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Mr Harry Vogel has in the press a story entitled 
A Maori Maid which is to be published by Pearsons in May, 1898. The manuscript was concocted some years ago during a period when Vogel was in quest of gold in the neighbourhood of Inland Patea.
        

        

          
          
London Letter, 10.4.1898.
        

        

          
          
Canterbury Times." 18.5.1898.P.45.
        

        

          

            

              

                
A few days ago Mr 
Harry Benjamin Vogel, son of the late 
Sir Julius Vogel, appeared at the Windsor Magistrate's Court to answer a summons for driving a motor-car 
at eighteen miles an hour. The defendant asked to see the stop-watches used by the police, but the head constable said they were borrowed from a local jeweller. Mr Vogel here interjected: "If you can give me a certificate that my car was going eighteen miles an hour I might be able to sell it." "If it will assist you in selling your car" replied the Clerk of the Court, "I will give you a copy of the conviction." The Magistrate imposed a fine of £3. On the defendant paying his fine the Clerk said: "for another 2s 6d I will give you a certificate for the purpose of selling the car." Mr Vogel instantly tendered a half-crown, but the Clerk explained rather lamely and shame-facedly: "it was only my joke."

                

                  
                  
2.5.1903.
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            J. E. F. Vogel,
            The [
unclear: Nupen]
 Co.
            Plumbers' Bldg
            Wakefield St.
            P.O. Box 672. tel.43.588
          
          30.10.35
        

        
He says his father Harry B.


Vogel is still alive & in London.

        
Sent him the Motor Car


fine incident. 31.10.25.
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            29
th. Jany 1936
          

          
Dear Sir

        

        
your letter of 30 Oct.


last to my son has


reached me.

        
My late father


Sir Julius Vogel never


wrote 
an Opera. He was


not in the least degree


musical

        

          
Yours faithfully,

          
Harry B Vogel

          
            Horace Fildes esq
            Kelburn
            Wellington NZ.
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This note was in reply to an inquiry made relating to the extraordinary
biographical notice of Sir Julius Vogel, in "Who was Who?" 1897-1916.
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Chapter I.

        
As a girl, the wife of John Anderson was one of the acknowledged beauties of New Zealand. She was fair of hair, fair of face, and wonderfully fair of form. She was tall and slim, with an exquisite figure and an excellent opinion of herself. Naturally, she was admired; and, being of the disposition that she was, she became selfish and charmingly conceited. She was ambitious, though her ambitions were possibly somewhat worldly and decidedly feminine. Despising religion, she appeared religious, partly because her parents insisted and partly because it was fashionable—and useful. She could flirt—and did. A proposal, like an invitation to a dance, was an experience—and she loved experiences.

        
She regarded men as fools—not unnaturally. It was the light in which her male friends generally placed themselves with respect to her. Being fools, she considered they were created largely for the purpose—with the rest of the world, for that matter—of catering for her amusement. If a man wished to carry her parcels, and if it was convenient to her—why not? If he wished to join her in her morning ride, to talk to her, to be near her, even in the seclusion of a conservatory 

 to slip his arm round her waist, to perhaps kiss her, and if it was pleasant to her—why not? The man was amusing himself. So was she. There was nothing more in it. They were simply amusing themselves.

        
Why, then, should she be expected to pity him when she refused to become his wife? It was ridiculous as well as horribly annoying. After all, if a man deliberately butts a brick wall and damages his head, surely the man, and not the wall, is the cause. She, by a process of like reasoning, considered herself quite innocent of such cruelty as the breaking of a man's heart They might break; in fact, she had been told as much. But she was, as it were, the innocent brick wall Unquestionably the simile was applicable to her in the light of her complete lack of feeling.

        
Yet withal she was passionate, hot-blooded, and sensuous. Fortune had in truth been wonderfully kind to her, for it gave her strict parents. She sneered at them, but they saved her. She escaped scathless; and, although fast, was, as a girl, virtuous. Probably, if she had not been a lady, she would have succumbed; for women who never consider any one else's little weaknesses are generally blind to their own.

        
She married.

        
Not that she was wildly in love. Men who had fallen victims to the fascination of her beauty had severally told her of the intoxicating fact, each one in his own peculiar fashion. An analysis of their various accounts and of the sentiments they expressed and of the sufferings they declared themselves to be harassed by, proved conclusively to her mind that she herself was not in love—and never had been. She concluded that she never would be. Which was a rash conclusion and a sandy foundation on which to marry, more especially for a woman.

        
Ethel regarded marriage as a necessity. It was the only excuse for her sex—a phase of her existence she 

frequently railed at. Being a girl, she decidedly had no wish to die an old maid, and she was sufficiently far-seeing to realise that if a girl continues to refuse offers of marriage until she becomes a woman she may find herself without a lover to accept. A woman must be a widow to win a husband.

        
The idea of perpetual spinsterhood was as hideous as it was impossible. Therefore she married.

        
If love of the man played no great part in her decision, love of his money emphatically did. Her marriage was after the manner of most worldly unions. It was fashionable, it was brilliant, it was a social event.

        
It was also somewhat of a mistake.

        
John Anderson, her husband, was both young and wealthy. He proposed to her but once. She gauged his sensitiveness sufficiently accurately to understand that she would probably have no second chance and she seized the one that offered. For the purposes of mere flirtation she realised that there were men and men. John Anderson was one of the latter.

        
Whilst she was sensible of no overwhelming affection for him, he literally worshipped her. He believed her to be a woman as womanly as she was beautiful. It was on that account he loved her. It was on that account he married her. She, on the other hand, believed that, by becoming his wife, she would always be rich. It was on that account she pretended to love him. Therefore she married him. And they were both throwing away the substance of livable life for the shadow of ideal happiness, inasmuch as neither of them was destined to realise their respective beliefs.

        
They very soon discovered that.

        
When it was too late, when she was married, and was, moreover, a mother with two little fair-haired daughters, he lost his money, and was obliged to return to surveying and work for a mere living. She, the 

belle of Wellington, educated in poverty to dream of perpetual wealth, was nothing more nor less than a poor man's wife! That was all she could realise.

        
When it was too late and they had been married scarcely a month, he knew she was beautiful, but not womanly—to him. That was all he cared to realise; it was all he ever did realise, for he thought her pure beyond all suspicion.

        
She was in fact but not at heart He never knew that, and throughout all his life he thanked God for her holiness. For he set an ideal value on virtue in a woman, and his admiration of his wife's goodness gradually became the sole consolation, the sole substitute for his lost love. Like many men, he could forgive and excuse in himself what he considered unpardonable in others.

        
Their home was in Wellington. He shared it with her in the winter. During the summer he had to spend months at a stretch away and away up-country, surveying great blocks of Maori land, she being alone with her children and the servants.

        
She had at the outset become a mother as a matter of course. She was without any intense desire to have children, but so far she had accepted the fact with a careless indifference. It deepened into regret as the birth of the second child drew near, and she tried to school herself to a belief that the two children were the limit of her bondage. The realisation that she was yet again to become a mother filled her with contempt for herself and intensified her dislike for her husband. Every evil instinct in the woman seemed to awaken. She persuaded herself into a fierce hate of the child before it was born and she allowed the poison of such hate to rankle in her mind. It permeated her, it saturated her.

        
And nature turned the weapon the woman had forged against herself. The spirit of hate and evil 

passed into the new life and left her as callous and cynical as ever, but consumed with a blind devotion to the child.

        
The baby, a boy, was brought out to him. He held it in his arms, with the awe a strong man always feels at the first sight of a tiny new life for which he is responsible. He kissed it, and the prickle of his moustache made the squdgy little face go into a ripple of blinks and dimples.

        
"Take it back, nurse," he whispered to the waiting woman.

        
She took the child from him, wondering at the hush in his voice. He opened the door for her and shut it as she left. Then he walked across to the open window, and stood looking out into the dusk. He pulled out his pipe and pouch and stuffed thoughtfully into the empty bowl until the tobacco was too tight to smoke properly.

        
"My child! My wife; and yet —My God! how she has changed! I loved her so once; and now—I try. Heaven knows I try! Fancy trying to love one's wife—trying to love the mother of one's children! What a mockery it seems! Poor little mites. May their mother care for them more than she cares for their father! I think she does."

        
"Curse it," he added, and it might have been because of the tobacco or it might not

        
Anderson was quite right in one thing—his wife did care for her children. In spite of herself, perhaps, she liked them. She almost loved them. Probably she would have, had she loved her husband.

        
Not that she had any complaint against him. If he had made her jealous she might have adored him. If he had made her rich she undoubtedly would—at least she thought so. He was kind, generous and exceedingly forbearing. Nothing appeared too much for him to do, if he thought it would contribute to her 

pleasure. He idolised his children, and no living soul knew, not even perhaps did he himself realise how bitter a disappointment his wife was to him. If he did, he endeavoured to strangle the thought in a fierce determination to do his duty by her and to ensure her a life as pleasant as his humble means would permit. She had borne him his two little daughters. For that she was sacred to him in the light of one whom it was his trust to protect and tend.

        
It was sweet and nice of him. She admitted that much. If married life had continued one long honeymoon, with its money and its novelty, she might have felt some gratitude for his kindness and perhaps have learnt to care for him, for a sort of love is a sort of habit. As it was, he unconsciously bored her, until he jarred upon her nerves, and she tried to fancy that she hated him.

        
And to a large extent she succeeded
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Chapter II.

        

John Anderson was away up-country, attending a Native Land Court.

        
The Native Land Court of New Zealand is an institution. It costs more money than any other court in the Colony. It is the oracle of the code of laws which is Maori custom delightfully modified and entangled by European legislation.

        
The Maories never existed in New Zealand as a nation. From the day when they first arrived they were divided up into tribes or "hapus," each having its own chief. They completely routed, and partially ate, the few inhabitants they found. Then they settled down in a restless sort of fashion.

        
New Zealand is by no means a very tiny place, and the conquerors were not numerous. Therefore the "kaingas," or villages, were scattered and small. Usually they were built on the banks of rivers, in natural clearings or down by a swamp; any place in fact was chosen that was within easy reach of water. The "pas," or fighting strongholds, were situated on hills difficult of access and were surrounded with grotesque palisades. Bush-rats and birds and fern-roots were the chief articles of food, and when the Maori was not fighting he was hunting. Sometimes he combined both pastimes.

        
Each tribe had its tract of land over which the villages were spread. Each tribe also had its hunting grounds, which consisted of bush, and thousands and 

thousands of acres of it. The chief of the tribe had the "mana," or authority, over such lands, and trespassers were prosecuted with the utmost rigour of the law. That meant that they were killed and perhaps eaten.

        
Maories were not cannibals in the sense that they ate each other merely because they liked each other. On the contrary, to kill a man was to insult him and his people. To eat him was a method of expressing the most absolute and unqualified contempt for him. To stuff him first with "kumaras" and other savouries was the very quintessence of insult, scorn, and hate.

        
Might was right with the Maori. Therefore they were always fighting. Native "tikanga," or custom, like some of our modern fashions, was built with the evident intention of providing endless warfare. The Maori, individually and collectively, was always under the stern necessity—it was etiquette—of being avenged for every insult or injury, real or imaginary.

        
When one tribe was worsted it existed thereafter purely for the purpose of avenging the defeat. Having accomplished this—the murder of one prominent opposition gentleman or lady sufficed—the burden of revenge was cast upon the other tribe. Sometimes they almost exterminated each other. Sometimes the love romance of a chief with the daughter of his foe would bring about a marriage and peace—for a while. Their grandchildren probably fought again and ate each other.

        
Maories, that is to say the true old Maories whom one can still meet, know two things—amongst others. They know their ancestry, sometimes for twenty generations, often for more. They also know every inch of the lands of their tribe—not to mention those of other tribes. Also the extent. Every block has its ancient, ancestral boundary. Every river, creek, forest, mountain, peak and clearing, and every village has 

and always has had, its own particular name. Often, too, each of them has its own history or legend relating frequently to its ownership.

        
By the statute law of New Zealand every Maori is decreed to be the owner of such land as he had a right to, according to native custom, in the year 1840.

        
The object, then, of the Native Land Court is to discover who, in respect of any particular block of land, were the rightful owners, according to native custom, in 1840. They, when they are discovered, or their descendants, are decreed to be the owners at the present day. Had the whole of the titles of the native lands been ascertained within ten years of the year 1840 the trouble would have been minute, because the influence of the chiefs was great. The English had not had time to invent Maori customs nor the Maori to invent convenient history. But practically nothing was done, and what was, badly enough.

        
Things are mixed now. All Maories are chiefs, and every Maori who can in any way trace a descent from any ancestor who had or might have had mana over a block of land puts in a claim.

        
"Try flukee," says the native with a grin; which means that he will try his luck backed by any quantity of skilled perjury. Suggest a line of lying, and he and his friends will work out marvellous details.

        
Obviously the Court has to listen to all available evidence that may possibly cast any light upon the question as to what tribe originally possessed the land under consideration; also as to what families of the tribe remained upon it, and what families abandoned their rights by going off to other parts of the country and settling there. Therefore the evidence is long, and a "case" may last eight months.

        
The Maori is a born litigant. He loves a "case." It is a sort of substitute for proper fighting He hates 

lawyers, but employs an army of them because his opponent will. He is thoroughly pleased when he has four or five lawyers all appearing in the same case for him. He will spend a thousand pounds in vindicating his right to a piece of land he considers himself entitled to which is not worth even one hundred. Whether or no the land is worth fighting for is absolutely immaterial. It is simply against his creed that any one else should have what is his. A native is by nature an expert witness in the sense of being clever and cunning. He in no way regards the giving of evidence in the way that the "pakeha," or white man, does. It is a profession. It requires skill and experience. The pakeha goes into the witness box to tell the truth. The Maori goes there in order to win his case. He considers his part as important as that of the lawyer, and he works hard and lies well. Sometimes he tells the truth. It generally astonishes his lawyer, from whom the point, probably some important one, has been kept carefully in the background. Sometimes the witness makes a mistake. Then he asks for an adjournment, because he is ill; and if it is refused him he stone-walls until after luncheon or until the next day. In the interval he consults his friends, and on re-entering the Court he corrects his error—which was probably some unpleasant truth he had inadvertently confessed—and gives "good" evidence.

        
The Court, consisting of some upright and honourable Englishman—much underpaid—assisted by a high-class Maori, occasionally distinguishes true evidence from the false. Too often it does not Hence the Maori loves litigation and believes in "try flukee." It is his chief method of gambling.

        
Native Land Courts of course require maps and plans and surveying. The survey of a block of from one hundred to two hundred thousand acres takes time. It also takes money, and is profitable for the surveyor— 

when he gets his money. Sometimes it takes years to collect. But still it is profitable.

        
John Anderson had become a Native Land Court surveyor. He spoke Maori well and understood the Maories and liked them. They liked him—especially the women.

        
John Anderson at the Taupo Court was not the John Anderson who married the belle of Wellington. He was changed, aud chiefly through marriage—which is true of many men and some women. He was, unfortunately, just one of those men who love to love, and love to be loved. He was happy in his love for his beautiful wife. He was miserable when he discovered that the love was all on his side and consequently wasted. It was his great trial, and he was not a sufficiently strong man to withstand. His love for his wife slowly faded, although his attention to her and his care for her remained undiminished, or, if anything, increased in a sort of inverse ratio. He was and he always continued to be, a kind husband and a good father. Even his wife admitted that What he sought and desired in return was the love and the sympathy of the woman he had married.

        
He received neither. It was too much to ask, too much to expect—from her.

        
He was too philosophical, too generous and kind-hearted, to kick against the pricks. A man cannot force a woman to love him. He can only teach her. If she refuses to learn, it is almost hopeless to imagine she ever will. If she cannot learn because of her nature, it is quite hopeless. John Andersonte wife, in the early days, would not love him, for she had no inclination towards love. Subsequently she could not, as well as would not.

        
A pakeha man, that is to say a white man, can fall in love with a Maori woman. This requires belief both for those who do not know Maories and for those 

who only half know them. The former are prejudiced by the brown skins. The latter remember that and also recall their queer customs and crude manners. John Anderson was of neither class. He knew Maori women to be as womanly as pakeha women and infinitely more genuine.

        
The man who loves and is beloved by his wife can never be really solitary even in solitude. The man who yearns for affection and has freely given his love and receives in return studied indifference, is lonely in the merriest of company; in solitude he is desolate and disconsolate.

        
When a man meets a woman who fully reciprocates his affection for her, he is happy.

        
When both her marriage and his stand remorselessly in the way, a common fear makes both fools wise.

        
When it is only his marriage, and she is ignorant of it, or knowing it, cares little and calls to him, he is face to face with temptation.

        
These form the three "whens" of many men.

        
The ruin of his home, the desertion of his wife who has yielded everything, the forsaking of his children, the scorn and contempt of the world are arguments that sometimes outbalance the longing of the heart, the yearning of passion. Fear of the consequences, not morality, will sometimes restrain the husband and the father from his sin. Like many another, he is good— through fear. But when the consummation of a man's desire, when the completion of his happiness is possible without harm to his little ones, without actual hurt or indignity to the woman who is his wife, when he will still be free to be a good husband and a kind father, when no one will know, or, knowing, will mutter "only a Maori woman," what stands then between him and his temptation?

        
John Anderson questioned with himself and he made answer unto himself by his actions. It was an unfair 

answer, for he was neither impartial nor free to speak his belief. The glamour of passion was upon him, and the soreness of unappreciated affection prejudiced him.

        
But nevertheless, John Anderson, thinking that he understood his own mind, chose; and choosing, stooped to a draught that sipped sweet, yet carried overwhelming bitterness in its dregs.

        
The first taste was passion; the last was punishment and penitence.
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Chapter III.

        

Ruta was a Maori and a daughter of Horima. Horima was a big chief. He was an only child. Moreover, his two uncles having both died childless, he was left the last of a long line of ancestors. His mother, too, was of high degree, and entitled to large possessions. Therefore Horima was the owner of much land. Ngahite was his wife and the mother of Ruta. Like her husband, Ngahite was of noble Maori birth, and was an heiress. Thus, when Horima and Ngahite both died, Ruta, being without brothers or sisters, inherited all her parents' vast possessions, and was exceedingly well endowed. She was in point of fact a great landowner and thus might be accounted wealthy.

        
She was fortunate in not having lost any of her possessions, for the Maori is to the day of death beset with a great temptation. The golden guinea is for ever dangled before him by an omnivorous Government with the avowed object of inducing him to part with his birthright. He is ceaselessly tempted to sell, and on such equitable terms and under such Christianlike circumstances!

        
Neither England nor the Colonists, to plunge for a moment into history, ever conquered the Maories. We made a treaty with them at Waitangi, and were so glad to do so that we offered thanks in church for the blessing. Governor Hobson represented the Queen in the negotiations, and also at the ceremony; and he told the Maories, loyal deluded gentleman, that she 

would for ever be a good mother to them. Their prompt and not unnatural question was, "What will become of our lands?"

        
"The Queen and the pakeha will for ever and ever be just and honourable to the Maories," was the Governor's reply—and he meant it. "The treaty shall state positively that the Maories are confirmed in the possession of their lands, except only that the right of pre-emption must be in the Queen."

        
And the treaty did so state.

        
The Maories were satisfied, and instead of killing and eating the pakeha they, or rather their chiefs, scrawled and scratched their names to the treaty, and missionaries prayed blessings on the white and black men's holy bond and called God to witness it. Flags were hoisted and guns of rejoicing were fired; and the Maories were content to trust.

        
That was fifty-five whole years ago. And the pakehas kept the treaty thirty years—thirty whole years! Then they grew tired of it and grew greedy of the lands; not the white man individually, but the white man's Government.

        
The Government interfered to prevent private speculators from obtaining land below its value from the Maori. So far so good. But the temptation was too much. The Government went a stage farther, and having stopped the individual from plundering the natives, made the practice a State monopoly—a most excellent State monopoly founded on admirable economic principles. Economically pocket-picking is good. No work and big returns. The thievery of native land by the New Zealand Government is and has been of late years cold-bloodedly appalling. But of course it is absolutely necessary if the white man is to live in New Zealand. At least—well, there it is. It makes a splendid political cry.

        
The treaty of Waitangi was the initial difficulty of 

the Government in its scheme of plunder. The Queen had only a right of pre-emption! That simply means a right over any other person to buy at the price the other person is genuinely willing to give. Obviously the treaty had to be torn up somehow or another. So the Queen disputed its validity, and actually asked that the treaty should be declared to be of no binding effect so far as she, or rather her Government, was concerned. The law courts effected the happy despatch with proper precedents and palaver. The judges decided, with much legal circumlocution and a certain air of apologetic shame, that the Maories were only tribes and had no sovereign head, and that the treaty was therefore bad. As if Governor Hobson did not know that the Maories were only tribes and that there was no sovereign head!

        
The Queen is the Queen, and we boast—and very rightly—that she is a good mother to her people. The Maories surely are her people! Why, then, does she attempt to evade, indeed, does actually, deliberately evade, what she herself undertook? With respect to the descendants of Maories who had never signed the treaty, or to tribes which had never attended the great meeting, and had always refused to recognise the treaty, the words of the Court might be proper. Some Maories have rebelled and have forfeited their rights, and their lands have been confiscated. That, without admitting its justice, is their punishment. But is it right for the Queen to deny her bond, and a peculiarly solemn one too, and the promise of her officers and servants, and the spirit, the very words of her treaty? If the Maories are loyal to the treaty, why is not she?

        
This is neither a riddle nor a catechism but simply what the Maories persistently question amongst themselves. And truth to tell, well they may.

        
For laws have been passed gradually and gradually stealing the lands of the natives. First it is in one 

district then in another, then on this excuse then on that, until throughout the North Island, where the Maories chiefly live, millions of acres have been locked up or "bought," the whole job, of course, being dished up with smug pretensions of saving the Maories from themselves. Almost all sale of land by Maories to white men has been made illegal except only sale to the Crown. Although a Maori be offered say two pounds an acre by a private individual an all-greedy Government will prevent the sale and thereupon offer the native not a third, sometimes not a fourth of the amount which it forbids him to accept privately. And the mischief of it all is that the Government succeeds in acquiring the land at its own unfair price. Her Majesty's Government agents know that the jingle-jangle of the coin will always tempt a hungry Maori just as it does a well-fed pakeha. Especially strong too are Her Majesty's officials when they see that the natives are being pressed by creditors and are without means or are fighting an expensive law suit. Bit by bit and share by share they gobble up the native land, knowing—such is Maori improvidence— that the natives will always sell their birthright for a mess of pottage.

        
In this manner has England, or rather the Colony, translated the right of pre-emption. In this manner have the white men kept their word to the Maori.

        
Oh, it is a dirty game!

        
And it will go on, this thieving and filching, for a long time yet unless the English Parliament interferes or the validity of the treaty of Waitangi is reinstated by the Privy Council—an alternative not likely to be taken advantage of. It is too expensive for any individual tribe of Maories, especially against a Government

        
Despite all the clatter and clamour, the Rhodesian natives in fifty years' time will probably have more 

land of their own than the unfortunate natives of New Zealand.

        
All Maories, however, do not sell. A few are strong enough to resist. Both Horima and Ngahite were; and thus their child, Ruta, was exceedingly rich in lands. She was, in fact, a great heiress.

        
John Anderson had no idea of Ruta's real wealth. He learnt it afterwards. It was the charm of her manners and appearance that attracted him from the first moment he saw her at Horima's "tangi."

        
A tangi is an Irish wake done in New Zealand by Maories, and it lasts from a week to three months. Horima's lasted one week over three months and cost two thousand seven hundred pounds. It may have cost a little more.

        
It commenced at Patea where he died.

        
When a Maori dies, he is laid out in a small tent and wrapped in native rugs and mats. His wife wears green leaves wound round her head and sobs for days over him and keeps the flies away. Every one else in the kainga, or village, weeps at the happening of the death for a couple of hours or, subject to adjacent meals, even more. Save for sundry subsequent snatches of weeping, this is their chief offering of tearful respect. Eating time always puts a sudden and complete end to the grief of all the mourners save the wife and any very close relatives. In the delight of pork and potatoes the dead man's virtues and vices alike fade.

        
Meanwhile, the news of the death spreads, and the relations hurry to the tangi. The question of the degree of relationship is a trifle, so long as the visitor and the deceased have some common ancestor. When the new comers arrive at the place of mourning they tie up their horses a short distance off and straightway go on foot to the tent They stand in a semicircle some ten or fifteen yards away, the women in front, 

the men a few feet behind. A number of the residents, who have already finished their chief weep, gather in a group by the tent and they all "tangi."

        
The heart of the sympathetic onlooker wells with pity and sorrow as the great, strong men are choked with sobs and the tears fall glistening from the dusky cheeks. The grief seems so bitter; the distress so genuine. Suddenly one man has had sufficient and wants a smoke and quietly draws off. Being a visitor he shakes hands and presses noses with those of the residents who are not engaged in weeping. Then he joins in a game of cards or gets out his pipe and he smokes and yarns and laughs. He no longer weeps. He seems incapable of such weakness.

        
The welling of the heart then seems to have been somewhat premature. Presently, when the sorrowing brother is observed to be jesting and talking and swearing as the occasion requires, a doubt arises in your mind as to how far Maori grief is real. When you have caught a fair glimpse of the Maories and discover them to be hospitable and generous to a degree, and yet devoid of gratitude, you merely marvel at them for a strange, careless, happy-go-lucky people.

        
A Maori will behave with, apparently, the utmost gratitude, whereas in reality his pride has prompted him to act as, in his opinion, becomes a chief. Almost invariably, he does what he does merely in return for something you have done for him, or for something you may in future do for him. There is no real gratitude as we understand it. Should you omit to return his act or his gift by a full equivalent, he despises you for a pakeha and you have reached the end of his giving and his gratitude. He will always continue courteous and hospitable, simply because it is the custom of the Maori to be so. It is correct "tikanga" or etiquette.

        


        
A Maori is never grateful since he regards all that you do as done, even as he himself would do it, with a view to some return. Hence the absence of the word "gratitude" from their language. Maories had no need to create a term for an unknown sentiment

        
It was not even possible.
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Chapter IV.

        

Horima was very nearly buried at Patea. Patea was his "kainga tuturu," that is to say, his chief place of residence. Sundry reasons, however, led to Tokaanu being selected, and it was formally decided to bear him thither. He was accordingly sealed up in a leaden coffin enclosed in a beautiful brass-bound oaken shell and preparations were made for a funeral worthy of the dead man's rank.

        
A hearse, with seven wiggly-waggly bobs, was hired; also a brass band and a big brake for it. On the morning of the start the bustle and the excitement were astounding. Everybody shouted orders, everybody made suggestions, and everybody followed his or her own inclination. The whole village, except the very old people, were going. Buggies, sulkies, carts, and every description of vehicle that the kainga could boast of were brought into use. The most marvellous combinations of flax and string and leather had to do duty for harness. The duty was ill done; and constantly during the journey a halt would be caused by a leading vehicle having to pull up in order to effect repairs and tie up the harness with more string and more flax. During such intervals there would be great abundance of talk and a still greater abundance of whisky.

        
Salutes of guns, fired singly and in batches at irregular intervals, accompanied the first effort at a start. It was only an effort and unsuccessful, because a man 

blew off the fingers of one hand. The gun missed fire the first time, so he put in another charge, thereby delaying the start until the following morning.

        
The distance was somewhat beyond sixty miles and the road was exceedingly rough. Consequently, and owing also to certain other delays, it took a week and a day or two to accomplish. Not that a week or a month made any difference. Time was no object The band played throughout the journey, the chief reason being that the musicians were costing a great deal, and the Maories were anxious to have their full money's worth, apart from the dignity a band lent them. It was a strange freak of the natives to bring such a thing into those out-of-the-world parts. The jolting of the brake destroyed the time of the music and marred the melody. Not that the Maories paid much heed to the lack of time or tune. Neither did the dense bush nor the wild pigeons nor the wekas notice it. To them it was a new sound not recognised as the | music they were used to.

        
Years and years before, bands of savages, bent on warfare and destruction, had passed between the great totaras, rimus, and matais and crept and crawled through the thick undergrowth and the swinging vines and supple-jacks. Their talk was low and was the talk of revenge and war. The old forest monarchs knew and understood that It was the inharmonious harmony of those times. But a brass band with the bom-bom of the big drum was queer, and the meaning of it was beyond their knowledge. Small wonder that the echoes rang strangely and the wild birds screeched, and flew to quieter spots.

        
Outside Tokaanu the road is open and flat The procession reached here towards dark. Almost every one was tipsy and the funeral descended upon the kainga at a hand-gallop. The hearse was in front and the wiggly-waggles bobbed and bumped, and one fell 

off. A rider picked it up and brandished it as a standard. The brake kept close up to the hearse and the band blew and banged vigorously. The time was utterly lost. The tune was gone. The whisky and the bumping were insuperable obstacles to anything better. Still it sufficed, for it was a brass band and there was no denying that it was costing a lot of money.

        
The mad race terminated at the creek. Horima, when alive, as became a sedate old chief, had been slow of locomotion. His gallop in his hearse was probably the fastest gallop he ever indulged in on this earth.

        
But that creek nearly spoilt the whole funeral. It ruined the hearse. The driver, a white man, said it was not his fault, that some "d—d Maori" had made the horses swerve. The natives rejected the excuse and objected to the language as applied to any one but himself, and decided that the fault was entirely his own and that he was drunk. It matters little what the cause may have been. The effect was that the funeral car was overturned whilst crossing the creek, smashing the shaft and shooting Horima out into the water. The horses broke away and the whole crowd gathered on the bank and surveyed the ruins. When the driver and the natives had satisfactorily ended their dispute by almost coming to blows, more whisky was produced, and peace reigned on the bank, whilst the coffin and the car remained in the creek, where the water bubbled and rippled with laughter through the wheels and round the edges of the coffin. One small boy waded in and stood on the coffin and made remarks until indignantly driven away.

        
The women sat and wept, chiefly because the "gold," which was the brass, would be spoilt. At length, after a great deal of deliberation and amidst a terrible amount of talk, the hearse was righted and 

the pole spliced and the coffin fished out. Whilst the horses were being caught by the boys, the men broached a fresh bottle or two of whisky and the women set to work and vigorously polished up the "gold" on the corners of the coffin. By nightfall Horima was installed in a brand new tent

        
The tangi continued at Tokaanu for weeks, fresh relatives and acquaintances appearing daily. Just as the vultures flock from all quarters and feed upon a carcass, so come the sorrowing friends to a Maori funeral to weep and receive presents; for it is part of Maori tikanga, or custom, that gifts should be made to the travellers, and the family and tribesmen of the dead chief will often half ruin themselves by their generosity.

        
The gift-making was gone through with the customary ceremony and speechifying. Blankets and rugs by the dozen and even dozen dozen, sugar by the bag, flour by the hundredweight, and whisky by the case were stacked in one long, imposing heap. On either side, facing each other, were the donors and the donees. The chief men spoke throughout the whole day, somewhat after the well-known European after-dinner-mutual-admiration strain, until at last the goods were satisfactorily given and satisfactorily received.

        
Ruta, being the only child of the dead chief, took a prominent part in the weeping. She had grown into a really handsome girl. She was slighter than the ordinary Maori, with a refined, intelligent face. John Anderson had never seen her before. He noticed her at the tangi and she noticed him. She even smiled through her tears, and John Anderson had a presentiment that his temptation was at hand. The very sentiment that suggested this prompted him to stay. It soon prevented his leaving. It is wonderful how a sentiment will grow in a man until the man is lost in the sentiment.

        


        
"I've taken a fancy to the girl," he told himself.

        
This, under ordinary circumstances, may mean anything. When, however, the girl to whom a man has taken a fancy likewise has taken a fancy to the man, it is no longer an ordinary matter and means more than "anything."

        
It means everything. It means, if both the man and woman are free, happiness. If either one is not, it means that there must be strength of will and some pain—or else much evil.

        
John Anderson was not free. He knew that. He knew, moreover, that a woman is a woman, whether a Maori or a pakeha. He knew, too, that he was already married. Besides which, he had always believed in his belief that an erring husband is as culpable as an erring wife and that the transgression of neither was to be measured by not being found out. And yet he lingered on, questioning his belief until he seemed to have narrowed everything down to certain thoroughly superable facts.

        
In the first place, Ruta was only a Maori. In the second place, even if he yielded to her, he could and would still be a faithful and dutiful husband. In the third place, if his wife never knew, where would be the harm to her? And lastly, a girl would be useful in the camp, and he chose this one merely because he had taken a fancy to her.

        
He had yet to realise what that "fancy" meant. He certainly had lost any such sentiment for his wife. To be more accurate, she had killed it.

        
Clearly John Anderson should have left after his first meeting with Ruta, A Maori woman in love with a man is dangerous, unless he is very strong. She is, after all, a child of nature and devoid of social sham. She makes no pretence or concealment when once she detects the slightest return of her affection, and Ruta was not long in surprising John Anderson into a 

confession that was abundantly clear to her. It told her a truth which even the man himself had not fully realised.

        
She never left him after that, and he succumbed and Ruta became his "wahine."

        
Wahine is Maori. It means woman. It also means wife—Maori wife. There is no marriage ceremony. A woman is merely given or gives herself. Thereafter, her honour demands her fidelity to her husband. Of course in the minds of civilised men and women there are wives and there are wahines. There is a social chasm between the two in white men's society. But in the Maori mind there are only wahines. John being a white man, knew Ruta was, and could only be, his wahine and not his wife. She being a Maori and being his wahine thought herself his wife. She had no suspicion of a second woman. She had no appreciation of the effect and benefit of a ceremony and the terrors of social chasms. They were, in fact, taking the same road to different Romes.

        
The tangi was over and Horima had at length been buried. The visitors had departed to their various homes. Not so John. He had practically but one excuse for lingering on—which he refused to admit. The excuse was a woman and the woman was Ruta.

        
She and John frequently met To him such meetings were as forbidden fruit. To her they were delightful. Nor did she make any pretence of avoiding him. With the quickness of a woman she realised the fulness of her victory, and gradually she took complete possession. One evening, about a week after the burial, John strolled over from his tent to the "whare" where he knew Ruta was likely to be. The night was clear, bright and cool. Outside the hut he found a large fire, around which were seated a number of natives. She was amongst them. There were the usual low cries of welcome at his arrival, and room was made for him. 

It seemed almost as a matter of course that he should seat himself next to Ruta. His liking for the girl was guessed. Her love for him was understood. Already they were accounted lovers. Presently, in the midst of the general talk and laughter, these two were absorbed in each other, speaking of everything save quite the one thing each was yearning to confess and hear. Love makes cowards of the boldest men, and how much more so when an honourable man feels himself drifting to a love that is dishonourable!

        
It was all so horribly real, horribly ugly, horribly beautiful. It was no mere passion that was urging these two. Her love for him was the love of a pure, gentle woman, though but a Maori. His for her was, in itself, honest, although based on dishonour. It was born of his craving for a sympathetic friend. His sin was the sin of circumstances—and Social law. Apart from his English marriage, his union with the Maori woman would have been pure and perfect. He had no hankering for the artificial existence of society. The hardships of a surveyor's life were perhaps likely to prove one day too much for him, but a life in the country was the life of his preference.

        
His great mistake was his marriage; his awful misfortune was the law of his people. He forgot that it was not his privilege to disregard the one or to discuss the other. For Social laws must be obeyed; questioned perhaps; railed at perhaps; but obeyed— implicitly. The sun round which the orbs of society circle is "Appearances." If all men did as John Anderson did, society would cease to exist; and civilisation without society would be mere barbarism.

        
Neither thought of the baseness of his act, nor any reflection on the consequences, came into John's mind that evening. He loved and was beloved. Not yet in so many words had the truth been told. But by the girl's side, alone with her, as it seemed, among the 

merry fire-lit crowd, all thoughts, all considerations, passed into forgetfulness. They stole away from the flickering, crackling fire, out into the quiet peace of the evening. Together they wandered down by the strange little river with its warm water and the bubbling springs and tiny geysers steaming up from amidst the "manuka" on either bank. They spoke perhaps but little, but each grew, beyond all doubting, to understand the other. Suddenly in a wild, delirious moment, they stood clasped in each other's arms, and their secret was told.

        
Pity if you can; condemn if you must; but admit that they were but human.

        
John awoke in the grey of the early dawn, and that awakening was the first daylight of his new life. He had yielded. On the pile of rugs and blankets that formed his bed lay Ruta, quietly sleeping. Through the thin tent the soft light came stealing in. He looked upon her. She was almost beautiful, though Maories seldom are. The face was a good face; and John realised a sense of delight as he reflected that the soul, the faith, the worship of the woman was his— that at last he was beloved. Yet she had trusted herself to him, and in return he had deceived her. He had kept his pakeha wife a secret and had betrayed her.

        
His delight dimmed to remorse.

        
"But Ethel shall never know, she shall never know. By my God, I swear she shall never know I" he whispered, and he buried his face in the hard pillow.
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In Ruta's mind there was neither questioning nor doubt nor suspicion—only affection. She loved and was content to be with the man she loved, and to know that he loved her. After all, that sometimes comprises happiness for a white woman.

        
Two days after the complete confession of his secret John left for his head camp. Ruta was with him. She remained with him throughout that summer's survey and looked after his tent and helped also at the cooking.

        
In a native kainga the women do all the cooking. They kindle fires in the "marae," or open square round which the whares or huts are built. Under each of these fires, which are of wood, is a heap of stones. As soon as these have become thoroughly heated, the fire is brushed away. Damp, green stuff is then piled round the hot stones, and the food is placed on the top of them. Over the food they throw sacks, or more green stuff, and sprinkle a quantity of water. This is a Maori oven, and the food is half steamed and half roasted. The results are eatable.

        
A Maori woman is not waited upon merely because she is a chieftainess or rich or old. She can still cook, and does and smokes. The men sit and watch her and loaf They loaf because they are men; she works because she is a woman. The fact of her having money does not, in their opinion, affect the matter. She may own all the sheep for miles around. The 

men may one and all be her servants, hired drovers, or shepherds. It makes no difference. She cleans the pots and scrapes the potatoes and cooks and never wonders at it She is not told to do it, but as a phase of her existence she thinks there is nothing derogatory in it, and does it. Ancient Maori custom has still more power than modern money, just in the same way that fashion rules our commonsense.

        
Ruta therefore waited upon her husband much as a slave would wait upon her master. Throughout the livelong day, from early morning until dark, he was out surveying, cutting lines, taking levels, marking off boundaries. He did not dislike bis work. It was the solitude of the evenings that had palled on him. Now it was changed. A welcome always awaited him. He had pleasant company. He was happy. Any man with a sweet, sympathetic woman for a companion always is. No one can be happier except—the woman.

        
Not that John was unmindful of his children. He never for an hour forgot his wife. Sometimes he almost wished that he could. But he wrote and sent kind messages whenever one of the men chanced to be going down to the township for letters or food. In fact, it seemed to him as though the one life fitted in with the other, and that a man could at least serve two mistresses.

        
A surveyor's camp is like most small camps; the tents are pitched under the shelter of the bush or of some small hill. The "chief" has his separate tent. The other ones, and perhaps there are two or three of them, hold a couple of men each. The fly of a large tent pitched at a height of six or seven feet serves alternately as a kitchen, parlour and office. A rough, slab table is fixed down the centre. The seating accommodation consists of benches made by resting a pair of green saplings, the thickness of a man's arm, on short forks driven into the ground. They 

are vilely uncomfortable, a fact that serves possibly to discourage eating for eating's sake. All meals are cooked and consumed here, and when the cups and dishes are cleared off, maps are scaled out and drawn.

        
Ruta was no fool. Few Maories are. Moreover, she was a sensible woman in love with the man she had taken for her husband. She knew his affection for her, and she spared no effort to retain and intensify it She was, of course, ignorant of everything except of that which nature and her crude companions had taught her. She probably could never have acquired the niceties of high civilisation and courtly etiquette. But she was good and gentle, and genuine in her disposition. She was more than merely intelligent. She learnt English—chiefly from the camp-cook, for John, as a rule, spoke only Maori to her. She picked up chess sufficiently well to make her an interesting adversary for her husband. She mended his clothes, and patched his trousers—often. She looked after him, and watched over him so that he comprehended, at length, the intense delight a man feels in the realisation of a woman's love for him It was his first honeymoon over again, only more so.

        
Ruta, in fact, was utterly successful in her desire, inasmuch as her white man lost his existence in hers. He completely succumbed to her sweet influence until the world contained four things for him—three little children, a woman, and a duty. The last was his wife.

        
Ruta and he sometimes talked of the future, and she whispered to him of the new life that would come to them and knit them the one to the other. It was to be beautiful and handsome, and was to be taught in the pakeha schools, and become a "rangitira" child amongst pakehas. He wanted it to be a girl, and she hoped for a boy. No mention was made of marriage other than the 

union they had already entered into. The marriage ceremony was a matter of no consideration with her. She neither asked for it nor expected it. She, in fact, saw no necessity for it She was his wife because they loved each other. He was her husband because they loved each other. What more was requisite? That and the giving of herself to him and his acceptance of her in her mind constituted marriage.

        
"Where shall you remain whilst I am away in Wellington?" John inquired of Ruta one day. It had been worrying him that she could never come to Wellington, nor know the reason why.

        
"With my people," she said. "I do not like the big city, unless—unless you would wish it."

        
He answered by agreeing to her proposal.

        
"I will be back in the early spring to see you."

        
"And be with me all the summer, 
ne?"

        
"Yes, all the summer."

        
"And build me a whare upon my own lands and put sheep upon them and grow rich?"

        
It was practically the first time she had mentioned her lands. He questioned her and she told him of her parents and her possessions and he realised then how immensely wealthy she was.

        
"And the time will come when you will always live with me and be a great run-holder and I will learn to be like your pakeha women. You will be glad for those days, will you not?" she asked.

        
He answered "Yes," but in his heart he doubted. There were difficulties—many difficulties.

        
A few weeks later, when the summer was over, and rain-mists of autumn were rolling across and across the higher ranges, John Anderson returned to Wellington and Ruta to her kainga. There she awaited the coming of her supremest happiness. It dawned after the autumn had gone and when the winter was heavy upon the lands.

        


        
She became the mother of a baby girl.

        
She named her Ngaia

* and scrawled a letter to her husband telling him of her happiness—and his.

        
It reached him twelve months, almost to a day, after the birth of his boy.

        
He seemed, then, to awaken to the reality of what had happened, and the dishonour of it appalled him. He made no effort to spare himself in his self-condemnation. After all there is a species of satisfaction in mentally damning oneself for a villain, when one has decided that that is to be the limit of repentance. He knew he had been guilty of a wrong to the woman who was his wife; a wrong none the less so for her ignorance of it; a wrong which, if ever she became aware of it, would completely wreck her life. So much he admitted. Then he haggled with himself over the rest, as men do who strive to have their pudding and eat it too. From the hour of his meeting Ruta love and duty traversed diverging paths. And now, in Ruta's baby, love had begotten another duty and the two were irreconcilable. Yet he tinkered at the impossible until he thought he had patched it into a livable life.

        
"Though I have wronged my wife," he told himself, "she shall never endure the agony of knowing it. Her ignorance of my evil shall be the measure of her happiness. Love of Ruta shall never mean neglect of Ethel—never."

        
It was this selfsame resolution which prompted him to stoop over his wife when her baby boy slept at her breast and swear that happen what might he would be a good father to her child. And in the tragedy of his life John Anderson at least played truly to his oath.

        
After receiving Ruta's letter he slipped away on some plea or another and was with the Maori woman 

shortly after Ngaia's birth. It was a visit apparently excusable on account of certain work but utterly unjustifiable in its real object.

        
Yet, although he scarcely understood it, he was helpless. Love had turned the man into a weak slave.

        
He offered excuses to himself. It was only natural. Excuses are the arguments of a weak man.

        
"I owe a duty to Ruta," he told himself, "and my duty to her is no harm to Ethel."

        
Yet, when sitting in the whare, he half wondered at his coming.

        
Then, as he journeyed home, he wondered at his returning.

      



* The Ng is pronounced as one letter, as in 
singing; otherwise an approximate pronunciation would be Niya.
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Chapter VI.

        

Ethel Anderson had to thank herself and some dead blackguard for the taint of evil which, in her son, transformed passable virtue into inordinate vice. Her hate and heredity supplied the material; her misguided adoration moulded it to a perfection of viciousness. Perhaps it was part of nature's jest that the mother worshipped the child. She was kind to her two little girls, as a woman must be who, although she lacks sympathy, has yet a heart; but the boy stood foremost in her affections. He was her favourite child; and he learnt in time to know that, and to trespass upon it.

        
He was spoilt, some folks said. Others declared that his disposition was naturally cruel and deceitful. He was a mass of faults, not one of which the mother made any serious effort to correct. John perceived them and the danger of them, and he endeavoured to combat the evil. As a consequence the child hated him, a fact which John fully realised. It distressed him more than he ever chose to suggest even to his wife, for he worshipped the boy. His dream was to see him grow into an upright and honourable man; and it was solely in that hope that he inflicted even such punishment as he did. Yet his strictness, if such it could be termed, was at best but mild. Occasionally, though very rarely—too rarely indeed—his severity reached the point of a whipping. Even then, despite the punishment having been thoroughly deserved, the mother would intervene.

        


        
"Ethel, I won't have you interfering! It can do no good. You don't imagine I like beating the child! It's for his own sake," John would exclaim.

        
She would have argued with him but she dared not She could only kiss and pet the boy when his father's back was turned.

        
"I hate punishing him," he said; "yet what am I to do? Kindness and reasoning are simply thrown away on him. Besides, I never hurt him though he does kick and scream. Indeed," he added, "I wish he would take his punishment more manfully. I—I don't like to think him a coward."

        
"He is sensitive."

        
"Poor little chap! Well, I hope he won't drive me to it again."

        
The "poor little chap" was seven years old, and at the moment was standing in the nursery, his face white and drawn. John's sternness had for once in a way reached its climax. Cyril had been whipped.

        
"I hate him, I hate him!" he was crying, and he hissed the words.

        
"Oh, Cyril!" exclaimed Topsy, "you shouldn't say that. You don't mean it; you know you don't!"

        
"I do! I hate him! I'd—I'd kill him if I were strong enough. I will one day!" he added, and the little girl shrank back from the fierce, sullen face. She was frightened.

        
"Kill father! Cyril!"

        
"I don't care. I would, 'cause he hit me!"

        
"It was your own fault. He said he would if you told him a fib."

        
"He wouldn't have found out if you hadn't told him."

        
"I couldn't help it He asked me."

        
"You needn't have said."

        
"I had to. Besides, it was a fib all the same, even if he hadn't found out"

        


        
"He wouldn't have hit me."

        
"It doesn't make it wronger to be found out. It's wrong before."

        
"You don't know. He never hits you."

        
"I'm a girl."

        
"Girls can do just what they like, and nothing happens."

        
"I don't think so. Mother said the other day that it's men that can do just what they like and nothing happens; and it always happens to girls."

        
"Pooh!"

        
"She ought to know."

        
Undoubtedly she ought—if any woman. But the child's reasoning was wrong.

        
The boy was silent for a moment. Then he turned fiercely upon his sister.

        
"If you tell again I'll kill you! I'll hide a knife, and when you don't know I'll kill you! And if you tell father what I say, I'll do it quicklier I"

        
Then he slunk off to a corner, where he sat brooding and sulking for hours.

        
Cyril at his day school was invariably in trouble or near it. Generally he was only near it. The boys said that all the mischief arose through him, although he was the one who, as a rule, managed to escape unpunished. He could sham and could lie to perfection; indeed, many a soft falsehood saved his body a hard blow. His glib tongue stood between his actions and their just consequences, until he gradually grew to despise consequences.

        
His master considered him a promising pupil. His reports were excellent. Sometimes he added, "requiring care and great attention and not without faults that I hope and believe he will grow out of."

        
Like many another, the good gentleman fell into the error of considering all faults to be mere impulses, instead of the result of nature and heredity. All faults 

cannot be overcome in all men, even though they one and all make every effort.

        
Cyril was at Gardner's for some time and gave tolerable satisfaction. Thence he went to Whanganui College and, it being a boarding school, he developed, and his idiosyncrasies became more apparent. They eventually became too apparent. He would have been expelled had he not been taken away.

        
"I can't understand it, Ethel, Where on earth does Cyril get his character from? You and I are such a steady-going pair, and he is such a wild young scapegrace. Well, well, boys will be boys; but it's time Cyril remembered that he's almost a man. This last affair is serious."

        
It was, but the mother had a thousand excuses, and John's lecture was not, perhaps, one half as severe as it should have been.

        
Cyril was seventeen when he left College. He was a fine, handsome-looking lad, tall and well set up. His hair was quite black, his eyes a dark brown. His mouth was, perhaps, too feminine in its beauty. His smile was at once pleasant and displeasing. He was inclined to be mincing in his manner and foppish in his style. He disliked athletics and all the more manly sports. He expressed, moreover, a strong distaste for country life, and his father had to arrange for his entry into a merchant's office.

        
There he was merely a junior clerk, but still he had at least fairly entered the race of life. Having once started, he was not slow in making pretty swift running.

        
Naturally, for the going was down-hill.

        
Not but what all this is somewhat anticipating the course of events.
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Chapter VII.

        

John had married Ruta—if marriage it was—early in the summer. He was with her on his flying visit at the time of Ngaia's birth, and at the commencement of the following spring they were again together. During the interval he had collected full information as to her possessions. As a result, he arrived at a determination to act upon her suggestion. He would take up the land and stock it. John Anderson the surveyor would become John-Anderson the run-holder.

        
The idea had two powerful recommendations. In the first place, he was tired of the hard, rough life of a surveyor, and sheep-farming would mean comparative rest. In the second place, the wealth that might result would be, in a sense, a compensation paid by the Maori woman for the love she had unconsciously stolen from the wife. Of course the wife would never know from whence the money came, nor why; whilst Ruta would remain for always ignorant of the very existence of the woman who benefited by the transaction. It was a dangerous experiment to play, but it was a temptation that did not seek too vehemently to be resisted.

        
It required tact and time to arrange the matter. Ruta's possessions were scattered. There were shares in lands at Taupo, in Inland Patea and in the bush; blocks at the head of the Manawatu River on the east of the Ruahines and also in Hawkes Bay. Moreover, the mere fact of knowing of the lands was one thing, whilst obtaining a clear and definite title quite another.

        


        
When the Native Land Court decides upon the ownership of a tract of country, or block as it is called, it divides the land into a certain number of shares, each representing so many acres, and gives each man, woman and child his or her just proportion. Shares vary in number and in size. The larger the block of land and the fewer the persons comprising any family, or hapu, adjudged to be the owner of the area, the larger the share of each member of that family. The fewer the families, the bigger the share of each family. After the block is finally surveyed and the precise area is ascertained, each native knows how many acres his or her share represents. A fresh Court then sits and determines the exact locality of each individual's interest. Some lands have to be sat upon by six or seven different Courts before the natives have finally learnt where their individual possessions are situated.

        
In the days when John Anderson married Ruta, it was comparatively easy to negotiate the lease of native lands. To-day it is practically impossible, and requires capital. It also requires "meetings."

        
It always has, for that matter. A Maori loves a "meeting." He loves to feel the importance of trying to come to a decision; and above all he loves to air his eloquence. A Maori is always ready to make a speech—and a long one.

        
John's first meeting, and the trouble he had to bring it off, was thoroughly characteristic of all dealings with natives. It was arranged, and the exact date fixed, on the suggestion of a leading Maori, several weeks in advance. When the time came John found himself in the midst of other business that required his attendance and his attention. Obviously he had either to postpone it at great inconvenience and perhaps loss to himself, or else put off the meeting with the natives. The Maori he had been treating with had strongly 

impressed upon him the necessity of being punctual to the day. Consequently he was forced to allow the other matter to remain in abeyance. The meeting would not last more than a day if only the natives were punctual. About that "if" clung a wide margin of possibility.

        
He rode through from Hunteville and arrived at Moawhango the day before the appointed date, and in the evening he saw Rau, who had undertaken to arrange the whole affair.

        
"How many will be at the meeting, Rau?" asked John in Maori

        
"Don't know. Tousand, peha," answered Rau in English.

        
"Peha" means "perhaps," and it generally shows that the Maori himself places no reliance upon what he is saying. He does not know, and he will not confess it. He says "peha" instead.

        
"Thousand! Nonsense," said John.

        
"Py Kolly"—which represents a Maori's "By Golly"—"Py Kolly; I tink so."

        
"It's ridiculous."

        
"Well, five hundred; I'm sure."

        
"Where are they all coming from?"

        
"Oh, eberywhere. Horses and buggies and plenty people."

        
"There won't be one hundred."

        
"Py Kolly, I tink one hundred. You see."

        
"There are not a hundred people in the title."

        
"Bery big meeting this. Plenty talk all 'bout the lands."

        
"I doubt whether there will be even fifty."

        
"Forty, peha."

        
"Twenty more probably."

        
"My word; you don't know. I tink forty." "When will they be here?"

        
"When te day ob te meeting?"

        


        
"To-morrow, of course," replied John, with a horrid suspicion of what was coming.

        
"I tink to-morrow week best."

        
"To-morrow week!" exclaimed John, with the thought of how he had upset all his plans in order to keep the appointed day.

        
"Wery busy to-morrow," vouchsafed Rau by way of explanation.

        
"What at?" asked John.

        
"Plenty raruraru."

        
"Raruraru" means with a Maori anything that may occupy him, from trouble or worry, to business or work. In Rau's case it meant that he had arranged to go pigeon-shooting.

        
Expostulation was perfectly useless. Anger would only make the Maori sulky and do absolute harm. John had, therefore, to practise the philosophy of patience and—wait As he anticipated, the meeting was still further adjourned, and it was not until over a fortnight after his arrival that it eventuated.

        
It was held in the big whare, and six people who were concerned in the matter attended. The rest of the assemblage consisted, to the number of say half-a-dozen, of men and women who came and listened from sheer curiosity. Of Rau's original thousand not one single individual arrived. Only forty odd of them really existed.

        
The presence of those who attend out of idle curiosity in no wise affects a Maori; if anything they stimulate his eloquence, as does the presence of strangers to a budding premier. He has no scruples in discussing his most private matters before any other Maori so long as he is not one of the "other side" in a court case.

        
John opened the meeting with a speech, listened to in uninterrupted silence; and then every male native present followed suit. Each one expressed his opinion, 

and each opinion was apparently diametrically opposite to that of his neighbour. To one unused to Maori ways the negotiation of the lease would at this stage have seemed an impossibility.

        
The meeting lasted throughout two afternoons and three evenings, and ended in absolutely no decision. Its sole effect was to make the question of pressing for a Native Land Court a topic of constant conversation amongst the natives, and hence to bring it gradually into the practical shape of an authority to John to urge the Government to complete the individualisation of the various blocks.

        
It took almost the entire summer even partially to complete the matter. By the autumn, however, John found himself in possession of a splendid tract of country amounting to between fifty and sixty thousand acres, perhaps more.

        
It was Ruta's. More than one half was actually her own. Her interest in two adjoining blocks had been brought into one unbroken piece. The money with which John had purchased the remainder, and with which he commenced the fencing and stocking, had been obtained by the sale of certain of the balance of Ruta's lands. Whilst the profits that might arise from the working of the property would pass into John's bank account, the run itself remained in Ruta's name, subject to a lease to himself at a comparatively small rental. Moreover, hidden away in each lease in a mass of legal verbiage was an innocent little clause whereby, on John's death, the lease terminated, and possession of the property reverted to Ruta or her child. That clause was one of John's sops to still his conscience. Did it make the transaction honest? For the present he was content to imagine that it did. What might prove to be the future aspect of the case was quite another matter. One thing was certain. His wife and Ruta could never meet, and, so far as he 

could see, Wellington would have to be the residence of the one, and Te Henga, the new station, the home of the other.

        
Once having settled the difficulties of acquiring the land, John was not slow in setting to work to make it productive. By the following spring he had placed a quantity of stock upon it, had built a woolshed and some yards, and had put up a large amount of fencing. A small slab whare sufficed for himself and for Ruta and the baby girl.

        
He found that he had been exceedingly fortunate in obtaining good land, of which a considerable portion was natural clearing. He had, in fact, managed to place his foot upon the bottom rung of the ladder that leads to wealth—and he knew it

        
"I'll grow rich," he said, "and money will help to make everything right"

        
It was evening.

        
On a low hill-side, with a clump of bush close behind, stood the rough whare. The roof was thatched with totara bark. The walls consisted of unplaned slabs of totara wood about six feet long, placed vertically side by side. There was no lining, and there were no flooring boards; only the hard dry clay. The window was a mere opening with a piece of white linen stretched across in place of glass. A frame and glass had been ordered, and was waiting to be packed-up by horse.

        
Almost the whole of one end of the hut consisted of fireplace. The chimney was built of wood. At the bottom large stones, cemented together with clay and mud, formed a rough lining and a protection from the flames. Half way up, across the inside of the chimney, was a thick stick from which were hanging hooks made of bent fencing wire. By means of these, the pots and the kettle were suspended over the flames—the 

pots and the kettle comprised the cooking conveniences of the establishment.

        
A rough double bunk, covered with rugs and blankets, was built up at the other end of the hut. Near the fire was a bush-made table and a couple of crude stools.

        
The interior was scrupulously clean, yet nevertheless contained a most varied assortment of goods. A couple of guns, a rifle, several pairs of old trousers, some coats, surveying instruments, hats, pit-saws, pots, onions, cobs of Indian corn and a hundred and one other articles littered and bedecked the walls and hung from the rafters, regardless apparently of any order or system.

        
A board across the doorway served to prevent the pigs and chickens from coming in. It had also served to keep Ngaia from crawling out.

        
John's present country home was as rough and unpretentious as it well could be. He was pursuing the wise course of putting every available penny into improvements that would bring in some profit. There was still any quantity of felling, fencing and stocking to be done. Time enough to build a good homestead when he had a good woolshed. Meanwhile he indulged in neither too much luxury nor too many hands. He was content to wait and work.

        
The pity is that young settlers of to-day are not willing to do the same. Too often they borrow and build fine cottages. They hang them with pictures of football and cricket teams of their college at Oxford or Cambridge. They are too fine gentlemen to live in a slab whare, but want a neat bungalow with furniture and carpets and a spare room. Then they attribute non-success to hard times instead of soft living.

        
John, on this evening, was standing by the door of his whare, his pipe in his mouth. A few feet from him sat Ruta, playing on the ground with her baby.

        


        
The daylight was disappearing. Night follows day with appalling swiftness in these Southern lands, and only the early moon can make imitation twilight The sounds that broke upon the stillness were few and not inharmonious. The bleating of the sheep came clear and plaintive; from the river-bed rose the shrill musical cry of the weka; now and again the tall cabbage-trees rattled and clattered in the faint, passing breeze.

        
Before the man's eyes away and away for miles stretched splendid rolling country. It was his, and over most of it his sheep were grazing, and thriving, and multiplying. And yet not really his. Every inch belonged to the woman at his feet.

        
He stood motionless.

        
All things died from him save only himself, his own thoughts and the dim shimmering distance.

        
How swiftly the time of late had been speeding I Five years ago this spring he had met Ruta. Now Ngaia their baby was able to talk. It was actually more than three years since he had come to Te Henga.

        
Presently the little child uttered some cry of glee and tumbled itself into the mother's lap.

        
John turned towards the laughing pair. His eyes were aglow with the light of love.

        
It died away. There arose in his mind the relentless thought of the wrong he had done the Maori by teaching her to love him and by keeping from her the secret of his other marriage. And if he had done evil by her, infinitely greater was the wrong to her child— his child. He had brought her into the world to disown her. Unless something—he scarcely dared to name it as a hope—happened to his wife, the girl would have to live and die in complete ignorance of her father. He would gradually have to thrust himself more and more into the background of the child's memory, until at length she came to look upon him as a mere stranger, or at most a friend.

        


        
His mind journeyed on to his other home, to the house in Wellington, prim and spruce with its tiny garden and its rooms fashionably but cheaply decorated. He pictured the wife, with only her two little girls and her boy to keep her company. He had done her, as women judge these things, the worst of all wrongs. Whilst she had been true and faithful to him and had borne him his three little children, he had—what? Cast her off for a Maori woman, and bestowed upon the native a wealth of affection that rightly belonged to no one but his wife. The fact of his wife having strangled the love he had once felt for her was no excuse. A man's love belongs to his wife, and if she ignores it it by no means follows that she is placing it at his disposal for another woman. It was wrong, wofully wrong, to care for Ruta as he did, and yet nevertheless he pleaded with himself that he was powerless. He confessed that, even were all things to happen again, he would be fain, for very weakness of will and strength of passion, to do as he had done.

        
The twilight seemed suddenly to flicker and fade away into night. Through the bush the breeze uttered a low wistful moaning.

        
John shivered.

        
He called to Ruta and bade her come inside, lest she and the child caught cold. Yet some men in his position might have regarded their death as distinctly an act of Providence. At most they would have merely regretted.

        
It was fated so to happen that had John but wished such evil, he would have been cursed with the endless horror that it was bis wish which had come true. As it was he feared; and what he feared happened.

        
Such is life and the living of it.
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Chapter VIII.

        

It was thus. John and Ruta had driven across to the Maori kainga, a distance of about thirteen miles. A thirteen-mile drive in New Zealand, of which three only is formed road, requires skill. It necessitates a woful amount of jolting, and a multitude of ups and downs. Occasionally also there are up-side downs with a broken shaft by way of a lucky escape; for the creeks have no proper culverts, and here and there, where the side of a hill is circled, small landslips or deep ruts force the vehicle to an unhappy angle.

        
Ngaia formed one of the party that jaunted in the buggy on that, to John, never-to-be-forgotten day over to the native village. She travelled on Ruta's back in a shawl, slumbering serenely.

        
It was a sweltering, cloudless day. A thin, misty haze hung above the river-bed; and over the brown tussock and wiwi grass the heat could be seen dancing and shimmering like a transparent glittering veil. The sheep were mostly gathered in small knots, seeking shelter under the imaginary shade of the slender cabbage-trees. A good rain would have been welcome; otherwise, from a sheep-farmer's point of view, there was no cause of complaint. Everything was in splendid condition. The fencing had proceeded apace. There had been a good burn. Last year's wool returns were satisfactory beyond John's highest expectations. He had negotiated a further loan from one of the stock companies, every penny of which had been expended 

upon the purchase of more stock. He even had sheep running over acres and acres of fine land that belonged to the natives and had not yet passed through the court; land, in fact, that still remained "no man's" land. Not that absence of ownership will in any wise worry sheep. They eat and grow fat, and the wool fetches just as good a price. Nor was it likely that any one would object to his putting the sheep there. Who should? As yet there were no legal owners, although probably the right of certain natives was, amongst the natives themselves, understood to be beyond dispute. Ruta was one who would be entitled to a share. Meanwhile, they made no objection to John's using the whole of it. And he did.

        
As far as his station was concerned, John had every right to be pleased with himself. He had been self-denying, hard-working and persevering; and he was reaping a well-merited reward. On either side, as he drove along, the sheep and the cattle and the land were his. He had, in fact, been strangely and wonderfully successful. From a hard-working surveyor he had prospered into a wealthy run-holder—at least so the world at large saw it. Within himself he realised that neither an acre of the land nor a single sheep was his. They were Ruta's or bought with her money. His prosperity was entirely through the Maori woman. She had done more for him, however, than bring him mere wealth. She had brought him the most perfect and complete happiness he had known since the first weeks of his old honeymoon. And every hour of every year revealed to him fresh beauty in the nature of the Maori girl, and fresh angles in that of the vain, extravagant woman who was his wife.

        
So far as his efforts could make them so, both the two women were happy. And, with monstrous cynicism, fate decreed that each should be materially the better and decidedly the happier for his wrong-doing. His 

wife was delighted and gratified at her husband's increased wealth. It meant finer dresses, a finer house, a more influential position in society. The Maori woman was conscious of the infinitely more lovely joy of having borne a child to the man she loved. That meant all the sweetness of pure, enchanting motherhood.

        
Yet after all did the happiness of either or both of the women justify him in what he had done? His honour and his conscience made but one reply.

        
It was never the answer his heart desired.

        
Which always happens when an honest man commences to play at dishonesty.

        
They reached the kainga, and John left Ruta at one of the whares and drove a few chains farther on. He had business with old Ihakara.

        
When a Maori or a pakeha visits a Maori he is received with Maori hospitality. This means food. European custom is to ask a visitor if he is hungry— "Would you like some tea?" The Maori in his home makes no such inquiry. He speaks a welcome and presently he comes to his guest and tells him that the food is cooked and ready. If the new comer is not hungry, he will eat but little; if he is hungry he will eat much. The Maori deems it poor hospitality to ask before the food is offered. The stranger might perhaps say "no" and yet be hungry.

        
John found old Ihakara seated in his hut on a "whariki," or flax mat. He was clad in an old Crimean shirt, and round his hips were a couple of blankets. He was smoking "torore," which is tobacco grown by the Maories. It is good to smoke, and deadly to smell.

        
The whare was the usual Maori hut of "raupo." It was windowless, chimneyless, dark and smoky. The floor was mother earth and destitute of any covering. In the centre was a hollow the size of a washing basin. This constituted the fireplace, and at intervals 

shovelfuls of glowing wood-embers were brought from one of the cooking fires outside and emptied into it. They emitted neither smoke nor flame, and served to more than thoroughly warm the establishment. John shook hands with the old tattooed chief and then sat down on the floor, as far from the fire as etiquette would permit. Then he chatted. Business proper could only come after food.

        
A Maori never cooks in the sleeping house. The kitchen is either in the open air or a separate whare. Whilst John was sitting in the tent talking, two or three women were preparing his meal outside. After the lapse of some twenty or thirty minutes they came into the hut to make ready for him to eat. One spread a white table-cloth on the floor near him, and the other deposited with infinite care a china bowl, a cup and saucer and a plate; also a knife and fork and a silver-plated cruet-stand with empty cut-glass bottles, a tin pannikin full of salt and an elaborate glass bowl filled with sugar. The loaf of bread was flat and circular, after the shape of a huge cake, about six inches in height and sixteen or eighteen inches in diameter. It seemed stale. Maori bread always seems that, although decidedly palatable.

        
The rest of the food, to be precise, consisted of four fried eggs, a freshly opened tin of potted salmon, three small steaks, a metal dish full of potatoes, some sweet biscuits and jam. There was also an elaborate nickel teapot containing tea sufficiently strong to be of a straw colour.

        
The visitor has his repast to himself. The Maories either withdraw or sit around, and take their meal after their guest has finished his. It makes no difference that the new comer is a stranger and uninvited so long as he is not a mere tramp. If he arrives in the midst of their meal they will cease eating until his wants are attended to. And they neither ask nor 

expect any payment for it It is Maori custom, Maori tikanga, and the only thought that suggests itself to them is that when they visit the white men's settlements or towns they receive nothing for nothing. They must pay, pay, pay. And they do.

        
"But then," they will add by way of excuse, "that is the pakeha custom. We are Maories."

        
Truly, they are Maories; and not as some folks put it "only" Maories. Indeed, one often feels, as one learns some of their ways, that it is we pakehas who are after all "only" white men. Maories say we are.

        
John having eaten to his satisfaction, the food was removed. He lit his pipe and presently commenced his business. He was thus occupied, when suddenly they burst in upon him and told him of what had happened.

        
Heta was the cause of it. He was the innocent cause. It was an accident.

        
Heta was a short Maori, and weighed sixteen stone. He was a swell in his way, and wore, on state occasions— which means visits to any township or race-meeting— a suit made from a bright rug, with a blue and brown and yellow pattern upon it in solid six or eight-inch squares. There was not sufficient rug for trousers, so Heta had to be satisfied with knickerbockers; and his fat, ungainly calves wobbled inside thick stockings of broad black and yellow stripes. He wore a diamond ring on one fourth finger and a heavy signet ring on the other. He had a watch-chain made of sixteen genuine half-sovereigns, with a shilling match-box at one end, tied on with a bit of string; at the other a patent cigar lighter. This had once boasted a series of caps which exploded and lit a piece of wick. Heta had used all the caps showing admiring relatives how it worked, and had lost the wick. Thereafter he cursed the contrivance because it would not hold any matches, but wore it because it looked fine.

