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very fat and bald and red-faced, but I’ve seen 
far worse looking men.”

“ I’m afraid your seat is too near the stove, 
Aunt Eliza,” shouted Felicity.

Our guest, whose face was certainly very much 
flushed, shook her head.

“ Oh, no, I’m very comfortable,” she said. But 
her voice had the effect of making us uncom
fortable. There was a queer, uncertain little 
sound in it. Was Great-aunt Eliza laughing at 
us? We looked at her sharply but her face was 
very solemn. Only her eyes had a suspicious 
appearance. Somehow, we did not talk much 
more the rest of the meal.

When it was over Great-aunt Eliza said she 
was very sorry but she must really go. Felicity 
politely urged her to stay, but was much relieved 
when Great-aunt Eliza adhered to her intention 
of going. When Felicity took her to the spare 
room Cecily slipped upstairs and presently came 
back with a little parcel in her hand.

“ What have you got there? ” demanded Fe
licity suspiciously.

“A — a little bag of rose-leaves,” faltered Ce
cily. “ I thought I’d give them to Aunt Eliza.”

“ The idea! Don’t you do such a thing,” said 
Felicity contemptuously. “ She’d think you 
were crazy.”


