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RIGHT NOW !
the best value
procurable in Southland,
for Apparel and
General Drapery, is from

the Progressive Firm,

Price & Bulleid,

LTD.

it

TAY STREET,

YOU TRY THEM.

EVERY DIGGER

HOULD Enshrine in his l:ome- these
records of those imperichable deeds
which made New Zealand’s fame.

VOLUME I—
“The New Zealanders at Gallipoli.”’
By Major Waite, D.S.0., N.Z.E.

VOLUME 11—
“The New Zealanders in France.”
By. Col. Stewart, C.M.G., D.8.G,,
M.C. i

VOLUME IIT.—
“The New Zealanders in Palestine.”
By Lieut.-Col. Powles, C.M.G.,
D.8.0.

VOLUME IV.—
The War Effort of New Zealand.
Mesopotamia, ete.
ORDER RIGHT KOW.
Price 6/- Vol. Posted 6/6.

HYNDMAN'S,

INVERCARGILL,
AGENTS.

THE PREMIER PLACE.

for Men’s Winter
Clothing is claimed
| | by

McNeil & Clark

94 Dee St

See these ‘prices for
Roslyn all wool paats
and singlets,
7/11, 8/6, 9/8.

Econemic Egg Crates,

—_—

LINDS:AY AND CO., Tay street, Inver--

cargill, have = been
Southland Agents for this
Crate.

The KEconomic Egg Carrier has now
been on the market for twelve years, and
Crates made as far back as 1503 are still
giving good service.

appeinted

Bupplied in the following sizes—

No. 1—Holds 20 Dozen.
No. 2—Holds 25 Dozen.
No. 3—Holds 10 Dozen,

Also Scparate Trays to fit petrol cases—
4} dozes e

Price on application

well known
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A TRUE STORY.
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The Rev John Siewart, the vicar of one
of the poorest parishes in the Hast Fnd of
London, was, without doubt, the best
loved man in the whole of the district,
avs« it would have been amazing had this
not been so, for his life was made up of
one constant endeavour to relive the suf-
ferings of his less fortunate fellow-bheings.

He practised the Christianity he preach-
ed; and his duties within the church pre-
sented only a small part of his week’s
vrork,

During the time when Ergland had been
plunged in warfare his duties bad been
doubled, ay, trebled, for he had been un-
tiring in his efforts to start funds for the
relief of those who had been afiected, and
Le had spared himself neither time, money
nor work in order to ensure the prompt
service he walked briskly along towards

One evening after the usual week-day
and proper administration of the funds,
his home, feeling at peace with all the
world, for now that so many of his par
ishioners had been demobilised, and had
returned to the bosoms of their families,
Li; duties had lightened considerably.

Reaching the vicarage at the end of the
road, John Btewart passed in through the
gate and up the steps. The house was in
darkness, for the vicar lived alone and
employed only a charwoman who came

.| daily to attend to his wants. .

John Stewart opened the front door an
stepped inside. Just pausing to light the
tall gas, he passed into the smalj dining-
room, where his supper had been sei out.

He turned up the gas and was upon the
pomt of sitting down, when he pansed
suddenly and stood staring across the rcom
with a puzzled frown.

The object which had attracted  his
attention was a man’s foot, and it was
just visible beneath the heavy curtains
which were drawn across the window. In
no way disturbed by the possibility that
a desperate man might be lurking behind
the hanging, John Stewart walked swiftly
across the carpeted floor and with a sweep
of his arm, pulled the curtain aside.

Behind the curtain stood a man!

He was shabbily clad and his face, which
bete a beard of several days’ growth,
locked white and drawn. His general at-
titude wheu the clergyman discovered him
was clearly intended to be one of defiance
but there was a look of hopelessness in his
eyes which could not be mistaken.

With a shrug of his thin shoalders he
stepped forward from his hiding-place,
ana there he stood gazing down with un-
seeing eyes at the ground.

It was quite apparent that he intended
to make no bid for freedom, He was a
beaten man—beaten in the fight for life,

“Hadn’t you belter send for the police,
guv'nor,” he said at last. “T’ve got no
fight left in me, and I'll give you no
trouble.”

The vicar moved nearer to the man
angd regarded him intently.

