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Maynard’s Best Mauinr.

By E. BURROWS.

Maynazd stued vutside the buouse,
and looked at the Howertilled bal-
cunics aud red-striped ~un-blinds with
dubivus eyes. He was wondering f
11 would be any goud ringing the bell
and inguiring in the wsua} formula
whether Miss Clinfun was at bome,
when sOweuvne wenl up the white
steps in frunt of him and pealed at
the great bell with no  uncertain
band.

A smile twisted Maynard's gloomy
features as bis eyes feill on the small
figure staoding erect and impurtant
wefure the big door.

~Hallo, shaver:™ he said.
yuu doing there, eh?”

“Lailin’ on Miss Clinton,” said he
addressed as shaver; “an” my name is
nut shaver. Iuv's Montague Wichard
iwent!™”

“Uh, reallyl™ said Maynard, leaning
cemfortably om the iron railings,
which in their new coat of green
jpauint were (winkling wickedly in the
sun. ~And youre calling on Miss
Llinton, are you? That’s just what

“What are

1 was thinking of Jdoing myself.
only "
“I'm asked to tea!” announced

Montague Wichard Twent. as he call-
ed himself, being unalle to wresiie
successfully az et with the letter
“r.” *rthe’s my sweetheart, and——
Lbhe great deors were flung open.
and a butler appeared blandly on the

threshold, and with a magnificent
wave uvi a minute hand Moniague
wichard Twent vauished into  the
sacred precincts, and the dvors were
shut behind bim. learing Mayoard
oulside  in  the cold—figuratively
speaking, for the temperature  was

anytlung bur chilly in the Jfuly afier-
nuen SUl.

It was only what he had expected.
and he turped away amd went down
1he ruad, leaving Muontague Wichard
lweat in possession of the neld—and
Betiy Clinton. MHe thought of her vio-
let-grey eves and her bewildering
smile, which had flazhed into his
heart and held it enthralled menths
ago. sometimes he wondered dismal-
Iy whether it would ever be his good
torinpe to see that smile again, for
he had offended her mortaily, and
ihe light ot her fair countenance had
been withdrawn from him for more
than a month.

f gourse it was all his own fault—
he was in a mood when he would have
pieaded guilty to any accusation if
1t would have the desired effect of
patching up some =ort of peace be-
tween them. But nothing of that
sort happened. M Clinton quite
apreed. with deadly ecivility, that it

him  into outer darkmess—
again speaking figuratively. The rift
within the Jute had Leen caused by
some httile trivial thing which ought
10 have passed unnoticed—s¢ he
nrged blindly, never seeing 1ill it was
1wo late that his very urging only
made it worse.

He hag asked Miss Clinton the time-
nonnured question, and she had been
on the very verge ot saying that one
wurd which would have lifted him
from mere earth to highest heaven.
when in bis impatience and cagerness
ta know his fate--in his ambition to
prise to her that he could give her all
her heart’s de~ire, he told her that
=~he zhould <o what she willed with
hi= wealth—if she wonld only marry
him. That fatal orging of a condi-
tiocn—though he did not meac his
words to be taken as such—was his
doom. Her hot blood fired vwp — a
hasty word slipped from her prerty
jips—surprise sealed his — and that
wasz how the whole thing happened.
anl since then it had never been even
parched up.

%a while Maynard was stalking
=zloomily in the opporite direction to
ire charming hovse in which buot a
=hort 1ime ago he had been a most
can<tant and weleolne  visitor Miss
Clinton was distracting her thoughts
—which had a tiresome trick of fiving
off at a tangent fe the what-might-
have-been, a fatal habit of which she
was rfoing her best to break herself
- with Montague Richard Trent. He
was< a charming child. with the
nuaintest of marner: and speech. and
he locked vpon pretiy Miss Betiy
as his owh especial properiv. to be
shared with nn ather living soul.”

“\pre strawberries. Montague?™
said Mizs Betty.

“Pleaxe.” zaid he. pever averse to a
rod offer. T fink Mister Mawnard
wizhed von had asked him in to tea-
1 seed him outside when I was comin”
in here.!

Had a homhshell descended at her
feet Mizs Clinton counld hardly have
lvoked miote astnnished. She almost
iumped on her chair. This was the
first and only intimation she had re-
ceived of Mavnard'= return to  the
neighhrurhoeod.

“Tid vnr speak to him. Montagune?”
she inquired with icterest,

“He :poke to me first.” he =said sol-
emuly. after a short interval, which
was acrupied by strawberries. "an’

was his fault, and then and there dis-
missed

an
he asked me where T was goine, s0 T
ta’d him vou asked me to tea. He
was leanin' on the wailinzs outside.

louking awful mis'sble; and then be
went away, 1 fink, afier I came in
here.”

—He went away?™ repeated Miss
Clinton blankly,

And the child nodded his listle curly
head,

~Yes, I ink s0, an’ I thought it was
funny, 'cos I heard mother say omee
that she knew Mr Maynard wai very
fond of youw

Miss Clintor started.

~Uh. she was jokiog, dear!™ she
said faintly. ~You maust have the
rest of the =trawberries, yoo know,
Montagne: 1 ean’t eat any more, and
they are <o good. Then we’ll go out
and play with the puppies in the gar-
den.”

And Montague pbediemtly finished
the =trawberries. and then they play-
¢d on the shady lawns with the most
fazcinating pair of spaniel puppies.
that were the jor of his heart. And
then the time came all too soon when
nurse was announced. and Montague
Wichard Twent was taken home to
Fed,

Hiz vizit had given Miss Clinton
fresh food for reflection. and before
the dar dawned. afier a sleepless
nizht. she had gone one step further
on the road of her repentance. and
acknowledged that she had been a
foo! t play with ber life’s happiness
—for nething.

