
AN EIGHTEENTII-CENTURY ROMANý',,CE

daring croatures, who, swear they
love you-nay; he neyer swore that to
me nor to any other woman that I've
heard; and thes things fiy so quick-
ly. I ve been courted. by every
woodeu-headed, painted lout in Bath.
And the man, the only Man there îs,
pays me tribute in pretty worthless
words, presses a cold-lipped couainly
kiss upon my flugers and presses xuy
hand. Could lie kiss wltli fervour,
1 wonder? Ugli, I dislike him, I dis-
pise him, I wouldu 't kMes hlm if-
but, alasi thiere won 't be any I.
Oh, the ugly, amlling, carelees best!
But why did lie write to me, I woni-
der? ILt must be time to keep xny
tryst with hlm. Will I or wiil 1
not? Um-weil, at toast 'twill bo au.
adventure to tell the girls."

Sir Charles O 'Hara ran liglitly up
to hie private sitting-room iii quet of
lis Frenchi silver snuif-box. The heur
was haif an hour a.ftcr eleven, and
.Mistress Wynn hiad suddenly become
very solicitous about seeing the pe-
culiar engraving on that particular
snuif-box that lie always kcpt on his
centre-table. Nothing would do but
lie mnust go for it hlmeelf. lie lifted
the littie article and was about to
leave the room whon has eyes becamo
fastened ou a dainty white note boar-
ing lis name, and as curlosity la one
of the qualitios of the masculine soi,
aithougli rarely aoknowledgod, lie
'opoued it, read it, and then uttercd
a low whistle.

"A note froin my prctty cousin
Sheelali, praying me te meot lier at
the forked lilae troc, at a quarter be-
fore twelve. IJm-m, this makos me
uneasy, and they say that when a
man 's uneasy where a lady la the
question hoe la surely in love. Ha-ha!
Me lu love? -Me? Faith, womeu are
suoi pretty dears fit to bc caressed,
kissed, and petted;- but fit for no
deepor passion. Ecod, if there was a
dooper passion, thon Mlatress Sliee-
lahisl verily tie one I'd bestew it
iupon. But women seem ail tie same.

lowevor, a sweet, gay, modest dam-
sel la my cousin. Why is the long-
ing growîug upou nie to hear lier
Voice again, te kiss her dainty biand
-aye, and lier miouti; te watci lier
briglit ey' es flashi whien suddenly they
mleet mine? But aie 's the last one I 'd
ever think of reeeýiving love-notes
fromn. 0f course, l'in a relation, and
that makes a difference. Bless mie, I
muats lie in love witli ber to go ou lut
this mad fashion and to inake excuse,
but if this bo love, thoen 'lis a mighty
pleasaut sensation. I - Charles
O 'Iara-ami in love witi and wishi
te wed-no, not that for.surely. Well,
and wliy not, indeed? 1 wilU wed
Sheelali. By Jove, it doos sounid
damun nice. I suppose being lu love
mnakes one nervous. Buit l'il go and
see the lady and inake myseif agreeý-
ab]le."'

Forgetting about, Constance Wynn,
lie rushod out and away to tic tryst-
ing tree, lier note cruisled iii his band.
And thiat la liow tliey both arrived.
at the samne lime.

Sir Charles aud Shecelai almnost
collided. lie seized lier hand and
kissed it.

"Ah, Sir Charles," shie said lu a
low voice. "You sec I came-"

"So I sec," lie auswered with a
eouirtly bow. 1< u also am.

She looked at hlmii lu quiek sur-
prise.

"Mlay 1 inquire what you wanted
of me?"

lier ieart was becating faster and
faster until lu the silence shie almtost
heard it. At tiat, lie booked at lier
ini astonlshjnent.

Wliat I wanted of yeni? Wliat
I-I wauitedl" (Men are stupid
sometimes.)

Shcelali smiled.
"Yes, yeu seo, I iras rather sur-

prised whlen I received your note,
and, I voir, greatly pleased."

The man cvidently needed encour-
agenment.

"My note? Yen meani when I-


