
,

,...... -
VOL. IJ. NO~ 2.

A JAMAICA
MAGAZINE

1928. PRICE: ONE SHILLING.

SOIHE 0.1<' THE

I
THE SINS OF THE CHI t. D R EN, Full length complete novel

By Herbert G. DeLisser

JAMAICA ENTERTAINS ROYALTY,-A sketch of our Royal
Visitors [rpm William· IV. to the Duke of York.

YELLOW MAGIC,-A wonderful mystery story, by F. Britten Austin.

THE SHINING BLADE,-A her;oc West Indian peasant in Haiti,
by John Webb.

Co TEl TS

SOME CH.lLDREN OF JAMAICA

THE LURE OF MONTEGO BAY

THE TRANSFORMATIO OF BERNARD LODGE

OTHER SKETCHES AND ARTICLES

NUMEROUS STRIKING lLLUSTRATION.3, Etc.

BOUR BATH
•

KI GSTO J JAMAICA

HOME OF THE B:>URNEMOUTH CLUB.

INLAND SWIMMING POOL 150 feet long, 65 feet wide.
Up-to-Date with V{ater Chutes, High and low Diving Stages, etc..
etc. IndiVIdual Dressing Rooms, Fresh Water Showers and
Sanitary Conveniences.

PROTECTED SEA BATH 185 feet long, ·100 feet wide
Enclosed by torpedo netting which renders it entirely shark
oroof. Fitted with soring boards and a 100-foot Sellner Water
Toboe-gan Slide. .

DANCING: Splended DanGing Hall oxerlookinll the Pool with a sweeping
view of the Harbour. Open on all sides, this Dance Hall IS considered
the coolest in Jamaica. The very latest Dance Music is ~upplied.



1
I

-. ~

P LAN 'f E R S' PUN C 11 1928



PLANTERS' PUNCH

HER ROYAL HIGUXESS, ELIZi\BETH, DCCUESS OF YORK
FRO)[ A SPECL\L PUOTOGRAPH PRESEXTED BY HER TO THE VICTORIA LEA,n;E

Vol. II. No.2

Jamaica
. THERE is an exclamation in

common use among the
-peasant and working classes of
.Jamaica;· it is "My King!" It
is said to have ()riginated in the
defiance thrown by adherents of
the House of Stuart in Jamaica
at those who supported William
of Ora.n.ge, and, afterwards. the
Hvuse of Hanover. The story
goes that when a gentleman who
ad-bered to the cause of the
exiled . sovereigus of England
would meet. some supporter of
the new order anywhere in Ja
maica, he would clap his hands
to his sword and exclaim, "My
l{ing!" But what happened after
this gratuitous and perfectly
useless show of loyalty has
never been told.

Which causes one to doubt
the story's authenticity. In the
first place, while there were in
Jamaica. in the early days of its
colonisation, men who in Great

. Britain and Ireland had stood
by and fought for the Stuarts,
these had mainly come out to
the islands as serfs. And though
there must have been in good
1l0sitions gentlemen who were in
sympathy with the overthrown
dynasty, it would not have been
wise for them to have displayed
their sympathies openly, after
the Stuarts had left England for
ever, for the Governors sent out
by William the Third and the
Georges were hardly men who
would have permitted any open
manifestation of disloyalty. Yet,
of course, a man in the late
.seventeenth and early eight·
eenth centuries could exclaim
"My Kingl" if he were careful
llOt to add which King he meant.
The words themselves were per
fectly innocent and might even
be regarded as laudable. How
ever, no matter what the origin
,of the expression may be, it is
certain that for decades and gen
'erations it has been used in
Jamaica to express surprise, ad·
Pliration, even JOY. And it is
employed sometimes by those
who do not wish to indulge in
llrofanity, but who nevertheless
feel that they must find a suffi
cient exclamatory formula for
the voicing of their emotion of the moment.

So from the earliest times My King. or The King,
has always signified much in Jamaica and to Ja
maica; the King and Crown of England, the Royal
Family, bave from both the personal a!ld symbolical
-Point of view stood for much in the minds and
llearts of the Jamaica people.

IT is sometimes suggested that the loyalty of the
masses of Jamaica dates from the year when

Emancipation was proclaimed and is entirely asso
ciated with the name, person and memory of Queen
Victoria. It is not so. Even the slave, if he happen
ed to be a native of Jamaica, entertained a feeling of
reverence for whoever sat upon the English Throne,
and was proud of victories achieved by the British
Army and Navy. It was illogical, no doubt, for his
condition was not affected by the Monarchy or by any
triumph of British arms, but his feelings were not
ruled by logic and he was content to follow in this
matter the example of his master. Undoubtedly, the
Emancipation of nearly a century ago brought to the
minds and hearts of the people an access of intense
affection for the reigning monarch under whom the
sreat act of liberation was effected. They understood

. nothing about Parliaments; they believed that the
-Queen herself had set them free. Their descendants
understand the matter differently, but their descend-
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ants are subjects of the King, enjoying equal rights
with all his other subjects in Jamaica, and feeling
pride in the fact that Jamaica is one of the oldest of
British colonies ane! has always been considered one
of the most loyal. To them the King of England is
King of Jamaica, the Royal Family is their Royal
Family; and they and every other class and order of
the people of Jamaica believe that King and Royal
Family take an interest in the country.'s welfare. A
right belief, for the present Sovereign not only knows
Jamaica but has again and again expressed a kindly
feeling for it. He has visited it twice. And as late
as January, 1927, his second son, Prince Albert, Duke
of York, and the charming lady who is his wife,
came to Jamaica on a royal visit and completely
won the hearts and revivified the loyalty of all
Jamaicans.

T"VO Kings of England have been in the island
in the past while they were but, princes of the

blood. The first of these was Prince William, then a
lad and a midshipman on the "Barfleur." William
began life as a sailor, haVing been sent by his royal
father to join the navy at the early age of fourteen
and on the understanding, to quote his father's
words, that he was to be received "without the
smallest marks of parade" and with "no marks of
distinction." This was in 1779; four years later,
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Royalty'
when he was eighteen, he land
ed in Jamaica, and though he
came as a midshipman only, and
in no official or formal capacity,
the Jamaica House of Assembly
could not 'allow the occasion to
pass unnoticed. Here was a sail
or prince in a colony proud of
its loyall y; how could he be re
ceived as a simple person? So
on February 13th, 1783, the
House of Assembly presented to
the Governor an address con
gratulating him and the island
on the Prince's arrival; and
when His Royal Highness came
again to Jamaica in 1786, in
command of the frigate "Pega
sus." he was met in state by the
Governor, and there were public
entertainments in the capital,
which then was St. Jago de la
Vega, and it was decided to
present to him a sword of hon
our costing three hundred
guineas.

There was some dissension
over the vote for this sword, but
as there is always some dissen
sion in Jamaica with regard to
all public and political matters,
this was not surprising. It was
the Governor's Council which
took the initiative in voting the
sword of honour. The House of
Assembly, the elected body, hav
ing command of the purse,
promptly protested: it pointed
out that "all grants of money
should originate in the House."
Having thus made it quite clear
that it was not going to permit
any Council to deal with finance,
the Assembly proceeded to pass
all the necessary votes for en
tertaining and honouring the
young prince, and he in his sub
sequent address of appreciation
informed the public men of that
time that he would always be
"firmly and steadily devoted to
the interests of this island,
which from its riches, com
merce, and present thriving
state and peculiar situation, is
of such material consequence to
Great Britain."

Thus all went well, and
Prince William' made himself
beloved among all classes. For
he was a sociable youth, with

all the bonhomie and gallantry of the sailor; he
was what the Americans call "a good mixer" and
he had a sailor's eye for a pretty lass. Excessive
dignity was never his strong point, whether as
prince or king, and we may be certain that the
Jamaicans loved him none the less for being
so human and so wilful. The great Nelson (not yet
an Admiral) wrote of Prince William, when he was
in Antigua, that "Our young Prince is a gallant man;
he is, indeed, volatile, but always with great good
nature. There were two balls during his stay,
and some of the old ladies were mortified that His
Royal Highness would not dance with them; but he
says he is determined to enjoy the privilege of all
other men-that of asking any lady he pleased."

PRINCE William returned to Jamaica in Novem
ber 1788. He was now a young man of twenty

three years of age, the heir to the Throne, and
with a character well-marked with the distinctive
traits which were to be exhibited later on. In Ja
maica he was regarded as an old friend. The island
welcomed him on this third occasion with greater
state than ever before; the House of Assembly,
which always loved grandiloquent language, deter
mined to send to the King an address in which
should be expressed the colony's "esteem and admira
tion of the virtues of a Prince who, by the most UD-
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remitting and exemplary attention to the duties of
his profession, has already endeared himself to his
country." Naturally, all this was pleasing to the
Prince; he must have felt that he deserved it and
that the planters and business men of Jalllaica had
a proper sense of appreciation. There was also an
address to the Prince himself, and the Assembly
voted a thousand guineas for a diamond star to be
presented to his Royal Highness. Nor did it stop
there. A couple of years later, when the Prince
was in England, the Jamaica Assembly passed a vote
of three thousand guineas for a service of plate for
Prince Vlilliam "as a testimony of the high respect
and esteem indelibly impressed on the minds of the
loyal inhabitants of Jamaica for His R~yal High
ness." When it is remembered that the purchasing
power or value of money in those days was at least
five times what it is to-day, it will at once be seen that
these money votes for swords, stars and plate for thE;
Prince represented a really considerable gift. But
in the late eighteenth century and early nineteenth,
Jamaica was wealthy and the House of Assembly was
given to generous gestures. It voted pounds with
a greater liberality than the present Legislative
Council is sometimes disposed to spend shillings;
but even in these days the Jamaica Legislative Coun
cil would not hesitate to layout money on providing
an adequate weIcom for a member of the English
Royal House.

JAMAICA had to wait for something more than
sixty years for the next visit of a prince of the

blood royal. Prince William became king, reigned,
had no offspring to succeed him, quarrelled openly
with his sister-in-law, the Duchess of Kent, on the
ground that she was keeping the Heir Apparent, the
little Princess Victoria, a way from him-damning
her quite frankly before tbe Court for this behaviour
on her part. Then he was gatbered to his fathers
and Victoria reigned in his stead. Jamaica followed
the fortunes of the Royal Family with interest, but
there arose a generation that knew not Prince Wil
liam: he had become a tradition. Then, the sons of
the widowed Queen having grown up, the second
one was despatched on a visit to the West Indies,
and these colonies went wild with delight on learn
ing that they were to entertain Prince Alfred.

T·his Prince, afterwards created Duke of
Edinburgh, first visited Barbados in 1861. With
his reception elsewhere our article has nothing to
do, but it will not be amiss to mention an incident
which occurred while he was in the ever-faithful
and self-sufficient colony of Barbados. It is qu.oted
by Mr. Frank Cundall (to whom for many of the
historical data relating to early royal visits the
writer is indebted) from a work published in Bar
bados on royal visits to that island, and shows how .
near always is the ridiculous to the impressive.
There was a review of the troops then in Barbados
and five thousand school children were drawn up
to greet the Prince with patriotic song. A verse had
been specially written by the Bishop with reference
ttl Prince Alfred, and everything was felt to be in
apple-pie order. The Prince stood there, smiling
graciously as we may well believe, and the good Bish
op anxiously waited to hear the verse he had him
self added to the Natiomll Anthem, and which may
be here transcribed:-

And while from shore to shore,
Her wide dominions o'er,

Her sons are seen;
As through each clime they speed,
Nor toil nor danger heed,
Be Thou their help in need-

God save the Queen!

Unfortunately, "the effect of the spectacle was
somewhat marred, first by the collapse of a barrel
()n which the Inspector of Schools was superintend
ing the singing and his disappearance from view,
and, secondly, by the giving way of part of the plat
form on which the children were seated." No harm
seems to have come to the children, but what the
Inspector of Schools had to say about his sudden and
perpendicu'lar disappearance from view is not re
corded. Probably it was said in language not fit for
publication. One feels sure that Prince Alfred did
not so much as smile, though his risibility must have
been much provoked by the curious fashion in which
the Inspector of Schools made his exit from the de
monstration. But what could one expect from a bar
reI? Was it right and proper to utilise a barrel as a
platform at a royal welcome?

P RINCE Alfred came to Jamaica in March 1861,
and here, of course, he received an enthusiastic

reception. Just before his arrival a wave of religious
fervour had been sweeping through the island. Two
well-known missionaries had arrived and had travel
led through the island exhorting the people to re
pent them of their sins. The people were always
ready to repent (so long as they should have an

,opportunity of returning to their reprehensible but
cherished habits as soon as the season of repent
ance was over), and the missionaries were having tbe
time of their lives making converts. There was a
wild outburst of excitement, the greatest of its kind
ever known in the country. Part of this excitement
found expression in an open recrudescence of weird
African 'superstitions; frenzied men and women

danced, clothed in white and red, round roaring
fires, confessing their sins and prophesying in a
strange tongue, and exorcising the evil spirits which,
they held, were taking possession of the faithful and
unfaithful alike. This was indeed the Great Revival,
but it had assumed forms that frightened and shock
ed even some of those who believed most firmly in
revivals as a spiritual force. Then Prince Alfred
landed, and at once the population forgot their sins
and tbeir repenting in their eagerness to greet the
Queen's son and to enjoy the festivities of the occa·
sion.

Prince Alfred seems to have been a gracious
youth, but without the outstanding personality of his
elder brother, afterwards Edward Seventh. He re
mained in Jamaica two weeks and was entertained
sumptuously; he was welcomed wherever he appear
ed, and his coming had certainly had an excellent
effect in putting a stop to a semi-religious demonstra
tion that was fast becoming disgraceful and even
dangerous. He saw Jamaica, however, when her
fortunes were at a low ebb; there was distress every
where; already were to be heard the mUtterings of
the storm that was to burst in October, 1865, in the
town of Morant Bay, where a bloody uprising was
staged, to be followed shortly by an even more bloody
repression. Prince Alfred saw the old Jamaica, and
it was dying rapidly. The new Jamaica came into
being after '65. It was growing when, in 1880, thp.
"Bacchante" dropped anchor in Kingston Harbour,
with the two Royal Princes, Albert Victor and George
Frederick, on board. This was the first visit of our
present Sovereign to the colony of Jamaica.

FOR ten days the young Princes remained in Ja
maica, being looked after and entertained. They

were mere boys, the object of their tour was that
they should gain a first-hand knowledge of distant
countries, and, not least of all, the countries of the
Empire. They went about Jamaica, obserVing the
life and scenery around them. Not much formality
was observed in regard to their reception and move
ments; the visit was informal, they were still min
ors. Yet the people managed to manifest their affec
tion for the Royal House effectively whenever the
royal brothers were seen. There were many per
sons in Jamaica who remembered His Majesty as a
boy when he came back t.o Jamaica on January 24th,
1891, to open the Jamaica International Exhibition.

Prince George of Wales, as he then was known,
was a quiet-looking, reserved young man, full-beard
ed, and of courteous, gracious manner. He was 2&
years of age in 1891 and had for many years been
a sailor. At tbat time he was in command of the
"Thrush," a unit of Admiral Watson's squadron; but
the moment he steamed into Kingston Harbour he
assumed the status of special representative of his
father, Edward Prince of Wales, on whose behalf he
was to open the Jamaica Exhibition. To this event
all Jamaica had been looking forward for some time.
The Governor of that day, Sir Henry Blake, was a
man of highly optimistic and sanguine tempera
ment; he earnestly desired the colony's progress and
prosperity and he was convinced that an internation
al exposition, formally opened by a prince of the blood
royal, would do a great deal to bring Jamaica prom
inently before the world's eyes. To this end he
worked; money for the object in view was voted by
the Jamaica Legislative Council, and private persons
were asked to guarantee the amount not voted, the
confident assertion being that this guarantee would
be but a matter of form, since the Exhibition must
infallibly pay its way.

A CRITICAL person might have asked why, since
the Exhibition was certain to pay, there should

be any necessity for guarantors; but critical persons
thought it wisest to refrain from critical observa
tions: they also refrained from guaranteeing any
part of the expenses contemplated. Others flocked
forward to put their names down for sums, large or
small according to their means and to their abound
ing faith. This Exhibition, it was said with that en
thusiasm which Jamaica ever displays with regard to
something new, would inaugurate a new era in the
country and accomplish marvellous things in the
way of helping it to prosperity. Besides, a royal
prince would come to open it, and Jamaica had ever
loved the Royal Family, So all went well, and on
an open space to the north of Kingston's racecourse
there rose a large oblong wooden building domed in
the centre, and there were laid out spacious ground;:;,
and from the other West Indian colonies, and
from many countries of the great outside world, came
exhibits; and then, on January 24th, 1891, a vast
crowd lined the street.s of Kingston, from the water
front to the gates of the Exhibition building. The
Prince had arrived and was to make a procession in
state through the island's capital. The enthusiasm
of the populace, worked up to fever heat, reached its
climax on t.hat. day. A roar of welcoming voices
proclaimed to the skies that Jamaica was delighted
once more to greet Prince George, the Sailor Prince
as he was called, and through him the Queen of
England and his Royal Father, Edward Prince of
Wales.

Every parish of the island sent. representatives
to take part in the functions to be held in the
Prince's honour. The mounted guards who rode by
his carriage-proud of the privilege-came from Tre-

lawny, decaying even then, but still able to furnish.
men and horses that could make a fine show upon'
such an occasion. Arches spanned the streets, no'
foot of sidewalk but accommodated a spectator, whil~
on housetops and among the branches of trees were
men and youths cheering the brilliant cortege as it
passed. It was a long procession, with slow stately
carriages, with attendant martial music, with glow
of colour and pomp of pageantry, and the mild but'
gloriously golden sun 01 a West Indian winter light-'
ed it up and made of it a spectacle unforgettable'
by those who saw it. Wearing the blue riband
of the garter and the dress of an officer of the Brit-·
ish Navy, the Prince returned the salutations of the
crowd with a regular methodical touching of his
plumed hat. His face expressed no emotion save
that of calmness. But now and then he turned his
head from side to side, so as to acknowledge the
greetings he received from both sides of the thorough
fares through which he passed. Those who saw him'
on that day remember him vividly still.

The Exhibition did not pay, the guarantors were·
called upon to make good the deficiency, and there
was much railing and cursing in the land. But.
Prince George had been given an excellent reception,
and the i~and's population generally were proud and
delighted that he had specially come to Jamaica in
a formal and representative capacity. Perhaps, too.
the present era of Jamaica's history may be said to
date from the opening 'of the Jamaica International
Exposition, for it was then that modern hotels were
first erected in Jamaica for the entertaining of visit
ors from abroad, and it is since then that Jamaica
has deliberately made an effort to attract tourists,
who, year by year, in'crease in numbers and bring:
some breath of the English and American pleasure
seeking world into the everyday life of these tropics.

Prince George, unlike his ancestor Prince Wil
liam, never came back to Jamaica for a third
visit; but now and then as King he has received emin-,
ent persons connected with the island-Governors,
Bishops, members of the Legislative Council and the
like-and has asked in the kindliest terms about it
and its people, having retained a vivid memory of his
visit and his reception here.

PERHAPS it was more by accident than design that
his second son visited Jamaica in March, 1913.

Prince Albert was then a cadet in a warship cruising
from country to country, and the ship called here for
a few days. It was announced that there would be no
formal welcome to the Prince, but the day and hour
when he should visit the Governor at King's House
were published, and the populace was informed that.
it might gather if it liked in the thoroughfare
through which the carriage conveying him to the
Governor's residence would pass. With a striking
regard for the expressed desire of the Sovereign and
his local representative, the people of Kingston did
exactly as was suggested. They assembled in thou
sands from the Victoria Market Pier, where the
Prince would land, up to the Central Park, thus
forming a living avenue in the principal business
street of Kingston. As the Prince drove on, in a
carriage with the Captain of his warship, but unac
companied by any regular escort, the people lifted
their hats in respectful salutation. There was no
shouting, no cheering; all marks of formal demon
stration were eschewed. What was equivalent to a
command from His Majesty the King had gone forth,
and it was most scrupulously obeyed.

After that Prince Albert went about Kingston
and the adjacent parishes a good deal. He was seen
in bookshops buying books which dealt with Jamaica,
he was seen with cadets of about his own age at
various public places. He was present at the yacht
race given by the Jamaica Yacht Club in honour of
the Captain and officers of the ship on which he
served, and naturally he was there the cynosure
of all eyes. He was the observed of all the observers,
but always it was remembered that he must not be
treated as one travelling as a Royal Prince. His
was the first visit made by a member of the Royal
family since his father had come to Jamaica in 1891.
He was but a boy then. He was to return in
January, 1927, a man and a father, to receive a
demonstration which has never been surpassed in
warmth, in genuine loyalty, and as a display of per
sonal affection, in any part of the British Overseas
Empire in which he has been.

MEANTIME, in 1920, arrangements were made for
His Royal Highness the Prince of Wales to

visit Jamaica and the rest of the British West Indies.
It was scheduled that for three days the Prince of
Wales should .remain in Jamaica, and as comprehen
sive a programme as was possible to fill this limited
time was carefully arranged. The Legislative Coun
cil voted £5,000 for the expenses attendant on the
visit, the merchants and public men of Jamaica were
asked to subscribe another £5,000 and set about doing
so with the utmost cordiality. It is on record that
for months before the date of the expected visit
orders for dresses were being placed by the Jamaica
ladies, and anticipation of a gorgeous series of fest·
ivities filled the hearts of the lovelier sex with flut
tering delight. And then, some time in July 1920,
there broke out in Jamaica a contagious disease call
ed alastrim, and the Governor of Jamaica informed
the Colonial Office authorities that he did not like



1928 P LAN T E R S' PUNCH .,
.>

. to take the responsibility
-of allowing any member of
the squadron accompany
ing His Royal Highness on
this tour to contract an un
pleasant disease in Ja
nlaica. The Prince him
self was ready enough to
come to Jamaica, but those
responsible for his com
fort and health would not
face a possible risk. So
the visit was cancelled. Ja
maica learnt with sorrow
.and regret that whil~

other West Indian colonies
would have the honour

..and pleasure of formally
welcoming the Heir Ap
parent to the Throne, Ja
.maica must forfeit that
privilege because her san
itary house was not then
completely in order.

His Royal Highness
,graciously promised to
corne on a visit to Jamaica
.at another time, when
there should present itself
.an opportunity of doing so.
But no one could guess
when such an opportunity
might occur, and it was
felt to be quite probable
that it might never occur.
Thus, it seemed, Jamaica
might never be able to ex
press in some sort of per
sonal manner, and with
spectacular and proper
effect, its high regard, res
pect and affection for one
who is, next to His Majes
ty of England, the most
popular personality in the
British Empire to-day.

I T is, however, the unex
pected which frequently

happens. In 1924 the great
Wembley Exhibition was
opened in London. It had
been decided that at that
Exhibition Jamaica should
be represented; a number
of special delegates to look
after the colony's interests
at the Exhibition were ap
pointed, and a very large
number of Jamaicans went
over to England to attend
the Exhibition. One of the
special delegates was the
Hon. Horace Victor Myers
(then a nominated mem
ber of the Jamaica Legis
lative Council) and he con-

THEIR ROYAL HIGHNESSES THE DUKE AXD DUCHESS OF YORK.
COLOl'lEL-COllIl\IANDANT lIIUDGE, c.n., C.lI1.G., AND MRS. 'MUDGE, AT

THIS PICTURE WAS TAKEN

Photo uy Cle(ll'Y ana Elliott.
STANDING BEHIXD THEU ARE

WHOSE RESIDENCE IN JA3IAICA

ceived the happy idea of
formally entertaining His
Royal Highness the Prince
of Wales, in the name and
for the sake of Jamaica, at
a garden party in the Ja
maica Court at Wembley.

This function, al-
though the idea of one
man, and entirely financed
by him, was to be repre
sentatively Jamaican; its
intention was to bring His
Royal Highness, in a way,
into personal touch with
this colony. Consequently
every Jamaican then in
England was asked to at
tend it, upon the Prince's
graciously intimating his
acceptance of the invita
tion. Many West Indians
were also asked-everyone
whose name and address
could be obtained. To
show an adequate appre
ciation of the Prince of
Wales, to demonstrate the
feelings of this co!ony to
wards him and the Royal
Family, it was necessary
that the garden party
should be on a scale and in
a style that would bear
comparison with anything
of a similar nature organ
ised anywhere for the spe
cial purpose of entertain
ing the Prince of Wales.
This design was carried
through admirably. That
is the verdict of all com
petent judges.

The Jamaica Garden
Party at Wembley opened
at four o'clock on July
14th, 1924. English weath
er is notoriously uncer
tain, but on that afternoon
the sun shone out with
something like West In
dian splendour. At four
'o'clock the Prince arrived
and was met by his host
and hostess, Mr. and Mrs.
Myers. Assembled to wel
come him were men and
women who were directly
or indirectly connected
with Jamaica or the other
West India::J. colonies. The
Duke of Devonshire, ex
Secretary of State for the'
Colonies, was present;
Lord Durnhn.m, a great.
friend of these colonies.

Photo by Cleary and Etliott.
THE DUKE OF YORK LAYING A WREATH AT THE FOOT OF THE CEXOTAPH IN KIXGSTOX, TO THOSE JAl\IAICAN ilIEilffiERS OF THE BRITISH WEST INDIES

REGIlIlENT WHO DIED IN THE GREAT WAR. THE DUCHESS IS SEEX WATCHIl'IG THE CEREMOXY
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and one who has done much for them, was there, with
Lady Burnham; Mr. Ormsby Gore, the Under-Secre
tary of State for the Colonies, was present also, and
he knew Jamaica well; and there were Lord Olivier,
once Governor of Jamaica, and Sir Edward and Lady
Davson, who had long been connected with the ,Vest
Indies, and Sir Campbell Stuart, and Sir Herbert and
Lady Barker, and Lord Kitchener, and Sir John and
Lady Lynn-Thomas, all of them having some connec
tion with Jamaica. There were many others, mem
bers of His Majesty's Government, men distinguished
in England's public life. But it is not our purpose
to dwell upon details. It will suffice to say that the
gathering was brilliant, and, representing the resid
ents of Jamaica, was a large number of persons prom
inent in the island's social, professional, mercantile
and political life. One man, describing the scene
afterwards, said that he felt that he was at a great
Jamaica gathering as he moved about and saw so
many familiar faces. Most of the persons whom the
Prince saw there, and those who had the honour of
meeting him, he would have met in Jamaica. And
the exhibits were Jamaican, the decorations Jamai
can. Everything posGible had been done to give to
the grounds and building a characteristic Jamaican
appearance, and the success of the effort was ap
parent at a glance.

D RAW T up smartly, and arrayed in their pictur
esque. uniforms of scarlet and faint yellow,

with laced flat turbans on their heads, was the
famous band of the equally famous West India Regi
ment, since then disbanded. As they stood stiffly to
attention they were inspected by His Royal High
ness, accompanied by his host; the Prince also
paraded the grounds, conducting Mrs. Myers, and ex
pressed himself pleased and gratified with the Ja
maica court and this Jamaica reception of him. He
remained for over an hour, had tea with his host
and hostess and a party specially invited, and then
left. As it was put by someone at the time, His
Royal Highness could not go to Jamaica because of
an unfortunate circumstance, but Jamaica, in a man-

ner of speaking, went to him. Jamaica, through the
initiative. loyalty and thoughtfulness of Mr. and
Mrs. Myers paid him a direct tribute and gave evi
dence in a particular fashion of its devotion to his
royal father and himself. At that function the
Prince handed to !VIr. Myers a messa;:;e to be sent to

I'RI:-;CE GEORGE OF WALES
(now Georgf.' \T). \,"hen at the age of 25, he ('ROle to allen

tllf~ Janulica, Intel'national Exhibition

Jamaica, and in it he expressed the hope that one
day he should be able to pay a visit to this island. a
visit which he regarded as but postponed. All Ja
maica trusts tb.at an oppo~tunity will be available
for the fulfilment of this promise of the Prince of
Wales.

But even if he should not be able to fulfil it. Ja
maica knows that its feeling and wishes respecting
tb.e Prince of Wales were admirably interpJ'eted and
demonstrated on July 14th. 1924. The lJ05t.:SS of
that occasion knew it also. She did her duty simply,
beautifully, completely, as a daughter of Jamaica.
To-day she is no longer with us, but we think of her
as on who upheld the finest Jamaica traditions on
that English summer's day. and who was worthy to
offer this country's hospitality to the heir of a hun
dred kings.

T HE authorities in England were not unmindful
of the disappointment which Jamaica had suffer

ed through the cancelling of the visit of the Prince of
,Vales in 1924; so when it was being arranged that
the King's second son and his wife, the Duke and
Duchess of York, should go on a special tour 0: New
Zealand and Australia. Jamaica was included in the
itinerary and it was fixed that. in January, 1927. their
Royal Highnesses should spend three days in this
island.

On Thursday. January 20th, the royal party land
ed. Their ship the "Renown," a great battle-cruiser.
grey. elegant. formidable, lay at anchor in Kingston
Harbour. and during the earlier part of the day the
guns of warship and of fort had been thundering
forth salutes. For weeks before the preparations had
been taken in hand, committees had been formed and
entrusted with variolis details of the work. allrl now
all was ready and the city of Kingston presented a
gala appearance with its freshly-painted buildings,
its swept and garnished streets, its festoons of flags,
its variegated colouring, and the bright snnshine
flooding it all; with its crowds of enthusiastic peo
ple dressed in their gayest and best and manifest.ing
a spirit of spontaneous joyousness and appreciation,

THE RUILDING IN WHICH WAS HELD THE JAJ.UAICA INTER:-fATIONAL EXHIBITION. OPENED ON JANUARY 24tll, 1891, BY PRI:-fCE
GEORGE OF WALES. FROM FIRST TO LAST 302,831 PEOPLE VISITED THIS EXHIRITION
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1. His Royal Highness the Prince of Wales, with his Hosts, Mr. and Mrs. Horace V. Myers, going through the Ja
maica Court at Wembley, July 14th, 1924. 11. His Royal Highness, accompanied by Mr. and Mrs. Myers,

inspecting the Band of the West India Regiment.
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a spirit that infected every class and made of all
classes one for the purposes of that hour and that
day.

At two o'clock the Duke and his Duchess landed,
being received by the Governor of Jamaica, Sir
Reginald Edward Stubbs, Lady Stubbs, and the col
ony's leading dignitaries. And as the royal party
stepped upon the shore, a deep-throated cheer went
up from the crowd that thronged the open space in
front of the Victoria Pier and the piers adjacent.
The noise of that shouting advised the people farther
on that the Duke and Duchess of York were on the
soil of Jamaica, and presently those who waited and
watched saw the cortege approaching; the line of cars
that slowly swept upwards; saw the fresh, youthful
faces of the King's children as they smiled and bow
ed their appreciation of Jamaica's welcome; saw the
Prince they had once seen a boy now grown to man
hood, and cheered again and again until the city was
fiIled with the sound of shouting and the air resound
ed with the acclamations of a loyal and delighted
populace.

T HERE were other receptions. These followed
fast upon one another. There were dinners

and garden parties, presentations and tours in the
country, and soon the people, the common people
whom Abraham Lincoln said that God must love,
because He had made so many of them, found their
own name for the Duchess of York. She was eu
phoniously termed The Rose of York by writers, and
on the "Renown," in petals of white fire, the White
Rose of York blazed forth at night. But the citizens

of Kingston found their own name for her, they call
ed her The Sweet Lady, and as The Sweet Lady she
lives in their memories and hearts. Her smile was
sweet, and sweetly did she smile upon the crowds as
she passed them time and again during the many
processions the royal party made. The Duke was no
whit behind in his expression of cordiality. TO one
seemed to escape the notice of the royal couple;
their eyes sought and saw men who clung precari
ously to the roofs of buildings in order to catch a
glimpse of Their Royal Highnesses; there was human
warmth in the bow of the Duke, and true sweetness
in the Duchess' smile. Never had a royal visit been
a greater success. ever had a deeper, a more en
during impression been made on Jamaica than that
made by the Duke and the Duchess of York.

And both the Duke and Duchess were touched
by the interest exhibited by Jamaicans in their little
daughter, the Princess Elizabeth. The Duke men
tioned that to one Jamaican who had the honour
of a brief conversation with him on the "Renown."
Their Royal Highnesses had observed how much
there was in the newspapers about the Princess Eliza
beth, and that concern, that attention, appealed to
their hearts. They had noticed too-they could not
but have noticed -the attitude and behaviour of the
crowd. It was remarkable. 0 harsh words, no
pushing or jostling, cheering without vulgarity, en
thusiasm informed with deepest respect-it was won
derful. And it is on record that during the days that
the royal party was here there were fewer crimes
committed than ordinarily by the criminal elements
of the population. That may have been but a coin-

cidence. But more probably it was because even the
criminals wished to celebrate the coming of the Duke
and the Duchess of York.

THIS last royal visit did more than can possibly
be estimated to touch into glowing life the love

of Jamaica for the Royal Family of England and all
that it stands for in symbolical relationship. The
Duke and his Sweet Lady charmed all those who
saw them and who came into contact with them,
and the news of their graciousness and simplicity
went through the colony like a fragrant soft wind
and fanned into fervent flame the loyal affection of
the humblest people. They came as strangers, they
departed with the love of Jamaica, and Jamaica wiIl
never forget them. They may come again. The
value of such visfts is known in the Mother Country;
the Royal Family itself appreciates the significance
of' them, and, arduous though they are and cannot
fail to be, members of the Royal Family undertake
them not only as a duty but out of a reciprocal feel
ing of love for those who love them. When night feIl
in Kingston on January 20th, 1927, and the great
Welcome Arch and Public Buildings and all the
structures in the main thoroughfare of Kingston
flamed forth in a splendour of light, with the sky
above shining an intense velvet blue, the city was
awake and many of its thousands were walking to
and fro celebrating the royal visit. And from one
to the other passed much the same word, and it was
a word of joy and blessing: joy that Jamaica had so
appropriately welcomed the young Duke and Duchess,
and a blessing on them and on theirs forevermore.

