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bappy pair—so the society papers called thew—departed by
teain for Te Archa, there to spend their hooeymoon.

Mre Henston bebaved extremely well to Lier not too de-
voted spouse, “lierald,’ mbm maid, wfter the; had been a
week in Te Aroba, * I'm afraid this is Tather dull for you.'

The young wman looked at his middle-aged wife. It
sectied downright inipndence to addresa her sa Henrietta,
which was her baptismal name ; he conld not bring himself
to call her ' Mrs Henston,” and he scarcely liked to projosa
calling her *mater’ and passing her off as his mother.
Besides, good as she bad n in payiog bis debts and in
the daily supply of pocket-money she gave him, there had
been no settiement oo bim.  She had only executed a will
in his faveur leaving him everything she ponseued Huat
as Lieralil bitterly retlected, there wre such L!nn;:u as Inter
willa. tle had fully intended to insist on & fair annual surm
being settled on himsell daring her.hfemme, but after she
had paid all he owed, and boughy hie troussean, apd giveno
him s handsorre present Lesides, be felt it was impossible
to ask for more. He had little of ()liver Twist in his natare,
he #aid. i

Mrn Henston's remark about Te Aroha being rather dull
caused Lierald to put down the much-perused paper he held
in his hand end say, eagerly: ' Well, yes, it is atrocionsly
dull.’ Then he saw by the look on his wile's face that she
had not quite intended bhim to agree with her. He made an
attempt to modify his words : * At least, yon know—I mean
—well, vf course your being here prevents it being guite too
unbearable.”

Mrn Henston amiled grimly,

Uerald had oot even yet been able to understand why she
had praposed to ruarry him and make impecunioas him com-
iortable for life. the had essared him that she could not
live Inng. The doctor whom he consulted, informed him
that her Leart was seriously affected, that it might, indeed,
cause her death at any mioment. Also that other canses
wonld prevent her from ever resching anything like old age.
She had been engaged to Gerald’s father, who had jilted her,
and she had vowed she would marry the son.

And she did. .

There was silence in the rvom whilst these diftrrent re-
llections passed through the minds of Mr and Mrs Henston.
The Indy resunzed her knitting—erimson silk socks faor her
“boy ' aa she atyled Gerald pivately—whilst the young hus-
band strolled to the window and gazed at the scene which
he wan +o intensely weary of. .

* It ia time for my bath,” Mrs Henston said at last. * I'lease
riog the bell for my maid.” . . .

Left alone, Ueiald wondered whether since his wife
vealised his dulness she would make an effort to relieve it.
He was ngreenlly sarprised at the proposition she laid be-
fore iim that afternvon, .

'Yon know that premetg house of mine mear the Albert
Park * she suddenly asked, as they took their usunl mono-
tonons drive. i X

*Yes,' he anawered, boping, as the best life then attain-
able, that Mrs Henston was juicg to suggest an immediate
return to town.

*T wish you to go and keep house there for the present.
The baths are atfording me at least & temporazy bensfit,
and I mean to go on with them. But as I do not wish your
last thonghts of me to be thase of ntter weariness and
toathing, 1 propnse 8 separntion until Christmas. What do

ou =ay ¥
o l:em:‘ld had the grace to turn his face away from his com-
aanion,  He mivht hide the look of delight which he koew
had smldenly lenped into his countenmnce, but, try as he
might Le eouli not quite concenl the pleasure in his voice
as he sail : * That would be splendid !  But,” his politeness
returning, ' will you not come too ¥

* Nat yet. But if you wish it, I will join you on Christ-
nias Fve. Hhall 17

There was a certain hopeful wistiuloess in the middle-
aped lady's voice which touched thiz unromantic busband.

* Most certainly,’ he managed to say with a laudable at-
tempt at heartiness.

Christmaa DNay with the Cowens, and & merry UChristmas
Eve spent in decorations had for & brief moment tlitted like
a \\'i]lro'rthe wisp before him.

I ahall ullow yon ten poonde’a munth for yuur personal
expenses. The housekeeper, Mo Mole, will procare every-
thing you like to order for the house. You can get what
horses ar carriages you require at your favourite livery
stable; they shull vost you nothing.’

Her voice was stern and practical.
he was being treated as & naughty boy on probation.
he meekly acquiesced in all ghe said.

"1 can't give very handsomne Christmas presents on ten
poutnls & mooth,’ he thought. ‘I wonder if the old daisy
had reckoned on that ¥

But the 'old daisy ' seemed to thiok she had been re-
markally geperous.

