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"
HIGHLANDER

"

MILK PRODUCTS
Are Manufactured in Southland, and
are made by a Company all British
owned.

HIGHLANDER BRAND
Is a guarantee of quality and nation-
alify.

It can always be depended upon.

PTJBLIC NOTICK

0TO
Advice to all diggers and friends

is to buy their

BOOTS
at once, as prices are on the increase.

SPECIAL DISCOUNT TO ALL DIGGERS

OF 11- IN THE POUND.

No Profiteering at our shop. Only a

reasonable profit on all articles, at

Grawley & Co's.,
STANDARD BOOT MART,

DEE STREET, INVERCARGILL.

SOUTHLAND BUILDING AND 1N-

YESTMENT SOCIETY AND BANK

OF DEPOSIT.

LENDS
Money on the security of free-
hold or approved leasebold pro-

perties.

Tbe repayments may be made ovcr
terms varying from 5 to 14 years.

Loans may be repaid in full or in mul-
tiples of £50. interest ceasing at date of
repayment.

Applications are promptly dealt with and
tbe money paid over without delay.
Valuation and mortgage fees are low.

The Society receives money on deposit at
call or for fixed periods at good rates of
interest.

For further particulars apply at the So-
ciety's Offiee, 77 Tay street.

H. L. HAY,
Secretary.

W. A. OTT AND CO., LTD.

!

(W. A. Ott, A. W. Jones, Directors.)

IF
in search of a HGME call on us and
inspect our lists. We will be

pleased to show your personally what we
have to offer.
Our Directors know Invercargill from
A to Z, and can refer you to many satis-
fied clients who bave entrusted their busi
ness to us.
We will be pleased to see YOU.
We are Agents for Standard Tnsurance
Co. of N.Z., Ltd., and can also insure
your house and furniture.
Advances arranged on freehold security.

W. A. OTT AND CO., LTD.,

Dee street,

INVERCARGILL.

{Opposite Post Office, above Economic).

Records made by Cicero and Pliny tell
of the Romans using ink made of the liq-nor of cuttlefisb.
When the cuttlefish is attacked it ais-
charges a fluid into the water, which
renders all roimd it opa-que.

THE DINNER PARTY.
"Will you good people excuse me just
one half-hour ? I have two letters to write

which have heen on my mind all day."
It was just after dinner at Rivercourt
that Lord Haverham addressed the above
remark to his half-dozen guests.
His lordship was a man of forty, slight-
ly bald, with a puffy, red face.
He evaded meeting Judge Millbank's
eyes as he made his request. All the even-
ing the judge had been trying to get a
word alone with him, but for some rea-
son of his own Haverham had avoided
this.
Millbank, however, was not a man to
be easily put off.
He now addressed his host directly.
"Certainlv," he said, speaking for the
rest of the company—the local clergyman
and doctor and their wives—as well as
f>v himself ; "but I want five minutes'
private ehat with you to-night, Haverham,
if you don't mind."
"Eh? Oh er—certainly —with the
greatest pleasure," replied his lordship
liurriedly. "I shan't be long. I could
write my notes here, but it will be more
convenient in my stndy. I've had a little
room fitted up as a study, you know. It
is quiet and remote. It used to be called
the Blue Room.
Kitty who was awaiting her opportunity
to slip away, gave such a jump that all
eyes were turned upon her.
She passed it off pretending she had
seen a mouse, and the incident ended in
langhter, during which Lord Haverham
withdrew.
The judge remained for a few minutes,
and then, excusing himself, went out in
to the garden t-o smoke a cigar.
As soon as he was out of sight of the
lighted window, however, he threw away
; his cigar, and re-entercd the house by

another way.
Unseen, he went at once to the Blue
Room, and entered without announcing
himself.
Lord Haverham, who was seated at a
writing-table, rose quickly and uttered an
indignant protest, which the other waved
aside almost contemptuously.
Angry words were exchanged, and very
soon the two men were engaged in a heat-
ed argument.
The canse of the quarrel was obscure,
but it was something which aroused tbe
deepest passions of both.
In the midst of it Lord Haverham, who
had drunk freely at dinner, lost his temper
completely. Goaded by some contemptu-
ous insult, he rushed at Millbank. The
latter, who, in spite of his fifty-five years,
was still a powerful and vigorous man,
seized his aggressor by the throat, and
.
flung

him
savagely

to the floor.

