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PEOPLE have tried a holiday in bed before now, and
found it a failure, but that was because they were
ignorant of the rules. They went to bed with the
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open intention of staying there, say, three days, and
found to their surprise that each morning they
wanted to get up. This was a novel experience to
them; they flung about restlessly, and probably
shortened their holiday. The proper thing is to take
your holiday in bed with a vague intention of getting
up in another quarter of an hour. The real pleasure
of lying in bed after you are awake is largely due to
the feeling that you ought to get up. To take another
quarter of an hour then becomes a luxury. You are,
in short, in the position of the man who dined on
larks. Had he seen the hundreds that were ready for
him, all set out on one monster dish, they would
have alarmed him; but getting them two at a time,
he went on eating till all the larks were gone. His
feeling of uncertainty as to whether these might not
be his last two larks is your feeling that, perhaps, you
will have to get up in a quarter of an hour. Deceive
yourself in this way, and your holiday in bed will
pass only too quickly.

Sympathy is what all the world is craving for, and
sympathy is what the ordinary holiday-maker never
gets. How can we be expected to sympathise with
you when we know you are off to Perthshire to fish?
No; we say we wish we were you, and forget that
your holiday is sure to be a hollow mockery; that
your child will jam her finger in the railway carriage,
and scream to the end of the journey; that you will
lose your luggage; that the guard will notice your
dog beneath the seat, and insist on its being paid for;
that you will be caught in a Scotch mist on the top of
a mountain, and be put on gruel for a fortnight; that
your wife will fret herself into a fever about the way
the servant, who has been left at home, is treating
her cousins, the milkman, and the policeman; and
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that you will be had up for trespassing. Yet, when
you tell us you are off to-morrow, we have never the
sympathy to say, "Poor fellow, I hope you'll pull
through somehow." If it is an exhibition you go to
gaze at, we never picture you dragging your weary
legs from one department to another, and wondering
why your back aches. Should it be the seaside, we
talk heartlessly to you about the "briny," though we
must know, if we would stop to think, that if there is
one holiday more miserable than all the others, it is
that spent at the seaside, when you wander along the
weary beach and fling pebbles at the sea, and
wonder how long it will be till dinner-time. Were we
to come down to see you, we should probably find
you, not on the beach, but moving slowly through
the village, looking in at the one milliner's window,
or laboriously reading what the one grocer's labels
say on the subject of pale ale, compressed beef, or
vinegar. There was never an object that called aloud
for sympathy more than you do, but you get not a jot
of it. You should take the first train home and go to
bed for three days.

To enjoy your holiday in bed to the full, you
should let it be vaguely understood that there is
something amiss with you. Don't go into details, for
they are not necessary; and, besides, you want to be
dreamy more or less, and the dreamy state is not
consistent with a definite ailment. The moment one
takes to bed he gets sympathy. He may be suffering
from a tearing headache or a tooth that makes him
cry out; but if he goes about his business, or even
flops in a chair, true sympathy is denied him. Let
him take to bed with one of those illnesses of which
he can say with accuracy that he is not quite certain
what is the matter with him, and his wife, for
instance, will want to bathe his brow. She must not
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be made too anxious. That would not only be cruel
to her, but it would wake you from the dreamy state.
She must simply see that you are "not yourself."
Women have an idea that unless men are "not
themselves" they will not take to bed, and as a
consequence your wife is tenderly thoughtful of you.
Every little while she will ask you if you are feeling
any better now, and you can reply, with the old
regard for truth, that you are "much about it." You
may even (for your own pleasure) talk of getting up
now, when she will earnestly urge you to stay in bed
until you feel easier. You consent; indeed, you are
ready to do anything to please her.

And wonder how long it will be t

The ideal holiday in bed does not require the
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presence of a ministering angel in the room all day.
You frequently prefer to be alone, and point out to
her that you cannot have her trifling with her health
for your sake, and so she must go out for a walk. She
is reluctant, but finally goes, protesting that you are
the most unselfish of men, and only too good for her.
This leaves a pleasant aroma behind it, for even
when lying in bed, we like to feel that we are
uncommonly fine fellows. After she has gone you get
up cautiously, and, walking stealthily to the
wardrobe, produce from the pocket of your greatcoat
a good novel. A holiday in bed must be arranged for
beforehand. With a gleam in your eye you slip back
to bed, double your pillow to make it higher, and
begin to read. You have only got to the fourth page,
when you make a horrible discovery—namely, that
the book is not cut. An experienced holiday-maker
would have had it cut the night before, but this is
your first real holiday, or perhaps you have been
thoughtless. In any case you have now matter to
think of. You are torn in two different ways. There is
your coat on the floor with a knife in it, but you
cannot reach the coat without getting up again.
Ought you to get the knife or to give up reading?
Perhaps it takes a quarter of an hour to decide this
question, and you decide it by discovering a third
course. Being a sort of an invalid, you have certain
privileges which would be denied you if you were
merely sitting in a chair in the agonies of neuralgia.
One of the glorious privileges of a holiday in bed is
that you are entitled to cut books with your fingers.
So you cut the novel in this way, and read on.

“ ]
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{iond You are in the
middle of a chapter—

Those who have never tried it may fancy that
there is a lack of incident in a holiday in bed. There
could not be a more monstrous mistake. You are in
the middle of a chapter, when suddenly you hear a
step upon the stairs. Your loving ears tell you that
the ministering angel has returned, and is hastening
to you. Now, what happens? The book disappears
beneath the pillow, and when she enters the room
softly you are lying there with your eyes shut. This is
not merely incident; it is drama.

What happens next depends on circumstances. She
says, in a low voice:

"Are you feeling any easier now, John?"
No answer.
"Oh, I believe he is sleeping."

Then she steals from the room, and you begin to
read again.
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—Sudden!

you hear a step

During a holiday in bed one never thinks, of
course, of analysing his actions. If you had done so in
this instance, you would have seen that you
pretended sleep because you had got to an exciting
passage. You love your wife, but, wife or no wife,
you must see how the passage ends.

Possibly the little scene plays differently, as thus:
"John, are you feeling any easier now?"

No answer.

"Are you asleep?"

No answer.

"What a pity! I don't want to waken him, and yet
the fowl will be spoilt."

"Is that you back, Marion?"

"Yes, dear; I thought you were asleep."
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"No, only thinking."

"You think too much, dear. I have cooked a
chicken for you."

"I have no appetite."
"I'm so sorry, but I can give it to the children."

"Oh, as it's cooked, you may as well bring it up."

QEE '
e TSRS
:_,;-:;:,_%T—:'u"‘_""' — e
= — You are lying
there with your eyes shut

In that case the reason of your change of action is
obvious. But why do you not let your wife know that
you have been reading? This is another matter that
you never reason about. Perhaps it is because of your
craving for sympathy, and you fear that if you were
seen enjoying a novel the sympathy would go. Or
perhaps it is that a holiday in bed is never perfect
without a secret. Monotony must be guarded against,
and so long as you keep the book to yourself your
holiday in bed is a healthy excitement. A stolen book
(as we may call it) is like stolen fruit, sweeter than
what you can devour openly. The boy enjoys his
stolen apple because at any moment he may have to
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slip it down the leg of his trousers and pretend that
he has merely climbed the tree to enjoy the scenery.
You enjoy your book doubly because you feel that it
is a forbidden pleasure. Or do you conceal your book
from your wife lest she should think you are over-
exerting yourself? She must not be made anxious on
your account? Ah, that is it.

People who pretend (for it must be pretence) that
they enjoy their holiday in the country, explain that
the hills or the sea give them such an appetite. I
could never myself feel the delight of being able to
manage an extra herring for breakfast, but it should
be pointed out that neither mountains nor oceans
give you such an appetite as a holiday in bed. What
makes people eat more anywhere is that they have
nothing else to do, and in bed you have lots of time
for meals. As for the quality of the food supplied,
there is no comparison. In the highlands it is ham
and eggs all day till you sicken. At the seaside it is
fish till the bones stick in your mouth. But in bed—
oh, there you get something worth eating. You don't
take three big meals a day, but twelve little ones,
and each time it is something different from the last.
There are delicacies for breakfast, for your four
luncheons and your five dinners. You explain to your
wife that you have lost your appetite, and she
believes you, but at the same time she has the sense
to hurry on your dinner. At the clatter of dishes (for
which you have been lying listening) you raise your
poor head, and say faintly:

"Really, Marion, I can't touch food."

"But this is nothing," she says, "only the wing of a
partridge."

You take a side glance at it, and see that there is
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also the other wing and the body and two legs. Your
alarm thus dispelled, you say:

"I really can't."

"But, dear, it is so beautifully cooked."
"Yes, but I have no appetite."

"But try to take it, John, for my sake."

Then for her sake you say she can leave it on the
chair, and perhaps you will just taste it. As soon as
she has gone you devour that partridge, and when
she comes back she has the sense to say:

"Why, you have scarcely eaten anything. What
could you take for supper?"

You say you can take nothing, but if she likes she
can cook a large sole, only you won't be able to
touch it.
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"But try to take it, John, for my sake'
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LN The
chances are that he won't understand
your case

"Poor dear,” she says, '"your appetite has
completely gone," and then she rushes to the kitchen
to cook the sole with her own hands. In half an hour
she steals into your room with it, and then you (who
have been wondering why she is so long) start up
protesting:

"I hope, Marion, this is nothing for me."
"Only the least bit of a sole, dear."
"But I told you I could eat nothing."

"Well, this is nothing, it is so small."
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You look again, and see with relief that it is a
large sole.

"I would much rather that you took it away."
"But, dear——"
"I tell you I have no appetite."

"Of course I know that; but how can you hope to
preserve your strength if you eat so little? You have
had nothing all day."

You glance at her face to see if she is in earnest,
for you can remember three breakfasts, four
luncheons and two dinners; but evidently she is not
jesting. Then you yield.

"Oh, well, to keep my health up I may just put a
fork into it."

"Do, dear; it will do you good, though you have no
caring for it."

Take a holiday in bed, if only to discover what an
angel your wife is.

There is one thing to guard against. Never call it a
holiday. Continue not to feel sure what is wrong with
you, and to talk vaguely of getting up presently. Your
wife will suggest calling in the doctor, but pooh-pooh
him. Be firm on that point. The chances are that he
won't understand your case.
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THE SPY

BY G. A. BIRMINGHAM
Drawings by H. R. MILLAR

Copyright in the U.S.A. by G. A. Birmingham

OUR village used to be one of the quietest in
England. We prided ourselves that nothing ever
happened there to excite or worry us in any way.
Colonel Challenger, of the Royal Engineers, retired,
often congratulated the vicar, who is upwards of
sixty-five years of age, on the unbroken peace which
we enjoyed. The vicar used to remind me, once a
fortnight or so, that we owed our happiness largely
to the fact that we were eight miles from a railway
station. When I met Hankly, a retired Indian judge,
in the post office I invariably pointed out to him that
our lot would be much less pleasant if we lived in a
neighbourhood where tennis parties were rife or
among people who expected us to turn out in the
evenings after dinner to play cards. Lord Manby,
who owns the village and all the country round it,
used to pay a visit to his home every year and ask us
each to lunch with him once. We all accepted these
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invitations, but we told each other that they were a
horrible nuisance and a most disagreeable break in
the monotony of our lives. I think we were all quite
honest and really believed that we were perfectly

happy.

Then Mrs. Clegg C. Mimms rented the Manor
House from Lord Manby, and all peace came to an
end for us. She described herself on her visiting cards
as "the Honourable Mrs. Mimms," and that disturbed
us to begin with. We had to meet each other pretty
frequently to discuss how she could be the
Honourable Mrs. anything. She was plainly and
unmistakably an American, and the vicar was of
opinion that, since there are no titles in the American
Republic, neither Mrs. Mimms nor her late husband
could be the descendant of a lord. Hankly, who has
seen a great deal of the world, told us that American
ambassadors are styled the Right Honourable, and
that Mrs. Mimms's husband might have been an
ambassador. The Colonel maintained that
ambassadors are like bishops and cannot share their
official titles with their wives, particularly after they
are dead. My own view was that if Mrs. Mimms
wanted to be styled "the Honourable" it would be
discourteous to deny her the title.

We had hardly settled down again after deciding
this point when Mrs. Mimms upset us still more
seriously. She gave a Christmas Tree to the village
children. At first we thought that this would not
matter to any one except the vicar. We were
mistaken about that. Mrs. Mimms made us all help.
The Colonel and I spent a long afternoon on a step-
ladder sticking candles on the branches. Hankly, who
is a lean, yellow little man, was made to dress
himself up as "Father Christmas." We got no dinner
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on the evening of the party, and very nearly had to
dance with the children afterwards. The presents
which Mrs. Mimms distributed to the children were
of the most gorgeous and expensive kind. We all
agreed that she must be enormously rich, and the
Colonel said that she would demoralise the whole
village.

She certainly demoralised us. We found ourselves
invited to dinner at the Manor House twice,
sometimes three times, a week, and had a standing
invitation to supper every Sunday night. It was no
use refusing the invitations. I tried that twice; but
Mrs. Mimms simply came round to my house in her
motor and fetched me. The Colonel complained
bitterly. He has been writing a book on Chhota
Nagpur ever since I knew him, and he said that he
hated being interrupted in the evenings. He only
dined with Mrs. Mimms in order to avoid
unpleasantness with his wife, who wanted to go.
Hankly said plainly that Mrs. Mimms had a very
good cook, and we all came in the end to accept that
as our excuse for dining with her.