“You came here to steal?”
quietly.

he said

“I did,” confessed the stranger; ‘‘but
somchow I don’t think 1 should have done
very well out of the job. I've had a good
look around and have come to the conclus-
ion that T shonld have had to content
myself with a bit of grub and that gold
watch in the stand, on the mantelpiece.
There doesn’t seem to be much else worth
having, ™ ‘

“You're vight,” agreed the vicar, with
a smile. I have very little of any value
at all, and I should not have minded your

| leking a meal, but I should have been

deeply grieved by the loss of the watch.
Tt was bought by a number of my poo:-
esi parishioners; it has a great seniimen-
tal velue to me and T prize it beforo any
othier possession.” .

The man glanced up and grinned. The
vicar’s = ingenuoug manner
amused him.

“I suppose this is not the first time you
hzve done anything of this sort?’ asked
John Stewart after a while, regarding the
otker steadily.

“It is the first time since I came out of
quod after serving a sentence of seven
years for housebreaking.”

“Shocking " ejaculated the clergyman,
witl: 2 pained sigh. ‘‘Bub surely you real.

] ise that if yoa don’t try and mend your

ways, there can be only one end to such
a life?” .

“I realise only one thing, guv’mor,”
answered the man bitterly, ‘‘and that is
there is no end worse than that of starva-
tion, and a man will risk almost anything
to avoid that. But you don’t understand.
You are a clergyman, and a good
man, but if you are really all that you are
supposed to be, perhaps before you send
fur the police you will give me a bite of
samething to eat. I haven’t had a meal of
any sort for two days, and I feel raven-
ous
Instantly all the sympathy in the vicar's

apparently i

nature was aroused.

“Sit down, my poor fellow,” he said,
indicating a chair, “There is plenty of
fou1 here, and you arc welcome to all yon
need. I will join youw, and we can then
perhaps decide what is best to be done.”

With a bewildered glance at the vicar,
the man took his geat and then hastened
to avail himself of what he considered
an amazing offer.

John Stewart took his seat and the meal
was proceeded with in silence. The burg-
lar was the last to finish, and when done
50, he sat back in his chair and looked
at the viear,

“l cannot thank you sufficiently for
that, sir,”” he said gratefully. “And 1 am
quite ready to be given in charge, the
moment you say.  After all, my visit
Lere to-night has not heen in vain, even
if it means another long stretch!™

“It need mean nothing of the kind,” re-
‘turned John Stewart. ‘“From the law’s
point of view, it was wrong of you to
kreal into the house to-night, but I can
understand your desperate condition.
From your manner I should imagine that
you have received a very good education,
aal that makes it harder for ine to under-
stand you.”

- The man gave vent to a hitter laugh.

*“| received a ’Varsity education,” he
said ‘‘But 1 was never any good in any-
thing save sport. All my time was spent
in achieving fame on the field, instead of
paying attention to the serious things of
life. There I made my mistake, for when
v father died, leaving me a heritage of
debt, I was beaten. The only things 1
excelled in were of no use to me and so
I quickly went wrong.”

“You arc still a young man and there
is yet a chance to live down the past!”
declared the vicar emphatically, - -

“It's too late now, retorted the man.
“A chap who has spent seven years in
prison stands no chance of earning an
honest living---there is no place in the
world for a gaolbird.”

“That is only your idea,” said John
Stewart, with a faint smile. “But I am
going to try and perswade you that you
‘are wrong. Where did you sleep last
night "’

“‘On the Embankment. That's where [
have slept for the past week.”

The vicar rose to hig feet. s

‘“Fo-night then, you will stay here
with me,” he said. “There is a spare
room upstairs, and in the rorning we can
have a chat.”

The burglar stared in amazement at the
clergyman, He was guite convinced that
a man, especially a clergyman, who would
invite a burglar to spend the night in his
house, must have taken leave of
senses.

his

* 1 mean what I say,” went on the vic
ar, noticing lis visitor's bewilderment,
‘You are welcome to the shelter of my
havse for the night. If you are ready, I
wili show you to the spare room.”

The man roze to hig feet, and witheut s
word, followed John Stewart upstairs,

When Jehn Slewart knocked vpen the
door of the spare room the fellowing
| morning, he received no answer. Several
{ times he rapped, then under the impres-
Usien that his-visitor was still in profound
shumber he turned the handle, and peered
into the room. .