j Lord Haverham spun round as he fell,
a.i 1 struck his forehead on the edge of the

marble kerb round the fireplace; then he
rolled over, and lay on hLs back qoite still.
| Horrified, Millbank sprang forward, and

f knelt down by the prostrate figure. He

made a ripid examination, and then slow-
ly he rose to his feet.

|
His face was an ashen grey, and in his

eyes, usually so cairn and self-reliant,
there was a look of indescribable horror
and fear.
In the drawing-room the doctor and the
vicar were diseussing local politics. Their
wives were talking scandal in low voices,
while Kitty stood at the open window,
and looked out with unseemg eyes into
the moonlit garden.
Dick ! Where was he? Wliat would he

! think of her? Oh, whai could she do?

She was just making up her mind to
risk everything and go down to the boat-

. hcuse and
try

to meet her lover
there,

, when a tall, commanding figure emerged

;
from the shadcrw and came

slowly
towards

I the window.

It was the judge.
1 He entered the room in an

easy,
leia-

urely matmer, and with a smile on his
lips.
His face was a little paler than usual,
but otherwise there was nothing in his
» demeanoar to indicate that he had pass

ed through a tragic and terrible experi-
ence.
"Haverham not hack yet?" he said,
glancing round the room.
"No; he is writing a somewhat leng-
thy letter," said the vicar dryly.
"It must be a love-letter," suggested
-the doctor's wife, glancing slyly at Kitty.
The tittering laugh caused by this re-
raark was suddenly silenced by an ex-
tracrdmaxy hnbbub which arose in an
other part of the house.
There was the sound of slamming doors,
startled cries, and hurrying feet.
Judge 'Millbank moved quickly towards
the door, but before he could reach it
it was flung open, and a scaxed, white-
faced footman appeared.
"Quick, sir; doctor, quick!" he gasped
the master!"
"Your master? what of him?" de-
manded the judge sternly.
"Dead, sir! Murdered!"
"Murdered ? Lord Haverham murdered?

Lrpossible !"
"It's true, sir," pantecl the servanb.
"Cruelly murdered. But we've got the
man."
"Eh?"
The judge gave an involuntary start of
surprise, which he was unable to check.
"Yes, sir. Caught him almost red-handed
just as he was getting away. He is an
Australian soldier."

THE PRISONER IN THE DCCK.

The court was crowded and very still.
The last stage of a most mysterious and
sersational murder t-rial had been reached.
The victim was a well-known nobleman,
and the acoused a young man, Richard
Fcster, of whom little was known except
thao he had served with distinction in the
Australian forces throughout the war.
The motive of the crime was robbery ;
that was tolerably clear. Foster had brok-
e.i into Rivercourt, and then, on being
interrupted by the master of the house,
iie had not hesitated to commit murder
rather than be captured.
So far, there was no mystery, but there
was one point about the case which puz-
zled the lawyers and piqued the curiosity
of the public.
The prisoner had made no fight for his
life.
Judge Millbank, who was trying the
case, was, as usual, eold, cairn, unimpas-
sioned, judicious.
Whatever his secret thoughts may have
been, his outward demeanour was in every
way correct.
And , indeed, he had but little pity

fo1' the man hi the dock.
"The fellow, though innocent of this
crime, is evidently a bad lot, or why is
he afraid to clear himself ? He is certainly
a fortune-hunter and a rascal. A long
term of iinprisonment is the best thing
for_him and for society."
She stroked his rugged hand coaxinglv,
as she looked up eagerly into his grave
face.
"What is the secret, Kitty?" he said
quietly.
The girl bent her head, and hid her
blushing face against the old man's coat.
"I'm in love daddy," she wThispered,
"and he loves me. And oh ! daddy, he is