TIlE rRINCE OF WALES SIGNING TIlE VISITORS' BOOK IX THE JAl\IAICA COl:RT AT WKUBLEY OX JULY 14th, 1924

Some Characteristics of the Prince of Wales
Major F. E. Verney, M.C., who has travelled with

His Royal Highness the Prince of Wales, gives us in
his book on the Prince an interesting insight into
the latter's character. Major Verney remarks that
interest in the Prince of Wales is not only universal,
but curiously intimate, even domestic, and the popu
lar question "what is the Prince like?" reaIly means
what does he like, think and do in the personal
sense outside his official identity.

Of his position in a social sense he is only con
scious in that it restricts his personal freedom, and
that it inspires in many people he meets an artifi
ciality 'Yhich he has always to be fighting. So far as
his official position is concerned, while he regards
his future as King Emperor with definite personal
diffidence and no smaIl regret he nevertheless ac
cepts the prospects because it is "the game," and he
has no thought of shirking his responsibilities.

H.R.H.'s personal reactions towards his spectacu
lar duties are expressed by his habit of getting
through them as rapidly as pOSSible, and reducing
pomp to the practicable zero. FuIl-dress ceremonials
which gallop the pulse of the on-looker leave him
cold. There are two things which give hini real ex
citement-riding to hounds and the close finish of a
race, for the Prince is exceedingly keen on horses and
a remarkably good rider. Polo is his favourite game,
but when his official duties prevent him from taking
part in this he turns to golf, though he is of opinion
that it is easier for a man to make an ass of himself
at golf than at any other game, and for this reason
he plays only with people he knows and usually with
men. The Prince also has another grievance against
this game. He likes to enjoy himself quietly, bnt it

seems impossible for him to do so on the links, for
no sooner has he done a couple of holes than the
grounds begin to fill in a most remarkable manner,
and once he was heard to remark with an impatience
which can be understood, "Wherever I go they smell
me out."

In the Prince's inveterate desire for hard exer
cise there is a strong element of his temperamental
restlessness. But he is influenced also by the fear
of putting on weight, of which he has a horror, and is
determined to keep the tendency in check; so he is
careful in his diet, eats sparingly and keeps an eye on
the weighing machine and the feel of his uniforms.

In regard to music the Prince's taste is similar
to that of most other ordinary persons who have not
been specially trained in music, but he has a very
good ear, picks up a refrain with unusual ease and
can strum effectively on the ukalele-a fact which
should inspire our local jazz musicians with a great
er respect for that instrument. The Prince is also
fond of jazz. Its tuneful jingle, gay syncopation and
completely irresponsible suggestion provide him with
the utmost measure of relaxation, being in absolute
contrast with all serious emotions.

One of the most wide-spread illusions about the
Prince is his supposed nervousness. When he was
very much younger he was diffident and retiring
and by no means at ease in some of his public state
duties, but this is no longer the case. He is now
complete master of himself in all circumstances, and
so far from being nervous has had to come to the
rescue of officials who at state functions have lost
their heads and been in imminent danger of bungling

matters by failing to carry out the parts allotted to
theJ;Il. On one occasion, during the presentation of
an Order to a Senior Administrative Official, the
Staff Officer who was responsible for the stage man
aging discovered at the psychological moment that
he had mislaid the decoration. Completely demoral
ized, he stammered to the Prince: "1 had it in my
pocket, Sir, in a small box. The box is there all
right, but God knows where the decoration is." The
Staff was appalled by this contretemps, but the
Prince came to the rescue. "Give him the box," he
said cooIly. "That will do to go on with," and the
function was completed without a hitch. On another
occasion a certain Mayor came to a full-stop in the
middle of a speech, in which a phrase something like
this occurred: "Not only do we welcome Your Royal
Highness as representative of His Majesty the King,
but we-we-.' , Here he began a frantic search for
the next word when the Prince again stepped into
the breach and prompted, "We welcome you for your
self." Unfortunately, or fortunately for the enter
tainment of the audience, the Prince's voice carried
further than the platform and the whole house howl
ed with delight.

The tremendous popularity of His Royal High
ness is accounted for by a combination of position
and personality. But it is not the position so much
as the personality, the simple and out-reaching hu
manness, which inspires among the vastly differing
types or humanity with whom he has been in touch
the feeling which was epitomised by a Dutch M.P.
when he said: "There is not a burgher in this town
who would not be proud to let the Prince walk on
him."
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THE SINS OF THE CHILDREN
By llERBERT G. DELISSER, ..cluthor of ".JAXE'S C_I.REER;' "HEVEXGE/' ETC.

CHAPTER OKE

MRS. Primrose laughed openly at the dread so
vividly expressed in Mr. Proudleigh's face as

she passed a feather over the body of the
little yellow snake which writhed and curved itself
into loops at the bottom of the shallow box in which,
for the present, it lived.

The snake was quite harmless, being one of those
found sometimes in the rural parts of Jamaica; but
Mr. Proud leigh was an urban dweller, and as such
was not acquainted with serpents and their habits.
More, although a militant Christian in argument,
holding firmly that faith should be all-sufficient for
salYation, he had enough superstition in him to asso
ciate all snakes with the African witchcraft known
as obeah. He had always heard that obeahme\1 and
obeahwomen had traffic with snakes, which were
their familiar spirits. A snake could bring you luck.
It might make you a power and terror among your
fellow-creatures. But while it helped its owner, the
latter had to pay a price for its services, for the
devil, it was known, gave nothing for nothing, though
a timely death-bed conversion might cheat him at
the last. ,

Therefore, seeing that Mrs. Primrose had a snake
of which she was not in the least afraid, Mr. Proud
leigh wondered whether Mrs. Primrose might not be
an obeah woman, and was strongly inclined to sugg('st
his suspicions to all and sundry at the first con
venient opportunity. He liked Mrs. Primrose, but a
snake was a snake, an opportunity for gossip was
an opportunity not lightly to be lost, and it would
add to his happiness to be able to hint that Mrs.
Primrose was not all that she ought to be as a
Christian person and a member of society. All of
which Mrs. Primrose divined; but being a strong
minded woman,j whom the old man amused, she
merely laughed as she watched the changing expres
sions on h is face.

"You 'fraid for it?" she enquired. "But why? It
isn't harmful." ,

"Well, I wouldn't say as I was really 'fraid for
it, Mrs. P." replied Mr. Proudleigh; "but what I
always say is dat a coward man keep sound bones.
And I are old an' not incline to fool wid any snake
I doan't understand. I remember when I was in
Panama wid my darter, Susan, which is now Mrs.
Jone3 (an' her husban' doan't have no proper appre
ciatment of me), dat one day I see a big snake as
long as from here to the top of dis street. I was
bold an' foolish den, which is the same t'ing, and I
walk up to de snake an' kick it wid me foot. Me
dear lady. ef it wasn't for de 'elp of God, dat
kick would ha' been me last. For no sooner did me
foot fly out-" But Mrs. Primrose would not allow
him any longer to add to the list of the world's
famous fables.

"Tcha, tcha, old man," she cried, "you forget that
I know all about Panama and Costa Rica and Nica
ragua? I was there much longer than you. No snake
so big was ever there, an' even if it was you wouldn't
see it in the Canal Zone."

"Y'u mean to say that y'u thinks I would tell you
a lie, Mistress Primr03e?" demanded Mr. Proudleigh
with a wonderful assumption of offended dignity and
injured innocence.

"No, not that," the woman good-naturedly ans
wered, "but perhaps you fo'get."

"Well, it may be so," thoughtfully agreed Mr.
Proud leigh ; "for now dat I are getten old me mem
ory play de devil wid me sometimes. Howsoever
doan't do dat, Mistress Primrose, doan't do dat!"

His cry was elicited by a gesture of Mrs. Prim
rose, who had made a movement as though to seize
the snake and lift it out of the box. Mr. Proud
leigh precipitately retreated about five yards away,
prepared for instant further flight should Mrs. Prim
rose make any serious effort to introduce him more
closely to the snake.

"Don't be afraid," she assured him with a laugh;
and she covered the box with a perforated lid, tucked
it under her arm, and walked towards the door of
the little house outside of which they had been
standing. Seeing that the snake had been put away
for the time being, Mr. Proudleigh, though uninvited,
followed her.

He was a tall, angular man, looking about sixty
five years of age, brown of complexion, cunning of ex
pression, and giving the observer an impression of
feebleness which was somewhat contradicted by his
general activity in petty ill-doing. Not that Mr.
Proud leigh had ever done much harm in his life, or
ever deliberately worked for the misfortune of others.
He was merely a talkative person who loved scandal,
a gentleman who weighed and measured everything by
the weights and measures of self-interest. He made
mischief, not by purposely intending it, but because
it might temporarily aid him and also because it

intrigued him to be in the arena of domestic trouble
so long as he felt that he himself was safe.

For many years now he had lived on the bounty
of his children, and this he considered as innowise
derogatory to the accepted standards of manliness,
for had he not toiled for and brought up those samll
children when they were young and helpless? He had
not been a harsh or neglectful parent, he had given
them liberally of whatever he had had. They were
adults now-the son who was away, one daughter, who
had also gone "foreign," and Susan, his elder girl,
who had married some time before. Here, then, ac
cording to Mr. Proudleigh's lights, were three banks
upon which he had every social, moral and religious
right to draw; but as two of these "banks" functioned
in Central America, and would only honour cheques
occasionally, he now lived with and on Susan and
her husband, a source of constant uneasiness to both,
for, as Mrs. Susan Jon(!$ very aptly put it, "papa
don't know when to haul in his tongue between his
teeth."

And yet most people liked old Proudleigh. He
was easy-tempered, very obliging, full of humorous
anecdotes, a perfect system for the transmission of
that kind of information which sometimes leads to
slander and libel actions, information which every
body termed disgraceful and yet listened to with the
greatest avidity. Men alluded to him as an old scoun
drel, but they always did so with a contemptuous sort
of affection. He was three-fifths black, which is to
say that he was two-fifths white, and his English
ancestor had been a man of some note in Jamaica.
Mr. Proud leigh sometimes mentioned he had heard
that the said ancestor had been a duke, but he did
not allow himself to become snobbish and puffed up
on account of his alleged exalted ancestry. He nevel'
was above taking a little drink from some quite
humble acquaintance, with not the slightest inten
tion of offering another in return.

Mrs. Primrose was a tall, well-set-up woman of
about forty-eight, of much the same complexion as
Mr. Proudleigh, but with quite prominent features
which indicated plainly a larger strain of white
blood in her veins. As a girl she must have been
decidedly good-looking; even at her present age she
could be described as a handsome woman. She had
a strong face, the slightly hooked nose suggesting a
Jewish forebear. The thin lips firmly closed, and
well-developed chin, proclaimed to all who were any
judges of character that she knew well how to hold
her own and assert her will in a combative and com
petitive world, and how to handle weaker people
also. She had for Mr. Proudleigh the liking which
the strong so frequently entertain for those deficient
in strength; there was contempt in it, but it was
genuine enough, and the old man sensed this easily.
He was somewhat afraid of Mrs. Primrose, but he
admitted to himself that he had never known a more
generous acquaintance. Fired with admiration of
her open-handedness, he frequently levied contribu
tions on her, never rising, it is true, to more than
sixpence at a time, but accepting all her other gifts
as part of the benevolence which, seeing that she was
rich, he felt she owed to him-for Mr. Proudleigh had
in him the makings of a perfect socialist. He had
known her for about a month now; since, indeed, she
had come to Kingston on a visit to some relatives. She
resided in the same suburb in 'which he lived,
and in the same street. She had become acquainted
with his daughter, Mrs. Jones, whose social position
enabled her to know even such an important per
sonage as Mrs. Primrose, though not on anything
like a plane of equality. Hardly a day passed that
Mr. Proud leigh did not drop in to see Mrs. Primrose
and to regale her with stories about other people,
which, if not always strictly correct, had neverthe
less a sufficient foundation of truth to be highly in
teresting, and were always piquantly seasoned with
his own peculiar philosophy.

Mrs. Primrose was a widow, and childless. She
had never had a child. As a young woman she had
married and emigrated with her husband to Nicar
agua; there, under the pressure of her will, and
helped immensely by her foresight, Primrose had
done very well indeed in planting bananas for one
of the great fruit companies. But the deadly fever
of those parts had had its way with him; when she
was thirty-seven years old he died, leaving to her
everything that he possessed. She sold a good deal of
her property, left one fairly large infertile farm
in the hands of an agent and returned to Jamaica, to
the parish of St. Catherine where her brother farmed
his own land. She was too independent a woman to
share her brother's home, especially as his wife was
still alive; so she pm'chased a small property and set
herself to cultivate it with hired help. Apart from
this she had an income from her capital of at least
two hundred pounds a year-a decent fortune for a
woman in her position. She knew the value of
money, and she knew how to keep it, though no one

A complete Jamaica novel, in which love,
the modern life, politics, the social conven
tions, each play an interesting and familiar
part. A strong feminine character is the

pivot on w~ich the story turns.

considered her stingy. And she made her cultivation
pay.

The one absorbing passion of her life was her
love for her niece, her brother's only child, and it
was currently understood that everything she posses
sed would go to that niece when she died, and per
haps some of it before. The girl, Vivian, was now
about twenty-two years of age; for ten years her
aunt had done for her more than even her father had,
though he too was a man in fairly good position, a
small landowner with much of his sister's ability,
but, unlike her. passionate, vehement and bellicose.
Everybody considered that Vivian was a lucky girl,
with everything in life to look forward to. Those
who knew her, and were inclined to be compliment
ary, said it was no wonder that Vivian thought so
much of herself. When Mrs. Primrose heard such re
marks, as she sometimes did, she would observe that
Vivian could not possibly think too much of herself,
since it was only by putting a high value upon her
self that a young lady could make the most of her
life and position in this world.

Gertrude Primrose was, at heart, a very proud
woman.

CHAPTER TWO

A TALL girl, who sat in a rocking chair sewing,
glanced up as two persons paused before the

door of the room in which she sat; seeing Mr. Proud
leigh, she smiled.

Slightly darker than the older woman, but with
straighter, more luxuriant hair, the close relation
ship between them stood apparent at a glance. She
might have been a daughter. Perhaps almost exactly
like Vivian had Mrs. Primrose looked when she was
twenty-two; but her staidness and firmness of de
meanour, an indication of character and not merely
the result of middle age, the young girl lacked.
Vivian was more self-willed than strong: passionate,
extremely vivacious, and patently vain.

Even her envious acquaintances admitted reluct
antly that she was very good-looking. The large
dark eyes and well-formed nose were among her chief
attractions; her mouth was well formed, with pout
ing, laughing lips; her figure slim, but hinting at de
velopment in after years. She dressed carefully and
well, aware of the advantage of a taking appearance
and loving fine garments fOl' themselves. It was some
article of clothing that she was finishing now, and
she was in a happy mood, as her gay smile indi
cated.

lVIr. Proudleigh greeted her deferentially. Not
having been asked to enter the house by Mrs. Prim
rose, he paused at the front door, comfortably lean
ing against it, and respectfully addressed the girl.
Mrs. Primrose passed into an inner room, presum
ably to put away her harmless pet.

"Miss Vi," said the old man, by way of opening
a conversation, and with intention to please, "I never
seen y'u look so pretty all me Iife"-he had only
known her since she had come to Kingston from
the country to join her aunt, and that was but a
week ago. "You get more beautiful every day, ma'am.
No wonder dat young white gentleman you meet in
King Street dis morning teck off his hat to you so
graceful like I see hiD do. You didn't see me, for
y'u had eye for nobody but him, but I was stand
in' by de corner, waiting for de street car, when I
see him drive up. An' I feel proud to see a white
gentleman like dat greet y'u.-"

And then Mr. Proudleigh became aware that
Vivian was staring at him with menacing eyes and
that her hands were peremptorily motioning him to
be silent. Evidently he had blundered again, as he
did so often in the course of a life that seemed to
have been filled with angry looks and silencing ges
tures. He ceased abruptly, but the bedroom in
which was Mrs. Primrose was too near for her not
to have heard every word he had uttered. When he
paused Mrs. Primrose's voice was heard, asking
casually but with a note of insistence in it:

"Who was the gentleman, Vi?"
"I don't know, Aunt Gertrude," replied Vivian

shortly, while her eyes held and warned Mr. Proud
leigh. "He just bowed. He didn't stop to speak
to me."

"Not a minute," broke in the old man rapidly,
taking his cue and resolved to remedy his error, as
far as that was possible. "Him drive up an' bow,
and drive away again. But him was a nice-Iookin'
gentleman an' quite young. Him look as if him come
fram de country."

"From the country?" queried Mrs. Primrose.
"You sure it wasn't Mr. Gus, Vi?"
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hesitate to answer tartly if cross-examined further.
Mrs. Primrose therefore turned and re-entered the
bedroom, and Mr. Proudleigh caught a signal from
Vivian urging his immediate departure. He under
stood and acted accordingly.

"1 going, Mrs. P.," he called out: "1 goin' me dear
young lady. 1 will come to see you agen." Then he
Ehambled of!', but not without having received a sign
from Vivian which seemed to him to be a promise of
great and abundant reward in the future. He had
made an initial mistake, but now he was not at all
sure that it had been such a mistake from his particu-

lar point of view. The girl
was keeping something
from her aunt; she had
not wished her aunt to
know that she had seen
this dashing young gentle
man and had spoken to
him. Perhaps she had ac
tually met him by appoint
ment; twice within the
week, Mr. Proudleigh re
membered now, he had
seen Vivian at that same
spot in King Street, a park
ing place for automobiles.
He soli!oquised as he
walked along.

"Dese young female," he
I muttered, regardless of

those who might laugh at
seeing him in conversation
with himself, "are a devil
of a lot. Miss Vi want a

I white young gentleman,
an' her auut know how he
goin' to want her; so she
teck a suspi 'ion fram what
I say. But 1 not seying
no more, (or, to tell 1e
trute, while 1 'fraid for
1\1rs. P., 1 'fraid for Miss
Vi too. An' 1 doan't know

, which one is de worseI'.
De aunt have a snake, an'
all me life 1 'fraid fo'
snake. Wllat she doin' wid
a snake-a ChI' i s t ian
woman like dat? P'raps
she not a Christian, but
a obealnvoman, an' I
doan't want to have any
t'ing to do wid wicked
ness. But a ]lan'some an'
rich woman like she can't
'ave any'ting to do wid
obeah. {'he doan't want
money, she 'ave it; an'
she doan't need no snake

, to help 'er get anoder hus
ban, for her money can
do dat.'· He ceased and
pondered the problem si
lently. It seemed insoluble,
so he uismissed it from his
mind.

More important was the
relationship which was in
the future to exist between
him and Vivian. She
would want to be kind to
him; he understeod that
very well. And she too
had money and was nobly
generous. Yes, he would
keep silent on her account;
he felt quite chivalrous as
he came to this determina
tion. After all, what harm
was he doing? 'Why
shouldn't she be honour
ably friendly with a white
man; and, if the friend
ship were not honourable,
who was he, old Proud
leigh, to cast the first
stone? "Let him dat is
widout sin," he murmured
righteously, "cast de first
stone." Not so much as a
grain of sand would he
hurl at her. And if her
aunt should find out that
-but here again his mind
went back to that infernal
snake. Surely if Mrs.
Primrose was an obeah

woman her witchcraft would enable her to discover
whether he had been speaking tho truth or not.
and whether he was in alliance with her niece or
not. Such a discovery would annoy h2r, conceiv
ably she might commission her snake to plague him
out of his :ife! Things like that happened; one
could never be too careful about obeahwomen and
snakes.

Well, there was nothing to do but hope th:J.t Mrs.
Primrose was a good Christian, and, as such, liabie
to be the unsuspecting dupe of deception. But it

that the old man was trying to take back something
Which, he now realised, had better have been left un
said. She looked keenly at her niece. Temper was
written all over that young lady's countenance. It
stiffened every muscle of her body, it radiated from
her entire frame. Had Vivian been speaking the
truth? was the question asked by Mrs. Primrose's
eyes. Might not the old man have been silently warn
ed and urged to lie?

On some previous occasions recently Mrs. Prim
rose had questioned her niece about Gus Steinway,
and there had been more than one sharp quarrel

in consequence. And Vi knew well that just now
her aunt had Gus in mind. Mrs. Primrose too, was
well aware that Vivian divined her thoughts, and
that, as Mrs. Primrose admitted to herself, would
naturally make her angry. It was quite posslble
also that the man whom Mr. Proudleigh had seen
bow to Vi was really a stranger impudently greeting
a pretty girl-he may have been drunk, or just
cheeky. There was nothing to do but to give Vi the
benefit of the doubt for the moment, especially as the
girl was supported by Mr. Proudleigh and would not

Plloto by Cle(Il'Y am! Elliott.
Lady Barrett-Lennard, wife of Sir Fiennes Barrett-Lennard, Chief Justice of Jamaica. came out to

this island in the Summer of 1925 and identified her ;elf with the island's social life, in which she is a
distinguished and leading figure. At once Lady Barrett-Lennard won a host of admirers and friends.
This was not due chiefly to her position as "the second lady of the land," for there have been 'first
ladies" even who have never succeeded in winning Jamaica's regard. The liking which was every
where conceived for Lady Barrett-Lennard, and which has steadily grown with a closer acquaintance
ship, was due to her charm of manner, the genuine simplicity and friendliness of her character, and a
tactfulness which is not the result of art but the ex)ression of a deep and sympathetic sincerity.

It has been said of charm that you either have it or have it not: not by taking thought can you add
it to yourself: it is birthright and good fortune in one. And when to charm is added beauty-and here
our picture speaks for itself-one may well believe that the good fairies were busy at Lady Barrett
Lennard's birth. Lady Barrett·Lennard is an aCqui3ition to Jamaica society. She takes an interest in
matters artistic. She is a fine horsewoman and her "At Homes" are greatly appreciated for their at
mosphere of sociability and cordial hospitality.

"I tell you already I don't know who it was,
Aunt Gertrude," and now the irritation in the girl';;
voice was unrestrained. "He had no right to bow
to me, and Mr. Proudleigh here will tell you that
I didn't even answer him. It was forwardness on his
'part."

Mr. Proudleigh knew that he had seen Vivian
bow. More, he knew that a whispered word or two
had passed between the girl and the young man,
though the latter had lingered but a moment. But
he saw also that he was expected to be ignorant of
these things and that if he mentioned them a pas
sionate denial would he
his only reward. There
after he would not be wel
comed at the little house,
for Mrs. Primrose would
hardly encourage there
anyone whom her niece
would denounce as a liar
and to whom she would
shew op en hospitality.
Again he took his cue, hop
ing that Providence would
now guide him aright and
prevent any further blund
erings on his part.

"An' y'u was quite right,
!'tUss Vi," he protested vir
tuously. "Dat young man
had no business to bow to
you for you doan't intro
juce. An' him bow too
quick, too; I notice that
meself, an' 1 S9Y to meself,
him wouldn't bow to a
white lady so."

"N 0, he would'nt,"
a:5reed Mrs. Primrose, com
ing out of the room and
standing in the doorway
batween it and the apart
ment in which her niecc
was now sewing with
swift, angry stitches. "He
wouldn't Mr. Proudleigh,
but, you see, he didn't
want anybody to take par
ticular notice that he was
speaking to Miss Vi. That
is the way with these kind
of gentleman, and I am not
blaming them. I blame
the girls who haven't suf
ficient pride to object to
that sort of speaking, and
who go out of their way
to meet young men their
(amily don't like."

"1 am not going out of
me way to meet any man,"
retorted Vivian sharply,
"and I didn't answer this
one to-day, as 1\11'. Proud
leigh himself just t~ll

.you."
"You didn't see Mr.

Prondleigh?" queried her
aunt, who strove to put the
question as one who spoke
merely in order to carry
-on a neutral conversation.

"Ask him!"
"No, Mrs. Primrose,"

volunteered Mr. Proud
leigh, "she didn't see me
at all. For ef she did see
me, Miss Vi would ha' told
me good morning, for she
not one of dose young lady
who pass y'U like a dawg
'when she meet y'U in de
.street. I go down town
all times, an' I see a lot
of people. I see you'self
sometimes, ma'am, an' y'u
dosen't see me. I makes
meself inconspiguous an'
keep- meself to meself, for
I doan't want nobody to
say I are a forward man."

"You're right," briefly
-commented Mrs. Primrose.
"Well, I am g:aj that Vi
treat that strange, forward
.young man as he had a
right to be treated, an' I
,only hope she will do the
same thin; to every man who only speak to her out of
forwardne~s, But I wonder who he can be. From the
country you say he looks like, Mr. P?"

"Yes, Mistress Primrose," replied the old fellow
reluctantly, "or p'rhaps him was one of them Govern
ment official who believe them is king an' god. 1
can't see too well in dese days, so I might be mis
taken. At first 1 thoughted dat he look like he came
from de country, but-"

"It don't matter,'! said, Mrs. Primrose, glancing
suspiciously at him, for it was quite apparent to her
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CHAPTER FOUR

young girl that speak to him. You must remember
that Mr. Steinway have a big position, and his son
is white, like himself. What you think Gus Stein
way wants to know you for?"

Vivian did not answer; could not immediately
formulate a rejoinder that would have been even
plausibly satisfactory. She might have frankly told
her aunt what she herself believed to be true-be
cause Gus Steinway loved her. But she did not dare
say that. Her aunt, however, as though reading what
passed through her mind, asked with blunt direct
ness:

"You think he loves you?"
"Of course not! Why should I? He would be as

.foolish to think that I love him. Can't you speak to
a person without loving him?"

"You can. But that persqn ought not to be an
enemy or a man who wouldn't look at you if he
didn't want something from you."

"But you yourself always tell me, Aunt Gertrude,
that I am worth looking at. Why because my skin
is not white I shouldn't be admired?"

Mrs. Primrose felt cornered for the moment. She
had never hesitated to encourage the girl to have a
good conceit of herself, and pride would prevent
Vivian from thinking that colour could be any bar
to admiration. Besides, Vi had protested, with great
earnestness, that there was nothing to object to in
an ordinary acquaintanceship between her and Gus
Steinway, whom she had first met casually, but open
ly, at the little town of Linstead one day and who
had offered to do some trivial service for her. She had
wanted to change a pound note and he obliged her,
The same thing happened every day; on the surface
there was nothing in it. But, ordinarily, such a
chance acquaintanceship was not maintained; social
1nrrie1's rendered that out of the question. The con
Clusion was, therefore, that if Gus Steinway persist
ed in speaking to the girl, and if they occasionally
met (as was now being reported), he had an object
which no one could fail to understand. And what
was the girl's purpose in meeting him? What could
she hope for? what expect? The matter seemed
crystal clear to Mrs. Primrose. Her niece could
answer cleverly, but her words were intended only to
deceive.

"There is no reason why, because you are dark.
you shouldn't be admired, Vivian," she admitted;
"but you can let all people like Gus Steinway ad
mire you from a distance, since, if they come close.
it won't mean any good for you. You know that too.
You are only talking. You are a headstrong girl; but
you know that if you make any mistake your fathe.
will never forgive you. That young man have
nothing to offer you except-" She would not bring
herself to finish the sentence. "This is not the first
time I have warned you," s11e continued; "an' I
wouldn't have done it to-day if that old man hadn't
spoken about a white young gentleman who look
like he comes from the country. Who can that be?"

"But I didn't even speak to him! How often am
I to tell you that?"

"So you say, an' the old man say the same, so
I must believe you. But even if you didn't speal,
it may be Gus Steinway all the same. He Illay have
heard you were in Kingston and come up here hoping
to see you. I am not a fool, you know, Vi, and what
I am saying is all for your good. If I hear anythinl'(

'Illore about Gus I will have to tell your father every
thing and send you home to him. I am not goin~

to let him say that, through me, disgrace is brought
upon you and him. If you meet this man again, you
know what to look for."

"I am sick and tired of all this threatening,"
Vivian rasped out; "perfectly sick of it!" She felt
that her temper was getting the better of her, paused.
and took a good grip on herself.

"I can't say more than I have said. If you don't
choose to believe me, I can't help it."

"I want to believe you," said her aunt a little
sadly. "But you haven't always told me what is true
for the last three months, Vi. However, I hope it
is all right. You finishing that bodice to-day?"

"Yes, I am wearing it to-night."
"Going out?"
"I am going ~o the Palace Picture Show."
"I haven't bin since I come to Kingston this

time. I will go with you."
Resentment flashed from Vivian's eyes; this look

ed dangerously like keeping a watch on her. She was
sure that her aunt would not have suggested theL·
going out together that evening but for what Mr.
Proudleigh had blunderingly revealed. But she
raised no objection.

"Very good," she answered. "We must try and
get there by half-past seven."

Her ready reply was reassuring. Mrs. Primrose
felt satisfied that Vivian had only intended to go
to the pictures that night.

V IVIAN finished her sewing, and for some time
busied herself with some trifling household

work. She had succeeded in banishing all traces 01
anger from her face, in eliminating all indications of
it from her voice. She would much have preferred

:, to have' spoken her mind open~y, to' have asserted her
of (Continued on Page 19).

CAPTAINGENIALA

"What can he be to me, Aunt Gertrude?"
"That is exactly it; he can never be anything

honourable to you. He is white and you are a
girl who his mother would want for a nursemaid or
butleress and nothing more. That's how he is look
ing on you; but you are not that. Your father is
somebody in his district; you been educated at West
wood, and you can marry a very good man; you
can pick and choose. Instead of that, you meet this
man and I only come to hear of it by accident. How
do you think it can end?"

"How anything end if you bow to a person when
you see him, or even talk to that person? What is
.there in that?"

"It depends, Vivian."
."Upon what?"
"Upon the sort of person, and on the sort

CAPTAIN W. FORRESTER

No ship's master sailing between England and
Jamaica has ever been better known than Captain
William Forrester, and none has ever been more
popular. For several years now Captain Forrester
has been coming to Jamaica, and here he has made
a host of friends by his frank geniality, bonhomie
and sinceri~y; these are people who love to travel
with him. feeling as they do that he has a personal
interest in their welfare.

There are Captains and Captains. Some of
these feel that it is no business of theirs whether
the passengers are happy or not, and this not be
cause they for one moment wish their passengers to
be unhappy, but probably because they do not have
that enthusiasm for personal intercourse and rela-'
tionships which animate some other men. But Cap
tain Forrester would be unhappy if he thought the
people travelling with him were so. And this applies
to the least and the humblest of his passengers as
well as to the most important. He is nice to them
all. He remembers them after years of absence. His
is not a superficial cordiality but something that is
part of a character that is sound and true.

Forrester had a distinguished career during the
war. He was in peril oft, and his ship, the old
Cavina, was sunk under him. But like so many of
the heroes of the British Mercantile Marine, he car
ried on with imperturbable dash and cheerfulness,
doing his bit and inspiring with a confidence of
safety those few civilians who dared the ocean pas
sage with him during that terrible time. He is the
Captain alluded to by.that great writer, R. B. Cun
nighame Graham in the latter's book on "Carta
gena." It is something to have won the appreciation
of a man like Cunninghame Graham; it is also some
thing to have won the affection and regard of a
critical community like Jamaica.

CHAPTER THREE

AFTER Mr. Proudleigh left a tense stillnes$ pre
vailed in the house. Another of those mis

understandings, which had become so frequent of
late, had occurred between aunt and niece, and each
woman was striving to get a mastery of herself, to
have her temper well under control, before addressing
tile other.

Mrs. Primrose had spoken all along, it is true,
with a casual air, but Vivian had not been deceived.
She knew that her aunt had become suspicious; she
was certain that the conversation would be resumed;
she was well aware that Mr. Proudleigh would be
approached later on and subjected to a grilling cross
examination. This, she felt, was un unwarrantable
intrusion into her personal affairs, an infringement
o[ her liberty. Her aunt had been very good to her
and would put her beyond the reach of want when
she died. But, on the other hand, she essayed to
play the part of absolute guide and counsellor, and
as she was by nature a quietly dominating woman
her guidance and counsel took on the appearance of a
dictatorship which Vivian resented bitterly. In or
dinary matters she did not mind her aunt's dicta
torship much; the fact was that in ordinary matters
Mrs. Primrose was most indulgent. But there was now
this constant harping upon Gus Steinway, this ques
tioning about hiiu which never seemed to cease,
these warnings which were uuwanted and were re
gal ded as au impertinence. Vivian secretly rebelled
against it all; some day, she felt, she would rebel
openly. But in that case her father might come to
hear of the reason of her outbreak, and she Imew
well that he and her mother would. be wholly on the
side of her aunt. There would be more than 01180

reason for that. Her father hated GUB Steinway's
father with a hatred that had grown and developed
since she had been a little girl.

Some ten minutes passed, and Vivian heard her
aunt stirring; she was about to come back into the
sitting room. Vivian braced herself for the ordeai
which was to ensue. She bent over her work, her
lips compressed, her eyes doggedly looking down
wards-for 13he did not intend to meet Mrs. Primrose's
steady stare. She did not even glance up when that
lady entered the room and sat quietly down. She
volunteered no remark. She would defend herself;
let her aunt open the attack if she wanted to.

"You didn't tell Gus Steinway that you were com
ing to Kingston, Vi?"

"No; you told me not to; and I wouldn't have
told him even if you hadn't."

"Humph. And y'u didn't mention it to anybody
that might have told him?"

"How am I to know? I don't know everybody
that know him, and it was no great secret."

"You needn't answer like that, Vi, for you know
I am only speaking for your own good."

"I hear a lot about my own good all the time,
Aunt Gertrude, and I am grateful to you," replied Vi
vian, striving to keep her voice calm, "but, after all,
you can't be harping on the same thing all the time
and saying it is for me own good. It's getting on
me nerves! I am simply afraid to see you open
your mouth in these days, for fear you going to
say something about a gentleman who is only polite
to me and who I hardly ever see."

