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supposed that no one in my rooms to-night would care to seek her acquaint-
ance.”

“This is a grandee,” said Kindelon, * and so they are glad enough to
know her. If your cousin, Mr. Bukman, prophesied anything of that sort,
he was indeed perfectly right.”

Pauline shook her head musingly ¢ Good heavens!” she murmured,
““are there any people in the world who can stand tests? I begin to think
not.” ¢ Her speech grew more animated, her eyes began to brighten
indignantly and with an almost tearful light. ¢ Heream I,” she went on,
“ determined to encourage certain individuals in what I believed was their
contempt of social frivolity and the void delusion which has been mis-named
position and birth, With a sort of polite irony Aunt Cynthia appears and
shows me that I am egregiously wrong—that she can hold her court here
as well as at the most giddily fashionable assemblage . . Look ; my cousin
has just presented Mr. Whitcomb, the ¢ coming historian’ with the pensive
face, and Mr. Paiseley, the great American dramatist, with the abnormal
head. How pleased they both seem ! They appear to tingle with deference.
Aunt Cynthia is patronizing them, I am sure, as she now addresses them.
She thinks them entirely her inferiors; she considers them out of her
world, which is the correct world to be in, and there’s an end of it. You
can lay the Atlantic cable, you can build the Brooklyn Bridge, but you
can’t budge the granitic prejudices of Aunt Cynthia . . Yet why do they
consent to be patronized by her? Do they not know and feel that she
represents a mere shamm ? Do they value her for what she is, or mis-value
her for something that she is not ?”

Kindelon laughed a little gravely as he answered : “ T am afraid they do
the former. And in being what she is, she is a great deal.”

“Surely not in the estimate of those who are at all serious on the
subject of living—those whom superficialities in all conduct or thought
weary and even disgust.”

¢ But these,” said Kindelon, with one of his hand-sweeps, ¢ are not
that sort of people.”

“T supposed a great many of them were.”

¢ You supposed wrongly.”

Pauline gave a momentary frown, whose gloom meant pain. And
before her face had re-brightened she had begun to speak, “ But they can
not care to do as Aunt Cynthia does—to trifle, to idle.”

“J fancy that a good many of them would trifle and idle if they had
your aunt’s facilities for that employment—or lack of it.”

“ But they paint, they read, they write, they think ; they make poems,
novels, dramas. They are people with an occupation, an ideal. How can
they be interested in a fellow-creature who does nothing with her time
except waste it}”

% She wastes it very picturesquely,” replied Kindelon. ¢ She is Mrs.
Poughkeepsie ; she represents great prosperity, aristocratic ease, lofty
security above need. They read about her; they should not do so, but
that they do is more the fault of modern journalism than(theirs. Theoreti-
cally they may consider that she deserves their hardest feelings ; but this
has no concern whatever with their curiosity, their interest, their hope of
advancement.”

“ Their hope of advancement!” echoed Pauline, forlornly, almost
aghast. * What possible hope of advancement should tkey have from such
a source }”

Her querulous question had scarcely ended when she perceived that
Arthur Trevor had presented himself at her side. The young poet was
exceedingly smart to-night, His tawny hair was rolled off his wide brow
with a sort of precise negligence ; it looked as if a deliberative brush and
not a careless hand had so rolled it. He fixed his dreamy blue eyes with
steadfastness upon Pauline’s face before speaking.

“ T am so sorry, Mrs. Varick,” he began, giving a distinct sigh and
slowly shaking his head from side toside. *I wonder if you know what
I am sorry about.”

“QOh, yes,” returned Pauline, with a nervous trill of laughter. “You
have come to me with a complaint on the subject of Mr, Rufus Corson.
You see Mr. Trevor, rumor has forestalled you. I heard that you were
furious because I omitted to ask your intimate enemy.”

Arthur Trevor gave an exaggerated start ; it was a very French start ;
he lifted his blond eyebrows as much as his shoulders. And he looked at
Kindelon while he responded :

“ Ah! I see! Kindelon has been telling you horrid things. Kindelon
hates us poets, These men of the newspapers always do.  But there is a
wide gulf between the poetry of to-day and the newspapers of to-day.”

«Of course there is,” quickly struck in Kindelon. ¢ That is why
the modern newspaper is read so much and the modern postry so little.”

Arthur Trevor chose to ignore this barbed rejoinder. His dreamy
eyes and general air of placid reverie made such an attitude singularly
eagy of agsumption, .

“Poor Rufus feels your slight,” he said, addressing Pauline solely. “Why
do you call him my intimate enemy? We are the dearest of friends. He
adores decay, and sings of it. I 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, ¢ is the untried realm of the future
poet. Scarcely anything else is left him.  He is driven to find a beauty
in ugliness, and there is an immense beauty in ugliness, if one can only
perceive it. The province of the future poet shall be to make one

erceive it.”

“That is like saying,” declared Kindelon, “that the province of the
future gentleman shall be to make one perceive the courtesy in discourtesy
or the refinement in vulgarity.”

