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CHAPTER XXII

e
CAPTAIN BERESFORD HIMBELF
“ We met, 'twas in a crowd.—Bayly.”

In whatever other channels their
affections ran there was certainly no
love lost between Mrs. St. Ubes and
Mrs. Vane. “Two of a trade never
agree,” and, notwithstanding the
legend of the two kings of Iirgutford,
two queens in Mulkapore disputed,
inch by inch, the right to wear the
crown and wield the scepter.

Mrs. St. Ubes had the advantage of
being a resident of long standing,
who knew her ground well. She had
been a noted leader of society for
more seasons than she had cared to
count. She detested women (and
made no secret of the fact) and
always selected her friends entirely
from the opposite sex, with the ex-
ception of one lady, a Miss Hudson—
who. flattered by this signal mark of
condescension, readily became her
confidante, or, according to the
gossips of Mulkapore, her jackal.
La belle lionne was past her premicre
jeunesse; 1 am not wronging her in
any way when [ say that she was
fully five-and thirty, She had been
lovely, and was still remarkubly good-
looking. She had a pretty, piquant
face, shaded by a thick, curly, black
fringe, and very darkly penciled
arched eyebrows gave a soxnngx\_'hu,t
surprised and slightly supercilious
expression to her magnificent brown
eyes. Her figure was perfect; and
she was naturally aware of the fact,
and displayed it to the best advantage
in the most tastefully chosen
costumes, if anything, a thought too
tight. i

Mrs. St. Ubes excelled in dancing,
tennis, and riding, and also in a
certain kind of smart repartee that
evoked explosions of laughter from
herimmediate adherents. Eachnew-
comer (of the fair sex) was critically
inspected and mercilessly ridiculed
by this, the sovereign lady of M‘ulkm
pore. She had a rooted objection to
a pretty face, and looked on every
new arrival as a possible competitor
for the social throne, Hitherto she
had been undisputed mistress of the
field, when lo! an unknown free lance
in the shape of Mrs. Vane, suddenly
appeared, and boldly chfmllenged the
reigning queen. Mrs. Vane _lm.d the
advantage of youth on her side; she
was very pretty, too, an excellent
tennis player, a renowned dancer,
and was in her own way & consum-
mate mistress of the art of nersiflage.
Consequently, it will be seen that
she prepared to fight Mrs. St. Ubes
on her own ground and with her own
weapons. She won the prize at the
tennis tournament (a bandsome gold
bangle), carried it off after a des-
perate struggle with Mrs. St. Ubes
who for some time previously had
mentally looked upon the bauble as
her own. She annexed more than
one of that lady's favorite partners
at balls and small dances, and en-
raged her almost beyond endurance
by receiving her most stinging re-
marks and cutting little speeches
with a smiling affability of demeanor
that completely baffled her adver-
sary. Ladies, one and all, favored
Mrs. Vane, and would have been
sincerely gratified to see Mrs. St.
Ubes extinguished and put down.
Mrs. Vane never ignored her own
sex; she was always pleasant and
friendly; and, sought after as she was
in society, I have scen her sit half an
evening talking to an old dowager
whose daughter she had known up
the country; or walk for an hour at
the band with a stupid, uninterest-
ing girl whose sister had been her
schoolfellow. She neversaid spiteful
things of people, nor mimicked nor
caricatured their failings for the
amusementof ber friends. Conse-
quently she was far more popular than
Mrs. St. Ubes. Moreover she was the
most generous and good natured of
human beings; her dresses were con
stantly “out,” being copied by other
people’s dirzees; her songs made the
round of Mulkapore;her nimble fingers
trimmed hats and bonnets, and made
up bouquets for all our immediate
female circle. “If all trades fail, 1
will be a milliner,” she would say,
holding up her latest achievement
complacently; and, indeed, she had
almost the knack and taste of a first-
class professional.

