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

VOLUME I—
“The New Zealanders at Gallipoli."
By Major Waite, D.8.0.,, N.Z.E.

YOLUME 1T.—
“The New Zealanders in France.”’
1]\3{1370(301. Stewart, C.M.G., D.8.0.,

YOLUME IOIL—
‘"The New Zealanders in Palestine.”
By Lient.-Col. Powles, C.M.G.,
D.8.0.

VOLUME 1V.—
The War Effort of New Zealand.
Mesopotamia, etc.
ORDER RIGHT NOW.
Price 6/- Vol.  Posted 6/6.

RYNDMAN'S,

I 'VERCARGILL,
AGENTS.

———— THE ‘“DIGGER” — —
Says thai
Mcli‘m AND CLARK,
94 Dee street,
are the Leading CLOTHING
and MERCERY OUTFIT-
TERS in Southland.

Try them for——
SUITS, HATS WOOL UN-
DERWEAR, SOFT COL-

LARS, TIES, SHIRTS, Ete.

M<NEIL % CLARK'S
3 SUITS To MEASURE =

~-TO YPRES. —

Twi British Tommies on demobilisation
&1 managed to secure an old automobile
@lablishing themselves modestly as ex-
cursion agents to the Flanders battlefields |
fn 2 small town pear the Belgian border.
¥o them one day vame a young “‘Cuthbert”’
with his girl, both bearing evidence of
epulence acquired probably in  munibion
factories.

“What!” cried Cuthbert, “‘you want five
reunds to take me to Ypres.”

“Too much, Is it?” responded .. of
tho partners. ““Well, my lad, if you'd only
come out here *wo years ago, you could
kave gone along there for nothing.”

THE MAJOR'S MISTAXE.

At o local party, held for returned
garriors, including all the staff of the
fown’s regiment, alter a little persvasion
ite adjutant stood op to sing,

‘Adjutant {singing): *“And we didn’t

are & button if the odds were on the
Em—&en, twenty, thirly, forty years, efc,

M?ox {aryused from » nap)s TAs Fyou
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A STRANGE VISITOR.

**A person to see you, sir!”’

““A what?’ queried Mr James Salter.

“A person to see you, sir,” repeated
Miss Turrell, elevating her pretty nose, if
possible, a trifle more,

Jimmy Salter smiled up his sleeve. He
knew exactly the extent of Miss Turrell’s
disapproval of a visitor by the angle of her
expressive little nose. However, he con-
cealed his merriment.

“Has the person got 2 name?”’ he asked
genially.

YT don’t know,” returned Miss Turrell,
“Tf he has he refuses to reveal it.””

“H'm! A mysterious sort of Johnny,
Bhow him in, anyway, and we'll bave a
look at him,” .

A moment later Jimmy Salter received
the genuine shock of his life. A lean, dirty,
cadaverous wreck of a man shuffled into
the room, hesitated for a moment or so
and then held out his hand with a sori of
ficrce aggresive movement, as if he quile
anticipated a refusal

“How do, Jimmy?’ he muttered.

Jimmy Slater stared, Miss Turrell,
arrested in her departure, stared algo, and
breathed quickly. She sniffed the scent of
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| drama in the very air.

Mr Jimmy Salter was everything a
young girl’s ideal of what manhood ought
to be. Immaculate, debonait, distracting-
ty handsome. The visitor was a draggle-
tailed tramp, He had not shaved dfer
days. He had not bathed for an indefin.
ito number of weeks., He wore the choker
of the hovligan, the greasy, over-peaked
cap of the Paris Apache. His clothes
wonld have been an offence to a decent
BCArCECTOW.

There was a crash. Jimmy leapt to his
feet, and his chair went over backwards.
He literally rushed at the scarecrow man,
and shook him by the shoulders with an
amazing affectionateness that seemed .in-
capable of any milder form of expression,

“Drexel!”” he said, with a choke in his
voice. “‘Jack Drexel! By the Lord, it's
yow.”

