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CHAPTER 1V.

He was a w'ght of high renowne.
And thou arv but of low degree
"Tis pride that puts this conolrye downe—
Man, Lake thiae old cloake ahout thee.
Perey's Relles.

““That,” said Hamoud, leaning over
the back of his chair, and seeming to
speak half in soliloquy, as he remained
with his eyes fixed on the door—*' that
is one of the pecunliarities—the inval-
nerable privileges of this polished
world, which make it 80 wiserable to
me—that Jinery of insult which makes
resentment appear ridiculous, and yet
does not leave the insulted free from
the responsibility of meanness, if he
should remain quiescent. You Jook
fretted, Miss Bury,” be added gently,
but firmly, * at my bhomiliation but I
shall not need your commiseration long.
1 am about to leave Dublin.”

“ Leave us Mr. Hamond!" said
Emily, taken by surprise.

o Leave Dublin, I said,’”" resumed
Hamond. i .

“ For any considerable time ?"’

“ Yes,'"

There was an embarrassed pause of a
few momeiits, daring which, Hammond
seemed to experience a relapse into his
natural timidity. At length mastering
himself by a moment's reflection on the
urgency of the occasion, he said :—

*If you think, Miss Bary, that we
are not likely to be interrupted, I bave
something very particular to say to
you.”

Lmily was, as we have before said,
very young, and though she frequently
listened without much emotion to the
fashionable rhapsodies of those who
thought it fashionable to be her ad-
mirers, yot this was the first time that
she had been menaced with a methodi-
«al declaration: and from one, too, so
tender, so delicate, and so sincere.
She felt all the awfulness of the occa
sion. Her color changed rapidly, and
there was a troubled consciousness in
her laugh, as she said, in assumed
levity—

++ No tragedy now, Mr. Hamond, let
me entreat. I declare, [—"'

.0 Miss Bury,” said Kogene,
smiling, but with much seriousness of
tone and look, *‘ let me meet anything
but trifling now. Hear me attentively,
I beseech, I implore yon. When we
first met, I was on the point of flying
for ever from a world where I had ex-
perienced little comfort, where I found
nothing but taunting looks, cold and
repulsive words, and haughty indiffer-
ence, even from those who, like that
man who jus: now left the room, had
nothing more to allege in justification
of their unkindness than-—no matter.
I had satisfied myself that I was wrong
in ever supposi'g that any circum-
stapces could entitle a man to elevate

himsell above the rank in which Heaveo
had placed him—""

** Oh surely you were not wrong, Mr.

¢ And you—but u look paler,
Emily | —you are trembling—Ilean on me
—there—I'm sure I would not have
said a word if I thought—"'

The strangeness of the scene which
she had gone through, the burried
mauner and intense passion with
which shke had been addressed, the
importance  and seriousness  of
the consequeaces which she had
drawn upon herself, only now rushed
upon Emily’s mind, and fiiled her with
agitation. She drew a long, deep sigh,
and flinging her arms around the neck
of her young f{riend, wept alond upon
her bosom. Many of our sensible read-
ers may wonder at all this, but every
girl as youang as Emily will feel that
we are telling the trath.

There Is a pleasure to those who are
possessed of faculties microscopical
enough for the investigation, in tracing
up to their first cause the thousand im-
pulses which govern the actions of that
sex who are most the creatures of im-
pulse—in windinz through the secret
recesses of the female heart, and detect-
ing in the very ceatre of the *‘soft laby-
rintk ’’ the hidden feeling, whatever it
is, which dictates the (to us) unaccount-
able caprices we are sofrequently made
to suffer under, and which does its work
s0 privately that even they, the victims
of its Influence and the slaves ol its
will, seem almost unconscious of its ex-
istence. Few, however, are gifted with
the fineness of penetration requisite for
ruch delicate scrutiny, and we are too
honest and charitable to wish to be
among the number. Neither, perhaps,
is precisicn requisite for our purpose,
whose business is rather with action
than with motive, and whose part it is
merely to submit a certain train of
results which are to be accounted for,
and acknowledged or rejected, by the
philosophy, the feeling, and the im-
agination of the reader. We shall not,
therefore, attemp’ any labored analysis
of the new causes of disagreement which
speedily sprung up betwe3n the lovers,
after every thing appeared to have been
80 smoothly arranged between them,
after the consent of Enily’s guardian
had been obtained, and even Mr. O'Neil
had began to reason himself into a
toleration of the young nabob. Ham-
ond’s ready talking had taken Emily
quite by surprise; and it is pretty
certain that if she had been left a longer
time to deliberate, Hamond would have
been put to a longer term of probation.
She felt vexed with her own easiness,
and a little alarmed at the inference
her lover might draw from it. She had
not done justice to her own value.
Besides, Hamond's way of love-making
was any thing, she pursnaded hersell,
but flattering to her desire of influcnce.
He had not sufficiently kept her super-
iority in mind be had been so im-
pudently collected and sensible, so pre-
sumptuously self possessed. The more
she thought on the subject the more
convinced she was of the necessity of
impressing him with a proper sense of
the honor he had obtained.

