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to waken no one, and descended to her father’s
study. There she seated herself at the desk and
strove to put upon paper the great hope and long-
ing and happiness that were filling her heart.

Charles Stuart was whistling at the garden gate
before she noticed him. She ran down the path to
meet him, brushing the dew from the border of
mignonette with her light gown.

“ What a glorious day Eppie’s going to have!”
she cried, plucking a rosy sweet-pea that nodded over
the gate.

“I wish it was our day,” Charles Stuart said
enviously. “Two years more to wait, Lizzie.”

She smiled up at him hopefully. “ But we’ll make
them beautiful years she whispered. “ See,” she
held up a sheet of puper. “I’ve done it again.”

He took it, but did not look at it immediately. For
Elizabeth was as radiant as the morning, and his eyes
could not turn from her so soon. He did not need to
be a Pretender any more either, for the love-light
in his eyes was answered by her own.

As they walked down the lane with the sunrise
gleaming in Elizabeth’s uncovered head, he read her
verses.

“Has it a soul?” she asked mischievously.

There was a mist in Charles Stuart’s deep eyes
as he turned towards her.

“Lizzie! It has an immortal soul! It’s a musi-
cal morning-glory! It has come at last, hasn’t it? ”

“It was my own fault that it was so long in com-




