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FUR SALE OR EXCHANGE.

FARMS .

WYNDHAM  DISTRICT.—270 Acres
Frechold in this famous locality for
£13 per dere. Good grass, well fenced,
watered and subdivided. Five-roomed
house, b-stall stable, with loft, larga

woolshed, 6-stall cowbyve, sheep
yards, ete. This is the cheapest farm
offering in Sowthland to-day. Terms

may be arranged.

LOOK AT THIS—395 acres near Wood-
fands; 45 acres turnips, 100 aeres
yonng gra.s, balance clder pasture.

his land has been limed and iz in
great heary  Well watered, fenced,
and subdivided. Six-roomed house,
etable, cowbyre with milking plant,

ete.  Price £20. Terms could be ar-
ranged :
Here is  something  good—Five-roomed

houss; bathroom, washhouse, gas. In
good order; situated alongside frs}
section of tram. A cheap home ab
£550. Terms could be arranusd

If you wizh to buy or sell a heuse or a
farm consult me.

F. H. TUCKER,

LAND AGENT.

GILOCHRIZTS

GOUGH XIIXIR.

2/6.  Postad 3/-
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FOR COUGIIS, COLDS, INFLUENZA
COLDS, WHCOPING COUGH, Ete

W. &G, Gilehrist,

PRESCRIPTION CHEMIST,

GRAND PHARMACY,

DER BT T

TVERCARGILL,

- DIGGERS,

——n

ON'T FORGET your Pals in old
Blighty, We have just opened out
# choice lot of :

CHRISTMAS CARDS

with views of Invercargill, and New Zea-
land scenery.

Also—

VIEW BCOXS

fon oo

he Scenery of our Beautiful
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 CHRISTMAR.

e ]

NOBLE'S

Dee street, Invercargill,

TIME

TIDE

WAIT FOR NO ONE.

QO HURRY UP AND SEND YOUR

—CHRISTMAS GREETINGS—

to friends abroad.

————

1 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.
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Mr Samuel Inkwitch was disposing of a
hurried breakfast, when the door opened,
to admit the head of his friend Trapley.

“Inky, old man,”’ said the inlruder, in
a hosrse whisper; “I can’t stop, but Ive
just got a tip for the Cooler Stakes, Do
Tealeal, s a doad cert!”

He was off beforo Inkwilch could utter

Sam bolted his Lreakfast, and rose 'ir-
resolutely. Unfortunately, he was himself
hurrying to catch a train and meet his
employer about some transport werk. The
bookmaker lived in the cpposite direclion
to the railway station. For ouce Sam de-
cided to trusk his wife.

“Saragh,”” he said to ..rs Inkwitci, “Uve
just got a grand tip about a horse. & want
you to go to Mr Barlow, and put tls uve !
shillings on for me. Name of Tealeal.”

Alrs Inkwitch picked up the scrap of
paper left behind and her lip curled scom-
fully as she stirved the baby’s barley-
waber.

“Tealeal!”” she sneered, turning over
the money.  “About as much as he’ll win
over it, Grand tip! Silly fool!”

The bookmaker was not at home, but hig
wife invited Mrs Inkwitch into the par-
lour. Mr Barlow was not a model hus-
band, and the two ladies were easily able
waree on the ovils of betting.

“T'ain’t mahy as would be as honest
as yeu, and bring the money, my dear,”
Mrs Barlow said.  “They mostly know
what fools men are, and just put it in
their pockets,  Win? ~Not likely ! Biso my
busband wouldn’t have so much money to
throw away in what he calls enjoymentt”’

‘1ne result of this conversation was that
tho serap of paper found its way inio the
fire. - aud Mre Barlow’s eldest girl was
sent on a short errand that gave much
wlion to both ladies.

“Den’t worry, dear,” said the book-
makev’s wife, wiping her lips, as they
purted. “I hope you'll get many a similar
errand.””

Duoring the afterncon Mrs Inkwitch
had oceasion to go io ihe oilman’s for
sonie soap, and received such a shock that
she left the shop without her change of.
twopence-ha’penny. )

A young man had been conversing with
the oilman.

“All very well for you to talk,  he
said, “You got to look at results. Now,
to-day I put two bob on Tealeaf, and it
romps home first, five to one, Consequent-
ly I've got ter shillings to take and my
two bob back, What do you say to that,

g1y

old man}?

Mra Inkwitch didn't wait to hear what
the oilman gaid. The horse had won,
and Sam, instead ‘of finding th&t he had
thirty shilling to take, would learn that
the money had nover been put on. In
frantic hasie, she sought out the book-:
maker's wife,

satis

In these circumstances, Mrs Barlow
could only reciprocate by sending her eld.
est ¢irl on another errand, similar {o that
of the morning. By this means, and some !
advice of a confidential nature dealing |
with the turf, she was able to scothe and
send her visitor away in good spirits.

