
The keeper ano his llaughter waitcd on us. 
anti although none of us kuew a word o( 
their language nor they of ours. we all got 

} 
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m1 spkn<litlly. for thc qt1estion of foo<l 
was the nnh· onc that concerned us. 

That just'c·nough food for the t\\'o occu­
pants was ali that was on han<l was 
e,·i,Jc-ut, lmt the keepcr ano his daughter 
f<·u us nol,Jy. \\'e ali receivc.'t.l a portion 
oí roa:,t rE-indeer-:t tastcs something like 
roast l,cef-a pot.ato, a chunk of dark­
culoun·tl hrea<l an<l, to' cnd with. a dish o{ 
pud<ling. \Ve almost lickecl the platcs, 
hut, unlike Oliver Twist, rdrainctl from 
a!<king for more. 

Tht-n we dance<] and matle merry with 
a concertina íor music. were given cake 
a nd cofTee an<l then went to roost. The 
next Jay ,,·e l,oardcd a vcssel for home; 
ano thus passt-<l the strangest Christmas 
l>av I han· E-ver known.-.lf RS. rl. 
SPENSER. PEl'ERELL, PL}'MOUTH. 

Whither Away ? 
On a rccent e\'coing during thr black­

out a passcngt·r hoanfo<l one of a numhcr 
of l,uses waiting at thc terminus, ancl 
"hl'n lht- conductor an<l driver arrive<l 
a kw momcnls lah:r anti thc journey 

s ~ 

l,1·g.i11 lw found thal h<· "as t hl· cmly 
pnsst·ugc·r. 

After tht- hus had gone a fcw hun<lrcd 
,·ards, thc coneluctor carne to takt• the 
íiasscuger's farc. a.ud tl1c Jatter hel<I out 
his coppcrs and statctl his tlestination. 

"Yo11're on thc "·roug bus," the con­
cluctnr said, shaking his hcad. 

"Nothiug oí thc sort ! " proteskJ the 
pass~~tger. " l travC'I over this routc cvt•ry 
tlav. 

;. AllJ l still ~av vou're cm th1· wrong 
l,us ! .. rctortcd thc éontluctor. .. \\' e tlo 
110/ go to thc place you want." 

"\\'r·II, your destination board says 
vou go thcrr ! " thr passenger iosisted. 
' Thc conductor blanched. "Co<xl 
hravc:m; ! " he exclaime<l. "Thcn wc 
must he· <m the wrong hus ! " 

Ancl, as a matlcr o[ fact , thcy werc !­
R. TI/ORNTUN, LEEDS, 8. 

Hint for War House 
Why dors thc army use s uch high­

powcrc<l st:afT cars which have a heavy 
pctrol cousumption? Is_ it rsscntial to 
uM· l\\'(·nty-two ano th1rty-horsc-power 
cars wht•n small, economically ron cars 
would suflicc? Pcrhaps thc "eights" and 
•· tcns" ha,·e not sulTicient room. but 
s urcly c,ur British " fourteens" have. 
Whcn one sees these petrol eaters on the 
roatl. those six ga.Jlons a month we are 
allowcJ don' t sccm so mucb ! " -
STUDENT. EDJNBURGII. 

Fishy Business 
J fere in Brightlingsea \\'C havc a glut of 

sprats. Fisherman are lucky to get a 
shilling a l.,ushcl f<>r their éa.tch, an<l are 
even sell1ng the " left-overs " for sixpence 
a I,ushel to he used as manure. Yet the 
town shops are charging Jivepence or six­
pence a pound for them. 

lt doesn't secm fair that meo should 

Send us your own war story or comments on 
current affaírs in not more than ISO words. Half a 
guinea will be paid for each letter or post card used 

rbk their IÍ\'es to provide manurt' [ur 
farmcrs, espccially when. at this time oí 
thc ycar sprats are ,·ery oily. an<l cook 
in thcir own fat. J n fact, whercver thcre 
is a shoal, the oil can be sccn oo top of 
the water. 

