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two chief assistants held a large mirror—borrowed from the
Italinn barber in the cellar—in varvious positions, that she
might not lose any point of view,

Certainly sho was very imposing, and she seemed very
much out of place in the little room, with its shubby horse-
hair sofa, its unblacked evhndrical stove, its cheup paste.
Loard plaques, beaving Imey's advertising imprint, on the
walls, and its general air of tawdiness and negleet.  Her
gown of satin and spangled Ince, with u long train, into the
folds of which w gavlund of pink voses fell from her waist;
her bouquet of blush roses—for which poor little Rose
O'Connor had so valinntly strnggled ; her spangled fan, and
her high-mounted hair, pinioned with & golden ajgrette ; her
long whito gloves, and tho mir of * deportinent * that naturally
went with such » dress, created n sensation.  The inhabitants
of the neighboring vooms passed by the Mulligans’ door in a
respeetful procession and felt prond of being represented
society by such a heauty.

Tho Lreathless nscent of several children—who, to Nellio's
disgust, wonld treat her appearanco as something extraordin-
ary—to suy that there was a carringe at the door, caused her
to put on the precions shoes.  She was sure there would be
no walking now. Her mother threw a shawl over her
ghoulders, and she glided slowly downstairs, the women with
the pins bearing her train.  Miles et her, and, still atterded
by her careful friends, she was led across the sidewalk be-
tween two dense lines of admivers. who bad gathered at the
news of her splendor. There was a chorus of + Ol's!™ as
sho entered the carriage.  No lady on her way to one of the
Patriarch’s balls could have felt more complacent—but there
was one drop of gall in this honey of populur adulation. As
Miles slammed the door of the carriage a voico was heard to
say :

** She's got on our Eliza's satin shoes !

Miles did not hear it, however ; and Nellio reflected that
at last she was safe—it was too late for the said Eliza to re-
consider her loun now.

NXX1L—=Bustien's Point of View.

Bastien bad been filled with vague doubts by the result of
his first concert. It had disturbed all his preconceived
theories ; uud he caught eagerly at Arthur Iitzgerald’s sug-
gestion that he should go to the Lady Roscbuds® * social ™
and examine the smusements of *the poor” for himself.
is experience in the photographic workshop had us yet tanght
him very little of the real life of the people around him, and
he had an almost passionate wish to get into the centre of it.

Arthur Fitzgerald found it easy erough to get tickets for
this great assembly ; they were supposed to be limited to those
friends whom the Lady Roscbuds delighted to honor. But
Arthur had discovered thut the gorgeous badges—always nn
important feature in such gatherings—were not paid for yet,
and that the manufacturer refused to send them unul they
were paid for. Ths fact, communicated to the chief Lady
Rosebuds, had created a sensation.  But there was no help
for it ; and had not Nellie Mulligan, in a burst of confidence,
told it to Rose O'Conuor, who told 1t to her Brother John,
Iitzgerald's oflice-boy, the ** social ** would have been deprived
of one of its glories.

‘Tho various committees were to be marked by what the
milliners eall confections of gold fringe and ribbon, and each
amember of the committees wus to present s similar badge to
her escort. \When it was unnounzed, almost at the last mom.
ent, that Basiien the photographer would give the badges,
there was great relief among the Lady Rosebuds, and he re-
ceived the warmest invitations to be present with his friends
at the ¢ socinl.”  Arthur Fitzgerald, who, while he adwmived
Bastien, often found him incomprehensible, was astonished
at the engerness he showed about this festivity.  But Bastien
did not apologize for it.

«1 have wasted most of my life,” he said; « and now 1
propose to make up for the wrong- -the crime, I may say,—-
by getting near to the heart of these people.

Fitzgerald and Bastien went early to the hall in which the
v social ** was to be held.  Although nine o'cloel had struck,
nobody had arrived. The janitor and two policemen were
cuarding the entrance; there was u face visible in a pigeon-
hole to the left, above which was written, i large lctters, the

word ‘¢ Tickets.”” I'itzgerald cast his eredentinls into tho
depths of the pigeon-hole, and, on paying fifty cents, ho re-
ceived two metal pieces with munbers arked on them.
These entitled Bastien and him 1o have their hats and coats
put away.

