GODREJ SOAPS

(Cent per cent Swadeshi—The Pride of India)
VOICES OF AUTHORITY

Herr Karl Lusurtze (Well-known German Skin Specialist): —Soaps made of animal
fats are very injurious to the human skin. After long personal use and subsequent

chemical tests, I unhesitatingly give vour vegetable soaps the place of honour as
health and beauty soaps.

Df‘. Aufrecht (Chemist to the German Public Laboratory for Experimental Che-
mistry, Microscopy and Bactcriology and to the Berlin Chamber of Commerce): —
I have tested Godrej Vegetable Toilet Soaps and in my opinion, they are such as’
would kill the Sheptococcus and the Staphylococcus germs, the germs of typhoid
fever and other resistant diseases. They are excellent disinfectants.

Major Dickinson (Govt. Chemical Analyser): —Godrej Soaps are perfect in all
respects. ‘

Dr. M. A. Aansari, M. D. (Ex-President, Indian National Congress): —I have great
pleasure in testifying to the most excellent qualities of Godrej Soaps. [ have used
them now for the last ten years and have found them better than the best soaps
manufactured in Eyro aroffi;;i’iﬁmr\ any other country. I recommend them
to the Indian public‘{qatﬁ from the pdint :&icw of their excellence and their being

made in India. EI@\ 3705 :,/\,
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Sole Ageénts for India:
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NADIRSHAW PRINTER & CO.

121, Esplanade Road ‘ BOMBAY
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Madras Presidency Agents:

BHARATHAM CO.

MADRAS
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'12 in a packet.

PICTURESQUE INDIA

The book contains not less than 68 photographs of S_outh In'dinn
Sceneries and Types and of these 63 are full page illustrations,

the actual size of thse -Twproduciions kftmg 07X34". Price

Re. 112}-. Limp Papér Cover Re. 1}4/-. “~~  Postage extra.

" . . « . are strikingly beautiful and the production as a whole is a credit
to the photographers and the printers as well as to Mr. F. H. Rawleder's
selective taste” MADRAS MAIL

. . . « Indeod the Ufe of India iz giving such mullitude of picturesque
subjects and I appreciate wyour thowghts in brimging out thix book.”
NICHOLAS ROERICH

“ . . This publiostion {s one more proof of the most excellent eraftemanship
of the ‘werk dehs in the B-M-PRESS." Dr. RABINDRANATH TAGORE
“This ix an excellently printed volume of little known places of India, The
wmajority of them are pictures taken from that part of India the average
person hardly ever sees—the daily life of the South Indians, with their medley
uf strange sounda—the tinkle of the temple bellx, and the throb of the drum,
There are piclures in the aldbum of the real India that one does mot see when
travelling by rail or motor car. Az the author of the work says “ The call of
the East™ ix a call to everyone who has an eye for colonr and in wwhom the
spirit of romance iz still alive. * Picturesque India™ would make an ideal
gift for thoxe who would like to know thelr India better, and more particularily
ar i gift to frienda overseas,” THE II.I:USTM_TID WHBEEKLY OF INDIA

RAULEDER'S PICTURE POST CARDS
Price As. 8)-. Postage extra.

WOODCUT ALBUM 16" <12’

12 Woodcuts: Agra—Taj Mahul, Suurise, Nightfall, Cocoanut
Gsarden, Jungle-W¥ay, River-side, Bacred Peepul, Bazaar Street,
Chaunel. Fishing Boat, Rest and The Three Wise Men.,®
Price Rs. 3. Postage extra. .
T am delighted with your drawings.” F. E. FRANCIS

1 have absolutely fullen in love with your wonderful Art.” . K. CHETTUR

"It is most attrackive amd I compliment yon npwn the excellemt quality of
work,” U, S. ANDERSON, AMERICA

Lo .

F. H RAULEDER

~ Garden, Temple Street, Jungle Life, Fisherman,

WOODCUT A

12 Woodouts: Bullock Cart,” Temple Mwtra
Kuloor River, Way to Nilgiris, Way to W%

The Vil
Roed and Watering Rice Fields. Price Re. 1/12)-. Postage extra.

"It would be superfuous for we to utter wordr of my hearty satisfaction.”
Prof. K. T. SHAH

“ The woodcuts are aplendid of Indian Scenes.”” Dr. LOUIS N. EILSHENIUS.
NEW YORK

PICTURE ALBUM 1, 16 <12

12 Pictures: Black and White Price Rs. 8/8/-. Postage extra.
Hand coloured Price Rs. 8. Postage extra.

“Wowdcuts which show an unwusual and delightful blending of the Art of
Eaxt and West are contained in “Picture Album No. 1" which Mr. F. H.
Rauleder has published at the Basel Mission Press, Mangalore. There are
bwelre wvodeuts in the Album ond they illustrate the varions vhasres of Ufe
and senery chiefly in Southern India. On looking through these woodcuts
o Xr'. ﬁum one realises what an excellent country India {s Jor the
artist in this UM, ae the adove example .

ik figoieien) mp chgws. THE ILLUSTRATED

PICTURE ALBUM 8i x5

12 Pictures, as above, in smaller size. Price Rs. 2. Postage extra.

indian Land and Life Picture Post Cards

“This ix a.aet of 18 posteard pictures which are the reproductions of the
ariqlna[ paintings of F. Rauleder. The pictures represent the various acti-
vities Of Indian rurdl life and are very interesting in regard to the choice of

s'_ub}ects as well as the mulll-oalo‘lg' pj'in?._ The pictures themaelves are very rea-
Eh_-tlc and fhe colour technique is very good.” THE STUDENT. CHINGLEPUT
-

THE RED-RIPE'QF THE HEART

Tllustrated by F. H. Railedér, Text by T. B. Krishuaswami

B0 pp. with 9 illustrokions, in an attractive cover. Re. 1.

FORSALE AT ALL OUCR RAILWAY BOOK-STALLS

HIGGINBOTHAMS MOUNT ROAD MADRAS -



THE ORIENTAL ENGINEERING Co.

MISSION STREET esrasusuen: 1028 o TELEGRAMS: " GARAGE " MANGALdﬁE-

Ours is the ri place
"We use the most up-t:-datenr:::hincry ﬂ:‘o:ll: y:‘“ Motor Car or y tepuirs, SP“Y'P‘illtinl etc., because
» an: H LY .
We employ only skilled and sbje o :'ncth::c:ssurmg precision in workmanship. . -
:: :l.l'pply ox;ly the best and reputed spare parts and acceu;:ries
the lowest possible rates compatible with the high standard of our work.

ALL UNDER EXPERT SUPERVISION

ELECTRICITY IS COME TO SERVE YOU

Your hou - . .
"3, shops or factories will profit by being wited for light, fans and power.

Kee . . .

Please remember we are the one :)dup v:“hl’thc EER s o

electric installations and deserve your p:tnro);:a :(:;‘:EERﬁ;lecmqms o i Mamgeore.We bave done e e
Whatever be your needs in electricity . d ore il
your problems at minimum cost, "
We undertake installation of fans
house or factory, ’

call on us 3 -3 ;
nd we will point out to vou the most rational and economical way to solve
lights mo H
to : ,
ghts, rs, radios, heating apparatus, refrigerators and every modern electrical aid to the

Don’t be deceived by
y cheap contractors—cheap is costlv in the long run. Profit by the experience of others.

K LRIV S AT & LR R to ~*+ 7ttt A W MR R RENEIY SN NS
F3T MU eorRee e oo
219CA
Kotm‘?‘." ...... of. all others bcc?use “KOPRAN" Tooth Paste incorporates formulae re-
presenting the latest discoveries of modern Dental Research.

" KOPRAN .

steril X
“KOPRANS® Dr. Kokatnur, M. Sc., Ph. D. and Dr. Desai, D. D. S., have evolved this super!

A e g
ardensthe |  Dentifrice incorpor ating the most powerful and yet harmless combination of astrin

“ K°§§§: N Eent, antiseptic, anti-acid and cleansing Agents.
"Kog%,ﬁ_p ° gu]fn?:ar R;:: " isﬁl;:iiq;xe ir; ;hat for the first time in Dental history, the active
. Ko;;ﬁ;eyfhes' Never bcfor:gh,: - Iz : .: abool have been incorporated in it.

chockts -made Tooth Paste been sold abroad —yet “KOPRAN'

by its intrinsic it e istinet] : :
mouth dig-| . t merit earned the distinction of being a i ifri
oot “‘K erica and other countries n of being a recognised leading dentifrice
OPRAN [ ” . ) :
oy e Don. . ndOPRAN 1s & great step shead and it will pay you to get in line
start on your way to better, cleaner teeth and healthier gums.

TOOTH PASTE

Manutactured under expert supervision by

12, RAMPART ROW, FORT, BOMBAY

KOPRAN -

KOPRAN CHEMICAL CO., LTD.-

i weplpls siversl GO LD SHEDAN I B———— . .
RALco-g PURE MANGO PULP

Konksn is noted for its delicious, excellent mangoes superior
to which are not grown in any other part of the world. Fresh
Pulp from choice grafted mangoes is preserved in solderless
SANITARY CANS without Sugar so as to retain its original
taste and flavour. The product remains excellent for ye;rs and
yet is free from any chemical or preservative.

Zn

Price As. 8/- for 11 ox., As. 13} for 21 ox., Re. 1/4/- for 35 ox.
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( e ! Sample tin contasning 7 oz. sent against ] annas stamps
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PURE GHEE AND HONEY ALSO SUPPLIED

Dr. Herold H. Maoe, D. Sc., Ex-
Director of Agriculture, Bombay Presi-

dency, says:—
ed everywhere.
1 have examined and tasted the tin of Age”ts wanted rywRes 481 DA
your Mango Pulp (which) on opening, was
in perfect condition. It bas been shown in Mansfacturers: Report Agents:

the chemical laboratory of the agricultural
department to be entirely free from preser- Central Canning Co. Krishna 8wadeshil Stores

vatives. Its taste was oxcellent and it is
ovidently a product of first olass quslity. Thalakvadi, BELGAUM 57 Swadeahi Market, Bomv 2.

JUST OUT

KETTLE DRUMS

(A Collection of Short Stories and Miscellany)
By
N. RAMABHADRAN, B.A.
with a Foreward by
R. S. SARMA, Esquire, C.LE, M.L. A,
SomEe Orinions: —QOur next story «“Rounding up of a Robinhood” will be by an Indian author of

repute — Indian India.

Mr. Hilton Brown, M.a.,
glimpse or vision of true India

- Furopean eyes, it must be throug

1.c.s., Collector, Vellore says *I read the book with interest. . . . If any
(as opposed to India of British fiction) is ever to come before

h the medium of writers such as yourself.”
Price Rupee One Nett] [Cloth bound.
Copies can be had from all Leading Book-sellers and News Agents and also from the
Basel Mission Press, Mangalore,
al Leather Bound de-luxe Edition of 100 copies only have been published.

Note:— A Speci
Rs. 5/- Nett.

838CA
4§
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.- JUST TEN.MINUTES A DAY WITH THIS SIMPL
HEALTH INVENTION WILL GIVE onG'm SHENTIG

Abundaut Health aud Vitality Supceme

The Pranayama Health-Generator, simple, compact and inexpensive, is acclaimed by doctors

as the most practical and * beneficial of health-giving devices ever made. In schools and
gymnasiums, it gives the finest possible deep-bresthing
exercises—to increase physical development, vigour and
endurance. And in the home, for young and old, it offers a
NATURAL method of keeping fit and free from the long
diseases which destroy so msny lives each year. A few
minutes a day with this unique health-generator will make
a new man of YOU. Hundreds have written to us, telling
us how their physique has improved and their general
heslth and vigour become noticeably better. If you vslue
fitness and vitality, write to-day for free booklet, including
Pranayama Health-Generator and many other invaluable

testimonials and full details of the
devices for physical fitness.

A few of the many Testimonials :

H“kh.é';l:::!;ge,u;:iw;t}; the dc"’”""’”“ of Bombay (now retired):—«< 1 have seen the demonstration of the ¢Pranayama

amongst persons  sufferin ﬁ;_onu er tl'.m the d.ev1cc from its simplicity and comparative cheapness is likely to be popular

arrangement should. 1 b.g Yom respiratory diseases which should derive bemefit from respiratory exercises. Such ar
' ould, T think, form part of the equipment of all up-to-date surgeries.”

which isy:fi; ’i;’ ;‘n’:"?f P ublic Instruction, Bombay Presidency (now retited):— +¢I have seen the Pranayama Health-Generator
P Ingenious. It would no doubt afford a useful means of exercise in schools snd gymnasia and should serve

to devel + .
P ?hm and lungs, thus acting as 2 protection against consumption and other discases which affect the lungs.”
Major K. G. Gharpure,

I M. S.—«This is a simple form of Pranayama Health-G d is an ingenious desi

o o i K. ‘ ) i mple form of Pranayama Health-Generator and is an ingenious design
b i pnd ncede (;_;‘)”o:; ; :.\;ng lCaPamy, T}na ought to be a great help in preventing respiratory discases, if properly
consider thar the. e b 2. eveloper of lungs in India is great as consumption alone takes such a heavy toll every year.

every school and the nimplicitap:::msh“ 2 developer of Lung Capacity ought to be a part of regular school gymnastics in
interest of their children at hcar);_-- cheapness of the instrument will make it accessible to every houschold who have the
) Dr. R. H. Bhadkambar,
from apy detects. It will be o
affection, especially Tubercular,

M. A., M. D. Y 1 i s . . .
f much use to ;;cﬁ::flf;— This Pranayama Health-Generator is ingeniously devised and is free

is rapidly i ] fering ff.Oﬂ\ r:-‘Spiratory diseases. Nowadays the tendency for lung
One sees several children like ot in y lncraung.and one of its chief causes is the ill-formed chest and shallow breathing-
of school children, their respiratory ca nyd::hozl ‘l:daln o o o0 much o say that side by side with the physical examinadion
spparatus should be enforced. E pacity should always be measured and whenever it is found to be deficient the use of this

X very h . LN
convenient method of practising deep.{rﬂ::;;e:?fﬂ:?:"g.ymnwum should also possess this instrument s it affords s very

Lokmanya Bal Gangadhar T; .
. . g4 r Til. }, P s %4
siill more important is that i¢ 1y ot :h: o:n:i.m _; This Pranayama Health-Generator is a very useful instrument and what i

ingenious design and 1 hope the Jomae i b:u;;:{z o:gdig;xf::a;:;.uc Dr Godbole deserves to be congratulated upon bit

Price Rs. 15/- only.

Post free t :
for Rs. 18-8-0 only. ree 10 any part of India, Burma and Ceylon

Advance of Rs. S/- essential with each order,

DR. GODBOLE, P.B. 19 POONA CITY

v

ss8CA

LEIPZIQ

SMALL PNEUMATIC PLANTS
FOR ROLLER CASTING-

PRINTERS ROLLER COMPOSITION
FOR ALL CLIMATES
FINEST QUALITY 363 CA

Sole Agents for Northern India: Sole Agents for Southern India:

Indo-European Machinery Co,, Chandni Chowk, Delhi; #2, Eiphinstone Masseys (1980) Ltd., Main Road, Royapuram, P. O. B. 60, Madras;
Circle, RPort-Bombay: 48, Radha Bazar St., Calcutta, 8, Ganpat, Lahore. R. Rustomjee & Co., 200, Grandpass Road, Colombo, (Ceylon).

EsTD. 1890 Telegrams : ¢ SUCCESS’

M. M. SHANBHOGUE & SON
General Merchants
MARKET ROAD, MANGALORE (S. INDIA)

WIDELY AND POPULARLY KNOWN AS

«MONNA’S SHOP”

N His Masters Vy co!

- 4 THE RELIABLE SHOP FOR YOUR
v REQUISITES

DIRECT IMPORTERS OF: AUTHORISED DEALERS:

AGENTS FOR :
GLASSWARE «HIS MASTER’S VOICE” WALL & COS
GLAZEWARE GOODLASS & CO.
LAMPWARE GRAMOPHONES, VARNISHES, PAINTS
HARDWARE RECORDS AND ACCESSORIES ENAMELS ETC.
EARTHENWARE KODAK AND VOIGTLANDER CAMERAS GOODWIN’S TOlLE:F SOAPS
PERFUMERY FILMS, PAPERS, CHEMICALS ETC. 1. B. P. CANDLES
CUTLERY HARDWARE PENS
OILMANSTORES COBRA BOOT AND METAL POLISHES PH‘LIP’S LAMPS
PATENT MEDICINES ETC. ETC. AND PASTES EVERREADY BATTERIES
LICENCE HOLDERS OF DS2 AND F.L 17 395 CA

ALL KINDS OF LADIES’ AND GENTS’ PRESENTATION ARTICLES WE STOCK
STYLISH GIFTS IN SOLID SILVER—-TRY FIRST BEFORE YOU PURCHASE ELSEWHERE

TERMS MODERATE “MOTTO SATISFACTION
MOFUSSIL AND FOREIGN ORDERS WILL BE CAREFULLY AND PROMPTLY EXECUTED



SUNDARI SATI

(BEST TONIC FOR LADIES)

Specially useful in Leucorrhea manor-
rhagia, Amenorrhoea, Dismennorrhoea,
Metrorrhagia, Cardic debility, Hysteria

and cther female complaints.

SOLD EVERYWHERE 504 DA

Mangolore Agents: Messrs. SHAH & CO.
OAVE CHEMICAL WORKS

BELGAUM GARAGE AND STORES
Khade Bazar - Belgaum

it

Agents to SHIRGAOKAR TRON WORKS &
BHARAT LEATHER GOODS

Ask for Illustrated Catalogues
We deal in all sorts of

2/94 CHINA BAZAR ROAD, MADRAS Swadeshi Goods. 388 CA
26
COOPER’S 9 INDIAN PALM
FI.O\VER&VEGETABLE
POSTCARDS
As. 8

E. KIKABHOY & CO.
No. 22 VITHALDAS ROAD

IWUA BOMBAY, 2.

B-M-PRESS MANGALORE

FOR SALE Ask for Circulars of
6 B. H. P. DEUTZ Wholesale Business in
KEROSENE Provisions and General
OIL ENGINE N.COOPGR &CQ :
in perfect working NAPIER ROAD, POONA. Merchandise.
condition Catalogue FREE on Request:

B-M-PRESS
Mangalore 8. K.

Dinshaw Khodadad & Oo.

460 DA Crawford Market,
364 CA BOMBAY

Look!

We undertake the sharpening of cutting-machine
blades in our newly received ‘“up-to-date”’ power-
fitted Grinding Machine, at a2 moderate charge.

Save your machine blades
from uneven sharpening. 998 CA

BASEL MiISSION PRESS
MANGALORE 8. K.
VI

GINGER IN SYRUPI

Ginger Preservel! von Preserved Gingeritl

BEST GINGER PRESERVE
EITHER 0o CDA
IN SYRUP OR CRYSTALLIZED

G0 TO

THE MANGALORE HOME INDUSTRIES
MANUFACTURERS OF EXCELLENT PRESERVED PROVISIONS

CHURCH-GATE, HAMPANKATTA 3, MANGALORE, 8. K.
Recipients of: —

Certificate of Merit, Madras 1927, Geld Medal, $5ubN 1981.
Silver Medal, Trivandram 1931, Gold Medal, Calicut 1938,

Price-113t on application from the propristor

WHEN YOU VISIT MADRAS
Don’t forget to call on E.D.SMITH.
He is called the Little Whiteley and
can supplf you with anything you

need from a pin to an airship.
491 DA

REVIEW OF
PHILOSOPHY AND RELIGION

BEING THE

Journal of the Academy of
Philosophy and Religion
Published twice a year in March and Septamber

7s. 6d.

Am-wd.ll _ } Rs. 4 (Inland); Foreign { 2:50 dollars.

Subscription :

Secretary and Editor
Mr. P. K. GODE, M.A.,, POONA 4, (INDIA)

INDIAN TEMPLE

s B [ 06RES

GRPES
sALAMRIT ‘

B-M-PRESS MANGALORE !
i
l

WENKMANY'S
SMALL-POX WYLY

Ravages hy small-pox brought
under control by this greatest
discovery of the Age. Cent
per ceut success in the
prevention and cure of small-
pox, chickeu-pox etc. A
necessity in  every home.
Order a bottle to-day for
Re. 1 only. Postage extra.

Agents wanted. 316 CA
The KOPPAL Disponsary

MAKES GuLBARGA (Deccan)
USE ALWAYS WEAK CHILDREN |
STANDARD INKS HEALTHY 26
in all colours—for Steel and ’ STO UT & ST RONG |ND|AN FOLK
FOUNTAIN PENS SOLD BY
Liberal Commission se dealers. i
WnntecfSelling Agents in ALL C HEM IST sﬁ POSTCARDS
every town. 189 DA Ae. 8
Apply tor—

Narasimbam & Co., Ltd.
Pest Bex No. 24, MADRAS 334 CA

B-M-PRESS MANGALORE

HATIM BROTHERS

Suppliers of High-Class
Optical lenses,

Frames, ctc.
861 CA
LATEST STYLES

ALWAYS IN STOCK
293, Abdul Rehman Street, BOMBAY

C. R. K. SUNDRAIER, Agent, United India Life Office, Pushpagiri,
Trichur, can supply

Bell-metal Kujas, Tumb-
lers, Tea and Table
Spoons, Rosewood Ele-
phant and Bison Car-
vings, Fast coloured Mull
Sarces for ordinary
ware of Hindu Ladies,
Snuff Boxes made of
Ivory, Buffalo Horn,
Sandalwood and Rose-
wood in  xross lots
(awarded Gold Medal
at Eumbakonam Exhi-
bition in 10ss).

Wanted Agents for Snuff Boxes. 500 DA

A24



DRAKSHAMRUTA

THE BEST TONIC OF ITS KIND
* Awarded Gold Medal by Pandit

Praised in India by rich and poor all
selected and pure medicinal herbs. Awarded Gold Medals an
A guaranteed remedy and a wonderful tonic (which is
medicinal herbs); is a boon to the suffering humanity.

weakened nerves, promotes appetite, enhances digestion and
A special boon to women and children,
plaints. Try once and you will be convinced.
For directions and further particulars please

Jawaharilal Nehru at thq Hubli Exhibition
d Certificates of Merit.

It supplies the rich nourishment for the
thus rebuilds the body. |
and a permanent and positive cure for all sorts of com-
Complete treatment by the use of 3 bottles.

write to

Th
¢ Manager, DRAKSHAMRU TA DEPOT, Post Nipram (BeLoaum)

Available from: —
MANGALORE~ The Gajanan Medical Hall. KARKAL— V. V. sh E w8 DA
.. - V. Shenoy, Esq.
UDIPL xies;;s- Mijarkar Bros. BANTWAL-  B. H. Vasudeva Pai, Esq
Armacy. PUTTUR- e
K. Sheshagiri Pai, Eaq. g‘;”;;“mm Pai, Esq.
COONDAPOOR-K. R. Bhatji, Esq. KASARAGOD armacy.

K. Rama Nayak, Esq., Court Road.
GGISTS, AND PATENT MEDICINE DEALERS

SHENOY BROS. & CO.
PRV MANGALORE S K

AND ALSO FROM ALL CHEMISTS AND DRU

Wholesale dealers in all kinds of Pa-
, Per, Plates, Maps, Globes, Kinder-
garten Materials, School Pictures, Co-
loured Pjictyres, Stationery and Sports

Materials. Book-sellers & Publishers.
Solicited

286 CA

Trial Orders

SPECIAL ATTENTION 18 TAKEN IN BOOXBINDING

Vi

alike since over 35 years. Scientiﬁcally prepared from

“
o

2 mixture of wine and juices of various |

Perfect ‘Snaps’

« « « trifling cost

AGF A have brought the making of perfect snap-
shots within the reach of everyone. Good pictures
without fuss or bother; time and instantaneous
exposures are easily taken by the most inexperi-
enced person with the Agfa Box Camera 44. The
cost of this excellent camera is only Rs. 5. It
makes an ideal present.

Ay f
i
and Double Speed
Isochrom Fim

You can treble the power of the lens of any camera
by using Double Speed Isochrom Film. It has a
speed three times faster than ordinary film.

CAMERA 44

A special anti-halation backing permits the taking
of against-the-light pictures.

Unlimited possibilities are opened up for you, if,
next time you are ordering film, you insist upon

Agfa Duble Speed Isochrom.
506DA

IDEAL PHOTO HOUSE, MANGALORE
Dealers in 8. Kanara for the AGFA PHOTO COMPANY

R

THE RED RIPE OF THE HEART

By 7. B. Krishnaswamy, M.A., B.L.
District Educational Officer

. SALEM

Opinion: —

Times of India: “Mr. Krishnaswamy’s hymn is not
poetry in form, but it is so in spirit. One can well
believe that it will find echoes in young and happy
souls; but those who are fated to keep watch over
man’s mortality build on that which is more
endeavouring than the sheen of new grass and the
silkiness to the touch of young limbs.”

Price Re. 1/- postage extra.

Can be had from

BASEL MISSION PRESS
MANGALORE 8. K.
or

Massrs. HIGGINBOTHAMS, MADRAS
and their Bookstalls

TRY FAMOUS

“BULL"

BRAND i
KHUS-KHUS

TOILET SOAP QRE

Makes the skin soft, smooth and glossy.

Sold everywhere.

Presidency Ageuts:—

MADRAS AND VIZIANAGRAM

8 BUNDER ST., MADRAS

IX

S. VISWANADHAM & Co. -~



The Binding gives the First Impression
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Suitable and attractive binding of all sorts of books for professional, business
-
school and home use. Constructive service to the publisher is planning,

submitting dummies and establishing cost. Reliable aid to the printer in our long

experience and ample facilities. Charges in line with current cost. Helpful

suggestions offered gladly. Estimates will be given on application.

291 CA

B-M-PRESS MANGALORE S. K BRITISH INDIA
p.{



ANNUAL

EDITED AND PUBLISHED BYF. H. RAULEDER JULY-SEPT. 1934

BEAR READERS

lt gives me very great pleasure to place before you this issne of the India.n Magazine — which now completu

the fourth year of its nseful and prosperons fxlstence as an Annual, though I regret very much to brmg “4
{

your hotice that as I sever my connection wity the B-M-Press, where this Magazine, under my management a.nd

editorship, was being printed and published §I am compelled to put an end to its publication with this ixsue.

This news, I am sure. will come as a shofll to many an advertiser and subscriber who by their loyal support

made it possible to maintain a high level Siring the past four years. But the fact stated above will plainly

explain to them my inability to continueg - publication and thus be in touch with them as in the past. As

such, 1 am confident that they will pardo

At this juncture I feel it my bounden d jank one and all of my readers. advertisers and more especially

i

my literary contributors for their hearf tion. year in and year out, in making this venture a success..

If at all this Magazine maintains a hig ""'

they rendered during the paliie N R IO -wiisiiers once more my heartyi

thanks. i

- : -,

Fmally, presenting this combmed nnmber of the Magazine as a last Annnal of the Indian Ma,gazme and bxddmg

- T

good-bye toall the readers, advertisers, hterary contributors and to my other friends and well-wishers in Indm‘

and Burope, who know ms either personally or a:sffge Manager of th? B M-Press and Editor of the Indian Magazme ‘

- I

I remain, sincerely yours.

Man. Editar Tndiam Manacinn



ANy

EARTHQUAKES AND VOLGANOES

\%

TXE quantities of organic matter, or vegetable and
animal remains, that are accumulated on the earth’s
surface, and that gradually sink into the interior during
the formation of overlying rocks, cannot as yet be
estimated. They possibly amount on an average to five
per cent. of the deposited rocks; it is improbable that
they should be less than a hundredth part. Rocks that
have been again exposed at the surface have, how-
ever, been usually long submitted to the wasting action
of the atmosphere before they meet the eye of the
observer. Deep excavations hardly exist except in
actual coal deposits, or in rocks submitted to the power-
ful chemical actions that take part in the production of
mineral veins; and even in these last the occurrence
of residual patches of carbonaceous matter is not un-
common, while explosions of combustible gas occa-
sionally occur in metallic mines. To what extent the
buried organic matter may become subsequently con-
centrated in particular beds of rock is also as yet un-
known.' Nor is it by any means certain that organic
matter 1s not actually forming in rocks at considerable
depths. Ehrenberg discovered that the vclcanic ashes
which have buried Pompeii are in great part composed
of the remains of microscopic infusoria. Lyell aflirms
that this extraordinary fact ‘‘is by no means a unique
or exceptional example of the intimate relation that
exi§ts between organic life and the results of volcanic
action.” He states that similar extensive beds of ashes
on the R}!ine are entirely composed of the remains of
microscopic infusoria, often partially fused; and that
in Mexico, Peru, and other volcanic regions similar
phepqmena have been detected. Beneath Berlin a mass
of living in.fusoria forms a subsoil of vast extent. In the
Pyrenees, in the neighbourhood of Rome, and in other
have been found 1t thrive and
} res of thermal springs very nearl

approaching the boiling tempcraturs, a%d gelyatinous}:

5111_c1ous masses are formed from their remains at the
pownts of exit of the gpr;

volcanoes of the Paci

moya, com-
and actually
would almost

posed of augite, carbon, and infusoris
of combustible character., Such material’
certainly be susceptible of gradual and
t?ansformation into basaltic lava like that
tioned as preserved in the cold climate of Ovifak.

Apart from the obscurities and possi

| C bilities of this
subject which cannot be here profitab)

y discussed, it
2

may be positively affirmed that the presence of abund-
ant fuel is sufficiently ascertained as a feature of vol-
canic action, and that such fuel very rrobably exists
in the earth's interior in sufficient quantity to account
for the main facts of volcanic eruptions. As regards the
access of air sufficient to maintain combustion, it may
be remarked that ignited coal mines have continued
burning for centuries; that the residual constituents
and products of burnt air are regularly emitted from
volcanoes; and that, however hard to understand in
the present stage of chservation, there is good reason
to suppose that sufficient air may obtain access to the
subterranean fuel. The old iron-smelting works of the
Pyrenees are furnished with a wooden pipe, down
which a stream of water is allowed to fall, dragging
with it a sufficient stream of air to form the powerful
blast necessary for the smelting of the ore. On one
side of the harbour of Cephalonia, at the foot of u low
narrow ridge of land, where no stream could be ex-
pected, one perceives two mills whose water-wheels
turn rapidly beside the tideless sea. Powerful streams
of sea water there flow perpetually into fissures in the
rocks, turning the mill wheels in their course. Quanti-
ties of oil, paper and shavings have been thrown into
these streams in hope of detecting some point of exit,
but without success, although a body of fresh water is
said to rise at some distance in the sea. The earth-
quakes of the neighbouring jslands have bc‘upposed
to be connected with these singular phersmena. The
amount of air that might be dragged down by the
action of such water-blasts, which probably occur in
many other places, may be capable of tremendous oxy-
dising effects, and future observation may doubtless
enlighten us regarding the complete mechanism of
volcanic furnaces. ’

Another source of heat has been especially treated
by Mallet as the direct cause of volcanic phenomena.
He has proved that the crushing of deep-seated rocks
that must result from those movements of rock masses
which undoubtedly take place would necessarily pro-
duce vast quantities of heat; and he argues that in this
manner sufficient rock might be actua'ly melted to
account for the emissions of lava, while the access of
water to these melted masses would explain the emis-
sions of steam and other gases. Undouhtedly in this
manner some volcanic phenomena may be explained;
but Mallet supposes the movements of rock masses to
be originally produced by the contraction of a highly-
heated nucleus of the earth, and his theory ignores the
chemical characteristics of volcanic action, besides

being open to other objections. What has been already
remarked regarding the illusory character of volcanic
heat, and regarding the other causes of subsiderfce
certainly ascertained to exist, may suffice to justify
the opinion that the processes invoked by Mallet may,
together with the chemical processes already descnbe_d,
account for all the phenomena, without any necessity
for supposing the existence of a cooling nucleus as an
ulterior cause of the movements concerned. But the
production of heat by crushing may be noted as supply-
ing a most beautiful provision against the occurreace
of catastrophes of very general character. Where the
shock is most intense, there the rocks.w0uld be soften-
ed by the heat struck out; and thus, in the marvellous
mechanism of our earth, the working parts .of the
machine supply their own lubricant from their own
substance, that substance being perpetiially ren‘ew‘ed by
mechanical deposition at the surface or vqlcamc intru-
sion and chemical deposition in the interior.
Volcanic dykes, mineral veins, eruptive detritus, and
similar structures, are like the growt.hs of .bones apd
tissues in the living organism. The circulation of dis-
solved salts by water, washing from the rocks tlje
salts that maintain the composition of the ocean In
spite of what is taken from it by the depesition f)f salts
in the new rocks continually forming beneath its sur-
face; and the dissolving of salts from the superficial
rocks by the water that sinks deep to produce meta-
morphic and crystalline schists at great depths—ma_xke
up a process of external decay. and |.nternul renovation
that is very similar to the circulation qf the sap of
trees or of the blood in the animal organism. Soils are
truly the bark or skin of our earth; granite, trap dykes,
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and mineral veins are its bones and nerves; miweraf. -
waters are its renovating blood; gradual oxydation of
carbon and hydrogen maintains its temperature; electric
currents in its metallic nerves represcent nervous force;
its voracious appetite swallows cities and continents
with slow but resistless absorption, preducing from

their renovated materials the ever similar structures of

its abiding frame. The Typhon of the ancient Greeks,

the panting monster of Vesuvius, has much the aspect

of a living thing.

