
FOR SALE OR EXCHANGB.

FARMS .

WYNDHAM DISTRICT. —270 Acres
Freehold in this famous locality fqr
£13 per acre. Good grass, well fenced,watered and subdivided. Five-roomed
house, 5-stall stable, with loft, large
woolshed, 6-stall cowbyre, sheep
yards, etc. This is the cneapest farm
offering in Southland to-day. Terms
inay be arranged.

COOK AT THIS —395 acres near Wood
lands; 45 acres turnips, 100 acres
young gra s, balance older pasture.
This land has been limed and is in
great heart. * Well watered, fenced,
and subdivided. Six-roomed house,
stable, cowbyre with milking plant,
etc. Price £20. Terms could be ar-
ranged

Here is something good — Five-roomed
house; bathroom, washhouse, gas. In
good order; situated alongside first
section of tram. . A cheap home at

£550. Terms could be arranged.

If you wish to buy or sell a house or a
farm consult me.

F. H. TUCKER,
LAND AGENT.

(

SALE :

SALE!

SALE !

E N U I N E
g
A L E!

10 PER CENT.

Off

EVERYDAY PRICES.

Save yotir Shillings and Sixpenees and

buy now, at

T. HIDE'S,
TAY STREET.

GILGHRIST'S

COUGH EUXIR.
!

pOR
COUGHS, COLDS, INFLUENZA

COLDS, WHOOPING COUGH, Etc.

2/6. Posted 3/-

W. G. Gilchrist,
PRESCRIPTION CHEMIST,

GRAND PHARMACY,

DEE ST., INVERCARGILL.

ALUMINIUM WARE

gAUCEPANS,
KETTLES, FRYPANS,

OOLANDERS, ROWLS, MUGS,

SEto., Etc., just opened out.

You know how ifc lasts. How easy ifc is
cook with. It doesn't chip. It doesn't
and is always bright and clean.

OUR PRICES ARE RIGHT.

NOBLE'S

pee street, Invercargill

INDIRECT ACTION.
AN IDYLL OF SUBURBIA.

Burton Green is one of the newer
suburbs, situated on the frlnge of Lon-
don. I won't specify its precise locality,
but will content myself with saying that
it is exactly similar in appearance, char-
acter, and the habits of its residents to
all other new suburbs . That is to say,
it is bettar than all the rest. They all
are!
Its houses are mostly of red-brick, with

plenty of "rough-cast" thrown in. This

gives them a distinctly "Art.y
'
flavour,

with the agreeable advantage to the
builder —of using up old bricks without
anyone—other than the actual inhabit-
ants, when it rains—being a penny the
wiser.
The houses have neat little gardens
both back and front, the latter inevitably
being bounded by a box-hedge, wh-ich pro-
vides the master of the house unlimited
recreation. Any fine .evening in Burton
Green you may see nearly every father
of a family trimming his box-hedge with
shears and assiduity.
But enough, for the moment, of Burton
Green. Let me direct your attention to
one of its inhabitants, Cecil Coombes by
name, black-and:white artist by profes-
sion.
CeciJ was a pensive young man witb
an air of perpetual preoccupaiion. His
face was pale, features rather uneven, but
not unpleasing, and he was addicted to
"flowing" neckwear. It must, however,
be mentioned in his favour that he did
not affect long hair.
To a feminine beholder, I am incliiied •

to think his face would belong to the I

"interesting" type. There was a wishful j
—indeed, alinost pathetic —expression in j
his eyes that appealed at onc.e to the
human sympathies. Possibly, this was
the result of two or three years' experi- j
ence of drawing for the lighter journals — |
l don't know. . j

Cecil lived a quiet and sedate life in
j

diggings. He had a few men "friends, but,
sstrange to relate, none belonging to the ,
"unfair" sex, for he was a man of
shy temperament and reserved nature.
Hence this story.
One evening in early October Cecil
Coombes was in the sitting-room of his
lodgings with his t'wo special cronie#,
Benjamin Panton and Reginald Slice.
''Cecil," said Benjamin, "you're not
your usual bright and merry self to-night!
Whai ails th.ee, my boyee?"
Cecil sighed.
"Touch of indigestion?" suggested Reg.
inald, a tall, fair, good-looking, young
man, who never had had a day's illness
in his life, consequently, who was always
imagining himself and other people to he
suffering from various complaints.
"No, it's not indigestion," said Cecil.
"Mental trouble," remarked Benjamin.
"The lad's got something on his mimi.
Come on, Cecil, out with it? Hav® you
fallen in love or only committed a mur-
der?"
der? Let's hear the worst."
Cecil was silent. Taking his pipe from
off the mantelpiece, he began gloomiiy
to fill it.
"As a' matter of fact," he said. at
length, "I don't mind telling you—in
strict confidence, mind—that I am feeiing
rather worried over a girl."
"Ah," said , Benjamin sagaciously.

