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Chapter I.

        

There was a large muster in the men's kitchen at the Marino Station that evening, but a certain air of anxiety and gloom pervaded the place. The men were not as boisterous as usual; they swore less lustily. One group of rough-looking fellows stood round the fire conversing in subdued tones, and listened with patience to the croakings of a grizzly old man, nick-named "the Doctor," and whose voice seldom commanded much attention except in times of trouble. Ted, the irrepressible, refrained from his usual fling of "double shuffle" to the shrill whistling of Donald the shepherd—the sort of grace with which he generally welcomed in the call to tea.

        
Billy, the cook, was noiselessly going his rounds, laying the covers for the evening meal, and distributing tin plates and pannikins on either side of 

a huge deal table, which stretched lengthways across the room, and formed the only substantial piece of furniture in it. Iron knives and forks followed in pairs, but black and dirty, for there was no knife-board in the establishment, and the only mode of polishing up adopted was an occasional dig in the ground, or a prod with the forks through a greasy dish-clout. Billy next distributed his victuals. A number of loaves of bread were rolled along the middle of the table to their respective positions, several large basins of black sugar came in between, and last, but not least, an enormous tin dish, holding the half of a headless sheep boiled in its nakedness. Billy's next operation was to make the tea, which was done by throwing a number of handfuls of that article into a huge tin pot, about the size of a large garden watering-can. Billy had an experienced eye — he glanced knowingly round the room, estimated his requirements, and numbered his handfuls of tea accordingly. These necessary preliminaries over, the cook announced to the assembled company that they might as well set-to; adding, in a deprecatory tone, "You mustn't mind the biled meat this time, mates; I've been so hupset with this 'ere haccident that I have not been hup to baking. Ye'll put up with it for this time, won't ye, lads?" The 
as-

sembled company assented gloomily; these men were rough and hardy, and not particular as to what they ate, or how they ate it, but with one accord they objected to have their mutton boiled. It was a serious infringement of their rights and privileges; the more prized as many of the station hands had only lately arrived from the Old Country, where mutton was not so freely partaken of among the working-classes. Now that they had meat three times a day, they naturally grew particular as to the cooking of it. On a former occasion, when the unfortunate Billy had served up two legs of boiled mutton for dinner, he had provoked a storm of reprobation; his well-cooked viands had been tossed about the room, and finally kicked out of doors, and the indignant men had lodged a formal complaint with the "Boss," and threatened a strike. On the present occasion, however, there was no outcry; the circumstances were evidently of an unusual character, and the men sat down to their meal with hardly a growl.

        
The cook went round with the tea "watering-can" and filled up each pannikin with a dark-looking and strongly-smelling fluid, which each one had to sweeten for himself—this varied greatly according to taste and habit. Some were clumsy in handling the sugar; others indifferent or wasteful. One bright Paddy, 

not finding the ladle at hand, tipped over the basin and half-filled his pannikin with sugar. Truly it was vile stuff, and quantity had to make up for quality.

        
"Long Bill" took the head of the table, and, armed with a butcher's knife, he soon made the slices fly; they were passed along the table as rapidly as buckets at a conflagration. Every man then stuck his knife into the nearest loaf and helped himself to bread, and in a moment every jaw was at work, and nothing was heard but the loud noise of mastication.

        
While the party were thus steadily engaged, we may take leave of them for a few minutes, and give a glance at the surroundings.

        
Marino was an "up-country" station, in a mountainous and remote region of the Middle Island of New Zealand. This was many years ago, before the progress of settlement and cultivation had spread far inland; in the "early days," when cattle-tracks were the only roads, and bullock-drays the principal means of conveyance; in the "good old times," when the arrival of a sailing-ship was quite an event; when the Maories were on the war-path, and showed their disinclination to being Christianised by occasionally roasting a missionary; when shepherd-kings ruled the country; when land was cheap, and plenty 

of it; when ladies rode twenty miles to pay an afternoon call, and were welcomed in the bush like fairy beings from another world; when everybody knew everybody else, and a warm hospitality was extended to all new-comers; when all was young and fresh and promising, and "roughing it" was the order of the day.

        
Marino Station was situated on high ground, surrounded by bleak and arid hills. The homestead comprised a number of huts and houses, of which the largest was the men's kitchen, a long, low, straggling building, made of sun-burnt bricks, with a shingle roof. It contained one big central hall, very much like a barn, without a ceiling, and about as bare. The men's rooms were mostly "lean-to" sheds, with two tiers of bunks like the berths on board ship, calico windows, and plenty of ventilation. A number of little cabins, like excrescences, had been attached to the main buildings, and the ends of verandahs had been boarded up. The "residence" stood close by, a one-storeyed wooden building, of half a dozen rooms. Here Mr. Dale—"the Boss"—and Mrs. Dale—"the Missus"—lived in such state as they could afford, which was not much, according to our modern notions; but in those days a little luxury went a long way. They possessed glass windows, painted ceilings, 

papered walls, polished cane furniture, a kerosene lamp, and some crockery-ware—a degree of civilisation which had gained for the Marino head-station a widespread fame.

        
In front of the house some sort of an attempt at a garden had been made; a small piece of land on the slope of the hill had been fenced in and partially cultivated; while clumps of young Australian gum-trees were shooting up in all their freshness and early vigour. At the back, all was dirt, disorder, and muddle; stables, stock-yards, and sheep-pens being spotted about. The post and rail fences were hung with reeking sheepskins, and the slaughter-yard, with its blood-stained scaffold, stood close by.

        
To return to the men's kitchen, where the numerous party had just finished their tea. They formed a motley group, in which the unshaven and unwashed element largely predominated. A rough lot, with some of all sorts. There were two Scotch shepherds, both Donalds, both canny, both freckled, both of the national colour.

        
There was another shepherd of a very different type; he came under the category known as "broken-down swells"—a numerous class in the country at that time. His name was Rainon, and he claimed to be a gentleman, and to have served in the Royal 

Navy, but he was certainly a most degraded drunkard, and one of the dirtiest of the dirty. There were two (so-called) cadets, who were supposed to be permitted to learn the highly profitable art of sheep-farming in return for their valuable services as knock-about hands. The eldest of the two was named Jim Flash, and he answered well to the name. He was a broad-shouldered, red-faced, and dissipated-looking young man, with a loud voice, a vicious eye, and a habit of showing his white teeth when he smiled. By his own account, he had been very badly brought up, and he was rather proud of it. He had been expelled from a public school, had been called upon to retire very early from the navy, and had taken his passage to New Zealand concealed in an empty water-butt. His 
forte was horse-racing; it was also his weakness; but he diligently read 
Bell's Life, and was supposed to be an authority on the turf. He also claimed great intimacy with several of the heroes of the ring, and he had many interesting anecdotes to tell concerning his friend Tom Sayers of glorious memory. Mr. J. Flash was supposed himself to be rather a bit of a bruiser, and he was by no means deficient in pluck; consequently he commanded respect, if he did not merit esteem. He was not a quarrelsome young man. On one occasion only, on being 

rudely contradicted by a sturdy bully, a noted pugilist, Mr. Flash, with rather more than his usual suavity of manner and fascinating grin—for he was a very polite gentleman—requested his opponent to "step outside." The invitation was not accepted, but the bully subsided, and from that day Jim Flash's fame spread far and wide—his reputation was made.

        
The other cadet, Harry Norman, was very different—a tall, good-looking, round-faced, curly-headed youth. He was quite harmless, but being equally good-tempered, he was rather a pet among this rough crowd. He was supposed to have expectations, and it must be surmised that he lived upon them, for he never got anything else. His official position on the station was that of "a parlour swell," and he had to take his meals at the Master's table, but he much preferred the kitchen, where he was always welcome, and used to amuse the men by telling tales about "the Missus." Norman had indeed a morbid horror of Mrs. Dale, who patronised and persecuted him at the same time as only a domineering and spiteful woman could do. The poor lad was always being called upon to make himself "generally useful," and to do something for his board, such as soft-soaping my lady's saddle, polishing up her bridle, cleaning the parlour lamp, chopping wood for the parlour fire, and 

—worst of all miseries—weeding the garden. Norman winced under these petty tasks, but he did not so much mind hard work; and it was almost a relief to him when shearing or mustering times gave him a good outing.

        
There was a whole gang of bullock-drivers. Among these, "Long Bill" was king of the road. He was a terror. The poor, dumb, stupid, heavy brutes that toiled wearily and drearily under his bloodshot eye and merciless arm feared him. They quaked at his awful voice, and cringed and winced at the lightning-flash of his terrible whip. He was the most consummate flogger on the road, and could wield his flagellator in the most artistic style—playfully, so as just to tickle the ear of the leader, or to flip a fly from off the rump of a poler; or loudly, with the report of a pistol-shot, re-echoing through the distant gullies; or savagely, so as to draw blood at every stroke. His swearing capabilities were unsurpassed. His oaths were adapted to circumstances; they were modulated to meet requirements. He did not indulge in angry outbursts, or adopt common phraseology; but when he swore hard, it was in long-sustained volleys, rising 
crescendo to the most awful blasphemy. But it was not only in these parts, so essential to a bullock-driver, that Long Bill excelled. It must be 

admitted that he knew his business; he was bold, cautious, and patient. He always thoroughly understood the capabilities of his team; he studied the temperament of each beast, easing the willing puller, stimulating the lagger, and nursing the energies and carefully attending to the well-being of his charge.

        
Consequently, he had earned the reputation of being able to take the heaviest load, to travel the worst roads, and to get over the most ground of any bullocky in the neighbourhood.

        
There were also several artizans present on the scene, and employed about the place. There was a plasterer, a big, gaunt, square-built old man, with a visage that might have been hacked out of a block of wood; and his mate, a bricklayer, young, fat, and rosy—quite a ladies' man among bricklayers. Then there was a saddler, who was neat and dapper, a musical blacksmith, and a jolly carpenter who danced the hornpipe. Several nationalities were represented: Aleck, the German, who spoke guttural gibberish, but sang in sweet accents; Jansen, the Swede, a sort of playful, soft-hearted Hercules, whose feats of strength were the talk of the country—a man who could take up a bag of flour under each arm and trudge placidly up a hill while smoking his pipe.

        
There were Pats and Micks galore, who talked 

as pure Irish as they used to do in the "ould counthry."

        
There was one black man, whose name was White, and who affected great contempt for the dark-coloured natives, called them "niggers," and treated them as such.

        
There was one walking skeleton, who was yclept "Fat Jack." He had the biggest appetite and the lightest weight of any man in the colony.

        
Tea was over, or the hardest part of it, and conversation became more animated. It all turned on a sad accident that had happened during the morning, and by which the jolliest lad on the station had been suddenly struck down. Poor Dan Tucker! It occurred at the stock-yard, where a mob of rather wild cattle had been driven in. Dan was standing by the entrance, when one of the bullocks charged furiously against the rails, bursting out a slip-panel, that struck the unfortunate young man on the head and felled him to the ground. He was picked up insensible and conveyed to the homestead, where he had been laid on a bed like one dead.

        
Medical attendance was rarely obtainable in these outlandish places, but on the present occasion it was known that Doctor Valentine was on a visit at Flax-hill Station, some twenty miles off, and Dick Raleigh 

had volunteered to go for him, heedless of the risk of crossing the river in a flood.

        
"If Raleigh is not back soon," growled Rainon, "I shall begin to think he is after coming to grief on the road. He's not much good across country."

        
"He got over the river all right," replied Jim Flash, "for Donald watched him from Stony Ridge, and saw him part company with his horse in mid-stream. I say, Pat, how could you start him off on such a moke? You ought to have known better."

        
"Hwat! Caul Bobby a moke! Shure, the likes of him isn't in it. A steady baste! Ould Darkey 'ud 'ive stuck 'im up sthraight. As to the filly, me swateheart, she'd be clane scared at the wather."

        
"Oh! didn't I warn him then," put in Rainon. "I told him to take the track and leave it on the right; but he went to the right, which of course was wrong."

        
"But came out right," added Ted. "But talk of the devil—so help me, here they are!"

        
A tremendous row of barking and baying, the tramp of horses' feet, the sharp crack of a stock-whip, and a stampede among the canine pack announced the new arrivals. A moment later, Mr. Stead, the manager, Dick Raleigh, and Doctor Valentine entered 

the hall among the eager crowd, which had stood up to receive them.

        
Stead was a man of about thirty, fair-complexioned, full-bearded, thin and wiry. He was dressed in a tweed jumper, cord breeches, and leather leggings. "This is a bad business," he said, as he advanced to the fire. "How is the poor fellow?"

        
"Not come round yet, sir," replied the old man in the corner.

        
"Nor likely to," muttered Rainon.

        
"Fear it is a case," sighed Norman.

        
The Doctor came forward, with a quick, impatient step. He looked for all the world like a little black bear, all fur and bristles. He was muffled up to the chin in a thick heavy ulster with a fur collar; his head was buried in a fur cap, and through this mass of hair peered two piercing black eyes. In manner abrupt—"Let's see him," he said. The cook presented two tallow-candles; the old man led the way out through a draughty passage, round the main buildings, to a low-roofed shanty. The Doctor and Mr. Stead followed. In the open the sky was clear, and the stars twinkled brightly above; the night breeze rustled through the trees and moaned softly in the gullies; and the loud cry of the wood-hens from a neighbouring thicket pierced the still cold air.

        


        
They stepped into a little low room, with bare brick walls and a calico ceiling, that was nearly black with fly-marks. There was no furniture besides two narrow trestle-beds; on the one sat a ragged, shivering Irish boy, with a pitiful countenance of drowsiness and woe. A feeble yellowish light flickered from a bush lamp.

        
On the bed nearest the wall lay stretched out the body of a young man. He had been partially undressed, and a blanket had been thrown over him. He lay like one dead; his face was ashy pale, yet fair and placid, but one side of his forehead was wrapped in blood-stained rags.

        
The Doctor threw off his ulster, approached the bed, removed the bandages, and gazed intently at the wound on one temple. He pressed it with his thumb, and a few big drops of purple blood rolled on to the pillow. He felt the fractured skull, and then kneeling down, placed his head on the patient's breast and listened. The Manager looked anxiously on; the old man bent down, holding the light; the poor Irish boy sat still like one dazed. A small group had gathered near the door, in mournful silence.

        
Then the Doctor rose to his feet; he washed the wound, applied some fresh bandages, had the body laid in a suitable position, and addressing himself to 

the old man, gave a few brief directions for the night.

        
"If he regains consciousness, call me at once; I don't think he will for the next twelve hours. If at all," he added, in an undertone, to Stead, as they were leaving the room.

        
"Is it hopeless, then?" replied the latter.

        
"Well, not quite; you never can tell. I shall probably know in the morning."

        
"It was a pity to drag you such a long way for a hopeless case."

        
"Not at all; it is precisely in such cases that prompt medical attention may sometimes save a life—glad I came. He might come round; expect to see him conscious again, if only for a few moments. A fine-looking young fellow."

        
"Yes; and such a nice fellow, too! Quite a new chum, you know. Arrived here hardly a year ago, full of good spirits and eager to work. The most useful, active, and willing lad in the station; up early and late, and always jolly—a regular Mark Tapley. I took quite a fancy to him from the first, and latterly I have had him with me frequently, when he told me all his history. An only son; mother and sister at home, in poor circumstances, but expected out next Christmas. Dan was great on the subject; he was 

going to make a home for them, and to see his delight when he talked about the expected meeting and explained all his little plans! He had already secured an allotment of land down the flat and obtained my leave to run a cow in the paddock. A sad case! It does seem hard that Providence should not spare him, and I do hope he may recover. Don't you think there is a chance for him yet, Doctor?"

        
"Candidly, my boy, I don't. If there is, believe me, we will make the most of it. But what's the use of talking about Providence? I should like to know where these blessed dispensations come it. I have never been able to find out. Do you suppose that the risk and insurance on a shipload of missionaries would be any less than for a gang of convicts? If you split a man's cranium, it don't matter much whether it be the skull of a saint or that of a sinner, so far as our treatment goes. Shining virtues will not save him. I am always vexed at these cases, because I feel so utterly powerless to do anything; but trusting to Providence is a last resource, indeed. Where is Raleigh? We want him. Now, there's a brave fellow, if you like. That was a plucky ride across that torrent; and I don't think that I should have ventured here had it not been for him."

        
"Yes, Raleigh is a right good fellow," replied Mr. 

Stead, "and I like him in many respects, but he is too cynical, and he is quite lost here. Absurd! a man of his parts and accomplishments fooling away his life tailing sheep. He gets into a morbid state, too, and becomes very unsociable. I have no patience with such foolishness. I don't believe he has one idea about bettering his condition. Come along, Doctor, I will show you your room, and we will have some tea. You must excuse rough quarters."

        
Richard Raleigh had returned to the men's kitchen, and had been eagerly questioned about his daring ride across country.

        
"We are all heartily glad to see you safe back again. 
Mister Raleigh," exclaimed in pompous tones the portly Brown, the boss of the shearer's party, a personage of considerable importance and still greater corpulence. "You young men are very rash; very rash indeed! Youth, they say, will not be controlled, but the elements, young man, are not to be trifled with. Look at poor Reid, the best roughrider in the country, and the champion swimmer south of the Line. See how he found a watery grave, in a much smaller river, mind you, than the Stony Creek. These torrents are most dangerous. If once you lose your footing you are done."

        


        
"You never tried yourself, did you?" interrupted Ted, "else you would have been 
done brown."

        
"No; I have gained my experience by observation. You know the proverb, 'Fools rush in where wise men fear to tread.'"

        
"'Angels,' Boss; and they fly, you know. A pretty angel you would make"——

        
"The Boss could never fly," put in Norman, "but he might float.'

        
"Shut up!" replied the dignified Brown; "we want to hear how Mr. Raleigh got on."

        
"Well," said Raleigh, "I had rather a squeak of it. I missed the track to start with, or rather I followed the wrong one, for the flat is all tracks."

        
"And you made tracks," put in the irrepressible Ted again.

        
"I reached the brink of the river," continued Raleigh, with a look of commiseration at the wretched punster, "and there I hesitated. It did not look inviting—not a little bit. It is easy enough going in; the bother is getting out again. I consulted Bobby, and gave him his head, for he knows the ford well, and every track on the run. Bobby snorted, smelt the air, turned tail, and went straight for the swamp, where he began tearing up mouthfuls of tussocks. I larruped him; tried him again— 

always the same game, straight for the first bit of green feed. I got wild at last; put him to the water, and spurred him on. 'Here goes,' I thought to myself; 'one place is as bad as another.' Bobby snorted, pawed the water, and made several attempts to turn back; went down on his nose over a boulder, and at last came to a standstill about mid-stream. The water was up to the saddle-girths, dashing under us, foaming and roaring. I turned quite giddy, and nearly lost my head. D—— me if I knew which way I was going, and I thought Bobby was forging ahead, while really he was standing stock-still. Everything was in a whirl, and I do believe I should have returned here—for, although I was bewildered, Bobby wasn't, and he made several attempts to turn back—when suddenly I lifted my eyes from off the rushing waters, and caught sight of the One-Tree Hill on the opposite side. I steered straight for that, and spurred Bobby on. Then there was a plunge, right to my neck, and the brute seemed to disappear from under me. I don't know how I managed. I had been told to stick to my horse at all hazards, and I stuck to something; first, it was his mane, but he nearly rolled over me; then I caught hold of his tail. Bobby snorted and plunged, and let off steam, but I held on—held on like grim death. The next 

thing I saw was Bobby rearing right up above me, straight on end, and some bushes struck me in the face. I seized hold of them, and clambered up the bank somehow, and lay there for a few moments, quite dazed and gasping; then it seemed to dawn upon me that I had crossed the river. Bobby had disappeared. I found him close by, with the saddle under his belly, the reins under his feet, and feeding away quite unconcerned. The darned old reprobate! he eyed me coming, and just managed to keep out of reach, while munching away all the time. When I walked he walked, when I ran he ran, when I stopped he stopped, and went on feeding voraciously. I was getting full of it and beginning to feel like swearing, when all of a sudden such a jump, and he shied right up against me! The old brute had nearly stumbled over the prostrate form of our noble Harry the Snob, who was sprawling full-length under a flax-bush, smoking his pipe and watching the clouds. Harry nearly jumped out of his skin, and bounded to his feet with a yell—Bobby stared at him with his ears up, snorting furiously. I darted forward and caught hold of the bridle, for he was much too intent on Harry to notice me.

        
"There they stood, gazing at one another, terror-struck; Harry with his mouth wide open and his 

knees shaking under him—it was enough to make a cat laugh. 'Hullo! man,' says I, 'what's up?' 'O Lord!' says he, 'you have given me a start. Where the d——I have you sprung from?' 'Across the river,' says I. 'Where else could I come from? Did you think I had dropped from the clouds?'

        
"Then we had a guffaw, but it took some time to calm Bobby, whose nerves had been severely shaken, and who has been shying desperately at every flax-bush on the road since. Well, I accompanied the Snob to his new hut, got a dry saddle from him, also a change of clothes—these are his Sunday togs I have on now—and then I started on my way rejoicing.

        
"Took it out of Bobby, I can tell you; made him gallop all the way, for I wanted warming up. Arrived at Flaxhill just in the nick of time. The trap was at the door, Doctor Val snugly seated at the back, and Mrs. Wylde, all smiles and satisfaction, just taking her place by the side of him. The Commodore had tossed off his last stirrup-cup, and was just clearing for action, when I dropped down upon them like a hundred of bricks. Quite a sensation, I can assure you. Mrs. Wylde took it all in at a glance—she looked daggers at me. 'Some accident happened, I suppose? Well, Doctor Valentine 
can't go; of course he can't—he mustn't—he 
shan't! The idea! Why, 

the river is not crossable—it would be madness to try.

        
"I told my story; how I had missed the ford, and had to swim the stream. I said I thought we would get back all right. The Doctor said he would come. Mrs. Wylde got quite angry with him; she stormed, she implored;—it was no go! Then she got me apart, and gave me a good talking to; warned me to take care of the dear little man; told me about his delicate health, all of which I knew before, and ended by giving me a nobbler and her blessing; while the Commodore was getting impatient outside, and fuming and blowing like a steam-engine. We saw them off; then Doctor Val and myself, with old Sam to pilot the way, we started back. The river had fallen two feet since this morning, and by taking the lower ford we got over without wetting our boots. Picked up Mr. Stead at the wool-shed, and here we are."

        
"Very heroic," growled Rainon, "but a wild-goose chase after all. It was very good of the Doctor to return with you, for I don't suppose he will ever get paid for the trip; but he can do no good now he is here."

        
"What does the Doctor say?" asked Mr. Brown. "Says nothink," replied the old man. "Devil a word."

        


        
"Dat ist bad," ejaculated Aleck, the German, through a cloud of smoke.

        
"Ay, mon! Ye wouldna ha'e 'em clack like an auld wife. It mun be wur," remarked Donald M'Pherson, who naturally associated silence with wisdom and caution.

        
"Och! the sad day 'fill be when his mother and sister gets the word, and they marring to jine him out here," blubbered forth soft-hearted Pat. "Shure the crature will break her heart entirely."

        
"While there is life there is hope," sententiously observed Mr. Brown. "These cases of concussion are of great complexity."

        
"Is it a broken pate ye mane?" inquired Mick O'Flanagan. "I've seen a power of 'em clane split in the Ould Counthry, an' devil a bit the worse after a sticking-plaster and a dhrap of whisky."

        
"You probably contributed yourself to the little game, Mick," said Norman, "but nature has provided your frisky countrymen with very hard heads"——

        
"By the powers! a 
soft one like yee's own wouldn't shtand much show, Misther Norman," answered Mick, with a grin.

        
"Talk of hard heads. Begad! there's no crown like a nigger's," put in Ted. "When old Black Joe was here, he used to go on all-fours and butt with 

the rams for a bit of sport. Saw an old ram come at him once full tilt—Joe took him fair on; such a crack, by golly! A water-butt taking a header at an iron tank would have been nothing to it. You'd a heard the report a mile off. The old ram staggered back, shook his horns, licked his gums, and returned quite crest-fallen-like to his flock. That tup never chased a black fellow agin, you bet!"

        
The company laughed, all in their several ways; all except Rainon, who, squatting by the fire, doubled up, with his dishevelled head in his lean, dirty hands, looked like some old Irish crone.

        
"They might have blooded him," he croaked out.

        
"Bosh!" exclaimed Jim Flash. "Blooding, as you call it, has gone out of practice long ago, although, in the case of horses, I believe in the lancet; in fact, I use it freely myself. Saved the life of my friend Lord Meadows' finest hunter on the Brighton Downs like that one day. A splendid animal, a three hundred guinea mare, sure-footed too, but came down somehow. Legs doubled under her; fell on her head against a stone; gave one kick and a quiver in all her limbs, and lay sprawling like dead. I was there in a jiffy; out with my hunting-knife; stuck her in two places. She bled like a pig; was up again in half an hour, and right as a trivet. Lord Meadows 

always gave me credit for saving that favourite mare; reminded me of it every time I met him. Never had to look about for a mount when I visited Brighton after that, you may be sure."

        
"Mr. Raleigh, tea; all ready in the parlour," announced Billy, the cook, "and they are waiting for you."

        
Tea in the parlour was no great improvement on the kitchen fare. There was a torn table-cloth and some cracked crockery; a dish of steaming chops, floating in their own fat, black tea from a tin pot, and sugar a shade lighter in colour than the kitchen stuff, but tasting strongly of molasses. The one luxury was a bottle of Worcestershire sauce. A good appetite, however, makes up for many shortcomings. Stead was easily satisfied; he had thrived for ten years on such fare, and consoled himself with the reflection that it was not costly. "A man don't live to eat, but eats to live," was a sensible remark which he had heard somewhere, and which he was never tired of repeating.

        
"A working-man," he used to add, "can live well in this country on eight shillings a week, and save three-fourths of his pay, which is more than he can do in any other part of the world."

        
"I am sorry," he said, addressing himself to Doctor 

Valentine, "that I cannot offer you any milk or butter. We tried, lately, milking a cow, but it was such a bother getting her in of a morning, and such a waste of valuable time, that as soon as Mrs. Dale left for town I let the cow go. By the bye, there is a very good substitute for milk. If you pour a little cold water on the hot tea it has very much the same effect—takes off the sharpness, you know. We call it 'New Zealand cream'—try it."

        
"Oh, thanks," replied the Doctor; "I will take your word for it. I don't take much tea; it doesn't agree with me. There's too much tea-drinking going on in this blessed country; it's a species of intemperance which is ruining the constitutions of half the population. It's the main cause of dyspepsia, the prevailing complaint."

        
The Doctor was not very fastidious, but the fare did not tempt him; and he narrowly inspected the dish of greasy chops before he ventured on a pick. He brightened up a bit, however, when Stead introduced a bottle of real old Jamaica rum. "There can be no harm in that," he said, "taken in moderation."

        
Raleigh was too much excited over his day's adventures to eat much, and he had to relate his swim across the river once more.

        
"You must have pulled at Bobby's head, "remarked 

Stead, "to have made him plunge and roll like that. The best plan is always to let the reins go and hold on to the saddle, with your feet out of the stirrups. Do you know, Doctor, that there have been more deaths from drowning in this country than from all other accidental causes put together. Mr. and Mrs. Dale had a narrow escape the last time they went to town, for one of the axles of the buggy broke in midstream. Mr. Dale showed great presence of mind; he managed to release the horses, rode one of them across the river, obtained the assistance of a bullock-team at Watt's Hut, and brought both Mrs. Dale and the broken buggy safe through."

        
"And Mrs. Dale, how did she like being left stranded like that in the middle of the torrent?"

        
"Stood it splendidly! remained quite cool and collected. A wonderful woman—a really wonderful woman! Splendid horsewoman too! Would you believe that on their wedding-day she rode from Mount Pleasance to this station—fifty miles by the road? What do you think of that?"

        
"Yes; and had a nasty spill too on the way," added Raleigh, who hated the woman. "A regular cropper! She must have been somewhat shaken on her arrival, I should think, and more anxious for a soft resting-place and complete repose than for anything else."

        


        
The Manager looked grave. Mrs. Dale was his tutelary saint. He praised her in everything. He contemplated her fat, buxom figure with respectful admiration; her bouncing manner awed him; her managing capabilities excited his wonder. She used to patronise him, to bully him; she even condescended to pet him at times. She had got him his place, and he knew that he could only hold it at her good pleasure. He was a willing horse, but he must have felt that, should he flag for a moment, his imperious mistress, with whip and spur, would soon keep him up to the mark.

        
That any one should dare to make a disparaging remark about this exalted lady made him bridle up. "Our philosophical friend here," he remarked gruffly, turning to the Doctor, "has the name of being a woman-hater; he has always a sneer ready where the fair sex is concerned."

        
"Happy man! Wish I could say the same. I fear that I have loved them too well—the angelic creatures! They've caused me many a pang in my day, I assure you."

        
"Ha! ha! and may cause many more, Doctor, if you are so sentimentally inclined. As for me, I have been in love—desperately in love—ever since I was a boy. Ha! ha! In fact, I cannot remember ever 

being out of love. Oh dear! no sooner off with one love than on with another, and always, 'head over ears.' But I suppose that sort of thing will have to come to an end shortly."

        
"I believe you, my boy," exclaimed Raleigh; "nothing like matrimony to put an extinguisher on love. As Byron said when he was asked the riddle, 'Why is love like a potato?' 'Because it is all the less for paring.'"

        
"I didn't mean it in that sense, you know. I believe it is just the other way. Real love only comes with marriage; but there must be an end to roving fancies. Ah! many a heartache I have endured."

        
"Is that all? "said the Doctor." You have been let off very easy, my dear Mr. Stead; I have suffered many aches besides mental ones. Perhaps you never allowed your soft passions to carry you beyond—what shall I say?—mere sentiment."

        
"Carry me beyond my moral sense, I suppose you mean."

        
"Your what?" shouted Raleigh. "Your moral sense! What the deuce is that? We know of five senses already, but this must be something new."

        
"Oh, you are a cynic. It is no use trying to explain to 
you what a moral sense is. I hope I shall never have to part with mine."

        


        
"Yes you will, and shortly too, dear boy. It is a pleasure to come," laughed Raleigh.

        
"I think I shall say good-night, Doctor. You know your room. If you haven't blankets enough, take some off the next bed. Sorry I can't provide you with sheets; that's a luxury we don't often possess in the Bush. Our nearest washerwoman lives some fifteen miles off. I have arranged with two of the hands to take it turn about to watch the patient, and should he come round to call you at once. I must now leave you to the rum, and to the corrupting influence of Raleigh. Beware of him. His conversation is very bad, savours of infidelity, immorality, misanthropy, and all sorts of wickedness,—there is only one redeeming part, he doesn't believe in one half what he says. Good-night."

        
Left to themselves, the two companions drew their chairs closer to the fire, replenished their glasses, refilled their pipes, and indulged in a long familiar chat.

        
Dick Raleigh and Doctor Valentine had not very often met before; their acquaintance was of short date, but already it had ripened into a warm friendship; for, although differing widely in their habits and characters, the two men felt drawn together by a strong affinity.

        


        
"An innocent sort of fellow, that Stead. Is it put on or quite natural to him?" asked the Doctor.

        
"Oh, got it with his mother's milk. He is the typical 
good young man,—as bashful as a girl, as canny as an old Scotchman, and as straight as a die. He is precise in all he does, and correct in all he says. As regular as clockwork—up every morning at five, to bed at eight sharp. Says his prayers first thing and last thing; his orisons last exactly six minutes by the watch—I've timed him. He is always usefully employed; he saves all his money; he reads goody-goody books, and commits edifying passages to memory. He is for ever 'improving' both his mental and his worldly condition. He has no vices, and neither drinks, smokes, nor swears. A most proper young man."

        
"Ay, that's the word, 'a proper young man.' He ought to be chairman of the Young Men's Christian Association. Can't you get up something of the sort here?"

        
"Hardly; most of our young men don't take on that way. They are moral enough when out of temptation, but see them in town. A hell on earth! Stead is really a very decent fellow, but dull as ditch-water. He has no conversation outside of the ordinary commonplaces of everyday life. He is engaged 

to a plain, dull girl, who is under the patronage of Mrs. Dale. They are to be married next month, and the Boss is having a little house built for them—close to the station, so as to be well under the eye of the Missus. And they call this happiness!"

        
"Why not?" said the Doctor. "We are not all constituted alike. I wish them domestic felicity—plenty of it—and a numerous progeny. Now, what about yourself, my child? You are not going to rust away your existence in this infernal place, are you? It is not only a miserable life that you are leading—lonely, desolate, deteriorating—but it is absolutely aimless; it is merely vegetating. But, as Stead remarked to me, you have no idea of bettering your condition."

        
"'
Bettering one's condition.' That's his gospel,—his life-motto. Strange to say, it is an idea that rarely occupies my mind. No! I have followed the bent of my own restless, wayward, and morbid temperament. Do you know, Val, I don't repine, I don't fret, nor do I even realise my miserable condition, so long as I am alone—quite alone. It is when I leave my solitude to rub up against this ragged crew that life becomes hateful to me. A week at the station gives me a fit of hypochondria."

        
"No wonder—a bad case! Now listen to me. I 

have been thinking a lot about you, also about my own wretched case. You know I have arranged to take Dr. Black's practice—to pay him a trifle to clear out. The Wyldes are going to settle in that neighbourhood, that's something; the population of the district is increasing rapidly. Sunnydowns will soon be quite a township. Well, I am to take possession next month, and I am really beginning to feel quite hopeful as to the future. My health has improved, and I have nearly stopped coughing of late. There is only one thing that frightens me, it haunts me like a nightmare—it is the loneliness of my home life. You say you love solitude; believe me, my child, it doesn't love you; it is bad for you. To me it is utterly hateful; to sit down to a meal in solitude, to eat by oneself, is misery. I feel as if I should choke. The long dreary evenings by myself oppress me to such an extent that I fly to the bottle or to morphia. Is it to be wondered at that so many of these up-country practitioners are confirmed drunkards? Consider the life they lead. Now, I have been thinking what a priceless boon it would be to me if you would only come and share my cottage with me. Mind you, the proposition is a selfish one, so far as I am concerned. Yet I don't think it would be to your disadvantage. Consider your own case.

        


        
Here, in this God-forsaken hole, you are lost—utterly thrown away. You are intellectual, with cultivated tastes; you are fond of art, and you paint well; with me you might find some field, you might make a little studio, and find a sale for your pictures. You could write for the press, and obtain all sorts of congenial employment. I am quite sure that you could scratch out a pleasant living, and we might enjoy a little of the sunshine of existence together. Now say, is it a bargain? Will you come and lodge with me?"

        
"My dear Val, my dear friend—I might say, my only friend—you have quite cheered me with this hopeful vista. Yes, I will come; but remember, only on a visit. We must see how it works. Not that I doubt for a moment but that we shall pull well together, but I must be able to do something for a living—I can't loaf upon you. Oh, how I wish I had a profession. I have studied and read a great deal, but all to no practical purpose. 
Well educated, if you like, but to what use? I have missed my way in life; I have no beaten track to follow. I told you that I had a rich old aunt at home. Well, she had one idea, and if I had but indulged her in that, I do believe the old lady, stingy as she was, would have helped me to a good position and left me 

well off. She had set her mind on my entering the Church. Anything else, I believe, I would have done for her, but that went too much against the grain. I refused point-blank. I lost my only chance—I lost my aunt!"

        
Doctor Valentine laughed. "With me," he said, "it was just the opposite. My people scouted the idea of the Church as a profession, and I had set my heart on becoming a parson. Not a respectable dignitary of the Church of England, but a howling Methodist preacher. I was mad on the subject, possessed with a pious mania. The most interesting part of the business was that a comely female cousin, much older than myself, and who resided with us, was equally affected. A common purpose brought us much together; we spent long hours at our devotions. We prayed together, we read together, we wept together. We passed whole nights in psalm-singing and ecstasy. It ended badly, as you may imagine. There was a great row in the house over the event, a family scandal that was, of course, hushed up, but which wreaked vengeance on my devoted head. I was ignominiously kicked out of the paternal residence; but my pious ardour remained unabated for a long time, and quite obscured my moral vision. In the transports of our devotion we 

never realised the heinousness of our backsliding. I confessed the sin, but I can honestly swear that, at the time, I was no hypocrite."

        
There was a pause. The old rickety wooden clock on the mantelpiece struck twelve.

        
"Let's go and have a look at the patient," said the Doctor.

        
There was no change. A couple of men keeping watch were standing by the door, smoking their pipes and conversing in low tones about everyday matters; the ragged Irish boy had fallen fast asleep on the bed; the bush-lamp had burned low, and was only shedding a dismal glimmer; and the injured man lay pale, placid, motionless as before.
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Chapter II.

        
As morning breaks the station is fully aroused. From adjacent hills the sound of voices can be heard, and the loud barking of dogs re-echoes around. The dewy mist is torn from the mountain tops, and droops into hollows or slides down the valleys, revealing glimpses of distant scenery brightening in the first glow of sunrise.

        
A mob of cattle can be noticed slowly trooping down a rocky ridge, while bleating flocks of sheep, let loose from their confinement, are rapidly spreading forth over the downs and circling with white lines the mountain spurs. From the kitchen chimney a thin column of smoke streams upwards into the clear frosty air, while below the pump in the back yard presents a scene of much animation. It is the public lavatory of the establishment, and around it a group of station hands are performing their ablutions amidst noise and laughter. A lot of sturdy, hairy, sunburnt fellows, some of them stripped to the waist, dabbling and splashing in the cold sparkling stream, which one of 

the men is pumping into a wooden trough. A huge towel, many yards in length, is seemingly public property, for it is passed from hand to hand, and does service all round.

        
The mob of cattle, mostly composed of working bullocks, is now seen approaching the stock-yard; they are led by an enormous grey steer that trots steadily along the beaten track. The rest follow tumultuous, some frisky or shy, others wild and lowering. They tramp heavily as they go, splashing through muddy pools, now turning fiercely on the dogs, now rushing violently onwards before the sharp cracks of the stock-whips. The old and broken-in beasts of burden enter sullenly into the enclosure, but some of the young and wilder cattle hold back and turn on their drivers. They stare around, sniff the air, bellow, and spurn the ground; the pastures in the distance tempt them: then suddenly, with one common impulse, they dart forward—tossing, bounding, roaring, in a headlong rush for liberty.

        
Now begins an exciting chase. Down upon them, like hawks swooping on their prey, the stockmen dash past in hot pursuit. The horses, trained to their work and roused to sudden excitement, require neither rein nor spur, and the principal care of each rider is to keep his seat as he scampers madly across country.

        


        
There they go at racing speed, tail on end! Over hill and dale, down rocky spurs, up rugged banks, bounding over fences, dodging round stumps and pitfalls, floundering through swamps, the long stock-whips circling in the air and resounding through the gullies with loud reports.

        
The runaways are soon overtaken; the cavalcade comes thundering back again, and amidst yells and oaths, the furious barking of the dogs, and the cracking of the whips, the refractory cattle are flogged into the stock-yard.

        
The bullock drivers now go about their work, yoking up the teams, dragging forth the heavy drays, and assisting one another in loading up.

        
Breakfast is announced, and once more the kitchen is filled with a motley crowd. There is not much variety in the fare. 'Tis mutton boiled, or mutton baked, or mutton chops fried in the pan; bread or damper, and black tea. Every one is intent on his daily task. The shepherds are planning a general muster of their flocks, which will take them far away over wild and rugged country; two of the bullock drivers start upon a long journey to town, their drays laden with bales of wool, to bring back a stock of provisions; others have to carry stores and rations to the distant out-stations, or to bring in loads of 
fire-

wood. The stockmen have their rounds to go, the working-men their various rough jobs to perform. But amidst all this bustle and diversity there is one subject of general concern, one sad topic of general discourse. The poor injured Dan had not shown any signs of returning consciousness; he lay in the same precarious state, and those sorrowing mates of his who had kept watch all night by the side of his stretcher could only shake their heads and murmur dismal forebodings. Rough, ragged, rowdy were most of these men; uncouth their appearance, boorish their manners, blunt their speech, but they were not devoid of kindly sentiment, not destitute of generous impulses. From this rude society the softening influence of woman was absent, the refining effects of culture and civilisation were lacking, but a warm heart of fellowship remained; the ties of manly sympathy were not wanting. In times of trouble, in the hour of danger, kind words were spoken, brave acts were done.

        
Poor Dan! His joyous voice was heard no more; his beaming face was absent; his lively rattle was silenced now. He lay but a few yards off from the noisy crowd, but he heard them not. Several of his rough mates crept sadly round the outhouse and peered cautiously into the darkened room; they 

stepped on tip-toe, and conversed by signs and whispers as if afraid to wake him. Needless precaution!

        
"He will never wake no more," blurted out friend Ted, and his voice carried a miserable conviction to every breast.

        
"Those the Gods love die young," muttered Rainon. "I often wish I was dead."

        
The men dispersed on their several ways, and Billy, the cook, began clearing the table to set about his daily routine.

        
Doctor Valentine was up early, visited the patient, and strolled about the homestead with his friend Raleigh. There was little to attract a fervid imagination in the bleak and desolate scenery around. A cluster of bare huts, without shelter or verdure; the naked timber fences, with the stench of sheep-yards; the howling of dogs, and everywhere the look of isolation and dreariness.

        
"I have been in many places," remarked the Doctor, "I have wandered in many lands, and have had to 'rough it' too, but for a howling wilderness this beats all."

        
"
Chacun a son goût," replied Raleigh. "Mrs. Dale calls it a sylvan scene; she talks of it as her 'highland home,' and quotes extensively from 'The 

Lady of the Lake,' in illustration of its natural beauties."

        
"You have no lake, that I am aware of; and where are the beauties?"

        
"Oh, that's a matter of detail. We have torrents, with plenty of gorges—
gorgeous scenery, therefore. Mr. Dale, who is not poetical, you know, can yet indulge in glowing sentiment over a landscape that will carry a sheep to the acre—that's his idea of scenic beauty. Stead will tell you that the run pays; that it affords good shelter, and is free from scab—what more could you want?"

        
"And civilised human beings can be found to inhabit such a desolate waste?" inquired the Doctor.

        
"Civilised human beings—especially if true-hearted Britons—will go wherever money is to be made," replied Raleigh. "But the uncivilised predominate here. The fine arts, my dear Val, are at a heavy discount, the state of polite learning is at a low ebb. What does thrive is sheep. They yield over 4 lbs. of greasy wool per head, and some 80 per cent, increase. That's good enough. And, of course, where sheep thrive, their masters thrive also. Our 'mutton lords,' as we call them, prosper and get fat, without much exertion, either physical or mental. They can lie on their backs while the wool grows. As for the 

labouring-classes here, they are a mixed lot. There are some industrious and thrifty men amongst them who stick to work, save money, and get on. I know several Scotch shepherds who are plodding along, and on the fair road to become squatters some day. There are thousands of farm labourers in this country who will be independent farmers at no distant date. This has been called a 'working man's paradise,' and so it is for the lucky ones. In the meantime, they don't live—they vegetate. But here, 'up-country,' we have mostly a roving population of tramps, topers, and outcasts. Drunken wretches, many of them, who are only human while banished in these deserts, out of reach of their cursed drink. Lazy hounds, also, who loaf about, and are quite useless for constant steady work. Then there is the whole ragged regiment of 'poor devils, who wander about the country, homeless, aimless, hopeless—often deserving of a better fate."

        
"Why," exclaimed Dr. Valentine, "according to our clever friend, Mrs. Wylde, this ragged regiment you talk about is quite a 
corps d'élite—men of birth and education who have broken away from the restraints and restrictions of Old World society for Nature and freedom! She took a trip into the interior not long ago, and came back delighted with all she had heard and seen. Quite a romance. 
Roughing 

it was charming, like a succession of picnics; camping out was a new sensation, 'awfully nice;' but the most startling surprises were afforded by the people she met on her travels. You drop across a shepherd on his beat, but, instead of some country lout staring at vacancy, you meet quite a bucolic swell, a lisping Damon from one of last century's pastorals, arrayed in the humble garment of a blue smock, but gracefully reciting from a pocket Horace and addressing his faithful collie in classic verse."

        
"In 
dog Latin, I should say. But what about the nymph Cloe? She is absent from the sylvan scene."

        
"Yes; that's the weak point in the arrangement. You enter the log hut of some sawyers, and you are met at the door by a man in the garb of a labourer but with the address of a perfect gentleman. He bears on his face a scar which he received in the trenches before Sebastopol while in command of a battery. Captain Grapeshot, lately the most gallant officer in the service, now the best top-sawyer in the country. His mate, who politely offers you a three-legged wooden stool with all the grace of a drawing-room dandy, is an 'Honourable' no less, and could entertain you with fashionable scandal of the tip-top set. Another personage, of a graver aspect, who is down on his knees by the fireplace kneading a damper, and 

who laughingly explains the process to you with scientific minuteness, is a gold medalist, and, but for the unfortunate breaking down of his health through over-study, he would be one of the big guns of the present day. And so on.

        
"Mrs. Wylde came to a station not a hundred miles off," continued the Doctor, "but the young man who advanced towards her to hold her horse had such a 
distingué air that she could not for a moment mistake him for a groom. In the few flashes of conversation she had with him on alighting she discovered that he must be a perfect judge of a horse, for he took in all the points of her steed at a glance, and expatiated on them with the air of a 
connoisseur. She since ascertained that he is quite a sporting man, an intimate friend of noble turfites at home, and a man of mark."

        
"That's Jim Flash, I'll be bound!" exclaimed Raleigh.

        
"Our vivacious friend was much struck with the 
haut ton of the working population she met. These gentlemen pioneers, notwithstanding their soft hands and refined tastes, could vie in strength, energy, and endurance with the strongest of labouring men,—beat them on their own ground, sir!"

        
"Oh yes, just as the 'curled darlings' of the Crimea 

carried off the palm of bravery and dash, and took the shine out of the grim old warriors."

        
"On this same station," continued Doctor Valentine, "the storekeeper was a Doctor of Law, the cook was by profession a chemist, there was an army captain and two middies among the shepherds, and a couple of the bullock-drivers were clergymen's sons; they, as usual, turned out the biggest scamps of the lot. But the most distinguished party on the run was a philosopher. The latter," the speaker added, with a roguish look at his companion, "was reported to be a man of vast erudition for his age, who spoke half a dozen languages that nobody could understand, who could argue the point against all comers, but who never knew his own mind, and who could keep count of everything but his sheep. A man concerning whom the greatest wonder was how the devil he got there."

        
"Your fair friend," remarked Raleigh, with a laugh, "is a person of a very lively imagination. She requires it all to find much entertainment in these God-forsaken parts. I am very glad that she enjoyed her exploration so much. First impressions are often charming where a better acquaintance is not attractive. Let her stop at that, and not repeat the dose."

        


        
"But it's true enough, isn't it, that you have a legion of swells knocking about?"

        
"It's quite correct that a large number of well-bred and educated men have immigrated here of late, and many of them are to be found in all sorts of places and positions. The more the pity. It's a monstrous fallacy to suppose that men of refinement and education are adapted for this rough life, or that under any ordinary conditions they are likely to succeed in it. They can exist in a way, because labour is so scarce here that men totally unfitted for manual work may yet obtain some sort of employment which in more populated countries would be denied them. But it is a miserable existence. A mistake from every point of view. A waste of energy."

        
"You are not singular in your experience?" inquired the Doctor.

        
"Not at all. The ship I came out in brought about a dozen passengers of this class. We had medical students who had abandoned their profession in the same mad hallucination for 'freedom and the bush.' Lawyers' clerks who had kicked over musty old rolls in anticipation of much more exciting pastimes on the wild prairie. There was a whole lot of university fellows—a few with a degree, most of them without one. They were in great spirits, and 

partook largely of the same while on board. They had imbibed also great notions concerning the 'dignity of labour,' they were prepared to do anything and everything, and they quite longed for the opportunity of handling a pick and shovel. They were all sick of the restraints and conventionalities of civilised life, and their young hearts panted for freedom, the rifle, and the bowie knife. Poor dupes! I have no right to laugh at them, for I was just such another d——d fool myself. Only with me no silly expectations prevailed. It was not with a view to getting on in the world, but to get away from the world—a craving for change—a morbid disgust for conventional life—that brought me out."

        
"And what became of this gallant crew?"

        
"God knows! They have drifted far and wide. Several have really taken to the bush, and are sweating at the saw, or buried alive in some lonely den. Many are loafing about, anxious enough to work if they knew how. Every sheep station has a few of these hangers-on. People don't know what to do with them. They are despised by the working men as 'broken-down swells,' they are considered out of place in the kitchen, and a nuisance in the parlour. Then some go stock-driving—a hard life that soon tells on them—hardships, constant exposure, and the 

demon drink, carry off ever so many. They vanish from the scene—they disappear, nobody knows where, nobody cares.

        
"When I was last in town I came across one of the medical students. He hadn't taken to the wild prairie, or been stalking the hostile Maories, as he had fondly hoped, but had drifted very low, and was strumming on a piano in a drinking saloon, playing accompaniments to bawdy songs. The poor beggar got his board and lodging in return for this performance.

        
"On my way back here I ran against another shipmate—the Honourable Alexander Fitz-Smithe. I didn't know him again. He was covered with bristles, and was the roughest, dirtiest, and shabbiest of a whole gang of cattle-drivers. As I passed by he called out, 'There's no life like the wowdy.' I gave a start, for I recognised the voice and the drawl. So we shook hands and liquored up, and he told me his adventures. He was the most languid swell on board; wore kid gloves, and rolled his R's in the most approved Dundreary style, but he has sadly deteriorated since. When we landed at the port the prefix of 'Honourable' brought him ever so much attention. He was almost toadied. The colonial gentry worship a lord, and the scion of a noble house 

had to be lionised accordingly. He was whisked off to the club, invited out, and trotted about for a few months. When it was discovered, however, that he had no money, these gushing attentions soon ceased. The poor fellow was really anxious to earn an honest living—he was not afraid of work—but what could he do? He had no profession or clerical training, no knowledge of any sort of useful business. A few influential people, out of respect for the aristocracy, exerted themselves and got him the offer of a post in the Customs at £100 a year; but the Honourable Alexander couldn't see his way to live like a gentleman on that. Then, as he had served in the army, he was offered the appointment of Assistant Deputy Adjutant-General in the newly formed militia force, at rather less screw, but with the distinction of a cocked hat and feathers. The hon. scion of a noble house had to decline this also—his income wouldn't run it. Lately he has succeeded in getting into the mounted police. All his friends have cut him; but as he is fond of horse exercise, and as he will be sent off into the interior, I should consider him in clover."

        
"Do I understand," remarked the Doctor, "that these unfortunate people came out merely on the chance of getting something to do, without preparation, or means, or suitable training?"

        


        
"
Das ist so. From what I could learn, not one of them had any definite prospects, but a few had relatives out here. How many conscientious, but stupid and ill-advised parents there are in England, who consider that when they have given their sons a 
good education their parental responsibilities cease. A boy is sent to a public school; he then takes a turn at college, and he may possibly be allowed a tour on the Continent just to give him a little polishing up. The lad is then informed that it is high time he took his flight from the family nest. He has received what they are pleased to call 'a good English education,' and has been brought up on sound religious principles. He can ride, shoot, and play cricket, therefore he must be fit to make his way in the world. New Zealand is a prosperous British colony, and has the advantage of being a long way off. His father—the autocrat—decides for New Zealand, and finds the passage money; his gushing mother weeps, and provides an ample outfit; his pious aunts supply him with prayer-books and tracts; and a kind old uncle gives him his blessing with a fifty pound note. The young man is started on his life-journey rejoicing. What is to become of him is another matter. But as this occurs sixteen thousand miles from home it is of no great consequence. 'Out of sight, out of mind;' he can 

sink or swim, or he may drift down the stream. If he were a cad and illiterate he might stand a chance of getting on, but being a gentleman and educated he is almost irretrievably damned."

        
"Dick!" exclaimed the Doctor, "this is one of your glaring paradoxes. No man can be the worse off for being well educated."

        
"I know better. I am speaking in all seriousness. Of course education is an elastic term. I am not alluding to the three R's, or to technical training. When I speak of a highly-educated young man you know what I mean. That young man, if he is called upon to make his way in the world unaided and alone, is much to be pitied. His boasted education will be of no use to him. Indeed, it will be a positive disadvantage—an impediment to his success in life. It will not add to his happiness either, but tend to increase his sufferings, to sharpen his disappointments, to embitter his trials. He would do much better without it. Education, as commonly understood, is a fraud—a miserable delusion."

        
"If it is only a question of 'getting on' in the world, you may be right. The hard-headed, selfish, pushing, practical man has the best of it. Education does not tend to money-grubbing. But surely you, my philosopher, will admit that there are other and 

much more noble pursuits in life. Education, if it does nothing else, will teach a man to think."

        
"To think! 'Ay, there's the rub!' And what advantage is it to a man that he should think? To think—about what? About his present existence—its aims, its vanities, its mysteries, its end? 
A quoi bon? Your thinker will be none the wiser, but a much sadder man for all his thinking. Or would you have him cogitate concerning his future life—the hereafter? Alas! the more we gaze and reflect on that prospect the more misty it becomes, until it tends to vanish altogether. The only result of thinking is to unsettle our faith. No! to think is a mistake. The wise man only thinks about his daily pursuits; the happy man does not think at all.

        
"Ask yourself, my dear Val, whether you have not often longed to stifle thought—to fly from it—to find some sphere beyond thought, as the greatest happiness."

        
Doctor Valentine seemed lost in a reverie. There was a long pause. Then he remarked, in a dreary sort of way, "I remember the last Christmas I spent at home. I met on the previous day two of my best friends—my old chum Will Rainbow, a bright, versatile man, with whom I had gone through many a spree, and Robert Stanley, one of the most 

intelligent and brilliant fellows I have ever known, and of whom great things were expected, 
but never realised. We met in Regent Street, and we conferred gravely together as to how we should spend our Christmas. Several suggestions were made but immediately discarded. There was nothing to see; there was nothing to be done. At last Stanley had a happy thought. 'Let us meet,' he said, 'at Bill's rooms, and we will all get drunk.' This brilliant idea was adopted unanimously. Next day, at the appointed time, we met at Rainbow's chambers, and took our places round the table with becoming gravity. It was a serious bout. We didn't talk, for our object was to get drunk, so we passed the bottle round, and in due course we all got drunk. And that is how I spent my last Christmas in the old country."

        
"A fitting commentary upon my text," remarked Raleigh.

        
"Doctor! Doctor! he's a coming round!" cried Billy the cook, as he reached them breathless. "I've been a dodging hall round the shop to find you; he's a coming round."

        
"All right, my man! Lead the way and we will follow."

        
As the Doctor and Raleigh entered the low-roofed hut the old man and the ragged Irish boy stood up 

to receive them with evident signs of hopeful anticipation, for a change had come over the patient—he had moved restlessly on the bed and had murmured a few sounds. The good news had spread already, and several of the station hands had left their work about the place to come trudging up and to cluster near the hut; while Billy the cook stood respectfully at the door to watch proceedings, and to impart early intelligence to his anxious mates.

        
The light of day revealed all the nakedness of the squalid hovel, with its rugged mud walls, its creased and blackened calico ceiling, that hung like a dismal pall overhead, and the dusty stone floor. A piece of white blind had been nailed across the window-opening in the place of glass, and on this screen the bright morning sun glowed, and its rays could be felt although not seen.

        
The Doctor took his seat at the foot of the stretcher, Raleigh stood at one side, and the manager entered the room gently and watched in silence. The breathing of the sufferer had grown louder, and his pulsations could be distinctly heard; he sighed and moved, and shuddered like one waking from a fevered dream. And then, in the warm subdued light, his eyes opened drowsily and he gazed around, vacantly at first. A gleam of intelligence lit up the 

pale countenance; he recognised his surroundings; he lived again! To Raleigh, who bent towards him with moistened eye and quivering lip, he smiled—a soft, sad smile that had a look of melancholy farewell about it. And then he turned his glance towards the manager, who advanced to the bedside with outstretched hand, as if to welcome him back to this world again.

        
But the sad look which poor Dan gave seemed to say, "I return but to bid you good-bye;" his earnest appealing glance wished to impart some message—to convey some request which he could not utter, for although his lips moved, they made no sound.

        
Mr. Stead spoke a few cheery words, told him how glad they were to see him conscious again, and how they all wished him a speedy recovery. But the sound of the voice seemed to jar on the mournful silence of the room; it brought forth no response. And in that short moment the light of intelligence that brightened the sufferer's face seemed to pass away; the features lost their radiance, and the eyes shone with a far-off look, yet still he smiled.

        
Alone the Doctor was unmoved; he scanned the prostrate form with his dark, earnest, and piercing gaze—intent on the symptoms, not the man—but he made no sign.

        


        
A dark cloud passed before the sun; the warm bright glow which had filled the room faded suddenly away, and a sensation of gloom and chilliness followed. The sufferer's eyes grew dim; the pulsations of his heart became fainter; his head fell back, and a slight tremor shook his limbs.

        
Then the grieved spectators knew that they were witnessing the last flicker in the flame of life, the last throb of a departing spirit. A few more pulsations; a trembling in the shattered frame, and the eye-lids dropped softly, shutting out the light of day for ever; and the soul broke loose from its earthly tenement, leaving its last impression on the mortal features—a look of happy and eternal repose.

        
"It is all over," said the Doctor; "he is dead."
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Chapter III.

        
"I 
must say good-bye," exclaimed Raleigh; "it will be dark before I can reach my hermitage, and it's a rough road to travel."

        
"You have a sure-footed horse, I hope?" replied the Doctor.

        
"I've my own legs, my dear boy, for I ride 'shanks' pony.' I can get over the ground much faster on foot, as the track is steep and slippery, and there is a horrid bog to cross. Oh, it's nothing—a four hours' tramp, with a stiff pull up Mount Vulcan. If I only get over the range before dark I am right."

        
"Good Lord, what a treat! And what do you do when you get there? How do you manage for provisions and accommodation?"

        
"Accommodation? Lor' bless you, what a new chum you must be! My dear fellow, we accommodate ourselves to circumstances, that's all. How do we do? Why, we 
do without. I left a bag of flour at the hut, and a smoked mutton ham, but that's a week ago, and goodness knows what there may be 

left now. A gang of shearers may have dropped in and eaten me clean out. That's a common occurrence. The rule of the bush is to help yourself to whatever you can get wherever you go. You make no inquiries and leave no record. If there is a damper in the camp oven you sit down and devour it, if not you set to work and bake one. You partake of the master's mutton and flour, tea and sugar, 
à discrétion. You sleep in his blankets, and if you don't get anything more, it is only because there is nothing more to get."

        
"I should think," remarked the Doctor, "that a traveller might occasionally get a good deal more than he bargained for. Then how can you tell if the food is wholesome?"

        
"You have to chance that; occasionally mistakes do occur. Last winter a rather thrilling incident happened at Sailor Jack's hut, my nearest neighbour, who resides six miles off. Jack had been doing his usual rounds, and returned home to find his hut invaded by half-a-dozen tramps, who had taken possession and were feasting away in high glee. They welcomed him to his own house, and were hospitable enough to invite him to dinner. 'Well, mate,' said one of the party, 'we have managed pretty well considering, but you ain't very flush of grub here. There wasn't 

enough bread in the shop, so we had to bake some. We got the flour out of your bag, and we found a packet of baking; soda, and managed all right without the acid.' 'You'd have to,' replied Jack, 'for there ain't none.' 'Oh yes, there is, mate,' remarked another old hand; 'I fossicked out some in a blue paper, poked away under the rafter there,' and he produced a little packet of white crystals that looked very much like the ordinary baking acid. 'You haven't put any of that 'ere in the damper?' gasped out Jack. 'No,' was the reply, 'we didn't find it in time, but the bread has 
ris all right.' 'So it might have done with the acid in it,' observed Jack gravely, 'but none of you lads would have 
ris no more. Do you know what that is?' he continued, taking hold of the blue paper. 'No, you don't; well, I'll tell ye. That's what I poison the wild dogs with—that's 
strychnine!' 
Tableau! As Jack described the scene to me, it was laughable. The poor devils were struck all of a heap. Their haggard looks and awful grimaces were as good as a pantomime. Some were 'took bad' and hurried outside, the others lost their appetite. The party dispersed, frightened but not hurt; for, as Jack remarked humorously, if they had put the contents of the blue paper into the bread, they'd have found out the mistake without his telling them."

        


        
"Horrible!" exclaimed Dr. Valentine; "imagine the man returning to his hut to find these wretches writhing in convulsions, or lying dead about the place."

        
"Horrible indeed! but you see it did not come off, and I daresay Jack was piling it on rather. Well, I must really go. I shall anxiously wait to hear from you. Remember, it is a bargain; as soon as you are settled in your new quarters, let me know and I will come—

        

          
"'Tho' faither and mither and a' should gae mad,


          
Oh whistle, and I'll come tae ye, my lad.'
        

        
Only it's a pity for you that, in answer to your call, only a musty cantankerous twaddler like myself should turn up in the place of an ardent buxom young woman."

        
"Buxom young women and I have parted company long ago," replied the Doctor gravely. "I've not the heart—I've no longer the constitution—for that sort of thing. All I care for now is rest and ease, and to stop coughing. I might add, the company of a true friend like you. Indeed, my dear Dick, I look forward to you coming to stay with me with all the bright anticipations which at one time I used to give to objects of fleeting passion. A true and tender friendship is the best of all attachments. But I don't 

know what is the matter with me; my mind is full of dismal forebodings. Why can't you abandon this hard and miserable life at once? It surely can't be the paltry pittance you receive for your work that holds you to it."

        
"No, but a sense of duty. I promised old Dale to hold the post until shearing time, when Malcolm M'Kay is to return to take charge. He has gone to the Port to meet his wife and family, just out by ship. I can't very well leave the old man in the lurch, although there is no love lost between us. As it is, I expect the sheep are all adrift, over the boundary, and mixed with Grey's, in which case there will be the deuce of a bother. Once more, good-bye."

        
The friends shook hands. Raleigh swung his swag over his left shoulder, whistled to his dogs, and turned to depart, when he was suddenly arrested by Pat, the groom, who implored him to stop.

        
"Och, shure, sorr, ye'll niver lave the likes of us beside the poor lad beyant? sorra a one we'll hiv the dhrop from to wake him dacent or bury him forby when yees hiv gone; and thin ye'll be afther coming to the funeral, plaze God."

        
"My good fellow," replied Raleigh, "we tried to 
wake him, and failed. It is your turn now, and I wish you better success. Mr. Stead promised to 

supply some whisky. As for funerals, I never go to them. I am under a vow never to attend a christening, a wedding, or a funeral."

        
"Thin the more's the pity. But maybe there's a sacret anent that same?"

        
"There's no secret about it. I consider a christening a hollow mockery, in which a number of foolish people are got up for the occasion to take solemn pledges that they never fulfil, to accept awful responsibilities they know nothing about, and to be answerable for future deeds that do not in the least concern them.

        
"The marriage ceremony is more serious fooling, for there the bonds are real; the vows may be broken, but the chains remain. A bride is decked up in finery, and paraded in state before a gaping crowd, and brought up to the altar like a lamb for sacrifice, while the bridegroom is made to look like a fool, and excites general pity. The words of the service are indecent, and the promises made mostly a pack of lies.

        
"As for the last scene in the dismal comedy of life—the funerals—I avoid them because they pain me. There are quite enough troubles to bear in life without piling on the agonies of death. The ceremonial of funerals disgusts me—a mere ostentation of grief, 

a ghastly pageant, a trick of the trade. Then why should we grieve over the dead? No, Pat, I cannot join in your lamentations; I am doleful enough without them."

        
"Och, but yees be the mighty scholar, Misther Raleigh. The divil a word o your larning will ye teach Pat. Many's the beautiful wake I've seen in the ould counthry. And though meself 'ud be all there at it, none of the boys at this would be able for it."

        
"Your quarrel is more with the outward appearance of things than with the reality," remarked the Doctor. "A true pessimist would denounce a christening as mischievous and misleading—a setting up of vain idols—a solemn farce at the very outset of a sorrowful existence. Marriage should be anathematised on account of its baneful consequences—the begetting of more sin and misery into the world. And the parade of funerals should be avoided, as an outward manifestation of sorrow at the inevitable—lamentations over a happy release from a state which we deplore."

        
"I am not a pessimist," said Raleigh; "and I neither revile nor repine at existence, because I feel how useless it is to do so. The world wags whether we approve or not, and human nature runs its course 

quite regardless of the denunciations of philosophers, the scorn of the satirist, or even the fulminations of the Church. But at least we may regulate our conduct somewhat according to our tastes, and live up to our own idea of happiness. I came out all this way to be free, and I find that there is no such thing. Still, since absolute independence is not to be had, I must keep up the illusion of it; so people call me 'an original.'"

        
"Shure, thin, they call you out of your own name, sorr," interjected Pat. "And isn't it, so they tell me, 'Philosopher Dick' ye are? and for a kind-hearted gentleman ye'll niver be bate in the wide world."

        
"Thanks, Pat. Well, I must push on, for if I don't get over Mount Vulcan before dark, a week hence you may be fishing for me in some extinct crater. Good-bye!"

        
The track to the mountain hut led over a high range of volcanic country, deeply riven and much broken up, and almost denuded of vegetation. Up the steep rocky spurs, over sharp ridges, and skirting precipitous cliffs, Richard Raleigh trudged silently along, absorbed in thought, but occasionally casting an anxious look towards the sky to watch the approaching decline of day. The ascent of Mount Vulcan was long and fatiguing, and when at last the 

solitary wayfarer reached the summit he paused to breathe awhile and to take a look round. Leaning on his long staff, bending forward, his head slightly inclined and resting against his open hand, he gazed intently towards the setting sun and seemed to bask in the effulgence of the glowing west. Wide was the horizon, vast the imposing panorama which unfolded itself before him. Along the lofty ranges innumerable peaks stood up in naked grandeur, like the spires of some fantastic edifice, reaching to the clouds, and reflecting from their craggy sides the golden sunlight. Dense masses of impenetrable forest clothed the base of the hills and rose in dark streaks up the rugged slopes. The evening shadows had crept over the scene, tinting with purple hues the mountain tops, and shrouding in misty gloom the far-stretching valleys, while from the deep recesses of black ravines rose a deep murmur of running waters. Far away a glimpse of yellow plains flashed like a sea of gold, hemmed in by a fringe of blue mountains, soft and dim.

        
The lonely spectator lingered for a few moments, with the eye of an artist, on the beautiful vista. It worked upon him like the strains of some sweet melody that entrance the soul and give rise to the play of fancy or tender emotions. As he gazed 

his eyes filled with tears. His thoughts carried him far away. His soul yearned to break loose from the dark and bleak surroundings and to fly onwards towards the golden west, into those distant realms of soft radiance. "Alas!" he thought, "'tis but an illusion! Like all earthly loveliness, it would fade at near approach and vanish to the touch. These golden fields are but arid plains, covered with yellow tussocks and stunted bushes; those painted hills, clad in exquisite hues, and melting in the soft sunshine, are rugged and stony ranges like these—deformed, gaunt, and of forbidding aspect. Inhospitable regions!" He must fly beyond—far, far beyond—over inaccessible mountains, across roaring torrents and desert plains, to the boundless ocean. And then onward still—devouring space—over the wide waste of waters and ever-rolling seas, to those far distant shores which he had left, but where his heart still dwelt. He sighed. And then his mind suddenly reverted back to the scene of death which he had just witnessed, and all the melancholy incidents thronged upon him; but in the light of that beautiful sunset that was shining upon him the mortal gloom and its dismal accompaniments seemed to vanish; he saw the departed one as a spirit, unfettered—an ethereal being moving in light.

        


        
The traveller awoke from his reverie as a chilly blast swept over the mount and rattled through the gullies. His dogs had run far ahead along the track, unmindful of their master's abstraction, but his favourite collie Tiny soon returned to him to lick his hand, as a gentle reminder that it was time to be moving along. Raleigh shook himself, as if to throw off the fit of melancholy that hung heavily upon him, and then walked briskly on. The track lay over a desolate stretch of stony ground, between piles of shattered basalt and masses of loose boulders. The mountain was honeycombed with deep cavities and seamed with fissures, the holes often appearing like large wells of unknown depths, and almost concealed from view by the brambles and shrubs that surrounded the openings. Into these pitfalls many cattle had fallen unawares, and the white bones of numerous sheep had been discovered in some of them. Raleigh picked his steps cautiously over the dangerous ground until he reached the farthest ridge, when, leaving the winding track, he took a straight cut down the steep declivity. It was a rough descent over slippery cliffs and shelving banks of broken stone, which, yielding under his feet, would often carry him down-wards on a rolling mass; while sometimes large boulders, suddenly detached, would continue their 

headlong course and go thundering down into the abysmal depths. At the foot of the mountain, confined within precipitous banks, flowed a rivulet, which occasionally assumed the dimensions of a raging torrent, but at this time was reduced to a little streamlet gently gurgling in its sandy bed. The traveller lay flat down on the white pebbles and took a long draught from the sparkling brook, then, guided by the ripple of some little ford, he jumped along from boulder to boulder, and managed to cross the stream without wetting his feet. The road now lay over undulating downs in the proximity of the Stony River, of which the muffled roar could be distinctly heard. The night was falling, and dim obscurity spread over the scene. The great mountains became shrouded in gloom, and only their sharp outlines showed darkly against the lurid sky. All around the broken features of the land assumed sombre and fantastic shapes, or faded into confused and shadowy masses. Here and there some jutting rocks by the wayside stood out in black relief, distorted by the hazy dusk into huge deformities that startled the passer-by and loomed on his scared imagination like threatening monsters lying in wait to pounce upon him. The clumps of brushwood rose up like frowning battlements, barring the passage; 

and the tall trees seemed, phantom-like, to wave on high their outstretched arms over the darksome scene. Raleigh trudged warily on through deepening shadows, stumbling over stones and furrows, and carefully treading his way over boggy creeks and rocky gullies. The night-air was bitterly cold, but the wind had lulled and a soft stillness prevailed, broken only by the chirping of crickets, the shrill cry of the wood-hens, and the hoarse murmur of the river. One by one the numerous gullies were crossed; familiar roadside objects were recognised; until on the rise of a little hillock the dim outline of a log hut gleamed through the twilight, and the weary traveller stepped once more to the threshold of his solitary home. He opened the door—all was dark and silent within. He struck a light, and there was revealed the well-known interior just as he had left it. The rough slab walls; the thatched roof, overhung with cobwebs; the rickety bush furniture, locally manufactured of sticks and planks; the dusty fireplace, full of half-burnt cinders; the kitchen utensils hung against the walls, and a row of tin plates and pannikins on a shelf by the window—all appeared in the familiar aspect. His books—his only luxury—filled three large shelves, and were ranged in their usual order; his blankets lay tossed in a heap on one of the beds 

in their ordinary condition. Evidently the place had been undisturbed; but in one corner of the hut, lying on the mud floor, a large bundle tied up with native flax was noticed.

        
"Some fellow from a neighbouring station must have been here," thought Raleigh, "and left his swag—to be called for when wanted," and without giving any further attention to the circumstance he set about lighting a fire and preparing a frugal repast. Soon the crackling logs were lighting up the room with their blaze, the kettle was humming and spouting by the side of the fire, and the solitary inmate had made himself comfortable by having a wash, removing his heavy nailed boots, and changing his tweed coat for a loose blouse. He had brought a small store of provisions with him—some bread and cold meat; this, with a pannikin of black tea, composed the bill of fare for a shepherd's supper, and he wished for no more.

        
That business over, the young man cleared the board, gave the scraps to his dogs, and settled himself cosily on a three-legged stool, with his back resting against the table and his feet on the hearth. Then he lit a Swiss cigar, from a bundle he had brought with him, and, gazing pensively on the glowing embers of the fire, he relapsed into one of his fits of dreamy abstraction. Habitual musings, away from 

the hard and dull realities around him, into regions of fancy and sentiment—a world of his own!

        
In the deep solitude of that hour not a sound was to be heard. The smouldering logs threw a dim reflection into the gloomy void of the hut, casting dark shadows on to the rugged walls. Outside, the moaning of the night breeze was hushed, and pitchy obscurity covered all. A thrilling stillness prevailed, when—all of a sudden—a strange rustling noise in the bed by his side startled the dreamer from his trance. Amazed, he turned round, when there!—within an arm's length—scowling upon him, appeared the 
head of a man! Raleigh, aghast, glared open-mouthed at the strange apparition, and the apparition returned the gaping stare. A 
ghost! It could be nothing else. Raleigh had often wished to see a ghost. Under ordinary circumstances nothing would have pleased him more than to have received the announcement of a ghostly visitant. With due notice—the preparatory incantations, and a suitable 
mise en scène, the philosopher could have nerved himself to welcome the Arch-Fiend himself. But at the present moment he was taken unawares. His heart throbbed violently, his nerves were unstrung, and a few seconds elapsed before he could collect his faculties and realise the situation. Was it an illusion? Some hideous 
phan-

tom of his distracted brain? Was he dreaming? No! 
it was real! He could scan every feature of the spectral face; he could look into its eyes. He noticed deep furrows on the haggard countenance, beetling eyebrows, a keen inquisitive glance, a shock head of carroty hair, and a thick beard of red bristles. Quick as thought, Raleigh concluded that the apparition was of Scotch extraction. "The ghost of a High-lander," thought he. The next moment any further doubt on that point was set at rest, for the apparition spoke out, in unmistakable broad Scotch—

        
"Ye're lookin' scared, young mon."

        
"I am somewhat surprised, I admit. Your visit was so unexpected; but I am sure you are quite welcome," faltered mine host, whose natural politeness did not forsake him even in that awful moment.

        
The bedstead creaked loudly, the pile of blankets heaved up, the apparition rose higher, and the beetling eyebrows seemed to scowl more fiercely as a flare from the smouldering logs lit up the ghostly countenance.

        
"Decidedly," thought Raleigh, "you are a dirty ghost—you never washed that face this morning."

        
The apparition spoke again—

        
"Ye didna ken wha was here?"

        
"How should I?" meekly replied the other; "I 

never saw you come in. If I had"—here the natural politeness got the better of him again—"I should have asked you to supper, and to join me in a glass of whisky."

        
"Drowning men catch at straws," and imminent danger will sometimes rouse dormant minds to brilliant and heroic conceptions. In the excitement of this "spiritual 
séance" it flashed upon the disconcerted mortal present that the surest means of gratifying a visitor from the nether regions would be to offer him a drink, and that the proposal would be doubly acceptable in the case of a Scotch ghost, and a cup of the national beverage.

        
The bait took. The hard features relaxed, the glaring eyes softened, and even condescended to wink, and a grin of satisfaction overspread the dismal countenance. The next moment the pile of blankets was tossed wildly into the air, the bed rocked, the pannikins rattled, and a huge ungainly form flopped down on the floor and a brawny fist was held out in sign of greeting. Raleigh, whose notions of the supernatural were undergoing a rapid change, accepted the proffered hand with as little hesitation as Don Juan shows in the play to grasp the stony fingers of the avenging statue.

        


        
The visitor gave vent to a hearty guffaw, and introduced himself as Mr. M'Whirter.

        
"Did ye no find the swag at yon door?" inquired he.

        
"I did notice an enormous bundle—a load for a packhorse. You don't mean to say that you humped that swag?"

        
"Aye, weel, it's nae mair nor saxty pounds—that shouldna hurt an able mon; the sodger wi' a' his traps carries as muckle. It's aye hard enou', ye ken, to come thro' wi' it. What wi' climbing yon big hill, an' slopping o'er swamps, I was fair beat. So I didna' wait for onybody, but lay me down sae fine an' sleepit these twa hours."

        
"And the rest," said Raleigh. "I've been back myself over two hours, and it was pitch dark then. I never noticed that there was any one in the hut, and when you so suddenly rose on the scene, you gave me a bit of a start—I took you for a ghost."

        
"A ghaist! There's nae onything muckle ghaist-like about this ane," exclaimed the Scotchman, as he shook his brawny limbs, with a big stretch. "Maybe ye wur eerie just—thinkin' on your sins, an afeared o' the deil."

        
"Oh dear, no! the fear of the devil doesn't trouble me in the least," replied Raleigh, who had quite 
reco-

vered his composure, and was on for a philosophical discourse. "I am not superstitious; I wish I was more so. Credulity is charming, and a source of boundless interest and delight. Faith, they say, 'will remove mountains;' and self-delusion is about the happiest state of mind a man can aspire to. They call it 'living in a fool's paradise;' but is not that much to be preferred to dreary reality? The cold-blooded, calculating, realistic education of the present age removes all that. Nothing remains which the crucible of modern science cannot disintegrate, or that the critical spirit fails to expose. We pry into the secrets of nature until we discover that there are none—the Unknown is not solved, it simply disappears. We are thoroughly disillusionised, and we don't even believe in the devil!"

        
"Hoot, mon, dinna fash yoursel' about a' that. Gang on till ye fin' ae thing worth, then work up to it. Ye'll no succeed in life ony ither way."

        
"Oh, you are a hard-headed and close-fisted race," replied Raleigh; "no wonder you succeed. Hard as nails! Imagine humping that pack!"

        
"Ye're awfu' mindfu' about the swag; it's no sic a great load anyhow. Jamie the mailman bargained wi' me to tak' it for five shillin', but I couldna see the force of paying a' that."

        


        
"Zounds!" exclaimed Raleigh, "I'd have given him ten, and have offered to sketch his portrait, with pack horses, mail bags, swag, and all, for him to send home to his sweetheart, into the bargain."

        
"Aye, now I think on't, they tell me you're a fine artist. Mister M'Farlane showed me a wee bit picture of yours. He let on that it cost him twa guineas."

        
"That trifle? It was given to a charity bazaar. I have been offered twice as much for some of my sketchy water-colours."

        
"Charity, my friend, begins at hame. Could you no turn mony a penny that way, an' no hurt yoursel' wi' hard work either?"

        
"Not as hard on a fellow as humping a sixty-pound swag from Grey's over the Bald Hills, I admit. But I always had a dislike to making money out of my daubs. I have given away most of them."

        
"Ye're awfu' foolish," remarked Mr. M'Whirter gravely. "The value of onything is what you mun get for it. If folk will hae gien sic a price for your bit paintings, you should just mak' a' you can wi' your brush. I find ye're nae canny."

        
"I fear so too. I want some of your practical sense, to appreciate the actual worth of things. Now, I daresay that such an experienced man as yourself, 

and a Scotchman to boot, could indicate to such an aimless Bohemian as I am how he might get on and make his way in the world. For mercy's sake enlighten my ignorance; give us a lift."

        
"Aye, mon, it's no a lift you'll want, but a weight to hold you down, just to steady you a wee bit. From what I hear about yoursel', it's plain you've never a fixed object before you."

        
"I know all that; but what's a poor devil to do? What is this vaunted secret of success? Is there a mystery about it, or do you clannish folk keep it to yourselves for your own particular benefit?"

        
"Ye ken, it a' gaes by thrift an' perseverance. There's naething like production o' some kin' or ither."

        
"Production of what?"

        
"Aye, mutton an' wool; ye canna do better."

        
"But that requires capital."