It is only those who have never realised by rough ex-
perience the practical difficulties that meet the genuine
observer in the field who can seriously propound rash
theories. Some naval friends of the present writer once
stepped upon the summit of Etna in the chill grey of
morning, before the sunrise which they had come to
witness. At the door of a small tent they found an aged
man seated with a Jantern and a booiv. ‘‘Hallo, old
cock, you're an early riser!"” was theii impromptu
greeting. ‘‘The early bird catches the worm,"’ was the
answer of the student. It was Sir Charles Lyell, in the
last years of a long life occupied in similar observatioq,
spending some weeks beside the crater of Etna, pati-
ently recording the observations that would probably
serve to add some dozen lines of modest canjecture to
the records of his researches. When a hundred Lye}ls
have done similar work it may be time to dogmatise
on what must or must not be the ulterior causes of
carthquakes and volcanoes.

Meanwhile, there is no need to visit the distant
craters of Etna or Vesuvius to view the ptoducts and
effects of volcanic action. The Giant’s Causeway on
the coast of Ireland, the cave of Fingal on the Scottish




coast, afford as fine examples of basaltic lava as can
be found in Europe. The hills round Edinburgh, 1he
slopes of Snowdon, the cliffs of Devonshire and Wales,
present instructive scctions of the veleanic ejections
and lava flows of a whole series of geological periods.
Nor are our islands deficient in the records of ecarth-
quake shocks. About two hundred and fifty earth-
quakes have been noted in Britain, The last Nerious
earthquake occurred in the middle of the fast cen-
tury, and gencral panics, both thea and at other dates,
were produced in London by the severity of  the
shocks.

Nor is the study of earthquakes and vole
cient in practical interest. There i ample promise that
the patient drudgery of eminent observers will be re-
warded by alleviations of hum
sions for human necessities
and done, from the highest justiication of scientific
pursuits. The prediction of carthquakes is as vet in ity
infancy, and will require especially a det
of geological surveys, which has not
ed. But the first steps in this
nitely taken, and we may
when

anoes defi-

an suffering and provi-
»osuch as, when all iy <aid

ailed perfection
as yet been attain-
direction have been adfie
confidently (axpret ¢ time
ample warning will be attorded rvegarding  the
insecurity of particular sites or the mminence of un-
expected catastrophes. Nor can the utilisation of vol.
canic heat as a source of industrial activity be regarded
as a visionary anticipation. Many a tourist has rousted
tggs in the cracks of the crater of Vesuvios,
inhabitants of Chaudesaigues and
tions cook their soup by the heat of the thermal springs.
At Bareges and Amelie, in the Pyrenees, the houses
are warmed by the springs and before the building ot
the former watering-place the bears are said to have
been addicted in winter 1o sitting round the mouths
of the springs. At the Solfatara of Naples chemical
manufactures are carricd on by means of the voleanic
heat of the old crater, serving as the onlv furnace.
In the boracic acid works of Tuseany o vast thanubace-
ture, supporting a considerable population, s maintain-
ed by similar utilisation of volcamie heat. \t Erfurt
a large revenue is derived from watercress grown by
the aid of thermal springs. Beside the hot springs of
Ischia plants flourish that elsewhere grow onty in the
tropics.  Valuable horticultural ndustries  might be
cheaply developed heside many volcanic em
is not impossible the vast stores of vole
replace in part the increasingly
of deep-seated coal.

While looking to the futyre for surh alleviations of
human wants and miseries, and similarly waiting for
the satisfaction of human impaticnee of fragmen ary
explanations, we are not bound 1o accept the elogant

solutions of the a privri philosopher. Mud voleanoes ad-

mittedly due to buried organic matter, may be regacded
as the elementary

or infant type of voleanic action.
In the occasional fiery cruptions of mud voleanoes
observed in Modern and the Caucasus, and in their
occasionally considerable size, we

and the
other thermal <ta-

anations.
anic heat may
dangerous extraction
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the more permanently fiery volcano. In the whole Pyre-
nean chain there is only one little group of small extinct
volcanoes, which is situated in the immediate vicinity
of, and almost cestainly overlies, the only known de-
posit of coal in the chain. Fhroughout Spain there
appears a similar peculiarity of grological position of
extinet voleanoes; and so, step by step, we may pro-
ceed by analogy to fink all voleanie phenomena in one
class, il at length we arcive at the goeneral and some-
what vague conclusion that, in one form or anather, the
rEganic matter daily buricd at the earth’s surface is
he fuel of the voleanoes of the future, The gradual
wydation, or slow burning, of this buricd fuel by the
penetration of air and moisture from the surface, may
be regarded as the main exciting cause of chemical
changes in the earth's crust, these changes producing
very general expansions and contractions, ani conse-
quent changes of level. The combination of these
changes with those procecding at the surface through
the shifting effects of seas, streams, wind, and ram,
aided by intrusion and emission of voleanic masses from
below, will in great part account for the gradually
changing alternations of mountain, plain, and ocean
bed. Earthquakes mav be regacded as the results of
sudden fractuces and shiftings such as would accom-
pany the general movements or even the more Jocal
details of the processes of change. For all that re-
mains 1o be explained  we may  reasonably  invoke
the agency of clectric currents, pressure, friction, and
other complex relations between the parts of the stu-
pendous masses of the earth, such as in the pr¢~st‘ll\
state ol ogr knowledge we can onls roughly conjecture
as inevitably operative. The general process may e
fairly considered as amounting to a perpetual oxyda-
tion and looseming of rocks at the surfarce, simul*anc-
ously with a deoxydation and consolidation at great
(‘l‘pl.hm producing the effect of expansion uhlhr ouler
~hell and contraction of the interior, with much crump-
ling of the outer rind in fitting itselt 1o the inner core,
the whole provess being o Loactal result of many
particidar actions, and being only realised in course -'ff
long ages by the accumulation of minute cficats, In this
view the rh';mg'v.\ of carth’s surface are ulimately due
to the ravs of the sun, which enable plants to seerete
carbon and hydrogen from the atmosphere. Volcanoes,
! ‘worked by the

as has been said of steame-engines, are
light of other davs.” '
" Fhe mechanism by which the sun is enabled to pour
out a perpetual supply of foree s as vet bevond oue
ken, The researches of Nasmyth and other pr.'u‘(u'."d
nhservers have proved, however, in the opinion of ."lr
J. Herschel, that the sun’s surfiace s covered ‘}-,‘yl,
frigantic organisms which are the (Im‘-‘l cotrees of its
light and heat. Spectroseopic observati e :m«.l the xa-
mination of meteoralites have proved the existenee <an
carhon and hydrogen throughout thoee portions ol
space where the followers of Laplice had boen acvus-
tomed to assume their absence, and  have stroaglv
supported the well-grounded bebief that the atmosphere

A holy stillness reigns the weary Ocean fair
Beloiw the dappled canopy of Heaven.
"The cool, misty wind athwart the shore does bew)

] 3 e driven.
The siveet aroma that foamy vapor

A mirthful tone in the colowr of the cloud,
A strange eager feeling in the air

Doth make the silence echo alond ! —

And yo wonder, wait and slare!

throughout the solar system. In Fh\slgat:;\:?E-
pcrpetually decomposed by lhev sun .\,ea);r;’
has discovered the fuel of the sul"n, re 5

his ingenious experiments a new .proce§s‘()fv r(fn(?\(f
l{y e v to unsuspected. I'a similar discoveries o
e hlt{mrd 0urL'e< of force we may conﬁde.ml_v look
u“suspﬂ'tf?f 'S:orv s‘é)lution of every dithculty fin.scovere.d
for ¢ satlh‘ aten’ of the mere laboratory critic. It s
>y 'tl}e ?Lum nificant that the latest ob§erva.u§)ns tend
suthuent.)‘hﬂ(g)'n the one hand, the organic ’orlgm of the
to establis ’ovements of our earth, on tne other the
fres and n*1imilar origin of the perpetual energy of the'
SomFWha'll :’ in the intermediate atmosphere we may
B, “'Ih;La bond of union that knits the organic com-
recognis

extends
phere,
Siemens

And there, anon, in the Eastern Gale

Behold the azure heav'ns blush!
A thousand clovds, like a legion great

y > N Al 0y t
To welcone Him, in multi-colowrs rush!

And lo! the Lamnp of Heaven 18 lit!
The ruddy flame does shoot above the watery plain
And there it grows—and glows the molten nass in it;

And anon, the Lord marches with _all his train!

The Heavenly Path is all ruddy and bright.—
The waves glitter,—and the cities shine!
And the grand panorame of the scorching Light
Rlinds your vision :—it is all sun and brine!
Krishna Mangesh Talgeri

plexity the wondrous sections of .th': whoie. ?m ca:)n
we doubt that the progress of discovery, unless a -
ruptly changing from the present date, will ffu! to n-l
veal to our successors unsuspected connections an‘(.
unsuspected processes as strange and complex as lhO‘iL
which have already been added to the meagre records
of the era of Laplace.



TARO

A JAPANESE LEGEND

Lo.\'c, long ago—so long that grandfathers dimiy
remember the wondering childhood days when their
sightless grandfathers told them of a long past story—
The hills stood like some sleepy men who having in-
haled magic fumes, felt no wish but the wish for eterna)
slumber, wherein a waking body might lull its mind.
And the clouds flirted at ease with the wind like girls

who knowing their lovers throw now and then an
effortless hint.

o\
)
<

On such a day, when the land had allowed its clothes
to droop as they liked, Urashima Taro caught the love-
laden eyes of the heavy sea. So whispering into the
car of his ready boat the object of their pleasant vene
ture, he threw himself into its buovant breast and
Hoated away. )

Ere long, the unseen arm of the Summer-Queen had
Curved itself round his neck and under the possession
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of her drowsy breath his eyelids closed and Urashima
was borne into the land of dreams.

Then, out of a sea of light walking on waves of
vapour came a pure white form; a gossamer dress
woven of the vearnings of flowers and the beauty of
desires floated about her. Seeming to press back the
suppliant wind with her gentle heedless hands, she

came towards Urashima and as her crystal eves fixed
him loagingly a sweet thrill ew over his face. It was
a tale sweet and wondrous that she told him and
Urashima’'s ears listened with 3 rapt delight to her
account of the Land under the Sea. And in the telling
and hearing they both forgot that their hands plicd
the oars and so swiftly that Suminoyé's shore was long
left behind.

And they came to her land, so strange and fresh
it seemed to Urashima. The untold marvels of the
deep, the endless stores of worldly wealth as they pined
in neglect (for how could gold and silver excel the
sea-coral in its native home), these kept Urashima in
one rapture of delight and at the end of three years
she had but half spent her first day’s joy.

———&N
\w

But often would his native Suminoyé, its blue-capped
hills, sea-side games, and his own sorrowing parents,
often would they glide on silent feet to his reveries.
At last, one day Urashima told her his sorrow and his
wish to go back just for one sight more of his ioved
things. Grieved at this though she was, she held back a
choking pain and let him go. But before he went she
gave him a box tied with a silken cord. **In this beloved
lies the charm that will bring you back. Keep it safe
and ncver, never, dare open it."’ .

He promised, as all men do, and with a thro-bbm,g
heart arrived at Suminoyé. But lo! *‘Is this Suminoy¢,

the Suminoyvé that I left three years agn. Where are
the homes, where are the folks that I knew and where
are my parents dear ! The hills they are nere, and the
rippling stream, but where, oh where ! are those that
I loved !”

At last Urashima went up to a gray sire, whose aged
head bent over his trembling staff and asked him.
“What ! Who is this and where comes he from that
he knows not the fate Urashima Taro who was drowned
four hundred years ago !’

Ah Fate that sent him first on that enchanted sea!
Ah Fate worse still that sent him back to hear his
own funcral laments ! “What charm has thrown her
cloak over me? What secret waits in this box?"’ And
with that he broke open the fatefu] box.

.

A sceptral smoke, a precious hreath, preservea by
the passion of a Sea-Daughter arose, and vanished
back into its rightful home. A weight, the weight of
four hundred stolen summers which Love had cun-
ningly held back sank down ! And Urashima crumbled
into dust.

Ah men, tear not what Nlusion has wrought, but
content in what Love has won,



A TROUBADOUR’

I.\‘ the olden times the city of Toulouse saw rare
festal scenes at the opening of May. Whether it was
that remnants and traditions of the :
Floralia, or flower festivals,
the Prozincia, retaining the French name of Provence
or whet}?ef the beauty and romance of the region itwl}
gave ongin to the custom, there was no place o
famous once in May Day merriment. Nowhere was the
popular entertainment less of a gross and material, and
more of an intelligent and romantic sort, than in the
city of Toulouse.

_The beautiful Provencal language had much to do
with this character of the festivals. Hallam, in his
history of the literature of Europe in carly times,
speaks of “‘the flexibility of this tongue, which gave
free scope to the graceful turns of poetry.” \Wilham,
Duke of Guienne, has the glory of léadir{g the van of
the Provencal songsters. He was born in 1070, and
composed some of his poems before he joined the
Crusad?rs in 1096. They denote a considerable degree
of previous refinement in the language. ‘“‘We do not,
he says, ‘“‘meet with any other troubadour till aft‘cr
the middle of the twelfth century. From that time 1))
about the close of the thirteenth century, and especially
before the fall of the house of Toulouse in 1228, thev
were numerous as the gay insects of spring; names
of illustrious birth are mingled in the list with those
wh.om genius has saved from obscurity ; they were the
delight of a luxurious nobility, the p}ide of Southern
Franc.e, while the great fiefs of Guienne and Toulouse
were in their splendour.”’

Their style soon extended itself to the northern dia-
lect of France. Abelard was the first of recorded singers

who taught 'the banks of the Seine to resound a tale
of love; and it was of Eloise
fine our view now to the Pr

ancient Roman
lingered in the capital of

that he sung. But we von-
ovencal troubadours.

) I.n the vear 1323 several persons of rank gave formal
invitation to the troubadours of Provence to assemble
at Toulouse for a competition for prizes, to be given
to those who excelled in song and verse' in praise of
the month of May. Crowds came from al} parts to the
festival, and so profitable did the concourse prove to
the burgesses, that each succeeding year the feast was
renewed, the prizes given at these Jeux Floraux, as
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they were called, being supplied at the public expense.
Fhe first prize was a golden violet, the second a piece
of eglantine, the third a marigold; all fashioned with
the skilful and tasteful cunning of the goldsmith’s art.

Oae of the nobles who had called the assembly was
stlected to make the rules of the competition, and to
preside at the ceremonies, and he was called the **Chan-
cellor of the Gay Science.’’ Some of the rules were
highly commendable, and a decree was issued in which
it was said, ‘‘Let it be understood that these games
are for the amusement of the people, for the honour of
God as giver of the good gifts of trees and Aowers;
and to praise Him, becausc nature, which had been
dead, now lived again; that they were to dispel all sad-
ness, and cause jov, but that all undue revelry was 10
be avoided.”’ These are the very words in ane of the
decrees, and the festivals were intended to be moral,
only such verses as were virtuous and 1o the honour of
God being allowed to be sung. So far as regulations
went, nothing could be more orderly and proper than
these festivals; in fact, a Welsh Eisteddfod in our own
dav could not he more decorous.

It is said that a high-born dame of Toulouse, the
Lady Clemence Isaure, took a leading part in these
festivals. She did not join in the singing, but she
taught a page to sing and to play on the zither picces
composed by her, one of which was a song of welcome
to the troubadours who assembled for the competition,
of some of the lines of which this is a literal trans-
lation : —

Beautiful scason, youth of the year,

Thou comest again full of the sweet things we

love,

And to give welcome to our faithful troubadours

Thou bhast crowned thy head with fowers !

City of our forefathers, O gentle Touleuse,

Be thou for ever worthy of our praise,

Always noble as thou hast been, and powerful as
thou art.

The name of the page, whom she called her young
knight, was Fidéle—a name given by his noble mistress
for his faithfu) service, and his right to which he well
proved by the way he served her when days of trial
and sorrow came, as we are about to narrate.

little more about these floral
festivals. In the closing days of April preparations
were being busily made, so that by the dawn of the
first of May the beautiful city might be en féte. Vehicles
of every description had been journeying from far 'and
near, from the lumbering country waggon to the light
caléche. The former was the ordinary conveyance of
the country folk, and
could carry whole fami-
lies. Most of them were
divided into two parts,
one of which was used
as sleeping apartment,
as they were often
many days on the road.
All wore their best gar-
ments, and abundant
flowers were brought.

It was an incidental
and notable feature of
these festivals that they
encouraged emulation
among the peasantry in
the cultivation of flow-
ers, so that they might
have the choicest ready
when the time of dis-

came. The same
profusion of flowers ap-
peared in the decora-
tion of the squires and
dames of higher de-
gree.

" When the flower-
wreathed arena for the
guests was fully occu-
pied, the Chancellor of
the Gay Science and his
attendants took their
seats beneath a grand
arch of flowers, and
behind a table upon
which were displayed
the prizes—the golden
violet, eglantine, and
the golden marigold.

Silence beinhg pxl-o‘

imed, and the rules
g:‘az:m;;etition read, the singers and players came one
by one to the dais prepared for them, and poured forth
their melodious songs and recitatives. The fes.uval last-
ed for three days, for there were many compgtltors, and
the judges might desire to hear some candidates a se-
cohd time. Not seldom the competitors were themselves
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of high birth and noble lineage, and men of learning

and position aspired to the honour of getting a p;‘:ze_
We read of one gentlemap from Languedoc.. w ol.:e
name was Fabre, who gained the sec?nd prlze‘, ; e
eglantine; and he was so charmed by his success that

he added the graceful flower to his family name, and
was thereafter Fabre d’Eglantine, also affixing the
flower to his arms,

These festivals at Toulouse lasted for several centu-
ries. Whether they always continued as popular and
as decorous we do not know, but the fame of them
came to the ears of the Grand Monarque himself, and
Louis XIV gave orders
that a similar festival
should be held in Paris,
and an ‘‘Académie des
fleurs’” was formed,
with forty members, as
in the Académie Fran-
caise. The institution
remained, we believe,
till the troubled times
before the Revolution.

We conclude with
brief recital of the story
told in verse by one of
the later troubadours,
the heroine of which is
that noble dame, Cle-
mence Isaure, of whom
we have already
spoken.

“This lady had many
admirers, but she gave
preference to one ard-
ent lover, the Chevalier
Amaldo (or Arnaud) de
Lautrée, to whom at
length she gave her
promise to become his
wife if her father con-
sented. The father,
Alphonse Isaure, was
an ambitious and also
an avaricious man, and
looked for a higher
match for his only
daughter. The poor
chevalier departed in
great grief, for Cle-
mence was too dutiful
to disobey her father,
yet secretly resolved to
wed no other than her loving Arnaud.

After a prolonged absence from Toulouse the cheva-
lier returned, to her great joy, just at the commence-
ment of the flower festival, and there he gained the
first prize, and from the hand of Clemence the golden
violet.

Alphonse Isaure, who had also been away from
Toulouse, soon afterwards returned; and as his noble-
minded daughter disdained to deny that her lover had
seen her, when asked the question, her father became
furious in his anger, threatening her with all kinds of
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punishment for disobeving his commands. Tearfully
the poor girl heard her father’s harsh wcrds, the wors:
epithets were applied to her lover Lautr¢e, the more
because he had no reason for denying to him his
daughter’s hand, as his family were of noble descent,
and he one of the most brave and gallant soldiers, with
a reputation and character without reproach.

When the Chevalier
Lautrée heard from Cle-

‘‘Put up your mistress’s robes for night and day,
also her travelling gear; we go hence to-night."’

**Oh, my father!"’ was all the poor girl could say.

The duenna, in grim silence, packed her mistress’s
valise, saying not one word of loving-kindness to the
grief-stricken girl, who yearned with all her woman-
hood for the kindly word, the loving caress of a mother,
or of the nurse of her
childhood, which would

mence, by means of her
little page Fidéle, all
that her father had said
and done, he presented
himself to the Sieur
Isaure, and asked in due
form for the hand of his
daughter a second time,
pleading his constancy
and her vbedience to his
commands as a proof of
their love, but the father
told him he wanted him
not, for that the old
Sieur Moreau was to be
her husband.

Both Lautrée and Cle-
mence naturally rebelled
at this harsh decision,
the lady asking her
father why he would not
let them be happy; but
he bade her keep her
tongue, and then com-
manded her to go to her
chamber, which she did,
“‘wailing bitterly for that
she had no jov in life !’

But Lautrée did not
lose heart at first; he
depended on her con-
stancy to him, and he
knew his own resolution.

The same n i ght,
when Clemence sat in
her turret chamber, she
trembled at hearing her
father's step on the

stairs leading to her room. Terrified, she knew not
wherefore, except that he never before visited her
there, she softly bolted her door, making no answer
when he claimed admittance.

*“Open, or I break the door,’” said the irate man.

The door was quickly opened, and Clemence stood
tearful and trembling before her father.

Behind Alphonse Isaure stood a prim, sour-faced
duenna, who, since the death of Madame Isaure, had
been house-woman, and who took upon herself the
management of the affairs of the chdteau, as when
Clemence was a child.

WAY Tor MENCA
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have calmed the throb-
bing temples, and stilled
the uneasy beating of
that tender, loving heart.
But there was no one to
show  sympathy. In
grim, unbending silence
d i d the unwomanly
woman see that her want
of feeling troubled her
young mistress, to whom
she never lifted her cold
grey eyes.

When all was ready,
Clemence, who had seen
the heavy travelling
caléche, with four stout
horses attached, with
the coachman and two
mounted grooms, their
saddle-bags and holsters
all ready, telt her heart
sink  within her. The
o o poor girl fell on her
}C;Tq-\,‘ EoRN A\ knees, beseeching her
\ hES

Ad

father not to banish her
from all her friends; but
he only smiled a grim,
cruel smile, and bade her
follow him.

“At  least tell me
where we are going!"
But he bade her hold her
peace and follow him,
and she would soon
know; menacing her
with his heavy riding-
whip when she prayed
him, in the name of her mother, and by her memory,
to let her stay in peace at the chidteau.

Doubtless her mother’'s name revived distasteful
memories to the morose, tvrannical old man. Clemence
said no more, but went out into the dark night, follow-
ed by her father, who, after ll\ey were seated in the
lumbering old vehicle, locked the door, showing to the
affrighted girl that she was a prisoner.

But where was Fidele, her faithful litle page? He
had by chance heard some words addressed to the old
duenna by her master, by which he understood the peril
his loved young mistress was placed in; and, young

'
'

F.H. BAULEDER

" to be kept up, so as to

as he was, he made up his mind to find out where they
were taking her. .

Hidden behind a clump of wild cherry-trees, he saw
all that passed, and directly the carriage began to

move Fidéle also moved. _ _
The roads in those days, particularly in France, were
bad in the extreme. A sort of snail’s pace was obliged

avoid the many pitfalls e T
which beset the travel- ////—‘ /,/f/,»//

-

ler's way. When going
on a journey the moon- '%.\
light was usually chosen, &/;7
but old Alphonse Isaure
did not wait for that, or
anything else; so, in the //Z
almost total darkness of :
the night, save for the
lanterns the grooms car-
ried at their saddle-
bows, the lumbering
vehicle went on its way.

When Fidéle felt him-
self safe from the sharp
eyes of his master he
took a ball of twine from
his vest and tied one end
to the frst large tree out-
side the gate of the
demesne, following the
route his mistress had
taken, and knotting here
and there the string to
the poplars which lined
the way, he made way-
marks that he might
know the route that had
been taken in the night,
intending to wait until
the morrow to act.

It was a bold thing for
a child scarcely in his

\\‘\‘\.ﬁ ____./
- -z
2

Lautrée, who held out a missive bound with violet
silk— “‘For thy mistress, Fidéls. Mind that old Loys
does not see thee give it to her.”’

The lad shook his head and drew back, his tears
would not let him speak at the moment, and then came
the words, ‘‘She has gone—gone with my master, and
I do not know where !’

By means of kindly
sympathy Arnauld de
Lautrée at length learnt
with  indignation the
wicked treachery of the
Sieur Isaure, suffering
the more decply because
his regiment had been
called to assist at the

7z — war,
‘ — With deep sadness he

left Toulouse, giving to
Fidéle a letter to Cle-
mence explaining his ab-
sence, and begging her
to trust and love him
still, for that if he lived
to return he would find
her wherever she might
be hidden by her father.

Many weeks h a d
elapsed, when one bright
July morning a boy was
seen climbing with the
agility of a monkey up
the few projecting foot-
holds of an old dilapidat-
ed chiteau in the depths
of Le Forét. After pain-
ful travel far and wide,
Fidéle had found, by
means of some wood-
cutters, the direction the
carriage had gone, and
he found the place

teens to do, but he want-

where the Lady Cle-

ed to serve his mistress,
feeling with all a boy’s
pride that she had made
him her knight, which in
those far-off days meant a great deal. '

But suddenly footsteps sounded near him, and as he
was about to lie down in the shelter of th.c trees, he
received a cuff on the ear, 2 harsh voice saying,
«‘What, varlet ! watching thy master and his daughter !
Thou shalt have thy dainty skin well whea!ed when thy
master seturns ! Dost hear?”" It was the Sieur Moreau,
and he pulled the poor boy savagely by the ear, for he

nothing.
3“;‘;2:0%““0 ! gl'Sy this interruption he lost sight of
the caléche, and, sitting down, he wept bitterly, Qn
returning to the chéteau he enwuntergd ihe Chevalier

RIVER ~IDIT

mence was hidden. At
last the boy reached a
window high up in a tur-
ret, and, looking steal-
thily in, almost tumbled back again at what he saw.

Seated—for she evidently was too ill to stand— in
a huge fauteuil was his dearly-loved mistress Clemence
Isaure; chains, heavy and galling, bound her, so that
only a short space was allowed her for exercise; and
near to her was her hateful duenna, Loys. Although
Fidéle had been cautious in approaching the window,
Loys had heard him, and, coming near to close the
casement which had been opened, the spiteful woman
aimed a blow at the lad, which, had it touched him,
must have sent him down, when every bone would have
been broken.

. H. RAULEDER
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But Fidéle knew the woman’s hature, and as she
raised her heavy hand to strike he gave her a blow
which, being unexpected, threw her off the stool she
stood on, and at the same moment threw into the room
the missive with which De Lautrée had entrusted him.

Poor Clemence! The first ray of hope entered her
heart when she gathered to her bosom the letter which
had come to her through so much tribulation and triat,
just in time to save it from the serpent eves which
watched her. But Fidele claimed her attention at the
time, and the brave child was at the bottom of his peril-
ous descent before Loys had had time to strike again.

When Clemence had read her lover’s letter she be-
thought herself how she could answer it, for as a
matter of course she had no means of doing so. But
her faithful little page had divined her want, and kept
in the vicinity of the old chiteau so that he might take
advantage of opportunities. The lad remembered that
Clemence had dubbed him her knight, and, young as
he was, he felt all the dignity of his office.

He was loitering near the dreary abode of his loved
mistress one evening when he saw his master, the Sjeur
Alphonse [saure, approach the place where he had
hidden his daughter, tittle thinking of the sharp eyes
which were watching him. When next he observed the

cruel old man he was again in the saddle, and speaking
to his valet-de-place.

Fidéle heard these words:
from the war to which my k
will give this packet to Loy
bidding her do as herein I
Gaston, do not fait 1’

Three months have passed away, and it is the May-
time come again, and with it all the rejoicings of the
floral games. But where is she who inaugurated them ?
The story is a pitiful one.

In the war then raging between England and France,
by a strange coincidence Arnauld de Lautrée, being
in the thick of the fight, saw an old officer struggling
in the vain endeavour to get a thrust at a stalwart
soldier who had almost overpowered him.

For Arnauld de Lautrée ta see was to act. Putting
his horse to the charge, he rode boldly to the rescue
of the old officer, whom, to his surprise, he saw was
Alphonse Isaure, whom he quickly relieved from his
perilous position, though he received his death wound.

The soul of Alphonse Isaure was stricken indeed

“If 1 should not return
ing has called me, you
s, my daughter’s maid,
have ordered her. Mind,

) ld a Was, took the wounded lover of
his daughter in his arms, bearing him bevond the lines

of battle, wiping the blood from his face and calling
on De Lautrée to live for Clem

ence’s sake,
Poor De Lautrée ! Life was closing for him without
one look upon her he loved so well, Raising his hand

for Isaure to approach nearer to him, he took from
his bosom the golden violet the hands he loved had
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given him,

and, blessing it, he pressed it to his heart,
and in a fe

W words conjured the Sieur Isaure to convey
it to Clemence with his last thoughts and prayers,
saving those which were given to his God; and so he
died with her name on his dying lips. But a last ray
of comfort came to him just before he died.

Fidéle had heard whilst wandering about the camp
something of the tragic story, and arrived on the scene
just before De Lautrée breathed his last, giving into
the cold hands of the faithful lover a bunch of violets,
which was the message of faith and love from Clemence
Isaure to Arnauld de Lautrée. Fidéle had gathcred
them under the moss and fern near 1o the place of his
mistress’s prison, and, knowing that De Lautrée was
at the war, he had climbed to the window where Cle-
mence sat, and, showing his flowers to her and saying,
“For the faithful chevalier,” she with jov understood
the hoy's devotion expressed in the mission he had
undertaken and in the flowers which he had gathered.

The Sieur Alphonse Isaure had the grace to repent
him of his wicked conduct, and after consigning the
body of the man who had saved his life at the expense
of his own, he took horse to his daughter's prison-
house, but, alas! too late to remove her. On her bed
she lay, pale, and suffering from that cruel malady,
a broken heart. On looking up and seeing her father,
a mortal terror seized her, and, cowering under her
bedclothes, she hid her face in fear. But the tone of his
voice was no longer stern; on the contrary, tears were
in that voice as well as in his eyes as he told her the
story of the man who had saved his life because, being
her parent, he held his life dearer than his own. And
then, with gentler words than had ever before passed
his lips, he gave her the golden violet, telling her of
her lover’s dving words. Clemence kissed tenderly the
flower, and, with a ““God bless thee, my father!”
turned her eyes to the evening skv, and when her father
looked on her face it was as that of an angel whom a
merciful God had taken to Himself.

When the vear came round again, and fair, lovely
Toulouse was en féte for the foral games, a ceremony
of great interest to the troubadours and Minnesingers
was going forward, of which all Toulouse, Provence,
and Languedoc were talking.

