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then found that Nath Mosbey’s fence | streak in the bride’s cake, baked
kept her from seeing the Road where [the bride herself with perfectly ha;
the procession are a-going into the | confidence.
Meeting-house yard. But that didn’t Then on the heels of the exciten
down her none at all, for when 1 left [ came a quiet half-hour devoted
she had Nath and Buck and Mr. Pet- | the completing of all toilets bek
way a-knocking down the two panels | closed family doors A shrill squ
of fence, and leaving Mis’ Bostick a [issuing now and then from an «
clean sweep of view. Did you ever?”’ [window told its tale of tortures he
and Mother Mavberry chuckled over undergone, and a smothered mas
the small sister's triumph cver what | line ejaculation added a like te
to the rest of Providence would have
seemed an insurmountable obstacle

“It's just like her, the darling !
exclaimed the singer lady apprec
iatively.

At exactly a quarter to five, M
Wingate issued from her room af
a completly satisfactory seance w

“ONE pities him that's in the snare,
Whe

her mirror, and from the front ste,
0, Wi before, would not beware.— Herrick And she have got the Deacon all [looked down ir dismay upon a sce:.
tucked out until he is a sight to be- [of rebellion, that threatened a:
P hold.  She have made Mis' Peavev |moment to become a riot
starch his white tie until it sets out On the grass beside the porch st
on both sides like cat whiskers, .mld a group of little girls all starche
o have pinned a bokay on his coat a frilled, curled and beribboned. ur
The Road to Prowdence ost as big as the bride’s. Then she |they resembled  laccr bouguet of
(Copyrighted) have roached his forelock up on his cabbage roses themselves. Each .

head so he looks like Martin Luther
and she have got him a-settin’ down
S0 as not to get out of gear none
Mis’ Bostick is a-wearing a little
white rose pinned on her nightgown
and they is honeysuckle trailed all
over the bed. But here am I a-chav
ering with you all, with time a flyine
and no chance of putting salt on tail
this day Please, Tom Mayberry
70 down to the store and buy a nic kel's
worth of starch, and it’s none of vour
business how I want to use it I'm oo

clasped carefully a gaily decorar
basket filled with roses, and from e:
and cvery pair of eyes there danc
sparks of rage, aimed at a hudd
company of small boys who were

turning their indignation by syl
scorn mixed with determination

their polished freckled faces Half w
between each group stood Eliza Pil
1 glorified Eliza, from a halo of cu
to brand new small shoes She |
evidently been carrying on a losi
series of negotiations, for her usu
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PROVIDENCR"

oovers she la ocowing to care for Tom Mayberry, and he rea
ble to resto) o’

ine to look a surprise for you myself sanguine face had an expression
got desire is to be h €. Dr. Mayberry is tol before sundown.” utter hopelessness, vmwdl\mh
Miss Wingate upon one oooasion that she aappy, it does not matter if she 3 é . al ith » -
should never sing in: and upon hearing this Dr Mayberry tells her that s Well how did you get along wit of the other’s ninine indignat
ihoue, b dose"Sor Raow “why o knows je la Foine, mh.mh&{.hm ra ap acy |im. honev-bird " she “asked eager- | «Miss il she exclaimed
any oalls for Mother Mayberry's remcdies are made, but she way; o fle- a4 v 2 od th, steps > singer lady came to e edge
ready %o respond to them ek oirsle mevsy” O} Iv. as thev ascended the front tens [the singer lady me to the edg

wing th  Moth ) .
whose table and Dhllm&hin kindne T¢ 48 usual bointifully served to her guests.
M ingate tells Tom the story of lor early yea off to the ity
early in the morning without laulna Mise Wingate know. Bvery one in the Pro.
7idence nelghborhood attends the wedding of preity Bettie Pratt. the preparations

