
TAILORED SUITS .

TO

ORDER

AT

MODERATE

CIIARGES.

eOPERIOR—
MATERIALS

STYLE

MAKE

FIT

FINISH.

NOTE:— Our SUITS-TO- ORDER are
built in our own Workrooms and aro not
faetory, productions.

Price & Bulleid
LJMITED.

TAY STREET, INVERCARGILL.
AND BLUFF.

FOUNTAIN FENS.

PPHE kind that are always at your ser-
JL vice; that riever baulk, splutter, or
cultivate bad language. The tried and
proved stalwarts of t'he pen world. You'll
get them here

The Dedonne, Self-filler, 10/-
The Capitol. Lever Self-filler, 12/6.
The Conklin, Creseent Self-filler, 20/-
Tlie Cameron Waverley, secure, Self-
filler, 22/6; gold-mounted, 30/- and 35/-

The Onoto, Self Filler, 20/-
The Waterman. Lever Self Filler, 25/-
The self-filling prineiple saves bother
and inkv fingers and the quality of the
abovo pens is beyond dispute. Post free
xnywhere.

HYNDMAN'S,
INVERCARGILL,

AGENTS.

• MUTTGN BIRDS !

MTJTTON BIRDS !

J
ARGE SUPPLIES NEW SEASON'S

BIRDS TO HAND.

OOOKED AND UNCOOKED.

Wholesale and Retail at

LENDSAY & CO.,

TAY AND ESK STREET

SHOPS.

NEW BATS

NOW
SHOWING. Blaek, Brown, and
Mouse shadeS in

GENTS' VELOUR HATS,

Superior FUR. HATS in assorted re-
liable shades.

TWEED HATS,

TWEED and CRAVENETTE CAPS.

LATEST OOLLARS, W.TDE-END TIES,
BOWS. and EUGLISH MADE

BRAGES.

SPECIAL LINE

Of W1DE-END TIES all being clearednow at 2/6 each. Worth nearlydouble.

McNeil & Clark,
CLOTHIERS AND MERCERS

^ B4 Dee Sfc.

COMPLETE DRAMATIC STORY

A
YEAR OF LIFE.

"It isn't- good enough. A fight is aJl ;
right if you've got a sporting chance; but
when defat is cerfcain, what's the good?
I'm down and out! The world has no
use for me, and I've no uae for the
world."
The young mai who formed these words
in his mind, though he did not utter them,
was little more than a lad.
TI stood on the Thames Embankment,
leaning against the parapet, and staring
down moodily at the dark and sluggish
river.
He had quite made up his mind what he
was going to do, and he was not afraid.
Death had no terrors for him ; it ivas life
that frightened him.
He gave oue swift glance to the right
and left, to be sure he was alone, and then
scrambled up to the parapet.
At that moment a man, who had been
watching him, leaped out from the dark
shadow of a buttress, seiz'cd him bodily,
and fiung him hack on to the pavement.
With a cry of rage, the young man
leaped to his feet, and faced his rescuer.
The lat-ter was a tall, well-dressed man
of forty ; handsome, in a dark, foreign

way, with a black, crinkly beard, and a
pair of keen eyes, glitfcering beneath black
shaggy eyebrows.
"Going to make a hole in the river?" he
inquired pleasantly.
"What the deuce is that to do with you?
My life is my own, I suppose?"
"Quite so, and as you were evidently
going to give it away, I thought vou
might care to sell it."
"Eh?"
"I'm a buyer."
"What do you mean?" demanded the
youth, and his tone was still angry and
impatient.
"IT1 tell you if you'll listen. After
all, there is no burry for your job, is
there? I've had you in my eye for the last
three months. I know what you've gone
through. I have watched your career,
and I've seen tliis coming. 1 know all

about you!"
"Who are you? Fve never seen you
before."
"Never mind. Listen! YTou were brought
up as a gentleman. That means you are an
ignoramus. You have no profession, no
trade, no means of getting a living. Then
you were thrown on the world without
money and without friends. 1 ou got a job
as a clerk, and you ean't even spell."
He laughed softly, as though the situa-
tion rather amused him.
Tho young man fiushed angrily, out
made no-reply, and the other continued :
"Your training and your natural tastes
incline you to all the refineraents of life.
Instead of these you have encountered
nothing but humiliation, degradation,
poverty, sordidness, and dirt. Am 1
right?"
"What if you are? Why should you
blame rne for putting an end to a life
which I find so vile?" cried the young
man passionately,
T don't. I think you are quite right.
You will never make a success of life. 1

wasn't thinking of you when I interfened
with your plans. I was thinking of my-
self. I want to make money."
'
Out of me?"