The means which she adopted to ac-
complish this, however, were not the

Hamond,”’ said Emily, in a tone of
bashful remonstrance, ‘' there were
circumstances — your talents — your
education, I should say —"'

“ Yes,”' said Hamond, *‘ this, Miss
Bary, it was which detained me. I
should have been long since in the re-
tirement of my native village, but for
the sweet words of encoruragement with
which you honored me. Your kindness,
your condescension, and—you need not
blush, Miss Bury, for it is true, or I
would not say it—your beauty, too,
held me back awhile, and enabled me
to endure a little longer the incon-
veniences | have mentioned to you. I
may have been mistaken, nevertheless,
in the motive of that kindness,”’ he
added more slowly, and with great an-
xioty of manner. *' Do not mistake me,
Miss Bary. Dearly as I prized and
vreasured overy word and look of kind-
ness with which my heart was soothed,
i am ready to take all the responsi-
bility of my own inference up n my own
hands.
you to speak [reely.

least sacrifice for my happiness—"'
“I am sure, Mr. lHHamond, 1"

¢ Lot me entreat you to be convinced

of this, Miss Bary, before you speak.
Pray be confident with me,

although Hamond
pause, ‘‘altbough you

added,

may think |1

stooped too low to win what you with-

hold from me."’
The sincerity ol the young gentle
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well to wish that you should make the

You may
ind that I am not sellish nor unworthy,
after a

i don't know-—but I believe
marry him—

happiest in the world. Hamond was
not much struck by the pettish and
sometimes rather cold manner in which

duum of milk, called by the peasantry
thick, or skimmed milk."

 Yes,” added Emily. * Well, his
mistress desired Remmy to purchase
half a dozen piggins, and provided him
with money for those as well as many
other articles. She was rather an
anxious poor 1ady, however, and fearing
that Remmy might forget his message,
charged about a dozen other friends of
hers, who were also going to the fair, to
repeat it to him if they should come in
contact with him. They all did so, as
it happened, and Remmy, determined to
punish the good lady for her distrust in
his talents, took each as a separate
message, and came home in the evening
as heavily loaded with piggins as Moses
Primrose with his green spectacles.’’

After the merriment which was ocea-
sioned by Emily's arch manner and the
exquisite initation, which she contrived
to introduce, of Hamond's pative dia-
lect, had subsided, some one asked who
this Remmy O'Lone was ?

‘0O 'pon my honor, that would puzzle
the heralds themselves to tell you, I
believe,’’ said Emily, rapidly and
lively. ‘“Who is he, Hamond? No
relation of ours?’

