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bot hand over niy mouth, but 1 resaisted
successfully. She frowned at me crossly.

'"MTat's unfaîr," -she said, with a.
pout. "We've quarrelled. This rnorning
he went off without saying he ivas
sorry.»

A great tear balanced itself on ber
eyelasb, and trickled down that rase-
leaf cheek. She looked most fetching
,%ben sIc cried. It bad been too bad
of Tony not ta g-ive ber the chance of
weeping isuch attractive tears in forgiv-
ing hirn.

"I suppose yau had pianned ta fdir-ie
Iim ?" I said, with a snile I quickly
>UIjpresse(I. "Yoit were "oingta bc

magnanimous, and ho didn't torne up to
the scratch, eh?1"

«II waa; golng to forgive hum, not juet
at frtet, but soon," adritted Rosalie,
côouring slightiy.

"Perhaps he wasn't in the wrong.
I've known tirnes, when the wife was to
blarne," I volunteered tentatively.

"He wvas wrong," said Rosalie fierceiy.
"'Ho flirted! "

"Rubbish! " I said. "Who with?1"
"That detestable Mona. Desmond," said

Rosalie tremulously. "She's so awfuly
pretty, too."0

'II don't believe lie did flirt" 1 said
firmly. "Ho isn't tho sort ta love two
women, and ho warships you."

"That's it! Even you side against
me! Ail yau men stick togethcr and
crueli us poor women *I might have
knoivn, and yet I did think that you

would, have stuck Up for your poor
miserablo littie Rosalie."

I tried to cornfort her, but it did tae
a long tirne. I had some proof s to got
off, and, cf course, I had left thern to the
very last day, as usual; now I could do
nothing but stroke her hand and dodge
that silly little feathor.

And then I saw the gate open. From
my window I can see tho gate, and
cousequently eau often nilke myseif
scarce before a. not-wanted visitor
arrives.

What I saw ehocked oven me. It wo.s
the recaicitrant Tony, and with hlm was
thegirl tbey two had quarrelledl over-
Mono. Desmond.

I looked at Rosalie, weeping on a
footstool at my knee. This would nover
do. Being a writer, 1 know it doemnt

DooR banged irnpetuously;Mquick steps along the poiish-cd wood of the passage
aroused mue ta a sense of
sorething happening. 1 put

down my Pen with a sigli, then resigncd
myseif.

It must be Rosalie,. Rosalie, who had
been married just five weeks, and whose
gaiety and femininity I had rissed
horribly, though I ivas not Coing ta own
up to it.

"'Uncle Brian, V've corne back for
good!"

Rosalie stood in front of me, lier littie
chin nestling ini the black furs 1 ihad
given lier for part of ny wecditig
present.

A trini littlc black vcl'vctluat fitted
closely on lier head, and shc lad une of
those irritating feathers stuck out at au
outrageons ange whici have a kîîaek of
tiekling the persoil behind. 1 arn a
îovelist, and have trained myseif to
notice details.

But 1 forgot ta notice anything wheu
1 sa'v ber face. lier charrning., lucrrY
face was downcast. She looked miser -
able, rather like a bedraggled sparrow.
1 %vas very fond indeed of this littie
niece of mine.

"Why, Rosalie, ini trouble?" I saidl
syxupathetically. "Fian glad you came to
your oid uncle."

'<Don't be kind ta me, or 1 shall cry.
Fmai 5 unused ta kindness, " she said,
with a sob.

"Good gracious!" 1 said, in surprise.
A recolection of Tony on their wedding-
Sday carne.

He treated her as saine fragile Dresdren
china ornarnent. He seemed as if lie
thought her some wonderful image of
porcelain, made for vcry tender hand-
ling.

I had hoped lied soon get rid of it. for
Rosalie ivas no saint, but a vcry wilful,
withal a very lavable yaung warnan.

"WVhy, Tony's kind, surely?" 1 said
thoughtfully.

'Me'% absolutely cruel ta me!"
Rosalie had forgotten ta cry. She

stared at nie with her dark cyes intense.
Hler mouth-such a pretty, saf t, red
littie mouth it was-hardened. I kuew
fa-arn experieuce tlîat she could be very
trying wlen it set in that way. Poor
old Tony lad had no experience, no
sisters-only a mother ivba adored lîim.
He had niy sympathy, though if ho lad
been unkind to Rosalie I shoul4., have
somethiag ta say. But 1 guessed it was
just a littie risunderstanding.

Suddenly Rosalie flung herseif at me.
The feather which 1 had spotted tickled
'lie so that 1I wanted ta aneeze, only it
would îîever have done upon sud a
heartbreaking marnent.

"I arn going ta live with you again.
I shahl never go back ta Tony, " she said
quietly. «'I dou't wish ta be bis ivifo
any more."1

C<Iy dear, in England you can't throw
off NNifellood quite sa easily," 1 renmons-
trated.

'TMien you don't want me, cither?"
said Rosalie, sitting up and looking at
mie with the utrnast roproach in lier
great pansy eyes.D

«Whlat nonsense, Rosalie!" T said
l'astihv. "0f coursc I want yau. l've
iissed you terribly. I didn't mean ta
tell you, but I do."

Rosalie took My hand, and preesedl
lier cool cheek ta it lovingly.

"T Lkncî I alwvays had yau tao ome ta,"»
sue said softly. "It's been my sheet-
anchor, ta think of this haven."1

'.Wî,Ithought you were sa happy.",
1 funibled ini rny pockot, and, before shc
could stop nie, brougt out thc letter I
lad liad front her anly yosterday.
-Listcn iere, my dear:

"'T arn absolutely, deliriously happy
istitU.'loN,'.s that l" I interpohated.
'Then You say here. q'Vill that. surprise
You, You aid ivoman hater? You tlfý)ught
I shouid have quarrelled long before,
but Tony is perfect, and I sing 'ili day?

Rosalie tried ta smatch it, th'en ta PUt
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