
"Every chair weighs a ton,” I assured
her, ‘’and the ceilings are low,”

"And the rugs?”
“All Turkish, and old. And there’s

an open fireplace in every room.”

"Nothing Frenv-hy, or gilded?”
“Nothing.”
“I'm glad. I never eould accept the

house if it were gilded.”
"I've got five Collies and a Persian

cat.” I volunteered.
"I love Collies and Persian eats,” she

said. Then she looked at me with a

frank, merry smile. "What is your
name?” she asked.

“John,” I answered meekly.
“There was never such a fine, old,

holiest name as John,” she said. “But

I'm sure your other name isn't Smith.

What is your other name, John?”
"It is Brooke, my dear. And yours?”
“Allison, John—Allison Cornwall.”
"Will you hand me that watch of ours,

Allison? I aiu going to open it. There!

■what is it you see?”

“Why, it is my picture. John! I sup-

pose it is uhusual, but it seems so

natural that it should be there.”
"I found it in the studio of a friend

yvho died.”

"My Cousin Robert?”
“Yes. I was his executor. In his will

he said that I was to take whatever

pleased me most from his studio, and I
chose your picture. Since then I have
tried so hard to find you, and behold!
to-day you have strayed into my gar-
den, as you strayed into my heart two

years ago.”
“So you know me, John?”
“The moment I saw you, Allison.”
“And you meant all that about my

consenting to marry you before I left

the garden?”
"1 was never so serious in my life. I

was bold then, dear, but' I am timid now';
I want so much to ask you to do some-
thing, and I hardly dare. I said I would

not let you leave the garden tillyou had

promised to marry me; now I want your
promise to marry me before you leave

the garden—your garden—our garden.
It isn’t as if I had met you only to-day,
'Allison; I have loved you for two years—-
two long, long years.”
. “I will consider it. And now I will

give you the keys to the house, and you

will go and order luncheon; I couldn’t

marry you till I’d seen the house, you

know.”
"Is the house so important?”
“We must like the same things, John,”

she answered simply. And then I un-

derstood.

Leaving Allison in the wistaria-arbor,
I ran to the house, burst in upon my
honest old housekeeper, Airs. Perkins,
and ordered luncheon for two. Never

had the question of luncheon loomed so

importantly. “I must order what she
likes.” I thought.

Mrs. .Perkins was greatly amazed and

equally patient. I asked her to suggest
dishes, and as quickly vetoed her choice;
I made wild suggestions myself, which I

as promptly rejected. There was but one

way for me, and, after all. wasn’t that

the test? 1 ordered just the sort of lunch-

eon I liked: broiled squabs, artichokes,
fresh butter, strawberries from the gar-

den, with bar-sugar and a whopping
pitcher of cream, and a pot of my own

special brand of Ceylon <tea.

Mrs. Perkins rose manfully to the oc-

casion; the squabs were in the larder,
the artichokes in the ice-box, and Allison
and I would p>ick the strawberries our-

selves.

With luncheon promised in an hour,

contingent upon the delivery at the

kitchen door of the strawberries, I left

Mrs, Pedkins and made a hurried tour

of the house. It was a most encourag-
ing tour; every room was clean and or-

derly, yet had that indefinable air of

being lived in. I looked last and longest
at the library—my own particular re-

treat. It was as characteristic of me

a-s was my garden, and if Allison loved

my garden, surely she must love my

library! Satisfied with my survey, and

thankful that 1 had been born with an

abhorrence of lace window curtains and

gilded chairs, I hastened to the garden!
Alli<ou was sitting 'where I hud left

her, in the wistaria.-arbor. I felt that

she had always been there, a part of my
life, the spirit of nry garden, the joy of

my house and heart. We wandered to

tile, strawberry bed hand in hand, and

while I picked berries, she with deft
fingers, constructed small backets of

le-aves. Thon with our spoils we jour-
neyed gleefully to the "kitchen door.

With Mrs Perkins, us with myself, it

was a ease of love at sight. Allison
was whisked away from me and tucked

under my worthy housekeeper's meta-

phorical wing almost before 1 knew it. 1

then tied to in-y bedroom. where, as I

remember, 1 clmnged my tie four times
and agitatedly smoothed my hair with a

clothes brush. That accomplished 1 ran

downstairs to the library where Allison,

conducted thither by Mrs Perkins, soon

joined me.

