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VACANT ACREAGE

Large Areas With
Cool Breezes and
Lots of Light
Available But To-
ronto Has Not Yet
Seen Necessity For

New York’s Expe-

dient of Bungalow
Building on Top of
kyscrapers

By A. K.

HY send your
¢hildren'io
the country for
the Summer?
Why not send
them up on the
roof, ‘where

they’ll be quite as cool and
safe from mosquitoes and

poison ivy?

These are the questions
city-dwellers will be asking
themselves in a few years, if
the 'growing craze for living
on the roof continues to grow
at its present pace. It origin-
ated in big American cities—
this craze, where roofs are
high and broad and many.
And it has gone so far in the
last little while that in New
York people are sactually
building  honest-to-goodness,
year-round bungalows on the
tops of office buildings.

HIS custom has not yet reach-
ed Toronto. Investigation

by a Sunday World writer reveal-
ed the reassuring fact that Toron-
tonians still live in Toronto—not
above it. We are a comnservative
veople. We find it hard enough
to go down two flights of stairs
to fix the furnace on a Winter's
night, without negotiating fifteen
flights. One might take it for
granted, almost, that in good old
Toronto, roofs are still wused to
keep the rain out—and yet—‘‘and

yet I don’t know,” as the song
goes.
Perhaps Toronto isn't so far

behind the times as some people
» think it is. There may be sur-
prising things wupon Toronto’s
roofs that nobody ever heard of.
In any event, two young Toron-
tonians started in to explore their
home city in a decidedly new way.

While visitors from afar were
content to gape humbly at the
fronts of - our edifices, they

NERVOUS DEPRESSION

Why People Are Low Spirited
and Depressed.

Nearly all women and most men
suffer at times from fits of depres-
sion and low spirits. Everything
seems a burden; then come periods
of mnervous irritability, headaches
and weariness. People who suftfer
this way lack vitality because their
blood is poor and nerves are starved
in consequence.

The only way the nerves can be
reached is through the blood. By
enriching the blood with Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills the starved merves
are supplied with just the elements

they need. This is proved by the
experience of Mrs. J. E. Dadson,
12th Ave. east, Vancouver, B.C.,

who says:—'‘About three years ago
I became very weak and nervous. I
had pains in my side and back, and
also suffered from frequent pains in
the back of my head and neck. i
was hardly able to do anything
about the house. I would wake
with a start in the night and my
heart would flutter so that it almost
choked me, I tried much doctor’s
medicine, but it did me no perm-:
anent good. One day I read about
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills and decided
to give them a trial. These pills
produced such a beneficial change in
a short time that I kept taking them
until I had used a dozen boxes. By
this time there was such an: im-
provement in my condition that
friends would ask me what I was
taking, and of course I was only too
pleased to tell them it was Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills. I am now feel-
ing like a new person and am doing
my own housework. We would not
now be without Dr. Williams' Pink
Pills in the house.”

You can get these pills from your
druggist, or by mail at 50 cents a box
from The Dr. Williams' Medicine
Co., Brockvills,.Ont,

.

View from Board of Trade promenade,
top of Royal Bank Building.

decided to explore the roofs.
They did, and this story is the re-
sult of the exploration.

UR aeroplane slipped and
slithered in the currents of
hot air above the City Hall.
© “A close shave that time,” we
yelléd to the pilot. above the roar
of our engine. He nodded, and
did a neat turn that took us away
from those fiendish tentacles of
vapor.

Below us, the roofs of Toronto
swung reund with majestic speed.
We stiaightened, and they scud-
ded beneath us. Great, flat, arid
roofs. Some of them shot out
and above their fellows as if they
would have reached up and club-
bed us. Great, sunbaked roofs,
covered with little pebbles, swept
by the cool lake breezes.

“What a waste of space,”
ed the pilot.

“What a waste of breeze,” was
the answering roar. The pilot
yawned.

We started., Fifty yards from
us, and many more from the
street level, a row of prominent
business men were sitting behind
a tremendously strong railing.
We knew they were business men
because they were pleasantly
sleek in appearance and were
smoking cigars. Now what on
earth were they doing there? Then
we remembered. It was the
Board of Trade, of course. They
had just eaten, and were sitting
in a row-—some of them anyway
-—upon their little cast-steeél
porch atop the Royal Bank. That
was a good starter for us. Here .
was one near-roof being put to a
good use.

roar-

WAY up Yonge Streét we spied

another, It looked promis-
ing. It was on a much Ilower
level. The machine flashed over

the traffic cop’s diminutive head.
(It was a white spot, so he must
have been looking up at us). And
there, below, was a lovely green
roof, shaped like a tent roof but
not so steep. A few red spots
(geraniums) were peeking up at us
and a flutter—just a tiny flutter—
of white showed around the edge,
away, 'way down below. We
would be obligea if ‘the girl who
waved that handkerchief would
communicate with us.

Here, there and everywhere we
saw lxttle suspicious things
roofs—Ilittle things that looked 1
if they might be interesting upon
closer scrutiny. For example,
there was a skeleton of iron pipes
atop a department store. The
pﬂlot jerked his head towards it
(We were doing a steep bank). He
knew what it was. His mother
had often left hiin there to play

when those. pipes were covered
with canvas, and the floor was
covered with kids 's play-

house, right next door to Toy-
land!

As soon as we reached the
earth gain we hurried to this
store.

‘“What has happened to the
roof-garden where 1 used to
play?” the manager was asked,
breathlessly. His composure was
unruffled.

“N—th floor,”” he remarked,
pleasantly. “Toys, dolls and
games; take the elevator.”

“It’s under the roof, then?”

“Of course, take the elevator.”
But we didn’t. We sighed instead
and thought sadly of the genially
flapping canvas of yesteryear.

LAS, few of us appreciate
Toronto’s roofs and their tre-
mendous potentialities. At a big
hotel the tremendous infor-
mation 'was given that

Roof bungalow on housetop
Charles K. Eagle on top of his building in
New York.

~ soon .

of

dwelling

Glimpse of roof garden on fop of downtown store.
of light.

after its tallest turrets had been
built, the dance-floor right under
the roof had been opened out in-
to a roof garden 'of sorts. There
had been 'palms and music and
the soft sighing of the hotel man-
ager, but nought availed. In fact,
the sighings of the manager grew
less soft and more audible as days
passed and the crowd that usually
ate on that floor bégan to stay
away. Perhaps they feared chills.
Perhaps they missed their home-
like cloudbank of cheese-thick
cigar smoke. But, anyway, the
roof-garden wasn’t a successj The
regular patrons stayed away until
they shut the winaows again.
On top'of the General Hospital
are most intriguing little houses
of glass. Anything might happen
in those little glass houses, so long
as the inhabitants refrained from
casting stones. Nothing does. They
are pent-houses, and contain ven-
tilators and machinery and other
brosaic things. There are no in-
habitants, and the stones, little
ones, . all lie on the' roof. But
jfhere was a gleam of hope here.
On still, hot nights, doctors in
night-shirts steal out upon the
roof (this is unofficial, tell it not
abroad), they steal out in their
ghostly night-shirts and drag little
truckle beds up into the central
tower that sits up above the place
with professional air. There they
snore in state, far above the
roofs of surrounding 'Toronto.
And there they greet the sun that
rises in splendor over Ashbridge’s
Bay. Whether or not the milk-
man has ' ever seen that night-
shirt parade stealing back in again
i a matter of knowledge that he
does not divulge. Of course, our,
informant told us, ALL the doctors
don’t go out there. It wouldn’t hold
them all. But the young and the
daring sometimes essay it. y

ADVERTISEMENT

Keep Hazr in Curl On
Hot,Wet or Windy Days

On the Board of [Trade promenade,
top storey of Royal Bank Building.

How Toronto looks from top

@\'E real roof garden was found.

was ; that green-roofed
place with the geraniums and the
fluttering handkerchief. It @ sits
on top of a ‘Gown-town retail
store, and it is for the éxclusive
use of employes. ' It is cool and
shady, well furnished ' with ver-
andah chairs and park benches,
two or three substantial ‘tables, 2
drinking fountain, and' ai phoio-
graph. - It is not very high, but it
is really delightful. The employes
eat their lunches and spend their
‘“‘reliefs” there.

In the east tne Metropolitan
Church (piles toward heaven. Its
chimes charm and soothe the

frazzled nerveg of the shop-worn
human beings. Another outstand-
ing vniece of architecture is a net-

of Royal Bank Building.

Large. areas with cool breezes and lots

work of iron pipes knitted into the
air on Yonge Street. It used to
support a sign wgerehy somebody
advertised his cigars. Now. it
looks' like a monument to
funet master plumber. It repre-
sents a use for roofs from which
Toronto is, mercifully, almost free.
Our White Way may not be great,

“but’ it is at least' nearly white!

CROSS the 'street 'from
nice little roof-garden

other large 'department
whose roof is blemishless. For a
long time, plans have nestled in
pigeonholes for an elaborate roof-
structure of glass and steel and
concrete. So far it has come to
naught.

The Board of
above, has

this
is an-
store,

Trade, mentioned
really an up-to-date

arrangement. For .some years
they have occupied their quarters
on top of the Royal Bank build-
ing. The dining-room and the
big sitting rooms, fronted in glass,
look out upon a generously wide
promenade that extends half-way
around the building. This spa-
cioug room is floored with sqguare
tiles and carefully fenced in 'by
massive ‘railings of steel. True,
it is' under the roof proper, but to
all intents and purposes it is ‘'a
roof-garden.

So, who knows? Toronto may
well follow where its Board of
Trade has led the way, and we
may soon be  eating our dinners
and sunning our babies up where
breezes blow on their restless way
to the great open spaces.

VIDENCE of the popularity of
the roof as a place to live is
found in the ‘“To rent” columns of
the New York papers.

many advertisements telling of the
wonders of living high above the
noise of the busy streets. One
large real estate firm admits an

increasing demand for roof dwell-

ings and a growing supply.. The
agent shows no surprise when
asked whether he ‘“‘knows of any
vacant bungalow on top of a sky-
scraper.”

“You mean a penthouse apart-
ment,”” he replies with a smile,
politely calling attention to the
technical term.
what neighborhood do you prefer
to live?”

And, fingering his index cards,
he proceeds to extract any num-:
ber. ‘“Here is one on the four-
teenth floor (what he really means

There are .

“Certainly. In.

UT IT’S ON THE ROOFS

Relazation in roof garden on top of a downtown Toronfo store.

is the roof above the thirteenth
floor); four rcoms at $5,000. Or
would you prefer something not
quite .so high?”  The visitor ex-
plains that the height of the
building is not disconcerting, but
the loftiness of the price—! “How
about this one at $3,000? Could
you wait a few months? There is
one in. construction now—’' And
he produces a blueprint.

There is no penthouse apare-
ment. without its terrace, and
many have little nooks where min-
ature gardens thrive.

BIT of outdoor loveliness has
been created by Charles K.
Eagle on the roof of the building
of which he is the owner, at 171
West Fifty-seventh Street.
“My wife and 1,” said Mr. Eagle

‘‘have always loved the country

and growing things, flowers and
birds. When we were last in Cali-
fornia we dreamed a dream. Why

.should we have to leave town In

search of the things that made
us happy? Why could we not find
a means of bringing them to us.
I consulted with engineers anda
gardeners and found that with a
sufficient amount of steel rein-

- forcement a roof could be made to

support not only the house I want-
ed to build on it but also the three

‘feet of soil which I was told was

necessary for the garden I wished
to plant.

“People are apt to think that
such a venture as mine is a great
extravagance . It is not the case.
My house and garden stand on a

surface covering 10,900 square feet
in omne of the sections of town
where real estate Is valued at a
high price. Its actual cost to me
was $10,000! The additional
amount of steel needed to support
the weight of the: roof was
worth $8,000°' and for the earth I
paid  $2,000. I am saying this
simply because I want those who
have ' never tried this experiment .
to know that not only has it an
esthetic but it has also an econo-
mic value: There is no waste space
in a building where the roof ‘is
utilized: I pay no rent, nor am
I as would be the case if I did not
have my ‘solarium,” as I call it,
obliged to take up space in my
own building.

‘“The average roof, with its
chimney pots, penthouses and
clothes-lines' is an ugly thing
to look ‘down upon. There is no
reason why it should not be made
beautiful.”

R. Eagle’s house was built
two years ago. He has
found it so practical and enjoyable
that he hardly cares to leave {t.
The molisture of the earth and the
growing things tend to keep the
air about his house cool and
fresh during the Summer heat: on
the other hand, the warmth of
the house below helps to coun-s
teract the cold of the Winter. .
‘“The grass stayed green
throughout almost the entire year,
and the firs helped to give the {l-
lusion that we were in California,”
he said.

a. de- "

Here's
decidedly ‘‘worth while.”
little liquid silmerine before doing up
the hair, using a clean tooth brush for
the purpose, and you will have as
beautiful curls and waves as you could
wish for.
natural no one will guess it was arti-
ficially acquired.
so long, regardless of heat,
dampness. You ean obtain liquid sil-
merine at any drug -store at not to
exceed twenty cents an ounce. It is
neither sticky nor; greasy. It serves
also as. a beneficial dressing, . keeping
the hair soft, silky and lustrous. It's
fine for both long .and bobbed hair..

\

a hair curling secret that is
Just apply a

The waviness will look so

And it will last ever
wind - or

Fish From Platform in Rapids

Which Are Teeming Wlth Game

By FRANCIS DICKIE.

