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FOR SALE OR EXCHANGE.

FARMS .

WYNDHAM
Freehcld in this famous locality for
£13 per acre. Good grass, well fenced,
watered and subdivided., Five-rcomed
house, E-stall stable, with loft, large
woolshed, 6-stall cowbyre,  sheep
yards, etc, This is the cheapest farm
offering in Southland to-day. Terms
may be arranged.

LOOK AT THIS—335 acres near Wood-
lands; 45 acres turnips, 100 acres
young gra.s, balance older pasture.
This land has bean limed and is in
greath heaet  Well watered, fenced,
and subdivided. = Six-roomed house,

and
gtable, cowbyre with milking plant,

¢te. Terms could be ar-
ratged
Here is something good—Five-roomed

house; bathroom, washhouse, gas. In
goed order; situated alongside first
section of tram. A cheap home at
£650. Toerms could be arranged.

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

F. H. TUCKER,

LAND AGENT.

GILOHERIST'S
COUGH ELIXIR,

2/6.  Posted 3/-

FOR CCUGIIS, COLDS, INFLUENZA
COLDS, WHOOPING COUGH, Etc.

W. G. Gilchrist,
PRESCRIPTION CHEMIST,

. GRAND PHARMACY,
DEE ST., INVERCARGILL.

IGGERS,

DO‘N”T FORGET your Pals in old
Blighty. We have just opened out
a choice lot of

CHRISTMAS CARDS
with views of Invercargill, and New Zca-
land scenery,
Also—

VIEW BOOKS
depicting the Scenery of our Beautifal
Island.

Don’t forget your friends in distant
lands at this season of the year.  They
will appreciate a Card or Booklet,

- JUST IN TIME FOR CHRIZSTMAS.

—_—

NOBLE’S

Dee street, Invercargill,

TIME
AND
TIDE
WAIF FOR NO ONE,

SO HURRY TUP AND SEND YOUR
—CHRISTMAS GREETINGS—

to friends abroad,

I have just opened the right thing in
‘ CHRISTMAS CARDS with local views.

Also—
BOOKS OF VIEWS at 1/6, 2/. and 4/-,

T. HIDE’S,

TAY STREET.

DISTRICT.—270 Acres’
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“It's good to ke home again!”

The speaker, Edward Harcld, an officer
of the new army, had yecently 1'ct-u1‘n.ed
from abioad. Now, at the howr ot six,
on the last evening in November, he wus
seated in his cosy Guilgford stveet den.
his gaze travelling slowly and Toviagly
over all the famiiar trifles on wall ard
floor and sheli.

Opposite him, loenging with due appre-
clation of ease in a roomy moroceo-coveTad
chair, was Hereford Ware.

Had Ware been asked as he sat Jicte
whether he had a trouble in the wide
world, he would have laughed a negative.
Tavtper in a substantial city house, pos-
od of perfect health, and looking
straight out on promise of a prosperous
future, he could Ly no effort have im-
agined himself & victim of the trouble
purasite. To Ware life was a very
pleasant thing.

He looked over now at the figure in the
chair opposite, and smiled.

“Seen your sister, Doris, since land-
ing?” he asked, in a tone that conveyed
more than the words.

“Yes old fellow. T was at her place
for an hour this morning.”

“Yea know?’ Ware said, questiomingly.

“That vou have offered her marviage!
Oh, yes; she told me.”’ )

Ware kuit his hrows. The other's tone
was rot congratuletory.

“Well?7 he said, as if demanding some-
thing unspoken. Te had looked for the
weleamne of o hrother.

“To tell you the truth, I had always
hoped that you were not a marrying
man,”” came from Harold guietly.

“Isz there any reason why I should not
marty ¥

Ware spoke in the proiesting tone of
cne who feels hnrt, .

“To be quite candid, old friend, « think
there is.”’

‘(T‘r'vb-ﬂ,lb?”

“Your abominable temper. It is not an
ordinary, common, or garden bad temper.
It is a cyclone.”

“What absolute pifile!” Ware com-
mented, pushing away a bronze paper-
weight on the table by which he sat, ana
aimlezsly taking up an old Spauish dagger.
He added, “However bad my temper, i
am not likely to vent it on a woman.”

&

Harold looked keenly from under his
brows into his companion’s eyes.