"I

thought as much. I guessed it was heart
trouble. Well, if there's anything we
can do—"

"You can count our help, old man,"
-$ut in R,eggie.
Cecil eyed them stonily.
"I know." he said . "It's awfully good

of you, but I don't see what you can
do. The whole thing's so absurd —so
hopeless !"
Ben sat back in his chair, and eyed his
friend judicially.
"Tell us the whole truth from the be-
ginning," he said.
"There's really very little to tell," said
Cecil, after a short pause. "About three
weeks ago I was getting into a 'bu3 at
the foot of Mare's Hill. Before I could
get on several paasengers had to alight
first. Of the others I took no notice but one
was a strikingly beautiful girl of about
twenty. I don't guppose my eyes rested
on her for more than a few seconds, yet,
at the same time, something caused my
heart to beat wildly !

' '

"Mm!" murmured Ben.
"Ah!" said Reggie.
"I climbed on to the top of the 'bua"
continued Cecil, "and a minute later the

thing started, but, although I turned
round to watch the girl, in a very short
time she disappeared from sight. But,

though the incident was so slight — almost
trivial, in fact— I found that all tha» after.
noon and evening I could not rid my
mind of the vivid impression made by
the girl's face.
"The nest morning you would have ex-

pected me to have forgotten all about it.
To my astonishment, however, such was
not the cas,e. Indeed, I breakfasted but

lightly, and during the day fcund it very
difficult to keep my mind on my work."
"Remarkable!" said Eeggie.
"Most astonishing !" exclaimed Ben.
"The following day, in the afternoon, I
went for a stroll, and was returning
homewards along Rex Lane—my mind
still occupied by the picture of the girl,
I might mention—-when suddenly I espied
in the distance, approaching me—who do
you think?"
'Not the—" began Ben.
"Surely, it couldn't have been the-—

"

broke in Reggie.
"Yes, it was the girl herself. Need-
less to say, I was so excited I could

scarcely contain myself. I positively
trembled at the knees. There we were,
walking steadily towards one another !
No wonder I felt my pulses race!' biow
we were tifty yards apart, now forty, then
thirty, after that only twenty. And" pre-
aently we were only ten yards distant
from one anoCher. "

"Only ten yards! Fancy that!" ex
claimed Ben.
"It's almost incredible !" said Reggie.
"What happened next?" asked Ben.

getting so excited that he put the lighted
end of his cigarette in his mouth by
mistake,
"We passed one another," said Cecil,
affecting a spurious cairn.
"One moment," said Reggie. "Let me
get this right, Do I understand you to
say you actually passed each other?"
"That is so," said Cecil. "As we drew
steadily eloser, I raised my eyes reverent.
ly to her face. Great heavens! How
beautiful she is ! For the fraction of a

second, our eyes met in one exquisite,
lingering glance. Then she turned hei
gaze away, and an instant later had pass
ed by.
"When did this happen?" asked Ben.
"Over a fortnight ago. Since then 1
have seen her on three occasions. unce
by the gates of Mopfield Park, once get
ting out of the tram. at Burton Green
Station, and once by the Council offices."
Ben gazed meaningly at Reginald.
"Teli xne, Cecil," he said; "and
please don't misunderstand me, for
merely ask the question to satisfy myself
upon all points, have your feelings under-
gone no ehange, no modification, since you
first saw her?"
Cecil heaved a great sigh.
"Though I've only seen her five times,
though I've never spoken to her, though
I don't even know her name, yet 1 love
her more than life itself!"
During this conversation, Reginald had
produced from his pocket a small note-.
hook, and had been taking copious notesi
He was the kind of man who takes notes.
He made an entry at this juncture.
"Lvs hr mr thn Ife itslf," wrote Regi
nald ia his notebook.
Benjamin became exceedingly business-
iike in his manner.
"Cecil," he said, "if you're quite sure
of yourself, and sincerely desire to be-
come acquainted with this young lady,
I'm convinced that. Reginald can help
you."
"But how, my dear chaps?"
"Now," said Ben, ignoring the ques
tion, "have you found out where she
iives?"
"No —except that I fancy it is some-
where in Rex Lane, for I saw her go into
a house there."
"Well, then, that-'s the first sfep!"
"What is?"
"Next time you see her follow her, fol-
low her— at a respectful distance, of
oourse—home."
Cecil looked a little shocked.
"I say,

