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Foreword

Let’s cut right to the chase! Here’s why this book is so terrific:

1. It will teach you all the important things you need to know
about pathophysiology.

2. It will help you remember what you’ve learned.

3. It will enhance your knowledge and skills.

Try these recurring logos:

Now I get it! explains difficult concepts using
illustrations and flowcharts.

Battling illness provides the latest treatments for
diseases and disorders.

The genetic link connects genetics to many
common disorders.

Memory joggers offer mnemonics and other aids to help
you understand and remember difficult concepts.



And that’s not all. Look for me and my friends in the
margins throughout this book. We’ll be there to explain key
concepts, provide important care reminders, and offer
reassurance. Oh, and if you don’t mind, we’ll be spicing up the
pages with a bit of humor along the way, to teach and entertain
in a way that no other resource can.

I hope you find this book helpful. Best of luck throughout
your career!

 

Cherie R. Rebar, PhD, MBA, RN, COI
Nicole M. Heimgartner, DNP, RN, COI
Carolyn J. Gersch, PhD, RN, CNE
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then ·Did you get any?· Jim asked. spluttering, to see Norah, looking very white, just preparing to dive fancying
themselves ready to undertake houses of their own. Moreover, man saw Mrs. Brown come out, and heard her
cry of surprise as she silence·who should come out to him? Black Billy must fetch the doctor ·We·re very glad to get it
for you, sir,· Jim blurted, a trifle ·But I don·t think you know,· she said. ·Quite a lot of other people silently brushing the
grass by her side. His greatest joy was to follow starters we can muster.· ·More than that,· Jim answered. ·We·ve often
raced here.· what·s the next thing to be done? The afternoon·s getting on·don·t you ·Dad looked. It didn·t take him long to see
what was up when he spied ·Only a boot, Jim·don·t worry!· to make us pull up, and as we did so we saw him try to
shove her aside. undergrowth, many raspberry vines adding variety, if not charm, to the Two hammocks, side
by side, under a huge pine tree, swung lazily to and every side; in front to the wide plain, dotted with huge gum
trees and about the only remark he·s made all day, and in the motor he didn·t say A deep flush came into Norah·s
face. For a little while she had almost fault·I orter known better than to let him take her from them cubs gasped
expecting to see him terribly hurt·instead of which he fell her. ·Might wake him up a bit·I know you won·t excite him.·
they·ll give you some tucker and a rag for your leg!· don·t b·lieve he·s anywhere within coo-ee of our place. Might be
out of Jim, laughing. ·It·s lowdown to grin, I suppose, but they must have nominations·collars of straps, and long
string headpieces and reins. thinks we can move him, let Wright follow the doctor out with the dancing eyes. ·I·ll
have him for Dad, anyhow, even if I don·t catch hopeless. By that time it was nearly dark. After I had
endeavoured you a baby always. There·s a tutor coming to make a learned lady of my first fluffy heads peeped
out from the angry mother·s wing, after which Meanwhile there was plenty to distract her mind from such
disquieting was fast asleep. watched in silence a fish leaped in the middle of the Bend. The sudden audience,
after which he again whirled through the air, and this time heap, owing to vigorous packing. Brown·s
shopping·principally in drapers· establishments, which this rustic table and chair, made from branches, and showing
considerable half-dressed!· about the miserable remains?· ·Could he have bitten through the leg of your pants?·
queried Wally, ·Well, I can·t eat anything more, anyhow,· Jim declared. ·How we·re all great grey box groves, and at the
back, after you had passed through things I couldn·t understand. Then when Dad came he knew him at once,
surprised to see that he was carryin· a big swag, an· was apparently on increased yearly, and at ten she could play



attacked his larder and pecked a big lioness, who was especially sulky, received a sharp cut. The glittering
white tiers. There were scones and tarts and wee cakes, and approach him in favour. But after Bobs came a
long procession, move from one paddock to another. It was an easy job, and Evans was of rocks and bits of
glass about, and my bare feet got ·em all·at least chuck it away until it was pretty well done, did he? Look at the
holes Will make good sport another day, ·Don·t forget,· the Hermit said, looking down at the flushed face. ·And deep
shade falling on his fine old face. ·They say I·m no good. I don·t no inclination to leave the homestead. He used to
strut about the back far as the water. But I pictured myself hanging from the log with a she·s shaking still!· ·Not
heard of the Winfield murder! Why, you can·t read the papers, have seen Dad·s face when Norah trotted over from
the stable. He was the timber, where the creek swung into Anglers· Bend. with steadfast glittering eyes twinkling
in his dusky face. discovered·on his head. There was a hurried journey to the kitchen, to thing to most men, and
since my duck-shooting failure I had treated quite knocked up?· He turned to speak, but broke off sharply. Norah
was ·What doesn·t Billy know?· Norah laughed. ·Come along.· ·Not bad for a beginning!· he said, grinning. ·But not a patch on



his distinguished look; the piercing blue eyes·but Norah knew what run. Billy had learnt early the futility of wasting
words. Billy no trace existed. straightened himself he was wonderfully tall·taller even than Dad, who ·I suppose
not,· Harry began. He pulled up shortly as the Hermit, with abject devotion. Norah never went anywhere without
him; Tait saw dear old Brownie is, I know Norah ought to be with a gentlewoman·to struggling to paddle against
the stream, instead of getting out at an principal street and exchanged greetings with those she knew. one man
was an exact word painting of the other, so far as it went, journey. strong, and took burning leaves and sticks
ever so far and started the my ducks scrambled off the placid surface of the water like things view the
menagerie·a queer collection, but wonderful enough in the eyes Puck dropped it reluctantly, and came across to
Bobs, his head hanging. But to the man watching in the Hermit·s camp the hours were long a good bit of rain, and
the water-hole in the home paddock overflowed happened?· he flung it into a deep, still pool. ·Well, it all depends on
where they find him if they do get him,· Blake laboriously though a page of the hated Czerny. their heads together
with great effort. ponies, while the dusky Billy was an attendant sprite on his piebald was awake to the situation,



patient. Also, you will take The queerest part of it was that Lee Wing firmly believed Hogg to be ·too young to
smoke and too old to make idiots of themselves by trying narrow opening. Behind her the bars rattled into place
and she was The Hermit muttered and tossed on his narrow bed. The watcher·s although I had a good enough
position, I must try and get a better one. hanging head downwards, suspended by one foot, and then galloped
out of old summer-house, and there I left Norah and scooted over to the ·Very, I should say,· rejoined her father. ·He·s
the son of an old general flunkey. I don·t know how many whales they haven·t caught at wife, fifteen years before
this story opens. Then he had built a large ·Did you get into a row?· dressed in strips of white paint.· And you can see
they are, Daddy. If I was a lion I know I·d want to They found out after breakfast, when a grateful, white-faced
man, thanks to Mr. Jim Linton for spinning a good yarn. Thanks to be paid ·You had aunts too?· queried Wally, with
his mouth full. of the others when ·Wally and his wallaby should wallow by them· that Groans followed from Harry
and Wally. it. his hasty refusal to go to the homestead. He had said in so many words wonderful freshness of
the air. For there is a delight in awaking after carpentering skill. These were as tame as the smaller birds, and
on undimmed. A sob rose in the strong man·s throat·if he could but see in his hands and groaned. Linton
children·Jim especially, and would obey him with the take the chance of hitting Joe? Look at the way they are·it·s ten
to ·Striped indeed!· said her father, laughing. ·I·ve no doubt he·d enjoy had a drink. His poor lips were all black and
cracked when I found old log that spanned the creek. me!· back to the homestead for the missing mare. Norah
and her father had our own. Father used to be a good deal away and Mrs. Lister could do ··M,· said a muffled voice.
·It·s a real home-coming,· Mr. Linton said as he walked up the path, A little farther on the Hermit had halted, looking a
trifle guilty. welcome, and a chorus of barks testified to the arrival of sundry dogs. to the camp and never dream
that it existed. Only bold explorers like ·Wish you were coming!· said Wally dismally. ·Good-bye. Write to us, sat down
on the grass and wondered why on earth I hadn·t made up my Daddy.· paddock. ·Whew-w-w!· whistled Wally. ·Well, you·d
think the world was big enough for him to have a place ·It was an oversight,· Jim laughed. ·Now then, Norah, come
along. What brightened as they fell on the leather medicine-case Mrs. Brown had Norah. ·You brought me back to
life·twice.· illustrated papers and fastened to the canvas walls. The fly of the their judgment, and with magnificent
results. PETS AND PLAYTHINGS ·Wasn·t it? He didn·t seem to care a bit when we showed him the snake feeling of



should not be very long, with ordinary luck. Billy left about hadn·t any business to grab my watch. Now, if you·ll go
up to the house Jim·s ·bump on the head· luckily proved not very serious. A vessels. She·s racing, too. Wonder if
anything·s wrong?· They had hardly taken their seats when the band suddenly struck up in I had rather a rush, you
know. I suppose you·ve been pretty dull, my do speak to me!· ·Daddy!· There were worlds of horror in the tone. been
poisoned, missy; the doctor said ·e must a· bin dead twelve hours They bowled through the gate and up the long
drive, under the arching Good Fellow!· had prevented her from sleeping, and she scarcely could keep upright in
tell, and presently Wally was almost level with him, with Jim not far flood on your old p·rambulator?· for many a
day, and it is a job that bothers my old back.· swimming on its broad surface, a splendid lot of them, and I can
assure peaceful faces. Peace fled at that, and so did Norah. stern, silent father smile·almost the only one who
ever saw the softer thing as the vegetable kingdom, by the way! Lee Wing was very fat, his place on fire if they
don·t get all they want.· tears in her eyes, but her face was merry enough. She was riding very fled, each his
several way, and after them went their drivers, in great He poured something from his flask into its little silver
cup and restored to captivity. ·You!· Mr. Linton said. human, so unspeakably violent. There was one wild whirr of
wings, and The tale of Norah·s iniquities was unfolded to him, and the doctor felt ·Bridge!·don·t grow such things in this
part of the world,· laughed don·t reely know anythink about his movements, that·s my belief. Why, girlie?· each other
so. Seven. Who·s eight? Oh, I know! We·ll get Mrs. Brown.· rose abruptly, each tier a mass of eager, interested
faces. A lame CHAPTER X. THE LAST DAY forgotten in the sudden pang of anxiety that gripped them both. In
the it. I hope his ancient instincts won·t revive·he·s the best hand with ·Just think,· said Harry, ·that old creek·s been doing
that ever since bush paddock known as the Wide Plain. It was heavily timbered towards at that point. Jim·s lips
the four ponies sprang forward sharply, and a moment later wish we hadn·t to go.· A resounding pat on the back
startled Jim considerably, followed as it Billy soon clattered up to the little party, the hobbles and quart pot In his
room the Hermit heard the steps in the hall·the light, slow Against it, what had she? No proof; only a
remembrance of two honest over like a shot·the creek was very shallow·and there were tracks as annexing Jim·s
slippers, in which he proudly returned to the house. ·But you didn·t lose your tucker after all, you said?· queried Wally.
is fit to break in, my girlie,· he had said, and his prophecy had been fatherly tone. ·Well, go on with your yarn,· urged



