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"IN NO MAN’S LAND.

BYNOPSIS OF OPENING CHAFTERS.

The #cene opens at tha Cassowary Club,
Bydpey. In blazlng midsummer. A cer-
watn membar, nicknamed “The Bosun,”
has been detdined in own to meet and
entertaln & new chum named Carew, Who
who (8 out from Home to go to one of the
numerous atatlons belonging to & wealthy

squattier yclept “Old Gordon,'” of Kur-
yong. Gordon's son, & typlcal ““far-out
man” [rom “No Man's nd.” sely

young Carew at the Bosun's dinner party,
and each takes immensely Lo the other,
Carew la the typleal Oxford athlete and
sturdy, {mpasslve Engllshman; Gordon, &
swpeclmen Auatrallan gentleman of the
best buah type. After dinner they agree
to try and ses something of Bydney
“push" soclety, and attend a push danc-
Ing saloon. Carew's attentlons to one of
the "'donahp'’ results disastroualy, and the
two friends are Ignominiously chucked
out. Both men are much afraid of the
plory getting about and making them
ridiculaus., Carew agtees to accompany
Gordon back to a statlon in No Man's
Land, and next day they leave for the
“way-back' country.

Chapters LI, and IV, relate the experl-
ences of Carew and Gordon on the trip
up the coast. They make the acquaint-
ahcs of Miss Harriott, who s joqrneying
noerthwards to take a governess's place
on an up-country station. Carew, being
a new chum, {5 made the butt of some
practical jokes concerning a relative nam-
ed Consldlne he ls golng to look for, but
he showg hls tormentors that he la able
to look afier hlmself, and thsreafier en-
joys peace. Chapter IV. closes with the
cdancellation of Mise Harriott's engage-
ment by her employer, and Gordon at
ones engages her for his nieces and ne-
phews on the home atation in New South
Wales. Bhe goes back in the steamer,
and the two friends make a start on thalr
journey inland.

CHAPTER V. describes the arrival of
Gordon Carew at Barcoo, a typical up-
country town. Mr Paterson ls here In
his very element, and a remarkably re-
alistle picture {8 drawn of the wretchaa
little galvanised iron townshlp. and the
extraordinary anties of a blackfellow af-
tor a debuuch of rum, The descripilon
of the subsequent Police Court proceed-
Ings, where Gordon as the Jap Peg, a
mounted policerman and the black delin-

nuent all behave in a remarkably un-
conventlonal manner, s related with
great spirlt. Carew takes the repent-

itnt biackl(ellow, who is called Frying-
par, for his servant, and all adiourn from
the court to the hotel for drinks. -

Chapter VI. tells how 'old Gordon"
made hia money by buying cattle during
a drought just before rain came,and what
n dlsagreeable. purse-proud. viclent-tem-
pered tyrant his money made him.

Chapter V1I. relates a misfortpne to a
roast turkey and old Gordon's departure
from the station for Sydney in a violent
temper. Mias Harrlott, the governess
whom Charlle engaged on the boatf, ar-
rives, and proves 10 charming but
somewhat of a mystery, as she has such
very smabl things for a governesa. She
explains how she was brought up by an
aunt and how that auni lost her money,
and Miss Harrlott being too proud to go
about amonget her old frlends poor and a
dependent, emlgrates to Australla.
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CHAITER VI1IL
POS8 AND BINJLE

At junch the mew governess et
Lier future pupils, and after lunch
she degided thut she would spend the
aflernocon  in  cultivating their fe-
quaintance. With this end in view
she walked out juto the big garden
to see whut they were doing. Mary
CGordon had gone about sowme house-
hold concerns, and the old lady was
in the kitehen supervising some jam
making so the coust was left clear

for her, A
There was a gitiet, restful feeling
in the air. Al nuture sectned to be

tuking a siesta out of the fierce sun-
Vigrht,” The horses had drawn in un-
ter the shade of the trees, stosding
in poairs side by aide. hend to tail
encl keeping  the fies out of the
other's exes with his tail. Under the
big willew tree Jn the yurd the team
of bullocks wap draswn up, the big
Wack  beasts  placidly  chewing  the
e, some Btanding up and some ly-
ing down, while the hollock driver
waur yarning over the fenee with one
af the maids. The locusts kept wp a

reposelfal  bzzing, and oot of  the
deptin of the shwde trees on ocen-
sionnd magrpie woke up ol warbled

went to sleep agning Far
dael the wnft low gurgle of
The inexpressibile guict and
vl ol the reene were radely
by n vision of the children

Rweetly o

hiraken
traoping off to their haunts at the

hack of the atables. Evidently some-
g unukual wne afoot. (g of

them enrried a chaf bag. another had

* bag.