\Vhat a pity \\'C do uot make greatcr use 
of this little fish, for it is a fine food. 
Atlmitte<lly sorne l>prats go to cannerirs 
in Englantl, hut ouly a· vrry small pro­
porlion nf thusc caught. Wc prrfer to 
import "sa.rdines."-A. C. PORTER, 
JJRU;HTL/N(;SEA. 

Modest Esti mate ! 
An English employer of labour once 

told me that he "oul<l rnther havc a 
\\'f'lshman at his side in times of cmer­
g(·ncy and clire necessity than a workman 
of any uther race l>t:causc ht· possessc<l, 
he saicl. " that littlc hit of rescn·c " which 
is so essential in times of crisis. 

The larg<' increase in the Wclsh coal 
uutput, my informant tolJ me, is <lue not 
so much to thc extra lal,our employcd 
hut to· thc increasc in thc average outpat 
p<:r man ... that " littlc 1,il c,f rescn·e " 
1,c·ing 1.,rought iuto ¡,lay in the time of 
national cmergency. No other in<lustry 
sincc the war, asserte<l my informant. 
can show such a happy state of affairs.­
EL/AS El'ANS, RHONDDrl. 

Lesser Evil 
Britain's tlecision to sei1.e German 

exports seems to have ml't with particu­
larlv strong criticism írom l,oth Btlgium 
a111Í I íolland. That a Hritish victory may 
mean loss of tra<lt· tu th<:se lwo cuuntries 
during the war is unfortunate, lmt surcly 
a Nazi victorv woultl he a tlisa.~tcr. 

It wouJd n<Jt he a maller or trade lost 
for the duration, 1,ut of írcc<lom ano 
fatherlan<l lost for p<'rhaps C('nturic-:;.­
J. R. El'ANS. 

How Like a Man! 
\\'lwn I visite<l a music hall the otlwr 

night I \\'as sorry to find that no frwc-r 
lhan thr<:r comcJians crackf:d would-hc 
humorous gags dircctcd to thc ,1ctivitil·,; 
of thr vast unoílicial army nf women who 
art knitti11g comforts for· th(' troops. So 
mav l take this upportunity of rcgistering 
a si:rong prolest at such 1,a<l tastc? 

.Not ,,nly are thc tair womeu of Brilain 

30-MINUTE 
CROSSWORD 

n.um; Anm~s 
J. ('arl a l'al to a watN)' 

dt':M"f'Ot. 
~- Thl'Ír mirltllt: i..;., naturaJI)·. 

in tite micldlt, úf ,lumplin~. 
J.:. Jlt•'s a :oifH.oakt·r. or a bit 

oí a Tór). 
IJ. Ph·a~nt St,r1 oí ,lrpn-s-­

:-.ion, as a nllc. 
q. l>,·diralt· onc·s dforts •·le. 1..,.-1--+--f-­

- not Samho':,. tkc .. tion 
tilkd. 

15. Plal·us out oí 1 t•nlad. 
1•). Come (mm thc man at 

t·a..~. 
¿:1, Plalc in~idt• a phu1o. fnr 

inslanct. 

doing txcellcnt 1,·ork in mak~1g sCJn·c~. 
socks, Balacla.va hdmcts, a.nd so on, hut 
this hahit of knitting should he m­
couragecl by evcry possil,h· nwa11s. for it 
cunkrs a.n i1wstimuble hoon 011 ali ,,·ornen. 
lt gives them something to think about 
when thl'Y arr talking 1-M. L . r;REENE, 
LONDON. W.r. 

Simple Solution 
Uuring thc Jaist \\'ar. when l 11·as a 

memh<•r oí thc R.A.S.C., voluntcers \\'('f'c 

1·rrv rare wh<'n therc was anv roatl 
repairing to l,c done. One day, thc• road ~-
111•ar a certain \'Íllagc wa.s in a bad st.atc-
a mi urgen ti y requircd mcnding 1,cforc 
lhe nightly strcam of sc•rvic(· lorrit·s 
passtd over it. 

