




As a writer of Sporting Stories, Arthur Wright has earned a 
reputation that, as the critics have remarked, makes him 
a serious rival of Nat Gould. In all his books the action is 
as swift as on a football field; his knowledge of his subjects 
is so extensive, his humour so spontaneous, and his style so 
convincing, that it is easy to understand why the sales of his 
novels have exceeded the too,000 mark. 

IN THE LAST STRIDE 
A rattling good story, which deals with the adventures of an 
all-round athlete. Undoubtedly one of the best Australian 
sporting novels ever published. 

An exceptionally bright and eatertaining story, which is 
acclaimed by the critics to be one of the best novels this 
popular author has yet written. 

A capital sensational story, in which the course of true love 
is impeded by the effects of an old-time tragedy, but which 
is again set on its happy way by means of some fine sport-
ing episodes. 

RUNG IN 
The sub-title, to a large extent, explains the book: "A Taste 
of the Turf, Interwoven with a Murder Mystery and a Love 
Story." A sparkling novel, possessing great dramatic 
strength. 

A ROGUE'S LUCK 
A thrilling story that holds tb.e reader's interest from page 
to page. 
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THE OUTLAWS OF WEDDIN RANGE 
A vivid and realistic account or the deeds of Bea Hall. 
Gilbert, Dunn and O'Meally. 
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ellAt'TER I. 

  
AT the loud barking of the dogs, Guy Amery lifted 
his face from the towel in which he had buried it 
and turned to see a jinker, with the dogs at the horse's 
heels, entering the wide gate. 

"Lie down, there !" he shouted; and at the well-
known, deep tones the collies crouched into silence. 

The name which the owner of that peremptory 
voice held seemed not at all fitting. As the gig passed, 
the girl seated therein would have raised her eye-
brows had anyone at that moment told her the name 
of the man who stood there, towel in hand. She knew 
of him only as "the man," the occupant of the but 
in the east paddock; and this was the first time she 
had set eyes on him. She now looked frankly at hiin 
as she drove past. 

His face was still red from the vigorous rubbing 
it had just received, and his hair was wet and ruffled. 
A man of medium height, but strong in build. The 
blue shirt was open at the throat, exposing his broad 
chest, and the rolled-up sleeves displayed brown, 
muscular arms. He looked what he was, a worker—
one used to the open skies and wide stretches; to the 
plough and the handling of horses. He worked for 
the owner of the plain, yet comfortable-looking house 
in the home paddock. The girl who was now driving 
in the jinker was the sister of his employer's wife, 
and he knew that she had come to Myalla but three 
days before. 

For just one instant the man met the girl's glance. 
It was such a glance that she might have given to 
anybody or anything that for the moment claimed her 
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interest. But, suddenly, she smiled and spoke. It 
was only the day's greeting she gave; but it resulted 
in a quick uplift of Amery's head, and the light of 
surprise that showed in his eyes. 

"Good afternoon," he answered, and watched the 
jinker along the track till it disappeared round the 
side of the homestead; then he entered the hut, and 
turned to the preparation of his tea, still wondering, 
and once a smile, touched with sarcasm, crossed his 
features. 

His employer was a "decent enough chap": but 
his wife totally ignored the worker. This girl was 
her sister. She had never seen him before, and yet 
she had broken caste and had spoken to him—to him, 
"the man," the worker. 

He threw on the fire some pinewood, which caused 
a spluttering and crackling and filled the air with 
a delightful aroma. Then, taking a piece of bacon 
from a large cupboard which all but covered one wall 
of the hut, Amery cut from it some rashers, which 
he placed in a. pan on the hearth. His method of 
setting the table was simple. A tin plate, cup and 
saucer, knife, fork, a loaf of bread, some butter and 
a tin of jam do not lend themselves to artistic arrange-
ment; so it mattered little how they found place on 
the small, rough table. The kettle commenced to boil, 
so tea was made, and soon "the man" was sitting at 
his solitary meal. 

An hour later found him seated on the step of the 
hut, smoking, with one knee—about which his hands 
were clasped—crossed over the other. On every hand 
stretched flat, bare lands. Soon it would all be covered 
with green crops, though at present it looked dull 
and exceedingly uninteresting in its monotony. 

It was not yet dark, and the stars were just be-
ginning to show—pale, shadowy glimmers. But there 
was one thing which would have bound a newcomer 
to the broad lands here. One thing above all—the 
silence. It east its spell about everything, that great 
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silence; and the man seated within the but looked 
like a brooding figure in the dusk, so still did he 
remain, till, with an abrupt movement he rose, knocked 
the ashes out of his pipe, and stretched his arms 
above his head. He entered the hut, to emerge again 
a minute later, carrying a gun. Closing the door, he 
pushed his hat a little further back from his fore-
head and, with the gun in his right hand, strode across 
the paddocks towards the western plains. 

The moon was rising, a great ball of light against 
the horizon, and moon-shadows took the place of 
twilight-shadows. 

Amery walked slowly, now and again pausing to 
look about him. Life, as he saw it, held nothing for 
him beyond his own existence. He looked no higher, 
since he aspired not to anything greater, being content 
with life as it came to him. His father had been a 
farm-hand before him, his mother a working-girl. He 
had been an only child, born to work—and that 
for others. He had learned his lesson early and well: 
of deference towards his employers; of freedom of 
speech and braggadocio towards his equals. He 
laughed and whistled when he felt like laughing and 
whistling; and frowned and swore when he felt in-
clined that way. 

A small object bounded along some yards in front 
of him, and with a quick movement he raised his gun 
to his shoulder and fired. The object leaped into the 
air, turned once; and fell, to lie motionless. 

"unlucky devil, you," said the man with the gun, 
as he picked it up a minute later. "See what it IS 
to be born a bloomin' brother rabbit. Hope I find a 
few more of your relatives kickin' round." 

He was not long in finding a few more of the "un-
lucky devil's relatives," and tumbling them over, for 
he was quick of sight and anything but a poor marks-
man, especially when the skins of his victims had a 
marketable value to him. 

The moon was now high in the heavens, and save 
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"He's 'the man'?" she answered slowly. "Where 
on earth did he get his name—Guy Amery? His 
mother must have read novelettes, surely. Guy! He 
looks like a pugilist. Are you coming in Mr. Swan- 
son ?" 	

, 
 

"Well, look here, Miss Hood. It's a perfect evening, 
you know, and my machine's in great order. Now, 
how about a spin?" 

She looked back at him over her shoulder. "Well, 
and how about it, Mr. Swanson?" 

"You will come?" And he took a step nearer to 
her. 

"I? No, thanks. I was out for a spin—in a jinker 
—this afternoon, and prefer to remain indoors this 
evening. This way, Mr. Swanson. My sister and 
brother will be pleased to see you." 

In the room into which she led the way, a young 
woman and man were seated, both of whom now rose, 
the woman advancing. 

"Good evening, Mr. Swanson," she said. "Valen- 
tine, take Mr. Swanson's coat and hat and hang them 
in the hall." 

"Mr. Swanson knows where the pegs are," answered 
her sister, smiling slightly. Her brother-in-law 
laughed outright. 

"Good for you, Val! Let Charley look after him-
self, aid hang up his own dust-coat and hat, and he'll 
soon learn your ideas as regards a man waiting on 
himself." 

"Are they so strong?" asked the newcomer, and 
stepped into the passage. 

When he returned, Valentine was sitting sewing 
beside her sister's husband. Charles Swanson was not 
a bad-looking young man; but his face lacked strength, 
and he carried himself . with an air of one perfectly 
satisfied with himself, speaking in thin, mincing tones. 
His character can be fully described in two words. 
He was—a snob. 

  

when the rifle cracked, the silence was intense. The 
hunter suddenly stopped short, his head upheld, in 
an attitude of listening. A pair of rabbits fell from 
his shoulder to the ground; but he took no heed of 
them. His eyes were watching the road that ran 
about a hundred yards to his left, and when a dark 
object, purring and throbbing, glided swiftly along, 
he watched it down the road till it turned into the 
wide gate leading to his employer's home. 

"That's the third time running," he told himself ; 
"an' she's been here three days. Your game, 
Charley Swanson, is easily seen. Looks as if you're 
holdin' up your hat to a certain young lady. Well, 
you're worth some thousands, and a bonza car. It's 
what they all look for ; so I suppose you'll win." 

He stooped and, picking up the fallen rabbits, again 
slung them across his shoulder, and continued his 
way. And when Valentine Hood came out on to the 
verandah of her sister's home a while later to greet 
the man who motored up, she looked across the clear, 
moon-lit plains, and wondered at the shadowy object 
that showed in the distance, knowing not that "the 
man" was out a-hunting. 

Charles Swanson, with hand outstretched, advanced 
to where the girl stood on the verandah. "Beautiful 
evening, Miss Hood." 

She touched his fingers lightly with her own. 
"Good evening, Mr. Swanson. Yes, it is a perfect 
evening " She broke off as a shot sounded in the 
distance. "Somebody has been out in the paddocks 
since dark," she said; "and sport seems to be pretty 
brisk." 

He pointed towards the distant figure. "Amery is 
busy among the rabbits." 

She looked at him, a puzzled expression on her face. 
"Amery?" she said, questioning. 

"A flash name, eh? Guy Amery—the chap at the 
hut, who works for Stringer, you know. Haven't you 
heard his name yet?" 
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The girl's sister, Mabel Stringer, was an elegantly-
dressed, rather dainty creature, with ideas the very 
opposite to those entertained by her candid sister. 
Her husband was just an ordinary-looking man, with 
blunt features and an agreeable manner, so agreeable 
that, as Swanson entered the room he rose, saying: 
"Take a seat, Charley." 

Charley prompty seated himself by the side of the 
neatly-dressed, frank-faced girl, who did not as much 
as raise her head from her work. 

"Valentine!" came in her sister's coldly-reproving 
voice. 

The girl raised a pair of clear blue eyes, and turned 
to her sister. "Yes?" 

"Surely you have plenty of time for that sewing. 
Have you no manners?" 

"I didn't think," replied the girl. "I'm sorry, 
Mr. Swanson, and hope I haven't committed an un-
pardonable offence." And she proceeded to fold her 
work. 

"Not at all, Miss Hood; not at all. Pray don't 
stop on my account," he replied, not too sure as to 
whether she was making fun of him or not. 

"It really makes no difference, you know," she 
answered him. "As my sister said, I've plenty of 
time in which to do my sewing." 

She rose as she spoke and, moving to a sideboard, 
placed her work on one of the stands. Swanson's eyes 
followed her movements, while lie spoke to Stringer. 

"Your man is either wasting bullets, or giving the 
rabbits a bad time of it. I noticed him in the pad-
dock, and he's making enough noise with the gun." 

Stringer, standing with his back to the fire, and his 
arms folded, lifted his head and surveyed the ceiling. 

"Well," he said, "I don't think he's the sort to 
waste cartridges, and when his gun does talk, it's 
pretty effective talk, and doesn't spare the rabbit. I 
wouldn't be at all surprised if he's been getting ideas 
lately, that chap. He's pretty keen on the pennies. 
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Some of the rabbiters are making big money these 
days." 

Mrs. Stringer turned her head. "Ideas? In what 
way?" 

"Towards cockying," replied her husband. 
"But the man's not educated," she returned. „ 
"How do you know he's not? You've never spoken 

to him," teasingly replied Stringer. 
"He can't be," was her emphatic answer. "He's 

only a worker." 
"And does a man require education to start on the 

land?" asked Valentine from where she stood. 
Swanson answered her : "Oh, well, you know, Miss 

Hood, a man must have something 
"In what way?" 
"In the way of knowledge." 
"About the land?" 
"Of course, about the land. And not only that, 

you know; he must have brains. Now, look at my 
position " 

"I should think this man would know something 
about the land, seeing that he's always working on 
it," she again interrupted unceremoniously. "And as 
for brains—why shouldn't he have his share? Why 
shouldn't he make as good a farmer as any man?" 

"What notions you do get, Valentine!" impatiently 
put in her sister, as she rose and moved to the piano. 

Valentine did not answer, but, slowly crossing the 
room, resumed her place on the sofa. Swanson smiled 
amiably at her, and moved a little closer. 

"Did you always hold such—notions, as your sister 
calls them?" he asked. 

"Yes, I think so. I don't see why a man, even if 
he does work for others, shouldn't be given credit-
or, perhaps, I should put it this way—shouldn't be 
credited with brains." 

"If the man we were speaking of should happen to 
possess any, he wouldn't be where he is," again 
answered her sister. 
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"You won't permit him to rise," said Valentine, 
quickly. "When Ted said he thought that the man 
was getting ideas, you jumped on him immediately. 
But I don't want to argue. For goodness' sake change 
the subject !" 

"what's to admit you're beaten, you know, Miss 
Valentine, to toss the argument like that," said Swan-
son, softly. 

She faced him. "Why should it? I hate argu-
ments"; and she turned from him again. "Sing some-
thing quiet and peaceful, Mabel, there's a dear." And 
she laughed as she spoke. 

While sweet melody filled the prosperous grazier 
and wheat-farmer's home, "the man," with the victims 
of his rifle hanging limply from his shoulders, was 
returning to his hut. And as he made his way in 
the beautiful moonlight, with the silence of the Mallee 
deep about him, he whistled softly to himself, walking 
with a wide, swinging step, his head upheld. 

He was thinking of the girl who had smiled at 
him that afternoon, and his mind seemed to be lifted 
above its usual sphere. As Ted Stringer had said, he 
was "getting ideas." Perhaps the silence and moonlight 
encouraged imagination; but such was the result of 
a gracious smile and a cheerful word from one con-
sidered so much his superior, that he dared to dream. 

CHAPTER II. 

NEXT day, Valentine was going out for her usual 
afternoon drive, in spite of her sister's efforts to dis-
suade her. "You may consider yourself a good hand 
with horses, Val ; but I wouldn't drive behind that 
brute for a fortune. The one you had yesterday was 
bad enough; but this is a wild animal. I wish you 
weren't taking him." 

"Wild?" laughed Valentine. "Just look at him. 
He's quiet enough for anything." 

"He may look quiet enough now ; but you can't go 
by that. Why didn't you bring up the mare?" 

"She was too far away—out in one of the back 
paddocks. I couldn't be bothered chasing her up. 
Besides, this one has been stabled over-night." 

"Still, I do wish you were not taking him," said 
Mrs. Stringer. 

The girl gathered the reins into her hand. "Don't 
you bother yourself, Mabel," she said, as she drove 
off ; but she had gone only a few yards when she 
turned in the seat. "If you're going out for tea 
you'll not be home when I return, then?" she called. 

"No, I hardly think so," was the answer. "You 
can just get your own tea." 

Valentine waved her hand, and drove off. 
As she neared the gate, she saw the figure of Amery, 

who had apparently come in for his midday meal, 
putting up food for his horses. His back was towards 
her, though he must have known she had driven up. 
Even if he had not seen, he must at least have heard 
the jinker and horse along ' -the track. 

"Mr. Amery!" 
13 
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He swung round at her call, still holding the chaff-
bags. 

"Will you open the gate for me, please?" she asked. 
"I'm afraid my horse will not stand quietly." 

He straightened himself, and came forward, his eyes 
looking not at her, but down, and opened the gate. 
But the girl did not pass through immediately. 
Though she made a move to do so, she checked it, and 
turned again to the man, saying: 

"You were out shooting last night?" 
This time he raised his head and watched her closely. 

"Yes, miss  " 
"Always rabbits?" she asked. 
"Rabbits an' hares. There's nothin' else, except a 

fox now and again." 
"I heard your rifle several times. You must have 

found plenty of sport," she said. 
"Not too bad, miss. About a dozen rabbits an' a 

couple of hares. But that ain't very much." He was 
now speaking with more ease. His first words had 
been somewhat stilted. 

The girl looked straiet ahead across the plains; 
then back again at the man standing there, and sud- 
denly came to the conclusion that he was rather good-
looking, and showed strength. 

"Have you been here long?" she asked. 
"Four years gone, at Myalla. But I've always been 

used to the plains." 
"Always at this work ?" 
"Yes, miss. Nothing else." 
"You must get tired of it—at least, I should think 

so. Don't you find it lonely ? This place is anything 
but lively." 

He looked down, kicking one foot aimlessly against 
the ground. "Well, I don't know; one gets used to 
it when it's the only life one has ever known. I go 
into the township every Saturday, an' meet some of 
the blokes there. We often have a bit of a hop, or 
something like that." 

"How do you go there?" 
"Ride. There ain't too many motor cars knockin' 

round," he said, cheerfully. "You want to be careful 
with that horse, miss. He's a lively beggar. Too 
flash for a young lady's handlin' " 

She shook the reins, pointedly ignoring his last 
words. "Will you close the gate again when I go 
out, Mr Amery, please?" 

"Yes, miss. 	And he raised his hat as he spoke. 
" 'Mr. Amery!' " he said to himself, as she drove 

off. "Don't know you, old chap. Not too much of 
the 'Mr.' She's a jolly fine girl, and not a high and 
mighty piece like her sister. Now, I wonder how she 
talks with Charley Swanson? She's too good for his 
sort, by a long stretch." 

Valentine Hood was making full use of the beauti-
ful afternoon. She was fond of driving, and feared 
no horse. As her brother-in-law once said: "She'll 
ride . or drive any outlaw you bring up, and devil take 
the risk." 

The girl was an orphan, both parents having been 
dead for some years. Before her coming to Myalla 
she had worked as a clerk in one of the city establish-
ments, hating the work intensely, but unable to let 
it go till her sister—and only living relative—had sent 
for her. 

cc. . .. It's a quiet place; but I think you'll like 
it," her sister had written; "I want company and 
help, and can't get a decent girl. If you will come 
up I'll make it worth your while. There is plenty 
of driving and riding to be had here, and I know 
how you hate the office. Besides, the change to this 
part will do you good, and the office is really no place 
for you. I don't like to think of a sister of mine 
working for her living. . . . 

And Valentine had accepted her sister's offer, said 
good-bye to the detested office, and taken an early 
train for Myalla. But she was not happy; nor yet 
was she exactly unhappy. Valentine had never, sines 
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she was a child, known many joys, and, in time, her 
chief attitude towards life itself had developed into 
indifference, and her actions were at times inclined 
to verge on recklessness. Having been much alone, she 
had been inclined to study human nature; but she 
had never, as yet, reached its depths. There were 
times when she had gone out of her way to pass along 
some of the poorer city streets. She had learnt that 
money holds more weight than anything else in the 
world, and can buy social position if it cannot buy 
happiness. 

The girl wanted happiness. She wanted companion-
ship. True, she had her friends; but always their 
views were opposed to her own. Even her greatest 
friend, Grace McDermott, was sometimes puzzled by 
what she called "Val's strange views"; and yet she 
knew Valentine better than anybody. 

"Val," she had once said, "do you know, you seem 
to me to be looking for something." 

"I am," her friend had replied. "I'm looking for 
a great truth." 

"What a strange girl you are. What is the 'great 
truth'? The equality and brotherhood of man ?" 
And Grace laughed as she said it. 

Yet the two girls had been the best of companions, 
and had ever found pleasure in helping each other 
and sharing confidences. When Valentine had left 
the city they had agreed to hold their friendship fast 
by writing regularly. 

Valentine was thinking of Grace now, wondering 
if it could be true that absence lessened, rather than 
held fast, the bond of friendship. She did not believe 
that "absence makes the heart grow fonder." 

"Somehow," she told herself, "I think that it 
lessens." Nevertheless, she vowed that, if the es- 
trangement should come, the fault would not lie with her. 

She flicked the whip and the horse, roused from 

his lazy trot, bounded forward, but her hand soon 
restrained him. 

It was a warm, drowsy day. A day to set the 
mind of one dreaming. Now and again the girl passed 
between thick belts of scrub, beyond which stretched, 
mile upon mile, rich lands, which would soon be 
covered with tall, yellow, waving corn, through which 
the harvester would whirr its way. 

It was fairly late before the jinker was travelling 
smartly along the homeward track, and the sun was 
sinking ere Valentine Hood came in sight of the home-
paddocks. 

Away in the distance she could see a dark, slowly-
moving object, and she knew that "the man" was 
making a last round of the paddock before driving 
the team of eight horses to the stables for the night. 
Before long, the girl was near enough to hear his 
voice as he turned the plough. 

Streaks of crimson and gold drew vivid pictures 
across the western sky ; and the dark, freshly-ploughed 
soil, with the team, guided by the strong hand of the 
plainsman, slowly making its way, appealed strongly 
to the girl's fancy. In Amery, the worker, she saw 
a picture of strength and mastership, even as the 
deep, curt commands he directed to the horses held her. 

Suddenly realising her thoughts, she laughed at her 
fancies, born of the hour, and lifted the whip. As it 
touched the horse, the animal leapt forward ; but this 
time her hand could not hold him, and the next instant 
he was tearing along the road, while the girl was 
flung violently from her seat on to the rough track. 

For one second she felt the shock, and seemed to 
feel herself sinking into darkness; but the mist 
cleared, and she rose slowly to her feet. Though badly 
shaken and bruised, she was practically unhurt, and, 
after standing a moment, motionless, seeing as if in a 
haze the bolting horse and jinker, she shook off the 
feeling of dizziness that possessed her, and made her 
way slowly along the track. 
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He looked at her in surprise. "What'll she think 
when you git back to the house like this?" 

"She's not at home; so she won't see me." 
"Oh!" 
She looked at the dark face beside her; but the man, 

after one swift, searching glance, did not look at her 
again, but stared straight ahead. Valentine Hood 
dropped her glance to the hand that was holding her 
arm, as though she had just awakened to the fact that 
it was there. It was large, strong, and not over-clean. 

Amery did not speak again, though he turned his 
head sharply and tightened his hold on her arm when 
she stumbled a little. 

The horse was standing just beyond the gate, and, 
freeing the girl's arm, the man cautiously approached 
it. "Steady there!" he said, and the girl marvelled 
at the gentleness of the tone. His hand secured the 
reins, and he turned the horse's head towards the gate. 

"Give me the reins while you open the gate," said 
Valentine. 

"You're not scared?" he said. 
Her only answer was: 'Give me the reins, please." 
"What are you going to do?" he asked, as she got 

up into the jinker. 
"Drive up to the house. I can unharness there, and 

shall just turn the horse out. No, I don't want any 
help. You had better get back to the team." 

"Yes, miss." 
He turned without another word, and, as she drove 

to the house, Valentine Hood once looked back to see 
the vigorous-looking figure that strode across the pad-
dock on to where the team, now a dark shadow, was 
halted. 

When Mr. and Mrs. Stringer passed Amery's but 
at about ten o'clock that same evening it was in dark-
ness. A rifle shot suddenly cut the night air. 

"He must be out shooting again," said Stringer. 
"Don't blame him. I believe that skins are up to 

She was wondering if the horse would pull up when 
it reached the gate, and was also wondering how long 
it would take her to walk that distance. 

"Thank goodness there's not much damage done," 
she told herself, "else I'd have never heard the end 
of it." 

She did not hear a leap over the three-rail fence 
or the step that followed, and started when a hand 
touched her shoulder. 

Amery was breathing quickly, for it was no easy 
work running across ploughed paddocks. "I didn't 
expect to see you get up," he said. "I was watching 
you driving along and saw what happened." 

"It was a good bump, wasn't it And she made 
a grimace as she spoke. "Do you think that horse 
will stop at the gate, Mr. Amery?" 

"It's bound to stop somewheres, for it can't go 
forever. I say! Are you sure you ain't badly 
hurt?" He still held her arm in a firm grip, guiding 
her steps. 

"If I were," she answered, "I wouldn't be smiling 
Is your team all right?" 

"It will stand. I'll go back to it when I've helped 
you to the gate, and looked after that bolting devil." 

She pointed ahead. "Look! It's slowing down." 
"You're right, miss. It's pulling up at the gate. 

Well, it'll save me a chase, anyhow. I'm glad you 
ain't hurt none." 

"Mr. Amery." 
"Yes, miss?" 
"Keep this to yourself, please. Nobody knows of 

this accident but you and I; and I don't want any-
one to know, either." 

	

"I'll keep quiet, but your sister 	find out, won't she?" 
"How will she ? I do not intend saying anything 

to her, and if you keep quiet—as you say you will—
how can she find out?" 



       

       

       

20 	 EQUALITY ROAD 

      

eight shillings a pound. It's a paying game, rabbit-
ing." 

His wife did not answer. The price of rabbit-skins 
interested her no more than did the man who worked 
for her husband. 

Valentine was up and waiting for them, and her 
greeting as they entered was, "Did you have a good 
time?" 

"Not too bad," answered her sister, as she threw 
off her cloak. "Ted, bring me a glass of water, there's 
sa dear. How did your drive go this afternoon, 
Valentine?" 

"Fine," was the prompt answer. 
"You needn't have waited up for us. You look 

very tired," said Mabel Stringer. 
"And feel it. It must be the weather," was the 

girl's smiling answer, as she rose to her feet. 
"Well, you'd better get to bed straight away. 

What's that on your sleeve?" 
Valentine looked down at the sleeve of her dress 

and saw there four distinct marks. For one instant 
a puzzled expression showed on her face, but this 
suddenly clearing, a light smile took its place. Those 
marks had come from the fingers of Amery when he 
had gripped her arm after the accident of the after-
noon. 

"It's nothing," she answered lightly. "Good-night, 
Mabel." 

"Good=night," abstractedly answered her sister. 
She did not observe that Valentine walked a little 

stiffly as she left the room, passing Stringer as he 
returned with the glass of water for his wife. 

"Off to bed, Val?" he said, cheerfully. "Good- 
night, and sweet dreams." 

CHAPTER III. 

LIGHT and glitter; glamour and show. The continual 
hoot of a motor-horn. The continual human stream 
flowing between the lawns and along the garden paths 
to the wide steps, over which it passed into the fairy- 
land beyond. And a veritable fairyland it was. The 
whole hall seemed ablaze with light and colour. 

Men and women in evening dress were laughing 
and talking softly. Among the great palms which 
almost hid the stage from view, one caught a glimpse 
of a burnished violin and heard the low, pulsing note 
of the 'cello. Festoons hung from the walls, draped 
the balcony, and shaded the electric lights. 

As with one movement heads turned towards the 
doorway as a young woman, escorted by a young man, 
obviously—judging from his looks—her brother, 
entered. 

Like a tropic flower among its paler garden sisters 
the newcomer stood out. In height she was above 
the average, and she carried herself perfectly. The 
head, with its black waves of hair simply, yet smartly, 
dressed, was carried high. The lips were clean-cut 
and vivid, the olive skin slightly pink-tinted, and the 
dark, sleepy-looking eyes touched with disdain, as 
though she saw much in life—or these makers of life 
—to be slightly amusing, slightly deserving of con- 
tempt. 

The men admired this brilliant-looking flower; so 
did many of the women; but most of the latter—let 
them go. Petty minds need no words to speak for 
them, they speak for themselves; and Grace McDer-
mott, open-minded and generous herself, was above 
petty-mindedness. 

"They say that the Reverend Mr. Cameron has been 
21 
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making himself rather conspicuous by his attentions 
to her lately." 

A young woman had half-risen from her seat in the 
balcony to obtain a better view of Miss McDermott. 

"Is that so?" 
The answer, deep with interest, came from a woman 

who might be anywhere between thirty and forty, 
but who tried to look eighteen. 

"Yes. June lives down her way, you know, and 
sees a good deal of her. She was telling me that 
twice Mr. Cameron has driven Grace McDermott home 
from tennis, and on several occasions his motor has 
stopped at their place. Things are beginning to look up." 

"Well, it will mean a little excitement, anyhow, ‘I 
if the affair goes smoothly. And it will be a lucky 
thing for her. I've heard that he's got money." 

"I've heard that, too. And the McDermotts them-
selves are not too well-off, you know. That dress she 
is wearing is last year's, re-modelled. Grace won't 
be the one to fling a good chance away when it comes 
along." 

"You wouldn't think so; but there was young-
what's-his-name ?—Callon. Yes, Lee Callon. You 
remember that she turned her back on him, and he 
was supposed to be worth a good deal." 

"But wasn't that on account of Val Hood? Lee 
was very keen on her; but I heard that she laughed 
at him. Then he turned to Grace, but she wouldn't 
have anything to do with him, either." 

"I wonder what's happened to Valentine Hood?" 
asked the other after a pause. 

"Didn't she got to stay with her sister in the 
country, somewhere?" 

"Did she? I often wondered. She was a very 
peculiar girl, don't you think?" 

"Yes, rather. But I liked her well enough in some 
ways." 

"So did I. But the way she cleared off was very 
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strange. No wonder people asked questions." 
"I did hear that—" 
"Upon my soul! Do you always take hearsay for 

granted, and give a repetition? You're worse than 
a pair of parrots." 

The two women started, and turned sharply to see 
a woman well past her first youth regarding them. 
To judge by the expression on her face, one would 
have thought their remarks had been directed straight 
at her. She did not speak again, but met the in-
dignant glare with which they favoured her by a 
steady glance, and smiled a little when they moved 
further away. 

"Gossips!" she muttered to herself. 
"Who on earth is that creature ?" asked the younger 

woman of her companion, when they had moved to a 
safe distance. 

"Isn't she Carl Breen, the artist?" 
"Oh, is that the woman? Well, no wonder every-

body who does not know her thinks she's a man. Her 
name, paintings and manners all point in that direc- 
tion.'' The other sniffed and tilted her nose a little higher 
into the air. "What can you expect from a creature 
like that? Her studios are open to all the rag-tag of 
the city.-  There's the first dance commencing. I have 
this with Den. Come along." 

Two young women and their partners were seated 
on the roof-garden of the hall. Grace McDermott was 
leaning back in her seat, looking now beyond the roofs 
of the houses below them, and now at the star-flooded 
heavens, which seemed so near. How beautifully 
fresh it all was after the heated atmosphere of the 
ballroom. 

"I say, Grace!" 
The girl addressed turned her head. "What is it, 

June?" 
"Have you heard from Val Hood lately?" was the 

question. 
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"Yes. I had a letter from her two days ago." 
"How is she 
"Well." 
"Where is she?" persisted the other. 
"With her sister." 
"In the north." 
"I know that; but where is her sister?" 
"How exact you are, Grace," was the sarcastic, yet 

smiling answer. "Does Val want her whereabouts kept secret ?" 

"I don't doubt but what Val's indifferent as to 
whether you know her whereabouts or not," was the 
reply. "But when I tell you that the place is Myalla, 
and is exactly fifteen miles from Koonawar, are 
any the wiser, June ?" 	 you  

June Robinson gave a short laugh. "Can't say 
that I am. What terribly outlandish places they 
must be; but, somehow, I fancy they'd just suit Val." 

"Does that mean to imply that Miss—er—Hood is 
outlandish?" laughingly asked her partner. 

"She is," was Miss Robinson's answer. 
"She is not," quietly contradicted Grace. "Val's 

ideas may be different from ours; but she's a grand girl, nevertheless." 
"A girl who'd sooner ride a horse wild in the 

country than drive a motor-car in the city; who'd 
sooner walk down a poor street among poor people than 
ride on a tram-car-----" 

"Your remarks don't hold," interrupted Grace 
McDermott. "Valentine loves the country and riding, 
but merely likes the city and motoring. She walks 
down the poorer streets to see things. sooner than 
ride on a tram with her eyes shut----" 

The second man roused himself and spoke for the 
first time. "See things ?" he asked. 

"Yes. See how the poorer classes live." 
"I understand. She's something of a philan-

thropist, then, this friend of yours?" 
beg your pardon," he said in the same quiet tone. "I am sorry 	I 

made a mistake in thinking that you worked." 
Equality Road. 
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"Not altogether, in the way you mean. She didn't 
have the chance to be." 

"She was only a book-keeper," declared Miss Robin-
son, "so didn't altogether belong to our set, Mr. Blake. 
But before her parents died, she didn't have to 

"Why only a book-keeper'?" he interrupted, quietly. 
"Oh, well, you know, a girl who has to work for 

her living like that--" 
"Excuse the question, Miss Robinson," he inter-

rupted again, "but don't you work for a living!" 
"I!" she exclaimed. "I—work!" 
"I beg your pardon," he said in the same, quiet 

tone. "I'm sorry if I made a mistake in thinking 
that you worked." 

There was a moment's awkward pause; then June 
Robinson, to hide her annoyance and confusion, 
resumed: "Anyway, she'd no right to think herself 
one of us, if she held such views." 

"Let Val alone," said Grace, shortly. 
But Blake was apparently interested in the subject 

and wanted to know more. "Were her views—degrad- 
ing?" he asked; and a faint touch of satire gleamed in his eyes. 

"She believed that the working classes are as good 
as the upper classes, and even went so far as to say 
once that there were men and women in the—back 
streets—better than us." 

"Better than you?" 
"Better than some of us, she said, anyway." 
"Such audacity!" smiled Miss McDermott, and the 

disdain in her eyes deepened. 
"So she was a socialist, eh?" mused Blake, a light 

of amusement on his face. 
"No," answered Grace. 
"She believed in equality," flashed Miss Robinson. 
"Hum. Then where must one draw the line?" asked Blake. 
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"There is a line surely," put in Miss Robinson's 
partner. 

"Between the working and—what shall we call 
the other, the class that doestn't work?" 

"Well, the one you belong to," suggested june. 
"Oh, but I belong to the workers." 
Grace looked surprised, but said nothing, while the 

other girl exclaimed: "You're joking, of course?" 
"Not I," he declared. "I'm a farmer. In my time 

I've milked, ploughed, picked fruits, felled trees, 
rounded cattle, and all the rest of it." 

"For yourself ; but there was no need. You merely 
did it as a—" 

"But I assure you there was need, Miss Robinson— 
the need for money. I did all that for others, my 
employers." 

After a pause, Miss Robinson ventured again: 
"But you have money now, and land." 

"Does that signify that I'm not a worker? I cer-
tainly have as much as I can do with; but I've paid 
for it in toil and graft since I was a lad. It didn't 
come my way for nothing. Perhaps I have really no 
right to be here to-night. I cannot do your dances, 
and I'm a working man. But the man at whose re-
quest I came makes up for my deficiencies in both 
cases." He rose as he spoke, and turned to Grace. 
"The conversation seems to be boring you, Miss Mc- 
Dermott. Shall we go back?" 

She placed her hand on his arm, and together they 
spoke. 

"Valentine Hood is my friend," she said, warmly, 
"and in spite of all that has been said, and all that is 
thought of her, she's far and away above any girl here 
to-night." 

"You are loyal," answered Blake. 
"I hope so," was all Grace said. 
"Anyway, I think, somehow, that your friend must 

be a girl worth knowing. I would like to meet her," 
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"Then," came the smiling answer, "I'm sorry she 
is not here to-night, instead of about 200 miles away." 

"Old Cobban—he considered that if the Govern- 
ment had only kept up the prices of skins last year 
there wouldn't be even a rabbit's hair on the place now." 

"Anyhow, the price skins is now '11 keep a few 
busy, includin' the bunny " 

"There'll be no need for inspectors, whatever," 
remarked a third. 

A horse galloped past the group, and round to the 
Hall paddock. 

"Who's that ?" asked one. 
"Amery," was the answer. 
"Guy Amery? He's late, isn't he ? " 
"No. He was up here early enough; but went off 

awhile back to meet the train." 
"I was thinkin' it would he something new for him 

to be late in here." 
Even as the man spoke, Amery, this thaw on foot, 

re-appeared round the corner of the Hall. 
"How's things going?" he asked. 
"Well, the rabbit's been given till next year t'have 

its say," drawled one. 
"Next year!" laughed Amery. lighting a cigarette. 

"The rabbit'll see you out, Ab." 
"What's the call at the station ?" asked another. 

""It's not often you're there to welcome the bus." 
"Just called to get a parcel that came up by the 

mail on her," was the casual answer. 
He leaned back against the wall, folding his arms, 

and only the dark outline of his figure and red ash 
of the cigarette between his lips could be seen. The 
parcel for which he had ridden to the station was safe 
in his coat pocket ; but the address did not hold his 
name. • It held that of Valentine Hood. 

"Select partners for circular waltz!" came from 
the hall. 
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The men, throwing away half-finished cigarettes, 
and leaving arguments for further settlement, en-
tered the hall again, each to claim his particular 
partner. 

"Come along, Guy!" called one, as he made to 
enter. 

But he against the wall did not move. "I'm not 
on for this," he answered; "an' want to finish my 
smoke." 

The other paused. "What's stung you?" he asked, 
laughing a little, and knowingly. 

"What do you mean?" 
"You've had only two dances to-night, an' your 

tongue's been taking a holiday. My opinion is that 
you've been stung by an arrow." 

"An arrow?" 
"Ay, Cupid's. Know the little bloke? Who is she, 

Amery? I had an idea once that you were for Nell 
Holt ; but this puts the killer on that. Whoever she 
is, she ain't in that hall, else you wouldn't be hiding 
out here." 

"Dry up !" said Amery, briefly, but good-
naturedly enough; and the other, knowing his man, 
knew also how far to go, and "dried up." 

Amery continued to smoke. He lit another cigar-
ette, and did not move from his position against the 
wall. With the other's words realisation had come 
to him. "Know the little bloke," he repeated to 
himself, and smiled in the darkness. 

The dancers were gliding round to the time given 
by the accordion. The music, and the scraping and 
shuffling of feet were the only sounds to be heard. 
Without, the silence of the plains hung over all. 

A form moved to Amery's side. "Guy," said a 
soft voice. "What's the matter with you to-night ? 
Why are you keeping away from me?" 

He moved impatiently. "I don't feel like dancin'. 
It's too bloomin' hot in there." 
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A hand touched his arm, and the form moved 
closer. "But there's no need to dance, is there? 
You've said hardly a word to me all night." The 
voice was slightly petulant. 

He did not answer, only moved his arm a little 
under her touch. 

"Guy, I haven't done anything to make—you 
angry—have I?" 

"No, nothing like that. I say, Nell, get inside, 
will you? I want to be alone. That's why I stayed 
out here." 

"Then there is something--" 
"Yes, there.is something," he broke in, suddenly. 

"It's this, Nell—we'll have to cut. It can't go on; 
so you'd better look out for another bloke." 

For awhile there was silence between them; then 
the girl spoke, slowly, deliberately: "So you're tired 
of me, are you? All right, I won't weep for you. 
And whoever she is, well—she'll find you out in the 
end!" 

He made a quick movement with his hand. "Cut 
that! I've done you no harm." 

"Only made a laughing stock of me. Your 
troubles, though. That doesn't hurt you at all." 

"They laughed at you because you chased me up," 
said the man, brutally. "They don't laugh at me." 

"But some day they will. Wait till some girl 
turns you down, and then you'll see. You—you —" 

But without finishing the sentence, she turned 
from him, her face white with anger, her hands 
clenched. 

The man leaning against the wall slowly raised 
his hand, and rested it upon the pocket which held 
the parcel he had, awhile back, received from the 
mail. 

"Know the little bloke?" he said again to himself. 
"Too true, worse luck; but he's too damned high for 
me!" 

 

Oilf.A.F'TEll IV. 

 

VALENTINE HOOD was showing a daintily-
worked slip-bodice to her sister. It was a flimsy pink 
and white affair, and the girl herself was delighted 
with it. 

"Where did you get it from?" asked Mrs. 
Stringer, taking the dainty article in her hand, and 
closely surveying it. 

"Grace sent it before she left for her holidays. It 
came up by yesterday's mail." 

Mrs. Stringer looked up a little wonderingly. 
"How did you get this out yesterday? There was no 
mail for Myalla, and you didn't go to the township." 

"Don't you think it's lovely?" asked the younger 
girl, evading the question. 

"Very. It would match my new blouse perfectly. 
I'll give you my white georgette for it." 

Valentine laughed. "No, thanks. I'll keep my 
own." 

"But if it came up by yesterday's mail, how did 
you get it up to-day? Our mail doesn't come from 
the township till to-morrow." 