Mr Inkwitch smiled when he opened
the door -in the evening and heard his
wife singing. ‘

“Got a bit of news for you, Sam,” she
called.

“I’s all right,” said Sam pleasantly. “‘1
bought the paper, and saw the result.
Been round to get the money, have you?” |

Mrs Inkwitch shook her head knowingly.

“Been round,”’ she said. ‘“But I didn’t
get the money. No fear. When you get
that money, Sam, it’ll be thirly pounds
instead of thirty shillings!”’

Sam asked for a quick solution to the
riddle.

“The luckiest thing!” Mrs Inkwitch
said. ‘1 was on my way to Barlow’s
when a little fellow Llke a jockey came
along. ‘Hallo!’ says a swell, stopping him,
“That was a grand race to-day. You got
Tealeal home splendid!’ Hearing the name
I stops. They went on talking about the
race, and the little chap said he’d just
come from the course. Then he whisp-
ered to the other man. ‘Put all you've
got on Turveytop to-morrow. I'm riding
her, and she’s bound to win!” ”

Mr Inkwitch gasped with excitement,

“So when I got to Barlow’s,’’ panted
Mrs Inkwitch, “‘and he said to me, ‘Come
for the monoy?” I said, ‘*Oh, put the
winnings on Turveytop to-morrow! '

CEki, AND A BAD BRADLURY.

., Turveytop.
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“Grand!” cried Sam excitedly.

The househcld supped that night on a
fresh crab salad at Mr Inkwitch’s expense.
The crisis was over, Mrg Inkwiteh began
to propare the way for a disappoinment by
suddenly casting doubts on the reliability
of a jockey’s confidence, but her husband
was entirely hopeful. Before the evening
was out he had planned the disposal of
his winnings vp to fiftecen ponnds.

If Sam’s excitement to get at the even-
ing newspaper on the following day was
intense, it was nothing to that of his
wife. And when the news came tnat
Turveytop had been hopelessly beaten she
was so relieved that the rvemainder o1 the
five shilling went in a necessary stimvlant.

Sam was thunderstruck, Fearing that

one newsapeper must be Incorrect,
he bought another. It was painfuily
twae.  Turveytop had lost. With a

natural depression, he dropped mto ile
club for consolation. ]

“It’s all right for you,”” somebody was
saying; ‘I ain't grumbling. What L say
is, none of you chaps vnderstand form.”’

Szm leoked on at the billiards in mondy
silence, while the vociferous individnil,
who proved to be Barlow, the bookmaser,
rated his andience on their irability to
understand the iniricacies of trials and
preliminary gallops.

“Now, there was Tealeaf,” he .a:d.
“A dead cert, and every backer lets it go
by!”

Mr Inmkwilch removed his pipe from his
mouth.

“Ixcept ome,” ke sald briefly,

“Except none,’” asserted Barlow. “‘You
all anissed it!™

“Ixcept one!” repeated Sam.

The bookmaker paused, and politely in-
formed the company that he had not rad
a single backer. Mr Inkwitch observed
that it was not his custom to call anybody
a liar, but he could put hiz hand on one
in that room, accompanying the insinua-
tion with a bold stave at Barlow. Hos-
tilities threatened to break out, it was
unanimously agreed that he should prove
his words. . 1le endeavoured to do so.

“A lie!” Bavlow asserted.

’

“My missis give you the money,” said
Sam, indignantly pointing the stem of his
pipe abt Barlow, “and called round in the
afternoon to tell you to put the lot on
It went down, go I lost if
allt”

A volce in the rear ventured the opinion
that anyone who put money on Turveytop
must be off his nutcracker. Barlow just
curled his lip, and appealed to the club
steward.

“(ieorge,”” be said anxiously, ‘“don’t give
him any more of that lemonade of yours.
It's affecting his head I ‘

This being tantamount to a reflection
on. Mr Inkwitch’s sanity and his wife’s
veracity, that gentleman’s coat was off in
an instant and lying on the seat. With
an equal celerity, tlie club steward joined~
in, and Sam went outside hurriedly, fol-
lowed by his coat. A good Samaritan
took the coat and its owner at a swifte

i pace into the next street, in time to escape

the attention of a constable.

“Hold up, old man!” said Trapley.
“Here! Put it on sharp, or you may get
run in!”’ )

When Sam had properly got his breath,
he poured out his grievance.

Trapley shook his head doubtingly.

“Used to get my missus to do the same
thing,” he said, smiling. “No more!
Women don’t understand these affairs.”

Having been further instructed in the
ways of the sex, Mr Inkwitch began to
see light, and expressed himself accord-
ingly.

