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SHOULD
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.S.O., N.Z.E.

VOLUME II.—
. "The New Zealanders in France."

By Col. Stewart, C.M.G., D.S.O.,
M C.

VOLUME III.—
"The New Zealanders in Palestine."

By Lieut.-Col. Powles, C.M.G.,
D.S.O.
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The War Effort of New Zealand.

Mesopotamia, etc.
ORDER RIGHT NOW.
Price 6/- Vol. Posted 6/6.
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INVERCARGILL,
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MUTTON BIRDS !

J^ARGE
SUPPLIES NEW SEASON'S

BIRDS TO HAND.

OOOKED AND UNCOOKED.

Wholesale and Retail at

MNDSAY & CO.,

TAY AND ESK STREET

SHOP9.

Every Day,

We are opening up the Newest

WINTER OVERGOATS, Extra

Thick, Smart, Warxn, and Water-

proof.

Gur present showing of OVER

GOATS is unrivalled anywhere.

McNeil & Clark,
CLOTHIERS AND MERCERS

94 Dee SL

HIS PEOPLE.
BY FREDERICK SLEATH.

We sat in the squadron mess' together
Evan Jones and I. Jones is not his real

aame, but it is as good as any other. He

was heing demohilised next morning. I

was not. LLe was smiling. I was glum.

Yet I was glad to see him smiling, for
Evan was the t-ype of man who deserved

much of life, and he "had not always
received it.

"Jove, Charlie. It's great to think of

it," he said to me, suddenly, with a

great, glad ring in his voice.' "The old

life finished to-morrow. No more climbing
into your bus at dawn, and" sliding away

up to meet the rising sun with the thought
in your heart that you might never see it

set. No coming home with the price o'

the sunset lying smashed behind you in

No Man's Land. God ! It's great, Charlie."

I nodded. I knew what he meant.

Though that old life had finished months

ago with the armistice, real comprehension
of its end was impossible until the last

railway warrant that the Government

would issue had been tucked away in one's

pocket. Evan had shown me his warrant

a moment or two before. It still lay

lightly hetween his fingers as he finished

speaking. I watched him replace it care-

fully
'
in his note-case, and wondered. I

could remember the day when • he had

dreaded its coming, when he h;.d even

hoped that he would not live to receive it,

He had been a queer littles figure then,

dressed in the poorest of uniforms, shun-

ning the company of his fellows, ana be-

in.g shunned hy them in turn when they

found his reserve unbreakable.

As our friendship developed I learned

more. His father had been wealthy, but

had died, leaving him almost penniless

and without a friend. He had spent his

resources in developing some invention,

which no one would take up. Then he had

starved.

Books had given me some idea of the

life of an underdog, but I never imagin-

ed it to he h'alf so dreadful as what Evan

told me. Yet it was his friendless state

that affected him most of all.

"I tell you what it is," he said to

me. "There's a mighty big difference he

tween a friend arid a frrendly social ac-

quaintance. Give your all to the one,

if need be. He's worth it. But the

other is no use to you, unless you can

really spare the money that pays for his

entertainment.
' '

This was the . philosophy which he had

been following. Poor little devil ! His

learning- fee had been heavy 'enough to

justify him putting his lessons into prac-
tice.

What I liked. best about him, however,

was his independence. He hluntly refused

hospitality that he could not see his way
to return. Money was the only thing that

could stave off a return of the bitter days ;

it alone could force the hand of the vested

interest opposing his invention, and money
he was trying to save.

But he had had little real hope of being
successful ; so little, in fact, that soon

after our arrival in France I fcrmed the

opinion that his method of fighting was

much too risky.
"Afe you trying to chuck your life

away?" I asked him, sharply, after an

exploit in which he had foolishly stayed
on in the midst of a bunch of Fokkers from

whom he could easily have broken clear.

He looked rather taken aback at my

question, and paused for a moment or two

before replyiiig.

"Why, no," he then said slowly. "I

was under the impression that I was sell-

ing my life pretty dearly."
Which indeed was true, as ever since his

joining the squadron he had been the

most successful pilot.
It was something of the answer that I

erpected from him ; and yet it drove

me wild. I tlvink I gave him the biggest

telling-off that any man could give to

another; or, rather, I thought I gave him

it, He quickly took the wind out of my
sails.

"You overlooked certain thin gs in what

you said just now, Charlie," he said.

