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which account was truc, and
caused the prosecution of
the publishers. This wason
Sunday morning, and he
went to church later, and
thought of the battle instead of the sermon. By and
by he wrote a story on it called “The Bowmen.” In
a few words, this was his 5

Five hundred British soldiers, the remains of a regi-
ment, were covering the retreat from Mons.  Disorgan-
ized and dy they saw ihilation approaching
them in the shape of ten thousand pursuing cavaley.

¢ of the men, who been educated in Latin and
the like, in the stress of emotion, found his mind wander

% to a vegetarian restaurant in London where the
plates had had on them a design of ¢ e and the
motto “Adsit Anzlis Sanctus Georgius.” With invol-
untary picty he uttered this motto. A shudder passed
throurh him; the noise of battle was soothed to a mur-
mur in his ears; instead, he heard a great roar as of
thousands of soldiers shouting the ancient battle-cries
that rang out at Crecy and Poitiers and Agincourt! He
also saw before him a long line of shining shapes, “draw-
ing their yew bows to their ears, and stroking their cll-
long shafts against the Germans.”

I'l‘ was then observed by all that the enemy was be-
ing swept away, not in single units but in battalions.
In fact, they were slain to a man; and the British rear
grard strolled off quictly in the wake of their army.

It is to be noted that the author very artistically re-
frained from trying to lend verisimilitude to an other-
wise bald and unconvincing narrative by stating that
the burying-parties found arrows in the dead Germans.
He thought it too much mustard!

Well, he printed the story on September 29, 1014, and
thought that that would be the end of it. But no! A
few days later the Occult Review and Light wrote to ask
for his “authorities!” He replied that the old musty
English ale at the “Spotted Dog™ in Bouverie Strect
might know; if not, nobody did.

In a month or so, several parish magazines asked
leave to reprint it; and wowld he write a preface giving
the name of the soldier, and so on? He replied “ Reprint
away; but as for the soldier, his name is Thomas Atkins
of the Horse-Marines.” The editor of one magazine re-
plied (it was April, 1915, by now): “Pardon me, sir, if
1 np}mr to contradict you; but I know positively that
the facts of the story are truc; all you have done is to
throw it into a literary form.”

Three Great Hoaxes of the War

(Continned from page 37)

So they reprinted the story. But that was only the
beginning of Variants began to appear. The sol-
dier was an officer, and the picture of St. George a
canvas instead of a plate.  The dead Germans, too,

THE BRIDGE FIEND
By Dorothy Rothschild

OW do we cut for the deal?
That's so, we did it before.
Partner, we'll beat them, 1 feel—
Oh, T just hate keeping score!
Really, I don’t understand,
Under the line or above?
Partner, just fook at my hand!—
1 must be lucky at love,

Partner, 1 haven’t a thing—
‘The hearts were dealt in a lump.,
Don't tell me that was your king—
Well, then, I've wasted a trump.
Now it's my bid, I suppose—
Goodness, who dealt me this mess?
You made it lilies on those?—
Isn't it time to progress!

Oh, did you sce what you did?
Why, you're an absolute dub!
Didn’t you hear what I bid?
Couldn't you lead me a club?
Kindly keep track of what's played—
What a remarkable lead!
Tell me how many we made—
Set us three hundred? Indeed!

VANITY FAIR

were now found with arrow
wounds—the very detail
that Machen had rejected
as o absurd. Then again
insome accountsa cloud ap-

-ars between the armies to conceal the British. This
s obviously an echo from Exodus. Somctimes the
cloud disclosed shining shapes which frightened the
chargers of the Uhlans.  But April was to wane before
the great transfiguration.

IN May, Mr. A. P. Sinnett (the man who first wrote
of the Blavatsky teacup fables) had an article in the
Occndt Review saying: *Those who could sce said that
they saw “a row of shining beings' between the two
armies.”

Now Machen did say “a long row of shining shapes.”
In this phase one may find the raison o'étre of the last
stage of the myth, Angels are still popular in England;
faines are dead, and saints are hle,m a trifle Popish;
St. George is uniy a name except to mediacvalists like
Mr. Machen. So he drops out of the story. “The
Bowmen™ became “The Angels of Mons™ and the
story fairly took the bit between its teeth, and bolted.
It was quoted in Trutk, in The New Church W eekly, in
John Bull, in The Daily Chronicle, in The Pall Mall
Gazelle, and in every case it was treated as a serious

story.

Bishop Welldon, Bishop Taylor Smith (the Chaplain-
General), Dr. Horton, Sir J. C. Rickett—all of them
serious divines in England—preached about it.  Canon
Hensley Henson said he didn’t believe it, but we must
remember that he has quite often been near trouble for
holding heterodox opinions!

The Evening News has been bombarded with letterson
the subject; even the Psychical Research Society has
got into one of its usual muddles over it.  In a word,
despite Machen's repeated explanations and denials,
the silly fancy is taken everywhere for established
act.

The only attempt to give details of the yarn from
the front has been that of Miss Phyllis Campbell, who
is very young and very beautiful, Lul who, if she had
been wiser, would have given, as her authorities sol-
diers who had figured on the Roll of Honor. That
would have sounded better than “a soldier,” or than
# ded man of the 1 hires,” or “An R. F. A.
hero, " or “a nurse.”

England belicves it all, and, as faith can move moun-
tains, perhaps it can help the Allies toforce the Rhine!

: M
| In Extremely
; Good Taste
)

l N
i

\

OT alone because of the distinctive character of its lines and
appointments, but because it combines with this a simplicit
of operation—an economy of upkeep—a seaworthiness, speec{
and a breadth of utility that makes it ideally adapted for use
in all waters.
We are prepared to make immediate deliveries of the
Speedabout in ample time for the Florida season.

Write now for further details.
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