' he said, "that's not quite the
game, what?"
"In the ordinary way," retorted Ben
jamin, raising a reassuring hand, "no!
But this case is exceptional. The girlhas not aroused merely your passing cur-
iosity . You've

actually fallen in love

with her."
"That is so.'l

"Ali right. Follow her home; then

get a local directory, and look up her
name. After that report to us, and we
will debate upon the next step."
Cecil pondered for a few minutes, then
he said :
"I think you're right, after all. Tll do
it. Yes, by Jove, I'll do it! For, by
hook or by crook, I mean to meet that

girl, and I'll exert every effort to win
her !
Reggie bent over his notchook.
"Hk or ck mns to mt and ext evy efffc
to wn hr," he wrote, with pursed lips
and puckered brow.

II.
The scena now shifts to the interior of
a drawingroom in No. 97, Rex Lane. It

was the evening following the foregoing
conversation, The 'dramatis pexsonnae'
as playwrights say — were three sistsrs,

named, respectively, Estelle, Dorie®, and
Ella. For the benefit of any readers who

may be interested in this point, I may
add that their surname was Oakley.
Of the three, Estelle was the oldest,
Ella the youngest, and Dorice betwixt the
two. All three were singulariy pretty
girls, yet of widely different- type of

beauty, for Estelle was fair, whereas Ella
was dark. Dorice, on the other hand,
was neither fair nor dark.
Now, it is a ourious and satisfying fact
that all three sisters were extremely shy
and rather excesaively reserved, Curious,
because this phenomenon is soihewhat ra ro

arnongst the feminine gender nowadays,
satisfying because it fits the plot of my
stocry.
At the present moment all three were
engaged in a like manner. ATt were knit-
ting jumpers (they were still on the 5
purl and 5 plain section), and all were
talking about men—not infrequently all
at once.
"I saw him again to-day," remarked
Eila suddenly, after a pause in the con
versation.
"Mm," murmured Estelle, "I thought
you'd got something you were bursting to
tell us."
"It makes no difference to me whether
I tell you or not," retorted Ella, pout-
ing slightly.
Estelle smiled sardonically.
"Let's hear all about him," said Do
rice, m soothing tones. She generally
played the part of peacemaker between
her two rather temperamental sisters.
"He's rather nice," said Ella pensively.
"He was standing at the Triangle, at the
bottom of Mare's Hill, He blushed a
little when he saw me, and stared awful
ly hard."
"I suppose he didn't — er—speak?"
asked Dorice.
"No. I thought he was going to raise
his hat, though, so I looked away, with
a speak-to-me-sir-iT-you-dare expression.
But it was no good. He just gazed with
a rather pathetic air. I think he must be
very shy."
(Reader : I will spare you unnecessary

aniguish. The shy gentleman' in question
was and 'is, none other than Cecil Coom
bes, whilst Ella was the girl to whom he
had lost his heart).
"I came home very soon after that,"
continued Ella, "and I'm certain he was
following me. At any rate, he was com-
ing in the same direction, for when I
entered the gate I glanced back, to find
him about fifty yards behind me, walking
up the lane."
The next day was Saturday. It was a
mild and sunny afternoon. For OctoBer,
the weather was quite warm.
About four o'clock, Estelle, by chance,
wag seatel at the front-room window,
gazing idly into the street.
As she did so three figures presently
arrived upon the focus of her visxon—-
three men. They were on the other sida
of the road, and when they reaehed the
spot immediately opposite No. 97 they
halted, and plunged into what seemed an
absorbing conversation.
Something about their demanour arous
ed Estelle 's curiosity. She retired into
the hinterland of the room, where she
could regard them without being seen her.
self.
Estelle stared at them closely for seve
ral minutes, when suddenly she was in-
spired with the rneaning of their behav-
iour.
Sho started from the room.
"Ella! Dorice!" she cried. "Come
here—quickly !"
"What's the matter?" cried Ella and
Dorice simultaneously.
"Oh, hurry up!" said Estelle.
The other two came scampering into
the room.
"Look!" said Estelle, pointing, "Is he
one of. those?"
They looked.
"Yes," said Ella ealmly. "That's he,
The one in the rniddle, in the brown
suit."
"I wonder what they\re doing!" said
Dorice, trembling with excitement.
All unconscious of being overlooked,
Cecil, Ben, and Reginald wero standing
on the pavement on the other side of tha

J
road, deep in solemn confabulaticn.