"You think I ought to consider my friends,
and my future, do you? Well, saving your-

seli, I haven't a friend. And as for a*

future, that lies with Fate."

"It doesn't. It lies with yourself." I

cut in.

"That's what most people think who

have a balance of luck in their favour,"

he repliedg with a weary not'e in his

voice. "Fortunately for tliemselves, most

people do have that balance. It's only

those with the balance the other way who

see that individual effort is not the sole,

nor the greatest, directing factor in life,

Lord, don't I know !"

A bullet through my shoulder parted us

eventually. After my reeovery I went out

to Mesopotamia, and there I lost touch

with him. It was his fault in not answer-

ing my letters.

But I did not forget him. The clear est

memory-picture in my mind was of a

queer little figure, ill-dressed and solitary,
cast up from the depths by the storm of

war, and restored to his place among men

and the privileges of his class, who yet
carried in his manner and person the

marks of the depths, and in his soul the

fear of them.

You can therefore imagine my surprise
when on arriving at -the demobilisation

squadron, I found a new Evan, happy,

companionable, well-dressed, with a pride
in his appearance at patent as the disre-

gard of cost which had gone to its making,
and above all, with a joy at the coming
of peace, where" formerly only a dread

hal existed.

What had made the cha-nge ? I wondered.

Had his invention been successful?

That could not have been the sole cause.

Money alone would never have wrought
such a difference. I longed to question

him, yet hesitated. The old Evan I could

hector and advise, out of a conviction that

he required my advice and hectoring; This

man had need of neither.

So we sat in the mess together, talking

of what we had seen and done since our

parting, of how lucky we were to have

come through alive; of how jolly it was

for the war to be over. And all t-Ke time

I was asking myself
— why ?

"What do you mean to do, Evan?" I

said to him, when our mutual experiences

had been recounted.

Hq looked at me for a bit and smiled

his slow smile, as he used to do in the

old days, when he knew that I was prob-

ing discreetly into his character,

"I am going home to my people," he

said, quietly. Then he ehuckled gleefully

at my astonishment.

"Surprises you, doesn't it?" he mur-

mured.

"It does indeed. Whence, how, and

what? Where.did you find them?" I

said, fiippantly, to concearmy curiosity.

"Did you ever hear that I was- miss-

ing?" he asked, abruptly, like one anxious

to give information who first puts a 4ues-

tion to test his hearer's knowledge.

"No," I said. "Not in France, surely?

I did not see your casualty. And I- amdit I

kepfc a sharp look-out in the lists for it."

"No. Not in France. In England."
He laughed gleefully again at my sur

prise. He could ihe the very devil of a

tease when in thff mood. I felt a' little

irritated. I knew that he had. gauged the

full measure of my curiosity.

"And over what perioc I-id this desertion

of jours extend?" I qu cied, with heavy
sarcasm.

"But I did not desert, Charlie," he

rebuked me. "I was captured. Honest

Injun, I was! Held prisoner for nearly
three months, too."

."By whom?"

"By my people."
"I give in, Evan," I said, patiently.
"Tell the yarn your own way, but .or

goodness' sake tell me ! YAu've got me

slightly curious."

He settled down to his story then, a.nd

I heard him through without saying a

word.

I can't hope to put it into words as he

told it to me. I could never reproduce
all the feeling, all the little tendemess

of voice and manner with which he trans-
fused it. Besides, half.the time I was

thinking hack into past states of mind to
which he had given expression, and joining
them up to the present, and tracing the
evolution. To me it was not so much the
tale of the mere finding . of

friends,
as of

a man finding a soul.
He was home in England at the time,
taking a joy-flight over some part in Sur-

rey, when the incident occurred which was
the beginning of his adventure.

What happened he could not say with

certainty. He had an idea that one of his

cylinders must have blown off. Anyhow,
something suddenly crashed into his upper
plane ; a splinter struck him on the f ore-
head. The wing buckled up. He felt
himself falling. Then he lost consciousness.

He came to himself with the crackle of j

flames in his ears. He was lying on the

ground, pinned down by .a. crushed-up

wing. What was left of his aeroplane

was burning. The fire was creeping slow

ly -alqng the wing.

Presently he would hurn also, for he

was helple-ss. Even' if he had heen
unin-

jured, the weight of the wreckage
would

have held him. But he was injured, and

badly; there was not the slightest feeling

in the whole of his body. If help did

not come in the next minute or two —

It was then he saw the girl.

