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Prilliençy," she flnisbied whi&msically.
'There cornes Alice to, take mie to
Elisabeth'. lawn party," patting ber
brown hair into order with plump
bands. "You are sure you won't corne "

,No," Constance returned languidly,
«Pv. no teste for tea and chatter. l'Il
jua-» the telephone tinkled into ber
stetement. Constance listened to the
one-aided conversation.

«Rester Michels and Jerry Williams
did yon-sey?1 Why, bow ridieulous 1 She
la sixty-five if sh. is e day, and he is
older."'

"'Yes, that's true. Sorry, Mr Roberts,
but Alice has hier trap at the door now.
My neiee would corne I arn sure."

4eYe,jvou may rely on hier tact and
kindness of bert-absolutely. l'Il ex-
plain. Good-bye."'

"It'. the Rcv. Mr. Ro'berts," shie tld
kbr neice. "He says that. Mrs. Roberts
is away and that a couple bas juat call-
ed et the parsonage to be married. 'He
wents someone for a witness."*

"How interesting!" exclaimed Con-
stance, sprlnging frorn'the hamrnock.

«Aunt Margaret survcyed the lithe,
young figure a bit doubtfully.

"Re is a widower anà she is a widow,"
she added. "Bach has white hair. They
are simple country folk, but two of the
dcarest and beat'hearted peuple I know.
They sbould have married each other
forty years ago. Instead, each chose a
totally uiuitafile mate. The opportuni-
ties for choice were not large in the
sparcely settled country. At first this
seerned absurd, but perhaps-I mustn't
gossip with you any longer, cbild. Eturry
along. Perhaps," sarcastically, "«by the
time you are as old as are Rester and
Jerry you will be able to choose be-
tween your .Albert and Burke."

Constance picked up her white para-
sol and started down the path. Impul-
sively abe turned aside and broke a
great spray of white roses from the bush
which- nestled close to ber aunt's hospit-
ale home. Then, holding the fiuffy
laces of her sheer white gown from the
duat of tbe road be burried along the
grass carpeted patb.

Anxiety was written large upon the
Reverend Rubert's kind eountenance as
she tripped up the parsonage steps."Jerry bas gone for a license," he.ex-
plained burriedly. Mrs. Micbiels is there,
in tbe room Mrs. Roberts bas prepared
especially for waiting brides. 1 believe
it contains aIl of the necessities frum
rice powder to extra handkercbiefs," a
smile fiasbed for an instant across bis
strong face. "They are two of my old-
est parishoners. Dion't-er---"
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"IDon't do or sayanything to shadow
the rose color of their dreami?" co.
stance's brown eyes were sweetly
serions. "My dear Dr. Roberts, 'vould
1 strike a child wbo was offering mne a
blossom? Which door did you sayrt

The young girl tapped lightly, then
paused a moment on the threshold look-
ing into the aweet, wrinkled face wbich
turned from the miror at this intrusiop.

"I arn to be one of the witnessesIl
she explained gently. "As, Mrs. Roberts
was away, the minister asked me to
corne in and to make sure that you had
everytbing you wanted."

l"That was kind of you, dearie."1
Hester's heart had warmed instantly to
the sincerity -which looked out f romn
Constance's clear* eyes., "I was wonder.
ing-my hi

"It's beautiful," Constance declared,
"iso sof t and ripply. But it doesn't half
show how pretty it is. May 1 take it
down T"

Hester nodded mutely. Her bony,
fingers worked nervously ini their white
lace mitts.' Constance's slim white
bands busied themseives with pins and
combs, but hier eyes noted every detail
of the il-flitting grey gown which wus
so evidently Hester's own work. She
feit sometbing tightening at hier tbroat
as she loosed the ugly -knot and saw the
face framed in silver softness.

"I had to wear it that way when
Ezra was alive," Rester said diffidently.
She was, half afraid of this beautifia.
young creature who belonged so mani-
festlyý to another world. But she gained
confidence as she saw the look of un-
derstanding in the girL's eyes and went
on:

"He was always wantin' everything
shiny an' spic an' spandy. He was a
terrible good provider an' hie was neyer
cross to me, but-"ý

"But what-T" questiuned Constance
sympathetically as she biushcd a long
lock to ahining lustre.

"But-perhaps you think it foolish
for two such old folks to get married T"
Rester asked the question timorously.

"I tbink," said Constance, evenly as
she rolled a sof t puif from a sbîning
strand, "that we have a riglit to happi.
ness during every moment that we are
permitted to remain on earth." The
matronly Mrs. Roberts, hérseif versed in
the science of the troublcd human
heart, could not have inspired confidence,
more winningly.

"That'a just what Jerry said, thie
meaning leastways, though he cuuldn't
say it quite like that. Ezra meant well
-but--we was neyer chums. He
neyer told me nothin' about the day'a
work. If I tried to tell hlm 'bout the
cbickens or the bakin' hie laughed and
said hie hadn't time for such nonsense.
I used to dream i o sittin' by the fire
and taîkin' wîth my man, but I neyer
could. Mostly after supper hoe went ta
eîeep on the old lounge. 0, the years
were so lonely!"

A long silence followed, broken only
by the cal! of a bird to his mate and
ber far-away reply. Then Hester
spoke again softly.

"Jerry, hle neyer liad a chum either.
Maria ivas a smart housekeeper and she
had bis meals on1 time and the house s0
îieat you couldnt find a speck of dust
nowhere. But sbe neyer cared about-
hein' cbums."

The littie brown bird had joined her
mate in the apple tree and the air was
vocal wvitli their sociable twitterings.

Constance pinned the last ringlot in-
to place, fastened a spray of roses in
the lace at Hester's tliroat, then she
kissed tlhe pink spot on oach faded
chek.

"I think 1 hear voices," she said gent-
IV You are very sweot and bride-like

iow. Shall we go ontt"
Ilester lingered a moment like a shy

girl. Then Constance opened the door
and the 01(1 man w~ith bis gentie, love-
transtigured face came eagerly forward
tor meet bis bride.

Ail througlh the rernmonv Constance
sat as one entranie. A h listeiied
to t1w minist er's ricli. fuill toflos the
lune sunshinc spemeti to fade away. In-
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