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No noueds are ail the other
girls. But 1-the mnen 811111e 0o1 me,
it 's true, and tlir ardouir is intense
f'or a day or so. Tlien-p)ouf--awýay
it goes lil<e thistle.down. _With you
the love lasts-and I' 'nfot monstrous
ill-.looking, arn 17"

The speaker put her rounded el-
bows on the toilet-table and, resting
her elhm in lier biands, gazed interitly
at lier refiection li the miirror. The
only other occupant of the rooni, a
very beautiful girl of about eighteen,
shrugged lier shoulders and, tipping
ber chair back as far as it would safe-
ly go, said witli a frown:

'You talk a great deal of non-
sense, Sheelali Spenser. 0f course,
youï'e pretty, and you know it, but
you 're too timiid, nxy love. Law, if I
were to aet lire you-" The frown
deepened and she bent towards lier
friend earnestly. <'Sheelali, take thi,
adviee from a wiser, if not an older,
liead. WVlheni a man flirts, flirt back,
but grudgyingly, demurely; then purse
your rosy lips riglit under his, but,
hark to nie, before lie kisses thein, fly
-and lie pursues. 'Twould lie a ,o
digiou-s fool that wouldn 't. And tlien
you bave hlm. Ahi, the dear silly
things! liow easily they are cauglit.
There isn't a man ln Bath that I eau-
not bring to my feet ini one hour. Par
example, Monsieur La Casse, the
FPrenchi woman-hater. Bah, woman.
hateri My dear Sheélali, there aren't
any; wliy, lie proposed atter only ont,
week of rny eliarming society2'
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"Býut you are enigaged(- Yes?"'
''Of course, l'lit engged nt tu)

Monsieur, tiailks be to Ileavcu, but
when Fi ni niarried4 I ups il, will
lie tile saine wvay. Now you 're shock-

"Oh, Constance, but Sir Williami
is s0 niice and kind; liow cati youV"

"Dear littie Faitliful, don 't think
me dreadfuilly wicked. iii not, for
it 's just a badl habit. I 'd dlie if I
couldri't flirt. I told Sir William
that', but lie wiil mnarry me, so jt's lis
risk, not laine. iii positive l 'Il be
bored to death wili hlm h efore the
hioneymiiooni is over, but, law, what
can a girl do? 1 have to mnarry soniie-
one."-

-l don 't understand it, so iiany
amuse thleinselves in Iii, way."

"And nobody cares. There 's our
fair hostess, Lady ICitty. Slite Ilirted
outrageously with Charlie O 'Bars
st eveniung. I vow I almlost died

Iaughinig Io see milord gazing re-
proaclifuilly at tilent tlirougli lii.ilion-
odle and then raising lii. eyebrows
f ufly two luchles. Chiarlie i. the samte
as mýyself, a flirt. But I don't tliuk
lie '1 ever marry, for lie only exista
to break silly littie liearts. Youl start,
child, are you one of them?"

Sheelali shook lier liead slowly, a
deeper pink than uisual stealiug over
lier face and neck.,

"No-o, lcie la y-a sort of rela-
tion, you know, so I eouldn't be-Il
mean-well-yoi sec, lie-" she stop-
ped lu confusion and Constance
lauglied.


