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some advice, if Mary approved of it. This was the frame of
mind in which she went ont for her lessong of the afternoon.

Miles pussed her in the hall with « cool nod,

** Esther looks anxious already, nud § guess Mary is unxions
enough to come round,” he said.  * I'll keep my distauee for
a while, and let them seo I nin not to Le trifled with.

It never oeeurred to him that his sisters might have thonghts
which did not circle avound his imperinl presence.  Having
shaved, and refreshed himself with a little whiskey, e went
out to a hotol near by, where a knot of future constituents
whiled away many of their nfternaons when political work
wag sluck.

Nelhe Mulligan, as we have scen, had not spent » happy
mortng.  She had gone buck to the (I*Counor upartment
after Lsther hind left it, and she had found Rose asleep,
while her futher sat near her reading u sheet of newspaper,
which had come as n cover with the provisions Esther had
sent.

Jalm O'Connor seemed peacenbly disposed. e said that
* Ruse was all vight,” und tha * he'd see her through,  He
further advised Nellie to apend less time in dancing and to
learn how to cook.

* When a mun has & square wmeal,” ho remarked, « he
doesn't want to drink.  That Miss Gallizan gave me the first
sguare eal I've had in a week; if the old woman would
attend to her business, I'd mind mine. She was just like
you before shie was murried—dancing and trapesing about.
You see what she's brought us to, and1 hope youw'll take
warning.”

Nellie was too greatly afraid of O'Commor to retort after
her manner.  She slammed the door and went down to her
mothers's rooms, avoiding that good luldy, who had been com-
plaining all the morning of Nellie's delingquencies. It must
be confessed that Nellie, beautiful and graceful us she conld
be in bulls of pleasure, was not u useful member of the do-
mestie ¢arcle.  She disdained to notice that there was a Inrge
washing in progress; that the clothes of several of her
brothersiight have been improved by a few judicious stitches,
and that there were several other things she miglit have ut-
tended to with advantage.  She would have been quick
enough to obserse these inuceuracies in the conduct of life if
she had observed them in other people. T.ike Miles, she had
no sease of duty to her neighbor ; and, like him, she iad o
well-developed belicf in her duty to herself. But a woman
can never bo as selfish us a wiun, and Nellie was not utterly
wrapt up in herself ; there was a foop-hole or two in her
mental visor, through which she saw beyond.

Toward four o'clock in the afternoon the sun cime out.
Up to this time Nellie had divided her thoughts between n
novcl— Wooed but Not Won ; or, Irene’s Baleful ‘I'rimmph
—and the insult which she had been foreed to endure from
the Gallgan girl.  She paused in that thrilling chapter in
whiclhi Lady Geraldine Mouut.Joie bids the pale int soulful
artist leave her and never again to enter her ancestral abode,
becanse he is poor, thongh of a noble race.

« Lsther Galligan’s manner was just like that,” Nellie
reflected. ¢ Ineversaw saw such impudence. 1 hate codfish
aristocracy,—people that would if they could, but they can't,
yon know ! Ob, 1 wish 1 had given her a piece of my mind!
I'd like to know why I'm not good enough to murry Miley
Galligan! He isn't a duke nor a baronet, nor yet a congress-
man, Mother says the Galligana were * Fur Downs,’ any
how !"

Here Nellie's eyes flashed as she remembered her draggled
condition of the morning. To think that Esther had seen
her, after a night of splendor, in such w condition of dishevel-
ment ! No doubt the Galligan girls and Miles had n good time
about it ; she conld imugine BEsther relating the episode when
she reached liome, aud making Miles laugh in spite of him-
self.

She clenched her fist, dropped the novel, laoked out of the
window and saw the sloping sunlight reflected on the wet
roofs of tho houses. She went to the little glass that hung
on the whitewashed wall, lovked at her face for some time,
and arrayed herself in her best garments, the chiet of which
was a hiat adorned with a serpentine ostrich plume, and a long
plush coat, which she had purchased on the instalment plan
varly in Secptember, and which was not nearly paid for yet.
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She tenderly put two jingling bracelets on ono wrist, and went
forth, deigning to suy nothing to her mother's urgent ques-
tions, Sho fell suro that she wonld return a conqueror, hav-
ing settled the question as to her marvinge with Miles.