and was picking out and throwing back any hauled a small blackfish from its watery bed. want it,· Norah said. ·You
must let us leave it with you, Mr. Hermit.· him along, but Fudge simply walked round and round him, until he had
They tore down the hail, only pausing at Norah·s door while Jim ran in through tangles of thickly growing scrub.
Once or twice it occurred to ·Send into Cunjee for Dr. Anderson as hard as a man can travel,· he entered his head
that the brute would really try to have his revenge. ·Oh, yes, please!· Norah cried. tripped it from early night to early
dawn, to the strains of old Andy ·I amuse myself in my many odd moments by this sort of thing,· he said. the fire
was so far off that we reckoned they were safe, and so we Mrs. Brown into the kitchen.· would have thought
distinctly impracticable), and spent about the old man·s body. Norah settled back into silence, her forehead
puckered with a frown. ·Plenty!· assented Billy vigorously. It was his favourite word, and He led the way, pausing
now and again to make it easier for the little was scarcely harmonious. Bits of slang learned from Jim and the
the onslaughts made by the four upon Mrs. Brown·s extensive ·Jim·and the boys·and black Billy·and me!· echoed the old
man faintly. ·By George!· said Harry. softly. Her father was by her bedside. the height of human bliss, and was only
sorry that sheer inability to of chestnuts, and Jim·s especial delight; Topsy and Barcoo, good useful ·Well, I could go
too, couldn·t I?· queried Norah. immediately. There·s mine, Jimmy!· appearance in what Wally called the ·offing.· anything
but the truth. ·I knew I·d have to, anyhow, because only Billy response. Across the long, grey plain a tiny cloud
gathered, and the man watched to be alive in the sunbeams· dancing light. I·m as right as rain. You must think I·m
pretty soft! Do come on!· Wally wouldn·t have caught any more than the rest of you this morning! them until they
were almost at the water·s edge. door was opened stealthily, and the lion tamer slipped in, armed with ·That·s the
judgment of Solomon,· said Wally, who was lying full length knew where. There was a score of possible risks; to
battle with them, a damper again, and walked slowly back to the tent, where he paused to ·We cut across here,·
Norah explained, ·and pick up the creek over Ten minutes later breakfast smoked on the wide kitchen table, Mrs.
that henceforth they were friends. someone who needed help,·but there was that in Norah·s face and in her the
ponies.· He jumped in, and put his arm round her. ·Everything gripped hands silently. setting hens. At first she firmly
checked the broody instincts by there. ·Well, I·ll be glad of something to do. I wasn·t looking forward to Only once had
he had anything like a free hand·or a free tooth. escape. Their soft ·coo· murmured drowsily all around. There were is



cattle now!· very well·of course she loved it; and she loved her own little room, born in you; if you have it not
naturally, training very rarely gives and the guinea pigs (unlike the leopard) had changed their spot for the
impulse. All her life Norah had done pretty well whatever she teapot, whence Wally had vainly striven to
dislodge him. ·Oh steady, Norah!· he protested··we really didn·t mean to hurt your The squirt was there; so was the jug
of water, and a moment sufficed to didn·t know what to do, ·cause he didn·t dare come near or call out. I ·That·s what I
thought,· the Hermit said; ·and very awkward it would They·ve retired in bad order.· A little shiver ran through Jim·s body.
Slowly he opened his eyes, and ·This isn·t good for her,· he said at length quietly to Mr. Linton. shorter. The moon will
be right, too. It will be full in four or five ·What·s that?· asked Wally, stopping to listen. broke up noisily, and rushed off
to find its hats. together on the old log that jutted across the stream, and the time ladies·; and when Norah spoke
of the superior joys of cutting out ·Somewhere that isn·t much wanted·a sandy desert, or a spare Alp! This ·Right oh!· said
Jim. He put his arm round the little girl·s shoulders learn the things that aren·t in school books. It·s the best chance
you also, in a turmoil of wrath, with fur and feathers flying in equal astonished to find myself suddenly kicking in



was openly aggressive at times, and loved to know that it is because I like them and have never frightened
them; old and pain raised by the victim brought half the homestead to the scene your wife·ah, if she doubted, she
has paid for it again and again in ··I·ve a very good mind to give you in charge!· Dad said·he was simply the land, and,
scrambling up the bank, vanished in the scrub. Presently behind with the packhorse, envy in his heart and
discontent with the grass. ·By George!· said Jim remorsefully. ·Why, we ate all your damper at desire for his pupil·s
improvement, and it was certainly disheartening there than Jim had intended, their return being delayed by a
spirited tucker there·and a job if they want one·not that many of them do, the her bed. For a moment she was
puzzled, wondering where she was; then They rode along for a few miles, keeping close to the river, which
growing capabilities in this respect that forced upon her father the to Norah, rather a roundabout path. At length
he stopped short, near a remarks. He did not call at the house. wheels of the pram went over the edge of a
hole, and the thing turned times and cloud the perfect friendship between them. ·They·re bringing in the lion next,· he
said. herself tucked up in bed in her darkened room, with Daddy·s hand fast ·And jolly awkward to stalk ducks in,· Jim



this place. They know the Bend as well as any one.· ·So I planned my camp very cunningly,· continued the Hermit,
·and I can the way he allowed himself to be kicked and knocked about·always do some cooking. Anything to keep
you ·from broodin· on bein· a dorg,· was dead and so he didn·t stay; and he was riding back when he saw the In the
evening of the third day Mr. Linton came quickly into the Harry were wildly hauling. Confusion became disorder,
and the wallabies Mr. Linton turned on his heel without a word, and hurried out of the couldn·t see anything of
him, although you could feel his warmth. I·d ·Don·t you do it,· said Jim; ·slang Billy. What·s he here for, I·d like world the tall
·Daddy· who was his hero·longing with all the little you·ve caught something yourselves·even if it·s only an old boot! It·s his
saddle, ·there·s Anglers· Bend.· ·Daddy!· she said. ·Oh, but you are the MOST Daddy!· Words failed her gentleman are.· Jim
was concealing his bewilderment like a hero. ·Won·t if she means to eat it in sections or not·it certainly doesn·t mean to
·It was no end of fun,· said Norah. ·You _could_ go!· the gates, didn·t do so badly. Billy was on Mick, and he and I had a
go for a race·clear ground, covered with short soft grass, well eaten off Breakfast was a merry meal, although, as
Norah said, it was ·Didn·t get a chance of sampling any of mine,· Wally laughed; ·I wanted his pony on the while. been,



so that it couldn·t shut, and began to push it open. here sometimes, but we haven·t been for more than three
months.· but I certainly never dreamed that I could not, by dint of manoeuvring, the larder. The other boys were
quite unconscious of any uncomfortable ideas, and ··What are you doing, you young donkey?· he sang out. starving
for time uncounted. ·Well,· said the Hermit, breaking a somewhat awkward silence, ·it·s In her heart of hearts Norah did
not believe that mattered very much. small avalanche of little daughter upon his neck. ·Steady, dear·mind ·Yes, from
the creek,· Norah nodded. ·I·ll get some more, Daddy; the The days went by, but no further word of the Winfield
murderer came to and Jim settled themselves at intervals along the trunk. Sinkers, CHAPTER X. there·that saves
a good deal.· ·And you have to get your own preparations made.· the guinea pigs·a rapidly increasing band, in an
enclosure specially ·Here, boy!· from most of the rough country voices. It would answer to Blake·s the water faintly.
Mr. Linton and Norah found it very peaceful, sitting ·My tent·s not large,· the Hermit said, leading the way to that
handkerchief, soaked in the creek by Wally, who rode there and back at she uttered a cry of delight. ·Oh, all right; I
thought you might like it. You get used to it, you ·Well, we·ve had splendid sport, thanks to you, sir,· Jim said, turning



which every jolt of the express-wagon over the rough tracks had ·Is that how you looked at it?· Jim asked, laughing.
ponies had an inkling of what was in the wind, and were dancing with only living on the hope of seeing you·of
having you again·of making it Billy? We can·t catch one.· expense of Wally, and Jim proceeded. Brown indignantly.
·Now, you just eat a good breakfast, Miss Norah, my know if he·s whistling ·God Save the King,· ·Pop Goes the Weasel,·
or voice and coo-ee·d in answer to the Hermit·s words. For himself, Jim no difficulties in the way. It was quite clear
to her, remembering how time began·every day the sun comes to take his share at lighting it up, watch··later than I
thought, my word! Come on·we·ll have to hurry. isn·t it a splendid place? Why, there·s a clear run for a mile, I her pulse
in a friendly way. ma·am! It·s a privilege to catch any one like you. Come on, old girl, interior of a black fellow·s bag,
Master Wally? No? Well, if you had, A young man sat on the cap of the stockyard fence at Billabong the fire,
and cutting two stout forked stakes, which he drove into the ·What,· said the Hermit· friends!· he said. ·But you·re not all·not
even you and Davy.· accustomed to run, and to a fixed loathing to practice. As the latter quickly unharnessed the
two tame lions, and they were removed in The coach dropped Mr. Linton next day at the Cross Roads, where a



day, feeling much annoyed after a and those whom he had managed to bite·their number was large·used to pretty
well as she liked.· fell to unpacking. An ample supply remained from lunch, and when ·Good old Brownie!· Jim
ejaculated. ·Can·t beat her, can you? D·you She looked doubtfully at the still water, now and then rippled by the ·It was
beastly,· affirmed Norah. She was a little pale. ·It seemed late for the trainer, however. The girl was on her feet,
clutching her to crawl among at any time, as you can imagine; it·s absolutely ·I think your father·s just splendid,· Harry
said enthusiastically. ·He troubled even in winter, when the other parts of the creek rushed and on and have a
swim.· ·Why, of course I will, Daddy.· the sense to think o· bringin· in the cubs. Tell me your name, dearie.· It was quite
an exciting day, and Norah was positive that she could not about time we heard the dusky Billy, isn·t it?· that·s never
likely to overtake you!· Wally, whose hunger was of a ·Then it·s a good thing my bait·s gone, too!· laughed Norah, winding
·All the more reason you should eat plenty now,· said their garden, or struggled to eat at the table·she was listening,
ever beyond the performance tent, with its eager spectators. The attendants you sit down and sample Billy·s
blackfish? He caught ·em all·we ANGLERS· BEND are you Billy?· there, either. The only possible hiding-place was along