It is, I know, scarcely credible, but last Easter she
dragged us into private theatricals. By that time we
had agreed that Mrs. Mimms, in spite of her
annoying lack of repose, was a very kind-hearted
woman, and we did not wish to snub her in any way.
My own part in the play let me in for a love scene
with Mrs. Challenger, the most grotesquely absurd
thing imaginable, for the lady is sixty at least and
enormously fat. I should never have agreed to do it,
however good-hearted Mrs. Mimms might be, if
Hankly had not been cast for the part of an heroic
Christian curate, and I knew he would look even
more foolish than I did when I kissed Mrs.
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Challenger's left ear. Hankly hated being an heroic
Christian curate and did not do the part at all well.
We got through the theatricals in June, and after
that, except for a couple of picnics every week, we
had a comparatively quiet time until the war broke
out. Mrs. Mimms broke out at the same time. All
festivities, even picnics, stopped at once, of course,
and we all began to take life very strenuously. Mrs.
Mimms outdid us easily in every form of activity.

She began by erecting a flag-staff at the Manor
House gates and hoisting an enormous American flag
on it, the largest American flag I have ever seen. The
Colonel, who had his motor decorated with a French
and a Belgian flag as well as a Union Jack, said that
Mrs. Mimms's Stars and Stripes were, under the
circumstances, rather bad form. Hankly and I agreed
with him, and we made the vicar speak to her about
it. She explained to him that she had hoisted it
entirely for our good. It was, so she told the vicar,
and he told us, the only flag in the world which the
Germans would respect, and that when the Uhlans
entered our village we could all congregate in perfect
safety under its folds. The Colonel was furious—we
were all rather angry—at the idea that the Germans
would ever set foot in England; but there was no
denying that Mrs. Mimms meant to be kind when she
hoisted the flag. Besides, she is a difficult woman to
argue with, and we did not quite see how we could
make her take the thing down.

Hankly and I more or less forgave her, though, as
it appeared, the Colonel did not, when she came
forward at a meeting summoned by the vicar and
offered to turn the Manor House into a hospital for
wounded soldiers. The generosity of her proposal
actually staggered us. She intended, so she said—and
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I quite believe it—to turn out all the existing
furniture of the house, fit the place up with the latest
sanitary devices, hire two surgeons and a competent
staff of nurses who should be under her own
personal supervision. We at once wired to the War
Office and expected to be thanked gratefully. As a
matter of fact we never got any official
acknowledgment of the offer at all. What we did get
—or rather what Mrs. Mimms got—was a letter from
Lord Manby's solicitor pointing out that the
agreement under which she had taken the Manor
House did not allow of her getting rid of the
furniture or using the place in any way except as an
ordinary dwelling.

I thought that Lord Manby was a little
unsympathetic, and that the War Office might very
well have replied to our telegram, but the Colonel
took quite a different line. He said that Mrs. Mimms
was an interfering old woman who deserved to be
snubbed. We all hoped that after this set-back she
would be a little subdued and allow us to manage
our own war in our own way.

For a time she kept tolerably quiet. She contented
herself with making shirts and subscribing to various
funds like any ordinary woman. She was, so my wife
told me, an amazingly rapid worker, and could turn
out three shirts while any other woman in the village
was making two. Her subscriptions were very
generous. Gradually the whole activities of our
village centred in the Manor House. Mrs. Mimms put
up another flag-staff and flew a large Red Cross from
it. Working parties went on in her dining-room from
morning to night, and hardly a day passed without a
committee meeting. The vicar, Colonel Challenger,
Hankly, and I were the committee, and we met
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whenever Mrs. Mimms summoned us. The vicar was
supposed to preside, but it was Mrs. Mimms who
suggested the things we did. The Colonel objected, in
private, to every suggestion she made, but he never
succeeded in carrying a point against her. Once or
twice she got us into trouble. There was, for instance,
a lot of ill feeling when we sealed up the village
pump and set my chauffeur to keep guard over it
with a gun, only allowing people to draw water for
an hour in the morning and an hour in the evening.
Mrs. Mimms had a theory that a German might come
in an aeroplane and poison our water supply. That
would have been a horrible thing: but the people in
the village made a fuss about not being able to get at
the pump. Tompkins, the innkeeper, who was
particularly objectionable, said that he only used the
water for washing and would rather have it poisoned
than do without it.

We all began to get rather tired of being rushed
into doing things we didn't want to do; but we were
none of us able to withstand Mrs. Mimms. The
Colonel said that we ought to drive her out of the
village altogether, but he never succeeded in
suggesting any practical way of doing it.

Fortunately she got tired of making shirts and
holding committee meetings after about a month.
Then she said she was going up to London to get a
few families of Belgian refugees. We were all greatly
pleased, for we felt that her energies might be turned
into a channel which would save us from making
fools of ourselves. I saw her off at the station, and we
waited with the greatest curiosity to see what would
happen. I suppose the Belgian Consul felt doubtful
about Mrs. Mimms when he met her. At all events
she came back without a single refugee. Most women
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would have been a little disappointed at a failure like
that, but Mrs. Mimms was as full of energy as ever.
She had, it appeared, called at several public offices
in London and had been immensely impressed by the
Boy Scouts whom she saw waiting about the doors.



Princess Mary's Gift Book All profits on sale given to the Queen's "Work for Women" Fund which is acting in Co- 30

We sealed up the village pump and set my chau

"They're the cutest things I've seen in England,"
she said, "and their bare knees are just sweet. I could
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kiss them all day. I simply must have a couple to
stand on guard while the working parties are going
on."

I talked to the vicar, Hankly, and the Colonel
about this. I did not see how we could possibly
provide Mrs. Mimms with Boy Scouts, for there were
none in the parish. The vicar said he was sorry that
he had not started the organisation long ago, but
supposed it was too late to do so now. To my
surprise the Colonel, who up to that time had been
getting angrier and angrier with Mrs. Mimms, took
her side and said that if she wanted Boy Scouts she
ought to have them. He proposed that we should
enrol four choir boys at once, and offered to buy
uniforms for them himself. The vicar was a little
doubtful, but Hankly and I backed up the Colonel.
We were very tired of the constant committee
meetings, and we hoped that if Mrs. Mimms got
really interested in Boy Scouts she might let us alone.
We acted promptly, and in a week had four boys
ready to stand on guard at the doors of the Manor
House.

The Colonel gave them a talking to at their first
parade. He impressed on them the fact that discipline
and strict obedience to orders are the essence of a
military manhood. He quoted Tennyson, and made
the boys repeat the lines after him:

"Theirs not to make reply,
Theirs not to reason why."

He succeeded in inspiring them with a
tremendous sense of their own importance. My idea
was that he was trying to prepare them for having
their knees kissed by Mrs. Mimms.
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For a time everything went well. The boys got off
going to school and were immensely pleased. Mrs.
Mimms fed them with dainties at odd hours of the
day, and always had a basket of apples in the porch
from which they could help themselves. So far as I
knew she never attempted to kiss either their knees
or any other part of them. The Colonel kept on
exhorting them. He paid them a visit every morning,
and insisted on their reporting themselves at his
house when they went off duty in the evening.

About a fortnight after the boys first went on
guard Mrs. Mimms complained to the vicar that she
had found one of them concealed under the dining-
room table while she was at luncheon. She said that
she did not like the feeling that she might kick a boy
every time she stretched her leg while she was at
meals. The vicar, of course, promised to speak to the
boy.

The next day Mrs. Mimms made another
complaint. One of the boys had climbed up by some
creepers, and was found by her maid sitting on the
window-sill of a bedroom early in the morning. It
was not Mrs. Mimms's bedroom, but, as she
explained, it might have been. She had no particular
objection, so she told the vicar, to a Boy Scout in her
bedroom at any reasonable hour, but she did not
want the child to break his neck.

Then the postmaster gave me a hint that Mrs.
Mimms's letters, which were posted every day by one
of the Scouts, showed signs of having been opened
and closed again before they came into his hands. He
said that if this was being done by the Colonel's
orders it was all right, but he thought he ought to tell
me about it. I met the vicar in the street immediately
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afterwards and said I thought the Scouts were getting
out of hand and ought to be disbanded at once. He
agreed with me.

While we were discussing the matter Hankly came
up to us and said he heard that Mrs. Mimms was to
be arrested at once as a German spy.

"Tompkins," he said, "is going about the village
saying that she ought to be shot."

Tompkins always blamed Mrs. Mimms for the
sealing up of the village pump, and had never spoken
a good word about her since. The vicar was greatly
put out.

"Tut—tut!" he said; "arrested! shot! Nonsense. Mrs.
Mimms is a most estimable lady."

"I'm not so sure about that," said Hankly. "Those
boys have been watching her lately, and there are
several things which look suspicious."

I suppose the vicar and I showed our surprise.
Hankly went on to explain.

"She gives the boys peaches and grapes," he said,
"and cakes and meringues. Now I put it to you—the
apples of course I understand. I might give a boy an
apple myself, but I put it to you, vicar, would
anybody give boys like that hothouse grapes and
peaches unless—well, unless there was something to
conceal. It's not a natural thing to do."

"Now I come to think of it," said the vicar, "I did
meet one of them yesterday with a peach in his fist."

"There you are," said Hankly triumphantly, "and,
anyhow, the police inspector is coming over to-day
to look into the matter."
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Mrs. Mimms was not actually arrested. The police
inspector—acting on information received from the
Boy Scouts, Tompkins, and indeed almost every one
in the village—made a lot of inquiries about her. He
did not succeed in finding out why she called herself
"the Honourable," but the questions he asked her
made her so angry that she packed up her trunks and
left the village at once.

I met the Colonel the day after she left, and told
him I was afraid we should all miss her. The Colonel
chuckled in a self-satisfied way.

"I told you we ought to get rid of her," he said,
"and we have."

"You don't mean to say you think she was really a
spy?" I said.

"She was a good deal worse," said the Colonel,;
"she was a public nuisance."

Later on the Colonel took a kindlier view of Mrs.
Mimms.

"Only for her," he said to me a week ago, "we
shouldn't have had Boy Scouts here. We have quite a
good company now. She did us that much good,
anyhow."

The Colonel did her no more than bare justice.
Our Scouts, though they have caught no more spies,
have improved the general tone of the village. The
Colonel is their commanding officer, and, though I
do not say so in public, they have done him a lot of
good.
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CHARLIE was the cox of our Peel lifeboat. A braver
spirit never sailed the sea.

Years ago, in a terrific gale, a ship from Norway,
the St. George, came dead on for the wildest part of
our coast, the fierce headland that lies back of the
old Castle rock. The sound signal was fired, and
Charlie and his brave comrades went out to her. She
was reeling on the top of a tremendous sea, and
there was no coming near to her side.
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It was an awful task to get the crew aboard the
lifeboat, but Charlie saved every soul, and lost not a
hand of his own. When the "traveller" was rigged and
the "breeches" were ready, and the crew of the
doomed ship were at the bulwarks waiting to leave
her, Charlie sang out over the clamour of the sea:

"How many are you?"
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"Twenty-four," came back as answer.
Then Charlie cried, "I can see only twenty-three."

"The other man is hurt. He's dying. No use saving
him," the Norseman shouted.

"You'll bring the dying man on deck before a soul
of you leaves the ship," cried Charlie.

There was a woman among them, and when the
carpenter came scudding down the rope he had a
canvas bag on his back.

"No tools here," shouted Charlie.
"It's the child," said the man.

The captain came next. He had left everything else
behind him—his money, his instruments, his clothes,
his ship—but out of his pocket there peeped the head
of a baby's doll.
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It was a thrilling rescue, but to see it in all its
splendour you must have a drop of our Manx blood
in you. Our forefathers were from Norway, our first
Norse king was named Gorry. He landed on this
island, not far from this spot. And on that day of the
wreck of the St. George his children's children rescued
from the sea the children's children of the kinsmen
he had left at home.

Most of our men had Norse names. One of them
was a Gorry, lineal descendant beyond doubt of the
old sea king. The Norwegian Government felt the
touch of great things in this incident. It was not
merely that the bravery of the rescue fired their
gratitude. Something called to them from that deep
place where blood answers to the cry of blood. They
sent medals for Charlie and his crew, and the
Governor of the island distributed them inside the
roofless walls of the old castle of the "Black Dog." It



Princess Mary's Gift Book All profits on sale given to the Queen's "Work for Women" Fund which is acting in Co- 40

was like grasping hands with the past across the
space of a thousand years.

The other day we had another great wind and
another brave rescue. The sun had gone down
overnight in a sullen red, very fierce and angry in his
setting, and out of the black north-east the storm had
come up while we slept. In the heavy grey of the
dawn the sound-signal fired its double shot over our
little town. A Welsh schooner, which had run in for
shelter during the dark hours, was riding to an
anchor in the bay and flying her ensign for help.

The sea was terrific—a slaty grey, streaked with
white foam, like quartz veins. It was coming over the
breakwater in sheets that hid it. Sometimes it was
flying in clouds to the top of the round tower of the
castle. The white sea-fowl were like dark specks
darting through it, but no human ear could hear the
cry of their thousand throats in the thunderous
quake of the breakers on the cavernous rocks.

A crowd of men answered the call, and there was
no shortness of hands to man the lifeboat. The big,
slow-legged fellows who had been idling on the quay
the day before when the sea was calm were
struggling, chafing, and quarrelling to go out on it
now that it was in storm, for the blood of the old
Vikings is in our Manxmen still.
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It was a splendid rescue. The crew of the
Welshman were brought ashore. Then the abandoned
schooner rode three hours longer in the gale, and a
hundred men stood and watched her, talking of other
winds and other wrecks, and of Peel boys who were
out on the sea. At last the ship parted her cables and
went rolling like a blinded porpoise dead on for the
jagged coast.

Seven men took an open fishing-boat and went
after her, and we climbed the Head to look at them.
The wind smote us there like an invisible wing,
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sometimes swirling us out of our course, often
bringing us to our knees, and whipping our ears with
our hair like rods. Sheets of spray were coming up to
us from below and running along the cliffs like
driven rain. The sun, which had broken in fierce
brilliance from a green rent in the sky, made
rainbows in the flying foam.

From the heights we watched the seven men and
the open boat. They rose and fell, appeared and
disappeared, but they overtook the Welshman before
she had drifted on to the coast, boarded her with
difficulty, let go another anchor and made her tight.
There was nothing else to do, for she was disabled,
and her sails were torn to shreds. The new anchor
held the ship an hour longer, and then there was no
help left for her. She was within a hundred feet of
the rocks, and she fell on them with the groan of a
living creature.