        


        
Heta was driving a small sulky—or trying to. His horse had jibbed in the very centre of the kainga, and absolutely refused to budge. It takes a Maori horse to refuse absolutely. It is an art.

        
Heta expostulated in mild tones. Then his voice went up an octave. He sat in the trap and pulled at the reins; but made no impression. He commenced whipping with a like result—that is to say, no result. Presently he began to grow angry and to use bad language—in Maori. The horse remained immovable —it had apparently no appreciation of Maori expletives. At length Heta was annoyed sufficiently to stand up. He belaboured the animal with all his might; he also continued swearing. It was all wasted on the beast, and the whip broke. Heta was furious. He had flung every Maori compliment he knew at the brute. Besides, he was in a hurry, and behold, after a quarter-of-an-hour's hard work, he was merely some five or six yards farther away from his destination. He jumped out of the sulky and coaxed and pulled and tugged; then he swore afresh. Finally he kicked the animal three or four times, and got into a furious argument with another native who ventured a suggestion. Then he jumped again into the cart and thrashed and thrashed—all, however, to no purpose.

        
He paused. The sweat was streaming down his face. The whip was broken. The horse was apparently unhurt, and unquestionably not yet disposed to proceed. Heta was frantic. He recommenced his efforts. He cursed, he swore, he tugged. He flogged again and again. Then suddenly an idea occurred to him. He threw the whip into the sulky and scrambled out. He seized the reins near the bit, and, brandishing his fist, he exclaimed,—

        
"You debil ob a liar!"

        
It was all the English he knew. He repeated it three or four times, accompanying his remark with 

sundry gesticulations. Then he scrambled back into the sulky, with a view to testing the efficacy of his last argument He gathered up the reins and, before he realised it, the horse started.

        
Heta was unprepared, and sat down with a thud. Sixteen stone sitting down with a thud in a small light sulky necessitates the destruction of something. In this case it was the seat totally, and Heta partially. There was a cracking and a splintering, a second thud, and lo! Heta had landed on the broad of his back in the dust.

        
The horse bolted.

        
A number of Maories, who had, during the whole affair, been standing by indolently laughing, roared with delight. The dog that snuffed at Heta, as he lay for a moment motionless and wondering why the earth had jumped up and hit him, nearly died. Heta clutched it, and it was all he had to vent his rage upon. Then he discovered, that the knickerbockers had cracked almost to the extent of one entire square.

        
Meanwhile the horse dashed round a whare, and passed out of sight A few seconds afterwards there was a shriek. Then the cry of death arose—the wailing cry of the living Maori for the lifeless, the cry that travels miles and miles on the wings of the light evening wind and silences the weka's soft whistle, and sends the wild dog back and back into the dense bush with the tail of a whipped cur.

        
Poor Ruta! She was standing by the corner as the horse tore round. In an instant she was struck and hurled on to the turf with a heavy, sickening thud. It was her death-fall. She lay motionless and huddled. They thought her dead when they ran to her. She was not—not quite. The flame was still flickering— just faintly and very dimly.

        
She opened her eyes and whispered for John. A man turned and ran, and others with him; and they 

came and with gasps and gesticulations told the white man. They told him in a string of sentences without softening or break. He staggered under the blow, as a ship will stagger under a sudden gust. He reeled to his feet, and ran.

        
He found her almost where she had fallen. Kind hands had tried to move her; but it pained her. And why attempt it? In a few short minutes they might take her where they wished, and it would not pain. Besides, it is well to meet death under the open sky.

        
John knelt by her side and called her. She opened her eyes and the light of love gleamed in them. He stooped and kissed her, and smoothed back the thick, dark hair. She was dying. He felt it. He knew it. She who, a few moments before, had been so full of life and laughter, was bruised and broken and passing from him. And not fifty yards away the horse, harnessed to the shattered sulky, was idly grazing, quite unconscious of the misery it had caused.

        
The face the white man had learnt to love so passionately was hurt and bloodstained. There was no gaping wound upon the body, but the blunt shaft had broken the ribs, and the injury lay deep and beyond all human mending. John staunched the blood and wiped it and the cold sweat from her forehead, and strove as best he could to stay the agony she was enduring. Nature, at moments, helped, as from time to time Ruta passed into unconsciousness, her head resting on his knee.

        
"Ruta! Ruta!" was his hoarse whisper "My darling, my poor darling! It's John, pet. It's John who is speaking to you. O God! have mercy on her. God help her, God help her, for I cannot, and I know nothing that I can do. Ruta! Ruta!"

        
The soft brown eyes opened, and a faint smile hovered over her face. She was brave and she 

struggled to silence her moaning for the pain that racked her.

        
John had asked for brandy, and at length a bottle, half full of rum, was brought to him. He bathed her lips, and forced a few drops down her throat. They fanned the dying flame, and she awoke. Her voice was stronger. She murmured her husband's name and her child's. It seemed to be the utmost of her strength and to sum up the whole current of her thoughts. Her husband—the one man who, as she thought, belonged to her alone of all women—and their child.

        
They brought the little one, and John took it from them. The dying woman struggled to speak, but could only signify to her husband with piteous appeal in her eyes. He understood; and he held the child towards her. It joined in the spirit of what it thought was to be the usual fine game. It pressed its little face to hers, laughing and indifferent, and, burying its tiny fingers in the black tresses, pulled at the mother's hair. Many and many a time they two had romped thuswise in the long days when John was at Wellington. But the poor, broken body could ill bear the jar, and the unrestrainable moan of Ruta's agony chimed inharmoniously with the child's cry of play. Yet she strove to smile and looked from the little one to her husband.

        
John disentangled the rebel fingers.

        
For a few moments there was stillness. The child was the one to break it. It seemed suddenly to realise the awfulness of the moment and the coming of death. It uttered a tiny cry, and turned terrified from the mother and hid its face in its father's shoulder. Then it struggled to free itself. John set it down and it toddled off, and presently forgot its fright in a wild game with the dogs.

        
Just at that moment Ruta stirred. She struggled to rise; her eyes opened and she called John.

        


        
For an instant she seemed to be well and merely stretched upon the ground. As he stooped over her, pressing his cheek to hers, she gave a sigh, a deep, long-drawn sigh, like the faint sound of a tiny gust pattering through the evening bush. Her fingers closed upon his wrist, her head fell listlessly upon the white man's arm.

        
As the men around removed their hats, the women raised afresh the wail of the tangi. The little half-caste girl was motherless, as well as fatherless.

        
The wealth of Ruta was her child's.

        
The great run, Te Henga, belonged to a baby girl.
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Chapter IX.

        

In the first shock of John's grief his child drifted from his mind. His whole thought was with the dead Maori woman. They laid her reverently in a new tent, and, during the day that followed her death, he sat hour after hour gazing on the still face. He seemed unable to grasp the truth, unable to realise it

        
Once during the long watch the belief that she was not dead took overwhelming possession of him. Of a certainty they had lied to him. She was only sleeping, merely sleeping. The tale they had brought him, and his memory of that awful parting, were dreams. He had only to whisper to her, only to call the soft name, for her to bestir herself and open the closed eyes and speak to him. He whispered—and she slept. Then he drew slowly towards her and, stooping, kissed her to wake her, that she might tell him that it was all a miserable dream. For an instant bis lips touched hers. Uttering a low, smothered cry he started back, stung by the icy cold of the dead. That had, with grim remorselessness, driven the truth home to him. He sank by the body, and, burying bis face in his hands, he wept.

        
They fashioned a rough coffin for her, and on the summit of a small hill, overlooking the kainga, Ruta was buried. As the winding sheet closed out her face for ever, and as they carried the heavy, lifeless burden to the grave, the women, with their hair entwined with green leaves, raised once again the wailing of the tangi. 

Some followed the body, some sat about the road, some squatted near the grave.

        
The solitary storekeeper, being a white man and able to read English, read the service from a Prayer Book. The rough, deep voice seemed more used to harsh, every-day talk than to the solemn words of prayer. Nor, perhaps, was the service all in order. Everything that was printed was read, even the rubrics.

        
"I believe I ought ter 'ave left them small printed chaps out It ain't no 'arm, I s'pose, an' it's better ter 'ave said too much than too little. I ain't much chops at readin' prayers, as I told Mr. Anderson, only there weren't no one else," explained the storekeeper to Dan, the old Irish rouseabout, who was glad to loaf out an existence in doing for the Maories work they would not do for themselves. A hewer of wood and drawer of water, he was at every one's beck and call, and never to be found when wanted. Two things Dan might one day get—his pay and a wash; for years he had apparently thrived without either.

        
"No," continued the storekeeper, "I guess them prayers ought ter 'ave gone all right, 'cause I meant 'em. I meant wery 'ard. I liked Ruta. I mind 'er as a youngster. And now——" The tanned, grizzled old fellow puffed heavily at his pipe.

        
Very irregular, according to the canons of the Church, it may have been; but it was solemn, and it was earnest.

        
It was a most exquisite day. High overhead the sky was one unbroken stretch of blue. About and about the grass-covered hills were dotted native sheep. At the foot of the slope, on top of which the grave had been dug, nestled the kainga. It was practically deserted except for the pigs and dogs which sniffed and wandered about for once unmolested. Near a small creek a mob of geese cackled in noisy chorus. 

Over yonder in a large paddock a Maori boy was intent in patient endeavours to catch a horse. His business was not burials, at least not on that day. Besides, Ruta was no relation of his. At the grave the children thrust themselves to the fore. Their great round eyes were open in wonderment of the scene. The boys in old, torn trousers, dirty grey flannel shirts, and with bare feet, watched with eager curiosity. John Anderson stood at the foot of the grave, his head bent, his fingers twitching and interlacing. The Maori men and women, only half understanding what was being said, stood around silent and bareheaded. The ceremony had neither their approval nor their disapproval. Ruta was a white man's wife, and the burying was according to the white man's custom. It was not at all as they would have buried a chiefs daughter. There was no band, no speeches, no presents, no great gathering, no drink. Yet, as the pakeha wished, so let it be. She slept, and perhaps the ceremony with which she was laid to her last rest mattered little.

        
It was soon over, and, with broken heart and bowed head, John returned to the whare which the natives had set apart for him. With the consideration of natural refinement they made no effort to thrust themselves upon him nor worried him with endless condolence. In silence a couple of women placed food for him. No idle crowd assembled to watch him or study his demeanour as more civilised folks would have done. They each set about bis or her own business and only in small groups did they quietly talk of the dead girl. The boys recommenced their games, the women were occupied at the preparation of the mid-day meal, the men loafed about the store in the shade of their whares or saddled their horses for such business as necessitated their riding out from the kainga. The occupations of every-day life were resumed.

        


        
Only in the whare over beyond Ihakara's was the gloom of the abnormal. There the white man remained enwrapped in his grief. An old Maori woman, wise in her knowledge of humanity, brought his child to the doorway and sent it in to him. It was good for him that she did. It toddled across and laughingly fell upon him. He heard it prattle for a moment or two, and presently it asked for its mother. Clasping it in his arms, the great, strong man burst into tears.

        
"She's gone away, my little one, gone away from you and from me and left us alone to each other. And I—Oh, Heaven, help me to realise what I really am—what is my duty!"

        
John had more than once realised, during Ruta's lifetime, that a day of account would come when matters could no longer be left to drift whither chance might take them. The truth would have one day to be told. Between the Maori woman and her child and his wife and her children he would be forced to make his choice. He had endeavoured to blind himself to the certainty that matters would surely come to such a climax. He tried to thrust the thought aside. Yet he found himself for ever harking back to it. Now Ruta was gone; and his choice lay between this baby and his wife and her children.

        
He deliberately chose. And he chose as he thought his duty bade him choose and not as his heart would have prompted him.

        
"My duty is to my wife," he decided. "She has been faithful and good and pure to me, and I must suffer for my sin."

        
He knew that that was not the limit of the punishment. It meant disowning the tiny mite in which centred almost the whole love he had given to its mother! It was dooming it to grow up to all intents and purposes an orphan.

        
Not that he intended to desert and leave the child 

to struggle for an existence unaided and uncared for. Although she would never know him to be her father, he was determined she should at least have, and perhaps grow to recognise, in him her truest and best friend. He would educate her and rear her to a life of refinement and luxury. She should learn to fill befittingly that position of a great heiress which she would one day be called upon to assume. Meanwhile, until she was old enough to be sent to school, the child could remain with one of Ruta's relations.

        
"She will grow to regard them as her parents, and— and thus learn to forget me."

        
So John reasoned and planned.

        
It was weak reasoning, poor, selfish planning. It was the farce of dabbling with honesty through his cowardice in not openly confessing his transgression. Not that he quite realised that. He was sincere in his effort to apportion a just future between Ruta's child and his wife. He honestly believed that he would suffer far more than the child in concealing its parentage, whilst towards his wife he acted as he thought it was his duty to act. In righting her he wronged his child; but it seemed to him that the worst and the least justifiable wrong he could inflict was towards Ethel and her children.

        
The day after Ruta's burial John returned to Te Henga.

        
How often is not our love for any spot centred in our love for some person in it? We make no effort at the time to analyse our affection. We are happy, and are content to attribute our happiness to our general surroundings. But it may chance that we journey afar and, returning after long absence, find that the friends we once had have gone. It is then we realise that what is left to us of the place is but a splendid recollection, and that even this is based upon the happy hours we may have once spent in the 

companionship of those we loved. The trees are still as green as ever, the paths as shady, the sunlight still as clear and warm. The birds still sing the same sweet melodies, the stream still runs as swiftly and as brightly as it was wont Yet the absence of the old familiar faces, the knowledge of some awful void, the bitterness of lost associations dim and obscure the beauty of the scene. The place itself is unchanged, the spot is still lovely, yet its charm is gone. The wild flower we pluck is the wild flower of old. But its beauty then lay in the hand that picked and gave it, its fragrance in the voice that spoke its name.

        
Duty, however, may forbid a fresh departure; and time may drown old remembrances, and kindle fresh affections, until, at length, in the smiles and pleasures of our new friends the beauty of the spot appeals once more to us.

        
It was thus with John. His inclination, the impulse of his grief, was to abandon Te Henga. He shrank from it as a child will shrink from the hand that has struck it. Every surrounding, every detail brought back to him the memory of his loss, and intensified his sorrow. He almost yielded to his desire to quit it for ever. Fortunately, or unfortunately, he resisted. He threw himself into his work, and endeavoured to forget.

        
In the keen freshness of his grief he was obliged to return to Wellington. It was perhaps good for him; but no human soul can quite conceive the agony of John Anderson's mind during those few days. How could he be otherwise than his own cheerful self? What excuse had he to give his wife for sadness or grief? Could he be true to his resolve, and not pantomime a part? It was impossible.

        
He laughed and romped and played with his children. And sometimes, in the midst of it, there would arise the form of the woman he had loved, and the features 

of the little half-caste, motherless, fatherless girl. The memory of his loss and the horror of his memory, in spite of himself, turned him from gay to grave.

        
Sympathy from his wife was not to be expected.

        
"I don't think your trip up-country has done you any good. You're perpetually in the dumps and perfectly unbearable. I don't see any reason whatever for your not coming to-night. I accepted for you, and what excuse can I give?"

        
"To-night" was a dinner party. How could he possibly enter into the spirit of any festivity with the dull load of his sorrow weighing upon him? To jest in his own house was bitter enough; to play pleasure in another's was too unreal. He was obstinate; and his wife had to coin excuses as best she could.

        
At last—it seemed an age to him—his business was finished, and he lost no time in returning to Te Henga. It was a relief to him to be once more at the little whare, and he devoted himself heart and soul to the work of developing the great run. That at least was a duty he could perform for Ruta's child. During his own lifetime he would be practically her manager, and when he died the great inheritance would pass to her. His one act of injustice would be in concealing their relationship.

        
It was, as it chanced, easy for him to arrange matters with respect to Ngaia on the lines of bis resolution. Ka, the Maori woman who was Jake Carlyle's wahine, was at the kainga when Ruta was buried. She was Ruta's cousin, and, as a matter of love on her part and as a matter of business on Jake's, she took charge of Ngaia. Jake did more. He offered, and his offer was rashly accepted, to informally adopt the child, and to rear it as though it were his and Ka's.

        
Jake, in the surveying days, had been John Anderson's chainman. He was a short, powerful, harsh-voiced individual, considerably addicted to strong drink, 

far more so than John had any idea of. Away from it he was a useful, handy man. He had served John well during the past, and when the latter settled at Te Henga, the head chainman became head shepherd, and for a while proved hard-working and honest, and fairly sober. A year or so later, Ka joined Jake as his wahine, and in the following autumn there was an increase in the population of Te Henga. The second and unexpected increase to his family, caused by Ngaia's adoption, suited Jake just as it suited John—only for an entirely different reason. Nor was there any objection on Jake's part to John's stipulation that he should, when he wished it, have the right to take Ngaia away and send her to school and educate her. "You understand, Jake, whilst she's for the present to be your child, she's to be treated as I may wish, and her future is to be in my hands. It'll be to your benefit if you act up to your part of the agreement."

        
There was little fear of the man not doing that. It was to his interest to do so—and for reasons peculiarly his own. The trouble lay in his not only keeping to his part of the agreement, but in his going considerably beyond it.

        
In pursuance of this arrangement, the next two years of Ngaia's life were passed in the head shepherd's whare. Ka was her mother, and Jake her father. The real father and the dead mother faded from the child's memory. In a vague sort of way Jake and Ka took their places. They treated her well enough—as they treated their own child. Bareheaded, barefooted, clad in a dirty little cotton shirt, Ka's own baby and Ngaia played and tumbled amongst the dogs and pigs and fowls, and lived the livelong day in the open air It laid the foundation of perfect health and wild spirits. Ruta's child, her beauty quite lost in the grime of her face and the tangle of her hair, became a queer, quaint little tomboy, fearless of animals or 

danger, utterly shy and frightened of strangers except John.

        
At the end of the two years, when she was about six years old, Ngaia was brought down to Napier to school. John, who had arranged for her coming, posed as a friend of her father's. He paid her bills, and said the money was not his but some one else's. So it was— the child's own, only he scarcely meant that.

        
By nature Ngaia was a friendly, companionable little being. At first the strangeness of her surroundings, her utter ignorance of English, and the unaccustomed restraint, made her childish heart heavy and the life difficult and very lonely. She was a tiny stranger amongst strangers; not understood, not understanding. She was, as it were, a lovely uncut diamond, rough, rare, and unpolished. Gradually and naturally it all changed to her, and the old life in the Maori kainga faded and faded, and civilisation and education possessed her. Had she remained a Maori, her earliest Maori life would probably have always been remembered by her. The extreme change, the absence of anything that could remind her of her past, all tended to turn those early years into a dream, easily forgotten and impossible to realise.

        
She was clever; and, once having mastered English, she astonished her teachers by her progress. She won their affection. Her ways, her manners, with all her wild spirits and love of mischief, were gentle, and she soon ran the risk of being spoilt by love.

        
Yet there are natures that seem to be beyond and above spoiling, and Ngaia's was surely one. As she passed from childhood into maidenhood the beauty of her character grew and intensified. It was like the unfolding of the green bud in early spring. Opening, it gradually reveals the delicate formation and the lovely colours of the perfect flower.

        
Not that Ngaia became perfect. She was a brilliant, 

light-hearted, gentle girl—every inch a girl—full of hope, full of life, full of a pure young maiden's lowly ambitions. She was impulsive and brimful of fun. But she was generous to a degree—to an absurdity, she was sometimes told. She was, too, endowed with the fairest and most lovely of all human characteristics —sympathy. Amongst children never a child, amongst women never a woman, but realised in moments of trouble this phase of the girl's nature.

        
"Oh, Ngaia," the baby of the school whispered to her as she nestled into her arms, "I love you better than any one in the world 'cept papa and mamma. It seemed so difficult till you showed me and—and I love you, Ngaia," the child added, impulsively flinging her arm round the elder girl's neck and kissing her.

        
It takes a baby girl to gauge the womanliness of a woman.
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Chapter X.

        
"
But—but could you not tell me something about him?" asked Ngaia.

        
She was talking to John Anderson. They were together in a buggy, driving along towards Hastings. It was not the first occasion on which they had travelled this road. John delighted from time to time to slip down to Napier in order to spend a day with his child. He would take her for drives, and have her to dine with him at the hotel; and if it chanced that any place of amusement were open, they would there end their round of pleasure. Those brief hours were moments of exquisite happiness to them both. To him, because she was his child. To her, because she loved the tall, iron-grey gentleman, who had been her friend ever since she could remember, almost—she told him— almost as though he were her father.

        
"Not quite, you know," she had said to him on that very afternoon, "because—because you are not my father, and—and I can't help longing to know who he is."

        
"Are you unhappy then, Ngaia?"

        
"No; I—I suppose I am not unhappy," she said slowly. "How could I be?" she added impulsively. "It would be so ungrateful after all your kindness to me. But—but could you not tell me something about him?"

        
He was silent, looking straight out upon the horses. He drew his whip lightly across one. The action was mechanical, scarcely conscious.

        


        
Her words, "I can't love you as my father, because you are not my father," rang in his ears. They seemed such a melancholy, absolute answer to all his hopes and desires. He loved her because she was his child. She could not return his love in the same degree because—irony of it all!—he was not her father. It was miserable; it was horrible.

        
A small, gloved hand stole on to his arm.

        
"Is—is he dead?" she asked softly, with a touch of awe in her voice.

        
He made no answer. How could he lie to her in words, even though he could in actions?

        
"No," he answered slowly.

        
There was a silence, and a dogcart passed them, containing two men, one of whom took off his hat.

        
"Who is that?" asked the other.

        
"Anderson, of Te Henga."

        
"No, but the girl? I never saw such a lovely face."

        
"Yes, she is pretty. She seems to grow more beautiful every time I see her. I don't know who she is, except that she is at rather a swell school here, and Anderson takes a great interest in her. She scarcely looks it, but she's a half-caste—a Maori mother. Eh? Oh no, I don't fancy anything of that sort. Anderson is rather a good sort of individual, with a wife and family. Rather a handsome woman, his wife; a little severe, perhaps, but like her husband a really good woman—a model pair, in fact. No, no. It's not what you were thinking. Mind you, it's not uncommon out here, but Anderson is the very last man to even suspect. I fancy the girl is the daughter of some harum-scarum fellow up amongst the Maories, and Anderson has practically rescued her from savagery.

        
"She's very beautiful, very beautiful, and apparently so unconscious of it."

        
"Come, come, don't lose your heart at the glimpse of a pretty face!"

        


        
"I'm not likely to do that, only—"

        
"That's Russell's place," interrupted the other, as he pointed with his whip to a house over and amongst the trees. "Williams' is farther on. They're two of the best type of New Zealand run-holders. Fine fellows."

        
"Indeed," said his companion, and the girl passed from their thoughts, save only, perhaps, as a beautiful memory.

        
Neither Ngaia nor John had even noticed the occupants of the cart, one, at least, of whom had noticed them.

        
"Not dead," repeated Ngaia softly. "Not dead. Oh, I am so glad, so very glad! Mr. Anderson, please tell me something about him, something about myself. I'm happy, indeed I am; but—but I want to know about my father and my mother. I seem to remember a small house and the Maories, but it's like a dream that I've forgotten."

        
"Ngaia," said John, pressing her hand as it lay on his arm, "let the dream lie unremembered. I want you to be happy; but it wouldn't add to your happiness if I turned the dream into a reality—even if I could. It's surely not hard to do without parents whom you have never seen!"

        
"It seems easy, and yet I long, oh, so deeply, to know my father, to know my mother. I would love them if I could only see them. I'm sure I would; quite sure. Besides, I ought to be with my parents— unless they don't want me. Is it because my father is not able that he has never come to see me, Mr. Anderson?"

        
John was silent for a moment or two.

        
"Think it is so," he said, "Think it is that; for your father's sake, think so."

        
She looked wonderingly at him.

        
"I—I don't quite understand."

        
"Ngaia, don't try, don't try. It is a tangled skein. 

Try to be happy with things as they are. For your sake, I can't say more. I may not."

        
"I sometimes think my father must know me and hate me."

        
"Hate you, Ngaia I You!"

        
"Or else, if he were alive, he would come to me, just as I would go to him. I want to love him, and he won't let me. Oh, Mr. Anderson, I'm hurting you by what I am saying! You think me ungrateful, but I'm not, indeed I'm not; and there is no one but you and Miss Spence, who's not a bit like a schoolmistress to me, who cares for me, whom I can love. I—I do love you, Mr. Anderson, because—because you have been so kind to me. Just as good to me as if you were my father."

        
John dared not trust himself to make reply. He was silent, and scarcely a word passed between them as they drove on towards home.

        
"Ngaia," he said, as they neared the school, "you must try and think as kindly of me as you can. I would tell you all I know about your parents if I could, and if I thought it would make you happier. But it wouldn't, and I so much want you to be happy, always happy, and your life to be easy and pleasant. You believe me, Ngaia, you believe me?" he asked, almost appealingly, as he helped her out of the buggy.

        
"Yes," she answered.

        
"I won't come in. I won't see you again for some time. I'm off to-morrow morning. Good-bye."

        
He held out his hand, and she slipped hers into it. For an instant he hesitated, in a desire to draw her to him and to kiss her. He had never done so since she was quite a child. She seemed to realise his thought, and in her heart she hoped he would. Then a stranger passed by them. The front door opened. The moment was gone. He dropped her hand, jumped into the buggy and drove away.

        


        
In her tiny bedroom Ngaia buried her face in her pillow and sobbed.

        
"Oh, if I only could do as he said! But I cannot, I cannot!"

        
Presently the tea-bell rang. She bathed her eyes and went down; and in the companionship of her schoolmates the mood passed from her.
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Chapter XI.

        

It seems a part of human nature most highly to appreciate that which is lost or has passed from us, and most deeply to desire that which we have not, or may not have. Is there one amongst us who, having lost some dear friend, has not experienced the cruel reflection that we never fully appreciated him or her, as the case may be? Thoughts of countless kindly acts we might have done, and never did, memories of harsh words spoken that we need never have spoken, bring with them impossible regret for the impossible. Repent howsoever we may, we can gain no comfort beyond repentance. Future kindness can never fully atone for past neglect when the earth has once sealed away the loved, familiar iace. The elaborate tomb, the tended flowers are no gratification to the heart un-kindness helped to break. Grief for the dead is merely the most respectable selfishness mankind can boast. It is admired just for what it is not.

        
Akin to regret for what is lost is honest envy—not so contradictory a phase as it may seem—for what others are fortunate enough to possess.

        
You with your home, be it humble or luxurious, do you really appreciate it as would the lonely individual whose sole home is the memory of a childhood? He will tell you "No," a thousand times "No." And he believes it. Or again, do you who, with the thought of a parent's restraint upon you, half envy the perfect freedom of your young friend, who has neither father 

nor mother, ever pause to ascertain his envy of you for what you have and he has not? If it be thus with him who has known and lost his parents, how infinite must be the blank in the life of one whose knowledge of a father or mother is limited to the certainty of their having existed and the uncertainty of who they may have been, whence they came and whither gone!

        
Of such was Ngaia, and such the shadow across her life. It was not an overwhelming shadow of unbroken bitterness and despair, for she could be merry. But at times the trouble would appear more grievous to her. Her manner of life, with the absence of any substitute for either parent and the absence of anything approaching or resembling a home, tended to impress and possibly exaggerate a not unnatural desire to know more of her white parent—her father.

        
Holiday-time, the period of pleasure for her schoolmates, was as often as not the very opposite for the half-caste girl. Frequently she went off on visits with one or other of her young friends. Occasionally she travelled on some brief trip with the kind old schoolmistress. But sometimes she had to remain at the school-house, lonely and practically companionless. The long, empty form-room, the silent playground then seemed to intensify her solitude, just as the very pleasure of her visits seemed to heighten the bright fortunes of her schoolmates and emphasise her own solitary lot.

        
Many an evening did she softly cry herself to sleep. Many an hour did she sit alone at her window looking out over the wide, restless South Pacific. The huge ocean rollers, as they swept in, fell with their own deep roar upon the beach, breaking in a halo of rainbow spray and churning themselves amongst the pebbles into white foam. The great, tumbling waste of waters fascinated her. Whence did each billow come? And why?

        


        
The school-book answers were upon her tongue. Yet they were but the science, and not the poetry, of it. The ocean seemed greater, and bigger, and grander to her. Each wave was something more than a mere fact.

        
It was a story of itself, a life, a death, a message, perhaps, from some of the strange, distant countries across and across the seas. She had read of them, but reading was not to realise. And, thus sitting and wondering, her thoughts passed on, and on, and back into the old train, on to the old grief, the great grief. She was lonely, miserably, wofully lonely. Other girls had their homes. A father, a mother, brothers or sisters—one or other at least for each of them. Not any one was so utterly alone as she. Never to have known her father, scarcely to have known her mother! Her only friend, the only being who seemed a substitute for a parent, was John Anderson, and he had refused to tell her that for which her heart was aching.

        
"He said it was for my sake, for my happiness, that he refused. I must trust; I must try and believe; only it's so hard," she whispered to herself.

        
It was one day, whilst at her window looking out over the waters, that Miss Spence came in upon her. The old schoolmistress loved her favourite pupil as a woman, herself single and lonely, would love one who had grown in her keeping from childhood to womanhood. She knew the world of youth too well not to recognise genuine grief.

        
"Ngaia!" she said softly, laying her hand on the girl's shoulder.

        
Ngaia turned with a start. She had heard no one. Her impulse was to resent the interruption. Her thoughts had been so utterly her own, her grief so secret to herself that the sound of another person's voice was inharmonious and unpleasing. But the kindly face of the older woman, Ngaia's knowledge of 

her affection, the yearning, so irresistible at such a moment, for sympathy, mastered her. Bending under the kindly caress, she burst into tears. Then, as the fierce sultry air is calmed and soothed by the soft warm shower, so the outburst of weeping relaxed the intensity of the girl's sorrow. She gradually told her trouble.

        
How often is it not the saddest, and yet withal the sweetest sensation to dwell with some sympathetic friend upon the sorrow that is overwhelming us? Grief grows sometimes too great for one poor struggling heart to nurse in silence. Unconfessed and unspoken, it too often is unrealised and unsympathised with by others. No mere craving after empty compassion, no mere wish for lightly uttered words of pity, urge the weary soul to share its troubles with the understanding friend. It is nature, in her own mysterious way, insisting that man is not meant to live within himself alone, but that, being of mankind, in mankind he may find a solace for his trouble.

        
In the little timorous schoolmistress Ngaia found the sympathy she craved for.

        
"I'll be mother and father, all in one, to you, my pet. Then there's Mr. Anderson. And one day, darling, some one will come along, some one young and rich and handsome, who will take you from us, all to himself, and love you and care for you; and then your loneliness will go from you. If I judge aright, too, Mr. Anderson will soon take you down with him to Wellington and you will enter into the gay life there and the dances and be the belle of all the ballrooms. It is lonely now, alone with an old woman such as I; but you will be happy. There is a bright future before you. I'm sure, quite sure. Come, come, sweet, brush away your tears and laugh to me, and say I at least shall be mistress, and mother, and father, and everything all in one. More even, if I can, than 

I have been, because I know now what I only suspected before."

        
"Oh, Miss Spence, it—it was wrong and ungrateful of me to seem so miserable. But I couldn't help it. I'm so glad I've told it all. Telling makes things easier, doesn't it? It—it seemed so hard before."

        
"Perhaps your parents are dead, my darling. Many another has to bear the burden of that sorrow."

        
"No," answered Ngaia. "Mr. Anderson has said not. I asked him once, but he would not tell me more than that my father was alive. I have never asked him again. He told me to try and believe that he refused for my sake. I have believed. I do believe. Only I cannot help feeling."

        
"Have you any recollection of your life before you came to me?" asked Miss Spence.

        
"It's all quite gone. I seem to remember that my mother was a Maori and my father a white man, But then, Mr. Anderson has told me that. What I want most of all is to know my father. I'm not ashamed of being a Maori, but—but—oh, Miss Spence, I'm not a Maori. I could not live like a Maori, I would love her of course, because she would be mother, and yet——"

        
And yet——! She was brave enough to confess no shame for her dark blood, but she was too refined, too delicate, too sensitive to be able to reconcile herself to the crude civilisation of an untutored Maori. Her father was the one thing she longed for. His coming she never forgot to pray for.

        
Poor Ngaia! Her prayer was destined to be answered and was to prove a cruel awakening. Better to have dead parents than some parents.

        
The half-caste girl had yet to learn from experience that to mourn a father is infinitely less sad than to despise one.
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Chapter XII.

        

John found his wife somewhat trying.

        
A man can have too much wife. It is a dangerous habit for a woman to be constantly sounding her own praises, and pointing out what inferior wives other men's wives are as compared to her, and leading her husband to understand that she is not sufficiently appreciated.

        
Besides, it happened, unfortunately for Mrs. Anderson, that, during Ruta's lifetime, John could judge for himself, and had no need to do more than compare his own wife and Ruta. He could at least appreciate that contrast. Yet, in his desire to be true to his creed of duty, he intensified his kindness and devotion, even though it was to a woman he had grown to care so little for that he even disliked her. She tried him; and he was patient, for he had sinned against her. She even nagged at him, and that is the climax of a woman's cruelty.

        
Mrs. Anderson was an admirable mother to her daughters. They, and John, and the world accepted her partiality for her son on the ground of his being her only boy. None the less, she did her duty to her two girls. When Topsy came out, which she did when she was seventeen, Mrs. Anderson attended, in the most self-sacrificing spirit, dances and functions innumerable. Her figure was still admirable, her dancing was still exquisite, and her programme was invariably full. Had Topsy's programme been as 

usually empty, Mrs. Anderson's self-sacrifice might have experienced the unpleasantness of being put to the test. Possibly, had Topsy been a bad dancer, she would not have come out as early as she did. Daisy, the second girl, did not come out at seventeen. She had to wait for more than a year later. Unkind folks said that she had to wait until Topsy was married. It is immaterial, although the fact, or coincidence undoubtedly, was that Daisy's coming-out ball chanced to be the one immediately prior to Topsy's wedding. The convenience of the coincidence was that Mrs. Anderson never had to chaperone two daughters at one time.

        
Evelyn, Topsy's husband, was a product of London and modern civilisation. He had a small private income and came to the Colony to take up land. He was young, and he was good looking. He met Topsy, and he fell genuinely in love for the first time in a selfish life.

        
When he proposed, he, without expressing it in so many words, merely offered the present, himself, his money and—the future. His past, he considered, belonged exclusively to himself! Topsy, being in love, was satisfied with him himself. Mrs. Anderson, being more worldly, satisfied herself as to the money and the future, and gave no heed to the man or thought of the past. The present, the individual and the future proving satisfactory, a fashionable marriage in due course eventuated.

        
Topsy became Mrs. Arthur Evelyn.

        
She had made a very good match!

        
Six months later, she learnt, through a letter, that her husband was already the father of a child, and that the mother was alive in England. He had sufficient honour, and such a lack of appreciation of his vileness, to admit the accusation. He recognised the woman's illiterate scrawl; and he said so.

        


        
Poor Topsy! The shock was intensely bitter. Not unnaturally. Arthur had appeared in her eyes a hero worthy of her love. Therefore, as women will, she had idealised him into a saint and worshipped him as such. After all she was little more than a schoolgirl; and he was very good-looking.

        
There was a scene. The comedy of their young married life suddenly slipped into tragedy, just as the farces and the comedies of married life so often do. The most wonderful dramas of the world are the unwritten ones. We know that, because of the glimpses we sometimes get from the fragments of a few which are told us in our law courts. Dramas they are, with the low comedy of letters that meant one thing to both the writer and the reader when written and read, but which seem quite another in the horrid glare of public shame and social dishonour. They are dramas comprising the tragedy of passion and deceit and disgrace, and the farce of "damages" and comic evidence.

        
Educated men make the most vulgar comedians. Sometimes this is illustrated on the stage of the music-hall. It is more frequently observable in our law courts. Letters that might make justice weep for pity are read with legal humour. Laughter greets crosses that were kisses and smudges that were tears. Any one, conscious of common kindness, must realise that the profession of a barrister, veneered with "my learned friend" and stilted ceremonials, is, at its business, the most callous and the most vulgar there is. A refined gentleman is apt to become, in his wig and gown— and there may be scarlet and ermine about the gown— a self-opinionated cad who, without fear of consequences, can and does say what he likes of any one connected with the case he is engaged in. With becoming courage, he avails himself of the opportunity. A judge will talk to a lady in court as he would not talk to a flunkey in his drawing-room.

        


        
Topsy had seen the comedies and tragedies of married life on the stage, and laughed sometimes, and yawned sometimes, and never quite understood.

        
Now she neither laughed nor yawned, but understood. And, in her understanding, she appreciated the fact of how widely a woman differs from a man.

        
Evelyn appreciated it too.

        
He tried to argue and reason with his wife—to no purpose.

        
"It's part of the past, Topsy," he said. "Not highly creditable. I've admitted that. But it was not as fearful as you seem to think. It was an act of folly, and I've been sorry for it. I never made the woman a bad woman. She was that before I met her. I've provided for the—the child. They'll never be in want. What more can I do? I can't undo! Besides, it's not harmed you; and it never will. You're none the worse for it."

        
The insult of that was its truth.

        
He added a great deal more, and nearly lost his temper.

        
She cried, and, as usually happens in real life and in melodrama, asked what she was. Then, without waiting for his reply, she answered her own riddle, and declared that she was merely his mistress. The other woman, she protested, was his wife, his real wife, even though they might never have actually gone through a marriage ceremony. Then she talked of the coming of the letter as the coming of her death, and that her whole nature had changed. Finally, she declared that they must part.

        
She nearly had hysterics, and, to her credit be it said, no mere thought of appearances or tight lacing prevented her. She buried her head in her arms, and broke into the low bitter sobbing of real grief and agony of heart.

        
Her husband expostulated, and asked what good could possibly come of her leaving him, and implored 

her to have some common sense. She wept a reply, and said she had positively decided upon her line of action. He bent over her, and, speaking softly to her, placed his hand upon her shoulder. She refused to listen to him, and threw the hand away. Then she burst into fresh sobs, and, clutching the hateful letter, she left the room and, soon after, the house. He, alone in the room, like a madman cursed the wretched woman who had come between him and his happiness.

        
The young wife, being a virtuous, helpless girl, sought her parents. Her love for her father urged her to fly to him. Her feelings as a woman prompted her to speak first to her mother.

        
Mrs. Anderson heard her tale and appeared surprised. She was decently shocked and properly sympathetic.

        
She told her daughter to do nothing rash, but at the same time to be strong in her self-respect and to pray to God, and added that she looked a perfect guy in the dress she was wearing.

        
"It wants altering about the sleeves, my dear. You'll have to get some new dresses when you and Arthur are over in Sydney," she said, and merely raised her eyebrows when Topsy declared afresh that she and Arthur would never be together again.

        
Scarcely an hour later, Mrs. Anderson told Evelyn, who had come round to see how the miserable matter could be quietly settled, that he was a fool to have admitted the scandal

        
"I should have lied?" he asked.

        
"And your wife would have been happy," she answered.

        
"I should have been miserable."

        
"Exactly. Pure selfishness."

        
He suggested phantoms and spectres rising for ever between them. He was inclined to be sentimental about it.

        


        
She laughed at him and somewhat surprised him with portions of her advice.

        
He had had great awe of her sanctity until then. He had grave doubts, when he left, both as to his awe and as to her sanctity.

        
She divined his thoughts once, towards the end of the interview, and said casually,—

        
"Common sense, Arthur, common sense; and remember that women are only men in petticoats, with the necessary alterations."

        
"Which means?"

        
"That they are no more perfect than men."

        
"No more!"

        
"Not really. They're human; and you men seem never to quite realise that. You love to talk of women putting you men on impossible pedestals, whilst you wrong women by doing the same to them to an infinitely greater degree. Women are women and always passionate, and often frail. Likewise men."

        
"But women——"

        
"Are petted, and pampered, and caged, and kept for men's special edification. And so long as they flutter and twitter meekly and properly behind their prison bars, well and good. They are noble and ennobling, and the saviours of the world. But the instant they break, or even so much as bend their prison bars, like a slave that has made a dash for liberty, they are punished by being branded as disreputable. And men may act and do just as it pleases them, and the world shrugs its shoulders and smiles. But women—— Great heavens—if a woman strays from the narrow path you men have mapped out for her, even by so little as an indiscreet remark, she is frowned upon, condemned, and lost! A woman must keep good and pure, but——"

        
"Yet you said I was a fool to have told Topsy."

        
"So you were. And she'd have been a fool if she 

had confided every little flirtation she might have had before she married you—or since. There it is, the old, old tale of immaculate virtue on a woman's part, and on the man's part a mere escapade."

        
It angered Arthur. He had been brought up to believe that a man never sinned. He merely escapaded or sowed wild oats. The only possible wrong of the kind that he could commit was to the husband who had always trusted him and been hospitable and friendly. Even then, it was frequently the husband's fault and the wife's choice. A man's escapade might very possibly be some unfortunate woman's ruin, but that was surely her business. On the other hand, a woman's escapade was a woman's sin; a woman's sin was—her damnation. Clearly.

        
Evelyn insisted.

        
So did Mrs. Anderson.

        
"It's wrong. Of course it is. But why, my dear boy, if men may transgress and be virtuous, may not women?"

        
"Because they are different. The consequence is greater."

        
She was silent.

        
"I'm not going to argue it," he said. "It is so foreign to anything we are concerned in."

        
"Yes. Of course. Yes." Then she added, with a light laugh, "Well, well, after all, it is exclusively your business—your wife, your past, your misconduct, your folly. I gave you my opinion and shocked you. Oh yes, I did. I saw it. Topsy is my daughter, but what is of far greater importance to her is the fact that she is your wife. Besides, I'm not anxious for a scandal. She'll be a fool if there is one; and so will you be. Now you must be off, Arthur. You must excuse me. I have to order dinner and interview butchers."

        
"Good-bye, Mrs. Anderson," said Arthur, "and if 

Topsy comes to you, as I am sure she will, try and——"

        
"Make her forgive you, eh? Ah well, you must be patient. Good-bye."

        
She watched him go, and somehow she seemed to forget the dinner and the butcher.

        
"The consequences are greater," she murmured. "Are they? Not always, not always. The transgression is as bad in a man as in a woman. There is no difference."

        
In Topsy's mind an unfortunate woman was absolutely impossible as an acquaintance, but none the less deserving of sympathy. She genuinely pitied her husband's victim. Her sentiment carried her almost to the extreme of hating him for his heartlessness. The thought of the helpless, ruined woman and the little child thrown upon the world fatherless and nameless was an unspeakable horror to her. She, who loved so tenderly, who had such faith in her husband, who always attended church, who prayed to God every evening that she might learn to live aright, stood between this poor creature and her salvation!

        
Not of course of her own free will, but by the law of the land. There was considerable relief in that reflection. She was Evelyn's wife. Do what she might, unless she died, he could never marry the woman. But——

        
What?

        
She had an answer to Evelyn; she had an answer to the world. Every woman has an answer to the world. Had she any to herself?

        
She shuddered. She closed her eyes, and the misery of it, and the horror, appalled her. A wife herself by law, and yet, in truth, no wife.

        
"Please God help me! Pray God help me! Oh, what can I do? What ought I to do? What must 

I do? Oh, I am so heart-broken, so miserable, so miserable!

        
She was in her bedroom. It was the little room she had slept in from childhood to maidenhood, from maidenhood to the spring of womanhood. That spring had brightened into summer at her marriage. It was winter now; the dull, cheerless winter of misery. Six months ago she had been a girl, pure and innocent. Six months ago she loved as in a dream. The glamour of marriage was upon her. Now it was past, it was gone. She was a woman grown. A woman bound for life to a man she loved, and from whom it would well-nigh kill her to part. Was it wrong, knowing what she did, to continue living with her husband as his wife? Was his past sin to the woman in reality so fearful a crime to his wife? Was his chief fault to her his marriage, or his silence, or both?

        
It was terrible, it was agonising. She was distracted, and burying her face in her hands, the girl sobbed.

        
Her mother had not helped her, nor even brought a ray of comfort to her. Her father might, the dear, kind, old father whom she had always worshipped. He would know, and could, and would advise her. Whatever he might tell her would be best. He was to her the embodiment of virtue, the soul of honour, and beyond the very thought of evil. He would divine the right; and she brushed back her hair, and dried her eyes, and went down to his study.

        
She reflected, as she passed downstairs, that break-fest-time, when the letter had arrived, was but a few hours ago. Yet it seemed a lifetime.

        
In very truth it was—to her.
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Chapter XIII.

        

The winter afternoon had drawn to a close. The gathering darkness had swept into the study and seemed, as it were, to be wrestling for possession with the quivering, flickering firelight.

        
John was leaning back in an armchair drawn near to the fire. He was gazing into the glowing embers with the hungry look of one seeking to see mere memories grow into shape and—failing.

        
He had aged. His hair was white, his beard was heavily streaked with grey. He was bent about the shoulders. His tanned, weather-beaten face was lined and furrowed. The rough life he had led in the earlier days had stamped its mark upon him. He had been careless when young; wet clothes were often the rule, dry boots almost always the exception; and feeling at the time no ill, he was quite content to chance the future.

        
Yet much though John might have lost in health and happiness he had, from a mere worldly point of view, prospered. He was rich, he was a large run-holder.

        
It was, almost to a day, seventeen years ago since he had met Ruta. Looking back on the years he marvelled as he realised their number. For a moment it seemed only yesterday that she was with him. And then as there came the thought of all that had happened, those seventeen years swelled into a lifetime. They had brought him good fortune. He had become 

exceedingly wealthy and a man of influence and position. A seat in Parliament was at his disposal had he chosen to accept it—even a portfolio in the Cabinet. A seat in the Upper House had been offered to him. He had availed himself of neither. A quiet, upright gentleman was all that he wished to be. He was too sensitive for the harsh fare of political life.

        
"John Anderson's word is better than most men's bond. I believe he is absolutely incapable of a dishonourable act, either in business or in private life," a gentleman once remarked in the club. He spoke the measure of most men's opinions, and John knew it Was it to be wondered at that it brought him no pleasure?

        
The sensitive, conscientious heart shrinks under the mockery of false praise. What the world did not know, but what John did know, was that whilst a small portion of his splendid run was leased in his name from the Maories, practically the whole of the vast property belonged to Ngaia. Retaining for himself merely a substantial annual allowance, such as would be paid to any experienced manager, he invested a portion of the balance of the income in improving the estate and allowed the rest to accumulate in sound investments made in Ngaia's name. The enormous wealth that John was popularly supposed to possess was in reality his child's, although he kept her in complete ignorance of it. She had no idea of her possessions, and only a very few of the Maories had a vague suspicion. The belief was that Ruta had sold her interest to John or leased it. Jake even thought that John had not hesitated to lie to him in this respect.

        
A determination had gradually grown in Anderson's mind to build a really fine homestead at the station, and to live there. Apart from the fact that he was not fond of town life, building would repay him, inasmuch 

she would be able to devote more time and closer attention to the work on the run. His wife, too, was not averse to the idea. She had no intention of ruralising throughout the year, but she could use the country house during the summer, and then rent a house in Wellington each winter for the Session. She might not have so readily fallen in with the proposal had she known that in her husband's mind there existed the one dominating consideration that he would be able to keep Ngaia near him. The very thought of her brought a soft look into the deep, brown eyes that betrayed the intense love he had for his outcast child.

        
Poor, kind-hearted John Anderson! Love was necessary to him—to love and to be loved. If his wife had been a Ruta, or if Ruta had been his wife, he would have lived the happy, unclouded life of a proud and honoured and honourable man.

        
"It's not for me," he murmured, as he had done to himself hundreds and hundreds of times before—"It's not for me. I would welcome the moment when I could claim and take and keep Ngaia. I would share Ruta's shame. Shame! Not shame for her. She was pure and holy if ever woman was. But the world would call it shame and dishonour. My wife would. She is good and pure and I owe her my duty, if I cannot also give her my love. It's all for her sake and for our children's; and—my punishment."

        
The excuse was specious. Such at least he knew the world would term it. Yet nevertheless there was to himself the reality of truth in his argument.

        
His inclination, despite any consequence, was emphatically in the direction of acknowledging Ngaia Rightly or wrongly, consideration for his wife and her children alone checked him. It was the fear of her suspicions being in any way aroused that was destined to lead him to the miserable extreme of being blind to 

the fact that a man's first thought should be for his child, whether it be the offspring of love or marriage, his second for his wife.

        
Topsy's entry broke the tenor of such thoughts. He looked up. The glittering of the firelight betrayed her weeping.

        
"Topsy!" he cried.

        
She ran to him, and, sinking to her knees, she buried her face in her hands and sobbed.

        
He stroked her hair and tried to soothe her.

        
"Topsy, Topsy, my darling, what is it? What is it?"

        
He grew frightened. He had never seen her weep so bitterly, and she a bride of only a few months.

        
Then she told him.

        
"Oh, father, what am I to do? What am I to do?

        
I can't put that poor woman out of my thoughts. Her child, too. I—I may become a mother, and why should my child take all that rightly belongs to her? I love my husband, father; I can't help it, I love him, and it would kill me to lose him, but—— Tell me, help me. You will know what is right You can say what a woman should do."

        
Her head was bent as she spoke, his hand was upon her soft hair.

        
"Tell me, father. Speak to me," the girl cried, flinging her arms around his neck, and pressing her face to his.

        
There was silence.

        
"I think," he said at length, "I think, my darling, that you should go back to your husband."

        
"Father!"

        
"He has sinned, Topsy, but he has acknowledged it. He is penitent. He has done all that he can."

        
"He should have married her."

        
"It's too late."

        
"He might have done it."

        
"He did not."

        


        
"It was so awful to have left her. It was a—a— crime."

        
"No, no, not that. Rather it was his marrying you that became the crime. Marriage with the woman would have meagrely repaired his injury to the child."

        
"But he ought to have married her. It would have made her an honest woman."

        
"It might, but probably it would not have."

        
"He should have married her at the very first."

        
"It looks so; but, Topsy, neither you nor I can really know that. The ruin of his life may have been but the due penalty of his wrong. I don't know, I don't know. Women can ruin men as well as men women. It's the future that you have to think of, not the past. The future is between you and him, the past is between him and bis conscience."

        
"But she is his wife—really."

        
"And you are legally. Nothing that has happened can make Arthur free to marry any other woman."

        
"He should be with her."

        
"To their mutual misery, perhaps, and certainly to yours. Would you choose that?"

        
"It is not what I would choose, it is not what I would choose—I love him, I want him—but it is to know what is the right. I want him, and yet how can I be happy with him when I remember and realise? Oh, why did it happen, why did it happen?"

        
"My pet, he's your husband; he has sinned—to the woman directly, though she was apparently but a bad woman before he met her, to you only indirectly. He has done what he can for her. Nothing you can do can help her now. He loves you none the less for what has happened. And you? Do you love him less, or is it only that an ideal has been brought down to the dust of real life? He never considered his act so terribly wrong as it seems to you. Men don't. They don't; indeed, indeed they don't." He paused 

for a moment "It's the fault of their upbringing, perhaps."

        
"Father, how can a man be so wicked to a woman?"

        
"It's not for me to judge."

        
"You—you tell me to return to him?"

        
"It is the least of all evils, Topsy. Nothing you can possibly do can undo. Go back to him believing in his repentance and his love for you. It's your duty to him, to yourself, and to the tiny life that may come to you from him. You must go to him, and make it part of your duty to remember this child of your husband's, that it never be neglected or cast helpless into the world."

        
"Yes, yes, indeed I will, but I could never bear to meet it."

        
"It is free from sin—and pure. It is what it is through no fault of its own."

        
"No, but—but—oh, I could not!" she said, with a shudder.

        
He felt it. And Ngaia, his beautiful, gentle Ngaia, was but as this child! Was she a thing at which pure women would shudder or loathe to meet did they chance to know the truth of her?

        
He closed his eyes. He was suffering. Love for an object of shame, and the shame of such loving may comprehend the bitterest sweetness that a human creature can taste.

        
The girl's soft fingers wandered amongst the white hair.

        
"I think—I think you are right, father," she whispered, and he started from the depths of his thoughts and drew his child to him and kissed her.

        
She was softly crying on his shoulder when Arthur knocked and entered. He was worn and haggard and he had no thought that his wife was there.

        
John Anderson spoke only a few words, and then he 

left them. In the foreground of their trouble was at least a promise of future happiness.

        
But his trouble lay about him, heavy and black, overshadowing and well-nigh overwhelming him.

        
He was weak; he was a moral coward. His punishment was of his own making and well deserved.

        
Possibly.

        
Possibly such a man was a social blackguard, with just sufficient conscience to make him miserable and not enough to make him virtuous.

        
Possibly.
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Chapter XIV.

        

All men are selfish—and some women.

        
Cyril Anderson was muchly so. It was his nature, his mighty characteristic. As a child he was selfish, and time developed and refined the subtlety of his greed and heartlessness. His mother's devotion to him exceeded even a mother's love; yet he never seemed capable of realising it. His father's affection was limitless; his forbearance marvellous; and yet he despised the kind-hearted old man, nor had the very slightest consideration for him.

        
He regarded his parents much as the cock did the sun. It arose to hear him crow. They existed for his benefit. They did what they did for him, because it was their duty, and did it badly. They loved him because—well, what else could they do?

        
All women who were his social inferiors professed love for him so long as he spent sufficiently freely to be worth loving. Women of his own station in life found him pleasant and agreeable, but they one and all disliked him. He was selfish, they said, and his temper was execrable. He was vain and conceited, and he looked at women as women never like to be looked at, though they scarcely know why.

        
Men hated him.

        
The cold, contemptuous manner in which he spoke of his parents jarred on the minds of even the most casual. Men and women dislike people who lack filial affection. They may forgive their own want of it, but not other people's.

        


        
Perhaps Cyril was rather indifferent than hostile to his mother. It was strange that he could be even that She idolised him. He was the warm spot in her cold, worldly nature. She seemed a woman of extremes. Her love, when she did love, was the blind, unreasoning love that amounts to worship. She prayed for him—when she prayed. She watched over him, jealously, unceasingly, tirelessly. She petted him as a child; she spoilt him.

        
He accepted all that was done, all that was sacrificed for him, with little else than ill-natured complainings. He refused to show himself in the very slightest sense under an obligation to his mother. He conceived the idea, as he grew older, that he had even been wronged by his parents, inasmuch as, as he termed it, they had "dragged him up." They should have "brought him up" and not spoilt him. He flung this at his mother as an answer to some of her mild reproofs. He taunted her with it, as a justification of his excesses. Her own self-sacrifice and love became the very thong he lashed her with.

        
She was not utterly blind to the young fellow's faults. How could she be? They were too apparent. She frequently endeavoured to remonstrate and to exercise some influence over him, and she invariably failed.

        
"It's perfectly sickening," Cyril would remark to one or other of his intimates—"It's perfectly sickening the way in which the old woman bothers and pesters. I suppose she thinks I'm content to sit in her pocket, or be tied for ever to her apron-strings. She's jolly well mistaken."

        
She was.

        
During a brief illness which he had, the same selfishness, the same absence of all feeling or gratitude was apparent. He railed at the patient, uncomplaining mother. He even cursed at her. The food he knew she had cooked for him with her own hands he found 

a hundred faults with. He wanted her near him on every trivial matter, nor gave her a moment's relief.

        
"It's because he is sick," she said to herself. "Sick men are always so."

        
Yes, truly; and some healthy ones.

        
A few men in this world earn what they never spend; many spend what they never earn. Cyril had the very dimmest idea of what he spent He earned as a junior clerk exactly ninety pounds and some shillings and pence per year. It gradually grew to one hundred and twenty pounds a year. The balance of his income consisted in an allowance and frequent five-pound notes from his father, many a housekeeping pound from his mother—and loans.

        
His loans were chiefly at high interest on personal secuiity. He patronised each and all the loan companies, and financed sometimes as the drawer of a promissory note and sometimes as endorser.

        
He preferred Somers.

        
Somers was a Christian. Money-lenders are generally supposed to be Jews. They often are; but some are Christians, and good Christians make the best money-lenders. The Jew charges "shent per shent," and does not always get it; the good Christian charges a modest sixty per cent.—and gets it, always.

        
He is full of "sacred duty," and "my clients' money," and invariably gets his pound of flesh with blood thrown in.

        
He is perfectly right. The man who lends money to a man who has only a remote chance of repaying it must certainly charge high interest. At least, Somers said so, and used to prove it, or think he did, to his clients.

        
"Average, my dear sir, average. My interest doesn't average ten per cent, and think of the risk. Think of what I often lose."

        
"It's all deuced fine, but think what I pay," 
an-

swered Cyril, to whom the remark happened to be made.

        
"Think what you owe. Three lots of your paper here, and another with your name on the back; not to mention what you have elsewhere."

        
"How the devil do you know what I have elsewhere?"

        
Somers shrugged his shoulders.

        
"Business, my dear sir, business. Mutual protection."

        
"Mutual thieving."

        
"Tut, tut! Where would you have been if I hadn't helped you?"

        
"A jolly sight better off."

        
"Ah me, such is gratitude," said Somers; and there lurked on his lips a suspicion of a smile, if Somers could smile, as he drew out a book of promissory-note forms.

        
"You want me to renew, eh?" he said.

        
"Of course."

        
"Twenty-five pounds?"

        
"Make it thirty-five, and give me two."

        
Somers took no notice, but continued to fill in the form. He paused at the amount.

        
"It's time you changed the face of this. My client is anxious for his money. I'm sorry, Mr. Anderson, but my duty, you know—the face must really be changed, or the back."

        
"Make it thirty-five."

        
"I can't. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry, but—twenty-five."

        
"I tell you I can't give you the money. Make it thirty-five and give me two pounds."

        
"Then if the face is not going to alter for the better —or at any rate the lesser—the back really must Who is going to endorse it?"

        
"Stevenson."

        


        
"I've one of his already, with you on the back. Mutual protection, eh?—mutual thieving? Which is it? Ha, ha! The joke is first class. I didn't see the application when you made it. It must have been the way you said it Ha, ha! Anyway, if you want this made into thirty-five you must get some other name."

        
"Give me the beastly thing," said Cyril.

        
Somers completed the filling in of the amount and handed it across.

        
"Bring it back this afternoon," he said;" and I will give you thirty shillings."

        
"Two pounds."

        
"Not at all. You owe me three pounds for the interest of the renewal. You haven't got it. I lend you five pounds for which I charge you ten shillings. That leaves four pounds ten. You pay me the three pounds and it leaves you exactly thirty shillings. I write five pounds on the note and pay you thirty shillings."

        
It was useless to argue, and the young fellow took up the bill, put it into his pocket, and swaggered off.

        
"A young scoundrel, if ever there is one," was Somers' remark to himself. "If I didn't know the sort of man your father is, I wouldn't trust you many feet, my fine fellow."

        
During the afternoon the transaction was completed and the thirty shillings were paid. The ticket for a subscription ball Cyril must needs attend absorbed ten shillings. Dice and liquor took the remaining twenty.

        
"Just my infernal bad luck," was the only reflection of his fuddled brains as he slipped into bed in the small hours, smelling of smoke and spirits.

        
His mother heard him. She had watched him go to his room, anxious lest he might hurt himself. She would never have dared to have spoken to him; he would have accused her of spying; she almost accused herself.

        


        
A man may sometimes be pardoned for his extravagance. The individual who ruins himself by his reckless expenditure upon travelling, or upon yachting, or even upon keeping race-horses, at least is guilty of nothing vulgar. When he commences to gamble, he descends.

        
In these days, when smartness is the best policy and honesty a mere detail, the great gambler is less despised than the small one. The "blade" who comes a "mucker" is a king beside the petty "welsher." The bankrupt who fails for a million and pays a penny in the pound is a lion, a financial lion. The tradesman who fails for a thousand and pays six hundred is commercially damned. The petty meanness of nineteen shillings in the pound is contemptible beside the pluck of a hundred thousand pounds' worth of debts and no assets.

        
But the vulgar is inexcusable. Cyril gambled; it was criminal. He drank, which was worse; it was vulgar.

        
Crime may be picturesque, or even romantic. Vulgarity never can. This for ever damns vulgarity as amongst national virtues.

        
Boys will be boys; and young men, the world over, will have a certain exuberance of spirits that more usually than not takes the form of sowing their wild oats. Wild oats are not absolutely harmful, though they are not highly creditable. Sowing them is wrong, and yet out of evil, sometimes, in an evil world, good, which is experience, may come.

        
With Cyril, however, "seeing life" was a low occupation. It consisted, at the best, of the theatre in the evening, if there chanced to be a company in the town, and the principal public-houses afterwards. With three or four boon companions, he would stand at the bar, making doubtful remarks to a slim-waisted barmaid. It was part of her employment to listen and smile 

and jest, and say every now and then, "Now, boys, what is it to be?"

        
The "boss" expected her to sell, and she sold as long as the "boys" had money. Lights were turned out when their funds were exhausted.

        
Dice generally commenced in some back parlour, or if it was after eleven and the front door was locked, in the billiard-room. Hour after hour Cyril would spend playing "Yankee Grab" or such-like games for shillings. As a rule he was the "fancy-man" of the barmaid. He spent most freely, and she stood next to him and allowed him to risk frequent shillings for her, and to slip his arm around her waist and pinch her ears and twist her hair, and sometimes even she permitted him to snatch a kiss from her.

        
A woman can stand that from a boy, and smile and forget. It makes him drunk and drink. Consequently, doubtful liquor and the excitement of gambling in due course made Cyril tipsy. The earlier portion of the evening he could generally recall; the later portion became blurred and indistinct

        
In the early dawn, faint, fuddled and rank, he would seek his home. He would tumble into bed and toss and turn until he snored.
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Chapter XV.

        

When John allowed Ka to adopt Ngaia, he was, as he thought, acting, under the circumstances, in the best interests of the little girl. No other course then seemed open to him. It was not possible for him to keep the child without the aid of some woman, and Ka was Ngaia's nearest relative with the exception of himself. Ka could not come to him. She could never have taken Ruta's place, even had she not been Jake's wahine. Irresistible love was the sole justification John had for his one error. It was an error he was incapable of repeating.

        
John's mistake, though he never fully appreciated it, was in his estimate of the Maori woman's husband. He thought him an honest, hard-working man, whose willingness to give care and shelter to the little child arose from gratitude and affection to himself.

        
He was deceived. The man was, in reality, a thorough scoundrel, whose apparent sincerity was based on cunning and self-gain. He had taken the full measure of his master's position. He was satisfied that it was John's earnest desire to keep the parentage of his child a secret. The man also knew the surveyor's affection for Ruta and for the little girl, and he was shrewd enough to foresee that John would dread the terrible scandal certain to arise from the divulging of such a secret. It seemed clear to Jake, in fact, that in course of time it might prove of infinite service to him to have taken John's bastard half-caste, and to have 

reared it as his own child. It would cost him practically nothing. It might profit him greatly.

        
"The 'alf-caste brat wouldn't get much welcome from the pakeha wife, I reckon," was his reflection. "The man what 'as a secret an' a goody-goody wife generally 'as to pay for it. There's a pile of cash in thet 'ere youngster."

        
When, however, Ngaia was sent to school, it was understood between the two men that Jake's supposed parentage was to cease. It was not confirmed by any sort of public announcement, but the head shepherd was thenceforth to have no more claim upon her. John was to appear as her benefactor. Jake was to pass completely out of her life. So much it was easy enough to arrange. The man readily acquiesced—with a mental reservation. The reservation implied a review of the matter whenever circumstances, in his opinion, justified it.

        
Thirteen years after Ngaia had been taken from him, Jake considered that he ought to make some move lest he lost all hold upon the girl. His master had of late hinted that he might dispense with his services. That was not for an instant to be tolerated, much less to remain a possibility.

        
"It's about time I got out my tether rope, and hitched myself tight on to this 'ere place and its blooming boss," Jake decided. "I'll introdooce myself to the gal. She'll be glad to find a father," he added with a chuckle.

        
Jake, as has been remarked, was, if anything, short. Constant riding had given him bandied legs and a stoop. He had a harsh, strident voice and an ill-assorted vocabulary. His temper and his beard were fiery. His hair was sprinkled with grey, and had a bald patch. His face was liberally freckled and dried and tanned. He generally had a quid of tobacco in his mouth and an unpleasant chuckle in his throat. The 

chuckle was a distinct portion of him which he retained until he died. The quid was not, as the floor, or the fender, or any place he visited, invariably testified.

        
He knew Ngaia's whereabouts. He had taken particular note of it from John's letters to her. Armed with this, and a small leathern satchel, which contained a rusty hinge that wanted matching and an old lock that wanted repairing, fully equipped with the clothes he was wearing, and disdaining even such a superfluity as a great-coat, he started off. He caught the coach, being then half tipsy. At the inn, where the coach halted for the night, he was put to bed hopelessly drunk. On the following morning, he breakfasted on two long glasses of beer. He touched nothing more and reached Napier—sober.

        
He called at the school immediately after the coach arrived. It was in the afternoon. Most of the girls were out. Ngaia chanced to be in.

        
"I want to see Ngaia, miss," said Jake, to the servant girl who answered the door. She looked puzzled for a moment. "Miss Carlyle?"

        
"Oh, aye. Yes. Miss Carlyle," he answered. "I'll see," said the servant. "You can wait here," she continued, and left him standing in the hall.

        
"Miss Carlyle, eh?" he muttered to himself. "She's quite a fine lady. Miss Carlyle, he, he!" he repeated with a chuckle.

        
For a while he stood twirling his hat in his hands. Then he took a careful inventory of the place. Finally, having completed his survey, he spat.

        
As a matter of fact, he himself was the most noticeable object in the hall. He had on strapped riding trousers, dusty and not too new, and hob-nailed boots. He wore a dark flannel shirt and a red tie, the knot of which had slipped under the waistcoat, and he carried his watch along with his baccy, and without 

a chain. His coat had large pockets, out of one of which stuck the corner of a scarlet bandana.

        
One sees such characters knocking about in all Colonial towns. Generally they are drovers or shepherds from some back run. Frequently they are drunk, and usually they are found in some public-house. A fashionable young ladies' seminary is not exactly where one would expect to meet a specimen.

        
It was a new experience for Miss Spence. She simply stared as she came downstairs; and, moreover, having caught Jake in the very act of expectorating, she was in a mixed condition of horror and anger.

        
"You want to see Miss Carlyle, I believe," she said brusquely.

        
"Yes, mum."

        
"Well, come into the morning-room," said the schoolmistress, and she led the way.

        
She sat down, telling—not asking—Jake to shut the door. Nor did it occur to her to offer him a seat. The omission never struck him, and he stood and twirled his old felt wide-awake.

        
"May I ask," Miss Spence said, "what you want to see her for? You must understand that it is not customary to allow my young ladies to receive visits from perfect strangers."

        
The term "ladies" caught Jake's ear. Ngaia was evidently a regular swell.

        
"A blooming toff," he mentally remarked.

        
Nevertheless, he was somewhat taken aback by the old lady's question. He bad no wish to divulge what he intended to tell the girl. He wanted to break the news himself. He was rather yearning for a real, good chuckle.

        
"You're a servant, I presume, with a message. If you give it to me it shall be delivered."

        
"Well, mum, it ain't quite that. I ain't got no introduction; only I've knowed the young lady ever since 

she was born and I've come from Mr. Anderson's station. I'm his boss man, and I've got something I wish to tell the gal. Something important."

        
"From Mr. Anderson?"

        
"Yes, mum," he answered unhesitatingly. "Something I'm to tell 'er for 'erself. Something private. Something she ought to 'ave knowed long ago."

        
"Of course, if you are the bearer of a message from Mr. Anderson, it is different. It is strange he gave you no letter."

        
"Well, mum, perhaps you think I'm 'umbugging ye," answered Jake. "I think I've got a letter or two of the boss's that'll show ye I'm talking straight." He fumbled about in his pocket, and at length produced a couple of notes. He opened them, and showed them.