By A. B. PATERSON (Banjo).

Author of * The Man From Snowy Itiver.
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n wire trap containing some small
upimal, and all the dogs on the place
trooped at their heely, in a state of
the greatest expectancy. Miss llar-
rioit, feeling inclined to see what was
gomg on, went over to theum, and
was shyly greeted by the two little
girls, One of them, a blue eyed in-
funt, who might have sat as model
for an angel, but who. like Judas
Iscariot, carried the bag, expluined
the situation. Bhe said—

“We have pot a native eat. Wonld
you like to see it?" at the swme time
holding up for inspection the wire
rat trap. in which there cowered a
black and white spotted animal, with
& muzzle like a ferret’s, .

“What a pretty creature.” suid Miss
Harriott with hypoeritical adwmira-
tion—tar, in faet, the creature was u
spiteful  looking  animal  enough.
“What are you going to do with it?
Muke a pet of it?”

“No-o-0!™  repleid the  cherub
scornfally, 11°8 an old one, Tt would
never get quiet. We're going to put
himn in the bag with a dog.”

Sa saving she opened the mouth of
the bag, dexterously released the
spring of the trap, and the hative cat
disappeared into the depths of the
Instantly all the small terriers
began to whine and howl dolefully,
evidentlyv under the influence of ex-
atement and fear combined. The big
dogs jumped about, and barked in n
frenzy—the din was awful.

“What is the matter with the lttle
degs?’ said Miss Hurriott, very muech
puzzled. “What are they howling
for?"

“I’hey know one of ‘em has to go
in the bng and scruff the cat,” said
cne of the boys.

“And don't they like it?** said Miss
Harriott.

They would sooner settle the cat in
the open,” he said; “but in the bag it
bites ’emn and seratches their eyes.
Sometimes the other dogs get ex-
cited and worry the bag, and the one
inside has a bad time. Which one will
we put in, Emily?”

Emily’s eyes roved round the as-
sembled candidates, who, with one ac-
cord, howled dolorously. -

“Put Thomas Carlyle ia,” she said
ut last, with decision, looking at a
stull Scotch terrier, whose weirdly
wize fave bore no slight resemblance to
the seer of Chelsea. “Put homas in.
He wus on one of the beds this morn-
ing, so he deserves to go in the bag.”

“Well, don’t talk se loud till I grab
him,” said the boy, looking furtively
over his shoulder at the dog, who st
once began to look uneasy. “If he
heara his own name hwe’ll be off like
@ shot. There he goesz now!™ he ex-
claimed, as Thomas Carlyle snddenly
tucked his tail, and’ set off at a sharp

. trot for the house.

“Here, Tominy, Tommy.” he called,
but the sage tucked his tail in tighter,
and simply flew for dear life; pursait
was evidently useless. He was soon
& small speck, tearing round the cor-
ner of the house.

*He doesn’t want to go in, evident-
1x.” said Mis= Harriott. “Where is he
froing to?”

“Oh. he’ll hide in the wood heap till
the war is over, [ expect,” said the
eldest boy.,  “But any place where
there is no bag and nwo cat I8 good
enough for him,” he added. gazing
nfter him with consideralle disgust.
“He's nm awful cur abour the bag.
He's game enongh st anything else.
Well, who s to go in?'* he repented.

“I#t ofd Pinch have a go,” snid the
girl who nnswered to the wame of
kmily. *He bhasn’t had n go for a long
time"—and a villninous looking, one-
exert fox terrvier, who war simply quiv-
ering with excitement. was hoiated up
and dropped into the bag, which was
Immedintely tied at the top. Then a
magnificent context mged in the bag,
It rolled over and over, in wpparent
vonvulsions, while frowm the Inside
e the howla of the dog and the
sharp snnrl of the cat. The children
tlapmed thelr hande snd danced with
delipht, while Miss Harrlott looked an
bLurror stricken,

(An Auxtralisd Story.)