About six weeks after Mrs. Vare's
arrival, invitations to a very very
grand ball at the Residency stirred
the souls of the dancing portion of
Mulkapore to their inmost depths.
There were to be tents, colored
lanterns, and fireworks in the
grounds; in fact, every inducement
for prolonged promenading. A large
portion of the native nobility were
to be present, in order to see the
European’s nautch; and nothing was
to be wanting to make it the grand-
est ball that Mulkapore had ever
witnessed. The eventful evening
came, our most glowing anticipations
were fulfilled, if not surpassed. The
floor was perfect; the enormous dur-
bar room just nicely crowded. The
programmes included the newest and
prettiest dance-music; and every one,
looking their brightest and best,
seemed to be bent on enjoying them-
selves thoroughly. The third dance
was already over, and my partner
and I were slowly making our way
through the crowd inthe large, white-

could. “K 50! What in the world
did she mean? After a few seconds’
consideration, 1 “gave it up;” in fact,
1 completely forgot the cir-
cumstance in conning over a
much-involved programme. Five
minutes later 1 took my place
in one of the numerous sets of
Lancers that were forming up and
down the room. Ours was a sixteen
set, and as we took3up our position I
glanced casually from couple to
couple. There was Mrs. St. Ubes
looked remarkably well, in a low
black net dress, trimmed with quan-
titiesgof gold, and whispering(good-
ness knows what) te her partner be.
hind her enormous black fan, There
was Lizzie Hudson in that horrible
green again. Exactly opposite stood
Mrs. Vane, looking unusually pretty
and animated: nothing suited her so
well as pink, and her partner was a
good looking gunner. A second
glance—I shut my eyes and them
opened again—no, they had not de-
ceived me! 1 was face to face with
my kinsman, cousin, and former
fiancé—Maurice Beresford!

Before 1 had time to collect my
scattered wits it was our turn to
advance. He was coming toward
me; prompt flight had been my first
insane impulse, but common-sense
held me fast. As we touched each
other's fingers, and made the usual
small gyration, I stole a glance once
more. There was no recognition in
his face as his eyes met mine, yet
during the whole five figures I was
aware that they strayed very often
in my direction. My wits seemed to
be preternaturally sharpened, and I
knew that he was asking Mrs. Vane
who I was, and all about me. I
wonder what my partner thought of
me! Probably, that 1 was some poor
half-witted creature. I answered—
when I replied at all—completely at
racdom; and the bad shots 1 made
were to be gathered from the expres
sion of puzzled amazement reflected
in my companion’s face. Although I
dared not be all eyes, I was an em-
bodiment of two intensely listening
ears—my ears actually ached with
trying to catch what our vis-a-vis
were talking about, and if in the
“tall young lady in white” Maurice
had discovered his runaway cousin,
Nora O'Neill.

No sooner was the dance over, than
with a hasty excuse, I relinquished
my partner's arm, and made my way
to the ladies’ dressing-room. At
first it was crowded with various
other dancers who had put in for re-
pairs. I ensconced myself in a re-
mote arm-chair, feeling, without any
affectation, quite nervous and al-
most stunned by the sudden shock
of meeting Maurice, till the soft
strains of the "Dolores' waltz com-
pletely emptied the apartment of all.
There was one exception; Mrs. St.
Ubes lingered behind, ostensibly to
have a stitch put in the rosette of
her shoe, but in reality to repair
some little flaws in her complexion.
Thinking herself alone, she hurried
to the toilet-table, removed and
tightened her fringe (which was
false) powdered her face most care-
fully, and then leisurely surveyed the
back of her head, and her profile,
by meauns of a handglass. The re-
sult of the inspection was evidently
satisfactory; and, giving her skirts a
final twitch, she was turning to leave
the room, with a complacent smile on
her lips. In turning, for the first
time she perceived me, reclining in
a deep arm chair, the critical spec-
tator of her recent operatious, and
the smile suddenly froze into an ex-
pression of disgusted amazement.

“You here, Miss Neville? What on
earth are yon doing? Why are you
not dancing?"’ she asked, sharply.

“I felt alittle giddy,” I revurned,
standing up, "and thought I would
sit quiet fora few minutes.”

“Giddy?” she echoed, with an in-
credulous sneer, looking into my
face with a scrutiny that was down-
right rude. “You! Such an untiring
waltzer, to talk of being giddy! You
have not been quarrelling with any-
one, have you? or setting your part-
ners at loggerheads? she asked, with
an air of amiable interest.

“Oh, dear, no,” I answered, ener-
getically.

“By the way,"” arranging her brace-
lets, “I suppose you have carte
blanche from Major Percival about
dancing? Some men are so exacting
in that way; they won't allow their
Sfiancées to dance round dances.”