"I knew that Amery was going in last night, so I 
got him to bring it out for me." 

A shade of disapprobation crossed Mabel Stringer's 
face. "I wish you wouldn't, Val. Of course, the 
man's there to be made use of ; but there's no need 
for you to speak to him, and you might have had the 
patience to wait till the mail came out here." 

"Oh, he didn't mind doing it," lightly answered 
Valentine. 

"Mind!" exclaimed her sister. "I shouldn't 
think he would mind, considering he's employed 
here." 

"He seems a very decent man," said Valentine, 
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daringly, "I've spoken to him once or twice and 
he seems rather nice." 	 ,  

"Nice! Don't be absurd! 'Whatever is there 
about him to appear 'nice'?" 

"Well, to tell you the truth," returned the girl, lift-
ing her head and coolly surveying her sister; " the first 
thing I noticed about him was his voice. His great 
bass would completely drown Mr. Swanson's falsetto. 
You should see how the dogs crouch when he speaks 
to them; and yet I don't believe he would lay a hand 
on them." 

"I won't have you speaking to him. The idea—" 
"But you can't stop me," said Valentine. "Be-

sides, you're such a snob." 
"I'm not a snob !" was the sharp answer; "but 

you—you're too much the other way. Surely you 
know when to distinguish?" 

"I do—sometimes. Anyway, why distinguish? It 
seems to me that money makes the world every time. 
Just think how little the district would think of Mr. 
Swanson if he had no money." 

"Oh, talk sense—if you possess any!" 
"I am talking sense. We're all equals—" com-

menced the girl, warmly; but the other cut her short. 
"You're a fool, Valentine! An absolute fool! 

Don't preach socialism. There's no such thing as 
equality, and never will be. If you're going to start 
on that, you'll have to accept the Chinaman and 
Negro as your brothers." 

" They 're different." 
"Now you're beginning to twist your argument. 

How are they different ?" 
"They belong to another race. I'm referring to 

our own countrymen. Australia has no class dis-
tinction. She can't have. You know well enough 
yourself that some of our 'moneyed' men wouldn't 
care to be reminded of how their parents came to 
Australia." 
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"Is a man to blame for the wrong-doing of his 
parents?" 

"I'm not saying that he is; but I'm just showing 
how little one can afford to distinguish 	, 

"Socialist!" 
"I'm not a socialist! At least, not the so-called 

socialist of to-day, and I despise all red-raggers. But 
Australia can't afford to believe in class distinc-
tion." 

"I wish I could convince you that she can; but 
you'll find that out for yourself some day. By the 
way, Mr. Swanson was here this afternoon while you 
were away, to see if you'd go to the dance with him 
on Wednesday. I accepted for you, and said that 
you'd be very pleased to go with him." 

"Then I'm sorry you did; for I'll not be going--
with Mr. Swanson." 

"Why not, may I ask ?" 
"You may, my dear. Mr. Swanson worries me. 

He's so abominably self-opinionated, and does no-
thing else but talk about himself and his possessions. 
He's really frightfully ignorant. You see, money 
doesn't count in the least with me; as long as a 
man's a man, that's the main thing." 

"And that's why you won't go with. Mr. Swanson, 
is it?" asked Mrs. Stringer, coldly, trying to hide 
her annoyance. 

"That's one reason; but the other is—it's simply 
because I've promised to go with someone else." 

"You have? With whom ?" 
Valentine Hood laughed. "I told you I make no 

distinctions, didn't I ?" 
"Val! What on earth do you mean?" 
"Just what you're thinking of," was the answer. 
For a moment there was a deep silence, then the 

older girl rose in anger. "You can't do it, do you 
hear! You won't go ! Good heavens! Have you no 
pride?" 

Valentine rose, too, her face white, her eyes bright 
8716 
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with. sudden passion. "Don't talk to me like that: 
You overstep the mark. You may be my sister: but 
you're not my mistress. and I won't be dictated to 
by you. I'll do as I please. .remernher that!" And 
turning smartly, she left the room. 

It would seem that, acting on sheer impulse, and 
encouraged by the girl's notice of him, Guy Amery 
had made a bound, and, leaping the barrier of class, 
had dared to ask Miss Hood if he might drive her 
to the dance that was to be held in the township on 
the following Wednesday: while 'Valentine, seeing 
a chance for a. little e±citement, did not refuse, to 
the man's frank amazement and deep pleasure. 

Mrs. Stringer bad not spoken to the girl again. 
She was wise enough to see that any effort. to dis-
suade would be futile : though she urged her husband 
to speak to Valentine. and, if that had no effeet, to 
speak to Amery himself. 

"I'll do what I czar with Vol," agreed Stringer: 
"but I'll say nothing to Amery. He does his work 
well, and that's all that concerns are. Besides, if we 
did speak to him about this affair, it would only 
make us look small, and would probably make no 
difference as far as Valis concerned : ant?----well, it 
wouldn't improve matters at all." 

"Perhaps you're right." answered his wife. But 
What about Mr. Swanson''' He 's so particular. It 
may spoil all her chances with him." 

"She won't have Charley, in any a.se. Goodness . 
knows what the girl wants. :lie has the money„ 
ear, and a good home : but she turns her back on him , 
every time.'' 

And Stringer sat down heavily, as if the eccen-
tricity of his sister-in-law was more than he could 
understand. 

"I can't understand it at all,'' declared his wife. 
"No more can I. Charley 's not a bad old 
"I don't mean that. I mean that she should be 
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tv----that my sister should be like that. We're. so different." 
"We'll just have to see if we can't check her," 

Was Stringer's reply. "I'll mention it to-night." 
And he did. 
At first, Valentine felt hot resentment at his inter-

ference ;  but, heating down her anger, she laughed at him instead. 
"Val, you've got to remember your position here, 

and that he's only a common working man—and I 
Pay him wages--" 

"But I have no wish to remember," answered 
Valentine. "Besides, what is there debasing in re- 
ceiving wages from you?" And she turned her back. 

Stringer, seeing it would be useless, made no fur-
ther attempt to argue. 

Al the beginning, the girl had been doubtful as to 
Whether or not she would go with Amery. She knew • 
that should she go with him, it would be an unwise 
action on her part. Hut there was no doubt in her 
mind now, only firm resolve. What right had either 
lien sister or her sister's husband to tell her what she 
should or should not do? Once her mind was set. 
Valentine could prove as stubborn as a mule, show-
ing herself heedless of consequences. 

And so it came about that Guy Amery escorted the 
. iister of his employer's wife to the social and dance. 

gall. Iu 
The girl's face was burning' when she entered the 

spite of herself, she half-regretted her 
coming, and felt that every eye was on her and her compa.nion. True, some of Amery's acquaintances 
had the two well under - inspection, and she could not 
-help but hear a remark passed by one to another: 

"Cripes! What do you think of it? Amery's 
gob,' in for swell-lookers, ain't he? Who is she?" 

But Amery, quiet and attentive, and-----strange to 
more at ease than the girl herself, took no 

r:10ti(±e whatever of the slight sensation they caused. 
Perhaps it was not altogether unexpected by him; 
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and his calm indifference reassured the girl, so that 
She raised her chin a little higher, and looked well 
aboirt her. • 

She saw Charles Swanson, who had been staring 
in astonishment at her, turn his head sharply to 
avoid her glance. Valentine's chin tilted itself a little 
higher. In spite of Swanson's social position, and 
in spite of her present escort, the girl felt above the 
snubbing of a small-minded snob. "It's a wonder 
he trouble's to attend these affairs at all," she told 
herself. Swanson's was the only faniiliar face in the 
hall, and she no longer felt embarrassed. 

As the evening passed, Amery brought up first one. 
then another, of his friends, and Valentine, striving 
to be agreeable, found herself—as her escort later 
expressed it—in the boom. But Swanson did not 
come near her. 

At midnight, they left for home. Little enough 
was said on the way; but when she stepped from the 
jinker, Amery turned to the girl. 

"Miss Hood, I want to thank you for the pleasure 
you've given me this evening, and I want to ask if 
—1 might—take you—out again?" 

He spoke in a somewhat stilted fashion, much as 
when he had first addressed her, and the girl in-
stinctively knew that he had been forming the words 
on the homeward journey. 

Valentine paused. She did not want the man to 
he too sure of her agreements. She had enjoyed this 
evening, that she could not deny. She was tired of 
convention. and Amery's company had proved con-
genial ; still, something held her back, and she could 
not find an immediate answer for him. 

"Will you come again?" asked the man. He had 
been steadily watching her dark figure, trying to 
read her face in the dim night light. 

"I'll see," answered Valentine. Then, impulsively, 
she held out her hand. "I have had a very pleasant 
evening. Good-night, Mr. Amery, and thanks." 

CHAPTER V. 

VALENTINE was returning from her afternoon 
drive, and had just arrived at the gate when Charles 
Swanson motored up. 

yo:1

‘.11'I'ow do you do, Miss Hood?" he called "You 
must have known I was coming this afternoon to see 

"Why do you say that, Mr. Swanson?" 
"Because you are here just in time to meet me. 

Did you enjoy your drive?" 
"Yes, it was very enjoyable, thank you." 
"Well, I suppose a jinker's right enough when 

there's nothing else. But you can't beat motoring, 
you know. There's nothing like it." 

"It's a long while since you've been round this 
way, Mr. Swanson," said the girl. 

"Yes," he said, slowly; "it's a fair while 
He looked sideways at her. "I think the last time 
was—let rue see---" 

"Just before the social and dance in the town-
ship," she answered promptly, watching him closely. 

"So it was—so it was. I remember now," he re-
plied, and the expression on his face told only too 
plainly that he required no reminding of the fact 
that the. last time he visited the house had been to 
ask if Valentine would accompany him to that social 
and dance she now referred to. Valentine, thinking 
she had cut herself off entirely from his regard, was 
wondering at his coming again—as he said—to see her. 
WilSl m;aoitiis7 raised his voice, calling to the man who 
had just come from the hut. "Hey! Open this gate. 

Amery came forward slowly, ignoring Swanson, 
and looking at the girl, opening the gate in such a 
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manner as to imply that it was for her he performed 
the act. She drove through, followed by Swanson. 
and Amery in silence closed the gate after them. 

Valentine stepped from the jinker, saying: "It 
will . save a little bother if I unharness here at the 
stables. The horse has to be fed." 

Swanson, leaving the ear, came forward to assist 
her. "I'll take the rug, Miss Hood, and drive you 
up to the house. The man here can unharness the 
horse." 

Amery's hands were already busy with the har-
ness, and when the horse, startled by a whirling 
piece of paper flying before its eyes, swerved sharply, 
Swanson. with an exclamation, leapt back, leaving 
the girl standing there: but the worker's sure hand 

• steadied the horse. 
Valentine looked from one to the other of the two 

men, and formed a contrast. In her mind she saw 
Swanson weak, effeminate, indolent, and conceited; 
beside him, Amery showed strength, manliness, and 
fearlessness. The one unreliable in time of trial and 
trouble; the other a wall of protection The one idly 
existing on his wealth; the other making his, way in 
the world as a man should. So her mind fancied ; so 
she made herself believe 

Leaving the horse and jinker with Amery. and 
thanking him for his service, Valentine motored with 
Swanson to the .  house. As they stepped on to the 
verandah, she said : 

"If you'll just excuse me, Mr. Swanson. I'll call 
my sister  

"Wait a moment," he said hastily. "It's you T 
want to speak to, Miss Hood. I have something 1 7 

 er—wish to say to you. Something rather impor 
tant." 

"Yes, Mr. Swanson?" 
Valentine, standing • against the verandah post 

turned her head a little as Charles Swanson moved 
to her side. 
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"In fact, it's most important," said the man. "I 
did intend speaking of it sooner; but—er--you 
know—that night of the dance made me re-consider 
my intentions. Still, I decided to overlook that un- 
wise step on your part, on condition 7) 

"I beg your -pardon, Mr. Swanson ?" 
The quiet tone and her cool regard made him feel 

somewhat flustered, so that, for the moment, he could 
find nothing to say, but only stared at her. 

The expression on his face caused Valentine some 
little amusement, and a shadow of a smile showed 
in her eves. She was not aware of the fact that the 
mau witnessed it. and was reassured by that smile. 

"VOu know,'' he said, with renewed confidence, 
" I '111 not. a poor mail, Miss Hood." 

"So 1 believe. Mr. Swanson. You must have had 
I it work very hard to acquire your—wealth." 

" Well, you know. I never had to work. My father 
did all that part of the business. so that I came in 
for a. good thing when he died." 

I. see. The father worked. that the son might 
reap the benefit and take it easy." 

He was too self-satisfied to read the irony under-
lying the words. 

IToco‘Yd. 'es;  

a man in my position is able to take it easy, 
you know. I have a nice home up there, Miss 

"So I have heard my sister say," she replied. 
"Yes," he emphasized "it's a grand place. I'd 

like you to see it— '' He moved nearer to her. "I 

asked. 

like to know what you think of it." 
"Would my opinion make any difference?" she 

He looked at her as though he were preparing a 
pleasant surprise. "Well, you know, when one is 
going to live in a place, one likes to see it first, don't 
you think? And perhaps there are some little 
touches that could finish the place off." 

"But what is all that to me?" 
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"Oh, I won't ask you again; but one day you will 
realize that you made a big mistake when you 
turned me down. You'll not get such an offer again. 
A man in my financial position generally looks for 
a girl in a higher social position than yourself to 
become his wife." 

"Don't you think you've said quite enough?" 
asked the girl. "I wonder if you realize how con-
temptible your words are." 

Without another word, Swanson walked smartly 
down the path, and outside the gate. As his car was 
disappearing down the wide road, Mabel Stringer 
came out on to the verandah. 

"Is that Mr. Swanson?" she asked in surprise. 
"It is," replied Valentine, shortly. 
"I didn't hear him come rip; but he's going off 

early, isn't he? He didn't stay any length of time, 
and it's some time since he has been this way, too." 
Something she saw in her sister's face checked her 
for a moment then—"What did he come for?" she 
demanded. 

"That's his business--and mine," was the girl's 
reply. 

Her sister quickly caught up her words: "And 
yours, eh? Then it does concern you. -He has asked 
yOu to marry him, hasn't be?" 

"Not exactly. He let me know that he did me the 
great honour of considering it--" 

"Don't talk in that foolish manner. Did you re-
fuse him?" asked Mrs. Stringer. 

"I did." 
Valentine, reading the expression on her sister's 

face, added, in a softer tone: 
"Mabel, be reasonable. It's no good crying out 

against it because I refused him. If you'd been here 
a minute ago to hear him, you'd understand. An 
hour in that man's company near worries me to 
death; then think of what it would mean to have 
him for life. Heavens! He's an absolute weakling; 

 

He took her hand in his, and tried to place an arm 
about her shoulders, but the verandah post pre-
vented. "Do you know, I was thinking of asking 
you to marry me," he said, softly. 

"How very kind of you," quietly retorted the girl. 
He was not quite sure how to take her remark and 

attitude. He would have understood better had she 
snatched her hand away; but this she didn't do. It 
was still passive within his own. 

"It's a chance any girl would be pleased to have 
the opportunity of taking," he said ; "but I want 
you for my wife." 

The astounding conceit of the man ! Valentine 
freed her hand. "I wouldn't think of standing in 
the way of 'any girl'," she remarked, and stepped 
from the verandah. 

For an instant he looked after her, then moved 
quickly to her side. "You don't mean to say that 
you refuse my offer?" he asked, as though the thing 
were unbelievable. 

"Thanking you for the offer, Mr. Swanson; but I 
do refuse." She turned so that she faced him again. 
"Money does not count with me," she said. "When 
I marry, I'll marry a strong man who will work for 
me and look after me. One who can stand up against 
the world and be afraid of nothing. A man who will 
fight and work his way through life, and will not sit 
back and idly watch it pass by, without making any 
effort to show why he has the right to be here. The 
world was not made for his kind. What can you do 
beyond drive a motor-car ? You look down on the 
working-man, forgetting that a hard working man—
your own father—made your money for you!" 

For a while they faced each other; then, when he 
had recovered from the shock, Swanson remarked: 
"You're pretty frank, I must say." 

"It's just as well you should know what I think, 
Mr. Swanson," she answered, "in case you did think 
of again asking me to be your wife," 
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and I like strength in any man. Why! You should 
have seen him this afternoon when the horse played 
up a bit, I was nearer to it than he was, and yet he 
got back as if he were afraid of it. I really believe 
he was actually afraid, and I could never imagine 
such a thing of any man before—for so little a 
thing  

"That's nothing, girl. Little things like that 'do 
not count." 

"They do with me," replied Valentine, quietly. 
"You've thrown away the chance of a life-time,' ' 

cried Mrs. Stringer, her anger rising. 
"It's not one I'd care to take—if he were the only 

man in the world." 
"He's likely to be the only one, too, for you. The 

fact that he ever looked at you was enough. Good-
ness knows what there is about you to attract any 
man.'' 

Valentine did not answer. She was doing her best 
to remain calm, striving to control tier rising,' I eloper. 

"l told him you would consider it a big thing- 
Valentine's lips whitened. " You -told him ! Flow 

dare you!'' 
"I'm your only living relative, and, you're in my 

care!" returned Mrs, Stringer. "The wonder of it 
is that Mr.. Swanson ever carne back here at all. 
after the disgraceful way you permitted that com-
mon, ignorant man to take you to the social ; but 
said that you did not realize what you were doing. 
and were not responsible. Mr. Swanson's a gentle-
man. There's nothing he wouldn't have given 

"What v■ ould he have donne for me?" involun-
tarily broke from Valentine's lips; but her sister did 
not heed her words, and went on hotly: 

"I sometimes wonder if you're so utterly without 
sense. I had to make some excuse to him for you, 
you're such a fool! No wonder people can't make 
you out. You puzzle me. Nobody understands you; 

 

nobody can be bothered with you—unless it's that 
lout at the but 

But Valentine had found her tongue. "Stop!" 
she cried. "You've said enough—more than 
enough! Nobody can be bothered with me? Alright, 
I'll not forget those words of yours, nor that you 
said I am net responsible—inferring that I'm a sense-
less child. Perhaps that appealed to Mr. Swanson, 
that he should come to me after you spoke so of me. 

never forgive you, though you are all T have in 
the world. And let me tell you this: That 'lout at 
the hut,' as you call him, is twenty times the man 
Mr .  -;\i-anson is!" 

She would have said more; but the words choked 
in her throat, and she stood, breathing quickly, her 
lips quivering, facing her sister. 

"Some day," slowly said Mabel Stringer, breaking 
the silence, "you'll wake up." ' 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE days went by. Valentine Hood and Mabel 
Stringer were no longer on a sisterly footing. The 
former spent as much of her time as possible out of 
doors, finding it hard to tolerate her sister's cold, 
formal civility. 

"I put myself out to come up here to see her, 
thought the girl, forgetting how she had welcomed 
the relief from the office; "and I'll not put myself 
out to go hack before I want to." 

Her brother-in-law was a little more agreeable; 
but Valentine avoided him as much as possible. 
Time had not checked her attitude towards Amery, 
nor his regard for her; rather, it had resulted in 
bringing about feelings that, on his side, held some-
thing more than friendship. The girl thought she 
knew the man perfectly, picturing him to be strong 
and reliable; but he was not so sure of her. There 
were times when she was puzzling to a degree; when 
she appeared to be laughing at him. As a matter of 
fact, neither really knew the other in the least. 

Then, one evening, things came to a sudden head. 
Mrs. Stringer had made it plain to her sister that, if 
things continued as they were, she must leave the 
district. 	-1 • r 

"It's disgraceful, the way you permit. that man to 
take notice of you!" she said. 

"I can't prevent him from taking notice of me,"  was the smiling answer. 
"You encourage it! I'll put up with it no longer!" 

hotly retorted the other. 
"You needn't," replied Valentine. "I came up here to please you; but I made it plain that I wanted 

a free rein, and I'll have it." 
"Then you won't get it here," returned her sister. 

"Remember that you're here only on sufferance." 
"On sufferance!" 
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"You have practically nothing of your own, and 
nowhere to go; what is there for you to do?" taunted 
her sister. 

"If I can't get what I want here, then 	get it 
elsewhere." 

"Where do you think you can get it, my dear?" 
"I'll get it somewhere. I won't be dependent on 

you any further." 
Valentine was never the one to prolong scenes 

such as these. Her nature was inclined to be, im- 
pulsive, and she acted on foolish impulse now as she 
turned away, and deliberately made her way to 
where Amery was walking towards the but from one 
of the paddocks. 

They met at the big chaff-shed, and she, laughing 
lightly, yet nervously, gave  him the evening's 
greeting. 

Surprise showed on his face as he answered it ; for 
never before had she come to him like this. Always, 
he had gone to her. 

"Is anything the matter?" he asked. 
"Why should anything be the matter?" 
"I thought you—coming down here—like this— 

perhaps something had happened," he said. 
"Are you sorry I came down?" she asked, easily. 
"Sorry?" he echoed ; then abruptly: "What did 

y' come for?" 
"To see you ;  of course," she answered, daringly. 

She was playing a mad, dangerous game; bUt her 
sister's taunting had roused her to utter reckless-
ness. 

"Gammon," he replied, and laughed shortly. 
"Is it?" And she laughed again as she had done 

before. 
The sound roused him, as did the reckless light in 

her eyes. Making an abrupt, movement forward, he 
caught her by the arm. 

"Look here," he said, breathing hard, "you're 
playing with me, and I warn you that I ain't the 
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sort to take it mildly. I know you're a cut above 
me, an' all the rest of it; but I'm not such a fool as to 
be made game of, and take it like a lamb. Perhaps 
I was a damn fool for taking any notice of you that 
first time you spoke, but if you've been foolin' me, 
you'll pay." 

She turned her face away, and tried to free her 
arm. 

"Look at me!" he said, shaking her. 
"You're hurting my arm," she said with forced 

calmness. "Guy, don't be so rough." 
Her first use of his Christian name had its effect 

on him. His grip on her arm loosened, so that she 
freed it. For a. while there was silence, then she 
turned away, while he stood motionless, watching 
her. But she had taken only a few steps when she 
faced him again. 

"I suppose you'll tell the boss?" said the man. 
There was a smile, slightly sarcastic, on his face. 

"Why did you think I was playing with you?" 
was all she said. 

"Were you in earnest??" he asked, almost fiercely. 
She did not answer. 
"Were you?" he demanded. 
"Why shouldn't I be?" She was not looking at 

him now, but away towards the south, and she spoke 
the words as though to herself. 

"God! What a fool you make of a man," he said, 
bitterly. "There's Charley Swanson, with his thou- 
sands--you sent him packing When you came 
driving with me, I was mad enough to think—such 
things have happened before, they could happen 
again—and I thought that there might be a chance 
for me. But I think you'd laugh at and fool the 
very devil himself--" 

"I might," she said, softly ; "if the devil chanced 
to be anyone but you; don't think I'm inferring that 
you are His Majesty of the Lower Regions-- " 

"What do you mean?" he asked ;  slowly. 
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"Can't you see?" she flung back, changing her 
tone, and flinging pride and self-respect to the 
winds. "I wasn't playing with you! I'm—I'm-
not fooling you!" 

"Is it possible that you mean that? Would you—
marry me—me?" 

Again she did not answer, and he took a step 
nearer. "I love you," he said, earnestly. "If 
you're not playing with me, be serious .. for once—
don't fool a chap. Will you marry me?" 

She saw again her sister's coldly smiling face; 
heard again the mocking voice: "Yon have nothing of 
your own, and nowhere to go." 

"Will you?" said the man again. 
"Yes—I think--so," she answered. 
He was at her side in an instant; but she put out 

a hand. "Wait! I've never met a man I could really 
fall in love with, and why I should meet you, like 
this, passes my understanding. It seems against 
everything. But you're different to other men I 
have met. I liked to see you handling the horses, 
you were so strong. I've heard that men who are 
kind to animals are kind to women, and I—and—I 
want someone—and--" 

But she could say no more, and the next minute 
Amery had her in his arms. 

Before she left him, she said : "But I can't live•in 
a hut, and we can't stay on here. Nor must my 
sister know anything, yet. Can't we go away any-
where?" 

He laughed softly. "I would not ask you to live 
in a hut, or would I expect you to remain here. I 
have enough money saved to start a farm going. Of 
course, it will mean hard work at first; but—I'd 
work my hands off for you." 

A day later, Valentine Hood left Myalla for the 
city, and before the week was out, Amery, whom she 
had chosen to be her guard and keeper, joined her 
there. 

CHAPTER VII. 

THE sun blazed down on the scorched plains of 
Korringlong. The miles of dry, level country, with 
the steel-blue sky glinting mercilessly overhead; the 
hundreds of croaking, ill-omened blackwings; dead 
and dying stock on every hand; and the heat—the 
dead heat—was typical of the Australian plains 
during a drought season. 

It was a bitter struggle for the settlers. A hard, 
cruel fight against the overpowering element. How 
utterly hopeless it all seemed. They prayed for 
rain ;  but the weather-god remained adamant, and in 
their despair the men cursed all. When failure and 
disaster loom dangerously near, and hope is aban-
doned, man will always curse. 

A woman was sitting near the kitchen window of 
her home. What need to give her thoughts? They 
Were the thoughts of many during these dark days. 
She did not look up as the door opened, though 
there had been a time, and that not so long ago, 
When she would have turned with a smile and.a 
Pleasant word of greeting at the sound of that hand 
on the latch. 

Her husband slammed the door, flung his hat on 
to the table, and drew a chair clattering up to it. 

"It's got us fast and strong," he said, harshly. 
"A curse on the weather, and this God-forsaken 
country!" 

She made no response. All that she had to say 
about the drought had been said before. Once, she 
had given words of comfort and of cheer; but now, 
her well-meant efforts had come to be swept aside 
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by his declamations against the elemeni. Once, he 
had said angrily: 

"Confound it! You don't know what you're 
talkin' about! Can't you understand what we're up 
against? So much a woman thinks of it. But it 
don't count with you!" 

Not count! 
Now, she had little or nothing to say. She had 

learnt that silence is best, and wisest at certain 
moments, and this was such a moment. 

She was only young, and life is ever unjust to the 
young—so they think. It is the old who understand, 
with the knowledge born of years. 

But it would seem that Fortune had never 
favoured these two since the day of their coming 
into their own home: their own world about which 
they had built so many Nvonderhil pictures. But 
those pictures had fallen long since, and the a waken -

ing  to stern reality had been ■ I severe blow. They 
had battled, willingly and cheerfully enough at first, 
only io he beaten at every turn. Th e  m a n had been 
the first to weaken; bid the wife had buoyed up his 
hopes with cheerfulness and faith. 

When first married, the t wo had made their home 
.in the Goulburn Valley dist riel, and, for a .  time, the 
wheel ran smoothly, and they were happy—till the 
heavy rains came, and flood-waters swept over the 
Goullnon 's banks, wreaking-  damage and dest inir-

l ion. 
Amery and his wife, with a few belongings, 

escaped the greedy waters; but their little home was 
taken by the tide and with it ,went Amery's stability 
--what little he had possessed of 

Had it not been for the girl, he would have drifted 
about the country, dragging her with him; but, in 
this instance, she proved herself stronger than her 
husband, for, battling against his indifference, she 
managed to persuade him to make for further north,  

and, with the money that remained to -them, start 
anew. 

Later, she often wondered how he came to follow 
her advice; but the fact was that the man at that 
time was not utterly indifferent as to his own exist-
ence and the girl's welfare. 

And he was to have been her wall of strength, 
'rile irony of it! Flood waters had been the first 
factor in bringing forth his true nature, and the 
drought was now to be the second in proving it. It 
had never before been tried, as his path had hitherto 
been along a level road. Now had come the bumps 
and ruts, and he was being put to the test. 
- They had striven against misfortune during the 

flood—the wife striving to keep up the husband's 
spirits—and they were now battling against the 
drought, hoping against hope; praying for the rain 
that meant so much to them. It had not come. 

The girl tried to picture the near future, and shud-
dered. She thought of her husband, changed from 
the cheerful companion into a sullen, disappointed 
man, and the tears rose to her eyes. Alas! He was 
going down quickly under the devouring drought, 
which eats life and manhood from those who strive 
against it. Strong wills emerge from the struggle 
even stronger in heart, and defiant; but the weak 
will succumbs, and unfortunately, Guy Amery was 
not blessed with strength of will. His true character 
Was beginning to assert itself under the trial. 

The man rose, taking his hat from where he had 
flung it a few minutes back. His wife rose, too, 
asking quickly: " Where are you going to? What 
are you going t do?" 

"I'm going (lilt," he answered, briefly. 
"But it will be tea-time in a few minutes." 

You can have it, on your own, then. 	I don't 
ant any.'' 
"But. you've just come in. There can't he any 
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need for you to go out again. You might stay. It 
has been lonely for me all day." 

It was something new for her to complain of lone-
liness, and he looked keenly at her. "Lonely? Ain't 
you alone nearly all day, when I'm working?" 

"Yes, but that was different—somehow. Don't 
go out now, Guy. Stay home this evening." 

"I can't. I've got to get out—to do something!" 
His tone was rough, but not unkindly. "I'll go mad 
if I just sit about and think, and think. I must get 
away from it all." 

"And what about me?" she asked, looking in-
tently at him. 

"You?" 
"Yes, me. Must I just stay alone, and think? I 

have no chance to get away from it, remember." 
"That's nothing. It's different with you. You're 

only a girl." 
Different! Only a girl! Misfortunes were making 

him selfish, or thoughtless. She made no further 
protest then, but watched him go. 

Back in her seat at the window, she sent her mind 
speeding back through the months, and renewed old 
scenes. Better to dream in memories of the past 
than exist in bitter realities of the present. She had 
had few chances in life—a girl alone in the world, 
with none to guide her save a selfish sister. How 
thoughtless she had been before her marriage, with 
never a care for the future; confident that things 
must run smoothly. But with ill-fortune following 
ill-fortune; with the knowledge of the vast difference 
between her husband and the world to which she 
had belonged; the absence of refinementwhich she 
had in vain tried to make the leading feature of her 
home—with all these had come her awakening. 

At first, it had seemed easy enough to keep herself 
above her environment; but later, her husband's 
will at times dominated so that she realized to the 
full her present .position in life as compared with 
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the past. She was no longer a free independent girl 
of spirit; but the wife of one whose education and 
ideals were somewhat lower than her own. 

She had never written to Grace McDermott since 
she had left Myalla ; for though she could not alto-
gether explain it, something held her hand. Never-
theless, often a longing came to Valentine for a word 
from her friend—for the sound of a single, friendly 
word, a touch from the past, even though it had not 
granted her much happiness. 

But two days ago Amery had said to his wife: 
"Well, I can see only one thing for it. It means I'll 
have to get a job like I had before you came along. 
We can take a married couple's place on one of the 
big farms or stations. It's no good hangin' on to 
Our own little bit here. The job's too big, an' it 
don't pay." 

The girl's face had grown cold, and her heart beat 
quickly. "The drought hasn't beaten us yet," she 
had said. "Don't give way too soon. Isn't there 
anything I can do at all? The other settler-  I2 

"Damn the other settlers!" he had broken in. 
"Hasn't got us beaten !—with nearly all the stock 
gone, an' not a green blade, or a dry one, either, to 
be seen, an' them dam' croakers everywhere! 
They're hell's own birds—black devils o' crows! 
You do anything? What can you do? It won't be 
long before the last of the stock's down, let me tell 
You, and us with them. Not beaten! A hell of a lot 
You know about it!" 

And what could she say? 
The girl roused herself to the fact that her dreams 

had brought her back to the present she was trying 
to forget awhile. So one could not get away from 
it, even in thought. 

"Oh! for rain." she breathed. 
There had been black clouds in plenty during the 

last week or so: black. mocking clouds. But where 
was the rain? How the parched, cracked earth 
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sleepless nights play havoc with the mind and nerves 
as nothing else can. 

Ti ,e man put out a hand and lightly brushed back 
ihtk damp hair from her forehead. She did not move. 
stooping, he touched her hot face with his lips. And 
tit ill she slept. Though he had been drinking heavily, 
th e  man's mind seemed clear. The fact that sine had 
been weeping appeared to w-oriN ,  him. It was so un-
like her. 

"Oh, hell 	he 	"1 can't hOp it. And 
she used to laugh such a lot. It's a long while now 
since she's hint hail. Why did she cry? Tier eyelids 
are swollen, and her 

He stood uncertain what to- do; then, drawing up 
another chair, he extinguished the light, and seated 
himself beside her for the remainder of the night. 

54 	 EQUALITY ROAD 

called for it. How the weary, worn men and womeit 
watched iand waited for it. In vain. 

A dark shadow passed over the house, trailing 
smaller, shadowy patterns in its wake. Bitterness 
was deep in the girl's heart. She knew the meaning 
of that shadow. It was but a -  passing cloud-8 
mocker which gives no answer to the crying lands 
below. 

Her husband drowning his sorrows at a wine' 
shanty ; she, a woman left to fight her way as best 
she might. How she longed for rest from it all. She 
had striven and battled, and now—she was so weary, 
and there seemed no hope—no hope 	Every; 
thing was red-hot 	It was like a hideous 
nightmare, where she was alone in a. world of flames; 

 and torturing fantastic shapes. Soon she 
would wake up in the city boarding-house, and have 
to prepare for the day's work in the office. 
She felt herself sinking: Everything was growing 
cooler, as though she were passing through pure, 
fresh atmosphere. The heat had died off, and the 
hideOus figures had vanished. A peacefulness and It 
soothing seemed to envelop her, and she let herself 
drift with it 

It was past mid-night when Amery returned. 
Having closed the door, he drew a box of matches 
from his pocket and .struck a. light setting it to the 
lamp standing in the centre of the table. Something 
made him turn to the window as if someone there 
had called to him, and he saw the figure of his wife 
in the big chair, asleep. 

For awhile he stood gazing her, then stepping 
softly, he moved close. Her lips were slightly 
parted, her eyes inflamed, and her forehead damp. 
He could see that she had been weeping, and he had 
never known her to weep before. But she was resting 
now. This was her first sleep for, many a night, and 
little did he know that it was the saving of her, Since 
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ness made itself felt in the girl's heart, and, moving 
to where her husband stood, she placed an arm about 
his neck. 

"Thank you, Guy," she said. 
And then she saw the shadow on his face; noticed 

how unenthusiastically he answered her eager, 
joyous remarks about the coming .rain, and she felt 
greatly puzzled. 

"What is it she asked. "What is the matter?" 
"What is—what?" he parried, looking not at her, 

but through the window. 
"This change should make you feel mad with 

joy. Think of all it means. Everything seems so 
full of new life, and when I woke up I could hardly 
believe it, it seemed too good to be true. But you--
you don't seem to care so much. What is the matter 
with you?" 

"If you will have it, Val, the rain means little 
enough to me now, because it has come along too 
late, that's all." 

"Too late ?" 
"Too late for me to keep this place going. I. wonder 

if you realize the little we've really got. We never 
did have any to spare—never did have much; but 
now, we've less." 

"What does that mean, then?" she asked, quietly. 
That the place's got to go ; that's all there is 

for it." 
"Go ! And what, then, will become of us?" 
"I'll just have to get a job." 
He turned and looked steadily awhile at her ; 

then, as she did not speak, moved closer. "It don't 
bind you, you know," he said, with an effort. "I 
could get a place for a married couple, or else get 
a single job." 

"A place for a married couple ?" 
"Yes. There'd be a place for me an' you to live 

in. It would be ours as long as we stayed there; 
but, of course, it would be on the boss's land." 

 

    

CUAPTER 

THE next morning, Valentine woke to find herself 
in the big chair by the window. When she first 
opened her eyes, she fancied that she must still be 
dreaming, or wandering in mind ; for it was hard to 
grasp the fact that she had slept there throughout 
the night. 

Something else dawned within her mind Could 
it be that the sun was at last conquered by clouds? 
What was that newness in the atmosphere—that 
strange newness that crept in through the open 
window ? It sent a thrill through her veins, and set 
her heart beating to quicker time. She sat up 
straight in her chair. What was that drumming and 
pattering over the iron roof of the verandah with-
out? 

Then she knew. It had come at last—the glorious, 
saving rain ! And the earth was drinking deeply, 
greedily. How heavily she must have slept not to 
have awakened to it before. Oh ! the wonderful 
smell of the damp earth—the fresh, moist atmos-
phere ! 

Amery entered the room to find her standing 
'here at the window, gazing out upon the wonderful 
sight. He was carrying a tray, and as he placed it 
on the table she heard the movement, and turned 
around, her face alight. 

"Oh, Guy! Isn't it wonderful!" 
"Yes, the rain's come at last. You've had a good 

sleep, Val. I heard your chair move, so knew that 
you was awake. Here's some tea and. toast for you." 

Never before had he prepared a meal for her like 
this, and the action spoke volumes. A sudden tender-

to 
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" Does that paean I 'd have to 	" she slop ly asked. 
"Not unless y' wanted to," he replied, rather 

shamefacedly. "Unless to give a hand at shearing-
time—just help with the meals, y' know." 

She could find no words to answer. 
"Of course, Please yourself," he said then. "II 

I get a single job you could board somewhere-- 
"Where?" 
"Well. where y' like . in the 
''The city' 	place isn't there now. What 

hoard could i get in the city for all you would he 
able to allow me!" She checked herself from ex- ;, 
pressing what she had been on the point of saying: 

As ir T could return to the city like that." 
The thought, of all it meant swept, over her, and 

she exelainied 	 "(Aet a married couple's 
place, if you eau, and 	stay with you. After all, 
a woman's place is with her husband." 

"t knew you'd say that," he answered, (wieldy. 
"I knew you would; that's why I accepted." 

"Accepted what?" she asked. 
'A chap was along at the--I met a chap yester-

day, a big land-owner from just across country. He 
heard me tenni' one of the -others that 'I was givin' 
up this bloomin' place, and offered me another on 
his. Blake, his name is." • 

Suddenly she laughed. '' Do you know that when 
uay sister sent for rue to go to her at Myalla, it was 
because she didn't like the idea of my working in 
an office'? What, would she think, I wonder, if she 
knew that I was 'hooked' to cook for shearers?" 

"You won 't have to do it," gruffly answered her 
husband. "There's generally a man to do the 
cooking." 

"Then I'm to be waitress? To wait on them to
answer their call—to be like a general rough servant 

smile at their coarse remarks as thou.gh-----a ,: 
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d''113' common slavey would do. Oh,, the drought ! 
at it costs to pay it!" 

"Oh, Lord! My up !" groaned her husband. 
I) on't you think it cost me nothing?" 
"You! What fight did you put up? You just let 

"erYthino' 0.o without making any effort to hold it. 
wonder it heat you! Other menmanaged to 

`1.,
i
151d their places alright, why couldn't you? The 

little you did save you passed over the wine-shanty 
for__ 

H ie. caught her roughly by the shoulders and shook 
her. "Shut up! D'ye hear?" 

She saw that nothing was to be gained by oppos-
ing him. She could never again return to the city 
"d meet old friends and acquaintances. A feeling . 

 of resignation swept over her, and she felt that there 
was nothirm• to do, nothing' but follow her husband. 
After all, this was the nran she had married, the man 
N'lae had tried- to better. The mistake was her own. 
and no other but herself could rectify it. Perhaps, 
In the end, things might not be as bad as she 
htiagined. She looked -up into the dark, scowling . 

 face and spoke. quietly enough now : "Let. me go, 
`-41 Y. T won't say anything more." 

Yesterday, she had wanted his company. and he 
had kept away from the house., leaving her alone 
to brood over her troubles. To-day, when she wanted 
t9 be alone, he stayed, tramping indoors and out, 
talking and whistling loudly. 

"I say, Val," he said once, as he watched her 
Prepare the midday-meal; "have you heard anything 
of your sister at all since you left her?" 

