
"Yes,yes. Of courseyou areright. You
always are. You are the most wonderfully
practical little woman in the world. What
shall we do? Have you decided that ?

"
"Ithink we had better try to keep a

store.""
A store! Good gracious! Why a store?

[sn't thatrather— rather
"

hepaused for
a word,andIsupplied it inmy usualmanner." Infra dig, you would say, andIsuppose
it is. But the fact remains that we must do
something, and a store seems about the only
thing that we can manage. The only thing
that does not require skilled labour of some
kind,and unfortunately neither you norI
have had the training to tit us for getting
our own living. We might take up land.
MrStaunton says thatany onecanfarm. But
Idoubt it. Idon't think you would know
whichend of aplough to hold, andI'm very
sureIshouldnot. And there wouldbe trees
to fell and the land to clear." (lhis of
course was a mistake, as we; should be
scarcely likely to take up a North Island
bush section; but my knowledge of up-
country lifeat that time waschiefly obtained
from American books of life and adventure
in the Far West,and a logcabin in the midst
of a half-cleared paddock was my idea of a
country life.)

.lack acknowledged that he had neverseen
a plough nearenough to pass an opinion as
to its business end, but opined "

that what
manhad done manmight do," and that he
supposed he could learn."There'sno timefor that. We must begin
to eai'n some money at once. How much do
you think wehave spent since we came out
two months ago ?

"
"Don'tknow,anddon'tmuch care. About

twice as much as weought,Isuppose."
Itoldhim,and he made a littlegrimace."Icall it great economy," he declared."Iused to spend twice as much at home."" Well, at that rateour money will last us

exactly tln-ee years and eight months. And
what is to become of us at the end of that
time ? There is nothing for it but to try the
stove. YouseeIcould help in that. Keep
the books and mind the shop. Oh!Ireally

think Ishall like it. Quite a number of
great peopleat Home have gone into trade
of late years," and Imentioned several woll-
known instances in London Society. "One
hasonly got to weigh out the things carefully
and see that one makes no mistakes. Al-
ways give good articles, and never charge
too much or too little. Oh!lam certain we
shall like it, and at any rate \vu shall be
doing something."

My eagerness carried the day. Jack had
no feeling one way or the other. Work, of
the kind that earns daily bread, was not an
inherited instinct with him. Not that he
was lazy, he was full of life and energy, but
he had no commercial instincts and never
acquired them.

So we bought a section in a rising town-
ship, and proceeded to erect a house and
store.

The township was certainly rising in the
sense that it had not yet risen, ami Imay
add, in parenthesis, that it is still rising in
the same sense.

We saw it first on paper, and it looked
very imposing. Theplans werenicely drawn
and colored in mathematical parallelograms,
with here and there a corner cut off to suit
the exigencies of the land, through which a
creek wound itsserpentinecourse,interfering
a good deal with the said parallelograms,
Through the centre of the plan ran a higli
road or main street, and there were several
minor streets at right angles. One good
large section was marked "Church

"— the
church of the Future; another was allocated
for a school, and all the rest were pretty
much at our disposal. It was explained to
us that a store, a blacksmith's forge, lateran
hotel, and still later a school and a bank, co
to form a rising township in New Zealand.
Our store would therefore be the nucleus of
Strathclare.

The township was ten miles from tlie
nearest railway station, and two from tlio
pleasant homestead of our kind friends, the
iitauntons, who invited us to stay with them
while our ownhouse was beingbuilt.

When Ifirst saw Strathclare, my heart
sank, for Ifound it consistedof twocottages
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