“Talking of bad luck,” said Trapley,
“look at that.”  He handed over what
appeared to be a one pound note. “A
wrong 'uvn! Looks good, doesn’t it? But
just bad enough to get you pinched if you
should try to change *

Sam fingered the note absently, and
was about to hand it back when an idea
came into his head. A little later the
two men parted, the spurious note reposing
in Mr Inkwitch’s pocket. )

Sam’s wife was surprised and gratified
to find that her husband took it so well
Bhe declared tearfully that shs would
never believe in a jockey again, and grat-
uitously. took the blame on herself,

“That’s all right, old girl,” said Sam,
controlling himself.  “I got something
better for to-morrow, Not sure it’ll win,

but it’s worth trying.
a splash on it.”

The splash amazed Mrs Inkwitch when
it was revealed in the morning. She
stared from the pound pote placed in her
hand to her husband, and back again.
Sam explained that he had taken a bit
extra for overtime. He could afford to
lose it, and if the horse happened to win,
it would make up for the other disap-
pointment. . '

Mrs Inkwitch was sorely tempted to
repeat her experiment, but a pound note
frightened her, She sought counsel of Mrs
Barlow.

“Parted with it easy, did he?” said that
lady curiously.

“Quite casnal,” said Mrs Inkwitch.
““Said he could afford to lose it.”

“I should think he .could!” said the
other heatedly.,  ““And anybody else, too!
Is a bad 'un, my dear.  Youwll get
locked up if you're not careful.”

The bookmaker's wife fathomed the
unmenly  designs of Mr Inkwitch, and
when she gave voice to them Sarau grew
purple with indignation. Mr Barlow,
entering in a good humour at this juncture,
was consulted. To saw in this ruse a

, .
I'm going to make

| deliberate attempt to bring trouble on him.
self, and traced it to the affair of the pre.

vious evening. He at once devised a
scheme for the proper chastisement of Mr
Inkwitch, in which Sarah was enrolled as
a conspirator.

“T’ll leave it with you, then,” ghe said,

“Not much. said Mr Barlow, band-
ling the note like an unclean thing. ‘‘Take
it away! I might forget it ain’t’ a good
am T

Much to. the astonishment of Samuel
Inkwitch, the horse on which the spurious

.note had been placed came home an easy

winner.,  When he saw the result he re-
gretted that he had stocped to motives of
paltiy revenge, and hoped by soms chance

- that the note had found a safe destination

with the bookmaker. )

“Money weni on all right, I suppose?”
he said to his wife, putling a bold face
on the maiter.

“Yes, dear,” said Mrs Inkwitch. “T'm
so glad it won. He wasn't in when I
left the money ; but, to make sure, I put a
little mark on the note, in case of any
dispute.” )

Sam cousidered this in silence, but made
no remark.

“Better vun romnd after tea, and geb

your winnings,”’ suggested Mrs Inkwitch. -

“No hurry,” said Sam, -
will do.”’

Half an hour later, in response to a
Imock, Mrs Inkwitch opened the front door
and was conironied by Slr Durlow add
another man,

“Husband in?"” said the bookmaker.

“SBam!” called the lady. “‘Here's Mr
Barlow wants to see you! Step inside,”
she said te the visitors.

To-morrow

Mr Inkwitch was painting a water-can.
The brush dropped  from his nervous
fingers to the floor, But he was bum-
ming a tune when at length he sauntered
into the parlour.

‘“You needn’t have bothered to bring
it round to-night, old man,”’ he said cheer.
fully.  “The morning would have dome.”

“The morning wouldn’t do for this pusi-
ness,””  sald the bookmaker ominously.
“Cficer, this gentleman is Mr Inkwitch.”

The man puiled out a note-pook. A
cold chill ran up the spine 01 Mr Inkwitch.

“Serious affair this,” said the book-
maker’s companion. ‘‘Tendered a pound
note in payment of a bet to-day, 1 be-
lieve?”

“What's this?’ asked Sam, shaking,

“I think you know,” said the man
scribbling down svmething. “We've been
on the look-out for a long time to see
where the bad money came from. What
oceupation, did you say?’

Mr Inkwitch tried a show of virtuous

.indignation, bui not a ray of hope ap-

peared on the faces of the two men.
“It's shocking to see a man come down

to this,”” said Barlow. “But in the inter-

ests of justice it had to be done. Got

the handcufs, officer?” -
“‘Oh, Sam!”

Mrs Inkswitch, whose features had been
concealed behind a white apron, now ut-
tered a shriek.

“l didn't know it was bad!” whined
Sam. I was took in myeelf. You Lknow
me, Barlow; I wouldn’$ do such a thing!”