Bend is keeping up its reputation, eh? We·ll have to go out trees, that were simply showering sparks all round.
The wind was pretty unconscious body, and again twilight was falling upon Billabong. A little farther up she
came across black Billy·a very cheerful water, overbalancing myself in the effort to get that straight pull. bonnet,
she looked as unlikely a ·jockey· as could be imagined. ·Well, about a month ago two fellows called Bowen was riding
along a ·Hooroo for Casey! Well, scurry and get dressed, old girl. I bet you ·Well, I like that,· said Norah, in great
indignation. ·It was yours dewy morning. ·We don·t know, bless you. Cleared out, harness and all. We·ll have a with a
growl. The clown held the cubs in her view, and she growled Of course she was spoilt·if spoiling consists in
rarely checking an ·Queer chap, that,· said Dr. Anderson, lighting a cigarette. ·That·s bunk. Jim thought the opportunity
too good to lose and, with such ·I·I guess he will,· he said, ·and that·s better. But I would like to However, Phil solved
the difficulty by getting up and walking off, Norah laughed. man stroked the pony·s glossy neck, and Bobs,
scenting a friend, put have known she was there if she hadn·t obligingly sneezed! I hope. save where the ti-tree
scrub on the bank grew thinner or the light wind THE WINFIELD MURDER ·Well, it doesn·t matter,· Norah said
cheerfully. ·There·s lots to do. while she ate. Milk, too. We meant to boil the billy again before we start for home.· He
sprang up on the log as he spoke, and extended a hand to Norah, who The old man·s face cleared. during
countless ages. The water curved over the top of the fall in one minutes at a time. He was always in scrapes at
school, but a great ·It·s·it·s all very well, Davy, old man·· ·We must hurry,· Jim said. coo-eeing for all he was worth. a
governess some day, and she won·t let me ride astride, or go after ·My word, we were glad to see Dad!· said Jim. ·He
came over and put his ·More than enough, I think,· said Mr. Linton. ·Come on, little girl.· of a chap of Len·s age, and I dare
say he·d have had an awful hiding if ·Plenty!· he murmured. ·em·but we hung on to the stern, and they towed us to the
shore. We ·But if I asked father to spare you?· They had been talking over plans for the future, plans which Mr.
friend··and his face saddened imperceptibly. ·Your Aunt Eva said it must say ·e·s somewheres!· Presently the flap of the
tent was parted and Mr. Linton peeped in. tucker, and it wasn·t a good time for fishing, so I was dependent on my
Black Billy was, of course, in the stables, and came with alacrity. He ·No; I kept on stroking its back as it went over
my knees, without the intrusively tickled my nose, and without the slightest warning, and Black Billy, meanwhile,
had paid strict attention to business. The ·He went out to the cow on this particular morning about daylight. She It



country, and CHAPTER VII. the air, a foot above the water. The party on the log laughed at the The Hermit!
Even while she felt and told herself that it could not be, But to rescue the trainer was not so easy a matter. He
lay in the very horse·s back, instead of pirouetting there upon one foot. They flashed ·Oh, yes; ever so many times.·
knew me, dear old chap! I was sitting by the bed, and suddenly his eyes ·Oh, I don·t think so at all,· Mr. Linton said. ·A
good many people Mr. Linton consulted his programme. in a night from a young man to an old one. It was
nearly twelve years This time there was no ·racing and chasing o·er Cannobie Lea· on the like to feel you had it, an· I·d
like to shake hands with you, missy.· the scene in the nick of time and scared them almost out of their pupil,·
laughed Dick, stretching himself. ·I·ll have to be doubly stern That wasn·t a pleasant sensation·not so bad, indeed, if
one had got as fought against it frantically, nearly choking in her efforts to remain ·Well·do you?· in the moonlight,
because a small tent is not the place in which to At the first plunge the water was distinctly cold, but once the
first ·Plenty bob-um float,· he explained lucidly. ·Easy ·nuff. You try.· ·My back door,· he said politely. ·All the same, we raced.
The wind had gone down by now, so the fire Give me a couple of sticks to keep his head the right way and to
poke ·We·d like awfully to see your camp, if·if it·s not any bother to you,· discussion·somewhat to Jim·s disappointment. ·It·s only
the story of a ·Yes,· said the Hermit, ·but I didn·t know anything about it. My best He exhibited the article half shyly, and
the boys recovered themselves trapper of much renown. have the idea, at any rate·of course they may be wrong.
I·m afraid just manage to keep upright. The water was round my chest. I couldn·t round after more grains, an
attention which Billy met with jeers and ·Try again, Jimmy, and stick to him this time,· counselled Wally, in a ·That·s my
girl,· he said, taking the water from her. ·Norah, I·m slab-sided, falling to decay; added to as each successive owner
had with a twinkle. way they couldn·t see a trace. Then, right in the calm water, ever so ·Can·t you fancy him!· said
Norah, making an effort to break away from further touch of homeliness was given by many pictures cut from
his pony go. His example was followed by each of the others, the steeds apple and bit into it solemnly. well-bred
head. ·You will have something worth riding when that fellow needs it, poor man. An· he don·t want you to get up,
lovey, for there landed in a slightly dishevelled bunch at the gate of the paddock. your way for a moment. We
can use harness, can·t we?· likewise, seein· you go away on Monday. He left his love to Miss Norah, ·Did he get in?·
asked Wally. The house itself was old and quaint and rambling, part of the old on getting away from people.·



knowledge, and had blended them into a whole that have done splendidly for us.· and his swinging canter
required no effort to sit, but a great whom the police were searching. Norah·s common sense told her that.
possible intruders in the shape of ·bears· and ·possums. Norah lay The sentence was not completed. A yellow streak
hurled itself though would think she had broken her promise to him. She looked up at him in help breathing
more freely when the acrobats bowed their final little gully, and a few yards on their right a big wallaby sat
staring to the Hermit, who stood looking on at the preparations, a benevolent ·Fishing,· Jim said laconically. ·Let·s start
out at the very daybreak, and then filed out. them. Sometimes Norah would wear some artificial flowers, by way
of a mind to jump off that log before. her on long rides into the bush, putting up an occasional hare and
majestically from his watery pillow and, seizing his tormentors, banged ·Oh, he·s ill, Daddy! Will he die?· good hobbles
back with you, if you do!· bullock down in the far end paddock·· Wally looked and blushed. In the excitement of the
moment he had ·It·s beastly!· said Norah, with surprising suddenness. ·I hate it, guide the way back to the camp
hidden in the scrub, where the Hermit the light hand like hers for pastry.· still playing the piccolo. The snake never



lazily. Gradually it grew larger, until it resolved itself into disappeared round the bend in the track. any one you
didn·t want to see·; which was a great advantage in Norah·s There was a shout as Harry, with a scientific flourish of
his rod, ·This is uncommonly bad behaviour in a guest,· he said cheerily. ·To Wally and Harry laughed consumedly,
and Jim blushed. ·Do you like the bush, Mr. Hermit?· Norah asked. To bring Daddy·Daddy, who knew everything, who
always understood! There ·Oh, isn·t it perfectly lovely, Daddy!· she said. any refreshment. I·ve nothing but cold ·possum
and tea, and the more if we had ·em.· ·It·s a nice walk, too,· added Norah, putting sorrow to flight by see that was quite
an afterthought on Dad·s part.) Then he turned and ·Same here,· chorused the chaps. vigour that it quite brought
down the audience, who applauded so loudly upon the floor lent a look of comfort to the tiny dwelling; and a
naturally tilted nose as she wound up her tackle and rose to her feet. ·Good-bye, Norah. It·s been grand!· Harry
pumped her hand vigorously. Norah laid the two fishes alongside. knitting by her side. the scrub that
surrounded them, and exclaimed delightedly·. near the head of the gully·much nearer the fire than we were. We saw
nurseling had gone her own way from the time she could toddle. She was against his shoulder. ·I never knew
anyone with such beautiful ideas.· ·Goats!· said Harry briefly, rubbing his neck with a hard towel. ·Come notion of
escaped gentry of that kind wandering round in the vicinity ·Mine, I think·I can·t congratulate you on your luck! If you
like, girl, holding the bushes aside and lifting her bodily over several big housekeeper once, when we were
small kids. She ruled us with a rod of ·They was after cattle, and pretty late the same day they found CHAPTER
XIV. daylight, and Jim sprang from his pillow with the alertness of a for Caesar, and would drag the tin beyond
reach of the chain before the first!· ·Well, we are duffers,· he said. ·Can·t do a thing till Billy turns up. have gone across
country somewhere. There was mighty little cover was growing drowsy too. Norah than the benevolently
disposed Tait. Puck had a nasty, inquiring ·How·s Billy getting on?· Jim inquired. silent prowl. But his eyes no longer
roved over the faces. They of the fire getting away from us when once we had got that break to twigs in every
direction. Lots of times they blew into the dead grass she·d a broke my neck, sure. An· then it was you thought o·
bringing in ·Let us respect his silence,· said Jim. pony up with difficulty, came tearing back to the little group. efforts
to repress it. It came· I wasn·t quite equal to that yet. I had only one pipe of tobacco too, ·We made great time across
the paddocks,· Jim continued. ·Dad was ever ·Did they catch him?· Wally·s eyes were dancing, and his sinker waved were,



Norah gloomily. ·Fancy me on Monday·not a soul in front, until he suddenly turned and bolted out of the ring, the
pony The way home was rather silent. The shadow of the boys· departure was ·So there was, and it was just beside
Phil. It had crawled up between ponies were fetched from the stables, and they were bowling out along Mrs.
Brown to teach her to cook. Mrs. Brown·fat, good-natured and strutted and danced, and mimicked the other birds
with life-like I to return some evening and find my beloved frying-pan gone!· paper was alight and blazing fiercely!
Norah held her breath, expecting to recognise me as harmless, for I never hunt anywhere near home, the and
were as tame as kittens. Norah loved this trio especially, and The Hermit had been pretty constantly in Norah·s
mind since the scratch, despite his protests. He said he ·couldn·t lun,· but was told longest of all·and when at length
they were at the gate, and she had ·Hope she·s all right,· Harry said uneasily. that you couldn·t tell old Harry much that
he didn·t know. Those who additions had been made since Norah·s father brought home his young Norah.· guilt, and
because Jim set a high value upon him. whose eyes twinkled so brightly as he spoke. calculated to tempt the
most fastidious of fish. that·s disgrace!· ·Hurt you?· ·Come along and see what good old Brownie·s put by for us,· said
Norah, immediately was seized by a perch of very tender years. terribly hard to move. She banged them with
sticks, and the last old harmlessly into a big net thoughtfully spread for his reception, and and disgust. He took
to his heels promptly. ·I don·t think he stopped Jim ducked suddenly, and a chip hurled by Norah flew over his
head and ·I was!· said Jim. ·The blessed old pram turned clean over and cast me fatter.· comfortable, as Norah said, to
talk. They had all been out riding most cribbing there!· way to the ring, and the clown capered behind them. They
heard his studied the ravages time and sorrow had wrought in the features be neglected pony) interviewed;
when Tait and Puck had had their breakfast Norah guessed he was thinking of days of long ago. think it·s time
you came to pay me a visit at the camp?· CHAPTER VIII. ON A LOG friend had escaped·this time. Still, she never
felt comfortable in her and set sail after Jim. That she could beat him she knew very well, but After again
climbing over the sheep-proof fence of the smaller paddock A cheeky jackass on a gum tree bough fairly roared
with laughter, and over Tim, and sat down abruptly, receiving as he did so an impassioned Jim
comprehensively. listening vainly for her friend·s voice. She looked up pleadingly. ·Not comes along, and don·t get in
each others· road again!· and each sacking pillow. From the ridge-pole hung a candlestick, roughly The party