EREWITH is shown -one of
the oddest fishing rigs in the

world. This platform is built in
the Yuculta Rapids, in the coastal
waters of British -Columbia over
a big whirlpool. The rapids are
formed by a narrow passage be-
tween two islands, through which
the whole. force ofithe .water of
the Strait of Georgia  pours with
the changing ‘of ‘the’ tides. The
vast volume thus forced into the
narrow channel causes wonderful
whirlpools, boils and. eddies. The
whirls are so-large that great trees
are carried down out of sight, and
even big coasting steamers do no
attempt the passage ' except -at
fairly slack water. ¥

-quiset,

These swift, cold waters are the
delight of the coho and spring
salmon, gamest fish in the world.
In the'water ‘in the whirl below
where the platform is built is a
particularly good spot for salmon.
By ‘dropping the baited spoon
from the platform the salmon can
be fished in safety from the rush-
ing ' rapids. At certain quieter
times of the /changing tides a boat

"can be fastened below the plat-

form and fish taken with a rod
and reel, giving more sport than
fishing from above, where only a
hand line can be used. ILast year
a  T5-pound salmon was taken
here. The photograph was taken
from midstream at a time of slack
water, when the rapids are fairly

PTR EE u«maz/ coupon below to E//en [ Buckland, Graduate Nurse

Advice from
- One Woman to Another

on a Very important hygienic subject

~

!

ﬁmdcw/acy charin, exquisiieness under circumstances which
most women ﬁm/ exeem’mg[q z‘iymg

By ELLEN J. BUCKLAND
Graduate Nurse .

FE,.T,.. .

R

life

HIS is a subject which only a

woman can understand, and on

.+ ‘which only an expert can advise with
: authority. I speak as both.

I!
which confronts women in social, busi-
ness or professional life. As a practic-
ing nurse I know how to lighten it.

For science has now perfected a prod-
uctdavhlch helps women live an active

too, experienced the handicap -

without interruption. Its conve-

nience and efficiency are amazing, for
it solves a special problem in a very
simple way.

' THIS NEW PRODUCT IS CALLED “KOTEX"

It was perfected during the war to
provide a softer, m
gical dressing. Kotex is five times more
absorbent than cotton.

After the war its makers felt that
Kotex would be of infinite value to
women—that it wquld effectuall
their greatest problem. And it

Women have only to hear of Kotex
to appreciate what it means in comfort,
convenience and relief from embarrass-
ment. It is being adopted everywhere.

more absorbent sur-

solve
as.

A SAMPLE—FREE

You can secure Kotex at practicall
all drug and department stores, but
want to send you a sample.
come wrapped in a perfectly plain
package. All
out and mail the coupon.

It will

ou have to do 1s to fill

Don’t do yourself the injustice of
overlooking this offer, which i is 80 easy

Charm, Exqmstteness, Dnmaculacy, under all and every
condition EVERY day! Yet, under old methods the
average woman spent at least 1 6th of her time in a state

to accept. All you have to do is to tear

out coupon, fill it out and mail it to me.

of discomfort, uncertainty—andfrequently embarrassment.

Kotex is on sale at all drug and de-
partment stores. Two sxzcs Kotex reg-
ular and Kotex-Super. i e

Name

Address

FREE SAMPLE—Mail This Confidential Coupon

ELLEN J. BUCKLAND, G. N.

Care of Harold F. Ritchle & Co., Limited
10 McCaul St., Toronto, Ont.

1 want to accept free trial offer made by You, with the under-
standing that it is absolutely confidentia
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ture by the famous cartoonist
(‘Spy}f.

MERE s ai/lot “of
* crime to be seen in

the course of three-
score years and
ten in the criminal
courts  of Great
Britain, much sorrow and suf-
fering, hatred, avarice and de-
generacy. Probably you will
say that no man ever enjoyed
a legal career that covered so
1many years as that, and it
‘must be admitted that Sir
Harry Poland, the noted Brit-
ish criminal lawyer, has estab-
lished a record in this regard.
Probably no other lawyer has
served as long or been associ-
ated with as many notable
cases as Sir Harry. For nearly
three-quarters of a century he
was a familiar figure in British
legal circles, and his biogra-
phy, written by Ernest Bowen-
Rowlands, and published under
cthe title “‘Seventy-two Years
‘»at the Bar,” might be de-
scribed as a survey of the most

' Hr

i llﬁll'

notable English crimes in the

period between 1848 and 1920—surely an interval that not
many lawyers will match in a hurry. 1

Harry Bodkin Poland was born in London in 1829, and
educated in that city. Twelve years after Queen Victoria came
to the throne he was admitted to the Inner Temple, and began

his long career that lasted through

of her son and grand-son.

her reign, and through that

There is not much to be told about

this man except the things that he did in the courts, for like

Sir Henry Hawkins, better known in certain circles as

’Awkins, he lived in the law.

’Anding

Sir Harry had no other outside

fad or hobby. He steeped himself in crime and criminals, and

Naturally in the Memoir,

‘he was acquainted with them all.
bt you will ‘find accounts of such

famous trials as the case of the Tichborne claimant and of the
murderer Dr. Crippen, but most readers are already familiar with

‘these stories.

: More interesting,
.are not so widely known, but whij
~make them stand out from the
“or greed.

therefore, are the crimes that
ch possess unique features that

ordinary sordid acts of passion

. sanity.

The Case of Coﬁstancé Kent

R

;@NE of the most extraordinary

cases in the history of crime
‘1s that of Constance Kent. Hven
though the murderess confessed, it
is difficult to credit her stary, espe-
cially as we cannot use the one -
possible explanation, that of in-
No other action of Con-
stance Kent showed her mind to
be badly balanced. Yet here was®

‘& young woman of gentle birth,

living in the best possible sur-
roundings, who murdered her baby
brother with practically no mo-
tive at all, and then succeeded in
evading detection. The case of
Constance Kent makes one think
of the crime of the two young
millionaire murderers in Chicago.

The father of Constance Kent
lived at a place called Road in
Wiltshire. ¥He had been married
twice, and had three daughters
and a son by his first wife and
two daughters and a son by his
second wife. They were well-to-
do people, and Kent could afford
to permit his wife three maid-
servants. At the time of the c¢rime,
Constance was sixteen years of age,
and her little half-brother just
two months short of his fourth
birthday.

On the evening of June 29th,
1860, the baby boy was put to bed
In his cot in the nurse’s room,
but the next morning he was miss-
ing. When the maid .got up at
6 a.m., .the child was gone. Mr.
Kent immediately ordered the pre-
mises to be searched while he set

off to inform the police. While
he was absent, one of the search-
ers found the dead body of the
baby in a closet, into which he
had béen thrown, wrapped in a
nursery blanket, with his throat
cut in the most shocking manner.
The. doctor said that the little
boy had been dead for hours.

USPICION fell \upon every in-
dividual who had slept in the
house that night. No one could

e have: entered and committed the

crime, &8 all the doors and win-
dows we"re bolted. The nurse was

&

twice arrested and twice released,
ag there was no evidence against
her. The father was suspected,
as many persons thought that he
ma.d‘e his hasty departure to- the
neighboring town to get the police
for no other purpose than to rid
himself of some traces of guilt.

A London detective named Wich- -

‘er worked on the case, and he
seemed to have more intuition
than Conan Doyle would give us
to expect in Scotland Yard., He
suspected Constance Kent of the
murder, and caused her arrest,

but the magistrates disagreed with
‘Wicher and the young woman was

‘released.

It is true that Wicher's clue
was a very slight one. It was that
one of her night-dresses was miss-
ing. It seemed that she had three
of these garments, and the house-
maid gave evidence that when on

the Monday after the murder, she’

collected the linen to be sent to
the laundry, she received from
Constance Kent the nightdress she
had worn the previous week, She
put it in the basket, and th% two
other nightdresses which Constance
owned were aired by the maid for
use. After the maid had packed
the basket, Constance sent her
downstairs for ' a glass of water.
When she returned, the clothes-

‘ basket had no appearance of hav-

ing been interfered \with, and it
was delivered to the laundress
that same morning.  When the
laundress examined the clothes,
the nightdress was not among
them. Further, it was never seen
again. 7

But there had been nothing
suspicious about’ the conduct of
Constance Kent beyond the' inci-
dent of the nightdress, and the
public preferred to regard her
father as the guilty party. Only
Wicher, the private detective, re-
ported to Scotland Yard that he
still believed that the young girl
had committed the crime.

HE murder remained an un-
solved mystery until April 25th,
1865, five'years later, when Con-
stance Kent was conducted by two
Inspectors of Police to the private
room of Sir Thomas Henry,' the
Police Magistrate, at Bow Street.
She was dressed in deep mourning

and heayily veiled. Sheé was ac-
companied by the Laﬂy Superior of
St.. Mary’s Hospital, Brighton,
‘where she had been a ‘“visitor” for
the preceding two years, and by
the “Rev): Al /D, X'Va.gner of St.
Paul’s, Brighton, to whom she had
confessed that it was she who had
murdered her baby brother. Mr.
Wagner told the magistrate that
Constance XKent had voluntarily
confessed to him, and had asked
him to have it made known public-
ly. He sald that he wunderstood
that the confession had been made
to save the memory of her father,
who had died in the meantime,
borne down by the weight of dis-
grace and grief.

‘At her trial, where she pleaded
guilty, Constance Kent asked her
lawyer to make this statement,
“First,’ solemnly, in the presence
of Almighty God, as a person who
values her own soul, she desires to
say that the guilt is hers ‘alone,
that her father and others who
have so long suffered most unjust
and cruel suspicions are wholly and
absolutely innocent. Next, she

desires me to say that she was not
driven ‘to this act, as has been as-
serted, by:any unkind treatment of
her step-mother. She met. with
nothing at home but tender and
forbearing love.”

ONSTANCE KENT . was sen-
tenced to penal servitude for
life. But the authorities released
her four years later, and she
changed her name and went ‘to
the  colonies.” It is to be hoped
that Canada was not the favored
“colony.” 3
It was the general belief of all
who had anything to do with Con-
stance Kent that she was not in-
sane. Yet the only motive for the
crime seems to have been an in-
adequate one. She had heard her
‘step-mother make some slurring
remarks about the family of her

Inner History of Remarkable Trials Made
Public in Reminiscenes of Sir Harry Poland,

Celebrated Veteran of British Bar.

wife—and what
Con-

husband’s first
step-mother doesn’t?—but
stance had brooded over the words
and decided to make the second

Mrs. Kent sorry. A few days be-
fore the murder, she obtained pos-
session of a razor from a case in
her father’s wardrobe. On >the
night of the murder, she took the
child from his bed, the nurse being
asleep, and carried him down-
stairs. There she committed the
terrible crime.

After killing “her brother, Con- .
 stance Kent found two blood spots

on her night dress. She washed
them out in a basin, so that they
were not noticed by the first police
‘superintendent’ who looked over

the house. Afterwards, she dis-
covered, however, that .~ the
stains were still  wvisible, and
she feared that the laundress
might observe them. She
could not tell the maid that

.she had destroyed her nightdress,
so she gave the soiled garment to
her to place in the clothes basket.
Then while the other young wo-
man was away getting the glass of
water, she abstracted the garment,
and burned it later in her bed-
room.

There can be no doubt that the
mental processes of the young
woman were abnormal. She said
afterwards that she had never en-
tertained and feelings of ill-will
against the little boy. She told
the men to whom she talked that
a, year before the murder she had
felt a reaction against religion, and
had not prayed for months. Later
on, she got thinking of the days
when she was confirmed, and these
recollections drove her to confes-
sion. ¥ :

Caught By Telegraph |

-screaming

HE name of Dr. Crrippen will

~ descend to history as that of
the first criminal to be caught by
the aid /of “wireless.” The nmame
of John Tawell will be remember-
ed in the é,nnals of crime because
he was  the first criminal to be

" caught by telegraphy.

The victim in this particular
crime was Sarah Hart, who lived
at Salt Hill, near Slough, where
she passed as a widow. One day
a neighbor heard a noise like
coming fron:x Hart’s
House, and she went towards it.
As she drew mnear it, the door
opened, and a man dressed like a
Quaker walked down the garden
path:to the gate that led to the

road. She called to him and ask-
ed him what was the matter with
Sarah Hart.' The man did not re-
ply. He seemed ‘greatly agitated,
and hurrying through the gate
walked quickly away in the direc-
tion  of Slough. The neighbor
went into the house, where she

found Sarah Hart lying on the
floor almost insensible. She rais-
ed her head, but Mrs. Hart never
regained sufficient consciousness
to explain what had happened to
her. Shortly afterwards, she died.

The woman acted quickly. She
hurried away and informed the
police, giving them a full descrip-
tion of the man whom she had
seen, He was readily identifieq by
the Quaker clothes that he was
wearing. Word was telegraphed to
London, and the police watched
the trains at Paddington. A man
answering the descriptiom\ receiv-
ed over the wire alighted from the
Slough train, and a detective was
detailed to watch him.

It was ascertained that the man
was one John Tawell, who had
once been a member of the So-
ciety of Friends, hence his Quaker
garh. Tawell had had a chequered
career.. He had been transported
from. England to Australia for a
bank forgery. After seven years,
his good conduct secured him a
ticket-of-leave. He returned to
England, and set up in business
as a chemist. At the time of the
death of Sarah Harg, he had amas-

‘sed considerable wealth, and was
enjoying an excellent reputation as
a citizen.

