
Young men, however well 
in the matter of brains, are apt 
make errors of judgment. It is 
of the penalties under which youth 
is made to labor; otherwise youth 
would possess even a larger pro
portion of the advantages of this 
world than it now unfairly enjoys. 
Such an error of judgment was made 
by young Peter Beauchamp when he 
called Sir Hoary Budd "a pempuan 
old ass," not exactly to his lace, hut 
in such a manner that the criticism I 
reached the ears of its object, as, in
deed, it was intended to. The error 
did not He in the view taken of Sir 
Henry's characteristics. The opinioe 
itself was no error at nil. Vdiver-
sally held opinions seldom are. The 
mistake lay in the manner of its im
parting, aad Peter Beauchamp did 
not discover it ustil he saw Sir 
Henry’s daughter. Then he came , 
justly annoyed with himself.

Sir Henry Budd was vhat is called 
a self-made man. That is to say, 
he was responsible for his own de- ; 
velopment from an obstinate, self- ; 
centred, poor man, who, for his own I 
advantage, was obliged to curb his j 
tyrannous instincts, into an opinion- ! 
a ted old one, with a large number 
of people dependent on his whims ; 
and, however much he may have con
gratulated himself on the change, the 
world at large was scarcely the hap
pier lor it. He had his good pointa, 
however; he seldom bullied his wife, : 
and his lovely daughter never. (He 1 
had tried to do so once alter her | 
childhood had passed, but that epis
ode does not come into objectionable 
pointa of his charkcter were hidden 
from those two ladies.
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Sir Henry Budd, having lived for ""
.sixty-#ve years without setting foot companion Peter Beauchamp failed to 
in any country other than Ms own, gather, and that was that she was
had taken it into his head to pay a 
visit tp America, where be had heard 
that a certain faint interest was 
shown by a section of the populace 
in matters of commerce, and to see 
for himself something of the methods 
employed.

So be had booked berths for him
self, bis wife and his daughter on the 
Campania, had joined the boat at 
Queenstown, determined to show all 
and sundry whom he might meet on 
his travels that Sir Henry Budd, 
Knight, was as good a man as any 
of them, and a good deal better than 
most. By the same boat travelled

whom
ore ••

the daughter of the gentleman 
be had called "pompous old ai 
practically to his lace, the night be
fore.

This disturbing piece of information 
was mercifullv withheld from him un
til after he had enjoyed almost a 
whole morning in Miss Beatrix 
Rudd’s society. Part of it was spent 
in company with her mother, who 
was led upon the deck shortly after 
breakfast and encamped in a shelter- 

! ed corner, with plentiful provisions in 
1 the way of cushions, shawls and 
rugs. Peter Beauchamp was fortun
ate In being at hand to carry part 

Peter Beauchamp, bent upon getting | of this paraphernalia from th& com
all the fun that was possible out of ; panionway into the open, and ^ Lady

Budd accepted his assistance then and 
his continued presence thereafter in 
a way which caused him to congra
tulate himself heartily.

a trip round the world.
It was on the first evening out that 

the error of judgment referred to was 
made. Peter Beauchamp was sitting, 
after dinner, in a compartment of j 
the smoking room with two or three 
other young mbn, when Sir Henry 
Budd joined the party, uninvited, 
sank heavily into a vacant seat, 
fetched an opulent-looking cigar out 
of a plethoric case, and placed an 
order for liquid refreshment In a 
manner calculated to show a haras
sed steward that, among all his 
many masters, there was one, at 
least, who was not to- be trifled 
with.

The young men were talking poli
tics, hot, perhaps, with any great 
grasp either of principle or detail, 
but hardly with such complete lack 
of knowledge as to justify Sir Henry 
Budd, whose views did not coincide 
with theirs, in breaking rudely into 
the conversation and giving them to 
understand that he had listened to 
a good deal of nonsense in his time, 
but had only then and there realized 
the fulness of folly that could issue 
out of the mouths of persons pre
sumably sane. He then proceeded to 
a disquisition on the subject in ques
tion, which was received for the most 
pert ia silence, an attempt on the 
part of one of the young men to treat 
his conclusions as, at least, debat
able, being met with extreme Impa
tience, and the lecture lasted until a 
ratter heavy roll of the ship, which 
had been gathering movement, forced 
upon the lecturer the consciousness 
that the internal arrangement of his 
body, if a«t hie brain, were subject 
to revision, which by this time was 
heartily sick of him.