"But that is not the truth, Vi; you see Mr.
Steinway a lot, if what people tell me is true. There
is no reason for them to lie about you, and they
don't come to me with any intention to lie. They
just say that they see you talking to him in Span
ish Town, or at Linstead, when you go there, as if
it was nothing. It is you who quarrel about it when
I ask you, and if I don't ask you I never hear whether
you meet him or not:"

"What is there to hear, Aunt Gertrude? Can I
tell you about everybody I meet? What a' trial
that would be!"

"But you used to do it; it is only about this
young man you are 'so silent."

"What is there to say?"
"Well, in the first place, you shouldn't speak to

him at all."
"Why? Because his father and mine don't like

one another? What have I got to do with that?"
"What you think YOU' father would say to that?"
"Papa? But, aunt, you are a Christian woman,

and you don't believe in hate and malice."
"I am a Christian woman, thank God," replied

Mrs. Primrose calmly. "All my life I have been
helped by God, and I will go to my grave blessing
His name. But you can love your enemies without
mixing up yourself with them; and we are to honour
our father and mother. If you know that your father
wouldn't like you to speak to Mr. Steinway and his
son-and you know it-you ought to do what will
please him. If this young man is nothing to you,
you wouldn't think more oJ him than of your own
father.'" '

was a pity that he should suffer from an 'lneasy min,i.
Perfect happiness of the sort he could appreciate
was Mr. Proudleigh's incessant search through life,
but he had never found it; at least, lleYer for long.
Something was always going wrong. A fly in his
ointment there was always certain to be. He felt
that he had never been fairly treated by fate.
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CHILDREN OF JAMAICA
f

"The best smell is
bread, the best
savour salt, the
best love that of
Children."

are necessary; and by this sending of the children
to what is regarded by all Jamaicans as the Mothe!"
Country a living link is perpetually renewed in the
chain that binds this colony to England. In the
older days, when travelling was by no means easy,
when yearly holidays in the United Kingdom for
pal'ents or annual visits of the children to Jamaica
were out of the question, the little ones were still
sent away, and often a very long interval elapsed be
fore the parents saw their children again.

BUT times have changed and to-day there are exc !l
lent schools in the colony for girls as well as

boys and the majority of the Jamaica children of the
educated classes attend these. There is now no par
ticular difference between the speech of those who
have been to school in England and the speech of
those of the same class who have been to school in
Jamaica. There is a Jamaica accent, slight though
it may be; and few escape it who have lived some
years of childhood in Jamaica. And. like the Jamaica
accent, there is a Jamaica attitude towards life, and
though this changes with changing circumstances.
it affects the children of Jamaica whether they are
brought up in England or in the colony itself. There
is a Jamaica ethos. and it influences everyone. But
this ethos. this character, is in gradual process of
modification; and just as the children of Jamaica
differ from their forerunners of a hundred or even
of fifty years ago, so will the children of twenty-five
of fifty years hence differ from those of to-day.

PAUL AND DOROTHY,
the son and da.ughter of 1\lr. and 1\1..s. Lionel de1\lercado.

of Kingston

satian wolf-dog, and those who first see that
splendid animal standing with head erect and
form alert are apt to say "good doggie" from a
safe and respectful distance, with its owner or
some trusted person holding good doggie by a
chain. But Elizabeth from the first took to the
Alsatian and could see no reason why he should
not take to her also. She made his acquaint
ance without hesitation and in most intimate
fashion, and doggie responded nobly. She can
do anything she likes with him. Sometimes
Elizabeth is in Savanna-la-Mar. sometimes in
l\Iandeville; the first-named place claims her.
She was born there.

Paul and Dorothy del\'lercado live in Low
er St. Andrew, and Dorothy, who is the elder.
and as bright as a new pin. stands in protective
pose over Paul, who, however, looks as though
he thinks he is very well able to take care of
himself. And why not? Who shall venture to
decry his manly independence? He is very
fond of moving pictures, and so is Dorothy, and
they have one of those baby projecting
machines at home and so can enjoy their own
little shows on a miniature screen. But some
times they are taken to the big shows in Kings
ton. and then father has to explain to them ac
curately just what the hero or villain is doing,
for they are very critical children and will in
sist upon knowing what's what. Paul is a
great admirer of Tom Mix, but it is safe to say
that his contempt for heroes who cannot ride
wildly, but only make love, is too profound for
expression.

A LL these children. and hundreds of others,
will be sent to England later on to be ed'l

cated. That is the Jamaica custom, to main
tain it parents will make sacrifices, if sacrifices

CHRISTI:"E, lAX. JOYCE, PJ,TER, DOREE:".
OH.." children of ::\12". anti )lrs. F. JL lit'rr-Jarrett, of Burnett, )lonlego Bay

31.4RG.\ RET,
infant daughter of )[r. and JIrs. A. A. Xathau, or l:lerts,

England

ELIZABE'fH.
.daughter of 1\lr. and 1\lrs. Will. S Haughton-James. ot

Savanna-la-Mar

P LANTERS' PUNCH has pleasure this year in
printing the portraits of "Some Children of

.Jamaica."
Margaret Nathan comes into the category of the

-Children of Jamaica in this way. Although born,
like her father and mother, in England, and though
(unlike them) not haVing
yet seen this island, Margaret
is connected with Jamaica
on the paternal side. Her
grandfather comes of an
(lId Jamaica family and es
tablished one of the biggest
businesses here, a business at
the head of which is his son,
Margaret's father. The late
Mr. A. M. Nathan was an
outstanding figure in the
West Indian business world;
he was a man of keen and
robust intellect, strong char
acter, and striking appear
ance. Even when he settled
in England, where he had
married, he came often to
Jamaica; in Jamaica he had
been born, in Jamaica he
died. during the great earth
quake of 1907, and now
his son comes annually to
this island and sometimes
Mrs. Nathan with him.
Which means that Margaret
will make her advent here
some day-the surest thing
in the world. She will want to see grandpa's birth
place, and in the winter months when she is grown
up, she may come to enjoy the warmth and sunshine
and festivities of this country. But that is some time
hence; meanwhile she stands, a chubby little figure,
as representative of quite a large number of people
in England and Scotland whose ancestors were con
nected with Jamaica and who maintain in some sort
that conne\3tion.

T HE other children whose pictures adorn this
page were not only born here but have grown

up here, and their parents are also of the country.
In their hill home just outside of Montego Bay the
Kerr-Jarrett children live, a lively, lovable group of
kiddies, from Christine the tiniest, to Joyce, who sits
in our piclure as though she were well aware that
age, or being the oldest pl'esent, brings vast respon
sibilities. Yet there is something about her eyes
that warns you that in another minute or so she
will be up and jumping and playing with her broth
ers and sisters with the heartiest abandon, which is
just ,,,hat she ought to do.

A 3 for Miss Haughton-James, otherwise known as
Elizabeth, she sits with a sweet little face hold

ing her big teddy bear, and she is for all the
world like a lovely little doll. But do not under
rate the courage of ;\1iss Hauo-hton-James. She is
absolutely fearless. Her father owns a great A!·
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T
HE talk of the half-dozen m':!n on the veranda

of th(! Singapore Club-a couple of mer
chants, a planter in town on business, an
officer of an Indian regiment. a globe-trot

ting professor from an American university, and a
sea-captain-had drifted desultorily from the specific
instance of the famous Indian rope-trick, resuscitat
ed by a British magazine that lay upon the club
tables and contested sceptically by the Anglo-Indian
officer, to the general topic of the alleged ability of
the Asiatic to make people "see what isn't there."
The American professor, whose speciality, as he con
fessed, was psychology, manifested a pertinacious in
terest in the subject. But his direct questions to
these habitual dwellers in the Middle and Far East
elicited only contemptuous negatives or vague second
and third hand stories without evidential value. Mer
chants, planter, and officer alike had quite obviously
none of them seen any tricks upon which the profes
sor could safely base his rather rashly enunciated
theory of special hypnotic powers possessed by the
inscrutable races whose surface energies are so pro
fitably exploited by the white man. He turned at
last to the sea-captain, who had sat puffing at his
cheroot in silence.

"And you, Captain Williamson? You have voy
aged about these seas for the best part of a genera
tion-have you never been confronted by one of these
inexplicable phenomena of which the travellers tell
us?"

Captain Williamson changed the duck-clad leg
which crossed the other and smiled a little with his
grey eyes. Caressing the neat pointed beard which
accentuated the oval of his intelligent face, he re
plied, thoughtfully:-

"Well, professor-I have. Once. Personally,
though I saw the affair with my own eyes, I don't
even now know what to make of it. Perhaps your
hypnotic theory might explain it." He shrugged his
shoulders.

"Will you not tell us the story?" entreated the
professor. "It is so rare to receive trustworthy first
hand evidence of anything abnormal."

Captain Williamson glanced rather diffidently
around upon his companions.

"Fire away, cap'en!" exclaimed one of the mer
chants, slapping him amicably on the knee. "You've
always got a good yarn."

"This happens to be a true one," said the cap
tain, with a smile of tolerance, "but, of course, yon
are under no compulsion to believe it."

"Drinks all round on the one who doesn't!" de
creed the planter. "Go ahead! Don't ask us to be
lieve rubber is going to boom again, that's all. Short
of that, we'll believe anything."

"Well:' began Captain Williamson. his eyes fol
lowing reflectively the long, deliberate puff of smoke
he blew into the air, "perhaps some of you may re
member Captain Strong-'Iucky Jim Strong'? Twen
ty-five years or so ago he was one of the best-known
skippers in the Pacific, celebrated almost. Men talk
ed of him with a certain awe, as of a man who had
a good fortune that was nothing short of uncanny.
He had been engaged in all sorts of desperate enter
prises, frequently illicit, and always he emerged un
harmed and gorged with profits. Only all the San
Francisco banks put together, for he dealt with all
of them, could tell you what he was worth, but it
was certainly a very large sum. However wealthy he
was, he apparently derived very little enjoyment from
his money. He was always at sea in his ship, the
Mary Gleeson. of which he was both owner and skip
per, and stayed in port only just long enough to dis
charge one cargo and pick up another. His personal
habits were almost unknown, but of course a legend
of eccentricity grew up around them as a companion
to the legend of his supernatural luck.

"It happened, as the finale to sundry personal ad
ventures with which I will not weary you, that about
a quarter of a century ago I found myself sailing
out of the port of San Francisco as first officer to
the Mary Gleeson. I was quite a young man, and it
was my first job as mate. We were bound to Saigon,
in Cochin China, with a cargo of American arms and
ammunition consigned to the French Government.

"At last we made the tall promontory of Cape
St. Jacques, and took on board the half-caste pilot
who was to navigate us the sixty miles up the river
to Saigon. It was early morning when we crossed
the bar, and relieved from the dil-ect responsibilities
of navigation, Captain Strong and I sat all day in
deck chairs under the awning of the bridge. The
damp, close heat was suffocating, and neither of us
had mucll desire to talk, but I fancied that a more
tllan usually heavy moodiness layover the skipper.
He was certainly not quite normal. He frowned to
himself, bit his lip, and his eyes roved in an uneasy
sort of recognition from side to side of the stream
as we rounded reach after interminable reach. I felt
that some secret anxiety possessed him, but of course
r could not ask him straight out what it was. Rather
diffidently, I did venture on one question.

"'Ever been here before, sir?' I asked.

"He shot a SUSPICIOUS look at me, directly into
my eyes, b(!fore he answered.

U 'Once.'
"The tone of that reply effectually checked any

further exhibition of the curiosity it heightened.
"The worst heat of the day was over when we

dropped anchor in the broad stream opposite the
European-looking city of Saigon. To my pleasure,
Captain Strong invited me to go ashore with him,
and in a few minutes the gig was pulling us towards
the rows of fine-looking Government buildings which
stretch back from the quays.

. """Ve went to the Government House and filled
up a few dozens of those useless papers without
which the French functionary dare do nothing, and
received vague assurances that in a few days we

Children of Jamaica

BARBARA,
daughter of Sir R. E. Stubbs, Governor of Jamaica, and

La,ly Stubbs, C.B.E.

FIRST of all, w11at has littie Barbara Stubbs to do
with the chilchen of Jamaica, since she only

came to Jamaica with her father and mother in
April of 1926?

Well, Miss Barbara lives with her parents, the
Governor and his wife, in Jamaica; she will spend,
with periodical holidays abroad, some time in this
country; when she leaves it for school somewhere in
England she will carry away memories of it that
will not fade, for by then she will be big enough to
have received lasting impress10ns of the land she has
lived in and its peopie she has met. Children, in
deed, are far more receptive than sometimes they
are given credit for being, and it is what they see
and hear in early childhood that they frequently
remember vividly in the years to come. So Miss
Barbara Stubbs will not forget Jamaica, and mean
time she is of the country, for her father is head of
the country, King's representative and people's rep
resentative in one. And doubtless Barbara has some
thing of his brain: if so, she is learning and absorb
ing more than you might think. Anyhow, no one
can now deny, after her claims have thus been set
forth, that she may be called one of the children of
Jamaica.

should be allowed to unload the arms of which the
French troops were in urgent need. Our business
completed as far as possible. Captain Strong hesitat
ed for a moment or two, biting his lip in that odd
way I had noticed coming up the river. Irresolution
of any kind was a most uncommon phenomenon in
him. Then suddenly, evidently giving way to a pow
erful impulse, I heard him murmur to himself, 'Give
'em a chance, anyway!'

"Throwing a curt 'Come along!' to me, he set
off at a tremendous pace through the streets with
the assurance of a man who can' find his way about
any town where he has been once previously. I fol
lowed him, puzzled by the words I had overheard,
wondering whither he was going, and noting the
r.ative ,population with curious eyes. The Annamite

men are a stunted, degenerate race, in abject terror
of their white masters, but the women are, many of
them, surprisingly attractive. I had plenty of oppor
tunity for comparison, for very soon we found our
selves among a swarm of both sexes at the station of
the steam-tram which runs to Cho-lon, the Chinese
town a few miles up the river.

"During the ride on the tram Captain Strong
did not open his lips. He stared steadily in front of
him in a curious kind of way, like, a man inexor
ably pursuing some allotted line of action.

"Arrived at Cho-Ion, he struck quickly through
the squalid streets of the Chinese town, looking
neither to right nor left, and saying not a word: 'We
had passed right through the town before he gave me
a hint of our objective. Then he made a gesture up
wards, as if to reassure me that we were near our
journey's end.

"Beyond the last houses, on an eminence backed
by the primeval jungle, a Buddhist temple of pagoda
fashion rose above us, the terminus of the rough
track up which we were stumbling. As we drew
near I saw that it was dilapidated, its courtyard over
grown, deserted evidently by both priests and wor
shippers.

"Was this what Captain Strong had come to see?
Somewhat puzzled, I glanced at his face under the
pith helmet. His lips were compressed, his eyes
stern as though defying some secret danger. At the
entrance gateway, festooned and almost smothered
in parasitic vegetation, he stopped and stared into
the desolate courtyard. Then, after a moment of the
curious hesitation which I had already remarked
that day, he entered.

"A deathlike stillness brooded over the place.
The great doorless portal of the temple, flanked by
huge and staring figures, confronted us, opening on
to a black, unillumined interior like the entrance to
a tomb. Weeds grew between the flags of the thres
hold. An atmosphere of indefinable evil, as though
the very stones held the memory of some awful cal
amity, pervaded the silence. I shuddered in a sud
den sense of the sinister in this abandonment, and
glanced involuntarily at my companion as if from
his face I might divine the cause. It was impossible
to guess his thoughts. His jaw was locked hard, his
face expressionless.

"Then I perceived that we were not alone. Slink
ing round the outer wall came a wretched-looking
native. His long robe was torn and dirty. His yel
low face, lit by two slanting beady eyes, was emaciat
ed and sunken. His shaven crown was wrinkled to
the top. The limbs which protruded from his gown
were as thin as sticks. In his hand he held a beg
gar's bowl. Remarking us, he stopped dead, watch
ing us with his horribly bright, fever-like eyes. In
stinctively, I don't know why, I put him down as
the last of the priests, still haunting this once pros
perous and now deserted temple.

"Captain Strong took no notice of him and ad
vanced towards the portal. Somewhat apprehensive
ly, I followed him and peered in, but the darkness,
by comparison with the intense light outSide, was so
complete that I could see nothing. My curiosity get
ting the better of my nervousness, I stepped inside,
though, I confess, rather gingerly. After a minute
or two, my eyes accustoming themselves to the
gloom, I could see the great bronze figure of the
Buddha towering above me, facing the door. Its
placid face, uplifted far above the passions of men,
looked as though it were patiently awaiting the day
when this abandonment should cease and its wor
shippers return to adoration of its serenity. No
precious stone now reflected the light from the door,
and the huge candlesticks on either side of it were
empty, the days of their scintillating illumination
long past.

"Captain Strong, I noticed, remained on the
threshold, silhouetted black against the sunshine;
but, emboldened by my impunity, I took another step,
or two forward. I recoiled quickly. Something stirred...
in the lap of the Buddha and a snake erected its head
in a sudden movement. Its eyes gleamed at me from
the shadow like two green precious stones.

"I swung round to shout a warning to Captain.
Strong. If there was one there were probably others.
of these deadly guardians of the divine image. There:
were_ To my horror, I saw another snake uncoil
itself from a crevice in the doorway, on a level with
his neck, and draw its head back in the poise for
the fatal dart. I don't know whether he heard my
inarticulate cry. His perception of the danger was
simultaneous with mine. But he made no blundering
movement of confusion. Swift as lightning his hand
shot out and grasped the snake firmly close under
the head, where its fangs could not touch him. Then
with a quick jerk he flung it into the courtyard. The
snake writhed away in a flash.

"Such a display of cool, swift courage I have
never seen before or since. I ran out to him where
he stood in the courtyard gazing after the vanished
snake, and excitedly expressed my admiration. He
turned round on me with a grim smile and shrugged

(ContinueCl on Page 11).
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'THE LURE OF MONTECO BAY
A A"merican, mentioning the induce-
- ments to travel which had entered in-
to his experience, set down as among the
chief of them the sunsets of Montego Bay:
those had lingered in his memory and would
draw him once again to cross the ocean and
to visit this land of palm and sunshine and
purling brooks.

And of a truth the pageantry of the
skies is to be seen in all its splendour when
the sun is sinking into the great sheet of
green and azure water which fronts the
town of Montego Bay, the town that sits
upon the sloping ground at the water's
edge, bathed in the light which suffuses the
atmosphere, a mellow, golden light that lin
gers a little while until the darkness comes
with a rush and the stars of heaven shine
forth.

It is a sight, once seen, that never can
be forgotten. To the west the horizon flames
into scarlet, with wide bands of orange
flung across it, and the rim of the sea is
deepest purple and the clouds above are
tinged with pearl and pink. It looks as
though a mighty conflagration raged out
yonder, as though a far and unseen forest
were being given to the fire; then the col
ours deepen, blend, spears of light are flung
up towards the zenith; suddenly, almost tak
ing the spectator unawares, there comes a
change. The colours are fading, the lumin
ous water grows pale, the heart of the sun
plunges swiftly down below the line where
sky meets cloud; and it is night. Even
ing after evening this pageantry is display
ed, this miracle of sky and water and pal
pitating sun. Evening after evening Apollo
drives homewards his fiery steeds, and his
path is a path of glory and his way the
way of light. No wonder those who have wit
nessed from some vantage point in Montego
Bay this diurnal carnival of light and colour
long for it again when they have left it far
behind them. '0 wonder that they think
and write about it as of one of the priceless
possessions of their minds.

THERE is a peculiar attraction about Mon
tego Bay. This may be due to the cir

cumstance that while it is a progressive
place it is also one of the oldest towns in the
island; it has gone forward but still retains
its hold upon the past. Port Antonio is
modern. Spanish Town is ancient. Savanna
la-Mar and Black River are essentially ports
of parishes; they have not grown consider·
ably, neither can ever hope to be classed as
the second town of Jamaica; they have no
prospect of developing into cities. But Mon
tego Bay will grow into a city and confid
ently expects to do so. Yet its people still
have much of the past about them; they are
still a people with rural affinities, they have
not become completely urbanised. When in
l\lontego Bay, one feels that one is among
country folk who havc some or all of the vir
tues of such folIc And. without knowing it,
visitors to Montego Bay, whether from Eng
land, Canada, America, or even Kingston,
are attracted by this character of the towns
people as much as by the wonderful sea
bathing of Montego Bay, the beautiful drives
in the vicinity, and the splendid sunsets.

Hospitality and friendliness mark the
attitude of the Montegonians; they treat the
tourist as a friend when they get to know
him, and they get to know him ve;'y easily.
The visitor to Montego Bay finds that
though he may be a stranger, with a tem
porary residence at one of the three excel
lent hotels with which the town is provided,
he (or she) will be welcomed at the tennis
club and will receive invitations to pTivate
'parties; will be made much of if he or she
is agreeable, and will realise once more that
it is pleasant human companionship that
makes a sojourn anywhere a delightful
event. "Everybody is so friendly, so nice,"
is an expression one hears often on the lips
of those who have visited Montego Bay. And
so people travel from England and the
States again and again to stay some time in
Montego Bay. They do not feel like strang
ers after their original visit; they feel "at
home" in this little town of the tropics. It
could hardly be the same in a big city. It
might not be the same even in a town of
nine or ten thousand people in any other
part of the world except Jamaica.

T HE reason is that Montego Bay retains
the feeling of old days when it was

almost a religion that the stranger must be
made happy and a guest appreciated.

I)QCTOR'S CAVE. ONE OJ,' THE FIXEST BATlLlXG BEACHES TO BE FOUXD AXYWHERE

I'

1'HE SQUARE, i)IOXTEGO BAY, THE CENTRE OF THE TOWN'S CO:lDIERCIAL ACTIVITIES

MONTEGO BAY, SEEN FROM THE HILL. A VISION OF NESTLING HOUSES AND SHHHNG SEA
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'There was a time when there were no hotels in
.Jamaica outside of Kingston, and even in Kingston
no one greatly desired to live in a hotel. If you
travelled through the country you' must stay with
some proprietor or other; you must throw yourself
upon his hospitality. He, on the other hand, looked
upon himself as obliged to render you any service he
reasonably could; and to do this
was more than a duty. It was a
pleasure; you brought him news
from elsewhere, you came to vary
the monotony of his existence,
you were a stimulant in his life.
This feeling grew with the pass
age of the years, and when times
and conditions changed, when hot
els had to be built for visitors and
strangers. the feeling itself per
sisted. So the visitor is still a
guest, he still has claims upon the
consideration and services of the
people. He still is served, out of
;;heer goodwill and not merely on
account of his money. He is not
a mere number, he is a person.
Unless he chooses he need not re
main a stranger. He may become
a friend.

It is symbolical of the Mon
tego Bay atmosphere, the meeting
of the old with the new, that al
most within the town itself there
is a sugar estate. From nearly
any'part of the town you may see
its tall chimneys and watch the
smoke billowing from its summit. Sugar is one
of the oldest things produced in Jamaica, and
originally Montego Bay was a sugar port. It is
much more to-day, yet it remains a sugar port;
to S0111e extent it is yet a sugar' town, though
the economic interests of the parish of which it is
the business centre are now 1110re
yaried than ever they were before.
So the old atmosphere lingers in
the town, an atmosphere that
brings to the mind a nostalgia of
"far away and long ago," a nost
algia that mingles with the emo
tions 0[ modernity of which one
is conscious when one sees the
town lit up by night with elec
tricity or hears its people talk
about the construction of a deep
water pier which is to accommo
date ships that come from the
greater cities of the world.

BUT it is not of the atmosphere
that most people speak when

they are talking about Montego
Bay; that is a thing they feel
without putting their feeling into
words. What they talk about and
rave over is the sea-bathing of
:\10ntego Bay. As you approach
the town by the road from the
east. the road which runs for
miles along a coast renowned for
beauty. your attention is caught
by a sheet of silver sand washed
hy pellucid waters of blue. 'fhis sand is firm. fine,
and the extent of it at once proclaims its attractions
as a bathing beach. But it is the water far more
than the sand which has made Montego Bay famous
as a b~thing resort. What is it that has given to
this ,vater its peculiar quality of exhilaration? Why
does it stimulate, refresh, sending
through one's body a thrill of joy
ousness which is a tonic to the
spirit? Why should the sea here
possess this power of spiritual re
juvenation? Is it mental as well
as physical, is it due to a com
IJination of gleaming sand, golden
HUlllight. water crystal-clear, and
a holiday mood? Is it something
ill the air as well as in the sea?
,rhatever the explanation, the
fact itself is indisputable that
nlonlego Bay is the island's great
est bathing resort, and is probab
ly destined to become one of the
v;orld's celebrated bathing resorts.
The Doctor's Cave, as the beach
is called-the beach with the cave
\';here the shadows linger-is al
i sady written about in other coun
tries; this beach is recommended
by men like Sir Herbert Barker
and other apostles of sun-cure as
an ideal spot for absorbing
through tbe s1dn's pores the
healing rays of sunlight. In
valids ana olhers now travel
thousands of miles to bask upon it and to bathe in
the adjacent waters, but the most of those who
frequent the 1])ocior's Cave are not invalids but peo
ple in search of 1Jleasure; and pleasure in abundance
they find thel'e. The air is filled with the sound of
laughter and with happy shouts in the mornings and
aflernoons ,01.a Jamaica winter's day as the bathers

swim and dive and disport themselves; and even all
day long there are those who seek the water, finding
in it an attraction irresistible.

There is a Bath Club in lVIontego Bay, and the
energetic members of it have built bath houses and
diving stands at Doctor's Cave. On holidays aquatic
sports are sometimes given there, and then the

TUE ETHELHAltT HOTEL

town's society assembles in garments of variegated
co;ours intent upon enjoyment, and at night there
".'ill be dancing in the hotels, and to these sports
and dances will go people from all paris of the is,
land, for no one wishes to miss them. l\fontego Bay's
fe3tivities co not appeal only to the people of the

THE DOCTOWS C.1VE HOTEL

parish of St. James and to the tourists who may at
the moment be staying in the tOWI1. They have a
wider appeal than that. Folk will travel from King
ston and St. Andrew, a hundred and twenty miles
away, to dance the night out in Montego Bay and to
swim in its unrivalled waters. No wonder lVlontego

TilE ST.U'.FOitDSHlRE HOTEL

Day believes that its most valuable possession is that
stretch' of sand and miles of shelving sea protected
by a great barrier or submerged reef over which the
breakers foam continually.

THE town itself is built at the foot of the hills
surrounding it, with wharves along its water

front, business premises around and near the square,
houses of one or two storeys in the streets that lead
in various directions from the square, and with the
residences of the wealthier people on the surrounding
heights. The Spanish system of laying out a town
has influenced at least two of the urban centres of
Jamaica. Always the Spaniards laid out a square,

and about it they constructed
their principal buildings, usually
a cathedral, the Governor's palace,
the chief Government offices,
while room might be left for im
pOl'tant business establishments;
and when Montego Hay began to
rise the Spanish idea of the
square with streets radiating from
it, and the buildings surrounding
it, prevailed among the English
residents.

U P to but a few mdnths ago
Montego Bay was plunged in

darkness after the flaming colours
had faded out of the sky and the
day was done. From the windows
of houses came a dull gleam from
the kerosene lamps that shed an
unsatisfactory illumination with
in. The streets were dark, the
square. slumbered in deep shadow,
only the moving-picture house
blazed out with lights. To-day it
is different. A franchise grante<.l
to the Henriques Brothers of
Kingston has resulted in the con-
struction of a power house ill

Montego Bay; electricity is generated in that
power house, and now the town's inhabitants boast
that its streets are better lighted than Kingston's,
which still depend on gas. The square at night,
with its beds of flowering shrubs and its fountain,
stands out in a blaze of brightness; at fairly close

intervals in its thoroughfares rise
electric lamps which have abolish
ed the melancholy depression that
the promenadeI' felt when he at
tempted to walk about the streets
of Montego Bay in former times.

MONTEGO BAY is still a coun
try town, as said above,

hence some of the picturesque as
pects of its outdoor life. You
stand in the square of a Saturday
morning and watch the country
people as they swarm in, some on
their way to the big market to
dispose of the produce they have
brought, others thronging to th a
well·stocked shops to buy sup
plies for the week. They come
with their donkeys, they carry
heavy loads upon their heads,
they squat upon the sidewalks
vending merchandise, they gather
round the garden in the square
discussing matters of interest to
them and filiing the air with chat
tering sound. Motor cars spin
past. The magnates of the town,
the magnates of the surrounding

country, drive by; they are known to everyone by
sight and name; they salute and are saluted; they
b~long to the town and have in it a personal interest
that is almost possessional. Through the streets creak
wains chawn by many yoke of oxen, ponderous, slow,
tile c;rivel's waving long whips and shouting to their

cattle strange words in a stentori-
an voice. Men saunter along, go
ing hither and yon on business;
but no one has very far to go, for
in such a compact community the
distances are slight.

OUT yonder, on somewhat high
er ground. stands the princi

pal church of this town, the Angli
can Church. St. James, which was
finished in 1782. One eSChpes into
it for a while, from the glare out
side and the c:amonr of voices,
and one finds in its cool interior
a grateful crepuscule and a silence
broken only by the stirring of
wind-moved, surrounding trees.
H~re, for nearly a hundred and
Hfty years, have generations of
the townspeople worshipped. And
in the graveyard outside, and be-

,low the pavement of the building
itself, lie the bones of men and
women whose lives and deeds
formed part of Montego Bay's
story. The epitaphs on monument
and gravestone attest to their vir-
tues, many of their names are

now forgotten; few of them would recognise to-day
the town of Montego Bay as the place they once
knew. For there has been change, and there will be
still more change as time goes on. 'With it all,
one hopes that the town will never lose the charm, so
impossible to describe, so perceptible, which has
gained for it so many lovers and friends.
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CJ3ERNARCfJ LODGE

TIlE SUGAR FAOTORl: AT BERNARD LODGE: ULTUIATE CAPACITY 20,000 TONS

T HE writer remembers well his first visit to Bern
ard Lodge. It was growing dark when he got

to the property, and standing about- it singly or in
groups, or lying heaVily on the ground, were numer
<IUS cattle, all engaged in chewing the cud and graz
ing in front of them with that ruminative air which
~attle have. The house itself was then a private resi
dence, a two-storey structure built long ago and in
habited by a succession of penkeepers and planters
who had lived and died and been forgotten; huge
fruit trees studded the ground not far from the
house, and over the whole there was an atmosphere
of peacefulness, not untouched by decay; one felt
that here one could sleep for ages, "the world forget
ting, by the world forgot."

A little later a half moon swung in the sky, sil
vering the scene below. You felt that you were miles
away from any other human habitation, that this
was a bit of old Jamaica where progress was un
known, where no one hustled, where one was content
if there was enough to eat, with a roof to keep out
the rain and to shield you from the inclement winds.
The soil here might be rich, its potentialities valu
able, but who gave much thought to that? Penkeep
ing was easy, it provided a liVing if not affluence, it
reduced all labour troubles to a minimum. And
these were the tropics, the land of let well alone, the
country of the line of least resistance, the refuge
of those who would rather drift with the stream than
struggle against it. Some such thoughts came into

the writer's mind though he was then but a lad, and
during the days he spent
at Bernard Lodge he
thought only of rest, and
rest and still more rest.
for that was the note of
the surroundings. othing
changed there much, one
day followed another, each
like to each, and it appear
ed that as it was, so had
it always been, ana 3l'

would always be. Yet
some years afterwards a
transformation occurred.
And to-day there is noth
ing at Bernard Lodge to
remind you of what it
looked like five-and-twenty
or even fifteen years ago.

/\. WAND has been pas
~~ sed over it, the wand
of capital, industry and
energy. It had begun to
change some time before;
bananas had taken the
place of cattle to some ex
tent. But it was not until
Mr. Cecil Lindo came with
his brothers to Jamaica
that Bernard Lodge be
came transformed into
what it is at present. The
mind of an entrepreneur
saw its possibilities; Mr.
Cecil Lindo entered into
an agreement with Mr.
Allan Keeling; the result
was the Bernard Lodge
Central Sugar Factory, the
jirst of its kind in Jamaica. For long had we all
talked about establishing central sugar factories in
Jamaica, a"king the Government to estaulisn them.
Mr. Lindo did not talk. Associated with Mr. Keel
ing, and aided by his brothers, he acted. He accom
plished what others speculated on as a possibility.
With him, in the beginning, was not the word but
the act. And to-day he has taken over the whole
business that was then begun and was afterwards
established, and to-day the Bernard Lodge Sugar
Central is one of the most modern and up-to-date
usines of its size to be seen in any part of the
Caribbean tropics.

It has been under the general management of
Mr. Percy Lindo, who not only knows every inch
of the ground but is in constant touch with it by
telephone. At this writer's request, arrangements
were made in May of 1927 for a visit to this factory,
and the resident manager cordially received him
and Mr. Roy Nelson (who formed one of the party),
one morning, and took the party through the works
and the sugar and banana farms. Some hours were
spent on this, hot but instructive and profitable hours.
And all the while one asked oneself: where is the
Bernard Lodge of former days? For not even the
house was there. And the only cattle one saw were
those drawing cane carts and toiling in the fields.
Everywhere was the quiet but strenuous manifest
ations of endeavour directed towards bulk production
<In the most economical scale. And where mango and
other comparatively useless trees had once stood
were now cane farms and flourishing fields of banana.
.But let us come to details.

T HE name of Bernard Lodge is given to the whole
enterprise, but the land included is far greater

in extent than the Bernard Lodge Penn ever was.
The area of the Keeling-Lindo enterprise at the time
of the writer's visit was no less than 16,435 acres,
which meant that several properties had been thrown
into one. It is' certainly the largest single undertak
ing of its kind in Jamaica.

