
KILLING NO MURDER
O'R'THE FORTIUNATE DEATH 0F MR. JOHN.PARR.

By HI. STUART DOIG..
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whither these menacing characters were ultimately
decoyed. In a fine glow of exultation the manager
went back to his office, and drew up an ailuringy
advertisement on "Bovril for Baiiffs," which lie
hoped to seIl to the local agent for at Ieast half-a-
crown.

Upstairs in the reporters' roomn the gioomn whicli
had settled on the office of the Buster seemed to
have thickened. 'Thie floor was littered witli papers;
an unglazed pane in the window was inadequateiy
stuffed with back numbers; and the draught menaced
two flickering candies, stuck in empty beer bottles.
It was a place redoient witli the delicate fiavour
of mild decay. There was no fire in the rusty iron
stove, but jack Parr and Tim Blacker, the only
occupants of the room, sat in front of the clieerless
grate from force of habits contracted in better days.
It was Parr who broke the depressing silence with
a mirthless laugli.

"And so, 'lim," lie said, "it's ail over but' tle
sliouting. AIl things corne to him who waits. I'výe
got thse sack, and the Buster lias got to the end of
its bag of tricks."

And he puiled a letter fromn lis pocket and read
it again, for the tentis time. It was his letter of
dismissal. Parr had been unfortunate enougis to
offend a big advertiser, and Nemesis had taken the
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wortli more dead tlian alive. It's a direct incentive
to suicide."

"Tliere are worse things than.suicide," Blacker
retorted. "Starvation-, for example. -I don't want
to go about witli an obituary notice written in my
face. Wouldn't you rather let your friends write it
and turn an lionest half-crown for tliemseives ?""I suppose you wouid write me up well ?" Parr
suggested.

"0f course I would," was the reply. "One good
<turn deserves anotlier."

And lie took a pencil from lis pocket, and rapidly
sketched a sampleobituary telegram:

'Blacker, Dulitown, to Ubiquitous News Agency,
London.

"Shocking occurrence Dulltown to-day. jack.
Parr, well-known Dulltown journalist, member re-
porting staff Duilltown Evening Buster, having been
ejected fromn lodgings for non-payment of rent, com-7

,.mitted suicide by shooting himself through head.
Deach instantaneous. Sum of threepence halfpenny
found in deceased's pockets, so n~o immediate motive
can be assigned for rashs act."

'ad said Parr, as Blacker tVirew the suggested
despatdh across~ to hini, "you turn me off like a
professionai executioner. 1 feel as thougli someone
were walking over my grave."

"I suppose ~We neyer wotsld be missed," quoted
Blacker. "But I'm depressed enough already, I think
Ill go and drink tea; it's cheaper than hemlock, and
casier to get."

Parr workcd on alone for awhule, writing out a
despatch for the Blanktown Herzld. It was lis
only remaining prospect of income, and lie labourcd
to pad out lis story-an accounit of the annual
meeting of the Society for Providing Nightshirts for
Niggers in Nicaragua. The difficulty was to find
polysyllables enougli: Polysyliables occupy space,
and at a penny a line every sylla:ble tells. Dr. John-
son (lie thought as he scribbled away) would lave
made a triumphant pernny-a-4iner. Was it not the
immortal Doctor who observed of someone's poern
that it had not life enoue-h to keen) it sweet. "No."


