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MR. BARRINGTON had ridden over to Bulgaroo for his letters on the
afternoon of February 15, '78--a day remembered long after on the
Bulgaroo Plains for its fierce and malignant heat. His way had taken
him along a dusty track that crossed his sheep-run, and the prospect
that it had opened had not been enlivening. At the best of times
there is much in the Australian landscape that can only be admired
from a subjective, or at least from a utilitarian point of view. At
its worst, when, in squatting language, the plains are "as bare as
your hand," it is indescribably hideous. Mr. Barrington thought it so
this afternoon--viewing it with the sensations of a man who is
practically testing the degree to which the thermometer can rise in
Australia in the sun--and he was not sorry when the galvanised iron
roof of the Bulgaroo post-office appeared in sight. Post-office it
might have been called, however, more from courtesy than for the
reason of its taking precedence in an official capacity in the
township; for it was general store, butcher's shop, and "public" as
well; and I am afraid that it was in the fulfilment of the functions
of the last-named office that its influence was most widely felt in
Bulgaroo.

Such as it was, Mr. Barrington dismounted before it, and having
passed the bridle of his tired mare over a hook that projected from
one of the white-painted verandah-posts in front of it, went inside,
wiping his forehead with his handkerchief, and asked the young lady,
who was fanning herself with a Bulgaroo Advertiser behind the bar,
whether "his English mail letters had come?"

"Is it the mail ye'd be inquoiring afther?" replied the young
lady, with just such an accent as might have been looked for from the
manner of her reply; "an' a letter with a black idge to it been
waitin' for yez this two days an' more!"

So saying, she rose with the alacrity of a person upon whom the
stimulating office of imparting the news of a domestic calamity has
unexpectedly devolved, and proceeded to search amongst a packet of
greasy envelopes for the letter in question. Perhaps she took a
little longer over this operation than was absolutely necessary, but
then there was the zest of watching the suspense of the victim.

There were occasionally exciting scenes in the bar-room of the
Bulgaroo post-office, as, for instance, when a Chinaman had been set
upon by a drunken shearer, but a letter with a black "idge" to it was
not an everyday occurrence. The young lady behind the bar was
determined to make the most of it, and something is to be said for
the way in which she tried to conceal her satisfaction as she handed
the envelope to Mr. Barrington.

But I am afraid the result fell short of her anticipations after
all. There was no "tearing open of the letter on the spot, with a
groan and a staggering backwards," as she had allowed herself to hope
there might be; the recipient of the letter did not even unfold it in
her presence. If he changed colour, a thirty-miles ride under a
blazing sun, and subjection to a perfect mitraille of fine dust the
whole time, prevented the fact from becoming evident enough to be
quite satisfactory. And to add to her disappointment, he even put the
black-edged envelope itself out of sight, slipping it with great
composure into the breast-pocket of his silk overall (the "all" being
represented in this instance by a foulard shirt, a pair of doeskin
riding breeches, and a stout leather belt). After which he was
collected enough to order a glass of half-and-half, and further to
pay for a liqueur glass of some sweet and fiery compound on behalf of
the young lady behind the bar. He even remembered his mare, whose
nose was scraping itself against the bottom of a dry horse-trough
outside; and after he had seen that the groom had brought her a
bucket of water, and had been mindful to "tip" the man with
Australian liberality, he remounted her deliberately, and rode
quietly away, leaving the young lady in a state of justifiable
exasperation.

"Did ye everr see the like o' that?" she observed to the groom,
after they had watched the retreating forms of the mare and its rider
until they were lost to view on the bush road; "an' maybe a
sweetharrt or a sisther lyin' dead in the ould counthry! Ah, thim's
the kind that'll brake a poor girl's heart wid their cruelty--bad
luck to thim."

This was hardly a fair deduction, as even the young lady herself
might have allowed, if she could have followed the squatter a little
farther on his homeward road. As soon as he was alone with the
charred stumps and the gaunt white trunks of the gum trees--alone
with that indifferent Mother Nature, to whom we carry our joys and
sorrows, as though she had ever bestowed the smallest sympathy upon
either--he drew out the black-edged envelope, and set himself to read
its contents. His handsome face--for despite its mask of sunburn and
dust it was undeniably a handsome face, of a good, clean-cut, manly
cast--grew sad enough and heavy enough as he read. And then the
fluttering of the open sheets in his hand was not caused entirely by
the gusts of hot wind that came sweeping over them and turning them
upside down and inside out with such indiscreet and persistent
violence. No. I think the same cause that made his heart beat and his
temples tighten may have helped to set the letter trembling in his
hand as well. Yet this cause was all contained in four words that
seemed to start out of the page before he had time to see the
context, or to make anything at all out of the phrases that should
have softened it for his understanding.