        
They were brief, and about some station matters; but they were without doubt from John Anderson. Miss Spence was so far convinced.

        
The man's name struck her and the remark he had made as to the nature of what he had to tell Ngaia. A horrible suspicion flashed across her mind.

        
"Carlyle, Carlyle! Are you," she asked, looking up at him and slightly dropping her voice, "are you any relation to—to—to Ngaia?"

        
He hesitated a moment. Why not speak out?

        
"Yes, mum. I'm 'er father."

        
"Her father!"

        
"Yes, mum. She ought to 'ave knowed it long ago. Mr. Anderson 'as been very good a-looking after the gal, and 'aving 'er schooled, but I'm 'er father."

        
He produced an old letter of John's which without explanation seemed to confirm the man's statement It was written in the days when Ka first took charge of Ngaia.

        
There was a pause.

        


        
"I think," said Miss Spence, rising, "I think I had better tell Ngaia myself. It will be kinder," she added, leaving the room.

        
Jake was alone.

        
"Whew!" he whistled, and then he chuckled, "He, he! I'm jiggered." Then he lifted the corner of the hearth-rug and spat.

        
Meanwhile Miss Spence had sent for Ngaia.

        
"Tell her to come to me in my bedroom—at once," she said.

        
There by the open window, clasping the girl's hands, she told her of her father's coming.

        
"Perhaps you would rather not see him until you hear from Mr. Anderson," she said, kissing the sweet, young face. "You will be disappointed, my darling, terribly disappointed."

        
Ngaia scarcely heeded her. Her father had come! That, and that only, she comprehended.

        
"She doesn't know; she doesn't know how I want him," she whispered to herself as she hurried down to the morning-room. "She doesn't know how I have longed. I can't be disappointed."

        
She paused at the closed door. She was excited; she was frightened; she was straining with suppressed emotion.

        
She turned the handle and entered. Then the truth of the old lady's words flashed upon her. She had trusted to some instinct, she had relied upon some unknown power, that would turn into one mighty, all-absorbing delight the love she was so eager, so anxious to bestow. And there across the room, staring with unfeigned surprise at her, she saw, not a father, only a man. One who was neither cleanly nor becomingly clad; a common man, with a hard, ill-looking face.

        
Some instinct did influence her, but it was a deep, involuntary dislike, a fierce abhorrence, rather than 

love. She gripped the handle of the door and, uttering a tiny gasp, she burst into tears.

        
The disappointment was too heavy for the overwrought nerves.

        
Jake had scarcely determined in his mind as to what kind of girl he expected to find Ngaia. From his experience of half-castes he anticipated a shortish, thick-set girl, large in the hips, with a solid, heavy walk and big lips. He remembered that Ruta, as amongst Maories, had been slim and good-looking, but Ngaia, as a child, gave no extraordinary promise of beauty—at least he never noticed any. He was more than prepared to find in her much of the Maori, and but little of the white man.

        
He was utterly dumbfounded at what he saw. An erect, graceful girl beyond the average height of woman, whose figure, though young and not yet fully developed, was beautifully proportioned. Her feet and her hands were small. Her carriage was proud, almost commanding, and yet eloquent of shyness. Her features, under a cluster of fair brown hair, were regular and refined. Her complexion was perhaps a shade richer than that of the average English girl. Through the clear skin could be seen the flush of youth and health. Her brown eyes were large and soft, with long, dark eyelashes. Such eyes! They were the supreme charm of an exquisitely beautiful face. They were brown, and yet in each varying mood or impulse some fresh light, some new shade seemed to spring into them. In her hour of merriment they were dancing, glorious eyes, full of innocent fun, full of mischief.

        
She herself had no appreciation of their beauty or their power, no realisation of how absolutely they reflected every impulse of her heart, whether it was sympathy for others' misfortune, whether it was delight at her own present happiness. Pure as a mountain brook, bright as the dancing sunshine, they fascinated 

people far older and more learned than she was with an indescribable suggestion of a latent power which each individual assumed was the one he looked for. The young man of the world saw a wealth of slumbering passion ready at the first glance of her affinity to burst into love, infinite and superb. The older man of politics beheld unawakened ambition that in womanhood would prompt her, with her beauty and manner, to become an influence on her husband to some great end. The philosopher saw undeveloped intellectuality; and not one man of all but recognised that limit of earthly beauty, a beautiful woman.

        
Or at least not yet a woman but only a lovely girl; so lovely indeed that her presence in the school and the report of it spread—a fact quite unknown to her but distinctly embarrassing to Miss Spence. Men to-day in the Napier clubs will try and picture to you the Ngaia Carlyle of her school-days; and will fail, for not one is either poet or artist. But they are marvellously proud of her.

        
Jake had seen pretty women of their kind in his day, but none had seemed so beautiful as this girl. His impulse was to be respectful to her, as a servant to his mistress; to say "miss" to her; to be but a working man or labourer in the presence of a lady. Then in another instant came the thought that he claimed her as his own daughter, and mentally he thanked Heaven for his good luck. But the tears quite staggered him. They were the last of a series of surprises.

        
"What the 'ell is she a-crying for?" he asked himself.

        
She spoke to him at almost the same instant, brushing away the tears, and still standing by the door which had swung slowly to.

        
" I'm so sorry," she said. "I—I don't know why I should have been so stupid."

        


        
He made no reply to that. Doubtless he agreed with her. After a moment he asked,—

        
"Did the old party tell ye?"

        
"Miss Spence has told me that you are my—father."

        
"Ex-actly. That's the thing in a nutshell. Aren't you glad? He, he!" he added with a chuckle.

        
She glanced at him. The chuckle angered her.

        
"You have left me a long while in ignorance."

        
"You've been looked after. Ye can't grumble. All gals ain't 'ad what you've 'ad. Ye ought to jist thank yer stars ye 'ad sich a friend."

        
"Mr. Anderson?"

        
"Yes."

        
"Have you come to—to take me away?"

        
"Well, I ain't quite sure. Lestways, not to-day. You see, I thought you'd like to know who you was. Ye don't want to stay 'ere always, I suppose."

        
"N-no, I suppose not I never thought about it, not—not in this way."

        
"Perhaps you'd like to come 'ome for a bit in yer 'olidays?"

        
The girl made no immediate reply. Then she said softly,—

        
"If—if you told me, I should of course have to. And," she added quickly, "I will try to do what is right, only I've always been advised by Mr. Anderson. You see, it has all been so sudden, and—and I should like to tell him everything."

        
"Ye're not quite sure I ain't doing a bit of gammon? Trying it on, eh? 'Owsumever, ye'll find it's all up to the knocker. Write and ask 'im, and tell 'im I called and told ye to write. 'E's my boss. I live up at the station. Ye'll see 'im when ye come up."

        
It was "when" now. Only a few seconds ago it had been "if." Ngaia noticed it; and it was like a tightening of the bonds on the prisoner who has scarcely realised that he is captured.

        


        
"I'll write quite soon," she said. "To-day."

        
"So will I," he resolved, and a moment or two later he had said good-bye and left her.

        
By the time he had reached the roadway he was chuckling. Ngaia was weeping.

        
Suddenly, as he was walking towards the public-house at which he was stopping, in the very midst of a crowded pathway, Jake stopped and struck his fist on his thigh.

        
"Well, I'm cussed! Well, I am a blooming idjut! I never kissed 'er. I might 'ave. I've a right to. Crumbs! Jist fancy kissin' 'er. It'll be like kissin' a lady. Better 'an chewing baccy.

        
"Never mind," he added as he continued his walk, "I'll 'ave plenty of kisses soon. The old boss'll 'ave to stick to my tale. 'E duren't say as I ain't the father. Jake, my beauty, you've struck pay-dirt this time. I reckon as 'ow you won't 'ave to leave the station for a year or two. By cripes! she is a toff; though she'll want a lot of knocking into shape, with all them 'oighty-toighty airs and fine gowns."

        
When he reached the hotel he wrote his letter; afterwards he got drunk.

        
Ngaia also wrote hers.

        
"Oh, Miss Spence, it can't be true! It can't be, surely it can't!" she cried to the kind old lady.

        
Yet it was. John Anderson's letter said it was. It said it as nicely and as gently as possible; but it nevertheless said it, plainly and beyond all doubt.

        
Miss Spence called it a lovely letter. Only a man of the deepest, truest kindness and sympathy could have written it It seemed, in some way, to realise the sorrow it was bringing, as though the writer himself were sharing it.

        
"Oh, if only I had had him for my father; I could never have been unhappy. Never; never!" repeated Ngaia to herself, over and over again.
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Chapter XVI.

        

John Anderson and Jake were standing near the sheep-yards in the shadow of the woolshed. It was towards evenfall in the early spring.

        
John was intensely angry. He had received Ngaia's letter and Jake's. He had answered the former by post, and taken the first opportunity of answering the latter in person. Jake's letter gave the easy-going, trustful, old gentleman his first real insight into the man's true character.

        
It was an unpleasant awakening.

        
Carlyle, in his roughly-written, ill-scrawled epistle, had curtly stated the feet that he had called at the school and had claimed Ngaia as his child; and had, moreover, promised that Mr. Anderson himself would write and substantiate his claim.

        
"i no u will do it, for u gave her to the missus and me, and she's ours. If u don't, I don't see 'ow it can help cuming out about her, which yore wife wudn't want, nor u neether."

        
The meaning was abundantly clear, if the writing was not. Jake intended to retain his hold upon the girl, and he meant to use his knowledge of her birth as a means to an end. And it was left for John, there and then, to make his choice. Either the man's claim had to be substantiated, or else Mrs. Anderson be told of her husband's deceit and shame.

        


        
John lay back in his study chair in an agony of doubt and dread.

        
Once he almost braced himself to the resolution of admitting the full truth and facing the consequences. For a moment he was strong, and then, like a chill shadow, the thought of the frightful shock it would be to his wife, and the shame to her children, came over him, and enfeebled and unnerved him. It was not so much for himself—justice to Ngaia would come before that—but his wife was so proud, so pure, so holy. She was religious; she was good; she was not as ordinary women. The mere idea of what she would suffer was terrible to him.

        
He temporised; he wavered; he argued with himself.

        
Would it, after all, harm Ngaia so very deeply to let Jake pass as her father? He would surely treat her well. Moreover, she would be brought to live at the station, and he would carry out the oft-considered plan of building a large house—to be hers one day—and of taking up his residence at Te Henga. Ngaia would live with him then as a guest, as a friend, or even as a companion to his wife and his daughter.

        
So he gave in, and yielded his child, as a victim of his shame, on the altar of his wife's purity and goodness. He wrote the saddest, bitterest letter Ngaia ever lived to read.

        
Poor child! until she received it she at least had hope.

        
"It's a trick. It's not true, it can't be! He can't be my father, Miss Spence, can he? It's all a mistake; I am sure it is! Mr. Anderson's letter will put it all right," she had said to her friend.

        
"I trust so, my pet," was the only answer Miss Spence could give; "indeed, I trust so."

        
Thus these two waited, each with an instinctive gnawing fear at her heart.

        
Then the letter came, and with it seemed to die the sunshine of one sweet life.

        


        
John had only just reached Te Henga. When he rode up, they told him that Jake was at the yards. He turned down and found him. "Hanging up" his horse at the rails, he called the man aside.

        
"I received your letter, Jake," he commenced, trying to appear quiet and calm.

        
Jake made no answer. He was, in his heart, if the truth be written, just a little afraid of the man who had always been his master. It was the first time he had deliberately crossed his path; but he had no great opinion of John's strength, and he was determined to have his way, if he had not already irrevocably got it. He let John do the talking.

        
"What made you go to Napier?" John asked for the fourth or fifth time. "You hadn't forgotten the agreement. There was no necessity. It's money you want, nothing else; and you know perfectly well that you could have levied your blackmail without going to the girl. I had plans for her."

        
"So 'ad I."

        
"You!"

        
"Well, why not?"

        
"Plans for yourself, not for her, you scoundrel!"

        
"Look 'ere, Mr. Anderson, it ain't no manner of use your losin' your temper about this 'ere business. I took the gal when she was a child, or my old woman did. We brought 'er up; we 'ad the bother of 'er. She looked on me as 'er father when she was took to school. That jist suited you then: ye wanted it Well, I say let 'er do the same now. I wants it."

        
John had difficulty in controlling his passion. The insolence of the man was intolerable; and yet a quarrel could do no good. He had placed him in the position of being Ngaia's father, and plainly the fault lay—originally, at least—with himself. He had made that most expensive of mistakes—he had trusted an untrustworthy scoundrel.

        


        
"As long as ye provide for 'er, and don't forget 'er parents, no living soul shall know the truth, not even the gal 'erself. Ye can't want more."

        
John turned fiercely towards him.

        
"What I want I intend to have, and, moreover, it is as well that you remember this. You've deceived me once, and it suits me to overlook it; but if you ill-treat the girl, or breathe even a suspicion of what you know, I'll take her from you and dismiss you without an hour's notice."

        
"And then tell your wife the 'ole 'istory," added Jake with a chuckle.

        
"You d——d scoundrel!" exclaimed John, striding up to the man as though he were about to hit him. Jake slunk back in fear. Then John regained some control over himself, and he turned and left

        
Jake watched him mount his horse and ride off.

        
"D——d scoundrel, am I? Well, I don't mind, Mr. John Anderson, so long as ye let me bleed ye. I ain't likely to publish yer little secret; just 'cause it don't suit me. The secret's money. The tale ain't. But I'll take it out of my fine lady. I'll make a blooming Maori of 'er. Then ye can take 'er. I'll 'ave 'er 'ome, quick!"

        
He did, for the holidays had just commenced.

        
That home-coming was, for Ngaia, a never-to-be-forgotten experience. The pain of it passed—not the memory.

        
The Maori settlement, which now boasted an accommodation house, a couple of stores and a billiard saloon, was the terminus of the coach. It lay some eight or ten miles from Te Henga.

        
It was a hot, dusty day when Ngaia arrived. She looked charming and beautifully trim in her straw hat and summer blouse and dark skirt. Apart from her beauty, she had that natural grace and erect carriage, that art of wearing and not carrying her clothes, that 

society sums up in the word "stylish." Ngaia Carlyle was just that type of girl whose whole demeanour seems too modest and retiring to seek admiration, whose unconscious beauty nevertheless attracts it. Like every young girl, she was fond of pretty clothes, whilst having all the horror that a real gentlewoman invariably has of overdress.

        
She possessed but a dim idea of the life she was coming to. She had, in fact, yet to learn that even expectation cannot kill the pain of realisation.

        
For years, almost indeed during her whole lifetime, she had been reared to look upon herself as a lady of gentle birth, whose lot it was to lead a life of refinement as an English girl amongst English people. She had now to remember that she was a Maori, and was, moreover, returning to her birthplace, to her people, to her future home—to Maoridom.

        
She was in no sense ashamed of the dark blood in her veins. Indeed, as matters had turned out, it was rather the contrary, for her white blood was obviously not worthy of much boasting. Now that she knew the manner of man her father was, it seemed probable that the name of his father was the most she would ever learn. She might find out who his grandfather was. It was barely possible.

        
On the other hand, inasmuch as her mother was a Maori, she could readily learn her mother's father, and his father, and on and back for generations. Who amongst white folks could boast a longer lineage, and a lineage, too, of chiefs and chieftainesses, for Mr. Anderson had told her that her mother was the daughter of a great chief?

        
She was proud of her dark blood, she was proud of her mother's people; but she dreaded a life amongst them.

        
Yet what could she do? She was helpless. She was a girl, she was poor. She could not live for ever 

on a rich man's bounty. He had been unspeakably good to her. He had taken her from a low, half-civilised life and had given her all the benefit of a gentlewoman's upbringing and of a good education.

        
Yet it seemed hard. It seemed, too, to be almost a wicked wrong that she should have received such an education only to learn its value and be forced to waste it.

        
Surely it would have been better, she reflected, to have left her to grow up in the kainga as a regular Maori, satisfied with her life and contented with her surroundings, than to have made her what she was.

        
"They have taught me," she said, "to be discontented when I might have been quite happy, and to dread a life I should have cared for well enough if I had known no other."

        
In truth, they had shown her the full beauty of another world, another existence, merely to snatch her from it at the threshold.

        
A less gentle girl than Ngaia would have rebelled, or would have submitted with little short of hate and anger against the man whose daughter she was forced to believe herself. At the outset such indeed was her impulse. But the conviction of what she believed to be her duty outweighed her grief and her disappointment. Jake Carlyle was her father, and, unless good reason could be shown, her proper place was in her home.

        
"I might be able to do good, and to make it happier and better for him and for my mother. I have had all the good things, and they the rough."

        
Then she wondered whether she had brothers and sisters, and somehow she found herself dreading, rather than hoping, lest she had.

        
Miss Spence of course came down to see her favourite off. Though no word of such a possibility was actually expressed by either of them, each one realised that the 

parting might be something beyond a mere question of the holidays.

        
The fact of Ngaia's father having proved to be a low shepherd had become the property of the school, and it was obvious that the knowledge of her plebeian parentage had tended to be prejudicial to the girl in more than one direction. In some instances, where jealousy had always fostered a secret enmity, the news begat a studied, contemptuous coolness. Such girls, with feminine skill, spoke at her and of her within range of her hearing, and made it impossible for her to fail to perceive that she was not considered, by them at any rate, as sufficiently a lady to mix with freely. Injustice often turns an insult into a compliment, and Ngaia might have survived the direct attacks of those who disliked her. It was the generous and scarcely to be concealed sympathy of those who loved her that completed her misery. They were sorry for her, and were unable to hide the fact; and the girl who can complacently permit people to sympathise for the manner of creature her father may be must be strangely devoid of natural pride. The happiness of Ngaia's school-life had passed for ever. She almost realised it. Not quite, perhaps. Whilst she was haunted with the presentiment that the days of her school-life were ended, she yet clung desperately to a vague hope that Mr. Anderson, or some happy chance, would shorten the horror of a Maori life to a matter of merely a few weeks.

        
The two days' journey on the coach seemed interminable; but like things both good and bad, it drew towards its end. At length she was near her home, and almost amongst her people. Perhaps, even, a portion of the land around belonged to her, for she had a dim idea that, being partly a Maori, she of necessity owned some land. So she did; and not only a portion of the land, but a very vast estate. During the whole 

afternoon, until within two miles of the settlement, the land stretching on either hand was hers—her very own, The driver, old Dave Shorland, explained to her that it was the great Te Henga run, Mr. Anderson's, the finest property in the district.

        
Dave vouchsafed frequent conversation with her during the journey. He took her at first for some young lady travelling up to pay a visit to the big station, and was suitably deferential. When he learnt from her that she was a child of Jake Carlyle's, he wondered at his never having heard of his white wife. When, however, Dave learnt that Ngaia was a half-caste— presumably Ka's daughter—he became really interested in her. Not that she was the first of her sort that he had seen. More than once he had driven half-caste, and even Maori, girls back from their schooldays to their real life. From time to time afterwards he had seen them at the settlement, and he had observed how invariably they quickly grew to forget their civilisation and became once more Maories. From trim, clean girls they one and all fattened into coarse women, with their pipes, their dirty hands and their babies. Perhaps one or two of those who were half-castes might have remained slim-waisted; that was if their fathers were well-bred Englishmen. The female offspring of a common, ill-bred white man and a Maori woman always grew big and greasy, and soon became a mother—an admirable thing in its way, but then, everything depends upon the way. Having become a mother, the wretched girl—and yet not really wretched or miserable, but accepting the whole situation as a matter of course, and as an inseparable condition of her phase of living —would become a regular Maori wife, with a whare of her own.

        
There seemed, however, a difference in this girl; one that struck Dave the more forcibly for his knowledge of Jake. She was so gentle, so beautiful. He could 

scarcely credit her being a half-caste. The hair and skin seemed too fair. The eyes and eyelashes alone were dark. There was no trace of coarseness, no sign of fat. She was so perfectly a lady that it seemed a pity, the biggest pity of all, that she should be, as it were, led to the slaughter; that she should be sacrificed to the crude, dirty habits of her people, and become the victim of her surroundings, until, without marriage, she became the mother of some chance Maori brat.

        
The old driver saw her as she was. He pictured her as she would be within a twelvemonth; a Maori woman, in a short, gaudy skirt, and loose bodice, scraping potatoes, with a pipe or cigarette in her mouth. Taught by all around her that self-control was mere waste of energy, viewing the future as the absolute counterpart of her present, swayed by a woman's natural desire to become a mother, she would give way to the persuasion of her companions, and, yielding to the importunities of some young Maori, would complete her effacement by becoming his wife and bearing him a child.

        
"Dang it all!" Dave muttered to himself, "she'd make one of my boys a real good wife. She'd just about suit Jim, with 'is music and 'is fiddlin'. She plays the pianer perhaps."

        
"Eh, miss," he said to her, "I suppose you plays the pianer?"

        
She replied that she did, and smiled at the question.

        
He noticed the smile, and it seemed to him the sweetest part of a lovely face.

        
"It's a darned shame!" he muttered and flicked the off leader so that it took him a quarter of a mile to regain control. "Fancy a gal like that being chucked into a Maori whare. Poor little woman, she don't 'alf know what's coming! I'll tell Jim, and if 'e's a sharp 'un 'e'll 'ave her. Wot a wife she'd make 'im! Lor!"

        
Ngaia's arrival was expected.

        


        
Ka had not come down into the settlement. Jake had, and as usually happened when away from the station was just not sober. He helped Ngaia down from the coach, and before she could realise it he had kissed her. She was shocked despite herself, and yet she was constrained to submit. After all, what else could she do? He was her father. She half recoiled from the loathsome experience. He felt it and slipped his arm round her waist and, holding her firmly, kissed her again.

        
A number of Maori men, young and old, were clustered behind Jake. She held out her hand to each one. Some were content merely to press it deferentially; others drew her towards them, and pressed noses. It is the Maori welcome of close Maori relatives.

        
A few paces off, along the side of the road, were squatting a number of Maori women, whom Jake told her to greet. She walked across to them and shook hands and pressed noses with each one, amidst cries of welcome and weeping. Each woman, as she squeezed her nose to Ngaia's, snivelled and sobbed, and kept her "at the press" for a couple of minutes.

        
The operation disgusted the girl; it almost made her sick. The faces of the natives were damp and unclean; their breaths reeked of tobacco and food. Yet they meant it kindly. She was being received by them in true native fashion. In their eyes she was simply a Maori, and as such they were welcoming her. She was the child of a Maori woman. Most of them accepted her as Ka's; many as Ruta's with Jake as her father. Only amongst the older natives was the fact of her being Ruta's child and the daughter of John Anderson well known. Nevertheless a white man might have spent twelve months in the kainga and have never learnt it. John Anderson was the father, but he had handed the child over to Jake, by whom it had been adopted. Thenceforth amongst the Maories it was practically 

Jake's child, and referred to as such. What a Maori knows and never mentions is wonderful—as wonderful as what he does not know and talks about.

        
They led her to one of the big huts and presently set food before her, treating her in many respects as a guest, although at the same time, in some indefinable way, making her feel that they regarded her as one of themselves. It was only in her birth. She possessed no knowledge of Maori; the language of her childhood was forgotten. Their manners and customs were rudely mcomprehensible.

        
A daughter of the soil and of its people, she was none the less a stranger in a strange land.
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Chapter XVII.

        

Jake's condition of partial sobriety developed rapidly into a state of absolute drunkenness. Consequently Ngaia had to stay at the kainga and undergo her first experience of a native sleeping house.

        
The prospect, accustomed as she was to a bedroom of her own, tiny, perhaps, but bright and clean, with its cosy bed and spotless linen, shocked and appalled her. This bed-chamber, if bed-chamber it were, was a long, dark, low-roofed hut, without partitions or screens of any sort. Down the centre ran a kind of pathway, marked off by long pieces of timber two to four inches in height. "Wharikis," or cabbage-tree mats, covered the brown earth on either hand. Here, side by side, with their heads towards the walls and their feet towards the pathway, lay the sleepers, each rolled in a blanket or perhaps blankets. Some of them indulged in the luxury of pillows.

        
The occupants were old and young, male and female, without any pretence of being sorted or separated. The atmosphere was rank and fetid. The sole light was a candle that flickered and guttered in the centre and cast streaks of light upon the clouds of tobacco smoke.

        
There is, of course, vice amongst the Maories, both male and female. There is also virtue. But there is no prudishness; neither is there an overwhelming amount of modesty.

        
Maori men and Maori women bathe naked together 

in the same "puia," or hot spring, and think nothing of it. Thinking nothing wrong, possibly there is nothing wrong in it. Habit deprives the practice of its apparent dangers, just as a modest English girl sees nothing wrong in wearing a low-necked dress.

        
Maories all sleep indiscriminately in the one apartment. The men unconcernedly strip themselves of all save their shirts, and then roll themselves in their blankets. The women equally unconcernedly take off their bodices and skirts and, retaining their singlets and petticoats—a singlet and a petticoat being the sum total of a Maori woman's underclothing—likewise roll themselves in their blankets and are in bed.

        
A Maori woman does not in the least mind thus disrobing amongst a number of other Maories. She not only believes that they look upon it with perfect indifference, but habit has taught her to know it as a fact. Such manner of domesticity was naturally revolting to a young girl such as Ngaia. She was educated, refined and modest; a girl, too, who was exquisitely beautiful and, without being in the least degree vain, fully conscious of it. She would have died rather than have undressed before the men in the whare. The mere thought of having to sleep there at all was sufficiently horrible. She took off her hat and shoes, and, without even loosening her hair, she lay down and pulled the blanket over her.

        
Unfortunately Jake, horribly drunk, stumbled into the whare just at that very moment. He caught sight of her.

        
"'Ere you, Ngaia," he shouted, "ye ain't going to sleep without saying good-night to ye father? Come 'ere and kiss me."

        
The girl cowered down in horror.

        
"D'ye hear me?" he called. "By 'eavens! if ye don't come to me I'll come to you. I'll teach ye who's master. Are ye comin'?"

        


        
Ngaia, too terrified to move, remained silent, and fearfully drew the blanket closer around her. The Maories, somewhat amused, sat and watched.

        
"Ye won't come, won't ye?" spluttered Jake, and he lurched down the hut towards her. She gave a cry of terror as she saw him approach and endeavoured to spring to her feet. Drunk though the man was, he was too quick for her. He caught her by the arm and threw her down, and, stumbling, fell beside her. She was on her back, and putting his arms about her, he kissed her.

        
She shrieked as he pressed her to the floor.

        
The Maories sat up. A couple of men moved down to where the drunkard and the girl were struggling. They made no effort to interfere, regarding the affair in the light of some quarrel between Jake and his daughter.

        
Ngaia fiercely endeavoured to prevent him kissing her a second time, and in the struggle her blouse was torn. Then the Maories stepped in.

        
"Let me go!" yelled Jake, as one of them pulled him away. "She's my daughter and she's got to do what I tell 'er. Let go, I say."

        
A scuffle ensued with the two natives, and Jake was thrown out of the hut, bruised and bleeding, amidst a roar of laughter from the other Maories. Half stunned and wholly drunk, he lay where he rolled, until he passed off into a heavy slumber. Daylight and a pig—chiefly the pig—awoke him.

        
Ngaia, shaking and trembling with fright and exhaustion, drew the blanket around her once more. She buried her face in her hands and sobbed. At length she fell asleep.

        
It was a broken, miserable sleep, crowded with ugly dreams and premonitions. Several times she awoke with a sudden fear, born of her recollection of the struggle with her father. Towards morning she fell 

into her only sound slumber. It was not for long. By five o'clock the natives were astir, and sleep was then impossible.

        
Jake made an early start. Ngaia's small portmanteau was tied on to the back seat of the buggy, and father and daughter drove off side by side. Father and daughter in apparent fact; servant and lady in all appearance.

        
When Ngaia had awakened in the morning, the recollection of her overnight experience was still fresh in her mind. Her first resolve was to return to Napier and to refuse further to accompany her father. Gradually she was forced to abandon the idea. She was the man's daughter, and she imagined that, if the worst came to the worst, he could by law compel her to go with him. She was even able to find excuses for him.

        
"He was tipsy or he would not have done it. I ought to have gone to him. I ought to have let him kiss me. After all he is my father, although I shall never care for him as if he were."

        
Finally she determined to try and forget the incident. Jake's drunken bout had not improved his temper. He had very little remembrance of what had occurred. The only thing he thoroughly knew was that he had received a black eye. It did not tend to make him agreeable. He was surly and uncouth and spoke very little to his companion during the drive. It was an unconscious kindness on his part.

        
It was a hot, breathless day. The pony—its off shoulder was sore, with a piece of dirty towel under the collar to ease it—jogged steadily along, its hoofs falling with dull thuds on the dust-covered road. A grey coating enveloped the grass along the ditch on either side, whilst over the rolling hills the burning sun had turned the green pasture to a varied brown. Here and there patches of fern betokened the fact of the land still belonging to the natives and being left 

uncared for. High overhead sailed a hawk eagerly intent on any stray chicken or wandering pigeon. There was no bush nor any tree other than an occasional cabbage-tree with its topknot of stiff rattling foliage and its straight ringed trunk. Within a couple of miles of the kainga the native land ended and the Te Henga property commenced, the ill-set wire fencing giving way to tight, well-stretched barbed wire. Everywhere sheep were grazing, heavy in wool, with lambs fast growing out of lambhood into sedateness.

        
"This 'ere's the beginning of the run. When the boss builds the 'omestead, it'll be away over them 'ills. The woolshed and yards is over there, too. Our place is agin that clump of bush," Jake added, pointing with his whip. "The boss's been pretty lucky. 'E's got about the pick of the land 'twixt 'ere and Napier, and a long way the biggest run. Not that 'e's marvellous 'appy for it. He, he! Nor 'e ain't likely to be 'appier neither. He, he! 'Cause why? 'Cause—well, you ask 'im. But it's a fine place, and no mistake."

        
And the true owner of the huge property was sitting beside him driving on to it, a helpless girl with apparently no prospect before her but misery and humiliation! If only Jake had known it! He never even suspected it.

        
Presently the buggy stopped and turned off from the main road. Passing through a gate, Jake drove along a worn cart-track across some four or five large paddocks. He made Ngaia jump down and open and shut each gate for him.

        
"Nothing like making ye useful Ye won't do no loafing up 'ere, I can tell ye," he said.

        
"I'm sure I don't wish to be idle. I'll help if I can. I would like to," answered Ngaia.

        
"Whether ye like it or whether ye don't, ye'll 'ave to. So it's jist as well ye do like," snarled Jake.

        
The rough, deep-rutted track wound for a couple of 

miles or so up a valley with low, gently sloping hills on either side. Presently, on rounding one, the valley opened out into a small flat, in one corner of which stood an old weather-beaten cottage. A Maori hut and a pataka, or native larder, stood near it. At the back was a plot of cultivated land, devoted almost entirely to potatoes and Indian corn. Pigs, and fowls, and ducks, and a few geese wandered about, even in and out of the dwelling. The sound of the approaching buggy aroused the dogs of the establishment, and, leaping the low gate, they rushed for the vehicle, snapping, snarling, and yelping. Jake cursed and swore at them, and slashed at them with his whip.

        
The barking brought a dirty, untidy-looking Maori woman to the door of the cottage. She paused for a moment and then, recognising her husband, she squatted down by the wall of the building, uttering loud wails of welcome.

        
"There's yer mother," said Jake. "She's expecting ye. That d——d noise is for you. You're a Maori to 'er and don't ye forget it."

        
It was an unnecessary remark, and the tone, not less than the meaning, made the girl wince. She said nothing, but, amidst the old woman's cries, she jumped lightly out of the buggy and approached her. She placed her hand in Ka's. It was caught as in a vice, and the girl felt herself drawn down until, forced to stoop, her face was brought nearer to that of the Maori. She knew what was expected of her, and she gently pressed her nose against the soft, greasy one of the old woman. It was not possible to withdraw it, and, concealing her disgust, she submitted. Once, twice, and even a third time did Ka repeat the operation, weeping and snuffling, and holding Ngaia in the strange, unsavoury attitude three or four minutes at a time.

        
Thus mother and daughter met.

        


        
By the time the old lady's welcome was over, Ngaia's two brothers and two sisters had appeared upon the scene, and were also constrained, by pressing noses, to show their pleasure at her arrival.

        
The two boys were about fourteen and sixteen years old respectively. One of them was inclined to be good-looking, but both of them were dirty and ill-dressed. Their clothes were torn and smelly. The younger one had on a pair of old indiarubber tennis shoes; the other was barefooted.

        
The greetings over, the whole family adjourned into the hut, with the exception of Punch, the younger boy, who was unharnessing the pony. The cottage was a degree better in its construction than the average Maori whare and perhaps a degree dirtier. It could boast a boarded floor and a partition unplaned and un-papered dividing it into two unequal divisions. The larger was the kitchen, dining-room, and drawing-room; the smaller was the sleeping apartment of Jake and his wife. In it stood some new furniture consisting of a bed and some bedding, a chest of drawers, a washhand-stand, and some chairs. John had sent them for Ngaia, and Jake had appropriated them, at any rate until the new room which John had ordered to be built at once for Ngaia's use was completed.

        
At the back, butting up against the wall of the cottage, was a small "lean-to," containing two rooms. One was used by the two boys, the other served as a bedroom for the two girls. Ngaia, until her room was finished, had also to sleep there, sharing with the Maories a bed that consisted of an old double mattress stretched on the floor with a few not over-clean blankets. There was no furniture in the room, only a battered tin basin and a broken chair. A piece of looking-glass lay on the floor beside an ancient guttered candlestick. A couple of smelly pipes and a new pair of gaudy patent leather Oxford shoes, much 
mud-

stained, kept the candlestick close company. There was no window, and no communication between the shed and the cottage. On the walls, from sundry nails, hung some dirty cotton skirts and a mixed collection of female frippery.

        
"Is this where you sleep?" asked Ngaia when the two girls showed her the apartment on the afternoon of her arrival.

        
"Yes," answered Waina, the elder, "this our room. This where you sleep. You, me, Airini. What you tink?"

        
"It's—not very big, is it? And oh!" she added to herself, "how dirty it is!"

        
She sat down on the broken chair and took off her hat.

        
Airini picked it up and tried it on.

        
"How much that dress?" asked Waina.

        
Ngaia told the girl, who examined the stuff of the skirt, and then proceeded to inspect the embroidery of her petticoat.

        
By this time Punch and Tamati had arrived, and had unconcernedly entered their sisters' bedroom. The latter installed himself on the mattress and proceeded to light his pipe and smoke and spit.

        
These five made a strange group. The brilliant but soiled cotton skirts of the girls, the worn, dusty and mud-stained clothes of the boys, the rough, ill-kept, squalid room all contrasted curiously with the smartly-dressed, stylish-looking young lady. Who could possibly have believed them to be brothers and sisters?

        
It may be readily imagined that Ngaia was an object of intense curiosity and even amusement to her sisters. They perhaps rather despised her for having forgotten Maori and for her European ways and manners, though they envied her her smart clothing. They were astonished at her virtue and they laughed immensely at her innocence.

        


        
A Maori has very little regard for dates, and consequently no Maori is very sure of his or her age. Waina was about a year younger than Ngaia, and Airini a twelvemonth younger than Waina. They were both typical half-castes of the lower class, lazy and fat They were emphatically dirty, not as to their underclothes, for a Maori woman is particular in this respect, but in their ways and manners and habits. They possessed few of the virtues of true Maories and practically all their vices. They were not calculated to be congenial companions to the new comer. They and Ngaia had, in fact, absolutely nothing in common —except Ngaia's clothes. They opened her box and ransacked it, coolly taking such things as pleased them. To her dismay Ngaia saw her pretty dainty clothes stretched on the corpulent, ungainly figures of her sisters and soiled and spoilt. She endeavoured to prevent it. For a time she kept her box locked. But it was useless. They broke it open and abused her for her selfishness. She appealed to her father.

        
"Why the——shouldn't you let 'em'ave the things? Ain't they yer sisters? 'Aven't ye 'ad enough good things that ye can't let them 'ave a taste of 'em? Besides, what d'ye want with all them fal-lals and finery? It ain't no use ye dressing as a lady. 'Cause why? 'Cause ye ain't one."

        
Then she yielded, and bartering her trinkets effected a compromise with her sisters by which she retained for herself such clothes as enabled her to dress decently and neatly. It meant a great deal for her. Dirty, untidy clothes will gradually sap the self-respect of a gently-nurtured girl. They shock, they revolt.

        
Ngaia grew to like Ka. The Maori could scarcely speak a word of English, and it was only very slowly that the girl picked up Maori. But the old woman more than once stood between Ngaia and the ungovernable temper of the stockman. Not but what 

Jake discovered that the girl possessed some spirit, if too hardly pressed.

        
One wet evening, ten days or so after Ngaia's arrival, this fact was revealed to him. He happened to have returned home more than usually out of temper. He cursed at the dogs; and swore and blasphemed at the boys for not being there to take his horse.

        
"'Ere you, Ngaia, come and put this 'orse away.

        
Turn 'im out into the small paddock. What? D——yer eyes, ye don't think I'm going to stand 'ere whilst ye're putting on yer boots? A bit of mud'll do yer shoes good. 'Ere yer are, take the reins and lead the mare down; and put that slasher into the shed. Never mind yer dress," he added, as she gathered up her skirt and petticoat to keep them out of the mud and dirt of the yard. "By 'eavens, I'll 'ave them dresses of yours cut short like any other Maori woman's. What's good enough for yer mother is good enough for you,"

        
Presently she returned. Ka had taken the horse from her and sent her back.

        
"Well, ye 'aven't been long putting the mare away. I'll be bound ye ain't done as I told ye." "Mother is seeing to it," answered Ngaia, walking across the room and sitting down on an old candle-box near the fire in an attitude of weary, hopeless abandon. She was growing to hate the man.

        
His harsh voice aroused her from her thoughts.

        
"Ain't ye a-going to say good evening to yer father after he's been out all day, and kiss 'im?"

        
His question remained unanswered. He repeated it.

        
Ngaia turned her face slightly towards him, and said, "Good evening."

        
Jake, who had sat down on a stool on the opposite side of the fire, was not satisfied.

        
"Come and kiss me,"

        


        
Ngaia remained motionless. She was, in truth, in an agony of fear. To kiss or to be kissed by him was absolutely revolting. To refuse was to anger him. That was almost the worse of two evils.

        
Unfortunately, however, she had aroused the devil in him.

        
"Ye won't, won't ye?" he thundered, and he strode across to where the girl was sitting. She half rose, and found herself locked in his vile embrace.

        
"Ye won't kiss yer father, won't ye? Then 'e'll kiss you."

        
Grasping her round the waist with one arm, and holding back her head with his free hand, he bent down and pressed his greasy, tobacco-smelling, bearded mouth to her lips and kissed her. Time after time he did it, smothering her cries in his caresses.

        
Suddenly he stumbled, and for an instant his hold loosened. Ngaia wrenched herself free, and, panting and dishevelled, stood at the other end of the room, with the table between her and the brute she was forced to believe was her father.

        
"What do you mean by it? What do you mean by it, you cruel, horrid wretch? Because I'm your child you've no right to kiss me like that; no right, you know you haven't! You're never to touch me again, never. I don't care if you are my father. It's your own fault, it's because—because—oh, I hate you, I hate you. And if ever it happens again, I'll—I'll tell Mr. Anderson. Ah, you're frightened now. You're a coward, a horrid coward; and it's only because I'm a girl and your daughter, and because you think I can't help myself, that you do it You remember it; I'll tell Mr, Anderson. You can kill me if you like, and then I couldn't tell. You wouldn't do that, because it would be like being kind to me. You're never to kiss me again, as long as you live, or I'll do what I say," she added, and she left the crestfallen, sobered Jake to himself.

        


        
"By 'eavens, if she did!" he muttered. "I never thought as she 'ad it in 'er to go on like that. Only I'm a fool, a —— fool. She oughtn't to be so pretty, with 'er fine lady airs. I ain't used to it, I ain't. She ain't a-going to say anythink this time; only if I does it again. I misdoubt it, but I sha'n't give 'er no cause. I ain't anxshus to chuck a gold mine after all these years' waiting. But I'll take it out of 'er I I'll show 'er who's father and who's boss of this 'ere place. There's other ways, I reckon. I 'ated 'er from the time I first set eyes on 'er. I 'ate 'er, too, 'cause I 'ate 'im. By 'eavens, I'll take it out of 'er I By ——I" he muttered as he punched the table in his temper, "I'll take it out of 'er!"

        
And he did.

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




A Maori Maid

Chapter XVIII





        

Chapter XVIII.

        

Ngaia found that her threat of speaking to Mr. Anderson had been in one respect a fortunate one. There was no more kissing and caressing. Harshness and ill-temper took their place. She found no fault with the alteration. Jake's hate was more bearable than bis affection. She rejoiced the more, too, because her threat was, in reality, a perfectly empty one. She would have suffered to any extent rather than have sought protection from her father at Mr. Anderson's hands.

        
"He has been kind to me beyond all measure," she argued with herself. "He educated me, and when the time came, he gave me back to my father. That was what I always wanted, what I asked him to do. How could I go to him now and ask him to take me away again? Besides, his letter said that my father had a right to take me and to keep me. I've got my home, and my father and mother, and I must make the best of it all."

        
Hence John Anderson never suspected the life bis child was forced to lead. Jake lied unhesitatingly when he protested his kindness to the girl. Ngaia lied from an idea that she had no manner of right to complain of her own father, even to so good a friend as Mr. Anderson. She faced unflinchingly what seemed to be her duty; and that duty very rapidly resolved itself into being the drudge of the house.

        
"Ye can't dig like yer sisters, and there ain't no 

visitors to receive and to show off yer toff dresses to, so ye can just clean up the 'ouse and keep it clean," said Jake. "And ye can wait on us, and we'll live like toffs. He, he!"

        
It was truly a Herculean task, and much after the labour of the Augean stables. The cottage was filthy. The more Ngaia attempted to clean it, the more she realised its dirt. The flooring-boards were rough, and had gathered the mess of years. Grease and mud had been grimed to an immovable coating. Every day brought its fresh contribution of filth. The girls and the boys, and even Ka, tramped in and out, utterly regardless of the mud about their feet. At meals the dogs entered unchecked. Pieces of greasy meat were flung on to the floor to them, over which they snarled and growled and occasionally fought. Despite her efforts, the fowls, from long habit, and even the pigs, came in and went out at their own sweet will. Ka seemed to appreciate her efforts, and often helped her. An hour later the old woman would herself litter the floor with grease and dirt

        
Jake saw and appreciated Ngaia's work, but it was from his own selfish sense of comfort, without any thought of gratitude. He never pleased to be pleased. Yet, nevertheless, finding her willing and useful, he overworked her. He soon showed, too, that he had no intention of letting her go back to Napier.

        
"You've 'ad enough schoolin', not to say a darned sight too much. Ye can just stop where ye are. There ain't no place like We, more especially for' a young gal with a figure and a face like you've got," and he chuckled at the deep flush that his coarse words and still coarser look brought to her cheeks.

        
She made no effort to dispute his determination. On the contrary, it was what she herself would have proposed. She had been nearly four weeks a member of Jake's family. Gradually she had confirmed in her 

mind the difficulty if not impossibility which she had already felt of returning to Miss Spence's seminary. The knowledge of her new-found parentage, and her future, all rendered life at the school hard and useless. She had been a young lady once, now she—was not. She was Jake's daughter; a shepherd's daughter—and such a shepherd! A wide gulf yawned between the days before and the days since her meeting with her father. She realised that.

        
By way of compensation for the disappointment of her resolve she tried to fancy that she was slowly growing accustomed to her uncongenial surroundings. She strove to fortify herself with the thought—a mad dreaming—that the horror and the darkness of the abyss into which she had fallen would lessen.

        
Lying awake on the dingy mattress with her snoring sisters on either side of her, Ngaia chased her future and chased, as it seemed, in vain. She could never even catch a glimpse of it. She could only discern a faint, shadowy outline lost in the depth of hopeless misery. She was dropping, dropping down the ladder of life. She might clutch with frantic despair at every possibility—but to no purpose. She had once had bright, sweet hopes. From time to time, at entertainments and at occasional parties, given by the parents of one or other of her schoolmates, she had talked and laughed with gentlemen, some but a little and some a great deal older than she was. Her programme had always been quickly filled. Her beauty attracted men; the charm of her manner held them fast A girl who can look well, and dance well, and talk well, has a great start amongst women in life's handicap. Ngaia, unlike her unfortunate society sisters, had not been taught to regard marriage as the first law of womanhood. At the same time, she was woman enough to regard it as a more than possible phase in her future. And what more natural than that the young girl should picture 

to herself the lover who—an educated and refined gentleman—would one day give her a home of her own, full of happiness and love and comfort, just as other ladies had? Truly, what could have been more natural —in those days? Now, peered at from out the low, squalid surroundings of Jake's hut, from out the contamination of her parentage and origin, what could be more miserable, more hopeless, more awful than her future?

        
From that dingy mattress, tuning to the snorts of the sleeping Maori Women, a soft, broken cry of agony floated up. Not moving to her knees lest she aroused her sisters, the girl clasped her hands and prayed, piteously, fervently, beseechingly to the Lord her God. And praying, the angel Sleep kissed down the burning eyelids and wiped the gathering tears away. She was in the Land of Peace and Dreams until, in the grey dawn, the Maori girls awoke, and, chattering, roused her.

        
"The boss is likely to be at the station to-day. I'll tell 'im you've no intention of going back to that 'ere school; eh? May be 'e'll ask ye. What'U ye tell 'im?" Jake inquired, as she gave him his breakfast.

        
"I'll stay," she answered. "Only," she added, "you must not make it too hard for me, not at first, not till I'm stronger; because I—I——"

        
"What?" asked Jake with a sneer. "Because what? Because you wouldn't stop? Because you'd run away?"

        
"Run away! Where could I go to? But——"

        
"Yes," he said. "He, he! I was wondering if you'd thought about where you'd get to, if ye cleared out. I reckon I knows what ye'd get to; and it wouldn't be no credit to the family. If you want to find a real bad 'un amongst women, you've only got to get a edicated one. Them fine clothes is edication; but fine clothes ain't morals. It's 'cause they ain't moral 

that yer fine lady wears 'em. You take the straight tip from me, and don't you go thinking about runnin' away. You'd find you'd gone from 'eaven to 'ell like a new chum from a buck-jumper."

        
Ngaia drew herself up and looked at Jake.

        
"I don't quite understand what you mean, but I know you're bad enough to think something horrible. I suppose you can't help it."

        
"What do ye mean?" asked Jake, turning fiercely on her. "Ye suppose I can't 'elp it, do ye? My fine lady's a-coming out in a new light! Ye think to 'ave the laugh over me 'cause I ain't 'ad the schoolin' you've 'ad! No, I 'aven' 'ad it; I 'aven't had no charity schoolin'; charity, d'ye 'ear, charity! By 'eavens, though you are taller 'an me, I'll give ye a 'iding if I 'ave any of yer cheek; the realest, darndest 'iding ye've ever 'ad, or are likely to 'ave! I'll spoil that pretty face. And then," he added, "ye can 'ave yer fine dresses. Anyway, I ain't a-going to 'ave any of them grand airs."

        
Ngaia turned away without answering him.

        
"Why the—don't ye answer me?" he cried.

        
She still made no effort to reply. He stepped forward and grasped her arm.

        
"D'ye 'ear me? Ye've got to work; work and earn yer tucker."

        
She turned on him quickly.

        
"Work! I know I must work; it's not likely I could forget it! I'm willing to work; that's all that there is left for me to do now. But—"

        
"But what?" interrupted Jake.

        
"I—I am not quite as strong as Waina or Airini, and—and I do try to work at the house; but it will kill me to do as I have been doing. I almost wish it would!" she added bitterly.

        
"Bosh! You've loafed all your life. You're a gal what's edicated above yerself. Ye've thought 
your-

self a fine lady what was going to cut a devil of a dash one day, and marry some swagger young cove, instead of being a shepherd's gal. You were mistook. That's all. Now you've got to work, until some of the station chaps takes you off my 'ands. And you'll be d—d lucky if you get one of them. Or it may be some Maori. Some of 'em are asking about ye already." And he walked off chuckling at the look of horror on the girl's face.

        
"Hakopa can 'ave 'er ter-morrer if he likes; though she is useful in the 'ouse. I'd lose the money for 'er keep perhaps; but it would be worth it; by 'eavens it would! Fancy 'er the wife of a Maori! That'd knock the swell airs out of 'er. That'd be a bit of a pill for you, too, Mr. Anderson, I reckon. Ye'd like to 'ear that yer own flesh and blood 'ad married a Maori with a lot of Maori brats soon sprawling about 'er. By 'eavens, I'll make 'er marry one on 'em if I can. It'd kill 'im, d— 'im!"

        
Half an hour later Jake had met John.

        
"How's Ngaia?" he asked.

        
"She's fust rate, sir. She ain't a-going back to 'er schoolin'."

        
"Eh! what?" said John. "Not going back! Why not?"

        
"'Cause she likes 'er 'orae best, I suppose."

        
"Umph! I'll see her myself. She's not to arrange anything until I see her. Do you understand? I'll see her to-day."

        
"Which means as 'ow ye don't believe me," muttered Jake.

        
"It means that I intend to hear her resolution from her own lips," answered John shortly. "I suppose she is down at the cottage?"

        
"She was when I left."

        
"Well, tell her I want to see her, and to come across to my office."

        


        
"Yes, sir," said Jake, and the moment John had left him he proceeded to despatch Punch with a message to Ngaia to bring up a billy of tea for him, and that Mr. Anderson wanted to see her.

        
"It's jist as well that 'e didn't go poking 'is nose down at 'ome. She'll rig 'erself out now she knows 'e wants to see 'er."

        
To a certain extent he was right Ngaia had seen very little of John during the time she had been at Te Henga. He had asked her how she was getting on in her home, and she had studiously refrained from enlightening him as to her true position.

        
"Why should I?" she had asked herself over and over again. "He can't help me. I have no right to expect it. Jake is my father and Mr. Anderson himself gave me over to him."

        
None the less, the message of his wishing to see her was the brightest gleam of pleasure that she had seen for weeks. She brushed her dress, and coiled her hair afresh, and altogether looked more like the Ngaia of old than she had done since she stepped from off the coach on the day of her arrival. She carried up the billy of tea and gave it to her father.

        
"Mr. Anderson wants to see ye. It's about ye not going back to Napier. What are ye going to say to 'im?"

        
"I don't know what it is he wishes to ask me." "He don't believe as ye really wants to stay up 'ere."

        
"I shall tell him just what I told you; that I would rather stay here, now I am here."

        
"Yes, but 'e'll want to know 'ow ye like the life up 'ere. What are ye going to say to that, eh?"

        
"Oh, I see, you're frightened I might tell him the whole truth, and that he might not approve of the way you have behaved to me. You needn't be afraid. I'll not say anything. Though it's not because I like you that I don't. It's because it could do no good.

        


        
Only you mustn't think you can do just what you like and treat me as—as you did before. I'd tell him then, because I'm sure you could be punished. You distinctly understand that?"

        
Jake made no answer. So long as the girl said nothing to John, he did not care. Not but what he made mental note of her threat, and he determined that she should pay for it,

        
"The boss is over in the office; down there by the far end of the wool shed."

        
Ngaia walked to the little cottage where John kept his books and did his writing. The door was shut. She knocked.

        
"Come in," cried the well-known voice, and she entered.

        
"Ngaia!" he said, springing from his chair and taking her hand.

        
"You wanted to see me?"

        
"Wanted to see you! Why, of course I did, Ngaia. I always do. You don't come over to have a talk with me half as often as you ought, and I—I—well, it doesn't do to go too often to—to Jake's cottage. How have, you been getting on? Come, sit down and tell me. No, no; this chair," he said, pointing to the comfortable cushioned chair at his desk, "Take the place of honour, Ngaia; just as if you were the mistress of the whole establishment. You know it's not often these uncomfortable quarters are honoured with a lady's presence."

        
He was too lost in the delight of seeing and talking to her to notice the look of pain that his last words brought to her face. A "lady's" presence! She a lady! It was like a fragment of her other life dropped suddenly in front of her. She almost burst into tears, and dared not speak to refuse the better chair for the one he took.

        
"Ngaia," said John, leaning across the desk and 

looking at her intently, "Jake has told me that you wish to remain up here instead of returning to Miss Spence. Is that so?"

        
She was silent for a moment, and then she raised her eyes so that they met his.

        
"Yes, I would rather stay here now."

        
"What do you mean by ' now,' Ngaia?"

        
"I think," she answered slowly, "that it would be better for me to stay."

        
"It's scarcely an answer, scarcely an answer."

        
Ngaia remained silent.

        
"Are you happy, Ngaia? You can't be! You can't be in such a home, and after what you have been used to. And it seems as though it were my fault. Yes, yes! It must seem so. It does. Yet I couldn't help what happened, Ngaia; indeed, I could not. Does Jake treat you well?"

        
"He is my father."

        
"Your father! Yes, yes, of course. But is he kind to you? Does he try to make you happy? I have a right to know, Ngaia, after all I've done for you and for him. He's rough and uncouth, but he has promised always to treat you more than well, because I—I have always looked after you especially. You're almost my property, you know, almost my property. Tell me, how do you get on in your home?"

        
"I have no right to complain about my own father, Mr. Anderson; and, besides, he doesn't mean to be unkind to me. He isn't. If I'm not very happy it is my own fault. It's all so different and so strange. In a little while I shall have grown accustomed to it. I have no right to be at school when my father and mother and brothers and sisters are not rich and are working. Their life ought to be mine."

        
"You are staying because you think it is your duty to your—to Jake? Ngaia, your duty does not go that far. Believe me, it does not!"

        


        
"I don't think you quite believe that, Mr. Anderson. Surely I should be the same as my parents. Besides, I have no right to be at school and pretend that I am a lady, and all the while I'm a—I'm poor, and—and not a lady."

        
"Ngaia!"

        
"But it's true. It was all different before. I understand now why you told me not to try and find out about my father. You remember when we drove that afternoon? I ought to have trusted you, but I didn't I prayed that my father might come to me. God must have heard my prayer, and my father came. I have no right now to desert him. God made me what I am, and I must stay in my home; indeed I must, Mr. Anderson."

        
A deep silence fell upon them. John had risen and stood by the little window, apparently looking out over the view. Little of it he saw through the mist of tears across his eyes.

        
He heard the rustle of her dress and felt her hand upon his arm.

        
"Oh, Mr. Anderson, I've caused you pain by something I've said. I seem always to bring you pain when I would, if it lay in my power, work all my life to make you happy. You have been so good to me. But I'm right to stay, Mr. Anderson, I'm sure I am. I'm not very, very happy; not yet. But neither could I be at school, because everything has changed. I've changed, perhaps. I feel I must have, and ladies would not like me to be with their daughters if they knew. I almost realised that before I left. Besides," she added, as though to turn the discussion into a lighter vein, "I know quite enough for a girl. I'm really very learned, and you wouldn't want me to become a blue-stocking."

        
"Ngaia," said John, turning suddenly to her, "would you like to travel? Anywhere over the world you 

may wish to go. I'll arrange for some lady to go with you; and you may choose your own journey—England, Europe, America, through any one of them you please, or all of them."

        
Ngaia shook her head.

        
"Isn't it just the same as the other? Why should I do all that when my father would wish me here, and my home is here? Besides, it would come to an end and the coming home would———"

        
"But you'd enjoy it, Ngaia; you could stay as long as you liked; and when you came home it might all be different—or you might never come home. You might live abroad or—marry."

        
Ngaia shook her head again.

        
"I would like to go. No one could understand how much. But that doesn't alter it. No, no, Mr. Anderson, don't tempt me, please not."

        
"Suppose Jake gives his consent?"

        
She looked up at him, and he could see that she was hesitating.

        
"Come," he said.

        
"If he consented, perhaps. Oh, but he wouldn't."

        
"I'll see him; I'll ask him."

        
"No, no, let me ask him."

        
"We shall both ask him," said John, and he called a boy working near by and told him to send Jake Carlyle quickly to the cottage.

        
Jake came, and stood in the centre of the room, twirling his old wide-awake.

        
"Jake," said John, "Ngaia has told me about her leaving the school. She's right, perhaps; she's been there long enough. Now I've offered her a trip round the world. I'll arrange for some lady to go with her. She wants your consent. You agree, of course?"

        
Jake was silent, and John, expectant of an immediate consent, knitted his brows. Ngaia's heart was beating with excitement. Surely he would consent; surely 

he could not be so cruel as to refuse. Yet she felt no regret at having left the decision to him. She watched him piteously, anxiously.

        
"Come, come," exclaimed John sharply.

        
"Ye asks me if I agrees?"

        
"Yes, yes, and—"

        
"Well, I ain't agreeable for 'er goin'," said Jake sulkily.

        
"Eh, what! Why not?"

        
"'Cause she ought to be at 'ome, and not agallavanting round the world. Ain't 'er 'ome good enough for 'er?"

        
John strode up to Jake's side.

        
"Do you mean that you refuse to allow Ngaia to go? I tell you I wish it; I wish it. No, no, Ngaia, I'll have my own way in this! Sit down; sit down, I say."

        
"Ye asks me if I consent and I says 'No.' I says it agin. If she goes, it ain't with ray leave. It ain't no good losing yer temper. If ye didn't want me to say ' No' ye shouldn't 'ave asked me."

        
"You selfish, ill-conditioned—"

        
"No, no, Mr. Anderson. Don't say things like that; not with me here! It wouldn't alter it. It wouldn't alter it! Father doesn't want me to go, and I—I will stay. Please don't ask me any more—"

        
"Go out of here! said John to Jake, interrupting Ngaia.

        
The sullen, ugly-looking wretch slunk off.

        
"Ngaia," continued John, "you are not to refuse my offer. I want you to go; I tell you to. Surely you won't refuse me I It's the first favour I have ever asked of you. If it's only for the sake of gratitude, though I hate to put it in that light, do as I ask!"

        
Ngaia shook her head. She had no strength at that moment to speak.

        
"Ngaia," continued John, going up to her and 

clasping her hand, "please give in this once to me. See, I beseech you to ignore his refusal. For the sake of all I have done for you, I ask you to leave this man!"

        
"Mr. Anderson, he is my father! You can forget that; I can't. He wants me to stay, and what right have I to disobey him? Oh, Mr. Anderson, have mercy on me; don't tempt me. I'm not strong enough to resist long. I would so dearly like to go, and I would like to please you. I'm not ungrateful; indeed, indeed, I'm not. I hate to pain you, and I always do. Mr. Anderson, let me go; let me say good-bye, and please try and think well of me. It hurts me to disobey you, more than I can ever tell you. You've been so kind to me, without any reason for it, and I seem only to be ungrateful and thankless. You've done everything you could for me and now I must merely live as I have been meant to live. I'll never forget your goodness to me, though it's my misfortune to seem as though I do. And—and I think it would be better, it would be really kinder—to me—now—to put me out of your mind, and leave me to my life. I'll grow to like it perhaps. Good-bye, Mr. Anderson, please, good-bye," she said.

        
She stooped over his hand and gently pressed it to her lips and then stole quickly from the room.

        
John followed her with his eyes as she passed out through the door, and from the window he saw her walk slowly away, her face hidden in her hands, weeping sorely. His love and distress for the moment overpowered him, and he staggered to the doorway and would have called her back. Before the cry could frame itself upon his lips he remembered.

        
Like a blind man he groped his way to his chair and, flinging his arms upon the desk, he bent forward and wept.
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Chapter XIX.

        
Two hundred yards from the woolshed, and near the site of the future homestead, was a large cottage commonly known on the run as the "Quarters." It was the abode and home of the three jackaroos.

        
A jackaroo is a cadet. A cadet is a young man, generally from England, who is paying a run-holder so much a year for the honour and privilege of working for him. The theory is that the run-holder teaches the cadet farming. It is theory from end to end. The run-holder leaves the youth to the care of the manager. The manager considers that his hands are already full and sets the cadet to work just as any other stationhand. When mustering is on he is up at daylight and away after sheep. When the docking, and dagging, and cutting comes he is worked as hard as any man, and sometimes harder, because he cannot, like an ordinary hand, give notice if he is having too much of it. Of course he acquires a deal of practical experience. Unless he is a fool he is soon pretty useful. Meanwhile the run-holder pockets the premiums and gets the benefit of the work. This perhaps, accounts for the fact that cadets are usually imported articles and not to be obtained in the colony; at least, not first-class, high-paying ones.

        
The theory of it—it is wonderful what an amount of theory there is in so practical a matter—is that the lad will during some portion of the day or week be instructed, just as a pupil would be by a master, in 

the science and art of sheep and sheep-breeding, and of grasses and fencing and turnips. There is much to learn, and if it is only to be done by experience, Heaven knows that men have to pay heavily enough when purchasing that experience without also having to find premiums. This theory is also chiefly remarkable for scarcely ever being acted upon.

        
There are exceptions. Some men do instruct cadets for whom premiums are paid. Otherwise cadetting is, in plain English, a swindle, and the parent is a victim. The protest of the run-holder that he could do better without the bother of cadets is hypocrisy. Cadets are generally useful; they are always cheap; they are often good profit. Many a run-holder goes to and enjoys the races on his cadets' premiums.

        
John Anderson had ideas—some squatters called them eccentricities—on the subject of cadets. He liked young fellows upon the run. If they were steady he found them amongst his best workers. But he never accepted a premium. At first he paid them nothing; when they had learnt to be useful they commenced to earn something.

        
"If a man takes a premium he undertakes a duty. He is a master taking a pupil, and he must teach, and not merely leave the youngsters to learn," he used to say.

        
He was right—surely.

        
The Quarters consisted of three rooms. The door of the cottage opened directly into the centre and largest apartment. It served for the sitting, and dining, and general living room of the three young gentlemen. It was an apartment gloriously and deliriously untidy. In the middle was a table somewhat the worse for hard usage. There was an ill-treated couch near the window, with one spring and a quantity of padding sticking out at the end, and two somewhat stained and strained armchairs standing before the large open brick 
fire-

place. The carpet was an assortment of pieces, like a patchwork cushion muchly rented. The sloping ceiling was papered with pictures from illustrated papers of all sorts. Now and again the latest paper would provide a desirable work of alleged art and it would be pasted up, sometimes completely, sometimes only partially, covering one or more of its predecessors. The effect, if not always artistic, was frequently ludicrous. Fragments of people peeped round landscapes, and the legs of sundry pasted-over individuals protruded below pretty faces or sporting pictures. The walls were studded with hooks and nails; and every hook and every nail carried its assortment of articles. Coats of all sorts, hats, caps, stock-whips, spurs, leather satchels, gaiters, guns, old trousers, old coats, and oilskins and goodness knows what else comprised the varied collection. On either side of this room was a bedroom; the one occupied by Archie Deverell, the other by his two fellow-cadets.

        
One of them, Jack Stevens, was at the moment lying back in the larger of the two armchairs smoking. The day's work was over, and on the table was the remnant of the evening meal. On the couch, through a cloud of tobacco smoke, could be seen another recumbent form, clad in a grey flannel shirt and riding breeches untied at the knees. This individual's gaiters and dusty boots were lying where he had thrown them in the corner near the bedroom.

        
"Archie's devilish late!" ejaculated he of the armchair.

        
"He told me he probably would be," answered the smoker on the couch. "One of the Maories brought in word that some sheep had got out, over by the Hautapu. There's a hole in the fence, I suppose. Archie and old Tom went off with the dogs. They'll have to round the sheep in and mend the wires."

        
There was silence for a few moments. Jack broke it.

        


        
"He's a rum sort; isn't he?"

        
"Archie?"

        
"Urn!"

        
"A deuced good sort."

        
"Rather, but—well, I never can quite make out what sort of chap he really is. He's game for anything. He's a madman for a lark sometimes down in the township, and yet you find him reading the sort of books he keeps in there. Bacon and Lamb are all very fine on a station when they mean Pigs and Sheep, but when they mean dusty sort of stuff like essays it's a queer taste. He got his blue too, didn't he? Devilish strange I call it."

        
"He's a deuced clever fellow. There's more in Archie than meets the eye."

        
"He's a terror for the women."

        
"Y—e—es."

        
"Why, hang it, man, he's turned the heads of half the women in Marton; and he doesn't care a hang for one of them. It doesn't seem to strike him that when he's humbugging about with girls it's a one-sided sort of game, with the fun all on his side."

        
"I don't believe Archie's ever sent a woman wrong in his life."

        
"I don't think he has, not intentionally, though he isn't a saint."

        
"I'm jolly well sure he hasn't."

        
"I say, talking about girls, did you see Jake's girl at the yards this morning?"

        
"Whose girl?"

        
"That brute Jake's. I can't make out why the boss doesn't sack him."

        
"Which girl of Jake's do you mean? Waina?"

        
"Waina? Great heavens, no! She's his eldest girl, I believe. Been at school in Napier. By gad! she's crumby; she's a perfect nailer! She's one of the prettiest girls I've ever—Hullo, Archie!"

        


        
Jack broke off as a tall, handsome young fellow, tanned and sunburnt, entered. He was dressed as his companions were, or rather as they had been, in riding breeches, with gaiters and spurs.

        
"What ho, there!" he said in a strong, jolly voice. "Anything left to eat? I'm ravenous. And who's the prettiest girl you've ever—well, goodness knows what you've done to her. Who is she? I'm positively pining to see something in petticoats that's really pretty. Ah, that's the game, Sam," he continued, as Sam, the cook, brought in a plate of mutton and vegetables. "There," he added, as he threw his boots and gaiters over by the wall and drew up to the table. "Now then, Jack; fire away. Who is your beautiful find? Tell me her name; make her a present to me."

        
"Jake's girl," said Jack.

        
"Oh!" said Archie, in a tone of comical disappointment.

        
"I never did think much of your opinion of women, Jack," he continued, "and now— Goodness me! Jake's girl! Ha, ha! Which one is it? Don't, old fellow, tell me you've fallen in love with Waina. Or is it Airini?"

        
"Neither."

        
"Neither!"

        
"No; another girl he's had at school down at Napier."

        
"The one the boss used to write to, I suppose."

        
"Probably. She was in the office with the boss and Jake this morning, and came out crying."

        
"I see. Been a naughty girl. Boss been talking of ingratitude for all he'd done for her. Thinks that schooling will turn a Maori into an English woman, and is surprised when he finds that it won't. It has done it, but—well, it won't with a Jake for a father."

        
"She's devilish pretty, I tell you."

        
"I can imagine it. I heard a lot about your beautiful 

half-castes when I first came to New Zealand. They exist. I've found some. But I'm not going to waste any more of my precious time trying to see such rarities. They're generally all the same. If they're not fat they're going to be, not to mention being untidy and slovenly—worse than our friend Arthur here," he added, referring to the smoker on the couch.

        
"Well, you're wrong, Archie," said Jack. "She's not a bit like a half-caste, and she's sweetly pretty. If you don't want her, I'll take her myself."

        
"What would the fair Mare say down at the settlement? No, no, I'll sacrifice myself. I'll see her. She's really pretty, eh?" he said laughingly, as he rose from the table. He walked to the mantelpiece and commenced to cut up some tobacco.

        
"Fact."

        
"So I've heard you say of Lottie Temple at the Empire. By Jove! The Empire, eh, and old Saint Jimmy's! It doesn't seem five years ago since I was there. I must really go home and have a look at it all again."

        
"I'm your man," said Jack.

        
"The end of next year, eh? Anyhow, I must go and see this fair creature to-morrow. I wonder what sort she is."

        
"Fair game, old chap, and good goods; you take my tip for it. Go in and win, and Heaven prosper you."

        
"Eh," said Archie, knitting his eyebrows, "it's a noble errand to ask Heaven to prosper, isn't it?"

        
"Don't get huffy, Archie, and play the pious. I never saw such a fellow. You're all keenness one moment, and then you suddenly grow as serious as a judge."

