
 
 
 
 
 



Edgar Wallace


Nig-Nog and Other Humorous Stories



[image: ]


    Published by Good Press, 2022




goodpress@okpublishing.info



    EAN 4066338097804
  


1. "NIG-NOG!"


Table of Contents



This story is about a matter which, in itself, is ancient
  history. It is only told now because Mr. Cymbeline Smith (his real name is
  something which is almost as outrageous) has placed himself under a
  fifty-thousand dollar bond that he will not "associate in any way whatsoever"
  his name or his preparation with those which occur in this story, "providing
  a genteel account of the aforesaid affair be put into writing by a newspaper
  man." This is that genteel account.

Cymbeline Smith is an American citizen who made a deal of money in the
  traveling circus business before he took up the serious study of medicines.
  It had been an asset of his that he might have stood as a model for any
  artist who desired to draw Uncle Sam. He had a long, somewhat dissatisfied
  face, a fringe of amber and gray whisker at his chin, he always wore a top
  hat of antique shape and trousers which were strapped under Wellington boots.
  In the circus days he affected a blue cut-away swallowtail and a high stock,
  but these he abandoned when he gave his mind and money to medical science,
  and produced in conjunction with a drummer (who afterwards drank himself to
  death) the preparation which is known commercially as "Nig-Nog!" I have
  little space to dilate upon the pharmaceutical values of "Nig-Nog!" You have
  read the full page and the double page ads., and you know (or you disbelieve)
  that "Nig-Nog!" cures all nervous ailments, builds up nerve forces, clears
  the dazed and dopey brain, and restores to its vie—, to its grateful
  and delighted purchaser that roseate outlook upon life, that balance of
  reason, that clarity of vision which the brainworker, the cigarette-fiend,
  and the chronic pessimist cannot enjoy.

It was described as being compounded from a prescription which had been in
  the family of a Royal House of Europe for five hundred years, but this may
  not have been true. Now it is a fact that an advertised patent medicine which
  does not produce most of the results it claims brings ruin to its proprietor,
  for it costs more money to put the first supplies on the market than it is
  humanly possible to get back even if every bottle is sold. But "Nig-Nog!" was
  a success from the beginning. It sold in the United States of America by the
  million. It did build up nerve forces and clear the dazed and dopey brain. It
  did restore the balance of reason and the clarity of vision. And its
  delighted patrons told other sufferers that "Nig-Nog!" was according to
  specification, and in consequence Cymbeline Smith grew rich and lived in a
  suite at Knickerbocker House and drove a machine which was something between
  Cinderella's Fancy Coach and a Band Wagon.

And then he crossed the waters to conquer Europe. He flooded the London
  market with "Nig-Nog!"; he added a new tone to the English landscape; in car
  and train, on omnibus, on house-side, in druggist window, in printed page he
  spoke earnestly, violently, almost convincingly of "Nig-Nog!"—its
  virtues, its amazing qualities, and, still more, amazing cheapness.

And then he did that which of all things was unpardonable. Overlooking the
  weald of Sussex was a long and wooded ridge, and at its highest point was
  Weald Lodge, the country home of the Rt. Hon. Gregory Thessiger, Minister of
  Ordnance, an irritable, intolerant man who had a mild dislike for most
  Americans and a violent dislike for that type of American which Cymbeline
  Smith represented. Because he was a great man and people trembled at his nod,
  and because he was almost godlike to the villagers of Adfriston, he had never
  seriously considered the building possibility of the nine-acre lot which lay
  on the slope of the hill between his estate and the village. He woke one
  morning to discover that Mr. Cymbeline Smith had purchased that "estate"
  through a soulless agent at Eastbourne.

To say that Mr. Thessiger was annoyed, was to put the matter with amusing
  moderation. He endeavored to cancel the sale. He offered to buy the ground,
  but Cymbeline Smith was first and foremost a showman, and the thought that he
  was to be a neighbor of the powerful Minister of a most powerful British
  Cabinet was not wholly abhorrent to him. So he built a dwelling which was a
  tactful compromise between the White House and the Tower of London, thus
  reconciling in one spasm of architecture the ideals of the new and the old
  world. But the culminating point of his infamy came when he took possession
  and added his final improvement.