Writers of bad news often give themselves a deal of useless
trouble when they seek to "prepare the mind" of the person to whom
they are sending an afflicting piece of news by roundabout methods.
At best they only succeed in prolonging the instants of torturing
suspense, for no one ever yet received the announcement of a death
without divining, with the first line, that it was nothing short of
death that he was to be informed about. Mr. Barrington overlooked the
conventional "I must prepare you for something that will shock and
grieve you greatly," and the inevitable "God's will be done," and
fell right upon the blurred paragraph at the bottom of the page, from
which "Your brother is dead" detached itself, as though the words had
been written in living characters before him. It was all that he
could grasp at the moment, and it seemed to bring with it a sudden
chill that was curiously out of keeping with the temperature of the
Bulgaroo Plains.

But a minute later--God forgive us--he was thinking of the
manifest revolution in his own life that the unexpected news brought
with it. The change from the "backwoodsman" that he had felt himself
until now into Squire Barrington, of Barrington Hall, in the Isle of
Wight--as good a title and as good an estate as any to be found in
the England of squiredom. But he did not harbour the thought more
than an instant. He put it away from him as mean and degrading, and
set himself to recall the image of his dead brother, as far as his
recollection might aid him.

It was by this process that he discovered that, apart from all
personal and selfish considerations, the news he had just received
was more of a shock than of an actual heart-stab after all. A man
well up in the thirties, the past ten years of whose life have been
spent in the absorbing cares that fat cattle, store sheep, washed and
greasy wool, and all the other interests of a squatter's life bring
with them, could not, in any case, feel the sense of desolation that
a home-bred brother would experience under such tidings. Still, there
are tender regrets, softening recollections, a feeling that more
might have been done if the possibility of death had been taken into
consideration, that take the place of a more poignant grief. Mr.
Barrington reflected that he might have been more thoughtful in the
matter of letter--writing, and have bestowed less time perhaps upon
his model machines (he had a constructive bent that was worthy of
Arkwright himself). In the same way he need not have kept putting off
his promised "run home" year after year, until there was nothing but
his brother's tombstone left to greet him.

True, "home" had not always been in his case the place that Mrs.
Hemans and other poets and poetesses have represented it. Mr.
Barrington could not remember the period in his existence when he had
felt in harmony with all the members of his family at one and the
same time. As to his parents, he had come to look upon them in the
light of those little fine-and-wet-weather puppets, who are never
seen in each other's company, because each is the embodiment of a
contrary principle. If he had carried on the simile it would have
been to feel that it was his father who came out in the sunshine, and
his mother who was associated (like the figure with the umbrella)
with the world under its damper aspect. His father belonged to the
ideal type of the jovial squire, and would have been as hard-drinking
and hard-living as the hardest-drinking and hardest-living of his
compeers, had he lived in a former generation. But, living in the
present one, he had indulged his hereditary instincts in other ways
than by disappearing under the dining-room table, or by making his
horse jump over it. However, he had died many years ago, and his
frasques were buried with him. But his memory was still green in the
squatter's heart.

Mr. Barrington's mother, still alive, had no jovial impulses.
While she was yet a little child she disciplined herself and her
dolls instinctively and unnecessarily, and as she grew older she
continued to apply the same rule of life to her household. Her eldest
son, the one who had just died, was not unlike her. The squatter had
not been entirely happy in the company of his mother and brother,
irreproachable personalities though they were. And as though to
complete the "ugly duckling" sensation that he had carried about
after his father's death, his youngest brother, now curate in the
parish of Barrington, was anything but a sympathiser. It was evident
that the mother's nature must have been the stronger, since of the
three lads only the second one could be said in any way to "take
after" his father. Ernest, the youngest of the three, was indeed less
outwardly severe than his eldest brother, but not a whit behind him
in his interpretation of the "whole duties of man." From a very early
age he had resolved upon entering the Church, and our unfortunate and
unregenerate hero, hemmed in on all sides by chilling and repressing
influences, had acted as most other high-spirited young men would
have acted in his place. First he had performed the feat which,
whether as a human or an equine one, is not unattended with risk,
known as "kicking over the traces." Then he had joined the army, and
then he had "lived," in the sense, not indeed the best one, that
young men in his circumstances attach to living.