Tlwrdorc. the ollin·r in chargt· of our 
group hall us ali linl'<l up and told ali 
tho~<· who wantc'd l<:avc intr, thc· dllage 

1 

lhat t·vening to tak\: nnr pace fonn1rú. 
Naturalh·, t·,·<·rv man dicl ~n. 

"Riglit," ,,,1¡'J tht• otlitt r. "llnl ,·011 
mu~t m<·nd lhe ro."\d l>dtir<• you in." 
An<l nwn,I il wc di<l. 

r\ forlnight latf'T. tll<' road <111 tlw c,tht·r 
sitie oí thc villag1• ,tlS<> m•1·ckJ n·pairin~. 
anti ~mcr again ll't' wcrc para<ll'd anti 
in\'itcd to takt• a p,tCC forward il ,,e· 
wantl'<l 1t,a\'t' in thP "illag('. But thi~ 
time- wr ,,·ere not to he• caught so c·a»ih·. 
Not a man muw·d. 

Our nllicer grin1wtl dweríully. ". \\'di.'' 
said he, " if you are guing tu rc·ma111 lll're. 
,·,,u might as wc•ll h,l\'t' !iOnlt'thin¡; te> tlo. 
so ,·ou 1;;u1 jully wC'II mc11,I I ha t roacl ! " -
L ·1YEUSTER, /J.·IRJ...ISTU.V. 

• • 
INFORMATION on every pradical 
subject Í$ given free of charge by 
JLLUSTRATED Service Bureau, 93. long 
Acre, London, W.C.2. Endose a stamped , 
addressed envelope with your query. 

.u.. Ma\" IJ4· turm·d tu ~h 1wt 
bui shmclJ b<, t11r111,I to 
;trnmnL 

LI· Takc· hall a 1:1:lnro,. 

Yuu :-hould t,::d thi, 1 iMhl 
now. 

1¡. Fi:-.hr part 111 ha~l''I"' 
mnsil. 

15. Partly dn-s.s.:d, at lea,1, 
for your intcn~, ! 

27. Mcn or Chcir fonr-foolc,l 
lri<:nds. 

31. A.~ is thc Thamcs to 
Tt-ddington. 

J.l. Ht.· was a ha1•picr travc:lh·r 
wh<:n lronliers wcrc not 
closed. 

!/J. L,•t snm•·. in <•liblc fonn. 
bt• J>III down hcn•. 

JI). Lalin yt•ar. . . 
40. Sound oí C'ngmc nmmnf:. 

SWl'~tly. 
42. S1ri1"' lhc rind off' bark­

wards-for a n-sl. 
H, This camalion !li,·,-s onc 

new Jifc. 
44. Do..-s hecomc poclk. 
45. ~ lways i..,., than at nn 

time. 
46. SamplcJ. 
47. An• you still rmtting '.!<)? 

1 1.llES JX)WN 
J. Fnr c:unduct t'>r comrmmi­

cations. 
,. Nt-st alJoul il w"nld I•· 

d=-st. 
J. A l¡i¡: bam:I ups id,· down 

is rart of lhis 11111>. 
4. You couldn'l real1r S<.-C il 

in blark ral nincn. 
5, /\xi~ mav he n•qnin,J lo. 
i,. S<enes o! cnmbat. 
7. Sountls l,ikc - ·~d d,·. 

s,-n~-hlrrarr ln¡,c·. 
~. This !us.-; ,«>nnds like a 

hig ,li nnPr or p11rty t't~-
tJ. To kt'l'll l'f!c-mr out (u·., 
, sad ¡,al» woll sufliee). 

JO. Fiftv in lhc vCSS<•l !or a 
~hCmc. 