The instant her head was down the white lions of
the sea leapt over her, the water swirled through her
bulwarks and plunged down her hatch; her helm was
unshipped, her sails were torn from their gaskets,
and the floating home wherein men had sailed and
sung and slept and laughed and jested was a broken
wreck in the heavy wallowings of the waves.

When it was over and we were coming back,
drenched through and green with the drift of the sea
foam caked thick on our faces, some of us began to
think of Charlie. He had not been there that day. A
year or more ago, in the prime of a splendid
manhood, he was stricken by heart disease. He kept
a good heart, nevertheless, and by indomitable will
held on for some time. First a little work, then no
work at all, only a sail now and then if the sea was
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calm, but of late hardly ever well enough to take the
open air. The old hulk of his poor body had been
anchored deep, but she was parting her cables at last.

Charlie lay dying while this second rescue was
being made. He had not answered the signal for the
lifeboat, but he had heard it in the fierce light of
morning, and they could not keep him in bed. The
soul of the old sea dog leapt to the call, but his ailing
body held him down. He wanted to go out. Wasn't he
cox? Had the boat ever gone out without him?
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His house is one of the little places like children's
Noah's arks which dot the line of this hungry shore.
He could hear everything and see a good deal. Often
he could hardly keep himself from crying and
shouting aloud. In spirit he was out on the boiling
surf, dipping, rising, stooping, going over, righting
again, clambering back, exulting, glorying, getting
nearer the ship, standing off her, rigging the
"traveller," and fetching men aboard in the
"breeches." And then away from the rolling hulk, and
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sing ho, my lads, and haul through the white waves
for home. But his poor dying body was down on the
bed and his face was sickly scarlet.

Charlie's volcanic soul did not go off to the deep
of deeps on the big breakers and through the wild
noises of the storm. He died later. After the great
wind there came a great calm. The air was quiet and
full of the odour of seaweed; banks of seaweed were
on the shore, and the broken schooner was covered
with brown wrack, like any rock of the coast; the sky
was round as the inside of a shell, and pale pink like
the shadow of flame; the water was smooth, and land
and sea lay like a sleeping child. In this broad and
steady weather our little town was startled by the
double shot again. We went to the windows in
surprise, and saw the red flag over the rocket house,
which is the signal for the lifeboat.

Charlie was dead. He had just breathed his last,
and his rugged comrades, who know nothing of
poetry, but are poets nevertheless to the deepest
grain of them, had run up the flag mast-high (not
half-mast) as signal to the Great Cox of all that here
was a soul in the troubled waters of death waiting
for the everlasting lifeboat to bear him to the eternal
shore.
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The sea takes some of our bravest and best.
Charlie it did not take. Not so sure is it that he who
lives by the sword will perish by the sword, as that
he who baulks the sea the sea will surely have for its
prey. Charlie had battled with the giant time and
again, but he has gone to sleep on the land.

We buried him to-day in the little cemetery
looking on to the grey water that was more than half
his element. The funeral was beautiful in its old
simplicity. First a hymn at the door of the house in
the little alley by the beach, "Safe in the arms of
Jesus," with the coffin on the ground and all standing
round; the sea quiet, hardly a breeze as soft as
human breath moving its tranquil surface; the deadly
rival in its everlasting coming and going making no
triumphant clamour now the sea-warrior was down.
Then the companions of his dangers, the crew of his
boat, a group of stalwart fellows who have never
known what it is to be afraid, carrying him up the
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hill, shoulder high, each in his red stocking cap and
his life-belt, emblems of how they had fought the sea
and beaten it.

There were some of us whose eyes were wet, but
if these brave boys wept at all, it was only for the
helpless little ones left behind. For Charlie they did
not weep. His spirit is not dead for them—it cannot
die. When brave deeds have to be done, they will see
its light, like a beacon that does not fail, over the
mountains of the fiercest storm; they will hear its
voice above the thunder of the loudest waves.

A full moon is shining to-night on the place of
Charlie's rest, and if the old Norse story is true, that
while the body lies in sight of the sea the spirit lives
in the winds above it, Charlie is not done with his
old enemy yet. He will come back to this sea-bound
land in warning whispers of the mighty and
mysterious power that lures men to itself.
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CANADA'S
WORD

BY RALPH
CONNOR

Drawings by A. J.
GOUGH

b2Y

O CANADA! A voice calls through the
mist and spume

Across the wide wet salty leagues of
foam

For aid. Whose voice thus penetrates
thy peace?

Whose? Thy Mother's, Canada, thy
Mother's voice.

O Canada! A drum beats through the
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night and day,

Unresting, eager, strident,
summoning

To arms. Whose drum thus throbs
persistent?

Whose? Old England's, Canada, Old
England's drum.

O Canada! A sword gleams, leaping
swift to strike

At foes that press and leap to kill
brave men

On guard. Whose sword thus gleams
fierce death?

Whose? 'Tis Britain's, Canada, Great
Britain's sword.

O Canada! A prayer beats hard at
Heaven's gate,

Tearing the heart wide open to God's
eye,

For righteousness. Whose prayer thus
pierces Heaven?

Whose? 'Tis God's prayer, Canada,
Thy Kingdom come!

O Canada! What answer make to
calling voice and beating drum,

To sword flash and to pleading
prayer of God

For right? What answer makes my
soul?

"Mother, to thee! God, to Thy help!
Quick! My sword!"
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BIMBASHI JOYCE

BY A. CONAN DOYLE

Painting and Drawings by R. TALBOT KELLY, R.L.
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IT was in the days when the tide of Mahdism, which
had swept in such a flood from the Great Lakes and
Darfur to the confines of Egypt, had at last come to
its full, and even begun, as some hoped, to show
signs of a turn. At its outset it had been terrible. It
had engulfed Hicks's army, swept over Gordon and
Khartoum, rolled behind the British forces as they
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retired down the river, and finally cast up a spray of
raiding parties as far north as Assouan. Then it found
other channels to east and west, to Central Africa
and to Abyssinia, and retired a little on the side of
Egypt. For ten years there ensued a lull, during
which the frontier garrisons looked out upon those
distant blue hills of Dongola. Behind the violet mists
which draped them lay a land of blood and horror.
From time to time some adventurer went south
towards those haze-girt mountains, tempted by
stories of gum and ivory, but none ever returned.
Once a mutilated Egyptian and once a Greek woman,
mad with thirst and fear, made their way to the
lines. They were the only exports of that country of
darkness. Sometimes the sunset would turn those
distant mists into a bank of crimson, and the dark
mountains would rise from that sinister reek like
islands in a sea of blood. It seemed a grim symbol in
the southern heaven when seen from the fort-capped
hills by Wady Halfa. Ten years of lust in Khartoum,
ten years of silent work in Cairo, and then all was
ready, and it was time for Civilisation to take a trip
south once more, travelling as her wont is in an
armoured train. Everything was ready, down to the
last pack-saddle of the last camel, and yet no one
suspected it, for an unconstitutional Government has
its advantage. A great administrator had argued, and
managed, and cajoled; a great soldier had organised
and planned, and made piastres do the work of
pounds. And then one night these two master spirits
met and clasped hands, and the soldier vanished
away upon some business of his own. And just at
that very time, Bimbashi Hilary Joyce, seconded
from the Royal Mallow Fusiliers, and temporarily
attached to the Ninth Soudanese, made his first
appearance in Cairo.
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Napoleon had said, and Hilary Joyce had noted,
that great reputations are only to be made in the
East. Here he was in the East with four tin cases of
baggage, a Wilkinson sword, a Bond's slug-throwing
pistol, and a copy of "Green's Introduction to the
Study of Arabic." With such a start, and the blood of
youth running hot in his veins, everything seemed
easy. He was a little frightened of the general; he had
heard stories of his sternness to young officers, but
with tact and suavity he hoped for the best. So,
leaving his effects at "Shepherd's Hotel," he reported
himself at headquarters. It was not the general, but
the head of the Intelligence Department who
received him, the chief being still absent upon that
business which had called him. Hilary Joyce found
himself in the presence of a short, thick-set officer,
with a gentle voice and a placid expression which
covered a remarkably acute and energetic spirit.
With that quiet smile and guileless manner he had
undercut and outwitted the most cunning of
Orientals. He stood, a cigarette between his fingers,
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looking at the newcomer. "I heard that you had
come. Sorry the chief isn't here to see you. Gone up
to the frontier, you know."

"My regiment is at Wady Halfa. I suppose, sir, that
I should report myself there at once?"

"No; I was to give you your orders." He led the
way to a map upon the wall, and pointed with the
end of his cigarette. "You see this place. It's the Oasis
of Kurkur—a little quiet, I am afraid, but excellent
air. You are to get out there as quick as possible.
You'll find a company of the Ninth, and half a
squadron of cavalry. You will be in command."

Hilary Joyce looked at the name, printed at the
intersection of two black lines without another dot
upon the map for several inches around it. "A village,
sir?"

"No, a well. Not very good water, I'm afraid, but
you soon get accustomed to natron. It's an important
post, as being at the junction of two caravan routes.
All routes are closed now, of course, but still you
never know who might come along them."

"We are there, I presume, to prevent raiding?"

"Well, between you and me, there's really nothing
to raid. You are there to intercept messengers. They
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must call at the wells. Of course you have only just
come out, but you probably understand already
enough about the conditions of this country to know
that there is a great deal of disaffection about, and
that the Khalifa is likely to try and keep in touch
with his adherents. Then, again, Senoussi lives up
that way"—he waved his cigarette to the westward
—"the Khalifa might send a messenger to him along
that route. Anyhow, your duty is to arrest every one
coming along, and get some account of him before
you let him go. You don't talk Arabic, I suppose?"

"I am learning, sir."

"Well, well, you'll have time enough to study
there. And you'll have a native officer, Ali something
or other, who speaks English, and can interpret for
you. Well, good-bye—I'll tell the chief that you
reported yourself. Get on to your post now as quickly
as you can.”
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Railway to Baliani, the post-boat to Assouan, and
then two day on a camel in the Libyan desert, with
an Ababdeh guide, and three baggage-camels to tie
one down to their own exasperating pace. However,
even two and a half miles an hour mount up in time,
and at last, on the third evening, from the blackened
slag-heap of a hill which is called the Jebel Kurkur,
Hilary Joyce looked down upon a distant clump of
palms, and thought that this cool patch of green in
the midst of the merciless blacks and yellows was the
fairest colour effect that he had ever seen. An hour
later he had ridden into the little camp, the guard
had turned out to salute him, his native subordinate
had greeted him in excellent English, and he had
fairly entered into his own. It was not an exhilarating
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place for a lengthy residence. There was one large,
bowl-shaped, grassy depression sloping down to the
three pits of brown and brackish water. There, also,
was the grove of palm trees beautiful to look upon,
but exasperating in view of the fact that Nature has
provided her least shady trees on the very spot where
shade is needed most. A single wide-spread acacia
did something to restore the balance. Here Hilary
Joyce slumbered in the heat, and in the cool he
inspected his square-shouldered, spindle-shanked
Soudanese, with their cheery black faces and their
funny little pork-pie forage caps. Joyce was a
martinet at drill, and the blacks loved being drilled,
so the Bimbashi was soon popular among them. But
one day was exactly like another. The weather, the
view, the employment, the food—everything was the
same. At the end of three weeks he felt that he had
been there for interminable years. And then at last
there came something to break the monotony.
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One evening, as the sun was sinking, Hilary Joyce
rode slowly down the old caravan road. It had a
fascination for him, this narrow track, winding
among the boulders and curving up the nullahs, for
he remembered how in the map it had gone on and
on, stretching away into the unknown heart of
Africa. The countless pads of innumerable camels
through many centuries had beaten it smooth, so
that now, unused and deserted, it still wound away,
the strangest of roads, a foot broad, and perhaps two
thousand miles in length. Joyce wondered as he rode
how long it was since any traveller had journeyed up
it from the south, and then he raised his eyes, and
there was a man coming along the path. For an
instant Joyce thought that it might be one of his own
men, but a second glance assured him that this could
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not be so. The stranger was dressed in the flowing
robes of an Arab, and not in the close-fitting khaki of
a soldier. He was very tall, and a high turban made
him seem gigantic. He strode swiftly along, with
head erect, and the bearing of a man who knows no
fear.

Who could he be, this formidable giant coming
out of the unknown? The precursor possibly of a
horde of savage spearmen. And where could he have
walked from? The nearest well was a long hundred
miles down the track. At any rate the frontier post of
Kurkur could not afford to receive casual visitors.
Hilary Joyce whisked round his horse, galloped into
camp, and gave the alarm. Then, with twenty
horsemen at his back, he rode out again to
reconnoitre. The man was still coming on in spite of
these hostile preparations. For an instant he hesitated
when first he saw the cavalry, but escape was out of
the question, and he advanced with the air of a man
who makes the best of a bad job. He made no
resistance, and said nothing when the hands of two
troopers clutched at his shoulders, but walked
quietly between their horses into camp. Shortly
afterwards the patrol came in again. There were no
signs of any dervishes. The man was alone. A
splendid trotting camel had been found lying dead a
little way down the track. The mystery of the
stranger's arrival was explained. But why, and
whence, and whither?—these were questions for
which a zealous officer must find an answer.
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Hilary Joyce was disappointed that there were no
dervishes. It would have been a great start for him in
the Egyptian army had he fought a little action on
his own account. But even as it was, he had a rare
chance of impressing the authorities. He would love
to show his capacity to the head of the Intelligence,
and even more to that grim chief who never forgot
what was smart, or forgave what was slack. The
prisoner's dress and bearing showed that he was of
importance. Mean men do not ride pure-bred trotting
camels. Joyce sponged his head with cold water,
drank a cup of strong coffee, put on an imposing
official tarboosh instead of his sun-helmet, and
formed himself into a court of inquiry and judgment
under the acacia tree. He would have liked his
people to have seen him now, with his two black
orderlies in waiting, and his Egyptian native officer
at his side. He sat behind a camp-table, and the
prisoner, strongly guarded, was led up to him. The
man was a handsome fellow, with bold grey eyes and
a long black beard.

