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“SNIPS”

Procurable in
all

Departments

AT

Price & Bulleid

LTD.

COLOSSAL SALE
NOW ON .

.~ FOUNTAIN PEKS.

HE kind that are always at your ser-
vice; that never baulk, splutter, or
enltivate bad language. The tried and
proved stalwarts of the pen world. You’l
get them here

The Dedonne, Self-filler, 10f-
The Capitol, Lever Scli-filler, 12/6.
The Conklin, Crescent Self-filler, 20/-

The Cameron  Waverley, secure, Self-
filler, 22/6; gold-mounted, 30/- and &B;-

The Onote, Self Iiller, 20/-

The Waterman, Lever Self Filler, 25/-

The sclf-filling
and inky fingers and the quality of the

above pens is beyond dispute. Dost free
anywhere.

- HYNDMAN’S,

INVERCARGILL,
AGENTS.

—MUTT3N RIRDS!——
—MUTTON BIRDS|—

LARGE SUPPLIES NEW SEASON’S‘
BIRDS TO I{AND.
COOKED AND UNCOOKED.
Wholesale and Retail at—-

LINDSAY & €O,

TAY AND ESK STREET
SHOPA.

Special Mid'-Wiqter
Clearing Sale.

ASPEGIAL MID-WINTER CLEARING

SALE reduces our Boxed Suit and
Overcocat prices by 7/6 and 10/- each. Our
best quality Hats by 2/6é and 5/- each.
Our scle values in fine and heavy Roslyp
Men’s  Underwear

are unrivalled any

whore,

McNeil & Clark,

CLOTHIERS AND MERCERS
94 Dee St.

principle saves bother |
! she deserved.
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] think a man who propoeses to a gir.-l
before he is in a position to marry I8
nothing more nor less than a cad.”

The speaker utlered the words angrily,
and a dull flush spread over his handsome
face. -

Madge Elton, a pretty girl of twenty, re-
garded him pensively. -

1 don’t think vou would say thal if you
haa ever been 1‘el-.allv\‘ in inve, Mr Cray,”
she replied in cold tones. )

1t wae June, and a sunny afterncon. The
two were seated in deck chairs in the
garden of Madge's home.

Though only a clerk—and a junim‘» une
at that—in DBilling’s the big advertising
house, Randall Gray was made welcome ab
Johin Kltow’s home, despite the fact that
the latter wus a wealthy stockbroker with
an only and very attractive daughter.

For John Flton was a generous and
large-Tainded man. A month before, Gray
had done him a service, which he had re-
warded by throwing open the hospitality

{of his house 1o the former. The stock-

hroker reckoned himself no mean judge of
men; he felt that Gray was to be trusted.

And there he was right. Though Randall
Gray was not proof against the charms of
bf\-la»cllvge Llten, 1 :
pride that prevented him from showing his
real feelings.

lie would have died rather than confess
his love for Madge until he could provide
hier with the worldly position he deemed

Yet Madge liked him.  Her mother
noted with growing alarm the usual symp-
toms, Madge's appetite fell off perceptibly,
and sho Lecame prone lo fits of abstrac-
tion after Randall Gray’s visits.

But Madge, tos, was proud. Until Gray
shewed his true feclings she preferred to
maintain an outward appearance of cold
aloofness, rather than give the slightest

| hint of her regard for him. .

8o, whilst her father and mother in
secral conference, felt there was no danger
of what they would term an ‘‘unfortun-
ate” match, they hoth wished Randall
Gray, whom they genuinely liked, would
cither inherit a fortune, or else be re-
placed by a more cligible suitor.

Unhappily, from their point of view,
neither of these alternatives appeared pro-
buble.

Their sole safety lay in the strength of
pride of Madge and Randall.

This afterncon, though warm aud pleas-
ant out of doors, there was a hint of thun-
der in the air. .

Randall and Madge had talked on gen-
eral matters, until imperceptibly the con-
versation had drifted on to marriage.

Without realising it Randall had allowed
himself to declare his cpinions with more
heat and emphasis than usual; with the
recult that a slight coolness had fallen be-
tween the two. .

8o you think, Miss Elton,” remarked
Gray. ‘‘that selfishness is consistent with:
real love T

There was a faint note of sarcasm in
his voice. 't'he colour in Madge's cheeks
decpened,

"L am afraid 1 don't quite understand
you."”

“Don’t you think a man would be a
selfish brute to lake the woman he loved
from a home where she exjoyed every
cemfort to a life of penury—-if not actual
poverty.”

