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he go back and tell ker so, and try-——F¥
“No!"™ he hissed through his set teeth, and
then there came a lump in his threat, and an
overwhelming pity for the thing he saw.

“ Wallis, old man,” he cried, as the brown
eyes opened again, “yom mmsi live, you
must { 1 have come for you, do you hear?
You must get better, old fellow!  Tam going
to stay till you do. Heaven, but it’s terrible,
to sce you like this!”

Head’s lips moved, but the other man
cogld not make ont the sounds that came
from them, and the huzzing of the hees
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does for a chap! Why, you will bo ablo to
accompany me back to Auckland in a wock
or two,”' began Clarkson,

“Mo? Nevor! Don't start that racket
again ! L'm dead to tho world, Pooplo think
I passed ont long ago. Thoy’ll be saying,
 Remember poor Head whe went north and
to the devil P’ "

Clarkson laughed, then he looked sorious.
“ All the same, old man, I think you'll go
back with me to the city. In fact, I think
you're needed there.” !

“ Needed ?

HE SU0OPED DOWN, AND LAID UIS MANDS TENDEILY UPON TIE PROSTRATYE HEAP.

ontside seemed to swell into a roar that filled
the shanty.
% # # * *
The next day Clarkson sent the following

telegram :
M=ns. CARTER,

Grand Hotet,
Aunckland,
Found him, recovering from illmess, Be in

Anckland in two or three weeks.
V. CLARESON.

* * % * *

A fortnight later, the two men sat smoking
on a stump outside the whare.

“ Upon my soul, you look worlds better

already !  See what a little cheerfal society

“H'm, yes | Something of that kind.”

Head laid down his pipe. He began to
understand, nud a bit of the old light shot
inte his eyes,

% Ave—is—for the Lord’s sake say what
you mean, will you ? "' he cried hoarsely,

“Well, ¢ke has come back ! "

“Apd —"

“ And the thing she married is onjoying
the scenery of Sydney gaol, for a little
diversion in the way of & former wife turned
up—and she has come back to her home.”

“ And she wants me?”

“Well, I don’t think she'd run away from
you if she met yon.”