“Old Pincher always howls,” said
the eldest boy. “He got one eye
seratched out at this, and he doesn't
like it now.” .

Just then a piecring yell from the
dog inside showed that the cat, for a
time at any rute, was holding its own.

‘1ot I'incher by the lip, 1 reckon,”
suid the cherub. “Good old Pinch!
SBtick to him!™ she screamed, The
other dogs were dancing round, fran-
tic with excitement, and when the bag
gave an extra leap into the air they
could contain themselves no longer.
They threw themselver on it, and
caminenced to worry it in a frenzy of
enthusinsm, while the children kicked
them and struck them with sticks.

The new governess looked on aghast
for u few meconds, not knowing what
to do. Then she dashed into the fray.
“Stop it at ouce!™ she maid. “Yaon
nanghty chitdren!”™

“It’= all right, Miss,” said a slow,
musculine voice behind her, and look-
ing round she saw the bulioek driver,
a large Herculean ecolonial, who had
lounged over, and was looking on crit-
teally, leaning on his whip. “They
won’t come to ne *arm, bless—Ho, me
leg!* he yelled. *‘[et go me leg!™

While he was talking, Chariey Gor-
don’s blind old bulldeg, long ago pen-
sioned off, had come limping down to
1he fray, glaring roond with his sight-
less eyes. Ile pined for his share in
the sport that was going on, and Pro-
vidence was good io him, as the very
first thing he walked against was the
bitlock driver's leg, on to which he
immediately fastened. He had to be
seientifically choked off by the eldest
of the gang, while the bullock driver
in vain tried to keep down the oaths
that rose to his lips. Miss Harrioit
fled in horror, leaving the children to
empty out of the bag the body of the
cat—and Pincher, bleeding, breath-
less, but trivmphant, Then she ecalled
the children up to the house, and read
them & lecture on cruelty to animals
in general, and native cats in particu-
lar—a lecture that did not appear to
profit them much. Tudeed, the
youngest child——a youngster ico small
to talk distinctly—after listening to
her with the utmost scorn, said: ~
“ ‘Hoo! Zhay tattes’er till shickensh!*
and was jnwardly of opinion that the
tuking of chickens was obly - reason-
ably atoned for by combat to the
death iv the bag, By way of improv-
ing matters they guve their governess
an invitation to go with them to see
some ‘possnms burnt out. This en-
tertainment consisis in setting fire to
the bntt of a dead tree, and as most
Australian trees are hollow, the tire is
#oon drawn up into the frunk amd
Inwer linbs on the principle of a fae-
torv chimmey. The 'possums, who are
asleep in the hollow limbsg, then have
to hustle out. quick and lively, to
aveid being roasted alive; they climb
to the very top of the bLurning tree,
where they sit and blink in the day-
light, the picture of mi=ery. till the
tree burns through beneath them;
then duwn they come a terrific erash,
‘porsums, branches and all, and the
dogs rush in among the smoke and
cinders, and worry the ‘possums to
death. and all iy joy from the juvenile
'aint of view. Luckily for herself,
Hiss Harriott thoughi it better not to
join in thiz entertsinment, as the cat
and bag episode had been quite
enciph for one day, so che let the hoys
g0 off to their 'pogssum burning. while
+he took the two little pirls for a
valk.

Now, no frue Australian, young or
old. ever takes any trouble or under-
woew nny exertion, or goer anywhere.
without an object in view. They are
iike the fish in Lewix Carroll’s book,
who never went anvwhere without n
“porpoire.”  So the two little girls
vhviously considered it the height of
stupirity to walk aiimply for the make
of walking, and they kept asking
where they were to wilk to,

“What will we nee If we go along
thin road?” said the teacher, pointing
with a dalnty parnsol along the dusty
wheel track that meandered away

 It's up to me to give him a hidi

acrosn the open flat and lost iteel! in
the timber.