“Oh, John, I do love your house!” she

said.

“Our house,” I corrected.

“Well, ‘our’ house, then.”

“You haven’t really seen it yet,” 1

warned.

“There never was a dearer room than

this,” she replied, surveying Mie book-
lined walls with appreciative eyes.
“There is nothing so cozy as books 1

think, when they ure not too new or too

oppressively expensive-looking.”
"The World’s Best Literature, eighty

volumes, bound in calf,” I suggested, or

“Masterpieces of Fiction, half morocco,

edited by a Justice of the Supreme Court

and a Senator from Kansas.”
“Yes,” she smiled, “that’s it. Was

there ever any tiling so stupid?’’
‘"There never was. But I’m -as hungry

as can be. Let’s trot along to the din-

ingroom and see what we can liml to

eat.”

“Perha.ps luncheon isn’t ready."
“Luncheon is always ready at two

o'clock. This house seems to run itself,
dear; as sure as I pull into the dining-
room on schedule I find a meal staring
me in the face. Let us hope that your
first meal in your—our—-house will

please you.”
“I’m sure it will,” she. beamed.
And it did. Wasn’t it nice cli her to

like squabs and articJiokes and sweet

butter? Wasn’t it dear of her to praise
my brand of tea and to eat two saucers

of strawberries? We were very gay and

happy, and we chattered away like mag-

pies till my eyes rested on the elock.

“You must excuse me. Allison,” I said,
taking out a pencil and notebook, “but

time is flying and there is much to be

done. Wirat is your age. dear?”
“Is it important, John?”
“Yes, dear.”
“Twenty-four, John.”

“And you were born?”
“In Philadelphia, John.”
“And your father’s naanc?”
“Was Roger Courtland Cornwall, John,

and another’s was Sarah Marshall.”
“Thank you, dear. Would you mind

if I left you for an hour? It will take

me all of an hour to run over to Bel-

mont and get a maniage-lic.'nse, a min-

ister, and a wedding ring. You shall

be ■ married with the ring that was my

mother's; she would have liked that,
Allison.”

“But, John, I haven’t told you I

would!”

“You like the house, and you like your
luncheon, and you love the garden. Now

there is only me to consider. Won’t 1

do, Allison?”
She looked at me very gravely,

searching ray face—my soul, perhaps—-
to see if there was -aught in me that

she eould not accept.
“Yes, John, you'll do,” she said, “only

it’s lucky for you I’m an orphan. 1

never eould do it if I weren’t, you
know.”

“I know,” I said. “But one thing be-

fore I start for town—l -hope you don’t
dislike automobiles, Allison.”

“I adore them, John.”
“How fortunate! There is a four-

cylinder waiting for me this minute at

the side door. I shall be back by four

if I possibly can. It is only an eight-
anile spin all told, and if I’m luck enough
to catch a parson—is there any brand

you prefer, dear?”

“No, John, only the Episcopal kind
look so sweet in their vestments.”

“You shall have the best I can get in

the time I have,” I promised. Then I

rang for Airs. Perkins and told her there

was to be a wedding in the garden at
half past four or thereabouts. When it

was made clear to her who the bride was

to be, the dear old soul really looked

pleased.
“I will leave Miss Cornwall in your

hands,” I told her. “She will like to

explore the house, perhaps, or stroll in

the garden, but in no circumstances is

she to run away. She may repent of

her decision and try to escape, but don’t

let her, Airs. Perkins—don’t you dare to
let her!”

Allison laughed merrily. I blew her

a kiss, then flew through the house

out of a side door, and hopped up be-
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ABSOLUTELY WATERPROOF, BUT ALLOWS FREE
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MANUFACTURE.

This material is made in all weights. The lighter materials arc most suitable for
uniforms, clothing, and rough wear. The heavier makes are unequalledfer tenis, blinds,
awnings, etc.

Full Particulars can be obtainedat all goodclass Drapers and Hosiers,
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J. SPENCER TURNER Co. i ENGLAND.

WALTHAM
WATCHES

j 1 2,000,000 of these watches now in

use. All Waltham watches are guaran-

by American Waltham Watch
Co., the largest watch movement

manufacturing concern in the world.
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SWIFT & COMPANY, 32 O’Connell St., SYDNEY, Agents.

Allison's Garden.

Continued from Page 19.

The New Zealand Graphic for October 13, 1906 37


