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“T'll chance that, Dear, you'll tell me,
I have to go back to-morrow, there are
sheep and things—and, tell me now.”

The deep roll of music was like a restless
prayerful sea, and the light was gone from
the gky, Miss Derring broke up Teddy's
world with a sudden pulling apart of the

curtaing, and looked at him over her
shoulder.
‘“ Next time,” she said, “*and, shrive me

beforehand, Teddy, if T do you harm.”

“You'll never do that,” said Teddy, with
faith, “and next time will be Sunday—
Sunday morning.”

The wire fences that held Cressiton’s
block in place between Teddy’s land and the
hills, dripped with dew when the sun
pushed above the edge of the plain on
Sunday morning, and made Teddy black as
several demons agmnsb the blue mist of the
hill line. And it was still disgracefully
early when the grey pony halted before the
blank stare of the Big House, and Teddy
learnt from a stableman that the house was
empty again.

Power heard the gréy pony coming up
the steép cntting through the half-cleared
bush, and fluang down the week-old paper
thankfully.

“What was it bronght you this early,
Teddy, and Keene away and all? My
faith, but it’s smoking hot this day! And
don’t falk to Joss, he has the devil of
toothache on him.”

Teddy ha.d" the. devil of sudden fear on
him, and shied from direct questioning.

“ Any mnews?’ he asked, and backed
againgt _thé canvas doorway, where the
clsaring gave out on dim muddled distance
of bush. ‘

“Plenty,” said Power, sncking his pipe,
“plenty. Rettau has bought a new horse,
and—what d’you think o’ this, Ted ¥ Keene
is to marry that black-headed Derring girl
with the long neck. Fact! He went to
town with the lot of 'em last night.
“ When,” Power cut a fresh pipeful
wmeditatively, ‘ the last trumpet calls us,
Keene'll be there with a cock to his hat and
ajoke in the mouth of him. He's mad!
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And you'd say it yourself if you’d heard
him. 'Twas that gave old Joss the tooth-
ache, Sure, it’s only he of all of us could
afford theae luxuries, for a wxfe a4 necesswy
to no man,’

“0Of courge,” said Teddy vagnely. He
got himself to the back of the grey pouy,
and out with his face fo the clean Hast
whore the sea was, but he took no interest
in the doing of it.

“That's another {foolish sald
Power, mildly surprised, and going back to
his paper. “ Counfound these mosquitoes.”

There is an ordinary law for a yoke on.
each man’s shoulders. He must work lest
greater pains come upon him. For this
reason only Teddy worked through a yellow
autumn that sunk to a dun-coloured winter
with no rain in it, and it began to be under-
stood. by the adjacent universe that a
drought was on the earth.

The grass withered up, the dry-throated
wind blew it away, and stock-sales died out
in the small townships, And the drought
smote the six each in their separate places,
with Teddy watering his sheep from the
snaky green streams thai shrunk in the
bleak shingle river-bed, and Keene in town,
happy asa man may be only once in his
life, and reading none of the lettors sent him
by his overseer.

The Plaing are not s very good place for
» man in trouble, and there was a speeial
loneliness dogging Teddy on the afternoon
when the Nor'-wester tried to caich its tail
round the whare, and nearly took the roof
off.

“Tt's o holy terror,” said Teddy, as he
tied the sheet-iron down with flax ropes and
boulders. Then he sat open-mouthed on
the spouting to stare at Keene and the
lather of his horse.

“ Come Gown,”
speak to you.”

Teddy swung himself to the level of the
other” man, and knew, by some occult
reasoning, that it behoved him to be careful.
© % What's up, old man? Come along
inside.”

“No,” said Keene, and straightway called

L
man,

said Keeno, “1 want to