“He would, if the girl did not know
what his circumstances really were.”

“And cven if she did?”

“He could ask her {0 wait until he had
hettered himself.”

Gray shru:ggod his sloulders.

ing himsel{ 7’ he said.

“If a man has only grit in him, he will
sucteed,” answered Madge disdainfully.

For a moment Randall Gray did not
reply.  Then suddenly he rose to his feet.

“I'm afraid we don't see things alike,”
he said, looking down in Madge's eyes
‘“Perhaps it's pride-——or maybe just sheer
foolishness—but, to my way of thinking, a
man should prove himself first {n such a
case.” )

She met his gaze frankly. Never had
she soemed so beautiful to him; never so
attractive. Her daintiness and grace
thrilled and intox’ ited him, The air was
rich with the scent of flowers, and a gentle
breeze disturbed the satillness of the gar-
den. . From afar off came the distant rum-
ble of thunder,
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he possessed an obstinate

‘“Supposing he never succeeded in Letler-
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‘Good-bye,” he said, and extended his
hand. . .

She, two, rose to her feet—in surprise.

“You are going so soon?’

He nodded.

They shook hands and Madge wondered
at the sericus 100k that had come into his
eyes. :

Gray went straight back to his lodgings.
A wave of resoluticn had overcome him.
lfz knew that he loved Madge more than
anything else in the world. But he real
ised also the futility of ‘his love in his
present position. :

8o he sat down and wrote to her father.

“Dear My Elton,” he wrote. ‘‘Please do
not think me impolite or ungratelul to you
Ifm' your generous hospitality.  Bat, in
" the circumstances, I think it is advisable
for me to discontinue my visits to your
heuse, T am sure you will understand.
- With always my Dbest wishes; 1 remain,
Yours sincerely,

“Randall Gray.”

The letter arrived by the last post that
night. When he read it, John Elton passed
it across to Madge without 2 word of com-
“ment. He watched her face closely whilst
she read it

She went a trifle pale,
reply.

Yet, when Madge went to sleep that
 night, her pillow was damp with tears.

but offered no

1L

|  Many are the reasons that spur men on
to make money.

‘With some there is happiness in the mere
fecling that they are making it. With some
it is lo hoard their wages and build up a
fortune. Some make it to spend if as fast
as they get it. And with a few it is with
a definite object in view.

Randall Gray was one of the last. His
own tastes wore simple, his mode of living
plain.  But he was actuated by one great,
overwhelming desire. te wanted to marry
Madge. He wanted to make a home, He
wanted to live in comfort with an assured
futuve, untroubled by the dangers of pov-
erty and worry,

Ro straightway, after writing that note
t> Madge’s father, he began to devote all
his energies to the accomplishment of
these ends.

The firm at which he worked was a large
ore. Moreover, it was, if anything, rather
over-staffed. Promotion was slow. The
“top” men were youngish. So, besides
putting his soul in his work, he kept his
eye: open outside. )

At about that time a famous daily news-
paper made an offer of £100 for an adver-
tising idea. Now a hundred pounds is a
very useful sum. Many a successful man
to-day started business with less. Randali
Gray thought he could find a very good ues
for it

When, therefore, he returned io his
lodgings in the ecvening, after his day's
work, he spent the hours planning and
scheming.  In the end he produced a half
& dezen lairly good ideas which he duly
sent in.

Then one day, shortly before the award
was to be closed, his brain was visited by
a truly admirable idea, It was simple but
brilliant.

That night he lavished unremitting care
upon polishing and shaping the idea. He
| taunched it into the pillar-box trembling

with excitement and auticipation. i}

A fortnight later he received the compli-
ments of the great newspaper
with a hindred pounds' cheque.

“Well,” he murmured to himself in high
elation, “‘that’s chapter one.”

The newspaper did not rest content with
giving the award. It published Randall
Gruy's nume, It expressed the opinion
,?hat his effort was the most novel and
Ingenicus of any that it had received for
a long time. In fact, it was very generous
in praise. A it wrote him a letter savy-
ing politely that it would be glad to
contsider any further ideas be might care
to submit.

together

His cmployers saw the announcement.,
Even the directors were impressed, They
made inquiries of the manager concernin,
Gray. .

8o the manager sent for him,

The manager said he was very pleased
to see that Gray had won the hundred
pounds. He congratulated him. Ay the
same time, he felt he ought to remark that

rning

| meeting of the Metropolitan

Gray must not forget that his first duty
was to his employers. He thought that
they had fixst call on Gray's brains.