The Lady Clemence Isaure had left her large fortune
for the better observance of the floral games, and the
Chancellor of the Gay Science, with his confréres, had
made ready a full-length figure of the Lady Clemence
in purest marble.

On this first day of May the scene was an enchant-
ing one. On the middle of the Rower-decked arena,
under a canopy of hanging blossoms and flowers, and
on the dais where she had stood when inaugurating the
festival, the statue of the gentle lady of the flowers
was placed. Solemn music was then plaved, to which
the troubadours and minnesingers walked slowly past,
each one wearing the prize he had gained, doffing deep-

ly his plumed bonnet to the memory of the loved one
who had passed away.

-

Instalment 10.
Synopsis.

Harvey Greares, u f’lluf Gf Natne rcpufc, f)lt,\ ‘,IUH’M"
from abroad fo find his step-brother (‘h(”lcj ,m l‘ 1{({
clutches of Hendrich Baker, a shady LI“I!’(I-L‘ (;;‘(ki,r
to steal aeronautical secrets to sell qt a prf;j: ’ ; <
whase real name is Stefan .\lufc.,sm. h('l'.l.\' '1;17 “,,,
1. O. U, for gambling dvbhj tncurred ”"'“f)\ Ul .‘
maoney fo enable the girl :wlhv fwhumrhe 1N ,;",-“;“'
:Hclh;'u Manders, fto ff:lln:v iter flving am ').1"'1;;“;‘}
Harvey defermines to fight Baker, lvu!k:‘x. f;:\‘. e
from doing so openly lest Baker ta :.\ (..r'.‘"“
hrother's 1. O. U. to ther ._mthvr. .:lu;,u.;' -:t: l\
who sterndy disupproies ot _g;.lv)afvllrx.g. t‘,"l.;,),“,‘,
captivated by Alethea and d.'tcrﬂnum'.\ fo .::u e
to flv, huping she may i the i_lu‘.;'un: [)‘:‘l:lc'"z;)l]‘“.;ul
by his Jather for the mus]l u.u{;d’(;'n' ::,t,(\.“ aulica

chievemne ' Woman durm g ¢ Xl :
l,;‘.'(:l"';;‘,';m(.,::‘]h“h:-I af once sfarts gf:‘l?lg‘ h;,.' ,'”,'\Imﬁ
lessans, hut saon discovers Baker -mh”‘..‘,(,:,ml:“
n;;miusf her Constance Carswell, the famons 4
Pll’,(\)[t;x,nm'hilv, down i Sussex, Ilcr‘:d‘rltf(;l hf::k:’.:
Rosenkrauts, a canfederate, to a ‘-WK;‘\-;“,.&-( o
the grounds of Threeways Manor, l”:;,,,';[, ;';“i(h‘.
stolen plans. Suddenly they hear dh ;PP,',,y o
Hendrich discorers it is Harvey cavesdr. i

he escapes.

L

A new wmonoplane is built for Alethea, which she
christens Silver Queen. Harvey tests it and' crashes.
They know it is subotage, and that Baker s respon-
.\'ibh:, but cannct prove it. Stella Wrenington, in
Baker's power, takes him 1etth it, and is promptly
put under lock and key awith the help of Bolsoff,
Baker’s chief. _

While Harvey is recovering he leams.Sunons, the
great designer, is making a new machn.ze [or Con-
stance Carwell. He warns Simons Hendrich is a spy.
Harzey has now fullen deeply in love with Alethea,
and ji;lds his love is returned. He grows fearful of
the andacious plun he has for her,

The Red Light.

ST;-‘,LL,-\ saw in Hendrich’s eyes every sign of menace.
It was undoubtedly a surprise to him that she was
aware of the seerets of The Hut, though it was of
minor importance now that he had moved t'he .docu-
ments to other and more remote quarters. Still, it hfld
opened bis eyes to the fact that she was not so easily
to remain within his grasp as he thought, and be was
fully aware that in the chain of evidence that might be
built up against him Stella Wrenington would form a
valuable Jink. She had seen and overheard the shoot-
ing, the only witness apart from Rosenkrantz—and he
was safe enough. She might, if pressed too far, go
over to the other side and ally herself with Harvey
Gireaves.
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o iving hec back the-Jeerers-

% sy debui’ Euaicus, o e slncs -

¥ L ol you,” ; Seelta continued, *‘I'm pot going-to be
kit - beck " more. ¥ou'll return those

- Hendrich stared malevolently.

> “Cut that outI'* he yelled, seizing her by the wrist

ntit she almost shrieked with pain. ““There’s going 10

be no bargaining with me. If there’s—""

. -At that moment a knock at the door brought an

abrupt - conclusion to Hendrich’s threat, He wheeled

round, -releasing his hold, and a second later the daily

parlourmaid entered the room. Stella, white and tremb)-

ing, pulled herself momentarily together with a super-

human effort and then sank helplessly into an easy
chair.

" ‘“Fhere’s a gentleman to
woman who had entered,
“Who is it?"" he asked agitatedly, his mind connect-
ing the visit with that of Stella Wrenington.
~ ““He would give no name, sir, but said you'd know
him at once. And he’s come a long way to see you."
~ "“What’s he like?” :
_"A:durk gentleman, clean-shaven and with very thick
Black hair.
Hendrich smiled. .
* Al right—show him up here.”’
;i "The’ parlourmaid withdrew, and Hendrich imme-
tately swung round to }%' R, - s . - :
- “You're ucky. Youlk: ”’fe it-nwickly. 3’y
a very important visitor ciwplag .
rationally. I'm sorry if I hurt-you, but you shouldn't
play the fool with me 1"’ ‘
‘I want those letters ! Stella said faintly.
+ Hendrich only Jaughed.
S¥our request.cannot be granted—at the moment,"’
¥ Y'Mously. My visitor is high official, and
aoreally: ean’t deal with trivialities just now. He'll
#bsord all my attention and I must ask you to go—and,
inless you get a message from me at the town house,
bring a party down here at midnight.*’
"1 shall do nothing of the kiad unless you return
those letters now,’* Stella replied obstinately,
oo Stella Imprisoned.

you. Take my. %
- “Not until~'*":

see you, sir,”” said the

ALY

s
" The door was suddenly opened, and the parlourmaid
admin«! the Visitﬂf, i t]n doar after him. He
was obviously surprised at not fnding Hendrich alone.
He looked across at Stella inquiringly. For a moment
a strange silence reigned, to be broken by Hendrich.

“A jucky arrival,” muttered Hendrich. A very
lucky arrival, indeed. Say nothing, but give me a hand
with this woman. I want her gagged and bound, for
her own safety and ours 1"’
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[ e s ey

m ‘try to behave "

- =t bidand 2 a3 4 R ASUR ne
M'Mlnd sebd. the gil. % have
ssipamiod.had Hondfich's great hand notswiftly cover-
o her mouth. She fought valiaatly, - but’ masculine
strength was too much. for. her, Hendrich gave rapid »
instructions to his visitor, who, going to the desk,,
pulled out a gag and rope, which were guickly spplied
to the struggling woman, Though shé *kicked wnldly
the two men were not long in getting her within their
power, and in a few minutes she was lying an inert
mass on the chair.

Hendrich left her and crossed to the far end of the

- room. Here he swung open one of the manifold book-

cases, revealing what appeared to be an adjoining
room.
““We’ll have her in here,"" he said curtly.
*‘No one knows the existence of this place, and what
1 do with her later is my own special business. "’

Together the two men grasped the inert figure and
somewhat unceremoniously threw her into the conceal-
ed chamber. There was a sardonic grin on Hendrich's
features as he swung the bookcase back into its place.
An ominous click indicated that from the hidden recess
there could be no

*‘So that is that, friend Bolsoff,’ he said grimly. “A
oSt epportune visit—but one which, however, sur-
prises me."” '

Bolsoff smiled cunningly.

“First of all, who's the lady? An enemy?"

“Likely to be,” returned Héndrich. ]

“Then get rid of her! You know our methods in

S Hegdrich has a shock. )

Wish'fhat, he dijmissed the subject and continued:
“1've come all the way from Moscow by air, Moscow
to Berlin, Berlin to Cologne, Cologne to Croydon. And
very pleasant, t0o. I'll have a drink if you don’t mind."’

“Whisky or cocktail?**

"“Cocktajl—thanks. 1 saw Rosenkrantz in Berlin.
Very good work of yours lately, Stefan,” referring to
Hendrich by his real name. “You are just wesderful.
We've decided to vote you a bonus 1"

**Very decent of you. It’s always. encograging, But—
what's the object of this visit, whilch honours me so
considerably 7'’ ‘

“Well,”” he said, ‘‘theré are some things that can't
be communicated by letter, not even in eode Th!.s is
one of them. I think you know a certain British pilot,

T ve’__-'bl B R Wt
H?f;myndeedc ela do, but what about it?'’ Hendrich broke
in, surprised. o

““We know more in Russia than peaple in Britain
give us credit for. 1 know most things about Harvey
Greaves. First of all, he’s by no means the innocent
Private pilot everyone makes him to be. Within the
last six months, when he was supposed to be touring
Europe, he got into Russia—heaven knows how—and
got back from us the design of the new Smith heli-

copter which we had not, for some obscure reason
copied."’

C Russia 1"
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AT THE TANK

Once it wa: o

would be-very P ifiacted-«sc] you might have ov
stepped yourself irlgour eag'ernéfo retrieve the prize.
And we don't particularly want to lose you—if we can

help it, Hendrich.”

““Thank you—Bolsofl. You're very xind and epe-

rous. Of course, 1 was aware that Greaves has a friend

or two inside diglomatic circles. You remember. the

Berlin affaic? B:u you dom't think he’s officially em-
ployed, do you.? ' e
‘:i::mb:':ci:d.bout goinig into his father’s tea

ed

:inesd And settling down!"" ° .
bui';‘;v‘ 1 fat: 't kaow,”’ Bolsoff cxplained.
~ Vs, o P
“It's & well kopt aocrel?s L
.‘;“.mmf%j”ﬁ f.‘One would think you had a

sand cars and eyes !” )
thou “ Bolsoff's Warning.

“] have. But 1 came to talk of other lhii.\gs.as well.
'l‘hcnl-eh::: the plans of the new French dirigible, for
example. Egmont got them to you—and | happen to

want them urgently.’’

ich started.
::n:‘:ha:& prepared for this sudden attack, for he

N . K up
hoped to g plenty of time in which to wor

:‘:: ricevol:she piiss before releasing them to Bolsoff.
“lphaven"k got them here,”’ he explained, and then

related the recent episode with Rosenkrantz.
“Well—you must get them to-morrow. Where are

they?”’ ’ ,
““In my room at Bermondsey. I've a place there over

a shop—rented as a store-room for books in my charac-

ter as a miserly book-worm. It’s almost as safe as The

Hut used to be."’

“Splendid—then you can get them to-morrow, or
perhaps even to-night ?"’ L '

Bolsoff was almost wheedling in his persuasion.

*““Not to-night, Bolsoff—but tomorrow, if the terms

M (3]

e W said Bolsoff, rubbing his hands wgether and
thrusting his uncanny eyes towards Hendrich, ‘‘vou
have never been backward when it comes to money.
Perhaps it's that which gives you your remarkable
cnthusiasm. Well, well—we won't argue. See that you
get the plans and  deliver them to me '\O-morr.ow
evening at eight at the Seville Hotel. I'm staying
there. The money will be ready."”’

“How much?*’ . .

““Fifteen hundred, English money.™"

“Two thousand "’ countered Hendrich.

My dear Hendrich,” returned Bolsoff, smoothly,

«this is not an auction mart. 1 have said fifteen hun.

dred—and fifteen hundred it remains. 1f vou do not

he gave in; cursing his Ll
and unwelcome visit. = ;

‘‘Splendid,”’ Bolsoff said, glanging curiowaly.’
Hendrich. ““And now what are yow:gpisg to-do. 460
the young lady inside?” -~ - .

"+ “Leave her there—for the time being, at all events.*
He looked at his watch. ““The day staff gces at seven-
thirty—I dinc off sandwiches and claret when I'm
here; the book-loving eccentric you know !—and I'll
put her car away then. There was to have been a party
to-night. What about an evening in town? I'll drive
vou up."" R P L v

Bolsoff grinned knowingly.. . . — s

“‘Not to-night, my dear friend, not to-night. ‘I have
a good deal of work to do when I geét back to town.*

“‘All right. Then I'll call at the Seville to-morrow at
eight o’clock. Fifteen hundred, you said? Very well.
And when you leave Threeways presently 1 want you
to tuke two or three books with you. Make- some
remark about them as you go out. It all helps to keep
my character of book-worm with the staff here "' He
went to & bookcase and withdrew a few  volumes,
““1 frequently make little private sales of this nature,
but you are lucky. You can have thesé for nothing !"*

“How amazingly generous of you!"” Bolsoff said
with a tinge of irony. ‘‘Perhaps you will be even more
generous when you have pulled of Mr. Aogus Greaves's
ten thousand 1"’

Hendrich looked queerly at Bolsoff, startled by his
infinite knowledge.

“‘So you know about that, too?"’ .

“Why, of course! As I said, I have a thousand eyes
and ears, and even a famous woman pilot like Miss
Carwell can’t blind and deafen them all at once. Do
you know, Hendrich, I've a great admiration for you,
but sometimes I'm a little doubtful about—well, about
vour loyalty. So I keep myself informed—yes, very
well informed. And so long as 1 find you avarice doesn't
lead you to betray me I am more than satisfied with
your services. But watch your greed, Hendrich. If it
lets me down—I shall have you killed, as mych as I
like you, for the State is first and the individual last.
Remember that, Hendrich; and now I think we'lt have
some of those sandwiches you spoke off."’

Instalment 11.

Harvey Recovering.

The room was very quiet. A myriad flowers decorated
its restful interior. For four weeks Harvey Greayes
had lain in bed staring dismally at the white cpiling
of the hospital, but for the last two weeks he had been
down at Woodcote, where he was allowed to sit about
in his room and occasionally to take a short walk in
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pported sometimes by Alethea and
sometimes by ner mother, who had been mainly res-
ponsible for nursing him back to the stage when he
could look forward to complete recovery.

His father had been very decent about it all, permit-
ting frequent visits by Alethea, and even encouraging
Mrs. Manders to continue her ministration out of
hospital.

Harvey was sitting quietly in an easy chair smoking
a pipe and reflecting upon the accident which had put
him out of usage for a few weeks. He could believe
a good many things of Hendrich Baker, but he could
not understand how he could have interfered with the
Silver Queen before the trial. Still, the matter was
being investigated, and for the moment he himself
would have to leave it at that.

But he determined not to be beaten. As soon as he
was fully recovered he would set out once more to
bring Hendrich Baker to his knees. As he sat reflecting
on the various issues of his present situation, the door
opened and the nurse-in-charge admitted the first
visitor that morning.

Harvey had sent for Montague Simons, the great
designer, who, though unknown to the public, had
done more to advance the science of flight than many
of the more famous people who had flown his machines.
He was the recluse of the business, hidden from public
view—but the man from whose brain sprang the results
of concentrated knowledge and study.

“How goes it this morning, Greaves?” Simons said
cheerfully. ‘‘You're looking better, I'm glad 10 sce.
No—don’t get up."’

Harvey, however, detested the suggestion of his
invalidism and got to his feet.

“I'll be flying again in a couple of weeks. How's the
bus getting on?"’

“Oh! slowly, vou know. Baker’s an impatient sort
of devil—he’s so darned anxious to get one up on you."'

“Yes—1I know. Sit down and help vourself to one of
those soft drinks they give me."”

“Thanks. It’s rather strange that this fellow’ should
have ordered a machine from me for this competition,
isn’t it?"

“That’s what I wanted to see you about. Of course,
I don’t blame him for going to the best man, or you
for taking on the job. That was a wise move. And it's
frightfully difficult for me, as a rival to Hendrich
Baker, to put my point of view without appearing to
be unsporting about it all.*’

Greaves paused thoughtfully as if finding it difficult
to continue. After a little while he went on :

“Quite frankly, in open competition I welcome the
entry of anyone against Alethea. It’s all in the game,
and I'll back her to win. But you know me well ennugh,
Simons, to realise that I like a straight game with no
hanky-panky. You’re heard the rumour about my
crash, of course?”’

‘I have. But I don’t think there's much to them;
quite the reverse, in fact. There are always people ready
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to set up some canard when anything goes wrong in
our business."’

""But sabotage has happened before in aeronautical
history,” said Greaves seriously.

*“I know, but—"'

*“You hate to believe badly of anvone, Simons, and
in a way, vou're right. But I've asked you here for
vour own sake, not for mine. I've nothing but admira-
tion for your genius, and, as 1 said, Hendrich Baker's
made a wise move in getling you to design and build a
machine for Constance Carwell. I've nmhing against
that—all T want to do is to warn vou not to let Hend-
rich Baker get to know too much about vou and vour
job.*’

A thoughtful frown crept over Simons's face, and
Greaves felt that he was displeased.

“You take life seriously, Greaves?' Simons said.

“If you only knew~-vou’d understand why, Simons,
vou're a mighty clever but simple soul. Because the
war’s been over so long now vou imagine the whole
world’s a flower garden with not a damned weed in it.
I can trust you, and I don’t need to ask for vour word
of honour not to repeat what I'm going to tell you—""

Simons nodded.

*“The fact is,”’ said Harvey slowly, ““Hendrich Raker
has given vou his order for the Carwell machine not
only for the sake of the prize-ofter, but alss because he
is after something that vou have. The truth is that
Hendrich Baker is a spy !

Simons was literally staggered. He knew Harvey
Greaves would not exaggerate, nor would he do any-
thing to undermine the chance of sucerss of any rival
in open competition.

““You see,"” continued Harvey, ‘‘Hendrich Baker has
been trying to get at you through Alethea Manders.''

“But Alethea wouldn't fall for a trap like that,"
interrupted Simons.

“Exactly—-which is why vou've got the order for
Hendrich Baker’s machine. By all meirs go abcad
with your jub, Simons, but be on vour guard aganst
the fellow. That's all I've got to sav. \s soon as I'm
fit again I'll be on to his track and, ence I've over
come onc great stumbling block, I'll land him !"*

Simons had no alternative but to accept everythingy
that Harvey Greaves had said. There was evidently
sufficient reason for the warning, and though Simons,
at first, was disinclined to believe anything unsavoury
about his very welcome customer, he was fullv aware
Harvey would not lie to him.

Harvey related some of the circumstances that led
up to Hendrich's possession of Charlie’s 1. O, U. which
further helped to strengthen Simons's resolution to
keep a wary eye on Baker's activities. Still, it was
no small achievement to get an order for Constance
Carwell's new machine, and if she succeeded in winning
the £10,000 prize it would naturally be 1 source of
pride to the designer who made the perfermance pos-
sible. Tt would, in Simons's case, add ancther success

to many that had gone before. His positinn, therefore.,

was a trifie awkward, being that of a very good friend
of Harvey Greaves and, at the same time, that of a
rival for aerial honours. ’

The two went on to discuss the minor gossip of the
aviation world when they were interrupted by the ar-
rival of Alethea herself. The two men stood'up and
greeted her, Harvey with unconcealed idmiration.

Alethea has her Say.

“What have 1 told you about visitors?'’ she said,
with mock severity. ‘‘Myself as the first—and only one
other allowed during the day; that was the rule, you
naughty patient !"’ o '

“I'm afraid I've stolen the privilege,” Simons
temarked with a smile. ‘'But be seems to be getting
on pretty well. Still, 1 must go—l'.m frightfully busy,
and I'm sure you'll be glad to get rid of me.”’

“Like all men,”" Greaves said, laughing, *‘I am no
good as a convalescent—I want to be getting about.
I'm certain I could fly to-day if only they'd let me out,
Simons?”’

Alethea turned to the designer.

**So you're helping Constance Carwell to beat me
then,”’ she remarked. ‘*That’s a fine kind of loyalty
indeed ! But business is business, as men say, and 1
know you'll make a very wonderful machine for
Coanstance.”

““And if she wins you'll be the first to congratulate
me,’’ said Simons gallantly. ) ‘

“Of course she wil—and so will I, Snmcns?,
Greaves put in. *‘You're a much better man at the J?b
than I am—but we'll give you a run for your money.

“I'm certain vou will,"”" Simons agreed. He took
Harvey's hand, and added: ““The best of luck then.
I must be off. Good-bve, Miss Manders—if we don’t
meet again before, 1 shall come and see you off vn the
great day, wherever you may be flving to. 1 suppose
that's a secret?’’

“‘For the time being,'" Alethea said. ‘'Goodbye—
and good luck to you, too, though 1 cz‘m't say I'd 'l?e
thoroughly happy if Hendrich I?aker's pilot beat me.

Alethea showed Montague Simons out and returned

+ convalescent.
‘0"(2}0;'0“3 certainly very much better, Harvey," sh‘e
<aid with obvious pleasure. **But you reallv mustn't
overdo it. Mother thought it was going to be a much
job."’
‘m}.g;: J:l)id the doc.,”’ laughed Harvey. “‘Let me pull
a chair up for vou. Then you can come and talk to

m(':l order vou to sit still,” Alethea said, again with
maock seriousness.
She drew her own chair up close to Harvey.
“You're warned Montague Simons?"" she ask-cd. .
«Yes—but it was difficult. 1 don't think he liked it
at first. 1 had to tell him more than 1 wanted to. _Bl‘n
never mind about that—how did you get on ;}'m
morning ? And how is Silver Queen 11 progressing:
1 was up for two and a half hours before break-

THE INDIAN PAINT-BRUSH

Thou, like some brilliant genius in the swirl

or mankind, dost stand glorious by the stream.

Where grow rank weeds and greenest vines, that twirl
Their tendrils round the trees and shrubs, that seem
In their wild freedom like a jungle lone

Within the wilds that border some stream-side—
There, queen of brook-side flowers, thou dost abide ;
Thy crimson leaves like brightest ruby stone!

Not many are thy comrades, like hoar minds
That stand forlorn, yet loveliest in their sphere!
Alone, or two are all thy company ;

Yet in that stream-sung jungle no one Jinds

More beauteous flower deep-red as ruby clear—
80 lone, like genius in humanity !

Dr. Louin M. Eilshemius, M. A, M.M. M., S.P., G.T. E.A., stc.
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fast this morning. Oh! Harvey, it was just divine, Jf
only you'd been there to enjoy it with ms 1’

“l wish I had,”" Harvey said rather sombrely.

“And they're getting on fine with the new bus. In
a few weeks she'll be ready. There will be no risk this
time. The foreman’s put a double guard on, all trust-
worthy fellows, and he said he'd shoot the scoundrel
who tried to get even a sight of the machine. You
know what he is when he's roused. Only yesterday
a newspaper reporter nearly lost his life in trying to
get into the works ! It was a great joke !"

“That’s all right. 1 like reporters, and so long as
they don't give any secrets away, I don’t mind. If the

bus will be ready in three weeks | shall be able to do
the test myself.”

““We’ll see about that, too ! said Alethea. “1 may
want to do it ! .
“We'll see about that, too!" laughed Harvey.
**Still, you'll need a good deal of practice fiying on her,
though she ought to be quite easy to handle.”’
) Dreaming Tragedy.

During the enforced idleness following his crash
Ha,rvey had spent much of his slow passing time reflect.
Ing on the adventures that had befallen him since his
unexpected landing in the grounds of Threcways
Manor, but nothing had impressed him so much as tiw
extraordinary enthusiasm displayed by Alethea in her
love of flying. This alone was sufficient to draw him 1o
her, but beyond that was the mysterious appeal she
made to him for herself alone.

Harvey had no doubt now of his consuming love for
he.r. Bu.t though they were on the closest terms of
friendship since they had embarked on the joint fying
advex-xture he had remained silent concerning his deeper

easiness about him and her close
had awakened in him the hope
me response to his overwhelming
hat he was recovering from the
r he grew bolder in his desire ta
ve which was consuming him body

care after the accident
that there might be so
affection, and now t
shock of his disaste
reveal to her the lo
and soul.

He sat watching her intently,
pilot of wide experience,
mind as to whether he
this frail girl undertake
her. Ordinary air travel
astic as he was, he co
fact that the feat he h

Though himself 3
a sudden doubt crossed his
was really justified in letting
the risk he h:¢ in nmiind for
was safe enough, but enthusi-
uld not hide from himself the

t the f ad suggested would be one in
which terrific risks had to be admitted. The odds would

be tremendous, but success, if it came, would write
the name of Alethea Manders on the scroll of history
and give her the glory she so wildly desired—togelh(';
with the certainty of a great career. Yet, somehow, hc
suffered a piercing uneasiness. But for him her poten-

tial flight would have been impossible and her safety
assured. ’

For a second his im
and he pictured all kind
her on the journey he

agination ran way with him,
s of tragedies that coyid befail
had planned. To launch the
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object of his love into the great unknown would, he
knew, be the most agi

onising task of his whole life.
And there could be no drawing back now.

Alethea, noticing his silence, thought that it was

the after-fatigue of Simons's visit. He had closed his
eyes and was dreaming tragedy in its starkest form,
unhappy and a little fearfyl, As he felt the caress of
Alethea's coul hand on hix brow he came back swifly
to reality and her near presence.
. “Alethea— Alethea darling,” he sighed. He looked
nto her eyes, and there saw the response which gave
new gladness and, at the same time, increased suffer-
Ing to his heart. He was afraid—for her.,

She bent down and Kissed him, and heard him
whisper his love,

Instalment 12.
Methea's Ambitious Plan.

The Press of the country was indulging in a frenzy
of delight at the prospect of Alethea's ambitious ﬂigh'_-
Silver Queen 11 was finished, and Harvey, now practi-
cally recovered, had tested her and found her good.
Montague Simon's craft, built for Constance Carwell
to the order of Hendrich Baker, was nearly rcad)’.- a
magnificent looking twin-engined biplane painted crim-
sont and christened the Red Rose, .

There had been no such episode in the history of avia-
tion as this coming battle between the Silver Queen and
the Red Rose. There were several other craft in the
field for the great Prize, but the story of the twe
machines that were to carry Alethea Manders and
Constance Carwell cither 1o glory o1 disaster had
captured the public's imagination to such an extent
that the smaller fry were almost overlooked.

To Hendrich's disgust the Silver Queen was ready
Lo start on any flight that Harvey mught choose for
her, and when he read in the paper once evening that
:s‘hc Was to attempt the Atlantic from East to West he
immediately decided that Constance Carwell should
undertake the same journey. Alethea, having entered
herself, had 1o)d the N:p()r'lcrp. of her plans to cross
the great Sea—that terrifying stretch of water which
has lured so many ambitious fAvers 1o their doom and

given fame and fortune 10 a few men who had inng
out their challenge.

And the Red Rose w

: as not yet completed.
Constance Carw

she. 1 ell, however, gave out the news 'hm’
o 00, would‘ make a bid for Atlantic honours, an¢
Sh¢ and Hendrich had conspired secretly that if both
planes got across successfully the Red Rose was 0
make a further Stage to New York and California;

Wa? fways 10 g0 on Gl the pilot was sure that her
Periormance cxcelled that of h

calculated the chances
far announceq their
only craft for which she
Silver Qucen.

competing, but the
had any regard a: all was the

She had been astonished at Alethea’s progress in the
air, and ncither she nor Hendrich any long;;:c ;\:::
Harvey's pupil in contempt. Alethea scel:ned to‘ e born
to fight, cxhibiting a mastery that might we ve
been envied by pilots of considerably greater expe
mi:;xrvcv smiled when he heard of Hendrich's ;?lans. ,

l’ublic’fceling was running high, but the betting s;a:
in favour of Constance Carwell, who had thc \uf '.a
experience and had already become somet‘hlf\‘g (()“ 4
public idol. Alethea accepted her su-nnd‘ paL'L %‘ &
humouredly and was undisturbed by it. She \\l:)ut(wm
her best and, so far as she was concerned, tha s

was to say. .
a"l-;::‘;y h;d watched Alethea handling the .nc.i\\' bll'\ er
srfectly satisfied, but he was now i
Queen and was perfectly satisfied, b now in

search of a suitable navigator to guide her during i
s ordeal. ‘ .
"T;:n\:::t to his club in Pall Mall and loupd Lharh‘cr
there, learning from him that thcrc. was still no nc\ﬁ
of Stella Wrenington, who had (l.sachan-d.m_\ lui
cvening of his accident, Charles was obviously agitatec

and in not too pleasant a mood. _ .

“About this flight of Alethea's,” he said over din-
ner, I think s a crime to send hcr”urmss the
Atlantic. You know she may lose her life.

“1 know that,”” Harvey admitted gr'avel_\'. )

“That's why 1 want the best p(.)SSlblc navigator.
Bentley isn't free, or 1'd have hnm." " charie

‘““He's going with Constance Carwell,” Charles
stated to Harvey's consternation.

“‘How do vou know that?"’ . .

“1t’s on the tape outside the smnkmg:mnm. .

Harvey sprang up and went to -:onhrn’\ tl‘clxlu\\’s‘.
When he returned he said: " Bentley x\v\cr.‘}t:)lia‘?e;.
It must be a last-minute offer made by chdfr.llnlmv \n('[
He knows how to get his way, doc,\" Thax Li“d .m. e
he's still playing you against me. l‘\‘c am
him go to the guv'nor if he wants to. o o

*But yvou wouldn’t let me dowr‘x‘ now, \u')u‘ ) .ﬁcr

“No—I don't think 1 would,” Harvey sawd a
hol‘]:'(}?{:c?c;::sn};card anvihing more about the sabotage

ave y A 3

siness ' Charles inquired. ‘ S
bll:lgtos‘sl-'m %\ot bothering much nl_)uu( it m);\',‘ lH(l;o\nul
replied. **The police kecp worrying n?cl.. ):1 oy Jon ¢

hink they'll ever be able 10 prove anyt \mg,“('g nitely
;‘rainst Baker. Besides, 1'd rm}hcr har‘\( ¢ ! K""
l-?end‘rich myself—and I'm cenain the chance wi
2 . . .
“’Tl';ul if Constance Carwell wins tite prze, he'ts lip
o
“‘.U‘l*:;t’;‘;{\“‘w'“:"}:'z; :1':1&! win, ' said Harvey grave-
Iv. *‘But 1 wish to heavens I'd bc‘cn 31:):,,-‘0 manage it
i tting her mixed up 10 the a . .
“l‘l‘hgo(;“d(t:"»]‘_‘l?‘i‘: Charles remarked regretfuliy, “*1'm

il very fond of her.” ‘
surl;rl\'rc)v'i glance sholA directly ln\\‘ar(‘lj 1\1,:":u‘p';
bmthcr,'and a pang of jralousy wrung his heart.

more ways than once Charles was an infernal nuisance,
ht.
he“‘g:)i;f if I can get a good navig.ator she'll be allt
right,”” Harvey remarked, suppressing th? emotions
that were sweeping through him. ‘‘Bentley's the best
1 know—but there are others.”
The Truth about Harvey's Crash.

After their meal was finished they weni on to t!\e
terrace to take coftee and 1.iquors, and it was while
they were chatting rather aimlessly, for Harvcy. was
sorely perturbed, that a page boy was heard piping
the name of Harvey Greaves throughout the ch{b.
Harvey left the terrace and found the boy, who tp!d him
that there was a gentleman called Bridges waiting to
Seill:rr:r‘ey could recall no one of that name known to
him, search his memory as he would. He went down
to the hall, wherc the boy took him to the caller. )

The man had the appearance of a respectable artisan,
and had obviously dressed himself up in his best
do‘t‘l(‘iecfod evening sir,”’ he said rcspectfully when t!xe
page-boy had gone. ‘““May I see you privately, sir,

9"
pl?z‘l::"cll—what is it?'" Harvey asked, a little im-
pd;:indtges looked round furtively, indjcating to Harvey.
that he did not care to speak too freely with other
peg‘g;:li?':t'about your crash. I've got somethin' to
tell you. I'm--I'm frightened, sir!"”’