        
"Nae sic thing," remarked the Scotchman, who thereupon entered into a lengthy and minute explanation of the 
modus operandi, the way to become rich. The method was simplicity itself; all it required was singleness of purpose, unfailing perseverance, and a lifetime of self-denial.

        
The philosopher would have to give up useless cogitations on "first principles" and the "abstract," 

and apply himself just to the breeding of sheep. As he had not a farm of his own, he could take to running sheep "on terms," a common practice in those days by which the owner of the flock received from the sheep-farmer one-third of the gross returns of wool and increase. The artist proclivities of our hero might be cultivated, but solely as a means of earning "bobbies" and making timely additions to the flock. Mr. M'Whirter was much astonished to learn that the sketch of a ram might be worth more than the real animal, and that a painting by Rosa Bonheur of a couple of sheep would purchase a whole flock of the primest merinos. Under such circumstances he thought that the artist might use his brush to some good purpose.

        
Reckoning to a penny what a shepherd might save out of his slender wages, and taking into account very moderate earnings from the sale of pictures, the Scotchman soon got the elements of a growing business well in hand. Starting with a small flock of a hundred sheep, all two-toothed ewes, he worked out, by a process of mental calculation, the receipts from wool, the yearly complement from natural increase, the number of lambs to be retained, the proportion to be disposed of, the addition from capital, and so on. Once fairly off, he was grinding his way 

to the fifth year, when he suddenly stopped short, to pick up a few calves and a foal or two on the way, for, as he observed, Mr. Dale would never object to his dependent running a couple of cows, or keeping a mare at the hut, as we know "mony a little maks a mickle."

        
Raleigh listened till he could stand it no longer. "Hold, enough!" he cried. "You make my mouth water. I see it all! Doubly compound interest at 30 per cent. per annum, and keep on going on. Splendid! Why, in thirty years or less I might be a bloated 'mutton lord,' living on my own fat. But what about the meantime? I can't go about bare—like a Highlander. One must have something to live for, even beyond this 30 per cent. doubly compounded."

        
"Nae, nae, mon! you didna heed my reckonin', or you'd hae ken'd there wur nine pound twa shillin' a year for a' things in the way of clothes an' bit comforts wha you hav'na yet larned to do without. I wouldna' be too stiff wi' you, there noo. But you'll do fine without sic things as ye get on."

        
Raleigh looked at the speaker and shuddered. So this, then, was the road to Fortune. His good sense told him that for certain this was the safest way. It was only a case of sufficient time and undeviating 

application to one steady purpose in life. To what greatness may a man not aspire if he has but 
will and 
patience? The mere accumulation of wealth is comparatively a simple matter. Raleigh felt that he had not the will, neither did he possess much patience, but he consoled himself with the idea that it was not worth the trouble. "And then," he thought, "here's a pretty example of labour, thrift, and self-denial. What good has this hardy, weather-beaten, indomitable old man derived from his parsimonious principles and unflagging energy? See him, staggering under the load of his enormous swag, and pity him!

        
"Well, then," he remarked aloud, "the prospect you put before me is beautiful; but it's a deuced long way off. I fear I should never reach it. Before we proceed any further with my humble fortune, suppose we pause and refresh a bit with a drop of that whisky I promised you? I brought a bottle from the home-station. Let's try it."

        
For the first time during the evening's discussion the Scotchman did not raise any objection, either to the principle or the practice of Raleigh's proposal. The motion was carried by acclamation and the bottle uncorked.

        
M'Whirter poured himself out an ample taste into a tin pannikin, which he passed cautiously several times 

under his nose, then tossed it off at one gulp and sighed heavily. He then held out the pannikin for a wee drop of water, just to wash it down, smacked his thick lips, and winked in sign of approval. Raleigh took a sip, and made a wry face over it. He felt the genial warmth, nevertheless, and the conversation soon took a more lively turn.

        
"I suppose," he remarked, "that your canny race apply the same cautious and calculating principles to every event of your lives. Slow, but sure. Your inquisitive minds are for ever inquiring into the why and wherefore, and you require to be fully satisfied by practical examination on all points before committing yourselves to anything. Now, if it's a fair question—it would interest me to know—how do your wary and stolid countrymen choose their women?"

        
The Scotchman gave a knowing look.

        
"Weel, that's where we beat you. Your folk gang courtin' to please your een or aye look to the siller, but we seek the lass wi' frugal ways—the ane that maks the guid housewife."

        
"Right you are," replied the other. "It's not the principle that I am inquiring about, for most people act with excellent intentions, if they could only carry them into practice. But 'there's the rub.' Love is blind in all nationalities, and marriage has aptly been 

termed 'a leap in the dark.' Now, where is it that your superior discernment comes in? With us young lovers are, in many cases, practically strangers to one another up to their wedding-day. What opportunities have they of becoming well acquainted, and what knowledge can either possess of the other's real character and true disposition? They meet in a conventional manner while on their best behaviour, they are dressed up for the occasion both bodily and socially, and the greatest latitude allowed them is a 
walk together."

        
"Hech mon! That's nae enou'. Ye mun acquaint yoursel afore—

        

          
"'Then gin the lassie winna do't,


          
Ye'll fin' another will, Jo.'"
        

        
"The immortal Bobby Burns!" cried Raleigh, as he started to his feet, and, taking the book from the shelf, clapped it down on the table with a bang. "Don't I know the ring of it? Faithful delineator of human character, and a true representative of the national tendencies!"

        
The discussion turned upon Burns. Raleigh expressed warm admiration for the Scottish bard, and although M'Whirter could hardly disagree with him on that point, yet he signified dissent—he disapproved of any but Scotch admiration of his national idol. 

For, as it was impossible for any one but a Scotchman to understand Burns, it followed that no one but a Scotchman had any right to admire Burns.

        
Raleigh's presumption in this respect required taking down, and M'Whirter was down upon him accordingly. The disputation became animated; they were both agreed, and yet they differed, and the Scotchman was not going calmly to submit to be robbed of his birthright. Raleigh replied that it was only in minor pieces and local squibs that Burns indulged in the native dialect. In his higher flights, in his finest poetry, he wrote excellent English, and appealed to a much wider audience than the ignorant and narrow-minded circle of his countrymen. This was a hard hit, and resented accordingly. M'Whirter claimed that the poet had drawn all his inspiration from his native heath. This was granted, but regret was expressed that the inspired ploughman should have fared so badly on his native heath, and been so miserably starved there.

        
It ended in Raleigh calling upon his visitor for a recitation. The other, nothing loth, jumped to his feet, and after a copious draught of the "barley bree" pronounced himself ready. Standing in the middle of the floor, waving his huge arms, shuffling his feet, and writhing his uncouth form in vigorous efforts to 

"suit the action to the word," he started off on the inevitable "Tam O'Shanter."

        
Raleigh, seated on his three-legged stool, with his shoulders leaning against the wall and his feet dangling off the floor, applauded between the puffs of his cigar and the sips of his whisky and water.

        
The fire flickered gaily, the inspiring beverage flowed freely, the recitation waxed louder and louder. It seemed to Raleigh's fascinated gaze that his Scotch friend increased also in bulk; that he was growing out of all proportions; that his arms were brandishing about frantically, his beetling eyebrows frowning fiercely, and that he was assuming again something of a spectral aspect. But just as the reciter was rising to the highest pitch, and had rushed to the table for another invigorating draught, the entertainment suddenly collapsed. They had not exhausted Burns, but they had finished the bottle.
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Chapter IV.

        

Solitude has been made the theme of many a beautiful discourse. It has been extolled by poets, lauded by philosophers, and sanctified by the Church. It is supposed to possess numerous healing virtues, many sweet and calming influences for the feverish anxieties of our fitful lives. It has strong attractions for the student, the thinker, and the devotee. It is recommended as a salve for wounded ambition, disappointed hopes, and broken hearts.

        
These claims admit of being disputed, but undoubtedly solitude has its charms. Yet they are charms of an insidious kind, that carry within them a lurking element of evil.

        
"It is not good for man to be alone." Such is the Divine law, which cannot be transgressed with impunity.

        
To those who seek solitude by choice, or who drift into it through indifference, or who are forced into a lonely life by necessity, the same baneful effects will follow.

        


        
It may be under different conditions or in varying degree, but always to the prejudice of the moral well-being, always as a blight on happiness.

        
When Richard Raleigh first trod these wild and distant regions and entered upon his lonely occupation as a shepherd, he was charmed with the novelty of the situation. Like one who suddenly escapes from the ceaseless din and turmoil of a great city into the soft calm and repose of some sylvan scene, he experienced a delightful sensation of relief.

        
The deep solitudes attracted him.

        
A sense of indescribable freedom, a loosening of all artificial bonds, and a boundless sympathy with nature, thrilled his soul.

        
He looked up to the lofty mountains, clad in sombre grandeur, with wondering admiration, and longed to explore their hidden passes, to scale their dizzy heights. The deep recesses of dark ravines had a fascination for him. The wooded dells, where rippling waters flowed and the singing of birds resounded like the tinkling of silver bells, these filled him with delight.

        
Here he could commune with nature, untrammelled and undisturbed. He could bask in her sunshine, study her secrets, and relish all her beauties. Here he could indulge in his cherished day-dreams, fancy 

free, revel unrestrained in a little world of his own, peopled with creations of his sportive imagination; or yield to pensive reveries and more serious contemplation.

        
The hardships of a shepherd's life in such an isolated spot did not repel him, nor did he mind "roughing it." Indeed, he threw from the first a considerable amount of interest and energy into his occupation, and soon acquired sufficient knowledge of the work to be useful and reliable. If his heart was elsewhere, and his thoughts generally in the clouds, yet his legs, at least, were solid and practical, and went their rounds with praiseworthy regularity. "The Philosopher" (as he was called) never jibbed at hard work, He became an excellent pedestrian, and could hold his own over hill and dale against the toughest Scotch shepherd on the run.

        
Although a lover of solitude, Raleigh was not naturally unsociable. He fled from the resorts of men out of no dislike to his fellows, but from a yearning to be alone. He delighted most in self-communing and in solitary rambles, yet in the company of his mates he could be animated and amusing, and his warm sympathies were always aroused at the sight of another's trouble.

        
Generous to the verge of recklessness, 
warm-

hearted and single-minded, the young man was universally liked and respected, although his reserved manner and retired habits prevented familiarity, and kept him somewhat aloof from the ordinary crowd.

        
Raleigh had himself chosen the isolated mountain hut for his abode, and had undertaken to keep the outermost boundary of the run in preference to living near the homestead. He had worked lustily at restoring the old hovel, and, Robinson-Crusoe like, he had laboured persistently at amateur carpentry, manufacturing the articles of furniture and utensils for domestic use. He had enclosed a little patch of ground with a brush fence, and had succeeded in raising a few vegetables and brightening the borders with sweet-smelling flowers. He had become an expert axeman, and had hewn a table out of a solid tree. He prided himself also on his culinary accomplishments, and boasted that he could bake "a damper" against all comers. Nor were the minor occupations of housekeeping neglected, for he had—although somewhat against the grain—to perform all the menial services of washerwoman, scullerymaid, and seamstress—to wash, to scrub, and to mend his clothes. But his greatest triumph was achieved when, after lengthy tuition from Donald Macmee, he succeeded in making for himself a pair of boots!

        


        
The first twelve months of this new existence passed away uneventfully, and without much effect on his state of mind. During the greater part of the time he had shared the hut with a garrulous old Scotchman, who, in spite of his ailings and his croakings, had not proved bad company. The fatiguing work of a boundary walker's daily duties, the long tramps over rough country, the training of his dogs, in which he took a keen interest, the explorations into unknown regions and the adventurous climbing of snowy peaks, had excited his attention and braced his nerves. In hours of leisure he had fallen back on his brush, and had filled his portfolio with sketches of mountain scenery. Raleigh had all the instincts of a true artist. He adored nature, and had a good eye for colour and scenic effect. But a proficiency in the fine arts is not to be obtained by the mere love of the beautiful; and unfortunately he had studied painting, like everything else, in a desultory and perfunctory manner, without much method or regular tuition. But he was a painter at heart, if not in skill. The artistic soul was there, although the necessary 
technique was greatly wanting.

        
Yet his rough sketches possessed a charm of their own—
un certain chic, as his fellow-students in Paris used to say. They shadowed forth something of the 

inspiration of their author: the dark and striking foreground, almost distorted by an impressionable imagination, and the soft grey lights in the distance, with their hazy depths, reflecting a quiet, contemplative mind, prone to mystery.

        
Raleigh was also something of a musician; and he used to relate, with much good-humour, that he had once been offered the position of flutist in the orchestra of a perambulating theatrical company at the large salary of three pounds a week. He played with expression, but with no great execution. Often in the stillness of evening, as the twilight was falling, when the day's work was done, after a refreshing bathe in the running stream, and a quiet smoke over a pannikin of tea, the young man would produce his "singing stick" and discourse dulcet melodies, with accompanying trills and variations—some lively aria, perhaps, from a favourite opera, or more tender strains, which in other days and far-off scenes he had played to the accompaniment of fair fingers and the blandishment of sympathetic smiles.

        
His only audience now was the circle of silent trees that stood sentinels in the shadowy dusk, and the gurgling stream that rippled at his feet and shot forth reflected gleams from the sunset glow.

        
But he heeded it not, for solitude had won his 

heart, and as years rolled on he became the more attached to this isolation, more fascinated by the powerful spell.

        
After a time Donald was called away to other duties, and the young man was left absolutely alone. Few and far between became the breaks on the dreary seclusion of his existence. The periodical rounds of supply parties, distributing rations, occasional calls from some equally rusticated neighbours, an unexpected visit from a stray traveller along the mountain track who might claim hospitality for the night, and the fortnightly advent of the mail-man, these were about the only intruders on his solitude. He welcomed them all with the same kindly greeting, and for a few moments he would succeed in casting off the moody abstraction that possessed him, but in his heart he fretted at these intrusions. They disturbed the even tenor of his way, they jarred on the silent composure of his spirit, they interfered with absorbing self-communing.

        
The baneful influence of this intense loneliness was not long in taking effect on such a sensitive temperament as Raleigh's. It worked upon him with slow but cankering growth. Just as, in cases of indulgence in the poisonous narcotic, the early stages of its operation are soothing and productive of delightful sensations, 

while it is only gradually and imperceptibly that the morbid symptoms develop under cover of a painless apathy,—so with solitude. The willing recluse did not repine at his forlorn lot. He became inured to monotony and habituated to silence. He even rejoiced at the self-sufficiency of his own mind, and indulged in the fatal delusion that he could be independent of the outside world.

        
Yet there were times when he had to arouse himself from this growing lethargy, awake to the necessities of the hour, and join in the common work of the station.

        
At mustering, which occurred twice a year, parties were formed to beat up all the outlying ranges and to collect the flocks from over a wide extent of country. On these occasions the shepherds used to work together, and were frequently obliged to camp out in the open for several days. Raleigh was nothing loth to share the labour or to undergo the hardships, but even then his predilection for privacy would assert itself. Well disposed towards his rustic companions, and desirous of joining in their rough sociability, he would take his seat by the camp fire, join in with a bushman's yarn, or enliven the proceedings with a tune on his flute. But his heart would not be there; his brooding fancies would soon return and plunge 

him into silence and abstraction. Then he would find some excuse for deserting his mates, and would wander off, out of the way of noise and light, to some secluded nook, where, wrapped in a blanket, he would lie down on the cold ground, under the glimmer of the starry heavens, alone with his thoughts.

        
Shearing was the great event of the year on the station, and at such times he was generally called in to the homestead, and had to mix with the busy throng and share in all the bustle and clamour that was going on. But these breaks on the dreary sameness of station life brought him neither relief nor relaxation; they became irksome and depressing to his morbidly retiring disposition, and it was with feelings of gladness and expressions of satisfaction that he would seize the first opportunity of escaping from the shearing-shed to seek refuge in the depths of his seclusion. The companionship of man had become distasteful to him, his sympathies were less effusive, his former complacency was ruffled, his gentle kindliness was soured. He was becoming cynical—misanthropical. His only delight was to be alone.

        
It was during the third year of this stay at Marino that Mr. Dale had sent Raleigh to the capital of the province to transact some important business, and it might have been expected that this thorough change 

from the seclusion of a shepherd's life would have had some beneficial effect.

        
It was not so, for mere diversity of scene will not cure a morbid and melancholy temperament; the disease lies deeper, and relief can only spring from the heart, through the invigorating influence of appealing sympathy. Raleigh found but little to interest him in his travels. He was entirely out of harmony with his surroundings, where a humdrum, bustling, and practical spirit prevailed, servilely devoted to 
progress and 
utility.

        
The glaring 
newness of everything distressed him. The mushroom townships, sprung up as if by magic on desolate plains, the rows of bare wooden houses, the smell of fresh paint, the dusty and unfrequented roads, the treeless gardens, and the reeking hotels, oppressed him with weariness and disgust. He wandered about the uncongenial scene a prey to melancholy and disappointment. How different from the lively and expansive feelings which had animated him on his first arrival in the colony! With light heart and elastic step he had then traversed the same ground, full of warm interest in the novel aspect of the young settlement, trustful in his own energies, hopeful for the future, happy in mind and sentiment. 

He felt the change bitterly, and he could hardly account for it.

        
In society he soon realised that even a greater alteration had taken place in his manner and disposition. The buoyancy of his former good spirits had deserted him; the keen appreciation, the quick retort, and the lively rattle which had endeared him to many a friendly circle, had now given place to sedateness and reserve. He even felt shy in company—a novel and extraordinary sensation for one who had moved gaily in the fashionable world, and, in his varying experience, had sported with boon companions and caroused among rollicking Bohemians.

        
Mr. Dale had furnished him with letters of introduction to some of the leading families in the city; and in those early days of settlement the fact that a young man of gentle birth and good connections might be following the plough, or tailing sheep on a station, would not have debarred him from being welcomed into good society. Raleigh was graciously received, and even admired; but he found nothing to admire in return. The company he met with was quite uncongenial, and his æsthetic notions and fastidious tastes were shocked at every turn. He found that there was no conversation outside of "shop," and little or no interest taken in anything that did not "pay."

        


        
If high life was uninteresting, low life was repulsive. He shrank from the daily exhibitions of brutishness and intemperance, and he longed to return to his mountain hut to enjoy the wild scenery, to listen to the harmonies of nature, to indulge once more in silent meditations.

        
One happy incident, however, did occur to cheer his drooping spirits and to brighten his life with one touch of sympathy. He was fortunate in making acquaintance with Dr. Valentine. The two strangers met casually at a public table, and entered into conversation without the trouble of an introduction. They were drawn towards each other by that subtle affinity which attracts congenial souls, and during their short stay together they became constant companions. Raleigh was fascinated by a character which glowed with intensity of thought and feeling; so different from his own placid and contemplative nature, and yet akin to it in heartfelt sympathies. They became friends, true friends. The delightful sensation that he had met a brother in his adversity, and could appeal to one responsive heart, did much to console the lonely wanderer on his return. His journey into the outer world would have brought him nothing but cruel deceptions and increased despondency had it not also brought him a friend.

        


        
Shortly after the young man had resumed the monotonous duties of a boundary-walker at the mountain hut, for he had set his face against taking any other position on the station, a winter of exceptional severity set in.

        
He awoke one morning to find himself snowed-up. It was with difficulty that he could open the door of the hut, and he had to use a shovel to cut a passage through the snow to the little gully from which he obtained his supply of firewood. The sheep had found shelter in the valleys; but they were beyond his ken, and had to be left to shift for themselves.

        
He was not without a supply of provisions, but the utter loneliness of his position seemed to be intensified, and he felt cut off from all communication with mankind—almost beyond the reach of assistance in case of illness or need. For the first time in his experience he realised a sensation of anxiety and dread—he felt that he was 
alone.

        
Solitude now told on him with increased effect; his reveries had hitherto been light and pleasing, they now became gloomy and depressed. A lowering influence made itself felt, inducing fits of despondency, and at times tremors of alarm. His realms of bright fancy gave place to the cold regions of reality, that appeared 

naked and forbidding. He would ask himself with anxious concern what he was doing in this dreadful seclusion, what was to become of him? He would shudder at the lugubrious outlook of the future. In vain would he strive to rouse himself from this miserable dejection; seek for relaxation in his books, call in aid all his philosophy, or fly to his beloved palette. The gloomy spectre Reality, having once revealed itself, would never leave him. It would dog his steps on his long rambles, and damp the ardour of his jaunty moods; it would haunt his visions, demolish his castles in the air, prostrate his hopes.

        
It would sit by him in the long, stilly evenings, and oppress him with care; dim the light of his fancy, stifle his feelings, and trouble his dreams with dismal awakings. He could then view himself as he really was, or as his susceptible brain pictured himself to be—a poor, forlorn, disconsolate being, unloved, abandoned, and alone!

        
In the intensity of his powers of abstraction, he would bring himself to realise his own personality as if it were a thing apart, an object in view. In his mind's eye he would see himself sitting dejected by the smouldering log-fire, or pacing like some wild creature the narrow confines of his cell, with his wan features, dishevelled locks, his melancholy eyes, 

that strained their aching vision into the clouded outlook of a dark future. He would pity his own fancied miseries, bemoan his wretched lot, and judge himself doomed to a living death.

        
The outside world had lost all interest for him—it had almost ceased to exist to his distempered mind, all absorbed and self-torturing in this ever wakeful consciousness of an overpowering Present.

        
The sweet remembrance of other days, which in the first period of his self-imposed banishment had enlivened his reflections, and had been ever fondly rehearsed in his day-dreams, now faded away into the dim and receding past until his former life became almost as a blank to him. The great events of European politics, the mighty struggles that were then convulsing the Old World, concerned him no longer. The thunder of war hardly reached his remote banishment, the march of progress found him sceptical and indifferent.

        
On his arrival in the colony he had been a diligent correspondent. He was naturally sympathetic and communicative, and he indulged readily in letter writing. He delighted to picture with dry humour, and in epigrammatic phrase, the altered conditions of his life and the striking contrasts of his novel surroundings. The old chums of his student life, who were 

anxious to know how he was getting on at the Antipodes, other more philosophical friends who were quite ready to argue the point on any subject, and keep up a metaphysical discussion while sixteen thousand miles away, and other more sentimental correspondents, whose tender messages brought many a flush to his cheek—all of them were duly responded to. Witty rejoinders, startling paradoxes, or gallant sentiment flowed with equal readiness from his pen; and while he wrote he was happy in his memories and effusions.

        
In the first flush, this gushing correspondence flourished, but it soon began to flag. As time wore on the novelty wore off. The ever-changing course of events brought other influences to bear, and one by one the links of the chain that bound him to old associations fell off. Former ties became weaker, and many were severed altogether. Yet there were still some bonds that held, and defied both space and time. True friendship remained, and one enduring affection—a dearly loved younger brother, upon whom he had lavished more than a brother's care, and for whose education and advancement he had cheerfully relinquished his share in their slender patrimony. These loving memories warmed his heart, but they added to the bitterness of separation. He indulged 

in the grief of absence, and nursed a fancied dread that an impassable barrier divided him from all he cared for on earth—that he should never see that dear face again.

        
In these despondent moods even his beloved art began to lose its charm; he laboured with his brush in fitful starts only, and with increasing discouragement.

        
The harmonies of nature no longer struck a responsive chord in his soul, the moving beauties of the landscape no longer inspired him with blithe thoughts and pleasing emotions; they shone with a pale and melancholy light. His health became affected also. He lost his former buoyancy of animal spirits. He trod the dewy heath in the bright effulgence of early morning, not as heretofore with quick and elastic step, but with downcast eyes and pensive tread. And in the warm glow of evening, when lengthening shadows streamed across the plains, a purple mist enshrouded the valleys, and the balmy air resounded with the hum of insect life, his brooding thoughts could no longer participate in the enchantment of the scene or be lulled into a sense of soft repose.

        
The long quiet evenings, and the solemn stillness of night, at one time looked forward to with pleasing 

anticipations, were now fraught with weariness and depression.

        
His books, those familiar friends, had also lost their fascination. He had conveyed them into these remote regions, piled up on packhorses, to the wondering amusement of the station hands, who had never beheld a shepherd encumbered with such baggage before. He had built himself a little library in the desert, and had vowed that he would never feel lonely in such good company. It was a motley collection—poetry, philosophy, and wit, in many tongues—old favourites, both heavy and light, and all his dilapidated, well-thumbed classics to boot. There was food for thought of every description, from lively to severe, and at one time he was never weary of ransacking this cherished store. But a change had come over his mind since then. He was out of sympathy now with the world of letters, as with the world of business and of strife. He would ask himself of what benefit had all this boasted learning been to him. It had not adapted him to his "environment;" it had not made him rich, or wise, or happy. Years of study, spent in pondering over musty old volumes, or attending to empty discourses, had but led him to realise, in bitterness of spirit, the absoluteness of universal ignorance—the impossibility of enlightenment. 

What had metaphysics taught? Had it thrown one gleam into the dark abyss of life's mystery—afforded one clue towards solving the awful problem of our existence? Had the endless disquisitions of ages resulted in anything but a farrago of contradictions—"confusion worse confounded" at every step? It was all a weariness and a delusion. He had learnt that there was nothing to learn worth learning. He had set up an idol called 
truth, and had fallen down and worshipped it; he had sought for it far and wide, and had puzzled his weak brain on the subject; he had studied many things to find it out, under the fond delusion that this would be the 
Universal Good—to bless, to beautify, and to enlighten the world, and all that had been revealed to him was a hideous hypothesis of 
force and 
matter—a soulless thing. He shuddered in the depths of his solitude as these appalling thoughts preyed upon him; he wrung his hands in silent despair, and appealed to the Unseen Power for guidance and light. Then he would fly for refuge to the 
One Book—the Book of Life—associated in his sorrowing heart with so much that was pure and loving and hopeful in his chequered existence, and as his spirit drank from that sacred fount, a childlike sense of trust and security would steal over him.

        


        
He would forget his solitude, his present miseries; his gloomy anticipations would vanish, the dark cloud would roll by, and the sky above would be serene and bright once more. In this altered frame of mind the whole aspect of his life would change; fond memories of the past would rise again, and he would feel the throb of endearing influences. A spark of divine enthusiasm would kindle in his heart, and urge him to be brave and good; to battle with the sorrows and evils of the world, and to subdue them; and then, as if suddenly awaking from some disordered dream, he would be startled at his own vain and dismal imaginings, he would feel ashamed of his weakness, disdain his craven fears. Had he not much to be thankful for?—youth and good health, a strong arm, and sterling qualities wherewith to fight the battle of life. Wherefore these repinings? His loneliness was not enforced—it was of his own choice, and could be relinquished at any moment. He was free to act where worth and energy would always assert themselves, in a new country with boundless resources, which afforded competence to all, and rich prizes to industry and perseverance. He reflected that life was not a matter of pleasure and sentiment only, but that it had its duties also; that he had been given a part to perform, and that he 

should perform it worthily, that he might carve out for himself an honourable career, and also be the means of doing some good and of affording some measure of happiness to others.

        
And then his mind would wander back to sad experiences of other days, to, the scenes of wretchedness he had witnessed, the tales of sorrow he had heard. He would think of the countless myriads of human beings living in misery, of the ragged regiment of want, the poor prowlers in dark places, the homeless little children crying for food, the shivering women crouching in noisome dens of vice and desolation. Before the mournful panorama of human suffering the sense of his own petty griefs would vanish, the fever of his ailing soul would be quelled, the harrowing consciousness of self would subside into a sentiment of active benevolence—into an inspiration of universal love.

        
And at such times he would fall on his knees, as he used to do when a child, and murmur aloud the words of earnest and beseeching prayer that came unpremeditated to his lips. All his doubts would disappear, the cavilling spirit of modern inquiry would haunt him no longer; he cared nothing then about the supposed revelations of the erudite, he heeded not the scoffing of the sceptic, he became indifferent 

to Biblical criticism, to dogmatism, positivism, agnosticism, or any other "ism"—he consigned them all to the limbo of vanity. His heart spoke out, and it spoke to him in no uncertain tones; he could realise a sentiment of exalted devotion which he could not understand, but it brought him for the time happiness and peace of mind.

        
Alas! that such soothing and inspiring thoughts could not always sustain a frail and sensitive being. But piety, like other dispositions of the mind, needs the stimulus of sympathy and emulation. It cannot thrive alone, but must draw some at least of its living energy from outside influences. The mind, continually concentrated on itself, and pent up within the narrow channel of meditation, loses much of its freshness and vigour, tends to become restless and morose, and constantly wanders from subjects of deep reflection to matters of the most trivial nature.

        
The dreamy solitary would often relapse into gloom and despondency. Grim reality would fasten upon him again, and like a mocking spirit taunt him with doubts and distrust, laugh to scorn the chimera of his hopes, unmask his cherished ideals, and roughly rend asunder the bright veil of his illusions.

        
Soon the intensity of the mental strain told upon him—he became subject to fits of hallucination.

        


        
In the thrilling stillness of night he would hear voices; he would start to his feet, rush to the door and out into the cold obscurity, and call aloud, then listen intently to the echoes of his own voice reverberating through the gulleys, and to the moaning of the night-breeze.

        
Sometimes emanations of the past would haunt him, and figures of absent ones would approach and greet him in his loneliness. One beloved shade would often visit these midnight receptions and bring a gleam of comfort to his sorrowing heart. He believed it to be his mother. He had lost her in early childhood, and could only remember her in the dim past as a benign embodiment of tenderness and departed joy. He would welcome the fond apparition with ecstasy, and in imagination would rise to receive the loving embrace. Then the light would suddenly vanish from his eyes, and the cold horror of a dark and dismal entombment would rise upon him. Then he would go mad. With a wild despairing cry he would call upon the vision to return to him. He would fall on his knees on the cold floor, press his hands over his aching eyeballs, and conjure her in heart-broken accents, by the love she bore him, by her pity, in the name of God, to reappear.

        
Slowly, solemnly he would remove his hands, we 

with tears, and gaze upwards, expecting to see the bright vision again. But it would not be there. Nothing but emptiness—the void of the dark enclosure, the frowning walls, the lowering roof, the stillness of the dead.

        
At last there came another phantom to stay with him and keep him company in the lone and dreary vigils of the night. It made its appearance as an undefined and awful 
Psence, and thrilled his soul with indescribable dread. Yet after a while he became accustomed to it, and he got to welcome it and to take it to his heart. It was the 
Idea of Death.

        
The unfortunate young man had passed through all the early stages of the fell disease. The acute sufferings were over, but only to give place to an overwhelming prostration. Solitude had wreaked its baneful influence upon him, and was fast driving him to despair.
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Chapter V.

        
A 
few days after M'Whirter had made his unexpected appearance at the mountain hut, "the philosopher," in one of his boundary walks, found himself at the Horse-shoe Saddle, which was on the dividing line between the Marino Run and Grey's. It was a curved and narrow ridge connecting the rocky peaks on either side.

        
To the westward the Bald Hills stood out like a cluster of enormous sugar-loafs, their steep and rugged sides dipping into precipitous gullies that were concealed in dense masses of brushwood. These gullies formed almost impassable barriers, and it was only along a few leading spurs that sheep could cross over to the neighbouring run. Raleigh examined the ground carefully to find out if there were tracks across the border, and it was with great mortification that he noticed the very recent footprints of a considerable flock. "Confound the brutes," he mentally exclaimed; "it was only last night that I had them all rounded up three miles off, and started 

them rejoicing on the road to Mount Vulcan. What the deuce can have turned them back again? Now the flocks will have mixed, and there will be the devil to pay, d—— it!"

        
It was very vexing, and the disconsolate sheep-walker fully realised the fact.

        
He asked himself what was to be done. The question required grave consideration, so he thought the best thing under such trying circumstances would be to set himself down and light his pipe, in order to grasp the situation in all its aspects. So he found shelter under the lea of a large outspreading flax bush, and, having wriggled himself into the most comfortable position that the stony nature of the ground admitted of, he "lit up," and indulged in a quiet smoke and a "big think." He first relieved his mind with a good all-round curse. The sheep were consigned with one breath to everlasting perdition; he d——d them singly and collectively, at all times and under all conditions; he cursed them for their cunning, he cursed them for their stupidity, he cursed them for activity, he cursed them for their sloth, and above all he cursed them for their cursedness. That business over, he felt better, and was able to take a calmer view of the situation—his outburst of anger at his flock subsided, and gave place 

to a sensation of immense pity. He wondered how it came to pass that nature could have brought forth creatures so utterly perverse and of such overwhelming imbecility. He reasoned it out quietly and logically; he put it in the form of a syllogism; he investigated it by the scientific method; he considered it on Darwinian principles; but all to no avail—the theory of the survival of the fittest didn't help him a little bit, but rather increased his perplexity. At last he gave it up; only it did seem strange—passing strange—that any animal gifted with the faintest glimmer of the most debased instinct should wilfully, knowingly abandon the green pastures and flowing springs to wander over miles of pointed rocks and desolate wastes into a wilderness without grass or shelter! And there the philosopher suddenly paused in his soliloquy, for an unpleasant retrospection forced itself on his mind. The ghost of a Nathan rose up before him, and pointing the finger of scorn, ejaculated, "Thou art that sheep!"

        
"So I am," sighed the prostrate man. "So I am; convicted out of my own mouth. Did I not abandon a happy land of civilisation and refinement; did I not leave congenial pursuits, the companionship of friends, the attractions of society and art, and all for what? To make a fool of myself; to bury myself 

in a wilderness; to seek for solitude, misery, and privation at the farthest end of the world. Truly, I am that blessed sheep!"

        
He was startled out of this pleasant reverie by a loud noise of bleating flocks and barking dogs, and immediately afterwards a large body of sheep were seen streaming over the opposite hillside and racing down the steep declivity on to the saddle. Raleigh recognised his own sheep, but was at a loss to account for their welcome but unexpected return. Soon the mystery was explained, for hard upon them, shouting, swearing, and gesticulating furiously, two men appeared on the scene. The one, short, square, squat; the other, long and lean. They were both exerting their limbs and lungs most vigorously, hounding on the trespassers with volleys of oaths, not unaccompanied with more effective missiles. Raleigh discerned in the short square man his next-door neighbour, Sailor Jack, and in the long lean lad Jack's faithful henchman, Jim Pipe, but he lay quiet under the flax bush, watching the proceedings with perfect equanimity. He waited until the last of the stragglers had scampered across the boundary, under a fire of awful imprecations and a shower of stones, until all the noise and stampede was over, and then from his hidden retreat he sounded a loud "Coo-e!" 

Sailor Jack ceased mopping the perspiration from his heated brow, and Jim withdrew his hands from his pockets; the next moment a couple of binoculars were pointed to the spot from whence the voice proceeded, and some uncomplimentary remarks were launched forth in the same direction. Raleigh jumped to his feet, and came rattling down the stony slope to where the other two were standing, and advanced with his usual placid unconcern.

        
"Thanks, old man," he said; "you have saved me a lot of trouble. I was just wondering where the darned critters had got to. Couldn't make it out at all."

        
Jack looked savage. With anybody else he would have squared up and called upon the intruder to defend himself.

        
"You go the right way about to find hout," he growled; "squatting under a flax bush and smoking a pipe. That may be a philosopher's way of keeping his boundary—'tain't ourn."

        
"D——the boundary; I'm sick of it," replied the other coolly.

        
"Then why don't ye clear hout," replied Jack surlily, "and give up your billet to some cove as 'll mind it? Here's Jim, what 'ud be glad of the place. He's looking for a crib to settle down; ain't you, Jim?"

        


        
"My word!" ejaculated the stripling.

        
"The deuce you are!" said Raleigh. "Well, I would be very glad to make place for you, but I believe Mr. Dale has arranged to send Malcolm there. It's no great privilege or any sinecure either."

        
"What's that 'ere?" inquired Jack.

        
"A 
sinecure, my good man, is a fat place that can be held without any particular fitness for the office or much personal exertion."

        
"Then I should just advise you to look hout for the like, for it's about hall you are fit for," answered the surly Jack.

        
"Why, what are you growling about?" inquired Raleigh, with extreme suavity.

        
"Growling? What am I growling about? You'd be enough to make a saint swear, you would. First you sets fire to the run, and burns us out; then you lets your sheep go to blazes while you lies on your back smoking your pipe or playing the flute, and us bursting ourselves doing your tarnation work."

        
"Avast heaving there; belay, belay!" cried Raleigh. "What's all the fuss about? There's no harm done."

        
"No thanks to you."

        
"Certainly not; I give you all the credit. You are a splendid fellow, Jack; always on the alert— 

here, there, and everywhere! While you are about I feel no concern whatever. But without you for a neighbour where should I be?"

        
"None of your gammon," replied Jack, somewhat pacified.

        
"The devil must be in the confounded critters," continued Raleigh. "I don't know what possesses them to be for ever crossing the boundary on to your ground, unless it be simple unmitigated cussedness. They have nothing to get on your wretched run besides thorns and shingle, and I can never keep them off it. I set fire to the country in order to burn whatever feed there might be, to create a belt of barrenness—a zone of desolation—to drive them away. Now, d——me, if they don't swarm over the place thicker than ever."

        
"On course," replied Jack. "Them young green shoots is springing hup all over the burnt ground, and sheep will travel miles to pick at 'em. Don't 'em, Jim?"

        
"My word!" said Jim.

        
"Howsomever, we've given 'em a routing they won't forget for a bit; haven't us, Jim?"

        
"My word!" said Jim.

        
"They travelled as if the devil kicked them," replied Raleigh. "Well, in a few days I am going to 

take your advice and 
clear out. These happy regions shall know me no more. My successor is to be a raw, red, rantin' Highlander. I hope you won't come to fisticuffs at the first meeting, that's all."

        
"You ain't really going?" inquired Jack.

        
"Certain as death."

        
"Well, there! We shall be sorry; shan't us, Jim?"

        
"My word!" said Jim, quite dolefully.

        
"We shall be werry sorry, if I do let out when I'm riled," repeated Jack. "Howsomever, as I always tells Jim, I can't make hout as how a gentleman like you, and a scholard, should go and plant hisself in such a lonesome hole to live by hisself."

        
"It 
is miserable," observed Raleigh; "and I really believe that a little more of it would drive me mad. Then the homestead is worse. You have heard, I suppose, all about the accident at Marino, and poor Dan's death?"

        
"Yes; Aleck the German and Yankee Bill came over to the Glen to split shingles, and they told us."

        
"A miserable time we had of it. I was glad to get back to the hut. It was dark when I reached home, and I got the deuce of a start there. I found the hut empty, as I thought. So I lit the fire, boiled 

the kettle, had tea and a smoke, and was just about thinking of turning in, when I heard a noise close by, and on looking round—lo and behold! within an arm's length was the figure-head of a man. A ghastly apparition! It gave me the creeps, and for the moment I really thought it was a ghost."

        
"I'd a gone for it straight!" exclaimed the combative Jack.

        
"My word," said Jim, "I'd ha' made for the door."

        
"I did neither," continued Raleigh; "but I invited it to supper. The ghost partook largely of spirits, but it was human after all. It turned out to be a Scotchman named M'Whirter, who had travelled your way. A poor beggar apparently, although no fool."

        
"What! M'Whirter a poor beggar!" cried out Jack. "I wish I had half his beggary. Aye, or even one tenth. I should retire from hactive service to-morrow, and live 'appy ever aterwards."

        
"You don't mean to say that the old man is well off"? He was most shabbily dressed, and with such hands! And he was humping a swag that would have been a load for a packhorse."

        
"Likely enough. He don't spare hisself or anybody else either. A hard nail is old Mac. I've known him drive a bullock team all night to his farm 

near town, just to save time next day. The old beggar would steer off the track, and give the pubs a wide berth, to save spending anything on the road. The old chap has made his pile, but he don't like parting with any of it. There's the farm where he lives, the town place, and no end of property all over the country."

        
"Is he a miser then?"

        
"Not 'xactly that, but awfu' 
near. He ain't a bad sort neither, at times, and he's free enough in his own house. If ever you goes there, he'll find you a drop of good whisky, and 'elp you to drink it too."

        
"Well, he helped me to drink some of mine with right good-will, and in return gave me lots of good advice. He sketched out a little plan of campaign, how to succeed in the world and to get rich. I did not pay much attention, thinking what a miserable example he was of his own principles. Had I known that the old man was a wealthy squatter, I fancy his remarks would have carried more weight. Who would have thought it?"

        
"Them's the coves who do make money, for they knows how to keep it," judiciously observed Jack, as he set about filling his pipe. "It ain't philosophers like you or gruff Jack Tars like me as gets on in the world."

        


        
"Is he married?" inquired Raleigh.

        
"Married—
rather! A very nice lady is Mistress M'Whirter; cute enough too, with a score of youngsters, as all works, and makes theirselves generally useful, down to the three-year-old."

        
"Canny old buffer!" exclaimed Raleigh; "and true to his principles, even in matrimony. So he makes the procreation of children a paying business, does he?"

        
"My word," put in Jim, "I knows 'em well; have worked there. The boys used to take turn about on the farm with us hands and do the schooling at night. Two of them manage a run of the old man's on the western ranges. He pays them something—gives them a percentage, as they calls it—it can't be much. The gals milks the cows and helps with the housework, and gets themselves smart of an afternoon and looks as nice as anything."

        
"Quite a model of a thrifty household," said Raleigh; "patriarchal, with an eye to the main chance. What made you leave, Jim?"

        
"Ah! thereon 'angs a tale," blurted out Jack, with a grin. "Jim 'as gone and done it this time. Didn't I tell you he was a looking hout for some crib to settle down."

        
"Settle down, indeed! What do you mean?"

        


        
"Why, he's about to get spliced."

        
"Come now," laughed Raleigh, "that's too much of a good thing. Why, he is a mere boy. Is this a true bill, Jim?"

        
Jim Pipe hung his head. His plump rosy cheeks became a shade rosier, as he tried to smother his confusion under a chuckle, and he gave a reproachful glance at Jack for telling on him.

        
"I suppose so," he muttered.

        
"What a lark!" exclaimed Raleigh.

        
"It was a lark," gravely observed Jack; "but it's past the larking stage now I've had to talk to the boy like a Dutch uncle; but it ain't no use tacking about now—he must come up to the scratch like a man. It's the key as did it."

        
"The key," cried Raleigh; "oh! this is good. So there is a key to the story, is there? By all means let's have it. Jim, unlock the mystery. Come, let us bring ourselves to an anchor in this nook. Light up and smoke a pipe of peace, while Jim relates the story of his courtship. I'm sure it is a good one."

        
Jim demurred a little. He was shy, and inclined to slur over certain details which Jack considered essential to the right understanding of the whole transaction, but under judicious prompting and gentle pressure it all came out.

        


        
"Well, you see," he began, "it was this ways, I was down at M'Whirter's farm, and was sent to work at the shed last shearing, and there was a gal there, Rosetta, as had to help in the kitchen and look after the shearers. I took an interest in the gal because she was so unprotected like among all them rough chaps—a rowdy lot them shearers are, as you know—and she a nice-looking gal; ain't she, Jack?"

        
"Reg'lar slap-up," observed the sailor approvingly. "As neat a little craft as ever reefed a mainsail, with a clean rig fore and aft."

        
"I should have thought," remarked the philosopher, "that this model housewife, her mistress, would have kept a sharp eye after the girl."

        
"So she did," continued Jim, "and was always a ferreting about the premises, and poking her nose into every corner to see as nothing was wasted. She was awful partic'ler to see that the melted sugar as was left in the pannikins should be kept to make treacle, and the scraps of bread was made into puddings, and the sheeps' heads, as what the men wouldn't touch, would be biled and served up in the parlour. But she didn't seem to look after Rosetta as if she minded what was agoing on; and when I tell you, the young woman had to sleep in an outhouse, down by the woolshed, away from the family." 

"As wanted a sharp look-out for the night watch," remarked Jack.

        
"As I told you," continued Jim, warming up to his subject, "I took an interest in the young woman, and thought I'd try to protect her. So I just used to lock her up of a nights and carry away the key. It was safer for Rosetta, and good for me to know for certain that no one could disturb her."

        
"Barring yourself, Jim," said Jack.

        
"She never took no notice of me," replied the other.

        
"How far had your acquaintance with the young person proceeded?" inquired Raleigh modestly.

        
Jim looked puzzled; he was at a loss for a definition." We were walking together," he said.

        
"I understand; and you locked her up when the walk was over?"

        
"Just so," continued Jim; "she didn't mind it at all, so she said. But one morning there was an awful bobbery, for the missus she came down to the kitchen at sunrise, and called to Rosetta to come out, but Rosetta couldn't, because she was locked in. I had the key, and couldn't be found anywhere, because I was a fetching in the cows; and they sent looking for me all over the place, and when I did come with the key and lets her out there was the 

missus a scolding like anything, and the chaps a laughing like mad, and I felt as if I could sink through the ground; and Rosetta came out as red as a turkey cock."

        
"And what became of the key after that?" inquired Raleigh.

        
"Well, I offered it to the missus. She said as how I had minded it so well, I'd a better take and mind the gal too, as I was the right chap to do so."

        
"You didn't 'alf mind her," growled Jack. "I never bothers about no keys when I takes hup with a girl."

        
"Jack," said the philosopher gravely, "this modest youth only wanted to mind the girl. In his place nothing would have satisfied you but to mount bodyguard. Go on, Jim."

        
"And after that Rosetta began a nagging at me, and t'other chaps they keeps up a chaffing. And then they tried all sorts of larks to hide away the key, and to steal it from me, but I kept a tight hold of it, I can tell you."

        
"Why didn't you give 'em a slap in the heye?" blustered out Jack.

        
"I didn't like to," replied Jim mildly.

        
"There you are again, Jack," exclaimed Raleigh, "always on for a stand-up fight. If you had your 

way you would like to pummel all creation. That's not the way to overcome an antagonist."

        
"What 
is, then?" asked Jack, opening his eyes.

        
"Subdue him in logic, of course," replied the philosopher.

        
"I was not on to fight," continued Jim rather gloomily, "but I just held on to the key. But one night, or towards morning, I'm blowed if Teddy O'Dea didn't come up to my bunk and shake me, and call out, 'I say, Jim Pipe, you get up; there's that young woman a shivering like anything outside, and she can't get in. I'm not larking. Come an' see for yourself.' It ain't possible,' says I. So with that I jumps out of bed and runs round the shed; and there, sure enough—there was Rosetta a blocked up against the door, a shivering and a crying because she couldn't get in. Well, I felt knocked all of a heap, and I says to her—'Rosetta, what are you a doing out here?'

        
"'I'm not doing nothing,' says she; 'can't you see I want to get in?'

        
"'There's the key,' says I.

        
"'It's too late,' says she; 'the mischief's done.'

        
"'What mischief?' I says.

        
"'You're a fool,' says she.

        
"'Not such a fool as you take me for,' says I; and 

with that I chucks the key at her, and went straight back, and packs up my traps, and clears out before morning."

        
"Dear me," remarked the philosopher. "I suppose there is an explanation for everything in this world, but at the first glance it does seem rather strange that the young person should have been locked in and locked out at the same time."

        
"I couldn't make it out nohow," replied Jim. "I kept a worrying over it ever so long, until Jack there talked to me about it."

        
"There was a window," observed Jack, with a wink. The philosopher gave a long whistle.

        
"That's it," continued Jim. "She told me after."

        
"Told you what?"

        
"That it was the window as did it. Says she to me, 'It was so hot, Jim, that I felt stifled like, and I got up on a chair and leant out of the window for a breath of fresh air, and so I fell out.'"

        
"Some young women is took that way," remarked Jack sententiously.

        
"So you have made it up, then?" asked Raleigh. "That's a good thing. All's well that ends well."

        
"The missus sent for me last month," Jem went on rather mournfully, "and gave me such a talking to. She said the gal had got into trouble; there 

would be a talk, and all through me. 'You had the key, Jim Pipe,' says she. I told her all about it, but she only shook her head. 'And,' says she, 'you had the key, Jim Pipe. You must marry the gal; and may you be happy!'"

        
Sailor Jack put on a look of extreme gravity.

        
"It ain't no use, Jim," said he; "it's dead agin you. What do you say, Mr. Raleigh? If so be a house is robbed, and a cove as is suspected is found with the door-key on him"——

        
"The key would convict him," replied Raleigh.

        
"That's what I says. It's a clear case."

        
"So help me"——began Jim, in an appealing tone.

        
"There now, shut up, my lad," expostulated Jack with dignity; "the least said the soonest mended. It ain't no concern of ourn, nor any one else's, so long as you sticks to the gal. Well, there, you ain't the simple fool as you looks, my lad; I knows yer."

        
Jim Pipe felt that he was on the horns of a dilemma, so he preserved a discreet silence and merely scratched his head.

        
"When is this little event expected to come off?" asked Raleigh.

        
"Which one?" dubiously inquired Jim.

        


        
"The wedding, of course. What else could I mean?"

        
"Blowed if I know. Next month, I suppose."

        
"Well, you are not a very ardent lover, I must say," remarked the other, with a laugh. "And yet you tell me that the girl is fair, and plump, and bonny"——

        
"Oh, the young woman is all there," interrupted Jim, with a broad grin, as if he had good reasons to be well satisfied on that point. "But she oughtn't to have got out of the window."

        
"You should 'ave been there to stop her, Jim," put in Jack.

        
"The moral of this interesting narrative," observed the philosopher, "would appear to be, what I have heard before, or read somewhere, that it is not safe trusting to lock and key where a woman is concerned."

        
"I'd sooner take her afloat," said Jack.
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Chapter VI.

        

When Jim Pipe had concluded his affecting story, Raleigh said that he would have to be up and going, but Jack and his youthful mate urged him to accompany them to their out-station, "The Glen." Jack, who was a bit of a dog-fancier, was most anxious to show him his kennel, and extolled the beauties of a certain bulldog he had become possessed of in such glowing terms that Raleigh could not but express a wish to see this wonderful creature, although in reality he took very little interest in the canine race.

        
They promised him also a day's pig-sticking, in which exciting sport the said bulldog was expected to take a prominent part; and as, moreover, the prospect of another dreary night in the oppressive loneliness of the Mountain Hut was not attractive, there was no resisting such a pressing invitation.

        
"But what about the sheep?" he said; "they will be over here again to-morrow for certain, and then we shall have all this infernal trouble over again."

        


        
"Oh, don't worrit about them sheep," replied Jack; "let them rip. We'll be a-looking after the boundary, and give 'em h——if they comes this way."

        
"My word," said Jim, "they got a taste of it this morning."

        
"Well," said Raleigh, "I shall hold you responsible. Now, 'Lead on, Macduff!' I will follow."

        
The three started to their feet.

        
The only beaten track to Sailor Jack's hut followed the ridges of the dividing range; it was a very round-about way, but it headed the gullies and avoided much of the broken ground. The straight line was shorter by some miles, but it crossed a succession of high spurs and deep ravines of most forbidding aspect. Jack and Jim, however, decided on the short cut, if only "to take a rise" out of their companion, who they expected would make rather a poor figure in a tramp across such rough country. They gave one another a wink, and dashed off on a headlong course down the first stony declivity, and were soon out of sight amidst the rocks and bushes.

        
Raleigh followed leisurely, picking his steps down the rugged slopes, availing himself of the numerous sheeptracks that zig-zagged the hillside, and using his own judgment as to the best direction to take.

        
The philosopher, on principle, never hurried 
him-

self; he made a point to take everything in life as coolly and as calmly as possible; and he was consistent in applying this line of conduct to the most trifling as well as to the most momentous incidents of his chequered career. So he lagged behind, trotting complacently along, with many a halt to regulate his course or to admire some pretty glimpse of scenery; while his companions had forged ahead, and could be heard in the distance breaking their way through the tangled masses of brushwood, and making the echoes ring with their shouts and laughter. By the time he had reached the bottom of the first gully Jack and Jim had pushed their way through the scrub, and were clambering up the precipitous bank on the other side. Here he stumbled across a cattle-track, which gave him occasion to pause again.

        
"It is evident," thought he, "that this gully leads to the river, and it is evident that this cattle-track leads down the gully—
ergo, the track will lead to the river, which is one point gained. Secondly, on the maxim that '
Tout chemin mène à Rome,' and with the experience that there are no road engineers like bullocks, I may safely embark on this unexplored route—so here goes!" He soon found himself lost in the dark intricacies of the scrubby hollow, tramping through a swampy jungle into which the light of day 

hardly penetrated, and which was impassable except where the cattle had forced a narrow opening through it. He became quite bewildered in the interminable twists and bends of the track—ascending steep banks, dropping into black cavities, and crossing the creek in its tortuous course many scores of times. He was lost in the maze, and felt as if he was travelling in an endless circle; but he stuck to the track and walked by faith, which, he thought to himself, is the safest plan to adopt in more instances than this one. So he sped bravely on for more than an hour, without the faintest idea of whither he was going, but confident in the reflection that the sagacious brutes that had forced an entry into this dismal entanglement had quite sense enough to find a way out of it.

        
At last there appeared an opening; the blessed sunlight shone once more around him, and a widening horizon afforded some indication of the country. Here he paused a while to look about and take in the position. He found himself on a gentle slope, with the valley scrub at his feet, and the rocky ranges towering behind him. He had evidently travelled some three or four miles, and was approaching the base of the mountain, but he could not perceive the river, and the locality was quite unknown to him. The track here forked into several divergent branches, 

and it became necessary to decide on which course to follow; but the more he pondered and debated the question in his own mind the more puzzled and uncertain he became. "Oh for the instinct of an ox!" thought he, "how much better it would serve me than all my brain-power. While I was in yonder dark labyrinth the road was simplicity itself—I had only got to follow my nose; now that I am in the open ground, and can see where I am going, I am utterly lost. Let's toss up—heads for the right, tails for the left. Heads have it—so right wheel and 
en avant!"

        
The track to the right happened to be the right track on this occasion, for the traveller had not proceeded for half a mile before, at a sudden turning, a delightful and well-known prospect opened to his sight. A grassy slope led down to the steep escarpment of a wide rivercourse. The broken cliffs that formed the banks on either side rose in massive piles, like the straggling walls and dismantled towers of some vast and fantastic battlements; here and there, along the line of white crags and jutting bluffs, patches of verdure would appear sloping to the water's edge, clumps of trees, and shady recesses. Down in the deep hollow a shallow stream rippled over the shingle, divided above into many little rills, and united lower down into one broad sheet of water that 
glit-

tered in the vivid sunlight. Along the side of the stream, under the shade of overhanging cliffs and half hidden in the luxuriant herbage, a mob of cattle could be seen peacefully feeding, and a few stray horses dotted about. A well-defined cutting in the nearest bank indicated where a bridle-track took its descent to the river bed, while on the opposite side the windings of a narrow road could be discerned in the distance rising up the spurs and skirting the crags until it disappeared in the shadows of a forest of pines. Raleigh stood still, gazing with delight on the lovely scene; he realised with gladness that he was not only on the right road, but very near to his destination, and he felt convinced that he had stolen a march on his companions, and outrun them on their own ground. The laugh would be on his side. This was a subject of unmixed satisfaction, even to a philosopher, whose elevated mind might have been expected to indulge in higher flights.

        
It was a warm sunny day; the air was balmy, the scenery was charming. Raleigh looked about for a soft shady spot, near the beaten track, where he could stretch himself and recline at ease, while cogitating on the blissful sensation of the present moment and the mutability of all things.

        
"Upon what slight and trivial conditions does our 

happiness depend!" thought he. "Here I am, basking in the blessed sunshine, inwardly singing a pæan of triumph, drawing in unmitigated satisfaction with every whiff from my pipe, overjoyed at my own efforts, and delighted at the discomfiture of the other fellows—and all this because I happened by chance to take a turning to the right. If tails had turned up, and I had taken to the left, I should probably have been miles away by this time, altogether out of my reckoning, tired, bothered, and disgusted, indulging in profane language, and with the unpleasant anticipation of being laughed at for my pains. Such is life!"

        
Just then the sound of voices was heard, and snatches of a conversation carried on in very loud tones reached him as he lay under the bushes.

        
"He ain't in sight nowheres," cried a shrill voice.

        
"Hope he ain't stuck in the mud in the Pig's Gully, or got drowned in the Dead-horse Creek, or broke his darned neck over them white rocks," replied a deep bass.

        
"Devil a bit; he knows a trick worth two of that. He'll turn up right enough."

        
"He allers takes his time, that's one thing."

        
"Let him alone for that."

        
"My word! you did travel up them spurs, Jack, and no mistake. Darned if I ain't about baked."

        


        
"Hang me, if I ain't about bursted myself."

        
"Them swell coves ain't no good over rough country," continued the shrill voice. "They starts fair enough, but when it comes to the running they shuts up like a knife."

        
"
You may shut up," shouted Raleigh, as he jumped to his feet, and startled the other two out of their wits.

        
"Well, I'm blowed!" gasped Sailor Jack, open-mouthed with astonishment.

        
"So you are, my fine fellow, very much 
blowed," continued Raleigh sarcastically; "and yet you haven't much to 
blow about either. What a time you poor beggars took to creep over these bits of hills! I got quite tired of waiting for you."

        
"Why, we left you a mile behind," stammered forth Jim.

        
"So you did," replied the philosopher coolly. "I thought that I would just give you a fair start, because you were evidently not up to much over rough country, and then I put a little steam on, you know. But I couldn't stand your way of crawling along. It was too slow for me. That style of dawdling takes more out of a fellow than a good swinging pace."

        
"But we never saw you pass us," expostulated Jim, who was lost in amazement.

        


        
"Of course not; you evidently didn't know the way. I took a shorter cut."

        
This was the unkindest 
cut of all. Jack collapsed altogether, and became morose, while Jim kept on scratching his head with unabated vigour. After a time Raleigh took compassion on them and let the secret out, whereupon the wonder ceased and harmony was restored.

        
They crossed the river barefooted. The water was not running knee-deep, and by following the well-defined shallows it was easily got over, but to Raleigh's tender feet the boulders felt painfully hard. Jack's hut, The Glen, was close by the river-side, in a sheltered nook among clumps of pine trees. It was a three-roomed cottage, substantially built of sun-burnt bricks, thatched with native reeds, and shaded with a little verandah. The inside was clean and neat, the walls whitewashed, and pasted over with gaudily-coloured prints from the illustrated newspapers.

        
"Welcome to The Glen," said Jack, as he opened the door with a flourish; "make yourself at home, and have a stretch on my bunk while we get dinner ready. We ain't got nothing in the reading line for a scholard like you, but I can show you the finest bulldog in the colony, and such a litter of retriever 

pups as you might covet. They are all bespoken, hevery one of 'em, and I could sell as many more at a pound apiece."

        
"You must make quite a good thing out of your dogs," remarked Raleigh.

        
"My word!" said Jim; "only they wants lots of looking after, both as to diet and exercise. Jack borrowed the Yankee trap yesterday, and had them all out for a drive."

        
"What was that for?"

        
"Just to give 'em a bit of a hairing like, and to show 'em a little round about," observed Jack gravely.

        
"I hope they enjoyed the outing," said Raleigh, amused.

        
"Didn't 'em, just. To see the keen hinterest they takes in heverything, and the happetites they brings back."

        
"I can quite understand their keen appetites," replied Raleigh, laughing, "but a keen observation is another thing, especially for pups only two months old."

        
"I wouldn't have believed it myself," said Jim, "if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes."

        
"Of course that settles it," replied the philosopher.

        
Jack and his mate were soon actively engaged in 

hospitable preparations. One lit the fire while the other ran for water. A sheep's carcass, that was suspended at the top of a tree, enveloped in a bag to protect it from the flies, was lowered down and cut up for chops. The kettle and frying-pan were brought into requisition, and Jim was soon actively engaged in stirring up some white compound in a basin.

        
"Why, this is not a bush feed, but a sumptuous feast you are preparing for me," said Raleigh. "
Potatoes, by Jove! well, that is a luxury. Why, what's this? Eggs! I do declare; wonders never cease. Butter next, I suppose. Why, you fellows must live like fighting-cocks."

        
"Well, you see," said Jack, "when us 'umble folk have to hentertain a swell like you, we likes to do the thing in style. Sorry we have nothing stronger than tea to wash it down with."

        
"No apologies, my dear fellow; I am quite astounded at the richness of your larder. I shall never be able to do justice to half of it. By-the-by, what's become of Tommy Smart? I don't see him about. He will never forgive himself if he misses this feed."

        
"He cleared hout last week," grumbled Jack, "and a good job too."

        
"I thought you were working up for a row when 

I last saw you together. You didn't look amiable, Jack."

        
"We didn't speak for hever so long afore the final burst hup. I couldn't abear the chap, he was that selfish and greedy like."

        
"Yes," put in Jim; "he wouldn't do his share of the work, or stand his whack either, and cared for nothing but his grub. He always wanted the biggest spoon, and the biggest pannikin, and the first cut, and the lion's share of everything."

        
"I stood it until I couldn't stand it no longer," said Jack.

        
"What brought about the climax?" asked Raleigh.

        
"Well," said Jack, "it was hall about a hunch of bread. You know the first slice of a cut loaf is wery dry, so as we sits down to our grub I cuts 'alf the top through, and passes the loaf on to him. 'Stead of him taking t'other 'alf he goes and cuts under my side. I twigged it, but never let on. Next time I takes a thick piece down the side of the loaf and passes it on as before. He cut right under me again. 'Fair doos! you hanimal,' says I. And with that hup I jumps, and goes for him straight, and we had a set to."

        
"My word," said Jim, "it was a 
set off, for that 

cock wouldn't fight. He was a sparring, and a dodging and a capering, and a putting on no end of side, until Jack fetched him one under the lug that sent him spinning. Up he jumps again. 'Time!' I calls out. But instead of coming up to the scratch he turns into the hut, rolls up his swag, and takes off, without never saying good-bye. And we never seed him no more."

        
"A case of 
cut and run," observed the philosopher.

        
The table was laid in regular bush style, with tin plates and pannikins, iron forks and spoons, and every man expected to use his own sheath knife. A huge loaf, of the full size and shape of the camp oven in which it had been baked, occupied a central position; a large tin of brown sugar, and smaller ones of salt and pepper, completed the furnishings of the festive board. Jim passed the frying-pan round, and every one harpooned a chop out of the boiling fat. Jack fossicked out a dozen baked potatoes from under the hot ashes, and from a black kettle poured out the dark beverage into the shining pannikins.

        
"Now this is what I call luxury," cried Raleigh, as he prepared for action.

        
"Wait a bit," said Jim, as he produced a brown jar; "here is something to flavour your spuds with."

        
"Salt butter, by Jove! Well, I never!" and as 

the philosopher contemplated the rapturous prospect of slitting a fine mealy potatoe in halves, and inserting a plug of butter in between, his emotions were too much for him; he could not trust himself to speak, so he simply performed the operation in silence, and gulped down the choice morsel with a look that was unutterable.

        
"Now, mates, help yourselves, and despatch them ere chops, as I wants the frying-pan for the pan cakes," cried Jim, with an air of conscious importance. The other two sipped their tea complacently while watching the interesting process, and the agility which Jim displayed in tossing the cakes about in the seething fat without splashing it all over the place evoked loud commendation. The pancakes were voted delicious, and were done ample justice to.

        
Raleigh, who was ever ready to moralise on the things of this world, favoured the company with a short address on the subject. "These articles of wholesome food," he said, "are eminently palatable and satisfying, but they should be partaken of in moderation. Excess in pancake eating is far more objectionable in its consequences than an ordinary surfeit, and may even be attended with dangerous results. When I was last returning from town," he related, "I stayed a night at old Mac's, and we 

tried an experiment on a boy who had an inordinate appetite for this dish. We had pancakes for dinner, and some one suggested that a fair trial should be made of the utmost quantity this youth would be able to devour at a sitting. Mrs. Mac—dear little woman—was rather alarmed at the proposition, for she knew what the boy's capabilities were, and she was rather afraid that the cook would jib upon it. But we talked her over, and at last she entered fully into the fun of the thing. Well, there was an enormous dish of pancakes placed on the table, and the boy never took his eyes off them while he ate steadily and voraciously; he kept it up until everybody had finished, and the cloth had to be removed, when he reluctantly shrank away; but we knew that he was hovering about in the hopes of getting some more. Then old Mac hit upon a capital idea. The cook was let into the secret and coaxed into compliance, and she kept at it with a will. A plateful of fresh pancakes, piping hot, was placed on the window-sill, opening into the yard. Those who took an interest in the experiment took it turn about to watch. Soon a hand was seen protruding out of the darkness, and one of the pancakes disappeared; another followed, then another, until the plate was bare. A fresh lot was in readiness, which soon disappeared like the 

first, and so on for ever so long. The cook stuck to it like a brick, and old Mac was determined that the supply should not run short if it took all the flour in the store. At last the man on the watch cried out to stop; the last pancake had remained untouched, and we concluded that the boy was 'full up.' Then we compared notes, for a correct tally had been kept, and the quantity consumed was something awful. Then some one proposed that we should look up the boy, but he could not be found. Mac got alarmed, he searched high and low; we whistled and 'cooed;' the women ransacked the house, while the men examined the back premises. The boy was not forthcoming. Then some one said he heard a groan down below, and it was decided to explore the cellar. And there the poor wretch was found, rolling about on a heap of coal in speechless agony. They dragged him up, and put him on a stretcher, and sent off post-haste for the doctor. Next morning I heard that the boy was as well 'as could be expected,' but he had had a near squeak of it, and the doctor said one more pancake would certainly have finished him."

        
"I am so glad he didn't die," exclaimed Jim, whose tender sympathies were easily aroused.

        
"So am I," replied the philosopher, "although from 

a purely scientific point of view the experiment would have been more conclusive if he had."

        
"Them big sarpents in South Amerikee, observed Jack, who had seen the world, "they swallows at one mouthful as much again as their whole selves."

        
"Yes," said Raleigh, "a well-conditioned boa, with a moderate appetite, and as big round as your thigh, would have swallowed the boy, pancakes and all."

        
"Never!" ejaculated Jim.

        
"A fact, I assure you. Only it would take the boa about three weeks to digest its breakfast, so that it comes very much to the same thing in the long run."

        
Dinner finished, the party adjourned to the kennel, and the philosopher was duly introduced to Cæsar and other celebrities. As ugliness is typical of beauty in the bulldog breed, Raleigh had to admit the claims of Cæsar to pre-eminence. The brute was supremely hideous; half its body was head, and half its head was jaw. But the moral character of the animal was equally deserving of admiration. Cæsar was a creature of singleness of mind, with but one aim in life, with but one accomplishment, and with but one idea, and that was to "hold on."

        
The retriever pups were next inspected, and their points duly commented on, and a couple of leggy, 
fero-

cious-looking kangaroo dogs were also passed under examination. These latter had many virtues dashed with one foible, for, in the absence of any higher game, they would occasionally take to worrying the sheep. This, as Jack explained, was not due to any vicious propensities on their part, but to a sportive tendency, and the exuberance of animal spirits. Nevertheless it was a failing which, however morally excusable, was practically of serious moment, as the havoc occasioned to Mr. Grey's flocks fully testified. So it had to be kept quiet, and Raleigh was earnestly entreated not to "split on them," which he willingly agreed to, on the ground that it was no business of his.

        
Having duly admired the animals and seen them fed, it was decided to take a stroll into the bush and pay an afternoon call to a party of splitters who were camped in the neighbourhood. The walk was considered too long for the pups, and not long enough for the kangaroo dogs, which, when denied active exercise, were likely to get into mischief. Unfortunately Cæsar had taken a dislike to Aleck the German's poodle, and on a previous occasion had with great difficulty been induced to relax his hold of the latter's left ear. It was therefore decided to leave him chained up also; and thus, with the exception 

of their collies, the party proceeded on their way 
dogless.

        
The shingle-splitters' encampment was soon reached. It had been pitched in a cleared space in the forest, and consisted of an open galley, constructed with some slabs on end to afford shelter, and a small calico tent.

        
In this low narrow crib four men were crouched on the ground, partaking of their evening meal, and excluded as much as possible from light and air.

        
"Hullo, mates!" cried Jack, as he pulled aside the flap of the tent and peered into the dusky enclosure, "are you chaps at tea in there? Why, it's pitch dark; you can't see what you're eating."

        
"We don't want to," replied a gruff voice; "it won't bear inspection."

        
"We've tried it all manner of ways," called out another, "and we likes it best in the dark."

        
"And it keeps out the flies," piped forth a third voice. "Oh dear, I've just swallowed one since you opened the door," and a youth in tattered garb and with face contorted rushed out into the open air and indulged in a violent fit of spitting and coughing painful to behold.

        
Raleigh gave him a friendly thumping on the back, and Jim presented him with a pannikin of tea to wash it down.

        


        
Unfortunately the tea had been standing for some time, and several dark objects might be seen whirling about in it. These the unhappy youth in his hurry and dismay swallowed unwittingly, and nearly went into convulsions afterwards.

        
"This is lively," remarked Raleigh.

        
"It is very lively—the meat especially so," replied the gruff voice, as a fine stalwart figure emerged from under the canvas. "Such mutton as you brought us, Jim, would be a caution to cats; you ought to be made to eat it."

        
"The meat was right enough, and fresh killed," replied Jim; "but you should keep the flies off."

        
"Ay; roll it up in a bag and turn it pea-green in a day," growled the tall man, with a volley of oaths.

        
"We have tried every plan; hung it up, buried it, peppered it, smoked it, pickled it. D——me, if it was blasted with hell-fire, then it wouldn't keep."

        
"So we just asks notings, and eats him in the dark," put in Aleck, with a horrible grin.

        
The young man in tattered garments and with contorted face, who had recovered from his second degustation of flies, now approached and gave vent to a piteous wail. He was a new chum, and he looked it. "The flies are horrible," he whined forth; "the plague of the Egyptians was nothing to it. We 

are choked, blinded, distracted with them; the tent is black with them, the sugar is alive with them, they crawl into our blankets, they creep up our clothes; the meat—ugh!" And the young man was taken bad with another fit of expectoration.

        
"You ain't colonised yet," remarked Jack, and the audience guffawed.

        
The new chum, as soon as he had recovered his breath, continued, addressing himself especially to Raleigh, in whom he could notice a glance of sympathy—

        
"The flies are bad enough, but what is still more horrible are the fleas. We pitched on an old camping ground, and we are infested with them. I believe there are a thousand crawling in my blankets, and my clothes are full of them," and the young man fell to scratching himself violently, especially about the legs.

        
Certain actions are catching in their very nature. If a man at the head of his company yawns, the whole rank and file will follow suit, but there is nothing more communicative than fleas and scratching. The new chum's unhappy allusion inflicted the whole party with the itch, for they stamped and rubbed and dusted themselves incessantly afterwards.

        
"Can nothing be done?" pleaded the unfortunate young man.

        


        
"Hang out your blankets in the midday sun," said Raleigh. "When it gets uncomfortably hot the fleas jump out."

        
"But what about one's clothes?"

        
"Go without them," growled the tall man.

        
"Bile them," observed another; and the flea-bitten youth became the butt of merciless chaff until the subject was thoroughly exhausted. But he had suffered too much in the flesh to feel acutely the sting of ridicule.

        
"Then there are those dreadful mosquitoes," he cried. "Their buzz is almost as bad as their bites; they are intolerable. I cannot sleep for them; they have stung me until my skin looks as if it was subject to a rash. Yesterday morning when I awoke I could hardly see out of my eyes for bites."

        
"There is a simple plan to keep away mosquitoes," observed Raleigh. "Collect a few armfuls of dry cow-dung, place it in a heap round you, set fire to it, and sit in the smoke; the mosquitoes don't like it."

        
"Neither should I," groaned the poor new chum.

        
"Dat ist not much, dat sthink," observed Aleck contemptuously.

        
"There's a better plan," remarked the tall man, "and I shall insist on this youth adopting it. Let him expose a portion of his person to the attacks of 

the insects—the broader and the softer the part the better—the mosquitoes once gorged will molest no longer; thus he may protect his face and hands, and even protect 
us."

        
The idea was very favourably received, and, barring the new chum, who was an interested party, it was adopted unanimously. Even Raleigh, who was accustomed to cavil at everything, was forced to admit that the proposal had much to recommend it.

        
Raleigh approached the new chum, and entered into conversation with that hapless young man. There was something comical about the lean, forlorn, and ragged appearance of the youth, but there was also a look of helplessness and suffering on his pale and meagre features that excited compassion.

        
"You are learning to 
rough it with a vengeance," remarked the philosopher in a friendly way.

        
"It is past endurance!" replied the other, with a tragic air. "Oh! the horrors of this existence are indescribable. I shudder to relate them. I have never tasted a good meal, or obtained a night's rest, or known an hour of peace, since I have been here. We camped here on a dark stormy night, and I have lain on the damp ground ever since, until the cold seems to have struck right through me. Then think of four of us having to pig down in an eight by ten 

tent, nearly stifled in a sickening atmosphere. I have had to jump up in the night and rush outside in the rain and darkness, gasping for breath. And I have stood out in the open, shivering and wet through for hours, sooner than seek for shelter in that suffocating hole. Then the food we have had to swallow—
their grab, as they call it—would turn a dog's stomach. And to pile on the agony, they have forced me to cook it. I have been appointed "doctor" to the party, and have not only to serve up this horrid mess, but to stand all the abuse and revilings of the exasperated crew. Oh! and the language of these men. Well, there; I thought I could stand a good deal in that line, and I used to rail at the enforced 
correctness of our talk at home, and kick at the ever-lasting 'good behaviour' business, but I never could have conceived such revolting profanity, such concentrated beastliness, such—— I do believe they indulge in the vilest expressions because they can see how they shock me, how I wince under them. And then that frightful word they use at every turn. Well, sir, I can stand a good deal, but I cannot stand that. I can put up with slang and abuse; I don't mind being sworn at; I have allowed myself to be d——d, but I cannot, I will not calmly submit to be"——

        
"Colonized," interjected the other with suavity.

        


        
"'What's in a name?' as the poet says. Never mind mental contamination, you can protect yourself against that by not listening, but with material comfort it's different. Where do you draw your water?"

        
"From that hole yonder," replied he, pointing to a slimy pool that was almost hidden in rushes and dead wood.

        
"That's more serious than profanity," observed the philosopher gravely. "You must be careful what you drink, or some of you will be leaving your bones here. You should have camped near the river, in the open, and with a little care and practical knowledge there is no reason why you should not be able to make a camp, if not comfortable, at least bearable."

        
"Not with this set," muttered the new chum, in a hopeless way.

        
"What brought you into such a set?"

        
"Well, I had a letter of introduction to Mr. Grey, and not knowing what to do on my arrival in the colony, I came up-country to present it. He received me with a certain gruff hospitality, for such an old bear, and I stayed some weeks at the station. Then he asked me what I proposed doing, and I told him I was on for anything where money was to be made; that I was quite willing to work if I could only get a chance, and that I rather liked the idea of 

roughing it. So when these fellows started shingle splitting, he asked them as a 
favour to give me a show, and I was fool enough to come with them. I shall know better next time, if I ever live to see it."

        
"And, if I may ask, what brought you here at all, for you don't seem cut out for this sort of thing?"

        
The new chum dropped down on a log, and covering his face with his poor blistered hands, he commenced a rambling and doleful account of his emigration and colonial experience.

        
He said that he was the eldest son of a general, on the retired list—a stern and stiff old buffer, according to his son's idea, and a strict disciplinarian. The young man did not appear, even from his own account, to have suffered much from paternal tyranny, but he objected to some of the regulations of the household as an undue infringement of personal liberty. The governor was very firm on some points; he would not permit smoking in the bedrooms, dogs were not allowed in the drawing-room, and he insisted on his son dressing for dinner. Outside of these arbitrary rules the new chum had to admit that his father was kind and even indulgent, but the young blood rebelled at any sort of restraint; he had imbibed democratic notions about liberty and equality, and a supreme contempt for the artificial 

restrictions and stupid prejudices of a bloated society. His proud spirit resented dictation, and after many outbursts, culminating in "an awful row," he finally broke loose from the hateful bonds, and severed his connection by taking a passage to the Antipodes.

        
Under cross-examination the new chum rather weakened his case, and made some damaging admissions. So far as the paternal edict against smoking in the bedrooms was concerned, it turned out to be a dead letter, for the young man did not smoke—it made him sick. The order against bringing a dog into the drawing-room could not have seriously affected him either, insomuch that he never kept a dog. But the great source of trouble, the one bar to the 
entente cordiale, the rock upon which they split and parted, perhaps for ever, was the intolerable infliction of having to dress for dinner. As an amateur Bohemian, of irregular proclivities, the young spark refused to bow to a silly and uncongenial custom; as a retired general officer of Her Majesty's service, and an upholder of authority and deportment, the stern parent was inexorable. And so the trouble was brought about which ended much to the disadvantage of the new chum, who had suffered greatly, and been brought so low, as he ruefully 

remarked, that he could scarcely get lower, unless it was to go under the ground.

        
"It's a bad case," observed Raleigh; "but I don't know that we ought to commiserate with you. According to the Ancient Philosopher, whom no doubt you have studied, pity should only be aroused by the sight of undeserved calamity; while it must be conceded that you have thoroughly deserved 
your fate. However, the main question for you is to find some relief from present miseries; and in your helpless condition I hardly know what to advise you to do, unless it is to roll up your blankets and make tracks for the port, and thence, by the first chance that offers, find your way home again, even if you have to work your passage before the mast."

        
"Never!" piped the other, in broken accents. "Besides, I have no money, no clothes, no friends, nothing left."

        
"What has become of it all? You surely did not arrive here naked and penniless, and you have not been a year in the colony. As a last resource you have, I suppose, your famous dress suit—

        

          
'To you the direful spring,


          
Of woes unnumbered.'"
        

        
"No; I pitched that overboard on leaving the old 

country, in a fit of bravado. I spent all my pocket-money on the voyage out at loo and in drinks. We were a jolly lot of fellows on board, and we had a fine time of it while it lasted. I left my silver-mounted dressing-case at my hotel in town, as security for my bill; I parted with my gun—a regular beauty, worth thirty guineas—to pay for a week's spree at the half-way house, where I met a couple of my shipmates who were also on the tramp. It was an awful sacrifice, but what could I do? I paid away a brace of revolvers at the next two pubs on the road, and I sold all my fine linen and other things at a mock auction held at Grey's station; my best white shirts only fetched a shilling apiece, which was, of course, much under their value, although I have no idea what they cost—but what's a fellow to do? I begin to think I must be a fool."

        
"If you have seriously arrived at that conclusion, your colonial experience may not have been entirely thrown away. But tell me, have you nothing left?"

        
"Nothing whatever but two letters of introduction;" and the disconsolate young man pulled out two crumpled, greasy, and blackened objects from his breast pocket. "I had a packet of them when I first came out," he continued, "and I managed to live upon them for six months or more. Now I 

have only these two left. One is to Mr. Smith, who I hear is since dead, so of course that is of no use to me; and the other letter is to a Captain 
Somebody—the name is illegible—who, I believe, is in active service in the North Island."

        
"Present that letter by all means," exclaimed Raleigh, brightening up. "The Captain might possess enough interest to have you enlisted in the ranks. You are the son of a soldier; become a soldier yourself, and if you can do nothing else for this your adopted country, at least you can be shot."