Gray was not surprised. :

“In fact, sir,”” he said, “you wounldn’t
have minded in the least my sending in as
many ideas as I liked—so long as ¥ wasn't
successful.”’ .

“Not ab all,” said the manager, I don't
say that. But—-" ]

A few weeks later Randall Gray sent in
his resignation, and launched out for him-
self.  With the hundred pounds and his
own savings which amounted to a further
fifty pounds he started a small advertising
busimess.

His fellow-clerks roared at the idea.
They regarded him as being quite mad.
They predicted an early downfall, and
drew vivid piclares of (iray sleeping on
the Thames Embankmend.

Randall Gray smiled. He¢ Lnew that
this attitude is always the inevitable ac-
companiment of enterprise thai hegins in
a small way. .

But when hie went home to his lodgings
at night, the theught of Madge Elton kept
him firm in bis 1esolve,

1L

Five vears had passed. Tt was autumn,
and the trees were clothed in tints of cop-
per-bronze. The afternocon was warm and
sunpy ; t6 Randall Gray ali was well with
the world. ‘ )

He was alone in his car—a sportiiy two-
seater. and was whirling along the Ports-
mouth road.

That morming there had been a general
Publicity
Company, Limited, of which Randall Gray
was managing director. A handsome div-
iderd had been declured. The sharchelders
had been ploased. lis fellow-directors had
been pleased, and Gray himsell had leen
pleased. For be was making money fast
Already he was marked down as a coming
nan.

1o wasz filled with joy of life... The
worldly success fur which he had strived
had becn achieved. His position was
assured.  And now his mind was solely
occupied by the thought of Madge.

For five years he had neither scen nor
written to her, Religionsly he had ex-
cluded her as far as possible from hig
thoughls that he might concentrale the
more fully upon his business.

Bat to-marrow—to-morrow he was going
to visit her father. To-morrow he was go-
ing to ask the stockbroker for formai per-
mission to-pay attentions to his daughber.
To-morrow he was going to show Jchn
Elton the pass book of his banking account

And Xadge? ’

Well, Randall Gray realised that Madge
would probably be coel towards him at
first.  Five years iz a Jong time. He
could now woo her with an ardour that
need be unvestrained.  Besides, he had
now the confidence of a successful man.

Bo, as his smart little car was gliding
smoothing throrgh the sanshine of the
alterncon, Randall Gray's' thoughts were
pleasant ones, and his eyes were bright
and smiling,

He decided to pull np at Ripley, and
there partake a cup of tea, He ran the
two-seater into a garage.  After his tea
he §trolled off ihe road along a quiet path
to indulge in a cigareite before returning
home. .

The path ran along the edge of a Jarge,
still lake: in the afterncon sun the beanty
of the surroundings was exquisite. As he
gazed across the water, it is smali wonder
that Gray feil into a mood of contempla-
tive calm.

He was araused from his reverie by the
sound of 2 light footstep a fow vards In
front of him. e glanced up. Along the
path a gitl was approaching bim.

It was Madge Elton,

- Iv.

For an instant Madge did not recognise
hup.  Then suddenly he saw the colour
desert her cheeks, She uvttered a little
exclwmation of surprise.

S“Mr CGray!”

He raised his hat and advanced towards
her. extending his band.

“How do you do, Migs Tlton 77

She serutinised him closely. 11e had
aged but little in the five years. But he
bad grown a trifle stouter, a trifie broader.
And he seemed to have hardened,

) As for Madge, he thowzht she was prot-
tier than ever.

D . .

For w inoment  after their greeting
neither spoke.  Both felt a certain awk.
wardiess.

And then

“It's- curious meeting you like this to-
day,” he said. “It scems almost as though
Fatc had intended it. For to-morrow I was
going to call upon your father.”

Madge raised her eyebrows. :

"Really,” she said in rather cold tones.

“Why I thonght you must bave complete-
ly forgotten us, Mr Gray™’

He regarded hep steadily.

‘I have never forgotten you,” he said.
“Do you really think I could?”’