"No, nothing." 
It you'd been like her, you'd never have given 

!n o  a look." went on the man, musingly. " YOH 

\V 11 't e scrap like sisters, you two." 
Valentine did not answer. She was wondering . 

 What would have become of her had she never given 
Amery 'a look' or had never spoken to him. Was 

■ 
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• 
it for this that she had come to the north? Was 
this where her views and opinions had led her—to 
her union with a. man .socially and intellectually her 
inferior by such a degree? Equality! Was he, then, 
her equal? Had she ever really believed him to be? 
She had taken the strongest test in trying to prove' 
her theories, and she had only reached this unequal. 
One-sided union. in which he gave her nothing but 
failure and disillusionment. 

"Y'know, he really wasn't such a had sort of 
cove." 

"Who?" asked the girl. 
Amery perched himself on the edge of the table. -

swinging one leg. "Ted Stringer," he answered. 
"I think this Blake is a good sort. I like his ways. 
They suit me." 

"Is he married ?" 
. "Dunno. Hardly think so." 
"Then he'd live alone ?" 
"His mother is with him, he told me. But he 

didn't say nothing about no wife." 
"When are you going to him ?" asked Valentine. 
"In a fortnight's time," answered her husband. 
"Was that unconditionally?" she asked, then. 

"What if the drought had not broken?" 
"Can 't say. T. 'in sure. But evidently he's some-

thing of a weather-prophet. lie saw this comin'. The 
Place is furnished, so we might be able to raise a 
bit of cash on the things we've got here. The only 
trouble is that it's a bad time for gettin' rid of 
things. If there's anything in particular you want 
to stick to, perhaps we can take it along with us. 
We'll just have to take what we can get for the 
rest: it won 't be much, anyhow." 

"It's all the same to me," replied Valentine. in-
differently. 

"Well, there ain't much, is there? Is dinner 
nearly ready? I've the devil of a hunger up." 

CHAPTER IX. 

IN three weeks' time, Amery and his wife were 
quite settled in their new home. It was a neat, well-
furnished, four-roomed cottage, and lay about one 
hundred yards west of the homestead, which was a pic-
turesque building, surrounded by trees and the re-
mains of what had once been an extensive garden, 
which the drought had ruined. 

Valentine Amery had not seen Stephen Blake since 
her arrival at Diermorne. She remained within the 
little cottage, seldom venturing out. 

"One thing about these folk," said her husband to 
her, "they ain't uppish. The boss gave me a message 
for you from his mother, saying that she'd be pleased 
to see you any time cared to go up there. There's 
no need bein' stand-offish. It don't pay. You knock 
down that high air you've got hold of lately, an' go 
up." 

His wife did not answer, nor did she accept the 
invitation in the message her husband conveyed to 
her; with the result that the old lady, though she 
had made a kind effort to cheer the loneliness of the 
young woman at the cottage, wondered at her 
reserve. 

"She must be lonely there. Steve. He's only a 
fairly young man himself ; so she can't be so old." 

"She's not." answered the son ; "but perhaps 
she's  the sort of woman who doesn't care much 
about meeting people, and keeps to herself." 

"But, my dear boy, it was only out of kindness 
that I asked her to come up here to see me. It was 
because I thought that she might like a little com- 

et 
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V alentine's' lips parted, her eyes widened, and remained !lima, and. 
One instant she stood motionless, 
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pany occasionally. Her husband is employed by you, 
so why should she stand off so?" 

"Perhaps the fact that her husband -is employed 
by Inc is her very reason for not coming to see you, 
mother." 

"It's a very foolish reason, if that should be the 
case. I think that she must be inclined to he un-
grateful." 

But to this, her son did not answer. 
So, in the land of vast spaces, Valentine Amery 

went her way alone. Her husband was away from 
the cottage during the day, but it was not on account 
of his absence that the girl felt the bitterness—the 
longing for companionship and freedom. Without 
a doubt. Mrs. Blake pictured her to be of the general 
type of the woman on the land—bright. able, and 
ha rdy. 

Because of her husband's negligence during the 
drought, and his indifference at the present time, 
the girl had become more reserved, and, as it were, 
had crept into herself. It was more on account of 
this, than of her husband's position on the place, 
that she did not go to the homestead. She realized 
that she would have to meet Mrs. Blake and her son 
in time: but that time would come soon enough. 
'Meanwhile, her little wheel of life went its quiet 
round. 

Then, one day, that wheel ea ught. and the 
monotony was broken. Visitors, in the persons of a 
Presbyterian minister and his wife, one day came to 
Diermorne. It happened that they were old 
acquaintances of Stephen Blake's, and, on their way 
further north, had broken the :journey to make a 
visit at the home of their friend. 

When they were leaving, a sudden inspiration 
carne to qrs. Blake. and she directed them to the 
cottage. "It's a minister's duty. isn't it?'' she said, 
when telling the Reverend gentleman of the couple 
at the cottage. "1 di) not know to what denomina- 
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tion they belong; but that's for you to find out. Mrs. 
Amery never goes to church. See if you cannot en-
courage her to do so." And she laughed as she bade 
them good-bye. 

Amery, sitting on the doorstep in the cool of the 
early evening, cleaning his rifle, saw them coming, 
and .stepped inside. 

"Hi, Val! Where are you?" he called. 
His wife's answering voice came from the sitting-

room, and the next moment she appeared in the 
passageway, asking: "What is the matter?" 

"Here's a parson come to see you, so you'd better 
tog up in your best," he answered, and grinned 
broadly. 

"A parson!" she exclaimed, in dismay. 
"Too true," he nodded; "an' his wife's with him 

as well—at least, I suppose it's his missus. They're 
comin' along the track, and'll be here any minute." 

"Are they driving?" 
"No, walkin'. The gig's outside the gate." 
"Just look at me! I must tidy my hair before I 

see them. I wonder what they are coming here 
for?" And with this the girl hurried into the bed-
room. 

As she passed the window, she saw them coming 
along the path. Valentine's lips parted, her eyes 
widened, and remained fixed, and, for one instant, 
she stood motionless. Then, taking a deep breath, 
she moved quickly from the window, sitting heavily 
upon the bed's edge, with her hands clasped and her 
eyes looking down, but seeing nothing. 

Footsteps without roused her, and she rose to her 
feet, calling: "Guy!" 

"Hullo!" He was entering the room even as he 
answered her call. 

"Guy, you must see them. I—I—can't." 
He stared at her. "What's the trouble with you? 

You're looking white and—seared," 
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"I've got—a headache. There they are now 
She spoke nervously, breathing quickly. "Make 
some excuse. Tell them I can't see them—anything. 
Quickly! 	I'll tell you later." 	She started as a 
knock sounded on the door. • 

Frankly puzzled her husband looked at her. "Al-
right, don't get excited over it," he said, somewhat 
roughly. "You just stay right here, an' I'll soon 
get rid of 'em." 

Valentine heard the opening of the front door, 
and the sound of a strange voice. 

"Good-evening. Is Mrs.—er—Amery in?" 
"She's home alright," was her husband's casual 

answer; "but she ain't feelin' up to seem' visitors 
to-day." 

Valentine felt a sudden desire to laugh at the 
straight-out answer. She heard the minister make 
some reply; then the door slammed again and, the 
next minute, her husband was standing at her side, 
watching her curiously. 

The Reverend Mr. Cameron turned to his wife, 
and laughed a little. "Well," he said, "he was 
Pretty straight spoken, if you like. You admire 
frankness, my dear. What did you think of his?" 

She gave a contemptuous shrug of her shoulders, 
and said: "Ill-mannered creature!" 

Amery placed a hand on his wife's shoulder. 
"Now, we'll have the why of it all. Did you by 

any chance know that preacher chap?" 
"No," she answered at once. "No, no." 
"Then look here, Val., what's the game? You've 

got no bloomin' headache. I can see that much. I 
ain't blind. There's something else. Out with it!" 

"I—I couldn't go out. She was my greatest 
friend once." 

"She?" 
"His wife—the minister's." 

in 
His surprise deepened. "She was? Down there, 
the city?" 

C116 

7 7 

■ 



66 	 EQUALITY ROAD 

"Yes," replied the girl, nodding her head; but 
not looking at him. 

"You've got me beat. If she Was your greatest 
friend, why didn't y' rush out to meet her, instead 
of going on the way y' did? Have y' had a row?'

, 
 

"No; but how could I go out?" 
"How the devil couldn't you?" 
"Don't swear like that ... It's such a long while 

since I've seen her, and I didn't know she had mar-
ried. I couldn't go out. You wouldn't understand; 
hut—look at her, and then—look at me. How could 
I let her see me here—like this?" 

For awhile there was silence; then a dark flash 
swept over the man's cheek. 

"I think I see it now. This is what y' call pride, 
ain't it?" he said. 

But she made no reply. 
"Looks as if you're ashamed of me," he said 

evenly. 
"It's not that. It's—it's--" 
"Well, go on. It's what? Speak, can't you?" 
The girl tried to answer; but no words would 

come. She stood silent, looking anywhere but at 
him. He knew that he had spoken the truth—that 
she was ashamed of him. And he rightly guessed 
the meaning of her silence. Again he caught her by 
the shoulder; but this time his grip was stronger. 

"So you're ashamed of me, are you? That's all 
the trouble. But don't you forget it, young lady-- 
I'm your husband. Understand? Your husband , 

 Which Means that you belong to me. Pride! Damn 
it! I'll soon knock that out of you!" 

With a flash of her old spirit, the girl straightened 
herself. "How dare you speak to me like that?" 

'``Dare!" He laughed suddenly. "Dare! Don 
be foolish, my dear." 

"I might have known what to expect when I mar-
ried a man of your education and class!" she cried, 
roused by the sneer. 
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"Why did you marry me, then? Perhaps ,it was 
because you couldn't get a man of your own class 
to look at you," he answered. 

"Heaven knows I made myself cheap enough, and 
came- down a big step when I did marry you! I can 
understand now why my sister would have nothing 
to do with me. She was right, after all. You're 
44norant and you're rough! Instead of fighting like 
a man during the drought you acted like the coward 
:you are, wasting your time and money at the wine-
Shanty. And heaven knows we needed every penny. 
You let the stock die; for you made no attempt to 
M•ve any! And little you cared what might have 
happened to me. I came here with you because I 
Was ashamed to go to the city. And how could I let 
Grace see me this afternoon—as your wife? 1 would 
die sooner than acknowledge you as my husband to 
those who were my friends! Of course, I know it's 
all Yo my own fault. I acted like a fool. That's just 
What was--an ignorant fool, when I married you; 
and I hate myself for,it as much as I despise you— 

, But her wild talk ceased abruptly, for her hus- 
band struck her with a heavy hand, so that, reelinz, 
she fell to the floor. 

There followed nearly two dark months for Vale/l-
ittle Amery, and, when they cleared, the girl woks' 
,{loce again to life. It was an unwilling awakening; 
'lot she woke because perforce she had to. 

it was a nervous, shame-faced husband who crept 
into the room and, taking her hand, blurted out: 

" Val—I di do 't 	'm. sorry. " 
And it was a tired, pale-faced, quiet-voiced girl 

N°11-0 said, with a ghost of a smile: "Forget it." 

ti 



CHAPTER X. 

THE old lady seated herself in the chair, the girl 
placed before her, and looked long at Valentine's 
pale face. 

"Do you know, Mrs. Amery, when you ignored 
my message and kept so well away from me, I de-
termined to let you go ; but, as you've just come 
from the hospital after having had such a bad time, 
I thought that I'd run down to see that you look 
after youseif, and that you're getting along all 
right." 

"Thank you," replied Valentine. "I am almost 
well again, and have been taking things easy since 
I returned here two days ago." 

"You look anything but strong; still, it's to be 
hoped that you'll soon pick up, and be quite well 
again. But tell me, why did you not come up before 
and see me when I asked you?" 

"It is not usual for the wife of a worker to visit 
his employer's home," was the simple answer. 

"I see. And that was why you didn't come up to 
see me?" 

A faint colour tinted the girl's cheek, a sign which 
Mrs. Blake noted. She was a keen observer, and a 
quick reader. 

"I didn't like to," was Valentine's answer. 
"I see," again said the visitor, and added: "Don't 

think me too personal; but remember that I am an 
old woman, therefore, to a certain extent, privileged. 
You must have been very much in love." 

"Why do you say that?" asked the girl, the ner-
vous flags again betraying her. 

65  
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"Well, the fact does not require pointing out that 
You're not in your right place. That's obvious. You 
didn't always live in the country?" 

"No," answered Mrs. Amery. "I came originally 
Irom the city." 

"And have been well brought up, with the best 
of education?" continued Mrs. Blake. 

"Yes." 
"I thought so. Well, let that go. I'm an in-

quisitive old person, am I not? My son has told me 
that Mr. Amery will probably be away for 'a fort-
/light or longer, after to-morrow; so I want you to 
come up and see me. Come along for tea on Satur-
day. Now, will you promise?" 
, "Why do you ask me?" The girl's voice was low.  

"Perhaps, my dear child, I see below the surface." 
Valentine lifted her head. Her cheeks were 

flushed, though her voice was still low as she said: 
"Mrs. Blake, I do not want anyone's pity." 

ges:

iatm.,, not aware that I am offering it," was the 
reply. 

"The fact that you ask me up to the house sug- 

"Not necessarily. Brit—I must admit I would like 
to know you better, and I am alone up at the home-
stead, save for the house-keeper. You have not 
given me your promise• yet," she said, gently. 

Touched by the kind tones, Mrs. Amery answered: 
"Then I give it now. I shall come, and thank you." 

At that moment, Guy Amery entered the room. 
Ire had come direct from the paddocks, and his 
clothes and hands were soil-stained. A black streak 
ran across his right cheek, and the shabby felt hat 
Was pushed far back on his head, leaving a red line 
to mark his hot forehead He knew that Mrs. Blake 
was with his wife, for he had seen her enter the cot-
tage, and curiosity bade him find some excuse to dig- 
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cover the reason of her visit. He had come into the 
room without knocking upon the door. 

"Good afternoon, Mr. Amery," was Mrs. Blake's 
greeting. "I was just this minute telling your wife 
that she shuts herself up in the house too much." 

"That's what I'm forever telling her," was 
Amery's answer; "but she won't listen to me, an' 
won't go nowhere; so " A gesture completed 
the sentence. He shrugged his shoulders, and thrust 
his hands into his pockets, giving a side-long glance 
at his wife. 

"Well," said Mrs. Blake, "I have managed to get 
her to promise that she'll come as far as the home-
stead next Saturday to visit me." And she rose as 
she spoke. 

"Next Saturday? I'll be away," said Amery 
quickly. 

"I know it. That's why I wanted your wife ex-
pressly for that time. She would find it so lonely 
here without companionship." 

"Val, where are the matches? I just come along 
for a box. I've got t' git back to the paddock." 

"You will find plenty of matches in the kitchen 
cupboard," answered she. 

"Well, get 'em for me, will you? You know where 
they are," he said, curtly. 

"And so do you, since I have just told you," she 
replied. 

The cool, formal tones used between the two did 
not escape Mrs. Blake ; nor yet the silence the girl 
maintained when her husband was in the room. 
Until he had spoken directly to her in asking for the 
matches, Valentine had said nothing. 

When Amery had gone, there followed a pause, 
till the elder woman said: "My dear, do you think 
that you make the best of things?" 

"I did once," was the girl's brief answer. 	"I 
tried hard to do what I thought was best for us both; 
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but now—I suppose I'm to blame, really. I can't 
help it." 

''You're depressed, and you're looking at the 
world through dark glasses," said the other, cheer-
fully. "You are only making things worse for your-
self, instead of better. There's no need to be pessi-
mistic over it all. Now, good-bye for the present, 
and don't forget your promise for Saturday." 

"I'm not likely to forget it," replied the girl. 
And when Saturday did come round, Valentine, 

true to her word, walked across to the homestead, 
and nervously knocked at the half-open door. The 
next minute, Mrs Blake was welcoming her, and, 
before long, the two were talking together in the 
sitting-room. 

Then did Mrs. Blake set about to make the girl 
forget her worries. She talked much, turning from 
one subject to another, nor was she at all surprised 
at the girl's knowledge of things and her intel-
ligence. 

It was her son who received the surprise when he 
found his mother and Mrs. Amery talking and 
laughing together, for his mother had told him. 
nothing of the girl's intended visit. He shook hands 
With Valentine, and.for an instant, her face showed 
the pink of embarrassment ; for this was the first 
time since coming to Diermorne that she had met 
Steve Blake face to face. But her nervousness 
soon cleared in the kind and friendly atmosphere 
that surrounded her. 

"Do you know, you are the first people who have 
been kind to me since I have been married," she 
said, once. 

"Why, surely not!" exclaimed Mrs. Blake. "Did 
You have no friends—no relations?" 

"Yes, once. But my relations—I had only two—
let me go ; and I let my friends go. It wasn't to be 
helped, I suppose. The girl who was once my dearest 
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friend was here just before my illness; but I couldn't 
face her." 

"Your dearest friend?" repeated Blake, leaning 
forward a little. 

"Yes. I don't know her name now that she is 
married; but she was Grace McDermott." 

Stephen Blake said no more, but sat back in his 
chair, though he watched Mrs. Amery with curious 
intentness. After a few more remarks, Mrs. Blake 
rose from her chair. 

"If you will just excuse me," she said, "I'll see 
to the tea." 

When she had left the room, her son drew -His 
chair nearer to the one occupied by Mrs. Amery. 
"Your friend is now Mrs. Cameron," he said, and 
added slowly, very deliberately: "I wonder if you 
are--were—Valentine Hood?" 

She looked up in quick surprise. "How did you 
know?" 

"I, too, knew Mrs. Cameron when she was Miss 
McDermott. I happened to meet her evidently just 
after you had left the city for the country. She 
spoke of you to me." 

"Grace has spoken to you—of me?" 
"You need not have feared to see her that day, 

Mrs. Amery. She has been a loyal friend to you." 
"I believe it," answered Valentine; "but I 

couldn't let her see me—not like this. I'd feel too 
guilty. You see, I had strange ideas once 7 2 

 

"Because you believed all people equal?" Blake 
half-smiled. 

"So she told you even that?" slowly replied 
Valentine. ''Well?" 

"She did mention it. To a degree, all people are 
equal; but you must make allowances, Mrs. Amery. 
Besides—excuse this—you were not consistent. The 
views you tried to hold, and pride, do not go to-
gether. You have your shade of pride. It was that 
which would not permit you to see your friend the 
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day she was here, and it's pride that makes you keep 
much to yourself—these days." 
Valentine did not answer at once. Blake, watch-

ing the face before him, wondered at the step the 
girl had taken in marrying Amery, and then won-
dered what would be the end of it all. 

"Of course, you big land-owners can afford to talk 
like that." The girl's voice broke the silence, and 
she spoke in low tones. 

"I have the right," he answered, smiling. "I was 
a hired labourer myself once; but I was determined 
not to remain in that one groove, depending on 
others for my mother's and my own living; so I 
snapped at every chance that came along." 

"Which goes to show that there is a difference 
between the worker who aspires to something higher, 
and pushes his way up to it, from one who is content 
to just plod along the one level, and have his time 
employed by others?" asked the girl. 

"Well, it would seem so," replied the man. Then 
Changing the subject abruptly, he asked: "Do you 
Care for driving, Mrs. Amery?" 

"Yes, I enjoy it very much, but it is some months 
now since I have done any driving at all." 

"You must come driving with us sometimes. 
Often, my mother goes alone, just for an outing. I'm 
sure she would be glad of your company at times." 

"So she would, my son," came in Mrs. Blake's 
pleasant voice, as she entered the room. "And now, 
if you two folk will just come along this way, tea 
is Waiting." 

It was with an old-world courtesy that Blake con-
ducted the two women into the dining-room, waiting 

they had seated themselves, before drawing up 
his own chair. 

The meal was bright and cheerful, and once again 
Valentine forgot her worries and her reserve, and 
laughed and chatted merrily. Her eyes grew bright, 
and her cheeks glowed; and the two entertainers 
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knew that their efforts to break the girl away from 
the sordid groove in which she was burying herself 
were successful. 

Later in the evening, mother and son walked with 
her to the cottage, and as the former bade her good-
night, she said : "Now, remember, my dear, we're not 
strangers." 

"You have certainly treated me as anything but 
a stranger, and I am very thankful to you," was 
Valentine's answer. 

And as she looked at the dark figure of Blake 
standing there beside his mother, and heard his voice 
bidding her good-night, a feeling she had never be-
fore experienced swept over Mrs. Amery, and the 
suddenly woke to a new knowledge—one that she 
dared not analyse, 

CHAPTER T. 

THE following evening, Valentine Amery, awakened 
from her apathetic attitude towards life, heard the 
call of the open and answered. 

Out in the still night, with the great, silent 
stretches on every hand, a sudden love for the 
wonder and grandeur of Nature possessed her. The 
bright stars above appeared to call to her spirit, and 
she lifted her head, feeling a strong desire to cry 
joyously aloud in answer. The wide horizon showed 
open paths, which beckoned her onwards, and a long-
ing for freedom came to her them. If only she could 
fly beyond these vast, silent lands! 

She thought of the brilliant world of light and 
laughter—and sadness. A world made for pleasure; 
a world made for—sorrow. A world that tried to 
hide all that was sordid within it, and turn the gay, 
laughing side to those who sought it—the city. Was 
it there that the seeker after life would find comfort 
and rest? 

And then she knew that it was not so. No longer 
was her world in the city. In spite of flood, drought, 
and sorrow, these silent lands held her in a bond 
from which she would never be free. Little did it 
matter how far and how long she might wander, they 
would ever call, and she would have to return. 

She thought of Blake and, like a sinister shadow, 
her husband's face rose before' her mind's eye. 

"I was mad! I never really loved him; and now 
—I think I hate him!" It was a bitter, terrible 
thought. 

The call of a single plover broke the stillness, and 
the sound but emphasized the silence that followed. 
A cool breeze swept across the plains, wrapping her 
round. The girl shuddered. It was like the touch of 
an evil hand. 

She turned to retrace her steps, having already 
gone farther than she had intended ; but the light 
of the stars gave little guidance, and, after an hour's 

75 

4 



    

 

76 EQUALITY ROAD EQUALITY ROAD 	 7 

search for the cottage, she realised that she was lost 
on the plains. 

For a time, Valentine stood, deciding which would 
be the best course for her to follow ; then, remem-
bering the direction of the pathway of stars known 
as the Milky Way when she set out, she determined 
to follow its guiding, knowing not that the Milky 
Way is ever turning, changing its course. 

To be lost in the bush is far from pleasant ; but to 
be lost on the plains at night is, if anything, worse. 
In the forest one has at least the companionship and 
shelter of the trees; while on the plains there is 
nothing but vast, lone lands, and stars that but a 
moment before had seemed so near and friendly, now 
distant and mocking. 

Valentine's consolation was that she could not be 
so very far from the homestead, as she had come to 
no fences in her roaming, and was, therefore, still 
in the home-paddock. Even did she have to spend 
the night under the open sky .she would, of a surety, 
find her way with the dawn-light. But a night on 
the plains! 

For another hour the girl wandered about the pad-
dock in a vain attempt to find the home track. 
Strangely enough, she was quite calm, even cheerful. 
Her coo-ees echoed throughout the night but 
brought no -response. She started to sing a little to 
herself, and when she had wandered a little further, 
stopped, and coo-eed again. 

With a sharp movement, she lifted her head 
higher. Was that an answer? She called again, and 
this time, from some distance to the left of her, came 
an unmistakeable echo in a man's voice. 

The girl swung round; but a wall of darkness rose 
before her till, like a fairy torch, a red light glim-
mered in the distance. Towards the lantern's guid-
ing light she hurried, calling again, and before long, 
she and Blake had met. 

The light flashed in her face. "Anything the 
matter?" asked the man, quickly. 

"Nothing much. I lost myself, that's all," was 
her reply. 

"In a home paddock? Well, you must be a cham-
pion, and no mistake." 

"It's so big," was her defence ; "and there's no-
thing whatever to show the way. I did not think 
for a moment that I could get lost; but " The 
sentence finished itself. 

"How long have you been In the habit of taking 
these evening strolls?" asked Blake. "And how long 
have you been out this evening?" 

"I don't happen to be in the habit of taking even-
ing strolls at all, else I wouldn't so easily lose my-
self," she answered. "This is the first time I've 
been out like this. I can't exactly say how long I 
have been out—since shortly after sun-down. Is it 
Midnight yet ?'' 

 

He smiled in the darkness. "Hardly. No more 
than ten o'clock—if it's all that." 

for"Ihtousrese .111"s  
to me that I have been roaming about 

He placed a hand under her elbow to guide her 
steps. "Be careful, Mrs. Amery. There's a burrow 
there." 

 

"I wonder if that is the one I tumbled over a 
Minute ago?" And she stepped carefully as she 
spoke. "I can't make out how it is that, after wan-
dering about so much, I couldn't strike the home-
stead or the cottage." 

"You have very probably been walking round 
them all the time. That's a habit of one who is 
lost," he answered. 

"I was walking in the opposite direction when you 
answered my call," she said. 

"AIM yet you couldn't have been more than half-
a-mile off then; but it's very confusing at night. 
You must be tired." 

"I am rather tired," she confessed. "I was be-
ginning to think that I'd have to spend the night on 
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the plains." She laughed, and, lifting the lantern, 
the man again turned it full on her face. Blake was 
amazed at what he saw there. 

There was no trace of sorrow or care; rather, she 
looked reckless, free, and full of life. By the light 
of the lantern her face showed vivid and alluring, 
and her eyes shone with defiance. Could it be pos-
sible, thought Blake, that she could be identical with 
the sad-faced woman he had met at Kooringlong 
during the drought? Considering her late illness, 
this night's experience should have left her com-
pletely worn out ; but instead of that, it appeared to 
have filled her with new, buoyant life. 

"If none had heard your call, Mrs. Amery, what 
would you have done?" Blake slowly lowered the 
lantern. 

"There would have been mi alternative but to 
have slept out here," she/replied. 

"Sleep out here—on the plains! Could you do 
that knowing that you were lost?" he asked, 
curiously. 

"Why not? It would be only till morning, and, 
after all, what are four walls?" 

"Shelter," he answered at once. 
"What shelter does one need a night like this—

as long as there are not too many wandering breezes. 
A cool breeze across the plains in the dark of night 
gives ono rather a creepy sensation." 

"Yet you called for help," he countered. 
They walked awhile in silence, then she laughed, 

softly: "I admit it. I was a bit scared at feeling 
so much alone. It seemed to me that I was the only 
living soul in the whole universe. And yet, some-
how, although I was a little frightened, I didn't 
altogether care. It was a bit sensational, yoti know; 
and I rather like sensations  Here is the cot-
tage at last, and it seems an age since I last saw it. 
Thank you, Mr, Blake. I hope you're not annoyed 
at my calling you out." 
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"I'm only too pleased to think that I've been able 
to help you," was his ,answer. 

Valentine forgot that she was the wife of his 
worker, and held out her hand, saying: "May I have 
the lantern for a second, please?" 

Ile handed it to her, and she turned it so that his 
grave face showed clearly in its light. What she 
saw in his eyes made her lower the lantern, and 
hand it again to him. 
, "I wanted to see your face," she said, lamely, and 
her voice trembled a little. 
„ "Perhaps I should have turned the light on it'Be- 
tore," he said, smiling a little as he had done before. 

"You turned it twice on me, you know," was her 
answer. 

"Yes," he returned, quietly. ``I wanted to make 
sure that I was speaking to Mrs. Amery; but you 
have not been at all like Mrs. Amery this evening. 
And yet," he added slowly, "I seem to know you 
better." • 

And she answered in the same tone: "Nor, strange 
to say; do I feel in the least like—Mrs. Amery." 

Who then?" 
"Valentine Hood—once again," was her low reply. 
Valentine Hood, without her old ideas." 
"That must be the reason why I feel that I know 

You better; for it seems to me that I have known 
Valentine Hood for some considerable time; ever, in 
fact, since her friend first spoke to me of her." 

Again there was silence for a space; till the girl 
spoke again: "I must go inside now. Thank you 
again, Mr. Blake, and good-night." 

"•Good-night," he answered; and turning, made 
towards his own home. 
_When the last glimmer of the lantern had died, 
Valentine closed the door, and made her way to her 
room. There she flung herself—all dressed as she 
Was—face downward on the bed; and remained thus, 
motionless, 

  

  



CHAPTER XII. 

ONCE again the world smiled for Valentine Amery. 
Once again she saw the sunshine. Freed for the time 
from her husband's influence, she seized with open 
arms—regardless of results—all chances of life and 
happiness that came her way. She did not permit 
herself to think deeply, and accepted eagerly the 
warm friendship offered by Mrs. Blake. If the 
weather proved agreeable, every other day found 
the two women driving along the road in one or the 
other direction, enjoying the freshness of the open; 
and the old lady wondered more than ever at the 
care-free nature of the girl who was Guy Amery's 
wife. 

"How long will it last, I wonder?" she said once 
to her son. 

He looked keenly at her. "Is that suggesting that 
it will not last, mother ?" he asked. 

She shook her head. ■ "I'm sure I don't know, son. 
The whold thing's complex. But really don't see 
how it can last for all time. The girl is naturally 
buoyant with life. Haven't you noticed it?" 

"Yes," was the man's reply. 
"I don't know whether she's afraid of her hus-

band, or whether she just gives in to him. Somehow, 
I don't think she's afraid." 

Blake crossed one foot over the other, and did not 
answer. There was a slight pause, till Mrs. Blake 
asked : "When is her husband coming home, Steve?" 

"Day after to-morrow, as far as I know," he 
answered. 

"Was there very much for him to do?" asked the 
mother, reflectively. 

"Back to the house for a second," was all the 
satisfaction he got. 
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"No, not very much. He has to attend to that 
Illob I sent down south about the Middle of the 
drought, that's all." 

"I remember." Changing the subject, she added: 
•Irs Amery will be along this evening. The fort-

;light she has been coming here seems to have done 
her the world of good." 

He merely nodded his head by way of answer, and, 
taking a pipe and tobacco-pouch from his pocket, 
Proceeded to fill the former. 

"The Melbourne sales will he along in a fort-
night's time," he said. 

"Will you be going down to them? But then, of 
course, you always do," remarked his mother. 

Having lit his pipe, Blake leaned one elbow 
against the mantelpiece, and gazed down at his 
mother, seated there in the rocking-chair before him. 

Very probably I shall go down—for part of the 
thineHite, at least. I'll send Amery ahead of ; me to get 

, fixed up." Suddenly he straightened him-
41f• "Well, the work won't finish itself, will it, 
11:tether mine? I had better be getting back to it." 

"You work too hard," she told him, smilingly. 
( ‘Why don't you get more men, my son?" 

``The number of men I had would make no differ-
ence as far as that goes. What would I do if I didn't 
Work?" he replied, answering her smile. 

That same evening
' 
 Valentine was sitting with 

knock and son in the dining-room, when a sharp 
knock sounded. Mrs. Blake rose from her seat and 
instant, the passage, opened the door. The next 
14stant, a man's deep voice was heard: 

uP 
"Good-evening, Mrs. Blake. Excuse..„my comin' 
here like this; but is the missus with you?" 

With a low exclamation. Valentine rose quickly 
10  her feet, and stared at 'Blake, who was sitting 
(11)Posite. 

He's back?" she said. 
"Seems like it," he answered, "Don't you trouble 

di 
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to move, Mrs. Amery. Just stay here, and I'll go 
out to your husband.* There's no need for you to 
hurry off just because he happens to have returned." 

But she was already outside the door, and the next 
minute was facing her husband. 

"Do you want me, Guy?" 
"Hullo ! There you are," he said; and bending 

his head, Amery kissed her cheek, a caress which she 
accepted as indifferently as it was given. 

"I thought that you must 've bin here," went on 
the man. "The cottage's all in darkness, an' no sign 
of life about the place except the cat." Then, seeing 
Blake standing in the passageway, he made a slight 
movement with his hand towards his hat. "Good-
evenin g, boss!" 

"Good-evening, Amery. You're ahead of your-
self," was the answer. 

"Yes. Quick work, eh?" was the confident reply. 
"Got 'em all up, too—the whole bloomin' mob, an' 
with still two days to spare. Good going, that. I've left 
'em at the yards for the night. I suppose they'll be 
alright there? Old Clifton '11 be along to see you 
first thing to-morrow." 

"Right you are. We'll see to them early in the 
morning. Had dinner ?" 

"Not yet. I had a. bite along the road, that was 
all. The missus here can come along and git dinner 
for me now." 

"Yes," said Valentine, moving from Blake's side. 
She tried to smile; but it was a nervous attempt. 
"I'll come at once, and get it for you. I had no idea 
you would be home this evening." She turned then 
to Mrs. Blake and the man who stood in the passage 
there. "Good-night," she said, and went off With 
her husband. 

A few yards from the house, the girl stopped. 
"Wait here, Guy," she said. "I won't be more than 
a minute." 

"Where are you goin' to now?" he demanded. 
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"Look sharp, then. I'm starving. I can't see why 
3'01.1 want to go back there again now, and 	" 

t  But Valentine was already half-way back to the 

The old lady opened the door at her knock. "Back 
again, my dear. Have you forgotten anything?" 

"No—yes—I want to thank you for your kindness 
' 0  me. You understand, don't you?" 

Blake had followed his mother out on to the 
erandah, and the girl looked across to where he, 

big and silent, stood. Once, he had been even as her husband was to-day—a hired worker. But he had 
been a battler as well, which her husband was not. 

Airs. Blake took the girl's hand within her own 
natd held it awhile. "Yes, dear. We understand.

, 
 W-eli

ont you?" 
Come and see us again very soon, 

Valentine lifted her head a little higher with a 
vague movement. She looked again at Blake, smiled 
' °/newhat wistfully at the old lady, and the next 
instant was hurrying along the path to join her hus- 
band, who was impatiently awaiting her return. 
,t7e thought dominating her mind was that Blake, 
than he had spoken no word, understood better , 

Ian the old lady. 
1, 	

W
And he did; for, as he closed the door, he said to 

his mother: "ell, my dear, it will be some little 
tr ine
u  
Lo faebeefhoimre .  you see Mrs. Amery here again." 

`Why do you say that, Steve?" she asked, turning 

The man placed his arm affectionately about her shoulders. "And you said that you understood, 
10,, other. Can't you realize why she came back like 
Ehat to thank you? Couldn't you read the look she 
gave as she turned away?" 

She was silent; and the man added: " 'Tis her 
husband who holds the ropes." 

She looked up at him. 
‘`Can't you see it?" he asked. 

■ 



Amery, leaning with folded arms against the 
table, critically watched his wife as she wiped and 
placed away the last dish. 

"You're lookin' swell, Val. More like you was 
when I first knew you. Strikes me that you ain't 
missed me none, eh?" 

Valentine turned and met his searching glance, 
laughing lightly. "Surely you're pleased to see me 
looking 'swell,' as you call it?" 

"Well, you certainly wasn't lookin' up to much 
before I went—more like a washed-out rag you was; 
but you're bloomin' now. Agrees with you bein' 
left alone, what? Looks jolly like it. I notice that 
y' never call out now about bein' lonely an' all 
that." 

She only laughed again. "Did you want me to 
weep and pine for your return?" 

"You can just cut that out of it, Val. No slingin' 
off! Tell me—how often did you see the Blakes?" 

"Pretty often," she replied; but she did not 
laugh this time, knowing that it would only set flame 
to the ominous quiet of his voice. 

"I thought•so. Was you down there every even-
ing—like you was the evening I come home?" Amery 
moved a little closer to her. His arms were still 
folded; his head bent forward a little. 

"Don't be foolish, Guy," quietly answered his 
wife. "Of course I was not there every evening." 

"Only 'pretty often,' as you said." 
"Not so long 	you told me to go there," she 

retorted ; "and now you're ready to complain of it 
because I do go." 

"I ain't a mug," he replied. "Things seem to 
have turned round a bit. You don't go to the home-
stead just because of what I said to you some time  

ago. Not you! Of course, every time you showed 
up, he was home?" 

"What do you mean?" She straightened herself, 
looking directly at him. 

"What I say!" he rapped. "How often did you 
see Blake?" 

"Guy! What do you mean? Do you realize what 
you are inferring?" 

"Damn well!" He caught her wrist in a strong 
grasp. "You haven't worn clothes like these you've 
got on, or worn your hair done that way, for a long 
time ; but as soon as I'm out of sight, back come y' 
fine ways an' y' fine looks. Oh, I'm blind, I am—I 
don't think! An' then a chap has to come home 
starvin' to an empty house, to find his wife gaddin' 
in style at the boss's place. Ask her how often that's 
been goin' on, and he's told 'pretty often.' What 
the blazes am I to make out from that?" 

"Whatever you like!" she flashed ;  angrily. 
me go! You're hurting my wrist!" 

"Whatever I like, eh? All right, I'll make a 
mighty big lot out of it, and I don't think I'll be 
very far off the right track, either—" 

"Mr. Blake—" 
"Blake can go to hell!" he exploded; "but I'll 

shape you, my fine lady!" 
"As you tried to once before!" she cried, boldly; 

but her lip trembled ever so slightly. 
He started a little, and released her wrist. Then, 

forcing himself to calmness, he said evenly, em-
phasizing each word by a tap of his finger on her 
arm: 

"You consider yourself hard done by when I'm 
around, don't you? But as soon as you've got me 
out of the way, you show a different spirit. Listen! 
Next week I'm goin' to the Melbourne sales, an' 
you're comin' to the city with me." 

"I'm not going to Melbourne," she answered. 
"You are! You'll come if I have to drag you; 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

the week following Amery and his wife were in 
t",e city. To Valentine it was like a return to an 
°Id dream—a dream she had thought never to face 
again—and it was forced upon her mind how far 
;Part from it she had grown; how much indeed 

Was lost to her. Nothing here had changed, the 
°1113r change was within herself. The Block still 
,elved the crowd of fashionable idlers The same 
uaildings were there; the same familiar names. All 
Was as she had left it. 
, The second day of her arrival she accompanied her 
husband to the heart of the city, and as she entered 

Watched 
of the stores, Valentine drew back a little, and 

watched the passers-by, something rose within her; a feeling of rebellion 
'gainst her present state of existence. Her throat 
_4eiled, and her eyes burned. She asked herself the 
,7011d-old question of why these things should be; 
," 1137 the city idler, care-free and indolent, should 
t4d life .so easy, and the path so smooth, while the 
keepers and makers of a nation should struggle and 
battle for existence in offices or in the back country? 
t he condemned this, and the one big step she had 
0,keia which had altered the whole course of her 

turning it on to a track that was anything but 
rpeoth. She thought of the great, silent plains and 

ha Blake. She thought of what might have been 
d her husband been true to her belief. 

Y A- Young woman had paused at her side and was 
oking closely into one .  of the shop windows. As 
alentine glanced half-abstractedly at her, she started, 
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an' if there's much cryin' out against it, I'll quit 
this job, an' git another; one that won't be so darned 
easy for you, my lady." 

She caught her breath, and her face grew a little 
whiter. To leave Diermorne and for where? 

"You couldn't do it, and forfeit wages," she said 
"Couldn't do it! I'd do it quick an' lively, let 

me tell you; and be damned to the wages, to you; 
and to everything else! I'd jolly well soon let you 
see whether I could do it or not! Now don't you 
forget it—you're comin' to Melbourne, or you knovr 
what to expect !" 

"Guy," she said; and the unexpected quietness 
of her tone and demeanor much surprised him. "You 
wouldn't hurt an animal, would you? I've never 
known you to be cruel to either a horse or a dog; 
yet the horses follow you, and answer to your 
whistle; and the dogs fawn—to you, who have never 
as much as laid a hand on them, unless to caress. 
She clenched her hands, and looked closer at hilul 
while her voice deepened. "Nevertheless, you'd 
bully and strike your wife. Am I less to you than 
a horse or a dog?" 

