touch Lkan we with that awfal, jovisible
workd wll vound and bLelween us, of
which we ocaly sce distorted faces aund
hear disjointed utteramces whea we are
“suffering a recovery”™ or going mad.

Ua the morning of Jol’s ucchlent, and
after & long brooding silence, Idoc. $Wild
wuddenly said to Mac Faluoner:

“liet the hosses, Mac, We'll go Lo the
stution.”

Mac, wied Lo the doctor’s eccenlrici-
tiea, went Lo see about Lhe horses.

TFhen, who shoubd drive up bul Mra
Spencer, Job's mother-in-fuw, on her
way from towa to the alabion. She
atayed to have o cup of lea und give
bher borse a foul. She was square-fuced
and waa considered a rather hard and
praclical swoenan: bub she bad plenty of
wolid  flesh, good  aympatietic common
menwe, anil deep set and humorous blue
#ycs, Sbhe lived in the town comforl-
ably on the interest of some maney
which her hisband had left jo Lthe bank,
amk drove an  American wagmonelic
with & pood width and length of “tray”
behinl; und oo this ocomion she hil
& polo and lwo horses. in the trap
wus & fow madtresn and pillows, a penes
rous pair of new while blankets, und
boxes conlaining mecensarica, delicucies,
Bnd luxuries. All round, she was nn
oxoellent nwiber-inlaw for a man lo
have on hand at & critical time.

tipraking of the motherinfaw, 1
would like lo put in & word for her
right here, She is universally consid-
ercd a auisanes in {imes of peace and
eomfort; but when illness or seriouy
troubla comes home, then il's “Wrile
to mother!™ “Wire for mother!” “Send
some ane to fetch mothec!™ “Ill go and
bring mothert” d{ she is not uear:
“Oh, [ wish molher was here!” “ff
mather were orly near!”™ When sle i
on the mpot, heur the anxiouns wson-in-
law: “Don't you go, motler! “You'll
stay—won't you, mother—till we're all
right?t Fll gob some one (o loak alter
yuur house, mother, while you're here™
But Job Falconer was i{ond of bis
mothor-in-law at all Limes.

Mac had some trouble in findivg and
ealching one of the Thorses. Mra
Spencer drove on, and Mauc and the
doctor caught up to her-about a wile
before she reached the homestead draclk,
which turned in through bhe serubs
at the corner of the big ning-barked flat.
Y Doe. Wild and Mac followed the cart-
road, and as they jogged along on the
edga of ihe scrub the doctor glanced
once or twice across the flal through
the dead, naked branches. Mae leaked
that way. The crows were lopping
aboul (b branches of a tree away out
in Lhe middle of Lhe flat, flopping down
from branch to branch to the grass,
then g hurriedly and ciceling.

fi1dead st there!™ said Mac, out of
his bushkeraft. .

“No, dying,” suid The. Wild, with
Tess bush experionce bub more int ellect.

“I'here’s some steers of Job’s oul
there somewhere,” mutiered Mae. Then,
maddenly, 1t ain't droughl —it’s  the
pluorer at Tast, or T'm blanked?”

Muc feared the advent of that caltle.
plague  plearoe - pneamonia, which wus
ragiug on some stations, bul Jepd hather-
o kept clewe of Job's Tun.

“We'll go and see it you like,” sug-
gested Do, Wild.

They turned oul across the fMlal, the
horses picking theic way manongst Lhe
dried tufts and fallen branches. d

aphers ainl no sign o eaitle theer.”
aril the doclor. “More likely & ewe
in Lrouble about her lamb.”

“Or the blunky dingoees ai & sheep'
gaid Mac, [ wisl we had a gua; might
get a ahot at them,"”

Doc. Wild hilehed Lhe skivts of a jung
China silk coat he wore frec of a hip-

ocket, 1lla always carried & revolver.