The newspaper reporters who saw Mr. Thessiger step from his car at the
  door of the Treasury reported him as looking ill and worried, and drew
  conclusions which were wholly erroneous. The Prime Minister also noted the
  haggard face of his colleague, and his conclusions were almost as wide of the
  mark as the reporters'.

He walked across to where the Minister sat, and dropped his hand upon his
  shoulder.

"I think you are worrying too much about this business, Thessiger," he
  said; "the outlook is not as bad this morning as it was. I think Baremia will
  climb down."

Thessiger looked up.

"It's not that, Prime Minister," he said irritably; "It's that infernal
  Yankee! Confound his impertinence!"

The Prime Minister was secretly relieved. He had heard about the infernal
  Yankee before.

"Is his castle finished!" he asked.

"Finished!" spluttered the other. "Do you know what the rascal has done?
  On the roof of his house, sir, right under my nose so that I cannot miss it,
  he has had an electric sign put up: 'NIG-NOG FOR THE NERVES.' It is
  illuminated at night. He has made it impossible for me to live in my own
  house. By-heavens, I'll sue him!"

"An electric sign?" said the Premier; "but surely he will take it down if
  you ask?"

"Ask!" roared the other. "I have demanded, I have pleaded—I didn't
  go myself, of course, but I sent Grey, my man; but the scoundrel says it is
  good advertising, for it can be read from the trains six miles away.
  'Nig-Nog!' for the nerves," he repeated, grinding his teeth. "Good heavens,
  if I had only known that he was coming!"

"Why not sue him in the court? He seems to be a nuisance within the
  meaning of the Act," said the Prime Minister soothingly.

It was very necessary that he should calm his violent colleague, for
  certain matters were coming up for consideration which called for Thessiger's
  support on a measure to which, as the Prime Minister knew, the Minister of
  Ordnance was bitterly opposed. His worst fears were realized when that
  measure was brought forward. If Thessiger had been violent at previous
  sittings of the Cabinet, he was now wholly unmanageable; and the Prime
  Minister walked down to the House of Commons with the Minister of
  Finance.

"Thessiger is going to make a split," he said moodily, "and at a time when
  we all ought to stand together and drop petty differences. I'd hate to lose
  him, but he has things all wrong. He doesn't seem to realize Baremia's
  object. I wish this infernal American had not come to bother him. He was
  unmanageable enough without that added cause of irritation. You are a suave
  sort of devil, Ralph," he said suddenly. "Why don't you go to this 'Nig-Nog!'
  man and see if you couldn't persuade him to drop his electric sign?"

The other laughed.

"One has to be a very suave kind of devil," he repeated, "to persuade a
  patent medicine advertiser to surrender a good position. My acquaintance with
  the press, which is fairly extensive, does not encourage me to believe that
  Mr. Smith is amenable to reason, but I will try if you like."

So Cymbeline Smith, sitting on his broad verandah, with his red-slippered
  feet elevated to the rail and with a long cigar between his strong white
  teeth, had a visitor.

"Why, it's very good of you," said Cymbeline, who had reached that point
  of prosperity where he accepted the unexpected visits of Cabinet Ministers as
  an ordinary event of life. "I would like to oblige Mr. Thessiger, Sir Ralph,
  but I am a business man. I am, sir," he went on in his finest oracular style,
  "not only a business man, but a humanitarian, a benefactor of the human race,
  a man to whom the sufferings of his fellow-creatures is a clarion call to
  duty.

