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my being a foreign missionary with Mother Mac- 
Allister,” Elizabeth said, “ in sun-bonnet days. But 
I did not think the dream would really coi • true.”

“ I remember, too, that when, your contemplation 
of unclothed heathen and boa-constrictors was too 
much for your courage, you used to remark despair­
ingly that you supposed you would just stay at home 
and marry Charles Stuart.”

Elizabeth laughed. Her ideas concerned with 
marrying Charles Stuart had undergone a radical 
change in the past year.

From the tower over the Martin woodshed a big 
bell clanged out a startling interruption. They 
sprang up, looking at each other guiltily. Auntie 
Jinit had threatened to so remind them of their duty 
if they remained too long at the creek. For such a 
pair for stravagin’ over the fields as Lizzie and 
Charles Stuart, she declared she had never seen, and 
she was thankful Eppie wasn’t given that way.

They scrambled gayly up the bank. “ They’re 
ringing the wedding-bells already,” cried Elizabeth. 
“ There go Mary and Jean ; they promised to set 
the tables—and brother Bone-Bagsley too—the dear ! 
We must hurry.”

Nevertheless they still lingered. When they 
reached the top of the slope, they stood for a moment 
in the rosy sunlight and, with a common impulse, 
looked back.

“ It’s almost a year ago,” whispered Elizabeth.
“ Yes, almost a year," answered Charles Stuart.