“You are just as likely to vent it on
your Tmearest and dearest as upon a
stranger,”” he afiltmed. Then, reminis-
cently : “Great Seott! What a whirl-
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wind there is while it lasts!

“As a fact you arc passively opposing
me,”’ Ware said, jabbing with the dagger
at the paper-weight,

“Here! Don't break that weapon! I
value it.  If you were to say that I am
actively opposing you, I would admit the
trath of it. ¥ caunot. consent to Doris
becoming your wife.  You are the slave
of a devil, and unfit for marriage. Man,
have you ever thought {hat more than
cnee you have been perilously near mur-
der?” :

“No, I don’t trouble to think any such
nensevise.  And, as for your saying that
T shall not warry Doris, your consent will
not be asked.”

“She has premised me not to marry

| without 1t.”

Ware was on his feet now. Unthink-

ingly, the dagger was clenched in his right '

hand.

“With or withont your cousent, I shall
matrry her.”’ '

“We shall sce.  Oh, do take a look in
the mirror! Your face should be sketched
for a peany dreadful!”

“Confound you!” growled Vare, his
chest heaving.

“INustration showing the disappointed
villian! Poor Doris!”

Ware raised his hand to strike the t~ble
again, but at the scornful laugh that came
from Harold he strode forward, and, ut-
tering an inarticulate cry, brought the
weapon down upon Harold’s left side,

The stricken man fell, '

In the silence of the curtained room
Ware stood moticnless, his face still dis-
torted, his eyes staring fixedly at fhe body
lying on the rug by the hearth, the ex-
tended and prone body, with clawed
fingers dug into that on which it lay.

Ware’s eyes moved. Now they rested
on the cross-hilted blade in his right hand.
Hand and blade were reddened with a
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- An Averted Tragedy.

something that dripped and oozed clam-
mily from hetween the fingers, The char-
acter of the gaze changed; it had been
that of rage, itg newer self seemed cneo of
blepded ineredulity and horror, and with
the charge there came Irom his throat a
whimper, and awfw in 18
abandonment to weakness.

He flong the dagger from him with o
shudder of loathing, just as a man might
fiing off a poiscn-fanged reptile, and step-
ped back from ihe body. IIe was nob
thinking.  Men so. placed never think.
Their mental state is a choas of irrelev-
ant trifles.  Then something focussed his
attention—a sound outside the room.

Ware was breathing noiselessly through
parted lips. His limbs were tense. For ten
seconds he waited.  The sound was not
repeated. Ware’s left hand touvched the
wall switch, and the room went black.
He moved on tip-tee 1o the door; tremb-
ling lips refusing to obey command of
will.  There came a slow movement of
the handle until fully turned, a moment’s
Listening, the opening of the door, its
silent closing, a lightning glance up aud
down the stairways; and then Ware pass-
ed to the hall. . '

No one there.  The hall door wide. A
stream of people passing,  As yof, nob
a glance within, © Four persons suddenly
made a block as they wished each other
good-bye. Ware stepped between the
group and the liouse wall, and so came
out unseen.

Now he Limself waz one of the stream.
unnotliced in hig conventional dark suit
and commonplace hat. ile moved on
through street after street, his one idea
that safety lay in distance. Then, at a
moment, he condemmed his folly, and
eped as yuickly as might be antil he came
to an unlighted house in a quiet thorongh.
fare, and let himself in with a latch-
key.

Ag if ghod with silent sheoes he went
ihrough the hall, and up the sbairs, em-
tered a sleeping chamber, lighted the gas
at one burner, and rapidly changed some
of his clothing. When he emerged from
the room he was wearing a smoking jacket
and slippers.

His actions were not negligitle trifies;
they might defermine all his futare.

“At bome, Mrg Jarvis?’ he called, his
voice nnmodulated.

“Goodness me! Is that you, sir? I hope
you haven't been ringing. As you said
you felt tived and was going to have a lay
down, I dido’t like to distwad you. TI've
been oub to do some marketing, and have
only just got back. It’s the girl'y hali-
day off, you know.”

“It does’t matter.
were out,” Ware said.

“I'll put your dinner on at once, sir.

Ware waz almost exultant now, They
had no proof. No one had seen him en-
ter that house in Guilford street. No
one had seen him leave. His landlady
would swear that he Lad kept his room,
and he had every neediunl excuse for con-
tinuing in it, one being a ramping, mad-
dering headache that broaght red hatred
— a madness that impelled to murder.