“Major Percival is not so selfish,”
I replied, warmly.

“Oh,” with a little significant sniff
“he is just like his neighbors, no
better and no worse. He isa charm-
ing friend,” emphatically, “but I
don't think he will make a good
husband.”

“Don’t you; and why not?” I asked,
holding my head very high, and
speaking in an icy tone.

“Because, my dear girl, he is so
fickle, so uncertain; never knows his
own mind for four consecutive
weeks. Take my advice, and you
will be wise. Don't let him stay six
months in England; and whatever
you do, don't have a long engage-
ment,” rapping my arm impressively
with her fan at each of the five last
words.

“Itis very kind of you to take such
an interest in me, Mrs. St. Ubes,"” en
deavoring to steady my voice, which
was trembling;” “but I intend to be
Miss Neville for a long time yet. 1
am—"

“Then you will never be Mrs. Per-

pillared portico, when, in the very,
densest block, I was suddenly !
accosted by Mrs. Vane, breathless and |
excited. As she passed she
whispered to me with evident exulta- ;
tion, and much empressement, K 50
has come! arrived this morning;" the |
next moment she had been carried
away by the crowd, and I was left to
to find a key to her remark as best I

cival,” she interrupted with almost
triumphant emphasis. “Ah, I could
tell you something that would open
your eyes,” with unspeakable signifi-
cance. "By the way, I see you are
admiring my necklet,”

I was not. I was almost too angry
to speak, or to see.

“Is it not lovely?” Standing right
before me, and holding np a splen-

did locket encrusted with brilliants.

“He gave it to me as a ‘philopena’
last year. Oh! long before he ever
saw you; so you need not look so
jealous.”

“I am not feeling jealous, Mrs. St,
Ubes; 80 my looks must be deceitful.
And if you will kindly allow me to
pass, I am going to ask for a glass of
water,” moving away.

"Oh—certainly. I hope your gid-
diness will soon go off,” she returned
nodding to me carelessly; and with-
out another word she turned and
sailed out of the room.

Probably on the principle of
counter-irritation, my interview with
Mrs. St. Ubes roused me from the
state of mental coma into which I
had fallen on so suddenly beholding
my cousin., I drank some iced water,
bathed my forehead with eau-de-Col-
ogne, and felt better., My heart still
beat very fast ; but I was now, com-
paratively speaking, composed, as 1
walked over to the cheval-glass, and
took a good, long, impartial look at
myself. The mirror introduced me
to a tall, slight, graceful girl, with
quantities of wavy, bronze.colored
hair growing low on her forehead,
and fastened up in a knot at the back.
She had large dark eyes (hue indis-
tinet by candle-light) ; very long
lashes, which turned upward at the
tips ; a pretty, curved mouth, evi-
dently well used to laughter and
smiles; and a creamy, fair complex-
ion. This good-looking yonng person
was dressed in a white silk ball toilet,
artistically arranged with clouds of
tulle and bunches of silvered narcis-
sus ; the low body was finished off
with a berthe of the same flowers,
and one or two nestled among her
dark auburn tresses. What possible
resemblance could any one see be-
tween her and that vision of ugliness,
Nora O'Neill ? Nora, with her skimpy,
short skirts, her hair dragged off her
face, and confined in a pigtail, her
complexion the rendezvous of sun
and freckles! “He could not know
me!" Isaid to myself with decision,
as I straightened my necklet, and
pulled up my long gloves; " I'll go
back to the ball-room and brave it
out! No one would recognize Nora
O'Neill in Miss Neville ;" and, with
another long, critical stare, I gathered
up my fan and bouquet, and swept
out of the room.

I was instantly seized upon by my
partner, anxious to make the most of
the last bars of the " Dolores.”” Dur
ing the next three or four dances
neither Mrs. Vane nor Maurice ap-
peared in the ball room, and I was
beginning to breathe a little more
freely, when a well-known treble at
my side exclaimed :

*“Oh, here you are! I've been
looking for you everywhere. Cap-
tain Beresford wishes to be intro-
duced to you. Captain Beresford,
Miss Neville.”

Maurice bowed gravely, and so did
I. But I was on the eve,all the same,
of one of my wildest and most foolish
explosions of laughter. To be intro-
duced in this formal way to Maurice
—Maurice, whose pockets I had sewn
up, whose pillow I had assiduously
floured—was almost asking too much
from my gravity.

