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The Pleasure Of

By SIR WILLIAM THOMAS, M. B. E.

Your Company!

At a glance Slade was not a par-
ticularly pleasant looking fellow
rather the reverse, in fact, with his
bulky figure, his rather moon-like
face, and his partly fair hair. But
the moment you noticed the mild
kindliness that shone in his blue
eyes, and the sweetnesg of his amile,
you altered your mind about him.
I have known many
men: (and some women) in my
time, but never one who derived
such sheer, child-like joy in dis-
pensing it as did Slade. I should
imagine thet his idea of Heaven
would be a long, laden table with
a double line of guests thoroughly

hospitalily many years ago—at
school, in fact. I was a new boy—he
was & term old, and, therefore, as
far removed from the wretched
rather red-eyed new kid who was
me as were the Olymplans from the
common folk in days of old.

I almost ran into him as he was
marching across the playground,
with an air of importance and
cardboard-box held tenderly be-

He gave me a keen glance, and I,

neath his arm.
having already had bitter exper-
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of a perfectly wonderful old Eliz-
honest-to-goodness sit - down tea

served on the lawn—was a thing to
= | marvel at!

self was, and a most delightful baby.

ience of these old-timers, shrank
away from him. Then I saw his
smile, and my fear suddenly left

me.

“Hellol* he said, and added s
sound like “tchk-tchk"—a queer
impediment he had in his speech.
“New boy (tchk-tchk) ?"

I nodded, too miserable to speak.
“Keep your pecker up, young fel-
ler (tchk-tchk)!” He gave me a
clap on the shoulder—and then, as
though struck by a sudden and
brilliant idea, added: “Here, tome
and try some of these tarts. They’re
extra (tchk-tchk) {7

We sat on a seat in an obscrure
corner of the playground, and I ate
rather more than half the supply of
very excellent tarts, and, thereafter,
felt better. It was only some time
later, and by accident, that I dis-
covered he was fagging for Murga-
troyd, and that the tarts were for a
study-tea being given that great
man, Slade had to off to the
tuck-shop to obtain a fresh supply,
at his own expense, and was there-
after duly clouted by Murgatroyd
for being so long.

Later I had many e of
Slade’s incurable hospitality. He
was always ready and eager to split
his last stick of toffee, or halve his
last sardine, with anyone he could
persuade to share it—and if he
could find no one he was so miser-
able that he completely lost his own
appetite!

We were never Very great chums,
for he was always a term ahead of
me. We were in the Sixth together,
but, of course, he lett the term be-
fore I did—and, curiously enough, I
never missed him. There was some-
;mg singularly unobtrusive about

e.

We met again when I was on my
moneymoon, at a tiny ‘village in
Sussex. He was genuinely delight-
ed to see me again, and made a tre-
mendous fuss of my wife. He also
insisted on taking us straight back
to his “little place” for tea. The
“little place,” I may say, consisted

abethan manor, and the tea—an

So was the dinner to
which he insisted we should stay.
He had a wife who seemed almost
as charmingly hospitable as he him-

During the rest of our stay the
kkxospitanty of Slade was almost em-
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JAMES MALONE,
Kelly’'s Cross.
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Southport Property

15 acres of
the paved

For sale privately
choice farm land on
highway on the west side of the
Bunbury Road, Southport, Shelter-

ing—at any rate, it embar-
rassed me, because of the sheer im-
possibility of returning it. But I
only tried once to refuse one of his
many {nvitations to dine. He Jooked
at me just as a spaniel I once un-
Justly struck looked at me, and I'll
swear I saw tears at the back of his
blue eyes! I hastily amended my ob-
Jjection—and he smiled again,

When we left, I made arrange-
ments t0 meet him in Town oné day,
determined to do what I could to
return his hospitality, I planned to
give him the finest dinner London’s
most expensive hotel could put on.
But a week before the date fixed my
edltor sent me across the Channel,
to act as Paris correspondent for
my paper. 80 I had to write my
apologies anc regrets to Slade.

I was in Paris some years. I heard
nothing from Slade direct, but some
news of him filtered through to me.
Not very good news, either. I heard
that his wife (to whom I knew him

ulonemy;l;k by birch trees.
Jdeal for summer home.
“amiles from town. Apply to owner,

MISS BESSIE STEWART,
Southport.

41-1-20-31.

Lloyd, Egan & Co.

Ohartered Accountants

place turned into a sort of
private hotel! I heard later that he
had given her grounds for divorce,
and that she had got custody of the

enjoying the hospitality of his good | old

in Parliament started a noise about
5 ry et

London. My paper made a special
commissioner of me, and sent me
out nightly to investigate the
haunts of the homeless down-and-

Then I had to do that last resort of
the destitute, the Adelphi arches.

per inside me, plus several comfort-
ing drinks, and,
something of a fraud and hypocrite.
I was, of course,
part, but it was only when I got to
that place of gloom and hopeless-
ness that I realised that I had for-
gotten one great necessity—a news-

“Rre you (tchk-tchk) in a hurry,
d 1]ad?” :

Before I realized what was going
to happen, I had admitted that I
wasn't (I had ’phoned in my story,
and was going straight home.

“Then,” sald he, imperatively,
“you must come up to my digs and
have a snack, if only for old times
sake (tchk-tchk).”