She came racing towaxds him from the

direction of what seemed a house nearly

smothered in trees. Apparently he had

come down in its grounds. Behind her an

old gentleman was running.

Evan described the old gentleman to

me in detail, down to the pearly but-

tons on his vvhite waistcoat and the Fly-

ing Corps badge that he wore as a brooch

on his lapel. Even at this, their first

rneeting, he thought the old fellow looked

queer.
But of the girl he would only say that

she was beautiful and dressed in white.

Yet she must have heen a wonderful girl.
A gout of fiaming petrol fell on the

wreckage above Evan's head the moment

of hen arrival. She heat the fire out with

her naked hands, then tried to lift the

wreckage away. The old gentleman came

up and helped her. JBut it was too heavy.

They failed to budge it.

Another fiaming gout fell, and another.

The wreckage round Evan began to Durn.

He saw_ the old gentleman wring his hands

and run away, as though 'vterrified at the

spectacle. The girl ceased her efforts to

release him and started fighting the flames.

She beat at them with her hands. She

poured on earth. She tore fragments

from her dress and swabbed the hlazing

petrol away. The frayed edges of her

clothing began. to smoulder. He yelled at

her to desist. But she continued her bat-

tle, and kept the flames from reaching

him; though all the.while the main con-

flagration crept steadily down the wing.
Evan gave himself up for lost, and

clcsed his eyes. He opened them again as

the swift, clean blows of an axe sounded

close to "his ears. The old gentleman had

returned, and was hackmg furiously at the

wreckage.
It yielded. They dragged him clear. At

the moment the paifi of his injuries dart- ,

ed through his body. He - yelled and

syrooned.
Yet ere his senses left him he fancied

that he heard the old gentleman shout

out excitedly. As in a dream the words

came to him: "It's the boy ! It's the

boy !" ;

As in a dream he heard those words

repeated many times during the weeks of

semi-consciousness that followed, while he

lay and fought for his life against the

deadly weakness that sought to overwhelm

him. They comforted him strangely.

Somehow he felt that the bitter years since

his father's death were only a hideous

nightmare, that his father still lived, that

his father's were the hands which stroked

his brow and eased his bandages when

the agony of his wounds made him call

out feebly.
But there were other hands as well for

which he could not account; hands which

he learned to distinguish by the greater

gentleness of their movements and the

softer caress of their fingers, which he

came to associate dimly with a low rich

voice and a presence that thrilled him in

spite of his weakness;

Yet it was all a topsy-turvy, where

fancy succeeded fancy, sweet for the most

part and comforting only for those times

when his reason waked fitfully and the

vague fear of his forgotten past murmrr-

ed its promptings across his mental stage.

He had forgotten his accident, the old

gentleman and the girl who had saved

him. Yet the form of a girl had im-

p-rinted itself on his subsciousness, for

when he awoke in possession of all his

senses he looked for her— looked for her

j even before he rememhered his accident.
•

I But when he did remember he knew

who she was, and gazed eagerly^ round the

room in seach of her, and felt disappointed
because she was not there— that girl who

had beaten out the flames, who was very

beautiful, and dressed in white.

The old gentleman was there, however,

sitting dozing in a ehair. He looked very

weary, as though from long hours of

watching. Hours of watching by his

bedside, Evan guessed, for he now real-

ised clearly what had happened.
! After

dragging
hira

away
from the

burning aeroplane, the girl and her father
— as Evan surmised the old gentleman to

be — had carried him into their home and

cared for him. This was the man wfiom

he had imagined to he his father, whose

hands had eased his bandages when they
hart him.

He gazed at his rescuer gratefully. The
old gentleman awoke and saw him looking.
"You are better, Jack?" he exclaimed,

joyfully, starting up from his chair and

coming eagerly to the bedside.

i Evan stared at him
wonderiDgly. Why

|
did tho old fellow call him Jack?

"My boy! My boy!" the old ^
murmured. "After all these „ ,
be hom© at last!" t«

His eyes were full of tears. He
Evan's hand at it lay outside the

^

Evan's hand as it lay outside theT^
only stare in surprise. Vet^

The old fellow had seemed queer ata
begmnmg. Now he looked even que,

-

Not only was he still wearing the Rp0'
badge as a lapel-brooch ; he was smoth»5
in flying emblems.
*
The pearly buttons of his white w

•
|

coat were embossed with tiny g0!d
planee. A larger one formed his tie^ 3

A bunch of miniature hadges and
planes hung from his watch-chain.