It was at this point that Peter 
Beauchamp made use of the expres
sion already quoted. It was the 
revolt of critical youth against dog
matic age. As Sir Henry Budd 
staggered to his feet, and, with one 
hand on a supporting post of oak, 
prepared to launch himself across tue 
tilting floor, Peter Beauchamp said, 
in a tow but clear voice, “Pompous 
old ass!"

Sir Henry Budd turned round and 
fixed him with his eyes. “I shall 
remember you, young man,” he dsid, 
coldly, and then a heaving lurch sent 
him reeling out of the saloon in 
search of his cabin and the safety ol 
recumbency.

Peter Beauchamp had forgotten all 
about the self-important old man 
whom he had offended when he came 
on deck early next morning to gain 
an appetite for breakfast by a brisk 
haH hour's promenade of the shifts 
ing deck. The sky was clear and the 
■.un bright, but the great ship was 
rolling and pitching as she rode the 
Atlantic tollers, and the majority of 
her passengers were either suffering 
patiently in their berths or preparing 
themselves uncomfortably lor a later 
appearance. Only one otter besides 
himself seemed to have felt the 
storm of the night and the motion 
of the ship so little as to come up 
on deck for an early morning promen
ade, and that was,a gkl in a neat 
costume of brown tweed, in whose 
clear skin, bright eye and slender, ac
tive figure all the health and vigor 
of her twenty years seemed to have 
materialized.

The young mao eyed ter with grow
ing admiration as they passed and re- 
l-assed, stamping smartly along the 
shining .deck; and an occasional side 
glance seemed to show that his inter
est In ter personality was reciprocat
ed in so far as was becoming in a 
young woman of good breeding.

By and by, when Peter Beaut-hamp 
was beginning to think It ratter ab
surd that he and she should be pac
ing up and down the deck in oppos
ite direction^ when it would be so 
much pleasure to walk side by side, 
a more than usually heavy roll threw 
the girl off ter feet and against-the 
bulwarks. This happened just at 
their point of meeting, and Pete# 
was instantly at her side, expressing 
fervent hope* that she had not hurt 
herself. It appeared that she had 
not; but the inquiry was permitted 
to serve as an introduction, and the 
pair finished their walk In company.

They got on surprisingly well, and 
learned a good deal about one anoth
er during the short Interval that re
mained before the bugle summoned 
«•-m to the hreakfaat table. One 
1’iro'tsnt fact, however, ahoi t hi-

■

Lady Budd was a mild, placid 
lady, so overshadowed bv the import
ance of ter husband that ter conver
sation never ran on for tong togeth
er without mention of “Sir Henry." 
Sir Henry, it now appeared, had bad 
a very bad night, but hoped to be 
well enough to appear at luncheon. 
She supposed that some people would 
say that she ought to be looking af
ter him herself, but he had told her 
on no account to leave the deck as 
long as It was bright, which was' 
very good of him. And he was very 
well off in the hands of his valet 
(pronounced "valley), who had been 
with him a number of yearç, and 
knew his ways—such a comfort, that. 
So the good lady prattled on, and 
Peter Beauchamp listened politely 
and made assenting remarks tn the 
proper places, and, altogether, creat
ed an admirable impression, so that 
his reward, in the shape of an occa
sional tete-a-tete walk with Miss 
Beatrix during the morning hours, 
seemed only natural in view of the 
generally friendly relations, estab
lished.

The first hint of coming disaster 
was conveyed to him when he dis
covered the name of his newly-found 
friends. He had been vainly endea
voring to acquire this information 
all the morning, but could not sum
mon up courage to ask the question 
point blank. At last it occurred *to 
him to consult the list of passengers 
which he had in his cabin. He made 
an excuse to go below and then 
discovered that the only “Sir Henry" 
on board was Sir Henry Budd, who 

! was travelHng with Lady Budd, Miss 
i Budd, a maid and a valet. The name 
struck him ominously; he could not 
have told why. For the first time 
since it had occurred, his little 
passage of arms of the evening before 
rose to his mind, and the figure of 
the overbearing old man whose be
havior had caused it seemed to stand 
before him, crying aloud, “I am Sir 
Henry Budd."