"Yes."
"Oh, go to the devil ! i ou're erazy!"

"Not really, though eeeentrie, and a bit
of a sportsman. Listen ! You have quite

made up your mind to take your life?"
"I have ; and as soon as "

"Quite so. Now, you must not change
your mind. Tliat is the only thing I insist
on. You have got to commit suicide, but
not to-night, nor to-morrow, but in exactly
twelve months' time!"
"Eh?"
The old,er man slipped his arm through
that of the youth, and led him away.
"You are healthy —fit and sound, eh?"
he said, as they strolled along.
The other laughed bitterly.
"Oh, yes! I am healthy enough," he
said. "One can't make much out of
that."
"Don't be so sure. Agree to my pro-
posal, and I will give you three thousand
pounds to spend as you like during the
nest twelve months."
"Now I know you are mad!" ejacul-
ated the young man.

"Well, hear my babbling to the end,
Mr Wrench. The trouble with you is that
you are a fool ! You don't know yotrr Lon-

|

don. You don't know the varieties of

ways there are of making money in this
wonderful city. I do. At any rate, I know
some of the ways. This is my plan. To-
night we will have a nice little supper to-
gether, and I will provide you with some
decent clothes. To-morrow we will in-
sure your life for twenty-five thousand
poimds. W7hat's your age?"
"Tvrenty-one. "
"Then the premium will be something
over five hundred pounds. I'll pay that.
Thfe first premium, I mean. Of course, the
second will never be paid. Just before it
comes due you must meet with an ae-
cident. We must make it look like an ac.
cident. Well, what do you say?"
The young man stood still, and stared
at his companion.
'Yes ; three thousand pounds and one
whole year of glorious life."
Tom Wrench -fiung hack his head, and
gave a wild, reckless laugh.
"What do I say?" he cried. "Lord !
Need you ask? Give me a year of life —
real life, and you can do what you like
with me at the end. You need not fear
that I shall not keep my part of the bar-
gain."
"No, I don't fear that," replied the
other drily. "Of course, I shall take pre-
cautions. I shall so arrange it that if you
fail me, you will meet with not only pov
erty, but also public disgrace and imprison-
rnent. There are one or two papers you
will have to sign."
"I'll sign any blessed thing!"
"Good!! Now come along, Let us get
into evening clothes, and then we'll go and

,
have a bit of

supper

at the

Savoy."

LADY ZARNLEY'S BALL.

"A very distinguished-looking young fel-
low. "

"Yes; and so clever."
"Is he rich?"
"I imagine so. He spends money very
freely, and besides, I heard only this
morning, that Lo-rd Zarnby offered him the
position of private secretary, and he re
fuges]."
"Indeed !"
"Yes. His lordship is so disappointed.
So aro we all."
The speakers were the Duchess of Ber
wick and Lady Zarnley.
Lady Zarnley's ball—the . ball of the

geason—was in progress in Zarnley House,
in Grosvenor Squar,e, and the two ladies
had seized the opportunity for a little con-
fidential chat.
"He cannot be very ambitious," observed
the duchess. "As Lora Zarnley's secretary
anv career would be open to him."
"That is what we cannot understand. ne
has been helping Lord Zarnley, you know,
and has displayed extraordinary talents,
and yet he won't accept a salaried posi
tion."
"Cannot your daughter persuade hira to
change his mind?" said the duchess signni-
ficantly. "Lady Mary has influence in that
quarter if I am not mistaken."
La.ly Zarnley looked grave.
"You have noticed that? Yes, it is
pretty obvious. The young people are in
love. He as much as she, although he
tries to hide the fact. I cannot under
stand it. Tlus, of course, is strietly be-
tween o-urselves.
"Oh, quite!"
"Well, do you know, my dear duchess,
although young Wench is so obviously in
love with my daughter, yet the affair does
not progress in the least. Something seerns
to be holding him back."
Tlie two ladies' heads ca-me closer to-
gether, and the conversation became still
more confidential.
The band ceased, the dancers scattered,and across the polished floor of the great
ball-room a handsome young couple moved
side by side.
The man was Tom Wrench, the girl
Lady Mary Zarnley.
Lady Mary was barely twenty, and
radiantly beautiful.
It was her first season, and she looked
up at her companion with eyes of innocent
and undisguised adoration.
Tom Wrench's face was grave, even when
he returned her smile. He was good look-
ing, and of commanding appeara-nce. In
spite of his youth, he looked a person of
importance, and many eyes were tfirnrnd
npon hjcq. '/