When placed under arrest, Ta-

_well said that he knew nobody in
Slough and had never been there.
Later he admitted that he knew
Sarah Hart. He said she had been
his servant at one time, and that
she had been pestering him to sup-
port her children. After he had
been convicted, and before his ex-

ecution; he confessed that Sarah

Hart had been his mistress in his

unregenerate days. When he be-
came respected, he married a wo-
man whose good opihion he valued’-
but he lived in constant fear that
Sarah Hart would make herself
known to Mrs. Tawell; It seems
that Sarah Hart had borne him
several children, and threatened to
make their existence known to his
legal wife.
unsuccessful attempt to poison his
ex-mistress. Finally, in despera-
tion, he went down to Slough and
forced her to swallow a dose of
prussic acid. Byt for the acci-
dental arrival of the neighbor, he
might have carried the bold crime
through successfully. Tawell has
been described as possessing ‘‘a
respected garb, a sedate demean-
our and outward benevolence.”

HERE was rather an interest-
ing episode connected = with
the trial of John Tawell, Sir Fitz-
‘roy Kelly defended the prisoner.
During the -trial one of the wit-
nesses for the Crown made the
statement that apple-pips contain-
ed a small amount of prussic acid,
and KXKelly commented on the
statement in his address to the
jury. After the trial, the speech
of Sir Fitzroy Kelly was twistea

and misrepresented. ;. He was
charged with having tried to argue
that Sarah Hart died of prussic
acid poisoning as the result of
having eaten too many apple pips.
He was widely derided for this

“throw-away the core” defence,
which he never made.
However, . Sir Fitzroy XKelly

found out how hard it is to over-
take that sort of a misstatement,
once it gets circulated. He was
known for a generation in the
English courts by the undignified
nickname of ‘“Apple-pip Kelly.”

Some Super-Swindlers

Tawell had made one’

' marry

TN who can defraid the Bank
of England out of some-
thing like half a million dollars
may truly be described as super-
swindlers. Four such men were
Austin Bidwell, George Macdon-
nell, George Bidwell and Edward
Noyes, who contrived a plot which
enabled them to : get at least
£100,000 from the Bank of Eng-
land by means of extensive forger-
ies Sir Harry Poland was coun-
sel for the Old Lady of Thrgad-
needle Street at the time when the
crime was detected. ° ; :

The four swindlers were sons of

Unlce Sam. They crossed from the
United States to England with
capital of about $35,000, and their
operations were started on May
4th, 1872, when. Austin Bid-
well opened an. account, under
the name of F. A. Warren,
with the West end branch of the
Bank of England in Burlington
Gardens. Their method was most
ingenious Bidwell pretended to
be carrying on a great business
in connection with Pullman cars,
and in the course of his so-called
business he paid into the bank
some genuine bills  of exchange
which he had bought, and which
were duly honored on presenta-
tion. .
This he continued to do so as
to establish confidence in ‘the
mind of the bank manager.  He
and his confederates used the
genuine bills as models for their
forgeries, and soon began to pour
in forged bills.. BIill after bill was
paid into the account from - the
4th of May until the 17th of Jan-
uary, 1873. Some of these were
genuine and others forged.

In the meantime, Austin Bid-
well has gone to the Continental
Bank and opened an account
under the name of Horton. Into
this account the money obtained
from the Bank of England on the
discounted forged bills, handled by
Bidwell under the name of War-
ren, was paid. Later on “Horton”
purchased American bonds with
the money lying to his account in
the Continental Bank.

When the conspirators had de-
frauded the Bank of England out
of over £100,000, they felt that
it was not safe to linger any
longer, so they separated. Austin
Bidwell, alias Warren, alias Hor-
ton, left England in February and
~went to Havana, Macdonnell re-
turned to. his native New York,
and George Bidwell went to Scot-

land. Noyes remained in London '

to deal with cheques drawn by
Warren on the Bank of England,
and to pay in and draw out the
' money on Horton’s account in the
Continental Bank.

T was a well-conceived fraud,

but it was defeated by a small
oversight. The men had timed
everything  so that  the
business would bhe. closed up be-
fore the forged bills 'would be
presented _and discove_red. They
expected to be far away when the
search for ‘“Warren” and “Heor-
ton” was started. But by some
overlsight, one of the bills, which
was payable so many days after
sight, had upon it no date of
sighting. The Bank thereupon
took it to the alleged acceptor
and asked him to date it. He re-
pudiated his signature at once

and that of course burst the
whole fraud.
Noyes was arrested. He pro-

tested that he was merely a clerk
carrying out orders given him by
his departed superiors, and that he
knew nothing about the nature of
the business. Enquiries were made.
The evidence of the engravers who
had prepared the plates for ,the
gang was obtained. That helped up
to a  certaln point, but it ,was
three deceived and angry women
who put the men behind bars.
All four men had women living
with them during their operations
in England, but Austin Bidwell was
the' only one who had a wife.
George Bidwell, Macdonnell and
Noyes lived in a .showy manner
with mistresses, the cleverest one
of whom was Ellen Vernon, the
mistress of George Bidwell. These
women did not expect to be desert-
ed as soon as the men were
wealthy enough to depart. They
were quite willing to share the joy
of spending the half million. Then
one bright day, they found that

' they had been left high and dry.

You know what the poet says about
a woman scorned. When the police
digcovered HEllen Vernon, and the
other two mid-Victorian gold-
diggers, they told everything they
knew, after the manner of their
kind. In fact, they. furnished all
the information that was necessary
for the prosecution.

George Bidwell and Macdon-
nell were arrested, and after some
difficulty Austin Bidwell as well.
The last named was in Havana,
and no Extradition Treaty existed
that covered the Spanish colonies.
However, the difficulty was solved
in the simple way by the authori-
ties in Havana, who| seized Bid-
well .and placed him on board a
British gunboat that called in the
port. It was high-handed, _per-\
haps to deal with an American
citizen in that manner, but it did
not precipitate a Spanish-Ameri-
can war. :

The four men were convicted
and sentenced to penal servitude
for life. 'Their scheme was 2
clever one, a capital instance of
misapplied genius.

~

L‘ i A Society

Scandal

NOTHER swindler, in whose
conviction Sir Harry had a
hand, more picturesque and dar-
ing than those who operated in
the Bank of England case, was
the' notorious charlatan, Sarah
Rachel Leverson, better known as
Madame Rachel, whose operations
caused no little sensation in Lon-
don society in the/ 70’'s of the
last century. Few lcriminals have

ever been more discussed in the
smart drawing rooms of the Eng-«
lish capital.

Madame Rachel pursued a busi-
ness which might be described as
e combination of “Confidence
TPrick,” ' “Blackmail,”  Procura-

tion,” and the exploitation of the
credulous vanity of women and of
men. At one time in her variegat-
ed career of crime she was a prowl-
er about the outer 'edges of  the
theatrical life of London, and
the.re sought to obtain. money by
luring disappointed and discour-
aged young.girls into a life of dis-
repute. She always had an in-
stinct for being a sort of human
ghoul who preyed upon the inno-
cence of the unwary.

Then she :tried for higher game,
and established herself as a per-
fumer with premises in Bond
Street. She attracted prominent
customers to her shop, but she
did not depend upon the profits
of her perfumery. When wormen

whole

she endeavored to establish her-
self with them sufficiently stronsg
to inveigle them into a compro-
mising position. When she got
these fluttering society dames into
her power, and reputations wers
frail things in those mid-Victorian
days, she bled them with black-
malil, Occasionally she was beat-
en at her own game, and on one
occasion the plucky wife of a
British admiral almost succeeded
in driving her out of London. Iiut

in most cdses she proved herself °

to be one of the most pernicious
and dangerous pests that ever ex-
isted in London.

HEN Madame Rachel was at

the zenith of her career, she
had an establishment in Maddox
Street, London, and there, ogten—
sibly, was carrying on the business
of a “Perfumer and Dealer in Cos-
metics.” She advertised a great
deal, and in various papers she set
forth that she had the power of
making women ‘‘beautiful for
ever.” A widow lady of great
wealth and social position named
Mrs. Borradaile saw the adver-
tisements, and went to consult
Madame Rachel about her com-"
rlexion. Madame Rachel px:ompt—
ly undertook to cure certain de-
fects in the skin and <o makg
her customer “beautiful for ever.
Incidentally, she promised to sup-
ply her with a suitable husband.
Mrs. Borradaile was much im-
pressed and agreed to undergo the
treatment, for which she was to
ay £1,000.
= %uring the course of the treat-
ment at Madame Rachel’s shop—
or studio as it would now be call-
ed—Mrs. Borradaile was introduc-
ed to Lord Ranelagh, and subse-
quently met him outside on geveral
occasions. Lord Ranelagh made
no declaration of love, or ind{aed
of anything more than passing
civility, but Madame Rachel told
her customer that he was madly
in love with her and wished to
her. However, he felt
rather shy about telling Mrs.
Borradaile that he wished her to
undergo an extra process of beau-.
tification before going through the
ceremony. Although she had no
sort of ground-—other than Ma-
dame’s word—for believing that
Lord Ranelagh was infatuated by
her, the hopeful widow consented
to undergo the process, sold out
stock and authorized her solicitor
to pay out the proceeds, £800, to
Madame Rachel. This done, she
received a ‘“receipt for £800, being
balance of the £1,000 received from
me for bath preparations, spices,
powders, sponges, perfumes and
attendance, to be continued until
Mrs. Borradaile am finished by the
process.”’

PH"HEN Madame Rachel told Mrs.
Borradalle a most extraordin-
ary story. She informed her 'that
TLord Ranelagh had peeped into
the room where the widow was
receiving treatment and seen her
in her bath. Because of that, she
was, under sonte obscure law, mar-
ried to IL.ord Ranelagh, though the
two must be married by proxy and
by means of letters that would be
exchanged between the parties.
Evidently Mrs. Borradaile was a
most gullible person, quite unfit
to be allowed free with a fortune
at her disposal. She believed the
story of Madame Rachel, and he-
gan to receive some most extra-
ordinary letters. It afterwards
came, out that these letters were
dictated by Madame Rachel to a
male accomplice.

The letters to her were signed
“William,” although ILord Rane-
lagh's Christian name was
‘“Thomas.’”” They contained such
phrases as,—

“I shall be at your ieet, those
pretty feet I love, and you may,
kick your ugly old donkey,” and

-] was at Randall's

Saturday
night, a dirty corn-cutter.”

As there was no disparity in
point of birth and upbringing be-
tween Mrs. Borradaile and Lord
Ranelagh, it is difflcult to under-
stand how the silly woman bse-
lteved, even for a moment, that
the letters came from ILord Rane-
lagh. ILet it be remembered also
that she had been introduced to
T.ord Ranelagh, and he had ac-
knowledged her bow on other
occasions.

Mrs. Borradaile appears to have
been an extraordinary combination
of fatuity and vanity. However
that may be, she believed every-
thing that Madame Rachel told
her, and in order to complete the
realization of her two-fold object
—pérmanent beauty and marriage
to a title—she kept on handing
out large sums of money, includ-
ing a sum of £2,000 in specie, £600
worth of jewelry and a bond over
property for £600. Apparently,
Madame Rachel found Mrs. Borra-
daile s0 e that she came to the
conclugion that ehe possessed no
friends to advise or help her. Any-
way, the beautifier ended up by
doing & thing that was bold to the
point of recklessness. ‘When all
of Mrs. Borradaile’s available
money had run out, and it was a
considerable fortune, Madame
Rachel had her arrested and im-
prisoned in Whitecross Street
Prison on a charge of failing to
complete certain pecuniary obliga-
tions for which she had made her-
self liable.

When the outrage became
known, Mrs. Borradaile’s friends
appeared upon the secene. Enquir-
ies were made, and a8 & result
Madame Rachel was arrested for
having defraudxed Mrs. Borradaile
out of £30,000.

T the trial, Lord Ranelagh went
into - the witness box and de-
nied all knowledge of the allega-
tions made against him. He ex-
plained that he went to Madame
Rachel’s originally out of curiosity
to see what sort of woman she
was. He had heard of her
notoriety and her crafty methods,
and wished a little first-hand
knowledge, like other society gos-
sips, of her personal appearance
and her business. He did not re-
member having been introduced
to Mrs. Boarradaile while in the

shop, although he had naturally:.

acknowledged her bow when they
met in public afterwards. A
Lord-about-town is known to
many whom he cannot place.

ADAME RACHEIL was con-
victed and sentenced to five
years penal servitude, though she
fought her case hard on several
clever technical grounds. When

she came out she returned to her
former practices, and on April
11th, 1878, she was convicted a
second time of fraud. The Mrs,
Pearce, whom she victimized, had
believed Madame Rachel’s assur-
ance that she could improve her
face by washes and enamels, and

' had submitted to the: treatment.

However, unlike the case of Mrg.
Borradalle, the treatment proved,
to be not only fraudulent but
noxious., It caused an eruption on
Mrs. Pearce’s face, and then the
trye genius of Madame Rachel
asserted itself. She demanded a
fee of £1,000 to cure the skin dis-
ease that she had caused.

Once again Madame Rachel
went to prison for five years, and
Baron Huddleston, the trial judge,
who evidently knew her reputa-
tion for other things besides fake
beautifiers, expressed his regret
that it was not within his power
to pass a heavier sentence upon
her.

And so Madame Rachel passed
again into prison, where she died.

What Was the Funniest Thing
I Saw Last Week ?

]

How good are your eyes, and how keen are your powers of
observation? When you pass through crowded streets or coun-
try districts do you see the thousand-and-one bits of by-play that
give life its color? Day by day, Lits of real-life comedy are being

\ enacted—unconsciously for the most part—all arouad us. Some

of us see these things—most of us miss them.

How do YOU use your eyes? Do they see the humor

in

life, or just the inanimate surroundings? Do they see facial ex-
pressions, or just faces? What do you find funny? The Sunday
World wants to know. And this is how The Sunday World pro-

poses to find out.

