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TAILORED SUITS
TO
ORDER
AT
MODERATE
CHARGES.

SUPERIOR—
MATERIALS

STYLE
MAKE
FIT
FINISIH.

NOTE:—Qur SUITS-TO-ORDER .are
built in our own Workrooms and are not
factory productions,

Price & Bulleid

TAY STREET, INVERCARGILL,
AND BLUFF,

FOUNTAIN PEKS.

HE kind that are always at your ser-
vico; that never baulk, splutter, or
caltivate bad language. The tried and
proved stalwarts of the pen world. You'll
get them here

The Dedonne, Self-filler, 10/-
The Capitol, Lever Scif-fller, 12/6.
The Conklin, Crescent Seclf-filler, 20/-

The Cameron Waverley, secure, Self-
filler, 22/6; gold-mounted, 30/- and 35/-

The Onote, Self Filler, 20/- }
The Waterman, Lever Seli Filler, 25/

The self-filling rinciple savés bother
and inky fingers and the quality of the
above pens is beyond dispute. Post free
anywhere .

HYNDMAN’S,
INVERCARGILL,
GENTS.

—WUTTON BIRDS!—
—-MUTTON BIRDS!—

LARGE SUPPLIES NEW SEASON’S
BIRDS TO HAND,

COOKED AND - UNCOOKED.

Wholesalo and Retail at—-

LINDSAY & CO.,
TAY AND ESK STREET
SHOPS.

NEW HATS

————

OW SHOWING. Black, Brown, and
Mouse shades in

GENTS’ VELOUR HATS,

Superior FUR HATS in assorted re-
liable shades.

TWEED HATS,
TWEED and ‘CRAVENETTE CAPS.

’ ——

LATEST COLLARS, WIDE.END TIES,
BOWS, and EUGLISH MADE
BRACES.

SPECIAL LINE
Of WIDE-END TIES all being cleared

now at 2/6 each. Worth nearly
double. -

McNeil & Clark,

CLOTHIERS AND MERCERS
94 Dee St.
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Billy Maitland was feeling particularly
happy. Tt was the first day of his boliday,
and the prospect of three weeks’ free-
dom from the cares and worries of business
made him feel so light-hearted that he was
fain to burst into song. Unfortunately, his
singing voice wag of the kind that attract-
ed unwelcome attention—people were wont
to inquire if he was in pain—so he re-
pressed the impulse.

Billy Maitland was twenty-three. He
had blue eyes and sandy hair. At the
moment of which we are writing, he was
striding jauntily along the platform at
Waterloo, with a smile on his face and a
sait-case in his hand.

The train was not fall. He selected a
compartment at random, and got in.

He had scarcely deposited his suit-case

on the rack, when the door opened and

two ladies entered the carriage.

The first was an elderly woman in black,
stern-looking, sour-visaged, and spectacl-
ed. To her his eye gave scant atfention.
A glance was enough io cause him to
divert his e¢ye hastily to her companion.

Maitland almost gasped.

Without doubt she was the prettiest girl
he had cver seen. Age-—well, eighteen or
thereabouts. Fair basr, like gleaming silk,
a perfect, scarlet mouth, and a complex-
ion, ho considered, comparable to the
bloom on a peach-—only better.

The elderly woman was clearly a dragon,
probably an aunt. She looked a woman of
character, too. Her mouth gave one the
impression that it could, when occasion
demanded gi¥e voice to remarks of consid-
erable acidity.

As his paze transferved itself again to
the gitl, their cyes met for the fraction of
a second, and  Maitland felt Lis heart
pounding against his ribs like a force-pump
working overtime.

Yet, as he covertly regardcd her over the
edge of & newspaper, which he was pre-
tending to read, he noted tuat there was a
ook of deep sadness in her eyes. She was
a little pale, too, and there clung to her
an indefinable air of dejection. 'That she
was suffering from some unhappiness, or
sorrow, Maitland was conviiced.

And soon he began {o feel dejected him-
self, in silent sympathy. Unreasonably,
he began to cherish a smouldering indigna.
tion towards the dragon, who remained ex-
pressionless, cold, supercilious.

Deep in his thoughts, Maitland drvew bis
caso from his pocket, carefully selected a
cigarette, and tapped it pensively on the
back of his hand before putting it in his
mouth.

He was about to strike a match when
the sound of a voice arrested him,

“Young man!” (It was the dragon, of

 course, speaking). *‘This is not a smoking

carriage!”’

Maitland coloured slightly, and, muttor-
ing an apology, abandened his incendiary
intentions.

“I'm awfully sorry!” he repeated. ¢1
quite forgot!™

No answer.

