i

arette. Her lover lay just a few beds
away—a cot case if ever there was one
—for months his temperature never be-
low 101 but he was still a brave if pass-
ive lover. The girl, sick too, sometimes
visited him. She sat very close, with her
hand in his, Then in the night they
would commune with messages of fire.
To Colvin, it was pachetic and a little
absurd.
* * *

"HE temperature was rising and the
Doctor on his rounds was slow to
appear. Colvin lay quietly thinking of the
past. He viewed it with wistfulness and
much self-reproach. These idiotic mus-
ings on what might have been . . . . as
if one could alter the irrevocable past.
It seemed to him now that he needn’t
have been ill at all . .". . if only he had
known and hadn’t been such a fool. And
now it was too late.

He must have known there was some-
thing wrong; but he wouldr’t admit it
even to himself. He had always been so
wonderfully fit, And how sweet life was
then—too good to leave! But it was in
that marvellous year that all the dam-
age was done—football, tennis, dancing,
and far too little sleep. For him, in
reality it was almost suicide. How con-
foundedly deceptive the disease had
been! Disquieting symptoms would ap-
pear and go. He was afraid for a time;
then forgot about them. But back they
would come and always a little worse
than before. Then it seemed, they had
come to stay . . This ridiculous feel-
ing of fatigue. It grew worse and worse
until he simply had to give in. Even
then it was inconceivable . . . he who
had been living an athlete's life ... and
he looked so well nobody would believe
it. He had been far too slow to believe
it himself—just an obstinate refusal to
look facts in the face.

He could recall everything so clearly.
Too many late nights and too much work.
What ridiculous ambition -— no modera-
tion—no sense of proportion. It was all
so obvious now. He would develop his
chest, strengthen his wind and harden
his muscles. For a while his body re-
sponded. He felt fit—so fit that he de-
rided his own fears . . . . First thing in
the morning deep-breathing and skip-
ping. Then a leap into an icy bath; and
those runs at night in football togs—
alternate jogging and furious sprinting!

£ * *

JES, he was fit then—rather different
*7 from his condition now when a walk
of a few yards would exhaust him. That
last game of football; it was only a
scratch game. He was fitter than any of
the others. He felt as though he could
have run all day. How he had laughed
at fat old Jerry White with his spec-
tacles tied on with tape, completely
blown—too exhausted even to attempt
to keep up . . . . and now old Fatty,
who never took a scrap of exercise if
he could avoid it, was married with two
children while he . . . Still, it had been
a wonderful day. The festivities after
the game, the speeches, the stories and
the drinking: what energy he must have
had to dance all the evening and arrive
home at dawn. It was hard to realise
now.

He had begun to study hard at nights
—once again too ambitious. It was this
lack of sleep that finished him. And he
was having much fun in between times,
too, One had to have some diversion. He
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had thought this kind of thing could
go on for ever,

He thought of the morning when the
trouble really started, after a night of
hard study. He awoke feeling dreadful,
just as though he hadn’t slept at all, It
was hard to breathe and he wanted to
cough . , .. then there was blood.
Heavens, how it frightened him! He
dressed hardly knowing what he was do-
ing. He found himself walking in the
gardens, coughing and terrified—pacing
up and down between the flower beds.

Even then he would not give in —
would not face the bitterness of the
truth. Next day he felt a little better.
Though his appetite was gone he forced
himself to eat. But this dreadful lassi-
tude went on without a break. The days
were growing warmer and the sun was
bright. How simple it was to deceive the
world! He lay on the beach in the sun.
This “healthy tan” was terribly mis-
leading. What a horror it concealed! So
often was he told how well he was look-

ing that he came near to believing it

himself. But there was no doubt about
it in the mornings now when he awoke
in the dark damp with perspiration.
Why, why didn’t he go to a doctor? What
imbecility! He lay naked in the broiling
sun and watked miles. His muscles were
still hard and he fought fatigue for all

he was worth. But the limit was reached

at length. He couldn’t go on.
* * *

E still remembered it very clearly,

that cursory examination by a gen-
eral %practitioner. The man was non-com-
mittal and promised a report. Colvin,
a little reassured, returned to work.

Then the verdict was givert It was a
dreadful shock even though he must
have known it was coming .. .. “I'm
sorry to have to report . . .. you must
stop work for six months.” . What
an eternity that would be! Six months!
Good Lord, and that was nearly three
years ago'

And then he began the “cure.” It was
quite futile now to lament the fact that

‘the family doctor was 20 years behind

the times and that he should have been
in bed. But there was no excuse for
ignorance. Nature didn’t hand out second
chances—and this accursed vanity. He
had sworn he felt well . . . . the foolish
advice tendered from all guarters . . . .
nothing more nor less than benevolent
nonsense. As usual he believed just
what he wanted to believe.

“You do look well!
wrong with you!”

There's nothing

“I shouldn't stay in bed if I were you,
it's too weakening.”

But he wasn’t feeling any better. He
knew it in his heart. Then the verdict
of the specialist—brief and to the point
. ... “Chest condition acute.”

& * *

7ES, and he had been here ever since.
He was to have been out in a year.
The night he arrived; he talked to a
fellow patient. He could see Jackman
still, pale and thin, with the perpetual
and cynical smile after repeated disap-
pointment.

A year, eh? Listen. When the quack
gives his estimate of the time, all you
have to do is a simple sum. Multiply the

{Continued on next page)

WHAT A
DIFFERENCE

Who'd think lohn was the same ("
boy as the pale youngster who, last
year, seemed to be ‘out’ of every-
thing? Actuatly his lack of energy
was due to constipation. Mother
found the perfect answer to that in
Califig (California Syrup of Figs).
Gentle yet thorough, Califig is the
laxative specially blended for child-
ren. Children love it and you know
that it is perfectly safe.

(GALIFORNIA SYRUP OF F1BS)
The Gentle Laxative

Sterling Products International Inc., Astor Street, Newark, U.S.A.
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IRON for BEAUTY

ADD YEARS TO
THE LIFE OF
YOUR

Don’t be iron-starved

You can’t have red lips, bright eyes,
lovely hair, if you are iron-starred.
Beauty depcnds on rich, red blood and
ample iron is essential for healthy blood
cells.

Iron ‘Jelloids’ give the system iton in
casy-to-take form, and they benefit
not oaly health and vitality, but appear-
ance as well. No. 2 for Women. At
all chemists and stores.

Iron Jelloids

The word *Jelloids' is a registered trade mark.
Sales Agents : Harold F. Ritchie N.Z. Ltd.,
104-108 Dixon Strect, Wellington.

Proprietors: The Iron Jelloid Company Ltd.,
Watford, England. 2.6

YACUUM
CLEANER

Don’t let wear and rust
ruin your vacuum cleaner,
Jawn mower and sewlng
machine. Ofl them regu.
lariy with 3-In-One OIil
Keeps all household tools
and appliamces working
smoothly and efficiently,

Spices must be finely ground, full
‘flavoured, and absolutely pure.

CONCoogPOspice

The Label with the Red G,
= Pepper, Ground Cinnamon, Ground Nute
megs, Ground Ginger, Mixed Spice, Curry
Powder. Ask your grocer,

Made by W. GREGG & CO, LTb.
Pure Food Specialists - Forth St.,, DUNEDIN
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