Suddenly a young man, on hearing the rattle of a earringe,
burst out of the hall into the vestibule and called out,
** (Gients to tho left ! Ladies to the right " He wore evening
clothes, and from the left lapel of his coat hung a strip of
white ribbon, heavy with gold fringe, bearing the words :
* Reception Committee, Lady Rosebuds.”  Above this glit-
tered u red star with silver rays, and ubove it was a button.
hole bouquot of rich hues.  "The struggle he was keeping up
at intervals with a pair of long white cuffs, which wewld full
over his hands, detracted somewhat from the easy grace of
his appearance.

Several shuwled and coated groups entered, and the yourg
man continued to make hisannouncement, which was obeyed.
Bastien and Fitzgernld vemuined in the vestibule, as the
arrivals came thick and fast,—young men earrying parcels
done up in puper ; voung women holding up their trains, and
with many curl-papers visible under their veils, The con-
templation of the arrivals seemed to give Bastien intense
pleasure. ¢

Arthur Fitzgerald had a face that concealed nothing.  His
eves and his lips—he wore no mustache—were the plainest
indices of what be thought und felt.  Had lie been sent abroad
in tho old days of diplomncy he would have been obhiged to
adopt Talleyrand’s advice, and to sit with his back to a window,
in order to watch his opponent’s face without allowing his
own to be scen.

Bastien was quick to sco the expression of dissatisfaction
in Fitzgerald’s eyes.

* What's the matter 2** he asked.

Fitzgerald reddened. ¢ Well, the fact is,”” he answered,
with a little hesitation, ¢¢ I don’t like your manner. Youact
as if you were examining a lot of animals with a microscope.
If you nre to understand the people uround you, you must
make yourself one of them: but 1if you are going to remain
apart, an aristocrat at heart. you might as well let them
alone.”

Bastien seemed struck with this observation.
his habitual short luugh :

“ You mean that I must not be ¢ von Bast.en,” but simply
+ Bastien the photographer *? Ack Himmel ! ‘Then he laughed
again, but it seemed to be at himself, + Well, I'll take your
advice, Fitz. 1 am afraid [ have gotten into a habit of look-
ing on the poor as a distinct class.  But these people don't
seem to be poor; I can’t make out what they are—oh, you
are right! There’s a great difference Letween the spirit of
the theorist and the practical philunthropist.”

« Say rather,” aunswered Fitzgerald, softly, * there isa
difference Letween the spirit of Augustus the Fmperor and of
Christ the Saviour.”

Bastien frowned. ** I am not what you call a Christian,”
he said,—** but this is no place for the discussion of ethics.”

They went through the swinging doors, upstairs and tothe
right, as they were connmanded to do.  Their overcoats and
hats were taken in through another pigeon-hole, and they
found themselves among a large number of ** gents.”  Some
of these young persons—all of whom wore collars of painful
height and stiffness—were trying their powers in the dance,
others vinning on badges of varying degrees of splendor, others
brushing their mustaches.  Pleasant anticipation reigned,
and the preparatory squeaks of fiddles came from the interior
of the hall.

Bastien and Fitzgerald stood near the door, unnotised.
The Intter knew some of the young men shightly, but they
had ne timo for him just then. His spirits, usnally good,
were somewhat depressed ; he liked Bastien, and his last words
gave him somethig like a chill.  Besides, though Fitzgerald
bad very little in common with the members of the assembly
of which he and Bastien were now a part, he did not hke
Bustien’s apparent attitude toward them. It scomed to Itz-
gerald to be mterested, but heartless.  He knew that Bastien
was anxious to help them, to lift them ; but he began to doubt
whether, if they were lifted up according to Bastien’s ideas,
they would be any better.

He said, with