“Thanks very mach for reminding me,”.

he added, clutching at the fleeting oppor-

tunity of getting into conversation with his

iellow travellers. ’
Deep silence.

Maitland cast one lagt beseeching glance

at the dragon, but the latter appeared to
be decply absorbed in the landscape that
was flashing past the window at her side.

The girl, he noticed, presently opened a
small atiache case she was carrying and
extracted a writing-pad. Using the case as
4 rest, she began to write.

Before long, the dragon addressed a

guestion to the girl in an undertone,

Maitland did not hear the words, but the
girl nodded, and ihen he saw her colour
slightly.

The train, which was a fast one, sped
rapidly into the country, until at last. it
drew up at the Jittle station of Asher. As
it slowed down, Maitland saw his com-
panions hastily gather their belongings
together, With a wrench, he realised that
the girl was going to get out and pass
out of hig life altogether.

When the train stopped, the two alight-
ed.

Maitland’s eyes followed the girl in an
ardent gaze. To his great joy, she glanced
wist{ully back at him before she disappear-
ed frem view. It was nothing, merely an
exchange of looks, yet how thrilling,

Then a curious thing occurred,

A Srap of Paper

sk R R KRR KR AOKR KRR K A HOR RO KKK K AR R kK

Pand friendless,
"T can trast you and rely upon your help.
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Maitland’s gaze fell to the carriage floor,
attracted by a white object reposing there,
It was a piece of writing-paper. The girl
must have dropped it. He sprang to his
feet and picked it up.

His immediate impulse was to run after
her, to restore the paper to her. Then,
involuntarily, he glanced at the writing.

At that moment the porters were slam-
ming the carriage doors. The guard blew
ins whistle. The engine gave a preparatory
snort. Then the train began to glide for-
ward, .

But Maitland stood transfixed, his star-
ing eyes focussed upon the paper in his
trembling bands. In a large, bold, rem-
inine hand, he read the following words :

“Dear Friend,—I am in terrible danger.
Every moment my life i threatened, and,
if help is not quickly forthcoming, 1 am
condemned to die. Unless you aid me,
I am without a friend in the world. 1 am
in the clutches of a gang of desperate
scoundrels, who will stick at nothing. o,

_ although I seek your help on my behalf,
{1 feel I maust warn you to turn back if

you are afraid of risking your life. Ii,
on the other hand, you are prepared to
taie the risks, please do be canticus. In
réturn, I can offer no yeward other than
friendship and esteem, for I am both poor
But something tells ne

You seern so strong and brave and good.
Else I wounld die rather than make fhis
despairing appeal? Will you try to help
meo?

“Blue Eyes.”

“Will T iry to help her!" reypecated Mait.
land, in a risging voice, adding resolutely,
"I will move Heaven and earth to save
her!”?

And then, moved by a sudden emotion
that sometimes makes cven big, strong,
silent men do things they are sorry for
afterwards. Maitland kissed the scrap of
papet Lcndérly.

“My little Blue Fyes!” he murmured,
in rapturcus accents.

But the train, of course, had meanwhile
pathered speed, and, when Maitland fran-
tically sprang to the carriage door, the
Little station of Asher was fast receding
inte the distance.

1L

The next station to Asher wag Wilfora,
o matter of half an howr’s run, To Mait-
land it seemed like months, He though$
the train wos never going to stop. To
contain himself was a matter of consider-
able effort.

As the station hove in sight, he seized

| his suit-case, and several seconds before the

train came tc rest he leapt to the platform.
He glanced at the station clock. Tt was

just noon.

Wilford scemed 5 small and sleepy place.
Apparently, the railway officials wero
specially selocted to fit in with the general
scheme, for the porter whom Maitland
accosted a few moments later was the
sleepicst, most vacant man imaginable,

Maitland caught him as he was in the
act of slowly closing a carriage door.

“Next train back 1o Asher?” snapped
Maitland.

“Bh7-

“What time can I catch a train to
Asher 7

“This train don’t go to Asher, guy'nor.””

"I know that. I've just got out of it!"”

“Othor platform for Asher.”

“Yes! Yes! But what time?”

“Ihis train goes to. klkington, Farley,
Dovmstead, Evesham, Little Sprogtonfield,
Haverside——" .

“I don’t want to know where.this train
goes to!”’ shouted Maitland impatiently.
“Can’t you tell mo the time of the next
train to Asher?”

“Oh, Asher!” repeated the
scratching the back of his head.

"“Yes, Asher!” .

The porter mediated for a full minute.