        
Aleck the German, who overheard the latter part of the conversation, rolled out with his fine tenor voice a verse of the inspiriting song—



"Let me like a soldier fall,"

which was received with a round of acclamation; but the new chum slunk away disgusted. He would willingly have borrowed a pound or two from the philosopher, to meet his most pressing requirements, and have listened to words of sympathy, but such advice was not to his liking. That a man of his breeding and high temper, who had thrown up family and fortune, and broken from his luxurious home, sooner than stoop to the restraint of having to put on a dress-coat for dinner—that such a man should 

be advised to enlist in the ranks, to submit to be encased in a common uniform, to turn and wheel about like a puppet, to pipeclay his own gaiters and black his officer's boots, and have to stand up to order to be potted by some grinning savage—that was too much!

        
Even in his forlorn and degraded state, tanned, starved, flea-bitten, and broken-hearted, he had still enough spirit left to resent such a suggestion as an insult.

        
Sailor Jack and his mate had amused themselves in lighting a huge bonfire. With piles of brushwood they set it going, and then big logs were rolled on the top of it until the flames rose fierce and high and threw up a dense volume of smoke and showers of sparks, that glittered in the air and then fell in flaky ashes around. Sometimes a gust of wind would burst in upon the fire and make it roar furiously, until the whole scene would be lighted up, and the dark recesses of the forest would be revealed to view in a lurid glare; then the flames would quickly subside again into a dull red glow, and a pall of darkness would suddenly drop over the scene and hide it from sight.

        
With childish glee all hands went to work to feed the flames, and one after another would disappear 

and return with branches and logs. Jack called forth a ringing cheer by staggering forward under an enormous bundle of dead wood, which had once formed the top of a big tree, and with a dexterous throw planting it on end in the middle of the conflagration. Then there burst forth a blaze like the discharge of fireworks. The flames flashed along the dry twigs; the dead leaves frizzled and crackled, and for a moment the whole place seemed on fire. A rustling gale caught the flames, and played with them to and fro; sent them hissing towards the group of onlookers, who fell back in dismay; then whirled them round, and flung them upwards with a defiant roar. The dead limb glowed forth in its garb of fire in the midst of the furnace, until one by one its outstretching branches smouldered and dropped off into the burning mass below, and then the whole collapsed into a heap of red-hot embers. The smoke cleared away, revealing the star-lit heavens, and the black shadows crept round once more and shrouded everything in mystery and gloom, and the stillness of night was restored.

        
The party now drew near; a billy of tea was placed on the hot ashes; the men lit their pipes and lay about on the ground, chatting and smoking, and basking in the warm glow.

        


        
There was a call for a song, and Aleck the German, after the usual amount of pressing, was induced to favour the company. He was a dull man, coarse and phlegmatic, and of a rough exterior, but when he stood up to sing all personal defects disappeared in a glorious voice. He walked a few paces away, turned his back to the audience, and launching forth his sonorous notes to the tree tops, began a Canadian boat song, with a ringing refrain to it that resounded loud and clear through the echoing woods.

        
As Raleigh reclined on the fern-covered bank, and listened to the peal of melody, the whole scene became transformed to his brooding mind: he felt carried away from the darksome surroundings into distant regions of beauty and enchantment. He fancied he heard the splash of the waters of some mighty river beating time to the joyous cadence of the song, and visions of mysterious grandeur glided before him as in a dream.

        
Then the song was changed to some national air of the 
Vaterland. It rang out in lusty tones, rising merrily, falling tenderly, and then bursting forth in a stirring appeal that made his heart throb quicker, for it spoke to him of youthful hopes, and warm friendships, and rollicking scenes of boon companionship. It carried him back to his student days.

        


        
The song changed to some more plaintive melody, which with saddening effect altered the tenour of his reflections. The memory of past events now appeared to him like a vast panorama, full of light and shade, but in which a melancholy tint prevailed. And here he could trace the lengthy course he had followed since he left the shores of the Old World; crossing boundless oceans and desert plains; the trials he had undergone; his years of solitude, and the many shattered illusions that stood like landmarks along the track of life's dreary pilgrimage.

        
The voice ceased, and the spell was broken. The soft radiance vanished and revealed the rugged ground, the crouching figures, the smouldering glimmer of the camp fire, the black shadows, and the lowering gloom of the great forest trees.
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Chapter VII.

        

The pig is said to have been imported into the colony by the renowned Captain Cook.

        
The pig has some distinguishing qualities of the successful colonist; so the race prospered and multiplied.

        
Among other good points, the pig possesses to an eminent degree the thoroughly human attribute of adapting himself to circumstances. He is greedy as to quantity, but not fastidious as to quality; nor is he troubled with any scruples as to questions of the rightful ownership of property. Moreover, he belongs to a rapidly procreative family, that lives up to the good old rule of "increase and multiply" with an indifference to consequences which would do credit to a highly civilised and Christian community.

        
The exercise of these natural good qualities, improved and developed as they have been by centuries of domestication, gave the genus pig such an advantage in the struggle for existence that in a few short years he overran the whole country, drove off all the 

other occupants, and settled down into peaceable possession of his new home, until unfortunately he came into collision with his former friend and sup-porter, man.

        
Then, not even his utilitarian virtues could save him. A similitude of tastes, the common characteristics of gregariousness, omnivorousness, and insatiableness, far from tending to the establishment of friendly relations between the two parties, excited inveterate hostilities, and brought destruction to the porcine race.

        
With the native Maori the colonised pig managed to maintain a precarious existence. The savage, indeed, partook freely of pork, whenever and wherever obtainable, but he did not kill for the sake of killing, and the wonderful fecundity of those individuals that escaped roasting made up for many losses. But with the white man there was no such luck. The conflict of interests admitted of no toleration. Pig was voted a nuisance; his invasion of the colony was ruled an illegal trespass; even his good qualities, as in the case of the Chinese, were denounced as the most execrable of vices.

        
From a hundred platforms, irrespective of party politics, went forth the cry of his condemnation; he was indicted as an enemy of the commonwealth, 
sen-

tence of outlawry was passed upon him, and a price was set upon his tail. Henceforth a war of extermination was waged. The indiscriminate slaughter of wild pigs became not only a praiseworthy pastime, but a profitable business, and predatory bands of pig-stickers ravaged the remotest regions, inundating the fair land of pig's adoption with his blood, and sparing neither age nor sex in the work of destruction.

        
Indeed, it used to be said that even the unborn pig, if sufficiently far advanced to be possessed of a tail, often went to swell the sanguinary gains of the destroyer.

        
It was not a noble sport, though, nor was it conducted in a sportsmanlike manner. Except in rare instances, this wild tame pig did not die game. There was but little of the excitement and danger of the Indian chase, where intrepid horsemen, with long lances in the air, go madly careering across rough country, and through dark jungles, at the imminent risk of breaking their necks.

        
Still less did this pig-sticking resemble the grand wild boar-hunt of yore, such as we read about, and see represented in celebrated pictures by the Old Masters. There we have portrayed bands of brave huntsmen, all dressed up for the occasion, armed with horns and blunderbusses, spears with heads as big as 

a shovel, and daggers in their belts; all drawn up in battle array to receive the charge of some enormous boar, all bristles and tusks, carrying at least four huge mastiffs on his head, while a few more are holding on to his hind quarters and the remainder of the pack are strewn along the course, or represented making somersaults in the air.

        
Such impressive and thrilling scenes are but rarely to be met with in new countries. Pig-sticking in the early days of the colony was of a much milder description. The hunter there sallied forth in his ordinary costume—which was always dirty, often deficient, and never picturesque—with a couple of collies, a bull-dog, and a butcher's knife.

        
The sheepdogs scented the game, and would keep it at bay until the bulldog was able to effect a seizure of the animal by the ear. The hunter would then draw nigh, and having laid hold of one of the pig's hind legs, he would stick the animal under the fifth (or any other) rib, and afterwards possess himself of its tail. That concluded the business. The whole process was simplicity itself, and when all went well it might be got through in a few minutes. There were occasions, however, when something would go wrong and diversify the operation. The curs might turn tail, or the bulldog, instead of effecting a grip 

might only get a rip, and the pig, reversing the order of things, might suddenly make for the hunter's legs; and then it was that the real excitement of the chase came in.

        
Morning had scarcely dawned before Raleigh and his friends were up and about, eager for the day's sport. Breakfast of mutton chops, damper, and black tea, was partaken of in the usual manner, and then the party made ready to start. Jack and Jim, who both placed implicit reliance on the holding capabilities of Cæsar, were simply armed with long knives for close quarters, but Raleigh would be satisfied with nothing short of a spear; and for want of anything better, this weapon had to be manufactured out of a rusty old shearblade tied on to a long pole. Thus equipped, he felt equal to any conflict with the brute creation, and he loudly expressed the hope that he might encounter a foe worthy of his steel.

        
Such a harvest of pigs' tails had been reaped in the neighbourhood of The Glen that the sporting party had to travel a considerable distance before they came in sight of any game, although the ground showed ample traces of porcine occupancy, for it was much burrowed, and bushes of speargrass were rooted up in all directions. At last a quarry was unearthed, and all the pack of dogs started off in hot pursuit, 

the hunters following as fast as their legs could carry them. Such a chase, and such a row of barking and squeaking, and all for a puny animal which, barring its tail, was not worth the trouble of despatching.

        
The poor little pig held its own against overwhelming odds, mostly by the vigour of its lungs, for its squeals were deafening, until the arrival of Cæsar, when it was at once pinned and slaughtered.

        
Refreshed by the sight of first blood, the party proceeded in excellent spirits, and hoped for greater achievements.

        
They had not gone far before they were startled by the unexpected appearance of the foe in the shape of a grand old boar, so pertinaciously engaged in rooting up tussocks that he did not notice the approach of the hunters until they were close upon him.

        
When disturbed from the peaceable enjoyment of his breakfast, his boarship did not seem to relish the interruption, nor did he exhibit the slightest intention of seeking for safety in flight, but squatted down on his hams and contemplated the intruders with a vicious twinkle in his little cold grey eves and a nasty snapping of the jaws. An ugly-looking customer he appeared, with a prodigious snout and protruding tusks, that showed in marked relief against his dusky, hairy, and bloated countenance. He was 

evidently a patriarch of the herd, a personage of some importance in his own way—portly, testy, and choleric, given to self-indulgence and impatient of undue familiarities, slow to action, but inclined to be violent when roused.

        
Raleigh, who had rushed to the front at the first alarm, brought himself to a halt at about duelling distance from the enemy, in order to reconnoitre; he was thus enabled to obtain an excellent view of the beast, and to form some idea of its disposition and capabilities.

        
The pack of sheepdogs soon ceased their uproarious barking, and slunk about, evidently anxious to know what the next move was to be; they only indulged in occasional yelps just to indicate their whereabouts, and to give notice that they were eager for action when the proper time came.

        
Sailor Jack and his mate kept slightly to the rear, as a 
corps de réserve, so necessary in all hostile encounters, yet ready to follow up the first forward movement. Jim Pipe had drawn his shining weapon, and was just bending forward to stroke the blade against his leather gaiters, and put a polishing touch to its keen edge. Jack stretched forth his arm with a commanding gesture, to give the signal of attack, and wave his trusty bulldog on the enemy.

        


        
At this supreme moment all eyes were turned to Cæsar. It was evidently Cæsar's opportunity. He was, and had ever been considered, 
the attacking force. The skirmishing party could only harass, and the heavy infantry could only venture on an assault after an attachment had been effected. Everyone therefore waited on Cæsar; to their inexpressible disgust Cæsar kept them waiting!

        
The dog bounded forward, indeed, at the word of command, but he did not reach his destination. That sinister twinkle of the boar's eye seemed to fascinate him and to arrest his progress; he slowed visibly, then stopped short; began to beat about, watching for an opportunity but finding none, and at last he took to barking furiously.

        
Confusion and disgrace! At such an inconceivable breakdown; at conduct so unbecoming a bull-dog; so irretrievably 
currish, Sailor Jack was seized with fury and despair.

        
He spurned from him the unworthy minion which hitherto had been his boasted pride, and hurled upon the crestfallen brute all the thunder of an enraged bushman's vocabulary, emphasised with the choicest sea oaths most suitable for the occasion.

        
Yet through all the gamut of vituperation, through the rolling accompaniment of awful blasphemy, there 

sounded a plaintive expression of reproach and disappointment, that seemed to say, if in less elegant language—

        

          
"Nevermore be officer of mine."
        

        
Cæsar had ratted, and Jack felt humbled in what touched his heart most keenly—
his bulldog.

        
All through this stormy scene the boar looked complacently on.

        
Raleigh began to realise that he occupied a very exposed position, and was too isolated from the main body of the force, so he effected a retreat for strategic purposes. He had confronted his formidable antagonist bravely, he had withstood the evil glitter of its eye without flinching, but he was a scientific man, learned in dynamical lore, and quite 
au fait concerning the laws of motion, collisions, and resistances. He knew that the 
momentum of a heavy body, like that of the boar, bearing down upon him full tilt, and without the brake-power of the bulldog, might not only upset his centre of gravity, but even cause a sudden revulsion about his centre of oscillation. He had no wish that the 
potential energy lying dormant in the grunting body before him, should be violently transformed into 
kinetic force, and applied to his—the philosopher's—person.

        


        
These, and other considerations equally pointed, and referring specially to the animal's tusks, determined the philosopher to develop a retrogade motion.

        
It was humiliating, no doubt, for an intellectual being to have to retire before such a degraded emblem of brute force. That man, whose stupendous mind can encompass the globe, reach to the stars, and unmask the awful secrets of the creation, should collapse before a pig!

        
Raleigh smarted under a sense of the indignity; he apprehended fully his immeasurable superiority to the grovelling beast, and his proud spirit rebelled against the action of his legs in beating a retreat. But in dealing with wild boars, neither sentiment nor the pride of intellect availeth much. In a close contest of tusks 
versus poetry, the latter might be expected to come off second best. Raleigh apprehended this also, so he continued his retreat; but haughtily, and with his face to the enemy. Thus the philosopher was permitted by the eternal fitness of things to return to his meditations on the infinite, and the pig to go on rooting up the grass. And it was best that it should be so.

        
This little episode had a depressing effect on the sportive tendencies of the party. Jack got a fit of the sulks, only broken by outbursts of vituperation 

against Cæsar, who had "fallen from his high estate," and had taken a back place. Jim Pipe considered that they had travelled quite far enough, and he put it all down to the weather; while Raleigh, who was no sportsman at heart, expressed an opinion that there was very little in pig-sticking at the best, whereas, taken 
at the worst, it might prove decidedly disagreeable.

        
They had not proceeded many minutes on the return journey before the pack of sheepdogs bolted off with another deafening uproar; the hunters, roused from their apathy, hastened to follow in pursuit, and after a long run they came in sight of a splendid pig, which turned out to be one of the fattest and sleekest of sows. She had turned upon the sheepdogs and scattered them in all directions, when Cæsar made his appearance and at once tackled her by the ear.

        
The sow had sought refuge in a thicket of brushwood, which was traversed in all directions by numerous cattle-tracks. Owing to the denseness of the scrub there was no opening for any flank movement, so the party had to attack in file, and Raleigh led the assault, while Jack brought up the rear. The pig was discovered battling furiously with Cæsar, who, though tossed about and trampled upon, yet held on unflinchingly. At last with a desperate fling she 

shook him off, leaving a portion of one ear in his unrelaxing jaws, and with a savage grunt made for the advancing column.

        
There was no time for defensive tactics; there was no getting out of the way.

        
Raleigh in his boyhood had been to a Continental school, where to his many mental exercises had been added some bodily ones. He had gone through a course of military drill; he understood how to handle his weapon, to ground, to shoulder, or to present arms at the word of command. Instinctively he assumed the guard needed for the occasion, dropped on one knee, lowered his spear, and with regulated precision prepared "to receive cavalry." A maddened onslaught, a terrific shock, a loud grunt, a whirl of dust, a confused commingling of rolling bodies and quivering limbs, and then the sow was seen to resume her headlong course with a deep slit in her snout and minus an ear, and the philosopher was picked up by his companions bruised and blackened, and faintly inquiring, "Where am I?"

        
Sailor Jack was formed too much on the heroic type to linger long over the fallen. He immediately hove in pursuit, while the sheepdogs barked and worried, and Cæsar made for the pig's other ear. The distracted animal soon lost her wind, and was 

brought to bay. She squatted down on her tail, with her back to a tree, and boldly confronted the dogs as they dodged about her. Jack saw his opportunity. He tore up a dead sapling by the roots, and cautiously approaching from behind, brought his formidable club down on the sow's head with a crash that felled her to the ground. Then, brandishing his steel high in the air, he gave the 
coup de grâce in the most approved style.

        
When the other two came upon the scene of combat they found the victim already disembowelled and strung up by the hind-legs to the branch of a tree, and Jack busily engaged in the process of skinning.

        
Jim Pipe declared that a nicer piece of fat pork was not to be found in the country, and in view of the gallant part which Raleigh had taken in the chase, his bruises and broken spear, it was unanimously voted that he should have the first pick of the joints.

        
The philosopher, however, was not very partial to pork, still less was he favourable to the idea of carrying a load of it on his back, so he contented himself with a prime piece which Jack cut off from the loin. The others returned heavily laden with the spoil, and the dogs were regaled on the spot.

        
They now trudged merrily on together, proud of 

the day's achievements, and with even a good word for Cæsar, who had somewhat retrieved his reputation in the last encounter, until they came to the river, where they parted company. Raleigh took an affectionate farewell of his genial mates, then struck the beaten track across the hills, and reached his destination by sundown.

        
His solitary home had been undisturbed during his absence; the dust lay thick on the rude articles of furniture, and the spiders had spun fresh cobwebs in the ragged corners of the thatched roof, yet a welcome sight met his eye, for the postman had called, and left a letter on the table.

        
He recognised the scrawl of his friend Doctor Valentine at the first glance, but he had to defer reading it until various household duties had been attended to. Water had to be fetched from the creek, a supply of firewood brought in, things put to rights, and supper prepared. Then, before the blaze of the crackling log fire, by the flickering light of a home-manufactured tallow-candle, and at intervals between the sips from a pannikin of hot tea, he broke the envelope and set to work deciphering his friend's lengthy epistle. No easy task, for it was written in a microscopically small hand, cramped and rambling, the lines running into one another, and all over the 

page, so truly expressive of the ardent and impulsive but undisciplined character of its writer.

        

          

            

              

                
"The Port
, 
Sept. 1.

                
"
My dear Dick,

                
—I rejoined the Wyldes in town, and we went together to the Port to greet the arrival of the 
Sea Gull—my ship, you know—where I was welcomed like the prodigal son, hugged all round, installed in my old crib, and made drunk every night. I found it impossible to resist the urgent appeals to remain a few days on board and continue the treatment. Coming back to the ship about 8.30 on Sunday night, after dining with the Wyldes at the Port, we had a little adventure. Lea, Black, and four midshipmen were in the boat, and myself.

                
"We sailed with a fair wind to within twenty yards of the ship, when the wind suddenly shifted, blowing on shore and very hard.

                
"The sea got up, and we could only manage to keep the boat's head to the water. After pulling till every one was fagged out we discovered that it was absolutely impossible to head the boat for the ship, we being by this time getting blown farther from the ship to leeward. We then determined to try for the 
Beatrice, and wait there till the gale moderated; fortunately some of their hands were on deck as we 

hailed them, so we quickly made a rope fast and clambered on deck. The skipper, Captain White made us very jolly, and introduced Lea and myself to Mrs. White. I sat with this remarkable woman for three hours, and I was filled with wonder and amazement the whole time. She is marvellous; she is one of God's awful prodigies, which I hope are only to be seen at sea. She is a man in everything but sex, and when you are not accustomed to her voice you would hardly make cock-sure of that. She wears a double-breasted flat stomacher which ascends in a gentle broad slope from her knees to her chin. This is covered by a dress which has no 'gathers' at the waist, but which is like a dressing-gown, body and skirt in one. Her face is full of determination, sallow, and often licked by a dog, which licking is called 'kissing.' She talks of herself as 'one of the hands,' takes the helm when they are putting 'ship about,' doctors the crew, is Dutch uncle and mother combined to her apprentices on board, and has a house of her own in Sydney. Now, I confess that you will probably never see this wonder of the deep, and that you may not unreasonably say, 'D——Mrs. White! what do you fill up your letter with Mrs. White for?' But remember, if I did not write about Mrs. White I could not write at all. I could give you an 
interest-

ing account of how many chests of tea and bags of sugar we send away daily, but that would be worse than Mrs. White. I could tell you how many brandy-and-sodas I have taken nightly, but that would be worse than the tea and sugar.

                
We have a B. F. here of the name of M'Filly—or something like that—a tidewaiter and a Scotchman. To this unfortunate man's great disgust I always address him in Scotch, fearing if I spoke English he would not understand me.

                
"He is a very quiet-spoken person, is an amateur actor, and is of the firm opinion that this dull Port is a nice place. Need I describe him any further?

                
"I taught this minion of an inquisitive and tyrannical government, this hireling creature of a corrupt bureaucracy, the little game of 
Vingt-et-un, which, in assumed innocence, he pretended never to have heard of. He profited by my kindly instruction so well that he won 30s. from me the first time, £3 the next, and so on, while he has cleaned poor Lea of all his spare cash. The wretch complacently told me afterwards that 
he never loses at cards.

                
"I have no revenge but in making him drink nobbler for nobbler with me, with very different results next morning. M'Filly has a weak head for liquor, but like all his tribe he has great perseverance, 

and will in time be able to get drunk without any remorseful afterthought whatever. To-day he is on deck, where he is a greater nuisance than below, but that does not stop the ship unloading.

                
"There! I expect another outburst from you: 'D—— M'Filly! what do I care to know about your canny sneak of an exciseman?' Once more, my dear boy, you must take me with M'Filly or not at all.

                
"What, by the living Jingo, am I to write to you about? Dost expect me to launch forth into abstruse metaphysical disquisitions; to soar with thee into ethereal regions of transcendentalism; to moan with thee over the horrible jumble in the elements of our miserable lives; or to hug thee in gushing sympathy with thy many ills and cankering sorrows? Unhappy wretch! thou hast all my heart. Driven by the unceasing whirl of excitement in our 'metropolis,' or the maddening gaiety of Mr. and Mrs. Dale's social circle at Marino, to seek refuge with the wood-hen and the paradise duck in the close places of nature; associating against thy will, but compelled by the irresistible unrest within thee to hold communion with disconsolate sheep-walkers like thyself, the loafing tramp, or the jabbering savage and his womanny!

                
"What a fate is thine! And this is not all thy doom! To the weariness of thy mind of all the 

artificiality of society is still added another, and if possible, a greater curse. The great avenger Time has given thee the almost fatal gift of knowledge. 
Thou knowest! Abandon hope for ever hence; abandon faith in man! Cleave thou to the savagery of Nature. Out! Timon, Timon!

                
"Read no further in this letter, for thou hast discovered the dread secret of our human race—

                

                  
'All men are impecunious.'
                

                
"Friendship can say no more; I dare contemplate thy wretched state no longer. 'Words, mere words,' will add but torture to thy already poisoned mind.

                
"Lastly, and to conclude, my dear child, I have only to tell thee that negotiations with my drunken practitioner at Mount Pleasance are happily concluded. The driveller actually wanted me to 'buy him out,' and had the effrontery to put a price on what he was pleased to call 
his practice; as if my purchasing his ramshackle of a shanty, and a shed full of empty bottles (mostly gin ones)—which he dignifies by the name of a dispensary—at his own figure, is not good enough. Suffering so keenly as I do from the universal complaint above mentioned, I shall have some difficulty in effecting even that outlay; but the bargain is struck, and I am to enter in possession 

next month. And then may I open my arms to thee, and gather thee like a chick under my wings. Fail me not, for remember, thou hast sworn it! Ever thine,

                

                  
"
Val."

                

              

            

          

        

        
After reading the letter through a couple of times, then spelling it backwards, and gazing vacantly at it, in a brown study, for half-an-hour, Raleigh rose and paced up and down the room, muttering and gesticulating to himself. He then dragged forth from under a rafter in the thatch a packet of writing material, and while "the spirit moved him," he set to work and concocted the following reply:—

        

          

            

              

                
"The Mountain Hut
, 
September 6.

                
"
My dear Val,

                
—On my return here, after an absence of two days, weary in spirit, stiff in the legs, and much shaken from an encounter with an infuriated pig, I was gladdened by the sight of your letter, which came like a harbinger of light, a ray of hope, to cheer me in my solitary gloom—and so on. You understand? I have not your command of language, so I will simply remark that for the moment I am aroused from my apathy and feel 'as jolly as a sand-boy,' whatever that means.

                


                
"
Chéri de mon âme! your letters have a charm that is possessed by none other I know of; their perusal affords a 
prolonged enjoyment; they furnish an intellectual nectar that cannot be gulped down at one drain, but must be partaken of in little sips, or imbibed slowly, after the manner of lemon-squash, through a straw. There is a protracted interest about your handwriting, owing to the fact that it is almost 
illegible. I know that most medical men cultivate this peculiarity, but I thought it was restricted to the writing of their prescriptions, to prevent the vulgar prying into the secrets of the faculty; but with you there is no such limitation. Yet I have mastered it! I have deciphered the hieroglyphics, and amply have I been repaid for my trouble. Dear Val, in all earnestness, never write to me otherwise. Let me realise at the sight of one of your welcome letters that I have before me an arduous task, for it is a labour of love.

                
"I was much interested in the account of your adventure, and would willingly have learnt more about Mrs. White. It is a real pity that she did not consult you professionally while she had you in hand; that might have afforded opportunities for closer research and a diagnosis of so curious a phenomenon. From your description I can imagine 

the awful aspect which this Old Woman of the Sea would assume if arrayed in a night-gown!

                
"Truly, one must go to sea to meet with such an 'odd fish.' Here, 'up country,' I never come across anything interesting, much less funny. The rowdy element is not acceptable to me, and the female element is altogether absent. Occasionally one does come across 'a perfect cure,' but he is rarely amusing unless he is in drink.

                
"I have been spending a couple of days with my next door neighbour, who lives six miles off, and is remarkable on account of his combativeness and the shortness of his legs. He is a runaway sailor, who has taken to shepherding and to dog-fancying, and the two don't work harmoniously together.

                
"He has a mate—a youngster that has shot up like a gum tree, and has just had 
un amour—his first, by all accounts, and probably to be his last, for he has gone and done it, and is about to be married.

                
"These people don't know what to make of me; but they are very kind, and we have had some good fooling together, ending up with a pig hunt of a novel sort.

                
"You make fun of my misanthropy, my lonely haunts, my savage instincts. I admit that it is highly ridiculous. When I consider myself, and 

the sorry figure I cut, I burst out laughing. I cannot say that I enjoy the laugh, though! It is too personal to be really pleasant. It is comical, but grimly so, with something of the merriment of despair about it. Risible, like the grin of a human skull, that tickles with a shudder.

                
"Oh! I am weary of this lone existence—so weary. And yet I feel as if I was bound to it by a resistless spell that overpowers my will and controls my being. In vain have I battled against this increasing torpitude, and striven to overcome my brooding fits of despondency by exertion, both mental and bodily. I have made frantic attempts to break my neck in scaling inaccessible peaks, but in vain. I have sought refuge in the classics, and have plodded through whole books of Homer in the original, only to realise with disgust that I had much rather have read it all in Pope's translation.

                
"I have fled to mathematics, and plunged into all the intricacies of a bi-quadratic equation, only to consign X 
by all the powers to the devil.

                
"I have thought to drown my sorrows in the flowing bowl, or as we call it here, to go 'on the spree.' I have found it an utter failure.

                
"In fact, as a rule, the more spirits I imbibe the more out of spirits I become.

                


                
"I long for the time when I shall be able to break for ever from these dreary solitudes—when I shall know sheep no more except as mutton. Why have I endured this wretched, unnatural life so long? I cannot tell. It is a mystery. This wilderness has exercised a weird fascination over me. When I leave it I shall not be without a feeling of 
mal du pays.

                
"And yet it is no soft, endearing charm that binds me to these desolate regions, but rather a dread that haunts me and excites in me strange misgivings. Even now an indefinable sensation oppresses me; it emanates from the great mountains, from the yawning caverns, from the waving forests and rippling streams, and claims me as their own, with a vague presentiment that I shall never leave them. Childish fears—unreasoning forebodings! Why do they trouble me? In one month, one short month, shall I not be free?

                
"Your letter, dear Val, has cheered me with the prospect of brighter days, of friendship and congenial companionship. What jolly times we may have in that little crib of yours, what a war of squibs and puns, what interminable discussions over innumerable cigars, volleys of sarcasm and scathing rejoinders. A grand set-to between the realist and the idealist, the positive philosopher and the spiritual dreamer, 

ending in a merry truce and a general liquoring up. The common enemy, 
impecuniosity, we will deride and defy. I fancy that the overshadowing fear of that hateful bugbear is worse than its actual presence. Tens of thousands grow grey and suffer agonies in the dread of poverty from which they have never suffered, and which they are never doomed to feel.

                
"Our wants will be few; our resources for enjoyment are innate and inexpensive; we have no encumbrances, nothing to fear. The best plan to meet financial troubles is to laugh at them, and sing in chorus—

                

                  
'We trusted unto Providence,


                  
 And sae will we yet.'
                

                
"I must find some means of passing my time during the short period which I have still to spend here. I must commune with something, so I have hit upon the idea of keeping a diary. Not a very original one either, but new to me. Keeping a diary is the one thing I have always denounced, derided, anathematised. I have looked upon it as a silly pastime for sentimental young ladies, croaking valetudinarians, and industrious bores.

                
"And yet I am resolved upon it. A diary I mean to keep. What sort of an effusion it is likely to be 

I leave you to judge from the preface, which I will transcribe for your edification. I composed it the other night, under the inspiration of a bottle of rum.

                

                  
"Here goes! I mean to keep a journal;


                  
  A book with little or no plan,


                  
A serio-comical diurnal—


                  
  That is, sir, if I can.
                

                

                  
Whatever I may chance to scribble,


                  
  The style shall sense with wit unite;


                  
The matter's quite inexhaustible,


                  
  Almost, I mean, not quite!
                

                

                  
Of early pranks and youthful frolic,


                  
  I may (or not) write the story;


                  
Or, as I think they call that topic,


                  
  Autobiography
                

                

                  
My life has had its share of sorrow,


                  
  And I have had my troubles too,


                  
And thinking on them makes them more so—


                  
  I've nothing else to do.
                

                

                  
And now I'm in a wretched country,


                  
  A worse you scarcely could behold;


                  
'Twould be an earthly purgatory,


                  
  If 'twere not so damned cold.
                

                

                  
But halt! I'm getting somewhat queasy;


                  
  I'll leave complaining for to-night;


                  
Besides, these verses don't run easy,


                  
  Although I rhyme it right.
                

                


                

                  
Then here's to what may bring you solace!


                  
  (Rum-punch) however deep your woe;


                  
And here's an end to this ere preface,


                  
  Or rhyming 
apropos.
                

                
"You beat that for garrulous, idiotic doggerel, if can, and believe me,—Your devoted

                

                  
"
Dick."

                

              

            

          

        

        
When Raleigh had finished his lengthy epistle he perceived that it was a very late hour in the night. His fire had long since gone out, and the frosty air had struck a chill through him. His limbs felt stiff, and his feet were quite benumbed. The candle had burnt itself down to the socket, and the room was plunged in gloomy obscurity. Outside, the wind had risen, and swept in fitful gusts over the mountainous waste, rustling hoarsely in the tree tops and moaning dismally through the deep gullies.

        
Raleigh stepped to the door and looked out upon the darksome scene. The sky was heavily overcast, and a black pall seemed to encompass him about, but at the horizon some faint streaks of silvery light gave indication of the rising moon. He shrunk back from the repellant outlook, and sought refuge between his blankets, where after a time, to the noisy concert of the tempest, he dozed off into a restless slumber.

        


        
The storm increased in violence; the gale rattled through the thatch of the roof and made the rafters creak; it flapped the window-blind furiously, and whistled under the doors and through the crevices in the slab walls. At times it would subside into an ominous lull, then burst forth with redoubled vigour and a deafening roar.

        
One of these violent gusts aroused the sleeper. He jumped up with a scare and glared wildly around, for he felt as if the house rocked and the bed trembled from under him. But what is this that suddenly strikes his attention and rivets his startled gaze? There! 
there, in one of the dark corners of the cabin, a mysterious form appears!

        
It stands erect; it is clothed in white, and shines upon him, but dimly and indistinctly, like some magic reflection. The astonished spectator is rooted to his place, he strives in vain to collect his scattered senses; he heeds not the raging blast outside, he heeds not the cold draught that is beating upon him, but he sits bolt upright with his distended eyeballs fixed on the strange apparition.

        
It has vanished! Now it reappears! Soft and bright. He can distinguish the faint outline of a figure; he can perceive the radiance of its garb, and can trace the waving of its draperies. Its face he 

cannot see, but his excited imagination pictures it in beautiful lineaments that are familiar to him. They smile upon him sweetly, as they often have before in ecstatic day-dreams and in the visitations of his wakeful nights.

        
Blest shade! Yet 'tis a vision. No! It is 
real. It is there before him, a thing of light and life. He can see it move. He now realises fully that he is wide awake, that he is possessed of all his faculties; and he is convinced that what he sees before him is no hallucination of a disordered brain.

        
With a strong impulse he jumps out of bed and staggers forward through the pitchy darkness towards the object in view. He gropes his way across the cold earthen floor; he stretches forth his arms, beating the air; he feels it, he seizes it!

        
With a hollow laugh he lets it go again, for it was nothing but a 
night garment hanging on a peg, and illumined by a ray of moonlight that shone through one of the open cracks in the log walls.

        
The philosopher had to grope his way back again to the blankets, shivering with cold, and dubious whether to be amused at the incident or to weep over it.

        
But the wind, it continued to howl most dismally.
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Chapter VIII.

        

          

            
The Diary.
          

          

            
"
The Mountain Hut, 
8th September

            
"I am alone. My abode a thatched 'wàrrie,' isolated in a wild mountainous region. I am many miles away from any other human habitation, much farther still from any being whose companionship would be congenial to me, and I am separated from all relations and former friends by the breadth of this wide world.

            
"I sit by the smouldering log fire and watch the flickering light of the glowing embers, and listen to the mournful hum of a black kettle that stands on the hearth. My only associates in this solitary life are my dogs—Tiny, who is watching me dreamily from his snug fireside corner, and the phlegmatic Mop, who is coiled up under my bed and fast asleep. And Topsy, the cat. I had almost forgotten her! Oh the ingratitude of man. She is a remarkable creature, and she has certainly placed me under deep obligation to her. She made her first entry to this outlandish 

place about a year ago, conveyed hither in a bag, and her advent has been a triumph—a sudden and overwhelming victory against countless numbers—that savours of the marvellous.

            
"And yet I can vouch for it as a fact, for I was there—the inevitable 
eye-witness of modern chronicles. At that time the place was swarming with rats and mice. The former are said to be native to the country, the latter an imported article. I cannot pronounce on the subject, for I never made 
une étude approfondie of this class of vermin. To my undiscerning eye they all look very much like the rats and mice of happier climes, and I can answer for it that they possess much the same evil propensities. They arrive gradually, in small instalments, cautiously and insidiously. They first encroached on the outhouse; they then insinuated themselves into the store-room; they proceeded to undermine the walls, to infest the roof, to overrun the house, and to take absolute possession of the premises. They became a horrible nuisance, a plague, an abomination. They used to run over me at night, to peer at me from every hole and crack, to devour my provisions, and contaminate what they could not devour. The only way to protect food from their ravages was to suspend it from the roof, but even that device was not a match for 

their ingenuity, for the cunning 
beasties would gnaw through the strings and let the supplies down; or else burrow through the thatch and let themselves down on to the supplies, which came to much the same thing. Nothing could daunt them, and we tried in vain to exterminate the vermin.

            
"We set traps and caught them by scores, we poisoned them by hundreds, we got a terrier that played havoc in their ranks, but all to no avail. The nuisance increased. I complained to old Dale, and threatened to abandon the hut. I was recommended to take a cat.

            
"Now, I had always had a prejudice against cats. I don't like them; and even with Topsy I must fain admit that there is no heartfelt love between us. There are no cat-like sympathies in my nature. I have none of the cat's virtues—love of home, domestic propriety, primness, watchfulness, silence and gravity—for the cat, once out of kittenhood, is essentially a serious and matter-of-fact animal. I have none of its special vices either—cunning, heartlessness, and cruelty.

            
"Cats and I have never chummed up.

            
"But life is made up of compromises and even sacrifices.

            
"How many people there are who jog along 

through existence, while chained to partners and associates, both male and female, that are not only uncongenial but even hateful to them. They wince a bit at first, and pull at the mouth, but after a time they travel along together right enough, for it is 
self-interest that holds the ribbons. Our inclinations may be strong, our passions yet stronger, but the necessities of the present hour, the inexorable requirements of the society in which we live, the despotism of public opinion, are they not much more powerful factors in guiding the course of our feeble lives?

            
"This reminds me of Jim Flash and Black Joe as bed-fellows. They had been out together mustering some wild cattle, and they were benighted at some deserted hut, with but scanty fare and only one opossum rug between the both of them. Black Joe—a real African nigger—had all the peculiarities of his odoriferous race. He would not have been considered desirable company in any close quarters, and although an honest fellow he had the reputation of perspiring freely. Jim Flash, on the other hand, is a personage of exquisite taste, of educated nostrils; a most particular swell, who is fastidious even in the choice of perfumes with which to scent his silk pocket-handkerchief. It cannot be supposed that he relished Black Joe; yet when the nigger, who had 

stripped and was snugly ensconced in his warm rug, generously offered to share it with his white brother, the white brother, with smothered disgust, was fain to accept, for it 
was bitterly cold outside. Que voulezvous? It was better to suffer in one organ than to freeze in the whole body.

            
"And so it is in the world; what will people (young ladies included) not submit to sooner than be left out in the cold? This is a digression (with a moral) tacked on to another digression. Let us return to Topsy.

            
"Having consented to take a cat, the next thing was to get one. Cats were scarce, and it was with difficulty that I obtained the promise of one out of a litter that was shortly expected. The litter came in due course, and a little black kitten was reserved out of it for the Mountain Hut.

            
"I watched the growth of this kitten with interest, and I listened fondly to the accounts that reached me of its wonderful precocity and youthful prowess. It was not many weeks old before it was seen to pounce upon and devour a blue-bottle fly; and it killed its first mouse at an age when most kittens are occupied in playing with their own tails.

            
"We began to expect great things from Topsy, but she was destined to eclipse them all in the most 
mar-

vellous achievement on record. It was a bright summer evening when I arrived at the hut, with the kitten—then unknown to fame—in a bag.

            
"I found old Malcolm there, and I found him indulging in some very select Scotch blasphemy against the plague of mice. The horrid creatures had got at his sack of oatmeal, and had so dirtied and defiled its contents that the prized material had assumed quite a speckled appearance. I suggested that he should pass it through a sieve, with a view of separating the two ingredients, while I promised myself not to partake of 'burgoo' emanating from that quarter.

            
"Malcolm was cross, and when I produced the bag with its precious charge, he snatched it from me and roughly shook the poor little animal out on to the floor. She came out head first, but through that mysterious dispensation of nature applicable only to cats, she landed complacently on her four legs. She was cramped and dazed, and for the moment was lost in astonishment.

            
"Then she took a glance round, shook herself, and gave one plaintive mew. 'That and nothing more.'

            
"'When in mid-air the golden trump shall sound,' announcing the crack of doom, it will not cause greater consternation than did that feeble cry amongst the mouse tribe that infested this habitation. From 

the roof above, from the floor below, from burrows under the walls, from their pleasant nooks and snug retreats, even from out of our sack of flour, they fled, madly, desperately. Such a squeaking and scuttling as never was heard before. Hairy old sinners, sleek little mice, fat mothers and suckling infants,—all disappeared as if by magic, and we saw them no more. The hut has been rid of them ever since, and Topsy has had to go foraging in the bush to find a meal.

            
"Now, I don't expect that everybody will believe this account, any more than the 'enlightened' are given to accept even the 'authorised version' of the herd of swine episode. It is Gospel truth nevertheless. Account for the fact I cannot, but that does not make it a lie, as some scientific worthies seem to assume. I have come to the conclusion, from my humble experience, that you are not safe in either believing or disbelieving anything. Since this most successful 
début Topsy has been a personage at the hut. I admit to a feeling of reverence for her similar to what great Whittington must have experienced towards his immortal benefactress, renowned in song. Topsy presides at my frugal board, and helps herself to the choicest morsels. She sleeps on my blankets, and has even been suspected of bringing fleas into 

them, but out of respect for her catship I have never given any countenance to such an unworthy idea.

            
"Towards my humble canine dependants she soon asserted her sway. Tiny—gentle and affectionate—submitted at once, but the unruly Mop gave some trouble, and required severe clawing to bring him into a proper state of subjection. On one occasion a passing tramp brought a bull terrier on the premises, and the savage brute made a direct and unprovoked attack on our purring queen. He lost an eye in the encounter, and did not return to the charge. Since then her reign has been peace.

            
"I have now described my household. Perhaps the next time I take up my pen to this novel attempt at a diary, I may aim at describing my melancholy self."

          

          

            
"
September 9th.

            
"A cloudy morning and, towards the close of the day, very cold and windy. Late in the afternoon it began to snow, and already the ground is covered with its white mantle.

            
"How sudden and violent are the changes of temperature in this climate. A few days ago a hot nor'-wester was sweeping over the ranges, melting the glaciers and bringing down freshets in the river; the plains began to assume their parched and yellow 

summer look, while clouds of dust darkened the air, and in the forests there was a muggy heat. Now we are in mid-winter again.

            
"I hate cold. It disagrees with me. I am naturally a chilly mortal, with a sluggish circulation and a lack of that robust vitality which shows itself in some temperaments as buoyant animal spirits, love of athletic sports, or unflagging energy.

            
"I require warmth to develop what small amount of animation there is in me, to call forth any ardour of mind or flow of sentiment. Heat I can bear without much grumbling, but cold is my dread, my aversion.

            
"However disagreeable it may be to feel the perspiration trickling down your forehead and blinding your eyes, can it be compared to the misery of a tramp against a heavy drift, with a handful of snow jammed inside your collar and melting at leisure, one half of your face so frozen that the blood has sought refuge in the other side, which is burning hot, your hands clenched up in wet pockets, and your feet seeming to partake of the nature of the ice that clogs your boots?

            
"Don't talk to me about the pleasures of winter. It is said that man can protect himself against the greatest severity of cold, while he seeks in vain for relief against extreme heat.

            


            
"This is not altogether correct. Then consider: these artificial appliances are not universally available. Shivering humanity of the lower orders knows them not. Winter, to the great mass of the labouring population at home, is a period of privation and suffering. Cold is severe on the ragged, it is hard on the needy; and it is the ragged and the needy that make up 'the greatest number.'

            
"Although I am not partial to winter, yet I love to watch a snowstorm, especially if the outlook is from some warm and cosy indoor corner. Just as I love to muse on the roaring ocean, and watch the raging conflict of its heaving billows, from some snug nook on 
terra firma.

            
"To enjoy the war of the elements thoroughly you require 'to be out of it' But a snowstorm has an alluring charm for me. It reminds me of other days; of scenes of happy childhood.

            
"I remember so vividly how I used, as a little boy, to stand for hours together with my face flattened against the window-panes, in our dear old home on the moors, watching the big snow-flakes in their slow wavering fall, and thinking, God knows, of fairies and giants, of fights and marvels, or indulging in bright dreams of glory and adventure.

            
"How often would I wonder, in all the intensity 

of childish fancy, what I should be, what I should look like, when a great big boy, grown up, turned twenty. Imagination could no further go. I stood lost in silent admiration at the idea of the manly figure I should then possess; the frock coat, the bell-topper, the walking stick, and the cigar. I drew outlines of my very juvenile phiz, copied from a daguerreotype of the old style, for I very early got a knack of sketching, and added to the portrait a pair of comely black whiskers. What a wonderful improvement they made to my appearance; what an astonishing air of importance I would suddenly assume. And then to think that in that glorious future that was opening before me I should be able to strut into a pastrycook's, without hesitation or fear of consequences, and actually have as many tarts as I wanted! That seemed to be so far removed beyond the range of my young experiences that I could hardly realise such a state of things. How I longed to grow up quickly, to make haste to be a man, to know that I could sit up to a late dinner, instead of being marched off to bed at the stroke of eight; and of a morning be able to turn on the water for my own shower-bath, instead of having to endure the infliction of a sponging, with an occasional dab of soap in the eye when nurse was out of temper.

            


            
"I would sit in some quiet corner musing intently, and trying hard to get ever such a little peep through the dark veil of the future.

            
"Oh, how happily for me that I could not! Had I seen myself as I now am, had the shadow of the years that have since elapsed only passed before me, it would have been with a sad face that I should have retired from my musings.

            
"The melancholy past! Melancholy to me not only in its sorrows and disappointments, but also in the recollection of happiness and love.

            
"Our trials may be over, we may have weathered the storm, and we may derive even some satisfaction from the sufferings we have undergone, but who can restore to us what is lost—departed love, or friendship that is dead, a beloved one who has passed away, and the joy and brightness of days gone by?

            
"There is one dark spot in the past that time can never obliterate. There is one kind look that used to smile upon me, but that has long since vanished; one kind voice that was the voice of heaven to me, but which I shall never hear more. Long, long after she had departed hence; long after as a sorrowing child I followed the solemn procession and stood by to hear the clods and stones rebound with a hollow 

noise from her coffin, she lived to me. She lived in my dreams; in bright visions of future happiness she was present, in imaginary conversations I heard her voice.

            
"Even now, now that so many years have passed, now that I live many thousand miles from her grave, the thought that she is gone has often startled me from the sport of fancy, awakened me to cold, dark, bitter reality.

            
"I do not repine. My life has been what it was ordained to be by that Divine dispensation which passes the understanding of man, but which regulates all things. I have had my days of sunshine, I have trodden the flowery path in times gone by. At present the path is dark and thorny. I have wandered into solitary and desolate places, shrouded in gloom and beset with evil presentiments, like the 'valley of the shadow of death.' But shall I not live through it? Are there not endless vistas of sunshine beyond, pleasant arbours on the lengthy journey of life, where one can bide a while and rest, for the road is not all solitary and desolate? How can we foretell what Providence may have in store for us? So let us hope—hope and pray."

          

          

            
"
September 10th.

            
"Up before dawn and got breakfast 'under way' 

by candle light. Then 'washed up'—to me the most objectionable part of my household duties. Swept the hut, tidied up things in general, and made my bed, which reminds me that I shall soon have to remake my mattress. This has consisted for a long time past in bundles of Manuka brushwood. So long as the leaves lasted they formed a tolerably elastic surface, but now that all the dead foliage has fallen off, leaving nothing but the hard sticks, it is like lying on a gridiron. I arise aching in all my bones.

            
"Off by sunrise, with a long way to go and 'a hard road to travel.' Found the hill slopes very slippery, and snowdrifts in the gullies, so I followed the spurs and made towards Mount Vulcan. No signs of the sheep all the way, and I began to feel anxious about my charge, especially concerning the young lambs. Reached the Fern-tree Gully about noon, having thoroughly examined that side of my beat, and was 'biding a wee' for a spell, when I heard a sharp crack that rang through space like a pistol-shot. There was no mistaking the sound. I ran over the ridge, to find some two thousand of my flock quietly grouped in a sheltered hollow, while on the high ground above them several rams were having a grand tournament.

            
"There was some hard hitting.

            


            
"Two savage old tups were going at it with a will; after each thumping concussion they would stagger about, stunned and stupefied, then recover themselves, lick their gums, back off some ten paces, and go it again full tilt—the hardest skull to win. This constant bumping of crowns together may account on Darwinian principles for the unmitigated stupidity of these thick-headed brutes. In the course of their development through countless ages, dominion and propagation has been bestowed on the greatest blockheads.

            
"To light is one of the first laws of nature. All animated existence is a conflict. War and bloodshed are 'necessary evils,' nor is there the slightest reason for believing that they were first introduced into the world with the original sin. They belong, on the contrary, to the very essence of the 'eternal fitness of things.' The most useful and beneficial institution in the glorious constitution of our universe. All animals (excepting man) are armed for the good fight; either to prey on the brotherhood, or for defence against insidious attacks, or for mastery in their own family relations. Creation is an armed camp, and the work of slaughtering its principal occupation. And when we contemplate the wonders of nature, and bow our heads before the Infinite Wisdom with which 

it has been ordained, we cannot fail to be struck with the many beautiful and ingenious devices afforded for effecting this good purpose. What a marvellous variety there appears in the means and appliances provided for killing! It is accomplished by animal creation with almost equal success by biting, rending, clawing, stabbing, kicking, stifling, stinging or crushing. But these be rude methods compared with the more curious and intricate contrivances of a benevolent dispensation, such as electrifying, poisoning, befouling, stinking to death, and many others equally clever. If we turn from the spectacle of bloodthirsty rage and open conflict to the guile and stratagem of the universal warfare, we are still further lost in admiration at the marvellous fertility of invention displayed in the order of nature. In its elevating study we meet with examples of every description of snare and pitfall designed to encompass the innocent or entrap the unwary. Every conceivable device for bewildering, paralysing, decoying, or bewitching with evil eye the helpless victim, is practised by nature with astonishing perfection. Even the ingenuity of man, prompted by the devil, can hardly succeed better in an art so peculiarly his own. There is one mode of discomfiting an enemy, however, which would appear to have been specially reserved for 

the benefit of the human race; it is the exquisite art of talking any one to distraction, which can only be practised by man, and is carried to its utmost perfection by woman.

            
"I watched the 
battering ram conflict with attention, and was much interested in the fight between a long-wooled ram of imposing dimensions but hornless crown, and a grand old buffer with massive and curly appendages. It was an exciting contest, evidently carried on for the 
leadership of a select group of meek and sentimental-looking ewes, that stood complacently by watching the result.

            
"The owner of the crumpled horns came off best, and having battered his opponent into a condition of harmlessness, he turned proudly to his flock to taste the reward of his prowess, when I inopportunely interfered by setting the dogs at him. The ram's blood was up; he turned on his pursuers and butted at them so vigorously that they cried off, and the savage animal looked as if for two straws he would run a tilt at me. So I bowled a piece of rock at him, which took his middle stump, and so upset his equanimity that he scampered off, and then the whole flock took to their heels after him.

            
"Returning home, I came upon the remainder of the sheep, which had found cover in sheltered nooks 

by the river-side, and did not seem to have suffered from the snowstorm. I saw no dead lambs about.

            
"I reached the hut just before dark, much relieved in mind. I have discovered with dismay that I have run out of candles, and I am much too tired to set about making some this evening. I am scribbling these notes by the light of an impromptu lamp, consisting of a wick in a pannikin of melted tallow.

            
"I find that 'The Doctor' has been round with old Darkey and the rations. He has left me a bag of flour and half a sheep, also a little box from the homestead, labelled 'Books—keep dry,' but containing, among other spiritual matter, two bottles of whisky. It is fortunate for me that 'The Doctor' had no desire to dip into literature on the way, for had he done so I fancy he might have camped out on the run for the night, and relieved the old horse of a portion of the load before reaching here.

            
"But not being a man of educated tastes, he was preserved from the mortal sin of stealing and getting drunk."

          

          

            
"
11th September.

            
"To-day is Sunday—a day of rest and holiness, but to me like any other day. In my remote seclusion there is nothing to betoken the lapse of time; days and weeks pass away in one unchanging monotony.

            


            
How different to the Sundays I have known elsewhere!

            
"Here no morning bells waft their glad voices over the green meadows; no sauntering throng of country folk, in their holiday clothes, are seen wending their way by the sweet-scented hedges to the isolated village church.

            
"Here no cheerful circle is gathered for the evening by the crackling fire or round the brightly-lit and well-appointed table, where little people disport themselves with merry tattle, admonished to decorous silence in vain, and their elders look placidly on and converse in groups on congenial subjects. Here no communion of thought and pleasant relaxation; here no happy looks, no singing of psalms, no voice of prayer.

            
"A bleak and chilly south-wester sweeps down from the lofty ranges over barren flats. The huge mountains stand out against a leaden sky; their tops are glittering with snow, and gloomy forests hang about their feet. Open, wild, and desolate is the aspect of the country round about, and clad in sombre hues; and when I return in the cold and darksome evenings to my solitary cabin, and sit in utter loneliness by the smouldering fire, is it strange that my thoughts should wander back to other scenes—to the 

recollection of many a quiet Sunday as I have known it in the old country? Sunday has been to me a day of infinite variety. I have known it in very different conditions, and under varying climes.

            
"I have fretted over the weariness of the day in smoky London, when staying with prim old relations, to whom life was 'a vale of tears,' and the seventh day set apart for a special downpour.

            
"They were kindly people, but rigid and dull. Prejudice and intolerance obscured their vision; they could no longer see the blessed light of day except through these discoloured glasses.

            
"Poor old Aunt Sophia! She loved me, I suppose, in her precise, sober, and sensible way, as was becoming in an aunt of the old English religious pattern.

            
"When I was a very small boy she used to fondle me a little, especially after my darling mother's death, and to the last—I will give her full credit for it—she prayed for me assiduously.

            
"She used also to read aloud to me, from very old-fashioned juvenile books, in which naughty boys always came to a grievous end and were being soundly flogged in the meantime. Much literary space was devoted to the whipping business. I was not deeply impressed by the moral of the tale, or by 

the fictitious birching of the 
tail, and the old lady was much vexed at this indifference—the first indications, I fear, of a hardened heart.

            
"Later on, my refusal one Sabbath evening to attend divine service for the third time, after having undergone family prayers twice, a collect lesson, and Sunday-school the same day, caused quite a consternation in that pious household. It was referred for consideration to the family council, and I wonder to this day how it was that I escaped the orthodox punishment. As it was, my godless bringing up was bemoaned in tears. My good aunt put it all down to the evils of a foreign education; to the want of the Bible and of wholesome discipline. What could be expected from outlandish schools, where infidel teaching prevailed, cricket was unknown, and flogging was not allowed? It jarred against all her notions of propriety that any English boy should have been so neglected.

            
"As I advanced in age I fell back in divinity. At eighteen I did not know my shorter catechism, and I stubbornly refused to be confirmed, which was a terrible blow to her, for she had stood my godmother and was (nominally) answerable for my sins. By so doing I not only lost in grace—I lost her good graces. Truly, she wept when I left the shores of old England, 

and she wrote that she remembered me always in her prayers; but alas! she remembered me not in her will.

            
"Sunday always reminds me of my old aunt, for we spent so many of them together. It was never a 
lively day, but those I spent at her pretty country place in Devonshire are indelibly impressed on my memory. They were always associated in my mind with long walks (to save working the horses), interminable prayers, and cold joints for dinner. But the pleasant reminiscences which fill in the mental picture refer to the sunny landscape, the painted fields, the group of villagers, the procession of white-aproned school-girls, who curtseyed as we passed grandly by. And in the bright afternoons, my run with the head gamekeeper—with whom I was an especial pet—while the old lady was resting her poor stiff bones from the fatigue of much kneeling. Then in the soft dusk of evening the swell of the little organ in the front hall, which my cousin Maddy could play so sweetly, would hold me entranced, and seem to revibrate even now through the long lapse of years. When night came, and the lamps were lit and the family met together in the large drawing-room, I would lie coiled up on the gaudy tiger-skin rug, and bask in the glow of the log fire, and listen with childish attention to the hum of many voices.

            


            
"I was not irreligious in those days—I try to believe that I am not altogether irreligious now—and I remember that in church I used to pray most fervently for a minute or two at a stretch; but that short effort exhausted my powers of endurance, and my thoughts would then take to wool-gathering, and my 
absent mind would revert to its earthly surroundings. I noticed, with much greater interest than I ought to have done, the bald heads of many of the congregation—they formed conspicuous marks for my roving eye to rest upon. The ladies' bonnets—I never looked any lower—were also severely scrutinised; but what chiefly riveted my attention during divine service were the grimaces and fidgetings of the little choir-boys, and the sly pokes they gave one another between the singing acts.

            
"I never could quite understand the Church service, and as a little boy I used to ask the why and where-fore of those numerous repetitions. I was told that originally—in the very old times—there had been three services, and that these three had been lumped together into one, and thereby afforded a triple dose. I could have understood that much, if there had been only one concentrated service—but 
three! It seemed to me out of all reason. Then I often wondered how my poor Aunt Sophia could remain on her knees—I 

used only to 
make-believe to Kneel—through the endless litany, and wag her head piteously over the responses, and keep repeating with (to me) painful iteration that she was 'a miserable sinner.' I didn't believe a word of it. I felt sure that she was nothing of the sort. Not 
miserable, for she was rich and kept a carriage, and gave her orders every morning to the cook for all sorts of good things; nor 
a sinner either, for she was always so particular and so proper, and was for ever talking about 'chastisement' either in this world or the next.

            
"My ideas about religion—as far back as I can remember having an idea—always dwelt upon what was loving and comforting. After I had repeated my set prayers by rote, I used to indulge in a little orison on my own account—something out of my own head—a childish confession of ignorance and levity—a touching appeal for love and pity.

            
"My 'religious sense' has ever been a yearning after the spiritual—a cry of the heart! I cannot formulate it; I cannot express it, for it is beyond the range of words. 
Faith I could possess; a stereotyped 
belief never!

            
"I have said that Sunday has been to me a day of infinite variety. I have known it on the Continent, at sea, in outlandish parts—everywhere but in this 

remote solitude, where it does not exist. The Sunday of the gay French capital I remember well, although I was but a little boy then. How bracing and invigorating was the very atmosphere of that charming abode. The dazzling light, the bustling and laughing throng, the lively rattle of Les Champs Elysées; who could forget it?

            
"I was always partial to the mercurial Frenchman, and a disciple of his gay philosophy of life, which consists in making it enjoyable both to ourselves and to others. How simple in theory; how difficult in practice. How woefully I have failed in the attempt!

            
"
Le Dimanche in Paris was a pretty sight — it was more than that—a joyous spectacle. The gaiety of individuals would inspire the many, and the gaiety of the many would react on individuals, until all was gay. There was a simmering of merriment that was constantly boiling over in boisterous exhilaration. Charming, but not in keeping with our ideas of what Sunday ought to be. The genius of that blessed day should be 
cheerfulness; as far removed on the one side from dissipation and noisy levity as from enforced dulness and morose austerity on the other.

            
"Then there was the German 
Sonntag, its listless mornings, devoted to a monotonous divine service, 

that never seemed to me to reach the heart of the population. With us the female element predominates largely in church, but Germans are a practical people, that have to adapt themselves to requirements, and they find that the males can best be spared from other duties on these holy occasions.

            
"So Herr Professor attends the church, in which he has not the faintest belief, while Frau Professorin stays at home to cook the family dinner. A sensible arrangement, especially as concerns the dinner.

            
"As some compensation for the dull mornings, the afternoons were given up to dancing and beer drinking—amusements that were not to my taste. So I never liked the German Sunday; it was neither one thing nor the other."

          

          

            
"
12th September.

            
"My life is a miserable labour, without pleasure, companionship, or hope. I rise in the mornings shivering in the cold, to work as wearisome as it is uninteresting, and return in the dark evenings, tired and dispirited, to brood over the dull void of the past, or to fret at the uncertain decrees of the future. My past life has been restless and unhappy, my present existence is utterly wretched, and I have but slight hopes that better days may soon be in store for me, 

for, although I am much given to indulge in vain and childish anticipations, and to build 'castles in the air,' yet sober sense and sad experience teach me how seldom such hopes are realised. But it is the fate of mankind to

            

              

                
'Trust on, and think to-morrow will repay.


                
To-morrow's falser than the former day.'
              

            

            
"I shall soon leave this place, and then I shall be a stranger and a vagrant on the face of the earth; for, although dear Val's friendly plan may be partly realised, yet I have only to look upon his face to feel how transient must be his resting place.

            
"He is doomed, poor fellow, doomed by that fell disease that knows no mercy. I have but little hope where he is concerned beyond that of being able to soothe and comfort him in what threatens to be a rapid decline.

            
"As regards myself, I have no fear for my immediate wants; I can always scratch out a living in this country, even if I have to do it with manual labour. But the prospect is dark and repulsive. I feel that I was never intended to crawl through life as a hired drudge. And yet I have a strong aversion to an aimless life, and I would never consent to be a 'hanger on.' I am estranged in mind and sentiment from the 

busy practical world, and yet I know that I must find some place in it—some part to play on the world's stage.

            
"To battle with difficulties, I have courage and resolution for it. To strive, to venture, to endure hardships, I am not afraid of the ordeal. But to plod slowly and drearily along the unvarying course day by day, and year by year, through the freshness of youth and the strength of manhood, to work the treadmill of some regular avocation, is beyond my strength. Yet such is the secret of success in life, to plod, to plod on, ever to plod. The race is not to the swift, but to the persevering. It is not accomplished by eager flights, by heroic efforts, by the generous or the brave, but by incessant drudgery, unvarying attention to business, and sordid accumulation, not forgetting Dame Fortune, who has a big hand in distributing the good things of this world.

            
"As for me, I have no object in life, and I have tried in vain to make myself one; neither have I any luck, so that my chances of getting on are but poor. And yet I feel at times that I have keen capabilities of both activity and enjoyment within me, and that under more favourable auspices I might be—a happy man!

            
"I fear that wealth has not sufficient attractions for me. I can appreciate its advantages, and would 

enjoy a slice as well as most people, but somehow or other money-making is not 'in my line.' I rarely give it a thought, and when forced to consider the miserable business I do so 'against the grain.' Now money-making is not an art, as some people think, still less can it be considered a science, for all that is written about the principles of finance is rubbish—money-making is a 
worship. The golden calf has to be duly installed in the inmost 
sanctum of our daily lives; it has to be omnipresent in all our labours and struggles, our hopes and desires. It must become the guiding star before which all other lights pale and vanish.

            
"I have always refused to commit the idolatry, for which most people would commend me openly; for every one expresses the same outward contempt for 'filthy lucre.' But this is a miserable hypocritical affectation that nobody is deceived by. I rather hold with bluff old Doctor Johnson that this universal striving to make money is not only excusable in itself but even commendable. There are certainly much more unworthy aims towards which a man may direct his energies. Let money-making pass, but when it descends to 
money-grubbing then it becomes degrading and repulsive.

            
"Now, by far the greater part—I should say at 

least nine-tenths—of the wealth accumulated is obtained by money-grubbing—by scraping and saving. The despicable process is hateful to me, and I could almost fly to the other extreme and exclaim with the witty Frenchman—

            

              

                
'Economy is the mother of vices.'
              

            

            
"Rank blasphemy, no doubt; but at least it may be admitted that parsimony is the meanest of virtues. Whatever my foibles and deficiencies may be, at least let me hope that I shall never be 
mean.

            
"The enjoyment of accumulating riches must be in the making, for it is rare indeed to find a money-grubber who is happy in the distribution of his hoard. With a few exceptions, it is a case of dragging out the choicest days of youth in slavery and want, exhausting the energies of manhood in wearisome toil, to reap the fruits at some distant and uncertain future, when they may be tasteless or unneeded.

            

              

                
'Poor is my youth, and in life's later scenes


                
  Rich to no end, I curse my natal hour,


                
Who nought enjoyed while young, denied the means,


                
  And nought when old enjoyed, denied the power.'
              

            

            
"Next to that fatal defect in my character, 
indiffer-

ence to money, I have another deplorable want—the lack of ambition. I came to the conclusion long ago, and I have no reason to doubt its correctness, that I have not got it in me ever to rise above dull mediocrity. I never felt within me the sacred fire that stimulates genius to heroic exertion. I tried my hand at literature, and saw my way to pitiable starvation in the modern Grub Street; I have a natural taste for art, and I once indulged in ardent aspirations of becoming a painter, of course. My kind old master used to pull me affectionately by the ear and whisper, '
Courage, travaillez; travaillez, courage!' but notwithstanding considerable application and no lack of self-confidence, I soon discovered that I should have much difficulty in earning a precarious living as an artist, and that, as to rising to eminence, it was beyond my power. There was only something wanting, but that something was fatal. My horizon has been too vast for my capabilities. I have never been able to achieve distinction even in small things; how useless, therefore, would it be to attempt great ones.

            
"My illusions have been crushed by the hard knocks of practical experience, and illusion is the greatest stimulant to exertion; without it who would care to struggle on through thorny paths and over endless 

obstacles towards an unattainable goal? For after all said and done, what is life's ambition but

            

              

                
'A vain pursuit of fugitive false good.'
              

            

            
I give it best."

          

          

            
"
14th September.

            
"I have missed an entry in my diary—not that it matters, for I have nothing to record, but the resolution I had made to jot down a few stray thoughts every evening has been broken. Last Saturday I was nearly stuck up for a light, but yesterday evening I found myself in a worse predicament, for I had run out of bread. I could make light of the want of light, but we cannot manage without the 'necessaries,' from emperors down to philosophers; and although I am imbued with procrastination to the very marrow, and make it a rule never to do to-day whatever by any means can be put off till to-morrow, I knew there was no shirking this imperative duty.

            
"Now there is one thing I always declaim against, conceit; but I must confess that I do 
rather fancy myself as a baker. I have studied the art, I have reduced it from first principles to practice, and, last but not least, I have succeeded.

            
"It has been no easy task, no light achievement. I will not say that the art of baking is like that of 

poetry, or even comparable to the inborn genius for roasting: '
on est né rôtisseur.' Nevertheless it needs for its acquirement much patience and careful observation, and 'a knack' into the bargain. The first two requisites are within the reach of all, but 'a knack' is a thing not to be picked up anyhow or anywhere.

            
"My first attempts at baking a 'damper' were failures, a lamentable fiasco, and yet I had watched several bushmen at the job, and carefully noted every feature of the process. I had taken it all in, and had even gone so far as to criticise the performances of others. Well, I kneaded it, slapped it, patted it into shape, and buried it in hot ashes. I admit to have been somewhat negligent of the firing, having indulged in a few winks during that tedious baking time. However, the damper came out looking the right thing, only rather pale in colour. I was careful not to cut into it while hot, but next morning I sliced it into halves with great 
gusto.

            
"It was just like dividing a lump of putty, and to have put one's teeth into the glutinous substance might have brought about lockjaw. Nothing dismayed, I tried again. This time the firing was not neglected; in addition to a shovel full of red hot embers I threw a handful of dry sticks on to the 

heap to keep up a blaze, and I also gave the damper an extra half-hour in the fire, to make sure that it should not be 
under-done. It came out as brown as a berry, and so hot that there was no handling it, and I had to kick it about the floor as a cooling process. Next day I tried in vain to cut a slice; the knife would not scratch it. I tried the tomahawk, but that was too light to make an impression. Determined not to be beat, I took it outside, placed it carefully in position on the chopping block, then swung high in air the American axe, and delivered a terrific cut which nearly cut my leg off, for the blade glanced off the loaf and came back upon me. As for the damper, it shot down the gully, madly pursued by Mop, and it was afterwards picked up near the creek. I found that the stroke of the axe had made an indentation, which enabled me by means of the mawl and wedges to effect an opening. This process, however, was so tedious, and kept breakfast waiting so long, that I gave it up, and took to frying pancakes, most indigestible stuff, from which I suffered all the pangs of dyspepsia.

            
"These were early trials; 
now I can bake a damper against any man; but I prefer the camp oven, with a little baking soda and acid, just enough to make the bread rise without discolouring it.

            


            
"I think the greatest bother I ever had over any out-station job was my first attempt at skinning a sheep. Killing the animal I never would do, and should I be driven by actual necessity to slaughter, I think that I would bring out my gun to it. To seize upon one of these poor, wild, helpless brutes, throw it down, tie its legs, kneel on its head, and deliberately cut its throat, is too cold-blooded a performance for my nerves. I have such an aversion to the idea that I get my meat sent to me with the other rations.

            
"Once upon a time, when I was a 'new chum,' and only just settled at the hut, Malcolm consented to bring in a mob of sheep and kill a wether, provided I did my share of the work in skinning the animal and cooking the dinner. Agreed.

            
"I was left at home with the dead sheep strung up in position, and, armed with a butcher's knife, I proceeded to business.

            
"I had often watched sheep being skinned before, but had never tried my hand at it. It appeared a very simple process. The hind legs were soon bared, but when I came to the trunk I made one unfortunate omission, for I quite forgot to slit the skin down the middle of the animal; I tried to take it off 
whole. I soon experienced a difficulty; instead 

of peeling off so easily I found it stuck fast. I tugged and tugged until I was fagged out. At each desperate pull the hide would give a little bit, but it was an endless business. Then I would try to loosen the skin with the point of the knife, and resume the tugging. There was progress to report, but it was very slight. For the life of me I could not make out what was wrong. I was bathed in perspiration and besmeared with sheep's blood. I had managed, after heroic exertions, to drag the skin off as far as the shoulders; there it stuck fast. No amount of force or persuasion availed any further. It was getting late, and I was dead beat. At that moment Malcolm returned. He had been away three hours, and was expecting his dinner. To his dismay he found the hut empty and the fire not even lit. He ran to the sheep-yard, wondering what had happened, when the sight of the desperate struggle going on there was too much for even a Scotchman's composure. He went off into a fit and roared out—

            
"'Hech, mon! D'ye ken yon beastie is nae a rabbit?'"

          

          

            
"
15th September.

            
"Excessive loneliness has made me a dull creature. Oh, would that I could exclaim with that sweet song—

            

              
'My mind to me a kingdom is.'

            

            


            
But it is more like a prison. I am so shut up within myself that I cannot give vent to my thoughts and feelings; my soul flutters and beats against the bars of its narrow confinement, and seeks in vain for freedom and expansion.

            
"It is of my own seeking. I purposely fled from the Old World—a world (such as I saw it then) that was discordant and uncongenial to me—a world made up of trivialities, bustle, greed, sensuality, and emptiness—a world in which I wandered forth, listless and solitary, as a stranger lost in the whirl of some great city. I foolishly expected that a new country, wide and bountiful, oppressed with no burdens, hampered with no restrictions, but fresh and fair from the hands of God, would afford much happier conditions of life and progress. I indulged in the ordinary silly enthusiasm of young thinkers. To be free! What else on earth could equal it? I thought to find peace and contentment in sweet communion with nature; I hoped to improve by study and reflection—to draw all my moral sustenance from the mind. I promised myself to analyse my thoughts, to look into my heart, to acquire the highest wisdom.

            

              

                
'And all our knowledge is, ourselves to know.'
              

            

            
But it is not so. The knowledge of ourselves will reveal us nothing—nothing worth knowing. Within 

the inmost recess of our own minds there is no realm to explore, no secrets to unmask. We peer in vain within our consciousness of self—our inward being. We can distinguish certain features and tendencies, such as unsatisfied longings, distracted imaginings, a fire of passion, a yearning for sympathy or a bitterness of hate—beyond that all is a blank, the dark impenetrable mystery of the soul.

            
"To the would-be student of human nature I would say, as the result of my melancholy experience, 'Avoid metaphysical research, for it is vain and unprofitable; waste no precious time on psychological studies, for they only resolve themselves into an empty jargon; better learn Chinese, for that 
might be useful. Seek not to know thyself, seek not to tear asunder the veil of thy inmost being, but seek rather to ascertain the conditions under which thou mayest thrive and be happy—the diet that will give thee moral health.'

            
"Yet remember! The mind, even if it soar to heaven, cannot give thee happiness. It may yield thee discernment and knowledge—knowledge of all things, and boundless stores of erudition—it may grant thee strength and resignation, and even afford thee some measure of intellectual enjoyment, but it cannot give thee happiness.

            
"Happiness is from the heart alone."
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"
The Mountain Hut, 
8th September

            
"I am alone. My abode a thatched 'wàrrie,' isolated in a wild mountainous region. I am many miles away from any other human habitation, much farther still from any being whose companionship would be congenial to me, and I am separated from all relations and former friends by the breadth of this wide world.

            
"I sit by the smouldering log fire and watch the flickering light of the glowing embers, and listen to the mournful hum of a black kettle that stands on the hearth. My only associates in this solitary life are my dogs—Tiny, who is watching me dreamily from his snug fireside corner, and the phlegmatic Mop, who is coiled up under my bed and fast asleep. And Topsy, the cat. I had almost forgotten her! Oh the ingratitude of man. She is a remarkable creature, and she has certainly placed me under deep obligation to her. She made her first entry to this outlandish 

place about a year ago, conveyed hither in a bag, and her advent has been a triumph—a sudden and overwhelming victory against countless numbers—that savours of the marvellous.

            
"And yet I can vouch for it as a fact, for I was there—the inevitable 
eye-witness of modern chronicles. At that time the place was swarming with rats and mice. The former are said to be native to the country, the latter an imported article. I cannot pronounce on the subject, for I never made 
une étude approfondie of this class of vermin. To my undiscerning eye they all look very much like the rats and mice of happier climes, and I can answer for it that they possess much the same evil propensities. They arrive gradually, in small instalments, cautiously and insidiously. They first encroached on the outhouse; they then insinuated themselves into the store-room; they proceeded to undermine the walls, to infest the roof, to overrun the house, and to take absolute possession of the premises. They became a horrible nuisance, a plague, an abomination. They used to run over me at night, to peer at me from every hole and crack, to devour my provisions, and contaminate what they could not devour. The only way to protect food from their ravages was to suspend it from the roof, but even that device was not a match for 

their ingenuity, for the cunning 
beasties would gnaw through the strings and let the supplies down; or else burrow through the thatch and let themselves down on to the supplies, which came to much the same thing. Nothing could daunt them, and we tried in vain to exterminate the vermin.

            
"We set traps and caught them by scores, we poisoned them by hundreds, we got a terrier that played havoc in their ranks, but all to no avail. The nuisance increased. I complained to old Dale, and threatened to abandon the hut. I was recommended to take a cat.

            
"Now, I had always had a prejudice against cats. I don't like them; and even with Topsy I must fain admit that there is no heartfelt love between us. There are no cat-like sympathies in my nature. I have none of the cat's virtues—love of home, domestic propriety, primness, watchfulness, silence and gravity—for the cat, once out of kittenhood, is essentially a serious and matter-of-fact animal. I have none of its special vices either—cunning, heartlessness, and cruelty.

            
"Cats and I have never chummed up.

            
"But life is made up of compromises and even sacrifices.

            
"How many people there are who jog along 

through existence, while chained to partners and associates, both male and female, that are not only uncongenial but even hateful to them. They wince a bit at first, and pull at the mouth, but after a time they travel along together right enough, for it is 
self-interest that holds the ribbons. Our inclinations may be strong, our passions yet stronger, but the necessities of the present hour, the inexorable requirements of the society in which we live, the despotism of public opinion, are they not much more powerful factors in guiding the course of our feeble lives?

            
"This reminds me of Jim Flash and Black Joe as bed-fellows. They had been out together mustering some wild cattle, and they were benighted at some deserted hut, with but scanty fare and only one opossum rug between the both of them. Black Joe—a real African nigger—had all the peculiarities of his odoriferous race. He would not have been considered desirable company in any close quarters, and although an honest fellow he had the reputation of perspiring freely. Jim Flash, on the other hand, is a personage of exquisite taste, of educated nostrils; a most particular swell, who is fastidious even in the choice of perfumes with which to scent his silk pocket-handkerchief. It cannot be supposed that he relished Black Joe; yet when the nigger, who had 

stripped and was snugly ensconced in his warm rug, generously offered to share it with his white brother, the white brother, with smothered disgust, was fain to accept, for it 
was bitterly cold outside. Que voulezvous? It was better to suffer in one organ than to freeze in the whole body.

            
"And so it is in the world; what will people (young ladies included) not submit to sooner than be left out in the cold? This is a digression (with a moral) tacked on to another digression. Let us return to Topsy.

            
"Having consented to take a cat, the next thing was to get one. Cats were scarce, and it was with difficulty that I obtained the promise of one out of a litter that was shortly expected. The litter came in due course, and a little black kitten was reserved out of it for the Mountain Hut.

            
"I watched the growth of this kitten with interest, and I listened fondly to the accounts that reached me of its wonderful precocity and youthful prowess. It was not many weeks old before it was seen to pounce upon and devour a blue-bottle fly; and it killed its first mouse at an age when most kittens are occupied in playing with their own tails.

            
"We began to expect great things from Topsy, but she was destined to eclipse them all in the most 
mar-

vellous achievement on record. It was a bright summer evening when I arrived at the hut, with the kitten—then unknown to fame—in a bag.

            
"I found old Malcolm there, and I found him indulging in some very select Scotch blasphemy against the plague of mice. The horrid creatures had got at his sack of oatmeal, and had so dirtied and defiled its contents that the prized material had assumed quite a speckled appearance. I suggested that he should pass it through a sieve, with a view of separating the two ingredients, while I promised myself not to partake of 'burgoo' emanating from that quarter.

            
"Malcolm was cross, and when I produced the bag with its precious charge, he snatched it from me and roughly shook the poor little animal out on to the floor. She came out head first, but through that mysterious dispensation of nature applicable only to cats, she landed complacently on her four legs. She was cramped and dazed, and for the moment was lost in astonishment.

            
"Then she took a glance round, shook herself, and gave one plaintive mew. 'That and nothing more.'

            
"'When in mid-air the golden trump shall sound,' announcing the crack of doom, it will not cause greater consternation than did that feeble cry amongst the mouse tribe that infested this habitation. From 

the roof above, from the floor below, from burrows under the walls, from their pleasant nooks and snug retreats, even from out of our sack of flour, they fled, madly, desperately. Such a squeaking and scuttling as never was heard before. Hairy old sinners, sleek little mice, fat mothers and suckling infants,—all disappeared as if by magic, and we saw them no more. The hut has been rid of them ever since, and Topsy has had to go foraging in the bush to find a meal.

            
"Now, I don't expect that everybody will believe this account, any more than the 'enlightened' are given to accept even the 'authorised version' of the herd of swine episode. It is Gospel truth nevertheless. Account for the fact I cannot, but that does not make it a lie, as some scientific worthies seem to assume. I have come to the conclusion, from my humble experience, that you are not safe in either believing or disbelieving anything. Since this most successful 
début Topsy has been a personage at the hut. I admit to a feeling of reverence for her similar to what great Whittington must have experienced towards his immortal benefactress, renowned in song. Topsy presides at my frugal board, and helps herself to the choicest morsels. She sleeps on my blankets, and has even been suspected of bringing fleas into 

them, but out of respect for her catship I have never given any countenance to such an unworthy idea.

            
"Towards my humble canine dependants she soon asserted her sway. Tiny—gentle and affectionate—submitted at once, but the unruly Mop gave some trouble, and required severe clawing to bring him into a proper state of subjection. On one occasion a passing tramp brought a bull terrier on the premises, and the savage brute made a direct and unprovoked attack on our purring queen. He lost an eye in the encounter, and did not return to the charge. Since then her reign has been peace.

            
"I have now described my household. Perhaps the next time I take up my pen to this novel attempt at a diary, I may aim at describing my melancholy self."
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"
September 9th.

            
"A cloudy morning and, towards the close of the day, very cold and windy. Late in the afternoon it began to snow, and already the ground is covered with its white mantle.

            
"How sudden and violent are the changes of temperature in this climate. A few days ago a hot nor'-wester was sweeping over the ranges, melting the glaciers and bringing down freshets in the river; the plains began to assume their parched and yellow 

summer look, while clouds of dust darkened the air, and in the forests there was a muggy heat. Now we are in mid-winter again.