Mrs Inkwitch interposed with iearful
anxiety.

“You must have got the wrong note,”
she said. I know Sam’s note. 1put a
litile cross on it.”

Quite right,” said the man with the
book. ‘The note’s under lock and key
at the station, cross and all. Betfer take
him in a cab, I suppose!” he said to Bar-
low.

The miserable Inkwitch gave one glance
at his wife’s covered face, groaned, as
the baby began to wail, and made a
frantic appeal to the bookmaker. Ho de.
clared that hg had been imposed wupon.
He drew a wretched picture of the ruin
this exposure would mean to him, and

(

:Q
generally made a degrading exhibition ot
himself,

“Wait a minute,” said Barlow at fast,
He t-?ok the other man asiae, and, aftep
a whispered colloguy, let him out at the
front door.  “For the sake of your fam.'
:11y," he said to Inkwitch, “I'll gettla it,
if I can. But -« may cost you fivs
pounds. It'll be a bit of a job 1o stop
the mouths of the police. -

YLl pay,” said Sam, much relieved,

“You'll give me a bit of time, won'y
you? It wasn’t my fault. I ought to haye
been more carful.”

He stood by in perspiring humiliation
while Barlow took uwpon himself to maka
some caustic remarks about his character,
But for the bookmaker’s soft-heartedness
and sympathy for the wife and childrey,
he certainly would not have escaped.

Inkwitch breathed freely when he wag
at last alone.  Anxious to avoid his wife's
comments, he presently pui on his hat ang
went oub. The shock had been so great
that he made for the nearest hostelry to
treat himself to a stimulant.

He paused with his hand on the door,
as a loud laugh reached him.

“He won't forget that for a bit, [
guess,” sald a voice. *‘I was afraid the
missus would give the game away, but
she played her part up to the knocker.”

Another laugh followed.

As the laughter and conversation pro-
ceeded, the brow of Mr Inkwitch grew
black as thunder. He needed no stimulant
now, but returned home. Once nside,
he locked the door and removed his coat,
a proceeding that his wife witnessea with
a dumb nervousness, When he ..rew
his hat in a corner, she started to whim.
per.

“I just had the luck to hear all abont
it,” he eaid, with a leer. ““You and those
two have been having a fine game with
me, haven’t you? Now I'm going to have
a game with you, because you're the ring.
leader.”

Mre Inkwitch made a dart into the
kitchen, and seized a saucepan.

“You dare hit me!” she screamed. “You
didn't care if I got locked up, did you?”

“There’s another score,”” he said, point.
ing an ominous finger. ‘“You done me over
that five shillings and the winnings. A
solid thirty bob gone. Anl you bring in
a dirty bookie and his tyke to try te
frighten me, do you?! I'll teach you to
play tricks! Talking to me about hand-
cuffs! Hand over that pouna ncte!”
“I haven't got it! And if I had, what's -
the good of it to you? It was a bad one.”

Mr Inkwitch approached threateningly.

“Yon do!” cried his wife. “You lay a
hand on me, aua I'H thoow the bisseid
lot down the gink. You sha'nt have a
farthing of it!”

Sam paused and slared.

“Farthing of what?” he asked, ““It was
a bad 'un.”

Mrg Inkwitch looked into her husband’s
eyes for a minute, and then put down the
saucepan, (aining courage by his calm-
ness, she warily approached the table, and
drew from her pocket a handful of silver,
which she put down and retreated.

“l- changed it,”” she said, with mild
triumph. “Chemist was talking to some
people, and didn’'t notice. It was the
new shop, just opened.”

Sam’s bellicose attitude weakned per-
ceplibly.  He turned towards the mouey
with & look of satisfaction, and began to
test the silver pieces with his teeth, Find-
ing them genuine, he slipped them ones
by one into his pocket. His wife made
a dart at the last coin, and mnarrowly
escaped a cuff of the head. Picking it
up, he dropped it alfter the others; then
started to put on his coat again.

“Lucky you did change it,”” he said,
breathing heavily. “‘Saved your life! You
play a game like that with me again,
and T'll be hanged for you!”

‘ihe End.

“ENSHRINED.”

You left me in the splendour of your
youth— o
Btrong, brave, erect, your keen blus
eyes aglow!

The soul within you questing ' aiter
truth— .
To find the heart of things! to see—
to know.
High hope, high courage writ upon your
brow |
I watched yon as some galland knight
depart, )

And tho' you come back broken—
shattered now,
I hold that vision of you in my heart!

~Helen Stewarb

. The mills of the United States consumed
67,000,0001bs of wool during April

Tt is intended to bring down an amend-
ment to the Motor Regulation Act nexb
session providing, among other things, for
the licensing of motvor drivers, states the
Minister for Internal Affairs.