“You'd better ask al the booking-office,”
he mumbled at last, ““You see, guv’nor,
this is my platform, and Asher trains come
in at the other platform.”

Maitlard strode off in disgust.

At the booking-office he had better luck.
After repeating his question several times,
he at length elicitéd the fact that the next
train back to Asher was the 2.25 p.m.

“Two hours wait!”’ he groaned,

He left his suit-case in the cloakroom,
and walked into Wilford, He was hot

porter,

and flustered, and required & period of
quiet thinking to restore his muffled tem-
per.  Besides, his plan of action was to
be thought out.

He had quite decided to help the girl.
But, how? First, he would go back to
Asher, Iuquiries from the station officials
might put him on the scent. The striking
beauty. of the girl was almost sure to have
been remarked.

Then, assuming he discovered where she
had gone, what then? How was he to effect
a rescue? He reflected that he was alone
and uuarmed. Should he buy a revolver?

“Ill wait until I get back to -Asher,”’
he decided, after much strenuous thought.

He returned to the station, and, after
what seemed an age, the 2.25 puffed sed-
ately in. "

The jourrey back to Asher seemed to
take even longer than the previous one,
but there is an end to all things, and at
last the train drew in the station. He
alighted hastily.

Waiting until the other passengers had
given up their tickets, Maitland approach-
ed the collector—a red faced man, with
a fiery moustache.

“Were you on daty here about three
hours ago? he asked.

“Wob?" said the other, in a surly tone.

“Were you here when the ten o’clock
train from Waterloo arrived?”’

“Yes, I was ’ere, mister,”” he admitted.

“Now, tell me, Did you notice, by any
chance, an elderly lady, dressed in black—
a rather stern face, she’s got—accompanied
by a very pretty girl of eighteen? Both
wero carrying small handbags.”

“Ay. 1 know the parties you mean, I
saw ‘em!”

Mazitland felt 2 glow of exciterment thrill
his veins,

“Did they change into another train, or
go out of the station?’

“I suppese  you lost sight of them
then 7’

*“‘For the moment 1 did; but about five
minutes later, as 1 was a-going to the
office to give up me tickets, I saw ‘em
ontside the station ’ere. They were just
goin’ to take the cab, I should say.”

“Good ! zaid Maitland. “Thevks very

much !”’

He quitied the station hurriedly. Now
ke was sure on peint number one—that his
guarry had ot left the neighbourheod of
Asher.  Qutside the station stood a single

one-horse cab of dilapidated appearance. .

It was difficalt to decide wlich was the
more decrepit—the cab or the horse, Near
by, leaning up against the wall, with a
straw’ in his moeuth, was a toagh-looking,
brown-faced, old man,  On seeing Mait-
land, the old man slowly straightened
himsel{.

“Cab, zur?’ he asked, in funeral tones..

Without replying, Maitland produced
another Lalf-crown, and fingered it casual-
ly.. . .

“Are you the only cab that plies kere?”
he asked, :

‘Yes, sit. And a very good cab it be,
sir. Comfortable as a kerridge.  And
safe.”

“M'yes; I should imagine it's quite
safe,” replied Maitland, regarding the an.
cient nag between the shafts.

“Where would you want to be going,
sirf’

Maitland was visited by an ingpiration.

“I wany you to drive me, cabby, to the
same place that you drove those two ladies
who came down by the eleven-thirty train
from London.

“What-—Digby Todge, sir?”

“That’s place,” sald Maitland easily.
“But [ don’t want to go right to the house
itself. Put’me down a hundred yards this
side of it.”

“All right, sir, 1 understand.”’

Maitland climbed juto the rickety, old
cab. A minute later, he was Leing con-
veyed, at a leisurely pace, towards the
object of his search.

The cab dreve  through the quaint
Strects of the little town of Asher, event-
vally emerging inta a quiet, well-kept
road.  On either side, each in its own
grounds, and' situated well back from ihe
road itself, were a number of attractive
houses, of comfortable size, suddenly, the
cab pulled up with a jerk.

Maitland alighted.

“Here you ave. sir!l” said the cabby.
“Digby Lodge ke ths third 'un on tihe
Jeft,”

Maitland thanied him and paid the raan
who after persuading his steed to perform
a number of complicated evolutions, suc-

ceeded in turning the cab about, and drove
off.

Digby Lodge proved o be a type
similar t0 its neighbours.  As he strolled
by, in a leisurely manner Maitland
scrutinised it closely. Certainly, its out-
ward appearance gave no sigus of crime
and villainy.