"Why!" cried Joyce, "the rascal is making faces at
me." A curious contraction had passed over the man's
features, but so swiftly that it might have been a
nervous twitch. He was now a model of Oriental
gravity. "Ask him who he is, and what he wants?"
The native officer did so, but the stranger made no
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reply, save that the same sharp spasm passed once
more over his face. "Well, I'm blessed!" cried Hilary
Joyce. "Of all the impudent scoundrels! He keeps on
winking at me. Who are you, you rascal? Give an
account of yourself! D'ye hear?" But the tall Arab was
as impervious to English as to Arabic. The Egyptian
tried again and again. The prisoner looked at Joyce
with his inscrutable eyes, and occasionally twitched
his face at him, but never opened his mouth. The
Bimbashi scratched his head in bewilderment.

"Look here, Mahomet Ali, we've got to get some
sense out of this fellow. You say there are no papers
on him?"

"No, sir; we found no papers."
"No clue of any kind?"

"He has come far, sir. A trotting camel does not
die easily. He has come from Dongola, at least."

"Well, we must get him to talk."
"It is possible that he is deaf and dumb."

"Not he. I never saw a man look more all there in
my life."

"You might send him across to Assouan."

"And give some one else the credit? No, thank
you. This is my bird. But how are we going to get
him to find his tongue?"

The Egyptian's dark eyes skirted the encampment
and rested on the cook's fire. "Perhaps," said he, "if
the Bimbashi thought fit——" He looked at the
prisoner and then at the burning wood.
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"No, no; it wouldn't do. No, by Jove, that's going
too far."

"A very little might do it."

"No, no. It's all very well here, but it would sound
just awful if ever it got as far as Fleet Street. But, I
say," he whispered, "we might frighten him a bit.
There's no harm in that."

"No, sir."

"Tell them to undo the man's galabeeah. Order
them to put a horseshoe in the fire and make it red-
hot." The prisoner watched the proceedings with an
air which had more of amusement than of
uneasiness. He never winced as the black sergeant
approached with the glowing shoe held upon two
bayonets.

"Will you speak now?" asked the Bimbashi,
savagely. The prisoner smiled gently and stroked his
beard.

"Oh, chuck the infernal thing away!" cried Joyce,
jumping up in a passion. "There's no use trying to
bluff the fellow. He knows we won't do it. But I can
and I will flog him, and you can tell him from me
that if he hasn't found his tongue by to-morrow
morning I'll take the skin off his back as sure as my
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name's Joyce. Have you said all that?"
"Yes, sir."

"Well, you can sleep upon it, you beauty, and a
good night's rest may it give you!" He adjourned the
Court, and the prisoner, as imperturbable as ever,
was led away by the guard to his supper of rice and
water. Hilary Joyce was a kind-hearted man, and his
own sleep was considerably disturbed by the
prospect of the punishment which he must inflict
next day. He had hopes that the mere sight of the
koorbash and the thongs might prevail over his
prisoner's obstinacy. And then, again, he thought
how shocking it would be if the man proved to be
really dumb after all. The possibility shook him so
that he had almost determined by daybreak that he
would send the stranger on unhurt to Assouan. And
yet what a tame conclusion it would be to the
incident! He lay upon his angareeb still debating it
when the question suddenly and effectively settled
itself. Ali Mahomet rushed into his tent.

"Sir," he cried, "the prisoner is gone!"
"Gone!"

"Yes, sir, and your own best riding camel as well.
There is a slit cut in the tent, and he got away
unseen in the early morning."
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The Bimbashi acted with all energy. Cavalry rode
along every track; scouts examined the soft sand of
the wadys for signs of the fugitive, but no trace was
discovered. The man had utterly disappeared. With a
heavy heart, Hilary Joyce wrote an official report of
the matter and forwarded it to Assouan. Five days
later there came a curt order from the chief that he
should report himself there. He feared the worst
from the stern soldier, who spared others as little as
he spared himself. And his worst forebodings were
realised. Travel-stained and weary, he reported
himself one night at the general's quarters. Behind a
table piled with papers and strewn with maps the
famous soldier and his Chief of Intelligence were
deep in plans and figures. Their greeting was a cold
one.
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"I understand, Captain Joyce," said the general,
"that you have allowed a very important prisoner to
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slip through your fingers."
"l am sorry, sir."

"No doubt. But that will not mend matters. Did
you ascertain anything about him before you lost
him?"

"No, sir."

"How was that?"

"I could get nothing out of him, sir."

"Did you try?"

"Yes, sir; I did what I could."

"What did you do?"

"Well, sir, I threatened to use physical force."
"What did he say?"

"He said nothing."

"What was he like?"

"A tall man, sir. Rather a desperate character, I
should think."

"Any way by which we could identify him?"

"A long black beard, sir. Grey eyes. And a nervous
way of twitching his face."

"Well, Captain Joyce," said the general, in his
stern, inflexible voice, "I cannot congratulate you
upon your first exploit in the Egyptian army. You are
aware that every English officer in this force is a
picked man. I have the whole British army from
which to draw. It is necessary, therefore, that I
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should insist upon the very highest efficiency. It
would be unfair upon the others to pass over any
obvious want of zeal or intelligence. You are
seconded from the Royal Mallows, I understand?"

"Yes, sir."

"I have no doubt that your colonel will be glad to
see you fulfilling your regimental duties again."
Hilary Joyce's heart was too heavy for words. He was
silent. "I will let you know my final decision to-
morrow morning." Joyce saluted and turned upon his
heel.

"You can sleep upon that, you beauty, and a good
night's rest may it give you!"

Joyce turned in bewilderment. Where had those
words been used before? Who was it who had used
them? The general was standing erect. Both he and
the Chief of the Intelligence were laughing. Joyce
stared at the tall figure, the erect bearing, the
inscrutable grey eyes.

"Good Lord!" he gasped.

"Well, well, Captain Joyce, we are quits!" said the
general, holding out his hand. "You gave me a bad
ten minutes with that infernal red-hot horseshoe of
yours. I've done as much for you. I don't think we
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can spare you for the Royal Mallows just yet awhile."
"But, sir; but——!"

"The fewer questions the better, perhaps. But of
course it must seem rather amazing. I had a little
private business with the Kabbabish. It must be done
in person. I did it, and came to your post in my
return. I kept on winking at you as a sign that I
wanted a word with you alone."

"Yes, yes. I begin to understand."

"I couldn't give it away before all those blacks, or
where should I have been the next time I used my
false beard and Arab dress? You put me in a very
awkward position. But at last I had a word alone
with your Egyptian officer, who managed my escape
all right."

"He! Mahomet Ali!"

"I ordered him to say nothing. I had a score to
settle with you. But we dine at eight, Captain Joyce.
We live plainly here, but I think I can do you a little
better than you did me at Kurkur."
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THE ANT-LION

BY J. H. FABRE
("The Insects' Homer")

Painting and Drawings by E. J. DETMOLD

Translated by Alexander Teixeira de Mattos. Copyright U.S.A., 1914, by Hughes
Massie & Co.
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My big and little readers, look at the picture
illustrating this story and tell me what you see. First
of all, a hideous little monster. It has six short legs
and an enormous body—the sign of an insatiable
appetite—and carries on its head two sharp-pointed,
curved, movable horns, which open and shut like a
savage pair of pincers. Suppose we were to hear that,
in a desert island, a monster like that, but the size of
a wolf, was just emerging from the thick jungle and
making for a traveller, for some modern Robinson
Crusoe, and that, in another moment, it would be
sticking its tusks into him, how thrilling we should
find it! We should hope that the man whose life was
in danger was armed with the most effective
weapons, which would help him to come victorious
out of the contest: a twelve-chambered revolver at
least, to say nothing of a breech-loading rifle and
explosive bullets!

But we must not take an unfair advantage of the
animal's ugly appearance in order to provoke
unnatural excitement, for what I am about to tell is
history and not a fairy-tale: proper, genuine history. I
will lose no time in saying that the creature is quite
harmless to any of us, even the smallest. By this I do
not mean to suggest that it has not a very fierce and
brutal temper; only, the victims of its bloodthirsty
instincts move in a world so tiny that we tread it
under foot unnoticed. It is an ogre, ever hungering
after fresh meat, like the famous ogre of your fairy-
tales: you know, the one who welcomed Hop-o'-my-
Thumb and his brothers to his house one evening,
meaning to put them all in a pie like so many
pigeons; in short, just the sort of ogre who makes
your blood run cold.
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Our little monster, then, wants its dinner, a thing
not always easy to find in this world, especially for
an ogre. Hunger is gnawing at its inside; it must eat
or die. Its usual prey is the Ant, a good runner,
whose nimble legs promptly take to flight and baffle
the clumsy, corpulent hunter's attempts to attack her.
You might as well tell the Tortoise to run and catch
the Gazelle. Our ogre possesses no greater agility in
comparison with the Ant; and moreover there is
another reason that makes it quite impossible for
him to run after anything: like the Crab, he can only
really walk backwards, which is not exactly the way
to overtake your quarry when it's in front of you.

To be fat and heavy, to walk backwards and to be
obliged to have live Ant for one's dinner is a difficult,
a very difficult problem. What would you do in such
a case? Come, try to find something! Rack your
brains! You can think of nothing? Well, never mind:
plenty of others, including myself, could not think of
anything either.

Everyday common-sense, expressed in proverbs,
tells us over and over again that necessity is the
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mother of invention. This great truth, which we have
learnt by personal experience, we shall learn once
more from the Ant-hunter. But first let us give him a
name, to simplify our story. Naturalists call him the
Ant-lion, a very happy term, which reminds us that,
like the Lion, he lives by carnage, slaughtering live
prey, in this case Ants. Now that we have christened
him we can go on.

When he wants his dinner, the Ant-lion says to
himself:

"You're a fat little beggar, you know, short-legged
and slow-moving; you'll never catch Ants by running
after them. On the other hand, you can walk
backwards, that's capital; you have a head flattened
like a navvy's shovel, that's first-rate; your pincers
are long and grip like a knife, that's perfect,
absolutely perfect. We'll use that talent for walking
backwards; we'll use those tools, the shovel and
tongs; we'll make craft take the place of the agility
which we lack; and the dinner will come along."

No sooner said than done. In a nice dry spot,
warmed by the sun and sheltered from the rain by an
overhanging rock, the wily animal selects a place
where Ants are incessantly moving to and fro on
household matters. Gravely, with the mathematical
accuracy of an engineer tracing the foundation of a
well-planned building, the Ant-lion walks backwards,
with his body dug into the sand; he turns and turns
and in this way hollows out a groove shaped like a
perfect circle. Then, still moving backwards and still
digging deeper and deeper into the sand, he repeats
the circuit many times over, but gradually coming
nearer the centre, where he arrives in the end. If any
obstacle, such as a large bit of gravel, which would



Princess Mary's Gift Book All profits on sale given to the Queen's "Work for Women" Fund which is acting in Co-

74

spoil the work, makes its appearance, the Ant-lion
takes it on his flat head and, with a vigorous jerk of
his neck, flings it to a distance over the edge of the
hole. We should use a shovel in exactly the same way
to throw out the rubbish when digging.

The result of this labour is a sort of funnel, two
inches wide and a little less in depth. For that
matter, each Ant-lion scoops himself out one
proportioned to his size: the larger ones, the giants of
the family, produce one almost big enough to hold
an orange; the younger and smaller ones are content
with a hollow which a walnut would fill. But,
whether great funnels or modest dents, all these
cavities are constructed on one and the same
principle: the slope is very steep and formed of
extremely loose sand; nothing, however light, can set
foot upon it without producing a landslip, followed
by a headlong fall.

When the work is finished, the scoundrel buries
himself in the sand, right at the bottom of the funnel;
his pincers alone appear outside, ever ready to snap,
but nevertheless hidden as far as possible. And now
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the Ant-lion remains completely motionless and
waits; he waits for hours, for days, for weeks, if
necessary, for his patience is unequalled; he waits for
his dinner to come to him, as he cannot go after his
dinner himself.
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Let us do as he does and wait, very attentively.
What will happen? See, an Ant comes trotting along,
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suspecting no harm, bringing a little honey in her
crop for her mates, who are working at a distance,
just as the goodwife, on the stroke of noon, brings
the reaper his midday meal in the fields. In her
hurry, or perhaps in her heedlessness, she has not
seen the precipice. She steps upon it, but only just on
the edge. It makes no difference: as soon as her foot
is on the perfidious slope, the sand gives way and the
poor thing is dragged down. If our eyes were sharp
enough, we should see signs of fierce delight
betrayed by the formidable jaws at the bottom.

Thank goodness! A microscopic bit of straw has
interfered with the landslide. The fall ends in the
middle of the slope; and the Ant, recovering her
balance, tries to scramble back to the top. The sand
trickles under her feet; no matter: she goes to work
with so much prudence, she so skilfully makes use of
the smallest solid support, she is so careful to move
sideways instead of going straight up the slope that it
looks as though the climb ought to be achieved
without fresh impediment. Her knees, her delicate
feelers seem atremble with excitement. One more
effort, only a little effort, and the thing is done. The
edge is there, close by; the Ant must reach it.



Princess Mary's Gift Book All profits on sale given to the Queen's "Work for Women" Fund which is acting in Co- 78

Alas, she does not reach it! Suddenly from the sky
there falls upon the poor wretch, thick as hailstones,
a rain of grains of sand, which, for the tiny Ant, is as
bad as a regular rain of pebbles. Who is the brute
that takes delight in thus stoning the distressed Ant,
who clings in her despair now to this side, now to
that, as best she may, so as not to roll to the bottom
of the precipice? The brute is the Ant-lion, the
ruffian, lying in ambush down in his funnel. See
what he is doing. He takes on his flat head a load, a
shovelful of sand, and flings it in the air towards the
Ant, with a sudden, quick jerk of the neck, like the
movement of a spring. The shovelfuls follow rapidly,
one after the other. Whoosh! And whoosh! Do you
want another? There's one! You don't want another?
There's one all the same!

