
was on thebust heused toblow about having
been acavalry officer, and dash my buttons
if Idon't think he really had been some'ut
of the sort! He was bounceable and bossy
enough for that or anythingelse. Before he
boned my share of the stuff,he often talked
about making up through the North Island
to the Thames. Said he'd like to see the
country, so he'd tramp it and get a job now
and again on theroad."

There was not the least doubt inmy mind
but that this was Fred Eady, the manI
sought. He was a splendid boxer,Iknew
that to my cost, for he had often persuaded
me to put on the gloves with him at his
father's house.
Idetermined to make my way up through

the "North Island also, soIshipped to Wel-
lingtonand bought a horse there, asIhad no
intention of tramping it. At a station in
Hawke's BayIheard ofhimagain. Theman-
ager's report of him coincided exactly with
the digger's. "He came to me stone broke,
twoshearings ago,looking like a dead-beat
boozer who'd seen better days. Iwouldn't
have beenbothered with him,but men were
scarce andIwanted a cook for the men's
hut badly;Itold him so,.never dreaming
he'd take it. But he said it was just his
dart,he likedcooking betterthan hard work.
He did it well, too, for six months. No
grumbling, like there'd been withhis prede-
cessor;but thatwas partly because,ifany of
the hands growled about his cooking, he
went, for them and dressed them down
properly. Tackled abig burly fellow twice
his weightanddoubledhimupinnq time

—
he

went infor the science of the thing. Inever
saw a fellow use his fists like it in my life
outside a prize ring. After the six months
wereup,he saidhemustbe off toWellington,
reokoned he'dship home from there and see
his friends. Buthedidn't,for about a month
afterwards he turned upagain without shirt
or boots. He'd 'blown

'
his cheque, had a

.spree, and tramped all the way back. Asked
me for pity's sako to take him on again. I
did for awhile ;he got on the soft side of
me, partly becauseIcould see hehad been a
gentleman; themen saidhe'd beenanofficer

in the army. Ishouldn't wonder a bit,they
are the worst when they once take the down
grade. Isoon had to sack him, though,he
got too infernally quarrelsome, and several
of the hands missed coin and things, and
were frightened to taxhim withit. Hecalled
himself Fred when he first came, Fighting
Fred washis nickname;Icouldn't get him
to give me his surname at first. WhenI
told himImusthave it,he said,"Put down
Fulton,it'll do as well as anyother."" Which way do you think he went when
he left you?"Iqueried." Well, the hands said he was always talk-
ing about digging, thathe'dbeen at the West
Coastand should most likely make for the
Thameswhenhe lefthere, butheliked aspell
on a station,nowandagain, rightawayfrom
the cursed drink." Itwas Fredagainwithout
a shadow of a doubt. Imade straight for
the Thames, and hunted the Coromandel
Peninsula high and low. Iheard of him
again here and there; his fighting proclivi-
ties and whisky drinking feats appeared to
increase. But he had evidently left, and
where he had goneIwas at a loss to con-
jecture.
It was at this point of my hunt that I

heard news which put even Fred out of my
head for a time.

On landing inNew Zealand,now fully six
months since,Ihad been struck with the
superiority of the earning powerof colonial
investments overEnglish ones. My income
from capital invested at Home was but a
moderate one,Isaw at a glance that the
same capital invested here should at least
double it. This would be a consideration,
now thatIhad hopesof shortly becoming a
married man.Icabled Home tomy solicitors
to sell out and remit the proceeds to me by i
cable. In due course they were placed to
my credit here and, taking the advice of a
broker,Iinvested themajor portioninBank
of New Zealand and Loan and Mercantile
shares. These appeared to me to be the
safest investments in the market, mining
sharesIdeemed too risky. It is true that
Iwas inducedby aminer when atKuaotunu
to purchase four thousand Kapai Gold
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