It is my opinion, sir, and it is the opinion shared by the faculty of the
  United States of America, that there is no more pernicious act that a man can
  permit than to deny to a suffering world a knowledge of this sovereign
  remedy. 'Nig-Nog!', sir, may be found in the medicine chests of royal and
  imperial personages. It may be seen, a bright and pleasant sight, on the
  shelves of the humblest cottages. Until that miraculous compound, which is at
  once a prophylactic, a refreshment, and a cure which secures the palingenesis
  of the atrophied nerve centers and the reintegration of the frazzled brain,
  is known to every man, woman, and child of your ancient country, I cannot,
  without reproaching myself with my treachery to humanity, relax in the
  slightest degree my effort to bring 'Nig-Nog!' to the notice of the
  world."

"But, my dear Mr. Smith," said Sir Ralph smoothly, "surely it would serve
  your purpose if the electric sign were placed at our expense nearer to the
  railway line."

Mr. Cymbeline Smith shook his head.

"No, sir," he said, "the very remoteness of these golden words twinkling
  against the dark and mysterious background of the immemorial hills produces
  in the mind of the sufferer the impression of hope—for hope, sir, is a
  distant prospect. Hope, sir, is the Uranus of the psychological sky."

That night Mr. Thessiger was sitting at his desk in the big library of his
  house in Chepstowe Place. To be exact, he alternated between the table and
  the fireplace, for he had half written six letters of resignation which had
  been consigned to the flames, and the seventh had been begun when his butler
  came in, closing the door discreetly behind him.

"What is it, Carter?" asked the Minister, looking up.

"The Countess Castlavera. She wishes to see you on a very important
  matter."

A look of surprise came to Mr. Thessiger's face and he pulled out his
  watch. It was nine o 'clock.

"Ask the Countess to come in, please, Carter."

He half crossed the room to meet the beautiful woman who was ushered in by
  the butler.

"My dear Countess," he said, "this is a great surprise and a great
  pleasure."

"I am afraid you are fearfully busy," she said, with a quick glance at the
  table. "What curious blotting paper you use!"

He smiled as he pulled forward a chair for his visitor.

"A11 Ministers use black blotting paper," he said; "It tells no
  stories."

"And you have so many secrets to hide—what a wonderful thing it is
  to be a Minister!"

The envy and admiration in her tone was particularly flattering to this
  lonely man, and, indeed, his friendship with the Countess, which had begun in
  a small Algerian hotel where they had found themselves in the most
  unfashionable season of the year, the only people of consequence amongst the
  guests, had been a source of the greatest comfort to him.

They had met in Paris once, and then the Countess, who was a widow, had
  come to London and had established her little salon in Curzon Street, and Mr.
  Thessiger had been an occasional visitor. That she was a fascinating woman is
  well enough known. Absurdly young for a widow, her eyes had that quality of
  blue which is found only in the eastern skies at sunset. They were that rich,
  cloudy blue that particularly appealed to him. Her hair he had likened in his
  one poetical indiscretion to "a mane of daffodils." Her mouth was small and
  delicately shaped—her chin, her poise, her air, were all adequately
  described in that "Memory of Algiers" published in the Saturday Review
  over the initial "T," the authorship of which was ascribed by none to the
  somewhat forbidding Minister of Ordnance.

"I have come to see you on rather an important matter," she smiled, "and
  it is because I know I can trust you that I have come at all."

He inclined his head, at once gratified and curious.

For the moment all thought of the Cabinet crisis, of the grave issues
  which were pending in the country, even of the exasperating vendor of patent
  medicines vanished from his mind, and his attention was concentrated upon
  this fragrant, delicate thing who already occupied too large a portion of his
  thoughts for his comfort.

"My late husband was, as you know, the agent for an armament firm. He had
  invented a wonderful howitzer—that is the word?"

Mr. Thessiger nodded.

"And most of the specifications were deposited in a Paris bank. The very
  secret parts of the gun he confided to me; they were never put on paper."

Mr. Thessiger raised his eyebrows in surprise.

"A somewhat complicated thing to remember, my dear Countess."

She smiled a little sadly.