First of all, we went round and through the fac
tory itself, the sugar factory, and the first thing that
struck us was the apparatus for loading the mill. It
is shown in one of the illustrations accompanying
this article; it is at once a labour-saving device and
a means whereby the mill can be steadily, quickly
and continuously supplied with cane.

The huge cane-trucks are brought up to a sort
of receiver and emptied into it. One by one the
trucks come along, pause, are tipped over, deliver
their canes, and pass on. The huge receptacle into
which they are emptied is attached to a perpetually
moving machine, a sort of staircase or sloping eleva
tor, and this moves upwards conveying the cane to
the great rollers that break and crush them, and from
these the cane passes to other rollers which squeeze
them dryer and dryer until the slender rounded stalks
which go in at one end come out at the other as
pulverised trash. You watch this process fascinated.
There is a hum and thunder of machinery, there
flows a steady stream of juice from the mill into
gutters which carry it into the vats where it is
boiled down to syrup and into sugar; you follow the

process: you see not only the cane being ground but
the sugar pouring out at another part of the build
ing and being packed into bags. The whole process
is continuous, for this is the modern way of manu
facturing one of the world's great commodities. And
then perhaps you think of the Jamaica sugar factory
of some twenty years ago: the tiny three-roUeI mi·ll
which could not extract more than fifty per cent. of
juice from the cane, the open "taches" in which the
juice was boiled, the wasteful methods that then pre
vailed-and the little army of workers that clustered
'about the mill. This newer method, you may say,
saves labour; it is economical; it is vitally neces
sary; but what about the labourers whose labour has
been dispensed with? What about the workers who
might have been employed in a smaller if ancient
concern? The answer to this is that Bernard Lodge,
in spite of all its labour-saving machinery and means
of transportation, employs in all some 3,500 workers.
It would have taken many sugar estates of the older
type to provide employment for that number.

L ABOUR-SAVING machinery such as that which
we see at Bernard Lodge does not mean that

few men are required: it means that more sugar can
be made in a specific time, that more land can
be planted out in cane, and that, therefore, more
human labour must be utilised. And wages go up
in consequence. At Bernard Lodge-bearing in mind
that this name covers properties attached to the
original penn or plantation-there are at present
3,500 acres under cane cultivation. But the de
velopment will not cease; there is yet much more
to come. The ground was broken for cane cultiva-

tion on a large scale in 1917; the first sugar crop'
was taken off in January, 1919; nearly ten thousancL
tons of sugar are now produced but the total capacity
of the factory is twenty thousand tons, and that is:
the ultimate production aimed at by Mr. Cecil Lindo.
The factory ca::J. be enlarged; if water is available, the
cane area of the property will be increased. Water is.
the great desideratum, and much thought is being'
given to supplementing the supply at Bernard Lodge..

From the St. Catherine Irrigation Works Bern·
ard Lodge is supplied with water; there is also a
good rainfall in St. Catherine, but as the weather'
is capricious this cannot always be depended upon.
The Keeling-Lindo enterprise, therefore, for long ad··
vocated the pumping of an additional supply of water
from the Ferry River, a never-failing source which.
runs through the plain in which Bernard Lodge is·
situated. This scheme is now under the Govern-
ment's consideration; it is certain to be carried
through, and when it is more of the Bernard Lodge
lands can be put in cane and banana cultivation..
Meanwhile Bernard Lodge has resorted to pu.mping.
There is water running under the surface of St. Cath
erine, and up to now eight wells have been sunk in
the properties and water from these is pumped up
with electricity and spread over the adjoining fields.
by means of small irrigation channels. The power for
the pumping is supplied by the Jamaica Public Ser-
vice Company, wh ich chiefly operates in Kingston
and Lower St. Andrew, but aims at supplying, if pos-
Gible, industrial undertakings elsewhere with elec-

tric power for industrial
purposes. Mr. Roy Nelson.
the company's chief elec
trical engineer, explained
the method of work to the
writer; but indeed that is:
simple and was seen to be
effective at a glance. The
power is turned on, the
pump begins to work, the
little pumping house is.
closed, and if anything
goes wrong and the pump
ing ceases, an alarm is au
tomatically sou n d e d,
which brings someone ta
the spot to see what is the
troublE:. No human lab
our is involved. You see
the pump at work, you see
the water pouring from a
gutter into the irrigation
channel and being thus.
conveyed to smaller chan
nels, to be turned on to
patches of cane or bananas.
as may be required, and
you know that by this.
means land which might
otherwise have to remain
idle is rendered fertile and
fruitful. An additional
couple of pumps are pro
jected, making ten in all;
if more underground water
is found which can econ
omically be brought to the
surface, it will be util-
ised. Thus by different

means Bernard Lodge will be provided with a great
er supply of water in the future. Year by year its
production will increase.

THE factory depends mainly, almost entirely, upon
its own cane, but it also purchases cane grown in

the neighbourhood by sma11 farmers. All that these
can offer is bought, special weighing machines have
been erected at a convenient centre and the independ
ent growers send their cane to these machines, where
it is carefully weighed, and receive their payment
and are content with this arrangement. They take
no risk. They can utilise land that may be better
suited to cane than to fruit; by growing cane also,
as well as bananas, these smaller men put in a sort of
insurance against storms, for while the banana
will go down before a fairly violent gust of wind, the
cane will suffer little or no damage. Thus, besides
creating a demand for labour, the Bernard Lodge en·
terprise encourages production, and a diversity of
production, among peasant proprietors and moderat(·
farmers in its section of St. Catherine. It has helped
to bring about an agricultural revival not confined
to itself alone.

As an instance of the effort made towards prod
ucing sugar on the most economical basis possible,
it may be mentioned that the factory plans to use
coal instead of the dessicated cane trash that remains
after the juice has been pressed out of the cane. This
powdered and dried trash is known as megass or
baO'asse, and is usually utilised as fuel for the mill's
engine and boilers. But it is not sufficient as a rule,
so wood has to be burnt along with it, and the prob
lem of finding sufficient fuel is sometimes a serious
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,one with a Jamaica sugar estate. The Bernard Lodge
people, however, believe that it is cheaper to burn
coal in their mill; the refuse of the cane they propose
to pack into bags and export to a millboard- and
paper-making country. The price for the megass is
more than the price of coal, there is greater profit in
.selling it than in employing it as fuel. By this means
money is saved. And by a few similar economies a
better financial showing is achieved--a greater degree
{)[ commercial success.

A FTER an inspection of the factory on the day
the writer visited Bernard Lodge, we took our

]Jlaces on the open platform of a truck and went for
a long ride through the fields. The sun was now
high up above us and blazing with true West Indian
fervour; the plain stretched away, verdant, cultivat
ed, thriving; as far as the eye could reach were mani
fold evidences of activity and directing energy.

Bernard Lodge produces bananas as well as
.sugar. There have been years when sugar prices
have sunk very low and fruit has been far more
profitable. Bananas, therefore, are a safeguard
against low cane prices and so they are cultivated at
Bernard Lodge; besides, within the bounds of even a
moderately-sized Jamaica plantation may be found
two qualities of soil, one on which it is more profit
.able to grow fruit than cane, and vice versa. 'Ve

ee this on our journey through the Bernard Lodge
properties. It is not the cane farms that are near
est to the factory. We first COllle upon and pass
banana cultivations, and we are told it has been
found more advantageous to grow bananas in this
situation because of the soil and of the proximity to
.abundant water. It is true this means that the cane
must be brought from a slightly greater distance,
but the cost has been carefully worked out and the
results justify the arrangement.' So it is growing
bananas we first notice as we leave the factory, and
thi fruit is among the very best produced in
Jamaica.

T HE Keeling-Lindo enterprise has always aimed at
quality as well as at bulk production. By atten

tion to quality it has obtained much better prices
than would otherwise have been possible. Irrigated
land gives better returns than non-irrigated land;
the supply of moisture to the fruit trees is uniform
and continuous, and the soil can be much more easily
kept free from weeds. So we find some 2,300 acres
devoted to the banana at Bernard Lodge, and we
know that this area yields a very large proportion of
big bunches of bananas, the sort of fruit that the
trade prefers. As we pass these banana fields. a
hasty glance is sufficient to take note of the care with
which the trees are tended. They ai'e not permitted
to grow as fortune may decree. They are cultivaterl.
Special labour and attention are devoted to them,
and the price their product brings is ample recom
pense.

W HE - you have passed these banana fieids you
cnter into the region of the cane. This is

plantcd in different sections or farms and is in all
its various stages of development. Out yonder is a
stretch of ploughed earth with tiny plants showing
faint spears of green above the surface here and
there. Workers are scattered about this field, singly
or in groups; you can see that they are doing some
thing to the plants, though you do not quite perceive
what. Opposite. on the other side of the train track,
is a fie~d of full-grown ripe cane upon which the
r2apcrs are already at work. It grows thickly, it
displays a mass of narrow dark-green leaves; you
are toid that it is the Uba, a disease-resisting cane
resorted to when other canes are being treated for
the mosaic disease. It is not the best for sugar con
tent, but it is a help in time of difficulty. It is upon
other varieties of cane, however, that Bernard Lodge
as well as other Jamaica factories for the most part
depend.

And as you proceed you see the young cane cover-

iug the surface oj' the fields, and still farther on, so
far that you can just locate them, are two grear.
Fowler Steam Ploughs, machines which are engines
alld ploughs in one, breaking new ground. These
dig deep, they bite into the toughest soil and break
it up, they al'e the latest things of their kind, and
though they are expensive they pay for themselves
many times over before they need to be scrapped.
Other ploughs are employed also, the ox has his
function to perform in making the soil fit for plant
ing. And human labour does its part, for, in the
last resort. no machinery can finally replace the hand
and the brain of man.

T HROUGH this plantation there is laid some ele
ven and a half miles of railroad of standard

gauge. One of our illustrations shows a cane train
of the Bernard Lodge Factory; a big Baldwin loco
motive is drawing it towards the mill, the cars (each
of thirty tons capacity) are fully loaded; and it may
here be mentioned t~at at Bernard Lodge there are

- - ---~----,

CONVEYUiG CA~'ES TO THE FACTORY BY MEANS OF A BALDWIN LOCOMOTIVE AXD SPFCIAL CANE CARS



16 P LA N T E R S' PUNCH 1928

LOADIXG A CA::-'E TRAIX AT BZRXARD LODGE FRO)I OX-CARTS THAT PICK UP THE CAXE IX TilE FIELDS

no fewer than ninety of these cars. There are also
five Baldwin locomotives, one of which weighs sev
enty-five tons. To watch one of these cane trains
rushing at full speed towards its destination is to
experience a thrill of satisfaction at the aid which
invention and energy have given to agricultural in
dustry. There is a suggestion of power and of ach
ievement about it all which evokes a response of ad
miration.

Nearly a million pounds is invested in the Ber
nard Lodge enterprise. That is a large amount
of money for Jamaica. When it is remembered that
it 1923 it was estimated that the holdings of so huge
a corporation as the United Fruit Company represent-

ed about two million sterling, it will be recognised
that the Lindo investments in Jamaica-the invest
ments of an individual entrepreneur and not of a
company with a great number of shareholders-are
astonishingly big. Of course, Bernard Lodge does not
represent all of them; there are others; but those
are another story. Bernard Lodge alone, however,
is considerable enough. And it stands out as the
premier central sugar factory of Jamaica.

It has been said that Mr. Cecil Lindo is one of
those men who attract money; which means that he if;
one of that small group of men in whom others have
confidence and whose life-work is the establishing of
large and successful business enterprises. He has

certainly done a great deal towards the development
of Jamaica. He will do still more. It requires great
courage as well as business foresight to bring about
a decision to produce sugar in Jamaica on a consid
eJ'able scale. Sugar had failed in the past; there
were prophets of woe to predict failure again; even
those who were hopeful believed that Government
should take the risk involved in establishing a cen
tral sugar factory. But the Lindo Brothers and Mr.
A. H. Keeling asked for no Government assistance.
And by their exhibition of faith and energy and en
terprise they did a great deal, indirectly as well as
directly, to revive the long-moribund sugar industry
of Jamaica.

Barclays Bank and Its New Manager

O the retirement of Mr. E. W. Lucie·Smith, O.B.E.,
from the management of the Jamaica branch

of Barclays Bank (Dominion, Colonial and Over
seas, still familiarly known as the Colonial Bank),
M1'. Reginald V. Butt came to this colony as manager
of an institution which is a household word in Ja·
maica and which is now approaching its centenary.

Mr. Butt was no stranger to Jamaica. He had
often been here before on tours of inspection in con
nection with the Colonial Bank, for years he had
been connected with Jamaica, he was already known
to all the leading business men and to hundreds of
others besides, and these all agreed that a better
choice as manager could not have been made by the
men in England at the head of Barclays Bank.

For Mr. Butt was popular and respected, liked
and esteemed, and this enviable position he had won
by a simple natural courtesy and a keen understand
ing of Jamaica conditions. He had been manager of
Barclays Bank in Trinidad. That was an excellent
post and by all accounts he had filled it excellently.
But the Bank's chiefs knew what they were about
when they sent Mr. Butt to Jamaica; they wished
their Jamaica branch to grow stronger and stronger
and they selected for the fulfilment of this purpose
a man who they were satisfied would accomplish
the work to be done.

In a great city the little personal traits and
characteristics which mean so much in a place where
many personal contacts are inevitable, may not very
much matter. But they must always count in a city
like Kingston, in an island like Jamaica, where per
sonality is sometimes fifty per cent. of success. It
is a matter of importance to any institution here
that its head should be liked, that there should be
general confidence in him, that he should '1e able to
maintain the prestige of that institution. And the
many friends whom Mr. Butt made when formerly
he came to Jamaica were satisfied that the Jamaica
branch of Barclays Bank would forge ahead under
his management, especially too as it was now con-

nected with one of the most powerful Banks in the
British Empire-the celebrated Barclays Bank.

Visitors to England from Jamaica are at once
struck by the number of branches of this bank to

UR. REGINALD V. BUTT,
Mallager of The Janulica.lo Branch of Barcla3-'"S Bank

(Dominion, Colonial and O..-ersens)

be found all over London and England. They are
everywhere; they impress you with the feeling of
belonging to something big; and that is exactly to
what they do belong. Barclays Bank is a great con
cern. When it is stated that the deposits made with
it yearly amount to over £300,000,000 there is little
need to add another word. Yet it should be men
tioned that Barclays Bank has over four hundred
branches in the Overseas British Empire, and that
there is no city in that Empire where a branch of it
will not be found.

Naturally, Barclays Bank has business connec
tions with similar institutions in foreign countries;
and through the parent bank the Jamaica division is
in touch with all parts of the world. Thus through
the Bank's office and staff in Harbour Street, Kings·
ton, men here may deal with any part of the world:
Egypt or Amiens, Rio Janiero or Hong Kong. The
web of connections is not merely thrown wide and
far; it is everywhere. Hence by the amalgamation
of the old Colonial Bank with Barclays Bank of
England, Jamaica has been brought into contact, fin
ancially and in the way of business, with the most
distant and alien countries.

The courtesy which one meets at the Kingston
office of Barclays Bank, and at the branches in our
several country towns, is duplicated in any of the
branches of Barclays Bank in England and else
where. The Jamaican who takes letters of credit from
the Kingston Bank to England is well aware of
this. An account will immediately be opened for him
at any branch near the place where he lives, if he
so desires; everything possible is done to facilitatt'
him. And no matter to what country he goes, he will
find that through Barclays Bank he is enabled to
draw funds with a minimum of trouble.

In Jamaica the Bank's Savings Department is
making rapid and satisfactory progress. It is a
popular side of the Bank's activities. The Bank itself
is the favourite banking institution of Jamaica. It
is regarded as part of. ~he colony's life.
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Mrs. W. A. Alexander, wife of the Manager of the
Canadian Bank of Commerce, is a member of the tiny
Canadian community of this colony, who is liked by
the island's society for her unaffected and friendly
manner. It is only in, the last few years that any
Canadians have been coming to this island for
longer periods than a few days or weeks. Little
therefore has been known about Canadians in Ja
maica. Mrs. Alexander, as one of them, has done
her share in the way of engendering amongst Ja
maicans a feeling of appreciation for Canada and
Canadians, and in the island's social life she occupies
a place of high esteem.

ed into a curious pattern. I heard a startled excla
mation break from my companion. but befo.e either
of us could utter an articulate word the conjurer's
hand had descended swiftly upon the table. A second
later both jewel-or coin-and the conjurer had dis
appeared into the throng of watching Annamites.

"I glanced at Captain Strong. He was deathly
pale, and one hand was feeling nervously over the
breast of his silk shirt. Then, after a long breath,
he turned and smiled at me.

" 'Clever trick. that!' he said.
"The assumption of personal unconcern was so

marked that I felt any remark of mine would have
been an impertinence. But I could not help wonder
ing what Captain Strong wore underneath his shirt.

"He paid the native waiter for our drinks and
rose from the tab!e without another word. We turn
ed our steps towards the quay.

"'Come and have supper aft with me to-night,
Mr. 'Williamson,' he said, carelessly. 'I meant to

have invited you to dinner in town, but that restaur
ant was really too depressing.'

"I thanked him. secretly astonished at the inv~t·

ation. Captain Strong never compromised his dig
nity by sitting at table with his officers. He ate
alone, in the beautifully-fitted saloon under the poop.
At the time I wondered whether he had some reason
for preferring my company to his customary solitude.
But his manner expressed merely the courtesy of a
superior wishing to give pleasure to a young officer.

"We had arrived on the quay, and I was looking
over the crowd of vociferating boatmen with a view
to selecting a sampan for our return to the ship,
when a sudden cry from the captain startled me.

"'Look! Good heavens! Look! Don't you see?'
With one hand he gripped me tightly by the shoul
der, with the other he pointed to the Mary Gleeson
anchored in mid-stream. 'Look! The yellow jack!'

"I gazed with him across to the ship, and to my
horrified astonishment saw the dreaded yellow flag,
which denotes the presence of yellow fever, fluttering
in the evening breeze. Shocked and alarmed, 1 asked

denial was both
have been on deck
went ashore, sir.'
justification of his

myself who was the victim. There was no sickness
among the ship's company when we went ashore. But
1 knew well enough the swiftness of death in these
latitudes.

"'Quick! Get a sampan!' ordered the captain.
"Privately. 1 doubted whether any boatman

would venture into the tainted neighbourhood of a
ship with yellow fever on board, and 1 was agree
ably surprised to find that my own difficulty was to
choose among the swarm that offered themselves. I
could only conclude that they did not understand the
meaning of the emblem. A moment or two later we
were being propelled swiftly across the stream, our
eyes fixed upon that fatal flag. The second officer
stood at the top of the ladder to greet us as we
climbed on board.

All well, sir, 1 heard him report in a perfectly
normal voice.

" 'What?' ejaculated the captain, in astonishmen t,
above me.

"'All well, sir,' he repeated.
"By that time I had joined the captain on the

deck, and we exchanged a puzzled glance. Then we
looked around liS. To our utter bewilderment, of the
yellow jack there was no sign at all. There was not
a rag of bunting about the ship.

"The captain bit his lip and wrinkled his brow.
1 could comprehend his perplexity. He turned sharp
ly to the second officer.

"'Svendsen, has anyone been monkeying with
the signal-flags?'

"'No, sir.' The prompt
surprised and emphatic. 'I

myself ever since you
added the old man, in
certainty.

"'H'm! All right.' The captain shrug
ged his shoulders and turned to me. 'You
saw it, didn't you?' he asked_

"'Yes, sir,' I replied confidently.
"'A most extraordinary hallucination!'

he said. 'But don't let it worry you. Come
and have supper with me at six bells.'

"I could see plainly that he was much
perturbed, and I myself felt very uneasy as
I went below. Following upon the shock of
the captain's narrow escape from the snake
in the deserted temple, the strange trick of
the conjurer at the caN, and this hallucina
tion, shared by both of us, of the most dread
ed flag a sailor knows, combined to awake
a primitive superstitious fear in me. My
nerves were in a state of acute tension, and
I found myself starting at the most ordinary
sounds.

"The captain was normal and cheerful
enough, however, when at seven o'clock I
joined him in the beautiful saloon, which
he had had fitted regardless of expense with
everything that could minister to his com
fort. It was his one luxury, The Chinese
steward stood by the side of the elegantly-

laid table, ready to serve his master. It
was, as 1 said, the first time I had eaten with

Captain Strong, and I was rather impressed with
the refinement of his private tastes.

"The meal, an excellent one, passed without inci
dent. My host was agreeably conversational, but his
talk was confined to those impersonal subjects which
he preferred. Not once did he refer to the happen
ings of the day, and I felt that it would be discretion
on my part equally to refrain from mention of
them. The silent-footed Chang-Fu cleared the table.
pulled the awnings across the open, mosquito-netted
skylight, switched on the electric lamps, and left us
to our coffee and cigars.

"The centre table folded down so as to leave a
clear space, which made the saloon appear largel'
than it really was, and we sat upon a comfortable
leather-upholstered settee at one end, with our coffee
on a little Chinese table between us.

"A tap on the door interrupted our talk, and
Chang-Fu, the steward, glided into the saloon and
made a respectful obeisance to the captain.

"'Master-Chinese conjulor in sampan 'Iongside
-want speak master. Him number one top-hole con
julor-makee plenty-heap big tlick-me talkee with
him-him velly gleat conjulor.' The steward's wheed
ling voice had a note of genuine, awed admiration in
it. 'Master see him?' he finished, insinuatingly, rub
bing his hands together under his cringing, wrath
disarming smile.

"I glanced at the captain.
"'1 wonder if it is the fellow we saw at the cate

sir?' I ventured, and then immediately regretted my
words. Like the young fellow that I was, 1 was
eager to see more of the skill of these Oriental magi
cians, but doubtless the captain would not wish again
to come into contact with the man whose strange
trick of converting the coin into a jewel had so per
turbed him.

"Possibly he read my thoughts and resented the
suspicion of moral cowardice. His tone was curt as
he replied:-

"'Very likely. Bring him down, Chang-Fu.'
"Once more the muscles stood out along his jaw

and his face set doggedly. It was as though he
prepared to confront an adversary. Fascinated by the
mystery which I felt underlay all this, I thrilled with
a sense of high adventure as I saw the captain g~
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his shoulders. The wretched priest, if priest he was,
had approached, and he smiled also, a foolish, exas
peratingly inscrutable smile, like an idiot enjoying
an imbecile esoteric meaning which is a meaning for
him alone. Yet at the same time I thought there
was a suggestion of sly menace in that cringing
grin.

"'Come back into Saigon,' said Captain Strong,
ignoring him. 'We'll have a drink before we go on
board.' There was nothing in his manner to remind
you that he had just escaped death by a fraction.

"I was not at all sorry to quit this unpleasant
place, and I descended that rough path with con
siderably more alacrity than I had mounted it. Cap
tain Strong was as coolly self-possessed as though
walking down the main street of San Francisco.

"'I must congratulate you on your luck, sir,' I
ventured, when we had gone a little distance. "Had
that snake struck a second before--'

" 'Bah!' he replied, shrugging his shoulders. 'One
can get tired of luck.!'

"There was a violence, a sombre bitterness in his
tone which impressed me. I thought of all the mira
culous good-fortune which men attributed to him-a
specimen of which I had just seen-and wondered
whether he were really wearied of it. I could
conceive it possible that a man of his type
would find life very dull if assured before
hand of success and safety. It would be the
struggle, the peril, which would appeal to
him.

"He relapsed into a gloomy silence
which I did not dare to break.

"We returned to Saigon on the steam
tram, and shortly afterwards we found our
selves seated on the deserted terrace of a
cafe, trickling water through the sugar into
our absinthe, for all the world as though we
were in some bankrupt quarter of Marseilles.
Natives thronged around us, pestering us to
buy all sorts of worthless trifles in their hor
rible pidgin French.

"Suddenly an insinuating voice whined
into my ear some native words I could not
understand, and repeated them with a
wheedling insistence which compelled my at
tention. I looked round into an ugly yel
low face whose malicious, narrow-slitted
eyes glittered unprepossessingly above his
fawning smile. There was something in the
face that seemed familiar to me, and yet I
eould not place it. nder the conical bam
boo hat all these Annamites looked alike to
me. I waved him away, but he was not to
be shaken off, reiterating over and over
again his incomprehensible phrase.

"I glanced inquiringly at Captain
Strong, whom I knew to understand many
Chinese dialects.

"'He's a conjurer and wants to show
you a trick,' he explained, contemptuously,
adding a curt word and nod of assent to the native.

"The Annamite beamed idiotically and stretched
out his skinny hands over the little table.

"'Vous-regarder,' he said, eVidently making the
most of his French, and grinned insinuatingly at me.

"With a slow, snaky motion of his skeleton-like
hands he commenced to make passes in the air about
six inches above my glass. I watched him, at first
idly, but gradually more and more fascinated as my
eyes followed the sinuous movements of his hands.
Presently, to my astonishment, I saw the glass, tall
and fairly heavy-a typical absinthe glass-com
mence to rock slightly on its base. The direction of
the passes altered to a vertical up and down motion,
as though his hands were encouraging the glass to
rise. And sure enough, it detached itself from the
table and, swaying a little unsteadily, rose into the
air under the hands still some distance above it. It
ascended slowly, as though he were drawing it up
by a magnetic attraction, to an appreciable height
from the table, say three or four inches. Then, as he
changed the character of the passes again so that
they seemed to press it down, it sank slowly once
more to the table. The native, childishly pleased
with this successful exhibition of his powers, grin
ned ingratiatingly at us both.

"Captain Strong threw a coin upon the marble
top of the table. The fawning smile still upon his
ugly face, the conjurer looked straight into the skip
per's eyes as he gabbled some native words of thanks.
Then. instead of picking up the coin, he suddenly
seized his benefactor's hand in his skinny grasp and,
using the captain's forefinger like a pen, traced upon
the table-top a large ellipse which commenced and
finished at the coin. The action was performed so
unexpectedly, and with such swift strength, that
Captain Strong had no time to resist. The ellipse
completed, he flung aside the captain's finger and
held both his hands outstretched above the invisible
tracing. If I was astonished before, I was amazed
now. Where the finger had passed over that marble
glowed a flexible reddish-gold snake, holding in its
mouth, like a pendant on a chain, not the coin, but
a brilliantly-flashing jewel of precious stones, fashion-
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to a drawer in a locker and get out a heavy revolver,
which he slipped into his coat-pocket. He returned
to his seat by my side.

"A moment later Chang·Fu ushered in the con
jurer, and discreetly vanished. It was indeed the
man we had seen at the caN: more than that, I recog·
nized him suddenly, being now without his hat, as
the man hanging round that deserted temple.

"He performed one or two clever but not parti
<cularly remarkable tricks, all of them harmless
enough, and my vague suspicions of mischief were
lulled gradually in the interest with which I watch
ed him. Captain Strong remained silent, expression
less. I noticed that it was towards him that the con
jurer directed his smiles, and his attention that he
endeavoured more especially to hold. His complete
immobility made it impossible to guess the effect of
the conjurer's manreuvres; certainly he did not take
his eyes from him for a single moment, and his right
hand remained in the pocket where I knew the reo
volver to be.

"Presently the conjurer produced a large bronze
bowl-apparently from nowhere-and made thl:: u~l1al
mystic passes in the air above it. Smoke began tv
issue from the bowl, a thick dark smoke which filled
the saloon with a pervasive and subtly pleasant aro
matic scent. The smoke rose from the bowl in ever
denser volumes, curling into the air under the saloon
roof in such masses as to Qbscure our vision of the
farther walls. The electric lamps glowed redly as
through a fog. The sweet, cloying smell of incense
permeated the atmosphere, made it oppressi."e, dul
led the brain as I drew it with every breath lUtO my
lungs. An insidious paralysis stole over me. I felt
that I had no power over my limbs, could not move
a muscle. I could only stare fascinated at that gro
tesquely ugly Oriental half-seen in the dim light amid
the wreathing fumes, his skeleton·like hands still
"weeping in slow and regular passes over the bOVil.
I heard the deep breathing of Captain Strong at my
side as of a person whose individuality was remote
from me, hardly to be identified. My drugged brain
reo-istered only that he was as motionless as I.

t> "Suddenly the electric lights were extinguished
-I did not see how, in that 'fog of smoke, but the
magician must have had the switch explained to him
by the steward. The darkness was only momentary.
On the instant almost a dull red glow kindled itseLf
in the depths of the bowl, illumined luridly the
dense masses of smoke which still welled up from
it. Behind them I caught a glimpse of the conjurer's
face, smiling evilly, inscrutably, his eyes glittering
in the red glow, his finger·tips sweeping round and
round in the fumes. Then-I missed the exact mo·
ment-he disappeared. A melancholy, sing-song
chant commenced from somewhere, haunting the
brain with its barbaric reiteration of meaningless
words in a minor key. It was like the dreary lament
of savage worshippers before an idol that remains
obstinately mute, I remember thinking, vaguely, as
I listened and watcbed with fascinated eyes tbat cur~

ing, red-tinted bowl, expecting I knew not wbat o~,
marvellous appearance.

"Suddenly the smoke rolled away on eitber hand.
T found myself looking down a vista-not at tbe
llarkened cabin-walls, but into the brigbt sunshine of
the tropics-at a pagoda-like temple wbere two buge
carved, staring figures guarded the entrance. to a.n
interior where lights glimmered. I recogmzed It
with a peculiar thrill-the temple above Cho-Ion!

. "Not now was the courtyard deserted and over
grown with weeds. A throng of natives, gesticulat
ing and chattering, though I could not hear them,
filled it-pressed back on either side as though to
make way for a procession. In that throng was a
European in a white suit. He stood out conspicuous
in the front rank of the Oriental crowd. Wbat was
there so familiar about that figure? My drugged
brain puzzled vaguely for a moment or two-and
then he turned his face tQwards me. Captain Strong!
-a younger. slighter Captain Strong, but undoubted
ly he. I saw the flash of his eyes .under the heavy
brows, the living man! My consclOusn~ss .checked
for a moment at this phenomenon of duphcatlOn, and
then accepted it. It seemed another part of me that
was listening to the deep breathing of the man at
my side-I felt myself mingling with wha~ I sa,,: al
most as with actual reality-let myself dnft as m a
dream, where the fantastic ceases to be strange.

"The procession filled the open space between
the pressed-back ranks of the throng, a procession. of
priests with shaven head and gorgeous robes, fihng
into the great doorway of the temple. After them
<came a group of young girls, singing evidently, danc
ing as they went, and flinging flowers on eithe.r ~and
-the young Annamite girls, who are so stnkmgly
more attractive than, their male relatives. I saw
one of them throw a flower at the foot of the white
clad European-saw her provocative smile-saw him
pick up the flower and fling it playfully back ~nto
her face-saw him follow the throng and press mto
the temple with the' crowd. What was that peculiar
gasp which came from the darkness a.t my si.de? A
part of me groped with numbed faculties for Its con
nection with the bright scene at which I gazed fas-
cinated. .

"The picture changed with the suddenness of a
cinematograph film. I found myself staring at the
great image of the Buddha, looming up above its

A JAMAICA POETESS

For years Mrs. S. R. Reuben has written poetry,
but nothing better has she done than the beautiful
love song which is published below. As Rose deLis·
ser (her maiden name) she sent many fine ver
ses to Jamaica from Costa Rica, where she spent
some time of her girlhood. She is a lover as well
as a writer of poetry, and the verses appearing in
this issue of Planters' Punch are certain to be en
joyed by thousands of readers.

...J\ Song of Love
(1)

When the twilight hour falleth
And the sunbeams seek the west,
When the rosy clouds have wafted
The sun-God to his rest,
Then meet me in the gloaming
Where the zephyrs softly sigh.
And let me see warm love-light
Written in thy shining eye.

(2)

Let us wander through the shadows
With the starlight's steady gleam,
Which shall enhance the magic
Of sweet love's tender dream:
Let us vow the vow of ages,
Let thy lips respond to mine:
While the shadows deeper darken.
Naught can touch our love divine.

(3)

Let me view this world a garden,
Where thy smile illumes the day,
Where thy strong hand guiding ever
Pilots through life's sunny way:
Let thy arms but press me closer,
Let the gloaming hear thy kiss;
Then tell me-dearest-sweetest
Is there greater joy than this?

(4)

Then meet me mid the shadows,
Where the elm tree throws its shade;
And the crimson roses nodding
But beautify the glade.
And the stars shall see our wooing,
For my soul is all aglow,
So meet me, oh my darling,
Where the zephyrs gently blow.

ROSE DELISSER

(M1·S. S. R. Reuben).

prostrate worshippers from amid a blaze of torches..
On its breast glowed and sparkled the sacred jewel
the jetcel into which the conjUl'e1' hacl t1'anS1ntttea
CalJtain Strong's coin ttpon the marble·toP1Jecl table
at the caN-the jewel suspended on a snake of gold.

"There, conspicuously erect, stood the white·clad
figure amon:; the worshippers, staring up fixedly at
the serene immensity of the image. The jewel upon
its breast glowed with a throbbing light like a liVing
thing. There was a sudden commotion among the
crowd. A group of priests came up to the white-clad
man and pushed him gentiy but firmly out of the
temple.

"Again the scene changed. It was night. The
moon shone down upon a garden on a hillside. Far
below, obliterated and revealed from instant to in
stant by the foliage moving in the breeze, glittered
the clustered points of yellow light of a large town.
In the shadow of the trees lurked a vague white fig
ure. Towards it, across the moonlit open space, came
another-a native girl. I could see her clearly. She
was so daintily beautiful that I could not but suspect
foreign blood in her. The best-looking Annamite girl
I had seen was gross compared with her delicate
charm. For all that, she was genuinely Ol'iental in
type. Her lithe little figure, clad in a simple twistpd
robe, approached swiftly, her head turning from side
to side in birdlike inquiry, peeping behind each bush
she passed. It was not difficult to guess for whom
she was looking. The white-clad figure stepped from
its shadow, and in another moment she was in his
arms,

"Then, with a sudden movement, she wriggled
out of the impulsive embrace and prostrated herself
quaintly in a humble little obeisance. The white
clad figure stooped to lift her up, folded her again in
his arms. Their lips met in a long, passionate kiss.
From the darkness at my side, but as it were from
an immeasurable distance, came again the peculia.
little gasp, a sound as of teeth clenching upon each
other in the enormous silence which seemed not to
be of this worlel.

