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THE GHOST 
C H A P T E R I 

THE OUTLAW WINS 

BUNDARRA is a small township ' 'out West/ ' as 
they say in Australia. It stands on the edge 
of the great Wagra Plain—that vast tract 
which in good seasons gives pleasant pastures 
to innumerable flocks and herds, but which in 
time of drought becomes barren, waterless 
desert, spelling ruin to the unfortunate 
squatter. 

Three or four ramshackle public - houses 
where bullock-drivers, shepherds out of work, 
shearers in search of it, and labour men 
organising a strike, drink in the front 
verandahs and fight in the backyards ; two 
stores exhibiting such commodities as are in 

A 



2 THE GHOST 

vogue in the Bush, of poor quality and enor-
mously dear ; a chemist s shop ; a zinc-roofed 
branch of the Leichardt's Land Bank, with 
the manager's cottage on one side and the 
habitation of the local doctor — both zinc-
roofed and weather-boarded—on the other ; a 
few straggling huts, with the usual pumpkin 
patch and bough shade covered with native 
cucumber, and, maybe, some cabbages and a 
fruit tree thrown in ; the remains of a water-
hole round which some bullock-drays are 
drawn up, heavily loaded, and on top of the 
load, a tent where the bullock-driver s wife 
and family reside, while the bullocks—gaunt, 
galled, and hobbled—browse discontentedly 
on the rank herbage; a camp where travel-
ling hawkers have been displaying their goods, 
now in process of removal to a scene of jollity 
further along the settlement; some blacks' 
gunyas, with the usual mangy curs, wealed 
old men and gins, and naked piccaninnies. 
A grey road leading through the great 
treeless plain, horizon touching level earth on 
one arc of the circle, and the low wooded hills, 
where stands the head station of Wagra 
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Downs against the sky, on the other; clouds 

of dust, glare, dead monotony of colouring, 

and a general air of crude discomfort—and you 

have Bundarra. 

Just now drought had settled on the district. 

The small squatters, encumbered by heavy 

debts and dreading a visit from the bank 

inspector, brought anxious minds to the 

opening of each mail bag. Even the big Boss 

of the neighbourhood, Vaughan of Wagra 

Downs, was said to be hard hit by the bad 

seasons. He was a burly man, with reddish 

hair turning grey, red eyes, a loose mouth, 

and a long ragged beard. Y e t he had an 

imposing presence, and looked prosperous 

enough seated on the box of the Wagra Downs 

brake, bound for the races, with his daughter, 

gaily dressed, beside him, and the back seats 

filled with men and maids and hampers. 

Four horses drew the brake down Bundarra 

street, stepping to the flourish of Mr Vaughan s 

long whip and his strident Y e p ! Y e p ! " 

which set all the dogs of the township bark-

ing. As it was race-time, the crowd was o 
larger than on ordinary occasions—loafers 
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about the public-houses. There was a pulling 
off of hats and many salutes as the brake 
went jingling past. Everybody looked at 
it — the free selectors taking along their 
fanailies, the pound-keepers, the bank manager 
and manageress, and the superintendents and 
storekeepers. 

It was not so much the brake or the horses, 
or the owner of them, that excited attention, 
but the owner s daughter, smiling and bowing, 
and tricked out in full panoply of conquest, 
for Adela Vaughan was the great lady of the 
district, and there was scarcely one man in 
it, unmarried and of gentle birth and station, 
who was not, or had not been, in love with 
her. 

But Adela Vaughan—handsome, clever, 
ambitious, an Anglo-maniac and a young lady 
who put a high value on her own charms— 
seemed, so far, wholly disinclined to settle 
permanently in the Bush. She had dreams of 
a loftier destiny, of marrying some millionaire 
who would purchase and endow her with 
an estate in England, or some highly-born 
Britisher who^ like the Prince that carried 
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off fair Inez dazzle where the sun 

went down," would take her to shine 

in a more brilliant sphere. Adela was 

not particular as to the means by which 

this destiny was to be achieved. The in-

digenous millionaire might serve, but such 

favourites of fortune are rare in Australia. 

As it was, her dreams had begun to take shape 

and prospective fulfilment in the unromantic 

person of the Honourable Claude Goring, 

second son of the Earl of Hardacre, a young 

gentleman who hitherto had not been con-

sidered an ornament to his family, but whose 

chance of succeeding to the earldom appeared 

not very remote, for between it and him were 

only two lives beyond that of the present 

Lord Hardacre — Lord Farrow, his eldest 

brother, a widower recently stricken with 

paralysis, and Lord Farrow^s only son, a 

delicate baby. 

Claude Goring, this scion of nobility, also 

one of the Wagra Downs new-chums, was 

seated just behind Miss Vaughan at the back 

of the brake. He was amusing himself vastly 

in playing an uncertain tunc upon a child's 
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trumpet, to the terror of young horses and 
their riders sidling by, and the delight of a 
half-caste groom and the storekeepers wife 
and daughter from Wagra Downs head-
station, who, with another new-chum and a 
stockrider, also occupied the back part of the 
brake. 

Goring tootled loudly, and Mr Vaughan 
shouted '' Yep ! Yep ! " to a slow-going buggy 
and a cavalcade of riders blocking the road in 
front. ' ' Out of the way there ! Keep your 
own side—Oh! confound that lash," as his 
whip caught in the cheek strap of one of the 
wheelers, necessitating a halt and the getting 
down of the half-caste to readjust the harness. 
The buggy in front had pulled up too, for 
here, the road narrowed between two fences, 
and through the slip-rails of one of the fences, 
another vehicle issued, causing the jibbing of 
horses and a general stoppage. Mr Vaughan, 
looking up after having vociferated directions 
to the black boy concerning a shortening of 
traces, caught sight of a young bushman in 
the party ahead, who had turned and was 
holding in the frisky animal he rode, while he 
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endeavoured at the same time to tighten the 

leading rein of a fiery colt he had in tow 

and to take off his hat in salutation to Miss 

Vaughan. 

''Hullo, Ozzy Starr! ' ' cried Mr Vaughan. 

" S o you re back, are you? I say, thats a 

good bit of horseflesh youVe got there. Are 

you going to run him for the cup ? " 

' ' I believe so," replied the young man. 

He was the best type of bushman—clear-

skinned, brown, lean, with well-cut features, 

and a fine straight carriage. Evidently he 

belonged to the buggy in front, which was 

drawn by a sort of cart-horse, and had three 

occupants, two men and a girl. On the far 

side of the buggy, rode a black boy leading 

another horse lightly packed. It was a con-

gestion of traffic. The vehicle which had 

come out through the slip-rails backed side-

ways, and the buggy with its heavy horse 

showed no accommodating disposition to give 

way. Meanwhile the Honourable Claude 

Goring made ear-piercing melody, and the 

bushman had great difficulty in keeping his 

horses from kicking the leaders of the brake 
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team. He had succeeded, however, in catch-
ing Miss Vaughan's eye, and the bronzed face 
reddened as she somewhat formally returned 
his salutation. 

' 'How do you do, Mr Starr?" she said in 
a thin, high-pitched voice, Oh, no, please— 
you mustn't come too near. That horse of 
yours looks horribly vicious." 

' 'Any horse would turn vicious while that 
abominable squeaking was going on," re-
turned the bushman, glaring at Mr Goring. 
'' I say, can't you stop it ? " But Mr Goring 
showed no intention of so doing. 

Too-tweetum-too-tum-tee. IVe got it 
now. Miss Vaughan. That's ' The Girl I left 
behind me.' " He gave a silly little laugh. 
' ' I t should really be the girl I've got with me, 
don't you know! Let's try a new one," and 
there followed a series of dismal shrieks. 
' 'Drink, Puppy, drink," announced the young 
man triumphantly. 

"Shut up. Goring," cried Mr Vaughan. 
" If you start that on the course you'll have 
all the racers bolting. That's the worst of 
you new-chums," he went on dispassionately. 
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You do want always to be making such an 
infernal row. Oh ! for goodness' sake, you 
fellows in front," he shouted, ' 'move on, will 
you, and don't keep me here all day pulling 
at my horses' bits. Blocked, are you ? Oh ! 
All right. Push along when you can. 
Well, and how did you manage your droving 
job, Starr, and what did the beasts fetch 
down South ?" 

' ' I managed pretty fairly," returned the 
drover. '' But prices are down. I t was a 
mob of as prime bullocks as ever you saw, 
Mr Vaughan, and they fetched no more than 
£4, 10s. in the yards.' 

Mr Vaughan gave a whistle of dismay. 
" Four ten for fats ! My word ! We can't 

live on that—and with a drought facing us. 
Come, you there—stir up your horse, will 
you ? Oh ! it's Curly Arthur. Hullo, Curly 
Arthur! Hullo, Chrissy—didn't know you 
in your best bib and tucker. Going to the 
races to meet your young man, eh ?" and he 
gave a good-natured flourish of his whip 
towards the girl in the sunbonnet. 

Curly Arthur, otherwise Smith of the Shanty, 
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was a gentleman known in the Bush as a bit 
of a speeler, which is a term of opprobrium 
wholly undefinable, grammatically speaking. 
He was rather smartly got up in a red 
Crimean shirt, white moleskins, and a short 
black coat. There was another man on the 
straight seat in the back of the buggy—a thin, 
narrow - shouldered man, not Australian of 
type, dressed in a suit of what are technically 
known as store dittoes. 

Chrissy Smith made a modest little duck 
of her sunbonneted head in response to the 
squatter s salute, giving the sideway glimpse 
of a pretty pale face with red lips and heavily 
lashed eyes, framed by the pink frills of her 
headgear. The recognition included Miss 
Vaughan, but Adela appeared engrossed with 
the Honourable Claude Goring, who was 
recounting certain personal experiences 
when the horses ran away with his 
brother's drag at Ascot, at which Adela 
was smiling interestedly. Chrissy Smith's 
returning gaze rested sympathetically upon 
the cattle-drover, Oswald Starr, who was 
looking at Miss Vaughan with an expression 
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i n his eyes of angry disappointment. He 
took no heed of Chrissy's look. Mr Vaughan 
was speaking to Chrissy's father, the driver of 
the buggy. 

' ' Look here, Curly Ar thur , " he cried in 
jov ia l rebuke, ' ' I ' ve been hearing of some 
queer goings-on at your Shanty. I t won't 
do, you know. As a magistrate, let me tel l 
you that I can't have a grog shanty close to 
Wagra Downs head-station that harbours 
Unionists on the strike and labour scabs. 
You keep to bul lock-driving, my good chap, 
and leave the dr ink ing business alone." 

Curly Ar thur threw up his head defiantly. 
' 'You 'd better go and have your say to my 

missus, M r Vaughan. I t ' s she that looks 
after the Shanty, not me. And i f you call 
M r Starr here a Unionist striker, why, you 
know more about my lodgers than I do 
myself." 

The owner of Wagra Downs gave a guffaw. 
" I wasn't ta lk ing about Mr Starr, but 

about that noisy fellow Pat Mil l igan, and 
about someone else you've got there who 
spouts Greek, which the Unionists don't 
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understand, and iSres off red-hot uproarious 
English, which they do. You know who I 
mean, Fayle," and he indicated with the 
point of his whip the other man in the buggy. 
' 'No time, however, to talk of that now." He 
turned to the young bushman. '^What are 
you putting up at Smith's for, Ozzy ? Why 
don't you come to the Downs ?" 

Oswald Starr glanced again at Adela, as if 
hoping that she would second the invitation, 
but she was still talking and laughing with 
Goring, and the bushman angrily put spurs 
to his horse and made a commotion that 
saved him from replying. Smith called 
out,— 

' 'You get along, Mr Starr, or else step 
behind. This road ain't wide enough to hold 
Curly Arthur and the Boss of Wagra Downs, 
with you alongside as well. Hi ! gee-up ! " 
and he shook the reins upon the back of his 
stolid horse, which jibbed and backed, con-
scious of something happening behind. 
''Look out! What are you doing there, 
Fayle?" exclaimed Curly Arthur. 

The thin man on the back seat had vaulted 
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clumsily to earth, and picking himself out of 
the dust, was steering round the heads of Mr 
Vaughans leaders to the side of the brake 
where Adela sat. 

"You can foot it to the course/' cried 
Curly Arthur. I'm not going to wait for 
you." 

Oh, dad ! " protested Chrissy. And now 
Miss Vaughan turned her attention to the 
girl. 

" Why, Chrissy, how do you do ?" she said 
loftily. ' 'How is the cockatoo? I couldn't 
come and see it before, but I'll ride over soon 
and have a look at it." 

' ' I t ' s getting on beautifully. Miss Vaughan. 
Mr Fayle has taught it to say Salve.'' 

' ' To say what ? " asked Adela. 
' ' I t was what they said in old Eome," ex-

plained Chrissy. "You know the Empress 
Agrippina had a bird—" 

But Chrissy's information concerning the 
Empress Agrippina's pet was cut short by the 
sudden start forward of Curly Arthur's 
buggy. Starr with his racer followed, and 
the thin man was loft on the road flourishing 
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his puggareed hat with the air of an eccentric 
knight trying to attract his lady's attention. 
But Adela only gave him a cruel smile. 

' 'Do take care, Mr Fayle—we shall run 
over you." 

' 'Fve remembered those lines of Shelley's, 
Miss Vaughan," stammered Mr Fayle. '' Fve 
written them out for you. They seem to me 
so expressive." He spoke with extraordinary 
earnestness. He had a retreating chin and 
round, prominent eyes, which gave him an 
owl-like appearance. "The desire of the 
moth for the star—of the night for the 
morrow—" he began. 

f Yep ! ^ Yep ! " shouted Mr Vaughan, 
cutting short the quotation, and simul-
taneously came a squeak from Goring's horn. 

'' Sit tight. Miss Vaughan. We're going 
it now. I say, it's dry work blowin' 
this beastly trumpet. You wouldn't mind 
holding it a minute, would you, while I 
forage for a drink ? " 

Adela did as she was requested, though 
it was clear to her that the Honourable 
Claude had already had a drink too many 
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The brake swayed, and darted forward, and 
the Englishman, taking a long pull from his 
flask, was almost thrown over, and only-
recovered himself by making a clutch at the 
rail in front and seizing Adela's arm instead. 
She shook off the touch with an involuntary 
movement of disgust, and Mr Goring, 
apologising profusely, found his seat and 
resumed the horn. 

'' Please wait for your drinks," she said, 
' ' till you get to the course." 

We re close up there," he replied. " Lord! 
what a rough and tumble it is. All Bundarra 
has turned out, though that isn't sayin' 
much. Do see that fellow Fayle standin' 
in the middle of the road, and lookin' after 
you, just like a great owl, Miss Vaughan, 
not carin' if he's run over or not. The 
cheek of the cuss! I believe he's madly in 
love with you, and I'm hanged if I'll put 
up with that." 

Adela, recovering herself, gave him a 
seductive look. 

" Why should it matter to you ?" she 
said provocatively. 
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You know why it matters to me. Talking 
about Eomans, I feel like the fellow who 
wanted everybody to have one head so that 
he could punch it straight away/' 

' ' I believe he wanted to cut it off," said 
Adela, demurely. 

' ' I t s all the same thing," returned Goring, 
with tragi-comic solemnity. ''There are 
just a few heads in this district that I'd 
uncommonly like to punch—not that dis-
reputable old lunatics in the road. I'd 
souse him in the mud of Billabong water-
hole for his impertinence in daring to quote 
poetry to -ĵ ou. The desire of the moth for 
the star! You're the star, I suppose, and 
hê  s the moth. What business has he to 
quote poetry ?" 

It might have been Greek or Latin," 
said Adela, "and then you wouldn't have 
understood it." 

"No, I shouldn't," candidly avowed Mr 
Goring, ' 'but that isn't the point. Where 
did he learn his Greek and Latin ?" 

' 'At Rugby School and Cambridge Uni-
versity," replied Adela, 
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'' Good Lord !" ejaculated Goring. ^̂  How 

was it he got to Smith's Shanty ?" 

' ' B y the way of drink," said Adela, 

' 'like other people who have been Senior 

Wranglers in their time." 

' 'Good Lord!" exclaimed Goring again. 

"That chap a Senior Wrangler! I don't 

believe it. He's crammin' you, Miss 

Vaughan. But I always told my people 

that men who take honours at the 'Varsity 

never come to any good—nine-tenths of 

em at all events. I don't mind so much 

about that fellow," he went on; "it 's the 

other droving chap." 

" Y o u are not attending to your duties," 

said Adela. "Don't you see that there's a 

fresh buggy in front of us ?" 

She had been leaning back over the rail 

of the front seat while Goring bent forward, 

and so the conversation was carried on under 

cover of Mr Vaughan's vigorous admonitions 

to his frisky team. Goring seized the 

trumpet, and roused the echoes so alarmingly 

that Adela put her hands to her ears, and 

Mr Vaughan, in objurgatory language, com-
B 
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manded him to stop. It had the effect, at 
least, of scaring a motley crew of racegoers 
iu advance of the Wagra Downs party. 
They had now reached the course—a bit of 
the great plain marked off by flags, and 
shadeless, except for a clump of ragged gum 
trees, beneath which a number of vehicles of 
all sorts were drawn. There was also a rude 
wooden scaffolding representing the grand 
stand, and beneath it a booth with canvas 
sides where drinkables were being sold. 
There the larrikins and disreputable char-
acters of Bundarra had mostly collected, 
while in the buggies and round this curve 
of the course was assembled the more 
respectable portion of the community. 

Mr Vaughan and another local magnate 
established themselves in a raised wooden 
box, which was the judge's stand, and Adela 
remained in the brake, drawing by smiles 
and nods a little court around her. The 
black boys unharnessed the horses, hobbling 
them in a hurdle-enclosed space, also the 
saddling paddock. The party at the back 
of the brake descended and mingled with 
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their own kind, while the doctor's wife and 

the bank manageress, and one or two favoured 

ladies mounted at Miss Vaughan s invitation 

to the vacant places. Mr Goring and the 

other new-chum—who was a silent and harm-

less youth fresh from the Lincolnshire fens— 

pulled out a valise, and invested themselves 

in jockey coats of the Wagra Downs colours 

—deep mauve and pale blue—which shades 

were carried out as well in Miss Vaughan s 

costume and the trimming of her hat. The 

colours suited her clear complexion, sparkling 

eyes, and elaborately crimped coal black hair. 

Adela Vaughan was a very handsome girl 

and knew how to make the most of herself. 

She was considered a model of fashion in the 

Wagra district, and her dresses—the product 

of a Sydney dressmaker—were enviously 

regarded, and surreptitiously copied by ladies 

who made their own gowns at home, yet 

wished not to be behind the fashion. Adela 

was thin and graceful, and had the look of 

exotic refinement which is peculiar to a 

certain type of Australian girl. She had no 

opinion, however, of her own country, and 
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did not intend to remain in it longer than 
she could help. She was quite ready to flirt 
with the bushmen about, though she had 
inwardly determined to marry none of them 
unless he were in a position to establish 
himself in England as a millionaire. 

There were certain little drawbacks to 
wedded life with Mr Goring that Adela had 
not yet quite made up her mind to overlook. 
Besides, she had not seen Oswald Starr for 
some time, and her thoughts now turned to 
him. Her own favourite hack was entered 
for the Bundarra hurdle race, and it had 
been decided that the stockman was to ride 
him. This to the aggrievement of Claude 
Goring, who rather fancied himself. as a 
sportsman and a jockey. He was to ride a 
horse of his own for the ladies' purse, but 
Adela would not trust him to be her champion. 
She reflected that Starr was the rider of all 
others likely to win the race for her. So she 
beckoned to Goring, who was pranking himself 
in his colours. 

' 'Pretty, ain't they? " he said. '^Look 
here, Miss Vaughan, they've got stunning 
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sherry-cobblers under the stand. I've 
been samplin' the drinks and can recom-
mend 'em. Shall I bring you along a 
sherry-cobbler ? " 

No, thank you," said Adela; " but if 
you could find Mr Starr for me I should 
be immensely obliged." 

'^What! The drover chap?" Gorings 
red face took on a scowl. He was an 
insignificant - looking person, small of 
stature, unprepossessing of countenance, 
and with marks of dissipation under his 
eyes. Although the descendant of a long 
line of earls, he had nevertheless no dis-
tinction of manner or appearance. 

say, Miss Vaughan, you're not going 
to throw me over for that fellow ?" 

Adela bent down, beaming upon him. 
''Now, really, I don't know what you 

mean." 
' 'Oh, yes, you do. I'm sure you do. 

It's all over the district that you were 
engaged to Starr before the bank gave 
him the chuck." 

Adela laughed. 
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' 'No, I never was engaged to Mr Starr," 
she replied. '' But please don't trouble if 
you want to go and look after your horse, 
ril get someone else to find him for me." 

Various squatters had approached the 
brake, and were hanging round like dogs 
waiting their turn for a bone. Horace 
Fayle having tramped some distance along 
the dusty road before he got a lift to the 
course, was one of the hungriest dogs; but 
he stood afar off, not daring to hope for 
even the tiniest bone. 

To her immediate admirers, Adela 
became all fascination. And one of them 
was now despatched in search of Oswald 
Starr, who was said to be in the saddling 
paddock, whither Claude Goring had 
retreated. The rest remained like couriers 
surrounding their queen. There was 
certainly no chance for poor Mr Fayle to 
finish his quotation, and he went into the 
drinking booth to console himself with 
what was there termed a ''nobbier." 

The little crowd on the racecourse 
thickened. All Bundarra—blacks, hawkers 
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and dogs included—had carried itself 

thither. The sun beat down on the 

scorched plain; and the blacks' camp and 

the drinking booths sent forth sickly 

odours. A string of horses came out of 

the saddling paddock—unkempt, grass-fed 

brutes, as little like racers as could be 

imagined. Few of the gentlemen round 

lad entered for the first race, in which 

owners, apparently of the shanty faction, 

rode their own horses. Curly Arthur 

was to be seen strutting from one to the 

other, criticising the racers, loudly shout-

ing the odds, and promiscuously offering 

bets and drinks. Little Chrissy sat alone 

in the buggy, her face half hidden by her 

sunbonnet, for she felt ashamed of her 

father, and was sorry she had come. She 

held the reins loosely, and let the clumsy 

horse browse on the stunted grass around 

him. He had not been unharnessed, for 

Mr Smith wished to drive round the 

course and view the hurdle race from each 

jump. Chrissy, looking furtively across 

the space that separated her from the 
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Wagra Downs brake, could not help envy-
ing the brilliant Adela, and wishing that 
she could change places with her and be a 
centre of all that was interesting. 

Nevertheless, Chrissy looked ladylike and 
pretty when she lifted her head with its 
pale face and soft eyes. Her mother had 
been a Eooney, and Chrissy had a touch of 
Irish charm. Oswald Starr, crossing from 
the saddling paddock half reluctantly, yet 
unable to withstand the temptation of 
speaking to Adela, was struck by some-
thing pathetic in Chrissy s expression as 
well as by the fact that she was letting 
the buggy back into a cart behind. He 
went to her, pulled the horse forward, and 
gathering up the reins more tightly, put 
them into her hand. 

' 'You should hold him up," he said. 
Would you like me to tie him to a 

tree 1" 
'' No, no, it's all right, I wasn't think-

ing. 
'' ril come back presently and see how 

you are getting on,'' said Oswald, kindly. 
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Now I've got to go and speak to Miss 
Vaughan. Don't you want to watch the 
start of this race ? There are some Shanty 
people in it." 

'' Oh, I don't care," she answered in a 
despondent way, and added vaguely, '' I 
wish dad wouldn't." 

'' No fear; he's all right," returned 
Oswald, with quick comprehension. '' But 
I'll have to tell him to keep an eye on 
Fayle." And lifting his hat with a 
courtesy for which Chrissy adored him, in-
asmuch as she was not used to it from the 
Shanty people, the young bushman passed on. 

Adela had seen him, and smiled a 
welcome over the heads of the men cluster-
ing round the brake. Her eyes were a 
magnet drawing Oswald through the ring 
which made way for him. Adela was very 
gracious now. She repented her former 
coldness. 

' 'I 'm so glad to see you, Mr Starr. I 
didn't know you were back or I should 
have written to ask you to come to the 
Downs. Do tell me, are you riding in the 
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hurdle race ? I see that you have got a 
horse to run here to-day/' 

'' Yes, Tm putting him in for the 
Bundarra Cup. He's all right for the 
pace, but a duflfer at a hurdle." 

" Then you'll ride the Outlaw for me in 
the hurdle race ? " asked Adela, eagerly. 
' 'Do. I know he will win if you ride 
him. Jackson, our stockman, was going 
to. But the Outlaw is your horse, you 
know, bred on your run." 

' ' Yes, I know, and I'm glad you've got 
him," answered the bushman sadly, as he 
reflected that the run was lost to him for 
ever. He gazed at Adela with a yearning 
in his clear grey eyes that went to her 
heart, hard though that was. She felt 
almost sorry Starr had come. There was 
no pleasure to be got in comparing him 
with the Honourable Claude Goring, and 
she did not want to be assailed by painful 
emotions. But now that he was here she 
would not let him go. 

"Ozzy," she said in a low voice, ' 'you'll 
ride my horse|for me, won't you ? " 
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' 'Why , of course; you know that I'd 
scratch my own horse for the race if he was 
entered and you wanted me to. Til ride 
the Outlaw. It will feel like old times being 
on his back again, and Til win the stakes for 
you. But if I do, you 11 give me my reward ?'' 

' 'What is it that you want?" she asked 
a little anxiously. 

" Oh ! nothing out of the way," he answered. 
Nothing that it will hurt you to give— 

only a dance or two. You are coming to 
the Bundarra ball to-night, I suppose ?" 

" Of course. There's to be a general elec-
tion next year," she answered significantl)^ 
"Yes, Tm coming. I'm to dress and sleep 
at the doctor's, and to go with him and his 
wife." She lowered her voice and gave a 
backward turn of her head, for the doctor's 
wife, a lady with yellow hair and a flirta-
tious manner, was amusing herself at the 
back of the brake with one of Adela's 
dismissed swains. 

"But I'm not exactly looking forward to 
the ball," Adela went on. " I 'm afraid it 
will be rather a rowdy affair." 
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' ' I daresay. The English mail is to be in 
to-night, and chaps that wouldn't stop for 
the ball will hang round for that, and go in 
for a bit of a burst. But what does that 
matter ? They'll be outside, and the quality 
within. No, the ball won't be rowdy. How 
could it be when Miss Vaughan and the 
Honourable Claude Goring and all the swells 
of the district will be there ? I don't count 
myself a swell in these rough and tumble 
days, Addy." 

' 'But you've had a successful trip, haven't 
you ? " 

''Pretty fair. Good pay according to the 
number of head delivered, and my tucker. 
Can't say much for the tucker, though. We 
lived on snakes and bandicoot for a fortnight. 
But after this, Addy, I'm going to cut the 
whole blessed show." 

You shouldn't call me ' Addy,'" she 
objected. 

' ' Why not? I did it when you were a 
piccaninny. Besides, you began. You called 
me Ozzy." 

"But that's diflferent." 
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I don't see it. Well, never mind. Times 

will change, and so will manners. I believe 

Tve struck something at last." 

^'Eeally!'' She looked interested. What 

is it—gold ?" 

'' No; but it's a queer thing that gold 

should rule the world. Why shouldn't it 

be cinnabar, or copper-ore, or tin, or coal— 

they'd be rare enough up here. No, my find 

isn't gold. But if I'm right—I couldn't stop 

to make sure ; the cattle made a bolt, and 

my contract was a time one, so I had to push 

on. If it's what I think, then no more droving 

jobs for me." 

You're very mysterious. I don't know 

what it could be if it isn't gold." 

' ' I ' l l tell you by-and-by. Now, if I'm 

to ride the Outlaw, I must fix things up in 

the saddling yard. You'll give me my 

dances, Addy ?" 

'' I can't promise. Remember you haven't 

won the race yet." 

'' I'm going to." He came close to the side 

of the brake, and with his foot on a spoke of the 

wheel and his face raised to hers, said in a 
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low voice, '' Addy, let me have one of your 

flowers. It wouldn't be the first time/' He 

touched the spray she was wearing of the 

small pear-scented purple magnolia, and a 

starry blue flower the colour of lobelia common 

in Australian gardens. 

She hesitated a moment, then detached a 

magnolia bud and a tendril bearing several 

of the blue blossoms. She gave this to him, 

smiling. 

'' They're our colours—you'll have to get 

the jacket from Jackson. This ought to 

bring you luck." 

'' It will." He received the little bouquet 

as though it had been a queen's favour, and 

bore it triumphantly away. 

Claude Goring happened to see the be-

stowal of the gift. Chrissy Smith saw it too. 

The tears gathered in her eyes, and she felt 

small surprise that Oswald Starr did not keep 

his promise of coming back to see how she 

was getting on. 
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OPALS OR DIAMONDS ? 

THE purple and blue favour did bring luck 
to both giver and wearer. Oswald Starr rode 
the Outlaw in the hurdle race for all that he 
knew—as the bushman put it—and came in 
first by a good head. Winning the hurdle 
race meant a purse of golden sovereigns not 
to be despised; and Adela told Oswald, when 
she was sitting out a quadrille with him at 
the Bundarra ball held in the School of Arts 
that evening, that she would buy herself a 
parure of opals, and also a breast-pin which 
she meant to present to her jockey as a 
memento of his victory. 

No, no, you mustn't," exclaimed young 
Starr. '' It isn't that I shouldn't like some-
thing to remember the race by, but I've got 
that already," and he showed her the magnolia 

31 
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bud which, drooping though it was, he had 
fastened in the lapel of his evening coat. 

''This is enough, and I shall keep it, Addy, 
till I die/' He broke off suddenly, and there 
was a moment's silence. Then he said, ' 'As 
for opals—do you care for opals ? Haven't 
you heard the superstition that they're 
unlucky ?" 

" They're not unlucky for me. My birth-
day is in October," she answered. " It's the 
October stone." 

^'Eeally? Has every month its special 
lucky stone ? " 

"Why, of course. And as I was born in 
October, I'm an opal woman." 

"That's queer. Then I'm an opal man, for 
I was born in October too. My word, Addy, 
but that's uncommonly queer." 

" Is it ? Why ? " she asked lazily. 
"Well, you know—I told you I'd struck 

on something this last trip." 
"You told me you had fed on snakes and 

bandicoot." 
He laughed. " Y o u won't believe me. 

Now if a confounded 'possum hadn't started 
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the mob that night and made 'em bolt, so 

that it took us three days to find the missing 

beasts stowed away in a blind gulley, and we 

had to push on to keep time—why, Td be 

able to show you specimens this very evening. 

The one I got is down being tested, in 

Leichardt's Town. Look here, Addy, I 

believe Fve got hold of an opal mine, and 

that in a very short while, I'll be one of the 

richest men that ever was.'' 

'' Where? " she asked, with some repressed 

excitement in her voice. 

On Bilbingie Range. But you won't split 

on a fellow. I'm going to make straight 

tracks up there as soon as I'm paid for my 

job, and you won't see me again till I've got 

Blaine's—the Government geologist's—report. 

But I know it'll be all right. There's bound 

to be better stones where mine came from." 

The eagerness in Adela's face gave place to 

a smile of pitying contempt. 

' ' M y poor Ozzy! I know all about that. 

I've heard Mr Blaine talk about the opals on 

Bilbingie Range. He doesn't think much of 

them. It's only the other day—when he was 
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staying with us at the Downs—that a man 
brought some specimens and Mr Blaine 
told him they weren't the right sort—not 
what he called a payable formation." 

Oswald Starr drew in his breath with a 
quick hissing sound. He was bitterly dis-
appointed, but he would not show it. 

" 111 have a try anyhow. The formation 
mayn't be the same all over the range. 
We'll wait and see what comes of it." 

' 'I 'm afraid nothing will come of it," said 
Adela. I'm very sorry to discourage you, 
Ozzy, but it wouldn't be fair to let you go on 
a wild-goose-chase hunt without telling you 
what I know." 

'^Perhaps what you know may not be all 
there is to know," he returned doggedly. 
''The question is, Addy, whether you'll 
wait." 

' 'Wait?" she repeated, with simulated 
unconsciousness of his meaning, though she 
knew well enough what was in his mind. 
Her eyes wandered uneasily down the long 
room with its motley assemblage of people 
bobbing and chass^eing and swinging arms, 
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the better-dressed ones at the top, the lower 

fry at the bottom. Indeed, it seemed almost 

as though an invisible line had been drawn 

across the hall, separating the social grades. 

There was a still further division made by 

the dais at the upper end, which was 

approached by two flights of steps and was 

tapestried with flags and greenery. It was 

an unwritten law that only the magnates 

ascended here, and another written law that 

no one might mount who was not in regula-

tion evening attire. The wives and daughters 

of the various squatters, the doctor's and bank 

managers wife, and those of certain super-

intendents and storekeepers, not exactly in 

the inner circle of gentility, but admitted on 

sufierance, took up their positions, between 

the dances, on this exalted plane. Here, 

Adela was sitting now with her partner, 

screened somewhat from general observation 

by two drooping Union Jacks and a couple 

of hollow tree-stumps filled with tall plants. 

Adela was wondering what had become of 

the Honourable Claude Goring, to whom she 

had promised the first waltz. To her surprise. 
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he had not turned up to claim it. She had 
waited till the last moment, and when the 
band brayed forth the first bars of Sweet 
Dreamland Faces/' she had yielded to the 
mute entreaty of Oswald Starr s eyes. Then 
she had given herself up unresistingly to the 
glamour which, in spite of herself, he cast 
around her. They had glided along as in a 
dream to the unmelodious strains of the 
Bundarra instruments—a fiddle, a trombone 
which was the pride of a gentleman in one of 
the stores, a concertina, and the one piano in 
the township hired out for festive purposes. 
The trombone shot out lugubrious wails, and 
there was a cheerful jews'-harp, played 
against orders by Mr Milligan of Smith's 
Shanty fame, which hurled in shrill metallic 
notes. The last figure of the quadrille was in 
progress now, and down below, the stockmen 
and station-hands and horsebreakers were 
getting uproarious, while the dancers at the 
upper end, mostly in swallow-tails and low 
bodices, maintained a difficult but dignified 
measure. Adela could have laughed. Her 
father was dancing with the wife of the chief 
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innkeeper, and thereby securing, she knew, a 

considerable number of votes. The other 

new-chum had tackled the storekeepers 

daughter, and was mopping his face valiantly 

in the intervals of vigorous exercise. But 

where was Goring? Adela knew that she 

had made him angry on the racecourse by 

letting Oswald ride for her, and, later on, 

escort her round the course to see the final 

consolation hurdle-race. She shrewdly sus-

pected, too, that he had gone more often than 

was expedient to refresh himself with sherry-

cobblers, or something stronger still. The 

doctor's wife had asked him to take a scratch 

dinner in company of her guests, but he had 

declined almost rudely, saying that he was 

expecting letters by the English mail, and 

that he preferred to be at the public-house, 

where he could go out and get them as soon 

as the coach arrived. Adela wondered 

whether he had received unexpectedly bad 

news by the mail—whether the paralysed 

elder brother or the sickly child were dead. 

If either event had happened, there would be 

but a frail barrier between Claude Goring and 
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the family honours. Adela drew a long 
breath. Wait! Yes, but what for? Was 
it to be for the peerage of Hardacre on the 
one side, or the problematical opal mine on 
the other ? 

These thoughts had passed in the course of 
scarce more than a minute. Oswald was 
watching her anxiously. While her eyes had 
that distant look, he hardly dared to speak 
more definitely. He was longing for her to 
look at him. Suddenly she turned. She had 
caught sight of a man in faultless evening 
dress, but somewhat unsteady of gait, 
lurching' up among the dancers to the steps 
of the dais. The trombone gave one terrible 
expiring groan, and the fiddle a final squeak, 
while the concertina abruptly ceased mourn-
ing, and the jews'-harp, as if suddenly 
ashamed of itself, scurried to the close. 
Adela turned the conversation. 

'' Ozzy, you're not behaving nicely to 
Chrissy Smith. Don't you see her looking 
this way as though she expected you to go 
and ask her to dance ? I am sure you asked 
her, and that you ve forgotten all about it." 
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Oswald gave the girl a penitent glance. 
'' Poor Chrissy! Yes, I did ask her, but 

she's only a child, and she won't mind. 
Addy, you haven't answered me yet." 

''Answered you what? No, really, Mr 
Starr, I can't allow you to behave badly to 
poor Chrissy. She's training a cockatoo for 
me, and I'm coming one day to the Shanty 
to see it. 1 wonder if you'll have left Smith's 
Selection by then ?" 

' 'Tell me what day you are coming, and 
I'll engage not to have left before it." 

"How can I tell? It will depend upon 
whether there's anybody to ride with me— 
and whether you've given the Outlaw a sore 
back or a girth gall when you were riding 
him to-day—and whether I'm in the mood 
—and whether Smith and that dreadful Mr 
Fayle have been getting drunk lately, for I 
couldn't face them after a bout. Now do go 
to poor Chrissy, and tell her you'll dance the 

next with her." 