It wants you to describe simply, in not more than 2 ‘0 words,
the funniest thing you saw lzst week. Whatever it was, and wher-
ever it happened, tell us about it so that we may pass it on for

others to enjoy.

Send your letter to the Editor, Observation Contest, To-.
ronto Sunday World, in time to be delivered before midnight
next Saturday, July 12. Beginning July 20 The Sunday World
will publish the three best leiters, and will give a prize of $3
for the first and $1 each for the second and third, or others it

may be deemed desirable to publish.
name and address of sender, but

; Each letter must beqgr
[if you do not wish this pub-.

came to her shop to buy cosmetics, lished it will be necessary to add a pen name.

]
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“Peter,” Cleverest of Monkeys,

Could Skate and Cycle,Smoke
and Unlock Locks, Though
Members of Tribe Seldom

Show Hints of Reason.

ERE is a long ga-

mut between  the
bushy tailed, almost
squirrel - like mar-
mosets and the big
brained chimpanzee.
There is great
-varieay of attainment at different
levels in the simian tribe.

To begin at the beginning, it is
certain that monkeys have a first
class sensory equipment, especial-
ly as regards sight, hearing and
touch. The axis. of the two eyes
are directed forward as in man,
and a large section of the field of
vision is common in both eyes. In
other words, mankeys have a
more complete steroscopic vision

than the rest of the mammals en-

joy. They look more and smell
less. They can distinguish differ-
ent colors, apart from different
degrees of brightness in the color-
ed objects. They are quick to dis-

criminate differences in the
shapes of things—e. g., boxes
similar in size but different in

shape, for /if the prize is always
put in a box of the same shape
they soon learn (by association)
to select the profitable one. They
earn .to discriminate cards with
‘short words or with signs printed
on them, coming down when the
‘“Yes” card is shown. remaining
on their perch when the card
says “No.” Bred to a forest life
where alerthess is a life or death
quality, they are quick to respond
to a sudden movement or to pick
out some new feature in - their
surroundings. And what is true
of vision holds also for hearing.

Power of Manipulation.
,ANOTHER quality which separ-
ates monkeys markedly from

ordinary mammals is their manip-

ulative expertness, the co-ordina-
tion of hand and eye. This great
gift fololws from the fact that
among monkeys the foreleg has
been emancipated. It has ceased
to be indispensable as an organ
of support; it has become a climb-
ing, grasping, lifting, handling
organ. The fore-limb has bécome
a free hand, and every one who
knows monkeys at all is aware of
the zest with which they use their
tool. They enjoy pulling things to
pieces—a kind of dissection—or
screwing the handle off a brush
and screwing it on again.

-Activity for Activity’s Sake.
ROF. THORNDYKE hits the
nail on the head when he lays

stress on the intensity of activity

in monkeys—activity both of
body and mind. They are pent
up reservoirs of energy which al-
most any influence will tap.
Watch a cat or dog, Prof. Thorn-
dike says; it does comparatively
few things and is content for long
periods to do nothing. It will be
splendidly active in response to
some stimulus such as food or a
friend or a fight, but if nothing
appeals to its ‘'special makeup
which is very utilitarian in its in-
terests, it will do nothing. “Watch
a monkey and you cannot enum-
erate the things he does, cannot
discover the stimuli to which he

reacts, cannot conceive the raison
d’etre of his pursuits. Everything
appeals to him. He likes to be
active for the sake of activity.”
This applies to mental activity
as well, and the gquality if ‘one of
extraordinary interest, for it
shows the experimenting mood at
a higher turn of the spiral than

" in any other creature, save man.

It points forward to the scientific
spirit. We cannot, indeed, believe
in the sudden beginning of any
quality, and we recall the experi-
menting of playing mammals,
such as kids and kittens, or of
inquisitive adults like Xipling’s
mongoosge, Riki-Tiki-Tavi, which
made it his business in life to find
out about things. But in monkeys
the habit of restless experiment-
ing rises to a higher pitch. They
appear to be curious about - the
world. The psychologist whom we
have quoted tells of a monkey
which happened to hit a project-
ing wire so as to make it vibrate.
He went on repeating the per-
formance hundreds of times dur-
ing the next few days. Of course
he got nothing out of it save fun,
but it was grist to his mental mill.
‘“The fact of mental life is to
monkeys its own reward.” - The
monkey’s brain is ‘“tender all
over, functioning throughout, set
off in action by anything and
everything.”

Sheer Quickness,

@ORRELATED with the quality *

of restless inquisitiveness and
delight in activity for its 6wn sake
there is the quality of quickness.

We mean not merely the loco-
motor agility that marks the
monkeys, but quickness of

perception and plan. It is the sort
of quality that life among the
branches will engender, ere it iy’
so often the case of neck or no-
thing. ‘It is the quality which we
describe as being on the spot,
though the phrase has slipped
from its original moorings. Speak-
ing: of his bonnet monkey, an In-
dian macaque, second cousin to
the kind that live on the Rock of
‘Gibraltar, Prof. S. J. Holmes writes
“For keenness of perception, ra-
pidity of action, facility in form-
ing good practical judgments about
ways and means of escaping pur-
suit and of attaining various other
ends, Lizzie had few rivals in the
animals world....Her perceptions
and decisions were so much more
rapid than my own that she would
frequently transfer her attention,
decide upon a line of ‘action, and
carry it into effect, before I was
aware of what she was about. Un-
til T came to guard against her
nimble and unexpected maneu-
vers, she succeeded in getting pos-
session of many apples and pea-
nuts which I had not intended to
give her except upon the success-
ful performance of some task.”

Quick to Learn.
UITE fundamental to any un-

derstanding of animal behav-
ior is the distinction so clearly
drawn by Sir Ray Lankster be-
tween the ‘little brain’ type, rich
in inborn or instinctive capacities,
but relatively slow to learn, and
the ‘‘blg brain” type, with a re-
latively poor endowment of spe-

educability. The “little brain”
type finds its climax in ants and
bees; the -‘“big brain” type in

horses and dogs, elephants and
monkeys. ‘And of all animals mon-
keys are the quickest to learn, if
we use the word ‘“learn” to mean
the formation of useful associa-
tions between this and that, be-
tween a given sense presentation
and a particular piece of behavior.

The Case of Sally.

OME of us r.emvember Sally, the
chimpanzee at the '‘“Zoo’”. with
which Dr. Romanes used to ex-

periment. She was taught to give
her teacher the number of straws
he asked for, and she soon learn-
ed to do so up to five. If she
handed a number not asked for,
her offer was refused; if she gave
the proper number, she got a
piece of fruit. If she was asked for
five straws, she picked them up
individually and placed them in
her mouth, and when she had
gathered five she nresented them
together in heiThand. Attempts to
teach her to give six to ten straws

CHIMPANZEE

maminals.

fierce and gloomy gorilla.

cialized instincts, but with great
were not very successful. For Sally
“above six’’ meant ‘“many,” and
besides, her limits of patience were
probably less than her range of
computation. This was hinted at by
the highly interesting circumstance
that when dealing with numbers
above five she frequently doubled
over a straw so as to make it pre-
sent two ends and thus appear as
two straws. The doubling of the
straw looked like an intelligent
device to save time, and it was per-
sistently resorted to in spite of the
fact hat her teacher always re-
fused to accept a doubled straw as
equivalent to two straws. Here we
get a glimpse of something beyond
the mere association of a sound—
“five” and that number of straws.

The Case of Lizzie.

HE front of the cage in which
Prof. Holmes kept Lizzie was
made of vertical bars which allow-
ed her to reach out with her arm.
On a board with an upright nail
as handle there 'was placed an
apple—out of ILizzie's reach. She
reached immediately for the nail,
pulled the board in, and got the
apple. ‘“There was no employment
of the method of trial and error;

there was direct appropriate action .

following the perception of her re-
lation to board, nail, and apple,”
Of course her ancestors may have
been adepts at drawing a fruit
laden branch within their reach,
but the gsimple experiment was in-

BABY ORANG-UTAN

In his famous book on “The Expression of the Emo
showed that many forms of facial expression familia
He also showed how important the mov
between mother and offspring, mate and mate,
of temperament, as the photographs show.
is also mild of temper, but often and naturally appea rs melanch
however, by our photograph of the adult. |
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A PLAIN STORY SIMPLY TOLD

~structive. All the more instructive
because in many other cases the

experiments indicate & gradual
sifting out of useless movements
and an eventful retention of the
one that pays. i

‘When Lizzie was given a vase-

line bottle containing a peanut
and closed with a cork, she at
once pulled the cork out with her
teeth, obeying the instinct to bite
at new objects; but she never
learned to turn the ‘bottle upside
down and let the nut- drop out.
She’ often got the nut, and after
some education she got it more
quickly than 8&he did at first, but
there was no indication that she
ever percelved the fit and proper
way of getting what she wanted.
“In the course of her intent ef-
forts her mind seemed so absorb-
ed with the object of desire that
it  was never focussed. on the
means ' of attaining that object.
There was no deliberation, and no
discrimination petween the impor-
tant and the unimportant elements
in her behavior., The gradually
increasing facility of her per-
formances depended on the ap-
parently | unconscious elimination

kith and kin.

Both chim panzee and
(James’ Press Agency Photos.)

of useless movements,” This may
be called learning, but it is learn-
ing at a low level; it is far from
learning by ideas; it is hardly
even learning by experiment; it is
not more than learning by experi-
ence; it is not more than fumbling
at learning! ! ;

Trial and Error.

HIGHER note is struck in the
behavior of some more highly
endowed monkeys. In many ex-
periments, chiefly in the way of
getting into boxes diffiicult to open,
there is evidence (1) ¢f attentive;
persistent experiment, (2) of the
rapid elimination of ineffective
movements, and (3) of remember-
ing the solution when it was dis-
covered. Kinnaman taught two
macaques the Hampton Court
Maze, a feat which probably means
a memory of movements, and we
get an interesting glimpsé in his
observation that they began to
smack their lips audibly when they
reached the latter part of. . their
course, and began to feel—dare
one say?—‘We are right ' this
time.” /4 g
In getting into ‘‘puzzle boxes”
and into ‘‘combination boxes”
(where the barriers must be over-
come in a definite order), mon-
keys learn by the trial and error
method much more quickly than
cats and dogs do, and a very sug-
gestive fact emphasized by Prof.
Thorndyke is ‘‘a process of sud-
den acquisition by a rapid, often
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- THE MIND OF MONKEYS

apparently instantaneous aban-
donment of the unsuccessful
movements and selection of the ap-
propriate one, which rivalg'in sud-
denness the selections made by
human beings in similar perform-
ances.”” A higher note still was
sounded by one of Thorndike’s
monkeys which opened a puzzle
box at once, eight mons after his
previous experience with 'it. For
here:was some sort of registration
of a solution. .

Imitation.

"H“VVO chimpanzees in Dublin zoo

were often to be seen washing
the two shelves of their cupboard
and ‘“‘wringing’”’ the wet cloth in the
approved fashion. It was like a
caricature of a washerwoman, and
some-one sald, ‘“What mimics they
are!” Now, we do not know
whether that was or was not the
case with the chimpanzees, but the
majority of the experiments that
have been made do not lead us to
attach to imitation so much im-
portance as is usually given to it
by the popular interpreter. There
are instances where a monkey that

BABY CHIMPANZEES

(1872) Charles Darwin
counter-parts in apes and other
are as means of communication

{ The anthropoid apes show notable difference:
The chim panzee is lively, cheerful angd educable. 4

ucakb The orang
This is not suggested,

had given up a puzzle in despalr
returned to it when it had seen its
neighbor succeed, but most of the
experiments suggested that the
creéature has to find out for itself.
Even with such a simple problem
as drawing food near with a stick,
if'often seems of little use to show
the monkey how it is done. Placing
a bit of food outside his monkey’'s
cage, Prof. Holmes “poked it about
with the stick 'so as to give her a
suggestion of how the stick might
be employed to move the food
within reach, but although the act
was repeated many times Lizzie
naxer showed the least inclination
to use the stick to her advantage.”
Perhaps the idea of a ‘‘tool” is
beyond the bonnet monkey, yet
here again we must be cautious,
for Prof. L. T. Hobhouse had a
monkey of the same macaque
genus which learned in - the course
of time to use a crooked stick with
great effect.

The Case of Peter,

ERHAPS_ the cleverest monkey

as yet studied was a per-
forming chimpanzee called Peter,
which has been generally describ-
ed by Dr. Lightner Witmer. Peter
could skate and cycle, thread
needles and untie knots, smoke a
cigarette and string beads, screw
in naile and unlock locks. But
what Peter was thinking about all
the time it was hard to guess, and
there is little evidence to suggest
that his rapid power of putting

. child’s mind, in having little

muc

two and two together ever rose
above a sort of concrete mental
experimenting, which Dr. Rom-
anes used to call perceptual infer-
ence. Without supposing that
there are hard and fast boundary
lines, we cannot avoid the general
conclusion that, while monkeys
are often intelligent, they seldom,

"if ever, show even hints of reason

—i.e., of working or playing with
general ideas. That remains
man’s prerogative.

The Bustle of Mind.

N mammals like ' otters, foxes,
stoats, hares, and elephants,
what a complex of tides and cur-
rents there must be'in the brain
mind! We may think of a stream
with currents at different levels.
Lowest there are the basal appe-
tites of hunger and sex, often with
eddies rising to the surface. Then
there are the primary emotions,
such as fear of hereditary enemies
and maternal affection for off-
spring. Above these are instinc-
tive aptitudes, inborn powers of
doing clever things without hav-
ing to learn how. But in mam-
mals these are often expressed
along with, or as it were through,
the controlled life of intelligent
activity, where there is more clear
cut perceptual influence.

