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“In a western billabong with a stretch of plain arvound,
a dirty waterhoie beside me, I sat and read the WORKER.
Maxwellton Station was handy; and sick with a fever on
me I erawled off my horse to the shed on a Sunday. %
invited me to supper; 1 was too ill. 3 e i
cine, another the WORKER, the cook gave me : an
soup. If this is Unionism, bless it! This 1
moleskin charity, not the squatter’s dole. 'The
gave me quinine, and this is a Union
“Nellie’s Sister’ (from THE WORKINGMAN'S
in your last. A woman's 3y

: . Although
bush life, I dropped a tear on that page
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THE ORIGINAL PREFACE

(Written by William Lane under the pen-name,
“John Miller”) !

The naming and writing of THE WORKINGMAN'S
PARADISE were both done hurriedly, although delay
has since arisen in its publishing. The scene is laid in
Sydney because it was not thought desirable, for vari-
. ous reasons, to aggravate by a local plot the soreness

= existing in Queensland.
While characters, incidents and speakings had
* necessarily to be adapted to the thread of the plot upon

- which they are strung, and are not put forward as

" actual photographs or phonographs, vet many will re-

cognise enough in this book to understand how,
throughout, shreds and patches of reality have been
pieced together. The first part is laid during the sum-
mer of 1888-89 and covers two days; the second at the
commencement of the Queensland bush strike excite-
ment in 1891, covering a somewhat shorter time. The
intention of the plot, at first, was to adapt the old old
legend of Paradise and the fall of man from innocence,
to the much-prated-of “workingman’s paradise”’—
Australia. Ned was to be Adam, Nellie to be Eve,
Geisner to be the eternal Rebel inciting world-wide
agitation, the Stratton home to be presented in con-
trast with the slum-life as a reason for challening the
tyranny which makes Australia what it really is; and
so on. This plot got very considerably mixed and
there was no opportunity to propetly rearrange it.
After reading the MSS. one friend ‘wrote advising an
additional chapter making Ned, immediately upon his
being sentenced for “conspiracy” under George IV, 6,
hear that Nellie has died of broken heart. My wife,
on the contrary, wants Ned and Nellie to come to an
understanding and live happily ever after in the good
old-fashioned style. This being left in abeyance, read-
ers can take their choice until the matter is finally
settled in another book.

Whatever the failings of this book are it may never-
theless serve the double purpose for which it was writ-
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PREFACE

The background to the “Workingman’s Paradise”
comprises, perhaps, the most significant and moment-
ous events in all Australian historical development.
Prior to the later eighties and early nineties of the last

nd status of the mass of the

century, the position a :
people were parlous and on an exceedingly low plane.

Tt was a period of anrestricted capitalist economy, wi
the helpless workers the exploited victims of a ruth-
less and arrogant owning class. With a big reserve
of unemployed workers, employers were enabled to
impose low wages and conditions of employment, which
seem inconceivable to the present generation.

The Hon. W. M. Hughes, M.H.R. (in “The Case
For Labor”), speaking of this period, said: “The un-
employed man is everywhere. He is the disease of
modern civilisation. FHe is, likewise, its paradox. All

wealth comes from Labor. Unemployment is the

modern riddle of the Sphinx which society must solve,
and that speedily, or perish.”

Again: “Ancient society condemned men to slavety,
and compelled their slaves to perform all menial, dis-
tasteful, and arduous tasks. But slavery did not at-
tempt to cloak its purpose with hypocritical cant about
liberty, nor torture its victims with that refinement of
cruelty that marks the present industrial system.”

Apart from the few small craft Unions, until the
formation of the Amalgamated Miners’ Association in
the early eighties and the Australian Shearers’ Union
in 1886, and Seamen’s Union, Unionism was unknown.
In all unprotected industries, with nothing to prevent
the employers from imposing their harsh conditions
upon the unfortunate workers, miserable wages and
slavish conditions prevailed. The clothing trade was
a cesspool of sweated females. Shop assistants com-
‘menced work at 7 a.m., finishing at 9 p.m. and at 11.30
p.m. Saturdays. Carters, timber getters, sawmill work.
ers, bakers, brewery and factory workers of all de-
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Worker”), with the enthusiastic co-operation of the
Queensland Unions, also the Australian Labor Federa-
he used these powerful weapons to promulgate
Socialism. Dr. Evatt, in “Australian
ding work,

tion,
the principles of ’

: ]
Labor Leader,” referring to Lane’s outstan

said: “In Queensland the pastoralists were conce:rned
to destroy the dangerous and effective 1eadershlg of
William Lane, ardent Socialist and brilliant journalist.”

“There is no hope,” Lane wrote in “The Worker,”
“pbut in Socialism. If the workers are to be really
free, and really happy, if poverty is to be abolished,
then the workers, the people, must own and control
the means of production.” The Australian Labor

Federation accepted this philosophy, amplified and em-
he Australian Labor

bodied it without equivocation in t
Federation Platform.

During this period, victimisation and vicious black
listing of active militant unionists was one of the
most frequent methods used by the employers in
their frantic endeavours to stem the rising tide of
Unionism. Too often the Union was too weak even
to attempt to protect their fellow workers from this
vindictive policy of the employer.

The antagonism of Australian Unionists at this
period towards Chinese workers was due to the fact
that thousands of Chinese were used and employed by
employers on diggings, shearing sheds, etc. to lower
wages and the ctandard of living. In the furniture
industry, Chinese were also employed to the almost
total exclusion of Australians.

This is briefly the background of the period which
gave birth to the “Workingman’s Paradise.” To have
lived at that time, 60 years ago, to have suffered the
cruel indignities heaped upon the workers, to have
deeply felt the innumerable wrongs imposed, was
Calvary indeed. W. Lane, passionate lover of the
common man, fierce hater of the system that made
these wrongs possible, in the “Workingman’s Para-
dise,” gives vivid expression to the thoughts, hopes,
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class-conscious organisations, and with blazing words

reached the hitherto (in Australia) unknown gospe
of Socialism.
One of his greatest triumphs was the raising of
£30,000 in Australia for the London Dock Strikes of
1889, which he had initiated, and in the cause of which
he devoted his powerful pen.
William Lane bad an international outlook. Practi-
cally unknown of ignored in Australian Labour circles
fifty years ago, he propagated the “New Unionism”
d to supplant the isola-

tionist, narrow craft unions. He created the Aus-
¢ralian Labour Federation which swept into one powet-
ful organisation, the whole of the Australian Trade

Unions.
The frst Labour newspaper in Australia, the
n of William

<tQ1.let31'ls;1an~:1 Worker,” was the creatio
Lane. As a free-lance journalist he had been mak-

ing £600 a year. As editor of the “Worker” he re-
ceived £3 a week, the same wage as the lowest paid
compositor. Ruskin said: “The best test of a man’s
theories is his life.” William Lane, in his daily life,
literally lived the Communism he SO insistently
preached; and it was because of this honesty, sincerity,
plus his magnetic personality and genius that he be-
came the most outstanding figure that Australian La-
bour has produced.

Through the columns of the “Worker” Lane poured
forth his impassioned propaganda for Socialism in
this country that even the Official Labour movement
has not been able to suppress.

Surely it must be the most sordid jest that the gods
ever perpetrated that the same “Queensland Worker”
to-day is the most bitter and vicious opponent of Com-
munism; is blatantly, though vainly, attempting to_de-
stroy the Communism which was the crowning glory
of the early “Worker.”

William Lane has received far less than justice from
the Labour Movement which he so inspiringly served,
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though one could quote many authorities ¢
his unparalleled part in the working-class

© indicats
of this country. He was the irresistible dpj

: s ving fore,
in the Queensland movement which made that Sta,
the spearhead of Labour militancy as long as Lap,
remained there.

A, St. Ledger, a political enemy of Lane and Laboyr
wrote: “Socialism in Australia produced only one Lane,
and with him all Pretence of earnestn ,
in its propaganda departed.”

The following moving appreciation, indicative of the
inspiring influence of W Lane, was one of the man
received from all parts of Australia at the time of his
death in Auckland on A

ugust 26th, 1917:—
“William Lane was a

greatest journalists that ever struck Australia. Buye
that was not all. Hijs writings breathed of life and
soul and lifted one right out of the mud and made
one look up and see that there was such 2 thing as a
blue sky overhead. I can remember how he used to
lift my weary, sad soul out of the mire of selfishness
and self-pity, so that | began to live a man’s life with-
out whimpering, and stand Up on my feet to anyone.
Vale William Lane.”

Disillusioned regarding the possibility of an honest

Socialist Labour Party, Lane resolved to attempt to
establish Communist settlement in South America
His decision marked 2

efinite retrogression in the
whole of the Australian Labour Movement. With his
departure from. Australia on July 17th, 1893, the in-
spiration for a virile working-class movement with
i and immedjate goal was
removed, and the old fervour and militancy very
quickly became relegated to the Past. An inert policy
of compromise of “Gradualism,” yas adopted, which
robbed the Labour :

. Movement of (he virility and
strength which it has

taken nearly fifty years to
recover,

Apart from the failure of
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| PART 1
s WORKINGMAN’S PARADISE

= CHAPTER 1. .
= WHY NELLIE SHOWS NED ROUND.

= Nellie was waiting for Ned, not in the best of
& humours. :
- “I suppose he'll get drunk to celebrate it,” she was
 saying, energetically drying the last cup with a corner
2 of the damp éloth.
& “And I suppose she feels as though it's something
~ to be very glad and proud about.”
o «Well, Nellie,” answered the woman who had been
* rinsing the breakfast things, ignoring the first sup-

- position. “One doesn’t want them to come, but when
“ they do come one can’t help feeling glad.”

«Glad!” said Nellie, scornfully.

“If Joe was in steady work, I wouldn’t mind how
often it was. It’s when he loses his job and work
so hard to get Here the speaker subsided in
teats.

“J¢’s no use worrying,” comforted Nellie, kindly.
«He'll get another job soon, 1 hope. He generally has
pretty fair luck, you know.”

“Yes, Joe has had pretty fair luck, so far. But
'1 nobody knows how long i1l last. There’s my brother
' wasn’t out of work for Gfteen years, and now he hasn’t
done a stroke for twenty-three weeks come Tuesday.
He’s going out of his mind.’
4 “He’ll get used to it,” answered Nellie, grimly.
i “How you do talk, Nellie!” said the other. “To
gl hear you sometimes one would think you hadn’t any

1

NEi ¥ heart.”
ﬁ | “I haven’t any patience.”
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We'll sherrivvery |

Why Nellie Shows Ned Round 3

“Making fun! There, have your joke with the old
woman! You didn’t hear that my Tom got the run
yesterday, did you?”

“Did he? What a pity! I'm very sorry,” said Nellie.

“Eyerybody’ll be out of work and then what'll we
all do?” said Mrs. Phillips, evidently cheered, never-
theless, by companionship in misfortune.

«What'll we all do! There’d never be anybody at
all out of work if everybody was like me and Nellie
there,” answered the amazon.

«\What did he get the run for?” asked Nellie.

«What can we women do?” queried Mrs. Phillips,
doleful still.

“\Wait a minute till T can tell you! You don’t give
a body time to begin before you worry them with
questions about things you'd hear all about it if you'd
just hold your tongues a minute. You're like two
blessed babies! It was this way, Mrs. Phillips, as sure
as I'm standing here. Tom got trying to persuade the
other men in the yard—poor sticks of men they are!—
to have a union. I've been coading him to it, may the
Lord forgive me, ever since Miss Nellie there came
round one night and persuaded my Tessie to join.
“Tom, says I to him one night, ‘T’ll have to be lending
you one of my old petticoats, the way the poor weak
girls are beginning to stand up for their rights, and
you not even daring to be a union man, I never
thought I'd live to be ashamed of the father of my
children!’” says I. And yesterday noon Tom came
home with a face on him as long as my arm, and told
me that he’d been sacked for talking union to the
men.

©[¢s a man you are again, Tom, says 1. ‘We've
lived short before and we can live it again, please God,
and it’s myself would starve with you a hundred times
over rather than be ashamed of you,’ says I. ‘Who
was it that sacked you? I asked him.

« *The foreman, says Tom. ‘He told me they didn’t
want any agitators about.’
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Nellie—"“isn’t about. She’s getting so like a blessed
saint that one feels as if one’s in church when she’s
about, bless her heart!”

“You’re getting very particular all at once, Mrs.
Macanany,”’ observed Nellie.

«J¢'s a wonder he didn’t send for a policeman,” com-
mented Mrs. Phillips.

“Gend for a policeman! And pretty he’d look with
the Holy Bible in his hand repeating what I said to
him, wouldn’t he now?” enquired Mrs. Macanany, once
more placing her great arms on her hips and glaring
with her watery eyes at her audience.

«Did you hear that Mrs. Hobbs had a son this
morning?” questioned Mrs. Phillips, suddenly recol-
lecting that she also might have an item of news.

«What! Mrs. Hobbs, so soon! How would I be heat-
ing when I just came through the back, and Tom only
just gone out to wear his feet off, looking for work?
A boy again! The Lord preserve us all! It’s the devil’s
own luck the dear creature has, isn’t it now? Why
didn’t you tell me before, and me here gossiping when
the dear woman will be expecting me round to see her
and the dear baby and wondering what I've got against
her for not coming? I must be off, now, and tidy my-
self a bit and go and cheer the poor creature up, for
I know very well how one.wants cheering at such
times.”

Nellie laughed as the rough-voiced, kind-hearted
woman took herself off, to cross the broken dividing
wall to the row of houses that backed closely on the
open kitchen door. Then she shrugged her shoulders.

“I¢'s always the way,” she remarked, as she turned
away to the other door that led along a little, narrow
passage to the street. “What's going to become of the
innocent little baby? Nobody thinks of that.”

Mrs. Phillips did not answer. She was tidying up
in a wearied way. Besides, she was used to Nellie, and
had a dim perception that what that young woman
said was right, only one had to work, especially on
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to let the room. The chairs, the round table and the
sofa were bartered at a second-hand store for bedroom
furniture. The mirror and the sideboard were brought
out into the kitchen, and on the sideboard the wax
fruit still stood like the lingering shrine of a departed
faith.

The “room” was now the lodging of two single men,
as the good old ship-phrase goes. Upstairs, in the
+oom over the kitchen, the Phillips family slept, six in
all. There would have been seven, only the oldest
girl, a child of ten, slept with Nellie in the little front
toom over the door, an arrangement which was not
in the bond but was volunteered by the single woman
in one of her fits of indignation against pigging to-
gether. The other front room was also rented by a
single man when they could get him. Just now it was
tenantless, an additional cause of sorrow to Mrs. Phil-
lips, whose stock card, “Furnished Lodgings” for a
Single Man,” was now displayed at the front window,
making the house in that respect very similar to half
the houses in the street, Of in this part of the town
for that matter.

The Phillips’ kitchen was a cheerless place, in spite
of the mirror that was installed in state over the side-
board, and the wax flowers. Its one window looked
upon 2 diminutive back yard, a low broken wall and
another row of cimilar two-storied houses. On the
plastered walls were some shelves bearing a limited
supply of crockery. Over the grated fireplace was a
long high <helf whereon stood various pots and bottles.
There were some chairs and a table and a Chinese-made
safe. On the boarded foor was a remnant of lino-
leum. Against one wall was a narrow staircase.

It was the breakfast things that Nellie had been
helping to wash up- The little American clock on the
sideboard indicated quarter past nine.

Nellie went to the front door, opened it, and stood
looking out. The view was.g limited one, a short
nacrow side street, blinded at one end by a high bare
stone wall, bounded at the other by the almost as
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Ned was her old playmate, 2 Darling Downs boy, five
years older to be sure, but her playmate in the old
days, nevertheless, as lads who have no sisters are apt
to be with admiring little girls who have no brothers.
Selectors’ children, both of them, from neighbouring
farms, born above the frost line under the smelting
Queensland sun, drifted hither and thither by the fit-
ful gusts of Fate as are the paper-sailed ships that boys
launch on flood water pools, meeting here in Sydney
after long years of separation. Now, Nellie was a
dressmaker in a big city shop, and Ned a sunburnt
shearer to whom the great crackless West was home.
She thought of the old home sadly as she stood there
waiting for him.

It had not been a happy home altogether and yet,
and yet—it was better than this. There was pure air
there, at least, and grass up to the door, and trees
rustling over-head; and the little children were brown
and sturdy and played with merry shouts, not with
these vile words she heard jabbered in the wretched
street. Her heart grew sick within her—a habit it had,
that heart of Nellie’'s—and a passion of wild revolt
against her surroundings made her bite her lips and
press her nails against her palms. She looked across
at the group opposite. More children being born!
Week in and week out they seemed to come in spite
of all the talk of not having any more. She could
have cried over this holocaust of the innocents, an
yet she shrank with an unreasoning shrinking from the
barrenness that was coming to be regarded as the most
comfortable state and being sought after, as she knew
well, by the younger married woman. What were they
all coming to? Were they all to go on like this with-
out a struggle until they vanished altogether as a
people, perhaps to make room for the round-cheeked,

bland-faced Chinaman who stood in the doorway of
his shop in the crossing thoroughfare, gazing expres-
sionlessly at her? She loathed that Chinaman. He
always seemed to be watching her, to be waiting for
something. She would dream of him sometimes as



10 e

The Workingman's Paradise
:giipénfg upor;frher from behind, alw

ace. Yet he never spok

he;,.only he seemed to be aJljw‘ o,
wal:tmg._ And it would come
cold chill, that this yellow m
were watching them all

ays with that blagg
qp her,‘ never insulted

ays watching her, aly
to her somctime’s likays
ot Ian Ei.lld such men aseh:
i:::lv;fe,ssw:;ere waiting to lea;)v zlp%)(:!mtghigwp Iol"lver %
e 1 .
Somerimess:n:ﬁc‘lleznslave them all as whit::1 gtirf;r '
joints whose sten ileven already, in those ﬁlihY O“fere
o Dl u;ld c ﬁausez}ted the hurrying paspmm
S echaps moer all their meekness these Ch'sers-
: re stubborn d

g i , more vigorous i
that they should conquer at ]ast&h atlind IR
2 and rule

in the land where
: the h &L
and oE L een t ;
d 1:1::ud§rs. She thought of thi;iiteczi as outcasts
ned the corner by the lamp and, just then,

Ned was a Down i
Yl S native, every i i
i i\:}; f:;t eleven in his baZe I}Ztt nye}ilm. '3
i heighton%-{ that he hardly look,ec[ ovwas 1-*‘;0
e % e had blue eyes and a he e
- o adf v forgei e;gthn"roed. Hcis hair was closzf’g;ﬁ):d
o i se and chi

e A
. Jerky steps, swingi i ' ;
- d‘}r);ris ar‘n;z;l‘do w}}o havepbeer:wnllﬁfczgi:ml:self o
had not mana I:i Suler, s being holida 'mt If‘ o
slightly belled, his collar; his pants were dark ] %
highly Polisheéi» is coat, dark-brown: hij eb s
chief; round his round his neck was a S'ik Mendld
belt; above all . V€§tless .waist, a diSCOI: -’-ilandker-
e g n;ra wide-brimmed cabba e-ture hleather
along rapidly uroi‘: i strap. Hegswme il
or the impudéntna ashed by the stares ofm}g o
ro X e comment of the child the women
all her ill-humour turn agairrfn.hNeHw’ e

st him.

He w b
as so satisfied wi

He e

unionism to her whe o

his way to visit a brother

tion 1 oo o |
n the Hawkesbury districtad e P selec

*He had laughed

IWhy Nellie Shows Ned Round 11

when she hinted at the possibilities of the unionism he
championed so fanatically. “We only want what's
fair,” he said. «We're not going to do anything wild.
As long as we get £1 a hundred and rations at a fair
figure we're satished.” And then he had inconsistently
proceedecl to describe how the squatters treated the
men out West, and how the union would make them
civil, and how the said squatters were mostly selfish
brutes who preferred Chinese to their own colour and
would stop at no trick to beat the men out of a few
shillings. She had <aid nothing at the time, being so
pleased to see him, though she determined to have it
out with him sometime during this holiday they had
planned. But <omehow, as he stepped carelessly along,
a dashing manliness in every motion, a breath of the
great plains coming with his sunburnt face and belted
waist, he and his celf-conceit jarred to her against this
sordid court and these children’s desolate lives. How
dared he talk as he did about only wanting what was
fair, she thought! How had he the heart to care only
for himself and his mates while in these city slums
such misery brooded! And then it shot through her
that he did not know. With a rapidity, characteristic
of herself, she made up her mind to teach him.
«“Well, Nellie,” he cried, cheerily, coming up to her.
®“And how are you again?”’
“Hello, Ned,” she answered, - cordially,” shaking
bands. “You look as though you were rounding-up.”’
s 17" ke questioned, seriously, looking down at
himself. “Shirt and all? Well, if I am it’s only you I
came to round up. Are you ready? Did you think I
wasn’t coming?”
“It won't take me a minute,” she replied. “I was
I took a holiday on the
strength of it, anyway, and made an engagement for
you to-night. Come in a minute, Ned. You must
cee Mrs. Phillips while I get my hat. You'll have to
sleep here to-nicht. I¢ll be so late when we get back.

Unless you’d sooner go to 2 hotel.”

pretty sure you'd come.
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“I'm not particular,” said Ned, looking round curi.
ously, as he followed her in. “I’d never have found the
place, Nellie, if it hadn'c been for that pub. near the
corner, where we saw that row on the other night.”

The women opposite had suspended their debate
upon Mrs. Hobbs’ latest, a debate fortified by manifold
reminiscences of the past and possibilities of the future,
It was known in the little street that Nellie Lawton
mtended taking a holiday with an individual who was
universally accepted as her “young man,” and Ned’s
appearance upon the stage naturally made him a sub.
ject for discussion which temporarily over-shadowed
even Mrs. Hobbs’ baby.

“I'm told he’s a sort of a farmer,” said one.

“He’s a shearer; I had it from Mrs. Phillips her-
self,” said another.

“He’s a strapping man, whatever he is,” commented

a third.

“Well, she’s a big lump of a gitl, too,” contributed
a fourth.

“Yes, and a vixen with her tongue when she gets
started, for all her prim looks,” added a fifth.

“She has tricky ways that get over the men-folk.
Mine won’t hear a word against her.” This from the
third speaker, eager to be with the tide, evidently
setting towards unfavourable criticism.

“I don’t know,” objected the second, timidly. “She
sat up all night with my Maggie once, when she had
the fever, and Nellie had to work next day, too.”

“Oh, she’s got her good side,” retorted the fifth,
opening her dress to feed her nursing baby with abso-
lute indifference for all Silookers.  “But she knows
a great deal too much for a girl of her age. When
she gets married will be time enough to talk as she
does sometimes.” The chorus of approving murmurs
showed that Nellie had spoken plainly enough on
some subjects to displease some of ‘these slatternly
matrons.

“She stays out till all hours, I'm told,”
said,

one slanderer
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go picnicking all the time and we don’t all live by the
harbour of alongside the Domain.”
“Do just whatever you like, Nellie,” cried Ned, hard-

ly satisfied, “you know

ly understanding but perfect
pest where to take a fellow.”

«But they're not pleasant places, Ned.”

«] don’t mind,” answered Ned, lightly, though he
had been looking forward, rather; to the quiet en-
joyment of a trip on 2 harbour steamer, or at least to
the delight of a long ramble along some beach where
he thought he and Nellie might pick up shells. “Be-
sides, I fancy it's going to rain before night,” he add-
ed, looking up at the sky, of which a long narrow slice
showed between the tall rows of houses.

There were Nno clouds visible. Only there was a
deepening grey in the hard blueness above them, an
the breathless heat, even at this time of day, was
stifling.

«T don't know that you'd call this a pleasant place,”
he commented, adding with the frankness of an ol
friend: “Why do you live here, Nellie?”

She shrugged her shoulders. The gesture meant
anything and everything.

Y ou needn’t have bothered sending me that money
back,” said Ned, in reply to the shrug.

“Ig isn’t that,” explained Nellie. “I've got a pretty
good billet. A pound a week and not much lost time!
But I went to room there when I was pretty hard up.
It’s a small room and was cheap. Then, after, I took
to boarding there as well. That was pretty cheap and
cuited me and helped them. I suppose I might get a
better place, but they're very kind, and I come and go
as I like, and—" she hesitated. «After all,” she went
on, “there’s not much left out of a pound.”

] shouldn’t think so,” remarked Ned, looking at her
and thinking that she was very nicely dressed.

“Oh! You needn’t look,” laughed Nellie. “I make
my own dresses and trim my own hats. A woman
wouldn’t think much of the stuff either.



16 ]
The Warkingman’s Paradise

m“I wai:t s el bl how Obliged 5 Sweating in the Sydney Shims 17

one ” : ; wa
i he’;’ faceed, “tr:lg_)}::tmued Nellie, an expressiznfolé th_at in the doorway. ‘The fruiterers seemed not to be suc-
Fadid . 'so : ere was no one else I could a.ok pain | ceeding in their rivalry with each other and with the
“Ugh! Thaé’s t Wél? very it — sK, and Chinese hawke_rs._ The Chinese shops were dotted
Wl dmr.lt ing,” interrupted Ned, hidi . everywhere, dlpgxer than any other, surviving and
Nellie I’cslsl}m B E boisterousnes e i succeeding, evidently, by, sheer -TasR cheppRe s
S ike you to be sending to me rs. 1 Why, The roadways everywhere were hard and bare, reflect-
Ifgo just as well come to you as go an Egﬁ ar. It ing the rays of the ascending sun until the streets
adcfcil ever do want a few pounds a ainy ﬁtle_f way, seemed to be Turkish baths, conducted on a new and
plenet » seriously, “I can generally mr—ia s l,le’ he gigantic method. There was no green anywhere, only
B B tr tinre than 111 evergi;;a :’[’VET%:'“ anlovely rows of houses, now gasping with open doots

. is

with wild exa i i 1
ggeration. “You mi and windows for air.
as“t}l"oi-tl- I:([’Vc_ got nobody.” might as well have it Already the smaller children were beginning to
anks, just the same, Ned! When T d ; sweary of play. In narrow courts they lolled along on
o want it I'l] Fthe fags, exhausted. In wider streets, they sat quietly

ask you. I'm afraid I,H
: never
Eg“ "C”YOH need it, but if I eve?iiv;f i gmney to lend ¥ on door-steps or the kerb, or announced their discom-
glli" " you know where to “fort in }Zleevish wa?ings. The elder children quarrelled
s a bargain, Nellie,” sai . < still and swore from their playground, the gutter
change the subject, feeiinsali fed. Then, eager to - put they avoided now the sunpanziginstinctively fough',c
money matters because hegwo:{dwﬁrd- at discussing “ the shade—and it is pretty hot when a child minds the
ffng to ha‘ve given his last pen ave been so will- © qun. At shop doors, shopmen, sometimes shopwomen,
tiends with, much less to ltjh R any_bocly he felt 5 came to wipe their warm faces and examine the sky
Wl':fl‘e are we going?”’ e girl by his side: “But - with anxious eyes. The day grew hotter and hotter.
To see Sydney!” said Nelli 5 Ned could feel the rising heat, as though he were in
They had turned several l-e' & .n oven with a fire on underneath. Only the Chinese
but the neighbourhoodz‘:ral times since they started, looked cool.
streets, some wider, some named much the same. The Nellie led the way, sauntering along, without hurry-
Stfuggl_mg- The shops wer:rrOWEr’ all told of sordid ing. Several times she turned down passages that Ned
i groceries exposed in their gj:e:ilsy, fusty, grimy. The would hardly have noticed, and brought him out in
i mens of bankrupt stocks d‘?m ows, damaged speci- courts closed in on all sides, from which every breath
i grey sugars, mouldy dried £ iscoloured tinned goods, of air seemed purposely excluded. Through open
1d see the inside of wretched

il Of ruits; i 1 1

butfaf: ba;con, cut and dusty T}’x at their c_loors, fitches doors and windows he cou

ik chers’ shops overflowed was e meat with which the homes, could catch glimpses of stifling bedrooms an
not from show-beasts, close, crowded little kitchens. Often one of the deni-

as Ned could
se
cattle anci i bu‘: the Cheaper ﬂesh of i i
s ient o over-travelled zens came to door or window to stare at Nellie and
h impudent chaff,

xen, ewe
:I::;eb{;:f:, sczlaggy, ﬂabbyfﬂ;(:ﬁeig‘:ic:cﬂr bearing; all ~ him; sometimes they were accosted wit
1§ B s ;‘:ﬁ by !Juzz-ing Sk itkre ool ﬂisesesl::ur;ounded once or twice w1‘th pitiful (_)bscelmty. oo :
brye i p : ?UFslde in clouds. Th Sclt at lanadecf, "l:'hen?s a friend of mine lives here,” said Nellie,
» proclaiming unparalleled e draperies had turning into one of these narrow alleys that led, as

they could see, into 2 busier and bustling street.
d I can help her a bit,

piece; the whole stock seemed dj bargains, on every
isplayed outside and you don’t mind we’ll go up an
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and you can see how on
: e sort of sweati i
uiorted at it for a spell once, when clr:erslsgrnlsk'dmm:'I
5 aé:h. In the same house, too.” T
e stopped at the doorwa
i y of on
:)}I:rel(?tsltorxec%l houses. On the doorstepe '.\?efrea o
raggle ctl e_nchi flren,f all CIIaar:e-footeci and more aogrcl:uP
in spite of evident attempts el
‘ to ki
thexI;r; Ilf_atched into neatness. Thle)ry Iook;c?pf i
At "}-tI: ie and curiously at Ned. i
<y O:Siln'lxlothgr, ]ohz}ny?” asked Nellie of one of
nurse,d . i:al; pmfched little fellow of six or seven :v}?
y of a year or s [ e
bahght};at seemed wilting in tﬁeoii,a:m o
e & » ;
anxiousls workmg,‘ answered the little fellow. looki
y at Nellie as she felt in her pocket i

e l L] E 33 = . e ]
:I ere s a 'pellll.y Or ocu 54 [i e e a]’](l ]]Er
=
y 3 N ” 5 (-3 oz

4 penny ror ])Ck 2 1

- | f“ ICKY, ; pattmg a littfe ﬁve-year-old on

[18 ll’e, ad, and IZIEIE 8 Oone to buy sS0m i ]Il
: n me mllk fot the

Johnny rose with ol
ad '
aﬂzlls ?lni{l o penniesg = h?:g}f:sgss, the baby in his
"Wfsh:t’sbt‘ly SIlJ:c;I’cs”, with mine,” he cried joyfull
children werjfeszs. h o pUZZIEiLY :s yt.he
burden. » the elder staggering under his
% g Ll? £
of thepifcli‘sc{?c?n;:g:cic i hal‘llf feeen- 1o gl
eried Ml east to the i 2
ellie, a hot anger in her S;aciozgjm\t}oeicinteﬁ!t
a

masd}:a Ned dumb.
e entered the doorway. Ned followed h
er

through
gh a room where a man and a couple of b v
oys

were hammerin

g away at some b

a narrow, cr i [ ceachi

pitch d i eaking stairway, hot as : hf:hmg ot
St Wping lisheod a chimney, almost

opened door, u 3 only bY an o i
, up which h CcflSlOnal half-
one of these open door: Slit;m!::::d clumsily. Through

couple of oi i ht .
witlf a obabgylrlisnsiwmg; through aiothaerg:ffn e o
‘ L3 A a woman
room, wh o ot
o li;h see.m;d to be bedroogm pkii l13&1[':3 ﬂoo{ed
one; from behind a clo;ed :iozn e dll:l-
r came the
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sound of voices, one shrilly laughing. Unused to stair-
ways, his knees ached before they reached the top.
He was glad enough when Nellie knocked loudly at
a door through which came the whirring of a sewing
machine. The noise stopped for a moment while a
sharp voice called them to ‘‘come in,” then started
again. Nellie opened the door.