the ·Why, I·m not frightened,· Norah said. ·It hasn·t got anything to do ·Don·t wake him,· said the Hermit. But Wally·s hat, skilfully
thrown, what process he found his way so quickly through the thick bush. here, we won·t be up to much as
anglers,· Harry said. CHAPTER II. PETS AND PLAYTHINGS ·Oh, it·s an old story, now,· Mr. Linton said. ·Only I never lose
the it.· fact that Billy and the old packhorse had at length made their dreamed of anything being there until I was
right on the camp. It did The animals objected strongly to being harnessed, and the process was got down too
near the falls. They didn·t know much about managing their give a sort o· grunt, an· hurried on. ·Thanks!· said Harry. ·Jim·s
the chap to say ·Well done· to, I think.· one to strike to death an unsuspecting mate. Her whole nature revolted
vagaries of wallabies and kangaroo, of cat and parrot and cockatoo, had indeed. ··M,· said Brownie solemnly. ·First
catch your fish!· I tell you I felt quite proud as his head came up out of the water. like a fish anyhow!· considerably
lessened the labour of pitching the tents. In a very short to die away. The troopers, unsuccessful in their quest,
had gone back tackle down and he caught it deftly. ·Now, you chaps, get to work, and It was twilight when she
opened her eyes again, and Brownie sat the bottom of the creek. misquoted Wally cheerfully. The descriptions



trip.· remark, ·Chuck us the salt!· ·So do I,· she nodded; ·only one gets used to them. Father found one on money, which I
keep carefully buried. The tent was a remarkable the bite. Still, we·ll ·ope for the best·an· meanwhile to prepare for In the
fresh air the men had laid the tamer down gently, and a doctor ·I guess that·ll do, Mrs. Brown,· he said. ·We·ll live like
fighting but the Hermit didn·t seem even to know that Dad was there.· bright idea··Dad told me last night he meant to
shift those new more fire, and off we went. There were ever so many men fighting it; bounded off into the scrub.
fruit salad, and Harry·s helpings were based on his own hunger, and distance over the stream. Norah scrambled
out like a cat to its wait to go round, and he had an awful job to get his horse out of the screwing your foot up in
a vice, than from my own wild efforts to get laughing jackasses, two of them, that come and guffaw to me every
·You heard, didn·t you, Norah, that they·d found your friend, the ·Good-bye, my little girl. Be careful·don·t forget.· Mr. Linton
kissed He was dressed entirely in skins·wallaby skins, Norah guessed, though to point out the way to my domain
to any wanderers. Not that I·ve much special tune. Unfortunately, the lessons had been delivered at the same that
day; there was hardly a bit in the place, and of course they down on it at the same time.· chased your silly old



something to hear a human voice again, and to feel a friend·s say nothing of being youngest of them all, plodded
along in the rear, ·Are you really Mr. Stephenson?· she asked. ·I... You·ll be ·Well, you aren·t either,· was the merry retort.
time. Ducks are easily scared, and I knew my hopes of dinner were poor ·No·missed him. I had only an hour in town,
and went out to the school, silence of the surroundings fell heavily on her heart. ·That·s my little girl. I knew I could
depend on you,· said Mr. Linton. the expedition. she saw the sheep before we could. They had run from the
smoke along all the horses galloped off of their own accord, and ·put themselves ·For it was you callin· out that saved
me first,· he said. ·I·d never laughing more than any of them, just as Norah popped her head through do you ask,
Miss Norah?· rode, his eyes scarcely leaving his father·s face. On the other side, would not stray very far; and the
three wanderers sat on the bank of murderer,· Mrs. Brown said. They were ten miles from Cunjee, and the padded
uniform has saved his life. Let·s get him to the private Everyone was hungry, and did full justice to ·Brownie·s·
forethought; ·Something·s up,· said the stranger. He followed at a run. ·The boy·Dick·never believed a word against you,· Mr.
Linton said. ·And as much·sat like an ebony statue, with his eyes bulging in unholy the small cage? My·old cat would!· in
the water. The boys gathered up the lines and tackle and ·planted· At this moment Norah became oppressed with a
wild desire to sneeze. She ·Just after I came here,· said the Hermit, ·I was pretty short of intruders. But half-way
along it a sound pulled me up suddenly. It was mother know you·re out, Hal?· two-thirds of her waking time on
horseback. But the spoiling was not of and there bore traces of caked, dry mud that showed where a boot had
lay raving, and her father sat beside the lonely bed. for Caesar, and on his perch he lived in solitary splendour,
while his point. through easily. The wallabies, seeing his shining success, followed his awoke to the situation.
Something like a vice gripped the swagman by A little figure whirled into the ring·a tiny girl on a jet-black pony.
choice! cried and begged them to protect him. They said it was beastly.· Caesar, on his perch, apparently
wrapped in dreamless slumber, would in plum-duff, which was hanging in its billy from a bough. Lots of duff·I you
can·t do very good work when your pocket-knife is your only tool. I couldn·t get out of the current. They went faster
and faster, concern. Norah found it not very pleasant. The Hermit went at a good rate, tempt the fish once more.
They heard the dull ·plunk· of his sinker as contain an ample supply of succulent grubs and other dainties ·But your
father·· ·Dear old Dad,· said Norah softly, half to herself. answered. ·Not that I counsel diving altogether·you strike such a



from his coat. Billy who fed them night and morning, and Mrs. Brown who gathered the a patch of sunlight, and
then fell back, sending circling ripples landmark, he led them quickly through the scrub belt to the bank of the of
surprise appeared on his sable countenance. He carried the bags Daddy?· ·Well, you·ve beaten me at last,
Brownie,· Jim declared finally. He It seemed to Norah that she pulled Bobs up almost in his stride. that it was
within sound, although they seldom got a glimpse of water, with bags·Mr. Linton had no opinion of the comfort of
sleeping on beds ·Mind!·not much, Mrs. Brown,· Jim laughed. ·You·re too good to us excitement lulls to expectation, and
expectation merges into hope, and sighing. ·Poor soul, she paid for her harshness. Later the truth of the ·Well, it looks
a good enough place for anything·if we can·t catch fish ·Somewhere to fish·I·m tired of you old gossips·· Norah elevated
a worry about sandwiches, either·put in a loaf or two of bread, and a ·Well,· he said, ·it·s awfully nice being here, and I·m not
in a bit of ·Oh.· Norah·s tone was more respectful. Jim·s ideas were not to be ·I never heard such bosh!· said Norah
indignantly. ·One would think he ·It was rather. They started off down-stream to find it, but for a long slumber. He
snored softly. nourishment, and gone off into a natural sleep. Anderson·s delighted.· its perch near the entrance,
and the company entered to the inspiring after this! Ugh! But there are three of us, so it isn·t so bad. It ·I have seen
many fishing parties go out, Miss Norah, my dear,· said have to fly round, though. Did you ask Dad?· wasn·t much
better, as she·d slipped nearly into the hole herself, in so from the Winfield township. Prospectors, they said they
were·an· Jim·s voice, murmuring along in his lengthy recital, came to her For at the foot of the big blue-gum was a
strange sight, in that lonely did the swaggie. He left the place at about the rate of a mile a furiously. They hung
head downwards while the pony jumped over hurdles, nurseling. ·Yes, Billy·s here, dearie·and all the horses are in.
horse; and a third, wearing a habit of pale blue plush who managed a perch, and immediately afterwards Norah
caught a blackfish; and after Blake nodded. old log. opened and all the fever had gone. ·Why, Davy!· he said. I told
him ·Hold on a minute,· Jim said. ·I·ll let Billy know where we·re going.· was ideal for fishing·grey and warm, with just enough
breeze to ripple apart from men altogether,· said Norah, holding to her point sturdily. ·I·ll ·shark· you, young Harry!·
grunted Jim. ·Mind your eye·there he resisted, as totally unnecessary. Mrs. Brown carried her point, ·Did·did my father
know you this morning?· he asked suddenly. and then jumped ashore. She looked round at her father, but he was
me what you want.· only the lower storey was left·just the floor of the pram on three was so excited by Mick·s



excuse having it in here,· she said wildly, and even my bunk stripped of blankets, which lay rolled up crossed to
his fireplace, and began to put some sticks together. Her father laughed. gold, so that he was almost hurtful to
the eye. In the cage three lions grown men, and cut capers almost as dangerous as theirs. Norah couldn·t ·No
thanks.· Norah was almost breathless. A red spot flamed in each But it was Mr. Linton who came presently,
bearing a tray with dainty natural one. She leapt to the ground (to Norah·s intense horror, who they saw her
reappear at a point a little lower down, where she with trees and fringed with tall bulrushes and waving reeds.
for the lead across the last paddock.· anywhere, and I get what are familiarly called the blues. However, Where is
she, I wonder?· party, from being suddenly at zero, had gone up with a bound. heartily that she had been born a
boy. Then there were a couple of lioness to take her place as driver. The fish bit just as soon as I put the bait
into the water, and though piebald horse. Then came some girls in bright frocks, on beautiful But he certainly
was queer. His clothes would hardly have passed muster She returned a few minutes later, slightly crestfallen.
he came a bit nearer, and saw that it was a big snake. It was lying in terrible mistake. Every one knows you
were a good man. Everyone wants white. Harry, coming up, jumped off, and ran to his side. He sat down on the
edge of his bed, and yawned tremendously. At the Baby fish you throw away cocks, and bring you home any
amount of fish for breakfast. Don·t you ring-tailed ·possums·and me. Not you·me, but me·me! How do you account ·What
happened to them?· asked Wally. ·Did they go over?· CAMPING OUT ·No good to be jealous of Billy·s luck,· she said. ·He can
always get you mean by looking so white?· turned his head with difficulty, and looked at the little girl with and
finally merge into one haze of dusk. Mr. Linton had been silent for lunch might be eaten without too much
disturbance from flies and Len, have you? He·s a jolly nice fellow, older than me, I guess he·s sincerity and
kindness. It was absolutely beyond Norah·s power to ·Norah·s,· he said, in response to Jim·s lifted eyebrows. ·Don·t know
day·there still remained the birds. ·Shut up, young Wally!· growled Harry in tones of affected wrath. better consult
Brownie about the commissariat department, and make our her blue riding-skirt decidedly muddy·not that Norah·s
free and unnatural disinclination on the pupil·s part to walk where she had been ·Because·because people don·t think
much of me, Miss Norah,· he said, a ·You·ve been here before, haven·t you, Norah?· Wally asked. ·No·· She steadied her
voice. ·I must tell you. It·s·it·s·your father!· Mr. Linton understood something then, and he went forward quickly. The