He put the horrid suspicion away 
from him and returned on deck. A 
little later, he found 
say to Miss Beatrix 
I shall get on well with your fath-

•‘Oh, I expect you will," she said, 
with a little laugh, “as long as you 
listen politely to what he has to say, 
and don’t contradict him. He does 
not like that. There was a young 
man who was abominably rude to 
him in the smoking room last night. 
He was very angry."

Peter’s heart sank into his boots.
At luncheon time Sir Henry Budd 

appeared at the table with his wife 
and daughter. When the meal was 
over he shouldered his way through 
the outgoing crowd toward Prier, 
who saw fell resolve in his eye and 
incontinently fled.

The young man accepted battle a 
little later on deck. He manoeuvred 
his adversary into a momentarily 
deserted corner, and stood to receive 
him.

"Hi, you, Nr!" said Sir Henry, 
panting up to nim. "You have bad 
the impudence to goke yourself into 
acquaintance with my wife and 
daughter. Kindly keep away lor the 
future. I’m not going to have every 
young cad on the ship hanging round 
them."

A full apology at this juncture 
might possibly have smoothed out 
the situation, but Peter had Irish 
blood in his veins, and the provoca
tion free loo great to admit of the 
soft answer.

"If you were,a. younger man I'd 
knock vou down," he said hotly.

“I dare say you’d try to, and I'd 
have you locked up for It," retorted 
Sir Henry, turning on his heel. 
"Just you keep out of my wgy for 
the future."

Peter gulped down his wrath. His 
adversary held the winning cards.

When he passed the Budd encamp
ment, shortly alter, Sir Henry be
ing, below, Lady Budd looked away 
and fumbled nervously among her 
cushions Not so Miss Be*trie She 
looked dlreetlr »t and through him. 
end Peter held his barl straight 
with difficulty.

rv* did no* unite reHnn iih bore 
*> lay in wait for t*-'-o"vhoiit

opportunity to 
Budd, "I hope

the afternoon, and at last achieved 
the. feat of coming smartly around a
corner and running plump into her.

His cap was off in an instant. "Oh,
I am so sorry! I say, may I say , 
something to you?" he gasped, al) in 
one breath.

The girl-looked him straight in the , 
face for the second time. •‘I think 
you are making some mistake," she 
said, and left him.

After that he could- do nothing but 
pass her as frequently as possible and 
gaze at ter, as often as he did so' 
with a look which was at the same 
time imploring, deprecatory, admir
ing, pained and doggUy faithful. Its 
multitudinous meanings were appar
ently completely lost on her, for she 
did not appear to notice him.

That evening the customary insinu
ating busybody who is to be found 
among every collection of ship's 
passengers began to make arrange
ments for a vocal and instrumental 
concert, to be held two days later, 
in aid of a seamen’s charity. Peter 
Beauchamp had some reputation in 
London as a musical amateur, and 
there were those on board who knew 
it, He was asked to sing.

"I will with pleasure, if you can 
find me an accomjianist," he said.

"That will be easy enough," said 
the entre-preneur, and booked him 
lor two songs.

It turned out not to be so f very 
easy, after all. There were doubtless 
rnanv competent accompanists among 
the few hundred passengers, but they 
did not come forward, and the mas
ter was left in abeyance for the 
present.

Peter Beauchamp was on deck early 
the next morning. So was Miss 
Beatrix Budd, and he hoped against 
hope that the new-born day might 
give him another chance of reinstat
ing himself. The girl was walk
ing with another young man, with 
whom she appeared to be on the best 
of terms. This young man was one 
of the party to whom Sir Henry 
Budd had discoursed politics two 
evenings before. He gave Peter 
“Good-morning" as be came on deck 
and paused as if to rive him the 
opportunity of joining them. Miss 
Beatrix walked straight on, with her 
head in the air, and the young man 
hurried after her. Peter took his 
constitutional on the other side of 
the deck, a prey to bitter thoughts.

“I say, old man," said his friend, 
afterward, "she's a topper, that girl. 
But what have you done to offend 
her) She told me she didn’t wish 
?o have anything to do«with you."