"My attention was fixed upon the mysterious
scene before me, so real that I forgot the ship's
cabin and the conjurer with his vol urnes of smoke.
The vision at which I' gazed was to me actuality.
What was happening? The man was speaking, ges
ticulating, pointing away with one hand-the girl
was shrinking from him in horror, 'gesturing a des
perate negative, and then letting herself be drawn
tightly to his breast again to lavish her caresses upon
him-and finally, as he still spoke with the same ges
ticulation, withdrawing herself once more, her hands
up in agonized protest. 'What was being demanded
of her? I held my breath as I watched the little
drama. What was the request which was thus con
vulsing her to the bottom of her soul'! Whatever it
was, it was despairfully refused. In savage exas
peration the man fiung her from him to the ground,
turned his back upon bel', and strode away.

"She raised herself, stared after him crouching
Iy, agony in her face. She stretched out her arms
to him, but he did not turn his head. Then, ceding
evidently to an ove;'whelming impulse, she sprang
to her feet, darted after him with the speed' of a
young deer, and flung both her arms passionately
about his neck. Once more I saw him ask her the
mysterious question, menace in his face. And now
she surrendered, clinging to him desperately, tears
coursing down her cheeks, her eyes wild, but every
fibre of her obviously ready to do his bidding rather
than lose him, as she nodded her head in frantic
assent.

"Once more he spoke, pointing mysterIOusly
across the garden. She drew away from him, her
eyes fixed upon his face, her bosom filling as with
the long, deep breath of some tragic resolve. He
was inexorable. Hopelessly, she prepared to obey; in
her attitude the touching dignty of fate accepted
since love imposes it, eternal womanhood fulfilling
itself in imlUolation. I felt the tears start to my
eyes, although I could not imagine what was the
evidently tremendous sacrifice demanded of her. The
white-clad man stepped once more into the shadow
of the bushes. With one last passionate, yearning
look towards him, she moved away. She went crouch
ed, huddled into herself like a woman who creeps
forth to commit a crime.

"Again the scene changed. I was staring at the
exterior of the temple in the moonlight. The two
great figures by the portal gazed now over an empty
courtyard. Only the moon-cast shadows of the trees
moved upon its untenanted space. There was a mo
ment of waiting-for I knew not wbat, but the air
was filled with expectation. Then slinking along the
wall, scarcely Visible, with halting, furtive step, I
saw the girl emerge from the shadows. Like a ghost
she seemed in the moonlight as she crept up to the
giant figure by the portal, peered cautiously into
the interior darkness, where two yellow flames glim
mered. She slipped into the gloom like a pale shad
ow that flits across the wall.

"And then, I know not how, I found myself look
ing as from the doorway into the interior. Between
two guttering torches the great image lifted itself
up into a smoky obscurity, the glinting jewel still
upon its breast-the jewel that was suspended by a
flexible snake of reddish gold. With an impressive

(Contintted on Page 25).
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The Sins of the Children
(Continued from Page 9).

will, but was wise enough to understand that that
would only have brought about a scene and have
availed her nothing. She must dissimulate. She
brought all her energy, all her mental power to this
task, and succeeded astonishingly well. A cloud
sweeps over the sky, there is darkness, a peal of
thunder, a rush of rain; then as quickly as it came
up the cloud disappears, the sun glows again, the
sky shines out clear and blue. So it was, or seemed
to be, at this moment in the little house in Mitchell
Town. Watching Vivian, her aunt, astute though she
was, was more than ever convinced that this time
at least she had misjudged the girl.

Therefore when Vivian, about half-past five that
afternoon, remarked that she was going up to John's
Street to see Ethel Cosmore, a girl friend who lived
in the neighbourhood, Mrs. Primrose asked her to
give Ethel her compliments, though she was not
interested in Ethel. She intended by this message,
sent through Vivian, to convey to Vivian herself her
wish to forget the little misunderstanding of an hour
or so ago. Mrs. Primrose spoke cheerfully now; she
was anxious to make up for the unpleasant lecture
she had delivered; she even suggested that Vivian
might ask Ethel to go to the picture show with them,
at her (Mrs. Primrose's) expense. "She'll come if
you will pay," laughed Vivian; "I'll tell her to meet
us here at seven sharp." Then she went gaily through
the gate, her aunt gazing at her with eyes intense with
affection, in which there was also a look of sadness
and pain.

Jermyn Street is the main residential thorough
fare of the little suburb to the northwest of Kings·
ton in which Vivian and her aunt were living durin/;
their short stay in Kingston. The single storey
buildings on either side, some with tiny gardens in
front of them, and none containing more than five
apartments, looked out upon the street. In this sub
urb the traffic was light, grass grew upon the side
walks, an air of peace and quietness pervaded it
by day, while after nightfall the little Chinese shops
gleamed brightly with electric light, and the sound of
voices from street corners and yards testified' to the
relaxation of men and women returned from theil'
dally toil lower down in the city and revelling in the
respite from the fierce heat and glare created by a
flaming tropic sun.

Out of sight of the house, Vivian increased her
pace, took the first turning, entered a cross-street, and
pushed on in the direction of her friend's residence.

But before she came to John's Street she would pass
Barnett Street, in which was situated the home of
Mr. Proudleigh's daughter.. Here resided Mr. Proud
leigh, on suffrance, though a kindly suffrance, and as
Vivian walked towards that gentleman's abode
she speculated anxiously on the possibility of seeing
him without being seen by any of his people.

She did not wish to meet his daughter or her
husband; if she did, and either of these should come
upon her aunt during the following few days, her
call would almost certainly be mentioned, and again
Mrs. Primrose's suspicions would flame into active
belief. Besides, Vivian wanted to have a few mo·
ments' talk with the old man in priv.ate: that was
very necessary and must be compassed if possible.
She was taking a risk, but it was the only thing to
do: she hoped and feared and prayed as she walked
swiftly along, the heat smiting her, perspiration
beading on her face and hands and dampening her
underclothing.

Good fortune favoured her just then. Like most
elderly m2n, Mr. Proudleigh loved to take the air of
an afternoon (albeit mixed with dust) outside of
his yard. There was always the fence by the
gate against which he could lean and watch the worln
as it passed, and at this moment, it being his custom
ary hour of meditative recreation, the old gentle
man was quietly having his afternoon lean until he'
should be summolled to supper.

He caught sight of Vivian as she came within
speaking distance, and would at once have greeted
her with loud respect but that he saw in time her
hasty gesture for silence. He controlled his impulse,
perceiving at once that this was a special visit to him
and connecting it with his unwelcome revelations of
that day. Vivian gave a hasty glance at the house,
was satisfied that no one saw her, walked closely up
to the old m~n and ..urgently bade him follow her.
There was no need for her to look back to see if he
obeyed; she heard his footsteps distinctly as he
laboured to maintain an energetic pace. She turned
into the next cross-street, and paused. In a few mo
ments he was at her side, panting from the unaccus
tomed exertion. Immediately she began to speak.

"You nearly got me into serious trouble to-day,
Mr. Proudleigh; a little more and me aunt would
have found out that I was speaking to a gentleman
who she and me father don't like. There is nothing
in my speaking to him, and I have nothing to do
with their quarrel with him, and you yourself saw
that I only said a word or two. What did you want
to mention it for?"

"Nothing, me dear young lady, me sweetest young
lady-not a t'ingl But sometime me tongue run away

wid me in such a fashion dat I feel like I could cut
it out! I are sick of it!" he protested, with a splen·
did show of indignation against his tongue. "Y'u
can't understan' how vex I feel. But I won't do it
agen; doan't care what YOu' aunt ask me, I know3
noten about it. I are your friend, and I can see dat
you' aunt not treaten you welL"

vIVlan looked doubtful. She needed an ally.
must have one; but Mr. Proud leigh was about the
last person in the world she would have chosen vol
untarily. Circumstances, however, had made him a
necessi ty; there was no one else she could ask to
help her just now, except the girl she was going to
see, and she had too much of a healthy feminine dis
trust of good-looking girls to employ one of them in
any delicate diplomatic mission touching herself and
Gus Steinway. "She might try to take him a';"av
from me," was the thought that flashed through he~'
mind when the idea of utilising Ethel's services had
come to her; besides, Mr. Proudleigh knew her se·
cret already, and one confidant was safer than two.
Then, too, she could bribe him; she could exercise thc,
money power over him. And he professed to like her.
Ancient as he was, she was a woman, and Vivian
instinctively knew that a man will serve a pretty
woman for the mere delight of rendering her a
service.

"Well," she went on quickly, "what is done can't
be undone, and you meant no harm. But you must
stick to what YOll said already, for me aunt is going
to question you further. You must just stick to what
you have said."

"EE," replied Mr. Proudleigh with great dignity,
"ef Mrs. P. doubt me word, which wouldn't tell a
lie, and try to get me to contradict meself, I wi'
show her de kind of man I are."

Vivian repressed a smile.
"Don't quarrel, though, Mr. P.; just say nothing

more than you say already. And now I wonder it
you could do me a little favour?"

"1 would do anyt'ing for you, my sweet, precious
lady," asseverated Mr. Proudleigh with warm earn·
estness, wondering at the same time how much, finan·
cially, this little task would be considered worth.

"You see, you see-" the girl hesitated, pride
and shame momentarily checking her desire to make
use of him, even for a purpose which she regarded as
imperative.

"Yes, ma'am," broke in the old man promptly.
though he saw nothing.

"It is like this. I have to send a little note to
the gentleman I spoke to downtown to-day, and there

(Cont.inued on Page 21.) .



Etng.atlllt.

20

jri.iiifi!iiiif ii!t"fdI' uwWi!iIIy'W"QU*

GREEN
SEAL

RUM

APPLE·
MONY

RUM

BLACK
SEAL
RUM

ONE
DAGGER

RlJM

TWO

DAGGER
RUM

THREE

DAGGER
RUM

v. S. o.
RUM

P LAN T E R S' PUN C H

millE & ~pirit ~lrrr4aut5

24 'ort 1RoUal $t.

3Jaluaira. ill.m.1L

"We have grown old together"

"It's Wray a,nd l\epllew's"

"E · T h W· d "xperlence J eac es IS om

Our ,-arious blends of Rums anu

Native Wines are the result of

100 YEARS OF EXPERIENCE.

I ••

It is to your advantage to demand fle pre ducts of

J. WRAY & NEPHEW LTD.
.(The Home of Good Spirits)

1928

GOLDEN
STAG

RUM

NATIVE
WINES & I]

j1cORDIALS I
I

Dewar's

White Label

Whisky

Stewart's
Green Stripe

AND

Special Reserve

Whisky_J
I

ROBERT I

PORTER'S
Bull Dog Stout

Bass Ale
AND

Bull Dog Lager I

POMMERY
and GRENO

Champagne
HEIDSICK'S
Dry Monopole I





22 P LAN T E R S' PUN C H 1928

='111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111 i11111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111 11111 11111 11111 II!,;- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- _.- -- -- -
i BAR CLAYS BANK I- -- -- -- -- -- -- -
- (DOMINION, COLONLJ\L AND OVERSEAS). =

FOR~IERLY

THE COLONIAL BANK.
Incorporated by l?oyal (;hartN 1836.

He-incorporated by Act of Parlianwnt 1925

wah which are amalgamated

THE NATIONAL BANK OF SOUTH AFRICA, LTO.
A~J)

THE ANGLO EGYPTIAN BANK, LTO.

A uthorised Capital £10,000,000.

Capital Paid up £ 4,975,500.

Subscribed Cap:tal £6,975,500.

Reserved Fund £1,100,000.

Uncalled Capital £2,000,000

LONDON OFFICE (Colonial Bank Section). 37-39 King '''illiam Street, EC. 4.

MANCHESTER OFFICE, LIVERPOOL OFFICE, HAM fHJRG OFFICE,

21 Yorl\. Street. 2:5 Castle Street. Adolphsplatz IV.

NE'V YORK AGENCY,

44 Beaver Street.

CANADIAN AGENTS-THE BANK OF MONTREAL.

BRANCHES IN THE WEST Il\DIES -Antigua, Barbados, Dominica, Grenada, St. Kitts, St. Lucia,
St. Vincent, Trinidad, and

BRAl\CHES IN .JAMAICA--Kingston, Annotto Bay, Falmouth, Lucea, MI,ntego Bay, Morant Bay,
Port Antonio, Port Maria, Savanna-la-mar, St. Ann's Ba~T.

BUANCHES IN BnlTISH GUIANA-Demerara, Berbice.

AGENTS IN THE VVEST INDIES FOR THE BANK OF MONTREAL.

Over 400 Branches throughout, British WeRt Africa, Egypt and the Sudan, .Transvaal, Rhodesia, Cape

Province, Natal, Orange Free State, Swaziland, Portuguese East Africa, South-vVest Africa, TaDgan

yika, Nyasaland, Kenya Colony, Malta, Gibraltar. Palestine and Mauritius.

INBANKOPENED BY THE

ITS BRANCHES.

Manager, ]an1.aca Branches.

RE(-;INALD V. BUTT,

'W. A. MARTIN, Asst. Manager.

CURRENT ACCOUNTS ARE

LONDON AND AT......-
'-

-=-=,=

--
.::- ..e -
~11111111111111111111111111111111111111111I11111111111111I11I1111I11111111111111111111I11I11111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111 F.:



1928 P LA N T E R S' PUNCH 23

(Continued i1'om Page 21).
like to hear," she murmured, with a catch in her
voice. "You think only of yourself."

"Don't say that, little girl," he answered at once,
gently now, for he saw that she was no longer angry,
only grieved. "I think of you, too, but what are oNe
to do? You yourself know that there is no harm
in our meeting occasionally, yet your people wop't
hear of it, and-"

"What about your people?"
"They? I don't care sixpence about what they

may feel or say where you are concerned. Do you
think they don't know that I have spoken to you
whenever we have met? I wouldn't let Illy father
interfere with my personal friendships."

"But he wouldn't think of me as a friend," said
Vi sadly; "and even if there was nothing between
my father and him, he would remember my colour."

'''rhese colour questions are very disgusting,"
said Gus. "Can't we forget them?"

"But you know what I say is true."
"My dear, why dwell upon what is unpleasant,

even H true? You and I can't change the situation."
"No, but I can suffer by it."
Again a look of annoyance swept over the young

man's face. "What do you propose, then?" he asked
shortly, "for, really, I don't know what to say."

"I propose nothing, Mr. Steinway."
"Obiect to calling me Gus?" His voice was gen·

tle again.
She smiled slightly. I am going now," was all

she answered.
"Look here, Vi, I have been a whole week in

Kingston, all for the purpose of seeing you. That
doesn't suggest that I don't care for you, aoes it?
But even if I came to some place where I knew
you would be, that wouldn't help us, for your aunt
knows me well and would guess the truth at once.
So I keep away-for your sake. Do you understand
that?-I am thinking of you, not only of myself I
would come to see you at your house to-night if that
would not mean annoyance for you. I want to come.
Shall I?"

Her heart leaped for joy at these words. The
very thing she had accused him in her mind of being
too selfish or cowardly to do, he was proposing. And
she felt that he meant it. But she dared not tell
him to come; the consequences might be appalling.
"No; 'Jetter not," she murmured.

"Do you mean that? You are afraid? But
we must meet sometimes and have a few words with.
one another; I am determined on that. They say
love laughs at locksmiths; I am going to prove that
that is so. It would be risky to write to you?"

"You can't," she answered him hastily. "My
aunt might see the letter when it came, and she
would ask who it came from. She might mark the
handwriting; a hundred things might happen."

"My God! What a life! How on earth can I
communicate with you then?"

"Where?"
"Here-Kingston. Anywhere."
"In Kingston, if you want to write to me, there

is an old man-the same that brought you me letter
the other evening."

"Oh, that old fellow. Full of words and bows.
Where is he to be found?"

She told him, but added: "If you come to Mitch·
'ell Town, my aunt might see you."

"She is certainly an omnipresent nuisance. But
I will find means to get at the old man."

"I am going now."
"Yes: I am afraid that we can't stay here any

longer, not even over a grave. Well, don't be down
hearted, sweetheart; I feel happier for having seen
you, even in these surroundings. And you will hear
from me. Remember, we have nothing to reproach
()Urselves with. I object to the parents' quarrels be·
lllg visited upon the children."

"If that was only all," murmured Vivian, as she
turned to go.

"The whole thing is a damned mix up," muttered
Gus angrily, as he watched her making her way out
of the cemetery, while, that nothing might be sus·
pected, he lingered behind among the graves.

But Vivian was happier than she had been an
hour before. Gus had wanted to come to her house
to see her. He was willing to show his admiration
for her to all the world.

CHAPTER SIX

THE parish of S1. Catherine was electrified. Its
last representative in the Legislative Council had

resigned his seat on account of ill health, and for
some time before the day for nominating new candi
dates there had been speculation as to who would
come forward. Various names were mentioned, sev·
eral men were approached. Among these was Mr.
John Harrington Steinway, one of the first people in
the parish and island, a sahib, a large landowner, a
man who was feared for his power and vindictiveness
but respected by the better classes for the ability

. he undoubtedly possessed.

But Mr. Steinway, while thanking those who
offered him the seat for the honour they proposed to
do him, intimated that he could not spare the time.
On another occasion perhaps; meanWhile he would
do his best to help them find a suitable candidate.

He kept his word; he did his best; he even tried to
persuade Gus to stand; but that son of his laughed
at the suggestion and put it out of his mind.
Then suddenly a report ran around like fire in d

dry cane field. It was said that some small farmers
and shopkeepers had asked a William Bressley to
stand and had pledged themselves to fight to the
last for him. They had, it was asserted, promised
him Victory in a fit of intoxication, and he had lost
no time in accepting their offer. This was but a
week before nomination. Some of those who heard
the story declared that the end of the country was
coming at last, though that end had been coming
for several years, on several previous occasions, ac·
cording to these same prophets.

Enquiries were made about Mr. William Bressley.
It transpired that he was a middling sort of man, or
mixed blood, who was successful in a moderate kind
of way, who could speak very well, was determined
and self-opinionated and notably aggressive, and who
had a very good·looking daughter. Some gentlemen
manifested a slight interest on hearing of this very
good-looking daughter, but could not but point out
that she hardly constituted an important political
qualification.

It was also mentioned that a long-standing feud
existed between Bressley and Mr. John Steinway;
it appeared that, many years ago Bressley, by
acting quickly and decisively, had got possession of a
piece of land with which Mr. Steinway desired to
round off one of his plantations, and when Steinway
had offered to buy it from Bressley, naming a higher
figure of course than the latter had paid, the pro·
position had been rather curtly refused. Mr. Steinway
regarded this as a piece of impudence; he surveyed
his own plantation carefully, insisted upon a rigid
party line, made it quite clear that should any of
Mr. Bressley's stock stray into his property he would
exact all the penalties prOVided by the law, and
chose to treat Mr. Bressiey as non-existent whenever
the latter happened to be in the same vicinity. Bress
ley, being a man by no means humble in dispo
sition and deportment, retorted in kind whenever he
could; mor-e, whenever he could oppose his influence
to that of the powerful Mr. Steinway he did so, and
not altogether unsuccessfully. Thus the bad bloo(~

between the two men had grown worse and always
worse, until it seemed that their mutual aversion
could go no further.

In their own style they were equally domineer
ing; equally intent upon having their own way. But
not for a moment in all his life had Mr. Steinway
supposed that a William Bressley would have the
effrontery to aspire to represent a Jamaica elector
ate; that was one of the things that could not be
imagined. Yet here was the report about the coming
nomination, and it was true. And still the sun rose
and the foundations of the world did not appear to
be disturbed. Was there an overruling Providence
in the universe?

Mr. Steinway, nan'ow, proud, unforgiving, felt
that if there were or seemed to be no Providence to
prevent such an atrocity as the election of a man
like Bressley to represent him in the Legislative
Council, John Harrington Steinway must play the
part of earthly Providence. He had hitherto looked
with something like contempt on the Legislature. He
could not believe that a seat in it could really be an
honour to him: he it was who would confer an
honour on the Legislative Council. But it was far
too important an institution to admit a Bressley
the public penitentiary would be the proper place
for that creature: better still, the grave. But if he
were unopposed he would certainly become the Hon.
William Bressley, and would be able to propose laws
affecting John Harrington Steinwayl The political
situation had indeed come to ,a peculiar pass when
such things could happen in Jamaica.

Hastily Mr. Steinway communicated with the
men who had asked him to stand for election; in
view of recent developments, he informed them, and
in the interests of the parish, he had felt obliged to
change his mind. He would be their candidate, since
no other man fitted to represent St. Catherine would
come forward. There was little time to waste, so
they should begin campaigning at once. He himself
was prepared to foot all his expenses, and so on.

Naturally, his friends rallied at once to his side,
but with some misgiVing. As old Henry Tuke said,
"Why on earth did the damned fool wait until almost
the last moment? He must know that everybody is
going to say he is only trying to keep Bressley out
of the Council!"

Other men, with considerable experience, doubt
ed if John Harrington had much of a chance anyhow.
"He is not liked," they contended, "and if you are not
popular how the devil can you expect people to vote
for you?" Yet they felt that, on general principles,
he would make a better legislator than the other
man; he was of their own class, too, and no/; less!!
oblige. They had to do what they could for him. In
their leisurely, good-natured fashion, they would put
up a fight and spend some money on his behalf.

On nomination day two different groups of men
appeared at the place of nomination to hand in the
papers of the respective candidates. The candidates
themselves were present; IVIr. Bressley, nearly as tall
as his opponent, bellicose of expression, confident,
jaunty, stared defiantly at Mr. Steinway. Mr. Stein-

way did not even so much as look at Mr. Bressley.
He chatted in brief sentences with his friends, acted
as though there were really no other candidate, and
seemed to regard his election as a foregone certainty.
After the nominations, Bressley and his friends ad
dressed the heterogeneous crowd that had assembled
to watch proceedings, but Mr. Steinway drove off im
mediately, refusing to speak after Bressley, or even
to be in the same building while he spoke. Again old
Henry Tuke observed that Steinway was a damned
fool, a sentiment which was silently approved by
some of the men who had signed Mr. Steinway's nom
ination paper. A grave initial mistake had been
made.

But St. Catherine was thrilled. There was to be
an election contest after all, a real fight, and, con
sidering the personal relations of the two men, a
bitter fight undoubtedly. The whole colony would
look on with interest, the Kingston papers WOUld. be
full of speeches and letters all relating to the elec
tion campaign. In a week the result would be
known; meanwhile the professional politicians and
canvassers prepared for an orgy of pure and glor·
ious drunkenness at the candidates' expense. Once
ag;:lin the country was to be saved by electing the
better man. The better man, in the opinion of some.

(Continuecl on Page 29).

~ 1I1111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111:':-

= 2= =
= =

Tbe Royal Mail Steam Packet Company
[ROYAL CHARTER DATED 1839.]

Tbe Pacific Steam Navigation Company
[llOYAL CllARTER DATED 1840.]

PASSENGER AND FREIGHT SERVICES
B"'TWEE~

Soul,hamfJton, London nnd Liverpool and
llra:- il and the River Plate.

LiYl~rpool aJld the 'West Coast of Nort.h
and South America (via Panama
Canal a nrl via ~[agellan) with caJ] s
at Jamaica as occasion requires.

Xew York, Havana, Panama Ca.nal, and
"Ye~t Coast of ~outh America.

U lilted Kingdom and Con tinen t of Eu
rope to the West Indit>s, Central
America; also to Chinn, Jnpan, l'te.

Local services West Coast, Central and

South A meTica.

Tours De Luxe:

Winter Cruises from England to
the Caribbean by the Luxurious
Cruising Yacht " ARCADIAN"
(12,0]5 tons register.)

Regular Frequent Freight Service:

Betwel'n Jamaica, United Kingdom
and Continent.

Regular Coastwise Freight Service:

Between Kingston and Outports of
Jamaica.

POI' full pal'ticlltal"-l apply

THE ROYAL MAIL STEAM PACKET COMPANY,
KINGS'l'ON, J AMAleA,

B.W.I.

ii11111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111~



24 P LA N T E R S' PUNCH 1928

Mr. A. A. Nathan, an Able Business Organiser

MR. A. A. NA'J'HAN, PERlIIANEKT DIRECTOR MESSRS. NATHAN & CO. LTD.

S OME important Jamaica businesses have changed
hands during the last twelve-months. They were

businesses in excellent standing; they have passed
from local to English owners, thus at any rate re
'maining British. When this transfer took place spec
ulation arose as to what would be the future of
Messrs. Nathan and Company, whose stores, Metro
politan House and the Bee Hive, in Kingston, and
whose branches in some of the country parishes,
transact so much of the wholesale and retail dry
goods trade of the island. Rumour had it that they
too would be sold to an English company. Rumour
forgot that they already belonged to a company that
was both English and Jamaican; and soon it became
known that there would be no change in the owner
ship of these large and progressive establishments.

Instead of wishing to part with them, indeed,
their shareholders, the largest of whom is Captain
A. A. Nathan, aim at re-organising them so as to
make them the equal of any similar businesses in
any part of the world. 1'111'. Nathan is not only the
principal owner of Messrs. Nathan and Com
pany's enterprises in Jamaica and elsewhere,
but is Permanent Director of them all, and
from the moment that he took charge of
them he has persistently directed his efforts
towards improving them according to the
most successful modern ideas. Metropolitan
House and the Bee Hive have always been a
success. They are too well established, have
too many roots in the estimation of Jamaica,
and have too large a reserve of capital be
hind them, to say nothing of an energetic
and interested staff, to fear decay or stag
nation. But the new Permanent Director's
view is that a really successful enterprise
must never rest content with what it is, but
must push forward toward new and better
achievements; he repudiates the suggestion
that the most fiourishing concern can
not still further progress. He believes in
the application of continued and construct
ive thought to business; with that principle
in his mind he has set about inaugurating
improvements in connection with the under
takings of which he is the head.

T HE key to this determination on his part,
and to this policy, is not to be found

only in his character-though that of course
is part of it-but also in his training. Mr.
Nathan was intended for business, but his
father, who was a man of recognized ability
and strength, believed that an intellect de
veloped by study would not merely not be out
of place in business, but would be a great
assistance to any business which intended
to expand and also to adapt itself to chang
ing conditions. So we find that young
Nathan, with his destiny already marked
out, was sent, first, to a public school, Mill
Hill, where he received the usual grounding
in the classics, met hundreds of lads of his

,own class whose parents, like his, were well
to-do people, and who, like himself, were
intended for active life in the higher ranks
of business or in some of the learned pro
fessions. '1'hose who were to enter business
were receiving the preliminary training of
the professional man-a liberal education.
For business in its higher aspects is to-day
a skilled profession, one too which requires
a special aptitude, one which makes a con-
stant demand upon brains and energy. The able
.and successful business man is constantly called upon
to think. And a great aid to wise thinking is an
education which develops the faculties of the mind.

On leaving the Public School, young Nathan went
up to the University. He entered' Jesus College,
Cambridge, and there he specialised. He was the
neil' to a considerable business; consequently he
would take those studies which had a bearing upon
business. He took the Economic Tripos, read with
diligence, though not neglecting the physical side of
the training which the University had to offer. He
,vas an athlete; his particular hobby was rowing;'
when he left the University it was with his degree
-of Bachelor of Arts, and at once he went into the
London office established by his late father to study
buying methods as practised by the most farseeing
merchants of tl)e great city. Mr. Nathan soon per
-ceived the superior value of owning the buying office
in a business centre where large purchases had to be
made, to paying other parties a commission on
'Purchases they made for you. In the first place, hav
ing establishments to supply with goods in the West
Indies, the buyer, if he were also the owner, would
know personally and intimately what those busines
.ses required and would be keen to obtain just the
class of commodities in popular demand. Then, if
he wished to develop the local taste along new lines,
he would be aware of how to set about this as no
utter stranger ever could be. There was also the econ
-omy to be achieved in being oIte's own expert buyer,
-or the head and owner of the buying office with its
.staff. The saving af commission would enable the

stores in Jamaica to sell at a lower price; every
saving effected in England or elsewhere would be an
aid in meeting competition in the selling market.
All this he set himself to study and to master; nor
was that all. Another line of his study was the or
ganisation of the dry goods industries in England,
the Enropean market, export and import qnestions
all matters which bore directly upon the problem of
developing the West Indian enterprises of Messrs.
Nathan and Company along new and profitable lines.

T HEN the war broke out. The young man, like
hundreds of others of his order, heard the call for

leaders that went up from the nation. There was no
compulsion then except the compulsion of patriotism
and honour, but that was all-compelling. Young
Nathan left his business and accepted a commission
in the Indian Cavalry, with which he served in
France. From that branch of the service he was
transferred to the Royal Flying Corps to study artil
lery observation. He went through the Somme, had

his share of risk and wounds, was sent to Oxford by
the Air Ministry to teach artillery observation to as
yet inexperienced men, then went to the Air Minis
try itself and took charge of the Royal Air Force
School of Aeronautics, which he organised with ad·
mitted success. In this School thousands of young
officers were trained for service with the Royal Air
Force. When the war came to an end, therefore, Mr.
Nathan had done his share both in active fighting as
a cavalry officer and as an airman, and as a teacher
of aeronautics and artillery observation. Four years
had gone out of his life, four years had been sub
tracted from his business career. But of those years
he is perhaps more proud than of any other. The war
over and won, he again turned his attention to his busi
ness. He assumed full control of it in a little while.
He began to make yearly visits to Jamaica, staying
here for two or three months at a time. He began
also to put into practice certain principles to which
he holds strongly and which, successfully carried out,
hll is convinced must benefit the purchaser as well

'as the' seller of goods.

M R. Nathan's gospel is that the clerk or shop as
sistant must feei that he is identified with the

business and must devote himself to its interests.
But he knows that such devotion can never be one
sided; hence his insistence that the more a business
makes the larger should be the share of the clerk.
'With this in his mind, he instituted the bonus sys
tem in his Jamaica establishments. The clerk has a
minimum of returns to make for his salary; in order
to be of value to the establishment he must ac-

complish so much in the way of sales per week or"
month as the case may be. But the clerk who only
does this is evidently of minor worth to any business;
and here is where the bonuses given every year come·
into play. The more a man sells, the better work he
does in any department, the larger his bonus; and
not oniy does Mr. Nathan not care how large that
bonus is, but he wants it to be large. He wishes.
that each man's share of the earnings shall be con
siderable, for that means that the total returns of the
business are considerable-an end at which every
able head of a commercial organism must necessarily
aim. But for a business to be successful, Mr. Nathan
contends, it is not sufficient that it has a big turn
over and that its workers are satisfied. The first
elements of success, he has mentioned more than
once to the writer, is that the articles delivered shall
be of the right quality for the money paid and shall
be sold as cheaply as possible. In other words, Mr.
Nathan pins his faith to quality delivered at a low
price.

BUT while he intends to give the purchas
ing public of Jamaica the best value at

the lowest price, he also is striving to in
troduce and popularise a better method of
doing business than that which has gener
ally prevailed. The system of long credits.
credits lasting, not months, but sometimes.
years, he deprecates strongly. That anyone
should have a bill standing against him for
three months is normal; but that· accounts.
should be left unpaid for six, nine, twelve
months and even longer he considers to be·
bad policy from the purchaser's as well as
the seller's point of view. For look at what
it means, he says. You have to keep men to
see to th3se accounts and to send out bills.
The money outside is earning no interest
for you; there is the expenditure on stamps,
which is not a small item in a firm with
customers numbering tens of thousands;
there is the direct loss involved in debts.
that remain unsettled for years, and so may
never be settled. Now who must pay for
all this? Clearly it is the customers them
selves, since a business is not run to make
a loss but a profit. As it passes taxes, so a
business passes all this extra expense on to
the customer, who thus pays more for the
goods he buys than he would under a better
system. That is not fair to the customer,
Mr. Nathan contends, nor is it good for any
one; consequently he aims at converting the
Jamaica public to the wiser policy of short
credit and cash payments, by which means.
it will secure the things it wants at lower
prices and be better-off in consequence. Mr.
Nathan confidently believes that the public
will co-operate with him in this endeavour
the moment it understands that the benefits
of such a policy must be primarily the pub
lic's. The success already achieved has been
encouraging.

BEING a large buyer of merchandise, he
is insistent that English manufacturers

shall study how to please the W'est Indip.n
market and how to expand it. He has put
his views forcibly before the manufacturers
on several occasions, and, for himself, he
is resolved that he shall have what his es
tablishments need. He thinks that more
English goods could be bought in Jamaica,

but he does not hold that it is the Jamaican alone
who must contribute to the desired expansion of
English trade in this colony. On the contrary, he
contends that it is the ma:lufacturer at home who
must strive to satisfy the Jamaica customer.

In the meantime he has accomplished some very
effective changes in the two big stores in Kingston.
The old partitions have been torn down; anyone now
entering Metropolitan House or the Bee Hive has the
whole place revealed to him at a glance, as it were;
the air circulates freely through the spacious floor,
there is light everywhere, there is a skilful display of
articles which is of distinctly artistic effect. And the
most improved method of window dressing is prac
tised. These windows are a great advertisement.
They attract the passer-by; they please the shopper
who, though he or she may not want anything at the
moment, loves to see what there is that is new and
fashionable in the store at which he or she will make
purchases later on. So it is seen that a college de
gree does not handicap a man in business and that
the trainer of officers for the British Air Force may
also inspire a large staff of practical salesmen with.
his own business ideas and ideals, to the benefit of
themselves and the public as well as of himself. In
the Managing Director of Metropolitan House, too,
Mr. Nathan has a lieutenant who will certainly throw
himself heart and soul into this work of improving
bnsiness in Jamaica. The energy and ability of Mr.
Russell, who has been in Jamaica for some fifteen
years, are known and appreciated by the thousands
who have come directly or indirectly into contact
with him.
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YELLOW MAGIC
(Confinuecl trorn Page 18.)

serenity the great calm face looked straight before
it its hands stretched out from the elbow above the
le'gS, crossed for its squatting, 'earth-touching' posi
tion. Below it. on the steps of the altar, a priest
squatted also, his shaven head nodding forward in
the sleep of a vigil excessively prolonged. By the
portal stood the shrinking figure of the girl, staring
in terror at the jewel winking in the uncertain light
of the expiring torches.

