
Rosie—"He would mtt have any puhlicity and wanted it kept from
the servants and the public."

Anne—"Auntie— I'l.i !J:oinjr to -.ee that i)icture!"

Rosie—"( )h don't—don't 1 implore, your father would," (Tries lo
hold Anne)

Anne—"On l)ehalf of justice I'm jjfoinjj; to; (irandfather i^ ju>t an
old tyrant, and worse."

Rosie—"( )h hush, how can >..u."—( Hides face. Anne looks heliind
picture for some time and puts it hack.)

Anne—"And you aj,'ree with drandfather that a man with a face
like that would he jjuilty of a low down trick like you have
described ?

Rosie—"Xo, no, I never believed it. lint I was so afraid of father,
and then—then there was the back line fence trouble."

Anne—"Whatever had that to do with it?"

Rosie—"Well you .see Father ijuarreled with Jim, who—who was
my—my lover. He said [im moved bis fence onto his ])rop-
erty and [im was anj^^ry and denied it. .Xnd be made me write
and tell him I could never marry a man—who—who had no
princi])le."

Anne—"Well of ail the w.isliouts. I'ardon me .\untie. Well xou
certaiidv are a peculiar people. I'd like to sec any backline
fence I couldn'' t over if I cared enouj.;^h lor a.aone."

Rosie—"^'ou ciiii't i> derst.-md. .\nne."

Anne—"Well, 1 can't at i)rcsent, but believe me 1 soon will. 1 \)v-

lieve I have a direct mission to this household."— ( luiter .Mrs

Chubb.)

Mrs. Chubb—(Nervous—jjlanco at i)icture)
—"Vour father wants

you to read tn him, .\li>-- Rosalind."

Rosie—"( )li, I had for^'ottcn. Are my eyes red' He won't like
me beinjT late, pour bather."

Anne—"\i>u look lovely, .\unlie. Run ahmj,'. .Mrs. C'iuibb and 1

will have a little vi^it."

Mrs. Chubb—"( >!i. I'm too bn^v that is I."

Anne—"Sit down, .Mrs. C'hulib. I feel like talkinf,^.— ( Mrs. Chubb
sits down reluctantly).—That's tine. Xow tell me. .Mrs. Chubb,
you've been m this fannly a U>ng time. Tell me what kind of
a boy was this Hob, who apparently has disgraced himself.
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