        
"I'm not huffy, only—well, I can draw a line, old chap, with respect to women. If a girl's not virtuous, I'm sinner enough, and weak enough, to join in her journey to hell, and to enjoy it too. But I wouldn't lead 

her on to the roadway, not for anything in the whole world. I don't altogether like assuming that a woman has joined the frowsy crowd upon that track until I have seen her, and learnt it myself, or learn it as a matter of common talk. It's my fault to-night. I started it, I daresay. Jake's girl may be as swift and as bad as any woman. I've little doubt, seeing the stock she comes of, that she is. Only let's make certain; and let's confess that it's the Devil, and not Heaven that we must look to for assistance in such ventures. D—d prosy, aren't I? Well, it's the nature of the beast Who's on for a game of euchre?"

        
They got out the cards and played for an hour; then they went off to bed, Jack and Arthur to sleep, Archie for a good read at some one or other of his poets or essayists.

        
Archie Deverell was the only son of a baronet. His mother died during his infancy, and he was left to the upbringing of a selfish father and an indulgent aunt. The result was not absolutely unsatisfactory. Whilst he developed into a by no means too sedate young man about town, he never became, in any sense of the words, a profligate or spendthrift. Whilst lightness of heart and spirits appeared on the surface they only served to conceal a strong, resolute nature. Archie was not brought up to any profession or business. His father was accounted wealthy, and there seemed every prospect of his being beyond the necessity of earning his livelihood. None the less an idle existence was scarcely to his taste. It worried him. He was fond of outdoor sports, and the life of the owner of a ranche or Australian run had an intense charm for him. He had travelled widely after leaving Oxford, and the result was that he selected New Zealand as the most preferable country in which to take up land. He was just of age when, after a somewhat heated debate with his father, he returned to the Colony with the intention of 

first cadetting for two or three years and then, after another trip to the old country, of acquiring land of his own. A friend of Sir Christopher's knew John Anderson, and Archie ultimately found himself a cadet at Te Henga.

        
Sir Christopher was both a philosopher and a speculator. His philosophy led him to accept Archie's determination with equanimity. His spirit of speculation led him to his financial ruin. He then rather congratulated himself on Archie's absence. His philosophy also prompted him to keep his true position a secret even from his son. He continued a small allowance to him and likewise continued his speculating. It was no longer a crime in his opinion, inasmuch as he had nothing further to lose. It was in fact no longer speculating.

        
"When I die he'll get the title and the estates and the mortgages and the debts. He can drop the debts. Only I'll have to tell him how things stand when he wants to buy this run, or whatever it's called," the old gentleman remarked to himself.

        
It was late when Archie laid aside his book and blew the candle out. Curiously enough his last thought chanced to be of the half-caste girl Jack had spoken to him of.

        
"I must go down and see her. Jake's daughter! Um! she's bound to be more or less a bad lot, as women measure women. A child of nature, with thick lips. D—d thick lips! Of course. I—knew

        
—there—would—be—something. Thick lips—and a —pi-i-ipe—"

        
He was asleep.
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Chapter XX.

        

Archie did not see Ngaia on the following day as he had made up his mind to do. He broke his arm instead. He was reaching for something whilst standing on the top of several bales of wool. A slip and a fall and the mischief was done.

        
"I'm going down to Napier in the buggy to-day and you had better come with me," said John. "Your arm wants properly setting, and a week or two's spell won't hurt you."

        
So Archie went to Napier, and although he eventually met Ngaia it was not for weeks.

        
He almost missed ever seeing her, except as a married woman.

        
The after-moments of the girl's meeting with John had been very bitter. Hoping against hope she thought that perhaps Jake would have consented to her travelling as Mr. Anderson proposed. His refusal was a terrible disappointment. She almost marvelled at the resolution that had enabled her to resist her friend's final appeal. Had John come after her she would inevitably have yielded. But he did not. Jake, instead, met her by the yards. He came over to her as she turned down a by-path towards the gate through the home paddocks on her way to the hut.

        
He noticed her tears.

        
"Ye're crying, are ye? What for? Is it so d—d 'ard to 'ave to live with yer people? Eh? Now then, none of yer snivelling and blubbering afore me. Stop 

it I say. Keep it for the boss, if 'e ever takes the trouble to see ye agin. Come over 'ere to the shed and take 'ome the billy. And mind," he added as they walked across, "if any of the chaps speaks to ye 'ave a nice word for 'im. I'm going to tell 'em they can come down to the cottage. I've got plans for ye like a good father, only it ain't fooling about in furren parts a-making ye discontented with yer 'ome. I'm a-going to find ye a 'usband and marry ye. It's the proper thing for a young woman; and if it ain't one of these station chaps, it's a-going to be a Maori. I'm a-going to tell 'em, any one on 'em can 'ave ye for the asking."

        
"If you dare!" she answered passionately, stopping and facing him. "But you would; I know you would. You've no respect even for your own daughter, no thought, no—Ugh! Take your own billy home. I've obeyed you enough to-day; too much, I think, too much," she added bitterly; and turning away she ran through the gate and left him.

        
"Ngaia," he called, "Ngaia."

        
"By 'eavens," he muttered to himself, as she walked away unheedingly, "I'll make you smart for this. Ye're showing temper, are ye, and getting obstinate? There's a bit of the fine lady in ye still. If ye don't take Jim I'll make ye take one of these coves, by 'eavens I will. Curse ye for a brat of the old man's. I 'ate ye 'cause ye're like 'im. I sees it though the others don't. I 'ate ye and I'll spoil ye."

        
"Ullo," said a voice as Ngaia entered the hut. "I've been waiting for ye this 'arf 'our. 'Ow are ye? Nicely, I 'ope."

        
It was Jim, the coach-driver's son. It was not the first time Ngaia had met him. He had ridden over once before and spent the day at the hut. She had rather enjoyed his visit at first, until towards its close he had annoyed her by his familiarities and attempts 

to make love to her. She had snubbed him severely, without his in the least degree feeling it, until, finally, she had left the room and refused to return. She had not even seen him get into his new driving coat with the big buttons.

        
That he was serious in his attentions had never occurred to Ngaia. The idea that he was making love to her with a view to asking her to marry him had never entered her mind, either at the time or since. She simply looked upon it as impudence and boorishness. After all a lady may be a lady though she does not look one—contrary to the converse.

        
She was not too pleased to meet him again—and alone.

        
"Good-day," she said quietly, ignoring his outstretched hand.

        
Without taking off her hat she seated herself on the old candle-box near the fireplace.

        
"Where is Waina, or Airini?" she asked.

        
"Out diggin'. I told 'em I didn't mind waitin' until you came."

        
Ngaia made no reply. She did not exactly dislike the young fellow. In her eyes he was scarcely worth it He was merely a common, vulgar stable-boy, who had commenced his acquaintance with her by calling her "Miss," and had continued doing so until Jake had stopped him.

        
"I didn't come over to see them, ye know," he continued. "It was you. You gave me a reg'lar tyin' up the last time as I was 'ere. There ain't no need to keep it goin'."

        
"I am sure I have no wish to quarrel with you, if you behave yourself. You rather forgot yourself the last time you were here."

        
"'Cause of what I said?"

        
"It's scarcely necessary to refer to it. Don't let it happen again, at least if you want to keep friends with 

me. I'm sorry none of the others are here. They could talk to you so much better than I can. I have a bad headache."

        
"No they couldn't. They ain't nothink to me. I tell ye I didn't come to see them. There's something I wants to say to you."

        
"How is Napier?" asked Ngaia, really having paid no attention to what he was saying.

        
"Napier! Oh, it's all right. The road's pretty dusty. It'll be bad this winter, I reckon, unless they do something to it. Over by the 'Autapu cuttin' it's 'orrid."

        
There was silence for a few seconds. Ngaia was wondering how on earth she was to talk to, or get rid of her visitor.

        
"Were you at the races?" she asked.

        
"Rather; you bet! I won a goodish bit too. But it ain't about races and sichlike that I've come to see ye. It's to tell ye something."

        
"Indeed! To tell me something? Is—is it a message; or—or a letter, perhaps, from the school?"

        
"What school? Oh, I know; in Napier, eh? I 'eard you'd done some schooling there. No, it ain't nothing like that. It's about me myself."

        
"About you!"

        
"Yas. Ye see I ain't got much chance of seeing ye often 'cause I lives away down in the town. I'm doing well, what with breaking in 'orses and driving the bus. I takes the cab sometimes, and now and agin I does the coach. When father knocks under, me and my brother we'll come into the business; so ye see I'm right."

        
"Yes; but I don't quite understand."

        
"Wal, it's facts what I'm telling ye."

        
"Yes, yes, but why should you tell me? Although, of course, I'm glad you're doing well."

        
"I ain't much of an 'and at putting things nice, but can't ye see what I want? Ye might 'elp me a bit."

        


        
"I'm very sorry to be so stupid, but I really don't see how all this interests me."

        
"But it matters a lot to ye, 'cause—'cause I—I want ye to come and 'ave a share in it."

        
"Me!"

        
"It's 'cause I want ye to marry me. I'll make ye a good 'usband. S'elp me I will, and ye'd never be without a 'ome. I likes ye real well. I'm clean gone on ye, and I ain't a bad sort. We'd get on fust rate, and—"

        
Ngaia was angry, unreasonably angry she realised afterwards; and rising to her feet she interrupted Jim's outflow of mild eloquence.

        
"What do you mean by talking to me like that? It's worse, much worse, than the other evening, and I told you never to speak like that again. I had no idea what you really meant then. I see now. Don't you ever come to this house, or dare to speak to me again. You seem to forget—" And then she suddenly stopped, as it flashed across her that Jim had forgotten nothing; that it was she, she herself, who was forgetting. In everything save only her actual position she was a lady, and by nothing save her actual position could Jim judge. At best she was to him but his equal; probably only his inferior.

        
Jim had risen to his feet, angered by the scorn of her reply. He turned fiercely upon her.

        
"What 'ave I forgot? What 'ave I forgot? Ain't I good enough for ye? Ye looks a fine lady, but ye ain't one, and I looks what I am. I owns 'orses and cabs and busses, and I drives; and I talks about it. It ain't every gal what's 'ad the chance to be Missus Shorland. There's more'n one as 'ud jump at it; and it ain't for you to turn up yer nose at me. I'd give ye a better 'ome than the one ye've got now any'ow."

        
Ngaia made no reply for a moment The man's 

words had sufficient real truth to wound. She walked across to him.

        
"I'm very sorry for what I said. No, no, that doesn't make it any more possible for me to do what you ask. I can't say yes. I can't marry you, Jim, but it's not because I think I'm too good for you. I'm not a bit. You're higher in the world than I am, much higher; and I was wrong, very wrong; and I'm sorry. You must just forget me. It won't be hard; you have scarcely seen me, and I'll always think how you meant to be very kind to me. Good-bye, Jim. Please go now," she said, holding out her hand.

        
He took it, and would have held it, but she drew it away.

        
"Don't think any more of me, I'm not worth it; I'm only a half-caste girl, only a Maori girl, and I wouldn't make you anything like as happy as one of your Napier girls would."

        
"But I won't stop thinking of ye," Jim blurted out; "I Jcouldn't if I wanted, and there's not one on 'em I cares for a bit like I do for you. I ain't a-going to give ye up. I'll go now cause ye tell me, but I'll come back as sure as my name's Jim Shorland."

        
"No, no; never again; not to talk as you have to-day. Never again."

        
"Ye'll see," said Jim, and he picked up his cap and walked towards the door. Suddenly he turned back. "There ain't no other bloke?"

        
"You mean— Oh no, no; but it makes no difference, it—"

        
"Don't it!"

        
He was gone.

        
Ngaia sank down by the hearth, her hands in her lap, her face white and drawn.

        
"Oh, how awful it is; how awful it all is! Is this what I have to come to? A stableman's wife! Ugh!" she cried with a shudder.

        


        
Ten minutes later when Ka came into the hut she found Ngaia stretched on the floor senseless.

        
She had fainted. The misery of the day had overwrought her, and, rising from the ground weary, faint and hungry, a darkness came upon her, and she swooned.

        
Jake's sympathy for her, when he learnt what had happened, was meagre. When, however, he drew from her that she had actually refused Jim's offer, he gave free vent to his ungovernable temper. He almost struck her. She fully expected that he would; but he was content to rail at her, and, in his own hideously choice language, he drove and thrust into her the unpalatable truths that Jim had blurted out. And he found and added more, and worse.

        
Life went sadly and badly with her after this.

        
Overworked and ill-treated, the brave spirit of the young girl very nearly broke down. Had Mr. Anderson come up to the station she might have set aside her resolve and appealed to him; but he was absent. She learnt afterwards that he was ill, and for a while in his bed in Wellington; and she had to fight and struggle and be strong as best she might. She nearly succumbed. The stableman kept his word, and came again to the hut. He met a refusal; but, had he been more able to discern, he would have realised that Ngaia's second answer was not the firm, irrevocable one of before. He was far nearer winning his prize than he thought.

        
Ngaia had indeed said no, and very nearly meant yes; but a little skill on her wooer's part and she might have yielded. She had thought and thought it all out, over and over again, and more strongly than ever did marriage, even though with a stableman, seem preferable to her miserable home life. It would completely sever all hold of her father over her; therein was, at least, a possibility of happiness.

        


        
But Jim was dense, and took her second answer as final. He returned to Napier, and said he had decided that he would not after all marry the half-caste girl.

        
"She's not what she was, you know," he reported to his father; "she'll grow fat and frowsy, and waddle. She was desperately anxious for me, you bet; so was the old woman; but I'm off it."

        
"And you're a fool. She's got looks; and as for getting fat and frowsy, why, dang me, I don't believe it. It's that gal of Maloney's what's knocked ye; and she's laughing at ye. Poor little 'arf-caste gal," he continued; "so she's got a bit sweet on ye, eh, my boy? I thought mysel' as 'ow ye'd jump at 'er when ye saw 'er, blowed if. I didn't. And now ye've been and spoilt 'er sleep for weeks to come with ye goings on, a-turning of 'er 'ead. D— it, Jimmy, ye're a terror among the women, and I can't blame ye! Many a hanxious 'our I've given yer mother, poor thing, though it's not me as ought to say it. There, there! Poor little gal. She's too good for them parts. I knows 'ow it'll be, I knows; but she won't get fat, Jim; no, nor frowsy neither," and the old man shook his head and walked off to the public-house at the corner, and had sundry glasses of beer.

        
"And she played the pianer!" he murmured. "It'd been 'eavenly with 'er pianerin' and Jim fiddlin'."
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Chapter XXI.

        

The last thing that John did before he fell ill was to give final instructions for the drawing of plans for the new homestead. Within a month they were completed, and it was not long afterwards that the contract was let, and the work actually commenced.

        
It was a relief to John's mind to realise this.

        
"I'll have Ngaia to live with us when the house is finished, and I'll be able to watch over her myself." he reflected, and therein lay the motive of his determination and the haste with which he pressed it on.

        
The first definite news of, the building of the big house reached the station through Archie. His arm was well again, and, despite the inconvenience of a sling, he had thoroughly enjoyed himself. Passing through Wellington he had of course called upon the Andersons and been invited to luncheon and again to dinner. He was fortunate enough to make a most favourable impression upon Mrs. Anderson. She had heard of him through her husband, and she had not forgotten that this young man was not only the heir to a title, but also was one day to be a rich man. Schemes, to be completed at a future date when the family should have removed to the station, of Daisy and a good match floated through her mind. She was glad to find that she liked the young man for himself, as well as for his prospects. It made everything so much easier.

        
"The homestead is going to be a really fine place,"

        


        
Archie remarked, on the evening of his return, to his two companions.

        
"What's made the boss break out like this?" asked Jack.

        
"He's been talking about building for a long while," said Arthur.

        
"All the more reason for wondering why he should suddenly jump to a determination."

        
"He's made up his mind to live up here altogether," said Archie.

        
"How'll Mrs. A— like that?" asked Arthur, puffing out a cloud of smoke.

        
"Oh, she's keen on it. Talks of keeping open house, and all that sort of thing," answered Archie.

        
"Got a daughter, hasn't she, of—of an age?"

        
"Take care, Archie my boy," chimed in Jack," or else—you know. We'll have you round at the big house every evening. Alone up here with a pretty petticoat—why, I'll lay odds on."

        
"What's the girl like?" asked Arthur.

        
"So, so," answered Archie. "She's very nearly very pretty, and isn't quite. Lost by a short nose— and a little too much chin. She's just about your weight, old man. You can have her."

        
"She's not to be sniffed at," said Jack. "When the old man dies there'll be a tidy bit to divide."

        
"Who's going to get the run?" asked Arthur.

        
"The son, I suppose," said Archie. "It seems a sin, doesn't it, that a lovely place like this should be chucked away on a young brute like that?"

        
"He's pretty bad, isn't he? I've heard some queer tales about him."

        
"Very probably. There are a good number of them knocking round. He's a frightful young cad. I had to be civil to him of course because of the boss, but it was a trifle trying. He's a regular bad lot."

        
"By Jove! it is a shame to think of his ever getting 

hold of such a place as this. It's a bit young still, but it's going to be a magnificent run."

        
"I should rather think it will be," said Archie; "especially when the house is built."

        
"When's that to be?" asked Arthur.

        
"By Christmas; perhaps before."

        
"About nine months."

        
"Yes. The old man's very keen on getting it finished," said Archie. "By the way," he continued, after a moment or two, "what's become of the little half-caste?"

        
"Jake's girl?"

        
"Yes."

        
"Haven't seen her for a deuce of a time; not since that day when I told you about her."

        
"There's been no poaching," laughed Arthur. "She's yours, old fellow, your very own—so far as we are concerned. Speak I not aright, friend John?"

        
"Yes, one good turn deserves another. You've given us the fair and dainty Daisy; we give you the beautiful, and I've no doubt frail, Miss Jake. She's yours, if you can win her; and you are good enough for that, I fancy. Anyway, there it is, and I'm off to bed."

        
The day following Archie's return was a sultry, inhospitable sort of day. The heat of the past month had long since turned the grass from its own bright green to a dull, dusty brown. The very ground was hot A thin, shimmering, shivering haze floated upwards and along the hill-sides. The sheep were grazing languidly as though for want of something better to do. Some stood motionless, staring at nothing, an occasional flick of the ear alone lending momentary life to them, whilst others were rejoicing in the imaginary shade of the slender cabbage-palms. The ovine mind has not yet grasped the principles of the solar system, and the sheep that seats itself at midday in the shadow 

of a tree lies quite content with its protection long after the shadow has travelled to the other side.

        
There was no breeze to break the heat, and only now and again the bleat of a sheep would float down as it were on the ceaseless buzzing of the insects.

        
The only sign of life about Jake's hut was an occasional fowl lazily pecking. The pigs were gathered under the shelter of the pataka, and by the wall of the potato whare. The dogs were all soundly slumbering in any shade they could find, only raising themselves now and again to languidly snap at the flies that were annoying them. On the edge of the low roof a cat blinked in the sun and pretended to sleep. At the back, in the potato patch, Ka and her two girls, Waina and Airini, were at work, weeding and loosening the baked earth. The sun seemed to have little effect upon them, Ka not even wearing a bonnet. A coloured handkerchief tied under her chin appeared to afford her ample protection.

        
Ngaia was in the cottage. She had been out in the potato-field trying to work, but the sun had proved too much for her, and she had had to desist. As she entered she threw her hat on to the table and sat down on the candle-box, near to the fireplace. The fire itself was almost out. A couple of thick pieces of wood were still smouldering amidst a heap of grey ashes. It was cooler inside than outside the cottage. Everything seemed so still and quiet. There was no sound or sign of life save for a blow-fly that buzzed at intervals about the room, and a mason-bee that darted every now and again with its drowsy hum from the window where it was vainly crawling to find an exit. Ngaia's hands dropped idly into her lap, and she leant her shoulder against the side of the rough mantelshelf. Her head was aching a little, and she was tired and exhausted with the heat. Dimly thinking, her mind travelled 

along the path of weariness and abandonment, until at length an infinite calm fell upon her and she slept.

        
And whilst she slept, and when the shadows were trailing longer and longer along the ground, a horseman cantered slowly over the brown hills towards Jake's cottage. It was Archie.

        
His work for the day was done. The shearing was over, and most of the wool had been carted away on the great six-and eight-horse waggons for Napier. The stragglers had been got in and shorn and turned out again. The busiest time of the year was in fact just past, and the slack time just commencing.

        
"I'm going round some of the out-paddocks, over by the Wainui," Archie had said when leaving the yards. Jogging slowly over the hills in the morning he had spied away down in the distance, at the head of the small gully, Jake's cottage.

        
"By Jove!" he exclaimed, despite the fact that he had none but a couple of dogs to pay any heed to his remarks, "I'll have a look at the little half-caste on my way home. Come along, old fellow," he added, rousing up his horse. "I must fget back in time for a drop of tea."

        
It was between four and five when he drew up at Jake's fence. The place seemed deserted, for Ka and the two girls were hidden by the cottage, and everything was quiet and still until the dogs, awaking, commenced barking. It brought no one to the door.

        
"All out, I suppose," muttered Archie. "Serves me right for being such a fool as to come. She won't be worth it; of course she won't." He stopped suddenly as he walked up to the open door of the cottage. "Perhaps they've been taking a rise out of me. By the lord Harry, I'll give Jack beans if he has! Never mind, I'll take a look in." He seemed to regard the ceremony of knocking as quite unnecessary. He 

entered, and was about to give a call when he caught sight of Ngaia, still fast asleep.

        
She was dressed in a simple cotton blouse and a grey cloth skirt, with a leather belt round her waist. The listless abandonment of her position served to set off the beautiful proportions of her figure. Stepping quietly towards the fireplace, Archie stood opposite to her. He noted the small, shapely hands lying in her lap, the slim waist, and, through the soft folds of the blouse, he appreciated the perfection and symmetry of her form. From out the bottom of her skirt he saw a graceful, well-shaped foot. The face was too bent for him to fairly see it and judge of it But such a head, and such a mass of glorious soft brown hair, could not but be mated with lovely features.

        
"Jake's daughter!" whispered the young fellow. "Jack was right, then, after all. She is beautiful. And—and not fair game."

        
Somehow that seemed the first absolute thought that came to him. Then, not content with merely looking upon her down-bent head, he softly drew to her side, and stooping, so that he knelt on one knee, he looked into her face. As he looked some passing phase of her dreaming brought a soft smile to her mouth, and the exquisite beauty of her features was revealed to him. And there stole upon him in that moment the fulness of respect that comes upon a man when face to face for the first time with the woman who shall be to him through all memory what none other in this world may be. He was unconscious of it. No thought of love was in his mind. There was only that which even in his very lightest moments would for ever strangle any thought of wrong towards the girl. That was all, and that is everything to any woman.

        
Did the influence of his nearness to her come over her? Did some subtle magnetism pass between them? For she slowly awoke, not moving from her position, but 

only opening her eyes. As she did so, she found herself looking into the handsome upturned face. During a moment neither he nor she seemed fully to realise. Then she moved, and he sprang to his feet and she to hers. He was flushed, and ashamed. Whilst she, full of deep blushes, was still struggling to be rid of all sleep.

        
"I'm so sorry," he said. "I came in, and I saw you asleep, and—well, I was stooping to see you."

        
"I must have fallen asleep; and—and you had no right to take advantage; you should have called to me. It was mean of you."

        
"Don't be angry with me. It was mean of me. I admit it. It was horribly rude of me, but I couldn't resist it, really I couldn't. And it seemed such a pity to wake you. It shan't happen again, indeed it shan't."

        
"No, indeed it shan't," said Ngaia. "It was my own fault, I suppose. I ought not to have been so lazy as to have fallen asleep."

        
"You forgive me?"

        
"There's not really very much to forgive, is there? 'A cat may—'" she added, and then suddenly stopped as she realised that the quotation would lead her into difficulties. Archie saw it too.

        
"Go on," he said. "'A cat may look at a king, and surely—' Well?"

        
"No you mayn't."

        
"That's not the right ending," persisted Archie.

        
"It's my ending," said Ngaia, laughing, "and you're not to talk about it any more."

        
"All right," he answered, "we won't say anything more about it. I'll forgive you."

        
"Thank you; thank you for nothing," she replied with a smile.

        
The coming of this, to her, young stranger, a gentleman who laughed and talked with her as though she were his equal and treated her with the respect and 

deference of a gentleman towards a lady, had in an instant turned the spiritless drudge into her old self, a bright, beautiful gentlewoman.

        
"But," she said, the smile dying away, "is there anything I can do for you? Father is not in, and I don't suppose he will be back until about six. It's only half-past four now. You want to see him?"

        
"Ye-e-es. Couldn't I wait?"

        
"Certainly. Only—only I'm afraid it will seem rather long," she said, though in her heart she hoped he would stay. And he did.

        
"Would you care for some tea?" she asked. "Indeed I would. No, no, not a bit of it. You let me light the fire. I'm a rare hand at it."

        
Ngaia filled the kettle from the bucket of fresh water standing in a corner with a cloth over it and Archie kindled a fire. Whilst the kettle was boiling, Ngaia brought out the teapot and tea-things. The china cup with a handle, which Jake always kept for himself, she placed on the table for her visitor.

        
"I'm afraid there is no butter. These are some sweet scones; they are not so dry as bread."

        
"They'll do splendidly, only you're not to go to all that bother. It's too hot. Come and sit down."

        
It seemed quite strange to hear this young gentleman ordering her about, and to feel that any one minded in the least whether she was inconveniencing herself or not. She obeyed him.

        
Archie's surprise at the appearance of Jake's daughter was more than equalled by his astonishment when he presently discovered that she was an intellectual, highly educated girl. He found himself discussing his favourite poets and they had quite an argument over the relative merits of some of them.

        
The kettle boiled in the middle of it, and Ngaia made tea.

        
"I'm afraid there is no milk," she said, "It's a very

poor afternoon tea for you. If I had known that we were going to have a visitor I would have brought some over from the farm."

        
"Don't you worry yourself about that. It's just the tea I want. No, no, you take that cup. Nonsense, I'm going to take this one," said Archie, taking up the tin cup and leaving her Jake's. "There," he said, taking a sip, you can't have it now," and he sat down with the pannikin, and she was obliged to take the cup and saucer.

        
Over their milkless tea and dry, butterless scones these two talked and chatted. The novelty of it all, the beauty of the girl, the absolute surprise of it, made it perhaps the pleasantest five-o'clock tea Archie had ever partaken of. And if so for him, what for her? No words could tell the pleasure, the delight of that afternoon's meeting. It was to the girl as a bright gleam of her old life breaking in upon the darkness of her new existence. It was as a draught of clear, cool water to the parched and thirsty traveller. She drank, and unconsciously she perhaps drank dangerously deeply.

        
"You are a rum girl," Archie blurted out suddenly in the midst of some argument. Then he coloured as he realised the inappropriateness of the remark.

        
"How do you mean?" she asked him.

        
"Oh—er!"

        
"I know what you mean," she said quietly, and somehow the life seemed to have gone out of the voice. "I didn't think; I ought not to have asked you. It seems strange, of course, that a Maori girl should talk as I have been doing. I—"

        
"Miss Carlyle, you're not to suggest that It was very rude of me to say what I did, but I could not, for the second, help it; it came out. I heard you had been to school at Napier, but—but I thought that you were like—like other girls I had met who had been to school 

there. You have made better use of your time," he said, smiling.

        
"That is very nice of you. It's quite a pretty speech, but—"

        
"There isn't any 'but' about it. I mean it, and I have had just the jolliest afternoon I have had for ages. I'm fond of books, as you can see, and talking about them. I'm tired of talking sheep, and fencing, and turnips. And may I come round again?" he added.

        
"Indeed, yes," she said eagerly, and then she seemed suddenly to check herself.

        
"Well?" said Archie.

        
"You have other things to do; and—"

        
"I'm going to come again, and, if you'll let me and will promise to turn me out when you find me a nuisance, I'm going to come often."

        
"I don't think that I'll find you that," she said gently. Then, as he rose to go, she added, "And— and would you—would you lend me a book?"

        
"Of course I will," said the young fellow; "gladly, as many as ever you like. You and I are going to be great friends, I can see that. There's no one up here who cares for reading, or who can talk like you do. I'll bring you some of my first favourites, and we'll have some yarns over them. What do you say?"

        
"But—but— Oh, it's no use saying I wouldn't like it. I would, immensely; indeed I would."

        
"It's a bargain then. I'll bring some to-morrow afternoon. Now I must be off. Good-bye."

        
"Good-bye, Mr. Deverell. But—didn't you want to see father? Shall I give him any message?"

        
Archie looked at her for a moment, and then smiled.

        
"I'm afraid I've forgotten what it was I wanted to see him about. The fact is," he added, "I haven't got anything to say to him. I didn't come to see him. I came to see you, because I had heard about you; and—and 

I'm hugely glad I came," he said; and ran off leaving her at the doorway blushing with pleasure.

        
She watched him unhitch bis horse and, whistling to his dogs, mount and ride off. He looked back and raised his hat, and then the hill shut him from view. Ngaia turned into the cottage. It looked terribly empty now, and the tea-things on the table seemed to be all that there was to show that her afternoon's experience was not merely a dream.

        
"Oh, how I have enjoyed it!" she repeated to herself, as she washed and put away the cup and pannikin. "I wonder if he really will lend me his books, or if he will ever come back again."

        
She need have had no fear of that, for the legend of Ngaia had commenced.

        
To-day in Napier, in the club-house or the drawingroom, if the talk turns to the back country, and a new chum or a globe-trotter is present, it is told. It hangs about Te Henga like an old-time story of a gallant "knyghte and a ladye fayre"; and the stockmen tell it to the shearers in the woolshed during "Smoke-oh," and boast of it and are proud of it; and those who saw and knew her in the old days are heroes. Jake's cottage is history.
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Archie rode slowly back to the Quarters. His afternoon's experience had been a strange surprise, and he seemed to see the sweet face of the young girl floating in every shadow and to catch the low music of her voice even in the soft footfall of the horse cantering along the grass.

        
She was an enigma and one that interested and fascinated him. It seemed well-nigh incredible that she could be Jake's daughter. In appearance she was without any marked characteristic of her Maori blood. No one but would have taken her for an English girl, and beyond all shadow of doubt a refined and educated lady.

        
Her manners and tiny mannerisms had charmed him. She had a habit of dropping her voice to a whisper and almost completing her sentence by the smile on her face and the glance of her brown eyes. She stepped lightly in dainty shyness of obtruding herself, and yet withal she was frank and fearless and open.

        
Archie unsaddled his horse and turned it into the home paddock, and then walked across to the Quarters.

        
The room was empty and he dropped into an armchair and commenced to smoke heavily as men will when they are thinking new thoughts or solving some quaint riddle. Suddenly he started up, and passing into his room he began a careful selection of his books. He had satisfied himself as to the preference of some three or four by the time his companions had arrived.

        


        
"Hullo, Archie, arc you in there?" called Jack.

        
"Yes," said Archie, coming out of his bedroom with a vague feeling that he had no wish for either of the two young fellows to question him on the task he had just completed.

        
"Been over to Wainui?" asked Jack, seating himself on the edge of the table.

        
"Yes, the country looks pretty well—a bit dry."

        
"Back long?"

        
"No—a quarter of an hour or so."

        
"That culvert over by No. 16 wants patching up a bit, doesn't it?"

        
"I didn't come that way; I came up the gully."

        
"By Jake's! Oh, I see—well?"

        
"Well?"

        
"You saw her?"

        
"You mean Miss—er—Jake's daughter?"

        
"Urn, well, not exactly Miss—Jake's daughter, old fellow, but Jake's girl."

        
"Yes, I saw her."

        
"Isn't she a ripper?"

        
"She's very pretty."

        
"Nothing more?"

        
Archie was silent for a moment. Arthur was busy twisting the frayed end of his flax cracker. The heavy butt of the stock-whip slid slowly to the ground with a thud.

        
"Look here, you fellows, I know what you mean, but—she's not that sort."

        
"Oh!" said Jack from his seat on the corner of the table, where he sat swinging his foot and lightly digging the leg with his spurred heel.

        
Archie was standing in front of the empty fireplace cutting up some tobacco slowly and thoughtfully. Something in his voice, something in his manner seemed to have surprised his two companions.

        
There was a silence. Archie glanced up and he 

and Jack found themselves looking into each other's eyes.

        
"I don't understand," said the latter.

        
"Nor I," answered Archie.

        
"How do you mean?" chimed in Arthur, glancing up from his task.

        
"Have you ever spoken to the girl, either of you two fellows?" asked Archie.

        
"I haven't," answered Arthur.

        
"Nor I; I saw her the other day for the first time," said Jack. "Wherefore question us thus, dear boy? We made her a present to you, weeks ago."

        
"She's not what I thought she was; she is not what you think she is. She's a lady, as much a lady as the sister of any one of us three might be. What I can't understand is how on earth she can be Jake's daughter."

        
"She's been educated."

        
"So have other half-castes; and—I don't believe she is a half-caste."

        
"She's pretty," said Jack; "perhaps she's the one pretty half-caste you've been looking for."

        
"It strikes me very forcibly," said Arthur from his seat on the arm of the big chair, "that my dear friend here is either going to add one more scalp to his belt or lose his own. Oh, I understand, Archie, old chap. There's nothing wrong in what I mean—a mere flirtation; but I'm not ass enough to be blind to the fact that a shepherd's daughter, who is an educated lady and a lovely and virtuous girl into the bargain, is a dangerous acquaintance. You're not blackguard enough for her to be in danger; but you're not strong enough to be out of it yourself."

        
"Fall in love with a daughter of Jake Carlyle!"

        
"No, dear boy, but fall in love with a devilish pretty girl. The Jake Carlyle's daughter element will diminish as the—well—regard increases."

        


        
"Pshaw!"

        
"Well—"

        
"Well, I'm able to look after myself. I'll take the risk anyhow. I'm going to be friends with the girl; she's lonely. But I want you chaps to understand that —that she's not to be talked of as we talked about her the other night, that's all."

        
"All right, Archie," said Jack, jumping from the table, "as you will. Miss Carlyle's name is henceforth enrolled on the scroll of other men's sisters."

        
When Archie left the stockyard on the following morning he had four books strapped to the front of his saddle. "They'll be a godsend to her," he reflected. "Poor little woman, she must be having a horrible time of it down in that cottage with Jake for her—ugh 1 Fancy such a father and such a child!"

        
It was barely three o'clock when, returning from the scene of his morning's work, he drew up at Jake's cottage. He unstrapped his parcel and walked up to the door. Ngaia, secretly alert throughout the day for the promised visitor, met him. She was shy and painfully conscious of it. It delighted him.

        
She was looking charmingly beautiful. Her blouse, fresh from recent washing and ironing, was spotless. Her skirt, if stained here and there by reason of her daily toiling, was a relic of Napier, and fitted and set to perfection. In her leather belt was a small bunch of wild flowers.

        
The neatness and nicety of her simple attire only sharpened the contrast between her and her surroundings. She might have been a princess doing penance in a pigsty, or indulging in the caprice of temporary self-effacement. It was, indeed, wonderful, that she managed to dress herself so becomingly, when her father stole most of, if not all, Mr. Anderson's allowance to her, and her sisters periodically raided her boxes. Her height and slim, beautiful figure were in this 

respect her salvation; they precluded Waina or Airini from wearing many of her clothes.

        
As she stood in the doorway the sunlight weaved ripples of gold through her hair just as it might over the shimmering sea. Her cheeks, of perfect complexion, with just the soft warmth that toned the whiteness of a fair English girl to the richness of a more Southern type, were conscious of a flush that betokened her pleasure at Archie's arrival.

        
He raised his hat and shook hands.

        
"I've brought some books."

        
"Have you, really! How good of you! It—oh, I am so grateful," the girl exclaimed, her eyes almost swimming in tears. "Won't you come in—or perhaps you haven't time?"

        
"Heaps of time. Let me open them for you."

        
"No, no, I will. Indeed, yes; please let me."

        
Ngaia untied the parcel and glanced at the titles.

        
"I haven't read one of them. Now I'll put them away whilst I get you some tea. I'll take the greatest possible care of them."

        
"Oh, you needn't worry about that, Miss Carlyle; you are welcome to keep them as long as ever you like."

        
"Thank you very much," said Ngaia, picking up the books. She turned to place them in the cupboard and half turned back again. Her cheeks were aflush and it seemed as though some further remark was in her mind to be spoken. It remained unsaid, for she walked across the room and placed the books in a corner of the cupboard.

        
A few small logs were burning on the hearth and over them a kettle was quietly simmering. A blow or two from the bellows kindled a flame, and in a few minutes the water was boiling and Ngaia had made the tea. She filled Jake's cup for Archie, keeping a mug for herself. He protested.

        


        
"You're to take the cup and saucer," he insisted, as she handed them to him.

        
"No, no."

        
"But I say yes."

        
The girl put down the cup and took a sip from the mug exactly as he had done on the previous afternoon.

        
"Now there can be no question," she said, glancing shyly across to him.

        
Archie reached over and quietly took the mug.

        
"Exactly; no question," he said, sipping the tea. "The cup and saucer are for you, Miss Carlyle, the mug's for me."

        
"You're a visitor and—"

        
"You're a lady and I'm a man and the mug's mine. The cup and saucer are for you in future. You agree?"

        
She looked across at him with a smile.

        
"And if I refuse?"

        
"Well, I shan't play. I shan't take tea."

        
"That would only be punishing yourself, would it not?"

        
"Would it?" he asked with an air of earnestness.

        
"Yes. At any rate I choose to say so," she answered quietly.

        
"Perhaps it would; but—well, a man must sacrifice himself sometimes to—er—instruct the weaker sex."

        
"Indeed," she said laughingly.

        
"Of course; don't you think so?"

        
"I don't know, I don't fancy they ever do."

        
"Well, they ought to, unless it is that they have more to learn from than they can possibly teach women. But really, joking apart, why shouldn't you take the cup and saucer?"

        
"It's—it's my father's."

        
"You mean he wouldn't let you use it?"

        
Ngaia nodded an affirmative.

        
"We'll both use mugs in future."

        


        
"He'd be angry if he thought I had allowed you to do that."

        
"Then I'll use the cup and saucer."

        
"Thank you and—and, Mr. Deverell, I—er—you mustn't call me ' Miss Carlyle.' I'm 'Ngaia' up here. Oh, please understand it's not what I want, but—"

        
"Your father?"

        
"Yes."

        
"But—"

        
"There is no 'but.' There mustn't be. My sisters are called by their Christian names and there is no reason why there should be any difference."

        
"No reason! Why, good gracious me, you're—"

        
"Have some more tea, Mr. Deverell," said the girl, drawing his cup across.

        
Archie flushed.

        
"I beg your pardon; I'm very sorry."

        
"No, no, you have nothing to be sorry about. In a sense I understand what you feel. I would have been 'Miss Carlyle' to you before I came here. Now—it's different. But it needn't matter. Every one calls me 'Ngaia.'"

        
"Yes; only—"

        
"It must be," said Ngaia, handing him back his cup and saucer. She rose from the table and stood by the fireplace absently playing with her foot amongst the grey ashes on the edge of the hearth. Her face was hidden from Archie, but he saw and noted her beautifully arched instep and neat ankle. Her whole individuality and, more probably, the strangeness of such a girl in such surroundings were fascinating him and drawing him towards her.

        
"Oh yes, it must be," she repeated, "you understand. It's not possible to explain. I would rather be 'Miss Carlyle' but—it's out of the question, and—and out of place."

        
"1 understand," he said gently. "I think I 
under-

stand just exactly how you feel, and I will help. 'Ngaia' is not more out of place than you yourself are."

        
"Sh-sh! It's my home," she said softly,

        
"But not the home you were taught to expect."

        
She was silent for a minute.

        
"It's obvious," he said.

        
She lifted her head and drew a deep breath.

        
"Is it? Yes, I suppose so. How can I help it? It's— Oh no, no, Mr. Deverell, you mustn't encourage me to speak like this. If it's obvious that I'm out of my proper element, it's wrong; for—-a girl's home cannot be anything but her fit and proper place."

        
"It may depend. Let's be candid. You're a lady, and—"

        
"Sh-sh! Have you been long with Mr. Anderson? Let's talk like that. It's better talk than—than things, impossible things."

        
The young fellow made no answer to her question.

        
"Will you let me come and see you often, Ngaia?" he said presently. He was sitting bending slightly forward with his elbows on his knees. The girl, half turned from him with one hand shading her eyes, the other hanging listlessly at her side, was leaning against the rough mantelpiece.

        
"Will you?" he repeated.

        
Ngaia suddenly faced him. Her hands were behind her back, her fingers—though he could not see it— were lacing and interlacing in her extreme nervousness.

        
"I want you to understand, Mr. Deverell; I want you to really understand. It's four months ago now since I came up here from school. I—I didn't know who my father was through all the years I was being educated, I was brought up as though my life was to be one such as my schoolmates had before them. It —it was a disappointment when all that came to an end—in this. It ought not to have been. It was 

unnatural, perhaps, and yet it was inevitable; My surroundings are uncongenial. My tastes, my inclinations, my habits are different from those of my parents or my brothers and sisters. I can't help feeling that, though I've no right to give way to such a feeling. My life lies here and—and I must reconcile myself to it. I must adapt myself to it. It probably sounds as though I were preaching you a sermon, but cannot you see what I mean?"

        
Archie made no answer for the moment. His eyes were on the floor, whilst his mind was endeavouring to be persuaded that his duty and his inclination ran in identical lines.

        
"I may become unwelcome," he said at length. "You mean that?" he asked as she remained silent.

        
"Unwelcome! Oh, you have misunderstood me."

        
Archie rose to his feet.

        
"No I haven't, Ngaia. I shall not be unwelcome. I know you didn't mean that, and I know what you do mean. It's that you are trying to reconcile yourself to your home and that—that I mustn't make it more difficult for you. I understand and I'll not forget. I'll try and make your life here pleasanter if I can. I'll bring you books and come across to see you as often as you'll let me. We'll just be real friends, you and I. You'll trust me?"

        
"Trust you?" she repeated, innocently questioning him.

        
"I mean that you'll not let any imaginary shadow rise up between us. It's so easy to happen," he vaguely explained.

        
"You may be sure of that. I haven't so many friends that I should wish to lose one for a reason that's merely imaginary."

        
"Promise," said Archie, holding out his hand.

        
"I promise, though I hardly know what I'm promising," answered the girl, laying her hands in his. She 

glanced up at him and her eyes looked into his. They were soft and beautiful. A smile passed across her face like the dance of a tiny breeze on a still pool and he realised her loveliness.

        
"I must be off now," he said. "I shall be back again quite soon, so it's only 
au revoir."

        
"It's very, very kind of you, Mr. Deverell," she said softly.

        
"Kind! Not a bit. I've had a real jolly afternoon and we're just learning to know each other properly. Good-bye for the present, Ngaia."

        
"Just learning to know each other," he repeated as he cantered along, "but—Arthur's right, I think; only—"

        
Arthur undoubtedly was right.

        
It was a dangerous acquaintanceship.

        
The "only" testified to the recklessness of his fascination and to the self-confidence of a man who had flirted much and never yet fallen a victim.
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Chapter XXIII.

        

Archie certainly did not fall in love with Ngaia at first sight; nor did she with him. His feeling comprised two sentiments, one infinitely more generous, the other infinitely more selfish than mere love.

        
He pitied her. She was lonely. She was a lady in an atmosphere of low, brutal vulgarity; a sweet, highspirited girl bullied and forced to be a common drudge; a refined, educated woman thrust into a life of dirty discomfort. He himself was educated and his company was obviously pleasing to her—just as the books which he might bring her would be.

        
Out of the kindness and generosity of his heart he therefore determined to see more of her—much more.

        
On the other hand he, for his part, was in a sense lonely. He had always been fond of women's society, and not unnaturally he had grown somewhat weary of that of Jack and Arthur. They were fine fellows in their way—but they were fellows. "Fellows" are not a woman, and lack the charm of sympathy and trust that a good woman instinctively shows towards a man who is white to her. Ngaia was not a "fellow." She was even better than a woman; she was a girl exquisitely beautiful, and unspeakably charming in her manner. Her company was far more congenial to him than that of either of his two fellow-cadets.

        
Therefore out of the selfishness of his heart he determined to see more of her—much more.

        
In justice let it be said that the selfishness was not prodigiously apparent to him. He had a marvellous 

belief in the infinity of platonic attachment. He was emphatically, in his relations with women, a sinner and not a saint. But it was with sharp limitations. He had often enough turned into the dusty side-lanes of life where women trail bewitching skirts and take no heed of the dirt that gathers. He had journeyed along with such as he had met. He asked no questions of how or why. In his heart perhaps he was sorry, for a woman is too priceless a masterpiece of God to be lightly destroyed. He was sorry, and yet accepted such women, and all women, at the price they set upon themselves. If the price was less than perfect respect he regretted—but bargained. Never once by thought or deed had he turned out of the clean road with any woman or led her to drop from right to wrong. In the idleness of flirtation with good women he might have pained far more keenly than he was aware. But there it ended. He was a good man to a good woman. It was a phase of his religion.

        
Archie Deverell had no false estimate of himself; but he had a just one. That Ngaia would ever pass to her ruin by reason of her friendship with him he knew to be an impossibility—as impossible as for him to thieve or murder. That she might learn to love him was a remote consequence he refused seriously to consider. At most that would be but the price she would be paying for the pleasure of bis company. That he himself would fall in love with her was a still remoter contingency.

        
It was so unlikely. It was almost preposterous. The taint of Jake Carlyle was surely in her in some characteristic he had yet to discover. The gilt would rub off the gingerbread somewhere or another. And if not, if she really proved to be as pure and sweet as she seemed to be, if she confirmed his first impression of her, if he succumbed to her fascinations and fell in love with her he would marry her.

        


        
It was a possibility—a remote possibility. The "ifs" were numerous and substantial.

        
Meanwhile she afforded him the pleasure of excellent company and the opportunity of a limitless flirtation.

        
Such an experience is positively glorious and full of a wondrous excitement. No sport can rival the delight of a woman's constant companionship when, pure in your relationship to each other, you are yet, both of you, reckless as to whether the end is to be marriage or a gradual drop to the frigidity of commonplace friendship. It is glorious, but it is dangerous. Its danger is perhaps its glory.

        
"I'll make a pal of her, a regular pal, and we'll hunt together until—well, I suppose she'll marry some one, and then it'll be about time for me to take up a run of my own," reflected Archie.

        
It was a fine basis on which to build a flirtation of immense possibilities.

        
Jake soon became aware of Archie's visits to his cottage and at once comprehended the reason of tbem. Inasmuch as they gave the girl intense pleasure he might have objected; but another and a baser thought prompted him to encourage the young fellow. That a gentleman, the son of a lord or some person of title, should marry a drover's daughter never occurred to him. That he might sooner or later ruin her was quite possible —even probable. The idea pleased him.

        
"I'll 'ave her come crying and weeping to me to 'elp 'er afore very long; and I'll send 'er to 'er father and tell 'im to keep 'is ruined brat I guess that'll make you and me about quits, Mr. Anderson. It'll perhaps cost me the gal's allowance but the secret'll always be worth being paid to keep. Come on, Mr. Deverell, says I. Ye can take 'er out just when ye likes. I ain't going to interfere, and good luck to ye, says I. Ye needn't be afraid. I don't know nothing; I don't see nothing; I don't suspect nothing."

        


        
The diplomacy of match-making consists in never letting the man know. Jake was not match-making, and it became obvious to Archie that he was not averse to his constantly visiting Ngaia. It tended to strengthen the young fellow in his belief that he would never lose his heart to her and encouraged him to indulge to his fullest fancy in the romance of a platonic friendship with a lovely girl.

        
Scarcely an afternoon passed but that he called in at the cottage and saw the girl. Sometimes Ka and Waina or Airini or both would be there, and he confirmed Ngaia's admiration for him by his jollity and kindness to the old Maori woman and the two girls.

        
Towards Jake, however, he was completely different. His self-respect, if nothing else, prompted him to keep the stockman at a distance; to keep him in his proper place. Meetings at the whare between the two were, however, rare, for Archie generally called in at an hour when it was improbable that Jake would be at home.

        
Not unnaturally Archie's visits became the sunshine of Ngaia's life. From day to day she looked forward to his coming. In his presence she realised herself at her true value. Without any self-conceit she understood herself to be the object of his visits, and for a long while she knew no other thought than that she was glad that he found her amusing. That he derived as much pleasure from her as she from him never occurred to her.

        
The more frequently Archie visited Jake's cottage and the more intimately he grew to know Ngaia the more intensely did he grow to dislike her surroundings.

        
He made an effort to detach her from them and found it comparatively easy. She was only too willing for very love of him. Jake was only too pleased for hate of her.

        
One afternoon Archie happened to arrive at the cottage earlier than she had expected. Ka and the 

girls and the two boys were over at the kainga and Jake was up at the yards. Making his horse fast to the fence Archie walked up to the cottage. Stepping across the threshold he found Ngaia on her hands and knees busy scrubbing the floor. He called her. She turned with a cry of surprise.

        
"You're busy," he said, as he comprehended her task.

        
"Yes, I thought I would have a big clean out; every one is away to-day."

        
"And you've got all the rest of this floor to do?"

        
"There's not much more."

        
"You've hardly begun it."

        
"I won't do any more now. I'd rather talk—and perhaps you'd like to have tea?" she said shyly.

        
"You're poking fun at me."

        
"Oh no, I'm not. I think you're simply splendid the way you drink our tea. I know," she added with a laugh, "what terribly bad tea it is."

        
He stood in the doorway looking down at her. She had tucked her skirt about her waist. Her sleeves were pulled up to the utmost, leaving the arms bare to above her elbows. Her hair had profited by the business of her two hands to escape and play wild chase, until tiny streams and ringlets curled and twisted about her ears and forehead. She was sitting on the floor resting one hand on the bucket.

        
"Oh, how untidy I feel," she said, wiping her hands on the big coarse apron she was wearing, and commencing to struggle with the gold gleams that had evaded hairpins and lawful tether.

        
"I'm going to finish the floor," said Archie, throwing his whip on to the table and pulling off his coat

        
"Indeed you are not, Mr. Deverell!" exclaimed the girl, springing to her feet. "It's all done for the day. No, no; you're not to," she said, as he caught the bucket.

        


        
"I am. You're to sit down out of the way; on the table; anywhere where you can talk to me."

        
"No, no, Mr. Deverell, really!" Ngaia protested, standing before him and holding one edge of the bucket.

        
Then commenced a miniature tug of war.

        
"I'll spill it, if you don't let go, Ngaia, and it'll go all over me."

        
Holding the handle in one hand he caught one of her wrists in the other.

        
"You're too strong," she laughed. "I can't stop you; but I tell you you mustn't. Just fancy if father came in and saw you slaving."

        
"It'll be all right, that's what I am, I am a slave. I'm your slave," he answered, taking the bucket and lifting it pack to where Ngaia had been scrubbing. Doing so he failed to notice the flush his words brought to the girl's cheeks, or the look, half of pain half of surprise, that had swept over her face. It was all the happening of an instant, and she moved across the room and unfastened her apron and dropped her skirt.

        
Meanwhile Archie had tucked up his shirt-sleeves and plunged his hands into the water.

        
"You must sit on the table, Ngaia, and tell me what to do," he said without turning round to her.

        
She paused just an instant and looked towards him. She was beginning to feel, in some vague, indistinct way, that this young fellow was filling her whole horizon, was taking utter possession of her to a present of a curious, undefinable pleasure: to a future she had no wish to picture.

        
"All right," she answered with a light laugh; and, as though casting aside her more serious train of thought, she became the bright, jolly girl he generally found her to be.

        
"Now, then, take the rag, the one in the water, and make the floor wet—not too wet, and not too much 

floor. Oh dear, men are clumsy! Now, then, soap the brush. Don't hold it that way. Oh!" she exclaimed, laughing, "oh, how funny! And you're making it worse," she cried.

        
He was. Seizing the soap, he had applied it to the brush with the most immediate effect of spattering himself. Acting on impulse, he had wiped his face with his hand soiled with the dirty water. The result was more comic than dignified.

        
He suffered these minor mishaps good-naturedly, joining in her merry laughter, even though unable to see the cause of her amusement

        
At length the scrubbing-brush was adequately soaped.

        
"Now, then, scrub. Hard; harder, much harder."

        
Archie went at it vigorously.

        
"Oh, it's a shame," said the girl. "You needn't scrub so hard really. I was only teasing. That's better. You're getting on splendidly."

        
"It's jolly hard work."

        
"Isn't it?"

        
"Whew! It's hot. Honour bright, it's harder work than I have to do."

        
Ngaia smiled.

        
"I look as if I could do harder work than you could, don't I?" she said.

        
"It's not what I could do, it's what I do do."

        
"What do you do?"

        
"Oh, well, just now is the slack time; the wool's being carted down to Napier. I only have to mess about generally; to ride out over the back country and see that the fences are all right, and that dogs haven't been amongst the sheep, and keep a look out that the sheep haven't got out, and all that sort of thing."

        
"I could do all that."

        
"Of course you could, or you'd soon learn."

        
"Never mind under there, Mr. Deverell; just do that 

corner, and then over there, and it'll be done. It's awfully kind of you. I think scrubbing just the most horrid thing a girl has to do."

        
"I should think so. It's a d——d shame—I beg your pardon—it's—it's a beastly shame making you do it. Why can't Airini, or——"

        
"I'm going to make some tea for you as a reward for your services," said Ngaia, walking across to the hearth and making up the fire.

        
"All the same," persisted Archie, "it's not the sort of work for you. What do they do—Waina and Airini?"

        
"They work in the garden; I can't do that in the hot weather. I don't mind running or climbing about, but bending over hour after hour weeding is too much for me. Now you've finished it all, Mr. Deverell. I'm really very, very much obliged. Never mind, don't you bother. I'll throw the water away."

        
"Not a bit of it," said Archie, going to the door and emptying the bucket out over the turf in front. Then he placed the brush and flannel in the pail and set it in a corner of the room."

        
"Uff!" he exclaimed, "it's hot. What do you think of my scrubbing?" he asked, looking round on his handiwork with considerable pride.

        
"You're getting on. It's not to be learnt in one lesson, you know; but—well, it'll do for the first time."

        
"Look here, I tell you what; you teach me to scrub, and I'll teach you to ride, and to muster sheep, and to do all, or pretty nearly all, I do."

        
She looked up at him.

        
"I mean it. It'd mean riding out with me all over the hills, and it's jolly tiring sometimes. Driving a mob of sheep is beastly work. You mightn't like it, perhaps?"

        
Her eyes glistened.

        
"Like it! Why, it would be just—— But it's not 

possible. I haven't a horse, or a saddle, or even a habit to ride in. I had one, but——" She stopped. Waina had appropriated it, and cut it down for an ordinary skirt.

        
"Would you come if I fixed all that up?"

        
"Do you mean it? Would you take me? Would you be bothered with me? I'm—I'm only a girl and I —I might be frightened of going where you might want me to go."

        
"You frightened I I'll believe that when I see it. As for meaning it, why, of course I do. The question is, would you care for it? Would you?"

        
"Indeed, yes. Can't you imagine how much I would? It would be like flying from a cage. I feel imprisoned here. Since I came from Napier, except when I go up to the sheepyards, I have never been out of this gully."

        
"Then it's a bargain."

        
"But the horse and saddle and—the habit?"

        
"I've got a horse of my own, the one I generally use, not the one I'm riding to-day, but the chestnut."

        
"Jacko?"

        
"Yes, that's the one. He's a splendid lady's hack. There's a lady's saddle up in the woolshed. I'll be able to arrange for it for you somehow or another."

        
"And the habit?"

        
"I'm going to make you a present of one. Oh yes, I am," he said as she seemed about to protest.

        
"It's awfully kind of you, Mr. Deverell. I ought to refuse, but—I can't. You don't know how grateful I am."

        
"Then give me another cup of tea, just one more."

        
"Now I must be off," he said, drinking it down. "By the way, though," he added, "what about the habit? I must have some measurements."

        
"I'm afraid there isn't a yard-measure in the cottage."

        


        
"Here's some string. I can knot it." He knelt in front of her and slipped the cord round her waist and, carefully gripping it at the point where the end met, held her for the moment a light prisoner.

        
"What a pity," he said suddenly, "this isn't Christmas-time, with a bit of mistletoe just above you!"

        
She looked down at him with a flush on her cheeks.

        
"You wouldn't do what you think," she said quietly, and there was a touch of pride in her voice. "I trust you much too much for that—and you know it."

        
"Of course I wouldn't," he answered, "because I know you trust me; because you've promised always to trust me."

        
He tied a knot in the string and thought he had made a mistake when he saw how small the length was.

        
He tried the measurement again, and she, with a smile on her lips and divining what was in his mind, permitted him.

        
He rose from his knees and sat on the chair near her.

        
"You've forgotten to measure the length," she said.

        
"No, I haven't. I remembered, but—but there's something I want to say, Ngaia. This—this riding out with me—do you know what people will say?" The girl blushed a deep crimson. She met his eyes as they glanced up towards hers and she nodded.

        
"They will say," he said slowly, "that you and I are—are sweethearts."

        
"Yes," she whispered.

        
"And we're not."

        
"No, no——" she said quickly, and then paused with a sudden stop.

        
"You're not frightened?"

        
"Of you?"

        
"No, of—of people and——"

        
"What?"

        
"Yourself."

        


        
"Myself," she repeated slowly.

        
There was an unbroken silence. Dangling the piece of string in his hand Archie watched her. Her eyes were on the ground, the deep flush was still upon her cheeks, and he felt some indefinable feeling of behaving with tyranny and cruelty towards one immeasurably weaker and more delicate than he was. He felt that something had been said and something had yet to be said that might prove to be a sad day's saying for one or both of them—or the opposite. Something was looming about them in that empty, open-windowed, open-doored cottage, standing in its long, deep gully and its remoteness and its solitude. Was it the shadow of a great cloud or the glow of some supreme possibility?

        
She spoke first, she at once the weaker and the braver of the two; and in her effort to save the daily pleasure of his presence which seemed on the brink of being lost to her, she risked his opinion of her and told him.

        
"I'm not frightened of what people will think. There's no one to say or care much about me. I'm not frightened of you. You've promised, and besides, I— I scarcely know of what I need be frightened at your hands. I've been brought up to know very little of the world. There are bad women, I know that; but I don't really know why they are bad. Men make women bad I've heard, and I suppose therefore you could make me bad, only that I know you wouldn't; and therefore I'm not frightened of you—not the least little bit."

        
"Of yourself, Ngaia, what of yourself?"

        
"Of myself?"

        
"You're frightened of yourself. Oh, it's better not to carry out this fancy."

        
"Yet I'm willing, if you are."

        
"You don't understand. Ifs not fair. You're 

perfectly right in feeling that you can trust me; but there is another danger and you may not be able to trust yourself; you don't realise."

        
"I do, Mr. Deverell," said the girl softly.

        
"That—— No, you can't. I'll shy this bit of string back and we'll forget the whole idea, eh?"

        
"If you would rather; of course."

        
"You too would rather?"

        
He had to repeat his question.

        
"You would rather also; wouldn't you?"

        
She lifted her eyes and met his.

        
"No."

        
"Honest injun?" he said eagerly.

        
"Honest injun," she answered with a smile at his quaint phraseology.

        
He remained silently toying with the string.

        
"I know what you are thinking, Mr. Deverell, and I'm afraid you won't enjoy taking me."

        
"I shall always feel——" he stopped.

        
"Mr. Deverell, you won't be angry at what I'm going to say? Of course I know you won't, but it'll seem a strange thing for a girl to say. You said when we first met that we would be' pals,' and that's what I want to be. I know you can't ever—ever marry me— oh, it's hard for me to talk like this—but I know that; and," she added softly, "I know without my knowing much of the world, that being with you and seeing you often may—may lead me to—to care for you. That's what I'm to be frightened of? That's what was in your mind?"

        
"Yes, Ngaia, but——"

        
"You mustn't think a bit about it. I'd rather have all the pleasure and happiness of your friendship, whilst you can spare it to me, than—than lead this life without it. After all, it's only so much unhappiness for so much pleasure. And the pleasure is certain and the unhappiness is not, because I—I may.never care a bit 

about you. Oh, it's horrible for a girl to speak like this, but don't leave me to this awful life just yet. I know you can't be my friend for always; you will go away when you have your own station, and will marry some girl of your own rank. But I will be older and stronger then, or—or I might even be dead——"

        
"Ngaia!"

        
"You will let me come, won't you? You see I'm quite ready to risk the whirlwind I'm sowing. What I've said is what you were thinking?"

        
"Yes," Archie said gently.

        
"You don't despise me, Mr. Deverell, for having said it?"

        
"No, how can you think such a thing? Look here, Ngaia, you've been plucky, and I'm going to be the same if I can. I took a liking to you the first afternoon I saw you. I came again and yet again until I've been asking myself how much I do like you. I don't think either one of us is actually in love with the other, but —well, there's a but in it. I'm a queer chap in some ways, Ngaia, and one of my queernesses is that I'd never marry a woman for pity when I didn't really care for her. It's all jolly well talking about platonic friendships, but they don't often exist between a young man and a young girl. It generally means that one or other or both fall in love—though not necessarily. We may neither of us care for each other more than we do now. You take the risk of caring for me and my not caring for you. If you're willing, I am. But you're quite wrong in thinking I can't ever marry you. You're just as much a lady as I am a gentleman, and if I fall in love with you, Ngaia, and you with me, we'll get married as soon as ever I can give you a home."

        
"No, no, Mr. Deverell. Please don't say that. It's only conjuring an impossible dream, a foolish idea."

        
"You would welcome it?"

        
"Isn't that unfair?"

        


        
"Yes, yes, of course it is, of course it is. I'm sorry for having said it. Never mind, we won't talk any more about it now, but we'll just leave the future to take care of itself. We'll be chums, you and I; brother and sister, eh? And I'll teach you to ride, and take you anywhere and everywhere you like. I'll make you as happy as I can, and when I go off to my own run with the wife of my own rank, as you put it, I'll———"

        
"Have the satisfaction of having left some one the happier for your kindness."

        
"I wasn't going to say that." "Never mind, it's what will be, and what will be must be. Isn't that sound philosophy?"

        
"Possibly."

        
"At any rate, it's not the measurement of my skirt, is it?"

        
"No, by Jove I I mustn't forget that," said Archie, kneeling down and taking the measurements.

        
"I say, Ngaia, couldn't you lend me a skirt—some old skirt that fits you—and a top part also? I'll take them into Marton. I've got to go down to-morrow to fetch some things. I'll be there a week, I expect, so I can wait until it is made."

        
"I'll fetch you an old skirt and a bodice, although they'll be an awful bother to you, won't they?"

        
"Not a bit, and—by Jove! look here, Ngaia, the skirt isn't enough, you want proper trousers. Surely there must be a measure of some sort in the place?"

        
"Oh, I know I" exclaimed Ngaia. "Father's old measure." She went to a cupboard and took out a much worn surveyor's tape. "It'll do; I'll measure myself in links."

        
"Hurry up, I'll wait here. Write the measurements on a slip of paper and seal them up, and I'll give them to the tailor."

        
In ten minutes or so Ngaia returned with the skirt and bodice, carefully rolled away in paper, and a 

small note with the necessary measurements for the trousers.

        
He put the latter carefully into his pocket-book and strapped the parcel to his saddle.

        
"Walk down to the bottom of the gully with me, Ngaia."

        
"May I?"

        
"If you will do me that honour," he said laughingly.

        
They walked as far as the culvert over by the small clump of bush.

        
He leant by the gate talking to her for awhile, and and then, shaking hands, wished her good-bye.

        
"I shan't see you again for a week or perhaps ten days. I'll bring round your charger as soon as I get back, everything complete. It won't be a very smart turn-out, I'm afraid. Jacko isn't much to look at, though he's a good 'un to go, and the old saddle's seen better days. However, we'll have a really jolly time together in spite of such details."

        
"I'm afraid you'll find that I scarcely know how to sit on a horse."

        
"You've ridden a bit?"

        
"We used to go out when I was at school and I certainly never felt afraid. I could always stick on, but——"

        
"You'll ride well enough, I'm certain," he said, jumping on his horse. "Good-bye, and—and I'm awfully glad we've had that talk, Ngaia," he said, leaning over and shaking hands once more with her.

        
As the horse cantered off he turned in his saddle and waved to her, until presently rounding the bend, he was shut from view and she was left alone leaning on the gate.

        
And she prayed a simple, selfish, little prayer:

        
"Please, God, take care of him, and teach him to love me. I love him so. Pray God. Amen."
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Chapter XXIV.

        

Archie wrote to Mr. Anderson, who was in Wellington, asking if he might lend Ngaia the old side-saddle. He made no detailed reference to the riding she was wishful of indulging in, but merely suggested that she was lonely.

        
He received a reply at Marton in the course of a couple of days.

        
"I do not know exactly what side-saddle you refer to, but if it is the one I have in my mind it would certainly not suit Ngaia. I am only too pleased that she should have taken up the idea of riding, and I have therefore bought her a saddle and bridle which you will give her from me; probably it will arrive by the train that brings this. To-morrow you are to meet the train from Wellington, and take delivery of a horse— a grey mare—I have bought for Ngaia. It is a thoroughly well-broken lady's hunter, and is used to such country as Te Henga. It is quiet, and will suit her. I have written to Jake to inform him that Mignon is for Ngaia's sole and exclusive use, and is given to her on the condition that she lends it to no one. The same condition applies to the saddle and bridle. Consequently the use of any portion of my present by any one means instant dismissal. I have written Mr. Brown to this effect, also with instructions to have a small stable run up in a corner of the paddock by Jake's cottage, and a supply of hard feed kept there."

        


        
The saddle, Archie found, had arrived addressed to him. He was not a little astonished to realise on examination that it was as good as money could possibly buy. The mare, on her arrival the following afternoon, caused him even greater astonishment. Obviously well handled and accustomed to being made a pet of, she was a perfect lady's hunter.

        
"There ain't many mokes of that sort in the district, I reckon," drawled a stockman, as Archie led the animal out from the station-yard. "Going up to Te 'Enga, ain't it, Mr. Deverell?"

        
"Yes," said Archie.

        
"Wal, I reckon the boss knows what's what when 'e's buying a 'oss."

        
Archie was detained in Marton some four or five days longer than he had anticipated, and both Brown, the manager, and Jake, received their letters before the mare arrived. Ngaia also received a note from Archie saying Mr. Anderson was sending her a present of a horse and saddle complete.

        
Jake hated John Anderson, and he hated Ngaia, but the limit of his disobedience to one, and unkindness to the other, was his own self-interest

        
Had John made no especial mention as to Ngaia's horse being used as a general hack, she would have had little enjoyment from it. He knew that, and he also had a shrewd idea that his letter, and the tone of his instructions, would receive pretty strict attention.

        
They did—to the letter.

        
No one ever sat on Ngaia's saddle, or rode her horse a yard, except Ngaia herself

        
The light corrugated-iron shed was finished the same day as that on which Archie arrived. He left the mob of sheep he had brought up in the paddock beyond the culvert, and cantered up the gully leading Mignon. As he neared the cottage he realised how intensely he was looking forward to meeting the young 

girl—and thought it curious. It was as curious as the way in which the Marton girls had of late appeared flat, stale and unamusing.

        
He gave a coo-ee, and as he drew rein by the gate Ngaia appeared.

        
"Mr. Deverell! Oh, I am so glad!" she exclaimed, running to the gate as he dismounted.

        
"How do you do?" he said. "I've brought you something—Mr. Anderson's present."

        
The girl looked from him to Mignon and back in incredulous delight. The mare, recognising a woman, pushed its soft nose into her hand.

        
"My pony! For me! Oh, how beautiful it is! What is it called, Mr. Deverell?"

        
"Mignon. She is to be entirely yours. Mr. Anderson's orders are that no one is ever to ride her but you."

        
"Mr. Anderson has written to father. Oh, she is sweet!" she exclaimed, petting and caressing the animal. "How good of Mr. Anderson! And I've got to thank you, too, Mr. Deverell, for if you hadn't done what you have, Mr. Anderson would never have thought of giving me such a present And you've brought it all the way up for me. How hot and tired you must be! I'm sure you would like a cup of tea. I wonder," she added, looking at the mare, "if——"

        
"If you couldn't have a ride?"