sc—so splendid."
"Who is itr'
The gentleness of his voice deceived
her, and she looked up.
"I know you will like him, daddy. I
inet him at that concert to Australian
soldiers, you know. He is an Australian,
and a soldier, of course. But he will be
demoiblised soon. His name is Dick Fos
ter He has been all through the war,
and he is a hero daddy, a real hero.
"Yes, dear, they are all heroes. God
bless them ! But my little girl caunot

marry a man just because he is a hero. Is
he a private soldier?"
"Yes, daddy."
"And poor?"
"He liasn't very much money at pre-
sent, but he is going to work hard. I
know he will get on."
The old judge nodded.
"I see. Well, dear, now listen to me,"
he said quietly. "Ten years ago I took

you into my house and made you my
daughter. Since then 1 have done every
thing 1 could to rnake you happy. Have

I ever refused you anything?"
"No, daddy dear, never."
"All you have, all you are, you owe to
me," went on the man. "I am only telling
you this beeause I want you to understand
I begrudge you nothing of what I have
done for you. I intend to do still more.
But you must be -guided by me, This thing
of which you have spoken is all nonsense.
You must dismiss it from your mind."
"But I—I lovs him, daddy!" exclaimed
Kitty, begirming to cry.
•"That will pass," said the judge calmly.

"Itj is nothing. A girl's foolish fancy, The
real things in life are wealth and power
and position, It has taken me a lifetime
to get them, but to you they will conrf
while you axe yet young."
"Daddy!" began the girl; but th%
judge rose, and when he spoke his voice,
for the first time, had a note of sternness
in it.
"Enough! Child, you have tired me, and
hurt me just a little. Thece, there is noth
ing more to be said, I will see this young
man, and get rid of him. You mustr not
see him again. To-night at Rivercourt
Lord Haverham will ask you to be his
wife. You will accept him. It is a splen
did match for you. Why, child, if it had
fiot been for me you might have been a
little shcrp-girl now, or a domestic servant.
There, run away, I want to be quiet for
a while."
He moved away slowly acress the lawn,
and the girl did not follow him.
She remained for several moments
crouching .by the side of the chair where
be had left her, a look of indescribable
dismay on her fair young face.
Never before had she been thwarted in
any of her desires; never before had she
received an unkind word from the man.
who had been more than a father to her.
Suddenly she rose and ran swiftly into
the house.
She made her way to her own room,
and, darting to a writing-table, she seized
pen and paper and began to write at furi-
ous speed.
This is what she wrote —
"My own dear, darling Dick.— Some
thing dreadful has happened. Da Idy
wants me to marry that horrid Lord Hav
erham, and he says I must never see you
again. But I will —I will! We are din-
ing at Rivercourt ib-night. After dinner
I will slip away, and go to the Blue
Room. It is a room they never use.
I will leave the window open. If you
come by the river and land near the boat-
house, it is the corner window at that
end of the house. Don't fail me, dear,
dear, Dick. Be there by eight. It may
be half-past before I can get away, but
wait. I will come. Nothing shall stop
me. I must see you again. — Your broken-
hearted Kitty."
With feverish haste she sealed up the
letter and then gave it to a servant she
could trust, with urgent instructions to
deliver it at once.
After that she flung herself down, and
sobbed as though her heart would break.
(Continued on Page 12.)

^ILOHRIST'S
OOUGH ELIXIR, for

Coughs, Colds Bronchitis, etc. 2/6.

Posted 3/3.

GILCHRIST'S TONIC AND BLOOD

PURJFTER Tones the Neryes and

the Blood. 2/6. Post-ed 3/3.

GILCHRIST'S SKIN BALM for Sunburn,

Freckles, Chapped Hands, and as

an after shave; 1/6. Posted 2/-

CASII WITII ORDER.

W. G. GILCHRIST,

PRESCRIPT3 ON CHEMIST,

Grand Pharmacy,
DEE ST., INVERCARGILL.

T. D, A. MOFFETT.
TOWN PROPERTY FOR SALE.

5ROOMS
£500, 6 rooms £560, 6 rooms

£700, 7 rooms £700, 8 rooms £950,
6 rooms £1100.