            
"I hate cold. It disagrees with me. I am naturally a chilly mortal, with a sluggish circulation and a lack of that robust vitality which shows itself in some temperaments as buoyant animal spirits, love of athletic sports, or unflagging energy.

            
"I require warmth to develop what small amount of animation there is in me, to call forth any ardour of mind or flow of sentiment. Heat I can bear without much grumbling, but cold is my dread, my aversion.

            
"However disagreeable it may be to feel the perspiration trickling down your forehead and blinding your eyes, can it be compared to the misery of a tramp against a heavy drift, with a handful of snow jammed inside your collar and melting at leisure, one half of your face so frozen that the blood has sought refuge in the other side, which is burning hot, your hands clenched up in wet pockets, and your feet seeming to partake of the nature of the ice that clogs your boots?

            
"Don't talk to me about the pleasures of winter. It is said that man can protect himself against the greatest severity of cold, while he seeks in vain for relief against extreme heat.

            


            
"This is not altogether correct. Then consider: these artificial appliances are not universally available. Shivering humanity of the lower orders knows them not. Winter, to the great mass of the labouring population at home, is a period of privation and suffering. Cold is severe on the ragged, it is hard on the needy; and it is the ragged and the needy that make up 'the greatest number.'

            
"Although I am not partial to winter, yet I love to watch a snowstorm, especially if the outlook is from some warm and cosy indoor corner. Just as I love to muse on the roaring ocean, and watch the raging conflict of its heaving billows, from some snug nook on 
terra firma.

            
"To enjoy the war of the elements thoroughly you require 'to be out of it' But a snowstorm has an alluring charm for me. It reminds me of other days; of scenes of happy childhood.

            
"I remember so vividly how I used, as a little boy, to stand for hours together with my face flattened against the window-panes, in our dear old home on the moors, watching the big snow-flakes in their slow wavering fall, and thinking, God knows, of fairies and giants, of fights and marvels, or indulging in bright dreams of glory and adventure.

            
"How often would I wonder, in all the intensity 

of childish fancy, what I should be, what I should look like, when a great big boy, grown up, turned twenty. Imagination could no further go. I stood lost in silent admiration at the idea of the manly figure I should then possess; the frock coat, the bell-topper, the walking stick, and the cigar. I drew outlines of my very juvenile phiz, copied from a daguerreotype of the old style, for I very early got a knack of sketching, and added to the portrait a pair of comely black whiskers. What a wonderful improvement they made to my appearance; what an astonishing air of importance I would suddenly assume. And then to think that in that glorious future that was opening before me I should be able to strut into a pastrycook's, without hesitation or fear of consequences, and actually have as many tarts as I wanted! That seemed to be so far removed beyond the range of my young experiences that I could hardly realise such a state of things. How I longed to grow up quickly, to make haste to be a man, to know that I could sit up to a late dinner, instead of being marched off to bed at the stroke of eight; and of a morning be able to turn on the water for my own shower-bath, instead of having to endure the infliction of a sponging, with an occasional dab of soap in the eye when nurse was out of temper.

            


            
"I would sit in some quiet corner musing intently, and trying hard to get ever such a little peep through the dark veil of the future.

            
"Oh, how happily for me that I could not! Had I seen myself as I now am, had the shadow of the years that have since elapsed only passed before me, it would have been with a sad face that I should have retired from my musings.

            
"The melancholy past! Melancholy to me not only in its sorrows and disappointments, but also in the recollection of happiness and love.

            
"Our trials may be over, we may have weathered the storm, and we may derive even some satisfaction from the sufferings we have undergone, but who can restore to us what is lost—departed love, or friendship that is dead, a beloved one who has passed away, and the joy and brightness of days gone by?

            
"There is one dark spot in the past that time can never obliterate. There is one kind look that used to smile upon me, but that has long since vanished; one kind voice that was the voice of heaven to me, but which I shall never hear more. Long, long after she had departed hence; long after as a sorrowing child I followed the solemn procession and stood by to hear the clods and stones rebound with a hollow 

noise from her coffin, she lived to me. She lived in my dreams; in bright visions of future happiness she was present, in imaginary conversations I heard her voice.

            
"Even now, now that so many years have passed, now that I live many thousand miles from her grave, the thought that she is gone has often startled me from the sport of fancy, awakened me to cold, dark, bitter reality.

            
"I do not repine. My life has been what it was ordained to be by that Divine dispensation which passes the understanding of man, but which regulates all things. I have had my days of sunshine, I have trodden the flowery path in times gone by. At present the path is dark and thorny. I have wandered into solitary and desolate places, shrouded in gloom and beset with evil presentiments, like the 'valley of the shadow of death.' But shall I not live through it? Are there not endless vistas of sunshine beyond, pleasant arbours on the lengthy journey of life, where one can bide a while and rest, for the road is not all solitary and desolate? How can we foretell what Providence may have in store for us? So let us hope—hope and pray."
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"
September 10th.

            
"Up before dawn and got breakfast 'under way' 

by candle light. Then 'washed up'—to me the most objectionable part of my household duties. Swept the hut, tidied up things in general, and made my bed, which reminds me that I shall soon have to remake my mattress. This has consisted for a long time past in bundles of Manuka brushwood. So long as the leaves lasted they formed a tolerably elastic surface, but now that all the dead foliage has fallen off, leaving nothing but the hard sticks, it is like lying on a gridiron. I arise aching in all my bones.

            
"Off by sunrise, with a long way to go and 'a hard road to travel.' Found the hill slopes very slippery, and snowdrifts in the gullies, so I followed the spurs and made towards Mount Vulcan. No signs of the sheep all the way, and I began to feel anxious about my charge, especially concerning the young lambs. Reached the Fern-tree Gully about noon, having thoroughly examined that side of my beat, and was 'biding a wee' for a spell, when I heard a sharp crack that rang through space like a pistol-shot. There was no mistaking the sound. I ran over the ridge, to find some two thousand of my flock quietly grouped in a sheltered hollow, while on the high ground above them several rams were having a grand tournament.

            
"There was some hard hitting.

            


            
"Two savage old tups were going at it with a will; after each thumping concussion they would stagger about, stunned and stupefied, then recover themselves, lick their gums, back off some ten paces, and go it again full tilt—the hardest skull to win. This constant bumping of crowns together may account on Darwinian principles for the unmitigated stupidity of these thick-headed brutes. In the course of their development through countless ages, dominion and propagation has been bestowed on the greatest blockheads.

            
"To light is one of the first laws of nature. All animated existence is a conflict. War and bloodshed are 'necessary evils,' nor is there the slightest reason for believing that they were first introduced into the world with the original sin. They belong, on the contrary, to the very essence of the 'eternal fitness of things.' The most useful and beneficial institution in the glorious constitution of our universe. All animals (excepting man) are armed for the good fight; either to prey on the brotherhood, or for defence against insidious attacks, or for mastery in their own family relations. Creation is an armed camp, and the work of slaughtering its principal occupation. And when we contemplate the wonders of nature, and bow our heads before the Infinite Wisdom with which 

it has been ordained, we cannot fail to be struck with the many beautiful and ingenious devices afforded for effecting this good purpose. What a marvellous variety there appears in the means and appliances provided for killing! It is accomplished by animal creation with almost equal success by biting, rending, clawing, stabbing, kicking, stifling, stinging or crushing. But these be rude methods compared with the more curious and intricate contrivances of a benevolent dispensation, such as electrifying, poisoning, befouling, stinking to death, and many others equally clever. If we turn from the spectacle of bloodthirsty rage and open conflict to the guile and stratagem of the universal warfare, we are still further lost in admiration at the marvellous fertility of invention displayed in the order of nature. In its elevating study we meet with examples of every description of snare and pitfall designed to encompass the innocent or entrap the unwary. Every conceivable device for bewildering, paralysing, decoying, or bewitching with evil eye the helpless victim, is practised by nature with astonishing perfection. Even the ingenuity of man, prompted by the devil, can hardly succeed better in an art so peculiarly his own. There is one mode of discomfiting an enemy, however, which would appear to have been specially reserved for 

the benefit of the human race; it is the exquisite art of talking any one to distraction, which can only be practised by man, and is carried to its utmost perfection by woman.

            
"I watched the 
battering ram conflict with attention, and was much interested in the fight between a long-wooled ram of imposing dimensions but hornless crown, and a grand old buffer with massive and curly appendages. It was an exciting contest, evidently carried on for the 
leadership of a select group of meek and sentimental-looking ewes, that stood complacently by watching the result.

            
"The owner of the crumpled horns came off best, and having battered his opponent into a condition of harmlessness, he turned proudly to his flock to taste the reward of his prowess, when I inopportunely interfered by setting the dogs at him. The ram's blood was up; he turned on his pursuers and butted at them so vigorously that they cried off, and the savage animal looked as if for two straws he would run a tilt at me. So I bowled a piece of rock at him, which took his middle stump, and so upset his equanimity that he scampered off, and then the whole flock took to their heels after him.

            
"Returning home, I came upon the remainder of the sheep, which had found cover in sheltered nooks 

by the river-side, and did not seem to have suffered from the snowstorm. I saw no dead lambs about.

            
"I reached the hut just before dark, much relieved in mind. I have discovered with dismay that I have run out of candles, and I am much too tired to set about making some this evening. I am scribbling these notes by the light of an impromptu lamp, consisting of a wick in a pannikin of melted tallow.

            
"I find that 'The Doctor' has been round with old Darkey and the rations. He has left me a bag of flour and half a sheep, also a little box from the homestead, labelled 'Books—keep dry,' but containing, among other spiritual matter, two bottles of whisky. It is fortunate for me that 'The Doctor' had no desire to dip into literature on the way, for had he done so I fancy he might have camped out on the run for the night, and relieved the old horse of a portion of the load before reaching here.

            
"But not being a man of educated tastes, he was preserved from the mortal sin of stealing and getting drunk."
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"
11th September.

            
"To-day is Sunday—a day of rest and holiness, but to me like any other day. In my remote seclusion there is nothing to betoken the lapse of time; days and weeks pass away in one unchanging monotony.

            


            
How different to the Sundays I have known elsewhere!

            
"Here no morning bells waft their glad voices over the green meadows; no sauntering throng of country folk, in their holiday clothes, are seen wending their way by the sweet-scented hedges to the isolated village church.

            
"Here no cheerful circle is gathered for the evening by the crackling fire or round the brightly-lit and well-appointed table, where little people disport themselves with merry tattle, admonished to decorous silence in vain, and their elders look placidly on and converse in groups on congenial subjects. Here no communion of thought and pleasant relaxation; here no happy looks, no singing of psalms, no voice of prayer.

            
"A bleak and chilly south-wester sweeps down from the lofty ranges over barren flats. The huge mountains stand out against a leaden sky; their tops are glittering with snow, and gloomy forests hang about their feet. Open, wild, and desolate is the aspect of the country round about, and clad in sombre hues; and when I return in the cold and darksome evenings to my solitary cabin, and sit in utter loneliness by the smouldering fire, is it strange that my thoughts should wander back to other scenes—to the 

recollection of many a quiet Sunday as I have known it in the old country? Sunday has been to me a day of infinite variety. I have known it in very different conditions, and under varying climes.

            
"I have fretted over the weariness of the day in smoky London, when staying with prim old relations, to whom life was 'a vale of tears,' and the seventh day set apart for a special downpour.

            
"They were kindly people, but rigid and dull. Prejudice and intolerance obscured their vision; they could no longer see the blessed light of day except through these discoloured glasses.

            
"Poor old Aunt Sophia! She loved me, I suppose, in her precise, sober, and sensible way, as was becoming in an aunt of the old English religious pattern.

            
"When I was a very small boy she used to fondle me a little, especially after my darling mother's death, and to the last—I will give her full credit for it—she prayed for me assiduously.

            
"She used also to read aloud to me, from very old-fashioned juvenile books, in which naughty boys always came to a grievous end and were being soundly flogged in the meantime. Much literary space was devoted to the whipping business. I was not deeply impressed by the moral of the tale, or by 

the fictitious birching of the 
tail, and the old lady was much vexed at this indifference—the first indications, I fear, of a hardened heart.

            
"Later on, my refusal one Sabbath evening to attend divine service for the third time, after having undergone family prayers twice, a collect lesson, and Sunday-school the same day, caused quite a consternation in that pious household. It was referred for consideration to the family council, and I wonder to this day how it was that I escaped the orthodox punishment. As it was, my godless bringing up was bemoaned in tears. My good aunt put it all down to the evils of a foreign education; to the want of the Bible and of wholesome discipline. What could be expected from outlandish schools, where infidel teaching prevailed, cricket was unknown, and flogging was not allowed? It jarred against all her notions of propriety that any English boy should have been so neglected.

            
"As I advanced in age I fell back in divinity. At eighteen I did not know my shorter catechism, and I stubbornly refused to be confirmed, which was a terrible blow to her, for she had stood my godmother and was (nominally) answerable for my sins. By so doing I not only lost in grace—I lost her good graces. Truly, she wept when I left the shores of old England, 

and she wrote that she remembered me always in her prayers; but alas! she remembered me not in her will.

            
"Sunday always reminds me of my old aunt, for we spent so many of them together. It was never a 
lively day, but those I spent at her pretty country place in Devonshire are indelibly impressed on my memory. They were always associated in my mind with long walks (to save working the horses), interminable prayers, and cold joints for dinner. But the pleasant reminiscences which fill in the mental picture refer to the sunny landscape, the painted fields, the group of villagers, the procession of white-aproned school-girls, who curtseyed as we passed grandly by. And in the bright afternoons, my run with the head gamekeeper—with whom I was an especial pet—while the old lady was resting her poor stiff bones from the fatigue of much kneeling. Then in the soft dusk of evening the swell of the little organ in the front hall, which my cousin Maddy could play so sweetly, would hold me entranced, and seem to revibrate even now through the long lapse of years. When night came, and the lamps were lit and the family met together in the large drawing-room, I would lie coiled up on the gaudy tiger-skin rug, and bask in the glow of the log fire, and listen with childish attention to the hum of many voices.

            


            
"I was not irreligious in those days—I try to believe that I am not altogether irreligious now—and I remember that in church I used to pray most fervently for a minute or two at a stretch; but that short effort exhausted my powers of endurance, and my thoughts would then take to wool-gathering, and my 
absent mind would revert to its earthly surroundings. I noticed, with much greater interest than I ought to have done, the bald heads of many of the congregation—they formed conspicuous marks for my roving eye to rest upon. The ladies' bonnets—I never looked any lower—were also severely scrutinised; but what chiefly riveted my attention during divine service were the grimaces and fidgetings of the little choir-boys, and the sly pokes they gave one another between the singing acts.

            
"I never could quite understand the Church service, and as a little boy I used to ask the why and where-fore of those numerous repetitions. I was told that originally—in the very old times—there had been three services, and that these three had been lumped together into one, and thereby afforded a triple dose. I could have understood that much, if there had been only one concentrated service—but 
three! It seemed to me out of all reason. Then I often wondered how my poor Aunt Sophia could remain on her knees—I 

used only to 
make-believe to Kneel—through the endless litany, and wag her head piteously over the responses, and keep repeating with (to me) painful iteration that she was 'a miserable sinner.' I didn't believe a word of it. I felt sure that she was nothing of the sort. Not 
miserable, for she was rich and kept a carriage, and gave her orders every morning to the cook for all sorts of good things; nor 
a sinner either, for she was always so particular and so proper, and was for ever talking about 'chastisement' either in this world or the next.

            
"My ideas about religion—as far back as I can remember having an idea—always dwelt upon what was loving and comforting. After I had repeated my set prayers by rote, I used to indulge in a little orison on my own account—something out of my own head—a childish confession of ignorance and levity—a touching appeal for love and pity.

            
"My 'religious sense' has ever been a yearning after the spiritual—a cry of the heart! I cannot formulate it; I cannot express it, for it is beyond the range of words. 
Faith I could possess; a stereotyped 
belief never!

            
"I have said that Sunday has been to me a day of infinite variety. I have known it on the Continent, at sea, in outlandish parts—everywhere but in this 

remote solitude, where it does not exist. The Sunday of the gay French capital I remember well, although I was but a little boy then. How bracing and invigorating was the very atmosphere of that charming abode. The dazzling light, the bustling and laughing throng, the lively rattle of Les Champs Elysées; who could forget it?

            
"I was always partial to the mercurial Frenchman, and a disciple of his gay philosophy of life, which consists in making it enjoyable both to ourselves and to others. How simple in theory; how difficult in practice. How woefully I have failed in the attempt!

            
"
Le Dimanche in Paris was a pretty sight — it was more than that—a joyous spectacle. The gaiety of individuals would inspire the many, and the gaiety of the many would react on individuals, until all was gay. There was a simmering of merriment that was constantly boiling over in boisterous exhilaration. Charming, but not in keeping with our ideas of what Sunday ought to be. The genius of that blessed day should be 
cheerfulness; as far removed on the one side from dissipation and noisy levity as from enforced dulness and morose austerity on the other.

            
"Then there was the German 
Sonntag, its listless mornings, devoted to a monotonous divine service, 

that never seemed to me to reach the heart of the population. With us the female element predominates largely in church, but Germans are a practical people, that have to adapt themselves to requirements, and they find that the males can best be spared from other duties on these holy occasions.

            
"So Herr Professor attends the church, in which he has not the faintest belief, while Frau Professorin stays at home to cook the family dinner. A sensible arrangement, especially as concerns the dinner.

            
"As some compensation for the dull mornings, the afternoons were given up to dancing and beer drinking—amusements that were not to my taste. So I never liked the German Sunday; it was neither one thing nor the other."
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"
12th September.

            
"My life is a miserable labour, without pleasure, companionship, or hope. I rise in the mornings shivering in the cold, to work as wearisome as it is uninteresting, and return in the dark evenings, tired and dispirited, to brood over the dull void of the past, or to fret at the uncertain decrees of the future. My past life has been restless and unhappy, my present existence is utterly wretched, and I have but slight hopes that better days may soon be in store for me, 

for, although I am much given to indulge in vain and childish anticipations, and to build 'castles in the air,' yet sober sense and sad experience teach me how seldom such hopes are realised. But it is the fate of mankind to

            

              

                
'Trust on, and think to-morrow will repay.


                
To-morrow's falser than the former day.'
              

            

            
"I shall soon leave this place, and then I shall be a stranger and a vagrant on the face of the earth; for, although dear Val's friendly plan may be partly realised, yet I have only to look upon his face to feel how transient must be his resting place.

            
"He is doomed, poor fellow, doomed by that fell disease that knows no mercy. I have but little hope where he is concerned beyond that of being able to soothe and comfort him in what threatens to be a rapid decline.

            
"As regards myself, I have no fear for my immediate wants; I can always scratch out a living in this country, even if I have to do it with manual labour. But the prospect is dark and repulsive. I feel that I was never intended to crawl through life as a hired drudge. And yet I have a strong aversion to an aimless life, and I would never consent to be a 'hanger on.' I am estranged in mind and sentiment from the 

busy practical world, and yet I know that I must find some place in it—some part to play on the world's stage.

            
"To battle with difficulties, I have courage and resolution for it. To strive, to venture, to endure hardships, I am not afraid of the ordeal. But to plod slowly and drearily along the unvarying course day by day, and year by year, through the freshness of youth and the strength of manhood, to work the treadmill of some regular avocation, is beyond my strength. Yet such is the secret of success in life, to plod, to plod on, ever to plod. The race is not to the swift, but to the persevering. It is not accomplished by eager flights, by heroic efforts, by the generous or the brave, but by incessant drudgery, unvarying attention to business, and sordid accumulation, not forgetting Dame Fortune, who has a big hand in distributing the good things of this world.

            
"As for me, I have no object in life, and I have tried in vain to make myself one; neither have I any luck, so that my chances of getting on are but poor. And yet I feel at times that I have keen capabilities of both activity and enjoyment within me, and that under more favourable auspices I might be—a happy man!

            
"I fear that wealth has not sufficient attractions for me. I can appreciate its advantages, and would 

enjoy a slice as well as most people, but somehow or other money-making is not 'in my line.' I rarely give it a thought, and when forced to consider the miserable business I do so 'against the grain.' Now money-making is not an art, as some people think, still less can it be considered a science, for all that is written about the principles of finance is rubbish—money-making is a 
worship. The golden calf has to be duly installed in the inmost 
sanctum of our daily lives; it has to be omnipresent in all our labours and struggles, our hopes and desires. It must become the guiding star before which all other lights pale and vanish.

            
"I have always refused to commit the idolatry, for which most people would commend me openly; for every one expresses the same outward contempt for 'filthy lucre.' But this is a miserable hypocritical affectation that nobody is deceived by. I rather hold with bluff old Doctor Johnson that this universal striving to make money is not only excusable in itself but even commendable. There are certainly much more unworthy aims towards which a man may direct his energies. Let money-making pass, but when it descends to 
money-grubbing then it becomes degrading and repulsive.

            
"Now, by far the greater part—I should say at 

least nine-tenths—of the wealth accumulated is obtained by money-grubbing—by scraping and saving. The despicable process is hateful to me, and I could almost fly to the other extreme and exclaim with the witty Frenchman—

            

              

                
'Economy is the mother of vices.'
              

            

            
"Rank blasphemy, no doubt; but at least it may be admitted that parsimony is the meanest of virtues. Whatever my foibles and deficiencies may be, at least let me hope that I shall never be 
mean.

            
"The enjoyment of accumulating riches must be in the making, for it is rare indeed to find a money-grubber who is happy in the distribution of his hoard. With a few exceptions, it is a case of dragging out the choicest days of youth in slavery and want, exhausting the energies of manhood in wearisome toil, to reap the fruits at some distant and uncertain future, when they may be tasteless or unneeded.

            

              

                
'Poor is my youth, and in life's later scenes


                
  Rich to no end, I curse my natal hour,


                
Who nought enjoyed while young, denied the means,


                
  And nought when old enjoyed, denied the power.'
              

            

            
"Next to that fatal defect in my character, 
indiffer-

ence to money, I have another deplorable want—the lack of ambition. I came to the conclusion long ago, and I have no reason to doubt its correctness, that I have not got it in me ever to rise above dull mediocrity. I never felt within me the sacred fire that stimulates genius to heroic exertion. I tried my hand at literature, and saw my way to pitiable starvation in the modern Grub Street; I have a natural taste for art, and I once indulged in ardent aspirations of becoming a painter, of course. My kind old master used to pull me affectionately by the ear and whisper, '
Courage, travaillez; travaillez, courage!' but notwithstanding considerable application and no lack of self-confidence, I soon discovered that I should have much difficulty in earning a precarious living as an artist, and that, as to rising to eminence, it was beyond my power. There was only something wanting, but that something was fatal. My horizon has been too vast for my capabilities. I have never been able to achieve distinction even in small things; how useless, therefore, would it be to attempt great ones.

            
"My illusions have been crushed by the hard knocks of practical experience, and illusion is the greatest stimulant to exertion; without it who would care to struggle on through thorny paths and over endless 

obstacles towards an unattainable goal? For after all said and done, what is life's ambition but

            

              

                
'A vain pursuit of fugitive false good.'
              

            

            
I give it best."
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"I have missed an entry in my diary—not that it matters, for I have nothing to record, but the resolution I had made to jot down a few stray thoughts every evening has been broken. Last Saturday I was nearly stuck up for a light, but yesterday evening I found myself in a worse predicament, for I had run out of bread. I could make light of the want of light, but we cannot manage without the 'necessaries,' from emperors down to philosophers; and although I am imbued with procrastination to the very marrow, and make it a rule never to do to-day whatever by any means can be put off till to-morrow, I knew there was no shirking this imperative duty.

            
"Now there is one thing I always declaim against, conceit; but I must confess that I do 
rather fancy myself as a baker. I have studied the art, I have reduced it from first principles to practice, and, last but not least, I have succeeded.

            
"It has been no easy task, no light achievement. I will not say that the art of baking is like that of 

poetry, or even comparable to the inborn genius for roasting: '
on est né rôtisseur.' Nevertheless it needs for its acquirement much patience and careful observation, and 'a knack' into the bargain. The first two requisites are within the reach of all, but 'a knack' is a thing not to be picked up anyhow or anywhere.

            
"My first attempts at baking a 'damper' were failures, a lamentable fiasco, and yet I had watched several bushmen at the job, and carefully noted every feature of the process. I had taken it all in, and had even gone so far as to criticise the performances of others. Well, I kneaded it, slapped it, patted it into shape, and buried it in hot ashes. I admit to have been somewhat negligent of the firing, having indulged in a few winks during that tedious baking time. However, the damper came out looking the right thing, only rather pale in colour. I was careful not to cut into it while hot, but next morning I sliced it into halves with great 
gusto.

            
"It was just like dividing a lump of putty, and to have put one's teeth into the glutinous substance might have brought about lockjaw. Nothing dismayed, I tried again. This time the firing was not neglected; in addition to a shovel full of red hot embers I threw a handful of dry sticks on to the 

heap to keep up a blaze, and I also gave the damper an extra half-hour in the fire, to make sure that it should not be 
under-done. It came out as brown as a berry, and so hot that there was no handling it, and I had to kick it about the floor as a cooling process. Next day I tried in vain to cut a slice; the knife would not scratch it. I tried the tomahawk, but that was too light to make an impression. Determined not to be beat, I took it outside, placed it carefully in position on the chopping block, then swung high in air the American axe, and delivered a terrific cut which nearly cut my leg off, for the blade glanced off the loaf and came back upon me. As for the damper, it shot down the gully, madly pursued by Mop, and it was afterwards picked up near the creek. I found that the stroke of the axe had made an indentation, which enabled me by means of the mawl and wedges to effect an opening. This process, however, was so tedious, and kept breakfast waiting so long, that I gave it up, and took to frying pancakes, most indigestible stuff, from which I suffered all the pangs of dyspepsia.

            
"These were early trials; 
now I can bake a damper against any man; but I prefer the camp oven, with a little baking soda and acid, just enough to make the bread rise without discolouring it.

            


            
"I think the greatest bother I ever had over any out-station job was my first attempt at skinning a sheep. Killing the animal I never would do, and should I be driven by actual necessity to slaughter, I think that I would bring out my gun to it. To seize upon one of these poor, wild, helpless brutes, throw it down, tie its legs, kneel on its head, and deliberately cut its throat, is too cold-blooded a performance for my nerves. I have such an aversion to the idea that I get my meat sent to me with the other rations.

            
"Once upon a time, when I was a 'new chum,' and only just settled at the hut, Malcolm consented to bring in a mob of sheep and kill a wether, provided I did my share of the work in skinning the animal and cooking the dinner. Agreed.

            
"I was left at home with the dead sheep strung up in position, and, armed with a butcher's knife, I proceeded to business.

            
"I had often watched sheep being skinned before, but had never tried my hand at it. It appeared a very simple process. The hind legs were soon bared, but when I came to the trunk I made one unfortunate omission, for I quite forgot to slit the skin down the middle of the animal; I tried to take it off 
whole. I soon experienced a difficulty; instead 

of peeling off so easily I found it stuck fast. I tugged and tugged until I was fagged out. At each desperate pull the hide would give a little bit, but it was an endless business. Then I would try to loosen the skin with the point of the knife, and resume the tugging. There was progress to report, but it was very slight. For the life of me I could not make out what was wrong. I was bathed in perspiration and besmeared with sheep's blood. I had managed, after heroic exertions, to drag the skin off as far as the shoulders; there it stuck fast. No amount of force or persuasion availed any further. It was getting late, and I was dead beat. At that moment Malcolm returned. He had been away three hours, and was expecting his dinner. To his dismay he found the hut empty and the fire not even lit. He ran to the sheep-yard, wondering what had happened, when the sight of the desperate struggle going on there was too much for even a Scotchman's composure. He went off into a fit and roared out—

            
"'Hech, mon! D'ye ken yon beastie is nae a rabbit?'"
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"Excessive loneliness has made me a dull creature. Oh, would that I could exclaim with that sweet song—

            

              
'My mind to me a kingdom is.'

            

            


            
But it is more like a prison. I am so shut up within myself that I cannot give vent to my thoughts and feelings; my soul flutters and beats against the bars of its narrow confinement, and seeks in vain for freedom and expansion.

            
"It is of my own seeking. I purposely fled from the Old World—a world (such as I saw it then) that was discordant and uncongenial to me—a world made up of trivialities, bustle, greed, sensuality, and emptiness—a world in which I wandered forth, listless and solitary, as a stranger lost in the whirl of some great city. I foolishly expected that a new country, wide and bountiful, oppressed with no burdens, hampered with no restrictions, but fresh and fair from the hands of God, would afford much happier conditions of life and progress. I indulged in the ordinary silly enthusiasm of young thinkers. To be free! What else on earth could equal it? I thought to find peace and contentment in sweet communion with nature; I hoped to improve by study and reflection—to draw all my moral sustenance from the mind. I promised myself to analyse my thoughts, to look into my heart, to acquire the highest wisdom.

            

              

                
'And all our knowledge is, ourselves to know.'
              

            

            
But it is not so. The knowledge of ourselves will reveal us nothing—nothing worth knowing. Within 

the inmost recess of our own minds there is no realm to explore, no secrets to unmask. We peer in vain within our consciousness of self—our inward being. We can distinguish certain features and tendencies, such as unsatisfied longings, distracted imaginings, a fire of passion, a yearning for sympathy or a bitterness of hate—beyond that all is a blank, the dark impenetrable mystery of the soul.

            
"To the would-be student of human nature I would say, as the result of my melancholy experience, 'Avoid metaphysical research, for it is vain and unprofitable; waste no precious time on psychological studies, for they only resolve themselves into an empty jargon; better learn Chinese, for that 
might be useful. Seek not to know thyself, seek not to tear asunder the veil of thy inmost being, but seek rather to ascertain the conditions under which thou mayest thrive and be happy—the diet that will give thee moral health.'

            
"Yet remember! The mind, even if it soar to heaven, cannot give thee happiness. It may yield thee discernment and knowledge—knowledge of all things, and boundless stores of erudition—it may grant thee strength and resignation, and even afford thee some measure of intellectual enjoyment, but it cannot give thee happiness.

            
"Happiness is from the heart alone."
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Chapter IX.

        

The alarm of wild dogs! Raleigh had been aroused in the night by the sound of barking on the hills, and his dogs had shown by their excitement and trepidation that they scented the enemy far off. It was an anxious time for the shepherd.

        
In former years great havoc had been committed among the sheep by these pests, but by dint of poisoning and hunting them down they had been exterminated or driven away, and the flocks had latterly remained unmolested.

        
At the first streak of dawn Raleigh was up, and, armed with his gun, was making rapid strides in the direction from whence the nightly disturbance had proceeded. He soon came across traces of the marauders; the flocks had been driven from their camping-ground, and numerous young lambs, abandoned by their terrified mothers, were bleating piteously in the gullies, or had succumbed to the cold and exposure. A few yards further on he came across a fat wether that lay dead across the track, 

with a gash in its throat. There was but one bite, but it had been a deep and effectual one, showing that the destroyer understood his work thoroughly. Other victims followed, strewed about the hill-side, and all despatched with the same single but fatal grip.

        
Raleigh followed on the bloody track, anxious and alarmed, fearing that at every turn he might come upon more evidence of ruthless havoc, when suddenly, on a rocky rise before him, started up the head and fore quarters of a fierce and savage animal. It was a huge wild dog, of some mongrel breed, that looked like a cross between a mastiff and a deer-hound, with pointed ears, dark reddish hair, and flaming eyes.

        
Raleigh stopped short, called in his startled collies, and prepared to fire.

        
At that moment what would he not have given to have been a crack shot; all his knowledge of Greek, all his profound reading in Kant and the modern metaphysicians, would he joyfully have exchanged for a steady arm and a practised eye.

        
The animal stood within thirty yards; it was a splendid chance; but the excitement of the moment and his flurried condition unnerved the hunter. He lowered his weapon and pulled the trigger, but the 

gun didn't go off—and for a very good reason, for it stood at 
half cock. Before he could rectify this little omission, the wild brute had sprung from its place and darted down the hill-side with the swiftness of an arrow. Raleigh got a flying shot at it, and saw the ball strike the ground within a foot's length of its head; but alas! "a miss is as good as a mile;" the depredator had escaped.

        
With rage in his heart, and disgusted beyond expression at his own stupidity, Raleigh followed up the chase, and for long hours he wandered about over hill and dale, beating up the bushes and skirting the dense forests of the high ranges. But in vain; he had missed his chance, and it did not occur again. Tired out, and much dejected, he at last regained the uplands, and set about mustering together his scattered flock.

        
The losses sustained had been serious, but it was the likelihood of a recurrence that mostly distressed the anxious shepherd, for while that bloodthirsty destroyer was at large there could be no security for the sheep. He found that the ewes and lambs had not travelled far, but on examining the fresh footprints on one of the leading spurs he noticed with alarm that a considerable number of the flock had taken to the ranges, in the direction of Mount Vulcan.

        


        
The tracks were deeply marked in the soft ground, and he could follow them without difficulty.

        
It was evident that the wild dog had gone in pursuit, for on the summit of the first hill a valuable ram was found killed. A little further on he noticed with dismay that the tracks led straight to the edge of a deep precipice. He approached with trepidation to the brink of the cliff, and peering into the dark abyss, could distinguish a number of white specks on the rocks below. The shocking truth then broke upon him; the whole flock had perished in one fatal leap.

        
Without a moment's hesitation Raleigh determined to go down into the ravine and ascertain the extent of the disaster. It was a perilous descent, and even his dogs were unable to follow him down the almost perpendicular face of the precipice, but had to remain on the top, running to and fro in the utmost consternation at the disappearance of their beloved master, and appealing to him with piteous howls.

        
But Raleigh was reckless, and once launched on the desperate venture, there was no holding back or retracing his steps. He slid down over a portion of the abrupt declivity on to a rocky ledge, and thence managed to scramble along to a projecting spur that afforded a footing for descent. Clutching hold of 

stony protuberances, and grappling to the stumps of bushes, he was able to lower himself by crag and crevice until he reached the bottom of the chasm.

        
A deathlike calm reigned in the gloomy cavity. On either side the beetling cliffs rose up to dizzy heights, shedding a dim obscurity around. Overhead a little strip of the sky shone with a deep intensity of blue, across which the scudding clouds shot swiftly by. The enormous rocks, discoloured with the stains of ages, glistened in the pallid light with oozing moisture, and from their shattered rifts luxurious verdure grew, and tangled bushes drooped, while creeping plants hung in festoons from their scraggy brows. The ground was strewn with great boulders that showed their smooth faces through dark masses of outspreading ferns; from mossy banks many wild flowers sprang, and spread out their pale blossoms to glimpses of the sunlit sky; and in a tortuous rock-hewn channel a tiny rill trickled on a bed of white sand, amidst sparkling crystals and shining pebbles of many colours.

        
A grave it was; profound in one of Nature's vaults; shrouded from the sunbeam glare; protected from the rage of the elements; walled up from all intrusion; close, damp, silent, but open above to the bright radiance of heaven.

        


        
As Raleigh looked about him, a deplorable sight met his anxious gaze; for scattered over the rocky recess lay the bodies of a hundred sheep or more. Some were strewn about isolatedly; others lay in heaps together; all were quite stiff and cold. There were no apparent marks of violence, no bloodstains or hideous contortions; they lay stretched out in their soft white fleeces, in so quiet and natural a manner that it seemed strange at the first glance to realise that they were all dead.

        
Raleigh looked on in mournful silence; he felt thrilled by the solemn stillness of death, and his eye wandered from one to the other of the prostrate groups of lifeless creatures. He noticed many grand old rams, venerable in the amplitude of their twisted horns, that appeared as if laid out in state on the rugged ground; poor, meek-looking ewes, all huddled together, with open mouths and glazed eyes, expressive of panting terror; and scores of sprightly year-lings, whose curly little heads seemed redolent of frolic and friskiness even in the throes of death.

        
Absorbed in melancholy contemplation, all the incidents of the fatal scene passed vividly before him. A few hours previously and these gentle creatures had been disporting themselves in the ardour of their simple lives, gambolling on the sunny slopes, 
nib-

bling the tender blades, or bleating to one another over the airy downs, as they wandered in files along winding tracks to their camping-ground.

        
Then, in the dead of night, under the cold glimmer of the stars, they are startled by a strange and hideous noise. They hear it approaching; the pattering of flying feet, the loud panting of terrified fugitives, the resounding bark of the pursuer, that is close upon them. They rush and crowd and press together, they stare wildly around into the looming darkness. Then, seized with a panic, they dash forward, blindly, madly. Onwards, still onwards! with terror for their guide; they scamper up the rocky spurs, they pour tumultuously down the treacherous slopes, they reach the fatal brink, they plunge to instantaneous destruction.

        
He saw it all; he grieved that he had not been there to protect the poor timid creatures, to shield them against so malignant a foe; he deeply regretted that on the first alarm he did not sally forth, even in the depth of night, when perchance his presence on the ground might have averted the disaster.

        
Raleigh tarried long in the darksome hollow, oppressed with weariness and melancholy; until the deepening shadows intensified the surrounding gloom, and a humid chill aroused him to a sense of his 
posi-

tion. He then began to look about him with a view to getting out again. The prospect was not inviting. His heart failed him as he contemplated the mighty cliffs towering above him, and he felt almost aghast at the temerity he had shown in attempting such a descent, and wondered that he had ever reached the bottom of the precipice alive. He turned his attention to the course of the ravine, in the hopes of finding some other means of escape, but on either side overhanging rocks and impenetrable thickets barred the passage. He was becoming seriously impressed with the difficulties and dangers of the situation when a rustling noise attracted his notice, and the next moment his faithful dogs came bounding on the scene, transported with joy at regaining their lost master, and loud in their demonstrations of delight.

        
The sagacious animals, after diligent search, had discovered a practicable road into the chasm, and they were prompt at indicating the way to their master. It was a frightful scramble through black defiles and tangled bushes. In many places Raleigh had to adapt himself to the mode of locomotion of his nimble guides and crawl on all fours. He succeeded, however, in reaching the summit, but very much exhausted, bespattered with mud and scratched all over, and he returned along the high ground to the starting point 

where he had left his gun. Here, tired and dispirited, he threw himself down on the stony slope, within a few feet of the brink of the fatal precipice, and relapsed into one of his fits of gloomy despondency.

        
Raleigh was much subjected to mental depression; it was a natural tendency, aggravated by melancholy habit and intensified by a life of dreary solitude. On the present occasion he was also weak and faint, not having tasted food since early dawn, and the reaction from violent and sustained exertion had further unnerved him.

        
As he lay on the bare ground, with his head reclining on his folded arms and his eyes intent on vacancy, he gave himself up to the poignancy of brooding grief—to the bitterness that wrung his heart.

        
He felt like one that had been deserted in a wilderness, there to linger and to die.

        
The thoughts of home, the remembrance of bygone happiness, seemed to him like a distant vista that was swiftly receding from sight and fading into oblivion; while a sense of abject misery, of utter loneliness and hopelessness, grew upon him with such intensity that it seemed to crush him to the ground. He looked up to the glowing sky, but it appeared sombre and lowering; the dancing sunbeams were reflected in his dim eyesight with a lurid glare; the soft 
rust-

ling of the breeze sounded to his ear like a muttered wail.

        
The gloom increased; it hung heavily over him, it covered all.

        
He asked himself what joy he had in life, and for what purpose did he exist. Poor solitary waif, adrift on dark and troublous waters, ever contending in an aimless and useless struggle.

        
In that dismal outlook no beacon shone, no haven offered for rest and shelter.

        
To die! it was the universal fate, the common lot of all. Some day his throbbing heart must cease to beat; his eyes would see the light of heaven no more, his restless soul would depart hence—for ever. To die! What mattered it? A few short years sooner or later—mere fleeting moments in the endless course of time. Why then hang back at the inevitable—why delay the fatal hour?

        
Would he be missed? Sad solitary wanderer, unknown, uncared for; consigned to some secluded grave in the desolate wilds he had for a brief period inhabited. Remembered with kindness by a few rough mates, and a passing topic of their nightly yarns by the bush fire, for a short season; then to be forgotten. One cherished brother, far away, might weep at the sad news, but his tears would soon be 

wiped away by ever-changing scenes and diversity of occupation. And that was all! To the pre-ordained dispensation of the world the extinction of his puny life would be of no greater moment than a fling of the spray from the sinking billow on the bosom of the mighty ocean.

        
To die! A momentary pang for eternal relief.

        
There, at his feet, lay the gaping chasm; a ready grave awaiting him. One step further, one bound into space, and all would be over. From the dark-some hollow a cold mist rose up, and crept upon him, and enveloped him as with a shroud; he felt chilled to the heart, and a deadly torpor seized his limbs. Then from out the cavernous profundity he heard a voice calling to him—calling to him to 
come.

        
He started with a cry of anguish, and gazed wildly round; the terrible reality revealed itself in naked horror. In the spasmodic movements of his body he had loosened the stones from under him; he had slid forward on the moving mass, getting nearer to the brink, still nearer.

        
A desperate resolution forced itself on his distracted mind, but yet he paused, held back by an invisible hand.

        
And then "a small still voice" spoke to him, in thrilling accents, that calmed the tempest of his soul.

        


        
It said to him, "Why art thou cast down? Where-fore this rage of despair?

        
"The light thou prayest for is shining above thee, brilliant as the midday orb, but in thy blindness thou canst not see it. The fancied miseries thou groanest under are of thy own making, for nature has been liberal to thee, and has endowed thee with health and strength; the tortures thou sufferest are self-inflicted in thy madness; the gloom that oppresses thee is but a passing cloud of thy own distempered brain.

        
"Around thee all is benign and beautiful; the resplendent heavens above, the majestic snow-clad mountains, the sounding waters, and the waving woods. Thy much-loved nature smiles upon thee, and thou hidest thy face in the dust; she hails thee with gladness, and thou answerest with tears and craven groans.

        
"Foolish youth! Is it not enough that God has placed trials in thy path, but that thou must raise up against thyself a mountain of fancied woes to crush thee? What needest thou fret at the inscrutable decrees of a Divine Providence? What canst thou know about it?

        
"Thinkest thou in thy insane presumption to dispute with fate, to cavil at the universal law? Thou wouldst cast away thy life as if it were a thing of no account. Remember! it was a gift of Heaven, 

Pause, madman! Reflect! Thou canst not offend against any of the ordinances of nature without incurring retribution. Every breach of the moral law brings its punishment, even in small things, as thou knowest; and wouldst thou then brave them all, commit the irreparable crime, and appear before thy Creator as a murderer?

        
"Arise; be up and doing! Let thy conscience be thy guide—it will not fail thee.

        
"Thou knowest not whence thou camest or whither thou goest, nor canst thou ever know; but thou hast work to do, and thy allotted task to fulfil—let that suffice thee.

        
"Arise, and be of good cheer! Heed not the passing hour, but walk in hope and faith, for how canst thou tell what happiness may not await thee in the hidden future?"

        
He struggled to rise, and staggered to his feet; the scene swam before his eyes, a deadly perspiration diffused from every pore, a deadly giddiness seized him—he felt the ground failing under his feet, he knew that he was sliding towards the brink. He made a frantic effort to save himself; the rocky edge on which he stood burst away from under him and rattled down the precipice with a loud report, but he fell backward, and, clutching hold of a clump of 

brambles, was able to regain his feet and clamber up to the high level ground. Then everything seemed to whirl round, darkness closed upon him, and he sank prostrate in a dead faint.

        
Returning consciousness broke upon Raleigh, like the awakening from some harrowing dream; he remained crouched upon the ground, bewildered and dizzy, as one affected with vertigo.

        
A crushing sense of faintness and oppression weighed him down.

        
He started at the feel of a cold soft touch to his cheek. His petted Tiny was nestling up against him, and was licking his face. Raleigh returned the caress, and pressed his devoted companion closer to his breast. That dumb expression of love struck a sympathetic chord in his heart, and relieved the agonising tension of his overstrained feelings. He covered his face with his hands, laid his head on the ground, and wept.

        
The rustling breeze flowed over the grassy downs and whistled through the bending reeds, the hum of winged insects filled the air, and the lively chirping of crickets resounded from every bush, while the warm sunlight covered all.

        
Raleigh rose to his feet and hurried away with 

quick unsteady steps, like one haunted by some undefined dread and fleeing from hidden danger.

        
A flow of golden light burst upon the scene and immersed it in glory, a luminous haziness hung over the deep ravines and crept in soft shadows round the rocky spurs, while the lofty mountains gathered their purple mantles round their rugged breasts and from their cold clear heights looked down in sadness on the glowing expanse below.

        
But the lonely wanderer plodded wearily onwards; he felt not the balmy breath of spring, his eyes, bedimmed with tears, saw not the splendour of the setting sun, and the thrilling symphony of nature did not reach his inattentive ear. He paused for a few moments on the confines of the elevated table-land and looked languidly about him in the gathering shadows of evening.

        
Suddenly a strange sound was wafted across the undulating ground. It was not like the bleating of sheep, or the bellowing of cattle, or the sharp cry of any bird, but a hoarse, harsh, croaking noise, that reverberated through the gullies. Raleigh listened attentively. After a while the echoes grew louder, and he fancied that he could distinguish something like a human shout.

        
"It sounds to me," he said to himself, "very much 

like some hard swearing, mellowed down by the distance."

        
The surmise was correct. In a few moments a black dot appeared in sight on the opposite hill, two tiny specks, like satellites, revolving about it. These were magnified by Raleigh's field-glass into the form of a man with two dogs, while a little ahead of them could be noticed a few sheep that were whirling about in rapid circles.

        
As the figure approached the intonations became more pronounced; they rose at times to a shrieking yell, and then died away into a hoarse growl. The words were indistinct, but the prevalence of the consonant B in the frequent expletives gave certain indications to a bushman's ear of the character of the language employed.

        
Between the volleys of imprecations, however, and the barking of the dogs, other tones of a still more discordant strain swelled the echoing uproar. These were intended for snatches of song, and they were howled forth with stentorian energy.

        
Raleigh immediately recognised his fellow-shepherd Rainon, a dark-complexioned, snuffy, grubby little man, who worked very hard, but piped still harder, and whose approach was always heralded by the most unearthly hullaballoo.

        


        
"Git away there, Fan! Git away there! Wide, 
wide, 
wide! Oh you —— wretch! Back, I say—
back there! Oh you ——, wait till I catch yer.

        

          
(
Sings.) "'To our friends and rela-ations


          
        I now bid adio-oo,


          
     And we buckled up togither


          
        Cause we'd nothing else to do-oo.'
        

        
"Toss! come away a-hind—
a-hind, d'ye hear me! You whining, crawling ——, you —— cur! Lie down, there; 
lie down, or I'll cut your liver out!

        

          
(
Sings.) "'Some were cracked in skin,


          
        Some were cracked in mind;


          
     And some through cracks


          
        Showed their behind.'
        

        
"Now then, you blasted wretches, where are you off to? You miserable ——, I'll give you a rousing up. I'll warm your —— hides. Fetch 'em on, Toss! Worry them on, Fan! Give 'em ——.

        

          
(
Sings.) "'Tear away, fight away, Erin-go-Bragh!


          
     There was a grand potato war


          
     At the wake of Teddy the Tyler.'
        

        
"Hullo, Raleigh, is it yourself that's there? Looking as miserable as a bandicoot, and doing 
nothing, as usual. Why, what the —— have you been about, man alive?

        


        

          
(
Sings.) "'Och, me father an' mother was Irish,


          
     An' I was Irish to-o.'
        

        
"I suppose you know that your —— flock are scattered all over the —— shop?

        

          
(
Sings.) "'An' we bought an old kittle for ninepence,


          
     An' that was Irish too.'
        

        
"A thousand of your sheep are after boxing with Gray's, and there will be the divil to pay. Gray is going to sue the boss for damages, and ye'll have to pay up for this day; the old man says so.

        
"Fan, come back here! Oh you ——! I'll skin you alive. 
Back, I say. Let the —— go!

        
"The old man has got his shirt out, I can tell you. He has led us a life since he came back, grumbling and growling like a bear with a sore head. And the missus, she has been tuning them up with a caution. I was jolly glad to get out of their way.

        

          
(
Sings.) "'Oh did ye hear what roaring cheer


          
     We had at Paddy's wedding, oh!'"
        

        
"Is it that what brought you out here?" inquired Raleigh listlessly.

        
"Partly, and to help mustering, and to gaze on your cheerful face; there's fun in it! Old Malcolm and his wife and family will be out here next week, 

so ye'll have to make tracks, my boy; shouldn't wonder if you got your walking-ticket with the rest. Old Dale says he'll sack the —— lot. Well, old man, what has happened? You look as dismal as a churchyard," he continued.

        
"Wild dogs," muttered Raleigh. "I caught sight of one of them this morning; a huge, long-legged, hairy mongrel—reddish black, with pointed ears; got a shot at him, but, with my usual d——d luck, just missed."

        
"Oh murther!" exclaimed Rainon; "then we are in for it. That dog is nivir a beast. It's devilish; it's the 
dog fiend! He was about here some five years ago like a roaring lion, only that he didn't roar, and did no end of mischief; then he disappeared and left seven worse devils than himself behind, only we poisoned 
them. The brute then made a raid on Cattle Downs, and committed terrible ravages there. Divil a one could get near him; his life's charmed, by jabers! so it is. I say, won't the old man swear?"

        
"It's an awful job," sighed Raleigh. "I don't know what to do. There's half a dozen sheep worried, and a hundred smothered in the Great Gap. A horrible sight. I am fagged out and quite upset, and yet I dare not leave the ground."

        


        
"D—— it all, man, let them take their chance. We must have a spell anyhow. Nobody has ever 
bust himself as I have for the old man; and see the sort of thanks one gets for it. Come along, I'm pretty well done, and starving to boot. We'll attend to the 
dog fiend later on. Now that he has made a start he'll give us a lively time of it. Can't say that I'm altogether sorry at it either."

        
"How's that?"

        
"Why, you see I've had a little misfortune myself, and one doesn't care to be quite singular in these things. In crossing the wether flock over the Stony Creek yesterday, I lost about a score of them. Serve the wretches right; but it is a d——d nuisance for all that. Took them to the upper ford and got most of them over all right, when one cursed lot stuck up in the middle of the stream; they turned round and looked at me, the addle-headed, blatant, cranky brutes that they are. I swore at them and pelted them until I was black in the face, but it was no go. At last I 
went for them, when they took off right down the current, rolling, spluttering, kicking, and plunging—most of them drowned, of course. I was that mad that I almost jumped into the stream to follow suit."

        
"That wouldn't have improved matters," remarked the other.

        


        
"No, but there are times when I feel that I could die of rage."

        
"There are times," replied the philosopher mournfully, "when a man might willingly terminate his life out of pure weariness of living."

        
"Faith, not I!" answered Rainon; "if ever I commit suicide it will be out of sheer spite."

        
"Well," said Raleigh, "I have added another disaster to this chapter of accidents. The old gentleman may grizzle in earnest this time."

        
"So long as it doesn't all come down on my devoted head," observed Rainon; "but listen, what's that?"

        
They both started back, and Raleigh hastily cocked his gun (full cock this time).

        
A rumbling noise from the next gully shook the air; it grew louder and louder, with the pattering of many feet, the clatter of rolling stones, and a sound of hard breathing and panting. The next instant a mob of sheep, maddened by fright, rushed over the ridge close to where the shepherds were standing, and tore down the opposite declivity.

        
Hard upon them loomed forth in the misty dusk the form of a large dark animal.

        
"The 
dog fiend!" yelled Rainon, as he rushed for protection behind his companion.

        


        
The sharp crack of the rifle was followed by a piercing yell, then as the smoke cleared off there appeared—— nothing! The apparition had vanished in the twinkling of an eye.

        
"A hit—a palpable hit!" cried Raleigh, as he bounded forward, brandishing his gun as a club over his head.

        
"Stand back, man alive!" roared the other, in mortal terror; "it may be after springing upon you unawares. Keep it at bay."

        
"Come on," shouted the philosopher; "I've done for him this time; "but no traces of the animal could be found, although they went beating about the bushes and examined the ground high and low.

        
"Never mind," remarked Rainon, "if the infernal craiture's mortal it will surely die, or linger in dying agonies, which is better than killing it outright; and if it be devilish then sure you cannot kill it anyhow, but with an ounce of lead in its guts it ain't like to take up this beat any more."

        
"It wasn't a bad shot, considering all things, for it was much too dark to take a careful aim," exclaimed Raleigh, who was so highly elated that he forgot all about his fatigue and melancholy, and kept capering about like a young kid.

        
"Do you know, Rainon," he added after a pause, 

"that I believe I was cut out by nature to be a hunter; not one of your drawing-room shots or conventional sportsmen, who go in for 
battues of tame pheasants or for caracoling about in scarlet, and hallooing across the fields after a fox, but a bold trapper in the Far West, following his perilous vocation under dangers and difficulties, astride on the wild mustang when swooping down on herds of buffaloes, or striking the eagle from the clouds, bearding the grizzly in his cave, or tracking the Red Indian on the war-path. Ah, that would be a life for you!" and the philosopher in his enthusiasm gave out a lusty yell, which was the nearest approach to a war-whoop, as he had heard it rendered in L'Hippodrome at Paris; and he tossed his gun wildly into the air, intending to catch it in its fall, with that dexterity which he had also seen exhibited at the same place by performing 
soi-disant Red Indians. Unfortunately, he just managed to miss it, and the whirling weapon came down with a crash on Rainon's toes, evoking from that injured individual such a hideous outburst of blasphemous vociferation as awakened the distant echoes and set all the hills swearing at one another.

        

          
"Never was heard such a terrible curse."
        

        
Never before had the innocent responses from 

verdant grove and woody dell of this virgin ground, uncontaminated as yet by man's habitation, been called upon to repeat such shocking bad language. Rainon's dogs, accustomed as they were to these furious paroxysms of their master's temper, and to the castigations which generally followed closely upon them, were seized with fearful forebodings. They felt that they were "in for it," and although conscious of innocence, they fled panic-stricken, with their tails between their legs, and whining piteously.

        
Raleigh's poetic soul was shocked, but he fairly appreciated that considerable allowance was due to a crushed toe; so he did not attempt to interrupt the fierce torrent of invective, but let it run out its natural course until it came to a dead stop for want of breath. He then apologised, put it all down to the dog-fiend, and assisted his groaning mate to limp along.

        
Arrived at the hut, he set about preparing some refreshment, and endeavoured to make his surly guest as comfortable as possible. This was no easy job, for apart from his injured foot Rainon was a man who resented beyond all things any attempt at making him happy. His only pleasure in life, such as it was, consisted in grumbling, and the only good fellowship he admitted was a sympathetic growl. He was a natural born 
grizzle, who strongly objected to 

be amused, who hated to see other people merry, and who was much annoyed at any inquiry as to "how he enjoyed himself."

        
On the other hand, Raleigh had recovered his good spirits; he became, indeed, quite jubilant over the glorious termination of the day, and kept up a lively rattle, which was a source of vexation to his splenetic and croaking companion.

        
As the latter sat doubled up in a corner, toasting himself before the fire, with his mahogany face clutched in his bony fingers, his mischievous beady eyes peering restlessly from under a mop of lanky dishevelled hair, he was cogitating what he could say or do to mar the exuberance of his host's good temper.

        
Raleigh was never tired of descanting on his grand achievement—Rainon thought too much was being made of it; from sullen disparagement he proceeded to open doubt, and at last he was disposed to scoff at the whole affair.

        
"It's strange extraordinary, that shot of yours," he remarked, with a dubious wag of the head.

        
"What about it?" replied the other sharply. "I'm quite sure that the shot took effect."

        
"Maybe it did," continued the growler, with a hideous grin, "but I ain't sure about it being a dog."

        


        
"What rot!" exclaimed Raleigh vehemently, as he started to his feet; "didn't you see a dark object spring up on the ridge before us? Why, you yourself cried out 'The dog fiend!'"

        
"Faith, so I did," replied the other, speaking very leisurely, and with a malicious twinkle in his eye; "but the more I think about the same the more strange extraordinary it seems. Did you notice," he continued, "that our dogs were not at all startled at the sudden appearance of the dark object? 
They didn't even bark; 
they didn't mistake it for a wild dog anyhow."

        
"Well, what of it?" cried Raleigh indignantly. "What else could it be?"

        
"Well, there," replied the other demurely; "of course I can't be quite sure either way, but just after you fired your shot I fancied I saw a black sheep scuttling down the slope after the rest of the flock; maybe it was the old wether you aimed at—and 
missed."

        
"Zounds!" roared Raleigh with a stamp of his foot, but with evident signs of painful discomposure, "and how do you account for that loud piercing yell?"

        
"Oh, as for that," exclaimed Rainon, with grim satisfaction, "my old bitch Fan got peppered once, and she always gives out a yelp like that when a gun 

goes off close by. And now, my dear boy, if you don't mind, I'll just turn in, for I was up very early and I'm tired out. So good-night!"

        
To this day, in the traditions of the station, it has been a matter of doubt and dispute whether Raleigh shot the dog-fiend or only potted the old black sheep. According to Rainon, it was a "strange extraordinary" circumstance that neither of these animals have ever been seen or heard of since.
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Chapter X.

        
A 
few days later, as announced by Rainon, Malcolm M'Kay and his family, with pack and baggage, arrived in state. Mr. Cadet Norman conducted the caravan, and mounted on old Darkey, he shouted and cracked his stock-whip with much emphasis; but as no amount of persuasion would get the old horse out of a walk, the conductor was unable to bring up his troop with the 
éclat he would have liked.

        
The ancient Highlander, with staff in hand and dogs at his heels, marched in front; "his guid-wife"—a plump and buxom bright-eyed woman—was perched on a pack-horse, aloft on numerous rolls of blankets; two rosy-faced children bestrode the next animal, and the remainder of his belongings followed, piled up on a couple more station hacks. Altogether it was rather an imposing procession for those days. Raleigh watched it approaching on the opposite hill, as it wound its way in single file along the steep and tortuous track, bobbing in and out of sight across the broken ground, and finally plunging into the 
river-

bed, from whence a loud clattering of horses' feet on the rolling shingle announced its near arrival.

        
He advanced to meet the travellers with much cordiality, helped Mrs. M'Kay from off her elevated seat, and lifted the little ones to the ground.

        
The sight of the children's laughing eyes and chubby faces, in these unfrequented parts, was so fresh and pleasing, that he could hardly refrain, as he took them down in his arms, from hugging them to his breast.

        
"Well, how did you get on?" he inquired of Malcolm.

        
"Hech, mon! we just had an awfu' time o't. The wife had nae been used wi' sic ways; she wadna trust hersel' on yon beastie to gang doon thae hills. Ane o' our pack-saddles slipped off, an' we had to drop it by the way. After that yon daft brute Ginger skelpit off on the track to Grey's, an' went twa miles till I stopped her. I just thought we'd hae to lie out the night—a puir lodging for the wife an' bairns."

        
"Yes, and I couldn't do a stroke to help," complacently remarked Norman; "for that darned old Darkey wouldn't stir out of a walk, nor budge a yard off the beaten track; so that all I could do was to sit still and crack my whip. However, I don't mind 

taking a run back on Ginger with Malcolm to pick up the pack, and the sooner we start the better."

        
"Tut, tut," replied the Highlander, "we mun bide a wee!"

        
"Aye! but I canna manage to mak shift without thae articles yonder," put in the guid-wife with emphasis. "It's weel enoo' for ye menfolk to mak sae licht wi' a body's wee bit things. Ye ken weel there's a' yon bairns' claithing, an' Johnny's siller spoon an' mug the Laird o' Lochness gie'd him; an' my mither's Bible; your best glengarry an' plaidie; my silken gownd, an' the cake tins an' girdle; my tartan petticoat, an' linen sheets wi' na a brak in 'em; the tea caddy an' brown teapot, an' heaps o' ither things."

        
Raleigh endeavoured to quieten her apprehensions, and he assured her that the abandoned treasure was in no immediate danger of being plundered.

        
"There is no thieving done here," he remarked with a laugh. "In the first place, there is nothing to steal; secondly, there is nobody to do the robbing; thirdly—but it is unnecessary to proceed further. The colonist is above all things a 
practical man, and he only believes in productive work; now, in a country like this there is no opening for a thief's profession—it simply wouldn't pay. The consequence 

is that there is not a house-door within twenty miles that has a lock and key to it, and even in town you might leave your trunk by the roadside for a month; no one would touch it."

        
The "guid-wife" thought the philosopher a very pleasant gentleman, and she expressed herself much relieved in mind; nevertheless she kept urging her Malcolm to hasten back for the valuable baggage he had so ruthlessly "planted."

        
"We shall never get a moment's peace," exclaimed the cadet peevishly, "until we go back for that precious bundle."

        
"You are 
bundled off," said Raleigh. "Suppose we exchange places? I'll accompany Malcolm, and you can stay here and do the honours to the lady," he added; for in truth he was rather alarmed at the prospect of being left alone in the hut with an unprotected female.

        
"Not for Joseph," cried the other. "It's hard on a fellow, but I'd sooner brave the elements than be cooped up with a woman any day."

        
The philosopher did not like it either. He was naturally of a bashful disposition, rather frightened of the sex, and the life of deep seclusion he had been leading had increased this natural reserve to such an extent that he positively shrank from intercourse with 

his fellow-creatures. "My first impulse," he used to say, "at the sight of a stranger approaching, is to run away and hide myself in the bush;" and if such was his timidity towards his own sex, what might it not be expected to be in an encounter with a lonely female?

        
However, there was no help for it, for the two men, after partaking of "a bite" and a pannikin of tea, scampered off and left the bashful philosopher to entertain the good woman and her two children as best he could. He put a bold face upon it, showed her round the premises, expatiated on the beauties of the situation, the improvements effected, his humble attempts at gardening, the contents of the store-room, the glories of his cat, and everything else that might be considered of interest to the new - comer. Mrs. M'Kay was very affable; she smiled and nodded at all he said, and soon she became so communicative that he was spared any further distressing efforts at keeping up the conversation—she did all the talking herself. The woman had fine eyes, but Raleigh felt decidedly uneasy at the manner in which these bright orbs were bracketed upon himself; they seemed to look him through and through. He also noticed a good-natured smile playing on her bonny features that further increased his discomfort, and ended by putting 

him quite out of countenance. He began to examine his dress, to take a sly look in the glass 
en passant, to consider his general appearance with a view of ascertaining the cause of this amiable but astonishing stare. Had he then become ridiculous in the sight of woman? Was there any peculiarity about him to excite wonder or commiseration in a female breast?

        
His "bonny" guest soon put him out of his misery, for with a hearty laugh she let the secret out. "I canna think," she said, "why thae lads at the hame station tell'd me sic stories anent yoursel'. I niver thought to meet wi' sic a pleasant gentleman. They tell'd me you wouldna look at a woman, or mak' friends at all. It was too bad o' them. An' I find ye're real guid an' hamely like. So I am just that took to, that I canna but look at ye, an' am sair an' sorry that we mun part sae soon."

        
The ice having thus been broken, and the philosopher somewhat restored to equanimity, the good woman proceeded to make herself "quite at home."

        
She partially disrobed in his presence, for the purpose of putting on a working-dress, before he had time to beat a hasty retreat outside; and when he returned with considerable trepidation after she had completed her toilet, and stammered forth some sort of excuse, she fairly laughed in his face. Darkness 

then set in, and the children had to be undressed, with a few other preliminary attentions, and put to bed. This was another frightful ordeal for the bashful bachelor, and it was only at the mother's earnest entreaty that he refrained from a second precipitate exit.

        
Then came the difficult question to be debated in his anxious mind as to the arrangements to be made for the night. There was only one sleeping apartment, with two beds, for the accommodation of a married couple, their children, and the two young men. There appeared to be insuperable difficulties in whatever plan of distribution it might be proposed to adopt. Raleigh fretted and fumed over the matter until he worked himself into a state of nervous distraction. The interminable evening drew on; it was pitchy dark outside, and the pattering of rain was heard on the roof, but still there was no sign of Malcolm or the cadet. The lady, however, did not seem to worry herself much over the non-arrival of her "guid-man;" she had settled herself comfortably before the fire, with her feet on the warm hearth and her petticoats drawn up above her ankles; with one eye she watched the camp oven, in which preparations for supper were gently cooking, while with the other she cast an insinuating look upon the 
philo-

sopher, which brought on that unfortunate man a fresh attack of palpitation of the heart. At every rumbling sound, at every loud clatter of the wind, he would nervously rise from his seat and go to the door to peer anxiously out into the darkness and listen for approaching footsteps, but they came not.

        
"The cakes will soon be done," he thought to himself, as vague apprehensions filled his mind; "she will then be proposing supper, and after that it will be bedtime." This last presentiment was too much for his overstrained feelings; he fled once more to the door.

        
They came at last, all in good time, and with a formidable account of the difficulties and delays they had met with on the way.

        
The precious deposit was discovered exactly where it had been left, and when the inventory of all the valuables was called over there were none found to be missing. That business satisfactorily concluded, and the horses tethered out for the night, they all sat down to supper with a right good-will, and finished up the evening's entertainment with a bowl of whisky toddy. The anticipated terrors of the sleeping arrangements, which had occasioned to Raleigh so much mental distress, turned out to be purely imaginary The whole affair was got through with ease and 
dis-

patch. The gentlemen left the room for a few moments to get a breath of fresh air before "turning in," while the lady undressed and ensconced herself under the blankets with her two children.

        
She then turned her face to the wall while the gentlemen went through the stripping operation. The Highlander had to take a "shake-down" on the floor, while the two young men occupied the second bed together, and everything would have gone off quietly had a difference not arisen as to who should extinguish the candle.

        
The rule of the bush on this important matter is universally acknowledged to be "that the last in bed shall put out the light," but in the present instance the question was somewhat complicated by the intervening position of the shake-down, and the exact moment of the respective parties "turning in" was in doubt. Mrs. M'Kay, hearing the discussion become loud and animated, turned round on her side, and facing the disputants, tried to throw oil on the troubled waters, and was willing to decide the point as an independent witness.

        
She was jocosely taken to task by her husband, and reminded that as she had only presented her back, in all its fulness, to the actors in the scene, she could hardly set up to be a judge on the merits 

of the case; but she retorted sharply that, although not a direct eye-witness of the proceedings, yet that she had been able to take in a great deal from the clear outlines of the shadows on the wall. This unexpected admission caused some consternation among the male parties, and by introducing a new element into the dispute, threatened further complications, when the philosopher put an end to the whole affair by shying his Tam-o'-Shanter at the candle. The well-directed shot was a total extinguisher.

        
They all slept soundly, and there was some loud snoring, to which, however, no one would afterwards plead guilty. They were up betimes; the process of getting up and dressing being conducted on similar lines to the inverse performance, with due regard to appearances.

        
"There is only one thing I am concerned about," said Raleigh to his young friend the cadet, "and that's the bed. It's my own make, you know, and I had as much trouble in fixing it together as Robinson Crusoe with the legs of his chairs. It is decidedly groggy about the joints, and was never intended to carry double."

        
"The bed's all right," replied young Norman; "you 

and I have often slept in it together—look at the scantling of it."

        
"Oh! that's not it," replied the other testily; "it's not a question of scantling, or of steady pressure either. Don't you know that a structure has to be designed to carry both a dead weight and a live load. The stresses vary accordingly. You have evidently never studied applied mechanics"

        
"I don't see it," remarked Norman. "What is your stress, then?"

        
"The 
rolling load, of course."

        
"What should they roll for?" replied the other vacantly.

        
"Norman, you are an ass. Don't you understand that when to any steady weight you add a sudden impact, any strong vibration"—— The philosopher was fast losing his temper in disgust at the other's stupidity, when Malcolm who had overheard the discussion, advanced, and tapping him soothingly on the shoulder, exclaimed with a grin—

        
"Hoot, mon! we're nae that savage."

        
It did not take long to roll up all Raleigh's baggage. The only bulky packages were his books, which were a load for a couple of pack-horses.

        


        
When everything was ready, Norman proposed to make an immediate start, as he did not like the look of the clouds that were hanging about Mount Vulcan. The young man, who was not particularly bright in most things, had gained the reputation of being "weather wise;" it is supposed from some intuitive perception not given to ordinary people. His prognostications generally came out correct, and he was looked upon as a sort of walking barometer. On the present occasion he predicted "a buster," and the alacrity he displayed in hurrying on the preparations for departure was altogether opposed to his usual style of action.

        
Raleigh was a sad unbeliever in prophecies of every description; he ruthlessly discarded presentiments, and shook his head at dreams and inspirations, but he was open to argument. Norman, on his part, disdainfully refused to argue on a matter that was essentially occult; he had predicted a storm because he did not like the look of the clouds about Mount Vulcan; that was 
his reason, and he intended to act upon it, and that promptly. If the philosopher chose to lag behind he would have to take the consequences.

        
Raleigh, who was neither convinced or frightened, and who moreover did not relish the prospect of a long ride on a pack-saddle, at a slow walking pace, 

told the cadet to be off with his charge, and that he should probably overtake him on the way.

        
Accordingly he lingered behind some time; he partook of a parting cup of tea and had quite a little flirtation with Mrs. M'Kay, and a good romp with the children. So soon does a little familiarity overcome the bashfulness arising from the savagery of nature.

        
Had Raleigh been informed some twenty-four hours previously that he would be called upon to share his hut with a married couple and "bairnies twa," he would have revolted at the idea. Indeed, he would have fled in dismay from such a prospect. Now, after the experience of only one night, he felt that he could easily become reconciled to such an altered state of things. He even regretted that these good people had not arrived before. He perceived that he could easily have transformed the store into a second bedroom, and have made himself quite comfortable there; that he would have been relieved from the drudgery of cooking, and the awful botheration of having to "wash up." He reflected on the pleasant change there would have been from a dark and empty cabin to a bright fireside, with smiling faces for a welcome, and the savoury smell of well-cooked victuals for an appetiser.

        
Decidedly Mrs. M'Kay was a good-looking woman, 

and good-tempered withal, and Raleigh thought that the idle terrors he had felt at passing a few hours alone with her on the previous night would speedily vanish if the occasion were to be repeated.

        
When at last he had to take his leave it was not without a pang of regret; he frequently paused on his first steps from the hut to look back, and when he reached the farthest ridge in view, he made a lengthy halt, for one parting glance at the old house he was abandoning for ever.

        
Unmindful of the lowering clouds that darkened the horizon, and the sound of distant thunder in the air, he threw himself down on a mossy bank and, resting his elbow on the ground and his face against his open hand, he gazed languidly at the familiar scene, while a crowd of reminiscences passed in review before him. How every distinctive feature of the distant prospect brightened in his sight; how they all shone forth again in their local colouring, as they had appeared to him under varying lights and impressed themselves on his memory. There, peeping out from among crags and bushes, stands the log-hut he knows so well, and which for several years—and to him the period seems to extend back into the remote past—had been his solitary retreat. The shingly creek bed that serpentines at the base of 

the hillock glitters in the sunshine, and the streamlet that ripples over the glossy boulders shines like a streak of silver. A tiny speck indicates the limpid pool from which he drew his supply, and that little broken line against the dark shade of the fern-clad bank is the winding path up which he had so often toiled with a watery load. Yonder clump of trees, that stands out in black relief upon a yellow flat, is the shady spot where he had cut his firewood, and where so often the ring of his axe had startled the morning echoes. Over those high downs, that reflect the sunlight in golden hues, you can trace the faint outline of many a tortuous track; the beaten impressions of his incessant footsteps. Each one has its well-known destination, each its incidental record in the history of his daily rounds. That distant gap indicates the course of the Stony River, at times a foaming torrent, that tossed and tumbled its dark waters in a headlong flow, sending forth a loud, dull roar through the mountain solitudes, at other times a rocky waste, a wide bed of rolling shingle, and chain of ponds, where he had often wandered in search of sport, pursuing flocks of wild ducks in their watery resort. The great snow-capped mountains form an imposing background. Old friends and familiar faces those.

        


        
He had watched them in all their moods, and studied their ever-varying complexion; when dazzling in the morning sunlight, when veiled in sombre and mysterious grandeur, when resplendent with ethereal glories; he knew them by heart.

        
He lingered long over the farewell glance; much too long, and oblivious of the gathering storm that was hanging over his path. A cold, piercing wind had set in from the south; heavy clouds already obscured the sky, and Mount Vulcan in the distance was enveloped in a murky fog. For a while the tempest hung like a sable pall overhead, and Raleigh hurried on in momentary expectation that it would burst upon him; but no rain fell. Then the gale subsided, the atmosphere became thick and oppressive, the track increased in blackness, and big flakes of snow began to fall. The traveller had not accomplished more than half the distance to the home-stead when he was overtaken by the snowstorm, and the dreaded Mount Vulcan was still before him. He pressed hotly on, hoping to overcome the obstacle before the close of day, and he succeeded in reaching the summit of the mountain in good time.

        
At that point he found himself completely enveloped in a dense fog, and, as the track was thickly covered with snow, it became extremely embarrassing 

to steer the right course. Raleigh did not appear to realise sufficiently the difficulties and dangers of the position in which he was placed. He was dubious concerning the direct road, but he had a general knowledge of the lay of the country, and he relied upon being able to reach the low-lying ground to the north of the range, and thence following the course of the Stony Creek into inhabited regions. In order to accomplish this it only needed for him to watch his steps very carefully and keep steadily to the right. Unfortunately, he made no allowance for the deceptive effect of the fog, which, by distorting the relative aspect of all objects, has a constant tendency to divert from a straight direction, so that even experienced pedestrians have frequently been misled, under such circumstances, into travelling in a circle. In his anxiety to get over the mountain top he hurried onwards, heated and somewhat confused, and more intent on avoiding the numerous gaps and pitfalls under his feet than in cautiously pursuing the right way.

        
Raleigh was also lamentably deficient in the gift of observation, at any rate as applied to outward objects. He saw too much with "the mind's eye," and too little with his natural optic; and any phrenologist who understood his business would certainly have pronounced him lacking in the "bump of locality."

        


        
He had traversed the mountain summit, and made a rapid descent of the steep and rocky declivity on the other side, when he reached a dark recess from which the murmur of running waters arose. There he noticed with some astonishment that the stream at his feet, instead of flowing from right to left as he expected, was leading in a contrary direction. He was puzzled for the moment, but it never entered his mind that, completely misled by the fog, he had found his way to the wrong side of the mountain. Tired and bewildered, he felt that it was too late and much too cold for any calm deliberation, and he shrank from the prospect of retracing his steps; so, notwithstanding some anxious misgivings at heart, he decided to follow the course of the stream, trusting that it might lead him into open ground. He had not proceeded far, however, before that hopeful prospect gradually disappeared and made place for the most gloomy forebodings.

        
The river bed, instead of widening out, became more and more contracted, the high banks gradually closed upon him in lowering masses that seemed to tower high up into space. The river became a murky torrent, that roared and spluttered over its uneven bed, rolling in black whirls and spouting forth jets of foaming spray that gleamed for a moment on the 

turbid current and then vanished in darkness. The fog, transformed into a cold drizzling rain, swept the mountain sides, and a high wind rose and rumbled overhead.

        
Night was falling fast, but Raleigh struggled on, wet and footsore, benumbed with cold, but urged onwards by the energy of despair. He found himself clambering over high boulders, splashing across black pools, and forcing a passage through dripping ferns and dense masses of entangled undergrowth. Once he missed his footing on the slippery bank, and falling into the river, with difficulty escaped being drawn into the swift current. At last he arrived at the mouth of a rocky gorge, hemmed in on either side by precipitous cliffs, and where the torrent, rushing in dark eddies, disappeared into impenetrable gloom.

        
Then he stopped, dismayed and disheartened, further progress being impossible. Nothing remained to be done but to seek some sort of shelter against the driving rain and freezing sky. To light a fire in such a night seemed impracticable, and yet he felt that his life would depend upon it—a last resource against the approaching terrors of this awful night.

        
By the faint glimmer of the fading twilight he perceived a little copse of Manuka scrub in a hollow close by, and towards this spot he turned his steps; 

when suddenly—almost from under his feet—a monstrous form seemed to rise out of the earth and loom upon his startled gaze like a ghostly apparition. He fell back with an exclamation of horror. In the dim refraction of the mist and gathering gloom, the phantasm was magnified into the size of a bullock; the next moment it darted out of sight with an unmistakeable grunt, which proved it to be nothing more than a pig. Raleigh, in all his pain and anxiety, could hardly refrain from a laugh at his ludicrous fright; then he cautiously approached the thicket, and having broken off a few twigs from the dead bushes, and cleared the snow away with his feet from a patch of ground, he started the almost hopeless attempt of lighting a fire. He carried a little tin box of matches in the breast pocket of his coat, and this had fortunately kept dry. But at the outset he met with an unexpected difficulty. His fingers were so benumbed with cold that he could not use them to open the box. The horrors of his position now broke upon him with overwhelming force, and he felt crushed under a dreadful sense of misery and despair. Then, by a great effort, he roused himself to further action; he stamped his feet frantically about, beat his arms wildly together, rubbed his frozen hands against his naked breast, and put his fingers into his mouth. 

After a while, by violent exertion, the circulation was somewhat restored, and he was enabled to strike a match. It only flickered for an instant and then blew out. By this time the rain had ceased and the fog cleared off, revealing a cloudless sky. A hard frost set in. The wind also had lulled, and beyond the hoarse roar of the swollen torrent below a chilling stillness prevailed.

        
Through the calm transparent air the bright constellations of heaven shone forth in all their glory, and as the shivering wanderer knelt on the frozen ground and looked up into space, the great vault of heaven seemed to open before him, to grow wider, darker, to recede into infinity, while the stars flashed like glowing embers, and the vast firmament kindled as if on fire.

        
He looked up in solemn awe, in rapt despair; his eyes filled with tears, his lips murmured a prayer. Was light and life then to pass away? Was this the fulfilment of the dread presentiments which had haunted him, this the relentless doom that dogged his misguided steps? Already he saw in his darkened imagination the approaching termination of his sufferings, his stiffened limbs laid out on the damp ground, the sleep of death. The storm had passed away, and the sun would rise again in the glowing east, but his 

eyes would not behold it. Nature would revive in the genial glow, the wild flowers would expand their blossoms, the birds would twitter gaily, the balmy air would resound with the hum of insects, but he would heed it no more.

        
Then in his mind's eye he sees figures approaching, he can recognise their voices in the distance, they are following on his track, and are searching high and low. Now one of the party has caught sight of the prostrate form. He halloos loudly to his mates. See how they answer to his call, and come trooping up! Now they surround the body, they bend over it, and lift it gently from amidst the drooping ferns. Their leader shakes his head in reply to the inquiring glances of his companions. One has turned away his face to hide his emotion, another weeps. They discuss with bated breath how they are to remove the body. Carry it hence up these inaccessible cliffs to its last resting-place, or shall they bury it here?—and then all grows dark again, quite dark.

        
Raleigh felt a fatal numbness gaining upon him, but the acute pain of the biting cold aroused him for a moment from the overpowering lethargy. He struggled to his feet once more, made a desperate effort to restore his energies, and determined on another attempt to light a fire.