Higher still are the records or
memories of individual experience
and the registration of individual
habits, while on the surface is the
instreaming multitude of mes-
sages from the outside world,; like
raindrops and hailstones on the

-stream, some of thém penetrating

deeply, being, as we say, full of
meaning. The mind of the higher
animal is in some respects like a
in
the way of clear cut ideas, in
showing no reasgon in the strict
sense, and ‘n’' its extraordinary
educability, but it differs from the
child’s' mind entirely in the sure
effectiveness' of a certain reper-
tory of responses. It is efficient
to a degree.

“Until at Last—Arose the Man.”

AN’S brain is more complica-
ted than that of the higher
apes—gorilla, orang, and chim-
panzee—and it is relatively
larger. But the improvements in
structure do not seem in them-
selves sufficient to account - for
man’s great advance in intelli-
gence. The rill of inner life has
become a swift stream, sometimes
a rushing torrent. Besides per-
ceptual inference or intelligence—
a sort of picture logic, which some
animals likewise ‘have—there is
conceptual infefence—or reason
——an internal experimenting with
general ideas. Even the cleverest
animals, it would seem, do not get
internal

ticulars;” man plays an

ganie of chess with ‘‘universals.”

Intelligent behavior may g0 a
long way with mental images; ra-

tional conduct demands general
ideas. It may be, however, that
‘“‘percepts” and ‘“concepts” differ

rather in degree than in kind, and
that the passage from one to the
other meant a higher power of
forming associations. A clever dog
has probably a generalized percept
of man, as distinguished from a
memory image of particular men it
has known, but man alone has,the
concept man, or mankind, or hu-
manity. Experimenting with con-
cepts or general ideas is what we
call reason.

Here, of course, we get into deep
waters, and perhaps it is wisest
not to attempt too much. So we
shall content ourselves here with
pointing out that man’'s advance
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Man’s Brain More Compli-

cated ThanThat of the Higher
Apes --Differences Between
“Percepts”’ and “Concepts”---

Reason and the Power of
Speech.

in . intelligence and from intelli-
gence to reason is closely wrapped
up with his power of speech.
What animals began—a small vo-
cabulary—he has carried to high
perfection. . But what 1s distinc-
tive is not the vocabulary so. much
as the habit of making sentences,
of expressing judgments in a way
which admitted to communication
between mind and mind. The
multiplication of 1tords meant
much, the use of words as symbols
of general ideas meant even more,

for. it meant the possibility of
playing the. internal game of
thinking; but perhaps the most

important advance of all was the
means of comparing notes with
neighbors, of corroborating indi-
vidual experience by social inter-
course. With words, also,'it be-
came easfer to enregister outside.
himself the gains of the past. It
is not without significance that the
CGreek logos, which may be trans-
lated ‘“‘the word,”” may also be
translated mind. 3 }

Looking Backward.

HEN we take a survey of ani-
mal behavior we see a long
inclined plane. The outer world.

" provokes simple creatures to an-

swer back; simple creatures act
experimentally on their surround-
ings. From the beginning this
twofold process has been going on,
receiving stimuli from  the envir-
onment "and acting upon |the en-
vironment, and. according to the
efficiency of the reactions and
ctions living creatures have been
ifted for millions of years. Onse
main line of advance has been
opening new gateways of knowl-
edge—the senses, which are far
more than five in number. The
other main line of advance has
been in most general terms, ex-
perimenting or . testing, probing
and proving, trying one key after
another till a ‘door is unlocked.
There is progress in multiplying
the gateways of knowledge and
making them more discriminating,
and there is progress in making
the modes of experimenting more
wide-awake, more controlled, and
more resolute. But behind both
of these, is the characteristically
vital power of enregistering within
the organism the lessons of the
past. In the life of the individual
these enregistrations are illustrat-
ed by memories and habituations
and habits; in the life of the race
they are illustrated by reflex ac-
tions and instinetive eapacitites.

: Body and Mind.

E must not shirk the difficult

qguestion of the relation be-

tween the bodily and-.the mental
side of behavior.

(a) Some great thinkersg have
taught that the mind is a reality
by itself which plays upon the
instrument of the brain and body.
As the instrument gets worn and
dusty the playing is not so good as
it once was, but the player is still

‘himself..This theory of the es-
sential independence of the mind

is a beautiful one, but those who
like it when applied to them-
selves are not always so fond of it
when it {s applied to other intelli-
gent creatures like rooks and ele-
phants. It may be, however, that
there is a gradual emancipation of
the: mind which has gone furthest
in man and is still progressing.

(b) Some other thinkers have
taught that the inner life . of
thought and feeling is only, as it
were, an echo of the really im-
portant activity—that of the body
and brain., Ideas are just foam
bells on the hurrying streams and
encircling eddies of matter and
energy that make ‘up our physi-
ological life. To most of us this
theory is impossible, because we
are quite sure that ideas and feel-
ings and purposes, which can not
be translated into matter and mo-
tion, are 'the clearest realities in
our experience, and/that they count
for good and ill all through our
life. They are more than the tick-
ings of the clock; they make the
wheels go round.

(c) There are others who think
that the most scientific position is
simply to recognize both the bodily
and the mental activities as equally
important, and so closely interwov-
en that they can not be separated.
Perhaps théy are just the outer
and the inner aspects of one reality
—the lifelof the creature, Perhaps
they are like the concave and con-
vex curves of a dome, like the
two sides of a shield. Perhaps the
life of the organism is always a
unity, at one time appearing more
conspicuously as mind-body, at an-
other -time as body-mind. The most
Important fact is that neither as-
pect can be left out. By no jugglery
with words can we get mind out of
matter and motion. And since we
are in ourselves quite sure of ofir
mind, we are probably safe in say-
ing that in the beginning was
mind. This is in accordance with
Aristotle’s saying that there fis
nothing in the end which was not
also in kind present in the begin-
ning—whatever we mean by be-~
ginning.

‘HAT has led: to the truly
wonderful result which we
admire in a creature like a dog or
an otter, a horse or a hare? In
general, we may say, Just two
main processes—(1) testing all
things, and (2) holding fast that
which is good. New departures
occur and these are tested for what
they are worth. Idiosyncrasies crop
up and they are sifted. New cards’
come mysteriously from wlthin
into the creature’s hand, and they
are played—for better or for

- worse. So by new variations and

their sifting, by experimenting and
enregistering the results, the mindy
has gradually evolved and will con=
tinue to evolve. :

(Copyright, 1922.)
(Another installment of “The

Outline of Science” will be pub-
lished next Sunday.)
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Tennis is Only Fifty Years Old—An English

Authority Seeks to Explain the
in the British Isles—We
Also Offer an Explanation,
Seems to Us More Psychological.'

2277

Lack of.

Which

To our mind the most extraordinary \

thing about tennis is its youth. IAC—
cording to the records, it is just fifty
years ago since Major Wingfield took
out a ‘patent for his court, shaped like
an hour glass, upon which the game
is founded, although the name Sug-

gests an older origin, and the tools of
the trade, minus the net, are an in-
dication that it may have been played
in ancient times, perhaps almost as
long as handball, for the games have
their points of resemblance even more
pronounced than their points of differ-
ence. In the first twenty years of its
existence tennis, according to the
humorists of the period, was played
chiefly, if not exclusively, by young
ladies and curates, what time the
latter were not engaged in handing
round cups of tea, and inquiring arch-
ly “Two lumps?’ In short, the game
was set down as belonging to the class
of croquet and carpetballs, unworthy
of the attention of able-bodied men.
Thirty years ago to play tennis was
the same sort of indication as the
wearing of a wrist watch before the
war. But as a writer has remarked
wrist watches are now worn by molly-
like airmen, enginedrivers
and explorers Tennis has been play-
ed by similar mollycoddles, 'typical
specimens being Anthony Wilding and
Bill Tilden. Not long ago|Ty Cobb
also a mollycoddle of sorts, remarked
that the most impressive champion
he had ever seen in action was Tilden,
the tennis champion.

The jubilee of the game synchron-
izing with the Wimbledon tourna.mgnt
prompts The TField to speak with
mingled regret and acerbity of the
failure of English tennis players to
keep pace with its develppment.. Tt
points out that the mternaponal
championship has not been held in the
British Isles for fourteen years, while
there has been no British singles
champion at Wimbledon for fifteen
years, and no British woman cham-
f)inns since 1914. The éxplanations or-
dinarily put forward for this lament-
able condition are not acceptable to
The Field. There was the war of
course. But the war was, not “con-
fined to the British Isles.  Certainly

. By J. V. MCAREE.

it raged in France; it involved Aus-
tralia, and in both these countries the
standard of tennis is higher than in
the Old Country. The war did not
rob the British Isles of a player of the
same rank as Anthony Wilding. One
of the greatest players and finest
gentlemen any game ever produced
was an Australian: yet Australia sur-
vived his loss, without losing her place
in the finals for the Davis Cup. Aus-
tralia continues to breed and develop
great players. ‘It is a little beside
the point, but we might advance argu-
ments for the athletic prowess of
Australia and New Zealand. Accord-
ing to Dr. Mayo, the famous American
surgeon, the greatest race of men in
the world is to be found in New Zea—
land. Inherited mental traits and a
climate that is favorable all the year
round for athletic sports sufficiently
explain the great figure that Austral-
asia cuts in international athletics.
These factors do not explain the
fact, if we may accept it as a fact,
since: The Field asserts it—that the
tennis standard is higher in France
to-day than in the British Isles. The
British climate has also been blamed,
but after all, the British climate is
constant in its iInconstancy, like
Lancelot, and it was no worse twenty
or ' thirty years ago it is now
There was a time when the British
climate permitted the growth of ten-
nis. Tt has been contended
that supineness of Public School head-
masters in failing to recognize tennis
in the curriculum of school games is
responsible. This neglect has, no
doubt, injured tennis, and yet what
British champion prior to 1910 learned
the game at an English Public School?
Not one of them. It would appear thén
that the war, the climate and the
numbness of educational authorities
are not to blame for a condition that
PBritish tennis opinion agrees to be la-
mentable, not to say untoward. The
Field has its own explanation, which
strikes us as startling in the exXtreme.
The Lawn Tennis Association is re-
sponsible. It has exerted itself to dif-
fuse the sport. ‘It has encouraged too
many people to engage in it. It has
pbrought “about cheap championships,
easy victories. Hence, 'the g@ictors

when;confrontéd with the champions
developed in a sterner school, are
found wanting. So that we may not

- seem to misunderstand the theory of

The Field were produced a couple of
paragraphs on the gubject:

‘““That policy was short-sighted in
the extreme, It was based on the as-
sumption that a game must be pros-
perous if the demand for open tourna-
ments increases, ang if the flow of
competitors into the list shows a
steadily. upward growth. The more
new tournaments were sanctioned the
more local ambitions were satisfied,
and the more firmly were local ‘aspira-
tions centred on the success of. the
annual meeting. It became fashion-
able for every town and holiday re-
sort of any size to hold an open tour-
nament. Incidentally the treasury of
the association was substantially aug-
mented by the tournament tax of two
shillings levied on every competitor
of adult years; a regular and increas-
ing revenue was assured to headquar-
ters. .There was nothing unworthy—
indeed, there was much to praise—
over this local enterprise, but the ef-
fect of it was that organizers became
so absorbed in their own affairs and
son anxious to justify their own zeal
so. anxious to justify their own venture
that the actual science of the game,
upon which the disciples of lawn ten-
nis concentrated 20 years ago, was
ignored or was deemed able to take
care of itself. Further, since the op-
portunities for tournament play were
so manifold, players accepted them re-
gardless of the apprenticeship they
had served or the skill they could ex-
hibit. It became 'an accepted axiom
for every wielder of a racket.to enter
for the local tournament-and even to
go further afield to neighboring meet-
ings. )

“The result of this happy-go-lucky
policy is now visible. By virtue of sur-
viving a test which was not ‘ade-
quately searching, players assumed
a local, and even a county, prestige
that proved illusive when it was ex-
posed to a serious challenge outside.
Our international players discovered,
slowly but surely, that, as a result of
continuous. contact with inferior op-
ponents, they  were hitting the ball
more slowly and moving less rapidly
over the court than players abroad
who had not been depressed and kept
back by the same conditions. - We
had measured our progress by the
number  and size (even by the con-
gestion) of our tournaments; other
countries, like England 20 years ago,
had judged their position by the
standard of skill exhibited by their
champions. - The Association may ar-
gue, quite legitimately, that the inter-
ests: of the greatest number have been
served by their actions. But in the
long run a pastime decays if the at-
tainment of a high standard of play is
not encouraged by organized effort
and if the younger generation cannot
have their ideals stimulated by cham-
pions who dwell in the’sr midst. More
over, it is foreign to. our traditions
as a tenacious race not to recover a

Continued from . Pags Twenty-eight.

suddenly, with violence, Del Mar
caught her and swung her around.
They stared at each other until, with
a sob, his head went down on her

shoulder. ; Then Nina knew she had
won. Her expression was trium-
phant. © She stroked his hair, gazing

off at some Inner vision of the fu-
ture, a future in which she was tri-
umphant, Del Mar an instrument of
her will.

VII.

HE rehearsals were hurried, fev-
erish. The club was scheduled
to open immediately, and already

the newspapers were publishing that
publicity without which such an un-
dertaking cannot succeed.

The vast, cluttered room was still
given over to workmen. A lighting
expert damned his assistants. The
floor was polished, smooth as a mir-
ror. The orchestra, in shirt sleeves,

place in the international scale which
has been sacrificed.”