''You haven't answered my question yet, 
Addy," Oswald repeated sternly. 

" I don't know what you mean. Oh, here 
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is Claude Goring, and I'm engaged to him for 
the dance after this." She consulted her 
programme, keeping her eyes lowered. A 
stumbling step mounted the dais. Goring, 
looking very red and rather excited, stood 
before her. Adela glanced up at him and 
made a little gesture of coquettish rebuke. 

' 'Have you come to apologise? Perhaps 
you forgot, Mr Goring, that I was engaged to 
you for the first waltz ? " 

'' I'm awfully sorry. Of course I apologise 
humbly—not to any other fellow, though,'' 
and he glared at Oswald who kept his seat, 
glaring also. ' 'Come along, Miss Vaughan. 
Let's get out of this. Music's beginning— 
presently, that is I mean," for there was an 
absence of tuneful hum at the moment, and 
clearly the band was refreshing itself. 
Goring offered his arm with its immaculate 
shirt cuff protruding, showing the pearl 
sleeve links. His shirt front ŵ as closed too 
with pearl studs. These small things 
appealed to Adela's fastidious taste, and 
she could not help observing that Oswald's 
evening suit looked as though it had travelled 
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a considerable distance rolled up* in a swag, 
on a pack-horse's back, and that his linen was 
a little ragged, and his necktie far from 
correct. She made a feint, however, of 
holding back. 

Fm not certain that this is your dance, 
Mr Goring, and you haven't told me what 
made you miss the first one." 

''English mail," announced Goring, with an 
effort at solemnity. '' 1 really oughtn't to be 
here at all. Tve had bad news. At least— 
he stuttered, and wiped his forehead with an 
exquisite cambric pocket handkerchief, ''per-
haps every chap wouldn't think it bad news, 
but I do, you know—'pon my honour I do. 
Wouldn't have had anything happen to the 
kid if I could have helped it—on my honour 
1 wouldn't. And there's no saying that 
Farrow—my brother, you know—that Farrow 
won't get all right and marry again and have 
a dozen of 'em. But all the same, my old 
governor wants me to go back—a case of the 
prodigal son, you see—and I can assure you. 
Miss Vaughan, they're quite ready to kill the 
fatted calf for me." 
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" Of course they must be—any number of 
fatted calves." Adela rose quickly. She was 
entirely equal to the occasion. ' 'You shall 
tell me about your father s letter, Mr Goring, 
and I need not say how dreadfully sorry we 
shall be to lose you—if you must leave the 
Downs. No, I don't think we'll dance just 
yet. Mr Starr/' and she looked gravely at 
Oswald, who had risen too, ''there's poor 
Chrissy Smith watching for you. You ought 
to go and dance with Chrissy. And do tell 
her, please, that I shall try and come over to 
the Shanty one day soon to see the cockatoo.'' 

"Oh ! the cockatoo!" echoed Starr with a 
derisive laugh. "Damn the cockatoo," had 
risen to his lips, but as he was talking to a 
lady he kept back the expletive. " The 
parrot is a very nice cockatoo. Fayle is 
teaching it Latin. You'll find it a most 
learned cockatoo." 

"That's very nice," said Adela. " I shall 
certainly come soon and see it ; please tell 
Chrissy. You're going to dance with Chrissy, 
aren't you ? " 

" Yes, I'm going now to dance with Chrissy. 
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But I shall come back for the next galop, 
and then, Addy, I shall want an answer to 
my question. You'll have had time to think 
it over/' he added defiantly. Oswald made a 
deep bow, standing before Miss Vaughan, but 
he would not go down from the dais till her 
eyes had met his and accepted their mute 
challenge. 

Adela felt that Fate faced her, doubly 
personified. Claude Goring, red, small, con-
sequential, on one side; Oswald Starr, tall, 
stalwart, fair, with a certain dignity of his 
own, on the other. The two men regarded 
the girl fixedly, recognising dominant woman-
hood. Both desired her—each in his own 
fashion. And Adela looked extremely hand-
some. Her girlish neck, thin throat and 
delicate dark head rising above a somewhat 
stately gown of purple brocade that opened 
over pale-blue puffiness on which were strewn 
her pear - scented mauve magnolias and 
tendrils of blue blossoms like big lobelias. It 
flashed across Claude Goring that she would 
make an admirable Countess of Hardacre. 

As Oswald left the dais, Adela re-seated 
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herself, motioning Goring into Starr s vacant 
chair. They were almost alone now. She 
saw that the Englishman was excited. 

His breath smelt disagreeably of spirits, 
and as he bent towards her, Adela drew in-
voluntarily back. But she recollected herself, 
and to atone, stretched forth a gloved hand 
with which she softly touched his arm. 

' 'Tm so sorry,*' she murmured. 
'' What for ? " he asked abruptly. '' For 

me, or for the little kid that's gone ? " 
" For neither. Tm sorry for myself." 
He caught her hand. "Now that's the 

first kind thing you've said to-day. You 
cut me up horribly on the course. I felt 
it awfully, I can assure you. It was too bad 
of you, Addy—1 don't see why I shouldn't 
call you Addy. That other chap did." 

''Poor Oswald ! He has known me since I 
was a little child." 

' 'And I want to know you till you're an 
old woman. That's more to the purpose, isn't 
it ? Look here. What did the fellow mean 
by saying he was coming back to get your 
answer ? What had he been asking you ? " 
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There was jealous insistence in Goring's 

tone. He was in a mood when a very little 

would make him objectionable. Adela was 

silent. 

'' I want to know,'' pursued Goring. '' Fm 

determined to know. Tve got something I 

want an answer to as well, but I sha'n't say 

it unless you tell me what he asked you ? " 

'' He asked me—to wait/' replied Adela, 

slowly. 

•''To w a i t ! " Goring gave a scoffing laugh. 

'' What for ? Till he finds a gold mine, or 

does another droving job, and gets enough 

money to buy himself a decent evening coat ? 

Did you ever see such a thing ? Look at him 

now ! But, by Jove! that's a pretty little 

girl he's dancing with." 

Adela winced, but she did not speak. Her 

eyes were following Oswald Starr and Chrissy 

as they jerked not too gracefully round the 

room in a polka. Yes, it was true, Oswald's 

dress suit was shabby and unfashionable—a 

contrast, indeed, to Goring's clothes, which 

bore the stamp—though Adela only knew this 

intuitively—of a Bond Street tailor. Goring's 
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unsteady hands had managed, nevertheless, 
to adjust linen and cambric in irreproachable 
fashion about his neck, while Oswald's black 
tie was, as Adela said to herself, ' ' all wrong," 
and the end of it fluttered wildly. Yet what 
a man he was compared with the little shrimp 
beside her. And Chrissy in her white muslin 
frock and cherry-coloured ribbons, with her 
pale face flushed and her soft eyes shining, 
did indeed look a very pretty girl. 

The room swayed before Adela s gaze, and 
a mist obscured the bobbing couples. She 
was thinking that perhaps she would never 
see a Bush dance again. After all, she had 
been born and brought up in the Bush ; it 
was part of herself, though she hated it. How 
horrible the whole thing was ! How rough 
and vulgar—the perspiring men in odd gar-
ments and heavy shoes, to many of whom the 
wearing of a coat at all was obviously a sacri-
fice to conventionality, who made ungainly 
movements, and talked and laughed loudly, 
and mopped their faces with red silk handker-
chiefs—the same sort as those from which 
they tore off bits to make crackers for their 
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stock-whips ; and the women sunburnt, coarse 
in build, in high-necked muslin dresses, or, 
like Chrissy Smith, in a sort of apology for 
an evening gown—most of them with no pre-
tensions to ladyhood. This was at the lower 
end of the room. Immediately beneath the 
dais, the men leading out their partners, wore 
evening suits the worse for lying by, and the 
ladies had modelled their gowns on the 
fashion plates in the illustrated papers. The 
doctor's wife was gorgeously attired, but she, 
like Oswald Starr's get up, did not look quite 
right somehow. The trombone brayed, and 
the fiddle squeaked excruciatingly, and the 
piano was altogether out of tune. The 
kerosene lamps against the wall flared as 
the dancers whirled past them, and smoked 
vilely; and mingling with the rank smell of 
oil was the acrid odour of humanity. Why, 
Adela thought, should she feel the least pang 
of regret at leaving it all ? She turned her 
dark eyes, bright with some untranslatable 
emotion, to Claude Goring. 

'' Oh ! I envy you getting out of the Bush, 
and all this sort of thing. I can't imagine 
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how English people can care to stay. I wish 
I could go away too." 

'' Well, then, why don't you come away— 
wi th me ? he said, bending so close that his 
l i t t le sandy beard—he was on a lower seat 
than she — almost touched her shoulder. 
Adela had again the sense of involuntary 
recoil. 

"That 's al l very well for you to say," she 
exclaimed recklessly. * 'But how am I to do 
i t ? Tell me that ?" 

^'You can marry me, I suppose," he re-
turned. '' I know I 'm not much to look at, 
and I've been rather a bad hat—that's what 
my people are always tel l ing me—but you 
might do worse." 

She gave him a pathetic k ind of smile. 
' 'Yes, I might certainly. But what would 

your people say ? I couldn't marry you to 
be slighted by al l your grand relat ions?" 

' 'There aren't so many of them," observed 
Goring. ' ' I imagine that I have got fewer 
relations than most people. Of course there's 
the duchess—she's my aunt and my god-
mother, and she's rather a hard nut to crack. 
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But she's gone on savages—not that 1 mean 
that you're a savage, but the duchess will 
think you're a child of Nature—that's what 
she calls 'em—like Buffalo Bill and the Wild 
West people, and the Somaliland Envoy, 
and the Indian princes, don't you know ? If 
you could just stand up to her, and jabber a 
bit of blacks' lingo, and ask her to befriend 
you and teach you the ten commandments, 
why, she'd welcome you to her bosom and 
ask you to lunch, and invite some swells to 
meet you, and you'd get no end of fun out of 
her. No, she's not a bad sort, the duchess, 
and I ain't afraid of her," added Goring, 
reflectively. ' 'You'd have our diamonds 
some day, and they're worth having." Adela 
drew a long breath. She loved diamonds. 

'' But what would your father say to me ?" 
she suggested. 

'' Oh! you needn't trouble about him. 
The governor isn't prejudiced. He always 
said that if I'd marry a strong-minded 
respectable woman who wouldn't let me get 
into mischief, he'd settle five thou, on her. It 
isn't a big settlement, but we're an awfully 

D 
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hard-up family—should be Hard-up instead 
of Hardacre," and he gave a fatuous laugh. 

But that was when Farrow was all right, 
and his wife and kid alive, and a lot more 
expected. Things would be different now." 

'' Why would they be different ?" asked 
Adela, though she knew perfectly well. 

''Well, you see Tm a lot nearer to the 
throne now that Farrow's brat is gone. And 
Farrow himself, poor chap—they're going to 
take him to Egypt, but they don't seem to 
think it will do much good. That's why the 
governor has written to me to go back. He 
says he'd like me to marry, and that if I do 
it to please him he'll make a decent settle-
ment and buy me a house." 

The girl looked at him with bright but 
troubled eyes. She said nothing, however, 
and Goring went on more impetuously,— 

' 'Addy, suppose you marry me. It will 
be all right with my old governor once he 
sees you ; and I've got to catch a boat as 
soon as I can. Say you will, Addy ? I love 
you—upon my soul I do—better than any 
other girl I've ever seen. And I'll reform. 
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ril make you a good husband, Addy, if only 
you'll say 'Yes.' Still the girl hesitated. 
Looking down below the dais, she caught 
Oswald Starr s angry eyes, defying her, she 
fancied, to engage herself to Goring—just as 
though he were reading what was passing in 
her mind. And the ends of his black tie 
were rampant, and she could see the creases 
in his coat and its unfashionable cut. Of 
course, if his opal mine were a reality! But 
the Government geologist could not be 
wrong. And there were the diamonds to 
consider. Now her fathers loud voice 
sounded near. He was just below the dais, 
talking to a Wagra Plains squatter. He too 
was excited, and evidently he had had dis-
couraging news by the mail. He was in-
veighing against the speeches at a bye 
election; against the cattle and sheep 
prospects ; against the drought. . . . 

' ' I tell you what it is, Davis," she-heard 
him say, '' I thought I'd be able next year to 
give my daughter a trip to England, and to 
show them in the Old Country that our 
Australian girls can give points to the 
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Americans anyway. But, my word! I don't 
see how Tm going to manage a trip to 
Leichardt's Town, even, unless rain comes, 
and pretty smart too. We'll have all our 
work cut out to hold on and keep the bank 
from coming down on some of us, or else 
forcing sales of store cattle and young heifers 
to pay interest on loans. That's the sort of 

«thing that in the best circumstances im-
poverishes a run for years ahead. I tell you, 
Davis, it's a bad look-out for even the luckiest 
of us. I'm sorry about the trip home. I'd 
like my girl to have seen England before she 
settles down." 

Adela's mind leaped to a quick conclusion. 
She turned to the man beside her, who was 
fidgeting nervously with his sleeve-links. 
Claude Goring was not a romantic or highly-
strung person, yet it was clear that her 
answer meant a good deal to him. She spoke 
slowly. 

'' If you think that I shall make you a good 
wife, Mr Goring—" and paused. 

'' Not Mr Goring!" he exclaimed. '' It's to 
be Claude and Addy now." 
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Adela smiled sadly. 
" Is it? Well, if you're sure your father 

won't be angry with you, and the 
duchess—'' 

''Oh, hang the duchess!" 
''No, I don't want the duchess hanged." 

Adela's smile became an hysterical little 
laugh. '' I've never seen a duchess, and I 
think it would be most interesting to have 
one for a sort of aunt. I should like the 
duchess to be nice to me, and to present me 
at Court." 

'' So she shall. I'll arrange all that. Of 
course she shall present you. It will look 
well in the Morning Post list — ' The 
Honourable Mrs Claude Goring, on her 
marriage, by her aunt the Duchess of Cater-
ham.' You'd like that ? " 

Adela's face brightened. 
''Yes, it is the sort of thing I've always 

wished for." 
' 'Ah! It don't mean much, you know— 

really. Nobody thinks tuppence of it except 
)) an— 

He was going to say "an outsider," but 



54 THE GHOST 

checked himself, adding anxiously, "That 
isn't all you're thinking about, is it? Going 
to England and being presented, and the 
rest ? You like me a bit, don't you ? " 

There was a momentary pause, then she 
said decidedly, " O f course I like you. How 
could I marry you if I did not? But we 
can't be sentimental here—Claude.'' 

^̂  Can't we ? . I don't see that it's any odds. 
1 don't see that it would matter if I was just 
to take you in my arms and kiss you before 
the whole lot of 'em. Td do it for two pins, 
if it was only to show that drover chap—" 

Adela shrank and stiffened. The young 
man was squeezing her hand amorously. 
Certainly there was no subtlety in Claude 
Goring's methods of courtship. Adela half 
rose, pulling her hand away. 

'' There! Til finish the polka with you 
if you like. But you must not—please—let 
people know anything." 

I don't care who knows. I'd like the 
whole world to know what a lucky fellow 
I am," valiantly retorted Goring. " I 'm the 
proudest man in the district. And I'll be 
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a first-rate husband, Addy. You mightn't 
think it, but I swear I will." 

'' Come," she said, and put her hand within 
his arm, '' well talk about that by-and-by 
—not here." 

They went down the steps into the eager, 
bobbing throng. The doctors wife, who 
was polkaing with the bank manager, swung 
up against the pair, and stopped breathlessly. 
Her partner apologised to Miss Vaughan. 

' 'Oh, Addy," cried the lady, ''you've 
been wasting time. The dance is nearly 
over." 

"No, we haven't been wasting time," put 
in Goring, who could not restrain his excite-
ment. ' ' I think you'll find that we've been 
making the best use of it—haven't we, 
Addy?" 

Adela's blush and frown endorsed the 
statement. 

"Oh, I understand," cried the doctor's 
wife. "So I'm to congratulate you, dear. 
I'm sure I do it with the greatest pleasure. 
You must tell me all about it. But I really 
can't lose the last of this," and she whirled 
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off. Adela now saw that her father was 
pressing behind them. 

'' Hey—what ? What's she congratulating 
you about, Addy ? " 

''Because she has promised to marry me," 
said Goring, looking round triumphantly. 
Oswald Starr and Chrissy Smith halted at 
the moment against the dais. Adela's dark 
eyes shot lightning, and she turned very 
pale. 

must ask you to put off explanations 
till we are in a less public place," she said. 
The rest of her speech was drowned in a 
final blare and shriek of the trombone, the 
fiddle, and the impudent jews'-harp—the 
piano labouring it's heavy bass some way 
behind. Oswald murmured an apology to 
Chrissy, whom he deposited unceremoniously 
upon a bench, then he went boldly forward 
and offered his arm to Adela. 

''Miss Vaughan, the next is our dance. 
Will you allow me ? " His masterful manner 
subdued her. She accepted his arm, and let 
him lead her down the hall, while Goring 
was left without even a glance from his lady 
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to make the best of his position towards her 

father. 

Oswald said not a word till he had taken 

Adela through a side-door, half way down 

the room, which led to that department of 

the School of Arts known as the library, and 

on this occasion used as a card-room. Just 

now there was not another soul in it. Some 

rough pine shelves held a number of dilapi-

dated volumes, mostly yellow-backed novels, 

and there was a table in the centre covered 

with American cloth, on which were laid a 

couple of packs of cards. There was a dis-

agreeable odour from the kerosene lamp 

hanging over the table. Starr drew forward 

a chair formally, and seated himself on 

another opposite to her, his elbows on the 

table as he looked at her determinedly. 

" Now," he said. 

'' What do you want, Ozzy ? " 

'' I want my answer," he replied. ' ' I told 

you that I should come back for it, and Fve 

brought you along here to give it me." 

Adela took courage. ' 'Your answer—to 

what ? I don't understand you." 
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'' Yes you do. I asked you if you'd wait 
till I knew what those opals are worth. You 
know what I meant, Addy. You know 
that I love you—that I've loved you since 
we were piccaninnies together. I've never 
thought or cared for anything else but the 
chance of marrying you some day. And 
you let me think that you cared for me, 
Addy, before my smash came. I couldn't 
speak out after that—it wouldn't have been 
fair to you. But now, my dear, I honestly 
believe that I've struck a good thing, in spite 
of what the Government geologist said to 
you. I'm going to Bilbingie at once to 
make certain. If I'm right I can give you 
all the opals you want, and everything else 
into the bargain." He paused a moment; 
then went on pleadingly, ' ' I t isn't much that 
I ask, Addy—only to wait a little while." 

He leaned forward over the table, his eyes 
fixed on her. But she did not look at him, 
nor would she speak at once. There was 
irresolution in every line of her drooped 
form. She unfurled her fan, and shut it to 
again. 

4 
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' 'Addy," he said hoarsely, ^'it isn't 
fair to play with a man's heart as you have 
been playing with mine." 

She raised her head slowly. Obviously 
she was in a dilemma. 

"Tell me," he exclaimed, before she could 
answer, '' did that fellow speak the truth ? 
He was half drunk, I know; but had he any 
reason for what he said ? Are you engaged 
to Goring, Addy?" 

She hesitated, and the reply seemed 
dragged from her. 

'^N-n-o—not yet." 
' ' I know what that means," he exclaimed 

bitterly. '' You are weighing us in the 
balance, one against the other. Well, if he 
tilts the scale it won't be the man who has 
done it, but the pettifogging handle he has 
got to his name. I'll say no more now, 
Addy. You can take your time. Perhaps 
in a day or two you'll know your own mind 
better." 

She snatched at the reprieve, apparently 
not heeding the sarcasm in his tone. 

'' Thank you, Ozzy. You must not reproach 
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me. I have always been fond of you. We 
were like brother and sister." 

He made an impatient gesture. 
' 'Oh! for heavens sake, none of that 

nonsense. Tve never pretended to myself, 
even when I was down on my luck, that you 
were like a sister to me, or that I felt in the 
least degree brotherly. I t s all, or nothing. 
You've got to take me or leave me." 

At that moment the band brayed the 
prelude to a galop, saving Adela the necessity 
of replying. There seemed to be a scuffle 
going on outside the card-room, and presently 
a man lurched in. At sight of the two 
occupants of the room the man pulled himself 
straight, and stalked forward with tipsy 
solemnity. It was Horace Fayle, once Senior 
Wrangler, now fallen to the post of Chrissy 
Smith's tutor, and the position of a hanger-
on at Smith s Shanty, where Mrs Smith gave 
him just enough grog to keep him going, and 
no more, as long, that is, as she could hold 
him in hand ; for there were periods when 
Fayle departed coastwards—going, as it is 
mysteriously termed in Australia, ' 'on the 
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burst," to return later, sad and shattered, to 
her fostering care. It was certainly clear 
that he had to-day had more than was good 
for him, and also, to Oswald s experienced 
eye, that a ' 'burst" might be imminent. 

Fayle was wearing the same clothes that 
he had worn on the racecourse, and his lean 
form and face and distraught air made him 
look something like a badly-dressed Hamlet. 
He stepped in front of Miss Vaughan, who 
had risen, and making a profound bow, 
addressed her in an extravagantly courteous 
fashion, quoting some lines of archaic-sounding 
verse, which were, though Adela did not know 
this, a translation by Fayle himself of Horace's 
ode to Pyrrha, wherein the poet asks re-
proachfully of that frail one for what new 
adorer she decks herself with roses, and braids 
so deftly her shining hair. The allusion was 
sufficiently pointed for Adela to blush and 
glance appealingly at Starr, who was divided 
between a fiery impulse to kick the man and 
a compassionate desire to get him quietly 
away from the seductions of the refreshment 
bar. For in spite of the man's degradation, 
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there was that in Fayle's voice and manner 
which made those two Australians feel that 
they were dealing with a once cultured 
English gentleman. 

"You'd better get along, Fayle, and see if 
Curly Arthur is ready for a start. I know 
he wanted to get back to the Selection pretty 
early, and you and he can ride my horses and 
ril drive Chrissy home in the buggy. Smith 
was looking for you. I expect you'll find him 
in the supper-room. Tinned oysters and Bass's 
beer I heard him order. You'll miss them if 
you don't look sharp." 

But Fayle was not to be decoyed even by 
the prospect of tinned oysters. He bowled 
again elaborately to Adela. 

''Madam," he said, ''there was a time 
when, without overdue presumption, I might 
have asked you to do me the honour of 
dancing with me. iVoi^," he gave a downward 
glance at himself and a dramatic shrug of his 
thin shoulders, "now my costume alone 
forbids me. But there is a change coming— 
eh! hear me—" for she had taken Oswald's 
arm and was moving past him. As Fayte 
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spoke lie made backward steps after the 

manner of one retreating before a crowned 

head. His chin went in, and his eyes seemed 

to bulge more than usual. You do not 

see me as I am. A year hence—six months 

— I shall be in a very different position. 

The world will acclaim me as a genius. The 

name of Horace Fayle will be writ indelibly, 

for Imay say with Ovid that I, too, have com-

pleted a work which neither the thunder of 

Jove, nor fire nor steel, nor consuming time, 

shall be able to destroy. Immortal shall I 

be raised above the lofty stars—and to you 

—Star of a life that hitherto has been so 

starless—to you shall be the honour and the 

glory, since it is you who liave reinspired me 

—you to whom the book belongs—you to 

whom I give and dedicate.—" 

'^Oh, get out, Fayle. Go home and write 

your dedication, but for goodness' sake, don't 

make such an ass of yourself here," and 

Oswald quietly but resolutely cleared a path 

by pushing the obstruction aside. 

Adela put in a voice. Thank you, Mr 

fayle, but I want to go into the ball-room 
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now. I'm engaged for this dance. Vm sure 
you'd better find Mr Smith and. ride home. 
I'm so pleased to hear about your book, and I 
hope it will be a great success." 

But you will read it, you will give me 
permission to dedicate this supreme effort of 
my heart and brain to you ? " Fayle would 
have barred the way again but for Oswald s 
outstretched arm. 

' 'Oh! yes, yes," said Adela, ' ' I shall be 
very pleased to read it some day," and she 
went quickly through the door. 

'' Ozzy, we are going to be good friends, 
aren't we ?" she murmured, as they began 
to dance. ' 'And you won't say any more 
about—about you know what." 

" Yes, I slrall," he answered doggedly. 
" But I sha'n't press you to-night, against your 
will. You must make your choice as you 
please, Addy. But if you settle to marry 
that little dissipated beast because he's the 
son of an earl, and you fancy he'll take you 
along to England—well, 1 shall be sorry for 
you—that's all." 



C H A P T E R I I I 

AT SMITH'S s h a n t y 

SxMith's S h a n t y stood a mile or two back 
from the great plain, in a clearing of gum 
forest intermixed with gidya scrub, the 
melancholy trees with their curious black 
trunks and grey foliage giving a dreary look 
to the scene. The land sloped gently to a 
water-hole, beside which a Chinaman had his 
garden, and the Shanty, or Selection, as it was 
indifferently called, stood half-way down the 
ridge facing the main road;ii|to Bin-Bin 
Diggings. That is to say, the bar frontage 
was on the road, while the family dwelling-
quarters looked in an opposite direction, and 
were approached by a side slip-rail leading 
round through an unkempt poultry run and 
ragged garden. 

This Bin-Bin road was the main road 
stretching west to the further stations; and 

E 65 
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after shearing, many bullock-drays passed 
with loads of wool along it to the nearest 
railway terminus. The diggings now did 
not count for much in the way of traffic. 
Bin-Bin was about played out at this time, 
and given over mostly to Chinamen, who 
made a living by growing vegetables for the 
few inhabitants remaining here and by 
grubbing in white men's deserted claims. 
The Chinamen were no benefit to the Shanty, 
but it was patronised a good deal by bullock-
drivers and draymen of sorts, and also by a 
certain class of drover who preferred its com-
parative respectability to the rowdier inns at 
Bundarra. 

f 

For Mrs Smith prided herself on having 
the best conducted bar in the district. Mrs 
Smith kept a touch of her Irish brogue and 
all the Irish good-nature, but had a fund of 
sturdy common sense not altogether char-
acteristic of her nationality. Curly Arthur 
was not allowed to boss the Shanty. Mrs 
Smith knew her husbands weaknesses, 
and when he came home from his bullock-
driving trips she kept him employed on the 
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Sefection, and forced him, if he must go on 
the burst, to go elsewhere. Nor did Mrs 
Smith permit any knocking down of cheques, 
planting of horses till the unwary guest had 
reached the early stage of intoxication, or 
other such nefarious practices of Bush 
shanties. Mrs Smith gave her customers 
drink, but she would not let them drink too 
much, and provided them with amusement as 
a corrective. 

' 'Aisy now, bhoys," she would say in-
sinuatingly to a party of bushmen begin niug 
to get reckless. '' Shure ye'd be the death of 
yerselves if Td let ye. Get out wid ye now, 
and work the drop off wid a game of skittles. 

And the boys usually did as she bade them, 
more especially when she herself led the 
game. So up till the recent visit of some 
strikers led by Pat Milligan, who had made a 
row and provoked Mr Vaughan's wrath—he 
being both a magnate and employer of labour 
—Mrs Smith s Shanty had been irreproach-
able, and it was a blessed day for Horace 
Fayle, that fate-tossed person, when he put 
up at it and struck a bargain with the land-
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lady to give little Chrissy her lessons for his 
tucker, and as much grog as Mrs Smith 
should deem necessary and equitable. In 
this respect Mrs Smith exercised a fine dis-
crimination, or Fayle would have broken 
bonds long ago, and drunk himself to death 
at the other distant shanty which was the 
last haunt of the disreputable. As it was, 
the poor wretch did break bonds at intervals 
when the drink mania seized him, but Mrs 
Smith's influence, and his own remorse at the 
thought of Chrissy's neglected education, 
would bring him back again, shattered and 
repentant. Or it was the impossibility of 
keeping away from the neighbourhood of 
Wagra Downs, where he might catch an 
occasional glimpse of Adela Vaughan, who 
since her last return from Leichardt s Town 
had unwittingly exercised over the unfortun-
ate Fayle one of those extraordinary fascina-
tions to which such natures as his are liable. 
He had never dared to put it into words, but 
it had acted as an inspiring force, and had, 
as he himself said, spurred him anew to 
intellectual eifort. 
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No one in the Shanty, and certainly not 

Chrissy herself, knew what the girl owed to 

her tutor, who during five years of inter-

mittent tuition had made a comparatively 

learned young woman of her. Adela 

Vaughan was considered to be extremely 

well educated, but an examination in the 

higher standards would have shown that her 

brilliancy and affectation of knowledge was a 

most superficial smattering, deceiving the 

ignorant only, and that it was nothing but 

a certain natural cleverness and faculty for 

making the best of herself, which enabled her 

to pose as a young lady of more than common 

culture. Whereas Chrissy, to whom Horace 

Fayle had taught Latin, some Greek, world 

history, and much out of the way lore—all of 

which frequenters of the Shanty called 

ridiculous rubbish, and so made her almost 

ashamed of her acquirements—was in reality 

beyond the generality of clever boys when 

they leave school to go to college. Adela 

could play the piano, which accomplishment 

Chrissy had never learned, and it was a sore 

trouble to her; but then, as her mother put it. 
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Miss Vaughan was live years older, besides 
having been at a boarding-school, and how 
could Chrissy expect to compete with her! 
So, humble Chrissy read her ancient authors, 
practised literary compositions, did problems 
in Euclid, and studied the stories of every 
age, wondering ^11 the while why she was so 
cruelly denied the advantages that would, as 
she thought, have made her equal to Adela— 
wondering, too, that she could be so happy 
learning what everybody else vseemed to 
despise. 

An imagination fed on ^schylus and 
Sophocles, on Virgil and Dante, and the 
spirit of the Kenaissance, combined with the 
intellectual companionship of Horace Fayle 
and the strange influence of the Australian 
Bush, is bound to make its possessor some-
thing out of the ordinary. Chrissy had 
drawn in romance and mysticism from the 
old lands she read about and the new land in 
which she lived. She was given to wander-
ing a good deal about the Bush, and to 
dreaming of an impossible chivalry, the 
nearest embodiment of which she found in 
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Oswald Starr—Oswald, who seemed to her 

like a dethroned prince, and whom at once 

she pitied and worshipped. 

Foolish, poetic Chrissy! Although she 

was the Shanty-keeper's daughter, she knew 

little of the practical and disenchanting 

realities of Bush life. She was forbidden 
«^ 

ever to enter the bar, and her entire converse 

with Mrs Smith s customers was at the mid-

day meal in the bar parlour, to which none 

but the most respectable were admitted, there 

being a space behind the bar in which the 

rougher sort might feed. A t other times, 

Chrissy remained almost out of sight and 

hearing of what went on in the Shanty. 

This was in fact a separate building; the 

family dwelling, known, in contradistinction, 

as the Selection House, being built back to 

back with it, the kitchen hut and a covered 

passage intervening. Both buildings were of 

rough slabs standing perpendicularly to the 

height of about seven feet, with a pitched roof 

of bark held down by transverse saplings and 

projecting front and back a good way beyond 

the slabs. In front, the projection was 
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supported on posts which had rings and 
hooks for the convenience of fastening up 
horses while their riders were in the bar. At 
the back, the space was enclosed by shorter 
slabs, and furnished several rough bedrooms, 
one of which was frequently occupied by Mr 
Patrick Milligan, to whom Mrs Smith 
extended a certain friendly toleration due to 
his being a compatriot of hers. At the side 
of the Shanty, lay a yard in which a lean-to 
against the high fence gave shelter to the 
black boys, and to several gins who were 
employed about the place. 

Turning round by a side-cut, it could be 
seen that the Selection House — a later 
addition was constructed on similar lines, 
but here the wide, earth-floored verandah 
made a not unattractive lounge, facing east, 
with the posts twined by creepers—passion 
fruit and other vines—and having canvas 
chairs, a settle against the wall, some sections 
of tree-trunks in which plants were growing, 
books and work lying about, and a general 
air of repose, and of the presence of more 
refined womanhood than one might expect 
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to find in such a place. Inside, was the Smiths' 
parlour, where Chrissy had her lessons, and 
where breakfast and tea were taken. Beside 
and beyond the parlour, were more bedrooms, 
some of these being at the service of superior 
lodgers. One was allotted just now to Oswald 
Starr. 

Oswald and Chrissy were seated in the 
verandah. She was sewing, and he had a 
book, relating to geological formations, open 
before him, but he was not reading. I t was 
about five o'clock in the afternoon. The time 
was winter, the month July, and there was a 
dreamy feeling in the air and a fragrance, for 
the sandal-wood trees were in bloom outside, 
and they have a scent faint ly resembling 
violets. The flower-bed close to the verandah 
was blooming too. There were verbenas and 
zinnias and petunias and a datura shrub, w i th 
its great white trumpet blossoms. Beyond, 
lay the cabbage patch, the pumpkin bed, a 
row of late bean plants, and a square planted 
in potatoes. There were rosellas too, and a 
pr ickly pear hedge, in which the magenta 
fruits stood ou t ; but, on the whole, one 
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had not much to say about the Shanty 
garden. 

A white cockatoo tethered to a post hopped 
gravely about the log steps leading up to the 
verandah. It preened itself, and mumbled 
and chattered, every now and then in classical 
phrase, more freely in disjointed objurgations, 
learned in company of the bullock-drivers 
from whom Fayle had bought him. 

Now the thing screeched, ^'Where's 
Chrissy ? . . . Keep your pecker up . . . Nil 
desperandum, . . . Cocky wants a lump 
of sugar." 

Chrissy could not resist the appeal. She 
went into the parlour and brought back a 
lump of sugar, which Cocky received with 
satisfaction, becoming silent for a time. 

Oswald, looking up from his book, saw 
Chrissy s eyes agaze through the vistas of 
gidya scrub. 

'' What are you thinking of, Chrissy ? " 
She started. '' Oh, I don't know, I was 

getting the feel of it into me." 
" The feel ? Of what ?" 
' 'Of the Bush—the bigness and strange-
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ness and loneliness of it all. I don't 

wonder that Mr Fayle can write poems 

about it." 

'' Does he write poems ? What sort ? " 

'' They're modelled on the Greek, but they're 

different somehow. There's no joyousness in 

them. But, then, here Nature is different. You 

couldn't imagine the Greek gods and goddesses 

frolicking about among the gidya scrubs." 

' ' N o , you couldn't," answered Starr. 

' ' W h a t odd ideas get into your head, 

Chrissy. I suppose they come out of 

Fayle's head after he has been indulging too 

freely. I'd like to see some of old Fayle's 

compositions." 

'' It isn't all poetry that he writes," said 

Chrissy. He has been working hard at a 

book—a novel, I think." 

novel?" repeated Starr. " H a v e you 

read it ?" 

" No, he won't let me. He showed me the 

dedication, though. It's to a woman—the 

Muse who inspired his tale—a record, he calls 

it, of strange adventures in the land that 

gave her birth. That's how he puts it. 
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Can you guess who the Muse is, Mr 
Starr ? " 

''Yes. Its Miss Vaughan." 
Chrissy uttered a little cry of comprehen-

sion. Oh ! Now I understand. I always 
guessed that he admired her immensely, but 
it could only be from a distance, for I am 
sure that he scarcely ever sees her. But how 
did you know this ? " 

' ' I heard him tell her the other night. He 
was drunk. In vino Veritas, as Cocky would 
say." 

In vino Veritas" screeched Cocky, drolly, 
his head on one side. He had just caught the 
words he knew. 

''Quiet, you wretch!" Starr flung the 
bird a lump of sugar which he took from 
Chrissy s lap where she had stored two or 
three for Cocky s delectation. '' It was like 
Fayle's impudence," Oswald went on, ' ' making 
love to Miss Vaughan." 

'' Oh, it isn't that," said Chrissy, deprecat-
ingly. '' But he couldn t help admiring her, 
could he ? I'm so sorry for Mr Fayle. He 
has told me things about his past life, which 
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make me see how grand and clever he must 

have been. And then to look at him now ! 

But I believe he is a little mad." 

' ' I t seems like it." Oswald lit his pipe 

viciously. 

'' Why should Miss Vaughan mind his 

dedicating a book to her ?" pursued Chrissy. 

'' I should be proud of it, if I were in her 

place. I feel sure that the book will be 

tremendously clever. Mr Fayle could not 

write anything that wasn't artistic and full of 

talent. And just imagine the honour and 

glory of having inspired a great work! It 

would be like Dante and Beatrice. Only I 

can't fancy—" She paused. 

'' What is it that you can't fancy, Chrissy ? " 

'^I was going to say that Miss Vaughan 

doesn't seem like Beatrice." 

' 'Dante s Beatrice!" Starr laughed, not 

altogether pleasantly. He was thinking of a 

picture he had once seen of Beatrice, the 

meek, mediaeval maiden passing up the narrow 

street of Florence, and, as Chrissy had sug-

gested, the proud beauty of Adela Vaughan 

did not seem to harmonise with that scheme. 
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But then he himself was no Dante. Oswald 
shook his shoulders as though to escape from 
the delusive thought that he might ever win 
Adela. 