"And yet by memorizing day after day I had the whole particulars here,"
  she tapped her forehead, "except one, and that has escaped me. I am anxious
  to sell the gun to a certain government—you need have no fear, it is a
  government very friendly to yours," she laughed, "and I have recalled
  everything except the exact mixture in the recoil cylinders."

Mr. Thessiger shook his head.

"I am afraid I cannot help you," he said.

"You can," she said emphatically; "if I were to see another gun, I am sure
  it would all come back to me. I mean, if I saw it in the process of making;
  and I want you to help me to this extent, that you give me a permit to visit
  one of your great gun factories."

The minister made no reply. It was rather a delicate position. The big gun
  factory, and particularly that section in which the recoils were made, was
  inaccessible to the general public.

"I cannot answer you straight away," he said. "I do not know what
  objections there are."

In this he did not speak the truth, for there were many objections. For
  example, the new 9:6 was in process of creation, and it would be impossible
  for a visitor with any knowledge of guns to overlook this fact. She seemed to
  divine what was going on in his mind, for she said quickly:

"Please understand that I know nothing of guns, and that my technical
  knowledge is confined to just one tiny bit of their construction."

"I cannot give you permission yet. I will let you know in the morning,"
  said Mr. Thessiger; and in a few minutes the conversation had drifted off
  into more conventional channels, and the Minister was listening with an
  inward purr of satisfaction to divers things which had been expressed about
  his genius, all of which views were conveyed to him in the most subtle
  fashion.

She left him with a sense of longing and an additional feeling of
  irritation. He slept badly, and in the morning he decided upon his line of
  action. Incidentally he had decided that there was no valid objection to
  issuing the permit which the Countess had asked for. He would only be another
  few days in the Cabinet and he might at least utilize his power to grant her
  that favor.

As for the other matter, he would oppose the breach with Baremia—for
  that was what the new Defense Bill would involve.

On that he was determined. He knew that his opposition to the Government
  would split the Cabinet, for he had enjoyed something of a following in the
  House, sufficient at any rate to turn the scales against the Government. Once
  resolved, every hour brought a new argument, which justified to himself the
  attitude he had adopted. Baremia was bluffing. War was incredible, and being
  incredible was impossible. Before lunch he had worked himself up to a
  condition of smouldering anger against his colleagues. To make matters worse,
  a tactless member of the Cabinet called upon him before the House sat to urge
  a point of view which could only be described as crassly ignorant.

As the day advanced he grew more and more irritable, more and more
  unbearable. He snapped and snarled at his secretaries, he declined
  point-blank to attend the extraordinary meeting of the Cabinet which was
  summoned for two o'clock, and refused with equal vehemence a luncheon party
  with the Prime Minister. He walked down to the House that afternoon, a raw
  man all on edge.

To his alarm he found the hand he put up to return the salute of a passing
  acquaintance was shaking, and turned into a druggist's shop. The man behind
  the counter knew him.

"I want something to steady me, Mr. Bolsover," said the Minister. "I am a
  little nervy."

"I think I know the very thing," said the man. He went behind the little
  partition and presently came out with a glass containing a white mixture that
  fizzed and spluttered.

"Drink this quickly," he said, and Mr. Thessiger, with a growl at doing
  anything he was told, drank the mixture.

"It's not very unpleasant to take," he said in surprise.

"No, sir," smiled the chemist, "It is rather palatable. We have a great
  demand for that particular medicine. It has really a marvelous effect upon
  the jaded nerves."

"Is it your own prescription?"

The chemist shook his head.

"I wish it were. I should be a rich man," he laughed. "As a rule I do not
  recommend proprietary drugs, but this is out of the ordinary. It is called
  'Nig- Nog'—"

"It is called what?" roared Mr. Thessiger.

"'Nig-Nog,' sir."

"If I had known that!" said the Minister between his teeth. "If I had only
  known that!"

He turned quickly and walked from the store boiling with rage. This was
  the last straw.

The House was crowded, but the Ministerial bench was empty. Ministers had
  gathered in the Premier's room, and they were not happy.