What can the Ant do, I ask you, on the slope of
that terrible trap, where the ground falls from under
her in a rushing torrent, while a hail of pebbles
dashes down from above? In vain she struggles, with
all the pluck of despair: for each step forward she
takes three back, coming nearer and nearer to the
dreadful jaws that are waiting for her at the bottom
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of the funnel. Bruised and dazed with the stoning,
she rolls over and over, right into the jaws. The jaws
seize her and everything disappears under the sand;
not a trace remains of the recent tragedy.

Peacefully buried in the sand of his lair, the Ant-
lion devours his astutely-captured prey. When the
meal is over, there remains a dry carcass, which must
be thrown away, for, if left in the funnel, it might
frighten any game in future and betray the hunter in
his ambush. A jerk of the shovel, that is to say, a toss
of the flat head, flings it outside the hole.

Then the Ant-lion repairs the damage done to his
trap, removes the coarser grains of sand, touches up
the slopes to make them ready for a new slide. He
buries himself as I have described and awaits the
coming of the next Ant.

That is how the Ant-lion secures his dinner. And
yet there are people who say that animals have no
sense!
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AN ANGEL OF GOD

A TRUE STORY
BY ELLEN THORNEYCROFT FOWLER

Drawings by STEVEN SPURRIER, R.I

"You may talk about the Germans as much as you
like," remarked Mrs. Batterby with her customary
decision; "but, for my part, I have no doubt that we
shall beat them in the end: no doubt whatsoever!"
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"Still, the German hosts are very numerous, and
their artillery is magnificent," said Mrs. Veale, who,
much as she longed for the defeat of Germany,
longed for the defeat of Mrs. Batterby still more.

Little Miss Skipworth hastened, as usual, to thrust
in the olive-branch. "Dear Mrs. Batterby is thinking
of the superior courage of our brave English
soldiers," she explained gently.

But Mrs. Batterby could not stand being
Bowdlerised, or even translated. "No, I wasn't,
Matilda; at least not at that particular minute,
though nobody admires the courage of the British
Army more than I do, and always have done, and
especially with Lord Kitchener at their head and in
action against the enemy. I've got a very high
opinion of the British soldier myself; none higher:
much too high, in fact, to allow him to wear a collar
to his bed-jacket like the one you are making,
Matilda, without speaking a word in his defence."

Matilda collapsed at once: she was composed of
the most collapsible material ever provided for the
manufacture of souls. "What is wrong with my collar,
Mrs. Batterby? I thought I was exactly copying the
pattern sent to us by the Red Cross. Anyway, I was
trying to do so."

"Trying and succeeding are two different things,
which I should have thought you'd have found out by
this time, Matilda, and you five-and-forty, if you are
a day! Give me the collar, and I'l fix it for you, or
else the wounded soldier that wears it will wish he
had died in the trenches before he had the chance of
putting it on."
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It was the afternoon of the Red Cross weekly
working-party, held in the village of Summerglade,
in the early stages of the Great War. The party was a
small one, consisting of Mrs. Batterby, a farmer's
wife, in whose parlour the meeting was held; Mrs.
Veale, the wife of the village doctor; Mrs.
Windybank, a gloomy widow; and Miss Skipworth,
an ingenuous and tender-hearted spinster. Between
Mrs. Batterby and Mrs. Veale there existed a bitter
and abiding warfare.

"May I ask what you were thinking of—if not of
the bravery of our own dear soldiers—when you
expressed your assurance of the ultimate success of
the Allied Forces?" asked Mrs. Veale, with her needle
in her fingers and the light of battle in her eye.

"By all means," replied Mrs. Batterby; "and, a civil
question demanding a civil answer, I don't mind
telling you that I feel sure we shall win, because we
know that God is on our side and is fighting for us."

"But their numbers are so great and their guns so
magnificent,” repeated Mrs. Windybank with a
lugubrious sigh. "I sometimes fear that they will win
in the end, and we shall all be blown up by Zeppelins
and trampled underfoot. I'm sure I pray every
morning that our armies may win, but I tremble
when I think of the forces against us."
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"So did the Prophet's servant till his eyes were
opened and he saw the mountain full of horses and
chariots," replied Mrs. Batterby. "But some folk's eyes
seem made not to open, like the stained-glass
windows in Summerglade Church."

"It is right to pray, but we must beware of
presumptuousness in our prayers," said Mrs. Veale
sententiously.

"We'd much better beware of want of faith,"
retorted the hostess.

"But it is difficult to have faith when things seem
going against us," said Matilda Skipworth.

"Stuff and nonsense, Matilda! It's when things
seem going against us that our faith is really any
compliment to the Almighty. I can't see anything
very complimentary to Him when every morning I
pray with faith, 'Give us this day our daily bread,'
knowing all the time that it's in the larder with a
damp cloth over it. But it's when people pray that
particular prayer, with no bread in the house and no
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money to pay for any, that their faith is any
compliment to God or worthy of His acceptance."

"I know my faith is very feeble and my prayers are
unworthy," sighed Miss Skipworth, "but I do try to
believe. Still, I cannot help envying the Prophet's
servant who saw the horses and the chariots fighting
on his side. I wish we could see the angel hosts
fighting for us. I do so wish that we had appearances
of that kind nowadays: it would make faith so much
easier and life altogether so much more beautiful."

"But it would not be in accordance with God's
teaching in these later times. Such assistance to faith
as the appearance of saints and angels would not be
at all in accordance with our modern religious
thought, and I am sure that the Almighty would not
permit it," said Mrs. Veale.
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"I am not so sure of that," retorted Mrs. Batterby.
"I think that visions of angels are granted to-day to
those that have eyes to see them, just as they were in
Old Testament times."

"Oh! Mrs. Batterby," exclaimed Matilda in
excitement, "do you really believe that?"

"I do. But I don't believe that the angels appear as
you would expect them, Matilda—all got up in harps
and crowns and flaming swords. I believe that when
they come nowadays they look so commonplace and
what you might call ordinary-looking, that only
those folks that have the eye of faith can perceive
them at all. They can see them all right, mind you!
But they can't recognise them as the angels of God."

"How I should like to see somebody who had
actually seen an angel!" sighed Miss Skipworth.

"Did you ever come across any one who had
enjoyed such an experience, Mrs. Batterby?" asked
Mrs. Veale in a sceptical tone.

"Yes, I did, Mrs. Veale—that is, if you can say that
you ever came across yourself."

"Oh, how interesting!—how very interesting!"
cried Miss Skipworth. "But you don't look at all the
sort of person that would see angels and spirits."

Mrs. Batterby took the last remark as a
compliment; as indeed it was intended. "That's just
my point, Matilda. The real angels don't look like the
Scripture-picture sort of angels; and they don't
appear to the high-flown, star-gazing sort of people
who are always looking for them."

"Do tell us what you saw, Mrs. Batterby," besought
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the emotional Matilda.

"And also what calamity it foretold," added Mrs.
Windybank. "I always believe that supernatural
appearances precede some terrible misfortune."

"Well, my experience, or whatever you call it,
happened five-and-thirty years ago, and no calamity
has happened to me since. On the contrary, it taught
me that no calamity could happen to me as long as I
lay safe in my Heavenly Father's Hand. That's just the
lesson that I learnt from it."

"Do tell us the story," urged Miss Skipworth.

"I will, Matilda, if you'll get on with your bed-
jacket, and not leave off your sewing whenever
anybody speaks, as if your hearing lay in your
fingers, and you couldn't sew and listen at the same
time.

"Well, when I was a young woman I lived with an
aunt in Merchester who kept a stationer's shop; and
every Sunday I used to walk over to see my mother
who lived at a village about three miles off, she
being a widow and keeping the post-office there and
my two little sisters as well.

"It was one Sunday in September—one of those
deceitful sort of days that look like summer, and then
take you all of a heap by getting dark before you can
say Jack Robinson—and I had been spending the day
with my mother as usual; I stayed for the evening
service, it being the Sunday-school Anniversary and
a special preacher for the occasion; quite a young
man, but one of the finest preachers I ever heard.
Though it was five-and-thirty years ago, I remember
that sermon as if I'd heard it last Sunday."
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"What was it about?" asked Mrs. Windybank. "For
my part, I always enjoy funeral-sermons the most;
but I've heard some very sweet ones in times of war,
and on the last Sundays in the Old Year."

"It was on the very subject that Matilda was
speaking about—in fact, it was her conversation that
recalled the whole incident to my mind. The text
was, 'Jacob went on his way, and the angels of God
met him'; and the preacher said—what I've just being
saying to you—that the angels of God meet us far
oftener than we think; only we are so busy looking
out for them to come in our own particular way that
we don't recognise them. Unless they are in their
flowing robes with their harps and halos and fiery
swords, we don't know that they are angels at all:
which is just as stupid of us as if we didn't believe
we'd seen the Queen, unless we'd seen her with her
crown on. I remember that this impressed us very
much: Queen Victoria had just been to Merchester to
lay the foundation-stone of some public building or
other (I forget what), and we had all cried at seeing
her in a widow's bonnet; it seemed to make her so
much more real and human than if she'd had her
crown on. I'm sure that black bonnet brought her
nearer to our hearts than all the Crown Jewels out of
the Tower of London could have done; and taught us
to love and reverence her as a woman as well as
obey and serve her as a Queen. And so, as the young
minister said, it ought to be with the angels; because
when the Lord came among us, He came as One of
ourselves, and led us by the paths that we were used
to.

"Well, the sermon was so grand, and the hymn
after the sermon so beautiful—I remember it was a
six-lines-eight, sung to the tune called Stella, and
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mother and I swayed to it till we kept bumping
against each other—that by the time we got out of
chapel it was quite dark—so dark that mother didn't
like the idea of my walking to Merchester alone, as it
was three miles at the least, and along a very lonely
road. But there was nobody to go with me, and I was
bound to get back to aunt's that night, for some
special reason that I forget now; so—like it or not
like it—I had to go, though I was very timid."

"Oh, how dreadful! I should have been terrified,"
groaned Miss Skipworth. "I don't wonder that you
were frightened."

"l shouldn't have minded if I'd been your age,
Matilda: surely a woman of five-and-forty is old
enough to go anywhere by herself! But I was only
eighteen, and that makes all the difference."

Matilda returned a soft answer—or, to be more
accurate, a soft question.

"Then did you venture, Mrs. Batterby?"
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"Of course I did: there was nothing else to do; and
I didn't want mother to know I was frightened for
fear of worrying her. But I didn't like it, I can tell
you; and I started with my heart in my mouth, ready
to jump at my own shadow. And then it came into
my mind (I remember it as if it had happened last
night) that I was a poor sort of Christian to enjoy a
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sermon and then make no sort of effort to put it into
practice; in fact, that I was only a hearer of the
Word, and not a doer, letting God's message go in at
one ear and out at the other, leaving nothing behind
it. So I set to to pray that as I went on my way the
angels of God might meet me, as they met Jacob, and
save me from all harm. And what with the
excitement of the sermon, and my own fears, and the
darkness of the road, I got worked up to such a pitch
that I shouldn't have been surprised if a white-robed
angel with shining wings had flown over the hedge
and perched beside me."

"Which, of course, no angel did," interrupted Mrs.
Veale.

"That is as may be," retorted Mrs. Batterby darkly.
"In the middle of my prayer I heard a rustle in the
hedge on the side of the road, which, of course, I
thought was a thief lying in wait to waylay me and
murder me, and I prayed harder and harder. But
then, in the fading light, I perceived that it was no
thief, but a huge yellow collie dog, such as they have
for minding sheep."

"Oh dear!" said Miss Skipworth; "I should have
been as much afraid of a strange dog as of a strange
man, if I'd been you."

"Fortunately, however, you weren't me, nor ever
likely to be, which seems fortunate for all parties
concerned," replied her hostess dryly. "And as for
being afraid of a dog—why! I'd been accustomed to
dogs from a child, though I'm not the one to deny
that collies are uncertain in temper and apt to snap
at strangers unawares. So I spoke kindly to this one,
in case it should take me for a thief come after its
master's sheep; though where the sheep were I hadn't
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a notion, there being nothing but cornfields ready for
cutting on both sides of the road, the harvest being
very late that year."

"It was rather foolish, to my thinking, to speak to
it at all," remarked Mrs. Windybank. "I had a friend
once who spoke to a strange collie; and it bit her
thimble finger so badly that she was never able to
sew properly again."

"Then she must have said the wrong thing to it,"
replied Mrs. Batterby; "and it served her right. I
know when folks say the wrong thing to me, I'd give
anything to be able to bite their thimble finger, and
dogs feel the same as we do. But to get on with my
story. The dog came up to me quite friendly-like, and
didn't attempt to snap or anything; but though it
came close to me, it wouldn't let me touch or pet it.
It shied away the moment I put out my hand to
fondle it. So—being accustomed to dogs and their
ways—I treated it as it evidently wished to be
treated, and just talked to it pleasantly as it trotted
along by my side."
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"For my
part, I believe it was one of the angels of God"

"Then it followed you?" asked Miss Skipworth.

"Yes; all the way to Merchester, just as if it had
been my own dog. When there was nobody in sight,
it ran backwards and forwards and scampered about
by itself; but whenever we met anybody—and we
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met some nasty-looking tramps, I can tell you, that I
should have been terrified to meet alone—it came
close to me, looking that big and fierce that the
tramps kept well to the other side of the road, as far
away from us as they could; and it stalked by me till
they were out of sight, as is the way of collies when
they scent danger ahead. I can't tell you how
delighted I was to have found such a splendid pet;
and I made up my mind to take it home with me and
keep it, unless some one claimed it; as aunt and I had
long wanted a house-dog to take care of the shop at
nights. And, besides, I thought it would be such a
nice companion for me on all the long country-walks
which I was so fond of taking out of shop-hours."