11. Allow. ,<,. Tht·S<· l,ogi~lators ha"" 
thcir Jutr lisl 1111!-i<lc 
down. 

rX. Ct·a,'-' intl dli.;Í~l. 
.,.,. Hd¡:hl. 
~,. A ,bi ¡,<ha1>c shin¡;lt•? 
.'6. Two Shak<-S¡ll'arian J:<"nllt·­

nwn w1.·r1.· of thi-; town . 
.!.~. /\11 in a wa¡:n- nol íor 

a "111J,:, but a flanc,·. 
.. "f). To hidt.: tlw ann or tlw 

lant,:h. 
Jd. Sailor in a skam~hip in 

llw sk,·. 
JJ. Of ,·oi,™· thi~ i•m't ~In· 

11111nbe:r \'C111 3lw;I\'~ tlnnk 
nf. • · 

·'-'· Somt..·thi11,: sinJ,:ular ahout 
01\J1iúrtunt1y. 

35. SonnJs an nnlll'alth,· bit 
ni t'hica¡:o to b<• un, 

17. Hill lhat scarts lhe club-
. man's daíly rotmd. 
\11. Lin'I)·. 
~p. Colourfut v, .. r,ion oí 18 

tl11wn? 

.J 
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IABY'S CLOTHES-This book ahows you how 10 luút 
11 kinds uf lovcly ¡anncn11 for babica and younastcn. 

SOCIS - Yuu'U maltc 
P._Cñccdy fhti!'jl aoclta ,r you havc tbia book. 

8LOVES - you can't 
maltc too many of thcsc 
--thia boolt 1how1 how. 

OVER 

700 
HOW-T0-00-IT 

PlCTURES 
~!.~"'!,ª.!:U: 
ptm«lllwloltklllll.-i ----lo­..--náb ... ~-
SOCIS ,uMPEIIS 

VESTS GLOYES 
MEN'S PANTS 

CAH18ANS 
PlllOIEIS SCAlVES 

IOYS' PANTS 
IAIY'S IONNETS 

IAIY'S PETIIC8AT 
PRAM WIIAP 

FAIII IILE KNlmNG 
ZJPP FASTEJIEIIS 

COLOHEI ICNITTIH 
CUSIIIONS STOCIINH 

IATS DIIEHES 
LADIES' WAJSTl:OAT 

IDMPEIIS OICKEltS 
IAIY'S VESTS 

DRESSIN8 ,ACKET 
W88LU TEA COSIES 

CAOCIET WOU 
IAIY' S MITTENS 
COMIINATIONS 

All IINDS OF BABY 
CLOTIES 

A MATIION'S JUMPEI 
IEI SOCIS 

MITIEIIS SIAWLS 
ILDDSES SIIRTS 

COATS COLLARS 
CIIILl'S JERSEY 
PLEAT EFFECTS 

SWIN&-IACI COAT 
PETTICOAT 

8ARMENTS FOR YOUN8 
81RU 

Ele. E~. Ele. 
Culias .. -- oll -Plala ... ,.r1 blitlalr -

t!i·:. ta~,~·:r ;-:m·:. 
,auere, - Bm~rolt•r•• 
u• Colou.. taittlar 
ClanbrM ,alluu - r.­
ltltc~ ra,nn - llla,laa _.,......._.., 
VALUABLE CHARTS 

AND DIAGRAIIS 
de. clo. tic. 

Entirelg New-How em•ry 
,eanaan ~n l,nit h,,ndred. 
ol Woollen garnaents-
70 ti How-To-llo•lt 
.l llustrations -Supplies· 
Linaited-Applg lor gour 
Copy on Fornas Below. 