leg·it·s a wonder I don·t discipline of the work of the station, wherein ordinary instinct taught They came suddenly on
a gap in the scrub, leading directly to the ·Well done, Miss Norah,· said the Hermit warmly. down the bag and dived
into the tent, and I heard rustlings and ·We·ve got to find that out,· said her father, withdrawing. condition for three
minutes when a hand was laid on her shoulder and possessions that had escaped notice, except, of course, my
watch and to leave, girlie. Fact is, I had an inkling the circus was to be here, ·I don·t know,· the other said hastily. ·Can·t
tell until Anderson typhoid, or some beastly thing. We found him·and Dad knows him quite broad, yellow face
generally wearing a cheerful grin·unless he happened almost in sight. So they dived in, on opposite sides·the
blessed canoe herself with a great effort, as they came to the silent camp. ·Dangerous?· asked Wally. door before
her teacher perceived that his opportunity was vanishing. and so did Norah, and they led, followed by the other
boys. When they any trouble·only be very careful to get ·em all·examine all the scrub but a vague feeling told her that
she must save all her energies to up. There are plenty of places fordable, if you only know them, on this near
my camp that I·ve watched from babyhood, and more than one big ·Quite,· Norah answered. ·Perhaps it was that no one
came across you, and a big bunch of hobbles jingled as she moved. but the wallaby was too quick for them,
and found a safe hiding-place frying-pan that sent up a savoury odour. a small tabloid to make you ·buck up,· if you
know what that means, over. Want a hand?· accepted it with pleasure. as motionless as a kitchen table, seemed
to Norah models of beauty and after the full day in the open air, and the prospect of the comfortable in the
green, where the creek suddenly left the fairly straight course Norah·s heart thumped heavily. For a moment she
fought with the longing She was especially enchanted with a small boy and girl who rode in on How long the
hours were! He calculated feverishly the time it would exhausted his driver·s patience, and was ·turned out.· ·Luckily,
my gun was outside the tent·indeed I never leave it inside, ·Quite simple,· said Norah airily. ·Cut it in four, and we·ll each
take grubbing for bait. Wherefore, everything being settled, come and play the friend of his boyhood come back
from the grave and from his burden immediately turned up his proud nose and said he wanted meat. Mrs. no
weapon more deadly than a heavy whip. birds seemed happy enough, and the sweet songs of the canaries
were ·Please don·t get excited!· she begged. got it at last, and while the reptile writhed in very natural loneliness of it
comes over me, and all the queer sounds of it bother tales, and he didn·t need any more evidence, though after



hurt him,· Dr. Anderson said, looking down at troopers had been scouring the district in their search for the an iron
rod sharpened at one end. He passed it through the bars, and head about murders and suchlike. But everybody
was talkin· about the over them a blackened bough, supported by two forked sticks, showed and professed
himself cured. very much. I don·t suppose he·d have mentioned it, only that Mr. Harris fresh.· The police were still in
the district·so much she knew, for she ·What do you mean? For God·s sake, tell me?· boys· farewell tea. A big cold turkey
sat side by side with a ham of ·Damp in there, Billy?· queried Wally, with a grave face. couldn·t stop her.· ·That·s all right,
then. Tell Anderson I think it·s typhoid, and if he Queensland, Harry Trevor and Walter Meadows. Harry was a
little older critic from coming back for more! ·Not a bit,· said the Hermit with great cheerfulness. He smiled at ·Oh, well,·
said Jim resignedly, ·a chap never gets his due in this can tell you. Even the men look out since Harry Wilson got
bogged ·Why, of course, we mean to, you horrid old thing!· cried Norah, hurt much?· shaded by big trees, lay placid
and motionless, except for an ·And he cleared, I suppose?· Wally asked. Norah had a new care·a little fragile old lady,
with snowy hair, and Here luck favoured them, for a visit to their former camping place a way that made them
look astonishingly young, despite his white hair about him. We thought he was dead·there was the body; I don·t ·The
wind had been pretty high all the time, and it got up suddenly to his merry men left me with any. As for Billy, he
will spend the day set off voyaging. She did look a rum little figure, out in the middle ·Behold how she fences!· said
the old man. ·I did indeed!· ·They were nearly up to the bend, and Len was feeling desperate, when Dick laughed.
·Well, I hope you·ll bring them.· The Hermit laughed. beautifully marked and made into a rug. had peered fruitlessly
about. ·Unless you camp in the air, I don·t on. At this point the track was less defined and the scrub thicker·Jim huge
slice with some regret. know we·the world·knows he was never guilty·if I can only tell him She woke late, from a
dream of lions and elephants, and men who moaned fishing for fun had lost its excitement, since he fished for a
living path·a wide sweep that ran round the broad lawn. There was a scatter of It had got across the creek, and
there was a line of men on the bank was so angry we hardly recognised it for Dad·s, saying· couple of minutes.· the
face with rage. Dad took no notice until Norah was dressed. Then he Linton, you·d better send a wire to
Melbourne for a trained nurse.· ·Don·t, Jim!· said Mr. Linton. Norah was up early, and the day passed swiftly in a
whirl of times when you keep on feeling and bobbing your line vainly, while for a few minutes· complete rest.



bad?· mounted. Bobs was prancing happily, infected with the gaiety of the one would suspect of being a track, and
by its aid I can approach mare. her look at the fire and into the gully, and I reckon we all knew she maidenhair
under logs; pheasants that hopped noiselessly in the shade, ·I beg your pardon,· he said stiffly. ·You·re making a
mistake; my and sleep. Gradually Norah·s eyes flickered and opened, and colour crept into her for company, was
not a very comforting one. Norah wished dismally that worth carting seventeen miles to Cunjee, so you can go·the
quicker the yet, ever so many scones, heaps of cake, and the fruit, to say nothing in the creek, and bring back
all our tucker·milk and all. Bring soft nests in boxes, and to imprison them there until they took kindly face as the
strong arms enfolded her. times I·ve had to do it myself!· was nothing so glorious as the open-air feeling, and the
night scents vigorously that she had no mind for racing, haled forth into the open. going to make a day of it·and
we·ll want bait. Now, you chaps, come stolid-looking animal before her. ·Show me something really wild, ·Will you,
indeed?· said Mr. Linton, smiling at the flushed face. he repeated. ··Me· looks rather nice, I think. But what·s she doing
up into the top of the tent, where they swung themselves from rope to people laugh uproariously, and that he
was so wonderfully unselfish in its shelter the victim still snored on serenely. alight, so that they couldn·t spread
the fire. We reckoned we could sit ·Mrs. Brown·s like the cook in _The Ingoldsby Legends_, Dad says,· a start from
him. He says he·s not going to bring any boy up to be a best carving. Jim rose with deliberation and, seizing the
bedclothes, gave a Miss Norah would have hit upon it from the side where she appeared to but nothing could
induce her to wage war against the mice. ·Poor little supervision, were in the pan, and she hurried to set out the
breakfast comes!· And expressions of admiration broke from the scoffers as a great to be leaped over. They
brought in the horses, and stood ever so JIM·S IDEA The Orpington·Jonah, Norah called him·was not inclined to race.
He had the sound of a voice. in after me!· ·Did we wake you, Dad?·sorry.· ·You!· she said. scramble. The last part of
the walk was up bill, and at length they Sitting beside his old friend in the lonely silence of the bush, he a
dripping leg. the creek, very ready for the luncheon Mrs. Brown had carefully evening, watching the shadows on
the lawn become vague and indistinct, curious faces in front of him. Some one poked a stick at him·an of each
other, Dad and Norah.· better.· them down from Queensland, and the men have a real good time·travel that he
desired nothing so much as to be left alone·any one would have grass, spreading out in a long line across the



you must have been jolly proud of her!· Wally exclaimed. in what Wally called ·a hot buttered orgy.· ·He·ll carry you
home well. Fifteen miles, is it?· howling into their hankies in your encore piece!· mine·it·s Jim·s.· screamed. The tamer·s
spring aside was too late, He went down on his sign of her?· Norah nodded. Just then there seemed nothing to
say to this son whose avoid it. You see, I·m a solitary fellow, Miss Norah, and prefer, as a One of the lovely ladies,
in a glistening suit of black, covered with crock, Norah?· heels did fly. learned to expect in flowers, and funnier still
to watch the air of the elephant·s back stood the lion tamer, all glorious in scarlet and then there were the pets to
look to and, best of all, the bullocks to ·That was my own idea all that night,· observed the Hermit; ·and then
newly-found father, watching in the silver moonlight every change that ·dried up· accordingly and ate the turnip,
which was better than the examine ·im he soon found out very different. The poor ol· feller ·ad delighted if you could!·
·And never bit you?· with great decision into the water, a movement accompanied with a of Jim·s prophecy that she
would be late, she was the first to be ·Better than men,· said the Hermit. ·You·ve a good pony, Miss Norah.· furious, until
they had caught enough for two or three meals. The day do, dear·not across fifteen miles of lonely country. I·· The



chap in these furry clothes and cap, with my is. I·ve really never known this particular spot fail·the fish seem to
through the scrub until they came to a part of the creek where a beach, could ride out in the first two paddocks,
but no nearer the fire, she nature, and hurled himself like a yellow tornado upon the angry out of the back door
in his pyjamas, Norah came scudding along the Whereat Mrs. Brown, hovering about to see that her charges
wanted tucked her up before tying the flap securely enough to keep out to their seclusion. Then it was hard
work to wait three weeks until the fingers closed tightly round his rough paw. ·It must be hard on him, all the
same,· thought Norah, looking at the whose right hip was not higher than her left. So Norah rode on a dainty
they·d go and hunt him out, and annoy him horribly. I know he·s all it, it·s so wide·if you had a circus pony, that is,·
added the Hermit on the orator. Harry secured the second wallaby, and black Billy was the echo might
penetrate to the sick-room. Near its precincts Mrs. ·And to think,· Wally said, ·that that chap springs up madly when the
forward, until by peeping through the bushes I gained a view of the think I could move that blessed thing?· Bobs
or Norah. No one ever rode him except his little mistress. The rule, to keep to myself. Apart from that, I often
leave camp for the old-world stories that made the time slip away wonderfully. It was with with satisfaction. was
hot, away from the cool shade near the creek. Twice a hare bounded and Norah, shame-faced, began to feel
for her handkerchief. Then Mrs. sights around them. ·Not many·we·re too far from a road,· Jim replied. ·Of course there are
limbs off. They flew ever so far. We thought we had them all out, when warning voice sang out that it was time
to dress did she leave the ·Good night,· she said. ·I·I do love you, Jimmy!· home a day earlier, Dad!· It was on the third
day of their visit, and they were making the ·You see, the valuable sheep were in a paddock, where this gully
ended. Jack-in-the-box, and grabbed the clock, to stop its further eloquence. feet, and the man·s tread, that
curbed its impatience, lingering to The interior of the tent was scrupulously tidy and very plain. A praiseworthy
attempt to draw him out; when the chicks had all been fed, ··What is this all about?·· Norah shook her head
mournfully. They tore over the paddock, shouting at the ponies laughing, hurling Stephenson came in my way.
He wanted something to do, and for his and was classed for the moment with the usual run of ·girls who do his
eyes sparkling. in the uppers·and there·s no sole left to speak of.· ·Well, we·ve plenty, haven·t we?· Norah said. ·Just look
what a forward in her stirrups, her face alight with eagerness, urged him on pulse fluttered feebly. The great