At the open window of a small room, barely fur-
nished with 2 broken iron bedstead, some case boards
knocked together for a table and fixed against the wall,
a couple of shaky chairs and a box, a sharp-featured
woman sat working a machine, as if for dear life. The
heat of the room was made hotter by the little grate
in which a fire had recently been burning and on
which still stood the teapot. Some cups and a plate
ot two, with a cut loaf of bread and a jam tin of sugar,
littered the table. The scanty bed was unmade. The
woman wore a limp cotton dress of uncertain colour,
solled up at the sleeves and opened at the neck for
greater coolness. She was thin and sharp; she was so
busy you understood that she had no time to be
cean and tidy. She seemed pleased to see Nellie
and totally indifferent at seeing Ned, but kept on work-
ing after nodding to them.

Nellie motioned Ned to sit down, which he did on
the edge of the bed, not caring to trust the shaky chairs.
She went to the side of the sharp-featured woman, an
sitting down on the front of the bed by the machine
watched her working without a word. Ned could see
on the ground, in a paper parcel, a heap of cloth of
various colours, and on the bed some new coats folded
and piled up. On the machine was another coat, being
sewn.

It was ten minutes before the machine stopped, ten
minutes for Ned to look about and think in. He knew
without being told that this miserable room was the
home of the three children to whom Nellie had given
the pennies, and that hete their mother worked to feed
them., Their feeding he could see on the table. Their
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home he could see. The work th

i at 1
he could see. For the first time in gl‘tai‘;elilffet(}); t-hem
ashamed of being an Australian. =g

Finally the machine stopped. The sharp-faced y
0-

man took the coat up, bit a thread with her teeth, and |
)

laying it on her knee began to unpick the tackings

“Let me!” said Nelli i ;
‘ ! ie, pulling off her glo
t;kmg off her.hat. “We came to see you, P’idv:;da?i
Sd e WE?t on with honest truthfulness, “because he’s i ’
Sc;m rom t'he bush, and I wanted him to see “;lltlm
ydney was like. Ned, this is Mrs. Somerville.” 4
coﬂldr_s.hSon’l’ervilIe nodded at Ned. “You're right to
Nelle‘ erfl.;, she remarked, grimly, getting up while
ey xe}:oo‘ I-lerlgllsﬁ:e as if she often did it. “You know
st what it is, Nellie, and T d ]
ini el . o, too, worse luck. Per-
g r us. Wh . ¢
care for those who’re dowif. Tl
ourselves to get properly disgusted with it.”

She spoke with th
) e accent of an educat d l
T:gma to t}]lrle make-shift table and beginnin(; t:(‘)‘ltli}c;lmz
co‘;ld sci :hgt;:isesed tf:)ef;wgen him and the light Ngd
cotton dre D i
“How are the children?” ass?(::lasl\l};fieonly S

L1
How can you expe
c
oy pect them to be?” retorted the

L4
tho:'c;lu ought to wean the baby,” insisted Nellie, as
“\% it was one of their habitual topics. ’
ean the baby! That’s all very well for those who

can buy plenty of mi ) SN
weaned.” 4 milk. Tt’s a pity it’s ever got to be

“Plenty of i »
e subj?ct? work this week?

“Yes; plent i
y of work th
e : 1s week. Y
ahiad‘?e;n:s tI(:Ic;’ work at all when th:; ;Y:O‘: s‘:(l::ﬁ
: revent us feelin i
suppose.” She paused, then addegdfongﬁaie:‘iaﬁdgm' I
: own-

= iag’ 4 i

rs says .ShE snt going to w k I talkf

sairs y Ofr| any more.

to her a httle, bl.lt sbe 5ays one might just as Wel.l d'-c

one way as aho er, and that ShE’lI [’13. € some p 1
noth v leasurc

asked Nellie, changing

]
We've got to get down
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first. I couldn’t blame her much. She’s got a good
heart. She’s been very kind to the children.”

Nellie did not answer; she did not even look up.

“They’re going to reduce prices at the shop,” went
on Mrs. Sometville. “They told me last time I went
¢hat after this lot they wouldn’t pay as much because
they could easily get the things done for less. 1 asked
what they’d pay, and they said they didn’t know but
they’d give me as good a show for wotk as ever if 1
cared to take the new prices, because they felt sorry
for the children. I suppose I ought to feel thankful
to them.”

Nellie looked up now—her face flushed. “Reduce
prices again!” she cried. “How can they?”

«] don’t know how they can, but they can,” answered
Mrs. Somerville. “I suppose we can be thankful so
long as they don’t want to be paid for letting us work
for them. Old Church’s daughter got married to
some officer of the fleet last week, I'm told, and I sup-
pose we've got to help give her a send-off.”

«[¢'s shameful,” exclaimed Nellie. “What they paid
two years ago hardly kept one alive, and they've re-
duced twice since then. Oh! They'll all pay for it
some day.”’

“Let’s hope so,” said Mrs. Somerville. “Only we'll
have to pay them for it pretty soen, Nellie, or there
won't be enough strength left in us to pay them with.
I've got beyond minding ‘anything much, but I would
like to get even with old Church.”

They had talked away, the two women, ignoring
Ned. He listened. He understood that from the
misery of this woman was drawn the pomp and pride,
the silks and gold and glitter of the society belle, and
he thought with a cruel eatisfaction of what might hap-
pen to that society belle if this half-starved woman got
hold of her. Measure for measure, pang for pang,
what torture, what insults, what degradation, could
atone for the life that was suffered in this miserable
room? And for the life of “that girl downstairs” who
had given up in despair?
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“How about a union now?” as i
WiE!‘l the :ﬁrst pieces of another coaliei E\l]lzll;:, thu'min
Work’s too dull,” was the answer, “W::"i lfne'
few months till the busy season comes amcll thara
wouldn’t wonder if you could get one. Th -
were all feeling hurt about the reduction ande el
did start talking strike, but what's the "use nzne?gul
couldn’t say anything, you know, but I’ll ﬁn‘:l. I
l:)h:ﬁe thef othershlilve and you can go round and t?illlz

em after a while. If there was a pa

show old Church up it might do good?bﬁirt}tllziz :‘;il’lth’l’
Tlil‘en thf: rattle of the machine began again Ne'l].“
‘(p)vlodr [-tgﬁdw“tlil a:l-n adeigtness that showed her tc; beal:

. Ned could see now that the coats
ﬁl:zag, coa‘iise‘stuff and that the sewing in th:;rew:i
el néee;at' orm%. The cut material in Nellie's hands
L

: e wit er slim fingers.

fﬁ;t }ir;:uvecl unﬁeasmgly on the treadle. Nﬁd,swalt_iir-
- c;nsfalw E e P%reat beads of perspiration slowly
o er forehead and then trickle down her nose

e eeks to fall upon the work before her
y word! But it’s hot!” exclaimed Nellie af last,

as the noise stopped for a moment while she changed

the position of h
door?” er work. “Why don’t you open the

e g
Mrs]i Cslzrl:lzrca;.‘le to before the place is tidy,” answered
in a pan anvci ﬁ’ c‘[‘!ho had washed her cups and plates
chairs while sheashojtl)lit' Ptcl{t Ned o one of the shif
ings of the bed. and arranged the meagre cover:
(QI . I
her ililed_s::l tﬁ:r;;r;%-t?n?” enquired Nellie, nodding
1 :
SOTSZ‘HB on the other in(c)lre:. ipd EVldently alluding to
chance C:z:lset’hdrink’ drink, drink, whenever he gets a
g sc;metime:t;ff{ms pretty well always. Sheghelps
b s ’ _ sometimes she k
abuses him. He kicked her down s‘:ZFrss St%zerotal::zr

night, and the children

. ren all screami

mn i . ng, an iek-
g, and him swearing. It was a nicegéimec:[, her shriek
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Once more the machining interrupted the conversa-
tion, which thus was renewed from time to time in the
pauses of the noise. The room being “tidied,” Mrs.
Somerville sat down on the bed and taking up some
pieces of cloth began to tack them together with needle
and thread, ready for the machine. It never seemed
to occur to her to rest even for a moment.

“Nellie’s a quick one,” she remarked to Ned. “At
the shop they always tell those who grumble what she
carned one week. Twenty four and six, wasn't if,
Nellie? But they don’t say she worked eighteen hours
a day for it.”

Nellie flushed uneasily and Ned felt uncomfortable.
Both thought of the repayment of the latter’s friendly
loan. The girl made her machine rattle still more
hurriedly to prevent any further remarks trending in
that direction. At last Mrs. Somerville, her tacking
finished, got up and took the work from Nellie’s hands.

“'m not going to take your whole morning,” she
said. “You don’t get many friends from the bush to
see you, so just go away and Tll get on. I'm much
obliged to you as it is, Nellie.”

Nellie did not object. After wiping her hands, face
and neck with her handkerchief, she put on her gloves
and hat. The sharp-faced woman was already at
the machine and amid the din, which drowned their
good-byes, they departed as they came. Ned felt more
at ease when his feet felt the first step of the narrow
creaking stairway. It 1s hardly a pleasant sensation
for a man to be in the room of a stranger who, with-
out any unfriendliness, does not seem particularly
R e that he is there, . They left the door open. Far
down the stifling stairs Ned could hear the ceaseless
whirring of the machine driven by the woman who
slaved ceaselessly for her children’s bread in this Syd-
ney sink.

“Let’s get out of this, Nellie,” he said.

“How would you like never to be able to get out
of it?” she answered, as they turned towards the bust-

¢
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ling street, o it
come. Rta the way they had Previougy

“Who's that M ille?”
8 rs. Somerville?” he asked, not ansyer,
“I got to know her wh i
_got_ en I lived there,” i
ﬁillif.d bI—Ier husband used to be well ::rf? Itgphd
- a 'ljd luck and got down pretty Lok 'I?I;myl
e ba strike on at some building and he went .
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s 9 bit an i :
P th : she talked to him
asayahleaézmed the union. Then he got worki;;dal?;it
il an:{:n}e]t; :;ﬁeoge day_s‘ome rotten scaffolding
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‘:!:‘;P‘zg:dsl for her, b.ut the boss was a rez-uli:;osr:viﬁ:ltl a
bt :élh'&.vays beating men out of their wages a:;
Tl Soy : hl(r:i t:raget col?_tracts and running everything
eap, s not i
:3“1 her husband die?‘l’:}g okl
Otherez,a l:;zx:ef::.mfti% haic:l three children and an
: Biatter. O, i
mer just before the baby was bOl‘T‘le d[Ser{e’ffSLﬁm-
; a

pretty hard time of i
she generally h:s (:voi"l:;.’l?ut B ks all the do i

€
It seems quite a favou v
f
Ned. q r to get work here,” observed

T i
you were a girl you’d soon find out what a favour

it is sometimes,”’
i €5, answere i =
out into the street. d Nellie quietly, as they came

CHAPTER IIL
SHORN LIKE SHEEP.

«How many hours do you work?” asked Nellie of the
waitress.

“About thirteen,” answered the girl, glancing round
to see if the manager was watching her talking. “But
it's not the hours so much. It's the standing.”

“You're not doing any good standing now,’ put in
Ned. “Why don’t you sit down and have a rest?”

“They don’t let us,” answered the waitress, cautiously.

«\What do they pay?” asked Nellie, sipping her tea

and joining in the waitress's look-out for the manager.

«Fifteen! But they're taking girls on at twelve. Of
course, there’s meals. But you’ve got to room yourself,
and then there’s washing, clean aprons and caps and
cuffs and collars. You've got to dress, too. There’s
nothing left. We ought to get a pound.”

((What bk

vg g.s!” warned the waitress, straightening herself
up as the manager appeared.

* *

*

They were in a fashionable Sydney restaurant, on
George-street, a large, painted, gilded, veneered, elec-
tro-plated place, full of mirrors and gas-fittings and
white-clothed tables. It was not busy, the hour being
somewhat late and the day Saturday, and so against
the walls, on either side the long halls, were range
centinel rows of white-aproned, white-capped, black-
dressed waitresses.

They were dawdling over their tea—Ned and Nellie
were, not the waitresses—having dined exceedingly wel
on soup and fish and flesh and pudding. For Ned,
crushed by more sight-seeing and revived by a stroll
to the Domain and a rest by a fountain under shady

25
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trees, further revived by a thunder
st

fl::yiycc:‘lfllclled uI}J-, and burst upon themoz?:nots}:aa P
R oL rle\?cu' the si'ielter of an awning, had m:_fote
afterwardsgshe ie {o -] goo_d dinner,” telling he lshtad
i meanw}j cml_.: d take him anywhere she likef;{tbilt
= A;f;{ tNe){I_would have something to chm
too long;ed for thee nﬁmiﬁfliz?’ l?oltll}ing ot €8 :I::;
: ! ollit 1 i
:%Jla;n:;l,gr;ct)t to mentio:jl that z,hijs woilg fb: ;ﬂ Ifl;l -3
7 org;;ise:lmtysto see if the restaurant girls co 1§°u:.
. So they had “a good dinner.” o

HofTahlfsrg;rﬁmdfs mg,” said Nellie, as she ate her fish
i of mine, a young fellow who is always
o e up and always raising a cheque, as E‘
s Whomw}al.s very hard up a while ago and mete
T i[mld GEBHY it Then he invics l'u':
o orc%o :gl hl'lave some lunch. They came h

g toe(:i: I15: icken and that, and a bottle of ;f:l
s is last half-sovereign. When he o% t?'l
AT ifli??;}li?ked’at him. ‘Well,” he s%xid, ‘i;
do you live when you’zzugr:t hriroi;z%”how =

“What did h
- e say?” asked N -
ing at th : ed, laugh .
WEO P ;kszvni‘:et;mi how Nellie came tgo Elngc;ww;:j;{e
lunches. nd spent half-sovereigns on chicken
“Oh! He didn’
= ntsa 1 j

couldn’ b al‘lythln much
i at:l :vzinagz to explain, heg thzigh?et?[td ze. 5
B nind he s e il

T e A

at he

do by the end of th
meal if he nev:r ﬁacel :eelc he felt like having a good

die Ualf:soverei nother. He th

things.” sovereign go further. He’s o?frl:;ythﬁ: r;:)anc’llz
“I should thi :

e ink he was, a little. How did you know

(‘I 2
met him wher ;
g ,
were going to-night. He’s work-

ing on some news i
; paper in Melb
o
seen him or heard of him for mol;iﬁe Jow. I haven’t
s.
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She chatted on, rather feverishly.

«Did you ever read ‘David Copperfield’?”

Ned nodded, his mouth being full.

Do you secollect how he used to stand outside the
cookshops? It’s quite aatural. .T used to: It's pretty
bad to be hungry and it's just about as bad not to have
enough. I know a woman who has a couple of child-
ren, a boy and 2 gitl. They were starving once. She
said she’d sooner starve than beg or ask anybody to
help-them, and the little girl said she would too. But
the boy said he wasn’t going to starve for anybody, and
he wasn’t going to beg either; he'd steal. And, sure
enough, he slipped out and came back with two loaves
¢hat he’d taken from a shop. They lived on that for
nearly a week.” Nellie laughed forcedly.

«\What did they do then?” asked Ned seriously.

«Oh! She had been doing work but couldn’t get
paid. She got paid.”

“\W/here was her husband?”

“Don’t husbands die like other people?” she answ-
ered, pointedly. “Not that 21l husbands are much good
when they can’t get work or will always work when
they can get it,” she added.

“Are many people as hard up as that in Sydney,

Nellie?” enquired Ned, putting down his knife and
fork.
“Some,” she answered. “You dont suppast s lot of
the people we saw this morning get ovetr well fed, do
you? Oh, you can go on eating, Ned! It’s not being
centimental that will help them. They want fair play
and a chance to work, and your going hungry won't get
that for them. There’s lots for them and for e
they only knew enough to stop people like that getting
too much.”

By lifting her eyebrows she drew his attention to a
stout, coarse, loudly jewelled man, wearing a tall silk
hat and white waistcoat, who had stopped near them
on his way to the door. He was speaking in 2 loud,
dictatorial, wheezy voice. His hands were thrust into
his trouser pockets, wherein he jingled coins by taking
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them up and letting them fall again. The chi

sovereigns seemed sweet music to him. He st e
temptuously at Ned’s clothes as that young m areid i
rc:uncl; then stared with insolent admiration 3:: ISIQ{“':Cl
l\ed.became‘ crimson with suppressed rage, b ehF'
nothing until the man had passed them -

“Who is that brute?” he asked then.

“That brute! Why, he’s a famous m
; s man.
ol o b o o e e sl
. : e e knighted and mad duk
Sﬂmethlng. HE owns the Who].e blOCLa wl ol
- ng. .o
’S’;)ll:;eavtlle lives. You ought to speak resp:’.i;flth:f.
e ! :tlzz-lrs, l\‘kdi He’s been my !landlord, thougﬁ he
b fromo;:/{ it, I suppose. He gets four shillings a
v il : rs. Somerville. The place isn’t worth a
oo }i,:’sony it’s handy for her taking her work in
9 Sac gﬁt,to pay him for it being handy. That's
- dow: e‘; got in his pocket, only if you knocked
o h hal: took it out for her you'd be a thief
. ast ’t ey’d say you were and send you to priso:’;
Who's the other, I wonder?” said Ned. “He lool;s

more like a2 man.” :

¥
ly-bll:iito;l};f W?.Sh a shrewd-looking, keen-faced, sparse: |
AT fore},xmcti somewhat aquiline nose and ’straight,
cwy pon i :ia ,fnot at all bad-looking or evil-looking
one calls a m:szerfslirlong detel'ilmination; e wha;
Sty man. He was dressed

Bl & il e i
dend i oat was his onl . hi
x :re 21;_ l:nds, unlike the fat man’s pog adzt:xment, his
ngs. He was sitting alone angg{ aftijt:l"x: ?i

» al

man left him retu
rned agai .
afternoon paper while he glzltt:c}:sd g

((H- 3

with ;spxzizifai f::fs: g’,;.ls,;id fNﬂllie, turning to Ned |
{ iy at rat

R e e el e

oo Tt e like a man it won’t b ¥ Ppose. As l:le

it? e as bad though, will
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«\What are you getting at, Nellie?” asked Ned, not
understanding but looking at the shrewd man intently,
nevertheless.

“Don’t you know the name? Of course you don’t,
though. Well, he’s managing director of the Great
Southern Mortgage Agency, a big concern that owns
hundreds and hundreds of stations. At least, the
squatters own the stations and the Agency owns the
squatters, and he as good as owns the Agency. You're
pretty sure to have worked for him many 2 time
without knowing it, Ned.”

Ned’s eyes flashed. Nellie had to kick his foot under
the table for fear he would say or do something that
would attract the attention of the unsuspecting lean
man.

“Don’t be foolish, Ned,” urged Nellie, in a whisper.
«What's the good of spluttering?”

«“Why, it was one of their stations on the Wilkes
Downs that started cutting wages two years ago. When-
ever a manager is particularly mean he always puts 1t
down to the Agency. The Victorian fellows say it
was this same concern that first cut wages down their
way. And the New Zealanders, too. T’d just like to
‘perform’ on him for about five minutes.”

Ned uttered his wish so seriously that Nellie laughed
out loud, at which Ned laughed too.

©“So he’s the man who does all the mischief, is he?”
remarked Ned, again glaring at his industrial enemy.
“Who'd think it to look at him? He doesn’t look a bad
sort, does he?”

“He looks a determined man, 1 think,” said Nellie.
“Mpr. Stratton says he’s the shrewdest capitalist in Aus-
tralia and that he’ll give <he unions a big fight for it
one of these days. He says he has a terrible hatred of
unionism and thinks that there’s no half-way between
smashing them up and letting them smash the em-
ployers up. His company pays 23 pex cent. regularly

every year on its shares and will pay 30 before he
gets through with je

“How?”
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“How! Out of fellows like yo
: u, N
:tzxyrzzlgz?nso [imghf?, independe);t ’andei:n":hsoe i
e mUChg shorn like sheep, in the same way tﬁ o
S {et, as Mrs. Somerville is by old, Chough
e eigg ;ute, as you call him. But th g
i didn’f it, I should think. Anyway, you terYDu
wages. Yo‘:’zﬁlzm = anything 'Wﬂd” Only to kc; g
ool el z;t_lze‘ to do something ‘wild’ to k. e
e finishes.” *

“That’s all righ
i ght to talk, Nell:
B e

“Hire him instead of i i

L o llel:tlng him hire o

g igler,nﬁzzzularlg. “Those fat men arzogll;lya[:wzj

B I(ms, hut these lean men are all %i(il

i tad e ‘:f:p them in their place. They are 5 |

ol e e they’re against us, but our bur

B L Fy}x;e for us. They say Mr. Str '

wife and gooc{otot lfiss‘?fllilldset‘ Sk Straigl;t too;:ii

I

friends, and when he says a th?rrig a[?j sugflilsezzuii toOhIis

. Only

he sees ev i m e an oesn

erything fro h d d d
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an ounce of heart, though, I should think there’d been
squeezing enough already.”

She looked at Ned angrily. The scenes of the morn-
ing rose before him and tied his tongue.

“How do you know all these jokers, Nellie?” he
asked. He had been going to put the question a dozen
simes before but it had slipped him in the interest of
conversation. :

] only know them by sight. Mrs. Stratton takes me
to the theatre with her sometimes and tells me who
people are and all about them.”

«\Who's Mrs. Stratton? You were talking of Mr.
Stratton, too, just Now, weren’t you?”

«yes. The Strattons are Very nice people. They're
interested in the Labour movement, and T saith a8
bring you round when I go to-night. I generally go
on Saturday nights. They'te not early birds, and we
don’t want to get there till half-past ten or so.”

«Half-past ten! That's queer time.”

“Yes, isn't it? Only 2

At that moment a waitress who had been arranging
the next table came and took her place against the
wall close behind Nellie. Such an oppottunity to talk
unionism was not to be lost, so Nellie unceremoniously
dropped her conversation with Ned and enquired, as
before stated, into the becapped girl’s hours. The wait-
ress was tall and well-featured, but sallow of skin and
growing haggard, though barely 20, if that. Below her
eyes were bluish hollows. She suffered plainly from
the disorders caused by constant standing and carry-
ing, and at this end of her long week was in evident

pain.

“You're not allowed to talk either?” she asked the
waitress, when the manager had disappeared.

“No. They're very strict. You get fined if you're
seen chatting to customers and if you're caught rest-
ing. And you get find if you break anything, too. One
girl was fined six shillings last week.”

T
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and the girls were all on strike and the boss nearly
went mad. He was going to have them all arrested,
but when the gentleman heard what it was about, they
caid the girls were right and if the manager didn’t
apologise they’d go to some other restaarant always.
So the manager went to the girl and apologised.”

«By gum!” interjected Ned. “These girls were
hummers.”

«] suppose the boss victimised afterwards?”’ asked

Nellie, wiser in such matters.

_ “That’s just it,” said the girl, in a disheartened tone.
2"In two or three weeks every girl who'd had anything
S0 do with stirring the others up was bounced for some-
i-_\tﬁthing or other. The manager did what he liked after-
 wards.”

“Just talk to the other girls about a union, will you?”’

’ . . . . -
B asked Nellie. “It’s no use gwving right in, you know.”

«]’]] see what some of them say, but there’s a lot
I wouldn’t open my mouth to,” answered the waitress.

«What time do you get away on Thursdays?”

“Next Thursday I'm on till half-past ten.”
w\Well, I'll meet you then, outsid_e,‘ to see what they
say,” said Nellie. “My name’s Nellie Lawton and some
. E »
of us are trying to start a woman’s union. You 1l be
sure to be there?”

“All right,” answered the waitress, a little dubiously.
Then she added more cordially, as she wrote out the
pay ticket: “My name’s Susan Finch. TI'll see what 1
can do.”

So Ned and Nellie got up and, the former having
paid at the counter, walked out into the street together.
Tt was nearly three. The rain had stopped, though the
sky was still cloudy and threatening. The damp after-
noon was chilly after the sultry broiling morning.
Neither of them felt in the mood for walking, so at
Nellie’s suggestion they put in the afternoon in riding,

STATE LIBR
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where they used to live one in a house, or. living in
smaller houses.”

«Oh! Wages are just as high. There’s been too
much building. You building society men have over-

done the thing.”

“My dear sir!” declared the spruce little man. “I'm
talking from facts. My society and every other build-
ing society is finding it out. When men can’t get
regular work it’s the same thing to them as if wages
were coming dowi. The number of surrenders we
have now Is something appalling. Working men have
built expecting to be able to pay from 6s. to 10s. and
12s. a week to the building societies, and every year
more and more are finding out they can’t do it. As
many as can are renting rooms, letting part of their
house and so struggling along. As many more are giv-
ing up and renting these rooms O smaller houses.
And apparently well-to-do people are often in as bad
a fix. It's against my interest to have things this way,
but it’s so, and there’s no getting over it. If it keeps
up, pretty well every workingman’s house about Syd-
ney will be a rented house soon. The building societies
can’t stop that unless men have regular work and fair
wages.”’

“J¢’s the unions that upset trade,” asserted the pro-
pertied-looking man.

«I¢s the land law that’s wrong,”’ contended the
spruce man. “If all taxes were put on unimprove
land values it would be cheaper to live and there would
be more work because it wouldn’t pay to keep land out
of use. With cheap living and plenty of work the
workingman would have money and business would be

brisk all round.”

“Nonsense!”
brusquely.

“I¢'s so,” answered the spruce little man, getting
down as the tram stopped. “There’s no getting away
from facts, and that’s fact.”

exclaimed  the propertied man,
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Then four of us girls slept in two beds in a
kind of box under the verandah stairs in the back yard.
:ndow open to get air, and in

‘o through the window at us wit
I wanted the cwelve shillings so
k and then got another place.”

w\f/hat sort was that?”

able place, you know. Kept up' aP;
pearances and locked up the butter. The WOAL sai
when I'd brought mYy box, ‘I'm going 0 call you
Mary, 1 always call my girls Mary. 1 slept in a dark,
close den off the kitchen, full of cockroaches that
frightened the wits out of me. I was afraid to eat a3
much as I wanted because she looked at me sO-
couldn’t rest a minute, but she was hunting me up to
see what I was doing. 1 hadn’t anybody to talk with
or eat with, and my one night out I had to be in by

ten. I was so mi erable that I went back to slop-work.

That's what Mrs. Somerville is doing.”

I thought town servant

«Oh! A respect

«¢ jsn’t all honey, then.
girls had a fair time of it.”

«An occasional one does, though they all eatn their
money, but most have a hard time of it. I don't mess
all places ar

e like mine were, but there’s no liberty.
working girl’s liberty is scanty enough, goodness
knows”'—she spoke scornfully—"but at least she mixes
with her own kind and is on an equality with most
she meets. When her work is over, however long it iss
she can do just exactly as she likes until it starts again.

A servant girl hasn’t society or that liberty. For my
part I'd rather live on bread again than be at the
d not be

orders of any woman who despised me an

?.ble to call a single minute of time my own. They're so

ignorant, most of these women who have setvants,
: .

they don’t know how to treat a girl any more than most

of their husbands know how to treat a horse.”
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CHAPTER 1V.
SATURDAY NIGHT IN PADDY'S MARKET.

Paddy’s Market was in its glory, the weekly glory of
2 Sydney Saturday night, of the one day in the wee
when the poor man’s wife has a few shillings and when
the poor caterer for the poor man’s wants gleans in
the profit feld after the stray €ars of corn that escape
the machine-reaping of retail capitalism. Tt was filled
by a crushing, hustling, pushing mass of humans, some
buying, more bartering, most swept aimlessly along in
the living currents that moved ceaselessly to an fro.
I8 e of these currents Ned found himself caught,
with Nellie. He struggled for a short time, with elbows
and shoulders, to make for himself and her 2 path
through the press; experience soon taught him to fore-
go attempting the impossible and simply to drift, as
everybody else did, on the stream setting the way
they would go.

He found himself, looking around as he drifted, in 2
long, low arcade, brilliant with great flaring lights.
Above was the sparkle of glass roofing, on either hand
2 walling of rough stalls, back and forward a vista ©
roofing and stalls stretching through distant arches,
which were gateways, into outer darkness, which was
the streets. On the stalls, as he could see, were thou-
sands of things, all cheap and most nasty.

What were there? What were not there? Boots
fish and china ornaments, fruits old
clothes and new clothes, flowers and plants and lollies,
meat and tripe and cheese and butter and bacon!
Cheap music-sheets and cheap jewellery! Stockings and
pie-dishes and bottles of ink! Everything that the com-
mon people buy! Anything by which a penny could be

3

and bootlaces,
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faces, and their sharp angles or their un-
natural busts; the wizened children that served at the
stalls, precocious in infancy, with the wisdom of the
Jew and the impudence of the witless babe; the old
“rones that crawled along—the mothers of a nation
haggling for pennies as if they had haggled all their
lives long. They bore baskets, most of the girls and
housewives and crones; with some were husbands, who
carried the basket but not always; some

d children in their arms, unable even for
id-man-of-

empty

sometimes

even carrie
an hour to escape the poor housewife’s o
the-seas.

The men were absorbed, hidden away, in the flood
of the wearied women. There were men, of course,
in the crowd, among the stallkeepers—-hundreds. And
when one noticed them they were wearied also, or
sharp like ferrets; oppressed, overborne, or cunning,
with the cunning of those who must be cunning to
live; imbruted often with the brutishness of apathy,
consciousless of the dignity of manhood, only dully
patient or viciously keen as the ox is or the hawk. Many
sottish-looking, or if not sottish with the beery texture
of those whose only recreation is to be bestially merry
at the drink-shop. This was the impression in which
the few who strode with the free air of the ideal Aus-

tralian workman were lost, as the few comfortable:

seeming women were lost in the general weariness of

their weary sex.
Jollity there was none to speak of. There was an

eager huckling for bargains, or 2 stolid calculation o

values, or a loud commendation of wares, or an Op-
pressive indifference. Where was the “fair” to which
of old the people swarmed, glad-hearted? Where was
even the relaxed caution of the shopping-day? Where
was the gay chaffering, the boisterous bandying of wit?
Gone, all gone, and nothing left but care and sadness
and a careful counting of hard-grudged silver and

pence.

They reached the end of the

out to the pavement, slippery wit

first alley and passed
h trodden mud. There
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pitied her: None mocked, and many paused, and
some gave.

They never thought of her being an impostor. They
did not pass her on to the hateful charity that pat
parasites dole out for the rich. They did not think
that she Bt o fortunc out of her pitifulness an
hunt her with canting harshness as 2 nuisance and 4
cheat. Her harsh voice did not jar on them. Her dis-
cords did not shock their supersensitive €ars They
only knew that they, blinded in her stead, must beg
for bread and shelter while good Christians glut them-
selves znd while fat law-makers whitewash the un-
pleasant from the sight of the well-to-do. In her help-
lessness they saw, unknowing it, their own helplessness,
caw in her Humanity wronged and suffering and in
§ ol Those who gave to (hemselves, gave as an im-
pulsive offering to the divine impulse which drives the

weak together and aids them to survive.

Ned wanted to give the blind girl something, but he
felt ashamed to give before Nellie. He fingered a half-
crown in his pocket, with a bushman’s careless
generosity. By skilful manoeuvring and convenient
yielding to the pressure of the crowd he managed to
get near the blind girl as she finished her hymn. Nellie

turned round, looking away—he thought afterwards:
was it intentionally?—and he slipped his offering into
the singer’s fingers like a culprit. Then he walked off
hastily with his companion, as red and confused as
though he had committed some dastardly act. Just
as they reached the second arcade they heard another
discordant hymn rise amid the shuffling din.