READERS are hastening to se<:ure a copy of the 
wonderful new Knitting Boolt which "lllustrated" 

is invidng every one to accept. lf you have not yet 
applled do so at once before it's too late ! Here is 
the most complete and up-to-date ltnitdng boolt 
ever to be publlahed !-:µo pages-over 700 practical 
how-to-do-it illustrations-full at-a-glance instruc­
tions-hundreds of usefut. lovely things every 
woman can bit or crochet henelf. lt is a vohame 
that wil1 Uterally save pounds-yet a copy can be 
yours, provided you apply immediately, for the 
amazingly low privilege price of only 3s. 9d., which 
includes carriage, pacltlng, in.surance, etc. Supplies 
are llmlted. Apply at once. You send no money 
now. Ali appllcatiom will be dealt witli in strict 
rotation ! Post Forma below today l 

Tlris 1:t'OJ'i ,,..,,.., ,Ju ucrtu tutd t1Uthods o/ larittin, ond cr«Jur 
frOffl tlw fJe!)I M6imrin6 ritlu up to tlu duipi,c and IH41ti,'8 o/ 
motl)f btauriJul 1amcmu ond ,..,,,..,.,,,d ortidts. 

Thil book is printcd throuahout in clear-lacc typc on beautiful 
ivory-linish papcr. Acrual siu 10 in. dccp by 7l in. widc. 

FOR THE STANDARD EDJTION, bound in wovcn auh doth, 
cmboacd on thc apine and front1 you scnd. alter you Ncein your 
lovolce, only JS- 9(1., which inctudcs cauiagc, padting, insunuu:c, cte. 

FOR THE DE LUXE EDITION, bound in fadclcsa Sundour 
Cloth, cmbosscd on thc spinc and front, yo11 aend, aftcr yo11 ha'l'e 
~dvcd your lnvolce, only 49. ,el., wbich includcs carri~, packin¡, 
UISUBDCC, etc. 

Do Tu Is ~ow F1U in thc Reservatlon Form 
• .l. "W arul Labcl bclow and post thcm 

at oncc--.aftbr a ha1fpcnny atamp to the Label. Be aurc to 
indJcatc the Boolt yo11 want and tbe Edltlon required. O.. rccelpt 
of yo11r Forma you will be ttDt a Speclal lnvolce eatitllns 
yau to accare you.r Book 01l the n,cdal privilesc temu. You 
thcn aend la )'01U' remittance ana your volumc wiU at oJ>Ce 
be cllspatched, c:arrlqe paJd, to your home. 

Jl(llUIY !~ryo1n!.~!9 ~!~{r:!~:3.~: :::: .. ~ 
be too latcl-Poat Fon:,u beJow immrdlatdy. 

.. lLLUS'fRATED" BOOK PRESENTATION 
IIESEII\' ATIO.N OIIDEII FOIIM 

IMPORTANT 
Thc Labd will be used 
for aendi!!f. your Privilq¡c 
Invoic:c. F,U in your natnc 
and full Postal Addrcu in 
BLOCK LETTBRS and 
affix • ld. (Halfpcnny) 
swnp to apac:c provlckd. 
This Form and Labd oo 
right m,,y be poned in an 
anscalcd cnvdopc bcarina 

ADDRESS oivdopt tx"tly os 1/itnvn btlow and f>OJt to: 

IOOI PRESENTATIOI DEPT. K.F.2 "ILLUSTRATED," 
39 EARUfAII STREET, LOIDON, W.C.2 

Pitase r<t<rw in __ "O' ,ro_ .. TIIE PICTORIAL GUIDE TO 
MODERN HOME KNJTTING," o,ul smd mt an lmxncc 
at 1Jre 1pccial Priwq¡• Priu. l llaw indicatld tlw tdition dllJircd. 

STANDARD } You MUST croH out Edltlon 
EDITION NOT NIQulred 

Wrlte clcarly in BLOCK LE'ITERS. 

halfpcnny aump. 

DE LUXE 
EDITION 

YOUR NAME ....................•.•..••..•.•....•............ .. ..•.................•......•...•.••.........•...... 
FULL POSTAL 
ADDRESS .......................•............•.•..•....•.........•..••.•...•.•..••.•........••..•................. 
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A haJí penny 
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FUU POSTAL 
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