&

g°" |
wore a f ob with yet another bunch. m-i'
his fingers were almost concealed y\l
badge-mounted rings, shell-metrj .,
most of them, such as soldiers make, ^ j
the ba/dge put on in addition. .4
"Plumb dotty," Evan mentally ']CS(^ |
ed him, and a sudden action on the
of the old man confirmed his opinion, -

The drone of an aeroplane had sounded'
faintly in the distance. At once an ei i
pression of fear leaped into his face.

"They shall not get you, Jack. T)J
shall not get you," he muttered.

He listened intently to the sound.
soon as the louder drone of the

engii(
made it clear that the plane was approach-

ing, he darted to the door and locked it-
then he stole to the windows and

stealthjj'
drew the curtains, completely flarkeniJ
tlie room.

"Don't be afraid, Jack! They shall mj

get you," he said, coming back ^

Evan, and speaking as though to
*

him.

In spite of his wonderment, Evan id :

asleep in the darkness.

The day had gone when he awoke againi
The room was dimly lit, and warm «iu

shaded glow lamp-s. The girl was then.

She was seated near the end of tlie k

her eyes closed, as weary -looking asl

father. She, too, had heen watching ^
him. Evan wished that she would ->/a
her eyes so that he might thank liw, //j
felt that he could thank people now, i,e
was stronger ; and he owed it to this gitjj
even more than to that f unny old gentljl
man, her father.

The father was there also.. Eva.nli6.itj
him reading softly almost at his «
He had only to turn his head to see !*
But he did not turn. He was too kd
on watching the girl, hoping thall
would open her eyes, and see him Iookinj
at her, and come to speak to him.

Even the words that her father wai

reading at first failed to pehetr&e his
■
consciousness. Then

something strange

about them began to press on his atto
tion. He turned his head.

A yard away the old gentleman wis

sitting on his knees an open Bible, Irotn

which he was reading one sentence, ww

and over again. Evan listened in astomsoJ

ment.
" 'For this my son was dead, and

is

alive again ; he was lost, and is found,
■

read the old man.

"So that's why he calls me Jack.
Evan

thought. "Poor old chap! He is dotty,
"'j

But he looked at the reader very tender-

ly; the voice had such an
eanrest
ringiaj

it. And for all his queer ways and
not

ions, this old man had helped
to save lii

life.

"Father." j
Evan recognised the rich low toael

that voice. ti

"Father," the girl repeated, softJ,|
the old man stared up uncomprehendial

from his Bible, "I think Jack
is
arfj

"So she thinks me Jack also,'
tbofj

Evan, looking at her inquiringly- j
■

Her eyes dropped before
his
.gaJ-

'
['

I
she doesn't," he corrected himseJf-

J

father had risen and was feeling
li:-
. I

"You are better, Jack, I

"Norah, why do you keep
si 1 ■

there?" he called to the gir> ,
|

■

impatiently. "Jack," he a
( > M

ly^ "you reccgnise
Norah, J I

Norah, your sister." ,'.J ■

The girl rcse and
came over ;

"
■

side. Evan looked at her f e^e jj
■

again. She met his ga^e
th 1 ■

her eyes held an appeal
to 1IC' j! ■

"Norah; Yes, Norah,"
be
JM
I

and the girl flashed
a gratetul

r
j
■

him.
xrask1^ I

How suitable the name was
a

with such a voice. „mido,"4 ■

! "There, -there. Of c°"rse -

1 ■

I the old gentleman,
tnmnp

i> I

| shall soon have you
^ettC mnia„ded,|

I

I Don't talk any
more,

^

16 c

,
jnI1ing

1 ■

; Evan was on the point

o
I(

i thank bim. "You wuU » .
.|t8i

I

!
morrow. Norah, my

ear'

\ were
in bed." ,

I He moved to the door

an^

■

for her with stately
oou1'

"Come, come, my def^ted
tired," he urged,

as s
^

"Father, you
canno
^

again," she Pr°test
e git upfcfW

out already. Let
JM ^

Please." , " he

"Come, come,

patient firmness.
1

j
sit with Jack to-mght

- !