Unce more Uerald Heoston trod the pavements of Auck-
land a free man. There was now no street io which he was
ashamed to ahow his face, ne shops which he dared not
enter : but he hal to stand & large amount of chaff.

*Hullo, Henstan ! Run away slready ! I thought the
ald lady had tied yor with a golden thread to her apron.”

' Where'a your mother—your wife I should eay ' [Jid she
trust you down here alone ™

Hut thongl some of these remarks galled, they did oot
affect hitm as disd the !ighb of Katie's wan face. Poor girl !
rlie had tried hard to hide ber bitter disappnintnent from
the socinl circle i which she moved. Huot though she had
often told herself that it was quite impossible Gerald Hen-
aton could ever marry her, and had selected various wives
for lim, she Lhad never imagined hia wediding with Miss
Coldicutt conld have afferted her so serinualy,

Gerald found that his allowance went a very little way
towarde the liberal purchase of opera tickets far himself
and the Cowenr, gioves fur the girls, cigars for his male
friends, and varions et ceteras for himseld,

A week hefore Christinas he received a melancholy letter
from hix wile, in which she informed him that the state of
her health qniteé precluled her return to Auckland for
Christmas Day.  She might return at the New Year, bt
whe ennld not even he sure of that, She hoped 'dear
Gieralit” wauld not find the festive seasgn too depreasing 1n
hiw lunely atate.

tShe's poking fun at me ! smid Gerald.
for the New Yoear, is klie?
fun tirsr'

He resalvel to give B large party on Christmas Eve, anid
spend the following day with the Cowens.  Katie refused to
nttend hin * At Home,” se he enlled it, telling Lim he ought

Gerald felt as thongh
But

* Coming down
Ry George, it I'll have sawe

oaly W give & bachelor entertaioment upder vhe tircam-
stances Ha, after a little discossion, agreed with her, aad
invitad & dozen of his particular friends for the 24th,

That afternoon & cab drove slowly past Mm Henston's
house, stopping s little bayond it 'Fhe housakeaper, who
ssenied to aou the watch for someons, appeared st the
front door, and made & sign to & head which cantiously pro-
wruded from the cab. Two females, closely veilsd, alighted,
and made their way rapidly into the house, and straight

ptaire to Mre Henaton's pri apartuents. These had
:)eeln kept locked thoogh Mrs Mole had amired them rego-
arly.

' Shatll I bring you a cup of tea, ma'am ¥ the h

Gerald struggled to the corner indicated, passed his band
along the bed till it remched & face.  Haatily dragging down
the ¢lothes, be grasperl Mrs Henston in his armxs and made
for tha door. A burst of flanie lit up the room, and he saw
to his dismay that the light silk and cartaina shroading
the entrance were blazing, The fire had evidently come
through from the boundoir Kl:et.-een bis room and his wife's
Gerald retreatod to the bed, and wrapping one of the thick
blankets round his wifs, again made for the door. He waa
an athletic young fsllow, and the nacessities of the moment
gave him uonwonted sirength. Through the fAames he
rushed, the wet towel still round his head, though it no

inquired, an one of the veiled figures, having removed ber
disgunise, revealed the F of Mrs Henst: looking re-
narkably well toa.

* Yes, at onee, pleass. ' Where is Mr Henston '

‘ He went out directly after lonch, saying he should not
be back until half-past five. Tha dinnerisat seven, ma'am.’

‘Ah! Ths exclamation was almost one of pain.

Conld it ba that this middle-qied womuan waa actoally in
love with her bandsome young husband ? Stranger pranks
than this have been played by erratic Cupid.

Gerald, meantime, was talking to Katie Cowen. They
were d.aouruting. but got Hirting, for was he not &« marted
wan? So Katle chattered away nnrestrainedly, mnd the
hands of the young peopie met in the rost innocent way
round sprays of lycopodinm, fern fronda, and Hower-stems,
It is se much easier to hava the materiala for making a
wreath put into your oatstretched fingers than to have to
grape for them amongst & mass of discarded branches ; and
Gerald was an idesl helper in this respect.

Ky half-paat five the church was completed, all except
tha fon of cleating np.  Gerald invited a gay yonng matron,
two or three other friends, and Katie to drop in for & cup of
tea, an invitation willingly accepted.

From her window, whicg faced the street, the owner of
the houss saw the merry party approach, enter, and heard
them take poasession of the drawing-room in laughing,
happy ignaracce of the keen dark eyes, the eritical ears,
which watehed and listened.

As Gerald remarked to Katis when she admired the
pretty drawing-roomn, filled by his wife's things, this was
sarely a case in which the warriage wervice should have
been reversed, and Mrs Henston have used the words,
* With all my worldly guods I thee endow,’ for Miea Coldi-
catt's lawyer had locked well vo Acr setilements.

