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Henley must have had inany upportunities of heing martied ;
but the right man has, [ fear, not yet presented himself.”
Uinee more her elwjuent eyes consulted Mountjoy, and ance
more nothing came of it. ~ Some women ars easily discour-
ared. Impenetrable Mm Vi ny was one of the other
et ; slie had nat done with Mountjoy yet—she invied
ta dinner un the pext day.
¢hur early hour is three o'clock,” she said modestly.
*I’eay join s, I hope to have the pleasure of introdlueing
my husband.’

Mountjoy had his reasoms for wishing to kee the husband.
As he uceptal the invitation, Miss Henley returned to ac-
cowpany him to the inn.

{TO BE COTINUED.)

THE GIRL IN GREY.

A TASMANIAN STQORY.

By E. T. MILLER.

HE township was adleep as
uzual, The sturekeeper,
with a confidence born of
lung experience, had left his
stock of leather boots, dusty
stationery, and tins of potted
salmon unprotected, except
by a drowsy mastiff that lay
coiled on the doovr-sill, and
fune actoss to smoke his
afternoon  pipe with the

landlonl of the Wellington. Neither of the men were

likely to be ealled by a customer antil the arrival of the
teait, which daily roused Stony Creek from its apathy at

a sjuarter after tive o'elock. [t seemed probable that in the

Jday~ when trains were not the inhabitants of the hill-girt

villey biad lain quiescent as the sleeping benuty of fairy [ure

nwniting the touch of sowme vigorous adventurer to rekindle
their dormant energiex.  From the single straguling street
of the township the land stoped down to the rushing stream
that gave its name to the place ; onh J“he other side it rose
again in o ateep incline for sonie Ilun(hed Fards, then swept
bekwanils over a three-mile level plain, pasture land merg-
ing inte bush, to the foot of the dark rounded hills that
closer in Btony Creek on all sides,  All the ground on that
hank belunge(f to Juhn Brady, whose substantial farm-honse,
with its white walls and green verandah, qunmd a pleasant
spot fur the eye to rest on, standing out from itshackgroundof
dulifoliage. Ontheroadthatrandirect fruin Brady'sSeationto
the tawnxhip there presently appeared a procession of three.

First eame o nian with a wheel-barrow, advancing at an ir-

vegular jog-trot, which menaced with a speedy fall the band-

Tox, trunk, and parcels that were piled up on this novel

wruck. The man was old, bent, cross-eyed, and of a villain-

o= expression. To Julge by his reminrks bis temper was 2of

at the momeat heavenly. .

* Blest if 1 enrry ‘ew furder fur ‘er, "n old man like me,
Brute of a gal she is too. Never yxiv me no decent menls of
nomernin’, an’ me up five hours, an’ a orderin’® of me round
tike B queen. I'll puy ‘erout. 'Ll trunile ‘er old bandboxex
down ta the bridge an’ not & step furder, not for all the
missuses in Tasmanin © Awd with this, the amiable creature
having 1eached the bridge, upset his lugrage, drageed the
crapty

biarrow to one side, sat down wpon 1t, and began to
sroke a short lirty pipe.

Figure two was that of 2 red-faced, stout woman, with
frowsy hair wnd dress, anil & bright blue bonuet, who came
panting alongs the road with the anxiety comin to cosntry
fulk as to * catehing the train,’ as 1hough it were an erratic
monster whose time of arrival and departure werve uncertain,
hat likely to ]l foul of ordinary arrangements.  As this
female apyrorched the bridge her anxiety Became anguixh of
souk.

*Hurry up, Larry, Tdon’t want to wiss the tmi‘rl.' i

* Hurry ap yourself,’ growled the wan. 1 ain’t again’
acareyin’ traps fur vanuint like you
int yerself " shricked the woman, ful'iuusl_v,'. fYell
tuke that there leurver along pretty qnick. The
i’ down behind, and he'll make yon stir your

“ Vi
Tietter

nrry stinked on stolidly.

Ll eall the buss, that I will * eontinued blue-bannet,
1 tell him o' that bramly as was took frem the hoose, an’
them shirts a8 you an’ e knows where they went to oft the
lines, that Lwill ©

* Bass e Blown!' was the only nnswer.

At that wowent a distant whistle announced the approach
of the train. ‘The nan toeked desperate.

*Come, Larey, let's part friends. You wouldn't leave me
to stopin the bush all night, an’ [ ain'e got money to go to
the hotel. T lusty, sk [oain't allers meant wot 1 sail,
renl sorry [dinln't elean them dairy Fun.-« for you.  Look,

I'li grive ye o shillin’ o et Taeey i ye'll jnst take them
thing= up in thine. - 1i's it & step ok twa ow.