“lt wouldn't have been at all surpris-

Q%
ing—avoiding us ‘
th;e-” g us a3 you haye done ity
*I had a reason—-"Hq Pauseq
then he went on. “‘Surely Jou gu.e
it was I desterted you so sudden) ff
Madge did not reply, She gmg-
ively across the lake. The colour }:e
turned to her cheeks. Ty, i
she looked at him and said. Presly
“The world seems to have
you well, Mr Gmy.”
“Yes,” he said. “‘Success hyg
way.”” There was a note of i
voice.  “T have worked harg-

lmn “Bing

Comng
de iy by

. TN
tinued, “‘towards a certain ey I :U».
s definite aim in view.” o

“And have you
j“t?¢3

“Purtly. Though my wordly Secese )
only been a means {0 an end,” N

Madge glanced at her wrist-wate,

“I'm afraid I must e going,”

Cray turned.

1, too, am going back to the ]'
will accompany you—if you've no g
tion.’”

They began to walk slowly hack,

Do you remember,” said Gray, "ty
couversation we had the last (ip, '
were together, in the  garden o Yo
house 7’ ’

“Five years is a long time,” sy Madey,

“Jt was about marriage. We 'hadam
argument, if you recollect, abaut vy
a man should propase to a gixT before } s
in a position to marry, or whethe
should wait until he has made goog

“Well 77

“T was wondering if you still lis
same views.”

“Nothing has
change them.”
“Then you still think a poor man sy
sink hig pride—" '

Madge Elton's Leatuiful eves flashed,

“Pride!” she exclaimed in angry tow
“Pride! What sort of man it is il
puts his pride before his love! Ilh
really is in love with a gitl, isn't jt p
sible that she, too, may care for hy
Is it fair to her to remain silent? i s
any spirit, do you think it will il
difference whether the man’s poor oy
T think that a man who frem pride o
any other reason remains silent whiyj
is his duty to speak is too selfish to kyy
the real meaning of the word love",

“Too selfish

“Let me tell you something, M gy,
that geems to have escaped yoo. Vi i
sitccess is a very fine thing. and e

accomplished yoy; .
youy g,

.“-];e ‘Md

oligg,

occurred 1o ey

o

VEIT T
who is worth the name will strive u )
on.  Money, position, power—whe du
nat desire them? DBut morey cannct by
everything. And love is one of th §
things it can’t buy.”’ 1
- Madge spoke quietly and earncsuy: s |
Randall Gray listened, the words scomed
to scerch his brain.  Despite himself he
could not restrain a growing anger within
him.  The thought that after his five
years ceaseless striving in siionce Madge
should greet him like this feriteied bim be:
yond measure. It was so ubterly ridieu
ous. This deadlock of ideas had cecurred
when they had parted five years agi; and
now it recurred as a barrier between then.

“How like a woman!’ he reflcued
bitterly.

So a silence fell between them. Ty
traversed the last few yards withont-:pﬁli-
ing. When they reached the rond Y@ |
said :

“I see my friends are wailing fr o
over there in that car. 8o I'll sy g
bye, Mr (ray.”

“(lood-hye, Miss Llton,”

He watched her run lightly &
road to where a big, touring «r shosd
She jumped in, glancing Dack s s
80.

Jong 8

A minute l:mter the car had <Iis:lp’pﬂ3f°dv
fron:  sight along the road.

V. ,
During the days that follo.vrcd_. Rﬂﬂ‘?‘“
Gray carried out his work in fm’f}}ﬂ’:‘hv
fashion. There was a-lack of 7.
hi: encrgies, and a lack of purpes # ™
work, o
T knew he still loved Madze vt %)
oll ardour. Tt was the thouglt of 1
ing his altentiods where they “'Z’,"‘I B
tasteful that galled him. What lLsif:
think of him in her heart? Was 5}@:1
cold towards him? Had the h};&&
time killed any regard ihat h"’ ’
she had felt formerly? It sn.sz‘rm&’q -‘l"\‘ “
His pride was piqued. ngh”.‘a“{m:
ly, he felt that at least he hat e
an honourable fashion and fr
motives. .
And so, he forebore 1roW il
his original intention. e (ulﬁff‘h"
keep away from the Eltof_“qe“ ¥
preferring instead to leb l_”m;b]ﬂ
hopelessly wretched and miser he 6
Then Destiny took a ha-"fz e
Tt happened a few _weeks lamjﬂrh e
crossing a busy ety thor  ome? €
heavy motor lorty, furning ;a - g
derly, struck Rnndall' Gray m‘uulaw“’
was taken, senseless, b &8 2 .
the hospital. " w‘,mﬂﬂ"
Ha was suffering badly ‘iro crushed ™
and his left arm was fl“:: sy ™
surgeon did not hesitaté:

caﬂ.‘v:""g o
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