Slowly his arms moved towards her, and his eyes 
softened. It seemed for the moment that the appet° 
to his better nature had succeeded; when before 
his mind's eyes rose a picture of Blake, and there 
came the demon jealousy, which swept away his 
good impulses, and brought his bad passions to tile, 
fore. His arms stiffened, and his eyes hardened 
again. 

"Sometimes," he said, slowly, "you are less. But 
—who knows? Perhaps, when you come at 
whistle, and fawn to me—" 

He laughed as she turned and left him; but it 
was a cruel, taunting laugh. He knew that Ol e, 
was above him in every respect, as he also realise°, 
that Blake was a better man than himself ; and 
inwardly he cursed them both. 

■ 
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and the next instant had turned so that her back was 
to the other. 

The whole street, with the constant stream of 
traffic, waved mistily before her the voices of the 
city seemed as distant echoes. To escape observa-
tion she bent her head, pretending to look at some 
articles displayed in the shop window before her, 
though she saw not one article there. 

But she could not hold back. She remembered 
certain words Blake had once said to her—" She was 
a loyal friend"—and she felt herself giving way. 
The young woman had turned to move, when Valen-
tine, impulsively taking a step nearer, silently 
touched her on the arm. 

The other faced her, stared awhile, then ex-
claimed in deepest surprise : "Why, Valentine !" 

At the sound of the familiar voice, and the sight 
of a dear, familiar face, tears rose from Mrs. Amery's 
heart ; but she choked them back, and laughed some-
what tremulously. 

"Yes, Grace, it is I. Oh, it's good to see you 
again." 

"But Val—my dear old Val! It is such an age since 
I last saw you, or heard from you. I wondered 
what could have happened, for you ceased writing. 
What on earth are you doing now ? Are you back 
in town for good? You—look different." 

"Grace, how long is it since we really last saW 
each other ?" ' 

"How long? About three years, isn't it? But 
Val, what have you been doing to yourself, dear?" 

"About three years?" said Valentine, medita-
tively. "Is that all? And it seems ever so much 
longer—till I look at you. You are just the same, 
Grace. You haven't altered a scrap. But heaven 
only knows what has been happening to me. 
hardly know myself. What are you looking at me 
like that for ? Doesn't my costume appeal to you? 
It's not very striking, I know; but you must make 
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allowances Grace. It has seen a good deal of wear, 
summer and winter, during the last two years." 

"Don't talk like that, Val. I don't know you 
when you do. Oh, my dear, you have altered! Have 
You seen hard times?" 

"You are right, Grace. I have seen hard times." 
"You have left your sister, of course ?" 
"I haven't seen or heard from her these last 

two years." 
"But what—Come where we can talk together. 

There is a nice, quiet little tea-room in the Block 
Arcade  

"Thanks; but I'm afraid not. You see, I'm not 
alone but am waiting for my—waiting for—a friend 
--for someone." 

The eyes of the two girls met and held. Those of 
one were puzzling and searching; those of the other 
brilliant and restless. Valentine Amery made to 
speak ;  but, checking herself, remained silent. 

"Valentine," said her friend, kindly, "what is the 
matter ? Yoa 're beating against a storm, I can see. 
Won't you tell me? There was a time when you 
told me everything  

"Can I forget it?" Valentine turned her head 
a moment, then again faced the other. "Grace do 
You believe in class distinction?" 

"The old argument," replied the other smiling. 
I don't know whether I do or not. Anyway, what 

bag that to do with it?" 
"Everything. Listen! You remember what I 

was—how I held to the idea that all men were 
equal? I was a fool! I put it down to circum-
stances that he was inclined to be rough and-
"rumon, and told myself that he hadn't had the chance 
to be anything else ; but it was natural with him, 
and you can't alter nature. He was uneducated and 
rough-living. I saw ,on4y his good qualities, and was 
blind to his faults. Now, I see only his faults, and 
Cannot find his good qualities. I tried to raise him to 
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husband excused me, that's all. I saw you—from 
he window, and was too ashamed to go out." 
And she turned quickly away before the other 

tould prevent her. Grace Cameron watched her join 
he man who stood waiting outside an ironmongery 

Valentine 
and wondered what lay behind it all. Was 

 such a pessimist ? Then, remembering her 
Pend of three years ago—her dreams, her confi-
dences, and her ideals—she seemed to see the shatter- 

g of those old-time dreams, and, realising that 
Valentine had awakened to find ideals but clay, un-
derstood. 
,‘`And her husband works for Stephen Blake," she 
"'used. 

ihler mind flew back to an old scene ; to the time 
"vluen she and Blake had sat together on the roof 
fial'clen while dancers made merry below. What had 
e said "I would like to meet this friend of 

3r011rs." Well, he had had his wish; but— 
‘'Does he know ?" Grace asked of herself. 
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my level; but I think he is dragging me down to 
his, and I—I'm afraid." 

"Hush. Don't speak and look like that. The, 
people are staring at you. Whom are you speaking o f 
ever?" 

"My husband. Who else ?" 
"Your husband! You're married, then?" 
"And well do I know it ! Don't turn from go 

when I tell you he was working on my brother-in' 
law's farm when I met him." 

Grace hesitated but an instant, then, "Why should 
I turn from you?" she asked. 

Valentine clasped her hands a little nervously , 

"My own sister did, and you were always so parti .  
cular, you know—here he is, now. I must go." 

Grace Cameron's eyes were beautifully soft as 
they rested on her one-time friend, and her dark 
face was glowing. 

"Valentine, is that all you're worrying about se much?" 
"All! If you understood, you would think it quite 

enough. Good-bye, Grace. Think of me sometimes 
—not as I am; but as I was." 

"Valentine, tell me one thing: Are you afraid of 
your husband ?" 

"Afraid of him? No, I'm not afraid of him: but I 
am afraid of other things. I can't explain. I have 
just that fear." 

"Well, my dear, don't let it get the best of yo• 
Where is your old spirit?" 

"Heaven knows, Grace." 
"What is it, Val?" asked Mrs. Cameron, gently. 
"Do you remember when you and your husband 

visited Mr. Blake at Diermorne, and the man at the 
cottage there excused his wife from seeing you when 
you called?" 

"What on earth do yott know of it?" was the 
amazed question. 

"Why—only that—I was the wife at the cottage. 

 

  

     



         

        

   

EQUALITY ROAD 	 93  

"It was she," coldly replied the girl. 
"The devil it was! So you've struck it together 

at last, have you? What did she have to say to 

3r(3 1̀1̀ NVOthing." 
"Nothing! Must have bin mighty interesting, 

!hat." He rose and stretched himself. "You can 
toss in. I'm goin' to get a drink. You'll want to 
'e out early to-morrow morning to get that train. It 
'eaves about 6.30." 

lie sauntered across to the doorway, but suddenly, 
as if on impulse, stopped short, •  and turning, looked 
Steadily at the girl standing silent near the window. 

As she returned that look she saw again the 
ljerker on her brother-in-law's farm. The man that 
;tad then stood to her as all that was strong and 
helpful. He had been a lie. Whose fault was that? 
,Was it her own, or Nature's? She had thought she 
i.it'ved him; but it had been only loneliness, and mis-
'alien ideals. Who was there to blame but herself? 

Valentine left the window and, moving quickly to 
her husband's side, lifted her face to his. 

"Good-night, Guy," she said, softly, and there 
Were sudden tears in her eyes. 

then, 	
he looked hard at her upturned face, 

'len, bending forward a little, he kissed her twice. 
Good-night." 

Ills voice may have sounded a little gruff, but 
that was because he felt, at the moment, half-
ashamed of himself. 

Early the following morning Amery saw his wife 
), ff-  by the North-Western train. That she might 
Procure  a window-seat, they gave themselves plenty 

time 
, 'So long," said Amery, as the whistle blew. He 
''as standing on the platform close to the window, 
and she put out a hand. 

"tehave yourself while I'm away," she said, 

     

CHAPTER XIV. 

"YOU can get back home to-morrow, Val--back to 
Diermorne. I suppose you're pinin' for the old 
home, an' all that, eh?" Amery's smile was a trifle 
scoffing; but his wife did not observe that. 

"Back to Diermorne?" she repeated. "But why? 
I thought you said that you'd,be here at least a weep, 
if not longer." 

"I will, my dear wife ; but you won't. And don't 
forget to be home when I return this time. It 
don't suit me goin' home to a dark, empty house. 
No gallivanting, mind you that." 

He sat back on his bed and surveyed her. Their 
room was on the top floor of a second class hotel, and 
Valentine had been looking from the window to the 
street below. She now faced her husband, both her 
hands resting back against the window sill. 

"May I ask Why this sudden changing of plans?'' 
she asked. 

"You may, an' I don't suppose it will hurt me to 
answer. I want a change of company, that's all. 
the boss's comin' down here to-morrow, so you're 
going back. Savvy? When he's down here, it 
won't be no place for you. The two of you might 
be goin' gay together, seeing you hit it so well. Don't 
glare at me like that, as it don't improve 'your 
looks—and now, you turn your back on me. Well, 
that don't do no harm. It's a nice view from the 
window there, ain't it?" And he laughed. "By. 

 the way, who was that swell-looker you was talkie' 
to in Elizabeth Street to-day?- Looked like the wife 
of that preacher chap who called on you at Dier-
morne. Remember?" 
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Itlied of the 
ebit, be returning to Diermorne. I grew so 

"Well, mother won't be sorry to see you back. 
She was wishing only this morning that you had 
remained up there, instead of going to Melbourne. 
But, of course, quite understood you wanting a 
change to Melbourne when the opportunity came 
along. Which is your compartment?" 

He had taken the suit-case from her hand as he 
Was speaking, and now turned to the train. 

"I am changing my compartment," Valentine in-
formed him. "There were some men, pretty rough 
in manner—and I felt—I thought it would be better 
if I got another seat. But the train seems to be 
"very full." 

"You are travelling second-class, are you not?" 
he asked. 

 

"Yes." 
"I'm afraid that you'll find all the second-class 

compartments the same—as far as room is concerned. 
It's a pity you happened to get into that particular 
elle in the first place. Wait a bit, though; there's 
a  remedy. Where's your ticket ?" 
, "What are you going to do?" she asked, as she 
handed in to him. 
, "Change it for a first-class. Just wait a minute 
here, Mrs. Amery." 

 

And he left her, to return in the space of a few 
seconds. "That's all fixed up," he said, cheerfully: 

And• now for a good seat." 
"I never thought about changing the ticket," said 

`ralen.tine. "Mr. Blake, what was the difference?" 
"The difference?" he queried; then, letting her 

question go, he said: "Here we are. How will this 
suit you, Mrs. Amery?" 

He set her snit-ease on the rack above a corner 
seat. It was a first-class compartment, and there 
were but two other passengers occupying it—an 
elderly woman and man. 
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softly, with an attempt at pleasantry. He shook 
hands with her and stood looking 'after the train 
as it steamed out; then, thrusting both hands deep 
into his pockets, he strolled off the platform. 

The train sped on its way north-west, and the girl 
turned once again to the wide stretch of the plains. 
Every minute took her further away from the tur-
moil of the city; every minute took her nearer to 
the great silence. 

Because Blake was arriving in the city this day 
her husband was sending her home. She smiled to 
herself, then sighed.' 

"Oh, God," she thought, "how tired I am of it 
all!" Then added: "Not of life ; but of the world-- 
this world." 

After what seemed an eternity the train reached 
Bendigo, where it would wait, twenty minutes before 
resuming its way to the land of vast spaces. Taking 
her suit-ease from the rack, Valentine left the com-
partment, deciding to get a cup of coffee before 
securing another seat. She had left Melbourne with-
out having any breakfast, and felt in need of refresh-
ment, more so as her head was aching violently. 

Having had a cup of coffee and a sandwich, she 
was leaving the refreshment rooms, and, in turning 
towards the train, ran into Stephen Blake, whose 
train, on its way eitywards, had collie into the station 
on the other side a few minutes after her own. 

• Both stopped short, the man lifting his hat and 
exclaiming in a low voice: "Mrs. Amery! You here! 
I thought you were in Melbourne." 

"I was—till this morning," she answered ; "but 
have turned back." 

"Is your husband 
"He is still in the city, and is, of course, expecting • 

you this afternoon, Mr. Blake." She smiled a little 
mockingly. "He has grown very solicitous, and 
declared that the city does not agree with me, su 
kindly saw me to the train this morning. But I am 

9 1 
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„ "All aboard, please!! All aboard!!" called the Sita rd .  
11  Ashore, one," said Blake, laughing a. little as 
; moved off. "Now, don't forget Clegg, Mrs. aery. ,, 

fIe jumped from the train just as it commenced 
move out, and, looking after it, he muttered, as 

b e  drew his brows together: "Why is he sending 
her  home? What the devil  

The frown was still on his forehead as he stepped 
Ito the city-bound train. 
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"Oh, what a change from the other," murmured 
Valentine. 

"Now for some tea—or would you sooner have 
coffee? There's just about time for it," said Blake. 

"I had some just before I met you, thanks, .11Ir. 
Blake. Are you sure that you will not miss your 
train?" she asked, looking across the platform. 

"Positive," he laughed; "with half-an-hour to 
wait." 

"Mr. Blake," said Valentine, "how much extra, 
did you pay for my ticket? What was the excess?' 

He looked at her awhile in silence; then—"I don't 
see how that's any concern of yours," he said , 

 quietly. 
The girl's face coloured at the tone. "Oh, but it 

is. I cannot permit you to pay for that." 
"You cannot help yourself," he replied, and 

asked: "Is'it arranged how you are to get out to 
Diermorne from the station?" 

"My husband told me to go to Miller's livefi. 
stables and hire a man to drive me out," replied 
Valentine. She did not pursue the question of the 
ticket. The deliberate manner in which Blab 
avoided it prevented her from again referring to it. 

Blake was silent awhile, apparently in thought , 
 One hand was holding the rack; the other was in his 

coat pocket. 
"Look here," he said. Mr. Clegg is in. I was 

speaking to him this morning. He will be meeting 
this train and his way lies past the homestead. You 
know Clegg, of My-iammio t" 

The girl shook her head. "No, I do not knosv 
any of the settlers," she told him. 

"You can't miss him, anyway. A tall, iron-grey 
chap, with a scar across the right cheek. Just tell 
him who—where you're bound for, and he'll be only 
too pleased to run you out. He's got the best paly, 
of goers on the plains, and is himself a fine fellow. 

 

        

        

        



CHAPTER XV. 

THE following Saturday Blake and Amery returned 
together to Diermorne, to commence preparations 
for the shearing, the season being at hand. 

The yards and sheds were about a mile's distanc a 
 from the homestead and the men rode away every 

morning at sunrise, to return weary and hungrY 
at night. 

"When are the shearers expected to arrive? 
asked Valentine of her husband. He had just conic 
in after a long day in the saddle, and had not 
troubled to wash himself before sitting down to the 
meal she had waiting for him. He stretched one 
arm, leaned pack in his chair, and answered briefly :  

"Day after to-morrow." 
"Is everything ready for them?" was her ne% t 

 question. 
"Yes. We've been bringin' in the sheep and yard" 

ing them. I had to ride out to the Six-mile to-dal 
to bring in a mob. There's about 200 short; bil l 

 that ain't my ftineral. I didn't take the tally. 
up this cup, will you ?" 

She took the cup from his hand, and poured (W it, 
the tea. There was something she wanted to alr 
but she could not bring herself to speak the word s 

 on her mind, till her husband opened the way for he 
"The boss's got a cook comin' along, too. Sol e 

 chap from one of the stations across the border' 
Bangeree—Bangeroop—something like that, anyway' 
A pretty hard-doer, I believe he is, too. A couple 
of hard-doers are always welcome. They keep 
place alive, and this lay is gettin' dead slow." 
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sl "Yet I remember a time when you never felt it ow 
"Things was different then. That was before I 

,yoke  up. Wait till the cookie comes along, and see h  
0:cg things look up." 

And does the cook do everything ?" she ventured. 
„ tie continued his meal without answering. One 

think that her question required considering. 
the  where do the men have their meals?" she asked 

lie 	
" 

ph ieireed' s an eating_house near the shearing-sheds," 

And the cook attends to the meals and everything 

thne looked sideways up at her, moving a little so 
Kat, his elbow sent a knife clattering from the table. 
4'.,,a,rijog back his chair he stooped to pick it up, 

"„tig as he did so: 
That all depends. As a rule, the woman at the 

Wttag'e helps. In this ease, you happen to be the utrtan.  
A, Is it necessary that I should go up?" Her voice as low.  

ti lt 
don't see why you shouldn't," he answered. 

ti" will only mean a hand with the things at meal-
al,c• and will bring in a little extra cash, you know." 

commenced the girl, then stopped. She 
,w'Ise.d to picture herself in the stifling iron shed 
joTell did duty as an eating-house; pictured the 
aLig table, with coatless, perspiring, noisy shearers 
igtecl round it, and she attending to their wants. 

Leh 
 crowded iron shed in hot weather . . . rough 

• 	• 	. 	. 
clo you want me to help in that way?" 

h ,alkntine spoke slowly, still in that low tone. She 
eIched her husband closely; but he did not meet 

glance, and continued his meal. 
her  his heart he knew that he did not wish - to see 

"1' there, working for the shearers; but--" She 's 
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A shade of surprise crossed his face. "That is 
hardly necessary, Mrs. Amery. A man is coming 
who will attend to such things." 

He noticed the relief that chased the shadow of 
.doubt and nervousness from her face, and she 
laughed a little, slightly-tremulous laugh. 

"I was wondering, you see. I wanted to know—
to make sure. Thanks, Mr. Blake." 

She turned quickly, having no more to say; but 
he called her back: "Mrs. Amery." 

She faced him again, still smiling, a touch of 
colour in her usually pale face. The man took a 
step nearer to her. 

"Why did you ,come down here to ask that 
question ?'' 

"I just—wondered," she repeated. "I have heard 
that women who live on their—who live with their 
husbands on an employer's property—as I do, you 
know—usually help when there's shearing or any 
extra work being done. Isn't that true?" 

"It does not always apply," he answered. - "When 
—and where—did you hear that ?" 

Blake had not moved his eyes from her face. She 
was looking very girlish at that moment; not in the 
least like the apathetic wife of Guy Amery. She 
was embarrassed. Blake could- tell that by the way 
her eyes now met his, now looked beyond him; by 
the half-smile that hovered about her lips, and by 
her broken speech. It did not occur to him that 
his steady gaze in no Wise tended to set her at her 
ease. 

"Where did you hear that?" he repeated. 
"Hear what?" she asked; though she knew well 

enough what he was referring to; but she had no 
words to say in••answer, for she could not very well 
tell of her husband's words of the day befOre. 

"Never mind," said the man, then. `q can sur-
mise enough, if it comes to that. Your place is not 
at the sheds, Mrs. Amery—unless you would care 
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too dam' high," he told himself, "and wants bring-
ing down a peg or two. She ain't got no regard 
for me, and if I—just let her see—if she goes to 
the shed it'll take this uppishness out of her, an' 
then, perhaps, she'll look up to me a bit more. As 
it is she don't suit me with her high ways." 

So he thought, and then he answered her question: 
It won't hurt you, and, as I said, it will mean 

extra cash. You used to be .always at me at one 
time, askin' if there wasn't something you could do. 
Well, here's your chance now for something to do." 

"Things were utterly different then. You were 
not working for anyone. There was nothing I 
wouldn't have done then, when we had our own 
place, and things were in such a bad way. But you 
—you only laughed at me when I offered my help." 

"Well, then, I won't laugh when you give -  a hand 
with the things Over at the eating-house," he replied. 

The expression on her face changed to one of 
scorn as she turned away; but he called her back. 

"Here, Val! Give us some more tea! An' you 
needn't 'look like that, neither." 

"Would it hurt you to say 'please' when asking 
for anything?" she suggested, quietly. 

• It might; y' never know," he responded, easily, 
and stretched out his arm again.. 

Valentine was determined not to go to the sheds. 
Her husband had evidently decided that she should 
go; but •  she would make no further appeal to him. 
She would appeal elsewhere. 

She waited for her opportunity the next day, and. 
seeing Blake- ride up to the homestead, she closed 
the cottage door and made her way to him. 

He had just thrown the bridle over a post and 
was entering the gate when he saw her hurrying 
along the path, and awaited her coming. 

"Mr. Blake," she said, without preliminary, "am 
I obliged to go to the sheds and help with the 
rhea revs' meals?'' 
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to have a look at the men shearing; but as for the 
other—for heaven's sake get that idea out of your 
mind!" 

"Thank you," she said again; and this time he 
did not call her back. 

Blake had said that he surmised enough, and he 
surmised rightly. He felt indignation rise strong 
within him. 

"Is that all he thinks of his wife, a girl like that, 
with her refinements, that he would put her to work 
among a crowd of rough-and-ready shearers? Is he 
trying to humble her? It looks mighty like it. That 
girl hasn't the patience of any meek and mild 
Griselda, and she'll prove it one day, if he doesn't 
watch out." 

Blake was thinking, not of Mrs. Amery, but of 
Valentine Hood. 

The following morning, before setting out, Amery' 
said carelessly to his wife : 

"Well, to-morrow will see things humming' 
Everything's waiting, and the stores are coming 11P 
in the morning." 

Valentine moved to where he stood in the door -
way and looked over his shoulder and across the 
plains. 

"Well," he said again, without looking at her; 
"are you ready to do your bit?" 

"My bit?" she answered. 
"Ay, over yonder," and he nodded towards the 

direction of the sheds. "A mile ain't far. You ear 
easily walk there and back again." 

"Ares," she answered; "but as there's nothing t° 
take me there there's hardly any need for me to 
go, is there?" 

He swung round so that they stood face to face' 
"What d'ye mean?" he asked. 

"I am not going to the sheds, Guy," she said, 
softly, half-smiling. 

"The devil you're not !" 
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There is no need for me to go," was her reply. 
fròiǹOhe,h  ? isn't there? Where did y' get that idea 

‘`Xlr. Blake told me yesterday that it was not 
ileeessary for me to go near the sheds. He appeared 
""'Prised when I even mentioned it to him " 
t  The man's eyes narrowed. "So ye've bin talkin' 
° , 11ira about it, have ye?" 

" I
I merely asked him if it was expected of me 

told you yesterday what was expected of you! wasn't that enough? What right had you to put It 4iddnto ehimanvg'er.he flashed, and his face was white with 

,,,,:a,s her `Ele,eryquriiegthrte, psleye.ing that it most concerns me," 

settled it all yesterday that you 
'as' to go? Wasn't it?" 

I idWdedr,n't settle it." 
<< I 

 might have; but you're not my master, Guy." 
y' husband." 

hoes that give you the right to dictate to me and 'set down wo_ n  your commands?" 
156 1at, with an oath, he swung down the steps, 1.0  
°tinted the waiting horse, and rode off at a gallop. 

* 	* 	* 	* 
Shearing was full speed ahead. 

b„'very evening Blake returned to the homestead, 
11",1  Amery's movements were erratic. As often as 

' he would spend the night with the shearers. eu lhetimes he would return to the cottage in time 

before 
tea ; or, again, it would be close on midnight 

Was, his step was heard at the door. Valentine 
tta's, therefore, left much alone. Nor was she sorry. 
":,e.r husband made plans to suit himself and they 

fl her no less than they suited him. 
any a night rough laughter and loud talk drifted 

1 7 
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across from the shearers' huts to the cottage, and 
the girl, sitting on the• step, or perhaps seated art 
an open window, would lift her head a little higher 
and listen; for generally her husband's laugh rang 
the loudest and his voice the roughest. 

"He is enjoying himself," she would think. "It 
• is a long while since he has laughed like that." 

And whatever might be her feelings towards her 
husband, this thought pleased her—that she was free 
with her thoughts, while he appeared happy with 
the shearers. 

But up at the homestead, when the rollicking' 
sounds rang through the night, mother and son would 
regard each other, and the man would say: 

"He evidently finds more to keep him there than 
to take him home." 

While the mother, with a little smile, would 
answer : "Somehow, I do not think she worries het-
self much over that." 

And a frown would mark the forehead of Stephen 
Blake as he lost himself in thought. Who was tO:;; 
blame if these thoughts were of the girl at the 
cottage, while at the same time her thoughts were 
of the man at the homestead. Human nature i s 

 strong; but between the two,. like a colossal statue, 
 stood the man who made merry at the shearers' huts• 

CHAPTER XVI. 

tilents, a deep horse-shoe marking his forehead. "I 

that
ndPatience was apparent by her attitude. "I said 

t
'jog like that; so I think I'll go." 

'Poke, and throwing a match upon the floor. 

s 'tiP with them to-morrow evening." 

\ ' ire• "It is a long while since I have been to any- 

guitig," he said, - coolly, lighting a cigarette as he 

11,* to the boss!" 
tRight you understood that I won't have you speak- 

t itTY, Mrs. Blake has asked me to go to the town- 

‘` 1\10 doubt." 

,Valentine looked up inquiringly. "Why not?" 

`` What's the call there?" asked Amery.. 
"'There's to be a social in the hall," replied his 

`Because -  it don't happen to suit me, that's why 

`You annoy me," quietly answered the girl; but 

` Nell, you can just unthink it, for you ain't 

!" He swung round with one of his abrupt move- 

Iiut he'll be there, won't he?" 
Arm. Blake, not her son, has asked me to go." 

Then that settles it. You ain't going." 
you object so much to my;  going with Mrs 

Vt(1  Mr. Blake, perhaps you will take me yourself ?" 
" asked, quickly. 

Not 
to  `It is not often that I go out, and I would like 

go, Guy. Won't you take me to-morrow even- 14; 9,, 

I: 11am,  it all ! I can't be bothered with these 

` No, you  would sooner play cards with the 
105 
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shearers, I've no doubt. I am going with Mrs. Blal>e , 
 then." 

"I don't think so," he said. 
"I'm going whether you thing so or not," sh e 

 said, determinedly. 
"You've got to remember that you're my wife , 

 and these people employ us. We're dependent ell 
 them, don't forget." 

"There's no need for the reminder. But for to' 
morrow night, at least, I am going to try and forge t 

 it. You may not be equal to them, but don't 
forget, I was." 

He took a hasty step forward, then stopped' 
"Maybe you was; but you have come down a Peg 
since them days, remember," he sneered; the ), 
changing his tone, he said, evenly and slowly: 
you go to-morrow night, you'll be sorry for it." 

"Yes?" 
"You'll be sorry for it," he repeated. 
She laughed a little. "Why, what will you (1° 

 that I'll be sorry for it?" 
"I'll thrash you!" he said, quickly. 
"How absurd you are!" retorted Valentine. 

not a child: but mistress of my own mind all 
opinions. Thrash me!" 

"I mean it!" he cried. "If you'd been a to° 
I'd have belted you long ago." 

"If I'd been a man you wouldn't have had th e 
 chance—you wouldn't have dared," was her answer, 

 and she laughed again; "or if you did, you'd b5' 
regretted it." 1 

"By heaven! Don't you laugh at me, Val! 
mean what I say !" 

"So do I. Whatever you say makes no differenc e 

 to me," she replied. "I have made up my mitt' 
and I am going." 

And before he could answer she had left the room' 
Taking up his hat Amery left the cottage, slallr 

ming the door after him, then walked smartly t °.  
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Wards the shearing-sheds. Hearing him go out, 
Valentine came again from her room and, opening 
the door, stood on the lower step, looking across the 
Plains.  

Under the clear, starlit sky, they stretched far—
far beyond, and the stillness of the night was pro-
found. In the silence of the plains there is a void; 
but in the silence of the forest there is mystery and 
beauty. Such is the difference. The one is as the 
silence of forsaken lands; the other, the silence of 
reverence. 

Valentine Amery, standing on the step of her home 
there, wondered—as she ever wondered—at this 
country which held her. It seemed that nothing 
could be hidden here, where even the true nature 
of man asserted itself. 

The cry of a single Curlew sounded through the 
light ;  then all was again still and deep. 

The moon had risen, and on every hand stretched 
the plains—vast, fiat, and seemingly without end. 

A wandering breeze played for a moment about 
the girl's head, and with its coming, she felt a quick 
thrill as of new life, such as had come to her on 
the night she had wandered out on to the plains; 
and a great longing came anew to her to roam into 
the night; just roam—on and on to the world's end. 
It was the call of- the clear sky, the open lands, and 
the moonlight. 

The hour was one of rest and peace; but no peace 
Caine to Valentine Amery. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

AMERY returned to the cottage late that night, 
making as much noise on entry as possible. Valentine 
heard first the door slam, then the clatter of a chair 
as he knocked against it, and the grating of the table 
as he pushed it to one side, before tramping heavily 
into the passage. It was enough to tell the girl that 
he had returned in no pleasanter a mood than he 
had gone out. 

In the morning Valentine was up with the sun to 
prepare breakfast for. him before he departed to the 
sheds for the day's work. Scarcely a word passed 
between them, though the girl made -  an attempt at 
one or two cheerful remarks, but his gloomy spirit 
acted like a damper on the atmosphere. 

Having breakfasted, he took his hat from the chair 
where he, had flung it the night before, and went 
out. He did not return for tea, and his wife, leaving 
the meal set in case he should conic back, made ready 
for her ,evening's outing, and was waiting when 
Blake and his mother drove up to the cottage for 
her. 

"Is your husband inside?" asked Mrs. Blake. 
"No," was the girl's answer; "he must be still 

at the sheds, for he has not been home for tea. But 
I have left it all prepared for him should he be back 
this evening." 

No further word was said, and the girl, having 
seated herself at the side of Mrs:Blake, they drove 
off. 

It was past midnight when they returned. Blake 
let his mother down at the homestead before driving 
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his , Amery up to the cottage. As the buggy, he said, briefly: 	
,she stepped from t   

ea 1 'm glad that you followed your own mind and 
Irie along with us this evening." 
, ` flow'? she asked, looking up at him. 

ha  the  man bent forward a little. "Was your bug-

41huop, lehaseedaskaet dt. he thought of you 'going out to- 

h hy 
not?" she asked, in turn, though she . felt 

'"!. face Warm. 
th`1 Why not? You yourself can answer that better 
A 11  I can. Forgive me .  for being personal, Mrs. 

oal

ehryed, but it was Pleasing to see you play your 
",t1  hand this evening. Good-night." 
:Good morning !" she emphasised. 

ud good morning it 'is," he answered, and 

attitude  she, forgetting that Amery'S domineering 

o 1,t,lIde could not help but be apparent to the two t  
f  the homestead, wondered how much they knew 

h the relations existing between her husband and 
"self. 

it „ erything in the cottage was just as she had left 
th Lilerefore it was evident that Amery was spending 
f4 11ight with the shearers, and Valentine, having 
fotbened the door, entered the bedrooth and prepared 

h a  few hours' rest. Hardly had her head -touched 
Pillow than she was fast asleep. It  

0
:td*wis:essthe evening of the day following before 
;terY returned to the cottage. Roughly pushing 

, ael ll  the door with his foot, he entered, to find that 
th"-entine.had finished her tea and was placing away 

Pct. with  one moment the two faced each other; she 

hi and 
furiotewenrtianign esyme si e on her face, he with set 

the 	you 	your tea?" Valentine's voice broke 
silence. 
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men he spoke, shortly : "Never mind my 
You went with Blakes last night." 

"You knew that I was going," she replied. 
"I told you you wasn't to go!" 
"But I told you I was going. Be reasonable, 6 1-1 Y' 

if you can." 
"It's no good arguin' with you," he said. 

told you plain that you wasn't to go. That iv! 
enough." 

She did not answer, but in silence folded the table' 
cloth. 

"It's about time you learnt that I'm master here, 
went on the man, and he moved nearer to her. 

Still Valentine did not answer. She felt that vkha',' 
ever she might say would be useless. She knew Del 
husband's temper. Putting the cloth away in i° 
place, she closed the cupboard door. 

"So you won't answer me, won't you? Why did 
you go out last night, eh? I'll teach you!" Amery. 
voice had quickened, and his eyes gleamed 
anger. 

But the girl could hold back no longer. "'read 
me !" she answered, scornfully. "flow? As yo 
threatened last night, I suppose. Thrash me!" 

Her words and attitude fanned the flame. "Sill 
you look for it, you'll get it!" he cried. "I  toll 

 you I would, an' it's what you need to put you iS 
shape—a good tanning." 

"I'm not afraid of you!" she flung back at him. 0  
"You're not, ain't you ? Then here it is for you! 
He snatched a short riding-whip from a peg where' 

on it hung, and advanced. As he neared her, the 
light in his eyes frightened the girl for the momen t' 
so that she threw out her hands, crying sharply: 

"Don't touch me ! Don't come near me!" An 
she sprang to the other side of the table. 

Amery paused, then gave a short laugh. 'I!  
sound of that . taunting laugh steadied the girl 
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erves so that, when he came round the table she 
uld not move, but, with head upheld, faced him. 

"Listen," she said in low, even tones. "If you 
have to touch me with that whip, I swear that I'll 
'aye absolutely nothing more to do with you." 

Por one minute her earnestness checked him; then 
again laughed and, lifting the whip, brought it 

gown across her shoulders. 
1, It was by no means a heavy blow, far from it ; 
't with the ignominy of it, Valentine felt as though ,11   

cut her in two. Without moving she took it, and 
the two that followed, without the slightest protest ; 
VA her face was white, and her eyes brilliant. 'lb 
ue whipped—like the merest cur  
„ -With a curse Amery suddenly flung the whip to 
the  and turned from her. 

"Have you finished?" asked his wife, and her voice 
Was quite steady. 

Ile did not answer, and, moving past him into the 
Passage, she entered the bediroom, locking herself in. 

A few minutes later he knocked at the door. 
N'al-4 was riled—Val--" 
Rut the girl's cool, deliberate voice came in answer : 
"Keep away. I have finished with you." 
"Val!" There was a note of apology in his voice. 
Rut she had said all she had to say, and he received 

ne further answer. 
, Amery waited a moment, tried the handle, put 
he shoulder to the door, and—did not push. Slowly 
'le turned away, with set lips and lowering brows. 

Some time later, after he had gone across as usual 
I° :loin the shearers, Valentine came out of her room. 

bright 
face was still white, and her eyes unnaturally 

 ; but there was a look of determination about 
Her as she Closed the cottage door behind her and 
Walked towards the homestead. 

Mrs. Blake was sitting on the verandah and her 
son standing below the step when the girl entered 
the gate, They both looked across at her, the woman 

ca 

40 
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rising and giving her a cheerful good-evening, which 
she answered. She declined the chair Blake offered , 

 and, without preliminary, explained her errand there•. 
"It's a favour I have come to ask. I wish to ge t 

 to the station to catch the first train for the city 
tomorrow, and I Was wondering if you could le t 

 me have a horse and jinker. I could get one of tli,e; 
men in the township to bring it safely back to yoo. 

They watched her, wondering, and it was Mrs' 
Blake who said: "I don't quite understand. Are 
you going away on a holiday, Mrs. Amery?" 

Valentine smiled a little. "A long holiday. I 
am going away—not to return." 

"But Ainery has said nothing whatever of this t° 
me," declared Stephen Blake. 

Valentine faced him. "He does not know," she 
said 

And then they understood. 
"But,. my dear," gently protested the old lad3c., 

"don't you think that you're doing an unwise thing , 
 Think of all it means: of the big step you are 

taking  
" IFe whipped me this evening," quietly interrupted 

the girl. 
"What!" The exclamation came from Blake, Ilia 

mother only stared at the girl. 
"It's true,"- said Valentine. "I felt like a—dog." 
`tGood Lord!" Blake took a hasty step forward' 

then checked himself. His eyes were dark, and his 
.hands clenched by his sides. 

- There Was silence. Mother and son looked at each 
other in the dim light, and then at the girl who stood 
straight and still - before them. 

"You have been so good to me," she said, "that 
you, have 'encouraged me to ask this of you. I have 
no one else to go to." 

"What if we hold back the horse and linker?' 
said the man, slowly. 
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"Then I shall walk the distance to the station," 
said the girl. 

"There will be no need for that," said the old 
lady. "The horse and jinker will be ready for you 
in the morning." 

"Forgive the question, Mrs. Amrey, but how do 
You stand for money? If you are in need of any I 
should be only too pleased to assist you. Don't be 
()trended. It is the offer of a friend." 

"I am not offended, Mr. Blake, only thankful to 
You for your offer. But I have managed to save a 
little since coming here, so have enough to keep me 
going for awhile, till I can find work." 

"Tut won't your husband try to prevent you from 
going?" asked Mrs. Blake. 

"He will not know till it will be too late to stop 
?Tie. He is with the shearers to-night, and most 
Probably will not return to the cottage till to-morrow 
night 

Blake came forward, taking the girl's hand 
in hers. "Oh, my dear, I'm sorry—so sorry!" 

"Yon 	expect me to stay—after that?" said 
Valentine. 

 

"Perhaps it is wrong of me to say it, but I cannot 
blame "  for going. 

"I must go back now. No—I won't stop. Shall 
see you to-morrow morning?" 

, We shall both be here to see you off," was the 
kindly answer. 
: ufltesr she had gone, Blake said to his mother : "I'd 

tee] justified in shooting a man like that. To think 
that he whipped her—whipped her !,, 

it happened that, when Amery returned to 
Ple- cottage the following afternoon, it was to find 
hiti wife gone. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

AND so, as Valentine Hood, the girl returned once 
again to the city ; but it was not the city she had 
hitherto known. Her world there had previously 
been south of the Yarra ; she now made it north of 
the river, for she was starting a new life, trying to 
forget the old. She had found no difficulty in 
securing a position, and the one she now held, as 
doctor's attendant, suited her well. The hours from 
nine till five, being taken up with her work, left 
her still plenty of time for herself, and she boarded 
in a cheap, though clean and homely enough, 
boardinghouse in one of the suburbs. 

Valentine kept much to herself and made 110  
friends, though there were times when she welcomed 
the companionship of the woman of the house and 
her daughter, a common, good-natured girl of 
Valentine's own age. 

Though they made every effort, with the natural 
curiosity of their kind, mother and daughter had 
failed completely in drawing the newcomer out of 
herself, and formed their own ideas about her, the 
while treating her with every respect. 

Once, driven by sheer loneliness, Valentine had 
actually accepted the daughter's invitation to a 
local picnic ; blot she had derived but little enjoy -
ment and companionship from it, after all. The 
other girls might not object to having men's arms 
about their waists and receiving occasional caresses , 

 but Valentine kept herself aloof, thereby making 
herself feel wretched and disagreeable. She dis-
couraged any attempts on the part of the men to be 
friendly, so that their good-natured intentions to 
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make the girl feel more at her ease failed completely. 
Valentine was more than glad when the day was 
done, and the party arrived home once more. 

"I am afraid that y ,ou didn't enjoy yourself very 
much to-day, Miss Hood," said Dora Oreen, the land-
lady's daughter. 

"If I didn't it was my own fault, I suppose," 
replied Valentine, smiling a little. 

The other girl put her head to one side and caught 
her hands behind her back. 

"Well, you know, you ain't our class, that's just 
What it is. It was mother who said that I might 
ask you to go to the picnic ; but neither of us thought 
that you really would, so you gave us a surprise. 

willing to bet anything that its the very first 
time you've ever been to a picnic like the one you 
Was at to-day. You'd be far more used to motors 
than to vans, eh?" 

"By no means," replied Valentine. "I am more 
used to tramcars than to either vans or motor cars." 

"Of course, you tell us that, but we ain't blind to 
You, you know," was Miss Green's answer; and the 
Words were accompanied by a sly little wink. 

But Valentine only laughed at her and said -no 
More. 

Sometimes the girl would find her way to the back 
Premises of the house and enter the kitchen there, 
Where Mrs. Green and her daughter might be busy 
among the dishes, and then there would be three 
Pairs of hands at work. There were three other 
boarders beside the girl, but she seldom saw them 
since they left the house before she breakfasted and 
had their tea later, before spending the evening out. 