Nollie looked at herself in the shop windows with satisfue-
tion.  Her bracelets jingled in a delightfully distinguished
way 3 she enjoyed tho novelty of being free to walk through
the streets ut this unusual honr ; she rehearsed the scene, in
which she expected to {nke n prmcipal part, as sho went
along.  She would ask if the Misses Gallignn were at home.
They would be ut home at that hour, of conrse ; for she had
heard that they—poor things !—were nearly always at home.
She felt certuin that Mary wonld be haughty, Fsther sarcastie.
Mary would suy that she would die rather than let hier brother
marey & shop-givl.  Then Nellie wonld auswer, in her sweet-
est manner, that a sales-lady was as good as a schoel-teacher
any day. Lsther would suddenly ery ont that she did not
want a sister-in-law from The Auchor. Nellie would, after
she had listened politely, remind Lsther she was u ludy and
despised volgurity.  Esther would, of course, observe the eat
of hier cont and the curl of her feathers, and be impressed in
spite of herself; she would compure her own plain appearance
with the * style ™ of which Nellie was such an example.  This
wonld make her angry, but Nellie would maintain an adr of
sweet supericrity.

When the sisters would have said all the unpleasant thigs
they could thnk of, Nellic would again remind themn that she
was a lady,  Then would come her grent speeeh ; sho would
simply sny that poverty was no disgrace ; she would speak of
Miles® prospects, and tell them of the number of votes her
friende could iufluence m his district —thereby showing her
social standing.  Finally, overawed by her dress and manuner,
they would usk her to be u sister to them. I they did not
she would know the reason why !

By this time Nellie was ina complacent frame of mind.
Her clegance of mnnner was exaggerated rather than sub-
due by reflections in the plate gluss windows she passed.
When she reached the Galligans' home she was in n1moad to
see and to conquer.

The litle servant saluted her respectinlly, but nervously
held the knob of the door, while Nellie asked if the Misses
Galligar were,ut home.

« O, yes ! replied the girl.
at this time.”

« Pray. iet me enter then,’
[ find the stoop very damp and dirty.
to this sort of thing."

« What name, ma'am 2 demnuded the little servant, say-
ing to biersell that this was the most haughty book agent shie
hiad ever seen.

« No name,” answered Nellio with a hittle gigele. - 1If
things goall right they'Il know my name as well as theirs soon
enongh. Just say * a fndy friend.”

The servant carried the message as she was bidden to do,
and in the interval Nellie wulked softly around the room.

« Everything so old-fashioned ! ** she murmured, disdain.

* They are always at liome

said Nellie, commmandingly ;
Iam not accustomed

fully. ¢ What a carpet! 'l have a new one as sure as I'm
alive. And sueh curtains ! (She defily fingered one of
them.) ** Nottingham, at thirty cents a yad! Oh, my!

And this is the way they live ! 'l have & new velvet carpet
and some portieres the lirst thing.,  No wonder poor Miley
wants to put some style into the house ! "

She surveyed herself in the long, gilt-cdged mirror between
the windows, smiled several times in a superior manner,
touchied up ler evebraws with a fewdrops of cologne, which
she poured out of a little bottle, lifted the brown linen cover
of tho sofa, dropped it with an expression of ineffable con.
tempt, and, hearing aslight rustle, took her place in n grace-
ful position in front of a large photograph of Miles which
stood on the piano. It was in this attitude that Mary, who
had just come from school, found hor.

< Oli, how you startled me!" Nellie exclaimed, jingling
hor bracclets. * 1 quite forget everything when 1 sco a
a picture like that. 1t is so like Miles—I mean Mr. Galligan
—of course—but 1 suppose he hins told you? ™

+ Yes,” replicd Mary, ina low voice; * yes, hehas told us.
Will you not take a chair?"

(T'o he continued.)



