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Price & Bulleid

LTD.

TAY STREET,
INVERCARGILL,

for
Variety,
Value,

and

Quality,

in Seasonable Noveliies
for Winter, 1920.

NOTED FOR MODERATE

PRICES.

EVERY DIGGER

HOULD Enshrine in his home these
records of those imperishable deeds
which made New Zealand’s fame.

VOLUME I.—
*“The New Zealanders at Gallipcli.”
By Major Waite, D.8.0., N.Z.E.

VOLUME IIL.— .
“The New Zealanders in France.”
By Col. Stewart, C.M.G., D.8.0.,
M.C.

VOLUME IIL—

‘ “The New. Zealanders in Palestine.”
By Lieui.-Col. Powles, C.M.G.,
D.S.0.

VOLUME IV.—

The War Effort of New Zealand.
Mesopotamiz, etc.

ORDER RIGHT NOW.
Price 6/- Vol. Posted 6/6.

HYNDMAN'S,

INVERCARCILL,
AGENTS.

THE PREMIER PLAGE.

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/e.

o b i .

I 2 £

Ecenomic Egg Crates,

INDSAY AND CO., Tay street, Inver-

cargill,  have  been  appointed

Southland Agents for this  well known
Crate.

The Eecovomiz Egg (arrier has rnow

been on the market for twelve years, and
Crates made as far back as 1508 are still

giving good service.

Supplied in the following sizes—

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

Also Separate Trays to fit petrol cases—

44 dozen,

. Price on applicaticn
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A HUMORQUS STORY

Spencer Spry thought he was an actor,
but he earned such a .meagre
one that at a very early stage of his career
iie decided that his striking talent was
not appreciated.

This diseovery came as a sad blow to
the aspiring Spencer, for he conzidered
that, given a proper opportunity, Le could
outshine all the stars from Uwen Narex
to Little Tich.

as one of the crowd in a couple of grade
» rovues, he decided that to attempt to
exist in his present capacity must eventu-
ally mean a martyr’s death in the cause
of his noble art. And so, forced to the
conclusion that the public failed to know
a good thing when they saw it, he res-
clved that theirs must be the loss.

Congsequently, he forsook the stage, and
abhandened his art.

When Spencer had heen ounb of a “shop’
for semething like three months, he met
a friend from whom he had in the past
been in the habit of borrowing sundry
half-dollars. This particular pal now oe-
cupied the position of editor of the ‘Dil-
leigh Daily,” and in a weak moment of-
fered Bpencer a job on the reporting
staff of the paper.

The position was small, and the salary
less, but Spencer was glad enough o avail
himself of the offer, and he settled down
$o report fires, suicides, divorco cases
and amateur theatrical performances with
a cheerful spirit. _

One morning, soon after he had settled
down as a newspaper nuisance, Spry was

eral interest, when the dainty form of a
golden-haired damsel, whese dazzling ap-
pearance marked her as belonging to the
stage, jazzed joyously up to him.

“My dear old hbean,” she purred, ex-
tending o dainty gloved hand, “this is a
treat! I've been just dying to meet you!
How leng have you been perishing hers,
old thing?”’

“Ever since the ‘Mixed Pickles and
Mustard’ crowd breke wp,”’ answered
Spencer sadly.  “Since that et down, I

“So, I heard,” answered the aciress
¥Poor old thing, your luck was only dead
out!” she added consolingly, *‘Anyhow, T
always recognised that you've been threat-
ened with brains that’s why I've been
anxious to see you.”
(IEh ?7,
Spencer
business.
“Let’s go somewhere where we can talk,”
suggested Queenie Dazzle. “I've got 2 bit
of business I can put in your way, and
we can’'t stand talking here.”

They strolled on until they reached a
cafe in the High Street. Seated at a table
in a far corner, the pair seftled them-
selves down for a chat.

looked up sharply, scenting

“Now look here, Sencer,”” began the
actress confidentially, “T'm in a deuce of
a fix. I want money badly, and I must
have it.. Got me?”’ ‘ '

Spencer nodded his understanding. He
wag in that position himgelf.

" “Now I have been thinking that a sec-
ond-rate roporter’s job is not good enough
for a man of your brains,”” added Queenie
fatteringly. “If you had a little ready-
money you would be able to get to Lon-
don.
in securing a really good ‘shop.
“You bet your life I wouldn’t,” answer-
ed Spencer Spry enthusiastically. “What's
the scheme? T'm game.”’

