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A SERIAL STORY

BY OLIVER SANDYS
Continued from Last Week

Synopsis of Preceding Oheptore
t,u,U no Grrrnlruf. an Austraiian Kiri, 

mtrriM to an Knyliihman. I*avt* her hue 
h#f# him- of a N'iarn-I reused by his 

relish jreJo.jiy -hr rr-olvr. to become 
*n i< ir«-.» -i f I* j, under the name of I Marine 
harry <rek* a position on the London 
»tajre l he first surressful art re-a she 
* h erred* in interviewing advises* her to 
keep off the fctage, aii<J tell- h<-r of the 
-liniriiltlr* arvl temptation* of stage lire. 
Lor two durouraging week* haphne con 
Untie* her *em tit for a position on the 
*ut*;e «pu rail » ~ to notice in l he "agony'
, >,|,m,m or Uni new*p»j7er« her huabainl'» 
i,«•nlli',it request that she return home At_ 
U-l ‘Itf «enure* an engagement to re 
hearse a iiangerou* hoi -I- for a motion 
1,1, lure romi.aiiy, tin- leaning I ally, whom 
■ he very closely resembles. being unable 
to manage the animal. A bom horsewoman, 
liai,hue immeUlately conquers the horse 
a he I» complimented by the manager, who 
offers her a permanent position, ttio she 
, an only take -mall part» on account of 
her la<k of ability as an artress

Hut «he strove to ignore the possi 
bility of that -lunger nml -leur delight 
ever, from heraelf. It was not to he 
dwelt on. And yet, hi the night when 
«h* lay alone in the darknens. thinking, 
thinking, unable to sleep, «lie found 
hernelf hugging the preeioua thought 
lo heraelf n« oAe might a little ehil-l.

In I lie daytime «lie found «he had 
little leisure for repining, atuL was glad 

~irf~ it. besides rehearsing Cabbage 
Tree, she had to peraonate small parts 
in ■ many other picture ■ plays in 
Hughe»' repertory. Many of her after 
noon* were «pent with the logerions.

Him was always trying to inspire 
Lilly with confidence in prospert of the 
time when she would have to ride f sh 
bilge Tree again. And hilly would sav 
“veil" and promise to rememt;er with 
her big eyes, wide with fear, fixed on 
Daphne's fare, while Daphne explained 
what a tractable animal Cabbage Tree 
really was.

A week later I,illy was well enough 
to attend rehearsals, and Daphne 
abandoned the part to her. Hhe was 
sorrv to have to do so. Htie enjoyed 
the riding, especially now that she and 
tier mount were on such excellent terms.

It wa* obvious to every one that 
hilly Fuller eould not conquer her fear 
uf the horse. In the earlier scenes, 
where her riding was a secondary mat 
1er, it was a pleasure to watch her re
hearse. Hhe was a clever little actress, 
and her face was a playground for 
every emotion she cared to express. 
Hut the moment Cabbage Tree was as 
socinled with her part her dramatic 
ability completely deserted her. Then 
she could depict but one emotion 
terror.

The reason lay entirely with heraelf.
A It ho she did not know it. and could 
nut help it, her nervousness affected the 
horse The lack of firmness in her Meat, 
and the indecision that showed in her 
hands, irritated him.

When she should have held him to 
get her she rode with a slack rein; when 
his head ought to have keen free, her 
weight was always on it. The abrupt 
change from Daphne's sympathetic 
handling made him more than ever re
sent a rider he had chafed under from 
tlic very beginning.

At I he end of that day’s rehearsal 
Lilly, white and shaking, would have 
fallen out of the saddle but for her 
husband's help Daphne was nut of 
sight, rehearsing under one of 

—Hu g Ives"—lieutenants Cabbage Tree
looked sround now, his lips moving in 
anticipation of the lump of sugar his 
late rider had accustomed bùn to, but 
which his present oty had, with all 
Daphne's other Instructions, complete 
ly forgotten, because of the expected 
sugar the horse had gone thru an un 
pleasant hour without undue show of 
resenttm "t.

Lilly, watching him, could not re 
strain a shudder.

'' Look at him showing his teeth. 
Take me away, (Cge," she cried.

