
ded steadily on, and it was with an ex-

pression of positive stupor that he burst

all at ouee and without the slightest
transition of the foliage out of the rude

woods into a trim gravel road flanked

by incredibly artificial Lombardy pop-

lars. fn front of him swept a terraced

lawn; far across it rose a lordly Eliza-

bethan mansion composed, apparently, of
weathered oak, and gay window boxes;
a marvellously rolled tennis court swam

before his eyes. As he felt Nette at his

side and opened his lips to speak, a loud,

triumphant shout burst upon the air

and a carriage and pair stationed
at the end of the drive sprang into rapid
motion towards them.

“ ’Ere you are, sir! ’Ere! Just in

time, sir! Jump in! All right, sir—-
-1 knew by the lady's dress—could you

hopen the door yourself, sir? Mr. Richard
said he knew you’d try the old road—-

’owever did you get over the old bridge,
sir? 1 doubt we ean make it this late,
but we'll try. Excuse me, sir, but there's
no time for- talk—in you go, sir.”

Under the piercing eyes of the garru-
lous old servant Nette slipped into the

brougham and Antony after her, as one

in a dream. The fat bays literally gal-
loped along the crushed stone, whirled
through an elaborate iron gateway and

devoured the stretch of country road

whose scattered houses Antony tried in
vain to identify.

"Where are we going?” Nette asked!

fearfully, but he could only shake his

head.
"Somewhere near a railroad station, I

hope,” he answered; “we couldn’t very

well walk along the road dressed like

this. Evidently this old idiot know s your
dress—that's very unfortunate.”

"He cannot know it,” she insisted,
“for it has never been worn. I am sure

of it.”

"Nonsense,” said Antony brutally, and

at her incredulous displeasure he soft-

ened only as far as to demand:
"Then how did he know you?”
"I don’t know’,” she admitted, and they

drew up suddenly among a- crowd of car-

riages and motor cars gathered around

a quaint stone church.
"Now we’ll slip out,” Antony began,

when all at once a slender young man

sprang to the door of the brougham,
wrenched it open, seized Antony’s hand!
and burst into a torrent of language.

"Well, you took your time, didn’t you?
At last! Ritchie was sick with rage-
tillwe got the telegram. How’s Auguste?
Car gave out, of course. Poor Emily felt

dreadfully. Missexcuse me, but all I

can think of is Gertrude, you can just
get in—dash over to the cloister and

they've left a place. So glad to have

met you—yes, indeed, This is William-

son. Please ask for mother’s carriage
directly the ceremony is over—we’re go-

ing to form an arch of something at the

house. Hurry up, old man—l had all

your work. The rest are in by this time,
but I have to attend to the carriages,
and you are to take in the late ones.

Family on left of white ribbons—for hea-

ven’s sake. Miss Gertrude—run!”
He diragged Nette from the step and

Tweed her toward the ehurch; she lifted

lier skirts and skimmed like a swallow

beside him. Antony stumbled to the puf-
fing old coachman, pulled all the silver

out of his pocket, and handed it to him

mechanically.
"Thank you kindly, sir—l did my best.

So many not knowing either you or the

young lady, sir, it wa« ’ard for us, but

Pdid my best. She looks beautiful, they
tell mo—hisn't that someone waving for

you sir?”
Antony- van wildly toward the chureh

door, -whence issued a pompous and fami-

liar peal from the organ; a strongly

accented march, to whose measures, he

reflected dizzily, no one whom he had

yet encountered, had ever been able to

adapt his steps. He peered up the little

crowded aisle. Half way along it paced
a solemn party of young men; four vis-

ions of mauve and feathers followed them

and even as he removed his hat four

more hurried past him and! entered the

door. They were in couples, each bearing
a great armful of white and purple sweet

peas, and the maiden nearest him in

the last couple, flushed and panting, with

one bare arm, was none other than poor
Uncle Julius’ godmother’s own daugh-
ter’s stepdaughter! She moved demurely,
her eyes downcast, the great pearl rising
with her quick breath, and! Antony wip-
ed the sweat from his brow. A stir be-

hind him, a murmured, sighing tribute,
and the bride was passing by, White as

the lilies in her hands, a frostlike veil

falling over her glistening train, she glid-
ed beside her portly father, and

the crowded little church turned to mark

her passage as a hedge of sunflowers
seeks the sun.