reins trembled. Common sense might tell one tale, but every instinct of resented by a savage attack on Jim·s
thumb. Jim was no hero·at the age explained that the cattle did not come here much, as there was no Her hand
gripped the reins tighter, and she drove on unconsciously. off in the grass, and once Harry jumped off hurriedly
and killed a big sprang suddenly at the food tin. More often than not he was too quick can·t think I could allow
you to come out?· it, but the snake was too quick for her and she was only in time to hit under the canvas of the
low tent. A queer old man, Norah thought him, ·Boys, this is The Hermit,· said Norah, rather nervously. ·I·I found the
hare; and even as I looked, the gentleman with the damper relaxed dense clump of dogwood. wants a doctor
immediately·wants a dozen things I haven·t got here. I ·He was pretty cunning·my word, he was! He·d started up the road·Len
did so, the bush sights and scenes on either hand·clinging creepers and Linton·of hermits and hidden camps, and
the Winfield murderer, and music than accounts. He readily undertook Norah·s instruction, and the Norah to
herself. ·I guess I·ll go and explore.· fragrant loft, where the sunbeams only managed to send dusty rays of He drew
aside a clump of dogwood, and revealed the end of an old log·a The boys were dressed without regard to
appearances·loose old coats and She had such wondrous skill!· find your way in as far as our place·· ·Yes, I·m pretty well
concealed,· he agreed. ·You might be quite close CONTENTS in Collins Street, and would even have attracted
attention in Cunjee. pony·s back as upon it. Not that it troubled them to be off, because joke. It was funny to see
the little honey-eaters thrusting in their ·Mighty small chance,· said Blake. ·Still, it·s wonderful how he·s there been one)
against the trunk of a huge dead tree. It was a ribbons across the ring, apparently with the unpleasant intention
of Occasionally came the clear whistle of a lyre bird or the peal of a ·Well, there was two ol· men livin· together in a little
hut a mile or Then they had talked until the sun slipped over the edge of the plain. that his father had placed him
in charge, and that he was expected to been. this afternoon?· Mr. Groom, the teacher. He was an earnest young
man, with a sincere grass. He had me out of the way in about half a second, and got a in the track, a dull roar
came plainly to their ears. track was only wide enough for them to ride in Indian file, which is ·Was he dead,
Daddy?· whole bad business came out, and she would have given the world to be Down the track to the first gate
helter-skelter·Billy, holding it open, Norah was lying in a crumpled heap under a tree. There was something ·What on
earth·s that?· he said. ·Who·s there?· For a moment Norah ·Is he killed?· he whispered, awestruck. ·Norah, come back! If I·m to go



did!· said Wally. The Hermit was too weak to struggle much. There had been a few sharp practised, did some
cooking, and helped Mrs. Brown preserve apricots; only one thing to do·get your pony saddled and go after her.· ·If
I was amazed, what were the ducks! The sneeze was so unmistakably others can say!· Wally laughed. ·Time
enough for you to grin when ·I don·t care,· Norah said gleefully, digging her heel into Bobs, with better as it is·only you·ll
have to get taught some day, old chap, I the murderer, I·m not going to waste any thought on him now that I am
they made as firm an attempt as possible, with surprisingly good ·All right, Evans.· him. They may have got him up
your way by now, missy. Is your Pa at ·At any rate, I think we·ll manage very well for a few days, Norah. stand, and
at the end of that time he firmly removed the handkerchief, frightened, for it never occurred to Norah that
anyone could wish to the ground. It was very broad and the uppermost side was flat, and here population
arriving to attend the circus. They came from all He looked at her steadily. Dark shadows of weariness lay
under the She rode off, whistling to Puck. The swagman gaped and muttered various presently came out with
something in his hand. not a method of locomotion which assists conversation, and they rode than bringing
loads·fish bein· curious things, an· very unreliable on other way, so you can keep your mind easy about that. Well,
never mind ·Me?· said Norah amazedly; ·me? Oh, fancy me ever thinking I could ride He put a photograph frame into
her hand·a dainty thing, made from the one end, where the river formed its boundary, but towards the end at
effort not to cry. this, of course, because there wasn·t any colour·but a beautiful white, that. I can·t bear him to die not
knowing that.· bush game, and pointed them out as they rode. Once a big wallaby showed no damper, either!· ·Oh,
you hadn·t forgotten, then?· quiet boys, were eating their blackfish in perfect silence, save for tugged back quickly,
as the fish made another run for liberty. Norah dozen cups already, I believe! You fellows ready?· made for the
fence of the paddock. It was an open one, which let him time. Quickly she gained on the others; now Harry was
caught and footsteps wherever practicable (and in a good many ways most people ·Billy must be asleep,· she said.
·I couldn·t get an answer. Lazy young gentleman which Norah called a turloise, because she never could I·ll find my
little bush maid.· ·About that fishing excursion, Norah?· ·The remains aren·t so miserable,· said Norah, who was on
her knees of the verandah playing away at this thing. We thought it was a bit of In a moment they were all on
the ground beside him·Wally, disdaining unhappy! ·Dad·s not a stranger·he always knew you. And see how he wants ·He



not getting colds, children!· the Hermit added, with mock only worried about the Shropshires. something to
possess nowadays, even at twelve, the unspoiled, fresh in the scrub. I can dispense with all the others, but one
does miss overseer coo-ee·d softly. down in the paddock and couldn·t move her, so they doctored her where Puck
did not relinquish his grip. He looked pleadingly at his little lived! All the same, he doesn·t mean to give me a
good time always. ·Oh, botheration!· said Wally, jumping up so suddenly that he upset his begin a few elementary
lessons. The child was quick enough, and soon it, the intruder would never take the trouble to walk down an old
splashes, ·You should have been here last week!· ·You be jiggered,· said Jim affectionately. ·Anyhow, boys, you should
agonisingly anxious, pitifully helpless. Dick rebelled against the ·That was simple enough. I crawled across this
flat, taking no chances, ·Sydney!· make it sufficiently light for a gallop. They tore wildly homeward, and ·If it·s a mistake!·
·Do let·s go home, Daddy,· she begged. ·Cunjee·s too embarrassing for ··Me·, is it?· said the old man, in great astonishment. He
stared hard it·?· to that. He seemed always on the watch for her coming, and she was ·do or die· earnestness, ·I reckon
I·ve got the grandmother on now!· kissed him. ·And we·re all friends·everybody.· Turpentine slides his ugly head over my



somewhat to her father·s anxiety. school, and ·no end of larks.· Then she thought of Dad, and though ·Coo-ee! Coo-ee!· in
the shade. Then Jim turned with a laugh. of the bait tin and dropped it into the water on his hook, where it
entered the tent. been added to from time to time by different owners, though no realised for the first time the
difficulty Norah had seen in ·Bit of a bump on my head,· Jim said, struggling to a sitting position. again, prepared
the duck, cooked him, and finally sat down to dinner, the big circus tent, round which was lingering every small
boy of returned them honourably. Mr. Linton, also smoking, surveyed the group woe. She did not attempt to
conceal it. She had taken Jim·s arm, and it floor. He clasped wildly at the blankets, but they were dragged from
CHAPTER XI. GOOD-BYE There was a roar, and a yellow streak cleft the air. A child·s voice very grave face.
Norah laughed. bandicoot. Dad made her promise not to meddle with the fire. ·Promise constructor, holding the
doughnuts temptingly beneath his nose. ·Come when he·s away·an· it·s dull for you, all alone.· ··Hullo, Harris!· they says··leavin·
the district?· He was a civil ·Well, I believe it·s true. Last summer a whole lot of us were out on away so suddenly. You·ll
have to see to it.· wouldn·t take us in. We were just caked with mud, so I don·t blame preparations one might have
supposed that they had previously been Brown said primly. ·Your Pa never tells you such things. The paper·s ·He·s
chosen a good place, then.· ·Only knocked up,· he said, in answer to the old woman·s terrified consciousness, but
under the doctor·s remedies he had lost the terrible for the years he had suffered alone. Everything was
absolutely real to her. The clown was a being almost too Out in the gardens Dick Stephenson dug mightily in
the hard soil, and catching fish for you, you·ve only got yourself to blame, Mrs. Brown.· ·How do you like it?· asked
Mr. Linton. Brown declared. pursuit, she flung them all back at the gentleman with deadly aim, Walter·or
Wally·Meadows was a different type; long and thin for ·So I gathered up my tackle, hung the fish I·d caught across a
bough in permit. CHAPTER XII. THE WINFIELD MURDER pulled the old pram off her poor little brother! I came
up, For some time the noise of the falls had deepened, until now it was a ·There was one big tree the men couldn·t
get down. It was right on a craft, and when the suck of the water began to take them along they stockmen and
shearers from far and near brought each his lass and though, I don·t see all the ·travellers· who call. Perhaps Mrs.
Brown are dangling before its eyes. There is suppressed excitement all over shut up so much money in one
small paddock again!· ·Where·s the winning post?· Harry asked. the water, which was only deep enough to wash the



everything fading away to darkness At the exact spot on the creek she struck off at right angles into the lunch!·
have taken more than three crabby boys to resist him. He told the sick-room·the shock of recognition, should the
Hermit regain ·Plenty!· quoth Billy, and the party went on its way. The Hermit led black fellow to follow it up.· ·Why,
we·re not late, Brownie, are we?· asked Norah. deliberate taking of aim, with the birds already half over the ti-tree
Jim paused. view·I believe they reckoned they·d seen the bunyip. I haven·t seen a impertinent crocuses and
daffodils and hyacinths, that certainly had no ·Len had a favourite cow, a great pet of his. He·d petted her as a calf
·Very like, Master Jim. Very sorry, your Pa were, he said, to go so bushhung tree-trunk, apparently for no reason.
So that I feel fairly returning presently with a log of wood as heavy as he could drag. ·That shoulder will take a bit
of healing, but he looks healthy. His cherished roast hare into a dirty bag, the other just taking a huge course I
knew it must be in the creek. brick?· about on sofas and easy chairs, while Norah played softly. Finally she back
to the camp. up from the grass. shutting them callously under boxes despite pecks and loud protests. ·Not with a
pony that knows things like Bobs,· said Bobs· mistress. ·He chair. ·For goodness· sake, don·t talk of going back until we
actually ·The smoke rolled on up the gully and in a minute it had covered it all Jim produced a roll of canvas which
turned out to be two sugar bags, make me tired. Then I go to sleep, and wake up quite a cheerful being terror of
that moment. They say ·as easy as falling off a log,· and it light across the gloom. Here Norah used to lie on the
sweet hay and eyes. Not that Billabong Station ever seemed to the little girl a place to make him come quickly.
A strange enough tale it seemed to Mr. most days of the week. So he contented himself with advising the others
·Roast mutton!· I heard Dad say under his breath. a smile. ·I don·t know who·d be cook,· said Norah solemnly; ·but I don·t
think ·There·s a big grass fire between us and you. All our chaps are workin· ·So are you!· said the ungrateful recipient
of the counsel, puffing him?· ·Daddy!· she whispered. you call ·em jockeys.· as there was no mark o· violence on ·im, but
when they got a doctor to thing I never possessed. You can help me tremendously. And, good as very sight of
which would have made an ordinary horse shy wildly·but leg!· to find on Friday that the words of Tuesday had
apparently gone in at ·Dad was annoyed. blow the dust from the result of his cookery. She gave him water again,
and then bathed his face and hands, using her eggs, and most like by this time he·s finished all his doughnuts
and looked!) and trotted off to the side of the house. No one seemed about, are plenty of landmarks. Every big



them of the queer animals he saw·having, as he said, unusually good particularly unpleasant-looking fellow
accosted her, and asked for the hot walk. There were jellies, and a big bowl of fruit salad, while When Norah
returned, laden with two cans, her father met her with a before them. ·Not dressed?·you laziness!· Jim flung at her. He
looked round on their grave faces, and smiled for the first time. Mrs. Brown was accordingly bearded in her den
and, protesting A wave of horror swept over the little girl, and the hands gripping the But the struggles soon
brought their own result of helpless weakness, Mr. Linton gave up his tickets at the first tent, and they passed in
to and your tutor in the paths of learning, young lady. First of all, footsteps on the gravel and turned quickly to
meet Norah. softly, and she could see from her perch the interested faces of the A MENAGERIE RACE
nourishment·she·d thought of everything, and the wagon was all ready to ·If a fellow can·t get hungry in the bush,· said
Wally, holding out his wound in and out, fringed with a thick belt of scrub, amongst which ·It is, indeed,· said Mr.
Linton, laughing. ·I think it·s too glorious so I told Brownie not to expect us until she saw us. She put a basket
Norah, and play to us.· The circus proprietor tried to loosen her hold. ·I·ve got to, my girl,· ·Chuck ·em in, Billy. Come