We have a ditferent theory. We
ascribe the failure of British players
to win world’s championships in ten-
nis to an inherited temperament. A
new style of tennis has been develop-
ed since the last English champion.
It was introduced by McLaughlin, a
Californian, improved by Wilding an
Australian, and perfected by Tilden.
It concentrated itself upon attack, a
fiery aggressiveness, not a neat re-
turn of a ball, but a furious assault.
So far as we can see, the balance of
the game has changed entirely in the
past decade. Attack has been devel-
oped, the defence is inadequate. When
Tilden meets a ball near the net, and
slams it down there is no retort. The
ball shoots up a hundred feet and dis-

appears “into what we have been
taught to regard as the welkin. There
is no cross-check, no counter, no

block, We suggest that there is a
lack in the kind of Englishmen who
is attracted to tennis, an absence of
the ferocity that is necessary for vic-
tory as the'game is now played. There
lingers the old idea that the essence
of the game is the return, the fine
defence, the complete rejoinders. The
idea. of fencing persists, and we be-
lleve this is the xeal tennis idea. Yet
we have read of the perfect fencer
who was utterly confounded and put
to rout by the burly, unlettered op-
ponent who used- his foil as a flail,
and ignoring the point proceeded to
whang his adversary over the head
with his weapon. In short, the Eng-
lish are too nice to win champion-
ships, except among themselves.
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toiled beneath the usual canopy, this
time a gaudy affair of gold and pur-

ple silks.  They followed Del Mar
without a trace of animation; their
vivacity was professional, not spon-

taneous. Sullen, pallid, they master-
ed the melody.

‘Liewisohn told me that he happen-
ed to witness the last rehearsal. He
heard the Two Voices suite ragged.
At first he was ashamed. He said it
was- like discovering some one you
respect and admire in a compromising
situation. He was sorry and unhap-
py, acutely uncomfortable. Del Mar
had no right to steal the thunder ol
the gods . ..

Then, suddenly, in spite of himself,
his spine tickled. He sald he could
hardly keep his feet on the gréund.
The rattle of dishes ceased; the mas-
ter electrician forgot his problems;
a circle of listeners closed in upon the
dancing floor. Lewisohn glanced
aside at them, wondering whether his
excitement was shared by these men.
They sagged forward, pale in the
purple blaze of artificial moonlight;
one licked hig lips, another laughed
nervously, another jerked his head,
another scowled. )

The astute showman marked the
quiver of interest, of astonishment.
The music was seductive, deliberately
exciting, an invitation to disaster. It
was the primitive rhythm of primitive
peoples which challenged, coeruptedy
eventually conquered that same, calm
melody, that melody so reasonable, so
spiritual, so healing. There was fever
in this music, an abandonment to evi!

forces, a corrupt and fascinating
temptation.
Nina was a fury. She ran the

whole length of the room and leaped
into a dizzy spinning. She was flesh
incarnate. She was not gypsy, buat
African, the epitome of savage ecs-
tasy. She whirled with palms turned
down, fingers spread.  She bent back-
ward until her body was a taut bow.
Her white face, a smile brilliant and
fixed, were blurred by the amazing
rapidity of her motions. TLewisohn
closed his eyes. For a moment he
was under the impression!that he was

in- some obscure dance hall at the
tag ends of the earth, some special
and particular den of speocial and

particular vices. The circle of men
closed in, shuffling, and he open-
ed his eyes again to peer over their
shoulders.

The melody had conquered momen-

tarily. Ted Bennett’'s eyes were
fixed on Nina Sermani, who moved,
slowly, every gesture exquisite, to-
ward an imaginary lover, toward a
fanciful embrace. Del Mar stared,
too, lifting his head suddenly, with a
jerk.

She melted into that invisible ecs-
tasy—an instant of beauty, of sanity.

Then, the ascending scale, as if the
voodoo of voodoos wailed through the
air. . All the demons of black men
were let loose. Devils screeched in
ragtime. And Nina Sermani, crazed,
whirled away again out: ‘of
sight.

Del Mar came down from the stage.
He séemed surprised when he saw the
audience, but he said nothing, only
walked unsteadily over to, Lewisohn,
who said: “That was terrific! T'm not
sure, however, that you ought to make
a snake dance out of the Two Voices
suite.”

“No,” Del Mar said. “No." He
pulled himself together with an ef-
fort. ‘‘Nothing good can come of it.
It’s a damned lie . i

Lewisohn' patted his
“Don’t. worry. I'm prejudiced. But
then, consider my age : The
audience to-night won’'t know the dif-
ference.” Go home and get some rest.
You're worn out.”

VIII.

HE crowd that filled the room to
capacity that night did not know
until the next day what had hap-

pened.  The whole thing was so ex-
traordinary, so unexpected, that it
was over and done with before the
last of the company had come in.
At eleven o’clock the place was full.
Lewisohn, going to the dressing rooms
behind the stage, found the men of
the. orchestra, refreshed and excited,
wearing white linen clothes with
white shoes and straw hats. Del Mar
was in conventional black, -carrying
his violin. - ‘‘Mansfield’s at the piano,”
he explained. ‘‘They like the fiddle—""

Something in his expression warned
Lewisohn to leave him alone.

A moment later,.the dancing began.
The crowd poured out upon the danc-
ing floor. Peering through the; silk
screen Lewisohn watched the dancers,
swinging round and round, bright,
thoughtless, absorbed like. a lot of
colored moths. The pink ahd mauve
and yellow and dead white of ‘faces.
The iridescent ' glitter of ~women’s
gowns. ' The tired, bored, harassed
outline of waiters. The purple and

shoulder.

gold of the roof. Leaves, green,
moist, motionless. The pale blue of
smoke drifting and spiraling. All

deep and warm and unreal in the
semi-darkness. o

He had a sense of impending dis-
aster. Too many people. The drums
were fiendish. :

Behind him, Nina Sermani spoke:
“Lew! I'm scared. Every one's out
there. 'All the society big guns. The
Barrymores. Nora Bayes. Poiret.
Heifetz. I'm scared.”

She was dressed in the glorified

rags of a gypsy by Ivanowsky.
‘“It’s the chance of my life!”
He took her hand, stroked it.

A sharp patter of applause pierced
the curtains. ' They parted and Ted
Bennett came in. He wasg shaking
all over, Behind him, Del Mar.

“What’s the meaning of this? Walit

for the encore!”

‘I'm through,'”’ Bennett saild. He
stood unsteadily, balanced on wide-
spread feet. All the color had drain-
ed out of his face. His hands fum-
bled in the pockets of his coat. “I'm
sick of it. It'’s poisoning me. Get
some one else. I'm quitting.”

Again, a sharp sound, like rain on

a tin roof. ‘Listen to them!” ' Del
Mar repeated. . ‘“They’'re on the floor,
waiting. Don't be a fool. Get back
there or I'll break your neck!”
- Bennett smiled.” FHe was at once
crafty ‘and mad., Lewisohn stepped
back. It seemed to him that for an
unmeasured, endless interval.the two
men faced each other. Then Bennett
spoke: ' “It’s eating the heart out of
me. I'm going crazy.
They’ll dance on their own graves.”

‘““You can't leave now. You're un-
der contract.” ;

“Contract, am 1? Contract to throw
away the whole damn chance to be a
white man and drop down into that
pit of hell? I can't sleep for hearing
s A siek. i 2
“Get ini-thepe !l ; )
Nina interrupted. ‘‘Don’t be a fool,
Ted. Heifetz is out there, It's my
big chance. ....Listen, Ted....”

He turned to her.. That dim and
suffering look gave way to a sharp
hatred. “And you!” he whispered.
‘Poison! You've rotted me, heart and
soul..,.” .

The curtains parted again and Max
Mansfield looked in. ‘““The crowd's
goatting restless, Mr. -Del Mar, What’s
the matter?’”’ :

‘“That fool....”” Nina began, show-
ing her teeth.

From Ted Bennett’s coat pocket
there was a spurt of flame....An-
other. ...

Nina Sermani whirled
Lewisohn' saw: her amazed
ho threw himself on
bore him to the ground.

+He tried to get me....missed,..."
Del Mar staggered back as Nina fell
against him. She slipped out of his
arms, twisted; shuddered, and col-
lapsed face down at his feet.

‘“Hold ’em. Something's happened
here. Play something—anything!
Keep ’em quiet!”

“Wasn't that a shot?”

“Yes, you fool! Play!”

Lewisohn, striving to break Ted
Bennett’s right arm, heard the thin,

once.
look as
Bennett and

romantic whining of ukuleles, The

interrupted shuffle of feet:. began

again. A babble of excited voices

broke out, was hushed, broke out

againg -
“She’s deéad!”

Let ’em walit. *

Del Mar lifted Nina Sermani. She
lay across his arm, curiously, dread-
fully lifeless, her painted eyes wide

open. - ‘‘He shot her....She's dead.
Look at this....” He stretched out °
his hand. “It’s blood...."”

Lewisohn gasped:
Get the police!
him. Hurry!”

‘When the police came, Bennett had
fainted. But Lewisohn was still try-
ing to break his arm. They had to
pull him off. An increasing murmur
drowned ouf that faint Hawalian

“Put her down!
Go quietly. I've got

music., And Mansfield came back,
trembling.

“They heard the shots. The crowd’'s
leaving., They're scared to death.

And I can’t hold 'em. Listen to 'em!
Mr. Del Mar, for God's sake come, out!
It’s going to be terrible! Let ’em see
you!’*

One of the policemen, looking up
from his secrutiny of Nina Sermani’s
face, said briefly:

“Go'on!”’

Del Mar straightened himself. With
a shudder he tore his eyes away from
that limp body tangled in gaudy silks.
He wiped his hands carefully on a
handkerchief and took up his violin.

Then he went out.

They saw him, sleek, fat, smooth,
and pallid, 1in impeccable evening
clothes, a lock of hair over his eyes.
The rush towards the door was held.
A woman laughed. Those who had
risen from their chairs sat down again.
Wraps were recovered. A walter
stopped to gather up the fragments of
a broken glass. '

Ira saw "Heifetz, sitting alone at a
table near the stage, as if he had not
moved., He looked up at Del Mar
without a flicker of recognition but
with something expectant, curious,
even eager in his glance.
‘“He didn’t get me,"”’
“He missed me.”

He was flooded by a warm, a radiant
sensation of content. His tortured
nerves relaxed. The room, the people.
everything was in its proper place,
right symmetrical, = understandable.
He was at peace. Marvelously at
peace. The struggle was over and
he was free. Callie was right. Beauty.
:...Love....Harmony....He felt light,
as if he were disembodied, How quiet
it was. Where were the drums? That
beating, that torment!

He began to play. Callie’s melody
flowed out from his bow like cool
water, refreshing. clear, sane.

‘When he had finished, in a silence
he could not. understand, a darkness
that puzzled him, he went back to
the dressing room and pitched for-
ward.

Then they saw that he had been
sh&(’. néatly, through the body.

e bequeathed to Callie the melody.
(Copyright, 1924, by Mildred Cram.)

Ira thought.

s
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Arnold Thorne.

faith in him.
_come his wife. ;

of the separation.

Elaine goes with her aunt.

grief at her loss.
her uncle and aunt,
—}little house near

They had once been gentlefolk.
flirtation with Arneld Thorne.

 summer—---,

‘ask him to come,
_from you yourself.

becomes ill and dies the next day.
Mrs. Evans, Mrs. Castleton’s solicitor, tells
Elaine that because of a faulty will she will not inherit her aunt’s
property, and also informs ber that Mrs. Castleton had married
Mark Awdrey the day before he sailed.

Mr. and Mrs. March, who also live at Tudor Green.
are Elaine’s only other relatives.

THE STORY THUS FAR.

Elaine Fletcher is the central figure in the story.
she is left an orphan by the death of her father. ‘
tive takes her into her home, the beautiful Nuns’ House at Tudor

Green, and there Elaine grows into beautiful young womanhood
| amidst comfort, luxury and love.
ibe a self-possessed, rather hard and cynical young person, 'but
'in reality she is full of a diffidence that is as great as her p}*lde;
full of longings for high ideals and of yearning compassions.
Ever since she can remember she has been in love with
He is the last of an old and important
family of Tudor Green. For a year after the war young Thorne
seemed to have degenerated from the promising boy who en-
tered the fight with enthusiasm, and Elaine has heard many dark
rumors and bits of gossip about him, but she has never lost her
He tells Elaine he loves her and asks her to be-

At ten
A distant rela-

At twenty-four ske seems to

Mrs. Castleton, Elaine’s guardian, has one other interest in
life besides her love for Elaine, and that is her devotion to

The Reverend Mark Awdrey, rector of the fashionable
church of All Saints at Tudor Green, and for whom Elaine feels
a personal aversion. He is a constant visitor at the Nuns’ house,
and when he suddenly announces to Elaine and Mrs. Castleton
that he is leaving Tudor Green on a mission to the Argentine
Republic, Mrs. Castleton is overcome with grief at the prospect
Elaine warns her guardian that her evident
affection for the rector has been a subject of gossip throughout
the suburb. Mrs. Castleton asks Elaine to accompany her to
Southampton to see Mark Awdrey embark.
On the way back Mrs. Castleton

Against her will

Elaine is overcome with

Elaine goes to live with

They

They are poor and live in a

‘ The Esdailes, a noisy, vulgar family that have deteriorated.

Pearl Esdaile is carrying on a

.

J
INSTALMENT VI. “Thank you, Uncle Willlam,” she
said, in a quiet, toneless volée, ‘and

Her Hour Sounds.

not approve of

~ . Elaine, ' dear,
this strikes me as_
far from - wise.

