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The Lady Poacher By
FORESTER CLARKE.

Ri
'TH shepherds and Maoris hung
about the men’s quarters of Te

. Waka station, while a slouchy

looking cook dished up the

,.■ e 'iieal. 'Several sheep dogs squat*

u.Tug at the open door, anxious to

the men's repast. Presently a

looking young Maori took his

■ at the table.

TT.it price Rangi!" one of the shep-
.; - . .Tied out. Rangi grinned and

....' . n a nyruthful of hot beet.

'T-. Rangi got on his togs before

- that he ean go down to the pub
.... tp to Cissie before the hop be-

\.. boss he Talk to < i-<ie. He

-< T. who poi-on his dog. and Cissie

. - a ri-d haired fox. and point over

. ..
*■ house, and te boss lie wild"

a - I Rangi. with disgust.
.lift blame them for laving poi-

-:. - l i.a as they put notices about,"
...I -me shepherd, who was a new

v . that's right too. but you see

. . al-:;.'...h has a great set on them.

? . *n ’.<■ took ill and had to go to

. .he -ent for his nephew, and

nst them. I heard to-day
t ’ turned ranger as well as

in order to catch the girl
■

.
.at a license,’’ explained the

. -b'-pl.erd.
id be te clever pb>ke.“ tnut-

Tub. later, as he saddled
He rode quietly away until

f ■. : -.tr-lmt. then turned swiftly into

■ . ■ " bridle track that led over the
’- ’■ I. -a.la’s house.

A\ i sei. what"- gone wrong with
’ ’■!. n I.ousada asked front the

< . tel! you what te new boss

I that te good dog he

" south go dead.” -aid Rangi,

and lowering his voice, he told her of the

fishing license.

Marion’s laugh rang out over the
manuka covered hills.

“It \va* tine of you to come and warn

me Rangi. and now 1 11 be prepared.*’
“A <»u go careful Wahine Marion—him

nice pheller and he only know what old

Murdoch tell him.” warned Rangi. as a

parting injunction.
Marion slowly re-entered the house

and made her way to the kitchen, where

Maggie and a half ca-te Maori were just
removing the last of a batch of bread

from the oven.

“Maggie, did you ever wi-h yourself a

man.” she asked abruptly, seating her-
self on a three-legged -tool.

“Why. no! Miss Marion, why?’’
“Well I wish I were a man t«-night,

and Id go down to Te Waka and give
old Murdoch’s nephew the most unmer-

ciful thrashing, and then I’d stand over

him and tell him that my father was

a gentleman, which his uncle was not,
and l*d tell him that when my father

had the misfortune to loose his -heep,
hi- crafty old uncle insisted on lending
him money, and before my father had

time to meet the bill, his shylock uncle

foreclosed and took the best part of
our land as payment, the rich valley and

the dear little creek, and left my father

only the hills, and now he’d make us

get a license to catch a few trout and

then -top us trespassing on his land.”
Marion -topped for want of breath.

“Don’t go worrying your head. Miss

Marion. vour poor mother -die worry

till she die.”
“Yes. and I’d tell him that too.” , on-

tinned Marion, her eyes fia-hing. “and

I’d t»-l! him that I'll ju-t sh<-<>i. a< many

is 1 k and atch as ■y 1.
a- I want.”

“Perhaps he isn’t as had as old
Murdoch,” -ugg.-ted Maggie.

“Yes. he is. worse I believe. for he

told Cissie before th in all that he

meant to catth me. and Huta says he
was prowling about the creek early this

morning, and that’s how his dog took

the poison.” and Marion -;n nur-ing her

knee and wrinkling up her brow. Pre-

sently a smile lighted b< r face. “Maggie.
1 believe I’ll best him yet. Good night.”
And -he left a- abruptly as she came.

A gloribu- Xovemlwr d i v. with the

sun glinting on the innumerable manuka

covered hills that *tretched down to the

blue spa. only the deep gorges and gul-
lies between making a break. But they
made up tor the monotony of the hills

for they were laden with ferns ami

mosses and creeping vine-, and the tiny
-treams racing down the hillsides and

tumbling in little falls over broken lime-

stone ami rotk. and the tiny tracks the

sheep had made circling the hills round

and round.