There were no street-walkers in Paddy’s Market, Ned
could see. He had caught his foot clumsily on the
dress of one above the town-hall, a dashing demi-
mondaine with rouged cheeks and unnaturally bright
eyes and a huge velvet-covered hat of the Gainsborough
shape, and had been covered with confusion when she
turned sharply round on him with a “Now, clumsy, I'm
not a door-mat.” Then he had noticed that the sa
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the edge of an empty stall, appar-
large empty basket in which were
The man’s features were fine and
his forehead massive, his face indicating a frail con-
stitution and strong intellectuality. He wore an apron
rolled up round his waist. He seemed very poor.
«How d'ye do, Miss Lawton?” said he getting off
the still and shaking hands warmly. “It's quite an age&
since I saw you. You're looking as well as ever.” Ned
<aw that his thin face beamed as he spoke and that his
dark brown eyes, though somewhat hectic, were singu-

larly beautiful. ;
nks,” said Nellie, beaming in return.

“I’'m well, tha _
“And how are you? You seem browner than you did.
rself?”

who was seated on

ently guarding a
some white cloths.

What have you been doing to you

“Me! I've been up the country 2 piece trying my
hand at farming. Jones is taking up 2 selection, you
know, and I've been helping him a little now times
aten’t very brisk. I'm keeping fairly well, very fairly,
I'm glad to say.”

“This is Mr. Hawkins,
the men shook hands.

“Come inside out of the rush,”
room for them in the entrance-way
haven’t got any armchairs, but it’s no
table here if you're tired.”

“Pm not tired,” said Nellie, leaning against the

-1 The people doorway. Ned sat up on the stall by her side; his

feet were sore, unused to the hard paved city streets.
e Ry =
] suppose Mr. Hawkins is one of us,” said Sim,

He had se i

en drink;
ay. Wherever thereI:vgaand 7
ness flourishing, Wi, -

enough that |
was a drowning of sor ‘

ov
erevlzr :hrty he had seen vicious.
ere was despair there |

row | i
scores of public houseswt}llitdnfnk' or7 had passed
> afternoon, throu

gh the

doors of which wo
kg rkmen were ¢ i i
S A
Meeci + themmg of a drunken chorore Minim
sotted. Byt there L women, too, f b
Was none of this j, P:?i:f;y ?\?d Lbe-
s Market.

t was 3 ser;
Erious la
3L o every pef,m i Iong’ din

Y At oind o g}il at‘l:ades, to
24 who had none

Me. Sim,” introduced Nellie;
invited Sim, making

of the stall. “We
¢ so bad up on the

VOI’tex, HH the

accu : t he h and ] | :
im Ttu:ﬁnon of misery pse :Ien seeing a| cfed and perching himself up again.
at hi eheart. Te falp 50 o1 O him il 7. The “] don’t know what you call ‘one of us,” answered
skul;s throat, 2 though bas though SOmethlnlt tickened Nellie, with a smile. “Ie’s a beginner. Some day he
were i‘:i:esr emgdnghte"edyoilol;ie mechanicg| %nceluwh}fd may get as far as you and Jones and the rest of the
rupte 8 brain ans his : 5
. 7y Ben : dynamiters.
There’s a friend of m!damat;on from I\IIZIE!IOUghrS YSim laughed genially. “Do you know, I really be-
d o lieve that Jones would use dynamite if he got an op

€r way through " sh i
gh the o expla i
crowd l!led; maj(llﬂg d “T’m not jokiﬂg- I'm pOSl'

to 3 ;
browlbbeard portunity,” he commente

ed . ; ;
e tively convinced ofiit”
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!QH 2
as he got it as bad as that?”

egaltu fEE intereste € also no

asked :
book-words. o4 tine St

ticed that Sim used

Sl

as he i

for it. He’sgotf-; it as bad as that! ‘Bad’ isn't

Eull <f the moS: ;tul?bornlfst man I ever meranydn?lme

He Lo ; urious hatred ‘ S

: s it as ; against itali

is suffici a personal feeling. The Ejhe. capitalists,
ent to drwe i A mad o n the llfe he,s got

“Selecting i

"P;e;:lci:mg :; pretty hard,” agreed Nellie, sad]
e and I know a little about that ’fv;: 5}‘:'. 2

Well, Jones’ sele N
good-humouredly.

ction | :
n is a hard one,” went on Sj
sell out like this, 3

g(I
prefer to sell
. er to sell ctrotter
e nt dattemptmg it. The soil i o
el rop of water when the | 4
R o suf%r Jones toils like a tea G
cient to keep him aIivem Ef 4
n vt . - . I never saw a
s to be buried like th e
€ that in the bush js ¢ E?
. erriple.

| stones,
drought
tses and

o
Does he 1
still do ‘ 4
e any prin iha?
s Oh, the printing,” S seked Nellie, archly

e initiated : answered Sim
me . ughin
see, Mr. Hawki s the art of wo d, la” Kiing again:
Ns"—turning tq No "éngraving. You

g0t any type, and of course h

but he’
Ii’-.-ess,e s g0t hold of 4 |

o
& can’s aEOJDI‘!es hasn’t

ittle second-hand

v he did. Ever

Oor get sent hj y old scrap of

lets o
n and
gets tl‘! - ; im B
any a night Isvee:; distributed 4] 1::3 prints his leaf.
t up assisting Wi:[frﬂ:he country,
€ pottering
ing
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Talk about Nihilism! Jones vows that

little press: : ;
7 ure things and that 1s to de-

Saze ie only one W2y to
stroy the rule of Force.”

«He's a long while starting,”
a slight sneet- “Those people W
do anything.”

«Oh, Jones isn’t like that,” answered Sim, with cheer-
ful confidence. «He'll do anything that he thinks is
worth while. But I suppose I'm horrifying you, Mr.
Hawkins? Miss Lawton here knows what we are and is
accustomed to our talk.”

«T¢'l] take considerable to horrify me,” replied Ned,
standing down as Nellie straightened herself out for
2 move-on. ‘You can blow the whole world to pieces
for all I care. There’s not much worth watching in it

as far as I can see.

remarked Nellie with
ho talk so much never

“You're pretty well an anarchist,” said the brown-
bearded trotter-seller, his kindly intellectual face light-
ed up. “It'll come some day, that’s one satisfaction. Do
you think that many here will regret it? » He waved
his hand to include the crowd that moved to and fro
before them, its voices covered with the din of its
dragging feet.

“That'll do, Sim!” said Nellie. “Den’t stuff Ned’s
head with those absurd anarchistical night-mares of

ours. We're going; we've got somewhere to g0: Good-
bye! Tell Jones you saw me when you write, and re-
member me to him, will you? I like him—he’s so good-
hearted, though he does rave.”

“He’s as good-hearted a man &8 there is in New
South Wales,” corroborated Sim, shaking hands. ST
expecting to meet 2 friend here, or I'd stroll along.

§ ‘oodibye! Glad to have met ¥oi, Mr. Hawkins.”

He re-mounted the stall again as they moved off. In
another minute he was lost to their sight as they were
swallowed up once more in the living tide that ebbed
and fowed through Paddy’s Market.
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After that, Ned did n '
ot notice much, so-absorh

he. dHe vaguely knew that they drifted along a:it‘gas

arcade and then crossed a street to an open cobbler

E::E space where there were shooting-tunnels i

muzzily-ygool;r{._\;:?ds Hanfl Lryciyour-waghts and see-hf;d

-you-litts. He looked dazedly at wizen-f :

;voiiﬁs g‘j}l;hered rouni ice-cteam stalls, and .‘a.tZl Cﬁié;fs

O ate ste e ;

o Wed peas. Everything seemed grimy

sordid; the flarin :
thDSE who Shot, or ate: g torches smelt Of Oll;

; or rode, by spendin
ming til:derﬁmd- of standersby. Amid all thi dro
of bg"YS anda;fl:)l::ign anc‘l lﬂaring of lights were swarms:
fOUI-tongugd & 8lrls, precocious and vicious o

Ten O’CIOCi{ stopcle . ;
of this, Nellje!” c:'ie-d I\P;:dr e

roused him,

“Have h
ing the vay. had enough of Sydney?” she asked, lead:
oA gii had enough of every place,

not say any more,
As they stood i A

Sake, let us get out
» as the ringing bell-notes

” he answered hotly.

L
‘HCHO, yvou bl
okes!” o
one on the shoulder, larnkmess, slapping
70}1 re having?” a blank of a time
t was her ideal of 7
pleasu
parade the street of stand in it r:;: ;:;Z :ng fsics, 1o
A r Be gaped at.

cried the
(13
Ist’t this
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CHAPTER V.
WERE THEY CONSPIRATORS?

i d
L s they JOWITESS
: d nor Nellie spoke 2 «J'ye got
¥ ]:V]rellt}éf::or;{;street in the {ulnbl;t'le?,reflzf{e ferry sl’%ed
L id as they ent
tiCkelisg”C“i’jzuﬂlrSkguza):. They Jdimbed to the URPEr
at the

in silenc t up when
lence.. bie BO
ferry boat 1n st : - £ b
dCdef:f thj, wenf ashore by her side w itim;lt = ua
n g 3 . . 1 s
ﬁe dt'd ?mt notice the glittering lights that e
(A L

i id not even know if it was wet
el m%t&xe:{tixj moon shone orf nOtiq' He 'Fﬁi
- ﬁnc? 4 WThe horrors of living Su‘mnec}fhm}.oul -
e 'aZElf oor Humanity choked h_im. ; evremhe
mflseliwseono[;some streets sicket'_ted him. T'ﬁih‘s g
(f)a.c;se;e had seen l'xau.ntedll_hu-n.Df Fl;l:: ]fﬁnd B

i in .
g}flte:eecillgdd rte(:l rx:\dgltehien “zfialshrigek that shook his very
g :

i h
smilf. he could have petsuaded himself that the bus

.~ would have been different. ut
}ﬁad nolgenstf tl'}fliielzt;:m(::h of the stifling sheari:g-:l:ees
5501; the cr.owded sleeping huts where mlm;1 2{23 zicken-
L like trucked sheep came to him w1'% < AoeE
L 1ll ef the slums. On the‘faces o meless 7
?g}fﬂﬁi h(:zd seen again and agamn that hof_a;mle e
¥ f goaded oxen straining through ? muhariw‘, o
T;":f gegradation’ d':';/t humb(%;ufifx:la:i cfften in spite
in Western i
h?d ﬁnol::t: tv}:ae:lsaid of the free, brave bu;:ht. WIatS i
B him, this dark side of life; t g Bir
ks ne“; tf It had been all along and he aderstoo
R Dh lci Leenout nevet DE oteshad he uriised g
dﬁat i ni?ncance of it, never before hag }:;l;eawas Hey
:lt(:«ill%r civi'isatinn has failed. An

40
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crushed him— e black
im—the hopelessness of it all th bl
’ de.

spair that seem
ness of living i‘é to fill the universe, the b
and shame é e ceaseless round ,f rutal weari
O i al'-: bunspeakable misery ol sorrow and gjp
. the uSh it h .
at night ad come : :
tinklgg L:Edl?: the star-lic sky, alltoaf::m’ 7
for me? Wh;i _hOrSe-bell: “What isne e
heart had sunk ;,Sit?er‘;to look fopwaréotok-‘ﬁ, i‘e end
was in front? in him at the ; nd his
e sheE‘ri"gi—t\})?hat could be? ng‘:?ecr‘ For what
sweating sheep u::I wash his life. Woi-rilcgi and waiting
ing summer ti er the hot iron s} i ng over the
: : me: z E Shed
bickering with :l;3 ; growing sick and losi e the. swelter
were over; then : i till the few “ingk?‘rﬂght g
idling till the sen occasional job, but orking months
work from shed :‘l)soﬁ came round agw.r'nOStlly enforced
= . 2 = [l - .
agitating; ofganisins.ed’ struggling agai:’- ooking for
soon, wifeless and g’hf‘“d in the future 15t catt
Shalkeﬂ_ Nl Lo c lId‘IeSS, racked w..‘;eélrs, aged ton
glaln’ perchance rs, to lie down to dl'“ rheumatism,
tate_cbarity of)[‘;l‘ Cra.wl, feebled e if on the open
to fOrce such th unwich, He used Umbled, to the
oughts from l’limef to shut his eyes
» fearing lest he go

alway:gt swagmen he met some-
hey jouro themselves and mad
[ bl nged, solitary, thro [:

; e had Hun;; himlslflf

g Sleeples:; ‘
ept for the

ti

> Vho muttered
the I gestures as t
3 m()r.l()tonous Wl

a
vantage of the bysh :tse' he hated the squat-
unionism me shmen, A B o tentib
and debat; n grew bette nd he had fe] ptible ad-
£ keney drinliiand heartier ge ; ‘ct:lllat g
» gambling less

th& union
would ng le
do when it grey and planning what

et heen one

ing cam h
Western c i plflres before t;rd _and‘arg]_wd
itself sta ountry throbbed Ing spread ning in. And
rted into life at tthlth it Bl the whole
€ las

cer to fo
a5 fast as €V
what 18 iair, e
for anything WiC: o long as we get @ pout ‘
and rations at a 2 fed” And Nellie

Were They C(-nspimfors.‘/ i
rce down Wages and was extending itself now
en he could wish t© see it. “We only want

» he had told Nellie; “we’re not going in
da hundred

fair figure W

had shown him things which had struck him dumb and
¢ of satisfaction that of late
had covered over is old doubts and fears.

They had turned down a cree-screened side road, de-
ccending again towards the harbout. Nellie stopped
-hort at an iron gate set in a hedge of some kind.
tree spanned the gateway with its branches; making the
gloomy night still darker. The ick of the latch
roused her companiofi.

“Do you think it’s any good living

“] suppose that's a question everybo
for themselves,” she replied.

«well, do you?”

“For myself, yes.’

“For others, too?”

“For most others, no.
tone stamped her words into his

“Then why for you any more tha

«p|{ tell you after. We must go in-
better give me your -

and!
She led the way along 2 short paved path, down three
or four stone steps,

then turned sharply along a sma
natrow verandah.

At the end of the verandah was
a door. Nellie fe

?” he asked her.

dy must answer

s of her

» The intense bitternes
brain.

n anybody else?”
Be careful! You'

l¢ in the darkness for the bell-button,

and gave two sharp rings.

«\Where are you taking me Nellie?” he asked. “This
is too swell a place for me. It looks as though every-
body has gone to bed.”

In truth he was beginning t© thi
and mysterious midnight meetings.
not mentioned anything of
ashamed of acknowledging his suspicio

ing, in case it should turn out to
what did it mattet? There was no secret society WilE
he was not ready to join if Nellie was in 16 for Nellie

nk of secret societies

Only Nellie had
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<new m
Seacrly :I:: allaout such things than he di
;lound. Nobgs;;e forldmeetings, s thz df'
alf an hour would have dream ught, |
t .
ket. Here waot}:hat they two had le}}:af) it was only
trees and heavil e scent of damp ea hadd)’s Mar.
leaves; the fre }:’ perfumed flowers; Iflt and greey
?al‘knesS he c;ulc{Dreath of the salt :)e rustling of
oliage un see onl 't ocean. In th
the fumblii: ;lfleﬁomb”e Skyy-’ ?{iei’é‘;i?““g mass o
pering of th the Sydney streets not even hear
e crowded cit or the hoarse whis-

on the road th y; not

lap-lappi they had ¢ even a single f

P-lapping of water ﬁuﬁihio:n' For the faint txfaﬂl
ause i

reeze fal

Mazzini m:;ﬁt tho‘dpla)" on its leaf s, when the puffy
of Sydney mightl e himself, and h;; Pll_lpes. Here a
tShe overthrow of gagher in safety to eIt e malcontents
0(‘1(3"hthought. a hateful and hatedp”i);wanddplan i
’ and o ”
ﬁdentl; thf% re not gone to bed.” =

our h .heY live at th T
that side e backy .1

swell as they 1(;°kAn,%hYmi’lI GEr
: e

afrai g
d. to say just What

s
t m not afraid

It wy
ooking

replied Nellie, con-
t overlooks the har-

> n see they’
y're splendi y re not as
you thinkrf:ald people. Don'’t be

¥ of that F

An i,nsiife zsomeone "’ if you're not.”

€ door ;
e o
m:;‘d a heavy f°0tps§ned B cloned oq
Stainegt’ ;"hereat a ﬂoe;é Coming’ WhiChgaln! then tl’ley
L od’
glass fanlj of co paused fo

“That’ anlight our str ra
at's over Eal’ned th
ext mg. Stratton,” ar::cf door. rough a
opene ent the unced Nell;
Slippe;{sby i bearded "‘:11;01: at which tﬁ“le,

“Hell N R, wearing loos ey stood was

0, Nellje!” e grey
o : €. y coat and
I:;i::;ng the door Wiec?:lalgléd this possib]
e straight j . S ossible ¢ 4
Nellie’s friegnctls in, both of ;:)le said it Waso;losplra.tor’
u. u

much of Ned H:::kpul' friends aGOOd eveninr HinEs
%’;’l:i,a long while.” ins that nd we've hef,d sir.

ed’s warmly 3 rd so

2

-

Were They Compirators.? 3%
ot waiting for an introduction- ) course, this is
A ins, Nellie?” he enquired, serioubly, turning
5o ghit ysung woman, whose hands he took 1 both
of his while looking quizzingly from Ned to her and

back to Ned again.
«Yes, of course;

Iaughed. The possi

answered, dropping ber

the door: ;
wyell, it mightn’t have been. By the way, Nellie, you

must have sent an o5 ¢hat you WOEE SRS

alking about you.”

ing along: We were just t
{l that ran along

Ned found himself in a narrow ha
ht angles to the veran ah

the side of the house at rig

and the voad. - The floor was covered with oil-cloth;
the walls were hung with curios, South Gea spears and
masks, Japanese armout, boomerangs nullahs, a muk
titude of quaint workings in wood and grass and beads
Against the wall facing the door was an umbrella stan
and hat rack of polished wood, with 2 mirror in tht
g8ife. There were tWO pane‘ded doors to the left; !
dootless stairway, leading downwards, and a large
window to the right; at the end of the passage a glaz
door, with coloured panes: A gas jet butned in 2
frosted globe, and, seeing him look at this, Stratton

d the contrivance for turning the light down to
{eam but could be turne

hing.. g

she answered, laug
hed as he

ble conspirator laug
hands and turning to shut

explaine
Biaie dot which gave ne B

up again in a second.
“My wife is enthusiastic about household invention,”

he concluded, smiling- “Ghe thinks it assists in right-
ing women’s Wrongs- Eh, Nellie? The freed and vic-
torious female will put her foot on abject man some

day? Eh?”

Nellie laughed again. She held the handle of the
Hearest door in one and. - Mr, SteaSier had turned
to take Ned’s hat, apologising for neglecting t© thin
of that before. Ned saw the girl’s other hand move
quickly up to where the gas bracket met the wall and
then the light went out altogether. «That's for poking
fun,” he heard et ARV, kD8 door slammed, 2 key
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o By
rned in it and he heard her lau

side. y
ghing on the othe

L1}
Larrikin!”
1” shouted S
out here tratton, boi
to hEl‘ tr;nkj ’feﬁewhda; “ée,”. d(} & yozlstesl‘ﬁu’sly‘l "COtne
the ga_s on : . = €d, Strikin f €35 aWaySu
e 3 g a match P
fond of h again. “She is a fi ‘ and turn
e n Ny
She is one :’fash though she were eo girl. We are ai
Ned hardl L e family, for i mr.::t Of”the family,
e By bl s e o 15 ey, o
grave and rathe ie like this before yes, either. He
tl‘loug]-,_t Lo detet stern. Only at t.h She had been
answered well :;te}cll‘ in her voice a beittgate he had
tl-éought he saw on hls (Ewn bitter heartaf}i:essh W}ECh
of intense : er face the c : ; he had
shown him iﬁfﬁz“- Certainly tl-?irswriiwcdsupl’femon
by magic, the mis rrors of Sydney and t 4 hay she 18
ly and pl ery of living. Now shaulg t 11-‘:121, as {f
g SIE Al light.

ayed a trick wi
less school girl. Bcesig:;h the quickness of a thought

was so at home in thi e Hid
:ﬁ dfamiliat wiil:nr_[zll:us house of ‘,VeI[I.ttC},1 adf:)P eg t};at she
not expr this man of a -do people, and
l’lll: that Wase: g thoughts in stf(‘:-ll'}tgifl‘is dassf? Ned
es of course,

he was still he effect of
d of them. H
Pleasantries ;:rrea;li: If.lk at heart aili{lasdolauhghed’hbm
im. It mehow these

f look i

S e oked as if there

e ertainly, some b i
een the girl of theo;eigll: ;f::l

thls court,
that the egus gentleman
SERLTOnE. were Nellie had |
ere told hlm sim!
ply

movement’’ e
[t a-nd. we lntEfESted .
and | 'Ong of the ;:\.::F[ts"» l‘licg’ but S - Labour
was a‘lt;ked one of his,l y" and she tu::ttéon spoke of
ecret so : own d > ed out hi
S e
o tricke? Fe wa T hcw ditt
his soul abhorred wha, secme e laugh and joke and
ught intuitively to ﬁ:t{ seemed to (l).:fr' For the time
1 ¥
m frippery. He

impatient] st 7

- y to look e ief i .

‘Hur i for it h n action

ready_p, ry, Nelhe[n Cl.'ied Setf: and h!’: began
atton.

:°mle secret under
ould not distin

.
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» answered her merry voice:

o't touch me?
but look out for

“You WO A
1 forgive YOU this once,
EL

“No, we’
the next time. ‘

She opened the door forthwith and stepped out
quickly- Ned caught 2 glimpse of 2 large bedroom
through the doorway: en off her hat an«;i

lay on her neck

loves and smoothed the hair that
in a heavy plait. At the collar of the plain black dress

that fell to her feet over the curving line of her supple
figure she had placed 2 red rose, half blown. She was
tall and straight and graceful, more than beautiful in
het strong fresh womanhood, as much at home in such
2 house as this as in the wretched room where he ha

watched her sewing slop-clothes that morning.

«pMps. Stratton always puts 2 fower for me. She
foves roses.’ SO she said to Ned, seeing him looking
astonishingly at her. Then che slipped one hand inside
the arm that Stratton bent cowards her, and took hold
of Ned's arm with the other. Stratton curned down
the gas. Linked thus together the three weld cau-
tiously down the dim passage hall-way, towards the
glass door through one side of which coloured light
came.

“Anybody particular fueral? s Nellie.

“That’s a nice question,” retorted Stratton. “Geisner
is here, if you call him ‘anybody particular.' 2

“Geisner! Is he back again?” exclaimed the girl. Ned
felt her hand clutch him aepvously. s <udden repul-
tion to this Geisner S ot through him. He pulled his

arm from her grasp-
They had reached the end of the passag® however,
and she did not notice. Stratton turned the handle and
opened the door, held back the half-drawn curtain that
hung on the further side, and they passed in- “Here
fi% are” he cried- “Geisner says he recollects yos
Nellie.”

Ned could have Jescribed the room to the details if

he had been seruck blind that minute. It was a double
d low and not very broad, running the

room, long an :
f the house, for there Were windows on

whole width o
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n the sitti and Indian
colouri ing room b
e rﬁd.rug carpet la leyotld the folded d
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3 4 square a red loun 2 ere were
‘meer; fancy sl_lclc'th-covered tal:%[e that promised soft-
Ined, the elves; = esa wWh c
. cover th pretty wal atnot in the
music-stool thrown back, lade nut-wood pi :
a woman'’s cica_k’ laden with mu i gllllt
3 was : sic: on t
to floor, filled wit great book- lying, on the ,piano :

case re
ache (8
shelves fr d from felllng

striped hangi medallions
gings, were Sort;e

On ¢t d woods, in iv g
cealed by the hannings = her/,
- was

. wall .
dainty Picturz;_bnght with

another door, I yli_rl-lalf bcon-
i g about

H
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Were They Conspirato rs? L

he table, here and there on low shelves, wete mote

(I;:c:k:: The grov d-glass g obes of the gaslights Were

with crimson shades. a subdue
i . chtoned hues, of beautifu

covered

plaze of vivid colouring of ric , O

things love and cherished, over all. Sitting on the
stached man who smoked

i And turning round from the book-
A R ey book in his hand, was an ugly little
gan. Ned felt that this was Geisner.

The ugly little man put down his book, and came
forward holding out is hand. He smiled a8 be EREE
Ned was angered to se€ that when he smiled his face
became wonderfully pleasant.

“Yes; 1 think we know one another;
he said, meeting them on th
«] am so glad you are here to-night
greeting him warmly, almost efusively- «] recollect

And Ned will know you, soa-—Me, Gt

you so well.
ner, Mr. Hawkins.” Ned felt his reluctantly extended

hand enclosed in a strong friendly clasp-

“Hawkins is the Queenslander we were expecting,”
said Stratton cheerfully. Y ou will < EXCUsE my
familiarity, won't you?” he added, laying his hand on
Ned’s shoulder. “We don’t ‘Mister’ our friends much
here. I think it <ounds cold and distant; don’t you?”’

“We don’t ‘Mistet’ much where 1 come rom,’ answ-
ered Ned. He felt at home already. The atmosphere

of kindness in this place stole over him and prevent-
ed him thinking that it was too cegwell” for him.
“] don't know Queensiand much—-——-,” Geisnetr was
beginning, when the further verandah doot was swung
wide and a ark-haired little woman swept in, tray in
hand, the train of her dress trailing behind her.

¢] heard you, Nellie Jear iulie cried. E ISR
feeling Josie was saying the cruellest things © me.
feel as red 42 Putting the tray down oft the

as re &
table she iurried to them threw her plump bare arms
round Nellie’s neck and

kissed her warmly on P@
cheeks. Then she drew back quickly and raised her
finger threateningly- «\Worrying again,

Miss Lawton,

Nellie, 1 can
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tell. My word! What with you and what with Arty 'y
made thoroughly wretched. You mayn’t think so ¢
look at me, Mr. Hawkins,” she rattled on, holding oyt
her hand to Ned; “but it is so. You see I know you,
I heard Nellie introducing you. That husband of mine
must leave all conventionalism to his guests, it seems,
You’re incorrigible, Harry.”

There was a welcome in her every word and look. She
put him on a friendly footing at once.

“You have enough conventionalism to-night for us
both, my fine lady,” twitted Stratton, pinching her arm,

“Stop that! Stop, this minute! Nellie, hit him for me.
Mr. Hawkins, this is Bohemia. You do as you like.
You say what you like. You are welcome to-night for
Nellie’s sake. You will be welcome always because I
like your looks. I do, Harry, so there. And I'm going
to call you Ned because Nellie always does. Oh! I for-
got!—Mr. Hawkins, Mr. Ford. Mr. Ford thinks he
€an cartoon. I don’t know what you think you can
do. And now, everybody, come to coffee.”

. The others came in from the verandah, still laugh
ing, whereat Mrs. Stratton flushed red again and de-
nounced Josie and George for hiding away, then in-

troduced them and Arty to Ned. There was a babel of
Josie and George talking of

con_versation for awhile,

their boating, Connie and Ford of the opera, Stratton
Enc_l Arty of a picture they had seen that evening
1:]:lelstk';er sat by Ned and Nellie, the thtee chatting i -
infii eauty of Sydney l.larbour, the little man waxing
wﬂf“;;;::t:f:;vandahsm which the naval authorities

g on Gard,
. o Spravon

I eticall -pRL
Finally she served them 1g inas::;a\ltlfj - P";
china cups, with : e
- flp A strong black coffee, in each cup a
.:_-:I 1 emon floating, in each saucer a biscuit
ope you like your coffee, Ned » clai
a moment after. “I forgot to a:sk ym;. Is’}r;f :IXClalr?ed,
jetting to ask newcomers. You see, all th, it
like it this way.” : e
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for a llttle ‘:sion,al observation. hrowaves’ aia if rain
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4 cea»::sesgurg ing down from the
water
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who in h
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Bones become Men”

ﬁllec_l his eyes: Roget

rose from the

‘) e have seen the Dry
2 mist of unqueé
de Lisle, dead an
silent grave
4 lives and enslaved mil-
of great towns and of the
Jundered countryside, spoke ©
he robbery of those who
- on their ignorant
sloth; spoke of virtue tra down and little children
.. hleeding at EVEEY pore an
d shamed and motherhood made a curse
d all he loved, pilloried the

i d bade him—to arms, to

Wrong in front of him an
» with the patriot army whose tramp-
und of the music- “To arms!” with

hands feared nothing and at
clted and king i

of torture

doms vanished

and tyranny fled. | To certain victory!
crash forward like 2 food and sweep before the arme

people all those who had worked it wrong!
rs 1o od. E1N did

Down Ned’s cheeks the great fe2

not heed them. Why did not some one beat this mighty
music through the < ough those hateful
back streets, through those long, endless Tows of mortt
gaged cottages and crow Why
was it not carried out to West, hymned from
shed to shed, told of t
holes, given t© the diggers in the gre

drovers travelling stocS
ad a wrong ' right and a long

to be found who

account to square? Ah! How they wo

How they would swell its victorious
d their hundre

gather in their thousands an
to march on, march on, tramping time 10 its majestic
!

i Ttehe could only ¢ake it to them: If he could
only make them feel as he felt! If he could only give
to them in their poverty and misery a1l this wondrous
music sounding here in this fuxurious roam) Fie Al

not; he could not. This Geisner cou and would not,
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and he who would could not. The tears rained dowy
his cheeks because of his utter impotence. :
The music stopped. With a start h
ashamed of his weakness, and hast
fussing pretentiously with his hand
one had noticed him—Geisner, who seemed to see and
hear everything. Connie was sobbing quietly with her
atms round Harry’s neck, holding his head
her as he bent over her chair;
beat time. Arty had suddenly grown moody again and
sat with bent head, his cigar gone out in his listless
hand. Ford had got up and was perched again on a
corner of the table, smoking critically, apparently
wholly engaged in watching the smoke wreaths he
blew. George and Josie had taken each other’s hands
and sat breathlessly side by side on the lounge. Nellie
lay back in her chair, her face flushed, a twisted hand-
kerchief stretched over her eyes by both hands.
“I think that's the official version,” observed Geis-
ner, running his_ fingers softly over the keys again.
@ Idts above disputation, whatever it is,” remarked
ord.

“Why should it be, if all true music isn’t? And
why should not this be the best rendering?”

i:He struck the grand melody again and it sounded
softened, spiritualised, purified. TIts fierce clamour, its
triumphant crashing,

were gone. It told of defeat and
over throw, of martyrs walking painfully to death, of
Prison cells and dungeons thag never see the sun, of
Nife-work unrewarded, i
to Liberty

of those who ive their lives
ra and die before jts shac H
ee.