»Io cane L feel obliged to shoot & firsl
person singulur one of these hot dayn,”
ho explained onee — whereat bashmcn
aeratched the hacks of {ucic heads mrll
thought feebly, withoat result. “We'd
mever git near enough for n shot, Lhe
dovtor said; then he commenced to hum
fragmients from & bush-zong about the
finding of a lost bushman in the Taak
winges of death from thiratz

Fhe crows kepl fyin® up boysl
The crows kepl fiyin® un?

mha dog, ha serun and whimpeted, boys,
Fhough be wua but & Pupn

“Tp, musl be somethin' or other,” mut-

tered Mne, “look ab Llhem  Glanky,
crowal™
Mhe Yoat was Tound, we tbrought him
rouud,
‘And took him from thn place,
While tha suts was swarwic® om ihe
N ground,
&n' the crowl was saylu grace,
#Hilloal what's that?t” wied Macg,
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whoe was a liille ln advance, and rode
a tall horse.

It was Job's @ly lying saddled and
bridied, with a rifle-bullet through
shoulder and chest, as they found on
subsequent examination, and her head
full of kanguroo-shot. She was feebly
rocking her head against the grouund,
and marking the dust with her heof,
as if trying to write the rcason there,

I'he tloctor drew hiz revolver, took m
cartridge from his  waistcout pocket,
and put the fllly out of her misery in &
very acienlific manner; then something
— professional inslinet or the some-
£lvingr wupernatural  about (he doctor—
led him straight 1o the log, hidden in the
grass, where Job lay as we left him,
and ubout fifty yards from the dead
filly, wiiich muast have staggered o few
yurda off after being shot.

Mac fullowed, shaking violently, “Oh,
my God!™ he cried, with the woman in
hin voice and his face so pale thot his
{reckles atood out like butions, as the
doclor said afterwards, “Oh, my God!
Le's shob himselfl"

“No, he haan't,” wid the doclor, delt-
1y turning Job into a hoallhier powition,
with his head from umder {he log and
ks mouth to Lhe air. He raz his eyen
amd hands over hLim, and Job moaned.
“He’s gnt a broken leyg,” said the doe-
for. Fven 4hem be couldn’t resist mak-
ing a characteristic remark, mif to him-
salf: “A man ddoesn’t shoot himsell
wlen hes moing (e be made a Tawful
falher for the first Lime—unless he can™
see 0 long way inta the future” Then
he took out his whisky flask and said
briskly to Mae, “Leave me your water-
tag"—Mac carried & camvas waler baz
slung uuder hiz horac’s neck—*and rhle
back ta l@e Lrack, atop Mrs Spencer,
aml bring the waggonette here. Tell
Lier it'a only a broken leg.”

Bine mounted and rode off at o break-
ngek pace.

A3 he worked, the doctor mutiered,
He'a shot bis horse. That's what gits
me. The fool anight have lain here dor
a week. ['d never have suspected spile
in thut caccoss—and [ ought to know
wmen.”

But as Jub came round a litéle Doc.
Wiid wan cnlightensl. .

“Where's ithe Ally?” cried Job aud-
denly, between groana. .

©Ghe's all right,” said the doclor in a
tone that mighi bave beeca resentfuliy,
envinus, .

“Biop her!™ eried Job, strupgling 1o
rise. “Stop her!-—0 God! my log.”

“Keep quiet, you foull” )

“Slop her!” yelled Job.

“Why stop her?” asked the doclor,
%&he won't go fur,” he added.

“She'll mo home to Gerty,” shouted
Jub,  “Hiop her! stop her!”

“Uh—hgo!” deawled the doelor to him-
self. I mighl have gucssed thai; and
1 ought to konow mien,”

“Don't take me hbome!” demanded
Job in a semi-senaible interval. “Take
me to Poisonons Jimmy's, apd {ell
Gerly 1'm on the spree.”

When Mue und Mrs Speneer relurncd
with the waggonette, Doc.” Wild was in
his shirt-sleeves, his Chinese silk coab
havi-¢r gone for bandages. Tha lower
anlf of Joirs Lrouser-leg and his elastie-
nide boot lay on the ground, neatly cut
off, and hiz bandaged leg was sandwiched
between twao =trips of bark, with grass
stuffed in the hollows, and bound by
saddle-airaps.

