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“Billy Hart: Going to Jericho.

HERE are times in a man's life
when there comes a hankering
for aometling new — something
that will chauge Lis outlook of

things, and sometimes something that
will obliterate the past, " Billy Hart had
a large desire to change his life—bury
his past, in fact, and start afresh cloth-
o] with new ideals, And before the Main
Trunk railway had earried . settlement
jopto the Waimarino—before the deep-
‘hestéd forest had sniffed the axe; he
had wrung out of his memory the ups
and downs of twenty yeara of hig life.

It was Sunday morning, Billy Mart
lay a-bunk in the fo'c’sle miserable and
nnhappy.  The mnight before he hadn't
gone further than the hotel at the enl
of the jetty, The sting of the liguor h2
had overnight left him unpleasantly r -
morseful—he had “the blues” amd bLi:
brain was a-whirl. He wished he were a:
the Dottom- of the Red Hea. FEven t
brightness of the day had ne reviv
effect en him. The large gay rays th
the =un-threw inte the fe'vsle tormen:-
el Lim viciously. He tried to coax =
little sleep, but that was jmpossible. So
he loy a-bunk thinking, whilst some hor
tible little incidents in hia life tortured
him relentlessly, ™ - £

Fir some years TTart had sailored in a
mnall packet guilty of trudging the nor-
thern coast-line so long that now her
engines shook the tibs of her frame with
clork-work prevision.  The erew mnick:
named her the “Katzenjammer {‘astle
which was fully descriptive of her ail-
went, But llart revered the ol erait
with a real wavmth, He had got awns-
temed to her eccentricities. .

A month apo Hart could register his
Ape at fifty. At two seore aml ten, he
eopshileredl, m man commenced to curl
hinself inte @ proove—a groove mmost
men feml diffienlt to elude, e felt
hinselt wliding into a groove, and the
fearsumeness of it made him  squirm.
Unimnried and without personal obliva-
tirn, lie had always pampered and satis-
fiedl alf his whims and wmoods, commen
an! uncommou, The life he hal led in
the paste had seftened lis will, but his
fae stitl bore the liyes oi a determined
man. .

When “turn-to” Lells rang cut on Mon.
dav morning, Hart was slow in roliing
on deck. 1lis mates were quick in recog-
ni-ng the e¢hange. R
. “Keep yer pecker up, Billy. old sport.
Air't whe playin® the game with yer!”
thunted long MncCauley, a3 he twisted
Ui lever to test the steam pressure I
the winch. . .

liart took Dittle notice of the remark.
1e wan in a dreawm. His misd was 5o
eatiarated with his plans for the future
a~ lu leave room fur noiling else.

Tt MacCauley was something mora
thm a feiend of Hart's. Both were nien
M uppusite temperaments, and, sin’ful‘u‘-
Iy rnungh, mated like a conple of dove
S heenly cnt was  Maclanley  with
Lty morese vondition, that he abseut-
Witdedly allowed the winch to rattle
Anay ot tepospeed.  Clouds of steany
L the exhanst soon enveloped the
ks aml mn of it fluated into the
eabin of t'npl-.\fu Maitland, whe wia in
e act of (donning  his  coat. ‘This
Fuight the old «kipper out ondeck with
ravieriatic promptitnde,’-

L TWhat's the ttroulle. theve, anyhow ™
weuined Capiain Maitland, with a Jook
Worpyi-ing expeetaney. At things

-

As MaeCauley sprang to awitch off the
Boa, Billy 1t rame ont  of  the
fou'sle  jauntily, with a swag tossed
Mer his bk, Fhe wight of him cut
Maitlnnd's speech abruptly.

By E. N. G. POULTON.

Tomrsing a strange jerky mnod te his
mates n3 he passed, Hart elimbed the
bridge-deck steps and sidled vp to Cap-
tain Mnitlands eabin.

Captain Maitland stood up against hia
eabin door with a friendly look in one
e¥e and an uncertain glare in the other.
Tt was a typieal way the old man had of

purveying things that perturbed his
wmind. - .
MMornin', Cap'un,” said Hart as he

reached the ecabin door. “Heres ma
papers—I'll thank yer ter tick ‘em off
now, skipper. 1 want ter get on the road
this mornin’.”

‘The rest of the deck hands had bunch.
ed in a position that kept the Captain
and Billy- Hart in view. ’

"Whats wp, Billy, old man? eaid
Captein Maitland in the softest toue he
conuld squeeze into his voice. “Ain't
things what they should Let” s

Captain Maitland hadn't long to wait
for Like a flash Billy Mart
Rign me pepers,” I'm off—re-

cin’ everythink and everybody—go-
ing to Jericho!”

The vkipper was elecirified. Hart was
his right-lrand ran, and the pro~pect of
his leaving, and under sucl peculiar eir-
cumstances, wade the roina in the old
man's pockets jingle with the trembling
of his frame, And, absent-mindedls, he
signedl the papers. liart grabled them,
and, leaping on to the jetty, disappeared

Below 1le ¢rew caught the skippei's
words a4 e walked into Lis cabing "Poor
uhl ec-entric Billy!?

. . . . B . .

