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the side of the rubbish bin with an ear-
smashing clang. We would then wake up
quickly, rush out to the front door and
catch the burglar as he ran through the
gate. It seemed simple enough-the only
problem was to find a way ‘to fix the
bucket.
My brother stared at the bucket and
the rubbish tin like a house-surgeon
contemplating an operation.
"Black cotton!" he rapped out. I
brought it.
"Knitting needle!" I brought two in
case of accidents.
"Thus and thus," he demonstrated, |
and surely enough there evolved a most
ingenious burglar-trap. The black cotton
stretched across the path, over a post
and round’ the knitting needle; the knit-
ting needle slipped through the handle
of the bucket, and the bucket dangled
temptingly over the rubbish tin. I stared
at my brother with amazement. Heath
Robinson’s best effort was a feeble thing
compared with this. Just let a burglar
come now, we gloated, just let him come.
* * *

HAT night nobody slept. We were
waiting for the ear-smashing clang.
That night not a breath stirred, the
silence was deeper than eternity, and
next morning the black cotton was still
stretched tautly and tauntingly across
the path. Was the child of our fertile
brain to become a dead pigeon? Next
night we tried again, and the next. The
night after that we set the trap more as
a habit than anything else. The sleep-
less nights were wearing us down till
we had become sunken-eyed and petu-
lant. That night we fell asleep as soon
as we crawled into bed.
* * *

[Tt was the dead of night, as the sensa-tion stories say, and sleep hung
over everybody. I was asleep too. In fact
there was no reason to be awake, for
everywhere was peace and quiet. Then
like the crack of doom came an ear-
smashing clang. I leaped out of bed,
snatched up my shoes and hurled them
at the rubbish bin-and our cat went
squealing round the corner of the house.
As it streaked round the corner the
street light caught its shadow with a
curious twist, and there, etched on the
pathway, was the long, thin shadow of
a man, slipping round the corner of the
house: V.C.

LEARNTDDANCE
ATHOME!
Modern Ballroom
Old-TimeandParty
Dancing No
Partner lleeded !

Why be a "wallflower" at dances anylonger2 Send 2d stamp for complete, Interestingdetails0f ourHome-StudyCourseof Modern Ballroom, Old Time, and Party
Dancing, which will quickly and efcientlyteach you how to Waltz, Quickstep, PalalsGlide, Polonaise, Polka, etc: etc: Easy-tofollow charts and text soon show you. Ourcourse 18 sold under 8 Money-Back Guarantee: WRITENOWI

LAVELLE SCHOOLOF DANCING
Dept: L, P.o. Box 1060, Auckland, Ct.

Sqec~Sa
ITBEGQMESA PART
0FYO#R
YOUTHFUL
C0MPLEXION

Three Flowers Fac0 'Powder lends
neW naturalness to your}make-up
Aface powder thatis lighter-textured,finer
designedtoletyouthglowthrough.ThatSthe
accomplishmentof'the ThreeFlowers beauty
expertstoday.It$apowderthatenhances the
naturalbeautyofyourskin spreads4 thin
veil of loveliness that gives your skin the
softness.thesmoothnessofyouth.
YouoweittoyouflovelinesstotrytheThree
Flowerstoday shades to select from]
TRY: Too: ThREE FLOWERS Luxurious FaCE CREAMS

three flowers
TaceFoosden~ipuuck.Ruge
6R&4T '0n5oFEr| �4AR0 4U0nWT
RichardHudnutLimited; FederalStreei;Auckland