Lavey consilersd.  Hacey, as having heen a forbidden
luxuvy in his prisen alays {for he had been sent out fifty

country’s expense on A life sentence),
wnt of life to him now, aml he usaally
I bin weekly rution in four-and-tweoty howm,

root thron
le ot . i A
“ RNy sixpence wore todrink your ealth amd Pl do it,’

lost.  Blue-lwmnet proluced the
maoney, the buxes w pileal u[ll oree more, uu!l Ly dint of
mueh exertion the party gined the vailway siding just ax
the teain eame shrieking in,
stuny Ureek was awake now,

(e by one its inhabitants

" hupe shie’s not eranky.

strolled along to points of vantage, wlenee conld be seen the
tiny station with ita arrivals and departures.  To-day there
was little to excite interent. Two miners, down on their
lock, followed the ex-couk from- Brady's into the second-
clasx carringe, from which had 1 the only p

for Stony Creek—a yrirl in grey. Five minntes were spent
in duing nothing, then with much hoise of whistle and puif
of steam the fussy locomative went on its way; the land-
lond and the storekeeper returned to their gossip over the
har : a boy carried ot the mail-bag ta the apology for a Post
{)ifice that stood beliind the store ; the station-master locked
up and went home to tea; Larry left his barrow to go in
qnest of ¢ Luu:cy,' anil the girl in gres remained alone on the
platform looking about s if in search for someone. At
this moment, the thinl miember of the procession from
Brady's, the boss hiniself, male his tardy appearance at the
bridge, and was noon acruss it, and scanming narrowly the
new arrival.

* &0 that's the girl, is it ' was his mental coniment. 'A
neat, respectzble young woman, but not cut out fur country
wark.’ hen aloud :

‘You have e¢omne from the Registiy Office, I suppose, in
answer to A telegram ?  You are for M Brady's ¥

“Yex — ~ir,” was the anwwer, after & strange panse.

*Very well. 11l take you up to my house at once. Lend
a hand to hoist up that box on to the Larrow, please, and it
will follow us presently.’

Aynin there was a pause before the girl stoopod to raise
her end of the box that eotuprised her luggage, and Mr Brady
canght on her face & Hual and enntraction of the lips that
might denote pride or independence, but which wers not to
his liking. e scrutinised his new domestic narmowly as
she walked at his side with head erect and eyves darkly
observant of all around them. ~ Her face was pale, and wore
a strained, snd luck for one so young. B gr took her for
little over twenty, and the lips, instead of a tull curve, dis-
layed a tight, straight line, as though compressed to hold

'k =oine welling secret grief or burden.

<A woman with a histery,” thought her new master; one
who is fighting & hard battle with sunething or other, but
whie haa strength and wit to win through with it in the
end.’

¢ By the wny, what's your nanie ¥ he queried, as they ap-
proached the house.

Amnt agnin came the

tTam Lydia Brown.

On the verandah stoed John Brady's mother, lonking out
wilh anxiety for the sppearance of ﬂer new (domestic. ‘A
asuceession of foels and anes.' as her 2on termed them, had
reigned in house and kitchen during the year that Mm
Brady had superintended the youny widower’s establish-
ment. They bad broken most of the ehina and crockery,
burnt holes in kettles and saucepans, stolen fruit from trge
ovchard, eream from the dairy, and eges from the fowl-yard
till the poor ladys orderly sonl was prieved to death ; and
when the last variety, a woman who claimed a weekly
reward of 15« for a service of incapacity and inpudence,
had announced that ‘«he would be missus in her own
kitchen, and Mrs Brady kad better keep her fine airs for her
own drorin-roem,” Jehn had packed heroff nt a day's notice,
and telegraphed to town for fan honest, hard-working girl to
do covking and general work for a small family,’ in answer
to which had come Lydia Brown.

When Mr« Brady had inducted the new arrival inte office
and left her busy frying potatoes for anearly tea --meals had
been sumewhat sketchy of late—she vetwrned to her son
with an air of comical dismay.

* My dear Jolin, whoever is $ltiz young woman ? Not a ser-
vant up to this date, I am very sure.  Shesays she is just
out from Home, which is, perhaps, true, but in England Ler
]m.sgit.iun must have been very different. Did you notice her

anguage and refined air ¥’ .

f There is something out of the common about her,” ad-
mitted John 5 ¢ but it's none of eur business, mother. Don't
overwark the girl, and for goodness’ sake let her settle in
without question if she can get on here, for the wretches
we've lm(.'l lately have worn yon grey.”