Mrs Mu{e had paid a haety visit to her mistress’s room,
with the resuit that the best old china had been takea from
its hiding-place, and with a beaatiful silver tea-nervice had
been ecarried into the drawing-rcom. The cake, in ita
quaint old basket, was excelleat, the strawberries and
cream unimpeachable, and the gay young voices and rip-
plinf langhter floated npstairs and smote the sore heart of
the listener. But Mrs Henston made no sign.

The guests of the afternocn had pone, and Gerald passed
his wife’s door humining & tune as he prepared for his even-
ing visitors. These were decidedly louder than the earlier
ones, and a3 (zerald’s manly voice and hearty gutfaw reached
hia wife's ears, she thought of the letter received two dnlv,:
aga, in which he said that his Christmas would indeed
lonety and miserable without her. He had felt bound to
‘sny romething civil of that sort,’ it might bring down a
handsome cheque for & Christmas present. He Jittle thought
it would bring ber. For though Mrs Mole had written that
My Henston was going %0 bave one or two gentlemen to
dinner, the housekeeper had only been told of the number
invited two days before the 24th, and had felt constrained
to utter a provest agaimst the short time allowed her for
preparation,

Mrs Hepston was dressing for the evening, and as Mra
Mole came up to announce that coffee had just been served,
and that Mr Henston had remarked they would have some
music in the drawing-room presently, the lady waa clasping
her diamond bracelets on her atill plamp arms, Sbhe was
dressed in rich black lace, with no relief bat her splendid
jewels, and she looked recarkably well. Herentranee into
the drawing-roum during the singing of the cheerfal melady,
* Drink, puppy, drink,” created a kind of panic. Gerald
felt that End he known how to do it eflectively, now was
the praper time to faint, bt he rose to the oceasion.

*What a delightful surprise ' ha exclaimed, aa he ad-
vanced to meet his wife, with ountatretched hands. *Why
didno’t yom send me word, and [ wonld have asked some
ladies to meet you? Let me introduce you tomy friends,
Some of them 1 fancy yon kaow already.

And eo the great coup fell flat, and a very pleasant even-
ing was spent, Mrs Henston delightiog the gnests with some
charming sira on the harp, accompanied by one of the
musical men on sthe piano.

There was & pretty and pathetic scene between the mar-
ried pair when they were at leagth left alone in the draw-
ing-room. Gerald felt that his wife would not be the wet
blanket and drawback to his enjoynent he had feared, and
Henrietta began to believe that ahe might slmost win her
husband's love.

Ge:ald wnke in the night with a dim consciousness that
he was being suffocated. Springing ot of bed, he became
aware that his romin, which faced the back-garden, waa full
of emoke, He tlung on some clothes, and, opening the win-
dow, thruet his he out. The smoke did not ¢ome from
that part of the house. He opened his door. A denose,
atifling cloud of smoke nearly choked him. He rnshed
aleng the passaye, ehouting, * Fire | Fire '

Mis Heuston's minid opened her door. ®he bad flung a
shawl over her, and s too frightened to move, merely
erying, ‘save nie, save me.’

* Where is your mistress? {(erald was already hammer-
ing at his wife's dour, while the other frightened domeatics,
rushed downstairs calling loudly for Lelp.

¢ Henrietta, open yenr door! quick, quick, the house is
ou fire!" Then Gerald flung his whole weight against the
door. It would oot yield. Uace miore. Burely the fock
was Ro exteptionally good one ! volumes of smoke now filled
the houee, And the erackling sound which denotes s rapidly
spreading tire warned him to make his escape as soon aa poa-
sible. Anpnthertremendous blow and the luck yields, bat the
sudien vuthurat of smioke snd the intensa heat sent Gerald
reeling hack. Only for an instant, however. If his wife
were 10 that Atmoaphers she wust be dead or dying. He
whs about to plunge in when the bourekeeper caught hold
of his arm.

“Here,' she maid, throsting s wet towel into his hend.
* put that over your head. The bed is in this corzer, to
your left ! Heaven help you, sirt'

longer pr i his fase. At the threshold he tripped over
the blanket and fell. -

Mra Mole had perforce retreated, but her voice coald atill
be heard, * This way, Mr Henaton, this way,'

Staggering to bis feet, blinded with smoke, smarting
from the ﬁnin of various harns on his hands and face,
Gerald picked op hia nnconscions burden, and followed M
Mole's voice. The front staircass was close at hand.
Gerald felt he could not walk down it, but groping for the
first step, sat down and tried to elide to the bottom. Boat
before he could make tha necessary movement he loat con-
ncipusness and fell with his borden.