        


        
Having gathered some handfuls of the bushy ends from the dead scrub, he set to work deliberately, piling up the little sticks in the form of a hollow cone, then inserting lighted matches underneath. But the draught up the gully was too strong for the feeble flame. Then he dragged out from the tangled mass of brushwood some large branches, and throwing his coat over them, formed a screen against the wind. Thus protected he once more crouched down over the tiny pile and renewed his anxious endeavours. He had only a couple of lucifers left. The first one would not strike, but the next one blazed forth brightly, and as he inserted it under the heap of twigs a faint crackling sound was heard, and a streak of blue flame, a trembling, wavering little flash, struggled into life.

        
'Twas but a spark, but it told him that he was saved! Still bending lowly over the flickering blaze, he continued breaking up in small pieces the dead branches he could lay his hands upon, and carefully placing them on end in a little heap. The crackling sound increased; soon some bright flashes would dart forth, and a thin column of smoke streamed upwards in the cold still air. On removing the screen the draught played upon the fire and fanned it into glowing combustion. Then large bundles of brushwood 

were piled on, and the flames rose fierce and high. By the light of the kindling bonfire he was now enabled to gather up quantities of dead wood, which he dragged forth from under the snow, or tore up by the roots and flung upon the burning mass. At every addition the flames sprang higher and higher, until they leaped forth ten feet above the ground with a mighty roar, illuminating even the distant cliffs and distributing showers of sparks around. Raleigh was now thoroughly restored to animation; from being cramped with the cold he became suddenly scorched by the heat. He found himself dazzled by the intense glare, and alternately roasted on each side that he turned to the blaze. He had to retire to some distance back, and having made himself a dry couch of brushwood, and removed some of his dripping clothes, he was able to recline in light and warmth, and even to doze off occasionally, although frequently roused from rest by the necessity of supplying fresh fuel to the fire. His acute sufferings were over for the time, the harrowing misery had fled, a sense of relief and repose filled his heart with thankfulness. He slumbered no longer in the arms of a deadly foe, but under the protecting mantle of the blessed element of life.

        
When morning dawned the benighted young man 

was soon able to discover his whereabouts. Deceived by the fog, he had wandered far from the right direction into wild and broken country to the westward of the home station.

        
The first beaten track he came across filled him with dismay, for he found himself on the road to a neighbouring sheep-station, and from well-known landmarks he knew that he was fully ten miles distant from his destination. He was suffering intensely in his feet. He had not removed his boots during the night, fearing that if once they were taken off he might not be able to put them on again, and as a consequence of toasting his wet toes before the fire he had reaped a crop of chilblains, which rendered the act of walking a prolonged agony.

        
Ten miles, on a desolate mountain track, faint from hunger and exposure, and with feet so crippled that every step on the ground felt like a prod of a knife into his quivering flesh! But it had to be done. The unfortunate philosopher was compelled to realise the truism that "necessity knows no law," and to experience in his own person the astonishing amount of suffering and endurance which the human frame is capable of supporting. Slowly and feebly he dragged along, resting often by the way, and keeping up his spirits with the reflection that he had got over the 

worst of his trials. It was late in the afternoon when he reached the homestead, and as he approached wearily to the term of his journey and looked about for some friendly greeting at the threshold, he was suddenly accosted by no less a personage than the mistress of the house. The fat and blooming Mrs. Dale stood before him, and her shrill voice gave him his first welcome.

        
"Dear me! cousin Richard, is it you? Well, I declare; what an object—he, he! Oh, you should see what a sight you are. Well, I cannot say that you look as if you had fallen from the clouds, but rather as if you had sprung up out of the earth. What have you been about?"

        
"Lost in a snowstorm, missed my way, and wandered for miles down the Rapid Creek—had to lie out all night on the run—that's all," replied the traveller indifferently.

        
"Is that it?" exclaimed the fair speaker, opening wide her big eyes. "What! spent the night out in the snow; why, it's quite an adventure. You must tell us all about it. You who can write so well, if you were to give a graphic account of such a thrilling incident, why, it would be quite sensational. How very interesting!"

        
"Interesting to read about, perhaps," said the 

other drily, as he hobbled on. "It nearly cost me my life, though."

        
"That's what Mr. Dale said last night," continued the lady, in a most affable and condescending manner. "We had quite a long chat about you, when Mr. Norman announced the unfortunate news to us that you had not arrived. Mr. Dale remarked at once that if you had not tumbled into one of those horrid pitfalls on Mount Vulcan, you had probably lost your way in the snowstorm—in which case he said it might go hard with you. We were quite concerned about it. I said to Mr. Dale that it was a pity we had none of those good-natured monks about, as at St. Bernard, you know, with those wonderful dogs that go out looking for misguided travellers, with little kegs fastened round their necks—you've seen the pictures, I suppose, so romantic and touching. Mr. Dale said that unless you turned up to-night, or to-morrow at latest, he would have to make up a search party to send after you—so very inconvenient, just now too, when we are preparing for shearing, and every hand on the station wanted. It would have been such a 
contretemps. I am so glad you have come to life again."

        
"Oh, thank you," said Raleigh, with a grimace; "how considerate!"

        


        
"Well, you see, my dear boy, we have to consider ourselves a little also. I suppose you must be hungry."

        
"Yes, rather. I have tasted no food since yesterday morning."

        
"So long? why, you must be starving! Just too late for dinner too. What a pity! And I had been exerting myself to cook something nice—something really 
recherché. A ham and veal pie. Well, there! it was simply 
de-li-cious. There may be a little left if the servants have not finished it—they are so greedy, you know; I have to lock things up from them, as a rule. You may tell the maid to give you what there is. I suppose you know that I have a maid now; Susey is her name—brought her all the way from town last week—quite a genteel young person, and under my special protection. I must really ask you, cousin Richard, not to make eyes at her, as the other young gentlemen are always doing. But I forget—you are a woman-hater."

        
"At this moment that I certainly am!" muttered the philosopher savagely, as he turned on his heel and made for the kitchen door.

        
"When you have changed your dress, and had a 

little refreshment," continued Mrs. Dale, elevating her voice, "if you care to make yourself useful, I have such a nice little job——or perhaps you are going"——

        
"I am going," shouted the exasperated man, as he kicked open the door, "I am going to bed!"
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"
To Doctor Valentine.

"
Marino, 
5th October.

                
"
My dear Val,

                
—Here I am again—where you left me last, and only anxious to get away 'for good'—in every sense of the word, I trust. I have gone through all sorts of trials and miseries since I last wrote to you, and to end up with I got lost in a snowstorm, and had a rather narrow escape from leaving my bones on the run; but at present I am not much the worse beyond a crop of chilblains that keep me shuffling about like a hobbled horse. I am not comfortable here, and yet I experience a sense of relief; I feel that I am now beyond the weird influence of those mountain solitudes, I am once more off the enchanted ground that had held me spell-bound for so long. I am at the 'Half-way House' to civilisation, 
en route for happier scenes and a more genial clime. Already I feel a load off my mind that was heavier to bear than the bulky swag I have had to 

hump on my back on many a weary tramp over these desolate ranges. I have dropped the swag also. Yet I cannot compare this happy release to Christian's, whose pack of sins suddenly tumbled off his shoulders, for whatever my burden may have been—and at times it was almost more than I could bear—it cannot be put down to the credit of the world, the flesh, and the devil. My lonely life has been miserable, yet it has certainly been strictly virtuous. No holy anchorite ever behaved better or fared worse; but if any one should fondly imagine to gain happiness, ease, and content that way, he is in the wrong track, and altogether out of it. I sometimes think—and I fancy you will agree with me—that if I had a few venial sins to confess for the past few years, I should probably be, both physically and morally, all the better for them. However, this is neither here nor there. I am going to bid adieu to the savagery of nature, under your guidance and fostering care. I have already made one great bound on the road towards respectability, for I am attired in a 
white shirt. You must have lived in the bush to appreciate what an immense advance that emblem represents. Whether I shall continue to progress in this line until I reach the culminating point, typified in a bell-topper and kid gloves, will depend on fate and you. For 

my part, I can hardly imagine myself rigged out as a swell again without losing my usual gravity.

                
"I found a decided improvement in the homestead, especially in the men's portion of it; on my return Marino is no longer the barbarous hole it used to be. The old shanty has been renovated, the windows glazed, the walls whitewashed, and a glimpse of heaven afforded to the rough boys by the presence of 
female society. A fact, I assure you. Mrs. Dale has accomplished this wonderful transformation; her strong will and clever management has brought it all about. Now, as she is a person who was never actuated in her life by any but selfish motives, we can only suppose that she had some personal object in view. This is not hard to find. The imperious personage has long been striving to extend her rule, and she found it difficult, and not very safe, to attempt much domineering over the men. They are an obstreperous lot, who don't take the whip kindly. The free and independent working man here won't stand much ordering about, even from his lawful master, but to be spied upon and 'bossed' by the 'Missus' was not to be tolerated. So she has sought out and added a female element over which she may be able to exercise a more personal sway. A married couple has been installed in charge of the men's 

house, and encouragement has been offered to the hands on the station to take unto themselves wives. But the trump card, the winning move in this astute policy, has been the introduction on the scene of a 'hand-maiden.'

                
"It is the most momentous event that has taken place since the foundation of the station—I am speaking, of course, as one of 'the hands'—and it has caused quite a sensation in the neighbourhood. Yes, Mrs. Dale returned from town the other day, 
very flash, with a brand new American buggy, a pair of greys, a small boy in buttons, whom she has been diligently lecturing on groom-like deportment, and last, but not least,

                

                  

                    
'a slender


                    
Young waiting damsel to attend her.'
                  

                

                
"For this last welcome addition to the household all her former sins have been forgiven; she is now looked upon as a public benefactress.

                
"The young person herself, Susy Wanekin by name, has nothing very remarkable about her beyond her sex; but the latter qualification alone has been sufficient to render her an object of respectful attention and universal admiration.

                
"When a female, in addition to being single in condition, has the extraordinary good luck of being single 

of her kind, her attractions are certain to be hugely enhanced thereby. If you have ever made a sea voyage with a number of passengers, but only one young lady on board, you will take in the situation. The old adage is reversed—
Singleness is strength where a lady is concerned. Menfolk are coming from all directions to gaze on this unique specimen of humanity. Rough fellows, both great and small, stout and thin, red and black, all come trooping up, when, in accordance with the custom of the bush, they are allowed admittance to the kitchen and "a feed." They have most of them been gratified with a passing glance at the fair attendant. Some, indeed, tried hard to linger about the premises, on one excuse or another, but they were soon ordered off by our uncompromising boss. Mrs. Dale also keeps a sharp look-out on her 
protégée.

                
"The opportunities for courtship have thus been very much restricted, but the warm emulation among the male admirers has fully made up for it, and although the girl has only been three weeks on the station, it is reported that she has received numerous offers of marriage already. In fact, she moves about under a running fire, and has been "popped" from all directions. Susy bears herself well; she takes all this adulation in good part; she is even generous and 

impartial in dispensing her innocent favours, and lately she has adopted a royal way of smiling 
all round on the ever-widening circle of her humble suitors. She appears to be quite willing to be wooed, but unwilling to be won—just yet, at least; and she is probably perplexed by 
l' embarras du choix.

                
"One hears a lot about the humanising and refining influence of woman, and there really appears to be something in it. There is a great improvement apparent in the manners of our fellows. They can't, indeed, give up all their bad habits at once, but they try to control their feelings even at the risk of personal discomfort. This is a decided advantage in a room full of people. Swearing may also be said to be 
curtailed—a certain latitude is allowed, and no objection is taken to polite profanity, such as damning and blasting, and such like.

                
"Unfortunately, the boys have been so accustomed to swearing in another and forbidden key, that at present they are almost denied any sort of blasphemy, which must be very hard upon them.

                
"Conversation at the kitchen table flags very much in consequence, and my bashful mates appear to be reduced to monosyllables, and to casting sheep's eyes at the all-absorbing damsel.

                
"Yet they seem to like it.

                


                
"I have given notice! Not right out, by word of mouth, nor yet by letter. The shattered state of my nerves and the irritability of the old man's temper forbade the former, while the latter mode of communication seemed absurd between two people who are living under the same roof. I have brought diplomacy to my aid; I have taken advantage of the new 
régime, and have adopted a 
court-like mode of conveying the disagreeable announcement to the royal ear. I went about it this way. I took the irrepressible Ted aside, and told him 
as a great secret that I had made up my mind to leave by the end of this month; that I could not, would not, should not stay a day longer. Having sworn him to silence, I left, and within five minutes the important intelligence had been communicated to the cook, who rushed off to inform the maid, who confided the secret to her mistress, who immediately told the master, who used some bad language on the occasion. The answer I got back through the same indirect channel—of course not intended for my ear—was a kindly assurance that my departure could only be looked upon as a happy deliverance, that I had combined in my person the utmost incapacity with the blackest ingratitude, and that Mr. Dale would take precious care in future not to put himself out in assisting a 
poor 
rela-

tion. So, you see, the rupture has been brought about in the most pleasant and amicable manner; my conscience is at ease, and I feel at liberty to depart. I fancy, my dear Val, that you will rather disdain these petty manœuvres, especially as you know the sort of kindness and assistance I have received from these selfish and bumptious people—who, by the by, are no relations of mine, Mr. Dale being only a distant connection—but I admit that I am a coward in some things. I dread a scene; and as my old nurse used to say, 'I can't abear a bobbery.'

                
"This giving notice to quit, which seems such a simple matter, had been a source of much worry to me; I had cogitated over it for weeks past, and wondered how I should set about it, what I should say, &c. It was 'a consummation devoutly to be wished,' but I wished it done with. It reminds me of an incident at a marriage festivity at which I was induced to be present. The bridegroom—a friend of mine—took me on one side and whispered, with evident signs of nervous trepidation, 'I suppose this is the happiest day of my life, but I do wish it was over.'—Ever thine own

                

                  
"
Dick."

                

              

            

          

        

        
The change that had come over the men's kitchen, 

through the presence of a couple of the female sex, had not been at all exaggerated by Raleigh. Instead of a lot of rough and ragged-looking fellows, sprawling about in their shirt-sleeves, hawking and spitting all over the floor, beating "the devil's tattoo" with their heels on the table, and yelling forth bawdy songs amid clouds of tobacco-smoke, the company had become all of a sudden quite decent and orderly. A decided improvement could also be noticed in the personal appearance of the men.

        
It became the fashion to be clean and tidy. There was quite a run on the supply of blue calico shirts in the station store, and a few boxes of paper collars, that had grown mouldy on some dusty shelf, were snatched up with avidity, the article rising to an enormous premium in consequence. The only looking-glass on the premises had been smashed long ago, but its remaining fragments now came into active requisition. Sturdy men waited patiently for their turn to get "a squint" at their bearish countenances, and, with the help of a horse-brush, to bring their unkempt locks under decent control. There was no such thing as a razor to be had, and the nearest barber resided some fifty miles away, but recourse was had to a bush method of cropping that answered every purpose. The performer would clap a basin 

over the head to be operated on, and then snip with a pair of shears all round the edge.

        
There was a uniformity about this style of hair-cutting that did not allow of much artistic manipulation, yet by modifying the size of the basin a certain amount of variety could be introduced.

        
Thus burnished up, washed, combed, cropped, and in many instances paper-collared, the otherwise uncouth assemblage became quite a respectable gathering.

        
The fair maid to whose softening influence this remarkable transformation was mainly due doubtless appreciated the full force of the attention paid to her, and she tried to deserve it by bestowing marked attention on her toilet.

        
She was rather a tall girl, thin and bony, and what is commonly called "slop-made." But any deficiencies of nature in the way of rounded figure were fully compensated for by an amplitude of crinoline, which was still the fashion in those days. The cook—with whom she soon quarrelled, and who with feminine spite revealed some of those secrets which ought never to have been divulged—asserted also that the young person used to "prig" a couple of kitchen towels, for the purpose of adding to that development which all men admire.

        
Her face was naturally meagre and rather pale, 

but the latter defect was within the reach of art to remedy, and to art accordingly she had recourse.

        
In the morning, when busy at household duties, she appeared In her natural complexion, but with the setting sun, when the men congregated in the kitchen for tea, and the young person was dressed for the occasion, she always made her 
entrée with a heightened colour. This was attributed in the first place to the blushes of modesty when exposed to the rude stare of so many masculine eyes; but upon closer inspection it was found that no softening tint ever modified the brilliancy of these glowing spots. They were fixtures; one on each cheek-bone, of the size and form of balf-a-crown, deeply coloured, and with unsubdued intensity round the edges. Then the truth began to be suspected, but only gradually, for men are very dense where the charms of woman are concerned; yet after a time there was no disguising the fact, and the secret was out that Susy Wanekin 
painted.

        
This touch of vanity raised a smile, and was productive of some good-natured banter, but it did not detract from her conquests, for she happily stood 
alone, and beyond the reach of odious comparisons. The patches of paint could come or go; they made no difference. Under crumpled towels and 
protrud-

ing crinoline there was enough of the genuine Susy to satisfy her admirers, and more than one fine-looking fellow was heard to mutter that he would be only too glad to take the girl, 
rouge and all.

        
When of an evening the tea-things had been removed, and the room cleared for action, a great amount of emulation was exhibited among the single men, both young and old, to attract the attention of the presiding beauty.

        
The irrepressible Ted came first to the fore, and with his squeaking concertina and double-shuffle he was supposed by the envious onlookers to have made a decided hit.

        
But the levity of the man did not advance his cause. Susy was rather seriously inclined; she meant business. Aleck the German tried to sing himself into her heart, but unfortunately all his love ditties were in an unknown tongue, nor was she to be won by harmony. Donald Mac made love and proposed to her, not after the manner of his national poet, with a passionate request

        

          

            
"To see me thro' the barley,"
          

        

        
but in slow, deliberate, and eminently practical terms; with a detailed account of his "wee bit siller," and a homily on the advantages that might accrue from the 

careful management of a thrifty housewife. But Susy was not that way inclined, and she hated economy.

        
What she had an eye to was some jolly fellow, both young and hearty, who would be more anxious to work for her than to make her work; who would be able to earn a good living, and to keep her in comfort, without begrudging her a bit of finery either. Now, as not every one came up to this standard, it is not to be wondered at that many were rejected.

        
Among these unfortunates there was no one who suffered so keenly, or who lingered so long from unrequited affection, as poor Rainon. He was one of the first to strike his colours to the victorious maiden, and the last to give up the hope of possessing her. It must be admitted that his style of carrying on a courtship was peculiar, and not calculated to captivate a saucy parlour-maid, for he could only attempt to sigh himself into her favour. He had always been depressed, but now, under the influence of a new passion, he became utterly crushed. His mode of making himself agreeable was to sit by the fireside, crouching over the burning embers, to puff incessantly at an old pipe, which from the wheezing sound it emitted must surely have been badly afflicted with some pulmonary complaint, and to follow the object of 

his adoration with his eyes. He watched her by the hour, he noted her incomings and her outgoings, he followed every revolution of her charming person. Her most trivial occupations were equally interesting to him, whether she was washing the spoons, or polishing my lady's boots, or playing with the cat, his ardent attention never relaxed. It was a monotonous pastime, but he did not tire of it. Otherwise he appeared to find his only consolation in his pipe and in the fire. If his heart was too full for words his feelings found vent in smoke, for the stronger his emotions the louder he puffed; and it was noticed that any chilling neglect on the damsel's part always brought him still closer to the burning logs, so that he made up for coolness on the one side by some extra roasting on the other.

        
The divine spark of love does not affect all individuals alike, it finds expression in an infinite variety of ways. It will kindle a blaze in one heart, and smoulder in fumes in another; it makes A talkative, B taciturn; C it stimulates to spirited exertion, D it plunges into morbid despondency; it makes a hero of E, a fool of F, and a coward of G; H it draws from out the jaws of death, after the medical faculty had given him up; while I, who was previously in robust health, it kills outright (this last case is, however, 

extremely rare); and so on through the whole alphabet.

        
In the present instance there was plenty of scope and a great variety of symptoms: love affected Ted principally by his heels, and made him prance and shuffle to the admiration of every beholder but the one he strove to captivate; it instilled into Aleck's voice a moving pathos that would have melted a heart of stone, and the only possible explanation of its failure to soften Susy's must be attributed to that young person's absolute want of ear. As for poor Rainon, he could neither dance nor sing, but he shivered and puffed with intensified vigour, and his sighs almost kept the fire in a blaze, like a pair of bellows.

        
But it was all of no avail. Rainon found that neither ogling nor sighing advanced his suit, so he hesitated a few timid approaches of a more practical kind. How he went about it is not precisely known, but he evidently met with but scant encouragement, for Susy was a young person of rigid propriety, who kept her admirers at a safe distance.

        
Then he would humble himself to the dust, and appeal to her pity. On one occasion, when the idol of his heart, after washing up the tea-things, approached to warm her ruddy fingers at the fire, he managed to get hold of one of her hands, and, under cover of the 

shadow of her crinoline, he pressed it passionately to his lips. The girl for once condescended to smile upon him, but it was a smile of commiseration, and she did not even stoop to pat his shaggy head, as she would have done to his dog if that faithful animal had vouchsafed her a similar caress. This was hard upon an ex-officer of Her Majesty's navy; but the God of Love is no respecter of persons, and pride is made to grovel before him.

        
Rainon was thus driven to a dire extremity, yet he had one resource left—it was the last despairing throw of the gambler who stakes his all on a final chance. He had accumulated some property. A few sheep which he had purchased on his first arrival in the colony had been placed out "on terms," and had increased in number until they formed a considerable flock. This was the bait upon which he relied, for he knew that his many rivals, whatever other attractions they might possess, were 
sheepless. So he concocted the following 
billet-doux, which was short and sweet, and to the purpose:—

        

          

            

              

                
"I have fifteen hundred sheep; they shall be yours, my darling, if you will only take me with them. Say the word that I am longing to hear.—

                

                  
Your faithful

                  
"
Rainon."

                

              

            

          

        

        


        
This note was carefully folded and doubled up, like a pellet, to be fired off at the first opportunity, to secure the prize and carry consternation into the enemy's camp. Rainon, with his heart in his mouth and his bronchitical pipe held fast between his teeth, waited to deliver it in person.

        
To the discordant blast of Ted's concertina there was an animated hop going on in the kitchen that night. The cook on one side, Susy on the other, with Long Bill and Bob the bricklayer, otherwise called "Bricky," as 
vis-à-vis. It was a merry round and a noisy one; they jumped and stamped, and whooped and tramped till they brought down the house, and all the pannikins and tin plates rattled in chorus. Bricky, who was a lusty lad, with ruddy cheeks and a vigorous arm, caught Susy round the waist and whisked her round till she was giddy; then gave her a squeeze that took her breath away, and all the jealous spectators knew at a glance that Bricky had made a decided impression. All but Rainon. He, poor fellow, with his elbows on his knees and his head over the fire, was oblivious of everything but his own misery and the charms of his idol, who heeded him not. In his desperation he chose this unlucky moment to fire off his last bolt, and as the blushing damsel swung past him 

on the arm of the triumphant bricklayer, he popped the billet into her hand.

        
It cannot be disputed that the time was most inopportune.

        
In the frigid calm of morning, amidst the irksome tasks of household drudgery, the shot might have told; in the red-hot glow of nightly revels, with the warm impression of that tight squeeze still upon her, it was thrown away.

        
Susy with the sallow complexion, in a dirty apron, with a napkin tied round her head and a broom in her hand, might have listened to the bleating of that goodly flock; but Susy with the bright spots, kicking up her heels, bewitched and bewitching, was deaf to the insidious appeal. She snatched hold of the precious billet, glanced disdainfully through it, and in her next walk round, still hanging on the strong arm of the new favourite, she tossed the crumpled paper into the flames right under her rejected suitor's very nose.

        
Rainon started up and gasped aloud, turned a pale sea-green, gave one last despairing wheeze at his pipe, then flung it after the ill-fated letter into the fire, and hastily retired.

        
It was over. His pipe was broken; so was his heart.

        
It soon appeared that the star of the young 
brick-

layer was in the ascendant, for he rapidly eclipsed all his compeers in the eyes of the fair.

        
What his special "points" were nobody could see but her, but it was enough for him that she saw them. To the ordinary view he was rather a podgy man, with a florid complexion that needed no paint, and stout limbs that required no padding. This may have been a recommendation to her, who was pale and slim, and had recourse to both. His dancing, according to Ted, the leading authority, was deficient in every essential element of grace; his musical talents were beneath criticism, for he could only whistle, and that very much out of tune, while conversation he had none.

        
On the other hand, he could lay his thousand bricks a day, which was an accomplishment not to be despised in the trade, although it would not generally be considered one particularly cut out to win a lady's favour. Yet this is purely a matter of sentiment and old-standing prejudice. In the days of chivalry a man by knocking other men on the head earned the guerdon of the fair; in a more enlightened and utilitarian age, in a new country where ideas of "what pays best" prevail, if an equal amount of strength and agility could be displayed in piling up bricks, why should it be denied a similar reward? 

Evidently so thought Susy, if she thought on the subject at all, which may be open to doubt. Probably she only considered in her innocent heart that a young man who could lay his thousand bricks a day would be able to earn good wages, and displayed energies that might qualify him for a good husband. But it is useless to speculate on the depths and intricacies of the human heart, and more especially of the female heart. It is sufficient that she loved him, or thought that she did, which comes to very much the same thing in practice. And as she was a young person who could be perfectly candid when it suited her, she took no trouble to disguise her love, but paraded it about openly, to the infinite disgust of the gaping crowd of her other admirers.

        
Now, the only place where "courting" could be done was in the men's kitchen, under the full glare of a couple of tallow candles, and in the presence of numerous prying eyes, so it must be admitted that love-making of the stereotyped kind had to be carried on under difficulties.

        
Mrs. Dale, who had no poetry in her constitution where other people were concerned, had issued an inexorable decree against moonlight rambles, or "mooning" about of any description. The bricklayer was fully employed during the day-time, and 

in the evening he dared not venture within the sacred precincts of "The Residence," while the cook kept a sharp look-out upon him, and denied him all access to the pantry. There were no romantic nooks for whispered confidences, no shady bowers where the coy maiden could hide her blushes from her lover's ardent glances, no flowery meads where they could even "walk" together. The conditions were altogether unfavourable; indeed, they might have been described by any young couple, longing above all things for sweet seclusion, as exasperating.

        
But Bricky was a man of a stolid temperament and of positive proclivities; he was also a man of very few words. It is probable, therefore, that the lack of suitable opportunities for giving expression to his sentiments in impassioned language was not seriously deplored, while, on the other hand, the lady's cheeks were so highly coloured as to render any attempt at responsive blushing altogether superfluous. Neither of the lovers seemed to flinch at the forced publicity given to all their little manifestations of affection. They took it all as a matter of course. In other words, and to use the scientific phraseology of the day, they adapted themselves to their environment.

        
The "spoony" pair could not tell their love, but 

they found another way of expressing the tender sentiment—they danced it. Not, indeed, after the style of the opera ballet, with frantic bounds and dazzling 
pirouettes. Nothing of that sort. The ardent lover did not make his declaration, as on the stage, in the form of an elegant 
pas seul; neither did his inamorata, fairy-like, elevate her toe to the level of his head by way of graciously granting his suit. Our respectable couple did not make an exhibition of themselves; their feelings were much more subdued, so were their steps. They footed it stolidly, they revolved on their heels with becoming gravity. Nevertheless they found in these clumsy gyrations a vent for their otherwise pent-up feelings. The gentle flutter of awakening love was symbolised in the melancholy waltz; the more animated exchanges of growing attachment were expressed in the agitation of a hopping polka; the pattering and capering of the reel portrayed the rising ferment of their young hearts; while the more rapturous outbursts showed themselves in the turbulent Highland schottisch. Thus all the shades and modulations of 
la grande passion were exhibited in a subdued but typical manner without word of mouth—for the bricklayer was a silent man.

        
The only drawback about this expressive mode of "carrying on" was that it required the help of some 

musical accompaniment. In the early stages of the love idyl there was indeed no lack of harmony available—of a certain sort. The irrepressible Ted had always been ready with his concertina, Aleck could sing the tune of a waltz in exquisite time, Jonathan "Chips" could scrape a little on the fiddle, and Donald would discourse shrill music on a tin whistle. So long as Susy dispensed her favours with something like impartiality among the male company there was an ardent desire on all sides to contribute to the entertainment, and all the resources of the establishment were placed at the feet of the reigning belle.

        
But after a time, when the bricklayer rose to favour and gradually monopolised all the charms of the fair, there was a great falling off in the public enthusiasm, and the orchestra became rapidly disorganised.

        
The pastime of watching the measured rotations of these two stars, that shone for one another only, became exceedingly monotonous to the unparticipating spectators; first one and then another would cry off, and the musicians followed suit, for nobody seemed anxious to play for Bricky's sole benefit. Under these distressing circumstances, an appeal was made to the only "outsider" who was capable of supplying the deficiency, and was supposed to be quite indifferent to the turn that things had taken. 

Raleigh had hitherto held himself aloof, but he was known to be obliging, so Miss Wanekin plucked up her courage, and with a respectful curtsy and her most captivating smile, begged him to favour them with a little music on his flute.

        
Now, the philosopher prided himself on not being proud. Nobody had ever accused him of giving himself airs. He was a man who, whatever he may have felt, never displayed any assumption of superiority.

        
He was not of a jovial disposition, but neither was he morose, and without being merry himself he could thoroughly enjoy the sight of merriment in others.

        
He liked also to contribute, in his quiet unobtrusive way, to the enjoyment of his associates. Often had he wakened the night echoes with his flute, and warbled soothing melody to the listening ears of his rough mates, as they crouched round the bush fire, raising their heads to catch the thrilling notes, or downcast, in sympathy with some plaintive mood. Often had he piped to a rollicking breakdown, on the floor of some deserted shed, where his noisy chums would congregate for a boisterous fling, and his services would be impressed with bluff cajolery.

        
He was also a man without a taint of snobbishness in his nature. He cared nothing for the 
out-

ward glitter of rank and wealth, and although he was himself of gentle birth, and could fully appreciate the distinction of a noble descent, yet he was not one to bow down before it, or to grant it any claim for privileged exclusiveness; rather would he join heartily in the refrain—

        

          

            
"A man's a man for a' that."
          

        

        
As for the ordinary petty inequalities of social position, and all the airs and graces of affected gentility, he treated them with lofty disdain, and took a special delight in setting them at defiance.

        
Yet a man, even though he be a philosopher, must draw the line somewhere. Raleigh was a man of taste, and accordingly he drew his line of 
grace. He abhorred vulgarity, not because it was vulgar, or characteristic of the so-called lower orders, but because it was gross and ugly. He was an artist, and as such he would only condescend to cultivate the beautiful. He would, indeed, occasionally make an exception for what was thoroughly exceptional; the 
bizarre might go down because it was unlike anything else, grotesqueness would be allowed to pass in virtue of its very ugliness, but on no account would he tolerate the commonplace.

        
Now it was an unfortunate circumstance that the love passages between the servant-maid and the lusty 

bricklayer were decidedly commonplace. They may have been full of true poetry, and a credit to the tenderest touches of the human heart; they were, for ought we know to the contrary, thoroughly legitimate and proper, but they were certainly not graceful. Raleigh did not trouble himself about the moral aspect of the case, what concerned him was the picturesque. He saw them polka together once, and that was enough. Had they been naked savages they would have fared better in his eye. Had the man been got up as a Tyrolese huntsman, and the girl appeared in short petticoats, the philosopher would have played for them until further orders. Had they been a couple of German peasants, rigged out in their national costume, they would have stood a better chance. He would willingly have piped to a kilted Highlander, but the same man in moleskin trousers would have solicited for music in vain. And nothing would have pleased him more than to have contributed an 
obligato in the accompaniment to a Maori war-dance, although the evening costume 
de rigueur for the performers on such occasions was restricted to a club and a daub of paint. But the spectacle of a podgy bricklayer, in a blue smock and hobnailed boots, bobbing about the kitchen floor with a lanky maid in a bunchy crinoline, was too much for Raleigh's æsthetic soul; he felt that he 

would not have sufficient nerve for such an ordeal, and he therefore begged to be excused.

        
The only other person on the station possessed of musical talent and an instrument was Mr. Stead the manager. He owned an old rattletrap of an accordion, and could rattle out a tune upon it, but the lovers knew better than to apply to him for any assistance in this emergency. Stead was the very opposite of Raleigh in his sense of the general fitness of things. He worshipped utility, but was ever mindful of decorum. From his point of view any smart tradesman who could lay his thousand bricks a day was infinitely to be preferred to the most gorgeously apparelled brigand, and a good laundress, were she ever such a fright, should take the palm from the most fascinating columbine, with the most exquisite calves. But the manager had also a scrupulous regard for his social status. He felt keenly that the man who was permitted the high honour of sitting at table with Mrs. Dale should never demean himself by fraternising with common folk in the men's house. It was not to be thought of. Besides, Stead did not approve of dancing, and at the hour when Terpsichore reigned in the kitchen he was engaged either at his accounts or his devotions.

        
The amorous bricklayer had therefore to fall back on his own resources, but he was equal to the 
occa-

sion. His only accomplishment was now brought into play—he whistled.

        
Every evening, Sundays excepted, and punctually at eight o'clock, he would take up a commanding position at one end of the large room, the fair one would then join him, and locked in a decorous embrace they would start the performance. It did not vary much, for Bricky's 
répertoire was rather deficient. He whistled the tune and footed the time, the girl allowed herself to be dragged about with charming compliance, and the motley assemblage looked on with every varying expression of being bored. The sight of a single young woman was no doubt a great attraction in those outlandish parts, but the fact that she was so constantly in the arms of one and the same man appeared to detract very much from the charm. Soon the company would disperse, and the big room would be deserted, but the happy pair danced on.

        
At first the cook used to sit it out, for the sake of appearances, and act the part of a self-appointed 
chaperon, but after a time she also got disgusted with this monopoly, and would retire from the scene in the sulks, but the happy pair danced on.

        
Yet there was one spectator of the festive performance who never budged. He fulfilled the part of a 

silent chorus to the play, and no sentry on duty ever held more unflinchingly to his post. He was an "old hand," who was employed to "knock about;" and in the memory of the oldest inhabitant he had ever been an old hand, and had always knocked about.

        
Apparently it had been his destiny from an early age, and he had never been known to change in any particular. He went by the name of "White-headed Bob." He alone, of all the station hands, had declined to put his head in a basin to be cropped, and his long grey hair fell in ringlets down on his shoulders. He dressed in rags, and in a place where most people were dirty, he was conspicuous by his dirtiness. This poor old fossil had been vastly wonderstruck by the sudden appearance on the scene of a maid. In his long experience of the bush he had never before set an eye on such an enchanting creature, nor did he ever seem to recover entirely from the shock to his nervous system, for he continued to gaze upon her open-mouthed, and in his heart he worshipped the ground she trod upon. Every-body laughed at him, and even his divinity condescended to mock, but he was not to be diverted from his gaping adoration.

        
He was ever on the watch; so soon as the 
danc-

ing began he took up his post of observation, and to the flirtations of the tender pair he acted the part of a petrified "gooseberry."

        
Everything comes to an end; so did Susy Wanekin's love idyl. It was just such an ending as she wished for it, just such an ending as ought to befall in a highly moral story, conducted throughout with fitting regard to all the proprieties.

        
It was on a balmy evening in November, which corresponds at the Antipodes to our gushing month of May. The dancers, after a vigorous polka, had retired to one end of the room, and were leaning, side by side, against the window-sill. The place had been deserted by all, with the solitary exception of White-headed Bob; but he was looked upon as a fixture, and passed unnoticed. The pale light of the moon shone in through the open casement, and enveloped the lovers in a silvery radiance; outside, the witching scene was bathed in luminous transparency, deepening into soft mysterious shadows that veiled the rugged outlines of the distant prospect. It was just such a night as poets rave about, and in which lovers are always made to propose. The air was full of strange thrilling sounds that rose from the shadowy depths of the valleys; the gentle rustling of the night breeze seemed to whisper tender confidences to the 

enraptured ear; the soft murmur of running waters wafted muttered vows and amorous babble. Robert felt the entrancing spell, Susan responded to it; they drew closer together; she leant her rosy cheek against his broad shoulders; he placed his strong arm round her yielding waist, and pressed her nearer to his heart; their hands met, and were clasped in thrilling unison; their lips trembled and drew nearer together, only waiting for the word that might permit them to seal the holy contract in one heartfelt embrace.

        
It came at last—none too soon, according to the cook. In a deep manly voice, subdued by emotion, he said to her—

        
"I say, Susy, suppose we get spliced—are you on?"

        
"Bob," replied the delighted girl, "if you'll stick to me, I'll stick to you."

        
Their lips met.

        

          

            
"Humid seal of soft affections,


            
  Tenderest pledge of future bliss,


            
Dearest tie of young connections,


            
  Love's first snowdrop, virgin kiss."
          

        

        
They were startled from that exquisite touch, that was being prolonged, perhaps, beyond the absolute requirements of the case, by a loud fit of coughing from White-headed Bob, and the next moment poor 

disconsolate Rainon entered the kitchen and sat down by the smouldering fire to light his pipe. This unseemly interruption roused the lovers from their blissful trance, and the sight of a hated rival seemed to fire the bricklayer's manly heart. He jumped up, seized his bride-elect firmly round the waist, then, with a loud defiant whistle, striking up the tune of a galop, he bounded forward. It was a pæan of triumph, a revel of exultation.

        
They rushed, they whirled, they scampered round the room. They cannoned against the table, and upset a pile of crockery with a crash that brought the cook upon the scene in a paroxysm; they over-ran White-headed Bob and flattened his toes under the Bricklayer's iron heels; they swept down upon Rainon, and with a flip from Susy's crinoline knocked his new pipe out of his mouth; they shook the floor, they rattled the windows, they raised a cloud of dust. Then there was a sudden lull, for a door was thrown open and there advanced upon the disordered scene the tall commanding figure of the lady of the house. Behind her, in solemn procession, there followed Mr. Dale, the manager, the philosopher, and the two cadets.

        
They all came to see what this fearful row was about. At the awful announcement, "The Missus!" 

which was hoarsely whispered across the room, Bricky had brought his flying galop to a dead stop, and slunk back in the rear, leaving the unprotected maid to bear the brunt of the coming storm.

        
"Susan! did you hear my call?" ejaculated the indignant mistress, with a frown to strike terror into any humble dependant.

        
"No, mum!" replied the other with innocent composure, as if she was quite at a loss to understand what all the fuss was about.

        
Mrs. Dale looked daggers, Susy was all smiles. The mistress was boiling over with rage, the maid was simmering with malicious delight. The one stamped her foot, the other tossed her head.

        
"I told you to wait in the ante-chamber," said Mrs. Dale with dignity. "How dared you leave without asking permission?"

        
"I'd a spirit above it, mum!" was the pert answer.

        
"Susan!" pursued the irate mistress, "when I brought you here I fully explained to you what your duties were to be; I gave you notice then."

        
"I give you 
notice now," interrupted the other, turning up her cheek.

        
Mrs. Dale could have slapped it.

        
"What do you mean, you silly girl?" she exclaimed; "you can't break your engagement."

        


        
"I ain't a-going to, mum," replied the maid, with a sly glance behind her.

        
The bricklayer felt called upon to advance. "It's me she's engaged to now, mum," he said. "Susy's agreed to take me for better or worse."
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Chapter XII.

        

It was shearing time—a time, in nautical phrase, of "all hands about ship." A stirring time—a time of clatter and bustle, of incessant fagging, of hurrying to and fro, from the first glimmer of dawn, all through the dreary dusty day, and far into the cold misty evening. A time of tramping and shouting, of bleating and barking—a time of profuse perspiration and draughty chills—a time of dirt and bad smells.

        
Sheep were everywhere. They monopolised the fair face of nature—they encompassed you about—they covered all. The sound of their bleating filled the air; they cried to you from the hill tops, they wailed at you in the gullies. The piteous call of the lamb was blended with the deep bellow of the motherly response into a melancholy concert that never varied and never paused.

        
Sheep everywhere. Streaming slowly down the mountain spurs in endless files; spotted over the yellow plains in creeping myriads, as far as the eye could reach; congregated in dense mobs in the 
tus-

socky hollows, the ewes crouching down and chewing the cud in stolid vacancy, while their youthful offspring would disport themselves in the warm sunshine, or stand alone with their little spindly legs spread out, making most heartrending appeals for motherly attention.

        
The males would club together, and round every scraggy cabbage-tree you would perceive a small group gathered, grave and silent, their heads bowed down and in close contact, while their hind-quarters radiated out to all the points of the compass.

        
They seemed trying to participate equally and amicably in the tiny patch of shade provided for their comfort, and each animal, if it could only get its nose into it, would rest and be thankful.

        
The wool-shed when viewed from a distance looked like a big ant-hill, a centre of activity teeming with life and resounding with a ceaseless clamour. It was a long outspreading building, supported on wooden pillars, roofed over with iron, and partially open at the sides; inside, a network of passages and divisions, and rows of small compartments; a huge shell, covering a labyrinth, wherein sheep were crammed to suffocation, thence to be dragged forth to a quick and rough process of clipping, accompanied with many strange oaths and some pommelling, and with 
occa-

sional broad snips of skin as well as wool. Poor dull, meek, helpless creatures, how they limped and scuttled away when shorn of their warm covering and roughly turned adrift—so white and pinched and lanky, fleeing before the rude blast, and crouching to hide their nakedness in the rugged shelter of their mountain haunts.

        
At shearing time everybody was supposed to be busily engaged. An appearance of activity was 
de rigueur, even, as it sometimes happened, when work was slack; but, as a rule, there was plenty to do, many to provide for, and much discomfort to endure. Old Mr. Dale, who was great on the force of example, made a point of conveying his portly presence on the field of action, encumbered with a big opossum rug, which was supposed to be his only bed and covering in this pinch of toil and hardship. He was fain to believe that such an exhibition of energy and self-denial, coming from such a distinguished quarter, could not be without a marked influence on the 
morale of the party, to cheer their spirits and stimulate the men to bear without murmuring the unusual amount of "roughing it" which the occasion demanded.

        
How far the laudable purpose may have been effected in this instance it is not necessary to inquire, but it was evident that whatever alleviation may have 

been brought to the hearts of the men, no appreciable change was observable in the outward expression of their feelings.

        
To 
grumble was considered the birthright of an Englishman; to 
swear was a recognised colonial custom; and the ragged, rowdy, and reeking crew that sweated and drudged, from daylight to dark, in all the dirt and din of that ill-smelling shed, were in no humour to forego these cherished privileges.

        
Mr. Dale's visits were not, as a rule, of very long duration; having set an example worthy of all praise, and shared for a few nights in some of the discomfort of the camp, he felt that he had performed a duty which he owed to himself, to society, and to his creditors; after which he could return to his more luxurious home with honour. His departure from the shed, while it was a circumstance of unmixed satisfaction to himself, was also a matter of relief to everybody else—to none, perhaps, more so than to Mr. Stead, the manager, upon whom all the worry and responsibility of the business really devolved.

        
As for Raleigh, he always contrived, as far as possible, to keep aloof from the noisy bustling scene. In the shearing shed he was altogether out of his element, and he knew it. It was the only place which he positively shrank from, and the only place 

where he was not popular. The clamour deafened him; the whirl and scurry turned his head, as the tainted atmosphere turned his stomach.

        
He was able and willing to work, but he could not bear to be hurried and bustled about; he was not fastidious as to the company he kept, but he did not relish being jostled by the unsavoury specimens of humanity that peopled this pandemonium.

        
On the other hand, he was not appreciated in the locality; although his moral perceptions were ever so keen, he was not considered "sharp," and while he was not wanting in animation, yet he was constantly being called upon to "look alive."

        
The philosopher hated sheep—both in the abstract and in the concrete—but his heart was full of tenderness, and he did not like to see them ill-treated. The brutal manner in which the poor animals were frequently used, the kicks and thumps and the bleeding gashes that were inflicted upon them, would rouse his indignation and call forth remarks that were often resented by the callous holders of the shears.

        
Thus there was a mutual lack of sympathy all round which rendered the position still more unpleasant.

        
Fortunately, on the present occasion, he was 

spared much of suffering the and humiliation of this detested ordeal, as his duties were mostly outside, and his principal employment consisted in looking after or "tailing" the flocks as they were brought down from the hills. It was a tedious occupation, involving long hours of dreary watching and rough exposure in all weather and often through the night, but it afforded him what he prized most—quiet and fresh air.

        
The unusual press of work during the shearing season necessitated the employment of many additional hands, and nearly every man who could show any capabilities whatever for making himself generally useful, and who was desirous of work, would be readily engaged. On such occasions all was fish that came into the squatter's net. It was the heyday for raw "new chums," a blessed opportunity for all tramps, a refuge for the destitute. The "broken-down swell," at his wit's end for a meal; the dissipated idler from the billiard-table and the drinking saloon; the town loafer, and the habitual "unemployed," all flocked up-country, and dispersing among the numerous stations, would find work of some description, good pay, and plenty of rough fare.

        
Many others, of more respectable position in life, and unaccustomed to manual labour, would yet gladly 

avail themselves of so favourable a chance to earn a few pounds in the springtime of the year, and enjoy a change in the country districts.

        
On the wide sheep-runs the event was equally welcome; it was a break on the dull monotony of station life, a temporary influx from populated districts into remote regions, where new faces were so rarely seen; a momentary stir of the human brotherhood in the abodes of solitude. Fresh acquaintances were made, friendly greetings exchanged, and a little sociability instilled into an otherwise unsociable existence. To Raleigh, however, the change was less acceptable. He, who had fled from the great centres of civilisation to the contemplation of nature in her wildest solitude, was not particularly desirous of renewing intercourse with society, especially of such a very commonplace description. Yet he was ever pleased to welcome worth or originality, in whatever form it might appear, and it sometimes occurred that in the motley crowd passing by he had met with and gladly greeted a congenial spirit.

        
One day during this season, as he was going his rounds in the vicinity of the homestead, and gathering in some stragglers from his flock, he was startled by an unusual sight. He perceived, about half-a-mile off, a small mob of wethers that were running 

up the slope of the downs, pursued with great ardour and many shouts by an elderly man, who was a stranger to the place, and apparently a stranger to his work also. The sheep scampered friskily onwards, evidently delighted at the liberty afforded them, while the old man made frantic exertions to overtake them. It was a very unequal race—two against four—and although the shepherd showed remarkable agility, his charges were much too quick and too many for him. Sometimes they would stay their antics for a while and begin browsing the green blades on the hillside, and the old man would gain upon them; but at his near approach off they would start again, snorting and gambolling, and shaking their heads to the fresh morning breeze. Then they would split up into numerous files, go curveting round until they reached an eminence, when they would once more congregate together and indulge in a good stare at their discomfited keeper. It was great fun for the sheep, a hard pull for the unfortunate man. Surprised and amused at this novel exhibition in the art of shepherding, Raleigh stood still and watched all the fluctuations of the chase. "In the long run," he said to himself, "the race may not always be to the fleetest, but then—it requires a 
long run."

        
Finding himself beaten on the straight, the old man 

paused a while on his upward course, and determined to attempt strategy. For a moment he considered the position, dropped backwards, and having got out of sight of his charge, he effected a circuitous movement and gained the higher ground by a wide 
détour; then he bore down suddenly upon them, with rapid evolutions, terrifying shouts, and well-directed missiles, surprised the position, disorganised all their previous tactics, and succeeded in driving them pell-mell down the hill. For the moment the success of the manœuver was complete, and the flock, frightened into subjection, was kept well together and led back towards the yards from which it had issued.

        
But the triumph of generalship was, alas! but short-lived. Hardly had the troop reached the base of the downs than renewed signs of insubordination began to be manifested. There was a strong tendency shown to depart from the straight and narrow path; the sight of the bare and dismal sheep-yards had a repulsive effect, while the many devious roads that led into flowery meads began to exercise a correspondingly increased attraction. The unfortunate driver was kept constantly on the 
qui-vive; he ran himself breathless, he shouted himself hoarse, and the violence of his gesticulations was alarming to behold. But all to no avail.

        


        
At one of those critical moments which decide the course of events both great and small, and which are as applicable to a flock of sheep as to the fate of a mighty army, the signal of revolt was given. As is usually the case, it sprang from a direction where least expected. A plump and frolicsome little two-year-old, that had been trotting demurely in the rear of the flock, suddenly took it into his empty little head to cut a caper before high heaven and lead on to glory.

        
With a gay toss of his curly nob, and as much of a whisk as his tiny stump of a tail would admit of, the beardless champion bounded to the fore, then faced suddenly about, and confronted the serried ranks of the approaching mass with triumphant effrontery. Close upon him, trudging drowsily along, followed the hoary patriarchs of the flock, the ancient bell-wethers, to whom the leadership rightfully belonged. But when did rash youth ever curb its ardour at the dictates of sage authority; when did it ever willingly give way to age and experience? The little madcap saw his opportunity; in the absence of their surly guardian, the dog, he might indulge in an escapade with impunity, and the prospect was bright and open before him. With a jump on all fours, and a kick up behind, he made off with a dash, 

before the astonished gaze of the whole mob, that remained spell-bound at such an exhibition of precocious audacity. The shepherd saw the danger; he hastily picked up a stone and hurled it at the saucy fugitive, but, unfortunately, the missile fell short, and instead of striking the culprit it came down heavily on the broad stern of a venerable wether, the best-conducted animal in the whole flock, and the one whose steadiness of deportment had hitherto controlled the turbulence of the more fiery spirits. This misdirected shot caused confusion in the ranks, and in the tumult that followed the force of example was no longer to be resisted. First one, then another, followed the leader; then they cut off in twos and threes, until the whole flock streamed gaily away in a serpentine file, as fast as their legs could carry them. The old man made a gallant attempt to intercept the flying column, but in vain; the frisky animals, now thoroughly roused to action, dodged past him under his very nose, and made the loose stones rattle as they scampered madly away. He stood for a moment breathless, aghast, with his arms elevated and bent over his head, in the typical attitude of despair; straining his aching vision after his departing charge; then his arms fell heavily, his knees bent, and he suddenly disappeared behind a flax bush.

        


        
Raleigh thought it time to come to the rescue. His dogs were wincing and pawing by his side, watching the stampede with sparkling eyes and burning to follow in pursuit. He turned to them, and gave Tiny the wink to start; that was enough, for literally "in the twinkling of an eye" the nimble animal had shot off, like an arrow from the bow, bounding over rocks, flashing in and out of sight across the broken ridges, and seeming to skim the surface. Mop followed more leisurely, taking the lower ground, and intent on bringing up the rear.

        
Meanwhile the philosopher went leisurely tripping down the hill to where he had last seen the drooping individual. He found him prostrate on the ground, panting very hard, and apparently much discomposed. He greeted him with a good-natured laugh.

        
"Hullo, mate! have you knocked up already? You'd want the legs of a red-shanks and the wind of a grampus to keep up that little game. Trying to tail sheep without a dog, eh! Who put you up to that?"

        
"They're gone," gasped the poor old fellow, pressing his hand to his side, in evident pain, "gone clean away this time, and I couldn't stop them—how could I? I told the good lady that I didn't think I could manage them, when she ordered me off."

        


        
"Oh, it was the good lady, was it?" said Raleigh, with a frown. "Just like her. It was bound to be either a wag or a woman to send you on such a fool's errand. What were you supposed to be about, if I may take the liberty of asking?"

        
The old man had to pause a bit to fetch his breath, then he ejaculated forth the story of his wrongs, in jerks, and with gasps between. "I was helping——at the yard—— down yonder—— hard at it since sunrise—— T'other chaps they left me there to keep guard, as it were—— when up comes the good lady and asks, very disdainful like, what I may be doing—— 'On duty, mum,' says I. 'On duty,' says she; 'it's 
standing at ease you mean, I suppose.' 'I was told, my lady,' says I, 'to look after the sheep.' 'Looking after sheep is not looking at them,' says she; 'it's a shame to keep the poor brutes penned up all day.' I told her that they had only been brought in that morning early, and that the shepherd said as how they wouldn't hurt till night. 'Oh, I see,' she said, 'they can feed on posts and rails!' I told the lady that I didn't know much about it, but that I was afraid if the sheep were let out that they might move off. 'In that case, my man,' says she, 'you would have to move after them; a little exercise wouldn't 
hurt you either.' And with that she 

gave me such a setting down, and stormed away like a colonel on parade. 'Why,' she said, 'I could mind them myself;' and with that she marched off, ever so grand, leaving me that mortified and cut-up that I didn't know what to do—— so I just went and let them out, and they've kept me running after them till I dropped—— But once they took it into their heads to bolt, how could I stop them, though I broke my heart at it?—— and you know, sir, I'm not as young as I was."

        
"You don't look it either," said Raleigh with a smile. "Yet I never saw a man of your years cut about in such a pace before. Why, man, you only want wind to run like a hare. How old might you be, if it's a fair question?"

        
"Seventy-two!" replied the other promptly. "And out of that forty years under arms. Sergeant Sims, at your service, sir." As he said it he sprang to his feet again, and stood firm and erect, like a soldier at command. His cap had fallen down, exposing his grey head and weather-beaten features to the full glare of the sun. It was, every inch of it, the face and figure of an active old veteran. Of medium stature, thin, lithe, wiry, he seemed to carry his years very lightly, and to breathe forth a spark of the old fire. His head, partially bald, was fringed round with 

bristly white hair, cut close, after the military fashion. The forehead and cheeks deeply furrowed and much bronzed; bushy eyebrows overhanging piercing grey eyes; a heavy and prominent nose, and the lower part of the face concealed in a short and neatly trimmed grey beard. The look was that of the eagle.

        
Raleigh held out his hand. "Glad to make your acquaintance, Sergeant," he said in a bright bluff way. "I honour age; I admire gallantry. My father was a soldier—Major Raleigh; possibly you may have heard of him, for he saw much service; not as much as you, though. Shouldn't wonder, now, but that you are a Waterloo man?"

        
"That I am, and have the medal," said the old man proudly, and as he spoke he lightly tapped his breast with his right hand as if to point to the mighty decoration. Then his voice fell, and a kindly smile overspread his meagre features as he added, "Aye, but that's a long time ago. I've been an old pensioner now for these fourteen years, and have taken to more peaceable occupations, as you see. But as for this tailing of sheep, as they call it, I can't manage it at all, at all. Indeed I can't, sir. A few more such runs would take away all the breath that's left in me. If that's the sort of thing they are going to put me to I shall shoulder my stick and—march!"

        


        
"A cruel shame," ejaculated the other, "Who ever heard of a fellow attempting to tail a lot of wild sheep without a dog?"

        
"The lady told me I should do better without a dog," continued the old man, in an injured tone. "She does seem a very domineering sort of person—she's as uppish as a drum-major. 'If I had my way,' she said, 'I wouldn't allow a dog to the shepherd or a whip to the bullock-driver. Let the sheep-walkers do what they are paid to do, and walk, instead of squatting about the run and sending their dogs hunting the poor brutes about, or keeping them rounded up half the day. And as for them bullockies,' said she, 'if they only showed as much intelligence as the poor, dumb, willing creatures that they spend all their time in slashing and flogging, we should be more than satisfied with them.' Then turning to me, says she, 'What do you want a dog for? You need not be driving the sheep about; let them feed quietly, and just keep them from straying by walking round them. Work them in circles, my man; work them in circles.' It wasn't like a lady"——

        
"A what?" cried Raleigh.

        
"Or a woman either," added the sergeant with emphasis.

        
"A horse-marine!" muttered the other between his 

teeth. "Look here, friend! if that personage addresses you in future, give her the royal salute, then turn on your heel and go about your business. That's how we all do. Come," he added, as he sat himself down in a sheltered nook and produced a tobacco pouch, "It's 
smoke oh! Bring yourself to an anchor and let's have a spell and a pipe."

        
"Oh, but what about my charge?" exclaimed the old man, as the recollection of his misfortune burst suddenly upon him. "What shall I do? they will be miles away by this time. Are you the overseer, sir?"

        
"Not I," said Raleigh, with a laugh. "I am a shepherd, pure and simple—a full private in the station ranks. Never mind about your blessed sheep; they will be all right. I sent my dogs after them, and—here they come!"

        
As he spoke the flock suddenly emerged over the brow of the hill, and came rattling down the slope panting and blowing, and all hustled together.

        
As they rushed past the two men the dogs shot and rounded them back, and kept them huddled together in a dense crowd.

        
"That'll do!" cried Raleigh. "Lie down, Tiny; come away ahind, Mop. Good dogs, good dogs!" And as the faithful intelligent animals came up to 

him, panting loudly and with their tongues hanging right out of their open mouths, he patted them lovingly, and lavished praises on them which they appeared to appreciate with delight.

        
"I hope you left no stragglers behind, Tiny," he said.

        
The favourite collie started up, and raising its pretty head, gave a quick searching look round as if to make quite certain of the fact, while Mop gave out a contented yelp that was evidently intended to say that they might rest quite satisfied on that point.

        
The old sergeant exhibited almost childish glee at the astonishing feat, and he was loud in the expression of his thanks. It was something quite new to him, and he plied Raleigh with questions as to how such a degree of training could be effected.

        
"They have it in them," said the philosopher. "They take to it of their own accord, and the principal requisite in breaking them in is 
patience, but it needs a lot of that. A shepherd who loses his temper in training a young dog may spoil him for ever. No doubt the qualifications of a good sheep-dog are in the blood, yet I have known cases of mongrels doing fairly well. I knew an instance of a big Newfoundland dog that shaped first-rate at driving. Certainly the size of the brute had 
some-

thing to do with it, for when his huge form loomed in sight it struck terror among the sheep. No exertion was required; he had only to show himself. The greatest difficulty lies in teaching a dog to work 
wide, that is, to keep well away from the sheep. Another sticking point is to get a dog to 
lie down when told. A well-trained dog should drop down like dead at the word of command; but this demands such an absolute control over their excited feelings that it is not easily accomplished. It takes time. We have to make every allowance for the ardour and impulsiveness of youth. Some dogs are over-zealous, others too fiery, others so sensitive as to need the most careful and gentle handling. I rarely beat my dogs; a cross word is sufficient punishment for any ordinary fault. A dog nearly always knows when he has done wrong or disobeyed, and the crestfallen penitent way in which the poor animal will come creeping back to his irate master, with a face full of contrition, is quite affecting. Our dogs have nearly all the foibles and passions, and many of the eccentricities, that distinguish the superior creature, man, combined with some virtues that are but rarely met with in the prodigy of nature. There is Tiny, for instance, a dear little fellow and a great pet, but he has some notable weaknesses. I'm afraid he is a 

spoilt boy, for he is wayward, capricious, and given to sulking. He will lead, and if I were to send Mop off to head a mob of sheep and keep him back, he would nearly go frantic. When he gives me any of his tantrums I simply neglect him altogether and devote a little attention to Mop. This rouses his jealousy to a high pitch, and soon brings him round. Now, Mop is of quite a different temperament; he is phlegmatic, easy-going, but not without a spice of vindictiveness. I have noticed the little scamp, after he had been much bothered by the pranks of some obstreperous sheep, creep slyly round, and, making a sudden dash on the culprit, give him a hard nip on the quiet. I have whacked him for it, for it would never do to allow a dog to take the law into his own hands—or 
teeth, I should say. Altogether, to break in a dog well requires knowledge of character and a lot of drilling, I can tell you."

        
"Not so bad as drilling raw recruits," interjected the sergeant. "There's very little instinct among that lot. We had to take them as they came, and to lick them into shape anyhow. Aye, and it was a rougher process in the old days than it is now; hard on both sides, for it has taken me a couple of years to learn some of the louts just to walk straight."

        
"But they could fight," exclaimed Raleigh; "they 

had the bump of combativeness developed all round. 'British pluck' was something more than a name in those glorious days you talk about. Warfare was not then what it has since become—a horrible contrivance for human destruction on mechanical principles. Bravery went for something, and men were not merely reckoned by numbers, and considered principally as 'food for powder.' I hope," he added, "that we shall have many a long yarn together, sergeant. I want to hear about your campaigns—those grand old wars. What a deal of life you must have seen—what stirring times you must have gone through."

        
"Ay, ay," replied the old veteran, as a softened expression overspread his weather-beaten countenance. "I have lived long, and gone through a lot; and if you care to listen to an old soldier's experiences—but, you know, once you start a prosy old fellow on that lay the difficulty is to stop him. Ay, ay, I be getting on in years, and yet I don't feel it, sir—leastways, not much. I have my pension, you know, a sergeant's full pension; and, thank God, I still retain my health and strength, with just a touch of rheumatics now and then, and a swelling about the knuckles."

        
Here the old man showed his hands—thin, bony 

fingers, with dark protuberant veins and knobby joints—for Raleigh's sympathetic inspection.

        
"There is no need for me to work now—I could retire and live in peace on my small means; but, you see, I came out here with my son and his family—for I've been a grandfather, sir, for these past eight years—and I just want to see the young people well settled at the farm. I spent a good bit of money in fixing them up and putting them in a good way, so I just thought I would lend a hand at shearing time, and maybe make a few pounds, while the young folk are pulling themselves together, and then, sir, I shall hie me back home again, and hope to lay my old bones in my native land."

        
"It may be many years ere that; you have a ripe old age before you," answered the other kindly. "Have you only one son, then, and he out here?"

        
"I had two," he said, and as he said it his head drooped and his countenance became clouded; "I had two,—my eldest boy Charlie, he was the apple of my eye—our cherished hope—the support of my old days. Such a good, kind boy, sir, and so clever. Well, there, you couldn't believe how clever he was. Oh, we had mighty fine ideas about Charlie; we wanted to make a gentleman of him—his mother had set her heart on it. So we saved and pinched to give him a good 

education—to set him up in style. But, Lor' bless you, Charlie he went along better than any one could learn him. He didn't want to be set up neither. 'Give me a trade, dad, that I can always be sure of earning an honest living by the work of my hands, and make a home for mother and you, for I never mean to part from you.' And he would have done it, sir, he would have done it—if it had pleased God. We put him in a foundry to be a mechanic, and he got on wonderful, and learnt drawing all by himself; and he got promoted over the heads of other chaps as had been there for many years, and was such a favourite with the master, as indeed with everyone. Ay, he was getting on fine; he would have gone far, and been a comfort—but there. It was not to be. First the mother, then the son—the Lord's will be done."

        
The old man bowed his head and turned his face away.

        
Raleigh felt grieved that he had inadvertently touched a painful chord. There was a pause.

        
Then, with a semblance of cheerfulness in his voice he replied—

        
"Well, you have another son—I trust he is doing well."

        
"Ay," said the old soldier, with a shake of the head, "but he is not like my Charlie, although, mind 

you, Fred is a good son—a sensible, industrious young man, and married to as nice a girl as ever you saw, although it's I that say it. And haven't I made a cosy little nest for them? A forty-acre allotment, sir, all fenced in, and ten acres under crop; a four-roomed cottage, kitchen, and outhouses, verandahs front and back. And stocked it too! A pair of draught horses, and a beautiful cow with a calf at her foot. Fred ought to do well; but he's not like Charlie—no, nor never will be. He hasn't got the brightness nor the light-heartedness—no, nor the 'savey' either. Well, there, to have seen us together it was more like two jolly pals than father and son."

        
The old man paused in his chatter; he turned a softened glistening look on his young companion and touched him gently on the shoulder.

        
"Do you know," he said with a strange smile, "that when you came suddenly upon me just now you gave me quite a start, you looked so much as he——used to look. It may be an old man's fancy, but you remind me of my boy. There's a something—I hope there's no offence, sir?"

        
"Offence!" exclaimed Raleigh, not without emotion, "why offence, indeed? I should only be too glad to imagine that I resembled such a one as you have described—one who must have had some good stuff 

in him to have merited so much love. I fear the resemblance can only be skin-deep at best, for nobody cares for me. I am a ne'er-do-well, without home or profession—nay, not even with an object in life; without money or friends. A solitary tramp by the world's highway."

        
"Oh, you are not that — leastways, you were never intended for that," said the old man, as he turned a sharp scrutinising gaze on his companion. "But, maybe, like so many others, you've mistook your vocation."

        
"Likely enough," muttered the other, as he leisurely filled his pipe, and settled himself down for a placid smoke. "Well, you have what I lack—
experience; you have fought the good fight; you have steered your course through stormy seas and have reached, I hope, a safe harbour of rest for your declining years; perhaps you can tell me where I have gone astray, and put me on the right track. I am always happy to take advice—the smallest contributions thankfully received—for I cannot help thinking that those who have gone through an arduous and varied life must surely know more about it than the novice who first enters in the lists, and who has everything to learn—possibly, even at that early stage, much to unlearn. And how it comes to pass 

that the world grows no wiser with age; that all the accumulated stores of thought, research, and dearly-bought experience, preserved to us through the long course of time, should have added so little, if anything, to the felicity of the individual, or even to the sum total of human happiness—this has often perplexed me. It is the hardest nut to crack I know of."

        
And as he lounged listlessly backwards on the grassy slope, stretching out his limbs, basking in the warm sunshine, and blowing forth gentle whiffs of smoke in light columns or circling rings, which he watched disappear in the ambient air, the philosopher, in his usual chatty, desultory and caustic style, delivered himself of a short account of his chequered career. He sketched himself, as he liked to picture himself—laying on the colours pretty thick at times—making himself out to be just the sort of being which in reality he was not.

        
The old man, sitting bolt upright, all attention, pensive and demure, with knitted eyebrows, and his piercing eyes riveted on his recumbent interlocutor, said not a word until the rambling discourse was over. Then his hard features relaxed into a kindly smile, and in a half quizzical way he asked abruptly, "Have you ever been in love, my boy?"

        


        
"What a question!" replied the other pettishly. "The old trite notion, that if a man is melancholy or forlorn he must have been crossed in love. No, my father confessor, I can't say that I ever have been in love, in the sense that you mean it, at any rate. Do I look like a love-sick swain, pining away, like a fool, over some unrequited passion? I hate maudlin sentiment; I never was a lady's man. I never fell in love, after the manner of sentimental heroes in novels; no, nor after the manner of the steady young man who looks about for a suitable object of devotion. In love—no, not I. Why do you ask?"

        
"I didn't mean it that way," said the sergeant drily. "But there is nothing like a young wife to put a man through his facings. You complain of not having an object in life. Well, to my thinking, a dearly-loved lass is about the best object a young man can have to care for, and, mind you—to work for too."

        
"Oh, gemini! I have heard something of the sort before. That means matrimony, I suppose, which by all accounts is a lottery to begin with, and with many more blanks than prizes. Besides, you can't support a wife and family on love alone; can you, now?"

        
"No, that you can't. The best incentive to action 

I know of," observed the sergeant, with a humorous twinkle in his eye. "But, you know, 
Where there's a will there's a way. What you want is the 
will."

        
"The way is hard enough as it is," observed the philosopher sententiously. "I have done my best singly and 
failed; I have no idea of putting my head in a yoke to drag another helpless being after me. Then where is a man to find this devoted paragon? He might travel and seek long. For my part, I have never yet met with my 'affinity.' Yours is the popular cure—the old woman's remedy—which, according to some great thinkers, is the cause of more privation, misery, ay, and even degradation, than all other ills which flesh is heir to. It is dictated by that consummate old quack, Dame Nature, whom it has been the object of philosophers in all ages to expose and denounce—a useless attempt, no doubt, as far as the vulgar are concerned."

        
"Well, well, what is the world coming to!" interjected the old man, with a broad grin.

        
"The world is going from bad to worse," pursued the philosopher petulantly. "The artificial restrictions and restraints of our social life cramp and stifle all the nobler aspirations; it is a 'struggle for existence' which is becoming a death grapple. The advice which you favour me with, and which I could not 

follow even if I wished it, would be excellent if addressed to a hearty young ploughman. But for the impecunious gentlefolk—the man of taste and education—in most cases of refined temperament and more delicate constitution—but bah! why dilate on that hackneyed topic. Whatever my failings and deficiencies may be, at least I am not of the cart-horse type, willing to plod in one unvarying round, inured to monotony, hardened to drudgery. Let me live a Bohemian—a vagabond even—sooner than sicken and die in the cold shade of insipid respectability. I have but one longing left dear to my heart, and that is—
liberty!"

        
The old man looked wistfully, tenderly even, into the animated countenance of the speaker, then with kindly familiarity he laid his hand on his companion's shoulder, and said softly—

        
"My young friend, you may yet learn to be happy some day in spite of all your fine arguments. If I mistake not, you are just cut out for the very thing you have set your mind against."

        
"What is that, pray?"

        
"Domestic life."

        
The young man threw himself back on the ground, kicked up his heels, and indulged in a hearty roar of laughter. "Come," he cried, "that's a good 'un." 

But the old man merely wagged his grey head, and muttered, "Time will show."

        
Then they both rose up.

        
"I do believe," said Raleigh, who had been directing his field-glass towards the homestead, "that the good lady, as you call her, has been watching us all the time from the parlour window. I can see her now. She will go into a fit if we remain gossiping here much longer, and won't she have a pretty report to make to the boss on his return. I must help you to yard these sheep, then I will try to get old Flo for you. Long Bill will let you have her. She is a lazy, crawling, yelping old bitch, useless on the hills, but good enough for tailing on the fiats—at any rate, she will save your legs, so come along."
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Chapter XIII.

        

          

            
The Diary.
          

          

            
"
Marino, 
19th Sept.

            
"
What has become of my resolution to keep a diary?—this daily chronicle, however brief and meagre, of thought and action, duly planned and prefaced, and started with such a flourish? It has gone the way of all other good resolutions, for I never kept one yet; broken down miserably at the very first stage. Should I go on with it—which is doubtful—I can see that it will be in a halting sort of style, with ever so many skips, and not unfrequently a total collapse—a thing of discontinuity—a jumble of breaks and blanks, as unsatisfactory to my future biographer as Darwin's palæontological-genealogical record. The next good resolution I make—and it shall assume the shape of a solemn vow—will be never to make good resolutions any more. I have had enough of them. I have been making them for the past twenty years with praiseworthy perseverance, and I can honestly aver that I have never derived the slightest benefit or satisfaction from any 

one of them yet. So once for all I shall give them up. And yet the moralising poet tells us—

            

              

                
'Since but to wish more virtue is to gain.'
              

            

            
"Well, we should be content with small profits. 
Wish, by all means; keep on 
wishing, and take due credit for it; but to attempt anything more appears to me a work of supererogation.

            
"Whenever a man fails in any purpose or undertaking, the first thing for him to do is to set about justifying his action or want of action, as the case may be.

            
"Let him make peace with his conscience in the first place; that done, he may conscientiously defy the world. He should satisfy himself at any cost—dismissing from his mind all vain scruples and weak hesitations—that he did the right thing, and that 
all is for the best.

            
"This is the golden rule in life—the only conclusion in this world worth coming to. If a man can't accomplish that much he is to be pitied, and the next best thing for him to do is to become a fatalist. There is some consolation to be got out of that.

            
"Having failed to post up my journal as intended, I have asked myself this question—

            


            
"Is it profitable unto a man to keep a diary? and I have answered it in the negative.

            
"Of course, I am not alluding to ordinary diaries—mere registers of the weather, entries of out-of-pocket expenses, jottings of incomings and outgoings, and such-like, or even gourmandising notes. Although, as regards the latter particulars, some excuse might be found for including them in a well-conducted journal. A good dinner is not a thing to be passed over lightly. Its charms, although transient in the flesh, yet leave a fragrance behind them; they remain 'to memory dear.' It cannot be denied that a good or a bad dinner, like a virtuous or a sinful action, exercises an after-effect. This must be the reason why so many distinguished personages, in their published journals and correspondence, have given so much space to what they had to eat. It should be a lesson to common folk to cook their victuals properly, when they learn the grave importance which the greatest of mankind have attached to the culinary art. You may have too much of a good thing, however; and I am inclined to think that travellers descant, as a rule, at too great length about their meals. It's the 
stuffing that fills half their books. Still, according to the most advanced theories of the modern scientific world, it may be useful—nay, essential—to account minutely 

for what we eat and drink. The historian who relates the decision of some momentous conference, of vital consequence to the well-being of society, should also describe the 
menu which preceded it, for are we not taught to believe that we are the mere outcome of our stomachs?—'Der Mensch ist was er isst.'

            
"Such being the case, it strikes me that I ought to premise any remarks I may have to make concerning my disposition or ideas with a statement of what I have been subsisting upon. This can be done very briefly. Know then all men that for the past four years I have existed almost entirely on 
damper and mutton. If then I should be charged with being heavy and 
sheepish, is it to be wondered at?

            
"But to return to my original query, and leaving gastronomy out of the question—

            
"Is it profitable unto a man to keep a diary? 
Cela dépend. Authorities would appear to differ on this as upon nearly every other point of moral or ethical importance. I have read somewhere—probably in many places—opinions by grave authors and instructors of morals, that it is an excellent practice, and greatly to be recommended.

            
"And at first sight the keeping of a journal—a moral, introspective, psychological sort of record— 

appears innocent enough, and may prove advantageous.

            
"The idea is good—the carrying out will depend on a variety of conditions; and the value may be reckoned in direct proportion to the amount of sincerity there is in it. Surely it must be well to be able to look back on a faithful account of trials, temptations and accomplishments—however pitiful the whole chapter may be—interesting and profitable to retrace the varying struggles of a moral and intellectual existence, weighing the motives and noting the results. I feel that I could write an eloquent page on the subject, but I will deny myself that gratification. From a religious point of view a diary should be almost a devotional work, for it is nothing short of a written confession, and confession is good for the soul.

            

              

                
"Tis greatly wise to talk with our past hours,


                
And ask them what report they bore to heaven,


                
And how they might have borne more welcome news.'
              

            

            
"On the other hand, I have seen it in print—and I should fancy that it was from the hand of some straight-going, hard-headed, practical-minded Christian—that diaries—moral diaries, mind—are rubbish, and the keeping of them a transparent fraud. 'Who shall decide, when doctors disagree?'

            


            
"Now, as a general rule, whenever the merits of anything are disputed—when they are open to reasonable and candid contention, for I am not alluding to malicious detraction, or to cavilling sophistry—wherever there is a fair 
pro and 
con—then go for the 
con. It has a dozen chances to one on its side. Doctor 
Tant mieux and Doctor 
Tant pis are ever at it, squabbling from morning to night. It is an everlasting tussle, but hang me if 
Tant pis doesn't generally get the best of it.

            
"If you have lost your way in an inhospitable country, and you meet two strangers, one of whom says that you have five miles to travel to the nearest inn, the other makes it seven—be resigned to the seven.

            
"But if you have placed out your money in a safe investment which 'one who knows' tells you will bring you in seven per cent., whereas another one who also knows declares it can only yield five, then reckon on the five—it will be nearest the mark.

            
"To my mind it is very much the same with moral questions. Between the optimist and the pessimist, the truster and the distruster, if you have to choose—however much it may go against the grain—you had better incline to the latter.

            


            
"So about the keeping of a diary; there is much to be said 'agin it.'

            
"Life is made up of mean little actions that we perform out of habit, or because we like it, or can't help it, but which are certainly not worth recording.

            
"A commonplace book is right enough so long as it is confined to commonplace, but any attempt to turn it into a repository of sentiment and meditation fails miserably. As well might we scribble down the small-talk of every day, which is no sooner said than forgotten, and which nobody could wish remembered. The fact is, that in the ordinary routine of life our sentiments are shallow, our reflections most trite, our communications mere clatter. There's nothing in it.

            
"Then again the value, if any, of a confidential journal must rest upon its outspoken candour and genuineness, and that is precisely what diaries almost invariably lack. Who would willingly lay bare his heart, especially on paper? Who would believe in writing down the innermost desires and sensations of his being, even if it were in his power to do so. There are secrets of the heart that cannot bear exposure; there are communions of the spirit that are beyond vulgar expression. The mind is replete 

with an inward sense of shame that it would be torture to reveal, and which it endeavours to conceal even from its own consciousness.

            
"A schoolboy, even of the most outspoken type, might be excused if he omitted from his juvenile diurnal an entry of a flogging received. A young lady, however modest and pure-minded, might hesitate before committing to paper the thoughts that occasionally occupy her mind, and tend to keep her awake of a night. And where is the man who cares at all times to read his own thoughts, and would find words to express them? No! we cannot throw down the veil, and the veil spoils the confession.

            
"Man is essentially an egotistical being. The universal 
I monopolises his thoughts and desires. It is the consideration of self that rules his life. It engrosses his conversation; it predominates in his correspondence; it is only intensified in a diary. Is it well to be ever harping on Number One? I trow not. Let this inevitable personality rest, or rather try to forget it. There is a morbid tendency in constantly dwelling upon or inquiring into our conditions, either of body or of mind. It is, indeed, with moral as with physical health—the less coddling and doctoring it gets the better. A sound and robust nature thrives best when left alone.

            


            
"But the past—the beloved past? Is not the history of our lives worthy of preservation? You cannot take it from us. The joys that are fled still live to us in our memory, and there is even consolation to be derived from the recollection of our misfortunes.

            
"Ay, when they are a long way off, and 'distance lends enchantment to the view,' but a prosaic diary would go far to dispel the illusion. There is, indeed, but little good to be derived from raking up the past; oblivion also has its charms.

            
"The lessons of adversity are sufficiently painful, as a rule, not to need recapitulation, and past happiness cannot be restored. What is done is done, what is gone is gone, whether for good or for evil.

            
"Fate has so decreed, and we can only bow to its dictates. It is sufficient to say, 
On a vécu."

          

          

            

21st October.

            
"A frightful accident happened yesterday. Stead, our manager, has been killed. It is not twenty-four hours since the dreadful news reached us, and I am still so upset with surprise and dismay that I can scarcely compose myself to write. The disaster has been as sudden as it is deplorable.

            
"We had congregated towards tea-time in the 

kitchen. The shearing having been interrupted by the rain, there was a lot of men about. A bright fire was burning, and the usual rattle going on, when suddenly the front door was burst open and Long Bill staggered into the room, with such a ghastly, affrighted look that it shot a thrill through those present. The man was so out of breath with his run that for a few moments he could hardly gasp forth the terrible news, but we all felt instinctively that some great calamity had happened.

            
"'
Mr. Stead!—killed outright!—found dead!'

            
"He could tell little more, for nobody seems to understand how it happened, or to know anything about it.

            
"It seems that Bill was working at the new cut, with his two mates, Tom More and Sandy Joe, when Stead with a bullock-team passed by—he was going to the Black Tree bush for some firewood. It being an off-day, I suppose he thought that according to his usual practice he would set about something useful. It appears that the men had promised to bring in a load the next day, but our indefatigable manager could not resign himself to wait that long.

            
"'You might have left that job to me, sir,' Bill called out.

            
"Stead gave one of his cheery laughs, and replied, 

'Never put off until the morrow what can be done to-day. That's one of my maxims, my lads, and I always act up to it.'

            
"Joe growled out, 'You would have had it the first thing in the morning.'

            
"The manager replied, 'I want to see your drays loaded with wool by daylight to-morrow; we should lose valuable time, and the cook is growling already that he hasn't a bit of firewood for the morning. It won't take me long to bring him a few sticks.'

            
"Tom More, who is always on for chaff, hallooed out, 'What's the use of keeping a dog and barking yourself?' Stead replied back, 'I know a better one than that: If you want a thing done, do it yourself,' and he went on his way rejoicing.