I started to protest, and then,
seeing that hurt-dog look coming to
his eyes,. hastily desisted, I went
with him.

His “digs” consisted of a draugh-
ty, barely furnished, fireless attic.
He made no apology for it, only
smiled and said:

“Times are not quite what they
used to be, old man, but this is
quite & cosy little place, really—for
a bachelor, you know (tchk-tchk.)”
Then he broke up a chair to
make a fire, and produced a soli-
tary blgater, a heel of cheese, part
of a loaf, and half a bottle of stout.
We talked about old times, and he
saw to it that I had the lion’s share
of what was going.

When he left the room for &
moment I examined his shabby,
frayed old avercoat. What he had
hidden in it wag a bundle of even-
ing papers. So that was how he got
his existence! I knew that Slade
was not the sort of man to whom
one could suggest anything like
charity but I made up my mind I
would find a decent job for him,
and as a preliminary I suggested:
“Look here, Slade, ons good turn
deserves another, you know, Will
you meet me for lunch to-morrow?

can get & topping meal quite
cheaply!”

“Why, I should (tchk-tchk) love
it, old chap!”
And, though he tried, he couldn’t
keep the wolfish longing from his
voice or his eyes, and, having made
the appointment definitely, I went
away with g heavy heart.
But the next morning I was down
with 'flu, and my wife had to write
a letter of regrets and apologies for

me.

Six days later, when I was better,

I called at his digs again—but the

I was flabbergasted for the mom-
ent. But, as soon as I had

- | remembered was the fellow’s queer |

de—and I new that if he recog-
Eed me I might say good-bye to
any chances of helping him,
Observing
te ,the voice went on:
“Possibly you are & strang
sir (tchk-tchk)? If
u that this hotel generous though
t is (ha-ha!) does not supply the
necessary bedclothes—and how nec~
essary they are you will soon find
out! Now, luckily, I am well-provid~
ed (tchk-tchk), for I was fortunate
enough to secure & whole “Tele~
graph”—as you know, quite a bulky
paper! So, you see, you will not be
robbing me—and it will be a great
pleasure to me to offer you such
hospitality as is possible—in the
circumstances (tchk-tchk).”
While he had been speaking he
had removed from beneath his body
some of the sheets of newspaper on

Iknow a nice little place where one | pack

attic was bare, and no one knew
where Slade had gone tol
About a year after that someone

ed and of

outs, I did the dosshouses, the Em-
bankment, and St. Martin’s crypt.

I arrived there with a good sup-
as usual, feeling
dressed for the

paper. For the flags are cold and
damp, and & newspaper in such cir-
cumstances makes all the differ-
ence!

It was late, and there was only
one place left—between a young lad,
plainly from the country, and a
huge, shapeless bundle of rags and
grey whiskers. I looked at this lat-
ter creature in disguest and repug-
nance, and, for a moment, hesitat-
ed—tempted to give it a miss and
fake my story. Then, suddenly, the
bundle stirred, and I was conscious
of two eyes peering at me in the
murky gloom of that dreadful place.
And then a volce—a cultured
volce—said:

“Pardon me, sir (tchk-tchk) but
may I offer you half my newspaper
(tchk-tchk)?”  There was no mis-
taking that voice, or the queer im-

which he had been lying." Now he
held them out to me. I took them—
keeping my face averted, and the
inarticulate mumble of my reply
was not altogether assumed! Some-
thing at the back of my throat was
making me feel very choky—poor
old Slade, still practising his hos-
pitality even in these unutterable
depths. . « . . .!

I spread out the sheets of news-
paper, with hands that fumbled
badly, and presently laid myself
down beside the man who once
again, as so often before, was in a
sense my host.

I was sorely tempted to reveal
myself to him — to take him to

man! He would accept my hospital-
ity, possibly, but after that he would
disappear, and I should see him
no more!

very cunning.
haunts—for even the down-and-

“something turned up.”
Slade would have t

that I seemed to hesl- |
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P el
fromh a stranger like that—but no%
from a man who had been at the
old school with him, and had known
him in other and better days.

Then I would come along—with
a wonderful story of how I had
found Slade out—how I had been
searching for him all over the
place, because I wanted him to
help me in some special work—
something which only he could do
(he was a speclliast in one or two
subjects, was Slade). And - then,
from that, it would be quite easy
to build up, so that eventually I
could find him a proper, and fairly
remunerative job, ., .. . . !

Of course, all this would  cost
money—but I didn’t mind that in
the least!

Working out my plans, T must
have dozed. When I awoke it was
very cold, and a terrible depression
got at me. I heard the distant
chime of Big Ben—four o‘clock.
The hour when life is sald to be at
its lowest ebb . . . . I

There was a faint stir from the
figure beside me—then a little sign,
and a whispered “tchk-tchk.’

After that, silence.

About an hour later the first of
the human flotsam rose, yawned,
stretched, cursed softly under his
breath, and, picking up the news-
paper on which he had been lying,
lurched away into the shadows
Another and another followed, and
I realised that, if my plan was to
be carried out, I too must make a
move.

pediment in his speech. It was poor
old Slade!

Very slowly and cautlously, so as
not to disturb pood old Slade, I

with p
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