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time, as she confided to me later on, she felt that 
Great-aunt Eliza did not hear one word she said, 
because she didn’t seem to take in who the people 
were, though, just like all deaf folks, sh wouldn’t 
let on. Great-aunt Eliza certainly didn’t talk 
much; she looked at the photographs in silence, 
but she smiled now and then. That smile bothered 
me. It was so twinkly and so very un-great-aunt- 
Elizaish. But I felt indignant with her. I thought 
she might have shown a little more appreciation 
of Cecily’s gallant efforts to entertain.

It was very dull for the rest of us. The Story 
Girl sat rather sulkily in her comer; she was 
angry because Felicity would not let her make 
the rusks, and also, perhaps, a little vexed because 
she could not charm Great-aunt Eliza with her 
golden voice and story-telling gift. Felix and I 
looked at each other and wished ourselves out in 
the hill field, careering gloriously adown its 
gleaming cmst.

But presently a little amusement came our 
way. Dan, who was sitting behind Great-aunt 
Eliza, and consequently out of her view, began 
making comments on Cecily’s explanation of this 
one and that one among the photographs. In 
vain Cecily implored him to stop. It was too 
good fun to give up. For the next half-hour the 
dialogue ran after this fashion, while Peter and