Not judicious at
all.” Uncle William had stop-
ped short; his voice betrayed
perturbation. as well as sur-
prise. . ‘To take a step of
that sort—really, it is just the
kind of thing 1 would ha\,',e_
liked Gertrude to advise on.

“No.,» You said 1 might
confide in you and you would
not say a word.” \

“] will not. Only, remem-
her that she, being a woman,
and so much nearer your own
age—ryou  see,  Elaine, my
doubt is whether it can be
quite correct for a young lady
to issue such an invitation to a
gentleman.” And Uncle Wil-

liam added that, in this case,

. when the gentleman to be in-

. vited had such an unfortunate

i reputation he thought one
‘should be especially hesitant
and careful. ‘“Why, this very

P\ And. he re-
minded Elaine of a regrettable
incident and the damaging
criticism that it evoked.

“\7OU don’t understand, sald Elaine,
Y more eagerly than before, almost

breathlessly. “That was foolish-

ness—and no more. Besides, Arnold
and I are old friends. We were chil-
dren together.”

‘“Yes, I understand that part of it,
dear.” :

“And I want you to go, not from
me. but as if it was of your own ac-
cord, and ask him—if he is there—
not from me, but
Say that I am a
little wounded at his not coming-——and
that you yourself are sure I would like
to sa¢ him.”

0, really, Elaine—-"

" “And if he is not there—and he may
wot be—find out if he has besn there
lately—and ask them where he is. Get
his address for me. TUncle Willlam, T
have trusted you. I have told you
what is on my mind. It is on imy mind
—dreadfully. I don’t care what you
think or guess, dear Uncle William,
but—but I couldn’t bear it if, .if any-

one else——" And the eager, rapid
words ceased with a jerk.

‘“My dear Elaine!”

‘“You asked me to trust you,’” she

said again, brokenly. “Don’t—don’t go
back on me.” B

‘‘No, dear;, I will not go back on
you. Certainly not It shall be as
you wish.”

They turned from the parade, and
Uncle Willlam went on his errand,
parting from her at the top of St.
Luke’s Road. She said she would wait
outside their own house till he return-
ed. )

He found her there half an hour
later, walking rapldly to and fro. *‘Mr.
Thorne is not here,” he sald, gravely,
even solemnly: yet with the uncomfor-
table manner of one who las been
lured into a course of action that must
occasion subsequent regret .ind self-
questioning, ‘‘and they are not expect-
ing him, Elajne. He was here ’lagt
week, for one night. They will forward
letters to him. They refuse to give
his address.”

REALLY—I can- g front door.

EYES EXAMINED
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then went slowly up the steps to their
‘“Please tell Aunt Ger-
trude I don't want any sunper. I am
rather tired.” g

An hour or so after this, when Mr.
and Mrs. Marsh had had their frugal
meal, and were sitting in the front
room,. they heard the hall .loor open
and shut.

“O, 'what is that?’ sald Mrs.
Marsh, startled and putting down the
large piece of coarse needlework at
which she had been Ilaboring. St
must be Elizabeth. But what can
possibly take Elizabeth out so late
as this?” While she spoke she
made her way to the sitting room
door, “0O, Is that you, Elizabeth?”
Elizabeth had come wup from the
dingy basement and was in the hall.
“I thought I heard you going out.”

‘“No, ma’am. I heard somebody
myself. It must have been Miss
Elaine."

“It must have been Hlaine,” waid
Mrs. Marsh, returning to the room.

‘Yes, it must have been Elaine,”
said Mr. Marsh.

‘“But you told me she had gone to
bed!”

‘“No, dear, 1 did not say so.
you she was tired. I maid no more
than that. If I cbnveyed anything
more by implication, it was uninten-
tional: As far as I remember, I had
the impression that she herself in-
tended to go to bed.”

“And now she has gone out,” said
Mrs. Marsh. ‘‘Alone, too—at this time
of night.”

“I should have been quite willing to
g0 with her.”

I told

NCLE Willlam spoke uncomfort-
ably, almost guiltily. In his trans-
parent candor and goodness it
was painful to him even to approach
what could possibly seem the prac-
tice of deception—above all, it was

‘against custom to withhold informa-

tion from his true and devoted Ger-
trude. He felt for a moment or two
as iIf Elaine had got behind him and
pushed him into a labyrinth of false.
hood—a sort of maze, In ‘which the
path that led one out again to truth
was concealed by innumerable wrong
turnings.

“I will tell Elizabeth,” he said, ‘to
leave the door on the latch—not put
up the cMain, you know.”” And he
went to give these instructions, per-
haps glad to withdraw his wrinkled
face from the scrutiny of Gertrude’s
brown, intent eyes.

Then, after a word or two with the
servant, he resumed his'chair, put on
his spectacles, and read a leading ar-
ticle in a religious newspaper.

‘It is odd,” said Mrs. Marsh. “And
on the whole I do not like it.” She,
too, had sat down again, und she con-
tinued her needlework, emitting occa-
sional yawns and ejaculations as time
passed, i

“William,"” she sald at last, sharply,
“what is to be done? Do you realize
that it is after midnight?’’

“Yes, I heard the cuckoo clock strik-
ing in the kitchen—but I fancy it is
a little fast.”

Then the front dbor opened and
shut again. They both went out into
the hall, but Elaine was already half-
way up the stairs.

‘‘Elaine,” sald Mrs. Marsh, with the
same ‘sharpness of tone, ‘‘whsre have
you been? What have you being do-
ing?”’ 3

Elaine, after going a lttle higher on
the staircase, looked down at her aunt
and said quietly and calmly that she
had sent off a letter and then walk-
ed about. 3

“Walked about? Walked about? Do
you mean by yourself?”’ S

“O, yes, Aunt Gertrude, by myself.
Have I kept you up? I'm sorry.
Good-night!"”’

She disappeared on the landing. Her
bedroom door closed, and they heard
the key turn\ in its lock.

That night she did not sleep.
was thinking of the letter that she
had taken to Ellington road—the let-

ter to be forwarded at once. She had
written, briefly enough: ‘‘Dear Ar-

She

nold, am I quite forgotten? Why did
yYou not come to see me when you
were here? I asked you not ' to at
first; but, of course, I have wanted
to see you since then. I thought you
would come. Elaine.”

After the funeral he had tried to
see her: he had written to her several
times; in his longest letters, sent to
her when he learned of the collapse of
her material fortunes, he used charm-
ingly sympathetic phrases, and, al-
though he made no allusion to the
existence of any engagement between
them, she felt sustained by what
seemed a tacit assurance of his love.
He wrote once more, saying that he
hoped they would meet before long.

Then gradually the fear came that
he did not mean to continue their en-
gagement; and, generously but with
aching pain, she thought he would be

justified in abandoning it. = She re-
minded herself that in strict truth
there was no engagement. She had

refused one,, firmly, telling him to
come back in the autumn and ask
her again. Only, after that sober dis-
cussion, a few minutes later, he had
held her in his arms and she had
given him a thousand affirmative
answers with one clinging kiss.

HE thought numRily and miserably

that it is absurd to treat life as

if it were a pretty fairy tale. Ar-
nold was poor, and now she was poor
also. It would be unjust, wrong in-
deed, to Iimagine that when he pro-
posed marriage he wanted both, of
course. When he asked for her she
was a suitable wifé. Now perhaps
she was an impossible wife.

She told herself she had nothing
to hope for. But hope, although one
has made every_ effort to bury it de-
cently, will spring up again, will live
long after we know that the source
of life has been cut off. And it was
thus with Elaine. She remained at
Tudor Green, heping and still hoping;
thinking, ‘“At any rate he knows
where I am. If I go away he may
look for me here and then, finding
that I have gone, he may be disap-
pointed, even offended, and not trou-
ble to follow me.”

But at last she had written her let-
ter, saying to him, if he could under-
stand as well as read it, that-she had
reached the limits of her power of en-
durance.

She waited for two more days and
nights, and then his answer came.
He wrote from Liverpool, calling her
his dearest Elaine, explaining that he
had come to Tudor Green only to do
some business in London, and saying
that he believed , further business
would bring him to London again the
next few days. That was all.

On the same morning at breakfast
Mr. Marsh began to talk about the
weather. He said the warm sunny
day and the soft cloudless sky made
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him think they were about to enjoy
the delightful brightness which is
called St. Martin’s summer.

‘“What do you think, Elaine, dear?
But you are preoccupied. Your mind
is not with us. You did not hear
what I was saying. No—O, no—do
not apologize, dear. Why should you

isten? - ln its small way; this is Tib-
erty hall, Elgine. Very well, I will
repeat my remark, since you wish

it. I was only saying that, although
the year is so far advanced, I believe
we are going to have a little spell of
warmth and sunshine.”

‘““That will be very nice,”’ said Mrs.
Marsh.

‘“Uncle William,”’ said Elaine
abruptly, ‘“what can I do to earn a
living ?”’

They both brightened perceptibly,

and looked at her with beams of af-
fection. f

‘““Ah, my dear, that’s the good spirit
at last,” said Uncle William, rubbing
his hands. ;

‘Not that we want to part with
you,” growled Aunt Gertrude.

‘“What can I do?” repeated Elaine.

“Well, you can do a dozen different
things.”

‘“Tell me one, Uncle Willtam.”*

“To begin with,, you are unusually

well educated.”

‘“Be a governess? No, Uncle Wil-
liam. I'm afraid my education is just
a smatter of everything with no solid
basis. If it came to real teaching, I
doubt if I'm competent to teach a
child of five.”

‘“‘But there are backward children,
Elaine,” sald Uncle William  hope-
fully.

‘‘Besides, you are clever with your

. needle,” said Aunt Gertrude.
CAmMI T2
‘““Yes, dear. That is, you only need

constant practice to make yourseif-

really efficient.”

“Glve me some practice,
Aunt Gertrude?”’ \

“Indeed I will — gladly. O, so
gladly.”

“I'd like to start at once. Let me
help you with what you're always
doing—those ‘sheets.”

‘““They are pillow cases, dear—for
the little folk at St. Luke’s orphan-
age. Come to the window, you dear
child,” and Mrs. Marsh patted her
niece on the shoulders and arms.

will you,

HE  material of the pillow cases
was so stiff that the needles soon

grew blunt. Elaine's fingers ach-
ed; her heart ached; but she sat
stitching half the morning, till her

head ached too. Then she went out

in the autumn sunlight, boldly facing'

old friends and acquaintances, even
letting them talk to her, and meekly
thanking them for their compassion-
ate condolences. She went down to
the public library, to that institution
for humble and homeless people
known in the past as the place to
which were sent superfluous volumes
from the crowded shelves at the Nuns’
House and whence came a ceremoni-
ously grateful letter acknowledging
the gift. She sat now at a table with
other unfortunates, the riffraff of
Tudor Green, and did what some of
them were doing—studied the ad-
vertisement columns of daily news-
papers and made penciled notes of
vacant situations. Then she went
home and wrote half a dozen letters
offering herself to as many strangers
for hire at a meagre wage.

She received one reply—a postecard
informing her that the situation had
besn filled.

Uncle William’s forecast
correct, for there came now three
marvellous days as of full summer,
days that seemed to taunt one with
their ' useless beauty, to mock one
with an illusion of impossible things.

On the third of these brilliant, warm
afternoons Elaine suffered from a
dreadful lassitude, a nostalgic longing
for open spaces and extended pros-
pects, a despairing sense of being
caged or imprisoned for an eternity
of time. She and Mrs. Marsh were
resolutely stitching in the window.
while Mr. Marsh sat dozing by the
table.

The sunlight fell upon the fronts
of the houses on the other side of

proved

AR\

They sat under a tree in the meadow near the river.

the road; soiled sun blinds had been
let down at some of the windows; a
girl in a white summer frock went up
the steps of a house and came down
them again presently with two other
girls in summer mauve and orange.
They were carrying boat cushions and
a tea basket, they chatted and laugh-

-ed-and vanigshed-—three spots of {lam-

ing color, three young human crea-
tures that vibrated with irrepressible
life. Then a motor car came rushing
down the road, making a cloud of
dust in which fallen leaves flew
round catching the sunlight.

‘Far too fast,” murmured old Mr,
Marsh drowsily. ‘“Much beyond the
speed limit. Very reckless.”

A water cart approached and pass-
ed clatteringly in the dusty roadway.
With the fire of truncated rainbows
dancing amid the thin white spray, it
gave one a vague.sensation of cool-
ness and then left behind it a sudden
penetrating smell of wet earth.

Elaine, who had glanced ‘back at
the shadowy room, turned again to the
window, and it was as if the sun-
light out there had blinded her. She
made a movement, and all her work
tumbled to the floor.

Arnold Thorne had come in‘at the
rusty garden gate, and was mounting
the front steps of their house. He
called to her through the window.

‘“Elaine!”

E CAME into the room itself,
filling it with sunlight, with
splendor. In a moment it had

become beautiful and spacious, rich
with color and soft fire, a room.of
impossible gladness, of miraculous ad-
venture—an unknown room, changed
as the whole world must change for
her when on any spot of it she un-
expectedly encountered this one tall
young man in his quite ordinary blue
suit, well polished brown boots, and
unstar_hed white collar.

“Yes, I have come straight up from
the station.”

‘He was delightfully easy and plea-
sant with Mr. and Mrs. Marsh while
siniling at her and making her heart

beat.
‘“Elaine, come out and talk,’”” and

before she could answer he spoke
again to the others. ‘“‘May I take her
out?” 5
‘“‘For
Marsh. &
“Or a long one,”” and he laughed.
Mr. and Mrs. Marsh were troubled.
Apart from Mr. Marsh’s doubts about
the young man himself and his imme-

a little walk?”’ said Mrs.
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diate repugnance towards the notice
of unchaperoned promenading in any
circumstances, he felt badly worried
by the fact that dear Gertrude had
been kept in ignorance of events that
would have assisted her judgment in
deciding whether they could properly
permit a walk or not. No, Gertrude
was not in 'a position to judge. It
devolved upon him—-

“Tliget “my. : hat,
Elaine. ¥

“0,. really . One moment, dear,”
said Mr. Marsh.