" You will never guess the reason
Captain Beresford assigned for an
immediate introduction,” said Mrs.
Vane, tapping me playfully with her
fan. “ He declares that you are the
very image of his grandmother ! Did
you ever hear of anything so absurd?"”

Maurice was getting "' hot,” as they
say in Magic Music, and a foolish grin
was my only comment. If I was
really like the picture of Molly Beres-
ford that hung in the library at Gal-
low, here was a compliment, and no
mistake! She had been a celebrated
beauty,and the toast of three counties.

" It is really too bad of Mrs. Vane,”
exclaimed Maurice, now addressing
me, "' to divulge what 1 had imparted
tc her in the strictest confidence.
No lady can ever keep asecret—such,
at least, is my experience,” he added,
with a smile.

* Can they not ?" I asked, incred-
ulously. “1 am quite sure that I
could deep one if I tried.”

*You have never yet had a secret
to keep, you foolish child,” exclaimed
Mrs. Vane, "' and if you had, it would
be public property in twenty four
hours !"

I had no time to stay and bandy
words with her, us my partner was
all eagerness, like the whiting in
* Wonderland,” * to join the dance.”
Ere I moved away, Maurice said : ' I
suppose 1 can scarcely hope for the
pleasure of a dance ?’ In reply I
merely shook my head and exhibited
a crowded and much-defaced pro-
gramme ; and here, seeing that my
cavalier was rapidly losing all pati-
enee, I took his arm and resumed our
interrupted waltz. But I had by no
means seen, the last of Maurice, nor
heard the last of him that evening.
Each of my partners who belonged
to his arm of the service plied me
with the same questions: " Had 1
seen Captain Beresford? Was he
not good looking ? The best dancer
in the room ? Had I remarked his
step ? A capital cricketer, and one
of the best riders in the service ;" and
so on, with a long string of his per-
fections. Atlength Ilost all patience,
and when a third enthusiastic friend
commenced the same story sharply
told him that I had heard of nothing
but Captain Beresford all the even-
ing, and that a fresh topic of conversa-
tion would be an agreeable variety.

The evening was waning. The
cotillon was in full swing. The
looking-glass, umbrella, cushion, and
flag figures had been each in turn
disposed of. Now it was a sheet that
was brought forward as an incentive
to dancing. A sheet held up across
the room, over which all would be
dancers held one finger above the
top, and one only. The ladies ad-
vance and tempt fate ; each selecting

a finger and geizing it. The sheet
drops, and away goes everybody in
couples,

Nellie Fox and I approached the
sheet, and tempted fate together.

“That's a well-fitting glove, Nellie,”
I remarked, pointing to a neat fore-
finger, somewhat apart from the
others. " I'm sure the owner must
be a good dancer ;" so saying, I at
once appropriated the digit, standing
on tiptoe and clutching it in my
hand. The sheet dropped and I found
myself tightly clasping Maurice Beres-
ford. There was nothing for it, but
de 'audace, de I'audace, et towjours
de l'audace, and in another second we
were revolving among the dancers.

* This is indeed a most unlooked-
for piece of good-fortune,” he said, as
we paused for breath. After one or
two commonplace observations, he
added: “Thisis a stupid figure that
they are getting up now. You must
be tired, as you have been dancing
incessantly all the evening. Will
you come up to the supper-room, and
have some refreshment ? The soup
is strongly to be recommended.”

I was very tired. and I made no re-
sistance. 1t was my fate that I was
to meet Maurice, to speak to him, to
dance with him, to go to supper with
him! There was no use struggling
with kismet. 1 acquiesced, and in
another two minutes we had gained
the supper room.

A good many people were s.ill
there ; survivors from the supper-
hour ; men who did not dance ; girls
who were in hiding from obnoxious
partners (with the favored cavalier
of the evening); people who had
come up for a late supper, like our-
selves ; and various isolated hardened
flirts, pulling crackers and sipping
champagne. Maurice, having secured
a seat for me, hastened away to sum-
mon an attendant to bring soup and
clean plates.

