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"ewe-l," Bill somewhat liesilatrngly rel)lie(l; "yes, 1-1 dici bappen to be
at the station whcn she carne. Shce-yotn know the stage is quite expensive."'

"Is she nice ?" Lizzie repeated.
*She's ail riglit. Goin clown to the chutrcli this afternoon, Lizzie ?"

"Sure, preacher's depending on uis. Miss Darrel wants uis to l)ractice olir

pieces aftcr the work's donc, too. Youi're corning, Will ?"

"I gucss so," replied Bill.
\Vith that thcy turned into the yard of Tom Graharns farrn, and witli a

flourish of the whip andi the music of belîs drew uip at the farm-house door.

The white cùurch was I-resbyterian in its plainness. It stood on the sec-
tion hune about two miles froru Bill's' hornestead. Srnall, oblong, straighit-ridged
and painted white, it differed fromi the usuial type of country churches and
sehools in only one particular. Its windows were round on the top instead of
square, a mark of architectural beauty of which the congregation was justly
protl(. Oil ordinary (lays a solenun silence reigned in and arotund the 'church,
but to-day tlie place rang with bustle and lauigliter. A roaring fire filled the
stove. Young meni stood arotind it talking and lauighing. A heap of cedar
branches lay on the floor and a group of-matrons busied theinselves in binding
ihe twigs togcther inito wreaths for (loor an(l winidows. Others were gathered
abouit a table anxiouisly debating liow to cnt ont the letters for the mlotto. Liz-
zie was there, bulsy witb bier scissors, mantifacturing borders and frilîs of be-
wildering coniîplexity out of colored .paper. 'fIwo Iiuge beanis stre tched ac russ
the church, and on one of these Bill sat, absorbed iii the task of fastenling up
bunlches of evergreenis. It is difficult to say whether Blll's mind was altogether
taken iup with the work in band. Certain it is that lie cornpletcly ignored the
renmarks and jokes flunig at iru by flic boys below, aîîd once lie dropped a biand-
ftnl of cedlar o11 the bicad of thie preacher, who was passing underneath.

-1-I. l)g pardoni, MIr. I)a-Mr. Hîi,' lie cxclauuied. 1It slippe(l ont of
iny biaud.''

"Don't apologize, Mr. Grabiai,' latighed the 1)reachler, "It is not every one
that caiî get a lauirel wreatli SO easily."

By andi bye the matrons muade preparations for goiig borne.
'Yon'll wait anîd liear uls sing, Mr. G;rahiaru," said the preaclier approach-

ig.
"I guess 1 will. Tlhere's iiotlbing iiîncbl to dIo down biorne," replied Bill.
()nite so, quite so. 1But 1 w011(ler wlîat is lîindering Miss Darrel. She

surely cali't have forgotten abolit the practice.''
"Sbe is pretty laie. 'Fle snow's rallier deep, thougli, and it nînst be liard

walking. Maybe it wotnl( lie better if I-if you would send sorneone after
lier," suggested Bill.

"iPerlîaps that wvould be best. l'hl ask iiru Lavoy. He-I beg your par-
don11.',

."I uvas just saying tliat J've nothiing particular to (Io iiyscîf."