“Tou have the right spirit, old thing,”
responded the girl, in gratified tones. “I'll
tell you the plan in a nutshell. In your
next issue of the ‘Dilleigh Daily’ you will
find space to libel e maliciously; make
things as hot for me as you possibly can.

shall read the papagraph, and immedi-
alely take proceedings. I shall claim
heavy damages against the proprietor of
the paper, and you and I shall share the
gpoil. What could be easicr?”’

Great ginger!”’ gasped Bpry, with de-
light. ““What a brainy little woman you
are! Why, it's a chance of a lifetime!”

A few moments later the matter was
settled, and together they left the cafe.
Outside they rarted, Queenie Dazzle fur
tha theatre, and Spencer to make his way
back to the office,

“By jove!” he mused, as he hurried
along. “It will be tho best item of in-
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it.eressi; the ‘Daily’ has ever had,”
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living as 1

However, after a period of st-arvutiong

left the boards, and now I'm a reporter!”

There you would have no difficalty |
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o 1I.
| The usnally quiet edilorial sanctum of
the “Dilleigh Daily” rescunded with a
twoman’s shrill voice.

! “Where’s the editor!? Where's the
:nwanager ! Where's everybedy I’ demanded
i the woman bursting open the deor and
'brandishing & dainty parasol. “Where's
{ the duable-eyed villain who is responsible
for this infamy?’ she shrieked Hourishing
& scrap of paper high in the alr, .

Crampton, -the thoroughly alarmed
editor, endeavoured to pacily her.

“My dear madam,” he began, in a
quaking voice, “pray tell me what is
wrong ¥

“Wrong—wrong !
slandering monster ™

And, still waving her parasol above her
head, the woman read, in a high-pitched
voice, from the cutting in her hand:—

“ “Moreover, if the theatreg
inational institutions, the appointment of
aclors and actresses would become the
work of a epecial commission. A startling
Pexample of the necessity of this is dem-
onstrated this week at the Empire Thea-
tre, where a woman calling herself Miss
Queesnie Dazzle is  playing the leading
character in the charming revue, ‘“What-
ko' Not only does this woman murder
the part with her tuneless screeching ond
; abominable acting, but her personality
i leavéy one stone cold. It is common
: knowledge that the mass of towy hair
{which Miss Dazzle wears was made by

f

i Markson’s, of Wardour Street, whilst the

Listem o this, you

' i ¢ 1 dentist who wag responsible for her mag-
trotting around in search of items of gen- |

nificent teeth is still awaiting payment
for his work, During the daylime,
whilst swaggering through the town, she
endeavours bo conceal her age by smother-
ing her face with sufficient cosmetics to
paint a chicken-house, and it is strongly
suspected that she has 2 special mask for
stage purposes. Such a state of things is
a scandal {o this highly respectable bor-
ough.” ”’

Miss Dazzle paused for breath as she

fore the astonished editor had a chance
to collect his scattercd senses the woman
had dropped her parasol and seized him
violently by the arm,

“What have you to say > she burst
forth. “My hair is false, it 'it?’ she
screamed, tugging at her locks.  “My
teeth are not my own? My face is painted,
ig it?” She rubled her hand roughly over
her face and thrust her extended palm
under his c¢yes. “You szcoundrel—youw
worm!” she shrieked, shaking her trembl-
ing victim violently, “You’'ll be sorry you
glandered a lady! I'll take you to court,
and if you don’t end your days in goal
I'll eat my wardrobe!”’

With this, she ftung Crampton from ber
spatched her parascl from the floor, and
flounced cut of the room.

Scme minutes later Spencer Spry ap-
peared at the doorway.

“You priceless idiot!"  thundered
Crampton, spluttering with rage. “A
fine mess you've got us into. What mad-
nesg prompted you Lo write that para-
graph zbout the Dazzle woman? Don't
stand there like a helpless fool!” he snap-

iped.  “What's to be done?”
Spry’s dismay was well-feigned.  For
seme moments he remained speechless,

staring in open-mouthed fashion at Cram.

pton. ’
“I-~-I hardly know, sir,” he stammered

stupidly. “I heard on good anthority

[that all T said was true. I think we
i conld proven——>"’ o

i “Prove what?’ bawled the editor, divid
“with rage. “Prove that a woman's haiv
is false—that she is in reality a kind of
human searccrow ! You must be insane!
Get ont of my sight, and on Saturd
you may draw your pay for the las
time.  {lear out.”