Of course, we must prepare to have our acts judged by the measure
of the milieu whence the judgment proceeds. Reginald Barrington had
certainly lived what is called fast; and he had made debts--more than
he could pay--at least without applying to his brother and mother;
and he had bent a fine intelligence to the pursuits of bookmaking and
billiard-playing a little more than was actually necessary. But by
his brother officers, and by the world in general, he was not looked
upon as having exceeded the limits within which the strictest honour
required him to keep. At Barrington Hall another standard of
measurement was applied to him. His brother, wedded to a childless
wife, and leading the most exemplary of lives by her side; his
mother, who would have turned all the world into one vast parish of
the Church of England, made scant allowances for his shortcomings.
Between him and the prodigal son who wasted his heritage in riotous
living there was only the difference that the prodigal was penitent
and he was not. For the first and last time his debts were paid. But
the usurers themselves could not have made harder conditions (though
of a different kind) than the unrepentant prodigal's own kith and
kin. The conditions of helping him were, that he should sell out of
his regiment before he was five-and-twenty, and emigrate straightway
to Australia, there to take up land and keep himself alive upon it,
after receipt of the small advance that he was to receive from his
brother after the payment of his debts. As the choice was not left to
himself, but rather to that of the very partial arbitrator known as
"Hobson," he had nothing for it but to accept, and this is how he
comes to be riding across Bulgaroo Plains to his unhomelike homestead
on this particular day of February, '78.
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WHEN Reginald had come to the end of his dreary journey, and taken
a moonlight plunge into a waterhole in the bed of the fast-drying
creek at the foot of the garden; when he had dined off a wild duck
and a glass of wine, in the very unaesthetic apartment that served as
dining-room, library, smoking-room, and office in one; when he had
walked up and down the verandah outside with his great black
retriever, Maori, at his heels, and smoked two pipefuls of a mild
fragrant tobacco--then, and not till then, did he draw out his letter
again, and seating himself in a leathern arm-chair by the table, and
drawing the kerosene lamp a little closer, proceed to read it
afresh.

For a long time he had cherished an idea of taking a run across to
see the "old place," and had kept putting it off, like a man who, in
sailors' language, has no sweetheart to pull his ship over the seas.
(Though, as far as this question of a sweetheart was concerned, there
remains more to be said anon.) But now delays were no longer to be
thought of. Even if it had not fallen out that the present was a
slack time, the shearing season being long over, and the lambing
season not due for several months to come, he must still have
abandoned the shearing and the lambing, that had seemed hitherto to
demand him so imperatively, and have started forthwith for home. His
mother's letter--for it was his mother who had filled these
black-bound sheets with her large angular handwriting--left no room
for doubt upon that point. The estate required his immediate
presence. The Barringtons had always been their own stewards, and the
sudden death of the late squire, whose management, truth to tell, had
been of the kind that his tenants characterised as "muddling," had
left matters at a very complicated stage. Mrs. Barrington besought
her son to return instantly. Reginald smiled as he read to perceive
that there was a subtle change in his mother's manner of addressing
him. The struggling squatter had not been accustomed to enjoy the
consideration to which a squire of Barrington Hall was entitled, and
the first impression of it was a curious one.

"I need not say how I long to see my Reginald," said the letter,
"now that it has pleased the Lord to take my dear and precious
eldest-born to Himself. But you must prepare to find me greatly
changed, though I can still, thank God, take my two-mile walk to
church every Sunday morning."

And now came a part of the letter which caused Mr. Barrington to
come to a long halt, after which he read it over again, slowly and
thoughtfully, laying down the sheet at last with a half sigh, as of
one who bids farewell to some dream of youth, and resigns himself to
accept the sober reality and to make the best of it.

--"You will be doubtless interested to hear that since the sad
event Lucy has been constantly with me.

She has filled the place of a true daughter, and her ministrations
have been of indescribable comfort to me. For sweetness of
disposition and true piety I have never met her equal. He will indeed
be favoured who wins her for his wife. Since she came into possession
of Linlith at her father's death there have been many seekers after
her hand, but her aunt tells me that they sue in vain. Perhaps a
certain runaway knows the reason of this."