The moment she had uttered the
words, she would have given a great
deal that it had been in her power to
unsay them. Ninety-nine men ip a
hundred might bave passed over the
jast, but she ought to have known
enough of Hamond to judge that he
would be the hundredth man in the
case. KEven those of the company, who
socretly enjoyed her little cuts at
Hamond, looked grave and silent at
this broad insult. The young man
himself grew pale and red, attempted to
say something good-humored in reply,
but his voice failed him, the mirta
stuck in his throat—and fell back upon
his heart in a burning flood of gall and
bitterness. He did not attempt to
speak agaic—aud the general tone of
the conversation acquired an air of re-
straint and awkwardness, which was
still more observable in the portion
that Emily contributed to it than in
any other. Hamond addressed himself,
during the remainder of the evening, to
Martha O'Brien, while young E——
took place by the side of Emily, and
succeeded in persuading himself, not-
withstanding her occasional fits of ab-
gence and indirect answers, that he had
made more way in her estimation on
this nigat than on any other since he
had achieved the honorof her acquaint-
ance. His assiduity, however, was
absolute torture to Emily, who was
anxiously looking out for an opportun
ity of doing away the unkindness she
had blundered upon. None oeccurced.
Once only as she glanced towards him
she met Martha's eyes, who compressed
her lips, raised her hand slightly, and
tossed her head, as much as to say,
“ You have done it !"' to which Emily's
frightened smile as plainly responded
“ Done what ?"*

The company at length separated.
Hamond shook hands with Miss
O Brien, bowed formally to Emily, and
hurried out of the house, appearing not
t, uotice the slight action which the
latter used to detain him. Thisindica-

she was accustomed to receive him, as
there was nobody more disposed to
make allowances for the influence of a
peculiar education; bat when he ob-
worved indications of a marked haughti-
ness in her demeanor, when she began
to speak fluently of genealogies in his
presence, to quote Marmontel and De
Lolme on the advantage of titles, to
talk pathetically of ill-sorted matches,
of poor Addison and his high-born
dowager—he felt as if a new light, or
rather a new darkness, were rushing
into his soul. He hushed up his feel-
ings, however, with the utmost caution,
resolving to creep unawares and with a
velvet footstep into the very centre of
her character, and shape his conduct
according to the conformations which
would be there revealed to him.

‘| begin to believe,”” said he, ** that
[ was mistaken in supposing that there
e¢ould even be an exception to the
general position, that it iy as easy to
brush the shades of her phases from the
moon's disk as to sift cut the draff of
prideand coldness from high birth, My
single lonely instance begins to fail me.
I will try it farther, however.”

apprehension of her meaning from her,
and consequently drawing her out every
day into more decided slights
snaers,

over to your honor to day mornen, so

w | dozen mug--hog—pig.’
* Piggins, they were,’’ said Hamon
in reply to her puzzled look, ** p-i-

he took it.
used for drinking the coagulated res

Hamond thus proceeded, hiding his

and
He had almost made up his
mind on the subject, when, one even-
ing, as he was sitting by her side av a

** A kind of wooden vessel

tion was too palpable to be miscon
ceived., Kmily clasped her hands,
pressed one against her brow, shuddered
a little, and did not speak du:ing that
night.

When she arose the next morning,
the following letter lay among others
on her toilet. A fearful misgiviog
clung about her heart as she recognised
the hand. She made the door fast, and
prepared herself by summoning all her
pride to her assistance, before she
ventured to break the seal. The con-
tents were simply these :

“ For the last week I have been led
to think, by your demeanor towards
me, that the consent with which you
honored me was the effect rather of a
hurried and momentary kindness than of
the free and settled affection which
could only make it dear to me. I had,
therefore, intended to restore it to you
before last night ; although, I believe,
you will do me the justice to acknowl-
edze that [ abstained (in violence to my
own heart) from using any of the privi
leges of passion in seeking it, and
appealed rather to your reason than
your feeling throughont. Bat a cir
cumstance which took place last night,
and which, I suppose, you remember,
has shown me (I say this after much rc-
flection) that ours would not, under any
circumstances, be a fortuvate union.
The woman who can wound the feelings
of her lover can hardly be expected to

* | have been."

. What cause '—That !—What ?

¢|she had perused the letter.
p | natural quickness of her woman's ap
I | prehension, however,

d | as you imagine. I acknowledge that
have committed an error, for which

g 4 4

am siacerely sorry.

she rung for her attendant and sent her

asked as the lacter (a rather unfashion-
able soubrette, but retained on the en-

entered the room with a light.

votedly attached to you as I would

were
t | the first questions which Emily asked
in communion with her own heart after
The

enabled her to

allude was not so entirely premeditated
I

Believe me, I did

Eugene, and I will engage to convince
yo::( this. My heart will not be at
till I have bad your forgiveness.
It was a light ein for so heavy a retalia-
tion as you threaten me with. Once
agaio, come hither quickly. E. B,

¢ The cause which you speak of is s0
wholly without foundation, that it was
a considerable time before I could even
form  wild conjacture at the import of
that part of your letter."’

