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The Story of a Man who- was White and a Womnan

By BARRY SHEIL

who, was Yellow.

)UTSIDE the door af bis barkbuilt h-umpy in the Wirra-
boa Gully-whicb is eight
miles from the township of
Benskin, N ew South Wales
sat a solitary nian. H1e had
fdlled bis billy-can and hung

LIit over the fire, and naw
4sat reading, for the twen--
tietb time, a mucli creased
copy ai the Sydn~ey Morn-

be bad brouglit over from Ben-
>re.
column down whicb bis eyes
by beart almost, but lie read it

le' waited for tbe billy-can ta
'as only a glowing account ai the
:ben newly discovered goldfields
cani Rand.

ragged, coal-black beard whule
lack eyes gatbered an expression

that you have been potting billinen on the- North-
West frontier for the last tbree years. That is
Ramipling, the South African gold king and dia-
mond emperor, and ail that. Fellow wbo's spent
some years picking up nuggets as big as bricks,
and Koh-î-noors in Soutb Africa, now bas corne
to Eng1and to find somrebody to wear the diamnonds
and dissipate tbe gald."

"11e won't find that difficuit," retuirned the mani
wbo had been potting billmen on the North-west
frontier. There wa~s a toucb of bitterness in bis
topie. H1e was a younger son, witb littie beyond bis
pay and the Victoria Cross.

The otber man laughed quietly.
"H1e doesn't. The girl witb the red-gold bair

,has been hunting bin down like a sleuth hound for
the last tbree montbs and more. If she doesn't get
him, she'1l deserve to, that's ail."

Nobody would have recognized in the John
Rampling wbo was standing beside Lady Sybil
Carstairs, daughter of Lord Westover, the bush-
man whom tbey called Rampling in New South
Wales, and who used ta live on the Wirraboo
GulIy. The ragged black beard was gone; and a
year in England, besides three on the Rand in South
Africa, bad changed himn wonderfully. There was
a certainx air of distinction about him, and bis slow
manner oi speech gave him time ta think wbile lie
spoke-whbich was a ixseful tbing for the mani wbo
used ta break out sleepers in New South Wales.

That "something" within wbich had caused bim
ta read and re-read the Herald column about the
Rand gold discoveries, acting in a different way,
1-uA.1hrn11cyht bim ove-r to Enz1and intent on nxarry-
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an air

"Lt is past midnight, and it is the morning of
your birthday. I wanted ta fbe the first to congratu-
late you," he saîd as lie brougeht out a mnorocco
case. He touched a spring, the lid flew up and dis-
closed a butterfly set with magnificent briliants.
Even in that dimn light it blazed and scintillated like
living fire. "May I add this to my congratula-
tions ?" lie finished.

The fan closed with a faint snap.
"You may," she said ai ter a momexxtary pause,

yet stili with that baffling smile. "You are too,
good 1"

There was a look of triumph on the face of the
man from Wirraboo when lie enteted tlu ballroom
again with Lady~ Sybil on bhis arm. The diamond
butterfly was sparkling in her red-gold hair!

John Rampling was waiting for 'lis fiancee in
the library of the bouse Lord Westaver rented in
Villiers street. Their engagement was now two
months old, and the preparations for the wedding
were well forward. The mani from Wirraboo had
become even more taciturn tban ever, and the part
lie played in society was that of looker-on. And
in~ regard ta bis future wif e *he saw rather more
than pleased him!

Presently there was a frou-frou of silk, and,
Lady Sybil swept into the room- a vision of radi-
ant beauty. As she gave him ber hand she became
aware that be was looking down at ber with a
steru expression in bis deep blac eyes.

"Is it Mrs. Ord-Remington's tonight ?" he
asked.

"Yes," she answered.
"I suppose young Mostyn will bc there?"
"It is quite possible. Wby ?"
"w ----- 11111, A- f"r, un whipré von are." said

ing Herald,
skin two dý