One evening, having left her work somewhat later 
than usual, Valentine decided to take a short cut 
homeward through one of the back streets. It was 
long,fairly narrow, and ill-lit, and she hesitated a 
moment before entering it. 

She was not half-way along it before she saw three 
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Then, with a "Hands off, 	! Go easy, man!" he freed the arm from the other's grasp. 
Equality Road. 
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111°11  walking• towards her. She could hear their 
d eep voices and see their dark figures. As they drew 
nearer the girl quickened her step, and the three. 

Iv a() had dropped their voices to a lower tone, watched 
i ler curiously as she approached ; but she looked 
leYond them and straight ahead. 

A8 they passed, the man nearest to her—a sturdy- 
:1110'w dressed in dark, with the front of a soft, 
White shirt showing, and his hat pushed back a little 

rushedd her own, and at the same mom
h
ent he gave 

ti  very soft whistle, audible only to the girl. But 
the man next to him, dropping back a step, caught. t  
' le girl roughly by the arm. 

thThrowing back her head she stopped and faced 
I 'm, whereat the one who held her arm moved ( 

Qser to her, leering into her face. 
'lit one hasty glance showed Valentine the most 

presentable-looking one of the three to be he who 
ad brushed her arm in passing, and with a look, 

and a slight gesture of her hand; she made a volun- 
tary appeal to him. 

that 
Re hesitated but an instant before responding to 
at appeal; then, with a "Hands off, Rip! Go 

easy, man!" he freed the girl's arm from the other's 
4rasP, and held it in his own strong hand. 
:`bon't be frightened, miss," he said, reassuringly. 
Ws all right." 

I am not frightened," she answered him; "but 
wish you would let go of my arm." 

• He released her, while the man he had addressed 
a s 

 
Rip started to remonstrate. 
` ,Steady on, son," came the, good-natured reply. 

this 
 

young lady ain't used to rough handlin'." 
‘valentine turned hastily to resume her journey 

ally be free of such uncongenial companions, but she 
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hesitated at sight of a party of noisy revellers vill ° 
 now stood along the road. Two of the men near 
 her grinned, but the third, taking in the situation, 

 said quickly and determinedly, as one who sudden13' 
makes up his mind- "I suppose you're goin' to the 
end of this here street, miss?" 

"Yes," replied she, briefly. 
"You're scared of them chaps along there, ain' t 

 you'?" he said. 
"I don't know that I am exactly scared of them 

but still--I don't much like the idea of passing 
them." 

"That's all right. I think I understand. Y° 11 
 needn't try to explain, y'know. I say! Would yo 

object to my company to the end of the street?' 
Her hesitation was but momentary, while she  

glanced keenly at him, as though piercing the gl000l 
 in an attempt to see his face more clearly. 

"I would thank you for it," she said, then, solo e' 
what shortly. 

"Right you are!" He turned to the other ti 
who were waiting in silence, with an occasion °, 
knowing wink at each other. "I'll meet you 
at the top corner," he said, and, without a worn' 
they continued their way. 

The girl's escort took his place at her right hand,; 
"Do you know," he said, "a girl like you shouldn 
be walking along a street like this—alone, and 
night'?" 

"That's my concern. Besides, it's only cumin" 
as yet," she returned. 

"What's the odds, anyway—evening or night? 
he replied. 

"Evidently there are none in a place like this , 
 she coldly replied. "I just took this street as 

o, 
 

short cut." 
"If you'd chosen any other night but pay night 

it might have bin all right," he informed her; "b lit 
 take a bit of advice from one who knows and don " 

try a short cut like this again." 
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"From 'one who knows'?" she repeated, turning 
to face him. 

He laughed softly. "Oh, I know all right. Don't 
I look as if I do'?" 

"I don't know what you look like in the ordinary 
light, I am sure, but in this—what I can see of you—
You look something better than these." 

They passed the crew of noisy revellers, who stared 
hard, laughed, and threw coarse banter. Two of 
them moved forward, with the obvious intention of 

.1oPping the man and girl; but one of them, ap-
Parently recognising the girl's companion, stopped 
short, muttered to himself, and fell back again, drag-
ging his companion with him, and saying a word 
to the others—a word which had the effect of 
silencing their coarse tongues. 

When the two reached the corner, Valentine 
looked up at the man before her. All the light of 
the corner lamp, dull though it was, seemed to fall 
On him as, hands in pockets, he stood there. It 
showed good features, and mocking eyes; but bitter 
lines were about the cruel, strong mouth—till he 

In spite of herself the girl found herself saying 
curiously: "You surely would not class yourself as 
one of those men we passed along the road, would 
You?" • 

"I am one of them," he answered, somewhat in 
surprise. 

"No, you're not," she contradicted; "else you 
wouldn't have helped me this evening, as you have 

done . ,,  
, "Oh, hang it all! We ain't all rotters!" he 'said, 
half-angrily. "A lot of the chaps here haven't been 
in quod." 

"Have you?" she asked. 
"You bet! But it don't trouble me at all," he 

said, carelessly. 
"For what have you been gaoled, then ?" 

1 ,  
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"For knockin' a bloke on the head when I wa ,' 
happy and a bit tight for cash. You needn't loop 
at me like that I ain't going to knock you on the 
head ! I ain't  that bad that I'd harm a woman, 
anyway ;  especially if she's straight, and I can see 
you 're that." 

Without exactly knowing why, she said, slowly , 
 as though curious to get his opinions: "How do you 

know I ant 1' 
lie looked sharply at her. "Know!" he exclaimed. 

"By the looks of you and by the way you speak. 
Besides, didn't I give you the office back there in 
the street a bit? You didn't take it, did you? 
awake. 'There's no need for you to be afraid." 

"I am not afraid," she answered. "Thank v on, 
for your assistance. I'll take your advice and not 
try short cuts like this in future. Good night." 

"Good night," he answered. 
He did not raise his hat, or as much as move his 

hands from his pockets. For one minute he watched 
her as she walked smartly along the street. Sud-
denly lie laughed shortly to himself, murmuring: 

How do I know she's straight? Strewth !" 
Thep he turned back to rejoin the two who awaited 

him at the top corner. 	 • 
This man, known as "Devil" Blair, was 

hardest drinker, the hardest fighter, and the 
staunchest mate north of the Yarra. A man whose' 
word was his bond, who would kill another man 
without compunction, but forfeit his life sooner than 
wilfully harm a woman : a dare-devil, ever under 
the eye of the police; a. leader in the back streets: 
a man whom his comrades declared to be "the very 
devil." 'So had he earned his name. 

Such was the man who acted as Valentine's guard 
this night, and as she went her way the girl Liund 
herself thinking: 

"He'd scorn to harm a woman. I wonder if he 
is very kind to horses and dogs?"  

°NE evening, when Valentine was sitting in her 
;-'eoni sewing, a knock sounded on the door, and, at 
her answer, Dora Green entered. 

Dora was resplendent in frills and lace, with a big 
eoloured ribbon-bow in her hair, and an extra touch 

) f.  (i  powder on her nose. There was a note of em- 
atrrassment in her voice as she addressed Valentine. 

"I say, Miss Hood. I'd like you to meet my young 
111, an. Would you mind—if I asked you—he's down 
in the best room now." 

"But haven't I net him before?" asked Valentine. 
"Oh," said Dora, scornfully, "that was the other 

e„, 1a1). I've given him the go-by. Ile was no good. 
100  dashed mean to suit the likes of me. This is 
another one, and I'd like to give you an intro. Will 
Y011 ? Be a sport." 

"Do you mean that you'd like me to come with 
3'°1-1  now and meet him?" Valentine asked. 

"That's if you wouldn't mind, you know." 
"Of course, I don't mind." Valentine rose from 

hex' Nair, put down her work, and followed the other 
girt 
I, 

 
They entered the "best room," and a young man 

,se from a chair in the corner of the room. Miss 
"Ora Green performed the ceremony of introductions. 

thought so," the youngg• man told himself: while, 
ti  her turn, as she ,, ,ave a reserved "How do you do?'' 
u
l

l, e girl wondered what it was about the man before 
101.  that struck her as being vaguely familiar, and she 
resented the way in which he stared at her. 

Cecil Smith had a rather weak face, dark hair, and 
icy 
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restless eyes—except when they looked at Valentine 
or Miss Green. He affected a wit at which he himself 
laughed uproariously;  but which annoyed Valentine, 
while it was evident that Dora thought him a remark -
able, humourist. 

After the space of a few minutes, Valentine wished 
them good-night, and left the room. 

"Well?" said Dora Green, in a low voice, after the 
other girl had gone out. 

"It's her, right enough." And Mr. Smith nodded 
his head. 

"And you say that she walked down Grady Street 
with Devil Blair?" asked Dora. 

"Yep. But none o' your gassin', Dora. Keep this 
to yourself. You know what Blair is, an' I ain't none 
too keen on bangin' inter him." 
. "Oh, you needn't be afraid," answered she. "I 
don't talk. But she don't look anything like that 
sort, all the same. I can't understand it. You was 
walking with Gunner Grey and seen them—Devil 
Blair and Miss Hood?" 

"Didn't I tell you before that I was—that I seen 
'em?" There was a note of impatience in the tone. 

"Yes—of course, you did. But are you sure it was 
Miss Hood you seen with him?"  

"Perhaps there are a few more like her sort knockin 
about here, eh?" 

The slight sneer stung Dora. "I don't believe it 
was her, so there!" she said, sharply. "I don't believe 
'she's a scrap like that at all. It was someone else 
you saw. It must have been!" 

"All right, then; please yourself about it. I ain't 
makin' no fuss. You know best. You seen 'em-- 1 

 didn't; so take it your own way," he said, satirically. 
But it was quite evident that Dora didn't know' 

how to take it. 
Valentine had come to the conclusion that she had 

been mistaken in thinking that she had seen Cecil 
Smith before. How was she to know that he was  

ki.1(1101Wedrrh  n onteheRisp  ? streets as "Ripper" Smith, commonly 

Of course, Smith lost no time in informing Blair 
°;', his new discovery, and he did this as though the 
in for mation were of the greatest value and secrecy. 

She boards with the Greens—I met her last night 
her name's Valentine Hood. A flash handle, 

eh, what?" he said. 
, But Blair received the information coolly. "You 
should have been a 'tee, Rip," he said. 

Ripper  Smith received the doubtful compliment in 
Rile/ice.  • 

Goes 
"Anyway," continued the other, "what the hell 

,ehredr stsmhmeitahbtt.oearrdtsovr ,e a or to me who the girl is or 

` `Thought you might like to know, that's all," mut- 

t  "If ever I want to know anything I can find out 
„,1)1' myself," was the answer. "I don't want you to 
make yourself busy on my account." 

"Then you already knew what I told you a minute 
4° ? "  asked the other. 

1̀`N kw.,on, oId,id n 't, " answered Blair, "and didn't want 
either. I don't want to go huntin' up the name 

alld address of every bloomin' girl I see." 
But I thought—she's different from the others, 

0I 

  

`Zen 
was 

 all h  l 
the 

et the rmoorrt, 	 r more reason why you should let her.  

Ripper  Smith muttered something unintelligible. 
"`What's that?" quickly asked Blair. 
And the othei answered, sullenly: "I said that 

them . , , 
are two kinds o' fools, an' you're sure one of 

til rn. ,, 
," There are three kinds of fighters, and I '111 the 

Whole ban°. lot! ' An' if you wasn't half-tight, or if 
ti.;wasn 't sober, I'd soon prove it. And look here, Rip, 

ll Prove it mighty quick now if you don't just shut 
`'ourmouth !" 
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He advanced threateningly, and Rip said no more 
He knew Devil Blair.  

Dora Green's restless mind demanded sati,sfactio° 
of some sort since Smith had told her of Valentin e 

 and Blair, and there seemed to be but one way "f 
 obtaining it ; so, one clay, she asked of Valentine: 

"Miss Hood, do you ever pass Armstrong Brothel''' 
on your way to and from work?" 

dcin 't know that I do, I'm sure. Who are 
strong Brothers`:'". was the reply. 

They have yards—carrier-yards—near Grad} , 
 Street, where lack Blair works. Didn't you kilo" 

that?" 
" I know Grady Street well enough; but who 0 0 

 earth is Jack Blair?" laughed Valentine. 
Dora was more puzzled than ever. "You must hare 

a double, Miss Hood," she said, slowly. "Do yoll 
 know what I have heard?" And she laughed as 

though the thing were unbelievable. 
"What have you heard?" asked the other girl' 

looking curiously at her, a wondering frown on her 
forehead. 

"That you and Jack Blair was seen walking• 
gether down Grady Street," replied Dora. 

"Wherever did you hear that?" asked Valentine' 
surprised. 	• 

"I just heard one of the men say it. He seen you, 
said Dora, guardedly. 

Valentine was beginning to see light. "Wait 0 
moment. Tell me just when it was, and what tliI 
Jack Blair is like." 

"It was one evening a. couple of weeks ago—on e 
 Friday evening. And, Jack Blair's—well, he's the 

hardest-doer going; a don't-care sort of fellow. Th e 
 men call him Devil Blair. He's a big chap, not dart` 

or fair—just medium colour, you know. He's got eyes 
that look as if they're making fun of you all the 
time, but not in a nice way—as if he's slinging 0 1-r 
at you, you know : and he's got a hard mouth —1) 11 f' 
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lovely  teeth. He nearly killed a man once, and was 
gaoled for it. He's a driver for Armstrong's." 

` 'It 's all right," said Valentine, understanding now, 
and laughing a little at Dora's description of the 
Man. "I'll explain this little affair that seems likely 
to ruin my reputation." 

And she did; though she did not mention that she 
now knew Cecil Smith and "Rip" to be one and the 
same, and that she also recognised in him the informer. 

Dora breathed freely. "I knew that it was all 
light, Miss Hood, but I just couldn't make it out. 
tlancy Devil Blair helping you, though. He's such 
a rough customer." • 

"Rough! I found him quite all right, and anything 
but rough," replied Valentine. 

"Well, •  you should just see him among the men. 
lie does make things hustle, I can tell you. Wild ! 
Ws no name for him. The girls are all mad after 
him, but he won't have nothing to do with them at 
'ill 1 . Ile's never had a girl; so it isn't because he's 
been  down that he won't hook at any." 

She paused awhile, looked at Valentine as if to 
decide whether or not it would be wise for her to 

what was in her mind ; then, deciding that it would 
13e  altogether mi wise, Dora, after standing a moment 
i ll 

 

silence, left the room. . 

id 



 

CHAPTER XX. 
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"Oh, it must be some time ago, now. She spoke to 
,ate in Elizabeth Street. I remember she came down 
;0  town with her husband. But I have never seen 
her, or heard from her since that time." 
illa"tT:raens aylol,,u. have met her husband?" asked the man. 

"No, I have not met him. I saw him at a distance, 

"I wonder if you know that she has left him?" 
Said Mrs. Blake. 

"Left him! Valentine has left her husband ! Where, 
then, is she now?" 

Grace was leaning forward in her chair. Her •  
eyes lost a little of their brightness as the old lady 
shook her head. 

"I wish I could tell you, but I cannot," said Mrs. 

, The girl leaned back again in her seat. "Where is 
he —herhusband?" she asked, then. 

"Ile cleared off when the place was sold," answered 
,Islake. "Gathered his wages, and went. Heaven only 
allows where he got to." 

Grace poured a fresh cup of tea for Mrs. Blake. 

I 

knew that she was not happy," she said. "I could 
that easily enovh, but I didn't know it was any- 

;ling near as bad as it must have been—that she 
-Qcould have left him, Where did she go to, wonder? 

,6h11 
e had no relations except one sister, and I know 

well that she would not return to her. I wish 
coltetf

ldt him?" 
What did her husband do after 

she 
 

"Sulked like a youngster for a day or two, was in 
;1 traogvienr it  gtempreeprlifed B  for another two.; then appeared to .e   

"So that is where her opinions led her to," replied 
Grace. "I had always an idea that something dis-
agreeable would happen to her; but who would have 
dreamt of anything like this? It must have been—
and must be—terrible for her! I must try to find 
°tit where she is." 

 

 

MRS. CAMERON was entertaining. Her guests were 
Mrs. Blake and son, who had lately sold their property 
at Diermorne, and were spending a few months in 
Melbourne. 

Grace, pouring out the tea at a small table in one 
corner of the room, handed a dainty cup to the old 
lady and a larger one to Stephen Blake, before seat-
ing herself. They had been speaking of the sale at 
Diermorne. 

"And do the people you sold the place to take over 
all the men you had working for you, and everything 
in connection with the estate?"-asked Mrs. Cameron. 

"No, only the housekeeper remained. Of course, as 
you know, most of the workers are hired only for a 
season—or a certain time of the year." 

"But what about the cottage, and the two who were 
there?" was Grace's next question. 

Blake looked curiously at the speaker as he said: 
"You mean your friend and her husband, Mrs. 
Cameron ?" 

"Valentine!" exclaimed Grace. "Then you knew?" 
She looked from mother to son. "How did you find 
out 

"We were told of it," replied the former. 
"Then it must have been Val herself who told yon. 

I was wondering how you could know," murmured 
Grace. "To think that you knew she was my friend. 
Poor Val ! Did you run against any of her strange 
ideas?" 

"I think that she has lost them long since." And 
Blake smiled a little as he spoke. "When did y011 

last see her, Mrs. Cameron?" 
125 

 

  

   

     

     

     



"What, then, will you do should you find her?" 
asked Blake, slowly. 

"Do!" She turned to him: "What would anyone 
in my place do? She was my friend." 

You were always loyal," he said, and smiled a 
little. 

"Do you remember that!" she said, smiling too. 
"I remembeF, a few years ago, a certain girl whose 

name was Grace McDermott, speaking of another cer-
tain girl whose name was Valentine Hood—and who 
WOS her friend." 

"Just fancying.  you remembering it,'' she laughed, 
softly. "And I remember a certain man named 
Stephen 13Iake saying that he would like to meet this 
—Valentine flood.

"And he met her.'' 
"Well?" 
"And found that her ideas on equality—that you 

spoke of—had been the cause of her spoiling her 
own life." 

"Hardly that, my son.'' It was Mrs. Blake's soft 
voice—"She is young yet, remember." 

"So is• he," briefly answered Blake. 
"She has practically the whole Alter life yet before 

her," said Grace. 
"So has he," again said Blake. 

But they cannot go on like this forever," answered 
the girl, and added somewhat hesitatingly, "Conldn't 
she divorce him?" 

"Do you really think, Mrs. Cameron, that even 
if Mrs. Amery did have the grounds to do so, she 
would divorce her husband?" 

"No," agreed Grace, against her will. "I don't 
think she would, somehow. She would hate the idea 
of publicity. But if she does not go back to him, 
which is certain, would he not divorce her?" 

"Ile is not likely to do that 	if he is the man I 
take him to be. He will make things as had as possible  

for her, be sure of that. He won't set her free, unless 
it should be for some purpose of his own." 

"Well, and isn't that possible enough?" was Grace's 
reply. 

Mrs. Blake rose to her feet, drawing on her gloves. 
"Divorce! It's one of the most objectional words in 
the English language," she said ; "and if I know your 
friend, Mrs. Cameron, it won't besapplied in her case. 
It's my opinion that she was quite justified in leaving 
that man as she did—the most amazing part of the 
whole thing is that she ever came to marry him in 
the first place. But as long as she is free of him, I . 

 am pretty certain that she won't go any further. 
Still, one never knows. There must be some other 
way that will smooth the track for her. You are going 
to try and find her, you say?" 

"I am going to 'do my very best. It will, I am 
afraid, be a difficult task; but I shall try, at least, 
to find out whether or not she is in the city." 

"Well, I sincerely hope you are successful, and, 
when you have found her, let me know. I would 
like to meet her again." 

Mrs. Cameron walked with them to the gate, then 
returned to the house, her mind sunk deep in thought 
and her heart aching in sympathy for her old friend. 
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reply. "You're on the wrong track. That girl ain't 
married—or if she is, it ain't to one of your kind." 

"Not married! Ain't she, though," was the reply, 
weighted with significance. 

"To you?" asked Blair, very deliberately. 
"Yes. To me—fast and sure." 
"Go on!" scoffed the first. "You can string 'em, 

I don't doubt, but you can't get me on that string, 
lad." 

"All right, perhaps you know better than I do who 
she is," came the heated answer, anger rising within 
the man at the other's doubting, taunting attitude. 

"Yes," was the unexpected reply. "I do happen 
to know who she is; an' since you're tryin' hard to 
make out she's your wife—an' remember, you gave 
your name at the yards as a single man—perhaps 
you'll give me that girl's name." 

"When it's ten to one she's gone an' changed it," 
called back the other. "But the name she shot/id hold 
is Valentine ,  Amery; an' if you call me a liar, I'll 
just prove that a fit for you!" 

There was a second's pause; then: "Go easy," said 
Blair; "who was she before ye married her? An' 
there's no need for you to yell like that. I ain't in 
hell, an' can hear you all right if you speak lower." 

"I don't see why the devil I should tell you every-
thing—or who she was. Anyway, that girl who 
passed was my wife, and before I ran against her 
up country, Valentine Hood lived in one of them 
flash suburbs the other side of the city." 

"Valentine Hood, eh?" Blair mused awhile, then 
laughed again. "You'd better follow another track, 
mate, if you want to find Valentine Hood," he said. 

Amery swore at him. 
"Steady there," said Blair. "You're new to this 

place; I'm not. Just wait a bit. If that girl is your 
wife, then why ain't she with you?" 

"Because she cleared out, damn her!" 
"Hum. How long ago was that?" 

CHAPTER XXI. 

VALENTINE was hurrying along the street on her 
way to work. Being in haste, and not troubling to 
look about her, she did not notice or hear the approach 
of two waggons along the right-of-way till a sharp 
"Hey, there!" rang out. 

She sprang clear just in time, giving one glance 
at the driver of the foremost waggon, and instantly 
recognising in him the man whom Dora Green had 
spoken of as Jack Blair. She did not observe a second 
driver, nor yet hear his surprised ejaculation; but 
with a quickened step she continued her way. 

"The devil !" ejaculated the driver of the second 
waggon, leaning forward, and staring hard after her 
retreating figure. 

"Hullo!" exclaimed the other, looking back at him 
"What's hit you?" 

"Did you see her—that girl that just passed, I 
mean ?" was the quick answer. 

"See her ! Pity her if I hadn't, seein' that she 
would have been run down for a cert. Anyway, it 
seems to me that you've seen her yourself before this. 
Hold on, there ! You'll have that bloomin' post down 
in a minute, and yourself in the devil of a tangle! 
Look where you're drivin', man. An' how the blazes 
can y' expect to drive straight with the ribbons 
twisted? I say, do you know that there tart?" 

"Know her ! I should say that I do! What dam' 
fool wouldn't know his own wife?" was the retort, 
as Amery untangled the reins. 

"Wife! Take a pull, sonny !" was the laughing 
130 
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1,ou She nodded her head, saying slowly : "I recognised 

`` Nobody would have thought it. Didn't you recog- 
le 

1>1:0 
 the bloke behind me?" 

", 	I didn't notice anyone else." 
Well, that's strange, seein' that we was pretty 

tie  (3°. Anyway, that chap saw you all right. His 
happens to be Amery, an' he swears that you're 

t a wife, and is on the look-out for you. I thought h„, 
You might like to know. That's all." 

4, *e turned away, but this time she called him back. 
th" by do you tell me this? Did you believe what 
hat man said. Do you really believe that I am his w . 
l'e? Tell me." 

%ii ‘ Yes," was the reply. "I had to believe him. Be- weg, I can see now by your face that it's true enough. 
4,e 

 elcin' 
gave 

 th
me your name, and I could 

shed 
 tell that he was 

didn't 	 n 
e truth; he was so da 	certain, though 

e'
i

ldn't let him know I believed it. I amnot par- 
clillarly keen on the fellow and guessed that, if you 

re  leave him, you must have had a pretty good 
4011 for it." 

aeitc 'llave you  ever noticed that he's fond of horses?" 
g ed the 

y 
 girl, slowly. 

alwIre has the devil's own luck. His fancies are 
4,Ys winners," said the man. 

th I don't mean that. But if you work together in 
the  , e  same yards, you must have noticed how he never 

treats animals, and is very fond of horses." 
ta.tq,e thought it rather a strange question, asked in 

',er a strange way. "I know that he's a jolly 
kliQu hand with horses," he answered; "and I've 

" To., him stoop to pat a wandering mongrel." 
(10:,,c1  es, he was always like that with horses and 
itmr;" She spoke half to herself, unconsciously add- 
all°,Il

1

er thoughts aloud. "Never once did he ill-treat 
tc,' of

,, 

them, and to think that—he took the whip— 
- )1 

11 ? What's •that?" 
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"Somewheres about three months, I daresay." 
"Three months. Do you think that girl's been 

here only three months?" asked Blair. 
"She ain't been here no longer. I'll stake my oath 

on that!" was the ready reply. 
"You will, eh? All right, then, make your bet." 
Amery wavered. Blair seemed so sure. Perhaps, 

after all, it wasn't Valentine. But again the figure 
seemed to flash before him. 

That evening, as she was on her way home, Valen-
tine was stopped not far from the boardinghouse by 
Blair, who, crossing the roadway to her side, said: 

"I'd like to have a word with you, miss, if you 
don't mind." 

She looked calmly at him. "I think you are making 
a mistake. There is nothing you can have to say to 
me." 

"Yes, there is," he answered, coolly. "Oh, don't 
git the idea into your head that I'm tryin' to make 
up to you, an' do a line, or anything like that. Doing, 

 a line with tarts ain't in my catalogue. But—' 
He looked significantly at her left hand—"yon call 
yourself miss, and y' don't wear no ring at all; yet 
I knows a chap who swears by heaven an' the other 
place that he put one on your finger, an' tacked 
another name on to you." 

Valentine steadied herself, so that she was able to 
look steadily at the man before her. She did not 
answer his words. 

"Ever by any chance heard the name of AmerY 
before?" asked Devil Blair, casually, though watcla -
ing her keenly. 

"Who are you, and what right have you to stop 
and speak to me in this fashion?" asked Valentine. 

"No right, I suppose, if it comes to that," replied 
the man. "And as for who I am, my name's Blair. 
if that makes any difference to you at all. I'm onlY 
puttin' you wise. You remember that you was nearlY 
run down this morning by a waggon?" 

■ 
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She turned her head sharply, looking at him agg i!, 
His eyes glinted through half-shut lids and his lip 
were slightly parted. 

"What is the matter with you?" she asked. 
"I say—is it dinkum that he took the whip to 3 7°11 

 —that he touched you with it?" 
"I didn't mean to say it, but, you see, you v!",,e,, , 

right when you said that I must have had a prel'," e 
 good reason for leaving him. Oh, he told you 

truth all right. I was his wife ; but I did not kD c' 
that he was in the city here. It rather—startled 1:0°te

e 

 to hear of it. You are the only one who knows. 
may not say anything—he is not the sort to talk mile', 
so he may leave me alone. As far as you're c7; 
cerned, you will not let any of it get about, will you' 

"Nary a word. You can trust me," said the DO I  
"I shall," she said, and turned abruptly awaY. 
And that evening, while Valentine sat in her roo'''' 

with her mind at one moment back in old scenea o 
 in which the forms of Blake and Amery figured' 

swing forward to the present, with the form of Amt' 
following through the months like a sinister shadn; 
while Blake appeared like a dim shadow on the horii° 
—several men, amongst whom were Blair and Anil 
were in an hotel but a mile or so from where 
boarded. 

Amid the general talk and argument, all went a.° Pg  4 
 smoothly till Amery called for drinks, and the 111 `it , 

crowded up to the bar; all save Blair, who hung bg e 
 sauntering towards the doorway. 

"Come on, Jack," one of the men called over 111' 
shoulder. 

"I'm not drinking," was the brief answer. 
"Come up," beckoned Amery, with hand and 11e-

" The drinks are on me." 
"I'm not drinking," repeated Blair, in the sg °' 

tone. 
At that Amery turned round, leaning both elba l 

 back on the counter. "The devil you're not! The 
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when a chap refuses to drink with me I dam' well 
want to know the reason why!" 
 The men looked up in silent amazement. No one 

but a newcomer would have spoken to Blair in the one just used. To their further amazement, Devil 
11:4ir gave no row ther answer save to set his lips and 
Cow his eyes. But they were ominous signs, and 

hands slowly clenched. 
I want a reason, d'ye hear ?" repeated Amery. 

4  v  Then you can jolly well look for it," came the 
f llswer. "I've drunk with a murderer, a thief, and a 
°I:fer, but I'm damned if I'll drink with you." 

'hen the inevitable happened, and all was con- 
-Isical. The bottle hurled by Amery crashed against 

the  wall as Blair dodged it and sprang for the other. 
hn  ill vain the barman tried to stop the fight. In vain 
eo' attempted to silence them, warning them of the 
Osequences, and of what he—and they all—would 

:::::

heed 

to  ifthheimp.olice were to come along. 
pp 'It will cost me my license !" he cried. But they 

4. —e men crowded round, pushing and encouraging, 
it was by no means strange that all encourage- 

e 
 ii Blair. 

pay 

 t ltisoaphuiaelrde.  be  for DeVil Blair—just because he was 

tlia build the two men were well-matched, though 
,, 411' Was slightly taller than the other Amery swore etinuously, and his attacks were fierce, but blind. 
acme swore occasionally. His blows were more 
hadl uerate, but he fought like a savage, in a way that 

helped to earn for him his name. 

but the next moment 

fr‘,A blow from the fist of Amery brought the blood 
the other's mouth, and for an instant stagg 

to 	
ered 

41 , 	 ment Amery had crashed back 
it the floor. The force of the other's left had found 
s mark between his eyes. 

ti he man lay his length on the floor, motionless. 
41r) blood covering his mouth and chin and staining 
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his shirt-front, stood above him, his body bent and 
his nhands still clenched. 

'the the only sound now to be heard was deep, heavy 
breathing. The whisper of one man—"Strewth! 
'I hat a stunner!"—sounded as if it had been shouted 
across the room. 

Then Blair straightened himself, placed the back 
°°f  a hand to his bleeding mouth, laughed shortly, 
and turned to the bar. 

"nand us some water," he said, "and then you 
eati fill one up for me — a long beer. He paused, 
laughed 

ngo bl nobble r" a,g" h ad 
again

, ine s
thi en. : "It's worth a whisky: make it 

a   b  
s  Two of the men were bending over Amery, while 

v others curiously watched him, casting side glances 4114   
the victor. Then one of the men, lifting the fallen 

' ‘e up, propped him against the wall. 
be all right after a spell," he said, care- 

I s
e

,s1Y. "It's a good knock-out, that's all. He'll think 
s got a dozen bloomin heads when he wakes up 

again. ,,  
h  One called aloud for drinks, but Blair lifted his 
b acl sharply and looked about him. "Just wait a 

You chaps," he said. "The next drinks are on 
but I drink this one—alone." 

Later, two of the men assisted Amery to his place 
ut board, and they were met with a torrent of abuse 
from the gentle ( ?) landlady when she opened the 
pr to them. It was not a reception that called for 

aY, and, having deposited their man upon his bed, 
they took their departure without any further delay. 

And only three streets away Valentine was sleeping 
'eacefully. 

<, <„ 	_— 

But the next moment Amery had crashed to the floor. 
Equality Road. 
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41 looks no higher than his own level, and some-
roes his gaze will wander to the mire. 

; ;A-nd of the latter was Guy Amery. Once in the Q  
.t',,̀ "Y he became a frequenter of the bar and of the hah lets, one of a gang of roughs. What good qualities 

been his on the plains were now completely .  ob- 
tellred by the city element. Much though he desired 
Lbeeome the leader of the gang, Blair's personality 
4 11`1  reputation held undisputed sway. This man was 

the others desired to be; something of which they \„ 

hel
d something of which they were not. His nature 

Without 
something sterling that the others recognised, 

lbt'huut altogether understanding it, or where it lay. 
tr,41air would give his last shilling to a mate in 
ill'41, 01  er in poverty, and many a kind deed, seem- 

glY incapable of such a character as he possessed, W
as He blamed no one for his position in life. 

iet'eh he was gaoled he knew in his heart that he was 
1,V,s'ff lightly, considering the seriousness of his crime. 
fo 4 

 it,
eriever he "did his dash" he was ready to pay 

if caught and held. But the most remarkable 
148.e of his character was his regard for womankind. 

41 -',I lke Amery, he was alone in life. As a lad, he 
to„" his father had quarrelled. Their natures were 
bò ' much alike to agree; so at the age of sixteen, the 
Or cleared out, got work at one of the factories, cut 
tiTl'self off from home, and took to the streets. In 

atmosphere he sprang up into manhood, and 

hestablished himself. What became of his parents and 
4)ther he did not know, nor did it much trouble 

1) -%,  Since it suited better his independent spirit to 
t4 ,0, 'tree from family ties. Probably, had he com- 
ha4led life in the bush or on the plains, he would 
441",e shown forth as a man of fine character, steady 
he 'L Viable;  he was a lover of Nature, though 
D e  chd not know it. There were times when, had he 
pia bitted it his thoughts would have shown him 
eala1111Y to himself ; but he shook off these feelings, 
(Qed himself something worse than a fool for 
'()oching and mooning" and joined the push, where 

AMERY lost no time in finding out where Valentin e 
 boarded. This was easy enough to do, seeing that 

they both were residing in the same suburb, and iv 
streets fairly close together. Also, Valentine &lil 
passed the place where her husband worked, so that  
they could not help but meet some time or other. 

The man was driving out of the yards one morniur 
when the girl was passing along the opposite side e  
the street, and, as if he had called to her, she turned 
and faced him. 

For an instant, it was evident that she did 1 1°/ 
 recognise him, disfigured as he was by two black Or° 

and swollen lips, but, in spite of this, he had, th e 
 next minute, the satisfaction of seeing a new expres-

sion come over her face. She turned sharply from 
him and hastened her step. 

"Thinks I'm goin' to run after her, does she?" he e  
told himself. "Don't you go an' trouble yoursel f 

 about that, my lady. I ain't going to chase you uP' 
All I want to know is where's your pozzy ? At least; 
I'll keep my eye on you. If you think you're goiu 
to play the grand lady here, I'll soon knock some 0f, 
the conceit out of you. I'll jolly well watch you! 
And he did. 

Amery was out of his element in the city. Amid its 
turmoil he was completely lost. The crowds, company 
and temptations played havoc with his unstable mina' 
In the silence of the plains and the bush, where man 
touches at the heart of Nature, and communes so often 
with himself, the silence becomes part of his very sou!' 
If he is strong-willed, and an earnest thinker, his 
character will prove itself strong and true. If be ,15  
incapable of deep thought, and allows himself to drift 
with the tide, caring not whither it may lead hill; 
then, at first opportunity, when a life of gaiety and 
companionship presents itself, he tumbles headlong into 
it, as a child into some new, exciting game. Such a  
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such thoughts could' not live, and would soon be for' 
gotten. 

Valentine was weary of the city. To her it 05  
the loneliest place on earth. In the constant bustle' 
crowds and glamour, there was no companionship f iedi. 

 her. The other side of the river, perhaps, might ha' 
old friends and acquaintances, but there she dare

d  
, 

not go. Often she would think of silent places, whey' 
the calmness and great silence itself acted as peac e' 
bringers, and she would permit her thoughts to card 
her back to these places, and to the side of anothe r' 
and that other would not be Guy Amery, her husbaau 

The girl was inclined to be morbid, as are all W 11° 
 see ideals shattered. She pictured things worse that d 

 they actually were; but that was because she could 
 not go against herself. It surprised her that she ha 

seen and heard nothing further of Amery since she 
had passed him that morning in the street. At fir st 

 
a  

knowledge of his presence in the suburb she 
decided to move elsewhere; but then she argued with  
herself : 

"What is the use? One place is as good as anothe r,' 
and he is somewhere—wherever I may be. At least' 
he can do me no harm and I can go my own way, fr ee 

 of him. He cannot make me go back to him. I 1008a 
 no peace of mind wherever. I go, so what difference 

 does it make where I be?" 
And so she had stayed. 
But she felt the loneliness. It was beginning to te ll 

 on her to such an extent that her feelings were be; 
 coming unbearable. The result of it was that, 0,0 
 evening, she asked Dora Green to accompany her 

a theatre, and after that one night, Valentine folio': 
things much easier. The two girls were drawn close' 
to each other and would often go out walking togethe r 

 during the cool of the evening. 
Dora was glad of Valentine's companionship, al l 

 confided trustingly in her. 
"You know," she said once, "I couldn't li e  
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bothered with that Cecil Smith fellow. I got fair 
sick and tired of him. It was him who said that he 
seen you and Jack Blair walking together. I let him 
slide; but there are plenty of other chaps to choose 
from—when I want a bloke again." She looked side-
ways at Valentine. "What about yourself, Miss 
Hood? Ever thought of a boy ?" And she gave litt 
cunning little wink. 

Valentine turned to her, laughed a little, and shook 
her head. "Dora," she said, after a slight pause; 
"I believe you have a reputation for getting men 
tangled up in your heart and then letting them 
`slide,' as you call it." 

Dora laughed merrily. "It don't hurt to try the 
lot," she said, mischievously. "One doesn't get tired 
so quickly, then, of having a good time with them." 

Two men were leaning against the lamp-post at the 
corner of the street, and one of them called out as 
the girls passed. Dora, gave a sharp reply and tossed 
her head, whereat, both men laughed; but Valentine's 
own head was bent. She had recognised one of the 
two as Amery. 

"Now, if they hadn't been drinking, they might 
have been all right," said Dora. "That Connelly is 
a decent enough chap when he is sober. I don't know 
the other very well, but have seen< him about a bit 
lately, that's all. He looks all right, and nice-looking, 
too; did you notice? They're not really tight, you 
know, but they are not really sober, neither." 

And though Valentine felt her whole soul crying 
out against it all still she said nothing. 

"Dora's straight, even if she is common," was 
her defence; "and I can't stand any more of this 
terrible loneliness. It would drive me mad." 

When the girls returned the two men were still 
there, and as Valentine and Dora passed one of the 
men stepped forward. 

"You two girls look lonely, Dora," he said. "We'll 
just come along with you." 



   

  

142 	 EQUALITY ROAD 

 

EQUALITY ROAD 
	

148 

"You needn't trouble yourselves," was Dora's re-
tort, as she made to push past him. 

"Come on, Dora, don't go hard," he said, putting 
out an arm. "You've cut out the Rip, so I'm going 
to try my hand. My pal there'll look after your 
friend.'' 
flora looked back at Valentine, who met that glance, 
but said nothing and gave no sign. What could she 
say with Amery standing there at her side, steadily 
watching her? What would be the result did she 
refuse? While Connelly was "making up" to Dora 
Amery had whispered to Valentine: 

"An' ain't it a man's place to see his own wife 
home?" 

"Come on, then," said Dora, impatiently to Con-
nelly. "But none of your fooling, mind you!" 

And while she and her escort went on ahead Valen-
tine and Amery followed in silence, till Amery said, 
as casually as if they were continuing a conversation, 
though he kept his voice lowered: 

"Tell me, Val—how did that chap Blair come to 
know your name?" 

"I was not aware of the fact that he did know it," 
replied Valentine. 

"You can't stuff that down my throat, old girl. 
He tried to do the same thing. He knew your name 
all right; but tried hard to make out that you wasn't 
Valentine Hood—or, as it should be—Valentine 
Amery. Why the devil did he try to keep me off 
your track? You know Blair right enough. You 
can't bluff me." 

"I happen to know the man you mean. He did me 
a slight service once." 

"The devil he did! An' then he took it out on 
me. Come out of that iceberg! You're no better 
than the rest of us now, whatever you might have 
been once," sneered the man. "I suppose you thought 
that you was very clever clearin' out an' leavin' me 
as you did, didn't you? Well, you see, you ain't 

 

Clear of me yet, after all." 
Valentine did not answer. 
"So you still know how to keep your tongue tied, 

eh? That's an old habit of yours, I remember. I 
wonder what all the folks hereabouts would think if 
I was to tell 'em that we was married—you an' me?" 
said Amery, slowly. 