"Well, gentlemen," said the Prime Minister at last. He stood balancing
  himself upon the stone fireguard, his hands behind him and his big, harsh
  mouth curved in a little smile. "I think we must reconcile ourselves to going
  out— that doesn't matter so much. What does matter is the fact that we
  are likely to land this country in a pretty unholy mess."

"Don't say 'we,' " said Ralph Yerne grimly; "say Thessiger."

"He is wholly impossible," said the stout and florid Minister of the
  Interior. "I went to him, my dear Prime Minister, with arguments which were
  absolutely unanswerable, and he had the audacity to tell me to go to the
  devil, sir! I have never been so insulted in my life."

"I don't think arguments are much good for Thessiger," said the Prime
  Minister, regarding the ceiling with minute interest. "He is determined to
  oppose our measures of National Defense, and there is an end to it."

"What I can't understand," said Sir Ralph, "is that an intelligent man
  like Thessiger runs around with that infernal Castlavera woman. Everybody
  knows she is an agent of The Big Embassy, and I have tried in a delicate way
  to hint as much. She is a very dangerous woman, particularly when one knows
  that The Big Embassy have been trying to get some particulars of our new 9:6
  guns. Thessiger is in a position to supply the information."

"Thessiger is not a fool," said the Prime Minister. "He is—"

At that moment the door opened and Thessiger came in. The Prime Minister
  looked at him and gasped. For the first time in his life, Thessiger's unhappy
  face was wreathed in smiles and he chuckled as he entered.

He nodded round genially.

"Had a most amusing experience," he said, and laughed again. "You remember
  that infernal American?"

"The 'Nig-Nog' man?" said the Prime Minister, relieved to find that his
  colleague was capable of taking a cheerful view of anything.

"The 'Nig-Nog' man," said Thessiger. "Do you know that ten minutes ago I
  was inveigled into drinking some of his noxious preparation. The joke is on
  me with a vengeance," he laughed this time with rare heartiness, and they
  stared at him. "I have been thinking things over on my way up. Prime
  Minister," he went on, "and I believe I have taken rather a narrow view of
  your proposal, in fact I do not think I have been very normal lately. How do
  you do. Coulter?" he waved a cheerful hand to the astounded Minister of the
  Interior. "No," he went on, "I am going to support that measure of yours. I
  think it is a very wise and very sound measure. One has to look at things
  clearly and drop the purely personal view."

"I am delighted " began the Prime Minister.

"Not a bit, sir," said the jovial Thessiger; "but the 'Nig-Nog' story is
  quite a good one, don't you think?"

He strolled out of the room humming a tune and entered his own private
  bureau, crossed to the desk, and pressed a bell-push. His chief clerk entered
  a little apprehensively.

"Oh, by the way," said Thessiger, "that pass I issued to the Countess
  Castlavera, has it been sent?"

"No, sir, not yet," said the clerk quickly; "but I will send it by special
  messenger. I am very sorry—"

"0h, don't bother about it," said Thessiger. "You can cancel it. Perhaps
  it was rather indiscreet to issue a pass of that character. And—wait,
  please," the clerk was at the door and turned back; "send down to the
  druggist and get me a dozen packages of—er—'Nig-Nog' I think they
  call it."

"Which druggist, sir?"

"They sell it everywhere," said Thessiger. "Surely you have heard of 'Nig-
  Nog'!

* * * * *
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"The speech of the Minister of Ordnance," wrote the leader writer of
  The Times, "was a masterpiece of constructive eloquence, though it is
  not wholly clear what the Right Honorable gentleman meant when he referred to
  the Defensive Bill as being a dose of 'Nig-Nog' for nerve-shattered
  Europe..."

If the readers of The Times did not understand, Mr. Cymbeline Smith
  grasped the allusion with remarkable rapidity, and was only prevented from
  adding this wonderful testimonial to the already inflated list by the
  eloquent persuasion of a combined Cabinet and a promise which I have
  endeavored to fulfill.