"

We'd better not ^ ICecil anxiously ,, ^ I
Mopfield Paric,
thing at our ease." ^cm,l
Tiro others agreed( ]broke up, to move ofl wj
direction. ® a

ao^M
Ella and Dorice returned t „ 1that had been occupyW thBut within a couple of t? att^|
eilaadOo

depa,»fi,gj,^Jamongst other thinag u . "H*
tam-o-shanter sort°of
Lane. ' ^1

97(
I

It was Estelle. |
III, I.

"Let us sit lrere," ^ |
qulet and secluded." "■
The trio were in M.pWd p ■by tne ornamental lgj£Qe
seats in three small, gr^ -C^>J #the shade of a tree. '

"Now, Ben," said CecU "j I
go over your plan again, 'cat.fl?|seemed foolish-not. to say
you sketched it out before."'
"There's nothing f00lish no. Iabout it," said Ben. . ■

itself. Personally, I suggest yj,® Jiug it out as soon as possihla. t Jto-morrow afternoon?" ®f
H© turned to Reggie I
"You're not doing anything to.Jar© you?" °1
The latter nodded liegation, 1
"Well, then," continued Ben '%■
row it shali be." i
A girl In a vivid sports coat iva8 J
ering along behind them, but so ab3were they in their affairs that thjnored her. 1
"You and I," said Ben to Cecil, I
that the coaat is clear, and there ari
people about. Then we stroll up ti
house. You suddenly collapse, a|
hurriedly drag you into the front |den. I rush up to the door, and |
loudly. When they oome, I explai|
you've either "sprained or hroken |
ankle, and beg to bring you in w|
fetch a doctor. j
"After that . I

go away. The

r|

easy. After about half an hour, |
ought to give you time to introduce M
self and get on a friendly footing, ■
turn with the doctor. Reggie will bel
doctor, understand? He will ban|
the ankle, and togther we'll get you afl
After that —-well, you're got an entrfl
the house and an excuse for calling, H
every thing !"
Cecil thoughtfully scratched his clfl
"It sounds all right," he said dl
ously. "But I shall look an awiulB
if I'm found out!" 1

"You won't be," said Ben eafl
"Don't you worry about that, old oi
Reggie and I will see you through. loul
nothing to fear at all."
"Well," said Cecil, "I'll do it 9
fair, I suppose. Still, all the samw
don't like it."
"Nonsense!" laughed Ben. "inl
week's time you'll be showering ti
upon us—won't he, Reggie!"
Reggie laugher acquiescence.
Soxneone else laughed, too, but

were too absorbed to notice her.

presently Estelle melted gontly away,
features suffused with an expressio
mysterious gleie.
The following afternon, at about

quarter to four, the figures of the

conspirators lurked at the end
of

Lane.
" You stay here Reggie, order
who was stagemanaging the act,

hang around till I come back
for J

Ben then took the diffident, and
a

what reluctant Cecil by the arai,

gether, they walked slowly up
B® 1

on the opposite side of the
road to

97,
It was a dull afternoon, and

for

moment the street wae cteerte ,

At length, the house they soug
in sight. Whilst cros?ing the

roa ,

whispered his final instructions
cil's ear. »

"Trip on the kerbstone, o
1,1

^

that shout as loud as yotl 1
6

the rest." ^ pa
At that instant they reac e

^

ment. When the psycho'ogrca
actually arrived, Cecil's

!ieat
d

fail him. Could he „
through. He began to
knees. oHpmpt

He made a half-hearted
■

^

catch . his toe on the
kerbst°"stance,

v

was that Ben came to his a»- jJ

a shove that nearly over ^ fot

Finding himself falling, ^
everything in the desire

0 s
|ej[

He lurched, half-recover , ^
j

the ground, with a shoc

considerably. . , . foot-.
^

In doing so, hc twis^g6J
next second he f e t a sonieone

*

i„ u.wt ^
tickling him with red

"Quck!" ii. th® 6'"

Ben seized him roug
•

# gi

dsrs and dragged him, ^ gy,
into the front garden

o