"And did any one ever come and claim it?" asked
Miss Skipworth with breathless interest.

"No; never. It followed me all the way to
Merchester, wagging its tail whenever I spoke to it,
and looking up at me with its soft brown eyes as
friendly as never was; but it never let me touch it,
though I tried to pat it once or twice."

"And you took it home with you, the dear
creature?"

Mrs. Batterby shook her head. "It followed me
right into Merchester; but when I was safe in the
town among all the gas-lamps and the people and the
traffic, it turned round and scampered back along the
road by which we had come. I whistled to it to come
back, but it took no notice; and the last I saw of it
was its yellow coat disappearing into the darkness."

Miss Skipworth gave a deep sigh. "And you never
saw it again?"
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"Never."
"And you never found out who it belonged to?"

A look came into Mrs. Batterby's eyes that was
new to Miss Skipworth. "I wouldn't say that. As a
matter of fact, I believe I did find out Who it
belonged to."

"I suppose it was the sheep-dog of one of the
neighbouring farmers," suggested Mrs. Veale.

"Some might suppose so; but I don't," replied Mrs.
Batterby, still with that wonderful smile in her sharp
grey eyes. "For my part, I believe it was one of the
angels of God."

\ “.""'5;
{F

Author of "Nance,"
etc.

Drawings by J. H.
HARTLEY

KITTY came into the studio and, dropping on to a
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stool, said, as she drew the pins from her hat:
"Dad, I've had an adventure."

She made the assertion with seeming gravity, but
her father glanced at her dancing eyes with a
mixture of interest and a suspicion of being spoofed;
for past experiences of his light-hearted, mischief-
loving daughter had taught him to be wary; so he
said nothing, but continued to chalk in the rough
sketch on the easel.

"Behold in me a heroine of romance!" said Kitty,
striking an attitude and regarding the toes of her
dainty boots with her head on one side; and her
father, as he glanced at her again, noted vaguely her
pose and expression for future use; for Kitty served
frequently as a model, and her pretty face and svelte
figure had appeared in numerous magazines as the
heroine of all sorts of stories.

"Father, I have saved a fellow creature's life," she
went on. "Told in the language of popular fiction it
would run thus: 'A young girl of pleasing appearance
was seen going down one of our leading
thoroughfares. She was of meek and modest
demeanour: "

"l thought you said the adventure happened to
you, Kitty," said Mr. Thorold.

"The road was crowded with the carriages and
motor-cars of the wealthy and noble," continued
Kitty, disregarding the mild sarcasm; "the young girl,
lost "in maiden meditation, fancy-free," was startled
suddenly by a cry of anguished terror. Raising her
downcast eyes, she saw a pretty young thing running
across the road right in front of an approaching
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motor-car, from the occupant of which, a lady of
mature age and buxom form, the cry had arisen.
Without a thought of her own fair young life, the
maiden rushed forward, seized the young thing in
her arms and carried it in safety to the pavement.
The magnificent 2,000-h.p. motor-car pulled up
beside her, and the richly dressed lady, with a gasp
of relief and admiration, expressed her appreciation
of the young girl's heroism, demanded her name and
address, and, handing her a card, desired the rescuer
to call. The heroine, murmuring something
inaudible, blushed sweetly and, making her way
through the small but loudly cheering crowd which
had collected, modestly disappeared."

"All very well," grumbled Mr. Thorold; "but you'll
be brought home on a stretcher some day, Kit. You're
too venturesome by far. What became of the child?"

"Oh, it wasn't a child; it was a collie pup."

"I thought you said 'fellow-creature,” remarked
her father plaintively.

"All dogs are my fellow-creatures," declared Kitty
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simply.

"I am a credulous as well as a sinfully indulgent
parent," said Mr. Thorold, stepping back to view his
sketch; "but I don't believe a word of your story."

"Documentary evidence was instantly
forthcoming," retorted Kitty, extending a tiny paw
with a card inserted delicately between her fingers.

Her father took it, read aloud: "Lady Hawborough,
209, Belgrave Square,” and then emitted a low
whistle.

"My word, Kitty, you've gone and done it!" he
said. "If this is the Lady Hawborough—and Nature,
with all her audacity, cannot have made two of them
—you've run up against a celebrity of the deepest
dye."

"Oh?" said Kitty. "Never heard of her. What's she
celebrated for?"

"For good works—which means, in most cases, a
disposition and a capacity for interfering in the
affairs of other people. And her ladyship is one of the
biggest and most incorrigible interferers in this crank
of a world of ours. She is immensely rich; she is also
'powerful,' as the novelists say; she is a tyrant to her
relations, a terror to her friends, and a well-meaning,
charitable bugbear to the world in general."

"Oh!" said Kitty, somewhat dismayed. "But how is
it you are so intimately acquainted with the history
and characteristics of this lady of lofty rank and
goodly oof?"

"My dear Kitty, 'oof' is not nearly such a good
word as 'wealth."
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"Maybe, but it's easier to pronounce,' retorted
Kitty.

"Oh, I don't know," said Mr. Thorold, as if he were
weary of the subject. "Heard some one at the Club
talking about her; seen her name in the papers. Take
my advice and don't call. She'll enlist you in one of
her gangs of workers, hustle you into a hospital as a
nurse, make you into a district visitor, or turn you a
lecturer on vegetarianism or some other fad."

"Oh no, she won't," said Kitty, with sublime
confidence; "not that I should object to being a nurse
—that is, if I hadn't already to look after an aged and
infirm parent. Yes; much as I value your advice, Dad,
I think I'll call. I'll go to-morrow; and if I come back,
say, in a Salvation Army kit, and banging a
tambourine—and, mind you! I might do worse: I've a
whole-hearted admiration for the S.A. and the
uniform is distinctly fetching—you can indulge in the
exquisite pleasure of exclaiming, T told you so!' What
are you on this morning, Dad?" she asked, going to
him, putting her arm round his neck, and giving him
a little hug.
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"Sketch for an illustration for the Long Acre
Magazine," he said, with a kind of resignation; for
your most gifted artist has to do pot-boilers
nowadays: and generally he does them well.

"The girl's all right, anyhow," said Kitty. "Where's
the man?"

"Oh, I'm going to stick him in directly," said Mr.
Thorold. "He's to be a soldier, and I've got a young
fellow coming as a model presently. Ran against him
in a rather extraordinary way. He called on me
yesterday with an introduction from Bloxham: said
he had never sat as model before; but that he was
hard up, and would do his best. Fine young fellow,
and a nice taking sort of chap altogether."

"Burglar in disguise, coming to inspect the
premises, no doubt," surmised Kitty cheerfully.

"Well, he's welcome to anything he takes a fancy
to," remarked Mr. Thorold.

"Oh, well!" she said. "I'm off to consult Selinar-Ann
as to whether it's to be bread-and-butter pudding or a
baked roly-poly; expect me back, or what remains of
me, in an hour."

Carefully rumpling her father's already disordered
hair, she screwed up his patient face between her
hands, kissed him and ran out, singing as she went.

In less than an hour she re-entered the studio, still
singing; but the song snapped off suddenly, and she
stood just within the doorway, staring with wide-
open eyes at a young soldier in khaki who stood on
the model's dais, one arm in a sling, the other
extended with a sword in the hand, in the kind of
attitude beloved by the populace, and forming the
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picture which bears inevitably the legend, "Charge!"
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The young man turned his eyes—he dared not
move anything else—and, at sight of the stricken
maiden, his tanned face grew the colour of a healthy
beetroot.

"Getting on famously, Kit," remarked Mr. Thorold
in a preoccupied manner. "Arm a little higher, if you
please, Captain——Pardon, didn't catch your name."

"Barnard," said the model, in a small voice quite
inconsistent with his fine and manly proportions.

"Ah, thank you! Could you—er—put on something
of a scowl? You're wounded, you know, and you're
leading a forlorn hope, or something of the sort."

The young man's good-looking face assumed as
much of a scowl as it was capable of doing, and Mr.
Thorold dashed it on the paper.
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"Capital! Now you can rest a minute. I've got to go
and get some more ochre. Perhaps you'd like a
drink?"

"Thank you; I should," confessed the young man,
with a slight huskiness.

"All right; Il bring it," said Mr. Thorold; and, as
he was leaving the room, he said over his shoulder,
"My daughter; Captain Barnard."

Kitty closed the door carefully; then, seating
herself on the divan, she rested her chin in her hand
and, regarding the young man severely, she
demanded sternly:

"Perhaps you'll be kind enough to inform me of
the—the meaning of this?"

He had seated himself on the edge of the dais and
was wiping his face, as if he were just going through
a dangerous action, with the enemy pressing on all
sides.

"I beg your pardon?" he faltered, with meekness in
his voice, mien, and eye.

"I asked you why you are masquerading here?" she
said, uncompromisingly.

"Well, come to that, I'm not masquerading. This is
my own Kkit; I'm a soldier, as you know. This is a
genuine wound, not a fake; and I'm really hard up:
had a run of bad luck lately. No harm in earning an
honest shilling."

"But why come to my father, this particular
studio, to earn it?" demanded Kitty, cutting short his
feeble attempts at plausible explanation.
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"Oh, well," he replied desperately: "you see, when
I met you at the Thomsons' the other night, and
asked you if I might have the honour of calling on
you, you said that your father was a very busy man
and that you yourself had no time for receiving
visitors."

"Well?" demanded Kitty, as icily as before.

"Well," he resumed, looking down and then up at
her, as if he could not keep his eyes from her face,
stern and almost ferocious as it was, "well, I asked
the Thomsons who your father was, and when they
told me, I thought—I thought Well, don't you
know, it seemed to me that he might want a model.
War pictures are all the go now, aren't they? And so
——" He broke down, made a little gesture with his
unwounded arm, and blurted out, "Of course you
know why I've come. I wanted to see you again. I
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told you so the other night; like my cheek, of course,
but—I don't know how it is—I feel as if I'd got to see
you, to know you. Look here, Miss Kitty—I beg your
pardon, all the Thomsons call you that—I hope you
won't mind my saying that I've fallen in love with
you?"

"Excuse me; I mind it very much," Kitty informed
him with distressing promptitude; but her eyes
wavered and the colour came into her face and made
it, in the unfortunate young man's opinion, more
maddeningly fascinating than ever.

"Oh, well, I'm sorry," he said, but without much
penitence in his tone; "but the truth should always be
told, shouldn't it? And it is the truth."

"Is it?" queried Kitty. "You've seen me only once
before, and then only for an hour or two."

"Two hours and three-quarters," he said, as if he
were a stickler for accuracy; "and I fell in love with
you after the first quarter of an hour. That being the
case—as it certainly is—what was I to do? I shall
have to go back to the regiment as soon as this old
arm of mine is right; and it's getting right quickly;
and I felt that I couldn't go without at any rate telling
you what—what was the matter with me."

"You speak as if—as if love were a disease," said
Kitty, with an attempt at mockery which was an
abject failure.

"So it is," he declared, "and I've got it bad—very
bad indeed. I'll ask you to believe me, Miss Kitty—I
mean Miss Thorold—that I haven't had you out of
my mind for one moment since we parted."

"It's a pity you haven't something better to think
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of," said Kitty.

"There I disagree with you," observed the young
man stoutly. "I couldn't have anything better to think
of, and I don't want to. I shall think of you for the
rest of my natural life. One moment, Miss Kitty,
before you refuse me. I ought to tell you that I'm a
poor young captain, in a marching regiment, with no
prospects."

"The allurement is irresistible——" began Kitty,
with admirable gravity.

"I'm delighted to hear it," he said. "So you accept
me?"

"The politeness of a soldier should have compelled
you to hear me out. I was going to add, that it would
be irresistible if I were in love with you; but——"

"Don't go on, I beg of you!" he implored. "I'm not
such a fat-headed idiot as to suppose that you are in
love with me. What I wanted to ask you was to give
me a show. You see, I've arranged with Mr. Thorold
to stand, not only for this picture, but for an oil-
painting, which I suppose—don't know much about
art—will take some time."

"You have? Well, of all the——!"

"Quite so," he said meekly. "You see, it will give
me a chance of trying to explain to you that, if you
refuse me, it will be—oh, worse than a conical bullet
in a particularly vital spot. All I ask is that you will
look in now and again, and—and give me an
opportunity of—of——"

"Bothering me to death," finished Kitty for him.
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"No; bothering you into an engagement—which is
sometimes a serious affair, but not always fatal," he
said frankly. "Come, Miss Kitty, don't be hard on me!
It's not much to ask——"

"Oh, isn't it?" interjected Kitty with fine irony.
"Thank you. Captain Barnard."

"If you were in love with me—absurd idea, of
course! but I'm just putting the case—I'd come and
sit with you and give you any amount of chances."

Kitty heard her father's returning footsteps, and
she stood up and looked from side to side, and then
at this meekly audacious young man, with a mixture
of astonishment and bewilderment—and something
else I cannot define—in her really wonderful eyes.

"Well, of all the cool—" she said again. But he
cut her short.

"That's all right," he said breathlessly; "thank you
ever so much. Your father's coming. I'm to be here at
eleven o'clock every morning."

"And you think," said Kitty, as hurriedly, "that, by
simply sitting here and regarding you in that absurd
attitude, I shall fall in——?"
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"Oh, no; not at all. Fortune will have pity on me
and give me an opportunity for seeing you for a
minute or two alone. Besides, perhaps—I only say
perhaps, mind!—you might be induced to lunch at
an A.B.C. shop," he jerked out in a rapid whisper, as
the innocent parent returned with his yellow ochre.

Kitty went up to her room, flung herself into a
chair in her favourite attitude, with her chin in her
hands, and stared at nothing—no, not nothing, but at
the handsome face and manly form of a wounded
soldier.

Of course, she would not go near the studio while
he was there. Consequently, the next morning, at
half-past eleven, she entered with refreshment on a
tray; and, with downcast eyes and a blush, informed
her father that she had left his soda-and-milk in the
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dining-room because a change of scene and air
would be good for him.

