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supposed that no one in my rooms to-night would caro to seek ber acquaint-
ance."'

"This is a grandee," said Kindelon, "land so they are glad enough to
know bier. If your cousin, Mr. Bukman, propbesied anytbing of that sort,
ho was indeed perfectiy right."

Pauline sbook bier head musingly IlGood heavens! " she murrnured,
"are there any peoplp, in the world who can stand tests ? I begin to tbink

not." "R er speech grew more animated, ber eyes began to hrigbten
indignantly and with an alinost tearful liglit. Il Here am 1," she went on,
"determined to encourage certain individuals in wbat I1 believed was their

contompt of social frivoiity and the void delusion wbich bas been mis-naîned
position and birtb. Witb a sort of polite irony Aunt Cynthia appears and
shows me that 1 am egregiously wrong-that she can hoid bier court bore
as weli as at the most giddiiy fashionabie assemblage . . Look; my cousin
bas just presented Mr. Whitcomb, the ' coming bistot-jan' witli the pensive
face, and Mr. Paiseley, the great American dramatist, with the abnormal
head. R-ow pleased tbey botli secru ! Thoy appear to tingle with deference.
Aunt Cyntbia is patronizing tbem, I am sure, as she now addresses tbern.
She tbinks them entireiy bier inferiors ; she considlers tireur out of bier
worid, wbicb is the correct worid to ho in, and there's an end of it. You
can lay the Atlantic cabie, you can build the Brooklyn Bridge, but you
can't budge the granitic prejudices of Aunt Cynthia . . Yet wby do they
consent to bo patronized by bier i Do they not know and feel tbat she
represents a more shain ? Do they value bier for what she is, or mis-value
her for something that she is not '1"

Kind-eon latugbod a littie graveiy as hoe answered: IlI amn afraid tbey do
the former. And in being what she is, she is a great deai."

IlSurely flot in the ostirnate of those wbo are at ail serious on the
subject of living-those wbom superficialitios in all conduet or thougbt
weary and even disgust."

"lBut these," said Kindelon, witb one of bis band-sweeps, "lare not
that sort of peuple."

"I supposed a great inany of theru wore."
"You supposed wrongly."

Pauline gave a momientary frown, whose gloom meant pain. And
hefore ber face bad re-brightened she liad begun to speak, "lBut tbey can
not care to do as Aunt Cynthia does-to trifie, to idle."

I fancy that a good many of tbem would trifle and idie if tbey bad
your aunt's facilities for that empioynient-or lack of it."

"lBut tbey paint, tbey read, they write, they thinik ; tboy make poonis,
noveis, drainas. They are peopie witb an occupation, an ideai. How can
tbey ho interested iii a feilow-creature who doos xtothing with bier time
except waste it 1"'

"lShe wastes it very picturesquely," replied Kindelon. "lSie is Mrs.
Poughkeepsie ; sho represents great prosperity, aristocratie case, iofty
security above need. 'I ey read about ber; they should not do so, but
that they do is more the fauit of modern journaiisrn thantheirs. Theoreti-
caliy they may consider titat she deserves their bardest feelings ; but this
bas no concern wliatever witb their curiosity, their interest, their hope of
advancement."

IlTheir hope of advanceinont! " ecboed Pauline, forlomnly, aimost
agbast. IlWbat possible hope of advancernent sliould they have fromn such
a source?"

Rer qtterulous question bad scarcely ended when she perceived that
Arthur Trevor bad presented bimself at ber side. The young poot was
exceedingiy smart to-night. His tawny hair was rolled off bis wide brow
witb a sort of procise negligence ; it looked as if a deliberative hrush and
not a careless hand had se rolled it. fie ixed bis dreamy blue oyos with
steadfastness upon Pauline's face before speaking.

1I arn so sorry, Mrs. Varick," ho began, giving a distinct sigh and
siowiy sbaking bis head from side to side. "I wonder if you know wbat
I arn sorry about."

IlOh, yes," returned Pauline, witb a nervous trill of laughter. IlYou
have corne ta me with a comnplaint on the subject of Mr. I{ufus Corson.
You see Mr. Trevor, rumoer bas forestalled you. I beard that you were
furious because I onîitted to ask your intimate enemy."

Arthur Trevor gave an exaggerated start ; it was a very French start;
ho lifted bis blond eyebrows as mucb as bis shoulders. And ho iooked at
Kindelon wbile ho responded:

1- Ah i I seel1 Kindelon lias been teiling you borrid tbings. Kindelon
bates us poots. These mon of the newspapers always do. But there is a
wide guif between the poetry of to-day and the newspapers of to-day."

"0 f course there is," quickly struck in Kindelon. IlThat is why
the modern newspaper is read so mucb and the modern poetry s0 littie.",

Arthur Trevor chose to ignore this barbed rejoinder. Ris dreamy
eyes and general air of piacîd reverie made sucb an attitude singularly
easy of assumption.

"Poor Rufus feels your siight," hosaid, addressing Pauline solely. "IWhy
do you callhimumy intirnate enreiy We are the dearest of friends. Ho
adores decay, and singys of it. 1l do nct sing of it, but I adore it for its
colour. There is always colour in decay."

Discolour," said Kindelon.
"Decay," pursued Arthur Trevor, Ilis the untriod mealin of the future

peot. Scarcely anything else is ef t him. Ho is driven ta find a heauty
in ugliness, and there is an immense beauty in ugiiness, if one can only
perceive it. The province of the future poot shahl ho to make one
perceive it."

IlThat is like saying," declared Kindelon, Ilthat the province of the
future gentleman shall bo to mako one porceivo the courtesy in discourtesy
or the refinement in vuilgarity."