Antony sighed and turned to confront

a massive!lady swathed in rose-coloured
satin and variously adorned with pre-
cious stones of all colours. She fixed
him with a protruding grey eye, and di-
rected toward him a hissing whisper.

“I am the bride’s aunt!” she declared.
Antony stared vaguely at her.
“And I hope there is a seat well to

the front,” she continued severely, if
hoarsely.

With a shock of comprehension Antony
thrust forward his arm.

“I am sure that there is, Madam,”
he said politely; “pray come with me.”

And so it . happened that he led the

massive satin creature up the aisle in the

wake of that mystic procession, outward-

ly a mask of courtly solicitude,butewithin
him the premonitions of whirling mania.

He was literally faint with hunger; the

strong sweetness of the lilies and other

aromatic plants disposed about the

church for its decoration affected him al-

most unpleasantly with their cloying
odours, and the menacing fear that with

every step he was involving himself fur-

ther in a list of crimes so confused as to

be, perhaps, yet uncatalogued in the an-

nals of the law, shadowed his soul.

“I, Emily Hildegarde, take thee, Rich-
ard—the tones of the frost-like bride
were as clear and silvery as her veil.
Richard would encounter a certain
amount of self-possession, it appeared.
But perhaps young women were all Self-

possessed, now’. Antony could not recall a

bride that had trembled, in his experi-
ence.

The solemn service hastened to its con-

clusion. Suppose the marriage should

prove to have been invalid because of a

fraudulent and criminal usher? It might
be possible. . . .

“I am sorry, but the church is filled,”
he murmured suavely to a beseeching
violet-scented pair, marvelling at his own

self-command.
It was over. Mendellsohn announced

it and his echoes shook the windows.

Two more hopefid voyagers had launched

out upon life, arm in arm, down the

smiling, tearful aisle; two more com-

batants with armour scarcely buc-

kled smiled boastfully on en-

tering the field, nor noted that it was

Thus cynically did Antony muse as the
glowing pair swept by, when all at once

a soft voice murmured close to his ear:

“As. for Mr. Williamson's carriage!”
She was gone. They were all gone,

Jn a perfumed cloud of mauve, and with

a bound he cleared the three entranee
steps and ran to the crowd of vehicles
that began to move about slowly.

“Is Mrs. Williamson’s carriage here?”
(he called loudly, and as a one-horse

“Well, you took your time, didn’t you?”

“I am the bride’s aunt!” she declared.
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Game of Games!
Monarch Absolute of all Indoor Games is BILLIARDS.

The sole makers of a PERFECT BILLIARD TABLE

are

ALCOCK AND CO.

ALCOCK’S CHEAPEST TABLE IS NOT INFERIOR.

ALCOCK’S COSTLIEST TABLE IS NOT EXPENSIVE.

QUALITY IS THE TEST OF CHEAPNESS—ALCOCK’S

TABLES ARE THE ACME OF QUALITY.

A Big Range in Styles and prices, from the Convenient

DOMINION Table - at £9O

To the Superb
EXHIBITION Table - at £250.

If you want to play Billiards with perfect satisfaction and.

success you must play on—

AN ALCOCK TABLE.
If you are wise nothing but THE BEST will suit you.

IF YOU ARE INTERESTED, SEND FOR CATALOGUES AND

ADVICE. NOTHING BUT YOUR SATISFACTION WILL

SATISFY THIS EXCLUSIVE AND FAMOUS FIRM.

Alcock and Company,
WELLINGTON.

Also at London, Melbourne and Sydney.

Also:: ADCOCK & CO., Victoria Build ings, Auckland. T. C. Brngge, Ma‘

| ROAST MUTTON, roast beef,

and all other joints (hot or cold) <
■ are rendered enjoyable and appetising
1 - by the addition of j

LEA& FEMS’ 1
I SAUCE
1 CHEESE has an exquisite delicacy imparted I
I to it if a little of this Sauce be used.

- v

I ' \ The original

S i \ and genuine

L By Royal Warrant to WORCESTERSHIRE ,
fiAv H.M. THE. KING.

t
EDISON PHONOGRAPHS
Gramophone Co.’a New Disc Machines, Records and all

Accessories. “THBBKB MONEY IN THIS LINE.’’

Daliawarted. Liberal Trade.OiewiinU. . Catalogue,and partirul*’. pcatliOK

wholhsaj.b nrnTiuuuTana:

“THE TALKBRIES,” Auckland and Wellington.
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