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ded steadily on, and it war wilh an ex-
preasion of pueitive stupor that he burst
3l at owce and without the slightest
tramsition of the foliage out of the rude

woods into & trim gravel road fanked-
by ineredibly artifivinl - Lombardy pop-
jars. Ju front of him swept a terraced
fuwn; far seross it rose e lordly Eliza-
bethan mansisn composed, apparently, of
weathered ouk, and gay wiundow boxes;
a marvellously rolied tennis court swam
before hia eyes. As he felt Nette at his
gitle nnd opzned his lips Lo speak, a loud,
triumphant shout burst upen the air
and & carriage and peir- stationed
at the end of the drive sprang inte rapid
motion 1owards them,

" Eye- you are, sir! 'Ere! Juat in
time, =ir!  Jump in! . Al right, sir—
I knew by the lady's dress—could you
hopen tha deor yourself, sir? Mr. Richard
raid he knew you'd try the old road—
“ywever did ‘you get over the old bridge,
wic? I doubt we can 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
Trougham aml Antooy after her, as one
in a dream. The fat hays literally gal-
loped alung the crusbed stome, whirled
through an elahorute iron pateway and
devouresl the streteh of country road
whose seatiered houses Antony tried in
vain 0 identify.

“Where are we going®’ XNette asked
feariully; but he couldt only shake lis
Lead. -

Homewhere near a railread station, I
liope,” lie answered; “we couldn’t very
well walk along the road dressed like
thid.  Evidently this old idiot knows your
dress—~that's very untortunate.”

“He ecannot know it,” she
“for it has never beem worn.
of it”

“Nonsense,” said Antony bratally, and
at her incredwlous displeasure he soft-
ened only as far as to demand:

“Then how did he koow youi”

“I don't know,” che admitted, and they
drew up suddenly among a crowd of car-
iingea and motor cars gathered around
a& qunmt stane church. .

“Now we'li wlip out,” Anta‘nv hegan,
wien all at once a -slender young man
sprang to the door of the brougham,
wrenched it open, seized Antony’s haud
and burst. inte a torrent of language.

“Well, yonr tock your time, diln’t you?
At last! Ritehie war gick with rage—
till we pot the telegram. How’s Auguste?
{ar gave out. of conrse, Poor Emily ielt
creadtully. Miss—excuze me, bui all &
can think of js Gertrude, you ecan jusk
et in—dash over to the cloister and
they've left o place. o glad ta have
et you—yes, indeed, This ia Willinm-
ton.  Pleaze ask for mothers carviaga
directly the ceremany is- over—we're ga+
ing to form an arch of something at the

ingigted,
T awm sure

“Well, you took your time, didn't yout”

house, Hurry up, old man—I lhad all
your work. The rest are in by thia time,
but I have to attend to the carriages,
and you are to take in the late ones.
Faniily ou left of white ribbona—for hea-
ven'y sake, Miss Gertrude—run!™

He drazged Nette from the step and
Taced hew toward the church; she lifted
et gkirts and skimmed like a. awallow
besicte him, Antony stumbled to the puf-
ting old coachhnan, pulled all tha silver
oug of hia pocket, and handed it to him
1sechanically,

*Ihank you kindly, sir—1 did my best.
8o many. not' kpowing either you or the
young: lady, eix, it waa ard lor us, bot
Bdid my best. She looks beautiful, they
telk me—hian't that someone waving for
¥ou iy 17

Antonyvrmwlmy"tmrd tha’ chuseh
deor, whenee insued & pompoug and fami-
lUse peal from. the organ; a etronghy

accented march, to whose meastres, he

retlected dizpily, no one whoem he had 7

¥et enenuntered, had ever been able to
udapt his rteps. He prered up the little
erowded aiste. Half way along it paced
& molewn party of youug men; four vis-
ions of muuve and feathers fnl!m\ml them
and even as he removed his hat four
more hurried past him and) entered the
door. They were in couples, ench bearing
& great armful’ef white und purple ~weet
peas, awd the maidem nearest him m
the last couple, flushed and panting, with
one bave arm, was note other than poor
Uncle Julivs’ godmother’s own daugh-
ter's stepdaoghter! Xhe woved demurely,
her eyes downcast, the great peaxl rising
with her guick Lreath, and Auntony wip-
el the aweat from hix brow. A stir be-
hind him, % murmured, aighing tribute,
and the bride was passing by, White ag
the lilies im her hands, a frosthike veil
falling aver her glistening train, she glud-
ad Desule ber portly father, nnd
the erowded little church turned to mark
her passage as o hedge of sunflowers
secks the sun,

Antony sighed and turned to counfront
a massive'ludy swathed in rose-coloured
satin and variousfy adorned with pre-
cious stones of all colours. She fixed
him with a protrading grey eye, and di-
rected Loward him a hlssing whisper.

“L am the brides aunl!™ she declared.

Antony stared vaguely at ler.
“And T hope there ia a seat well to
she continued

the ifront,”
hoarsely,

severely, if

“T aw the bride’s aunt!” “sle declared.

With a shock of comprehension Antony
thruwst forward his arm.

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

Aud so it.happened that he led the
massive satin creature up the aisle in the
wake of that mystie procession, outward-
1y & mazk of courtly sativitude butewithin

him the premonitions of whirling mania. |

e was literally fuint with Lunger; the

stroug sweetness of the lities and other .

aromaztie plants disposed about the
cbureh for ity decoration affeeted him al-
most  unpleasantly with their  cloying
odours, and the menmucing fear that with
every step he was involving himaclf fur-
1her in a lisi of crimes so confused as to

lie, perhaps, yet tneatalogued in the an- |

nak of the law, shadowed his sonl.

“I, Emily Hlildegarde, tuke thee, Rich--
ard—" the tones of the frostlike bride

were a8 clear and silvery as her veil
Riclard would encounter a cértain
amount ef self-possession, it appeared
But perhaps young women were ajl Aelf-
possensed, now. Antony could not recall a
bride that had trembled, in his e\perl-
nce,

The salemn service ]matencd to its con-.

clusion. - Huppose the marriage should
prove fo have been invalid breause of
frawlulent and criminal usher? It might
be possible,

“f am sarry, but the chureh is filted,”
Tie murmured rravely to a heseeching
violet-scented puir, marvelling at his own
gelf-command,

It was over. Mendellvolm announced
it and his ecloes shook the windows.
Two mare hopeful voyagers had launched
out upon life, arm in arm, down the
amiling, tearful aisle; iwo more com-
hatants - with. armour scarcely bue-
kled smiled  boastfully ou en-
fering ithe fiekd, mor noted that it was

Thus cynically did Antony muse as the
glowing pair swept by, when ail at once
4 uoft voice murmured clasa to his sar:

“Am for Mr. Williamueon’s carriage!”

She wus gonei They were all gome,
in a perfomed cloud of maunve, and with
w bound he cleared the three ertrance
pteps and rom to the crowd of vehicles
that began to move about slowly.

“la Mra, Willikmion's carrings hcre?”
Hie culled: Joudly, wnd; as & one-horsd
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Monarch Absolute of all Indoor Games is RILLIARDS.
The sole makers of a PERFECT BULIARD TABLE
are

ALCOCK AND CO.

ALCCCK’S CHEAPEST TABLE 1S NOT INFERIOR.
ALCOCK'S COSTLIEST TABLL IS NOT EXPENSIVE.
QUALITY IS THE TEST OF CHEAFNESS—ALCOCK'S
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