The girl still remained silent, walking with head 
upheld, and eyes looking straight ahead. Her com-
panion looked sideways at her. 

"Cause a little surprise, eh?" he went on. "I've 
heard some of the blokes speak of you as a flash tart. 
If I was to tell 'em that you was my wife, an' no 
better than they are, that would bring you down slap-
bang in their opinions a bit, wouldn't it?" 

She gave him a swift glance of scorn, and promptly 
declared: "It would. I don't doubt that in the least. 
The fact that I was your wife would do it quickly 
enough. Are you trying to threaten me?" 

He laughed shortly. "Wouldn't think of it, my 
dear. Wouldn't like to hurt your feelings, y' know. 
You're workin' with Dr. Cary, ain't you? I think 
I've heard something about it. Wouldn't be too bad 
a job that, I should think. Does he pay you good 
Wages? He's pretty flush—like all them doctors, and 
Could afford to give you high cash." 

Dora Green and Connelly were laughing and talk-
ing ahead of them, and now, having reached the gate 
of the former's house, they stopped, waiting for the 
other two to come up with them. 

"What Dr. Cary pays me is no concern whatever 
of yours," was Valentine's answer to Amery, as they 
reached the others, and without troubling to say good-
night she entered the house, followed shortly after-
wards by Dora. 

Valentine, bidding the other girl good-night, went 
straight on to her room, to the other's disappointment. 

"There's such a lot I wanted to ask her, too," said 
Dora to herself, as she turned towards her owi room, 

   



CHAPTER XXIII. 

"YOU know that chap who was with Pat Connelly 
the other night—the one that seen you home?" 

Dora Green carefully folded a pleat in her skirt 
as she spoke. She was sitting on the step of the 
vetandah, while Valentine stood against a post at her 
side. 

"Yes," came the answer to Dora's question. 
"He was nice-looking, wasn't he? Did you like 

him? I thought that he seemed decent enough, what 
I seen of him But he said something to you, didn't 
he?" 

"He certainly wasn't dumb; but if you're going to 
ask questions like that," warned Valentine, laughing, 
"I'll soon be asking what Pat Connelly said to you." 

Dora tossed her head. "His talk don't count for 
much," she said; "but you seemed a bit riled when 
we got home, so I knew that,,the other chap must 
have said something to annoy you. Do you know 
Mary Martin at all?" she asked, then. 

" No," answered Valentine. "At least, not that I 
know of." 

"She ain't much to write home about, anyway. 
Just a cheap piece who lives round the corner from 
here, and as hard as nails. You must have seen her 
about some time or another, because she's always 
knocking round the streets. Well, that chap I was 
speaking of—Amery, his name is—he's trying to do 
a line with her; or what's more likely, she's trying 
to do one with him." 

"How do you know?" Valentine'e voice was slower 
than usual. 
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t, "Everybody can see it. They're always about the 
ireets together, and I've seen him with my own eyes 

. °ing to the place where she lives. Pat saw them 
together at the Botanical Gardens last Sunday after- 
t,°°n, and he said that Mary Martin was done up to 
ue nines, too." 
r People imagine a lot, and like to talk. They'll 

'Hake a mountain out of an ant-hill for something to 
gossip about. But what do you say? Do you think 
anything is likely to come of it, because this man 
'emery and Mary Martin have been seen together?"  

It's hard to say, because, as you said, people do 
talk. Though all the same they seem to be . going 
Pretty strong, mind you, though what he can see in 4   

Piece like her beats me." 
Dora yawned over the last words, and, hearing her 

ult ether's  voice calling to her from indoors, rose from 
the step on which she had been seated and went inside. 

The mask of indifference dropped from Valentine's 
t rsaCe . "What will come of it? What does he intend 
" do?" was her constant thought. 
itThe next time she saw Amery it was in the outer 
``'37,,• He was seated on his lorry, leaning forward 

th talking to a girl who with one hand resting on 
e wheel, was looking up , at him and laughing. She 

4,4  a common, Irish type of girl, with a tam-o'- 9, 
ultiter stuck at an angle over her frizzed hair, hard 

iLes, and a loose mouth. A girl whom Valentine 
nediately recognised as having seen several times 

hucalt Grady Street when on her way to her boarding-
11°11se• At any other time she would have taken no 
ijtiee whatever of the man talking to a girl, but— 

,°l'a's words came back to her. 
c: ■She must be Mary Martin," thought Valentine. 

had hoped to pass by unseen, but knew, by a 
4 1)rt expressive cough given by the man, that he had 
1711  her. She did not look his way, however, but 

d on. 
Pisa Mary Martin frowned. "It's that flash tart 
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from round our way," she said. "Don't you be 
doing that again or you'll be getting the kick-off 
mighty quick, let me tell you. I don't stand for no 
man of mine making up to another girl, especially a 
weak, stuck-up sort like that piece. It's no dam' 
good to me, so you just mind that." 

Amery smiled at her. "Now, don't go an' get 
riled, Mary. Don't go hard on a chap like that. Do 
you think it's likely that I'd look at another tart 
while you're about? Hardly. And as for the one 
that's just passed, I only coughed to annoy her • you 
might've known that. I know she's stuck-up. Didn't 
you see how quickly she did a get?" 

The girl looked doubtful. "Well, you know the 
right thing to do, and you know what to shy off, if 
you want to keep hold of me." She stepped back 
from the lorry, still looking up at him. "You know 
me," she said. 

"Yes, I know you, all right," replied the man. "So 
long, Molly. I'll see you to-night." 

And, with a wave of the hard, he drove off, well 
pleased with himself, and more than pleased that 
Valentine had happened to pass when she did. It was 
what he had been waiting for during these last two 
weeks. What would she think when she understood 
the footing on which he and Mary Martin stood? The 
game was beginning to prove rather interesting. 

One evening, Valentine met Amery alone in the 
street and stopped him. 

The man did not speak, only put his hand to the 
bowl of his pipe, bit on the stem, and looked at her 
in silence, a questioning look in his eyes, a slight, 
cynical smile playing about his lips. 

The girl found it hard to say what was in her 
mind, but she made an effort: "Do you know what, 
the people are saying about you and—Mary Martin ?" 

"Do you he returned. 
"I am not deaf," she answered. 
"Neither 'm I. Well y  my dear, what of it, eh?" 
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"Are you going to allow it to go on?" she asked. 
"You know what it means." 

"It don't signify," he replied, easily. 
"Does she know that you're a married man?" 
He moved the pipe from between his lips and 

grinned. "So you want to remind me of that, do 
you?" 

"I would like above everything else to be able to 
forget it. I only want to remind you, so that I may 
know just what you are going to do," said the girl. 

"My dear Val, does it really make much difference 
to you what I am going to do ?" He lightly touched 
her arm with the back of his hand 

Till now she had kept a quiet, cool demeanour ; 
now she quickened her voice a little. "It might. 
What are you going to do?" 

"Nothing," he said. "Just—nothing." 
"But it cannot go on like this," she cried. 
"Can't it? Why not?" 
"What about the girl?" she asked. 
"Well, an' what about the girl? What about 

Blake, eh? Can't a chap have a bit of fun with a 
girl if he likes? You had, your bit of fun with another 
man." 

"It was your evil mind that mastered you and 
suggested such a thing!" she flung back. 

"Ain't you sorry that you left me, Val? Ain't 
you sorry? Admit it, my dear. Wouldn't you like 
to try at double harness again?" His hand gripped 
her wrist, and she wrenched it free. Had she acted 
on impulse she would have struck his sneering face. 

"Let me go! The maddest act ever I committed 
was when I married you; and the best—when I left 
You! Let me go! Don't you dare to touch me!" 

He laughed. "When Mary Martin flares up she 
swears like a bloomin' trooper. You ain't reached 
that yet, but you'll soon learn." 

"Anyway," retorted the girl, "even if she did know 
that you were married, I don't suppose that it would 
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make any difference to a girl of her sort. You're 
well matched. She will suit you, for you're both on 
the same level!" 

He laughed again, then drew his brows together, 
scowling. "Now don't you go gettin' nasty. I know 
that tongue of yours. It's none of your dam' business 
what I do, or who I go with. I'll plough my own 
furrow ; you get your own way. I know that you 
want a divorce, but you ain't goin' to get it if I can 
help it. I'll keep you down !" 

"You fool! I could get one now, and bring Mary 
Martin's name into it. Besides, I didn't leave you 
for nothing, remember that." 

The thought had never entered his mind that the 
other girl's name could be used. For a moment he 
could find nothing to say. 

"You ain't got enough evidence," he said at last. 
"I think I could procure it. Anyway, 1 don't want 

my name—what is left of it—dragged through the 
divorce court—" 

"Well," he cut in, seeing his chance, "I might 
change my mind on the matter yet and drag it through 
for you. How long ago is it since you left me? Time 
will soon be up." 

She left him standing there, gazing after her 
retreating figure, and saying inwardly : "So that woke 
her up, did it? Seems to me that I hold trumps now, 
an' careful playin"11 soon leave her nowhere. 
Thought when she'd cleared out that she had done 
with me for good, did she ? I'll let her see her mis-
take. I'll crool your pitch for you, my fine young 
lady !" 

On her return to the house Valentine met Blair 
in company with two others. The three men were 
laughing, and suddenly, in Blair's laughing face, 
Valentine saw something strangely familiar, that made 
her feel as if she had seen him before—somewhere, 
far from Grady Street. It puzzled her greatly, for 
she could not place it. 

CLIAP TER XXI V. 

DESPITE resolutions made after the last local picnic, 
Valentine found herself once again joining the 
pleasure-seekers in their excursion to one of the picnic 
resorts some twenty miles outside Melbourne. 

It was on one Saturday—a beautiful, fresh Satur-
day morning—that Dora Green and Valentine Amery 
left the house to join the van at the corner of Grady 
Street. As they advanced towards the group of men 
and girls, Connelly came up to Dora, while curious 
glances were directed towards Valentine, who thus 
stood alone. 

A wave of nervousness swept over her, and she did 
not know where to look. She saw Amery, who 
pointedly ignored her, standing with folded arms. 
She saw the girl at his side, Mary Martin, toss her 
head and pass some obvious remark. She met the 
sneering look of Ripper Smith, who, with two factory-
hand mates, stood a little apart from the others, and 
she knew well enough what was passing in that amiable 
young gentleman's mind. One or two of the men, 
with evident friendly intentions, were walking towards 
her. Then another came within her range of vision 
and she encountered the idle glance of Devil Blair. 

Seeing her standing there, aloof, while Dora and 
Connelly talked animatedly together, Blair moved 
quickly to Valentine's side, checking the advance of 
the other two men towards addressing her. 

"Good morning. Surprised to see you here," said 
Blair, easily. 

"To tell you the truth, I am a little surprised my-
self," she answered, laughing a little. 
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"Well, since you are here, I'll just give you a little 
tip : If you want to get any enjoyment out of to-day's 
sport, come down a few rungs and don't be as stand-
offish as you was last time." 

"If I intended to be that I would have turned from 
you a minute ago," she said. 

"That sounds as if you're going to be all right, 
then. You needn't be afraid at all. Most of the chaps 
here are really decent fellows, you know, and them 
that are not won't bother you in any way." He looked 
back to where Amery and Miss . Martin were watching 
him, the former's expression anything but pleasant; 
then he faced Valentine' again. "Listen," he said, 
dropping his voice still lower, and speaking more 
deliberately, "it won't be very sporty of you if you 
go playin' a third with Dora Green and Pat there, 
an' it won't be too much fun for you if you're left 
out on your own, neither. Nearly all the other girls 
have blokes to look after 'em. Now, how about lettin' 
me take you? I ain't much, I admit, but I consider 
that I'm equal to any chap here." 

"But wouldn't you sooner find a more interesting 
girl to look after ?" she replied. "And one whom 
you know is not—married?" 

"He's forgettin' that, so why can't you do the 
same? There ain't a girl here that I'm particularly 
shook on, an' you'll do me. I know that you cap us 
chaps by a good stretch; but since you're not showing 
a flash hand to-day, well, I'm speaking plain." 

She laughed again. "Very well, Mr. Blair." 
"Oh, I say ! Don't do that!" he protested. 
"Do what?" she asked. 
"No callin' me mister, you know. That's never 

been tacked on to me yet. You've got two other names 
to choose from, so there's no call for that one." 

"And they are?" 
"Devil Blair, or Jack. I don't in the least object 

to the first; but if it makes no difference to you, I'd 
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rather like for you to call me Jack. It's not very 
often I gets it." 

"Well, I cannot very well call you the first ; so I 
shall try and remember the second," answered Val-
entine. 

The party, couple by couple, took their seats in the 
van. Many were the sidelong glances given towards 
Valentine and Blair; but few were the whispered 
comments. They knew their man too well not to be 
cautious about their attitude and remarks. Con-
nelly whispered to Dora something which that young 
lady indignantly resented. 

"He's not hanging up his hat to her, Pat Connelly! 
He's only being decent to her, and to us, too, let me 
tell you!" 

Mary Martin was sulking. Twice had she passed 
some remark to Amery about the two who claimed 
so much attention. The first time, he had not even 
troubled to answer her; the second time, he had 
gruffly told her to "shut up !" But before the van 
had reached its destination, he was once again 
laughing and joking with the girl who sat at his side ; 
so that she was restored to good-humour. 

It was close on noon when they reached Cockatoo 
Gully. The skies were blue, the sun warm, and the 
green gully full of melody and sweetness. 

The horses were unharnessed and led to the creek 
waters. Hampers and baskets were lifted and 
dragged from the van, and while the girls began to 
unpack and to prepare lunch, some of the men went 
for water, others made a small clearing and lit a fire ; 
while the rest hovered round—if not actually help-
ing in any way, at least making a pretence at it : 
since there was not enough work for all hands, and 
none wished to be considered a slacker. 

Dora and Valentine were emptying a hamper of its 
contents when Connelly came up. 

"Come along," he said, cheerfully. "What's to 
be done here?" 
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"Get busy elsewhere," replied Dora ungraciously ; 
"there's nothing here for you to do." 

Whereupon he caught her by the shoulders, swung 
her round, and kissed her, before darting off in an-
other direction. 

Dora was deciding whether or not to be angry 
when Valentine, highly amused by the expression on 
her face, laughed. It was a spontaneous, infectious 
laugh, so that the others about, including even Dora 
herself, had to join in. 

That laugh of Valentine's broke the ice, as it 
were. The rest of the girls, hitherto uncertain as 
to how any advances on their part might be taken 
by this quiet, superior-mannered girl, now held no 
doubt. Restraint was cast aside, Valentine joined 
in with, and became one of them, proving herself 
to be a most agreeable companion. But her speech 
and mannerisms still stood out from the many little 
common touches that clung to the others. 

When the meal was over and the dishes cleared, 
the party disbanded for a time; some wandering 
along the track leading to the bush; some remain-
ing to rest and talk on the picnic grounds. 

"What's it to be?" asked Blair of Valentine. 
"Shall we stay here, or follow the track?" 

"I would like to go off for a bit of a stroll," was 
the girl's answer. Then, impulsively, she added. 
"I am in my element here. To me, the bush is al-
ways a wonderful thing." 

Together they set off along the track, following 
the others. 

"When I get to places like this," said the man 
slowly, having lit his pipe, "I always like to be alone. 
A rum idea, ain't it? Don't laugh, will you—but 
somehow, I get the maddest idea sometimes that 
I'll clear out of the city one of these days, and live 
a hermit's life here. I'm mighty glad that you 
didn't suggest stayin' bask tiers eia the  pisYs- 

ground. I wanted to get away into the bush for a 
bit, too." 

She stopped. "If you would sooner be alone, as 
you said; then you don't require my company at 
all." 

"Go easy! I didn't mean nothin' like that—" 
pointing ahead. "We're just followin' the mob. 
Then he saw the depth of laughter in her eyes, and 
knew that she was but joking. "Look," he went on, 
Listen to 'em laughing and shouting! What I meant 
was—I'd like to get away from all that when I'm in 
a place like this. Strikes me that people ain't got 
no right to make a Bally noise like that in the bush." 
He paused but an instant, then continued: "At the 
last picnic here, I wandered off on my own, and sat 
down near the track, right away from all the rest. 
It suited me right to the ground—till a bloomin' 
motor-car came whizzing and whirrin' along the 
track, and put the killer on it all. It was murder!" 

"You think that anything like that frightens away 
the Spirit of the Bush?" she said, looking curiously 
at him "You're a peculiar man. I didn't know 
you were such a lover of Nature. You have poetical 
thoughts, though you do not know it." 

"Strewth!" he laughed, mocking. 
"It's true. But you don't know your own self. 

You said that you sometimes feel like leaving the 
city for this. Why don't you, then?" 

"Because I can't. The streets get a hold on one. 
Besides, there ain't no beer in the bush." 

"There is something far better. Must you have 
beer?" 

"A spree once a week at least, and a scrap now 
and again; else life's no good to me. It's what I've 
always had; an' what I'll always want," he said. 

"That's the trouble. You should get away from it 
all. Why cannot you let your better nature live?" 
she asked. 
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"Eh? What do you mean?" 
She did not answer his question; but changed the 

subject: "The people will have something to talk 
about for some time now—the people round and 
about Grady Street, I mean." 

"You mean about you an' me?" he said. 
"Yes," was her reply. 
"They won't say nothin' to me, you can bet your 

life on that. Would you care for their talk?" 
"Care!" she repeated. "Why should I care? 

They are nothing to me." 
"Well, there'll be no call to, y'know. Don't you 

worry," he said, grimly. 
Silence again fell between them; but not for long. 
"You know that motor I was speakin' about a 

awhile back?" asked Blair. 
"Yes," replied the girl. 
"You saw it when I did," he said, watching her 

closely. 
She did not answer straight away, and when she 

did, her voice was low : "I know it. I saw you 
sitting near the track there; but I did not know that 
you saw me." 

"Not at first," was his answer; "but just after 
that car had passed, I saw you back in the bush a 
bit, leaning against one of the trees, and you had a 
fern-leaf in your hand." 

"Had it been anyone else but you," and she half 
smiled, "I think he would have come up and spoken 
to me." 

"Likely enough. But I could see that you wanted 
to be alone. Besides that, I had nothing to say to 
you. I didn't know who you were, or anythinc ,

b 
 about 

you at all; and you'd never seen me before. Ididn't 
want to speak to you." 

"At least you are very frank," she laughed. 
They had been walking very slowly, and there was 

now no one in sight. Blair extinguished the light 
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in his pipe, knocked the ashes out against the heel 
of his boot, and put it into his coat-pocket. 

Valentine pulled a spray of leaves from one of the 
trees, and looked at the man who sauntered along at 
her side, both hands in pockets, his hat pushed to 
the back of his head. 

"Don't you really get tired of Grady Street?" 
she asked. 

"No," he answered, half abstractedly. 
"How would you like to travel overseas—to see 

other countries?" 
"I don't know. Never thought about it." 
Valentine stripped the leaves from the spray in 

her hand; then threw the stem away, and smelt her 
gum-scented fingers, rubbing them together. 

The air was sweet and drowsy, full of joyous 
twittering and whistling; full of happiness, life and 
laughter. An extra note added itself. 

"There is a wattle-bird calling." Again Valen-
tine's voice broke the spell. 

"What's that?" 
"Didn't you hear the wattle-bird calling a minute 

ago?" 
"No," answered the man. "I didn't hear any-

thing." 
The air was growing a little cooler: The sky 

shone, blue as ever, above the deep forest-green. 
The girl looked at her wristlet watch, and exclaimed 
in surprise : "It is half-past four, and we have come 
a long way. It is time to turn back." 

This time the man looked directly at her. "What 
time did you say?" he asked. 

"Half-past-four," was her answer. 
"I'd no idea it was that late," said the man, as 

they turned back. "I wasn't thinking of the time 
at all. How it has gone!" He looked away, then 
back again at her. "I ain't very good company for 
a young lady," he said, half in apology. 
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excuse for them both, holding out that it was now 
hardly worth while, since the game was nearly over. 
Then he turned to Valentine, saying in a low voice: 

"I don't suppose you're keen to fill up a gap there, 
are you?" 

And she shook her head, smiling. "I suppose I 
am a prude; but if it were anything but `forfeits'—" 

"I've known 'em not to pay," said Blair, and 
echoed her laugh. 

"If I couldn't pay, at least I wouldn't play," she 
returned. "That's not sport." 

"Well, that's said to be the Australian spirit, 
ain't it? Fair play always." 

"It's to be hoped that we always hold to it, then," 
replied the girl. 

Then came tea, and, after that, preparations for 
the homeward journey; for the shadows were begin-
ning to fall. 

The spell of the hour seemed to claim one and all, 
as they drove along the bush track. The occupants 
of the van were practically silent, or else spoke 
softly, only an occasional laugh ringing out to break 
the stillness, and make the forest leap at the sound. 

Most of the men's arms had found resting places 
about the waists of the girls, whose heads in their 
turn found resting places on broad shoulders. 

Blair's arm was along the back of the seat behind 
Valentine ; but he made no attempt to bring it any 
closer to her; for the simple reason that he had no 
desire to. 

But once free from the spell of the bush at twi-
light, free from the magic atmosphere that had 
bound them, tongues were loosed, a couple of mouth-
organs brought to light, and chorus after chorus 
woke the still evening air to life. — 

The stars looked down on Grady Street as the van 
emptied itself at the corner. There was a moment's 
conversation, then good-nights from one and the 
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"Why do you say that? Because you haven't 
talked a lot?" 

"I never know what to say to a girl. I suppose 
you're .  sorry now that you let me bring you?" 

"No," she answered promptly, "I am not. A man 
who talks a lot gets very tiresome as a rule. Very 
few men can talk a lot—to advantage. I have en-
joyed this walk." 

"Dinkum?" 
"Yes—dinkum," she replied, laughing a little. 
"That's good," he declared, a pleased look cross-

ing his features. 
"I think that we shall be the last to get back," 

said Valentine. The others would take, that shorter 
track we passed a minute ago. We haven't passed 
them at all; so they couldn't have come as far as 
this." 

But they were not the last to return. Almost at 
the same moment as they arrived at the picnic 
ground, Amery and Mary Martin came in from 
another track. Again the black shadow rested on 
Amery's face as he saw Valentine and Blair; but 
Mary Martin looked bright and happy. 

The other members of the party were playing 
games—laughing, shouting, and making the forest 
ring; for it was a game well-known as forfeits, in 
which Amery and his companion immediately joined. 

If Valentine had loved her husband, and had been 
bitten by the green-eyed monster, she must have 
suffered all the tortures of that demon while the 
game was in progress; for Amery was anything but 
backward in claiming payment when forfeits fell. 
But Blair, closely watching the girl's face, saw there 
only indifference. 

"I believe that he could go to hell for all she'd 
care," he thought ; and he was not far wrong. 

Some of the players called to them to join in the 
game; but the man gave a good-natured, laughing 
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other, and the group broke up in all directions. 
The van rattled off, and, save for the usual one or 
two night prowlers ever on the watch, Grady Street 
fell again into silence and desertion. 

Blair and Valentine were the first to leave the 
corner, and, as they walked towards the girl's place 
of abode, the man, for the first time, took her hand 
within his own. She made no attempt to release it 
from the clasp of that big, warm, roughened hand. 

"Do you know," he remarked, "y' didn't once say 
my name ?" 

She could well have said the very same thing to 
him. Since learning of her relationship with Amery, 
Blair had never once addressed her by name. In-
stead, she answered him: "There couldn't have 
been any need to speak to you by name, then." 

"P'raps there wasn't. It's just—I'd like to have 
heard it from a decent girl. I was hopin' you'd say 
it before the day ended." 

"Very well—Jack; I've enjoyed to-day very 
much." 

"That's no bluff?" he asked, awkwardly for him. 
"No; it's truth," she informed him, emphatically. 
"Well, don't flare up at what I'm going to say, 

will you? To prove that you've enjoyed to-day, will 
you let me kiss you?" He drew closer to her, and 
she took a hasty backward step. "Oh, I ain't 
makin' love, or anything like that," he said; every 
other bloke will get at least that much for good-
night. I have never kissed a girl in my life. You 
haven't enjoyed to-day as much as I have; and you 
—made it for me, too. I wanted to kiss you good-
night just to show you—it's just that—oh, hang it 
all!" He dropped her hand and stepped away. 
"Good-night," he said. 

But he had not gone very far when she called to 
him: "Mr. Blair—Jack !" 
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"What is it?" He turned slowly, standing still 
some few yards from her. 

"I will prove to you that I enjoyed to-day," she 
said, impulsively. 

He stepped again to her side, and she lifted her 
face to his. The man paused but an instant ; then 
his arms went round her, and he kissed her on the 
mouth. 

When she entered the house, Valentine said to 
herself : "I suppose I was a fool; but was I ever 
anything else?" 

Had she only known it, the man she had this night 
permitted to kiss her was a man she could have lifted 
above his environment to a higher level; a man who, 
under her influence, would have fulfilled her ideals; 
would have proved himself all that Amery had failed 
to be. But, under a rough exterior, merging at 
times even to brutality, Blair hid his true nature, and 
faced the world with a false one. 

And as she stood musing in the passage-way, Val-
entine heard Dora and Connelly at the gate, and 
hastened to her room before the other girl could 
enter the house. She was in no mood for talking, 
and wanted to be alone; while Dora, she well knew, 
would be only too eager to go over again the hap-
penings of the day. 



CHAPTER XXV 

IT had been a stifling day, and the evening brought 
little change along with it. Valentine arrived at the 
house weary and hot after a tiring day's work, and, 
barely touching her tea, got into the coolest dress 
she possessed, and sat awhile on the verandah. It 
was so close indoors that she found it almost un-
beatable. It was bad enough here on the verandah; 
for the air was still muggy, warm, and smoky; but 
there were occasional little breezes, seeming to drift 
from another world—a cool, beautiful world—which 
carried the girl right out of herself for the moment, 
into wonderful space. 

It was dark, not a star was to be seen in the sky. 
All along the street, children were playing about, 
calling to each other, yelling, laughing, and crying. 
A couple of houses further down, three or four men 
were having a noisy argument, and a moment later, 
two of them staggered past the house, swearing and 
shouting. 

"I'll bet that the hotel-keepers bless this weather, 
and the women curse it. It fills the publicans' 
pockets all right ; but it mighty quickly empties the 
pockets of these mugs." 

Dora Green had come out on to the verandah, and 
Valentine was not aware of her presence till she 
spoke. She now gave a short laugh in answer to 
the other's words, but did not speak. Her mind had 
flown back—hundreds of years ago, it seemed—to a 
country far north—a drought-stricken land—and a 
wine-shanty at the cross roads. 

"It would be just it along one of the beaches to-
160 
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night, don't you think?" said Dora, meditatively; 
then, clapping her hands at her own thought, she 
suggested eagerly: "I say, Miss Hood, what do you 
say to taking the tram out to St. Kilda?" 

"Yes," suddenly replied Valentine, in a voice that 
surprised herself. "Let us go. It will be a change, 
as it is so terribly stuffy here!" 

In one short moment it had swept over her: Why 
should she tie herself to these back places? Why 
should she not go to the suburbs further out? Even 
if she did chance to see any of her old acquaintances, 
she could easily avoid them—but why avoid them at 
all? She would defy this strange feeling that held 
her from familiar places; this feeling of fear that 
she could not analyse. Anyway, what did it matter 
after all? She and Dora would go to St. Kilda, and 
mix with the crowd there. 

Fifteen minutes later found the two girls seated 
on the dummy of the tram-car, and before it had 
passed through Melbourne it was crowded. 

"It's just as well we got on at the terminus, else 
we'd never have got a seat," remarked Dora. 

"Yes," answered Valentine. She was feeling 
utterly miserable, in the grip of a horrible, creepy 
sensation. There was a Chinaman seated at her other 
side. The girl had always experienced this creepy 
sensation when occasions demanded that she should 
pass Chinamen in the street; but to have one seated 
at her side—the feeling of revulsion verged on one 
of horror. 

"Oh, heavens!" she murmured to herself, "I'll 
scream in another minute!" 

But she didn't; for the gentleman from China got 
off the tram just outside the city. The girl breathed 
freely; but it was some time before she could get rid 
of the disagreeable feeling caused by her late neigh-
bour. 

Th .car passed along the beautiful, broad avenue of 
St. Kilda Road, with its trees and gardens on either 
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side. No city can boast such a beautiful entrance as 
the south side of Melbourne possesses. The train soon 
reached the junction, where it turned off to the beach 
of St. Kilda. At the near end of the Esplanade, the 
two girls got off. 

"Shall we walk round in this direction? It will be 
cooler, and away from the crowd." 

And as she spoke, Valentine faced the cool-looking, 
barely-lighted north avenue, running down to the 
open beach on one hand and banked with elms on 
the other. 

But this arrangement by no means suited Miss 
Green. "Oh, don't let's miss any of the fun!" she 
exclaimed. "It's too dull down that way. Come 
along here, and afterwards we'll take a walk along 
the pier. There'll be a lovely breeze there. Just look 
at the crowd!" And she proceeded to walk along the 
brilliantly-lighted, crowded Esplanade. 

Valentine followed. She scarcely noticed the people 
who jostled past her. The road showed two continuous 
streams of trams, motor cars, and motor cycles, and 
lighter vehicles. Brilliantly illumined side-shows ad-
vertised themselves along the lower beach, and opposite 
the Esplanade. 

"Isn't it all just too wonderful! I'd love to live 
here, always, among this light and show. What fun 
it would be!" said Dora. Her face was glowing with 
excitement. 

But Valentine was looking away across the bay, dark 
and deep, where lights could not reach. Dark, like 
a black wall, was the bay. Deep and real. The 
tawdry glitter on shores  

"I say, Miss Hood," Dora dropped her voice to a 
confidential whisper, "there are two such nice-looking 
fellows leaning against the rail over there, and look-
ing at us." 

"It won't hurt them to look at us," calmly replied 
Valentine ; "and it won't hurt us, I suppose." 

Dora pouted. "Oh, be a sport. You were that 

night Pat first took me home, and on the day of the 
picnic; then why can't you be one now, and let's have 
a bit of fun? I " Her tone changed to one of 
pleasant surprise. "Look! There's Pat now, and 
that man—Amery. I wonder what's happened to 
Mary Martin that she's not on the scene ? There 
they are. Fancy striking the two of them down here 
like this!" 

And "here" they certainly were. 
Dora and Connelly were delighted Amery, too, 

was delighted, if one could judge by the expression 
on his face. Only there was a touch of sarcasm in 
the smile that played about his lips. But Valentine's 
face was expressionless. 

As Connelly and Dora walked a little ahead, Amery, 
in silence, but with a look that spoke more than 
words, took Valentine's hand, and drew it within his 
arm. The expressive smile did not leave his face. 
He was carelessly dressed, and carried himself with 
an air that seemed to say: "My troubles about the 
world ! I don't care'a damn for it or anyone in it!" 
It was not an air of arrogance; but one of utter in-
difference. 

• Valentine was looking straight ahead. Not a word 
had she spoken to Amery. He looked sideways at 
her, and the sarcasm in his smile deepened. 

"You shouldn't be so dashed demonstrative, Val. 
I know it's a long while since we last seen each 
other, an' went out walking together; but even if you 
are overjoyed, y' needn't make such a bloomin' show 
about it. Don't have so much to say, an' don't look 
so dam' pleased!" 

She made no response to his sarcasm. One would 
have thought that she did not hear it; but Amery 
noticed with satisfaction the fluttering of the ribbon-
bow at her breast. 

"Valentine Hood, eh? Not Valentine Amery. I've 
noticed that you don't wear no ring. Y' haven't 
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lost it, I hope. Cost me thirty bob, that ring did. 
P 'raps you hold a ticket for it—" 

"I have still the ring," answered Valentine, in 
low, deliberate tones. "I shall let you have it back. 
You might get something like a shilling or two on it, 
since you're so keen." 

"Thanks. That's very kind of you, I'm. sure. But 
you'll still be Valentine Amery all the same. Ring 
or no ring, that'll hold fast to you. Can't give back 
a name, you know. Valentine Amery—my wife. 
We'll have a shivoo when I breaks the news to the 
mob. One knows; but he don't talk, damn him! 
Some day he will, though, when me and him settle 
accounts." 

"You will want to be very careful, you know. He's 
a hard man to cross; so go steadily." It was the 
girl's turn to mock, now. 

"Yes," he said quickly; "you know who I mean 
right enough. You was pretty sweet on each other 
that day of the picnic, I don't forget. The wonder 
is that he ain't been and blurted out all he knows 
before this. Did you square him, eh?" 

"How abominably common you are," was her quiet 
reply. 

They had by this time reached the end of the 
Esplanade, and Valentine stopped. Amery stopped 
with her; but with a single backward glance, Dora 
and Connelly went straight on. 

Valentine paused, irresolute. At that moment she 
felt angry with Dora Green. 

"Come on," said Amery. 
Valentine did not move. 
"What are you waitin' for? Come on," repeated 

her companion. 
The girl was on the point of refusing to accompany 

him any further, but, considering the scene it would 
most likely cause, she followed with her husband the 
two in front. They passed the lower Esplanade, and 
on to the lawns fronting the beach. They followed 
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on past these till the light and glitter were left behind. 
Twice Valentine found herself on the point of calling 
to Dora to turn back, but each time she checked her-
self. 

They wandered slowly on in the shadowy coolness 
of night. To one side of them were the deep, dark 
waters, lapping gently on the beach with a cool, 
soothing, inviting mumur. To the other side, one or 
two lights gleamed a little in the distance; but that 
was all. The stars which had now appeared over-* 
head were white and brilliant. Not a breath stirred 
the air. The little winds had passed on their way ; 
but in their passage they had cooled the atmosphere. 

Valentine felt all its allurement. She would have 
been content to remain forever in such a world as 
this, free from her present companion. 

Connelly called for a spell, and the four sat on 
the beach facing the sea, Dora and Connelly a little 
ahead of the other two. 

Valentine clasped both hands about her knees and 
stared ahead, while Amery flung himself down beside 
her. He did not speak, only watched steadily her 
figure in the starlight there. She did not move. 

The two sitting before them were laughing and 
talking softly, Dora Green in Connelly's arms; but 
Valentine neither saw nor heard them. Her eyes 
were still watching the horizon, v(-here the star-flooded 
heavens bent down to the dark waters. She appeared 
oblivious to everything; her mind in another world. 

Amery shifted his position a little, so that his head 
rested lightly against her arm. As if his touch 
awakened her from dreaming, the girl started, and 
made to move a little further away ; but with a swift, 
silent movement, the man caught her arm in his 
strong hand, and held it fast. 

Still she did not speak, sitting quietly, and stiffen-
ing her arm against his head. 

"Don't be so lovin', Val, my dear," he taunted, 
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softly, and drew her arm across his shoulder, bringing 
his face close to hers. But the girl snatched her arm 
from him, struck him across his mocking face, and 
jumped to her feet. 

In answer his fist shot out, but the girl was beyond 
reach of the blow. By a great effort the man con-
trolled his temper, remembering the two in front—
end well for Valentine that he did so—and rose 
slowly to his feet. 

"You're dam' particular!" he sneered. 
Dora and Connelly had also risen, the former 

hurrying up to them, with the man following more 
slowly. 

"For heaven's sake, Dora! Let us go!" exclaimed 
Valentine, in quick agitation. 

Miss Green turned to Amery. "You blasted 
idiot!" she said, elegantly. "You might have known 
that she's not the sort to fool with. She ain't Mary 
Martin!" 

He laughed at her. 
"Haven't you got any blooming sense? Haven't 

you at least enough savvy to know a decent girl when 
you see one, you fool!" continued Dora. 

"Go on," replied Amery. "What do you think you 
know about it all?" 

"A mighty lot, let me tell you! I haven't lived 
with her without learning that much," was the young 
lady's answer. 

"You're a clever young woman, you are; but you 
see," said Amery, "you ain't lived with her as long 
as I have." 

A deep silence of startled surprise followed on his 
words; till Dora Green spoke again: "You're raving 
mad! You've been takin' a drop too much, you have, 
and don't know what you're gassing about." 

"Don't I, though," he replied, trying to adopt an 
easy manner. "A 'mighty lot' you do know about it. 
Ask her, and see what she says." And he pointed to 
Valentine. 
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But Valentine remained motionless, and did not 
answer Dora's silent question. 

"I told you so," said Amery, then. "What the 
hell have you got to say about it now?" 

"Look here, Amery! Is that the dinkum truth 
you're givin' us? You know what it means, so you'd 
better be careful what you say," said Connelly. 

"Is it dinkum truth? My oath on it! You've 
helped me to do a line with my own wife, you have. 
A jolly good joke that, but I fancy she's disappointed 
that I ain't a certain other bloke." 

"If I was you, I wouldn't let a 'certain other 
bloke' hear what you just said," said Dora scathingly. 

Amery turned quickly to her, but before he could 
answer, Connelly asked: "Then what about Mary 
Martin? She's tellin' everybody that you an' her's 
engaged." 

"Serve her jolly well right!" again put in Dora, 
quickly. "I'm just as glad as I can be that she's 
been taken in. I always did hate that sly creature." 

"Then she doesn't know anything about you bein' 
married?" It was Connelly again. 

"What the devil's that to you?" was the retort. 
"I wouldn't put it past her," came Dora's ready 

tongue. She looked at Valentine, who stood still 
silent, watching them.. "If what you've just said is 
really true," said the warm-hearted girl to Amery, 
"then I can understand how she must feel " with 
another glance at Valentine. "And if I had a hus-
band like you I'd kill him!" 

"Don't boast, my dear," he answered. "If I was 
your husband I'd kill meself." 

•"Thank you," said Valentine, then, very deliber-
ately, smiling ironically. "Am I to appreciate the 
compliment that you don't kill yourself for—me?" 

He swung round to her, taking a step nearer. His 
body was bent forward a little, his hands tightly 
clenched. 
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"You! Yes, I know that you want to get me out 
of the way; that's just why I'm hangin' on. I've 
got you, an' you can't git rid of me. No chance in 
life! In spite of everything, you're still my wife. 
I hold the whip ; an' by hell, I'll use it! I've got 
you strong and fast, an' there's no lettin' go! I'll 
make you pay, pay, pay till you come back cryin' 
to me!" 

Even in the starlight there he could see the look 
on her face—scorn and passion intermingled. The 
ribbon-bow was fluttering and rising quickly. The 
other three watched curiously her tense figure. Dora 
was wondering greatly, but her girl's heart seemed 
to understand. Connelly also was frankly astonished, 
and stood, uncertain how to act. He looked from 
Valentine to Amery, from Amery back to Valentine. 
Amery straightened himself, his head upheld, and a 
sneering smile on his otherwise good-looking face. 

And so, for a full minute, they stood, with only 
the faint lap-lap of the waters to break the stillness, 
the soft sounds seeming to beat against Valentine's 
soul like a dreary, hopeless song, with the white stars 
above mocking her. 

Then she spoke slowly, emphasising each word: "If 
I had the means here, I believe that I would kill 
you! I can understand now why some people commit 
murder. I warn you—don't taunt me any further, 
else I shall not be responsible for what might happen." 

The tone of her words struck a chill to the other 
girl's heart, and she moved closer ; while Amery, for 
once, could find nothing to say. 

It was only when Valentine, fearing the rush of 
feelings which now began to swirl round and through 
her, turned away, that the tension snapped. Amery 
gave his usual short, indifferent laugh; while Dora—
turning on him a swift look that, if only looks could 
slay would have laid him dead at her feat—took a 
few steps forward, and gently caught hold of Valen-
tine's arm. 
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"Come," she said. "We'll go back together." 
Valentine did not answer, but she accepted the 

other's company; and Connelly, understanding, did 
not attempt to follow, but walked off at an angle with 
Amery. 

