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betrothal seal. “You are mine at last! My very
own! Oh, my darling, I am so happy!”’

“And I am happy, too,” Constance replied. “My
heart is just singing with joy.”

The sun shone brightly through the trees and
kissed the happy lovers; the little brook babbled and
laughed joyously at their feet; all around the birds
flitted and carolled in the fresh, balmy air, while
from the depths of Keith’s heart came the fervent
“Father, I thank Thee.”

THE END.