After Mr. Barrington had read so far something prompted him to
jump up suddenly and strike a match with a vigorous hand. When he had
lit his pipe and carried it out to the verandah, where the mosquitoes
were whining (in a menacing chorus in the hot, dark air), he took at
least six turns up and down before he came back to his letter. Even
then he did not set himself to read it again, but lay back in the
leathern arm-chair, taking slow, methodical pulls at his
richly-glazed pipe.

The forked flame of the kerosene lamp, trimmed by indifferent
fingers, had smoked and blackened the glass. There were
suicidally-disposed moths whirling around it. The corners of the room
(whose rhubarb-coloured paper and flapping ceiling of canvas would
have driven a nervous person mad) were wrapped in gloom.

There are many people who, in Reginald's place, would have fled
from these uncongenial surroundings. Not a stone's-throw from the
homestead was the working manager's hut, with as rough an interior as
you please, but still lightened by the presence of a real Mark Tapley
of an overseer, who had seen better days, and who would probably be
called upon to boss the station when its master abandoned it. The
squatter, you see, would not have had far to go for companionship.
There was no actual necessity for him to sit under that smoky lamp,
with the black-edged letter at his elbow, and nothing to cheer his
solitude but the occasional wail of a distant curlew--so like the
moan of a Banshee that an Irishman would immediately have referred it
to the news that the letter contained.

But Mr. Barrington continued to sit on, nevertheless. I daresay
the moths, the mosquitoes, and even the dirge of the discontented
curlew, were all unheeded by him. In the flesh he was certainly in a
very dreary part of the infinite Australian wilds. Tonight it was too
dark to see farther than to the rough verandah posts outside, but
under the eye of day the landscape assumed a harsh and forbidding
aspect. There were scraggy gum-trees, that looked as though they had
tried to wrench themselves out of their barks, with grey, distorted
branches, bare of leaves; and miles of post-and-rail fencing, that
stretched away to the horizon, across a waste of brown and yellow
herbage. These were the actual realities that encompassed Mr.
Barrington. But in the spirit, and every one knows that the spirit's
domain extends from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven, he was no
longer in the wilds of Australia, or even in Australia at all.

He was in a lovely English village in the Isle of Wight. Some way
out of the village was an old grey mansion, of which the entire
front, and a tall side chimney besides, were covered with such a mat
of ivy that it was only by looking at the bare corner near the dormer
window that the original hue of the stone could be discovered.
Anything softer than the blending of the grey and green it would have
been impossible to imagine. In front of the house was one of those
exquisite lawns that old painters used to delight in as a background
for their artificial goddesses. Upon this lawn Mr. Barrington saw
himself stretched, in the lazy mood of adolescence that finds its
echo in Shelley or De Musset. Over his head the branches of a
beautiful beech tree extended their glorious layers of green, and
underneath their shadow, upon a bench as old as they, a grey-eyed
girl, with a soft profile and pale cheeks, was seated, with her
crochet-work in her lap.

At this point of his reflections the squatter reached out his hand
to a side table, whereon vellum-covered ledgers, samples of wool,
melon seeds, rulers, a large stock-whip, and a letter-weighing
machine were in dusty and comfortless proximity, and drew from it an
old portrait-album, of which he turned over the pages, with eyes that
a French writer would have described as attendris, but which no
English word can altogether adequately render. The likeness it
contained dated from more than a decade back, but though the art of
photography is so much improved nowadays that people seem actually to
grow younger with every fresh portrait that is taken of them, there
was yet something in these dark-looking effigies of his friends that
brought the characteristics of each strongly before Mr. Barrington's
mind.

Individuality declares itself in so many ways. Even though a
portrait may be a libel upon the person whom it represents, there is
always something in its outline or attitude that could have belonged
to nobody else in the world. At best, portraits are but lay-figures,
upon which we hang our memories of the dead or absent; and when they
are as bad as Mr. Barrington's collection, all that can be said is
that we must trust most to our own clothing of them.

And here I feel strongly tempted to make a Victor Hugoish
disquisition upon portraits, and declare that for a dispassionate
criticism of them they should be referred strictly to critics who
have no knowledge of the originals. If any further proof were wanted
of the manysidedness of truth, and the widely divergent points of
view whence those who are closest to us must behold us, a record of
the various opinions that one poor, unpretending photograph will
elicit would be one of the most conclusive.