            
"Bill says that he told him to mind the siding by the shoot, and to keep an eye on Bluey, as the brute is given to play up at a pinch. The last they saw of him was at the cutting; he was then sitting on the pole of the dray, jogging quietly along.

            
"The men were vexed at his going about this work, which it was their business to have attended to, and which they meant to do—all in good time.

            
"During the dinner hour they began to wonder that Stead had not returned; and towards evening, getting anxious, Bill said that he would take a run 

up the gully to see what was the matter. He started off, and had not gone a mile when, at the first 'sticking place' on the track, he was horrified to see Stead lying on the ground. The body was cold, and had been dead for several hours. The poor fellow had evidently been killed on the spot. A few yards farther on the dray was found capsized, and the bullocks feeding on the track. Bill tore back to his mates; they all ran to the fatal spot, righted the dray, and brought the body to the woolshed, where it now lies.

            
"Mr. and Mrs. Dale were at Flaxhill, so Jim Flash sped off to inform them. He got there late at night, after the household had turned in, but he roused them up and delivered his message.

            
"Jim says that the old man seemed much concerned, and Mrs. Dale came out in her dressing-gown, quite hysterical, and weeping copiously.

            
"I shouldn't have thought it. It must have been the shock, for I don't believe she's tender-hearted. They are returning here to-day, and the inquest is to be held to-morrow.

            
"It is a sad business, and has caused a deep impression, but the daily work must go on; shearing cannot be stopped or the ordinary routine altered.

            
"There will be one familiar face missing in the 

throng; there will be temporary expressions of regret, perhaps a sermon by our parson at his next visit here on the uncertainty of life; there will be discussions by the bush fire as to how it could have happened, until the subject is exhausted, and then all will be forgotten. Such is life.

            
"Stead was to have been married before Christmas, and it has been debated amongst us who should convey the mournful intelligence to the unfortunate bride. The poor girl is staying with her parents at River Bend, some sixty miles from here.

            
"Perhaps she may be at this present moment joyfully intent on preparations for the coming event, blissfully engaged on her wedding dress. I know the people slightly, and I was asked to go, but I refused flatly. I confess to being a coward in some things. Danger I do not fear, and to help a fellow-creature in distress I could brave a good deal. But I shrink from pain, and the sight of moral suffering unnerves me. To travel that dreary journey under harrowing anticipations, the bearer of a load of misery—to be carried in dolefulness, and to be flung like an infernal bomb into a happy family, to shatter and prostrate them—it would be too much for me.

            
"We are not all constituted alike. Some people exhibit a partiality for the horrible. I loathe it and 

fly from it. Jim Flash is probably indifferent; besides, he wanted a trip to town, so he readily undertook the errand, and he is off.

            
"After the first shock of the news was over, I felt an unbearable unrest—a longing to get away from all surrounding associations—to be alone.

            
"I wandered about the premises, seeking for some obscure nook where I could ensconce myself and indulge in melancholy reflection.

            
"The men's kitchen was in a state of uproar. Outside all was cold and dark, and drizzling rain was falling.

            
"I went into the residence, but the parlour was locked up, and the maid followed me with a light to ask what I wanted. I could not tell her that I wanted only to be left alone, to sit in a dark corner and mope, so I had to pretend to be looking for something.

            
"I then clambered up to the wretched garret which we call our bedroom, but I found it occupied. Norman and Ted had taken refuge there, and were carrying on a noisy game of Yankee Grab. I continued to rove about like an unquiet spirit; but wherever I went the noise and commotion seemed to follow me about. After a while I perceived a gleam of light from one of the outhouses, and peering in, I 

there found my friend the sergeant, who was all alone in his crib.

            
"The old man was sitting on his stretches, enveloped in an old military cloak. He had on his spectacles, which made him look more aged, and by the flickering light of a tallow candle he was reading his Bible. As I looked in he welcomed me with a smile, then put away his glasses, placed the book under his pillow, and after removing the candle from the three-legged stool where it stood to the window sill, he offered me the vacant seat with grave but kindly attention.

            
"I remained there a long time. We talked about poor Stead—his amiable character, his high principles, the impending marriage, and his untimely fate.

            
"The old man was calm. Death was no stranger to him. He had seen it in all forms. On the field of battle, where he had stepped over heaps of the slain, held his bleeding comrades in his arms and seen them expire; in the hospitals, where he had assisted to tend the wounded and to shroud their mangled remains; watched in anguish over the last moments of a devoted helpmate, and closed the eyes of a beloved son. Death had no terrors for him. In his quiet, subdued way he spoke to me about the vicissitudes of fate, the inscrutable ordinances of 
Pro-

vidence, and the necessity of resignation in all things. I felt soothed and comforted. I told him so, at which he smiled rather sadly. Then as we parted late in the night and shook hands, his face seemed to light up with a tender expression, and he murmured, 'God bless you, my boy.'

          

          

            

22nd October.

            
"They held the inquest at the woolshed this morning. Verdict—
Accidental death. The only supposition is that in rounding a slippery siding the bullocks must have played up and overturned the empty dray.

            
"The unfortunate man must have been crushed under it, as his death would appear to have been instantaneous. There was the mark of a contusion on his left side, but it was hardly noticeable.

            
"He was buried this afternoon in a little plot of ground that has been fenced in near the river junction, and which it is intended to set aside for a cemetery. It contained only one grave, that of a poor woman with her newly-born child that died last year—a sad case, attributed to neglect. Now there are two graves. I suppose it will be filled in due time.

            
"I did not attend the funeral; I never do, on principle. I am informed that this has given rise to adverse comment. Likely enough. It does not matter."

            


            
"Let me ask myself, Why should I attend a funeral? It is against my inclination to march in a lugubrious procession; I dislike ceremonies, and especially dismal ceremonies. They are a matter of indifference to most people—they are a matter of painful endurance to me. Why should I conform to a disagreeable custom that I do not believe in? 
To show respect for the deceased, they say. Pshaw! What can the deceased care for show or for respect now? Is death not awful enough without a parade and a mockery of woe? 
But it is customary. So are many things which I avoid and disapprove of. Yet I am not at war with society, but would fain be allowed to live my own quiet way, preserving much-loved independence even in little things, and without treading on any one's toes. I would respect the feelings, even the prejudices of others, providing I am not called upon to share in them.

            
"Dame Society, however, is resentful in these things; she cannot tolerate independence, and in the matter of conventionalities she is a termagant.

            
"God knows, the squinting old Jezebel (for she is nothing better), painted and bedizened, and rotten to the core, is essentially lax—to everything but appearances. She is of easy virtue herself, and not at all particular as to others, provided they study decorum. 

She can blink, and she can wink—indeed, she appears to exist in a chronic state of winking—and under no circumstances does she ever attempt to look beneath the surface. 'Go your ways, my dears,' she tells her votaries, 'and be as false, as selfish, and as wicked as you please, 
only be proper. I care nothing about your morals or your sentiments—rather prefer them lax, as more amenable to my requirements—I am only rigid concerning appearances. You may break every law, moral and divine, with impunity, but the law of fashion you shall not break.'

            
"I have a friend, as honest and straight-going a man as ever lived, open in heart—and purse too, whenever the occasion needs it—but somewhat crusty in temperament and original in his notions. He attended the funeral of a friend once—a man of note, who was buried in state—and he followed the procession in a white coat. It was not done from ignorance, still less from absent-mindedness, for my friend was particular as to his costume, and prided himself on always suiting his dress to the requirements of the season. He had classified habiliments for every varying state of the weather. He had lived a great deal in the tropics, and had learnt to consider comfort before appearances. He met the scorching rays of the sun in spotless white, he was always muffled up 

in a most intricate manner against a cold wind, while in the steaming heat of a summer's evening he was content to recline in pyjamas. On the occasion of the funeral it was a roasting day, and my friend had dressed accordingly. His appearance on the solemn scene in such a rig-out occasioned grave surprise, and was considered a public scandal. He was immediately cut by all his acquaintances; even his near relatives slammed the door in his face. Had he gone as a chimney-sweep he would have fared better, for then he would at least have been black, and black was 
de rigueur. Had he been a seducer of innocence, a disreputable gambler, a man of vile and intemperate habits, such misconduct would have been passed over, for the world is very lenient to well-dressed scoundrels; had he even committed a great crime he would have found numerous defenders to stand by him in the hour of need; but to appear at a fashionable funeral in a white 
surtout, that was the unpardonable sin. Society rose like one old woman, and shrieked him down. He was ostracised by the whole community, and had to fly his country.

            
"Poor Stead! I could not call you a friend, for we had so little in common, but I admired your unflagging energy, and I respected your practical virtues. If any man, by perseverance and self-denial, deserved 

to get on in the world, then you did, for you never indulged even in a whim, or granted yourself a respite.

            
"Work, work, work! And all to what account? Your energy was fatal to you; by too much striving you fell. Had you been content to attend to your own duties, and to leave bullock-driving to those whom it concerned, you would have been alive now, and as happy, I suppose, as a man of your anxious mind and earnest temperament could well afford to be.

            
"Miserable fatality! Lamentable perversion of the moral order of things. The good apprentice comes to an untimely end; the idle one hath long life and goodly reward. We know that 'Fortune favours fools,' but when did we discover that Fate rewards the virtuous? There is no good to be got in moralising on this world, which is not only 'out of joint,' but topsy turvy. The lesson to be derived from this sad example is that excess of energy is bad and that zeal is disastrous. I am not naturally inclined to err in that direction, but should I follow any unthinking impulse, and be taken that way, then this melancholy case will restore me to ease and indifference, for I shall check any new-born ardour with the sad warning, Remember Stead!"

          

          
          



            

23rd October.

            
"Mrs. Dale is a person not without pretensions. In other words 'she thinks a deal of herself,' and her great object always appears to be to make other people of the same opinion. She would like to pose before polite society, not as a reigning 
belle, for she is quite 
passée, not as my Lady Bountiful, for she is not charitably inclined; not even as a fashionable personage, for she has not the means to keep up any great style; but as 
une femme supérienre. In that she resembles her maid, only, of course, ever so many steps higher up the social ladder.

            
"I overheard an exchange of sentiments once between the cook and Susy Wanekin, on the latter's 
début here. Quoth the cook, 'What are your accomplishments, Miss Wanekin?' Said Susy, 'I am not very musical; I never would be bothered with learning the pie-a-ner; I pride myself more on my 
conversational powers.'

            
"Mrs. Dale began life humbly. In her youth she was poor and dependent. She may have been pretty, but neither her good looks or her shining capabilities would appear to have attracted attention, or to have gained her a suitor. She saw a little of the world, and picked up some smattering of society knowledge while following in the train of a fashionable patroness. 

Accomplishments she has none, which is quite sufficient to impress people. She emigrated to New Zealand at the nick of time, and was rewarded for her venture by marrying Mr. Dale, who was then verging on 'the sere and yellow,' but who was thought to be rich. Unfortunately, even in that happy moment, by a strange irony of Fate, she found herself transported into a region which, whatever its other advantages may be, is perfectly uncongenial for the expansion of fine-ladyism. What is the use of distinguished attainments where they cannot be shown off, fashionable clothes in the bush, or polite airs among barbarians? Mrs. Dale has always realised her mission—it was to shine; but cruel fortune has destined her to a sphere which no display of brilliancy could illumine. She had triumphed, after so many disappointments, but only to bloom in the desert. This makes her 
rage.

            
"But love of admiration is too strong a passion to be stifled, even under the most untoward circumstances. "It must find an outlet somewhere, even on a sheep station. Mrs. Dale is determined to be conspicuous somehow, and she much prefers being hated to the ignominy of being unnoticed.

            
"Where she cannot fascinate or intimidate, her 

last resource is to worry, and in this respect she is universally allowed to excel. Her capabilities for interference, and her powers of annoyance, are indeed quite exceptional. Having no family to rear or household duties to attend to, being almost denied the greatest of female consolations, gossiping, she has to confine her active energies to petty vexatiousness.

            
"But although the range is so restricted, it has afforded her the longed-for opportunity of becoming notorious, as the most talked-about and cordially disliked woman in the country; and thus the 'ruling passion' has found its vent.

            
"The other day she had a mishap, which has been a source of great merriment to the men, and of which a highly-embellished report has travelled far and wide. As I was an eye-witness of the scene, however, my account is necessarily strictly veracious.

            
"It happened only a few days ago. 
Madame, arrayed in state, was going one of her usual rounds. She takes great interest in animals, and has her pets among the horses and cattle, which she dubs with high-sounding names, cribbed from Sir Walter Scott's novels or other elegant sources. Having inspected the fowl yard, counted her chickens, collected the eggs (which she has placed under lock and key), examined the dairy, to make sure that none of the milk had 

been misapplied to any vile use, such as flavouring the men's tea—for Mrs. Dale would sooner see the eggs rotted and the milk turned sour than to allow those little luxuries to be introduced into the kitchen—she visited the stable and ordered the Lady Rowena out for an airing. She continued to spy into many places, and to make sneering remarks about what she saw, which she knew would be repeated to those concerned and cause unpleasantness.

            
"She then turned her stately steps towards the paddock, where a number of young cattle were grazing. Norman had been escorting her so far (being the young gentleman in attendance that morning) but knowing his intense dislike to gardening, she could not resist the gratification of setting him to weed a bed of tomatoes. 'There, my dear boy,' she exclaimed, 'there's two hours' work for you. I hope you will do it nicely, for I take a great pride in my tomato beds, and you may just as well make yourself useful. 
You must do something for your keep, you know' Norman's face flushed to the colour of the ruby fruit at his feet, but he went sulkily to work.

            
"Mrs. Dale then turned her distinguished attention to a mob of young heifers. The first one, an ugly, shaggy, restive-looking brute, she accosted with much suavity.

            


            
"'Oh! my pretty little Lydia; it is you, is it? Don't I recognise those pretty auburn curls, and your high-bred air. Come to me, my pet.' Lydia only responded with a toss of the head, and turned away. 'Oh, you cross little thing! how dare you turn your back on your mistress? I shall make you come to me.' Lydia gave a snort, and made show to bunt. 'Oh, you naughty, nasty, rude thing! how dare you, miss?' Lydia bunted. '
Fi donc, Mademoiselle; get away, you little wretch! Off, I say!' and the lady made play with her riding-whip. Lydia made play with her head.

            
"Mrs. Dale began a hasty retreat, trying to ward off the bunting heifer with words and cuts. Then she called out for assistance; but Norman was too intent on weeding tomato beds to heed her cries, and two of the station hands, who were standing close by, only bobbed their heads behind a hedge, and were deaf to the most heartrending appeals.

            
"I happened to be near, and I advanced to the rescue, as fast as I could without undignified hurry.

            
"Meanwhile Lydia was thoroughly roused, and the whipping made her downright vicious. She came at her mistress full tilt, and with a well-directed bump, planted just below the middle, sent Mrs. D. sprawling backwards her full length on the ground. And as her head went down, her feet tipped up.

            


            
"The sight of the lady's scarlet underclothing must have further excited the animal's fury, for it was just about to charge into the breach, when I stepped forward and drove it off. Mrs. Dale struggled to her feet, blushing as red as her petticoats, and without a word of thanks to her rescuer, she fled. I followed her with a broken whip, a huge chignon which was left on the battle-field, and a padded article of attire, which had burst its strings and had dropped from her in the tumble.

            
"I don't think she will ever forgive me."

          

          

            
"
Marino, 
24th October.

            
"I have chummed up with old Sims. We have become quite cronies. We sit and chat for the hour together by the kitchen fire, oblivious of all the Babel and clatter going on around us. I often find my way to the weather-board cabin where they have lodged him, and start him telling me about his former campaigns and old experiences. Cold and draughty is the wretched shed, and we have to sit muffled in our greatcoats, our light a smoky candle, our festive cup a pannikin of cold tea; yet the time passes unperceived, and it is often midnight before we part company. A sturdy veteran is Sergeant Sims. On his hardened features Time has left marks, but has 

scored no ravages. His eye is not dim, his sonorous voice retains its manly tones, his step is as firm and elastic as when—some fifty years ago—it kept time to the beat of the drum.

            
"Unlike many talkative old men, the sergeant is not garrulous. Although bruised and battered both in heart and fortune in the arduous struggle of a chequered existence, he is not querulous either.

            
"There is a noble serenity about the old man. In mind he is as simple as a child, and he retains a spirit, subdued perhaps by age and painful experience, but not crushed.

            
"The sergeant is not dramatic in his style of narration. In that respect he is totally unlike the typical old soldier represented on the stage, who stamps and attitudinises, rolls forth his thunder, and flourishes his stick and his periods with equal vehemence.

            
"Yet, at times, when he told in his simple unaffected way of deeds of valour and of trials of endurance, I have felt that thrill of emotion which 
eloquence imparts, and the pictured scene has risen before my eyes with glowing vividness. On one occasion he described, with more than usual animation, the preparation, for battle. The impending shock, the ominous lull before the fiery outburst; the troops drawn up in line, as if on parade—a 

frowning mass, with dark forebodings and anxious suspense, yet resolute bearing. The officers to the front, with their swords drawn, addressing the men in terms of confidence and encouragement, reminding them of their past achievements, the glorious record of their regiment, and exhorting them to maintain it unsullied— … until I felt a creeping sensation in all my sinews, my hand clenched, a hectic flush on my cheek—a wild impulse to be 'Up, guards, and at them,' to bear down on the enemy, cut, point, and slash in all directions.

            
"I verily believe that the sergeant has taken a great liking to me. I feel that I have all his sympathy, with almost a touch of fatherly tenderness, combined with a certain sense of respectful deference, due no doubt to the fact of my being the son of a brave and distinguished officer—possibly also to the vulgar idea that I am a scholar—a ridiculous notion that I have done my best to dispel.

            
"'Ay, sir!' he exclaimed once, 'if I had only had your parts and education—— But there, I wasn't born to it.'

            
"'You were born to something much better, sergeant,' I replied, and in my heart I believe it.

            
"A few days back the old man was in a very confidential mood. He told me a great deal about his 

early life, some wild pranks and exciting episodes; his rapid promotion; then his happy marriage and many years of domestic bliss; the bringing up of his boys.

            
"It was all a long time ago, but his heart seemed to be altogether in the past.

            
"Then he unlocked a travelling bag, and from its inmost recesses he brought out two little packets.

            
"They were wrapped up in tissue paper and were evidently objects of much-prized value. He unfolded the covering with care, and then placed them on the table with such tender solicitude as excited my curiosity. He opened the first little case; it contained a silver medal—his Waterloo medal. I stooped down to read the inscription upon it, and when I looked up again and caught the old man's eye it seemed to glisten with unwonted fire. He was proud of that medal—well he might be.

            
What a flood of memories that tiny bright disc must have opened upon him. Memories, not such as the world at large indulges in, dim and faint, read of in books, engraven on monuments or even recited in inspiriting verse to the national glory. Words; words only. But not so to him. He had been there! He had heard the cannons' roar; he had marched, enveloped in lurid smoke, to face the furious 

onslaught of the enemy; he had stood for hours under the deadly hail, and seen his comrades dropping by his side, his brave officers, in all their pride and splendour, falling at his feet. In ranks thinned and shattered he had awaited inflexible the charge of those fierce cuirassiers. How the earth had trembled under their horses' feet, how the sunlight had flashed from a thousand sabres and breastplates!

            
"And then, under the rattling fire of the musketry, the heavy booming of the big guns, he had seen the ground glistening with the slain, and riderless horses dashing madly to and fro, frantic with terror, plunging, rearing, falling—a terrible sight!

            
"It was a long time ago—a matter of history to us—but to him it was as yesterday. Well might his bosom heave, his eye flash, at the token of that memorable day!

            
"The sergeant then opened the other little case. It was of morocco leather, and held a miniature portrait. It was a picture by no very skilful hand, yet prettily drawn, of a female head.

            
"The head of a young woman of some twenty summers. A homely little face, fair and fresh, with nothing very noticeable about it beyond its freshness and a dimpling smile that played about its rosy lips. The hair was pale yellow, and in long flat bands, in 

the style that was considered becoming in those days.

            
"I examined the picture, then looked up again into the old man's face. His expression had altered—he seemed ever so much older, the wrinkles on his forehead were gathered in deep furrows, there was a tremulous motion about his lips, and he had bent his eyebrows like one straining his sight at a distant view. For a long while—it seemed to me so—he kept his gaze riveted on the little portrait, and he passed his hand several times before his face as if to clear away a mist that obscured his vision. Then he turned to me with a look that conveyed such a sad appeal that I could not meet it—I looked another way.

            
"'How the colour has faded,' he said.

            
"I replied that I did not notice it.

            
"'Why, her hair was of the brightest auburn,' he exclaimed feelingly. 'It was the most lovely hair in the world. My own pretty love! How she used to bind it up for me in different ways, and when she let it down it reached to her waist; but there—there'—The old man sighed.

            
"That sigh! What a life-long story did it not unfold. The story of youthful ardour, of manly devotion, of requited love—love which had filled his heart and shed a warm and benign lustre over so many 

years, and the innumerable incidents of a humble and worthy career. Love to be cherished in fond remembrance, and to be looked back upon after so long a lapse of time—heavily borne through old age and afflictions—with tenderness and gratitude.

            
"Fold up thy little packets, thou grey-headed veteran! Fold them up carefully, and replace them in safe keeping. Each one is a charm that shall never forsake thee. The reward of valour thou shalt carry with thee to an honoured grave, and that sweet countenance shall continue to smile upon thee—it may fade on the painted tablet, but it shall never grow dim in thy heart!"
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Marino, 
19th Sept.

            
"
What has become of my resolution to keep a diary?—this daily chronicle, however brief and meagre, of thought and action, duly planned and prefaced, and started with such a flourish? It has gone the way of all other good resolutions, for I never kept one yet; broken down miserably at the very first stage. Should I go on with it—which is doubtful—I can see that it will be in a halting sort of style, with ever so many skips, and not unfrequently a total collapse—a thing of discontinuity—a jumble of breaks and blanks, as unsatisfactory to my future biographer as Darwin's palæontological-genealogical record. The next good resolution I make—and it shall assume the shape of a solemn vow—will be never to make good resolutions any more. I have had enough of them. I have been making them for the past twenty years with praiseworthy perseverance, and I can honestly aver that I have never derived the slightest benefit or satisfaction from any 

one of them yet. So once for all I shall give them up. And yet the moralising poet tells us—

            

              

                
'Since but to wish more virtue is to gain.'
              

            

            
"Well, we should be content with small profits. 
Wish, by all means; keep on 
wishing, and take due credit for it; but to attempt anything more appears to me a work of supererogation.

            
"Whenever a man fails in any purpose or undertaking, the first thing for him to do is to set about justifying his action or want of action, as the case may be.

            
"Let him make peace with his conscience in the first place; that done, he may conscientiously defy the world. He should satisfy himself at any cost—dismissing from his mind all vain scruples and weak hesitations—that he did the right thing, and that 
all is for the best.

            
"This is the golden rule in life—the only conclusion in this world worth coming to. If a man can't accomplish that much he is to be pitied, and the next best thing for him to do is to become a fatalist. There is some consolation to be got out of that.

            
"Having failed to post up my journal as intended, I have asked myself this question—

            


            
"Is it profitable unto a man to keep a diary? and I have answered it in the negative.

            
"Of course, I am not alluding to ordinary diaries—mere registers of the weather, entries of out-of-pocket expenses, jottings of incomings and outgoings, and such-like, or even gourmandising notes. Although, as regards the latter particulars, some excuse might be found for including them in a well-conducted journal. A good dinner is not a thing to be passed over lightly. Its charms, although transient in the flesh, yet leave a fragrance behind them; they remain 'to memory dear.' It cannot be denied that a good or a bad dinner, like a virtuous or a sinful action, exercises an after-effect. This must be the reason why so many distinguished personages, in their published journals and correspondence, have given so much space to what they had to eat. It should be a lesson to common folk to cook their victuals properly, when they learn the grave importance which the greatest of mankind have attached to the culinary art. You may have too much of a good thing, however; and I am inclined to think that travellers descant, as a rule, at too great length about their meals. It's the 
stuffing that fills half their books. Still, according to the most advanced theories of the modern scientific world, it may be useful—nay, essential—to account minutely 

for what we eat and drink. The historian who relates the decision of some momentous conference, of vital consequence to the well-being of society, should also describe the 
menu which preceded it, for are we not taught to believe that we are the mere outcome of our stomachs?—'Der Mensch ist was er isst.'

            
"Such being the case, it strikes me that I ought to premise any remarks I may have to make concerning my disposition or ideas with a statement of what I have been subsisting upon. This can be done very briefly. Know then all men that for the past four years I have existed almost entirely on 
damper and mutton. If then I should be charged with being heavy and 
sheepish, is it to be wondered at?

            
"But to return to my original query, and leaving gastronomy out of the question—

            
"Is it profitable unto a man to keep a diary? 
Cela dépend. Authorities would appear to differ on this as upon nearly every other point of moral or ethical importance. I have read somewhere—probably in many places—opinions by grave authors and instructors of morals, that it is an excellent practice, and greatly to be recommended.

            
"And at first sight the keeping of a journal—a moral, introspective, psychological sort of record— 

appears innocent enough, and may prove advantageous.

            
"The idea is good—the carrying out will depend on a variety of conditions; and the value may be reckoned in direct proportion to the amount of sincerity there is in it. Surely it must be well to be able to look back on a faithful account of trials, temptations and accomplishments—however pitiful the whole chapter may be—interesting and profitable to retrace the varying struggles of a moral and intellectual existence, weighing the motives and noting the results. I feel that I could write an eloquent page on the subject, but I will deny myself that gratification. From a religious point of view a diary should be almost a devotional work, for it is nothing short of a written confession, and confession is good for the soul.

            

              

                
"Tis greatly wise to talk with our past hours,


                
And ask them what report they bore to heaven,


                
And how they might have borne more welcome news.'
              

            

            
"On the other hand, I have seen it in print—and I should fancy that it was from the hand of some straight-going, hard-headed, practical-minded Christian—that diaries—moral diaries, mind—are rubbish, and the keeping of them a transparent fraud. 'Who shall decide, when doctors disagree?'

            


            
"Now, as a general rule, whenever the merits of anything are disputed—when they are open to reasonable and candid contention, for I am not alluding to malicious detraction, or to cavilling sophistry—wherever there is a fair 
pro and 
con—then go for the 
con. It has a dozen chances to one on its side. Doctor 
Tant mieux and Doctor 
Tant pis are ever at it, squabbling from morning to night. It is an everlasting tussle, but hang me if 
Tant pis doesn't generally get the best of it.

            
"If you have lost your way in an inhospitable country, and you meet two strangers, one of whom says that you have five miles to travel to the nearest inn, the other makes it seven—be resigned to the seven.

            
"But if you have placed out your money in a safe investment which 'one who knows' tells you will bring you in seven per cent., whereas another one who also knows declares it can only yield five, then reckon on the five—it will be nearest the mark.

            
"To my mind it is very much the same with moral questions. Between the optimist and the pessimist, the truster and the distruster, if you have to choose—however much it may go against the grain—you had better incline to the latter.

            


            
"So about the keeping of a diary; there is much to be said 'agin it.'

            
"Life is made up of mean little actions that we perform out of habit, or because we like it, or can't help it, but which are certainly not worth recording.

            
"A commonplace book is right enough so long as it is confined to commonplace, but any attempt to turn it into a repository of sentiment and meditation fails miserably. As well might we scribble down the small-talk of every day, which is no sooner said than forgotten, and which nobody could wish remembered. The fact is, that in the ordinary routine of life our sentiments are shallow, our reflections most trite, our communications mere clatter. There's nothing in it.

            
"Then again the value, if any, of a confidential journal must rest upon its outspoken candour and genuineness, and that is precisely what diaries almost invariably lack. Who would willingly lay bare his heart, especially on paper? Who would believe in writing down the innermost desires and sensations of his being, even if it were in his power to do so. There are secrets of the heart that cannot bear exposure; there are communions of the spirit that are beyond vulgar expression. The mind is replete 

with an inward sense of shame that it would be torture to reveal, and which it endeavours to conceal even from its own consciousness.

            
"A schoolboy, even of the most outspoken type, might be excused if he omitted from his juvenile diurnal an entry of a flogging received. A young lady, however modest and pure-minded, might hesitate before committing to paper the thoughts that occasionally occupy her mind, and tend to keep her awake of a night. And where is the man who cares at all times to read his own thoughts, and would find words to express them? No! we cannot throw down the veil, and the veil spoils the confession.

            
"Man is essentially an egotistical being. The universal 
I monopolises his thoughts and desires. It is the consideration of self that rules his life. It engrosses his conversation; it predominates in his correspondence; it is only intensified in a diary. Is it well to be ever harping on Number One? I trow not. Let this inevitable personality rest, or rather try to forget it. There is a morbid tendency in constantly dwelling upon or inquiring into our conditions, either of body or of mind. It is, indeed, with moral as with physical health—the less coddling and doctoring it gets the better. A sound and robust nature thrives best when left alone.

            


            
"But the past—the beloved past? Is not the history of our lives worthy of preservation? You cannot take it from us. The joys that are fled still live to us in our memory, and there is even consolation to be derived from the recollection of our misfortunes.

            
"Ay, when they are a long way off, and 'distance lends enchantment to the view,' but a prosaic diary would go far to dispel the illusion. There is, indeed, but little good to be derived from raking up the past; oblivion also has its charms.

            
"The lessons of adversity are sufficiently painful, as a rule, not to need recapitulation, and past happiness cannot be restored. What is done is done, what is gone is gone, whether for good or for evil.

            
"Fate has so decreed, and we can only bow to its dictates. It is sufficient to say, 
On a vécu."
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21st October.

            
"A frightful accident happened yesterday. Stead, our manager, has been killed. It is not twenty-four hours since the dreadful news reached us, and I am still so upset with surprise and dismay that I can scarcely compose myself to write. The disaster has been as sudden as it is deplorable.

            
"We had congregated towards tea-time in the 

kitchen. The shearing having been interrupted by the rain, there was a lot of men about. A bright fire was burning, and the usual rattle going on, when suddenly the front door was burst open and Long Bill staggered into the room, with such a ghastly, affrighted look that it shot a thrill through those present. The man was so out of breath with his run that for a few moments he could hardly gasp forth the terrible news, but we all felt instinctively that some great calamity had happened.

            
"'
Mr. Stead!—killed outright!—found dead!'

            
"He could tell little more, for nobody seems to understand how it happened, or to know anything about it.

            
"It seems that Bill was working at the new cut, with his two mates, Tom More and Sandy Joe, when Stead with a bullock-team passed by—he was going to the Black Tree bush for some firewood. It being an off-day, I suppose he thought that according to his usual practice he would set about something useful. It appears that the men had promised to bring in a load the next day, but our indefatigable manager could not resign himself to wait that long.

            
"'You might have left that job to me, sir,' Bill called out.

            
"Stead gave one of his cheery laughs, and replied, 

'Never put off until the morrow what can be done to-day. That's one of my maxims, my lads, and I always act up to it.'

            
"Joe growled out, 'You would have had it the first thing in the morning.'

            
"The manager replied, 'I want to see your drays loaded with wool by daylight to-morrow; we should lose valuable time, and the cook is growling already that he hasn't a bit of firewood for the morning. It won't take me long to bring him a few sticks.'

            
"Tom More, who is always on for chaff, hallooed out, 'What's the use of keeping a dog and barking yourself?' Stead replied back, 'I know a better one than that: If you want a thing done, do it yourself,' and he went on his way rejoicing.

            
"Bill says that he told him to mind the siding by the shoot, and to keep an eye on Bluey, as the brute is given to play up at a pinch. The last they saw of him was at the cutting; he was then sitting on the pole of the dray, jogging quietly along.

            
"The men were vexed at his going about this work, which it was their business to have attended to, and which they meant to do—all in good time.

            
"During the dinner hour they began to wonder that Stead had not returned; and towards evening, getting anxious, Bill said that he would take a run 

up the gully to see what was the matter. He started off, and had not gone a mile when, at the first 'sticking place' on the track, he was horrified to see Stead lying on the ground. The body was cold, and had been dead for several hours. The poor fellow had evidently been killed on the spot. A few yards farther on the dray was found capsized, and the bullocks feeding on the track. Bill tore back to his mates; they all ran to the fatal spot, righted the dray, and brought the body to the woolshed, where it now lies.

            
"Mr. and Mrs. Dale were at Flaxhill, so Jim Flash sped off to inform them. He got there late at night, after the household had turned in, but he roused them up and delivered his message.

            
"Jim says that the old man seemed much concerned, and Mrs. Dale came out in her dressing-gown, quite hysterical, and weeping copiously.

            
"I shouldn't have thought it. It must have been the shock, for I don't believe she's tender-hearted. They are returning here to-day, and the inquest is to be held to-morrow.

            
"It is a sad business, and has caused a deep impression, but the daily work must go on; shearing cannot be stopped or the ordinary routine altered.

            
"There will be one familiar face missing in the 

throng; there will be temporary expressions of regret, perhaps a sermon by our parson at his next visit here on the uncertainty of life; there will be discussions by the bush fire as to how it could have happened, until the subject is exhausted, and then all will be forgotten. Such is life.

            
"Stead was to have been married before Christmas, and it has been debated amongst us who should convey the mournful intelligence to the unfortunate bride. The poor girl is staying with her parents at River Bend, some sixty miles from here.

            
"Perhaps she may be at this present moment joyfully intent on preparations for the coming event, blissfully engaged on her wedding dress. I know the people slightly, and I was asked to go, but I refused flatly. I confess to being a coward in some things. Danger I do not fear, and to help a fellow-creature in distress I could brave a good deal. But I shrink from pain, and the sight of moral suffering unnerves me. To travel that dreary journey under harrowing anticipations, the bearer of a load of misery—to be carried in dolefulness, and to be flung like an infernal bomb into a happy family, to shatter and prostrate them—it would be too much for me.

            
"We are not all constituted alike. Some people exhibit a partiality for the horrible. I loathe it and 

fly from it. Jim Flash is probably indifferent; besides, he wanted a trip to town, so he readily undertook the errand, and he is off.

            
"After the first shock of the news was over, I felt an unbearable unrest—a longing to get away from all surrounding associations—to be alone.

            
"I wandered about the premises, seeking for some obscure nook where I could ensconce myself and indulge in melancholy reflection.

            
"The men's kitchen was in a state of uproar. Outside all was cold and dark, and drizzling rain was falling.

            
"I went into the residence, but the parlour was locked up, and the maid followed me with a light to ask what I wanted. I could not tell her that I wanted only to be left alone, to sit in a dark corner and mope, so I had to pretend to be looking for something.

            
"I then clambered up to the wretched garret which we call our bedroom, but I found it occupied. Norman and Ted had taken refuge there, and were carrying on a noisy game of Yankee Grab. I continued to rove about like an unquiet spirit; but wherever I went the noise and commotion seemed to follow me about. After a while I perceived a gleam of light from one of the outhouses, and peering in, I 

there found my friend the sergeant, who was all alone in his crib.

            
"The old man was sitting on his stretches, enveloped in an old military cloak. He had on his spectacles, which made him look more aged, and by the flickering light of a tallow candle he was reading his Bible. As I looked in he welcomed me with a smile, then put away his glasses, placed the book under his pillow, and after removing the candle from the three-legged stool where it stood to the window sill, he offered me the vacant seat with grave but kindly attention.

            
"I remained there a long time. We talked about poor Stead—his amiable character, his high principles, the impending marriage, and his untimely fate.

            
"The old man was calm. Death was no stranger to him. He had seen it in all forms. On the field of battle, where he had stepped over heaps of the slain, held his bleeding comrades in his arms and seen them expire; in the hospitals, where he had assisted to tend the wounded and to shroud their mangled remains; watched in anguish over the last moments of a devoted helpmate, and closed the eyes of a beloved son. Death had no terrors for him. In his quiet, subdued way he spoke to me about the vicissitudes of fate, the inscrutable ordinances of 
Pro-

vidence, and the necessity of resignation in all things. I felt soothed and comforted. I told him so, at which he smiled rather sadly. Then as we parted late in the night and shook hands, his face seemed to light up with a tender expression, and he murmured, 'God bless you, my boy.'
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22nd October.

            
"They held the inquest at the woolshed this morning. Verdict—
Accidental death. The only supposition is that in rounding a slippery siding the bullocks must have played up and overturned the empty dray.

            
"The unfortunate man must have been crushed under it, as his death would appear to have been instantaneous. There was the mark of a contusion on his left side, but it was hardly noticeable.

            
"He was buried this afternoon in a little plot of ground that has been fenced in near the river junction, and which it is intended to set aside for a cemetery. It contained only one grave, that of a poor woman with her newly-born child that died last year—a sad case, attributed to neglect. Now there are two graves. I suppose it will be filled in due time.

            
"I did not attend the funeral; I never do, on principle. I am informed that this has given rise to adverse comment. Likely enough. It does not matter."

            


            
"Let me ask myself, Why should I attend a funeral? It is against my inclination to march in a lugubrious procession; I dislike ceremonies, and especially dismal ceremonies. They are a matter of indifference to most people—they are a matter of painful endurance to me. Why should I conform to a disagreeable custom that I do not believe in? 
To show respect for the deceased, they say. Pshaw! What can the deceased care for show or for respect now? Is death not awful enough without a parade and a mockery of woe? 
But it is customary. So are many things which I avoid and disapprove of. Yet I am not at war with society, but would fain be allowed to live my own quiet way, preserving much-loved independence even in little things, and without treading on any one's toes. I would respect the feelings, even the prejudices of others, providing I am not called upon to share in them.

            
"Dame Society, however, is resentful in these things; she cannot tolerate independence, and in the matter of conventionalities she is a termagant.

            
"God knows, the squinting old Jezebel (for she is nothing better), painted and bedizened, and rotten to the core, is essentially lax—to everything but appearances. She is of easy virtue herself, and not at all particular as to others, provided they study decorum. 

She can blink, and she can wink—indeed, she appears to exist in a chronic state of winking—and under no circumstances does she ever attempt to look beneath the surface. 'Go your ways, my dears,' she tells her votaries, 'and be as false, as selfish, and as wicked as you please, 
only be proper. I care nothing about your morals or your sentiments—rather prefer them lax, as more amenable to my requirements—I am only rigid concerning appearances. You may break every law, moral and divine, with impunity, but the law of fashion you shall not break.'

            
"I have a friend, as honest and straight-going a man as ever lived, open in heart—and purse too, whenever the occasion needs it—but somewhat crusty in temperament and original in his notions. He attended the funeral of a friend once—a man of note, who was buried in state—and he followed the procession in a white coat. It was not done from ignorance, still less from absent-mindedness, for my friend was particular as to his costume, and prided himself on always suiting his dress to the requirements of the season. He had classified habiliments for every varying state of the weather. He had lived a great deal in the tropics, and had learnt to consider comfort before appearances. He met the scorching rays of the sun in spotless white, he was always muffled up 

in a most intricate manner against a cold wind, while in the steaming heat of a summer's evening he was content to recline in pyjamas. On the occasion of the funeral it was a roasting day, and my friend had dressed accordingly. His appearance on the solemn scene in such a rig-out occasioned grave surprise, and was considered a public scandal. He was immediately cut by all his acquaintances; even his near relatives slammed the door in his face. Had he gone as a chimney-sweep he would have fared better, for then he would at least have been black, and black was 
de rigueur. Had he been a seducer of innocence, a disreputable gambler, a man of vile and intemperate habits, such misconduct would have been passed over, for the world is very lenient to well-dressed scoundrels; had he even committed a great crime he would have found numerous defenders to stand by him in the hour of need; but to appear at a fashionable funeral in a white 
surtout, that was the unpardonable sin. Society rose like one old woman, and shrieked him down. He was ostracised by the whole community, and had to fly his country.

            
"Poor Stead! I could not call you a friend, for we had so little in common, but I admired your unflagging energy, and I respected your practical virtues. If any man, by perseverance and self-denial, deserved 

to get on in the world, then you did, for you never indulged even in a whim, or granted yourself a respite.

            
"Work, work, work! And all to what account? Your energy was fatal to you; by too much striving you fell. Had you been content to attend to your own duties, and to leave bullock-driving to those whom it concerned, you would have been alive now, and as happy, I suppose, as a man of your anxious mind and earnest temperament could well afford to be.

            
"Miserable fatality! Lamentable perversion of the moral order of things. The good apprentice comes to an untimely end; the idle one hath long life and goodly reward. We know that 'Fortune favours fools,' but when did we discover that Fate rewards the virtuous? There is no good to be got in moralising on this world, which is not only 'out of joint,' but topsy turvy. The lesson to be derived from this sad example is that excess of energy is bad and that zeal is disastrous. I am not naturally inclined to err in that direction, but should I follow any unthinking impulse, and be taken that way, then this melancholy case will restore me to ease and indifference, for I shall check any new-born ardour with the sad warning, Remember Stead!"
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23rd October.

            
"Mrs. Dale is a person not without pretensions. In other words 'she thinks a deal of herself,' and her great object always appears to be to make other people of the same opinion. She would like to pose before polite society, not as a reigning 
belle, for she is quite 
passée, not as my Lady Bountiful, for she is not charitably inclined; not even as a fashionable personage, for she has not the means to keep up any great style; but as 
une femme supérienre. In that she resembles her maid, only, of course, ever so many steps higher up the social ladder.

            
"I overheard an exchange of sentiments once between the cook and Susy Wanekin, on the latter's 
début here. Quoth the cook, 'What are your accomplishments, Miss Wanekin?' Said Susy, 'I am not very musical; I never would be bothered with learning the pie-a-ner; I pride myself more on my 
conversational powers.'

            
"Mrs. Dale began life humbly. In her youth she was poor and dependent. She may have been pretty, but neither her good looks or her shining capabilities would appear to have attracted attention, or to have gained her a suitor. She saw a little of the world, and picked up some smattering of society knowledge while following in the train of a fashionable patroness. 

Accomplishments she has none, which is quite sufficient to impress people. She emigrated to New Zealand at the nick of time, and was rewarded for her venture by marrying Mr. Dale, who was then verging on 'the sere and yellow,' but who was thought to be rich. Unfortunately, even in that happy moment, by a strange irony of Fate, she found herself transported into a region which, whatever its other advantages may be, is perfectly uncongenial for the expansion of fine-ladyism. What is the use of distinguished attainments where they cannot be shown off, fashionable clothes in the bush, or polite airs among barbarians? Mrs. Dale has always realised her mission—it was to shine; but cruel fortune has destined her to a sphere which no display of brilliancy could illumine. She had triumphed, after so many disappointments, but only to bloom in the desert. This makes her 
rage.

            
"But love of admiration is too strong a passion to be stifled, even under the most untoward circumstances. "It must find an outlet somewhere, even on a sheep station. Mrs. Dale is determined to be conspicuous somehow, and she much prefers being hated to the ignominy of being unnoticed.

            
"Where she cannot fascinate or intimidate, her 

last resource is to worry, and in this respect she is universally allowed to excel. Her capabilities for interference, and her powers of annoyance, are indeed quite exceptional. Having no family to rear or household duties to attend to, being almost denied the greatest of female consolations, gossiping, she has to confine her active energies to petty vexatiousness.

            
"But although the range is so restricted, it has afforded her the longed-for opportunity of becoming notorious, as the most talked-about and cordially disliked woman in the country; and thus the 'ruling passion' has found its vent.

            
"The other day she had a mishap, which has been a source of great merriment to the men, and of which a highly-embellished report has travelled far and wide. As I was an eye-witness of the scene, however, my account is necessarily strictly veracious.

            
"It happened only a few days ago. 
Madame, arrayed in state, was going one of her usual rounds. She takes great interest in animals, and has her pets among the horses and cattle, which she dubs with high-sounding names, cribbed from Sir Walter Scott's novels or other elegant sources. Having inspected the fowl yard, counted her chickens, collected the eggs (which she has placed under lock and key), examined the dairy, to make sure that none of the milk had 

been misapplied to any vile use, such as flavouring the men's tea—for Mrs. Dale would sooner see the eggs rotted and the milk turned sour than to allow those little luxuries to be introduced into the kitchen—she visited the stable and ordered the Lady Rowena out for an airing. She continued to spy into many places, and to make sneering remarks about what she saw, which she knew would be repeated to those concerned and cause unpleasantness.

            
"She then turned her stately steps towards the paddock, where a number of young cattle were grazing. Norman had been escorting her so far (being the young gentleman in attendance that morning) but knowing his intense dislike to gardening, she could not resist the gratification of setting him to weed a bed of tomatoes. 'There, my dear boy,' she exclaimed, 'there's two hours' work for you. I hope you will do it nicely, for I take a great pride in my tomato beds, and you may just as well make yourself useful. 
You must do something for your keep, you know' Norman's face flushed to the colour of the ruby fruit at his feet, but he went sulkily to work.

            
"Mrs. Dale then turned her distinguished attention to a mob of young heifers. The first one, an ugly, shaggy, restive-looking brute, she accosted with much suavity.

            


            
"'Oh! my pretty little Lydia; it is you, is it? Don't I recognise those pretty auburn curls, and your high-bred air. Come to me, my pet.' Lydia only responded with a toss of the head, and turned away. 'Oh, you cross little thing! how dare you turn your back on your mistress? I shall make you come to me.' Lydia gave a snort, and made show to bunt. 'Oh, you naughty, nasty, rude thing! how dare you, miss?' Lydia bunted. '
Fi donc, Mademoiselle; get away, you little wretch! Off, I say!' and the lady made play with her riding-whip. Lydia made play with her head.

            
"Mrs. Dale began a hasty retreat, trying to ward off the bunting heifer with words and cuts. Then she called out for assistance; but Norman was too intent on weeding tomato beds to heed her cries, and two of the station hands, who were standing close by, only bobbed their heads behind a hedge, and were deaf to the most heartrending appeals.

            
"I happened to be near, and I advanced to the rescue, as fast as I could without undignified hurry.

            
"Meanwhile Lydia was thoroughly roused, and the whipping made her downright vicious. She came at her mistress full tilt, and with a well-directed bump, planted just below the middle, sent Mrs. D. sprawling backwards her full length on the ground. And as her head went down, her feet tipped up.

            


            
"The sight of the lady's scarlet underclothing must have further excited the animal's fury, for it was just about to charge into the breach, when I stepped forward and drove it off. Mrs. Dale struggled to her feet, blushing as red as her petticoats, and without a word of thanks to her rescuer, she fled. I followed her with a broken whip, a huge chignon which was left on the battle-field, and a padded article of attire, which had burst its strings and had dropped from her in the tumble.

            
"I don't think she will ever forgive me."

          








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Philosopher Dick

"Marino, 24th October



            
"
Marino, 
24th October.

            
"I have chummed up with old Sims. We have become quite cronies. We sit and chat for the hour together by the kitchen fire, oblivious of all the Babel and clatter going on around us. I often find my way to the weather-board cabin where they have lodged him, and start him telling me about his former campaigns and old experiences. Cold and draughty is the wretched shed, and we have to sit muffled in our greatcoats, our light a smoky candle, our festive cup a pannikin of cold tea; yet the time passes unperceived, and it is often midnight before we part company. A sturdy veteran is Sergeant Sims. On his hardened features Time has left marks, but has 

scored no ravages. His eye is not dim, his sonorous voice retains its manly tones, his step is as firm and elastic as when—some fifty years ago—it kept time to the beat of the drum.

            
"Unlike many talkative old men, the sergeant is not garrulous. Although bruised and battered both in heart and fortune in the arduous struggle of a chequered existence, he is not querulous either.

            
"There is a noble serenity about the old man. In mind he is as simple as a child, and he retains a spirit, subdued perhaps by age and painful experience, but not crushed.

            
"The sergeant is not dramatic in his style of narration. In that respect he is totally unlike the typical old soldier represented on the stage, who stamps and attitudinises, rolls forth his thunder, and flourishes his stick and his periods with equal vehemence.

            
"Yet, at times, when he told in his simple unaffected way of deeds of valour and of trials of endurance, I have felt that thrill of emotion which 
eloquence imparts, and the pictured scene has risen before my eyes with glowing vividness. On one occasion he described, with more than usual animation, the preparation, for battle. The impending shock, the ominous lull before the fiery outburst; the troops drawn up in line, as if on parade—a 

frowning mass, with dark forebodings and anxious suspense, yet resolute bearing. The officers to the front, with their swords drawn, addressing the men in terms of confidence and encouragement, reminding them of their past achievements, the glorious record of their regiment, and exhorting them to maintain it unsullied— … until I felt a creeping sensation in all my sinews, my hand clenched, a hectic flush on my cheek—a wild impulse to be 'Up, guards, and at them,' to bear down on the enemy, cut, point, and slash in all directions.

            
"I verily believe that the sergeant has taken a great liking to me. I feel that I have all his sympathy, with almost a touch of fatherly tenderness, combined with a certain sense of respectful deference, due no doubt to the fact of my being the son of a brave and distinguished officer—possibly also to the vulgar idea that I am a scholar—a ridiculous notion that I have done my best to dispel.

            
"'Ay, sir!' he exclaimed once, 'if I had only had your parts and education—— But there, I wasn't born to it.'

            
"'You were born to something much better, sergeant,' I replied, and in my heart I believe it.

            
"A few days back the old man was in a very confidential mood. He told me a great deal about his 

early life, some wild pranks and exciting episodes; his rapid promotion; then his happy marriage and many years of domestic bliss; the bringing up of his boys.

            
"It was all a long time ago, but his heart seemed to be altogether in the past.

            
"Then he unlocked a travelling bag, and from its inmost recesses he brought out two little packets.

            
"They were wrapped up in tissue paper and were evidently objects of much-prized value. He unfolded the covering with care, and then placed them on the table with such tender solicitude as excited my curiosity. He opened the first little case; it contained a silver medal—his Waterloo medal. I stooped down to read the inscription upon it, and when I looked up again and caught the old man's eye it seemed to glisten with unwonted fire. He was proud of that medal—well he might be.

            
What a flood of memories that tiny bright disc must have opened upon him. Memories, not such as the world at large indulges in, dim and faint, read of in books, engraven on monuments or even recited in inspiriting verse to the national glory. Words; words only. But not so to him. He had been there! He had heard the cannons' roar; he had marched, enveloped in lurid smoke, to face the furious 

onslaught of the enemy; he had stood for hours under the deadly hail, and seen his comrades dropping by his side, his brave officers, in all their pride and splendour, falling at his feet. In ranks thinned and shattered he had awaited inflexible the charge of those fierce cuirassiers. How the earth had trembled under their horses' feet, how the sunlight had flashed from a thousand sabres and breastplates!

            
"And then, under the rattling fire of the musketry, the heavy booming of the big guns, he had seen the ground glistening with the slain, and riderless horses dashing madly to and fro, frantic with terror, plunging, rearing, falling—a terrible sight!

            
"It was a long time ago—a matter of history to us—but to him it was as yesterday. Well might his bosom heave, his eye flash, at the token of that memorable day!

            
"The sergeant then opened the other little case. It was of morocco leather, and held a miniature portrait. It was a picture by no very skilful hand, yet prettily drawn, of a female head.

            
"The head of a young woman of some twenty summers. A homely little face, fair and fresh, with nothing very noticeable about it beyond its freshness and a dimpling smile that played about its rosy lips. The hair was pale yellow, and in long flat bands, in 

the style that was considered becoming in those days.

            
"I examined the picture, then looked up again into the old man's face. His expression had altered—he seemed ever so much older, the wrinkles on his forehead were gathered in deep furrows, there was a tremulous motion about his lips, and he had bent his eyebrows like one straining his sight at a distant view. For a long while—it seemed to me so—he kept his gaze riveted on the little portrait, and he passed his hand several times before his face as if to clear away a mist that obscured his vision. Then he turned to me with a look that conveyed such a sad appeal that I could not meet it—I looked another way.

            
"'How the colour has faded,' he said.

            
"I replied that I did not notice it.

            
"'Why, her hair was of the brightest auburn,' he exclaimed feelingly. 'It was the most lovely hair in the world. My own pretty love! How she used to bind it up for me in different ways, and when she let it down it reached to her waist; but there—there'—The old man sighed.

            
"That sigh! What a life-long story did it not unfold. The story of youthful ardour, of manly devotion, of requited love—love which had filled his heart and shed a warm and benign lustre over so many 

years, and the innumerable incidents of a humble and worthy career. Love to be cherished in fond remembrance, and to be looked back upon after so long a lapse of time—heavily borne through old age and afflictions—with tenderness and gratitude.

            
"Fold up thy little packets, thou grey-headed veteran! Fold them up carefully, and replace them in safe keeping. Each one is a charm that shall never forsake thee. The reward of valour thou shalt carry with thee to an honoured grave, and that sweet countenance shall continue to smile upon thee—it may fade on the painted tablet, but it shall never grow dim in thy heart!"
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"
To Mr. Richard Raleigh.
"Sunnydowns
, 
26th October.

                
"
My dear Dick,

                
—God forgive me for not writing before. I feel that I have forfeited man's forgiveness, and can only look to Heaven, that knows the 
hearts of men, for that which I really think I deserve. Had you been a rich uncle and a pretty twenty-year-old cousin (female) all in one, I should not have written you a single line more than I have done since we met.

                
"There are some moral laws, my dear child, as inexorable as natural ones. I am, I regret to say, a moral leopard; in other words, I have spots, and I have spots very bad. Unhappy being that I am, I cannot change my spots for the tiger's good conduct stripes, or for my friend the donkey's patient cross.

                
"I am of the spotted, spotty, and so I shall remain to the end of the chapter.

                
"I sometimes think that I have been badly brought up, as Heaven knows I was, and then I put the 

blame there. After reading some delightful twaddle by Mr. Jeremy Taylor, or by the late excellent Joseph Addison of the 
Spectator, on the 
influence of example, I blame my sinful associates, from the day I was born to the day I last saw you. Then, on reading some of the moral jerks that Dr. Swift occasionally gave forth, I fancy that all my misfortunes are owing to my having no such thing as 
vital religion.

                
"By-the-bye, although you are so mild, amiable, placid and temperate in speech, courteous in manner, mindful of the sweet amenities and little duties that constitute politeness, a good correspondent, and a philosopher to boot, yet you too must have been badly trained, or have relapsed into original sin, otherwise you would not be a hundred miles away from me at this moment. Your associates—one or two of them—I know to be villainously doubtful, and your vital religion is that of the 'Establishment.'

                
"How is all this? Art thou spotted also? If so, then I am happy, for we can run together, although I am ready to declare that my spots are much blacker than thine.

                
"I am not going to relate the history of the past month; in the first place, it would be a task, and in the next, the subject is hateful to me.

                
"Only by word of mouth confidence, on divers 

incidental occasions and over recurring cigars, shall your goodness be enlightened. For the present, dear Raleigh, know that I am as well as can be expected, and as happy as may be while away from you. I have come to Sunnydowns at last; I have taken possession of the house, and am being introduced to the business of the former practitioner. I might have saved some of my money by starting opposition and starving him out, which would have been no difficult task, but I much prefer our present friendly arrangement.

                
"I was warned against the man, as a very drunken, good-for-nothing fellow; I found him kind, but helpless, so I determined to deal with him in Christian charity. This poor devil has had a fairly good practice, and would have done much better if he had learnt to behave himself. He is a dull, loutish kind of a fellow, with only a moderate knowledge of his profession, and none of the world. He has lived alone, a bachelor, in a bare deserted place, without comfort, attendance, or company of any sort, and the wonder is that, leading the miserable life he led, he escaped drinking himself to death. Since I have been here I have managed to introduce a little comfort and regularity into the establishment, and the result is a marked improvement already, for he has only got 

drunk once or twice during the past week. Instead of imbibing a bottle of brandy a day, he now makes one last three days, so you see I have done some good.

                
"I expect his next move will be farther up country. This place was getting much too civilised for him, as he is essentially a bush doctor.

                
"The house will need some additions to it, which are not easily effected, as it is an extraordinary piece of patchwork already. The original portion, or 
nucleus, was little better than a mud hovel with a thatched roof, and this has been built on to it, supported at one end with the wing of a brick house, and on another side with an iron-roofed shed, the whole being tied together with portions of verandah ends and a covered way. I don't intend parting with a bit of the venerable pile, but shall probably run out some lean-tos and other excrescences, with the full certainty that the more I do to it the more damnable it will look.

                
"Notwithstanding outward appearances, I believe we shall be able to make ourselves cosy enough inside. There are four good-sized rooms. I have selected one for you that is well lighted, and has a westerly aspect, with a pretty view of Mount Pleasant through clumps of native shrubs. It will make 

a capital studio. We shall probably not keep a 'slavey' at first, but can engage a charwoman to clean up, and make arrangements for taking our meals at the hotel over the way. Next week my 'predecessor' is to leave, and I shall be left in solitary grandeur. I shall then look forward to your coming with feverish expectancy. I should never be able to live contentedly here by myself, but with you I feel that I may yet squeeze out some honeyed drops from the bitter cup. I am pleased with the prospect, and see my way to making a comfortable living. I have made numerous acquaintances already, and have been received with much cordiality; but all this, even with improved health, would avail me nothing without the presence of a trusted friend. Without you, I feel that I should have 
no companion.

                
"I suppose you expect some description of the people here, but you will have to come and see for yourself. I know as yet very little about them, and might live here for years without knowing much more. I mean concerning their intellectual and social conditions—about the physical ailments I trust to be better informed. The Wyldes are, of course, my most intimate neighbours. I have seen a good deal of them. Mrs. Wylde is always interesting, fresh, and entertaining; sympathetic and charmingly Irish, save and 

except when she is talking of gunners, sailors, and P. and O. steamers. I must confess that there is a sameness about the Commodore. He is rarely interesting until he arrives at his three-decker lies. The stipendiary magistrate—Mr. Beaumont—is a highly-educated man, with a venerable head and literary tastes. He is a decided acquisition to our small circle; but I find him too moody and mindful of his small salary, with an air of 
ennui, born, I should think, of experience and disappointment.

                
"His wife is the best-preserved woman I have ever seen. She would be positively captivating if she were not a grandmother. But she is too matronly for her sweet acquiescent manners, and too pleasant altogether for her age. Her eldest daughter is a clever girl, but she is shy of talking and exhibiting her first-class brains, for fear of showing her bad front teeth. Mabel, the cadet, is a charming little thing, but of an awkward age—old enough to be interesting, but too old to caress.

                
"We have a police station, and a sub-inspector of police stationed in it. Sterling is a frequent visitor at the medical quarters. He is a heavy man, very much married, and with a tendency to oppressiveness. At an execution, or in the act of capturing a runaway convict who has brained a warder or just 

outraged an elderly female, Sterling would be interesting, but when he strays from the dark and thrilling paths of crime he is commonplace.

                
"The Seymours are said to be refined and hospitable people, travelled and accomplished too, but I have not yet called upon them. Unfortunately, they enjoy perfect health.

                
"The Dugalds are North of Ireland people, who have a run, and drink whisky. The O'Neils are South of Ireland people, who have a run, and drink whisky. The Patricks are West of Ireland people, who have a run, and drink whisky. They all live within a radius of five miles. You see there is a family likeness throughout. These good people are profuse in their hospitality, but on one condition—that you drink whisky. My predecessor, whatever his shortcomings might be, was never backward in this respect, and he was exceedingly popular with the set accordingly. I have not yet been the round, and I confess to rather dreading the ordeal, although I can generally hold my own in a drinking bout.

                
"I have been interviewed by the parson, a very decent sort of man, with rather a lugubrious exterior.

                
"The first meeting was cold and formal, and it appeared likely that we had not much in common, when the happy thought struck me to produce a bottle 

of brandy. Thereupon he brightened up, and sententiously observed, 'I have ever considered that the best thing to drink is good old wine; next to that good old brandy.' We immediately fraternised. He accepted a cigar, and I considerately discussed with him the question whether or not the moral sense was part of the intellectual faculties, and therefore dependent on brain conditions, consequently terminable with the death of the cerebrum.

                
"We pursued the subject through three brandy and sodas, and left it unfinished. Strange to say, he was not dogmatic, nor—my dear friend, smiling at the assertion—was I.

                
"Now I must close. Many thanks for your two letters, but I reserve comments for word of mouth. Come at once, as you promised; come without excuses or rhodomontade. Let not the old man with oily words detain you, and be proof against even the blandishments of his elegant consort; come, for Friendship calls.

                
"Keep your mind easy, your heart free, and your digestion active. I can give you no better advice; only do not—oh, do not—whatever you do, do not get married.—Ever thine,

                

                  

Val."

                

              

            

          

        

        
Immediately after receiving his friend's letter, 

Raleigh sought an interview with Mr. Dale to arrange about leaving. He had already conveyed an informal intimation to that effect, but, with habitual diffidence, he had shrunk from any outspoken explanation on the subject.

        
The returns of the shearing had promised to be exceptionally good, and the squatter was elated accordingly. Raleigh found the old gentleman in an amiable mood, and inclined to be pompously gracious. He was a tall portly man, with a very dignified presence. His head was grey, and partially bald at the top; his face clean-shaved, with the exception of neatly-trimmed grey whiskers; his complexion ruddy, and his features heavy but aristocratic. In manner he studied above all things a grave deportment.

        
Although an intensely selfish and conceited man, with a very crabbed temper, yet he could generally exercise sufficient self-control to appear calm and complacent. His distinguishing characteristic was 
suavity. He spoke in measured terms, with soft inflexions, every sentence being articulated with slow precision and rolled out with unctuous impressiveness. In manner he was polite, condescendingly polite, "too b——y polite," according to the rough chaps about, who would sooner stand to be sworn at than addressed in such courtly style. That Mr. Dale 

swore hard in his heart nobody doubted, and reports had got about that he had been noticed to retire into a quiet corner and there to let off the suppressed steam with great violence. Possibly his wife may have had occasionally to witness those private ebullitions, for it was remarked that whenever her lord was praised in her hearing for his remarkable suavity, she would look rather blue, and answer in mono-syllables.

        
Mr. Dale received the philosopher with rather more than his customary urbanity.

        
"Well, my dear boy," he said, "so you want to leave us? Both Mrs. Dale and myself shall be sorry to part with you, but I suppose you know your own business best. It seems rather a pity that, after spending some years in acquiring a practical knowledge of sheep-farming, you should give it up. I have done my best to afford you useful opportunities, and now they are to be thrown away. I have no wish to pry into your affairs; still, considering the deep interest I have taken in your prospects, I may be allowed to ask, What do you propose doing?"

        
"I have no definite plans," replied the other; "I "never had any."

        
"Dear me, that is very much to be regretted. A fixed object in life is of great assistance to any 

young man who is desirous of getting on in the world."

        
"No doubt of it," said Raleigh.

        
"A steady purpose, and perseverance in following it up," continued the old gentleman sententiously, "that is the secret of success. Thrift and work, young man, is the royal road to advancement; constant application to business will serve you"——

        
"Like poor Stead," muttered Raleigh sarcastically.

        
"My late lamented manager and 
friend"—Mr. Dale laid particular emphasis on the last word, as if to confer a gracious tribute on the departed one—"was distinguished by these good qualities, and by that means he had earned our confidence and esteem; he would certainly have got on well had he lived."

        
"Yes; but these shining examples are too good to live," observed Raleigh, with a melancholy shake of the head. "You always hear of their dying young."

        
Mr. Dale coughed. "We are all liable to accidents, even the best of us," he remarked gravely. "Since his unfortunate death I have been considering, and I have talked the matter over with Mrs. Dale, whether we might not offer you the position of manager—at a lesser salary, of course—but really, my dear boy, with every wish to forward your prospects, 

and notwithstanding the high regard I always bore your gallant father, and my wish to serve his son"——

        
"Pray don't mention it," exclaimed the other.

        
"I fear it would not answer," added the old gentleman with extreme suavity.

        
"I am sure of it," said Raleigh sharply.

        
"The fact is," continued Mr. Dale, spreading himself out, and declaiming in a measured and consequential style, "the fact is, in order to succeed, what you want is"——

        
"Capital!" interjected Raleigh.

        
"Well, no—yes—why, of course, capital is very serviceable, we all know that. By-the-bye, I understood you had some expectations in that line."

        
"So I had," answered Raleigh with mock ruefulness, "but, alas! my sad fate has always been

        

          
"'By 
expectations every day beguiled,


          
Dupe of to-morrow, even from a child.'"
        

        
"That is most unfortunate," remarked Mr. Dale, "especially as I could have offered you an excellent investment. But what I was about to observe, when you interrupted me, was that, apart from money, a young man could succeed if he only had"——

        
"Luck!" interjected Raleigh again.

        
"Not at all!" protested the other testily. "Not 

that I deny the advantage of good fortune, but who can trust to that? No, young man, you must learn to rely upon yourself; and what you require is"——

        
"Cheek!" blurted out the philosopher, with a dark look; "my cursed modesty has been my ruin."

        
Mr. Dale drew himself up; he bent his eyebrows, and his colour flushed. Then he seemed to check the rising irritation with a loud "Ahem!" and he remarked with impressive gravity, "What you lack, sir, is 
energy,"

        
Raleigh shrugged his shoulders. "I have heard that before," he said.

        
"You cannot hear it too often," replied the old gentleman sternly.

        
"I'm not sure about that," observed the philosopher argumentatively. "Do you know, sir, that I have come to the conclusion, after giving the subject much impartial consideration, that too much energy is a mistake. Energy is well enough in its way; in small doses and taken in moderation it is beneficial, but if indulged in to excess it is decidedly harmful. It is a bad habit, which has a tendency to grow upon people, to fasten on their vitals, to poison their minds. I have noticed that very energetic men are generally unhappy.

        
"The British race is particularly afflicted with this 

complaint—indeed, it has become almost a national epidemic, a moral distemper. On the continent of Europe they call it 
the spleen."

        
Mr. Dale opened his eyes wide, and stared down upon the speaker with lofty amazement. He had an uneasy suspicion, at first, that his young friend was "taking a rise out of him," but the earnestness of Raleigh's manner reassured him in that respect. Mr. Dale could only clasp his hands together in silent horror, and shake his head solemnly at expressions of opinion so utterly damnable, or, what amounts to the same thing, so thoroughly un-English. Next to doubting the immeasurable superiority of the Anglo-Saxon race over all other nationalities, the ineffable gloriousness of the British constitution, or the sublime certainty of the principles of free-trade, he could scarcely conceive any profanity greater than to question the pre-eminent advantages of energy.

        
"You are a queer fellow, my dear Raleigh," he remarked, "and you say some very queer things. It is the first time in my life that I ever heard it asserted that a man could be the worse for energy."

        
"The world has gone energy-mad," pursued the philosopher warmly. "This age ought in the future to be known as '
The energetic century.' We hear of nothing else. The great discovery of the day is the 


conservation of energy, but it appears to me that what must have been bottled up for thousands of years has now gushed out upon us with a vengeance.

        
"Possibly the next age may get a respite. You may have too much of a good thing. The modern scientist would reduce everything to energy, even to a man's soul. The political economist sees in it—under its ordinary expression of money-making—the sole incentive to human action. Progress is developed energy, capital a concentrated energy, education is diffusion of energy, liberty is unrestricted energy, and so on.

        
"Damn the energy, I say! Are we mere machines, to puff and whirl away all our lives? That we should have to work in order to live is right, but that we should live solely to work is wrong. But apart from all that, I maintain that energy is not the secret of success in life—in fact, as the world is now constituted, 
energy does not pay?"

        
Mr. Dale condescended to be gravely amused. "What does pay, then?" he asked.

        
"The three qualifications which I consider I lack most," answered the other demurely, "capital, luck, and cheek. With any one of these a man is bound to get on. Of course we all know that money makes money. A rich man has no difficulty in becoming richer. In the game of chance which makes up our 

precarious career the lucky man always comes out right. Then impudence will always assert itself, and the world takes us very much at our own estimation. Of course there are other ways of making money. The miser is bound to accumulate, the usurer clutches his gains; then there is overreaching in trade, gambling, speculation, quackery of every sort. There's a fortune in advertising alone. Perhaps not the least successful party is the one who ruins the energetic man. But where does the honest, ingenuous hard worker ever prosper, beyond earning a mere pittance? It is a universal rule, which seems to apply to every grade and condition of life, 
the better pay the less work.

        
"The head man gets a high salary to do very little; the subordinates have to drudge long hours for starvation wages.

        
"Take any contract undertaking, for instance. The navvie toils like a beast of burden and does the work for bare subsistence; the gauger receives half as much again for looking on; the foreman is paid three times as well to ride about and give directions; the manager drives a carriage and pair, and is in receipt of a fine income; while the contractor can sit in his comfortable office, pulling the wires and amassing a large fortune. That's how the work and the pay are distributed."

        


        
"Your illustration is hardly appropriate," observed Mr. Dale dogmatically. "There are several kinds of energy. Some toil with their hands, others with their brain. The enterprising contractor probably displays more activity than any of his men, only it is of a different sort. It is not those who bustle about and make the greatest show that accomplish most—look at 
me!"

        
Raleigh did look at him, but what thoughts he may have indulged in concerning that imposing object he wisely kept to himself. For Mr. Dale was just the personage who did make a great stir and a show of activity without ever doing anything. He had verily accomplished a great deal, but it was only in the way of getting into debt.

        
"Oh, 
you are quite out of the common," Raleigh said, with a facetious look; "but, present company excepted, can you point out to me a single person of your acquaintance in this district who has accumulated wealth and gained a position by energy alone?"

        
The old gentleman was taken rather aback by this home-thrust—he had never looked at the question in that practical way before.

        
"Well," he said with some hesitation, "let me see—there is Money Brown."

        
"Money Brown!" exclaimed the other 
contemp-

tuously, "a miserable, grasping, decrepit old money-grubber—a real miser, only that instead of hoarding gold he puts it into land. He came here with money in the first instance, and purchased all the town allotments he could lay hands on at £20 an acre—now worth as many thousands. A man who never parts with anything, who lives in a hovel, subsists on wild pork and potatoes, and brings up his family like paupers. His boys have to work like country louts in the fields, and they say that his wife was not able to go to town for three years for want of a decent dress to wear. And that man has an income which is variously estimated at from £20,000 to £40,000 a year. If that is energy, it must have assumed the form of 
masterly inactivity."

        
Mr. Dale scratched his right ear, which he had a habit of doing when he was puzzled. "The man is a miser, no doubt," he said, "and he has peculiar notions about bringing up his children; but he is a very straightforward character, and is justly considered to be one of our leading and most successful colonists. A man of substance, sir. Well then, what about Grabbem & Co.?"

        
"Usurers, sir—blood-suckers. Everybody knows how they made their money. How many plucky, energetic young men have not been inveigled into 

their net under false inducements—started as hardy pioneers to open up new country, through years of toil and privation, then suddenly involved in financial difficulties, and discovered to be at the mercy of these wily schemers, to be squeezed dry and turned adrift, ruined and often broken-hearted? That's the sort of energy that pays!"

        
"You are severe, young man," observed Mr. Dale very complacently, "although I must admit that you have not shot far off the mark. Still, consider what a name they have made and what influence they exercise. If you are prudent, you will try to keep on good terms with a firm of that sort. Now, for high-principled, deserving young men, who have got on very well, there are the Minnows."

        
"Very decent fellows," said Raleigh, "and nobody has a word to say against them, but their enterprise has been purely of a matrimonial kind. They started with a little money, and were more noted for their parsimony than for anything else. But they are both good-looking and gentlemanly. As they wanted more capital to do any good, the eldest went home and succeeded in marrying an heiress who was the ward of an old aunt of theirs. That was a grand stroke. Now the other fellow has gone to have a try for the sister, who is also well off—the old aunt aiding 

and abetting, for they want to keep the money in the family."

        
"Not a bad lay either, my boy! About as good a way of getting a start in life as I know of. Why don't you look out for something of that sort?"

        
"Oh, I am not energetic enough," replied Raleigh, with a laugh.

        
"The main test is success," asserted Mr. Dale impressively; "but there are many roads to fortune, if followed up with pluck and perseverance. Look at Blabber for instance. Nobody knows how he gets on; he is always in difficulties, but his dogged energy"——

        
"Brazen impudence, you mean!" exclaimed Raleigh; "why, the man is one of the most barefaced frauds that ever lived. And what's more, he glories in it. Land specs and mining swindles is what he principally trades on, but he is game to take in anybody in any transaction. I travelled on a coach with him once, and all the way he was boasting of the 
smart things he had done. The best of the joke is that one of his dupes was present. The poor fool actually joined in the laugh, and seemed quite proud of having been victimised by such a genius."

        
Mr. Dale loved to hear his friends disparaged, so he merely nodded approvingly, while the philosopher rattled on, out of no ill-will to the people alluded to, 

but intent on establishing his original proposition, that capital, luck, and cheek were the main factors of success in life.

        
"Well," said the old gentleman, after they had pretty well exhausted the 
élite of the province, "well, to return to our first business; I should much like to be of some assistance to you, and to find you some more suitable and permanent situation. As you know, I have considerable interest"——

        
"To pay," muttered the other, 
sotto voce.

        
"And if I could use it on your behalf I would gladly do so. Now, there's the Customs—I might perhaps be able to obtain for you an appointment in that department. You would have to start at the bottom of the ladder, at £80 a year, but if you were steady"——

        
"But I am most unsteady," pleaded the philosopher grimly. "That would never do, thank you very much all the same."

        
"It is a great pity," continued Mr. Dale sententiously, "that when you were at college you did not at least take a degree; it might have assisted you materially in after life. If you had M. A. after your name I could easily have got you a place as usher in our High School."

        
"Oh Lord," ejaculated Raleigh, "I thank Thee that I have been spared that possibility."

        


        
"And you are too old," pursued Mr. Dale, without noticing the interruption, "to be admitted into a bank; not," he added hastily, "that I would recommend any friend or 
protégé of mine to associate himself with any one of those baneful institutions."

        
The bank was Mr. Dale's 
bête noire. It was the one topic upon which he could wax eloquent in indignant denunciation. The bank was, according to him, a hideous social vampire, that sucked the life-blood from the people, a blight on industry, the curse of the country.

        
Raleigh knew the old man's weakness, and took a malicious joy in humouring him to the top of his bent. "I wouldn't be in a bank, sir," he exclaimed with assumed warmth, "except to draw money from it, no, not for all it contained."

        
"Oh my young friend," cried Mr. Dale with emotion, as he shook his companion warmly by the hand, "I am so glad to hear you say so. If you had my experience; if you only knew the wholesale robbery effected by these iniquitous bodies, you would pause before you ever had any dealings with them. Beware of them, for if once you get into their clutches you are lost. Would you believe it, sir, the bank holds a lien on 
my property? but"—— But, once started on that vexed question, there was no stopping 

the old gentleman, who declaimed vehemently for half-an-hour at a stretch, until the dinner-bell rang, when he wiped the perspiration from his noble brow and graciously walked Raleigh off.

        
Now, what was the secret of Mr. Dale's intense aversion to the bank? It was simplicity itself. He owed the bank a great deal of money—indeed, all the tribulation was certainly on the side of the bank. When he first started squatting, he had obtained considerable advances from the bank, on the strength of plausible pretences, well supported by his imposing presence and his suave manner. This amount soon had to be increased, for the bank, like any other investor, had to wait for returns, and Mr. Dale had a happy knack of prolonging the agony. Improvements were needed, additions to stock had to be made, and more extended operations were deemed necessary for ultimate success.

        
In order not to lose what it had already advanced, the bank had to make further advances, while the interest at 12½ per cent. was ever accumulating. The bank had to find all the money, and, as Mr. Dale pleasantly put it, he found the brains. But the money went, while the brains remained, so that the old gentleman had the best of the bargain.

        


        
Now, as Raleigh used to discourse with much verve, "The unfortunate man who is only moderately indebted to the bank may have serious cause for anxiety, for he has to deal with a grasping and unscrupulous creditor; one without personal consideration, or bowels of compassion; but when the lucky customer is 'well in,' when his overdraft represents, as in the case of Mr. Dale, five or six times the total value of his assets, then he has no cause whatever to be alarmed. Why need the old man fret? It is the other party that has all the trouble. It is with the bank as with learning—

        

          

            
"'Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian spring.'
          

        

        
Mr. Dale has imbibed so freely that it is beyond the bounds of possibility to make him disgorge. The bank started him, and the bank must keep him going."

        
This the bank soon found out to its cost. There was no way out of it. To have stopped supplies would have precipitated a crash, and involved a huge loss and a most damaging exposure. The bank found that it was policy to support Mr. Dale as "a going concern."

        
On the other hand, as that gentleman's indebtedness increased so did his importance. A man with an overdraft of fifty thousand pounds could only be considered as a personage of great weight. He 
be-

came at last a sort of "old man of the sea," that rode on the shoulders of the bank, and could not be shaken off.

        
The whole banking fraternity was called in to assist, and the authorities were puzzled beyond measure to know what to do with this frightful incubus.

        
To sell him up would have been folly. At last a happy thought struck them; they united their efforts, and put him in Parliament!

        
And that is how Mr. Dale became an "honourable."

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Philosopher Dick

Chapter XV





        

Chapter XV.

        

Off at last! Raleigh joined a party that was leaving after shearing, and which accompanied a train of four bullock-drays laden with wool.

        
Although glad to get away from associations which had grown to be irksome and distasteful to him, yet his final experiences at parting were not of unmixed satisfaction. He had left "settling up" to the last, and when Mr. Dale handed him a cheque for the balance due to him, he found to his astonishment and disgust that it was only for about half the amount which he had expected to receive. The fact was that the philosopher, unmindful as usual of agreements and pecuniary matters, had never made any definite terms for his services on the station, but had left it with his employer to pay him according to his deserts.

        
Such arrangements are generally unsatisfactory, and the present case was no exception to the rule. For the first year of what he might consider his apprenticeship, Raleigh did not expect much remuneration, for he had then much to learn, but after 

that period he had performed the regular work of one of the shepherds, and he naturally expected to receive a shepherd's wages. Mr. Dale, however, who was great on financial matters, had, by some process of calculation known only to himself, arrived at a very different conclusion. He had been pleased to look upon his young kinsman as a cadet, whom he deigned to honour with a certain amount of patronage and consideration, of which the money value, for everything according to Mr. Dale had a money value, might fairly be deducted from the salary attached to the office. Possibly he may have considered that the practical knowledge which the philosopher had acquired in the noble art of sheep-farming was a set-off to be allowed for in reckoning up the account. At any rate he succeeded in bringing about a satisfactory settlement, both as regards his purse and his conscience.

        
Raleigh was deeply mortified. His first impulse was to fling the money at the old man's head, accompanied with a vigorous expression of his outraged feelings. His next thought was to refuse payment on such terms, to assert his rights, and to threaten exposure and legal proceedings. But on further reflection he decided to pocket both the cheque and the imposition, and to think no more about it. It 

was one of his pet theories that most of the vexations endured in life were of our own making—nay, of our own seeking. Thus, in the present case he would argue as follows:—

        

To be robbed is an evil. There could be no doubt about that, but (the philosophical spirit always shows itself in 
buts), any evil is measured by its extent, and the extent of the evil is dependent, not on the actual value of the thing abstracted, but on, first, the fancied price set upon the article; second, the amount of vexation indulged in over its loss.

        
Now, by cutting down the estimate under the first head to the lowest possible figure, and dispensing altogether with the second factor, it is evident that the evil admits of being reduced to an infinitesimal, which, as they say in the calculus, may be neglected.