FARMS FOR SALE.
41 Acres; buildings; £30 per acre.
52 Acres; buildings; £45 per acre.
75 Acres; buildings; £20 per acre.
87 Acres: buildings; £19 per acre.
100 Acres; buildings; £27 per acre.
212 Acres ; buildings ; £28 per acre.
398 Acres; buildings; £12 10s per acre.
495 Acres; buildings; £10 10s per acre.
652 Acres; buildings; £15 per acre.
1300 Acres : buildings ; £5 per acre.

G RAIN and SEED bought at highest
market prices.

INSURANCE on Dwellings, Stacks, Acci-
dent, Etc.

T. P. A. MOFFETT
LAND AND ESTATE AGENT,
Grain, Seed, and Hemp Broker,
Athenaeum Buildings,
INVERCARGILL.

D. R. DOUBLE,

FRUTTERER, TAY STREET.
'Phone—270.

^LL
THE SEASON'S CHOICEBT

FRUIT

And>

CONFECTIONERY

IN STOCK.

TKE

Para Rubber Go.,
LTD.

175 DEE STREET,

—FOR—

MOTOB CYCLE TYRES.

MILKING- MACHINE RUBBER-
WARE,

GARDEN KOSE,

And

ALL GOOD RUBBER GOODS.

We Speeialise in—

MOTOR TYRE REPAIRS.

TRY US.

'Phones—-Shop ; 1266. Private : 1413.

ALSWEILER BROS..
HA1EDRESSERS & TOBACCONISTS,

WISH
to notify the public gerterally that
they have always on hand a good

supply of all smokes, and other lines, such

RAZORS. PIPES, SOAPS, etc.,
and when a SHAVE or HAIR-CUT is re-
quired we f-olicit your patronage.

ALSWEILER BROS.,
Dee street,
INVERCARGILL.

TRAVELLING
REQUISITES of every

description ; Suit Cases, Dress Bas

kets, Brief Bags, Mirrors, Combs, Rug
Straps, Spcmge Bags, Soap and Tooth
Brush Holders, Manicure Sets, Handbags,
Shaving Requisites, Brushes of all kinds,at

NOBLE'S,
DEE STREET.

PORT SAID.

Sand and wind and whirliag dust, rickety
docks and plers,
Cheap bazaars with gandy goods unchang-
ing through the years,
Heat-rinamed skies and heat-scorched
moons, desert green and gray
Hem in the city of old Port Said, that
stands by the waterway,

Native dhows from along the coast, with
heavy crimson sails,
Bound for Aden and a bundred ports up
shallow -water trails,
Saunter up the brown caual with idly
squatting crews
Turbaned in white and blue and red, with
gorgeous Persiaa shoes.

Trading schooners from seveti seas slip
through to Eastem ports,
Rusty red from their keels io thc moa-
soon-battered thwarts.
Troopships out to India, hr^antines for
green Ceylon
Pass from sapphire sea to brown hetween
the dusk and dawn.

Kere the crossroads o£ ihe world., where
West gives way to East,
Where pleasure and time both meet and
time is bnt the least,
Where dawn is but a lightning flasfc
and dnsk an htrar er two

A.rti the crimson dhows go saiiitig down
a sea o f changing btne.

—Gordon Malherbe Hillman, in the
"Saturday Post."

THE FULLNESS OF LIFE.

"These men want neither prai.?e nor
paircnag'e for the servrces they have rere-
dered, but only tftV to- whieb tbey are
eirtitled and which is due to every miBr»
riz., opporfennifes to> realize the fuliies*
of Me,"

Brigadier General
G. S. RICHARDSON,
C.B., C.M.G., C.B.E., etc.

A THOUGHT FOR TO-DAY.

Let us work for a bettae, bagpier vnadKI
to arise from thk &xtd mass. Yet TffiS
fcrward with eoorago and in faith, artd liefe
ns not fail back fnto the ho.peit;ss eaaatefe*
the sterile and bdasting hitternesses of tbft
past-.—General Smuts.