The room wag empty! Of the man,
\\'hor‘n he had conducted there, there was
no sign,

With a pained and puzzled expression
upon his face, John Stewart made his way
o the dining-room, and Jooked about, him,
Then he glanced in the direction of the
ciack, to make sure of the hour,

and then into the drawn, hopless
of the thief. The walch was, without
doubt, his most treasured possession, and
k= had been histerly grieved when he had
discovered the loss of it.
other hand, the burglar’s immediate fut-
ure rested upon the vicar’s answer, and
that was a serious matter.

marked ahruptly.
thief ; I gave him the watch!”

twe roewing Loais

One glance was sufficient to fell him
what had happened.

The gold watch was missing from the
gtand!

The vicar sank down into a chair, and
with & low moan, buried his face in his
hands. )

1.

John Stewart was not to be given a
chance of forgetting the matter, for less
than half an hour later the woman who
acted as hig servant ushered three men
inte hig room.

The first he recognised immediately as
Themas Hobbs who carried on a business
of jewesller and pawnbroker in the district.
He was followed by a policeman who led
u shabbily dressed individual into the
roem.

The third man was the vicar’s unbidden
guest of the night before.

“Pm extremely sorry 1o tromvle you,
s'r,”” began Hobbs awkwardly. ‘“But I
have come aboui a rather serious matter,

About half an hour ago this man came to

pawn something at my shop, and as I

theught I recognised it as your property,
I took the liberly of coming along to see
you before I did anything in the matter.”

He advanced towards the vicar,

- "It was the gold watch which was pre-
sented to you by the parishioners some
little time ago,” he explained, and draw-
ing the watch from his pocket, he placed
it on the table.

John Stewart gazed down at the watch,
face

But on the

The haggard-faced man waited for what

scemed the inevitable and he wag resigned
Lo it

interest.

He seemed almost to have lost

John SBtewart locked at Thomas Hobbs

and shook bis head slowly; then, picking
up the watch, e handed it to the bur-
glar.

“Y¥ou have made a mistake!”” he re-
“This man is not a

1t would be difficult to say which of the

wen was the most surprised—Hobbs, the
policeman, er the thief; At all events,
the officer was the first to recover, and
ke released his hold upon the Wurglar.

With a long pazzled glance at the

clergyman, the jeweller turned to the
policeman,
from the room.

and together they passed

For some moments after they had gone

the burglar stood in silence, clearly un-
able to spesk. Then, holding
watch, he said brokenly :

ocut ths.

“For Heaven’s sake, take it back, sir,

ard let me get away!”

>
John Btewart, though -unable 3

ran quickly towards the :: SWin,
what aid he could in the faco of thr%
catastrophe. © aaty

Frantic at his own
noticed & may abos
twenty yard i » by
enty yards away, in the act of gy,
off his coat and shoes. gy
With a murmured prayer of thayg i
ness, the vicar hurried towardg
before he could reach the 5POt, the pg, |
comer ran to the water’s edge, ang
moment later, sprang from the bap "
struck out for the place where thy chig
rea had disappeared. Ag the swin,.
passed the boat he shouted to the frighy
ened girl to stand by, and then Plungy
down into the water. 1
Fifteen seconds passed and thep hep
appeared and handed uwp the tamy o
«f one of the children, A cheer ¢f w
couragement rang out from the onlogyy,
ag tho man dived again. It seemed ang
terminable period before he rose t g,
surface, and it was to find himse]t 0y
distance away from the .spot wWhers
had taken the plunge.
His mission had been successful for |y
was supporting tho second child,
struck out boldly for the boat, bui g
current was running swiftly, and it yy
apparent to the onlookers that he yy
being swept rapidly away from the sy}
craft,
The swimmer seemed to realise i
too. for, ignoring the boat, he turned ki
head towards the bank, and struck o
desperately for the shore.
He was a powerful swimmer, but wii
every yard he progressed he was camy
yards down the stiream. For fully te
minutes he struggled fiercely until he wa
abli; to make no headway at all agains,
the girong current.
His strength was failing fast, while I
burden hampered his movemenis oo
siderably. Still he fought on, and despiy
all his efforts, he was unable to preves
himself from being carired swifily wy
down the river. :
Just when he was giving up hope
became conscions of a boat being rowd
rapidly in his direction. Tt was manned
by John Stewart, and the clergyman was
steering the boat directly in the course
of the helpless swimmer.
As a prayer of thankfulness escaped the
‘unfortunate man’s lips, an ominous sound
from behind him cansed the mutterd
words to die on his lips.
It was the sound of rushing waters
He half turned his head, and his blog
shot eyes fell upon a large board standiy
our of the water about twenty yary

hdph&nesg by

him; .but

away. It bore the word ‘Damger.”
The spot was a famous one, and
the ingtant, the man recognised it ag Mar
ley weir. -
A. thrill of horror ran through his fram
ad clutching the senscless form il