"For a long, long moment she stood there, un
able to move, her face looking as carven in its fixed
immobility as the image itself. With a sympathetic
thrill I realized the awful superstitious dread which
had her in its grip. Then her human love triumphed.
I saw her glide stealthily towards the giant figure,
so stealthily that the nodding head of the somnolent
priest altered not in the regularity of its drowsy rise
and fall, so stealthily that she seemed but a part of
the shifting shadows cast by the candelabra of the
torches. Nimbly and cautiously she clambered from
the altar-steps to the knee of the mighty image, drew
herself up to the arm outstretched in benediction.
She balanced herself precariously, rose suddenly up
right upon it, and snatched at the jewel.

"The clasp of the flexible gold snake broke with
the violence of her pull. I saw it slide like a little
stream of ruddy fire into her hands, saw the last
flash of the jewel as she stuffed it into her bosom.
And then. with a start, the priest looked up.

"Ere he could do more than spring to his feet
she had leaped down with the sure-footed agility of
a mountain-girl. In a quick movement she evaded
his clutch, was gone.

"Once more I found myself looking at the garden
where the white-clad figure lurked in the shadows.
A moment of waiting, then down the moonlit open
space came the flitting figure of the girl. Swiftly she
approached, panic in her wild flight,. in the beautiful
features now close enough for distinct view. She
was sobbing as she ran. The man stepped out to
her. She stopped, stood for a second regarding him
with a look of inexpressible reproach, and then, avert
ing her head, thrust into his eager grasp the sacred
jewel. He slipped it into his pocket and caught her
in his arms. She gazed at him in yearning doubt,
her head drawn back, her soul seeming to question
him through her eyes, and then suddenly she flung
herself towards him, her bare arms round his neck,
her mouth on his, kissing him in a passionate parox
ysm of caresses. Desperately she yielded herself to
him, frenzied claiming the rewaz'd for her crime-his
love. I saw the tears rolling down her cheeks as she
kissed him eagerly again and again, all else forgot
ten bu t absorption in his presence. In a thrill of a p
prehension I remembered the priest. Surely the
alarm was given-a horde of fanatics searching for
her while she lingered so recklessly! Despite the
utter silence in which all this passed, I almost fan
cied I could hear the sonorous booming of a gong.

"My apprehension quickened to a stab of acute
alarm. There, slinking towards them in the shad
ows, as stealthily as a cat, came a crouching figure,
nearer and nearer from behind. The steel blade he
clutched flashed in the moonlight. His face looked
up. illumined in the soft radiance which suffused the
garden. I recognized it-the priest who had slum
bered at his post!-and then, with a curious little
internal shock, but vaguely, as if these later inci
dents belonged to another existence, the full recogni
tion dawned upon me·-the wretched native who had
loitered about the deserted pagoda of Cho-lon, the
conjurer of the catc. the conjurer who-ages since
had filled the saloon of the Mary Gleeson with smoke
and incense from the red fire of a bronze bowl! H;s
ugly face contorted with vindictive cunning, he
crept now upon the oblivious lovers locked in their
passionate embrace. I saw him gather himself for
the spring, the long, murderous knife openly in his
hand. In a spasm of horror all of me tried frantic
ally to shriek a warning, but I could not utter a
sound. I seemed to be only a watching brain, divorc
ed from all the other organs of the body. He leaped.

"There was a glimmer of cold light as the knife
descended. I waited, my heart stopping, in doubt
as to the victim. The uncertainty lasted but an
instant. The girl, struck in the back, turned her
face up to the sky and crumpled to her knees like
a marionette whose string is cut. For one long mo
ment the grinning, evil face of the priest, tugging to
release his knife, and the horrified eyes of the
white man looked into each other in a silence which
was appalling in its complete soundlessness. Then
the white man struck savagely downwards upon the
shaven head and sprang away into the darkness.

"Again I heard a gasp, a choked-back cry, from
the obscurity at the side. of me. But now it seemed
to be startingly nearer, and as my bewildered facul
ties tried to apprehend it, to identify the source
which I knew vaguely must be familiar to me and
yet could not bring to consciousness, my attention
wandered for a moment. When I looked again the
vision had disappeared. There was no longer garden
or temple. There was only redly-illumined smoke rol
ling upward from a dull red glow and an atmosphere

of sweet, sickly fumes that held my body in a drug
ged paralysis.

"Still I gazed, fascinated. Those thick, wreath
ing masses of smoke were shaping themselves-shap
ing themselves into something-something columnar.
I watched like one in a dream, and as I watched a
part of me attained to consciousness of Captain
Strong sitting in frozen immobility by the side of
me. The wreathing smoke coalesced, formed itself
into something whose outlines were not yet clear. A
brighter, yellower light emanated from below it, lit it
up. A body-a vague female body-collected itself,
and then a girl's head, strangely beautiful for all its
almond eyes and scanty brows, smiled upon us, sud
denly vivid and real. I recognized it with a shock
the girl of the garden! She and her body were now
one complete living organism that moved sinuously
from the hips. I held my breath in awe. Wherlilas
the visions I had been watching were like pictures at
a distance this was an actual living woman a few
feet from us. The smoke disappeared. I was star
ing at a beautiful native woman, as real as you or I,
mysteriously illumined in yellow light against a
background of obscurity, who stood where the fumes
had writhed upwards from the bowl.

"Conscious as I now was of Captain Strong's
close neighbourhood, I craved to turn to him for as
tonished comment. But still my body was deprived
of function: I could not move a muscle. He made
neither move nor sound. Then I almost forgot him
in the fascinated interest which this apparition com
pelled.

"Swaying slightly, with a free, graceful motion
of the hips, she moved from her place. Her mouth
parted in a pathetic little smile of melancholy, her
dark eyes gazing, not at me, but at something at my
side. in soulful, yearning appeal, she glided towards
us through a hushed silence where I could hear my
own heart beat. Slowly she detached her arms from
the simple robe which swathed her, stretched them
out imploringly, with a wistful smile that seemed to
beseech a difficult confidence, to the companion at
my side, to Captain Strong. Once more I heard the
gasp of his laboured breathing.

"She approached, and it seemed to me that she
and I and the panting figure at my side whom I
could not turn my head to see were the only things
existing in a world that was otherwise diuk. She
was illumined from head to foot, clearly and definite
ly detached from her surroundings. I marked the
soft, lithe roundness of her form. Did she speak?
Her lips moved, but I heard nothing, although it
seemed to me that a gently-uttered name echoed far
away in illimitable space, echoed endlessly as though
ringing through the vast, incommensurable soul of
things, present, and to be.

"A name was breathed distinctly, as in awed
answer from the obscurity at my side. 'Hea-Nan!
Hea- an!' The wistful smile on the beautiful face
sweetened as in grateful recognition. The eyes soft.
ened, in a tender fondness that had nevertheless a
strange, remote dignity. Tot now did she give her
self up to the passionate abandonment of that moon
lit garden. Love still yearned from her, but it was
the eternal love of the soul that looks to the unimag
inable realities beyond the body.

"Slowly, slowly she approached, until it seemed
that the hands of her outstretched arms would brush
my sleeve as they reached towards the man I felt
recoil back into the darkness at my side. I looked
up into the face of a liVing, breathing woman-saw
the faint flush upon her Asiatic complexion-saw the
dark eyes glowing, swimming in a bath of tears.
Once more the lips moved silently-once more the
answering name-'Hea-Nan! '-came in an emotion
ally exhaled whisper from the man who could draw
back no farther. '

"She smiled, a smile of radiant forgiveness, of
understanding, and-so it seemed-of pity, and then
I saw her arms make a quick movement. From the
shadow at my side she plucked something, held it
aloft. The sacred jewel of the Buddha blazed in the
mouth of the reddish-gold snake that seemed to curl
alive about her arm. For one long moment I looked
up at her, her face glowing strangely in the glory
of the recovered jewel, yet still a liVing, human
woman, with lips that parted as I watched-and
then I found myself staring into a smother of
smoke, from which issued a ghastly, mocking laugh
ter.

"The red glow near the floor expired in one last
flicker. There was a stab of flame, the simultaneous
deafeningly-violent detonation of a revolver fired
close to my ear, a savage cry of furious menace, an
other gloating chuckle of laughter-and then dark
ness and silence.

"Brought suddenly to myself, I struggled to my
feet in the choking fumes and groped feverishly for
the switch of the electric light. I found it, and the
lamps sprang into dull illumination of the smoke
filled cabin. The door was open. The conjurer had
disappeared-I heard a splash in the river under the
open ports, and was left no doubt that he was beyond
our reach. Then, in sudden alarm at his silence, I
turned to look for Captain Strong.

"He was stretched back unconscious upon the
settee where we had sat together, his hand still
grasping the revolver, which he had vainly fired with
his last strength. He looked livid, pale as death,

and for a moment I thought the native had murdered
him. But I could find no mark on him, and presently
he opened his eyes, began to murmur delirious phra·
ses. I saw at a glance that he was very ill, with
the illness that frightens you when you see it in a
place like Saigon. With some difficulty, for he wa~

a heavy man, I lifted him to his bunk and put him
to bed. As I loosened the shirt from about his throat
I noticed, with a thrill of the uncanny which made
me shudder. that round his neck was a circling line
of blanched skin, and on his chest a similar, broad·
er patch. But the amulet whose long wearing had
evidently caused these marks had disappeared com·
pletely.

"Half an hour later I was being rowed in all
haste to the black Messegeries Martimes boat moored
in the river, and claiming the services of her doctor.

"It was hopeless from the first, and we both
knew it. Captain Strong died before morning, ray·
ing native words in his delirium and calling inces·
santly a native name-'Hea-Nan! Hea-Nan!'

"At dawn I looked up to see the yellow jacl;
fluttering from the masthead precisely as not twelve
hours before I had seen the vision of it from the
quay."

Captain Williamson stopped, glanced at his burnt

(Concluded on Next Page.)
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Wine and The Scriptures
in Old Testament times; thus when Abraham had
achieved a daring victory over some neighbouring
enemies and went back home, the people came out to
greet him "and Melchizidek, King of Salem, brought
forth bread and wine: and he was the priest of the
most high God." We may be sure that Father Abra
ham enjoyed his wine and was most grateful for it,
and we have to agree that a king and priest of Mel
chizidek's standing in the world would never have
offered to an honoured guest anything that he regard
ed as deleterious. The priests of those days were not
total abstainers, nor are all priests and clerics total
abstainers now. The Children of Israel were com
manded to give thanks for "thy corn and thy wine,"
and it is ordered in the Book of Numbers that "In
the holy place shalt thou cause the strong wine to
be poured unto the Lord for a drink offering." We
read in the Song of Songs of "the best wine that
goeth down sweetly, causing the lips of those that
are asleep to speak," and we are recommended to
"give strong drink unto him that is ready to perish"
-not to assist him to perish, of course, but to save
him from perishing, or at the very least to prevent
him from suffering much.

Timothy, who was a disciple of the Apostle Paul,
was eVidently a young man of delicate health. Paul
saw that he needed some stimulant, and wrote to
tell him so. "Drink no longer water, but use a little
wine for thy stomach's sake and thine often infir1l1
ities," said Paul, which he would never have done
had he been a prohibitionist. Then there is the cele
brated miracle of the turning of water into wine,
and though some have laboured to say that this wine
had no alcohol in it, they have never been convincing.
What is certain is that this wine cannot have been
grapejuice, for that would have provoked the guests
to an instant exodus. It wasn't ginger ale or lemon
ade. It was wine, richer, of better body and aroma,
than the guests had had before. And it set the seal
upon the offering of a glass of something-wine or
spirits-as a token and expression of hospitality.

Mr. Butler's book is full of other good things.
He rightly calls whisky the "wine" of Scotland and
he does not forget that rum is the wine of Jamaica.
In Ecclesiastes we are bidden to "drink thy wine
with a merry heart," and 1\11'. Butler understands
that every country will have some affection for its
own wine and drink it with a merry heart. There
is no reason why this should not be done and a non
fuddled head also maintained; and as we here have
managed to drink our own wine or rum, and the
wines of other countries, without becoming a
drunken country, it is clear that a people, like an
individual, can easily steer the middle course.

Rum has been mentioned. Mr. Butler tells us
that the word is derived from sacchannn. the Latin
word for sugar. Now rum is actually a bye-product
of sugar, and it seems that its very name is also a
bye-product-which is interesting. Mr. Butler writes
that "rum has always been considered the most
wholesome of spirits," which is a very fine tribute
to our native wine. He himself stresses the virtues
of sherry; there are some who prefei· a cocktail mix
ture; in Jamaica we consume rum, whisky, and
sherry, champagne, gin and anything else that we can
afford, never forgetting our famous Planter's Punch.
And although a few l.lndoubtedly do overdrink and
make beasts of themselves, the majority.are neither
poisoned nor rendered incapable. Nor do most of us
die particularly young.

26

'fhe favourite Jamaica mode of showing hospital
ity is to ask a man to have a drink. But there has
arisen a school of thought in Jamaica which con
tends that to ask a man to have a drink is to sug
gest to him that he should have some poison. This
school ranks wine with arsenic, whisky with strych
nine, rum with some other noxious toxic essence:
it demands whether anyone is justified in dispensing
liquid death, even if it be a somewhat slow form of
death, to one's fellow-creatures.

So it would seem as though the Jamaica way of
being hospitable, which is also common enough else
where, were nothing but an effort to spread destruc
tion, and the hospitable man might be described as
an enemy of humanity and a wrecker of homes! Label
a drink "poison" and you have condemned it with
out the evidence of a sip; call it the foe of the fam
ily and you have stigmatised it as something worse
than he who comes into a happy household with vil
lainous intent. And yet the commonsense of men
will not, in spite of all the eloquence on the other
side, agree that drink with an alcoholic content is the
deadly thing the prohibitionists would have us be
lieve.

We all know this; but all of us do not know that
there are some very readable books written about
wines which show a side of the story that
the prohibitionists never touch upon. One of the
most excellent works of this kind is a handsome vol
ume entitled, "Wine and the Wine Lauds of the
World," by Frank Hedges Butler, which has been
sent to "Planters' Punch" for review. It is a book
which can be read from cover to cover, or dipped into,
as one's fancy impels, with the greatest enjoyment.
Mr. Butler's work is the best on the subject that we
have ever seen; and his chapter on "Wine and the
Bible" is especially interesting. As people in Jamaica,
generally speaking, love to have Scriptural authority
for most things (even if they neglect the spiritual
injunctions referring to certain matters), the readers
of such a publication as "Planters' Punch" will ba
glad to hear what Mr. Butler has to say about the
Bible and Wine.

He knows his subject. Wine, he tells us, is men
tioned 155 times in the Old Testament, and 10 times
in the New Testament as a drink. Noah planted a
vineyard, probably in celebration of his escape from
the flood, but it has to be admitted that he drank
too much of its product. It must have been new wine
that he imbibed, or too much of the stuff, in his gen
eral jubilation; anyhow he did certain unseemly
things which the father of a family and a leading
sage should not have done: such as putting off his
clothes and probably endeavouring to execute a jazz.
This caused Ham to laugh at him, for which Ham
was very properly punished. But, as Mr. Butler
mentions, Noah lived to be 950 years old, or only
19 years less than Methuselah; so he could hardly
have been immoderate as a rule in the use of wine.
He drank it like a gentleman, and it did not shorten
his life. He was not poisoned. After all, to flourish
on this earth for nearly a thousand years is as much
as even a prohibitionist would have asked in the days
when men counted their years by the centuries. So
one does not see that prohibitionists receive much
support from that episode in Noah's life, when that
old gentleman went about, for a while, in the nude."

Bread and wine, the staff of life and the light
ener of life, were employed as symbols of hospitality
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YELLOW MAGIC
out cheroot, threw it away, and selected another one
carefully from his case.

"Well, professor, what do you make of that?" he
asked, as he struck a match.

The professor assumed an air of wisdom superior
to any mistery.

"Of course," he said, "there is no doubt what
happened. Captain Strong was probably infected
with yellow fever coming up the river. Years before,
he had instigated a native girl to rob that Buddhist
temple on his behalf, and finding himself back at the
lllace he was impelled-it is a common psychological
phenomenon in criminals-to revisit the scene of his
crime. The ex-priest saw him and recognized him,
and, wishing to make Quite sure whether he still
possessed the sacred jewel, he hypnotized him by
chaining his conscious attention on his little conjur
ing trick at the cafe, and then suggested to him the
vision of the jewel by outlining it with his subject's
finger on the table. Captain Strong's exclamation
I1nd his gesture would be sufficient evidence that he
still wore it.

"As for the scene in the saloon, it was hypnotism
on a large scale, induced by the use o"f the drugs with
which the atmosphere was filled. Captain Strong's
subconscious mind came to the top and lived once
~gain through the episodes of the robbery and the

death of his agent, seeing them, as is the habit of the
subjective mind when released from the control of
the objective surface consciousness, like actual pre
sent facts. The hallucination of the girl as a living
presence in the cabin is, of course, explained by the
silent suggestion of the priest acting on the already
highly-excited subconsciousness of the guilty man.
Just as I can make a hypnotic patient believe that
you are someone else and see you as someone else,
so the conjurer himself, under cover of the vision he
had suggested, approached the wearer of the sacred
jewel and snatched it from his neck. The emotional
crisis undergone by Captain Strong would, of course,
hasten the onset of the yellow fever already in his
body."

"H'm!" objected Captain Williamson, "but that
doesn't explain why I should share these visions."

The professor was nothing daunted.
"Of course," he said, "you were in close propin

quity to Captain Strong, and were doubtless what is
known as en TappoTt with him. The vision of the
yellow-flag-the not uncommon hallucination of a
death-symbol, produced by the sub-consciousness of a
doomed person-was communicated to you when the
captain gripped your shoulder--"

"Have a whisky-and-soda, professor," interrupted
the planter, coarsely, "and don't spo.il a good story."
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Better Than Ever

THE NEW DODGE FOUR
Dodge Brothers new four-cylinder car gives mile-a-minute per

formance with surprising ease and smoothness. So great is the power of
its engine in relation to the weight of the car that it is never forced to
labour and is, therefore free from the roughness and pounding so com
mon in cars of its price.

The Body construction is not only remarkable for its high quality
and strength but for its blended curves, long lines, perfect proportions
and smart colourings which combine to create an impression of beauty
such as few light cars ever achieve.

Every convenience is embraced in its equipment, and its roomi
ness and comfort would do justice to a car of vastly higher price. In
addition, it has that rare quality of dependability which has for years
made Dodge Brothers Motor Cars the overwhelming choice of motorists
everywhere.

-----------@f----- _

JOHN CROOK, IJealer.
96-100 Harbour St.,

l\JNGSTON.
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The Sins 0/ the Children
(Continued t1'om Page 23).

of the professional canvassers, would be he who
should layout the larger sum and not insist upon too
inquisitive an enquiry as to how that money was
spent.

In Kingston Mrs. Primrose, 'William Bressley's
sister, and Vivian his daughter, heard of what was
happening in St. Catherine. The news went to Mrs.
Primrose's head as wine would have done. There
was plenty of pride in her, plenty of ambition, too,
hut now it was ambition for Vivian's sake far more
than for her brother's or her own. Her first thought
was of how her brother's victory would affect Vivian
-for she believed firmly that he would be victorious.

"You see, Vi," she said animatedly, one morning
after reading about the approaching contest in the
newspapers, "it is like this. The poorer people
will vote for you' father, for they hate old Steinway.
And so you will be the daughter of the Hon. William
Bressley. Think of that! You can look as high as
you please now-or rather, I mean to say, as high as
a sensible girl will look."

"Looking and seeing are two different things,"
observed Vivian sagely, "but at present I am looking
neither high nor low. I don't care anything about
these political questions, Aunt Gertrude, though of
course I shall be glad if papa wins."

"And Mr. Gus Steinway will be sorry," said Mrs.
Primrose grimly. Vivian's lack of enthusiasm an·
noyed her. She could not help wondering if the cir·
cumstance that it was GU$ Steinway's father who was
in the field on the other sille had not something to
do with Vi's disappointing attitude.

But Vivian showed no feeling whatever at this
remark.

"Whether Mr. Gus is vexed or pleasQd will not
matter to the voters," she reminded her aunt. "I really
don't care, you know, Aunt Gertrude, for papa to be
a member of the Council: what does it mean to you
or me? But if he fight I hope he will win, don't
care who is against him. You and me won't be any
the worse if he don't win, though."

"Well, that is true, Vi. But it isn't for himself
that I wish him success, for he will only lose time
and money, an' mo'ney is worth more than all the
empty honour in the world. But it might help you."

"I know it is me you thinking of," said Vivian
calmly, "but I don't want you to imagine that that
sort or thing make any difference to me."

"You are sensible," agreed Mrs. Primrose dryly,
but she looked at the girl, puzzled. She recognized that
Vi was talking sound sense, but the sense was too
sound. An old woman, some one verging upon seven·
ty, who had seen too much of life to be any longer
attracted by its vanities, might take the line Vi took,
but hardly a girl o[ twenty·two. Such complete lack
of interest as to whether her father should win a
local position that would make him a figure in the
country, and endow him with a local title as long as
he held his elected position. suggested that Vivian's
mind was supremely occupied with something else.

But she had been in Kingston for some time
now. and since that afternoon when they had
talked about Gus Steinway Mrs. Primrose had had
no reason to uspect that her niece had once set
her eyes on that young man. As a matter of fact, she
did not now believe that it was Gus who had spoken
to "ivian on the day that Mr. Proudleigh had seen
her. The old fellow, on being privately questionea
lat I' on, had been positive that no words had passed
between the two young people, and that Vivian had
not replied to the gentleman's bow. He had been
loud in praise or the dignity with which Vivian had
tared at the insolent stranger. So that was that;

meantime no letters came to Vivian except from her
father and a few friends whose handwriting :vIrs.
Primrose was well acquainted with, and Vivian went
nowhere, so far as she could perceive, that Gus Stein'
way was likely to be.

rt was probable that Gus was in the country
and not in Kingston at all; shortly indeed he would
be helping his father in this election contest. So she
could not readily conclude that Gns Steinway had
anything to do with Vivian's lukewarm attitude re
garding her father's political prospects; yet she felt
that that attitude was too extraordinary to admit of
any commonplace explanation. It was not normal.
Could it be possible that Vivian was falling in love
with someone whom her aunt did not know, and was
keeping it secret [or a while? In Kingston there
were a lot of young men, and Vi went out some·
time. She may have seen someone. .. Mrs. Prim
rose was conscious of a twinge of jealousy. Yet it
was only natural that Vi should like some young
fellow, and he might also be of the right sort, a
young man of good appearance, family and position,
and that would mean the last of Mr. Gus Steinway
anyhow. But why any secrecy? Here, however, Mrs.
Primrose remembered that she had been a girl her·
self, and she knew that she would never have begnn
to talk to her parents about any young man who
had as yet said nothing really significant to her.
She smiled; she realised that she was expecting too
much from Vivian. On the whole, as a result of these

reflections and deductions, she became somewhat
easier in mind.

"You are sensible," she repeated, after a silence
of a' few minutes; "yet when one is young one
shouldn't be too grave, Vi, it make you get old before
your time."

"No fear of that, aunty," laughed Vi, who, cov
ertly, had been watching the older woman with keen,
searching eyes. "Don't you fear that I am going to
get gray! Only, it's no use pretending that I care
for things I don't think twice about. I like to en
joy meself as much any other girl, and you know
it; but I am not going to enjoy meself better be
cause papa is in the Legislative Council. Annie's
father is there-" she referred to a girl friend of
hers in Trelawny-"and I don't see that it makes any
difference to Annie; she has the same friends she
had before and she doesn't have any more money.
Where does she benefit?"

"'Vell, you know, there is the honour."
"For papa, perhaps, and that is something-·if

they don't abuse him on the top of it. But not for
you and me. I would rattier have a nice little motor
car than be in the Council."

"That is because you are a woman," laughed Mrs.
Primrose.

"Well, suppose papa lose money by going into the
Council? I may have to wait till I am old for a
motor car!"

Business and Culture

)IR. _\I.lo°RED )[ILT.ER

Mr. Alfred Miller entered the dry goods business
when a youth; he has never been in any other; to-day
he is a partner in Sasso & Miller, the well-known mer
chants of Kingston, and it is admitted that he has
been a success in business. He is one of the shrewd
est, withal one of the most conscientious, of our busi
ness men. He began life as a clel:k, aiming to learn
all that could be learnt in Jamaica about his busi
ness, but intending also to become his own mastp-r
later on. That intention never for a moment suffered
an eclipse. Alfred, as his friends call him, possesses
the quality of persistence to a marked degree; he is
very methodical, looks far into the future, and plans
to-day what he hopes to be able to execute years
ahead. This accounts for his steady rise, which of
course is also the rise of the business of whose two
heads he is one. He applies the process of thinking
to the job he has undertaken.

:vIr. Alfred Miller is a man of excellent taste in
reading; reading is indeed his favourite diversion.
In his youth b.e received a good education and he
has never allowed himself since then to ignore intel
lectual pursuits. Thus he can converse on topics
which might seem to have no connection whatever
with business matters, but which have every connec
tion with culture and a hroad outlook upon human
affairs. There is no incompatibility between a keen
and unremitting interest in one's business affairs
and a liking for literature and philosophy; that is
proved by Mr. Miller himself. In manner he is quiet,
persuasive, sincere; in business circles as well as
among his personal friends he is highly thought of.
He travels a good deal, going chiefly to England in
the interests of his firm, but using such opportuni
ties also for a continued development of his mind.
He is a sound example of the educated business man,
a type which will be identified more and more with
business in Jamaica as time goes on.

"Girl! But you want a lot! Yet you're right,
you know, he may lose money by all this sort or
thing." Mrs. Primrose was now exceedingly pleased
that Vi was taking, after all, a directly personal and
mercenary interest in the political situation. ThL'!
was more natural than her apparent indifference of :t
few minutes before. She was thinking of herself,
and of something she really would prefer, which was
healthy in a young girl, even if it seemed selfish.

"You may get a motor car shortly, Vi," she prom
ised. "I hear you can get a nice second·hand one,
almost new, for about half the price of a new one;
small, you know, but quite accommodating. I think
I can manage it .. "

"Aunt Gerty! You do everything for me, give me
everything I want," cried Vi. "You're never tired of
that. T01t ought to be in the Council instead of
papa!"

"Tcha, girl! Go about your business!" cried'
:vIrs. Primrose, but her face lighted up with pleasure
nevertheless; at that moment she was extremely hap·
py. The girl's gratitude, her praise, went to Mrs.
Primrose's heart. Then, she was about shortly to
gratify a wish of her niece's, and to gratify the
wishes of one she loved was a passion with Mrs.
Primrose. To succour, to give, to stand in a sort of
prOVidential relationship to others to whom she was
devoted was part of her nature; the strength of her
character instinctively sought to express itself in
benevolent actions that created an atmosphere of well
being and happiness round about other people.

It was only a week before that Vi and Gus Stein
way had met in the cemetery to the west of the
city. She had last seen him standing among the
graves. But she had heard from him, and in her
bodice now was a note from him, received only the
day before. Mrs. Primrose had studied the hand
writing on all the envelopes that came addressed to
Vivian; it had not occurred to her that letters to Vi
might be addressed elsewhere, for Vi had only a few
acquaintances in Kingston. It had never entered
Mrs. Primrose's mind to think of Mr. Proudleigh as .1

possible human post office. But Mr. Proudleigh went
to the Post Office in Kingston every afternoon now
and asked for letters addressed to him. He had re
ceived two, the sealed contents of which he knew h~

must deliver privately to Vivian. He had been given
come explicit instructions as to that. His services
had been engaged and he had fulfilled his duties
properly.

Two letters in one week! No wonder Vivian
thought little of political contests in which she had
no direct interest. Even the motor car she had
spoken of meant far less to her than Mrs. Primrose
believed. Yet she had not spoken idly ao-out motor
cars. There was a reference to one in the note she
had upon her person at that moment. Her mind was
very much upon a particular motor car just then.

CHAPTER SEVEN

THAT same afternoon Mr. Proudleigh came round
to the house chockful of enthusiasm.
"I are a proud man to-day, Mrs. P.," he assen

ed, as he stood at the threshold of the little house,
looking into the room in which sat Vivian and her
aunt at work. :\1rs. Primrose was making rosettes
for her brother's campaign, and Vivian was dutifully
helping her and making two to her one.

"I can see that, Mr. Proudleigh," said Mrs. Prim
rose, glancing at the old gentleman's attire. He wore
his best suit, a faded grey tweed which he had pos
sessed for some fifteen years and only donned on
very particular occasions. It was thick and it wad
hot, consequently Mr. Proudleigh was suffering ex
tremes of discomfort. But he fancied himself in these
garments, and his feeling that they improved his
appearance wonderfUlly was almost complete COlli
pensation for his physical misery.

"I can see that," Mrs. Primrose repeated; "YOll
dress so fine an' look so well that you must be going
to a wedding. Not your own, Mr. P?"

Everybody laughed at this as at a wonderful bit
of humour. But Mr. Proud leigh did not think the
observation merely a joke.

"No ma'am," said he: "I nleck up me m.inr),
when me wife die, dat I would never married agen.
I am not so old, Mrs. Primrose, as you can see when
I put on a fashionable suit 0' clothes like dis, which
are made by Mr. Jones, the tailor down Orange Street,
who die durin' de war. :vIany a man older dan me is
married to-day. But I done wid all that sort of t'ing
now, for I begin to feel dat I must turn me t'oughts
to religion. Prepare to meet your God, Mrs. P."

"I am quite prepared, 1\1r. Proudleigh; but is it
because you going to turn to religion that you dress
up like this to-day?"

"No, ma'am; it is because I hear from me son,
the one in Nicaragua, an' it is also because I read
about you' hrother, the same one dat is de Honour
able. You know, Mrs. P., our colour is comin' on.
When I was a buoy, you couldn't see a black man
or a brown man in de Legislative Council, but now
them is fulling up de place."

"Is that so?" asked Mrs. Primrose dryly. She
did not relish the suggestion that her brother would
not occupy almost a unique position in the country.
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At about eight o'clock Mr. Proudleigh drove up
in a large Buick car. Mrs. Primrose was astonished.
She had thought of a Ford; she had not pictured to
herself anything so ostentatious as this. She expres
sed her astonishment; but Mr. Proudleigh pointed out
that the car was lent, not hired, and that it had
been lent by a man in Kingston to whom his son in
Nicaragua had done some signal kindness. This
sounded quite likely, and she waved them a cheerful
farewell as they drove away. But since it was a large
car, she reflected, and Mr. Proudleigh wished to share
his momentary magnificence with people who had
been nice to him, it was a little strange that he hadn't
thought of asking her also to go for the outing. "Even
old men like the younger ones better," she smiled to
herself, then sat down to continue making rosettes.

Meanwhile the car sped at thirty miles an hour
towards the hills, where, at a convenient place, Gus
Steinway was waiting for Vivian, as she had been
Informed he would be in the note she had received
from him the previous day.

In less than an hour she arrived. Gus helped her
out of the car, and together they walked towards a
little spot in the shadow of some overhanging trees.

Mr. Proudleigh watched them with interest; he
could not hear what they said to one another, but
guessed that they were making love. He was not
quite easy In his mind. This was the biggest piece
of deception he had yet practised upon Mrs. Primrose,
and he could not be certain that she would not dis
cover the truth, though he did not quite see how she
could. To ease his conscience and allay his fears he
tried to picture himself as a sort of knight sent to
assist a damsel in distress: he had heard something
about knights in his time. The remuneration of these
must have been very handsome, all things considered,
he reflected, if he could judge by young Steinway's
liberality. Yet he din not quite like the situation; he
assured himself that this was the last time he would
mix himself up with love affairs requiring such se
crecy and with no definite end in view. For he did
not see what could be gained by the passing of a
few notes and the meeting, in full sight of passers·
by and other people, of a young man and a young
woman who did not seem ever to get any nearer to
each other.

"Dis whole t'ing is foolishness," he thought, but
the truth was that he also felt it was dangerous. He
now had enough money to last him for a long time;
and he had not the capitalistic mind, which longs
for more and yet more, and is never satisfied. He was
now inclined to retire from the business of knight
errantry, if he could do so without incurring any
body's active enmity. He thought with some uneasi
ness that he would be badly put to it if he had to ex
plain to his daughter or her husband how he had
come by so much money; even to-night he would not
dare to drive up to their house in the car, but must
let it take him to the garage. whence he must find his
way home at perhaps a rather late hour. That too
might strike the folk with whom he lived as strange;
indeed, it seemed to the old man that he was steadily
embroiling himself in a lot of serious trouble. He
was afraid of Gus Steinway, whom indeed he regard
ed with awe. He was afraid of Vivian, he was very
much afraid of Mrs Primrose. And he was afraid
of his own relatives. Something of all this he had
already conveyed to Vivian, in a timid sort of way,
on their ride upward; and she had understood him
better than he imagined. His usefulness was rapidly
drawing to an end, was her impression.

CHAPTER EIGHT.

W ELL, aren't you going to give me a little kiss?"
Gus asked her, as she stood looking at him.