Rudgers, along with Seymont, was re-
tuening tu camp.” Barkuess had enme on
Yefure they eleared the budh, but it was
A wononlight night, aml it wasn't difi-
it ta keep to the {rick—a track they
had many dimes wsed. “Dun™—a enmning
old retriever—led the way, hunting up &
kiwi gne wement owd 8 pig the pext,

When alout two miles from the clear-
ing, Rodgers and Seymour got the shock
of ‘their lives, Andy Seymour—ihe big-
ger man of the two—was etill visibly

trémbling.  Mis face, uemally high-cal-
oured, wus now ash prey.  Bnth hadl
reent somiething —semtething  resembling

1he outline of & man, but ridiculoosly
¢k, They were men of iron nerve, and
liked tn display it oceasionally; but the
atrangeness of the figure that had seared
them completely knocked them off their
euilibrivim.

Redgers was a surveyor, and Seymrur,
when he wasn't filling pigeon with shot,
carried the “furniture” for Reodgers. For
six months they had been engaged in
the Wainarino pegging out scctions un-

PUZZLE I'ICTURE,
Flod tbe man who suggesied a short cuh

der contract with the New Zealand (iny-
ernment. That day they had practicaly
finished their work, and both were {alk-
atively happy in auntivipation of getting

Lack to ety life.
1t all kappened euddenly, Coning
along  the track, Rodgers stopped

abrea~t n heavy pine to knuck the ash
aut of his pipe and refll. Sevmour, with
a buudle of instruments thrown over lis
back. was a few yards behind humming
an American ditty.  Trecently, “Dan.”
who had veen lost right of for tem
minutes,  came  Fuddenly  into  view,
Lounding through the thick undergrowth
1 exciteslly. .
vo Amly, there's enmething special
un here, Tet's fillow the old ter--
rier, amd =ee what e lias on Land™
“Heckon we'll get alung to eamp and
ree wlhat Mae haa in the pot,” reeplied
Seymour Jazily, “finess Paniel his fun
up against an oll “tuskie’ and been as-
sanlted, aml want's the ail uf the_rifie.
Let the old bLeguar  eeitle liv "own
troubles: 8 hin “dunerall’ !
Reviny had just uubardened hinsell
of Lis suag when an apparition whiseed
scross e track B few yards frowm the

npol where Rodgers was standing, whh
“Dan? in hot putsuit.: So gquivkhy dd
the tfigure pass—it dame su mgexp?cted]_v
~Lhit Rodgrrs and Neyfmour were struck
hewlderingly speechless. 1t took them
both some minutes fur their nerves to
ateady, .

Rodyers was the first to speak, “I tell
you, obl man, he's a myetery—an in-
scrutable myvetery right  enough,”  hé
sanl, with a beautiful imitation of copl-
neas, -

“tiad—what do you—what Jdo ypeu-s
make of it? Have we-——have we—=dart-
ed baek to the dark age<t™ said Seymour
with jerky pauses.

“But did ron spot his hair, Andy? 1t
#s long as old Kit's mane! uyhow is
can leap some, whatever 1t ix.” '

"Dan” had just returned 1o the track
panting and snorting like a locomotive,
He lLad been eluded in the chase, A
pietcing glare from Rudgers made hid
whine uncomfartably, )

With difficulty NSevmour picked up h'd
swag. ke wans atill painfully nérvy. "I
reekon we'll skedaddle; we'll e r\hminf{
into & Dbloomin® mwa «hortly, and b8
kicked into next vear, if we lnger abou
here!” he shouted tu Rodgers with et
covered nerve, o .

As they walked nlong the irack Hew
moar contigyally e~pied imazinary olt
jerts. The big shadows which the moon
tossed promiscuously among the giant
timbers got on hiz nerves and for the
rest of the journey he stuek pretty cloaa
to Rogers. -

©n reaching eamp they found Mae-
C'apley sprawling on his bunk, asleep. An
uld pot on  the iire was spluttering
viciaualy at the red embers, and’ the
old mandy eat was daing a ween Talow
soma cely suspomded from the hut,

“Gamm!  It's anotler of ¥er pink-
wn's'; get a little of this out of the way
— it etop yer venuuneh'” sabl M
Uauley as he spread o eavy meal infore
Radgers and Seyvuour,

Seymour had given a glowing neeoang
of their adventure, hat it wax dillivale
1o et MacvUauley to swallow anything
of  the marhahle  aman’ or of his
manoruvres, A anley wenld helieva
noune of it He Wl heanl Sevmour's
rarns before. 1e know e amosnut of
imaginary delril Sevmour was want to
it inte everyth Hiut, liowever,
when Hodgera, wlinee compm-ition hadn't
even o osnsdl mistonoe of romang e, sturt-
il to wax eXcited ahant e - are, wn

illnminating  interest expamdod Muaee
tanley’s eyea, !

Queer et sadl Ma banley
mnthinkingly  tapping 1he howl uf ks

pipe mn e tup containing the reiaine
der af 1he etenge meal. Tt want’s
laokin® into: we <hanld wpee it
fhe interesty nloaonsl hist T wiige
gimted after dreep meditution

Thnt might the camp clept well, gx-
cepting Neamur,  He owas inou perferct
mightmare hatf the night. Unlovely ob-