I watched him furtively, as he way-
laid a fat Madrassee butler, and con-
voyed him toward our end of the
table. He was, as Mrs. Vane had
said, strikingly handsome, and his
tall, well-knit figure was set off to
the greatest advantage by the most
becoming uniform in the service—
the Horse Artillery jacket. Whether
he was a ladies’ man or not, he was
certainly accustomed to wait on
them. Everything I required came
to my hand as if by magic, and he
organized a most charming petit
souper from the debris of the ban-
quet. Over against us sat Murs.
Gower, relating with infinite gusto
some astounding anecdote. Her
listener, a bored, blase looking man,
gave her his ears; to us he was good
enough to devote hiseyes. Evident-
ly he found us an interesting spect-
acle. Drawing his companion's at-
tention to us, she lost no time in
obliging him—I could see by her
gestures and glances—with a full, if
not true, description of my family
history, age, accomplishments and
prospects. /

Maurice and I conversed together
very pleasantly. We discussed the
ball, the menu and the guests; and
our repast concluded, we descended
ouce more to the field of action. My
cavalier was not forthcoming, and
I yielded to Maurice's entreaties for
this one waltz. He danced divinely,
so smoothly and so easily that it was
a treat to be his partner, my lawful,
but tardy, proprietor meanwhile
glowering from a doorway.

After prolonging our waltz to the
very last bar, we made our way out
into the lofty portico, and thence
along a wide, crimson carpeted ver-
anda, lined with large shrubs and
plants, among the shadows of which
seats for two had been most cunning-
ly introduced. Maurice, I could see,
was no novice in the art of dis-
covering a conveniently situated
solitude a deuxr and soon we were
shraring a very comfortable settee.
From our retreat we looked out on
passing couples and the lamp-lit
grounds with a sense of luxurious
retirement. More than once I found
my companion studying my face with
a look of the gravest and most
puzzled interest. On the second of
these occasions, as our eyes met, he
looked somewhat confused, and ob
served, half-apologetically: “ Inever
saw such an extraordinary resemb-
lance in all my life. You are as like
an old family portrait at home as if
you had stepped out of the frame!"”

“Do you mean your grandmother?”
I asked discreetly concealing a lurk-
ing smile with the top of my fan.

*Ido,” he answered, with a deep
conviction.

" I'm not quite sure that to be told
that you resemble a person’s grand.
mother is exactly my beaw ideal of a
graceful compliment.”

* Paying compliments is not at all
in my line,” replied Maurice, em-
phatically. “Do you imagine that
your double is a middle aged frump
with a short waist, sausage curls, and
a mob cap ? Because, if you do, you
are much mistaken. She is—never
mind, I won't say what she is "—
pulling himself up—"it would not
make you any wiser. But if you
were to see the picture I know you
would not be displeased to hear that
you resembled her.”

1 had seen the picture, aud was
not at all displeased.

“Have you been long in India,
Miss Neville?” was a question that
startled me out of some very com-
placent reflections.

* Ever since 1 have been grown
up,” was my evasive answer.

* Well, that can only have becn a
very recent achievement,” was my
cousin's polite reply.

* You are Irigh, are you not?" he
asked.

" Yes.
for me 2"

“No, indeed,” indignantly. “May
I ask what part of Ireland you come
from ?"

Does not the brogue speak

“The South,” Ireplied, laconically.

“ The South is a large place,” he
said, with a smile.

“It is,” I answered, shortly,
“ Don't you think that you have
asked enough questions for one even-
ing, Captain Beresford ?"' 1 put in
quickly ; “ or would you like to know
my age and height ?"

“I am sure I beg your pardon., 1
am afraid you will think me very
inquisitive, but I come from the
South of Ireland too, and as most
people in that part of the world are
connected in some way, I was think-
ing that perhaps, for all we knew,
you and 1 might be twentieth cousins
once removed. Are you quite certain
that you have no relations of the
name of Beresford "' he asked, look-
ing at me earnest with his dauntless,
gray eyes,

This was too much even for my
equanimity, which, considering
everything, had been most remark-
able: Ihad been playing with fire
hitherto and rather liked the sensa-
tion than otherwise. Dropping my
fan and instantly diving for it in
order to conceal my tell-tale cheeks,
I replied, as 1 stood up, "I am en-
gaged for this dance, Captain Beres-
ford, and have no leisure for tracing
out my genealogy just at present.”
I said this with all the stiffness and
dignity I could assume, and carrying
my head very high, stepped out of
our mutual seclusion into the wide,
we.l lit veranda.

