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£VERY D1GGES

SHOULD
Enshrine in his homc ihese

records of those imperishable deeds

which made New Zealand's fame.

VOLUME I.—

"The New Zealanders at Gallipoli."

Ry 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.

VOLUME IV.—
The War Efi'ort of New Zealand.

Mesopotamia, etc.
ORDER RIGHT NOW.
Price &/- Vol. Posted 6/6.

HYNDMAN'S,
INVERCARGILL,

AGENTS.

The Premler Shop.

FOR MENS WINTER

UNDERWEAR SUPPLYING THE

WELL KNOWN AND RELIABLE

ROSLYN MAKES IN

GREATEST VARIETY AND AT

LOWEST PRICES,

McNeil & Clark,
CLOTHIERS AND MERCERS

94 Dee St.

Economic Egg Crates,

LINDSAY
AND CO., Tay street, Inver

cargill, have been appointed
Southland Agents for this well known
Crate.
The Economic Egg Carrier has now
been on the market for twelve years, and
Crates made as far back as 1S08 are still
giving good service.

Supplied in the following sizes —

No. 1— Holds 20 Dozen.
Na. 2— Holds 25 Dozen.
No. 3— Holds 10 Dozen.

Also Separate Trays to fit petrol cases —

dozen.

Price on application

OUT OF THE

SHADOWS.

Moreton Grant, his face set in lines of

grim determination, stood regarding a

pretty, poorly clad girl, who sat npon a

settee clasping a child in her arms.

The girl's face was pale and she was

labouring under the stress of deep emo-

tion as the man spoke.

"I believe 1 was always a just and

reasonable father to you, and you had

everything a girl could wish for," he said.

"I tried to persuade you not to marry a

penniless engineer, bnt you persisted in

your madnesss. And now, because you

realise you have made a mistake, you have

come home to me !
' '

"Father, you know that is not true,"

returned Irene Lorne. "I love Jask with

all my heart, and all that we have en-

dured has only served to strengthen the

bonds between us. It is not Jack's fault

that his health has broken down after

these years of war strain, and that he has

lost his position in the firm. Then baby

came, and things have gons from bad to

worse!
' !

Sobs rose in her throat and threatened

to choke he^ hut shc struggled on brave-

ly.
"For baby's sake, I have smothered my

pride, and come to ask you if you will do

something to get Jack into a berth," she

told him. "He is quite fit again now,

but I cannot answer for him if he is out

of employment much longer."

"Well, you have my answer; I refuse

to do afiything to help this worthless

husband of yours!" declared the father

grimly.
"You refuse, even though you could

give Jack a position in your own business

to-morrow!" cried the girl bitterly. "And

you consider that just —because I have

dared to marry the man I love. And be

cause of your pride, you will allow your
own -child and grandehild to starve rather

than give way."
She rose from the settee and moved

slowly towards the door. At the door she

paused, and, as she did so, Moreton Grant

called her back. ;

"One moment, Irene,
"
he said sharply,

in the same hard tones. "I have one sug-

gestion to make to you before you go.
I cannot forget you are my daughter, al-

though you have deceived and defied rne.

If you will leave this man who has ruined

your life and never see him again, you and

yonr child may come home to me, and,

surrounded by every luxury, you will soon

forget the greatest mistake of your life."

"Leave Jack- — leave my husband!"

stammered Irene incredulously.
"That is exactly whai I mean !" re

turned Moreton Grant. "Upon those

terms only will I consent to take you back

as my daughter."
"It is a cowardly proposition !" ex-

claimed the girl hotly. "Life spent apart
from my. husband would not be worth

living, and I would suffer poverty in all

its sordidness than part from the man I

love!"

Her outburst left MoTeton Grant ab-

solutely unmoved. Clasping his hands be-

hind his back, he stood before the mantel-

piece and watched the girl closely. He

saw her move again to the door and he

made no attempt to prevent her frompass-

ing out.

Not until the door had close-d behind

her did be give the slightest sign that the

intervmw had had any effect upon him,
and then he sank into an armchair and a

deep s:gh escaped him.