        
And thus it happens that a man may be robbed and yet be none the worse; but then—the man must be a philosopher.

        
For the time being Raleigh was disposed to be happy; the gloom which had hung over his late existence had dispersed, he was experiencing a delightful sensation of release from bondage, and the wide world once more appeared bright and hopeful before him. Was he to mar this happiness? He was wise enough to know that a violent altercation 

with his late employer would occasion heartburnings and bitter resentments, and would certainly upset his equanimity, without perhaps leading to any practical results. Most people would have "had it out" nevertheless. Raleigh did not "bottle it up," for that would have been worse. He simply stifled it.

        
He was fond of boasting that he had never made an enemy; but that is a principle that cannot be carried out through life without numerous sacrifices to temper and interest. But he was true to his colours in the present emergency; he parted friends with selfish people who had not been friends to him, and he felt much happier in forgiving and forgetting than he could have been in resenting and denouncing their sordid treatment.

        
To return to the travellers. The party comprised also Mr. Jim Flash, who was desirous of exchanging the monotony of station life for a taste of town dissipation; the anxious bricklayer, who was going to make the necessary arrangements for his projected happy union; a couple of tradesmen, one of whom had his wife and child with him; and a number of shearers.

        
The woman and her charge were perched on the top of an immense pile of wool-bales, standing at least ten feet from the ground, where they rode in state 

with more prominence than comfort. The men for the most part walked leisurely along in groups, or might ride on the pole of a dray.

        
The caravan moved very slowly. The bullocks could only drag their ponderous load at a sluggish pace, ample feeding-time had to be allowed them, and many stoppages by the way, so that the day's journey only averaged about fifteen miles. It was a tedious rate of progress, but people were accustomed to take their time in those days. There was no great need of hurry—perhaps there rarely is, when life is properly considered.

        
Mr. Jim Flash, who was always intent on driving or taking the lead wherever he went, could not be happy without handling the whip. He soon got charge of a team, and was loud in expatiating on the art of bullock-punching while exhibiting his address with the flagellator. All went well along the level road, until the party reached the banks of Stony River.

        
There no difficulty was apprehended, for the river was low and the ford was a good one. Long Bill led the way, and piloted his team successfully across the stream; the next two drays followed with ease, both being conducted by skilful drivers, but Mr. Flash's bullocks did not proceed so smoothly.

        
They were dull and heavy, but steady brutes, more 

than commonly impassive, and to all appearances quite unmindful of the many flips and taunts administered to them by their amateur driver. But bullocks, although stupid-looking animals, and not quick of apprehension, have often proved themselves capable of taking in a good deal in a quiet way. Slow, but sure, they cogitate over their reflections on men and things in general with the same leisurely phlegm which they show in the mastication of their food. Being, at the same time, the most patient of all beasts of burden, they are ever prepared to wait their opportunity, and they will carry a grudge as demurely as they will carry a packsaddle. On the present occasion the members of the team, one and all, had evidently but a poor opinion of the capabilities of their new conductor; his showy style and loud bragging had not imposed upon them, however much it may have been appreciated by more superficial observers. The bullocks took to the water without any demur; they steadily pulled their load across the deepest part of the river, until they reached some broad shallows, where they stood in the stream knee-deep, and where the site appeared to them a convenient resting-place. There they came to a standstill. The sun was blazingly hot overhead, the water delightfully cool underneath. The stream rippled and sparkled under their 

noses, and it was no wonder that they should lower their shaggy heads and drink gustfully of the refreshing fluid.

        
They dallied over it; they sipped it, they chewed it, they sported with it; they showed an inclination to linger over the feast much longer than their driver's patience admitted of. Mr. Flash soon got angry; he indulged in profane language; he cracked his whip, no longer artistically, but with a will; he plied the lash vigorously on the animals that were within his reach, but all to no avail. The placid creatures were not to be easily disturbed from their luscious enjoyment. The team would not budge an inch, and the longer the stubborn brutes remained in the water the better they seemed to like it.

        
After a while they began splashing about, and going through some ominous antics which struck a thrill of horror through their distracted driver. A cold shiver shook him, a terrible apprehension filled his heart, for it looked as if the "tamnation critters" were actually contemplating to 
lie down. It was but too true! First one, then another, in calm beatitude bent their knees, and brought themselves gently and gracefully into a reclining posture. There they lay, comfortably immersed, with only their heads above water, watching between their sips, with stolid complacency, the furious contortions of their conductor.

        


        
He, poor fellow, raved like a madman; he called down all the curses of flaming perdition on their impassive heads; he roared, he foamed at the mouth, but they heeded it not. His whip was soaking wet, and useless in his hands; it merely flopped the bubbling water and tickled the bathers.

        
The men on the opposite bank congregated to the river's edge, and watched the course of events with interest, but nobody cared to go to the rescue.

        
So they stood and shouted words of advice, which, as they all spoke together, caused a Babel of tongues, which mingled with the roar of the waters, made a distracting row, and still further exasperated the unfortunate object of their solicitude.

        
Jim Flash had begun by losing his temper; he next lost his head; he ended by losing his hat, which he had flung from him in a paroxysm of rage, and which the flowing current swiftly bore out of sight, amidst the jeers of the lookers-on. Exhausted nature could stand it no longer; the strain was too much even for his iron nerves. Jim Flash, the mighty swell, the man of valour and the confidential friend of Tom Sawyers, the horsey man, the knowing one—Jim Flash went flop down on the pole of the dray, rammed his knuckles into his eyes, and—
blubbered.

        
At last another figure suddenly hove in sight. It 

was the ungainly form of Long Bill, approaching with rapid strides. He rushed down the river bank, his huge arms waving wildly above his head, his sinuous lash thundering in the air, his face flushed with fury, and his bloodshot eyes staring fiercely. Then he roared forth a tornado of dreadful oaths, that silenced the hubbub around, and pierced the din of rolling waters.

        
The recumbent cattle pricked up their ears at the awful sound, and they turned their startled gaze towards the terrible apparition, then seized with a common panic they all scrambled to their feet and made headlong for the shore.

        
In another moment the dray was safely landed on the dry ground, and Long Bill, with a sardonic grin at the discomfited figure of the swell bullock-puncher, turned on his heel and went back to his own team.

        
The party spent their first night at Flaxhill station, where they arrived about sundown. The men, as usual, asked permission to "spread their blankets" in the wool-shed, while the two "swells" were invited by the manager to somewhat better accommodation at his own quarters. All, however, were made welcome in the rough and hearty style of the bush, and partook 
à discrétion of such fare as could be provided for them. Mr. Flash, who had not yet recovered from 

his late 
fiasco, and was sick of bullocks, succeeded in borrowing a horse, and for the remainder of the journey he parted company with, the caravan; but Raleigh stuck to his mates, and trudged contentedly along.

        
It was a monotonous journey, their course lying mostly across far-reaching yellow plains, without shade or shelter. But the sun shone brightly, a warm effulgence glowed from a clear blue sky, the air was fresh and bracing, and the boundless outlook inspired a sense of freedom and exhilaration. With light hearts and keen appetites they sauntered complacently along, with a devil-me-care indifference to time and space, happy in the want of thought, and often enlivening the passing hour with a song. Stoppages were frequent, when the tired cattle would lie down under their yokes, chewing the cud, while their masters would strive to imitate their placid insensibility, stretched under the shade of the big drays, watching the billy boil, and ruminating over their pipes in peace. Rest, blissful rest! Is it possible to have too much of it? Apparently the travellers did not think so, for it was always difficult to rouse them from their pleasing apathy.

        
During these tranquil spells from the jogging march they would often indulge in friendly confabs 
concern-

ing the trivial incidents of their simple lives, their hopes and prospects, while occasionally some thrilling yarn, known to all present to be a tissue of lies, but none the less appreciated on that account, would be retailed with much gusto. Raleigh was always an attentive listener, and he would often put in a word to enliven the conversation. He was looked upon as a "scholard"—that is, an authority on all matters of doubt or dispute, and was frequently called upon to assume the judgment seat, lay down the law, and decide knotty points.

        
The amorous bricklayer was the most reticent of the lot. He was naturally a man of action, but of few words. He had but little to say on most subjects, and that little was delivered laconically. It was the general opinion that he thought all the more, but doubtless at that time he was wrapped up in delightful cogitation about his future bliss. A man about to be married may be allowed to be taciturn, yet Bricky's powers of fascination, so successful with the fair, did not seem to be equally appreciated by his own sex, for he was generally voted to be a dull fellow. Once, and only once, during the journey, he ventured to unburden his mind, and that was in a private chat with the philosopher.

        
"I suppose you know," he said, "that I am about 

to get married. I made it all right with Susy before I left."

        
"Happy man!" ejaculated the other.

        
"I hope so," said the bricklayer.

        
"You ought to be sure of it," replied the philosopher,

        
"Well," continued the love-stricken swain rather dubiously, "I suppose it's the right thing to do."

        
"There is neither right nor wrong about it," sententiously observed the philosopher, as he blew a long whiff of smoke from his pipe.

        
"Wouldn't you advise a young man to get married, then?" inquired the engaged one, with a rather crestfallen look.

        
"My good fellow, there is no advice to be given on a matter of that sort. I can only repeat the words of the wisest of men, who, when asked a similar question, replied, "Whether you get married or remain single, you will live to repent it."

        
"Was that Solomon?" asked the bricklayer.

        
"No; a much wiser man than he—Socrates."

        
"Strange; I never even heard of him," remarked the bricklayer, with a puzzled look.

        
"I don't think it strange at all," replied the philosopher complacently.

        
"But what does the Bible say?" continued the bricklayer triumphantly: "
Be fruitful, and multiply, 


and replenish the earth. If people didn't get married, and so on, why, the world would come to an end. That would be a bad job."

        
"That is just the question," replied the philosopher sedately. "Some people think it would be a very good job. There would be less of you to be damned hereafter. In any case the world is bound to come to an end some day, that's certain; a few thousand years sooner or later can't make much difference. However, that is a matter upon which I would not advise you to fret your brains. You were not consulted about the design of the universe, and you are not called upon to exert yourself to keep it going. Be modest, young man, and do not aim so high. Besides, when you come to think about it, how do you know that by getting married you will be fruitful and multiply? You take a great deal for granted. You might go through all the trouble for nothing."

        
"It won't be my fault if we don't," said the bricklayer stoutly.

        
"Just so, but then you see it requires two to bring it about."

        
"Well, I suppose we must take our chance about that."

        
"I fear so," said the philosopher gravely. "According to the Jewish law a man could put away his wife 

for barrenness, but we have reversed all that, and now-a-days it is only the woman who can repudiate her husband for incompetence."

        
"That hardly seems fair" remarked the bricklayer moodily.

        
The philosopher merely shrugged his shoulders. "
Que voulez-vous," he said. "These things change about according to prevailing notions. There used to be an ancient custom, called 
hand-binding, by which people could make pretty certain concerning these little arrangements beforehand, but that too has gone out of date."

        
"What was that?" inquired the bricklayer eagerly.

        
"Well, you see, instead of beginning by the church they finished up there. It all came to the same thing in the end, but the process was reversed. The sacred tie was the consummation, so to speak."

        
"Susy would never agree to anything of that sort," expostulated the bricklayer vehemently; "she is very partic'lar."

        
"She would be a fool if she did," replied the other quietly. "But still, if people are intent on carrying out that fundamental commandment you just quoted—— It was probably that holy intention," he added with a smile, "that induced so many of our puritanical fathers to adopt the 
hand-

binding system. But I prefer the advice of Mephistopheles—

        

          
'Habt Ihr Euch Iieb


          
Thut keinem Dieb


          
Nur nichts zu Lieb,


          
Als mit dem Ring am Finger.'
        

        
It's 
devilish practical."

        
"I don't understand nothing of your outlandish jargon," exclaimed the bricklayer; "but don't you think now that it will be a good match? Susy is a sensible girl, and I believe will make a true wife."

        
"No doubt about it, my boy. She is nice-looking too, only"—

        
"Only what? Speak out, man! I don't mind."

        
"Well, I was going to observe, nice-looking, but rather—what shall I say?—
highly coloured, you know."

        
"Is that all!" cried the bricklayer, with a loud laugh. "Is that all! Oh, we have settled that little matter already. I made her promise that after we are spliced there's to be no more rouge and powder business."

        
"Then," said the philosopher, shaking him by the hand, "let me heartily congratulate you. In these times of deception and artifice it must be a great consolation to know that one has a wife 
without any paint."

        


        
The third day brought the travellers to the first accommodation-house on the road. It was a large one-storied wooden building, bare and unsightly, and standing by itself on a wide reach of arid plains. It comprised an open bar, a capacious public room, and a number of sleeping apartments, all naked and dismal in their furnishings, but provided with as many stretcher beds as could be crammed into them. The kitchen and some little outhouses stood a short way off at the back.

        
Even from a distance it became evident that the place was fully occupied. Several drays were drawn up in front of the house, the stock-yard close by was full of bullocks, and several horses were tied up to the verandah posts. A gang of shearers could be noticed staggering about the premises, while the squeaking sound of a German concertina, the shuffling of feet, and a loud hubbub of voices greeted the travellers on their approach.

        
"We are in for a 
wet night," said Long Bill, with a knowing glance at the scene.

        
"It looks like it," replied Raleigh, as he watched the dark clouds gathering at the horizon.

        
On closer inspection a repellant and disgusting sight was brought to view.

        
Before the front-door a fight was going on between 

two half-naked and infuriated ruffians, surrounded by a gesticulating and yelling crowd of onlookers, A few steps off a man was lying dead-drunk across the road, with his head bare and half-buried in the mud. Close by two fuddled sots, with faces flushed crimson and besmeared with blood, were effecting a reconciliation after a tussle, as they hugged and be-slobbered one another with tipsy effusion. Others, lying about the place in various stages of intoxication, greeted the new arrivals with a stare of brutal indifference, or else howled forth discordant yells of welcome.

        
From the inside came forth a deafening clamour, in which snatches of song, shrieked forth with stentorian vigour and frequent outbursts of horrible blasphemy, predominated. A stench of stale beer and other foul odours emanated from the bar premises, dust and dirt covered all, while swarms of flies filled the air and blackened the ceilings.

        
The travellers alighted, and made inquiries as to what accommodation they might expect to get in the establishment.

        
Mine host, who appeared in his shirt-sleeves, with a very flushed face and a very jovial air, informed them that he would do his best—he could do no more—and that they would have to be satisfied with what they would get.

        


        
"We are full up just now," he remarked, "and the boys are having a merry bout of it, such a spree, but a score of them will be carted off to-night to James' Station, and then I shall be able to find bunks for some of you; the rest will have to take shake-downs on the floor. As for the lady, she had better turn in with my missus over the way, as this shop ain't no place for a female."

        
Raleigh and his mates were soon surrounded by a group of the rowdy company and called upon to drink, as a preliminary to having "a shout" for all hands in return. An invitation that it was not easy nor very safe to decline. To refuse outright was to provoke a quarrel, and any attempt at shirking one's fair share of liquoring up was certain to bring down the indignation of the assembled crew. The professed teetotaller might, indeed, escape imbibing stimulants by the substitution of other vile decoctions of ginger and lemonade, but drink of some kind or another every one was compelled to swallow.

        
Drink, the besetting curse of the whole community, was there nakedly apparent in its most ghastly and appalling aspects. A hideous abomination, to turn the stomach and strike horror into the mind.

        
Drink! in the early morn; looming forth like a 

cadaverous spectre, cringing, craving, with trembling limb, haggard look, and parched lips.

        
Drink! through the livelong day; a rampant maniac, bloated and reeking, savage and foul-mouthed, yelling forth obscenity and drivel, or sunk into brutishness. Drink! in the dismal night; a loathsome monster, wallowing in filth, or struck down into grovelling insensibility.

        
Drink, evermore drink! Day after day, month after month, the same disgusting orgies; the same howling, the same foulness, the same shocking depravity.

        
Raleigh turned away in abhorrence from the sickening spectacle, and sought for some place of refuge where he might close his senses to the horrors of the situation.

        
He would willingly have fled out into the open, but there all was darkness and desolation.

        
A cold southerly blast swept over the wide barren plain, where not a tree could be seen or the smallest shelter was available. Black clouds rolled overhead, and soon the rain began to fall in drenching showers, and the rising gale blustered and moaned over the wilderness.

        
He groped about the premises, seeking in vain for some quiet corner. Round the outhouses and along the dark verandah he stumbled across the prostrate 

forms of drunken men; one shivering wretch was chattering in the horrors, another besotted driveller croaked forth a melancholy ditty, while several more lay about, exposed to all the inclemency of the weather. Nobody heeded them. There being no peace or rest to be found anywhere, the unfortunate philosopher asked to be shown to his bedroom, and after considerable delay he was conducted to a low-roofed apartment containing five beds, of which three were already occupied.

        
In the one he recognised the features, almost undistinguishable through prolonged intemperance of a shepherd from a neighbouring run. A debased object, from which he shrank back with a feeling of disgust. The wretched man had been for a month "on the spree," and during that time had lavished away on drink the earnings of two years. At least, such was the landlord's account of the transaction. The landlord, having stripped his victim of all his belongings, now proposed flinging his almost inanimate body on to the first up-country dray, to be carted back to domicile, there to recover at leisure.

        
Such was an every-day occurrence.

        
On two of the other beds the occupants seemed to be sleeping off the effects of liquor, and were snoring vigorously. The atmosphere of the room was 
hor-

ribly tainted, and Raleigh felt compelled to beat a hasty retreat into the open air, and even preferred returning once more into the howling pandemonium of the drinking-bar.

        
In pure self-defence he had to partake of the noxious stimulants; but even the mighty "nobblers" seemed powerless to rouse him into any participation with the noisy revellers. He sat apart, and watched in sadness and disgust. At last, in answer to anxious inquiries, he ascertained that there was an outhouse where he could find shelter and solitude. This was the chaff-house, an iron shed half-filled with horse-feed, without windows or furnishings of any kind, and inhabited by rats alone. But Raleigh considered their company to be much preferable to that of his intoxicated brethren, and he gladly availed himself of this refuge. The gale shook the frail shell of the building, the rain pattered on the iron covering with a deafening noise, and a cold draught swept through it, but the exhausted traveller welcomed the retreat with delight and thankfulness. He prepared himself a bed on the clean hay, fastened the door against intrusion, and, completely enveloped in his warm opossum rug, he was soon immersed in happy oblivion.

        
Next morning the journey was resumed, but under less favourable conditions. The demon drink had 

laid hold of two amongst the party, and held them in bondage vile; others had only been scorched in the fire, but they showed the effects of the night's dissipation in moodiness and fatigue.

        
One of the drivers had lost his bullocks, and he did not appear in any great hurry to find them again. He had to be left behind.

        
The party was broken up, so was its former tranquillity and content. The first contact with civilisation had struck them with a bane, and marred the cheerful serenity of their wandering life.

        
The weather too was unpropitious. A strong gale blew in their faces, accompanied with a pelting rain. The sun was hidden behind black clouds, and the plains were obscured in a cold mist. It was dreary work, plodding sluggishly along the muddy track in cold and wet. The drays rolled heavily along at a snail's pace, splashing through swampy pools, and sometimes getting stuck fast in yielding ground. Camping out now became a very unpleasant business; grumbling and discontent found expression at every turn, and loud curses were vented on the discomforts and tediousness of the journey. It may here be remarked that when sentimental writers indulge in gushing effusions concerning the irresistible fascination of savage life, breathing the sweet incense of 

nature, and exulting in a sense of boundless freedom, and so on, it would be well for them to add as a qualification—
during fine weather.

        
It makes all the difference. A howling sou'-wester may bring about an entire change of front, and cause a violent revulsion in the most high-flown sentiments; we turn our inspired faces away, and in stooping posture present the other side to its blustering embraces. Even poetry, exalted to the skies, and ready to brave fire and thunder, cannot stand a ducking. It has been said that the savage and nomadic origin of our species may be inferred from the innate exhilaration which most people experience in reverting to outdoor existence, and especially in spending a night under the open heavens.

        
This may be correct enough while the heavens are warm and beaming, not otherwise. We adore nature in her sweetness and smiles, but when she rages and shakes and spits at us we fly from her as far as we can get—even into the arms of a degrading civilisation.

        
Raleigh had started on his journey with the firm resolve of doing it in true bushman's style, braving the elements and marching stolidly by the side of his bullock dray even into the heart of the city. But he thought fit to change his mind before he bad gone half the way. At the very first opportunity he 

"stuck up the mail," not with any felonious intent, but merely to secure a passage to town. It was a miserable rattletrap of a mail-coach, hardly fit to carry a litter of pigs to market, but it had a waterproof covering, and it travelled six miles an hour. These were points of a purely relative value, but as the philosopher was drenched and leg-weary, he was in a position to appreciate them.
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"
To Doctor Valentine.

"
High Street, City, 
15th November.

                
"
My dear Val,

                
—I have reached here at last and am domiciled once more in our young but aspiring metropolis, that is to be (some day) the queen city of the Britain of the South, What is less to my taste, I still have to remain here a week or two on account of some business I have to transact.

                
"I have been left a legacy! It is not a big one, and it has been left in a muddled-up way which necessitates my furnishing some documents, first to show that I am alive, and that I am myself—not a very hard thing to do, you would think, and yet difficult to prove in some cases—and secondly, to procure the necessary powers for realising, appropriating, and disposing of the money.

                
"For the first time since my arrival in the colony the mail has brought me glad tidings. I really feel more elated than I could have believed it possible. A few lines on a sheet of notepaper have effected a 

transformation in the prospect of life and my view of things in general. I fancied myself to be hardened against any such impressions, to have attained to that state of stoical impassiveness which is proof against the disturbing influences of outward events, and yet I found myself actually capering along the streets, twirling my stick, and humming aloud the old ditty—

                

                  

                    
'Good news from home, good news for me,


                    
Has come across the dark blue sea,'
                  

                

                
until I fancied that I was attracting the notice of passers-by. Sober hilarity is evidently a state of things very much out of the common here. Most of the people I meet seem to be terribly in earnest, and their spirits, when they have any, partake largely of brandy. The true colonial is not demonstrative—he seldom relaxes in public unless he happens to be 
tight

                
"The occasion of all this elevation is the news that has just reached me that Charley has passed his exam, with flying colours, and has been admitted to Woolwich. This is news indeed. It has been the object of our united ambition and hopes, the aim towards which I have been striving to assist him for the past five years with such slender aid as I have been able to afford. I feel repaid tenfold for any 

sacrifices I have made on his behalf. 
Ce cher petit blondin! When I last saw him he was quite a small boy, looking up to me in tender expectation, thankful for half-crowns, and mightily fond of gingerbread. His prospects were not bright at that time, for we were left very poorly provided for, and what little there was to come was tied up. There were many difficulties in the way of giving him a professional education and starting him fairly in life. But these difficulties have been happily overcome.

                
"Now Master Charles is grown quite a young man, trying to look fierce in his photograph, in spick-and-span uniform, with a sword by his side, and an air to carry it in style. And all his notions appear to have grown in proportion. But he cannot be more delighted than I am.

                
"I have taken up my old quarters at Peters the chemist's. They are old acquaintances, and they made me very comfortable when I was last in town. I find them changed, however, and that for the worse. The house has lost none of its comfort, and Mrs. Peters is very kind and attentive, but there is a lack of cheerfulness which strikes a chill into one. It used not to be so. But anything is preferable to staying at these noisy bustling hotels. And now, dear boy, good-bye for the present. I have written you so many grievous 

letters, full of melancholy repinings, that it will be a relief to you to hear me pipe a merrier note. Yet I don't like this place at all, and do not intend remaining here a day longer than I can help. During my enforced idleness I purpose writing to you every few days, if it is only to relieve my mind and find a congenial occupation. As I know you won't reply, I will absolve you beforehand.—

                

                  
Your devoted

                  

Dick."

                

              

            

          

        

        

          

            

              

                

                  
18th November.
                

                
"I told you in my last that I had some business to transact in town, and by way of a change I set about it at once. It was but a small matter—some papers to sign, a declaration to swear, and possibly a power of attorney to furnish. A few hours will do it all, thought I, and the sooner done the better. So I made inquiries concerning a lawyer to be recommended. I found that it was with lawyers very much as with doctors and parsons, every man believes in his own, except a few 
esprits forts who don't believe in any of them.

                
"There are no lack of lawyers here, and moreover, they seem to thrive in this virgin soil nearly as luxuriously as they do on antiquated rubbish-heaps in the old country.

                
"There is something curious and extremely 
anoma-

lous about the Britisher, his law, and his lawyers. In no other country in the world has the legal institution attained to such overspreading dimensions or exercised such predominant influence both for good and for evil. It is a huge parasite, which has penetrated down to the roots and extended upwards to the farthest ramifications of the great national tree. It is known to be rotten to the core, cumbersome in the extreme, and of infinite cumplications; but it is too intimately interwoven round the parent growth to admit of being shaken off, and it is even considered to contribute support to the trunk it lives upon. The monstrous abuses of the system, its shameless exactions, are universally recognised and denounced, yet the average Englishman is willing to grin and bear it, and wherever he goes he carries his law with him as a part and parcel of his establishment.

                
"He is as much attached to it as most men are to their prejudices and to their vices. He fears and reviles the social depredator who thrives on the inherent weaknesses and follies of the community, yet he clings to him with slavish submission, and is willing to exalt him to the highest place in the land, to set him up as a judge, and then fall down and worship as a sort of national fetish. And, strange to say, whatever other abuses and impositions John Bull 

may rid himself of, this one remains, in its main characteristics, unchanged and unchangeable. Here, in a young community, planted in a new land and thriving in peace and prosperity, one would have hoped to get clear of this hateful infliction. But no! As well might a Spanish colony, in the olden time, have attempted a settlement without the Holy Inquisition. This place is already swarming with lawyers, and we have all the paraphernalia of the British law courts, with its pompous dignitaries, and its train of satellites and spoilers. I pity a people so 
law-ridden, yet they seem to live under it, which says a good deal for their vitality.

                
"I was advised to go to Mr. Pike, who is spoken of as an honest man, and therefore is an object of some curiosity. This reputation for honesty is mainly derived from a somewhat extraordinary incident in his legal career—his having; advised a client, on one occasion, 
not to go to law. Under these circumstances I felt emboldened to seek an interview with Mr. Pike, and I was fortunate enough to find him at home, which I have since ascertained is a very uncommon circumstance. He is a spare man, with a bilious habit, a saturnine countenance, and a hooked nose. He is also snappish, not to say surly, but, as a rule, after venting a torrent of invectives on the 

world in general, and his office-boy in particular, he will unbend and become communicative, and even jocular. All this is extremely unsolicitor-like, to say the least of it.

                
"A person who is mostly engaged in the fleecing process should at least observe gravity and decorum in the performance of the operation. But Pike seems to be of an aggressive temperament; he is more intent on victory than plunder, and I do believe that to rend a victim he would forego the wool.

                
"I found him seated in a very dusty room, before a table that was littered all over, and in front of a very dirty window. He held out his hand to me as I came in, without ever asking my name, apologised profusely for the dust, the dirt, and the litter, which he all put down to an infernal nor'-wester that was blowing at the time; then, having cursed the office-boy, and waved me to a rickety cane-bottomed chair with a hole in it, he folded his hands, with the thumbs extended, and eyed me very much as a real pike would do when just about to dart at a minnow. I had heard that time was of importance in a lawyer's office—a great mistake; it should have been 
the waste of time—and so I stated my business as concisely as possible, produced my documents, and suggested that we should set about the little matter at once. I believe 

that I even offered to wait in the office while the necessary papers were being got ready. My legal adviser stared at me, as if he entertained some doubts as to my sanity, then he seemed to grasp the idea, and he gave vent to a comical chuckle.

                
"'My dear sir,' he remarked with half suppressed hilarity, 'you can't come into a lawyer's office to do business that way. You must leave these papers with me, and we will make an appointment. Let me see—will the day after to-morrow do?'

                
"I protested that I was in a great hurry, and that half-an-hour would do it.

                
"'There are no half-hours here,' said Pike, with a grim smile. 'A short or a long conference are the only terms recognised by the profession, and charged for at ten-and-six and a guinea respectively.'

                
"I inquired rather anxiously how many short or long conferences were likely to be needed in order to settle the little business.

                
"He shook his head dubiously, and after much consideration remarked that he might perhaps be in a position to inform me at our next interview.

                
"I tried to explain, but he merely waved his hand in a tragic manner and took a note of it. Then he started to talk on his own account, and for a much longer time than it would have required to attend 

to my wants he held forth eloquently, impressively, and sarcastically upon every imaginable subject except my business, and ended by cross-examining me on all my affairs, barring the one I came to see him about.

                
"Distracted by this unexpected outburst, and rather uneasy in my mind concerning the scale of charges for long conferences, I proposed as a diversion that we should adjourn to the next public-house and have a drink. The offer was accepted, although there were half-a-dozen people waiting to see him. So we sallied forth. The Blue Dragon was only twenty yards off; it took us just twenty minutes to get there, for we met twenty people on the way, and my legal friend (who knows everybody) stopped them all, and insisted on introducing me to every man Jack of them.

                
"He was very demonstrative, prodded some of his strange acquaintances with his stick, patted others on the back, shook hands vigorously with most of them, and laughed at them all. When at last we did reach the hotel bar I asked him what he was going to have, but at that moment he started a boisterous flirtation with the barmaid, and he became so much engrossed in carrying on a lively repartee at the top of his voice, evidently for the edification of all listeners, that it was another quarter of an hour before 

I could direct his attention to the main issue under consideration, and get him to decide on brandy pale. At this moment an enraged client, whose urgent case had been postponed through three court sessions in consequence of Mr. Pike having forgotten all about it, rushed upon the scene and tackled the man of law.

                
"I left them in high dispute, Pike holding forth eloquently on the advantages of delay, and I was glad of the opportunity of escaping.

                
"So that is as far as I have got with my business as yet, and I think that I may as well leave it there for the present and conclude, your devoted

                

                  
"
Dick."

                

              

            

          

        

        

          

            

              

                

                  
20th November.
                

                
"
My dear Val,

                
—I have not been a fortnight here, and I am heartily sick of the place already. These colonial mushroom townships are the dreariest of abodes for an idler to live in. They are absolutely wanting in all the attractions of a refined civilisation, the beauties of art, or the charms of old associations. They are without interest in everything except their progress. Their existence is a ceaseless activity, their soul is 
business, and their motto 'Go ahead.' But if they have nothing to look back upon, they are elated to bursting with their present importance and future 

grandeur. 'Look at me,' is the everlasting refrain; 'a few years ago I was a barren waste—now see!' And you are supposed to fall down and worship at the shrine of Modern Progress. The people live in a state of mutual admiration at their own superhuman efforts. Undoubtedly their efforts have been great, and are deserving of praise; they have done wonders, and, what is better still, they have made them pay. The thorough colonial only believes in reproductive works. Anything else is looked upon as a waste of energy. He makes an exception, indeed, with regard to education, and great outlay is lavished on State schools, institutes, and public libraries; but that arises from an erroneous and democratic idea that indirectly education 
pays—that it is a remunerative investment. 'We shall save it in police and the maintenance of jails' say our legislators, and the populace applauds.

                
"The country has advanced at a rapid pace, and it gets ample credit for it, although at the rate we keep borrowing money I should fancy that this 
credit will come to an end some day. But I confess that I cannot subsist on this ardent applause. It is interesting to know that our grandest parade was ten years ago a stinking swamp where bullocks got bogged, that our finest wharf was within the memory of numerous 
in-

habitants a muddy dyke, and that our hardy pioneers went through unheard-of trials and privations in converting a barren desert into smiling fields, and so on. This is interesting to hear about—in moderation. But you can have too much of it.

                
"For my part I feel like a lost sheep in the place, for the simple reason, I suppose, that I have nothing to do, while every one around me is striving, bustling, worrying, and clamouring. The only recreation grounds common to all are the public-houses, which are always full. Money-making and the nobbler!

                
"There are a few 'men about town' to be seen, but I cannot say that I am tempted to associate with them. They are mostly new chums, in the way of getting rid of their surplus cash, and some rather dissipated fellows who are intent on having 'a spree.' I frequently meet Jim Flash, with half-a-dozen young sparks of like kidney. They issue forth from the club about eleven of a morning, got up in elaborate style, and may be seen strolling languidly towards the Imperial; thence they adjourn to the White Horse, thence to the Blue Dragon, and so on until they have imbibed all round the town; then to return to billiards and cards, and to spend the night in less reputable places.

                
"The swells are not popular with the masses. 

Their kid gloves and perfumes raise a jeer from the crowd, and often evoke some coarse chaff from the more rowdy element that is rollicking about the streets or roaring in the pubs. As for the city itself, while I think it has the making of a fine place, it has all its attractions to come.

                
"There is a dull uniformity about it; its very regularity is a weariness; the 
straight and the 
square may be the correct principles to act upon, but to walk on—give me the crookedest lane; it has more of the line of beauty in it.

                
"I have been trying to account for the change I find in the Peters household. What has gone wrong? Poor P. is much the same as ever, to outward appearances anyhow, with his long, leather-like face, and its comical twist through the wildest contortions as he stutters forth his mild observations. Was there ever such a stammerer? It is a source of entertainment and affliction combined to his unfortunate listeners.

                
"Yesterday morning he caused utter consternation at the breakfast table, and nearly had a fit, in making a frantic attempt to ask for the butter. I was in the greatest trepidation, and kept looking wildly round the table in my anxiety to find out what he wanted. I seized upon every article but the one thing needed; 

I rushed the eggs and bacon at him, I plied him with marmalade, I upset the milk over him, I salted him, I peppered him, but all to no avail. Then I gave up in despair, and waited in abject misery until the fatal word was pronounced, or rather hurled forth.

                
It came at last with a rush. What a commotion he would have spared us if he had only pointed to the thing required. But stammerers won't do that. They are the most stubborn and persevering people I know of. If Peters has to battle with a word, for very life he will never give in; he will mouth it, and shake it, and spit at it, and keep on worrying it, at the risk of apoplexy. His safety valve is to stop short, and whistle. The other day he was playfully quoting Dr. Watts. 'The mind's the'——There he stuck fast, and we saw that we were in for a tussle. 'St—st—st—(frightful hissing)—sta, sssta—(gasps and contortions), buzz—buzz—(more hissing)—aa—aarn—(choking fit as if he had swallowed a fish-bone)—st, sst, gurr, gurr (a rush of blood to the head, mouth open, eyes staring wildly)—st, st—(a pause, then a long low whistle)—standard of the man!'

                
"It came out like a shot from a gun.

                
"A sickly smile of satisfaction on his flushed countenance—he had conquered. An immense feeling of 

relief to all present, and a call for brandy and soda.

                
"What between Peters and Pike I ought to learn patience.

                
"At other times, when he is not excited, the poor fellow can manage to express himself without much difficulty.

                
"But what a good fellow he is—how true-hearted, generous and confiding, and what a kind, devoted husband he makes. Yet the poor man seems to be under a cloud; he has aged much in appearance, and has a careworn expression—at times almost haggard in its intensity. Some hidden grief must evidently be preying on his mind; and it cannot be due to monetary troubles, for his business is prospering well.

                
"Mrs. Peters too has changed—she is no longer her former dear little self. She lighted up, indeed, when I arrived on the scene, and ran to meet me with both hands extended, exclaiming "Oh, it's good for sore eyes to see you!" We had a long pleasant chat about old times, and she rattled away in her pretty giddy style. But I soon noticed an air of absent-mindedness and constraint about her, the sunshine would seem to have gone out of her face. Evidently the woman is unhappy.

                


                
"Yet these two used to be the fondest, the merriest couple under heaven—as playful as kittens, devoted to one another, and careless of all the world besides. Poor P. must have found it difficult to express 
in words, at times, the exuberance of his amorous sentiments; but then, you know, there are so many ways of making love without speaking.

                
"What may account for the change is the presence of a third party on the scene. I have my suspicions—please God that they may prove unfounded.

                
"There is a lodger here—a permanent lodger, to all appearances, and a very disreputable one, by all accounts. He is a handsome young man, of good address and rather insinuating manners, and he has succeeded in insinuating himself effectually into the confidence of Peters, and the good graces of Peters' wife. I believe that he has free quarters here, in return for some services which he is supposed to render in business matters. I took extreme antipathy to the man at first sight. I believe him to be as shallow as he is cunning and unprincipled. I have since been warned against him, and no doubt Mr. and Mrs. Peters have both been warned against him also on many occasions by male and female friends, for the man is known to be a depraved loafer, yet they cannot see it.

                


                
"It is a pitiful case, but a difficult and dangerous one to interfere with; I shall keep an eye upon it.

                
"This reprobate goes by the name of Doctor Faint-well. Do not flare up, my dear Val, at the notion that a medical practitioner can deserve such an epithet; calm thy rising choler, for know that this designing scamp is 
unqualified. I know that I can attach no worse stigma to him in the eyes of the profession. He has, indeed, no right to the title of doctor, although he pretends to have gone through a medical training of some sort, nor does he venture to practise on the persons of the public, but only on their pockets. The insidious scoundrel! If his crime is as black as I deem it to be, there is no retribution on earth dire enough to punish the evil he has wrought in return for benefits received and under the guise of friendship. But we cannot condemn him on suspicion alone.—

                

                  
Yours ever,

                  
"
Dick."

                

              

            

          

        

        

          

            

              

                

                  
22nd November.
                

                
"Decidedly, my dear Val,

                
Pike is an original, and as he evidently looks upon me as a somewhat congenial character, we have taken a liking to one another. At the same time, I must confess that Pike possesses attributes which I cannot lay claim to, for 

he is a thorough humbug. Now, I don't mean that word in an unkindly sense, for there are good humbugs in the world as well as bad ones, or at least, if you take exception to that postulate, you cannot but admit that it is with humbugs as with snakes—they are venomous or non-venomous. Personally, I am rather partial to 
the humbug, providing he is amusing and no impostor. Now, Pike is a humbug of that sort—he is decidedly entertaining; nor does he impose upon any one unless it is a juryman, which is all in the way of business.

                
"But he indulges habitually in the grandest talk, delivered in a most theatrical manner and with crushing emphasis. It matters little what the occasion may be, from an act of cannibalism to a missing shirt-button, it draws down a fiery outburst; the bloodthirsty Maori and the negligent washerwoman both come in for it on much the same terms. 'Suiting the action to the word' is a good maxim, but unfortunately my friend is so profuse with the one that he has no time left for the other. I have called upon him several times to urge my little business, but nothing has been done; and my belief is that he has never yet even looked at the papers. On the other hand, he was good enough to relieve my serious apprehensions as to the bill of costs for so many conferences, 

by informing me that he had no intention of sticking it on. 'If you were some bumptious, blown-out cad of a pork butcher, who had made his pile,' he pleasantly observed the other day, 'I should bleed you properly; or if you were a pompous ass of a mutton-lord, or some jumped-up, snivelling, swindling, psalm-singing huckster, I should make you pay accordingly; but as you are only a poor devil of an artist, and have the misfortune of being a gentleman to boot, I will let you down easily. I make my charges with due regard to the circumstances of each case and the character of my clients. Wealthy scoundrels I have no compunction for, wealthy fools come next—they must pay for their folly in going to law. I also charge for my exasperated feelings, and I live in an atmosphere of exasperation.

                
"'Perverse idiots annoy me, and half the people who come to me are perverse idiots. They take up my time—my valuable time—with infernal drivel. They won't speak to the point; they are liars, sir, habitual liars. That they should lie to one another is natural enough, that they should lie in court is perhaps excusable under some circumstances, but they even lie to me—yes, sir, to 
me! But then——don't I make them pay for it! 'And the irate Pike dropped his inflated eloquence, and ended with a chuckle.

                


                
"After this he invited me to come and partake of a mid-day dinner with him on Sunday, the only day, he explained, when he was not bothered with visitors, the only day when he could escape from perverse idiots or scheming scoundrels, the only day when he could find time to work.

                
"Flattered at the distinction he was good enough to make on my behalf, I accepted, and I spent a pleasant afternoon at his house. I found Pike as a 
paterfamilias much more amiable than in his judicial capacity, and although still tigerish in his antics, he drew in his claws when disporting with his cubs. His wife appeared to be a very gentle and amiable lady. After dinner, over our coffee and cigars, the man of law unbent very much, and related to me several of his wonderful achievements in the administration of justice.

                
"One case in particular was harrowing in its details. He had been called upon to defend a villain of the deepest dye, a bloodthirsty ruffian who had cut his wife's throat and then burnt the house over her. The case was clear, the evidence overwhelming. There was practically no defence, and nothing but a miracle could save the criminal from the gallows. Yet that miracle was performed by my friend, in a manner which evoked the highest encomiums from the 

bench, and won universal applause from an admiring public. The counsel's address to the jury was redelivered almost 
in extenso for my special benefit; its most impassioned outbursts were declaimed in a voice of thunder, which would have startled the household but for the fact that they must have heard it in similar tones on many previous occasions. Such a torrent of eloquence carried all before it, and against the clearest proof of guilt the murderer was acquitted. Pike is justly proud of that performance. I congratulated him upon it, while expressing my regret that the wretch he had defended should have escaped hanging.—

                

                  
Ever yours,

                  

Dick."

                

              

            

          

        

        

          

            

              

                

                  
24th November.
                

                
"
Dear Friend,

                
—Since I have been here I have received plenty of advice. That is the one thing which is never stinted to me wherever I go. From what I learn I am positively astounded at the number of ways there are of getting on in the world, every one of which must infallibly lead on to fortune if only followed with common sense on the lines indicated. The difficulty is to understand how so many poor people go astray, and the only explanation of this deplorable fact would appear to be that they never were favoured with the good advice tendered 

to me, or that they are absolutely deficient in common sense. I have been very much interested in these considerations, and have treasured up many valuable precepts, but I am rather puzzled at their variety and sometimes by their contradictory character. There is another distressing circumstance that gives rise to unpleasant reflections, and that is that none of my kind advisers have ever succeeded themselves. And when I come to think about it, I cannot remember ever receiving any useful advice from a successful man. My instructors in the art of carving out a fortune have all been poor impecunious devils, who are only conspicuous by their failures. This state of things has been very variously accounted for; some have explained that they succumbed to a tide of ill fortune that no human foresight could have guarded against—that no endurance could withstand; even a Napoleon was powerless against the elements.

                
"Others candidly admitted that they made mistakes, and that they only acquired wisdom in the school of adversity; at present they are only waiting for an opportunity to distinguish themselves on correct principles; but, alas! that opportunity never comes. The unfortunate fact remains. There's Wink-ham, for instance; I don't know whether you ever met him. He is a stout man, with a rather 
im-

pressive manner, a prematurely bald head, and a threadbare coat. He came to see me yesterday, ostensibly to renew an old acquaintance, but really to borrow a five-pound note from me, which he promised to repay in a week—that is, never. In return for this small assistance he held forth at great length, and he afforded me a fund of information on financial questions which, at the lowest computation, ought to be worth half a million. 'You have done me a good turn, old man,' he said, 'and for the moment I can only repay you with some good advice, which may be worth little or much, just according to the use you choose to make of it.' My poor friend's financial advice is generally paid for at a fixed rate of ten-and-sixpence per column. He writes the money article for the Saturday's issue of the 
Southern Hemisphere. Therein he sets forth all the hidden causes that bring about fluctuations in the market; he exposes shams, criticises banking returns, denounces the greediness of capitalists, and warns the public against risky speculations—in the abstract. He is wise enough never to descend to particulars, or to meddle with local interests, but he is great on the principles of finance. Some months ago he lectured on 'Money-making made easy,' and attracted considerable audiences. That lecture was fairly remunerative (to 

himself), but in other respects Winkham has been a failure, and is always in difficulties, while scratching out a miserable pittance as an accountant. Yet the man has discernment, and even talent; he is excellent company, and he can see in the dark as far as most people. Perhaps his weakness lies in his belief that he can see farther. He has another failing which has brought him low in fortune, but always keeps him up in spirits—'all his geese are swans.' Winkham gave me a most entertaining discourse on money and the way to get it. According to him, it is as easy as pat; but then he admitted that he was about the only man in the place who understood the theory of the process. 'Many people,' he said, 'make money, they don't know how, many others because they can't help it, and yet the multiplying power of money is founded on clear and scientific principles, which nobody, with the exception of myself, ever studies, and which very few can even understand.' Then he went on to give me an illustration of doubling or even trebling your command of capital. 'We will suppose that you have £500 to invest—it is but a small sum, but see how it can be indefinitely extended—at any rate, according to the banking practice that obtains here. You place your money in shares of the Bank of Oceana—a sound 
invest-

ment, steadily rising, and paying 10 per cent. dividends. You deposit these shares in the bank, and on that security you obtain an advance of £300. This you may invest in Marine Insurance stock, which has risen 25 per cent. within the last twelve months. and is also giving splendid returns. On that scrip you get a further advance of say £200, with which you might take up shares in the newly-formed Wheat and Wool Company, a most promising concern, which cannot go wrong. On the £200 you might easily borrow some more, and so on; but even without doing that you have already doubled your capital.'

                
"I confess that I was rather startled, and even fascinated, at such an inviting prospect. 'There must be a screw loose somewhere,' I said.

                
"'Not a bit of it,' replied Winkham; 'you would be as right as the bank. I have given the tip to a few friends, and they are quietly but steadily making their fortunes; but it would not do to let all the world into the secret.'

                
"'But supposing,' I remarked, 'these blessed shares were to take a turn and go down; what then?'

                
"Winkham winced a little, then he continued gaily, 'Of course, my dear fellow, one must reckon upon something, and I am reckoning upon a rising market. If there was a falling tendency you should sell out 

at once. In such cases the man who hesitates is lost.'

                
"'And with a falling market,' I inquired, 'how would you do?"

                
"'You would have to adopt an entirely different system. One,' he added, 'which I have thoroughly mastered also.'

                
"'Then all that remains,' I exclaimed with some enthusiasm, 'is to make certain of the tendency of the money market; that point gained, and the trick is won! Winkham, you are a genius!'

                
"He gave me a knowing wink, as much as to say that I had guessed right; then he laid his finger on his lips to admonish me to secrecy on a matter of such tremendous import, and with a hearty grasp of the hand, he made a precipitate retreat.—

                

                  
Ever yours,

                  
"
Dick."

                

              

            

          

        

        

          

            

              

                

                  
28th November.
                

                
"
My Dear Val,

                
—I told you a few days ago about the Peters household, and the domestic trouble I saw brewing there.

                
"Better acquaintance has convinced me that the worst may be feared—an estrangement between man and wife, and a threatened disruption of their former happy home. That cursed villain has wrought it all; 

a foul tempter ensnaring them to perdition. It would be hard to understand how such a commonplace scoundrel should have been able to work so much mischief, did we not know how easily evil is accomplished, both morally and physically, in the world. Peters, from his very kind and confiding nature, is cut out for a dupe, and his wife must be as weak and as giddy as the humming-bird which falls a prey to the fascinating gaze of a vile reptile. I have not been let into the secret, nor have I indeed endeavoured to pry into their affairs, but judging from appearances their happiness has been utterly destroyed.

                
"There can be no doubt but that this designing reprobate has led poor Peters into evil ways, and has robbed him to boot; he has allured him from his home and his business, and incited him to bad and intemperate habits. Until quite lately these two have been inseparable, but whether their dubious transactions have turned out disastrously, or whether it is that the unfortunate man's eyes have been opened to the other's infamy I know not, but there has been a terrible change visible. My poor friend seems at times roused to feverish excitement, and at other times he is plunged into morbid despondency. He is savage and sullen by turns, and I fear that he often flies for solace to the bottle. Towards Mrs. Peters the 

so-called Doctor is sufficiently marked in his attentions to compromise her seriously in the eyes of the world—everybody can see it except the unconscious husband.

                
"The insidious knave is always sneaking about; he affects to be one of the household, and privileged to dance attendance on the wife, accompany her out, carry her parcels, and receive whispered confidences. Peters used to laugh heartily at these tender flirtations (so he called them), but lately they have angered him, and there have been some unpleasant bickerings in consequence. Last night the gathering storm would appear to have burst with unwonted fury.

                
"Fortunately I was not present, for these scenes distress me horribly, and I am always glad to escape from them. When I returned to the house the bluster was over, and I went straight to my bedroom, anxious to avoid the quarrelsome pair. The Doctor had decamped suddenly, and Peters was closeted with his wife in his office downstairs.

                
"I could overhear his voice; it was not in anger, but in pitiful, broken, stuttering tones that struck me as the saddest I had ever heard. His wife was crying. After a while she parted from him, and came slowly up the stairs alone, stifling her sobs, and several times she stopped and looked back, as if yearning to 

return to him, but he had closed the door against her. Poor thing! I pitied her then—I pity her still more now, whether she is deserving of pity or not.

                
"A mournful silence prevailed in the house, the lights had been put out, and all was dark, save a faint glimmer of the moon which shone through the passage window. Peters remained shut up in his office, and gave no sign of life; I had undressed, but could not sleep, oppressed with the contagion of wretchedness which prevailed in others. I was pondering in my own mind whether it would not be well for me to seek an interview with the poor fellow, whose misery inspired my compassion, reveal to him all I knew, endeavour to win his confidence in the hope that I might assist him in this hour of trial—possibly be the means of averting a further calamity. Then I was startled by the sound of a footfall. My door was slightly ajar, and opening on to the landing; I cautiously approached it, and listened attentively. The sound was repeated. In the dim obscurity I perceived the crouching form of a man stealthily creeping up the stairs. He had taken off his shoes to avoid making any noise, and he was quite unaware that he was watched.

                
"When he came to the door of Mrs. Peters' bedroom he tried the handle, but it was locked; then I 

heard him scratch at the panel in a peculiar way, and immediately afterwards the door was opened and a white form appeared and stood at the entrance. Then there was a whispered conference between the two, the woman speaking in hurried and tremulous tones and with great agitation, while the man only muttered some words which reached me as a confused murmur, but I could distinguish a sneering accent which was familiar to me, and I caught an allusion to Peters, intimating that he was too drunk to occasion any apprehension. The woman appeared to be greatly alarmed and distressed, and there was a moving piteousness in her supplication to him to leave her and to save her from misery and dishonour.

                
"After a few minutes the intruder consented to retire; but as he turned to go I saw him approach her, and I heard the sound of an ardent kiss. It gave me a sickening sensation of disgust and indignation; yet for that poor deluded victim, whom I had known so blithe and bonnie—such an artless and happy little wife—I could only feel unbounded commiseration, pity for her present degradation, pity for the utter wreck of her future.

                
"After this you may be sure I felt no wish to warn the husband, or to seek for confidences with any one. It was too late! My only anxiety has been to get 

away, and I have determined to leave town to-morrow morning on a long-promised visit to the Darrells, who live some twenty miles south. I shall probably be away a few days, and then I shall make straight for you, dear friend, and give up my wanderings for a time.

                
"I have seen Mr. Pike again; he has attended to my business at last, and only charged me a song for it. Truly he is an honest man, and a true-hearted one too, notwithstanding his taunts and his tantrums. For once I felt that I could heartily join in with his fierce denunciations against the rascality of mankind. I reserve my opinion as to whether the world is essentially bad, or original sin inherent to our natures; but truly there are villains in the world so black that their presence alone must taint the mass, and spread a contagion of foulness and suffering through it.

                
"Good-bye for the present; I shall soon be with you.—

                

                  
Yours ever,

                  
"
Dick."

                

              

            

          

        

        

          

            

              

                
"The Austral Hotel, City
, 
7th December.

                
"
My dear Val,

                
—Returning to town yesterday, I heard on the way the dreadful news, which has probably reached you ere this by the papers, of Peters' death. When I left this place last week I had a presentiment that some dire calamity was hanging 

over that ill-fated pair which it was beyond my power to avert. Yet the sad tidings came upon me with a violent shock, and I have felt quite upset over it ever since.

                
"I liked the man, and while making merry at times—God knows, in no uncharitable mood—at his naïve eccentricities and physical infirmity, I always felt drawn towards him by a bond of sympathy with his kind and simple nature. Poor fellow! he was struck to the heart. As for his wife, I cannot think of her without conflicting sentiments of resentment and compassion.

                
"What a wretched future she has in store for her! How far she may have sinned I know not, nor care to know; I extend my sympathy only to her afflictions. He used to worship her with a sort of childish devotion which was almost ludicrous to witness; she was his own particular star, that brightened his path and guided his fate, and when that light went out he sought the greater darkness that covers all. The unfortunate man would appear to have acted with full deliberation, for he put his affairs in order to the best of his ability, and then took a dose of poison from the ample store at hand, which rendered death inevitable. He expired in a few minutes, but in great agony; and when questioned as to his reason for seeking death, 

he only replied, 'I am tired of living.' His wife was called in haste, and was with him at the last moment; he embraced her tenderly, and bade her good-bye. He had not an unkind word for her.

                
"The devilish instigator of this awful tragedy has cleared off, but there is a warrant out for his apprehension—not indeed for this foul deed of treacherous villany, for the law takes no cognisance of it, but for 
stealing a watch!

                
"The inquest is to be held to-day, and I am purposely keeping out of the way, as I have no wish to be dragged into the inquiry. What light I could shed upon it had better be hidden for ever.

                
"I shall leave town to-morrow.

                

                  
Good-bye.

                  
"
Richard Raleigh."
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Chapter XVII.

        
"Now I have told you all about my adventures, and misadventures also," said Raleigh, as he threw himself back in a lounge chair by the side of his friend Doctor Valentine, and lit another cigar.

        
"I wonder that you are here to tell them," replied the other.

        
"Why, they are nothing to the exciting incidents of your stormy career."

        
"That's just it. In your place I should have been dead or in a lunatic asylum long ago. The crushing loneliness and monotony of the existence you have gone through would have done for me in six months."

        
"Our dispositions are so very different," remarked the philosopher placidly; "you are all fire and energy, susceptible and enthusiastic in all things, whereas I am phlegmatic and unsociable. You rush to action, while I have a contemplative turn. You are a child of passion, I am a cold-blooded animal."

        
"I fancy," replied the doctor, "that you greatly mistake your own character, as you certainly 
under-

rate your own capabilities. You have grown shy and reserved, my boy, from habit, but not from nature. You are not gushing, I admit; but you are by no means unsympathetic, and you might shine in lots of ways that you little dream of. I shouldn't wonder, now, but that you would make a good actor."

        
"
Me an actor!" exclaimed Raleigh, with amused incredulity. "Well, that beats everything. There was a grand old fellow on the station, who informed me once that I was cut out for 
domestic felicity; rather rich that, wasn't it? But an 
actor, of all things! Why, my dear fellow, I have not one of the qualifications requisite for the stage, nor have I ever had the slightest inclination that way—I have no gift of mimicry like you, and I could never recite, not even at school."

        
"All that is to be acquired," said the Doctor. "You know that I was on the boards once myself."

        
"Yes, so you told me, but I never heard from you the particulars of that escapade. What on earth sent you off on that lay?"

        
"I can hardly tell you, for I never rightly knew myself," continued Doctor Valentine. "It was just one of those madcap freaks to which I have been prone all my life, and done on the spur of some irresistible impulse. I remember the circumstance perfectly. I was studying medicine at the time, and 

was studying hard too, without any idea of giving it up. I was engaged in the dissecting room with a chum—just such another harum-scarum impressionable fool as myself—and I suppose we got downright sick of the work for the moment, for all at once he threw down the knife and cried out, "What do you say, Val? let's cut this gory business and go on the stage. I know the manager of a theatrical troupe that starts to-morrow on a provincial tour; he would take us."

        
"'Done,' I exclaimed, and without another thought or a look behind us we were off like red-shanks.

        
"A week later, I was performing as a super in some country town."

        
"And how long did the fit last?"

        
"For two years or more I stuck to it; fascinated at first, then disillusionised, and at last repelled with disgust. I came to look upon it as a sort of prostitution, and slunk away ashamed and degraded."

        
"You always fly to extremes, Val. I can't understand how you can apply such a term of reprobation to the theatrical profession. I have always considered it an intelligent and honourable one, and capable of conferring a vital benefit on public taste. Then I should have thought that the free-and-easy life, and the excitement of the performance, would possess a charm of its own."

        


        
"I thought so too, and considered it delightful until I found it out to be unendurable," said the Doctor with a smile. "I certainly had some lively times while the illusion lasted; then I suddenly discovered that it was all stale, flat, and unprofitable."

        
"Did you ever try to distinguish yourself? Had you no ambition?" inquired Raleigh.

        
"I did cherish some hopes of fame, and shaped pretty well at first, especially in the comic line."

        
"I am positive," pursued Raleigh, "that with your natural histrionic powers you could have achieved great things. Were you never told so by leading actors?"

        
"Very little is ever achieved on the stage," replied Valentine, "except through industry and steady training. In all its principal features it is a trade, which has to be following from its beginning, and it will often take a man some years to learn to 
walk—I mean it literally—to pace the boards. I never took a leading part, and as Mercutio—my highest flight in the classic drama—I don't think that I could have been a grand success, although one great actor whom I met encouraged me to better things. But the greatest hit I ever made was as a 
boy in buttons. My get-up was splendid, and as I stood at the side entrance, swelling out in gorgeous livery, a breast inflated like a pigeon's, 

and covered with brass buttons, a wasp-like waist, with a redundant protuberance behind; eyes staring, mouth open, body bent forward and ready to rush upon the stage, even the actors burst out laughing, and I brought down the house. But imagine a man having to contemplate such antics in sober earnestness afterwards."

        
"I admit it isn't dignified," remarked Raleigh, "but I should imagine it was full of fun. Then you must have made many interesting acquaintances, and I daresay got up some tender interchanges too in these ramblings."

        
"I never was without them," remarked the Doctor complacently. "It has been my fate to be much loved by the fair, and to respond to the soft passion with corresponding ardour; but, now I think about it, my most charming attachment at that period was of a purely Platonic character. There was a young and aspiring actress engaged in the same company. A beautiful and most attractive girl, with a passionate regard for the higher glories of the drama. To her the triumphs of the stage became a sort of worship—her whole heart was in it. I must have kindled my enthusiasm at her fire, for I took after her. We became inseparable, and spent all our spare time in heroic declamation and in studying Shakespeare. 

Sometimes in the warm summer evenings we would wander forth into the fields together, discuss our parts, recite pathetic passages to one another, and attudinise in the moonlight with rapture. Then, how she would turn her lustrous eyes upon me, full of tenderness and stirring emotion—but it was all in the passion of the play!"

        
"And you never made love to her?" exclaimed the philosopher, with surprise.

        
"Never out of our parts," replied the Doctor. "Strange to say, I don't think it ever occurred to me. We only played at love, and yet I loved her too, in an ideal, fantastical sort of way. I cherished her as a friend, and admired her as a devoted follower might do. I was happy in witnessing her achieve a decided success as Lady Macbeth, and then we parted, and drifted out of sight and mind."

        
"Go on," said Raleigh; "let us have the next chapter."

        
"I returned home," continued Doctor Valentine," on being informed that all would be forgiven, and that I could make a fresh start. I was sick of adventures for the time, and quite cured of the stage mania. I resumed my medical studies, and soon passed the preliminary exams. with credit. I was then in a fair way to succeed in my profession, had I stuck to it, as 

I ought to have done, and really wished to do. But it has been my untoward fate to wander from the beaten track, led astray by false lights or by uncontrollable impulse. I have often wished that I had a little of your placid and sedate disposition; it would have preserved me from sore vicissitudes, ending in this wretched breakdown."

        
"I fear," replied Raleigh, "that we have both missed our way in life; you have been blown on the rocks by the violence of your passions, I have drifted on to a lea shore for want of propelling power, and have got stuck in the mud. If I had possessed a spark of your enthusiasm to inspire me with will and energy, I should have found it a better conductor than star-gazing. But now we have fortunately met, and we can make up for one another's deficiencies. Coupled together we can brave any sea. You will furnish the impulse, I will direct it."

        
"Ay," said Valentine, "if my poor battered little bark does not founder on the way."

        
"What nonsense!" exclaimed his friend. "Don't give way to any such notion. Why, man, you are worlds better already, and you will soon be all right again; only you should really take more care of yourself. Avoid the night air—if I were you, I should positively refuse to go out at night for any one— 

moderate your exercise, and above all" — and the philosopher gave an uneasy glance in the direction of the bottle.

        
"Stimulants!" ejaculated the Doctor. "Don't I know it, my child? I tell myself so every day. I have been lectured on the subject by every physician whom I have consulted; I am warned on the point in every letter I receive from home. But if you felt as I do, dear boy, you would act as I do. I get so low, so fearfully low. All my vitals are disordered, my nerves are unstrung. I suffer terribly from mental depression. Where can I turn for relief? A few glasses of toddy, and a blessed change sets in; the vitals work smoothly, my nerves are braced up again, my mind is unburdened. I am cheered and warmed to the cockles of my heart. I find myself singing a song, chatting gaily with my dear Raleigh, listening complacently to his extravagant paradoxes, cracking jokes with all comers, or regaling the company with a few racy reminiscences of joyous days. There! thou grave and sober Mentor, look not thus austerely upon me; hold not up the finger of caution, relax that pensive brow! Let me find relief while I may, even if it be only momentary; let us be happy while we can—it may not be for long. There—have another weed—and pass the bottle!"

        


        
Raleigh complied, but with a sigh. He turned away his face to conceal an expression of pity and solicitude which he could not suppress, for at that moment his poor friend was seized with one of his most violent fits of coughing, that shook his slight frame and seemed to rack his whole being—leaving him exhausted and gasping for breath.

        
When the paroxysm was over, the Doctor poured himself out an ample draught, which he swallowed with considerable relief to his shattered nerves; then he lit a cigar, and, with a kindly smile at his companion, he proceeded with his story.

        
"I now come to the most eventful passage," he said, "in my luckless career; the one which, at the time, exerted an overpowering dominion over me, and which has influenced all my after-life. 
I fell in love!"

        
"Is that all!" cried Raleigh laughingly. "Why, according to your own account, you have been in love, off and on, ever since you were put into breeches."

        
"I plead guilty," replied Valentine, "to many amours. But they were fleeting effusions that left no permanent trace behind them—mere sparks that blazed brightly for the moment, and then died out in smoke. But this was a devouring flame that burnt me to the core."

        


        
"I wish," said Raleigh, "that I had known 
la grande passion, just to have realised what it was like. I have done a little billing and cooing in my youth, but these heavenly flights of ecstatic rapture are unknown to me."

        
"Thank your stars, my child!" exclaimed the Doctor earnestly, "that you have escaped them, and pray that it may never be your fate to fall in love."

        
"What, then," pursued the other, "becomes of all the tender rage of poets in all ages, and the gushing effusions of sentimental writers, who pour forth an unintermitting flood of rhapsody, and would make out that before this divine blaze of the soul all other lights pale?"

        
"In intensity, perhaps," said the Doctor gravely; "but it is one that scorches and consumes. Happier far is the man who is temperate even in his sentiments, and with whom heart and head go together. The truest and most durable love resembles friendship——But mine was always an impetuous nature, that never knew moderation in anything.

        
"When I returned to my medical studies I had to make up for lost time, and I went to work with a will, and kept it up with unflagging ardour. I accomplished in one year the ordinary result of two years' 

studies, but I knocked up under it. It is the pace that kills, and I couldn't keep it up. I was ordered complete rest and relaxation, and I went to a little watering-place on the south coast of Wales to recruit. It was there that I first met her. She was a beautiful woman, especially in her figure, which was perfectly modelled, and she was always well dressed; but then she was a widow, and old enough to be my mother. People talk a great deal about love at first sight," continued the Doctor, "but I can't say that I believe in it. My first impressions of my fair friend were not particularly favourable. I admired her, no doubt, as everybody else did, but I was not captivated. She was somewhat self-complacent and reserved in company, and she was deficient in light-heartedness. Her face generally wore a calm and slightly disdainful expression, and there was a touch of hardness about her mouth and chin which not even the most engaging smile could entirely obliterate. Her eyes were large and dark, and full of intensity, but more penetrating than sympathetic. She had a lovely forehead, fit to wear a crown, and she bore herself with an air of conscious sovereignty, like one accustomed to adulation, and expecting it from all comers.

        
"But what a volcano under that placid brow; what tumults of passion within that soft exterior—passion 

that was unfathomable in its depths, insatiable in its demands, unrelaxing in its fiery embrace.

        
"When I first met her she was accompanied by a friend, a staid and kindly old lady, and our acquaintance began through my rendering the elderly party some slight medical assistance. She had sprained her ankle on the shingle, and I bandaged it up. One visit led to another, and I suppose I managed to make myself agreeable, for in the space of very few days we all became fast friends, and I spent most of my evenings in their company. They were very charming, those early days of genial intimacy, this sprightly prelude to the thrilling and passionate 
concerto that was to follow. The delightful sensation of returning health and strength to my overtaxed brain gave me a new life; the bracing air, the lovely scenery, the outdoor exercise, contributed to the charm. The old lady was of a literary turn, and I was able to conduce to her entertainment by reading to her aloud; my fair friend was very musical, and we sang duets together. We became intimate, tender; we sympathised, we confided to one another, and soon she became transformed to my eye from a cold and rather supercilious 
belle into a fascinating and true-hearted woman.

        
"How we first fell in love I can hardly say. It 

was thoroughly mutual and spontaneous, and certainly not of my seeking.

        
"I remember that one balmy night we stood side by side on a terrace overlooking the moonlit sea; by chance my hand touched hers; the contact vibrated through me like an electric shock, I clasped her dainty fingers in mine, she returned the soft pressure with a touch that sent a thrill to my heart, and yet seemed to hold me with a grip of iron. Insensibly I drew her towards me, she yielded to my embrace, her warm breath fanned my cheek, her eyes looked into mine. I gave myself up to her. From that moment I became her vassal, her slave; my heart could only beat for her alone!"

        
"This is truly delightful," exclaimed Raleigh, "and it makes a fellow feel queerish all-over; but wait a bit until I replenish the glasses, and then give us the sequel."

        
"My fair friend," continued the Doctor, "was a woman of the world, and, however impulsive in her feelings, she was not lacking in discretion. While she gave herself up unreservedly to the tender passion, she was careful in preserving outwardly the strictest decorum. During our friend's stay our amorous intercourse had to be carried on in stolen interviews and under the mask of secrecy; but she managed very 

cleverly to part with her 
chaperon, while remaining herself at the same watering-place; and then, unobserved and unrestricted, we were able to give free vent to our enchanting attachment. During these halcyon days we lived but for one another, we were immersed in love, we tasted all its sweets with unquenchable delight. Oh! when I think of those blissful hours I can hardly realise now the state of ecstasy in which I then lived. When I used to return to my lodgings late in the night, after spending an evening of rapture by her side, and fortified as a parting gift with a few glasses of hot toddy, I did not walk the earth like any ordinary mortal—I trod the air. I would look up into the glowing heavens and feel myself transported into ethereal regions of elysium; the music of the spheres resounded to my ears, and my soul felt kindled by a celestial fire."

        
"And how long did this heavenly treat last?" inquired the philosopher.

        
"Days and weeks passed unheeded," pursued Doctor Valentine. "We were too pleasantly engaged to take note of commonplace events, when all of a sudden we were rudely aroused from our blissful enchantment by the clacking of scandalous tongues. We awoke one morning to find ourselves unpleasantly notorious."

        
"How was that?" asked Raleigh. "I understood 

you to say that your lady-love combined prosaic caution with her poetic transports."

        
"So she did as a rule, and we were very careful to keep up appearances; but women are capricious beings, and a wayward freak spoilt it all. We had wandered together along the beach one warm summer afternoon, under the shadow of the great beetling cliffs, and some distance from the village where we lived. It was a glorious day, the air was clear and balmy, a gentle breeze just rippled the face of the waters, and made them glitter in the evening glow like a sea of gold. A thrilling stillness and perfect solitude pervaded the place. We were reclining on the pebbly shore, nestled close together, and whispering soft nothings to responsive glances—a perfect love idyll—when suddenly my charmer sprang to her feet and said she would have a bathe. I tried to dissuade her, and forcibly dwelt upon the risk of being seen. But she was one of those headstrong women, who, when not controlled by their own sense of caution, will submit to no restraint; wilful as a spoilt child, and untractable in her least caprices. I pleaded in vain. The coast was clear, and she fancied herself secure. In a few moments she had disrobed, then flinging her garments laughingly into my lap, and clad only in her gauzy shift, she bounded forth and plunged into the dancing waves, 

where she paddled about like a sportive mermaid. When she rose to return I never in my life saw so glorious a sight. The sun was setting, and poured a flood of golden light on her lovely form, with its exquisite outline hardly veiled by the clinging drapery; her flowing hair reached down to her waist, and was wafted in the breeze, shaking forth showers of glittering pearls. Her eyes beaming with delight, her voluptuous lips slightly apart, and wreathed in smiles, her"——

        
"Venus rising from the sea," exclaimed Raleigh merrily. "A few more minute particulars, and I will depict it on canvas."

        
"Impossible!" replied the Doctor warmly. "No art could picture such resplendent loveliness, no language describe it—not even the verse of Horace.

        
"I greeted her with rapturous congratulations, and as she ran swiftly past me to hide herself under cover of the rocks, and dry herself as best she could, I remained transfixed with the glowing vision on my mind's eye. We laughed heartily over this mad freak as we trudged home in the twilight, but it cost us dear. Some fishermen, concealed from our view, must have witnessed it, for next day the report was all over the place; we were met with impudent glances and sneering comments wherever we went; 

all the respectabilities of the village turned their backs on us, and even the landlady, getting alarmed, gave my queen notice to seek for lodgings elsewhere. This was the first check to our hitherto unruffled happiness, the first little cloud on the serene azure of our heaven."

        
After a pause and some refreshment, the Doctor continued his story, but in a sadder strain.

        
"I believe," he said, "that she really loved me; but hers was an egotistical passion, jealous, all-engrossing, and cruelly exacting. It was a love that could neither brook contradiction, nor submit to any sacrifice. But I loved her with a singleness of heart and an earnestness of devotion which I never experienced before or since. It was an infatuation that knew no bounds—that for her sake would have urged me to any trial, that would not have shrunk from any folly, no, not even from crime! We removed to London. My friend would not consent that we should live apart, but neither would she hear of my abandoning my professional career. She had, indeed, some very sensible ideas as to my future prospects, and she watched over them with motherly care. With considerable tact and good management she arranged that I should lodge at her house, while pursuing my medical studies, and without giving rise to any scandal. Thus for many months we continued to live under 

the same roof, all in all to one another, but almost strangers to outward appearances."

        
"Was that not solid happiness?" inquired Raleigh.

        
"Alas!" cried the other, "there is nothing solid about that fickle and tormenting passion. Already the sweet serenity of our first transports had departed. It was not from satiety, for I continued to love her with my whole heart—could see nothing else beside her in the whole world—but from the jars and worries of daily existence, the little annoyances arising from our equivocal mode of living. I cannot stand the curb, nor could I ever adapt myself to a life of constant dissembling. To these irksome restraints was added a boding dread that some day the natural consequences of our cohabitation would have to be confronted. That fear was never absent from my restless mind."

        
"I should have thought," remarked his friend, "that with your medical knowledge you could have provided against any such contingency. At least, such is the popular notion that passes current at the present day."

        
"That is easier said than done," replied the other, "and the medical faculty gets credit for a great deal more than it knows anything about on that delicate subject. Any suggestions that I made in that respect, 

moreover, were met at the outset with unflinching opposition on the part of the lady. How we escaped so long was more good luck than good management."

        
"There was, after all," remarked the philosopher, "a very simple way out of the difficulty—too simple, I suppose, to be thought of. Why didn't you get married?"

        
"Once again, dear boy," replied Valentine, "I must confess that I cannot answer your question, for I do not know. It remains the unrevealed mystery of the story. I admit," he continued, "that I always entertained an inveterate antipathy to the matrimonial tie, and what I have seen of married felicity in others, during my varied experience of life, has not tended to materially alter that impression. But when I discovered the necessity of taking that step to protect the honour of one I loved so dearly, I did not hesitate for a moment. I offered to marry her, and indeed was most anxious to do so. Strange to say, it was from the lady that the opposition sprang—not openly, for we looked upon ourselves, even then, as joined in true and lasting union, but by numberless evasions and delays. The 'happy day' was postponed, on one excuse or another, until the time was past when it could have screened us from an undesirable exposure. The very memory of this period is fraught 

with gloom and bitterness to me, and I never care to revert to it even in silent thought. The gloomy forebodings from which I suffered did not, however, appear to be shared by my mistress, for she kept up her spirits amazingly, became more fascinating and devoted than ever, and clung to me with bewitching endearments. The time soon came when further concealment of her condition was impossible, and I advised that she should retire to some secluded spot, out of the way of observation, and remain there until the event was over. This she would by no means agree to; but she kept appealing to me to procure another way of escape from her trouble, and she urged it with a passionate tenacity of purpose that overcame all resistance on my part. For I was a child in her hands—a mere plaything! And yet, how I struggled! How my conscience rebelled; how my heart grew faint with fear and anxiety. I warned her of the danger; I pleaded, I implored, I wept like a child, I grovelled at her feet. She was unrelenting. Fearless for herself—pitiless for me! Oh, that scene! It haunts me now with an appalling dread—dark, ghastly. My worst anticipations came about; she sank under it, fainted repeatedly, then lay cold and pale and motionless—
I thought she was dead! I hung over her inanimate form in speechless agony, 

overwhelmed, distracted—then, frantic with grief, I raved like a madman. I writhed in the tortures of remorse, I gave myself up for lost. The terrible reality seemed to burst upon me, and branded me as a criminal—a murderer. I saw myself being dragged before the tribunal; the awful sentence thundered in my ears—then the felon's cell—the gallows!"

        
"No, never!" cried Raleigh, as he rose excitedly and seized his friend by the hand. "No! it could never have come to that. You were innocent before God of any such crime, and you could have escaped the law."

        
"Escape would have been impossible," replied the other hoarsely, as he staggered to his feet. "I was too much distracted in mind and purpose to have attempted it. Then the evidence was clear; the cause of death; the blood-stained room—— All the previous circumstances would have come out — there would have been no defence—no escape"—— and the speaker pressed his hands against his eyes, as if to close them against a harrowing vision.

        
The two friends stood side by side; then with a common impulse they moved towards the door, and went out of the heated enclosure into the open, where they paused under the moonlit sky. Doctor Valentine drew a long breath, then throwing his head backwards, 

he gazed intently at the clear and glittering heavens, and remained absorbed in meditation.

        
There was a long silence.

        
"Inexorable destiny!" Raleigh muttered to himself, as he watched with mournful sympathy the haggard and dejected countenance of his friend. "Inexorable destiny! with what ruthless hand dost thou mould our frail and plastic natures to thine iron will! with what callous disdain dost thou fling us rudely adrift, to struggle blindly through the meshes of the net which thou hast cast over us, to encumber our footsteps and involve us in numberless failures and misfortunes! How many poor wretches perish at the start, entrapped to their destruction! how many more, irretrievably betrayed into thy crafty lures, escape only to linger out their sorrowful lot in distress of body and anguish of heart! See this poor victim of thy malignant rule. Never was there a more genial or kindlier compound of human clay, gifted too with a soul, frail indeed and pliable to the fitful gusts of passion implanted within it, but imbued with native goodness—a heart responsive to every appeal of pity or claim of affection; a nature bright, refined, glowing with intelligence and enthusiasm; a character of unimpeachable honesty, and ever open to generous impulses. Yet see what a wreck thou hast made of 

him; and, but for a fickle chance that trembled in thy balance, thou wouldst have dragged him forth to an ignominious death, or consigned him to a living tomb, a prey to horror and despair, there to pine and wither amidst the foulest outcasts of mankind. Such is Fate!"

        
Then turning to his friend, who remained standing in gloomy abstraction, he said aloud, "Let us come in out of the cold night air, which is bad for you. Dismiss from your mind, dear Val, all painful reminiscences of bygone days; let us not be concerned with what is past or dead, or with what might have been, but only with the present—your health and happiness."
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Chapter XVIII.

        

The following day, after Doctor Valentine had returned from his visiting tour, and the two friends were sitting cosily together over their pipes and whisky toddy, the Doctor continued his story.

        
"I left off last night at a critical stage," he said, "with despair and death staring me in the face; but, as you know, the lady recovered, and a month later on she was as sprightly and fascinating as ever, and quite ready to start afresh. But the shock I had received was not to be lightly got over, and the mental torture I had suffered had made a lasting impression on my mind. I confided to her a harrowing account of what I had endured, and I expatiated on the awful consequences which had threatened us both, but to my grief and surprise she appeared to be quite unmoved at the recital, and she persisted in treating the matter with amiable levity, laughing at my terrors, and stopping my mouth with kisses. I shrank from her with a pang of resentment, not unmixed with disgust, and for the first time the scales fell from my 

eyes, the charm under which I had been held enthralled was dispelled, and a gleam of light revealed to me the true nature of our attachment. Was this, then, love? this the tender and self-denying heart which could only beat in unison with mine? Was this the exalted passion which I fondly believed to be fired by a generous spirit of sacrifice and mutual devotion?"

        
"You might have remembered the words of your favourite poet," said Raleigh—

        

          

            
"'In her first passion woman loves her lover,


            
In all the others all she loves is love.'
          

        

        
You were not 
the first, dear friend."

        
"No! nor likely to be the last," exclaimed the other gloomily. "Such in truth was the case. But the revelation was so inexpressibly painful to me that I strove to blot it out or to explain it away. I would gladly have shut my eyes, if by that means the impression could have been removed, but it was ineffaceable! Every day that passed made me feel more poignantly that the relations under which we lived were becoming unbearable, and pregnant of future evil and wretchedness. We had many bitter altercations. She, on her part, taxed me with coldness and ingratitude, and twitted me with the sacrifices she 

had made on my behalf; I reproached her for want of heart, for want of candour, and above all for the selfish callousness she had exhibited when life and honour had been at stake. These distressing scenes became of frequent occurrence, but they generally ended in tears and reconciliation, when my struggles to revolt were stifled in her embraces. Thus we continued for a time to live together, but no longer with trustful and unalloyed love, as at first. The overmastering fear of a recurrence of the former terrible ordeal nerved me at last to take up a more dignified and determined stand. I repeatedly urged that we should get married, as the only safeguard against petty vexations and this fear of consequences. After much passive resistance and many delays, she consented with apparent delight, and everything was arranged.

        
"We had left London for the happy occasion. I procured the licence, I bought the ring, and I returned to her with a lighter heart than I had known for a long time, and with an inexpressible sense of relief from all further anxiety. At that moment I was happy, supremely happy, but it was fated to be of short duration. I found my lady-love in tears. She received me with expostulations, darkly hinted at some impediment to our union, and she begged of me to put it off. 

I was seized with a fearful revulsion of feeling; all the concentrated bitterness and exasperation which had been brooding in my soul for many months burst forth in one agonising paroxysm. I wept with rage, but it was the rage of despair. It appeared to me as if the whole edifice of my hopes and earthly happiness had been rudely shaken to the ground, and that all I cared for in the world was lost—for ever lost!