"What have I done?" exclaimed Pe
ter, angrily. "Why, she’s the daugh
ter of that old blitherer who bored us 
all the other night. You were In it 
as much as I was."

The other young may whistled. "By 
Jove!" he said. "You’ve put your 
foot in it. I’m going to get her 
mamma a cushion," and he hurried 
off.

The busybody now approached Pe
ter. “I have got an accompanist at 
last," he said, “Uome into the music 
room.and try over your songs."

It was a very sore young man 
who disinterred an album of songs 
from his cabin trunk and made bis 
way to the music room a few 
minutes later. There he found a 
middle-aged young lady, with a 
stringy voice, in the act of present
ing somebody vocally with the 
sweetest flower that blows, which, 
she explained, although it might, by 
an unobservant recipient, be mistak
en for a rose, was in reality her 
heart. The best part of the per
formance was the accompaniment, 
which was played by Miss Beatrix 
Budd.

When the song was over, and the 
singer had explained diffidently that

the
dd to pre* 
to a pianist 

rattle# ol ter part of the 
Soaata in n way to draw 
c omplimeets from the German vio
linist who had performed it with ter.

The pian let’s skill,, however, seemed 
to have deserted ter. She stumbled 
atrociously over the introductory 
bars, and, when Peter’s fine baritone 
broke in, she stumbled still worse.

, He struggled oe to the cod, hut his 
efforts to ere entirely spoiled. He 
was hurried unmercifully in the slow
er parts ot the song, and kept poised 
for an undue length of time on high, 
sustained notes while she spelled out 
the accompanying phrases with care
ful attention.

At the end of the song the busy
body, with his head nervously on one 
side, suggested further practice. Pe
ter, -without a word, pit his second 
song on the musk stand. "Any 
schoolgirl could play this," he said.

But Miss Beatrk apparently could 
not. She made a worse hash of it 
than of the other, though one would 
have thought that she must have been 
hard put to it to invent mistakes, for 
the accompaniment was chiefly one of 
simple chords. A simple chord,how
ever, played quite decisively but 
with one wrong note in it it is dis
turbing.

j “Perhaps you wouldn’t mind trying 
them over once or twice before to
morrow evening’" said Peter, when 
the infliction was over. His expres
sion of face was not amiable.

"Yes, that will be the thing," said 
the busybody, who was not particu
larly observant. “Miss Budd plays 
so beautifully that I am sure it will 
be all right. I must go and find 
Belloni!" And he hurried out of the 
room.

Miss Budd made as if to follow 
him, but Peter faced her squarely. 
“Are you going to play like that to

morrow night?" he asked.
“I’m afraid I shan’t have time to 

practice," she replied.
“I don’t want you ,to practice," 

said Peter. "Are you going to spoil 
my songs to-morrow?"

“If you don't like my accompani
ments you had better find somebody 
else," said .the girl.
“1 shall not find somebody else," 

replied Peter, looking straight in the 
lace.

“I don’t want to play your accom
paniments," she said angrily. “I 
don’t want to hare anything to do 
with you." /

“1 shall know whether I want to 
have anything more to do with you 
to-morrow evening," said Peter., Af
ter which cryptic utterance they left 
the room by separate doors.

The wrath of Sir Henry Budd burn
ed furiously when he was informed 
that his daughter had undertaken to 
appear in the sight/ of all beholders 
in company with the young man who 
had earned his deepest resentment. 
It was met with cold determination.

“I shall certainly play his accom
paniments, as I have promised to do 
so," said Miss Beatrix, in answer to 
a direct prohibition. “But you 
needn’t be afraid.• You will hear 
what you will hear."

“A nice thing!" exclaimed Sir Hen- 
"You go hobnobbing with a fel-ry.

low who has grossly insulted me!"
"You brought it on yourself, fath

er," retorted the young lady. “ I 
heard all about it from Mr. Mel
ville."

This answer might have brought

& ratification to Peter Beauchamp if 
e had chanced to overhear it. It 

brought none to Sir Henry Budd,who 
could onlv splutter in his wrath that 
he washed his hands of the whole af
fair. »

Peter Beauchamp no longer tried 
to meet and catch the eye of the lady 
who had scorned him. He betook 
himself to the smoking room and 
played bridge. During a short con
stitutional between rubbers in the 
afternoon it was he who, meeting 
Miss Beatrix, kept a haughty front 
and an indifferent eye.