Amery was moody, and evidently not inclined to 
talk; only once he laughed as he had laughed before, 
but there was an uneasy ring in the tone of his 
laughter—betraying a mind ill at ease; and it ended 
in a curse. 

For a time the two girls walked along the quiet, 
forsaken shore, with only the soft murmuring of the 
waters, the dark sea, and the brilliant stars for 
company. 

"Oh!" cried Valentine at length. "I cannot stand 
this silence ! Let us go back to the light and the 
crowds!" 

"All right," gently answered Dora. "We'll go 
back. Perhaps you would like to go home?" 

"Not yet—not yet.'' 
But no sooner were they again with the lively, 

jostling throng than Valentine, feeling it even more 
than the silence, whispered to her companion : 

"Yes, Dora. Let us go home." 
So they took the next city-bound tram car and left 

the gay, brilliant whirlpool for the darker vortex of 
the back suburban streets. 

They reached their own suburb, and, as they were 
walking towards Grady Street, a man passed who, on 
seeing them, hesitated to speak, then continued his 
way. 

"Mr. Blair!" suddenly called Valentine. 
At her call he turned, looking back at the two girls. 
"Shall I go on'?" asked Dora, in a low voice. 
"If you don't mind, Dora," was Valentine's 

answer; and the other continued her way. 
Blair now came up. "You called. Do you want 

me?" 
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"Yes," replied Valentine. 	have something to 
say to you. Will you walk to the house with me?" 

Then, as he walked at her side, she told him of the 
night's incident, and added: "You have known this 
long while how we two stood, but you have said 
nothing because I asked it of you. I want to thank 
you for that, before the whole street knows to-morrow." 

"Do you think, even if you hadn't asked it, I 
would have been likely to shout the news all over 
the street—that you and Guy Amery was married? 
Besides, do you think he'll tell even now? I don't." 

"Why don't you ?" 
"Because he'll be only showin' himself up if he 

does; an' he knows that, too." 
"But what about Dora and Connelly ?" she asked. 
"Well, of course, they might let something go. 

There's no sayin '." 
"I don't seem to care now whether or not the people 

know. I don't even know why, exactly, I've been 
trying to hide it—unless—I felt too proud to have 
him known as my husband. They would jeer at me 
for for . They'd say that I was trying to be 
what I am not—and 	 

"But you could still look down on 'em," said the 
man ; "for they don't come up to you." 

"But I don't want to do that. Why should I look 
down on them ? I am not a snob, really. It is just 
that I didn't have the courage to acknowledge my 
husband. I can't explain exactly what I felt about 
it." 

"You're not saying anything about clearing out 
from these parts, but, somehow I don't think that you 
intend stayin' here." 

"No," she answered at once. "I am going to try 
and be away before next week." 

"I'll 	" But he stopped, looking steadily at her. 
The girl answered the look on his face. "Say you 

will be sorry," she said, impulsively. "Just at the 
present moment I feel as if a touch of sympathy would 

do me the world of good. Somehow, I seem to have 
got to know you—not as a man of the streets, but as 
you really are. The day of the picnic showed me 
that, and I was glad to know you so. You are living 
against your own true nature here in the streets. 
Why don't you let it go?" 

For the first time in his life the man felt embar-
rassed. The force of the girl's words had made them-
selves felt. To hide it, he said : 

"I say, why did you marry a man like your—
husband is?" 

"Heavens knows!" was her reply. "I married him 
without knowing him. I thought that he was a strong-
minded man, and besides, I was lonely." 

"Pretty stiff luck for you, but cheer up ! Things '11 
turn out all right in the end." 

"How?" she asked, simply. 
They crossed one of the side streets, and neither 

noticed the figure of a man leaning back against the 
wall to escape their observation. Had Valentine been 
alone it would have fared roughly with her. Blair 
was her unconscious saviour. 

For one instant the corner street-lamp shone full 
on their faces. Blair's expression was non-commital 
as usual, but the girl's eyes were bright, and her lips 
set bitterly. 

Blair opened the gate, and she entered, bidding him 
good-night. The sound of his step on the asphalted 
street died away in the distance, and a few seconds 
later, he who had concealed himself from notice came 
out and watched a moment the house which the girl 
had entered. His brows were lowering, and he mut-
tered to himself : 

"Not so long ago it was Blake, and now it's this 
Blair. Blake can go to hell! But—there's a mighty 
big account to settle with this chap here, and one that 
won't stand over much longer, neither." 

And Blair, as he made his way to his own place 
of board, seemed to hear again the girl's words to him: 
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"You're living against your own true nature here 
in the streets  I'm glad I got to know you as 
you really are. . . ." 

"I'd clear out and make good if I had her for 
always," he muttered to himself ; "just to let her see 
that—that  

Then he laughed, shaking such thoughts from him. 
"You're daft, man ! A gaol-bird, and all the rest of 
it—to think of having her near you for always. You 
don't know what you're dreamin' about !" 

His were thoughts similar to Amery's first ones 
regarding the girl. Blair, however, was not like 
Amery. He, at least, was a man. Amery had shown 
himself to be less. 

Valentine had come to the conclusion that, after 
all, there was nothing left for her to do but make a 
move. If she remained where she was, it meant that 
she would either have to go back to her husband, or 
tolerate from him continual insults. Would she never 
be free of 'him./ 

She was beginning now to be afraid of him; afraid 
of herself—of what she might do if Amery pushed 
himself further. The limit to her endurance was 
reached; beyond that, there was fear and dread. It 
was a terrible thought, and to get rid of it she must 
get as far away as possible from her present abode, 
and from familiar scenes. She was utterly weary. 
If only she could start life afresh from where she 
had made such a mistake of it, knowing all that she 
now knew ! But she had paid for this knowledge. 
She had learnt her lesson, and learnt it at the cost 
of her own happiness. 

Equality! Her lips curled at the thought. There 
was no such thing. Class distinction—yes; but not 
so much between the independent and working classes 
as between the man of high thought and action, and 
the gfoove-sticking dullard, both of whom can be 
found in the so-called "upper" as well as in the 
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"lower" circle. And Valentine's mistake was that 
she had married one who could never be her equal, 
since he had proved himself to be but a "groove-
sticking dullard." But mistakes such as these are 
always paid form full. 

The girl was up and ready for breakfast at thC 
usual hour the following morning. Dora, though eye-
ing her covertly,. curiously, asked no questions. She 
had enough common-sense to know that to do so would 
avail her nothing. 

The air was close and oppressive when Valentine 
set off for, her day's work. Throughout the day hot 
north winds had frollicked, sending the dust swirling 
and flying in every direction ; but towards evening 
the wind dropped. With the first shadows came the 
rain, accompanied by a thunder storm, and the girl 
remained within shelter till this had passed. But the 
storm was of short duration, and she set off—at a 
later hour than usual—for home. The downpour of 
rain had settled the dust, and purified and made cool 
the atmosphere. 

Valentine, in spite of the lateness of the hour, made 
her way slowly. With the wet pavement underfoot, 
and the fresh air about her, it was too beautiful an 
evening to hurry to a close, uninteresting boarding-
house. 

A stream of lorries was rattling and rumbling along 
the road on its way to the yards. The drivers, 
strong and grimy-looking, were calling one to the other. 
She saw Blair, his hat as usual pushed back from 
his face, with damp waves of hair clinging to his 
forehead. He was sitting carelessly on the box, driv-
ing easily the three horses, and laughing heartily. 

Again Valentine was puzzled by the illusive like-
ness of his laughing face to one other she had seen. 
When he looked seriously out on the world, with 
cruel, yet well-formed lips, and mocking eyes, he was 
"Devil" Blair, but when he laughed, so amazing was 
the transformation that he. appeared as another man 

• 
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His grey eyes and white teeth gleamed in his brown 
face, and he looked a picture of reckless good nature. 

It was quite evident that he saw and recognised 
Valentine walking along the footpath. He looked at 
her a second longer than the usual casual glance of 
a passer-by occasioned. The smile on his face may 
have been for her, but it might just as well have been 
the unconscious aftermath of the pleasantry he was, 
a moment ago, laughing at so heartily; still, he gave 
no actual sign of recognition. 

One of the drivers called a greeting to her, and 
another followed his example; but Valentine, having 
grown used to these ways in the streets, took not the 
slightest notice of them. 

That evening the pavements echoed to more steps 
than  usual. The cool change had called the people 
from the houses. Along the streets children were 
playing. At every house, either sitting on the door-
step or leaning over the gate, men and women were 
laughing and talking, and at every corner, groups 
stood about the lamp-posts; while outside the hotels 
stood the largest groups. In the middle of one of 
the side-streets, under the dull flicker of the lamp, 
some youths were playing that forbidden "luxury," 
two-up. But in some of the darker back streets, night-
hawks were abroad. It was a night above all others 
for one to avoid these evil precincts. 

Over all was the dull, grey sky.  

CHAPTER XXVI. 

THE next evening Amery, prompted by the demon, 
made a sinister purchase at one of the city stores. 

In some of the suburbs there are times when one 
wondersif there exists a police force. If the police 
had been anywhere handy this night it would be diffi-
cult to say what turn events would have taken, surely 
a very different course from what actually happened. 

Two men were having an altercation, or, rather, one 
listened, while the other, in the heat of passion, said 
a few unmentionable things to him. One was Blair ; 
the other—it is hardly necessary to state—Amery. 
There were two other men present, who watched the 
proceedings with silent interest. 

Then, naturally enough, Blair protested at Amery's 
attitude towards him; protested actively, but not 
quickly enough, for, even as his arm lunged out, the 
other dodged, turned swift as a dart, and ran a few 
yards down the street. Here he again swung round, 
and the next instant there was a simultaneous flash 
and report; then came the chase. 

It might have proved indeed exciting, but for its 
short duration, for it lasted but the length of the 
street. At the corner, Amery turned off into a lane, 
scaled a fence, and found himself in the stable yards. 

It was fairly dark, so that he could see little; but 
his trained sense instantly detected—in spite of his 
own danger—a restlessness among the horses. They 
were whinnying and chawing at the ground. All this 
came to his mind like a flash as he dropped from the 
fence into the yard. On the alert, he listened a space. 

The horses were beginning to tramp about; he 
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could hear them thundering and kicking. Now they 
were beginning to squeal Amery's violent temper 
of a minute before had dropped from him It was 
as if for the moment he forgot his own danger in his 
passionate consideration for horses. 

"What the devil's the matter with them?" he said, 
half-aloud. 

His pursuers had reached the corner, and one of 
them entered the lane. There was a loud clatter as 
he accidently kicked against a kerosene tin, and he 
rapped out a sudden oath. 

But Amery had moved towards the stables, and 
with a sharp movement he lifted his head and sniffed 
at the air. 

"By heaven ! Fire !" 
Those outside had now likewise heard the horses, 

and were clambering over the fence to investigate. 
Here was Amery's chance to make good his escape; 
but here it was that his love for horses urged him to 
risk his own saftey—for the first time in his life place 
himself second—and stay. 

From one of the loose-boxes a thin stream of smoke 
drifted through a chink in the door. In the semi-
darkness it looked like a miniature cloud. To this 
box Amery gave his attention. 

"Stand back, there !" he shouted to the three who 
had now come up, and, pausing but a moment to collect 
himself and take a deep breath, he opened the door 
of the loose-box and entered. 

"Damn fool !" ejaculated one of the men. "He'll 
be kicked to atoms!!" 

But he was wrong. In a few minutes Amery 
emerged, holding the plunging horses by the bridles. 
His coat was torn, his face blackened and streaked 
with red, and both hands cut and blood-stained. 

"By hell !" said Blair. "You must be made of 
iron!" 

Amery gave a backward jerk of his head as he 
said, breathing heavily: "You chaps put out the blaze, 

 

will you? It ain't much. . . . I'll steady these—
horses." 

Blair and one of the others, who had already pro-
cured a couple of buckets full of water, attended to the 
fire which, as Amery inferred, was just beginning to 
flare ; while the third man stared at him, saying slowly : 

"Strike me pink ! But you're a cool customer, an' 
no mistake! Try to do a man in, an' then risk your 
blanky life for a couple of blanky horses !" 

Hammering, clammering, and confusion was going 
on outside the yards, and soon the gate was broken 
down as more men, hearing the commotion, poured in. 
The situation was simple enough to grasp, and ad- , 
miration for the action of the man who had saved the 
two horses from the burning box was not slow in 
coming 

"By the way," suddenly cried one, "us chaps 
thought that we heard a shot from somewheres here-
abouts. Did any of you blokes hear it ?" 

By a swift glance Blair silenced his companions. 
"Yes," he answered. "We heard it ; but it couldn't 
have been nothing much, else there would have been 
something further ahead." 

"I suppose you're right there," was the reply of 
one of the newcomers. 

"Well, the bonfire is settled, so everything is all 
right now. One of you blokes must have been smokin' 
in that box this afternoon. Here, steady up, man ! 
Here, Dan, take those horses from him, they're quiet 
enough now." 

And as Dan took the halters into his hands, Blair 
caught hold of Amery's arm, steadying him. "One 
of you chaps get to the pub," he said. "Are you 
goin ', Rip ? Right you are. Get brandy." 

"I'm all right," muttered Amery; but his eyes 
were heavy, and he swayed as the other momentarily 
released his arm. 

Blair made no other answer save to again take a 
hold on his arm and assist him to the gate, a noisy 
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group following at their heels. 
"There's no need for you chaps to track us," he 

said, shortly. And, at his words, they fell back. 
At the corner the two nearly collided with a girl 

who was running along. She stopped short, then 
caught at Amery's free arm, looking hard into his 
face. 

"I heard—down near the pub," she panted. 
"Ripper Smith told me." 

It was Mary Martin. 
"Nothing to bother about," Amery tried to say, 

but the words were no more than a confused murmur. 
He was still weak and stiff, for he had received some 
hard knocks. Blair had taken no notice of the girl. 
He said nothing when she took Amery's other arm 
and walked along with them till they reached his 
boarding-house, where the Rip, with a flask of brandy 
in his hand, was talking with Mrs. Fenton. 

Valentine heard of it later, when Connelly came 
along to tell Dora of it. 

"It was a brave thing for a man to do," she said, 
slowly. 

"Brave!" echoed Dora. "I should think it was! 
I didn't know he had it in him." 

"Perhaps, had it been for anything but horses 	 
commenced Valentine; then stopped, since it would 
be a contemptible things after all, to attempt to be-
little a man's courageous action. "Perhaps I should 
go up to see him," she said. "I don't know exactly 
what to do." But in the end, she saw that there was 
nothing for her to do. 

But neither knew anything of the shooting affray. 
How could they, seeing that four alone knew of it—
two of whom would not speak, and two of whom were 
bound to silence by their leader? 

But the next evening saw Amery again on the 
streets, his iron constitution little the worse after the 
incident of the evening before. That Blair should let 
the shooting affair pass, and that he should have 
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sworn the others to silence, more than surprised him; 
but he was by no means grateful to the other for the 
act of clemency. It seemed rather remarkable that 
Blair should treat with such apparent coolness what 
might have been a tragedy; but Amery's action in 
saving the horses from the burning stable the night 
before spoke in favour of the would-be murderer; 
besides, whA held Blair's hand was the thought of 
Valentine Amery. If Amery were convicted, her name 
would necessarily be involved. Blair would have seen 
Amery sentenced or hung, with, pleasure, but he could 
not face the thought of scandal that would fall on 
the girl's defenceless head. He might very easily 
have warned the man off remaining in the vicinity, 
but even if that idea did enter his mind, it did not 
get very deep. Perhaps he thought it hardly likely 
that the other would make a second attempt at his 
life, especially when the two who had witnessed the 
whole affair could tell so much. 

But Amery was a marked man, He felt humiliation 
to its depths when Blair said to him the following 
evening: "It's a dangerous game, playin' with guns. 
Drop it; or it'll drop you—by a rope!" 

"Curse you!" was the violent reply. 
Blair laughed lightly. "All right, if that does you 

any good, keep goin', so long as it doesn't get any 
further than cursin'. It don't hurt me, I can tell 
you. But watch your step, man. Watch your step ! 
If you don't, you'll come a big cropper!" 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

THOUGH Valentine had determined to make a move 
before the week was out, Friday found her still in 
the same place. Her financial position was not sound 
enough to permit her to move about as she would 
wish, and it had not been so easy as she had thought 
to procure another situation. But it was on the 
Friday that her chance came in an advertisement she 
noticed in one of the daily papers: a position as maid 
to an elderly lady going abroad; and applicants were 
to apply before ten o'clock that same morning at 
Room 8, Warwick's Hotel. 

Abroad! Surely that would take her far enough 
away, and once she left familiar shores she could 
start all over again. Memories might follow her over 
the water, but that was all. She would, at least, be 
free from Amery, and her own thoughts. 

She put in an appearance at her work earlier than 
usual that morning, and asked for time off from her 
duties, time which the doctor none too willingly 
granted; but it was ten minutes after the hour before 
she reached Warwick Hotel, and knocked at the door 
of Room. 8. 

There was no response. She knocked a second 
time, before gently trying the handle. The door was 
fast. So she was too late. The girl frowned, and 
bit her lip in disappointment and vexation, and was 
turning away when a man, obviously the manager of 
the hotel, came up to her. 

"Is there anything I can do for you, madam?" 
She explained the situation, and he slowly answered, 

rubbing his chin : 
130 

"Well, I cannot say whether or not the position has 
been filled, but if you would care to leave your name 
and address, in case the lady is not suited, she may 
drop you a line to call again. Would you care to 
do that?" 

Valentine paused. "Is it worth while? It is almost 
certain that by now the position would be filled. 
Applicants were to be here before ten, and it is now 
some minutes after that. It was exceedingly annoy-
ing that I could not get away sooner." 

"Please yourself, madam, but I'd advise you to 
leave your name, nevertheless. One never knows what 
may happen, since it is not certain that the position 
has been fixed up." 

"Very well," answered the girl. "I'll leave it." 
And, taking a small notebook and pencil from her 
handbag, Valentine wrote down her name and ad-
dress, and handed it to the man. 

"Lenroy Street," he said, as he read it. "May I 
ask what part that is in?" 

"You would know the principal street of that 
suburb ?" 

"Grady Street, is it not? Yes, I know of it." 
"Lenroy Street is third to the left off that. It is 

easy enough to find." 
"I see. Well—er—I'll just give this address to 

the lady, anyhow; and—er—wish you luck." 
"Thank you." 
But as she walked along the polished floor of the 

hotel, and out into the street, Valentine did not in 
the least expect any word in answer to the address 
she had left. It seemed rather strange, and most 
unusual, that the manager of the hotel should have 
asked her—in such a case as this—to leave it. And 
that gentleman himself was even now wondering 
greatly what had prompted him to do so. But how 
could either girl or man know that Fate was using 
the worthy manager of Warwick Hotel as a tool in 
her hand ? 
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Valentine took her time in returning to the doctor's 
rooms. She had hurried into the city only too late 
to receive any satisfaction for her purpose in going 
there, and she would not hurry back. 

The day was warm and sultry, and she felt it rob-
bing her of energy. She walked along King Street 
on her way to the tram, and in passing an hotel, 
almost ran into three men who were at that moment 
coming out of the bar. She gave each a quick glance, 
felt her face burn and her heat quicken, and, without 
any sign, passed on. 

One of the men gazed after her. "Strikes me I've 
seen that diner before," he said. 

"I suppose you have," replied a second, with a 
slight sneer. "An' unless you're keen to run slap-
bang against Devil Blair, y' won't as much as wink 
at her. She's his bit o' prize." 

The third man laughed suddenly—a loud, boisterous 
laugh; then swore violently. 

"Strikes me you know something, Rip," replied the 
first. "P 'raps it's from experience, eh? Maybe you 
ran slap-bang against him yourself," he taunted, good-
naturedly. 

"Get a move on, Dandy!" The third man spoke 
curtly. "Don't you ever work down along at your 
factory, Rip '? Glide away. We've got time to make 
up." 

And while the Ripper walked off, Amery and his 
companion mounted to their lorries standing nearby 
and drove off. 

One of the drivers was late returning to the yards 
of Armstrong Brothers that evening. A quarter-of-an-
hour had passed since the last man's lorry had rattled 
through the gate, and the driver unharnessed and fed 
the horses before leaving for the night. 

Amery was cursing inwardly as the horses trotted 
smartly along Grady Street. A call at the last moment 
had kept him back, and had by no means improved 
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his temper; rather, it had fanned the smouldering fire. 
The lorry approached the right-of-way leading into 

the yards. Save for two men coming from between 
the wide gates, the place was deserted. 

"Hullo, Guy ! Been joy-ridin'?" shouted one, good-
humouredly, and received an oath by way of answer. 

The devil had possession of Amery this evening. 
His mind was black with rage and bitterness, and in 
his heart he felt murder. Well for Valentine that she 
was not within reach of him; and well for Blair and 
Amery both that they did not meet then and there! 

The horses, as usual, slowed down when they reached 
the right-of-way, but the driver, in a fit of passion, 
and for the first time in his life, brought the lash 
heavily down across the horse under the whip. At 
such unaccustomed treatment from its driver, the 
animal plunged and, without slacking, the horses took 
the dangerous curve. 

The two men, wondering and curious, had stopped 
to watch. They saw the box on which Amery was 
seated tilt sideways as the lorry swerved round ; saw 
the driver hurled to one side ; heard a startled shout 
above the clattering of hoofs and wheels over the 
rough stone yard—and together they rushed back to 
the open gates. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

AN elderly woman and her son had stepped off the 
tram at the terminus and were walking along the 
street cutting off the road at that point. It was a 
long, fairly wide street, but 

"The third street off Grady Street—but where is 
Grady Street ?" remarked the woman. 

"We'll soon find that out," was the man's reply. 
"This is not a very pleasant place to bring you to at 
night, mother ; but we shall be out of it again before 
long." 

"Yet she lives here. Just imagine it, Steve, that 
she should choose such a place to live in. The atmos-
phere is almost eerie. It's—it's unholy, son. How 
on earth does she endure it ?" 

"It may not be as bad as it seems," was Blake's 
reply. "It's just that you are new to it, mother." 

"I suppose that is really it. How will you find 
Grady Street?" 

"There are some men standing at the corner. I 
shall ask them,'' replied the son. 

And when they reached the corner, Blake stopped 
'before the small group of men collected there, asking: 
"Good-night. Can you direct us to Grady Street?" 

"Right here," came the prompt reply. "Follow this 
line up. This is Grady Street." 

"And—Lenroy Street? That is up here, is it not ?" 
asked Mrs. Blake. 

"Yes, lady." And the man touched his hat as he 
spoke. "Third up this side." 

"Thanks," said Blake, pleasantly, and turned to his 
mother. "Now, third street up, and we're right." 
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But neither Blake or his mother noticed that, as 
they had stopped before the group about the lamp-
post, one of the men had moved back into the shadows, 
where he could watch and hear, without himself being 
seen. This man came forward again later, and, as 
far as the light permitted their figures to be seen, 
watched mother and son along Grady Street. 

"New customers for these parts. Wonder what 
they're after?" was the remark of one of the men. 

"Who are they after? you mean. Well, that's 
easily guessed at, ain't it? There's only one person 
in Lenroy Street that people like them would go 
after, an' that ain't Mary Martin. P'raps we'll be 
hearin' a few things soon." 

But the man who had come forward did not appear 
to hear the words. He heard nothing, saw nothing, 
save the woman and the man who had just passed. 

To Valentine there was a strangeness in the atmos-
phere, as if, like an electric current, a sensation were 
passing through it: a weird, gripping sensation, that 
sank deep into the girl's heart.. What was it—this 
new, yet familiar force that entered within her? The 
voices of the streets were still the same; yet they 
appeared to come from far away, as though the atmos-
phere were compelling silence; and the girl's mind 
appeared to be listening—listening. What was it? 

And, then, she knew. . . . 
It was the call of the plains. An echo from the 

lonely, open lands. She sensed the deep stillness; felt 
the fresh, wandering breezes—the little winds; heard 
the great heart of it calling—calling. It was the old 
'bond asserting itself. 

A longing seized her ; a longing for the peace she 
could never find here in the city. Her eyes were dry 
and brilliant, but her heart was weeping. Though 
times without number she had thought of that northern 
land, never before had she felt so strongly for its 
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blessed peace and sense of security as she did this 
night. 

She sat at the sitting-room window looking across 
—at no broad expanse of country, but only a small, 
vacant allotment. 

She did not see two men cross it to the street 
opposite. She did not hear a harsh voice calling to 
a boy who was fighting another further along the 
street. The sky was clear; stars were beginning to 
glitter and the air to grow cooler. But Valentine 
was aware of none of these things. Her soul was 
away in big, silent places. 

The voice of Mrs. Green calling to her daughter 
roused her, and rising, she went out on to the veran-
dah. At that moment the gate opened, and a woman 
passed through, followed by a man. 

The girl stood motionless. She was unaware of 
the woman's soft voice, or steady regard of mother 
and son. It was only when Mrs. Blake placed her 
hand on the girl's arm that Valentine asked, tone-
lessly: 

"Why are you here?" 
"Why! Because you left me your name and ad-

dress, my dear. Are you sorry to see us?" 
"Sorry ! I feel as if I am in some mad dream--

seeing you again !" A little of the colour returned 
to her face, and her eyes lost their strangeness. "I 
have just been thinking of the plains. and when I saw 
you, you at first appeared as part of my picture!" 

She smiled at them both, but the old lady felt her 
arm burning under the girl's touch as Valentine led 
her indoors to the sitting-room. 

"Tell me how you discovered me? Tell me how 
you come to be here," said the girl. "I know now 
that I am not dreaming, but I am, wandering in a 
maze. You say that I left you my address?" 

"Of course, you did. This morning, at the Warwick 
Hotel, Did you not give it to the manager to pass 
on to us?" 
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"You! Then it was you—your advertisement I 
went to answer ? You are going abroad?" 

"Didn't you know that we sold Diermorne? We 
are going abroad for a time, and that was my adver-
tisement for a maid," was Mrs. Blake's reply. 

Valentine started to laugh; but there was little 
merriment in the sound. Tears were in her eyes. 
" To think that I answered your advertisement!" 

"You don't know how glad I am that it has brought 
me to you," said Mrs. Blake. "Have you a good 
home here, my dear ? Tell us what you have been 
doing since you left us. I thought that you might 
have written." 

"I couldn't write. Yes, this has been a good home, 
and I have a fairly good position. I think I was con-
tented here—till you sold Diermorne." 

"Till we sold Diermorne!" exclaimed Mrs. Blake. 
"What difference could that possibly make? We have 
not met till now." 

"No—but my husband and I have, and he has made 
my life almost intolerable. I get no peace. When Mr. 
Blake sold Diermorne Guy came down to the city and, 
of all places, must strike this particular one where . 
I happened to be. He's a driver in one of the carrier 
or timber yards about." 

Since his coming, Blake had said nothing. In the 
silence that now followed on Valentine's words, he 
stepped forward. 

"Mrs. Amery, is not this one of the worst suburbs 
to live in?" 

"Of course, it's entirely different from the other 
side of the river," was her answer. 

"Then why on earth did you choose it?" asked the 
man. 

"Just because, Mr. Blake, it is this side of the 
river." 

"Excuse plain speaking, Mrs. Amery, but that is 
not pride, it is foolishness, and you have done your-
self a great deal of harm by it," He turned to his 
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mother. "I'll leave you two together for a while. 
mother, and shall return for you in about an hour's 
time." 

The girl watched him as he left the room. She 
knew what prompted him to make this move. She 
could now speak freely with Mrs. Blake; but had the 
man remained, she would have said little of what she 
had to say, and he realised this. 

The two women had been together about a quarter-
of-an-hour, when Dora Green entered, saying: 

"Excuse me, Miss Hood, but Jack Blair is outside. 
He wants to see you." 

Valentine turned slowly. "Jack Blair—here? He 
wants to see—me?" 

"Yes. I believe—it's important. You had better 
see him, I think—Miss Hood." 	• 

Valentine looked hard at the girl before her. Dora's 
eyes were a trifle wider than usual; and Dora's face 
was a trifle paler than usual; so that Valentine, ex-
cusing herself to Mrs. Blake, rose and went out on 
to the verandah. 

Blair was standing, hands in pockets, facing the 
street, and he turned smartly as Valentine came to 
the door. 

"Dora said that you wish to see me," she said. 
"Yes. There has been an accident up at the yards," 

he said, without preliminary. 
With a quick intake of her breath, she asked :411IgIs 

he badly hurt?" 
So she guessed that much. Of course, the man told 

himself, who else could it have been to have brought 
him here to her? 

"Mrs. Amery"—for the first time he addressed her 
thus—"your husband was killed outright." 

The girl trembled, 'and put one hand to the door 
to steady herself. There was an awkward pause. 

"Tell me," she said, in a voice strangely quiet. 
"How did it happen ?" 

And, in as few words as possible, he told her all 

EQUALITY ROAD 
	

189 

that he knew. "He must have been thrown head-
first on to the stones, and that's what finished him," 
he concluded. 

"Thank you," said the girl. 
The man hesitated a little. "Anything I can do 

for you, Mrs. Amery?" 
"Will I have to go up—and see him—and see about 

the funeral?" she stammered. 
"The firm did not know that he was a married man. 

I think they'll see to everything—as far as that's con-
cerned—seeing how he was killed." 

" Then there is nothing I ought to do ?" 
"I think not. Not unless y' wish to do anything." 
"Perhaps I should; but I am a coward, not a saint. 

I am not going to pose now as a wronged and for-
giving wife. We were both to blame. And now—
this is the finish. I think it will be better if I just 
stand back." 

"Well, there's nobody to thank you if you come 
forward, and it will only bring abuse down on your 
head, I suppose." 

"If I trouble about him now, you mean ?" 
"That's what I mean." 
"I suppose*" But she could find nothing more 

to sa3r. Blair stepped nearer, and put out a hand 
"If there's anything I can do for you at all," he 

said, "I'd like for you just to say- so. I'd be proud 
to do it for you; an' perhaps, bein' a man, I could 
do for you what you couldn't do for yourself. You 
said something to me once—I ain't forgot; an' I'd 
like to prove that word of yours." 

Earnestness robbed the little speech of awkward-
ness. It was a most unusual thing for Blair to speak 
in such a tone. 

The girl smiled at him and placed her hand in his. 
"You have already proved it," she said. "There is 
nothing you can do for me. Thanks for your offer, 
and for coming here to tell me, Mr. ,Blair," 
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"Mister? Do I deserve it ?" Both humour and 
reproach showed on his face. 

"Good-night, Jack," was all she said. She again 
entered the house, and the man stepped off the 
verandah and passed out through the gate. In the 
darkness, the girl did not observe the shadow that 
clouded his mocking eyes, nor the set of his lips. 

The expression on Valentine's face—though she 
strove to appear natural—could hardly pass unnoticed 
the keen observation of Mrs. Blake. , 

The elder woman asked no questions, and the girl 
gave no sign for some time. When she did speak her 
voice was low and steady. 

"It was one of the men from the yards." She 
moved from where she stood near the doorway and 
took a seat close to the other. "Guy has been killed." 

Mrs. Blake's calm demeanor was shaken, and she 
started a little. 

"Killed !" 
"Yes. Thrown from his waggon. Do you think 

it can really be true? It's hard to believe ; yet, it 
must be true, since the man came round here to tell 
me of it. Killed—dead—not to see—or feel—any 
more. He was so full of life." 

Mrs. Blake recovered her self-possession. "My 
dear, if it is true, it's a terrible thing; but I'll not be 
such a hypocrite as to offer you my sympathy." 

There was a long pause, till the girl spoke again : 
"He was my husband." 

"Whom you did not love," was the reply of the 
other woman. 

"But—I hold his name. He has given me that, and 
could not take it away with him. It's his—legacy to 
me." She half-smiled. "I didn't love him, but there 
was a time, long ago, when we were happy." She 
paused again, and continued: "This evening, it seemed 
to me that the spirit of the plains came down through 
the months to me here in this place. Was it a portent? 
This evening brought you to me; this evening Guy 
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was killed; and this evening—the whole world has 
turned for me. Is there such a thing as Fate?" 

She walked to the window, then back again to her 
seat. "What does it all signify ? The past done with, 
and a new life to commence ?" 

Half-an-hour later a step was heard outside, and, 
following a knock upon the door, Stephen Blake 
entered. He answered the look on his mother's face 
by saying simply : " I know." 

"What do you know ?" asked the girl. 
"That Amery has paid his last account." 
"How do you know it?" It was his mother's 

question this time. 
"One of the men mentioned it to me awhile back. 

Have you finished your visit for this evening, mother? 
Perhaps Mrs Amery would like to be alone for a 
while." 

But for the tone, quiet, yet expressive, the words 
would have sounded somewhat callous. But Blake 
wanted to be away. His own mind was heavy with 
a new knowledge. 

As she was leaving the girl, Mrs. Blake said : "Think 
over what I have said, my dear. Don't let the news 
you have this night received make any difference to 
your decision. Remember, I ask it as a favour, and 
shall call again to-morrow evening to hear what you 
have to say." 

And impulsively she kissed the girl's cheek, which 
warmed at the caress. 

Valentine stood on the verandah till the sound of 
their footsteps was swallowed up by the distance ; 
then she turned to the solitude of her room. 

Though Blake had said nothing, the friendly clasp 
of his hand and his steady glance were enough, and 
touched in comfort the girl's aching spirit. But she 
realised that his presence held now no influence over 
her heart. That, too, had gone with the past. 
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'V V 

CHAPTER XXIX. 

AS Blair made his way along the street after leaving 
Valentine, he collided with a man who happened to 
be turning the corner just. as he was passing it. 
Naturally, both men were brought to an abrupt halt, 
one instantly recognising—by the light of the corner 
lamp—the figure before him; but Blake, a look of 
puzzled surprise on his face, eyed the other steadily ; 
while Blair returned his look with a somewhat dogged 
glance, 'though one almost fancied a smile—slightly 
mocking, slightly bitter—playing about the lips and 
eyes. 

"Your face seems familiar,'' said Blake. "Haven't 
we met before ?" 

"You bet that we have !" 
Blair accompanied his, words by a sudden, short 

laugh. Grey eyes now steadily looked into grey eyes. 
Blake, well-dressed, was standing upright. Blair, 
careless to recklessness in his appearance, slouched a 
little, both hands clenched in his pockets. A swift 
gleam shot across the former's face. 

"By heaven !" he cried. "Jack !" 
His hand went out, and, instinctively, Blair's went 

to meet it. The two gripped hard, and words fled. 
There, in the dusky light, they eould only look at each 
other—brother and brother—but the bitterness had 
left Blair's face. He was the first to speak. 

"I saw you before, this evening, you an' mother," 
he said, very quietly. "You stopped at the corner 
to ask about Grady Street. I got out of the lime-
light." 

"But, man—why--why?" 
182  
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"Would she be pleased to see me like this, do you 
think ?" 

"But, good heavens! Jack! You're her son, man. 
What else matters with her?" 

"How could I shame her before those chaps back 
there? I'm a regular man of the streets. Don't you 
know what that means?" He straightened himself up 
again thrust his hands Ito his pockets, and smiled 
inscrutably, It is difficult to say what impression he 
thought this announcement would make on his brother, 
though his heart suddenly longed for brotherly 
sympathy. 

Though three years of age separated them, they 
had, as lads, been the best of pals. They were both 
spirited, sturdy boys; but where the younger was 
steady-going, Jack, the elder, was reckless to a degree, 
continually at war with his stern father, with the 
result that, at the age of sixteen, he cleared out from 
home. The mother's heart wept for her truant son, and 
the younger boy's sympathy went out to his rascallion 
brother; but the father never spoke of him without 
anger and bitter words, making no allowances for the 
fact that the boy had inherited his .own spirit. 

Shortly afterwards, the family left for the northern 
plains, and life commenced anew for the three of 
them, while the memory of the absentee became 
softened. They had been on the plains but a year 
when Mr. Blake died, and then it was that the true 
nature of his younger son, Stephen, asserted itself ; 
for the lad spared no effort in trying to keep the 
home together. A great deal of his time was spent 
in different parts of the country, toiling first in one 
district, then another; sending his earnings to the 
mother who waited on at the old home. 

Meanwhile, his brother made his way among the 
streets of the city, already a leader of mischief, and 
at war with law and its officials. 

In time, as years went by, Stephen Blake reaped 
the reward of his labours, and prospered, pushing his 
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way, urging and striving for higher, bigger aims, till 
he stood as a man of means; but still a worker, and 
proud of it. He was not born to be idle. Now, when 
his mother's ill-health demanded that he should sell 
out and sail overseas for a time, he was only thankful 
that he was in a position to make his care of her 
possible. 

But devil-may-care Jack lead grown to the streets, 
and they held him still; but a saving grace was bred 
within him—a saving grace that had warded off evil 
vices. A man of the streets he might have been, but 
Nature had intended that be should be a gentleman, 
and of this she gave constant reminders, though there 
were times when her enemy scored. Stephen Blake 
had given no answer to his brother's last words. 

"I've done my time in gaol," said Jack, still smiling 
slightly, and still steadily regarding the other. 

Then indeed did his brother start a little. "For 
what?" he asked at once. 

"For assault—which ,nearly finished up with 
murder" was the answer. 

"Assault! Nearly murder! How long have you 
been on the streets like this, jack?" 

"Prom the beginning.'' Then he spoke out: 
"Listen, Steve. I'm an out-and-outer—not a rotter; 
but a. waster. I've gone practically the whole length 
here, and there is not a chap on the streets, or a cop 
at his beat, who doesn't know me. I've served mv 
time in gaol: drank till I thought I owned hell, and 
fought till I'm leather against blows. Do you know 
what I am known as? Devil Blair! Yes, I changed 
the old name; had decency enough for that. Well, 
after that brief and flattering account of myself, can 
you wonder that I hid myself from the mother?" 

But, in spite of himself, there was just the slightest 
touch of appeal in the deep voice. It came from the 
softer sense which Valentine had unconsciously 
awakened in him. 

"Jack," slowly spoke his brother. "why do you 
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stick to this? Doesn't it make you feel pretty 
wretched at times?" 

Blair laughed. "Wretched! Great shakes; no! I 
made my own life, why should I be unhappy? I 
don't-care a damn for the world.'' And he meant it. 

It was Stephen Blake who broke the silence that 
followed. "Mother and I are going abroad next 
week. Toss this up, Jack, and come along with us." 

"Do you mean that—after what I have just told 
you?" Blair's voice sounded incredulous. 

"Did you try to condemn yourself in my mind 
Bosh! All that you have gone through was just your 
own bad luck, old boy. Because ill-fortune grabbed 
you at the beginning, and the two of you went along 
together. Jack, think of all it will mean to mother—
to have you hack again. 

"I ant thinking that. It would break her heart if 
she knew." 

"Not it," said Blake, determinedly. 
"I know better. I can't go, anyway. I haven't a 

bean, hardly. Pay my board every week, and bust 
up the rest." He laughed, and again Steve saw the 
old reckless light in his eyes, 

"Hardly a bean?" he said. "What matter ? I have 
a few thousands of them. They'll do the both of us.'' 

A dark shadow -  swept. across Blair's face. "Do 
you think that I'm such a low-down cur as all that—
to take your money and sponge on you? Whatever 
else might be. remember that I told you I wasn't 
quite a rotter." 

He turned angrily away, and the other, stepping 
after him, caught .  him by the shoulders. 

"No offence meant, old chap; but—good Lord! 
Just think a minute, Jack—of all it means"! 

"The more I think of it, the worse it gets," was 
the short answer. 

"Come with us," urged Blake. 
"No." 
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"After all these years! Have you lost all con-
sideration for your mother?" 

"No, damn it! If I had, I'd go with you to her 
now." 