Again Mr. Trevor ignored Kindelon. IlPoor Rufus was sO mnucb iess
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to biame than Leander Prawle," hie continued. IlAnd yet you iflvited
Leander Prawle. Prawie is so absurdly optimistic. Prawle lias absoluteîY
no colour. Prawle is irretrievably statuesque and scuipturesque. It i8 '0
nonsensical to be that in poetry. Sculpture is the only art that gives 81,
imperious rien-ne-va-plus to the imagination. Prawle sbould have been S

scuiptor. H1e would have made a very bad one, because his ideas are to
cold even for marbie. But his poetry would not have been such an iCy
failure if it had heen carved instead of written."

IlYou need nlot put up with this kind of tbing any longer than YOU
want," whispered Kindelon to Pauline. IlHostship, like Mir. Prawles
poetry, remember, has its limitations."P

iPauline pretonded not to boar this audacious aside. IlMr. Trevor,
she said, making, ber voice very even andl collected, I regret that I couid
flot quite hring myseif to ask your friend. The Egyptians. you rec0lOct
used to have a death's-head at their banquets. But that wvas a gond n'ally
years ago, and New York isn't Thebes . . Please pardon rue if" l teli YOO
that I must leave you for a littie, wbile."

As Pauline was passing him, Trevor ]ifted bis eyes toward tbe ceiifg'
11e did so witbout a hint of rhapsody, but in a sort of solerun exaltation.
INew York is suirely not Thebes ! " hoe exclainid. " Ah, if it On'>'

were ! To bave lived in Thebes for one dav, to have got its real and actU89J
colour, would be worth ton years of duli existence here 1

IlHow I wish fate bad troated him more to lis taste!1" said Kinidelole
when Pauline and himself were a little distance off. Il1He nicant to ma1,ke
an appeai for that mortuary Corson. H1e mîgbt better have tried t"
perpetuate bis own welcome rit your next salon."

"My next salon! " ecboed Pauline, with a laugb f ull of fatigue and
derîsion.

"Wbat do you mean bc h asked sbortly. IIel
1I mean tbat 1 had best give no other salon," site replied. " ef

that this is a failure and a mockery."
Sbie ]ooked full up into bis eyes as sbe spoke. They both paused. IISa

soon ? " questioned Kîndelon, as if in soft amazement.1
IlYes-so soon," she answerod, with a quiver in ber voice ai-d a sligt'>'

upward movement of botb bands. IlWhat is it ail amiounting to V"
"Wbat did 1 tell you ï " lie said.
"Oh, confirai your prophecy ?" sbe broke fortb, somnewbat cxcitedlY,

1I know you warned me against disappointment. EiJoy your satisflle
tien . . Look at Aunt Cynthia now. Sie is bolding a perfect court. 110W
they do flock round Sallie and berself, just as Courtiatîdt said that tbOY
wouid! 1 feel that this is the beginning and the end. 1 have misjudged,
miscalculated, misinterpreted. And I arni iniserably dejected ! "

Juat tben Martba Dares approacbed Pauline. Il Xil1 you pieS55

introduce me to your aunti" said Martba.
With the greatest picasure, Miss Dates," returned Pauline.

"Et tu, Brute 1 " said Kindelon, under bis brcath. Pauline heard bull,
but Martba did not..

A little later Courtiandt bad joined bier, and Kindelon had glided
away.

"Are you convinced 1" said Cour tlandt.
"Convinced of what ? " sbe retorted, witb an almost fierce deflanCO.
"Ob, of notbing, since you take it so f erociously" She saw thttt ho~

cairu brown eycs were cooliy watching bier face.
"1When is your next salon! " hie asked. Il I it to be a week frotU

to- nigt? 1"
"It is nover to be again," sbe answered.

(To be Oontinued.)

TBE SCRAP BOOK.

COLIGNY AND THE POPES.

IN tbis "lage of separations and rehabilitations iii tbe bistorical domitl
no possible objection can be raised to the proposai to ercct a monument in

bonour of Admiral Coligny at Paris. But it is difficult to sec h
Englishmen sbouid ho appeaied to in its support or to take part. It 5
mattor of national interest for Frenchbmen. Commenting~u pon this questi0fl
and on the truc inwardness of the massacre of St. BartholomieW,
~Saturday Review says: "Catherine de Medicis was a true disciple 01f
Machiavelli, and for religious ends as such she cared notbing. As lvr.

Froude puts it-and bis testimony may be trusted bore, for C.atbolicî~isr
even more offensive to bim than Catberine-' religion, in i ts good or ini 't
had sense, was equaliy a word without meaning to bier.' She bad favOute
the plan for the marriage of Anjou, and, wlben tîtat feil througb, of ber

third son, D'Alençon, witb the heretic Englisb Queen. When the cr11
carne, and Iter interest required the sacrifice of Coligny' who bad already
heen woundod but not kilied by the shot of a hired assassin of the Duke O
Guise, she wouid apparentiy have been satisfied with bis death onily. ed
the feeble and frightened boy in whose name sie misgyoverned Franýce '
not go sofar witbout going furtber. It wasbe who cried out in aparOxys 0

of tears, wben driven to desperation hy the tiorce insisterice of bis irnftloO
ntotber :-' Since you wiIl have the lifo of tire Admirai, take it ; but, 6

the saine time, you must kilI ail the Huguenots in France, so tha(t flOt 0»

may survive to reproach me.' Catherine deciared that she only desirPdth
death of six men and would charge bier consciene-a tolerabiy eiastlc O be
witb no more; 50,000 actuaily perisbed. It must be notcd that the Wv'l

North of Europe, Catholic as weil as Protestant, including a largo porin
of the French Cathoic nobility, protested against the ruffianly crith
But for the part played in the business of the St. BarthoomneW b>'


