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HEAVY ALL WOOLTwEED TROUSERS
Less than
HALF
PRICE1

Uguallg sold at 49/11,
thesc omart trousers are
being cleared at only22/41 becaitsc they"re inodd eizes only. In grey Or
brewa lonings, perfectly
tailored, etrong pockets atsides ad hip. Finished with loops Jor belt
SIZE 3 Inside leg 28in. Waiat 4in.SIZE 4 Inside leg 29in. Waist 32ili

To Clear at 22/11
post free.

WE CATER SPECIALLY FOR MAIL ORDERS1
PRICE 6 DEMPSTER LTD.
37 ALBERT St,, AUCKLAND

ChestColdMisery
RelievedbyMoistHeat
of ANTIPHLOGISTINE
CheST COLd The most heat of anANTIPHLO CISTINESorEThROAT poultice relieves cough,
BRONCHIAL tigbtnessofchest,muscle
IrritATion soreness due to chest

SPRAIN Bruise cold,bronchial irritationand simple sore throat:SOREMUSCLES Apply an ANTIPHLOG:
BOILS (STINE poulticejustbot

enougb to be comfort:able~then feel themoist heat g0 right
70 work on that cough; tightness 0i
chest; muscle soreness: Does good, feels
good for several houre:
Themoistheatof an ANTIPHLOGISTINE
poultice also relieves pain reduces
swvelling, limbers uP stiff aching muscles
due {0 simple boil, sprain, bruise,
similar Injury Or condition. Get ANTI
PXLOCISTINE at yourChemist Or Store
taday.
Denver Cketical Mfg. Co;,78LiverpoolStreet:Sydnera

| SHORT STORY
(continued from previous page)
so surely to its climax that must have
been inevitable. The kind of day that
makes you believe in fate, and in pre-
destination.
To begin with, it was hot. A wind-
less day in late summer when the heat
is cupped in the hills and the men
cutting cocksfoot on the yellow slopes
are like slow flies burdened by their
own movement. The bees were blund-
ering in the sweet peas, grasshoppers
were shrilling their intolerable note, and
the only cool sound was that of the
stream, glucking
among its boulders.
We were drawn to
the stream as surely
as though we were
brumby cattle of the
Australian __ desert.
We followed — it
across the paddock
from the swimming
pool, drawn as
mutch by the current
as were the leaves
and twigs that
floated upon it.
There was a great
deal to interest us.
We found dead
dragon-flies, hunted
for bullies, and ate
watercress. We left
our shoes by the
bridge and squelch
ed our toes in the mud, and trailed our
dolls until they were as damp as we
were. We were all very proud of our
dolls, and took them everywhere.

bod 3 %

T was late in the morning when we
finished up at the whirlpool, There
it lay, in to-day’s heat, cool and invit-
ing. The trees that hemmed it in no
longer seemed dank, the moss and slime
at the brink was now a cool green, not
a rancid one. Because of the slope of
the ground, on the upper side of the
pool there was a deep bank, while the
lower boasted a beach of sandy mud.
Here we dipped our toes with a sense
of brave excitement, while Annie again
sought to terrify us with her -tales of
horror. But the day was too hot, Then
we ate konini berries, but there’s no
flesh, really, just skin and pip. The
elderberries were better, though we
didn’t care for them, éither. We ate
them because they were there, and
edible.
The berries inspired Annie to more
tales of horror, of poison ivy, nettle
stings, and the terrible fate of cows
which had eaten tutu. It was probably
all this induced us, when we Had some-
how wandered back and over the bridge
and then on to the back on the other
side of the whirlpool, to play at hos-
pitals. All through our childhood hos-
pitals was our favourite game. My part
was usually a quiescent one, that of
patient. After Meggie had put my
broken leg in splints and my neck in
plaster, bandaged my hands and given
me soup, she thought she would make
my bed again before bringing in my
baby.
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. "Shift over, Kate,’ she said crossly,"I can’t get the sheet off."

"How can I shift over? My neck’s
broken. There isn’t any sheet anyway."
"If there’s no sheet then your neck
isn’t broken. Go on, shift over a bit.I want your: bed on the soft grass. It’s
nicer."
"It’s too near the edge. I'll fall in
the whirlpool."
"Don’t be silly. You’re miles away.
Go on. There that’s better."
She settled me down and went to get
my doll. Women in hospital always
had babies. I lay there and looked at
the tracery of trees above my head, and
ran my fingers through the soft grass.
Such soft green grass, and the earth
beneath it was soft too and black. So

comfortable. Meggie
came back with my
doll, and for some
pervetse reason, in
order to tuck in be-
side me, went round
and knelt on the
edge of the bank
above the water.
She was just rising
to her feet when the
earth gave way, and
before she had
time to shout she
disappeared into the
whirlpool.
I’m afraid none
of us were heroes.
I rolled away from
the edge (it was
only luck I hadn’t
gone in too) and
the three of us went

shrieking up to the house with a
noise to wake the dead. Annie
was first, but my aunt heard us coming,
and when Mary and I panted over the
"bridge we were in time to see her shake
some sense out of Annie and fly out of
the garden. Fly is the word. She didn’t
go round by the gate. My aunt wasn’t
a young woman, but she went over the
fence in one leap-she jumped right over
it, Mary kept repeating afterwards, in
awe, she jumped right over it.
Meggie was all right, as it happened.
She was clinging to some. branches
growing out over the water, which there,
under the bank, were deep and fright-
ening. When I struggled back, my
knees like jelly,.my aunt was helping
Meggie up to the grass, where they
collapsed in the ruins of the hospital.
Mary and I sat down too, and for a
few minutes we all wept, and then my
aunt blew her nose and said "Well!" I
expect she’d have liked to spank us all,
to relieve her feelings. Then she car-
ried the bedraggled Meggie, now shak-
ing with cold and fright, to the house,
where she put her to bed \with hot water
bottles.

* *
JERHAPS by this time my aunt
thought she’d had enough of us, for
the next day she sent my mother a tele-
gram, and mother arrived the same even-
ing. She was pale and distraught, and
spent a good deal of time going over
Meggie to see if she wasn’t hurt at all,
and trying unobtrusively to listen to
her breathing, to see if she hadn’t
caught cold. Meggie, who was now
quite well, enjoyed herself. She sat
at the tea-table, eating pikelets and
basking in attention while Annie, who'd
never had such a chance for recounting
drama, went over and over her story.All the time mother listened ae 9
glancing at Meggie to make sure she
was still there.

"MY AUNT was helping Meggie up to
the grass, where they collapsed"