‘T only hape,” said the uld‘ lady, solemnly, ©that there’s
not & young man inthe case. .

l“‘lnerem; her son laughed, and went off whistling to his
sheep.

As time went oo Lydia Brown developed many virtues
and a few peculiaritiex, Nheswept and cleaned to perfection,
never grumbled, rose early, and afler the frst difficnltics
were surmonnted carried ont her work with order and =kill.
But the wen abont the place, aceustomed to the read
tongue anfl familiar airs of former Abigails, disliked this
quiet, distant wonan, whe never stuiled, never appeared
even to hear their rough  jokex, aml would not have them
sitting in the kitchen snmg\'ing for & minute, but disrissed
them to the yard as soon as meals were uver.  True, their
foud liail never ieen so well conkedl, nor served in such com-
fort hefore ; still there was a quiel reserve abuut the * new
womnan ' that exaspernted them exceedingly, and not one
would have liesitated ‘te pay her ont® should occasion
serve.

“dobn,’ said Mrs Biady, abont a week after Lylia's com-
iny, *that girl puzzles me.  She is concealing soniething. I
She keeps a camile burhing in her
roont till nll howrs, and every evening she goes marching off
inte the bush by heeself. T told her to-lay it wasn't safe,
aud I really don’t th he ought Lo go.”

* Oh, she wants fresh nir, [ suppose ; leave the girl nlone,
mother, She’s a gentlewoman in trouble, if I'nt not much
mistaken, Tmt her face is good and honest. She isa woinan
to be trusted, take my word for it ¢

Trusted ! Well, it might be so, but why then did this
mysterious young persun pnt on_such _ wirs of secrecy ¥ The
oll lady bl her full share of Eve's curiosity, and one
evening, after watching the girl off the premives carrying, as
she alway alidd, & black leather bag (W hat can she want with
that bag in the bush ¥ thonght her mistress), Mrs Brady
mude a tonr of inspection in the servant's apartment.  The
room wix in spotless onler. A few handronely-bound books
lny on the chest of drnwers; all had the name * Lyilia
Brown ' inscribied in varions handwritingz. {Her name was
nut awined, ther.)  Opening the enphoard door, nothing
bt siwple order met the view, amd the pnod Indy wan
leaving the room, half ashamed of her sua picions, when her
eye canght wight of a crampled paper that had fallen behind
A chair,  She tuok it np, nllllml’.{le( it out on the palm of her
hand, and to her consternation read as follows : —
£')()( REWAILD offcred for Informntion (hat will load to the

. coptues of Alfred Milen, Inte agent for Meakrs Dykes,
Jao and Co., woolgrowers, Melbonrne, whoe abseonded op tho
23nl October last. Tall and alight in bulld; eycs brown, with a
droobing of left Lkl ; white sear over onu teanple, elc.. ete.

|anse before she replied slowly :

M Brady read this over twice; then suddenly turning
to the pile of books she D}inenad one, & volue of puetry, and
re-rend on ita title-page the worda, * Lydia Brown, with af-
fectionats regands from her sincere friend and well-wisher,
Alfred Milen.’

%o this was the clue to Lydian's nliaritien. Poor pirl!
There was some dark tronlde no doul.t connected with this
fellow. Perhaps, thought the shrewd old lady, he had sent
for her to eome out tu lam, and then Jisgraced himself and
abandoned her. 1f so, was she & » arried woman livin,
under her maiden name?! Or had ihe fellow absecondes
befors Lydia's arrival, and thus left hier friendlesa in » strange
land to find fur herself? Time would show perhaps ; it wax
of no use to force confidence ; but from that day l.ydin,
without suspecting the cause, found herself treated with a
watehful eonsideration by both master and mistresa that
tonched, while yet it seemed to humble and shame, the sal-
eyed, pale girl.

John Brady kept an eye on the Melbonme news, lut
beyond . aseertaining that vigilant search was being pro-
secuted for the missing man, who had robbed his employem
of £2,000, his inguiries wers without resnlt, And weeks
went by, and shearing time came on, and in the consequent
press and hurry indoors and ont John Brady had almost for-
gotten tn bhe curious abont Lydia Brown's eccentricities,
when his attention was again drawn to them in & very un-
plersant manner.

“John,” said his mother, one evening early in December,
* do you think the new men are honest? In the last moath
I’ve missesl fnore things than T can account for in any otlier
way than that there nre thieves about the place.’

¢ What sort of things?" demanded her son.