At Lady Mary's suggestion they passed
from ihe ball-room to tlie cool oonservat-
ory.
'I am soiry 1 have to leave early to-
night," said Tom when they were seated.

"So am I," replied the girl, looking
down and toying nervously with her fan.
"It has been very pleasant, our friend-
ship, Lady Mary —very pleasant to me, I
mean."

^"And to
me. "

"It is good of you to say that. I may
be going away soon

"

"Going away?"
She was too innocent to coneeal the
startled note in her voice.
"Yes. -x we never met again, would
you regret our friendship?"
The girl looked up at him then, and
there were tears in her eyes.
Burning, passionate words rose to Tom
Wrench's lips, but he forced them back
and rose. hastily to liis feet.
How he tore himself away he did not
know, but he did not feel safe' tili he was
outside the house.

Nearly a. year ago he had begun to live,

and for ten months he had lived a full and
1

eager

life

—

happy, reckless,

and
care-

free.

And then he had met La, dy Mary Zamley.
That was six weeks ago, and since then
all was changed.
Tom Wrench was a young man absoiute-
ly without fear.
He had never repented of his bargain
with the stranger who met him on the
Ji.mbankm.ent. He had thoroughly enjoyed
his year of life, and he was quite prepared
to pay the price.
Before he met Lady Mary the thought
of the coming end had never troubled
him, never cost him an hour of sleep.
But now. as he walked home to his suite
of hachelor apartments through the quiet
London streets after parting with the
woman he loved, lie was shaken, and his
whole soul was toru by a bittemess far
worse than the bitferness of death.

A DAY AT THE RACES.

'Six more days?"
"Yes; on Tuesday next ihe —er— the
aocident must occur."
Tom Wrench looked at the man as he
sat in his office chair and bent over the
papers on the desk before him.
Silas Brooke was very cairn, very
definite, very business like. There was
no relenting in his gleaming eyes.
"There is no way out?" suggested Tom
hesitatingly.
"Hardlv. You sce, by your lamentable
death 1 shall eollect 25 thousand pounds.
It has cost me, with your allowance, the
premium, and sundry expenses, ahout four
thousand pounds. If you fail me I have
the means of sending you to prison and of
disgracing you in the eyes of

"

"That will do ! I shall not fail!"

"Of course, if you can give me ihe 25
thou sands pou n d s—— -

' '

"Don't be absurd ! Have you arranged
how my death is to be "

"Every thing is arranged. If you will
call here at 10 a.m. on Tuesday, you will
find every thing fixed up tc—to—our mut-
ual satisf action . ' '
He rose and smiied evilly.
Toru Wrench was once more in the
street, he went to his bank.
He liad lived joyously during the last.
year, but not viciously, nor had he
indulged in any wild, extravagant foilies.
He knew there must still be severn]
hundreds - to his account ar the hank, and

he determined to spend the who.'a amount
in buying a little farewell ) voscr.t for
Laxly Mary.
Ihe whole amount, sir'.'"
"Yes. 1 wish to clear ilie iccount,

'

"Exactly one thousartd and fiffeen
pounds, sir. Will you have a Ih'.iUMU.d
pound note, sir?"
"That will do. "»
Tom left the hank with three ra te.s—.me
ior a thousand, one for lc.n, arai ne fcr
five pounds.
He went next to Bcnd street and sp.-nt
an hour of the mornmg Jooking inl-) ihe
windows of jewellers' shops. Suddenly a
ciub friend accosted him — -a c-'ud fellow

n.amed Terry, of rom t / rat sf ottmg
proclivities.
Why, Wrench, how jolt mn you Jook !
Pipped ?"
Not a bit of it!" replied Lora rousing
himself.
Then come with n.e to t)>o races.
There s some good racijg to day. The
weather isp^deal, and my car is here.
Tom laughed t nd assented.
They had a glorious run down, and
when they were in the ring, and all the
ammated life of the racecouTse was going

them, Tom almost forgot the

Cycle Suikjries.