Maurice looked more surprised
than abashed at my sudden change
of demeanor, and contented himself
with carrying my bouquet, and criti-
cally examining it, as we strolled
back toward the ball room.

" May I ask you one more question,
Miss Neville ?” he inquired, with an
air of the most humble deference.

My heart literally stood still with
fear, and my knees trembled beneath
me. What was he going to say?
Had he a glimmering of the truth?
I felt cold all over, as unable to
frame a syllable, I bowed my head.

" Are you any relation to Colonel
Neville, the great sportsman ?"
What a relief !

“Yes, I am his niece,” I replied
civilly.

“Indeed! 1 have a letter of in-
troduction to him from an old friend
of his ; I shall call and present it to-
morrow in person. Will you intro-
duce me to your mother ?"' observing
auntie, who was benched among the
chaperons, rise and nr:ake a gesture
of delight and relief as I approached.
She beamed on my partner for hav-
ing restored to her her little stray
sheep.

“ Auntie,” I said, “ Captain Beres-
ford wishes to be introduced to you!
—Mrs. Meville, Captain Beresford.”
The beaming smile instantly dis-
appeared from her countenance, and
she accorded Maurice a most frigid
salutation. There was yet another
dance, and a most pertinacious danc-
ing maniac would listen to no excuse,
and led me off protesting and en-
treating, while Maurice and auntie
remained tete a tete. However he
contrived it I know not. but by the
time I returned to my weary relative
her face was once more wreathed in
smiles, and Maurice was sitting be-
side her, laughing and talking, and
evidently winning golden opinions
from the dear old lady.

We held a council of war that night
in auntie's dressing.- room, We
agreed to let the missing cousin re-
main at large.

" After a little we will tell him,
perhaps,” concluded auntie. " If he
is really as nice as he seems on first
acquaintance, we will confide in him
by and by. AndI have no doubt that
you and he will be excellent friends,
more especially when he hears that
you are engaged to be married !”
So saying, and yawning most extrav-
agantly, auntie kissed me affection-
ately, and dismissed me to bed.

TO BE CONTINUED
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A FOOL FOR CHRIST'S
SAKE

Posted up on the dining-room door
of the Grand Hotel at Ixe-les-Bains
was a notice that could not fail to
catch the passer's eye. As the stream
of visitors drew near, they paused
singly or in groups, to read what
was written on the door ; and then
passed on, commenting each in his
own way upon what he or she had
read.

“The Sisters in charge of the home
for the aged will make a collection
during dinner to-day."

It was a recognized institution, and
the habitues of the place accepted it
as such ; but some of the newcomers
began grumbling at the continual
calls that seemed to be made upon
their purses.

“What bad luck !" said one lady,
turning to her neighor. “If only
that stupid collection has been just
a day later I should have escaped it.
My cure ends to morrow."

“Then, on the contrary, Ithink you
are very lucky, even in spite of the
collection,” was the reply. “I know
1 wish I were leaving this week.
I've never known such a place for
making money fly. This hotel is ini-
quitously dear, I consider. And,
then, there are the baths and the
doctor, and ‘tips’ expected by every-
one. The shops, too, are so tempting.
One never goes vut without buying
something ; and, no matter what
one spends on one's clothes before
coming, one has always to be getting
new things heve.”

“It's enough to ruin a Croesus!”
groaned a third.

“And on top of it all,” chimed in
the first speaker again, “we are ex-
pected to contribute to their local
charities. The last straw, I call it.”

“My dear lady, I agree with you
there,” said a stout, prosperous.look-
ing man, who up to this had no
chance of joining in the conversation.
“I know these institutions are neces-
sary and very excellent, I dare say,
and I subscribe regularly once a year
to more than one in my neighbor
hood. But beyond that I draw a
line.”

i “Yes, yes,” agreed several others :
“help those at home certainly. But
it is really rather too much to expect
us, who are only birds of passage, to
support their poor for them in a
place like this.”

"I call it an abuse,” went on the
fat man,

“That is just what it is,” came the
chorus of agreement. '“This promis-
cuous begging certainly is an abuse.”