There was no doubt that the man was very rpuch
disturbed. Harvey signalled him to follow to a private
conference room. As they ascended in the lift the air
pilot made a close study of Bridge's fcatur?s., observ-
ing that there was somcthing vaguely familiar about
tll?5‘\‘2\7110311: have I seen you before?’’ he demanded,
when the door of the conference room closed upon
them.

““On the aerodrome, sir. 1 was one of the watchmen
of the first Silver Queen. You see, sir--the police "ave
called on me—and I'm frightened. So I thought .I'.(I
try to see vou. I didn’t like to write in case-—wtell, it's
d:;ngerous——and I knew you often came to this club,
sir. So 'ere I am-—""' _

He looked round again nervously, as if suspecting
the presence of an eavesdropper. Harvey reassured
him.

“You've ’card these rumours, sir, about your
crash?”’

“I know that my bus was deliberately tampered
with,”” Harvey snapped out, at the same time watching
Bridges’s countenance. The man was visibly startled
and his nervousness grew.

“Well, sir—vou don't think T did it? It isn't that
I've come about. You don’t think 1'd risk a man's life,
do vou, sir?”’

l:larvcy gazed at the man intently.
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How can 1 say?”" he said easily. “All I know is
that the machine was deliberately tampered with. What
have you told the police?’

“Nothing, sir. T just didn't know anything to
them—but I intended to come to you. I've been mortal
worried since the accident and I've got to speak now."'
There was a tremor in his voice, betraying extreme
anxiety. With an uncertain hand he drew from his
pocket a grubby wallet, from which he carefully ex-
tracted ten one-pound notes. Handing them to Harvey,
he added: *‘These are yours, sir, I can't touch them
any more."’

The pilot was mystified.

““Mine? Whatever for?’’ he asked with a smile.

"“They were given to me, sir, by a gentleman. 'E
said 'e was a reporter for a foreign newspaper, and
'ad to get a sight of the bus before ‘e left for Is own
country. So we let him in, and—""

““What were you doing while he was looking at the
machine?'’ Harvey demanded seriously.

“Well, sir, you've got to know the truth. We were
playing dice!”

““A fine way to look after a special ‘plane. So you
didn’t see what this fellow was up to then?"

"“No, sir. As a matter of fact, we weren't playing
dice all the time either. In the middle of a throw—it
was my turn—there was a yell of ‘Fire ! from outside
and we all rushed out to see what was up. There were
some men running and we started to run with them.
The end shed was alight—not much, and we
put it out.”’

“The stranger didn't go with you?™

*No, sir. When we returned ‘e ‘ad gone.”

““How long were you away ?'’

Again Bridges paused uneasily, as if afraid to
answer. After a long silence he said:

““About a couple of hours, sir?”’

“A long time to put out a little fire !""
mented.

"clped to

Harvey com-

“Well sir—you see, we 'ad a drink or two before
we went back, I'd 'ave gone back before, sir, only |
thought someone ’ad remained beh'nd. 1 didn't know
de’d all left the bus unguarded. '

“And what do you want
money ?”’

“Anything, sir. 1 don’t want i, I can sce now what
"appened. The man who said '¢ was a reporter was the
man who did the crime—and this money's tainted.
¥ can’t touch it, sjr.”

A signed confession.
““What about the other watchman?"
his eyes fixed on his visitor.

*We ali ’ad something, sir,

e ta do with this

Harvey asked,

but I couldn’t touch the

money when I knew what 'ad °

appened to yvou. Cons-
cience, if you like, sir,*

was the quict reply,
“1 see,'’ said Harvcy gravely., *Now—would you
recognise this man if you saw him again?"

*Yes, sir.""

*What was he like?"

*‘Short, and with dark ‘air, clean shaven—a fore
er without a doubt.’’

“I see. But wh
before?”

“I was scared, sir, and then it began to worry me
until 1 couldn’t sleep, and so 1 thought I'd “ave to clear
myself of all the trouble by confessing 1o you.*”

“Well. Bridges, this is a very serious matter. 1
doa’t quite know what I ought 1o do.” Harvey paused
thoughtfully. **It ought really o be reported 1o the
police, but—well, 1 don’t want the police too much in
the business just yet. I take it you're prepared o write
all this down and sign i7"’

The man hesitated, unwilling to commit himself.

*“If you are not," Harvey continued, *‘there will be
no alternative but for me 1o report this conversation
immediately to the authorities.”” His threat had the
desired effect, for Bridges lost no time in agreeing to
the suggestion, although at first he felt that he was
being trapped.

“‘Presently,”” Harvey went on, **'1 shall want vou to
identify the man you saw that night. T think 1 know
who he is. You've done a very right and proper thing
in_confessing 1o me, but you must keep yourself in
readiness 1o come to me again when 1 want you. 'l get
A witness up to sign your confession. Meanwhile, l“
keep these notes. 1 may need them a4 evidence.
Motioning the man to a seat at the table, he pushed
paper and pen towards him. Then he rang the bell and
sent for Charles, whom he wanted as a witness to the
confession.

Slowly and laboriously the man wrote down the
substance of what he had already said in conversation,
When the task was completed Harvey read it over and
Charles witnessed it,

“You can rely on me to keep silent about this for
the time being,” Harvey explained to Bridges as he
saw him out of the club, “*but 1 mayv want to use this
confession later on. If I do it will be none the worse for
you. Your dismissal has been sufficient punishmenti—
and later I'll see what I can do for vou.™

He returned to Charles, waving the document with
obvious satisfaction.

*This,** he said, *“‘is likely to be of considerable use
to us, Charlie! Come and have a drink in the bar.
Then we'll push off dowa to Woadcote and see the

old man.” (Copyright Reserved.)

ign-

y didn’t you say anything about this

THE CHARRING CRGSS

BY
J. .S _FLETSCHER

Chapter 9.
The Medicine Bottle.

Hmmmwmx went away from the sordid a(musphcrg
of Fligwood's Rents wondering more than ever a-t llfls
new development ; he continued to wonder and u') '\P'f;;u-
Jate all the rest of that day and most of the nc.\%.f i da\
Granett's sudden death had followed on Hanna o‘:' (;
seemed to him a sure proof that there \\'as>mo‘rc.- 'b:; mf
this mystery than an)'bod_v.had so far ll)lj(l‘l\.;i 0
Personally, he had not the sllgh(f:sl doulft that \\\ocl\;\r.
poisoned Hannaford had also pon.mncd.(n'amtt.f .-‘n( e
was not at all surprised when, late in 'thc z})ur‘?m):]
of the day following upon ‘tha( of the visit to fof,"f"’,]
Matherfield walked into his chambers with a face fu
Of‘?le::ow what you're going to n-ll'n'm, Malh'crﬁcl‘d'v‘t
said Hetherwick, motioning his \'l.\'ll()l'. to ¢:n c.a,.)]
chair. *‘The doctors have held a P?h('r’;?,r em  or
Granett, and they find that he was poisoned .
Matherfield's face fell; he was robbed of his chance
ic announcement. .
Of'?\\(";-:(.n:trll:l alhal‘s just what I was g()lflg' l(:; lcll
vou'', he answered. ““That's what they du};a). .fan:
doctors that performed the autopsy on Hannalord.
sn’t surprise you?"
DOC;‘:): it:n;‘l::c least””, replicd Hetherwick. 1 expected
lll[;‘;:df:i‘(:::; ;)fB:x‘t‘ as in Hannaford's case, they're
not cc;tain of the particular poison used. However—

4

MYSTERY,

also as in his case—they've submitted the whole case
to two big swells in that line, one of ‘em the man
that’s always employed by the Home Office in these
affairs, and the other that famous specialist at Sy,
Martha's Hospital—I forget his name. They'll get to
work; they're at work on the Hannaford case now.
Dithicult job, 1 understand—some very subtle poison,
probably little known. However, 1 believe we've got a
clue about it'’.

A\ clue—about the poison?’’ exclaimed Hether-
wick. “What clue?”’

“Well, this'’, answered Matherfield. “After you'd
gone away from Fligwood's Rents yesterday after-
noon, and while 1 was making arrangements for the
removal of the poor chap’s body, 1 took another careful
look round the room. Now, if you noticed things as
closely as all that, you may have observed that
Granett's bed was partly in a sort of alcove—the head
part. In the other corner of that alcove, or recess, ju?‘t
where he could have set them down by reaching his
arm out of bed, 1 found a bottle and a glass tumbler,
The bottle was an ordinary medicine bottle—not a very
big one. It had the cork in it and about an inch of
fluid, which, on taking out the cork, ! found to be
whisky, and, 1 should say by the smell, whisky of very
good quality. But I noticed that there was the very
shghtest trace of some sort of sediment at the bottom.
There was a trace of similar sediment in the bottom
of the tumbler. Now, of course, T put these things up
most carefully, sealed them, and handed them over to
the doctors. For it was very evident to me—recon-
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gust. ““We’ve done our best and our better than best !
I’ve had special men all round that Victoria district ;
I should think every tall man in that part’s been eyed
over. And I believe that Mr. Ledbitter has so got the
thing on his brain that he’s been spending all his spare
time patrolling the neighbourhood and going in and
out of restaurants and saloons looking for the man he
saw—of course, without result !**

‘Al the same'’, said Hetherwick, ‘“‘that man is—
somewhere 1"’

Matherfield went away, and except at the inquest on
Granétt—whereat nothing transpired which was not
already known—Hetherwick did not see him again for
several days. He himself progresscd no further in his

investigations during that time. Rhona Hannaford be-

took herself to Riversreade Court, as secretary to its
mistress’s Home,

and until the Sunday succeeding his
departure Hetherwick heard nothing of her. Then she
came up to town on the S
accordance with their previo
wick met her at Victoria, a
neighbouring hotel.

“Anything to tell?"" he asked, when they had set-
tled down to their soup. ““Any happenings 2
' “Nothing 1" answered Rhona. " Everything exceed-
ingly proper, business-like, and orderly. And WLady "’
Riversreade appears to me to be a mode! sort of
person—her devotion to that Home and its inmates is
remarkable ! I don't believe anything’s going to hap-
pen, or that I shall ever have anything to report’”,

“Well, that'll have its compensations””, said Hether-
wick. ‘‘Leave us all the more time for our
it?”’

He gave her a look to which Rhona responded,
shyly but unmistakably; she knew, as well as he did,
that they were getting fond of each other's society.
And they continued to meet on Sundays, and three or
four went by, and still she had nothing to tell that
related to the mystery of Hannaford and Granett.

:I‘hree weeks elapsed before Matherfield had any-
thing to tell, either. Then he walked into Hetherwick's
chambers one morning with news in his face.

“Traced it ! he said. “Knew I should! That five-
pound note—brand new. Oaly a question of time to do
that, of course’,

“Well?”” inquired Hetherwick.

“It was one of twenty fivers paid by the cashier of
the London and Country Bank in Piccadilly to the
secretary of Vivian's”, continued Matherfield. ** Date—
day before Hannaford’s death, Vivian’s, let me tell
you, is a swell night club, Now then, how did that note
get into the hands of Granett? That's going to be a
stiff 'un 1"’

““So stiff that I'm afraid you mustn’t ask me to go

in at it"’, agreed Hetherwick good-humourediy. *‘1
must  stick to my own line—when the c(hance
comes’’.

The chance came on the follow
in pursuance of new established cus

unday morning and, in
us arrangement, Hether-
nd took her to lunch at a

ing Sunday, when,
tom, he met Rhona.
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selves, won’y

Q0D MARKS MY BROWS
WITH SEAMS OF AQE

God marks my brows with seams of age,
He gives me free of the woes of the world -
He chooseth those who suffer most,

And gives His Word to the sad of thought.

He taught me all the sweet sorrows,
He rubbed me soft in His touch-stone trye;

And every tear that fell on earth,

He gathered in this heart of ruth.

He harvested the ripening sighs,

And heaped them in my fulfilled heart;
y .
He made me lord of anguishes,

The Prince of the Cross Insufferable.

He gave the draught—humanity,
And left me in the tipsy of pamn;
Ho drained me frony His crimson Heary,

He drew for me from the depth of thought.

He wore my little self thread—bare,
And cast me oul into the dust of earth:
He left me in the midst of the dark,

That | may see His crystal Lighy!

S Umamahaswer M A (Hens )

She gave him a significant look as soon as she got out
of the train.

““News—at last!'' she said, as they turned up the
platform. *‘Something’s happened—but what it means
I don't know™'.

Chapter 10.
The Mysterious Visitor.

The head-waiter in the restaurant to wh_ich Ht?thcr-
wick and Rhona repaired every Sunday immediately
upon her arrival now knew these two well by sight,
and forming his own conclusions about them, always
reserved for them a table in a quiet and seciuded corner.
Hither they now proceeded, and had scarcely taken
their accustomed seats before Rhona plunged into her
ﬂ?‘:i.expect you want to know what i.l's all about, so
I won't keep you waiting'’, she said. “‘lIt was on
Friday—Friday morning—that il.happcncd, :.md l' ‘half
thought of writing to you about it that evening. !hen
1 thought it best to tell you personally 10-day—besides,
I should have had to write an awfully long letter.
There are things to explain; 1'd bettcr explain them
first. Our arrangements down there at Riversreade, for
instance. They're like this: Lady Riversreade and i
always breakfast together at the Court, about nine
o'clock. At ten we go across the grounds to the Home,
There we have a sort of formal office—two rooms, onc
of which, the first opening from tl?e hall, 1 have: the
other, opening out of it, is Lady Riversreade's privite
sanctum. In the hall itself we have an ex-army man,
Mitchell, as hall porter, to anend.lo the door and so
on. All the morning we are busy with lcllgrs, ac.counts,
reports of the stafl, and that rort of thing. We have
lunch at the Home, and we're generally bnsy untd
four or five o'clock. Gat all that:™” _ -

“Every scrap!’ replied Hetherwick. *Perfectly
plain’’. ' B - detai

“Very well'’, continued Rhunal. One more detaii,
however. A good many people, ch!eﬂ_\' medical men and
folk interested in homes and hospitals, call, fvantmg to
look over and to know about the pla‘lce——\vh\ch, I may
tell you in parenthesis, costs L'ad_v Riversreade a prett.\t
tidy penny ! Mitchell's ins!ructmns.as rvgards all o a‘ll»{r.?
are to bring their cards to mc.—-l interview them first;
if 1 can deal with them [ do; if [ thmk. it necessary or
desirable, 1 take them in to lLady Riversreade. We
have to sort them out—some, I am sure, come out of
mere idle curiosity; in fact, the only visitors we \\':}l\l
to see there are cither medical men who hfi\'c a genuine
interest in the place and can do something {(_)r it, or
people who are connected with its particular \'nm.au-.\.
Well, on Friday morning last, about a (|ua;ur ‘m
twelve, as I was busy with my letters, | hearc .a.Lar
come up the drive, and presently Mitchell Ca"?'f into
my room with a card bearing the name I?r. l( '\?m‘nf
Baseverie. lnstead of being an engraved (.jn‘r(’ a;\, ):\t
all the recognised standards, it Thould' have )C;t‘n.‘yt
was a printed card—that was the first thing | noticed™,

“Your powers of observation'’, remarked Hether-
wick admiringly, ‘‘are excellent, and thould prove most
useful’’.

‘““Thank you for the compliment !—but that didn't
need much observation’’, retorted Rhona with a laugh.
‘It was obvious. However, I asked Mitchell what Dr.
Baseverie waated; Mitchell replied that the gentleman
desired an interview with Lady Riversreade. Now, as
I said before, we never refuse doctors, so | told Mit-
chell to bring Dr. Baseverie 10 me. A nmioment later
Dr. Baseverie entered. 1 want to describe him parti-
cularly, and you must listen most attentively. Figure,
then, to yourself a man of medium height, neither stout
nor slender, but comfortably plump, and apparently
about forty-five years of age, dressed very correctly and
fashionably in a black morning coat and vest, dark
striped trousers, immaculate as to linen and neckwear,
and furnished with a new silk hat, pearlgrey gloves
and a tightly rolled goid-mounted umbrella. Incident-
ally, he wore a thin gold watch-chain, white spats and
highly polished shoes. Got that?"

“l see him—his clothes and things, | mean'’,
assented Hetherwick. ‘*Fashionable medico sort, evi-
dently ! But—himself 2"

“Now his face'’, continued Rhona. *‘Imagine a man
with an almost absolutely bloodless countenance—a
face the colour of old ivory—lighted by a pair of
peculiarly piercing eyes, black as sloes, and the pallor
of the face heightened by a rather heavy black mous-
tache and equally black, slightly crinkled hair, thick
enough above the ears but becoming sparse and thin
on the crown. Imagine, too, a pair of full, red lips
above a round but determined chin and a decidedly
hooked nose, and you have—the man I'm describing !

“Um ! said Hetherwick reflectingly. ‘‘Hebraic, 1
think, from your description'’.

““That’s just what 1 thought myself’", agreed Rhona.
‘1 said 1o myself at once, ‘Whatever and whoever else
vou are, my friend, you're a Jew !” But the creature's
manner and speech were English enough—very Eng-
lish. He had all the well-accustomed air of the medical
practitioner who is also a bit of a man of the world,
and 1 saw at once that anybody who tried to fence with
him would usually come off second-best. His explana-
tion of his presence was reasonable and commonplace
enough: he was deeply interested in the sort of cases
we had in the Home, and desired to acquaint himsclf
with our methods and arrangements and so on. He
made use of a few technical terms and phrases which
were quite bevond my humble powers, and I carried in
his card to Lady Riversreade. Lady Riversreade is
always accessible when there's a doctor in the case,
and in two minutes Dr. Baseverie was closeted with
her™.

“That ends the first chapter, 1 suppose?’’ said
Hetherwick.,  ““Interesting—very! A good curtain !
And the next?"

“The events of the second chapter'’, replied Rhona,
“took place in Lady Riversreade’s room, and 1 cannot
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structing things, you know—that Granett had mixed
himself a drink, a nightcap, if you like to call it so,
from that bottle on getting into bed, and then had put
bottle and glass down by his bed-head, in the corner.
And just as 1 mean to trace that five-pound note, Mr.
Hetherwick, so I mean to trace that bottle I''

“How?"” asked Hetherwick, closely interested.
**And to what, or whom?"’

**To the chemists where it came from'', answered
Matherfield. ‘It came from some chemist’s, and I'll
find which !”’

*“There are hundreds of chemists in London™, said
Hetherwick. “‘It’s a stifl proposition®”,

*It’s going to be done, anyway'’, asserted Mather-
field. **And it mayn’t be such a stitff job as it at first
looks to be. Sce here ! There were labels on that bottle,
both of ‘em torn and defaced, it’s true, but still with
enough on them to narrow down the field of inquiry.
I've had the face of the bottle photographed—here’s
a print of the result’’.

He brought out a photographic print, roughly Rnish-
ed and mounted on a card, and handed it over to
Hetherwick, who took it to the light and examined 1
carefully. It showed the front of the medicine bottle,
with a label at the top and another at the botton. Each
had been torn, as if to obliterate names and addresses,
but a good deal of the lettering was left.

C. A , Esq.,
The mix re as before
No. A. 1132
Note.—This medicine has
been dispensed by a fully
qualified Chemist with the
to possible drugs
and is guaranteed
the wishes of
the Pres—
M. PoS.
T S A AR O

“That bottom label’s the thing, Mr. Hetherwick'',
remarked Matherfield. ‘‘Let me get that hiatus filled
up with the name and address of the chemist, and
I'll soon find out who C. A. Blank, Esquire, ist The
chemist is one in the West Central district; he's a
member of the Pharmaceutical Society; he'll have
somequy whose initials are C. A. on his books; he'll
recognise the number A1152 of the prescription. It's
a decided clue; and even if there are, as there un-
doubtedly are, scores of chemists in the West Central
district, I'll run this one down !

Hetherwick handed back the photograph and began
to pace up and down the room. Suddenly he turned on
his visitor, his mind made up to tell him what he him-
self had been doing.

**Matherfield"’, he said, dropping into his chair
again and adopting a tone of confidence, ‘‘what do vou
make of this? § mean—what's your theory ? Is it your
opinion that the deaths of these two men are—so o
speak—all of a picee?”
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“That is my opinion!"' answered Matherfield with
an cmphatic nod. **I've no more doubt about 1t than
I have that 1 see you, Mr. Hetherwick. All of a piece,
to be sure! Whoever poisoned Hannaford poisoned
Granett ! I'li tell you how I've figured it out since the
doctors told me, only a couple of hours since, what
their opinion is about Granett. This way: Haonnaford
and Granett knew each other at Sellithwaite ten vears
ago. That night when Granett left Appleyard in Horse-
ferry Road and turned into Victoria Stredt, he met
Hannaford—accidentally .

“Why accidentally 2 asked Hetherwick.

“Well, that's what I think'’, said Matherficld. ©1've
figured in that way. Of course, it may have been by
appointment. But anvway, they met—we know that.
Now then, where did they spend their time between
then and the time they got into your ca riage at St
James’s Park? We don't know. But here comes in an
unknown factor—what about the strange man at
Victoria, the man muflled to his eyes? Two things
suggest themselves to me, Mr. Hetherwick. Did Han-
naford take Granctt to see that man, or did Hanna-
ford and Grarett meet at that man's? for I think that
man, whoever he is, is at the bottom of everything™'.

*Why should they meet at that man's?'’ asked
Hetherwick.

“Well"", answerced Matherfield, **1 think that secret
of Hannaford's has something to do with it. He had
the sealed packed on him when e lef Malter’s Hotel;
it had disappeared when we scarched his clothing after
his death. Now, the grand-daughter savs 1t had to do
with chemicals. Suppose the tall, mutlled man was
a chap whose business opinion on this secret Hanna
ford wanted, and that they met at Victoria and went o
the man's rooms somewhere in that district? Suppose
Granett—another man in the chemstry  hine—came
there, knowing both? Supposing  the mufiled man
poisoned both of ‘em, to keep the sceeret to himself?
Do you see what I'm after? Very well! There you are.
The thing is to hunt out that man, whoever he s 1
wish I know what Hannaford’s seeret was, though—-
it's precise nature'.

“Matherfield”’, said Hetherwick, “'H tell you'!
You've been very confidential with me; I'lV be equally
so with you, on condition that we work together from
this. The fact is, I've been at work. I'm immensely
interested in this case. Ever since 1 saw Hannaford die
in that train and in that awfully mysterious fashion
it's fascinated me, and I'm going to the very end ol
it. Now I'll teld vou all I've been doing, and what {'ve
discovered. Listen carefully™.

He went on to tell his visitor the whole details of his
visit to Sellithwaite, of the results of his investigations
there, and of Rhona’s doings and obscrvations at
Riversreade Court. Matherfield listened in absorbed
silence.

“Is Miss Hannaford going to this seeretrvship
then?" he demanded abruptly, at the end of Hether-
wick's story. 'Is it settled ¥

“Practically, yes'', replied Hetherwich. “‘I heard
from Lady Riversreade this morning; <o did Mr.
Kenthwaite. We gave Miss Hannaford—to be known
to Lady Riversreade as Miss Featherstone—very good
recommendations for the post, and [ expect that as
soon as she's had our letters, Lady Riversreade will
telephone to Miss Hannaford that she’s to go at once.
Then—she'll go'.

“To act as—spy?"" suggested Matherfield.

*If you put it that way, ves’’, assented Hetherwick.
“Though, from what she saw of her vesterday, Miss
Hannaford formed a very favourablce opinion of Lady
Riversreade. However, I'm so certain that somchow
or other, perhaps innocently, she's connccted with
affair, that she mustn’t lose any chance™'.

**And Miss Hannaford will report any hing likely to

vou?'" asked Matherfield.
" “Just so! Miss Hannaford's duties don’t include any
Sunday work; on Sunday she’li come to town, and if
there's anything to tell, she’ll tell it—to me. She’s a
smart, clever girl, Matherficld, and she'll keep her eves
open''.

Matherfield nodded, and for a while sat silent, cvi-
dently lost in his own thoughts.

““Oh, she's a clever girl, right enough U he said
suddenly. **Um ! I wonder who this Lady Riversreade
really is, now?”’

“This Lady Riversreade !’ laughed Hcthvr\\'ick._
+ A\ multi-millionairess !"' :

e
*Ave, just so; but who was she before her marriager |

If she is the woman who was knobn as Mr.. WhHit-

L]
tingham—""' .
“‘Can there be any doubt about it after what 1 found
out?"’

“You never know, Mr. Hetherwick ! Lord bless vou'!
They talk about the long arm of coincidence. Why, in
mv time 1've known of things that make me feel there's
nothing wonderful about the most amazing coinci-
dence! But—if lLadv Riversreade used 10 be Mrs,
Whittingham, then I'd like to know all about Mrs.
Whittingham until she became Lady Riversreade, and
who she was before she was Mes. Whittingham, if she
ever was Mrs. Whittingham !

“Stff job, VMatherfield™’, said Hetherwick. ‘T think
we shall have enough to do to keep an eve on Lady
Riversreade’’.

“You anticipate something  there? 7 suggested
Matherfield. o ‘
““I think something may transpire’’, replied Hetber-

wick.

Matherfield got to his feet.

«\Well,”” he said, ‘keep me informed, and I'll keep
vou informed. We've something to go on—Lord knows
what we shall make out of !

“You're doing vour best to trace the tall man?"
asked Hetherwick.

“Best "' exclaimed Matherfield with an air of dis-

THE ROMANCE OF ‘ONCE
UPON A TIME’

Ah 'Once upon a time'; what sweetness wells

Up from thy lips, what charm and freshness quiver
Upon thy breath like mist on Summer bower,
Enriched by the hum of bees on Champak bells.
O soft enchantments mid romantic dells!

O 'nfathomed sea of melodies for ever

In ravishment, edge-siivered clouds that shiver
With Phocbe in their fold of magic speils.

O golden threshold of our sorrows deep

And pleasures past, O breezy avenue

Rustling through reaims of flowery felicity, —
Fairy flowcred isles that by moonlight keep
Revels and feasts ambrasial! .. .. nymph, renew
Thy lead to the elf lands of Eternity!

R. Balakriahnan, B. A, L. T,
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LIFE

A gasp for Liberty!

A struggle for eternity!

And a groan, so deep and loud

Like the roar from o mountain’s cloud!
Of joy—a short delay!

And thus is life fashioned for toil, hardship—

The gloss of its garb glitters but a while—
A awhile—a short, short while—

O, like the glare of the thunder’s whip

O’er a dark, lone sky, on an Autumn’s day!

A continual tear of dismay

A—flowing down the wan cheek of Man—
Yea, so the ceaseless Jounts of Yemen ran—
0, God! 4 vale of disdain

Nurtured by sorrow and pain.—

‘But oh~—and too

A garden of bliss—

4 woman’s kiss—

4 sky of blue,

Dark, wide and rich—

Like eye of playful awitch-—

But oh~—and too

A dale with jounts

And maids athrough

Ascend the mounts

Of greenest hue——
kere cataracts chant

To fays, in haunts,

To hearts that pant,

And all is glop—

A Heaven below?

And Life—a great mutation of bad and good—
Is thus a sigh—a beat of rapturous blopd)

Dr. Louis 3, Eilshemius, M. 4., M. M. M.

twenty, and even fifty-pound notes for their custo-

mers—it’s a swell lot who forgather there—and of
course they've no recollection whatever about that
particular note or night. Still, the fact remajns—that
note came through Vivian's, and through one of its
frequenters, to Granett, and I'm in hopes'".

*“And the medicine bottle?" suggested Hetherwick.

*‘Ah, there is more chance 1’ responded Matherfield,
with a lightening eye. “That's only a question of time !
I've got & man going round all the chemists in the
West Central district—stiff job, for there are more
of ’em than I believed. But he's bound to hit on the
right one eventually, And then—well, we shall have
a pretty good idea, if not positive proof, as to how
Granett got hold of the stuff -that poisoned
him’’, ‘

“I suppose there's no doubt that there was poison

in that bottle?"* inquired Hetkerwick.
**According to the specialists, none’’, replied Mather
field. **And in the glass too. What sort of poison, |
don’t know—you know what these experts are—so
mysterious about things ! But they have told me this—
the stuff that settled Granett was identical with that
which finished off Hannaford. That's certain'". )

Then it probably came from the same source’’, said
Hetherwick. .

**Oh, my notion is that the man or men who poisoned
one man poisoned the other', exclaimed Matherfield.
“And at the same time. At least, | think Granett got
his dose at the same time-—probably carried it off in hl?
pocket and drank it wher. he got home. But—we shal
trace that bottle ! Let me know what vou find out about
this man Baseverie, Mr. Hetherwick—every little
helps'’,

Hetherwick duly coached Mapperiey in the part he
wanted him to play, and Mapperley, with money in ,'}‘5
pockets and a pipe in his mouth, lounged off to Vie-
toria on the following Friday morning. His principal

saw nothing and heard nothing of him all that
day.

Chapter 11,
Lady Riversreade.

As Hetherwick was breakfasting next morning,
Mappcr]ey. outwardly commonplace and phlegmatic as
ever, walked into his room.

““Brief outline first, Mapperley'”, commanded Hether-
wick, instinctively scenting news. ‘‘Details later.
Welt?*
'Spotted him at once at Victoria", said Mapperley.
Followed him down there. He was at Riversreade an
hour. Then went back to Dorking—had Junch at ‘Red
Lion’. He stopped there till four o’clock, !unch.ing and
idling. Went back to town by the 4.29, arriving 6.5
I followed him then to the Café de Paris. He dined
there and hung about till past ten. And then he went

to Vivian's Night Club”, { Copyright Ressrved)
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even guess at their nature. 1 can only tell of things
that I know. But there’s a good deal in that. To begin
with, although Dr. Baseverie had said to me that he
desired to see the Home—which of course, in the ord;-
nary way meant his being either taken round by Lady
Riversreade or by our resident house physician—he was
not taken round. He never left that room from the
moment he entered it untif the moment in which he
left it. And he remained in it an envire hour !

“With Lady Riversreade?"’

“With Lady Riversreade ! She never left it
Nor did [ g0 into it; she hates me to g0 in if she has
anybody with her at any time. No !—there those two
were together, from ten minutes to twelve uniil five
minutes to one. Yet the man had said that he wanted
to look round !’

“Is there any other way by which they could have
left that room?"’ suggested Hetherwick,
door—or a French window 2"’

“There is nothing of the sort. The
room is the only means of entrance or o
Lady Riversreade's. No—they were

“Did you hear anything »**

“Nothing ! The house in which Lady Riversreade
set up this Home is an old, solid, weil-built on

; | C-—NOM
Ol your modern grim-crack work in it !

y 4 '—it's a far better
ouse than the Court. All the doors and windows fit—

I never heard a sound from the room’’.
“Well”', asked Hetherwick, afrer due
“and at the end of the hour»"
“At the end of the h
and Dr. Baseverie appe

, either,

“Another

door into my
X1t 1o or from
there ali the tig ',

meditation,

our the door suddenly opened
? ared, hat, gloves and umbrell;
in hand. He half turned as h'e cax‘nf out and sal:in a ;:l\:
‘wo,rds to Lady Riversreade. I heard them. He said,
Well, then, next Friday morning at the same time?'
Then he'nodded, stepped into my room, closed the
door behind him, made me a very polite, smiling bow
as he passed my desk, and went out. .\ moment later
he drove off in the car—it had been waiting at the
entrance all that time’’,

“l suppose that’s the end of chapter two', sug-
geited H:stherwick. “Is there more?"

Some”’, responded Rhona, ""During the hour which
Dr. Baseverie had spent with Lady Riversreade I had
been very .bus_v typing letters. \When he had grone |
tlook them mto'her room, so that she could sign them.
N suppose 1 was 3 bijt tunous about what had just
S:f;:,pemil_ and may have beef} more than usually ob-

ant—anyway, 1 felt certain that the visit of this
man, whoever he is, had considerably upset Lady
Riversreade. She looked it ’ -

::Precisely how?"* inquired Hetherwick.