Miss Turrell sat in her little office a
raoment later, feeling and Jooking rather
stunned. She was. out of her depths. This
was something altogether outside and be-
vond all the vast cxperience of life which
she had accumualated in the course of nine-
teen years,

An hour later Jack Drexel, the scare-
crow person, and Jimmy Salter, the fash-
ionable solicitor, were still closeted to-
gether in the latter’s pleasant office, The
door was locked, and they were talking
gravely. Of the two Salter looked the
more grave,

“Twook hers, Jack!"™ he said. “Have you
coms to me for advice?”’

“No,” replied the other shortly. “I
want nobody’s .dvice. I have come home
to do a certain thing. There’s nothing very
complicated-about it, and if I had wanted
the law and the lawyers to wrangle over
my little difficulty, I could have done that
seven years ago, couldn’t 17"

“Exactly ; and in my opinion it's a pity
you didn’t. Anyway, you haven't come to

““Chiefly to see if there is one man who
knew me in the old days who is-still ready
to shake me by the hand, in spite of the
wreck 1've become. Secondly, I want some
money, enough to fit myself out as a gen-
tleman, and take my place as one for a
few weeks.”

“That’s easy. You are 2 fairly -—sll-to-do
man. Yo left your small capital in my
charge when you choose to disappear from
the face of the earth. You haven’t spent a
penny of it for seven years, and, under my
csreful investment, it has flourished like
the green hay tree. In a word, you are
xore than twice as well off as when you
went away, in retarn for which T hope
you will no} think hard things aboub sol-
icitors any more. Now, whether you like
it or not, I am going to give you some
advice, and I charge you nothing at all
for it.”

“Fire away!” said Drexel ungraciously,
“You might as well save your breath for
® more paying client.”

*“Loak here, Jack! What have you come
home for? I’s not to resume-your old life,
because you say that in a few weeks you
are going back to the South Seas or where-
ever was the last outlandish place you
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me for advice, what have you come for?” -
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“I've come home to get my own back,”
mattered Drexel grimly.

“Which, in a word, means revenge! To
revenge yourself “on Harold Archer?”

Drexel nodded. '

“Well, my advice to you is to leave it
alone, You won’t go about the business
in the proper legal manuer. You want to
deal out justice with an axe. That may he
all right in the South Seas or the Klondyke
Trail, or the Montana Ranges, or in mest
of the places where you've been spend-
your time the last seven years; but not
here, Jack, In this place, and in this
year of Grace, that sort of thing is not
done, -

“T admit your grievance. I admit that
yoi ’ve been miserably wronged by Archer.
But you should have stood up to your
trouble when it came at you, instead of
running away from it and nursing it for
seven years.

“Do you know what you’ve done?
You've got the whole thing out of propor-
tion,  You've got yourself into such a
frame of mind that you're inclined to be-
lieve that even homicide would be justifi-
able.”

‘“You wrote a play—‘The Star of India.’
And a dashed good play, too. You sub-
mitted it to an actor-manager, named Har-

old Archer, who was by the way of being ,

a friend of yours. Archer kept it some
time, and then returned it, with regrets
that he was unable to make use of it.”

“He did not return it,” interrupted
Rxerel. *““He sent a letter of regret in a
large envelope, torn and burst open. Tt
was the device of a child. I was asked to
believe that the manuscript had been re-
turned, but had been lost in the post
through the bursting of the envelope, But
1he letter was not lost.”

“Very good,” continued the solicitor,
“We will say he adopted this transparent
device. A few months later he brings out
a play called ‘The Veil of Silence.” That
is a great play. It ran for three years,
and Archer made pots of money ont of it,
You claim it as a colourable imitation of
your play.”

“It is my play!” snappeéd Drexel. ““The
names are changed. It is staged in Chipa
instead of India, The Hindoo characters
a’e Chinamen. A few unimportant details
ace altered, and spoilt. But the play is my
play, and Harold Archer never wrote any-
thing like it, and never could.”