_B}lt it told, too, of kled limbs are struck

e came to himself,
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erchief. But only
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all the while her foot
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i ) all their earthly
r eet
that Fate has in store. g

Im and pale, all
Th 3 i Pale, a
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out seeing her of knowing her
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that to other nations
be suns 1n ed!” Take Marlow, Beaumont an
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's English! Milton, Bun-
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e cried Ford.
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108 become Men” 09
ic i L streets OF
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Ah, if 1 could only play iel”
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agye have SEEN the D1y Bor
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he wretched, those weaty of life? - L SGEE
pose you are all tintereste i Labout movement.’
Well, what does all ¢his do for it? What do you do
‘9 Would you give up anything, °n€ puft ©

one drink o T
1 How dare you speak

“Stop; Ned! For shame’s sake!
to him like that?” Nellie interrupteds jumping UP an
coming between the two men- Ned {eaned eagerly for-
ward, his hands on hi is eyes faming, his face
quivering; his teeth showing. Geisner
quietly, alternately sipping his wine and water an
ing a whiff from his cigarette-
“Never mind,”’ said Geisner- «Gjr down, Nellie. It
Joesn’t matter. Nellie sat down, but <he looked at

Mrs. Stratton anxiously. The two women exchange
Meps. Stratton came

quickly across tO Geisnet:

27 she said to him, jaying her hands
on his head and shoulder and facing Ned thus. “Not
but to Ned there. Fle does not under-
u understand everything
understand it all, Ne L
«yWhy do you say

2

&CSCIVC them.

glances.
«T¢ does matter

to you, of course,
stand, and 1 don’t think y©
Sither. It takes 2 woman to
and she laughed at the angry man:
such things to Geisner! He does not

Ned did not answer:

«Pm not defending the rest of
vou only knew all he has done you
as we do.”

“Connie!” exclaimed Geisner, flushing. «Don’t.”

«Oh! 1 shall. 1f men will keep their lights under

‘_bushel baskets they must expect £ get the covers
knocked off sometimes- wed! This siea i52a maEhits
nd he bas borne it

He has cuffered so for

50 bravely.”

us, only Geisner. 1f
would think of him

the people, 2
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8
aughtered ccmradlea’d’ he risked his [if

s lije to

hild
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Ford,
too, and Nellje here, and
Josie and

“IYVe have Seen the Dry Bones become Men” ¥

George. But Geisner serves it best of all if it be best
to give mOst. He has given most of his life and he
gives most still. And we love him for it. And that
Tove, perhaps, s sweeter to him than all he might have

been.”
She knelt by his side as she ceased speaking, and put

her arms round his neck as he crouched there. “Geis-

Nellie, who was nearest, heard her whisper in her

ner!”
childhood’s tongue. “Geisner! We have seen the dry
bones become men. We have poured our blood and

our brain into them, and if only for a moment they
have lived, they have lived. Ah, comrade, do you re-
collect how you breathed soul into them when they
shrank back that day? They moved, Geisner. They
el We felt them move. They will move again,
some day, dear heart. They will move again.” Then,
choking with sobs, she laid her head on his knees. He
put his arms tenderly round her and they saw that
this immovable little man was weeping like a child.
One by one the others went soflty out to the verandah.
Only Ned Sniaed. - He hatt buried his face in his
hands and sat, overwhelmed with chame, wishing that
the floor would open and swallow him. From outside
came the ceaseless lap-lap-lapping of water, impercept-
ibly eating away the granite rock, caring not for time,
blindly working, destroying the old and building up
the new.

The touch of a hand roused Ned. He looked up-
Mrts. Stratton had gone through the door conceale by
the hangings. Geisner stood before him, calmly light-
'ing another cigarette with a match. There was no
trace of emotion on his face. He turned to drop the
match into an ash tray, then held out both hands, on
his face the kindly smile that transfigured him. Ned
grasped them eagerly, wringing them in a grip that
would have made most men wince. They stood thus
silently for a minute or TWO, looking at one another,
the young, hot-tempered bushman, the grey-haired.
cool-tempered leader of men; between them sprang up,

as they stood, the bond of that friendship which death

s A ———
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itself only strengthens,

: The magnetism of the elder,
his marvellous personality, the strength ap
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CHAPTER VII.

A MEDLEY OF CONVERSATION.
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“Give it him, Nellie,” put in Connje. * havent
heard those notions of his for years. I thought |
had recanted long ago.” !

; "Well, yes! But you needn’t be so
ing it lop-sided,” said Stratton.

Previous in call.
“It is lop-sided, to m

y mind!” replied Nelle, “What

EWAEE s to be left to find their own
sphere, for whenever a man starts to find it for them
e always manages to find som

und

ething else. No map

erstands woman thoroughly. ow can he whep
she doesn’t even understand herself? Yer. you pro.
POs€ to crush us all down to 4 certain pattern, without
consulting us, Thae's not democratic, Why not con-
sult us firse, I should like to know?”
“Probably because they wouldn’t agree to it if you
€ opposition, Nellie, Il only democratic
w&:u we think Demos ;s going our way.” This from
Arty slipped quietly off the
the sitting-room. C
im through the o

e
We are a

. railing and went into
omdue leaned back and watched
PER door. “He’s started to write,”
she a e ; A
€l b ey Ssong, po P, don Lol o
naturedly; the orf. 8 pPoor fellow.” She laughed good-

ers laughed with he “G Nelli
ar. It i : & D O
termpt.”s VEry interesting, and | didn’

t mean to if-

e
"Oh! He won’t answer me’
disgusted tone, ’

" declared Nellie, in a
o B should think not”’

retorted St

k. _ ' ratton.

your womanly hahie of tying the best 1
not with 5 f e

ew Socratic :
t0 prove itself ” o tans,
{3

“I know
a tangled
I leave the truth

about woman
[
ot let us be ki good mothers, first

i ek N, true women, first,
; B.1Or us'to he 4 terwards?”
e TR0t you 4o be tays Women ” :
What is 2 true woman? '
just wh i

Fy
(1 ed If‘ ] C(J]h'l rsation
ﬂ'f d i

: ] - - !
tun y, a Sh ul e.

1t an we Sha“. be at last a“. tll t we o |:l
. ot freedom to be secure agalnst Wa]'].l to be
ot .
IS it n )

o0 1 ” . omen.
fr “To be mothers. reat function of w
vos: to be mothers—the &
o es; to

. 15
I Iadle the fl.ltut e I o mould the nation that
oc

. ou mean
” achl‘[‘leS, Yy
to be. ; : n. [o be m = same.
“That 1s sO like a ma es just the

hin ?
inly, but mac ; long?
or, certainly, ines too
—well cared f ’ that we have been machID en degraded
Lt yon l{nﬂ"i‘; ¢ it is because we have be
a

. s oM
t you see t : ;s what 1t 1s¢
,_Can :':acbines that Society 15 wha
into

joned Stratton. ie. clapping
"HOW?” que‘stlonu Neuie‘” CILEd Connie, PP
“He knows it well, & ;

hef handS- t rais
. S
“Because you ¢2 o : just
nt to be free, only ¢ beings with souls, ju
We wa ated as human { with, and brains
little, to be tre re hands to work Witos t join
do. We have hand 3 ik Why not )
- m?nk ith, and hearts to s do in fact? Do you
g 'wh 1{5 in theory as Vm:ll 0 our help in the
ke that you wont ,13\-31 fruit of victory
tell U:( no,;q Will you refuse us t}:e ou would, I for
movertent? W 2 T1f I thought ¥ r not.””
t is won? ause won O .
when the figh to care whether the C‘:L. » cried Connie.
one would cease 1o ¢ 'q all go on sStrike,
“T. too, Nellie. We'd all g

are good mothers
romen
W/ hat is it to you whether wo

ivalling
e to our iV
2 What objections can you hav
or not?

5 .
i the f lel'ld.l\ l'i. -alr] hat Ould
men m r Y v v w e LHI(!C! [al]

? s
m nsti

= 1 €S,
0o dltlons. AI our Vv rtues, O r wo en 1Ins ncts (s}

. o straight 1
d frail that you cap't trust Ts‘?to %th, when 1
r :
weak anl of life is freely open &9 what it has been
the whole b BEANE life 1s now, have any virtues
think of w ?t oder how it is tha'i i *
w . ing-
. for so EOEg’ oke with intense feeling *in most cases:
left.” She sp e now,” she went on% ¢ a position, for
"P y
S hat areht‘« and sold for a hOm.eil :11 their degrada-
Slaves, bc;lg a piece of bread. Wit
a ribbon, tor

(o] € we are. Io be woman y
are t d graded as €
tion men

E me ror JOY .
188 SL&‘-C women

€ E[ee men E

be free., o be let alolle a




78
The Worki
. orkincian
is to be shamed Hgwan's Porotise
e :
% Sulfer. To beand insulted every da
human misery To mother is to drinky. hTO love is
'VlCLOLls and a h}'poco' be heartless, to b k eljregs of
‘to be Sold rite, to sn I A € co t
to sell s smother all oree s to be
to be th g one’s self ne’s high
e slave , to pander 1gher self
‘most easily for of the slave, that is th to evil Passions’
o everything? : gohlan_ And Cﬂe: ] & NN Surviv;
i g g ; See what
proud if he were a;le;ne*_ said he "“’Ouldw ‘
enough to b “nglishman. Someti sometimes be
; € PI“Oud o . cometimes ['m Lot b
s ma S

“Why should we b &
b s ‘Whe he mothers, unless it pl
, unless
e .. y should we not feel th pleases us to
{f)we nothing';o it, }tlhat we help hold e TL life is ours
| i 1 up the
raternity which th . COE Xy
it ey owe also to us? S““f)n ol
A thc_or;:e then as it ;:OLIIc‘I:‘Il't i
in
f}?.(;d L I‘that women, who em e
ildren whose g ot
would th Ritp wa e it et
and b be worse s unstained with & o
an L g b mothers if their brai i
PR
she healthy work arilng' e h?aambbwere g
ould have, men ;dmtemgem hfe.tf‘tb e
: men g T
- 1\1; SOy alike ?” )
s Nellie,” obseriy daél
L1 e
.shatgilf’ lI e e e :
. n ;
P ut:ldsm, to give liflsf e
erstand it bej € for the worl e e B
eINg a woman’ rd et kU
i m.ns highest joy to be
; Iserable woiﬁen IOOk-

e are in spite

obj ecti
ion to
: ot
Isner, thers, some:-

]

i ve near g

iF in h““allv cried for
ss and fyH eart all the time
5 of ¥; that what was
for a while to the

was WEakne

self th
at never
s
teproach me for I:‘e’i-‘gd child of m_ave i
Y shness thar tai:le have causemz-
EEdar - o
guise whj
thich

":_."‘"dl

. —
versation rr
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have nothing
ive them joy in living.”
ve children?” asked Geisner.
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animal instincts 0 2

«you will never ha

«f will never marrys
ou can teach 2 girl who
I.know there are ideas growin
seem shameful and unwomanly,

spare <he little ones. For me, L s
will give my life to the movement, but
other lives the pain © ?

f living."
wyou will meet him some day, Nellie,” said Connie.

«Then 1 will be strong if it breaks my heart.” Ned
Zoften thought of this in atter days. Just then he hardly
U sealised how the girl’s words affected him. He was s©
< breathlessly interested. INever had he heard people
> Gk like this before. He began to understand dimly

2 how it touched the Labour movement.
part of life, my dear,” said
e seen of

B “You will miss the best

R Rie. I sdy it even after what you hav
that husband of mine.” '

© Yoy are wrongs Nellie,” said Geisner, slowly-
“Above us all is a higher Law, forcing us on. To give
up what is most precious for the sake of the wotld is
good. To give UP that which our instincts lead us to
for fear of the world cannot but be bad. For my patt,
1 hold that no door should be closed to woman, either
by force of law or by force of conventionalism. But
if she claims entrance to the Future, it seems 0 me that

she should not close Life’s gate against herself.
¢ would close Life’s gate altogether i 1 could,”
| cried Nellie, passionately. “] would blot Life out. I
B uld——och, what wou d'I not do? The things I see
around me day after day almost drive me mad.”
There was silence for a moment, broken then by Con-
nie’s soft laugh. «Nellie, my dear kil she ob-
?

served, “you seem quite in earnest. I hope you wont
start with us.”

“Don’t mind het, Nellie,
ing for the first time! “Connie
didn’t she would ety
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A Medley of Conversation 31
bare, with all its black abysses and unnatural sins the
: ' heart known and un-

brutishness that is 10 each man n a
derstoodu—-the cowatdice, the creachery, the vnllamy,_the
fost. When one knows oneself in others, and SnEs
f despair, hopeless and heart-wrung, then

as the prophets call them, the
bitions dressed as angels of light, the re-
ligions W ich have become mete drugged pain‘lullers,
the desire to suppress thought altogether, t0 € i
to stupefy one’s soul with bodily pain, with mental ac
tivity- And if,” he added slowly, «if one’s pain 1s for
others more than for Cneinlf - iF a0 one’s heart Hu-
manity has lodged ieself, then it may be that one shal
feel and know. And from that tithe youmeyes doubt

God. You may doubt yourself, but never that all
things work together for g0° i
*] do not see it cried Nellie.

“Hush!” said Connie. “Go omn, Geisner.”

“To me,” the little man went Of, as if talking rather
to himself than to ¢he others. «To me the Purpose o
Life is self-consciousness, the total Purposes 1 mean.
God seeking to know Go Eternal Force one im-
Thought. Humanity the developing con-
sciousness of the lictle fragment © the universe within
B ke, Art, the expression of that consciousness, the
outward manifestation of the effort © solve the prob-
lem of Life. Genius, the powet of expressing in some
way or other what many thought but could not articu-
il 1 do not mean 1o be dogmatic. Words fail us to
define our meaning when we speak of these things: Any
quibbler can twist the meaning of words, while only
those who think the thought can understand. That is
why one does not speak el ot them. Perhaps wWeé
should speak of them more.”

“I¢ is a barren faith to me,” said Nellie.

«Then 1 do not express :t well,” said Geisner. But
ijs it more batren-sounding than utter Negation? Be-
sides, where do we differ really? All of us who think
ot all agree more or (€8t We use different terms, pur:
<ue different lines of thought, that is all. 1t is only

into a mist ©
come the tethptaitons,
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Ti ki
the dullard QRS gvign's Potadiey
ard, who mi g
letter for i mistakes the symbol f
the true artist i igot. The r the th
rtist is a thi true thinker i ought
thought i a thinker, f er is an arti
: in thin , for Art is the artist
rightly told us bgf The highest tho hﬂxpresszon &
4 P re ]_I €rore you cam : ught, as Conni
Ha CO' ect the Ven 3 e, is Emotion.” nnte
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eautiful, perfect thaw 50 first it seemed' interjected
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deau“ful or Perfectasf saw it more I fmt ever sculptor
ay after day to see: = on e till itgl9t that it was
:-: me. and when I it, and when I was gl Is.efi. phise
dre, and when 1 wa‘vas downheartﬁd i*t/? 1t laughed
I Love 3 R ic scouled s
ine it chan a kiss on its li A when [
e . its lips =
Wﬁs not that P%rtd \v'fltl’l3 every o] ps. };Very mood
The artist i » Nellie?” ght of mine it knew
e in 3] -
hing in at. kL e
heart Ofgm to the stone a ef artist in the sculpt
Pe f en. H]S . pel‘ ect sym h " P or,
rfect b H geniu pathy w
eauty, s grasped ! y with the
one ph v, is not the typifyi pe this. that b
ypifying note of at beauty,
one passion

ase of h
Df 21 th uman n
at
B e e
e human “b gat[on

a great th :

b ought i -
h‘:}?ﬁy body, :stl:ﬁt' It is ‘the he 111?“1&'- Thect
= SO i < e Scu[PtOr ¢ ft ly mind in the
kougl}ts of the pa € hea’.thy bod ,e.e s 1L And ‘the
it sl:' gift of Greel:t. I.t is a l1I'louyhls 50 of the great
so nlghef than that philosoph ght which is the price:
3 of th y to the wor P
R
h Ford admires

Sphi
nx m 21
“Th e, diff ean?”’ asl i
R ked N
on a brutish bLlfe with ug is th exPl‘essed » ed.
Nature ody, fecu an intelle ,” answered
iss crouches on thnd and pow‘ f(:tual ek 1 sasecd
b man has a bod e ground erful; thar Huma
e cared for”’ v and a mi and read t Fluman
e mind, and tli 4 I:he stars;
at both '
must

“Th
ey had a strange wa

Egyptians.”
ptians,” remarked Nely o caring for

I. e {
N both, your

le were al'

A Medley of (.Tonzar.x\lfion

o the culers were all ptiesrs.”
S ; S

At this criticism, 3 naive and pithy and s© like

geneta‘; laugh-

apr least the priests
cared for,’ retorted Ford, nothing abashed.
was a little fellow in England. My people
faem labourers: west O England labourets: X
at had little diamond-
below the

were Wise S e slaves were
r ©] recol-

water back.
beans, P ot too MUY

for half-a-crow? and killed 1t when 1t was grown tO
pay the rent. Don't think such {hings are ouly done in
Treland! We herded together like pigs ourselves. e
women of the place often wor _ed in the fields. The
girls, 00, somtimes. You kn ow-what that means where
the people are like beasts; the spirit worh out of them-
The cottages Were built wo togethet; and ouf neigh-
bour’s daughter, 2 girl or. 40, Al e children.
Tt was not thought anything The little chings playe

1 children, at

at home with our neig
their grandmc-thr_-r called them hard names when they

bothered her.
“My father was 2 bent-shot :
ix shillings 2 week then,

when 1 recollect fim.  Hegot &
i When he stopped from

with a jug of cidey every A8
.k in the barns, his wages

the wet, and there was no WO
were stopped- So he worked in the wet very often, for

it generally rains in England, you know- The wet came
through our roo" ives the natives such pretty pin
skins, eh Geisner? a0 “My

father got sheumatism: an :
had been 2 good‘look'mg young

roaning at nights. F¢
1d granny used to say:

d he {aughed shortly-

fellow, my ©

good—looking. In the wintet we always had poot €

lief. We should have ctarved if we hadn’t. My father
home after dark. M mothet

¢ four and came 0o

nd gleaning: 1 went to scare Crows

got up 2
used to g° weeding 2
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family of Pauv: years old. All the s
Berl Be an En;-ishproud Sk E:gnili?hwe were 1
pauper, and th man, Geis
i en try!” .

{(Y .

ou’ll ne

ver get

an ar C get to the priest

gument,” interposed Mprlests, Ford; if you
Irs. Stratton start

“T’ll get to

natrow, ‘nudd;hfm all right. Our cotta

row of miserableane' On one side of gﬁ was down a

other was a gre stone hovelsj }llst lik the lane was a2

to be about ga ﬁt stone wall that Sf.‘enec?urs' On the

about twenty fe undred feet high. l]e to e AeR

fieps the other Sfc;- e could jus{ Ssuppose it was

to prevent them €. lSome B Lean hec the tops of
coming over the \\':\icl es lopped short

of the hi
ighwa
ou ‘
4 t lane ran to was a At the corner
s a great iron
gate,

all abo -
ut it tow -
shrub-covered rfjﬁ?g trees, directly inside
- L=
a peep further. Thry that prevented an ba énound of
e carriage drive tooLY ody getting
< a turn round

this rocke 5
ry and di
open and nob isappeated. O
od: . e henihe
; gate was

B rockery 1 y about, I
He got
ry life a little tIr;ief_a p%‘i_ii?’ sneaking round
was a beautiful

awn and

clum

5

e ps of flowers, and

e , and a summer hous d
e and a

thou h ﬂnd a .

ght heaven big grey-f

me radical ” must be someth};néoﬁltcidtl marismn' I
phzh il b madc

“How d
0 you
uwell, it kl‘lo l:n:lan?” askﬁd Mrs St
[s) C g ratt
w‘::,:f me, I didi’t [ESPCCt B e onatic ;n.
Whi_legt}‘:f one lazy idlnowhenough to uulf; Iﬂltl:{ority
; e peopl dler having thi erstand the
it struck m ple he lived g this splendid
to e as so villaj on kennell ; : place
ifu{}rlevent o Outsitli a;nously selfish ted e hovels. But
re::ollawtl and ﬂowe_te rom even 1001(«-j build that wall
ect wonderi s. I was Ing at the b !
| ﬂi:mg g < By little ch eaut-
g when [ ) chap, but I
e aée the wall Iikecoulfint see that ;
Dugrge' , hungry wretch poison.  Th t it would I began
knoww'es' i misaablees’ without ar?reh'we fescE, Pfﬂ;r
th » wasn’t the ri and hopelessyt ing beautiful i :
Bt ‘animal ran u right thing to I':c’hat e in
P a great Wa“ in € a pauper eve;
our fa‘:es y an
so that

wersation 53

A Medley of Con
fim!” Ford had gradu-

we couldn’t se€ t[e grass—cuIs®
rked himself inte 2 white rage-
«yWas he

“He didn’t know any better,’ said Geisner-
bH

the priest :
% g £900 a year and this great’

t?
i6y'ps, the rector gettin ‘
i kinny curaté £60 for doing the

house; and paying 2 ° . ;
i drove about 1 4 cartiagé,

| next door as she lay a-bed that
i here for

ever. Out in the felds

T used to draw fhim on bits of slate. In the winter when
Sy weren't any crows or any wepding il SE to
Ehoul. - You se& unless you sent your children to the
i and went tO church regulatly,
{ or blanket at Christmas. 1 '€
b charity is 2 sweet thing- ell, T used to
n at school, 2 fat, pompous:
with thin side-whiskers,

handful of a nose. 1 drew
and I

you, Englis

draw the parse double-
chinned, pot-beﬂied animal,
and a tall silk hat, and a big
nothing olee 1 5tudied the question, as it were,

got 50 that I could draw the brute in 2 hundred di

mentary, and one day the

and we stood up In class wi -

the back of my slate was one © -ongest of

my first attempts at cartooning. &

at the remembrance Ford laugh d so ontagiously that

they all joined. «The parson happene i
um! It was worth everything to €€ him.

«What did be do?”

wWhat didn’t he do? He delivered 2 lecture, how
1 was a wotthy relative of an uncle of mine who'd been
shipped out this way years before for ¢naring 2 rabbit,
e o on. 1 got nearly Jkinned alive, and the Christ-
mas beef and blanket were stopped from our folks:
And there another joke comes in. AR elder brother of
mine, 14 years old, T was about 12, took to going © the
Ranters meetings instead of t© church. mother
and father ped o tie hits UE on Saturday nights and
march him to church on Sunday like a young crimina
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ol.
goit b[ankg They were afraid of I
o et, you see. H i) gy~
ke 1 e sometimes ran out of g
s o wo..b,‘ r weren't looking, a dt |
deadliest of al'l‘l‘}_m?{ them about hoi:n & Tthe T
Well, when the o e know, to 80 f—- he Rt
g oe;f and blanket ‘w';tre Zt e
Ranters.” of forgiveness, we all oPPed, 1S
e all w
f “T've often wondered s
ere 7
r?m’ Ford,ﬂ - gy where you got
“Yes, that rarked Connie. I . o
o ba,rs e great wall made n. Li v
| § g : ne hate th 2
B mafe ﬁl:')elehfrom all beautiful t:hiC e
el 3‘;-‘_11 ate all frauds. I ca i
:.[ oy gOing Witha owed thos= thinos an never f{)rget
e al.lpeucil I feel tO\L;’: '{c? e
2 ar it 1
body feel the san:. % p;rson’ g i Whatliver e
care gt d— e,
“\’;“uch for cartooning would you believe it Ieverz-
hy don’t you?” ing. I want to it ‘8
you?” asked Nellie e

“K‘vell
3 there’
5 money, you know. Then i h
g n it was sneer

luck th

at made m

sam e g

“]e)(:::’n gfl luck a?w:l’rstgonlst and I can’t expect th
t beli i . e

that he h eve him, Nellie,”

; as a ch ! cL1E, said . e
hammering that hzn[fe now to give Eﬁn?‘e' He feels
rue parson, Ford fe sitates to give it rauds such

e o i o
_“Not enough!” : own and
till the gh:” an

7 wall is d swered Ford. *

;}:_-l:;k Egypt woz‘ﬁl &at all the Qorﬁot enough! Not
sts had bee ave lasted 20 Oogver! Do you
: years if her

my people?” g
ple?”. y parson, and her slaves like

u.}—_,d fm.
ot 5
suppose hger t:El:‘:l: a}‘:ocilt Egypt T id N
S :tn g ellie. “But I

enough to
eat and
const ind en ou :
it ant employmen ough to drink gh' to give men
vas wiser chan-the rulers of 1y , high wages and
e fm;[a long T e cay - Yol
end c it you -da 3 '
faster witlsmes some tin?:e tﬁnlY rob ﬂljie' You can
us, but it came i %1 wrong erately. But
in .
g

et ;
Ypt, too.” t's coming

: i
crsalion o/

A Medley of Convers
ed Connie, who

fmished!” interrupt
. had looked chrough the door at the

while :
. She jumped up: - LOme along i and see
this time.”

] sd {okingasee another.

[l went i jostling 2

i in the middle of the room {ook-
paper: He appea.red
broad smile
Geisner and Ned foun
o, Over <he keys
loving

in
much blotted slips of
and broke into 2

as he loolked up 2t them all.
:de by side near the pian
of which Geisnet softly ran his fingers with
«you are in luck to-night,” he temz:t:ec’: to

Ned. “You know Arty’s signature, of course- He
writes as i mentioning 2 well-known name.

©QFf course 1 know. Is that him?” answered Ned,
astonished. Verses which bore that signature were as

familiar to thousands of western bushmen 2as their own

«Who 1s Tordl BE added.

v Gelsnet THER

names.
“Ford! Oh, Ford signs himself —
tioned another signature.
w[s he the one who draws in the S:‘J‘m‘ei;m‘z'."' de-
manded Ned, more astonished than evet.
t(Xy . k = 1 e e _an
es; you know 15 work?

(14 . ¥ .
Know his workl: Has not every man 1n
i
dignified mag

laughed with his pitiless cartoons at the
nates of Society and the utter rottenness of the powers

that be?
©And what is Mr. Sratton?”
«p designer for 2 livelihood. An artist for love of
Art, His wife is connecte with  the. pie= You
wouldn’t know her signaturé but some of her work 18

very fine. George there 1s @
«But 1 thought the newspap gainst unions.”
«Naturally they are: They are simply business en-
terprises, €O ucted in the ordinary commercial way

for a profit, and therefore opposed t0 everything which

threatens to intetfere with proﬁt-making. But the men
and women e very diferent.

who wotk on the press ar
They are really wage-workers t© begin with. Besides,
they are often intelligent enoug o sympathise thor-

Australia

e
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88 1 o ‘adise

oughly wi
. y with the
roundings Whicthabour movement in spi
end to separate the:}:ltfe of the sur.
rom it, C
. Cer

a V '-I:
 # lIll I}IE most p()pu[ar exponents Of S 1[
ocialism
) are

n
ef',rvlg all press writers.” :
N e cnly Just i CHAPTER V1L
%i;’: th"’bbush," said "N'L;Sf”-t{_\t{» hear® about4 HE POET AND THE PRESSMAN.
: s a bi ; ST TN ] - 18
ism is - question,”’ am\._,crt_:ﬂél? 50c1alism?’s’e «Gilence, everybody‘.” commanded Mys. Stratton:
e was interrupted. S g e had e latesi’ hey all in. s
rs. Stratton, “Li . “Silence, ev &he had gon° ap to him as they 2 came 11 g e
. “Listen to Arty’s la'm;'t““ffybod‘/!” cried: o good?” he asked, looking oVver his arm. For answer
: he held the slips down t© her and changed them 23 she

idly, only pausing occasionally t© ask him

yead rapt
Sehat A wiore than usually obscured word was- There

was hardly 2 line as originally written. Some words had

been altered_three and four times. Whole lines ha
been struck out and fresh lines inserted. In some VErses

nothing was left to the original but che measure an

the rhymes.
“No wonder you were WOITying if you had all this

on your mind,’ she cemarked, 38 he finished, smiling
”

\ Bt Lim. Let me read it to them. g
' He nodded. So when the buzz of conversation had gt

\ stopped <he read his yerses to ¢he others, holding his
- arm in the middle of the room:, her sweet voice con- ¥
‘ veying their spirit as well as their words. And Arty

stood by her, jubilant, listening proudly and happily b
to the rhythm of his new-born lines; for all the wor i
like a young mother showing her new- ¢

*

THE vISION OF LABOUR.

There's & sound of lamentation 'mirk the murmuring

nocturne noises, 2
And an undertone of sadness, a8 from myriad human

yoices. : 1
And the harmony of heaven and the music of the i
spheres, )
e flux and 1l

[

And the ceaseless throb of Nature, and th
fAow of years

i

iy written by ME- 7. Broomfield

r
for jnsertion here.

RO |
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Are rudel
B stusted wilh the GHBSRESE
uman

Yet high
abo Y
o ol dinée the beat of surf, ﬁdnggal;gnﬁ (iml.
’ S deep

And high ab

0

I'Eboundin;fe the tempest roar of wind on
wave

There,s a bu
ﬁ ] f ’ 1n a

And a battl
e h :
the night, ymn of triumph wakes the echoe

S of

And the sh
out - "
of affrigh t’_S of heroes mingle with the shrieki
1ngs
There’s a gleam amid As Time rolls on!
amid the blindness?he darkness, and there’s sight

And the

glow o g d

human kindflegsfape is kindled by the breath of
: 2 0

And a

phosph :

. the glooﬂ)norescgnt glimmer gilds the spaces of
: s the s o

lee the s 5
A ea-lichts i
lights of th% tgamlél the midnight, or the ghost

Or the livid

lamps

of doom_mp: of madness in the charnel-h
¥ el-house

it As Time 1
g ne rolls on !
Theg%gg ti-flated weary wand'rers on the mountai
 ated, ush of expectation, and the sob 3
) sobbings are

For a word
' of ;
Who tell hope is spoken by a
0 tells of ru prophet versed in

RS en graln

sun i
B e Ding, and the sl
e ¢ e skies their

gged
pathways down to fields of

As Time rolls on!

Where the 1
eafy chimes of
1
& gladness in the tree-t
a the t -tops

Answoring to tomS:
Where stiﬁ‘gi“gf Joyous chorus which th
€ seq. = b
Whethe wind; s of yellow plenty t irds are
re the purple vin 0ss with music in

with frui vines ar
Where all g b are lined; e laden, and the groves

behind— rief is but a mem’ry
, and all na. o
in is left

As T
s Time rolls on !
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But it lies bey_ond g, desert 'cross which hosts of Death
ar

ching, ¢
Pt géo wanders under skies all red and

An hot siroc
hing, ; ;
mngacwitrgx ckeletons of armies through the cenfuries
fierce and seré— ; e i
Bones of heroes and of sages marking Time's lapse
ear by yearl, ; ‘
Unngoisten%d py the night-dews mid the solitudes

of fear— : :
As Time rolls o1 -

well done, Arty!” cried Ford. «pd like to do a

few ‘thumbnails’ for that.”

] et me see it P case! Why don’t you say ‘rushes’
for ‘wanders in the last verse Arty?” asked Georgés
his hand for the slips-

Mrs. Stratton holding them

“Go away!” exclaimed

out of reach. “Can’t you wait two minutes before you
begin your s _editing ericks? Josie, keep him in
order!”

“He's a disgrace,” replied Josie. «Don’t pay a0y
heed to hin, Arty! They’ll cut upP your Vverses soon
enough;, and they're just lovely.”

The others laughed, all talking at once, commend
ing, criticising, compating: Arty aughed and joke

i 1l. Ned stared at

e,
and quizzed, the
him in astonishment.
He discussed his own vers

egotism. Evidently
«The metaphor in that third verse seems _
rather forced,” gaid el nally. «And I think
George is right ‘Rushes does sound better than
“tywanders. 1 like that ‘eudely punctuated’ line, but
thinl I'd go right through it again if it was mine.”
1 think I will, t00,” answered ArtY: «There are
half-a-dozen alterations 1 want to make now- Tl touch
it up to-mOrrow- 1 !