Well, 1 couldn’t exactly tell vou. Perhaps a man
wouldn’t have noticed it. By being a woman, 1 did
She was perturbed—she’d been annoyed ‘ ‘
or surprised, or—something, |
woman, were unmistakable——
visit had been distastefyl—;
of that as 1 am that thig is r

v or distressed,
I saw sigus which, as a
to a woman. The man's
roubling. I'm . cevtain
oast mutton'’
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“Did she say anything ¢’
~ "'Not one word. She was unusually 1aciturn—silent,
in fact. She took the letters in silence, signed them in
sﬂcncc.. No, on reflection, she never spoke a word while
I was in the room. I 100k the letters away and began

‘putting them in their envelopes. Soon afterwards Lady

Riversreade came through my roam and went out, and

l»saw her go across the grounds to the Court, She
(hdp'l turn up at the usual luncheon at the Home, and
I didn’t see her again that afiernoon, In fact, I didn't
see her again that day, for when I went home to the
Court at five o'clock, Lady Riversreade's maid told
me that her mistress had gone up to town and wouldn't
be home until late that night. 1 went to bed before she
returned,

" Next morning 2 suggested Hetherwick.

U Newt marning she was just as usual, and things
wont onin the usual way ™,

"Did she ever mention this man and his visit 1o
you?'" asked Hetherwick.

" No—not a4 word of him. But [ found out something
about myself ¢n Friday afternoon’”,

“What? Somecthing relevant »*

“"May be relevant to—something. | was wondcring
about him —and his printed card. 1 thought i1 odd that
a medical man, so smartly dressed and all that, should
present a card like that—not one well grinted, a cheap
thing ! Besides, it had no address. I wondered—mere
inquisitiveness, perhaps—where  the creature  came
from. Now, we've a jolly good ot of the usual refer-
tnce-books there at the Home—and there’s a firstclass
right up-to-date medical directory amongst them. So
I looked up the name of Dr. Cyprian Baseverie. 1 say,
looked it up—but I didn't da that~—for it wasn't there !
He's neither an English, nor a Scottish, nor an Irish
medical man®'

“Foreigner, then””, said  Hetherwick, *“French,
prrhaps, or—\merican’'.

“May be Egyptian, or a Persian, or a Eurasian, for
anything I know’’, remarked Rhona. “*What | know
is that he's not on the list in that directory, though
from his speech and manner vou'd think he'd been
practising in the West End all his life ! Anyway, that's
the story. Is there anything in jt?*

Hetherwick picked up his gtass of claret and looked
thoughtfully through the contents of the bowl.

"The particular thing is—the extent and quality of
Lady Riversreade's annovanee, or dismay, or perturba-
ton, oceasioned by the man’s visit™', he said at last,
"1 she was really very much upset—'

I you want my honest opinion as eyve-witness and
as woman'', remarked Rhona, “'Lady Riversreade was
very much upset. She gave me the impression  that
she'd just received very bad, disconcerting, unpleasant
news. After seeing and watching her as she signed
the letters 1 had no doubt whatever that the man had
deliberately lied 0 me when he said he wanted 1o see
the Home and its working-—-what he really wanted was
aceess to Lady Riversreade™, ’

“Look here!"’ exclaimed Hetherwick suddenly.
“Were you present when this man went into lLady
Riversreade’s room?’’ o |

“*Present? Of course I was! 1 took him in—myself”".

*You saw them meet?"’

*To be sure!" .

“Well, then, you know ! Were they strangers? ani
she recognise him? Did she show any sign of recogni-
tion whatever when
she set eyes on him?™’

*“No, none! I'm
perfectly certain she'd
never seen the man
before in ker life! 1
could see quite well
that he was an abso-
lute stranger to her™'.

“And she to him?"”

**Oh, that I don't
know ! He may have
seen her a thousand
times. But I'm sure
she'd never scen
him"’.

Hetherwick tai d
down his knife and
fork with a gesture of
finality.

“I'm going to find
out who that chap is'",
he answered. “Got
to 1"

“You think his
visit mav have some-
thing to do with
this?'* asked Rhona.

“May, ves. Any-
way, I'm not going to
let any chance go.
There's enough mys-
tery in what you teil
me about the man to
make it worth winle

followiﬂg him up. It DRAWING

must be done’’.

“How will you do 1t?"

““You say he said that he was going there again next
Friday at the same time? Well, the thing to do, then,
is to watch and follow him when he goes away. ™

“I'm afraid I'm no use for that ! He'd know me'",

*‘Nor am 1 '—I'm too conspicuous’’, laughcd Hether-
wick. ““If I were a head and shoulders shorter, T might
be some use. But I've got the very man—my clerk,
one Mapperley. He's just the sort 1o follow and doy
anybody and yet never be scen himself. A< vou'll say,
wl;en you've the pleasure of secing him, Mapperley's
the most ordinary, commonplace chap vou ever «et
eves on—pass absolutely unnoticed in any Cockney
crowd. But he’s as sharp as thev make ‘em, veiling

a peculiar astuteness under his eminently undistin-
guished features. And what I shall do is that—I'll give
Mapperfey a full and detailed description of Dr.
Cyprian Baseverie: I've memorised yours already;
Mapperley will memorise mine. Now Baseverie, who-
ever he may he, will probably go down to Dorking by
the 10,10 from here; so will Mapperiey. And after
Mapperley has once spotted his man, he'll not lose
sight of him"’,

“And  he'll do—
what?"' asked Rhona,

“Follow him to
Dorking — watch
him—follow him back
to London--find out
where he goes when
he returns—run him
to carth, in fact. Then
he'tl report to me—
and we shall know
more than we do now,
and also what to do
next’’,

“I  wonder what
it's all going to lead
to?'’ said Rhona.
“Pretty much of a
maze, isn't it?"’

“It s, agreed
Hetherwick. ‘‘But if
we can only get a firm
hold on a thread—""

“And that might
break ' she laughed.

“Well, then, one
that won't break’’, he
said, “‘There ar ¢
several loose ends
lying about already.
Matherfield's got  a
hold on one or two™’.

He went to see
Matherfied next morn-
WATER ing and told him the

story that he had
heard from Rhona. Matherfield grew thoughtful.

“\Well, Mr. Hetherwick™, he said, after a pausc,
“iUs as P've said before—if this Lady Riversreade is
mixed up in it, the thing to do is 10 go back and get
as full a history as can possibly be got of her ante-
cedents. We'll have to get on to that-—but we'll wait
to see what that clerk of vours discovers about this
man. There may be something in it—in the meantime
I'm hard at work on my own clues’".

“Any luck?’" asked Hetherwick.

“Scarcely that. But, as 1 say, we're at work. The
five-pound note is a difficult matter. Given in change,
of course, at Vivian's Night Club—but they tell me
there that it's no uncommon thing to change ten,
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Miss LIMPETT'S LODQERS.

I thank you that the heart I cast away
Upon a worthier altar I can lay!
I thank you for a terrible awaking !

Know that my blessing lay in your forsaking.
—A. A. Proctor.

CHAPTER I—Miss Limpett at Home.

Yss. Miss Limpett was an ald maid. She was one,
and did not pretend to be anything else. One of the
good things done in the present day is the removal of
opprobrium from that name. Or rather, perhaps, the
single women of the present day have shown them-
selves to be something better th~n the single women
of the past generation. They no longer sing.

“Dressed in yellow, pink, and blue,
Nursing cats is all we do;"’

but they go forth
bravely among the poor
and sick, into hospitals
and upon battle-fields,
doing as true and good
a work as their sister
matrons. They no long-
er sit spending days of
idleness over useless
cross-stitch, or in gos-
siping from house to
house. They no longer
paint their skin, or put
plumpers into their
cheeks to revive a
ghastly suggestion of
youth, but they accept
their condition and age
more gracefully and
with more dignity than
of yore, and are res-
pected in consequence.
Some of the sweetest
and best and bravest,
nay, the most beautiful .
women I have known,
have been single
women; and one of
these was Miss Lim-
pett. When 1 first knew
her she must have been
past fifty, and yet 1
think many would have
agreed with me that
she might have been
called beautiful. There

NOON SILENCE

- " - . N
is, 1 maintain, a certain beauty in every ‘stage of life
when God’s purpose has not ‘been marred by sin, de-
formity, or untruth, of which all artificialness is-a form®
True, there were streaks of gréy in her hair, and lines
in her face, and marks of suffering about thé kindly
sensitive mouth; but still 1 maintain that, as I first
remember dear good Miss Limpett,’ she was beautiful.
God bless her ! v é

She lived alone in a cottage just odutside the little
town of Millbrook. It was a queer little cottage, stand-
ing cornerways to the road in 3 twisted, awkward way,
and do all she would she could not mak$ #t"prétty. In
vain she covered the walls with ‘¢reepers, and planted
her little garden with gay flowers; still Crab Cottage
had a screwed-in, pinched-up, ‘angular appearance, as
if it never ought to have been there. -

“It had been built,”” Miss Limpett ‘used to say,
laughing, ‘““by a very shy man, who had wedged in
his little property be-
“tween two neighbours’
- plots, as if he thought
his- right to live like
other people was doubt-
ful, and might be dis-
puted.” '

It was a trial to her
to live in th4t house,
for she had a wonderfuil -
love of order and sym-
metry and beauty. - All
the rooms inside were’
‘queer ‘in shape, the
chimneys came in the
wrong places, and there
were more corners in
each than you would
have thought-it possible
to make. .

The little dining-
room was a triangle,
the drawing-room had
‘seven corners, a n d
Miss Limpet’s bedroom
was of a strange shape
that the window wink-
ed in one corner, and
the arrangement of the
bed and of other furni-
ture in it was a problem
hard to solve.

Nevertheless it was
a pleasant little place,
for it had a presence in
it of a sympathising,
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; and a hopfe is made up of its inmates, for
rroundings, they what they may, take their
ing from 4#hem. When we go into a house, the

g#Bhabitants Ql/which are strangers to us, do we not see

much in peény little indescribable details which indicate
to us gHe character of the occupants? The spirit of the
hoynémaker hovers about a home strangely, and gives
% peculiar character to each. Some are cold, stiff, and

// rigid; others warm, tomforting, and open-doored;

others are refined with a subtle delicacy, which is told
in touches legible only to a kindred spirit; others are
pretentious, untrue, full of shams; others are real,
brave in their truthfulgess, and natural; and so forth.
Indeed, each heme varies as much as the occupants
vary.

And so it was with dear Miss Limpett's home.
There was a pervading presence of loving comfortable-
ness and a sense of welcome in the very atmosphere.

The little wicket-gate at the bottom of the garden
opened gladly with no creak or jerk; no little snarling
dog barked at you as you knocked with the particularly
manageable knocker (there is a great difference in
knackers) at the little painted door. Lvdia, the maid,
who opened it, met vou with a smile and a courtesy
learnt from her mistress, and you were shown into the
little seven-cornered room with a cheerful gladness as
if you were a pleasant sight to see.

Then down came dear Miss Limpett, with a gentle,
soothing greeting; and when she had put vou in the
most comfortable chair in the room vou felt perfectly
happy. As for herself, she always sat in a straight-
backed one; she said she preferred it, just as she al-
ways seemed to prefer the joints of chickens other
people did not, or the top pieces of tea-cakes at her
little tea-parties, which were dry and hard.

I believe she did, dear lady !'—that is, she deceived
herself into thinking she did, because unselfishness
had become in her a habit so ingrained that to act
otherwise than unselfishiv was unnatural to her. 1 have
known a few other such saintly-minded people, and
they have realised to me the ideal of Clirictian life—
souls who had borne the daily cross with no fret or
murmur, and so had learnt the lesson it is given to
teach, of sweet contentedness.

But I must not go on talking longer about my dear
old friend, save just to speak of her dress, without
which my picture of her would be incomplete. It was
part of herself, like her home, and, as dress generally
does, told tales of character of the wearer little guessed
It was always made of some soft flowing texture, and
never rustled or stuck out inconveniently. It was fine
in material, and of soft and sober tints, harmonising
with the greyer vears of advancing life, and its deli-
cacy and neatness were always extreme. No matter
though in wet and wintry seasons she sat alone all the
day through, she was as carefully and perfectly dressed
as though she expected honoured guests. The good
Miss Limpett was ready for anv summons, else we
had not seen that serene calm upon her gentle face.
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CHAPTER II—Miss Limpett’s Story,

I suppose most people have ‘*a story.'* The **stocies”’
of real life, to my mind, arc far more imtense! ly and
thrillingly interesting than any devised by a cunning
and imaginative novelist. Still some people seem to hive
in the thick of the storm, while others lie sheltered in
some quiet haven.

But Miss Limpett had had her one little bit of
romance, and it was this.

Her father had been a prosperous solicitor in Mill-
brook, and had lived in a large square brick house a
little out of the town, called **The Hall.'* Miss Limpett
could just see the chimneys of it out of one window in
Crab Cottage by craning her neck dangerously, and
when she felt a little lonely and dull she would mount
to this room and stand on a stool and look if any smoke
was coming out of them.

Her mother died when she was fifteen, and she was
taken hastily away from school, where she was very
happy and a great favourite, to come and take charge
of her father’'s house, and of him and her three
brothers. She at once took up her duties in an earnest
and unselfish way, as she had always done everything
all through her life, and after a manner, perhaps, was
happy. Her father petted her and made much of her,
and yet also expected much of her, forgetting her
extreme youth, and that there is a time for play. Her
brothers were proud of her, for she was very pretty;
vet they made her a slave to their many wants and
fancies, and altogether the poor girl lived no casy life.
She did not think so—nay, she looked back to those
years as we many of us do look back to our youth—
as an oasis in a dreary wilderness.

She had few friends, for it so happened—as is the
case curiously enough sometimes in the history of
neighbourhoods—there were no young people who were
companionable about her. There was actually nobody
she could have married if such a prospect had passed
through her mind. The doctor of the town had only
daughters, all of a different tonc of mind to Bessic
Limpett. They took in ‘‘fashion books,”” and spent
their whole time in devising fashionable attire out of
a small allowance, and in angling for invitations for
cvery possible small gaiety within twenty miles round.
They thought Bessie Limpett dull and old-fashioned,
and she truly was not of their mind. The clergyman
was an old man and a bachelor, and kept every one at
a sublime and dignified distance. His guests, when he
had them, were only seen in his church pew, or driv-
ing out with him in an impervious close carriage. To
the country families the Limpett had no access, and
they were on a little higher platform than the farmers.
So it happened that pretty Bessie Limpett was left
alone, by an accident of a *‘social eddy," unwooed and
unwon.

I am inclined to think myself that there are many
girls in the same position, who really have na chance of
marrying—who never see any one they cculd marry;
and then in these cases it must surely be helpful to

remember that it is a calling to a single bife, and to the
duties which are so manifold and useful, and only stand
second to the duties of mother and matron. .

Bessie's brothers used 1o say, as they watched their
pretty sister going about the house intent upon her
housekeeping duties. ,

o.\fl S:;?:i a pity Bess shot:ildx}‘t"marry. She’d make
a wife a man ought to be proud ol. o

. “Ye:; and ‘:vg;xo‘s she to marry? unlesE it dz= .oflc(i
Pulliver, the miser, and he isn’t her sort; an ;!‘:;e
Miller, whom she would not l(;okta.t'; o1 Spence, ©

i isn't fit to wipe her feet. )
m“l‘lb:l;osfr:e enchanu::le prince will come some day,'
said another; ‘‘people never marry the people youBﬂft
pect. But it would be a sin and a shame for our Bess
© \l:/eel?n :ﬁet‘l‘:::dile was an enchanted prince or not,
some o;Ie, did at last turn up, in the_shap_e of a scshool
friend of her youngest and favourite brother, am
Anthony Meade was the son of an olﬁc_er who was in
India. He was a good deal older than Sam, but some-
how Vthey were friends, and for several summers hc;
spent his holidays at the Hall. There was p_lent‘)f o
el{jbyment for young foll.c there, what‘ with haymaking,
and picknicking, and riding, and boating va the merci)—
as a big black pond in the g_roupds was called; am‘i‘ y
degrees Bessie and Anthony drifted nto & very nh‘os'ri
friendship. Nothing more—at first. She would hd\(.
told you only that Anthony was like a brother to el:,
that’s all! Then he went to Addlscombe——z\ddnicom.re
existed in those days. Then to Chat'ham; and the hmn i-
tary atmosphere in which Anthony lived gdded ac arr?:
to him in poor Bessie's eyes, as 1 fancy it does .t(; mo:s‘
young girls. Bessie even went down at his wish to a
ball there with her eldest brother; but she was not ;‘1[
home somehow, and it was her first gnd only l.)all. lf
last he came to spend his last vacation at Mlllll;ro?‘}
before he went to India. It was spring time, 'md (‘?ML)
lbhg remembered how beautiful that spuing time .)m(
peen. It came that May with un'wontcd lovellll(;:qs.
Never had the meadows been so richly jewelled w‘n‘h‘
cowslips, buttercups, and .dalsnes; never had the wb(;u s
been carpeted with hyaciaths of so intense a b ue. ;
o had the birds sung among the budding w: o?lv:
with so sweet a chorus; or the cuckoo and _lht 5t‘o,c' -
dove sung their sweet, rponotonous son'g S0 hu)[')(,edl,s;
ingly. Anthony and Bessie fell at once into thurfo‘;.
intimacy. It is impossible to say how deﬁpneﬁt 'eJ uj
ings of these two were. It 1s the swect 1f1d? nite nelsf
that makes much of the charm of such :"550Cla“0~[}1:.~1 |
Bessie had asked herself questions abour how mllc" ‘s u.
liked Anthony, and if Anthony had taken thc. TL\;&ur(
of his affection for Bessie, perhaps much o.f its ¢ z'xrmI
would have been marred. Like the butterfly s wmi an¢
{he bloom on the peach, it could not bear a t(:u -

He was wrong, doubtless; put not so sh‘e.d. gl‘; |s
in a cruel position often. She is not suppose t(')d al\ '(
a preference unless she is sought. [t is unmai H;I;
she is taught, to care for those who do not especiilly

The Divive Call

My Love calls me and I must not stay.

He comes with the glory of the Dawn,
A star upon his brow, a flower in his hand.
He calls the child unto Iis bosom,
Like u fawn bleeting unio his babe.
My Lowve calls me and T must not stay.
He comes awith light in his eyes, love in his lips,
Moving like vision in u dream.
He smiles and the stars do glisten.
He glows und the plunels take five.

T. S. Ramanathan, B.A.
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care for you. Nevertheless, if she be of # refined and

sensitive temperament, she will be peculiarly open to
outward influences, and if she fall in with a kindred
spirit she inevitably will be attracted by it. So it was
with Bessie. She loved Anthony with all her heart, and
yet she fought shy of herself. She dared ask herself no
questions. What right had she to love him?-—he had
never told her he cared for her otherwise than as a dear
friend. I am inclined to think that Anthony came to
Millbrook that vacation with a full intention of asking
Bessie to be his wife. Nevertheless, he considered him-
self quite free; he had never said a word to her to lead
her to suppose that that would be the end of their
friendship—he had been most prudent, he flattered
himself.

And so sped that sweet Maytime. When one morning
when the sun broke through dripping boughs of labur-
num, and a playful breeze tossed the lilac and the haw-
thorn till their scent filled the air, the postman put a
letter in at the open window of the breakfast-room
addressed to Miss Limpett in a strange hand.

Bessie broke the seal amidst the badinage of her
brothers. .

‘A love-letter at last,’’ said John, the eldest. ‘‘Bes-
sie has only two correspondents, Anthcny—old Miss
Mills, who writes for subscriptions, and her godfather,
Dr. Brown, who is eighty-four!"

**See how she is blushing. Come, Bessie, we are
waiting to hear all about it,”’ said Tom.

Truly Bessie did colour up, and her eyes sparkled
with pleasure, as she said,

“‘Only think, Annette Bell, my old schoolfellow, is
passing through Millbrook, and asks if she can stay
here for the night. Come, Sam,” she added, looking
at her watch hastily, ‘‘get the pony carriage quickly
to the door, we must go to meet her by the 9.15 train."’

“Well, we shall see blue roses next,”’ said Sam.
““A lady visitor, and a voung one, in this house is an
apparition ! What is she like, this Belle Annette?”’

‘‘Like other girls, 1 suppose,’’ said John, who was a
misogynist.

““No she isn’t,”” said Bessie, gathering up her keys
and work-basket to leave the room. ‘‘Unless she is
much changed she is a very beautiful girl. Have some
breakfast ready in half an hour,” she added, address-
ing a maid. *‘A young lady will be here who has travel-
led all night from Scotland, and she will be tired.”

**And where is she going ?”’

‘‘Somewhere in the south of France. Her mother was
French and her father Scotch. They are both dead, and
she lives with some dreary old lady relation who keeps
her as close as a nun. So she says in her letter. I have
not heard from her for years till to-day."

The pony carriage was at the door, but instead of
Sam being in it to drive her, Anthony was there.

I want you, Anthony,” said Bessie, as she got in;
“‘but do you care to come?’’
© ““Of course I do,”” Anthony said, as they drove off.
*“Why do you ask me such a question?"’
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It was not much to say, but Bessie often thought
of it, and of the kind yet reproving look that accom-
panied it, in after years!

CHAPTER [1—Miss Limpett's Story Continued.

What a drive it was through those embowered lanes.
It had rained in the night, and the fresh young leaves
shone as the sunbeams glanced through them, and the
birds shook showers of glistening drops from the
branches as they sprang away from the approach of the
little carriage. Veronicas, blue as maiden's eves, stud-
ded the banks; larches tasseled with the tenderest
green covered the hills; lambs, half-buried in daisy-
bespangled grass, bleated and gamopolled by the side
of their sober and experienced mothers; little children
stood by the way clenching huge bunches of cuckoo-
flowers and marsh marigolds, their own sweet, fresh
young faces harmonising well with the day and the
season. Bessie laughed and chattered quite at her ease,
taking the reins from Anthony's and driving, while he
lay back in indolent enjoyment. .

“You can’t drive,” she said, laughing, *"vou never
could. You'll always want some one to drive you or
vou'll come to a bad end.”’

“Shall 1?"" he said. *‘I hope not. Then [ ought to
have a wife with a strong hand and a stout heart.
Bessie, 1 wonder whether—"'

Bessie never knew what he wondered, for at that
moment the train whizzed up, and they had to rush
on in a hurried and flurried condition in order to be
in time.

“You stay with the pony while 1 go in and meet
her,”’ she said to Anthony. *'You wouldn't know her
if you went, so I must go.”

“1 had rather come,’’ said Anthony, pathetically;
“but if it is my destiny to be driven, I must stay !"’

So Bessie flung the reins to him and ran into the
station. She looked in at many carriages, and at last
saw one the windows of which werce closed. Some one
was lying full length upon the scat.

A guard passing by opened the door for her, and
Bessie actually had to get into the carriage and shake
in order to awaken a small figure she recognised to be
Annette.

Even then she was very deliberate in her movements,
sat up, rubbed her eyes, shook back her hair, and
said, *Where am 17"

““At Millbrook,”" said Bessie, rather severely; ‘‘and
the train only waits three minutes. Have you any
luggage?"

“I should think so!' said the drowsy traveller.
““Oh, dear ! where are all my things? Three boxes are
under the scats—my book, my smelling-bottle, my hat,
my umbrella t*'

“(et out, and I will give them to you,'' said Bessic,
sternly, for the guard was already banging the doors
in carriages close by, and she was in despair.

So Annette tumbled out, a curious, crumpled, dis-
hevelled spectacle, but withal very charming in her
fresh morning beauty.

“Oh, dear;" she said, laughing, as Bessie flung
out handfuls of property—shawls, umbrella§, baskets,
books, smelling-bottles, and hand-bags—"‘1 feel so
absurd, like the—"' L ‘

“‘Sleeping Beauty,"’ suggested Bessie. ‘ Now where’s
your luggage?'’ for an ominous Whls?le so‘\tnded. .

“I have got it,”” said a voice behind—*‘at least, if
these five large boxes are they."

Bessie started, and
turned round and saw
Anthony at the door
of the carriage.

“You bad boy!"
s h e said, hastily;
““what ahout t he
pony? Let me intro-
duce Mr. Meade—
Miss Bell.”

Anthony carelessly
raised his hat, and
took both hands full
of hats and umbrellas
and cloaks and plaids,
and led the way to
where a porter stood
holding the pony. Of
course Bessie had to
sit behind, and to give
her place to her
friend, and soon the
tossed, rumpled
bundle o shawls and
wraps \% packed in-
to the #arriage, and
they were off. Even
Bessic herself could
not help thinking how
lovely that little crea-
ture looked in spite of
her travel-worn ap-
pearance, and there
could be no doubt but
that Anthony
thought the same.

Annette Bell was ‘
now three-and-twenty, a little older than Bes-

sie, and she had an advantage over her in
many ways. She had much more confidence in
herself, much more knowledge of the world, and muc.h
more experience generally of life. In a moment Be§snc
felt herself at a disadvantage. Good, patient, wise,
thoughtful girl as she was, she felt she was not at
her best by the side of Annette.

Somehow Annette’s ruffled hair, tumbled up anyhow,
was charming. Annette's bent-about, rether shabby
bonnet was very becoming. Even the crumpled blue
merino dress, trimmed with rather worn fur, lo.oked
well on her as she lounged back in the pony carriage,
telling her adventures to Anthony as if she had known
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him all her life. She told every little incident of her
journey with an assurance of meeting with interest,
which gets its reward generally, though they were,
many of them, no more interesting than the rudeness
of the porters, the coldness of the water in her foot-
warmer, or the tardiness of the guard who brought her
some tea at Carlisle so late that she actually carried
away the cup and saucer with her. All the little stories
she told welled up
from a source tinged
with self and self-
worship, as a more
experienced ear than
Bessie's would have
learnt. But as it was,
Bessie sat meekly be-
hind — extinguished,
s e t aside, nobody.
Dear, good Bessie!
what a shame it was!
Bessie, who had the
heart of a heroine,
who could do and
strive and toil and
forget herself, who
was beautiful in the
best sense of the
word, and true and
noble in nature.

She felt conscious
of her country-made
dress. She felt as if
her neat, smooth, and
glossy hair was some-
how out of the sun-
shine, and that her
carefully-kept  cloak
and bonnet, trimmed
with spotless a n d
dustless  velvet, did
not look their best.
Generally she could
forget herself and for-
get her dress, but by
Annette’s side she
could not.

And at that moment, as they dashed through those
lanes that had been so full of joy not half an hour ago,
the sun went in, a dark cloud rapidly spread itself
over the skv that had been so blue, and down came
a chilling shower of hail. Such a change often occurs
in our climate, but it seemed that day to have a special
meaning to Bessie.

“Take care how you drive,”’ she said to Anthony,
who was always a reckless driver, and whe was chat-
tering and laughing with his companion in a manner
that jarred upon Bessie's finer sense of fitness. ‘“‘He
talks to this girl,” she thought to herself, almost tear-
fully, “in a way he never talks to me, and has not
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known her half an hour. 1 suppose 1 am dull, 1 have
lived so much out of the world. Take care, Anthony !"’
she cried out, but too late. They were running over a
mound of rubbish and stones as they came upon a turn
in the road, and before her words were fairly spoken
they were all turned over, some into a ditch, she un-
fortunately upon a less soft bed.

She was stunned for the time, and only came to
herself when she found herself on her own bed. She had
been thrown with more violence than those in front
from her seat, and had fallen upon a heap of stepes.
A slight concussion of the brain ensued,
ordered to be kept perfectly quiet.

Anthony, she was told was quite unhurt, and Miss
Gray had only sprained her ankle slightly, but stll,
slight as it was, it was considered a sufficient excuse
for keeping her at the Hall, “Miss Mills’ was sent
for as a kind of chaperon and duenna, and the four
young men and the young lady with a sprained ankle
had a merry time of it, if the poor girl who lay in bed
upstairs was a fair judge. Certainly many merry peals
of laughter reached her from the drawing~r00r31, ang,,
gay laughter and banter
window.

She was to be kept quiet, and for this reason no one
came to her room but her father and her nurse—her
father only three times a day to ask formal questions
as to her health and kiss her and pat her head, and go
away stealthily as if on forbidden ground, for, like
many men, he hated a sick-room. 1 s4y no one¢ came,
but there was one who camie in the eveming in the dusk
and sat by her bed for hours, just holding her hand
and kissing it. This was Sam, her youngest brother.
He was 3 “‘ne’er-do-weel,”" who got into endless
Scrapes at school, was rusticated his #ist term at Cam-
bridge, could do nothing right at hone, and had no
one to take his part but Bess. Now he was in his
father's office, but with a doom hanging over his head,
for his father had said if he did not satisfy him at the
end of the year he was to be shipped off to the colonies.
And so as to satisfying him, why, Sam's very name
madg him angry, and  the lad could scarcely'cat an
CgE In a way to please his father.

“Just like Sam ! old Mr. Limpett would say when

and she was

he went to the stable to look at the horse Sam had been
riding. ““Just like Sam "' he would say when the lad
hurt himself at football, *““Just like Sam !”* when some
paper from the office miscarried which had been direct-
ed by him. It might have hapoened to any one else,
still it was ‘‘just like Sam 1"’

I do not say Sam had no failings. He was a careless,
slovenly, slap-dash, neck-or-nothing boy, but still that
“Just like Sam !"* gave him a push in the downward
road.

I hate saws. 1 think, independently of the vulgarity
of them, that they encourage the indolence of the
human mind. People remember some stupid saw, and
use it rather than put the good thought embodied in
sterling, beautiful, and original words. Still, if ever a
saw was applicable, ‘‘Give a dog a bad name and hang
him™ was applicable to Sam. He felt his character 4
doom. He did not want to be bad, but everybody said
he was bad. - "

“It’s of no use. 1 suppose I was born to be a worry
to everybody,’’ he would say to Bessie, and to no one

4. else. "I had better go away. As 1o trving, it's no use.
sounded up through her opwﬁ ’

made of the same stuff as father: and if |
desk from merning to night at my work,
‘ e a word, he'd be cross with me, and
v JU t 1 y am !’ "

One night—it was the evening beforc the day the

doctor,’had fixed for Bessie to come down into they

drawigg-room—Sam stole up to her room, and sat
holdi* ber hand by her bedside in the dark. Why %

he had it so tightly that night? and why did he kiss.

it agdip and again? Surely, too, some iears feffpn that
dear, ggod; gentle hand more than gocel ?

I pefSonify the hand somewhat, amd call it heand
good, and gentle, because 1 think therc 1s so vei'g much
in a hand. The hand seems to me to express théicharac-
ter in a most wonderful way—almost as much as th
face—and therefore 1 do nat think 1 averstep the limié
of propriety when { call a hand good.

Bess was very tired that night. She had been walk-
ing about and preparing herself for her change of
scene and room the next day, so that she fell asleep
while Sam was holding her hand, and knew nothing of
the kisses and the tears that fell upon it.
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¢ IT's a funny- thing," said the man in charge of

! “put two Colonels in Kenia or
g‘;ﬁ:‘;laibca(n)r;e;li; yot::' life more f’f a burden thau fall
the aunts in England ‘(l:hoo's'ing birthday presents for

i the cheap’’. )
‘h?lt‘;leﬂzl;;‘svsfr?:n the Easﬂ were in', witl-:‘thenr uQs-ual
crop of acrimonious letters beglr'\'mng: “De'ar Snrc.,
1 entirely fail to understand.,.,.; and ‘‘Dear Sirs,
Can you explain to me why....:.' ! had been_ told ofl
as é'beginner in process of bem.g instructed in book-
selling to help him with the foreign correspondence.