“"Very good,” continued Salter, “1
believe it is all as you say. But there is
2 bit more in it thap that, and I'm going
to speak plainly to you. Archer married
Diana Carrington, I believe you were
once ma.s than a little absorbed in that
direction yourself?”’

Drexel shrugged his shoulders, and Sal-
ter went on grimly,

“You were only in the same boat as
several other eligible young men, myself
included. But she chose to marry Archer
—before he produced your play, mind—
and she loves him.”

“How do you know?’ growled Drexel.

“Because I have common sense and ordi-
nary perception, and I know the colour of
the light which shines in a woman’s eyes
when she finds hersell married to the man
for whom she would give up all the rest
of the world, and count it well lost.”’

“And what's all this to do with me?”
demanded Drexel, '

“Just a theory of mine,” went on Sal-
ter. ‘I admit that Archer may be all
sorts of a scoundrel, but I wounld sooner
s»e you laugh at all this business, and go
and write another play that will wipe the
floor with the ‘Star of India,’

“Why P

‘Becams that would be more like the
man you were, and the man I believe you
still are under the skin, And because I
believe there is still some good in Axcher,
o+ he would not win and keep the love of a
good woman, as he has won and kept it.”

“That may be your way of looking at
tha matter, but mire is different,’” said Dro.
xe!, as he went out

& . a3 L * E
‘A new play by Harold Archer was bil-
led to mzke s appearance n o West End
theatre shortly. It was a fragment of news.
paper giving this nformation which had
brought Drexel back from the Scuthern
Pacifio. .

go one better.
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he had waited seven years was imminent.
~ The new play was entitled “The Qut-
cast.””

Once he had obilained some new clothes
and got himself fitted out as a gentleman,
it did not take Drexel long to find out
what the play was like,

Within & week he had witnessed a dress-
rebearsal. Before it was half through he
krew that Archer was riding for a fall
that would finish his play-writing career
for ever. This was obvicusly not a stolen
play, He had written it himself, prob-
ably with the curious idea that having
predeced one success he could foist anoth-
er on the public by the mere weight of
his reputation.

But Drexel knew better., The play was
rubbish, The whole thing depended on one
character—the outcast. And the part was
hopeless—a dull-witted torrent of words
which the best actor in the world could
not have raised from the level of bore-
dom.

‘But Drexel was not content to wait for
thiz fiasco and count that as bis revengel
He had arranged another programms,
which he proceeded to put into execution
a few wnights later.

He knocked at the door of the big house
in the neighbourhood of Regent's Park,
and asked for Mr Archer.

He had seen him and Mrs Archer go
out 2 few minuies before, so was not sax-
prised when he was told they were not at
nome. .

He said he would wait, and was con-
scious of a thrill of excitement when he
was shown into the study—the very room
he intended to get inte by fair means or
foul.

He had lived for seven years teco mear
the stern realities of existence to be over
particular about methods. He was deter-
mined to male a search for the manuscript
of his play. He had a presentiment that
Archer would not have destroyed it.

He threw a glance round the spacious
and bandsomely furnished study as soon
as the servant left him alone,

There was & massive oak writing-desk,

“Not very likely to be there,”” he mut-
tered.

Hig eyes went instinclively to a safe
standing in a corner.

“A tin-pot affair,” he said with a grim
smile of salisfaction. ““I conld force it
with & sardine tin-opener.’”

He preduced a polished stesl inplement
from his pocket. It was in two sections,
beautifully made and tempered. He was
in the act of fitting it together when there
came a surprising interruption.

_ ““What i3 that, if vou pleage?”

It was a little girl who had been curled
up in the depths of a big armchair at the
further end of the room. Mer fair carls
were rumpled all over her head, and her
big blue eyes were winking suspicionsly as
if she had been asleep. In Drexel's dis-
ordered and shocked mind nothing pret-
tler oould have stepped out of fairyland.