Ty

together. while the Doctor strode the porch, “I' don't know what
down the Road on hic err and ymake of the boys they never did th
‘‘Beautifully ! exclaimed the singer  way before 1"
lady with enthusiasm and the very “Why, what is the
faintest of blushes Miss Wingate, something of Eliz
“T thought so from his looks,” an- Panic communicating itself to her oy
swered the beguiled young Doctor's face and voice
wily mother. “A man always do have The boys all suddenly found intes
that satisfied martyr-smile when he est in their own feet or the cracks in
thinks he are doing something just to | the pavement, so Eliza as usual }
please a woman. ~Now, honey-child |came the spokesman for the occasic
vou ain’t got nothing to do but f:ill “They say they Just won’t carry
out your own sweet self: and make a | baskets of flowers, because it make
job of it while vou are about it.” With them look silly like girls. They will
which command Mother Mayberry dis. march with us if you make "em do
missed Miss Wingate up the stairs to but they won’t carry no baskets f
ler dormer-window room nobody. I don’t want Mis’ Pratt
And it is safe to say that no such find out how they is a-acting, for thre
teeming hours ever fleeted their sec- of 'em are hers and five Hoovers, ar
onds away on Providence Road as it is they own wedding." Eliza’s voi
did those ensuing. The whole villace almost became a wail in which Mi.
buzzed and bumbled and swarmed in Wingate felt inclined to join
and out from house to house like a At this juncture Martin Luther took
colony of clover-drunken hees on an it upon himself to create a further
August afternoon. Laughter floated [ dive rsion and to add fuel to the flam
on the air and mingled with banter By a mistake, and through a dete
and song, while the aroma of flesh mination to follow instructions,
pots and fine spices drifted from huge had clung to little Bettie’s hand, ar
waiters being hurriedly carried from | when she picked up one of the ti
down and up the Road and into the baskets provided for the two tots,
Pratt gate. The wedding supper was | had he, and thus he found himse
being laid on improvised tables in humiliatingly equipped and on t}
Bettie’s side yard, with Judy Pike wrong side of the yard and question
in command, seconded by Mrs. Pea Disengaging himself from the wid
vey, with her skirts tucked up out of eyed Bettie, he marched to the center

for which were supervised by Mother Maybe:
|

matter ?’’ asked

berry herself stood in the doorway

with well concealed eagerness as to

the outcome of the mission in her
C

T NCE, not long ago, I was in
Omm room with Mrs, Mayber
ry, hunting for the kittens
that the yellow cat had hidden
in the house and | caught a glimpse
of a most beautiful frock coat—it
made me feel partyfied then, and I
thought of the rose gown | have never
worn—and-—" she paused to let that
much sink in well “I thought I
would ask you,” she ended in a pen-
sive tone, as she kept her eyes fixed
on the rose determinedly.

“You don't have to ask me things
Just tell me!” he answered with an
exquisite hint _of something in his
voice which he quickly controlled.
“The frock coat let it be and shall
we say the rose gown? Then the high
gods protect Providence when it be-
holds I he added with a laugh

“Oh, will you really?" she asked,
overwhelmed with the ease with which
the battle had been won

“I will,” he answered, “‘only don’t
T tease me, please !

At which pathetically ingenuous de
mand the conquering singer lady toss-
ed him the rose and laughed long
and merrily

‘You and vour Mother are per.

ace.

“Well,” she observed with a laugh
“I'm glad to see somebody that has
time to stand-around, set-around,
passing the news of the day. Did
you all know that Bettie Pratt were
f-going to get married in about two
hours and a half?”

“We did,” answered her son as he
drew her a chair close to that of Miss
Wingate, “We were just discussing
in what garb we could best grace the
occasion. Did you succeed in getting
Mrs. Tutt to change her mind about
honoring the festivities

“Oh, yes, she just wanted to be
persuaded some. ft’s a mighty dried
up mind that can’t leaf out in a change
onct in a while and it's mostly men
folks that take a notion, then petrify
to stone in jt. But you all oughter to
see what is a-going on down the

“What ?” they both demanded of her
at the same second

“It’s that ‘Liza Pike again. Just
as soon as that child hatches a idea
the whole town takes to helping her

possible harm and her mind on the Jof the middle ground and cast t
fect—" she was observing with de- |feather it out, She got Mis’ Bostick’s | outlook for any possible disaster, from | spised basket upon the grass 2
lighted dimples, when Mother May bed moved to the front window, and | the w Iting of the jelly mould to a sad (To be continued)
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