"Chrissy," he said, half turning the subject, 
' ' you th ink a lot of people who write books. 
Some day you' l l be wanting to write one 
yourself." 

Chrissy blushed crimson. '' Oh ! i f I could. 
Mr Fayle is teaching me the rules of com-
position. Perhaps I may write a book some 
day.'' 

' ' And take the world by storm! Well, 
Chrissy child, T i l give you an opal necklace 
on the day when you first appear in print. 
I t 's a bargain, mind ! " 

The gi r l smiled at him shyly. 
' 'You're quite sure of the opals, Mr 

Starr." 
' ' Quite sure. The more so since I 've studied 

this.'' He slapped the book on his knee. 
' ' B u t opals aren't in i t , Chrissy, wi th a 
peeress's coronet. You could not expect a 
worldly-wise woman to hesitate in such a 
choice, even i f i t involved being tied up to a 
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dissipated nincompoop like the Honourable 
Claude Goring." 

' 'Do you mean Miss Vaughan?" cried 
Chrissy. ' ' But I don't understand how—" 

' 'How she has the chance of becoming a 
countess, or speculating in opals? I'll tell 
you. I imagine it's not much of a secret that 
IVe been in love with her ever since she was 
a little kiddie, and but for my smash up over 
the station Td have asked her to marry me 
long ago. I'll swear she cared a bit for me 
once, Chrissy, even though she flouts me now/' 

How could she ? How could she ? " 
''Care for me? Well, it does seem odd. 

Still, r d stake something on her having 
liked me a good bit once." 

' 'No, no—you know what I mean. How 
could she be fond of that other man, when 
there was—you ? " 

'' That's easily explained, my child, if your 
unsophisticated intelligence can reason ac-
cording to the logic of Babylon. - Much, by 
the way, I know of the London Babylon— 
or, for that matter, Adela Vaughan either; 
but such learning comes by instinct. This 
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other man, if Miss Vaughan marries him, 
may—most probably will—make her Countess 
of Hardacre. Lord Farrow's—the other 
brother's—child is dead, and Lord Farrow 
himself is dying of creeping paralysis. So 
you see!" 

Chrissy remained round-eyed. She scarcely 
grasped these magnificent possibilities of a 
sphere so far removed from her experience. 

" Tempus fugit'' solemnly squeaked Cocky, 
for he had by now finished his lump of 
sugar and become garrulous again. Oswald 
gave a jarring laugh. 

'' Right you are, Cocky, old boy. And 
its time I dropped the game. I'll wait no 
longer. To-morrow Tm off to Bilbingie. 
She can do as she pleases." 

At that moment horses' steps sounded, 
dulled by distance, through the Bush. 
Chrissy listened. ''Someone is coming," she 
said. Perhaps it s Miss Vaughan." 

'' It's the milkers being driven to the yard," 
returned Oswald; but he, too, looked excited 
and anxious. He flung his book on the 
settle and rose from the canvas chair. 
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"No," said Clirissy, ' 'the milkers are 
down there," and she pointed to a straggling 
herd of three or four cows with their calves, 
and a black boy on a young horse rounding 
them up through the gidya scrub. It's 
along the Wagra Downs road that the others 
are coming." 

And now the muffled thud of eight hoofs 
on the sandy road ceased. 

''They're stopping at the Shanty," said 
Oswald. 

' 'No," said Chrissy again, "somebody 
has stopped at the Shanty, but there's 
someone else coming round here." 

She was right. Four feet now struck 
round the bend and paused at the slip-rails, 
while a voice they knew—a rather sweet, 
but thin, high-pitched voice—called out,— 

"Please somebody put down the rails." 
Oswald ran from the verandah steps, and 

disturbed the clucking hens in their wired 
run by his rapid progress along the netting 
barrier. Chrissy went forward and watched 
Adela Vaughan, who, mounted on the Outlaw, 
was waiting at the slip-rails. The horse 
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curveted and pawed the ground impatiently. 
Adela was looking brilliant, her dark eyes 
alight, her hair trimly waved, and her cheeks 
showing a delicate bloom. 

' 'Do, please, put down the rails," she said. 
' 'The Outlaw is wanting to jump them, and 
I really don't feel equal to that. Oh! 
thank you, Mr Starr. I didn't know you 
were still stopping here.'' 

Oswald flung down the rails. The Outlaw 
stepped over them delicately, and his mistress 
reined him in, while Oswald put them up 
again and drove back the cocks and hens, 
some of which had perched on the wire 
netting where it dipped down in a gap made 
by a fallen support. 

" I thought you said that you were going 
off to Bilbingie," said Adela. 

" S o I am," he answered, taking off his 
hat with a somewhat ironic flourish. "But 
I've been waiting for your answer to my 
question the other night. Have you brought 
it to me ? " 

"Now, Ozzy, don't be tiresome. You 
know how I hate all that tragic nonsense. 
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We settled everything at the Bundarra 
dance." 

'' Did we ? I wasn't aware of that. No, 
I tell you what it is that has settled it—and 
that's the news Goring got by last mail. Am 
I to congratulate you on the death of Lord 
Farrow's son, and upon the more immediate 
prospect you may have of becoming Countess 
of Hardacre ?" 

Adela gave him an untranslatable look; 
triumph and pain were in it. She made 
no answer, but the needle of her spur touched 
the Outlaws side, and the horse leaped 
forward and was at the verandah steps 
before Oswald could overtake him. Chrissy 
Smith stood on the topmost, leaning against 
a green-twined post—a slim, childlike figure, 
with a hanging tendril of the native cucumber 
vine framing her brown head, while a young 
emu-apple growing up beside the steps laid its 
creamy blossoms against her dress. The girls 
skin, which was very pale, seemed in texture 
like the petals of the flowers. She gave 
Adela a timid greeting. Chrissy was always 
shy before the grand and not always gracious 
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young mistress of Wagra Downs, and just 
now, it must be confessed, a rather bitter 
resentment against Adela filled Chrissy's 
soul. Her thoughts were broken in upon 
by the bird. 

''Salve,'' lugubriously uttered Cocky, as 
though he were intoning a chant, and then 
in a cheerful screech he added, '' Who the 
devil are you ? " 

Adela laughed hysterically. Is that the 
cockatoo ? You might teach him better 
language, Chrissy ?" 

^'It was the bullock-drivers," Chrissy ex-
plained. ' 'Mr Fayle didn't want you to 
have him till he was cured of swearing, so 
he has been making him say Latin words 
instead. Isn't he a beautiful bird ? " 

'' Beautiful," assented Adela. '' I must take 
time to admire him ; but I didn't come to 
do that just now. Chrissy, do you think 
that your mother would put a bandage or 
something on Mr Goring's arm. He was 
jumping and the horse threw him against 
a broken bit of tree, and Fm afraid he's 
got splinters into his flesh. It's bleeding 
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dreadfully. He s round at the Shanty, but 
we couldn't see Mrs Smith." 

' 'Shes out in the wash-house," said 
Chrissy. 

" Oh! there's that Milligan and a lot 
of other dreadful men at the bar," went on 
Adela. ' ' I really couldn't go in. Do, like 
a good child, see if your mother will look 
after him." 

'^Yes, I will," said Chrissy. ^^Wont you 
come in and sit down, Miss Vaughan." 

' ' I didnt mean to," answered Adela. ' ' I 
don't know if I ought to stop. We're rather 
late." 

Oswald had approached. He put a hand 
on the fidgeting Outlaw's cheek and steadied 
the horse, while he offered a shoulder for 
Miss Vaughan's support in dismounting. 

' 'Let me help you down," he said. ' ' I t 
will probably take a little w^hile to bind up 
your knight's wounds." 

Chrissy had turned, and was disappearing 
through the sitting-room to some back region. 
Adela looked doubtfully after her, yet in her 
heart she was not sorry to be alone with 
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Oswald. She threw the reins on her horse's 
neck, and disengaged her knee from the 
pommel. Starr held out his right arm, the 
left hand being on the snaffle. He could 
not resist the temptation of lifting her to 
the ground. Then he unbuckled the Outlaw's 
bridle and fastened it round the verandah 
post. 

^'That'll be all right. Here's a comfort-
able chair, Miss Vaughan." 

Adela sank down into the squatter s chair 
which he had a little while before vacated, 
and stretched out her long, lithe limbs. 

' T m afraid Mr Goring has got a nasty 
cut," she remarked, as if for something to 
say. 

''Has he? Well, I daresay it won't hurt 
him to let out a little of his blue blood. Is 
that what you are uneasy about, Addy ? 

Adela ceased the tap of her prettily-booted 
foot on the earthern floor of the verandah. 
She looked straight at Starr. 

'' I expect rd better tell you at once, Ozzy, 
that Tm engaged to Mr Goring." 

Oswald's features tightened into a grim 
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mask, but he showed no other sign of emo-

tion. '' Since when ? " he asked curtly. 

Since—since yesterday. Of course papa 

had to be consulted. I t s only just 

settled." 

'' I see. You haven't told me when he first 

asked you, but naturally you could not have 

been expected to give a definite answer till 

he had some definitely brilliant prospect to 

offer. I hope youl l enjoy being a countess, 

Addy." 

You are cruel, Oswald. Why cannot we 

be friends—you and I ? " 

''Because we can't—that's all. I told you 

the other night I didn't want any of that 

brother-and-sister and philandering, friend 

business. It was to be all or nothing. You'd 

got to take or leave me. YouVe left me and 

there's an end of it, but you'll regret it, Addy. 

You'll rue the day when you bound yourself 

to that ill-conditioned, dissipated cur." 

' 'Oswald! I can't hear such things said 

about—" 

' 'About your future husband. But 

whether you like to hear them or not, you'll 
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have to endure them, and that'll be rather 
worse, I fancy. You may become a countess 
and you may queen it in England, wearing 
the Hardacre diamonds instead of my 
Australian opals, but I tell you that you'll 
find the diamonds too heavily weighted to be 
comfortable, and you'll be sorry some day 
that you didn't accept the opals." 

' 'How could I when you haven't got them 
yet? " she murmured. '' You know that papa 
wouldn't have let me marry a beggar, and we 
should only have been miserable, Ozzy." 

'' Should we ? I'm not so sure of that. I 
believe I'm strong enough to work for my 
wife, setting aside the opals. But as far as 
they go, they're a straight lead. I'm going 
to be an opal king, as I told you, and you'll 
be sorry, I say again, that you refused to be 
an opal queen. I've got the report, Addy. 
There's no mistake about it now." 

" What do you mean, Ozzy ? " she cried, a 
keen note of regret in her voice. 

'' I'm going to be a rich man—a millionaire. 
I t isn't as good as being an earl perhaps; but 
money counts, I've heard, more than blood in 
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Babylon. By-and-by we may meet in your 

London Babylon, the goal of all your dreams ; 

but remember, Addy, IVe done with you just 

as much as you ve done with me. If my 

mine were to turn out a Golconda in its way, 

and you were to say to me that you'd thought 

better of your refusal and offer to throw up 

Goring for my sake—well, I wouldn't have 

you, that's all." 

'' Oswald ! How dare you speak so ? " she 

cried indignantly. 

' 'Go it, mate. Nil desperandmn! Cocky's 

your pal; give Cocky a lump of sugar." The 

bird's screech drowned her voice. If it had 

not done so, things might have turned out 

differently, for there were tears in Adela's 

eyes. 

"Hang you, Cocky!" Oswald threw him 

the last lump. Cocky began nibbling with 

grunts of satisfaction, but suddenly the bird s 

demeanour changed. He had caught sight 

through the parlour of someone coming along 

the outside gangway—someone Cocky held in 

awe. It was his schoolmaster. Cocky put 

on the most human air of virtuous unconcern. 
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He mumbled inside his bill, and drawing a 
long breath gave vent in the tone of a pre-
centor in chapel, ''Dum spiro spero—dum 
spiro speroy—and be hanged to you," the last 
phrase added in a hurry, with a sheepish look, 
and his head very much on one side. 

' 'I 'd like to wring that bird's neck," 
muttered Oswald, but Cocky had meekly 
subsided into a sort of subterranean sibila-
tion. He was moving his small white body 
to and fro uneasily from one foot to the 
other. 

' ' I t must be Fayle coming," said Oswald, 
abruptly. ' 'I 'll make myself scarce. You're 
not likely to see me again, Addy, for I don't 
suppose that, even as a millionaire, Td be 
tolerated in your aristocratic British circles, 
so this is good-bye. I'm not going to say 
God bless you, for I feel more like damning 
than blessing. Excuse my rough manners. 
They're Australian, you know ; but I shouldn't 
wonder if you find as bad in England. Per-
haps your sprig of nobility will treat you to 
a swear-word occasionally." 

Between anger and disappointment, Adela 
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was on the verge of breaking down. The 
near presence of Fayle alone restrained her. 
As it was, she exclaimed tearfully, Oswald, 
you are brutal." 

' 'Am I? I w ônder who made me so. 
Anyhow, if you never meet with worse 
brutality, you'll do. Hullo, Fayle, here's 
Miss Vaughan come to thank you for the 
treat you're giving her in that bird you've 
been reforming." 



• C H A P T E K I V 

FOOLSCAP AND A KISS 

OSWALD STARR stalked out past the poor 
scholar, who was advancing from the parlour, 
a bundle of rasped nerves in a frail, misused 
body. But there was fire in Fayle s eyes, and 
a purpose in his feeble jerky movements. 
The hopelessly weak and yet refined face, 
with its splendid brow, glowing eyes, and 
loose-lipped retreating lower physiognomy, 
seemed oddly suited to the shambling limbs, 
the almost paralytic gait. Adela bent forward 
in her chair, by no means pleased to see Fayle, 
though she was glad to be spared the con-
tinuation of her painful interview with Starr. 

Starr went off down the steps before Fayle 
had come near her. At first sight of the 
tutor, Adela felt sure that he had been drink-
ing heavily, and the thought struck her that, 
even normally speaking, he was not sane. 

92 
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His eyes had a curious gleam, his limbs 

twitched repeatedly, and his movements were 

full of half-repressed excitement. He looked 

as though he were struggling to keep control 

over himself. He saluted Adela with ela-

borate formality, but a moment later made a 

dash at her hand, and would, she fancied, 

have kissed it, had she not drawn it sharply 

back. She tried to check him by her most 

commonplace manner. 

'' How do you do, Mr Fayle ? Perhaps you 

can tell me whether Mrs Smith is attending 

to Mr Goring's arm ? " 

'' Mr Goring s arm ? " Fayle drew in his chin 

and spoke in a dazed way. ** I know nothing 

about Mr Goring. I have just left my 

room. The sound of your voice was a magnet 

to me. I have come to lay my oflFering at 

your feet." 

As he spoke his eyes glowed afresh, and he 

flourished a foolscap folio of closely-written 

sheets. 

'' Good gracious, Mr Fayle, what do you 

mean ? " asked Adela. 

' ' H a v e you forgotten ?" exclaimed Fayle, 
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reproachfully. ' 'Did I not tell you that you 
had awakened my soul from its lethargic 
sleep ? That I have completed a work which 
shall make me worthy even of you ? Oh ! my 
Muse! my Star ! how can I thank and bless 
you in fitting terms for what you have done 
for me ? " 

''There's really nothing to thank me for," 
said Adela, a little crossly. " I wish you 
wouldn't have such romantic ideas about me, 
Mr Fayle. Why, I haven't seen you half a 
dozen times in my life." 

" Once was sufficient for me to recognise 
in you my ideal woman," returned Fayle, 
ecstatically. "Did it need many meetings 
between the poet and his exquisite lady to 
sow the germ of the Divine Comedy. 
Beatrice was worshipped at first sight—so, 
too, was Laura." 

" But I'm not a Beatrice—nor a Laura 
either," protested Adela, still half angrily, 
yet not quite anxious to stop the rhapsody, 
for Adela loved admiration too dearly to have 
despised it, even from one of her fathers 
shearers. Besides, she did not know much of 
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Italian literature, and for the moment 

wondered vaguely who the ladies mentioned 

might be. '' Have you written your book, 

Air Fayle ? " she added more indulgently ; 

" and is that what you are talking about ?" 

My book is here—the ink hardly dry on 

its last page," said Fayle dramatically, holding 

forth the foolscap manuscript. ' ' I bring it 

to you inviolate, unread by any human eye 

except mine—who wrote it. The secret story 

of my life is told in its pages. They hold, too, 

the grandest ideas of which I am capable. 

But before I give my work to the world I 

offer it with all the homage of my heart to 

you." 

He kneeled before Adela in the attitude of 

a devotee, and laid the bundle of foolscap 

upon her knee. 

Adela pushed back her canvas chair, the 

legs of which made a grating noise on the 

earthern floor of the verandah. 

'' Oh, do, for goodness' sake, get up, Mr 

Fayle. Somebody might see you, and you 

inow it s really too silly for you to feel like 

that about me." 



96 THE GHOST 

Fayle rose reluctantly, and leaning against 
the slab wall of the house looked down at her 
in silent adoration. Adela affected to glance 
at the manuscript. 

" I see it's beautifully written," she said. 
" I am sure that I shall enjoy reading it. 
And perhaps get you an opinion on it—a 
literary opinion—a publisher's opinion. That 
would be worth something, wouldn't it ? " 

'' I have been considering to what publisher 
I should send it—that is, if you consent to 
its appearance," said Fayle, thoughtfully. 
'' I don't know who the new men are, and the 
old firms that knew me once would know me 
no more." He sighed deeply. 

'' I can tell you a good new publishing firm," 
said Adela. '' It is just possible that I might 
be able to say a word for you. One of the 
partners is a cousin—a second cousin of my 
own. Perhaps you have heard of the firm," 
she added patronisingly. ' ' I t is Wyse & 
Belford." 

Fayle shook his head. 
' ' I knew a Belford once; he pulled stroke 

in our Varsity crew. We chummed up rather, 
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but he was at Caius, and I was a Trinity man 
myself. Bah! What am I saying? I 
dream, dear lady — I dream dreams, and 
sometimes my dreams seem real." He went 
nearer to her, and she was frightened afresh 
by the wildness of his look. Are you a 
dream, my lovely one—tell me, are you a 
dream ?" 

Adela got up. The manuscript was in her 
hand, and she made a sudden excuse for 
putting several paces between herself and her 
bewildering companion. 

' 'Mr Fayle, I'm just going to tuck this into 
the pouch of my saddle. I shall read it 
when I get home, and then, if I think it 
likely to be successful, I might send it to 
Mr Belford—my cousin, you know. We've 
made friends by letter, and perhaps—perhaps 
I may see him before long. But it will be a 
little while before I can read it, and you mustn't 
mind if I'm obliged to keep you waiting a bit." 

The girl had gone as she spoke to the off-
side of her horse, and was pulling him round 
to the verandah, and unbuckling the pouch 
—larger than ordinary, for convenience of 
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travelling—wliicli was set on the saddle flap. 
She felt horribly afraid of the tutor. He was 
coming slowly towards her, and she did not 
like the expression of his face. She thought 
he meant to kiss her, and looked round for 
some sign of a protector. 

But the garden was empty. "Where had 
Oswald gone? From the Shanty came the 
sound of laughter and rough talk, but through 
the parlour doors—open back and front—she 
could catch no sight of any member of the 
household. Fayle was beside her now. She 
almost regretted that she had taken the 
manuscript, but it had only been with the 
desire to pacify and get rid of him. She 
pulled sharply at the Outlaw s curb, and the 
animal lashed out viciously, causing Fayle to 
retreat in a nervous way. Adela seized her 
opportunity. 

'' Tm going to look for Chrissy, Mr Fayle. 
Take care ! Please don't come near my horse. 
He isn't safe to touch.'' 

In the creeper-covered gangway she met 
Mrs Smith coming out of the kitchen hut, 
followed by Claude Goring and Chrissy. 
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Goring had evidently been sustaining himself 

with Shanty liquor. He reeled as he walked, 

and his manner was boisterous and quarrel-

some. His arm was in a sling, and he was 

railing at his misfortune. 

"Shure, Mr Goring," said Mrs Smith, con-

solingly, ^'it's thankful ye ought to be that 

yer hurt is no worse, to go spreeing about 

that way and the head on ye noways steady. 

Y e might ha' had a skin full o' nasty splinters 

—bad cess to 'em—and lockjaw beyant." 

Goring straightened himself with some 

difficulty by the help of a post. 

' ' F m in a p-o-shition to state, madam,'' he 

explained laboriously, '' that you're altogether 

m'shtaken. Fall from damned horse—accident 

— might happen any genleman. Addy 

un'shtands—don' you, Addy ? Good old gurl, 

Addy." 

Adela vouchsafed no reply, and Mrs Smith 

went on soothingly,— 

' 'Faith, Mr Goring, it's in luck ye are to 

be no worse. But just take the advice of a 

wise woman now, and shlape it off. For I 

know what I'm talking about, and a shweet 
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shlape '11 do ye good. Shure the parlour sofy s 
at your service, and thin Misther Milligan '11 
put the horse, into the buggy and dhrive ye 
home to Wagra Downs in no time—suppos-
ing, Miss Vaughan, that you'll be afther wait-
ing to take a cup o' tay along with me and 
Chrissy." 

'' Thank you, Mrs Smith, I certainly think 
that Mr Goring had better wait until he is 
well enough to drive home, but I cannot stay. 
My father will be expecting me, so I shall 
ride back at once. Come, Chrissy, help me 
on to the Outlaw ; " and Adela drew Chrissy 
along the gangway towards the parlour. 
She little knew the rebellious thoughts that 
were surging in Chrissy's mind. Adela s own 
heart was full of indignant self-pity. She 
was still smarting from Oswalds bitter 
speeches; indignant with him, indignant 
with Goring, she was only eager to be 
gone. 

When they reached the verandah where 
the Outlaw was impatiently rubbing his head 
against a post, Adela glanced up and down, 
and to her intense relief saw that Fayle had 
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disappeared. She was preparing to mount, 
when suddenly she reflected that he might 
only have gone to secrete himself behind a 
gum tree by the roadside meanwhile, to way-
lay her in the darkling twilight. She felt 
that she had not nerve for another interview 
with him, and partly in terror of Fayle, partly 
from an irrepressible longing to renew lover-
like relations with Oswald, who had suddenly 
become doubly desirable since his prospective 
opals had assumed value, she stood motion-
less, holding the Outlaw's bridle tight against 
his neck. 

I am a little afraid of riding alone—it is 
so late," she said. '' I wonder whether there is 
anyone about who would ride home with me.'' 
She paused irresolutely, but Chrissy made no 
response. Mr Starr, perhaps—he was here 
just now—I don't think he would mind." 

Chrissy s honest eyes, full of scorn, were 
fixed upon her, and were difficult to face. 
Chrissy's heart was aching for her friend and 
hero. Ten minutes' attendance on the Honour-
able Claude Goring had made Chrissy con-
temptuous of Adela's choice, and contemptuous 
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of the woman who could so treat a man like 
Oswald Starr. Nevertheless she answered 
with dignity,— 

' ' I will see if Mr Starr is anywhere about 
the place, and let him know that you would 
like him to ride home with you." 

She went to the end of the verandah which 
faced the stockyard, whence the black boy, 
who had brought up the cows, was returning, 
still on horseback, and gave an aboriginal 
call. 

' 'Eheuh ! Tombo ! You come here. Mine 
want to know whether you been see-im Mr 
Starr close-up Shanty ? " 

' 'Yoai" (yes), replied the black boy. 
''Mine fetch up yarraman (horse) belonging 
to that fellow. He been start longa Bun-
darra." 

The black boy's words thrust a sudden stab 
deep into the heart of each of his listeners. 
Adela grew very white. Chrissy turned to 
her with suppressed passion in her voice. 

'' You see ! He is gone. He said he was 
going. He does not mean to come back." 

Adela struggled for a conventional reply. 
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' 'Really! He did not mention it to me. 
Well, I suppose I must ride alone, so I had 
better start at once." 

''Tombo can go with you," said Chrissy, 
forced into politeness. She remembered Mr 
Milligan, but Chrissy did not like the Irish 
bullock-driver, and did not care to ask any-
thing of him. ' ' I am sorry we have no 
better escort to offer, Miss Vaughan," she 
added. ^'Here, Tombo, you ride longa Miss 
Vaughan to Wagra." 

" Yoai," replied the black boy. 
Adela, with a laugh that was half nervous, 

half angry, stepped on the edge of a hollowed 
stump that served as a flower-pot, and vaulted 
lightly into her saddle. She gave Chrissy 
a curt Good evening," and rode along to 
the slip-rails, where the black boy joined 
her. 

Chrissy stood alone in the garden, listening 
to the echoing hoofs dying away in the 
distance. Shadows were gathering around 
her. The world seemed to the girl to have 
become very desolate. Overhead, a star or 
two shone out in the blue and twinkled down 
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on her, but there was not a ray of brightness 
on Chrissy's horizon. At eighteen one is apt 
to over-estimate the depth of one s emotions, 
but Chrissy was scarcely conscious of hers— 
only of an abiding pain. She was an innocent 
little creature, this child of the Australian 
Bush, and did not as yet understand the 
working of the fundamental passions of nature. 
She thought she was sorrowful for Oswald's 
sorrow, and did not realise that it was her 
own sense of loss that overwhelmed her. 
Out of the deepening twilight there came 
again presently the sound of hoofs. It was 
too soon for Tombo to be returning, and 
Chrissy wondered who it could be. A horse-
man came alone to the slip-rails, riding hastily, 
and dismounted, hitching up his horse at the 
fence. It was Oswald Starr, and at sight of 
him a fresh flow of blood bounded through 
Chrissy. He had seen the lonely little figure, 
and came straight up to her, both hands ex-
tended. To Chrissy's surprise, he snatched 
hers and held them firmly in his. 

thought you had gone away," she said, 
for good and all." 
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So I did, but I have come back—to say-
good-bye to you." 

Chrissy's soft eyes shone in the dusk. 
'' You remembered me ? " fluttered from 

her lips. 
' ' I shall never forget you, my child—dear 

loyal little thing. I could not go without 
speaking to you once again, and that is what 
I wanted to say. You are a good child, 
Chrissy, and you have been a faithful friend. 
If all women were like you, the world would 
be a better place. Hush—yes, it is true— 
most women are different—curse them ! But 
I've watched you, Chrissy. I've seen what 
you are, and I seem to see what you will grow 
into. If I've undervalued your friendship, 
it's because my mind has been full of other 
things. I'm going now to sweep them out of 
my life." 

^̂ Mr Starr—oh! Mr Starr!" Chrissy's 
voice quavered. wish I could comfort 
you." 

''You do comfort me. It is a comfort to 
feel that there is one woman in the world 
who would not play a man false. Keep your 
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true heart, my child, till you give it with 
your future into the keeping of the man 
you'll love." 

Chrissy's face was downcast. His words 
thrilled her, but there was a finality about 
them that filled her with pain. 

'' What are you going to do ?'' she asked. 
" Cure myself/' he answered bitterly. 

" It's not easy to bind up a broken faith like 
mine." 

'' Are you going after the opals ? " 
' 'Why not. One may as well have money, 

if one can t get love. It will take time to 
work the claim, but you shall have that opal 
necklace some day." He drew closer, and 
looked down on the bent brown head. '' Will 
you give me a kiss before I go, Chrissy ?" 

But Chrissy shrank. In a sub-conscious 
way, the kiss meant so much to her. 

'' Td like your lips to touch mine," said 
Oswald, simply. ' 'Fd like to be able to 
remember that an honest-hearted girl had 
kissed me. It would keep a fellow straight." 

Chrissy lifted her mouth. Childlike 
though she was, it was a sacred moment to 
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her. Oswald kissed her gently, almost 
reverentially. 

" Good-bye, little girl. I can say God 
bless you—to you—and He will, Tm sure." 

Once more the echoing hoofs died away in 
the darkness, and Chrissy was left alone. 



C H A P T E R V 

P R O D U C I N G A P L O T 

A KEEN wind swept Kensington Gardens, 
and brought a rapid rain of falling leaves 
from the groaning branches of the elms. It 
was one of those autumn days when fog 
struggles to overcast the few feeble rays of 
sunshine. 

Chrissy Smith gazed pathetically towards 
a faintly luminous patch in the grey sky, and 
yearned for the friendly face of the sun which 
she missed so sorely here, away from her own 
southern land. Chrissy had not been in 
England long. Her father had died, and her 
mother was married again—this time to the 
Mr Milligan whom Chrissy abhorred. She 
was alone and very forlorn, though she had 
started from Australia full of hope, with a 
bundle of manuscripts that were to do great 

io8 
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things for her, and fifty pounds—part of a 

small patrimony that had come to her at her 

father's death, and which she regarded as a 

sum amply sufficient to maintain her until 

she should have established herself as a 

literary woman. It was a daring project, 

for she had no friends in England, and no 

introductions, but Chrissy was courageous. 

She had read of many famous people who had 

sprung from small beginnings, and she 

dreamed of success as great as theirs. 

London was the place where all strangers 

might find a footing, and where everyone 

had a fair chance, so to London she must go. 

Thus it was that Chrissy took a cheap 

passage in a cattle boat vid Torres Straits 

and Java, and with the remainder of her 

small fortune settled herself in a second-rate 

boarding-house in Bayswater while she 

besieged publishers and editors. 

Just before she left Australia she had had 

a story published in the best weekly paper in 

Leichardt s Land, and this seemed to Chrissy 

the first paving stone upon her royal road. 

She certainly wrote well, in a style that was 
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unusually vigorous for such a girl. This she 
had acquired from Horace Fayle, who was 
responsible for much of Chrissy's ambition. 
He had seen in her • an Australian Corinne, 
and assured the girl that she would some day 
make a name for herself. His pride in his 
pupil was justifiable. Under his guidance 
Chrissy remained faithful to the romance of 
her own country, which she had sucked in 
with her mother s milk; she had learned to 
see the Bush as it is and to portray it in 
bold outline, filled in with the pathos and 
the humour that is peculiarly its own. 

But alas ! in London, defeat seemed to face 
Chrissy at every turn. To be unknown was 
a far greater drawback than she had 
imagined. She also found that half the 
British readers were scribblers themselves, 
and that no one wanted a new writer who 
had no personal recommendation to favour. 
Publishers' advisers appeared to have no 
appreciation of either her style or subject. 
Her stories were like boomerangs that always 
returned to the thrower. She spent a great 
deal of money in postage stamps, and wore 
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out much shoe-leather in futile expeditions. 
It had all been of no avail, and to-day, she 
was hopeless and desperate for money was 
running short. She had come to her last few 
sovereigns, having expended several upon a 
second-hand Eemington typewriter. Failing 
the editors and publishers, she had tried to 
get copying to do, but also without success. 
She had gone to many offices in her search for 
work, but found herself invariably baulked 
by her want of experience, and the difficulty 
of giving a suitable reference. 

There was one person in England to whom 
she might have applied—Adela Goring—but 
hitherto, Chrissy had shrank from doing so. 
She had always disliked Adela, and she could 
not forgive her for Oswald Starr's wrongs. 
Chrissy had never forgotten Oswald. Her 
girlish prayers went up to heaven night and 
morning on his behalf, and she had woven a 
halo of tender thoughts round the memory of 
his name. She had never seen him again, 
and that, too, she laid to Adela's charge, 
feeling sure that but for the change that 
Adela had wrought in his life he would not 



112 THE GHOST 

have stayed away from the neighbourhood he 
knew best and from all his friends. News 
travels slowly in the Bush, and Chrissy had 
only heard incidentally that Oswald Starr 
had made a good find in the opals, and was 
turning them to account, but in what way 
she did not know. At all events, he had not 
remembered to send the opal necklace, and 
yet he must have seen her name in the 
Leichardt's Land Weehly. 

Oswald was not the only friend whose loss 
Chrissy keenly felt. Horace Fayle had dis-
appeared about the time of Adela's marriage. 
At first it was reported that he had betaken 
himself to the disreputable shanty on the 
other side of Bundarra, where he was ac-
customed to stay when the drink fever 
seized him. But he had never come back 
to the Smiths', nor had he been heard of 
since. A mutilated body, said to be his, was 
found later on in the Bush, and Chrissy had 
grieved sorely for him, understanding in part 
the downward course that had led to this 
final tragedy. A rush of tears filled her 
eyes as she thought of him now. He was 
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brought to her mind by a book she had 
been reading—a tale of the Australian Bush 
entitled Gone Under, pathetic and powerful, 
the account of a life like his—a life full of 
promise which had been wrecked upon the 
rocks of broken hopes in stress too dire to 
withstand; finally, a mere derelict driving 
before the storm of uncontrolled passions, 
who had sighted a haven in the harbour 
lights of a woman's eyes. 

Chrissy thought the book wonderful; she 
had pored over it in amazement, for it bore 
upon its title-page the name of the Honour-
able Mrs Claude Goring. How Adela came 
to write such a book Chrissy could not 
imagine, but the fact remained that Adela s 
name was in everyone's mouth as the author 
of Gone Under. Even in her second-rate 
boarding-house Chrissy heard the book talked 
of, and every paper she picked up in the free 
library, where she went to read, had some 
paragraph about Mrs Goring. Undoubtedly 
Adela had become a power in the literary 
world, and could, if she chose, give Chrissy a 
helping hand. Driven to her last resource, 

H 
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Chrissy had determined to pocket her pride 
and appeal to Adela. But she wished, oh! 
how she wished that Horace Fayle were not 
dead, that he had written that book which 
seemed so strangely like him, and that it 
were to him she was going for advice in her 
present juncture. Had he been alive and at 
hand, she knew that he would have helped her 
as far as he was able. Only yesterday Chrissy 
had seen a man on the footboard of an 
omnibus working westward who had re-
minded her so strongly of Fayle that she 
ran after the 'bus. But the man had not seen 
her—he was evidently the conductor—and 
she had given up the pursuit, deciding, on 
second thoughts, that it was absurd to sup-
pose that someone, said to have been found 
dead in the Bush, could be acting as a 'bus 
conductor in London. 

Chrissy was bent now upon her visit to 
Adela. Conquering the impulse to turn back, 
which had assailed her many times since she 
started, she bravely breasted the wind and 
fog, and went on. In her jacket pocket was 
a piece of paper, upon which she had copied 
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Adela's address from Whos Who. She 
glanced at it again now, crumpled it back, 
and went on her way determinedly. 

The big block of flats where Adela lived 
was well known in Kensington, Chrissy 
soon found herself in the entrance hall. The 
place had an opulent look ; there were palms 
on pedestals, a cheerful fire, porters in 
livery, and a lift. Chrissy was conveyed to 
the fourth floor, and left waiting in front of a 
highly-varnished blue door—the hall and 
staircase had a paper and dado of difl'erent 
shades of blue. The maid who opened the 
door wore a costume of blue and white, and 
smiled in a superior way as she took Chrissy s 
card and asked her to sit down in the square 
hall, which was of good size and got up in 
Eastern fashion—bead curtains, brass trays, 
bronze gods, and divans, with a big bowl of 
chrysanthemums that made a vivid note of 
colour. 

Presently the maid reappeared, and ushered 
Chrissy into a large drawing-room, fantastic-
ally shaped, and furnished in elaborate style. 
A round window abutted at the corner, and 
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made a space sufficient to hold several people. 
There was a deep fireplace with an ornate 
carved arrangement above it bearing some 
handsome Sevres and ormolu. The walls 
were yellow, and were divided into panels 
rather gaily decorated with florid designs. 
Chrissy had never seen a room like this, and 
sat gazing from side to side. There was a 
scent of violets and late roses around her, and 
she felt in a dream from which she was 
awakened by the opening of the door. 

There entered a tall, striking - looking 
woman in a modish tea-gown of half-mourn-
ing hues, whom Chrissy scarcely recognised 
as Adela. Her figure had filled out, and the 
cut of her gown, with its billowy folds of soft 
grey chiffon, suited her. Her dark hair was 
elaborately dressed, and her skin had the 
brilliancy of satin with the flush of a rose-
petal. Every good point she had formerly 
seemed accentuated, and there was moreover 
an exotic elegance about her appearance. 

Mrs Goring advanced with an expression of 
puzzled, half-apologetic aloofness as she bowed 
to her visitor. 
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Miss Christina Smith," she said, glancing 
at the card in her hand. '' From The Woman s 
Counsellor^ I suppose. But I explained to 
the editor that I cannot give interviews in 
the afternoon. I should be charmed any 
morning—that is the time I always devote to 
the claims of my literary work—but my after-
noons I am obliged to keep for my friends." 

'' Oh ! I haven't come to interview you," 
replied Chrissy, who had risen hurriedly, and 
stood meek and abashed in her cheap hat and 
ready-made coat and skirt. '' I wish I had 
the chance of interviewing you, Mrs Goring, 
or of writing anything in The Womans 
Counsellor. I did try, but they only laughed 
at my audacity." 