He grabbed at the shining instrument
to save ib from falling. Then, feeling a
curlovs giddiness, he sat down in a chair,

““Who are you Iittle lady I’ he demand-
el as she advanced eravely towards him.

Drexel was in evening dress, and the
ckild seemed iostinctively to recognise him
a8 @ friend.

“Prma Molly,™ replied the little ope—
“Molly Archer, You ought to know my
namef™

Drexel momentarily pressed his hand to
bfa forchead. Indeed, he ought to know
hen  She had the wondertul, deep blue
&yes, and the solt, smiling mouth of the

He realised that Fato was playing into
Bis hands,and that the revengo foriziﬁgh.,

wwoman he had Joved yesrs ago. He cons
¥rolled himself “with-.fierce efigré, '

“But you haven't told me what that
157 demanded Molly.

“That! Oh, that's called a jemmy.”

“A jimmy.”’

“No; a jemmy.”

“Well, I said a jimmy, silly! What's it
for?”

“To apen things, Never mind sbout
that. How old are you?”’

“Five and a half, nearly,” said Molly,
all in one breath. ‘“And I'm always a
good girl—except sometimes, Are you
going to tell me a story, Mr Drexel?”’

The amateur burglar almost jumped
ont of his chair,

“Iow do you know my name?”

“0f course I know it!”’ returned Molly,
“I’ye seen your pictures, haven’t I?
There’s one on the mantelpiece—see. And
there’s another one in the drawing-room
—u hig one. And father and mother talk
to me about you.”

Drexel felt himself losing grip of his
surroundings.  Sure enough, there was a
pkatograph of himself on the mantel, in
a silver frame. But he had no time to
collect his scattered wits. Molly was in-
sictent.

“Will you tell me a story, please? I’ve
got to go to bed soon, so there isn't much
time,”’

“I’m afraid I can’t,”” muttered Drexel,
trying not to look at her. He had a
skocked, stunned feeling, and was consci-

| ous of nothing but a desire to get out of

the house. Why had he come bere?”

“If T kiss you, will you tell me g
story 7

Before he realised it, Molly was oun his
knees, and was pressing her little rose-
tud mouth to his. Something tore at him
inside his throat, and he struggled with
himself and fought it down. For more
years than he cared to remember no
ckild’s or woman’s lips had touched his.
Without realising what he was doing, he
crushed the little one to him, and Molly,
put her soft little arms round his nedk
and responded with a delicious enthusi-
asm. -
“There! That was a big one, wasn't it]
Now begin, please.”

Drexel plunged desperately,

“Once upon a time there was 2 little
pet lamb—

“Ob, I don’t want a story about a little
prt lamb!-I want one about a big grizsly
beai that eats bad little girls—aot like me,
or about a wolf with big white tooths—I
mean teeth.”

“Fm sorry; I don’t know any stories
abont bears or wolves.”

“Don’t you? Father knows heaps. Hell
tzll you some when he comes home.”

“Do you love your father?”’

“0f cowrse! Don’t you My father’s
the best father in the world!”

“How do you know that{”

‘‘Because mother says so, and becads®
he loves me ever so. Shall we have 3
game? Look! Would you like me to sho¥
you a secret? Promise you won't sho¥ B
anybody else, or it won't be a secret, will - §
it

“F promisze,” said Drexel

Mally sprang from his knees and 1
round to the side of the hig Wﬁﬁng"ieﬁkj
With elaborate secrotiveness she press
some hidden part of the ornamentatic’s
anl a secret drawer in fromt of the desk
sprang open. -

Molly gurgled with delight and jonred
If%a a bouncing ball. Drexel glared 4o
inte the open. drawer with dilated éye?’lﬁﬁ

He was looking at the manascript ©
o1 play, “The Star of Imdis.” "

Ho snatched ib.ont, and grabbed e
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