“Nothin',”_ said the children, both
together,

**Ihen what is there up that way?™
she said, waving her haud up towards
the foothills and the blue monutaine.
*There musat be some pretty flowers to
go and look at up ithere”

=Neo, thers isn't,” said the children.

“Well, let us go into the woods and
see if we can’t find something,” she
said, determinedly; and with her relne-
tant charges she set off,, trodging
ncross the open forest ihrough an
Interuwinable vista of gum trees. After
& while one of the giris said “Hell.,
there's Poss!*

Miss Harriott looked up, and saw
through the trees, first of all, & large
and very frightened bay horse, with a
white face. Om further inapection,
there appeared a youth of about 18 or
20 on the horse’s back, but he seemed
50 much part of the animal that one
might almost overlook him at the first
glance. The horse had stopped at the
sight of them, and was visibly atfected
with terror. ‘They advanced slowly,
and the animal begun snorting and
sidling away ameong the timber, its
rider meanwhile urging it forward.
Then the child cried, “Hello, Poss!™
amd at once the horse gave a snort of
terror, wheeled round, jumped a huge
fallen tree, and tled through the timber
Iike a wild thing, with its rider atil
apparently gloed to its back. In hallf
# second they were out of sight.

“Whe is it? and why does he po
away ?* said Miss Harriott,

“That’s Ioss,” said the child care-
lesslv, "He anat Binjie live over at Dun-
teralligo. He often comes over here.
Fhey and their father live over there.
That's « eolt he's breaking in for
Aunt Mary to ride when it’'s quiet
enongh. He's very nice. Ho is Binjie.”

“Well, here he comes again,” said
Miss Harriott, as the horseman renp-
peared. riding slowly round them in
ever lessening circles. the colt mean-
while eyeing them with every aspeet of
intense dislike and hatred, and snort-
ing.between whiles like a locomotive
engine.

The child waited tI11 the rider reach-
ed the nearest point of contact, awl
said, “Poss, this is Miss Harrioti.,”

The rider blushed, and half lifted his
hand to his hat, Fatal error! for the
hundredth part of a second the horse
seemed to cower under him as if about
to sink to the ground, and then whizz!
the animal tucked his head between hix
front legs und his tail in between his
hind ones, forming himself into a kind
of circle, and began describing Cather-
ine wheels in the air at the rate of a
hundred revolutions to the minute;
while, in the air above him, his rider
also described a Catherine wheel or
two hefore he came 1o earth, landing
on his head at Miss Harrioti’s feet. "
The horse Catherine wheeled himself
n}xl, of sight, makiug bounds in the
air that would have cleared a house if
one had been in the way. The rider
gol up, pulled his hat over his eyes,
brushed some mud off his elothes, anid
came up to shake hands as if nothing
had buppened, his motte apparently
eing Toujours la politesse.

“My word, can't he buck, Poss,”
said the child, pointing to the horse,
now & speck in the distance., “He
chucked you all right, didn’t he?"

“He got a mean advantage of me,”
said the young fellow in a slow drawl.
:‘Makes me look a fair chump, doesn't
it, getting chucked before a ludy. I'H
take it out of him when I get on him
agnin. How do you do?”

“I'm very well, thank ¥ou,” said
Miss Harriott. “I hope you are not
hurt, Tt was my fault going to shake
hands. What a nasty beast! I won-
der you aren’t afraid to ride him.”

“l ain't afraid of him, the cow! MHe
can't gling me fair work not the best
duy ever he saw, He cau’t buck,” he
tuliled in tones of the deepest contempt,
“und he won't try when I've got a fair
hult_ of him; only poes at it underbandd-
ed.like when I'm leaning aver like that.
next

time I ride him, I promise yo

“"Where will he gn to?” srid Misx
Hurriott, looking for the wvanished
sterl. “Won't he run away?”

“tle can’t get out of the paddick,”
drawled the youth., “Let's go up ta
the house, and et one of the boye tn
run him in. He hnd a bjt of a lu-u-in
this morning with me—the bit kem out
f his month somchow, and he did got
te work proper. He went round and
round the paddick at home with me on
him, buckin' like & brumby. Binjie
had to come ont with another 'orse,
umd run jue back into the yard. He's



