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How the Reverend paid his Footing.

By Keroyw Hans.

A7 UMAN natare is the same

o

: all the world over,” saild
The
Reverond Bustace Whalley
was always anxious to be-
lieve the words of wisdom:;
but between man, vepre-
=i sented by his  Oxford
colleagues, and man, misrepresented by the
struggling farmers and towuship drift of a
wilderness back in the Southern Alps, the
resemblance was infinitesimal.

He was young and had ideals, but “Tairoa™ -

buried them all in & conple of months. 1t
was the raw material that he found on the
desolate wind-swept plains and bush-choked
gullies of his parish. Clay for the potter.
Plenty of it—extending cven to the sod
houses cowering under the scanty serub-belt
that flanked their nov’-west ends. But the
raw material did not want *the parson.”
He had arrived in early antumn, when the
salvation of their souls counted as nought
beside the salvation of their crops.

“ Winter's the time for religion,” said
Jummet, the churchwarden, when the
Reverend Xustace, with ashamed tears in his
eyes, came out of the empty schoolroom that
served for church. * Grod 'elps them as ’elps
themsolves, sir, and if we don't ’elp ourselves
pretty quick these days, the wind won't leave
us much grain in the straw. 'Sides, these
chaps don’t cotten to parsons much. You'll
hev to give 'em time to git used to you, like,
afore they'll come to church.”

The stars were fighting against tho
Reverend Eustace, so he turned his attention
to a place where harvests came not, and
where men toiled year in and year cut, and
swore with patient and persistent regularity
at each season as it came,

There were the dregs of an old geld mine
over the hill behind Tairoa, and the names

Lllustrated by W. A. Bowring.

of the men who worked thers were a toreor
in the land, But the Roverend’s parish
extended to the confines of cternity among
these mountaius, and, theveforo, hig duty lay
over that hill,

“ They'll kill you if you go!" was tho
assurance of the constablo; “they've got a
vegular derry on parsons !’

“They won't lenow I'm a parson,” returned
the Reverend, and he elimbed tnta his newly-
acquired saddle and turned his pony’s head
He had
company, knowing that to-day more virtue
lay in a flannel shirt and slouch hat than in

hillwards. dressed to suit his

full canonicals.

The white pony pufied its stertorons way
to the tep of the hill, and the vew Alexander
looked down on his unconguered country,
rather anxiously.

There was bush below, and beanty, aml
brilliant sunshine,
opon shoot to o stony creck.

Water sparkled along an
Heaps of
mullock and open cuts aloug n face, gave red
and brown glovies to tho picture, and tho
men crawlod about peacefully.

They took no notice of the Reverend when
he hitehed his puny to o dead honeysuclde
by the shoot, and strolled up to a man
working a hose.  But across tho ercel Smith
nudged his mate, and jerked lhis thumb in
the dircction of the new-comer.

“’Qa’s the nipper?”

“DPonuo!  Looks a bleomin® fool! B
won't git much chango out o' Dowson, [
bet !

The Roverend was smiling, and asking
innocent questions of the camp *“ bows ™' ; and
Dowson, putting him down as o © bit dotty,”
guffered them with unusual amiability.

* Yuss, [ said 'e could come agin,” he told
the men later. 'l jista bloomin' Jugging!
Groin’ ter write o book, maybe!  We'll give
"im somethin’ ter put in it 1"