‘“No. I have said that it is yours and

y¥u may keep it,” answered the vicar-
gontly.

“But I couldn’t—1 couldn’t after that!”

stammered the man brokenly, placing the
watch upon the takle. Then, without an-
other word, he staggered from the room
and oub of the house.

The vicar watched him go and a smile

i wonderous kindness came to his face.

‘“May Heaven {orgive me for that lis,”

he said simply. ‘“But I truly believe that
the telling of it has saved that man’s
goul I’

IIL

On the cccasion of the children’s Sun-

day School treat, the Rev. John Stewart,
with a band of, workers, tock the young-
sters to Marley Lock, one of the quiet up-
river resorts mot too far from London.

The day hegan happily, aed during the
afternoon, the senior members of the

party hired rowing bhoats and took the
younger ones on the river. John Steivart,
frem the bank, watched the eager, happy
faces of the children, o whom the out-
ing was a day of undreamed joy and
complete happiness,

But it was when everything seemed
happiest that the grim shadow of trag-

edy stalked in-among ihe party.

Suddenly from above the eounds of

happy laughter of {he yoangsters, a shrill

seream sounded from somowhere over the
ot S wiear wpyven » :

water. The vicar sprang to his fect and

glavced about hirn.

Some distance dows the stream, he saw

collide viclently. A
memeng later one of the hoats, in which
a boy of about sizteen years old and
three tiny youngsters had been seated,

burned on fo its side and completely cap-
sized.

Screams of horror rent the air, as the

children were flung into the water and

almost immediately disappeared beneath
ths surface, : "

The other boat, centaining a young girl

school-teacher and three little boys, was
only a few feet away, and as the boy
clasping one of the liitle ones rose to
the surface, ihe girl  leaned over and
heiped the pair into the Loat. Of the two
other ¢lidren there was no sign.

closer, he looked back at the boat,
it was still some distance away, adfe
krew that long before the wat wdd
reach him, he would be swept owex e
weir. .

For the sake of the child he made u
last desperate attempt to strike for s
benk, but his efforts, thowgh amasingy
courageous were futile. And so, at logh
with. no- fight left in him, his eyes ded
| as all ather sounds were drowned in i

roar of the rushing torrent.

A moment later, still clasping the di
firmly in his arms, he was carried o i
edae of the weir, and flung bodily do;ﬂ
over the seething foam into the rushy
walers below.

Some hours later, in a cottage withs!
skort distance of Marley weir, a man #
lying unconscious. It was the swim
who had risked his all to save the i
ven from the river. And this man
proved himsclf capable of the rel
love was also the man who had i@
int~ the vicar's house and abused r“
good man’s kindness and trust by st
Wiy Lighly prized gold wateh!

By the bLedside of the dying o b
Rev. John Stewart knelt praying !
soul of a brave man. At length ﬂ‘!
opened his eyes and half turn?d iz
In the vicar’s direction, ¥ faint it
recognition cansed a wan smile 1 i
on his face.

“Funany meetmg again I
he murmured weakly. o
“An act of Providence, Wy de;l'l' y
answered the vicar gently, bend™!
the bed. o
The dying man man spoke ag8®
“Where is the little one?”’ )

“Thanks to you she is quite 53’9_9
it a few days will be none the v
the accident.”

The man on the bed smil® i

“Ts the end very nesr™ be ¥
after a pause.

“Notpthe end,” answered Joho SH%]

il this. 9

4 Pai.:.‘vl'f'-

s g the
gently; “only the beglz‘mmgwe‘«,
ning of a great and Wﬁmgﬂfd o ol

The man on the bed sm .
supreme happiness.

(Continuedb on page 4




