
AN EIGHTEENTH-CENTURy ROMANCE

Iy, "Ive been abroad to the woods to
get me a colour to match my Lady
Kitty 's rouge, and there 1 saw a thîug
that should interest you greatly."

"Interest met" hoe asked in sur-
prise. "In the woods? My, then 1
must know it; for I swear that you
shiall net escape till 1 do," Hie seiz-
cd lier playfutly by the wrist.

-Nay, then, Sir Charles, 'tis not;
seem-ly of you to liold the liand of a
womnan wlio le te wed tLiy f riend;
nevertheless, yen shail not only know
it, but sec it. 'Will yen cornet But
mnd, flot a word of this to anyone.

-Yumay trust me, 1 swear it, on
the honour of my kniglitlood. 'Tisn't
a joke, I hope, for you're prodigious
fond o' that."

He laughed gaily, aud, taking up
a bat aud cloak and lantern, follow-
ed his fair guide baek again t> the
side of the brook.

Constance paused and lifting the
bough presented te hie eager and as-
tonished gaze the intertwined hearte.
He sank gracefully on one knee and
looked tlioughtfully at the initiaIs.

"Now, Sir Chiarles, was it worth
while? 1 came upen thie quite by ac-
cident a while ago, for 1 dropped my
amber. broocli lere, and while hunt-
iug for it-you sec what happened."
(She expressed volumes lu a prettyý
gesture.) -She's a modest fiower, thie
S.S., te hide lier hearts away wlien
ail the others place theirs boldly
forth. A secret love, inethinks. Do
yen even guess who it is? 1 cau't for

sîmply, as she moved to returu.
Tley walked back te the house lu

silence, sud Constance weut straiglit
to lier room. Whîle 8he was arguing
with lier maid as te whether a pateli
on lier chàrming face would look bet-
ter if it were just a littie farther
away from the corner of lier moutli,
the door was fling open and Sheelali
Spenser ruslied breathlessly lu.

"Oh, Constance! Oh, Constance!"
ýShe stopped lamely wheu she saw
that Constance was flot atone. Mis-
trees Wyn smiled at lier.

"That wlll do, Lila," shie sald to
lier miaid. '<Mistrees Spenser will
lielp me if anytliug la ainiss." The
mnaid lef t the room noiseteesly. " Law,
iny love, what lias liappeuied?"

"Oh, Constance, lie does, he does."
"Slowly, miy dear, who is lie, aud

wliat lias lie doue ?"
Sheelali sauk at lier feet sud hur-

ried ou all in eue breath.
"I was out getting liae-s witli the

Bennet girls, sud we were reading al
the names on the trees, sud we came
te the forked ltae-tree, and wliat do
you thluk? I vow I &tmost fainted,
for there were my înitials with-his,
and the girls lauglied sud said that
they would tolt everyone that lie liad
beon capturcd at ist; suad se we hur-
ried homne, sud there lie wes lu the
hall, sud 1 said, 'Good-eveu,' sud lie
looked at me sud lhe smiled sud said,
'Was Sheelali eut catching a cold?'
sud then lie took my cleak sud asked
if lie could ait by me at the late Est-
er Eve supper this niglit, sud I, of
course, said yes; sud then lie smiled
again sud preesed my liand. Se do.
yen thiug lie does mean itil"

Constance amiled.
" If yen wiil have the very geed

grace te tell me who he s ta?"
" h, Chles Sir Charles
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