“Thal's sl I ean do for him for the
present.”

Mlra, Spencer was 2 ebrong woman
mentally, but she arvived rather pale and
a litlle shaky; weverthcless she ealled
oul as soon s slie got within earshot of
the doctor:

“What'a Job been doing now}d’  Job,
by the way, bad never been remarkable
for doing anything,

“Ic’s got his leg broke, and shot his
haorse,” raplied the doctor. “But," he
added, “whelher he's been 2 hero or s
fool T dunno. Anyway, it's a mess all
Touml."

They unralled the bed, Blankets, and

“pillows in Llhe bollom of the trap,

backel it againat the log Lo have o step,
wod got Job in. It wus a ticklish job,
hut they had Lo manage it; Job, mad-
dencd by puin and heat, and only kept
fram fainting Ly whisky, groaning aad
ruving and yelling Lo them Lo slop his
borse,

“Taucky we pob him belore {he aunts
dul,"” muttered the docter. “Then %e
had an inapiration. “You bring him on
to the alwpherd’s hut ilis side the sin-
tion. We must lewve lim thers. Drive
carcfully, and pour Ubrandy into hin
now ard Lhen; when the brandy’s dona
pour whisky, then gin; keep the rum
Lill ¢the Imat™  The doctor had put a

supply of apiritz In the waggonclle at
Toisonous Jimmy's. “I’ll take Mac's
horse and ride on and send Peler, tha
station band, back to the hut to meat
you. TH be back myself it X can. This
buriness will lurry things wp at tbe
station.”

Whick laat wrs one of these appar-
ently insane remarks of the doctor’s
which no sane and sober man ecould
fathom or see a reason for—except it
Doe. Wild’s madness. The doetor rode
off at a gallop. ‘The burden of Job'a
raving all the way was of the dead filly:

“Stop her! She must not go home to
Certy! God, help me shoot!—Whoa!
Whos, there! Unpe — cope — copel
Rteady, Jeasie, old pirl” Jessie was
the {illy’a name.  “Aim sirgight—aim
slraight! Ah! 1've missed!—Bkop her!™

“I never met a characler like that
inside a man thai looked like Jol on
the outside,” commented the docier af-
terwards, “l’ve et mwen behind revol-
vers and big mousiaches in California;
Lut I've met a derned sight more men
behind nothing but a good-natured grin
here in Ausiralia. These lanky sawny
bushren will de ilings in an easy-TFo-
iog way some day Lhetll make the Old
World sit up and ithink hard.”

FHe reached the siation in tine. and
twenty minutes or half-an-hour later
he left the case in the hands of the
Lancashire woman, whom he Baw Tea-
son to adinire, and rode back to the hub
to help Job, whom they soon fixed up
ae comfortably as possible.

They humbugged hra Faleoner first
with & yarn of Job’s alleged phenomen-
al shyness and gradwally as she grew
atronger and the truth less important
they told it to her; and so instead ol
Job being pushed, scarlet-faced, imle
the bedroom Lo see his first-born, {erty
Talconer herself took the child down
1o the hut, and so presented Uncle Job
with my first apd favourite cousin and
bush-chum. . .

Troc. Wild stayed ronnd uniil he saw
Job comfortably moved to the homer
slead; then he prepared to depari.

“I'm gorry,” said Job, who was skill
weak-—"I'm sorry for that there filly.
T was breaking her into a side-saldle for
Gerty when she should gek about. I
wouldn’t luve lost her. for - tweniy
quid.”

“Never mind, Job,” said the doctor.
T, to0, once shot an animal I wus fond
of—and for the sake of & woman; buk
that enimal walked on Lwo legs and
wore tronsers. {iood-bye Jobh.” -

And he left for Poisonous Jimmy's.

- HENRY LAWSON.
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g_‘ will remember >
g. how useful 3
ey 4B
siHudson’s3
Soap =
was in ths ©O1d z
Country —how it mada g
the olothes white and -
purs — how it cleaned r—

and awastenad thohousa
and how it gave luatre.
brightness, and perfoot
claanlinass topots, pans,
glass, sarthenwars, and
all kitchen utensils.
What it will do for the
home in the 01d Country,
it will do for the homa
in Now Zealand.