Along one of these tracks Donald Mur-

doch was slowly making hi- way with

his eyes intently lived on the little creek

at an angle where the best trout sported.
Presently he almo-t ran forward as he

caught sight of a rod and white sunbon-

net ami blouse. Down the hill at full

speed to get tangled in a lawyer vine.

By the time he extricated himself ami

g<>t up the m xt -t»*ep pinch, he had lost

sight <»f the bonnet but there were half-
a-dozen -limy shining trout dangling
from a tree overhanging the creek.

“Jove. but I’ve got her at last.” lie

breathed, and then he found himself fac-

ing a stiff cliff, “conf

fools’ country i- this.” and fell well

down a little gully —again on a ri-e. and

"Thank lhaxen. -he’- -till there.” a- h<*

-aw the n-h hanging, and caught a

- • of white from the bank.

Then when he gained the la-t little

ri-e he I<■■ »ked down >»n the aiu

"What in the name—oh. confound it

he broke <df with a red face and quick-

ly made ’tracks over the hill until hid-

den from view.

For there, sitting, on the bank, was

Marion, v/rmly taking otf her stockings,
her blouse already half off showing one

white arm. Xo sooner was he over the

hill than -lie -nat» bed a Maori kit and

bundled fish and boots into it. and fold-

ing Up her rod *he waded wais* deep
through tire creek to a steep bank on

the opposite side, covered with wine-

berry and clematis. Taking a strong

hdld of the winebcirx -io climbed ua

several feet .in I disappeared through
a small opening, elosing the creepers

back aft i her, crawled a few feet

through and dropped on the other si le.

In a few minutes -ho was in- ide her

own orchard. Rangi had -hown her the

the cave before, hidden with bracked
fern and scrub on the land side.

Donald Murdoch wa-in a quandary. He
waited some time, then ventured to peep
over the hill no sign. ( ame a bit doser,

then walked boldly to the spot where
Marion ha 1 sat. Amaze Uy ;e stared
about him. From hi.s hiding place he

had commanded a view of the creek

both wavs, cv.-rpt the deft where Marion

had ti-hed. A edd sweat broke over

him. “Gad. but I can’t >tand this. I’d

better face the music." and he hurriedly
male his way around by the little rustic

bridge and into the heart of a sweet

siH-iling gardin. It- .-woetne-s sent a

< hill down hi- sipe. ".What ift” lie

shook himself together an I knocked.

Presently a stately man with white

hair and beard was looking inquiringly
into his face. In utter confusion

Murdock stammered out “Goo«l morn-

ing.’’
“Good morning to you su*. can it be

possible you are our new’- Neighbour Mr.

Murdock'" the old man asked courteous

ly extending his hand.
“Yes —er- how do you do. [ thought

I would like to look you up ar. 1 yotpf—
er— «la lighter.”

"Why of course -ir. < <«me in. there’s

no occasion in- the ha-t why the old

feud should extend to the younger
branches- none whai«\« i.” he answered
leading the way into house. “Maggie
tell Miss Lousada that Mr. Murdock
has done u< the honour to call.’’

Poor Murdock moistened his lipe.
Then there was a vi-ion of a tall girl in

white with glorious auburn hair and soft

peachy skin. The old man was introduc-

ing them and Murdoch was on his feet,
taking her hand and looking into the

• lej.ths of a pair of clear hazel eyes.

“Oh I am thankful to meet you,” was

all he could -ay. to the old man’s utter

astoni-hment. but p)-:il’y the truth

dawned on Marion and -h • • •• dd seaj - ! •.
keep from laughing—thal t hi- big. brown,
h indi-ome man in t kni-k< r- an 1 gaite:
was the hateful Murdoch’- nephew!

s.rinchov. quite naturally he found

h;m-clf -top| ’.ng to lunch and then away

THERE ARE OTHER CORONATIONS.
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