Again Mr. Trevor ignored Kindelon. ¢ Poor Rufus was so much less

to blame than Leander Prawle,” he continued. ¢ And yet you invited
Leander Prawle. Prawle isso absurdly nptimistic. Prawle has absolqtely
no colour. Prawle is irretrievably statuesque and sculpturesque. 1t is %
nonsensical to be that in poetry. ~ Sculpture is the only art that gives 8%
imperious rien-ne-va-plus to the imagination. Prawle should have been®
sculptor. He would have made a very bad one, because his ideas are too
cold even for marble. But his poetry would not have been such an ¥
failure if it had been carved instead of written.”

“You need not put up with this kind of thing any longer than yo%
want,” whispered Kindelon to Pauline. * Hostship, like Mr. Prawles
poetry, remember, has its limitations.” »

Pauline pretended not to hear this audacious aside. ¢ Mr. Trevol
she said, making her voice very even and collected, ¢ I regret that I coul
not quite bring myself to ask your friend. The Egyptians, you recollect
used to have a death’s-head at their banquets. But that wasa good many
years ago, and New York isn’t Thebes . . Please pardon me if I tell yoU
that I must leave you for a little while.” .

As Pauline was passing him, Trevor lifted his eyes toward the ceiling
He did so without a hint of rhapsody, but in a sort of solemn exaltatiol:
“New York is surely not Thebes!” he exclaimed. ¢ Ah, if it only
were! To have lived in Thebes for one day, to have got its real and act®
colour, would be worth ten years of dull existence here!”

“ How I wish fate had treated him more to histaste!” said Kindelo®
when Pauline and himself were a little distance off. ¢ He meant to make
an appeal for that mortuary Corson. He might better have tried to
perpetuate his own welcome at your next salon.”

“ My next salon !” echoed Pauline, with a laugh full of fatigue and
derision.

“ What do you mean?” he asked shortly.

“I mean that I had best give no other salon,” she replied. ‘I mest
that this is a failure and a mockery.”

She looked full up into his eyes as she spoke. They both paused. * So
soon ?” questioned Kindelon, as if in soft amazement.

“Yes—so soon,” she answered, with a quiver in her voice anda st
upward movement of both hands. ¢ What is it all amounting to?”

“ What did I tell you ?” he said.

“ Oh, confirm your prophecy ?” she broke forth, somewhat excitedly:
“1 know you warned me against disappointment. Enjoy your satisfac
tion . . Look at Aunt Cynthia now. Sheis holding a perfect court. Hov¥
they do flock round Sallie and herself, just as Courtlandt said that they
would! I feel that this is the beginning and the end. I have misjudge®
miscaleulated, misinterpreted. And I am miserably dejected !”

Just then Martha Dares approached Pauline. ¢« Will you pleas®
introduce me to your aunt?” said Martha.

“ With the greatest pleasure, Miss Dares,” returned Pauline. .

“ Bt tu, Brute?” said Kindelon, under his breath. Pauline heard his
but Martha did not . . . .

A little later Courtlandt had joined her, and Kindelon had gllded
away.

“ Are you convinced ?” said Courtlandt.

“ Convinced of what ?” she retorted, with an almost fierce defiance.

ight

¢ Oh, of nothing, since you take it so ferociously ” . , She saw that his
calm brown eyes were coolly watching her face.

“When is your nextsalon!” he asked. “Isit to be a weock fro®
to-night 1"

“It is never to be again,” she answered.
( To be Continued. )

THE SCRAP BOOK.

COLIGNY AND THE POPES,

o
In this “age of separations and rehabilitations in the historical doma!”}
no possible objection can be raised to the proposal to erecct a monumen .
honour of Admiral Coligny at Paris.  But it is difficult to see ¥ A
Englishmen should be appealed to in its support or to take part. If 1,511
matter of national interest for Frenchmen. Commenting upon this questlo
and on the true inwardness of the massacre of St. Bartholome¥, "
Saturday Review says: ¢ Catherine de Medicis was a true disciple >
Machiavelli, and for religious ends as such she cared nothing. A8 iS'
Froude puts it—and his testimony may be trusted here, for Catholicl:“)m.w
even more offensive to him than Catherine—*religion, in its good or 12 !
bad sense, was equally a word without meaning to her.” She had faVOurZr
the plan for the marriage of Anjou, and, when that fell through, of ! is
third son, D’Alencon, with the heretic English Queen. When the cri®
came, and her interest required the sacrifice of Coligny, who had a]reao
been wounded but not killed by the shot of a hired assassin of the Duk® ot
Guise, she would apparently have been satistied with his death only. B od
the feeble and frightened boy in whose name she misgoverned France dar
not go so far without going further, It was he who cried out in a paroxy’ o
of tears, when driven to desperation by the fierce insistence of his infam? ab
mother :—¢Since you will have the life of the Admiral, take it ; bu®
the same time, you must kill all the Huguenots in France, so that not 1o
may survive to reproach me.” Catherine declared that she only desir®
death of six men and would charge her conscienée—a tolerably elastic Oneol .
with no more ; 50,000 actually perished. It must be noted that the W', ob
North of Europe, Catholic as well as Protestant, including a large PO¥-: o
of the French Catholic nobility, protested against the ruffianly Cr":lha
But for the part played in the business of the St. Bartholomew by