2. JIMMY'S BROTHER
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I feel I should like to know Jimmy's brother. I picture him
  not unlike Jimmy, though leaner and a thought more wiry, with an air of
  profound profundity and wisdom, and the softest of Scotch accents which need
  not be reproduced.

I fancy, too, that the whole of his regiment must be wiry, solemn men,
  either possessed of a sense of humor and jealousy concerted or else void
  entirely of that virtue and most earnest in their several contemplations of
  things.

Jimmy himself gives you the impression that he is forever on the verge of
  laughter, yet is repressing that natural and proper desire lest he waste
  valuable time which might be employed in telling you a good story.

He has a flat in town, somewhere in the Temple I should imagine, for just
  as ballast is counter to buoyancy and even balloons are associated with
  sandbags, so does the joyous heart seek for bleakness of habitation.

Jimmy's brother is, as I say, very serious, as all young Scotsmen are, and
  looks upon life with solemn eyes, conscious of the beauties of vision and at
  the same time apprehending all the wastage of its undeveloped natural
  resources.

He is such a man as would stand speechless before the glories of Niagara
  Falls, frozen solid in a bitter winter, and would make rapid calculations as
  to the amount of ice that could be cut, the cost of its transportation, and
  its profit when delivered c.i.f. New York.

He is like all earnest men, a soldier, paying fleeting visits to town,
  where he discusses the army in a way which would make the scant hair of the
  high command rise up like little anti-aircraft guns pointing menacingly to
  the heavens.

Jimmy got a phone message the other day and recognized the voice of his
  brother.

"I'd like to come round and see you on a very important matter," said the
  voice, and Jimmy said, "Come along," albeit cautiously, being prepared for
  the worst.

Jimmy would never be surprised if his brother came to his flat leading an
  elephant that he had found wandering about, for he was notoriously fond of
  animals, and, indeed, the request which the brother had to make when he
  eventually arrived was startling enough.

Jimmy's brother, burnt of face and wearing the soiled khaki of a blameless
  life, came into Jimmy's office.

"And where the devil do you come from!" asked Jimmy in his most elderly
  brotherly tone.

A man, a wicked soldier, had gone on leave and spent many days beyond
  those specified on Army Form B.260 in riotous and possibly licentious living,
  and he had been arrested by an unsympathetic constabulary in the act of
  giving a gratuitous display of bomb-throwing, the improvised grenade being a
  quart pot, and the entrenched enemy being a somewhat terrified landlord
  crouching behind the counter. Therefore, Jimmy's brother had been sent up
  "with a lance- corporal to bring the criminal back to judgment.

"Well?" said Jimmy, on guard.

"Well," repeated Jimmy's brother, impressive to the last degree. "We have
  got him in London, but we were allowed three days to bring him from Liverpool
  to the camp, and we have done it in one."

He paused as though expecting Jimmy to read into this bald and uninspiring
  statement all that was in his mind.

"Well" said Jimmy again. "I suppose you are taking him back to camp?"

"We were allowed three days, and we have done it in one," said Jimmy's
  brother deliberately, "which means we have two days to spare, and we don't
  get many spare days in Kitchener 's army; so we have decided to stay in
  town."

"But," protested Jimmy, the horrible truth dawning upon him slowly, "what
  is going to happen to the prisoner!"

"That's just it," said Jimmy's brother. "We have got to do something with
  him." He leant across the table and... "Do you mind looking after him for a
  couple of days?" he asked, with the nonchalance of one who was demanding a
  light for a cigar.

Jimmy gasped and said many things which he probably regretted at a later
  stage, but he told his relative where he would see him before he took charge
  of this youthful delinquent.

"He is quite a nice chap," protested Jimmy's brother, "when he's sober.
  Keep him away from the drink. He'll do little jobs around the house." He grew
  enthusiastic. "He cleans silver," he said suggestively.

But Jimmy would have none of it, for he had no silver that required
  cleaning.

"Where is your prisoner, now!" he said.

"He's with the corporal," parried Jimmy's brother.