He shuddered ag if the dread word had
been spoken.  The unalterable, foul truth
that he had done hioody murder was driv-
ing its talons into his heart. He breathed
the name “‘Harold,” and its utterance
carried him back through younger man-
hood and early youth, to boyhood, when
he had loved, and fought, and planned
deeds of innocent mischief with another
such happy lad as himself.

A knock at his room door.

Ware wrrested his breathing.
said feebly:

-“Come in.”’ :

His old landlady opcned the deor,

“I beg your pardon, sir, for disturbing
you.  Didn’t know you were in bed,”’
she explained, and went on: “Mr Kussell
has called.  8hall T say you can’t see
him?”

“No. Ask him to come up.

It was the desperation of a man with
his back to the wall that had made him
speak. Russell—Russell the cynical, who
had. contemptuously spoken of his oul-
bursts of temper as “‘bad form.” The
fellow was a spy. e was just the man
to suspect, and verify his suspicions, and
then quietly give him away to the police.
Well, be should find the verifying no easy
macter,

“Hallo!  You're in sick bay, I see.
What's the matter, old chap?”

Russell had come in. He wag a tall man

hysterical,

I guessed you
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. Then
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spare, and smodthly shaven, with eyes

that were full of scoffing—no, not

fuli, for behind the scoffing lay pity.
©&ick headache,” returned Ware.

“Phat’s bad! Been in bed all day?”’

“Been lying on the bed pretty well
since I felt it this morning, but I crawled
downstairs to dinner.” :

s3ell, you don't need to be in this
fineral gloom.”

Russell, as he spoke, turned the gas
hizher. At the moment he was to Ware
the entirety of that hatred, suspicious
world which had to be confronted and
bafiled.

.3 good nose bleeding would relieve the
headache,” Russell said.

“ATy siose never bleeds,” Ware resumed,
ag if to dismiss the absurdity.

“Have you had any accident to shock
vour nervous system?”’

HNo”

“Sorry to have pestered you with ques-
tions. I thought that the red stain on
your shirt-sleeve might be due to one or
the other.”

Ware felt his throat throb. He had not
noticed any stain.  Oh, a trap! Russcll
knew of Harold's murder, and had been
leading up to this. )

“It hag been there for a week past,”
Ware lied savagely. , ’

Russell raised his brows.

“You are getting economical over your
laundry,”” he remarked drily.

Ware set up, and drew hjs lips back.
By an effort he contvolled his t{ongue.
Only his eyes spoke.

- “Perhaps you would rather ‘I went?”
said the other.

“‘Suit yourself over that.”

“Very well, I will go.”

When the house door had slammed,
Ware condemned himself for a blunderer.
Rasscll could not know of Harold's death,
or he would have spoken of if.
hs would have Leen full of the news.

The minutes dragged.  Therg came an
imperious summons at ithe house door.
VWare clutched the bed clothing, and held
himself tesse.  Volces, steps, the turn-
mg of the door handle—and then -—.ussell
himself stood there, his eyes dilated, his
face full of horror, and questioning.

“IDo yon what they are saying?’ came
from him hoarsely,  “Our chum, Harold,
is dead! TFoully murdered in his own
room!’”’

“But it mayn’t be true, you know.
What makes you think it is?”

Ware's weak and peculiarly inept re.
mark came in a hollow voice., He was
shivering. '

«“‘Iveryone loved him,” sald Russell,
as if hesiad not heard. ““The man who
saved your life at Mons! Why, he wase
almost as your brother!” .

Ware writhed on his coucn, - nen his
face grew grim, and his eves ablaze as
he gained the floor and confronted russell.

“I did it!” he said, I did it, and,
God knows, if ten thowsand years suffer-
ing would undo it, I would pay the price.”

“What are you about?” as Ware made
for a cabinet.

“I'm going to shoot myself.”

““Oh, you fool of fools! You pierce the
heart of your hest friend, and think to
make amends by commmnitting another mur-
der.  The first. evil has been done. 1
the law proves you guilly you must die
as it shall appoint.
your being proved guilty would he life-
long shame to your rclatives. Do you
never think of consequences to others.
Ware, when you are possessed by the
devil?”’