“Especially when one would so
much prefer keeping one's money in
one's own pocket,” added a young
Italian officer dryly.

"I am so glad you agree with me |
said the first speaker, turning quick-
ly to the officer, whose favor she had
sought for assidiously but in vain,
quite oblivious of the sarcasm of his
remark,

There was, however, more than a
touch of contempt in the smile with
which he answered her,

“I am afraid I was merely voicing
the general thought, not giving my
own opinion,” he explained politely.

“Then what is your opinion ?" ghe
asked in a tone of surprise.

"I think that one should give what
one can whenever one is asked for a
deserving charity such as this home,"
he replied.

“A bad~system sir ; a most perni-
cious doctrine !” exclaimed the fat
man, who again managed to get a
hearing. “Why are the old people
these Sisters are begging for in a
home at all ? Why are they not self-
supporting citizens, like ourselves ?
Because they have been improvident,
idle, extravagant. Through their
own fault, sir, I say—through their
own fault.”

“Vice is the forerunner of misery,”
;mother man announced sententious-

y

officer, addressing the last two
speakers at once. “But it is equally
true that there are also many who,
after working all their lives, find
themselves destitute in their old age
through no fault of their own. Be-
sides, there are many who could not
get work : or who, getting it, could
not do it from ill health or for other
reasons.”’

“You are a believer in luck, 1
gather ?” said his neighbor, who had
not yet taken any part in the dis-
cussion.

“To a certain extent I am,” an-
swered the officer. "And you, sir—
what do you think about this collec-
tion ?"

"“You ask my opinion, do you ?" re-
peated the professor—for professor
he was, writ large on every line of
his shriveled, sallow face. “My
opinion is that those who are deter-
mined to get on, do so, sooner or
later, no matter what obstacles may
rise in their paths. As for so-called
charitable institutions, I consider
them superfluous and undesirable.
They are merely harbors for impos-
ters, beginning with those who
undertake their management.”

Before the officer had time to dis-
sociate himself from sentiments so
contrary to his own, a priest, who up
to this had sat in silence, bent for
ward and addressed the professor
with quiet courtesy.

"Let us hope, Professor,” he said,
“that you may never come to need
the charity of such imposters.”

The advent of another group of
visitors, full of gossip concerning a
Russian grand-duke who had arrived
at Ixe the previous day, changed the
conversation abruptly:; and in a
moment everyone was busy discus-
sing the prince and his suite ; after
which the Russian dancers, the
leader of the latest ballet at the
Casino, and finally the never-ending
theme of luck and play at the gaming
tables, served in turns as topics of
conversation.

The distasteful subject of the col-
lection had been for the moment for
gotten, when the door of the dining-
room opened to admit two of the
Sisters whose work had given rise
to such adverse criticism. The elder
of the two was tall and pale, and her
business like directness showed that
long use had inured her to some ex-
tent to the unpleasantness of her
task. To the younger it was evi-
dently an ordeal that nothing less
than heroic obedience could have
made her face. Her long lashes
drooped on the wildrose flush of her
cheeks, and her little white hands
trembled as she held her empty
plate toward the person nearest to
her. In spite of the previous grum-
blings, most of the guests were gen-
erous in their contributions, and
notes and silver soon rose in goodly
piles on both the plates. The form-
ula of thanks of the elder nun was
repeated by the younger, and she for-
got some of her agonizing shyness in
the thought that her beloved old
people would have all they needed
now for some time to come,

The Italian officer, who sat at the
end of the long table, as he .quietly
watched the gray clad figure coming
toward him, wondered what was
familiar to him in the graceful dig-
nity of the younger Sister's move-
ments. But his musings were rude-
ly interrupted by the voice of his
neighbor, the professor. The little
Sister had held her plate out to him
with the usual form of request.

“ A donation for our old people,
for (od’s sake, please I"

With an intentionally ironical
bow, the man had drawn out his
purse and had laid a single cent
amongst the other money.

“That I grant you,” rejoined the

“That,” he said in a contemptu-
ous tone, " is all I feel called upon
to give to idlers and drunkards—and
fools,” He had raised his voice, and
the exaggerated contempt that he
put into the last word drew atten-
tion to the fact that he intended te
include in it the Sister herself as
well as her poor,

As the professor spoke, the Italian
officer sprang to his feet, and the
onlookers caught the flash of anger
in his eye as he bent in a bow before
the little man,

" I am sorry, Sister,” he said, lay-
ing a golden louis on the five.cen
time piece, that I can not afford any
more for your admirable charity. 1
should be honored,” he continued,
"if you would allow me to shake
hands with you."