She was still rosy with shame when the model
sprang from the dais, caught her hand, and declared
fervently that she was an angel.

"No, I am a sly and deceitful, not to say forward,
girl," said Kitty. "But I've only made an opportunity
to tell you that I'm not coming into the studio again
while you're here."

"That's all right," he responded cheerfully. "Come
in just about this time. And I've found a jolly little
A.B.C. shop where we can get some lunch to-day:
second turning to the right, in the corner—I should
like you to be able to tell me, quite quietly, why you
find it necessary to refuse me. I think that's only fair
to you."

"And I think," said Kitty emphatically, "that you
possess the concentrated cheek—I am sorry there is
no stronger word—of the whole British Army; and I
decline your invitation."

She kept him waiting at the A.B.C. shop for a good
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quarter of an hour.
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In the afternoon Kitty presented herself at 209,
Belgrave Square, and was shown into what a house-
agent would call "the magnificent and spacious
salon." Lady Hawborough was seated in a capacious
chair, knitting for dear life; on a small table beside
her was an orderly disorder of blue books, reports of
charitable societies, vegetarian tracts, and the debris
of her morning's correspondence. She received Kitty
with more than graciousness; for her ladyship,
notwithstanding her crankiness, was the owner of
that organ the possession of which we are led to
believe atones for all minor faults, not to say crimes
—a "good heart."

Besides, she had been immensely taken with Kitty,
and admired genuinely the pluck and readiness
which the girl had displayed in the rescue of the
puppy: of course, Lady Hawborough was a
prominent member of the S.P.C.A.

She gave Kitty some tea, patted her hand several
times, and proceeded to put her through a kindly,
but searching, catechism; and, before tea was over,
had obtained sufficient information respecting Kitty's
life to convince her that the girl was a fitting object
of her ladyship's benevolence. It is true that, every
now and then, Kitty caught a glimpse of the
somewhat masterful spirit which her ladyship
displayed in her favourite occupation of ordering the
lives of all who came in contact with her; but Kitty
was not so stupid as to fail to recognise the presence
of the aforesaid good heart, or not to credit the old
lady with the amiable intention which smiled behind
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the mask of tyranny.

"She's not at all a bad sort," Kitty informed her
father on her return home. "Oh, I daresay she's fond
of interfering and all that; but she can't interfere with
me; I'm not her relation—I was going to say 'Thank
goodness,' but I really do like her, Dad. She's coming
to see some of your pictures some day."

"Oh, my great aunt!" groaned Mr. Thorold, who,
like a true artist, had a loathing for the necessary,
but sometimes maddening, art patron.

The drawing for the Long Acre Magazine being
duly finished, Mr. Thorold began on the more
important battle-piece.

"I think I'm going to make a hit with this, Kitty,"
he said to his daughter one morning, as he was
preparing for the arrival of his admirably punctual
and singularly patient model. "You see, I've got a
splendid young chap to stand for it. He's the real
thing, instead of a coster dressed up in an officer's
uniform. And he's a pleasant chap, too," he continued
meditatively. "A modest, well-mannered young
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fellow: no swank or swagger; in fact, a gentleman. By
the way, Kitty, you might remember that little fact,
and not be quite so short and sharp with him when
he speaks to you."

"Oh, it won't hurt him," retorted Kitty, turning her
back quickly. "From what I have seen of him, I
should say that Captain Barnard would not be easily
snubbed."

"And you try pretty hard," remarked her father.
"For instance, yesterday there was no occasion for
you to tell him to shut up when he observed that it
was a fine day."

"All T said was that a model was much more
effective when he kept his mouth closed," said Kitty.

"That strikes me as being pretty much the same
thing," said her father. "He looked quite crushed."

"Do him good," murmured Kitty. "Besides, he can
talk the hind leg off an army mule when he likes."

"How do you know?" asked her parent, with mild
surprise.

"Oh, I'm only drawing inferences from—from his
general appearance," said Kitty, looking a trifle
confused.

"Going out to lunch again to-day?" demanded her
father, repiningly, as, clad in outdoor things, she
passed him in the passage a couple of hours later.

"Sorry, dear; got a pressing engagement. Besides,
you never eat anything. There! did it miss its nurse?
Never mind! I'll be in all the evening." She scrunched
up his face, gave him what she called her "screw"
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kiss, and departed to the A.B.C. shop.

By this time, it must be confessed, the fortress
besieged by Captain Barnard with such ingenuous
strategy, but manly courage, had surrendered; and
to-day the wounded soldier had brought a pretty but
inexpensive ring with him.

"It's all I can afford, dearest," he said, as he slipped
it on the finger.

"It's a perfect duck," she returned, touching the
ring with her lips—a wicked and maddening thing to
do; for you can't kiss a girl in an A.B.C. shop,
however much in love with her you may be.

"And to-morrow Il tell your father. What—what
do you think he'll say, darling?"

"I know what he'll say, but I couldn't repeat it,
because I've been properly brought up," replied Kitty.

"But he won't refuse his consent, won't chuck me
out?" cried her lover, aghast.

"No; because, strange as it may seem, he's really
fond of me. Oh, I don't deserve it; for he's the dearest
dad that ever had a hussy and a minx for a daughter.
No, he won't throw you out, at any rate until the
picture's finished. And perhaps you'll be tired of me
—I mean, I shall be tired of you—we shall be tired of
each other, before that time."

"Il risk that," he said confidently, pressing her
hand under the table.
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That afternoon Kitty, in a state of perfect bliss,
paid one of her frequent visits to Lady Hawborough,
with whom she had now become great friends; in
fact, the old lady had grown quite fond of the girl;
and the extent of this affection was proved that
afternoon to Kitty by an extraordinary mischance.
The footman had shown her into a small ante-room,
which Lady Hawborough called her "study"; the
adjoining apartment was divided from that in which
Kitty was waiting by a pair of folding doors, and, one
of these being partly open, Kitty heard the rustling of
dresses, followed by Lady Hawborough's clear and
very distinct voice saying:

"Must you go, dear? I'm so sorry, because I wanted
you to see her. She's quite a nice girl—in fact, a
really sweet little soul. Oh, yes, of course, I've plans
for her," she continued, as if in response to a remark
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by the other lady. "I'm afraid she has not many
opportunities; the father is a struggling artist and
they don't move in society, of course. I'm thinking of
—in fact, I've made up my mind to marry her to
Archibald."

"Lucky Archibald!" observed the other lady.

"Yes; I think he will be," assented Lady
Hawborough, with a complacency she always
exhibited when disposing of the fate of those
belonging to her. "He is a good boy, a little wild,
perhaps, but really no harm in him; and it's time he
was married. I'm a little anxious about him, because
he's so—so impetuous, like all the Hawboroughs."
Her ladyship's "dearest friend" could not have
accused her of impetuosity; and Kitty could almost
see the other lady smile. "He is the sort of boy who
might fall in love with a barmaid or a ballet girl and
marry her."

"Then this young lady doesn't come within the
category of undesirables?"

"Oh, dear, no," said Lady Hawborough. "She's
quite a lady and will suit Archibald very nicely. I am
very pleased with him; he has been doing so well
lately: quite distinguished himself; you've heard, of
course? It was in the papers. I am going to look after
him."

Kitty had been listening with burning face and
twitching lips. She had been so astonished as to be
incapable of carrying out her desire to spring to the
door and declare her presence, and escape from the
position of an eavesdropper; but she recovered
sufficiently to rise and confront Lady Hawborough
as, on having said farewell to her visitor, she entered



115 Princess Mary's Gift Book All profits on sale given to the Queen's "Work for Women" Fund which is acting in Co-

the room.

"Why, my dear!" said her ladyship, almost
embarrassed, "I didn't know that you were here: have
you been waiting long?"

"Long enough to hear what you said," replied Kitty
bluntly, her face pale now, her eyes flashing. "I
couldn't help listening. I'm sorry. Yet it's just as well,
because, Lady Hawborough, I don't think you have
any right to—to dispose of me in the way you
intended doing.—I don't know who 'Archibald' is."

"Archibald is my nephew," said Lady Hawborough
stiffly; and when Lady Hawborough was stiff, the
common or kitchen poker compared with her was a
soft and flexible article. "My nephew and heir. He is
a very good and brave young man."

"He may be a saint for all I care," said Kitty; "but I
don't want to marry him, and I won't. In fact, I'm
——" She was going to say "engaged," but she was
really too angry to confide in Lady Hawborough "—
I'm resolved not to do so. I am afraid you will think
me very ungrateful, and that—well, that this is the
end of our friendship."

"I think you are stating the situation very
accurately," said Lady Hawborough, whose face was
exceeding red.

"I'm sorry," said Kitty, rather wistfully and sadly,
her resentment waning; for the old lady had been
very kind to her, and Kitty saw that even this absurd
intention of hers sprang from a benevolent desire to
benefit her protégée. "I want to thank you for all
your goodness to me, and——Good-bye, Lady
Hawborough."
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She held out her hand, but Lady Hawborough
appeared not to see it, and Kitty got outside the
"stately and desirable mansion" and hastened home
to enjoy a good cry.

When she made her appearance in the studio next
morning, she found her father seated on his stool in
an attitude of profound dismay, his long figure
bowed, his rumpled hair clutched in his hands, his
painting-brush between his teeth.

On the dais stood the wounded soldier, his face
flushed, an expression of keen discomfort all over
him.

"Here, look here, Kitty!" wailed her distracted
parent. "Just listen to what this young man's been
telling me? He says that you and he have got
engaged! Heavens!"

"Quite true, father," said Kitty calmly, but with a
blush.

"Oh, my goodness! And he tells me that he's poor,
and has nothing to live on excepting his pay and a
small allowance."

"That's true also, I believe, father," said Kitty. "I'm
sorry; but it can't be helped. You'll have to paint me
as 'The Mendicant's Bride."

"Don't joke about it, you foolish, abandoned girl!"
groaned Mr. Thorold.

"But you don't want me to cry about it, Dad dear,"
said Kitty, going to him, taking the brush from
between his teeth, and putting her arm round his
neck. "Haven't you got anything to say for yourself?"
she asked, addressing the discomfited young man.



117 Princess Mary's Gift Book All profits on sale given to the Queen's "Work for Women" Fund which is acting in Co-

"Not a word," he returned. "Said all I've got to say.
And look at the effect of it!"

"Yes," she retorted. "You've broken the heart of an
affectionate and devoted parent. You're a wicked
young man.—Oh, dad dear, do get up and go on with
your work! You know as well as I do that you're not
going to make us unhappy? Say, 'Bless you, my
children!' like a good father, and let's all go up and
mingle our tears over a lunch at the Floriani."

"Ripping idea!" cried the infatuated lover, who
would have said the same if Kitty had proposed they
should lunch in the moon.

"Oh, well," said Mr. Thorold, a trifle more
cheerfully, and with a shrug of resignation. "But I
shall not go unavenged. Young man, you do not
know what lies before you. She will make a slave of
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you, as she has made a slave of me; this girl is a
tyrant of the most outrageous kind. You will not
possess a soul of your own; you will—"

"Bravo, Dad!" interrupted Kitty. "But it will be
quite time enough to give me away when we get to
the church. There's your hat, on the bust there."

"And now we'll go on the bust ourselves," said the
young man joyously. "I say, how jolly it all is! Would
you mind my kissing her, sir?"

He was in the middle of the somewhat lengthy
act, when the door opened, and Selinar-Ann
announced in awe-stricken tones:

"Lidy 'Awborough!" And her ladyship swept in.

With his arm still round Kitty, her lover stared at
the portly dame as if she were a gorgon. Kitty, with a
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stifled exclamation of astonishment, freed herself
with difficulty from the young man's grasp, and, with
blushing face, hastened to greet the august visitor,
whom Mr. Thorold was regarding with an air of
patient resignation.

But Lady Hawborough put out one hand to keep
Kitty back, and, fixing her lover with a stony stare,
exclaimed sepulchrally:

"Archibald!"

There was a profound silence for a moment; then
Kitty, staring in her turn at her lover, echoed the
objectionable word; for it was a name she detested.

"Archibald! His name's Harry!"

"His name is Archibald," said Lady Hawborough
sternly. "I ought to know; for he is my nephew."

"Your nephew!" gasped Kitty.

The young man, having recovered from a fright
which no shrapnel built by Krupp could have caused
him, now came forward with hand extended.

"How are you, Aunt?—yes, it's my aunt, right
enough. Didn't I tell you? Must have forgotten to
mention it: ought to be ashamed of myself, for Aunt
Philippa's been awfully good to me. Aunt, this young
lady is——"

"I know quite well enough who she is, Archibald,"
broke in Lady Hawborough severely. "What I want to
know is—What does this mean?"

"Oh, I see!" he stammered. "Oh, well, it means—of
course, you saw when you came in? It means that
Kitty here—Miss Thorold, allow me to introduce you
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to my aunt. Mr. Thorold, my aunt, Lady
Hawborough. Aunt Philippa, Mr. Thorold: he is the
father of this young lady, Kitty here, who has done
me the very great honour of promising to marry me.
Sounds impossible; but it's true!"

Lady Hawborough stalked to the nearest chair
and, with stately dignity seated herself on it, very
much as a judge might take his place on the dreadful
bench.

"Girl," she said, in her deepest tones, "why have
you tricked, deceived me?"

Then, suddenly, as if influenced by a peculiar
expression in Kitty's eyes, an expression which
conveyed a kind of warning, her ladyship faltered,
opened her lips once or twice, then said, in quite a
different tone, indeed, almost meekly:

"This—this is quite a surprise. You will forgive me
if I am a little upset. I think I ought to have been
prepared. However, as you young people have taken
the matter into your own hands——"

"Just what we have done, haven't we, Kitty?"
exclaimed her lover, as if he were proclaiming the
supernal wisdom of his relative.