        
"Mignon must be tired."

        
"Not a bit. We haven't come far to-day. A canter would do her good. Whilst I'm having my tea you can try on your habit, and if it fits we'll go for a ride. Here it is; and a hat"

        
"This—this is your present, isn't it, Mr. Deverell?" said the girl shyly.

        
"Yes," answered Archie, flushing like a school-boy.

        
"But it's nothing, you know. It's not a really nice one."

        


        
"That's for me to say," said Ngaia with a smile, "as well as to thank you very much indeed."

        
They walked into the cottage. The kettle was boiling, as, truth to tell, it had been each afternoon at this hour for the past three or four days, though to-day was the first occasion on which it had been used for tea-making.

        
"May I give Mignon some sugar—just a little?" said Ngaia, after she had poured out the tea.

        
"I rather fancy she'll be offended if you don't. She's a regular lady's pet."

        
Mignon ate a couple of spoonfuls from Ngaia's hand with evident satisfaction, and the friendship between the two was finally cemented.

        
"Now I'll go and put on my habit, Mr. Deverell, if you'll excuse me. You don't mind waiting? You are sure, because I do so want to have a ride, no matter how short."

        
Ngaia walked round the cottage to her room, and untying the parcel, threw aside the old skirt and bodice, which had been carefully returned, and lifted out the habit.

        
"He gave it me," she whispered, and with a flush on her cheeks, as it were at her unmaidenliness, she kissed the dark-grey cloth again and again. Then she dressed.

        
The habit fitted her excellently. She fastened on the hat and looked at herself in the broken looking-glass nailed to the wall of her room. Her own nice dressing-table and glass were still in Jake's room.

        
"I'm pretty," she murmured to herself without the least touch of vanity. "I wonder if he will ever think so; oh, I wonder?"

        
He did think so, his look must almost have told her as much as she walked into the cottage.

        
"It fits you?" was all he said.

        
"Splendidly. It couldn't have been better."

        


        
"At any rate it will do meanwhile."

        
"I don't want any better one," she answered quickly.

        
"I've brought you a whip. A proper little stockwhip. I'll teach you how to use it," he said, handing her a light fourteen-foot whip. There was a silver plate on the butt, with "From A.D. to Ngaia" inscribed on it.

        
"Come on," he said, giving her no opportunity to thank him. "Mignon's longing for a start."

        
He gathered the reins for her and handed them to her. She put her foot in his hand, and her hand on the pommel, and shot lightly into the saddle. He arranged her skirt quickly and with the skill of a man who knew. He tightened the girths and set the stirrup and then, unhitching his own horse from the fence, swung into the saddle. They walked a little way, Ngaia patting and caressing her pet, until in the full confidence of a born rider she begged for a canter.

        
Off they went over the soft, springy grass. Both animals were comparatively fresh and the mare lightly tossed and pulled at her bit. Archie watched the girl and he saw there was little enough she had to learn from him or any other. She had been taught how to hold her hands, and God had made them as light on a horse's mouth as her soul was generous to men's weaknesses. The cool evening breezes brushed about her cheeks and played in the sun-kissed strands that escaped her hat. Youth, innocence and high spirits made full answer to the mare's swinging canter. All the world seemed bright to her in her happiness; even the dusty grass and barbed wire, beyond the ditch on either side, swept into a vague ecstasy of motion and excitement. She had no fear. The gentleness of her steed, the presence of the tall, well-knit figure on his heavier horse by her side precluded such a thought.

        
They pulled up at the gate and he leant over and opened it Across the great paddock beyond they 

cantered, man and girl, horse and mare gathering their delight until the pace had grown to a swinging, steady gallop.

        
"Take care, Ngaia, there's a ditch ahead. We'd better pull up," Archie shouted.

        
"I have jumped. May I? Oh, please!"

        
"Steady up then. So, that's better. Now, then, give her her head. I'll lead you. Over! that's splendid," he cried as Mignon and her rider sailed lightly across.

        
Presently they drew rein.

        
"Oh, it is glorious!"

        
"You enjoy it?" he said.

        
"Enjoy it! Mignon, you're the dearest, sweetest horse in all the world. Enjoy it! Oh, you don't know what it is really to enjoy a ride. You're all day and every day riding, and riding, and riding. It's—oh, it's more than I can say."

        
They passed through another gate and beyond into another paddock and up over a rolling, grass-covered hill. More than once the dogs started a hare, and, barking and rushing to and fro, added to the excitement of the hour.

        
Otherwise it was still and peaceful. On the crest of the hill they stood awhile, and Archie pointed out some of the boundaries of the great run.

        
"Those great mountains away over there in the haze are the Kaimanawas. Those over there behind us are the Ruahine. They say there is gold over there. Do you see that curious flat-topped mountain? That's Aorangi. Natives have told me there's a river from under the foot of Aorangi with heaps of gold in it"

        
"Oh, but it can't be true. People would have gone there."

        
"Scarcely any one knows of it. Besides, it wants finding even after you have found the river."

        
"Would it be hard to find the river? It looks so near, as if one only had to walk across a few hills."

        


        
"And yet it is sixty miles or more from where we are as the crow flies, and there are rivers to ford, and nothing but dense bush to travel."

        
"A horse couldn't go."

        
"It could, although it means hard work. There is an old track somewhere near the ford of the Hautapu on the road to Napier. Do you know, I sometimes have an immense longing to go off up there and see if there really is any gold."

        
"I would if I were you, if I were a man. Fancy how interesting, how exciting! I suppose it is almost deserted."

        
"Utterly so. No natives live there now and I don't suppose a single white man has ever been there, unless some surveyor who made it his chief business to go there and back as rapidly as possible."

        
'I shall always think of what you've told me when I look at those old hills. One might almost picture them as standing sentinel over the gold, they look so fierce and grim."

        
"You won't tell any one what I've said. I don't suppose it is a dead secret, but the idea of there being gold there isn't common to many people. Now, then, we had better be getting back."

        
They walked and cantered and galloped back, leaping the ditch and also a low, quick-set hedge. Ka and the girls and their brothers and also Jake were at home when Ngaia and her companion returned. Mignon came in for unstinted admiration. Even Jake muttered something to the effect that the mare was "a d—d sight too good for the gal."

        
The effect of John's letter was evident, however, when Jake turned and informed Ngaia's brothers and sisters that he would "thrash the life" out of any one of them that touched it; and when he added that his injunctions to them were based on "the boss's orders" they comprehended the finality of them.

        


        
Ngaia led Mignon into her shed and Archie instructed her in the art of saddling and unsaddling.

        
"I'm going to do everything myself. I'm going to groom her and look after her and no one else is to do anything. I don't suppose any one will want to, but still it's as well to let them understand at once."

        
"What time shall I call for you to-morrow, Ngaia?"

        
"Will you really take me out?"

        
"Of course. I'm going over to the Hautapu boundary. What time do you have breakfast?"

        
"Six o'clock."

        
"I'll call at about seven."

        
"I—I wonder if father will let me go?" she said in a low voice. "I haven't asked him yet."

        
"Of course he will; won't you, Jake?"

        
"What?" asked Jake.

        
"I'm going over to the Hautapu boundary tomorrow and I want to take Ngaia. You don't mind her going?"

        
"You and 'er? No, I don't see as 'ow I need mind. I suppose now she's got the 'oss she'll 'ave to use it. Waina, you and Airini '11 'ave to keep the whare clean between ye. You'll have to see it's done proper, Ngaia. I ain't going to 'ave no more dirt. You've edicated me to luxury and I means to keep to it. Yes, she can go with ye as often as ye like, as long as ye like. The oftener the better, he, he!"

        
"Father, thank you so much."

        
"I wouldn't go chucking yer thanks about too generous just yet, if ye takes my advice," said Jake, moving to the door of the cottage.

        
Archie stepped across.

        
"You say a single word to insult that girl and, by God, though she is your daughter I'll thrash the life out of you!" he whispered fiercely.

        
Jake turned and looked at the young fellow. He was frightened.

        


        
"I ain't said nothing. What I says of the gal 'll probably depend on 'ow you treats 'er. I don't care a tinker's curse what 'appens to 'er. She's old enough to look after 'erself. All I says to you is, don't you make no mistake or you may be sorry—'itting me won't mend it for ye." So saying, Jake walked out across to the pataka.

        
Archie watched him, his face white with anger. Yet nevertheless, whatever Jake may have implied, his actual words had an undercurrent of truth in them. The girl was delivering herself into his keeping, and it would depend upon him, upon his sense of honour, that no ill should happen to her. But that her father, with such a possibility in his mind, should declare himself absolutely indifferent, seemed horrible and unnatural. It made him understand how eagerly the girl was welcoming the opportunity of occasionally escaping from the cottage. It served to stimulate his determination to deal rightly and justly by her.

        
Turning on his heel he walked back to the fireplace.

        
No one had heard a word of what had been said.
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Chapter XXV.

        

On the road to the Hautapu boundary, across miles of undulating grass land, and then through small patches of bush, Ngaia received her first lessons in sheep lore and the art of managing her whip. She was a quick pupil, and none the less so for the fact that her teacher was her master in every thought and wish and inclination.

        
Now and again at the outset he was conscious ot quaint touches of self-restraint and shyness in her manner towards him. Gradually, however, he reasserted her confidence in herself and in him, until, like brother and sister, they rode side by side, laughing and talking in the exquisite communion of a pure, young girl with a man steadfast in his determination to be in every sense worthy of her trust in him. He teased her about her new pet, and made believe it was a mass of faults, until he experienced the delight of banishing the look of distress from her face into a glow of pleasure at his praise of her skill as a horsewoman and his admiration of Mignon as the personification of equine perfection.

        
They were back at the cottage by five o'clock, and Ngaia, after rubbing Mignon down and giving her a handful of hard feed, went in to make tea for her companion.

        
"And yourself. I won't let you make it unless you say you want it also."

        
"I'm going to make it."

        


        
"I won't stay unless you tell me you are wanting some yourself."

        
"I don't see that it makes any difference to your wanting some. However, I do want some, so——"

        
"I'll stay."

        
Thenceforth day after day Ngaia was Archie's companion in his rides about the station. People—that is to say some two or three of the station hands— talked. He knew that, though she was supremely unconscious of it. They talked about and they admired, now that she was brought so frequently under their notice, the girl whose exquisite beauty had remained buried in Jake's cottage. That she should have become the young man's companion to the extent that she had, was not calculated to surprise them. She was Jake's half-caste daughter; and Jake's half-caste daughter was not likely to remain a good woman longer than most Pakeha-maories' children. Only Jack and Arthur in the Quarters, and Brown, the manager, realised the purity of the companionship; and odd miles ridden by one or other of them alongside Archie and Ngaia had convinced them that marriages of the bush are sometimes made in heaven.

        
They talk of it now in those parts, that strange, romantic friendship and its even more romantic end.

        
It was soon obvious to every one but Archie that she was in love with him. In his company the light of ecstasy danced in her eyes. She was wilful and headstrong in a sense, and with the pride of a princess would tolerate no command from him; and yet she was his slave in everything that she knew he really wished her to obey him in. She had unquestioning confidence in him, so that whatever he might say was right, whatever he might condemn was wrong. He seemed to her all that was perfect in a man, strong, brave, generous, and, to her, tender and kind.

        
She had grown to be an ideal horsewoman, and under 

Archie's tuition had acquired an amazing knowledge of sheep and their handling. She had a dog of her own, one of Archie's that had fallen in love with her and refused to leave her. She could handle her stockwhip with tolerable precision, and could even at times flick a crack from Archie's heavy cattle-whip.

        
Men away back in those parts will tell you, if you ask them, that she never once rode with any one but Archie, and, wet or fine, if he was out she was with him. Often at the commencement of the day there might be three or four of them. Arthur or Jack would be with Archie when he called at Jake's cottage, for it was a privilege to be with her. In a hundred ways the influence of the girl was quickly making itself felt at the station.

        
It is always so. One good woman among fifty men whitens the lot.

        
Jackaroos, and men generally, down country from a big run are sometimes rough-handed, untidy, foul-mouthed. They are gentlemen still, but the polish is gone, and refinement is lost in awkward shyness of a lady. Others from away back visiting town seem to have left the roughness of station life behind them. They take some pride in their clothes and can dance; and they can talk to and flirt with a woman as a woman would wish a man to do. They are at their ease in a drawing-room, and coarse talk is only their talk amongst men drinking whiskies and brandies into the grey of the morning.

        
The two types are not temperaments. The secret is the presence of ladies in the big homestead, daughters of the house whose influence on the men is the refining influence that good women always have on reclaim-able men.

        
Unconsciously Ngaia in the glory of her beauty and her sex and the charm of her manner was working just such a change. Those riding with her held check 

upon their tongues. She preached no sermon of reformation, scarcely even uttered a word of remonstrance. A sharp oath might sometimes slip from Jack or Arthur at the slovenliness of a dog. It might bring a flush to her cheek, it invariably brought an apology to the lips of the men.

        
They at any rate realised the fact and secretly rejoiced. Brown visiting the Quarters for his evening smoke expressed a strong opinion. "It's a vera good job a bonnie lass like her should sweep the dirt from oot the mouths and hearts of lone men among the hills. It's a deespensation of Providence, d'ye ken, and a bl—nay, but I'm forgettin'—a marvellous meestery how she comes to be the child of that blackguard Jake."

        
"D——Jake!" muttered Arthur.

        
"Curse him!" growled Jack, knocking the tobacco out of his pipe.

        
"It's nae fault o' hers, I'm thinking. But it makes a man invious o' Jake; and it's sair aggravatin' to feel invious o' men like him."

        
"He's bullied the life out of her. Poor little woman, she's a bit happier since Archie found her."

        
"And, laddies, I dinna mind telling ye that I'm taking it oot o' Jake for the lassie's sake. It's no the thing tae aloo a man o' that kin tae haud his head owre high. I suppose," he added after a moment, "Archie's awa' doon wi' her the noo."

        
"Yes, sir."

        
"He'll marry her."

        
"I wonder?"

        
"Has she said onything to create that impression?"

        
"Ngaia's not talked when Archie's here—at least not on the line of marriage."

        
"Eh, but it may be a fine romance. His father's rich and a baronet and she's the daughter of a shepherd—a good shepherd but a d——d blackguard. She'll be Lady Deverell."

        


        
"She's in love with him and knows it."

        
"And he's in love with her," drawled Jack, "and doesn't."

        
"I'm nae so sure. I'm thinking he does. He's awfu' fond o' her."

        
"Men are always fond of good sisters.'

        
"Ither men's sisters."

        
"No, sisters own. When a man's fond of another man's sister he marries her."

        
"Eh, but d'ye ken the ither man's sister may be anither man's wife," said Brown slowly. "I ken," he added, and there was a strange softness in the rough voice.

        
"In the grinding of life it's come to you, eh, sir?"

        
"It's the whisky maybe, or it's the romance and the talk of woman has gone to my head or my heart. But it's nae use tracking along the back trail."

        
"The trail of other men's sisters."

        
"Providence and a d——d fool o' a doctor took my sister. She was a wee bit lassie but she'd 'a grown to be a guid woman."

        
"Still there were other men's sisters."

        
"Providence and a d——d fool of a mechanic took her. She'd already married him when I met her and —I gaed awa'. She's nane the waur for haeing ken me. Eh, but pass the whisky, lad; I'm getting sentimental. Ye maun gang across to the Wainui the morn, one of ye, and see if the bush is ready for firin'."

        
"Yes, sir," said Arthur. "I arranged to go over with Archie and Ngaia to-morrow."

        
"It's oot of yir way callin' at Jake's cottage."

        
"She's coming up here, sir."

        
"For breakfast?"

        
"Yes," said a voice. It was Archie's. "Good-evening, sir."

        
"Guid e'en, ma lad."

        
"You're talking of Ngaia, eh? Well, I told her 

she was to have breakfast here. She's never seen the Quarters."

        
"Preecious untidy place for a lass to see, no' to mention the picters or some o' them," muttered the old Scotchman. "She'll be aftir tidying for ye."

        
He was perfectly correct, although a portion of the task had already been done before she arrived. Late as it was when old Brown left, the three young fellows set to work upon their sitting-room.

        
"Some of those pictures of yours 'll have to go, Jack," said Arthur. And many, and not Jack's only, did go.

        
"Never mind the coats and things; this isn't a drawing-room," said Archie. "It's just to make the place a bit tidier and to clear out men's pictures and things that girls don't want to see."

        
At half-past six, with the punctuality of a most formally invited guest, she cantered up. The crisp, early-morning breeze had brought a lovely colour upon her cheeks. In her trim grey habit and stiff white collar and dark guantleted gloves she might have been ready to ride across into Rotten Row; and assuredly her beauty and the perfection of her seat, her horse and its appointments would have placed her second to none in appearance.

        
The stock-whip with its numberless coils tied to the off-side D, and the small swag strapped to the front of her saddle, were, however, obviously as inconsistent with Hyde Park as they were appropriate to her immediate surroundings.

        
"Good-raorning, Mr. Langford," she said as Arthur stepped out of the Quarters and held her horse's head.

        
"Good-morning," he said.

        
Jack, too, was by the mare's side as she slid lightly to the ground.

        
She shook hands with the two men.

        
"Good-morning, Ngaia," came a voice from within 

that for an instant brought the old flush to her cheeks and the light of pleasure to her eyes.

        
"Good-morning," she called out in reply.

        
"Come in," said Jack, standing at the doorway. "The boy'll take Mignon round to the stable."

        
The girl entered.

        
Archie, gaitered and booted and spurred like his companions, was standing over the fire, his coat off, and bis sleeves rolled up. He looked round, obviously hot—with fire and anxiety.

        
"Excuse my not coming out, Ngaia; and likewise my attire. I'm doing an omelet Sam can't do omelets, and I can, and it mustn't be left."

        
She had taken off her gloves and crossed over to his side.

        
"Let me help. I'm a famous cook now."

        
"Certainly not," he answered with mock indignation. "Our guest doing the cooking! The idea! Arthur, take her away—quick."

        
Laughingly protesting she took a seat.

        
"Oh, I'm going to help," she exclaimed after a moment or two, as she saw Arthur preparing to measure out the tea. "I'm going to make the tea at any rate. It's a woman's privilege."

        
The omelet was a success; and Sam's eggs and bacon and chops were done to a turn. The tea was voted the best the battered white-metal teapot had ever poured out

        
"There'll be no getting the old chap to pour out our wishy-washy rubbish in future," remarked Jack. "He'll be too spout-proud."

        
"It's all very well; there's no satisfying that fellow, Ngaia," said Archie. "If I make the tea it's wishy-washy. If Arthur makes it, it's——"

        
"It's strong enough to crack the cups. It has cracked the cups—or Sam has. Yours is just right, Ngaia," said Jack.

        
"That's quite charming, Mr. Stevens. Really you're 

proving most expert at compliments. Just fancy at this hour in the morning too!"

        
"It's none too early," said Archie, looking at his watch. "It's a good ride over to the Wainui."

        
"How far is it?" said Ngaia. "About fourteen miles, I suppose."

        
"All that," said Jack.

        
"Which way are you going?" asked Arthur.

        
"Through No. 12 around by the creek."

        
"Surely that's not the shortest way," said Ngaia. "Why not go across by the Maungaiti?"

        
"Ngaia's quite right," remarked Jack.

        
"There can't be much difference," said Archie.

        
"Over a mile, I should say," said Ngaia. "Besides, the gate in No. 8 wants mending."

        
"By Jove! yes. Upon my soul, Ngaia, you're getting as useful as any station hand on the place," exclaimed Archie, reaching over for the bread.

        
Only Jack noticed the look that came into the girl's face at Archie's spontaneous and unaffected praise. It made him think things for the moment; and old Brown's talk of a "romance with the help of Providence" came to his mind.

        
Breakfast was no unsubstantial meal of ceremony. All four had a long day's ride before them, with only a thick sandwich apiece to last until evening-time. The omelet, the eggs and beacon, and the chops and potatoes disappeared with amazing rapidity—not to mention bread and butter.

        
Breakfast over, the men lit their pipes and Ngaia took stock of the room.

        
"What do you think of it?" asked Jack.

        
"Well, I think it's just horribly untidy," she whispered.

        
"Oh lor!" ejaculated Jack, with feigned disappointment. "We put in a good hour last night trying to straighten it up."

        


        
"Then it must have been awful."

        
"I'm inclined to believe it was."

        
"Doesn't any one ever look after it for you, and— and mend your clothes, and all that?"

        
"No, except when Sam sometimes seizes a broom and sweeps the dust off the floor on to everything above it. As for buttons—well, that doesn't matter. Women can't sew on buttons. They come off."

        
"I'm sure you don't know anything about it; at any rate, women can mend and darn."

        
"When I get a small hole I wait till it's big; then I gather the ends and tie a piece of string tightly round and cut off the bunch that sticks out. It works."

        
"It's a great shame. I——"

        
"Now don't you say anything rash, Ngaia," said Archie. "If they can get you on to mending and sewing for them they will. It's a put-up job, a conspiracy. I warn you."

        
"It's all jolly fine for Archie; he ought to have been a tailor," said Jack.

        
"Would you let me come one day when you are all out and go through your things and mend them?" asked Ngaia."

        
"Now, then, I knew you'd go and commit yourself," said Archie laughingly.

        
"I daresay your things want looking after as badly as any of them," answered the girl with a smile.

        
"I daresay they do," he said quietly.

        
"Look here, Ngaia, it'd be jolly good of you if you would come," said Arthur. "It makes all the difference to a man's place if a girl's kind enough to put it to rights for him sometimes. We'll get the place a bit clean for the start and then we'll hand it over to you. You'll be able to come up often in the afternoon and have tea and toast. Only it'll involve a fearful amount of work—at any rate at first."

        
"I don't mind a bit if—if you don't mind my 

rummaging about your rooms and tidying up and—and throwing away the rubbish."

        
She looked towards Archie as she spoke. There was for her only one person whose consent was sufficient, whose wish was law. He caught her glance and answered her with a smile.

        
"It would be just splendid of you, Ngaia. You shall have the Quarters to yourself one whole day or as many days as you like, and you'll earn the everlasting gratitude of three benighted bachelors.

        
"Then it's a bargain. Oh, you won't know yourselves when I've finished, I'm sure. I can make this room look much nicer than it is."

        
The bargain was made.

        
Then the men strolled off to the stables and left her with apparent lack of ceremony.

        
The pure and perfect relationship of a man and girl are not necessarily trespassed upon by a realisation of the necessities of humanity. It rests with the individuals and their manners, and in that lies the unassailable respect of a woman for a man. In the forcing-houses of fashionable life men and women are prudish to an absurdity. In the greater life, where men and women are thrown together in the relationship of atoms of humanity dependent on each other's courage or endurance or resource, a greater respect makes an end of false modesty and intensifies the good that is in each.

        
Ngaia, curiously innocent of wickedness, would have shrunk in horror from the compliments or innuendoes with which men of society spice their social vapourings. Yet she in her sweet way understood and was understood by the men amongst whom she found herself to all intents and purposes a solitary woman. Her helplessness and her trustfulness in this respect intensified the kindliness and consideration of men's bearing towards her; and Ngaia Carlyle in her experience of gentlemen was strangely fortunate in knowing nothing 

but what was best and bravest and most courteous in them.

        
It alone rendered her companionship possible; and not merely possible but delightful.

        
By half-past eight the party were in the saddle and had started. At the turning by the sheepyard Arthur left them. He had work to do in some other direction. The other three continued their ride following the road suggested by Ngaia.
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Chapter XXVI.

        

Archie was perfectly correct in his remark that Ngaia was fast becoming as useful as any hand on the run. Her limitation was of course her lack of muscular strength. That, however, was soon more than compensated for by her marvellous faculty, a legacy of her Maori origin, for remembering places, and for her skill in handling her horse and the dogs. She became, so the stockmen on Te Henga boast to this day, fully as clever as Archie himself at rounding up a mob of sheep and working cattle or cutting out a beast.

        
There was no nonsense between the two. He took her frequently on expeditions that would otherwise have required another man to assist him. He would tell her exactly what he wanted of her, and, sending her off with the dogs over one hill, would himself ride across to some other whence, working in conjunction with her, he would head off the sheep or the cattle in the direction that was required. All she had to depend upon to summon him to her assistance was a whistle he had given her capable of travelling farther than her voice possibly could. She never had need to use it, and he never had cause to complain of the way she carried out his instructions.

        
In one respect his treatment of her as a man, as a fellow-comrade, delighted her. She never felt herself a nuisance or an annoyance to him. He seemed to her to talk and chatter to her as he did to no one else on the station, and she was intensely happy in the belief that her company was at least a pleasure to him.

        


        
His was to her; and every day, every hour more emphatically so. She loved him, she worshipped him for his kindness and consideration towards her; for his strength; for his quickness at the least suggestion of danger to stand by her and protect her; for his treatment of her as a lady, as his equal; for the deference that bespoke his respect for her. It is the salt of life to woman, man's courtliness to her.

        
Despite her effort to believe in its utter futility, the first impulse of her love, the earliest dream of her acquaintanceship with him was that he might grow to care for her and take her for his wife. It was not fear of perpetual spinsterhood, it was love of the man. And, as often happens with women, she, in the overwhelming fear lest he should suspect her love, betrayed her secret to the one or two who most frequently saw her in his company. Perhaps, just at first, he never looked for it; perhaps they did.

        
Gradually, as day after day went by and he continued in the one even path of unassuming kindness towards her, she grew to question the possibility of any realisation of her dream. As it were she awoke to the true meaning of his warning and its necessity; and she passed from a hope of the achievement of her dream to an acceptance of its impossibility.

        
The prayer of her life changed.

        
"Pray God let him be happy always, and let me, too, be happy just a little longer."

        
"Just a little longer!" Until the day came when he would have taken up his own run and have chosen some girl of his own rank in life to be his wife!

        
Meanwhile there was no wrong, there was no crime in her loving him. All that she had to do was to hug her secret and keep it from him. In her gaiety and lightness she strove to accomplish this.

        
And soon failed—without realising it.

        
The understanding harassed him both in its delight 

and its distress. No man, fit naming as a man, but walks the world lighter and moulds his doings on a higher plane when he has learnt that a good woman has deemed him worthy of her love. A trust has passed into his keeping involving the happiness of a creature infinitely more sensitive, infinitely more delicate, a thousand times better than he is. She has deigned to notice him. She has even stooped to love him. Him! him!! And as he passes along, the roll of carriages, the clatter of horses, or maybe the rustle of the trees, the hum of the insects all chant a paean to the loveliness of life and to the ecstasy of being loved. What a debauchery is a marriage devoid of love, based on a bank balance!

        
Ngaia's love was Archie's delight.

        
And yet——

        
Could the love of Jake Carlyle's daughter be anything but a matter of regret, an unwelcome gift? How could he marry into such a family? If only she was any one else's child there would be no questioning and but little hesitation.

        
So he reasoned and propounded platitudes. Then he fell back on himself and on his common sense, then on his fierce, irresistible inclination and desire. As she was she was, he told himself. If another man's daughter she might, she unquestionably would have been another Ngaia; and not a single hair of her head could possibly be changed or altered for the better. She was a lady, she was pure and good and generous. She was all a man might ask in any woman. In the rustle of her dress and the whisper of her voice it almost seemed that he heard the sound of an angel. She was sweet; she was charming.

        
She was more.

        
She was the one woman in all the world he had learnt to worship.

        
In that realisation she stood out from her surroundings, 

no longer Jake Carlyle's daughter but the sweetest woman he had ever met.

        
With the selfishness of hugging a new delight he for a while kept his secret from her. He revelled in her love, which he had guessed, and in his own, which she had not. In tiny ways he teased and pleased her, driving the sunshine and the shade across her face as his moods would prompt him.

        
Then he grew ashamed of his cruelty and was lost in admiration of her bravery. Through the long day by the Wainui with Jack and himself he watched her and he realised in numberless ways her devotion and her care, so womanly, so desperate to guard her secret. She helped them in their task of mending a stretch of broken fence, driving the staples and holding the strainer. She covered far more ground than either of her companions did when rounding up the stragglers that had passed through the gap. Over at the bush where they were busy felling she became essentially a tender, sympathetic woman in the discovery of a poor wretch temporarily disabled with a bad cut. She unwound the coarse bandages and bathed the wound and bound it afresh.

        
"Thank 'ee, miss; it's wery kind o' ye. I ain't used to this sort o' job. Sellin' noospaipers in the Strand's more my line, though I don't see as 'ow I'll ever taike it on agin," said the man, a low-typed cockney who had drifted across the world in some inexplicable manner. With blotched, pasty face and narrow chest he was right in imagining that the rough fare of the bush was less suited to him than the squalor of the Strand gutter. Tadpoles die in the wide, open ocean.

        
On her way home Ngaia was persuaded to stay at the Quarters for tea.

        
"I'll ride over with you to the cottage afterwards," promised Archie.

        
She stayed, and old Brown came across and sought 

and obtained permission to form one of the party. He was lonely by himself, and without slackening his hold of the young fellows he enjoyed their company and they his.

        
"Come in, by all means, sir," said Archie.

        
"Good-evening, Ngaia," said the old gentleman, seating himself in Archie's vacant chair next to the girl. She glanced up and caught the young fellow's eye and something in his answering look made up for her disappointment at the loss of his immediate company.

        
"I'm thinking I've ta'en your seat, Archie my lad?"

        
"Not at all, sir."

        
"Ngaia'd rather have you alongside her than an ould fossil like me, eh, Ngaia?"

        
"Certainly not. You're not to imagine such a thing, sir. I've been riding with Mr. Deverell all day and— and I'm tired of him," she answered with a glance across the room to where Archie was standing facing her that belied the truth of her assertion.

        
"I'm going to take the Quarters in hand and have it properly tidied up, Mr. Brown," she said presently.

        
"Eh, but they've my sympathy. They'll no find onything they'll be wanting. It's no meet for women to tidy men's things, for tidying means hiding. I hae ma douts aboot the wisdom of the idea."

        
"Mr. Brown, you haven't half sufficient belief in my powers. Tidying isn't hiding."

        
"I'll sacrifice mesel' and ye may try on my habitation, if ye please, first. It'll serve to show the lads the danger they're running," said the old man with just the suspicion of a smile on his face.

        
"Oh, I understand," said Ngaia laughingly; "I really thought you meant what you said just now. You want me to do the same for you?"

        
"Including the stoppage of trifling gaps that dodge the ends o' my socks and sichlike."

        


        
"Mend your things for you! I will with pleasure, I'm going to spend a whole day doing the Quarters and I'll do your rooms too—except," she added with a smile, "except that I mustn't tidy, eh?"

        
"I'm no so sure, for ye may be an exception to the ordinary lass. Ye are in maist things and mayhap ye be in this. But ye mauna touch ony papers or my office."

        
She did prove an exception, at least old Brown asserted so, and still maintains it with much pride.

        
"She's just as marvellous as she's bonny and she's some man's ideal wife. I'm thinking it's Archie's. It ought to be," he said. Yet what ought to be and what is is not always the same. The waters of the world sometimes stretch between and sometimes a man's life or a woman's or both.

        
The tidying and the mending were no light tasks, but once accomplished they were comparatively easy to maintain. One and all were pleased. Naturally. The hand of a woman on a man's living-room is like a gleam of sunshine on a flagged courtyard. It softens and lightens and refines. The dinginess of dirt and the commonplace are swept away for trifling touches of sweetness and prettiness. It may be a bunch of flowers, a white curtain, or a few tiny nick-nacks. It is the gentleness of humanity fostering the best phases of man's nature.

        
Archie saw the girl home, though he scarcely spoke a word to her on the way. Both were lost in thinking, and in thinking on the same trail, but away and away from each other.

        
For she had seen an alteration in him towards her and her fear had whispered that the end was coming. The great house was nearly completed and perhaps Archie had determined to seize the hour of some changes that would follow to leave and—marry.

        
He too was thinking of marriage—marriage with 

her; and he was rejoicing as he had never rejoiced in his adoration of her. He was thinking he would speak to her during the ride they had before them on the morrow, and then when she had promised he would write to his father and would at once see about the choice of a run for himself with a home for his lovely bride.

        
He helped her unsaddle Mignon. He put away the saddle and bridle for her and held the swing-gate open and shut it after her. She seemed taller than usual, so perfect in form and figure, so proud and graceful in her bearing, as she walked by him and stood before him. He bade her good-night and almost yielded there and then to the spell she had cast upon him, and the impulse of snatching her to him and kissing her. Yet for the first time he was frightened of a woman. It seemed such a presumption to claim so much from such a girl.

        
"Good-night, Mr. Deverell," she answered, and her eyes dropped, and not for all the wealth of ages would she have lifted them to his.

        
"I'll call for you to-morrow afternoon after dinner. We can just ride across to No. 8. Mignon 'll be all the better for a spell in the morning. Good-night again."

        
"Good-night," she answered, and he climbed into the saddle and cantered quickly off.

        
The ride was, however, postponed. A message came down from Archie to say that Mr. Brown wanted him in the office to go over some accounts likely to occupy him all day. He would call, however, shortly after breakfast the following day, as some sheep were wanted in from over by the Hautapu ford.

        
There was plenty of work for her to do at home. Although the cottage was infinitely cleaner than she had originally found it, it showed a tendency to relapse.

        
Jake returning early from his work was in a more 

than usually evil frame of mind. He had had an uncomfortable hour or so in the office, and he quickly made it evident that there was little peace for the unfortunates over whom he held sway at the cottage.

        
He sat down to tea in sullen displeasure, and made especial efforts to vent his spleen upon Ngaia. He hated the girl, and with the inhuman hatred of a low wretch, he suddenly conceived the idea of wounding her where his instinct suggested that he might pain her most deeply.

        
He had finished his tea. Ngaia was clearing away the things. He was seated on a chair by the corner of the table nearest the fireplace, cutting up some black tobacco for a still blacker clay pipe. Ka was squatting on the floor near the hearth, smoking and spitting into the fire. Waina and the two boys were away down at the kainga.

        
"They're gettin' on with the big 'ouse like a chimney afire," said Jake. "It's a-going to be a fine place, I reckon."

        
"Yes, it certainly seems likely to be so," answered Ngaia, to whom the remark was addressed.

        
There was a pause.

        
"I 'ear young Deverell's a-going to leave," Jake remarked presently, looking at the girl from under his heavy, matted eyebrows.

        
He saw Ngaia stop in her work as though struck. Then she flushed a fierce, burning flush.

        
"I 'eard he's a-goin' for good."

        
Ngaia felt instinctively that her father was watching her, and she hurried to complete the clearing of the table.

        
"'E's a-going pretty soon, I fancy. 'E's a-going to buy a place for 'imself when 'e gets back from England, though I reckon it's more'n likely 'e'll never come back when onest 'e gets 'ome. 'E'll get married and stay there."

        


        
Ngaia said nothing.

        
She picked up the basin in which she had collected the dirty tea-things, and carried them off to the kitchen-house to wash. She wanted to get away by herself, to be alone, to think.

        
Archie was going away never to return; to England, to be married.

        
It was what she had expected. Yet the prospect appalled her. She sank down on to the floor by the dying fire, and resting her chin on her hands she tried to realise. The water in the basin grew cold, the few things she had washed grew dry, the fire smouldered out to a few grey ashes, and the streak of moonlight, quivering through the door, passed along and along until it fell athwart her. Yet she sat motionless and heedless, battling with her grief.

        
She had no mercy upon herself. He had warned her, he had told her. She had taken her happiness, knowing her weakness and conscious of the price she would sooner or later be called on to pay. Yet after all it is one thing to believe that a thing is impossible and another to know it. Hope always lingers to cast a sweet, softening shade over the sadness of the unattainable. There is nothing to break the blinding misery of that which has actually come to pass.

        
It was that which she had now to face; and with her indomitable pluck she braced herself to be brave to the end

        
"He's not gone yet; he's going out with me tomorrow. He will be with me just a little longer and I'll enjoy his kindness whilst I may—until she comes. I wonder—what she'll be like? A great lady, whilst I—oh, how silly it has been," she murmured with a sigh. "I'm—I'm good fun—I talk to him of the books he likes—and he's read all I've read and heaps and heaps more. And I mend his clothes and tidy his room—and—I'm a half-caste and a drudge. It's only 

his kindness that has made me feel his equal, though

        
I would have been worthy of him; I—pshaw——" she exclaimed, standing up and passing her hand across her eyes. "It was sweet to dream of it all, it's comical to think about it. Ugh! how cold it is! The fire's out, the water's cold. Heigho, I must wait till to-morrow. I'll wash up to-morrow and—oh, I'll enjoy to-morrow, and every hour and every day until he tells me himself that the end has come. Pray God let me be happy just a little longer."

        
Unrequited love is agony to a woman. She is so helpless. A man can have the satisfaction of constantly asking and constantly being refused, with the odd chance of an acceptance just for the sake of peace and quietness. But a girl——

        
The fire on the hearth had smouldered to a warm ash and the little household had retired to rest before Ngaia stole softly to her room.

        
Jake heard her as he lay in bed.

        
"By 'eavens, she's fair knocked," he murmured with a chuckle, rubbing his hands and grinning in the darkness; "she's gone on 'im, dang me if she ain't!" and in his delight he dug Ka with his elbow and she grunted and rolled over.
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Chapter XXVII.

        

Archie was round to time. He was in the best of spirits and his mood was infectious. In the recklessness of her slumbering sorrow she caught the spirit of his exuberance.

        
"Come on, Mr. Deverell; never mind the gate, let's take the fence. I'll show you the way." She did. The mare skimmed the rails with the art of a well-schooled jumper and the girl sat her to perfection. They raced the great paddock, flying the ditch as in a steeplechase, and Ngaia won.

        
"I beat you, I beat you," she panted.

        
"You did; by Jove! you did. Mignon's a real clinker, and I don't mind telling you you ride her devilish well—you're a credit to your teacher."

        
"Thank you," answered the girl, bending an acknowledgment.

        
He took off his hat and they both laughed at their sudden whim of formality.

        
They walked steadily for a couple of miles. Beyond the hundred acre flat they broke into an easy canter, and thus they journeyed until they reached the clump of bush over beyond the Maungaiti.

        
The wild gallop at the start seemed to have cast some check upon their chatter and they rode in comparative silence. In places they noted to each other things that were of their business, things that brought her almost to his level of importance and to. a forgetfulness of her weakness and her gnawing grief.

        


        
"See," she pointed, "the wire's broken over yonder."

        
"Where?"

        
"Over by the cabbage-tree."

        
"By Jove! yes. What eyes you've got!"

        
They turned off and he dismounted by the broken wire.

        
"There's a straining post over there. What a bit of luck! You wait here. I'll go and see if I can ease it," said Ngaia, and she rode along by the fence to the post near the gate. She dismounted, and, adjusting the lever, lifted the ratchet and eased off the slack wire. It took all her strength to bend it out, but she succeeded. Archie made the join, and riding over to the gate tightened up the wire.

        
"I believe dogs have been about here, Mr. Deverell," she remarked later in the day as they crossed the flat by the Maungaiti where the bush stretches along towards the southern boundary.

        
"Exactly what I was thinking," said Archie, watching the restless, uneasy movements of the sheep.

        
"They've been worried, I'm sure," said the girl. "Look, what's that?"

        
"I see. It's a dead sheep."

        
It was, and the gaping wounds about the ears and throat testified to the manner of its death.

        
"The moon's up, Mr. Deverell; the men ought to be out here to-night. It's a sheep dog, I believe," she added as they passed another carcass. "Look at the legs."

        
They were torn and bitten.

        
By the edge of the bush they came upon a few stragglers.

        
"I expect they've got through that gap we mended," said Archie. "G'way forrard, Ross," he called to the dog, and with Ngaia working over from the right they collected twenty or thirty sheep and drove them into the paddock through the gate by the ford.

        


        
They crossed the Maungaiti and side by side walked their horses.

        
"Penny, Ngaia," said Archie suddenly.

        
The girl looked up. She had been quite unconscious of the fact that he had been regarding her with almost ceaseless earnestness even from the outset of the ride.

        
She shook her head.

        
"Too precious?" he asked lightly.

        
Precious! Not for the whole world would she have whispered the thought that had been in her mind at the moment he spoke.

        
"Much," she said with a laugh.

        
"You're a perfect trump, Ngaia, for the way you've been looking after the Quarters."

        
"It's not much to do."

        
"I don't know. It's never been done before."

        
"There was no one to do it."

        
"There was if any one had made it her business— Sam's wife, for instance. It's just the doing of things that anybody can do and doesn't which is the best good nature. I call it selfishness or anyway sheer vanity to be good-natured when everybody has to thank you profusely."

        
"I suppose it is."

        
"Do you know, it's not one woman in a thousand who realises her value," said Archie after a few minutes' silence.

        
"Women are generally said to be vain, aren't they?"

        
"Of what they had no hand in doing for themselves, their beauty. I always think a good woman is like a gleam of light through a huge darkness. The man who follows her can't go wrong."

        
"Only one man can."

        
"Not in my creed of women. A woman needn't be a man's wife to influence him for good. She may be another man's wife; but she's a woman first and a wife afterwards—if she's a good woman. There's no 

limit to the influence for good she may have on the men about her. That's why women are what they are. If a man never did anything but what he could tell a good woman what sort of man do you think he would be? A 'white' man. It's not a religion of worship; but it's nature's religion; it's the creed of impossible virtue, and yet—the ideal is a good woman; and there are heaps."

        
"Are there? You seem to think women are all good by nature."

        
"So they are. Of course there are any number of exceptions, but—— Take yourself——"

        
"Oh no, no, Mr. Deverell. Don't take me. I happen to be very ignorant of the world and—and I've never met wicked people, but—but I'm not strong or able to lead men as the women you mean."

        
"Do you really believe that?"

        
"Indeed yes. I—I know myself."

        
Archie laughed.

        
"Then you're a very profound philosopher, Ngaia. Why, as a matter of fact you're just an instance of what I've been saying. Don't you realise the influence you've got, the influence you've exercised since you've been here at Te Henga?"

        
"I!"

        
"Look at your own home and the way your father lives compared to the way he used to; look at our rooms the way they are kept; and Mr. Brown's and——"

        
"And his socks and stockings. Oh, Mr. Deverell, you're laughing at me."

        
"They're all facts that speak for themselves. There are heaps more. Why, neither Jack nor Arthur are a thousandth part as foul-mouthed as they were. It's you. They're simply following by your side, on your trail."

        
"That means——"

        
"That their creed is to do nothing you would 
instinc-

tively condemn as wrong or be shocked at. Oh, you're not a permanent goddess; they'll each substitute some other for you, but it'll be a goddess; for the only earthly god a man ever worships is himself and it's a blind religion."

        
"I never looked at life quite in that way," said Ngaia gently. "I never realised that what I said or did made much difference to any one else."

        
"You've brought intense pleasure to—to numbers of people."

        
"Men can do that."

        
Archie shrugged his shoulders.

        
"Oh, don't question it. Think what you've done for me. You can't realise because—because you never can have known the misery I was in when you came to me. My life is changed now, quite changed."

        
"And happier?"

        
"And happier," she said softly.

        
"For always?" he asked earnestly; and he bent in his saddle and watched her.

        
It seemed to her as though it was a test of her strength. She drew herself up and looked at him with her soft deep brown eyes.

        
"For always," she said simply.

        
"Is it the enigma of a happiness in suffering that you preach?" he asked.

        
"I don't preach."

        
"That's meant for me and my homily on life and living," said Archie with a laugh.

        
She remained silent for a few paces.

        
"It wasn't," she said presently. "I'm glad you said what you did just now. I've learnt what men, what some men, look to in a woman. I—I never realised. It seemed to me before as if——"

        
"As if——?

        
"As if——?" he repeated.

        
"As if a woman was meant for some one man to— 

to be led by him—not to lead Oh, you see I was wrong in every way— only it's too great a religion for me, I'm afraid."

        
"And you a goddess beyond most women already!"

        
She glanced at him with a frightened look on her face.

        
"Never fear but that you'll be worthy of your responsibility. But you haven't explained yet the enigma of—of your happiness, Ngaia—whether it's all happiness or—pain."

        
"It's my happiness," she said gently, not looking towards him.

        
"And your secret?"

        
"My secret if you put it so."

        
"It involves my warning, doesn't it?"

        
She saw then for the first time the trend of his remarks. She realised his delicacy in endeavouring to undo any harm he might have done, and she stepped forward as it were to meet him half way, to lessen or efface all regret on his part.

        
"As to your leaving Te Henga and going to your own run and—marrying?"

        
"Yes!"

        
"You warned me; and—oh, you cannot doubt but that I hope you'll be happy—very, very happy."

        
"And you?"

        
"I'll always be able to remember," she said, unconscious that her drawn, pale face betrayed all she thought herself so adroitly concealing. "Besides, I'll have Mignon, and—and you've taught me to be useful. Now I'm going to have a canter," she broke off, and before he could stop her she was several lengths ahead of him.

        
"Keep over to the left," he called to her, as he drew to her side. "We'll have some tea. I've a billy planted over here," he explained as they pulled up in the shadow of a small clump of bush.

        


        
He unearthed the tin billy from under a log, and whilst he tethered the horses Ngaia collected some firewood and lit a fire. Presently the water was boiling. Archie had a pannikin, and in this they shared the milkless, sugarless tea habit had accustomed both to appreciate as the most refreshing of all stimulants.

        
He hardly spoke half a dozen words to her until the simple repast was finished. She was sitting on a log, playing with a long piece of flax, whilst he lay stretched on the ground at her feet smoking. His elbow was on a tuft of grass, his head resting on his hand. He was watching her intently, and she realised it, though unconscious of the worship of his gaze. His heart was beating, and every fibre of his body tingled with wild adoration for the girl.

        
Suddenly he sat up.

        
"Ngaia, what is it?"

        
She glanced quickly at him.

        
"What do you mean?" she asked.

        
"You're silent and serious."

        
"Am I? Perhaps it's the effect of—of your homily, as you called it," she answered with a smile.

        
"I warned you, Ngaia, and—it's happened," he said gently.

        
There was no mistaking the flush that spread over her face. There was a pitiless silence, and she felt her heart throbbing until it almost hurt her.

        
"I'm right, am I not? It means, after all, that your happiness of always was to be built on pain?"

        
"Is it fair?" she whispered.

        
"Why not?"

        
"Because—oh, because it's my secret, the secret a girl wants to keep, and most of all from—from—— Because I know what is going to happen, Mr. Deverell; that you are going to leave, and have a run of your own, and—and marry. "I'm content, quite content. I'm—I'm pleased for you to be happy." She rose 

from the log and moved away from him, and strove vainly to staunch the tears.

        
He had sprung to his feet, and strode over to her. She felt his hands laid lightly on her shoulders, and a sense of surprise possessed her that he should follow her.

        
"I'm leaving here! It's the first I've heard of it. Not that it's impossible; and if I do it will be to take up a place of my own and to marry. But you've not told me whom?"

        
She scarcely heard the last portion of his sentence. She certainly did not comprehend his meaning. It was enough for her that he was not leaving, that the inevitable was for a time postponed. Only she was conscious of a terrible fear lest she had betrayed herself. She buried her face in her hands. She felt his arm steal about her waist and a thrill of infinite delight possessed her. Her impulse was to free herself. For once it seemed to her he was forgetful of her trust in him, was taking an unfair advantage of her. It was all out of pity for her, she thought. He was trying to soothe her with caresses as though she were a mere child. He was casting aside his respect for her, the charm, the keynote of their companionship. And to add to her misery she realised her helplessness. Struggling to restrain her grief and to conceal the secret of her sorrow, eager only to hide her burning face and tear-dimmed eyes, she stood defenceless and was for the moment powerless to free herself from his grasp.

        
He bent over her. His breath fanned her cheeks. She heard him speak in a low, passionate whisper and his words framed themselves into a sentence, into a meaning.

        
Was she mad? Was it a dream? Were her senses playing some cruel game? Was the dread of the inevitable after all a false, empty one? Had the first wild wish for the unattainable become the reality of 

a fact? Whatever it was, dream or madness or mere imagination, she could do no otherwise than listen, than yield and then—awake.

        
"Can't you guess, can't you guess who my wife will be? It's you, sweetheart," he said, and he turned her toward him. He drew her hands away. She lifted her eyes and in his, gazing into hers, she read plainly enough the certainty of that which she had once prayed for and despaired of.

        
Unresisting she suffered him to draw her closer. His lips met hers in a long, exquisite kiss of love the while he clasped her to him, as though she were something infinitely precious that he might lose.

        
She was but a girl. She was timid; she was overwhelmed with love for the man who had been so constant and so kind a Mend to her; she was frightened at the strange irresistible power that thrust all conventionality aside and left her at his mercy. She would have resisted even then, yet resistance was the last desire of her heart. She yielded, and he kissed her again and again—on her lips, on her eyes, on her cheeks, until swept by the new power she flung her arms about his neck and of her own love pressed her lips to his.

        
Then suddenly she seemed to regain command over herself and struggled to be free—and failed.

        
"Let me go, let me go," she whispered.

        
"Why?" he asked, still clasping her.

        
"Because it's impossible. It's what I've prayed for and yet it's a mistake. It's all wrong; indeed, indeed, Mr. Deverell, let me go."

        
"Well, I'm not going to. There, you've got to promise first. A great, big, solemn promise."

        
"No, no, no! Oh, do please let me go, Mr. Deverell. I'm to blame; I've forgotten."

        
"To blame! What for, sweetheart? And what have you forgotten? And why should you say no? 

I want you for my wife, and I want a complete answer. You must give it to me."

        
"It's impossible."

        
"Why?"

        
"Because—"

        
"Well!"

        
"Because you're a gentleman, and I'm—I'm only the daughter of a common shepherd. You have a position in society, and—oh, it's impossible. Indeed it is; and—and you have no right to hold me. Please let me go."

        
He shook his head and looked into her eyes and kissed her. She murmured a remonstrance, and he laughed and kissed her again.

        
"You're a lady, and good and true. I want nothing more. You're the best and sweetest girl in all the world to me; I couldn't get more than that. Do you think I'm going to let you go under the circumstances? The plain English of it all is that you've got to promise —unless," he added, "you don't like me well enough," and, as he spoke, he, without letting her go, loosened his hold of her.

        
"Don't like you! I—I—" Then she paused, nor made any effort to go from him.

        
He bent his cheek to hers, and whispered.

        
"Tell me," he said, "tell me, sweetheart, do you care for me? Do you?"

        
He heard her sweet confession, and he lifted her face, and he read in her eyes the truth of her love.

        
He stooped and kissed her, and she him.

        
Then she made a stipulation, and insisted.

        
"Your father may not approve. He's—he's a baronet, and rich, and he may not like you to marry a—a shepherd's daughter."

        
"Not a bit. The governor won't interfere. The girl that's good enough for me is good enough for him, sweetheart"

        


        
Ngaia shook her head.

        
"I' m going to be obstinate. I should never be happy if—I found that I had come between you and your father,—Archie."

        
"Well, we'll have a compromise. We'll be engaged to each other, but will keep it a dead secret until the governor's consent arrives."

        
And on that basis their troth was plighted.
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Chapter XXVIII.

        

It was Christmas Day, a hot, baking, broiling Christmas Day. There was not a breath of wind to temper the heat, nor a cloud to dim the fierce sun. By the edge of a small clump of bush, on the crest of a gentle slope, stood a fine, large, newly-built house. It was the homestead of Te Henga.

        
The site had been most happily chosen. The bush, and the hill rising up behind, broke in winter the keen force of the cold south-easterly winds. Standing, too, as it did on the hill-side, it commanded a splendid view of the country to the north and west. The rolling hills of the run lay spread like a huge panorama at the feet of the homestead; whilst beyond and beyond in the distance were the great rugged Kaimanawa Mountains on one side, and the Ruahine on the other. Paths, and lawns, and plantations had been laid out around and about the house. To the right, some three hundred yards or so away, but bidden by the trees, were new cottages and offices, whilst beyond them again were a new woolshed and sheepyards. The house itself was perhaps a luxury, but these other buildings were not. The station had grown, and John realised that he would in the coming year be shearing over a hundred and eighty thousand sheep. Fortune, in fact, seemed bent on favouring him. He was a wealthy man, worth anything up to half a million.

        
He was also owner of Te Henga—in name.

        
On the verandah, this Christmas Day, stood a tall, 

slim, girlish figure. It was Ngaia, the true owner of the whole of the magnificent property over which her eyes from time to time wandered. Not that her mind was following her gaze. She was thinking—letting her thoughts run riot over the past twelve months.

        
It was almost to a day one year since she had arrived at the Maori settlement.

        
How it all came back to her! Jake's nauseous greeting of her, and the welcome of the Maories. With a shudder she recalled her experience in the native sleeping house, and her struggle with her father. Then came the drive to the cottage, and her meeting with her mother, and her brothers and sisters. After that was the misery of her home-life, so black and so hopeless, until her friendship with Archie. And, as the girl stood dreaming upon her lover, a sweet, tender smile flickered about the beautiful mouth, like to the brightness upon a sleeper's face in the midst of some lovely vision.

        
Small wonder that her mind lingered delightfully on the exquisite pleasure of the friendship that had so gradually and so perfectly turned to love. The afternoon by the little clump of bush, when he had drawn the truth from her and she had learnt his confession from him, and the hours they had since passed in each other's company, floated like a delicious vision about her. She recalled, too, how, when the great house had been finished, and Mrs. Anderson had taken up her abode, there had come suddenly a summons through Jake to go up to the office to see Mr. Anderson.

        
"The boss wants ye ter-morrer," Jake had said to her as she made ready the evening meal.

        
"Wants me?"

        
"Didn't I say it plain enough? Who else d'ye think 'e wants, if it ain't you? 'E's fool enough to 'ave a liking for ye. 'E wants ye to live at the big 'ouse."

        
The girl paused for a moment in her work, in a daze 

of delight. Of all things that could possibly have happened this was perhaps the best. To be once more in a civilised home, away from the piggery and dirt of the cottage, to be able more frequently to see her lover, to be near Mr. Anderson! It was a prospect too good surely to be real!

        
"I shall only be a servant, of course; but I shall be happy," was the thought that flashed across her mind.

        
Lifting her eyes, she saw that her father had been watching the effect of his words upon her, and, remembering his previous refusal, the fear came upon her that he was only tantalising her with an offer he had no intention of permitting her to accept

        
"Well, ye seem d—d pleased at the thought of getting away from yer 'ome."

        
"Did Mr. Anderson say that—that that was the reason of his wishing to see me?"

        
"'Ow else d'ye think I'd know?" I'd know?"

        
"What did you say to him?" she asked, vainly trying to hide her anxiety.

        
Jake chuckled.

        
"Wal, I nearly said 'no.' Then I said I'd see. I'm seeing now; and I ain't made up my mind. I've a good mind to say ye shan't go, jist 'cause ye're so blooming keen."

        
"No, no, no!" cried the girl, unable to conceal her dismay.

        
"What d'ye mean? Ye ain't keen, eh?"

        
"Let me go, father; please let me go."

        
Jake was far too hard to take much heed of the bitterness and fervour of the girl's pleading. It amused him, it delighted him. The one pleasure of his coarse, ignorant heart was to humble and humiliate the girl whom he knew to be his superior in birth, station and education. The very fact of its being a lady that was in his power gave a zest to his cruelty.

        
A vulgar word, a lewd jest makes slight impression 

on women that the world call "women." They are born to it, and bred to the sound of such talk, nor need they of necessity be the less virtuous. They are merely less refined. English folks, for lack of other words, call those more gently reared, however humble their station in life, by the name of "ladies." Some few silly females decry the term, and yet demand the benefit of it The man who talks epigram to an ignorant yokel misunderstands his companion as greatly as the man who talks refined sentiment to a "woman," or broad truths to a "lady." Let a "lady" remember that the value of the term lies in the manner of her treatment, and that if a man failed to treat her as a "lady" she would be the first to complain. When females of refinement are willing to be treated by men merely as "women," without need of that courtliness that is the gentleness of a "gentleman," then the term "lady" will die a natural death. So, too, will politeness and virtue. If "lady" be merely a term, why trouble to quarrel with it? If it be more, why despise it? Every lady is a woman; every woman is not a lady.

        
Jake's answer to Ngaia's plea was a burst of laughter.

        
"He, he, he! By 'eavens! ' Please let me go,' eh! He, he, he! Ye don't mean to say as ye ain't 'appy in yer 'ome."

        
The girl drew herself up. The mockery of the man had cut her fully as deeply as he had meant it to.

        
"Happy!" she said scornfully. "Happy! You've done much to make me happy, have you not? Happy! I tell you I hate my home, just as I hate you. Oh, you needn't look like that. You don't expect that I should love you, do you?"

        
"Well, I ain't thought much about it, whether ye do or whether ye don't; but I reckon that if ye don't ye've got to do as if ye did."

        
Ngaia was too weak, too frightened of the brute to fight him.

        


        
"You will let me go, father, won't you?"

        
"Ah! So ye're coming down off that 'igh 'orse ye tries to ride and can't. Now I tells ye what, I'll let ye go if ye asks real nice."

        
Jake crossed his legs and leant his elbow on the table. He puffed out a cloud of rank tobacco smoke and smiled a broad leer.

        
Ngaia looked at him.

        
"I did ask you."

        
"Well, ask again."

        
"Please will you let me go to the big house, if Mr. Anderson asks me?"

        
"Well"

        
"I—I can't say more."

        
"Then ye can't go. That's all," said. Jake, thumping his fist on the table; and the smile became a chuckle.

        
"No, no. Don't say that Please don't say that. I'll ask in any manner you wish, if you'll only tell me. Please let me go, father; oh, please do!"

        
In her eagerness the girl came to his side, clasping her hands in front of her, whilst Ka and the two half-caste girls sat looking on, only half understanding and wholly amused.

        
"Why should I tell ye? Why don't ye know 'ow to ask yer father for what ye wants? Put yer arms round my neck, and kiss me, and pat me, and persuade me like a lovin' gal should. Then perhaps I'll say yes. Perhaps, mind ye. Ye needn't stand starin' like that. It ain't much for a gal to do, is it?"

        
"I said I should never let you kiss me again."

        
Jake shrugged his shoulders.

        
"You was cross. A daughter ain't got no right to say sich things. And if ye don't do it, why, ye don't go to the 'ouse. Ye can do as ye like, only I ain't likely to forget."

        
"You're a coward; a horrible, low coward!" the girl cried.

        


        
Jake grinned, and, laying aside his pipe, he wiped his lips with the back of his hand.

        
"Come along," he said, opening his arms as though ready to embrace her," come to yer father's arms and kiss 'im like a good little girl. 'Ere," he added, drawing a stool to the side of his chair, "sit down on this and put yer arms round yer old father's neck and ask 'im properly to let ye leave 'im. I ought ter kiss ye every night, and I ain't done it once a month. What's the good of a pretty daughter if she ain't lovin' and nice? Come along, dearie."

        
Distraught by her eagerness to gain the man's consent, and fearful of his anger, the girl sank on to the stool like a criminal on to the death-chair. He slipped his arm round her waist and turned her face to face with him.

        
"Put yer arms round my neck and kiss me," said Jake.

        
Mechanically, her whole spirit, in spite of her belief that he was her father, revolting against it, she did as she was bidden. She touched his cheeks with her lips.

        
"That ain't a proper kiss."

        
There was no help for it and she put her lips to his. With a loud smack Jake kissed her. Struggling to restrain her tears she once again asked him for the desired consent. He gave it.

        
" But," he added, as she straightway tried to disengage herself, "ye must give me another. Jist to say ' Thanks,' ye know."

        
A few minutes later she had freed herself and fled out into the dusk. She neither paused nor stayed until she sank down and burst into tears hard by the little creek in the clump of bush near the new sheepyards, where she and Archie had met almost every evening since their engagement.

        
Her face was burning. An impulse seized her and, running to the edge of the water, she bent down and 

bathed her lips and face. Still stooping she buried her face in her apron. Suddenly and gently an arm stole round her waist. She gave a quick, startled cry and looking up she saw Archie. She sprang to her feet and was clasped in his arms.

        
"Archie, Archie!"

        
"What's the matter, Ngaia? What's the matter, sweetheart? You've been crying."

        
"Kiss me, Archie, kiss me. On the lips, on the lips. Kiss me. Oh, Archie, Archie!" she cried, clinging to him.

        
He drew from her a portion of what had happened. Not all. She still kept much of the full horror of her home life a secret from him.

        
"But it won't happen any more. It's finished now, for I'm going up to the big house, Archie. Isn't that splendid?"

        
"What are you going to do up there, Ngaia?"

        
"I don't know. I'm going to see Mr. Anderson tomorrow. Of course I shall be one of the servants."

        
Archie knit his eyebrows.

        
"Nonsense. I won't have it. It's no use. I won't allow it. If he wants you to go as a servant you're to refuse."

        
"Oh no, no, no. What right have I to expect more? I'd rather be a servant there than stay at home. My home is so unhappy, Archie."

        
"You'd be far more miserable at the big house, although—"

        
"Well, Archie?" she asked as he paused.

        
"I—I don't know that I've much right to dictate. I was forgetting my own trouble and its consequences."

        
The girl, seeking and needing sympathy herself, turned like a flash, at the mere suggestion of her lover being in trouble, into a sympathetic, anxious woman.

        
"Trouble, Archie. What is it? What is it?"

        


        
"I've had a letter from my father, Ngaia, and it's bad news"

        
"Is he very ill or—or—?" she asked in a whisper.

        
"No, no, not that, darling; but—but he's lost his money; at least he has none for me. I wrote to him about you, and told him I wanted to decide about taking up some land, and this is his answer."

        
"Archie, is—is he angry about—about me?"

        
"About you?"

        
"He doesn't like your marrying a half-caste, and— and that's why it is, perhaps."

        
"Not a bit, Ngaia. The governor's not like that. I told you he wasn't. He says he's glad I am engaged and that if am satisfied with you he is; only that I ought to make sure that I have enough to keep a wife upon. That's the trouble, Ngaia. I haven't enough, and I won't have, now, for a long time to come; and I want to let you off your promise; because it's not fair."

        
"Oh, Archie, don't speak like that. It's not right of me perhaps to keep you bound to me. You might meet some girl with lots of money. But—but you mustn't say it's for my sake; because I've no one else in the world but you, and I never will have."

        
"Do you know what it means? It means years and years of waiting. I'll work and work, sweetheart, if you will wait; but it's scarcely fair for all that."

        
"Then I'll wait, Archie; and you're never to talk again about its being unfair, because it isn't. Unless it's unfair to make me happy. And I'm going to the big house. I'll learn how to be useful. You're not to say I mustn't You're not to, you're not to. In fact, you're to say I may go. Say it this minute, sir."

        
Archie's consent was easily gained. As it turned out, there was little need for him to have hesitated in giving it

        


        
Ngaia was not to be in any sense a servant—at least John had no such idea

        
"You're to come up to the homestead to live," he said to her in his office on the following morning. "You're to come at once. Indeed, you're to stay here from now. You're to sleep here to-night. This is to be your future home and I want you and Daisy to be great friends."

        
There was no mention of work, and now as she stood on the verandah looking back over the six weeks she had spent in the big house she knew that it was not John Anderson's intention that she should do menial service or be other than, as it were, a child of his.
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Chapter XXIX.

        
"
She's come, and I suppose she must stop," said Mrs. Anderson, "but as for regarding her as one of the family I simply won't agree to it. I don't want her. Daisy doesn't want her either."

        
"Surely, Ethel, you can be kind to her. She is a beautiful girl, and she is a lady."

        
"A lady! Indeed! A lady! The daughter of a dirty Maori woman and a low, drunken fellow like Jake. Their cottage is a disgrace to the place, I'm told; and I can't understand why you allow him to remain here."

        
"He was a good, hard-working fellow in the old days. Jake's not what he was—but—well, he does me no harm; and—and it's not the girl's fault that she is his daughter."

        
"It's her misfortune then; and one is as bad as the other for the individual concerned. She may be educated. More's the pity. Her proper place is in the kitchen, and you want to try and force her into the drawing-room."

        
"And in the drawing-room she is going to stay," said John firmly.

        
"There, there I" he continued, stooping and kissing his wife, "we won't quarrel over it, Ethel. You will learn to love her and forget all about Jake. She is pure and good, and I want you to be kind to her. She will be a help to you, I'm sure she will."

        
"So am I," reflected Mrs. Anderson, as her husband walked away;" she will be an admirable lady's maid."

        


        
And she was.

        
Unnoticed by John, his wife treated Ngaia as a servant rather than as a lady. Her days were marred by all kinds of menial duties. No friendship sprang up between the girls. Daisy, prompted by her mother, neither gave nor permitted any opportunity. Had Ngaia's home, however humble, been a happy one, she would assuredly have succumbed to the thousand and one slights and insults these two women showered upon her, and would have left. But her home was not a happy one. Miserable as they might make her life, it was nevertheless a paradise as compared to her existence at the cottage.

        
There, life was a horrible drudgery. Where she was now she at least could eat, could sleep, could dress as a lady. She was able, too, every evening to see her lover, although their friendship was made to appear most formal and even frigid. Moreover, she was near her old friend, at whose hands she seemed destined to experience nothing but kindness. He was proud of her, and she seemed to know it. Her beauty was his pleasure, and he appeared never to tire of following with his eyes her slim, graceful figure. He gave her presents and dresses as costly and as beautiful as Daisy ever had. Of an evening he would make her sing and play to him. Daisy's playing was mere strumming in comparison with Ngaia's. John never said as much. Rather the contrary. Yet nevertheless it was obvious. Even Daisy perceived it and, perceiving it, in countless ways showed her resentment.

        
Ngaia was in fact the greatest pleasure of John's old age. He idolised her, he worshipped her—and she loved him. In his eyes she was his daughter, his own flesh and blood, the offspring of a woman he had loved passionately and deeply. She was his child, separated from him by a gulf of secrecy, but nevertheless his child. He would have given half his fortune 

to clasp her in his arms and kiss and kiss her; to read in her eyes the love of a child for its father; to feel her pure, gentle caresses. But he dared not. A warm handshake was the utmost he would trust himself to permit.

        
Ngaia in return loved John Anderson. It was the love of a daughter for her parent. He was her benefactor. Everything in life she owed to him. His kindness seemed limitless. He had educated her, he had raised her from the level of a mere Maori. He had enabled her to win Archie, and lastly he had once again stepped in and rescued her from the misery of her father's home.

        
To Mrs. Anderson Ngaia was an enigma. Once a faint suspicion arose in her mind at her husband's championship of the girl. Why had he educated her? Why did he insist on bringing her to his home? Because in years gone by Jake had placed her husband under some debt of gratitude! Had saved his life or something!

        
She only half believed.

        
Her inquiries, however, almost completely allayed her suspicions. Ngaia seemed universally known as Jake's daughter. Morever, surely, unless John was under some deep obligation to the man, he would long since have dismissed him.

        
She was satisfied. John was merely bearing out her opinion of him as being a thorough fool.

        
The one thing that did cause her real uneasiness was the effect Ngaia's presence might have on Daisy's future. Like a good mother, Mrs. Anderson wanted to see Daisy well married, and not least amongst her schemes to this end was that of keeping open house at the homestead during the summer. Daisy was good-looking and a by no means unattractive girl. But by the side of her half-sister her looks sank into sheer plainness, and her accomplishments dwindled into 

insignificance. Her music, her singing, her education generally might have cost considerably more than Ngaia's, but they had never reached as high a standard of excellence. The one was highly trained, the other highly gifted.

        
Daisy was just the usual talkative, conceited girl who, as a girl, is an amusement to men in general until as a wife she becomes a responsibility for some man in particular. Ngaia, on the other hand, whilst sensitive and high-minded to a fault, was not only full of life and spirits but was unquestionably clever. The time during which she had lived at Jake's cottage had but slightly dimmed the excellence of her attainments. It was not therefore to be wondered at that of the two girls Ngaia attracted chief attention and that men paid their respects to her rather than to her companion. Even the Governor of the Colony, when on a three or four days' visit to the big run, found the young girl to be, quite apart from her unusual beauty, an exceedingly interesting companion. No small portion of his visit was spent in her company. What happened in his case happened almost invariably with other men and even also with women.