The professor's insulting words
had apparently left the Sister un-
moved ; but as, for an instant, she
raised her eyes to this young man,
who had courage enough to make
himself the champion of the servants
of God, he saw that tears were
trembling on her lashes. But this
he noticed only unconsciously ; for
as she looked up he realized why she
had brought back to him a winter,
some three or four years gone by,
which he had spent in Rome.

" Mademoiselle de B——1 "

* Oh, hush, hush, please !”

The two exclamations were spoken
at once, but those near at hand had
heard the name he had spoken—the
name of a princely family long famed
for bravery and brains and unswery-
ing loyalty to God. If a member of
that family was a fool—well she was
a fool for Christ's sake.

The collection was finished, and
now both Sisters stood together for
a moment. The younger one had
laid her hand in the officer's out-
stretched palm. But, bending, he
raised to his lips, first those little
white fingers, then the work-hard-
ened ones of her companion, before
moving backward to open the door
and let them go. His sudden ex-
clamation had not been intended to
reveal what the Sister preferred
should remain unknown, and all he
could do now was to ignore his
recognition of his former acquaint-
ance.

It had all happened so quickly that
the Sisters were in the doorway be-
fore those around had grasped what
bhad taken place under their own
eyes. Only the professor under-
stood it thoroughly. Something in
the Sister's demeanor, her calm dig-
nity had impressed him ; and, fol-
lowing in the officer’s act of homage
and the discovery of her identity,
had suddenly shown him the pitiful
ignorance, the cowardly insolence of
his act and words. He was fanati-
cally anti-religious, anti-Christian,
even, and for the moment of fanati-
cism had overwhelmed his instincts
a8 a gentleman. But only for an
instant. Before the door had time to
close he was on his feet. The Sisters,
seeing him standing before them,
paused; and immediately he spoke, so
that everyone in the room should
hear:

"I must apologize for what I have
just said and done,” and now he, too,
bowed as he spoke. “And especially
to you, Sister, whom I intentionally
insulted. I can only beg of you to
accept my sincere apology” (he laid a
hundred-franc note on the plate on
which the elder Sister had gathered
the whole collection together), “and
an offering less unworthy of your
acceptance for your work of—of
heroic charity.”

"Thank you, sir! May God reward
your generosity!"” answered the elder
Sister, simply; whilst the younger,
without a thought of his rudeness to
herself, but thinking only of her old
people’'s needs, smiled up at him in
gratitude.

And, avowed atheist. boasted anti-
Christian as he was, for a moment he
went back to the trusting beliefs of
his long past youth,

“Sister,” he said, and he caught at
her gray habit as she moved away.
“If you forgive, will you say a prayer
for me?"

“Certainly, Monsieur, she replied,
and her voice was soft and musical
like the voice of a child. “I will get
our old people to pray; and I, too,
will pray,” she added in alower tone,
“that God may teach you how to pray
for yourself.”

Then the door closed and the two
Sisters passed away out of sight.—
From the Italian, by Alice Dease for
the Ave Maria.
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TENDEREST OF
MOTHERS
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A STORY OF AN OLD SOLDIER

An old soldier who for more than
forty years had led a life of irreligion,
and who was not known by his com-
panions or neighbors ever to have
been a Catholic, suddenly stopped
the priest one day as he passed the
little cottage where he lived, and
surprised the good man by telling
him that he wanted to go to confes-
sion.

‘“ But are you a Catholic ?"
quired the priest.

* Yes, Father,” was the reply—
* that is to say, I was once a Catho-
lie.”

* Certainly you may come to con-
fession whenever you wish,” said the
priest. ' But 1l am curious to know
what has impelled you to this step.
It can hardly be fear of immediate
death, for you look as well and as
hearty as ever 1 saw you."”

*“ [ never was better in my life,”
replied the man. “For the past fort-
night 1 have been feeling unusually
well. But something has taken hold
of me, Father: a vague unrest which
I cannot describe. For several days
I have been saying to myself that
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