''Then who—" Mrs Goring glanced again 
at the card in her hand, and re-inspected the 
girl. Chrissy was much thinner than she 
used to be. She was taller, too, and her 
features were sharpened. Mrs Goring had only 
a vague sense of familiarity. Chrissy gave a 
melancholy smile. 

^'You don't recognise me—that's not sur-
prising. I have altered a good deal, I believe. 
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And it is more than three years since we met 
—before your marriage. You recollect Smith s 
Shanty ?" 

' ' Oh ! Chrissy Smith. But I should never 
have expected to see you in England. I had 
a letter from an interviewing person named 
Smith—that was how I made the mistake. 
It's not an uncommon name. Sit down, 
Chrissy. I hope you are well ? " 

Chrissy sank again upon a chair, clutching 
her shabby umbrella, which she suddenly 
realised might have been left in the hall, and 
her sensitive face working with feeling. 
Would this cold, fashionable woman help her ? 
It did not look like it. 

Adela had seated herself on a couch 
opposite, her grey brocade and chiffon and 
lace falling in graceful folds around her. 
She leaned forward with a slightly bored 
air of attention. 

'' I hope you are well,'' she repeated. 
Thank you—yes/' said Chrissy with 

simple dignity; ' 'but I think you said that 
you kept your afternoons for your friends, 
and perhaps I ought not to have intruded." 
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not at all. You shall have some 
tea. I have nobody in especial coming 
until later, and then—" Mrs Goring in-
dicated by a half gesture that then Chrissy 
might go. " We shall have time for a chat 
first/' she went on. ' 'Of course I did not 
know who you were, and the fact is, I find 
it rather tiresome to be a sort of public 
person, which is what happens if one writes 
anything that catches on, don't you know ?" 

'' No, I donH know,'' exclaimed Chrissy, 
bluntly. " I'd give anything to know. How 
did you manage it, Mrs Goring—getting 
famous, I mean ? " 

The note of flattery made Adela unbend. 
She smiled more graciously. '' So you fancy 
I'm famous ?" 

"Everyone says so," replied Chrissy, 
simply. ''Besides, I've read your book 
myself. I couldn't believe that it was you 
who had written Gone Under^ 

Adela looked at her sharply. " Why 
not ?" 

" I couldn't imagine how you had learned 
such things. One could not doubt that they 
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were true. It was as though a man had 
written the book all out of his own life—not 
like a woman's work." 

Adela shrank perceptibly, then she re-
marked in a lofty manner,— 

''Men talk openly to women sometimes, 
not to a girl, of course, but when a woman 
is married—" Her gesture conveyed the 
rest. 

" Ye—es," returned Chrissy, doubtfully. 
She was thinking that she should not have 
supposed the Honourable Claude Goring to 
have had such a fund of thought and ex-
perience, but checked herself, remembering 
that Adela was a widow. 

'' I was very sorry to hear of your trouble,'' 
she faltered. '' It seemed so sad—so soon 
after your marriage." 

'' Sad indeed," answered Adela, formally. 
Then, roused by bitter remembrance, she 
added, ' ' I t was terrible. Fate was unjust. 
If my husband had lived to come into his 
rights, or if I had had a son, things would 
have been very different for me." 

Chrissy understood the allusion; she had 
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heard it discussed at Bundarra. Claude 
Goring had met his death upon the home-
ward journey—the result of an accident in 
bad weather — between Freemantle and 
Colombo. As usual, in a state of semi-
inebriation, he had found it impossible to 
keep his feet on deck, and when struggling 
down the companion, a sudden lurch of the 
ship had thrown him forward, and he had 
fallen, his head striking against a brass 
ornament. Concussion of the brain ensued, 
and a few hours were sufficient to destroy 
Adelas ambition of becoming Countess of 
Hardacre. She had felt it terribly, as she 
said. Goring was buried at sea, and the 
news telegraphed home from Colombo where 
the vessel stopped. Arriving in England, 
Adela learnt that the old earl had succumbed 
to a sudden attack of syncope on hearing 
the news, but Lord Farrow, the hopeless 
paralytic, lived on in his stead. 

There seemed to Adela a bitterly ironical 
fate in the fact that the family honours 
should pass to this cripple to whom existence 
was scarcely more than a name, while the 
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man upon whom she had staked so much 
should fail her after she had given herself 
to him. It was characteristic of Adela that 
she thought of her loss only as it affected 
her own future. Her prospects were entirely 
changed by Goring s death. His relations 
took scant notice of her. They did not care 
for the marriage, and now left her dependent 
upon her own resources. Even the duchess 
ignored her. Perhaps of all her lost oppor-
tunities, Adela most mourned the duchess. 

'' I am very sorry," said Chrissy again. 
But Mrs Goring resented pity. She drew 

herself up proudly. 
'' It was unfortunate. But if my husband 

had lived, I should probably have had no 
iccentive to make a career for myself. As 
it is—" Again that significant gesture. 

'*As it is, there is Gone i/nc^er," filled in 
Chrissy. ' ' I t struck me that perhaps you 
had got some of the ideas in your book from 
Mr Fayle. There are several things in it 
which remind me of him." 

''Of Mr Fayle!" Adela turned her dark 
eyes full on Chrissy. "What an extra-
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ordinary fancy of yours. Are yon speaking 
of that disreputable man who lived at your 
Shanty until he drank himself to death 
somewhere in the Bush ? " 

Chrissy flinched and reddened. She could 
not bear to hear her friend so spoken of. 
Besides, it seemed peculiarly heartless in 
Adela, for she could not have been wholly 
unconscious of his devotion, thought the girl. 

'' He went away at the time you were 
married, and never came back/' said she, 
sadly. '' We were told that he had died. I 
suppose it was true." 

' ' I t must have been true," returned Adela, 
sharply. ' 'My father wrote and told me 
all about it. The death was reported to 
him—as a magistrate." 

Chrissy sighed. 
" I t seemed so sad. Mr Fayle was very 

clever. He had taken honours at college. 
If he had lived, he might have been an author 
too. I have got some things that he wrote." 

" You have got some things that he wrote ! " 
repeated Adela, eagerly. " What things ?" 

"Australian sketches and poems. He was 
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writing a long book when he disappeared, 
but I could find no trace of it." 

' 'Ah ! " Adela drew a long breath. 
'' Had you read any of the book ?" 

' 'He wouldn't show it to me." And then 
Chrissy looked up with sudden meaning in 
her eyes. "He loved a woman; she had 
inspired the work—he told me so. He meant 
to give it to her." 

Adela smiled cynically. 
" Oh! Very interesting. No doubt he 

posted it to her in England, and that was 
why you could not find it." 

"She did not live in England—at least, 
I believe not. Mrs Goring, were not you 
the woman?" 

"Absurd! Pray don't suggest anything 
so out of reason." 

Mrs Goring rose at the entrance of the 
maid with the tea-tray, and Chrissy half 
regretted her frank betrayal. Adela did 
not appear deeply displeased, but she 
evidently did not intend to discuss the point 
further. She handed Chrissy a cup, and some 
sandwiches. The girl was hungry, though she 
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tried not to show it, but she relished the brown 
bread and butter and cake pressed upon her. 

' 'And are times as bad as ever at 
Bundarra ?" inquired Adela, patronisingly. 

''Times are very bad, Mrs Goring. Most 
of the squatters were ruined when the banks 
smashed up." 

' 'Like my poor father. But I'm thankful 
that he got a Government appointment. 
Australia is a dreadful place. I hear little 
news of it now. Does the Shanty still exist, 
Chrissy ?" 

'' It's called Milligan's Hotel," answered 
Chrissy. " After father died, mother married 
Mr Milligan ; and that's why I left Australia, 
Mrs Goring." 

"Indeed! " replied Mrs Goring, indifferently. 
" I hope you are doing well for yourself, Chrissy. 
Have you got some nice employment ?" 

" I'm sorry to say I haven't. I'm in great 
trouble about that. Tve been trying to get 
literary work." 

"Literary work! That seems foolish. 
There is no chance at all for beginners— 
especially Australian ones." 
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' 'But you were a beginner —and an 
Australian ! " 

Mrs Goring s manner showed that she saw 
no comparison, but she replied suavely,— 

'' I asure you that even I found it most diffi-
cult to get a footing, though of course my 
social position helped me. And even before my 
marriage you must remember that I was not 
an ordinary Bush girl. I had advantages in 
the way of education." 

Oh ! / had advantages too," cried Chrissy, 
stuns to retort. '' Since I have been at the 
boarding-house, where there are a lot of women 
working at the British Museum, and wanting 
translations of Greek and Latin, I have 
realised how much Mr Fayle taught me." 

Adela ignored the reference to Fayle. 
''Nevertheless, I fear that you somewhat 

overvalue your chances of success in that line. 
Take my advice, Chrissy, and try for some-
thing else." 

Chrissy bit her under lip. 
" I 'm ready for anything," she said 

courageously. I thought of secretarial work. 
If I could get a post as secretary to some 
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literary person, that would be the next best 
thing/' She paused, but Mrs Goring was 
regarding her with calm scrutiny, and made 
no reply. Chrissy went on nervously,— 

" Tve been having lessons in shorthand. I 
can do eighty-five words a minute, and I 
should get quicker—and I've learned type-
writing. Tve got a Remington of my own. 
Oh! Mrs Goring," and the eager voice broke, 
'Hhat's what I came to see you about. 
A word from a successful authoress like you 
would mean so much." 

' ' I daresay it would. I get numbers of 
applications," said Adela, dryly. ' 'But type-
writing is overdone. You'd much better go 
back to Australia, Chrissy." 

A desperate look came on Chrissy's face. 
'' I can't, Mrs Goring. I haven't the money 

for my passage. I must get work somehow. 
I am sorry to have troubled you." She began 
putting on her gloves hurriedly, rising as she 
did so. 

''Stop a moment." Adela hesitated. She 
did not want to be troubled with Chrissy 
Smith, but she reflected that the girl had in 
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her possession other manuscripts of Fayle's, 
and, insignificant though she was, might ulti-
mately prove dangerous to deal with. Adela 
felt instinctively that it would be wiser at once 
to negotiate with her, but it went against the 
grain very much with Mrs Goring to do so, 

am sorry to have discouraged you," she 
said in a half-hearted way, *'but in order to 
be read nowadays one must have either an 
exceptionally good style of writing, or a 
wonderful imagination in the way of plots." 

'' I've got a splendid plot," said Chrissy, 
enthusiastically. Nothing like it, I am 
certain, has ever been used before." 

'^It must be very exceptional," sneered 
Adela. ''However, a plot is of no use with-
out technical knowledge, as I soon found out. 
I have a cousin—Mr Julius Belford, a literary 
man himself—the publisher of Gone Under. 
He taught me that." 

' ' I only wish I had someone to teach me. 
Mr Fayle showed me a great deal, but of 
course there must be more to learn. My plot 
is so good. I know it's powerful and original 
—something Mr Fayle told me suggested it." 



PRODUCING A PLOT 129 

'' Really ! " Mrs Goring began to feel sure 
that she had better not lose sight of Chrissy. 
'*Sit down again," she said patronisingly. 
''Suppose you tell me your plot. Perhaps I 
might be able to help you." 

Chrissy obeyed with alacrity, and gave a 
rapid sketch. Mrs Goring listened with an 
alert look on her face. She duly allowed that 
the plot was original and powerful. 

' 'But it wants a lot of handling," she re-
marked critically. " An inexperienced writer 
could make nothing of it. It s very much in 
my line, though; and oddly enough, my 
publisher is worrying me now for another 
Australian novel of that sort. I am think-
ing," she added doubtfully, ''whether we 
could come to some arrangement." 

Chrissy watched her in tense anxiety while 
the celebrated authoress stroked the chiffon 
frills of her gown in a meditative manner. 

" I f you were to give me your plot," she 
said, " give up all claim to it, I mean—I 
would oflFer you an equivalent that it would 
be well worth your while to accept. I dare-
say it may seem a sacrifice," she continued, as 
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Chrissy's face fell, ' 'but the plot is practically 
useless to you,—as indeed it would be to me 
until I could put it into literary form. As a 
matter of fact, I should only take the germ 
from you, as you yourself took it, you said, 
from Mr Fayle." 

''Yes," faltered Chrissy, ' ' bu t I've worked 
it up a good deal/' 

"Of course I should do the same—altering 
and improving your rough draft; and you 
would get the benefit of my technical* know-
ledge/' 

That seemed to Chrissy at the moment, a 
boon beyond price. She rapidly considered ; 
then she blushed, and stammered awkwardly. 

"I 'm very sorry, Mrs Goring, but I'm afraid 
that I could not part with my story except 
to sell it. I've got to leave the place where I'm 
staying, because—because I cannot afford to 
stop on there. I must get some paying work, so 
that I shouldn't have time to come and take 
lessons in technique from you." 

Adela smiled half contemptuously. 
" I can arrange that. You said you wanted 

to be secretary to some literary person. That 
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would be the equivalent I should oflPer you. 

You might be my secretary—a daily engage-

ment, nine to six, with luncheon and tea. I 

would pay you fifteen shillings a week. That, 

I believe, is rather more than the usual salary 

in such cases." 

It was not an imposing offer, but to Chrissy 

the prospect seemed sumptuous. I t would 

relieve her, at all events, from her present 

stress. She made a mental calculation. 

Lodging, breakfast and supper for, say, ten 

shillings a week; five shillings for dress 

and incidental expenses. The vocation of 

secretary to a literary woman did not appear 

to bring in much emolument, but she might 

write for herself in her spare evening hours, 

and there was the enormous inducement of 

gaining technical knowledge. She nodded 

her head with an air of decision. 

" Thank you very much, Mrs Goring." 

'' Then it's settled." There was a ring that 

sounded like relief in Adela's tones; she was 

certainly glad of Chrissy's consent. ' ' This is 

Friday. You might begin on Monday. My 

flat is small, but there is a room where you 
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could type. It ought to be Stebbings'—my 
maid's—workroom; but she complains that 
it is too dark for her to sew in, and electric 
light tries her eyes. Still, it will do well 
enough for typing. There's a gas stove; it's 
quite comfortable." 

Chrissy assured Mrs Goring that the 
accommodation would be sufficient. 

'' Servants are so tiresome," pursued Adela, 
loftily. ^'But Stebbings does hair so well, 
and suits me in many ways, so that it's worth 
while putting up with a few drawbacks on 
that account. Well, Chrissy, so it's settled, 
and I shall expect you on Monday." 

Her manner was a dismissal. At that 
moment the door opened, and Mr Julius 
Belford was announced. 

Good-bye,then—till Monday," said Adela, 
and shook Chrissy's hand limply ere she 
turned to greet the new arrival. There had 
entered a tall, well-tailored man with a clever, 
clean-shaven face, who glanced sharply at 
Chrissy through an eyeglass which he 
dropped as the girl passed him on her way to 
the door. 
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' 'I 've just engaged a secretary," observed 
Mrs Goring, as she handed Mr Belford a cup 
of tea. 

" The girl who went out ? " 
Mrs Goring nodded, and Belford went on,— 
''She reminded me of those unappreciated 

young women of genius in ready-made coats 
and skirts who used to harass me in my early 
publishing days. I had at last to forbid them 
entrance." 

"Beginners, as I was," said Mrs Goring, 
with arch melancholy. " Try one of these— 
pdie-de-foie-gras devilled." 

Mr Belford took a sandwich aiid replied, 
"No, not in the least like you. I cant 
imagine you in a ready-made coat and skirt. 
This is excellent. By the way, how few 
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women understand the affinity between man 
and cayenne." 

'' They must have been married for that / ' 
said Adela. '' But you almost refused me 
admittance—at first. You had nothing kind 
to say about my work." 

Belford screwed up his face after a fashion 
he had when embarrassed. And it seemed 
that Mrs Goring had spoken without thought, 
for she too looked embarrassed. Never 
mind," she added hurriedly. 

minded—horribly," he answered. " I f 
I had been head of the firm, and literary 
honesty were not the chief article of my 
religion—" 

'' You'd have published these first stories ? " 
^'No, after all—I don't think so." He 

pulled himself up energetically in his chair. 
^̂  I t would have been a crime to encourage 
you in producing that meretricious, would-be 
smart, sham, Frenchy-Frenchy style of thing. 
I'm sorry to see that you've been turning it on 
to Up'tO'Date. For the sake of your literary 
reputation, Adela, I wish you wouldn't." 

'' The editor bothered," she replied, blushing 
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slightly, and I had the manuscripts lying by. 
It was a temptation." 

'*Let me implore you not to yield to it a 
second time. Forgive my bluntness, Adela— 
they dub me the Candid Critic. I realise that 
there are two of you—a mystery which has 
sorely puzzled me. That society stuff smacked 
of the Honourable Mrs Claude Goring. It was 
Adela Vaughan who produced Gone Under'' 

Adela straightened her shoulders haughtily. 
''The Honourable Mrs Claude Goring is 

extremely obliged to you." 
' He bowed in mock fashion. 

' 'Let the grande dame pass on, I recog-
nised the double identity when you brought 
out that tattered blotted manuscript, and 
read me a chapter of it. There spoke the 
true Bush genius—strong, vivid, original,— 
racy of the soil, shedding the scent of gum 
trees and of the diggers' rich, upturned earth. 
You must have known diggers intimately, 
Adela—and Chinamen and stockriders and 
bushrangers—that's the topsy-turvy fascina-
tion of it. How did you get your ex-
perience ?" 
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There was a diggings not far from 

our station," said Adela. ' ' I knew a great 

many diggers. I had a brother who was a 

digger." 

'' Ah ! that accounts for it. Your brother's 

career must have been a chequered one. 

Well, I was delighted and astonished when 

you read me that chapter." 

' 'And, like Oliver, you wanted more." 

Which you wouldn't give me. You said 

you must have the manuscript type-written 

before I might even look at it. I hope you 

kept the original. It may be valuable to 

collectors." 

Adela laughed. '' I believe I have it some-

where. Do let me give you some more tea ? " 

^'No thanks, but I'll have another of the 

little devils. Does your engaging a secretary 

mean that you are going to do what I want ? 

I've kept the serial opening awaiting your 

decision. But you must give it at once. 

This is October. The story would begin in 

January, and there's another author on the 

hooks. We've run arrangements very close 

this year. But I should like to advertise a 
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new backwoods novel by the author of Gone 
Under, Can I do so ?" 

Adela paused a moment, fingering her 
chijBfon frills again. 

' 'Yes, you may," she said suddenly, leaning 
forward, and giving him a dazzling look. 

'' You mean that you've got the idea then 
—the gum trees and the earth-smell again ? 
Otherwise the Head won't be satisfied. Old 
Wyse is running Nature nowadays for all 
it s worth." 

'' Tve got the idea," replied Adela. '' It s 
powerful, and it's genuine. Nature, I think. 
If you like, I'll tell it you." 

Then she gave him the rough sketch of 
Chrissy's plot—as Chrissy had told it. 

He was delighted. It was the very thing, 
he cried, powerful, brilliant, extraordinary. 
Quite as good as Gone Under, and perhaps 
more catholic for the man in the street. 
Terms were discussed. The sum offered was 
a large one. Adela, who had been living 
recklessly on the proceeds oi Gone Under— 
the royalty returns on which were lessening 
—and who had been at length obliged to 
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consider seriously a retreat to Switzerland, 

saw a renewed lease of London life. Finally 

she promised to let him have a type-written 

synopsis of the plot, and the opening 

chapters in the course of the following week, 

for submission to the senior partner and 

editor of Wyses Magazine, old Mr Wyse 

himself. But there was no doubt about his 

verdict. The public were clamouring for 

another book from the author of Gone 

Under. 

The maid came in and took away the tea-

tray while they were still talking shop, as 

Belford put it. In his business capacity, 

Belford was at ease — crisp, to the point, 

eminently practical. But when the matter of 

the serial had been settled, and certain sug-

gestions for a royalty on the book at an 

increased rate to that granted upon Gone 

Under had been made and argued by Adela 

to her own advantage, the two drifted 

to more intimate subjects. Embarrass-

ment crept again over Julius Belford. The 

publisher could be shrewd enough in the 

interests of his firm, but it was evident 
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that the man was deeply in love with the 

woman. 

' 'You got my letter?'' he said nervously. 

' 'Yes. But, Julius, you are infringing our 

cousinly compact." 

" Hang the cousinship—it won't wear. I 

maintain that I'm only a second cousin once 

removed. There's no canonical bar to the 

marriage of first cousins, let alone second 

ones, once removed." 

^'There's a bar that isn't canonical to the 

marriage of two people with expensive tastes 

and a fluctuating income." 

" M y income is fairly steady—for a junior 

partner." 

'' You told me that sometimes there were 

bad book seasons in which your income went 

down considerably. Also, that it wasn't 

sufficient to find you in a shooting and a trip 

to Monte Carlo, and a horse to ride on in the 

Row, and hansoms and clubs and the rest. 

You ought to marry a rich wife." 

" T h e wife I want is rich—here," and he 

touched his forehead. "Besides, Barabbas 

was a publisher, you know. Think how an 
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author would gain when her publisher did 
not rob her because he was her husband." 

''Have you robbed me much, Julius?" 
smiled Adela, softly, " or is it Mr Wyse who 
is the robber ?" 

" Old Wyse conducts his ventures on busi-
ness principles. You have to thank me for 
the offer of a royalty on Gone Under instead 
of £75 for the copyright." 

'' I shouldn't have accepted that." 
'' I think you might, and it would have 

been a great pity. You were evidently wholly 
unaware of the book's value, or you would 
have shown it to me first, instead of those— 
excuse me for saying it—worthless things. 
But that's a common trait in authors. They 
never know their good work, but set no end 
of store upon some crippled bantling that has 
cost them ever so much in the bringing forth, 
and that ought never to have seen daylight. 
You'd have taken anything almost for Gone 
Under then, you know, and that was, I felt, 
the pity of it." He looked at her yearningly, 
and there was emotion in Adela's voice as she 
answered,— 
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Yes, you're right, Fd have done anything 
then. I was beaten down, wretched. I've 
always been ambitious, Julius. I married 
from ambition—don't despise me for it. I 
hated Australia and the smell of the gum trees, 
and all the crudeness of the Bush, so that I 
simply craved to get out of it." 

And yet you wrote Gone Under 
Oh ! never mind that! " Adela gave a 

pettish movement of her hand. The book 
belongs to the time before I married. 1 was 
sick of my life nevertheless. And Fate was 
hard upon me, Julius. Everything turned 
out so unluckily—Claude's death, and the 
Hardacres declining to receive me except in 
the most formal way, just because they hadn't 
known of the marriage beforehand—at least, 
I suppose that was it ; but I wasn't accus-
tomed to being snubbed." Adela smiled 
faintly. If I'd only had money, I could 
have held my own. And then the idea of 
writing came to me like an inspiration. But 
as long as I live I shall never forget how I 
sat in my lodgings over the bad coal fire, and 
cried and cried the night after you had sent 
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me back my story and told me it was no good. 
Then something you said made me think of 
that old manuscript." 

'' Yes, yes," he exclaimed. Of course 
that was the real thing, if you had but known 
it. My dear! " He bent forward and took 
her hand in his. I hate to think of having 
made you miserable, but it was the kindest 
thing to tell you the truth. These Hardacres 
deserve kicking—to leave you alone, and poor 
and neglected like that; but you can afford 
to ignore them now. How well I remember 
the day you first came to our office, I fell in 
love with you then, Adela, and I wish I'd had 
the courage to tell you so at once. Perhaps 
in your adversity you might have been more 
inclined to listen to me." 

She drew her hand away, tilting her head 
against the cushions behind her. Her laugh 
jarred upon him. 

^'But you didn't. You waited until I had 
made a success." 

He got up and stood with his back against 
the mantel, looking at her in half-angry 
perplexity. 
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'' You can think so if you like. Perhaps 
there's a grain of truth in the accusation. A 
man who has lived a bachelor life for twenty 
years, and has had his disillusions and lea-rned 
how much domestic happiness depends upon 
the power of drawing cheques, is apt to think 
twice before he asks a woman to marry him. 
I don't pretend to be unselfish. My gospel 
has always been that of the main chance, but 
you're the only woman in the world that I've 
badly wanted to marry. Fve asked you more 
than once, and you've put me off. This is 
the third time of asking, and I think you 
might give me a definite answer." 

The two looked at each other, and there 
was silence in the room but for the splutter 
of escaping gas in a fast burning piece of 
coal. She lowered her eyes, laughing again, 
and he fidgeted with his eyeglass—a trick 
he had. 

Well," he said at length, testily, can't 
you tell me what you thought of my letter 
instead of laughing at me." 

'' I wasn't laughing at you. I was only 
thinking that you did not rhapsodise much." 
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'' Oil! Tm ready to rhapsodise at a word 
of encouragement, but there's no use in 
making oneself ridiculous for nothing." 

'' No, no. I don't want rhapsodies. 
What I want is time to make up my mind. 
Be generous, and don't press me yet for a 
decision." 

'' I confess that I should like some limit 
fixed for the exercise of patience," he answered, 
smiling dryly. '' But you have only to name 
your wishes." 

'' Then give me a few weeks to think it over 
—let us say till this day month." 

To-day is the 30th of October. I am to 
be on probation until the 30th of November ? 
It seems a considerable time to waste over 
the choice of a husband." 

took longer than that in choosing my 
flat." 

' 'Don't be absurd, Adela." He made a 
quick stride forward. ''You're talking non-
sense, you know." As she put out her hands 
deprecatingly, he caught them in his own, and, 
without drawing her nearer to him, held them 
firmly, looking straight into her eyes. " You 
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must know whether you can care for me. 

There's been time enough for you to find that 

out." 

'' Don't be rough, Julius. I can't bear you 

when you speak satirically, and are so—so 

masterful. It isn't fair on me." 

He released her hands, smiling grimly. 

*^Very well. I will not be masterful, as 

you call it. You shall have your month's 

probation, and I won't bother you till the end 

of it, but mind—I shall expect my answer 

then. Meanwhile, I'll occupy myself with 

finance instead. It may come in useful in 

view of future possibilities." 

' 'F inance!" she echoed. 

Company promoting. I meant to ask 

you whether you had a few hundreds that 

you wanted to invest. There's a good thing 

coming off, and I am to have a slice of it. 

Perhaps you would like one too." 

' 'Certainly I should, if it is safe—though 

I haven't much to invest. What is the 

thing?" 

" T h e Bilbingie Opal Mine Company, 

Limited/' 
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Adela sat motionless for a minute, and he 
was surprised at the expression of her face. 

The Bilbingie Opal Mines," she repeated 
slowly. " Do you mean in Australia 1 " 

'' Yes—why ? Have you heard of them ?'' 
'' I heard long ago from the Government 

geologist out there that they were no good.'' 
'' The Government geologist must have 

been mistaken," answered Belford. " There's 
no question about the opals. The best 
London experts have pronounced upon them. 
Even so far, they have made one man's 
fortune." 

' 'Who is that? ' ' inquired Adela, with dry 
lips. 

' 'The man who found them. He's an 
Australian. His name is Starr. They call 
him Opal Starr." 

'' Oswald Starr!" exclaimed Adela, un-
guardedly. 

'' That's his proper name. Do you know 
him ?" 

' ' I am not sure." She spoke with more 
caution. Her wits were working sharply. 
She knew that she had half betrayed herself, 
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and her natural spirit of intrigue made her 
try to resume her ordinary manner. '' I once 
knew a Mr Starr—but this man is very rich, 
you say ?" 

Enormously. A millionaire, at the least. 
And a first-rate sort of fellow.'' 

' ' Have you met him ? " asked Adela. 
"Why, yes. That's how I come to be in 

it. I happened to fall across Starr and was 
able to do him a good turn, which he has paid 
back with big interest. In fact he has given 
me shares to qualify me as a director of his 
company." 

' 'That's very interesting. So you are 
going to be rich too ?" 

''Nothing like Starr, of course—but rich 
enough, I hope^ to make a settlement on my 

* n )l wiie. 
He was watching her keenly from under 

his puckered brows while he fidgeted with 
his eyeglass. Adela scarcely noticed what 
he said. She was thinking deeply, her dark 
eyes turned from him, repressed excitement 
evident in her face. 

" Has Mr Starr ever mentioned me ? " 
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' a think not." 
^ 'Ah!" She drew a quick breath. 

should like to meet him—-just to see if he is 
the man I know." 

''That is easily arranged. He will be at 
our offices to see the show on Lord Mayor's 
day. Can you come ?'' 

'' I should like to. I believe you did ask 
me. What do you do at your part of the 
show ? " 

" W e give seats to view, and luncheon to 
the clerks' wives and families—that is, I do. 
Old Wyse keeps out of it. Also to any of 
our lady novelists who have children that 
want to see the Lord Mayor." 

' ' I think it might be amusing," said Adela. 
' 'But I don't know how I'm to get to Fleet 
Street." 

"I ' l l come and fetch you, and we'll take 
the underground to the Temple." 

"You may—but on one condition." Adela 
was now brilliant and unembarrassed. Her 
eyes were sparkling. " F o r one month, 
Julius, we are to be cousins only. Not the 
faintest suggestion of any other possibility." 
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' 'The queen commands, and her subject 
has no choice but to obey. For one month 
then, silence—until the 30th of November." 

He spoke firmly but deferentially, and 
Adela was radiant as he bent over her hand 
and kissed it. 
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T H E O P A L N E C K L A C E 

THE world looked mucli brighter to Chrissy 
when she left Mrs Goring s flat and walked 
back across the Gardens. She was even able 
now to see some beauty in the ghostly effects 
of the fog as she hurried along the Broad 
Walk. Her mind was full, however, of how to 
find a less expensive home for herself, for it 
was evident that she could not go on at the 
boarding-house where she was staying, cheap 
though it was. 

In the Bayswater Eoad a boy put a leaflet 
in her hand, and Chrissy, glancing at it 
mechanically, started, for she seemed to see 
an interposition of Providence in the boy s 
action. 

Homes where London's Young Women 
can live/' That was the heading, and beneath 
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it a list of names, including those of two or 
three philanthropic peers, stated to be 
trustees of the undertaking. Chrissy read a 
further list of the Homes and the localities 
where thê ^ were situated. There was one in 
a street off Not ting Hill, not very far from 
where she stood. Chrissy walked on breath-
lessly, studying the paper as she went. The 
prices for rooms and board were moderate 
indeed ; and she found too that meals could be 
obtained separately, which suited her plans, 
since Adela had agreed to provide her with 
lunch—dinner, Chrissy called it—and tea. 
Supper and breakfast were all she would 
need, and these could both be obtained for 
the modest sum of sixpence. 

A pleasant-faced elderly woman received 
her at the Home, which she explained be-
longed to a company and had not long been 
opened. Consequently it looked clean and 
fresh, and was not yet quite full. Downstairs 
were dining and sitting-rooms and a reading-
room, bare but not uncomfortable; and up-
stairs, near the top of the house, Chrissy was 
shown a bedroom, simply but suflBciently 
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furnished, which she could take at the price of 
three shillings and sixpence a week. She 
settled with the manageress that her belong-
ings. should be brought there, and that she 
would herself come in on Monday. It was 
with a light heart that the girl went off to her 
boarding-house, which was not much better 
in comparison, and which she had never 
really liked. She felt that her luck was 
turning. 

On Monday morning Chrissy made her 
appearance punctually at Mauleverer 
Mansions, by which imposing name the 
block of flats in which Mrs Goring lived was 
called. She had resolved to do her utmost to 
give satisfaction, not allowing her personal 
dislike of Mrs Goring to weigh with her, al-
though she would have preferred to work for 
someone else. Bitter experience, however, 
had shown Chrissy the difficulty of finding 
employment, and it was therefore with her 
brightest manner that she greeted Mrs Goring 
when that lady came in to start her secretary 
in the day's work. 

The secretary meanwhile had been cleaning 
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her typewriter by the light of an electric 
burner fixed over a table in the middle of the 
small, dingy room. Of other light there was 
little enough. The window gave on to the 
lofty wall of the next block, and above the 
narrow court between, not a streak of sky was 
visible. A big linen press occupied one side 
of the room in which the maid who had shown 
Chrissy in hastily cleared a drawer for the 
secretary's use. She had also lighted a gas 
stove, and the fumes of this made the air 
seem intolerably heavy to the Bush-bred 
girl. 

Mrs Goring, when she arrived, carried a 
packet of typewriting paper and a box of 
carbon sheets. 

Youll want these," she said, so I sent 
for some. There are to be three copies taken 
of the story—one for America, one for the 
colonial newspapers, and one for Wyse & 
Belford. All three copies must be sent in as 
soon as possible." 

Chrissy promised dispatch. This was real 
business, and she heartened to it. Fancy 
three copies going over the world at once ! 
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What it was to be a successful authoress! 
Mrs Goring looked immensely successful, and 
Chrissy inferred that her books must bring in 
a good deal of money. The girl had heard 
that Adela got but £5000 at her husband s 
death, and saw at once that the income from 
it must be totally inadequate to the style of 
Mauleverer Mansions. Adela gave no sugges-
tion of pinched means. There was opulence 
in the cut and quality of her morning gown 
of fur and lace, and it struck Chrissy with a 
kind of awe. She very soon found, however, 
that as far as quality went in the matter of 
work Adela gave her little to be afraid of. 
In fact, Chrissy began to feel a great wonder 
and a vague contempt at the display of 
tinselly erudition which Adela made when she 
began to pose as a literary authority. But 
Chrissy's shy, surprised way of questioning 
one of her statements disconcerted Adela, and 
she turned to the subject of the new plot. 
There was a certain eagerness in her manner 
which puzzled Chrissy, while at the same 
time the distinguished authoress did not 
appear ready to furnish any ideas of her own 
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towards the development of the book. As 

it was, Chrissy having already sketched out 

the story, made a few tentative suggestions, 

then waited for Mrs Goring to take the lead. 

'*Just describe your opening scene," said 

Adela. ' ' I t should be dramatic, you know. 

Mr Belford said so." 

Chrissy began rather diffidently. She did 

not find it easy to expose her own thoughts 

and feelings which were bound up in the 

story. Mrs Goring tapped her foot im-

patiently when there came over much detail, 

but was obviously anxious to gauge the girl's 

capacity. On the whole she seemed pleased, 

if not sympathetic. 

'' I think perhaps I could work it out better 

if you'd leave it to me/' said Chrissy. '' I will 

do the best I can. For to-day, may I just 

write as things come to me ? Then you 

would go over the chapter and tell me where 

it's wrong." 

' 'That 's just what I should like," said 

Adela, with a relieved air. " It's much the 

best plan. You can get on with the rough 

draft then, and I will put it into shape after-
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wards. Of course I have a great many other 
things to attend to / ' And with that she 
departed. 

Left alone, Chrissy sighed. She wished 
Mrs Goring had shown more enthusiasm, but 
on the whole was glad that such free scope 
had been given her. Once settled down, she 
plunged bravely into her work, and soon 
lost all sense of her immediate surroundings. 
Hour after hour went on in this solitary 
confinement, but she threw off sheet after 
sheet with astonishing rapidity. 

By-and-by, she glanced at her watch, for 
she was hungry. The luncheon hour seemed 
late, but she did not like to venture out to 
inquire. It was a long time before the 
parlour-maid—who was a good-natured young 
person with a somewhat patronising manner, 
which, however, Chrissy did not resent, for 
it was kindly meant—came to tell her that 
Mrs Goring was going to take luncheon. 
Chrissy shyly followed Stebbings, the maid, 
into the handsome dining-room, where Mrs 
Goring, still in her walking things, had seated 
herself at table. 
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'^Tve been detained shopping," she ex-
plained. '' I think that it will be better for you 
not to wait till I come in. I am often late, 
as I have many engagements, and sometimes 
I have friends lunching with me. But the 
servants' dinner is at one, and Stebbings 
can take yours in, so that you won't be 
interrupted in your typing.'' 

Chrissy thought that perhaps a little in-
terruption and change of scene might be 
welcome, but against this was the long 
hungry interval between her scanty eight 
o'clock breakfast and a two o'clock—or later 
—luncheon. Therefore she acquiesced not 
discontentedly in Mrs Goring's suggestion. 
When the meal was finished she went back 
to her typewriter, Adela having declared that 
she was too tired to look over the manuscript 
until the evening. So Chrissy wrote on until 
at five o'clock Stebbings brought her a large 
cup of tea and an ample repast of bread and 
butter and cake. 

' 'Looks as though you want it, you do," 
she remarked in a friendly manner as she 
set down the tray. ^'There's no drawing-
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room tea to-day, Mrs Goring being out, but 
I said to cook, 'None of them teeny-weeny 
cups. I sha n't treat Miss Smith as comp ny. 
She s a young lady what wants keeping up, 
working so hard all day, and there's nothing 
like a good cup o' tea/ Is there anything 
else I can bring you, miss ? Watercress is 
out, which I always think a nice bit of relish, 
and so refined, but we got a few shrimps in 
the kitchen, if you could fancy 'em/' 

thank you," said Chrissy, shyly. '' I 
shall enjoy this very much." 

