
On Tuesday the disappointed young
man received a letter from Mrs Green-

how saying she was coming up to

town for a few days, and that she
would call upon him on Wednesday
afternoon at three o'clock. After the
terrible defeat of his schemes Stan-

ford was rather afraid to face the

lady who had furnished the money,
but he nerved himself for the inter-
view, and at three o’clock she entered,
her face radiant with smiles.

“Well,” she cried, “we have won,

have we not?” and she laughed as she

gazed at his doleful countenance, and

added, “It was by a very narrow

majority though.”
“Won?” he groaned. "We have not

had a single candidate returned.”

“Oh, I see, you are thinking of the
Land Nationalisation party, while I

am speaking of the Conservatives.”

“I thought,” said Stanford, dejected-
ly, “that you had lent money to help
the Land Restoration.”

“Oh, yes,” she said, smiling, “but I

told you that I did not at all believe

in it, and never thought for a moment

you would succeed, you see, during the

last two or three weeks I have become

a staunch Conservative. I have been

electioneering for my father. You saw,
I suppose, that he had been elected

by a majority of one hundred and fifty,
whilst last election he was returned

by a majority of only fifteen. We con-

sider it all due to your land candidate,
who drew votes from the Liberal side.”

“Did you supply me the money, then,
in order to assist the Tory party?”
asked the young man severely.

“Oh, dear no; but that is invariably
the result of these advanced schemes.

They always help the Conservative
party. You look most dreadfully
shocked, but you must make allow-

ances for human nature, you know.

As I told you, I am always Conserva-

tive during election time, fiercely so,

much more than my father is. I shall

be my normal self again in a few
days.”

“Well, there is one consolation.” said

Stanford, “which is this Government,
with its small majority, will not last

long, and we ean have another try.”
“Oh, yes, and that reminds me,” said

Mrs Greenhow, “is the money all

spent? I suppose it is. Shall I send

another twentv thousand?”

“No, it is not all gone. You see we

have only had a hundred men at thirty
shillings a week for ten weeks, aud
that has ouly amounted to about fif-

teeu hundred pounds. There has been

spent in office expenses and printing
about another tire hundred.”

“Well, I must say,” said the lady,
“though your campaign has not been

successful you have conducted it with

great economy. How do you account
for your lack of success?”

“Lack of votes, I suppose,” said

Stanford.
Mrs Greenhow laughed, and added:

“And how do you account flor lack

of votes?”
“That I cannot account for. I shall

have first to look over the reports my
candidates send me. They will all be

in shortly. Then I must examine with
some minuteness all the polls where I

had candidates standing for a con-

stituency. When all this is done I

hope to be able to tell with some de-

gree of certainty the cause of our fail-

ure. I suppose, however, that your
own case furnishes a reason for our

defeat.”

“I don’t understand you.”
“Well, you said you became a firm

Conservative the moment the election
began, and no doubt that is the case

with many others. People who at

ordinary times might join our cause

go back to their old allegiance the

moment the fight is on. I have appar-

ently under-estimated the motive force
of the beating of tom-toms and the

general unreasoning hulla-bulloo

which accompanies an election.”
“Undoubtedly, there is much in

that.” said Mrs Greenhow, rising, “but

I will tell you where I think you made

your great mistake. It was in sending
strangers to each of the constituen-

cies. Instead of sending young men

down from London you shlonld have
gone to each of the divisions yourself
and discovered who was the most

popular man of advanced opinions in
each district. Yiou certainly ignored
local feeling. Then a local man, if he

is shrewd, knows how to appeal to
each of his constituents.”

“I think that a most excellent idea.”
said Stanford, musing over the prob-
lem: “but still a man has enemies as

well as friends where he is known, and

it might arouse local jealousy.”

“Oh, that applies to any candidate,
so it just comes to choosing the wan

who has the most friends and the few-
est enemies. You must bear in mind
that when a stranger is sent from

London to contest an election all the

local jealousies are united against
him.”

“1 am convinced you are right,” said

Stanford, brightening up, “and in that

way success lies. 1 will act at onceon

your suggestion and secure the right
man for the right place before the next

election. He must have time to pre-
pare to work for himself and for us.

I'm afraid, Mrs Greenhow,” he con-

tinued, “you must think very poorly
of me indeed, for you are not only fur-

nishing the money, but the real ideas

as well.”
Mrs Greenhow laughed and disclaim-

ed any praise.
(To be continued.)

Sherlock Holmes.

DR. DOYLE TELLS THE HISTORY
OF A GREAT IDEA.

The idea of Sherlock Holmes was.

says Dr. Conan Doyle in the thou-

sandth number of ”Tit-Bits,” sug-

gested by a professor under whom

he had worked in Edinburgh, and in

part by Edgar Allen Poe’s detectives,

which, after all, ran on the lines of

all other detectives who have appeared
in literature.

“In wofk which consists in the
drawing of detectives there are only
one or two qualities which one can

use. and an author is forced to hark

back upon them constantly, so that
every detective must really resemble

every other detective to a greater or

less extent. There is no great origin-
ality required in devising or con-

structing such a man, and the only
possible originality which one can get
into a story about a detective is in

giving him original plots and prob-
lems to solve, as in his equipment
there must be of necessity an alert

acuteness of mind to grasp facts and

the relation which each of them bears

to the other.
“At the time I first thought of a

detective—it was about 1886—-I had
been reading some detective stories,
and it struck me what nonsense they
were, because for getting the solu-
tion of the mystery the authors al-
ways depended on some coincidence.
This struck me as not a fair way of
playing the game, Itecause the detec-

tive ought really to depend for his
success on something in his own mind
and not on merely adventitious cir-

cumstances, which do not by any
means always occur in real life.

“For fun, therefore, I started con-

structing a story, and giving my de-

tective a scientific system, so as to

make him reason everything out. In-
tellectually that had been done be-
fore by Edgar Allan Poe with M.

Dupin, but where Holmes differed
from Dupin was that he had an im-
mense fund of exact knowledge to
draw upon in consequence of his pre-
vious scientific education. I mean by
this, that by looking at a man’s hand

he knew what the man’s trade was, as

by looking at his trousers leg he
could deduce the character of the
man. He was practical and he was

systematic, and his success in the de-

tection of crime was to be the fruit,
not of luck, but of his qualities.”

Dr. Doyle explains his reasons for

bringing the detective series to an

end. “I was still a young man and
a young novelist, and I have always
noticed that the ruin of every novelist
who has come up has been effected
by driving him into a groove. . . .

Now, why should a man be driven in-

to a groove and not write about what

interests him?
“My objection to detective stories

is that they only call for the use of

a certain portion of one’s imagina-
tive faculty, the invention of a plot,
without giving any scope for char-
acter drawing.

“The best literary work is that

which leaves the reader better frr

btaving read it. Now. nobody can

possibly be the better—in the high
sense in which T mean it—for rending
Sherlock Holmes, although he may
have passed a pleasant hour in doing
so.”
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THE PILLS are a safe, reliable remedy for Headache, Biliousness, Feverish Attacks,
Jaundice. Giddiness and other ailments proceeding from a disordered Liver and Stomach. They

cleanse the Blood and invigorate the System.
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