Who has not been told, of the very same likeness, by members of
the very same family, that it is "exactly like," that it is "a
complete caricature," that it is "good as a picture, but not at all
like," and that it is "a failure as a picture, but very like," all in
the same day--until, in the end, one feels as though one had not a
scrap of objective identity left.

But to return to Mr. Barrington, and the special gallery that he
is engaged in passing under review. The album has lain by, perhaps,
more years than he can remember, so besides greeting his old
acquaintances, he is able to bring the dispassionate outside standard
that we have spoken of as being the only fair one to bear upon his
relatives.

What would be the verdict upon the first portrait in the book--his
mother's? I think the words "British matron" would be a sufficiently
exhaustive one. There are attributes included in this title, when it
is pronounced in a certain tone, which we have learned to recognise
as well as those of the British lion itself. Yet Mrs. Barrington's
portrait showed traces of a handsome girlhood. If the silhouette that
the squatter's shadow was outlining at this moment on the
rhubarb-papered wall would have made an agreeable cameo carving of
the least detestable of the Caesars, it was because he had inherited
the arched nose, the prominent brows, and the square jaw of the
portrait he was now considering. A British matron of the Roman type
might have been the extension of the first verdict upon Mrs.
Barrington, and a rider might have been added to the effect that the
austerity of the likeness had been unduly intensified by bad
chemicals.

As regarded austerity, there would have been no occasion to make
excuses for the succeeding portrait in the album. It would have been
hard perhaps to say, at the first glance, whether it was that of a
country gentleman, or of a jolly old stage coachman of the Gilpin
era. But whether as gentleman or coachman, it belonged to a kindly,
jovial, self-indulgent, soft-natured type.

There was nothing in the face of the squatter that could be
immediately connected with it. Yet, as his fingers rested upon the
pages of the album, it might have been seen that they were identical
with those which rested upon the knees of the portrait. Only, in the
living hand they had been hardened and broadened by downright hard
contact with the axe and the hammer, whereas in the portrait they
looked as soft and white as a woman's. I think the verdict on this
likeness would have been "Nobody's enemy but his own;" and, what is
more, the portrait conveyed the impression of having arrived at much
the same opinion itself. But this conclusion did not affect its
good-humoured attitude towards itself, or things in general, in the
very least. Mr. Barrington could not look sternly upon this
portrait--less than ever now, with the thoughts suggested by the
black-edged letter lying next to it. But he gave an involuntary sigh
as he turned the page over.

The next portrait was that of a very young man, whose whole
expression and attitude proved that he was, above all things,
correct. Correct in dress, in manners and in morals, correct in the
French as well as the English acceptation of the word. Reginald had
never been able to look at this portrait in the days of his unruly
youth without a strong desire to punch it. But, seeing it now, from
the standpoint of his maturer years, and connecting it with the
letter by his side, it was wonderful with what softened feelings he
regarded it. He detected a something of earnestness, and anxiety, and
conscientious-striving-after-right about it that touched him
profoundly. The servant with one talent, but full of an overwhelming
anxiety to do good service with it against the day of reckoning,
might have been the judgment passed upon Reginald's elder
brother.

Turning from the dead to the living, the last of the family
portraits disclosed a young, a very young, curate, with Oxford
written upon its every line. The curious part of it was that its
affiliation with the jolly old coachman was unmistakable,
notwithstanding the entire difference of its pose and demeanour.
Something like a smile hovered around Reginald's eyes as he
considered it. It did not give the impression of a strong man, either
in the physical or intellectual sense. Yet the forehead was high and
refined; a little circumscribed, perhaps, in breadth, but not lacking
in ideality. The squatter could not quite bring himself to
contemplate "sitting under" this small brother of his in the church
at Barrington. He remembered that he had been somewhat given to
sitting upon him, or, in other words, to knocking him about, after
the unjustifiable fashion peculiar to boyhood, in days gone by. He
had called him "Miss Charlotte," instead of Charlie; but "Miss
Charlotte" was now invested with an authority to which his former
tyrant must defer. He wore a long black coat and a small gold cross.
His curate's hat was on the chair by his side. Reginald looked long
at this portrait, and when he finally turned it over it would have
been impossible to tell by his expression just what his verdict would
have been. The next, and last, of the likenesses which concern us
carried the squatter back to the lawn and the beech-tree--the open
"Shelley" lying on the grass and the quiet figure seated on the bench
with its crochet. It displayed the features of a young, though not a
very youthful-looking girl, with something of the expressionless
beauty of a Perugino's Madonna in her placid countenance--the beauty
that comes of a correct profile and smoothly-parted hair, drawn down
on either side of a fair, submissive face. This was Reginald's fate.
Between him and Lucy, in their very early days, there had existed a
kind of informal engagement, unrecognised by Lucy's papa, who
declared that a second son, without "prospects" of any kind, was not
justified in dangling after his daughter. Singularly enough, it was
Reginald who had preached patience at these times, and when nothing
remained for him at the end of his career in the army but to
emigrate, almost penniless, to Australia, it was he who had insisted
upon freeing Lucy from her allegiance.