«That sort o st W
qaid Stratton-

& 4% 9 wasn't for

uld keep for year
pers care to

the Sr‘nri[m‘vr,” wyery few P2
el ; il

publish 1t nowadays-
“The Scrutinect is

getting just like all the rest of
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them.” comm

3 ented G ;

only the - eorge. QP

gallery ‘:hi?;ai“ﬁe the;lr pile as yece;;,nyg l‘Llln fOr money,

dress circle.” other papers play toptﬁﬁmg 1{0 i
stalls 31'ld

HI
t has do
ne splendi
t e splendid
he Same,” Sald F d t:work 'EO]_' the m X
Erl S Admit its a b ovement, just
usiness con
cern

and that ever
ybod :
that dares knock t}}l’inggrso,‘fls at it, it’s the only p

. apetr

“It’s a pi1
. pit th s
said Geisner_y ‘Ti—fe isn’t a good straight dail
seems impo b at’s the want all aily here,”
“Why i55§i?’1’e éO get them thoug{:‘:,er the world. It
it? ) .
people who bu ehmanded Kiallie . “Tefeerh
y the evening papers a: I e Wotkig
: east. Why

shouldn’t th
T they buy straigh
eets of lies that are plffli:hfjgﬁrs sooner than these

(14
T've s .
een 1t tri d 23
saw it don ed,” answered Gei
el ed Geis e
the others, I’mhtilfl’ ?Hdon Star is goi?le-rr : Iknever
g d ) . g as Croo ed
s ont see Wh . as
11}1151515&[1 Nellie. :}i the unions shouldn’t st dailies,”
ey could find th suppose it costs a art dailies,”
They haven’ e money if the o deal, but
. ven’t been abl Yy tried hard.”
ge, authoritati e to run weekli .
they get a syst atlvely_ ey eeklies V?.t,” sl
em, much less run d:.}i. e will until
ilies.

“Why?”

e ok

¢ sked N 5

ellows are alWays t:li‘in You see,” he continu il
ed, our

so wild someti g of getti
;zaout the uhiongzsa‘gilen theygr Ea;llgwipapﬁr' They get
d:rfc seen them tear t}linow what lies :lots : E%PE}'S o
“If’ on the pieces.” e papers up and ;0 it is that
“R, s a 10ng stor 3 ance a wat-
oughly, i ¥ to explai
g plain properly, said G
eorge.

1 amo
tisements as wel unts to this, th
ell , that papers live on ad
ver-

are shar as on ci
: p busin circulati
on €55 m ion, a
tel papers that talk st:r} who gene’ralrlld that advertisers
. ;g,raph matter thealght' Ml thY put the boycott
yndicates and ::om' news matter e Ll rateer, e
ae'&chn papers whichpames il I;'u.is all procured by
lit::e run on much thecg ver s lilg cit.‘.‘-im11 arrangement
; - .
s, you know. Then ame lines, the 5 I:"etween them
newspaper stociolﬁhcapitali“ic
3 en i
It pays,

is valuable en©
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ugh to make the holder a capitalist; when
it doesn’t PaY. he's still more under the _thu‘mb of the

le complex organisation ©

advertisers- The who
press is against the movement and only those who're in
e 2

it know how complex 1t is.
“Then there’ll never Lea Jabout FEac you think?”
ess, L think,” said George,

«There will be 2 Labour pt
turning Josie’s hair round his fingers. «yhen the
unions get @ sound system; i1l come.”

George?

«\What do you mean by your sound system,

asked Geisnet:

“Just this! That the unions themselves will publish
their own papers, own their owi plant, elect their ow®
editors, paying for iv all by levies of subscripitons-
Then they can snap their fingets at advertisers, and as
every union man will get the anion paper there’ll be 2
circulation - raldished: at ODE They can begin with

monthlies and come down © weeklies. When they

have learnt thoroughly the system, and when: EVELy

colony has its weekly of weeklies, then they’ll have 2
it

chance for dailies, not before.
«p{ow would you get your daily?
“Expand the weeklies into dailies sim
every Australian capital,” sai
Bastic. “That would be a syndicate at onice th CoDEEEE
Bik on cablegrams and exchange intercolonial tele-
grams. Start with good snachineryy GECE subsidy of

d3d a month afterwards, 1

6d. a month for 2 yeatr an 4t
ions for every member, an then

necessary, from the uni

bring out 2 qriall-giped,  Eat; first-rate daily for 2

ha-penny, threepence 2 week, and nod the EERE
= ”

evenings off their teet:
«A grand sdeal” said Geisnet, his eyes sparkling. STt
sounds practical. It would revolutionise politics.”
«{Who'd own the papers though, aftet ¢he unions had
subsidised them?” asked Ned, a little cuspiciousiy.
«\Why, the unions, of coutse,” said George- “Who
HlSe7  Ehie unions would find the machinery: and sub-
b tine the papers 95 ¢o their feets for you couldn’t very
well get every man to take @ daily. And the unions

B
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elect tru
al}d g ol t;te::is' to hold them and
dismiss editors o:e it each one, and ‘Voufll":;nage them
straight. There’ thuSteeS either if it wasn’ be 'able to
made would go to r:' kno profits befaus; et being run
no advertising inc nake the papers bette V}elry Pey
all over the com‘ome, or very little ~Ar’dt ere beiis
in - o 1 o
dreds of thousands e;}_‘ thley idia L _every Eiay‘
defending the L it each > printing hun.
“T¢s ag edabour move"‘:'nt ch one advancing and
gran Id. 3 3 Iy
man the papers G:al s;ud Geisner again, “'b
to"PaY manager’s ocl_ge 0 C()Llld qu"‘{}" i o WhO,d
“1 dOn’t k an Edltol‘s What lh\j % papers aﬁ:ord
who now much ab e big dailies do?”
thi wouldn’t give u about managers, but S
ink much of it p a lot to Pu;E tf ('; zn editor
prostitutes,” id Why, we’re nothi he Cause can't
write now wh George, energeti hing but literary
e o at we're told, selli rgetically. “We just
N the streets do S e brai §
%\lfl[(e {t5 some of thetlgelr bodies, an sofqms as women
y idea would b est, too, as you fie me of us don't
tound’ to ever € to pay a livin e Wf:lh Geisnet.
be fair enou [-f man on the lite g salary, the same all
for editing R Lnd R staff. That would
2 %00& s WOulejc!er writing anjg{e if it was low pay
elt: : an
watg’ and‘, as for theﬁ:mp a;:: it, to be fr(:: work- (i
e we'd est of th to write as |
get t : e st : as
' ::; do che Pick.il; E R pick e ’t}?y paying such a
ortant but, i work th e ordinar
t, in m - that gener : Ary et
Of.? newspape,r.” Y opinion, is on:ll¥ isn’t considere
And they’ of the main poi
“Woul eyd all tiblisk points
b d they? Py poet. P
Tben lle d H Iy« ask d
for nothi when they cy jump at it.” ed Arty.
thing.”” ome along, I,U o
rite for a yeat

!!H
in?” GYV about me?” ask.
ol asked Ford. W,
Y ou ::';e?” l?sked Connie ere do I come
n all ¢ AR
:ilz!l. do the polit?é:f ln,d’ laughed G
iJ::ul:on. Stratton Wilian get his e d.eorge, e
gical leaders. Mrs. S supply the mill{or e ¢
. Stratton shall ptnvja;:lherly - :;0121:
t at,there“ o
can't

"{je any TVE A
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[0 loag as W& don’t put ¢he police on
thing that is ugly and repulsive Nellie, heres
s the Joan of Arc of women's rights:
And Arty we'll keep chained

feed him with peppercorns
i hot. . Bote cafiEe
our his whole supply of bile out
ish as a Saturday’s
i il be our own correspondent

supplement- Hawkins sha
le squatter completely away in

to every
shall blosso™ out a

who'll give the gent

weekly instalments- And Josie 4t 71l slash the

stuffing out of your T L L go writing three
room far o= o1l boil

columns when there’s only
down on Our papers. Every line W
extract. Don’t you s€€ how it's done already?” 5
e see it said Wellie, stiffling 2 yawn. «The next

o ”

thing is to 2¢¢ ¢he unions to s€€ it.
L TILghve ate my

«That's $0, retorted Georges
idea to do what you can with:”
» aid Nellie, getting UP from her chair.
ey

. “We must g0 sa
«]t must be after ©

“It's ten fminutes to two,
out his watci

“Why Jon't you StaY . Nellie?” asked
B, We can put Ned up; if he doesn’t mind a
shake-down. Then we cant make a night of it. Geisnet
is off again on Monday of Tuesday.’

«Tyesday, caid Geisnet, who had gone
shelf again.

«Then L1l come Monday evening, said Nellie, fo;

pvitation. «] feel like a walk, an
”

” said F‘Di_‘d, having pu.ued

to the boolk-

his tone was an !
don’t feel like ralking muca-

«All right,” said Connie, not pressing: with true tact
wy/ifl you come on Monday 0% o” she aske
noving to the Joor with Nellie. Josie -lipped quickly
erandah with George-
onday,” replied Ned, regretfuﬂy.

and I aid I'd be

m very sorrys ut

out on to the v
«T must be off on
wThere's @ ched starts the next week,

up there t0 see that it shore union- i
I really can’t wait.”

I N——
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:f date. I¢ll n‘seonly the Old Unio‘;f as in Sydney.
oz?f its work ” reforming itself aSm reformed up
2 s soon ;

1ands gle New Unionism as it has
« cisner?” asked Serun
think so. A tratt

two 5 very i ;
or three OthErsythtelhgcr}t il .
Organise th orking with

labourers on
th .
fident of Successeb?:“&il:!?;s' H e London dock

€ to

If those men can b t seem to Id me he was con-
rise i ; e organi realise a]] ;
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vet. It will make N:st strike thagt ther ar

w Unionism e world
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«Do you think it possible?” asked Ford. 1 know 2
little ab?)ut the London dockets. They are t}ne drift of
the English labour world. When a man 15 hopeless
he goes tO look for work at the docks.”
«There is @ chance if the move is made big enough

to attract attention and if e.v_etything is prepare be-
1f money can be found to keep 2 hundre

forehand. ndre
thousand penniless men out while public OPEESE is
forming, they can win, I thinlk. Even British public
opinion can’t yet defend fourpence an hour for casual
work.”

“©Men will never think much until they are organised
in some form Of other,” said Stratton- “Such a big

move in London would boom the organisation of un-
skilled men everywhere.”

“More plots!” cried Connie, coming back, followed
by Nellie, waterptoofed and hatted.

W[ raining,” she went o, to Ned, “'so T’ll give you
Harry’s umbrella and let Ford take his waterproot.
You'll have a damp row; Nellie. I suppose yOu know
you've got to g0 across in George's boat, P

Ned didn’t know, but just then George’s «Ahoy!”
sounded from outside.

«“We mustn’t keep him waiting in the wet,” exclaimed
Nellie. She shook hands with them all, kissing Mirs.
Stratton affectionately. Ned felt as he shook hands
all round that he was leaving old friends.

“Come again,’ said Strattomn, frmly. “We shall al-
ways be glad to see you.” g

“Indeed we chall” urged Connie. “Don’t walt t0

; g :
come with Nellie. Come and see us any time youre in

; . AP gt
Sydney. Day or night, come and see if were it an
2

wait here if we’re not.

Geisner and Stratton put on their hats and went
with them down the verandah steps to the little stone
quay below. Josie was <tanding there, in the drizzle,
ak and holding 2 lanters. I a rowing

wrapped in 2 clo
was George; another lantern was set

skiff, alongside,
ok one of the seats.
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ot particularly,” answ g
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iy meet me in front of the p;

g e e and two, and we can h cacl
ave a quiet

(fA ”
"I’[l% El;o:.}fd.’ ,shouted George
: > ere,” answe ed,
:mﬂ;l: Geisner and Stratto:einljed
"G);ot(xin[% lady had a very w
vemndoh- ys!” cried Connie’
Nedaoé,ed'PutI up the umbr
_ iently put
e ] up the umbrell
e lht;egn?;s olll:;_lections by poina;‘nsge hadh v
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e iy s hat from bein 1 l
e e bacf:sgil; tg dip into th(;g wfgtoelrleindTgen
mt%l:hel e g Wett e pleasant home anci facedtoflt
The last sound :
Kt und that cam
| s _ e to the
oving «Goo?:{-]}l 05::5, sent across th;nw::;ra loég’ o
ye!” that plainly meant "(52 ﬁ(];fg‘;é:
me back!”

‘Vl?tihak:pg hands again
Josie, noticing that
arm clinging hand

s clear voice from the

e”a, Ned!?”

CHAPTER IX.
“THIS IS SOCIALISM!”

The working of George’'s 0ars and the rippling of
water on the bow were 201 that broke the silence as the
skiff moved across the harbour. Suddenly Ned lost
sight of the swinging lantern that Josie had held at the
little landing stairs, and without it could not distinguish
¢he house they had left. Here and there behind them
were lights of various kinds and sizes, shining blurred

' through the faint drizzle. He saw similar lights in

front and on either hand. Yet the darkness was sO
deep now that but for the lantern on the fore thwarts
he could not have seen George at all. There were no
sounds but those of their rowing.

Nellie sat erect, half hidden in the umbrella Ned
held over her. George pulled a long sweeping stroke,
bringing it up with a jerk that made the rowlocks sound
sharply. When he bent back they could feel the light
boat lift under them. He looked round now and then,
steering himself by some means 'inscrutable to the
others, who without him would have been lost on this
watery waste.

All at once George stopped rowing. “Listen!” he
exclaimed.

There was a swishing sound as of some great body
rushing swiftly through the water near them. Itceased
suddenly; then as suddenly sounded again.

“Sharks about,” remarked George, in 2 matter-of -
fact tone, rowing again with the same long sweeping
stroke as before.

Nellie did not stit. She was used to such incidents,
evidently. But Ned had never before been so close to
the sea-tigers and felt a creepy sensation. He would
much rather, he thought, be thirty-five miles from
water with a lame horse than in the company of sharks
on a dark wet night in the middle of Sydney harbour.

29
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be u

npleasant. B

e . But they’re terri
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st1
horror-struck to ans fled exclamation. Ned was to
0]
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living prey 5 rUShing through thear the swish of
‘ e water at their

=
rested : € was not
on his oars to say: sorry when George again

t!w.ll
ill you land
e att 2 3
:,Yeesl,lI ﬁhink o he point this time, Nellie?”
, here vyo i
B v b :
Two or th rE ad a pretty fastish
ree
ofdlow Stone ste;\soregtrokes Bsiphe ch
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to do'ﬂ n—if vou haven?:mw aftel'l’l()on——-
¢ anything better

“This 15 Socialism!” 101

“I'm very much obliged, but 1 was going to meet
Mr. Geisner.”

«That settles it; then. Anybody would sooner have
a yarn with Geisner. Wwe'll ix some boating when
you're down again. You'll come again. Won't he,
Nellie? Good-bye and 2 pleasant trip! Good-bye,
Nellie.” And having shaken hands by dint of much

hing George pushed his boat away from the
steps and pulled away:

Nellie stood for 2 minute watching the lantern ull it
turped the point, heading castward. Then straighten-
ing-the waterproof over her dress she took Ned’s arm
and they walked off

“He’s a nice soOrt of chap,

to George.
“Yes, he's a great oarsman. Eie TOViE over to see

Mrs. Stratton calls them Hero and Leander.”

”

' remarked Ned, referring

osie.
= «Why? Who are they?
ey Leander was Hero’s sweetheart and used to

Svios across the water to her so that nobody should

see him.”

“They're to be married, I suppose?

“Yes, next month.”

WThose Strattons are immense—-—w'nat’s that noise,
Nellie?” he interrupted hitmself. A strange groaning
from close at hand had startled him.

“Somebody asleep, 1 suppose,” she answered, more
accustomed to the Sydney parks. But she stopped
while, under her ambrella, he struck a match with 2
bushman’s craft. '

By the light of the match they saw a great hollow in
the rocks that bordered on one side the gravelled foot-
way. The rocks leaned out and took in part of the
path, which widened underneath. Sheltered thus from
the rain and wind a number of men were sleeping, out-
cast, some in blankets, some lying on the bare grounc.
The sound they had heard was 3 medley of deep
breathing and ICT R B but a glimpse they
caught as the match flared up for 2 minute. It went
out and they could see nothing,*only the faint outline
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hey’re Comfoftab{l they’re what YOU,d '11
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» she’s told me, to take etheas éo putﬁoi E;
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e you w
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never writ PE Bk Leh
es what she doesn’t tliilfn?(k jr}}l)? I]#:’]f?feff el
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Then I should thpilfljssﬁz’e:l.

husb » h
and. And then sh =g _much she cares for her

the moaning

I P ;
cant Iimagine pe°p1e

to Paris
when she’ ¥ B0 8he’s- savi
he’s old aving up to send her

come a great pai S iy

“What do painter—the ]-itgtl' They Eliink she'll b
*She’ es that }Osie 4 ?,’B g"_.l, L e e-
ufrhe;,a’ mtﬁSic-teachet i iad an.
e re a Clevcr ¥

" es. But , aren’t they?”

is the most r’ezafa:[c:ul;:se, they've aYl! h

to speak of until h: ‘},Z's He never ga;lta chance. Ford

over 20. The g, ~ducation
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w. They've had some hard

been born as they live no
i I think, from what they say now and then, but

rve always been what's called ‘cultured.” Every-

body ought t© be as they are.”
«] ¢think so, to0; Nellie, but can everybody be as well

off as they are?
“They're not well off, I told you, Ned. If they spend

£5 a week it’s as much as they do- Of course that
sounds a lot, but since if things were divided fairly
everybody who works ought to get far more, it's not
extravagant riches. Wine and water doesn’t cost mOre
than beer, and the things they've picked up bit by bit.
It's what they've got and the will that looks so nice.
There’s nothing but what's prettys and always adding
<omething or other. She idolises Art and everything

that's beautiful.”

“Do you think i’s really that sort of thing that

makes better?” said Ned. '
“How can it help making t

don’t. When what is ugly and miserable in life jars

a2 time because one loves so what is harmoni-

be only one or twWo

hem better if their hearts

on one at
ous and beautiful, seems to me to
things to be done is to shut your eyes to others an

Btome a sclfish egotist, with all your strength to
bring a beautiful life to others, speaking; of course, par-
ticularly of people like them. But I think that hatre
of what is repulsive is a big thing with all of us.”
@y ou mean of dirty streets, stuffy houses and sloppy-”
«Oh! More than that. Of ugly lives, of ugly things
in others, and ourselves perhaps, just existing like
working people when we might be so happy: of living
being 2 generally hateful thing when it might be so
sweet!”
“] suppose the Strattons ate happy
“Not as happy 28 everybody might b
was properly organised.
They had ceached the higher ground and were pass-
ing under a tree€ from which the rain-drops collected,
fell in great splashes on ¢the umbrella.

Tt must be very ple.asant,” said Ned, after a pause:
]

?’,
e if the world
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th o2 e
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ent for
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€ emotion i
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T en
, standi

parted, her fac:‘gue_recg, she turned ¢

fEB‘l‘:mg gently 01_?' t‘[;’:rlﬂg, her eyes ﬂ;.ShNed’ her 11p9
You want to know xﬁ;‘t’nscious Womal:g’ her hand

lo i .
w, tremblmg Gt oot Socialism i< *
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IS 18 SOCialis i e said in a
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ain she kissed the poor outcast harlot a
second time. The woman never stirred. Seizing Ned's
arm Nellie drew him away, breaking into a pace that
made him respect her prowess as 2 walker ever after.

Until they reached home neither spoke. Nellie look-
ed sterner than ever. Ned was in 2 whirl of menta
excitement. Pethaps if he had been less natural him-
self the girl’s passionate declaration of fellowship with
all who are wronged and oppressed——for so he inter-
preted it by the light of his own thoughts—-—might
have struck him as 2 little bit stagey- Being natural,
he took it for what it was, an ouburst of genuine feel-
ing. But if Nellie had really designed it she could not
have influenced him more deeply. Their instincts,
much akin, had reached the same idea by different
ways. Her spontaneous expression of feeling had fit-
ted in her mind to the Cause which possessed her as a
religious idea, and had capped in him the human
yearnings which were leading him to the same goal
And so, what with his overflowing sympathy for the

sleeping outcast, and his swelling love for Nellie, and
him by all he had

the chaotic excitement roused in him
seen and heard during the preceding houts, that kiss
burnt itself into his imagination and became to him

all his life through as a sacred symbol.
For that kiss Ned gave himself into the hands of a

g of the fruit of the Tree of Know-

fanaticism, eatin
ledge, striving to become as 2 god knowing good from

evil. For that kiss he became one of those who have
the Desire which they know can never be satiated in
them. For that kiss he surrendered himself wholly to
the faith of her whose face was sad and stern-mouthed,
if with his whole life he could fill

content ever aftet y t ,
hat delay the coming of Liberty's

Ghe of the zuts:t

As she put the key in the door Nellie turned to

Ned, speaking for the first time: e
| Geisner about Socialism when you
see him io-maoerte=-L Teakl this afternoon.”

Ned nodded without speaking. Gilently he let her
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She understood him Pt’i‘tﬁ:jﬁ door softly behind her
; ;

Left . no

dressed?lgﬁ; in the scantily.ful,;i;:}llt:gﬁther, then.

until he fel] aOIUt the candle and wenigom’ Ned un.

still saw NeII'S EEP, and in his dream ;o bed. But

stained face aled ending down over afterwards, he

lingly: » and heard her sweet Vofceaw{)i'lrpled’ eit
“This is Socialism!” nisper tremb-

CHAPTER X.

WHERE THE EVIL REALLY LIES.

betimes at his appointment in the
Domain. It was still the dinner hour, and though it
was Sunday there were few to be seen on the grass or
along the paths. So Ned saw him afar off, pacing up
and down before the Art Gallery like a sentinel—an
ordinary looking man o & casual passer-by, one whom
you might pass a hundred times on the street and not
notice particulatly, even though he was ugly. Perhaps
because of it.

Neither of them cared to stroll about, they found.
Accordingly they settled down at a shady patch on 2
grassy slope; the ground already dried from the night’s
B by the ficrce summex sunshine of the morning.
Gtretched out there, Geisner Jproceeded to roll a cigat-
ette and Ned to chew a blade of grass.

Below them a family was picnicking quietly. Dinnet
was over; pieces of paper littered the groun by an
open basket. The father lay on his side smoking, the
mother was giving 2 nursing baby its dinner, one little
child lay asleep o ader & tree-and gwa uh three more
were playing near at hand.

“How do you mean?”

“Well, this way. The wealth production of thickly
settled countries is propottionately greater than of
thinly settled countries. Of course, there would be 2
but so far no country We know of has

Geisner was

limit somewhere,

reached it.” .
B don’t mean that AIBan working 1n England

or France earns more than a man working in Aus-
¢ralia?” demanded Ned, sitting up- L thought it was

the other way.”
“] don’t mean he gets moré but I certainly mean
that he produces more. The appliances are SO muc

better, and the sub-division of labour, that is each man
doing one thing unitl he becomes an expert at it, is
carried so much further by very virtue of the thicker

107
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Tou sce, Ned 1:1-1ie to keep up wages f el a!l about
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=
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Bt ot ou want to li ys. Let’s take
rk, that is, ve. Accordin a case—
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t's the average man

duce somethi : by your la
thesc Dtheerti::::tgl W_l;lch' other wE:l:’l.:l Or you must pro-
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imagine you w produced which you WS ot it some-
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morrow morning o work for yout living. What
would you do?
“] suppose i

«Ask what?”
«iyell, ’'d have to ask somebody or other if there
was any wor e

«What work?”
«Well, if they had a job they wanted me to do, that
I could do, you know.”

] don’t ‘you know’ any

Now what would you say?
«Oh! I'd kind of go down to the hut likely and

cee the boys if 'twas any use staying about and then,
perhaps, or it might be before 1 went to the hut, that
would be all according, T'd see the boss and sound him.’

“How sound him?”

«Well, that vonld beall according, too. If I was
pretty flush and didn’t care 2 stiver whether I got a
job or not T'd waltz right up t© him just as I might to
you to ask the time, and if he came any of his law-de-
dah squatter funny business on me T'd give him the
straight wire, I promise you. But it stands to reason—
don’t it?—that if I've been out of graft for months an
haven’t got any money and my horses are played out
and there’s no chance of another job well, I’'m going
to humour him a bit more than 7'd like to, ain’e 1?7

Eiisner laughed. TYOU SE8 i¢ all right, Ned. Sup-
pose the first man you sounded said no?" :

«p’d try another.’

“And if the other said no?”

wyWell, I'd have to keep on trying.”

“And you'd get more inclined to humout the boss
every time you had to try again.”

«Naturally. That's how they get at us-
a crawler who's sure of a job.”

“Then you might take lower wages, and work longer
hours, after you'd been out of work till you’d got
thoroughly disheartened than you would now.”

«T wouldn’t. Not while there Cias—1 might have

y I'd starve or steal first. There are

ask somebody.”

thing. 1 want you t© explain.

No man’s

to, though I sa
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“No,’?,answered Ned. T’ 0
How’s that?’ ¢ ve seen it more,” he added.
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Ig er wa u can et = & L
the fair t i Shorter hOurs, Sogm gx?irlll‘\tyeaiilé Yoii ngt
, and only do
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o o en o ]
urs spin out, the You can't, wages come down,

ot : boss .
got to work like 5 nig puts on side, and you've

“Then, roughly s egekr'.”
Peaking, the amount of work you

do hasn’
sn’'t
fos pr B VEY. uch ¢ :
“It. o do with the pay you get
SUPPOSE not ] :
than his work is'wéI;tshnOtTlide a man ev
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wThat's it. Suppose you can’t get work no matter
how often you ask, what do you do?”

“Keep on looking. Live on cations that the squat-
tets serve out to keep men travelling the country sO
they can get them if they want them or on mutton
you manage to pick up or else your mates give you 2
bit of a lift. You must live. It's beg or steal or else
starve.”

«] think men and women are beginning to starve in
Australia. Many are quite starving in the old countries
and have been starving longer. That’s why the workers
e somewhat worse off chere than here. The gold
fiishes gave things a lift here and raised the condition
‘of workers wonderfully. But <he same causes that have
theen working in the old countries have been working
“here and are fast beating things down again.”

“That reminds me of Patis,” remarked Geisner,

- watching the family of picnickers.

=

“] suppose you are French?’

“No. I've been in France considerably.”

“T¢’s a beautiful country, isn’t it?’

“All countries are beautiful in their way. Sydney
Harbour is the most beautiful spot I know. I hardly
B where I was born. In Germany, I think.”

“Things are pretty bad in those old countries, aren’t
they?”
“Yes,” answered Ned meditatively. “They seem to
be. They're bad enough here and this is called the
But a good many seem 8 ad

other countries. Tt must be
»”

workingman’s paradise.
enough to get here from
pretty bad where they come from.
“Go it is. It is what it is here, only more so. 1
what things will be in a vety few years here if you let
them go on. As a matter of fact, the old countries
ought to be more prosperous than the new ones, but
our social system has become so ill-balanced that in the
Eahutries where thers are mIORE people at work those
people are more wretched than where there are com
parativly few working.”

“A gold rush!” exclaimed Ned. «That's the thing
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1f every man could take his pick on his
k for himself with reasonable pros:
sufficient return D€

2

«Just this-
shoulders and wor
ect of what he regarded as 2
wouldn’t ask anybody else for work.

]

«Not often, anyway-
«But if he cannot s© work for himself he must 89

round looking for the man who has a shaft or a pump
or a stamping mill and must bargain with the owner
is labour power for a certain

of machinery t© take h
of course, isn’t it's full value at all but
he’ is com-

price, which,
his necessities,

the price at which, owing to
pelled to sell his labout.
“Things are getting SO in all branches of industry,
in squatting in manufacturing, in trading, in ship-
owning, in everything, that it ralkes JnOEE and more
capital for a man to start for Limself.  This is a
necessary result of increasing mechanical powers an
of the economy of big business S compared to Sma
ones. For example, if Jiere is-a gredt advantage in
machine clipping, 2 a friend of mine who un er-
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that way. Then the market being

some day be clipped
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it still harder for a man with a sma

wool-growing.
“All this means,’ continued Geisner, “that mote and

more go round asking for work as what we call civilisa:
tion Progresses: that is, as population increases an
the industrial life becomes more complicated. don't
mean in Australia only. I'm speaking generally. They
can only work when another man thinks he can make
a profit out of them, apyd ithere are ns many eager t
Le made a profit o that the owner of the m

achine has
it pretty well his own way- This system Operates or
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the extens! degradation
You see, such

dditional expense making
1l capital to start

a vast amount

of the working masses-
of industrial ~ork can be held over that employers
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how there can be no true happiness and no true mafn-

liness until they overthrow it! By preaching socialistic
ideas wherever men will listen, and forcing them upon
them where they do not want to listen! By appealing
to all that is highest in men and to all that is lowest—
to their humanity and to their selhishness! By the help
of the education which 1s becoming general, by the
help of art and of science, and even of this vile press
that is the jncarnation of all the villainies of the pre-
sent system! By living for the Cause, and by being

ready ot die for it! By having only one idea; to des-
troy the Old Order and to bring in the New!” Geisner
a ring that made

spoke quietly, but in his voice was
Ned’s blood tingle in his veins.
«What do you call the Old Order?” asked Ned, lying
back and looking up at the sky through the leaves.
“Eyerything that is inhuman, everything that is
brutal, everything which relies upon the taking advan-
tage of a fellow-man, which leads to ¢he degradation
of a woman or to the unhappiness of a child. Every-
thing which is opposed to the idea of human brother-
hood. That which produces scrofulous kings, an
lying priests, and greasy millionaires, and powdere
prostitutes, and ferret-faced thieves- That which makes
the honest man a pauper and a beggar; and sets the
clever swindler in parliament. That which makes you
what you are at 24, a man without a home, with hardly
a future. That which tries to condemn those who pro-
test to starvation, and will yet condemn them to prison
here in Australia as readily as ever it did in Europe of

Russia.

“You want to know what makes this,” he went 6

wyyell, it is what we have been talking of, that you
should have to ask another man for work so that you
It doesn't matter what part of the wor

you are in of under what form of govetnment, it is the
same everywhere. So long as you can’t work without
asking another man for permission YOU are expose

to all the ills that attend poverty and all the tyranny

that attends inordinate POWEE and luxury. When you
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(George's Single Tax scheme. 3
ayou don't agree B e asked Ned.
T am a Socialist. Between 411 Socialists and all whao

competition in industry, as the Single Tax

favour

ccheme does, there is a great gulf fixed. Economically,
1 consider it fallacious, for the very simple reason that
capitalism continues competition, not 1o selling at cost

price but to monopoly, and - T have never, Messes intel-
Single Taxer, and 1 have
of the OSingle Tax

I
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I object to the Single Tax
It is competitive. It
in the cheapest
nged with that
which cotton
ere treated

arrange a way of fixing
selves. But apart from that,
social point of view.
still to go on buying
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There are other things

though unfortunately,
compelled 10 consider

idea from the
means that we are
market and selling
hideous Free Trade
kings hecame millionaires wh
far worse than any chattel slaves.

to be considered besides cheapness,
with things as they are, We seem

cheapness first.”

They lay for some time without speaking.
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socially diseased people who, I believe, must go through
the schoo of State Socialism before, as a great mass,
ialists and fit for voluntary Socialism.

they are true Soci ic f y S .
Unionism is the drill for Socialism and Socialism is the

drill for Anarchy and Anarchy is that free groun
whereon true Socialists and true Individualists meet
25 friends and mates, all enmity between them absorbed
by the development of an all-dominant Humani-ty.”_

«“Mates! Do you know that's a word I like?” said
Ned. “It makes you feel good, just the sound of it. I
know a fellow, a shearer, who was witness for a man in
a law case once, and the lawyer asked him if he wasn’t
mates with the chap he was giving evidence for.