She raised the cup to her lips as a signal 
for Stebbings to go, but the maid seemed 
unwilling. Stebbings enjoyed a chat, and 
rather pitied Chrissy, whom she regarded as 
nearer herself in the social scale than her 
mistress. Adela was not a favourite with her 
servants. 

" Keeps you to the grindstone, don't she ?" 
proceeded Stebbings, affably. She's terrible 
for making one work—only thing is, we don't 
ave to get up early in the morning ; there's too 
late hours kep' here to mind about that. Maybe 
though," she added archly, ' 'our 'abits '11 be 
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changed now you're coming every day. Don't 

you let her be too 'ard on you anyway, miss. 

Sometimes there's no pleasing her, as we 

know to our cost/' 

Chrissy's face clouded ; the prospect was 

not enlivening. 

' 'Are there many of you?" she asked, 

seeing she was expected to say something. 

''There's me and Alice—that's cook—and 

Lizzie, the girl who sleeps out. And quite 

enough too in my opinion for a flat of this 

size and only one in fam'ly — 'cept when 

there's comp'ny. Then of course she gets in 

help-—not meaning a friend or two to dinner, 

for I engaged to wait on four—but when she 

gives a party." 

' 'And is that often?" 

" Pretty frequent," said Stebbings, finger-

ing the corner of the table as the stood with 

one hand placed jauntily on her hip. '' We're 

sending out cards for an At 'Ome this month. 

I don't rightly recollect the date. I shouldn't 

wonder if you was to get a look in—deserve 

it, I'm sure you do, shut up 'ere all day." 

*'But how do you know when there's going 
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to be a party ?" exclaimed Chrissy, amused 
in spite of herself. 

' 'Oti! I 'ear all about everything," ex-
plained Stebbings. '' Engaged to maid her 
I was, you see, and she's one that must talk, 
though she do seem so proud and upstandish 
on the outside. I thought it ud be a nice 
bit of experience for me, having taken lessons 
in the hair-dressing from my sister's husband, 
who's an artist in that line, and me being 
willing to turn me hand to anything—for 
you never know your luck is what I say, if 
you ain't over and above particular to a point. 
Not but what I don't mind telling you, miss," 
proceeded Stebbings, waxing confidential, 
''that it's not a job I care about. And if it 
didn't 'appen to suit my book, owing to Mr 
Mitchell—he's the night porter—comes on 
duty at seven,"—Stebbings blushed slightly, 
' 'I'd 'up-stick and yan,' as the 'ero says in 
Gone Under, You've read her novel, I 
s'pose, miss ? Lor', the stir it's made—pretty 
near turned her 'ead. And I'm sure I can't 
think why, for it's real common, all that talk 
about diggers, There isn't a lord in it 
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anywhere. Surprising, isn't it, that a lady-
could demean herself by showing up her 
dealings with such persons when she done 
so much better for herself? I t s my belief," 
said Stebbings, dropping her voice drama-
tically, that she's ad about enough of the 
aristocracy, and means to go in for money 
nex' time. This ere Mr Belford s very well 
to-do I've 'eard say." 

'^Mr Belford! Does she mean to marry 
Aimf " Chrissy was startled into asking. 

'^He's very set on her—anyone can see 
that with 'arf an eye, but she cares no more 
for him than she do for a twopenny 'at-pin. 
All the same she means to 'ave him, if no 
one richer don't come along—you'll see. But 
'ere I am chattering, and you've finished your 
tea. Let me fetch you another cup." 

Chrissy smiled gratefully, but shook her 
head. 

'' No, thank you, I feel quite refreshed ; 
and now I must get on with my work." 

^'Well, miss, I'll see you don't want for 
anything ; but if you should, just touch that 
bell, and I'll be in directly. That's the 
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advantage of flats—you're a bit thick on the 
ground, but you got everything to your and, 
so to speak. Cook says the same; she has 
a rare fancy for flats, being stoutish, and not 
taking easy to stairs. For meself, I never 
mind being on me feet, and if there s any 
little thing I can do, I shall be most 'appy." 

Stebbings took up the tray and departed, 
evidently loth to close the interview, while 
Chrissy bent assiduously to her task. 
• • . . . . • • * 

Belford did not, after all, escort Mrs 
Goring to view the Lord Mayor s proces-
sion. Before the day arrived, Mr Wyse was 
laid up with an attack of gout, and Belford 
knew that he would himself be unable to 
leave their business premises, as he had to 
bear the whole brunt of the entertainment 
which the firm was giving. He had therefore 
suggested that Adela should bring her little 
secretary as a companion, and avoid the 
crowd by driving along the Embankment. 

Adela, however, had her own reasons for 
not taking her secretary. Poor Chrissy, 
established at the typewriter, gazed with 
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wistful envy at her patroness, who came in 

looking handsome and expectant, and wear-

ing some costly furs with touches of old lace 

and Parma violets about her costume, which 

was exceedingly becoming. Chrissy wished 

that she too were a successful novelist, 

possessing fine furs, and going to the Show. 

'' I don't know when I shall be back," said 

Mrs Goring, ' 'but please be as quick as you 

can. The publishers are pressing for more 

copy." 

Chrissy s timid question as to the altera-

tions which she supposed Mrs Goring to have 

made in the sheets already submitted to her 

was waved aside. 

' 'Of course I had to put the whole thing 

into literary form," she answered hastily, 

' 'but you needn't let that hamper you. I 

don't mind how much detail and conversation 

you put in. The more I have, the more 

easily I can cut and shape." 

" B u t don't you want me to re-type the 

manuscript ?" asked Chrissy, and added 

falteringly, " I thought—I hoped that I 

should learn to avoid future mistakes by 



164 THE GHOST 

studying your corrections. You said that 
it was in literary technique that I am 
wanting." 

'' Well, you couldn't be expected to under-
stand that," returned Adela. ''There s a 
good deal of knack in it. It's impossible 
to lay down rules. You'll see exactly 
what I mean when you have the story 
complete before you. And I don't want 
you to re-type it. There's no occasion for 
you to take the three copies after a l l ; it 
would be sheer waste of time. I've decided 
that it's better Mr Belford should get the 
corrected M.S. typed in triplicate outside. 
Wyse & Belford have the serial rights, you 
know, and as they're in such a hurry, it's 
more to the point that you should press on 
with the rough draft." 

This appeared reasonable enough. Yet 
Chrissy could not help wondering how much 
Mrs Goring did ' 'cut and shape" the copy, 
and when she found time to do it, for her 
days seemed mostly given up to social 
matters. Chrissy concluded that she must 
burn the midnight oil pretty freely, though 
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her face showed no trace of exhausting vigils. 
In any case, the copy of the previous day 
had always been sent off whenever Chrissy 
asked for it. The little secretary did not, 
however, trouble herself on that score, but 
laboured on cheerfully, taking delight in 
working out the story she had herself con-
ceived. Nevertheless, the humour of the 
situation occurred to her sometimes. She 
seemed to be playing the part of Ghost" 
to the distinguished novelist. 

The distinguished novelist meanwhile was 
late in arriving at Wyse & Belford's. The 
company invited to see the Show had 
already gathered in the two front rooms, 
where there were three large windows filled 
with spectators. Belford ushered Adela to a 
vacant place at one of these, but was called 
away immediately, and she had not oppor-
tunity for asking about Oswald Starr whom 
she did not see anywhere near. 

It was not until the Show had passed by, 
and there came a move for luncheon, that 
Belford brought up Mr Starr. Adela saw 
them~ approaching, and recognised Oswald 
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instantly, though he looked, in his well-cut 
English clothes, his face shaven except for 
the heavy fair moustache, and about him 
altogether an air of prosperity, very different 
from the unkempt, bearded, down-on-his-luck 
bushman with whom she had parted on the 
Shanty verandah. She remembered with a 
sudden pang the last words he had spoken 
to her, and wondered whether he would hold 
to them. 

Not quite. She saw the muscles of his 
mouth quiver, and an emotional gleam shoot 
from his eyes which she had seen before, but 
it faded quickly, leaving him calm and 
frigidly polite. 

' 'Mrs Goring," said Belford, '*you were 
right in your conjecture. This is the Mr 
Starr you knew in Australia." 

Adela held out her hand with admirable 
self-possession and marked cordiality. 

' 'Yes, I see. Oh! Oswald, I'm so glad. 
You can't have forgotten me ? He was a 
big boy when I was a little girl. We 
were such friends," she added, with her 
thin, sweet laugh, turning to Belford, who 
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put up and dropped his eyeglass, smiling 
cynically. 

''Quite idyllic," he murmured. Oswald 

took Adela s extended hand, bowing form-

ally, and looking straight into her eyes. 

Belford went on, ' 'Starr, you re to take care 

of Mrs Goring at luncheon. This table, and 

she is to sit next me—the left side, please— 

at the door end. I am obliged to consider 

the laws of precedence," he said to Adela, " but 

that honour, at least, I may claim." 

They saw him presently leading up a 

certain dowager countess for whom Wyse 

& Belford had recently published a 

volume of Keminiscences. A young gentle-

man novelist followed with the dowager's 

granddaughter, and the rest of the seats were 

filled by others among the more highly-

placed of Belford's clientele. 

The conversation was too general while 

they were at the table for Adela to have 

any private words with Starr, and she 

observed with pique that his emotions, if 

he had any, did not prevent him from doing 

justice to the excellent repast provided. She 
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talked brilliantly—Adela had a knack of 
talking brilliantly which was aided by her 
flashing eyes and vivid smile—so that he 
should appreciate the quality of her prefer-
ence. Then, when they were apart from the 
rest, she put on a pathetic tone of veiled 
contrition and secret regret, while expressing 
a disinterested satisfaction in the good 
fortune that had befallen him. 

'' I must tell you how rejoiced I am, Oswald, 
that you are rich and happy," she murmured; 

for you are happy, are you not ? " 
He . gave his shoulders the queer little 

shake that she recollected of old. 
' 'Oh, well, the opinion that the Govern-

ment geologist gave you about the Bilbingie 
opals was not quite correct—Mrs Goring." 
He made a deliberate pause before her name. 

'' I know, and Tm so glad for your sake. 
But—you ought to be happy." Adela's 
glance beamed tenderness. 

" H a p p y ! " Again he gave the little 
shrug. ' 'Vm enjoying myself immensely 
in England, if that's what you mean ? " 

' 'No," replied Adela. " I , too, might say 
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that I frequently enjoy myself immensely, 

but that doesn't mean that I am happy." 

"Anyhow, you seem to have made a name 

for yourself," he said. "Allow me to con-

gratulate you. IVe read a lot in the papers 

about—the Honourable Mrs Claude Goring." 

He seemed to dwell with malicious intent 

on the prefix. ' 'And Tve read Gone Under 

too. I thought it splendid. But how you 

ever came to know about the life you depict 

there, is, frankly, a mystery to me." 

'' Other people have said the same," 

answered Adela, simply. ''There is such a 

thing as clairvoyance of the imagination. 

You know Bulwer Lytton's essay ?" 

" Tve been too busy with my delvings and 

testings to read essays—since I left Wagra 

Plains. I was sorry to hear of your father's 

smash-up," he added abruptly. They were 

standing by one of the now vacant windows 

looking down on to the thinning crowd in 

the street. Adela turned her head and her 

voice trembled a little. 

" It was very sad. All the Wagra Plains' 

squatters suffered. But it is so nice to see 
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you again, Oswald. You bring the old 
times back to me—the Bundarra races and 
the ball, and—everything." 

'' They weren't half bad—those Bush 
races," said Starr, and his manner was 
pointedly ma<fter-of-fact. ' 'What became of 
the Outlaw ? Did he go in the general 
transfer ? " 

' ' I suppose so," said Adela, faintly. She 
was dismayed by Starr's imperturbable 
manner. 

Just then someone came up to Adela. 
There was a general dispersion of people 
saying good-bye. Starr lingered awkwardly, 
for Adela had detained him by a gesture. 
She was determined to make another effort 
to win back his allegiance. 

'' I want you to see me into a cab presently. 
My cousin Julius Belford seems to have 
quite deserted me. There is something I 
should like to ask you—are you staying in 
London ? " 

'' I'm at the Carlton at present—my 
company's keeping me. Hard luck, isn't 
it, when you've taken a good shooting, not 
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to be able to fire a gun on it ? But I shall 
blaze away fast enough by-and-bye/' 

' 'You sound very English and opulent. 
Are you going to settle down as a country 

• o )> 

squire f 
' 'Thats what I should enjoy, but IVe got 

other things to consider." 
''Ozzy," exclaimed Adela, ' ' I know I 

ought to call you Mr Starr, but it isn't easy 
to break ofi* old habits—" 

" I t doesn't matter," he returned non-
chalantly. 

'' I want you to come and see me. I long 
to hear about your adventures—to talk over 
old times. Say you'll come, Ozzy ?'' 

In spite of himself, the spell of her 
eyes and of her voice afi'ected him. He 
temporised. 

'' What s the use ?'' he said doubtfully. 
''There's a great deal of use. I don't like 

your misjudging me. You wouldn't, if you 
knew all. I've been very unhappy, though 
I seem a successful woman. It would be 
a comfort to me to know that I'd still got 
one old friend." 
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'' Oh ! thank you—I'll come." 
She gave him her address, and he said 

he would call some day soon. At that 
moment Julius Belford appeared. 

''There's my cousin!" exclaimed Adela. 
'' I really believe we're the only people left. 
Mind, Oswald, this is an engagement." 

Waiters were bustling about clearing the 
remains of the luncheon. Belford had to 
steer his way. 

' ' I was afraid you might have gone. 
I'm so sorry to have left you. If only 
Wyse had been here to relieve me of some 
of my duties. Now, Adela, what would you 
like to do ? " 

' 'Mr Starr has said that he would put 
me into a cab/' returned Adela, rather 
coldly. 

"Oh, Starr! My good fellow, you must 
please take away your opal necklace. Maule 
& Hammond have sent it here." 

" An opal necklace ! " exclaimed Adela. 
Your cousin was good enough to advise 

me about a man for setting some of my 
opals," said Starr, explanatorily. 
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Belford had led the way from the front 

room—given over now to waiters and to 

clerks rapidly reinstating their effects—into 

a back one which was furnished luxuriously 

and had a big office-table with rows of 

electric buttons and a telephone. This room 

Adela knew was the editorial sanctum. Mr 

Belford unlocked a drawer, and produced 

a sealed parcel which he handed to Starr. 

' 'There! I m quit of the responsibility. 

I think you'll be pleased. Maule showed 

it to me the other day." 

Adela turned to Starr with a strange, eager 

expression. 

Julius has seen the necklace—may not I ?'' 

Starr's evident embarrassment made her 

press the point. ^̂  

He tore off the wrappings and touched 

the spring of a velvet case. Adela gave 

a cry of admii-ation. The opal medallions 

with diamond points gave forth a superb 

fire. Adela said nothing, while Belford 

remarked on the excellent workmanship. 

In the midst of his comments he was called 

away, and Adela and Oswald faced each other 
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across the glittering gew-gaw. Her eyes 
met his. 

'' Oswald ! " she exclaimed '' tell me— 
is that for your wife?" 

He reddened, but pulled himself together, 
with a laugh. 

^'I'm not married, nor am I going to be 
that I know of—at present." 

*'Then who is the necklace for?" asked 
Adela. There was a passionate ring in her 
voice. She spoke as one who had a right 
to know, and for a moment he fancied that 
this was the old, imperious Addy. 

He hesitated confusedly. 
" Oh, don't tell me if you would rather 

not," she cried. 
' ' I don't think I had better mention her 

name—yet," he said awkwardly. 
"Never mind." Adela spoke softly now. 

" Of course I know you must have met 
many girls in England," she added, in a 
tentative way. 

'' But I did not meet this girl in England," 
he answered, the red in his face deepening. I 
knew her in Australia—when she was a child." 
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" Ah ! Then she is in Australia ? " 

" N o , she has come to England, but 

I have not had anything to do with her 

for a long while. That is why I cannot say 

much about her—yet." 

'' How long is it since you saw her ?'' 

Adela asked quickly. 

' 'Three years last September," he replied. 

She drew a deep breath. It was the date 

of their parting. It was not possible that 

he could mean any girl but herself. There 

had been no other girl! 

She looked at him silently, but he was 

fumbling with the case, and did not return 

her gaze. 

" The opals were an old promise," he said, 

"before I knew that they would turn out 

as they have done; but I was determined she 

should have some of the first and best. What 

I'm afraid of is, that when I ofi'er her the 

necklace she may refuse it." 

Adela's thoughts flew back to his assurance 

that she should have all the opals she could 

wish for if she became his wife. 

" I don't think she will refuse it," was her 
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soft response. She half-stretched out her 
hand across the table, then drew it shyly 
back again. There was a beautiful flush on 
her cheek, and an indescribably tender ex-
pression about her lips. Oswald had seen 
Addy Vaughan look just like that, but now 
he did not touch her hand. Mechanically he 
closed the case. 

" She will not refuse it/' Adela repeated. 
He put the case into an inner pocket, 

where it bulged his coat a little. 
'' I hope she won't, but I've got to ask her. 

rd give a good deal to find her just as she 
was when I knew her out there." 

He buttoned his coat deliberately over the 
case, just as Belford's voice sounded at the 
door. 

'' I've secured two hansoms, but the streets 
are not quite quiet enough yet, Adela, for 
you to go home alone, so if you'll allow me, 
I'll come with you. I want to talk over the 
instalments of your new story, which is 
uncommonly good—almost equal to Gone 
Under,'' 
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' ' m i s s s m i t h " 

M r s G o r i n g was receiving several visitors on 
the following afternoon. One of these was 
the titled authoress of the Reminiscences, 
whom she had met at Wyse & Belford s 
the day before, and who had expressed a 
wish to see more of her. This Adela was 
not slow to take advantage of. The lady 
was accompanied by a distinguished lion-
huntress, who professed enthusiastic admira-
tion for Gone Under, and the keenest 
curiosity about Mrs Goring's methods of 
work. Adela was in high feather, for she 
dearly loved adulation, and these' were 
promising stepping-stones to a more exalted 
social sphere, in which she might possibly 
meet her late husband's aunt, the duchess— 
an ambition which was always before Adela's 

M 1 7 7 
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eyes. So she put on her most attractive 
manners, and talked brilliantly and plain-
tively by turns, making touching allusions 
to her widowed state, and to her literary 
pursuits as an antidote to sorrow. She had 
all the right phrases at command, and a 
stranger would scarcely have noticed that her 
mind was preoccupied. In point of fact, it was 
full of Oswald Starr, and she was glad when 
his name came up, so that she might speak of 
him naturally. She found that his wealth 
and the romance of his opal mine had made 
him an object of discussion in fashionable 
circles. The lion-huntress's husband was 
interested in the company, and the literary 
countess was extremely anxious to get some 
shares. Adela could not refrain from telling 
the story of her old friendship with Starr, 
delicately implying that on his part it had 
been something more than friendship. All 
the time, she was thinking how the doors 
of great houses would open to the opal king 
and queen, wondering when he would pay 
her his promised visit, and how soon she 
would be able to carry through her plan 
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of campaign. It must not take long, for 
in less than three weeks she would have to 
give Julius Belford his answer, and she did 
not want to lose Julius should Oswald prove 
impracticable. This, however, was a contin-
gency she would not contemplate. Only 
when she remembered the words of his 
parting with her at Smith's Shanty did she 
feel any twinge of uneasiness. But surely it 
should not be difficult to overcome any 
remaining resentment he might feel. And 
then, the opal necklace, which she assured 
herself could not possibly be intended for 
anyone else, proved that, although he might 
find it hard to forgive her, he had never 
forgotten, and that, above all, he still loved 
her. These thoughts were agitating Mrs 
Goring's brain while she dispensed tea to her 
admiring visitors. She made herself so 
agreeable that no one seemed inclined to 
go, even though, when the afternoon wore on, 
Stebbings brought in a note from Chrissy, 
which the celebrated authoress craved her 
guest's permission to read'. 

' ' I t s from my secretary," she explained, 
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having already given an elaborate and not 
very truthful account of how she employed 
that functionary to take down her ideas in 
shorthand, and prepare a typescript for her 
correction. ''She is in doubt about a passage 
in the serial I am doing at very short notice 
for Mr Belford, and wants me to tell her 
whether she has it all right. It would not 
take me many minutes if you would not 
mind." 

The dowager countess, who had been 
inquiring with interest what machine the 
secretary used, as she was in doubt whether 
to purchase a Remington or a Smith-Premier 
for herself, now asked whether she could see 
a specimen sheet of Chrissy s work. Stebbings 
took back a request that Miss Smith would 
bring her MS. into the drawing-room, and 
Chrissy unwillingly prepared to obey the 
summons. 

Mrs Goring had spent an hour with her 
secretary that morning, and had detailed in 
a somewhat carping spirit Julius Belford s 
criticism and suggestions upon the opening 
chapters submitted to him. He had been 
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pleased with their vigour and dramatic 
interest, but had detected a difference between 
the workmanship of this story and that of 
Gone Under, taking exception to certain 
crudities of style and treatment not to be 
wondered at, for though Chrissys writing 
was crisp and vibrant with life, it was, after 
all, the work of Horace Fayle s pupil, and not 
of Horace Fayle himself. 

Julius Belford's suggestions necessitated 
some remodelling of yesterday's work, and 
Mrs Goring's strictures had so disheartened 
the poor little Ghost that on a moot point she 
did not dare to trust her own judgment, and 
had come to a halt till she could refer to her 
employer. Chrissy had not bargained for an 
audience, but having washed the stains of 
type-ink from her fingers, she went trem-
blingly into the drawing-room, with the 
sheaf of typescript in her hand. 

Adela took the sheets, and gave one for 
inspection to the old lady who was interested 
in typewriters. It was handed round amid 
a buzz of comment, while the secretary in a 
low voice explained to Mrs Goring which 
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were the pages that had to be passed by her 
before the story could be continued. 

Adela glanced down them with an 
apparently practised eye, scribbling here 
and there, for mere form s sake, an unimport-
ant correction, while Chrissy modestly gave 
such information concerning the merits of 
her typewriter as was demanded of her. 
Presently Adela handed her back the sheets, 
saying patronisingly,— 

" Yes, I think that is all right. You have 
got down the ideas sufficiently clearly, but 
please leave a space here for me to write some-
thing in, and this passage needs alteration— 
also this. You will see what I mean." She 
turned over the pages, pointing out different 
places to the attentive Chrissy, finally hand-
ing them back to the girl. '*For a rough 
draft it will really do admirably. Just go on 
on these lines. I compliment you on your 
work.'' 

' 'How generous!'' murmured the lion-
huntress. 

' 'What a grasp of ideas!'' put in another 
sycophant. But the old lady who had 
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written the Eeminiscences sniflfed rather 

contemptuously. No one, however, guessed 

that Adela had neither conceived nor 

dictated a word of that carefully composed 

typescript. 

Chrissy had flushed deeply. The whole 

situation savoured too much of duplicity to 

please her, and she wondered at Adela, but 

was too loyal to betray her patroness. She felt 

thankful when the ordeal was over and she 

might retire to her dreary little den. Artistic 

and literary ghosts, she thought in humorous 

fashion, must always be kept in cellars and 

cupboards; they should never be brought 

into the light of day. 

Now the grating sound of the lift and a 

ring preluded a fresh arrival. As Chrissy, 

bundling together her typed sheets, was 

about to make her escape, Stebbings flung 

wide the drawing-room door, and announced,— 

'^Mr Julius Belford ; Mr Oswald Starr." 

Chrissy, full of shy alarm at the mere 

thought of facing the dreaded publisher who 

had criticised her work, did not even hear 

the second name. She drew back into the 
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angle of a screen as the gentlemen entered, 
and then fled past them, not venturing to 
raise her eyes, and with no notion that, for 
the moment, Destiny confronted her. As she 
went by like a shadow, her skirt brushed 
Oswald. He had not noticed her face, but 
his attention was attracted by something in 
the set of the bent, brown head and of the 
thin, girlish shoulders. Out of unforgotten 
recesses of the past, rose the image of Chrissy 
as he had last seen her, with soft eyes shining 
in the dusk, and loyal lips that kissed him 
farewell. He turned and stared down the 
corridor, but the girl had vanished, and 
Stebbings's trim form interposed. 

Adela's voice recalled him. Her greeting 
was cordial to effusiveness. But though he 
responded as convention required, his mind 
was full of Chrissy. 

' 'Who was that who went out just now ? " 
he took the first opportunity of asking. 

'' Went out ? " Adela looked round vaguely. 
'^Nobody — oh! perhaps you meant my 
secretary, who came in to ask me a question 
about an alteration in my new story." She 
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flashed a glance at Belford. ' ' IVe accepted 
your suggestions, and they've given us some 
extra work." 

Belford nodded approval. 
Your secretary ?" repeated Starr. 

''Oh, a type-writing girl. There are 
hundreds of them in London. They go out 
by the day, and call themselves secretaries." 

" I observe that this one is more intelligent 
than most/' put in Belford. ' 'She actually 
spells correctly." 

Oswald felt puzzled. A type-writing gir l ! 
Chrissy might find such employment if she 
were in London. He had ascertained before 
leaving Australia that she had come to 
England, but at that time, her people had not 
known her address. And if this were Chrissy, 
Adela would surely have said so. 

The late arrivals prolonged Mrs Goring s 
tea-party, and she was both annoyed and 
pleased at the flattering attentions bestowed 
on Oswald Starr. Clearly, she must lose no 
time in annexing him, or he might fall a prey 
to angling mothers and chaperons. At last 
everybody had gone but the two men, and 
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Belford contrived to get a few words alone 
with Adela. Adela was clever in retaining 
her hold upon him even while she was trying 
to attract Starr. 

' ' I have kept to our cousinly compact," he 
murmured. '' Eemember, on the 30th I claim 
my reward." 

Adela made a pretty protest. 
" I am giving a party on the 30th, as you 

know, for of course you are coming. Maida 
Koss, the Australian contralto, has promised 
to sing for me. You mustn't expect me to 
make such an important decision that even-
ing—I shall have so many other things to 
think of. Just now," she proceeded, ' 'the 
new stor}^ is taking up all my time." 

Belford made a grimace. It seemed im-
possible to hold Adela to her word. Never-
theless he meant to do it. 

'' I am setting up the first chapters of your 
story," he answered. ' ' I shall shortly bring 
you a proof, and I'll help you to correct it, if 
you like." 

' 'Oh, do. That will be kind. Mr Starr, 
isn't it delightful to have a literary cousin 
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who is also a critic ?" She turned to Oswald, 
who was leaning over the piano, looking at 
some photographs. 

' 'Alas! for my sins, a dramatic critic to-
night," exclaimed Belford, glancing at the 
clock. " Tve taken a friend's duty, and have 
to report on the new melodrama at the Roscius, 
and it begins in an hour. I must be off." 

" Oh, I was going to ask you and Mr Starr 
to stay and dine with me—without ceremony," 
said Adela, who was longing to have Starr's 
company alone. 

" A thousand thanks. Please give me the 
chance when I bring your proofs. Do you go 
or stay, Starr ? I can offer you a lift." 

'' He stays," promptly returned Adela. 
'' We are going to talk over old times. Good-
night, Julius. I hope you'll enjoy the melo-
drama." 

Adela seemed in a restless mood when her 
cousin had gone. She moved about, re-
adjusting the lights and flowers. At length 
she put another log on the fire, which gave 
out violet gleams, and crouched girlishly on 
the fender stool. Both the room and its 
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mistress looked very pretty, and Starr drifted 
insensibly under their influence. 

'^Do you remember how we used to burn 
sandal-wood logs on winter nights to make a 
sweet scent?" she asked dreamily. ''Those 
evenings when you had ridden over, and dad 
brewed rum punch and you and I sang duets. 
Do you ever sing now, Oswald ?'' 

" My singing is scarcely fitted for a London 
drawing-room,he retorted ironically. 

'' But you had such a good voice, and 
those Bush songs went capitally. I haven't 
forgotten them—see." 

She went to the piano and struck some 
familiar chords. First she sang '' Wallaby 
Joe," which he well remembered, and near 
the end of it, he took up the chorus. Then 
she broke into a rattling stockrider's song, in 
which there seemed to echo the crack of 
whips, the roar of a mob of cattle, and the 
Coo-ees announcing approach to the head-
station. 

' 'Chorus! chorus! Oswald!" she cried as 
he remained silent. 

Rising from his chair, he came close to 
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her, and they sang the last verse together. 
Adela's voice was like her laugh, thin and 
sweet, but with a peculiar fascination of its 
own. As he listened to it, old feelings surged 
in Oswald s heart, but they were fought 
sternly down. He knew that he rather 
despised than loved Adela now, and was 
perfectly conscious that his present emotion 
was merely a faint reflex of the past. Adela 
must have scented this, for her closing Coo-ee 
ended in a stifled sob. She got up, laughing 
hysterically, determined to try another tack. 

' ' I t brings back the big plains and the 
gidya scrub. Fancy, Oswald, your making 
me sentimental over stringy-bark gums. It's 
as bad as the lady who wept when a pigeon 
pie was put on the table because her dear 
departed spouse had been devoted to pigeons." 

The flippant allusion jarred, as she was 
quick to perceive. She began to fear that 
her tactics would be more difficult than she had 
imagined. But she brought him back to the 
fire, motioning him to a chair near her, while 
she sank into her corner of the sofa. Then 
she plied him with questions concerning the 
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working of the Bilbingie opals, his English 
experiences, and the novelty of finding him-
self a rich man. Her tone was sisterly, and 
relieved to find that she was avoiding senti-
mental topics, he lapsed into brotherly friend-
liness. Presently the hall door clanged to. 
It was Chrissy going away. Adela saw that 
Oswald had noticed the sound for his atten-
tion drifted from their talk. She saw plainly 
that he had something on his mind, and it 
suddenly flashed through her own that 
possibly that something might be Chrissy, 
but she could not bring herself to believe that 
he was in love with Chrissy. At anyrate, 
though she knew that he had partly recognised 
the girl in her secretary, he should not learn, 
if she could prevent it, that Chrissy was under 
her roof. 

Stebbings came in to draw the curtains and 
to replenish the fire, and before leaving, said 
to her mistress,— 

''Miss Smith wished me to tell you, ma am, 
that she had finished the copy which required 
correction, and that it is all ready for you to 
look over." 
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Adela's suspicion was confirmed by the 

start Oswald gave at the name, but she 

merely said to the maid, * '0h! very well. 

We shall probably be three to dinner." 

As Stebbings went out, Adela turned to 

Oswald. '' Of course you will stay and dine 

with me, though Julius could not. Don't 

say that you are engaged." 

I have no engagement,'' he replied doubt-

fully, ' 'but I should have to go back to the 

hotel to dress.'' 

' 'No, never mind that. I told Julius we 

would dine without ceremony." 

"Then thank you," he replied. ' ' I should 

like to stay. By the way, there is some-

thing I was going to ask you." He felt 

that he could not wait till dinner-time to see 

if the third person present would be Chrissy. 

" I t is about Miss Smith," he said, " y o u r 

secretary. She reminded me of Chrissy, who, 

I know, came to England to get work. Is 

this lady by any fortunate chance Chrissy 

herself?" 

"Chrissy? Chrissy w h o ? " said Adela, 

vaguely. 
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' ' Why, Chrissy Smith, of course! You 
remember Chrissy Smith of the Shanty ? 
You can't have forgotten Smith's Shanty ? " 

It was an unfortunate way of awakening 
Adela's remembrance, and he realised it a 
moment later. 

' ' I can never forget Smith's Shanty as long 
as 1 live," said Adela, with well-assumed 
emotion. '' How could I ? It was—the 
scene of our parting." She choked down 
something between a sob and a sigh, making 
Oswald feel extremely uncomfortable. Do 
not let us speak of it just now, Oswald—I 
cannot bear it.'' 

' ' We will not," he responded promptly. 
'' But Chrissy Smith herself—you remember 
her ? " 

'' I have a faint remembrance of the orirl, of 
course, but I don't know that I should re-
cognise her again if I saw her. A little pale 
thing, wasn't she?—dowdy and inclined to 
be a bookworm ? " 

'' She is the best little girl in the world— 
at least she was. No one knew the grit in 
that girl; she was true and loyal to her 
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hearts core; she—" He stopped, growing 

warm beneath Adela's scornful gaze ; he felt 

that he had said too much. 

'' Really, Oswald, I never knew before that 

you were so interested in Curly Arthur's 

daughter. For a Free-Selector s girl she was 

not a bad specimen, I believe. And so 

you thought you had found her again in my 

type-writing woman ?" 

was very like her/' said Oswald, 

awkwardly. 

I am sorry," said Adela, calmly, '' that the 

woman happens to have left. She has done 

her day's work by this time, or I might have 

had her in for you to look at." 

His hopes fell. '^Oh, then she does not 

live with you ? " 

'' Certainly not. As I told you she is just 

a type-writing person who goes out by the 

day. They like being called secretaries. I 

don't employ one regularly; it depends on 

the work. I have had two already whose 

name was Smith. There are plenty 

of Smiths in the world. Someone has 

written a book about Smiths, I believe, 
N 
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But we might talk of something more in-
teresting. " 

'' I beg your pardon. Of course we might," 
he rejoined stiffly. He was nettled at Adela s 
lack of sympathy, but was not astute enough 
to understand it. He took up the less per-
sonal topics they had been discussing, and 
told her more of his experiences. 

^^Ah!''said Adela, ^^how delightful it all 
sounds. But you are a man and rich—you 
can do as you please. Oh ! I am so tired of 
restrictions. If only 1 could be a girl again, 
leading a free life in the Bush." 

' ' I should have thought you were free 
enough here," he responded; and if 1 
remember right, Mrs Goring, you used to 
abhor the Bush." 

She gave him a reproachful look. 
' ' I wanted to see the world. You might 

make some allowance for the impatience of 
youth. I did not know my own heart then 
—in any way. Life has not been what 
it promised, Oswald. I try to show a brave 
front, but I am weary of it all, and oh, so 
sad!" 
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He pulled his blonde moustache uneasily. 
' ' I am sorry/' he muttered awkwardly, 

' 'but really it seems to me, Mrs Goring—" 
'' There you are again !" she exclaimed, 

throwing out her hands pathetically. ' 'Why 
can't you call me ' Addy' ? You always used 
to." 

"Things have changed since then," he 
answered gently. " It would not seem 
natural now." 

" W h y not? I have not changed. I am 
the same Addy. It is you who have changed. 
Oswald, why will you show me so cruelly 
that you have not forgiven me ? " She laid 
her slim hand sparkling with rings upon his 
coat sleeve, while she looked up at him with 
pleading eyes, bright with tears ready to 
fall. 

He laid his hand on hers, thoroughly em-
barrassed. " You are mistaken/' he said. " I 
don't know that I ever had much to forgive 
you. After all, you only taught me a lesson 
which was good for me, I fancy. But what- ^ 
ever there was, be assured that I have for-
given it entirely." mi 



196 THE GHOST 

She dashed the drops from her lashes, 
making an apparent effort to smile. Prove 
that by calling me ' Addy' as you used to 
do. No one else has the right." Her warm, 
clinging fingers closed over his. He looked 
down at her, and the thought of Julius Belford 
flashed through him. He had already divined 
that Belford loved Adela, and he realised 
vaguely that she was deceiving her cousin as 
once she had deceived him. 

'' You forget Mr Belford," he said formally. 
Oh, Julius ! He is my cousin and a very 

useful person. But he calls me Adela. The 
other little name has always been yours— 
Ozzy." 

Oswald fidgeted. 
Belford has been an immense help to 

you," he remarked. 
''Oh, immense," replied Adela, who was 

watching him narrowly. 
" I gathered as much from what he told 

me. He was recounting your difficulties in 
the beginning, and said Society writing wasn't 
your form at all. And then how you pulled 
out Gone Under, which you'd thought nothing 
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of till then. Of course he knew 1 should be 
interested. But to think of your doing a 
thing like that, Addy,"—the name slipped 
out—'' writing about diggers and pearl-fishers 
and beach-combers ! Why, I said to Belford, 
you'd never seen a pearl-fisher in your life, 
and the diggers had all left Bundarra way 
before you came back from school." 

''You told him that?" exclaimed Adela, 
sharply. She twitched her hand away. You 
shouldn't say such things to my publisher : it 
might do me harm. The public like to think 
that one's experience is first hand. But that's 
another thing you don't make allowance for— 
imagination." 

' ' I t isn't imagination—it's life—as you've 
depicted it. I've been among the Thursday 
Island pearl-fishers and on diggings—plenty 
of 'em ; and I've heard that good old scamp, 
Fayle, tell his adventures. By the way, it 
struck me, Addy, that you might have got 
your ideas from Fayle." 

From Mr Fayle ! " Adela bit her lip and 
turned aside so that he could not see her face. 
" Wait until you read my new story—the one 
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that is coming out in Wyses Magazine,'' she 
said audaciously, recovering herself. **It's 
adventure too, and I suppose you'll admit that 
Fve had no opportunity of consulting Mr Fayle 
about that at all events." 

Starr saw that his remark had hurt her in 
some way and tried to make amends. She 
became bright and smiling immediately. 