        
"Then I was roused to furious indignation. I tore up the licence into shreds and stamped them under foot, I broke the wedding-ring into pieces and flung them at her. I spurned her from me, and swore that I would never look upon her again. Then it was her turn to get alarmed. She pleaded, implored, but it was useless; the bonds that had held me to her had burst asunder—I was free. That night I returned hurriedly to town, and removed my effects from her house. I disposed of all my goods and chattels, terminated all my engagements, turned my back on all my professional ties and prospects, and while still under the violent excitation of this break-up, I fled the country. Within a week's time I was on my way to America."

        
"Have you never been able to account for her strange conduct?" asked Raleigh. "If she really loved you, as you believe she did, why should she 

have raised all these objections to a permanent and legitimate union?"

        
"It is hard to say," replied the Doctor sadly. "The ways of woman are often inscrutable. I have had my suspicions. As I told you before, she was a widow, and much older than myself, She was also a woman of the world, of independent means, who moved in good society, and had a large and distinguished circle of friends. I have since reflected that she was always uncommunicative concerning her former life and relations. There may have been secrets I know nothing about, or she may have prized her liberty above all, and after the unpleasant experience of her first marriage, have shrunk from putting her pretty head into another noose. 'Once bit, twice shy.' It was doubtless all for the best, and as I see it now I ought to consider myself fortunate to have escaped. But the usual order of things was reversed in our case, and she felt and acted not as women do, but as most men of the world would have done under similar circumstances."

        
"Do you really think so?" remarked the philosopher abstractedly. "You seem to have taken a regular down on matrimony."

        
"I have come to the conclusion," continued Doctor Valentine, "that men make women wives when it is 

utterly impossible to make mistresses of them, or when the conventional usage pays best. How in the name of common sense and experience it should be otherwise I cannot see. Fancy any sane man saying to an average woman, after a mere superficial acquaintance with her for a short time, under circumstances that would deceive the devil himself, that a sufficient knowledge of her character, capabilities, and person has been obtained to warrant him in chaining himself, body and soul, to her for the rest of his natural life—— God help such infatuated fools."

        
"But in your case there were none of these disadvantages, for surely you must have been pretty well acquainted with one another."

        
"I thought so then; I don't think so now. Perhaps she had a better insight into my character than I had into hers, for she remains in some respects an enigma to me."

        
"I am inclined to disagree with your theory," remarked the philosopher; "nor do I believe that the proverbial unhappiness of hastily contracted marriages is to be attributed to the want of better acquaintance between the parties. The cause of the evil lies deeper, and will generally be found to arise from sensual desire on the one side or from selfish and sordid motives on the other. For my part, I think 

with sage old Dr. Johnson that marriages would be all the better if they were arranged by the Lord Chancellor, with simply due regard to the disposition, fortune, and social position of the parties."

        
"And leave love out of the question? How would you like to be irrevocably tied to a mate under such conditions? There are happy unions, no doubt, but I believe that married life is, as a rule, a whitewashed sepulchre; that its secret recesses hold the faded relics of abandoned hopes and fond illusions. If not, then the nature of man at forty must be very much altered from what it generally is at thirty."

        
"It is not that either," remarked the philosopher, "but simply that the average mortal is almost totally devoid of the passionate enthusiasm and acute sensibilities which characterise men of your temperament. Poets are notoriously unfortunate in their conjugal relations; but then the world is not peopled with poets. Conventional life is a species of slavery to which ordinary men and women readily submit, and conventional matrimony is in keeping with the rest."

        
"I would sooner, like the donkey," exclaimed Valentine, "go in for liberty, thistle, 
and the rest."

        
"You believe in the principles of free love, then," observed Raleigh; "but although that may be very well in theory, I can answer for it that in practice"——

        


        
"I admit," interrupted the Doctor, "that such irregular connections, although free from the galling sense of bondage, and more congenial to our natural tastes, are yet not the happiest—or, at least, they are not exempt from thorns among the roses. There is an everlasting, never-departing fiend that watches over all such tender love-passages. He looms out in the future, never seeming to be actually present, until he reveals himself in all the misery of separation or perhaps desertion—haunting you with a thousand reproaches even in the moments when you feel most hopeful. He is ever whispering the possibility of certain hateful contingencies that would inevitably turn your ideal kind of life into a stern, uncongenial, vulgar reality, such as divorce suits, the advent of children, or infidelity. And on that devil's forehead there is written, in characters that you must see every time he appears, the fatal word 
inevitable. It is at once the charm and the poignant sting of all such unions as these, that they must be brief, and have no element of constancy in them."

        
"Go on with your story," said Raleigh. "Where did your travels lead you?"

        
"They led me a long round, and a thankless one," pursued the Doctor. "In the frame of mind I then was in I suppose it would have been so wherever I 

had gone, for I was well-nigh broken-hearted. I became morose and cynical, absorbed in self-tormenting reflections, and indifferent as to my surroundings. I landed in New York, thence wandered through several of the States, living from hand to mouth, and without any settled purpose. For some months I travelled about as perambulating doctor to a life insurance agent. He was a vulgar, brazen-faced humbug, but an amusing cuss, whose powers of lying I have never known surpassed. I afterwards went south, and made my way to Brazil."

        
"And what impression did you carry away of Brother Jonathan and his country?"

        
"One of vastness, of unbounded resources, of untiring energy, of heart-stirring liberty. A great people, sir, in a great country. One with the grandest future before it in the universe. Although a stranger in the land, lonely and depressed, I could not resist the inspiration which animates that strong and enterprising people; I was carried along with the mighty stream, and felt to be a part of it. Even now any allusion to that glorious republic fires me with a glow of enthusiasm. Yes, my boy, if you want to enlarge your notions, to shake off the sloth and prejudice in which you have been bred—if you want to brace yourself to great things, then go to the United States 

of America. I should grieve to part with you—grieve to my inmost soul—but I would make that sacrifice, ay, contribute my last dollar towards paying your expenses, that you might enjoy that privilege before you die."

        
"Thanks, old man !" replied Raleigh, laughing. "Lor', what an enthusiast you are. Such a fiery spirit in such a frail and diminutive body. You are of the stuff that fanatic missionaries or African explorers are made of. For my part, I would sooner be excused. Then there is a reverse to the medal which you never notice, but which would probably be first to engage my attention. Personally, I do not worship 'the almighty dollar,' and I fancy that I should be very much out of my element among those who worship nothing else. Still, I should like to see North America, if it were only for the scenery."

        
"Surely," remarked the Doctor, "the genius and institutions of a great nation would be much more worthy of your study?"

        
"I don't know so much about that," replied the other. "Democracy is not a very elevating or engaging topic, and the political government of the United States, with its mob rule, its unblushing corruption, and unscrupulous wire-pulling, would not be to my taste. Is it from thence that you have derived your highly democratic notions?"

        


        
"I always had democratic notions," expostulated Valentine warmly, "as my sympathies have ever been with liberty and the aspirations of the people; but my residence in the great republic has developed and strengthened those early convictions into a firm and boundless faith—a faith in the noble cause of oppressed humanity, a belief in the rights of the people and in popular government. I admit its abuses, but they do not affect the mighty principles involved or detract from the great purpose in view. I am at heart a red-hot republican, a 
leveller if you like—perhaps not far removed from a socialist."

        
"Alack-a-day !" exclaimed Raleigh, "how we are fated to differ in all things. I came out here with liberal tendencies, and a foolish but prevalent idea that many of these (so-called) reforms, so ardently desired and agitated for in the old country, would be productive of unmixed good, such as universal suffrage, the ballot, payment of members, state education, etc., etc. Here we see all these boasted reforms carried out to their utmost limits, the most advanced Radical has nothing more to clamour for, but with what result? One turns in disgust from the pitiable exhibition of these colonial politics. What with their everlasting tinkering at legislation, their pettifogging local squabbles, their miserable subserviency to every 

popular outcry, and their lavish expenditure, one may well ask of what benefit responsible government has been to us. The country progresses, indeed, because the conditions for development are so favourable that it is bound to do so, but it is not in consequence of its laws, but rather in spite of them. Should I return to the Old World, after what I have learnt and observed in the New, it will be as a thorough-paced Conservative. But we won't discuss politics. Go on with your story."

        
"I arrived at Rio Janeiro," continued the Doctor, "just as the Emperor of Brazil was fitting out the naval expedition to Parana for securing the right of navigating the Paraguay river. There was much excitement over the event at the time, and some lively adventure was expected to ensue. The novelty of the thing attracted me, and I volunteered for service. I was appointed assistant surgeon on board one of their ironclads, and for the first time in my life I had to don a uniform and strut about with a sword."

        
"It must have been an exciting change, and no doubt furnished many a scene of adventure," observed the philosopher.

        
"Far from it," said the Doctor. "It was on the contrary a most tame and uneventful affair throughout. 

The expedition was a complete failure, and we returned, after long and dreary suspense, entirely baffled and disconcerted."

        
"But was not the novelty of the life an attraction to you? For my part, I have often repined at the enforced dulness of peaceful and orderly existence. I should have liked to knock about the world as you have done, and above all things to have seen some active service. What a host of interesting reminiscences you must have carried away, what a storehouse your mind must be"——

        
"My dear fellow!" interrupted Doctor Valentine, "
my mind is a blank! Days and months and even years have passed, and left not a vestige behind them. I know that I got through a certain amount of time, and that I went mechanically through a certain routine, and that is about all I do know. The greatest part of our time was spent beating about in an aimless way, under a torrid and unhealthy climate, doomed to inactivity and disappointment. I was in a misanthropical frame of mind, and altogether out of my element. On the return of the expedition I gladly obtained my discharge, and made my way back to Old England, no sadder but a wiser man."

        
"You are certainly a queer fellow, Val, and I think I shall give up the attempt to make you out. I know 

you to be one of the most observant of men, with a keen humour, and yet you would make me believe that your mind is a blank—that you travelled round the world without seeing or noting anything."

        
"The explanation is simple enough," said the Doctor. "The impressions we carry away in our minds are like those made on the negative in the photographer's camera, and depend for their distinctness much more on the sensitiveness of the plate than on the striking features of the object in view. My organ of receptivity was much out of order, for it has recorded very little. Well, on my arrival in London, after an absence of several years, I heard for the first time of my mother's death, and I was deeply affected by the news. My only surviving brother, who is in the army, was away on foreign service, and thus I had no home to go to. In this melancholy state of mind I wandered about the old haunts, to find them changed in many respects, and deserted of former companions, so that my first impressions were bitterly disappointing. Then gradually the old life returned to me. I kept stumbling across chums and school-mates, my interest in my medical associations revived, and I felt more like my former self. While I was still undecided what to do, I happened one day to run into the arms of my old pal Marmaduke. He was the 

chap I bolted off to the stage with, but how transmogrified. He had soon repented of his vagaries, and had made ample amends for youthful indiscretions by settling down to steady business. I hardly knew him again, he was so staid and prim, dressed in irreproachable black, and looking the pink of propriety. Our unexpected meeting was a jolly one, and it seemed as if we should never find time to communicate all we had to say to one another. My friend, on his part, had settled down into a most respectable member of society, painstaking and thrifty. He had succeeded fairly well, and had established a good country practice in Devonshire. Nothing would do but I had to accompany him there, and once domiciled in his comfortable but rather cheerless bachelor quarters, the difficulty was to get away again. I was induced to assist him occasionally in his practice, and to relieve him of irksome work. We got on capitally together, and after a time Marmaduke, who was in rather delicate health, and in great need of a change, seized this opportunity of taking a holiday, and left me as his 
locum tenens. I took to the work kindly. I soon got accustomed to my novel surroundings, and made my 
début as a country practitioner with considerable success. In truth, after my sorry adventures and lonely 
wander-

ings, I was delighted with the change. I began about this time also to take an increased interest in my profession. I gave myself entirely up to it, was devoted to my patients, and soon managed to gain their confidence and goodwill; and I was fortunate also in effecting a few very successful cures, of which the fame travelled far and wide. Marmaduke was an excellent fellow, but it had to be admitted that he was rather 'a stick.' In company he was inclined to be stiff and formal, and his great idea was to study appearances and keep up the dignity of the profession. Perhaps I went to the opposite extreme, but at any rate I managed to make myself acceptable to the neighbourhood, and, without flattery, I can claim to have become extremely popular. My naturally exuberant spirits returned to me, I gave them full scope, and they would appear to have been appreciated. I also took an interest in local entertainments; I was nominated president of a dramatic club, I gave lectures, followed the hounds, and was a judge at a baby show. Moreover, I had the good sense to keep aloof from politics, and I carefully avoided religious controversy. In short, I got on amazingly well; I felt secure and happy once more, and for the time I led—believe it or not, as you like—a highly proper and 
virtuous life. When 
Mar-

maduke returned, after a prolonged absence, he could not help being highly gratified at the flourishing state of the practice, and he congratulated me warmly on my success. There was then an ample field for both of us, and we entertained the idea of a permanent partnership—an arrangement which would have benefited him, and been the means of establishing me in a prosperous career."

        
"Then why the deuce," exclaimed Raleigh, "did you not take the opportunity? Even such a wild erratic highflyer as yourself would, in the course of a few years, have been metamorphosed into a dapper, discreet, and steady-going family doctor, with an eye to the main chance; and although the caged eagle is not supposed to mate, I would have laid any odds that before you were much older you would have chosen unto yourself a wife from among the pretty squires' daughters in the county, and found yourself in the happy process of bringing up a family in the way they should go. Whatever else you might turn out, dear Val, I would stake my life on it that you would make a kind and indulgent 
paterfamilias."

        
"I don't doubt it myself," remarked the Doctor, "for I was always very fond of children; and I don't mind admitting that the sort of vista you have been unfolding has more than once passed before my 

mental vision, but—it was not to be! My friend had many good qualities, marred by one hateful foible—he was envious. It was the one blot on an otherwise kindly and blameless character, and it was the source of misery to himself and of unpleasantness to all those in any way associated with him."

        
"He must have been a fool," observed Raleigh, "if he doubted your loyalty."

        
"I don't know that he did that—at any rate I never even in my own mind accused him of doing me such an injustice, but he raged inwardly at the preference that was shown to me."

        
"It is not pleasant, you know," said the philosopher, "to be relegated to a back seat."

        
"He never would have been professionally," replied Valentine. "His medical abilities were of a high order, and were fully appreciated. I considered him my superior, and would frankly and willingly have yielded him the 
pas, but it was out of my power to make him genial or companionable. He had been a roistering fellow as a student, but had gradually crystallised into a dry and frigid disposition that was not taking with strangers. Towards me he became reserved, moody, and even suspicious, and I soon discovered that we should never be able to pull together. My mind was soon made up, and without 

waiting for an open quarrel I announced my determination to depart in peace. When this became known much regret was expressed in the district, and strong representations were made to induce me to stop, in which even Marmaduke joined in a half-hearted sort of way. I promptly relieved him from any further anxiety on the matter. We parted good friends, and we have frequently corresponded together since, although I am not much given to that sort of thing. He always continued to harp on the same string, his regret at my having left him, and I daresay it is genuine—while I am away! These splenetic and self-tormenting characters are much to be pitied. I have forgiven him from my inmost heart long ago, but I doubt whether he has ever forgiven himself. I returned straightway to town, where I soon became drawn into the whirl and excitement of the great centre of life. I was fired with a new ambition to rise in my profession, and to qualify myself for the highest honours. I realised keenly all my deficiencies, and especially my want of surgical experience. But I was not yet twenty-eight, I had means at my disposal, and as usual I was full of hope and ardour. So I pulled myself together and went in for hard study, and, I am sorry to say, a hard life also."

        


        
"What we might call burning the candle at both ends," remarked the philosopher.

        
"That's just it," continued the Doctor. "I could have stood the mental strain if it had not been for bodily excesses, or 
vice versa, but the two together—a hospital and a harem to attend to at the same time—that was too much; I couldn't stand the racket."

        
"Let's have the hospital first," said Raleigh.

        
"I engaged in hospital practice," replied the other, "because it is infinitely the best method of acquiring experience, and it brought me into contact with many of the leaders of the profession, but the work was exceedingly trying and heavy. I was constantly up at night, and exposed to all weathers. Then I got mixed up with some rollicking fellows who carried on at a great rate. Not that I was ever given to habitual intemperance or to vulgar debauchery. It would be a mistake to suppose that I led a 
fast life; perhaps it would have been better for me if I had. I gave many hours every day to close study, my hospital duties were most severe and unremitting, and when I did give way occasionally to a fit of revelry, it was mostly through the violent reaction brought about by overwork. Fagged out and enervated, I would take a plunge into dissipation, if only to relieve the tension. Then, you know, when a man is taxing 

his brain-power and nervous system to the utmost, any excesses of another sort tell upon him with vital effect; and I regret to say that I was involved at the time in several very engaging 
liaisons."

        
"What!" exclaimed the philosopher, "weren't you satisfied with one at a time?"

        
"My dear Dick, I am a creature of circumstances, a child of impulse," pleaded the other deprecatingly. "Never could I bring any of your philosophic caution to bear in arranging and regulating these tender affairs. How it came to pass—well, there, don't ask me. What could a fellow do? First there was the cook."

        
"Oh, Jemini!" cried Raleigh, "what a come-down. I should have thought that, with your refined sensibilities and poetical notions, you would have aimed higher than that."

        
"Mistake me not, friend," retorted Valentine; "there are cooks and cooks in the world. This was none of your vulgar, rubicund, flustering parties, with a shrill voice and a tendency to corpulence. Nothing of that sort. This was a neat and natty little piece, soft and plump, scrupulously clean, and with a most becoming air. When she discarded her apron and emerged from the kitchen she fluttered round you like a butterfly."

        


        
"I never before," observed the philosopher laughingly, "heard of a butterfly that cooks. That is a union of the poetical with the practical which is rarely to be met with. The best she-cooks that I have known, even those of the most refined species, had as little of the butterfly in their composition as can well be imagined. If I might compare them to any winged insect, it would rather be to a red-hot dragon-fly."

        
"A more apt illustration, certainly," replied the Doctor; "but this one was in no respect fiery. She really was the housekeeper in charge of my lodgings, and never were my creature comforts better cared for."

        
"Did you seduce her?"

        
"I can conscientiously assert," said Doctor Valentine, with unusual earnestness, "that I never seduced any woman in my life, if by seduction you mean a deliberate and designing attempt to rob a woman of her virtue, or to lay a pitfall for unwary innocence."

        
"Then perhaps she seduced you?"

        
"Neither that. There was no seduction on either side. It came about by treacherous opportunity, and mutual—weakness, if you like. The little person was perhaps over-zealous in her kind attentions for my welfare, and I was betrayed in an unguarded moment. I often came home very late, and I begged 

of her not to sit up for me; but she was not to be deterred from attending to my wants; I always found a bright fire, and some savoury preparation for supper awaiting me—a devilled kidney, a Welsh rare-bit, with a cup of hot tea or a glass of mulled port. She had a dainty hand for little delicacies, and there is no doubt about it, I was thoroughly spoilt. Could my heart fail to respond to such an amiable little caterer? One night, when I returned from a convivial party, very late and slightly elevated, I found her still at her post, notwithstanding my injunctions. I gave her a scolding; then, relenting of such harshness, I gave her a kiss to make amends. I quite expected a remonstrance, possibly a slap, instead of which she was taken worse, and sank into my arms. Now, it is all very well for you to preach, my boy, and to enunciate philosophical platitudes, but under such circumstances, tell me, what was a fellow to do?"

        
"Oh, 
get away with you !" exclaimed the other pettishly. "How the deuce should I know. I never was placed in such a critical position."

        
"Then inveigh not against frail humanity, and remember that the so-called merit or demerit which attaches to questions of conduct is mainly dependent on the 
intention that prompts and the 
opportunity that guides our actions, while the erring soul may 

justly plead extenuating circumstances through 
temptation."

        
"The Lord have mercy upon us," remarked the philosopher. "I don't sit in judgment upon you, but rather say with Burns—

        

          

            
'Who made the heart, 'tis He alone


            
Decidedly can try us,


            
He knows each chord—its various tone,


            
Each spring—its various bias:


            
Then at the balance let's be mute,


            
We never can adjust it;


            
What's 
done we partly may compute,


            
But know not what's 
resisted,'"
          

        

        
"True for all men and for all time," remarked Valentine rather mournfully.

        
"But I say, old fellow, if, considering all the circumstances of the case, we pass over this 
peccadillo, what about the 
other one? I understood you to say that you had two strings to your bow, and played on both of them."

        
"Did I limit them to two?" answered the Doctor simply.

        
"Val! I blush for you. I will hear no more about your 
amours. I see it now; no wonder you broke down, when to other excesses you added the 
mal-de-harem."

        


        
"In sober earnestness," replied the Doctor, "I believe that had much to do with it."

        
"Your sin has found you out," remarked the other compassionately; "but whatever your misconduct may have been, how terribly you have suffered for it. Yet what I cannot understand is that, being a physician yourself, and living among physicians, you should not have discovered the insidious advances of your complaint sooner, and have been better able to guard against it."

        
"It does seem strange," said Valentine, "that none of my friends should have noticed my state of health, especially as I had been coughing for some time previously. It never occurred to me that my chest could be seriously affected. There had never been a trace of consumption in our family, and I scouted the idea of any such thing."

        
"How did you first discover your condition, then?"

        
"I had been gradually getting worse, and felt much weaker than formerly, but I never would give in, and kept up the same killing pace. One day, as I was assisting an eminent surgeon, with whom I was very intimate, over some difficult operation, he suddenly exclaimed, 'Val, my boy, I don't like the sound of that cough of yours. When we have finished this 

job you had better let me examine you.' He sounded me, and I saw by his face that the matter was serious. He then took me aside, and informed me that if I remained in town through the winter I had not three months to live. 'Your only chance,' he said, 'is to start off immediately on a sea voyage to some warmer clime.' I was dreadfully staggered. It was a death sentence striking me in the full exuberance of an ardent and joyous life. For the moment I could hardly realise the terrible disclosure, but any further doubt on that head was soon put at rest. I said that I would bow to the inevitable, and make all necessary arrangements to give up my practice, and would leave England before the end of the month. 'It would, be useless then,' said my distinguished friend. 'Well, next week then,' I said. 'No, not next week, but 
this week,' he said. 'Start to-morrow, for you haven't an hour to lose.' I went home to my lodgings, and like Hezekiah, I turned my face to the wall and wept. Then I packed up a few things that I could lay my hands on, and the next day I left the shores of Old England—left them, I fear, for ever, unless I may be permitted to return just to lay my bones there."

        
"Dear Val," cried Raleigh, with ill-concealed emotion, as he sought his friend's hand and pressed it, "like Hezekiah you have been respited. You know 

what a marked improvement there has been in your health"——

        
"At first there was"——ejaculated the Doctor.

        
"Yes, and even now—why, if you only take ordinary care of yourself, you may live to be an old man yet."

        
The Doctor shook his head; "I hope to linger on yet a little while," he said, "but as to recovery"——

        
"Nonsense, man! You mustn't shake your head in that hopeless way; I won't allow it. You are only thirty, with the best part of your life before you. There, don't smile so sadly at me; I know what I am saying. You have plenty of constitution left, and boundless pluck, which makes up for a lot more. I consider we have both excellent prospects here, and I have made up my mind that we shall enjoy them together. Think of all the plans you have proposed, and your cherished wish"——

        
"My dear Dick," said Valentine, as he turned his face away, but retained a tender grasp of his friend's hand, "I have but one wish left now—
to cease coughing."
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Chapter XIX.

        
A 
general 
rendezvous at Sunnydowns was the post-office at the time of the arrival of the daily mail, about five o'clock of the afternoon. No sooner had Cobb & Co.'s 
coach and three, for the little dusty "pill-box" of a conveyance, swinging on its leather springs, generally had a unicorn team, driven up to the wooden shanty attached to the public-house, but set apart for the reception of Her Majesty's mails, as indicated by a placard over its only window, than a commotion took place throughout the "township," and a numerous and heterogeneous concourse of the inhabitants might be seen flocking towards the centre of attraction.

        
The "upper ten," taken literally, for the 
élite of the place, all told, did not yet number a baker's dozen, would generally put in a strong appearance, advancing leisurely with dignified composure, but keeping somewhat aloof from the common throng, while the "small fry" would congregate eagerly round the steaming horses to watch Tommy the mailman toss the ribbons 

carelessly towards the slatternly groom in attendance, and then deposit, not without something of a gallant flourish, the mail-bags into the hands of the rosy-cheeked and broad-smiling postmistress, who would stand with outstretched arms ready to receive them.

        
Sometimes, when the bags were heavy, Tommy, who was the pink of politeness, would insist on himself conveying the precious burden into the office, with a pleasant nod to the blushing damsel, who would trip in after him.

        
Then the passengers, of whom there was generally a good load, would alight, and between shaking the dust off their clothes, and shaking hands with numerous acquaintances present to greet them, and otherwise stretching their limbs, and all talking together, they would be kept busily engaged until Tommy returned to fossick out their respective bags and parcels, and settle up any small monetary transactions with regard to fares and charges. Then, by way of returning thanks for their safe arrival, the whole party would adjourn to the bar close by to indulge in some copious libations to the goddess Fortune. For, in those early days of universal boon companionship and unsophisticated manners, all good men and true drank together. It was considered a mean thing to drink alone; it was considered meaner 

still not to drink at all. To drink was the common lot of all; it was also the common bond, the great leveller. Every ordinary event of daily life had to be initiated and concluded with potations, and no occurrence was deemed too insignificant to justify that festive formality. Every bargain had to be sealed with a "nobbler;" it was the stamp which, according to the laws of good-fellowship, had to be put upon it to render it valid; every dispute had to be settled over the bottle, which, if it led to many rows, was also the universal peace-maker. People drank to show their respect, they drank to show their love, they drank to show their wit. They also drank to hide their lack of wit, for the silent drinkers, with an occasional "shout," would pass for right good company, and drink, like charity, covered a multitude of sins. People drank success to their friends, they drank confusion to their enemies; they drank long life to the living, they drank to the memory of the dead. They drank because they were thirsty, or because their friends were thirsty, or out of compliment to somebody else, or because it was about time for a "nip." They drank as an "appetiser" before meals, and as a "digester" after meals; they drank to warm the "inner man," and also to keep him cool. They opened the day with a "doctor," to stimulate 

their waking energies; and when, after many drinks, their daily course was run, they ended up with a "night-cap" to welcome rest. The man who would not drink, unless a professed teetotaller, was no man, only 
a thing. He was called "proud," and that was considered a mortal sin—the one offence that could not be forgiven him.

        
While the travellers and their friends, and their friends' friends, were partaking of the customary refreshment, and while the busy postmistress was sorting the letters for delivery at the little window, in half an hour's time, the notables of the place on the one side, and the commonalty on the other side, would congregate and fraternise, and indulge in their respective bits of gossip.

        
From all quarters people came dropping in. Young gentlemen riders, in breeches and gaiters and long white puggaries tied round their hats, with ends waving gaily behind them, would come cantering up from the neighbouring stations. Young folks and old fogies, in all sorts of conveyances, from the flashy American buggy to some queer old lumbering gig of the last century, would drive up through the crowd amidst a general discharge of greetings and friendly banter; or a grander turn-out—a four-in-hand conducted by one of the rich "nobs" of the district— 

could be seen whirling along the dusty road and sweeping round to the hotel door with imposing dash. Ladies also on horseback—for everybody rode in those days—their graceful figures showing to advantage in the dark tight habit, and their pretty fresh faces shaded under a "wide-awake" hat, would frequently grace the proceedings with their welcome presence, and be heard mingling their silvery laugh with the general hubbub of conversation.

        
Among the local magnates, Mr. Beaumont, the stipendiary magistrate, was always one of the first to arrive on the scene. He was conspicuous by his white and benevolent head and his green umbrella. He was extremely affable to his own set and condescendingly polite to his inferiors, and he had generally some little witticism to deliver on the leading events of the day. Stirling, the sub-inspector of police, in undress uniform, but looking fierce even when off duty, would next stroll up, render a military salute to the President of the Bench, and indulge with him in a few rather stiff and formal exchanges of civilities having special reference to matters of law and order.

        
The parson was rarely absent. He was a kindly, bustling sort of a man, with extreme activity, but who never did anything. He was noticeable by his animated manner and his pendent coat tails, which in 

the sudden and rapid evolutions of his body were always flapping about his legs. Overflowing with Christian amity towards all men, and anxious to exhibit the lively interest he took in his flock, he had got into a way of shaking hands vigorously with all comers, without distinction of persons, age, or sex. This was a friendly process which, to judge from the appearance of the poor man, as he might be seen bobbing round a crowd, with his arm pumping in front, and his coat tails flying behind, must have necessitated considerable muscular exertion. The grip too of some of the "'orny' anded" sons of toil, when expressive of hearty good-will, was sufficient at times to bring tears into the reverend gentleman's eyes.

        
In every society—even to that of savages—the comic element is more or less represented, and every circle, however small, has its funny man. At Sunny-downs Mr. Joe Tippings held that enviable position by universal consent, although it must be admitted that in the bar-parlour he had a dangerous rival in the "sporting snob." Tippings was the repository of all the "good things" which ever found their way into this quiet and remote settlement.

        
A good joke was thought a lot of in those days; it travelled slowly, was eagerly intercepted on its 

passage, and the first to get it was deemed a fortunate man. But Tippings laid himself specially out for catching jokes, and he retailed the best collection of them of any known joker in the country. Some he obtained surreptitiously by letter from town, others he filched from the comic papers, but it was always suspected that the best local hits were communicated to him, through some mysterious process and by special arrangement, by Tommy the mailman. At any rate he was generally in possession of "the latest thing out" fully ten minutes before anybody else in the township, and that ten minutes was always actively employed, and afforded him doubtless the supreme bliss of each twenty-four hours.

        
He was a squat man with a rubicund face, profusely freckled, carroty hair, and little grey eyes, that were ever on the wink. He belonged to a wheat-buying establishment, and was in charge of a local agency, so it was perhaps not to be wondered at that he dealt so largely in 
chaff.

        
It was Christmas Eve. An unusually large gathering was awaiting the arrival of the mail, and more than ordinary excitement seemed to animate the crowd.

        
An enormous coach, with five horses to it, and a guard perched up behind in a red coat and with a 

trumpet, had been placed on the road in honour of the occasion. It was crammed inside, and on the boxes at front and back, while the top was closely packed with the serried ranks of a noisy crew whose spirits seemed to be as elevated as their seats. They heralded their progress through the township with shouts and hurrahs, intermingled with shrill whistling and snatches of song, until at the near approach to their destination, when the uproarious hubbub became absorbed or concentrated in a vociferous outburst of "Cheer, boys, cheer," which inspiriting strain was taken up by every throat, and responded to by the crowd of bystanders, and drowned even the mighty cracking of the driver's whip and the fierce blast of the guard's horn.

        
When the coach drew up before the post-office door there seemed to be no end to the outflowing of its contents; passengers kept emerging from its hidden recesses like the articles from a conjuror's hat, and those on the top kept tumbling down in breakneck style. There was a troop of schoolboys returning home for the holidays, and hugged, on alighting, by gushing parents on the look-out for them. There was a number of business men from town, who had forsaken their dusty desks and daily worries for a brief respite of indolence and country air. 

There were many local people returning to their own firesides, with huge packets of good things for the festive season and presents for the little ones.

        
A universal spirit of satisfaction and good-humour prevailed. The hotel was bedecked with green branches and festoons of native holly, and a sort of triumphal arch, made of boughs interwoven together, had been erected over the front entrance.

        
The shops and stores, in which an active business was being done preparatory to a general closing up for several days, were also profusely decorated with flags and greenery, and Chinese lanterns hung about in all directions ready for the evening illumination.

        
In the bar of the Royal Mail Hotel a roaring trade was being done, and there the noise and jollity was at its height. Poor Jim, the barman, was run off his legs in his frantic attempts to serve half-a-dozen obstreperous customers at once and to be in several places at the same time. His smooth shining face was bathed in profuse perspiration, and was in itself a sight to excite a feeling of thirst in all beholders, and to stimulate the demand for cooling drinks. Out of sympathy for his sweltering condition, most of the revellers insisted upon his drinking with them, and at the rate that was going poor Jim would soon have been under the bar instead of behind it, but for a 

device which the honest fellow hit upon of keeping a special bottle of coloured water, labelled "Kinnahan's whisky," by his side, from which he drank fair, without any heel-taps, and was thus able to preserve his equilibrium, while pledging his patrons and sweeping the additional sixpences into the till. Cheery old M'Donald, the popular landlord, had also to come in for much liquor and vigorous hand-shaking, which he supplemented with hearty congratulations in broad Scotch to all comers, and interminable good wishes for a merry Christmas and a happy New Year.

        
Doctor Valentine and his friend Raleigh had sauntered forth, arm in arm, towards the post-office, and mingled with the lively throng.

        
They were received with warm greetings on all sides. The Doctor was popular already, for, although he did not drink nearly as much as his predecessor, yet he fully made up for any deficiency in that respect by his invariable attention and kindness to his patients. The active sympathy which he ever displayed in the cause of need and suffering, as well as his racy humour, even when contrasted with a certain gruffness of manner and outspoken plainness of speech, had made a favourable impression. Raleigh was comparatively a stranger, but he had been well spoken of, and he had arrived on the spot at the 

nick of time to reap all the available patronage of the place. The post of clerk to the district council board happened to be vacant; he had sent in his application, and had been appointed forthwith. It was indeed a fortunate circumstance for all parties concerned; lucky for Raleigh to drop into a suitable place which left him his prized independence and afforded him ample leisure, and a good thing for the district to secure the services of so competent a man for the slender salary which appertained to the office. But every little helps, and if the pay was small, the duties were correspondingly light. Then the stipendiary magistrate happened to require a clerk for the local court, and he gladly availed himself of the opportunity of offering the post, with its modest emoluments, to the new-comer.

        
Attached to that office was the Government appointment of registrar of births, deaths, and marriages, with a fee of £10 a-year and a few other sundry perquisites, and all these fell to the philosopher. Had he been greedy for more, he might, while in the swim, have hooked up a few additional billets, for the position of collector of rates was offered to him; he might have obtained the privilege of licensing all the dogs in the neighbourhood, of impounding stray cattle, and of inspecting nuisances. But Raleigh was easily 

satisfied, nor was he ambitious of monopolising in his own person all the civic functions of the corporation.

        
"I am certainly in luck's way," he exclaimed to his friend Valentine. "I have only been a fortnight in the place, and already have I become a public functionary of the first magnitude, with a perfect roll of appointments and a princely income of £150 a year. Was ever poor mortal favoured before with so sudden and glorious a rise? And all through you, dear friend."

        
"The remuneration for your multifarious duties is absurdly small," replied the Doctor; "but it is something of a stand-by, and you will still remain your own master, and have plenty of spare time. I expect you to supplement your income largely by your brush. The few pictures of yours I have been able to show about here have been much admired, and I could get you a £100 worth of orders for local sketches within a week."

        
"I feel," replied the other humorously, "all my old love of art reviving under such altered prospects."

        
Raleigh thus found himself all of a sudden an object of respectful curiosity to the crowd; he was now a public personage, he was hailed as the coming man, and great things were expected from him.

        
He was welcomed all in a breath by the five 
mem-

bers of the district board, whom he met all together in unofficial but mysterious confabulation over some local matter. After shaking hands all round, the chairman, who was a tall, wizen-faced old lawyer, with an unctuous effusiveness of speech, remarked to him 
sotto voce that it would be a matter of inexpressible comfort to the board to possess the services of a scholar. For the old gentleman prided himself much on his smattering of classic lore, and it had been a cause of infinite vexation to him that his little quotations from Horace had hitherto fallen on unappreciative ears, as none of the other councillors understood a word of Latin. Now he rejoiced in the prospect of being able to hold forth for the edification of the clerk. Raleigh bowed his acknowledgments.

        
Another member, of less pretensions, expressed his gratification that their new secretary possessed some literary abilities. "T'other chap," he remarked, alluding to their late functionary, "was a right good un at getting in the cash, and all there at bossing them 'ere road men, but he warn't much of a penman, and his spelling was awful." Raleigh bowed again. A third member of the board also accosted him. This was a podgy, pert, consequential and red-headed little man—a storekeeper in the district—and he 

insisted in presenting his congratulations with a great show of formality. He said that it would be very satisfactory to the board to possess a secretary who was a mathematician. Raleigh shook his head, and remarked that he could hardly lay a claim to any such distinguished title. "But you can cipher, I suppose," exclaimed the little man impressively, "and could manage the rule-of-three, vulgar fractions, and such like?" Raleigh admitted that his mathematical studies had reached that far. "It is vastly important," observed the councillor, with dignified emphasis, "for through ignorance of accounts we have got into trouble. Last year we met to distribute the government grant-in-aid, and we voted it all away in fractions, sir—you understand, 
in fractions; that's where the trouble came in. We gave one-third to the north districts, one-fourth for Mount Pleasance, one-fourth for the Bay Road, one-third for the central ward, one-fifth"——

        
"Hold hard," cried the philosopher; "that exceeds the total already."

        
"Have you twigged it already?" asked the other, with surprise. "We have only found it out quite lately, owing to a lot of our cheques having been returned to us dishonoured. A great scandal, sir; an awful disgrace."

        


        
"What a shame! Why don't you remove your account to some other bank?"

        
"Precisely what I proposed doing," replied the little man emphatically. "I tabled a motion to that effect to mark our sense of the indignity, but it couldn't be done, sir, it couldn't be done, for" (this was communicated in a discreet whisper) "we have a heavy overdraft."

        
"Oh, I see!" observed the philosopher; "that alters the case. The bank 
has you there, or rather—you 
have the bank. Still, being a corporate body, you needn't mind; nobody can do anything to you, although somebody ought to hang for it."

        
"You are right," observed the councillor, with dignity; "somebody ought to hang for it, so we 
suspended the clerk. But it was all through the fractions!"

        
The fourth member was a dreamy-looking man with long hair, who announced himself as the president of a newly organised philharmonic society, and a devotee to music. He had heard with pleasure that Raleigh was an amateur musician, and he therefore proposed at once to secure his services. The fifth and last member was a taciturn man; he shook hands, but said nothing, so the philosopher concluded that he must be the member of the opposition.

        
As Raleigh strolled away with the Doctor he 
re-

marked, "I have found out now how I came to be elected unanimously against all local competitors; I got one vote for Latin, one for writing, one for arithmetic, and one for the flute. The fifth man merely voted with an overwhelming majority."

        
They next accosted Mr. Beaumont. That person-age received his new clerk with marked affability, and expressed his gratification that he should be associated with a 
gentleman and a man of education. "My late official," he observed, "was not a bad fellow in his way, but fearfully ignorant, and he was always putting his foot in it. It is not long ago that we had to hold an inquest on an unfortunate man who had committed suicide while in his right mind. I urged the jury, out of Christian charity, to make him insane, but they wouldn't, and they returned a verdict in accordance with the evidence. My clerk, however, refused to record it; he protested to me that it was absurd. 'Why,' says he, 'here's a poor devil goes and strings himself up to a rafter in a hayloft, and these fools want to make out that he 
fell o'er the sea' (
felo-de-se). Now, you know, one gets to be quite frightened of a man like that."

        
The company laughed, but Raleigh thought he had heard something of the sort before.

        
"Hullo! here comes Tippings," cried the Doctor.

        


        
"He is wriggling about like a man in the throes of a fit of cholic."

        
"Poor fellow!" said Mr. Beaumont, "he is probably about to be delivered of a joke. It generally works upon him that way. What is it, Tippings?"

        
"Ha, ha! what do you think?" blurted out the funny man, while going through a few more contortions. "Can any of you tell me why our friend Rhodes ought to be the best pleased man in the country?"

        
"I don't know the man," said Raleigh.

        
"I do, which makes it all the more difficult," remarked Mr. Beaumont, "for he is one of the most miserable of men."

        
"I give it up," quoth the Doctor.

        
"Why, because the provincial council last night voted a thousand pounds 
for the diversion of roads (Rhodes). Not bad, is it?" And the delighted punster rolled off to administer the dose to the next comer.

        
Just at that moment there was a violent commotion in the crowd, as the Commodore, with Mrs. Wylde, made a sudden appearance on the scene in a buggy and pair, effected an evolution with the nearest shave to a capsize which had ever been seen, and ended in running the pole of his carriage through the post-office window and frightening the poor little post-mistress into a fit.

        


        
The Commodore was a sailor of a swaggering and boisterous temperament. According to his own oft-repeated account, he was a man of note, although nobody had ever heard of him; he had accomplished deeds of surprising valour, for which he had not received the Victoria Cross, and he had been distinguished in cutting-out expeditions of fabulous daring while serving in foreign parts; but a mystery hung over the time and place of these wonderful exploits. Whatever he may have done at sea, it had to be confessed that on land he turned out to be a complete failure, and his style of driving was more novel than reassuring. He had a way of twisting the reins round each fist, holding his arms wide apart, and then driving "with both hands," as he called it. A sort of 
twin-screw-propelling system not well suited to the road, for it had led to numerous collisions and brought about several total wrecks, and his escape from personal damage in these frequent spills was attributed more to the hardness of his head than to any other mitigating circumstance.

        
The Commodore swore some tremendous oaths over the present mishap; but he appeared elated at having caused a sensation, and he evidently looked upon himself as the hero of the hour. Mrs. Wylde went into hysterics, and had to be carried in a 
faint-

ing condition by many willing arms into the hotel, where she was devotedly attended to by the Doctor and a select company of ladies, and anxiously inquired after by the whole assembly. As she had received no injury whatever, it was assumed by those who knew her best that the gratifying 
éclat she had occasioned would go a long way to make up for the fright. This sensational incident brought the proceedings to an end, and shortly afterwards the crowd dispersed.

        
"I have been wavering in my own mind for the past week," said the Doctor to his friend Raleigh, as they were returning home, "with whom we should eat our Christmas dinner. I have had half-a-dozen invitations for the festive occasion, and we shall have to give offence to five of our would-be entertainers, and probably get an indigestion in any case."

        
"Why not refuse them all?" replied his companion. "For my part I don't care to be entertained by strangers, and would prefer sitting down with you to a cold joint of beef, with pickles, and a bottle of claret, to the most sumptuous repast they could offer us."

        
"My dear child, you are at present under my fostering care, and I cannot allow you to indulge any longer in these unsociable and sedentary tendencies; they are bad for you. Be a recluse no longer. I 

must introduce you into our society, such as it is; and if you get nothing else out of it, you may get some good fooling, which is most essential to a happy existence. Now, let me see. First, there are the Wyldes, who are a great institution. Mrs. Wylde took it for granted that we should go to them, and she simply stormed at me when I attempted to plead a previous engagement. Just now, when I was unfastening her dress, for she was terribly tightly laced up, she whispered in my ear 
not to mind, and added, "I shall expect you to-morrow." This reassured me as to the extent of the shock she had received, but I did not want to give her another one by saying no. However, we won't go. The fact is, it would be rather an infliction for you to be boxed up with the Commodore for the whole afternoon. He is right enough for an hour or so over his cups, when the punch acts as a corrective to digest his many lies, but sober he is oppressive. Mrs. Wylde I consider delightful, but I don't fancy you are much taken with her."

        
"Besides," remarked Raleigh with a sly look, "you know the adage—
Two's company, three's none."

        
"Oh, as to that," replied the Doctor, "you are altogether out of it. I have given up that sort of thing long ago. I remain a spectator only. She is a desperate flirt, but she knows better than to try it 

on with me. But the woman amuses me. I like to note the workings of the devil within her, and I sympathise with her sufferings, which are genuine, if nothing else is."

        
"You carry your love of character diagnosis rather far at times," observed the other; "I am sure you chaffed her unmercifully the other day, and made me feel quite uncomfortable. You began by describing her love of admiration, and she took it all in good part. Then you went on to a few telling illustrations of how she made desperate love to the captain of the last man-of-war that called here, and not satisfied with captivating him, managed to monopolise the attention of three lieutenants, and to make serious inroads into the budding affections of a couple of poor little middies. How, upon her return home, surfeited with adulation, if nothing worse, languishing and love-sick, she would turn her attention to cultivating a little local sentiment; set her cap at the major, make a fool of the old schoolmaster, cause a disruption in the parson's peaceful family, and break the match between young Sparks and Miss Bella by appropriating that youthful Adonis to herself at the last pic-nic, to the rage and despair of the neglected 
fiancée. How, having captivated all hearts in the upper circle, she had then descended to devastate the 

affections of the more humble classes, and had caused a split between Tompkins the grocer and his lawful wife, a fight between the two telegraph boys, and had utterly crushed out poor little Wagtail, the 'sporting snob'"——

        
"I didn't go as far as that—did I, Dick?"

        
"You did indeed, and that last shot told. I turned to look at her, and found her immersed in tears and trying to stifle her sobs. It was cruel."

        
"Poor thing!" said the Doctor. "I didn't mean to hurt her feelings—I had no idea she was going to be so sensitive. It must have been your presence that made her so. Well, we shouldn't be too hard upon her, for she can't help it."

        
"Perhaps not; but I am sure she never tries. What the secret of her fascination is I can't imagine. It is certainly not good looks."

        
"Wait till she sets her cap at you," answered Valentine laughingly, "and then you may find out. I have my suspicions. But we will let them go for the present."

        
"What other invitations did we get?" asked Raleigh.

        
"Why, the Beaumonts for one. The old gentleman was most pressing, and he seemed rather nettled at my refusing. I must say that he gives excellent dinners. Having failed in literature, he has consoled himself with gastronomy, in which he is a decided 

success. I believe he spends much of his time with an apron on at the range. But he is too prosy for me, and his wife and daughters are too much engrossed in admiring his prosiness. When he speaks, all the world is supposed to be hushed to hear. You will see quite enough of him in business. Then the O'Neils sent a pressing invitation, and the Dugalds likewise; but you know what that means—
a wet night. Have we not forsworn all such excesses? Last, but not least, I received a most kind little note from Miss Seymour, which I accepted for both of us. You will like them—they are quite in your style. Mr. Seymour is a fine specimen of an old English gentleman of the old school. He is a retired barrister; he has seen a lot of the world and loves to talk about it; he plays chess, smokes a long pipe, and is a philosopher after his own way. His daughters are the only two girls I know of who don't expect to be made love to, and who can take a joke. Moreover, I fancy that I can trust you there."

        
"What do you mean?" inquired the philosopher.

        
"Why, my boy, I don't want you to go and do for yourself, and matrimony under your present conditions would be certain death."

        
"What trash you talk. You know very well that I am about the last man to make a fool of myself that 

way. I tell you I never was in love, and never shall be. But apart from my natural disinclination to marriage, there is another and still more forcible objection—Where's the money to come from?"

        
"True," replied the Doctor, "but unfortunately, lovers never think of that until too late. My dear Dick, although I am hardly your senior in years, yet in other respects I am old enough to be your father, for I have known life in all its phases and seen a great deal of the world, while you are still—excuse me for telling you so—a novice. My part is about played out—yours is to be acted yet. Therefore, listen unto my words—
beware of matrimony. Nothing else, save death, shall part us; but should you marry, then our friendship is severed for ever."

        
"I say amen to that," exclaimed Raleigh, amused; "but you need not fear. Yet don't you think that it is unwise to wish to introduce me to so much female society under these circumstances? There is an Indian proverb that says, 'If you put butter near the fire it will melt.'"

        
"Not at all," replied the Doctor; "we must familiarise you with the danger, so that you will be less liable to fall a victim to it. But I repeat, with the Seymours you are safe. The younger, who is an attractive girl, is already engaged to a rich young 

squatter, and the elder, who is a good little creature, and one of the happiest natures I have ever met, is a confirmed spinster. She has refused several good offers. The girl is devoted to her old father, after that to good works. She ought to be a nun, and she would make a capital hospital nurse. But what I like her best for is that she agrees with me that matrimony is a mistake."

        
"Sensible young person," remarked Raleigh. "I may tell you that I have met the Miss Seymours already, but hardly to speak to. The worst of young ladies of that type is that they either become 
prudish or else 
strong-minded, and I don't know which I dislike most."

        
"Alice is not inclined either way. You can talk to her as you would to an old mother. Well, do you approve of my choice for our plum-pudding?"

        
"Dear Val, how could I do otherwise. You are one of those good fellows who never act amiss unless when it is for themselves. You can be trusted to advise in all cases. As for me, I am under your friendly care; I feel like some poor battered mariner, who from stormy seas, and after many months of misery and privation and anxious peril, has at last found refuge in the still waters of a sheltered harbour. I have but one thought, 'Here we may rest a while.'"

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Philosopher Dick

Chapter XX





        

Chapter XX.

        

Christmas Day! Not the merry Christmas of Old England, typical of frosty age, in hoary garb, with rubicund face, and redolent of good cheer, but the Austral Christmas, smiling under a radiant sky, clad in mantling blue and glowing sunshine.

        
It was a beautiful morning. The little township, with its sprinkling of wooden huts and gabled houses dotted about over a green plain, between parallel rows of post and rail fences and plots of newly-planted gardens, lay still and basking in the noontide glare, reflecting from its shingle roofs the dazzling sunbeams.

        
The dusty roads were deserted, the shops were closed, and no one was to be seen about save a few loiterers by the public-house, and a gathering of gaily-dressed women and children, with their male companions in sober black, emerging from a little wooden church, with a little steeple of the pepper-box pattern, that stood apart on rising ground in a grove of young gum trees.

        
Doctor Valentine and his friend started for 
Glen-

moor, the residence of the Seymours, and as the distance was under two miles, they determined to walk it. It was a pretty stroll. The track skirted the slope of grassy downs that formed the banks of a shingly river bed, then plunged through a marshy flat thickly overgrown with shining flax bushes, of which the tall flowering stalks shot upwards in dense clusters in all directions; thence climbing up the high terraces that formed the escarpment of the table-land, it led on to wide-stretching yellow plains, flaming in the bright sunshine. From this elevated ground a fine and extensive prospect opened to the view. To the eastward, bordered by white cliffs and rolling downs, the sombre and wrinkled ocean spread out to the horizon, while on the other side, only a few miles off, rose Mount Pleasance, in her morning garb of pearly grey, streaked with dark lines of winding spurs and wooded gullies, and with hazy forests gathered round her feet. To the far north, peeping forth through gaps in rugged hills, some glimpses of snow-clad peaks glittered in the distance.

        
The two friends trudged jauntily along, mostly absorbed in their own placid cogitations, and taking in sensations of the beautiful while inhaling the fresh and invigorating breeze that swept over the plains.

        
What an amount of sympathetic companionship 

may be got out of silence! How truly may congenial spirits commune together without the vulgar aid of speech. This is not the prevailing notion on the subject, for most people imagine that to be cheerful and sociable one must chatter, and it is not unusual to estimate the flow of spirits by the rate of chattering. But intelligent friendship knows better, and can readily devise more delicate modes of expression, while love is far too exquisite and ethereal to be communicable by such clumsy means. Amorous sentiment should be mute. The heart, indeed, has a language of its own, transmissible through a subtle fluid that speaks from the eye, that thrills by touch, and that may find a voice in harmony, but not by such guttural sounds as spoken words. The only articulation permissible to the outpouring of passion is a sigh. Anything else in that line—unless, perhaps, it be set to music—falls flat, or resolves itself into commonplace twaddle. Should any male reader—for ladies, as a rule, are not given to 
speaking their love—doubt the correctness of this proposition, let him listen to the inane maundering of a lover—the first come will do, or, better still, let him recall to mind, with inward confusion, his own silly attempts, if he has ever been given that way, of blurting out something sweet and tender. Failing this, he may 

fall back on the ample store of sentimental novels, where he will find the subject pretty well exhausted, and all the changes rung out of the conventional terms of endearment, such as dearest, darling, sweetest, fondest, &c., &c., which constitute the vocabulary of love. Then let him judge.

        
"Behold! all is here," exclaimed Valentine to his musing companion, as if awaking from a pleasant reverie. "Into whose arm can I place my hand as I can into thine; to whom can I speak the first thoughts that come uppermost save to thee; with whom else can I walk a mile, gazing at the clouds, and saying nothing, absolutely nothing?"

        
"The last is the truest test of friendship," replied the philosopher laughingly.

        
They soon reached the gate of the boundary enclosure of the Glenmoor estate. A winding carriage-drive, through a plantation of young gum trees, led up to the homestead, and as they approached it a delicious fragrance of sweet-scented flowers came wafted towards them on the breeze. Emerging from a thick shrubbery, the view suddenly opened on to a delightful prospect, made all the more refreshing to the eye from the contrast with the bare and glowing plains around. In a sheltered spot, at the foot of grassy downs, and embosomed in the tranquil shade 

of some grand old native trees, stood the residence. Like most buildings at that time, it was of wood, and of one storey, with a broken outline, broad verandahs encircling it about, and a wide sloping shingle roof that glistened like metal in the bright sunshine. In front of the house there was a pretty stretch of velvety lawn of irregular shape, bordered by serpentine walks, and around it masses of dark shrubbery, spotted here and there with gaily decorated flower-beds, and resplendent with brightly-flowering bushes. Plots of verbenas matted the ground with brilliant hues, tangled beds of petunias breathed forth their exquisite aroma round clusters of standard roses that were laden with fragrant bloom. The borders had been tastefully adorned with masses of flowers disposed so as to produce a pleasing contrast of colour, groups of tall white lilies peered forth from shady recesses, and rows of gaudy hollyhocks formed an imposing background to the floral display. Evidently the garden was tended with unfailing care, yet it had not the appearance of being scrupulously prim or burnished up for effect, but it preserved a natural charm, and seemed to expand in an air of unchecked luxuriance.

        
As the two friends approached, Mr. Seymour was seen reclining on a garden-seat, under the shade of 

the front verandah. He was dressed in a light-coloured suit, with his feet in slippers, and a tasselled smoking-cap on his head. A book lay open on his knees, he had one arm thrown carelessly over the back of the seat, and with face upturned and a pleasant smile upon it, he was listening complacently to the lively chatter of his two daughters, who, in their riding habits, in which they had just returned from church, stood gracefully by his side. At the sight of his visitors he arose nimbly from his seat, and linking his arm lovingly in that of his eldest daughter, as if claiming with playfulness the support of old age, which he certainly did not need, he advanced a few steps to meet them.

        
Mr. Seymour was an elderly man, but well preserved. In stature rather above the middle height, although with a slight stoop, yet his carriage was noble, and his every word and gesture bespoke the English gentleman. His hair was streaked with grey, and thin at the top, but brushed forward in ample brown curls over each temple; his face clean-shaved, with the exception of small and closely-trimmed side whiskers, that were nearly white. The features strongly marked, the nose prominent and aristocratic, many wrinkles about the forehead and round the eyes, which shone with a gentle and dreamy 
ex-

pression. It was a face stamped by thought, and not unscathed by suffering, yet softened with kindliness, and in which humour played about the mouth and in the corners of the eyes, ever ready to relieve its sadness and to relax its features into a smile.

        
Of his two daughters Alice was the elder. She seemed to be about twenty-five, a brunette, rather short, and in figure inclined to be a dumpling. She was not beautiful, if regularity of features be held to constitute beauty, but she had fine dark hazel eyes, and a sweet face that was redolent of health and cheerfulness. In manner Miss Seymour was impulsive and animated; her temper was generally considered to be decidedly hot, and she had a quick outspoken style about her which was deemed by some people to be wanting in feminine grace.

        
Her sister Mary was six years younger and fully half-a-head taller, with a slight and graceful figure. She was fair, with a delicate complexion, blue eyes, and a face that was considered very pretty. She was just as much inclined to be languid and poetical—verging at times on the lackadaisical—as her sister was to be bustling and prosaic; but both of them had a full share of their father's genial and expansive humour, which kept them chirping and singing the live-long day as blithely as a pair of gay canaries.

        


        
"You need not introduce us to Mr. Raleigh with the usual formalities, papa," exclaimed Alice, "for we have met before, and if I remember right, on that occasion we introduced ourselves."

        
"When was that, my dear?"

        
"One of the only occasions on which I take the trouble to run after gentlemen; hearing of the arrival of a stranger, we went to dun him for a subscription."

        
"Is that all we men are good for?" inquired Raleigh.

        
"Oh, I don't say that," replied the young lady opening her eyes wide, with a comical expression, "but it is what the most of you are best provided with, and money we 
must have."

        
"We have heard so much about Mr. Raleigh from our friend Doctor Valentine," put in Mary, "that we look upon him as an old acquaintance already."

        
"Well, girls, you certainly don't stand upon ceremony. If my daughters can do nothing else, sir," Mr. Seymour remarked, addressing himself to his visitor, "I trust they will be able to make you feel 
quite at home. As for our friend here," turning to the Doctor, "we consider him already 
I'ami de la maison. And now, as dinner is not yet ready," he added in a gracious way, "allow me to show you round my garden, for that, I must tell you, is what I take my greatest delight in."

        


        
"You might add, papa, that it is what you work in, walk in, smoke in, frequently take your meals in, and often sleep in," said Alice. "We have returned to the primeval state. Our garden is our Paradise; it yields us everything, except—profit."

        
"That exception," remarked Doctor Valentine, "with most people here, would damn it as effectually as Eve's apple did the first one."

        
"You are right," observed Mr. Seymour; "the only question with most of our colonists is, 
Will it pay. And I should have to give an emphatic answer in the negative."

        
"And do your fair hands assist in this charming work?" Raleigh asked of Alice, as they were strolling through the rosery, and lingered over a cluster of beautiful flowers.

        
"My hands are not fair, but decidedly brown, Mr. Raleigh," replied the other, as she exhibited a set of chubby fingers that did not look much the worse for wear. "Neither my sister or myself ever meddle with the garden—we should be afraid of committing some damage; and our instructions are to admire, but 'please not to touch.'"

        
"Then I suppose you have plenty of other pastimes."

        
"Other pastimes! Well, I declare! Do you know, sir, that I am up and about every morning at five 

o'clock? We only keep one servant, whom at home one would call 'a maid-of-all-work,' but here in the colony goes by the grand name of 
a general. She leaves us plenty to do, and we are always fully engaged during the morning until dinner time, for we have adopted the plebeian habit of dining in the middle of the day. My sister is the housemaid, I am 'cooky.' In the afternoons I go my rounds, for I have a multitude of outside duties to attend to, and nearly every day I have to go to the village—I beg its pardon, 
the township. When it is fine we generally jump on our horses and go for a scamper over the downs, or pay calls. We have liberty to do what we like, and go where we like, so long as we are home by sundown."

        
"And of an evening?" inquired Raleigh.

        
"Of an evening, when we are by ourselves, we sew a little, read a little, do a little music, and chatter a great deal, until about ten o'clock, when we are tired out and glad to go to bed. So you see our engagements are numerous, and our time fully occupied."

        
They next visited the conservatory, in which there was a brilliant display of bloom, very tastefully arranged.

        
Mr. Seymour, who was a learned botanist, and had made quite a hobby of floriculture, descanted with fervour about several of the plants, and laid claim to having propagated several new varieties.

        


        
"Whenever papa comes in to breakfast with a more than usually beaming countenance," observed Mary Seymour, "we know that something 
new, choice, or rare, as the gardeners say in their catalogues, is out."

        
"Quite true, my dear," replied the old gentleman, with his kindly smile; "the opening of some new blossom, or the discovery of some remarkable tint in one of my varieties, often puts me in good humour for the whole of the day. It appears a trifling matter to build happiness upon, but as you know, 
little things amuse little minds."

        
"Not at all," interjected Raleigh. "It is proverbial that the occupation of gardening and the love of flowers has afforded solace and delight to 
great minds."

        
Mr. Seymour made a low bow, with mock solemnity. "I will take it to myself," he said, with a beaming countenance.

        
"I do believe," cried Alice archly, "that Mr. Raleigh is given to paying compliments. This is not in keeping with the character we have heard of him, and I hope he won't, for I have a horror of compliments."

        
"That is because you do not need them, Miss Seymour," replied the philosopher gallantly.

        
"Why, that sounds like another one," exclaimed the young lady, laughing; "worse and worse."

        
"Be reassured," he continued gravely; "I am not 

given to paying compliments, but, on the contrary, I frequently give offence by speaking my mind. Yet I take no credit to myself on that account, for I believe it is only a sign of indifference to the feelings of others, or of natural moroseness. The man who pays a pretty compliment displays at least a kindly wish to please, and that deserves to be appreciated."

        
"Of course," exclaimed Mary, "and I think it very nice; but there is a foreign flavour about compliments, you know, and my sister is so rabidly English that she can't tolerate Continental notions or manners."

        
"I simply love sincerity above all things," said Alice quietly.

        
"An excellent sentiment in the abstract, my dear," observed her father; "but unfortunately our people are much given to mistake bluntness for sincerity, and have but little compunction in hurting the feelings of others under the guise of administering wholesome truth."

        
"For my part," continued Raleigh, "I consider that two of the most objectionable inflictions one has occasionally to put up with in life are—a candid friend and a plain-spoken woman."

        
"What an atrocious sentiment!" exclaimed Alice, opening wide her big eyes, with an expression of incredulity not unmixed with indignation. Then 
turn-

ing to the Doctor, she asked in a low tone, "Your friend does not mean what he says, does he, now?"

        
"My friend," replied Valentine, with a twinkle in his eye, "is one of the most faithful of friends, and one of the most innocent and best-intentioned men alive; but as to what he may believe in his heart on most controversial points is more than I can tell you, for I don't think he knows himself. He has many ideas, but no fixed opinions. Yet however wild, paradoxical, or even pernicious his principles may appear, I will vouch for it that under all circumstances of life he will ever act the part of an honest man."

        
They next visited the shade-house. This was a large enclosure, roofed in with bamboo trellis-work, which, while it admitted air and light freely, yet afforded good shelter, and acted as a screen against the scorching rays of the sun. In the middle of the shed there was an open space, furnished like a summer-house, with rustic table and seats, while on either side there was a beautiful display of flowers and foliage plants. A splendid show of fuchsias had been trained up the trellis walls, and from the roof hung festoons of flowering creepers, among which several varieties of the gorgeous passion-flower were conspicuous. One end of the building had been closed in with wire netting and made into an aviary, where a score of canaries 

and other songsters flitted blithely about and made the air ring with their merry notes. At the opposite extremity a rockery had been constructed of shining boulders and moss-covered stones, round a little fish-pond wherein a fountain played and sent forth a jet of glittering spray, and the whole was encircled with outspreading fern trees. From a shady recess a pair of ringdoves sent forth their gentle cooing, and several long-legged aquatic birds could be seen strutting about the premises, with measured steps and pointed beaks upraised, apparently quite indifferent to the presence of visitors. An exquisite sense of rustic seclusion and repose pervaded this charming bower, inspired by the splash of dripping waters, the rustling of the leaves, the chequered shade, the lively twittering of the birds, and the sweet fragrance that filled the air.

        
"This is my favourite resort," said Mr. Seymour, as he courteously invited his guests to be seated. "Here it is that I spend much of my leisure. I make it my study, my smoking-room, my refuge from all the worries and anxieties of daily life. Here I invariably come after dinner in fine weather, my girls bring me my cup of coffee, I swing my hammock to yonder posts, and with a book in one hand and my pipe in the other, I"——

        


        
"Go to sleep, papa!" ejaculated Mary, with a silvery laugh.

        
"Well," replied the old gentleman, with a humorous smile, "I plead guilty to taking my usual forty winks under the circumstances; for, let me tell you, girls, that after listening to the incessant rattle of your little tongues for an hour at dinner time, the quiet of this sequestered spot has a most soothing and somniferous effect."

        
"Well, I declare!" said Alice, with a pert toss of the head, "that is a pretty way to put it too. We shall bear that in mind, sir."

        
Her father patted her on the cheek. She took his hand, and for a few moments held it firmly in her own, then pressed it to her lips.

        
Dinner went off very gaily. It consisted of the orthodox Christmas fare. Neither the roast beef, nor the goose with apple sauce, nor the plum pudding, was missing. It was hardly the most appropriate fare for a hot midsummer's day, but custom is stronger than climatic influences, and the Englishman, wherever he goes, likes to live, and especially to cat and drink, as nearly as possible as he used to do at home.

        
This peculiar trait of the national character was alluded to in conversation over the festive board. Doctor Valentine, who was not attached to English 

forms and institutions, denounced it. Mr. Seymour, while he admitted the absurdity under many circumstances, yet pleaded in extenuation, and Raleigh related a story in illustration.

        
"I remember," he said, "shortly after I first came out, dining with one of that unfortunate tribe that go by the name of 'broken-down swells.' He lived apart, or rather vegetated, on a forty acre section, and in a wretched two-roomed hovel. The poor fellow had known better days, and although resigned to his lot and apparently cheerful in it, he could not forget his antecedents. He was reduced to rags and to the barest necessaries, yet he clung pertinaciously to the customs and style in which he had been brought up. Just before the time of his humble repast to which I had been invited, and which he had made the fashionable hour, I was 'knocked all of a heap' by noticing my friend sally forth in something resembling full dress. At any rate, he had on a swallow-tailed coat, which looked all the more peculiar as he evidently could not sport a white shirt-front to match it. I felt called upon to apologise for my informal 
toilet, and that was graciously accepted. In the absence of any drawing-room we sat in state on a bench outside the hut, waiting for dinner to be announced. This was done by a ragamuffin of a 

small boy, who rang a huge bell with deafening clamour within three yards of our ears. My friend then, with a most distinguished bow, ushered me in, and we sat down to the scrag-end of a cold leg of mutton, some potatoes boiled in their skins, and home-baked bread. We had neither tablecloth nor napkins, and for the absence of these he made an elaborate excuse. He discarded tea as being entirely out of keeping with the refined usages of an English dinner, but there were a couple of bottles of cold water on the table. When these were exhausted my friend rang the bell. The ragamuffin appeared at the door. 'James,' he said, with the drawl of the great man ordering the butler to bring up some choice brand of claret, 'James, 
replenish the decanters!'"

        
The Doctor was in great form. To his animated and pungent style he added a perfect gift of mimicry, which seasoned all his anecdotes with irresistible humour. The old gentleman laughed heartily, and the young ladies were kept in a constant state of tittering, while Raleigh was delighted to witness his friend's good spirits. Mr. Seymour himself was a man of wide experience and acute observation, taking a keen pleasure in refined and intelligent conversation. He could speak well on most subjects, and there was but one topic on which he remained resolutely mute, 

and strongly deprecated any allusion, and that was 
scandal. Of all the homes in the district, that of the Seymours was probably the only one where the breath of detraction never entered.

        
After dinner the conversation turned upon art. Raleigh had, by special request, brought with him a small portfolio of landscape sketches, and these were inspected by the company and very favourably criticised. Mr. Seymour was himself an amateur of no mean skill, and he was able to tender his visitor some discriminating advice on the subject, Alice also could paint a little, and she took a great interest in the sketches, and ventured to express a hope that some day her modest album might be enriched with one of the artist's productions.

        
"There was," she said, "a favourite spot in the shrubbery from which a charming glimpse of the house and grounds could be obtained, and if ever they were to be honoured"——

        
"There is no honour about it," said Raleigh, "and there is no time like the present. Bring me your album, and if you can find me a camp-stool and an umbrella, I will start about it at once and get it done while Mr. Seymour and the Doctor are settling that knotty question on European politics."

        
Alice was delighted; she ran off to get the 
neces-

sary articles, then piloted the way to the chosen spot, installed her artist, and sat down beside him, holding the umbrella and chatting gaily all the while. She told him much about their former life, and especially concerning her father's career.

        
Mr. Seymour had been a successful barrister, he had risen while young to a distinguished position, had been made a Queen's Counsel, and might have looked forward to acquiring wealth and honour, when illness and family troubles overtook him and nipped his brilliant prospects almost in the bud. His wife, to whom he was tenderly attached, became a confirmed invalid, and her state of health necessitated their leaving England and residing for a time on the Continent. This was a great trial to them, but it was as nothing to what followed, for their only son, a boy of extraordinary parts, and his parents' delight, met his death suddenly through an accident while at college, and from that crushing blow they had never recovered.

        
"I was quite a child," Alice related, "when this occurred, but the sad remembrance of it has never left me. My father, whose fortitude and unfailing cheerfulness had supported him under all worries and misfortunes, seemed to break down under it, and my poor mother only survived the event a very short 

time. Then we returned to England, and for many years we lived in the country, and gradually we made ourselves a happy home there, and were surrounded with friends and many cherished associations. But then came other troubles, monetary ones. My father sustained great losses through the dishonesty of a trusted agent, and he found himself well-nigh ruined at a time of life when with old age approaching, and his shattered health, he was quite unable to resume the practice of his profession or attempt to repair his broken fortunes. He decided to give up his home, to dispose of all his remaining property, and to emigrate to a new world, Where we might yet be able to live with decency. It was heartbreaking at the time, and I thought we should never get over it, although I never gave way, for it needed all my strength and care to support my father through that dreadful trial. But through God's mercy it has proved a blessing to us, for papa's health has greatly improved here; the climate has done wonders for him, and seems to have granted him a new lease of life. He has also recovered his former heartiness, and that kindly cheerfulness which gladdened our childhood and which was never quite obscured even in our darkest hour. It reminds me of old times, the dear old times before we knew what sorrow was. Then we have been 
for-

tunate here in other respects also; we were able to acquire this estate, and papa has turned it to good account, and takes a great interest in it. So we are settled again, and quite happy and contented, although poor and at times, perhaps—a little lonely."

        
"But you have numerous friends here, have you not?" inquired Raleigh.

        
"We have made a good many acquaintances of late, but for the first few years we hardly knew anybody. The fact is, we have lived in a very quiet way, very much attached to our new home, and all in all to one another. Then there was so much to do to make this little place even what it is, for it was a wilderness when we first came here. We did not run after our neighbours, and they, I suppose, were not impressed with our unpretentious style, so they kept rather aloof until lately, when we seem to have become"——

        
"All the rage," interjected Raleigh, still busy with his pencil.

        
Alice laughed. "It is merely a passing whim," she said, "and certainly not of our seeking; but just at present one would fancy that the country could not get on without us, which is very absurd. Papa also has been asked to allow himself to be nominated for the Legislative Council, but I am glad to say he has 

declined. We are so happy as we are. As for myself, I don't much like gadding about, and those I care for are of another sort."

        
"And who are they?"

        
"Poor people," she muttered softly.

        
"Oh, I forgot!" exclaimed Raleigh, looking up from his drawing. "You are the Little Sister of the district, the organist of the church, the directress of the Sunday-school, the presiding spirit in all charitable works, a 'ministering angel' where"——

        
"Mr. Raleigh," drawing herself up and fixing her large and expressive eyes full upon him, "let me ask of you, let me entreat you, if we are to be friends, and I trust we shall be friends, not to flatter me with compliments. I do dislike them so."

        
"Upon my word!" replied the other, smiling, "I didn't mean any harm; I only repeated what I had heard, and I heard nothing but what was good."

        
"You shouldn't believe anything you hear," retorted the young lady demurely;" and besides, I am quite sure you never heard me called an angel."

        
"Well, not exactly; but that is the conclusion I arrived at, after having had the pleasure"——

        
But Miss Seymour stopped him short with uplifted finger. "No more of this," she cried, "else I shall 

run away from you." And then she burst forth into a merry peal of laughter.

        
Raleigh laughed too; then to change the conversation he related some of his own experiences, and he laid special stress on the dark side of them. According to his rather melancholy version, his past life had been a wretched failure, his prospects had been blighted, his former ardent faith in all that was fair and great in the world had long since vanished, and now he only sought for repose and oblivion. Miss Seymour expressed her surprise at such sentiments; she was a practically-minded young person, and she could not understand the secret of his despair.

        
"Disenchantment," he murmured, with downcast look, while still working away assiduously with his pencil.

        
"Disenchantment?" repeated the young lady musingly; "I hardly know what it means; perhaps it is because I never was enchanted."

        
"I began my career," he went on to say, "with some high aspirations, and I cherished a laudable ambition to achieve some distinction, either in literature or art, but failure and disappointment have dogged my steps, and I have lived to abandon all such hopes. A very modest competence will suffice for my wants and satisfy all my wishes now. I am 

resigned to poverty and seclusion, and I shall be quite content if allowed to enjoy that humble lot in peace."

        
She turned to look full at him, with a critical but not unkindly eye. Assuredly the young artist by her side, with his slender but hardy figure, his pensive and amiable look, and the long brown locks which he brushed back with an impatient movement of the hand from his intelligent forehead, had nothing sourvisaged or splenetic about him. There was something almost comical in the contrast between the lugubrious language and that complacent countenance. At first she felt inclined to laugh; then after a few moments, having recovered her composure, she remarked quietly, "Why should you consider mediocrity contemptible, and hold your career a failure because at the first bound you did not outstrip all competitors? Surely there is a nobler purpose in men's lives than the selfish ambition to shine, or even to gain fame and fortune. Every one cannot be destined to command, and it is no disgrace to be an honest worker or to fight in the ranks."

        
"Of course," he replied, "we cannot all be foremost, and greatness is reserved for the favoured few; yet without the keen emulation and the prizes of the race, what is there in life worth striving for?"

        
"To be good," she answered, with a happy look.

        


        
Raleigh paused in his drawing, and turned towards her with a pleasant smile. "You are right," he said; "I had forgotten that."

        
The sketch was soon finished, and was voted a great success. It was in truth a very pretty drawing, done with a free hand, but conveying in a few touches the sentiment of the landscape. Through a dark and tangled foreground it gave a glimpse of the sunny garden, and the house standing in shady seclusion, and with a soft and hazy outline of Mount Pleasance in the distance.

        
"Now," said Raleigh, "that I have filled a leaf in your album, I shall expect you to place some slight memento in mine."

        
"I would never think of such a thing as placing one of my daubs in such good company," cried Alice.

        
"Write me then some poetry—something of your own making preferred."

        
"I never composed a verse in my life, nor much prose either. Indeed, I hardly ever write at all, except in account books, unless it is when papa sets me, as a penance, to correspond with some old maiden aunt; and that is an infliction. I would sooner churn six pounds of butter."

        
"Some dried flowers, with an appropriate motto underneath, or even a bunch of seaweed, will do."

        


        
"My sister does all that sort of fancy work, while I mend stockings."

        
"Well, then, write down something you know by heart."

        
Alice paused for a moment, as if in thought; then she looked up and said innocently, "I have a dreadful memory for everything but facts and figures, but I could give you a recipe for a pudding—such a nice one." Another laugh.

        
Then, as she noticed his look of annoyance, she rose up and went off into her father's library, returning with a musty old volume—a translation from the Spanish—under her arm. "I was reading this story by the great Cervantes, the other day," she said. "It is very romantic, full of high-flown sentiment, and not at all in my style, but I love the author, as a noble specimen of a man whom no adversity could daunt, and who remained contented and cheerful under the bitterest sufferings and neglect. 
He was no 
pessimist, sir." Then in a bold round hand, she copied out the following stanzas:—

        

          

            
'Let not thine efforts fail,


            
Even though hopeless seem


            
  The distant haven;


            
Nor once remit thy toil,


            
Nor ever slacken sail.


            


            
True love can never change,


            
  And only he,


            
Will prosp'rous be,


            
Who firm and true remains,


            
Nor ever seeks to range.'
          

        

        
"The sentiment is most appropriate, and I will take it to heart," remarked Raleigh seriously, as he folded up the album.

        
The remainder of the afternoon was spent very pleasantly, but, being Christmas, perhaps not as noisily as usual, for the Miss Seymours were a frolicsome pair, and when they got together at the piano they generally succeeded in making a considerable row, while their father was the last person in the world to check their merriment.

        
In order to avoid the chilly night air, which was injurious to the Doctor's delicate state of health, the two friends took their departure before dark, receiving from their host at parting the most cordial invitation to return, and at all times to consider his house as their home. His daughters declared that they should enjoy a stroll in the soft twilight, and they proposed to accompany their guests to the farthest gate of the plantation.

        
Mary and Valentine walked on in front, and judging from the girl's ringing peals of laughter one might 

conclude that the Doctor was entertaining her with his irresistibly comic vein.

        
Alice and Raleigh followed leisurely, and the latter was in a more serious mood.

        
"I wish," he said, "that I had my friend's good spirits."

        
"And he, poor fellow," replied Alice, "might with more reason envy your good health. Men are never satisfied. For my part, I am delighted beyond measure."

        
"What at?" asked the other, rather dolefully.

        
"What at? Why, at having made your acquaintance, to be sure," and the young lady went off into one of her merry laughing fits.

        
"You appear to be very easily pleased," observed the philosopher dryly.

        
"Now, don't expect me to pay you any compliments," she went on merrily, "although it would only be paying you back in your own coin, but 
I mean it. We saw you for the first time a week ago, and this is your first visit here, and yet I feel as if we were quite old acquaintances already. I am sure we shall be friends, and I know that my father will dearly appreciate your society. He is a man of cultured taste and a most sociable disposition, nor does he ever complain, yet he cannot but feel the great want 

of intellectual resources in this place. Your congenial company will be a great boon to us, so we shall hope to see you often—very often."

        
"Your father is a distinguished man, Miss Seymour; he has a mind stored with varied knowledge and observation, and I consider him delightful company. Nothing will give me greater happiness than to cultivate his friendship, but I must warn you not to expect any cheerful companionship from me."

        
"Why not, pray?"

        
"Because I am naturally reserved, morose, misanthropical."

        
"I thought," she replied archly, "that you were only—philosophical."

        
"I have tried to be, but I fear I have failed in that, as in most other things; for true philosophy would raise one above the paltry worries and vicissitudes of life, and render one equally independent of its pleasures."

        
"Indeed! Then I should be sorry to be a philosopher on these terms; and if I were you I should give it up and try something else."

        
"Can you suggest anything better?"

        
"Certainly; to enjoy in thankfulness the blessings which God has vouchsafed to us, and to make the most of them; to be resigned to the inevitable ills and trials of life, to do our duty, and to say our prayers."

        


        
"And what is your theory of happiness?"

        
"I have no theories about anything, but I try to be happy in making others so."

        
"The sublime speculations and all the transcendental philosophy of Hegel could lead to no finer conclusion," remarked Raleigh gravely; "but it is not within every one's power to carry it into effect."

        
"Not the way you went about it, I admit," answered Alice, with a sympathetic smile; "to bury yourself in a wilderness, and eat your heart in solitude and wretchedness. Who could be happy under such circumstances? But now that you are settled amongst us you must turn over a new leaf."

        
"I am prepared," exclaimed the other good-humouredly, "to start 
a fresh volume, if I only knew how to begin. What would you have me do first?"

        
"Shall I tell you what I think?"

        
"Yes, do."

        
"And you won't be offended?"

        
"Certainly not."

        
"Well, then," said Alice in affected seriousness, but with a laughing expression in her eyes, "the first thing I should do, if I were you, would be to go—and 
have my hair cut!" And with that she went off into one of her merry peals, and the philosopher joined heartily in the laugh.

        


        
By this time they had arrived at the gate, where they found their companions waiting for them.

        
"I have been advising Mr. Raleigh," exclaimed Alice, "to give up his high notions and æsthetic style, and just to fall into the common groove, and learn to think and act like an ordinary mortal."

        
"What a shame!" cried Mary. "Don't you do it sir. We have too many commonplace individuals already, and it is something to be original."

        
"I think Miss Seymour is right," said the Doctor, "I have always had a horror of dull conventionality; and yet I have come to the conclusion that it affords most happiness, and I am sure that 
it pays best. Raleigh, my child, we shall have to tame you down to the ordinary standard. You shall become a respectable member of the community, and be no longer 
Philosopher Dick."

        

The End.
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