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languid lids were lifted from the deep grey
eves, and in their steady look Frank saw
knowledge.

“ Work, man; grind away at sowething ;
grind hard. [t mustbe damnable!” Howard
spoke roughiy, almost grufily.

“1 couldn't—quite at first,” answered
Ivank, brokenly. “I.—I have Jost the
grip. It all slips. I get back—
there ——"  He shunddered. *“ In tho cell
—there was a star that used to shine
between the bars. You'll find it all
there. He held a roll of MS, towards
Howard. “I shoald like you to read it,
then burn it, or do what you like with it,”
he said, with the weary irritation in his
voice that Howard had noticed the previcus

mght. He palled himself together with an
effort.  ** Good-bye! Thank you for to-
day I”

* Good-bye 1"

Their hands and eyes met, then quite
contrary to his previons intention Howard
gave frank Osmond his card. *That's my
Melbourne address; write or look ma np
when you have the inclination.”

He stood and watched the stouping,
solitary figure planging inte the deepening
shadows,

“Poor devil!” he muitered, ** he's made a
woddle of it.” He put the voll of MS.
into the pocket of his overcoat, and turned
his attention to the sawmill, where Frani
Osmond had assaved him he would find 2
hearty welcome and accommodation for the
night,

“Bawyer Thomas’ was standing at the
mill entrance, '“in the attitude of a pork-
butcher taking an airing at his shop door,”
commented Howard. He was a rouud-
faced, good-humoured-looking man, clean
shaven and elose cropped, not a bit like the
typical farmer or woodman, and might have
passed for any age between thirty and fifty
With brisk, smart movements he conducted
Howard to the clean parlour of the cottage
attached to the mill, then with nimble
fingers prepared and served a snbstantial
meal, apologising for the absence of * Polly,”
Wwho had gone into the township marketing.
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“You ought to be proprictor of an inn,”
remarked Howard.  “You den’t ook in
your natarel clement among the timbey,”

“ 1 wag veligion drew me into solitude !
he answered mowrnfully.

Howard looked at the red, round face,
and keen blne eyes,  * Not o spardtuelle typo,
gaite,” he commented mentally.

“ For contemplation P he quoviod.

“ Gontemplation be blowed!” answored
Thomas, who cortainly wus nob a suind.
“ T ron away with meown wifu of five yenrs
standin'—ont an’ ran with ‘er t”

fna tempest of recollection he swept somy
of the chiua off the table.

“ Fasy ! Right you are, sir! But when-
ever I thinlk of veligion I feel wicked I

Hu carefully picked up the picces and
carried away the tray. Proseutly he retnrned,
ag thongh he could not resist the wn-
accustomed luxury of having a bstoner.

“Youn're uot & parson ?’

“T'm a writer.”

“ Parsons arce crauks,
U'd as nice o little 'am nnd pork
pie business as yon'd wish to see, an’ all

"Owsoever, [ put
it to yuua.

gone to the dogs boeause of them bloomin’
saints! That's were Polly was woak—I will
say that for Polly sho was inconsistent—
first, she would "ave the pie shop an' then she
wouldw't "ave it When [ first courted Polly
she was the seasiblist an’ the prettiost girl
st meetin”.  To see 'er a singin’ of the ‘ima
with one eye on Kingdom Come an’ the
other on me, so ter gpeak, did o man's "eart
good. It sort o balanced things. Dt
Polly 'ad a decent sorter hambition them
days.

“‘No, Thomas,” she ses, * wo'll wait 6ill
you can set up for yerself,’ she ses, *if it's
ever such a small way. Yon've been in the
business long enough to know what's what.'
That's what Polly sed.

“So we waited, an’ in this 'ere country a
feller needn’t waib for ever if 'e's got any
sorter shovo in the shoulder 'e puts to the
wheel. Firat, 'e wants to know what 'e’s
a-shovin’ for—then to go on shovin’.”

“Ah!" said Howard, “have a cigar,
Well £