The next morning, the girl'was on 
deck early. Peter made his first ap
pearance at the breakfast table. Af
ter breakfast he walked for an hour 
in the company of a charming Am
erican, with whom he talked and 
laughed gaily, especially when pass
ing Miss Beatrix Budd. She did the 
same with the assistance of the oth
er yôung man. r 

At H o’clock Peter began to play 
bridge, and continued to do so until 
5 o’clock, with an interval for lunch
eon. After tea he walked again, 
but alone. So did Miss Beatrix. 
Again they met somewhat awkward
ly at a blind corner, but this time 
the collision was none of Peter’s 
seeking. He lifted his cap coldly, 
apologized and walked on. It oc
curred to him afterwards that the 
girl had waited for a further apo
logy, but he could not be quite cer
tain. She had certainly stamped ter 
foot as they parted.

The hour of the concert arrived. It 
was little more than a recital by the 
great pianist, who wàs» taking his 
muscles of steel and his profuse locks 
to America for the purpose of gain, 
and the eminent violinist who was 
inwardly consumed with jealousy of 
him.

A song opened the proceedings,beau
tifully accompanied by Miss Beatrix 
Budd. Then came the violinist, and 
afterward the unhappy middie-aged 
young lady, who found that her good

she required the accompaniment hur- nature had Involved her in compari- 
rled up a little in this place and i sons which she would have preferred
retarded in that, the busybody said: i not to evoke. Then the great virtu-
“Miss Budd, will you be kind enough oso playffl to an audience breathless-
to play an accompaniment for Mr. I ly silent, and when the encore hadaccompaniment for 
Beauchamp?"

Miss Rudd ignored the Implied in
troduction.

"I think," she said coldly, "as I 
am to accompany Mr. .Seeley and 
Miss Robinson, as well as Herr Wls- 
screnschmidt on the violin, I shall 
have enough to do. Can’t you find 
someone else?"

“My dear lady," said the busy
body, clasping two fat hands im. 
ploringlv, “it is an extraordinary 
thing, hilt I really can’t! There is 
not a soul."

"You’ve got a solo pianist, 
haven’t you?" asked the girl.

"Yes." said the busybody. ‘.‘But 
Belloni! I couldn't ask him to play 
accompaniments, you know. He 
woyldn’d do it. We are very for
tunate to get him at all. Now, do, 
pray, be good natured."

Miss Beatrix, turned impatiently to
ward the piano. "Very we*," she 
said, ungraciously; "but ! can only 
play easv things."

"My dear young ladv," protested 
the busybody, "you played Wisasn-
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the great virtuoso, who Lai been 
soothing the qualms of the spinster 
lady with graceful politeness, turned 
to Peter and said: “I like to hear 
you sine. You use your brain, and 
your voice is musical. But your ac
companiment was terrible. If you 
please, 1 will accompany you myself 
in your next song."

Then Peter risked everything—a se
cond fiasco, and the probability of 
offending a man whom he would 
have given a good deal to know. 
“You do me a very great honor, Sig- 

he said; “but I am afraid itnor,

the musi-

rws
-IM sst 
her fee.

cm," she 
waiting with

its superb!v!" no, 
said, shortly, 
her hands MB

ly . ■

been finally refused and the applause 
had died* away, Peter Beauchamp 
stood up to sing.

Miss Beatrix, beautifully attired, 
took her seat at the piano just va
cated by the great man, and rushed 
into the accompaniment of the song. 
She managed to make three more 
mistakes in the short introduction 
than she had achieved at her former 
attempt. Peter’s face took on a 
look of firm determination, and he 
prepared to battle through to the 
end. If "he was to be made to look 
like a fool before all those people 
he would look as little like one as 
possible. His only consolation at 
the end of the performance was that 
the accompanist had covered herself 
with at least as much confusion as 
■he had caused to be thrown upon 
him, and he was in a mood in which 
nothing would have pleased him bet
ter than to tell her so if he had had 
the chance.