"It's hard to hold out against her plead-
ings!" he muttered brokenly. "But I ara

her father, and she should not have de

fied me!"

Unaware that her father had been im-

pressed at all by her sad pl:ght, Irene

Lorne hurried to the twro shahby little

rooms where she lived.

An hour later, Jack Lorne returned

from an all-day search for work. It

needed but one glance at his white, wan

face to tel'l Irene how the search had re-

sulted, and she refrained from question-

ing him.

"Cheer up, dear old man," murmured

the girl bravely. "Our luck is bound to

turn soon."

"Everything seems so hopeless, little

girl," answered the man in a tone of de-

spair. "It doesn't matter about me, it's
the thought of you and baby; that's what
makes it so hard. Sometijssag the remem-

brance of what I have brought you to

nearly drives me to desperation !"

The girl slipped her arms around his

neck and pressed her face against his.

"Hush, dear; you mustn't talk like that.

If I had the choice again, I would do

exactly as I did before," she murmured.

"And while we are together nothing is

too hard to bear."

"God bless you little girl, you are the

truest little wife a man ever had," he

answered brokenly.
There was a moment's pause, and then

the girl spoke again.

"Jack, dear, I do hope you won't be

angry with me," she began. "But I went

to see my father to-day.
"I would not have .gone, only I thought

it was for the best," went on Irene

Lorne quickly. "I thought he might use

his influence to obtain a situation for you ;

but he refused. Not only that, but he so

fa." forgot himself as to make a suggestion
that was both cowardly and insulting."
Jack's grip tightened on her arm.

"Go on," he said grimly.
"He — he said that he would look after

baby and me for good
— if— if I would

•promise to leave you and never see you

again!"
The man's jaw set, and he stared away

over her shoulder.

"And what did you say to that, Irene?"

he asked in a voice that sounded strangely
unlike his own.

"What would you expect me to say,
dear?" cried the girl in surprise. "Why, I

told him that under no circumstances what-

ever woukl I part from the man who

meant more than life to me!"

n.
The following morning, when Irene

Lorne awoke, her husband had already
left the house. This was not an unusual

occurence, for he commenccd his daily
search for work as soon as it was daylight.
He had done so ever since the day that

had followed his discharge from his previ-
ous berth.

Irene dressed herself and passed into the

sitting-room. A sheet of notepaper on tne

table caught her cye, and she crossed

to it. A puzzled expression appeared on

her face as she recognised the handwriting
of her husband.

"My Dear Wife, — I am going away

to-day and I shall not return. I am doing
this because I think it will be for the best

for you and baby. Ever since the day you
linked your life with mine, I have brought
serrow into your young life, and now I want

you to find some of the happiness.
"Go to your father and tell him that I

have gone out of your life for ever ; if his

promise still holds good, he can now take

you back, because I shall never see you

again.
"I know that you will misse me, dearest

wife, for you have shown me how great

your love is ; but remember that you bave

our baby to consider, and your father's

proposal means life and happiness to her.

"May Heaven bless you, little woman ;
I shall pray for you always.

"Your devoted husband, Jack."

As in a dream Irene Lorne allowed the

message to drop to the ground, then, pass-

ing into the other room, she sank to her

knees beside the tiny cot. Lifting the

baby from it, she crushed the mite to her.

"Gh, my baby!" she sobbed. "Why
wasn't he content to wait a little longer !

Everything would have come rigkt in tiine.

Now— now Oh baby, my heart is

breakirtg !•"

|

.

A year had pasSed, and in the garden of
a large house in the western suburbs of

London a man crouched among the

bushes.

The man was Jack Lorne, but no one.
would have recognised him had ha been

seen, A beard covered the lower part of
his face, and the upper part showed traces
of the privations of hunger. His clothes,

:

old and.
shabby, hung

loosely
over his

emaciated figure.
The air was heavy and oppressive, and as
he stood there a low rumble in the dis-
tance was just audible, the herald of an

approaching storm.