“The grimmest people write every .week' frf)m th'e
Outposts of Empire,”’ he said.gloomnly, flicking his
way through a pile of flimsy, famt.—ruled sheets scrawl-
ed over with indelible pencil which bad usually run
through exposure to one of .the convulsions of a tropical
climate into a next-to-illegible conglomer.ate. .

I said: ‘‘Goodness, what. do t-hc'y write abour?
always thought that Emplre-bunldlng was such a
strong, silent job, mostly polo and Slt:StdS and ‘p'egs
and punkahs and dances at the club and ‘Mad Dog?(;'r;”
Englishmen...... ** Can—I1 mean—do they really re¢rx1 :

“Do they not,"” said the head of Overseas 0‘: f.rs(i
‘“‘Most paz:ticular they are, too. Easy to _shoc :m
impossible to please. It’s the c‘l‘:mate, vou know. Sur-
prising what it does to temper. b

I looked out at the ghosted' street, where‘ ' e:s,
taxis and drays crawled hoqkmg at a foo(t’ s. p.)auat
through the wreaths of vellowish fog ‘wnh pedestrians
risking their lives at every street crossing, and remem‘;
bered the extra half-hour it had taken to come to wor
and the way hostile elbows. had competed with mm‘c
at the bus stop. **Can anything be worse for the temper

H 3 M th
“than weather like this when it ought to be spring?:

I said. “I've been cross enough to bite myselt for
’ ek"‘ g o~ .
l“’;‘f}:z :e:: of Overseas Orders nodded. * lh?‘ lro;;,;Fs
seems to be. I once made a map of the wqud. he :a:d
thoughtfully, “‘after one Christmas rush it wa\s‘, \:iu'n
{ had it all fresh in mv mind. 1 coloured it .au;nt t?.,
to the tempers of the inhabitants, as sl\ou»nI v ..d
lotters we'd been having. The worst places mafel
red, and graded the others .oﬂ" gradually 1t0- pea\c,[e t.lt
blues and greens. It was a sight, I can tell you. Mos

gALESMANSHIP

of the inhabited globe seems to live in a chronic state
of rage. Kenia was like a firework, and bits of India
came a good second—curry and mosquitoes, | sup-
pose—and the Gold Coast next. For fretfulness,
though, you can’t beat China. It's something to do
with all the fancy writing that the Chinese do, all back
to front, I expect. The English get peevish when they
don't get their bit of plain print. Can’t blame them.""

“What d'you do with people who keep writing ?”’
I said. *‘Pay no attention?"

*“That’s worse than useless,”” he said. ““Catch the
British Bulldog giving up letter-writing because his
letters aren't answered ! He just writes another stinker
by the next mail and marks it ‘For the Manager's
Special Attention’. No, the only way of dealing with
that sort of thing is to write one of our Tropical
Soothers immediately and look into the trouble when
the mail's gone." ,

“*“What's a Tropical Soother?"" [ asked.

**Stationery cupboard, second shelf, left-hand side,”
said the Overseas expert, jerking his head in that
direction. ‘‘There's a boxful.”

1 pulled out a specimen letter, all ready, with a space
left for the name and address of the fulminator, and
two paragraphs of meek and honeyed general apology,
assuring him that the special circumstances of his
particular case were fully appreciated and would be
reported on by next mail. It concluded with the pro-
mise of personal attention and quite spectacular care
which would be lavished on any orders which he might
care to give us in the future. I expressed admiration.

“Yes, it's a good enough leter, though 1 composed
it mysclf,”" he admitted. **Nearly foolproof. But not
quite. We once got into trouble over it. A gent with
gout had a book on greenfly sent hin by mistake in-
stead of the work on Greenland he'd asked for, and
by the next mail he wrote us a letter about it that fairly
came through the paper in holes. 1 was in a rush, so I
just scrawled ‘Send him a Soother’ across it and hznd-
ed it to the typist. She got him out the Tropical Soother
all right, but unfortunately someone else was in a hurry
over the post and the original stinker from Poona got
sent back to him too, with my directions in red ink
across the top. He changed his bookshop.”
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I put the letter gingerly back in its box. .

““Can you wonder ! But what sort of books do they
like in the tropics?’’

The Head of Overseas Orders tilted his chair or its
hind legs and looked thoughtfully round the shelves'nf
library volumes in their parti-coloured ranks wkich
surrounded us from floor to ceiling.

““Now you're asking,”’ he said. *'l can tell you what
most people like. I've chosen beoks for vicars’ wives
and shop assistants and billiard markers and dustmen
and Cabinet Ministers and nose-and-throat specialists
and master bakers and railway porters. And pleased
them too. But the people overseas don’t work on the
same lines. They’re twenty years behind in their stand-
ards of propriety, for one thing—except the ones
who’re still in the Naughty ’Nineties and the others
who’ve never had any standards at all. We get some of
those now and then. They write home for ‘snappy stufl’
and we just send them something that's been banned
in the Irish Free State. But as a general rule we avoid
contentious stuff for overseas. The proportion of mis-
sionaries is too high for it."’

He paused to answer the telephone. **Can we do with
a couple of dozen cheap editions of Pamelu’s Pacsion-
ate Past? Certainly. Send them right up. As 1 was
saying,”’ he went on as * »ut }?ack the receiver, ‘‘the
people in the tromice ' s about the tropics.
Naturally. ~ © »ne in Hamp-
stead A8 IF TO CALL!
the

'Tis dark midnight and all the air is still :

A lamp in the palace chamber lits the child

Close to its mother in her dream. Ah wide

Awake Great Buddha sits beside them ill

At ease! He gazes thoughtfully. O speli!

Strange Beauty. and Innocence in one stem lulled

To sleep. What do they know of thoughts that thrilled
The Prince’s bos'm. Between two worlds his will
Sat brooding which its heaven-abode to make.

O fateful hour] He bent to kiss his bairn

A warm tear fell, the child hugged close its ma,

She tossed in her draam. The lamp want out! O hark!
The horse’s neigh! And the glow-worms flit in turn

As if 1o calll He sighs and slips away.

R. Balakrishnan, B.A., L. T,
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interpret their wishes and send
living relatives of the authors they
they'll still dance with rage becau
thc‘: wrong kind of b(‘)'oks after all.’; nge of momentum

‘Head 1 win...... ? . .

o - , and in the direc-

“‘Tails you lose,” agreed the Overt ' . third is the

there's one thing you can be pretty s& , ¢ every action
long books. They can’t just run to the, " For instance
they've finished one if they're hundre it is also trying'
jungle, so they don't thank you for 'rs’e the effect is
of writing if it doesn’t run to a CO‘Jin,ute.

pages. They want their pound of prir ; v Covtler and
send Antony Adverse to the Outposts ¢ publication of
at night.” ) ) to a fault. After

“Everybody's trying to write a lc satisfaction, he

man next door just now,"” I said sthing about it.

I'n just send them...... ' wus astronomer,
The Overseas expert held up a

not just as simple as that, Thing said Halley, “‘we

he added gloomily. ““They like ', works by the law

seas, and if you can find me a ' path of a planet in

make their books light as we"

The long books haven’t a2 ered Newton.

you, can you see my ° . by Newton's readiness.

chuckling over sordidi* ,w?*" he gasped.

of a family tree in th

"*But works ~“.ur papers.”’

The Hex'went to his desk, but was unable to find the
papers. So careless was he and so modest that he had
thrown them away. But he re-worked the figures for
Halley and in addition showed him all that he had
written on science. Halley was lost in admiration.

““These are the greatest discoveries ever made,'" said
he. ““I shall have the Royal Society publish them.'

The Royal Society, however, had spent its last farth-
ing on printing a book on fish, so that Halley had to
publish Newton's ‘‘Principia’ at his own expense.

Colours and Telescopes.

Gazing through one of Galileo’s crude telescopes,
Newton noted a sort of hazy nimbus around the edge
of the moon. This he rightly attributed to the fact that
the lenses acted like prisms, breaking up the light and
blurring sight.

This led him to an investigation of the nature of
light. On a bright, sunny day Newton proceeded to
make his study completely dark, leaving only one tiny
hole in a curtain through which a single, slender beam
of sunlight shone. In the path of this beam he placed
a prism, with the result that instead of simply a spot
of light on the opposite wall he saw the seven colours
of the spectrum. Thus he discovered that cunlight is
composed of all colours, a prism merely breaking it up
into its component parts—and promptly proved his
deduction by inserting a second prism and transform-
ing the colours into sunlight again.

This test sufficed for his own conviction that he was
right, but before trying 10 convince others of his dis-
covery, he sought further dramatic proof. This was at
hand in the evervday colours used by painters. He took

is the familiar law
hing in.nature will
The second is the

common paints and matched them with the colours of

"the spectrum as revealed to him. Then, pouring all

these colours together, he sought to get white. What
he actually got was a sort of gray. But when a paper
painted in this colour was placed in a beam of sunlight,
it looked more like the sunlight itsell than a piece of
pure white paper placed beside it. In this way the
general public was convinced of the complex character
of light. o

To eliminate the blurring tendency of existing teles-
copes, Newton devised one of a different kind—the first
practical reflecting telescope. This was no more than
a hollow tube with a polished disc about one inch in
diameter blocking one end. Pointing the open end at
the object to be seen, he looked through a peep hole
in the side, where the image was reflected, undistorted.
This little telescope was a huge success at the time,
and its principle is that used in the best instruments
made to-day. )

Master of the Mint

Newton’s open-handed generosity kept him in conti-
nual financial difficulties. He could not resist anyone
who asked for help, and a host of cadging relatives
kept his pocketbook drained. Elected to membership
in the Royal Society in 1672, he at one time found him-
self unable to meet the annual dues of one shilling.
Even this nominal sum was waived, however, in view
of his ranking as Her Majesty’s foremost scientist.

His sovereign finally sought to alleviate this chronic
penury by making him Master of the Mint, an office
which he held up to the time of his death in 1727.
Further honours also fell to his lot about this time.
He was elected President of the Royal Society in 1703
and knighted by Queen Anne in 1703.

Newton's attitude toward his duties as Master of
the Mint is typical of his conscientious.apglicati(_)n to
everything he undertook. The office with its s'tlpend
was conferred simply as a pension, to give him an
assured income and more leisure for scientific research.
But no—Newton forthwith began spending long hours
at the Mint, and brought its operation to the highest
state of efficiency in the history of the institution.

Soul of Modesty.

Few men of Sir Isaac Newton's mental calibre have
shown such consistent modesty threughout  their
careers. His investigations seem to have been pursued
purely for his own satisfaction. He seldom published
anything, and then only when repeatedly urged to.b_v
fellow scientists. The Royal Society often wrote asking
for his latest findings, and, while he might have plenty
to tell them, he was as likely as not to forget to answer
their letters. .

Yet despite his innate diffidence, Newton’s priceless
contributions to scientific knowledge were appraiscd at
their full value then as now. His contemporary Vel-
taire, the great French philosopher and_ writer, hardly
noted for a generous nature, said of him, “*If all the
geniuses of the universe were assembled, Newton
should lead the band.” And in our own day, when

Einstein's theories promise to conflict with sote nt
Newton's basic laws, it is interesting to note that
no less a personage than George Bernard Shaw includes
both Newton and Einstein in his ‘‘Eight Discoverers
of the Universe.”’

This remarkable man’s unassuming estimate of his
great intellectual achievements is best expressed in
these words of his own, ‘‘I have been but as a child
playing on the seashore, now finding some prettier
pebble or more beautiful shell than my companions,
while the unbounded ocean of truth lay undiscovered
before me."”’

ON A STEAMSHIP

All night, without the gates of slumber lying,
I histen to the joy of falling water,
And to the throbbing of an iron heart.

In ages past, men went wpon the sea,
Waiting the pleasure of the chainless winds ;
But nvw the course is laid, the billows part;

Mankind has spoken : “ Let the ship go there!”

I am grown haggard and forlorn, from dreams
That haunt me, of the time that is to be,
When man shall cease from wantonness and strife,

And lay his law upon the course of things.

Then shall he live no more on sufferance,

An accident, the prey of powers blind ;

The untained giants of nature shall bow doun—
The tides, the tempest and the lightning cease

From mockery and destruction, and be turned

Unto the making of the soul of man.

Upton Sinclair




THE AGE-OLD GLORY OF CHAMPAGNE

Some Cellar Secrets as Learned from France’s
Largest Producer of ‘‘The Prince of Beverages'',

IN the last two months millions of Americans have had
a new and slightly bewildering sensation. They have
had to stare straight into the teeth of a Carte des Vins.
The French names of various French wines and French
champagnes look confusingly French. Since 1919 be-
tween 15,000,000 and 20,000,000 people who once knew
the existence and reputation of French wines have
died in this country. In the meanwhile, from 15,000,000
to 20,000,000 young men and young women have
reached maturity. Most of them know nothing except
hearsay about the existence or reputation of the wines
of France. -
‘ A Rare Discovery

Let us go back a bit. Champagne (not to be con-
fused with champagne fine, popularly called brandy or
cognac) is a sparkling wine from Northeastern France.
The two main fountain-heads for this noble drink are
Epernay and Rheims.

In 1683 a Benedictine Monk of the Abbaye d' Haul-
wvillers, named Dom Perignon, discovered the process
of making champagne wine sparkle. From that time
on it was a favourite drink of the French court. In the
year just passed when America celebrated the return
- of legalized drinking, the French people celebrated the

250th anniversay of the Dom’s discovery. But to
Moet & Chandon, France’s largest producers of cham-
pagne and present owners of that ancient Abbaye, time
has meant little. Their champagne was old when Napo-
leon knew it—Madame de Pompadour—\V oltaire—the
Court of Versailles.

After Waterloo, during the occupation of the Allied
Armies, the Moet cellars were looted by the soldiers.
But when his neighbours commiserated with the owner,
Jean Remy Moet, he replied, ‘‘Let them take all they
want. They will become our best customers !"’ )

In 1833 when this firm produced 100,000 bott'es,
the entire champagne region dropped its jaw. No one
had dreamed so much champagne could he produced.
Now, with the inhabitants of Epernay and Rheims on
pins and needles, we wonder what will happen to the
one hundred and fifty million bottles Iving in the long
damp galleries that honey-comb the chalk soil under
these two towns.

Champagne Growers.

To-day there are approximately 30 champagne firms
of which the old House of Moet & Chandon is the
largest, with some sixteen miles of cellars. All have
their cellars cut in the rock and chalk of the province
and keep enormous permanent stocks on hand in bot-
tles, barrels and tanks,

Champagne making is not easy. The large compa-
nies are owned entirely by one family and all of them
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date back hundreds of years. If a firm were to start

to-day to buy vineyards, grapes, put up buildings, and

dig cellars, a bottle of champagne would cost four

times its present price. Most of these initial expenses

were written ofl centuries ago by the larger firms,
The Art of Blending.

The most important operation in the making of
champagne, and the one from which the vintage is
dated is the blending, which takes place in the spring
of the year after the grapes are picked. This blending
is said to be go per cent. of the art of making cham-
pagne, which is above everything else, a blended wine.
The ‘‘wine of the year,”” after standing dormant
through the winter, ferments in the spring and is then
blended with older wines whose fermentation is finish-
ed. Often these older wines have stood for as many as
ten years. It is this blending of the *‘winc of the year™
with the older wine and the addition of a little cane
sugar several years later which causes the fermenta-
tion that puts sparkle into champagne.

This was the process smart monk Dom Perignon
discovered back in 1683; a process which nature had
jealously guarded for thousands of vears until then.
Every year a part of the **wine ot the year' is kept for
blending wine of future years. The blending is essential
as the proper mixture of the old and new wines enables
the growers to produce champagne of the same quality
vear after yvear. The proportion of the ‘‘wine of the
year'' to the older wine is about 8o-20 in a normal
blended champagne.

When the new wine is blended with the older wine,
often as many as 250 samples are prepared. Then every
member of the firm and all of the old cellar specialists
are called in to taste. They taste and taste. ‘Lhey
compare it with the standard wine samples in a kind
of blindfold test, not knowing which is which. It is a
great day for the champagne-makers.

Even the Moon Plays a Parr,

Weather conditions play an extremely important part
in determining the quality of champagne. The drawing
from casks and blending must be done when the wea-
ther is most favourable, and when the moon, according
to ancient knowledge, is in a very certain spot in the
heavens !

After the proper blend has been determined, the wine
is bottled, corked and taken to the cellars. The bottles,
contrary to popular supposition, do not contain a quart
but 26 fluid ounces., A magnum contains two bottles.
A Jeroboam, four.

The bottles are stood heads downward on racks
where they must be constantly tended by a man whose
sole duty is to turn the bottles around and shake them
slightly. While this is happening-—during the summer
—the wine is fermenting again. Then these hottles are
left alone in their subterranean racks for four vears.

THE CHILD

{ wandered weary on my way,

My mind in contemplative mood,
When right upon my path, in piay,
A sunny child before me stood.

Beyond, the hills in splendour rose,

The fields were waving bright and green,
A picture every artist knows,

In vivid colours was the scene.

{ hailed the child as | passed by,

In innocence he smiled in turn,

A tuft of grass he heid, while nigh
Were popples strewn and frondent fern.

"How beautiful lies all around!"’

| muttered in soliloquy, .

"God is in Heaven, this world, this ground,
Is His, yet Him we never see.”’

The boy loaked up, he stood amazed,
“'Can you_not see God living here?
If you will ook with eyes upraised )
God will be seen, both far and near.

**Just turn towards the sky, the plain,
Unto the hills, the waters clear,

And when the evening comes again
His presence hovers everywhere."”

‘‘God Is in Heaven, how can it §e,” =
| asked, '‘that He come here again?
His face of love | cannot see

Though far | gaze and think amain,"’
"'When | come to these fields to play,

| feel as if my father stands

Near by my side, whom ! obey

And carry out his Just commands."’

“In all my ways with joy | learn

His constant love to me is given;

So knows my heart, where'er | turn,
That God is near—and that is Heaven."
“But Death will one day come, my child,
To snap the tender cord of life,

Where sorrow enters, stark and wild,
And carking care and cankering strife."’
"My father dwells at home,’’ said he,
‘‘"Where | shall go, when play is o'er,

| know that he will welcome me,

And open wide for me the door.'’

‘'So when my life on earth is done,

God in His Heaven will wait for me;

For brighter there the glories run,
Where He and | shall ever be."’

“True, true, my child,'’ | turned aside,
**His words were unto me as leaven,
Unless like these we shall abide,

We cannot, shall not, enter Heaven."'

Dr, H. W. B. Moreno
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e § frozen, the cork strings are cut and the frozen
part,” eontaining any impurities and sediment which
may have gathered, is forced out by excess gas. The
swiigtening process then begins, for all except the very
dryest variety.

“There are various types of champagne ranging from
very dry to very sweet. The dryest of al} is called Brut,
the next, extra dry, then dry, half-dry and sweet. Rrut
is 2 natural wine made without an addition of sweeten.
ing agent. All other qualities contain a cectain amoun!
of.a liqueur which is a mixture of candy sugar, cane
syrip and old wine. This mixture is added at the end
of the four-year period at the time the frozen sediment
is expelled. The sweeter the champagne is to be the
more syrup is put into it. The sweeter wines usually
contain from 10 to 12 per cent. The sweet champagnec
may be made with wines of 3 mediocre quality, as it is
easy to disguise a bad wine by adding a quantity of
sugar to it.

‘The best champagne firms prefer to sell as much
Brut as possible usually, at least 5o per cent. of their
output, as competition is easier to meet on this grade
which can be produced only by first class houses.

If 2 comparison is to be made between two brands
of champagne only the Brut wines are tasted, as they
alone contain the pure unchanged Ravour. It is a re-
cognized fact that the taste of people goes from sweet
to dry wine as they learn more about it. The connois-
seur prefers the driest of wines, Nobody knows yet
about the new Americans. . - . T
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ening has be accomplished the champggne bottles are
re-corked, and wired down for the rest of their lives,
this time dressed up with gilt caps and straw jackets.

About Corks.

beaind
Chiempagrie corks ‘are one of the most expensive items
in the business. They are made only from the best cork

affixed to the lower part which is of solid cork. The
lower prt, however, is sectioned in the middle and the
two sections are put together after being given a fourth
of a turn %0 ds to prevent any possible jeakage through
any minute hale which might run through the cork.
Bad corks are practi unknown, although once in
a great while, in a.very wary climate, a kind of fungus
develops in them causing deterioration. A champagne
cork costs almost as much as the dottle.

One slight defect in the cork which wil} permit leak-
age is enough to. utterly ruin a bottle of champagne
and destroy the work of from five to fifteen years,
dmwmﬁmeﬂntimg&indaﬂ:mm upti}
it is perfectly matured.

And why should champagne bottles always be kept

2

Eveny me of those bottles of champagne gets a
A sew tork before it is shipped out into the world,

" lying down? Because the cork, ualisp & & s antly

soaked with the golden liquid, becomes dry asid ghrunk,
and lets in just enough air for the famovs ‘msousse’”
to disappear. The champagne goes flat, - o

How to Serve It. L

Champagne should be kept in dry, well-aired cellars
at a temperature of between o and $3 degrees Fahren-
heit. Before serving, it should be thoroughly chilled.
Once chilled it must be kept 30 and never be allowed
1o become tepid again, for if it is, it will soon become
dead. Ice should never be put in the champagne itself.

In serving, the champagne should be poured into
thin white and transparent glasses, elogant in shape
but not ornate and preferably with hollow gtem. If it
has been properly chilled a slight mist will form on
the outside of the glass.

Good champagne is not supposed to have & tremend-
ous amouat of foam. Once poured into the. glass it
should fizzle at first. This will subside after a few
seconds and a little circle of foam will then form
around the outer circle of the surface of the wine.

How Much Will America Drink ?

There was four times mors champagne sold in the
United States prior ta proibition: thas sl wines. In
1913, the last year before thew,mm this
country swallowed 1,738,875 bottles. -

The initial advertising blasts of the wine and spirits
makers have been resounding. Who can foretell what
the outcome will be? Advertising made Amerjep drink
orange juice every morning for breakfast. It made
millions of families eat dried, shredded or fiaked cereal
every day. It makes millions eat yeast cakes raw
every &y' oo . - o A4 ; " : .

Here are the American peopfec—dl -$hissty American
people—who used 926,000,000 gallons of He or
home-brew spirits, wine and beer in 193g-~the vast
majority of whom know the age-old glory of cham-
pagne only as a Legend. )

Some of the best champagnes now available are
those of the vintage of 1911, 1915, 1921, 1923 and
1936. One of the most prized of ait champagnes now
existing {in precious few bottles) is Coronation Cuvee,
which was bottled by Moet & Chandon in 1898 for the
coronation of King Edward. '

Will Aruericans be taught the teue eajoyment of suck
glorious wine? Will they regain the peace of under.
standing which their great-grandfathers had? Or don"
they care? Are they for ever condemned to bath-tut
gin and raw whisky mellowed with prune juice?

UP IN NILGIRIS

PROTO: F. R. RAULEDER



IN THE DESERT

there been an automobile show like

‘ Ekhibition in New York which opened
the 193jikiptatbile show season. Without attempting

o politics or economics of the situation,
wil_as if the automobile manufacturers recog-
nizing some kind of upturn in affairs, had on their own
account revealed at last a lot of the improvements that
they had been working on for years. o

If 1934 is going to be known as anything in auto-
mobile buildiog, it is going to be known as the year of
the ‘‘easy ride.’’ Nearly every automobile manufacturer
apparen@j has done something to front wheels or to
weight distribution to make cars run better. Without
appearing critical it is only belated justice with some
manufacturers whose cars for years have been pretty
deficient on the side of giving a good back seat ride,
however much may have appeared in' publicity and
advertising about that factor. .

Giving the public an easier ride, certainly as far as
the newr front-wheel suspension is concerned, presents
a new problem for the oil industfy: Indeed with a.ll
modesty it may be said that the oil industry falls heir
to many prohlems which originate with new designing
in cars whosé operation is decidedly up to the maker of

iney oil and grease, - ‘ :
gasolingy o2 '-wﬁt'Msm Them Go.

It is an obvious and perhaps not profound thought
that no automobile in the world can run without oil
and grease. No matter what the manufacturer intends
to build into his car, it is nothing but a museum piece

until the gas goes into the tank, the oil goes into the

gears, and grease is applied to prevent
crank?fse‘v'v::lgihgyjoi;lts. lf other words, the automo-
:’:: rmanufacturers build them to run and the oil indus-
i ible for them to run.
tryT}l:;i:eiz :)tropl;):;l; nothing so much taken for granted
troleum products for automobiles. .And why not?
It 'pehard to pass an important intersection or to travel
;:ol:g any road, highway or byway where.l yo‘:l can’t
find some kind of gasoline, some kind of oil and some
i se. )
k";\d ::ng;szlogetically, isn't it perhaQs just the least
bit t%ue ‘that automobile dealers and their salesm:(x; t::k:
a good deal for granted about petroleum pr ;c. 7
inly the automobile factories are never deficient
Ct':‘rt: it comes to supplying information about car de-
:: f, and car performance to their sales people in the
ﬁlegld. Of course, the aummol_)ile salesman Tay n;:t
always learn the story or tell it as intelligently asb.le
could, but it is pretty hard to go into an au_tomc;l ile
salesroom or stop at a booth at the automobile show
\ ithout getting some approximation of the automobile
xanufacthrer’s story about his car.

‘But, whe# it corhes to gaseline, oil
average automobile salesman has a -
knowledge—if any at all. In fact, neither he
general public has any idea of the job which.eo
any conscientious oil company endeavouring tt 4
products to keep these creations, old and new, rushirig
smoothly. : ‘

Changes bring New Problems. o

It isn’t alone chassis improvements which set.up new
jobs for the oil industry. It is obvious that independent
springing, if for no other reason than that a good
many new points of lubrication have been added and
that the lubrication has to meet a different type of
action, makes it necessary for the petroleun industry
to be right on top of the new job. S

Pistons of new design and material, new types of
piston rings, lighter reciprocating parts, changes in
bearing design and material, cylinder heads of new
composition, changes in method of oil feed and oil
cooling—all these the engineers, technicians and
chemists of the oil industry must study carefully and
provide for in their products and the specific recom-
mendations of these products for each new model.

Without going through the new chassis from stem to
stern, without studying the new all silent transmissions
and without paying regard to new types of differentials,
there is something very much beyond all of these
mechanical changes which is bound to-have its effect on
gasoline performance in the cars of 1934.

Speed a big Factor.

Streamlining, whether extreme or moderate, plus
easy riding, is bound to increase the average road speed
of the new cars. You cannot by. implication or in. so
many words, encourage people in the belief. that they
are going to get a good, comfortable ride regardless
of speed on any road however rough, without having
them try it. You can’t talk a new kind of acceleration
without having folks try to get it. .

It is fair to say that automabile manufacturers have,
by building this new ride into the cars, increased ex-
pected road speeds over night a good ten miles an
hour. Whether the more comfortable ride is due to the
new individual mountings of front wheels or to the
new streamlining, the greater speeds mean a whole lot
to the petroleum engineer. It certainly means a bigger
job for engine and chassis lubrication and has a decided
bearing on gasoline economy. It is an old saying in the
automobile business that speed is expense, ‘and yet it
is up to the petroleum engineer to do his best to. keep
expense down as far as his part of it is concerned.

To be sure the automotive engineer hasn't left it all
up to him. Great improvements have been made “in
engine lubrication—more efficient cooling of the engine
oil, increased oil pump capacity, greater precfsmﬁn
oil passages, all of which contribute to increased effi-
ciency of lubrication within the engine. But the job
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for the petroleum engineer has been suddenly compli-
cated by the rather complete changes in chassis design
which characterize the 1934 automobiles.

No Easv Job.

Undoubtedly there never has been a vear when the
lubrication charts of the leaders in the oil industry
meant so much. Each new model is an individual study
and the specifications which have applied in years past
can no longer apply to these entirely new and different
cars,

Meantime there are literally millions of cars on the
road growing more and more in need of specialized
lubrication with every turn of the wheels. The type and

kind of motor oils which fit their needs is just as im-
portant as ever. The new cars themselves as we have
said constitute an utterly new problem, so that the
petroleum marketer can certainly look forward to a
busy yvear and one that will tax his best skill and
energy. He must have the proper lubricants and fuel,
and the proper information regarding their uses for
the owners of these new models.

It may be that 1934 is the year of the easy ride as
far as the motor car owner is concerned. But prepar-
ing for it has been anything but an casy ride for the
petroleum engineer. He had his work cut out for him—
foresaw the situation and is ready for all emergencies.

A DANE ABOUT THE GERMAN LABOUR SERVICE

A DANISH student, having been on his ¢wn account
in the German Labour Service for 3 months, wrote
from at home a letter to the leader of his skeleton-
detachment, of which may be quoted the following
passages :

“It will be a constant remembrance for me, not to
be forgotten, to recall those days I spent at Schwedt,
and also at Délzigerbrick in the midst of young com-
tades. Having heen in two camps as Labour Service
man, firstly at Délzigerbrick near Vietz and later at
Schwedt on-the-Order, 1 had most ample opportunity
to observe the fine spirit and the good comradestiip
at the camps. Moreover both camps werc extrcmely
different. The camp at Délzigerbriick consisted of a
comparatively small group of about 50 men under a
field-master, living in an emergency barrack in the
depth of the woods, so that for days no living soul
was to be seen except the camp inmates. In spite of
this or for this very reason, as my stay took place in
the fall, this living in the woods has been for me as
townsman a particular adventure. The woods in their
autumnal foliage, the nightly firmament not diminished
by any artificial light have given me an enjoyment not
offered to many young men having to live in the city
day by day. The fine spirit of comradcship, the kncw-
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ledge that our afforestation-work was contributing to
benefit coming generations was the reascn that, every-
body in the camp took real pleasure in his work. In
addition to that, the healthy air and i simple but good
food.

At the camp in Schwedt, which counted 200 men,
being lodged in former military barracks, 1 could, I
am sorry to say, not remain any longer than four
weeks, personal private matters calling me back. Yet,
also at this camp, | have met g fine <pirit of comrade-
ship. The former residence-city Schwedt was no: quite
so lonesome as Délzigerbriick, which or aceount of
being Winter time, was greatly appreciated by
all men.

Real Labour Service work could not be performed in
the short time of one month during which I was a
member of this camp, as the weather did not allow it.
Instead, we young fellows were put through bodily
exercise and attended very interesting lectures on eco-
nomical and historical subjects, being in cvery respect
very useful to us. I have no doubt, the Labour Service
means for all voung men of the different ranks and
classes an exceptional useful physical as well as mental
education, improving in the best of ways their social
and companionable intellect.

‘transformation of the

THE .LITERATURE OF THE THIRD REICH

A'r present, Germany passes through a period of
profound revolutionary ehange as to the general view of
the world, of a revaluation of all values of .hf'e. 1:0
suppose that the mission of the National-Socialism is
fulfilled by the acquisition of the political power would
be to misjudge its character and import. The National-
Socialism is most
deeply rooted in
the spiritual life,
therefore it strives Lo
pervade the whole
nation with the Na-
tional-Socialist spirit.
T h e fundamental

outer and inner world
by the struggle for a
new view of the world
the change of the spi-
ritual and mental atti-
tude is reflected in the
literature of the new
Germany.