        
It was, of course, so far as it went, the girl's first experience of social life and entertaining. It seemed to develop her; and, without losing her natural gentleness of disposition, she became a past mistress in the art of conversing and a companion as brilliant as she was sweetly pretty. Her beauty in truth passed far beyond the limits of the run, and Ngaia Carlyle was more talked of than she ever for an instant imagined.

        
Literally revelling in the change that had come over her life, she erred, perhaps, in her undisguised delight of congenial companionship. Unconscious of her power of fascinating, and quite innocent of any desire to create an impression, she experienced genuine surprise at being the recipient of more than one fine though entirely 

unexpected offer of marriage. Harsh critics might almost have termed her a flirt. Yet the accusation would not have been justifiable. She could scarcely help what happened. Barely a week passed during the summer but what several guests were staying in the house with whom she was inevitably thrown into close contact. Rich young men give a pretty girl who has attracted their attention small chance to escape a proposal.

        
Daisy, born and bred to a town life, was essentially an afternoon-tea young lady. She disliked driving, was quite unable to ride, and had achieved no out-door accomplishment beyond the most meagre skill at lawn-tennis or croquet. She could dance well and was always dressed to perfection. She liked rich people and hated poor ones and—detested snobs. She added Ngaia to her list of detestations, not the less because she realised that the half-caste girl was not only in appearance and accomplishments her superior, but was by nature a good horsewoman and a lover of all out-door pursuits. With points Ngaia was sufficiently good at lawn-tennis to give most of the young men a fair game; and under John's tuition, not to mention the readily volunteered services of various gentlemen visitors, she had learnt to play a tolerable game of billiards.

        
Hence gradually it came to pass that more frequently than not there devolved upon Ngaia the task—a most delightful one as a rule to her—of entertaining John Anderson's gentlemen visitors. During the daytime the men on the run from John downwards were more or less occupied. Hence there was no one else but Ngaia to ride round the station with the guest and explain to him the various matters of interest, matters none the less interesting to a young man for being explained by an exceptionally pretty girl. A game of tennis in the afternoon with Ngaia as an 

opponent or, if there were several guests, as a fourth, or if the weather was bad an afternoon in the billiard-room, too often tended to complete the stranding of a susceptible young man's heart on the shoals of Ngaia's mere friendship.

        
Archie noticed all this, and he realised the value of the prize he had unearthed and had recognised in the rough. She was fit to be the wife of any man. She was capable of filling any position in the high, exclusive world of Society. She was in fact beyond him, and he was fain to confess that a more prosperous marriage than ever his could be was open to her. Yet nevertheless he knew her loyalty and affection, and that he was to her what no other human being in the world could be.

        
Not but what at times he felt somewhat jealous.

        
She half guessed it, and she laughed at him and teased him for it. Then suddenly she became earnest.

        
"You must never be jealous of me, Archie. Never, never. I'm only a girl and I suppose that is simply another way of saying that I like being paid attention to and being with all you men. But—but there's only one man amongst them all for me. And—and you know who that is," she added, putting her hands on his shoulders and pressing her lips to his. With his arms round her waist he drew her to him and kissed her again and again. After all, his jealousy was swallowed in his love for her and in his knowledge of her love for him. He was in truth infinitely proud of her success.

        
Then they would make a secret arrangement, and on some excuse Ngaia would be off on her mare with Archie working throughout the day on one of the boundary paddocks.

        
What, however, did annoy Deverell was the manner of Mrs. Anderson's treatment of the girl. It angered him intensely.

        
"I tell you what it is, Ngaia, 1 shall just inform her 

of what I think of her one of these fine days. She's jealous of you because every one has the sense to prefer you to Daisy. For mere spite, she treats you as if you were a servant; and I'll tell her so."

        
"No you won't, you silly boy. You will do just what I tell you,"

        
"Why should I?"

        
"Why indeed! Because I tell you. Oh, Archie, it doesn't matter a bit what Mrs. Anderson says or does to me; it doesn't really."

        
"Doesn't matter! Great heavens! She makes your life a perfect misery. Mr. Anderson hasn't an idea how she treats you."

        
"Perhaps not. I hope not. I don't want him to. Oh, Archie, he is a good man. Sometimes I think that Mr. Anderson is perfect—perfectly good, you know."

        
"Like me."

        
She looked at him.

        
"You!" she said scornfully.

        
The twinkle in her eyes betrayed her. Before she could say another word he had caught her to him and kissed her.

        
Laughing and happy, with flushed face and tumbled hair, she ceased to struggle, and he kissed her unrestrained.

        
"Oh, Archie, take care. Some one will see us."

        
"I don't mind. I wish they would. I'm more than half inclined to speak straight out all about the whole affair."

        
"You mustn't. You promised you wouldn't. You have to wait six months, just in case—you know."

        
"In case I change my mind I It's nonsense, Ngaia: you know it is. There's as much chance of my changing my mind as—as there is of you."

        
"I might," she said, and the love in her eyes told him how she was lying and teasing.

        


        
They were absolutely happy these two. They were completely enwrapped in each other. They were affinities, they were kindred spirits, they were made for each other. Their love had ripened so gradually, it was based on such perfect respect, such complete admiration each for the other, that the inevitable, the necessary tinge of passion was almost lost.

        
Ngaia had influenced Archie immensely. He realised that. He was by nature impulsive, restless, and a wanderer. His love for the girl was perhaps his first taste of responsibility. He had, as it seemed to him, deliberately taken from her all she had in the world to give—her love. She had merged her existence into his; she had yielded her whole future into his keeping. It was a trust, and therefore sacred.

        
The fallacy of it was, that he might have applied the same reasoning to more than one other girl who had been led from a mere flirtation to a deep love for the careless, attractive young fellow. The sole difference between the case of Ngaia and any other was that in the former he had himself fallen hopelessly in love.

        
More than once Ngaia felt a doubt as to the honesty of her position. It seemed in so many ways a wrong that she was doing to her lover by marrying him. It was not lack of confidence in her manners or of her up-bringing. She was fitted to be mistress of any man's home, to take her stand in the most refined society. She was a gentlewoman by nature, as well as by education. She knew that instinctively. The attention she received from all men simply confirmed it. But her parentage was low. Her father, despite her efforts to combat so wrong a feeling, she utterly despised. What right then had she to bring such people into contact with one of Archie's station in life?

        
The discovery of Mrs. Anderson's scheme for a match between Archie Deverell and Daisy intensified 

Ngaia's feeling of doubt as to the justification of her engagement. Curiously enough, too, it was Archie himself who first opened her eyes to Mrs. Anderson's project.

        
He was, as usual, railing against her tyranny and injustice to the girl.

        
"I hate the old cat. What do you think she's up to now? I half suspected it some time ago, and now I'm morally certain of it. She wants me for a son-in-law." "Archie!"

        
"It's a fact, upon my word it is; though it sounds conceited to say so. She wants me to marry that dear, delightful daughter of hers." "She's pretty, Archie."

        
"Um! Well, she's not ugly. However, I'm going to let the old lady plainly know that it is perfectly useless. If she won't take a hint, I'll make her, that's all. I've made my choice, and I wouldn't alter it for fifty Daisies, plus fifty Mrs. Andersons. You can scarcely believe it, eh?"

        
She made no reply, nor even smiled at his little joke. She raised her face quickly towards his, and snatched a kiss from him. Then she turned away and left him wondering at her strange mood.

        
She wanted to think. A new trouble, a greater doubt was upon her; and it involved the loss of her love, the ruin of her life.

        
In the balance, against her pleasure, was the possible blighting of his future. His future or hers, she had to weigh and judge between.

        
"I'd rather be unhappy, always unhappy, than make him so. He's so good to me, and—Oh! I hate her. I can't help it, I hate her. She has always been unkind to me, and now she is trying to take him from me. She knows, I'm sure she knows; and it's all because she dislikes me. There are other men for 

Daisy. I see now why she will scarcely be even civil to them. She wants Archie. I won't give him up, I won't," she cried to herself in a round of contradictions.

        
Then she compared herself with Daisy. She, an ill-bred half-caste. The other, a rich run-holder's daughter, who would bring her husband a social standing of her own, in addition to his. She was pretty, too. Not ugly even, but pretty. She herself had nothing but her looks. She would bring no social standing; only, at best, a silence upon her origin, only a blur upon his rank and position. It would be a skeleton that would haunt and spoil his home, just as it was a grim reality that seemed every day to press more closely on her, to more surely shut her present life off from anything beyond it. It was a bar to her even listening to any offer of marriage from a high-born gentleman. She had refused men because she loved Archie. Yet for that very same reason it seemed to her that she ought to refuse him too, to give him back his promise. She had no right to hold him to a marriage that could only work him harm.

        
Her effort was honest, and in the struggle with herself she was so far victorious that she was willing to sacrifice herself for the sake of the man she imagined she was thus serving. It was girlishly romantic, perhaps; but it was terribly real. Daisy, she decided, should marry Archie. She herself would go away from Te Henga. Quite away, and try and forget—and be forgotten.

        
She was brave by herself. But she told Archie. That was her cowardice, because deep in her heart she knew there lay a hope that he would prevent her.

        
He did; but his success was not easily gained. She strove bravely, but she failed entirely—or almost so.

        
"Do you know, Ngaia, I'm glad now that it's all over, that we have had this talk. I don't believe that even 

being married would make you belong to me more than you do."

        
It was probably true without saying much.

        
Marriage is growing so elastic now-a-days; such a convenience, in fact

        
It even does not necessarily imply ownership.

        
Certainly not. Only the cost of it.
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Chapter XXX.

        

John had no idea of the financial difficulties of his son He suspected that the life he was leading was wild and dissolute, and more than once he endeavoured to reason with the young fellow.

        
It was useless. Cyril might yield to a certain extent. But it was mere appearance, done, probably, with a view to some end. Neither thought for his parents, nor consciousness of love or of duty swayed him. Self-gratification, self-pleasure dominated every act Self, in fact, in the largest, widest, baldest sense, was the one god he worshipped.

        
John made him a small allowance in addition to the salary he received. It would have enabled him to have enjoyed life beyond the possibility of most of his young companions. Yet he was discontented.

        
"It appears, Cyril," John said to him one day, "that you have an idea that I ought to keep you in idleness. I don't want to mislead you. I just wish you to understand this, that when I die you will find yourself by no means a wealthy man. If you become rich, it must be entirely by your own exertions."

        
"I thought the run was worth a pretty good deal."

        
"Well, remember what I have told you. I'm not going to argue with you. I think it is scarcely decent I simply repeat it. If you like to give up town life and come up-country, you could learn farming at Te Henga, and I could give you a start on some land of your own. But Te Henga will never be either yours, or your mother's, or your sisters'."

        


        
Cyril took no heed of the warning, and refused the offer. He preferred life in a city to existence in the country. The dull monotony of a farmer's life was anything but to bis taste. His whole enjoyment was in living as fast and extravagantly as any man he knew. His pleasure lay in excesses. He was a profligate amongst women, a gambler amongst men, a drunkard amongst tipplers.

        
Cyril came more than once to Te Henga. As a result of his first visit he still maintained that station life was dull, monotonous, and horribly uninteresting. He hated the place, he said, and he seemed to mean it. Yet having once arrived he appeared loth to leave, and anxious to return. Riding, shooting, or outdoor work, all failed in any way to attract him. But a woman did. All the more so in that she was a beautiful, defenceless girl. He was a slave to women in his endeavour to enslave them.

        
He had heard of Ngaia before he saw her. His mother had written of her, and his sister had mentioned the fact of his father having brought her into the house. He had taken the women's part, and considered the half-caste a d—d interloper—and said so.

        
When he met her he modified his views. She might still be an interloper, but she was not "damned," unless it was d—d pretty.

        
At first Ngaia liked Cyril. He wished her to, and he laid himself out to please her. It was his means to an end.

        
Yet as the days went by it seemed all means and no end.

        
She treated him rather as a brother, simply because he was the son of her oldest and best friend. She allowed him a certain amount of familiarity, but it was the familiarity of a gentleman for a lady. It was his quickness in perceiving this that blinded her to her 

danger. Nor did Archie realise what was imminent until it was almost too late. Cyril was far too cunning and crafty to talk much about the girl, or pay his attention too openly. He had no wish for any one to notice or question him.

        
Ngaia, happy in her love and her lover, and pleased, though she scarcely knew why, at the quiet, unceasing kindness of Cyril, laid herself out to be agreeable to him. She laughed, she joked, she jested with him; she charmed, she entranced, she misled him. He mistook her conduct towards him for Love, and smiled.

        
Frankly speaking, Cyril was by no means sure that he would be very greatly harming Ngaia. He saw that her life at the station was neither that of a daughter of the house, nor that of a menial, yet somewhat of both. As his mistress she would, so long as she remained with him, be independent; and if it did prove but a brief while before he tired of her, she possessed sufficient beauty and sense to be able to jog comfortably along life's dusty by-ways.

        
Cyril was essentially one of those, and, alas! there remain yet a few, who despised a Maori or a half-caste, for being, as he termed it, a "nigger," or "daubed with the tar-brush." The very girl whom men of infinitely higher social standing than Cyril had hoped to win as a wife, was, in his eyes, so far beneath him that to have scruples with respect to her was to be simply quixotic. He regarded her as amusing and extremely beautiful, but at the same time questioned his father's good taste in allowing her to sit at his table. Ignoring her white blood, and, despite her appearance and manners, regarding her as little more than a mere Maori, he scarcely stayed to consider whether any such proposal as he had in his mind would be taken as an insult. Marriage with her never occurred to him; he never for a moment thought it 

would occur to her. His hinting at it in conversation with her was but a sop to deceive her, or, if she was alive to his real intentions, a more euphonious method of expressing them. That she should love him he regarded with no surprise; he had often been loved. It seemed to him merely to simplify matters, for he was a firm believer in the willingness of a Maori woman to disregard all conventionalities for the sake of her affection for a man.

        
There was, as has been remarked, somewhat of the flirt about Ngaia. In what light-hearted girl is there not? At the same time her attitude to Cyril was based upon another and very distinct consideration. She perceived, as she thought, the growth of her influence, and she endeavoured to use it. She had gathered from what she had heard, and even from Cyril's lips, a vague idea of his wild, unprofitable life. She took him to task for it, at first timidly, and fearing lest he resented her interference. She gathered courage when she saw that he at least listened to her. She spoke as a sister might to her brother.

        
He encouraged it. It amused him, and drew her more and more in the direction he wished. She was taking an interest in him; she was sympathising with him. It meant half the battle.

        
An accident delayed his return to town and helped him as he thought. He was bucked from a horse and kicked. His leg was broken and for weeks he lay helpless.

        
Ngaia in his convalescence was his chief nurse. She waited on him, she read to him, she spared herself in no way. Her constant companionship intensified and strengthened his determination.

        
One day to her surprise and dismay he told her of his love. He acted well. He was pathetic, he was impressive. His devotion from his fair-speaking tongue sounded supreme and real.

        


        
Her answer was a refusal, gentle, as might be expected from her, but firm.

        
He was too wise and too crafty to show anger. He reproached her for having led him to believe that she cared for him and he told her that he would not accept her answer. Then the hard, selfish young profligate in his defeat and trading on the weakness of bis illness burst into tears.

        
The girl was shocked, was horrified. She made no effort to justify herself. She the rather condemned her blindness, her thoughtlessness.

        
"It's impossible, Cyril. Truly, truly. You must never, never speak about it again. I can't ever marry you."

        
"It's no use just saying that, Ngaia. It's no answer at all. It is possible, and I'm not going to give you up just because to-day you say it's impossible."

        
"But you must believe me. Oh, I'm so sorry! It has all been my fault, all my blindness. I never saw. I never thought."

        
Her grief seemed to appeal to him, and he made no answer, but lay back on the sofa as though exhausted and turned away his face.

        
"I'm so sorry, Cyril, so very sorry," Ngaia repeated, softly crying; and she stooped and, for very pity, she kissed his hand. Then she turned quickly and left the room.

        
Cyril was laughing, and he continued chuckling to himself for some time.
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Cyril had recovered. He was leaving within a day or two for town.

        
It was in the evening, a soft spring evening just after dinner, and it chanced that Cyril and Ngaia were alone.

        
It was through no wish on the girl's part. Daisy had been with them and had suddenly left them together.

        
Very naturally since the afternoon when Cyril had made his declaration of love to her Ngaia had avoided his company as much as possible. She wanted to forget and to help him to forget. She had not even mentioned the episode to her lover. It seemed to her scarcely honourable to do so.

        
Something in Cyril's manner now warned her that he was about to renew the distasteful, painful subject of his love for her. Nor were her fears ill-founded. Cyril, in fact, had no intention of taking her first "no" for a final answer.

        
"Ngaia," he said, "I'm off in a couple of days."

        
She made no answer.

        
"Are you sorry?" he asked. "Ah! you don't say anything. You're not half as sorry that I'm going from you as I am that I'm leaving you. Do you remember," he continued, "what I said to you the other day? I love you, Ngaia, and I want you to be my wife. I—"

        
Ngaia drew back a pace from him.

        


        
"Cyril, you're not to speak like that. I told you not to. It's impossible. I said so. It is; indeed it is. Can't you believe me?"

        
"It's no reason to say it's impossible. Why should it be impossible? Why, I say; why should it be?"

        
"Because—because I don't care for you sufficiently. There, Cyril, that's surely enough. I'm very sorry if I have caused you pain. There are many much better girls than I am. Forget all about me and—and please let me pass," she continued as Cyril placed himself between her and the door.

        
"I won't," he said bluntly, "I won't. I want you to give me a reason. It's nonsense to say you don't care for me. You haven't led me to think that until just now. Besides, we would get on together first-rate, I'm sure. Look here, Ngaia," he continued, and his voice was beautifully soft and gentle, "be reasonable. I tell you what. We can go off down to Wellington together. Once we get there we can get married, and I'll write and tell the old man. He likes you. The old lady doesn't. Besides, she wants me to marry some swell, you know. She's an old cat and she might make a bother just out of spite to you. We'll tell her when it's too late. Come, now, say 'yes.'"

        
He stepped forward and caught her hand.

        
She snatched it from him, and the quick, contemptuous way in which she did so warned him how angry she was. She had failed to see the treachery of his plan or even to suspect it. But she realised his idea of her social inferiority and she resented it.

        
"Thank you," she said, "thank you very much for your condescending to make me such an offer. You think Mrs. Anderson would disapprove of your marrying me; wants you to marry some grand lady; would think me unfit for you. Perhaps she's right. Very likely she is, only it's all the more reason against our marriage and not an argument in its favour. I told

you it was impossible and I tell you so again. And now will you please let me pass?"

        
"No, no. Wait a minute, Ngaia. You're just quite wrong. I never meant that you were not good enough for me. Of course you are. At any rate I think so, whatever any one else does. Besides, you'll be far happier with me than you are here. I know how my mother treats you. It's a shame. We'd be happy together and once we were married I'd settle down to real hard work. Come, Ngaia, come. Say 'yes.' Once in Wellington, heigho for a long, bright life. Never mind the governor or any one else. It's just a question of our going off together quietly. You'd be able to live in town. You only vegetate here. Say you'll come, Ngaia, say you'll come."

        
He moved towards her. Ngaia stepped back, her hands clenched, her eyes sparkling in her anger.

        
"I've answered you, Cyril, and you ought to take my answer. It's not as if yours were an open and honest offer. I don't quite understand what you want me to agree to, but I do know that I not only don't like you well enough but I don't trust you because you won't trust your parents. Now please let me pass, at once."

        
"I won't. It's ridiculous. You've got to listen to reason. You don't know what's for your own good. You're to promise to come with me."

        
"Oh!I Indeed you are a coward. Because I'm almost friendless and only a girl you threaten me. Do you really think you can frighten me into marrying you? You must be mad, I think."

        
"Perhaps I am. I'm madly in love with you, and, by God, you don't leave here until you promise!"

        
"You won't let me go? Very well then," she added, and before Cyril could prevent her she had pressed the button of the bell.

        
He was worsted. He stepped aside, and she passed out, not deigning so much as to look at him.

        


        
"D—n you!" he muttered, and the inclination upon him was to seize her with all her marvellous beauty and at any cost and at all hazard to steal a kiss. As it was he simply turned back to the table and poured out some brandy.

        
Presently, what with excitement and weakness, the spirit had mounted to his head and he was tipsy.

        
Then he decided to go down to the Quarters.

        
As he passed the yards he caught sight of two figures by the gate. He drew nearer and presently he was standing unseen in the shadow of the woolshed watching Ngaia and Archie—and listening.

        
Ngaia, when she left Cyril, turned into the hall and was about to pass upstairs when she heard her name called. It was Archie. He caught her by the arm.

        
Her impulse was to run from him. She had no wish to tell her lover of Cyril's behaviour. She had a dread for the possible consequences.

        
But Archie held her.

        
"Just the very person I'm looking for," he said. "Why, you're crying. What—? Come along with me, Ngaia. I want to have a talk with you."

        
She made some excuse.

        
"Nonsense. Come along," he replied, not unkindly but more firmly than he was wont to speak to her.

        
She had no power to resist.

        
They walked out into the evening down to the sheepyards and neither of them spoke. He was very serious. Something in his voice warned her of that.

        
At the gateway he stopped. He turned round.

        
"Ngaia, what is the matter?"

        
She was silent.

        
Archie watched her intently, and had she raised her eyes she would have seen the pain upon his face. She had turned the young fellow from a wild, impulsive, thoughtless youth into a lover with an overwhelming eagerness to stand, so far as she would allow him,

between her and any danger or trouble. He asked her softly again and yet again, until at last she spoke, and told him just briefly in a few words.

        
He was silent. There was not a motion, not a sound, save only a hard, deep-drawn breath.

        
"Tell me all Cyril told you," Archie said gently, and these were the first words Cyril heard.

        
She told him everything.

        
Knowing full well Cyril's evil reputation Archie had little doubt as to the true meaning of his proposal. It was not marriage. It was ruin, it was dishonour he was plotting. And against a gentle, innocent, helpless girl; against the being who, to him at least, was the supremest creature in all the world. Plotting her ruin, her misery, her shame. Planning for her a lifetime of degradation and of evil, merely for his own selfish pleasure.

        
"Do you care for him, Ngaia?" he asked.

        
"Archie!" she exclaimed reproachfully. "You know I don't. Not even a little bit now, and never once as I do for you. I—I love no one in the world but you— unless Miss Spence and Mr. Anderson; and they're different, aren't they?"

        
Archie's answer was to draw the girl to him and press his lips to hers.

        
Cyril both heard and saw. It angered him, it maddened him. The tipsy fool became a drunken brute—more brute than drunk. He stood with clenched hands listening, listening, listening.

        
He heard Archie speak.

        
"I scarcely meant my question, sweetheart. I know you care for me, just as I do for you. But, Ngaia, you must have nothing more to do with Cyril. He's a thoroughly bad man. He's a cruel, crafty blackguard, who has been lying to you. It's not because I hate him, although I do, and it's not that I want to paint the fellow blacker than I need. He is Mr. Anderson's

son after all. But you ought to know the kind of man he is, and I tell you he's a liar and a low scoundrel."

        
Cyril heard.

        
Tipsy, mad with jealousy and passionate anger, he approached the two young people.

        
The word "liar" was singing in his ears. He attacked Archie—verbally—and presently Ngaia also. She heard his foul words, and she slowly realised.

        
Was this the man for whom she had once felt pity, felt compassion, felt even a liking? Whilst she had been striving for his sake, and had been nursing and tending him, he had been thinking only evil of her and plotting her destruction.

        
It was inhuman; it was atrocíous.

        
She shrank back in amazement and horror.

        
Archie could tolerate with patience the young blackguard's attack upon himself. His drunken abuse he could to a certain extent excuse. But when Cyril commenced his onslaught upon the girl he had overstepped his limit. The foul words, the filthy innuendoes, were barely from his mouth when he reeled into the darkness, and fell.

        
"Archie, Archie! What have you done?"

        
"Not much."

        
Not sufficient even to prevent Cyril, maddened with passion and drink, from staggering to his feet and rushing at Archie.

        
A short struggle ensued, and Archie was master. But a brief space, and Cyril Anderson had received his first thorough thrashing. Bruised, bleeding, and dazed, he was left to crawl, cursing and blaspheming, to his room.
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Chapter XXXII.

        

Ngaia was up at daylight on the following morning. Leaving a message to say that she would be out riding until the afternoon she slipped across to the Quarters.

        
They were at breakfast

        
"Hullo, Ngaia, good-morning, sweetheart," said Archie. He stepped up to her and, slipping his arm round her waist, kissed her.

        
"Good-morning. Good-morning, Jack, good-morning, Arthur. I want to go out with you, Archie; may I? When are you going?"

        
Ngaia and Archie's engagement, an unsuspected secret at the great house, had been imparted to Arthur and Jack and old Brown and had met their approval. The girl had grown in importance since the days when she was merely Jake's daughter and Archie's friend. She was his betrothed now, and not only that but the most sought after companion of the various visitors, many of them highly distinguished, who stayed at the homestead. Yet she had not in the least degree changed, except perhaps in having completely lost the frightened, hunted look Jake's brutality had begun to bring into her eyes.

        
"Come and sit down, sweetheart," said Archie, placing a chair for her next to him. "I don't exactly know where I'm going, except," he added, with a short, hard laugh, "to leave."

        
"Archie, will it mean that?" asked the girl, laying her hand on his arm.

        


        
"Well, when a cadet, who's served his apprenticeship, thrashes the son of his master and has no intention of excusing himself he must go."

        
"I'll explain, Archie. I'll speak to Mr. Anderson."

        
"My God! you won't, Ngaia!" exclaimed Archie, almost fiercely."Not one word, not a syllable."

        
"You're thinking of me, Archie," said Ngaia softly.

        
"That's but thinking of myself! You're part of me now."

        
Her soft hand closed over his arm and the wild pride of a woman who knows that she is of more account to her man than he is to himself strengthened her and straightened her.

        
"It's well," she said simply. "I understand—I know. It's—oh, I'm so proud," she whispered, and she smiled through her tears as she saw the other two lads watching her in obvious admiration and sympathy, and not a little envy—of him.

        
"He's told us," said Jack.

        
"And I'm devilish glad. I wish Archie had broken every bone in his body; and—and I'd shove an epithet before every word if you weren't here, Ngaia," exclaimed Arthur.

        
"I'll warrant his bones are fairly sore this morning anyhow. D—n him!" muttered Archie. "I'm sorry, Ngaia," he added, as he realised the excessive zeal of his remark.

        
"Perhaps he won't say anything about it," said Arthur.

        
"Trust him," muttered Jack, "and he'll embellish it"

        
"He must have made you jolly wild, old chap. You don't often lose your temper," said Arthur, and Ngaia knew that even from him and Jack Archie had withheld the whole truth.

        
The memory of what had happened brought a rough look to the young fellow's eyes,

        
"There are things," he said slowly, "men may do or

say sometimes—and remember. The chance of my having nothing to kill him with, and—and something higher and better," he added, laying his hand on Ngaia's shoulder, "saved him."

        
She realised what he meant and knew the truth of it It's easy sometimes to outstrip a man's endurance. It is then that one or other steps on to a swift trail that ends—beyond.

        
"I'll go and saddle up," he added. He was in no humour for much breakfasting. "Where's Mignon, Ngaia?"

        
"In her loose box, Archie. I'll wait," she said, crossing over to him as he turned to leave the room. She had never seen him in such a stern, set mood before, and yet she felt no fear of him. The light in his eyes was soft as they looked into hers. He was more gentle to her even than usual. He realised perhaps the yearning to soothe and sympathise.

        
"I'll cut some sandwiches. We needn't return until the afternoon," she said.

        
"All right, my pet," he answered; and then, oblivious of the presence of the other two, he caught her in his arms and kissed her passionately. He let her go and passed quickly out across to the stables.

        
She watched him until he disappeared from sight.

        
"I'll cut some sandwiches for you," said Jack as she turned towards the table.

        
"Thank you, Jack," she said with a soft, sweet smile, and she dropped wearily into the armchair.

        
"I'm sorry, Ngaia," murmured Arthur, looking down at her.

        
It seemed to lend sudden life to her.

        
"Sorry. So am I, so sorry; and yet—I'm not. I'm not a bit, Arthur. He's been so good to me, and —and now I may be some sort of help to him."

        
It was not long before Archie appeared leading the two horses.

        


        
"We'll go over by the Hautapu. The slip panels want mending. We might have 'kai' at the Maungaiti bush," he added to her in a lower tone.

        
She nodded a shy approval. The Maungaiti clump was where he had proposed to her, and his choice of it now was not a chance.

        
For some while they rode side by side in silence, quietly walking their horses. In the thousand acre paddock over by the patch of ti-tree scrub they gave their horses their heads and travelled at a hand gallop through the crisp spring morning.

        
"Come on, Ngaia," cried Archie, leading the way by half a length; "away with dull care. I'm as solemn as if I'd committed a crime instead of having licked an infernal young scoundrel. Keep away down towards the hollow. We'll fix up the panels and then make the Maungaiti clump and boil the old billy and just talk it all over, you and I."

        
"That's it, Archie; it'll all come right, I know, I know."

        
"I believe you're glad, you young monkey."

        
"I believe I am. Oh, of course I am."

        
"Of course! Why of course?"

        
"Of course—oh, because I'm richer to-day than I've ever been. Heigho!" she sang, and in the wild excitement of her mood she lifted Mignon a clear length ahead of Archie before he realised it.

        
"Richer, sweetheart?" he asked as he drew level. "How so?"

        
"Because I've come in for my inheritance. Travelling down the trail of ages it's come to me. I was a girl yesterday. I'm a woman to-day."

        
"And I'm an ass. I don't understand."

        
"You're not an ass, Archie; you're—oh, you're just —never mind what you are. But it's not likely you could understand. You're not a woman; and—I am. Come on; let Jacko go, Archie. I can hardly hold Mignon."

        


        
He caught the spirit of her gaiety and side by side they galloped along.

        
Oh, but it's glorious such a ride! The air is fresh and clear and sweet. High overhead the sky is a pale, unfathomable blue merging towards the hills and towards the valley into the grey haze of coming heat. Around a panorama of rolling country studded with specks that are mobs of sheep and patches that are clumps of bush. Away and away beyond is a gleam of the snowy crest of Ruapehu, and the outline of the Kaimanawas thrusts upwards sharp and distinct. The hill rising to the left shuts out the western view and hides the lonely Ruahine from sight.

        
The breeze, scarcely rustling the stiff cabbage-tree palms, chatters in their ears and dances golden dances through Ngaia's hair.

        
There is life, there is joy in every stride, and the breath comes deep and full. In the rhythm of tumbling hoofs, that barely create a sound, they race past sheep that slowly uplift a startled look or flee in a whirl of apparent alarm, past tufts of high grass brushed lightly aside. They laugh at the scramble and bolt of an occasional hare or are startled themselves by the whir of some bird as it soars in affright. The dust in the grass roots is flung in cascades from the hoofs, and the hum and the whistle of insects and birds are lost in the sweep and the rush of their pace. Up, up, without pause, but in slower career to the top of the slope, then down with a rush to the turn in the gully, and on past the gate at the creek. Then over the soft, springing turf by the swamp, to the drier and dustier track where the grass, like tiny artillery, crackles and snaps as the clattering hoofs play swift desolation. Each stride and each breath in curious recurrent refrain swings longer, draws deeper, and is lost in the wildest delight. The pace slackens, the wild scamper ends as the gateway sweeps closer and

closer, until with sighs of content Ngaia and Archie draw rein.

        
One may ride day in and day out for months on a great run and have neither the inclination nor the opportunity for such a spin. With a long day's work in the saddle before one, galloping is generally the unwisdom of mere playing, and is not business.

        
"Oh, how exquisite!" sighed Ngaia. "That's swept the cobwebs away, Archie."

        
"Rather. Steady, Jacko, steady; no more to-day," he added as his horse displayed a strong desire to repeat the pace of the previous paddock.

        
They reached the slip panels overlooking the Hautapu, and after a little while the damage was repaired.

        
"There, I expect that's my last job on Te Henga. Oh, well, it's a poor heart that never rejoices. Up you get, Ngaia. We'll boil our billy and thrash things out, and see where the trail I've got to follow really lies; my trail and—"

        
"And mine."

        
"Yours! I wonder."

        
They walked their horses up the slope and cantered over the flat and down to the patch of bush by the Maungaiti. They unearthed the billy and lit a fire, and set to work on their sandwiches with the appetite of two healthy young creatures.

        
"There's no getting away from it, Ngaia, I shall have to leave. Even if Mr. Anderson gave me another chance I—I should be inclined to leave. He won't."

        
"He's very kind, Archie. He likes you."

        
"Yes, but—Well, I'll not ask him; but if he stops short of sending me off I'll stay—because of you, sweetheart. But suppose he doesn't?"

        
"I've still to be considered, Archie. I'm part of you now—you said so once."

        
"So you are, pet. It's just you I'm thinking about.

 I can't take you with me—especially as I have nowhere to go to."

        
The girl crept up to him. He was sitting with his hand clasped about his knees. She rested one arm on his and faced him. It was not an hour of idle caressing. They were talking the business of their future, choosing the pathway of their two lives from a network of blind tracks.

        
"Archie, I can't stay without you. Oh, it's no use. I couldn't face it all again."

        
"Things are better now you are at the big house."

        
"Only a little. If you go I must go too."

        
He was silent.

        
"Please, Archie."

        
"She's unkind to you, I know, but the boss isn't."

        
"There's father. He could insist upon my going back to the cottage."

        
"Mr. Anderson wouldn't let you."

        
"I don't belong to him, I belong to my father. He couldn't take me from you if you'd married me. I should belong to you, wouldn't I, Archie?"

        
"Of course you would, my pet."

        
"It's all a question of belonging."

        
"I wish it were. It's much more. A man has no right to marry unless he can support his wife. I've a couple of hundred pounds in the bank—but that's nothing to start married life on. I haven't a home to give you, sweetheart. I've got to work, and it'll be as much as I can do to earn enough for one mouth, much less two."

        
"I can work. I'm strong, Archie."

        
"You!"

        
"Oh yes, Archie, a woman when she's with the man she loves can endure all he is strong enough to endure— and more perhaps. I can't do without you now, Archie, and—and I'd rather live with you as a shepherd's wife than at Te Henga as a shepherd's daughter."

        


        
"You don't realise, sweetheart. Our responsibility isn't limited just to us two. You don't understand, you can't."

        
"Yes I do, Archie. I can," she said earnestly, laying her hand on his arm. "I've the instinct of a woman and—and I'm ready to be your wife, Archie. I want to be if—if you want me."

        
"Want you, Ngaia! Oh, sweetheart, if you realised how my whole life, my whole happiness seems locked up in you!"

        
She moved forward and he slipped his arm round her waist and drew her to him and kissed her.

        
"It's settled, Archie, then?" she whispered.

        
"I belong," he answered softly. "It's what I wanted and what I've been fighting against as being pure selfishness."

        
"It wasn't. It had to be. It came when trouble came—my inheritance."

        
"Your—oh, I realise. It's true. A man's trouble leads him finally to the woman he loves and he belongs."

        
"I've got you all to myself now, Archie—and for always."

        
"Now then to business," he exclaimed presently in a tone of mock earnestness. "We've got to knock our plans for the future into shape. To begin with," he said, leaning back against the log, "we've got to get married."

        
The girl flushed, her brown eyes dropped, and then glanced up and looked into his.

        
"There's no getting out of that," he repeated.

        
"I don't want there to be," she said with a smile.

        
"Let me see. When I leave here I'll ride down to Napier and wait for you."

        
"I could go to Miss Spence."

        
"Do you think she'd help and keep the whole thing a secret?"

        


        
"She'd do anything I asked her, I'm quite sure of that."

        
"You see you have to be a fortnight at a place before you can get married, or something of that sort."

        
"I'd rather tell Mr. Anderson first."

        
"So would I. Only he'd refuse, I expect. He'd he sure to make you ask Jake."

        
"I won't do that, I simply won't. It sounds horrid, but—oh, Archie, I sometimes think he can't be my father, that Ka can't be my mother. There's some mystery about my birth, Archie, I don't understand."

        
"I've often thought that."

        
"It's not much good thinking. Father could stop me if he wished. I'll ask Mr. Anderson this afternoon if I can go to Napier. I'll do it before I could possibly have heard about your going. It may prevent his suspecting."

        
"I can easily fill in the fortnight looking round for something to do. If I could get a managership it'd be just the thing, wouldn't it?"

        
"Rather."

        
"If I don't—" Archie broke off and there was silence.

        
"Archie," said Ngaia, "I've got an idea."

        
"Out with it then before it makes tracks."

        
"Do you remember telling me about the gold the natives told you of away back by the Ruahine?"

        
"At the foot of Aorangi?"

        
"Yes."

        
"Well?"

        
"Go and see if it's true."

        
"By Jove!"

        
"It wouldn't cost a great deal."

        
"It wouldn't cost much, but— It's an idea I've often thought of. I'm firmly convinced there's gold there."

        
"It might mean a fortune, Archie."

        


        
"It might be worth trying. I could marry you then with a clear conscience of being able to afford the luxury of the sweetest wife in all the world."

        
"Archie, you—you don't think I meant you to go before we were married? I'm going too."

        
"Ngaia!"

        
"Archie!"

        
"But, my dear girl, it's—"

        
"My idea—and my expedition, and—and it'll be our honeymoon. I must have a honeymoon."

        
"It's dense bush and frightfully rough country."

        
"Where you can go I can—with you to give me a hand now and again."

        
"I'm a man. A woman'd have no chance with skirts; and—"

        
Ngaia glanced around, as though, even in so secluded a spot as they were in, some one might overhear her.

        
"I'm not going in skirts. Archie, listen; you must listen. When I'm married to you it won't matter a bit to you how I'm dressed. I want to share everything with you. I always have since you took me out riding, and I should have a right to as your wife. A woman can go anywhere her husband goes, with—with just a little help from him sometimes. I've been thinking and thinking as we rode along. You could buy all that was necessary to try and find the gold with, and we'd ride up from Napier. I'll wear my habit, and I can easily ride on a man's saddle with the stirrup iron thrown over. Then when we get into the bush I'll dress like a man in the clothes you'll have bought me; and we'll hunt for gold—and find it."

        
Archie remained silent.

        
"What do you think of the idea, Archie?"

        
"I think—well, I think you're the truest and pluckiest little woman on the face of God's earth. That's what I think," he answered, and she knew he was saying what he felt, and she smiled and drew a deep breath of 
in-

finite happiness. It is good for a woman to know she is appreciated.

        
"Archie, you agree?"

        
"Yes, sweetheart. We'll thrash out the details in Napier. Well have to take four or five pack-horses. The question will be how to get them through the bush."

        
"And me," she said with a smile.

        
"Oh, I'm not frightened of you, not really—with just a little bit of help, you know. I'm not frightened of any part of the plan. We'll see it through, Ngaia, you and I, if we have to cut a track clean through. We'll strike gold and, whoop la, we'll be as rich as African nabobs in no time.

        
"Upon my word," he continued, jumping to his feet, "I feel almost keen to start at once."

        
"Without me?" she said, standing beside him.

        
"Without you! No fear. Our marriage, sweetheart, is one great hope I have; to be worthy of you is my other."

        
"You'll be that, Archie. Oh, it's strange how I have been realising your religion of women. You've got to look after me all your life because I'm a woman, and I'm going to look after you, and—and lead you to all that is right because—because I'm a woman."

        
"A good woman. God bless you," he whispered, kissing her gently and almost reverently.

        
They saddled up the horses and Archie stamped out the remains of the fire.

        
"I'll take back the old billy, eh, Ngaia?"

        
"Yes, except—doesn't Jack or Arthur know of it?"

        
"Jack does. I'll leave it May it bring as much luck to others as it's brought to me!"

        
They rode back steadily. At the stables Archie took Mignon and handed the mare over to one of the grooms, whilst Ngaia walked through the plantation to the side entrance. As it happened, she met John.

        


        
"Been for a long ride, Ngaia? How is Mignon behaving herself?"

        
"She's just perfect."

        
"I'm glad she's turned out such a success."

        
Ngaia commenced to unbutton her glove. Suddenly she looked up.

        
"Mr. Anderson, may I—do you think you could spare me for a fortnight or so to go and stay at Miss Spence's? I should like to see her again."

        
"Why, certainly, she'd be delighted. Of course you may go, Ngaia. Will you go by the coach or would you rather go by buggy? The coach is quicker, perhaps."

        
"It goes the day after to-morrow."

        
"Yes, you'd better tell my wife. You can say I have given you permission."

        
"Thank you very much."

        
"No need to thank me, no need to thank me," said John, continuing his walk. Presently the clerk came out to him and told him that Mr. Deverell had returned and was in the office.

        
The interview resulted, as Archie had anticipated, in his dismissal. John was kind in doing the only thing he could do under the circumstances. He was obviously intensely angry at the treatment his son had received, and yet admitted that he was prepared to hear some possible explanation of Cyril's highly coloured version. To have given one meant dragging Ngaia's name through a sea of mud. Archie understood Cyril well enough to know that he would strenuously deny the truth, and John would be more or less forced to take his son's part.

        
"I'm very sorry, Deverell. I had hoped to hear that you had some excuse to offer. However, since you refuse to say anything I must assume you have none or an inadequate one, and that my son's account is correct. Mr. Brown has confirmed in every way

the high opinion I have always held of you. I don't say you have forfeited it, but I think it would be better if you went on to some other place."

        
Archie at least had the satisfaction of parting with John on good terms. Old Brown came across to the Quarters and presented him with a cheque which John had given instructions was to be handed to the young fellow. It included a substantial present

        
During the following day Archie was busy looking out his various belongings. He gave some away, sold his spare horse, and arranged for one of the waggons, on the eve of starting, to cart his goods to Napier.

        
He also, as the result of much thought, interviewed Jake.

        
"I'm leaving Te Henga," he said.

        
"So I've 'eard."

        
"Ngaia's going down to Napier, and I want to know if she has your permission to marry me, supposing I can persuade her. May I tell her she has?"

        
Jake looked up. Deverell appeared in earnest, but the stockman imagined that it was part of the game the young fellow was playing. It was not marriage but— well, he wanted to be able to tell the girl her father consented.

        
"Ye can just do what ye blooming well please with the gal. Marry ye! Oh yes, she's got my consent to marry ye."

        
"Thank you," said Archie.

        
"You needn't tell any one just yet," he added, turning away and leaving the stockman. It was enough for him that he could now make the necessary declaration, though he shrewdly suspected that Jake had small belief in the honesty of his purpose. There was no use, however, discussing the matter with him.

        
The day after Ngaia had started by coach Archie rode off on Jacko with his two dogs. Jack and Arthur saw him several miles on the road.

        


        
"We'll be down for the Show."

        
"I don't expect I'll be there," said Archie. "I may be going off on a trip."

        
"To England?"

        
"Possibly, but not likely."

        
"We'll see you in these parts again before long. Ngaia'll want you."

        
Archie shook his head.

        
"Look here, you two fellows, you can tell old Brown but not another soul. D'ye agree?"

        
They both assented.

        
"Ngaia and I are going to get married."

        
"Fact?" exclaimed Arthur.

        
Archie nodded.

        
"I thought as much. It was a coincidence that smacked of considerable method her going to Napier just when you were."

        
"I don't fancy any one suspects," said Archie.

        
"No, but—well, heaps and heaps of good wishes."

        
"Ditto, Archie old man, and I hope you'll fall properly on your feet. You're starting off with as sweet a wife as a man could wish for, you lucky dog."

        
"You gave her to me," laughed Archie.

        
"I'm inclined to fancy she'd have taken you if we hadn't had the foresight to voluntarily surrender you. Well, fare thee well. Good luck!"

        
"Good-bye," said Archie, and he shook hands with his two friends, and, wheeling round, whistled off his dogs. With a wave of his hat he broke into a canter, and commenced his seventy-mile ride to Napier, or rather, the first half of it.

        
Three weeks later he and Ngaia were husband and wife; he so proud, she so shy, so full of happiness.

        
Ngaia wrote John a letter telling him of her marriage —a letter that never reached him. The news of her having left Napier in company with Archie did. It

 reached Jake also, and in neither report was there any actual mention of marriage.

        
It never occurred to John to doubt it. It never occurred to Jake to imagine it.

        
"He, he, he!" he chuckled to himself, "so she's been and done it. I knowed it. I'd 'a bet my last cent on it Now, my beauty, you'll soon wish as 'ow ye 'adn't left yer 'ome. It's just what I wanted; by 'eavens it is. What d'ye think of yer blooming daughter now, Mr. Anderson, eh? He, he, he!"

        
Every now and then, as he was cantering along towards the sheds, Jake would take his pipe from his mouth and indulge in a fresh chuckle of delight. He never chuckled with his pipe in his mouth—it bubbled the tobacco.

        
"I'll go and see 'im. 'E'll want a bit of cheering, I reckon. It's d—d foolish of me, but I can't 'elp it. I want to laugh."

        
Hanging up bis horse at the yards, he walked across to the office where John usually spent the morning. He spat, then knocked. The clerk was out, so he crossed to John's private door and entered. It was insolence, but—it was Jake.

        
John looked up, and bis brows grew knitted as he saw who it was.

        
"Well?" he said curtly.

        
"Wal," remarked Jake, coolly seating himself at the other side of the writing-table.

        
"You've 'eard?"

        
"About—about Ngaia?"

        
"Yes," answered Jake with a grin.

        
"She's married young Deverell."

        
Jake chuckled.

        
John looked at him, evidently not comprehending the laugh.

        
"I've 'eard about 'er going off with 'im, but I ain't 'eard nuthink of marrying."

        


        
John's face grew drawn and angry.

        
"'Ave you?" continued Jake, asking the question in the most innocently suggestive way.

        
"You don't mean to say that you—"

        
"Ain't 'eard of no marriage. 'Ave you?"

        
"No, but—"

        
"Ye ain't likely to. 'Course ye ain't 'eard of no marriage, 'cause why? 'Cause there ain't no marriage to 'ear of. Ye don't think a young swell like that is a-going to marry 
my daughter, do ye? D'ye see? It all comes of being ashamed of yer youngster and passing her off as mine in the old days. Sarves ye right. D—d well right, and she ain't my daughter! D'ye see? She ain't fit to be my daughter, not now. It's all very well a-taking on, but what else was likely to 'appen? And I'm d—d glad, d'ye see, Mr. Anderson? I'm d—d glad! Yer daughter, yer beautiful, edicated daughter ain't as good as one of my gals now; she's—"

        
John, who had walked to the window whilst the man was speaking, strode up to him, and gripping him by the throat before he could complete his sentence, shook him.

        
"Don't you dare say it. You blackguard, you drunken hound! It's a lie you've brought to me; a lie. Ngaia's no more capable of doing wrong than you of doing right. Now you go, and, mark you, it will take very little more for me to put it out of your power to do me or her any harm. Then I'll turn you off the run, and you may starve for all I care. Do you hear me? Starve, I say, starve. Now go."

        
The old man's passion seemed to lend him strength. He shook the shrunken smelling wretch like a dog would shake a rat, and then flung him from the chair.

        
Jake got up from the floor.

        
He paused on the threshold.

        
"I'm a-goin', but that won't bring ye no peace. Ye

 can't undo what ye've done. It can't 'elp 'er, not now."

        
With that Jake walked out. John watched him as he passed down to the woolshed. He turned from the window and dropped into the big chair by the fireplace.

        
"It can't be true, it can't be. Oh, my God, it can't."

        
Three or four days later he knew that it was not true, and that Archie and Ngaia were married. A letter from Miss Spence confirmed it.

        
More than that John was unable to learn, except that Archie and Ngaia had disappeared.

        
"They told me that they would be gone at least three months, and that they would write to me or come and see me the moment they could," said Miss Spence, upon whom John, in his anxiety for his child, had called. That more or less satisfied him.

        
"You will communicate with me as soon as ever you hear, Miss Spence," said John. And with her promise to that effect he had to rest content.

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




A Maori Maid

Chapter XXXIII





        

          
Chapter XXXIII.
        

        

Archie, after his arrival in Napier, lost no time in completing his preparations for the journey. He knew exactly what he would require and obtained it. He purchased two riding horses, for himself and Ngaia, and four pack-horses, all six of which were Maori-bred beasts accustomed to thrive on the scantiest pickings. He also bought four pack-saddles, and a man's saddle for Ngaia. His camping equipment consisted of a small six-foot tent and fly to sleep in and a spare fly to be used as a kitchen. "Our front parlour," as he laughingly explained to Ngaia. Some tin dishes for cooking or prospecting, as the circumstances might suggest, some enamel iron mugs, a kettle and three billies comprised the cooking utensils, with two or three knives and forks and spoons by way of table furniture. For "tucker," or provisions, he laid in as large a supply as possible of flour, some tinned extracts, and a large quantity of tea, in all enough to last them a good four months.

        
Ngaia's outfit proved a greater difficulty. She measured herself according to a diagram on a tailor's card, and then he ordered the clothes. They were his chief extravagance, for rough as the suits were to the eye they were of the best and most serviceable material he could get. He had thick laced boots made for her, and a heavy pair of leather waders that would reach to her knees.

        
Every day he called round at the school for her, and 

informed her of the progress of matters and generally ended up by taking her off to assist him in coming to a decision on some further detail. He made her feel equal with himself in every preparation, in every phase of the undertaking. They were in fact ideal lovers. They might for all the world have been husband and wife these many years, so perfect was their companionship. There was no ostentation of caressing and love-making, no public billing and cooing, not even when alone with Miss Spence. She never met him or parted with him but with a kiss, and he never attempted, nor would she have liked him to fondle her, after the manner of those people who seem always intent on advertising their mutual and often artificial affection. It is like gilding gold for true lovers to parade their love.

        
One morning when Miss Spence was out he arrived with a parcel obviously expected by her and mysteriously and quickly conveyed to her room. She locked the door and cut the string, and presently, amidst blushes even in her solitude, she stood before her glass no longer a pretty girl but assuredly the handsomest, most roguish lad a lass ever loved. The suit fitted her perfectly. It was strange and awkward but not uncomfortable. She walked about the room and grew more accustomed. It felt stiff and rough and she missed the gentle swish of her petticoats. Then she coiled her hair—she had suggested cutting it, but he had forbidden her—and put on the felt wide-awake. That and the heavy boots completed the transformation, and she realised that not a man in a hundred would recognise the slim, dark-eyed boy for Ngaia Carlyle of Te Henga, the acknowledged beauty of the whole province. She plunged her hands into the capacious pockets and swaggered and stood before the mirror and laughed and—wished Archie could see her. Then she was glad that he could not; and she felt a sense 

of regret that she should be obliged to lay aside her pretty things and appear awkward and like a man. She was a girl; and he loved her because of that, and because she was beautiful and graceful with just the touch of proud self-respect that sits so well upon a tall, handsome girl.

        
Yet to travel through the bush in a skirt and petticoats and with the restraint of a woman's dress was impossible, although—why not? In the evenings, when they had reached their destination, she might sit with him in camp herself, her proper self, in her own proper clothes. She could take just one dress and a change of underlinen. They could be rolled up very small and it would be a surprise to him.

        
So it happened that he was given a parcel, a mysterious parcel he was ordered on no account to open, a parcel that was to be carried on one of the pack-horses and be kept for her until she asked for it.

        
The marriage took place in the office of the Registrar. Miss Spence was one witness, and like an April day kept smiling hopes of happiness through her tears and weeping reassurance in her joy. She bustled and dropped things in her excitement and kissed Archie. Then they all had lunch together, and the old lady learnt that the honeymoon was to be at Hastings.

        
So it was for a couple of days, wild, delirious, happy days. Then they returned to Napier and told Miss Spence that they were going for a trip of enjoyment, that they would be away at least three or perhaps four months, probably longer, and that their destination was a profound secret.

        
Archie had schooled Ngaia with maps and plans in the general lay of the country into which they were intending to penetrate, until she was as conversant as he himself with the tracks they would have to pick up and follow.

        
From Napier due west the land is chiefly flat, relieved 

by gentle undulations. The soil is rich and fertile, and over it stretch some of the finest sheep stations in the colony. For the most part the country is devoid of heavy bush. In many places the rivers have through ages opened out on the flats and formed huge swamps, some of which, easily drained by the ingenuity and perseverance of man, have become extraordinarily fertile.

        
As the long, winding coach road trended farther and farther to the west the face of the land gradually changed. The rise and fall were sharper and more marked. Clumps of bush grew more frequent and heavier until, as the high range, that stretched north and south like a gigantic barrier across their road, drew nearer the open country gave way to light bush, broken here and there by large patches where the trees had been felled and grain had been sown.

        
Ngaia was dressed in her riding habit, and it was a testimony to her skill as a horsewoman that no one would have imagined that she was riding on a man's saddle with the off-side stirrup flung over the pommel and lengthened.

        
Both she and Archie carried swags in front of them consisting of a warm sleeping rug and an oilskin. In the capacious saddle-bags were sundry odds and ends and smaller requisites, with a pannikin held by the flap-strap. Jingling on Mignon II.'s (so Ngaia had named her new steed) flank was the billy in which they boiled their mid-day tea.

        
Archie's appearance as he rode steadily along was workmanlike but uncouth in the extreme. He wore a felt wide-awake, comfortable no doubt, but decidedly not new. He had taken off his coat and made it fast on top of the swag in front of him. Over his saddlebags was a sack, an ordinary rough sack sewn up at both ends and half filled with tin dishes and sundry unbreakable articles, light but difficult of storage on a 

ack-horse. His method of arranging it on his animal was simple. Clasping the bag in the centre, he would adjust the contents so that they lay in fairly equal weight and proportion at either end, after the manner of a huge silk purse; then he would throw it over his horse so that the full ends fell on either side with the empty centre of the sack across his saddle. His sitting on this held the sack in its place, and two better saddle-bags could not have been devised than the filled ends thus became,

        
The pack-horses, jogging on in front of them, carried full loads, three being laden with practically nothing else but provisions, the fourth carrying the tent and an assorted mixture of clothes, shovels and picks, some rope, a digger's cradle in bits, and lastly, Ngaia's mysterious parcel.

        
It took them three days to reach the foot of the range where the road commenced its long climb of the steep pass. On the left steep slopes towered precipitately upwards. In many places bare rock stood out from amongst the vegetation grey and weather beaten. Huge trees overhung the roadway, and in the whimper of the breeze rustled their green foliage. Patches of fern and tufts of cocksfoot grass, once blown from the seed-bags being carted up from Napier, covered the bank and even stooped and whispered into the tiny stream trickling in the ditchway. Only at intervals could two vehicles pass abreast, and no rail or fence edged the road on the right where it fell away into the gully. There the tops of lofty trees fluttered on a level with the riders, their trunks lost in a steep, soft carpet of wild fuchsias and fern-trees and scrub. On the very edge an occasional cabbage-tree palm shot swaying into the air, clattering and flapping its stiff top-knot in every breath that stirred. Now and again a pigeon, flying from some tree, would start with a whir, and, sailing with outstretched wings, would dip, like 

the sag of a long stretch of wire, over the huge depth below and rise on the other side of the gully to disappear into the dense bush. It was springtime and the air was alive with the piping of young birds and the whistle and pop of tuis, the soft call of the pigeons and the harsh, quick shrieks of the kakas.

        
Neither Ngaia nor her husband gave over-much thought to the grandeur of the scenery about them. They were approaching the true commencement of their rough adventure and their minds were busy.

        
"I believe, Archie, it would be better to turn off at the foot of the hill and try and pick up the old track leading to the junction of the Porounaki and Kawatau."

        
"Better than following the old Awahei track?"

        
"Yes."

        
"You see," she continued, after a few minutes' silence, "the Awahei track'll be just as overgrown and it's much longer. We might strike the head of some creek that leads into the Kawatau and could then double back to the foot of Aorangi."

        
"The bother'll be with the horses."

        
"It's the same either way. We'll practically have to cut a new track."

        
He looked at her with a smile.

        
"It's rough work, sweetheart."

        
"I'll do it," she said with a toss of her head.

        
"I'm inclined to agree with you about turning off at the foot of the range. Oh, it's a wonderful little manager, a marvellous little organiser it is," he added fondly.

        
"She isn't little. She's tall for a girl; and it's a very silly old husband she's got, though he is the best and bravest fellow in the world. He can't help being that. You'll get the horses through, Archie," she continued.

        
"I wonder," he said laughingly, "if there's anything in the world you think I can't do?"

        


        
Oh, you're not to be too proud of yourself; just because—because I'm proud of you. That's my privilege. I know one thing you can't do."

        
"And what's that?"

        
"Without me," she whispered, looking at him almost shyly, though he was her husband.

        
"I'll own to that," he answered with a smile, ranging up along-side of her and placing his hand on her shoulder.

        
"Be quiet, Archie. You're not to," she cried, laughingly endeavouring to free herself.

        
"There's only Ross and Slapper to see. I don't think they'll be very angry. Just one kiss, Ngaia, I shan't see a pretty girl after to-day for weeks and weeks, only a mischievous young urchin for a pal; a little common boy."

        
"Poor old man," she said in mock sympathy, and she let him kiss her—and more than once.

        
It was high noon when they reached the foot of the range. At a point where a small creek crossed the road they turned off into a tiny clearing which contained some good feed for the horses, and halted. Ngaia unsaddled Mignon and tethered her, and whilst Archie fixed up his own horse and the pack-horses she built a small fire and set the billy.

        
Then they held a council of war, and after much deliberation, and the earnest study of a big tracing Archie had made, they decided to push down the creek for a while and strike into the bush on its left bank.

        
"You must get out of that habit, sweetheart, the skirt'll be in your way and torn to bits before you know where you are. I'll get your other things."

        
He went across to where the pack-horses were munching at the clover and unstrapped a parcel off the top load.

        
"Here it is," he said, handing it to her. "Go off 

round that old totara; not that any one is likely to pass this way. And let me tell you," he added, laying his two hands on her shoulders, "you're the pluckiest wife a man ever had."

        
She blushed and smiled in her pleasure.

        
'"You don't mind these things, Archie—very much?"

        
"I'd rather have you with me as a boy than be without you. Just one last look at my pretty sweetheart and then to be reconciled to a little vulgar boy for a mate."

        
"You don't know anything about it. I'm—well, I don't mind confessing it—I've fallen in love with myself as a boy; whilst as for not seeing me again as a girl, why—oh, well, it's time I changed." And slipping away from him she hurried down the little slope and disappeared from view.

        
It was not long before she returned. The transformation was complete. The tall, handsome girl was lost in the slim, dark-eyed boy, who faced Archie with an indescribable look of infinite shyness and roguish merriment.

        
"I must kiss you, Ngaia, or 'pon my word I shall believe I've completely lost you."

        
"You see," she explained as he held her in his arms, "I must wear braces. If 1 wear a belt it shows my waist."

        
"They are a bit loose about there, aren't they? What a little waist it is to be sure. But it doesn't really matter. After all, it's not a disguise your dressing like this, it's a convenience. You'd better wear a belt to carry your knife in. It's as well to have a knife with you in the bush."

        
She strapped on the belt, and in the slim, supple waist the disguise was destroyed, and the fact of her being a girl in man's clothing revealed.

        
"I like it best so," he said, surveying her.

        
"It makes me look a girl."

        


        
"Yes," he answered gently. "Though I don't think you'd be taken for one, at first sight anyway."

        
"I like it better then too. I'll do without the braces," she added, and she unfastened them and rolled them away with the habit, which he tied into a parcel and fastened to the pack-saddle.

        
"Well, here goes for our first plunge," said Archie, running his finger along the edge of the heavy slasher he had armed himself with. "I'll go on in front and clear the vines and branches a bit, and you must bring up the rear and drive the horses. Mind if anything goes wrong you're to whistle; I mightn't hear you call."

        
They drove the horses into the creek, and turned them down stream. Archie pushed on to the front, and Ngaia came last. The difficulties were not great for the first two or three miles. The water in the creek was low, and the bed fairly smooth. The horses grew accustomed to wading in and out and good progress was made.

        
It was cool down in the depth of the bush. Far away overhead was a long, narrow streak of blue, and on the highest tree-tops could be seen the glare of the sun. An immense silence reigned over the dense mass of trees and vegetation, a silence too profound to be broken by the chattering of the creek or the ceaseless hum of insects or the calls and cries of birds. Countless midges and gnats and summer flies flitted about and above the water. In places the travellers would come upon still, clear pools unruffled until the horses splashed into them.

        
How is it possible to paint in mere words the infinite beauty, the supreme grandeur, the tenderness, the gentleness of the New Zealand bush? It whispers, it sighs, it is deliriously still, it is teeming with delicate, harmless life. Neither beasts of prey nor animals that can wound or hurt are to be found in it. No snakes 

nor venomous insects lurk amongst the undergrowth or under the fallen logs. There are no high lights, no brilliant colourings of flowers, no birds of gorgeous plumage. The foliage is green in every exquisite tint, the tuis are of a bluish black, the pigeons are grey, the kakas a sober red. There is a sense of majesty and hugeness upon you as you follow the winding root-strewn track, for the great totaras, kahikateas, and ratas tower to a vast height with mighty branchless trunks clothed in rough, shaggy bark. You learn to know each tree by its bark, more readily almost than by its foliage. The totara is sheathed in a brown, fibrous, matted coat, unlike the smooth dark brown of the rata or the shimmering silver of the matai or greeny grey of the kahikatea. Lesser but lovely trees strive with the bigger ones for space to live and breathe in; and as your eyes roam through the forest you seem to realise the silent, infinite struggles of the giants jostling and thrusting and reaching and strangling each other in their efforts to breathe the passing breeze and reach the sunshine.

        
Wild fuchsias and lovely shrubs, content to flourish under the shadow of the forest monarchs, form a dense undergrowth. Here and there on every side gentle tree-ferns with long, graceful fronds ask all around to behold and worship them. In every chance breath that stirs the white underside of their foliage glints like silver fish in still water.

        
Vines and supplejacks and numberless creepers hang in festoons from branch to branch and twist and climb about the trunks. Everywhere is a carpet of ferns, some scarcely to be seen, others reaching above the knee. Even they in turn tread a glorious carpet of mosses of countless varieties. Pretty birds flutter from branch to branch, and through the shrubs tuis flit in ceaseless ecstasy of living, whistling and uttering their strange pop so like the drawing of a tight cork. High 

overhead in the topmost branches pigeons peck the berries and call to each other, and kakas screech discordant harmony.

        
Once or twice in their progress along the creek Archie and Ngaia found their way completely barred by some huge trunk which had fallen years and years ago across the stream and, covered with creepers and curious ferns, formed a natural bridge. On such occasions Archie had to clear a way up the bank and around and down again into the creek.

        
It was not easy work, and frequently he called a halt, apparently for some such purpose as that of lighting his pipe or resting himself, in reality to make sure that Ngaia was safe and sound and withstanding the fatigue.

        
"You're a born bushwoman," he said, leaning against the bank by the side, and holding her hand and patting it and idly twisting the wedding-ring on her finger.

        
"I wonder if you're wise to wear that, sweetheart? It might fall off."

        
"It won't; see, it's quite tight. It's never coming off, Archie, never. I wonder," she continued, "if we'll be able to pick up the old track?"

        
"Rather, although I expect it's pretty well overgrown and won't be much use to us. It's a mile or so below a waterfall we've got to come to, and it runs along the bank of the creek for a little distance and then bears away to the left."

        
"I suppose there's no gold in this creek."

        
"No, it's not likely. All this country is clay formation. There's a big spur away here to the left, over which the track ought to lead into a large flat. It's there where we leave the old Maori track, if we ever find it, and push away in towards the foot of the ranges."

        
"If the worst came to the worst we could strike the Kawatau and push up to its head. It must rise somewhere up by Aorangi," said Ngaia.

        


        
"I believe it does, too. However, 
en avant, ma che'rie" he exclaimed, and once again the little party continued its way.

        
Another hour's travelling brought them to a spot where the creek opened out. Along the banks were some pickings for the animals.

        
"Camp-ho," called Archie.

        
They caught the horses and Archie unstrapped the tent and pitched it, whilst Ngaia lit a fire and unrolled the rugs. Then whilst she prepared the tea he set to work and collected a stack of firewood for the night

        
They enjoyed their meal, nor did they waste much time between finishing it and turning in to bed. They merely waited until Archie had smoked his pipe; and assuredly any stranger, suddenly lighting upon them, would have deemed it strange to see the tall, bearded young man leaning back against a tree with a boy, his long hair in a tail over his shoulders, sitting by him and half embracing him. Had such an unseen visitor listened he would possibly have wondered still more as he overheard their conversation. It was the talk of a man and a woman, deeply, desperately in love with one another, and still in the first ecstatic charm of their honeymoon. It was the talk of two adventurers on a wild and difficult journey, seeking to win from the silent, inhospitable country they were invading a portion of its buried treasure.

        
It was indeed a strange, romantic honeymoon, a honeymoon of mutual enchantment, a honeymoon where disaster, even death peeped out at either of them in every mile of their journeying, a honeymoon of romantic achievement and a curiously tragic end.
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In the first grey haze of dawn Archie was astir.

        
"Lie a bit longer, sweetheart," he insisted, and he slipped into his clothes and made up the fire and had the billy boiling by the time she was dressed. Then he brought back the horses from their short wanderings in search of food.

        
"We must keep a sharp look out for pigeons, Ngaia. Sling your gun over your shoulders, and we'll see if the clods of clay at Te Henga and the shooting gallery at Napier have proved a good school."

        
"I nearly ruined the poor old man in Napier towards the end," she laughed. "I'm afraid, however, shooting one's lunch or tea in the bush is quite a different matter."

        
"Watch for them on the meru-trees. You won't get them on the wing, the bush is too thick. They'll not be very fat, either. There are not many berries just yet. It's too early. Now then, I'll strike the tent."

        
"I'll wash up and pack away the—the silver and— er—breakfast things. It sounds better than dishes and billy and pannikin."

        
Two hours' steady travelling, still along the bed of the creek, brought them to the fall. It proved to be their first big difficulty. The banks were steep and thick with heavy timber. Both Ngaia and Archie set to work to find the easiest track down to the lower level. Ngaia, by nature as good a bushwoman as her 

husband was a bushman, found an easy track. Half an hour's hacking and hewing on the part of Archie enabled him to make it possible for the horses.

        
"Now we must keep a sharp look out; the track turns off somewhere below here."

        
"We'd better stop every few hundred yards and see if we can pick up any sign of it. I doubt whether we will."

        
In this manner they made slow progress for a mile or more.

        
"I'm getting a bit anxious, sweetheart. We ought to have picked it up by now. I'm going to have another look."

        
Climbing up the bank they left the horses nibbling at the ferns and scraps of grass, and plunging into the bush on the left bank they recommenced their search.

        
Picking up an old Maori track is always difficult, sometimes it is an impossibility. There is nothing to indicate that a defined path ever existed. In one sense perhaps it does not exist. Cutting a line through the apparently virgin forest which seems easier than any other is the only realisation one has that the track has been picked up; that, and the fact of its avoiding sundry insuperable obstacles.

        
Suddenly Archie heard Ngaia coo-ee. Answering her he pushed through the scrub and came up to her.

        
"See there, Archie."

        
He turned in the direction in which she pointed, and his eyes fell on the trunk of a huge totara. It had grown in a curious, unnatural manner. A long, narrow strip, almost black with exposure, was bare of bark. On either side the trunk, with its long, stringy covering, had grown out and around, until it seemed as though the bare strip was gradually receding into the heart of the tree.

        
"That patch has been stripped of bark ages ago 

by some Maories out bird-hunting. It never grows afterwards and the rest of the tree has been growing round it."

        
"The track must be about here."

        
"Not necessarily, but—I believe we're just about on the track. It's not half as over-run a bit farther on."

        
"Let's try it. We know where we want to get. Let's try, Archie."

        
"I think it'd be better to turn off a little lower down."

        
"You get through and I'll go back and bring the horses down."

        
"All right, sweetheart," answered Archie, and he pushed on through the scrub in a line parallel to the stream.

