Madelaine. When he arrived, however, he was inflamed to perceive that the courtier had already forsaken his train of sychophants and was directing his attentions towards the betrothed lady-L'6tait enfin trop! Le Frange strode through the curtseying multitude, pulled off his white gloves, and slapped them against the powdery face of Dufour. The courtier momentarily forgot his etiquette, and scrambled perplexed behind the flowing dress of the young lady. Then, recalling his composure, he bowed sharply before the lady, acknowledged his consent to duel with Le Frange by a brisk nod of his unusually dishevelled head, and disappeared, leaving behind an astounded group of lady-friends.





	The sun had just began to peep above the horizon when four men in black met behind the ornamental avenue of elms just outside Paris. Hesitantly Dufour chose his weapon, entrusted to his second a message of farewell for his ladies, and took his stand. Le Frange complied with the niceties and did likewise. Russian Roulette was the order of the day, with Le Frange to shoot first. He smiled self-assuredly, spun the chamber of his revolver, and squeezed the trigger. Nothing happened. The quaking Dufour was greatly cheered to find himself still alive. He spun the chamber, pointed his gleaming weapon, and tried in vain to shoot his adversary.





	The same thing happened once more, then, as was his privilege as a challenged gentleman under these circumstances, Dufour chose to shoot first. He fired, and instantly fell to the ground, for just as he pulled the trigger, his aim was distracted by the blinding glare of the rising sun. He resigned himself to death, then, opening his eyes, he gazed in amazement at the prostrate body of Le Frange-who was very, very dead. And no-one but Le Frange knew both revolvers had contained one blank cartridge, but neither did anyone know of his dangerous heart condition.





									Joseph Burton, VA.





A MATTER OF INTEREST TO NO ONE





	Within ten years Britain will have at the most 4 national daily newspapers." So trumpet Messrs King and Thomson, each convinced that at the closing of the waters he will be on dry land.





	" So what?" mutters Mr Everybody as he hastily flicks over to Andy Capp and the pin-up.





	" So what?" might we all say but when the day comes when our choice regarding daily newspapers is whittled down to 'The Courier,' or 'Daily Record,' we will look back regretfully on today's profusion of newspapers with viewpoints ranging from the 'Daily Telegraph' and 'Daily Express' to the 'Morning Star' and 'Sunday Citizen.'





	Yet why is it that the ' Daily Mail,' the ' Sun ' and the ' Daily Sketch ' all of which have enormous circulations by foreign standards, are on the brink of extinction? Why is it that such a large (ostensibly) and vociferous Socialist intelligentsia cannot sustain one radical serious daily newspaper? Why is it that even the 'I'm all right Jack' or rather the 'We're all right Jack' philosophy of the 'Daily Express' is not succeeding the way it used to?





	More serious than the loss of half-a-dozen populars would be the demise of such a newspaper as the 'Guardian.' You could count the number of Lawside pupils into whose homes this paper comes on the fingers of one hand, but compared with this paper there are quite a few we could well do without.