'' Come,'' she said, ''such old friends as we 
are should not quarrel. Let us be friends 
always, Ozzy. I want a friend sorely. I am 
a very lonely woman, and sometimes, as I 
said, a very sad one. Be good to me. 
Promise that you will be my friend, and 
that you will come and see me whenever you 
can." 

She held out her hand again, and her eyes 
shone dewily. And because he could not 
help it, Oswald gravely gave the promise. 

He had not released her hand when 
Stebbings announced dinner, and he found 
that after all he was to dine with Adela 
alone. 
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STEBBINGS PULLS THE STRINGS 

"IT'S my belief Mrs Goring's got another 
string to her bow/' Stebbings found time to 
inform Chrissy soon afterwards. '' A-holding 
of her hand he was, when I went in to 
announce dinner the other evening. And 
them dining teet-a-teet together, as cooing as 
you please. This one's not near so set on 
her as the other, but shell make up for it. 
I haven't watched her at it long enough to be 
sure what she means this time, but 'tis all fish 
that comes into her net." 

The little typist smiled but did not press 
the subject, to Stebbings's disappointment, for 
she was quite ready to afford any information 
in her power, had Miss Smith shown more 
interest. But though Chrissy was glad of 
Stebbings's friendly ways, for her comfort 
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depended on the maid, she did not think it 
fair to her employer to spend her time gossip-
ing, and really did not care to hear about 
Adela's concerns, except in so far as they 
aflfected herself. Had she questioned Steb-
bings further, she might have learnt that 
Oswald Starr was the new visitor, but she 
did not. Chrissy was kept very busy as the 
days went on—dark November days, in which 
electric light was the sole substitute for sun-
shine, and the gas stove in the dingy work-
room exhausted still more the vitiated air. 
She made good headway with " The new great 
novel of Australian adventure by the Honour-
able Mrs Claude Goring, author of the im-
mensely successful story, Gone Under,'' So 
ran the advertisement in which Messrs Wyse 
& Belford described the serial that was to 
begin in Wyses Magazine with the coming 
year. But Chrissy herself was not satisfied 
with the quality of her production. Close 
confinement in a bad atmosphere was telling 
upon her. So, too, did the manner of her 
meals, which were taken scrappily and hastily 
while she sat at her typewriter, for Mrs 
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Goring, determined that Oswald should have 
no further chance of meeting Chrissy, con-
trived that the girl should never appear at 
luncheon or in the drawing-room. The want 
of relaxation depressed Chrissy's spirits, and 
spoilt her powers of composition. She felt 
that she was not doing justice to the plot or 
its originator, her old tutor, Horace Fayle. 
But when she said this to Mrs Goring, hoping 
that the talented writer would come to her 
assistance, Adela only answered, ' 'Oh! just 
go on as you are doing. It would hamper me 
to work with you. I can improve upon your 
rough draft sufficiently to satisfy Mr Belford." 

Chrissy had been told that Mr Belford 
insisted upon an instalment reaching the 
office by the first post every morning. The 
girl marvelled at the necessity for such quick 
despatch, but, knowing nothing of the ways 
of London publishers, she never thought of 
questioning Mrs Goring s statement. So each 
night she meekly laid ready her tale of bricks, 
in the shape of newly-composed sheets of 
copy, to be put into literary form by Mrs 
Goring's accomplished hand. 



202 THE GHOST 

' ' I t would save so much trouble if I only 
knew what to avoid," she pleaded. ' ' I do 
wish that I could see your corrections when 
you have made them." 

"You can't," said Adela, sharply, '' I can 
only work at night." Then she went on, 
' 'You'll learn all you want to know when 
you see the book in print, though I daresay 
you'll fancy then that I haven't cut your copy 
about much. You'll forget how you put it, 
and you may not realise all the fag it's been 
to me. My style is subtle, they tell me. At 
all events I can only concentrate on it at 
night, when I am alone." 

'' Georges Sand was like that," said Chrissy, 
admiringly. 

' 'Very likely he was," returned Adela, who 
had not the remotest idea who Georges Sand 
might be, and supposed the name pertained 
to a male novelist of recent time. "Most 
men of genius are, I fancy, and one must 
have genius oneself to understand their 
vagaries." 

Chrissy checked a smile, and refrained from 
saying more, for Adela looked pale and 
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nerve-ridden, which the little typist attri-

buted to her long night work. Still, it 

seemed odd that Mrs Goring was not better 

informed ; she so often made mistakes like 

this. 

It was true that Adela had been having 

wakeful nights, but they were not due to her 

literary labours. Things were not going as 

favourably as she wished, and she often 

worried herself with plans for the subjugation 

of Oswald, puzzling over his attitude towards 

her. He came frequently to the flat, but 

Adela was not at all sure of his motive. 

Afraid of another meeting between him and 

Chrissy, she had thought of sending the girl 

away. But against this was her immediate 

need of the story, and she reflected also that 

Chrissy shut up in a back room under her 

own observation was less likely to come 

under Oswald s notice than Chrissy free to 

traverse London as she would. 

Oswald did not question Adela any more 

about her secretary, though once, thinking 

himself very clever—he pretended a deep 

interest in typewriters, and begged to be 
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allowed to see the one upon which Mrs 
Goring s story was in progress. But Adela, 
fully equal to the occasion, answered, without 
regard to truth, that she was now having her 
work done at an office, and Oswald concluded 
that the secretary had left her employment. 
After that, Oswald haunted typewriting 
offices, on the excuse of ordering duplicate 
copies of various mining reports which had 
been sent him. He had now stood the ordeal 
of renewed acquaintance with Adela for some 
time, and felt himself fully cured of his old 
infatuation. Memory magnified Chrissy s 
charm; he had always had a vague idea that 
she would make a sweet helpful wife. 
Latterly this idea had taken shape; he 
realised that though Adela had embittered his 
youth, Chrissy s tender loyalty would be his 
best help to renewed faith in womanhood. 
But Chrissy knew nothing of his quest, or joy 
woufd have lighted her labours and turned 
the dingy writing-room to an ante-chamber 
of Paradise. 

One night he thought he saw her again. 
He was going to dine at the flat, where an 
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additional Hebe, specially engaged for the 
evening, assisted the neat-handed Stebbings, 
who had previously prepared her mistress for 
conquest. But Oswald was late. Beneath a 
gas-lamp he had caught a passing glimpse of a 
little dark figure that he fancied he had seen 
before. As the cab rattled on, he thrust his 
head out and called her name; he thought 
the hurrying steps slackened, and the pale 
face turned, but it was only for a moment. 
His shouts to the driver to stop had no effect 
until it was too late, for the figure had dis-
appeared when at length he was able to spring 
out. He explored the street as far as he 
could, not knowing that Chrissy had turned 
up a side path by the Palace Hotel, which 
made a short cut to her home on the other 
side of the Park. 

Mrs Goring s face when he entered showed 
Starr that she was distinctly annoyed with 
him for keeping her guests waiting. They 
were a small party—Belford and a girl who 
did not matter, and a man and wife of dis-
tinction who mattered much, for the man 
was a gourmet, and Adela dreaded an over-
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done entree, Oswald was placed on one side 
of Mrs Goring at the dinner-table, which was 
round. Belford, who was pointedly desig-
nated by Adela as ' 'My cousin Julius," 
played the part of host. When opportunity 
served, Oswald, whose mind was wholly 
occupied with Chrissy, could not help blurting 
out,— 

' ' I see that youVe got your secretary back. 
I met her as she was leaving here." 

Adela went pale, and faltered,— 
' 'You met—Miss Smith? Did you speak 

to her ? " 
' 'No. She was afoot, and my Jehu was 

putting his best pace on." Some instinct 
made him refrain from telling of his attempt 
to overtake the girl. Adela barely suppressed 
a sigh of relief. Feeling desperate, she lied 
boldly, regardless of the ever - watchful 
Stebbings, who promptly dre\v her own con-
clusions. 

' 'You are mistaken, how^ever. I have not 
got Miss Smith back." 

" Oh ! " said Oswald, too much disappointed 
to hide his chagrin. 
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' 'Mr Starr is deeply interested in my 
typist-girl/' said Adela, sweetly, to the table 
at large. ' 'He fancies that he recognises in 
her a former protegee—the daughter of a man 
who used to keep a rough sort of public-house 
in the wilds of Australia. I believe he has 
designs of re-acting the story of King 
Cophetua and the Beggar Maid. Quite 
romantic, is it not, Sir Herbert?" 

Oswald pulled his yellow moustache 
vexedly. He was irate at Adela's interpreta-
tion, the more so because it had a foundation 
of truth. 

' 'You entirely mistake me,'' he began, but 
Mrs Goring had already transferred her 
attentions to her right-hand neighbour, whom 
she was entertaining in her most brilliant 
manner. It was not till the end of dinner 
that she turned to Starr again, this time with 
a bewitching smile, and said in a soft tone, 
" S o it is settled that we are to dine at the 
Savoy to-morrow, before the theatre ? I 
am so looking forward to it, Oswald. Tell 
me your party?" 

' 'We shall be four," he replied rather 
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stiffly. '' One of my directors and his wife 
are coming." 

''His wife!" repeated Adela in meek dis-
may. ''Then I foresee my fate. I hope the 
director is interesting. But you'll call and 
take me, Oswald ? I really couldn't go in to 
the Savoy alone.'' 

'' I'll come in a coupe to fetch you, and 
bring you back," he answered, with formal 
politeness. "The piece begins at nine; we 
dine at a quarter to eight, so I shall be here 
soon after seven." 

" So many thanks. That is kind of you." 
Presently she made the move, and the 

ladies filed out. It was not a late evening, 
and after everyone had said good-night, Belford 
lingered behind. His usually calm manner 
had seemed somewhat excitable ; he had shown 
it by nervously fidgeting with his eyeglass, and 
in talking more expansively than was his 
custom. His eyes had been devouring Adela, 
of which she was perfectly conscious, and in her 
own way she had contrived to suggest from 
time to time the secret understanding between 
them. But now that she was left alone with 
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him she was nervous, for she did not want to 
be brought to book. At first, however, he 
affected a business air. 

" You will have the proofs of your story 
immediately," he said. '' I shall bring them 
over myself probably, and meanwhile, perhaps, 
you will continue to hurry Miss Smith with 
the typing. We make up for Wyse's 
Magazine a good way ahead." 

' 'My lord shall be obeyed," she returned 
mockingly. 

Suddenly he lost control of himself, and 
his eyes grew big and bright with passion. 

' 'Adela! I can't keep up this confounded 
cousinly farce. I have my suspicions that 
you're not running straight. By Heaven, if 
you're not, it shall be the worse for you. 
I mean to hold you tight, my lady—once Tve 
got you. I've been your humble slave in 
order to make you marry me, but IVe no 
fear after that of not being your master." 

In common with most women, Adela 
preferred a man to master her. She had 
never liked Belford so much before. But 
she put on a shocked air. 

o 
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'' If you think so badly of me—" 
'' I don't think you re an angel, my dear, 

but as I find you adorable, I conclude that an 
angel would bore me. Frankly, I believe you 
capable of any sort of duplicity, but that doesn't 
prevent me from wanting to make you my wife." 

"You are breaking our compact," said 
Adela, airily, " and I don't know what people 
would think of you—staying after everybody 
like this." 

' ' I stayed to ask you to put me out of my 
misery. As well now as forty-eight hours 
hence." 

' ' I f I said anything to-night, it would be 
that you must never come here again except 
as a cousin." 

'' And at the end of the forty-eight hours 
-what will you say then ? Not put me off 

again 
' 'How can I tell you now? You must go. 

I am not quite so Bohemian as you seem to 
imagine. There, I have rung for Stebbings 
to call up the lift. Good-night, Julius," and 
she swept from the room. 



STEBBINGS PULLS THE STRINGS an 

Oswald Starr arrived the next evening in 
one of the Coup^ Company's broughams. 
Adela was not ready. The cook, neatly 
gowned in black as she had no dinner to 
prepare that evening, opened the door to him, 
Stebbings being engaged with her mistress. 
Ten minutes passed, and he was fidgeting 
about the drawing-room when the maid came 
in with a message to the effect that Mrs 
Goring would not be much longer. 

' ' I don't want to hurry her," said Starr, 
'' but perhaps you'd remind her that we ought 
to be at the Savoy well before eight." 

*'Mrs Goring was saying so herself, sir. 
She s quite dressed. She has only gone in 
to speak to Miss Smith," replied Stebbings, 
pointedly. 

Oh ! So Miss Smith has come back again 
to-day," remarked Oswald, with affected 
carelessness. Stebbings looked up with a 
surprised air. 

' 'She hasn't been away at all, sir—not 
since she come. She's been shut up in the 
workroom every day this month past— 
typing thejiew novel." 
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Starr thrust his hands deep into 
the pockets of his dress trousers and stared at 
Stebbings. ' ' I thought as much/' he said 
bluntly, and was silent. Stebbings demurely 
awaited the next development; she felt sure it 
would be interesting. It was not long in 
coming. Starr took a sudden resolution. He 
brought out a small leathern wallet in which 
he kept gold and notes. 

' 'Look here," he said, ' ' I daresay you can 
tell me. I want to know what Miss Smith's 
Christian name is." 

''Mrs Goring calls her Chrissy," promptly 
replied Stebbings, with an eye on the wallet. 

Starr nodded. " So I was right after all. 
Go on, please—tell me anything else you can 
about her — never mind why — that's my 
business. Til make it worth your while." 
He stopped fingering the gold and Stebbings 
heard the crisp rustle of notes. Visions of a 
hitherto impossible villa at Hammersmith to 
be shared by Mr Mitchell flitted before her. 
She poured forth volubly all that she had 
gathered of Chrissy s life. It did not amount 
to much, but it was enough to assure Starr 
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that the girl he sought was uuder the same 
roof with him, and that Adela had grossly 
deceived him to serve her own ends. Her 
chance of success, if she had ever had any, was 
gone from that moment. Starr looked so 
stern that Stebbings diffidently inquired if 
she had done right in telling him. 

' 'Perfectly right. Fm very much obliged 
to you. Here, take this—there will be more 
for you by-and-by." Stebbings almost 
gasped. A crisp Bank of England note for 
£20 lay in her hand. 

hope, sir, I know a real gentleman 
when I see one, and Fm pleased to be of service 
to you. But I should wish to mention, sir, 
that it wouldn't be like you if you was to 
make mischief between me and Mrs Goring. 
I don't want to lose my situation, sir—not 
just yet/ ' added Stebbings, truthfully. 

" Mrs Goring will know nothing about this. 
It has nothing whatever to do with her. T 
find from what you tell me that Miss Smith 
is an old friend of mine, and Vm anxious to 
meet her again. Do you think you could 
take her a message from me ? " Then as 
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Stebbings acquiesced beamingly, he continued, 
that Oswald Starr is at the Carlton, 

and wishes to see her very particularly. I 
would write, but I shall not have time to 
give you a note for her now, and I cannot 
post a letter to her here. You say you don't 
know her address ? " 

' T i l find it out for you, sir, before next 
time you come," returned Stebbings, promptly. 
'' And if you was to happen to call when 
Mrs Goring was out, nothing would be 
easier." 

The rustle of silken skirts along the pas-
sage heralded Mrs Gorings approach, and 
Stebbings crumpled her newly-acquired 
earnings into her pocket, and became once 
more demure and inscrutable. 

Adela was a resplendent vision in a long 
wrap of deep rose which matched the soft 
bloom in her cheeks, while a diamond star 
that scarcely dimmed the radiance of her 
eyes shone in her dark hair beneath its 
shrouding lace. She advanced, all smiles. 

' ' Tm so sorry to be late. Stebbings, call 
up the lift. Oswald, how dear of you to 
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come for me/' Something in his face and 

formal greeting checked her. What is the 

matter?" she exclaimed uneasily. Aren't 

you well ? You look cross. You must be 

very nice to me, Ozzy, because you are 

taking me out to give me a special 

treat." 

He laughed harshly, and pulled himself 

together, offering her his arm with punctilious 

politeness. His courtesy was perfect. This 

evening's festivity had been planned to repay 

Mrs Goring some of the social civilities he 

had received from her, and he was anxious 

it should pass off well. He had even brought 

her some flowers, and he put on the little 

electric light in the brougham while she 

pinned them in, exclaiming delightedly at 

their fragrance. 

'' You knew that I loved stephanotis," and 

she caressed the waxy blooms with the tip 

of her gloved finger. ' 'Doesn't it remind 

you of the wedding wreath we raade for 

half-caste Jenny when she married our 

Chinaman ?'' 

Adela talked on, sometimes in a light 
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reminiscent strain, sometimes dropping 
subtly into sentiment, but Oswald said little 
while they whirled along Knightsbridge to 
Hyde Park Corner. He was profoundly 
stirred at the thought of poor Chrissy s 
imprisonment. It seemed hard that the 
girl should be labouring there for, probably, 
a mere pittance, while the good things of 
life were heaped upon Adela. Every 
chivalrous instinct within him was awakened 
by the discovery of his child-friend alone, 
poor, neglected. Something like repulsion 
was his strongest feeling for the beautiful 
woman beside him. He detested Adela for 
the part she had played. Never again would 
she have power to evoke even admiration from 
him. Nothing she might say or do could 
rouse that faint thrill in his breast that 
came when he thought of Chrissy as she was, 
and pictured her as she might be. He was 
eager for Chrissy's welcome. Oswald was 
far too simple himself to know that Chrissy 
had cared for him, but he meant to seek her 
out and teach her to love him if it were 
possible. 
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And all the time, Adela wondered what 
ailed him. Anxiety determined her to test 
him further to-night, for to-morrow was the 
fateful date upon which she was bound to 
give her answer to Belford, and if Oswald 
had not spoken before then, she would be 
driven to put her cousin off once more. She 
sat forward, the lights flashing upon her face 
and hair. Her cloak was loosened ; she had 
thrown it open, so that it disclosed the softly 
palpitating neck round which she wore a string 
of pearls. With' an adroit movement she 
contrived to entangle the clasp of these with 
the lace on her hair. Oswald was petitioned 
to unfasten it. He complied while she leant 
near him, the sweet scent of her breath and 
her hair mingling with that of the 
stephanotis. 

' 'They are Australian pearls, one of Dad's 
gifts to me, but of course they are not to be 
compared to your opals." The thought of 
that opal necklace on any other neck than her 
own, especially Chrissy s, was positive torture 
to Adela. She could not forbear asking, ' 'By 
the way, Oswald, are you any nearer to the 
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lucky woman for whom you destined the 
necklace ?" 

He had fastened the pearl clasp now, 
and she looked invitingly at him. His gaze 
travelled down the exquisitely appointed 
figure, and back to the beautiful pleading 
face. 

' 'Yes," he said suddenly, ' ' I have been 
near to her all this time. You must have 
guessed that." She heard the strong feeling 
in his voice, and wholly mistook it. 

'' I ! " she exclaimed softly, drawing further 
into her corner of the carriage. ' 'Ah, Oswald ! 
How could I tell?" They had turned into 
one of the dim streets leading from the St 
James's region. Would he take advantage of 
this? Her heart beat to suffocation. She 
longed to feel his arm around her, and to 
hear the old low, passionate tones. " I t is 
all so long ago," she murmured, "and you 
seemed so changed." 

"I am changed," he answered, "but not in 
everything; and the change, I hope, is for 
the better. Life would have a poor lookout 
for me if it were not so. There is one thing, 
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at all events, in which I have learnt much, 
but it has rather deepened than changed my 
feeling." 

"And what is that?" she asked 

breathlessly. 

He was silent a moment, then he answered,— 

'^It is something about which I must speak 

to you very soon. It may seem painful in 

view of the past, but what I have to say, must 

be said. Adela ! all my life s happiness has 

been at stake these last few weeks. You 

must have known it. It was cruel of you to 

treat me so." 

'' You mean — you mean — " she half 

whispered (oh! why would he not speak out 

at once, instead of forcing her to this ?) " you 

mean that now you are in touch again with 

the woman for whom you intended the necklace 

-—and that you want to find out whether she 

cares for you enough to be your wife ? " 

'' That is just what I do mean," he 

answered gravely. have built upon a 

vague hope for a long while. Now I realise 

how dear that hope is to me." 

"May I not know more?" she faltered. 
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' 'Not yet—not to-night. I am hardly 
prepared—I am not yet in a position to state 
what I may be able to tell you in a few 
days." 

^^Oh! Oswald/' she cried, ^'do not let 
conventional considerations stand in your 
way. If you have anything to say to me— 
say it here, and now." 

he answered with decision, ' ' I 
cannot speak plainly to-night. You are my 
guest. It would be too—" he paused for a 
word. 

I appreciate your delicacy. It is like you, 
Oswald," she put in. " Perhaps to-morrow, 
then—when you are m^/guest." She laughed 
shyly. ' 'Bring the necklace with you, and 
let it speak for itself." 

' 'Bring it with me? Oh, then you know 
—you understand ? " 

'' I think I do. I am not so stupid ! Oh! 
Oswald, you have made me very happy. It 
seemed too much to dream of—after all these 
years." 

He stared at her aghast. What had he 
said ? She evidently misunderstood him. 



STEBBINGS PULLS THE STRINGS 221 

" I must explain," he cried hurriedly. ' ' I 

will explain—as soon as possible." 

^'Dear Ozzy, there is no need." Adela's 

eyes were melting as she met his look in the 

glare of the lamps before the Savoy. The 

brougham drew up. ' 'You shall tell me all 

in your own good time, Oswald. Meanwhile, 

I can be patient." 

Oswald bit his lip. He felt himself no 

match for Adela. What a fool he must have 

been ! One of the attendant commissionaires 

opened the carriage door, and Starr silently 

helped his companion to alight. They 

entered the vestibule, and a moment later he 

was greeting his other guests who had arrived 

just before them. 



C H A P T E R X 

THE PROOFS 

' ' EXCUSE me, miss, IVe something in especial 
to say to you, if you could spare me two 
minutes/' Stebbings had put her head in 
at the workroom door. Chrissy looked up. 

' 'What is it, Stebbings? I really mustn't 
stop to talk. I'm so busy." 

''More's the pity. You wasn't born to 
that kind of thing. I shouldn't wonder if 
there came a carriage and pair to take you 
away one o' these days." Stebbings closed 
the door carefully, and advanced with elation 
in her aspect. ' 'What do you think of that, 
miss ?" She had wisely brought her £20 
note with her, as proof of Oswald's word. 

Chrissy smiled rather sadly. 
''Have you come into a fortune, Steb-

bings ?" 
Stebbings shook her head. 

2 2 2 



THE PROOFS 223 

' 'Not me—though i ts more than I could 

have expected. But I'm not the only one in 

this little bit o' business. YouWe coming 

into a fortune, miss, and what's better, if 

Fm not mistaken." 

Experience had taught Chrissy to let 

Stebbings tell a story in her own way, so 

she merely said, ' 'It's not likely," and waited 

with such patience as she had at command. 

" I could 'ave told you about him before 

this, if you'd only ha' listened," proceeded 

Stebbings, with an injured air, "though I did 

think at that time that 'twas Mrs Goring he 

was after. And I shouldn't 'ave guessed the 

truth either, if it wasn't for the little remarks 

let drop the other night when she had 

comp'ny, and me cousin Maria was helping 

me wait. But when I heard her go that 

cropper about you not being here, I thought 

I'd let the cat out o' the bag first chance I 

got, just to see what happened. As to what 

passed that night at dinner, though I haven't 

spoke of it previous to this—you can take it 

from me, miss, that vinegar wasn't in it, in 

the look she give him when he spoke about 

you. Real spiteful of her, I call it, mention-
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ing that your pa had kep' a public-'ouse, 
when all the world knows there's a deal of 
dijSference in publics—and maybe 'twas a nice 
hotel ? " Stebbings glanced questioningly at 
Chrissy, but the girl was gazing blankly at 
her and vouchsafed no information. ''Well, 
never mind," proceeded Stebbings, mag-
nanimously passing the point, ' ' it don't 
make no difference to him. Something crool 
it's been of her, keeping the poor gentleman 
in the dark all this time, and him so anxious 
to get at you, as anyone might see." 

'' But who is it ? " cried Chrissy. A 
delicious fancy had risen in her mind. ' ' I 
have no friends in England—who could 
it be ? " 

''This one comes from Australia—same as 
you. Mr Oswald Starr." 

" Oswald ! " A swift blush dyed Chrissy's 
cheeks. '' Has he been here ?" 

" T o be sure—times out o' number," re-
sponded Stebbings, sympathetically, "as 
you'd ha' heard from me if I'd got the 
leastest idea that he'd ever been your young 
man." 

But he isn't—he wasn't—you mustn't 
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think that, Stebbings," stammered Chrissy. 
"Perhaps Td better tell you—he was really 
an old lover of Mrs Goring's." 

Stebbings's face fell. 
Mean that ? " she said. Well, a gentle-

man's taste changes sometimes. And she's 
had her chances. I don t see why you 
shouldn't 'ave yours. Anyway, he was 
wanting to hear about you terrible bad— 
that was what he give me the £20 for. And 
he sent you a message." 

^'Tell it me?" Stebbings was touched by 
the pathos of the eager face. 

She repeated Oswald's words. 
'' You write him a line, and ask him to 

meet you in the Park come Sunday, /would, 
if I was you," she concluded. ''There's the 
'all-door bell. I must run." 

It was some minutes before Stebbings 
returned. 

' ' I t 's Mr Belford, miss, and he wants to 
'ave a word with you, if you don't mind." 

Chrissy's heart was still beating fast from 
the effect of the news that had been told her, 
and she did not feel equal to meeting the 
dreaded publisher. 
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" I don't know him/' she exclaimed. '' What 
does he want me for ? " 

Something to do with the story, I think, 
miss. He said it was very particular business, 
and as Mrs Goring was out, he would like to 
see you." 

Very well then — I suppose I must 
go. 

Chrissy appeared extremely pretty as she 
went into the drawling-room. There was a 
wistful look in her soft eyes, and the new-born 
flush came and went in her cheeks. Belford 
gazed at her with interest. He bowed 
courteously, and Chrissy returned the saluta-
tion with simple grace. 

'^Miss Smith, I believe?" Belford began. 
' 'You are Mrs Goring's secretary?" Then, 
as Chrissy answered '' Yes," he went on, 
' ' I ventured to ask for you. I fear I am 
late, but I have been delayed at the office. 
I hoped to catch Mrs Goring in the hour 
before her dinner, and I am sorry not to 
find her. I have brought the first proofs 
of the new novel, and all the MS. which I 
have had sent me." He laid a bulky packet 
on the writing-table by which he stood, and 
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unfastened it as he talked. ' ' I ventured to 
send for you/' he repeated, ' 'as you would 
be able to explain to her that the later altera-
tions she was kind enough to make in the 
story at my suggestion necessitate some 
interpolation in the earlier part which has 
been sent to press. May I sit here ? Won't 
you take this chair?" He pushed one for-
ward for her in front of the writing-table, 
which stood in the embrasure of the window, 
and seated himself opposite, 

''You will see if you compare the proofs 
with the original copy from page—I will show 
you." He turned over rapidly the sheets of 
the manuscript, which Chrissy at once per-
ceived to be her own typed copy, without 
corrections or erasures save those that she 
had herself made. She stared at it in 
startled silence. 

You may have thought me presumptuous," 
Belford went on, putting up his eyeglass 
while he ran mechanically over some loose 
sheets, shedding them on the table as he 
finished with them, ' ' in suggesting alterations 
to an authoress of Mrs Goring's standing. 
But the fact is that this novel, excellent and 
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powerful though it is, does not seem to me 
of quite such good workmanship as Gone 
Under, A second book is seldom equal to 
the first. Ah! here it is. If you will 
kindly look at the proof—I have brought 
two—and then compare it with this and the 
following chapter.'' He turned and stretched 
out his hand for the proofs, but Chrissy's look 
transfixed him. The girl was turning over 
the sheets he had dropped, her gaze riveted 
upon them with an expression of bewilder-
ment, almost horror, on her face. Belford 
dropped his eyeglass, and his brows wrinkled 
into a deep line. 

Pray tell me what is the matter ? " he said, 
rather formally. 

Chrissy did not seem to hear him. She 
was rapidly glancing from one typed sheet to 
another, and from her strange way of looking 
at them they might have been an array of 
ghosts. Presently she smoothed out one 
sheet of which half was crumpled. Belford 
was struck by her manner of touching it— 
tenderly, as though it were a living child. 
And, in truth, it was the child of her brain, 
and Chrissy loved it, for it was virgin as 
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when it had left her. And this was the thing 
which so moved her now. 

Belford spoke again, and this time she gave 
a start. 

' 'What is the matter ? " he asked. 
The girl looked at him with eyes wide with 

wonderment and indignation, and he realised 
that she must have been confronted with 
something disturbing and unexpected. 

' 'Don't look so startled," he said gently. 
" Won't you tell me what you are thinking?'' 

" I can't," Chrissy blurted. Then, recol-
lecting herself, she said, '' I was surprised and 
puzzled by something. May I look at the 
rest of the manuscript ? " 

" Certainly. This is the chapter that 
must be re-written, and I am afraid I shall 
have to ask that no time may be lost, for 
the printers are at a standstill." 

Chrissy paid no attention to his words, nor 
did she look only at the place he indicated. 
She turned every page of the neat typescript 
over from beginning to end as if in search of 
something she did not find, for she let the 
bundle fall from her hands on to the table, 
and stood silently staring at it. 
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Belford was far too astute not to guess 
that here was a mystery in which someone 
was involved not altogether creditably. 
Could that someone be Adela ? He set his 
teeth, and drew in his breath between them 
with a hissing sound. He loved Adela ; he 
meant to marry her, whatever might be her 
faults, but on the whole he knew the woman 
better than she knew herself. In his own 
mind now, he did not attempt to screen her. 
Instead, he put his hand on Chrissy s down-
bent shoulder, and said in the kindest tone, 
for he saw that she was unnerved,— 

"Well , won't you tell me what you have 
found out ? " 

'' I should not like to," said Chrissy, simply. 
" I do not feel quite at liberty.'' 

" A h ! " Belford put up his eyeglass and 
looked at her searchingly through it. ' ' I 
understand your feeling. You have only 
transcribed the story at Mrs Goring s dicta-
tion, and naturally don't wish to express any 
opinion upon it." 

An odd gleam leaped from Chrissy s eyes, 
but she said nothing. 

'' That is the case, is it not ?" he persisted. 
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Chrissy's flush, which had paled, rose 

again. She bit her lip and looked down. 

If she answered his question she must lie, 

or betray Adela. He took pity on her 

confusion. 

Never mind. Don't say anything you'd 

rather not. Your scruples concern Mrs 

Goring, of course. I should be the last 

person to wish you to do violence to them. 

Have you known her long ? " 

"Ever since I was a child," replied Chrissy 

directly. Here, at least, was a question she 

need not shrink from answering. 

Indeed. In Australia ? " 

In Australia, of course. I have only 

been in England eight months." 

'' Then you know Australia well ? " 

' ' W e l l ! Oh, better than anything else in 

the world. I was born there—it was my 

home—my country." 

Chrissy clasped her thin little hands and 

looked up enthusiastically. 

The Bush-bred girl spoke in every line of 

her. 

'' Then, of course, the subject of this—" he 

touched a long slip of proof—'' was particu-
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larly interesting to you. You must know 
that sort of life so well ? " 

' ' I know it all—so well," repeated Chrissy, 
scarcely realising what she was saying, and 
her thoughts still full of Adela's deceit. Yet 
in the girl's indignation there was a thrill of 
personal pride that her work had been 
adjudged good enough for Wyse's Magazine, 

' ' I daresay," Belford went on, ''that you 
could write stories yourself about the Bush, 
and diggers and squatters and all the rest 
of it/ ' 

' ' I could—oh ! yes, I could,'' cried Chrissy, 
passionately. '' I have.'' 

You have ? Ah ! And have they been 
published ? " 

Chrissy shook her head mournfully. 
' 'No one would ever take anything of 

mine, except an Australian editor. I have 
tried so hard. I was almost in despair when 
I came here, and Mrs Goring engaged me as 
her secretary." 

''Exactly—to help her as much as you 
possibly could with her work. And what 
made you come to Mrs Goring ? Had you 
been in correspondence with her ? Pardon 



T H E PROOFS 233 

these questions. I am interested in what 
you tell me of your own endeavours, and I 
might perhaps be able to help you." 

I don't mind telling you," said Chrissy, 
gratefully. ' 'No, I was not in the same 
position as Mrs Goring out there. I should 
not have thought of writing to her. But I 
had read Gone Under, which seemed to me 
such a splendid, life-like book, and I wanted 
exceedingly to know—" Chrissy stopped, 
afraid lest she might be going to say too 
much. 

' 'Goon, please. You wanted exceedingly 
to know—what ? " asked Belford, persuasively. 

'' Oh ! It could not have been true. Mrs 
Goring said—" And Chrissy stopped again, 
arrested by the sight of those sheets on the 
table, and with the thought surging—if Adela 
were guilty of the one fraud might she not 
be so of the other. Passionate resentment 
uprose in Chrissy s bosom. She would be 
loyal to her dead friend at all costs. She 
went on recklessly,— 

'' There was someone we both knew in 
Australia. He loved her in a wild sort of 
way, but he was just a true friend to me. He 
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taught me to write. I owe everything I 
know to him. Well, Gone Under seemed to 
me to be the story of his life—he had told 
me parts of it, and he used to say of himself 
that he had ^gone under.' I wanted to know 
if Mrs Goring had got her book from him— 
if he had told it to her." 

'' Yes ? " Belford spoke huskily, leaning 
forward over the table, and gazing intently 
at Chrissy. '' Yes—and she told you ? " 

''That he had had nothing to do with the 
book." 

Chrissy and Belford looked at each other, 
and each of them knew that the woman had 
lied. After a minute Belford drew himself 
up quietly. 

" I am much obliged to you for telling me 
all this," was the acknowledgment he made. 
'' I should think you might do good character 
drawing. I wonder if you'd let me see a 
story of yours—your own work, mind. I'd 
like to look over it and see if I could do 
anything for you." 

Chrissy acquiesced gratefully, not suspect-
ing that Belford was mentally determining 
to compare the work with that now before 
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him. He did not understand what was at 
the bottom of all this, but he meant to find 
out. He shrewdly suspected that Chrissy 
had written the bulk of the new novel. But 
—who had written Gone Under ? A sudden 
thought flashed through him. 

" What has become of that man — your 
friend ?'' he asked abruptly. 

' ' I believe that he died in the Bush. He 
left us about the time that Mrs Goring 
married, and that was what we heard after-
wards." Belford nodded his head thought-
fully. 

Was he anything of a literary man 
himself?" 

Oh, yes—yes. He wrote a great deal. 
I have some of his old manuscripts which he 
gave me. But his biggest work, a novel he 
never would let me read, and which must 
have been nearly finished—disappeared with 
him." 

'' You don't know what became of it ? " 
' 'No," said Chrissy, " I have often 

wondered." 
' 'What was the name of your friend?" 

asked Belford. 
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^^Fayle—Horace Fayle." 
Fayle ! There was a man of that name 

at Cambridge, a brilliantly clever man who 
took high honours. He, was there in my 
time. I knew him very well. He too went 
under—disappeared. Could it be the same ? " 

" Mr Fayle was at Cambridge," said Chrissy. 
'' I am sure of that." 

' 'Then my idea is not improbable. You 
said you had some of his manuscripts. I have 
a great desire to see one or two, if you would 
not mind sending them with your own. Sup-
pose you post them to me at the office, if you 
can manage it, to-night." 

Certainly," said Chrissy, '' I will do so. 
And thank you very much." 

'' And now to go back to this question, 
Miss Smith." He handed her the proofs. 
'' The matter is important and pressing. Either 
the proofs must be re-set, or the chapter I 
pointed out to you must be re-written. You will 
remember—from page sixty-three of the type-
script to—let me see," and he took the bundle 
of sheets Chrissy had laid down, and turned 
them over to a certain one, which he folded 
down. ' 'There! That is the place. Will 
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you kindly submit all this to Mrs Goring ? 
I know that she will be busy to-morrow as 
she is entertaining in the evening, but I 
daresay she will be able to tell me then what 
she has decided upon." 

He had risen while speaking, and now 
laid the papers before Chrissy, who also 
rose. 

I will tell Mrs Goring," she said. 
He held out his hand. '' Good-night, Miss 

Smith. I hope that I haven't detained you 
from your dinner. I must rush off to the 
club for mine." 

He went out, and Chrissy heard the hall 
door close behind him. 

Chrissy meanwhile felt that she could not 
work any more that evening. She wanted to 
get away and be alone with her own thoughts, 
so she put on her hat and jacket and went 
out without seeing Stebbings again. The 
obliging Mr Mitchell who had just come on 
duty passed the usual courtesies about the 
weather, and informed her that he was to have 
charge of the gentlemen's hats and coats at 
Mrs Goring's party on the following evening, 
pointing out a space on the landing which he 
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meant to use for the purpose. Mr Mitchell 
was a sandy-haired youth with a stubbly 
moustache and engaging manners. Chrissy 
always spoke to him for Stebbings's sake, for 
she regarded Stebbings as her best friend in 
the flat. 