¢ Egges to beyin with, and candles, tea, butter, and so forth.
T said nothing at first, thinking Lyilia's appetite was im-
proving with country air; bat {eaterdny something else
went that only men could have taken—your top-coat, Jolut,
and the gnn from the rack in the hall, and alsg the epossum-

g that nngs to the bugry.”
*That's getiing serious,” responded Braly. < I'll see to it,
mother.” e knitted his brows moodily over his eveniny

ipe as he paced the verandah from end teo end long after
AMrs Brady had retired. For this was the second warning
that had reached him in nne day of something going wrong,
amd to others, if not to himself, the new domeslic was the
suspected person.

1t was no les< an puthority than the ex-conviet Larry, who

Tfessell to hiave detected Lydia Brown in the act of robbing
]:ar employers, and to judge from the nld saw, * Set a thief
to eatch a thief,’ his discoverier ought to be valid. Accord-
ing to Larry the yirl was in the habit of stealing down from
her ronm at midnight and going off in the direction of the
bush, carrying a ket and the stable lantern. On two
occasions, the man attirnred, she had admitted a man to the
kitchen ea,rly in the morning, before the hunsehold was astir,
and sent hin away loaded with provisions. On those
aceagions the business of preparing supper for the shearers
had s)‘revent,ed her nsnal evening walk on the previous day.

John had silenced Larry’s revelations, but the tale
suddenly mained ground in the light of his mother's informa-
tion, aml he resolved to put Lydia's good faith to the test
that very night.

It wax the 15th of December, ten days to Christmas, and
a deal of shearing yot to do. The men were at work by
half-past 5 o’clock in the morning now, and with a view to
the early breakfast, it was the custom of the Brady house-
hnld to retire soon after eight at night. Thus, long hefore
midnight, Somnus reigned supreme at Stony Creek, or
seemed to do so. In the office, alert, but in silence and
darkness, the master of the house kept wateh. Not a
sound save the oceasional scufling of rats in the old walls
broke the stiliness. Overhead, in the apartment occupied
b]y Lydia, tlere had been no noise or movement for the past
three hours. Joln Brady looked at his watch by the Light
of the monn, which shune suddenly vut from belind a clond
and sent a brizht beam across his little sanetum. It
wanted only twelve minntes to miduight., Stretching him-
self, he rose, yawned, and resolved Lo go to bed. He was
keeping a fool's guard, after all, he thought.

A% that instant a peculiar low whistle sonnded through
the guiet air, and immediately afterwards the door ahove
ereaked on its hinges and a stenlthy tread beyan to descend
the Hight of wteps from the servant’s room. Two minutes
later the cloaked fipnme of Lydia Brown moved swiftly
aecroas the courtyard, softly opened the outer door that led
into the bolleck-yard, and disappeated in the shadow of the
barn. As swiftly and as silently Jolin Brady followed in
her track.

It was a strange scene. Overhend the deep blue sky,
clear in the unique splendour of a Tasmanian summer night,
the Southern Cross, like a sacred beacon, lighting the way
to eternal purity and peace ; below, on the shadowed earth,
a contliet of evil passions and base desires, with weak but
steardfast clingings to tire right.

John Brady was & generous man, buk stern to punish
wilfal error, and here, where he had trusted much, his wrath
#t having been deceived was rising to & pitch of fierce inten-
siky. .

-Staniding concealed by a cart tilted against the end of the
long barn, e witneased (himself unperceived) a meeting be-
tween the * gid in grey ” and a rough, hrgpard-looking man,
who was dressed in the miseing overeoat, and who carried in
his hand—carefully, too, asif it were loaded—Mr Rrudy’s
own gun. The man was speaking vebemently as Brady
came within earshot,

“You won't say »¢, Lyddy, now that it's eomie tothe last
Why, %irl, for your vwn sake ?'uu must o throngh with it
now. You've done too much for yonr own safety and too
little for me to Jare to stop shori of this final step.’'

Lydia’s voice, in reply, trembled at first as with sup-
pressed anger, hut grew firm and lvwder ag slie went on ;

¢ Alfred, T have already done for you all that a givl ean do
without dishonenr fur one slie loves. 1 have kept your
seeret, I have ran many risks and undergone many hard-
sliips to supply you with food and drink, nof because T love
you (here Ler tone becana very scornful)}—that feeling died
with my respect when you sank the gentleman into tha run-
away thief; but for the sake of the ohl days, and your goml
mother’s kindness to me. I have gone almaost without food
that you might live on what was lionestly earned. Now
that ‘you have broken yuur promise nut to wrong these
people who are my only friends out here, now that you dare
insult me by asking ‘me to join in yeur wickedness and to
follow up base ingratitade with  lifé of deceit on your ill-
gotten gains, aml under a false name—now, Alired Miles,
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