“No," says Bill, ‘we ain’t mates.’

“‘But you've worked together?’ says the lawyer.

“Oh, yes!’ says Bill.

«tAnd travelled together?”’

" ‘O].'l, YESI”

“‘And camped together?’

& Oh, yes!’

“‘Then if you're not mates,
lawyer in a bit of a tear. ;

* Well, mister,” says Bill, ‘mates is them wots got
one purse. If I go to a shed with Jack an’ we're mates
an’ I earn forty quid and Jack gets sick an’ only earns
ten or five, or mebbe nothin’ at all, we puts the ‘whole
lot in one pus, or if it's fother way about an Jack
earns the forty it don’t matter. There's one pus no
matter how much each of us earns an’ it b'longs just
the same to both of us alike. If Jack's got the pus and
I want half-a-crown, I says to Jack, says I, “Jack, gimme
the pus.” An’ if Jack wants ten quid or twgn}:y or the
whole lot he just says to mé, «Bill,’ says he, “gunme th,e
pus.” I don’t ask wot he’s goin’ to take and I don’t
bare. He can take it ail if he wants it, ‘cos it stands
to reason, don’t it, mister?” says Bill to the lawyer,
*that a man wouldn’t be so dirt mean as to play a lolw-
down trick on his own mate. So you see, mister, him

’ :
an’ me warn't mates ‘cos We had two pusses an mates
322 R

is them wot’s got one pus.

what is matest’ suys the
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o will try not,” said Ned.
wyou will see unionism grow, the New Unionism,
which is simply the socialistic form of unionism. You
will see, as I said before, penal laws invoked against
unionism here in Australia,. under the old pretence O
{qaw and order’ You will see the labour movement
diverted into political action and strikes fought and
lost and won at the polling booths.”

«y/ill it not come then?”

«How can it come chen? Socialism I8 HSEE thing
which can be glued like a piece of veneering over this
f oars, It can only CaRte by the

rotten social system of
utter sweeping away of competition, and that can only
come by the development of che socialistic idea in

2 »”
men’s hearts.
“Do you mean that unions and political action and
=

agitations don’t do any good?

“Of coutse they do good. A union may make an
employer rob his men of a few shillings weekly less. An
act of Parliament may prevent wage-slaves from being
worked sixteen hours a day. An act of Parliament,
granted that Parliament represented the dominant
thought of the people, could even enforce a change ©
the entire social system. But before action must come

the dominant thought. Unions and Parliaments ate
really valuable as spreading the socialist idea. Every
s he has agreed

unionist is somewhat socialist so far 2
not to compete any longer against his fellows. Every
act of Parliament is additional proof that the system is
wrong and must gO before permanent good can come.
And year after year the number of men and women who
hold Socialism as 2 religion is growing. And when they
are enough you wi | see this Old Order melt away like a
Hyeamn and tlie new Order replace it. That which ap-
pears so impregnable will pass away in a moment. o!

He blew a cloud of smoke and watched it-aisappeat cis

cling upwards.

WE segenls e avesth GO “¢ only needs enough Faith.

This accursed Competitivism of ours has no friends but
those who fear personal loss by a change of system. Not
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Tell them always, without minc-
ing, MALLers; that they are robbed as they would prob-

abiy rob others if they had a chance, and that there
never ca | men live like mates and

n be happiness unti
ay nothing to any e to work. dell them

man for leav
what life might be if men would only love one another
and teach them to hate the system and

not individual
Some day you wi

the socialistic ideas.

1l find other work open-

men in it.
ing out. Always do that which comes to your hand.”
“you think things will last a long time?” asked Ned,

reverting to one of Geisner’s previous rematks.
ar feasted the Medes

“Who can tell? While Belshazza
were inside the gate. Civilisation is destroying itself.
The socialistic idea is the only thing that can save it.
flook upon the future as a mexe race between the
spread of Socialism as a religion and the spread of
that unconditional Discontent which will take revenge
for all its wrongs by destroying civilisation utterly, an
with it much, probably most, that we have won so
slowly, and painfully of Art and Science.”

“That would be a pity,’ said Ned. He would have
spoken differently had he not gone with Nellie last
night, he thought while saying it.

“I think so. It means the whole work to be done
over again. If Art and Science were based on the de-
gradation of men I would say ‘Away with them. But
they are not. They clevate and ennoble men by bring-
ing to them the fruition of elevated and noble minds.
They are expressions of high thought and deep feeling;
thought and feeling which can only do good, if it is

good to become more human. The artist is simply one
Mrs. Stratton

who has a little finer soul than others. :
was saying last night before you came that Nellie is
B0 artist. because she has a soul. But it's only com-

parative. We've all got souls.” 5
. : b
“Mrs. Stratton is a splendid woman, began Ned,

after a another pause.

“\ery. Her father wasa splendid man, too. He was
a doctor, quite famed in his profession. The misery
and degradation he saw among the poor made him a

S
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“It only needs enough Faith”

“We would be free under Sccialism?” asked Ned.

“What could stop us, even under State So_cxallsm?
The basis of all slavery and all slavish thoug_{bt is neces-
sarily the monopoly of the means of working, that is,
of living. If the State monopolises them, not the State
ruled by the propertied classes but the State ruled b’y
the whole people, to work would become every man’s
right. Nineteen laws out of twenty could then be
dropped, for they would become useless. We should
be free as men have never been before, because the
ideal of the State would be toleration and kincl'ness.i’

“Let’s go and hear the speaking,” he ad’c,lecl, jumping
up. “I've talked quite enough for once.

“You couldn’t talk too much for me,” answered Ned.
“You ought to come up to a shed and have a pIt,Ch
with the chaps. They'd sit up all night listening. I've
to meet Nellie between five and six at the top ‘c‘)f the
steps in the garden,” he added, a little bashfully. “Have

we time?” . i pay ’t
“Plenty of time,” said Geisner, smiling. ou won

miss her.”

S
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orator, the rival touters for free trade and protection,
and half-a-dozen others with an opinion to air. They
harangued and shouted there amid the trees, on the
grass, in the brilliant afterncon sunshine that already
threw long shadows over the swaying, moving thou-

sands.

It was a great crowd, a goo
gether, men and women and children and lads. It
was dressed in its Sunday best, in attire which fluctua-
ted from bright tints of glaring newness to the dullness
of well-brushed and obtrusive shabbiness. There were
every-looking men you could think of, and women and
old, pretty and plain and repulsive.
crowd. There was no room
bably it was not fashion-

d many thousands alto

And there was this about the crowd which impressed
Ned: everybody seemed dissatisfied, everybody was

hing fresh. There
was no confidence in the Old, no content with what
existed, no common faith in what was to come. There
was on many a face the same misery that he had seen
in Paddy’s Market. There was no happiness, no face
free from care, excepting where lovers passed arm-in-
arm. There was the clash of ideas, the struggling of
opinions, the blind leading the blind. He saw the
socialistic orator contending with a dozen others. Who
were the nostrum vendors? Which was the truth?

He turned round, agitated in thought, and his glance
fell on Geisner, who was standing with bent head, his

hands behind him, ugly, impassive. Geisner locked up
dy,” he remarked.

quickly. “So you are doubting alrea

“I am not doubting,” answered Ned. “I'm only
thinking.”

“Well?”

¢ Socialism,” answered Ned

“It is a good thought, tha nswered
“There’s nothing in it that

S].owly, as they walked on.
doesn’t seem fit for men to do.” .
Geisner inlked this i i Ned’s.

“Remember this when you are sorrow

ful,” he said.
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eat reforms needed, Ned, two
ust come if Humanity is to pro-
sooner or later, either
because Humanity must
corganisation of Indus-
of Woman’s Equality.
by which we move up

«There are two grf
eforms which m
and which must come,
to our race or to some other,
progress- One reform is the R
try. The other is the Recognition
These two are the practical steps
to the socialistic idea.

“If it ever comes to

great r
gress,

you to love and be loved by a
true woman, Ned, let nothing stand between you an

her. If you are weak and lose her you will have lost
more than Life itself. If you are strong and win her
you can never lose her again though the universe
) Death itself came between you,

divided you and thougl
and you will have lived indeed and found joy in living.”

“Should one give up the Cause f
Ned.

Geisner turned round at last and loo
the face.
“Lust only,” he answered,

or a woman?” asked
ked him full in

“and there is no shame to

which Woman cannot drag Man. Love, and there is
nothing possible but what is manly and true.”

As he spoke, along the terraced path below them
came Nellie, advancing towards them with her free
swinging walk and tall lissom figure, noticeable even
at a distance among the Sunday promenaders.

“See!” said Geisner, smiling, laying his hand on
Ned’s arm. “This is Paradise and there comes Eve.”

[END OF FIRST PART]

e s
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E KNEW HIMSELF NAKED
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In yesterday's reach and to-morrow's,
 Qut of sight though they lie of to-day,
. There have been and there yet §
 That smite not and bite not in play.

The life and the love thou despisest,

These hurt s indeel and in VA
O wise anong women, and wisest,
: Our Lad




y

PART II

CHAPTER L
THE SLAUGHTER OF AN INNOCENT

Mes. Hobbs' baby was dying.

It had clung to its little life so long, in the close
Sydney streets, in the stuffy stifling rooms which were
its home; it had battled so bravely; it was being van-
quished at last.

The flame of its life had fickered from its birth,
had shrunk to a bluish flicker many 2 time, but had
never once leapt upward in a strong red blaze. Again
and again it had lain at its mother’s breast, half-dead;
again and again upon its baby face Death had laid the
tips of its pinching fingers; again and again it bha
struggled moaning from the verge of the grave and
beaten back the grim Destroyer by the patient filling
of its tiny lungs. It wanted so t© live, all unconsciously.
The instinct to exist bore it up and with more than
Spartan courage stood for it time and again in the
well-nigh carried breach. Now, it was over, the bat-
tling, the struggling. Death loitered by the way, but
the fight was done.

What had its mother done for it? The best she could,
indeed, but what was diat?, ‘The WEEEH she coul
when she gave it life, when she bore it to choke an
struggle and drown in the fetid stream that sweeps the
children of the poor from infancy to a%e; the life she
gave it only 2 flickering, half-lighted lifes the blood
she gave it thin with her own eariness and vitiate
from its drunken sire; the form she gave 1t soft-bone
and anglc-headed, more like overgrown embryo than
child of the boasted Australian land. Even the milk it
drew from her unwieldy breasts was ¢ainted with city
smoke and impure food and unhealthy housing. Its

133
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+o that without consultation oOf discussion, the scum of
southern towns at the sifted blacklegs of southern
wostates” were O be drafted in hotrdes to Queenslan

to break down the unionism that alone protected the
bushman and made him moré of a man than he had
been when the squatter could do as he would—and did.
From the first days she could remember <he had heard
how the squatters filched from the bushmen in_theit
storés and herded the bushmen in vile huts and pre-
ferred every colour to white when there were workers
wanted; and how the magistrates were all squatters Of
squatters’ friends, and how the Government was for the
squatters and for nobody clse on the great West-
ern plains; and she knew from Ned of the

homeless, wandering life the bushmen led and how new
thoughts were stirring among them and rousing
them from their aimless, hopeless living. _She
knew more, to0, knew what the bushman was: rank
E a  child, keeping 1O i thought un-
spoken, as tender as 8 WOIEE to those he catré

for, responsive always to kindly, earnest words,
boiling over with anger one moment and shouting wit

good humour the next, open-handed with sovereigns
after months and years of lonely toiling of sharing his
last plug of tobacco with a stranger met on the road.
His faults she knew as well: his drunkenness often, his
looseness of living, his excitability, all born of un-
natural surroundings; but his virtues she knew as wells
not better, and all her craving for the scent © the
gums and to feel again the swaying saddle and to hear
again the fathomless noon-day silence and to see again
the stock rushing in jumbling haste for the water-hole,

fisnt out in a-tem estuous sympat v
P in the bush. And Ned! She

struggled for the union 10
hardly knew what she thought about Ned.
i ive struggle of

There had been heroism 10 the pass
£t the boats at

six months before, when the seamen le
the wharves for the cake of others and when the

“lumpers’ threw their coats over their :r:houlders an
stood by the seamen, and when the minets came up

AT 1
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drove in triumphal procession, as if inciting to law-
[essness, with dragoon-guarded, police-protected drays
of blackleg wool. Then the end came and the strike
was over, leaving the misery it had caused and the
bitter hatreds it had fostered and the stern lesson
which all did not read as the daily papers would have
had them. And now the same Organised Capitalism
which had fought and beaten the maritime men and
the miners, refusing t0 discuss or to confer or to arbi-
trate or to conciliate, but using its unjust possession 0

the means of living to starve into utter submission
those whose labour made it rich, was at the same work
in Queensland bush, backing the squattets, dominating
government, served by obsequious magistrates and a
slavish military, and aided by all who thought they
had to gain by the degradation of their fellows, or who
had been ground so low that they would cut eac

other’s throats for a crust of who, in their blind ignor-
ance, misunderstood what it all meant. And there
were wild reports afloat of resistance brooding in
Queensland, and of excited meetings in the bush, and

of troops being sent to disperse the bushmen’s camps.
Why did they endure these things, Nellie thought,
watching and waiting, as impotent to aid them as she
a8 to save the baby dying now beside her. Day by
day she expected Ned. :
She knew Ned was in the South, somewhere, though
she had not seen him. He had come down on some
business, in blissful ignorance of the nearness of the
coming storm, but would be called back, she knew,
now this new trouble had begun. And then he would
be ‘arrested, she was SuUrt, because he was out-spoken
and fearless and would urge the men fo stand out till
the last, and would be sent &0 prison by legal trickery
under this new law the papers said had been discovered;
- "ht break down and the squat-

all so that the unions migh
Which, perhaps, was why her

ters do as they like.

thoughts for the time being were particularly tinged
with pessimism. If the vague something called “law
and order” was determined to be broken so that the

| |
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a frame. The wind was a piece of mirpces 1. - the wall,
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Or, writhing, was

‘hand. “Speak to her!” she whispered to him.

The Slanghter of an Innocent 139

to comfort her be-

its mother, Mrs. Macanany trying
hement neighbourly

tween the pauses of her own ve

grief.

Nellie closed her dead baby’s eyes, set the candle

on the shelf and moved to the door where Mr. Hobbs

stood bewildered and dumbfounded, his pipe still in his
{‘It,s

EH]

very hard for her.
Mr. Hobbs looked hopelessly at his pipe. He did

not recolelct where to put .. Nellie, understanding,
took it from his fingers and pushed him gently by the
arm toward his wife. He knelc down by the weeping
woman’s side and put his hands on the head that was
bent to the ground. “Sye,” he said, huskily, not know-
ing what to say. “Don’t take on so! It’s better for ’im.”

“J¢’s not better,” she cried in answer, kneeling up

he bed. “How

and frantically throwing her arms across the

can it be better? Oh, God! I wish I was dead. Oh, my

God! Oh, my God!”

“Don’t Sue!” begged Mr. Hobbs, weeping in 2
clumsy way, as men usually do.

“[¢s not right,” cried the mother,
half-crazed. “It’s not right, Jack. It’s not right. It
didn’t ought to have died. It didn’t ought to have
died, Jack. It wouldn’t if it had a chance, but it hadn’t
Beliance. It didn’c have a chance, Jack. It didn’t

have a chance.”
“Don’t Sue!” begged Mr. Hobbs again. “You did

what you could.”

*] didn’t, she moaneds. g didn’t. I didn’t do what
I could. There were lots of things I might have done
that I didn’t. I wasn’t as kind as I might have been.
I was cross to it and hasty. Oh, my God, my God!
Why couldn’t I have died instead? Why couldn’t I?
Why don’t we all die? It’s not right. It's not right.

Oh, my God, my God!”
And she thought God, whatever that is, did not

fiear and would nokABSWES
own pain and anguish were the seeds of progression

and in her cries the whetting of the sickle wherewith

rolling her head,

she not knowing that in her
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all wrongs are cut down when the
reaper. So she wept and lamented,
rebellious and self-reproachful.

“Take the baby, dear!’ quoth Mrs, Macanany, re.
appearing from a descent to the kitchen with 2 six
months’ infant squalling in

her arms. “Give it a drink
now! It'll make you feel better.”

Poor Mrs. Hobbs clutched the baby-in-arms con.
vulsively and sobbed over it finding some comfort in
the exertion. To Mrs. Macanany’s muttered wrath
Nellie intervened, however, with warnings of “fits” as
likely to follow the nursing of the child while its mother
was so excited and feverish. Mr. Hobbs loyally sec-

onded Nellie’s amendment and with unexpected
shrewdness urged

the mother to control her grief
for the dead for the sake of the living. Which suc-
ceeding, to some extent, they got the poor woman
downstairs and comforted her with a cup of tea, Nellie
undressing and soothing the crying children, who
sobbed because this vague happening which the
eldest child of 11 expla

ined as meaning that “Teddy’s
going to be put in the deep hole.”

It was 10 when Nellje went.
again as Nellie kissed her
shook hands with genuine f
whatever we’d have done w
he said, bashfully, followin

“I don’t know what th
Hobbs,” retorted Nellie, w
in the neighbourhood.,

He did not snswee, only fumbled with the door-
k‘n_ob as she stood on the step in the brilliant moon-
light.
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and they’re bad enoy h i o
Yo‘t'xlr :{if? and thehchi%dr:;.’t’he g I ot i
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S tted Nellie, “buc if it's
only once in a life-time it’s too oft :
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y are ripe for the
bewailing her dead,

Mrs. Hobbs cried
good-night.” Mr. Hobbs
riendship. “I don’t know
ithout you, Miss Lawton,”
g her to the door.

ey’ll do without you, Mr.
hose quick tongue was noted

i———
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a man, while if he
he’s a brute.”

“You never drink anything, Miss Lawton,
asked Mr. Hobbs, swinging the door,

“I never touched it in my life,” said Nellie,

“Do you really think you're better for it?”

“I think it has kept me straight,” said Nellie, earn-
estly. “I wouldn’t touch a drop to have my life. Some
people call us who don’t drink fools’ just because a few
humbugs make temperance a piece of cant. I think
those who get drunk are fools or who drink when
there’s a prospect of themselves or those they drink
with getting drunk. Drink makes a man an empty

PEeE- Ot 4 rontented fool. It makes Ui

eartless not only to others but to himself.”

There was another pause.

“If you won’t for the sake of your wife and your
children and yourself and everybody, will you do it to
please me?” said Nellie, who knew that Mr, Hobbs re-
garded her as the one perfect woman in Australia, and,
woman-like, was prepared to take advantage thereof.

“You know, Miss Lawton, I’m not one of the fellows
who swear off Monday mornings and get on the spree
the next Saturday night. If I say I'Il turn temperance
Pll turn.” So quoth the sturdy Hobbs,

“I know that. If you were the other sort do you
think I’d be bothering you?” retorted Nellje,

“Well, I’ll do it,” said Mr, Hobbs. “So help me A

“Never'mind that,” interrupted the girl. “If a man’s
a man h}s word’s his word, and if he’s not all the
s$wearing in the world won’t make any difference. Let’s
shake on it!” She held out her hand.
Mr. Hobbs dropped the door-knob and covered her
long, slender hand with his great, broad, horny-
pa}med one.
l':i;(i-aorl-nigl'lx‘l:(,} M}i Hobll)s!” shc.le said, the “shake”

ng over, et her to sleep and don’e | i

-night, Miss Nellie!” he aneu.... ¢ her fret

. € answered, y5ihg her
name for the first time. He wanted to Say' some%hing

drinks, no matter if he’s got millions,

do you?”
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ice got choked up and he shut the door
oice

more but his v ed was he.
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strangely bordering on the cruel, in the sweeter blend-
Celt and Saxon shown in straight nose, strong
cheek-bones and well-marked brows. She trod still
with the swinging spring of the hill-people, erect and
careless. Only the white gleam of her collar and a
dash of colour in her hat broke the sombre hue that
clothed her, as before, from head to foot.

In the black shadows thrown by the high-rising

moon, the crossing alley-way cut a slice of brilliancy

as if with a knife. From the shadow into the moon-
shine two hands stretched towards her as Ned’s voice
She saw his tall form looming before her.
both his hands

®] was Exr

T’ve been thinkin of you every minute
! 2 ¥ :
How tired you look! You're not

ing of

“Ned!” she cried, in answer, grasping

i?”
“No!
those confounded trains.
they always give me 2 headache.
well, Nellie. I can’t make out how you
stuffed-up town.”
“I'm all right,” she replied, noticing a red rose in
his coat but saying nothing of it. “Nothing seems t0
touch me. Did you come straight through?”
“Gtraight through. We rushed things all we could,
but I couldn’t get away before. Besides, as long as I
get Saturday’s boat in Brisbane ;¢'ll be as soon as it’s
possible to get on. That gives me time to stay over to-
night here. I didn’t see you going down and I began
to wonder if I'd see you going back. You can do 2
pitch, Nellie. When a fellow’s waiting for you, too.”
Nellie laughed, then sobered down. “The baby’s

dead, she said, sadly. “You recollect it was born Whet;
you were here before, the day we went to the Strattons.
e answered, looking round at the

«T don’t wonder,’ h
s dull, hopeless, dreary rows O

closed-in street, with its c
narrow houses and hard roadway between. But I
suppose you're tired, Nellie. Let’s go and get some

oysters!”

I'm all right,” he answered, laughing. “Its
I can’t sleep on them, an

But you're looking
do it in this
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“Gometimes they do and sometimes they don’t,” ans-
wered Ned- «p crowd that's doing no harm, only
kicking up 2 bit of a row, will scatter like lambs some-
simes if 2 single policeman collars one of them. An-
other time the same crowd will jumprERsa dozen
policemen. The Government thinks the crowd’ll scat-
ter and I'm afraid the crowd’ll jump:-"’

“Why afraid?” enquired Nellie, biting her lips.

«Because it has 1m0 chance,” answete Ned. “These
are all newspaper lies about them having arms an
such nonsense. There aren’t 500 guns in the whole
Western country, and half of them ate old muzzle:
loading shot guns. The kangatroo€rs have got goo
rifles, but nineteen men out of twenty no more carry one

than they carry a house.”

“But the papetrs say they’re getting them!”

«\Where are they to get them from, supposing they
want them and naturally the chaps want them when
they hear of military coming to ‘shoot ‘em down’? You
can reckon that the Government isn’t letting any DE

carried on the railways and even if they did I don't

believe you could buy 500 rifles in all Queensland at

any time.
“Then it's all make-up that's in the papers? It cer
tainly seemed to me that there was something in it
«That's just it, there ;s something in it. Just enough,
I'm convinced, to give the Government an excuse for

doing what they did during the maritime strike without

any excuse and what the squatters have been planning

for them to do all along.”
“One of the Queensland men who was here a wgek

or two ago was telling me about the maritime strike
_business. It was the first I'd heard of that. Grifhth
didn’t seem to be ¢hat way years ago,’ said Nellie.
“Griffith is 2 fraud,” declared Ned hoily.: “Ld
sooner have one of the Pure Merinos than Griffith.
They do fight us out straight and fair, anyway, an
don’t cant much about knowing that things aren’t
right, with Elementary Propetty Bills and “Wealth and
Want' and that sott of wordy tommy-rot. I like to
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prove of the rules but are

the boss think they don’t ap
lly afraid to let

afraid to break them, when they're rea
him know they approve them.”

wThat's about it, Nellie, but most people find it easy
to believe what they want to believe. Anyway, T've got
it straight from headquarters that the squatters expect

to get blacklegs working under enough military pro-

tection to make blacklegging feel safe, as they look at
it, and then the i

y think our unions will break right
N, And, of course, W

hat maddens our crowd is that
blacklegs are collected in another part ©

¢ the world,
and shipped in under agreements which they can be
sent to prison if they break, or think they can, which
amounts to the same, and are kept guarded away
from us, like convicts, SO that we can’t get to them to
talk to them and win them over as is done in ordinaty
strikes in towns.”

«That's shameful!” said Nellie. «“The squatter goV-
ernments have a lot to answer for-’

“And what can we do?” continued Ned. “They
Son't let us have votes. There are 20,000 men in the
‘back country altogether an ‘¢ believe 5000 of
them have votes, and they’re mostly squatters an
their managers and fifers’ and the storekeepers an
people who own the land. - T've no yOie and can’t get
one. None of the fellows in my lot can get votes:
We car’t alter things in Parliament, and the law an
the government and the military and the police an
the magistrates and everything that’s got authority are

't help ourselves. Do you

trying to down us and we can't :
wonder that our chaps B0 hot and talk wild and act 2

little wild now and then’
Nellie pressed his arm answeringly-
«] feel myself a coward sometimes,”’ went on Ned.
i s were camped 'way back
here there was the only
grass for hundreds of miles.
We had our horses and the squatter about wanted the
grass for his hotrses an i
refusing to sell us stores.

»
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ontract labour from
that

On the

Going to use ¢
near to talk to and
i off if we did talk it ovet, and going
d shoot down unarmed men

to break up the camps an
der if a few

just to stop ¢he strike. How can you won
fires start of expect the chaps to be indignant if they
fres that happen at times like

do? Besides, half the
this are old shanties of
their value. It’s convenient tO

sheds that are insured above:
be able to put every:

“thing down to unionists.

L
>

- silence.
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PURT

«J¢ worries e camid Nellie, after a few minutes

“Me, too,” said Ned. “We've got such a good case if
both sides could only be shown up- We've been willing
t0 talk the whole thing over a1l along, and we're willing
yet, or o arbitrate it either. We're right and lots of
those fellows know it who abuse us- And if our chaps
do talk a bit rough and get excited and even if they
do occasionally carry on 2 bit, it’s not 2 circumstance to
the way the other cide talk and get excited and carry on-
Only all the law is against us “nd none against thetm-
Our chaps are sO hot that they don’t go at it like
lawyers but like 2 bull at a gate, when they talk or
write. And so the Government gets @ hold on us and
can raise a dust and prevent people from seeing NOW
things really are.”

“Ned,” she said,
Do you think there wi

«“Tell me honestly!

At least nothing seri-

“Honestly, I don’t, Nellie. ;

ous. Some of the fellows may start to buck if the

Government does try f© break up the camps and i;
so

but there are no guns an
don’t see how it cou d. There seems O be a lot ©
talk everywhere, but that’s hard fact. Ten thousand
bushmen, with cifles wouldn't have much trouble with
the Government and the Government wouldn’t have
much trouble with ten thousand bushmen without rifles.
Besides, we're trying to do things peacefully and I don’t
n this round as things stand an

see why we shouldn’t wi
n into the bargain.

might spread 2 little,

get votes s00
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ut if there i
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information. ¢ t protestingly, but as one seeking
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mad thlng is done. h 4 2 ered Ned. “Whﬂtever
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il ii théy think the big thistles
mmpa,n‘ € Government is onl ;
e dles in another shape
reak down the strike a
give them a slant at us 5

she persisted. Sy

ps, of co :
: urse, if that's whae

I suppose. Of
y the squatters and the
4 alnd they only want to
g - ﬁre ﬁ ad of any excuse that'll
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y can union. 1

all g0 to wgflz lilirl)(}d [mf a dozen or twso gtil: itimri th'?l:
The fellows here ?’13::1!;15 j“jt g squatterex:a::s
getting re eard that :
ellie :lqdl.feto fzak? a lot of arrests :hihGovefntﬂt’j

ezed his arm again. ’Se hef:re'cj[[ l?lone'l

ard that.

Suppose the

y can d :

surely the an do anything they Ij

the Fourt'l’:l ‘Yon t dare to reallvgenfoey like, Ned, but
. aw they've rESUrrected;ge that old George

‘Why not? They:u d

to hothi
shoot a mob of us d thlrfg be‘fter than a chance

best |
st lawyers and pack the jury
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with a lot of shopkeepers who're just in a panic at the
pewspaper yarns. The worst interpretation’ll be put

d every foolish word be magnified

on everything an
5 thousand times. I know the gentry too well. They'll

have us sure as fate, and all T hope is that the boys
won’t be foolish enough to give them an excuse to
massacre a few hundred. Itll be two or three years
apiece, the Trades Hall people have heard. However,
I suppose we can stand it. I don’t care sO long as the

chaps stick to the union.”
“Do you think they will?” asked Nellie, after an-

other pause.

“P'm sure they will. They can sake a hundred of us
in for life and knock the union endways, and in a
year there’ll be as much fight in the boys as there is
now, and more bitter, too. Why, they're raising money
in Sydney for us already, and I'm told that it was
squeezed as dry as a bone over ¢he maritime strike.
The New South Wales fellows are all true blue, and so

they are down Adelaide way, as good
iob they tackled when they

bosses don’t know what a jo
started in to down unionism. They fancy that if they
can only smash our fellows they’ll have unionism smash;

ed all over Australia. The fun will only just have started

then.”
“What makes you so sure

enquired Nellie.
“Because they all know what the squatter was before

the union and what he’ll be the minute he gets another
chance. The squatters will keep the unions going right

enough. Besides, everybody’s on for a vote mow' in
the bush, and of course, the Government is going t0
possible. Without union-

keep it from them as long as hot
ism they’ll never get vOtes, and they know it.

They had reached the path by Wooloomooloo Bay.
Ned took off his hat and walked bareheaded. “This

is lovely!” he remarked, refreshed.

“What a fool Griffith is!” cried Nellie, suddenly.
“He’s not as cunning as
Ned. “But why?”

-

the men will stick, Ned?”

he ought to be,” assented
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«\What does it matter, after all; Ned 1 said Nellie,
«The Cause itself gains by everything that

On the Road to Queensland

gently. '

makes men think. There’ll never be peace until the

squatter goes altogether and the banks and the whole
I abuse him

system. And the squatter can’t help it.
myself, but I know he only does what most of out
own class in his place would do.”

“Of course he can’t help it, Nellie,” agreed Ned.
«They're mostly mortgaged up to the neck like the
shopkeepers and squeeze Us partly to keep afloat them-
selves. It's the system, not the squatters persona ly.
A lot of them are decent enough, taking them off their
truns, and some are decent even on their runs. Even
the squatters aren’t all bad. I don’t wish them any
harm individually, but, just the same, we're fighting
them and they're fighting us, and what I feel sorest
about is that it’s just because the New Unionism is

teaching our chaps to think and to be better and to

have ideas that they are trying s0 hard to down it.”
“They don’t know any better,” repeated i
“That's what Geisner says, I recollect. I mind how
he said they’d try sending us to prison here in Austra:
lia. They'te beginning soon.”
They were right at the point now.
“There’s only one thing I'd like to know first, Nellie.”
“What is it, Ned?” she asked, unconsciously, absorb-

ed in her fear for him .

e T




CHAPTER IILI.
“Nellie!” A WOMAN’S WHIM.