"But where f" insisted Jimmy.

"They're at a picture palace in Regent Street," pleaded this emissary of
  the crown. "Be a sport and lend us your coal cellar for a couple of
  days."

But Jimmy was adamant, nor was another friend whom Jimmy's brother was
  able to beat up any more willing, though it was discovered, in the course of
  skillful cross-examination conducted by Jimmy's brother, that the friend had
  an available bathroom.

"What do you want a bathroom for?" urged the young military gentleman
  passionately.

"To keep my coals in," said the other sardonically.

Eventually Jimmy's brother went down disconsolate, and spent the whole
  afternoon searching for his prisoner and his superior officer, the two having
  left the picture palace before he arrived. They were eventually run to earth
  in a music hall near Piccadilly Circus, and the imprisonment difficulty was
  got over by taking a couple of rooms in a small temperance hotel in
  Bloomsbury, the prisoner being locked in one, and his two comrades occupying
  the other.

The next morning the prisoner protested.

"A11 the time I am away from the regiment," he said truculently, "I am
  losing my pay. I want to go back to camp at once."

"You shut up," said Jimmy's brother.

"Haven't you any sense of decency?" demanded the corporal.

"We are going round sight-seeing," explained Jimmy's brother, "and if you
  behave yourself you can come along, but you will have to pay your own bus
  fares."

Whereupon the prisoner broke into such a wealth of vile and violent
  language that they compromised on the question of fares.

Jimmy's brother is a sentimentalist. No less was the corporal, for I
  gather that they were both Scots.

They found a great tenderness of mind in the vast spaces of St. Paul's
  Cathedral, though the prisoner, who was a southerner, could do no more than
  stand with a cynical sneer on his lips, passing remarks about statues and
  tombs, sarcastic and uncalled for.

It was in the crypt that the man's baseness was finally revealed. Before
  the grave of Nelson stood Jimmy's brother and the lance-corporal,
  reverent—almost liquid in their emotions. Jimmy's brother stretched out
  his hand and laid it upon the tomb of the great admiral.

"Nelson," he murmured, and repeated his oath of allegiance right down to
  "So help me!" and the corporal, quivering with emotion, followed suit.

They turned to the prisoner. "This is Nelson's tomb," murmured Jimmy's
  brother urgently.

"To hell with Nelson!" snarled the prisoner. "I'm losing a bob a day!"

So they took him back to camp that very day.

"You don't deserve a holiday," said Jimmy's brother severely.

"An' I don't want one," said the prisoner, "not unless you make it worth
  me while."

"Men like you ruin the army," said the lance-corporal.

They were still wrangling when the train drew out of the station, leaving
  Jimmy with tears in his eyes. Yet he was not unhappy.




3. SENTIMENTAL SIMPSON
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According to certain signs, the Amateur Detective thought
  his French window had been forced by a left-handed man who wore square-toed
  boots, the muddy print of the latter against the enamel of the door seemed to
  prove this beyond doubt. The direction of the knife-cuts in the putty about
  the window- glass supported the left-handed view.

Another point:

Only a left-handed man would have thought of sawing through the left fold
  of the shutter.

The occupier of Wisteria Lodge explained all this to the real detective,
  who sat stolidly on the other side of the table in the occupier's dining-room
  at three o'clock in the morning, listening to the interesting hypothesis.

"I think if you look for a left-handed man with square-toed boots—or
  they may be shoes," said the householder quietly, even gently, "you will
  discover the robber."

"Ah," said the real detective, and swallowed his whisky deliberately.

"The curious thing about the burglary is this," the sufferer went on,
  "that although my cash-box was opened and contained over £400, the money was
  untouched. The little tray on top had not been even lifted out. My dear wife
  kept a lock of hair of her pet pom 'Chu Chin'—the poor little dear was
  poisoned last year by those horrible people at 'The Limes.' I'm sure they did
  it—"

"What about this lock of hair?" asked the detective, suddenly
  interested.
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