“I have such heaps—such heaps of
things to tell you, Elaine. But all of
it good news. Come on. Let's go
into the Chase, away from every-
body.”

That was what she wanted—just
that—to be alone with him, far from
other people, now and for ever. They
were walking fast through the sun-
light, and already, in a minute of
time slnce they left the house, she
had come to life again. Doubt and
fear had gone; childlike, perfect faith
had returned. He was good and true,
not mean and calculating. The bright-
ness of his face, the tone of his volce
when he called her name, his first
radiant life-giving smile, had tdld her
all the good news. He could only
supply her with mere details in any
further communication.

“There. Sit down a minute,” and
he pointed to an empty bench as they
hurried along the Parade.

She obeyed with a new sense of rap-
ture evoked by his tone of command.
He sat beside her, not touching her
and yet seeming to wrap her round
with the enveloping contact of the
authority he had assumed over her;
and the words flowed from him, rapid,
convincing.

She listened with her ears, with her
very soul, while he poured out those
heaps of things that explained both
his previous strange silence and his
present triumphant volubility; yet
nevertheless she was acutely conscious
of the wide view before her eyes—
the golden foliage, the flash of the
river showing through the trees, the
immense flat valley, and the distant
hills.

RNOLD told her he had been put
upon trial by that friend of his,
Griffiths, the engineer. “And I

have made good, Elaine.’”” He said
this with the air of a schoolboy who
has won a prize. ‘‘They are going to
give me a real fine job.” He said, too,
at once, it was the loss of her for-
tune that had tied his tongue and
made him hesitate—not, of course, on
his account, but on her account. He
could not at first belleve the money
was really gone, that Aunt Edith and
her advisers had made such an ‘“‘amaz-
ing mess up.” Then when Mr. Evans
and his own lawyers both informed
him that Elaine had little or nothing
to expect, it had seemed a plain duty
to leave her in freedom, and never to
ask her to be his wife until such time
as he should be at least able to pro-
vide a wife "with food and shelter.
But he had hoped, he had prayed
that the time might come soon. And
it' had come now.

““So there!”

He moved away from her on the
bench as if in order to see her better;
and she looked at him, her dark eyes
glowing softly, her lips trembling.

‘“‘So there you are, Elaine. It really
seems as though at last I had fallen
on my feet instead of on my head.
Griffiths believes in me—I begin to
believe in myself’’; and he laughed
boyishly. ‘“But I musn’t keep back the
brutal facts of the situation. Xight
hundred a year: they're golng to give
me. And I still have, well, say, three
hundred of my own. Say eleven hun-
dred—no, say a thousand, to be on
the safe side. Can we do on it?”

“Of course, we can.”

“It’s poverty—egrinding poverty—
by the modern measure of monsy.
It will mean the tightest of tight fits.
Sure you're not afraid?’

“I'm not afraid of anything—with
you. Arnold. Why should I be afraid?’’

He laughed again and, "noving a
few inches farther from her, looked

Arnold,” sald

at her fondly. ‘“Because you're an ex-
pensive 'sort of young lady who has
been brought up with extravagant,
reckless habits—not at all the type
of heroine that belongs to the good
old drama of love in a cottage.’
“Nonsense. What about you?” A.nd
she spoke with. piteous gravity. At
will be easy enough for me. J‘Xrnold
you said that you waited until you
felt justified. But are you really and
trully justified now? Shan't I be a
dreadful burden?”’ '
‘“Yes, dreadful.”

“Don’t laugh. Wouldn’t you be wiser

it be. better for you if
have a wife at ali—any

—wouldn’t
you didn’t
wife 7'’ §

¢Elaine, what's the meaning of
this?”? He drew nearer to ner. aml
spoke with a smiling pretence of
anger. ‘‘Are you wandering ir your
mind?’’ }

“No, T'm trying to be sensible—
trying to think . for you as,6 well as
for myself. Now that you have proved
you are still fond of me—now that I
know it—I believe I could be un-
selfish enough to give you L{p——and not
be too unhappy about it if I felt it
would be better for you. Or I coulc
wait now—indefinitely.”

“Thank you for nothing. If 'you
can walt. I can’'t. A wedding—even

on the cheapest scale—is an upset-,

ting thing Iin a man’s career. It’s the
first time it has happened to me, and
I would like to get it over and then
settle down comfortably as soon as
ossible.”

< ‘S'Arnold, you will joke, but I'm des-
perately serious.”’”

“Then I don’t like your seriousness.
It's almost insulting. Take it all back
at once. Do you hear? Take it back.”

“Very well. Then, for the last time
of asking, Captain Arnold Thorne!
You're sure that you really and truly
want me?”’

“I want you. I want you so much
that—as I think I told you last time
we talked about it—I can’t do wit'hout
vou. Now get up and come on.’

She obeyed him, and, walking faster
than before, they made their way into
the Chase—into more sunshine, more
beauty—into fairyland.

There was no further serionsness
now for a long while. Joy was with
them. As they walked by the fz}m‘xlmr
paths, beneath the colored foliage,
through thickets of hawthorn and out
into the lawnlike openings, they were
not so much lovers as happy com-
panions. Like two children, they
chattered gayly and foolishly, and in-
deed FBlaine had no fixed age this
afternoon, because for her to-day and
all the years of her life had becomne
one in the fulfillment of her greatest
hope. At a word of his she could be
again quite a little girl. following him
in such a ramble as this on a smaller
scale, about the grounds of ‘th'e
Thornes’ house or among Aunt iidith’s
flower borders; she could be fifteeni,
shyly worshipping him; she could bl
any age that he cared to make her.

“Elaine, do you remember what h&p-
pened over there?” And he pointed
through a gap in the trees to the
gravel road down which .motor cars
“were descending sharply into an in-

i le dell.
v“'i‘l?es. 1 side slipped and fell off my
bicycle.”

O}} course, she remembered fit.

OW while they spoke it was all
happening again. She was
twelve  years old, dressed in a

blue serge frock, with a red leather
belt, and her hair tied in a black rib~
bon that kept coming loose.

“Whose fault was it, Elaine—the
accident?”’

“Mine, Arnold. You told me to get
off and wheel my bicyvcle because the
road was slippery, and I wouldn’t. T
went on ahead and I was bursting
with pride and vainglory, rill all at
once—crash, bang!”

‘“Well, then, never do it again. Trust
me, Elaine. Be guided by me in every-
thing,” . and he laughed. ‘‘Of course,
I know you won’'t be—you're really
as headstrong and obstinate as ever.”

“I am not. O, my dear, I have learnt
all my lesson. You'll have a sheep
for a. wife.”

‘“Not much.”

They left the Chase and went across
the Common, through gorse and
bramble where school children in
white aprons were . picking black-
berries, where birds were singing and
reawakened bees feebly buzzing. He
could not walk too fast or too far for
her. Strength as well as life was hers
ew. She who had moved so languidly,
dragging hetself over the pavement of
St. Luke’s road, shunning the day-
light, now would never feel tired
again, would never have to shade her

eyes even i{n the full glare of the
sun. She had found her companion.
And though they laughed and talk-
ed so lightly, she was able ‘o think,
too. She understood that this sense of
companionship {8 the foundation of
the highest and strongest form of
love. A woman loves best the man she
knows best, and perhaps of all wo-
men this was most true of herself.
It was true—as she had said to herself
a thousand times during the ast few
months—that Arnold Thorne was tho
only man in the world for her; but
he\ could not have so0 eaten himself
into her heart, have so filled her with

tender affection as well as ardant love, ~

if he had not begun the work in her
extreme youth; if he had not accus-
tomed her young hands to the feel of
him, and made his body the support,
the resting place of her pliant, care-
free limbs; or if she herself nai not
lavished upon him her childish, ex-
plosive caresses. It was because she
had been his plaything, his petted but
troublesome little comrade, and be-
cause he had been to her a Ilordly
but essentially useful friend, a brother,
and yet mysteriously her sweetheart,
tao, that he slowly became :the one
desired and desirable mate.

Now that their union was to be
accomplished, the sisterly feeling was
still here; beneath this warm flood
of joy it was stronger than it had ever
been, and joined to it was a new feel-
ing that seemed almost that of g
mother. When they had gone from
the open common and were passing
through a narrow footpath that be-
longed to a private park, he was once
a Iittle way ahead of her; and as she
looked at him then this new feeling
came upon her in such a wave that it
was as though she was being drowned
in tenderness.

Although he was so tall and grand,
so splendid in his gracious, adorable
manliness, it seemed to her he was in
truth .only a boy-—quite pathetically
boylike, - infantile—needing some one
to take care of him, to guard him
from every unseen and unsuspected
danger, And in the moment of his
turning, of his showing her his frank,
kind, beautiful face, and giving her
another transcendent smile, she
vowed to herself to be more than a
mother to him—a protectress, a shield
against every pain or ugliness of life.

They sat under a tree in a meadow
near the river, and he was bcylike
here, too—throwing his straw hst a
few yards away in the long grass and
then bombarding 1t with pebbles or
morsels of dry earth that burst, as if
they had been shells, in tiny clouds.
These three miraculous days of fierce
sunshine had made the ground as hard
and dry as it had been at the height
of summer: There was not a diop of
moisture in the grass, and the red
and yellow leaves that lay about them
crackled-and crumbled as one picked
them fp.

N

- eats, so little really and yet

E went on talking while he bom-
barded; and presently Elaine,
after glancing in all directions to

malke sure that they were entirely un-
observed,” put her hand upon his head
as he stooped for further ammuni-
tion, and gently smoothed his hair.
It was an odd caress in its mingled
shyness and decision—as though she
were touching him and stroking him
to prove that he was .solid, real, and
not a creation of her own mind, a
dream personage who might melt and
vanish if touched. There had been no
kisses, no embraces, in the Chase,
although brief solitudes and unfre-
quented groves had Siven opportunity.
Without looking round he took her
hand, drew it over his shoulder, and
kissed it many times, murmuring her
name. ‘‘Elaine—you little Elaine.””
The blood flew to her face, and she
closed her eyes. As hislips brushed
the palm of her hand, the extended
fingers, and then the palm again, it
seemed to her as if he was kissing
her all over her body; as if by these
nerve currents that she had set flow-

‘ing inward from every external part

of her he was proving how completely
she belonged to him. And the ad-
mission of his jpower, the docile un-
questioning gift of herself implied in
the fact that she did not pull her hand
away, seemed to her as. tremendous
an event as what the church calls the
consummation of the marriage vow.
But as soon as he released her hand
the half swooning ecstasy was over,
and she sprang to her feet instinc-
tively.

They strolled along the wide towpath
westward now with the setting sun
before them.

He told her that because of his work
their home must be at Liverpool or on
its outskirts.

‘“‘I’'m afrald you won’t like
pool.”’

“‘All places are the same to me,”
said Elaine. “It Wwon’t really Dbe
Liverpool. It will be Arnold town.
And our house will be called Arnold’'s
house. And the nearest church—at
the end of our road or round the sec-
ond corner—will be called St. Arnold’s
And I shall go there often, to thank
God for letting me have you at last—
a long last, Arnold,” and she gighed
contentedly.

“That’s not fair,” he said gravely.
““Not that last bit. You have had me
always, Elaine. I told you so.”

“I know you did,”” she said meeKkly.
“And I believe it—wonderful and in-
credible as it is.”

They had tea in a small garden
between the two bridges, with the
sounds of the river, faint shouts of
boatmen on the landing stages, and
the rattle of traffic on the old stone
bridge coming to them pleasantly and
vaguely. In the garden itself there
was noise at first. A party of trip-
pers was finishing their meal at a
long wooden table, and as they finally
trooped out they stared at Elaine
admiringly.

But Arnold had observed the com-
plimentary, almost awestruck secru-
tiny of the trippers, and he, too, was
admiring her.

“Elaine, you are beautiful,” he mur-
mured. .

“Why do you say that? To make me
ashamed? I only wish I was heautiful
for your sake.”

“You are. I say it because it’s the
truth.”

“If I'm all right in your eyes—not
altogether repulsive, as you once said
—then I ask for no more.”’

The waiter brought his laden tray
and set it on the table.

Liver-

“I'm fearfully hungry,” said Ar-
nold. ~“I had no lunch.”
“0, you poor darling. Why was

that? Ought you to have something
solid- now 2’

UT he said no; ,this thick bread
and butter, these queer cakes,
were sufficient. She poured out

tea for him, watched him eat, and
again that overwhelming, that quite
maternal tenderness flooded through
her and over her. He ate as a ochild

great appetite—but nicely, ocleanly,
not greedily. Although the place was
becoming shadowy, she could still see

the color of his candid blue ‘eyes, the
sunburnt tint of his smooth, hard
cheeks; she could feel his size, his
strength, his complete manliness;
and yet mnevertheless he was only a
little boy, a tiny little chap, seated
on a high chair at the table demurely
nibbling the morsel of cake that she
had given to him. And she was his
nurse or governess, his guardian-—mno,
his mother, nothing less, watching
him, yearning over him.

‘““Arnold, you must always have pro-
per meals. It is wrong of you to go
without lunch like this. Why didn’t
you have lunch?”’ 3

“No time. I was in a hurry. I
wanted to get to you.”

(Copyright; 1924: By W. B. Maxwell.)
(To be continued.)
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