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Macdontld. Tlio others had gono on in Ix>rd IJidbor-
ough'a car, aa Mr. Macdonald wantcl ti> soo tho vicar bo-
fore the wrvico. Tho vicur had ju,ko<I Joan about tho
niuuic, saying that tho village achwlmiHtrt'sa, who woa also
the organist, was willing U) play. "I .hm't much like
'Tho Voice that breathed o'er Eden,'" Jean told him,
"but anything oluo would bo very nice, ^t i« so very kind
of her to play."

Mhor mourned all tho way to church about Potor being
left behind. "Thoro's poor Peter who ia so fond of mar^
riage»—he goeji to them all in Priorsford—tie<l up in the
yard

; and ho knows how to behave in a chunh."
"It's a good deal more than you do," Mrs. Macdonald

told him. "You're never still for one moment 1 know
of at least ono person who has had to change his seat be-
cause of you. lie said ho got no good of tho sermon
watching you bobbing about."

"It's because I don't care about sermons," Mhor re-
plied, and relapsed into dignitied silence—a silence sweet-
ened by a large chocolate poked at him by Jean.

They walked through tho churchyard with its quiet
sleepers, into the cool church where David was waiting to
give his sister away. Some of tlie viiluj^'e women, with
little girls in clean pinafores clinging to their skirts, came
shyly in after them and sat down at tlie door. Lord Bid-
borough, waiting for his bride, saw her come through the
doorway, winged like Mercury, smiling back at tho chil-
dren following . . . then her eyes met his.

The first tiling that Jean became aware of was that
Mr. Macdonald was reading her own chapter.
"The wilderness and tho solitary place shall be glad for

them: and the desert shall rejoice and blossom as the
XOn^» • • •

"And an highway shall be there, and a way, and it shall
be called The Way of Holiness: the unclean shall not pass