The chance came a little later, but 
he did not avail himaeK of It. The 

1 ' ther near the pia- 
Beatrix at oppos- 
eettee. During 

the banjo by

would be slighting a lady if I were 
to accept."

“As you please," said 
cian, turning his back.

Peter stepped boldly up to the lady 
whom he had refused to slight. "Sig
nor Bellino has ofiered to play my 
next accompaniment," he said.

She turned scarlet. “Very well," 
she replied; "I don’t mind."

"But I refused," continued Peter. 
“I felt "sure that you would play 
better this time." Then he returned 
to his former seat, leaving Miss Bea
trix considerably flushed.

She did play the next accompani
ment better. She played it perfect
ly. It was to a simple Irish song, 
full of melody and pathos, which was 
received -with a burst of applause, 
louder even than those which had 
greeted the two professionals, and 
an insistent demand for an encore.

Then Peter did a very bold thing, 
considering the eminence of. his fel
low performers. He put down on 
the music stand no less a work than 
“The Eriking," and said, “Piny 
that!" i

And Miss Beatrix did play it, with 
a fire and grasp that could havdly 
have been excelled by Belloni him
self. Peter’s triumph was complete.

Perhaps, though, it wai hardly 
complete enough to «entitle him to go 
up to Miss Beatrix after the concert 
was over and to say to her, boldly, 
“Why did you play that first accom
paniment so disgracefully?" !

She eyed him coldly. “That is 
hardly the way to speak to me," she I 
said. “In fact, now that this is I 
over, there is no necessity for you to 

ak to me açain at all." |
I should like, at, any rate, to ‘ 

thank you for playing the last two 
s so splendidly," said Peter.
>11, you can’t do it now," she 

replied, somewhat inconsistently. 
“Here comes father, and he would be 
rude to you."

“Hang it all, when can I do it," 
said Peter, “H you are not going to 
speak to me again?"

“Father doesn’t get up very early 
in the morning," she said, in a low 
voice, before she was whisked off by 
an irate, white whiskered Knight, 
who cast upon Peter a look calcu
lated to witter him on the spot, if 
he had not been in the process of ad
justing his ideas to an entirely 
new development of affairs.

It is not necessary to record more 
than a fraction of the conversation 
which took place during a: half 
hour’s promenade of the deck before 
breakfast the next morning. Peter 
was up and out early, but not very 
long before Miss Beatrix Budd made 
her appearance. The other young 
man was five or ten minutes late, 
and was given to understand that bis 
company was not required.

The two of them were standing at 
the head of the companionway.

“But, dearest," Peter was saying, 
"whet about that little error of judg
ment of mine that enraged your 
father the other night,?"

"You needn’t worry any more 
about that," was the reply.^ " I 
told him last night that it was 
his faijlt and he ought to apologize 
to you. He won’t do so, but, when 
you tell Mm, you will find him quite 
tame."

“Tell me," said Peter, "were you 
. realty very angry when you found 
v out that it was I who wks the cul

prit?"
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Death of Mother Veronica

Rev. Mother M. Veronica, who died 
on Tuesday, was mother superior gen
eral of the Sisters of the Divine Com
passion. Her death occurred in the 
convent of our Lady of Good Couh- 
sel, at White Plains, N.Y., the mo
ther house of the order. She was 66 
years old. Before entering the reli
gious life she was widely interest
ed in the charitable work in New 
^ork, and in 1870, with other well- 
known Catholic women, founded the 
Association for Befriending Children 
and Young Girls. In 18W, under the 
direction of the Right Rev. Mgr. 
Preston, V.G., she founded the rdi- 
g ous 'order of the Sisters of the Di
vine Compassion, becoming its moth-

lrcnera|. and continued so until her death.

Not a Nauseating Pllf-^The exci- 
pient of a pill is the subriarivp which 
enfolds the Ingredients and makes up 
Î, P*1*, mass. That of Parmelee’s 
Vegetable Pills is so compounded as 
to preserve their moisture, and they 
can be "carried into any latitude 
without Impairing their strength. 
Maay pills in order to keep them 
from adhering, are rolled In 
ders, which prove nauseatfi 
taste. Parmelee’s Ve 
are so prepared that 
able to the most délicate.
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