"But you're only looking at one side of things. 
Look at it in the other light—" 

Blair stepped closer. "There's no, other light. 
See here, Steve--if you say a word to mother that 
you seen me, I'll—I'll--" 

"You'll do something desperate, eh? There's no 
need for you to threaten. If you're so blanky ob-
stinate, and refuse the chance to make good, do you 
think that I am likely to mention your name to her 
at all, and endure reproaches on your account? 
Credit me with some sense." 

"I will. By the way, how the devil do you come 
to be in these parts at all? Where have you left the 
mother?" 

"Well," replied Blake, hesitatingly. "Mother 
came round here to call on someone she happens to 
know, and whom she hasn't seen for some time. I 
am going back for her shortly." 

"I watched you up Grady Street till you turned 
off into Lenroy Street," came the slow answer. 
"There's only one person hereabouts that mother 
would be likely to know." 

"Yes?" questioningly. 
"An' she's known as Valentine Hood. Am 1 

right?" 
"Valentine Hood How the deuce did you know. 

Jack?" exclaimed his brother. 
"Then I am right?" quickly returned the other. 
"Yes, you're right." 
"By all the powers!" softly ejaculated Blair, and 

gave an expressive laugh. "If I'd only known at 
the time, and if she'd only dreamt who was on the 
verandah—" 

"What's this you're saying ? ' ' 
"I have just come from the place that mother is 

 

visiting--where this—Valentine Hood boards. 
Listen, Steve—do you know her well?" 

"Yes, fairly well." 
"Fairly? How far does that go? Do you know all 

about her?" 
"Yes," answered Blake. 
"Then you would know that she was married?" 

persisted Blair. 
"I'll have to untwist this little tangle, it seems," 

said Blake. "Her husband worked for me at Dier-
rnorne—" 

"Diermorne?" 
"Property I had in the north. The two of them 

lived in the cottage there, not far from the home-
stead." 

"Till she cleared out," finished Blair. 
"How do you know that?'" asked the other. 
"I know. Things are rather astonishing, .ain't 

they? You look as if you'd been knocked flat. I 
have—what you've just told me has got me beat. 
But we're coining out of the maze. Tell me, do you 
know that Amery is dead?" 

"Dead, Amery dead?" 
"He was killed only this evening at the yards—

reckless driving. That's why I went round to her 
this evening—to let her know of it." 

"Dead," repeated Blake. "He was here, near 
her; and now—dead!" He was not looking at his 
brother; but straight ahead. 

"She won't weep for him," ventured Blair. His 
lips were again slightly smiling, and his eyes mock-
ing. 

Silence followed. . . . Blair was steadily 
watching his brother, and suddenly the other again 
looked directly at him. For a time, their eyes held. 
Valentine was forgotten; forgotten was Amery. The 
brothers were each trying to realise the years be-
tween. 

It was Blair who made the first move. "I'll. be 
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getting," he muttered, and turned his head. 
" "Jack, old fellow," appealed the other, catching 
him by the arm. 

"Forget it, Steve." 
"How can I? Are you determined to continue on 

like this?" 
"I am not going to twist. Good-bye, old man. 

We're not likely to be meeting again. A pleasant 
journey overseas." 

He turned abruptly away, and the next minute 
Stephen Blake was alone. 

Blake walked towards Lenroy Street, deep in 
thought, and all at once a question presented itself 
"How did Jack come to know so much about Val-
entine Hood?" 

And he repeated the question to himself when, in 
company with his mother, they left Valentine some 
minutes later. 

 

PTER XXX. 

WHEN mother and son had gone, the girl sat for a 
long while trying to think; but her mind appeared to 
be in a whirlwind. 

Going up to her room, she went straight to the 
mirror, and peered at her own reflection there.. Lines 
showed under her eyes and at the corners of her 
mouth; while her hair was loose and untidy. She 
felt suddenly as if she had belonged to the back 
streets all her life ; that it was a. mad dream that 
she had lived the other side of the river. Then 
another .thought swept through her mind—that she 
should be mourning a dead husband. 

"I'll not play the hypocrite. There is another 
who will perhaps mourn for him. Her tears will 
suffice. I have none." 

She turned again to her reflection, and shook her 
head. "You are a miserable creature," she said to 
the mirrored face, "You were never a beauty; but 
your looks are now worse than ever they were. Yours 
are twenty-six years of wasted life." 

Between the death of Amery and the coming of 
Mrs. Blake and her son, her mind was in a chaos. 

"Blind—blind! We are all blind to a certain 
point, and then we wake up : and the trouble is—
some of us wake up when it is too late." 

She was going back over past scenes, living them 
again with the man who had been her husband—
the man who lay lifeless in a house but three streets 
away. . . There had been happy days; but they 
had been few. 

A knock sounded on the door of her room, and 
She started up, exclaiming: "Who is there?" 
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"It's only me. I--Jack Blair is downstairs again, 
wanting to see you. He was asking if you had gone 
to bed, and if you hadn't, could he speak to you?" 

"Again?" Valentine opened the door to Dora, 
who stared at her, uncertain what to say or do. 
Valentine's appearance stirred her heart to pity. 

"Is there anything at all—lVfiss Hood—,that I 
can do for you?" she asked. The tone of her words 
and her attitude expressed sympathy as nothing else 
could, and Valentine, understanding all the other 
girl tried to convey, smilingly shook her head. 

"There is nothing you can do for me, Dora, thanks. 
I shall go and see Jack Blair. I suppose he is at the 
front door?" 

"Yes, he is waiting at the door; he wouldn't come 
in. Miss Hood—I want you to know that I haven't 
said anything about—you and—Mr. Amery. You 
know what I mean; and I have made Pat keep quiet, 
too; 

Valentine put the girl at her ease by saying 
gently: "I know, Dora, that you wouldn't talk; and 
I can tell you that it has helped to make things easier 
for me, in a way, that you did keep what you learnt 
to yourself." 

Careless as to her untidy appearance, Valentine 
went downstairs to the door where Blair was wait-
ing. 

"You again." she said. "What news do you bring 
this time—since I don't suppose that you have come 
for nothing." 

He looked hard at her, observing her brilliant 
eyes, her face that flushed and paled alternately, and 
the nervous way she brushed her hair back from her 
forehead. 

"Are you mad with me for coming again?" he 
asked. "Even when what I've come to say don't 
much concern you?" 

Even as he noticed the change in Valentine, so did 
she mark the difference in him. His usually de- 
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fiant demeanor and rough and ready manner were 
not so pronounced. His voice, too, sounded softer 
and slower. 

"You see," he went on, as she gave no answer to 
his first words, "you helped to bring this about—you 
made me think of it ; so it seems to me only the right 
thing to do to thank you for it. I felt that I couldn't 
go off without doin' that much, an' without seein' 
you again to say—so-long." 

"I don't quite understand what you mean," she 
replied. "Are you, then, going away?" 

"That's it," he declared. "I'm clearin' out to try 
an' make good." 

"But why—why come here to thank me?" 
"Because it was you that gave me the idea that 

perhaps a chap could make good—if he's given a 
chance. You were a big step above the likes o' me ; 
but you didn't look down on me as others of your 
kind would--not that I'd care a damn for what they 
do think. But you—you always made me think 
thoughts worth while; an' you didn't laugh that day 
in the bush when I told you how I felt when I was 
right away from the push. You made me believe 
that a chap that sees good can make good." 

"If you set out to do it, you will not fail," she 
assured him. She drew her brows a little closer to-
gether. "Isn't it a very sudden move on your part? 
You are losing no time. I take it that you are leav-
ing to-morrow, since you have come to-night to say 
good-bye." 

He did not give her a direct answer; but turning, 
looked towards the street, as though his eyes would 
pierce the gloom and see far beyond. Then he 
turned again to the girl, his head held a little higher 
than before; while the bright gas-light from the 
passage threw shadows across his features. 

"Yes, I'm off first thing in the morning. I'll tell 
you everything. You trusted me, and it's up to me 
now to do the same by you " He paused but a 
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second, before continuing. "You had someone here 
last night to see you?" 

"Yes. How did you know of that?" was her reply. 
"I met—my brother. She who visited you is my 

mother. I am really Jack Blake." 
Your mother! Mrs. Blake your mother! How 

can that be?" 
He told her all, and she listened, slowly compre-

hending; but saying nothing, for words were beyond 
her. 

"She does not know, and my brother will.not tell 
her anything; that is why I am going away—that 
she will not find out," concluded the man. "You 
gave me that much faith in myself—that I am able 
to leave here as I am doing. She must never know 
me as—Devil Blair." 

"Mrs. Blake your mother!" she repeated slowly, 
as though trying fully to grasp the fact. "There 
were times when I wondered at your likeness to one 
I could not place. Now I know—it is your brother. 
When you laugh, ymi are very like him." Her voice 
changed, and with head back-thrown, and hand out-
flung, she exclaimed almost passionately: "I envy 
you! You are going away, confident and strong. 
You can strike out, sure that you will win—and you 
will do that; while I—I. can only keep on battling, 
just waiting for what will turn up. I cannot strike 
out as your are doing—being only a girl! He is 
dead, and somehow, it doesn't seem to matter much, 
after all, to me, whether he had lived or not. There 
was a time, not so very long ago, when I wished that 
he would die—or something! Was it a very wicked 
wish? Now, it makes no difference—I don't seem to 
care for anything—for what happens to me! I am 
so weary of it all! Everything has turned round, 
and I seem to be groping for a hold. I must just 
trudge along—day after day—till I die—and some-
times—it takes such a long time to die--" 

Her outbreak had, for the moment, amazed him. 
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Now, he stepped nearer to her, his strong hand clos-
ing over her outheld one. 

"Steady—steady," he said,consolingly. "You're 
all broke up. You've been a regular Briton up to 
now. Not many girls would have stood out against 
what you have, and kept—as you have. You've 
turned me against the streets and set me on this 
track, so it ain't for you to go under, now. Buck 
up! You're not going to toss the rag now, are you?" 

Ms kindly, if somewhat rough sympathy calmed 
her.. She took a deep breath, and leaned against the 
doorway, watching him. 

"That's better," he said, then. "You're knocked 
out. Just take a good rest, an' you'll be as right 
as rain to-morrow. I'll get going now. Wish me 
luck, will you? I want nothing else as I want your 
good wishes." 

She smiled a little. "You have them, always, my 
very best wishes. But tell me, what are you going 
to do?" 

"Try across the border first, at some of the 
stations there. I am not particular what kind of 
a job I start on, as long as I get going; then I'll just 
work about from one district to another. When I do 
mage good, I'd like you to know; but--" he 
hesitated an instant—"you will have forgotten all 
about me by that time, I suppose." Mk tone 
changed to one of deep earnestness. "Look here! 
I hope you'll be happy, and all that. And, if you 
will, I'd kind of like you to give me a thought some-
times; for I'll never forget you. So-long!" 

He gripped her hand, released it almost roughly, 
and was gone before she fully realised it. 

Slowly she returned to her room for the night. 
At least one good thing had she done during the 
twenty-six years of her life: She had helped a dere-
lict on to the right course. Would he reach safe 
port? 

Before she fell asleep under the anaesthetic she 

qt, 
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took in the form of chlorodyne, she repeated to her-
self, over and over again: "Mrs. Blake's son—her 
son—Devil Blair—jack Blake!" 

* 
And in a neglected-looking house just around the 

corner from Lenroy Street, a coarse-looking man and 
an untidy woman were talking in loud tones, high 
pitched in anger ; while , in a small room apart, an-
other daughter of Eve lay face downwards on the 
bed, her face buried in the pillows, bcItli hands 
pressed close to her ears to shut out the wrangling 
voices. She was sobbing bitterly. Poor Mary Mar-
tin ! For this night, at least, she was just a woman, 
weeping for a worthless love. 

CHAPTER XXXI. 

WHEN Mrs. Blake arrived the next evening, Valen- 
tine, heavy-eyed and listless, greeted her mechanically. 

"You are looking very tired," was the elder woman's 
greeting. "You must be worn out." 

"I haven't been able to sleep lately, and the doctor 
gave me some chlorodyne to take. I don't know 
whether or not I took a little too much last night: 
but I have been feeling very stupid and drowsy all 
day. I was very late, too, this morning." 

"Chlorodyne! Do you mean to tell me you take 
that stuff!" exclaimed Mrs. Blake. 

"Last night was the second time only," was the 
girl's defence. "It , makes me sleep." 

"Sleep like that is no good for you, my dear. 
You're worrying, and taking chlorodyne won't improve 
matters. Once you start taking a drug like that to 
send you off to sleep, you'll find yourself continually 
doing so, and you should know what that means." 

"I don't intend to make a habit of it, Mrs. Blake." 
"You won't be able to help yourself, if you are not 

careful. Don't touch it again. If you want sleep, I 
shall find that for you." 

"You will? How?" asked Valentine. 
"My prescription is a long sea. voyage. It will put 

new life into your body, and new thoughts into your 
mind. It will make a new girl altogether of you. I 
hope that you have made up your mind to come with 
us." 

"No," Valentine slowly shook her head. "No," 
"No?" 
"I have grown away from yon—in that sense,"  

!TO 
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said the girl. " Were the position not filled, I would 
willingly have gone as your maid; but otherwise—
how can I?" 

"Not as a friend`?': said Mrs. Blake. "Not as a 
companion?" 

"Had I the means; but I have not. I have barely 
enough to keep me -going till I have secured a new 
position. I finished my Work with Dr. Cary to-day. 
He has dispensed with my services." And ghe smiled 
a little bitterly. 

"My dear, the means are at your disposal—as I 
have said before. Take them, and so favour me. Are 
you just going to let yourself drag along here? How 
long do you think you will hold on?" 

"I am going into the country—to try and find a 
position there—in one of the country towns. I can-
not stay here." • 

"You say that you cannot stay here: you are going 
back to the country. Then I cannot see what is to 
prevent you from coining with us. Are you so very 
independent—Or obstinate? Wait, and see if two of 
as cannot persuade you. Perhaps this little surprise 
will help things along the right way." 

She left the room, to return almost immediately with 
a young woman—tall, dark, and handsome, with .ex-
pressive eyes, now full of affection and compassion. 

"Grace!" stammered Valentine. 
"Yes, Val—Grace." 
Neither girl was by nature demonstrative; but the 

next moment found them in each other's arms. Mrs. 
Blake was, for a, time, .forgotten; but she was quite 
content to sit back and watch the two in front of her. 

Valentine's eager face„ showed some of its natural 
brightness, and Grace watched her closely, touched by 
the change she saw in her old friend. She looked 
worn; and very tired; though there was, at present. 
an unnatural look about her eyes. 

"Vat" said Grace, after awhile. "Mrs. Blake has 
told me of your husband's death.. I do not know 

whether or not I should express sympathy with you 
on that account—dou't think I am callous; but I 
know how everything stood between you." 

"Don't express sympathy with me at all, Grace," 
answered Valentine, a shadow for an instant cross-
ing her face. "Say nothing about it." 

"'Val, you must have had a. wretched time of it 
altogether. You have been. battling alone against hard 
times, and now, what you require is a good holiday—
a good sea. trip to start all over again; so that you 
will hardly know yourself when you 'return again. 
Do you understand?" 

"Yes, Grace. I understand what you are trying 
to convey," was the answer. 

"You have a good ,chance 	 
But Valentine rose to her feet, and in her agitation 

beat one hand against the other. "I cannot take it, 
Grace! Mrs. Blake, don't urge it, please. I thank 
you more than I can say for the offer, but I cannot 
take it. Can't you see—if I were to go with you as 
yon suggest, it would , be too much like imposing on your 
friendship. You have always been kindness itself to 
me. and I can never repay you.. Besides, its not only 
that. I feel that I have altered in some way—a way 
that makes the acceptance of your offer utterly im-
possible—something She stopped Short before 
the old lady, with both hands outheld, appealing: 
"Oh, can't you--won't you—understand?" 

Silence followed ; then Mrs. Blake, taking bOth the 
outstretched hands in her own, said: "I will try to 
understand, and shall not press the matter. But I 
want you to make me a promise. You are determined 
On going again to the country ? 

" Yes." 
Then give me your word that we shall not um..4: 

touch of you altogether. Promise that you will always 
let me know where you are, and that you will answer 
all my letters.'' 
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"Answer all your letters? Are you, then, going to 
write to me ? " 

If you will keep us posted with your address, you 
will hear regularly from us. Also, I want you to 
promise me that, if ever you are in need, you will 
inform me." 

Valentine looked at her, but gave no answer. 
"Now, will you make those promises?" asked the 

older woman. 
• Valentine moved her glance to Grace, who was sitting 
back, steadily regarding her; then she turned again 
to Mrs. Blake. 

"I give you my word—my promise," she said. 
"That, of course, applies also to me, Val," quickly 

put in Grace. Then with an abrupt 'movement, she 
sat up straight, making a sharp downward movement 
with her forefinger. "Why ! I didn't think of it 
before ! You are looking out for a position up country? 
What kind of a position do you want, Val?" 

"I am not particular—anything that will keep mc 
going. Clerical work for preference." 

• ` ` The very thing! George was speaking only yester- 
day of a man who had written from a place called 
I)aya—I think that 's it—who is wanting a clerk.  
don't know' him, but he's an old friend of George's 
family, and is a storekeeper up there. I don't know 
whether—but even if the place is filled, he can fix 
things up for you all right. Valentine, how would 
that do? Would you take it?" 

Valentine had never before heard Grace mix up her 
words so much, or speak so quickly, and she laughed 
a little. 

"Why, Grace, you are excited. Would I take the 
position? Only too readily, and with ,  thanks 
for it. You can hardly believe how hard it is to get 
such a position these times, and this one has come 
as a God-send. Daya, I know where that is. It is a 
fair-sized town, and a big district in the west—a 
grazing district, mainly. I should take it to be a fairly 

wealthy district, too, so that the position should be 
a good one. Grace, is there any chance of my getting 
it ?" 

"Every chance 	 Steady, -Val. Who's excited 
now? Val—Val-----" 

But conflicting emotions were too much for "Valen-
tine. The night before had brought trials enough, and 
now, with the coming of her friend, excitement had 
worked her mind up to such a pitch that overwrought, 
it gave way. She tried to speak, but stood staring 
into vacancy, her face growing ashen; then, making 
a helpless little movement with her hands, she fell 
forward into a chair. 

Mrs. Blake and Grace Cameron that evening left 
Valentine sleeping peacefully. She had recovered con-
sciousness to find herself in the large armchair in the 
sitting-room, with the two women, one holding a glace 
of water, standing nearby ; while Mrs. Green and 
Dora stood back a little further. 

Soon, with the aid of Grace, she was in her room, 
undressed and between sheets; and, after a glass of 
hot milk, slipped off to sleep. 

Three days later, Valentine was on a train bound 
for Days, a township towards the western country of 
Victoria . . 
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CHAPTER. XXXII. 

ARMSTRONG BROTHERS had lost their best driver. 
Some few miles beyond the border of New South 
Wales, Blair followed the sheds, working his way 
down south. 

While it lasted, shearing proved very trying work. 
It was anything but easy, and the conditions any-
thing but good; but compensations balanced all, and 
the wages were high. 

During the heat of the day, perspiring shearers 
bent over their work in the long, stifling sheds. reek-
ing with unhealthy odours: with the sun seeming to 
beat through the iron roof above them on to their 

- hacks and heads. The bleating of sheep, click of the 
shears, an occasional oath, and the call of the ringer, 
filled the heavy atmosphere. Now and again there 
would be a call for tar as the shears nipped deeper 
than the wool; and should a shearer by any chance 
clip his own flesh, the same remedy would be applied. 

Then there were spells for smokes, when tongues 
were loosed, and jokes and laughter rang high till 
work again called. At five o'clock, the men finished 
work for the day, had their tea, and spent the evening 
each in his own. way; playing cards, smoking, talking. 
and filling 'in the hours till bunk time. 

Every Saturday found a troop of horsemen gallop-
ing into the nearest township to liven up the air 
there; to keep the hotelkeepers busy, and the police 
on the alert; till the revellers returned to the station 
on the Stinday night, with lighter pockets and lighter 
hearts. 

Among companions such as these, -Tack Blair made 
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his way—one of them, and yet apart from them. The 
majority of the shearers, after finishing a season at 
one district, would "blew their cheques and go on 
the spree," before commencing to follow the sheds 
south. But Blair held apart from their revels. To 
follow their lead would not help him to "make good. ' 
He had not cleared out from the city streets to live 

roysterer's life in the country. Though many a 
time he felt sorely tempted to join in with his com-
panions, a stronger power held him back. 

By the' time he had followed the fleece to the 
southern districts of Victoria, he had managed to save 
a neat sum of money. He knew what he wanted; and 
this was not life in the city, nor yet life on the plains. 
He had no Wish to become a big station owner; to 
possess broad lands in the north or north-west; but, 
some forty miles east of Melbourne, he pictured a 
large, well-bearing orchard — a valley of trees sur-
rounded by forest mountains. He heard no call across 
the plains; it was the land of giant gums and purple 
ranges that lured him. Some day he was going to 
follow that call east. 

Then came a break. After a fortnight of the most 
trying conditions; the man weakened and, having been 
urged by the others to join in their revels for the 
week-end, found himself galloping with them for the 
township. 

Naturally, he tried to excuse himself for the lapse, 
thinking: "After all, it matters to no one but myself. 
If anything happened to me to-morrow, is there a 
single soul who would care? You've had the blues 
all the week; now's your chance to drown 'em." 

Nevertheless, such thoughts. as these, with which he 
tried to defend his action, did not entirely ease his 
mind. He realised his weakness. The thought of 
Valentine rose before him; but he tried to put it 
from him. 

"She does not care. Why should I think so much 
of her I wonder where she is now?" 
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Had he but known it, the girl was not ten miles 
away, in the town towards which he was riding. Dur-
ing the fortnight he had been at Wangneerie Station, at 
the nearest township, Daya, twenty miles away, Valen-
tine was working in the office of the store, from which 
the station ordered its provisions. A year had passed 
since she had first taken her place at Daya. A quiet, 
uneventful year, which had brought contentment to 
the girl who had set out to find it. 

Valentine was happy. She had no desire to leave 
the township that had granted her this peace of mind. 
Now and again she heard from Mrs. Blake, who, with 
her son, was still abroad, and regularly she heard 
from Grace Cameron. The old life had passed like 
a bad dream, leaving behind it occasional memories; 
but even these were being softened by Time's sooth-
ing touch. 

It was on one sunny Saturday afternoon, when 
Valentine was walking along the main street, with 
its flowering gums on either hand, that an argument 
over the merits of two horses had arisen between their 
owners. It was decided to put them to the test, the 
loser to pay up a week's wages. 

The girl, on turning a corner, paused at sight of 
a crowd of men collected outside the hotel—a crowd 
that halloed, shouted, and cheered, frantically waving 
their arms. Looking back, she saw two horsemen 
tearing along the road at a break-neck speed. She 
also saw something else  

Crossing the roadway was a child, having evidently 
escaped for a time from its mother's watchful eye. 
All others, intent on the race, had no heed for any-
thing else, and had it not been for the prompt action 
of the girl, the race would in all probability have 
terminated in tragedy. 

Valentine awoke to sudden action, and darted across 
the road. Blair's horse on the offside was leading 
by a length, and in another moment the child would 
have been tangled up among the racing roofs. What 
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happened passed like a flash. As Valentine sprang 
in front of the horses, she pushed the child before 
her; but so closely did the horses sweep past before 
them that, instinctively putting out a hand, while 
she held the child with the other, the girl lost her 
balance and fell. 

Pulling up his horse, Blair leapt from the saddle 
and ran back to her as she unsteadily rose to her feet. 
They faced each other a.nd, for the time, recognition 
robbed them of the power of speech. The man's face 
reddened under its tan, while a warm glow covered 
the girl's cheeks. She was the first to collect her 
senses, and speak. 

"When you go racing mad, you want to watch 
where you are going," she said, quietly, her voice 
trembling ever so slightly. "Bow would you have 
felt if you had killed this child—you and that other 
man?" 

The "other man" had now come up, and some 
distance behind him the shearers were pouring along 
the road towards them. Already a curious group had 
gathered. 

"Where is the kid's mother?" gruffly asked the 
second rider. "Why the hell don't she look after it?'' 

"Why don't you go somewhere else if you want 
to go racin'?" demanded a hard-faced woman, coming 
forward and taking charge of the child, who was now 
erying lustily. "The main street; ain't no place to 
be raein' in; but you shearets are all the same, the 
way you go on! If Trooper Crook did his duty, he'd 
have the whole lot of you in the lock-up, that's what 
he would; but he's never where he should be!" And 
without a word of thanks to Valentine, she whisked 
off. 

Feeling the curious eyes of the crowd intently 
watching her, the girl moved away, followed by Blair. 

"I suppose it was a fool thing to do," he said at 
last. It was all he could find to say at the moment, 
for he had not yet recovered from the surprise of 
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seeing her. "If there'd been any damage done, I'd 
n ever-- I 'd never--" 

"If there had been any damage done," she inter-
posed, "it's the law that would have decided for you." 

They had been walking fairly quickly at first, leav-
ing a wondering crowd staring after them; now their 
steps slackened. Turning, the girl looked directly. 
at the man, and he fancied that he read reproach in 
the depths of her eyes. 

She looked fresh, bright, better than he had ever 
seen her look; but still a girl in spite of her years 
and all she had gone through. While to her mind, 
there was an improvement about the man before her. 
He held himself erect, whereas he had once slouched. 
His eyes were clearer, greyer if possible, and the 
mouth, though still stern-looking, had lost its bitter, 
lines. 

So, for a time, they looked at each other, then the 
man spoke. 

"I'm fair knocked out at seeing you here," he said. 
"You can be no more surprised at seeing me here 

than I am at seeing you,'' she replied, smiling a, little. 
"I know what you're thinking," he said; "but I 

want you to understand—yes, I've been drinking; but 
I am not drunk. I daresay you think that I'm just 
another sort; like Amery was:" 

He had no qualms about the illusion, being frank 
and natural to the last degree. 

"I tried to believe that you were not," she said. 
"Go on believing it,'' he answered, and added 

earnestly: "I know I've been a hard liver, and all the 
rest of it; but—I've been going steady, that's honest. 
Since I first went up country I've gone on the level, 
and this is the first time I've gone off it. Won't you 
believe that? Perhaps, after all, there is something 
behind it. If I hadn't come in to-day, I'd never have 
known you were here. Listen! I might have done 
you an' that kid in for life. If I'd as much as given 
you the slightest serateb, I'd never have forgotten it. 
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can't tell you how I felt when you went down—and 
that's dinkum." 

"You are very profuse," replied Valentine. "Any-
way, it's only a case of what might have been ; but 
what, fortunately, isn't. Let it go. Tell me, what 
have you been doing since you came to the country?" 

"Anything I could turn a hand to. Shearing, 
mostly." 

"You told me that you were going across the 
border." 

"So I did cross the border, and worked my way 
down to these parts. I haven't forgotten what you 
raid—that I can make good. I've got a nice little 
sum banked up, and in a few more months, I am going 
to toss this up, and hit out on my own." 

"On the plains? With wheat or grazing?" she 
asked. 

"No, not on the plains. They don't make no appeal 
to me. Have you forgotten the time when you let 
me take you to that picnic ? That was when you first 
set me thinking. That's the country for me—the 
bush. I'll try at fruit-growing in a district like that. 
You see, I've been reading it all up---" He paused. 
looking keenly at her. "What's up?" he asked. 

"How? What do you mean ?" she said 
"What are you looking at me like that for? Are 

you laughing at the thought of me takin' up fruit-
growing?" 

"Why should I laugh? I was just thinking how 
changed you are," she answered. 

"I feel different, somehow. But you are changed, 
too, you know." 

"Well, like you I can say—I feel different, too." 
"Have you been here long?" he asked, then. 
"At Daya ? I came up three days after you left 

the city, and have been here ever since." 
"Daya was made for you," he said, simply. 

"You're looking just Al. You've said that I have 
changed. I say, are you pleased?" 
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"I am not sorry," was her guarded reply ; though 
in truth she was greatly pleased as well as greatly 
surprised at the new light she saw him in, at the 
same time realising that he was appearing at his best 
before her. 

He watched her steadily, making no further remark; 
while she felt her face grow warm under his gaze. 

When they reached the gate of the pretty-looking 
house where she boarded, the man said slowly: "Is this 
to be the finish? Won't I see you again?" 

"It's likely," she answered. "If you're in Daya 
again." 

"I say, is there anyone about these parts who's 
likely—who's keen on you?" he asked. 

"I hope so," was her answer. She laughed lightly, 
though her heart was beating to quicker time. 

"And who you care for?" he asked, then, in the 
same even tone. 

"Yes, I think there is someone," she told him, 
teasingly. 

"You think, but you ain't sure?" 
"No, I am not sure. You see, if he were to think 

very much of me, it's then that I'd feel sure; but I 
don't know whether he does or not." 

"An' you a girl, an' can't tell that. You're bluffing 
me, aren't you?" 

"Tell me," she said, "would it make any difference 
to you if there were someone else?" 

"You ask that?" he said, quickly. "I was hoping; 
but—it was a fool's hope. I was thinking that, when 
I make good, and do something big, that maybe you'd . 
come to care for me. I wouldn't dare ask unless I 
had everything for—to offer you." 

"I do not think you would have dared down there 
in the city to even suggest such a thing as you are 
now doing," she quietly answered him. 

"No, I wouldn't have—being what I was. But the 
country makes one feel that there are always chances 
for everything. Whatever I've done in the country. 
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I've done in thought of you. You might never have 
knoWn, but your memory would always have been 
with me, and that would have satisfied me. But meet-
ing you to-day--I do not like the idea of not seeing 
you again: I want you, and I would work my hands 
to a bone for you." 

Once another had said the very same thing to her. 
but how different had been that other from the man 
who now stood befm..e. her. That other had proved 
himself to be everything but what he should have 
been: this one was proving himself to be all that, was 
best in a, man. There would be no danger of any 
mistake should she follow her heart into- his keeping. 
-;he had discovered long since why Steve Blake had 
passed:from her mind. 

"Why don't you answer m 	said the man. " Alt.e you offended 
"No, I am not offended," she answered him. " 

was only thinking. I have faith in you, and believe 
all you say." 

His hand \vent out and caught hers. Neither noticed 
the couple passing along the opposite side of the street. 

"When I am able to offer you a home. with every 
comfort, would you accept it?" He was breathing 
a little unevenly, and the grip of his hand on hers 
hurt Valentine, but she answered steadily : 

"When you offer me that, with your love, Jack. 
shall accept." 

"You'll never regret it. I'll make up for all you 
have gone through the last few years. The day after 
to-morrow finishes Wangneerie, and on Wednesday 
I'm off across the bay. When the New Zealand season 
finishes, then. FR come back to you." 

More people- were passing along the street. The 
shadows were beginning to fall as dusk set in. From 
inside the house a bell clanged. 

"There is the call to tea," said Valentine: "but 
somehow, I don 't feel that I want any." 
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He could see the smile on her face, and the light 
in her eyes as she looked up at him. 

"Oh, my girl!" he said, suddenly—" I love you!" 
"I've always liked you,'' said Valentine slowly. 

"But it wasn't till we met again to-day that I fully 
realised hoW much I have missed you, and since you 
have been talking to me, I have learnt something else: 
that my liking for you has grown. Will the world 
call me a fool because I love You so? But I do not 
care for the world. I will have you, and in the bush we 
should be happy together. t do not like to see you go so 
far away when you start for New Zealand; but you 
must go, else we'll not have our little world in the 
bush. But come hack soon. Don't keep me waiting 
too long." 

"Keep you waiting too long! Valentine!" 
"Do you know," she said, smiling whimsically, 

"that is the first time you have ever called me by my 
name?" 

"Before, I dared not. But now that Devil Blair 
has gone to the pack 	 

"I would not like to think that he has," she re-
turned. "Although you are now Jack Blake, retain 
a little some of the old ways of Devil Blair. In spite 
of all, he was a good fellow." 

The bell rang again, and Valentine turned. "I 
must not keep them waiting. - Jack, come down to the 
house here this evening, in about an hour's time. 
Since I have conic to Day a, I have almost known what 
it is to have a home and parents, and I would like 
the dear old folk to meet you. Will you 

"I will come," he answered. 

• 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

IT was eighteen months later before Valentine be- 
came Mrs. Jack Blake, and, with her husband, entered 
her new home. 

It was a picturesque place, surrounded by creeping 
plants and an old-world garden. Beyond the garden 
fence, stretched acres of healthy-looking fruit trees: 
apples, cherries, pears, plums. To the rear of the 
house were strawberry plots and berry bushes of all 
descriptions. 

Jack Blake had reached his goal, and things had 
turned out even better than he had dared to hope. 
In buying over the orchard and house from a retiring 
orchardist, he had secured a bargain, and was more 
than satisfied. As for Valentine, secure in her hus-
band's strength, she had come to the conclusion that 
all the sorrows and worries of her former life were 
worth the ordeal, since it had brought her to her 
present happiness. 

She had been at Ashvale a month when, in a letter 
forwarded from her old address at Daya, she learnt 
that Mrs. Blake and her son were on their way home. 
Within three weeks' time from her receiving the letter, 
the others. would arrive back in Australia

. 

Then Valentine began to scheme. Writing to Mrs. 
Blake, care of the vessel by which she was travelling, 
she informed the old lady that she had moved from 
Daya to a far better position east of the capital

. 	  

"The place is Called Ashvale," she wrote, "and the 
scenery and all is simply beautif. I am perfectly 
happy, and quite content to settle 1.101411 here for the 
rest of my life. I am afraid I shall not be able to 
go to the city to meet you when you arrive—as you 
have asked me to do, but there is nothing I would 
like better than for you and Mr. Blake to come up 
here and see me. It is only a couple of hours' journey 
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from Melbourne, and I could meet you at the station. 
I have a surprise for you, so do come 	 When you 
answer, address to Valentine Hood 	 

Grace had heard from Valentine of her marriage, 
and the news had troubled her. She felt that, after 
all, Valentine was not worthy of consideration; that 
she had made one foolish mistake, only to repeat the 
error. But when, on meeting her friend in the city, 
and on being presented to Blake, she noticed the great 
change in Valentine, Grace judged Blake accordingly, 
and, after a few minutes' close observation, under-
stood that Valentine had at last come to the end of 
her trials. 

"Valentine," she said, when the two girls were 
alone together one evening. "I am so pleased to know 
that you're happy. You are looking so well--so much 
like your old self." 

"You are satisfied that I have not made a mistake 
in the man I married l" asked Valentine, wmiling 
slowly. 

"I am sure that you haven't." 
"All right," smiled Valentine. "Now, Grace, just 

listen a minute: My husband was once a leader of 
roughs—yes, that's true. Wait till I tell you how I 
first met him.  

And when she had told the other everything, Valen-
tine added: 

"At least you must admit that I am consistent—
no, I've lost most of my old views on equality, but I 
still hold to the fact that there's no 'class distinction' 
as the world judges it. For many years Jack lived 
among the lower element of the city streets. It took 
him only three years to rise above that, and in spite 
of what the past holds for him, maintain that he 
is now the equal of practically any man. Not every 
man has been put to the test, either. It is all very 
well fOr a man who has had—all his life long—every-
thing he wants, to condemn another man who has 
been put by chance on the lower rung. But put those 



two men on an equal footing, and try them both-- 
that is when nature proves itself. If my husband 
has been a man of the streets, and has been in gaol, 
I am all the prodder of him now that he has pushed 
his way so far up the ladder in such a short while—" 

"Hear ! Hear !" heartily laughed Grace. ' ' Hark 
to Valentine, the orator!" 

Valentine blushed, laughed, and became silent. She 
knew that she was right. 

"Jack, I have a couple of visitors coming up to-day. 
Could you be at the house early for tea?" 

"Visitors?" repeated Jack Blake. "Who are they? 
Mrs. Cameron—" 

His wife shook her head. "No, not Grace; and to 
make you curious, I am not going to tell you who they 
are. I am going to drive to the station this afternoon 
to meet them; so harness up—"- 

"A fair thing's a fair thing," he answered. "No 
harnessing up till I know who's coming. Out with 
it, Val!" 

"All right, if you won't harness up, I'll harness 
up myself," was her ready reply. "I just won't 'out 
with it'.'' 

"If you can bring in the horse, and find the harness, 
turn to. I am getting to the back paddock, and won't 
be home till pretty late. So long!" 

Valentine laughed softly. She knew her husband, 
so that she did not trouble to see about harnessing up 
the horse before getting ready for her drive to the 
station. 

Sure enough when, with the rug over her arm, she 
walked to the big °tate, there was the horse and gig 
waiting; but her husband was nowhere to be seen. 
Probably he was away in the hack paddock, as he had 
said he would be; but that didn't worry Valentine in 
the least. He had brought up and harnessed the 
horse, and he would not fail to be hack for an early 
tea. 
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Nor did he. Hearing his step on the verandah, his 
wife, excusing herself from the two visitors, hurried 
out to him. "Jack," she said ingratiatingly -, placing 
one arm about his neck, and placing one of her hands 
in his grubby palms, "the visitors are here." 

He looked down at her glowing face. "Why so 
excited about it?" he asked, smiling. 

"Because—because---Jack, there's warm water in 
the kettle to wash and shave, and I have put out your 
good clothes ready for you. Hurry, there's .a dear ; 
but tell me, first, that you are not cross." 

"Cross?" 
"For not letting you. know sooner that they were 

wining, and who they are." 
"T ain't cross. What is it?" 
"A surprise. Hurry, dear." 
She released his neck, withdrew her hand, and re-

entered the sitting-room. 
About ten minutes later, she said to the old lady 

sitting opposite where the girl herself was standing 
near the window : "Mrs. Blake. I want you to forgive 
me for something." 

"You do? For what, my dear?" 
"For deceiving you. This is my own home I have 

brought you to. Yes, you have guessed that much : 

but it did not occur to you that I might be married 
again," 

"Again!" exclaimed Mrs. Blake. Her son said 
nothing. He knew only that there had been no mis-
take this time. The change in the girl herself, and 
the cheerful home conveyed. that much. 

"Why do you say it like that ?" gently the girl 
reproached Mrs. Blake. "Because 1 made a fool of 
myself once, do you think it likely would do the 
same thing again?" 

"No—I wouldn't think it likely; but —" 
`You don't understand, do you?" said the girl; 

"but you will when you meet my husband." 
In a few more minutes jack Blake appeared at the 
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doorway, where he stopped short, staring at the old 
lady who, on seeing him, had leaned forward in her 
chair, gripping both the arm-rests with nervous fingers. 
Steve Blake swung round, starting forward. 

"Mrs. Blake," said Valentine, "here is my husband. 
Now do you understand'?" Then turning, she left 
the room. 

Steve Blake, making his way- to the dining-room 
some little time later, found Valentine preparing tea. 
She faced him and, going straight to her, he placed a 
hand on her shoulder. 
" "So this was your surprise, sister," he said, kindly 

Your letter made us wonder ; but who would ever 
have dreamt of this?" 

"Tell me," she said. "Is it a good surprise'?" 
"The best possible," he answered her. 
His brother at that moment came hurriedly into 

the room, and Steve, without another word, left hus-
band and wife together. 

For awhile there was silence. There was nothing 
to be said. Words at times are very unnecessary, and 
there was no need for them now. Valentine was re-
warded by the light she saw in her husband's eyes. 
It told her all that she wanted to know; and, as he 
took her in his arms, she felt the tears in her eyes. 

They were tears of happiness and of love; for her 
the world now held naught but happiness and peace. 
It was the calm after the storm. She did not know 
that, by her act in bringing mother and son, brother 
and brother, together again, she had repaid tenfold 
all that had been done for her by the kindly old lady 
and her son. 

Valentine's head went to her husband's shoulder. 
"Oh, Jack! I am so happy," she said. 
And the only answer he could give was to tighten 

his arms about her, and hold her close. 

[THE END.] 
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