
lowed a big lump in his throat and
registered a renewed solemn vow to
mend his reckless ways.

But youth is youth and loneliness
a bore and toward afternoon Royce
got tired of reading and strolling in
the garden and lounging vabout.

"I hope my aunt isn't sick, Mary,"
he remarked to the old servant.

"Oh, bless you now!" was prompt-
ly responded. "You see, this is the
twenty-eighth- ."

"Of what?" demanded Royce, be-

wildered. '"Of June. Why, don't you know?
Oh, I've put my fctot in it! I thought
that " and Mary darted away, dis-
composed. -

"A mystery here!" soliloquized
Royce, and then forgot all about it
when he reached the village billiard
room, met some old village chums,
went to a traveling show that hap-
pened to be in1 town and started for
home at nearly midnight

A night key had been trustfully left
on his dresser by his confiding aunt
and Royce counted on getting to his
room quietly. When he came to
search for it, however, he found that
he had lost it somewhere from his
pocket. old boyish days
and a certain low window at the rear
of the house. Royce started around
the wing. Then he halted in sheer
amazement. He had never known
its upper room to be occupied. It had
been kept always locked up. It was
occupied now. A shade at an open
window was fluttering in the strong
night breeze and he could see plainly
into the lighted room beyond.
- A remarkable picture met his per-

plexed vision. His aunt sat in the
center of the room. She was arrayed
in the garb of a bride. Veil, wreath,
dress, filmy, almost eerie-lik- e, she
was garbed as if for a wedding cere-
mony. Except that the delicate fila-
ments of apparel were old, yellow, in
places frayed out and torn, she might
be a bride awaiting the call to the
altar.

She sat rigid, though graceful, her

set sad eyes, her whole pose one of
expectancy, as though each moment
she anticipated the arrival of he
bridesmaids. Then the curtain flap
ped close and the strange startling
picture was shut from view. Royce
rubbed his eyes, he marveled. He
reached his room by the old surrep-
titious route. Then he lay awake,
groping vainly in his mind, for a key
to this uncanny mystery.

His aunt greeted him at the tablq
next morning, her old gracious, kirfd-l- y

self. She was still a beautiful wom-
an, under forty, and not a trace xof
her fact that she had been keeping
a weary vigil that surely commemor-
ated some vivid- - event in the long
gone past.

And for the first time that after-
noon Royce learned o fthe romance
in the life of his aunt "Ten years
ago she had been engaged to a man
named Rolfe Gregory.- - The marriage,
day was set, the evening arrived.
She was all ready for the ceremony
when a note came from'Gregory. He
bade her farewell forever he could
not marry her. He would love her
to the end of life, but a great barrier
had been raised against all future
happiness.

And Aunt Marcia still loved her re-

creant lover, thus Royce reasoned,
else whyhis annual vigil, remindful
of the expectedly most happy mo-

ment of her life? Royce began an
investigation. He located Rolfe Gre-

gory in a city five hundred miles
away. He devoted the .money Aunt
Marcia had given him to ferreting
out this man.

Royce found Rolfe, Gregory leading
a lonely bachelor life, a, sad, cheer-
less man of forty. He formed his ac-

quaintance, he learned his secrets.
On the eve of his vedding his fa-

ther was confronted with a prosecu-
tion for fraud in his business. In no
way could it be averted save through
money. In no way could the money
be secured except through Gregory's
marriage to an heiress who loved
him. He made the sacrifice, his wife


