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oh, yeu, may I pleaso see it for a mo-
cent?" '

Sheelali took it from lier pocket
and handed it to him.

"Oh-ho," lie thouglit to himself
as lie held the note down to tlie lan-
tern. "Putting things together-in-
dluding liandwriting, of course; Mis-
trous Wymi lias had a fingor in this
pie. Bless me, 1 thotiglt my note
had a familiar ring; I see it ail now.
Thon aloud: -Wasn 't my littie cou-
si afraid to trust herseif out lu the
dark alone?7"

"Oh, no, Sir Chiarles."
"No, wby flot?"
"Beeause-weil-youi were here

sud-" she stoppod aud looked down
-" but you didn't tell me why you
wantod me?7"

" Shoolali, dearest eue; there 's only
one reason, aud yon know it; or yen 'd
nover have corne. I brouglit you
hore te tell yen that I-love yen-
aud want you dreadfully. 1 vow it
by your bright eyes androsy lips. I
want you, love, want Wo call you
something doarer than cousin, sweot-
heart, te eall yen my wife. "

Hoe clasped hor handsand drew
lier gontly towards hlm.

"Say' yen consent, Sheelali mine.
Ecod, but my tongue is as tied as if
I were the veriest plough-boy înstead
of an Irisbman. I love you, I love
yen, le ail I eau say, but I say that
with ail my soul. "

Sho accepted the alielter of bis armas
and buried lier face lu his eloak.

"I love yen-I love you:," she
whispored as ho crushied lier Wo him,

Juat thon the cires of Easter
morning floatod over the wood.

"Ahi," exclaimed Sir Chiarles, "A
tuoon shining upon tlie sparkling
brookiet I Estor merumng, a tryst-
ing-placo under the lilac trees--and
a betrothal. Undor the lilac, Slieo-
lah, which meaus 'The emotion of
Love.' And 1 have not kissed you
yot' doar heart. Up with yotir head,

"OCharles!"
"Sheelai, Sheelah!"

It was the primitive eall of the
mate; sud their lips met as the East-
or bouls rang ont the story of the
greateat love iu the world.