Npencer was about to expostulate, but
words falled him. At last, glaring for-
Lornly before him, he passed from the
room.

Once onutside, the disconsolate expres-
sion was replaced by a broad, satisfied
grin.

The following morning the proprietors
of the “Dilleigh Daily” received intima-
tion from Messrs Seizer and Snatch, Miss
Dazzle’s solicitors, that their esteemed
client intended taking action against them
for maliclons and slanderous libel, and
that Messrs 8. and 8. would be glad to

v
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became ¢

reached the end of this extract; but be-

hear whal steps the defendants contem-
plated.

"herenpon the owners of the paper in
which the alleged libel appeared placed
the matter in the hands of their legal
representatives, and hostilities commenced
in earnest.

The case duly come into court, and it
certainly afforded Mr Justice Carberry a
splendid opportunity of proving himself a
tiierry wit.

Amid innumerable sobs, Miss Queenie
Dazzle told her story of the *‘Daily’s” un-
principled attack upon her.

“Degr, dear!” ohserved the justice, as
the witness chokingly concluded her evi-
dence.

“Of course, if the sllegations are nob
true—=it’

“If almost shrieked the girl, forget-
ting for a moment the part she was play-
ing .
© “If the allegations have no founda-
tion,” continued the judge, mot heeding
the interruption, “‘you were quite right
in takinyg action. Bub I presume your
main chject in bringing the matter into
court was not the heavy damages you
claim ag to disprove the newspaper’s
stalements concerning your persomal ap-
pearance.”

“Hr—er—yes! That is—"'

“In fael,” coutinued the judge, chuck-
ling softly in the antieipalion of a jole,
“‘you wish to prove that it is thai report,
and not your hair, that is false. Ha, ha!”’

The whole court laughed encouragingly,
and Mr Justice Carberry smiled inwardly
as he thought of the prominent positicn
this little joke would occupy in his forth-
conling reminiscences.

When the Juughter had subsided, the
defending counsel subjected the witness
to a .sharp cross-examination, and from
this point matlers ran on more or less
smoothly. ’

Some time later, when 2ll the evidence
had been heard and the judge was sum-
ming up, Spencer Spry felt that every.
word was assuring his future success. rhe
damages Miss Dazzle claimed were £500,
and Spencer was convinced ithat if he and
Queenie did not get ail that, they could
not be awarded a penny less than £300.

At length the jury retired, and the

‘hearts of the conspirators beat high with

hope.

Halt an hour Jater the jurymen return-
ed to their places, and after the wusual
formalitics the joreman rose to his feeb
and announced that, after dus delibera-
tion, he and his fellow-members of the
jury found o verdict for the plaintiff.

Spry glanced instinctively in the direc-
tion of Miss Dazzle, and noticed a gleam
of satisfaction in her eyee. Everything
was going on swimmingly. It was now
only a question of damages.

“However,” continued the foreman im-
pressively, “‘in view of the fact that the
defendants have espressed a readiness to
apologise for the vemarks of their reporter

twh> has since heen digmissed frow their

service, through whose indiscretion this
action was brought, we do not feel justi-
fied in dealing harshly with the defend-
ants in the monetary sense. Woe find for
the plaintiff, with one farthing damages!”’

With a horrified shrick, Queenie Dazzle
started up from her seat to collapse,
sweoning, into the arms of her counsel,
who bad hastened to her assistance.

Restoratives were applied with guccess,
and a few minutes later she was able to
leave thie court.

Oblivious to everything that was hap-
pening around him, Spencer Spry remain-
ed staring fixedly Lefore him. -

Rousing himself ai last, he made his
way out info the street a sadder, wiser,
and, in every way, a poorer man.

THE END.

AHZAG DAY.

Conie, brothers, let this be our day of
days;

Strange words this day rhall be our
pride and boast; -

Anzac, Loae DPino,
Quinn's Post:

Now, when the yelluwing poplar darts
her ravs )

the Apex, and

Down the long sileice of our woodland

ways,
Remembor us yon  parched, cliff-
guarded coost

thes wire, the files, the
crovded host,

The uproarions hathing in those peri-
lous lays.