Out in the night, which was unusually 
clear for November, a sudden weariness came 
over the girl. She was not strong, and the 
recent excitement and mingled emotions, fol-
lowing on continued brain exertion, had tried 
her. She felt as though she could not take 
her customary walk along Palace Gardens. 
She hesitated a little, and then hailed a 
passing omnibus which was rolling down 
Knightsbridge. Omnibuses were a luxury to 
Chrissy. She made a dash for the footboard, 
and the conductor stooped down and swung 
her up. As the lamp of the 'bus flashed on 
her face, the man's clasp tightened convul-
sively, while he exclaimed in astonished 
tones, " By Heaven ! It's Chrissy ! ' ' 

A t the sound, Chrissy, who was about to 
enter the 'bus, turned sharply, and found 
herself face to face with Horace Fayle. 

She stared at him wildly. Was it the 
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ghost of her old tutor ? Lean as he had been 
in old days, he looked leaner now — and 
older. But there was no mistaking the 
physiognomy—the broad intellectual forehead 
from which the cap was pushed back, the fine 
eyes shining with a steadier glow than of old, 
the loose-lipped mouth and retreating chin. 
She took it all in in a second. 

^'Mr Fayle ! " she cried. '̂Oh !—You are 
a l ive ! ' ' 

He pushed her inside with the words, 
' ' Stay, I'll speak to you presently," and she 
tumbled upon a vacant seat. A passenger 
clambered down from the roof and another 
got in. Then a deaf old lady demanded in-
formation which the conductor gave, and if 
Chrissy could have had any doubt before, the 
voice, the scholarly intonation which she 
remembered so well, must have established 
Fayle's identity. He came in to collect fares, 
and she passed him her money. 

Hyde Park Corner," she faltered, and he 
punched a ticket and handed it to her. They 
stopped again presently and people got out, 
so that Chrissy could now move next to the 
door. The 'bus filled again and rattled along. 
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and then the conductor leaned forward and 
spoke to her. 

'' Are you living near Hyde Park Corner ? " 
' 'No, I'm living at Notting Hill. I know 

this is the longest way, but I didn't want to 
walk up to High Street. Oh, Mr Fayle, I do 
so want to talk to you." 

" Then Fll tell you what we'll do. I go ofl' 
duty a bit further on, and if you're not 
ashamed to be seen with me, we'll dine to-
gether at a little Italian restaurant I know of. 
It's very cheap, but it's respectable, and the 
food's good. Will you come, little girl ?" 

' ' I will, gladly. I can't tell you what a joy 
it is to see you again, Mr Fayle. There was 
a report that you were dead." 

Very likely. I suppose they took some 
poor chap found under a gum tree for me. 1 
was dead—in a sense. But I've got to attend 
to my business. You'll stop here till I tell 
you to get down ?" 

She did so. By-and-by, another man 
jumped up and took the conductor's place, 
and Fayle led Chrissy, by streets unknown to 
her, to a little foreign eating-house, wherein 
some seedy-looking men and several women 
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were seated at dinner. Fayle secured a small 
round table in a corner, and gave his orders 
in Italian. Chrissy, who knew him, was not 
surprised, though it might have seemed odd 
to a chance listener that an English 'bus con-
ductor should speak Italian. He poured 
some Chianti into her glass, and sh'e was 
distressed that he should be put to so much 
expense for her. She begged to be allowed 
to pay for her dinner, but he shook his head. 

'' You shall feast me next time, little girl. 
As you see, Fm not a millionaire, but I can 
afford to stand this sort of meal to a friend. 
You don't look over rich yourself, or overfed 
either. Tell me how the world goes with you, 
and what brought you to England ?" 

Chrissy briefly recounted her father's death 
and her mother's re-marriage, and without 
giving particulars, how she had sought and 
obtained work. He made her eat while she 
talked, and the food and wine helped her to 
forget that she had been weary. Fayle, too, 
warmed to his food. Chrissy noticed that he 
drank no Chianti himself, and pushed the 
little straw-covered flask across to him. But 
he shook his head. 

Q 
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^̂  No, Chrissy, little gbl. Retro, Sathanas! 
I've sworn off alcohol since—well, since I was 
dead." 

'' Dead ! " she repeated. 
' 'A living death, child. Two years in a 

Government lunatic asylum. Picked up mad 
in the Bush after they'd turned me away 
from that cursed out-back shanty. The story 
is too long to tell, and it would give you the 
horrors. And I'm not sure that I want to 
go back on that time. The release came, and 
with it a prodigal's longing to get homer to 
his mother-land, though I knew well enough 
I'd find myself an outcast in it. But I 
worked my way back in the steward's cabin 
of a British India boat—landed eight weeks 
ago—got knocked over by a motor car, and 
went to hospital. Out again last month, and 
I was put on this job through the interest of 
a man in the ward. You know poverty 
makes strange bedfellows. Take some of 
that macaroni, child; it's as good as ever I 
got in Naples. Come, don't look at me so 
affrightedly. I'm perfectly sane—far saner 
than I used to be at your Shanty. For when 
I came to my senses I found that I was cured 
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of two things which had helped me to my 

ruin—drink, and my idiotic passion for that 

fraudulent woman, Adela Vaughan—as she 

was then—Mrs Goring now." 

"Fraudulent—Mrs Goring!'' Chrissy said 

the words as though they had a new meaning 

for her. 

' 'Yes. The woman is a fraud, a cheat, a 

thief of the worst type, for she has stolen that 

which is worth more to a man than gold and 

silver—the work of his brain, the essence of 

himself, as well as the money it would have 

brought him. It was only yesterday, Chrissy, 

that I found this out. I was passing a 

second-hand bookstall, and I chanced on a 

copy of Gone Under^ 
Chrissy leaned forward excitedly. 

'' Oh ! It is true, then ? I suspected it." 

' ' O f course you suspected it. Didn't you 

recognise me in the book ? " 

" I did. I spoke to her about it. I asked 

her if you had not given her the material for 
'A. " it. 

" The material! " he echoed. " I gave her 

the manuscript itself—the book as it now 

stands. It was my magnum opus. The 
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dedication of it was my offering to the 
woman I blindly worshipped — I see that 
she has left out that dedication! Yes, I put 
the clear-written copy—the only one I had— 
into her hands that day when she rode over 
to the Shanty before her engagement to 
Goring was announced. I wanted her to 
read my work before any other eye had 
looked upon it. Well, then, I heard of her 
intended marriage, and there was nothing for 
me but to go and drink off my disappoint-
ment in doctored grog! Your mother 
wouldn't have given me enough, and 
besides—I didn't want you, child, to see 
your old tutor make a beast of himself." 

There was a pause. Chrissy put out her 
hand and stroked Fayle's sympathetically. 
Suddenly he said,— 

''You say you spoke to her. Then 
you've seen her in England?" 

' ' I t is for her that I am working now," 
returned Chrissy. I have been typing a 
story which she is supposed to have written." 

'' Supposed! That means that you have 
written it. Speak the truth, little girl." 
Chrissy nodded. 
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thought I was only giving her a plot. 

She wanted one for a magazine story, and I 

had told her one of mine which she said was 

the very thing/' 

Fayle gave an indignant snort. ''Well?*' 

'' She persuaded me to come and be her 

secretary. I didn't care about it, but I 

couldn't get any of my own stories accepted, 

and I wanted work badly." 

'' She bought your brains, in fact." 

'' Not quite. Mrs Goring just asked me to 

write in the rough my idea of the way the 

plot should be worked out, and then to type 

it for her. She said she would re-model i t — 

that it was no good as it stood, and that she 

would put it into literary shape." Chrissy 

laughed bitterly. '' I believed her until this 

evening, when her publisher brought the 

manuscript with the proofs. She was out. 

He showed it to me, and I saw that it was 

being printed as I had done it, without a 

word altered." 

''Exactly. You were my pupil, and no 

doubt you write sufficiently like me for your 

work to pass muster as that of the author of 

Gone Under, I see! Oh, it was a clever 
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idea, and you'd probably have continued 
supplying stories for bare subsistence, while 
the authoress of Gone Under—think of it!— 
flaunted in her stolen plumes. That book 
must have brought in a lot of money, 
Chrissy ?'' 

''Mrs Goring has always said so. It has 
enabled her to live as she does." 

''And that money ought to have been 
* I >> 

mme! 
" Yes, of course," said Chrissy. Then 

honesty compelled her to add, ''But, Mr 
Fayle, if you had tried to get it published— 
supposing you were unknown—very likely 
you would not have been able to do so, any 
more than I have been able to get anything 
of mine into print—except this story which 
is in Mrs Goring's name." 

" That s very likely," said Fayle. 
"Besides," Chrissy we^t on, " I think Mrs 

Goring owes her success a great deal to her 
cousin, Mr Julius Bedford, the publisher. 
He s very much in love with her." 

" I wish him joy! Julius Belford! I 
know the name. I wonder if he was at 
Cambridge in my time." 
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' 'He said he knew you there," replied 
Chrissy. 

'' Then you have spoken to him of me ?" 
'' Only to-night. He asked about Australia, 

and about my own work, and I told him that 
I owe everything to you. Then he asked me 
if you were a literary man, and I told him. 
Vm not sure that I haven t betrayed Mrs 
Goring to him, though I tried not to.'' 

'' All the better, if he is in love with her. 
He should know the sort of woman she is." 

' ' I don't believe that would make any 
difference to him,'' said Chrissy, thoughtfully. 
'' I've heard that he's devoted to her; and I 
think, from what I have seen of him, that if 
he could get her to marry him he would 
take her, whatever she was. But I can't help 
fancying that he suspects the truth now." 

' 'He shall know it for certain before 
another day has passed !" exclaimed Fayle. 

Do you mean that you will go to him 
and denounce Mrs Goring ? " ' 

' ' I shall tell him the truth," said Fayle, 
doggedly. " You may think me unchivalrous, 
Chrissy. It mayn't be the act of a gentle-
man to denounce the woman he has once 
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cared for. But my feeling for Adela Vaughan 
was a mere drink-begotten infatuation. I see 
that now. Moreover, she is dangerous to 
society; she has tr ied to prey upon you. 
There is one thing that I always put before 
every ordinary consideration, and that is 
l i terary honesty. I could never condone a 
l i terary fraud." 

'' Vm sorry for Mr Belford/ ' said Chrissy. 
' ' So am 1. But I should be sorrier for him 

i f he married her in ignorance. I shall go 
to Wyse & Belford's office to-morrow." 

' ' O h ! " exclaimed Chrissy, ' ' I had for-
gotten. You may find some of your own 
manuscripts there. He asked me to post him 
to-night one or two of yours as well as of 
mine, but of course I w i l l not do so i f you 
wish me not." 

' 'No, post them," said Fayle, grimly. 
' 'They wi l l be a confirmation of my story. 
Well, l i t t le girl, that matter is settled. T i l l 
you hear from me, just go on wi th your work 
at Mrs Goring s as though you knew nothing^ 
And now let us talk of something else." 

They finished their dinner, chatt ing of old 
times and old friends in Australia, but i t was 
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not until he was taking her home that Fayle 
mentioned Oswald Starr. Chrissy told •him 
she had learned that evening that he was a 
frequent visitor at Adelas, confessing shyly 
that he had sent a message to herself. 
Chrissy had always had a childlike confidence 
in her old tutor, but she scarcely realised how 
easily he read her. Fayle noted the ring of 
emotion in her voice—he had not been blind 
in the old days at Bundarra—and guessed 
now that Chrissy's girlish attachment had 
strengthened with time. 

' ' I heard that the Bilbingie opals had 
proved a rattling good find after all. Well, 
Tm glad Oswald s luck has turned, I suppose, 
now that he's rich, that arrant flirt wants to 
inveigle him once more, but she shan't 
succeed, if I can prevent it. No, Chrissy, 
my child, Oswald s too good a chap for her— 
money or no money. Now, if he'd only fancy 
a dear little girl I know, who deserves him a 
sight better ! " Fayle pressed Chrissy's hand 
to his side. '' At all events, that cat sha n't 
catch him. Once free of her—who knows ? " 

Chrissy blushed hotly and was silent. 
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MRS GORING AT HOME 

CHRISSY'S dreams that night were of Oswald, 

and she awoke in a state of delicious confusion, 

in which only one thought was clear—he 

wanted to see her. Nevertheless, Chrissy did 

not wish to write to Oswald, and certainly 

had no fancy to follow Stebbings's suggestion 

and appoint a meeting in the Park. How 

much nicer it would be if he could come to 

her little workroom some day when he was 

visiting Mrs Goring and take her out himself. 

But perhaps Mrs Goring would not like that. 

It seemed from what Stebbings had said as 

though she had tried to keep them apart, and 

Chrissy had a shrewd suspicion that if Adela s 

mind were set upon marrying Oswald now 

that he had become rich, she would not allow 

anyone to stand in her way. And how could 

Chrissy hope to rival Adela whose former 
250 
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charms had an added loveliness, and who was, 
moreover, so prosperous and celebrated ? But 
some daring elf or fairy must have whispered 
to Chrissy that, as there was always a chance 
of seeing Oswald at the flat, she had better 
be prepared for it. The morning was un-
usually clear and bright, and the girl glanced 
regretfully at her modest wardrobe, wishing 
she had something pretty to put on, for to-
night she would be working late, and Oswald, 
she thought, would be at the party. If so, 
perhaps they might meet. 

The prospect, though vague, proved too 
tempting to be disregarded, and Chrissy 
donned her best summer costume—a neat coat 
and skirt of pale grey cloth, with a white silk 
blouse cut a little low at the throat. She 
shamefacedly wrapped a red muffler round 
her neck, and slipped on her old waterproof. 
Beneath her shabby hat, she looked the usual 
dowdy figure as she set forth. 

Arrived at the flat, she passed Stebbings 
at the door in great haste to get on her over-
all before Mrs Goring should see her. This 
overall was made of cheap black sateen, and 
covered Chrissy from her slender ivory neck, 
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on which the tendrils of soft brown hair 
curled, down to her feet. It was buttoned 
close about her thin girlish wrists. She wore 
it from an economic desire to keep her 
ordinary clothes clean while she was working, 
but to-day she was thankful for its shrouding 
shape, though, indeed, Mrs Goring usually 
appeared too absorbed in her own concerns 
to notice what her secretary ^ore. 

Chrissy came to her work with a resolute 
determination to put all other ideas away. 
However much Adela was to blame, it was 
clear that Chrissy s duty still lay towards her 
employer as long as she remained acting the 
part of secretary. Besides, there was so 
much to be done, that she would not have 
time to think of anything else, if she was to 
get through her allotted task properly. She 
settled herself to work at once, not sorry that 
Stebbings was too busy to pay her a visit. 
Stebbings had looked very blithe nevertheless. 
The maid enjoyed any small excitement, and 
to-nights party filled her with pleasant 
anticipations, for she would have plenty of 
occasions for a word with Mr Mitchell when 
he brought up the company in the lift, and 



MRS GORING AT HOME 253 

she herself was on duty at the hall-door. 

Stebbings s sympathetic heart was dso bub-

bling over with plans for Chrissy s happiness 

and the possible chances of earning another 

practical acknowledgment from Oswald for 

herself. It was not yet time to suggest any-

thing further, she felt, and meanwhile she 

was kept busy, for Adela knew how to make 

her servants work, and though her establish-

ment was small, always expected to have 

everything very nicely done when she enter-

tained. 

The morning was well advanced before Mrs 

Goring found time to go in and see Chrissy. 

The girl had been anxiously expecting her, 

for she wanted to get on with the part that 

had to be re-written. But the diffident 

message she had sent only received for answer 

the intimation that Mrs Goring would come 

when she was at leisure. Chrissy's sensitive 

soul, which was quick to receive new im-

pressions, felt that there were greater issues 

at stake than the mere production of a novel 

— a fancy that was confirmed by Adela's face 

when she entered. She looked radiant, and 

Chrissy gazed at her in astonishment. There 
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was a new light in her eyes. She appeared 
like one who views a promised land, knowing 
that it must shortly be hers. Chrissy, how-
ever, determined to keep to the matter in 
hand, and not to waste time in idle specula-
tion, delivered the information that Mr 
Belford had given her a message for Mrs 
Goring. Adela threw herself into the only 
comfortable chair the room contained, leaving 
the door ajar, and stretched her feet to the 
blaze of the gas stove. 

' 'Oh! Mr Belford was here last evening, 
was he ? So Stebbings told me." 

An uncertain smile showed at the corners 
of her lips. Belford's name made Adela a 
trifle uneasy, but she felt so sure now of the 
success of her own schemes, that she regarded 
his consequent disappointment chiefly with a 
sense of amusement. 

" It was a pity I missed him," she added. 
' 'But of course that could not be helped. 
What did he come about ?" 

"This." Chrissy produced the manuscript 
and proofs. As she laid her own sheets before 
Mrs Goring, who had turned to the table, she 
gazed full at her employer, but it was not 
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easy to make Adela feel herself at a dis-
advantage. She calmly pushed the papers 
aside with her hand. 

''Show me the proofs," she said. ' 'What 
is it he wants done ? " 

Chrissy repeated what Belford had said 
about the discrepancy between the opening 
and after chapters. She had herself foreseen 
it, as she now said pointedly, but understand-
ing that Adela was correcting the early sheets 
in accordance with the suggestions Belford 
had made later, she had continued on the 
lines preferred by the publisher. Mrs Goring 
loftily waved aside Chrissy's remarks. 

" Yes, yes. What a bore he is ! I suppose 
the thing will have to be done. I must leave 
that to you, Chrissy. Ive got my party to-
night, and every minute of the day is 
occupied. You'll be obliged to stop a little 
later this evening, but you won't mind that. 
Stebbings will bring you in supper." 

Chrissy merely bowed in acquiescence. 
There was something in her face which 
made Adela uncomfortable. She hurriedly 
attempted to conciliate the girl, for it would 
be most awkward if Chrissy made a fuss. 
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''You've been of immense use to me, 
Chrissy, in helping me through with this, and 
I sha n't forget it, as you'll see by-and-by. 
I've thrown a good deal on you, I know, but 
the truth is that for the last month Fve been 
engrossed with another matter—a personal 
matter—the sort of thing that would be any 
woman's excuse—that any woman would put 
before even the considerations of her pro-
fession." Adela paused and looked charm-
ingly embarrassed. 

' ' You mean," said Chrissy, alert on the 
instant in spite of herself, " you must mean 
—marriage ? That is the thing which women 
usually put first." 

Adela gave a conscious laugh. There was 
a ring of triumph in it, and Chrissy winced. 
Adela was frankly self-complacent. Her 
egoism had finally blinded her to the 
possibility of failure. After last night, she 
firmly believed that she could make Oswald 
do as she chose, and she chose that he should 
come to-night as her lover. He was to bring 
the opal necklace, and she would show him 
by her way of accepting it that she would 
accept him also. It would be a proud 
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moment when she wore the opals, for the 

world which had treated her so hardly, and 

amid which she had struggled so fiercely to 

favour, should witness her triumph. 

" I may as well confess, since you have 

guessed already—and everyone will probably 

know soon—yes, I am thinking of marrying." 

'^Mr Belford?" broke from Chrissys 

"ips. 

My cousin Julius ? Oh, dear, no ! But I 

am not surprised that you should have 

divined his secret. I suppose you found that 

out last night. Poor Julius ! He is very 

transparent. He will have to learn now, I 

fear, to control his^ emotions if he cannot 

overcome them." Adela smiled again in 

flattered vanity as she contemplated the point 

of her embroidered shoe. Chrissy almost 

hated her. The girl took up the word in 

reckless eagerness to know the worst. 

'' But perhaps you might have married him 

i f—if someone whom you liked better hadn't 

come along ? " 

Adela looked round, but Chrissy was bend-

ing over her typewriter, adjusting the 

carriage with trembling hands. 
R 
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'' That is rather a vulgar way of putting 

it, but it amounts to the truth. Fate has 

brought back to me, in the strangest manner, 

someone who has cared for me all my life, and 

whom I—well , as I told him the other night, 

I did not know my own heart then, and so we 

were separated, but now—'' 

' 'Now — tell me, if I may ask — ' ' said 

Chrissy, whose heart was in her throat, but 

who yet spoke with outward calm, "his 

name ? Is i t—Mr Oswald Starr ? " She 

waited breathlessly for the answer. There 

was a soft sound at the door, but both Chrissy 

and Adela were too absorbed to notice it. 

' 'Mr Oswald Starr? Yes, but what made 

you think of him ? Oh ! I had forgotten that 

he was an old acquaintance of yours. Of 

course you must remember how devoted he 

was to me. To be sure he used to put up at 

your fathers sometimes. You may have 

heard that he came to England. He has 

been here a great deal lately, and it was only 

to be expected, in the circumstances, that an 

old attachment should be renewed." As there 

came no answer from Chrissy, Adela went on : 

" I had not intended mentioning this just 
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yet. The understanding between us does 

not justify my speaking of it, so you must 

recollect that it has been told you in con-

fidence. Of course, marriage will make some 

change in my plans, but you need not let 

that trouble you/' 

Still the girl gave no answer. She had 

stopped fidgeting with her typewriter, and 

had grown very white. Adela noticed this 

with some surprise, for though she had 

guessed that Chrissy liked Oswald long ago, 

she had at all events no idea of the extent of 

her cruelty. 

'' I repeat," she said in her lofty way, ^'you 

need not allow this to trouble you. I shall 

make you a handsome present in return for all 

you have done for me, over and above your 

salary. And though, of course, I shall not be 

undertaking any literary work for some time, 

in consequence of other claims, and therefore 

shall not require secretarial assistance, still, 

when I do so again I will let you know, and 

you can come back to me if you like." 

Adela had no intention whatever of wast-

ing her time in literary work after she was 

married to a millionaire. There would be no 
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need for that. But she did not want Chrissy 
to think that she meant to give it up so readily. 
Besides, she still thought it wise to retain 
some hold upon the girl. 

'' Naturally, I don't want to lose you before 
the book is finished," she continued. ' ' I am 
relying upon you to help me to get it off as 
soon as possible. Later on, when you are 
disengaged, I shall be very happy to give 
you a recommendation to any of my literary 
friends.'^ 

Adela had risen, tall and opulent-looking in 
her graceful gown of pale mauve with touches 
of violet velvet. She was a contrast to the 
shabby little secretary in her straight black 
overall clinging dizzily to the corner of the 
table. Adela wondered that the girl did not 
speak, but felt that she had herself con-
descended sufficiently, so she merely smiled 
in a patronising way and went out of the 
room, leaving Chrissy to do battle with her 
pain and with the array of work before 
her. 

In the afternoon Horace Fayle, who con-
trived to get off his duty as omnibus 
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conductor earlier than usual, went to the 

offices of Wyse & Belford. He did not stop to 

change his clothes ; indeed, he did not possess 

a better suit, but in his anxiety to see Julius 

Belford he forgot all about his appearance. 

Fayle had never been a vain or a self-

conscious man, and his mind was now fully 

absorbed with what he meant to do. He was 

afraid that the younger partner might have 

left, for it was already growing late. Mr 

Wyse, the senior member of the firm, did not 

enter into his calculations. As it happened, 

however, Mr Wyse was still laid up with an 

attack of gout, and Belford was not 

absent. 

The clerks sniggered at the odd-looking 

person who demanded audience of their chief, 

but as he spoke, something in his manner 

made them realise that here clothes were not 

the index to the man. Fayle asked for a 

pencil and a piece of paper and wrote his 

name to be taken up to Mr Belford. After 

he had written ''Horace Fayle" an impulse 

made him add '' Once of Trinity College, 

Cambridge." It was a long time back since 

he and Belford had rowed in the Varsity 
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boat together, but from what Chrissy had 
told him he believed that Belford would 
remember jhim. 

Upstairs, in the editorial room, Belford was 
busily occupied. Before him, on the table, 
were the manuscripts Chrissy had sent him. 
He had read Fayle's, and a good deal of 
Chrissy's, and under other conditions would 
have enjoyed doing so, but the reading of 
them, now had brought a look upon his face 
which Mrs Goring would not have liked to 
see. When the half-sheet of notepaper was 
handed him, bearing the name of Horace 
Fayle, he grasped the fact that here in person 
was the man supposed to be dead, for surely 
there could be no other Horace Fayle once of 
Trinity College, Cambridge. It seemed to 
Belford as though an outraged fate had sent 
the man thither on this very day to add the 
crowning testimony to Adela's fraud. He 
examined the writing, his brows wrinkled in 
deep thought, then, pushing back his chair, 
bade the clerk show Mr Fayle up. 

As Fayle was ushered in Belford rose, but 
he started and visibly hesitated before taking 
a step to greet his visitor. It was natural 
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that he should not recognise his old college 
friend in the shabbily-dressed individual now-
presenting himself. He put up his eyeglass 
nervously, and through it looked at Fayle, 
who, noticing his hesitation, stood proudly 
erect, hat in hand, without moving, so as to 
give full opportunity for scrutiny. A whim-
sical smile played about Fayle's lips, and in 
the facial gesture habitual with him when 
embarrassed, his retreating chin went in 
while his forehead and eyes seemed to bulge 
out, and this, with his thin hooked nose, gave 
him the owl-like expression that at once 
brought the learned youth of Trinity vividly 
before his former friend. Belford went 
forward and held out his hand. Fayle 
laughed as he took it. 

' 'You see, I haven't forgotten the trick. 
What became of that chap who burlesqued 
me in his parody of The Birds ? " 

Belford gave a mechanical chuckle. 
' 'Ha! ha! Of course—Pallas Athene's 

owl. Let me see, it was Faussett of King's, 
eh?" He waited tentatively for Fayles 
answer. 

"No, you're wrong," returned Fayle, 
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promptly. ''Adeane of John's, the Aristo-
phanic Cherub, you recollect, with a face like 
a baby and the biceps of a Samson. He was 
one of our Varsity crew the year you pulled 
stroke—eighty, wasn't it ? " 

''Yes, yes. I recollect Adeane perfectly. 
Poor fellow, he was killed in the hunting-
field a year or two ago. By the way, who 
was our coxswain that year ? Tve for-
gotten." 

' '/haven't. It was St Quintin of Caius— 
your own college." 

' 'So it was. My memory is getting bad— 
overwork, I fancy. Sit over here, Fayle, 
won't you ? I'm very glad to see you 
again." 

Fayle seated himself in one of the soft, 
leather-covered chairs. 

'' It's uncommonly good of you. I didn't 
suppose you'd know me at first in this sort 
of rig. I'm an omnibus conducter." 

" My dear fellow, you shock me! But 
I never knew what became of you after 
that paper of yours, The Satirist^ burst up. 
I wasn't surprised at that. Satire doesn't 
pay in these days; and as for humour, that 



MRS GORING AT HOME 265 

died out when Carlyle and his Brummagem 
Germanisms came in." 

*'Mine was classic humour," said Fayle, 
grimly, ' 'not understanded of the people. 
Anyhow, it killed The Satirist, and I—well, 
I was ostracised, never mind why. The 
truth is, I made a damned mess of things 
in England, and a worse one in Australia." 

''Ah, I'm sorry for that," said Belford. 
" But I gleaned something of the sort from 
a young lady friend of yours — a Miss 
Smith." 

" Chrissy Smith 1 My old pupil." 
" So she told me," said Belford. 
"Yes, I know what she said to you. I 

met her by chance yesterday evening after 
you saw her, and told her that I was coming 
here. Good little Chrissy! And she has 
plenty of brains, but luck has been hard upon 
her too." 

" Her luck may turn. I've just been 
reading one of her stories." Belford touched 
the manuscripts on his desk. 

" I knew that she was going to send you 
something of hers, and of mine, too. Well, 
what do you think of her work ? " 
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'' It's clever—wonderfully strong for a girl, 
and I think it will do for us if it's cut a bit. 
But, of course, it s not like yours, though she 
has managed to catch something of your 
archaic-modern knack. There's never been 
done anything of its kind equal to your 
Immortals Up To Date,'' 

Fayle became owl-like again. 
'' They wrecked The Satirist:' 
''But survived the wreck. What about 

bringing them out in book form ? It's a 
terrible pity, Fayle, that you gave it all up. 
You ought to have made yourself a lasting 
name in literature." 

"Yes, I ought to have made myself a 
name. I should have made myself a name, 
and money as well, if I had not been robbed 
of my reputation and of the price of my 
work." Fayle leaned forward excitedly. 
" I want redress, Belford," he went on, ' 'but 
what redress can a man get who has—gone 
under ? " 

He spoke the last two words with de-
liberate emphasis, looking meaningly at 
Belford as he did so. The publisher's face, 
impassive though it usually was, showed that 
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the shot had gone home. Fayle pressed his 
advantage. 

''Two days ago I came across a book with 
that title—Gone Under—which you brought 
out last year, and which appears to have been 
an enormous success. Do you mind telling 
me how many copies of it you've sold ? " 

''Eighty thousand." 
'^Eighty thousand! You must have made 

a good deal by that book ? " 
"Not so much as you might think," replied 

Belford, in a matter-of-fact tone. He had 
recovered himself. "I t was published on 
royalty terms that were distinctly advan-
tageous to the author.'' 

" The author ! Good Heavens ! Have you 
any idea who is the real author of that 
book ?" Fayle continued, without waiting 
for an answer to his question, "Belford! 
I've come here to speak to you as man to 
man. An abominable wrong has been done, 
and I mean to have it righted. You, as the 
publisher of Gone Under, are concerned in it. 
Though the name of the Honourable Mrs 
Claude Goring is on the title-page, Mrs 
Goring never wrote that book. It is entirely 
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the record of adventures that happened to 
myself. This "—he touched his forehead— 
''this brain conceived, this memory re-
produced, this hand penned the work. 
Listen. Til tell you the whole story." 
Then he related it rather more fully than he 
had done to Chrissy on the previous evening. 

Belford listened with deep attention, 
studying the man through his eyeglass all the 
time, and never once interrupting him. It 
would have been impossible to judge what 
was passing through the publishers mind 
during the recital. Belford was a man of 
strong passion, but of equally strong nerve, 
also of quick decision. He had already made 
up his mind what he would do in the matter, 
but there was no indication of his purpose in 
his face. When Fayle had finished he asked 
quietly,— 

'' Can you prove this ? " 
'' At once, if you have aay portion of the 

original manuscript in your possession and 
will compare the writing of it with that before 
you," and he pointed to his own manuscript 
on the desk. 

Belford took it up, looked at it thought-
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fully, and let his eyeglass fall as he turned 
to Fayle. 

"That test is out of the question. The 
draft which came into our hands was typed, 
and in any case it is our custom to send the 
printers' copy back to the author with the 
proofs." 

' 'Ah ! so the draft was typed! I hadnt 
thought of that, and yet I might have known 
that though Mrs Goring believed me dead, and 
felt herself safe in foisting my work upon you 
and the public as her own, she was no doubt 
too clever a thief not to cover her tracks." 

Pardon me," said Belford, stiffly, ^'but I 
should prefer that you did not speak of my 
cousin in these terms.'' 

'' Your cousin ! " repeated Fayle, scornfully. 
" She is more to you than a cousin. Under-
stand, Belford, that I exonerate you entirely 
of any complicity in this plot, and I am 
anxious to save you from disaster, though I 
mean to obtain my rights. Your afiection for 
Adela Goring blinds you to her true character. 
You're in love with the woman. So was 1. 
So was Oswald Starr. "We've both found her out, 
but you have not yet done so. It's because 
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you re in love with her that you want to 
shield her from discovery." 

'' No," returned Belford, speaking with some 
warmth, ' ' I do not want to shield her from 
the discovery of her fault, if it has been com-
mitted, and in that case from making repara-
tion for it. But she is my cousin; she is a 
woman who has been placed under stress of 
painful conditions, and—as you put it—I 
have an affection for her. Therefore I shall 
protect her as far as lies in my power." 

Fayle was sobered at once. 
' 'You re right," he said slowly, ''from 

your point of view, and I admire you for 
taking the thing in that way. You're a 
man, Belford. But then you haven't been 
defrauded. You aren't obliged to conduct an 
omnibus for your living. You aren't reduced 
to ten shillings in 3̂ our pocket and the clothes 
you stand in. In short, you haven't—gone 
under.'' 

"True! But I think you are making a 
mistake about yourself, my friend. There is 
a plentiful source of supply in your literary 
powers. Here's rather a poor sample of 
them," and he touched Fayle's manuscript, 
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'' but I shall consider myself obliged if you 
will sell me the right to bring it out in Wyses 
Magazine at the rate of three guineas per 
thousand words. I may also say, on behalf 
of my partner and myself, that we should be 
prepared to make you a liberal oSev for a new 
novel if you care to submit one to us. Mean-
time, do you agree to my proposal for the 
Magazine? I can give you a cheque on 
account at once if you like.'' 

Do you mean that ?" asked Fayle, 
bluntly, ' 'or is it a bribe to leave the other 
matter alone ?" 

' ' I am not in the habit of offering bribes. 
The other matter, as you call it, can be dealt 
with fairly, and, I hope, put straight." 

'' Very well. All the same, Td rather you 
took Chrissy Smith s story and let mine stand 
over. And talking of Chrissy—I'm not the 
only literary ghost. The new story you are 
advertising as by Mrs Goring is being 
written entirely by Chrissy Smith." 

'' I gathered as much from Miss Smith her-
self last night," said Belford, calmly. ' ' I 
don't defend Mrs Goring's conduct; but in 
this transaction, at all events, I have some 
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reason to suppose that Miss Smith was, to a 
certain extent, a willing coadjutor." 

^'Bah!" sneered Fayle. Can't you see 
that such a girl could be easily taken in by 
a clever, unscrupulous woman of that type ? I 
beg your pardon, Belford, but really that poor 
little soul's wrongs make my gorge rise even 
more than my own do. I know Chrissy. 
She's as clear as crystal herself — never 
suspected dishonesty ; and she was completely 
hoodwinked. Engaged as secretary at a 
nominal salary, when she was starving, on the 
ground that she should suggest a plot. First 
she was told to sketch it out roughly^—then 
to write it as it came to her, which she did, 
imagining the woman was preparing the stuff 
for press as she went along. Her illusions 
were dispelled last night, poor child, hy—youJ' 

Belford nodded. His indignation was too 
deep for words. 

' 'Well, hang it all, Belford, if you allow 
that much, you can't doubt the truth of what 
I've told you about Gone Under, As for 
proof, confront me with Mrs Goring before 
she has had time to prepare herself, and I 
think that there will be no need for further 
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evidence. I intend to take my chance of find-
ing the lady at home this evening, and if you 
choose you can be present at our interview. 
It will be sufficiently convincing, I fancy." 

Belford's brows wrinkled in thought for a 
moment. Then he looked frankly at Fayle. 

^'Mrs Goring is entertaining some friends 
this evening. I am one of them, and I can 
take you with me as a guest. All I beg is, 
that you will make no scene, and will re-
member the courtesy due to a lady—in all 
conditions. Excuse the remark, but you 
brought it on yourself." 

' 'That I admit. Nevertheless, I am a 
gentleman ; or perhaps I should say I was 
one once. But I don't see how your plan 
can be carried out. I think I mentioned 
that I have no clothes but these," and he 
held up, with pathetic irony, the frayed edge 
of his coat. 

''Oh, that can be arranged," said Belford, 
"if you don't mind getting into some of my 
togs. We're about the same height and build. 
I propose that you come off with me now to 
my chambers. We'll dine together, and pro-
ceed afterwards to Mauleverer Mansions." 
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E N T E R T H E G H O S T 

MAULEVERER MANSIONS were better adapted 
for purposes of entertaining than most flats. 
The square hall, the large drawing-room and 
dining-room, all opened into each, other. 
The next doorway led into a smaller chamber, 
transformed with draperies and ferns, where 
a couple of card-tables and a few lounging-
chairs had been placed. This room, unless 
required for a visitor, was chiefly used by 
Stebbings, who was accustomed to do her 
mistress's sewing there, having objected, as 
will be remembered, to utilise the tiuy 
apartment afterwards given over to Chrissy. 
Adela had another spare room next her own, 
at the further end of the corridor, where the 
ladies left their wraps to-night. Chrissy 
heard the rustle of silken skirts pass her 
door many times as she sat alone, heart sick 
and weary, persistently typing in the effort 
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to keep her mind upon her work. It was 
terribly difficult, and every now and then 
she raised her head as laughing voices went 
by, and gazed at the shut door with wide, 
mournful eyes, round which dark circles had 
gathered, wondering when Oswald would 
arrive. Even Stebbings seemed to have 
deserted her, and she longed for a word with 
the maid, who could tell her what was going 
on outside, but Stebbings was evidently too 
busy to pay her any attention. 