        
They turned off, and the most arduous portion of their undertaking commenced. Without the horses there would have been no great difficulty, but their presence with the packs rendered it necessary to cut a comparatively clear track. Under the circumstances they made wonderful progress. Twisting and turning to avoid this tree or that patch of scrub, they forced the horses to clamber fallen logs and huge roots, and to slide in and scramble out of sundry creeks in a truly marvellous fashion. It was hard work, for horses are silly and timid and not easily to be persuaded.

        
Archie realised that they were making a long and gradual ascent, until it was apparent they had reached the summit of the spur. Descending the farther side they kept more to the east than they had.

        
Day after day they persevered, and so far without illness or serious mishap beyond scratches and bruises. Already they had been over a week in the bush, and every hour they were expecting to see the shade lighten and to find themselves on the bank of the river they were aiming for. At any likely creek they would stop and wash out a pan of dirt, only rarely finding 

even the colour of gold. The treasure, if it existed, lay farther towards the ranges!

        
Ngaia had withstood the hardships of the journey marvellously well, and was in the best of health and the wildest of spirits. Whatever uncertainty might have occasionally tapped at her heart, she never permitted herself to appear otherwise than confident of ultimate success. She cheered and encouraged Archie to further effort when even his indomitable pluck and perseverance seemed to have reached their limit. She filled him with her sanguine expectations of the gold they would unearth, until both dreamt superb dreams of a new El Dorado they were to discover.

        
"We'll find nuggets, Archie, great nuggets. Why shouldn't we? Why shouldn't the gold be as rich here as it was over in Victoria in the old days?"

        
"There's no reason. It's there. These great, grim old mountains are sentinels over millions and millions of treasure. But it wants finding, sweetheart."

        
"We'll find it, Archie."

        
"Yes, we'll find it, or some of it. Enough to be rich with. Then I'll be able to take you home to England and go into Parliament."

        
"Go home to England! Fancy! Oh, how I should like that! I wonder what your people would think of me?"

        
"Just about what I think: that you're the dearest, sweetest girl in the world, and as good as you're beautiful."

        
She smiled. She loved to hear her praises sung— by him.

        
"Is Parliament your ambition, Archie?"

        
"Yes, or part of it. Oh, I'm horribly ambitious, really."

        
"What is your ambition?" she broke off. "You've never told me just the very truth of it."

        
"You mustn't laugh, then. It wasn't such an 

impossible ambition once. Now it sounds almost ridiculous."

        
"Ridiculous—now! Not—not because you've married me, Archie?"

        
"Ngaia my pet! Not for that. A hundred times no! You've brought it nearer to me, for you've unconsciously kept me to my old hope. It's my penniless position that has thrust it away from me."

        
"Tell me something about your father, your old home, Archie; everything."

        
"There's not much to tell. My mother died when I was quite a kiddie. The governor was very rich then. You see, there are a heap of estates and great houses that go with the title, but from what the governor has written to me they're mortgaged now far beyond their actual value. When I left the 'Varsity I thought of going into politics—that's my ambition. Somehow I couldn't shake off the longing for a life out in the Colonies, at any rate for a few years, when I hoped to come back to England, and with the governor's influence and his wealth—which would eventually be mine—to get into Parliament, and—and one day—"

        
"Be Prime Minister of England. Oh, Archie, that was your ambition, eh?" exclaimed the girl, clapping her hands, her eyes glistening with excitement.

        
The young fellow flushed under the brown tan.

        
"Doesn't it sound ridiculous?"

        
"Not a bit."

        
"It wasn't once. You can understand."

        
"It wasn't before, and it isn't now. You've got to succeed and you will. Of course you will. You've got the pluck and the brains."

        
"And the wife. I mean it. My dear girl, you don't realise how beautiful you are. It won't turn your head coming from your husband, but I tell you, sweetheart, you're the loveliest woman I've ever seen—and I've 

seen a good few. You're clever, you're charming, and you're ambitious, or you will be."

        
"Ambitious! Oh, I never thought of it before except—except the ambition of being your wife. I had no desire beyond that and I don't think I ever will have for myself. But for you—oh, I shall be ambitious for you. It's in me now, Archie. You must succeed; and become great and famous."

        
"That'll mean you too, sweetheart."

        
"Because I'm your wife. Oh, how I must try and help!"

        
"So you will; so you are now. You've kept me going the last two or three days when I might have chucked up the sponge; and when we get to England, well—beautiful wives can make themselves great powers in English society and can help their husbands just where they want it most."

        
Ngaia remained silent for just so long as it might have taken a leaf to flutter from the topmost branch to the ferns. She was sitting on the ground as a man might sit, with one leg stretched out and her hands clasped round the other knee on which her chin was resting. They had halted for their mid-day meal and to give the horses a brief spell.

        
"I wonder," she said slowly, "if I should really be able to help you? Look at me in my great hobnail boots, my man's dress, all splashed and mud-stained, and imagine me in silks and satins on my best behaviour, my best deportment, as Miss Spence would express it, amongst famous men and women."

        
"You'd be queen amongst them all—tall, graceful, beautiful By Jove I how proud I should be of you."

        
"The women—they'd freeze me. They'd never let me forget that they were ladies, whilst I—"

        
"Are one also, sweetheart."

        
"I! Am I? I'm well educated. I don't drop my h's. I write and speak in tolerably correct English. 

I can talk French and German. I can behave myself in good company and—and I'm your wife. So far I'm a lady. But—ugh! I'm Jake's daughter.

        
"Just imagine," she continued before he could speak, "what that means. Fancy his arriving in England and declaring himself to be my father. It's horrible for a girl to speak of a parent like this. I— 1 almost feel as if the very trees were listening to me and frowning disapproval, but I can't help it. I loathe and detest Jake and—Oh, it was a mistake, Archie, it was a mistake, with such ambitions in your heart as you have, to have married me."

        
"But I have; and I don't regret," he said quietly, "I'm very sorry but I don't. I'd do just the same again. I'm very happy, not regretful."

        
"You mean it? Oh, Archie boy, you really mean it?" she said, reaching out and laying her hand on his arm.

        
"Honour bright," he said, taking her hand in his and stooping over it and kissing it. "I not only don't regret, my sweetheart, but I tell you again it's made me infinitely happier than I've ever been. If I had to choose between my ambition and you I'd choose you. As it is, you're more likely to lead me to my ambition than I was likely to lead myself."

        
"And shatter it when I've helped to make it Socially, at any rate," she said bitterly.

        
"You'll always be pure and good yourself and beautiful. Women who are all that—and remain so— stand unassailably high in the world's estimation."

        
"Even a Jake's daughter—ugh!"

        
She shuddered.

        
"Ngaia," said Archie, "suppose—" and he stopped as suddenly as he had commenced.

        
"Suppose what, Archie?" she questioned.

        
"Tell me," she added quickly as he remained silent "You were going to say something and—and you must tell me now; please, Archie."

        


        
"Ngaia, have you ever had any doubts as to your being Jake's daughter?"

        
She shrugged her shoulders.

        
"Only every time I ever saw him. From the very moment I first set eyes on him I seemed instinctively to feel he was not my father. And yet—he is."

        
"Why must he be?"

        
"Mr. Anderson has told me so. He wrote it. Oh, it was a miserable letter."

        
"Suppose——"

        
The girl's mind had wandered back to the old days.

        
"It condemned me to my prayer," she murmured.

        
"Ngaia, I don't believe you are Jake's child."

        
She turned with a start as she caught his words and drew closer to him.

        
Her eyes were fixed on his with intense earnestness.

        
"You know something, Archie. Tell me, tell me, please; everything, just everything. You know who my father really is?"

        
"I believe so, and yet—I'm not sure, sweetheart. I was talking about you to old Retimana the other day, and trying to pump him. He seemed to guess what I was at, but some chance remark of his made it pretty plain that he knew your father and that he was not Jake. I cornered him more or less on that Your mother's name was Ruta; she was Ka's cousin. She was killed when you were a little baby."

        
"My mother's dead then," said the girl softly.

        
"But my father?" she continued, "did Retimana tell you of him?"

        
"Ruta went off during a summer with a surveying party, and your father was amongst the men of the party."

        
"Was—was Jake one of them? He was on the survey before he became shepherd at Te Henga."

        
"Yes, Jake was one."

        
"Oh!" she exclaimed in a tone of bitter disappointment

        


        
"Ruta continued to live with one of the party after the camp had broken up, both until you were born and after—and it was not Jake."

        
"Archie, he must have been my father—if Ruta was good."

        
"You need have no doubt about that. Ruta was worthy of you, from all I've heard."

        
"Then who was it she lived with? Is—is he alive? Is he better than Jake—after all, he can't be worse."

        
"He was the surveyor in charge of the party-Jake's master."

        
"Jake's master!"

        
"Can't you guess?"

        
She looked at him with a puzzled, inquiring look.

        
"Jake was a chainman in the old days for—"

        
"Archie!" cried the girl, gripping his arm so that he felt the nip of her fingers through his sleeve. Her face was within an inch or two of his. He felt her warm, sweet breath upon his cheeks, her eyes, quivering in the new light that was dawning in them, peered into his.

        
"It was—Mr. Anderson whom he worked for?" she whispered.

        
He nodded.

        
"And—and Mr. Anderson lived with—with Ruta?"

        
"Yes."

        
"Then—"

        
"I believe so," he said, and he felt her hold upon him relax and saw a flush creep over her cheeks, and a look of intense joy flashed into her eyes.

        
"When Ruta died Ka adopted you. Mr. Anderson was married and—"

        
"I was a shame to him. But I'd rather that than—— Oh, I understand it all now; his educating me, his kindness to me, his having me to live at the homestead. I understand my love for him. It must be."

        
"It would be difficult to prove."

        


        
"Archie, we're not thinking of trying. Oh, it's enough to know what we do. His secret must be our secret for always."

        
"I think so."

        
"Yes, yes. Oh, Archie, I'm happier than I can say. I'm the child of a gentleman. I haven't Jake's horrible nature lurking somewhere in me. Come on, Archie, come on, I've new life in me. I've a presentiment, too, that we're getting to the end of this flat and will strike the river soon. 
En avant, mon brave!"

        

          
"Ma cherie!"
        

        

"Mon brave. Dear me," added Ngaia, with a laugh, "I didn't think we'd wear English out so quickly; fancy spooning in French."

        
"Fancy," he laughed.

        
Then he kissed her.

        
"That's English, anyhow," he said.

        
"It's pretty universal, I've read," she answered with a smile. "It's what all girls have to put up with."

        
"Poor girls!"

        
"It's a poverty they rather like."

        
"Well I never! The idea of you of all people coming out with such a statement."

        
"It's your fault. You've taught me, and—and, now you're my husband and there's no one to hear, I don't mind telling you that I think it was just splendid of you never to have kissed me once at Te Henga until—until we were engaged. That made me like you more and more, although—"

        
"You wanted me to all the time, eh?"

        
"I—I believe, I say I believe, I really did."
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A couple of hours' further travelling brought them to a steep incline. Working their way to the bottom they found themselves on another densely wooded flat, which for all they knew stretched for miles.

        
Archie kept somewhat more to the left until the compass showed that he was travelling in a northeasterly direction. It was an unfortunate error.

        
They crossed several small creeks all running from their left to their right—in other words, in a more or less south-westerly direction—and edged gradually away from the higher flat they had been traversing and pushed slowly along.

        
Nightfall brought them apparently no nearer the river up whose stream they intended to commence their prospecting. They made a virtue of necessity and pitched camp in a spot near a creek where there seemed some pickings for the horses. Archie as usual put up the tent, and Ngaia cooked a couple of pigeons and prepared tea. They both enjoyed their rough meal, and lighting his pipe Archie stretched himself out near the fire with a deep sigh of contentment. The swift twilight had almost come, and the stillness of night was creeping over the dense bush. The insect world was falling asleep, save countless mosquitoes flitting and buzzing and stinging with persistent malevolence. Suddenly Archie started up.

        
"Listen, Ngaia."

        
Wondering, she obeyed, and her quick ear caught a faint, distant murmur.

        


        
"It's—it's water, Archie."

        
"The river. It's a rapid. The river's low and the waters are tumbling over the boulders. It's away down below over there."

        
"We've been travelling parallel with it all day and never known it!"

        
"I daresay the cliff's not sixty yards off. We're on a terrace, part of the ancient river-bed."

        
"Then there may be gold where we are," exclaimed the girl.

        
"Just so, sweetheart, if there's gold anywhere it'll be on this terrace along the old course of the river; but it's not here we're going to look for it."

        
"Down on the lower bed?"

        
"Exactly; if we can't find it there then we may try up here, or farther along."

        
"There may be gold in that creek, Archie."

        
He laughed.

        
"There may be; there probably is. But not enough for us—we're going to be greedy."

        
"You can't tell, you don't know," she said excitedly. "I'm going to pan out a dish," she added, jumping up.

        
"Indeed you're not," he exclaimed, scrambling to his feet and catching hold of her.

        
"Let me go, Archie. It won't take me long."

        
"What sleep do you think you'd have if you succeeded in finding good colour?"

        
"I'll sleep well. I won't stir a limb or move or disturb my lord if he will just let me have my way," she said, gently caressing him as he held her.

        
In the dusk he caught the gleam of her brown eyes. Through the stout cloth jacket he felt the slender, supple body. Her lips were parted in a smile, her breath came and went in short, quick sobs as the passion of the moment possessed them. The creek and its hidden gold were lost in the depths of their 

mutual adoration. He drew her to him and, pressing her lips to his, kissed her passionately.

        
Like the dainty, impulsive being that she is, a woman loves, when God and man give sanction, to tease the clumsy hot-blooded creature who is at once her lord and master and the object of her love. It is a wild game when laughing eyes and flushed cheeks speak a confession the lips shyly deny. It is the hour of her supreme command, and, for all the man may care, the world may have ceased to spin so that she smiles and whispers her love.

        
Ngaia was but true to the instinct of her sex in choosing the instant of her husband's adoration and her own willing delight of it as the opportunity to gain her way.

        
"Come along," she said, disengaging herself and holding him by the arm. "You must come yourself now; there's just enough light to dig a shovelful of dirt for me."

        
He drew a shovel from the pack-saddle whilst she picked out the large flat tin dish, and together they went down to the creek. Choosing a spot under the bank of a quiet pool he plucked away the ferns. He threw aside the first shovelful. The water oozed quickly into the hole he had made, but plunging the shovel in he dug out a dripping mixture of gravel and fine sand. He emptied it into the pan which Ngaia held. Once more he dug into the hole he had made and stood with the full spade watching the girl

        
"Shall I do it?" he said.

        
"No, certainly not. I'm going to do it all myself."

        
Standing with one foot on the bank and another on a small boulder rising clear of the water, she held the pan in her two hands. She stooped and dipped it into the stream and commenced swilling the water round and round, flinging it over the edge together with the lighter dirt it carried with it Dipping and 

redipping the pan she continued, until scarcely a quarter of the stuff she had commenced with remained. Then Archie put in the other shovelful and she recommenced her operations.

        
Occasionally she stopped whilst he lit a match, and she picked out the larger pebbles and threw them away. At length she had reduced the contents to a small layer of tiny pebbles and sand.

        
" Bring it back to the fire; we can see better there," he said. "Let me carry it."

        
She handed it to him.

        
"You're not to look before me, Archie," she stipulated.

        
They reached the camp and he gave back the pan and lit a candle. Then together they bent over and examined the contents.

        
The old forest, strangely alive in the dancing shadows cast by the fire, heard a quick cry of startled surprise and a gruffer exclamation of astonishment.

        
In the bottom of the pan, amidst the sand and glistening under the water, lay two flat pebbles, one the size of a pea, the other scarcely as large as a match-head. They were gold!

        
"There's more; see, look at that speck! And there, and there!"

        
"Yes. It's good colour. We'll be able to see better in the morning."

        
"We'll try again to-morrow, Archie?"

        
"Rather, although, unless we have some very extraordinary result, I vote we push on for the larger river."

        
"We'll stick to the original plan, but I'll go and prospect the creek whilst you make a track down to the river."

        
They were up in the early dawn; and, having breakfasted, Archie shouldered his slasher and plunged into the bush at right angles to the course they had been travelling in the previous day. A quarter of an hour 

brought him to the edge of the cliff. He could now hear the river plainly, but it was completely hidden from him by the dense bush and scrub. Over beyond he could see the mountains towering and rolling over and above each other, a mass of dark vegetation and profound silence. Streaks of mist floated about them like miniature clouds, and caught and reflected the early morning sun. Facing him was the outline of a steep cliff, apparently the opposite bank of the river.

        
He spent no time in idle admiration, but vigorously set to work to find a way down. At length he succeeded, and half an hour later he stood on the edge of the rapid.

        
The stream in itself was not of great volume, although probably in flood time it carried a considerable mass of water. On either side, both up and down the river, were high cliffs, in places bare and precipitous, in others, where some landslip of past ages had broken the face, buried in thick bush. Between the cliffs extended a flat stretch of shingle, covered here and there with clumps of koromiko and tutu. Apparently the river had once extended the whole width; now it was content to run in a narrow winding channel and to leave its old bed dry and grass-grown.

        
The appearance of the river was much as Archie had anticipated. In the dry, deserted bed of the old river might lie limitless, fabulous wealth of pure gold.

        
Dreaming, however, was not part of his immediate business. Turning his back to the stream be inspected the towering mass of bush that stretched to the terrace from which he had descended. He chose a spot where the drop seemed most gradual, and he commenced an ascent. With his slasher he was able, after considerable toil, to clear a zig-zag path which, with a little assistance of pick and shovel, would suffice for the horses to descend by. Reaching the edge at the top he picked up his old track and was soon in the camp. He 
un-

strapped an axe and pick and spade and returned to his task of completing the path down to the river.

        
Meanwhile, Ngaia, armed with a shovel and her open tin dish and a pannikin, commenced prospecting the creek. She began at the spot selected by Archie. Her first pan out was a disappointment. There was the colour of gold, a number of tiny specks, and that was all. Her second effort was more successful, and she picked out several beads of about the size of a pin's head. She moved farther up the little creek, clambering over rough boulders and fallen logs until, above a miniature cascade, she came upon a small stretch of still, shallow water. It seemed a likely spot, and she washed out a couple of shovelfuls. Once more she had to be content with merely the colour. Again and again she tried with a like result until she was almost tired out. Presently stepping over to the other bank she recommenced her task. She emptied a quantity of dirt into the pan, and washed it down and filled up again until she had the residuum of several shovelfuls left in the form of a collection of pebbles and gravel and fine sand. She commenced throwing away the bigger stones. Suddenly with a gasp and a tiny cry of astonishment she stopped. She put the pan down on a flat boulder and picked out a small yellow pebble the size of a large marble.

        
It was gold, a nugget; water-worn and threaded with holes, but gold.

        
She examined it, she weighed it, she rolled it over and over in her hand and then put it into her pocket.

        
With infinite care she pitched away the rest of the stones. Then she carefully washed out and looked. Here and there over the bottom of the pan were flakes and tiny lumps of the precious metal.

        
It was no longer a mere question of colour! She had struck gold!

        
She carefully picked out the yellow pieces and put 

them into the pannikin. Once again she shovelled the dirt into the pan and washed out, and once again she found the bottom studded with flakes of the shining yellow metal.

        
At length, tired with her exertions, she paused. She seated herself on a boulder and busied herself with a critical examination of the small nugget with the aid of her magnifying glass.

        
In the presence of the glittering yellow stuff no one perhaps would have stayed to notice what a charming picture the girl or the young lad, as she would at first sight have been taken for, presented. The slender waist testified to her sex and, though she was innocent of all bondage but the leather belt, on which hung her sheath knife and a leather watch-pouch, the grey flannel shirt betrayed the perfection and symmetry of her form and figure. She had laid aside her coat and rolled her sleeves to her elbows, and in the shapely arm, the slender wrist and the tiny hand a keen observer might have suspected the boy to be a woman. Her felt wideawake was pushed well back from her face, her trousers, with their cross pockets, were tucked into the high leather waders; the top button of her shirt was undone and showed the wondrous curves of her throat. All the gold the creek could contain was not worth so beautiful a being.

        
Presently, putting the pannikin carefully away into a place of safety, she looked at the scene of her operations. Some of the holes she had made had already become nearly half full of water, whilst others had fallen in and disappeared.

        
Suddenly her eye fell on a boulder or ridge of rock, and a thought seemed to occur to her. She jumped to her feet and commenced digging just above the boulder.

        
The stone, so far as it was exposed, was rounded and water-worn. It was three feet or so across in one direction, and a foot or eighteen inches thick in some 

places, or more. The shingle around it was dry, but before the girl had dug many inches she came upon signs of water.

        
She threw away the first two shovelfuls, and then, digging with immense energy and without staying to examine the stuff, she stacked the dirt she removed into a heap at her side beyond reach of the stream. In a little while the water filled the bottom of the hole she had made. In spite of this she continued her task until she had cleared a space some three feet in diameter and of a like depth. Her intention was evidently to keep close to the big boulder, and she carefully cleared the gravel and sand lying against it.

        
Presently under the water at the bottom of the hole she struck something hard. Laying aside her shovel she plunged her hands in, and by dint of pulling and tugging she loosened the stone and lifted it out. Forcing her shovel in again she lifted it, running with water and full of gravel and sand and pebbles. She glanced at it. A gleam of yellow caught her eyes and another and yet another. She emptied the shovel carefully on to the heap and continued digging up the gravel and tossing out the water, which was steadily and persistently gaining on her.

        
Once again she struck a hard, resisting surface. Altering the direction of her efforts she cleared another three or four shovelfuls and then again struck the same unyielding surface. It was a ledge or cavity of the boulder against which she was working, or else bed rock.

        
She shovelled up the gravel as carefully as possible, but the task was almost beyond her strength. Yet she persevered. The gold fever had claimed her, and the sight of the golden nobs and pellets glittering in every shovelful she removed fired her to prodigious effort.

        
At length, however, she had to desist. The water had got the upper hand and the sides were falling in.

        


        
She jumped out, and, scarcely sparing herself to take breath, she fell on her knees by the dripping heap and commenced turning it over with her hands.

        
She had struck a pocket of gold. How much more there was, caught through ages by the old rocky ledge and hugged to its bosom, she had no idea. Nor had she any adequate notion of the value of what she herself had dug out. But, without pausing to pick out the finer gold, she filled the pannikin with such pellets and nuggets as caught her eye, adding the first one she had found.

        
Her exertions had made her hungry. Her hands were blistered and sore; her back ached; her temples throbbed with the extreme exertion and the wild excitement.

        
"Besides, I've enough to show him what a discovery I've made. Oh, won't he be pleased!" she reflected, as she carefully bound the pannikin round and round with her big coloured handkerchief. She left the dish and shovel, and clambered down stream towards the camp.

        
She heard Archie coo-eeing as she got farther down and she answered him. Presently he met her.

        
"Hullo, sweetheart! I was getting anxious. Are you all right?"

        
"Yes," she said, coming up to him. "Have you found the river?"

        
"Yes, and made a track. We'll get down this afternoon."

        
"Will we?" she said mysteriously.

        
"Eh, what? Why not? Have you had any luck?"

        
"Little boys shouldn't ask questions—not until they've got into the camp, at any rate."

        
"What have you got tied up there?"

        
"Aha!"

        
"A nugget, eh?" he said jestingly.

        
"No, you're not to touch; you're——"

        


        
"Mind—mind, darling, you'll slip, you wild, excitable creature. I won't touch, honour bright. Come over this way; let me help you."

        
"I'm tired, Archie; just a wee bit."

        
"I thought you were. You look flushed and hot. I didn't like to say so. You'll just lie down this afternoon and have a real good sleep."

        
"I didn't sleep last night, hardly a bit."

        
"I knew you wouldn't—mind, look out, that's right —you shouldn't have gone off gold-prospecting just before going to bed. It's—it's indigestible."

        
"I never moved or tumbled or tossed a bit, I'm sure."

        
"I know you didn't You were lying in my arms as still as a mouse. Somehow I thought you weren't asleep, and yet I could have sworn you were."

        
"Weren't you?"

        
"Not all the while."

        
"You dear old darling! You wouldn't move just because you thought I was asleep. If you hadn't got your arms round me you'd have been able to twist about and turn about and gone right off. I shan't allow it any more," she said laughingly.

        
"I think I'll risk it," he answered, helping her up the bank on to the rough track they had already worn between the creek and the camp. "I don't fancy it was that, you know. We've slept pretty well before. I expect it was the gold. Anyhow, I don't think we'll alter—unless you'd rather," he added, glancing back at her as she followed him.

        
She looked at him with a twinkle in her brown eyes.

        
"Very much rather."

        
"Would you?" he said as he stepped into the tiny clearing he had made round the camp.

        
"Of course not, you silly boy. I wouldn't have you alter the way you treat me in the slightest little bit. 

You're—you're just perfect Now sit down and see what I've got for you. Sit there. That's it. Stretch out your legs. Oh, how clumsy men are with their legs! I don't know what on earth you'd do if you had to wear petticoats. That's better. Now shut your eyes. Keep them shut until I tell you to open them."

        
"All right."

        
"Promise."

        
"Honour bright."

        
Kneeling on the floor beside him Ngaia untied the handkerchief round the pannikin. Then she spread it out before him.

        
"Open," she said, and as he opened his eyes she poured the golden, glittering contents into the handkerchief.

        
"Ngaia!"

        
With one hand on his shoulder and resting her other hand on his knee she looked up into his face.

        
"Did you find this up the creek—this morning?"

        
She nodded.

        
"You've been digging in the water for it?"

        
"Yes. I sank about four feet, and then the water drove me out."

        
He caught her hand and looked at it before she could prevent him. It was torn and bleeding.

        
"By Jove, you are a plucky girl!" he exclaimed; and the tone of his voice, the look in his eyes were, beyond his words, more than a reward to her. Any woman could stoop to any dishonour or rise to any height of sublime self-sacrifice for such praise from a man she loves.

        
Ngaia's eyes swam with tears. She flung her arms round his neck and kissed him.

        
"You think that, Archie? You mean it? Oh, I know you mean it; and it's better than all the gold. You will always think it?"

        


        
"Can you doubt it? Pure and beautiful and brave."

        
Then in her joy and her weariness and her excitement she cried.

        
"Oh, how silly!" she said presently, wiping away the tears. "Fancy a boy crying because—because——"

        
"He isn't a boy, but a sweet, brave girl who has been and stepped just outside her strength. She's going to have a pannikin of tea and something to eat, and then she's going to stay quiet all the afternoon and sleep; and her husband is going to alter his plans, and instead of moving down into the river he's going up the creek to see if he can find a better camping ground. You must get out of your wet clothes, sweetheart," he added, "and turn right into the blankets and have a good nap. I wish we'd got some of your own things up here. I'd rather cook and wash up everything myself always and have tea with a pretty girl in her own proper dress than have only a rough tom-boy for company."

        
"Would you—much rather? It doesn't make much difference, because I'm still Ngaia."

        
"It doesn't make any difference. It's only fancy or sentiment. My Ngaia with her hair coiled neatly, and in petticoats and skirt and a nice fitting bodice is much prettier than my Ngaia in boy's clothes, I can tell you—at any rate in my eyes."

        
"I thought that too," she answered shyly, "and——"

        
"Well, sweetheart?"

        
"Have you got the parcel, my mysterious parcel? Oh, can't you guess?" she said with a flush.

        
"Of course I can," he exclaimed. "It's one of your own proper suits. I'll get it now, and I'll leave it with you. Undress and get right into bed, and I'll come and fetch your wet things and put them by the fire to dry. And when you get up you'll be the real Ngaia, and I'll be scullery-maid. That's a bargain for 

the future, sweetheart After dark and on Sundays your own proper clothes."

        
"Yes."

        
"Promise?"

        
"Honour bright," she said, using his own favourite expression, and he sealed the promise with a kiss.
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Chapter XXXVI.
        

        

Golden Creek, as Ngaia named the little stream, proved for a time marvellously rich in gold.

        
It is fierce work, gold digging. It becomes a fever, a mad, hysterical excitement, an absorbing sentiment of intense greed. Usually it begets the worst passions mankind may be prey to. There is envy, almost hatred of each more successful neighbour, there is fear lest you yourself be envied and be robbed of your own success.

        
It is a lucky bag the hole you have dug in the earth. Not a lucky bag of pastime and pleasure but one whence all that is real, all that can give power and place, might possibly be extracted. The beauty of your surroundings is lost. The trees, the distant hills, the splashing stream are smeared and smudged in your mental vision with the yellow of gold. The world is narrowed for the hour to the hole you are toiling in, to the dirt and gravel and stones you loosen with your pick, or shovel to the surface.

        
There is no sign of gold! You are miserable. You are still poor and desperate. You strike blow after blow, and the pebbles and dirt clatter about you. Still your hopes are unfulfilled. You have drawn a blank! You sweat, you are dispirited, you curse your ill fortune; yet you persevere. It may want but one more blow. The greatest find yet made may lie a few inches deeper. Illusive, alluring, enticing "few inches!" They are ever there, deep down as you 

may go, until you despair and depart; and a stranger steps into your claim, and you learn that a fortune was within one more blow of your pick, a fortune for him, the toil—for you. Yet your good fortune may come in some other claim. When you are on the verge of joining in a new rush the earth tumbles to your blow and lo! flecks and flakes and pebbles of shining gold are dancing at your feet

        
Gold, glittering, exquisite gold!

        
You are excitable; you kiss and pet the first little nugget you pick out; you almost shed tears. You are not an old hand. He would be cool and dissatisfied. He would pick up the bigger lumps that caught his eye. He would look at them a moment, calculate their weight and slip them into his pocket, or pass them on to his mate, and steadily dig and shovel away, and be equally prepared to find a huge nugget or that the gold gives out and that he has only struck a pocket.

        
Archie, if not exactly an old hand, was naturally a cool, level-headed individual; yet nevertheless to an extent the grip of the gold held him. All things of the world have their grip and are strong in their hold. He was forced to keen effort. He realised the fierce excitement of digging where every shovelful might be studded with the glittering metal. He built fancy castles, and all the while lectured Ngaia for her wild, unconcealed excitement.

        
His first proceeding was to clear out afresh the hole where Ngaia had met with such success. His greater strength and longer reach enabled him to cope with the water more effectually than she had been able to, and he was rewarded with a wonderful result. Whilst he worked with pick and shovel Ngaia washed the dirt in the cradle.

        
Suddenly the supply of the precious metal seemed to give out. During one whole day they could do nothing better than obtain specks only just large enough to see. 

They pushed farther up the creek with no better result, and they determined to shift camp.

        
Amongst the articles brought up by Archie were, in view of possible success, a number of stout canvas bags in appearance resembling flour bags. The gold from Golden Creek was sewn up and carefully packed away.

        
"It's almost a small fortune already," said the girl, surveying the fat, prodigiously heavy little bags.

        
"You wait awhile, and see, sweetheart; we've scarcely made a start yet."

        
The task of driving the horses down the zig-zag was a difficulty even greater than they had anticipated. At length it was successfully accomplished, and the two young people with their two dogs and the horses commenced their journey up the river.

        
The animals, or at any rate the horses, showed signs of the hardships they had undergone. Food had been wofully scarce, and consequently the poor beasts were in anything but good fettle. "Tucker" generally had so far been a scarcity throughout the journey, although pigeons had frequently been shot and several wild pigs. Down in the river, however, it was possible that wild cattle might be met with, and a sharp look out was kept for any sign of their tracks. At any rate there was better feed for the horses.

        
"How far up do you propose we should go, Archie?" asked the girl.

        
"Not very far. That great mountain away to the left is Aorangi, unless I'm much mistaken. If there is gold it must be somewhere here. The reefs run, I should say, across, and I'm thinking of pitching camp at the first likely spot I see, some place where the flat opens in a bend."

        
Throughout the day they pushed on. Ngaia at every halt for food washed out dish after dish of dirt, always finding colour but seldom much more. Gold is rarely 

found on the surface of deep shingle. They camped at a spot where there was a greater abundance of native grass and feed for the horses than the creatures had enjoyed for many a day. In the first light of the following morning they started again. Wide as the old river-bed was the present stream was comparatively small; except in a few deep pools it was easily fordable on foot, although in places the current was dangerously swift.

        
Towards noon they came on a bend in the winding course where the cliffs on the right bank suddenly narrowed. Beyond they as suddenly widened. Scarcely six feet of shingle lay between the base and the river itself. Rounding this point the two prospectors found that the line of cliff, under the shadow of which they stood, widened suddenly with a sweep of sheer, precipitous face.

        
On the left, looking up stream, the river flowed slowly and silently close under the steep, bush-clad slopes. To the right stretched a wide flat covered with scrub and koromiko fringed by the dense bush which extended upwards to the higher ground.

        
From the lofty cliff, forming as it were part of the entrance to the flat, away round to the bush-covered slopes, ran a sheer wall of rock fully a hundred and fifty feet in height. It swept back from the river in a towering, precipitous curve, and made a species of bight or bay with the gravel flat lapping the huge boulders at its base.

        
Archie halted and Ngaia came to his side.

        
"Here we are, sweetheart; just the very sort of place I had in my mind. Ages ago, I expect it must have been, the river came down that long, straight stretch over there and formed a great pool where this flat is. The shingle, for centuries, has been caught in the sharp bend and gone on depositing itself until it has built itself up as it is. There ought to be gold 

here, heaps of it, if we can only get deep enough. It means sinking—and plenty of it."

        
It did mean sinking. Day after day the young fellow toiled, and not a sign of payable gold rewarded him for his perseverance. He rigged up a bucket and a rough windlass by means of which the girl raised the gravel and emptied it into a heap.

        
How uncomplainingly and full of good spirits did she toil. How, indeed, do women always toil for those they love. They endure, they sacrifice themselves, they try to please in trifles when the heart is in travail of great sorrow. They whisper encouragement, they cheer, they caress; they coquet and awaken passion, and in the heat of passion and the brightness of eyes that adore come ambitious hopes and fresh efforts towards success. They hide their own sufferings, they make light of their own troubles. They live for themselves only as an afterthought.

        
She may be ugly and squat and awkward. Yet love transforms, and every act is graceful in its whole-heartedness, every look is beautiful in its sympathy. She is pure and good, and he is ashamed to be unworthy. She is the light, the warmth, the sunshine that nourishes her tiny children into good men and great women. Show me the man who despises women and you show me a man who worships self.

        
It was not gold for herself Ngaia prayed for in each bucket she hoisted. It was for him, toiling at the bottom of the shaft; for him, that he might grow rich and achieve his ambitions, his destiny. She might have been his slave striving with one thought of what would benefit him.

        
And at the foot of the narrow shaft he laboured in a dream of gold and an endless admiration of the brave girl whose life he had linked to his. The strands of that little rope from bucket to windlass surely throbbed with the love between these two young creatures. 

What secret acts of thoughtfulness prompted each to help the other. How he lifted every full bucket, and emptied it a little if it seemed too heavy. How he helped it on its upward journey as far as he could reach, that she might have as light a load as possible. How he praised her and made her feel that her work was as great as his, and how he whispered over and over again that without her he would have failed. How she doubted at first, and looked with her brown eyes into his, and gradually saw that he spoke the truth. How good to her the great God seemed in that realisation.

        
Were this the romance of a fictitious discovery, Ngaia and Archie would probably have succeeded in the great object they had in view by some lucky chance. Subsequently to an extent they did. But the value of alluvial diggings, likely one day to prove amongst the richest in the world, was only brought to light by indomitable pluck and perseverance.

        
It was close on noon. The shaft, roughly and crudely timbered, was fully twenty feet in depth. At the bottom, grimy with sweat and dirt, Archie was at work alternately picking at the hard gravel and sand, and shovelling it into the bucket. He was in his heart beginning to despair of success where he was.

        
Suddenly, as he loosened a large mass, his eye caught sight of something that prompted him to stoop quickly to a closer examination. It was gold, a flattish piece, the size of a shilling. With feverish energy he renewed his efforts. Blow after blow he aimed in the same direction, and as he loosened the gravel be realised that he had struck gold, rich beyond his wildest dreams. He filled the bucket and shouted to Ngaia and told her the news, and then, contented and desperately hungry, he clambered out.

        
Day after day Archie worked in the shaft, and day after day Ngaia hoisted the bucket and stacked the 

gravel. Day after day towards the afternoon Archie and she together would work the cradle, and day after day the little sacks of shining gold increased in number.

        
In the first flush of their discovery their excitement was intense. It was but natural. The takings of each day, carried back to the camp in the tin dish, represented solid wealth earned with amazing rapidity. Nor did there appear any limit to the quantity.

        
At the depth at which Archie was, the precious metal seemed as plentiful as pebbles. Was it a pocket, or had he struck, partly by judgment, partly by chance, the richest patch on the flat?

        
Water was his trouble. It steadily percolated the shingle and gravel, and it required the constant use of the bucket to keep the shaft so that he could work. He presently found too that, without a system of timbering too difficult for him to undertake, he could not drive along the level at which the gold appeared to lie. Nor could he sink farther without proper pumping appliances. There was nothing for it therefore but to commence a fresh shaft, and this he proceeded to do.

        
He chose a spot somewhat nearer the cliff and began operations.

        
His luck had not deserted him. On the contrary it seemed to have improved. At six feet he struck a patch, and curiously enough he found in it the largest nugget they had yet discovered. At a somewhat similar depth to that in the other shaft he again struck gold richer even than in the first instance. In every shovelful of dirt gleamed glistening flakes and pellets and small lumps of the yellow gold; and when this shaft was worked out he had the same good fortune at each fresh one. Ngaia's luck at Golden Creek was put completely in the shade.

        
For three months they continued working the flat, until they were within measurable distance of having 

as much gold as the horses could carry. Ngaia's own luck, however, was not destroyed. It was yet to lead her to a find, destined to become the sensation of the Colony.

        
There was neither judgment nor skill in what she did. She acknowledged that freely and frankly. It was luck, pure luck, and a little quickness of eye.

        
They had finished washing up somewhat earlier than usual and Archie had set to work to fell a tree, a maire, for firewood. It was within a few paces of the camp, on the edge of the bush just above what was once the bank of the old river.

        
He cut a scarf in the side towards which he wished it to fall and then commenced at the other side.

        
Ngaia was watching.

        
Presently there were a number of sharp, short cracks and the huge trunk swayed slightly. Once, twice, Archie swung the axe into the gaping wound. Again there sounded the quick, whip-like cracks. Another blow and yet another; a loud crack, and Archie turned and darted to a place of safety near Ngaia.

        
Slowly the big tree swayed, farther and farther, until, gathering speed, it thundered to the ground amid the crackling and snapping of branches and twigs.

        
It had not fallen exactly as Archie had intended, but swerving a little to the right had struck a meru tree, somewhat smaller in size, and thrust it over, tearing it up by the roots.

        
The girl watched, and suddenly, through the mass of crashing foliage and the dust and dirt, she fancied she saw something bright fall and glisten amongst the torn roots of the meru.

        
She dismissed the idea as a fancy, and thinking no more of it set to work to help Archie cut out a short length of the maire trunk. Presently glancing along, it seemed to her that the afternoon sun was dancing and glittering strangely in the shade of the twisted 

branches of the fallen maire. Was it beckoning to her? Was it calling to her? She remembered what she had noticed when the tree fell, and she was filled with an irresistible curiosity. A possibility flashed into her mind. It dazzled her; and yet——

        
"Spell-ho, Archie," she said, stopping.

        
"What's the matter, sweetheart? Am I too heavy?"

        
"No; only there's something I want to look at"

        
She clambered down to the end of the big tree and dropped in amongst the branches. Wriggling and struggling and occasionally hacking with her knife she at length reached the hole left by the uprooted meru.

        
"What the deuce are you after, Ngaia?" called Archie. "Can I lend you a hand?"

        
There was no answer for a moment. Suddenly he heard her voice.

        
"Archie. Come here. There's nothing the matter; but I want you—quickly."

        
He leapt up, and seizing the axe soon dropped into the hole beside her.

        
She was kneeling on the ground bending over something, evidently trying in vain to move it.

        
She turned.

        
"There, what do you think of that?"

        
He stood for an instant in mute astonishment.

        
"Great heavens!"

        
Lying on the surface of the soft, warm soil, cold, glistening, almost cruel in its gleaming purity, was a huge nugget, a mass of gold. It was of irregular shape and rough and water-worn. Its extreme length and extreme breadth might have been somewhat beyond those of a sheet of foolscap paper.

        
Archie stooped, and after some effort just managed to lift it. It looked even larger than when lying on the ground. He turned it over. It was pure gold. Its immense weight testified to its solidity.

        


        
The girl, still kneeling, glanced up at her husband with a look almost of fear at the value of her find.

        
"Is—is it gold, Archie?" she whispered, "solid gold?"

        
"I should rather say so. What on earth made you look here?"

        
"I thought I saw something bright when the maire fell and uprooted this tree."

        
"By Jove! it is a beauty. It must weigh pretty well a hundred pounds. Ngaia's Nugget! Why, it's nearly as big as some of those they've found in Australia," he said, struggling with the great lump of metal. "I must get it out of this somehow. Don't bring the axe. I'll come back for it. It's dangerous carrying it through these branches."

        
Ngaia only laughed, and picking up the axe followed her husband, not, however, until she had made a close fossick for any further gold there might be. There was none. The great nugget seemed to have held solitary sway.

        
The find was examined and re-examined and weighed on the spring scale Archie had brought to weigh up the side loads. It scaled exactly one hundred and thirteen and a half pounds. Then he made her tell and retell the chance that led to her discovery; and she was almost hysterical in her excitement in having found more wealth than she could possibly lift. Finally the great nugget was carefully wrapped up in a piece of sacking and hidden away with the rest of the treasure.

        
"Now then," exclaimed Archie, "off you go and dress yourself. The maire must wait until to-morrow. I'll get tea ready. No more work to-day."

        
So far as general appearance went there was little enough of resemblance between the Ngaia who sat with Archie at tea and the Ngaia who worked at the windlass and the cradle.

        
It was a tall, marvellously handsome girl neatly 

dressed in a dark cloth dress that suited and fitted her to perfection. It was the Ngaia of old. But shy and sweet as were the brown eyes, gentle as was her manner, there had crept over her the reserve, the self-containment, the beauty of set womanhood. The worship of a girl for her lover had deepened into love and admiration for the man who was her husband and her protector, and might yet be even more to her. The glory of possibilities was about her; and in those possibilities the world had opened and grown more real, more serious.

        
Overflowing with high spirits, pure in every thought, steadfast in one great happiness, she had not suffered by the dangers, the toil and the success of the last three months. She was at times a child to her husband, at times a woman instinct with what was good for him, and she was always bright and brave. Her ambition was that he might never cease to believe her and to find her the best woman he knew. No woman can aim higher than that.

        
"Archie boy, what is the value of the gold we've got now?" she asked suddenly.

        
"Roughly speaking, I should say about sixty thousand pounds. That's including your find, of course."

        
"Sixty thousand pounds!"

        
"Probably more," said Archie with a coolness infinitely more assumed than real.

        
"Oh, how can you talk about it in that quiet way? Sixty thousand pounds! Why—you're rich, Archie. You're—oh, it's a fortune and—— But I ought to have known it amounted to a lot of money."

        
"Enough for a start."

        
"A start!"

        
"Why not?"

        
"Of course! Why not? There's more to be found here. But sixty thousand for, say, four months' work! It's—it's unheard of, Archie."

        


        
He smiled at her wild enthusiasm and shook his head.

        
"Scarcely," he said, "though we've no cause to complain."

        
"How much does it all weigh?" she asked suddenly.

        
"Pretty nearly eleven hundred pounds."

        
"It's as much as the horses 'll be able to carry."

        
"Yes. More, unless——"

        
"Well?"

        
"I think it would be better to keep down the bed of this river than to go back the way we came."

        
"Exactly what I was going to suggest. I believe we are on the headwaters of the Kawatau. It won't take more than four days getting down."

        
"Whatever river it is it must run into the Rangitikei or the Hautapu."

        
"The Rangitikei, or some river bound for the Rangitikei. The Hautapu is on the other side of the watershed."

        
"So I fancy. Anyhow it ought to be quicker to push down the river. We ought to start soon too. The weather's going to break. We'd have a fearful time of it if the river were to flood. Besides, we've nearly come to an end of our flour and my 'baccy.'"

        
"Let's start to-morrow, Archie."

        
"I'll clean up the bottom of the last shaft to-morrow and then plant the cradle and things we don't want ready for next spring, and we'll be off."

        
"We'll come up again in the spring, Archie?"

        
"I will."

        
"Not without me?"

        
"It depends. We must talk it over. Too much men's clothes is bad for a girl. It might become a habit. One thing I'm going to do to-morrow is to peg out a regular claim. The secret is sure to leak out and there'll be a tremendous rush. This side of theriver, I believe, is Government land."

        


        
"We'll stay in Wellington for the session, Archie, may we?"

        
"Rather. We'll take a house, and you shall go to dances and have gaiety galore. You've fairly earned it, you brick," he said, reaching over and patting her softly.

        
"Come on, Archie, down to the river. It's a lovely night and it's almost our last up here. I've nearly grown to love the place."

        
"It's been good to us," he said gently.

        
Together they picked their way across the flat.

        
"You're quite right, Archie, about men's clothes being a bad habit. I'm getting quite a duffer in my skirts," laughed Ngaia as she stumbled over a small boulder. "It's most demoralising for a girl to wear a man's suit."

        
"They were necessary."

        
"You dear old boy! I believe you hate to see me in them. You don't really think I like them, do you? Oh, you mustn't imagine that I'm without my fair share of the vanity of my sex. I love pretty clothes, and as for men's things—poof, they can't look pretty. I warn you, I'll half ruin you with my fine dresses when once I start buying. I believe, though it may sound contemptible, that one of my ambitions is to be a really well-dressed woman. Not reckless, you know, but— oh, I think a woman ought to look nice always."

        
Like the two young lovers they were, they talked simplicities, tender and sweet to them, uninteresting to the stranger. Then as they stood by the stream it and the night and the darkness and the mountains and the great still bush took hold of them and they were silent.

        
The solitude of such surroundings, with their loneliness and majesty, how it crushes you; how it oppresses you; how it overshadows you with its hugeness, its vastness, its silence that not even the cry of birds or 

he splash of the river can mar. It makes you realise your smallness, your insignificance, how paltry all humanity is, how ephemeral, how transitory. Time in such lonely places is counted in generations and ages, not in hours nor days nor years. The old monarch of the forest, falling in decrepitude at the feet of youth to disappear under a shroud of ferns and mosses, is old beyond the span of three, four, five— who shall say how many generations of men!

        
How night and the stars love the great bush and the hills and the silent passing river. Over the mountain sides the high lights are twilight and the shadows blackness. And the stars, kissing the waters and dipping and tumbling in every ripple, twinkle and blink at the brilliance of their images.

        
Ghostly, silent and pregnant of hidden dangers, the current floats by. The life of bright reflection is gone, and night and the stars alone are mirrored. Its mystery grips you. It is a living creature.

        
From whence to where each drop?

        
From whence to where each human life? Who knows?

        
Heedless and regardless the weird, rippling mass floats on with its eddies and its whirlpools. It is like the sweep of eager, selfish men and women waging an eternal war of pettiness and rivalry amongst themselves nor remembering that each and all are rolling, rushing, pelting to the one common end—Death. Such foolishness too as it is, for it seems a waste of time to quarrel when you are dying, and you are dying from the hour of your birth. Tiny wavelets along the banks, not yet sucked into the flowing water, lap the shingle and stay to kiss the boulders and play with the pebbles. They are the children of life innocent of the struggle of living.

        
The weka, sweet bird of the evening stream, raises its soft, plaintive cry; and from the bush echoes the more sonorous note of the morepork. Up the river, on 

the wings of a breeze too delicate to feel, floats the ceaseless splashing of the rapids.

        
Yet the vast silence engulfs such tender sound and all is still. Suddenly from the depths of the bush upon the mountain-side comes a sharp crack and a long-drawn crash telling of some mighty tree or ponderous branch having fallen to its last resting-place.

        
Such a scene at such an hour leads the meanest mind to melancholy. Thoughts of things which are the shadows of living take possession. Life itself seems so small, so unnecessary, so unjust. Such a hurry, such a scramble, so much heart-burning, so much disappointment, such infinite ambition, such insignificant achievements, such stupid glory, such tinselled triumphs, such a value on existence, such a striving to maintain it—and for how long? For a few years. For an infinitesimal fraction of the swing of ages. As if it matters; as if anything matters.

        
A numbness seems to seize the brain. The heart rebels at the thought of quitting solitude and peace for the flare and glare and snarls and snappings of men's company. A longing seems to overwhelm the soul that you might stand in the midst of all that vastness, stand, feet together, straight and upright, and, opening your arms, might pass from your pettiness of being into the bigness and the mystery around you. Be lost, be annihilated, be assimilated, be of the element, of the influence, of the power about you. In the stillness of such a night, in the wildest of winter tempests, in the drenching mists rolling from the mountains over the tree-tops and tumbling into the valley, in the monstrous artillery of prodigious landslips you would be free. And melancholy would be nothing to you in the knowledge that you are what you are for all time, ransomed of the pettiness of shams and dogmas, conscious of an exquisite unconsciousness, existent and 

on-existent, effaced, reborn, once again of and in nature.

        
And you cry out in your pain, and your voice is the voice of mankind recalling a human soul to its cage. All about you changes, all is materialised. The river is no longer a weird, restless power—it would make an excellent salmon stream. The bush is no longer vast, but—it wants felling and clearing and would carry sheep, many sheep. The stone you are standing on has slowly sunk and the tiny ripples, instead of kissing your boots, have, with horrible curiosity—such human curiosity—crept through and your feet are cold and wet. You hear the rapids plainly and it annoys you, for the breeze is chilly. You shudder, you walk back to the camp, you make up the fire to a huge blaze, you light your pipe and you think your tent uncommonly uncomfortable and wish you were out of the solitude and back in the midst of the gaiety and brilliance of the pleasure-seeking world. The thought brings memories; and you smile at recollections of boon companions, of amusing incidents, of fair women, some false, some frail, some—other men's wives.

        
You kick the logs and a shower of sparks shoots into the air; you rise from your seat; you take a last look round; you listen to hear if your horse is feeding well; you may wonder how the morning will dawn; you have forgotten your mood by the river; and presently you are snoring.
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Archie's clearing up proved to mean working out the shaft he was in as completely as the rising water and the risk of caving in would permit; and as a result he made a substantial addition to the store of gold. Not but what it was extremely unwise to have waited so long. The fine weather had lasted with only occasional breaks of rain, but it was now well into the autumn, and the light haze and summer clouds were building up each day into heavier and more threatening masses.

        
Archie dismantled the little windlass and took the cradle to pieces. These, with all his tools, except a pick and an axe and the slasher, he carefully hid in the bush. Finally, having measured and pegged out two claims, one for himself and one for Ngaia, he marked them off on a plan he had made. He dug holes at the four corners of each claim and planted posts on which he cut his and Ngaia's initials.

        
At length everything was ready for a start. The horses were brought in, lean, and in none too good condition, and loaded up.

        
This was by no means an easy task. The bags of gold were difficult to secure, and finally the big fly had to be cut up and the canvas used as sacks for the side loads. These served the double purpose of preventing a bag of gold falling off and, to a large extent, of concealing the true nature of the load. It is not exactly discreet to let it be too evident that a horse is carrying thousands of pounds worth of bullion.

        


        
The journey proved even more simple than they had anticipated, although in places they were forced to leave the bed of the river and cut through the bush.

        
Towards noon of the third day the high cliffs on their left came to an end and they saw a dense totara flat stretching along the edge of the river.

        
"It's the Kawatau, Ngaia, I'm certain of it."

        
"This?"

        
"Yes. We're coming to the junction of the Kawatau and Porounaki. Two more days and we'll be out on the Hunterville road."

        
Archie's surmise as to their whereabouts proved correct, at any rate so far as the junction was concerned. Scarcely two miles from the commencement of the totara flat the two rivers met.

        
They halted soon for their mid-day spell and a pannikin of tea apiece.

        
"Nearly our last, Archie. Two more billyfuls perhaps."

        
"Oh well, we're nearly through now."

        
"I wonder," said Ngaia thoughtfully, "how every one is at Te Henga? Jack and Arthur and—Mr. Anderson." She dropped her voice as she mentioned his name.

        
"Racking their brains to imagine where on earth we've disappeared to, I expect."

        
"Won't they be surprised when they hear? I wish Arthur and Jack had been with us—at least," she added, "I should not have wanted them actually with us, only I should have liked them to have shared our good luck."

        
"We'll tell them all about it. They'll be able to get through as soon as any one and go straight to a claim next to ours—whilst the others are searching along the rest of the river."

        
"Te Henga," the girl repeated, looking into the fire. "Archie, I never realised how much I grew to like the place after—after you came."

        
"Fancy Cyril becoming the owner of it."

        


        
"Yes. Oh, it does seem such a pity! He'll waste his money and starve the place."

        
"Yes. It brings in a princely income now, but nothing to what it will if it's looked after. Cyril'll ruin it all; there's not much doubt about that."

        
"We've made our start now, Archie, and after next summer, if the gold holds out on the flat, we'll be really rich."

        
"Well, we'll invest most of it in the country I've got it in. Nothing pays better than good land, and when we've made enough, we'll go home and see how the old governor is. I'll try and put the property in England on its legs again, and get the family plate and jewels out of pawn."

        
"Archie!"

        
"Oh, it's quite come to that, I fancy—years ago, probably, though I never knew it. The family jewels are rather famous, and the lady of our house is worthy of them," he said, bending over and kissing her.

        
"I want to see Mr. Anderson so much. As soon as ever we reach Wellington, I shall write to him."

        
"I wish," said Archie slowly, "I wish he would tell you that Jake is not your father."

        
Ngaia was silent for a few minutes.

        
"Oh, it can't be helped," she said presently. "If he would only tell me, only give me the right to love him, I should be happy."

        
"It's Jake he's frightened of."

        
"I expect it is. You don't know how horrid that man is, really; you don't know how he sometimes treated me."

        
"And Mr. Anderson sacrificed you to save himself! It's almost broken my faith in him. It was miserably weak and mean."

        
"Sh-sh! Archie. We've no right to say that, to even think it. I—I may be nothing to him. I may be Jake's child, and—and it may be that it was only 

on account of—my mother Mr. Anderson took the interest in me he did."

        
"He oughtn't to leave you at the mercy of a man like Jake."

        
"It's for him to say. Not for me, not for you, Archie. We must never breathe a word."

        
"I've promised, sweetheart."

        
"Besides," she said, and her eyes were bent to the ground, "if I am Mr. Anderson's child I'm—I'm a shame to him."

        
"You—you a shame to any one! My wife an object of shame or reproach! No, no, sweetheart, you couldn't, you couldn't be that. It's been no fault of yours. No one would suggest it. For myself, I absolutely refuse to believe that you're Jake's daughter. It's not possible."

        
"You really believe that? Oh, I must. I want to believe it. I must."

        
"And you do," he said, stooping over her and kissing her under the broad, battered wide-awake; and then catching her two hands he pulled her to her feet.

        
Kicking out the fire they strapped on their billy and pannikins and continued their progress down stream.

        
The river, swollen by the addition of the waters of the Porounaki, was no longer easily fordable at all spots. They were able, however, to continue for a considerable time on the dry river-bed along the one side and had no great difficulty in finding a ford when it became necessary to cross.

        
"We'll camp in another hour," said Archie, towards the close of the afternoon. "We'll easily cross the Rangitikei and reach the Mangataweka flat, on the main road, by to-morrow afternoon, and Ohingaiti by noon the next day."

        
They pitched their camp in a small opening on the edge of the bush. The gold was lifted into the tent, and a heap made of the little bags, over which was cast 

a rug. A couple of pigeons, shot during the afternoon, were plucked and dressed and set by Archie to boil whilst Ngaia changed her rough river-splashed masculine attire for her own more graceful clothes.

        
"Are there any people settled near where we are now, Archie?"

        
"There is a settler named Rayton down at the junction of the Kawatau and Rangitikei, about ten miles down. As the crow flies we're not twelve miles from the Hunterville road, but it's nearer twenty miles by the river and the track."

        
"You've been here before?"

        
"Not as far up as this. I went over to Rayton's place not so very long ago with young Anderson. Rayton's an awfully fine chap, a real good sort. Haven't you ever seen him across at Te Henga, a stoutish fellow with a beard and blue eyes?"

        
"I don't think I ever saw him. Fancy Cyril venturing into such wilds."

        
"He thought he'd get some shooting. He's not a bad shot either."

        
The twilight with the sad rapidity of the far South darkened into night, and the bush and river slumbered. The fire, well fed with dry matai and maire, burnt and glowed and threw long dancing shadows away and away into the depths of the bush. Suddenly Ngaia started.

        
"Archie, what was that?"

        
"What?"

        
"Listen."

        
For a while both remained motionless. Presently the sound of breaking twigs fell upon their ears.

        
"Wild pig, I expect," said Ngaia, ashamed of herself for having startled her husband.

        
"Sh-sh!" he exclaimed shortly and sharply.

        
She glanced at him and saw that he had half risen from the ground and was listening with anxious intentness.

        


        
They strained to catch the faintest sound and presently once again they heard the breaking and snapping of twigs.

        
Archie jumped to his feet.

        
"It's some one coming through the bush."

        
"It's strange up here—at this time," she said.

        
"I don't understand—quite," he answered.

        
Truth to tell he was more than merely puzzled. The knowledge of the treasure lying in the tent and the responsibility of protecting the girl at his feet made him perhaps more than ordinarily apprehensive. To have heard the approach of a man was in itself curious in such an out-of-the-way spot, but it was quite possible that Rayton or one of his men returning from some shooting expedition might have seen the fire and wished to ascertain whose camp it was. All this was possible, if improbable. But far stranger than the mere fact of there being a traveller in the bush was the manner of his approach. He was obviously stealing up to the camp secretly and cautiously.

        
Stepping aside Archie picked up his gun, a thing he would under ordinary circumstances have never thought of doing.

        
"What is it, Archie?" exclaimed Ngaia, standing up.

        
"Pig, I think," he answered, his eyes searching in the direction whence the sound had last come.

        
"Sit down, sweetheart," he said, and she quietly obeyed, nestling close to him and growing anxious.

        
As though the stranger, peering out from the darkness in which the bush enwrapped him, had caught sight of Ngaia when she stood up and had come to a quick decision as to his entering the camp, there was a noise of twigs being broken and scrub being brushed aside. From the black edge of the bush a man slipped into view.

        
He stepped up to the fire.

        
"Who are you? Where are you from?" asked 

Archie sharply. "Who——Great heavens—you!" he broke off.

        
Almost at the same moment Ngaia had leapt to her feet with a cry.

        
In front of them, hatless, in torn clothes, caked with mud almost from his shoulders to his heels, his face gaunt and haggard, his eyes wild and hunted and sunk into his head, his chin dirty with bristles, his lips twitching, his hands scratched and bleeding, stood Cyril Anderson.
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John was suffering. He was worried. He was in grief.

        
Cyril seemed incorrigible. He was plunging from bad to worse. Tale after tale reached the old man's ears of his son's misdoings, and of his vicious life and habits. More than once, in fact, he was obliged to save the young scoundrel from severe trouble by paying off his debts. And they seemed endless. No sooner were a number settled than others took their place.

        
John had, at the very outset, determined at least to be as honest as he could with respect to Ngaia's property. The money he had himself earned as a surveyor, and an annual salary charged upon the run for his work as manager, he destined for his wife and her children. It was likely to prove more than sufficient to keep them almost in luxury. The station and all its profit he considered belonged to Ruta formerly, and now to her child. It was more than enough to make Ngaia enormously wealthy.

        
Without having entered too deeply into his reasons, he had framed and drawn his will in such a manner that after his death Ngaia would succeed to her rightful interest, and his wife and her children to theirs. His reasons in full, written by him rather as a confession, were contained in a letter addressed to Ngaia, and placed in one of the pigeon-holes of his desk. So far, therefore, as Cyril's extravagance was concerned 

John was none too wealthy. For his wife's and his daughters' sakes he could ill spare the constant drain of the ungrateful young spendthrift.

        
Argument, persuasion, anger were all thrown away. The lad seemed utterly callous and utterly heartless, and merely laughed at his father for a mean old miser.

        
Nor did John receive any comfort or sympathy from his wife. On the contrary. She railed at him and abused him for his stinginess. She even cast the young reprobate's evil habits in her husband's face.

        
"If you had not forced him into the town, and made him earn a paltry salary he would have soon settled down. Why couldn't you have sent him to England to college? It's perfect nonsense to say you couldn't afford it. You're abominably mean. What's the use of all your saving? If you're as ill as you say you are, it won't be of much use to you."

        
"No, no. Not to me. I'm not thinking of myself; nor am I stingy. Not really so; indeed I am not. I—— Ah, well—— As for Cyril, you are wrong. He is what he is, just because of his nature. You cannot blind yourself to it. He is bad. So bad that I dread to think of what he may do next. He's killing me, Ethel, killing me by inches."

        
She shrugged her shoulders.

        
Her sympathy was still with her son.

        
"I don't see the use of talking like that. He is our boy, and your duty is to help him."

        
"Help him! Heaven knows I've done that to the last possible degree. It must end some time and I've warned him to expect nothing more."

        
"You mean to say you would refuse to pay anything more for him! I believe you wouldn't care a rap if he were forced into jail."

        
"Ethel, Ethel. My boy in jail! Do you know, it's fear of such a thing that is haunting me, is killing me. I dread lest he should do some wild, thoughtless act, 

and—— Oh, my God, I should die! I should be very glad to die then."

        
The fear was almost prophetic.

        
Cyril completed his career of wild recklessless and debauchery by committing a crime—a common felony.

        
The end commenced by heavy gambling. He was clever and he plucked more than one young pigeon. But there were others again cleverer than he was and he lost. Moreover, he denied himself nothing. He even bought a couple of race horses—in another man's name—and wagered heavily.

        
It was impossible that he could long survive

        
Those who knew him and his doings wondered at his lasting out as long as he did. Afterwards, when the crash came, people said that old Longman and his partner were fools. They should have known. Perhaps they should have. But he was the son of a dear old friend, and wild though they thought him they never for a moment suspected him of absolute evil.

        
He showed his gratitude by almost ruining them.

        
He had found in the managing clerk a weak man whose whole life had been one long toil from office boy to head of the staff. He was a mild, inoffensive old man, knowing little of the world outside his humble home. He had married when young, and his life was the old story of ceaseless, pleasureless drudgery. He took a fancy to Cyril; and, fascinated by the young fellow's wild, reckless ways, he became his slave. Cyril could if he wished be charming, and, seeing in old Clark a useful tool, he laid himself out to please and influence. He taught him the sweets of gambling, and to meet his own more pressing difficulties he induced the old man to borrow from the firm—without the firm's consent.

        
It was all to be paid back.

        
It never was—by them.

        


        
They were detected, but not until they had swallowed thousands of the firm's hard-earned pounds.

        
Forgery and embezzlement, the police called it.

        
Clark was arrested in his own home quietly and unresistingly.

        
Wilson, the detective, was afterwards heard to say that of all scenes he had ever witnessed that in the old man's tiny parlour was the saddest. The home was broken, was ruined, was destroyed.

        
Cyril just previously had obtained leave of absence to visit his parents. He said his leg needed some rest. It was flight.

        
The bomb exploded. The firm was practically ruined; Clark was under arrest; Cyril was "wanted."

        
They soon found him. He was at Te Henga.

        
His idea was to wait until the 'Frisco mail was leaving, to ride up to the northern railway, to reach Auckland, and then, heigho for the Pacific Slope.

        
It was a wild idea. It was impossible. It was impracticable. It was, moreover, too late. The net had closed about him and he was arrested in his father's study.

        
A detective and a constable rode up from Hunterville. They inquired at the yards for Mr. Cyril Anderson and were told that he was at the house. Leaving their horses, they walked across through the side gate into the big drive.

        
Cyril was standing in the drawing-room when the two men came into view. In the dusk he at first failed to recognise them. Yet he started, and his face twitched with nervousness. He had since his arrival been living in an endless fear. As they mounted the steps to the front door Cyril recognised Wilson.

        
For a moment he stood transfixed with sheer fright. He heard the bell, and presently he heard the manservant coming down the hall. Another instant and the men would be inside!

        


        
A panic seized him. He was no longer the conceited young blade. He was a poltroon, a white-faced coward, a hunted thief. Turning from the window with a cry, he dashed across the room and along the hall to his father's study. Swinging the door open with a crash, he burst in. The startled cries of his mother and sister were echoing in his ears. Yet he seemed scarcely to hear. In the hour of his trouble one thought possessed him, one thought only. It was the fear of his guilt. And in his fear his sole hope seemed to lie in his father. It was as though he expected that his sheltering arm Would protect him, even from the consequence of crime.

        
John was seated at his table writing. The lamp was lit and the room was bright and cosy. Cyril's terrific entrance startled him.

        
He feared some accident; some mishap perhaps to his wife or to Daisy.

        
"What is it? What is it?" he asked.

        
"Save me, save me! For the love of God, save me!" the poor wretch shrieked, flinging himself into an armchair, and crouching with his face buried in his hands.

        
"Cyril, Cyril! What is it? What is it?"

        
A tap came at the door and, without waiting for a reply, the detective entered, a neat man in a dark suit. His companion stepped quietly in after him and shut the door.

        
John grew ashy white. A dim, miserable, horrible foreboding, a presentiment of disaster flashed upon him.

        
"Mr. Anderson?" the detective said.

        
"Yes, sir. What can I do for you? What do you want? I am very—I—I am very much engaged for the moment."

        
"I wish a few moments' conversation with your son."

        
"My son! You see him. Is—is it private?"

        


        
"Well, not exactly. You, at least, perhaps know."

        
"I! I know nothing."

        
"I'm a detective, sir. Detective Wilson of Wellington."

        
The old man, who had risen to his feet, tightened his grasp upon the chair. His nails almost dug into the wood. It was the sole sign of his agony.

        
"You want my son, to—to——"

        
"Yes, sir. It's unpleasant, but I've come here to fetch him. I have a warrant, sir, for his arrest."

        
The words seemed to drive life into the young man. Crouching back into his chair, his eyes gleaming and glistening, he shrieked with fear.

        
"No, no, no! Father! father! Save me, save me!"

        
John looked at him. Despite his love for his child, there was something that struck him as horribly despicable in his cowardice. It was, too, almost an admission of guilt.

        
"Silence!" he said, in a low, stern voice.

        
Then he turned to the detective.

        
"What is the charge?"

        
"Embezzlement, sir, and forgery. It is very serious, I'm afraid, sir. I hope," he continued, walking up towards Cyril, "you will come quietly and without trouble."

        
Cyril, for answer, struck out at the man.

        
"Trouble! Do you think I'm going to give in without an effort?" he cried, starting to his feet with a fierce, blasphemous oath.

        
With a quick push the detective toppled him back again into the armchair. He struggled to regain his feet, but the man pressed him back, trying to reason with him.

        
"Don't, sir, don't. It's no use, not a bit of use, and—well, if I must, I must."

        
There ensued a degrading struggle. It had no redeeming feature. The wretched youth kicked, and 

writhed, and shrieked with fear, with rage, with mortification.

        
"In 'is own 'ome, too," muttered the constable, as he turned the key of the door, and came to the aid of his comrade.

        
The resistance was childish, was useless. In a moment or two it had ended.

        
Two soft clicks marked the finish.

        
Crying, weeping, sobbing, Cyril lay in the armchair, handcuffed.

        
As the detective rose and wiped the sweat from his forehead, he turned and caught a glimpse of John Anderson's face. It haunted him for days. He never forgot it. Pain, agony, horror were written on it.

        
The old man had stood motionless, watching the whole spectacle. His tongue seemed tied, his limbs incapable of motion. He was stunned. He was unable to move, unable to act.

        
"I'm sorry, sir, very sorry. I wouldn't have done it if he'd behaved," said the detective.

        
John made no answer. Only there broke from him a great sob. He sank into his chair and, throwing his arms upon the table, he hid his face.

        
He wept

        
At the door the wife, the mother, was beating, was knocking, was calling for an entrance. The constable opened it. Mrs. Anderson entered. She saw, and she realised.