Houston  Stewart
Chamberlain’s word: ‘‘Nothing is more import-
ant than to gain a generally recognized con-
viction of what ‘“‘German politics’’ have to be and
what they have not to be,’’ provides us with the point
of view from which alone it is possible to understand
the mental situation of the present Germany. For the
German position is a prominently political one. The
fact that the Germans reason exclusively from the
political point of view can only be understood and justi-
fied by their complete turning away from what' was
meant by politics before the establishment of the Third
Reich. Adolf Hitler's activity turned the abstract con-
ception of politics into the very essence of life in its
multiformity. The leader’s work ‘‘My Struggle’ in
its epoch-making importance tells us what “Qerman
politic have to be and what they have' not to be.”’ Hav-
ing an edition of more th.an. one million anq a half,
the highest one hitherto exnstmg in Germany, it proves
the political growth of our nation. To-fiay the primacy
of the po]itical sphere is u.ncontesled in all th.e mani-
festations of our national life. The:refore t!\e literature
of the Third Reich is valued particularly its effect on
he will of our nation to live. ]

t Those front-fighters of the spirit, embodying th.e
National-Socialist idea, who were ready to uphold their
conviction at the risk of their life have to be lopked
upon as the pioneers of the National-Socialism with a
reservation as to the fallibility of their mental rec]am.a-
tions if the National-Socialism had not fulﬁlleq its
historical mission. The fact that the National-Sos:na!nst
revolution has been victorious affects the appreciation
of their writings. Here we must mention above all the

account by the ‘‘conqueror of Berlin’’, the present
Reich Minister for Propaganda Dr. Joseph Goebbels,
“The Fight for Berlin, the political conquest of a great
city’’ and the confession of a soldier-like mastering of
life ‘“The History of One Guilty of High Treason’’ by
the S-A-Chief-of-Staff, retired Lieutenant-Colonel Ernst
Rohm. The first work
of the National-Socia-
list literature written
down without a break
in 1922 deals with the
‘‘Character, Princi-
ples and Aimes of the
NSDAP.” It is the
programme of the
movement edited by
Alfred Rosenberg, a
condensed deduction,
which, as an early
intelligible catechism
of political education,
ends up in the 25
theses of the move-
ment; it is an ideal
proof of mental discipline and the demonstration that a
resolute leadership in the accomplishment of the pro-
gramme is bound concerning the view of the world.
This starting-point for the discussion of the problem
of National-Socialism is even more intensely empha-
sized in the works and the personality of Alfred Rosen-
berg. He speaks of future things and the prophecy of
his words gains incredibility by Hitler's appointing
him as the leader of the entire mental training of the
party and of their education as to the view of the
world. His work ‘“The Myth of the zoth Century, an
appreciation of the spiritual and mental struggle for
the formation of our age’ completes the leader’s work
in its eruptive force and its proximity to reality by
penetrating into the spheres of spiritual reserves that
can only be explained by the intuitive vision of a hero
of liberty favoured with spiritual revelation and un-
bound by any conservative regularization of thought.
This valuation of our view of the world from the
absolute compels us to connect what is developing with
what has past. From the row of our spiritual ancestors
we name Nietzsche, Lagarde and Chamberlain, without
charging them with the awkward expression of
““actual’’. The struggle of the movement was rendered
most difficult by the slowness of comprehension and
the perseverance of the middle-class. Therefore the
National-Socialism took the instrument and the mate-
rial of theoretically cogent alternatives from the mental
vitality and activity of a philosophical leader as Nietz-
sche. In Lagarde's ‘‘German Writings” we find the
most sublime interpretation of the urgent necessity of
fulfilling the National-Socialist principle: ‘‘Public
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the self-determination of peoples, an independent re-
public.

And it was more than a mere empty gesture. The
Republic of Schwenten successfully mantained itsclf
for seven months—exactly till August 19, 1919, when
its inhabitants plebiscited unanimously and without a
single dissentiment voice in favour of adhesion to the
German Reich, with which, in conformity with this
decision, Schwenten was duly incorporated.

The whole story reads like a novel, but it was a
novel based on grim reality. At the approach of the
Polish troops, the little town nominated a ‘*Government
Commission’’ of nine members which declared Schwen-
ten to be neutral territory and a Sovereign Republic.
’l?he Burgomaster was appointed Minister of the Inte-
rior, the Inspector of Forests became Minister of
Defence, on whom the—under these circumstances
onerous—task of forming and training a Civic Guard
was incumbent, whilst the Pastor of the community
assumed the duties of Minister for Foreign Affairs,
One of the first acts on this self-constituted Ministry
of the self-constituted Republic of Schwenten was to
abolish all restrictions on trade with living or slaughter-
ed cattle, with the result of encouraging a lively contra-
band which proved, financially, most advantageous to
the inhabitants.

The Pastor, now Minister for Foreign Aflairs, was

for his part no less active. A rigorous passport control

was introduced on his initiative, and every traveller
through the town had ‘‘nolens volens'' to have his
passport stamped with the ecclesiastical visa of Sch-
wenten parish church.

It goes without saying that the position of the little
town, hetween Polish *‘frontier guards'’ and German
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““frontier guards’’, was not an easy one. Yet, curiously
enough, neither the one or the other invaded, unless
temporarily, a mutually recognised neutral territory.
This may, perhaps, have been in part due to the devot-
ed and impartial aid given to the wounded on either
side by the two nursing sisters of the Republic, who
despite frost and snow never tired in their efforts to
bring succour to those in need. It is possible, nay,
even probable, that the self-sacrificing labour of two
humble and heroic women proved eventually to be of
even more value to the Republic than the energetic
language of the Pastor, who added to his duties as
custodian of souls those of custodian of the new State’s
foreign affairs.

In any case, when August in the year of grace 1919
arrived, Poland grew tired of recognising any longer
the miniature State. Hence on the 1oth of that month
the Cabinet of the Schwentenese Republic took the
decision to organise a plebiscite of the inhabitants con-
cerning their ultimate destiny. For this purpose it
negotiated with the German High Command in Silesia,
whose headquarters were at Glogau, and German
troops occupied Schwenten in consequence on Au-
gust 16, 1919,

Ten months later, on June g, 1920, a plebiscite was
held in Schwenten under the control of an Inter-Allied
Commission. The voting was unanimous in favour of

the retention of Schwenten by Germany. To-day -

Schwenten is a German frontier-post, and the former
Minister for Foreign Affairs has returned to his pastoral
task, with his reputation, which had already previously
been great with his flock, still further cnhanced by the
part so actively played by him in preserving the moral
heritage of many centuries. (Copyright by Transocean)

I‘!‘ was a tumultuous evening. The infuriated elemer'us
roared. The waves shrieked and rocked my canoe like
) CST::;::“ the timbers creaked. Water rushed m Down
rolled my canoe. Next moment I sank down into the
profundities of the mighty ocean. .

Soon I arrived at the gates of a magnificent fort.

“Good-morning,’’ came a voice.

*“The same to you’’, I said. . )

] regret I have not the pleasure of knowing you,
said the Merman.

“1 come from Man's Land. I wish to have a look
within,”” T said. He nodded assent.

In a flash the massy door flew on its hinges. My
eyes roved. It was a large city, littered with gntiquated
objects. Among these tawdry rubbis!n the immemor-
able legacy of, perhaps, their twentieth century, the
sky-touching Gopurams of sublime temples repo.sed
their gleaming tops in the motherly bosom of the air.

To my utter consternation, .the effulgent disc of the
young, rising sun rose, nestling up the vacant huge-
ness of the western firmament. 1 gasped in apprehen-
sion at this portentious sight.

While I stood dazed, my oceanic friend patted my
shoulders and said, ‘‘You people on earth (?on't.know
the mystery of day and night. :After'settmg in the
west, the sun shines here all the night.’ ‘

You should alone imagine how I flowed in wonder.

At that time a lovely girl slid by. T was really struck
with surprise when I saw her in a bh‘le saree, her whole
features covered with appat:els a‘nd jewels.

«“Our women”’, 1 told him, “‘have gone back to a
state of nature. I couldn’t understand the conservatism

of your people.”
“Not exactly that. To us women he ¢
adoration. To sit before a woman 1s sacrilegious. .
I expressed my desire to know more about their
lity. My friend smiled. )
p‘:’“(gur Dictator is a female. The candidature of man
for official duties is not eligible here.
¢“Even executive?’’
(lYes.l.
My curiosity grew thousandfold.
Divining my ineffable eagerness,
the city.
The strangest spectacle
the streets. My friend drop

n are the objects of

(X}

he took me round

was the absence of men in
ped elegant bows wherever

we came across a lady in a coach. One thing infinitely
pained me. Men drove the carts while women rode like
lords.

I was led into a big temple. What struck me strange
was the enviable sight of a transcendent Beauty, seated
on a majestic throne, amidst the blazing lights of price-
less gems. A keen thrill flashed through my veins. Not
an idol was found and not a drum was heard. Men
crooned solemn psalms.

“How long will you bore her to sit on that godly
seat?’’ I asked.

“Only from morn to eve,’’ came his calm reply.

1 was aghast. Thank heavens ! Our women are saved
this painful, spiritual eminence.

“She is our Supreme Judge. Our temple is our
Court’’, he said.

Really women are the strangest gift of Heaven. BRut
their remarkable position in the deep bottoms of the
sea, their reverential superiority over men and, in fine,
the firm acknowledgement of Merman that she is the
fountain-light of Justice and Divinity and controller of
the destinies of men greatly struck me with speechless
wonder.

A roar came from without. We shuffled out. I was
spell bound. I could not believe what was going on
bhefore my very eyes.

A regiment of lady constables, spotlessly dressed in
police-garb, were giving a lathi-charge on a band
of squatting men. Truth suddenly dawned upon
me.

Those non-violent men were offering Satyagraha to
the tyranny of bureaucratic women. The shrill cries of
men ‘‘merman-ki-jai"’ tore through the reverberating,
diabolic rustle of the lathi-charge.

I shuddered. My friend looked sheepish. His face
grew pale—tragic—eerie. His teeth began to chatter.
He plucked at his lips, torturing them. Up he started
and fled away.

I was in an awkward predicament. In one gaze, their
eves fell on me and in a trice, I was surraunded.

“Down with him’’, thundered their leader.

I broke the fetters of shore-made laws and staring
at them, T knocked down a girl and ran pell-mell.

On and on I ran till 1 was thrown into the dainty
palanquin of a caressing wave which tanded me alone,
safe and unplastic at the foot of Daylight Palace.

K. Srinivazan, B. 4.
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interest precedes self-interest’’. As a defender of the
Norse culture the Englishman Chamberlain, German
by congeniality, became an advocate of the German
cause in his ‘“‘Foundations of the 20th Century”’. He
pleaded for the recognition of the national conditiona-
lity against the boundiess striving after humanity,
which is a sign of German weakness. To Chamberlain
universal history is racial history.

The most important pioneer’s work for the populari-
2ation of this idea in Germany, thoroughly scientifie
without being dogmatic, is the *‘Racial Descriptiot: of
the German Nation’ by Prof. Dr. H. Giuinther, who
also, by his ‘‘Racial Description of the Jewish People’
makes an objective discussion of the Jewish pheno-
menon possible.

The dyad of blood and soil has been brought to
fmisc-m by the German Peasant leader R. Walther Darré
in his works: ‘‘Peasantry as the Source of life of the
Norse Race” and *New Nobility from Blood and
Soil.”” We mention here the American Ralph Waldo
Emerson, too, whose studies show a unique parallel to
the National-Socialist ideas. Madison Grant, Chairman
of the New York Zoological Society, Trustee of the
American Natural History Museum and Secretary of
the American Geographical Society is another defender
of the Norse racial values. His work: ‘“The Extinction
of the Great Race'’ (race as the basis of European
history) is a splendid justification of the German euge-
nic legislature.

As to economics and finances the National-Socialism
refers to Gottfried Feder, whose inspiration most
vigorously incited Hitler to found his party. He has
written the ‘‘Manifesto for the Destruction of Interest-
Bondage’* and to the same end the catechism of the
movement: ‘‘“The German Reich on National and Socia!
Basis’’. This reformer of economics is a violently
discussed theorist. He is the editor of the ‘‘National-
Socialist Library’ which, authorized by the party,
defines its attitude regarding the most important con-
ternpor.u.'y problems as land-settiement, trade-unions,
law, military politics, technics and other questions. As
contrasted with Rosenberg, Feder chooses the induc-
tive method for the composition of the programme in
order to show the consistency of the points of the
programme.

Turning from the literature with agitatorial tenden-
cies to polite literature and poetry we perceive that it
diﬂ'_el:s from the demonstratively intolerant character of
polmc.al protest, the tone of antagonism in our repre-
sentative poets being expressed by their renouncing the
momentary success of literary speculation. By no means
only those who have come before the public during the
short time since the realization of the Third Rejch after
the seizure of the political power represent the new
Germany, but all those whose work was genuinely and

truly German, even if many of them still belonged to
other political parties at that time. All those, who with
solemn seriousness had in view the recovery of the
inner mind of our nation are gladly and gratefully
recognized by the National-Socialism as fighters for
the great common aim. But the National-Socialism
most decidedly refuses that kind of literary people of
the epoch that now is past, who then laid claim to the
exclusive right of creating ‘‘contemporary poetry”,
which, however, did not fulfil its task of comforting
and encouraging the German nation in their most
difficult time, when they were mentally and economi-
cally depressed. The analysis of man tormented by
problems and touching his mental wounds daily afresh,
was characteristic of the literature of the dark years
after the war, but it is out of place in the Third Reich.
In this sense youth and the entire new Germany is
wonderfully young, seeking something to comfort
them, to inspire them with new courage and new hope.
The characteristic feature of the new literature is the
thesis of the heroic personality that rings through all
the National-Socialist feeling and thinking. The strong
and healthy, its struggle and victory, but its heroic
defeat as well are to-day in the centre of the poetical
works.

It is not our task here to review single books or
even completely to enumerate those which are entitled
to be noted down in the history of the literature of the
Third Reich but to show the destination and the neces-
sity of the subjects chosen by typical representatives of
the poetic culture of a nation whose continuation is
menaced. The nation without space becomes a political
vision of Hans Grimm's in the desert of African
steppes, while Erwin Guido Kolbenheyer, brought up
to a biological mode of thinking by his forefathers'
having lived for centuries on German-Bohemian
ground, makes the pure inheritance of his ancestors
and the eternal longing of his nation survive in gigantic
poems the acme of which is ‘‘Paracelsus’’. The far
distance into which we look at the beginning of the
Third Reich makes the prehistoric poems by Will
Vesper and Hans Friedrich Blunck appear akin to our
blood and near to our life as well. By the common
Low-German origin Friedrich Griese and Ernst Barlach
are congenial to Blunck. All of them see man as being
himself part of the landscape, living and dying in his
country where, however humanity does not only begin
at his birth and end at his death, as his appearance
cannot be separated from the ground on which he lives,
believes and works. In Hermann Stehr the Silesian,
too, we see an exponent of that voluminous literary
production, in which the blessing of the ground reveats
itself to us. With the creation of a Stefan George-Price
the new government takes charge of the legacy of a
lyric poet with a self-willed heroic attitude in life,

——————
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THE. REPUBLIC

Evsnvoux has heard of Andorra and San Marino,
those miniature Republics in _the Pyrenees zngi, th:‘-l
neighbourhood of the Adfian.c. whose stur yd an‘
valiant inhabitants have maintained their anep;m gm_te
for something like 8co and 600 years fespcct{ve.y. ub,
outside the handful of its own inhabitants, 1t 1s prob-
able that nobody has ever heard of S.chwenten—or,
even having perhaps vaguely heard of it many years
ago, still recollects the name to-day. X o e
Yet they also were brave am.i stout-hearte g
who called into existence that tiny republic in e:
many's Eastern Marches early in ]anu_ary, 191'9,}:"
théreby preserved, presumably for all timc, tf\ent: n‘ re-
ditary. German patrimony and _th:'at ?f their fellow-
citizens. Had there been more similariy resolute ;nen
along that hotly contested and vaguely defined etll‘l‘O‘;
logical frontier between Germany and Pf)land whic
stretches from Upper Silesia to the Baltic, Gen;m:tl?
‘would very likely have saved for herself vanou; (;cnd-
ties that were later on arbitrarily adjudicated to . 0 :av;
Although only fifteen years and some mon}: s ove
elapsed since the Great War, the memory of t e; eveec|
which immediately followed that appalling rfafh ,);'
have gradually faded from the minds of most o he;]
contemporaries. And a new generation has mean\z .te
gfown up in all countries to whom the \VarT?:'ls 1i2
immediate consequences are mere hgarsay. re'olic’in
itself, is, of course, a subject for sincere bj] gn
For time alone, the great healer, can Pour alm on
the fearful wounds then created,‘ can br.lfxg :‘i‘boutte ;e;
appeasement of the violent passions wh‘vjl. threa
P_Pd troy the very fabric of Western cnw'hsat'lon.
to B::: frgm a purely historical point of view ‘it W;“l:llti
lv be a pity if all the stin:mg__ ha}ppenmgs which
Surekyd the end of 1918 and the beginning of 1919 were
iy legated to oblivion. The Armistice (_)f Novem-
o e rengS left the entire burning question of the
o P9 i 'h frontier in suspense. It was evident that,
G e st t. the Poles would endeavour to
pend?ng;l ng-lceemf)? ‘arms as much of their ancient
reclal.mrs ays they could, and thus place the dlplomanst]?
'f;og::is before an accomplished fact. Germz:nyﬂ}:::rs:0
ivas entirely defenceless. l'!er"(‘foveé’:fl';zﬂ e
Calted “PCOPIC'SdSO mnljcissar(l;;er l:t horme,and defend
enough to to keep '
:th:nown §ositio,n against the assaults of.s t::tagi(;:_
munists, who at that time were knowned az ) [1‘)‘ practer:
This unfortunate Government, compose and laced
ly inexperienced in the art of‘goverrz;n%r,amic placed
by fate in charge of a starving an

A romance of Germany’s Eastern Marches.—The
chaos after the War.—'*Heaven helps those that ._help
themselves''.—The seven months of the Republic of

Schwenten. .
BERLIN (By Mail)

driven to the frenzy of despair by hunger and defeat,
was hopelessly distracted; and this is psycholo_gically
comprehensible, when it is borne in mind that it was
in the inexorable grip of a tongs, one of whose shafts
was represented by pitiless and shortsighted foreign
foes, and the other by not less relentless internal ene-
mies. How could such a helpless Government defend
Germany's frontier, when machine-guns were roaring
in the very streets of the German capitai itsclf, and I!K‘
Allies in Paris were daily putting forward more exorbit-
ant demands?

Under such circumstances the valiant and stout-
hearted inhabitants of the little town of Schwenten
befhonght themselves of the old proverb according to
which God helps those who help themselves. O.n
December 27, 1918, when the Allieq statesmen in Paris
were still discussing the preliminaries of a treaty des-
tined, in their minds, to ensure the peace of Europe
for centuries, Polish troops took possession of the town
of Poznan. They then proceeded south\fvards: and their
advance brought them, shortly after New Year, 1919,
to the boundary of Silesia and the Marches z_)f Rranden-
burg. On this boundary, to the north of Glogau, and
south-west of Poznan, lies the little town of Schwenten,

Its inhabitants realised the peril that menaced them.
They knew that no help could be awaited from a dis-
traught and impotent Government in Berlin. QOn the
other hand, defence against the superior forces qf the
Poles was in the long run impossible. The inhabitants
therefore hit upon an idea which, as it turned out, was
inspired by genius, but which might .possibly have
proved less successful in the result than it did, had the
Poles been led by a Napoleon, which, manifestly, they
were not. The idea in question was the cardinal idea
of the Allied and Associated Powers, in fact, the soli-
tary idea which ever suggested itself to the brains of
the august representatives of upwards of twenty
Powers, and which was originally suggested by Pre_s:-
dent Wilson, whose knowledge of European aflairs
was, to say the least, faulty; namely, the idea, which
played so prominent a part in the President’s famous
Fourteen Points, of the self-determination of peoples.

The inhabitants of the little town of Schwe.nten,
being Germans, had not the slightest desir; or inten-
tion of becoming Polish citizens. When Polish troops,
coming from Poznan in a southerly dlref:tlon, got
dangerously near the little town, its inhabitants—or,
rather, their leaders, since a flock of sheep always
supposes a ram—declared Schwent.en, on ]a.nu'ary 5,
1919, to constitute, conformably with the principle of
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VARIETIES

Shakespeare and Dollars.—The dollar is of German
origin, and its first coinage was 13520. In the course of
trade such monev would naturally reach London, and
Shakespeare, who wrote less than cighty years after-
wards, mentions dollars in two of hig plays. One of
these is ‘“Macbeth,” and, though this king lived five
hundred years previously, the dramatist, with his usual
indifference to chronotogy, makes Ross exclaim—

‘“Sweno, the Norway king, craves composition;

Nor would we deign him burial of his men

Till he disbursed, at St. Colme’s isle,

Ten thousand dollars to our general use.”’
We may infer from the above that Shakespeare was
pleased with the new coinage, but the old currency
remained in use. The Upijted States, however, not-
withstanding ancient custom, prefers the dollar and
also the decimal system—thanks to Jefferson, who
brought it from Europe. New York Observer.

The Sultan Abdul Hamid,—A correspoadent of the
“Times” who obtained an interview with the Sultan
thus describes his personal appearance :—He is slightly
over middle height, slim, and rather thin; his comple-
xion dark, his trimmed beard biack, short, and thick;
his mouth resolute and melancholy, his nose a Turkish
one, large, long, and bony; his eye dark, frank, and
penetrating, looks of great depth when the light falls
on it. His forehead is broad, of average height, slightly
furrowed; the black hair below the fez is short, almost
close cut. Abdul Hamid is forty-one yea-s of age, but
looks older, chiefly from having lost onc of his upper
teeth. He speaks in a Jouder tone than Turks usvally
do, his voice is sonorous, his enunciation distinct, and
his sentences are long, but without hesitation, He rarely
smiles, but his countenance easily assuries a friendly
expression, and he shows manifest satisfaction when

his words—for he understands European languages—
seem faithfully translated.

Sir Walter Scott and the Londow Bill-broker.—In
1825, when at the age of fifty-five, - catastrophe un-
paralleled in its magnitude overtook Sir Walter. ‘‘His
reverses called forth,” says Lockhart, “the gencral
sympathy of mankind.”” With one exception, his cre-
ditors applauded his honourable intentions of devoting
the remnant of his life to writing that he might pay a
debt of more than one hundred thousand pounds, for
which, as a sleeping partner in the bookselling house of
Messrs. Ballantyne, he was liable. The single firm of
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creditors by whom he was mercilessly harassed was
one in which some London bill-brokers, named Messrs.
Abud and Co., were partners. “It is to no purpose,’’
writes Sir Walter, in the frankest and most unreserved
diary that was ever kept by man, “being angry with
Abud, or Ahab, or whatever name he delights in. He
is seeking his own, and thinks by these harsh mea-
sures to render his road to it more speedy.’ Sir Wil-
liam Forbes, whose banking-house was one of Messrs.
Ballantyne’s chief creditors, privately paid the whole
of Abud’s demand, amounting to nearly two thousand
pounds. Between the January of 1826 and the January
of 1828 Scott earned for his creditors close on forty
thousand pounds. Had his health lasted he would have
redeemed, within eight or nine years from the time of
his failure, the whole of his commercial obligations. He
had been nearly fifteen yvears in the grave before the
debt, which within six vears he had more than half
discharged, was extinguished through the value of the
copyrights he had left behind, and thus Abbotsford
was at length cleared.

The little word “If”".—There is an *“if"* in every life.
Most people can remember, when as boys or girls they
bent over dull tasks on hot summer afternoons, how
the drone of their companions' voices died away in
their ears, how the words in the open buok before them
became a mist and an emptiness, and how 2 beautiful
fairy ‘‘if"* came gliding down to visit them. And then
they wandered off with this charmer, called *'If 1 were
grown up,” killing lions in Africa; fighting (success-
fully, of course, or there would be no paint to it) against
tremendous odds; leading a forlorn hope; saving lives
in a shipwreck or fire. Or if you were a girl you saw
yourself dancing at an ideal hall; or nursing the «ick
and wounded, like Miss Nightingale; or, it may be,
you beheld, yourself arrayed in white satin, the most
delightful of brides, followed by a train of bridesmaids
in pink (or was vour favourite colour pale blue?) who
envied and admired you. The bridegroom, of course,
was merely a lay figure, about whom you did not
trouble your head. Those were all very hopeful *‘ifs'’ in
those davs; “‘if only T were grown up !’ we used to
say then, just as now we sigh, “if o

nly ] were voung
again I"” For there is many a sad *if"" later on in life.

“If I might only see that dear face once moare:™ *‘if
I could only say one kind word ;"' *“‘if T could but bring
the dear old times back again;" "if only the dead

could find out when 10 come back and be forgiven.'’

Poor vain words! For d\e grass is growing g\:;:r.x
above the sweet face that will never smile on us :f los;
the opportunities for the kindly word or deed ?ve - Jost
long ago; the dear old times have departed; a:f o

cries or sobs of ours can break'the sfxllness % ee
dead who once waited so long in loving peni t;ncu,
hoping to hear the sound of our 1:ronce, mr- :?:sfta}l‘la? t}(:e ;

t ' rom ou
?:::tgg;g?‘:::-they might learn Anne Fellowes.

Brahom.—Braham once staying at the house c})lf a
friend, sang to him in private. His §t?'le was tbl?u.?
quiie different from that which he exhibited in pu ,:l:(,i
it y/as simple, unadorned, but e:.:tremﬂy pure ad
effective. “Why is it,"" said his friend, ‘‘that you do
not always sing like this?"’ Brah'am’s“repf?v w::i; re-
markable, and at the same time just. “‘If,”" sai .hc,',
“I could always have my own way, l wouk.i alwalys
sing as 1 have done now, but that is impossible. T?g
public are too fond of boisterous passages and rapi
execution, and would not be satisfied without thfen?.
If 1 were to sing in public in 'the style you hivi ;(;1:.;
heard, everybody would say, Where is Brahafn. / n 1
Braham lost his attraction, he would lose his engage-
ments.”’

Begging in Paris.—An American con:e.sp_ondent is
answifabﬁ: for the following anecdote : —* A gentle(im?;n
in Paris, who. had been wont 1o give five sous a;l'y
to a blind beggar whom he passed every day ont kxs
way to his business, gave him one morning by mista re
av napoleon, and, afterwards dlsc9verlng l}ns "errod,
ascertained from another beggar hls'beneﬁcnarj\ s aA-
dress, and called there to recover his gold p_lec_e‘. s
tidy maid opened the door of a comfortably furmshﬁ
suite of apartments. Monsieur was requested t(:j tahi?
a seat, and in a minute of two the' beggar ma eh‘nb.
appearance, neatly dressed, and with fan.‘lltle.ss s kx t-
front. The object of the visit was stfned. My ck;r' .l.sf
just making up the day’s .aocounts, .he observed; ‘i

napoleon has been found in the box it shail be restor-
2d to you.” The piece of gold was found, and the beg-

ar handed it back to his visitor. A‘s thf: latter was
geﬁring the beggar called out to him, 1 beg ygur
pardon;’ sir, but you have forgotten to give me the five

IR 2]

SQuS.

Relics of u Lost Explorer Di.‘cco:-erf’d.——Cla'rnf:e;]f
“lines written in a blank lefif of ‘La Pcroustan So . zf g"1
es'' confain a touching fribute o the meteri(;ug fa
famous sea captain and expliorer,. whgse my(sj O
was long the subject of anxious inquiry, an s

leared up: — '
fll"}';; on thg vast Pacific, midst those 1sles_
O’er which the earliest morn of Asia sml‘les.
He sounded, and gave charts to many a shore
And gulf of ocean new to nautic lore;
Yot he that led discovery o'er the wave
Still fills himself an undiscovered grave.
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An age elapsea, woen men wre, desu VL gy,
Whose hearts had mourned him in their youthful
day;

He came not back—conjecture’s check grew pale

Year atter year—in no propitious gale

His lilied banner held its homeward way,

And science saddened at her martyr’s stay.
The loss of La Pérouse was a mystery far longer than
that of our own Franklin. At length a successful search
has been made by the Bruat, commanded by Lieutenant
Benier, for the remains of the wrecks of tl}e Boussole
and Astrolabe, which went down near Vamkoro‘ about
a century ago. They were the two ships with which the
ill-fated La Pérouse went on his last voyage. Anchors,
cannon, and numerous other rclics were tound, and
vonveyed to Noumea in New C,aledogxa. _Thgy were
received by the Freach authorities with impressive cere-
mony, the garrison and blue jackets being ordered to
give military honours, and a salute of twenty-oge guns
being fired by the guns of the forts. Ameng the trophies
of the search is a bronze cannon, dated 1621, and the
anchors are covered over with coral in the strangest
manner. The relics will be sent to the Louvre, and
placed in the La Pérouse room.

The lloof of the Sheep is Golden.—This Spanish pro-
verb has usually been considered to refer merely.to the
wealth that lies in the wool-bearing sheep for which the
Périinsu)a is famous. But it may possibly have reference
also to the agricultural value of sheep to the soil, as
when they are turnip-fed in pens. It is said that sheep
return to the soil, in manure, the largest percentage of
the manurial value of the food consumed of any other
antmal. According to accurate experiments, fnade, at
German agricultural stations, where the food given and
the manure obtained were carefully analysed, g5 per
cent. of all the manurial elements of the food consumed
was found in their manure, solid and liquid.

Talking Ravens and Crows.—Visitors to the Brigh-
ton Aquarium have been often startled by the human-
like salute of an unseen raven near the entrance, ‘‘Good
day, good day,’” and ‘‘Good-bye,’’ to departing guests.
An American journal thus describes the performances
of a crow, whether the common crow known to us,
is not stated. His curiosity is always aroused by the
approach of a stranger. Upon seeing a person for ‘the
first time he deliberately walks around him, examining
him in the keenest and most critical manner, frequently
ordering him with great sternness to ‘‘go home’ or
‘‘go away.”’ Possibly, if ‘‘Grip”’ is in a pleasant frame
of mind, he will greet a stranger with ‘‘Hello, hello.”’
He imitates every noise that may be heard in the farm-
vard; calls like 1 hen when she fears danger (o her
brood of chickens; scolds like - sitting-hen; whinnies
like & horse in the fields, and after an intermission will
crow like the king of chanticleers, and agaiq like a
voung cock just trying his feeble, cracked voice. H
seems to consider himself the guardi
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walking up and down the street in front of the house
and driving before him cats, dogs, or any unfortunate
stray chickens that have wandered beyond their limits.
He has never shown any desire to fraternise with the
wild crows who come about him. Not long since being
addressed by some of these crows with a loud ‘‘caw
caw,’”’ Grip responded by saying, ‘“bow wow wow,”
following this with a loud **hello,”* which so frightened
them that they took rapid flight and did not return.

Singing Sand.—At Manchester, Massachysetts, there
is a “‘singing beach,”” so called from the sound emitted
from the loose sand above the ordinary high-tide mark.

~The sounding sand is near the surface; at the depth of
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one or two feet it ceases, perhaps because of moisture.
The sound is produced by pressure, and may be likened
to a subdued crushing; it is of low intensity and pitch,
1s not metallic nor crackling. It occurs when the sand
is pressed by ordinary walking, increases with sudden
pressure of the foot upon the sand, and ic perceptible
upon mere stirring by the hand, or even plunging one
finger and removing it suddenly. It can L¢ intensified
by dragging wood over the beach. The singing sand
of the island of Kaui, one of the Hawaiian group, gives
a sound as of distant thunder when anything of weight
is dragged over it. Dampness prevents the sound. That
sand is calcareous. Hugh Miller cites similar instances
at Jebel Nakous in Arabia Petrea, and Reg Rawan near
Cabul. Those are silicious sands. The sounds were a

sort of humming. In Churchill county, Nevada, a simi-

lar phenomenon is described with regard to a sand
hill when wind blows them.