Cabbage Tree had no sugar that day.
Home» here in his equine conscious-

ness hr registered the fact.

i Hour ■ lime.
the break fast table dCgefrton 

p at his wife. \f
Y, Lit, you're not eating any

V.
It was the morning of the dress re 

hearsal. The photographie record of 
“Cabbage Tree's Last Hide” would be 
gin in an hour's time

Across 
looked U|

‘ ‘ I say, , , 
thing. You'll never get thru like this.

The aetress pushed her plate away 
and poured out another cup of. tea. It 
was almost black.
“Rotten for your nerves,” her hun 

band frowned.
Hhe gulped it down and then got up. 

It was time to he off.
"Don’t worry about me, Kge, ” she 

said. ” Honest, I don’t feel so nervous 
as •! did. I inustn It forget Cabbage 
Tree's sugar this time.” Hhe put two 
or three lumps in the breast pocket of 
her riding coat. “Ready?”

Fgertbn took her hands arid held 
them tight.

"Why don’t you cry off. Lil? Miss 
Harry would take your place. And if 
old mail Hughes cuts up rough, it only 
means forfeiting your salary — ”

•‘It's not that. I’ve never broken a 
contract in my life, and I’m not going 
to begin now. No, I’ll get thru all 
right. I.ast night I dreamed three times, 
that I was falling, so it's sure riot to 
come off. Dreams always go bv oppo 
sites. Kiss me, and let’s tie going.”

‘‘Why do you want to kiss nie?’’-
Htrong feeling made Kgerton’s voice

animated face, and his heart strings 
t ightened.

As they passed Daphne's lodgings 
she came out, bound like themselves, 
for the scene of rehearsal. Sue wanted 
to see how things were managed ; to 
be helpful to Lilly if she eould.

“ How do you feelf ’’ she asked.
“First rate, thanks.”
“Brought the sugar?”
“In my pocket.” Lilly nodded. 

“Three lumps if h-' behaves.”
She hooked her arm in Daphne’s, 

and the three walked on together.
“Ever seen a Cinema record made ? 

asked Egerton.
“No, never. I’m quite' interested. ’ ’
Arrived at their destination the log

erions had to leave Daphne. Opera
tions were about to begin, and they 
had to make-up.

If ever nature ami art eould appear 
at war they did so here this morning. 
To Daphne, looking on at the prepa
rations, the ineongruousness of it all 
struck her in a new light.

Hitherto she had been able to forget 
the theatrical aspect of her surround 
ings, or to regard them as a side issue, 
relatively insignificant to the rural 
beauties of their setting. To her the 
interest of her new occupation lay in 
its out-of-door life. That, and the 
saddle exercise had made her elode its 
artificial side.

The exhilaration of fast movement 
on springy torf with the wind in her

bu»hrs»s«n Is sunult. The |ss« lurreusded the hirrlcadsd hut.

harsh. He divined her reason well 
enough.

“Because—oh, for luck!” -
And yet they kissed as people do 

when the prospect of mouths or per
haps years of parting lie ahead of them. 
Later, when rehearsal should he over, 
each was assured that the other would 
confess what that kiss had signified at 
the moment.

Lilly blinked the moisture from her 
eyes. Egerton cleared his throat. A 
few minutes later they were walking

face; the crashing thru the dry bracken 
under cover of the trees; the natural 
difficulties of the steep climb up and 
down the cliff face, had not allowed her 
healthy colonial mind to dwell much on 
stage conventions.

But now, no longer a participant in 
the scene, the full perspective of it 
came upon her with something like a 
shock. All its unrealities were laid 
hare. Its fascination was lost in the 
mechanical process that dominated it.

Once the action started she had the

It was a more than usually^fine Oc
tober morning. The sun was struggling 
thru a luminous haze, giving that re
fractive brilliance to the atmosphere so 
desired by photographers.

Later it would be hot. Dew sparkled 
on the grass. Birds sang. It was all 
exquisitely sylvan. Nature seemed in 
one of her beautiful, benignant moods.

Lilly pressed her husband‘s arm.
“It’S good to be alive,’’ she whis

pered “Hood to be working, flood 
to lie riding even Cabbage Tree-—on 
a -lav like this. I fee] oh, I can’t ex
actly explain lu,» I feel. Kge’ Full of 
big thoughts ’ ’

He glanced down at her sensitive, «

iipressiim of witnessing a mute rite
devised to satisfy the greedy gaze of 
an uncanny machine. The black ap 
pliance on its tripod, with its incessant 
click click click, its protruding eve fol
lowing every movement with basilisk 
intentness, affected her unpleasantly.