He walked past the house  dozen yards
then turned, and slowly retraced his steps.
This occurred several times. When he was
passing the house, for, perhaps, the tenth
time, he realised, with a start that he Was
being watched,

Next door 40 Digl o
00!
called The Cherrig, aug- e 10y
gate of this latter residence tha.:a 1 e
discerned a small, white-haireq i%‘l
old man intently regarding hip, ey,
“Won't do 10 let, the old by
picioas,” thought, Maitland t o "
can do nothing for the moment, wl,
Besides, I'm getting deucedly pyy ™
With that, he savntered caly
the road, back towands the tovmy N
half an hour later he was enga.gea' e 1
isfying his hunger and thinking mﬂ.t
plan of action. o
Yet, had he known it, scarcely y, ]
out of sight, when the wizened, Iittl:‘
man trotted out of his gate a&nd n.oli
drive to Dighy Lodge. Fl

Arrived at the front door, he py,
agitated knock. Pl
“Is Miss Bloomsbury in?" b, a5l
o

maids, in breathlesg tones,
“Yes, sir!”
“‘Please tell ber T must soq hey ®
on a matter of the greatest impgrmmﬁ?

. . . . \

Maitland sat long over his meq i, h
little hotel which he had discovereg, Whey
his  hunger was appeased, }he Suckeg
cigarette after cigarette, whilst pe deeply
cogitated over his next step,

Tt was nearing seven o’clock wiyg, e Jey
the hotel, apd already the daylight yrgg
beginning to fade. Proceeding sowly, g
taking a circuitous route, he wegy His
Wway once more towards Digly Ladg,

The road was deserted, and yp it wag
almost dark, Walking boldly Wt the
gate, Maitland opened it, and uietly tip.
toed along the drive. .

Close to the house was a clamy of Yaane

couple of paces, keeping ¥

bushes. A moment later he had lej, s |
drive and concealed himself in thes,j
such a position that, though invisils by,
self, he had 2 good view of the hug, 1
Inside he could sce all lights were tumg)
on, but ihe drawn blinds prevente iy
secing actually into the rooms, Qccsiony
ly, he heard voices, and once ke thanght
he caught the sound of her voice,
“Blue Eyes!”

From the chwreh ciock, in the {own, he
presently heard the hour chimity. Kight
o’clock!  An hour passed slowly. without
event, and then ancther. Maitin began
to feel stiff and cramped, and mae tha
once lie caught himself nodding, as bis ey
lids grew heavy with walching The dock
chimed the half-hour aiter ten,

“Click,” -

What was that? He glanced upwany
and saw that the lights had suddenty be
switched on in one of the bedreoms p
stairs. Lvidently, the people in the homs
were preparing to retire for the night.

Then he saw the outline of a figuve, si
houetted for a moment, in the act o
shatting the window before drawing the
blind. It was the girl!

Steoping, he hurriedly grablied a hund:
ful of carth and pebbles, and thing themat
the window. In aa instant, the wirdir
was raised again.

“Who’s there?”

“Hush ! replied Maitland, i sibdued
tones. “They might hear you!”

“Who are you?”

“A friend. I've coms to hep yw!l
got your note.”

The girl paused doubtfully for « mon-
ent. She was now leaning out of the
window, peering down into the darknes
bowards Maitland. .

“Where are you?’ she asked. "1 can't
see you.”

“I’m in the laurel bushes.”

“Ah!” .

“Don’t speak too_ loudly. We muy b8
oyerheard,” warned Maitland. )

At his words, it seemed that ﬂ/‘le gl
gave a little gasp. Then she said:

“Fisrem Wy stop where you 8
for a little while?”

"4 wees v aw.u an inch!” i

The next instant, the girl withdrew 3
closed the window. Maitland rema?
motionless, wondering whal was G"’"gl,w
happen next. He was novw m’rfb,nfg
violently with excitement and anbef -
tien.

Then a fooistep
made his heart jump.
darkness,

The figure of a man was
motionless a few yards from him.
Maitland kept quite still, scaveely &7
to breathe, Had he been.discovevll't" s e

man seemed to be looking tow¥
laurel bushes. b

His curiosity was satisfied a'.n‘omm
later. " ai

“Come oub of it, you vi]la»i{l!' f*‘f the
man, suddenly breaking the Sﬂcfl,c('\,,.n.

I warn you I bhave you goversa .
revolver, If you try to escap®,
shoot! Come out!”

on the drive nw"]
He stared il the

slanding

4. Then kis car caght

Maitland hesitate s . vt
an ugly click, suggestive c:p ootk
hammer being drawn b e gt

; i he
Having no desire to erged.
d the bushes and &
ke parted the Iver receded ¥

Tho man with the TVORT Ty