"Don't you see that they can see you?" she demanded
sharply; "if you have no eyes, they have."

"Who? the old man? He is half blind, I am sure;
and the chauffeur isn't looking our way. Besides,
what do they matter?"

"Nothing to you, perhaps, but everything to me.
lt won't affect you if they talk; but me-!"

Nonsense. The old man wouldn't say a word.
and that chauffeur won't either. I know him."

He is your man?"
"Yes."
"So what you do he will take to be a joke, and

all right, but he will laugh at me and talk about me,
and me name will be worth nothing in St. Catherine!
No-don't!" But Gus had caught her to him and
kissed her.

"Gus," she whispered, "you've been drinking.
Why do you drink?"

"Good Lord, Vi! What do you take me for? A
child ?"

"No; but I have seen you-not drunk, you know,
but-. Why don't you stop it? It may get the betteT'
M you some day. It will harm you."

"Thanks, my dear, but I am not a weakling. And
what a lecturer you are! I am not to kiss you; I
am not to have a drink; I must be careful where I go;
I must keep out of the sight of your beloved aunt.
All these admonitions are laid upon me whenever I
meet you."

"And you don't pay any attention to any of them,
except it suit you to. Oh, I know. Be careful, Gus:
they will see you!"

"I don't care a damn if they do; but I don't

want them to talk about you: don't believe that for a
moment," he said as he released her.

"You said you had something important to tell
me; what is it?"

"It is only that I have to leave Kingston to
morrow. You have heard about this foolishness of
my father's. He wants me to come down and help
him."

"To fight my father?"
"I Suppose so. But I am not going down to fight

anybody, though I must give the old man some help
of a sort. I am not going to make ll,ny speeches or
any of that kind of damned nonsense; so far as I am
concerned, your dad could be elected to-morrow. I
Suppose he will be too; myoid man is not particu
larly popular."

"You mean that I won't see you in Kingston for
some time?"

"In a way, yes; though I'll probably take a run
up next week and see if we can have a little chat -I
just love to meet you, Vi."

"Don't trouble to come: my aunt and I are going
back next week."

"Oh, that's good."
"But when we are back it will be even harder

for us to meet than here. I told you already that she
is always talking about you."

"Yes, I know. Then what are we going to do?"
"Do? othing. There is nothing to do. As I

told you before, it is only wasting our time to meet
like this. I tell you again an' again that nothing
can come of it.... nothing. Then what's the use?
You had better go your way and leave me to go mine.
Let to-night be the last. Think what my aunt, or
my father, or anybody at all, would ay if they
heard that you and I meet out here at night like
this?" ,

"Well, what could they say? Here is an old man
you came out with, well within sight. Here is my
chauffeur. Here are you and I standing where any.
one who passes can see that we are only talking to
gether, and that is hardly an offence. '\That is there
for anybody to say? You always harp now on the
same string whenever we me.et."

Without giving her time to answer he put his
arms around her, and though she struggled slightly
he kissed her again and again.

"Now tell me," he Whispered, "do you really mean
that from to-night I am to go my own way and you
yours? Do you mean that, sweetheart?"

"Don't join other people in abusing me father
at the election," was her irrelevant answer, and he
smiled. "My aunt," she went on, with the same
irrelevance, "is giving me a motor car."

"That's fine! Learn to drive it yourself' I
drive, and if you learn too, it will be so easy fOI: us
to meet sometimes. No one will know, and no hal'm
will be done."

"But what's the good of it?" she insisted, "what
are we to meet for?"

"Always that question, eh? What's the good of
a kiss, my love? Yet it is sweet. What's the good
of a talk? Yet we find it interesting, don't we?
What's the good of anything?"

"It won't be good if it end in my disgrace,
Gus."

"But it won't, it can't; how can it? You say that
people will talk about you-for that is the only
thing you have to fear. But they are not talking
yet."

"Yes, they are. They are not saying anythiu7.
9ad, but they see us together sometimes, and thev
have mentioned it to me aunt. Later on they wiil
begin to" put two an' two together and make it ten.
Don't you know? You are a Jamaican like meself,
and you must know the people' of this country."

"Only too well, confound them! Yes, you are
right about their slandering tongues; but if you get
the car you speak of, and take a run out of your dis
trict, and I happpen to meet you occasionally, there
will be only you and me, not another soul. Don't
you realise that there will be nothing for you to be
alarmed abou t?"

"They say that walls have ears. Trees may have
eyes, Gus."

"And I have lips, Vi. Kiss me!"
And she kissed him passionately, for she hart

been kissed, and a desire for his lips possessed her.
If she could be seen by the two men waiting-she was
not sure that they had seen him kissing her in the
shadows in which they were bOUl standing-if she
could be seen now she must have been already,
and so it dId not matter now. It might be weeks
before they would meet again. It was, for a time,
g0o,d-bye. Again and again they kissed one 'another.
he straining her to his breast. Then she' starter!
awaY' panting, feeling suddenly afraid.

" "Come now," she murmured in a thick ;oice,
"we must go back. I mustn't stay out any longer."
Quietly she left the shadows.

He followed her, saying that he would find some
safe means of letting her hear from him in the coun·
try; and they went b~ck to their respective cars
and took the road to Kingston.

Mr. Proud leigh and Vi got back to Mrs. Prim·
rose's before ten o'clock, at about which hour she
expected them.

(Contimted on Page 33)
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no harm could result either; so she would never be
worse off than she was at present. But if her father
found out all about their meetings, he might force
her to give him up ... She set her lips grimly. She
could not and would not consent to do that.

CHAPTER 'NINE

MR. Bressley was exultant. His habitually im
pOl'tant demeanour was now reinforced by a

triumphant air. His half-closed eyes, the whites of
them slightly bloodshot, indicated obstinacy and pug·
nacity, his harsh but fluent ¥Oice was an expression
of his aggressive, fiery disposition. But this after
noon he was excited and happy, for only last night
he had been declared duly elected as the representa
tive of his parish, and with him now were some of
his principal supporters who had driven round to
his home to renew their congratulations.

The sitting room on the second story of his com
fortable home was crowded and the guests over
flowed upon the broad verandah, from which a fine
view of green landscape, backed by wooded sunlit
mountains, was obtained. There were over a dozen
men with him, and his wife, his sister, his daughter,
and several other women, the wives and daughters
of friends who had been very prominent on his side
in the election. They were all having cake and wine
in celebration of an event which they considered as
almost unparalleled for importance in the colony's
history, and they were all intent upon retailing their
experiences of the past fortnight, though these had
been related again and again.

"But I don't think all of you know what t}1at
young whelp, Gus Steinway, did two nights ago,"
said Mr. Bressley, "and how I dealt with him. You
weren't there, Brown, or you, Sampson?"

"No," admitted those two men, "tell us what
happened."

Vivian's eyelids fluttered; that sOplething unplea
sant had occurred between her father and Gus she
knew at once. She hoped it had been nothing much,
though she was well aware that her father took
trifles seriously, and magnified their significance as
time went on, instead of forgetting them as most
other people did.

"I was having a meeting at Bog Walk, and was
walking properly into old Steinway. I didn't spare
the rascal; I made the p.eople know just what sort
of a man he is. It seems that his son was in the
audience and was drunk-he is a worthless young
feller! When I got properly warmed up and began
to say how badly St3inway treats his labourers. fin
ing them for nothing at all in order to rob them,
who should push his way to the front, sir, but Mr.
Gus Steinway and began to interrupt me. Told me
that I should fight fair and not tell lies! That made
me mad, and I let him know that I thought his
father and himself were only trash. Do you know
what he said to me then?"

"No," came in a chorus from those who had not
already heard the story.

"He said that he wouldn't take such talk from
a damned nigger, and he made as' though to jump
on the platform to get at me!"

"Oh, oh," exclaimed some of Mr. Bressley's au
dience, "'damned nigger,' eh? So that's it! Well, a
'damned nigger' beat his father all right! The for
ward chap! And what did you do?" These several
comments were uttered in loud and indignant tones.

"Do? If it wasn't for me chairman, the crowd
would have torn him half to pieces. But we calmed
them down, and one or two men who were friendly
to him insisted that he should go away. He hadn't
interfered with me before, he didn't even speak for
his father anywhere - I don't think he can make a
decent speech," added Mr. Bressley proudly, remem
bering his own established reputation as an orator.

"vVcll, to be sure!" cried some of the ladies
present, while Vivian sat with drawn face, which
they attribu ted entirely to her speechless indignation.
"What he won't say next!"

"You see how those Steinways think of even
such people as we," said Mr. Bressley.

Mr. Brown, a quiet·looking man, not of mixed
blood as were most of the other guests, but wholly
black, enquired in a quiet way, "What did you tell
him his father was?"

"Trash," replied Mr. Bressley ·promptly, "and
bad trash too. Oh, I can tell you, I didn't spare him."

"But, Wi:liam," said Mr. Brown, "while the
young man had no right to talk about damned nig
ger, it must have been hard for him to hear you abuse
his father like that, you know. Remember, he is_ his
father's son."

"Then why did he come to my meeting?" demand
ed Mr. Bressley warmly.

"Any man can go to any political meeting,"
answered Brown, "though it isn't always wise to go."

"But to talk about nigger?" rasped Mr. Samp
son.

"Trash and thief are hard words too," insisted
Mr. Brown, "and when hard words are spoken on one
side they will be spoken on the other. I don't say
it can be helped, for it can't; but I know that young
man a little and I have always found him a very
civil young feller. He is not p"'cud or stuck up, but
most friendly and nice; only" sometim~s, he take a
little too much to drink. That's 'why he used those
hurtful words at your meet.ing, William. He would·n't

she had so much to lose, far more than so many other
.girls, were hedges to keep her: within the narrow
path of respectability. She was not sensual. Passion
she could feel, but it had been awakened by only
one man. The terrible pity of it was that he was
everything that she was not: white, wealthy, of one
of the best families, a man who would be expected
to marry a girl of his own class; and anything he
might do before that with any other sort of woman
would be condoned. would indeed be thought per
fectly natural and hardly to be commented upon.

If anything should happen to her-but nothing
could or would happen. She was sure of that. She
would say this for him; he had never offered her any
insult. Kissed her? But that was all right; there
was no harm in kissing. He had talked about mar
riage as not for him, said he did not believe in it; she
had felt then that he was not quite sincere. Yet he
migh t mean it; a lot of young men said that they
would never marry. If he had wanted to get married
he could have done so long ago; there was nothing
to prevent him. Clearly, then, he had never wished
for marriage, so it might be true enough that he was
one of those men who did not look upon marriage
as necessary.

"But that is because that suits him," she thought,
"he may not like it, but what about a woman?" Then
suppose he should change his mind, a quite probable
event. He might wish to get married. Would he
think of her in that relationship? She tried to put
this question out of her mind, but could not;
it persisted in presenting itself. It was always
in her mind, hovering, so to speak, just beneath the
surface of her conscious thought. Now it loomed
like a mighty note of interrogation. If at any time
in the future he wished to marry, would he choose
her as his wife? There were his father, his mother
his brother, his friends, and all would stare in
credulously at the very suggestion, and then would
laugh, and then would become indignant that it
could have occurred to anyone. She grew hot with
anger as a picture of their faces flashed across
the screen of her brain; and why should they sneer,
why should they think themselves ever so much
superior to her? But he was white, and of a family
that had always counted for much in the country,
and he had some money, or would when his father
died.

She wondered what he would do if she were
rich, so that his father's money need mean little or
nothing to him.

Mor-ey might make all the difference in the world,
she thought, and she clung to this idea with vehem
ence. It salved her wounded self·respect to do so.
He said he loved her, and she believed him; but.
after all, could she expect him to beggar himself for
her? He would lose in other respects also; his social
position would be sacrificed. But that might not
matter to him; if he loved her he might not care.
But he could not afford to give up all the property
he expected from his father, and she could not expect
him to work for other people tor a salary as ordi
nary young men did. He was not an ordinary
man. It was absurd for her to ask that he should
sacrifice everything on her account, and so they must
just go on meeting one another surreptitiously as
they had been doing of late; they must just continue
loving one another. No good might come of it, but
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The Sin.s of the Children
(Oontinued jTom Page 31).

"Well, Vi, how you enjoy yourself?" asked her
aunt conventionally, and Vi replied; "better than I
thought I would, Aunt Gertrude.

"I like motor car drives," she continued, "but
of COUl:Se I am not going out again with that old
fellow. Did you really mean it when you said to
day that you thought of giving me a little car?"

"Yes: I been thinking of it for some time. Things
are going pretty well with me business, an' it is no
sense keeping all your money till you die and leave
it. If you would like a car I can get one for
you."

"or course I would like it, Aunt Gertrude, and
vou would have the use of it as much as me. But
there is only one thing."

"What is that?"
" I can't drive, and we couldn't keep a man to

drive it."
"That wouldn't cost much: we have some boys

on the plantation that could learn."
"And smash up the car? EV')l1 if they didn't,

what would we do if we wanted the car and the boy
wasn't on the.spot when we want. him?"

"Then what are we to do? Don't you wish the
car?"

"Yes; but I thought that perhaps you or I could
learn to drive it. It isn't hard to learn."

"I couldn't bother with that at my time of life,"
asseverated Mrs. Primrose positively. "The car is
going to be yours, so you will have to learn to drive.
But I don't see who is going to teach you."

"I could begin to take lessons from to-morrow,"
Vi pointed out. "When you going to buy it?"

"I would buy it before we go back to the country
next week; to·morrow you and me could go and
look ovel' some cars at a garage, an' see if we can
get a small one cheap."

"That's easy, aunty, an' perhaps I could get some
lessons before we go."

"Very good, Vi, we'll see abod it to-morrow."
Vivian could not sleep for excitement that night;

she saw that the car she was to have would be a
means of escape from espionage, would open to her an
avenue to freedom. In an hour she would be able to
put twenty or thirty miles between her and the
little village in which she lived. She could meet
Gus often, if even for a few minutes at a time. They
could meet at different pl:1Ces. There would be no
harm done; she was resolved that no personal harm
should ever come to her; she could trust herself, in
spite of all that her aunt might say or pretend to fear.
She was deceiving her people? She would not admit
that; it wasn't deceit, it was only an effort on her
part to find some happiness, a happiness denied to
her by so many circumstances.

There was the future, but her aunt sometimes
quoted te>;ts of Scripture when dealing with particu
lar circumstances, and Vi now repeated to herself
the words, "sufficient unto the d:W is the evil there
of." Yet she did not like the prospect. She hated
bel' present position. She was bound hand and foot;
her up-bringing, her status, her relatives and friends,
her own feeling of persona~ s:.Jperiority, h~r vanity,
her pride in her good name, he"' clear knowledge that
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have done it if he was sober, though any man will
lose his temper if he hear his father called trash
and thief.

"So you like to be called a damned nigger,
:Brown?" asked Mr. Bressley coldly.

"Nobody ever called me that yet," returned Mr.
Brown with the slightest of frowns, "and nobody is
going to do it either. But we use the same words
sometimes when we are in a temper. There is not a
man in this room that don't curse other people as
-damn niggers now and then."

Some of the men laughed. "But we don't mean
it," contended Mr. Sampson, "and you don't mean it,
Brown; it is only a figure of speech. It would be
foolish for you and me to mean it."

"Well, perhaps young Steinway only mean it as
a figure of speech, too," argued Mr. Brown. "He was
wrong and he was tipsy; but none of us mean any
thing much by the words we use, not even William."
(Mr. Bressley at that moment looked very much as
though he meant every syllable in the way of vituper
ation and censure that came from his lips.) "I am
not defending the young man: he was wrong. But
we needn't make too much of what he said, for every
body say the same thing all times, and it amounts
to nothing. He had no much part in the election, an'
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he never did you anyt.hing, William, so you shouldn't
bear him malice. Don't visit the sins of the father
on the children."

On this matter of bearing malice the feeling of
the persons present was divided. Mr. Bressley, his
sister and his wife were quite prepared to bear ever
lasting malice: so were some of the others, who felt
that Gus Steinway had unpardonably insulted them
through the epithet he had flung at Mr. Bressley.
But there were those who felt that Brown had
spoken wisely and justly; they too had some slight
acquaintanceship with Gus Steinway, and liked him,
and that made all the difference. They knew
that he would never go out of his way to be
nasty to anyone, they realised how hard it must have
been for a son to hear his father held up to scorn
and contempt. Mr. Bressley sensed this feeling; he
did not approve of it, but these men were his guests
and had helped him famously in the fight that was
now victoriously ended. "Well, it doesn't matter,"
he remarlred, as if brushing the incident aside. "He
got the worst of it, and now I have taught the old
man a lesson he won't be able to recover from. Did
1 tell you what happened when I went outside the
Spanish Town polling station last night?"

He plunged into the narration of a somewhat
humorous incident, and thus the topic was changed;
but after the guests had departed Mrs. Primrose
took the opportunity of murmuring the unforgettable
words to Vi, as she too bade her brother good-after
noon and prepared to return to her own house. Vi
would join her a <:ouple of days after; in the inter
val she would stay with her parents. Mr. Bressley
wanted his daughter as well as his wife to be at
home when people came to offer him their warm con
gratulations. He was receiving homage in state.

The next day Vi went to Spanish Town, six miles
away, in her father's car. She commissioned the
chauffeur, a country lad who drove with more cour
age than skill, to go into the shops to make some
purchases she had been charged to look after, she
remaining in the car with her rather unpleasant
thoughts. As is the case with so many of the
streets of Jamaica's former capital, this one was
almost deserted. On either side stretched dilapidated
buildings and fences; dusty but bright with the reo
f1ected glare of the sun, it lay silent and unpictur
esque, suggesting desolation. Any sound in it, you
would have thought, would have been heard at once.
Yet so immersed in a brown study was Vivian that
she was only aware that someone had approached her
car when she heard her name. Then she saw Gus
Steinway.

"'Vi! "
"You? Here? You forget"-bitterly-"that I

am only a 'damned nigger!' You oughtn't to want
to be seen speaking to me, any more than I want to
speak to you, Mr. Steinway."

"So you heard about that," he muttered, a trou
bled look on his face; "Well, I thought you would,
and I have been in this town yesterday and to·day
in the hope of seeing you and having an opportunity
of explaining. I would have come every day until
I met you. I saw when your car drove in along the
Bog Walk Road, and followed you."

"Yes; and came right here where everybody can
see that you, who called me father what you did,
can talk to me as you please. The boy who drives
this car knows you well enough. I suppose you
want him to go back and say that you had a con
versation with me?"

"I thought of that, yes; I should not in the
least object to his hearing me say to you that I am
sorry I lost my temper the other night and wished
to apologise to you for what I said."

"The propel' person to apologise to is me father."
"Oh, that! Well, and so I would as soon as he

had apologised for speaking of my father as he did.
Be fair, Vi. I tried to keep out of all that rubbishy
election business; for your sake I did not want to
get mixed up with it. But my father was cruelly
abused, and most of what was said was quite untrue.
Flesh and blood could not stand that for ever."

"Was that any reason why you should curse my
father-and me-as you did? Do you think he
could ever forgive you?"

"Honestly, it does not matter to me whether he
does or not," Gus said, with a haughtiness which
she had not before seen him exhibit. "He was very
abusive, very unjust, and even you must admit that
there is no excuse for that. I wished to hit back
at him, to hurt him, and I am not at all sorry if I
have done so. But I didn't want to offend another
soul, least of all you. And you must know it."

"Yet you did. You said what you must know
is a forward thing to say. What business had you
to do that?"

"Said the first thing that came to my lips."
"Which showed what was in your heart."
"No, in my head. You see, I had been having

a bit of a spree-"
"And was drunk! Yes, I heard that. I told

you in Kingston that if you didn't stop drinking you
would get into ~erious trouble some day. And now
you have done this."

"Can't be helped, I am afraid," he shrugged;
"what is done-you know the rest. But of course
you understand that I didn't mean to insult you or
anyone else: merely to strike back, you know, and

THE BIG BONUS
WHAT THE JAMAICA MUTUAL HAS

PAID ITS POLICYHOLDERS
The Jamaica Mutual Life Assurance Society pro

gresses from strength to strength. Its increasing
volume of business is the pride of its directors and
affords its policyholders a feeling of security and
satisfaction which is loudly expressed. In 1927 the
Society's Actuary announced the result of his inves
tigation into the Society's affairs for the triennial
period, 1924-27, and it was found that the transac
tions had been such during those three years that the
Jamaica Mutual could pay a bonus to its policy
holders of no less than £2 5/ per year on every hun
dred pounds.

Let the matter be explained a little more fully.
Suppose yourself a policyholder of the Jamaica Mut
ual Life Assurance Society from the beginning of
January, 1924. Suppose you were insured for five
hundred pounds. Then, in 1927, you would have re
ceived £6 15/ on every hundred pounds, or £33 5/ in
all. This would be the interest which your money
would have earned for you, and you would have been
paying for your policy in instalments. If you had
died within those three years, your heirs would have
been paid five hundred pounds, even though you had
paid in premiums not even fifty or five-and-twenty
pounds. But it is not only the insurance you ob
tain by joining the Jamaica Mutual Life Assurance
Society. There is the handsome interest also, which
is called a bonus. So you get it both ways. Your life
is insured and your money earns for you a really
substantial bonus, payable every three years.

Take another illustration. Suppose at the com
mencement of 1924 you had taken out a policy in
the Jamaica Mutual Life Assurance Society for one
hundred pounds. You were then twenty-one years of
age. Well, in 1927 your bonus would have been £6
15/. Do you know what this means? It means that
the premium you would have been paying would have
cost you exactly sixpence a year. You· would have
paid to the Society £2 5/6d a year, and at the end of
three years the Society would have written up bonus
to your credit amounting to only one shilling and
sixpence less than the total amount you had paid in
to it. You would have got your insurance for prac
tically nothing for those three years, for eighteen
pence can hardly be called a large sum of money. And
if you had been insured for two hundred pounds dur
ing those same three years, you would have paid
merely three shillings, taking the bonus into consid
eration.

The Jamaica Mutual Life Assurance Society is
proud of the large bonus it paid in 1927, and it
looks forward hopefully to increasing its bonuses. It
believes it has every right to do this, in view of the
rapid expansion of its business. It writes up more
and more insurance every year, every month; the
confidence in it which the Jamaica public always had
grows steadily, grows rapidly, and is justified by its
methods and its excellent financial showing. The
new business transacted by the Society during its
last three-year period, or triennium, was most satis
factory. The sums assured for in that time totalled
up to £304,250, or an average of a hundred thousand
pounds a year in round figures. The amount of as
surances it carried in Jamaica was £1,260,000 up to
January, 1927, and since then it has increased. Its
annual income is nearly £60,000 and its accumulated
funds are nearly half a million sterling.

Now, remembering that this is a Jamaica So
ciety with its clients in Jamaica, these figures show
extraordinary strength and extraordinary progress.
And its position is rendered all the stronger by the
decline in the death rate among its clients. During
the last twelve years it has found the mortality
among those assured in it steadily declining, and
such a continued decline cannot be considered a
mere accident but must be regarded as a permanent
phenomenon. The Jamaica Mutual Life Assurance
Society may therefore justly claim to be a great
West Indian business organisation, and one of con
spicuous financial strength.

to put a stop to lies. Well, aren't we going to be
friends as before?"

"You had better say good-bye before the boy
comes back, Mr. Steinway. I don't want any bother
ation with my people; even as it is, someone may
tell me father they saw you speaking to me here."

"Let's hope not, though I see no reason why you
yourself should not mention to him that I endeav
oured to explain to you that I had not meant to
offend you."

"And cause me father to enquire why you should
be so particular to explain that or anything else t()
me? No, thank you! Please go away, Mr. Steinway.
I don't want to have anything more to do with you,"

"But you will say at least that you have forgiven
me?"

"Do you want to get me in trouble, Mr. Stein
way?"

"No, but-"
(Continued on Page 36).
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The Sins of the Children
(Continued from Page 34).

"Then please go away."
UVi! "
"It's no use. You can't hurt people as you like-

you and yours. And, anyhow, whatever my father
may be, he had no difficulty in beating yours at the
election."

"But look here, Vi-"
"Do you want me to drive off?"
"Very well, Vi. There is nothing more that I

can say or do. Good-bye."
She turned her head resolutely in the opposite

direction, giving no answer.

CHAPTER TEN

MR. Proudleigh gazed abstractedly from the ver
andah of the rest house upon the wide road

that ran in front of the building and was lost
in the sun-hazed distance. The view to his right
was supremely beautiful, had he chosen to see it.
From where he sat he might have glimpsed the
silent river, copper green, fringed with bamboo and
banana and with banks draped with rushes, which
here seemed hardly moving, but miles lower down
broke and 'foamed into miniature rapids, and grew
in volume until it poured into the sea. In front of
him, some way beyond, rose the hills out of whose
sight you never are in St. Catherine, and every
where there was luxuriance of foliage and the cheep
and cry of birds. And air and earth were lighted
with the golden radiance of the sun.

But Mr. Proudleigh saw nothing of all this, or,
seeing, heeded it not. It meant nothing to him. He
was but conscious of the sun, for though it was
afternoon and the worst heat of the day was over,
it still was warm, and the old man was attired in
his best and thickest wearing apparel, which did not
make for comfort.

He had alighted that day at the Bog Walk Rail
way station. He was waiting now to get "a lift" in
a little buggy-he and his small trunk; the owner
of that trap had agreed to deposit him at the farm
and house of Mrs. Primrose, to whom he was making
a visit suggested by himself. He had arrived by
train; he was to be conveyed by horse power to his
destination, and this latter arrangement had been
rendered necessary by his own precipitancy. Had
he written to let Mrs. Primrose know the exact date
and time of his coming, she would have sent to
meet him. But Mr. Proudleigh loved unexpected,

dramatic descents upon those whom he had deter
mined should be his hosts. Once, some time be
fore, he had actually gone from Jamaica to Panama
to visit a daughter of his without previously inform
ing her of his coming. It was not quite the same
in the present instance, for Mrs. Primrose was aware
of his early advent; but he was about to make his
appearance somewhat sooner than she anticipated.
That was Mr. Proudleigh's way.

It was some six weeks since Mrs. Primrose had
left Kingston for her country home, and Mr. Proud
leigh had received from her one brief but kindly
note. Vivian had also written to him, for Vivian
wished to retain Mr. Proudleigh's silence if not Mr.
Proudleigh's services. He had replied to both let
ters, and then a silence of four weeks had fallen.
Meanwhile the old gentleman had been pondering
upon the possibilities of friends in the rural regions
of Jamaica and the uses that might be made of
them; so, about five days before we find him at Bog
Walk, he had indited a letter to Mrs. Primrose ex
pressing a deep desire to see her, the sorrow and re
gret he felt at being so far away from her, the blank
there was in his life because he could not have with
her any more of those delightful conversations which
were so helpful to his happiness, his longing for a
week or even for a couple of days, in the country,
and so forth.

On receipt of this communication, in which the
spelling was of such a character that some of the
words had to be guessed at as though they were
written in the alphabet of a lost language, Mrs.
Primrose had laughed and had said to Vivian: "That
old man begging for a invitation. He's a regular
sponger."

"What you going to do?" had Vivian asked, al
though already guessing what her aunt would
do. For hospitality is cOlllmon to all classes of
Jamaicans, and to none more than to that middling,
comfortable order to which Mrs. Primrose belonged.
To have friends and relatives from the town come to
"spend time" is almost part of the ritual of their
life; al~ays there are a bed and a seat at the table
for one or more of these. True, Mr. Proudleigh was
not a relative, and could hardly be dign~fied with
the social status of friend. But the old man was
amusing and harmless; so the upshot of it was
that Mrs. Primrose wrote to Mr. Proudleigh saying
that he could come and spend some time whenever
he liked, and he had jumped at once at the offer.
He made his scanty preparations, put himself on the
train, and here he was, to-day, awaiting the buggy
that was to take him the last stage of his jour-

ney. The one thing he had neglected to do was t()
write or telegraph to Mrs. Primrose. Perhaps, at
the back of his mind, was a haunting feeling that
she might telegraph back to ask him to postpone
his visit for a while. Mr. Proudleigh had had dis
appointments in his life and was not disposed to
pave the way for more.

The calm and peacefulness of the scene now
spread out before his eyes touched him to a sort of
rumination; not since his return from Panama some
years ago had he been outside of Kingston, and
this change from straight dusty streets and houses,
relentless, untempered sunlight, the bustle of crowds,
the clanging noise of tramcars" the hooting and put·
puttering o~ auto~o"biles, appealed to :him as a de
lightful change, a wo'nderful refreshment of the
spirit. The mild but cunning old face wore a look
of beatific enjoyment; Mr. Proudleigh felt that the
world was going very well with him indeed. He
had some money, the remainder of presents given to
him weeks before by Gus Steinway and Vivian: in
truth, he had not spent ten shillings in the past
fifty days. He was comparatively rich. He possessed
in the country friends of vast wealth with whom he
was going to stay "for nothing," and for as long as
they would allow him to remain-for the old man
put no definite term to the period of his visit. Here
he would have no trouble, no botheration, plenty to
eat, a little rum for his stomach's sake, and doubt
less would find plenty of people to whom he could
relate the highly imaginative story of his life. What
a glorious prospect! Who would say after this that
he was not a child beloved of the Lord?

The toot of a motor horn brought him out of his
reverie, and he gazed idly in the direction from
which it came. In a few seconds a small car ap·
peared, driven by a woman; i,t was beillg carefully
handled, the driver's eyes were concentrated 011 the
road before her with the intentness characteristic
of one to whom the manipulation of a steering wheel
is still, a novelty.

Mr. Proudleigh stared, a trifle doubtful at first,
then positive. Yes, there could be no doubt; that
was Miss Vivian Bressley. He felt inclined to hail
her. But she sped on, never for all instant glancing
up at the verandah of the rest-house on which he

,sat, and in half a minute had disappeared from
view.

Mr. Proudleigh J at once made up his mind to
entertain her and her aunt with an account of his
first glimpse of her as a motorist; he would even
mention how he had called out to her, and how she
had pursued her way without an inkling that. with
in hailing distance, sat an old man to ,vhom she

fe'''''' iliitj,!!iiiilii!!!iifi'!ii,ltiiiiliil!l!i"iiIi! 'Iiill''''!, h I, ,Ii. II •• i.,ii.'"'''' 'ii" Ii,!!!" II. iii! ii'iIii"iiii" liii.!! 'ii'illmmm;rrrili!'"'' 'Ii iii! Iiii!iiit iiiill lii,iii!!!ii!ii !iii"!!!!Iiili!ii! Ii!! iii!"ii1h!!iiii!!hl! "ili!! ii'ii,Ui Ii f Ij, hum""!,,. ,m"" "",' Ii,! "''''''''IIII''IIII''I111'''''''''''''''''''~
-I
I

What Does the Future Hold
for YOUI

Are You Free from AnxietYI

I F not make yourself at ease by carrying an Insur
ance Policy in-

THE

W ILL your old age be one of
misery and strife or one of

peacefulness?

There is no better proVISIOn for
a peaceful old age, as well as for
your dependents when you are
gone than an Endowment or a
Life Insurance Poli,cy in a well
established Company.

Therefore see that you are mak
ing this provision while you can
by taking out your Insurance
Policies in

The North

Company

American Life

of Toronto,

Assurance

Canada.

Norwich Union Fire Insurance Co., Ltd.

of Norwich, England.
This company will set your mind
at rest in regard to Fire, NIotor
Burglary, Personal Accident, and
Disease, Third Party, Drivers'
Indemnity and Fidelity Guaran
tee Insurances.

Write or call on the Local Agents
,at once and take out the Policy
you require; and remember that
in going to this Company you are
going to an old established Com
pany, and that you will not have
to wait months for the settlement
of your claims, as all claims are
settled locally.

All claims are settled locally by the Agents.

LIVINGSTON & ALEXANDER,

LIVINGSTON & ALEXANDER,

AGENTS,

~"i1itliil

20 Duke Street,

iii ill i!iilll""i!iffii

Kingston, Jamaica.

'iiif!!"li iIi "ii,!,!fiiii!!"iiiiiiiiii iii,I,iii iiiii!iii!!!iiti!iii!iiiiililiii!ii'iiiii!!iiit ""Ii!!"""'" ill"'!

20 Duke Street,

iiiliitliiiifih,liiiiliij!i!i!!ii!!iii

Kingston, Jamaica.

!!i!ii!!!i!!iiilil iiliil"""iilllli"if!!iit"".iii liiii!iii lit! "!iii'" iii!!i!it!iil:il



P. L A N,T E R S' PoUNCH 37

lJISPE~SING CHEMISTS AND DRUGGIS .. ~.

AT THE

Prescriptions Carefully and Accurately Dispensed

llilillilllJDIIIII ,,111l1li11l1li111 IIII!illIIIIIII"m,

Our Soda Fountain·

is equipped 0 nth e

American Style. Soda

Drinks of fine flavour,

Also Ices served with

whole assorted fruits.

Hall, Ltd.

hear dat in de election he abuse you' father some·
th ing shameful."

"It isn't everything you hear that is true," rap
ped out Vi. "It was "like this. My father was abus
ing his father, and he answered him. What he said
he shouldn't; but he had been having a drink or
two, and you know how that is, Mr. P."

Having had on various occasions even more than
a drink or two, MI'. Proudleigh knew very well how
that was, seeing that once or twice at least it had
been very bad for him indeed.

"He was sorry for what he said, too," she
continued, "though me father provoked him very
much; he told me so. But for a long time I felt
that I didn't even want to speak to him. But one
day last week, just outside of Linstead, I met him,
and he was so sorry, and looked so sad, that me
heart melted, for I am not one of those who bear
malice: you understand?"

"We mus' forgive our enemies," commented Mr.
Proudleigh righteously.

"That is a divine commandment," assented Viv
ian heartily. "So I just said a few words to him
and mentioned that I was going out to-day for
the drive I went for. I wasn't sure he was coming,"
she insisted, "for I made no arrangement with hill'.
You follow me?"