Jack Lorne smiled grimly. It was tke
'

first timo he had wavered from the stratoht

-j>ath, but sheer desperation bad driven

him to the house that night. He had not

tasted food for more than twenty-four

hours, and it was to obtain some that
he.

was contemplating breaking into this

quiet suburban house, standing alone in

its groundfi.
He did not intend to touch any money

—

only food: and for that he was risking

his liberty.

Again the thunder roared in the heavens

and this tirne the pcal was louder than the

last.

"Providence is playing, into my hands,"

murmured Jack Lorne. "My task will he

easy, for in the noise of the storm no-

body will hear me."

He t.ied a mask across the upper part

of his face, emerged from his hiding-place

and made a careful survey of the rooms

at the back of the house. The French

windows of the library ofiered the best

chance.

He approached them, and with a knife

worked upon the catches that held the

window. An experienced burglar would

probably have succeeded in lifting them

within a few minutes, but twenty minutes

elapsed before the way was open to Jack

Lorne.

Cautiously he parted the heavy curtains

that hung before the windows, and step-

ped into the room.

Standing in the doorway was a woman,

holding a revolver in her right hand.

A cry of dismay broke from the lips of

Jack Lorne, and he started back.

But it was not her presence there nor

Ihe fact that she held the revolver, that

caused him to cry out.

It was because Jack Lorne had recog
nised the woman — as his wife !

He had brofcen into the hou-se of her

father— the house to which, for the sake

of the baby, she had gone when her hus

band had left her.

Jack straightened himself as the woman

regarded him intently. At all costs he

must prevent her from guessing his ident-

ity.

"Steady, ma'am!" he mumbled in a

husky voice, which it would have been

impossible to recognise as his. "Don't

shoot. It's a fair cop. I never argue with

.guns!"
"You came to steal?" inquired the girl

sternly. "From your methods I should

think you were a particularly had burglar,
for even amidst the noise of the thunder

I heard you at the window."

"Fm not an expert yet," returned Lorne

gloomily ; "and from what I can see of

it now, I don't look like having much

chance for practice for some time."

"Why don't you try and get honest

work?" asked the girl, after a pause.
Jack Lorne could not repress a bitter

smile. She ought to know as well as he

did how hard it was to find work.

"I'v'e tried hard enough, Heaven khows,

but I can't get any," he answered truth-

fully. "There's many an honest man who

has searched for work for six months or

more without finding it !
"

As he spoke a vivid fiash of blue light
tore its way across the black sky outside,

and instinctively the woman drew back

and closed her eyes. The stormlight was

followed by a deaiening clap of thunder

which seemed to shake the building to its

foundations.

A moment later a dull reverberating
roar as of fa-iling masonry sounded from

another part of the building
— then all was

silence.

An expression of terror came to Irene

Lorne's white face, and she swayed slight-

ly-
Jack Lorme sprang forward, and while

he supported the tottoring figure, a girl
clad in her nightdress burst into the room.

"The lightning!" screamed the girl.
"The top fioor, ma'am!"

Irene Lorne composed herself with an

effort.

"Baby
" she gasped. "Where—

.where is -she?"

"I — was on my way to her room when — -

the lightning came and — and — the
Irene did not wait for the girl to hnish,
but darted out of the room. The man

caught her up before she reached the

stairs, and, thrusting her a-side, commenc-
ed to ascend.

He reached the top of the flight and
hurried along the long corridor, and so

disappeared from the sight of Irene and
the nurse.

Jack Lor^e came to another flight of
stairs and looked up.

•

The way was impassable. That part of
the building was entirely wrecked by the

lightning, and huge mounds of plaster and
timber entirely cut ofi' the way to the

upper storey.
A faint cry in the distance came to the
man. It was the cry of a chfld.

Unsteadily he made his way back to the
central hall.

"There's no chance of getting her that

way!|'
he cried. "I must try the out

side, A.nd, dashing through the open
door, he made his way through the
grounds to that part of the building which
had been dernolis'ned by the lightning.
At the top part of the building on the
third floor, he eould see the damage done.