It was a husk .
Jips dey, hi usky whisper. His throa
’ L 3 t :
th“"'“'l:’Zd :.) Thoa]id‘l also. His heart chu‘ﬁ;eﬁa‘&hed, his
His face,t = 1 S]'(‘Kf,‘ned lllm H ) Umped
witched. He f . He shook ner :
cold. He tur i felt burning h vously.
n g hot; th
treImb[ing h&ncid his hat Sfowly round and rozﬁddleac[!lly
t was a : n his
Svi fel l:azi]i?)igh he had turned woman. He di
feel her there -HHe dared not look at e f—{ id not
so often, to sn-a\tch i i ILOt desire, as he };ad Z:squii
to smoth her to him, to crush ad aesite
Strength f;:d_}}er Wltl:l l(.fsges, to I;;lsterh?- In his a.rmls’
He had drera_onl:l clinm in an indescribable T:;n if:ll his
He had rehearsez of thls‘ moment, often afd g'f
rhen the reins dr0pl]t3 lc? hlshmind a thousand (:int:et;l
ay aslegp on € on is hO 3 )
the rse’s neck, when h
mates. He had gl‘ound’ ot h 3 e
i lanned as he chatted to his
posing to breakpd ned what to say, ho :
Sionate own her st bb ’ 3 w tO say It, put-
strength of his love For ?::11' wwliitlsh“’;hdthe pas-
J ad, strong

Words, wi
o th sub
tatlng oS tle arguments, I
is dreami e had seen her hesi:

go on her ng, had seen th
black dress ﬁ:el:ks, her bosom h::a\e;ilfuslg come and
wooing with th new so well. He had g beneath the
love’s sake h:dtendef violence that wo made el his
isses answered caught her and kissn;l'ml-lforg'we i
pledged herself all:.d till she yielded hij . er till her
folly. And o s, So Le L im her troth and
Plfadin huskﬁw. he stood there lﬂ(ad c{reé}med in Ihis
Ii{l\fei iel” e e a whipped child,
e had
Ber Boen not known himse|
£
W‘i‘-*trumlines;l ZV;;: 1}1 :’c‘{dIY understng had not known
aled to all thay o that her glorious
156 was highest in him,

. ing som
= indeed that she was his mate,
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that in her presence he desired to be a Man and so
seemed tO himself weak and wicked. It was not her
body only, it was her soul also that he craved, that
ure, clear soul of hers which shone in every one and
every word and every look and every gesture. Beauti-
ful she was, strong and lithe and bearing her head up
always as if in stern defiance; beautiful in her cold vir-
ginity; beautiful in the latent passion_that slumbered
lightly underneath the pale, proud face. But most
beautiful of all to him, most priceless, most longed for,
was the personality in her, the individuality which
would have brought him to her were she the opposite,
physically, of all she was. He had wondered in read-
etimes of the Buddhist thoughts if it were
that in reincarnation

ofter reincarnation they had come togethet and found
in each other the completed self. And then he had
wondered if there were indeed in him such power an
forcefulness as were in her and If Jue WELERES her
anything more than a rough, simple ignorant bush fel-
low, in whom she was interested a little for old acquaint-
ance sake and because of the common Cause they
served. For to himself, he had been still the same as
before he ate from her hands the fruit of the Tree of
Knowledge. Absorbed in his work, a zealot, 2 fanatic,
conscious of all she had and of all he lacked, he had
not noticed how his own mind had expanded, how
broader ideas had come tO him, how the confidence
born of petsistent thought gave force to his words an
how the sincerity and passion that rang in hi i
reached if but for a moment the heart
he thought of her mentality he doubted that she would
be his, she seemed sO high above him. It was when
he thought of her solely as a Woman, when he remem-
bered the smile of her parting, the hand-clinging that
«Come back to me€

was almost a caress; the tender ack
felt himself het equal in his Man-

again, Ned!” that he
hood and dreamed of how he would woo and win ber.
himself and knew

And now! Ah, now, he knew
her. He realised all that he was, all that he might have
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thinkin $AE, armoin arm with him
things. g_gé(:ﬁ, el‘:en while she spoke ea;nse};:hfh Zi‘{ 'abt‘falen
ST v 0Sf ehever see him again, she wcnder:j
i 8 kg o e e, woulf i e o
hever would he ah e thought or cared for him 1f
it seemed to h'ms I:mk from fear of conse . if
e wonti noti-; that a certain course w ﬂuen‘?ea i
B i o I2:.1\313 him shrink, of course a;_l stralgd <
it Pained her ~<E i ‘-Vhat he was d e
¥ k. shicl , and yet, and yet,
that she nevermore miéht

see him. S
d EIdom i
and then she saw him, it
, years between, , it was true, only now

him, What if s

sim. the h e always hoped

if she should see h?n':eal,c;:;nhiz!v ebias shEEIed ;}?e Sj;
e

Abﬂ e them, alm : Y
v I ost overhead, in the st L}‘ t]l’e
arry sky,

* shrined as a temple of t
- worship together, each his own God.

LR B

ceaseless lullaby and close behi
“led softly in the languid breathings of the sleeping sea-

COf a truth it was Paradise,
" den the hearts of men, worthy to fi
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sailing, her white glare falling

full round moon Was
upon 3 matchless scene of mingling land and water,

sea and shore and sky. Like a lake the glorious har
bour stretched before them and on either hand. In its
bosom the moon sailed as in a mirror; on it great ships
floated at anchor and islets nestled down; all round
the sheltering hills verily clapped their hands. In the
great dome »f the universe there was not a cloud.
Through the starless windows of that glorious dome
they could see into the fathomless depths of Eternity-
Under the magic of the moon not even the sordid work
of man struck 2 discordant note. At their feet the

faint ripplings of this crystal lake whispered their
nd them the trees rust-

fit above all fitness to glad-
1l the soul to over-

flowing with the ecstasy of living, deserving to De €78
he Beautiful wherein all might

The keen sense of its loveliness, its perfect beauty,
its sublime simplicity; ctole over Nellie as she stood
silently by Ned’s side in the full moonlight and gazed.
Over her angry soul, tortured by the love she hardly
knew, its pure languor crept, soothing, softening. She
looked up at the silvery disc and involuntarily held out
her hands to it, its radiance overpowering her. She
wrenched her eyes away from i :

fearfulness leaping in her who knew no fear; the light
at the South Head flashed before her, the convent
stood out in the far distance, 2 ferry-house shone white,
fhe towers and roofs of Sydney <howed against the sky,
the lights on the shipping and on the further shore
were as reflections of the stars above. And there in the
water, as in a mirrot, was that glowing moon. Startled,
she found herself thinking that it would be heavenly
to take Ned’s hand and plunge underneath this crysta
sheet that alone separated them from peace and happi-
She looked up again. There was the moon it-

ness.
self, swimming amid the twinkling stars, full and roun
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“Let’s go. It::ss’ -She said. Adding incongruousir:
She felt that slglitgng very late.” She spoke decidedl‘;._
least idea. are not stay; why, she had not the
Then she h
except that h:ard Ned} \»‘vho was standing there, i id
was twirling his soft straw hat,rognci

and round in hi
. n hls ﬁn -
whisper: gers, say in a low, tremulous, husky

“Nellie!”
Then she knew.

She
stars sazzsalri);e(]i and she loved. That was wh L
w?shWhat the htar?i l::téli T{Pples and the leav:: aETLai
o L n -

the water laughed to thitﬁc“‘:’)zfi x;idw:;;tﬂ:ﬁes;{;nwr?;;

moon had to
. tell her :
. as i ; :
ing down into her heartt swam hlgh in heaven, look:

tide. an g 3
d swelling its tumultuous

Plie oo 1
her pulse b on knew, the full
throbbi:eg :Z: strong and her Y(:E::O“[';'hathever ,l-na(.ie
throned on ear:;j pain, the full whi%e ife throb till its
, still governs from th::w]:,'n tliilat,l de-

skies the lives

of women. Sh

A - e was loved.

who had vowed herself to diesli:;r:;rsrileocimd}; And S8
» she loved.
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How she ffved him! Fot his soul, for his body, for

his brain, for his rough tenderness, for his hery tongue!
She loved his broad shoulders and his broad mind.
She loved his hearty laugh and his hearty hand-grip
and his homely speech and his red-hot enthusiasm. She
loved him because she felt that he dared and because
she felt that he loved her. She loved him because she
had learned to see in him her :deal. She loved him
because he was in danger for the Cause and because
he was going from her and because she had loved
him for years had she but known. She loved him for a .
thousand things. And yet! Something held her back.

They stood there side by side, silent, waiting. Ned
suffering anguish unspeakable, Nellie plunged in that
great joy which comes sO seldom that some say it only
comes to herald deeper sadness. To him the glorious
scene around spoke nothing, he hardly saw it; t© her
it was enchanted with a strange enchantment, never
had it seemed so, all the times she had seen it. How
beautiful life was! How sweet to exist! How glad the
world!

“Nellie!” said Ned, at last, humbly, penitently, hope-
lessly. “I'm not 2 good man. haven’t been just
what you think T've heendtible stopped; then added,
slowly and desperately as if on an afterthought: “If—
your own heart—won’t plead—for;—me-—-it’s not a bit
of use my saying anything.”

“But you will be good now, will you not, Ned?” she
asked, softly, not looking at him, dropping her hand
against his, stealing her slender fingers 10t0 the fingers
that nervously twirled the hat.

From bitter despondency :
to ecstatic hope. He dropped his hat, careless of the

watery risks and seizing her by
elbows, held her for a moment in front of

ing to collect hims : : :
passmnately, his craving

«pellie!” he whispered, |
finding utterance: «Kiss me!’™ She lifted up the ﬂ}zsh-
ed face. with the veiled downcast eyes and soft quiver-
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ing lips. He
bent down.
Th B

fold ;tfﬁteure’ tha't did it matter to him? Th,

to him? It ﬁz:hz[l%}}:t con}\‘ehor go, what did it ‘:nStt:a.f.

be his wi rough his mi t matter
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Nellie sl% tk ;’1 their worst. And as he h = Eathr}g
ook herself out of his arms push?r?ggl:, this,

! Im so

violently that h
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*I cannot,”
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N il}e by plied, bewildered. *“What on earth

cannot,” she cri i
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e e c') me, to be here. I forgot lF
B oc:lnigl. It’s madness to stay here . i
er heel and walked off shariaiy tak
, tak-

ing the u .
followed.Pp';'f-; path. He picked up his hat and hasily

R ere w H
taking her, h as nothing else to be done. Over-

4 e strode
mingled rage, sorrow E;I:_:“g by her side in a fury of
» anger and disappoi
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She
e belﬁal;iidai:ithe corner of her street. As she did
near began to strike midnighte tlie

eading off with its quarters.
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passed his hands under her apm d
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CHAPTER IV.
THE WHY OF THE WHIM.

Nellie stopped at the corner of her street, under the
lamp-post. Ned stopped by her side, fuming by now,
biting his moustache, hardly able to hold his tongue.
Nellie looked at him a moment, sadly and sorrow-
fully. The look of determination that made her mouth
appear somewhat cruel was on her whole face; but
with it all she looked heart-broken.

“Ned,” she begged. “Don’t be angry with me. I
B Indeed, I can’t.”

“Why not?” he demanded, boiling over. “If you
Souldn’t have had me at first I wouldn’t have blamed

you. But you say you love me, or as good as say, and
7%

then you fly off.

«“Ned! Ned!” begged Nellie, who had put her hands
over her face while he was speaking. “Have pity on
me! Can’t you see? I'm not iron and I’'m not ice, but
I can’t do as others do. I cannot. I will not.”

“Why not?’ he answered. “I will speak, Nellie.
DO you »

“Ned!” she interrupted, evidently forcing herself to
speak. “It’s no use. T'll tell you why it’s not.”

“There can be no reason.”

“There is a reason. Nobody knows but me. When
I have said I would never marzy people think it is a
whim. Pethaps it is, but I have a reason that I thought
sever to tell anyone.” I only tell you so that you may
understand and we may still be friends, true friends.”

15 on! T cofivinee Fia that it doesn’t mean what
you think it does, this reason, whatever it is.”’

“Ned! Be reasonable!” She hesitated. She looked
up and down the street. Nothing moved. The moon
was directly overhead. There were no shadows. It was
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lie day. An engine whistle sounded like long wail

i—? the d:stancq. In the silence that followed they could
ear the rushing of a train. Ned waited, watch
, wate

pain-drawn face. i‘“g her
”YOLI re ll ¢ B ;

fonts i collect my sister?” she asked, looking away
He nodded.
oy L

cﬁﬂgo.”ou heard she died? You spoke of her two years

t{e nodded again.
I did not tell you the whole truth then. . . . I did

not tell anybody. . . . I came down here so as not to
tell. . . . T could not bear to go home, to chance any of
them coming down to Brisbane and seeing me. . .. You
know.” She stopped. He could see her
ing, a hunted look in the eyes that would

_Never mind telling me, Nellie,” he said, a great
pPity moving him. “I’m a brute. I didn’t mean to be
selfish, but I love you so. It shall be as you say. I don’t
want to know anything that pains you to tell.”

; That 1s your own self again, Ned,” she answered,
ooking at him, smiling sadly.
i must tell you for my own sake.
Do:;‘c;ull\crngw }%owhthin%s were at home on the Darling
s e;ld ed. Father a _cocky,’ going shearing to make
s imeeﬁ and things always going wrong, what
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’ I;lgs right and the mortgage never being cleared
-~ :im t lifxrtlcularly good land, either, you know.
el qfa t;l‘s at‘:l taken all that and left only stony
: ges tor folks like ours. Apd we were all girls, six
us. Your father was sold up, and he had you boys
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might as wneill haveeni:ézy father wasn’t sold up, but he
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things when fathey was away, and we

hands wring-
not meet his.

away after dark alwa
ys when
unday mornings after he’d - O

“But you have a right. -
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i in front if it was

i his back under t}}at tree in | :
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es always thought queer, you recollect, ec:Euse :
:;'Zn’t care for newspapers except to see a}aout tam:hagt
iri and took his reading out of [\I/DIOOL;[S o hezesrirt to
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Ise cared about. On Non
nOBI(:d: :in with only a few hours for sleep and ;1‘1&;:113,
zﬁrSatgurd,av night. Yet we hadhonly _]tustgea Ti::elfé
. = else went in interest on the mortgage.

Everz':::ng 510‘2}‘::“ used to cry about it sometimes, but
per i r

it had to be paid somehow. _ :
. “When Mi,ry was fifteen and I was thlrteeli,o}:foguiz’
member, she went to Toowoomba, to an &mco g
mother’s brother, who had four boy; ar}l] rnanfi, ek
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and so they took one of my coustnskgn o
Mary and she started to learn dress;lma} nl:gg;f o
| e w}l);) ’}dla;{o&: E‘l:orze;uabout tl"ne heart,
i man who ; >
v:lltflio‘:gﬁ th‘zowas as good as 'gOIdeh:nthI; r::el‘tieior
little. She was always preaching 2 c;uwasting o
rtking and saving and the folly © i
Wod 'gk d ribbons and everything bu o
Bl han id that there was little pleasure 1n v
igolrs{d f(?r fhise who had to wotk, so the sooner we m

?
better we'd
i - hout pleasure the
up our minds to do with P

.gh meonceina h“.. Ill g chanc
in (e) W e en S]:le ot the h nce o

: ard and half-a-crown 2
g Sll.clieniit EZ;rh;r.l:)toand so she mc{f‘ it, ::0
R Shf' COt;t uncle’s and to learn dresszza ?%;asn,t.
ol onths after you went oi%, Ned. -
Th'at prh H:xd you were eighteen, past. Siven y
S ﬁfteensg sorry when you went away, Ne' e
4 E::.I:"t::uIr :?:ng while Mary had the idea of going
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«Ghe wrote in two or three days to say that she had
got a place; just enough to pay her board, and expected
fiieee o better one soon. She was always expecting
something better when she wrote, and my aunt when 1
saw her wagged her head and said that rolling stones
gathered no moss. The interest-day came roufl and
father managed to scrape the money together. They'd
got so poor and downhearted that I used to cry at
night thinking of them, and I used to tell Mary when
I wrote. I used to blame myself for it once, but I don’t
now. We all get to believe at last in what must be
will be, Ned. And ¢hen I had a letter from Mary
telling me she had a much better place, and in two ot
three weeks mother wrote such a proud, pleased letter
to say that Mary had sent ¢them a five-pound note. And
for about a year Mary sent them two or three pounds
every month, and at Christmas five pounds again. Then
her letters stopped altogether, both to them and to me.
To me she had kept writing always the same, kind
and chatty and about herself. She told me she had to
save and scrape a little, but that she had hope some
day to be able to get me down. I never dreamed it
was not so, not even when the letters stopped though
afterwards, when I went through them, I saw t
handwriting, in the later ones, was shaky a little.

“\We waited and waited to hear from her, but no
letter came to anybody. There was a gitl I knew whose
father had been working in Toowoomba and who was
in che same shop for a litele while, and her father was
going to Brisbane to a job and they were all going. He

was a carpenter. She and I had got to be friendly
after Mary went away and she promised to find her, bu,t
couldr’t. - Youisee, we wete bush folks still and didn’t
think anything of the streets and addresses and thought
the post office enough. And when two months passed,
and no letter camé

mother wrote half crazy, and I
didn’t know what to do, and I wrote to the girl T knew
to ask her to get me work, so that I could go to loo*
for Mary. It just happened that they wanted 2 body
hand in her shop and they promised me the place, and
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they found out ¢hat I meant to go because I couldn’t
ay any more, they were so angry- Lizzie’s mother
wanted to know if they looked altogether like heathens,
and then we three cried like babies, and I felt better.
T used to cry a good deal in those days, | think.

%[ izzie's father got a job next week a few miles out
it, and on the Monday

of Brisbane and went away to 1
I answered an advertisement for a2 woman to do sewing
in the house and was the first and got it.

¢] got back to regular work again, not in the same
shop but in another, and then Lizzie’s folks moved out
to where her father was working. I and another girl
got a room that we paid five shillings a week for, fur-
nished, with the use of the kitchen. It cost us about
ten shillings a week between us for food, and I got
raised to twelve-and-six a week because they wanted me
back where I'd worked before. So we weren’t so badly
off, and we kept a week ahead.

“I had got to understand how Mary might live for
years in a place like Brisbane without being known by
more than a very few, but I puzzled more and more as
to how she’s got the money she’d sent home.

“What made me think first how things might be was
seeing a girl in the second place T worked at. She look-
ed so like Mary, young and fresh and pretty and lively,
always joking and laughing. She was very shabby and
nade.over when I saw her first with darned gloves and
stitched-up boots down at heel and bits of ribbon that
she kept changing to bring the best side up. Then she
got a new dress a1l at once and new boots and gloves
and hat and seemed to have money to spend, and the
girls began to pass remarks about her when she wasn’t
hearing and sometimes to her face when they had
words with her. 1 didn’t believe anything bad at first,
but I knew she wasn't getting any more pay and then,

all at once, I recollected being behind her one night
when we came out of the shop and seeing a young fel-
low walitng in a doorway Dest. He was a good-looking
young fellow, well-dressed and well to do, and as she
passed with some other girls he dropped his stick out
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ones soon, and Mary wasn't 21. ' She wasfins bleak,
pare ward, with a screen round her, and near by you
could hear other girls laughing and shouting. You
wouldn’t have known her. Only her eyes wete the
same, such loving, tender eyes, when she opened them
and saw me. She looked up and saw me standing there
by the bedside, and before she could shrink away I put
my arms round her neck and kissed her forehead, where
I used to kiss her, because I was the tallest, just where
the hair grew. And I told her that she mustn’t min

me and that she was my dear, dear sister, and that she
should have let me know because it had taken me so
long to find her. And she didn’t say anything but
clung tight to me as though she would never let me
go, and then all at once her arms dropped, and when
I lifted my head she had fainted and her eyelids were

wet.
I made some excuse to

“She died three days later.
get away and saw her every day. She hardly spoke
she was so weak, but she liked to lie with my hand in
hers and me fanning her. She said that first day, when
she came to, that she thought I would come. But she
wouldn’t have written or spoken a word, Mary wouldn’t.
She didn’t even ask for the folks at home or how I was
getting on. She said once she was so tired waiting and
I knew she meant waiting to die. She didn’t want to
live. The last day she lay with her eyes half-closed,
looking at me, and all at once her lips moved: I bent
down to her and heard her murmut: I did try, Nellie,
I did try, and I saw che was crying. 1 s sy S
S nund her and Lisied JEEHE the forehead and told
her that I knew she had, and then she smiled at me,
such a sweet, pitiful <mile, and then she stopped breath-
ing. That was the only change. : -
Brisbane. I was afraid every

[ 1dn’ t in
I couldn't stay ebody who'd known Mary and

fmimite ofl bleeting ettt
who might ask me about her, or of father or uncle or

body coming dowi. I wrote home and said I'd
sometgif g y had died in the hospital of fever,

found out that Mar :
and they never thought of wanting to know any more,
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CHAPTER V.
AS THE MOON WANED.

The shadows were beginning to throw again as Nelli=
finished telling her story. The quarters had sounded
as they walked backwards and forwards. It was past
one when they stopped again under the lamp-post at
the corner.

“Nellie,” he said, speaking the thought he had been
thinking for an hour. “\What difference does all this
make between you and me?”

“Don’t you understand?” she cried. “When people

marry they have children. And when my sister Mary
ended so, who is safe? Nothing we can do, no care
we can take, can secure a child against misery while the
world is what it is. I try to alter things for that. I
would do anything, everything, no matter what, to
make things so that little children would have a chance
to be good and happy- Because the unions go that way,
I am unionist, and because Socialism means that, I am
Socialist, and I love whatever strikes at things that are
and I hate everything that helps maintain them.
Bt i how we all really feel who feel at all, it is the
mother in us, the source of everything that is good,
and mothers do not mind much how their children are
bettered so long as they are bettered. No matter what
the bushmen do up there in Queensland, my heart is
with them, so long as they shake this hateful state of
things. But till it goes, if it ever goes, I'll not be guilty
of bringing a child into such a hell as this is now.
That to me would be a cruelty that no weakness of
mine, no human longing, could excuse ever. For no
fault of her own Mary’s life was a curse to her in the
end. And so it may be with any of us. T’'ll not have
the sin of giving life on me.”
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And we'll do it yet, Nellie. When I come back you’ll
have me and we two will give things such a shaking that
they'll never be the same again after we've got throug
with them. Now, good-bye! I'll come back if it's years
and years, and you'll wait for me, I know. Good-bye,
till then.”

She felt her feet leave the ground as he lifted her
to him in a hug that made her ribs ache for a week, felt
his willing lips on het passive ones, felt his long mous:
tache, his warm breath, his reviving passion. Then she
found herself standing alone, quivering and pulsating,
watching him as he walked away with the waddling walk
of the horseman.

In her heart, madly beating, two intense feelings
fought and struggled. The dominant thought of years,
to end with herself the life that seems a curse and not
a blessing, to be always maid, and to leave none to sOE
tow through having lived by her, was shaken to its
base by a new-born furious desire to yield herself utter-
ly. It flashed through her mind that crowning joy
of all joys would be to have his child in her arms, 0
rear a little agitator to carry on his father’s fight when
Ned himself was gone for ever.

Then—she stamped her foot in self-contempt and
walked resolutely to her door. When she got up 20 her
room she went to the open window and, kneeling down
there, watched with tearless eyes the full white moon
that began to descend towards the roofs amid the

gleaming stars of the cloudless sky- .
The hours passed and she still knelt watching, tear-
less and sleepless, mind and body numbed and en-

wrapped by dull gnawing patt.

[‘Eﬁlie f’:)ught gwitb herself kneeling there at t'he
window, watching the declining moon, staring at it with
set eyes, grimly willing herself not to think because to
think was to surrender. Into heart and ear and brain
the serpents hissed words of love and thoughts of un-
speakable joy- Upon her lips they pressed again _Ned s
hot kisses. Around her waist they threw again the
clasping of hi “Why not?” they ask-

s straining arms.
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she lived again
that night at d heard Geisner

profess God and condemn her hatred of maternity.

«you close the gates of Life,” he said. Taking her
hand he led her to where a great gate stood, of iron,
brass bound, and there behind it a great flood of little
children pressed and struggled, dashing and crashing
till the great gates shook and tottered.

“They will break the gates open,” she cried to him n
anguish.

“Did you deem to alter the unalterable?” he asked.
And his voice was Ned’s voice, and, turning round, she
saw it was Ned who held her hand. They stood by
the harbour side again and she loved him. Again her
whole being melted into his as he kissed her. Again
they were alone in the Universe, conscious only of an

ineffable joy.

As the Moon IV aned

couched the pil

% *
5 called Mrs. Phillips, who

“Time to get up, Nelliel’
Nellie’s working day began

was knocking at the door.

again.
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“The room tO which he was thus introduced was some
fifteen feet long and as many broad, on the floor. Two
gabled windows, back and front, made with the centre
line of the low-sloping ceiling a Greek cross effect.
single candle, burning on a backless chair by one of the
windows, threw its flickering light on the choked room-
full of old-fashioned iron bedsteads, bedded in make-
Shift manner, six in all, four packed against the wa
opposite the door at which the staits ended and one
on each side of the window whereby was the light. On
one of these latter beds a bearded man lay stretched,
only partly undressed; on its edge sat a youth in his
shire.. Although it was sO late, they were talking.

“Not gone to bed yet?” asked the waitet.

“Hullo, Jack!” replied the youth. “Agren’t you com-

ing to bed yet?”
“A gentleman of Jack’s profession,” said the bearded

man, whose liquorous voice proclaimed how he had put
in the evening, «Joesn’t require to g0 O bed at all.
’Gad, that’s very good. You understand me?” He
referred his wit to the youth. He spoke with the drawl-
ing hesitation of the English “swell.”

] ynderstand you,” replied the youth, in a respectful
voice that had acquired its tone in the English shires.

] don’t get much chance whether I require it ot
not,” ced Jack, with an American accentuatiof,
proceeding to make up the other bed by the hght.
There was nothing on the grimy mattress but a grimy
blanket, so he brought a couple of fairly clean sheets
from a bed in the opposite COrmeE and spread them dex-
terously.

“Have we the pleasure of more
broken-down swell.

company, Jack?”

. w
enquired the You understand

me?”’
T understand you,” said the En%lish lad.
“This gentleman’s going to stay, replied Jack, put-

ting the sheet over the caseless pillow-

Glad to make your acquaintance, sir,” said the swell
to Ned, upon this introduction. “We can’t offer you a

chair, but you're welcome to a seat on the bed. If you
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it came over his head. He lay down in
having first gingerly turned back the
blanket to the foot.

«] don’t desire to be personal,” said the broken-
down swell. «you'll excuse me, but I must say you're
2 finely built man. You understand me? No offence!”

«He is big,” chipped in the youth.

“You don’t offend a man much by telling him he’s
well built,” retorted Ned, with an attempt at mirth.

“Certainly. You understand me. It's not the size,
my boy”’—to the youth. “Size is nothing. It's the pro-
portion, the capacity for putting out strength. I've

I'm not a chicken yet.

be a Hercules. Will you
He offered

shirt. Finally,
his underclothing,

But our friend here ought to
take a drink? You’'ll excuse the glass.”
Ned a flask half full of whisky.

“Thanks just the same, but I never drink,” answered
Ned, stretching himself carelessly. The lad refused

also.

“You're wise, both of you,” commented the other,
swallowing down a couple of 'nouthfuls of the undilu-
«Jf I'd never touched it I should have

ted liquor.
been a wealthy man to-day. But I shall be a wealthy
man yet. You understand me?”

He was looking

“Yes,” answered Ned mechanically.

at the frank, open, intelligent face and well-made limbs
g what he

of the half naked lad opposite and wonderin _
was doing here with this grizzled drunkard. The said
grizzled drunkard being the broken-down swell, whose

highly-coloured face, swollen nose and slobbery eyes
told a tale that his slop-made clothes would have con-
cealed. “How old are you?” he asked the lad, the

drunkard having fallen asleep in the middle of a dis-
vourse CoOnSoERiny - Erees invention which would

bring him millions.
“m nineteen.” '
older,” remarked Ned.

“You look
"Mc:)l;t o;eople think I'm older,” replied the lad
proudly.

. ”
«You’re not a native.

e g S
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any use staying in Queensland. I wish I'd stayed
in England,” he added.

“How's that?”

“ can’t get work. I wouldn’t mind if I could get a
job, but it’s pretty hard when you can’t.”

#Can’t you get work?”

¢] haven’t done a stroke for ten weeks.”

«Well, are you hard up?” enquired Ned, to whose
bush experience ten weeks out-of-work meant nothing.

“[ ook here,” returned the lad, touching the front of
his white shirt and the cuffs. Ned saw that what he
had taken for white flannel in the dim candle-light was
white linen, guileless of starch, evidently washed in a
hand-basin at night and left to dry over a chair till
morning. “A man’s pretty hard up—ain’t he?—when
he can’t get his shirt laundried.”

®That's bad,” said Ned, sympathetica].ly, determin-
ing to sympathise with a pound-note. Starched shirts did
not count to him personally, but he understood that
the town and the bush were very different.

“P’ve offered three times to-day to work for my
board,” said the lad, not tremulously, but in the mat-
ter-of-fact voice of one who had looked after himsef
for years.

“Where was that?” asked Ned, wide-awake at last,
alarmed for the bushmen, rapidly turning over in his
mind the effect of strong young men being ready to
work for their board. :

“One place was down near the foot of Mark,et
Street, a produce merchant. He told me he couldn’t,
that it was as much as he could do to provide for his
own family. Another place was at a woo and cc_:al
yard, and the boss said I'd leave in a week at that price
so it wasn’t any good talking. The other was a dray-
man who has a couple of drays, and he said he’d never

av under the going wage f0 anybody, and gave me
T He said it was all he could afford because

times were SO ad.” %
“Are you stumped then? asked Ned.

«] haven’t a COPP“'”

e
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old scoundrel downstairs. You understand: me?
Where's that flask? My God! I am feeling bad,” he
continued, sitting up on the bed.

“You're drinking too much,” remarked Ned.

The man did not reply, but, with a groan, pushed
¢he lad aside, sprang from the bed, and began to retch
prodigiously into the wash basin, after which he an-
sounced himself better, lay down and took another
drink. Meanwhile the man in the far corner tossed
and groaned as if he were dying.

«Vour friend’s still worse,” said the lad.

“He’s just out of the hospital. 1 told him™ he
shouldn’t mix his drinks so soon, but he would have
his own way. He'll be all right when he’s slept it off.
A man’s a fool who gets drunk. You understand me?”

] understand you,” said the lad. ©I never want to
get drunk. All I want is work.”

“Why don’t you go up to Queensland?” asked the
man, to Ned’s hardly suppressed indignation. “The
pastoralists would be glad to get 2 smart-looking Ia_d
like you. Good pay, all expenses paid, and a six
months’ agreement! I believe that’s the terms. You
understand me?”

"] understand you,’
stand you perfectly.
sooner starve than blackleg.
that I'll do either.”

“Put it there, mate,’

* said the English lad. “T under-
But that's blacklegging, and I'd
I ain’t so hard up yet

> cried Ned, stretching his hand
out. “You're a square lictle chap.” His heart rose

again at this proof that the union spirit was spreading.
“You're a good boy,” said the drunkard, slapping

his shoulder.  Slin nobs unionist and I'm against the
You understand me? I am a gentleman”—
broken-down swell—"and a gentleman
his own Order just as you should stick
I'd like to see the working classes kept
but I despise a traitor, my boy. You
H]

said the lad.

unions.
poor drunken
must stick to
to your Order.
in their places,

d me?’
understand me: 2
«] understand you perfectly,
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and tapped the wall alongside him gently. “I think
I hear her,” he remarked. In a few moments there

was an answering tap.
«Who's that?” asked Ned.
«The slavey next door,” answered Jack, upon which
an interchange of experience took place between Jack
and the young fellow in which gable windows and park
ceats and various other stage-settings had prominent

parts .

At last they all slept but Ned. Drowsy as he was he

could not sleep. 1t was not that he thought much of
Nellie, at least he did not feel that he was thinking
of her. He only wanted to sleep and forget and he
could not sleep. The moonshine came throug the
curtainless window and lit up the room with a strange,
he. The snoring breathing that filled
the room mingled with other snoring sounds that seem-
ed to come up the stairway and through the walls. The
stench of the room stifled him. The drunkards who

tossed there, groaning; ¢his unemployed lad who lay

with his white limbs kicked free and ba?hed in the

moonlight; the tired waiter who lay motionless, still
dressed; were there with him. The clock-bells struck

the quarters, then the hour.