The Voice of the Turtle.—Sir Henry Thompson irre-
verently said that conger eel was the chief ingredient
in real turtle soup. This statement brought upon him
a severe rebuke from more than one importer of turtles
and purveyor of turtle soup. Here are two of these
rejoinders, the first of them coming appropriately from
*“The Ship and Turtle”” Tavern in Leadenhall Street:
““There is not a single word of truth in Sir Henry
Thompson’s letter, and we are surprised that a gentle-
man of his standing should write on a subject on which
he is profoundly ignorant. We never use or have ever
used conger eel, or stock meat of any kind; the stock is
from the turtles themselves, of which we kill from
four to eight daily.”” Another tavern-kecper says: 'l
cannot understand why people should go out of their
way to make turtle soup of conger gel or heef, or any-
thing but turtle meat, when turtles are cheaper than
beef or mutton, as they have been for some months
past. I never heard of turtle soup made of conger
before, although it may exist. Some people there are
who always think it cleverer to go a roundabout way
than a straight one; but my experience is that more
good soup is got by boiling a turtle than a similar
weight of any other substance; and lately, for some
months past, there has been no possible inducement to

aduirerare, as.w'me article has been about the
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cheapest that could be obtained.”” It will be news to
many people that turtle is so cheap. The tharge at any
west-end confectioner or restaurateur for a basin oi
soup hardly bears out the statement. Sir Henry Thomp-
son maintains his opinion that conger eel is often usced,
and that when it is not used it ought o be, as being
more readily procured and more wholesome !

Teaching a Dog to Kead.—Sir John Lubbock, M. F.,
has been attempting to teach a dog to resd. In a letter
to the **Spectator,’” he says: ‘'l prepared some pieces
of stout cardboard, and printed on each in legible
letters a word, such as ‘food,’ ‘bone,’ ‘out,’ etc. 1 then
began training a black poddle, Van by name, kindiy
given me by my friend Mr. Nickalls I commenced by
giving the dog food in a saucer, over wnich I laid the
card on which was the word ‘foed,’ placipy also by the
side an empty saucer, covered by a plam card. Van
soon learnt to distinguish between the two, and the
next stage was to teach him to bring me the card; this
he now does, and hands it 10 me quite prettily; and 1
then give him a bone, or a little food, or take him out,
according to the card brought. He still brings some-
times a plain card, in which case 1 point out his error,
and he then takes it back and changes it. This, how-
ever, does not often happen. Yesterday morning, for
instance, he brought me the card with *food’ on it nine
times in succession, selecting it from among other
plain cards, though 1 changed the relative position
every time. No one who sees him can doubt that he
understands the act of bringing the card with the word
‘food’ on it, as a request for something to eat, and that
he distinguishes, between it and a plain card. I also be-
lieve that he distinguishes, for instance, between the
card with the word ‘food’ on it and the card with ‘out’
on it. This, then, seems to open up a method which may
be carried much further, for it is obvious that the cards
may be multiplied, and the dog thus enabled to com-
municate freely with us. I have as yey, 1 know, made
only a very small beginning, and hope to carry the
experiment much further.’’

The Indian Nabob and his Geographical Know-
ledge.—~An Indian Nabob ordered his minister to draw
up a firman, or grant of land, in favour of an ameer,
or nobleman, a near relative. The minister and the
ameer were not good friends. So he drew up a firman
including lands which were at the distance of hundreds
of miles from one another. The ameer complained to
the nabob against the minister. *“Minister,"" said the
nabob, ‘‘see that my kinsman gets lands as near one
another as practicable.”” The minister, producing a
paper in which the names of the distant estates were
entered one below the other, replied, *Quite so; the
first estate is there,” pointing to the paper. *‘Well,
next to it is the second, and next to it the third, and so
on, as your majesty clearly sees.” His majesty was
satisfied that the estates were close to one anather, and
sent his kinsman on his business with severe scolding !

To the Cuckoo
Sweetest chirping bird of plumage soft!
How small thou art, how fleet thy wings fragile
Thou fiyest fast and singest all the while.
Floating song! we call you kokil oft
Oreation’s small but greatest marvel, sing!
And chase my sorrows ; help me goar with thee.
Aloft away from human frailty
Where twinkling stars in shining clusters cling.

There let us with love the world survey

To drive dull gloom and wipe out e’ery wrong.
Thou by song and I by listless lay.

For love when fills the heart doth often long
To hear thy lulling music sweeter far
Than lute and harp which but my lone state mar.

Blusive bird! thon likest not my plea ?
Wherefore aflutter quickly fiyest thou
Beyond my yearning grasp ? Why movest now ?
Do fingers rude and rough of mine hurt thee ?
Or else my conrting coarse doth often jar
On senses thine so fine and delicate ?
List, O list my longing forlorn state
> Pore leavest thou to roam in realms afar.

Cunning warbler! yet thou soarest high.
But widen not the gaping void between
Our different states of life. Towards the sky
Thou climbest o'er the sun-kissed treetops green.
But drowned in despair now I roll in mud
In vain I try to pluck th’' nnblossomed bud.

A bird thoungh born thou stole my throbbing heart
Yet bird thon ever art; for birds alone
Could rise above and wander in astral zone.
Before this conscious gulf our lives did part
Thou flew to me with glee and sang to me
Those lilting love tunes sweet I hear no more
Suddenly on me thon hast closed the door
Of cruel circumstance and destiny.

Farewell! cuckoo, cooing kokil sweet !
Tho' soaring far, pray keep within my sight.
1 know not what strange fate I yet must meet
Or what awaits thee merry winsome mite!
Blest be thou! May happiness be thine
But zing to me—for thee I e’er will pine.

P. G. Surdara Rajan
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A WHOLE PAGE OF GOOD SHOTS

GETTING OUT OF IT

‘‘Here is an apple, Freddie. Divide it generously
with your sister.’

““How shall T divide it generously,
mamma?”’

““Why, always give the larger part
to the other person, my child.”

Freddie reflected for a moment, then
he handed the apple to his little sister,
saying, ‘‘Here, Betty, you divide it 1"’

x

UNPRECEDENTED

Throwing back his shonlders and
putting on his bravest smile, Jones
approached the cashier's desk at the
Income-tax Collector’s office.

““Good morning " he said. *'I
should like to pay my Income-tax.*’

“Well,”” said the cashier, “‘you're
the first !”

““Surely not the first to pay !"" ex-
claimed Jones,

The cashier smiled.

‘““No,"” he replied,

“‘the first to say
he’d like to.

*

STILL INTACT
Bill: “‘I woke up last night with a terrible sensation
that my new watch was gone. The impression was so
strong that I got up and looked.”
Tom: “Well, was it gone?”’
Bill: *‘No, but it was going.”’
»

NO SUCH CAR

The teacher was trying to give her young pupils an
illustration of the word ‘‘perseverance.”’

‘““What is it,”” she said, ‘‘that carries a man along
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rough roads, and smooth roads, up the hills and down
the hills, across the valley, and through the pass,
through the mighty jungle, swamps, deserts and raging
torrents, across the sun-drenched veldt
and the wind-swept plain?"’

There was a long silence, and pre-
sently little Bobby, whose father owned
a local garage, rose to his feet.

‘‘Please teacher,’”’ he said knowing-
ly. ‘‘there isn’t such a car!”

*
INDISTINGUISHABLE

The doctor gazed critically at his
patient. ‘‘H’m,’’ he murmured. ‘‘Have
you been drinking ten glasses of water
every day as I told you?"’

His patient nodded. ‘‘Yes, doctor,"
he replied. ‘I have been drinking six
cups of coffee and four glasses of water
each day."”

The doctor gave a start of surprise.
“Coffee I"” he snapped. ‘‘But coffee
and water are not the same.’’

*‘They are where I have my meals,”’
said the patient.

»
HARD TO PLEASE

It was a bitterly cold day, and the hawker pushing
his barrow along the village high street was not feel-
ing in the best of tempers.

Presently an old lady came out of a nearby house and
beckoned to him. He stopped.

“H'm,” she murmured, after gazing at his stock
for some time, ‘‘not much here.”’ She picked uvp a
bunch of bananas. ‘‘Not ripe,’’ she sniffed.

‘’Course they're ripe,”" returned the hawker, with
some warmth.

*“1 tell you they’re not,’”” she persisted. *‘They are
hard to skin.”’

The hawker gasped.

**Crikey !"" she ejaculated.

“What do you expect for three for tuppence-—bana-
nas with zip fasteners?"’

*
A BIG EVENING

Righ Mucky-muck—Let’s get our wives together
tonight and have a big evening.

Brother Lion-tamer—O. K., but where shall we
leave them?

No. |

Woman at the Well (Colour-
ed Woodcut) by F. H.
Rauleder ... ..

Be still, my soul ..

In the Sskkun-leet Hlma-
laya ...

Forests and Forest Folk of
Travancore . . .

Dreams ...

Dreaming (Woodcut) by
F. H. Rauleder ... .

Philosophy of Happiness ...

Starvation . .

Fnendshrp Human and Dl-
vine ...
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THE MQDEKN HINDU HOTEL

(Bclbrd Pier Tram June. Fort.)

Situated in a healthy locality and within easy
reach of Railway Stations, Docks and all
business centres.

Prowdes at Moderate charges well furnished rooms
fitted with Electric kights and fans and emllenf

vegetarian food, specially suited to
.7~ South Induns.

Patronised among others, ﬁy.'

Palace Officers of Mysore.

Sir Vasudeva Rajs, Kt. of Kollengode.

Dewan Bahadur Krishnamachariar,
Dewan of Baroda.

Sir K. V. Reddy, Kt., Madras
' T:kgraphlc Addmu-—"SOjOURN"

870 CA

The Most Comfortable Reud;md Hotel
in Mangalore :

Centrally situated near the Mudnn in clooe pmn
mity to Post and Telegraphs, Collecborau, &ﬂ:s,

Port Trust, Customs etc.
‘Rooms providghd With ElL ectri‘city"“ .

A most convenient place for travellers by
Sea aqd Ra_il‘ :

Food prepared to the taste of all .

A eonvmcmg vunt sohated Lopseeod

SPLLIALLY PREPAMS
SO0 SEUC ALE SR

Great Toulet

Accessorles'

“ HOUNSA ANTISEPTIC" Snow :not. only
whitens, softens, smoothcns, but also kecps your
skin well protected from blemishes and infection.
This is a perfect powder base too!
AND

A perfectly pure BRILLIANTINE cntxrely
free from wax and gum; enriches the natural
colour of your hair. «Hounsa Superb”- prevgnts‘
dandruff and keeps your hair neat! 499 DA

AND BRILLIANTINE
Manufacturers: C. I.s B'.‘Ilo Owll NSA, Lalglr Mansions, Harvey Road, BOMBAY 7

Agents:

Messrs. KAMATH & CO., Car Strest, MANGALORE 8. K.
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INDIAN MAGAZINE

is available for

SALE

from

MADRAS: — Messrs. Higginbothams and at all
their Railway Stalls.

MYSORE:— The Karnataka News Agency,
Lansdowne Buildings, and at all
their Mysore Railway Stalls.

RANGOON: —Mahomed Hoosain Aloo, Esq.,
Books and Newspaper Agent
83, Moghul Street.

A NEWBOOK &rme i
Your Physique is s
aset to your couvhtry

Read my Book

PERFECT
PHYSIQUE

a prospectus to
MY SYSTEM
My book will tell

you how to get Stromg
and Healthy

Write immediately for my new book " PERFECT
PHYSIQUE ™ containing 64 pages and 40 new
MUSCULAR and ARTISTIC poses of myself and my
pupils on high class art paper.

Send As. 8 by money order.  No slamps received. No V. P. semi.
SURYANAMASKAR CHNART (op art paper) Sead As.8 by M.O.

PROF. K. V..YER

PHYSICAL CULTURE CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL

BANGALORE CITY (SOUTH INDIA)
844 CA

ON LJ
QUALITY MISKY

ASAFOETIDA

STANDING FIRST IN THE LIST
SOLD EVERYWHERE

meorers GOPALJEE & CO.

303 GOVINDAPPA FAICK STREET, MADRAS,

BOMBAY, KUMBAKONAM AND MADURA.
480DA

NO ADVERTISING CAMPAIGN
IN SOUTHERN INDIA

is complete without a provision for

| The Madras States Directory

the only Exhaustive Pictorial Reference Book of Seavistical, Historical
apd Commercial information, patronised by the five South ladias States of
Travancore, Cochin, Pudukottai, Banganepslle snd Sendur,

FULL OF PICTURES— WHO'S WHO, A SPECIAL FEATURE
Price Rs. S. Postage Extra.

ADVERTISEMENT RATES

Ordimary Within Reading Matrer
Full Page Rs. 30 Rs. 35
Half Page Re. 15 Re. 28
Quarter Page Rs. 8 Re. 12

Special rates will be quoted for cover pages, insets
and other unspecified positions.

Apply to:—
The Manager 850 CA

PEARL PRESS
COCHIN

THE BOMBAY (SWADESHI)
LIFE ASSURANCE CO, LTD.

(Estd. 1908)

. HEAD OFFICE:
45-47 CHURCH GATE STREET - FORT - BOMBAY

Chairman: Sir Lalubbai Samaldas, Kt., C.LE., J. P.
Medioal Referce:  Dr. A. S. Erulkar, M. D. (Lond.)

Consulting Actwary: G.S. Marathey, Esq., M-A-(an’)(t;l‘:;
nd.

If you have not insured anywhere yet, or if
there is any margin for more, please consult the
undersigned AT ONCE either in person or by
letter, and go in for a policy with this pur.ely
Indian Institution of 2§ years’ standing, which
offers maximum benefits at minimum cost. Excel-
lent opportunities for energetic educafte.d young
men by way of agencies in our jurisdiction com-
prising of Karnatak Districts, Konkan and S. M.
States. Commission given on highly liberal basis.
Every help and co-operation offered to agents.

For further details apply to: 399 CA

K. P.RAO &SONS

CHIEF AGENTS, COLLEGE ROAD,
BELGAUM

ey
PYORRHEA

That dreaded disease, which usually manifests
itself in inflamed gum tissue and in soft, bleeding,
spongy, receding gums will be ARRESTED and
CHECKED and PERMANENTLY CURED

by

NILPYOR

It keeps the mouth clean, prevents formation of
Tartar and decay of the teeth, inflammation and
receding of the gums.

Numerous testimonials received of its wonderful
curative properties.

Re. 1/- and Rs. 2/4 Bottie
497 DA

WILFRED PEREIRA
Qualified Chemist
MADRAS — KOTAGIR] - COIMBATORE

Now offered to the Public at Re. 1/-
premium per share.

PREFERENCE SHARES

of the Syndicate bearing 6°/o cumulative

dividend free of income-tax.

Application fee as. 8 per application irrespective of

the number of shares applied for.

For particulars please apply to:—
The Oanars Industrial and Banking Syndicate, Ltd,
Udipi 351 CA

or to any of its Branches:

Brahmavar, Kumta, Mangalore, Karwar, Honavar,

Payyanur, Cannanore, Hubli and Bangalore City.

ECONOMY
WITHOUT SACRIFICE

KARACHIWALLA’S

QUALITY GOODS
SOLD ALL OVER INDIA

MADE OF BEST
TINNED STEEL
THE DESPATCH
CASH AND DEED
BOXES,
TRUNKS AND AiR-
TIGHT UNIFORM
BOXES,

REFRIGERATORS, 366 CA
ICE BOXESAND MEAT SAFES ETC.
(SEND FOR PRICE-LIST)
E. H GOOLAMHUSEIN
KARACHIWALLA

BRUCE STREET, FORT, BOMBAY
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My Scieatiic System of Graduated

Physlical Culture

15th Edition, 114th Thousand
IT IS FREE—THIS will show yau

some of my remarkable achievements
in Health-building exercises, many
peges with nice photographs of my-
self and a oumber of my pupils.
All T sk is the price of postage—
As. 2. Order for a copy at once.

Prof. M. V. KRISHNA RAO
398 CDA OOTACAMUND - 8. INDIA

EASTERN OPTICAL COMPANY (Rgd.)

WHOLESALE OPTICIANS AND DIRECT IMPORTERS
323-325, Abdul Rehman Street

BOMBAY -3 408 CA
Branch

Eastern Optical Co.,, 306, Bow Bazar, Calcutia

Look Sharp! Don’t miss the Opportunity!!
MURDESHWAR’'S BANKING INSTITUTE

3, Fernandes Mansion, Hampankatta,
MANGALORE (3. INDIA)

PIONEER INSTITUTE ONTHE WEST COAST
EXPE:(T TUITION BOTH ORAL AND POSTAL BY
EXPERIE}\CED AND WELL-QUALIFIED LECTURERS

The Institute offers excellent edu:ation for careers for Bui-
nessmen, Graduates, Undergraduates, Matriculates and S. S.
L.C. 's and also for those who have uot passed any University
Examination.

Buponaible posts such as Office Managers, Secretaries of
Joint Stock.Compamu etc.. await you, on your qualifying for
the respective Courses that you are interested ia.

Sound and Practical Commercial Education is felt t» be
absolntel_y essential for all aspiring after splendid opportunities
for a decidedly better start in business-life.

The Ingitute Coaches for the following Examinations:
The Institute of Bankers, London Incorporated  Secretaries'  Associa-
(Cert. A.1.B) tion (A.-I.S. A &F.1.S. A

The Indian Institute of Banken
(C-A. L1 B)
Corporation of Accountants
(A-C.R.A &F.C.R.A)
Central Association of Accountants
(LA.A.&F.A.A)

Fees Very

Corporation of certified Secretarics
(A.C.C.S. &F.C.C. 5.
The Indian Merchants® Chamber
D.Com. (I. M.C))
Lundon Chamber of Commerce
National Unioa of Teachers.

Moderate

Students are eurolled from the st of June 1934
Closses Commence on Monday 18th June 1934
For further particulars apply to:—
D. R. MURDESHWAR
Dip. Fcon., F. R. Econ. S. (Lond.)
Principal, Murdeshwar's Banking Inxtitute,
2, Feroandes Mansion, Hampankatta, MANGALORE, S. I.

Messrs. Shivaji Chemical Works
BELGAUM

SEND YOUR TRIAL ORDERS FOR
Magic Cure

A wonderful and sure remedy for all Head-aches, Fever, Colds,
Body-ache, Rheumatism, ‘Tooth-ache, Female disorders,
Hemicrania, Influenza and Neuralgia. As. z per packet,
Re. (-0-0 per doz.

Worm Powder
One packet for children and two for adults to be taken in
sugar without castor oil. 1 anna per packet, Rs. 4-0-0 per to0.

Cough Mixture
is too good for eight annas. One dose will show its efficacy
on ordinary Cough, Cold, Hooping Cough, Bronchitis,
Pneumonia and Influenza. Rs. 5-4-0 per doz.

Jeevanamruthbindu
Though the price is eight annas per bottle the work it does is
splendid. It could be used externally as well as internally for
indigestion, stomach-ache, ankle-sprain, bodyv-ache, tooth-ache,
cough and cold. Any sick-room could be approached with the
help of this smell.

Besides these we manufacture ink powders and il sorts of

sintments.  We also deal in Nelson's Tea and Eucalypsus Ol
Srom Kotagiri, Nilgiris.
Sole Representatives w6 DA

Messrs. GEORQGE & Co.

Agency Contractors
FORT BELGAUM

B. M. PRESS MANGALORE S.K.

Undertakes

all sorts of

COPPER, NICKEL AND SILVER PLATING

with excellent results, at moderate charges

FOR PARTICULARS WRITE TO

T HE
XII

M A NAGER

SADHANA AUSADHALAYA
DACCA (Bengal)

Adhyaka:— Jogesh Chandrs Ghoee, M. A (Ayurved Sastri)
Formerly Prafessor of Chemistry, Bhagalpur College.

MAKARDWAIJA:—(Pure with gold) A Wonderful specific for
all primary diseases. Rs. 4]- per tola,

SARIBADA SARASA:—A Powerful remedy for all sorts of
blood impurities and Urinary troubles.  Ra. 3/- per seer.

SUKRA SANIJIBAN:— An effective health restorer to all
nervous debilities. Ra. 16/- per seer.

ABALA BANDHAB JOG:-A great remedy for common
troubles of Women. Ra. 2/- for 16 doses. 27SCA

Catuloghes & prescription on describing the mature of disease ave given gratis.

saae sesase
BHH R e R R L

H L ———S————
P. 0. B. 569
BREMEN (Germany)

arranges

representations of
German
manufacturers

(No charges)

KINDS OF BUILDING MATERIALS

such as Mangalore pattern Roof, Ceiling, Flooring,
Hourdis, Cement Flooring tiles and Ridge tiles,
Glass tiles, Timber in logs and scantlings, Cement,
Cuddapah Slabs, REINFORCED CONCRETE
MATERIALS, etc., etc., can be supplied at
competitive rates.

Agencies for Building Materials on consignment account will be
accepted on commission basis. First class references supplied.

For particulars please apply to

A. S. GOPALAKRISHNAN

Agent:—The Commonwealth Trust, Ltd. The New Malabar
Timber Yards and Saw Mills, Ltd. The Ogale Glass Works,
Lid. The Jupiter General Insurance Co., Ltd. (Fire, Motor
and Marine Insurance).

Stockist: —¢¢ Anchor’’ Brand Cement for Trichinopoly, Tanjore,
Salem, North Arcot and South Arcot Districts.

Reinforced Cement Concrete Specialist. 478 DA

Tel. Address: **Architect” Trichinopoly.
WEST BOULEVARD ROAD, TRICHINOPOLY

100 Copies in 10 Minutes!

Y
FREE TRIAL- 0% arw RAPID Duplicator

A transparent Non-seif-
filler, Unbreakable Ame-
rican Pen with a hemi-
spherical pomt that glid-
es over the coarsest pa-
per with the speed of a
softest lead pencil.

jts other specialities:—
1. Swiftest Writer. 2.
Regulatea Uniform Fiow
of juk, 8. Makes 8 to 4
Casbnn Copies with ori-
ginal in Ink. 4. Greatest
Ink Capacity. 5. Draws
lines to & roler.

We refund the full value,
if not approved and ve-
turned within a week.
Orders per V. P. P, only.

Handwritings!
Drewings! Type-
writing! Sketches
etc. in one or more
colours, in one or
more languages at
a time! Over 10,000
in use all over
India, Burma and
Ceylon.

\ No Stencils! No Roller ! No Special
i ! Fool i . -
Price:—X Ray Inkograph s Pen oolecap size Rs
Rs. 19 only. Other Self- | pogtage Packing Re. 812, Send
filling Styles Ra. 16, Re. | . ]
14 and Rs. 11, l Rs. 5/- in advance with order.

PHOTO ENLARGEMENTS

Made from any photograph—No matter how
small_old, aded or indistinct. Size 187xg0"

artistically finished by experts in BLACK AND

WHITE mounted on canvas Rs. 15. For RICH

SEPIA Finish Re. 18.  For besutifully finished
' in WATER COLOURS—a Veritable WORK of

ART—Rs. $0. 501 DA
Satisfaction guaranteed. Originals returned
uninjured. Half charges in Advance.

J. J. SHAH & SONS
Prop:—UNIVERSAL PHOTO ENLARGING Co.

FEAST!

Enjoyment of a Feast is enhanced, when
the Savoury Dishes are made flavoury by
using our most celebrated Misky

VHR
ASAFOETIDA

11b. pkt. Re. 1-12.0; Y; 1b. pkt. Re. 0-15-0; charges extra.
479 DA

VARJIWANDAS HIRJEE & CO.

(T. M) P. 0. Box No. 2183, BOMBAY No 2.

194, Govindappanaick Street, MADRAS
X1
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GRAMOPHONE RECORD BOXES

SAFE, STRONG AND CONVENIENT TO EANDLE

DESIGN REGISTERED No. 1680

DUST AND DAMAGE PROOF
Made of Best Steel Plates with soft lining inside to
preserve and to prolong the tife of the Gramophone Records.
Fitted with comfortabie Strong Leather Handles to carry.
Finished in different fancy colours.

No. 1 To hold about 2 Doz 10” Records Rs.
” 2 1 3 " r i

5 0 Oeach
. 6 8 0
w 3 " 2 .. 12 " . 6 8 0

w 4 " 3 .. . " . 8 8 0
The Negapatam indian Stee! Trunk Factory

Holland Road. Opp. to Rallway Station,

NEGAPATAM 418 DA

PLEASE 4PPLY FOR TRADE TERM~

NILGIRI JOTTINGS

ON
FOOD VALUE OF VEGETABLES

with various recipes

BY

BEATRICE A. VIEYRA

Author of «Housewife’s Companion”, “Culinary

Art Sparklets”, «Souvenir of the Silver Jubilee”

Price Re. 1-8-0 Packing and Postage extra.

Awvailable at the

BASEL MISSION PRESS
MANGALORE 8. K.

Whew in ueed of High Geade
Homoeopathic aud Biochemsic
"I !. »
and LITERATURE, it will be to
your advantage to write to us. We

have specialised ourselves in supplying

these requirements for 44 years.

Interesting price-list sent free on request.

ROY & CO. 354 CA

HOMOEOPATHS

Princess 8treet, BOMBAY
XVl

“QUALITY PRINTING”

i

The value of good Printing

Wae specialise in high-class Artistic Com-

marcial Printing and Designing of every

descriplion and place at the disposal of

the general public the benefit of a century’s

experience with the service of a fully-
qualified Staff,

COLOUR PROCESS AND
BLOCK-MAKING A SPECIALITY

BASEL MISSION PRESS
MANGALORE 8. K.

HANS WUNDER ;%
DRUCKFARBENFABRIKEN
BERLINWILHELMSBERG

IWEIGFABRIK WIEN XVi)

Roller Composition TO EVERY PRINTER Pﬁnﬁng.Varnishes
Do you wish to save time and money, only use our best proved

COLOURS FOR ALL SYSTEMS OF MACHINES

dry as well as inks
for
LETTERPRESS INTAGLIO-PRINTING
LITHOGRAPHY OFFSET - PRINTING

REQUISITES FOR EVERY PROCESS OF PRINTING

for Offset: Offsetin and Offset Paste
for Lithography: Glor.ia Paste
for every process of printing: Rapid-Dryer Seccol

FOR ROLLERS’ CAST ONLY:
ROLLER COMPOSITION “GERMANIA” FOR
TROPICAL CLIMATE

transparent alastic

durable
SPECIALITIES: BRONZE-PRINTING-INKS

GOLD-PREPARATION

Demand samples and prices from our
Indian Representative,  Dipl, Ing. Fritz Woitf

Stock P. 0. Box 2409 Caleutta
HANS WUNDER G. M. B. H.
ORY COLOUR AND PRINTING A



Prices: Sibs. jar Rs. 10,
1.

2. Madras Presidency Agenta:

3. Mangalore Agents:

all Ages—Usetul for Cold

ZANDU PHARMACEUTICAL WORKS, LTD., BOMBAY

Messrs. SHAH & COMPANY, Dismond Buildings.

CHYAVANPRASH
(LEHYAM) _
Best Body and Brain Bulider—The ideal Tonic Food for

» Cough, Asthma, Phthisis and .
Noarseness of Voice

11b. Rs, 2-8, }1b. Re. 1-5,

Messrs. DAMODER & CO., 78, China Bazaar Road, MADRAS

}1b. As. 13,

508 DA

Messrs. Stanley, Lionel & Co.

Manufacturers’ Representatives
MADRAS

Telegrams:

Telephone:
*“NORNEL"

4022

Soothe your nerves
Restore spent energy

Start taking

«CREAMWEAT”
The ideal health beverage

Made from
Wheat and Barley

Full of Vitamins

Recommended by eminent Medical Men.

Dealers in Patent Medicines, Phenyle etc.

The Madras industrial Bank Ltd.
8econd Line Beach

MADRAS
Telegrams: Telephone:

“INDUSBANK " 4022
BRANCHES:
Bangalore, Eilore, Muslipatam, Vizagapatam, -
Madura and Conjeevaram.
Agency Office: —Vizianagaram.

Undertakes Banking business of every
description.

Current and Savings Bank Accounts are
opened at 2 and § per cent interest per annum.

FIXED DEPOSITS at very favourable
rates are accepted.

BONDS: Loans under this scheme are ad-
vanced up to Rs. 10,000/- repayable at Re. 1/8/-
per month for Rs. 100/-

Collections of Debts: All monies due under
Mortgages, Pronotes, Bills, Hundies etc. etc. are
collected, 502 DA

Terms and particulars can be had on application.

DR. BAILUR'S MEDICINES

AGUE POWDER Powd
Fever FOR ofv;r“
Pills INDIGESTION Convulsion

Werite fur Catedogue for other Medivines.
COUGH SYRUP
used for Influenza fever, whooping-cough, etc.
A commission of 1249/, for orders more
medicines. Better facilities for merchants.
DR. HARI MAHADEYV BAILUR
BELGAUM 849 CA

than Rs. 3 worth

XVl

B hen in need of High Grade Agastiar’s

Sidda Medicines and  Ayurvedic Specialities
and Literature, it will be to your ndylntagu to write to us.
Sidda’s Specifics are the capital remedies to cure al) incurable
diseaves. We have specialised ourselves iq caring obstinate

cases of Leprosy, white and black patches, Paralysis, Asthma,
Consumption, Rheumatism, ete., etc.

Thousands of Chronic Patients cured and pumerous testi-
monials obtained. )
Healing by Post is a Speciality. 486 DA
Interesting price-list sent fres on request.
Cousuit—Dr. Kotah Jayaram Naidy, Vaithysbhusathy

DR. KOTAH'S M, S. MEDICAL HALL

146, BRoADWAY, Mapras

\
Homoeopathic Poor Dispensary

(MANGALORE)

" P. 0. Kankanady, South India
(Est. 1880)

Importers of : Homoeopathic Medicinog,
Schuessler’s Tissue Remedies,
Luyties’, Walker's and other Specialities.

‘Medical advice and Prescriptions
' given gratis.
Depot for: kr. Muller's >0 B, Specines
and

Fr. Muller's Blochemic Tone,

396 CA
Prices Now Reduced. Call for Price-list.
- ) :

BEWARE OF IMITATIONS!!!

Made to cure, not merely to sell.

A MATCHLES CURS FOR ATT ACHES AND PAINS

Sold everywhere; Sold by the millions.

Sole agent for Madras Presidency and Mysore:—

A. B. Parekh,

China Bazaar Road, MADRAS.
424 DA

TAMRUTANJAN DEPOT
BOMBAY, MADRAS AND CALCUTTA

\’-
RAVAL TILES
WHEN L AD AND My [ S
Pint MARB

| 2

[N

®o R

@K e

RAVAL TILES
Are made in India under expert European
personal supervision.

. Stocks at :

RAVAL & Co.
Bank ¢., Fort, BOMBAY
s cA 8, Second Line Besch, MADRAS

LILIPUT DOCTOR

Y Al
TN 4

companion. Purely Swadeshj. .

Vaprine (Regd.):— Magically cures cuts, bruises,
ringworm, eczema, wounds, itch, psoriasis, burns,
insect bites, pimples, piles etc. Instantly stops

bleeding.

Available everywhere.
819 CA

.

Price: } 0z. 4 As. 1 0z. 8 As.

Available at:—

THE NATIONAL KANARA NEWS AGENCY,
Phirozsha Metha Road, }

BOMBAY

THE LUSTRE MFG. CO.
Chikmagalur (Mysore Provinos)
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BLACK AND COLOURED

|
PRINTING INKS

HIGHLY CONCENTRATED .

Specially prepat:ed for Indian climate for Letter-

- bress, Litho, Litho-offset, Tin Plate Printing, etc.

7 .

G VARNISH-SUNDRIES

;o ! :;7\

IEA s
v DEUTSCHE DRUCKFARBENFABRIK.

ZOLCH & Dr. SCKERL-LEIPZIG N. 21 GERMANY,

SOLE AGENT AND STOCKIST:

S. VAJIRAVELU MUDALIAR P. T MADRAS

310, Wall Tax Road—Post Box No. 520, ss0 CA

Successors to Wiele and Klein—Estd. 1882
Portraits and Enlargements— Developing and
Printing of Amateur work—Indian Views
and Postcards, Lantern Slides, Process Blocks
on Copper and Zinc in Halftone and Line.
All our work is made under the personal
supervision of a European expert of 30 years’

experience under up-to-date  conditions.

269 CA
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