
CHAPTER XIX

SUNBISE

L
ONG before the sun appeared above Arrow 

Hill Elizabeth was dressed and sitting at 
A her bedroom window watching the lane. 

For she had promised Auntie Jinit that she would 
be off to the creek at the earliest hour to gather 
violets and lady’s-slippers and swamp lilies to deco
rate the tables for the wedding breakfast. Charlie 
Stuart had promised to call for her at sunrise, but 
she was too excited to rest.

For this was Eppie’s wedding-day. Poor little 
Eppie had found her home at last—her old home too. 
Jake Martin, at his wife’s instigation, had handed 
over to his son the little farm that had once belonged 
to old Sandy and there Charlie and Eppie were to 
start their new life. And so just as the stars were 
sinking into the faint blue vault of heaven, and the 
earth was rising slowly from its shroud of dark
ness and sleep, Elizabeth had arisen and was now 
dressed and waiting for Charles Stuart long before 
he could be expected.

The grand forward march of day had commenced ; 
very slowly and majestically it was approaching, 
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