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CHRISTIAN’S MISTAKE.

CHAPTER L

#Bo I will do my best & puda wifa to b,
For Anld Echin Gray in ver kind to ma."

“I rHINKE this will do, my dear; juet listen;” and, in
s mystericus half whigper, gond Mrs, Ferguson, wife of
James Fergueon, the well-to-do silversmith and jeweler,
of High Street, Avonsbridge, read aloud from the sheet
of paper in her hand :

“'On the 21st instant, at the University Church, Av-
onsbridge, by the Reverend John Smith, the Beverend
Arnold ®rey, DI)., Master of Saint Bede's Collegs, Avons-
bridge, to Christisn, only child of the late Edward Oak-
lay, Eeq., of that plare) Will it do? Beocauss, if so,

. James will send it to ' The Thmes’ at once.™

“ Better ask Dr, Grey firet,” anewered the bride,

As she apoke, Dr. Grey turned round from the window
where he had been conversing — that is, responding to
eonvermation—with Mr. Ferguson, chiafly on the weath-
er; for it was a snowy December day.
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This precise moment, half an hour after his marriage—
hig second marriage—is hardly a fair time to describe
Dr. Arnold Grey; suflice it to say that he was a gentle-
man spparently about forty-five, rather low -in stature,
and apare in figure, with hair already thin and iron-gray.
The twenty-five years between him and his newly-mar-
ried wife showed plainly—only too plainly—as she stood,
in all her gracefulncsa of girlhood, which even her ex-
treme pallor end a certain sharp, worn, unoaturally com-
posed look eould not destroy. He seemed struck by
this. His face clonded over for & minute, and he slightly
sighed. But the pain, whatcver it wes, was only moment-
ary. He looked like » man who was not in the habit of
acting hastily or impulsively—who never did any thing
without having previously folly counted the cost.

U What were you saviog, Mre Fergoson 7" said be, ad-
dressing her with the grave and somewhat formal polite-
ness which was his naturel manner, but which always
somewhnt ewed that rather volgar, though kind-hearted
and well-meaning woman.

She put the paper imto his kands, *It’s the notice for
*The Times; James and I made it up last night James
thought it world save you trouwble, master—" Mrms, Fer-
go=on always hesitated between this ecommon University
custom of address and plain “ Dr. Grey.”

“Thank you; Mr. Ferguson is always kind,” returned
the Master of Saint Bede's.

“Yon see,” continued Mra, Ferguson, lowering her tone
to & confidential whisper, “ I thonght it was better only to
put * Edward Oskley, Esq.,’ and nothing more. 'Wouidn't
you like it to be so, air "
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“I should like it to be exactly as—" he pansed, and
the color rushed violenily over his thin, worn, and yet
sensitive face, a8 sensitive s if he had been a young man
still " exactly as Mra. Grey pleasea.”

Mra. Gfrey! At the sound of her rew aame Christian
started, and she, too, turned searlet. Not the sweet, rosy
blugh of a bride, but the dark red flush of sharp physical
or mental pain, which all her gelf-control eould not hide.

¥ Poor dear | poor dear!| this ia a great changa for her,
and only & year minee her father died,” satd Mm. Fergu-
son, etill in that mysterions, apologetic whisper. “But
indecd, my love, you have done guite right in marrying;
and don't fret & bit pbout it. Never mind her, sif; she'll
be better by-and-by."

This oppression of pity would bave nerved any one of
resorved temperament to die rather than betray the least
fragment of emotion more, Christian gathered herself
up; her face praw pale again, and her voica steady. She
locked, not at Mrs. Fergueon, but at the good man who
had just made her his wife—and any one locking at him
must have felt that he was a good man—then said, gen-
tly, but determinedly,

#If'Dr. Grey has no objection, I should like to have
stated my father’s oecupation or my own. I do not wish
to hide or appear ashamed of either.”

 Certainly not,” replied Dr. Grey; and, taking up the
pen, he added, ¥ Edward Qakley, Eaq., late orgsnist of
Suint Bede's.” It was the last earthly memento of one
who, born a gentleman and a genius, bad so lived, that,
as all Avonsbridge well knew, the greetest blessing which
could have happened to his daughter wos his death. Baut,