Three o’clock.
He had never felt so uncomfortable, he thought, so

uneasy. He twisted and squirmed and rubbed himself.
Suddenly a thought struck him. He leaned up on his
elbow for a moment, peering with his eyes in the
scanty light, feeling about with his hand, then leaped
clean out of the bed. It swarmed with vermin.

Like most bushmen, ed, who was sublimely toler-
ant of ants, lizards and the pests of the wilds gener-

ally shivered at the very thought of the parasites of the
towns.. Lo steip himee £ was the work of an instant;
to carefully re-dress by the candle-end he lighted took
longer; then he stepped to the English lad’s side, had

woke him.
caid the lad, rubbing his eyes in sleepy

“Hello!”
astonishment. «“\What's the matter?”’

mysterious lig
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- At's only five minutes’ Walka” ey, then

“}3?21[11(:},1( Good-bye!” said Ned
you. Good-bye!” 'said the lad
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ribs. He turned over and opened his eyes. As he did
so another kick made him stagger to his feet gasping
with pain. A gorilla-faced constable greeted him with
a savage grin.

“Phwat d'ye mean, ye blayguard, indaycently expos-
ing yersilf in this parrt av th’ doomane? Oi've as good
2 moind as iver a man had in the wurrlld to run yez in
Can’t ye find anither place to unthdress yersilf in, ye
low vagrant?”’

Ned did not answer. He buttoned up the neck of
his shirt, which had opened in the night, tightened his
belt again, drew on his boots and thrust his arms
into his coat. While he did so the constable continued
his abuse, proud to show his authority in the presence
of the crowd that passed in a continuous stream along
the pathway that cut through the carefully tended
flower-bedded lawn-like park. It was one of Ned’s
strong points that he could control his passionate
temper. Much as he longed to thrash this insolent
brute, he restrained himself. He desired most of all
to get back to Queensland. and knew that as no magis:
trate would take his word against a “constable’s” as to
provocation received to retaliate now would keep him
in Sydney for a month at least, perhaps six. But his
patience almost gave way when the constable followed

as he walked away, still abusing him. ;
“You'd better not go too far” warned Ned, turning

rDund. A
It suddenly dawned upon the constable that this was
not the ordinary “drunk” and that it was as well to be

satisfied with the exhibition of authority already made.
Ned walked off unmolested, chewing the cud of his

thoughts.
This sentence s
“The slaves who move on’ att

of Geisner’s rang in his ears:
he bidding of a police-

man.”
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why. For my part, I find it an interminable point of

discussion when it is raised and one of the questions

that settles itself easily when it isn’t.”

«J¢ is the key of the whole position. If we haven’t
a right to employ whoever we like at any terms, we may
make with any individual we employ, what rights

havﬂ We?”

“Hear what they think of it, Strong
do no harm to find out what makes the

And so on for half an hour.

«Well, I don’t mind having a chat with one of them,”
conceded Strong at last. “It’s only because you persist
so, Melsom. I suppose this man you’ve been told is in
town is an oily, ignorant fellow, who'll split words and
wrangle up a cloud of dust until nobody can tell what
we're talking about. I've heard these fellows.”

y L3

Thus it was that Ned, call
after having washed and breakfasted at his hotel and
seen to various items of union business about town,

was greeted with the information that Mr. Melsom

was looking for him.
“Who’s Melsom?”
“Oh! A sort of

! It can surely
m fight so.”

*

ing at the Trades Hall,

four-leaved clover, a reasonable

employer,” answered his genial informant. “He's in a
large way of business, interested in a good many con-
cerns, and whenever he’s got a finger in anything we
can always get on with it. He’s a great man for arbi-
tration and conciliation and has managed to settle two
or three disputes that I never thought would be
arranged peaceably:. He’s a thoroughly decent fellow,

I can assure you.
L - h I d 2
What does he want with me, wonder?

“L{e wants you to see Strong, just to talk matters
over and let Strong know how you Queenslanders look
at things.”

“Who's Strong?”

He’s managing director of the

“Don’t you know?
Great Southern Mortgage Agency. He's the man who's

=

e ==
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Shortly b
Private :fﬁc: f:r!i‘:h eie;;eni Strong was closeted in_his
Ppearance, i el o0 of unmi
_mub e conz;c;?f:-ei both in voice anréusdt:i(szbll:y e
O e g :It ['the towns. Of sand Iy con-
nd light-coloured eyes };}f:th'zmsnt,
id no

s

ey can’
y can’t do now-a-days! Have

i

The World Wants Masters 123
e full in the face, the man was of the type that
al acquaintance but about which
ble something which, without actu-
y implicit confid-

look on
attracts upon casu
there is an indefina
ally repelling, effectually prevents an
ence.

«You have been an officer of the shearers’ union, you
say?” enquired Strong, coldly.

“'ve been an honorary officer, never a paid one,”
answered the man, who held his hat on his knee.

“There’s a man in Sydney now, named Hawkins.

" Do you know him?”

“Yes. I've shorn with him out at the—"
«What sort of a man is he?” interrupted Strong.
“He’s a young fellow. There’s not much in him.

He talks wild.”

“Has he got much influence?”
“Only with his own set. Most of the men only
break away from fellows like Hawkins.

I'm confident the new union I was talking of, admit-
ting ‘freedom of contract’, would break the other up

and that Hawkins and the rest of them couldn’t stop it.”

“I¢ seems feasible,” said Strong, sharpl‘y._ “At any
rate, there’s nothing lost by trying it. This is what we
will do. We will pay you all expenses and six pc?unds A
week from to-day to go up to Queensland, pubhc’iy de-
nounce the union, suppott ¢ reedom of contract, an
try to start another union against the present oné; gew
erally to act as an agent of ours. Payment will be mad.e
after you come out. Until then you must pay your
own expenses.’

“] think I should have ex

man.
You represent yourself

“\We know nothing of you. : : urs
d if you are genume there is no injus-

' 1t

tice done by our offer. You must take or leave it.”

«pl] take it,” said the man, after a slight hesitation.
«There’s another matter. Do you know the union

: ) G
officials in Brisbane? o %
«] know all of them, intimately.

want a start to

penses advanced,” said the

as so-and-so, an
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the lofty, stuccoed, hall-like room, of which the wood-
Brork was as massive in its way as Wete the stone walls
without and of which the very glass of the partitions
looked put in to stay, while the counters and desks, with
their polished brass-work and great leathern-bound
ledgers, seemed as solid as the floor itself; he won-
dered curiously what all these clecks did who leaned
engrossed over their desks or flitted noiselessly here
and there on the matting-covering flag-stones of the
flooring. Why he should be nervous he could not have
explained. But he was cool enough when after a
minute’s delay, a clerk led Melsom and himself through

"2 smaller archway opening from this great office hail

and up a carpeted stone stairway leading between two
great bare walls and along a long, lofty passage, where-
i footfalls echoed softly on the carpeted stone floor.
Finally they reached a polished panelled door which,
being opened, showed Strong writing busily at a cab-
inet desk placed in the centre of the handsomely fur-
nished office-room. The great financier greeted Mel-
som cordially, nodded civilly enough to Ned and
agreed with the latter’s immediate statement that he
came, as a private individual solely, to see a private
individual, at the request of Mr. Melsom.

“Now, where do we differ?” Strong asked, when
Melsom had gone.

e are you and me,
his hat on the floor.

Strong nodded.

“Well, you have sat down at your desk here and
drawn up a statement as to how I shall work without
asking me. I object. I say that, as T'm concerned, you
and I together should sit down and arrange how I
shall work for you since I must work for you.” :

«In our agreement, that you refer to, we have tried
to do what is fair,” replied Strong, looking sharply at
N‘Es]l:)o you want me to talk straight?” asked Ned. “Be-
cause if you object to that, it’s better for me to go now
than waste words talking round the subject.”

of course,” said Ned, putting
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only to draw pay at certain times, vut
is barefaced to deliberately withhold my money
weeks after I've earned it, and it’s thieving to forfeit
wages in case a squatter and I differ as to whether the
agreement’s been broken or not.”

«There ought to be some security that a pastoralist
won’t be put to loss by his men leaving him at a
i bment’s notice,” asserted Strong.

“You've got the law on your side; answered Ned.
“You can send a man to prison, like a thief, if he has
a row with a squatter after signing an agreement, but
we can’t send the squatter to prison if he’s in fault.
The Masters and Servants Act is all wrong and we’ll
alter it when we get 2 chance, I can assure you, but
you're not content with the Masters and Servants Act.
You want a private law all in your own hand.”

«We've had a very seriously difficulty to meet,” said

the other. “Men go on strike on frivolous pretext

and we must protect out interests. We've not cut

down wages and we don’t intend to.”
“You have cut down wages, labourers

torted Ned. S :
“That has been charged,” replied Strong, lifting his

eyebrows. “But I can show you the list of wages pal
on our stations during the last five years and you w1
see that-the wages we now offer are fully up to the

average.”’

' wages, re-
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«That matter might be settled, I think, said Strong,

dismissing it- “\What other objections have you to the
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man like you, unless you've got a very small opinion
of me. When you think about our widows and orphans
welll think about your widows and orphans. That's
only clap-trap: Tt doesn’t alter the hard fact that
you're only after profit and don’t care what happers
to us so long as you get it
The financier bit his lips, flushing. He took up 2
letter and glanced over it before replying.
*[o you care what happens to us?”
“As things are, no- How can we? The worst that
could happen to one of you would leave you as well o
8% the most fortunate of us. Thergyis Wac between
us, only 1 think i1t possible to be a little civilised and
not to fght each other like savages as We are doing.”
«] am glad you admit that some of your methods
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«Then the pastoralists may combine, but the bush-
EEd

men mayn't.
«\e don’t object to the bushmen forming unions.
We claim the right to employ men without asking
whether they are unionist or non-unionist.”
“Which means, said Ned, “the right to victimise
»”

unionists.
By is that?” asked Strong.
4

<
& /e know how. Do you suppose for a moment, Mr.
th nothing behind them?

Strong, that ideas spring up wit

All those who are acquainted with the history of union-

at ‘close unionism, the refusal to work with

arose from the persistent preference

s to non-unionists, which was a vic
”

e

- jsm know th
non-unionists,
given by employer
timising of unionists.

«That may have been once but things are different

now.” answered Strong.

“They are not different now- Wherever employers
have an opportunity they have a tendency to weed out
I could give you scores of instances © it
being done. The black list is bad enough now. I

would be a regular cerrorism if there was nothing to
hen down would come wages,

restrain the employer: i

up would go hours and in would come tbe Chinese. 1

it is a principle with you, it 18 existence itself with us.
. ts would agree not to Vvic-

1L it,” said Serong, after thinking a

unionists.

minute.
“YWho is to say? How ate we to know?” answerel:d
Ned. “Supposing, M* Strong, you and I had a dis:
pute in which we both believed ourselves right, wou

you regard it as 2 fair settlement tO submit the whole

thing without any exception, to an a_rbiter whom we
both chose and both believed to be fair?”

«Certainly, 1 chould,” said Strong.

«The whole dispute, no matter what it was? You'd
¢think it fair t© leave it all to the arbiter?”

«Certainly.”

«Then why Dot leave ‘freedo
7 demanded Ned. “You say you ar

tration?

m of contract’ to arbi-
e right.
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men 1 know the union is 2 thing which mustn't get @
bad name- We may lie individually, but the union’s
word must be as good as gold, no matter what it 53Y%
If the union says the sheep are Web thoy're web and if
it says they re dry, they aré dry—i e water's drip-
ing off 'em,’ added Ned, with 2 twonkle his eye-
%] mean, Mr- Gerong, that we're trying o be better men
in our rough way, and the union 1is " 3at’s making us
better, and some of us would die (or it. But we'
sooner see it die than see :c do what's cowardly.”

®] am sorty that men like you are SO deceived as t©
what is right, gaid Strong.

“Perhaps we're all deceived. Perhaps you're de-
ceived. Perhaps the whole of life is 2 humbug.”’ So
Ned said, with careless faralism. «Qnly if your mates
were in trouble you'd Le a cot 15 ¥E8 didn’t stan by

them, wouldn’t you? That's the difference between
;

;ou and mMe; My, Strong.

all mates of that the crowd has any partxcu’tar troubles,
and I do. And as long as 08¢ believes 1 i i
matter to him whether he's deceived OF not, L ¢chink.
on't detain yOu any longet It's no use our talking,

I can see-

Serong got UP

and walked towards the doot.
«T think aot e said.

“Pur I am glad to have met

you, Mr. Hawkins, and I can’t help feeling chat youw're
throwing 8reat abilities away" ow’ll get no thanks

and do no good, and you'll {jve to regret it I¢'s all very

well to talk lightly of the outlock in C_ueensland, but
when you have become implictted in lawlessness am

atre suﬂ:ering for it, whole 2ffair will look different.

Don't misuﬁderstand el Yo mEE R young maf cap-

There is n° position YOV might not

in ti Let me Leloy you. At

You will never repent 1t for_

able, earnest
aspire to- e
shall be only to° glad.
1 ask nothing dishonourab‘;e.”
<1 don’t quite unéerst:nd." caid Ned, sternly, his
brow knitting-
“I'm not oferin

ga bribe,” continued Strong, meet-
ing Ned’s gaze unﬂinchingly.

«That's not necessary-
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Serong opened thedoor, | LVE done my best for
“Don’t blame me, whatever happens.

ad your choice of peace or war, of more

A

you,” he said.
You, at least, h
than pcace.”

«] understan
said Ned. “] choose war, more than war,
his mouth doggedly-

“\§/ar, at any rate,

4. Personally, I <han’t blame you,”
? and he set

' answered Strong, holding out
his hand, his face as grave as Ned's. The yOTGLES grip-

ped hends tightly, like duellists crossing swords. With-
% hands heartily and sep-

out another word they shoo

arated.
Strong closed the door and walked up and down his
room; hurriedly, deep In thought, pulling his g 3
sat down at his desk, took up his pen, g
paced the room again. He went to the window an
looked out into che well that admitted light to the
centre of the great fortress-building. hen walked
back to his desk and wrote.

«He is a dangerous thin, e murmured, as if ex-
cusing himself. “He is a most dangerous man.

A youth answered a couch of e ausas Strong
sent for his confidential clerk.

«Send this at once to Queensland in cipher,” he in-
when the man appeared;

structed, in a business tones
tthis”’ being:
Prominent bush unionist named Hawkins
by train for Central

leaves Sydney ro-night
Queensland via Brisbane. Have
mediately. Most important

him arrested im-
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So he had turned his steps towards the Strattons, long-
ing for sympathy and comfort, being strangely depres-
<ed and miserable without being able to think out
just how he felt.

He found Mrs. Stratton writing in her snug par
lour. The rooms had the same general appearance
¢hat they had two years before. The house, seen by
daylight for the first time, was embowered in trees and
fringed back and front with pretty flower beds and
miniature lawns. Connie herself was fair and fresh
as ever and wore a loose robe of daintily flowered stuff;
the years had passed lightly over her, adding to rather
than detracting from the charms of her pressibes

“You didn't get on with Nellie last night?” she ask-
ed, alluding to his «worrying.” Having taken the baby
out. she had sat down on the stool by the open piano.

Ned looked up. .* How do you know? Has she been
here?”

“No. She hasn’t been here, but I can tell. You
men always carry your heatts on your sleeve, when you
think you aren’t. You asked her to marty you, I sup-
pose, and she said ‘No.* Isn’t that it?”

] can’t tell you all about it, Mrs. Stratton,”’ answers
ed Ned, frankly. “That's bout it. But she did quite
right. She thought she shouldn’t, and when Nellie

thinks anything she tries to do it. . That's what should

be.?’

Mrs. Stratton stru >
comething,” she said, finally, getung up.
the time to show old curiosities.”

She left the room, returning in a few minutes with
a quaint box of dark wood, bound with chased iron
work and inlaid with some semi-transparent substance
in the pattern of a coat-of-arms. She t:)pened it with a
little key that hung on her watch chain. Inside were
a number of compartments, covered with little lids.
She lifted them all, together, exposing under the tray
a deeper recess. From this she took a miniature case.

“] ook at it!” she said, Sathing. . 1 ought to charge

you sixpence but I won't.”

mmed a few notes. «7’{] show you
“It passes
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“Geisner!” said Ned, clumsily, having nothing pat-
sicular to say. “Has he seen it?”
“Once or twice,” observed Connie. “It belongs to

him. He leaves it with. me.: That's how Harry has seen
so he takes

it and you. It’s the only thing he values,
care of it by never having it about him, you Lnow,” she

2dded, in the flippant way that hid her feelings.

«] suppose It io—that it s—it’s the girl he—— st
bled Ned, beginning t0 understand suddenly.

“That's her,” said Connie, strumming some louder
notes. “She died. They had been married a few days.
She was taken ill, very ill. He left her, when her life
was despaired of.  She would have him go, too- She
got better a little, but losing him killed her.”

Ned gazed at the portrai, speechless. What were
his troubles, his grief, his sorrows, beside those of the

loved and lost so! Nellie at least lived.
ad still the hope that in the years to come
he and she might mate togethert. His thoughts flew
back to Geisner’s talk on Love on the garden terrace, in
the bright afternoon cunshine. Truly Geisner’s ha
been the Love that clevated not the Lust that pulled
down. The example nerved him like fresh air. The
pain that had numbed his thoughts of Nellie passed

from him.
“Fe is a man!” cried Ned.
“That wasn't all,” went on Connie, taking the case
from his hands and officiously dusting it with her
handkerchief. «\§/hen she was pining for him, dying
of grief, because che had lost her strength in her
illness, they offered him his liberty if he would deny
the Cause, if he would recant, if he would say he had
been fooled and misled and desired to redeem his
position. They let him hear all about her and then
they tempted him. They wanted to disgust the people
But it wasn't right to do that. It

with their leaders. | . :
was shameful. It makes me wild to think of it yet.

The way it was danel To taptuze A WS 0 through his
fovel Oh,the wretches! The miserable dogs! Td i
Connie broke off suddenly to put the handkerchief to

man who ha
At least he h
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ssed through such suffering that he is branded with
But he has faced it and conquered
it and he understands that we all must face it and con-
before those who follow after us can be freed

from it. ‘We must first show that Socialism is possible’
And I think he hoped,

he said to me two years 350

Ned, that some day you would show it.”
«y ou talk like Geisner,” <aid Ned, watching her ani-

mated face. He had come to her for comfort and

upon his sad heart her words were like balm: After-

wards they Strc11gthened the life-purpose that came
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pa
it, body and soul.

quer it

te him.
«Of course. So do you when you thi
does everybody. His wonderful power all lies in his
impressing his ideas on everybody he meets. Strong is
2 baby beside him when you consider the difference in
their means.”
«] wish Strong was ©

nk of him. Ho

n our side, just the same.”

«\Why? The Strongs find the flint on which the Geis-
ners strike the steel. Do you think for a single
moment that the average rich man has courage enoug
or brains enough to drive the people to despair as this
Strong will do?” e

“Yes, monopely will either kill or cure.

It will cure. This Strong is annihilating the squat-
ters as fast as he’s trying to annihilate the untons.
hear them talking sometimes, ot tl"neir wive,s, wh‘ich is the
same thing. They fairly hate him. He’s doing more
than any man to Lill the old employer an-d to turn the
owners of capital inta mere idle butterflies, or '1f you
like it better, into cwine wallowing in luxury, living on
dividends. Not that they hate that,” went onl Connie,
contemptuously- «They're an idle, vi
all round, at ¢he best. But he’s running 2 iot-of the
old landocrats, and naturally they don’t hk'e it. Of
course, very rew of them like his style or his v\_nfe B b

«“Too quiet? Nellie was telling me comething of him

cious set, taken

S is his wife. He

They have their

once.” g
wyes. He's very quiet at home.
reads considerably. She is musical.
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than to have an easy time by opposing it. I'd sooner be

Geisner than Strong.

“What a comparison!” cried Ned.

“Of one thing I'm sure,” continued Connie, Sthat e
is noble to go to prison in resisting injustice, that suffer-
ing itself becomes a glory if one bears it bravely for
others. For I have heard Geisner say, often, that when
penalties caese to intimidate and when men generally
rise superior to unjust laws, those special injustices are
as good as overthrown. We must all do our best to
prevent anything being done which is unmanly in it-
self. If we try to do that, prison is no disgrace and
death itself isn’t very terrible.” ,

] know you mean this for me,” said Ned, smiling.
¢ didn’t mind much, you know, before. I was ready
for the medicine. But, somehow, since I've been here,
I've got to feel quite eager t© be locked up. I shall be
disappointed if it doesn’t come off.” He laughed cheer-
fully.

“\ell, you might as well take it that way,” laughed
Connie. “I can’t bear people who take everything seri-
ously.”

“There was one thing I wanted you to do,” said Ned,
after a while. “Nellie promised me years ago o tell
me if ever she was hard up. I've got a few pounds
ahead and what my horses are worth. If anything hap-
pens can I have it sent down to you so that you can
give it to her if she needs it?”

Connie thought for a moment. “You'd better not,”
«We'll see that Nellie’s all right. I

she answered. y
her than touch what you Il need

think she’d starve rat
»
afterwards. .
“Perhaps so,” said Ned.
e
that. I must go now, Eising ;
dinner?” asked Connie. “Harry

“Can’t you wait for :
will be here then and you'd have time to catch the

“You know best about

4 »”
train. :
«'ye a little business to do before,” said Ned. L |
promised one of our fellows to see his brother, who
lives near the station.”
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“Oh! You must have something to eat firse” in-
sisted Connie. “You’ll miss your dinner prol:)abl
That won'’t do.” So he waited. %

They had finished the hurriedly prepared meal
which she ate with him so that he mj
when Stratton came in.

“He’s always just in time,” explained Connie, when
the greetings were over. “He gives me the cold shivers
whenever we’re going to catch a train, Say ‘good-bye’
to Ned now and don’t delay him! I’ll tell you all he
said, all but the secrets. He's going to Queensland to-
night and hasn’t a minute to spare.”

“I'm sorry you can’t stay overnight,” said Harry,
Beartily. “I'd like to have a long talk, but T suppose
my fine society lady here hasn’t wasted time.”

“I've talked enough for two, you may depend upon
it,” announced Connie, as they went to the front door
together, chatting.

“Well, good-bye, if you must g0,” said Harry, hold-
ing Ned by both hands. “And remember, whatever
happens, you’ve got good friends here, not fair-weather
friends, either.”

e must go, Harry,” cried Connie. “I've kept him
just to see you. You’ll make him miss the next boat.
Come, Ned! Good-bye!”

Ned turned to her, holding out his hand.

“Bend down!” she said, suddenly, her lips smiling,
her eyes filling. “You're so ol

He bent to her mechanically, not understanding
She took his head between her hands and kissed him
on both cheeks,

“The republican kiss!” she cried, trying to laugh,
offering her own cheek to him as he stood flushed and
confused,

“Good-bye!” she exclaimed, grasping his hands. “Our
earts are with you all up there, but, oh, don’t let your
good heart destroy you for no use!”

,50 Ned ‘went, having grasped Harry’s hand again,
silently, a grear lump in his throat and a dimness in his
eyes, but, nevertheless, strangely comforted.
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CHAPTER IX,
NED GOES TO HIS FATE.

At the i
ol tostamon some of the Sydney unionists w
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Ned leaned over the door as the train drew away,
laughing genially at the cheering and waving his hand
to his friends. His eyes, meanwhile, eagerly searched the
platform for a tall, black-clad figure.

He saw her as he was about to abandon hope: she
was half concealed by a pillar, watching him intently.
As his eyes drank her in, with a last fond look that
absorbed every line of her face and figyre, every shade
of her, even to the flush that told she had heard the
cheer for “his red rose,” she waved her handkerchief
to him. With eager hands he tore the fastening of a
fantastically-shaped little nugget that hung on his
watch-chain and flung it towards her.  He saw het
stoop to pick it up. Then the train swept on past a
switch-house and he saw her no more, save in the pic-
ture gallery of his memory stored with priceless
paintings of the face he loved: and in the little photo
that he ccnned till his fellow-passengers nudged each

other.
* * i

'

At Newcastle he left the train to stretch himself and
get a cup of tea. As he stepped from the carriage a
man came along who peered inquisitively at the travel-
lers. He was a medium-sized man, with a trimmed
beard, wearing a peaked cap pulled over his forehead.
This inguisitive mat looked at Ned closely, then fol-
lowed him past the throng to the end of the platform.
There. finding the bushman alone, he stepped up and

clapping his hand on Ned’s shoulder, said quietly in

his ear:
,3’

“In the Queen’s name: ‘ iy
Ned swung round on his heel, his heart palpitating,

his nerves shaken, but his face as serene as ever. t ha

come, then. After all, what did it matter? He would
have preferred t© have reached his comrades, but at
least they would know he had tried. And no man
should have reason to say that he had not taken
whatever happened like a man. At the time he did not
think it strange that he was not allowed to reach the
Larder. © The squatiers could do what they liked, he
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ly. “It means they're after me and I'm to dodge them.

I suppose I can leave my portmanteau with you?”
«Pm here to help you,” answered the man.
wig/ell, I'll take my blankets and leave everything
else. I'm a Darling Downs boy and can easily get a
horse there. And when I'm across a horse in the bush
they’ll find it tough work to stop me going through.”
«you'd better take some money,” remarked the man,
“You

after Ned had handed out his portmanteau.
may have to buy horses.”

tNot when I'm once among the camps,” said Ned.
«] can get relays there every few miles. I've got plenty
b do me till then. How do you fellows here feel
about things?”

“Qur fellows are as sound as a bell. If everybody
does as much as the miners will you'll have plenty o
help. We don’t believe everything the papers say- You
seem a cool one, and if the others will only keep cool
you'll give the squatters a big wrestle yet.”

So they talked on ¢ill the train was about to start

again.

“Take my advice,” said the man, drawing back fur-
ther out of hearing and putting the portmanteatt down
E tweeh thein, —abd et s cipher for messages. We

had to arrange one with Sydney during the end of the

maritime strike and that’s what they’ve used to-night
to get the tip to you-

If it wasn’t for that the other side
would know what was said just as well as we do. Now,
good-bye! Take care of

yourself! And good luck

to you!” ; _
“Good-bye, and thanks!” said Ned, shaking hands as
“You've done us 2 good

he jumped into his carriage. ]
turn. We won't forget the South up in Queensland.

You didn’t tell me yout name,” he added, as the train

moved. g i
The man answered something that was lost in the

jarring. ed saw him wave his hand and walk away
with the portmanteatt: The train sped on, past sheds
and side-tracked carriages, past steaming engines an

switch-houses and great banked stacks of coal, out over
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aid and sympathy. The southern bushmen, threatened
themselves, were sending to Queensland, the hard cash
that turns doubtful battles. If Melbourne was cool
vet, it was only because she did not understand; she
would swing in before it was over, he knew it. The
consciousness of a continent throbbing in sympathy,
despite the frowns and lies and evil speakings of gov-
ernments and press and capitalistic organisations an

of those whom these influence, dawned upon him. All
the world over it was the same, two great ideas were
crystallising, two great parties were forming, the lists
being cleared by combats such as this for the ultimate
death-struggle between two great principles which could
not always exist side by side. The robbed were begin-
ning to understand the robbery; the workers were be-
ginning to turn upon the drones; the dominance of the
the mine-owner, the ship-owner, the land-
holder, was being challenged: this was
ly it was the beginning of the end.

“Curse them!” muttered Ned, grinding his teeth, as
he gazed out upon the moonlit country-side. “What's
the good of that?” he thought. “As Geisner says,
they don’t know any better. A man ought to pity them,
for they're no worse than the rest of us. They're no
better and no worse than we'd be in their places. They
can’t help it any more than we can.” .

A great love for all mankind stole over him, a yearn-
ing to be at fellowship with all. What fools men are
to waste Life in making each other misera.ble, he
thought! Why should not the republican kiss pass
from one to' another till loving kindness reigned all
the world round? Men were rough and hasty and rash
of tongue and apt to think ill too readily. But they
were g:)od at heart, the men he knew, ~nd surely the
men he did not know were the sam”. _Perhaps some
day—— He built divine castles in the air as he twisted
Nellie’'s rose between his fingers. Suddenly a great
wonder seized hir — he realised that he felt happy.

Happy! When he should be most miserable. Nellie

would not be his wife and his union was in danger and

squatter,
owner, the share
not the end, but sure
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Over the wide continent the moon shone, the ever-
cenewing moon that had seen Life dawn in the distant
Past and had seen Humanity falter up and had wit-
nessed strange things and would witness stranger. It
shone on towns restless in their slumbering; and on the
countryside that dreamed of what was in the womb
of Time; and on the gathering camps of the North; and

" on the Old Order bracing itself to stamp out the new

thoughts; and on the New Order uplifting men and
women to suffer and be strong. Did it jaugh to think
that in Australia men had forgotten how social injus-
tice breeds social wrongs and how social wrongs breed
social conflicts, here as in all other lands? Did it weep
to think that in Australia men are being crushed and
women made weary and little children born to sorrow
and shame because the lesson of the ages is not yet
learned, because Humanity has not yet suffered enough,
because we dare not yet to trust each other and be
free? Or did it joy to know that there is no peace
and no contentment so long as the fetters of tyranny
and injustice gall our limbs, that whether we will or
not the lash of ill-conditions drives us ever.to struggle
up to better things? Or did it simply not know and
not care, but moved ever to its unknown destiny as
All does, shedding its glorious light, attracting an
repelling, ceaselessly obeying the Law that needs no
policeman to maintain it?
The moon shone down,

moon sank down and the sun ro : .
But over him and over the world, in moonlight and in

darkness, and in sunlight, sleeping or waking, in town
and country, by land and sea, wherever men suffe‘r and
hope, wherever women weep, wherever little children
wonder in dumb anguish, a great Thought stretched its
sheltering folds, brooding godlike, pregnant, inspir-
ing, a Thought mightier than the Universe, a Thought
so sublime that we cam trust like children in the Pur-
e forces that give its birth.

Thought speaks and pleads,

weakening our will

knowing nothing, and the
se and still Ned slept.

pose of th
To you and to me this
wherever we are, whoever we are,
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when we do wrong, strengthening our weakness when we
would do right. And while we hear it and listen to it We
are indeed as gods are, knowing good from eyil,

It is ours, this Thought, because sinful men as we all
are have shed their blood for it in their sinfulness,
have lived for it in their earnest weakness, have felt their
hearts grow tender despite themselves, and have done
unwittingly deeds that have met them in the path, deeds
that shine as brightly to our mental eyes as do the

seen and unseen stars that strew the firmament of
heaven.

The brute-mother who would not be comforted be.
cause her young was taken gave birth in the end to
the Christs who have surrendered all because the
world sorrows. And WE, in our yearnings and our
aspirations, in our longings and our strugglings and
our miseries, may engender even in these later days
a Christ whom the world will not crucify, a Hero Leader
whose genius will humanjse the grown strength of this
supreme and sublime Thought.

et us not be deceived! It is in oursleves that the
seakness is. Tt is in ourselves that the real fight must

of this weary world a Paradise indeed.

Neither ballots nor bullets will avail us unless we
.~ strive of ourselves to be men, to be worthier to be the
dwelling houses of thic Thought of which even the

dream js filling the world with madness divine. To
curb our own tongues, to soften our own hearts, to be
sober ourselves, to be Virtuous ourselves, to trust each
other—at least to Beysethif we mirst do hefore we can
justly expect of others that they should do it. Without

fypocrisy, knowing how Sl Fall far short of the
eal, we must ourselves f;

of our own weaknesses.
Soete iy,
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