Since the success of Gone Under had been 
assured, Mrs Goring s parties had become 
popular, and this evening Upper Bohemia 
was fairly represented within her walls. 
Unfortunately for Adela, there was another 
At Home at the house of an eminent RA. 
living in Kensington. The E.A.'s hours were 
proverbially late for the convenience of 
distinguished actors, and on his invitations 
for to-night .was inscribed the name of a 
famous Frenchman whom everybody was 
anxious to meet. Besides, in face of some-
what strained relations between the two 
countries, it had been diplomatically sug-
gested that celebrated French artists should 
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be treated with more than common honour. 
Mrs Goring being nearest on the route, 
people took her first, but gave the K.A.'s 
reception as a reason for leaving early. 

Adela was annoyed, but she did not 
allow it to be seen. She smiled sweetly 
on everyone. Her beauty, as she stood just 
within the drawing-room door to receive 
her guests, was striking. She had been 
discarding half-mourning hues of late, and 
to-night she wore a gorgeous poppy-coloured 
gown, above which her white neck and ex-
quisite face rose like a flower upon a snowy 
stem. She wore no jewels, for she awaited 
the presentation of the opal necklace. But 
Starr was late. The festivity was in full 
swing before he arrived. 

Maida Eoss, the Australian nightingale, 
was singing her famous song—certainly not 
Australian, but she had studied in Paris— 
Ninon, Ninon, que fais in de la vie? and 
under cover of the ringing voice, Stebbinofs, 

O O ' Q J 

who had been on the watch for Oswald, 
hurriedly whispered to him. There was 
subdued excitement in the maid s manner. 
For once she scarcely glanced at Mr Mitchell 
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as he handed the guest on to the attendant 
damsel. Not being in Stebbings s confidence 
as yet, Mr Mitchell was decidedly hurt, and 
turned his back huffily, but Stebbings, whose 
sympathies had been deeply stirred by the 
occasional glimpses she had stolen during 
the day of the lonely little figure at the 
typewriter, had no eyes at the moment for 
anyone but Oswald. 

' 'How is she—Miss Smith, I mean?" he 
inquired. 

''Very down-'earted, pore dear. Kep' at 
work till this hour—something shameful, I 
call it. I was wishing to ask you, sir, if 
you wouldn't like to take a peep at her. 
I haven't said nothing about it, not being 
quite sure if you could see your way to it, 
and being anxious not to disappoint her." 

" Of course—Vd be delighted," he answered 
in the same tone. ''Can you manage it? 
"Where is she?" 

An indignant thumb indicated the corridor 
over Stebbings's right shoulder. " Little room 
'alf-way up the passage. I can work it, sir. 
But we shall have to watch our chance and 
take it on the op." . 
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You are sure she won't mind," said 
Oswald, diffidently. He was shy as a boy 
at invading the presence of his child-friend. 

You gave her my message ? " 
'' I did, sir. And it's my opinion the best 

thing you can do is to smooth matters your-
self. You'll find she'll be glad enough to 
see you, but I wouldn't say but what 
someone else mightn't 'ave been speaking 
to her about you this morning—mentioning 
things that give her a bit of a turn. I 
'appened to over'ear—the door being ajar." 
Stebbings flashed a keen look at her listener. 
She felt it unnecessary to say more. Starr 
straightened himself. His bronzed face settled 
into grim lines. 

'' I can explain anything she's heard," 
he said. ' 'I 'm enormously obliged to you. 
But we can make that all right afterwards. 
I shan't forget." 

' ' I 'm sure, sir," said Stebbings, modestly, 
"it 's a pleasure to assist such a gentleman as 
you. I'll go and speak to Miss Smith as 
soon as ever I can be spared, and if you'll 
just 'ang about here a little later on I'll tip 
you the word." 
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Maida Ross had finished her second song 
and was receiving her hostess's congratula-
tions. Adela was always lavish with com-
pliments to professional performers, for she 
never paid them in any other coin. Oswald 
took advantage of the opportunity to enter 
unannounced. Adela turned to him at 
once. 

' ' I thought you were never coming," she 
said, flinging pathos and tenderness into her 
tones, which were sufficiently low to be for 
him only. 

' 'Please accept my apologies/' he answered 
in a clear, formal voice. ' ' I have been 
dining with our chairman, and was detained 
talking business." She gave him an arch 
look. 

' 'Oh! cruel business. How unkind of 
you to put it first." 

"Unfortunately it has to be attended to," 
he replied evasively, " i i England is to see 
any more Bilbingie opals." 

" Ah ! the opals !" She drew closer to 
him. Her heart was beating fast. The 
satin-like surface of her neck, unadorned, 
rose and fell in rapid pulsations. The scent 
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of her hair and her brilliant smile would have 
bewildered most men, but she was powerless 
to rouse any feeling in Oswald but angry-
confusion. '' The opals ! ' ' she whispered. 
' 'Have you brought them?" 

Oswald grew red, and felt extremely 
uncomfortable. All day he had been trying 
to persuade himself that the situation as 
regarded Adela was less complicated and 
diflScult than she had given him cause to 
fear on the previous night. Nevertheless, 
explanation, he saw, was imperative. He 
had not felt free to offer any until he should 
have come across Chrissy, and the few 
bungling sentences he had ventured upon 
during the drive home after the theatre, 
had apparently been misunderstood by Adela, 
who, after chattering in her brightest and 
most attractive manner about the events of 
the evening, had bidden him good-night with 
a suggestion of tender comprehension which 
he had found it impossible to dispel. 

Oswald began now to stammer a reply to 
her question about the necklace, but luckily 
for him she was claimed at the moment by 
a departing guest. 
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''Dear Mrs Goring ! If only we hadn't 
promised Mr Catesby Fane ! And if it wasn't 
that one must be civil to De Lassalle! So 
sorry, but Fm afraid we ought to go on.'' 

Several others followed suit. It was not 
yet half-past eleven, and a popular enter-
tainer, upon whom Mrs Goring had counted 
as an attraction, was just arriving. Adela 
felt that she must make an effort to rally 
her forces, and advanced towards the enter-
tainer, but she found time to whisper to 
Oswald,— 

" Wait for me here. I know you have 
something to say to me, and if you move I 
shall think that you are offended with me 
Bat I must do something to keep my party 
from being spoiled. How I should like to 
annihilate Catesby Fane, E. A. !" 

She slipped her hand into the comedian's 
arm, and in her prettiest manner prayed 
him to come to her assistance. The man 
was not engaged to contribute to the 
evening's entertainment, but men seldom 
refused Adela anything. As they passed 
into the middle of the room, Oswald remained 
standing where he was, twirling his blonde 
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moustaclie and feeling like a fish out of 
water among all these smart people for 
whom he did not care. Adela, glancing back 
at him, noticed how awkward he looked 
without realising that she herself was the 
cause of his embarrassment. She had as 
much as she could do. The comedian wanted 
some properties for the scene he was going 
to act, and she had no one to send for them. 
She wished Julius was here; why hadn't he 
come, she wondered. Oswald was useless— 
just a big handsome bushman with no savoir 
faire. She forgot for the moment that he 
was a millionaire, and something of the old 
feeling of distaste came over her that she 
had had at the Bundarra ball, when Oswald 
in his creased dress suit had made a poor 
show beside the immaculately-got-up Goring. 
Julius, she thought, would help her in any 
social difficulty. People were slipping away 
and there was nobody to hold them. 

Just then, through a rift in the crowd by 
the door, she caught sight of Julius Belfords 
plain but distinguished face. He was peering 
for her through his eyeglass, and she went 
hastily towards him with a beaming welcome. 
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Oh ! Julius, I'm so glad you have come. 

Everybody I wanted has been late. What 

has kept you ? " 

A friend met suddenly after fifteen years. 

He dined with me, and I have brought him 

on. You know him." 

' 'Do I? Delighted, I'm sure. But do, 
please^ bustle round and tell people that 

Eutherford Tighe is going to give a character 

sketch. Everybody is rushing on to Catesby 

Fane's to meet that horrid Frenchman, and 

I want to stop them. And will you fetch 

Mr Tighe anything he wants ? Oh ! What 

— Who is that ? " 

Adela's voice rose in a shrill crescendo 

which caused many people to turn round 

and look at her in surprise. She was 

staring wildly at a man in evening dress 

who had advanced behind Belford. A care-

worn man, with fine eyes and a receding 

chin, whose hair showed grey in patches. 

A t sight of him Adela went so deadly 

white that someone exclaimed, ''Mrs Goring 

is fainting." 

Oswald, who had recognised the newcomer, 

sprang forward to Adela's support, but some-
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tiling in her sudden struggle for self-control, 
and in the fact that Belford stood immovable 
beside her, made Starr hesitate and draw 
back. The whole room seemed to hang on 
Adela s next words. But she did not speak. 
It was Belford's dry tones that were heard. 
Outwardly expressionless, he was yet cut to 
the quick, for Adela had convicted herself by 
that moment's shrinking. 

' 'Mr Horace Fayle," he said formally. 
'' My dear cousin, allow me to re-introduce 
an old Australian friend, who is also an old 
friend of my own. Fayle, Mrs Goring is 
delighted, I am sure, to meet you 
again." 

Fayle bowed grimly. Adela summoned a 
ghastly smile, and held out a shaking 
hand. 

"Delighted—of course," she faltered. " I 
—I did not know—that—that you were in 
England." 

Fayle drew himself up in something of 
his old melodramatic manner, and Adela 
quailed before his invincible look. His voice 
was softly ironic. 

I am come as a ghost, Mrs Goring—such 
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a ghost as the poet has described who returns 

with emotions dead to find his once supreme 

ambition realised—but not by himself; the 

very robe of triumph he should have worn 

donned by another. One/' he added, bowing 

again in mock courtesy, '' who wears it with 

such insuperable grace as to make the poor 

ghost pause in sheer admiration before claim-

ing it as his own." 

Fayle's tone was obviously pointed, and 

though none of the hearers except Belford 

and Adela understood his allusions, the low, 

scathing words made the woman feel that 

he would grant her but scant mercy. Half 

turning, she gave Belford a hunted look. 

His cold eyes told her that he knew, and 

condemned. Still, something must be done. 

Who would protect her ? Oswald had with-

drawn to the outskirts of the crowd. He had 

sense to see that there was something here 

which did not concern him, but which might 

effect for him a means of escape from Adela's 

toils. She threw Belford another frightened 

glance. He had always been her slave; 

surely he would not desert her.. Already his 

impassive face had softened. Taking courage, 
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she put her hand within his arm, leaning 
slightly upon it in mute entreaty. He re-
sponded instantly. 

''You must keep your compliments, Fayle, 
till later, when Mrs Goring is better fitted to 
receive them. Adela, you've been standing 
too long. I'm going to take you into the 
supper-room and get you a pick-me-up. 
Oh! There's Tighe bearing down on us. 
What is it, Tighe?" 

' 'Mrs Goring, I've ferreted round for what 
I want—am I to begin my recitation ? " 

"Yes, yes," Belford answered for her. 
"Begin at once, my dear fellow, and keep 
the company amused while Mrs Goring rests 
a bit. Come, Adela." He made a movement 
to lead her away, but, emboldened by his 
support, she stopped for a moment, calling all 
her courage to her aid, and addressed her 
enemy. 

" I shall look forward to a little chat with 
you by-and-by, Mr Fayle," she said, and 
passed on before he could say anything. 

Fayle was out of humour. He had held 
the situation for too short a time, and was 
angry with Belford. Belford had offered him 
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ample pecuniary compensation, and the stress 

of his circumstances compelled him to accept 

i t ; but though he had consented to refrain 

from publicly exposing Adela, his own and 

Chrissy's wrongs were too recent and too 

flagrant not to be bitterly resented. He 

glared upon the room at large, and promised 

himself many subsequent occasions of scorn-

ing the woman he had adored, and whom he 

now despised. His meditations were broken 

in upon by Oswald, who came up and shook 

hands warmly. 

' 'Fayle, old man! What luck to meet 

you again! I congratulate you on being 

alive. I wish I'd known it sooner." 

You're not singular in that, I imagine,'' 

said Fayle, cynically. ' 'Some other people 

seem to wish it too." 

' 'What made you spring yourself upon us 

so suddenly ? " pursued Starr. '' No wonder 

Mrs Goring was struck dumb. A ghost from 

the Bush, that's what you are. But never 

mind, old chap. Welcome—welcome at last. 

I say—how overjoyed Chrissy will be to see 

you." 

' 'Tve seen her," growled Fayle, ' 'saw her 
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last night. But what do you know about 
her ?" 

' 'Not much/' confessed Oswald. ' ' I wish 
I did. She's working here, that's all I know, 
and I hope to get a chance of speaking to her.'' 

' 'Make good use of it," retorted Fayle. 
"Girls like Chrissy aren't met with every 
day. Oh ! I say, let's get out of this; it's 
close packing here. Confound that woman," 
he added in an undertone, as Maida Koss 
3egan to cry out musically, " Oyez ! Oyez!" 
in order to call attention to Mr Eutherford 
Tighe who was about to recite. The people 
came crowding up, and the two men worked 
their way across the hall to a niche at the 
entrance of the corridor. 

"Look here, Starr," said Fayle, bluntly, 
"what do you want with Chrissy? You're 
not thinking of trifling with her, are you ? 
If so, you've got me to deal with. Chrissy 
Smith's got no father—not that Curly 
Arthur was much use—but since I've found 
her I mean to keep an eye on her. I'm not 
too well blessed with this world s goods, but 
I shall look after the girl and see she comes 
to no harm," 
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Oswald flushed warmly. 
' ' I dont mean her harm," he said; ' ' I 

want to marry her if she'll let me." 
^^Oh! That's all right. I thought you 

were after the other woman and that was 
why you were here." 

' 'Not a bit of it. I've brought something 
for Chrissy, and I'm waiting now—" He 
glanced anxiously up the passage. He did 
not want to betray Stebbings. Instead of 
that, he pulled a modest parcel out of his tail-
coat pocket. Between the tissue wrappings 
the glint of gems showed. ' ' I promised her 
years ago that she should have some of the 
first Bilbingie opals when she got into print, 
and I saw her name in the Leichardt's Land 
Weekly ever so long ago, so I had some set as 
a necklace." 

^̂  You'd have been worth looting on your 
way here," observed Fayle. 

'' I had to carry 'em like this—the case was 
too big—and I wanted her to have them the 
first chance I could get. I know Chrissy's not 
the girl to be bought with this sort of stuff, 
but being an old promise, I thought they 
might pave the way, you know," 



290 THE GHOST 

' 'Youre in earnest, then/' said Fayle, 
grimly. ' 'What about—herf 

He jerked his head in the direction of 
Belford and Adela, who passed them at 
the moment in silence, Belford rigid and 
stern, Adela still looking pale and rather 
frightened. 

"Belford's the man for her/' said Starr, 
eagerly. ' T d give her a thousand down if 
she'd take him." 

Fayle's features contorted into his owl's 
face; he uttered a harsh chuckle. 

So she's been making the running for 
you and the opals—^just like her! Well, if 
she can't pull off the Bilbingie Stakes I 
rather fancy she'll be glad enough to take 
Belford, if he gives her the chance—which 1 
shouldn't in his shoes." 

Starr scarcely heard what Fayle said. He 
had seen Stebbings approaching. She was 
beckoning mysteriously. He was by her side 
in an instant. 

" NoWy sir. There ain't no one up this 
end, and Mrs Goring won't miss you. Mr 
Belford's giving her what she calls a mauvy 
carter in the card-room, I peeped in on 'em 
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just now and I couldn't 'elp wondering what 
was up. Here you are, sir." 

The door of the workroom was ajar. 
Stebbings pushed it open. Oswald saw a 
girlish vision in grey and white with softly 
shining eyes, and thin hands extended. 
Then he went in. 

Though she was dying to hear what passed, 
Stebbings resolutely steeled her curiosity 
and shut-to the door. Then she found time 
to go and console Mr Mitchell in his screened-
off corner on the landing, where, behind a 
mountain of coats and hats, another little 
drama of the eternal destinies was enacted 
with supreme satisfaction to the parties 
concerned. 

Belford had taken Adela first into the 
dining-room, where refreshments were laid, 
and where several of the outgoing guests 
were taking supper before departing. He 
went straight up to the sideboard, poured 
some champagne out, and gave it to his 
hostess, but her hand shook so that she 
could scarcely hold the glass. 

I am not going to allow this," he said, and 
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the dominant ring of his voice strengthened 
Adela. ' ' I thought you were more plucky/' 
he went on, *'but I daresay you've eaten 
nothing but scraps all day. Women have 
no notion of keeping themselves up when 
they've anything extra to do. Now finish 
this while I forage for something for you 
to eat." 

Adela sank into a chair and sipped the 
champagne. Belford's manner and the wine 
somewhat restored her shaken nerves. She 
obediently ate the plate of chicken salad 
he brought her, and felt better after it. 
Meanwhile he stood almost silent—his back 
to the rest of the room—merely making 
occasional remarks so that no one should 
suspect that there was anything wrong. 
Adela looked up presently and laughed in the 
arch way that would never forsake her. 

'' I believe, Julius, that before prisoners of 
the Inquisition were put on the rack the 
executioner fed them and made them drink 
wine so that they might bear the torture 
better." 

There was passion, pain, and compunction 
in his face, 
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I am not going to torture you," he said in 

a low voice. '' I hope there will be no need of 

the rack. But I could not speak of what I 

must until you'd stopped shaking. Now let 

us go and talk things over quietly some-

where. It has to be done before Fayle blurts 

out something you wouldn't like people to 

hear." 

Adela shrugged her shoulders defiantly. 

" W h a t can he s a y ? " 

Anything—everything. You must have 

seen that he is not to be depended upon. 

He meant to come here and make a scene. 

I could only save you that by getting him 

to dine with me and putting him on his 

honour to behave like a gentleman." 

' ' I suppose I'm indebted to you, Julius," 

she murmured, and rose. A t all events, 

you are always kind. We can go into the 

card-room if you like. I don't fancy there is 

anyone there." 

It was then that they passed Eayle and 

Starr in the corridor. Adela saw them, 

though she would not look in their direction. 

She wondered if they were talking about her, 

but she had not much time to wonder. Bel-
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ford was already holding back the curtains 
over the doorway of the card-room. The 
place was fortunately empty. People had 
not discovered it, for Stebbings, excited by 
various emotions, had forgotten to throw it 
open. Belford now closed the door and 
pulled forward a chair, but Adela would not 
sit down. He advanced into the middle of 
the room, where he stood motionless, and she 
faced him from behind the high back of the 
chair he had set for her, nervously clutching 
it. She was terribly uneasy ; nevertheless, 
she managed to put on an air of settling the 
matter oifhand. 

'' I really don't know what all this is about." 
He stopped her with a gesture. 
''Yes, you do, Adela. Don t let us waste 

time in prevarication. I have reason to be 
perfectly certain that Horace Fayle, and not 
you, wrote Gone Under, and that Chrissy 
Smith, your secretary as you call her, is 
writing the story which should appear under 
your name in Wyses Magazine. Of course 
that cannot now come out—in your name. 
You understand this ? " 

''Yes," she answered in a submissive way, 
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for she was beginning to realise that she had 

met more than her match in Belford. He 

went on uncompromisingly,— 

''The Gone Under fraud—I am using the 

word in its literal sense—is unfortunately a 

much more serious matter. When Fayle 

came to me this afternoon he meant to insist 

upon his rights/' 

'' His rights ! " Adela cried sharply. '' He 

relinquished his rights when he gave me the 

manuscript/' 

' ' I t would be difficult to convince the 

world of that," returned Belford, "especially 

if Fayle told a different tale—which he is 

quite capable of doing in a court of justice. 

My own conviction is so strong that I should 

consider it my duty to inform my partner of 

the fraud, as I understand i t ; and in the 

event of Fayle taking proceedings in the 

matter, we, as publishers of the book, should 

be compelled to state ,the case in order to 

disavow collusion." 

Adela's hands on the back of the chair 

twitched convulsively. At first she could 

not answer. Then she threw out her palms 

suddenly. 
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** You are hard on me, Julius, cruelly hard. 
Have some consideration." 

' 'Adela!" he exclaimed, with passionate 
earnestness. ''Have /̂o?̂  had any pity—any 
consideration for me ? This has been a hard 
blow. Tell me the truth, 1 implore you. 
Show me that you have a better^side to your 
nature than the one which adversity forced 
uppermost." 

She was more moved by his appeal than 
she would own. 

Very well," she said desperately, ' ' I 
admit that I did not write Gone Under, and 
I suppose rve been a fraud to you and the 
world. No doubt Mr Fayle has told you his 
own story. I have little to add to it. He was 
a hanger-on at a shanty near our station, 
and he had two strong passions—drink, and 
a sort of mad infatuation for me." In spite 
of everything Adela smiled slightly. Her 
lip curled. ' ' I didn't encourage him, Julius 
—that is surely needless to say. I detested 
the man. He was on the verge of making 
me ridiculous more than once. Then came 
the day when he gave me his manuscript. 
He declared that it was mine because I had 
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inspired it, and I took it to pacify him. 
That was before my marriage. Just after-
wards I heard that he had gone off in one 
of his periodic cravings for drink, and I 
wasn't at all surprised to learn later that he 
had been turned out of a public-house to die 
of delirium tremens in the Bushi It isn't 
unusual out there, I assure you. I had 
forgotten all about the story, which was 
packed with my things when I went away 
from Australia. You know what trouble 
I was in here—left with a mere pittance, and 
barely acknowledged by my husbands 
relations. I didn't know how to be poor—I 
hadn't l3een accustomed to it. It was im-
possible to live on the interest of five 
thousand pounds. I had to do something. 
Then I tried writing. You remember your 
criticisms on my work ? I was in despair. 
It was by chance that I took out the 
manuscript of Gone Under. I thought I'd 
try its value by reading you a chapter or 
two. You know the rest." 

''Yes, I know the rest," he answered sadly. 
" Of course I thought the man was dead 

and could get no good out of it," persisted 
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Adela. " And then you must remember that 

he had given it to me. I thought I could do 

what I liked with i t " 

Belford shrugged his shoulders in dreary 

cynicism. 

" Casuistry is a dangerous game, my poor 

Adela, and one in which I cannot believe you 

would ever have dabbled if there were not 

a certain obliquity in your moral vision. I 

have observed it before. But whatever you 

have done, I am here to save you from the 

consequences as far as possible. I have 

already pleaded your cause to Fayle this 

evening. It was with great difficulty, for he 

is most justly incensed. But I have induced 

him to consent that there shall be no public 

exposure in consideration of certain terms of 

restitution—the withdrawal of the book from 

circulation, and two-thirds of the money paid 

by us to you in royalties on the sales to go 

to him at once." 

'' Two-thirds of what you have paid me ! " 

Adela repeated in dismay. I can't give it. 

I've spent the money.'' 

'' Then you have the five thousand pounds 

left you by your husband," 
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' ' I was obliged to take some of my capital," 
slie said sullenly, '' and lately, as you know, I 
have bought some shares in Oswald Starr s 
opal mine." 

'' You can sell them at a considerable profit, 
or Fayle, I'm sure, will take the scrip at 
current value. For the rest of the money, I 
propose that it shall come out of your marriage 
settlement.'' 

' 'But that, I tell you, is impossible. What 
am I to live on ?" 

' 'Have you forgotten that on this very 
evening you are pledged to say whether you 
will marry me. I have anticipated your 
decision, Adela. In arranging terms with 
Fayle I did so in the interests of my future 
wife." 

Adela felt herself trapped ; yet she was not 
altogether an unwilling victim. She admired 
Belford for his strength and loyalty. She felt 
that she could not afford to dispense with him. 
But she still preferred to marry the millionaire. 
She hoped to delay the issue until she could 
make herself sure of Oswald's intentions. 
Then she remembered suddenly that perhaps 
by this time he had learned from Fayle of the 
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deception she had practised, and she knew 
how his nature would revolt against it. 
Belford, on the other hand, though no less 
straight in his own dealings, loved her 
sufficiently to overlook the offence. Adela 
could not feel sure that Oswald still loved 
her. His absence all day, and his manner 
this evening, had made her doubt whether he 
had really meant to propose to her. Mean-
while she felt at bay. The buzz of distant 
voices served only to confuse her, and recalled 
her to a sense of her social duties. She tried 
to temporise. 

^'Julius, it is perfectly horrid of you to 
drive me into a corner like this. Of course 
—if you want to make me marry you. . . . 
But I am not sure that I am free. . . . 
There is someone else. . . . I cannot decide 
between you all in a hurry. . . . Do let me 
go ! People will be wondering what has 
become of me." 

Just then there was a stir at the door. It 
was opened. 

" Mrs Goring, may we come in ? We have 
something to tell you." 

It was Oswald's voice. Chrissy clung in a 
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child-like way to his arm. There was a soft 

flush in her cheeks and a shy, proud light in 

her eyes. Glittering round her neck, its 

diamond points scintillating upon the lace 

edge of her white blouse, lay the opal necklace. 

The gems were full of fire, and they seemed 

to Adela to blazen forth the fact of Chrissy s 

triumph. Confused and vanquished, she drew 

back to Belford s side silently. 

Oswald, however, had plenty to say, and he 

said it in a simple, kindly way, for the touch 

of Chrissy s little hand upon his arm had 

given him fresh faith in things. 

'' We want you to be the first to know of 

our happiness. I only found Chrissy this 

evening, and we have been making up for 

lost time. Now I am going to take her home, 

as it is rather late for her to be out alone. 

You will wish us joy, won't you ?" 

Adela glanced from one to the other. 

'' Really, I was not aware—" she stammered. 

And then, recollecting herself, '^Pray, how 

did you find Miss Smith ? " 

Oswald looked tenderly down at the brown 

head by his shoulder. 

^^Ah! that is our little secret—too pre-
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cious to be divulged, isn't it, Chrissy ? The 
truth is, Mrs Goring, I had been searching 
for Chrissy for a long time, as I fancied I 
had given you to understand." Adela's eyes 
fell before the clear gaze of his. Only 
yesterday I ascertained that she was doing 
some typing for you, and to-night fortune 
favoured me. It was a lucky chance that 
made you keep her at work, but you must 
please consider that Chrissy s secretarial days 
are over now. We shall be married as soon 
as possible, and I want my wife to employ 
her genius solely upon her own stories.'' 

The home-thrust made its mark, though it 
was not intentional. Oswald and Chrissy 
had been far too occupied with each other 
during their brief half - hour together to 
discuss Mrs Goring's literary deception, but 
Adela felt convicted^efore them, and turned 
helplessly to Belford for his support. He 
struck in politely, offering congratulations, 
and then added,— 

'' Apropos of literary work, Miss Smith, I 
should be glad if you could manage to call at 
my office to-morrow on a matter of business." 

Chrissy, who had not spoken^ looked 
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startled. In her new happiness she had 

forgotten all about the manuscripts and 

Fayle's threat of betrayal. She had not seen 

him to-night as yet, but she realised instinc-

tively that this proposal had something to do 

with it. 

' 'Certainly I will come, Mr Belford," she 

said ; '' that is, if Mrs Goring can spare me ? " 

She looked questioningly at Adela. 

' 'Mrs Goring will excuse you, Fm sure,'' 

put in Oswald before Adela had time to 

answer. ' ' I t should not be difficult to find a 

typist to replace you. I will take you myself 

to Mr Belford s ofiice. And now I think we 

had better say good-night. It is getting late, 

and there is an old friend of ours here who, 

I know, would like to speak to you." 

Adela shook hands coldly. Starr's air of 

proprietorship over Chri^y was intolerable to 

her. She watched them go with a sigh of 

relief. Yet the world of her ambitions seemed 

receding in their wake. 

But still there was Julius. 

She turned to him. He was regarding her 

closely. 
' 'To continue our conversation/' he said 
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calmly, swinging his eyeglass on one finger. 
" You mentioned, I th ink, that you were not 
free." 

'' That was a mistake," said Adela, hurriedly. 
' ' A t least, I have changed my mind. Julius, 
you and Fate are too strong for me." 

A flame leaped in his eyes. He put his 
arms round her. 

' ' M y dear, you are a charming woman, 
and a very clever one, but, l ike most of your 
sex, you require a strong man to guide you." 

THE END 
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Reflections on a variety of subjects connected with Sport, Horses and 
Horsemen never before published. Large Crown 8vo, handsomely 
bound, cloth gilt. Illustrated by HARINGTON BIRD. 

We are inclined to regard this work the best he, Mr Gould, has yet 
done."—T:^^ Field. 

Boxers and their Battles. Anecdotal Sketches and 
Personal Recollections of Famous Pugilists. By THORMANBY," 
Author of "Kings of the Hunting Field," "Kings of the Turf," 
&c., &c. Illustrated from scarce Portraits. 

"Lovers of *The Noble Art ' will derive considerable pleasure from a 
perusal of this work."—Daily Telegraph, 

Everett's New THREE SHILLING AND 
SIXPENNY Novels by Popular Authors. 

CROWN 8vo. CLOTH EXTRA. 

Dacobra; or, the White Priests of Ahriman. By HARRIS 
BURLAND. 

The Story of Stories for Children. Translated from the 
Neapolitan by J . E. TAYLOR. With Six Illustrations by GEORGE 
CRUIKSHANK. A Reprint of the Scarce Original Edition. 

" A translation by J. E. Taylor of Giambattiste Basile's Fairy Tales 
which will be eagerly read by the children. The wonderful doings 
of the little people of fairyland are rehearsed in an entrancing 
manner, both amusing and instructive to the young mind. The 
book is beautifully illustrated, the pictures bearing a look of quaint-
ness which belongs only to the elfin world."—Dundee Courier, 

A Scourge of the Sea. By HERBERT COMPTON, Author 
of " T h e Inimitable Mrs Massingham," &c. With full-page Illustra-
tions by A . H . FULLWOOD. 

Barcali, The Mutineer; a Tale of the Great Pacific. By 
C. DUDLEY LAMPEN. Illustrated by H . PIFFARD. 

LONDON: R. A . E V E R E T T & CO. , LTD., 



" N A T G O U L D is the Hawley Smart of Australia."—T/^g Press, 

SPORTING NOVELS by the most 
Popular Authors, 

In Boards, Illustrated by J. STURGESS, 

2s.; also in Cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Sporting Sketches 
A Racecourse Tragedy 
Warned Off 
Life's Web 
Settling Day 
King of the Ranges 
In Royal Colours 
A Racing Sinner 
Broken Down 
The Silken Rein 
The Three Wagers 
Raymond's Ride 
Blue Cap 
The Viking Strain 
Outridden 
A Judas of To-day 
Tricked 
Snooker's Racing Adventures 

the Grass" 
Romances of the Road 

B y NAT GOULD 

B y NAT GOULD 

B y NAT GOULD 

B y NAT GOULD 

B y NAT GOULD 

B y NAT GOULD 

B y NAT GOULD 

B y NAT GOULD 

B y NAT GOULD 

B y NAT GOULD 

B y NAT GOULD 

B y NAT GOULD 

B y NAT GOULD 

B y A . G. HALES 

B y F o x RUSSELL 

B y F o x RUSSELL 

B y F o x RUSSELL 

By " G . G . " (H. G. Harper) 

By ^ 'G.G." (H. G. Harper) 

B y " THORMANBY" 
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Everett's SHILLING Library of Popular 
Authors. 

Well Printed and Bound in Attractive Colours, 
IS. ; and in Cloth, is. 6d. 

Camp Fire Sketches. By A. G. HALES, War Corre-
spondent, Author of Campaign Pictures," &c. 
'Camp Fire Sketches' consists of a number of stirring little stories of 

danger and courage in South Africa. Mr Hales's experience as war 
correspondent has supplied him with material for these sketches, 
and he has made good use of it."—Literary World. 

On the Promenade Deck. By TORIN BLAIR, Author of 
" Belinda," " Epaulettes," «&:c. 

"Jus t the thing to while away the tedium of a railway journey."—To-Day, 
**\Vhy I Don't." A Series of Humorous Sketches. By 

WEI^LESLEY PAIN (Brother of Barry Pain). 
Two Fools. By G . B. BURGIN. 
The New Comic Encyclopaedia. Written and Illustrated 

by ARCHIBALD CHASEMORE. 
'Varsity Types. Illustrated. By FRANK RUTTER. 
A Girl in London. A New and Original Novel. By JOHN 

STRANGE WINTER. 
The Malefactors. A Novel of Prison Life and Intrigues. 

BYCHAS. R. BLAIR, Author of " T h e Adventures on the Houseboat." 
The Twillford Mystery. By G . F IRTH SCOTT, Author of 

" T h e Last Lemurian," &c. 
Free Pardon. By REGINALD BARNETT. 
O Duchess! A Trivial Narrative. By W. R. H. TROW-

BRIDGE, Author of " T h e Grandmother's Advice to Elizabeth," &c. 
Round the World with a Millionaire. By BASIL 

TOZER. 

Everett's SIXPENNY Novels, 1903. 
Medium 8vo. (9i x 6), with Special New Cover Design in Colours. 

Tom Ossington's Ghost. By RICHARD MARSH. 
The Woman with One Hand. By RICHARD MARSH. 
A Woman's Story. By FLORENCE WARDEN. 
The House by the Lock. By Mrs C . N . WILLIAMSON. 
Kate Coventry. By G . J. WHYTE-MELVILLE. 

LONDON : R . A . E V E R E T T & C O . , LTD. , 



S I X P E N N Y Novels, 1903—continued. 

Digby Grand. By G . J. WHYTE-MELVILLE. 

General Bounce. By G. J. WHYTE-MELVILLE. 

The Interpreter. By G; J. WHYTE-MELVILLE. 

Sporting Sketches. By N A T GOULD. 

A Stable Mystery; His Last Chance; and Chased by 
Fire. (3 Complete Stories in one Vol.) By N A T GOULD. 

A Racecourse Tragedy. By N A T GOULD. 

The Story of Phil Enderby. By ADELINE SERGEANT. 

The Noble Art ; or, Boxers and their Battles. By 
" T H O R M A N B Y . " 

*'This is a book that will give a great deal of pleasure to patrons and 
lovers of ' the noble art,' and is exceptionally well written in a 
peculiarly fascinating style."—Sporting Times. 

The West End. By PERCY WHITE, Author of " T h e Grip 
of the Bookmaker," &c. 

Mr Blake of Newmarket. By E . H . COOPER. 

Snooker's Racing Adventures. By " G . G . " (H. G. 
Harper). 

The Adventures of Captain Mounsell. By W . WILMOTT 
DIXON. 

The 2nd Series of the Adventures of Captain Mounsell. 
B y W . WILMOTT DIXON. 

By Order of the Cross. Powerful and Original Detective 
Stories. By JOHN DUOS. 

For Life. A New and Original Novel. By Major ARTHUR 
GRIFFITHS. 

Outridden. By Fox RUSSELL. 

The Fate of Captain Petton. By " WEATHERBY CHESNEY," 
Author of John Topp, Pirate," &c. 

Title not Fixed, A New and Original Sporting Novel. By 
L A R R Y L Y N X " (Sporting Editor of The People). 

Racing. By W . C . A . BLEW, M . A . 

An entirely new and novel work on Billiards^ for beginners 
and moderate players. 

F'cap. 8vo, 134 pp. 6d. nett. 

Cue Tips. Hints on Billiards or 100 Up-pers and Owners 
of Bijou Tables. By W M . MITCHELL (B.A. Champion, 1892-7). 
Edited by F. M. HOTINE. Illustrated with 61 Diagrams. 
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Miscellaneous Books. 
Lightning Tours; Flights by Day and Night 

by Boat and Rail, each mostly within 24 hours. By 
PERCY FITZGERALD, M . A . , F . S . A . , Author of "The 
Recreations of a Literary Man," &c. 

Cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Age and Old Age. A Handbook on Health 
and Disease. By DAVID WALSH, M.D., Author of " T h e 
Rontgen Rays in Medical Work," "Diseases of the 
Hair,'' &c. 

Cloth, 2s. 6d. 

"Practical as well as interesting."—Aberdeen Free Press, 

Henry Warrants New Book on the Methods of Banking. 

A Bee among the Bankers; or, How to 
Increase your Deposit Rate and Reduce your Banker's 
Charges. By HENRY WARREN, Author of " H o w to 
deal with your Bankers," &c. 

Cloth, 3s. 6d. 
" Should prove profitable reading to persons who have money to invest." 

—Scotsman. 

Lord Curzon in India, 1898 = 1903. By 
CALDWELL LIPSETT, Author of "Where the Atlantic 
meets the Sea," &c. With Portraits and Illustrations. 

Cloth, 2s. 6d. 
" Mr Lipsett has contrived to pack a great deal of information into a very 

few pages."—Daily Chronicle. 

Sharp5hooting for Sport and War. By 
W. W. GREENER. Author of " T h e Gun and its 
Development." 

Sewed, is.; Cloth, is. 6d. nett. 

Second Edition. Completing 20tk Thousand. 
200 ICQ Illustrations, 

" In so far as the art of shooting with the rifle can be taught by words, 
Mr Greener has essayed to make all who read his treatise proficient 
sharpshooters, and his remarks, both on sporting and military 
weapons, are eminently practical."—The Field. 

LONDON : R. A. E V E R E T T & CO., LTD. 
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