Three rooms had been added to fl,
ing, and they were the rooms
been set aside for the child f ^
these had entirely disappeared v 41

1

third remained
practically untoTt

was likely to collapse at any It

Jack Lorne stared about him
then he noticed an old tree growi^1^!
to the house. Without a moment's V, ^

tion he ran towards it, and a secon/f^'
he was lost to view among the branch

:

Opposite the remaining rnrm. .
|

three he paused, then, with an effort t
commenced to swing backwards and '
wards on the stout branch.

Nearer
°f

nearer he swung, until at last he re]e^! 3

his hold and swung from the tree tow jf
the window.

With a crash he landed full at the n 1
and a few minutes later, bleeding and to

'

1

by the glass, he picked himself up. I

was inside the bedroom, and a child kjj
child— was sitting up in its cot lookiru? !
around it in fear and alarm.

The man darted across the room, and
'

picking up the baby, crushed her to him
'

j
Then, realising that any moment that
part of the building might give way, ^
wrapped up the child in a blanket ^

'

darted to the window again.
Down below he saw a small crowd oj .1

people, but even as he appeared at % •

window a cry went up, and barely ajnin-
ute later one of the manservanfc w»
clambering up the stout oak tree towydj
the window.

From branch to branch scrambled tlit

young man until he was on a level mtt j
Then, taking from his shoulders a length
of rope, he grasped one end of it in his j
left hand.

"Catoh!" he called to the waitmg |

the window at which Jack Lorne stood, j
Lorne set the child down and waited.
The man flung the rope and Jack toru# j

caught it.

"Right! Let go!" he turned, and at

orce vanished from the window.

Tieing the rope secunely around the

child, he lowered the precious baby down

the front of the house.

Below a dozen hands were waiting to re-

ceive it, and the moment that he was

quito sure that it was safe a profound

sigh of relief escaped the unhappy fath- i

er's lips.
tied the rope around a large wardrobt

Turning back to the room again, te

standing in one corner. He crossed to thei
window again and as he did so he began to j
realise that his strength was fa-st failinj j

him.

His senses were reeling, and the rooil
seemed to be swimming around him. Ho

was weak through want of food,
*
and iij

efforts had told upon him in his feeble 1
state.

Clutching a-t the rope, he lowered him
self over the sill, and then, as a mist

swept before his eyes, he lost his baJanee.
'

and with a cry he pitched forward am!
fell — down — down

When Jack Lorne opened his eyes onoe

more his gaze fell upon the face which I

during the past year had ever been present
in his dreams. It was the face of his be-

loved little wife.

For some time he laid there, and it m i

not until a soft- kiss was imprinted on his j

cheek that he realised that it was in-
j

deed Irene herself, and not a drear 1

woman who was bending over him.

"Jack dear, how glad I am that you » j
better at last!" she murmured. "The time

j

has gone so slowly, and has been so full J
of dreadful fears. It seemed at timtf

that you were never coming back to

out of the shadows."

"How long have I been here, dearest! j
asked the man, gripping lier hand whicb

|
rested upon the coverlet.

"Nearly a fortnight-, dear," answerdj
the girl.
"And where am I?" went on Jack, g^i

ing around the unfamiliar room.

"You are in the house of some frirfl

of my father's," was the reply.
A low moan escaped the man

s lips.
|

"I didn't mean to come back; but I
ff J

go as soon as I get well enough-
1 °we

j

to your father."
Irene Lorne smiled happily- j

I

"Dear old Jack," she whispered
so JJ I

"I have got all sort-s of good news l(ir-,'®|
I

Dad will never be satisfied unless
y»| |

promise never to leave us again.
"
er:,| I

went away, dear, baby and I
went tm

J
I

and from that very moment
he see"1* • I

change. I think it was baby that
CJ3n^l

I

him. We advertised for you, I

out success, until in the end
we "
^ j
I

gave up hope of ever finding "^1
I

Then came that wonderful nig '• (
1 I

you came back — sent by ProvideiiCe
I

you might save your own baby. i|
I

The man did not answer, f°r ^ j
I

was too full for words. His
arn^ ^

I I

about his wife's shoulders,^
and ®

j

■

he- face pressed against his,
he «

^1
I

— to dream of the happins
w - ]

come to him at lasb

The
'

j