Let ws, while thanking Cod for this
good land,

In whose great peace and bcauty we
do dwell,

Make in our tasks this day a tholy
praise;

- And, turning eyes and mind te that
far strand,

Say before Him:  “There our be-
loved fell; :

There our heloved fell iu  the

-Great Caunse!”

MADE IN CERMANY,

———————— e
BRITISH QUALITY BETTE,

German goods, though they are oty ;
riving in this country in small Consipg,
ments, are already beginning to mak, thely |
presence felt on the British market,
Edinburgh shops the old trade o

N ark
“Made in Germany,” has begun to work
its way to the front, and i is being foung
that in the case of & good many attilsy
not only are the German samples wsnal)
of ‘quite acceptavle guality, but the Plies
is in almost every instance far below fhy -
of a similar article made at horme,

According to the representative of "
Leith shipping firm engaged in the jy, |
portation of German goods, many cutlory
firms in this country are simply ctying
aloud for large quantities of German ey,
lery, and firms i Flberfield and elsewhe,
in Cermany have entered into commy,
cation with British firms, offering goggg
at enticing prices.

There is no great supply of scissors, thy
small stock possessed by Germany being
rapidly absorbed, but the goods whig
have reached the British market are gl
at o fourth of the price of the Sheffelg
makes. It must be remembered, Tow.
ever, that tho prices quoted here are thy
manufacturer’s quotations. Four-ingh |
nail scissors are obtainable at 15s 6d pe
dozen; six-inch at 16s 6d; while nail cly.
pers are sold at tho astonishing low pricy
of &s 6d per dozen.

The British articles are nowhere negp |
these prices. Knives form a latge pro
poriion of the imported articles, and, oy
the whole, are of a really good qualily.
A capital knife may be purchased for 13
6d, its equivalent in English make probh-
ably cesting about Ts 6d; and for 25 o
39 6d, an excellent razor may be obtained,
Fnamel ware can be bought in greater
quantities than any other article, but ]
canunot be compared with the British class
of goods. The GCerman ware is ouly
dipped once in the enamel, while the Brit-
ish firms put their products through the
process seven times.

As an instance, a twelve-inch German
basin is offered at 1s 6d, the cost of the
home made being 4s 6d.
Before the war German musical i
struments arnd toys flooded the markel,
and a German firm of toy-makers, who
specialise in making dolls, are now offer
ing to supply British warehouses with
these at prices which completely undersel
the British production.
Some time ago a lrge consignment of
handhags arrived, valued at aboul
£13,600.  Frankly, quality for qualily
and value for value, to say nothing of
style, they scarcely compare favcurably
with the home productions—except in
price.

In every class of goods ¢‘German-made”
sells at much cheaper rate than the Brit
ish make., In quality, however, the Brit-
ish manufacturers are often much superior.

There can be no question of the fact
that firms in this country have agents is
Germany, who ave cnergetically pushing
the German goods, which in the presen
high-priced DBritish market offer an wr
usual opportunity for profit-making.

COMFORT FOR THE SORRDWING

*Tig sorrow builds the shining ladder
up, ’

Whose golden rounds are our calamities |

Whereon our firm feet planting, nea
God.

The spirit climbs, and hath its ¥
unsealed,

True is it that Death’s face seeld
stern and cold, -

When he is sent to summon those ¥
love,

But all God’s angels ocme to us
guised ; 1

Sorrow and sickness, poverty and deavt‘h,

One after another lift their frowei
masks, ‘

And we behold the scraph’s face I
neath, )

Afl radiant with the glory and the C“l:;

Of having looked upon the fron
Cod.

With every anguish of our earthly ‘ﬁ:

The spirit’s sight grows clearer: 8.
was meant.

When Jesus touched the
Iids with clay.

Life is the jailer, Death the angel _

To draw the unwilling bolt and st
free,

dis

plind me®

seui

. ..—L()We]l'

There’s gold in the rock
miners flock, ih
There’s gold in the sands of breatth
There’s gold in the very air #¢ :
Could science but seb it 'Tef”s hld
There’s hidden gold in the PlraIf‘m qarti
And we'll find it some da7, ough &
There’s ease worth gold for & © _
cold, . )
In ¥ood's Great Peppermitt Gt

where #