These thoughts. and ofhers of a
similar description occnpied her for
several days and mights. r1ill one
rever-to-be-forgorten day. when she
mwet him fazce to face at a sarden
party at the house of Colonel Trent.
the father of Montazue Wichard.

Her face was nearly as pale as her
dainty white dress. but she held oot a
triendly lirtle hand. and uttered the
conventional greetme with surh eool-
ness that Maynard's hopes. which had
flown ap sky-high as he saw her com-
ing towards him_ fell into the Lot
tomless pit of despair.

He suggested that it was extremely
hot. and there were ices under the
trees. Might he get Mis= Clinton an
ice?

Misg (linton assented to the pro-
position, and thev strolled towaris
the trees in question: but somehow.

when they reached them. they did not

panse; they went on lhrough a shrob-
bery. where only the distant strains
of the string band plaring the “Valse
Hleue™ came faintly to them on the
perfumed air, and where there was
no one to be seen—nothing but rows
of flower-beds, gorgeous with colomr
and scent, and in the distance the
shimmer of the lake in the wood be-
iow,

A silence. more dangerous than any
words, had fallen between them. and
Miss (lintou found herself getting
cold with apprehension. She must say
somethimg.

“What a long time yon have been
away!" she said ahruptlv- and then
could have bitten her tongue out for
her rash speech.

Of course. it had seemed a long
time to her-—an eternity. but he was
not to know that.

But he knew it now, The mischief
was done appearenily, for without
more ado Maynard faced round upon
her with a roughneas which swartied
ber. t1e had been in the pait such a
SubInisaire wWooer.

“Has it seemed long w you? he
demanded.  “And yei you sent me
away. Betty, is it possible that you
—You care after all?™

Tlou were 30 impatient,” she gaid,
repromchfully; “or—ng, it was 1 who
WA that, wasn't it? Well, both of "1a
then, if you hke. Will that do?”

TAnythung will do if you will only
1¢ll me onec thing, and that is that
Fou _lore me, Betty! Dearest beart,
won't you 1ell me that?”

And it is to be presumed that she
dig, fur what happened Dext was only
s€eR by the Howers and by an indig-
nant pair of blue eyes belonging to a
smajl per-.n in an immaculate white
salor suit, who agueezed himself
througn a gap in the yew hedge,
which was such a kl.ndly shelter o
the lovers.

Moniague hurled himself
Maynarg with fierceness.

“How dare you kisa my Miss
Hetty?  he demanded, with angry
eyes;, “she’s my sweetheart, not
yours!™

“lreat Scott! the boy will have
eseryone in the piace upon the
scene,” said Maynard, with a rueful
faugh, as Miss Betty slipped from his
arms with a delicious blush, and laid
ber white hand on Montague's little
shoulder,

“Mhy, Montague,” she said with a
smile in Maynard's direction, “do
Fou know I belonged to Mr. Mayoard
long ago, only he didn't quite know
it. and 1--I am going to marry him.”

“Lhen it was true what mother said,
that yoo were very fond of her,” said
Montague; “she’s always right, yoa
seel  Hut Miss Betty is my sweet-
beart all the same”

"She’s our sweetheart. old chap,
and you shall be the best man. Will
that do, eh "

<ind it was so, for Montague Rich-
ard Trent tock a Prominent purt in
the wedding ceremony, which took
Place almost immediately, which
transformed pretty Betty Clinton in-
10 Mrs. Humphrex Mavnard.

And he has been called Maynards
et Man ever sinee.
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The Mlssmn of a Rose

Sung with the yreatest success by
BEimsy MABMY CKBTLE B.
The * Mustrated Londen News ™ —The
Mission of 4 Bise is ** 8 Gera ~ i
- ¥anity Far” (L udmu) mars .—The Mimsion of »
B.a» 5 0 A Graceful 3o
- Plecudilly * saps:—
Swvet Song.”
n da; Tu:;as (londﬂl:l)-l's‘ -The Mission
Trie musicianly fecti =il
st v 8 gTEat favurite.” e l
~THE MISSION OF A ROSE is
being siox with great saccess by Wiss Amy Casiles
Mrw be it w7 il W sic wters.
Lendos E_TNOLDS & Co, Bermers Et, W.
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8. JOHN'E COLLEGIATE S8CROOL, T HE PAH.”
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JOHN'S COLLEGIATE SCHOOL.

“THE PAH,"
NEAR ONEHUNGA, AUCKLAND.

Headmaster - - -

The Rev. P. 8. SMALLFIELD

ASSISTED BY A COMPETENT STAFF OF MASTER~

Puapils way e enrvlled this week for the Half Term.

A Npecial "Bus for Jlax popils o+ every school day.

N, JOHN™S COLLEGIATE SCHOQUL ix titusted on & hill overluoking Onehunga
The Schoul Grounds include an area of 50 ac-e.

The svil is volcanie, the aspect sanny, and the porition <heltered.

Tlie site is an ideal one for a boarding »chool.

The riaserounis &ljnin a larre (uadranyle.

In adilini

h to the quadrangle there is a

playing held of 10 acres, part of which is laid ont as & footbail ground
A spoacions Ly moasinm is itted ayp with all nessiful appliancen.

. MAITLAND at"ends unce & month to do any peadfol work to the teeth of
papits, and DR SCOTT makes & wonthly mwedical exmnination of pupils.

Papils are prepared for the Matricalation, Civil Service, and other pablie exsmn

PROSPECTUSES WAY BE HAD AT THE DIOCKSAN OFPFICE. SRORTLAND STREET,
at the Booksallers, and on application to the Hoadmastar,