A PAIL OF WATER
and a vory little

HUDSON’S
- SOAP

goes & very long wRy.
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HEARTY APPETITES.
From Rick Red Bleed and

]

Dr, Williams' Pisk Pills.

“A year or so ago my slomach wad
loo weak even to keep down brandy,™
said Mr. Frank Ied of Tataraimaks,
Taranaki. “I was almost at Deaih’s
door with Indigeation. Doctor’ medis
ginen did me no good, As a last hope, T
tried Dr, Williama® Pink Tills, They,
actually ‘made’ new blood for me. The
first box gave me & good hearty appe-
tite—and six boxes set my atomach right
for good.”

There is nothing can give you an ape
petite like Dr, Williams® Pink Pills, The
very first box will make you hungry.
Liemember, Dr. Williams’ Tink Pills are
not like common patent medicines thak
upsel Lhe whole syslem aiter one or twe
doaes. They don't act on the bowelm
They don't bother wilth mere symptoma.,
They do only one thing, but they do ik
well—ihey actually ‘make’ mew blood.
in that woy they sirike siraighti at the
very root and eause of the disease. Take
¥rank Hodson’s case for instance: |

“I'or over ithree years I hated to think
of meal {ime,” Mr. Hodson went om. “I
would no sooncer get the food down tham
1'd siart to vomit. Even a picce of bread
and bitler lny on my chest in a heavy
iwwp, A piercing pain seemed to siab
me right at lhe end of Lhe breast bone,
Xvery day I grew thinner and weaker,
Even wlen 1 did eat, I got no good from
my food. It was As much as I could
do to potter about the farm. 1 could
not sleep. and every morning I had &
splitling headache. Soon T lost all heart.

“Y began fo think nothing woull curs
me,”" added Mr. Hodson, “Then I hap-
pened to see in the vpapers &  very
straiphtforward slatement from a mam
whe cured his  Indigestion with Dr.
Williams’ Tink Piils. - 1f they cured hims
I conid not see why they woull not curs
me. To my surprise, Lhe first box gave

me a bit of am appetite. Sooa
I was =a% hunpry ss & “hawlk
I let myvseli- ent ounly -a lilile,

for I was afraid of my ladigestion. But
Defore L had finished 8ix boxes, I was
able to ent o resl good dinner without
suffering ihe least disemnfort, Since them
I have beem in the best of health and
sirenglh. Now I'll Lack Dr. Williama'
Pink Tills to eure the worst casp of
stomach treuble in the colonies.”

Dr. Williams'  Pink: Tills  for Puls
Teople can never fail, becauie they go
right Lo the “root” of the tronble in the
Bloed. 1lud blood i3 the one canse of all
comman diseases like anmemia (Llood=
Icasness)s eczema, paleness, headachcs,
neurtlgia, sciatica, rheumalism, June
bago, haekache, kidn i i
irouble, biliousness, in
weakness, and the special silments ihat
only women-foik know., WTad blood is
iLle one eause—and Dr. Williams* Piuk
¥ills are {he one cure breause Upey arctu-
ally “make” new blood. Tiul, of course,
you must get Lhe genuine Dy, Williams®
YTink I'illa for PPale People—3/ a box, sig
BLoxes 16/G—Trom eliomasts or storekeep-
era, or sent  post  free by ihe Dr.
Williams® Medicine Co., Wellington.
Medical advice given and preper diels
recommended g all correspondents, free
of charge,

ROWLAND'S

MACASSAR OIL

FOR = HAIR |

UNSURPASSED. UNEQUALLED.

Usa it for your sawn and your
Children's Halr and yem will find
it Preserves, Wourishes, Restores
and it wore sffectaall
than anything slss. Oolden Colomr
fJor Falr o CGrey Halr. Sold by
Stores and Chewists, Ask for
Rowland's Macassar Ol of 67,
Hatton Garden, Lemdon,