        
She rushed to Cyril's side, and cried and caressed him. He took no heed of her, and thrust her from him.

        
Then she turned upon her husband, and remorse-lessly attacked and upbraided him.

        
It completed the horrible picture.
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It was a night of horror.

        
Do you know what it is to be in a house where Death has come, or the tap of his coming has just been heard? What a hush closes upon every one. Away in the kitchen, beyond all reach of sound to the fatal room, the servants whisper. An awe possesses them, the influence of a great happening, the reflection from the sorrow-stricken dwellers of the drawing-room, over whom lies the dread lest hope may at any moment be toppled into the abyss of that which is accomplished. It is infectious, this melancholy; and even those who have no great sympathy or any cause for profound sorrow find themselves moving in unusual silence, speaking in lowered tones, and shy of a jest or careless laugh.

        
Death is illimitably great—even the most sceptical admit it is the one thing they really know nothing about. But a sudden grief, of lesser majesty than death, thrust suddenly upon the head of a house, will evidence itself even in the demeanour of the servants. Thus it was in the great homestead of Te Henga as the news of Cyril having been arrested crept through the household. The closed library was suddenly the centre of whispered kitchen discussion. Was it murder? Would he really be taken to jail? What would he look like in cut hair and a suit splotched with arrows. The scullery-maid produced a copy of a paper happening to have a picture of a convict in it. Even the cook deigned to bend over with the others to look. Any servant returning from the front 

of the house was at once sharply questioned, and it was wonderful how many reasons for passing near the library were discovered.

        
It was a miserable, slow-moving tragedy that was working itself out behind that door which opened once whilst the mother was led out by Daisy and upstairs weeping and sobbing.

        
The footman, chancing to pass, saw nothing as the door swung to behind his mistress, but he reported, and Yvette, the French maid, darted to attend to her duties, though as a rule she would have grumbled at losing her tea.

        
Cyril had gradually grown calmer and more reason-able. Yet it was only in a degree. He became sullen, but it was obvious that he was not to be trusted to refrain from making some mad bid for liberty. The handcuffs, however, were removed; and it was arranged that the detective or his comrade should remain with Cyril in the library through the night. Dinner was brought to them there, to which the police officer did as great justice as his prisoner the reverse.

        
"You'd better eat," the man said kindly enough, as Cyril refused to have anything.

        
"Mind your own business, d——n you!" snarled the young man.

        
The detective shrugged his shoulders and enjoyed his meal.

        
He and his comrade were the only ones who did. Curiosity had spoilt the kitchen tea, and grief ruined the dining-room dinner. The wretched mother refused to appear. She was weeping and crying and hysterical in her room. For once the hot iron of circumstances had reached her heart and was slowly scorching a horrible wound.

        
Daisy, commanded by her father to appear, sat with him at the table. She could scarcely swallow a morsel, and tears she dared not staunch were trickling down 

her cheeks. At the head of the table, more erect perhaps than he had been for months past, sat John Anderson. His face was as white as his snowy beard, and hard and set. It was almost fierce in its sternness. His brow was furrowed, his eyebrows contracted. His eyes seemed lit as by the light of some terrific passion which the firmly-shut lips were striving to restrain.

        
Yet it was a mask he wore. The keen-eyed butler knew it, the footman knew it. A mask of proud self-respect, of wrath for his dishonour held up to hide the tortured mind, to conceal the bitter, despairing realisation of the shadow that had fallen on him and on all who bore his name.

        
In the library a light burnt throughout the night. John and his son sat together, and the old man learnt some of the truth of what had happened, and much that was false. In a big chair by the fireplace the detective snored, and once jumped up with a cry.

        
"No you don't, my beauty!"

        
He was sleeping, and the responsibility of his charge was upon him as a nightmare.

        
Cyril's safe appearance in Wellington might cost him seven years' penal servitude, his non-appearance would cost the official a pension and a life's career. But he apologised to John and went to sleep again. It was wrong for John to be there at all, but the detective was human, and John was rich; besides, the ride had been long and the saddle hard.

        
It was arranged that Cyril should ride down with the detective after breakfast whilst John went on by himself in the buggy at daylight. He hoped against hope that something might be settled, and the charge withdrawn. He said nothing to Cyril. It would probably be raising false hopes. Indictments for a felony are not easily withdrawn.

        
Jake formed one of the party conducting Cyril to Hunterville. It was by chance, but it seemed a lucky 

one—from Jake's point of view. It delighted him immensely that John Anderson's son should have disgraced his parents, and it was distinctly a matter of regret with the man that he had not caught sight of John before he left. Under the circumstances he could have wished him good-morning with peculiar heartiness.

        
Jake met the small cavalcade by the sheepyards, the detective and Cyril riding ahead, the constable bringing up the rear.

        
Jake on his wiry, rough-haired little pony held the gate open. He followed them through and ranged up alongside of the constable.

        
"I'm bound for 'Unterville—a bit beyond for that matter—I suppose ye don't object to company," he said.

        
So far as the man was concerned he certainly did not. He was not, however, master of the ceremonies.

        
Jake comprehended the position. He dug his spur into his pony and drew up alongside the detective. He touched his hat to Cyril.

        
"Good-morning, sir."

        
Cyril vouchsafed no reply.

        
They reached the gate at the end of the yard. A broad cart road stretched from it away across a paddock. A bridle track turned sharply off to the right.

        
Jake rode forward and opened the gate, and held it whilst the others passed through.

        
"Hi, which way are ye goin'?" he called out.

        
The detective drew rein. Cyril did likewise. He seemed as one in a dream; he was dazed and indifferent.

        
"They told me to keep straight on, to follow the cart track," said the detective.

        
"That's right enough. Only this 'ere track'll save pretty nigh three mile. I'm bound for 'Unterville myself if ye ain't certain of the road."

        
The detective was not. He and his companion had twice lost their way coming, and he accepted the offer implied in Jake's remark.

        


        
In one respect Jake was disappointed. He could extract absolutely nothing from the police officers, and, after a few miles the party rode along in silence. They made good progress, cantering and trotting the flats and walking the long, winding hills that zig-zagged down and up the gullies.

        
For the first ten miles or so the road lay across open country. Then it entered the bush. To the right towered a steep range of hills along the face of which the winding, dipping road had been cut. To the left the fall continued into a thickly wooded gully at the bottom of which flowed the Hautapu. They crossed it by a new Government bridge and then left it on their right and climbed the steep ridge that divided it from the Rangitikei, along the edge of the valley of which they presently found themselves riding.

        
The view was supreme. Away and away from the other side of the great river stretched a mighty undulating sea of unbroken bush. In the distance it faded into the Ruahine, under whose grim shadows Ngaia and her husband had been toiling. The bush they had so laboriously penetrated was in reality part of the huge forest that extended to the Rangitikei.

        
The river itself was below. Cyril knew that. He had already passed several times along the road and once he had crossed the river into Ray ton's place. The memory of it suddenly flashed an idea into his mind, a mad thought that brief reflection would have damned at its proper value.

        
He had no time, however. His surroundings suggested the thought. The moment of action was the present; a few seconds later the head of the track would be passed and the opportunity be gone.

        
They were walking up a long, winding hill On the left at the top where the road bent sharply to the right a track only just possible for a horse to stumble along turned off and led down to the river Rangitikei. The 

stream was a quarter of a mile wide with a comparatively good ford for horses. On the opposite bank a fresh track traversed the edge of the huge forest and then turned inwards for a short distance and emerged on the banks of the Kawatau. On the other side of this river a track led through a manuka flat up the cliff and on to Rayton's cottage.

        
Cyril knew all this—or thought he did. Riding beside the detective he was some four or five lengths ahead of Jake and the constable. He quietly loosened his feet in the stirrups, and as he came abreast of the opening, he slipped from the saddle, struck the horse a blow and darted into the bush.

        
The detective, taken completely by surprise, reined short only to catch a glimpse of Cyril as he leapt down the bank into the scrub. Jake and the constable dashed alongside and pulled up.

        
"I know 'is game," exclaimed Jake, jumping from his horse; "'e's struck Rayton's track."

        
"Can we cut him off anywhere?"

        
"Bring them 'orses down 'ere. Tie 'em up to them trees and follow me, quick! 'E can't get across the river on foot, it's more'n 'is life's worth. He, he! 'E's forgotten that, the silly ass," chuckled Jake. "We'll run 'im down afore 'e's time to turn. 'Aven't ye tied them 'orses? Well, come on. Keep close."

        
Led by Jake they started. The track was a bad one. As compared with what it generally was, it was dry; yet every now and again the three men would find themselves ploughing and plodding through pools and puddles of thick mud. At every step, roots stretched across and across. Some were as thick as a man's arm, some were as large as his body, whilst others of infinite strength were like pieces of brown whipcord ever ready to be mistaken for dry twigs and to trip the unwary. Stumbling, running, twisting, floundering, they hurried along. The track was one 

continuous winding descent. In places, however, the drop for a few yards would be almost sheer. Down these they slid and scrambled, and more than once the policemen fell and bruised and buffeted themselves.

        
Jake, more accustomed to such travelling, led the way by a greater and greater distance. Like a sleuth-hound he kept his eyes on the track, and picked up Cyril's footprints in every damp, sticky spot he had stepped in. Once or twice, with a curse at their clumsiness, Jake waited for the officers. No sooner were they within a few yards of him, panting and puffing, than he pushed on. Presently they emerged from the bush into a patch of open where the clayey face of the cliff had broken away in a huge landslip, and had swept the trees and undergrowth into the river below. The track, sidling along the treacherous face, was scarcely twelve inches in width, indeed, at places it was little more than a series of foot-holds worn by Rayton's horses.

        
Away, down to the left, almost sheer down, lay the huge river; beyond, on its other bank, was the edge of the vast forest they had seen from the roadway above.

        
"'E can't get away. We'll nab 'im at the bottom. 'E'll try and get back into the bush, I expect; but 'e won't 'ave a ghost of a chance. Come on," cried Jake, and he commenced to pick his way across the face of the landslip. The detective and his companion followed.

        
Meanwhile, Cyril darting into the bush had sped headlong down the track. He knew he would be pursued, and cursed his ill-luck in having Jake among his pursuers.

        
Plan he had none. A mad idea of escape had entered his head, and he had acted upon it Already he felt the stupidity of his attempt. Yet liberty is very sweet, and he continued his wild career. Nearing the bottom he realised how completely he was trapped. He was without a horse. On the track behind were 

his pursuers, in front of him the huge river. It was not a difficult or dangerous ford for a mounted man, but to attempt it on foot was a different matter. The river was certainly very low, as a result of the long spell of dry weather. It would scarcely reach to a horse's belly or at any rate very little above. A man might possibly ford it on foot, but the current was fierce, the foothold treacherous. A stumble on some slippery boulder, a step into a hole, and the swift waters gliding over into the rapids would give the finest swimmer but an infinitesimal chance of escape. No chance of escape.

        
Cyril made frantic efforts as he tore along to conceive some plan, some method of eluding his pursuers. It appeared impossible. In a few moments, plunging from the track, he found himself on the bank of the river. His hat was gone, his clothes were splashed and smeared with mud where he had slipped in his haste and fallen. He stood trying to collect his thoughts.

        
Suddenly from above he heard voices. Through the trees, out across the open of the big slip, he saw Jake and the two policemen hurrying in his pursuit They were without horses. It was plain, therefore, that if he darted back into the bush Jake would quickly track him down.

        
There was the river; and yet——

        
If he could cross the Rangitikei on foot they could.

        
Would they?

        
The price must be big, the money or the fame must be great to make a man tempt Providence. He had liberty to gain by the attempt. They—they had only him to gain.

        
If he crossed and could reach Rayton's he might borrow a horse, cut out by the lower ford and strike the main road far below the turn-off of the track which Jake and the policemen were on.

        
He would reach Hunterville hours ahead and might 

get on the railway. And——? Well, that would be enough for a commencement.

        
Fear lent him courage.

        
He stepped into the river and began his perilous attempt.

        
Jake, bursting through the bush on the bank, saw the object of his pursuit already fifty or sixty feet out in the stream. Cyril turned and laughed at the stockman. It was unwise. It only added to Jake's vindictive eagerness to capture John Anderson's son and help to put him in jail. He wasted no time in hesitation. He leapt into the water.

        
Standing on the bank, hot and breathless, the two policemen, not daring to follow, watched anxiously.

        
The ford turned in the middle of the river, forming a crescent, the first half of which was down stream and with the current, the other half against it. For awhile therefore both men made quick progress.

        
Cyril, perceiving that Jake had entered the water, redoubled his efforts. Gradually as he neared the centre the water deepened and the pressure of the current increased. Step after step he plunged on, waving his arms to aid his balance, and step by step Jake gained upon him.

        
The water, snow-fed, struck cold, yet from the brows of both the sweat trickled in great drops. It dripped on to their cheeks and into their mouths, and Cyril, even in his hour of supreme effort, noticed how salt it seemed to taste.

        
Their progress was now painfully slow, for a careless step meant probable, almost certain destruction. Inch by inch Jake lessened Cyril's lead. The water was about their waists, swirling in angry bubbles and sweeping by in an endless rush that made the brain tired and dizzy. Yet on they went.

        
Not the least of the dangers threatening both was that of plunging into a hole at the foot of some boulder. 

These had now become larger, and on their smooth surface it was doubly hard to secure a firm foothold.

        
Cyril was discreet in keeping to the exact line of the ford. The turn in the centre was comparatively sharp and he resisted the inclination to try a short cut. He reached the farthest point and then commenced his battle against the current.

        
His progress seemed to come to an abrupt end. As the waters pressed against his chest he found himself on the verge of being swept from his feet The utmost he could do was to hold his ground, and as he stood Jake swept nearer and nearer towards him. With utmost effort he managed to force himself a few inches against the current and yet again a few more inches. Only a few feet and the rest would be easy; he would be in slacker water.

        
It was desperate work. His arms and hands were waving like the limbs of a marionette. His face, purple and sweaty, was rasped and twisted by despair and desperation. Not daring to turn his head, but glancing from the corner of his eye he saw Jake alter his course and make towards him.

        
A horrible fear possessed him. He had waited too long before turning; he had passed the bend, and Jake, with more knowledge, had altered his course so that, coming towards him with only a cross current, he had him at his mercy.

        
Yet not quite. Mad with defeat and the apparent certainty of recapture, he faced Jake in a fierce determination to close with him the moment he touched him. In the swift tumble of the waters he would drag the stockman to the fate which he had come to regard as his sole means of escape. Jake probably guessed as much. All he wanted, however, was to reach the other bank before Cyril. He knew the danger of a struggle in mid-stream much too well to risk it.

        
The two men on the bank saw Jake closing on the 

youth, but with the evident intention of keeping above stream just out of his reach. He was not ten feet off, not six, when suddenly he stopped and the current appeared to rise almost to his arm-pits. From over the wide stretch of rushing water that shut them off from him they saw him stumble. With a desperate wave of his arms, a wild, frantic effort to recover his balance, a shriek that the cliffs caught up and tossed to each other in an echo, a laughing, joyful echo for one more lost soul, Jake disappeared.

        
Twenty yards farther down they saw a black speck writhing and twisting, and then it was gone.

        
Cyril saw nothing of that. It was down stream behind his back. But he saw the stumble, he heard the shriek, and more—he heard a blasphemous gasp, a gurgle of spluttered water. He saw a face of horrible despair and desperate, hopeless striving, with dripping beard and running mouth. He saw it fall on the waters and disappear. He saw a curved back like the back of a drowned rat. He saw it try to straighten and only spin like a top. He saw it flash by him, and he knew Jake Carlyle was a dead man.

        
Not lifeless yet, but doomed. The waters, the gurgling, laughing, bubbling waters swishing at his beard and racing through his clothes held him in their grip. Not a savage, angry grip, but soft and delicate and evasive. Yet it spun him, still conscious, and twisted him and straightened him and drew him to the bottom and brought him back to the light where for a second the sky, the blue, smiling, sunny sky, the sky of Te Henga, of the old whare, of the store at the kainga with its whisky and rum, shone upon him and whispered that he was no longer of use but that he must drown, that he had better drown quietly; that he was in the grip of the waters, the grip of the great river. It plucked him back again and laughed as the stiffening fingers clutched and snapped and clutched 

desperately and less desperately and more slowly and more slowly. It played about his mouth and laughed to a foam as he chewed, and gasped, and choked. It forced back his head and tightened at his throat until he grew black and unconscious. It swilled over the starting eyeballs. It rolled him along in the slower current where the shingle at the bottom was smoother, and tossed him to the surface again, listless and lifeless —a Thing cold and clammy. It spun him in the eddies under the great cliffs, and even turned him over and over just an inch or two under water so that the old rugged facings might see the new plaything and laugh and be glad. Then the grip of the waters drew him back and raced with him and grew tired of him and tucked him under a snag, where, for days and days, the passing stream might see him and frolic and bubble about him until he was too ugly and bloated and puffed. It loosened the snag then and tossed the Thing upon the shingle, where it lay until a passing Maori chanced to smell the scent and told the white men, who buried it in the cemetery over by Ohingaiti after the coroner's jury had found a verdict of "accidental drowning."

        
And John paid for the burial and a tombstone, a small slab with "Jake Carlyle, Drowned in the Rangitikei, April 27th, 1890," cut on it.

        
Ka cried when she heard of the accident and wore a wreath of green leaves for several days.

        
Airini and Waina were philosophically unemotional. They never suggested for a moment that they were glad. Neither did they profess intense sorrow.

        
Punch and his brother when they learnt the news saddled up and rode off to the kainga. They admitted that they were glad and got drunk to prove it.

        
The storekeeper added a pound or so to Jake's tally and sent the bill in to John.

        
Then a native broke his leg and the people of the kainga discussed that and Jake was forgotten.
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Cyril succeeded at length in reaching the bank. He was exhausted with his efforts and he was sick with horror at the fate which had overwhelmed Jake. The face of the wretched stockman haunted him, the eyes, the oath, the wriggling back, the vain writhings were as some revolting nightmare.

        
For the present, however, he was safe from pursuit, but he was dizzy and faint Yet he could ill afford to rest He staggered to his feet and, missing the track in his first six steps, passed from the grip of the waters to the grip of the bush.

        
It is strange that grip of the bush. It holds you before you know it. You turn to leave. You retrace your steps a little distance, and behold, the trees, the harmless, beautiful trees you have been so enraptured with, are suddenly alive, are dancing and grinning about you. They mock you, they surround you. You notice one and you plunge forward, certain that it and one beyond it were passed by you as you came. And thus, from tree to tree, you scramble on, half realising, now and again, that the bush has laid hold of you, until, just when you expect to be free and in the open, you find yourself back on the old trail, the trail of the first tree. The grip of the bush has tightened. You are lost.

        
You realise it I You are wild, you are distraught! Every line of trees seems familiar. On all sides are marks you could swear you remembered. You press 

on in some direction you feel most confident of. You run, you hurry, you scramble. You take no heed of falls, of scratches, of bleeding hands, of torn clothes. You press on and on; and suddenly you see the sign of a track, the marks where some one has passed, and you find you are back on your old trail, the trail of the path you were sure of. You are lost.

        
You shriek, you cry out. You coo-ee. You almost beat the empty air as a child might beat it. You curse at the bird that twitters to a branch beside you and flits away. It is happy; and you—you break out into a sweat. You shiver, you are tormented with thirst. You take off your hat, you wipe your brow with your handkerchief, you press your hand over your head, you hold it. It throbs. You are going mad, you may die! Yet that is impossible. You walked from the camp; you can easily walk back. Only you must keep calm. You must keep cool. You must retain your common-sense.

        
You try to think.

        
There is no sun to guide you. You can see no scud to tell you north from south. The trees cast no shadows, for under the dense, green canopy all is shade and shadow.

        
You look at your watch, if perchance you have one that is going, and you start to your feet as you realise the hour. You make careful plans for moving in a straight line and press on. On, on, on, until you are certain of having chosen a wrong direction. You turn and commence to retrace your steps. Presently the track you came by has disappeared. Once again all is strange. Once again all is familiar. You know nothing of where you are; yet you could swear to having seen every tree. The grip of the bush is on you. You are lost.

        
You stagger to and fro in the gathering dusk. You shriek, you coo-ee, you strike savagely at the great 

trunks, and vent your wrath upon some slender shrub. And your only answer is an immense silence.

        
Weary and exhausted you drop under the shelter of some huge totara and sleep. The bush may well grant you that. It has a long sport yet to play with you, and the sport is better whilst reason lasts. It grows frantic and to a quick end when once the mind is unhinged and you are mad. Mad—oh, it's the beginning of the end of the grip of the bush is madness. The madness of exhaustion and hunger; the madness of lost hope; when the hair is matted and strewn with leaves and scraps of lawyer; when the clothes are torn and frayed by the branches and thorned creepers; when the hands are scratched and lacerated; when the legs are swollen and bitten by gnats and midges; when the face is gaunt and blood-stained, and pimples and blotches mark the disregarded onslaughts of the mosquitoes. You laugh, you shriek, you know nothing. The trees are quite, quite alive now—old friends smiling and beckoning and whispering to you. The leaves are women, just beyond your reach; and the breeze brings the rustle of their petticoats and the swish of their skirts. Pretty women, such pretty women. Then suddenly they strike you, your friends—in fun, of course in fun—and they jostle and trip you; and you cuff them and laugh and laugh and laugh at their solemn stupidity. As you pass among them you whistle and sing and shout, and you curse them for their inattention. Suddenly all changes. You are at sea, and the leaves and twigs crackling at your feet are the swish of the waves. You stagger to the rolling of the craft, and the whistle of the tui is the cry of the gull, the rustling of the foliage is the wind sighing in the shrouds. You sing as the sailors have sung to you, songs of the capstan when homeward bound.

        
Home! The idea is excellent, and you call for a cab; and hoarsely call, and shriek, and curse, for the fool of 

a cabman with his hansom, which is a shimmering tree-fern, stands away from you in the middle of the road. You leave him, you won't take him. You will walk home, and you rollick along and fumble for the latch-key and wonder if the governor or the mater will hear you —they were dead years ago.

        
Do you really think thus, you men caught in the grip of the bush? Probably until you are mad. And then——? Who shall say how you think then! The bush knows, the bush has seen it all. It sees all until it sees you stagger and fall, and rise and stagger and fall again, and twist, and pinch at the ferns and moss, and chew, and try with a long jerky try to turn on your side. The grip of the bush has hold of you. You are lost.

        
A film gathers over your staring eyeballs. Your cheeks sink in, your teeth and gums project. Then as the days go by, the flies grow less, the pigs are no longer hungry, and white bones show through. The grip of the bush has let go of you. You are dead.

        
Cyril escaped the waters and he escaped the bush, but it was by a small margin. He was lost, and during the afternoon of his escape he wandered and stumbled blindly and hopelessly. During the next day he was too exhausted to travel far. He realised that he had escaped one death for a far more terrible one. He wept, he shrieked, he cried out, he blasphemed, he— prayed. No miracle was worked, as he had almost expected. Hour after hour slipped by and he still stumbled and clambered on in weary, hopeless fashion.

        
Suddenly he heard a sound—the distant report of a gun. He turned and, setting tree by tree, endeavoured to push on in the direction whence the noise had come. He was to an extent successful. Yet he might easily have failed, fox when night came he saw no signs of human life. Nor could he call. His voice was gone. As it was, the sight of a faint glow, seen through the 

gathering darkness, lent him life and urged him to one more effort. He struggled on and gradually perceived that he was approaching a camp.

        
Then a fear possessed him that it was the encampment of the police who were out on his track. He approached stealthily and quietly. He saw by the fire two figures and both silent as though they had heard him. He was unable to clearly distinguish them in the flickering light. Yet after all what did it matter? Better jail than another night alone in the bush. He moved forward and paused as one of the figures stooped and stood up with a gun. Then suddenly the other figure rose for a moment and sat down again. Not before he had time, however, to perceive that it was a woman and therefore not of the police party. He pressed forward and stood by the fire.

        
Facing him were young Deverell and Ngaia!

        
He was too weak, too exhausted to speak. He staggered a pace and fell. The girl stepped to him and knelt by his side.

        
"Archie, he's fainted. Quick, give me your flask."

        
The spirit took effect. Cyril stirred, opened his eyes and raised himself.

        
"Ngaia! It's you, Ngaia?"

        
"Yes, it's Ngaia!"

        
"I'm starving. For God's sake—something—to eat."

        
They helped him to the side of the fire. They bathed his hands and face, and cut loose his boots from his swollen feet. They brought him the remains of the pigeons and some cold bush pork and camp bread. They boiled the big billy and made him some tea.

        
He was ravenous. He ate more like a wild animal than a human being. He slobbered, he gulped, he used his hands and plucked with his teeth.

        
The food worked a miracle of restoration He swallowed a last long drink of tea, he stretched his 

limbs and pushed aside the tin plate and pannikin. He was strong again, he was invigorated, he tingled with renewed animation. He drew a deep breath of animal contentment, of physical satisfaction, and he loosened the belt about his paunch another hole.

        
Ngaia stooped and picked up the remains of the food and the tea-things. Archie took the tin dish and pannikin from her and commenced to wash them in the hot water from the big billy. He had barely spoken a single word to the starved creature who had stumbled into their camp. He had done what was necessary to relieve him and that was all. There was no welcome, there was no pleasure at having met him. It was impossible. The circumstances under which they had parted were far too fresh in Archie's mind and far too horrible. Cyril had insulted Ngaia grossly, lewdly. He had travelled beyond the limits of the pardon of renewable acquaintanceship.

        
In the bush, as on the great waters, or anywhere where nature is against man and where humanity must turn for help to humanity, all men stand forward without thought of hesitation between other men and their doom. Each and all are God's creatures first, and only afterwards become once more themselves— despised, thieving scoundrels.

        
What Archie did for Cyril was for pity, was but human, was but of the code of bushmen in their dealings towards each other.

        
Yet he loathed and detested the man.

        
Why not?

        
When a man has set eyes of desire upon a woman and coveted her, and when the man whom she marries knows it, the two men must never meet or things may happen. For the girl's honour has become her husband's, and she has become one in flesh and spirit with him.

        
All men and most women doubted Cyril's honour, 

and Archie had small faith even in his honesty. In his eyes the treasure of the girl and the treasure of the gold were in danger as long as Cyril remained in the camp.

        
The girl knew it too. Where instinct had once raised suspicion, her knowledge now more certainly warned her. It made her anxious and nervous, and thrust into her heart a fierce detestation for the man lolling on the log by the fire. And apart from danger to herself, if by any chance she were left at his mercy, was the thought that at any moment she might have to stand peacemaker between the two men.

        
Cyril, whatever might have been in his mind, appeared to have quite forgotten that between him and the two who were so generously attending him he had had any quarrel. There are some things some men forget easily. It is a gift, just as lying or smiling away an insult is.

        
"Have you got any tobacco, Deverell?" Cyril asked suddenly.

        
Archie had a small fragment, scarcely more than a couple of pipefuls, his last. He handed it to Cyril, who commenced to cut it up.

        
It was curious to watch the group. By the fire, as close almost as he could get to it, was Cyril, seated on a dead log, quietly cutting the piece of tobacco into fragments, which he dropped into the palm of his left hand. A little distance away knelt Archie, washing Cyril's tea-things. His face was hard and set. From time to time he cast quick glances across to the figure by the fire.

        
Standing by Archie, her hand resting lightly on his shoulder, was Ngaia, keenly, alertly watching the man she so thoroughly despised and disliked. In her mind, as in her husband's, was the same wonder.

        
What was he doing here in the bush? How had he got into his terrible plight?

        
Cyril shut his knife with a snap.

        


        
"D——n it, I've dropped the bit left over," he exclaimed, as he rubbed the tobacco he had cut and proceeded to fill his pipe. "It wasn't much," he added, kicking in the grass at his feet. "Hope it doesn't matter?"

        
Archie made no reply. The man's manner, his voice, his indifferent selfishness, so apparent in his restored vigour, grated fiercely upon him. Perhaps also on Ngaia.

        
"It does matter; it's Archie's last piece," she exclaimed impetuously—and then regretted it.

        
Cyril, with the glowing end of a piece of wood drawn from the fire, was lighting his pipe, puffing great clouds of white smoke into the still air.

        
"Sorry," he said, throwing the ember back again. "I'm afraid it's lost. It's somewhere down here. I can't see it. There wasn't enough for more than a pipe anyway. Not worth making a fuss over."

        
"Never mind," said Archie shortly. He rose to his feet and drawing Ngaia to his side, sat down with her by the fire almost opposite Cyril.

        
There was a long silence.

        
"I suppose," said Cyril suddenly, "you are wanting to know how the devil I come to be in this condition down in this infernal bush?"

        
"I scarcely expected to meet you here; you of all people," said Archie.

        
Cyril gave a short, curious laugh.

        
"I don't suppose you did. I've had a devil of a rough time of it; ugh!" he exclaimed with a shudder. "It was horrible!"

        
There was a pause.

        
"Jake's dead," he remarked presently in the most casual manner.

        
"Cyril!"

        
Ngaia, her hand resting on her husband's knee, had bent forward in horrified surprise.

        


        
"Oh, I forgot. He was your father. Well, he wasn't much of a father, some of us are cursed with rotten fathers, and he's dead—drowned."

        
"When was this?" asked Archie, drawing his wife close to him. She was trembling. Death is marvellous in its greatness. It sweeps away the pettiness of a dead man in the realisation that he is helpless, is lost, is mouldering, clammy clay. It comes as a shock to hear that a man you cordially detested but knew well is dead.

        
"The day before yesterday," said Cyril, "at the ford of the Rangitikei. He and I were coming down to Rayton's, Jake's horse stumbled and was swept off its legs. It hit mine, and we all found ourselves in the water. I got out somehow. Jake—ugh! I saw him sink." Cyril buried his face in his hands. Jake's horrible look had come again and was dancing, dancing, dancing in the flames, and grinning and leering in the glowing embers.

        
"Jake dead," whispered Ngaia. "Oh, Archie, how dreadful! Such a death—and poor Ka."

        
"He might have got out somewhere below."

        
Cyril looked up.

        
"My God, no! I tell you I saw him rolled and thumped and rolled over, and then—— No, no, he couldn't have got out."

        
"The horses?"

        
Cyril shrugged his shoulders.

        
"They landed away below. I tried to find the track to Rayton's place. I must have missed it at the start. I was a bit dazed, and I got lost in the bush. I heard a shot this afternoon; I suppose it was yours."

        
"Probably. I shot a pigeon. One of those you had to eat."

        
"I saw your fire through the bush and—here I am."

        
There was a pause.

        
Cyril gave the fire a kick and a cloud of sparks shot up.

        


        
"You and Jake were coming together to Rayton's?" said Archie presently.

        
"That's what I said, wasn't it?"

        
"Shooting?"

        
"Er, yes."

        
"Curious," murmured Archie.

        
"I'm hanged if I see anything curious in it."

        
"Jake and Rayton were bad friends. I never knew Jake to speak to him of late—much less go there."

        
"You wish to infer I'm lying," exclaimed Cyril.

        
"Certainly not—why should you? Jake may have made it up with Rayton since I left."

        
"What are you doing here, you two, yourselves? Where have you been since you left?" asked Cyril, seizing the opportunity to turn the conversation.

        
"Ngaia and I are married."

        
"So I heard," muttered Cyril. "Queer place for a honeymoon," he added.

        
"We've found it pleasant enough. Eh, sweetheart?" he said, pressing his cheek to the girl's soft hair as her head rested against his shoulder.

        
"I know what you've been up to. You've been out gold prospecting. Eh?"

        
Neither deigned to actually lie, and the silence seemed to Cyril to imply sufficient assent.

        
"What luck have you had? Have you found anything?

        
"Well," he said, as Archie remained silent, "why don't you answer? Do you want to keep your good luck all to yourself?"

        
Ngaia felt her husband's arms tighten round her waist.

        
"Look here, Anderson," he said in a hard, set voice, "it's just as well we should understand each other. I've not forgotten, if you have, what you said down at the yard that evening, nor am I likely to. You're nothing to me, and I don't intend to be anything to 

you. I'd not lift a finger to give you a lift one way or the other, and if Ngaia and I have had any luck I'm certainly not going to give you the advantage of first information when there are others infinitely more deserving of it. What you told me about yourself you volunteered, and I for my part don't intend to tell you anything. You got slewed in the bush and I'm glad we've been able to help you. Ngaia and I are going on to-morrow past Rayton's place and we'll see you safely there. If by any chance we don't move our camp to-morrow, I'll take you down myself and put you right on to Rayton's track, or I may go down with you. You want to get there, I assume. We certainly don't want you here. That's honest—and understandable, I should say."

        
"Thank you," sneered Cyril. "Oh, it's mighty excellent. You needn't bother about seeing me down to Rayton's place. I'll find my own way down."

        
"Just as you like," said Archie curtly. "Anyhow, you're welcome to sleep here to-night. I'll lend you a rug."

        
"Beggars can't be choosers. If you get me the rug now I'll turn in. I'm sleepy."

        
They fetched him a rug, and presently there was a stillness over the camp. By the fire Cyril lay in the heavy slumber of intense exhaustion. In the tent Ngaia slept lightly and soundly, unconscious of the restless watchfulness of the husband at her side.

        
For once he had looked at his revolver and lay with it close to hand.
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Cyril did not fall asleep so rapidly but that the possibility of profiting by Archie's good luck floated through his mind. He felt positive that the girl and her husband had been successful in their search for gold, and he shrewdly imagined the little tent held the secret of their treasure.

        
Gold was what he wanted and his conscientious scruples were not such as prevented gold-getting from being a fine art as distinct from an industry. A supply of gold under his present circumstances might mean, if Archie did not move his camp, a clear day's start through Rayton's place to liberty.

        
How could he dispose of the gold? The difficulty seemed insuperable. It would be useless to him. Yet it would be an injury, a terrible loss to Archie! Nothing could delight Cyril better than to be able to achieve that. Besides, even if he were arrested and brought down to Wellington he would get out of the trouble in some manner. His father had influence and it was on the cards that the charge against him might be dropped. There was old Clark for a scapegoat. Anyhow, he himself would get out of the mess in some way, he felt certain of that, and when the trouble had been settled he would be able to return to where he had hidden Archie's gold and, declaring he had found it up the river, make use of it. It would be much easier than digging for himself.

        
Ngaia and Archie were up when Cyril, restored by 

his long sleep, awoke, and his first astonished glance revealed the presence of a third party in their expedition in the shape of a handsome, dark-eyed boy. Suddenly it dawned upon him who it was, and he recognised Ngaia in man's clothing. Then as the events of the previous evening came back to him he remembered the infamous treachery he had conceived against the two young people who had at least helped to save his life. His foul wish remained unchanged, and he set about to devise some scheme whereby he might obtain possession of the treasure, or what existed of it, and plant it in some spot to await his return. It seemed anything but easy.

        
He assumed that it would be necessary for him to gain access to the tent. Obviously therefore it was necessary to get rid of Archie in some way or another. But how? After turning over every possible plan it appeared as if there was nothing for it but to trust to chance or some happy inspiration.

        
Whilst Ngaia and Archie busied themselves preparing breakfast, Cyril remained tucked up in his rug endeavouring to see his way along the black trail he was travelling. At length he stretched himself, sat up and finally jumped to his feet and strolled off to the edge of the river.

        
"There'll be some breakfast in a few minutes," said Archie.

        
"All right," answered Cyril.

        
Standing by the river—it was broad and shallow just opposite the camp—he pondered. He was in a curious frame of mind. The impossibility of evading the police had become apparent to him. He had more than once cursed his idiocy in attempting to escape as he had. Yet it was an ill wind that blew no good and there were possibilities, golden possibilities in the air. Whatever might happen, even if—and he sweated with horror as the idea flashed across him—even if he were 

sent to jail, the gold he might get and bury would be as good gold when he came out as it was now. It would be useful. Moreover, it would be a really magnificent revenge on Deverell and Ngaia. All their toil and trouble would be in vain or rather, and better still, for him. But how was it to be done? How was he to get rid of Archie?

        
As his eyes wandered from the stream back to the bush he saw the horses picking at the grass on the flat. One was tethered, a sufficient anchorage for the others.

        
An idea flashed upon him. He glanced towards the camp. They were busy, busy with the breakfast, busy with each other, busy, if he had known it, talking of Jake's death and the strangeness of it. He walked slowly up stream until hidden from the camp by some scrub. Then he crossed rapidly over and stooping untied the tether rope. He threw a stone or two and started the horses off up the river-bed.

        
"They'll wander a mile or two by the time he wants them," he muttered as he strolled back limping considerably. He had no intention of walking down the river to Rayton's if he could possibly avoid it.

        
They soon finished breakfast, a meagre enough repast so far as tea and bread were concerned. The former had now given out completely and the flour was practically finished.

        
"We'll start soon," said Archie. "We're late this morning."

        
"All right."

        
"You were limping just now; are your feet bad?"

        
"I can hardly walk. Haven't you got any horses?"

        
"None to spare. You'll have to do the best you can, I'm afraid."

        
"Couldn't you lend me the one you ride?"

        
"I haven't one."

        
Cyril made no further remark.

        


        
"I'll go and fetch in the horses," Archie said presently, jumping up. "Oh, bother, I've upset the billy."

        
"Never mind, Archie, plenty more in the river, and it'll soon warm," said Ngaia.

        
Archie walked out on to the shingle. He stopped suddenly.

        
"Jacko's got loose and they've wandered up the river-bed," he called out, "Where's my whip?" he said, coming back to the camp. He picked it up with a suspicious look at Cyril and walked off.

        
Ngaia, left alone, glanced uneasily at Cyril. He was seated on the log by the fire, gazing into the flames. He might have been without life, so still and motionless was he.

        
The billy wanted refilling and the girl picked it up and walked towards the river.

        
It was Cyril's opportunity. Springing from his seat he darted into the tent. Not so rapidly, however, but that Ngaia, chancing to turn her head, caught sight of him. Brave to a degree, she ran quickly back and raised the opening of the tent.

        
"Cyril, what are you doing?"

        
He was dragging aside the blankets and rugs heaped in the corner. He turned as he heard Ngaia's voice and uttered a fierce oath.

        
He sprang forward and gripped her by the arm.

        
She struggled to free herself.

        
"By God, if you don't keep quiet I'll kill you!" he hissed. "You've got a lot of gold in here, and I want some. I tell you I want it, and I'll have it Your husband won't be back here for half an hour or more. If you don't give me the gold or a fair share of it, and swear not to tell him of it until after I've left, I'll kill you, by heavens, I will—or worse. Where is the stuff? D'ye hear?" he said, shaking her.

        
Full of pluck and, after the life she had been leading, not without strength, the girl refused to answer and 

fought with the man. It was at best one-sided. She knew that. He was stronger than she was, and she was at his mercy. His eyes were aflame with greed. It was the gold he hungered for. She realised that but she realised the danger to herself of struggling with him. A worse passion might possess him and she was alone and helpless.

        
Yet she wriggled from his grasp and gripped hold of him. He pressed her back and forced her out of the tent. He closed with her; and neither one nor other in the desperate struggle saw three men on foot dart down the opposite bank and wade into the river.

        
Cyril wrenched himself from Ngaia's grasp and made a fierce effort to take firmer hold of her. He forced his arms round her waist and tried to lift her from her feet. Her hand clutched him near his throat, and she endeavoured to strangle him off her by twisting his collar. His breath came in quick gasps.

        
"Let go; by God let go or it'll be worse for you," he whispered.

        
They swayed to and fro. Brief though it was, it was a desperate struggle and once, weakened by his privations, he thought she was overpowering him.

        
Suddenly she felt his hand close on the knife in her belt. There was murder in his eyes as he gripped the handle. She lost her hold of him and clutched his wrist. She stumbled. He turned and flung her from him and she fell with a thud. Her knife was ready in his hand but she made no move. She was unconscious.

        
He turned back into the tent and, pulling the rugs aside, came upon the stack of bags. He ripped one open with Ngaia's knife and flakes and dust and nuggets of gold ran out. He lifted another. It was monstrously heavy. It was gold! A cry of astonishment broke from him as he realised the fortune the dirty little canvas sacks contained. And it was within his grasp! Stooping, he picked up one and another and 

yet another. They were as much as he could carry. If he had time he would return for more when he had planted these. He staggered to the entrance of the tent; he stooped and passed through; and, standing up, stood looking down the barrel of a revolver.

        
It was Detective Wilson's.

        
Before he could move or speak the constable had stepped forward and gripped him by the arms and the three bags fell heavily.

        
"I advise you not to resist in any way," said the detective, "and you will have to submit to the indignity of handcuffs."

        
Two gentle clicks testified to the rapid accomplishment of this, and Cyril was once more a prisoner of the law.

        
Sullen and desperate at his disappointment, he crossed over in obedience to the constable's curt orders and sat down on the log by the fire.

        
Ngaia still lay where she had been thrown. A man was bending over her. He had loosened the collar of her Crimean shirt and was holding a flask to her lips. Presently she stirred and awoke. As she saw from under the broad brim of her hat the strange face above her, she, for a moment, wondered. Then the memory of the fierce struggle returned to her, and lastly, and in her full consciousness, came an intense shyness. She saw the inquiring, puzzled look on the man. She grew scarlet and then once again pale and white.

        
"Is he hurt? Has the knife been used?" asked the detective anxiously.

        
"No, I don't think so. A bit stunned, that's all. He'll be all right in a minute."

        
"I'm inclined to think," said the detective, turning to Cyril, "that you've got yourself into further trouble unless you can explain matters a bit. It looks very much as if we've caught you in the act of robbing this tent. What's in these bags? They're uncommonly 

heavy. Hullo, my lad," he added as Ngaia sat up, "we appear to have arrived just in the nick of time."

        
Ngaia was still too dazed to speak. She rose to her feet and on the face of the stout bearded man who had been bending over her she still saw a curious, puzzled look. She knew he suspected, and he knew she knew.

        
"Who—who are you?" she asked, and then as her eyes fell upon Cyril's manacled hands she started back.

        
"I'm a police detective. And you, my boy, who are you? Is this your camp?"

        
"Yes, but—police," murmured Ngaia, passing her hand across her eyes. Surely it was all some hideous dream. Where was Archie? Then she remembered. He had gone for the horses.

        
"A prisoner escaped from custody on his way to Hunterville," said the detective in answer to the question. "We've been in search of him and just found him. Are these yours?" he continued, tapping one of the bags with his foot.

        
"Yes, at least mine and—"

        
Ngaia hesitated.

        
"You've got a mate? Where is he?"

        
"He's gone after the horses. He's not my mate. Yes he is—but—the fact is, he's my husband."

        
"Your what?" exclaimed the detective."

        
"I thought so," said the stout man softly, with a smile that told Ngaia he was, a good man.

        
"I'm a girl. I'm married, and I'm dressed like this during the day because of the bush and river. My name's Deverell, Ngaia Deverell; my husband is Archie Deverell."

        
"Of Te Henga?" exclaimed the stout man.

        
"Yes."

        
"Then—then—you're—you were Miss Carlyle," said the stout man.

        


        
Ngaia smiled and blushed.

        
"Yes—I was."

        
"And these bags?" asked the detective. "Are they worth stealing?"

        
"They're mine and my husband's."

        
"Yes, but what's inside them? It looked very much as if he"—indicating Cyril with a nod—"was trying to steal them."

        
The girl made no answer for the moment. She glanced round hoping every moment to hear Archie.

        
"They're precious weighty," said the detective, moving one with his foot. "What's inside them?"

        
" Gold," said Ngaia.

        
"What!"

        
"Whew!" whistled the stout man.

        
"He knew?" asked the detective, nodding towards Cyril.

        
"I—I think so."

        
"You caught him in the act. We saw you run back as he got into the tent; and then we saw him— well, he had a knife."

        
"It was mine. He never touched me with it. It— it came out of my belt"

        
"He may thank his stars that he didn't touch you with it. Where did the gold come from?" asked the detective.

        
"My husband and I found it."

        
"Oh, here he is to answer for himself!" exclaimed the stout man. "Hullo, Deverell!"

        
"What, Rayton! Why—hullo, what's all this? What—"

        
He stopped as he saw the handcuffed Cyril with the constable standing guard over him.

        
"Why, Ngaia, what's the matter, little woman? You look as white as a sheet! What's— Quick, Rayton, there's a flask in that coat. She's fainted!" he exclaimed, as he caught her in his arms. She had 

come close to him as he had joined the group, and then she became unconscious.

        
They restored her, and, holding her in his arms, Archie listened whilst Rayton told him the whole story, from Cyril's escape on the upper road to their sudden appearance when he emerged from the tent with the bags in his arms.

        
For the first time, and perhaps for the only time in her life, Ngaia saw her husband passionately angry.

        
She came between him and the object of his wrath.

        
"Never mind, Archie, what might have happened. Nothing did happen. No, no, we don't want to say anything about it. There's no need to mention anything about his taking the bags. He has enough to answer for already. Archie," she whispered, "settle it with them so that nothing is said, because—because of Mr. Anderson; please, Archie."

        
So it was arranged, and Ngaia sewed up the bag cut in the tent and collected, so far as she readily could, the contents that had been spilt.

        
The horses were saddled up and the treasure packed away, and the last stage in the descent of the river was commenced.

        
In the afternoon they arrived at Rayton's cottage and for the first time for three months Ngaia saw one of her own sex, a half-caste like herself, Rayton's wife Mari.

        
With exquisite hospitality she insisted on Ngaia and her husband taking her room.

        
"You have not slept in a bed for weeks. A mattress is good enough for Charlie and me. Now you must lie down for an hour or two. You look so dreadfully white and tired. I'll bring you a nice cup of tea."

        
Ngaia, once more dressed in her own proper clothes, heard the full details of Jake's death from the detective. As he described the wretched man's stumble and sudden disappearance he caught the curious look in 

the eyes of both Ngaia and Archie—and he understood. They were wondering what further crime the miserable creature in the next room had yet to face.

        
"No, he may thank God he hasn't that to answer for. The man never reached him, or else—No, it was an accident, it was the man's own fault It was a foolish attempt. We called to him, but he either couldn't or wouldn't hear us."

        
"Is—is the trouble he is in very serious?" asked Ngaia?

        
"Yes, Mrs. Deverell, very serious, a matter of penal servitude if he is found guilty, and he can scarcely escape."

        
"Archie, how dreadful! Poor Mr. Anderson. Oh, I'm sorry, so sorry."

        
"So am I—for him," said Wilson. "But for him in the next room—ugh, he's a bad 'un—always has been."

        
Early the next morning a start was made for Hunterville, the extreme point on the line of railway that extended to Wellington.

        
Three weeks later Cyril Anderson stood committed to take his trial and, in view of his attempt to escape, bail was refused.

        
By then Archie and Ngaia had disposed of their gold at the bank and were installed in a furnished house rented by them for the session.

        
Ngaia was no longer Mrs. Deverell. A cablegram informed Archie of his father's death. He had inherited the baronetcy, and with it a magnificent property overloaded with debt.

        
The gold he had brought in represented a fortune, but as compared with what was wanted to clear the estates in England it was insignificant. Fifty thousand pounds, as their gold proved to be worth, is not much under such circumstances.

        
"We'll stay on here awhile, Ngaia, and let the old 

place have a chance of clearing itself. The London house will let easily enough and so will most of the others, and the rents will work off the debt. We'll make another pile next spring and summer up the Kawatau, and then we'll go home and you'll go to Court and become the beauty of all London."

        
"And you the Prime Minister of England," she said, kissing him.

        
Little as they suspected it, their dream of riches was within a short space of realisation. Moreover, it was to be not merely a swift, romantic, unexpected realisation, but one that raised them to a height of wealth far beyond their most sanguine expectation. The vast, the magnificent inheritance of Ruta, fostered to supreme excellence by the skill and judgment of John Anderson, was soon to pass to the child of that bush marriage, the child who as a young girl had become famous for her wonderful beauty, who as a wife had stepped, as though to the position born, into the front rank of Wellington social life.

        
The Governor of the Colony had not forgotten the girl who had so fascinated him when he had visited Te Henga, and he had a soft place in his heart for her beyond that set aside for other female acquaintances. He treated her as he might have treated a daughter, and she impressed that relationship on him, and he enjoyed it. In time he became very proud of it.

        
That very often does happen with an old man and a beautiful girl—even after she is married, and even if he is a Governor.

        
It is the proper relationship of May and December, and the husband can stand by and be generous of the sunshine of his pretty wife on those drifting in the evening of life
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Mrs. Anderson was ill. Her nerves were shattered, she was prostrate. She remained at Te Henga, and sat, neither crying nor sighing, but drumming, drumming with her fingers on the padded arm of her big chair, waiting for the result of the trial.

        
John Anderson, too, was ill—very ill Far more so than his wife. He had returned to Te Henga to comfort her, and she made it plain that she wished him away. He set out for Wellington. He wired to Ngaia, and she met him, and he was installed in their house in the bedroom which she had from the day of her return induced him to regard as his own.

        
She tried to comfort and to help him in his trouble, and she only partially succeeded. The wound was too deep ever to heal. Grief and agony of mind had done their work, and her old friend was swiftly passing beyond all human aid.

        
John Anderson was dying. The shock of Cyril's disgrace had finally shattered the broken constitution.

        
Nevertheless, he managed to see Cyril, and he told him that the very best counsel had been retained to defend him. No effort whatever would be spared. What further happened at that meeting between Cyril and John Anderson not even Ngaia ever learnt.

        
It was almost the last, almost the bitterest of the experiences of his broken life.

        
The trial itself was a sensation, a 
cause célèbre.

        
The two prisoners were tried together. They stood 

in the dock side by side. Cyril was dressed immaculately. His cowardice, for the time being, developed into bravado. He was indifferent, he was confident; and he scarcely so much as recognised his companion, his tool, his victim.

        
Clark was a strange contrast. He was dressed in black, in his oft worn Sunday suit. There was no confidence, no bravado in his demeanour. His head was bowed, he scarcely ever raised his eyes. His shame, the thought of his wife and children, and the memory of years and years of honest hard-working toil weighed upon him and crushed him.

        
As a matter of fact, only a small share of the ill-gotten gains had ever come to him. There was now nothing left except a tiny portion of his savings. With them his wife had retained a young lawyer. It was the best they could afford to do.

        
Cyril's counsel was a great man, clever and eloquent. His defence was magnificent. Clearly, he contended, if Cyril had done wrong Clark was mostly to blame. Clark's advocate used the opposite argument.

        
Their relative guilt was after all a matter for the judge. As far as the jury was concerned both prisoners were guilty. Within half an hour of having retired they were agreed upon that

        
Cyril Anderson was a convict, a felon.

        
The judge proceeded to pass sentence on the two prisoners with appropriate remarks.

        
He coincided with the view put forward by Cyril's counsel. Clearly the old man was to blame; much to blame, because it showed such base ingratitude. To have been thirty-three years in a firm (His Honour forgot the exact salary) and then to rob bis masters, was utterly indefensible. He was of course sorry for the wife and family, but he had (as judges in severe moments generally do have) a duty to perform to Society. He must make an example. As for Cyril, he 

felt loth to class him as a criminal. He had been weak. He had fallen into bad company and had doubtless been led on and on. It ought to be a severe lesson to him, a warning to turn over a new leaf. He had his life before him, and he should realise that evil companions, such as Clark, inevitably led men to crime. The sentence of the Court was ten years' penal servitude with hard labour in the case of the elder prisoner, and three years' penal servitude with hard labour in the case of the younger.

        
The old man, as he heard his awful sentence, struggled, lest he fainted or gave way. Only one or two saw the tears well into his eyes and slowly trickle down and fall.

        
Attention was chiefly directed towards Cyril, who shrieked out, and blubbered, and cried. Sobbing and weeping he was assisted out of the dock by the warders, the old man being ordered and pushed down the narrow stairs in front.

        
Such is Justice.

        
The scales in her hand may be truly made and weigh to a nicety. The sword may be sharp, the right arm strong. But the sooner the bandage is removed from her eyes the better.

        
She will cease to trust only to her ears, and to measure men's natures by their names and lineage and education.

        
She will see and seeing know a blackguard, whether a prince or a pauper.
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It was just a week since Cyril had been sentenced. A week during which he had tasted the sweets of prison food, and, in convict garb, with cropped hair, had made his first acquaintance with hard labour. The gentleman's son, the man of education, was a worker of the pick and the shovel. Moreover, he had already once been punished for disobedience and insolence.

        
He was an arrant coward, otherwise, with his horribly evil temper, he would have been classed as dangerous.

        
Near by him, for the time, was toiling the quiet, inoffensive old man who had been sentenced with him.

        
Poor wretch! he was crushed, he was broken, he was annihilated by his position. It was terrible to realise the long, weary, dreadful future. Years and years of toil; and then, if ever he lived to be again free, nothing but disgrace, dishonour, shame and ruin. His wife, meanwhile, might starve. His daughters, branded as children of a convict, might fail and fail to obtain employment, until—until—He dared not name his dread. They were so good and pure, but they were both pretty and high-spirited. What might money or the necessity, the dire starvation necessity for it, not do?

        
There came to him, too, the thought of what he had become, and of what he had been not twelve months since. He was honest then, and respected, and happy. 

His home was humble, his wants few, his slender income had been at least sufficient. Then he had suffered himself to be tempted. He had been persuaded. Not at first was the benefit for himself. It was to save another. He was misled, and, having sinned, he sinned afresh to hide his sin; and fell, and fell.

        
One week since the trial,

        
A week during which John Anderson had drooped and drooped, until now, in the dusk of the autumn afternoon, he lay in Archie's home dying.

        
Topsy was away in England, and John would allow no letter to be sent to Te Henga telling how ill he was.

        
"My wife is herself ill, too ill to come to me, and Daisy should be with her. Besides, I'll get better," he said, in the earlier part of the week.

        
But he did not, and in the last few days of all the sands ran out over fast. There was no illness, no sickness of the body. The heart was broken, the spirit crushed, the mind tormented.

        
Devotedly, through every minute of the day, and into the night, Ngaia tended and nursed him. She only left him now and again for a brief space to sleep, whilst her husband sat and watched.

        
Often, for hours and hours, the old man would lie silent. The mind was grieving, the heart bleeding. It was sad, it was piteous. A man brought to death before his time by sheer grief.

        
John refused a paid nurse; and the luxury that money might bring him he had no care for. Ngaia's presence alone seemed to brighten him. He would follow her every movement with his eyes. He made no effort to hide his love. He was only waiting for a little strength to tell her his secret, to take her in bis arms, to kiss her and be kissed as parent and child may kiss. He was waiting only until the grim master, Death, had set his seal upon him.

        


        
"For my wife's sake, not until then, not until then. She shall never know; only Ngaia and her husband. They will make everything right, and tell nothing. No one need know except them."

        
At times the old man lapsed into a half-unconscious state. It was then that it became apparent how deeply Cyril's disgrace had grieved him.

        
"My son, your Honour, my son. No, no, no. Not guilty, your Honour, not guilty! Not a felon! He was reckless. He was wild; but not a felon. It is a lot of money, very much; but I will pay. I will pay it all, and more, much more, if it must be. I will | try and look after him and keep him, and he shall never sin again. Cyril! Cyril I Say it's a mistake. Say you are penitent Say—no, no, not a felon. My son, your Honour, my son. How can my son be a felon? Three years! Three years! It's not long, but it's death. It means ruin, it means disgrace. It ' means that I have helped to bring a criminal into the world. Think of his mother, sir. It will kill her. She is pure, and good, and—no, no. Not a felon. Oh, my God, my God!"

        
There was a pause for a few moments.

        
"Poor Clark. I remember Clark, your Honour, when I was a boy. He was honest then. He was honest until— Who says my son was the tempter? Who says that the old man is the victim, and not Cyril? Ah me! It's all a mistake, your Honour. Don't say ten years, don't say ten years. He is old; and ten years is perhaps all his life. He is not the guilty one. I know, I know. Am I not the father? I tell you ten years is death, death, death. Poor Clark. You shan't starve. No, no, no. We know the truth. He is a bad lad. Yet he is my son; he is my child. Oh, my God, my God. Kill me, kill me, kill me before I they convict him. Help him to understand, to repent, to reform. But not ten years for the old man. Trouble 

turns dark hairs to grey. I know, I know. But ten years will turn those white hairs to dust. Poor Clark, poor Clark!"

        
During the last two days he never once lost consciousness. He was weak and sinking; the voice was low and broken; but the mind was clear.

        
It was towards dusk. He had asked repeatedly for Archie.

        
"He will soon be here," Ngaia told him. "He has had to go out. He may be back any minute."

        
She was seated by the bedside. Her head was resting upon her hand, her elbow upon the bed. She was weary and tired with grief and incessant watching. She was heartbroken. John Anderson was sinking; he was dying. Her old friend, her father perhaps— was passing from her.

        
Oh, if she could but ask him that; if she might only caress him as her father! Her love would cure him.

        
Presently she felt his hand steal up to hers, and then on to her head, gently patting and smoothing her hair.

        
He had never quite done that before. Every look, every word of his to her had always breathed his love, and yet he had invariably treated her with a tender formality, even as an old man might treat the grown daughter of some dear friend.

        
She never stirred, and the wan, wasted hand played over and among the rich soft hair. Presently she felt him draw her as it were towards him. She yielded and rested her head on the bed by bis shoulder, his arm about her.

        
How they contrasted! The man, white-haired and feeble—dying; the girl young, strong and beautiful, the embodiment of life. It was winter and springtime side by side.

        
"My darling, my pet," he whispered, pressing his cheek into the mass of silky hair.

        


        
She was silent. In the midst of her grief and sorrow it seemed as though a great joy was upon her.

        
"Ngaia, I—I have something to tell, something I want to say. I'm dying, Ngaia. Sh-sh, pet; you must not cry. No, no, no. I'm not sorry, and you must not be. No, no. Of all people not you. Listen. I—I want to tell you about—about yourself. I knew your father, Ngaia. I knew your mother. Twenty years ago. Aye, it's nearly twenty years ago since your mother died. Twenty long, long years to me. Ngaia, what I wrote was untrue when I told you that Jake was your father. He was not Your father had a wife and children when he met your mother. He was your father, but not worthy; not worthy of you, not worthy of the Maori woman who bore you. He was a coward, Ngaia, a miserable, selfish coward. He was frightened for his wife; and he hid the truth from the two women he had married. Ngaia, you must try and forgive him. Not altogether, not altogether. It's impossible. But he was your father, and—and the temptation was great. He tried to make no unhappiness, and he only sacrificed you and himself instead. When your mother died he let Jake adopt you. You were educated, and—and you're rich, Ngaia, very, very rich. Your father, your real father, looked after your land and—and—Oh, my darling, you know now; you can guess. Say you forgive him; say you love him. He has been punished for his sin by grief and disappointment. Say you forgive him because— because—"

        
The voice was husky and broken. The thin, wasted hand trembled and strained at the girl.

        
She had nestled closer and closer to him.

        
She raised her head as he ceased to speak and her eyes met his.

        
What a world of love, of yearning, passionate love, of anxiety, of fear, of supplication was there in his 

gaze. He was longing for her forgiveness, for her love. He was fearful lest she might refuse She had a right to. His dread was that she might. Had she done so John Anderson would have bowed his head and taken his last and bitterest grief as but the final fulfilment, the just punishment, of his sin.

        
Yet what need of fear? What need to doubt forgiveness?

        
"My father!" she cried, and bending over him they were locked in a deep passionate embrace.

        
By the door, unnoticed, stood Archie.

        
He had heard John's last few words. He had heard his wife's cry.

        
He stood silent.

        
She was his wife but he felt himself a stranger in that sacred moment of reunion, of recognition.

        
Yet he was conscious of a feeling of intense joy and relief. His darling was after all his old friend's child.

        
John broke the silence.

        
"You forgive me, darling, you forgive me? Say you forgive me. It will make me happy, so happy."

        
"Forgive you, father! Don't say that, don't say that. I owe gratitude, not forgiveness."

        
"No, no. Not that, not that. I've wronged you, bitterly wronged you. Say you forgive me."

        
"From the bottom of my heart I do. Oh indeed, indeed, if I have anything to forgive, I do."

        
"My pet," he whispered, and he kissed her softly again and again. "It seems hard now to be dying. I was wishing and wishing; and now—Oh, Ngaia, Ngaia, my child.

        
"You would have learnt it all one day," he continued. "My will gives you all that is rightly yours, yours even without the will; and I have written a letter, a long letter, telling you everything. It's at the station. It is for you to publish to all the world if you like, to all the world, darling."

        


        
Sh-sh, father. It is our secret, yours and mine, and—and Archie's. It is for us only."

        
"Where's Archie? Where is he, Ngaia? I want him to know; and I'm—I'm feeling tired, pet, very tired. Is—is—? Yes, yes, that's Archie. Tell him, Ngaia, tell him. I'm—I'm weak now."

        
"I heard, sir."

        
"You forgive me, too?" the old man asked eagerly. "I wronged you when I wronged her."

        
"Yes, yes, Mr. Anderson. Just as Ngaia does with all my heart."

        
John lay back, a smile of infinite happiness upon his face.

        
"Be good to her, Archie, be good to her. You will, I know you will; and she loves you so. She will be very, very rich, and she will do you credit. All Te Henga is hers, and all the money that has accumulated. You must take her to England and make her a great lady. And in time—Ah me, if I could only have lived. It always seemed so hard to tell it all, and yet it was so easy, so easy. And—and, Ngaia," he continued, and his voice was faint and losing strength, "I want you to remember Clark and—and his wife, his poor wife. See that they never feel want Please, for my sake. Ngaia, I heard that sentence. It was wrong. I know it was. I'm his father, and I tried to believe in him. But he tempted and persuaded Clark. Cyril was the chief sinner. He really and actually stole the most It was all wrong, all wrong. I'm sure. And you will help them, Ngaia?"

        
"I will, I promise I will. But you won't leave me now. You will get better and stronger, and we'll be so happy. You cannot go. You must not; father, you must not."

        
"God's will be done,.sweet. It's better so, it's better so. I'm glad perhaps. It's been so hard and bitter. It might have been different if Cyril—Oh, Cyril! 

If he only realised! It has killed me. It has eaten my heart away. Why was he so bad? I loved him. And now a felon. Oh, Ngaia," he cried, bursting into tears.

        
The girl strove to soothe his anguish. Presently he grew calmer and spoke wearily and weakly. It was but a broken whisper.

        
"Kiss me, kiss me, Ngaia. Tell my wife I thought of her. She's too ill to come to me and it's right for Daisy to be with her. She's been a good wife to me. I—I wronged her, and yet—You will be kind to her, Ngaia. Neither she nor Daisy will be poor. I've made money with my own money. Archie, my lad, it's so dark, so dark. Lift me, a little bit. So, just so. I'm heavy? I was once. Oh, I was strong once when Ruta—ah me. See, see, Ngaia. Through the curtain the sun is setting. It's evening, and the sheep are being mustered. I'm passing into the great fold—a worn and broken straggler. Oh my God, have mercy on me a sinner! See, the light is coming. Yet not for me, not for me. I'm not deserving. Archie, Ngaia, it's growing so dark again, so dark. Kiss Daisy for me, and Topsy. Cyril! Where is Cyril? I—no, no, no! I—forgot. Poor Cyril. God have mercy upon him. And—and—Ngaia, I'm—so—weary—so—" and the faint voice broke away into a sigh as he sank back into the bed.

        
He lay still and motionless.

        
Thus he remained for hours and hours whilst the sands ran swiftly out. He was unconscious, neither moving nor stirring, so that at times they thought the end had come.

        
In the afternoon of the following day it did.

        
As the day fades into night and no man knows the moment of the change; as the breeze gradually and gradually dies away towards the evening and falls into a great solemn calm, so the spirit of John Anderson passed beyond.

        


        
He scarcely seemed to die. Nor could any say the exact moment when the thread was snapped. Only there whispered a tiny sigh like the faint rustling of a soft wing, and slowly the warmth of life stole away and the coldness of death came.

        
John Anderson was dead. Te Henga and all its wealth had come at length to its rightful owner. Ngaia was rich beyond the counting of a man's life.

        
Outside in the street the newspaper boy was calling the evening paper.

        
A cart rattled by.

        
Two men under the window were standing laughing and talking.

        
Ngaia in the hushed room, in the awful silence or her grief, seemed to hear every sound. How could men jest and chatter and run each about his business almost in the very presence of Death?

        
She turned to her husband with a great sob and buried her face on his shoulder. She felt his arms steal round her and strain her to him. She felt his lips upon her cheek.

        
Then she fainted.
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In South Africa, unknown to each other, are two remittance men.

        
One is seated in a low drinking shanty in Johannesburg.

        
The place is lit with flaring lights, and reeks with tobacco smoke and stale liquor. Men of all shades of the shady side of men are sitting at the tables, or lounging near the counter.

        
The saloon is one of the lowest hells of its kind. The characters that frequent it are of the sort that make it what it is.

        
Of them, by common consent, the foul-mouthed, blasphemous, half-tipsy wretch in the far corner, drinking and gambling, is reckoned as one of the very worst. Men, neither honest nor particular in their associates, draw back from mixing too closely with him.

        
He is a marked man.

        
He comes from Australia some say, from New Zealand others declare.

        
He draws a remittance from England.

        
He is a criminal, and has been in jail for more than one crime.

        
Some day he will doubtless be hanged.

        
Once he was a gentleman.

        
Once he was Cyril Anderson.

        
The other remittance man lives on the outskirts of Cape Town over towards Constantia.

        
He is an old, old man, bent and feeble.

        


        
He is sitting in the shade of a pretty garden smoking. A white-haired lady is by his side and near to them is a younger woman. They are all three watching a man playing and romping with a couple of little children.

        
Years ago the old man came, few knew from whence, with his wife and daughters.

        
The old man was a father then. He is a grandfather now.

        
In the drawing-room over the fireplace hangs a large picture of a young woman.

        
She is a great London lady, the grandchildren have been told, of high title and station, and great wealth, and as good as she is exquisitely beautiful. The three photographs on the mantelpiece are of her little daughter and two little boys.

        
The settlers, who have learnt to love the silent, gentle, old man, say that he has two Deities.

        
One is his God.

        
The other is the original of that large picture.

        
And the old man and The Right Honourable Sir Archibald Deverell, sometime to be Premier of England most people say, have, and not curiously perhaps, an identical religion.

        
Both worship God and the same woman.

        
And both are therefore good men, for the man cannot but be white in the ways of the world whose faith is in God and a good woman.

        

          
The End.
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South Australtan Advertiser.—"We have already commended the discrimination shown in the selection of books for inclusion in this library, and predicted that a sure and wide demand would be created by a supply of the best works of the most popular authors of the present day at a uniform price but little in excess of a yellow-back novel. Some, indeed, are republications of works which even now are not to be obtained in England under 3rs. 6d. The books are in all cases excellently printed and neatly bound. Works of fiction are judiciously blended with those of a more serious and permanently interesting character."

        


The Times of India.—"For an expenditure of two or three pounds every upstation can now start a library of sterling worth, with the certainty that a little further outlay, every now and then, will keep it abreast of the times. To messes, clubs, school libraries, and native book-clubs, the 'Colonial Library' should be simply invaluable, and we honestly commend it as the best endeavour we have ever seen to give English readers out here the same advantages that are enjoyed at home by those who live close to one of Mudie's agencies, or one of W. H. Smith's bookstalls. The individual book-buyer, and there are too few of them in India, now, will get a great deal more for his money than he ever got before… It will be the fault of those they address, if Macmillan's 'Colonial Library' for India and the Colonies does not eventually rival the great libraries of Tauchnitz and Bohn."

        


The Calcutta Englishman.—"Already the library extends to considerable dimensions, and anything better than the selection that has been made so far it would be difficult to imagine. Those who are familiar with the famous Tauchnitz series will be delighted to learn that something even superior to Tauchnitz has been placed within their reach at a price that puts rivalry out of the question. Each volume is a gem of the publisher's art—beautifully printed on excellent paper and clad in a bright attractive cover—and each is a work of sterling merit, by a right of established reputation. Messrs. Macmillan and Co. have made it possible, not merely to every scattered group of Europeans, but for every individual throughout the Empire, to acquire for a nominal outlay the nucleus of a really valuable library."
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