““Then, disgrace or nob, it shall be the
police station,”. - .

Ware dressed himself rapidly, and pass.
ed down stairs, leaving the other to fol-
low.  The guilty man strode along, ignor-
ing his companion. When he arrived ab
a near police stalion he swung into the
charge room, and made for the desk.

“T give myself up for the murder of
Ldward Harold, at the hovse in Guiford
street,”” he said harshly.

A momentary guestion flashed from the
inspector’s eyes to those of Russell, and
was unseen by Ware, The other nodded.

“'Oh, T gee,”” commented the officer, eve.
ing Ware curiously.  “‘Sit down if yon
please,” he added sternly. i

“And now, sir.”’

The inspector was speaking.  Someone
touched Ware on the shoulder. He rose,
and was conducted to a cell.

IIe had been alone some twenty minutes
when the cell door was re-opened, and
there came in a tall man, wearing dark
glasses,

“Mr Russell asked me to see what |

could bs done in the matter, the new-
comer said. '

Ware made no response,

“I understand that you have accused
yourself. Hence, there are only too plead-
ings: provocation, or justifizble homicide.

“Plead—if plead you must—that L am
possessed of a devil, and have made no
effort to cast him ont.  Say that no pun-
ishment man can mete ont is bad enoujh
for me.  Tell them that I slew a man

Why, |

The consequence of |

]
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 they deem it expedient

whom I loved moy,
brother,”
The man in the
. e glasses ¢
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“Yes—until the eng»
“Will you, for his s;ke
by the throat, ang cast
Will you vow that ng
reall 01"fanci.ed affront yoy Wil
again raise your hand agafnit N f Nevey
“As the.re is a God in Heayey I“md‘f“
The prisoner sat with his l;e N
low upon his hands, Ulongy
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(By “Spectator™),

There’s no one more abused just nog
Than ho who_feeds and milks the oy
Fach evening and at break of duy,

To keep the hungry wolf away. )

The city dwellers’ voice is heard,
Describing as complete absurd,

The profit that the farmer takes,

For all the butter-fat he makes, -
The people are all out in arms.
About the profits made on farm,
Ang many are the tarnfs and jeers
About the landed profitesss,

They say it’s like the favmer tricks
-To trade away al two and sit

The stuff that once he used to sl
At one and three, and do qaite well
And so it caused a little flutter
When two and sixpenece for their biife
Was offered to the sons who &,

So late and early on the soil
When Massey heard the carnut aris
About the sudden butter rise,

A new committes came on view

To sift the matter through and though;
To equalize the price per pound

Six hundred thousand soon wes found,
And now the price is two and thres,
Some sixpence less than it would be

If that indomitable will

Of our progressive Premior Bill

Had failed to recognise the Jumour
In which the frugal town consumer
Reviewed, in desolation utter,
The price per pound of factory butiey
And still the sturdy farmers counf,
No maiter how the prices mornt,

Ne matter how consumers scof,
Producers get no hetter ofl

The plow he used to buy o008 d:’-.)‘
For eighteen pounds from Reid &‘(’“‘Y:
Now costs him thrice that humblefgur -
. And more if he requires a digg"
His comprehension it astounds
Tlow things go up by leaps and b
The fertilisers that he noeds,
And lime and agricultural seeds,
And all else that the farmer b
Is ever, ever, on the rise.

*Tis hard to realise the life 7
Of Mr Farmer and his wife,
And little children, as a ulo
Belore and after going to school,ld
Working out in the byre and ﬁf’l
To extract the season’s butter Y&
The folk in rosy walks of life.

But seldom realise the strife '
Of farmers’ toiling givls and bOFS’on’
-Removed from all the scencs ol Je‘
VWhich cheer the hearts of thos we Il
Fach day upon the ciby streel:
But still the fact comes still mo¥ )
That those who toil throughout the ¥
Who know not holidey or resh f
Should come to be repaid the b
His overtime’s not too well pa ’ai
If farmer, wife, and som, alnﬂ n;mik,
Who work from when the fars ﬁﬁfﬂ.l ,
Tl when 4t night the darkness o
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Seven days a week the W ound.
Receive their two and 8ix Pf P
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The Poles and Sovieta' R“’;“ :
ratified the Peace Treaty signé