NEW 000DS.

B.B. AXLES — To suit Rc .Patt. Cycles
B S A- oi

S' ^"52, 3-16, and 1

HEAD BALL RACES
QUICK-FIT BRAKESNEW DEPARTURE BF[ I v

CHAIN ADJUSTERS
BLUEMELS CHAIN GVARDlCHAIN WHEELS AND CRAkKsCOTTER PINS. AKS'

HUB CUPS AND B.B. CUPSFRONT AND REAR CONFSDRESS CORD in Hanks.
Mander's Air Dry ENAMEI
EMERY CLOTII.
FORK BLADES, CR0\^NS
and TIPS. , ' M!3

B.S.A FREE WHEELS.
BLUEMEL'S HANDLE (iRlps
EADIE COASTERS — Front HuhRear Hubs, Hercules Coasten
EADIE COASTER PARTS
PEERLESS CELLUL0ID GUARn?
PROTECTOR CELLIJL0ID GUARMGents' and Ladies' STEEL Gt'ARns
MUDGUARD FLAPS, 2/6
LUCAS ACETYLENE L AMM
Cheap OIL LAMPS.
LAMP BRACKETS and kltoRo
NIPPLE KEYS.
BURNING AND LUBIUCMM
OIL.
CYCLE OUTFITS— Round Tk
BLUEMEL'S 15in CElTPLOlD
PUMPS.
PUMP CONNECTIONS.
Gents* and Ladies' PEDALS.
PEDAL RUBBP1RS.
28 x li RIMS.
SPOKES—All lengths.
Gents' B90 Tvpe SADDLES
Ladies' 3-coil SADDLES.
B.S.A. Block and Flat SPANNEES,
King Dick SPANNERS.
SPROCKETS —All sizes.
TROUSER CLIPS.
TYRE LEYERS.
DUNLOP CYCLE TYRES AND
TUBES. All sizes stocknl
OCEANIC CYCLE TYRES AND
TUBES. All sizes stocked.

MOTORCYCLE SUW

NEW GOOBS.

English DUNLOP BELTS; lin, £,
and |.
BELT FASTLNERS AND BELT
LINKS. All sizes.
BOWDEN W1RE AND CA'SING.
B. and B. CARBURETTERS, and all
spare parts.
DUCKW0RTH | and | CHAINS.
DUCK WORTH and ± CHAINS.
CHAIN CONNECT LINKS. ,

MOTOR CYCLE FREE WHEELS
GOGGLES & G0GGLE GLASSffl
MOTOR CYCLE MUDGLlM
with side fiaps.
SWANDRI MOTOR CYCLE S®.
guaranteed waterproof.
MOTOR CYCLE OUTFITS.
MOTOR CAR OUTFITS.
BULLDOG.
RIE NIE.
PATCHES. „ (. ,
MOTOR CYCLE OIL in giiHon W
BLUEMEL'S ISin MOTOBlKfi
PUMPS.
PUMP CONNECTIONS.
MOTOR CYCLE PULLEYS
SPLITDORF PLUGS. ,,

LODGE WATERPROOF 1LLW j
A.L.A.M.
SPHINX PLUGS.
MOTOR CYCLE RIMS.
SPOKES all sizes.
BELT RIMS.
BROOKS' 170 SADDLES-
KING - DICK SPANNERS-^

1

SIDECAR FOURTH ARMS.
SPEEDOAIETERS, 28 x 3
DRUID FORK SPRINGK ,p
MOTOR CYCLE TYRES

^

TUBES in all sizes.
DUNLOP BAR TREAD.
BATES 28 x 3 COVEnb.
FEDERAL COVERS.
MOTOR CAR TYRES.
FIRESTONE TYRES, 30; J ^oS
PETROL TAPS, COMJh-
TAPS, INJECTION TAPE
Qpalitv.
TYRE LEVERS.
SCREW DRIVERS, PLRRJ
VULCANISERS AND VYC^
HIGH TENSION W1RE-
WIND SCREENS. jjNES-
AND NUMER0US 0TBER

PRICES ARE RIGHT

removal sale.

Davies & Pr^ntlc^.
^