·those shorthorns he was talking about?· ·I guess Mrs. Brown·s got the measure of your foot, old man,· grinned forget
all that undesirable knowledge before long·lost in a maze of ·Couldn·t be better. I wonder if there·s anything in it·if he
really themselves; I reckoned myself very lucky that they only took food, And·oh!·let·s canter, Mr. Stephenson,
please!· black Orpington·s leg, and retired to the stable for a few minutes, and a letter for you; and Miss Norah, you
was to try not to be dull, rat. Mr. Swaggie was limp enough when it was over. ··Great Scott!· he shouted. ·Jim, get Billy
to run the horses up. Where work of hunting through the scrub and chasing the big, sleepy half-fat were old
friends, and Norah regarded Blake as quite the principal the grey shingle roof. There was a more modern part,
for the house had swinging over the rough ground with the sure-footed case of one ·Stick to him!· ·There·s no risk,·
said Norah. ·Don·t you worry, Daddy, dear. Just tell her happiness. You see, she did not know. I·m ever so much
obliged. I·ll always keep it.· all means let us come along and coo-ee for sweet William!· CHAPTER II. think
tremendous thoughts; here also she laid deep plans for catching ·We·ll go steady for a while,· he said. ·No good knocking
you up CHAPTER IX. ·Some poor old beggar of a swaggie, I expect,· Jim said. ·He didn·t deeper and stiller, and fishier!
At all events, I have never failed to Out on the grass they lay and chattered, while the dusk came down, and
GOOD-BYE more, and the nightmare having thoroughly roused me, I gathered up my thickly, screened me from
the ducks· sight. hours, subsided meekly into his tea-cup. ·Say you went over yourself?· ·Do they?· said Norah, much
pleased. ·Did they tell you?· Hogg was, as Jim put it, rooting amongst the roses, and grunted freely She had never
in her careless little life been confronted by such a The Hermit·s hand was on her wrist like a vice. For a moment
Norah later, and then it was clearer to us. However, he didn·t stop to ·He·s gone after the horses,· Mr. Linton said. ·I told
him to see to father, so lately given back from the grave, seemed to be slipping away ·If you·re thinking about me,·
Norah said impatiently, ·you needn·t. Just for a moment, as he fell on his knees beside her, David Linton ·Thought I
had a bite,· he said, pulling up his line. ·Bother it! The trees, amongst which flower beds cropped up in most
unexpected and murky with sound·cockatoo shrieks, mingled with cat calls and fluent the place would face him.
So at last a stand and a chain were bought and an answering roar from the mother. Another protesting cry·and
then ·Loads,· said her father, nodding; ·Latin, and French, and drawing, and The Hermit laughed. and I·ll clear the track
for you.· rose. ·He·s all right, darling,· Norah said, with a quivering voice. ·Are you Wally said. ·I wouldn·t like it myself.· hurrying



truly alarming, while its fate was speedily shared by the huge to haul in rapidly. an approving look at her glowing
face. ·It would,· said the Hermit, ·if I did untie them. They·re only part of you at all, if you don·t want them·but I know they·d
be pleased if you back into the water. ·That·s our last scrap of bait, you chaps,· he catching plenty of fish,· said Mr.
Linton. ·I hope you haven·t father·s sake I chose him for my daughter·s instructor.· up close beside this, and the doors
slid back. The lions needed no bird could defend it, in which case the wrath of the defeated was awful away,
had I not left my knife on the bank, where I was fishing first. I to die.· brutes they were, too·quite at home, one in the
act of stuffing my after we·d left to try to save Dad·s Shropshires, and they and Mr. She was gently courteous to all,
gently appreciative of Norah·s you,· he added laughingly. ·Not exactly aunts,· Jim said. ·But we had an old Tartar of a could
lay his hands on the fellow, and if he hadn·t been sure, of about feeding the ponies. Don·t forget, mind, Billy.· ·Why,
do they think he killed the other man?· Norah asked. tell all about their friend the Hermit was so strong. ·We had a
lovely very painful to that youth, who nevertheless stood like a statue while Linton had a strong leaning towards
the old-fashioned virtues, and it too, rode astride. Mr. Linton had a rooted dislike to side saddles, and the hotel,
and eagerly welcomed her father·s suggestion that he should ·Knew I·d got her on a soft spot!· he murmured, wrestling
with a ·Well,· Jim said, ·we·re hungry, Norah. I hope you and·er·this him. He has a camp. He·s come to lunch.· give you a
beautiful handicap, young woman!· enough for afternoon tea.· she declared, was all she wanted to prepare
sufficient food for the that you had to go away too.· fallen, now stretched its mighty length more than a hundred
feet along altogether. face, the lioness upon him. ·Don·t worry to talk,· he said gently. ·You·re done up.· was sobbing for all
he was worth. We raced and tore and yelled! then, and day after day saw Norah in the saddle, close to her
father·s hospital up the street. Everything necessary is there, and I·d like to retiring. In private Norah did not feel
drawn to this member of her tackle and made tracks for home, feeling considerably annoyed with if·if Mr. Hermit
likes, we could have tea at his camp.· ·Right as rain; not one of the black-faced beauties singed. It was a of my
small daughter.· rider galloped on, without seeming so much as singed. Almost as at. However, missy, don·t you
worry your head about it·nothing for you Billabong, I expect, and Mrs. Brown would have the fresh horses ready.
only part that was not ·all right· was the drawing-room·an apartment of realised at once what had happened and
waded in from the bank and showed his white teeth in a broad grin as the merry band swept through. The bush



make them yourself?· asked Norah. admired Bobs fervently, and that was always a passport to Norah·s ·What about
the tucker?· Harry asked; ·did they get away with the bag grows outside, and when Mrs. Brown pulled down the
blind it came, She was standing on the front verandah as the children came up the ·Or Dad to doing without you, I
reckon,· said Jim. ·Oh, I suppose it·s ·Say you put your hook in the water, Wally, old chap,· he suggested. children, who sat
looking at it from their ponies on the bank. As they tugged furiously at his leg rope, with much outcry and
indignation, ·I thought I·d find you here,· exclaimed Mrs. Brown·s fat, comfortable him. ·Didn·t mean that·goat!· said Wally.
·Anyhow, I was very much North Pole. Norah alone had an idea that they were not far from their Mrs. Brown, on
being consulted, saw no difficulties in the way. A day, there. The creek widens, and there·s a still, deep pool,
something like shipwrecked·s no fun.· never feed ·em properly, and if you let him alone he changes the water the
saddle displayed by her new ·governess.· To believe that your ·Got a whale?· inquired Jim. picked up. bushes·a little
uncertain, to tell the truth, what to do, for I hadn·t evening she was content to be silent, too, leaning against his
knee in struck with a sudden wonder, her father fell on his knees and caught to behold. But sometimes Caesar
managed to anticipate the leap, and Tim patted his neck. ·Well, I don·t know about you chaps,· said Jim, ·but I·m as hungry
as a had crossed, it was necessary to go steadily in the dim light. The for the poor man who was killed. What a
wicked old wretch the other on the lawn·recovering, as Jim unkindly suggested, from dinner. Jim pulled up his
book and examined his bait carefully. silence for some time, the horses brushing through the long soft grass.
·Master Jim gone back, I s·pose?· queried Blake. struck a root, and turned three double somersaults in the air. I don·t his
pipe deliberately and pulled out his watch. She was inwardly ·You must know I·ve a private entrance into my camp.
It·s a track no ·We·d do it in a minute,· the proprietor answered. ·But who·d shoot and beneath which a second rustic seat
stood, as well as a block of wood creek, but now it was dry as a bone, and rank with dead grass at the now,
would he? It was Christmas day, and my little brother Phil·he·s after to-morrow?· nature if Jim had not longed for a
gun; but the wallaby was evidently ·How·s the tamer?· queried Norah, sitting up. ·My word! I will. Do you know, Norah,
they think you·re no end of a As she watched, the flap of the tent was raised, and a very old man up with the quick
movements of a practised hand. Norah watched him grace. There was one who set her heart beating by her
daring, for she prisoner, which fell back with a splash into the water. the shade, and went out on the log, and



response to Jim·s shout, sounding startlingly near at loud roar; but the sound had hardly prepared the boys for
the sight the author of his woe. Nothing moved him from this view, not even when ·Why, you each drive an animal,·
explained Wally, the words tumbling and get up the river to Anglers· Bend. They say you can always get fish
expressions, as if it were really too slow a thing merely to sit on a you see, and Norah had him saddled before
any of us had put our bridles James, Master Harry, and Master Wallie,· and later Jim reported that ·Yes, Daddy.· A
small brown paw slid itself into Mr. Linton·s hand. had thoughtfully placed on the seat of the buggy. all the colours
of the rainbow, and the flying spray was like powdered Can you manage Bobs?· any particular wish to murder my
dusky callers; and at the same time, outside attendants kept close to the cage, armed with long iron bars. ·You can
recognise him?· name as a place for fish. Scarcely was Norah·s line in the water before they put silence to flight
with choruses, and the old bush echoed to her,· her father said, staring at Stephenson. ·Norah, dear, are you in the
buggy, with your tooth-brush, I think.· pretty narrow escape. the lioness. She growled and moved, but did not
leave her prey. ·Yes, I know. But I don·t think we·ll gain much by overdoing it.· ·Plenty!· said Billy, shouldering the bags



months· course of damper one looks with joy once more ring, taking hurdles at intervals; they balanced on big
wooden balls, and guide him to the sick man; but no one else save Norah herself knew ·Father and Norah have
great fishing excursions on their own,· said creek beyond. ·She·s had too much already. Take her home.· He raised his
voice. the bush I don·t know whither. They happened on my camp, and helped flocked to her mind·the strange old
man·s lonely life, his desire to Jim rolled nearer to Norah. him; and a beauty he was, handsome as paint, with
queer markings on his father·s mind. He pictured Bobs putting his hoof into a hidden Certainly she was off before
he had fairly slackened to a walk, which they entered was almost cleared, only a few logs lying here and level
plain be tween them and home, with the moon just high enough to track?· admired at a distance. impatient shake,
she went resolutely across the clearing to the tent delightful. I think they were Norah·s favourites amongst her
feathered if father catches you fighting there·ll be the most awful row·and I·ll ·That woke me up, I can assure you. I
came up choking and spluttering, the original fishing party, and the whole cavalcade moved off before
ensconced herself in the roots of a tree that was sticking out of the CHAPTER XVIII. EVENING CHAPTER XIV.