- - - - - . -

It was two months after that fatal Christmaa Eve before
Gerald was able to realize what had happened. Mms Mole
was gitting by his bedside, and as he opened his eyes and
turned them with & wistful appeal for information towards
her, ehe said : * Ah | that's right, Mr Heneton. You know
me at laat.’

Gerald raised his hand to his head.
he asked.

! ¥ou have been ill, but you are better now.
sir, but go to sleep again,”

(Gerald, feeling eurionsly weak and submissive, obeyed.
But the next day he would not be put off, and Mrs Mole re-
lactaatly told him the trath. Hies wifs was dead, and he
had nearly loet his life in & brave attenipt to save her. 1he
arigin of the fire waa a myatery. Mrs Henston's maid sup-

that her miatress had beeo unable to sleep, and had
ighted her littla apirit lamp in the bouduir to make hersalf
a cup of colfea—a thing she was very fond of doing. Pro-
bably she had gone back to her bedroom whilet the water
boiled, and had fallen asleep. [ut this was mere sonjec-
ture. She seldom disturbed her maid at night.

Gerald did not go to Te Aroba for change of air. Instead
be toock a trip to England. He was a rich man now, and
could do as he pleased. After two years” wandering he
foond himself once more in New Zealand, and ain took

sicn of the restored house near the Albert Park. A
arge part of the building bad been saved, s being of brick,
it had resisted the fire-fiend longer than & wooden one woanld
have done. The outbreak had Eeen very apeedily discovered
aod quickly checked by an efticient water eupply.

Tt was Christmas Eve again, and Gerald wes oace more
helping Katis to tie greens on to a rope for the purpose of
convincing Christians that it was really high art thus to dis-
guise the pillars in their church. Gerald persuaded Katie
that the shortest way home lay throngh the Domain. No
one had ever hinted sach s thing before, bat Katie did not
seem to think of the common sense and geographical aspect
of she proposed ronte. Under a puriri tree Katie promised

' What's the matter ¥’
Don't talk,

to be Gerald’s second wife, and up to the presest time she
does not seem at all inclined to regret her promise, for
whatever love was lacking in the young man’s treatment of
his first wife was amply made nyp in the affection lavished
on his secend.

But (ierald is not ungratefal.

Henrietta Henston's grave

MISS AUSTEN,

OXE of the faults of cur own age is 1ts encouragement of
literary medioerity, and persona it only to he called penny-
&-liners sabmiv with complacency to folsome praise of their
* works ' trompeted abroad by nnwise personal friends. (4
:}‘nibe another stamp was Jane Austen, the novelist, whom

ennyson prononnced ‘ next to Shakespeare’ in her power
of copying human oature, and whom George Eliot called
* the greatest arbist that has ever written.’

Daring her lifetime, so wmodest and unaesuming was this
gentle woman, that few of ber readers knew even her nane,
and none of them, te speak breadly, kuew more than that
She had the greatest disiike for playiog the raile of literary
lion, and cnce, when her fame was folly established, wrote
that she was ‘ frightened ' becanse a strange lady wished ta
be introdnced to ier.

“If T am a wild beast, I cannot help it,' ehe declared.
' It is not my fanlt.”

Although her works have nlways been the delight of the
cultured few, the author's retiring personality had its effect
in shutting itself away from the knowledge of men, and it
was fully sixty years after her death that the first memoir of
her was panbiished.

More thah twenty years ago a gentleman visiting Win-
chester ('athedral asked a verger to show him Jane Auaten's
tomb. The wan readily gnided him to the elab of black
marble, and the visitor stood for some time studying the in-
acription with keen intarest. As he turned away, his goide
said, in an apologetic tone :

' Pray, air, can you tell me whather there was anything
particular about that lady? So many people want to know
where ahe was buried.’

Yet the fame of her genius is every year increasing, and
her readers may be nombered by the handred, instead of
the score, As wae forn:erly the case. She chose to be * firax
woman, then artist,’ and time has accorded her an enviabie
renown in both charactera.

The New High Arm Davis Vertical Feed is acknowledged
by experts to be the moat perfect Sewing Machine the world bas
Fot secn—ADVT,

x LADIES, for Afternoon Tes, use AULSEBROOK'S
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ADYT.)
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waY more—than any other lron, and for guality has no squal,

¥Lao BRAND FICKLES.—Ank for them, the beat in the
market. Hi¥WaRD Bios Christchurch.—(ADVT)



