1t was a warm July aftemoon when
the two sat side by side outside Mrs.
Anderson’s house. A humming bird
wias flitting among the flowers, there
wins 8 sense of mellow peacefulness
in the air; everything seomed to in-
dicaie that the erucial moment had
arrived. Misa Anderson’s litile hand
lay invitingly upon ber lap. The cur-
hte took it
“Don't you wear rings, Miss An-
derson?” he inguired, smiling
“Not on that finger, Mr. Brown"
answered the girl, blushing with con-
fusion ms she realived that he was
holding the engagement ring finger.
Rev. Aloysius slipped his hand into
his pocket and pulled out a diamond
solitaire The girl looked at it and

her eyes spariled

“1 hought this,” said the curate,
“for the girl I hope to marry. Ihave
nort“tahldwm Do you congider it
a specilation, Miss AndersonT" pwithin

“Indeed, you kmow the proverb,
‘None but the brave deserves the
fair,' " replled the girl

“] am golng to risk telling her the
pext time | have a chance,” sald the
curate. “I value your confidence, Miss
Anderson, more than I can say, 1
don't belleve I should have mustered
up courmge to speak to ber i you
had not encoursged me. [ hope you
two will be the best of friends.”

And, raising his hat, he went away,
Jeaving Miss Anderson gasplng with
&mﬁhmnand mortification upon
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'Tlm girl could not conces] her agi-
tation. She man into the house, and,
efilnging herself on the bed, gave way

» ¢ t0 angry tears,

She would never speak to the cur-
ate again! She would leave the vil-
Inge! She had been deliberately

+ mocked, her love scomed. The girl
had quite forgotlen ber light ralllery
with her friend upon that occasion,
She had come to feel a deep regard

for the young curate.

in the room which he occupled in

Into his chair. Somehow revenge did
not tasts as swest s he had iImagined
It would. And then, be was conscions’
that he had acted in an onchristisn

manner,

“Go to her and ask ber pardon,”
sald the curste’s conscience.

"Hut 1 shall make myself a laugh-
ing stock,” urged the

"All the beiter. It duty to
make atonement. She it was
deliberate and that you wers not so
simple as you pretended to be,” sald
congolen
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“Go to the Bahamas!” snswered
the curate.

“Thanks, but I prefer to remsio
with you," rejolned the curale’s con-
science

Quietly the curate rose and went
back to Mrs. Anderson’s house. It
had grown dark and be had had no
supper, but that Imperative voics

him would not be restrained.
Hev. Aloydl.u' mind worked quickly
and by the time be had reached the
| house he had already review what
[he was going to say and found it sat-
lafactory.

He was going to tell Miss Anderson
the whole miserable story from the
day when he overheard ber remarks
to Miss Bowen. He would tell her
how he had planned the whole thing
and bs did not mean to spare him-
gelf. Then he would ask ber wheth-
er she preferved to let forgiveness en-
shrond the matter in sllence or
whether she wished him to leave the

village,

Somebody was seated alone upon
the stoop. The cuarte mised his hat

“Well?" came a muffied volce, and
the curate sat down beside Miss An-
demon.

“Miss Anderson,"” he began, "I have
ecome buck to tell you something, to
make & confession. T—er—I1 bought
the ring for you and I want to ask
you to marry me."

The curate stopped in consterna-
tion. Was that his volce? He had
not Intended to say that at all,

But suddenly he found thai Misy




