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a THE PRISONER OF ZENDA.

everybody knows (and therefore there can be no

harm in referring to the fact) that, pretty and ac-

compHshed as she herself is, her family is hardly of

the same standing as the Rassendylls. Besides her

attractions, she possessed a large fortune, and my
brother Robert was wise enough not to mind about

her anc 'istry. Ancestry is. in fact, a matter con-

cerning which the next observation of Rose's has

some truth.

" Good families are generally worse than any

others," she said.

Upon this I stroked my hair: I knew quite well

what she meant.

" I'm so glad Robert's is black! " she cried.

At this moment Robert (who rises at seven and

works before breakfast) came in. He glanced at

his wife: her cheek was slightly flushed; he patted it

caressingly.

" What's the matter, my dear? " he asked.

" She objects to my doing nothing and having

red hair," said I in an injured tone.

" Oh! of course he can't help his hair," admitted

Rose.
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