Other things, clashing with fitness, 
hurt her sensibilities. To one like her
self, versed in the characteristics of 
bush life, certain inaccuracies of cos
tume, a hogged mane or a docked tail 
anachronisms of furniture in the log 
hut, and'the up-country bank premises, 
the modern type of revolver used bv 
the bushrangers things that had es- 
caped her when teen separately- 

istruck her as discordant.

But what disconcerted" her most of 
all was the astounding aspect of the 
performers’ faces. She knew nothing 
of the limitations of photography in its 
relation to color, and she was quite un 
able to understand why the actors ami 
actresses had made-up with blues ami 
ywHows instead of the usual pinks and 
whites. They reminded her of the 
painted savages whose pictures she had 
seen in books of travel.

Thruout" the rehearsal, Hughes and 
the operator of the ever clicking cam
era dominated the proceedings. They 
were always between Daphne and the 
action of the scene, ordering, shouting, 
gesticulating. The performance itself 
went on in comparative silence, broken 
periodically by a stampede of hoofs. 
With each change of Scene a move had 
to be made to the new spot where it 
was to he enacted. Every few minutes 
Daphne was following in the wake of- 
a hurried procession. To her unaccus 
touted eyes these breaks and the re- 
marshaling of Hughes’ forces seemed 
to result in confusion.

As a matter of fact, the rehearsal 
was going without a hitch, taking very 
little longer to perform than the actual 
play would on the screen. In less than 
half an hour the final scene was in pro
gress.

“Now then, Miss Fuller,” shouted 
Hughes, “keep it going. Make it the 
real thing, and don’t lose your head. 
tKgerton, mind your cue when you let 
off at Cabbage Tree. Ready? Then 
make it hum. Up with you; up with 
you! Off she goes. Gee! She’s riding 
today! Over the gate! Grand!”

There was a move after this. The 
chase proceeded by “flood and field. ’ ’ 
All was motion. Then came the. mo
ment when the big scene of all—the 
crux of the play—was reached. High 
above the onlookers Cabbage Tree and 
his rider made their appearance on the 
brink of the cliff.

‘‘Come along! ” cried Hughes. ‘1 Don’t 
spare the horse. He can do it all right. 
Slower now. If he can’t walk let him 
slide!”

Egerton, as the bushranger in pur
suit crouching far below among the 
hushes, ready to shoot, saw unutterable 
fear in his wife’s face. He could do 
nothing to help her. She had begun 
the precipitious descent.

Daphne, from afar, also saw that 
Lilly in her nervousness was hanging 
on to Cabbage Tree’s head. She was 
afraid to shout advice, It might startle 
the rider and cause her to lose the frag
ment of self possession still left to her. 
She felt her own heart beating fast 
with apprehension.

Hughes, who was no horseman, was 
unappreciative of the actual danger. 
Cabbage Tree was fighting for his 
head. Lilly, straining at the reins, pre 
vented him getting a safe foothold. It 
was all wonderfully convincing, and 
the manager waxed" enthusiastic.

“ Fine! Now hold him, ready to 
rear. Egerton, fire! Plump out of the 
saddle. Grand! A splendid fall! 
Couldn’t have done it better. Don’t 
waste time. Up, up on your feet and 
race off! ”

As Cabbage Tree plunged and 
reared, Lilly had pitched forward with 
sickening realism, and the horse falling 
over her had laaliad out before he. ton

-now

lav still. ’ V
The slight figure of the woman did^) 

not move. ^
At that moment the machine ceased 

revolving. Everyone knew then some
thing had happened. Cabbage TVee 
struggled to his feet. The prone figure, 
with one foot still in the stirrup, was 
dragged along violently.

Egerton tore up the cliff, uttering a 
great cry. Hughes followed him ; then 
Daphne. The players, awe-stricken and 
livid beneath their make-up, climbiM 

them' ®8erton reached the spot

' I-'1- Lil! ’’ he called, raising her.
Daphne took one look and had to
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