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you piMM, HophoniNU. He won't nin •way. He't no-
bcMly to run nway t<», " «ho giive me a Hympathetic
gknce, and mU\e*\, " All men nhoukl have •omt'botly
to run away to, except Jamea of counts—^/amea t«

different."

I hapiHMiwI to know how "different "
lie wan. and

waa careful to my u«» thing,
*' Vou mean the grftMs-witlow i

" said Sophonlib^
laughing, " but hon confeaiKMi all hiii little affairi*, and
I've confeitue*! all mine, and I gueaa it's about even !

"

She lftughc»<l joyously.

Pansy staretl at Sophonisba, and then tunml to me,
•' .Sophoni«bft could never have anything to confena
poor girl," nhc said impatiently, " But whatSi this about
you, Eilward i Did >ou really confesM '. How much ?

All men keep something back—except James, but then
James is different."

How this illusion was cherished of Pansy ! Sophon-
isba and I caught each other's eyes, andthen looked
away again. We happened to know something of
the things James kept back—wisely, 1 shouldn't
worvtler.

" Oh James is a paragon," Sophonisba answered
easily, " and poor dear Edward isn't—thank goodness I

He's just flesh and blood."

Much too much flesh and blood," snapped Pansy,
" All marriages make people too ' ' or too thin."

" We laugh too much," gurgleti Sophonisba, "an'
as we'd rather not give up laughin' we're not likely to
give up bein' fatr-not that Edward is fat, he's just
right."

'

" And so is Sophonisba," I stated emphatically.
" What do you laugh at ? " demanded Pansy sus-

piciously.

"At other people, an' relations an' things, an