"It may be years before I have a home to offer you," he said; "it
would be a wicked thing to ask you to wait, upon the chance of my
being in a position to satisfy your father in ten or twenty years'
time."

But Lucy would have preferred that Reginald should bind her by a
promise of constancy. She had the kind of nature that has led poets
to compare women with woodbine. She clung to him as to her first and
only love. Why did he not take her with him to Australia? She would
work too. He would see she could work, and she extended ten
transparent little fingers that had never handled anything rougher
than a crochet-needle in their life. Reginald was gallant enough to
kiss these little fingers in succession, but as regarded the
proposition of their toiling for him, he shook his head in a manner
from which there was no appeal. Perhaps he had his doubts as to the
marketable value of the illuminated cards and the fine embroidery
they were to achieve for him at the antipodes. At least he resisted
their prayer. He embraced Lucy in a tranquil and brotherly fashion,
and the following week he was on his way to Melbourne in one of the
new P. and O. boats, feeling that things had fallen out for the best.
Lucy was a good little thing, and would make some country squire
happy before the year was out. And he, for his part, would be the
first to wish her joy.

And now his mother had told him that Lucy had remained unwed all
these years for his sake! What an unfeeling block he must be not to
feel more deeply moved! He looked once more at the portrait. Lucy's
whole life was written there. Her whole innocent life, of which there
was not a single day that might not have been recorded in
rose-coloured ink, and presented as a prize to a Rosière. So
much visiting with her maiden aunt (who had always taken the place of
mother to Lucy since her own mother's death); so much reading of
Macaulay, of Miss Yonge, of Tennyson, or of Eugénie de
Guêrin, when there was French to be laboured through; so much
practising, fancy-working, driving, and school or poor visiting! All
her existence was there. Though who could say how many gentle sighs
and heart-throbs for the absent Reginald found a place in it as
well?

There was a marked expression of discontent--the discontent that
comes of self-upbraiding--in the squatter's eyes as they dwelt upon
this portrait. Lucy had been barely eighteen when it was taken, and
now she must be thirty and--how much? How the years of waiting must
have dragged on! She must be beginning to look quite old. She was
like Mariana in the moated grange, and it was all his own fault.
Pooh! Perhaps his mother was mistaken after all! Lucy's letters were
like those of a sister, a favourite sister, and he had been careful
every time he spoke of coming home to leave the possible end of his
visit out of the question.

For how was he to force his feelings? Miss Edgworth makes
propinquity the all-powerful factor in the bringing about of
marriages, and propinquity was certainly responsible for his early
and fleeting fancy as regarded Lucy. She lived close by, in a large
gloomy house, wherein she was kept by her father in a state of
tutelage. He thought her a sweet girl, and a good girl, but if he had
not seen her so constantly, it would never have occurred to him to
fall even temporarily in love with her. But he saw her grow up, and
there is something almost irresistible to a very young man in
watching the child he has played with "put on the grace of
womanhood." Still, he had never quite known how his friendship for
her had glided into a betrothal; for it was impossible to imagine
that Lucy, sweet, modest Lucy, with her virginal brow and timid
manner, had contributed the principal share in bringing it about. No!
he had never been really in love with her. Had he ever been really in
love in his life? Once or twice, perhaps, though he had outlived his
passion; yet while it lasted he had recognised that it was something
quite different from the sentiment he had bestowed upon Lucy. And now
fate and Lucy's fidelity were drawing him back to her once more. They
would prove too strong for him in the end! Well, they were perhaps
kinder to him than he deserved. Who was he, and what had his life
been, that he should crown the autumn years of it with a spring idyl?
With a gentle companion by his side, and the home of his ancestors
for his own, what room would there be for regrets? The latter
reflection reminded the squatter that he must already be up and
doing. He closed his family gallery, and with the faithful Maori at
his heels, set off to confer with his overseer.
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