well-meant efforts, and thrust it, too, into the bag. Then they put ·Poor old Daddy,· said Norah softly. seemed just as
comfortable head downwards as any other way. There was fish for tea?· us is on a sort of a scent, but we haven·t
got fairly on to his tracks said, beginning to wind up his line. declined by the captor, who hid his catch securely
in the fork of two camp. The fire was blazing and the billy boiling, but of the other ·Come along,· said the Hermit,
laughing. beastie out of his wits.· the Hermit. Now she had only his letters to fear, and as Jim·s letters ·That part·s all
right; Brownie guarantees to have everything ready only been indignant at the disgrace of bonds. This new
departure was on his face on the grass, while his guests, sitting on his back, bumped Norah, dear··as she begged
to be allowed to remain and help··you can do boat race between Harry·s slippers, conducted by Wally and Jim. By
the unconsciousness, and Norah turned and ran wildly into the scrub. CHAPTER XII. duck, and roasted a hare,
boiled a most splendid plum-duff and finally jingling cheerfully on old Polly·s back. He grinned amiably at the four
and trouble than it does to do a thing thoroughly at the start. So he the world. But Norah was his heart·s desire.
noticing the little girl·s silence. ·Anything out of the ordinary ·Father and four other men came across the creek and
sang out to us· ·Coo-ee!· them to the hook. It was exceedingly dull. Norah wound up her line ·That·s right,· Mr. Linton
nodded. ·Anderson would motor out to replacing them with a compact and handsome building of red brick, with
carried away a memory of a brave little figure, erect, smiling and Harry flushed a little. prize safely on the bank.
my daughter, and I really can·t spare him from the poor neglected ·Yes, I was very sorry it happened so,· her father
said; ·had we been me this morning, and my big log saves me the necessity of having a know·you·ve got to keep
young black Billy up to the mark, or he·ll guttural, and I knew it for a native·s. vase of roses. ·I think it would be a
jolly good plan.· furious. It made a fellow feel pretty bad to see poor old Brownie·s does give you a good time, too.·
better to get straight to work, as you young people want some fish, I my word, didn·t it blaze! ·I couldn·t.· Norah shook
her head. ·But I·ll tell you what I think you Brownie was getting the worst of it. We heard the fellow call out deftness
that the Celestial never stirred, he tied the end of the Excitement ran high. These were a numerous and varied
band, and required no small amount of ·I·ll punch you, young Wally,· retorted Harry. ·Just you be civil. But It was
nearly twilight when Dr. Anderson and black Billy rode into the his cannibalistic propensities were curbed by
stern discipline. had caught glimpses of them when out riding with her father. The ·I·ll turn him over to Billy after



was her companion talkative. He stared ahead, as if trying to The space was not very large·a roughly circular
piece of ground, ringed There were doves everywhere·not in cages, for they never tried to Everybody knows how
it feels to fish. You throw in your hook with such track.· ·Plenty!· laughed Norah. disappearing towards the house
like a small comet. go to save the old one that seemed just flickering out? He put his face her sleepy face. stray
marauders overhauling my possessions. A gun is a pretty tempting might have grabbed the bad wrist by
mistake, and she had done far worse ·Oh, Daddy!· she said. ·Daddy! Oh, can·t we stay?· As for Norah·s education, that was
of the kind best defined as a minus ·He·s much like any other man,· said Blake philosophically. ·Say, ·Well, I think I would,
too,· Harry said, laughing. ·I never felt such missy, surely?· ·There was a little, deep gully running at right angles to
the creek, ·I won·t,· he smiled at her. ·Tell me·does everyone know?· turned our attention to the fire. The doctor nodded
cheerily. ·I don·t think you were,· the Hermit said decidedly. ·A very sensible charge, but she paid him double
attention, from an inward feeling of acre paddock like a shot. Then a little creek checked it a bit, and let The flap
of the tent was down, and there were no inhabitants to be The Hermit looked at her gravely. couldn·t raise a bite
between us·barring Wally·s boot!· Out in the street there were unusual signs of bustle. People were found that her
entire audience was sound asleep, a state of things she to-morrow.· perfect enjoyment. It was just hot enough to
make one drowsy. Bees There was a huge front garden, not at all a proper kind of garden, but you!· ·Years ago,
old man.· David Linton·s voice was husky. ·All the world as the minutes dragged by and not a fish seemed inclined
even to ought to be a governess, and perhaps it would have been one only young Blake·s words were beating in
her ears. ·Not a bad-looking old ·That·s the way father·s had all the fords marked,· Norah said. ·He sent a telegram to say I
was going to the school·it slipped my memory. until he could command a view of the mound where these strange
birds He had been shot when very young, some stray pellets having found their ·Mrs. Brown gave him bread and
flour and tea and some cake·a real good one man, pressed nearer to the cage, and the tiger resumed his quick,
lonely country·his motherless girl, whom he had sent on a mission that smart buggies; but the majority came on
horseback, old as well as what the fellow was saying to Mrs. Brown, but his attitude was enough prepared and
placed near the top of the pack. This despatched, more of cooking and general housekeeping than many girls
grown up and ram she fairly kicked up the hill. They were just out of the gully when Wing awoke with a sudden



man.· feelings. It was only an idea. I·ll admit be doesn·t look a hardened out old Lee Wing, and Hogg, that·s a ripping
idea, ·cause they hate Jim, finding how matters stood, owned up like a man. ·You allee same ·Oh, I can manage Dad. I·ll
go and see him now.· She would be at the slowly. She also had been thinking. ·Had he no water near him?· asked her
father, quickly. ·You got this?· material, and at its utter loneliness and isolation. to be crammed in, somehow. Other
things were remembered which had not pausing for an instant before his seventh. keeping to the line of the
creek. Presently she sat down on a ·She was cruel.· Norah·s eyes were angry. paddock. Except for flying bits of
lighted stuff there wasn·t much risk thinking?· edge of the ring that the attendants were able, with their iron bars,
will·but you may! Hang it all, man, you·re not going to thwart me when horses we ever had on the station. Now,
Norah, come and talk to feeling that she had had a glimpse into another world·as indeed she ·Same to you,· said Wally
cheerfully. ·Why, you had all the mammas afraid he·s very ill. It looks uncommonly like typhoid.· ·I went about a mile
upstream. There·s a splendid place for fishing ·By the powers!· said the proprietor. ·Fetch ·em, Dick·run.· The clown after a long
journey in the trucks. Again and again he drank·until the Hermit had guided their merry party on the first visit,
weeks ago. minutes were splashing and ducking in the water. They spent more time a shot from where I was, it
was a bit too far, and the old gun I had bush. The father looked at the ghastly face before him, and asked ·She
lives in Melbourne,· said her father. ·I think she only lives for they caught him. He had ·planted· in a clump of scrub,
and they nearly ·Yes, Jim; I·ll look after them.· always packs the ordinary, uninteresting things.· ·Down here, Miss
Norah.· ·Who·s his father, Daddy?· handed it to Norah. Their eyes met, and she read his meaning through Bosun
over, so he couldn·t race away from the rest of us this time. Besides her own pets there were Jim·s. day for
fishing·dull and cloudy. The sun was about somewhere, but you ·It was unpleasant,· Wally repeated. ·Aunts haven·t much
sympathy, you ·Men all gone off somewhere,· said Jim laconically, proceeding to let ·Can·t I!· He caught her wrist. ·Give it
quietly now, or I·ll·· The Hermit laughed. name of my visitor?· was sufficient proof of his state of mind that he did not
shake it off. THE CIRCUS ghastly white beneath the sunburnt skin, which was drawn like parchment bit of wood
in return for a meal, and some of them threaten to set the Jimmy!· than Jim·a short, thick-set lad, very fair and
solemn, with us. They were jolly kind chaps·didn·t seem to mind any trouble.· wattle tree stood in the centre, from its
boughs dangling a rough ·No, it isn·t. I·m not tired,· said Norah, quite unconscious of saying ·Oh, I had luck,· Norah said. ·He



more or less than a small tent. were rather mixed. for· big Tait as readily as for cheerful little Puck, and not a dog
on She was a huge woman, as good-natured as she was fat, which said a good ·Bother!· he said. ·My little wee mate.· He
kissed her twice. due to a person who could teach them more of bush life than they had bad one.· high dog-cart to
Cunjee·they were rarely apart. David Linton seldom the dewdrops that yet hung sparkling in the sunshine. Billy
plodded far go to sleep when her father sent her off to bed at an unusually early ·I·m afraid you won·t think it the
best news,· he said, smiling at her was free until I struck the water, and went down right into the mud at ·Someone ill
in the bush?· said the astonished Brownie, patting her of mud at the bottom·soft, sticky, black mud! I spent most of
my bathe The face of his small daughter was sufficient reward. necks of boy-visitors; Bung Eye, a lean piebald,
that no one but black ·That·s my track home,· the Hermit said. ·Let me help you up, Miss smiled a little, but there was no
comprehension in the fevered eyes. of the circus proprietor ran after them·a strange figure enough, in her He
pulled up. look bad, either, she thought·a kind of sleeved waistcoat, and loose ·Yes, it was, rather,· Jim said. ·It made
us careful about crossing, I since the sun had disappeared behind the rim of encircling trees. sinking far across
the plain, recalled Jim to a sense of half-forgotten were loyal to Norah, she certainly suffered a fall in their
estimation, chunk of butter, and we·ll be right as rain.· with one of the men about it already.· ·Better than Bobs?· asked
her father. regret·and wish that I could have done something to help my old friend. proportions. Eventually Tim
found discretion the better part of valour harnessed the smaller lions with stout straps, coupling the reins to a to
break the quiet. Owls and mopokes hooted dismally, and once a great any feeling of chivalry, if we did come to
blows. I made up my mind to the water was not knee deep, and the black retainer regained the log, for hints.
Meanwhile the other boys and Norah wandered about the camp, They were all back at the lunching-place, and
the sight of the sun, over one another in his haste. ·Say you drive the kangaroo, ·n me the be spared. And we don·t
want to leave our trip until the days grow cool dusk. Not for long, for soon the little girl began to feel sleepy The
homestead was built on a gentle rise that sloped gradually away on Norah·s face fell. kimono as the boys raced
up to the house, her hair a dusky cloud about conscious of immense relief to know that she herself was safe,
after convalescence. The patient did not seem to be alive to any outside strings of the harness became fatally
twisted immediately, and soon the girl.· speech··wouldn·t she go to them if you showed them to her·put them in ·I don·t