"—there is no more to be said," concluded Lady
Hawborough rather lamely. "At least, I should like to
have a word or two with Miss—Miss Thorold—I
mean, Kitty——"

"Outside, Eliza!" cried Harry, otherwise Archibald,
joyously, as, catching the bewildered Mr. Thorold by
the arm, he walked, almost danced, him out.

Kitty did not wait for any question.
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"You see," she said, explaining the significance of
her warning look, "it was just as well not to tell these
foolish men everything. It might happen that if Harry
—I mean Archibald—knew that you had meant to
insist upon his marrying me—well, men get huffy so
quickly, don't they?—he might refuse to do so now."

"Well, he might, but I don't think it's very likely,
my dear," said Lady Hawborough; and she patted the
little hand that lay on her knee. "But I think you are
right. We will not say anything about—yesterday.
You're a clever little thing," she added, kissing her.

"Can we come in?" demanded Harry, a few
minutes later. "Aunt, we're all going up to the
Floriani to get some lunch. Come with us, like a good
soul!"

"The—Flo—Floriani! What is it?" asked her
ladyship fearsomely.

"It's a restaurant in Soho, where you get a
thorough blow-out—I mean a Continental lunch—for
one-and-nine," her nephew informed her. "Come on,
Aunt Philippa!"

Lady Hawborough shuddered. "I should be
delighted, Archibald dear, but—but I think you'd
better all go round to Belgrave Square with me. It—it
would be safer."

It was after lunch, when the two young and silly
lovers were in the very ante-room where Kitty had
overheard Lady Hawborough's fell designs, that
Kitty, holding his head back from her for a moment,
asked:

"But why does she call you Archibald?"
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"Because it's my name, or one of 'em," he replied.
"Harry Archibald Stephen Fitzwilliam !

"Oh, stop, stop! I shall feel as if I were marrying
half a dozen men. But you haven't told me why she
calls you Archibald; and has thus caused all this
confusion!"

"Oh, because a lawyer chap who bolted with a lot
of her money was called Henry; and, moreover, a
bishop we've got in the family, and a chap my aunt's
very proud of, is called Archibald."

"She'll have to drop that name, Harry," said Kitty
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firmly. "I can't bear it. Do you think she will?"

"I'm perfectly certain she will, if you've made up
your mind she shall," he returned, with an air of
profound conviction; "for it's plain to me you've
captured the aunt as well as the nephew. Yes, it's a
fair cop." "She's a dear," murmured Kitty, very close
to his ear.

: FOOTNOTE: :

[1] Copyright in Great Britain, the Colonies,
: and the United States of America by Charles
Garvice, 1914. Dramatic and other rights :
reserved. :

THE LAND OF LET'SPRETEND

BY LADY SYBIL GRANT

Painting and Drawings by ARTHUR RACKHAM, R.W.S.

I.—LET'SPRETEND

THIS country is not on the map,

But sometimes, curled on Mother's
lap,

Or sitting in my bedtime bath,

I wish that I could find the path.
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THERE no one's ever called a dunce,
And you eat jam and cake at once,
Or chocolate and lemon squash,
While nobody need ever wash.

MOTHERS have nothing else to do
Except to kiss and cuddle you;

And fathers need not "earn their
bread,"

But stay and romp with you instead.

THERE are no girls: just men and
boys

And mothers; all the shops sell toys;
Just every one plays Hide and Seek,
And Christmas happens twice a
week.

WHILE everybody has a car,

Also a yacht, like Grandpapa,

And lives in wigwames, tents, or huts,
And owns a knife that really cuts.

BUT some things you can never find,
However tired you make your mind;
Like other things you never know
For sure—if you try ever so.

JUST as: how God turns on the rain,
So nobody can quite explain
Exactly where the rainbows end.
And so it is with Let'spretend.

My Father says that all his life
With my Mamma (who is his wife)
They've looked; and they are very
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old.
My father's thirty, I've been told!

S [0
&

"And they are very old.
My father's thirty, I've been told!"

II.—-SUPPOSING

SUPPOSING one had been
Shut up in Noah's Ark
(During the flood, I mean)—
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It would have been a lark!

THE animals, you know,
Were not as they are now;
Quite different long ago—
Just see this purple cow!

THE lion, it seems, was pink,
The bears and tigers too,
While zebras had, I think,
Most lovely stripes of blue.

BUT really, I forget,

For now the stripes are faint,
In my own Noah's Ark set

I once licked off the paint.

AT least, so I am told

(A stupid thing to do!

But I was not so old
Then—only half-past two).

NOAH's sons—just look at Ham,
Japhet, of course, and Shem!

I think I really am

Glad I don't look like them!
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ot Ham

THEY all stand on green rings
Of grass. Perhaps at night

The cows and sheep and things
Prowled round to steal a bite.

HORRID for Shem to feel
Tickling around his toes,
Hoping to snatch a meal,
Two hungry buffaloes!

BuT think what lovely pets
Noah had all for his own;
Each one in double sets,
And mostly quite unknown.
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EVEN a tame baboon!—

See, he is painted red—
Would get to know you soon
And sleep upon your bed.

THE kangaroo that jumps,
Camels that learn to kneel
And let you ride their bumps,
Or follow you to heel.

THE pets that I keep now
Are guinea-pigs and such;
My parents won't allow

The ones I want so much.

A baby crocodile

Or really tame giraffe,

I wonder why you smile;
They, too, say "no" and laugh.
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I wouLD have loved it so
To travel in the Ark,

With all the Zoo, you know—
Except when it was dark!
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"The animals, you know,
Were not as they are now"

III.—WHEN JIM IS QUITE GROWN UP
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WHEN Jim is quite grown up,
And has a bulldog pup,

And sits up very late

Always till half-past eight,
Then, when he is a man,

He means to marry Ann.

HER age is twenty-two,
But he thinks she will do;
He has not told her yet,
Or she might be upset
At having got to wait
Until this distant date.

THE life that he will lead
Sounds very fine indeed:
Adventures, wounds, and fights,
And hunting raids of nights;
Murders and blug and fun

With sword and axe and gun.

AIRSHIPS and hydroplanes,
Mustangs and prairie flames!
Deserts and jungles vast,

And, when quite tired at last
With being on the roam,

Of course, he would come home.

AND, after miles of tramp,
Reel, wounded, into camp,
Bound with a handkerchief,
And munching bully-beef;
While Ann at the camp fire
Would listen and admire.

WHAT fun he will have, too!
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Nothing he will not do.

He often says to me
(Excepting the V.C.)
Medals he would decline—
They are not in his line.

BUT he would soar to fame
And win a glorious name.
And Ann? How odd you are!
Why, just like his Mamma,
Would sit at home and sew,
Like women do, you know.
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MAGEPA THE BUCK

BY H. RIDER HAGGARD
Drawings by J. BYAM SHAW, AR.W.S.

Copyright in the U.S.A. by H. Rider Haggard

IN a preface to the story of the early life of the late
Allan Quatermain, known in Africa as Macumazahn,
which has recently been published under the name of
"Marie," Mr. Curtis, the brother of Sir Henry Curtis,
tells of how he found a number of manuscripts that
were left by Mr. Quatermain in his house in
Yorkshire. Of these "Marie" was one, but in addition
to it and sundry other completed stories, I, the Editor
to whom it was directed that these manuscripts
should be handed for publication, have found a
quantity of unclassified notes and papers.

One of these notes—it is contained in a book,
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much soiled and worn, that evidently its owner had
carried about with him for years—reminds me of a
conversation I had with Mr. Quatermain long ago
when I was his guest in Yorkshire. The note itself is
short; I think that he must have jotted it down within
an hour or two of the event to which it refers. It runs
thus:

"I wonder whether in the 'Land Beyond' any
recognition is granted for acts of great courage and
unselfish devotion—a kind of spiritual Victoria Cross.
If so I think it ought to be accorded to that poor old
savage, Magepa, at least it would be if I had any
voice in the matter. Upon my word he has made me
feel proud of humanity. And yet he was nothing but
a 'nigger,' as so many call the Kaffirs."

For a while I, the Editor, wondered to what this
entry could allude. Then of a sudden it all came back
to me. I saw myself, as a young man, seated in the
hall of Quatermain's house one evening after dinner.
With me were Sir Henry Curtis and Captain Good.
We were smoking, and the conversation had turned
upon deeds of heroism. Each of us detailed such acts
as he could remember which had made the most
impression on him. When we had finished, old Allan
said:

"With your leave Il tell you a story of what I
think was one of the bravest things I ever saw. It
happened at the beginning of the Zulu war, when the
troops were marching into Zululand. Now at that
time, as you know, I was turning an honest penny
transport-riding for Government, or rather for the
military authorities. I hired them three wagons with
the necessary voorloopers and drivers, sixteen good
salted oxen to each wagon, and myself in charge of
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the lot. They paid me—well, never mind how much
—I am rather ashamed to mention the amount. I
asked a good price for my wagons, or rather for the
hire of them, of a very well satisfied young
gentleman in uniform who had been exactly three
weeks in the country, and, to my surprise, got it. But
when I went to those in command and warned them
what would happen if they persisted in their way of
advance, then in their pride they would not listen to
the old hunter and transport-rider, but politely
bowed me out. If they had, there would have been
no Isandhlwana disaster."

He brooded awhile, for, as I knew, this was a sore
subject with him, one of which he would rarely talk.
Although he escaped himself, Quatermain had lost
friends on that fatal field. He went on:

To return to old Magepa. I had known him for
many years. The first time we met was in the battle
of the Tugela. I was fighting for the king's son,
Umbelazi the Handsome, in the ranks of the
Amawombe regiment—I mean to write all that story,
for it should not be lost.[2] Well, as I have told you
before, the Amawombe were wiped out; of the three
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thousand or so of them I think only about fifty
remained alive after they had annihilated the three
of Cetewayo's regiments that set upon them. But
Magepa was one who survived.

I met him afterwards at old King Panda's kraal
and recognised him as having fought by my side.
Whilst I was talking with him the Prince Cetewayo
came by; to me he was civil enough, for he knew
how I chanced to be in the battle, but he glared at
Magepa, and said:

"Why, Macumazahn, is not this man one of the
dogs with which you tried to bite me by the Tugela
not long ago? He must be a cunning dog also, one
who can run fast, for how comes it that he lives to
snarl when so many will never bark again? Ow! if I
had my way I would find a strip of hide to fit his
neck."

"Not so," I answered; "he has the king's peace and
he is a brave man—braver than I am, anyway,
Prince, seeing that I ran from the ranks of the
Amawombe, while he stood where he was."

"You mean that your horse ran, Macumazahn.
Well, since you like this dog, I will not hurt him",
and with a shrug he went his way.

"Yet soon or late he will hurt me," said Magepa,
when the Prince had gone. "U'Cetewayo has a
memory long as the shadow thrown by a tree at
sunset. Moreover, as he knows well, it is true that I
ran, Macumazahn, though not till all was finished
and I could do no more by standing still. You
remember how, after we had eaten up the first of
Cetewayo's regiments, the second charged us and we
ate that up also. Well, in that fight I got a tap on the
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head from a kerry. It struck me on my man's ring
which I had just put on, for I think I was the
youngest soldier in that regiment of veterans. The
ring saved me; still, for a while I lost my mind and
lay like one dead. When I found it again the fight
was over and Cetewayo's people were searching for
our wounded that they might kill them. Presently
they found me and saw that there was no hurt on
me.

"Here is one who shams dead like a stink-cat,' said
a big fellow, lifting his spear.

"Then it was that I sprang up and ran, I who was
but just married and desired to live. He struck at me,
but I jumped over the spear, and the others that they
threw missed me. Then they began to hunt me, but,
Macumazahn, I, who am named 'The Buck' because I
am swifter of foot than any man in Zululand,
outpaced them all and got away safe."

"Well done, Magepa," I said. "Still, remember the
saying of your people, 'At last the strong swimmer
goes with the stream and the swift runner is run
down."

"I know it, Macumazahn," he answered, with a
nod, "and perhaps in a day to come I shall know it
better."

I took little heed of his words at the time, but
more than thirty years afterwards I remembered
them.

Such was my first acquaintance with Magepa.
Now, friends, I will tell you how it was renewed at
the time of the Zulu war.

As you know, I was attached to the centre column
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that advanced into Zululand by Rorke's Drift on the
Buffalo River. Before war was declared, or at any
rate before the advance began, while it might have
been and many thought it would be averted, I was
employed transport-riding goods to the little Rorke's
Drift station, that which became so famous
afterwards, and incidentally in collecting what
information I could of Cetewayo's intentions. Hearing
that there was a kraal a mile or so the other side of
the river, of which the people were said to be very
friendly to the English, I determined to visit it. You
may think this was rash, but I was so well known in
Zululand, where for many years, by special leave of
the king, I was allowed to go whither I would quite
unmolested, that I felt no fear for myself so long as I
went alone.

Accordingly one evening I crossed the drift and
headed for a kloof in which I was told the kraal
stood. Ten minutes' ride brought me in sight of it. It
was not a large kraal; there may have been six or
eight huts and a cattle enclosure surrounded by the
usual fence. The situation, however, was very pretty,
a knoll of rising ground backed by the wooded slopes
of the kloof. As I approached I saw women and
children running to the kraal to hide, and when I
reached the gateway for some time no one would
come out to meet me. At length a small boy appeared
who informed me that the kraal was "empty as a
gourd."

"Quite so," I answered; "still, go and tell the
headman that Macumazahn wishes to speak with
him."

The boy departed, and presently I saw a face that
seemed familiar to me peeping round the gateway.
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After a careful inspection its owner emerged.

He was a tall, thin man of indefinite age, perhaps
between sixty and seventy, with a finely-cut face, a
little grey beard, kind eyes and very well shaped
hands and feet, the fingers, which twitched
incessantly, being remarkably long.

"Greeting, Macumazahn," he said. "I see you do
not remember me. Well, think of the battle of the
Tugela, and of the last stand of the Amawombe, and
of a certain talk at the kraal of our Father-who-is-
dead" (that is, King Panda), "and of how he who sits
in his place" (he meant Cetewayo) "told you that if
he had h