"Puffectly, Miss Vi," said Mr. Proudleigh.
"Well, he came the same way that I went thIS

afternoon, an' we met up and had a talk, and I
think you are about the only person I know that
saw us. I hope to God I am right!" she added sud
denly, with almost an hysteric break in her voice.

"I believe so," Mr. Proudleigh fervently assured
her. "Something tell me I was de only person see
you. "

"Let us hope so; and, anythow, you will back
me up that I saw you waiting at Bog Walk, took
you for a drive, and then came on to the house.
If yon say that, it won't matter what anybody else
say, for my aunt will know that you have no reason
to lie. So it is really better than I thought it would
be. And you won't lose by it."

He hoped not, secretly, but had his misgivings.
A falsehood more or less might be of no consequence,
but to be found out in one by Mrs. Primrose, Mr.
Bressley, and the rest of Vivian's family, might en
tail consequences of a character not making for the
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"I t'oughted as I would-like to give you an' you'
aunt a surprise party," he explained; "but you sur
prise me firs' ".

"By meeting you on the road and taking you
up, eh? Of course you didn't expect to see me."

"Yes, I did expec' to see y'u comin' back; I was
surprise when you pass dat house near de railway
station little while ago, an' when I see Mr.-"

"Stop, Mr. Proudleigh!" interrupted Vi imperat
ively. "Now listen. I want you to promise me that
you won't say a word about seeing Mr. Steinway
follow me to-day. You hear? You can say you saw
me pass; that is all right; and perhaps-look here,
you better say I saw you and stopped and took you
for a drive with me. You hear? It is very import
ant."

"But, me dear Miss Vi, suppose yoU' aunt fine~out

dat you didn't stop?"
"Who going to tell her? Nobody at Bog Walk

will even know that you're staying with us, and two
days from now they wouldn't remember whether I
stopped there for a few minutes or not. Leave me to
tell me aunt the story, and you back me up. That
is all you need to do, an' everything will be all
right."

So he was in for it again!
"What about de man wid de buggy?" he asked,

with a last effort at self-protection.
"I don't know who he is, and I don't think I

ever saw him before; my aunt isn't likely to know
him either. And if you ever see him again, don't
say a word to him-that's all. If you don't enter
into a conversation with him, he isn't likely to
begin to tell you about how you travel in his buggy.
Anyhow, we must leave something to luck, don't you
agree?"

There was nothing to do but to agree. And,
after her explanation, it did not seem in the least
degree probable that any doubt would ever be cast
upon her story. He signified his complete assent and
Vivian's spirits rose again.

"You are a good old gentleman," she assured
him, "and you won't lose by it. But you must under
stand, Mr. Proudleigh, that this is only the second
time I have met Mr. Steinway since the election, and,
as you see, I met him in broad daylight, and only
for a little while."

"Yes," replied MI'. Proudleigh slowly, "but I did

I

I

I
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was as the apple of his eye. And whilt! he thus
<Elxercised his imagination, letting it play ftlr some
minutes on the theme with which he would estab
lish himself more firmly than ever in the good o:;>in
ion of Vi and her aunt, he heard another automobile
coming from the same direction, and again, for
everything was of interest to him that day, he look
ed at its driver, and once more recognized the face
of an acquaintance. This was a man, driving easily,
with a cigarette between his lips; and Mr. Proud
leigh felt that he would have known Gus Steinway
even had he been much farther off.

"Miss Vi and Mr. Gus! So them is still cour
ten," thought the ex-knight-errant, but with a dis
tinct feeling of uneasiness. Even to Kingston had
travelled a version of that wordy encounter between
the young man, the irate aristocrat, and Mr. Wil·
liam Bressley, who had fought the last election as
the poor man's champion. It had been said that a
bodily encounter between them had actually taken
place, or been but narrowly averted; it was certain
that high and bitter words had passed between them.
That was nothing but good electioneering, to those
who knew nought of the secret friendship of Gus
and Vivian. But Mr. Proudleigh knew of it, and now
he became suddenly alive to the unpleasant possibili
ties of the situation.

That Gus was following Vivian this afternoon
he was convinced; the possibility of a coincidence in
the two passing along the same main road within a
few minutes of one another he did not entertain for
a moment. "Them arrange it," he thought, and then
wondered if he would again be brought into their
plots to circumvent Mrs. Primrose and keep her in
the dark. He did not want to be. It would not only
be a woman now with whom he should have to deal,
albeit a very formidable woman, but Vivian's father
as well. And experience had taught Mr. Proudleigh
that men were very prone to proceed to violence
where their daughters were concerned.

From an abstract point of view, he entirely
agreed with this masculine and paternal tendency, but
he wished no concrete exemplification of it where he
might personally be concerned. He was far from
home, alone and unprotected; he could not easily
seek refuge here; he would be at the mercy of irate
and possibly murderous persons. And yet, but a few
minutes ago, he had been congratulating himself on
having come to something like an earthly heaven.
Such was life's uncertainty! However, there was
nothing to do but go ahead with his journey now;
he would simply have to be discreet, and, if the worst
came to the worst, indignantly denounce the erring
ones to the proper parental authorities. Mr. Proud
leigh had heard much about King's evidence. He
was prepared to turn King's evidence whenever the
necessities of personal safety demanded that he
should show his loyalty to any powers that were.

About an hour later he was called and informed
that the buggy was ready; his little trunk was placed
therein; he hoisted himself into the vehicle, and
with a slow, jolting gait the horse moved forward in
the general direction of the place to which he was
going. Passing cars warned them out of the way and
rushed by, raising a cloud of dust. Instinctively, on
hearing the hoarse signal of a motor horn, Mr.
Prouclleigh would turn his head to see what danger
might threaten from the rear. They had gone about
four or five miles when a persistent tooting caused
him to peer backward; it was growing dusky now,
but yet was bright enough for one to see with fair
distinctness. Besides, he had been supposing that
Mr. Steinway or Vivian might return this way; he
was not surprised therefore, when he saw Vivian
coming towards him. He thrust his arm and face
through the open window at the buggy's back and
waved and shouted. Vivian saw the gesture and
guessed the sound; wondering what might be amiss
she applied her brake and brought the car to a
standstill a few yards ahead. When the buggy came
abreast she glanced keenly at the driver and then
at the passenger inside, and at once the reason for
this accosting was clear to her.

'''D evening, Mr. P.," she cried gaily. "I knew
you were coming but didn't expect you so soon."

She jumped out of the car, and walked towards
Mr. Proudleigh, who at once burst into a hymn of
adoration to which she paid no attention whatever.

"I am going home now," she said briskly, "and
the place is rather far. You can never get there
early if you keep on in that buggy. Better come out
an' drive with me."

"Y'u think y'u can drive careful, me dear Miss
Vi?" enquired Mr. Proudleigh, who was an ardent
believer in the principles of Safety First.

"Let us see," said Vi, light-heartedly; "if we
don't try we don't know."

"Yes, dat is true," he agreed, with an entire lack
()f enthusiasm for enlightening experimentation.
"Quite true, only I preffer that somebody else do de
tryin'. Howsomever, ef you sey I mus' go wid you,
I can't do better."

"Quite right," said Vi decisively, and asked the
buggy's driver to lift the old man's box into the
car.

The transference made, Mr. Proudleigh ensconced
himself on the seat next to Vivian and off they rolled,
to the old man's intense disquietnde.

"Why you didn't write to say you were coming
to-day?" questioned Vivian.
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rART OF THE WATERFRONT OF THE NEW KINGSTON WHICH IS STEADILY BEING CR~ATED

A new Kingston is steadily replacing the old, much of which still lingers,
however. The illustration above depicts part' of Kingston's waterfront re
built since the earthquake of 1907, and considerably different from the water
front it has displaced. The pier in the foreground was constructed recently,
and is indeed the last new pier built in Kingston; it is part of the wharf
premises of Messrs. Grace, Ltd., and is one of the strongest and most commod
ious piers in Kingston. Along one side of it lies a white-painted fruit boat
consigned to the Jamaica Fruit and Shipping Company; behind it are the new
wharf buildings which cannot be seen in this picture. These connect with
a handsome structure of reinforced concrete, the offices of Messrs. Grace, Ken
nedy, and The Jamaica Fruit and Shipping Co., w.hich front 'on Harbour Street
and which, with its straight lines and fine proportiOJls, is one of the most

striking edifices in commercial Kingston.
Beyond the first pier, and plainly visible in the picture, is the pier of the

Royal Mail Steam Packet Company, while other piers are also indicated in
the middle distance. In the foreground are to be seen part of the buildings
and tree-studded grounds of the Myrtle Bank Hotel, also a post-earthquake
creation. Viewed from the deck of an incoming vessel this part of Kingston's
waterfront presents a much more attractive appearance than it did in the
pre-earthquake period. There has long been much talk about building a con
crete esplanade along the waterfront of Kingston; but save for a little bit of
work here and there, nothing has been done in this regard. It may be some
day, and then the new pier and wharves, put up by private capital and enter
prise, will appear to much greater advantage.

THE SINS OF THE CHILDREN
l)eace and comfort of Mr. Proudleigh's mind and
body. At the thought' of what might happen to his
body especially, the old man could not repress a
shudder.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

M R. Henry Tuke's car slowly traversed the long
path leading from the' gate up to the Great

House of Mr. Steinway, the spacious residence in
which that gentleman now lived for the larger part
of each year. Although the scene was familiar to
him, Mr. Tuke never failed to view with apprecia
tion the spreading fields of fruit on eitherl side, as
far as the eye could reach; broad acres, hundreds
of them, covered with bananas in the pink of con
~lition, thousands of trees being heavy with bunches
that were almost ready for the reaping.

Mr. Tuke knew that farther away were planta
ati.ons of cane, and that in the hills upon this prop
erty gre,,, coffee; and he could see, standing like
sentinels over the lesser plants, the long, graceful
stems of the coconut topped by green and golden
fronds that swayed and rattled in the breeze.

A fine property and admirably maintained, for
Steinway was an excellent manager if a stern task
master, and supervjsed everything himself. He was
an able man, he deserved his success, thought Mr.
Tuke, and Tuke did not envy him, for he himself
was well provided with this world's goods and he
had been a friend of John Steinway ever since early
boyhood.

Friends, however, though of a lifetime, will feel
somewhat diffident if they have to speak to one an
other on intimate affairs, not quite knowing how
their words will be taken. Mr. Tuke, with his sixty
five years' experience of his fellow-men, never cared
to interfere too far in others' family matters, yet
that was precisely what he was proposing to do just
now. Big, clean-shaven save for a white, close-clip
];led moustache, with pleasant look and genial blul!

eyes, he was a bluff old planter whose vigorous phy
sique and kindly disposition had carried him pretty
happily through life; he avoided unpleasantness
when possible, though he would not shrink from it
when only the alternative of a cowardly silence pre
sented itself. He wanted now to help his friend
and his friend's family, just as he had helped him

. during an election contest which he had from the
first recognised as hopeless. If John did not like
what he had to say, well, he would drop the sub
ject and leave the matter there. But he would not
be acting as a staunch old crony if he selfishly kept
his lips closed and allowed matters to take their
course unheeded. That would not be loyalty to his
ideas of friendship.

The car drew up at a sine entrance of the house,
where was situated Mr. Steinway's office. Mr. Tuke
got out agilely and stepped on to the broad veran
dah, when out of the office came Mr. Steinway with
outstretched hand and real cordiality, for Tuke was
one of the men he liked best in Jamaica.

"Come in, Harry; it is about a month since you
were here," he laughed. "I hope you have come to
stay to dinner."

"No, my dear fellow; just dropped in to have a
word or two with you, and then I am off. How's
Miriam?"

"Quite well; I'll send and tell her you are here,
if you aren't going to stay, though I don't see why
you shouldn't."

"Don't trouble her yet, John," Mr. Tuke hastily
protested. "I'll go inside and shake hands with her
later. And how's the boy?"

"As usual. Whisky and soda, Harry?"
"Yes, I think so; not too much soda, though."
A generous glass of whisky and soda beside

him on the table near which he sat, in a comfortable
arm chair, Mr. Tuke cast about for an appropriate
opening of the topic which had brought him to
Barnstaple that afternoon.

Mr. Steinway, sipping his whisky, gave him his
opportunity.

"Gus is as well as usual, and acting as usual,
too. He works pretty well, all things considered,
but I am not quite satisfied about him, Harry. He
is not like his elder brother."

"Ah? What's the matter now?"
"There is nothing exactly the matter, but as I

have told you before, Gus has no ambition. He is
not idle, he works; but he. doesn't seem to want to
be anything particular. Of course he'll have some
thing when I die, but that should not content him. I
suggested to him last week that he might take
charge of Coldstream-my pen in St. Elizabeth, you
know-but he wouldn't even discuss the idea. He
doesn't want to leave this place, which really doesn't
need both of us."

"Hum," said Mr. Tuke.
"I wanted him to study for a profession; he

reminded me that he would have enough money
and didn't see there was anything to be gained by
being a doctor or a lawyer. He won't go into so
ciety. He won't marry and settle down. He would
n't stand for the Legislative Council the other day,
and he would have had, as a bright young fellow, a
much better chance of winning than I at my age
could have. But he wouldn't hear of it. It isn't
energy or intelligence, he lacks-you know that,
Harry. It is ambition. What I am afraid of is that
he wiII be content to remain a country busha all
his life, liVing on the property, going nowhere, be
coming nothing. It is not a cheerful prospect," con.
cluded Mr. Steinway grimly.

"Well, that has been my own life, more or less,"
remarked Mr. Tuke with a smile, "and you are a
country busha yourself, John."

"Ye-e-e-s, but there's a difference. We both
had to work very hard; we made our money for
ourselves. If Gus lacks ambition he may lose much

(Continued on Page 41).



1~28 ? LAN T E R S' PUN C H 39

JIA....
~ ~(

'""". .... ~

Q ~

,,~) . ," I .

1;\. If,.;.. J /~.
)~ v..: ,-,/ ( ..

, ~ ~~~ ,., I ~~:\:,,'t~

·\,nl I . t ~ ~. Q I )
U' · .o -- c.. .....,

- _. ~ l-

Each quart 01 I .

~'STANDARI1'MOTOR OIL-
West' India Oil Company

"STANDARD"MOTO·R OIL
L



40 P LA NT E R S' PUNCH 192""8

Street Q/. CAmusement

!i!!iii!illii

Kingston

Black River
Montego Bay
Port Antonio
St. Ann's Bay

iiiiiiliilii!iii!iiili ii!! '''''iii!!i!!iiiii i iii it Ii!! FJ!!ID1I!I!!I!!rmmmmrr"ji i iiill,ii

TORONTO.C.!\NADA.

Your home

IS worth safe-guarding

Home

There is one sure way to se

cure its preservation-to

guard those nearest and dear

est to you.

To the man who is attentive

---considerate-proud of his

wife and family-to the man

who considers' himself a good

husband and father, surely a

happy home is worth the

guarding.

advantage of the wonderful moon-lit nights, especial
ly during the cooler months of the year when the call
of he open would seem to be irresistible. But who
would care to promenade in streets broken into holes.
and ruts, with no sidewalks. dusty, ill-lighted. some
time.,; malodorous? Where would be the attraction
of this? By the end of 1928. however. the scene will
be changed in one important thoroughfare, anyhow.
All Victoria Avenue will be fit to walk in. The light·
ing will be bright enough for the most exigent. Al
ready one sees the Avenue more frequented than it
was even a year ago; in another year or two it will
become the public paseo of Kingston. And as.
time goes on the picture places in Victoria Avenue
will keep their shows open to a late hour of the night;
much later than now. That is the inevitable devel
opment of a thoroughfare which may be said to have
been "made" by the building of the Palace Theatre
there.
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HEAD OFFICE

C. L. ROBISON, Manager for Jamaica
C. J. Farquharson, Travelling Agent
T. E. Levy, Agent
J. A. Finzi "
F. V..Grosett
J. Stanley Lyon "

Your home

W AS worth making

As your thoughts search the

years, a crisis here, a sacrifice

there flash upon memory's

screen and fade out. But

the struggle won-your home

was worth the making, be

cause life centres round it.

Who would not rather see

smoke from his own chim

ney than fire on another's

hearth?
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direction as time goes on. Its connection with the
Saenger Company of New Orleans (by means of
which the best motion pictures and clever, versatile
vaudeville actors and actresses will be sent down to
Jamaica), and also its control of other local theatres,
will enable it to offer to the Jamaica public a variety
of entertainment of a high class; and the more it
does this the larger will be the crowd which will
patronise its entertainments. And this in its turn
will make Victoria Avenue more populous, more pop
ular, brighter, more attractive from the viewpoint of
a gay and animated night-life. And the more the
Avenue becollles a Jamaica Broadway, the greater
will be the appeal of its theatres to the people.

A few years ago there was no night-life in Kings
ton'. Even now there is hardly any. Those who have
been in Havana, or even in San Jose of Costa Rica,
have wondered what the people of Kingston do after
the sun has set; have asked whether they never take

THE

MANUFAC'TURERS LIFE
INSURANCE COMPANY

Life Insurance affords complete protection against life's

, changes and chances. Buy all the Life Insurance you

can. It replaces your earning power when the inevit

.able comes, and maintains the home in comfort for

those left behind.
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NEW KINGSTON IN EVOLUTION: LIGHTS

AND LAUGHTER

By the end of the year 1928 there will be one thor
oughfare in Kingston that will blaze with light

until midnight and will witness the passing to and
fro of crowds such as will be seen at that time in no
other part of Jamaica. That thoroughfare will be
paved with asphalt, its sidewalks will be in process
of improvement-a reform which has already com
menced-it will be the centre of the nightlife of the
capital, it will be the home of organised popular en
tertainment. And steadily it will improve. In an
other five years it will have changec1 its appearance
greatly. New buildings will have arisen on each side
of it. It will aspire to be known as the Jamaica
Broadway.

Having read so far, everyone not a stranger in
Jamaica will knov,:, that it is East Queen Street or
Victoria Avenue that is here alluded to. Called East
Queen Street up to a certain point, the thoroughfare
takes on a new name after that and becomes Victoria
Avenue. But this double appellation is needless and
inconvenient; let us all decide that it shall be known
by the latter name. As Victoria Avenue it stands in
memory of the great Queen, Victoria of England. As
Victoria Avenue it will become a street the like of
which, for its special purposes and appearance, will
not be found in any other British West Indian city.

And it is moving pictures that have made and
will make this street or avenue something unique in
the British West Indies. The street of promenade, of
pleasure, of gaiety; the street of light, of brilliant
bars, of hedge-screened ice-cream saloons; the wid
est street in Kingston and the most frequented after
nightfall-it will have been created by piqture shows,
and in it will be concentrated the organised pleasure
of Kingston.

Not so long ago the western section of Victoria,
Avenue was one of the dingiest streets of Kingston.
The one thing that could be said of it was that it was
wide. It led to the road that led to Rockfort and the
highway to the parish of St. Thomas; it partly con
sisted of tiny dwelling houses and littll! shops on
either side, and as you went east you came upon
larger houses in almost rural surroundings, struc
ures hidden behind trees and standing in large plots
of ground. It was a street that, in a manner of
speaking, represented town and country in one; the
dingier aspects of the town, the residential aspects
of the country.

Then the Palace Picture Theatre was built. The
building itself was put up in what had been one of
the semi-country residences mentioned, in a big plot
of land in which grew royal palms and fruit trees,
and at once Victoria Avenue began to attract crowds
that had hardly ever gone that way. The houses op
posite became transformed into places catering for
the refreshment of these crowds, and shops followed
in due course. Then, nearer to the business centre of
the city, but in the same street, another picture
theatre was erected. This was the Gaiety, now under
the general management of the Palace Amusement
Company. When both are lighted up, blaze calls to
blaze, one electric glare signals to the other, and the
flare of the illuminations is seen from afar. These
two theatres decide the future of Victoria Avenue as
the Street of Amusement.

Gradually Kingston mounts electric signs and
advertisements; here and there in King Street the
name of some emporium is intermittently spelt out
in fire; at Cross Roads there is a brilliant proclama
tion of the excellence of several kinds of motor cars
and also of other commodities. It was fo be ex
pected that Victoria Avenue would be in the line of
this development. It not only is, but it will be more
illuminated by fi€ry advertising than any other spot
or place in Kingston. In a little while advertisers
will proclaim their wares and their names in elec
tricity in this Avenue, following the example of those
who have already begun to do so. Along whole
blocks will blaze out announcements such as make
some. of the streets in New York, Paris, London, an
extraordinary spectacle of illuminated publicity.
When this happens, and even before it happens, the
owners of houses and shops in the Avenue will. feel
constrained to use paint upon them more frequently
than they now do; they will realise the necessity of
their buildings being in harmony with the lights,
with the theatres, withrthe crowds- of the Avenue.
Just as King Street has improved under the pressure
of conditions, so will Victoria Avenue improve. That
was fated when the first step was taken towards
building the Palace Picture Theatre.

That theatre is itself considerably improved on
what it was originally. The splendid sidewalk that
now fronts it did not exist a year ago. And its inter
nal arrangements are to be changed; the building is
to be enlarged, made more convenient, better all
round. This theatre aims at developing the vocal
and terpsichorean talent of Jamaica; it attracts and
employs local singers and dancers, actors and actres
ses of promise, to its stage; it will do more in this
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The Sins 0/ the Children
(Contimte(l !Tom Page 38).

that I have made for him, and his brother isn't go
ing to help him-why should he? Besides, these are
new days, and a man must bestir himself if he
doesn't want to be left behind and forgotten. I
want him to be something in the country. Harry.
I suppose we expect more of our sons than our
fathers expected of us; do you think so?"

"Perhaps," said Mr. Tuke cautiously; "is that
all?"

Something in the tone of his friend caught Mr.
Steinway's attention. He hesitated, and then spoke
out.

"No, and you know it isn't. The truth is I
am afraid that Gus is drinking a little too much.
,'othing serious, of course, anyone who said that
the boy was a drunkard would be lying. But there is
too much drinking going on now; we had none of
that sort of foolishness in our day."

"Not quite the same, anyhow; but we could
drink like the devil, John."

"We had stronger constitutions, better heads; we
weren't as weak as the younger generation. But
you see how I feel, don't you? The boy is all right.
but he lacks strength somewhere. You are his god
father; what would you advise me to do with him?"

"I am glad you mention this matter," said Mr.
Tuke without directly answering the question, "for
it wa about Gus I came to speak to you to-day."

"Ah!" The hot, passionate eyes of Mr. Stein
way snapped, the querulous lips tightened. He had
spoken about Gus and his shortcomings, since this
was a man to whom he could speak freely, and, self
contained as he usually was. he needed to unburden
his heart sometimes, especially as he did not care
to discuss Gus with the boy's mother. Yet now
that he guessed Mr. Tuke had something of his own
to say about his son, something not pleasant, he
suddenly grew angry, not with his friend exactly,
nor with the boy, but with circumstances in general,
which did not seem to be treating him as he de
served. It was difficult for Mr. Steinway to under
stand that the world was not made for him alone
aM that things would not shape themselves to suit
his particular desires. He resented adverse happen
ings and conditions as though they were personal.
Intensify this feeling by ever so little, and his in
dignation and dislike were transferred to men who
might have but a trifling connection with the malig
nity of fate. It was this bitter attitude that had
made for Mr. Steinway such a host of enemies.

Mr. Tuke knew his friend. He took a cautious
line.

"Gus," he asserted heartily, "is as fine a young
fellow as you can find in this countI·y, and I don't
believe ne IS gomg to drink too much or neglect his
business! "

" either do I," cried Mr. Steinway with eveLl
greater heartiness and a great gush of appreciatioll.
"Don't misunderstand me, Harry. I am not running
down Gus. But I am not quite satisfied with him;
he is not coming up to my expectations."

"No; and I think you should have a heart-to
heart talk with him. Just put facts plainly before
him, John, and everything will be all right. Don't
be hard. Just tell him that it won't do him any
good to be fooling round Bressley's daughter-"

"What?"
"Bressley's daughter," repeated Mr. Tuke firm

ly. "That is what I thought I'd come to see you
about."

Mr. Steinway looked Mr. Tuke squarely in the
eyes."

"Well, what about her, what has Gus to do with
her?"

"Not much yet-but you and Miriam and I don't
want him to have anything at all to do with Bress
ley and his daughter, do we?"

"I should say not! But what the devil is all
this? What are you driving at? I never heard
anl'thing about Gus and this young woman before."

"No, for I don't think there's much to hear.
And if we had to do with any other man besides
Bressley, I wouldn't worry my head about it for a
second. After all, we can't expect the boy to be
an angel."

"You and I certainly weren't at his age," com
mented Mr. Steinway with something of a smile.

"I have never been," admitted Mr. Tuke with an
all' of repudiating any claim to angelic status. Be
Ing a bachelor with more than one family, old
Henry always magnanimously refused to enter his
name as a candidate for celestial honours.

"It isn't the girl that I am worrying about, but
the girl's father. I will tell you what I know," he
hurried on, seeing that Mr. Steinway was about to
make some passionate remark. "Just before the elec
tion, one of my headmen told me casually that he
had seen Gus talking to this girl at Bog Walk or
Llnstead-I forget which. I didn't know till then
that they were acquainted with one another, and
I didn't think it mattered. You don't like Bressley
any more than I do, but I felt that if the young
woman wanted to speak to Gus, that was her busi
Bess and didn't matter anyhow; so I dismissed the

(Continued on Page 1,2).
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thing from my mind as soon as I heard of it. But
yesterday evening another of my men mentioned to
me that he had seen both of them that afternoon in
the parochial road that runs through my property.
She was in a car, and Gus had left his car and was
standing by hers talking. They couldn't see my man,
for the hedges and trees are pretty thick there
abouts, and I gness he didn't want to show himself."

"He was watching them," observed Mr. Steinway
dryly.

"That's about the size of it. He kept out of sight
and out of hearing too, I suspect, for he didn't seem
to have caught what they said. But, after what
occurred at the election, it struck him as strange
that they should meet like that. They must have
turned off the mainroad on purpose, for after they
had had their talk the girl drove back the way she
came, and Gus waited on the spot for another ten
minutes. It is damned indiscreet in him, if he
doesn't want to be seen, to select such places. Old
as I am I could have arranged something better
myself."

",Veil ?"
"No harm seems to have been done; but Gus

shouldn't be seen with this girl, John; it may lead
to a lot of trouble. Two of my men know of it al
ready, and you may be sure that if two know, twenty
do. These people talk, and they are bound to talk
about a young man like Gus and Bressley's daughter.
That should be pointed out to Gus. He has got to
stop it!"

Mr. Tuke was speaking warmly now; he felt
that Gus being his godson, he had a certain moral
authority over him.

Mr. Steinway looked grim and sombre. His son
consorting with the daughter of a man he at once
despised and hated. Meeting her in semi-private
roads! Arranging interviews with her. What was
the world coming to~

"I can't understand this," he protested, "the boy
must be mad. Speak to him? I am going to speak
to him as I have never done before! He ought to
hate the whole breed as I do. He showed himself
of true mettle not long ago when he told Bressley
what he thought of him to his face; and now he is
running after the man's daughter? I can hardly be
lieve it."

"Maybe there's nothing in it-yet," said 11'.
Tuke, "and a quiet word or ~wo from you will stop
it. He has done enough damage already, cursing
Bressley as he did-"

"There I can't agree with you, Harry," Mr.
Steinway broke in. "I never felt so proud of that
boy as when I was told of what he did. He was al
most alone in a damned seditions crowd which the
police should have dispersed, and when he heard me
being abused he pushed his way up to the platform
and gave that scoundrel Bressley the length of his
tongue. There aren't many young fellows who
would have had the courage to do that, by God!"

"No, he is courageous enough," agreed Mr. Tuke,
"but it wasn't very discreet."

"We can't be always discreet," continued Mr.
Steinway with an impetuous gesture. "Gus said the
finest thing during the whole of the election, for it
must have cut Bressley to the quick. It must have
hurt him like hell. He'll never forget it."

"He'll neither forget nor forgive it," said Mr.
Tuke quietly, "and that is what we have to remem
ber, now that he is a member of the Legislative
Council."

"I don't care."
"You are not quite calm about the election yet,

John, and that is what is the matter," said Mr. Tuke
soothingly. "Don't you see, to curse a man about
colour or race offends thousands of other people be
sides himself? People who have never offended you?
We all have to live together in this country, remem
ber, and it is madness going about and saying fool
ish things like Gus did that night. But I admit he
had plenty of provocation, and in the same circum
stances I might have done the same thing myself.
But we needn't make bad worse. Bressley will be
fighting mad if he hears about Gus meeting his
daughter."

"And what can he do about it, Harry?"
"You mean ...?"
"I mean that it would serve him damned well

right if anything happened to the girl, that's what
I mean! I don't approve of Gus having anything to
do with her; if she is at all like her father she
must be a pretty bad sort. But I am not going to
blame the boy until I know more about it; if she
didn't want to meet him she wouldn't do it. I sup
pose she must have inveigled him into these as
signations, so if any trouble comes of it she will
be to blame. We can't expect him to be an angel
he is a spirited young fellow, and she must know
whether she is seeking for trouble or not."

For a minute or so there was silence. Mr. Tuke,
looking at his friend's face, was disquieted by what
he saw there. When first he had mentioned the meet
ings of Gus and ViVian, Mr. Steinway had grown
red with wrath; now his expression had changed to
one of sneering contempt. An aspect of the situa
tion had presented itself to him which had not been
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Every Man His Castle

)IR. SJDXEY C. ~UcCliTCHIN, ).I.H.E., J.P.

WHY pay rent? That is the slogan the Victoria
Mutual Building Society has popularised in

Jamaica. But there is no escaping that compulsion
of rent paying save by one means. That is, the own
ing of your own home, the setting up of your own
castle, the proprietorship of your own vine and fig
trce.

Ownership has always been regarded as a form
of the highest good, as a benefit and security which
bring permanent happiness, a feeling of independence,
an assurance of a certain degree of prosperity. Then,
asks the Victoria Mutual Building Society, why pay
rent? Many a man puts aside five or six pounds a
month for his rent bill, others allocate eight or
ten pounds a month to this purpose; in ten years
each of them has handed over to the house-owner
hundreds of pounds-and they have nothing to show
for it. Yet had the renters of houses joined a sound
and well-established Building Society they, at the
end of ten years, would have become proprietors.

What is more, from the very first they would
have owned their houses, for no one can give to the
member of a building society notice to quit the house
he has bought through the society's agency. And
every month that he pays the society what he would
otherwise have paid in rent he is decreasing the loan
with which he purchased his house. He is doing
more than that. He is earning intel'est ancl bon1ls on
the money l)aicl in. As the directors of the Victoria
Mutual point out: "Borrowers are charged interest
at the rate of H per cent. payable monthly, but in
return the Society awards interest and bonus. Thus
one share on which bonus shall have been paid will
be worth, at the end of ten years, £20, irrespective
of the bonus which may be granted." And there is
always a bonus-an increasingly big one, for the
Victoria Mutual is one of the strongest and most pro
gressive building societies to be found anywhere.

Then why pay rent?
Thousands of people in Jamaica are answering

this question by not paying rent but by joining the
Victoria Mutual Building Society. Glance for a mo
ment at the progress made by this society in a few
years. In 1921, for instance, it had 2,602 account!',
which represented 26,180 shares. In 1926 it had
5,620 accounts, and these represented 52,335 shares.
An increase of over a hundred per cent.! That alone
shows that sensible, farseeing people are more and
more taking advantage of the opportunity afforded
them by the Victoria Mutual of owning their homes,
of ceasing to pay rent, for which, up to the end of
their lives, they can never have anything to show.

The Victoria Mutual Building Society is govern
ed by a body of capable directors, who some years
ago made a point of selecting as their chief executive
officer and secretary a highly intelligent and energe
tic man, Mr. Sidney C. McCutchin, M.B.E., J.P.
Mr. McCutchin was chosen after very careful consid
eration by a body of able men, and neither they
nor the numerous shareholders in the Society have
ever had any reason but to feel satisfied with that
choice. Thus equipped with a Directorate second
to none in the West Indies, with a Secretary of
marked ability and energy, a capable staff, the
confiden~ of the public, and a reserve fund larg
er than that which most insurance companies think
it necessary to have, the Victoria Mutual Building So
ciety occupies a remarkable position in Jamaica.
And the question it asks all thoughtful people is:
Why pay rent? Why not buy your own house
through the agency of this society? The answer to
that question is being given by the ever-increasing
number of house-owners.
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perceived or even guessed at by Mr. Tuke. The
vindictiveness in Mr. Steinway's character, his ar
dent, enduring desire to strike again and again at a
foe, giving no quarter, showing no mercy, was find
ing evil expression in his countenance at the moment,
and had to some extent found expression in his
words.

Evcry other man of his class had regretted Gus's
fierce fling at Bressley some weeks before. But Mr.
Steinway had gloated over it. Every other man of
any age and discretion would take the view which he,
Mr. Tuke, took of any sort of entanglement between
Bressley's daughter and Gus Steinway. But Stein
way, rendered myopic by hate, could not see clearly
or sanely; only the scandal and disgrace that
might attach to Bressley's name did he realise; the
girl's fate did not appear to worry him, or the cen
sure that Gus might earn. Gus's mother would be
deeply grieved, for she could never take her hus
band's casual, contemptuous view of the episode. But
at the moment at any rate, Mr. Steinway could not
and would not see all this. He was picturing the
utter humiliation of Bressley. He was glad to feel
that there was some weapon by which his enemy
might be stricken to the heart, though even then he
did not care that that weapon should be his son.

All this Mr. Tuke divined as he stared at the dis
torted countenance of his friend.

~ona Greal House

Holel
L1GUANEA, ST. ANDREW, JAMAICA.
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This Hotel is situated 5-t miles out of
Kingston on the Hope Road, and

within walking distance of Hope
Gardens.

The Scenery and Climate are Unsur
passed.
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