When Emily had this letter folded,

for a taper.

“ Who brought this, Nelly 2"’ she

treaty ot her mother, Kwily's nurse) re:

¢ Mistber O Lone, Miss,’’ said Nelly.
I3 he gone ?"'

“ (O no, Miss—he's below
servants’ hall, aten a taste.’’
[ do not like,”” said her mistress,
holding the letter in ber hand as it
hesitating-—'* to commit it to his keep-
iog. He's such a stupid fellow, that
he may lose it.”’

** They belies him that toult you so,
Miss, saven your ,presence,’’ said
Nelly, with an indignant toss of her
head. * May_be a little o' Remmy's
sense 'ud be wanten to them that wor
s0 free with their tongue.”’

It is well that he has so good a
friend to see justice done to his name,’’
said Emily, lowering ker eyelids and
smiling on her young handmaid, who
blushed deeply.

O fait, Miss, it's no great friends
he has in me, only the crachter they
gives of him that knows him best,”’
said Nelly.

* Well, I will try him on your com-
mendation, Nelly. In the servants’
hall, do you say ¢"’

¢ Iss, Miss, I'll send him out upon
the landan-place to you."

When Remuy was summoned from
his comfortable seat by the great coal
tire, he started up hastily, laid down
the cup of tea waich he had been drink-
ing, smoothed Lis uair over his brow,
and anxiously clearing all appearances
of the amusement in which he had been
indulging from his outward man, he
hurried towards the door. As he laid
his hand on the handle, he suddenly
tarned round, and in a countenance of
much alarm, asked :

* I wouldn’t have tne sign o' liquor
on me, Nelly ? would I?” (Would I
have ? or would you have ? among the
lower Irish means, have I ? or have
you?)

¢ s it after the tay youn'd have it,
you incocent 2’ said Nelly, smiliog in
scorn at his simplicity.

Remmy did not stop to dispute the
matter with her, but hurried into the
hall, where he found Emily standing on
the staircase, and expecting him. He
turned out bis toes, made his best bow,
and then fixed himself in an attitude ot
the deepest attention, his head thrust
torward and thrown slightly on one
side, 8o as to bring both eyes into a
parallel line with hers, his ears ele-
vated, and his mouth halt opeun, as it
he were endeavoring to receive her
commands at every possible aperture ol
his senses.
** Kemmy,'’ said the young lady, ‘' 1
wish you to take this letter to your
master-—"’

“* Iss, Miss
‘' Stay a moment
“ O why shouldn't I, Miss. I'd do
anything in the "
* I'm convinced of that, Remmy, but
I only wish you to attend to me—"’
** Oh then I'il engage I will, Miss.
Well, sure I'm houlden me tongue now
any way,”’ he added, as another im-
patient gesture trom Kmily solicitzd his
attention.
** (Give that letter safe, Remmy ; and
here, [ have given you a great deal of
trouble lately, you will buy something
with these,”” putting into his hand a
pumber of the small notes which were
current at the time. ‘' Take care of
the letter,’’ she added, as sne tripped
up stairs, leaving Remmy fixed in a
position of comic wonder and gratitude.
¢ One, two, three, four-—an’ a pound
five, six |  Six three and-nine-penny
potes, and a pound !"” he exclaimed, as
he stood ou the brick floor of the
servants’ hall, counting the papers as
he tolded them, and buried them in the
bottomless and sonless cavern of his
livery pocket. ‘* Now, Nelly, we'll be
sayen somethen, yourself and myself.
Would you bave a loand of a needle and
thiead you'd give me.
‘* For what, Remmy, honey ?'"’ said
the young soubrette, with the utmost

in the

"

now the moment she sees |

money. Ah, these women ! There'

isn't.

against a haip'ny— then "twas all on th

disdain. ** Nollyme DanJerry! Wh
daar say black is the white o' me eye

Biscay, that they says hasn't e'er

I| brttom at all to id, only all water in-
I | tirely ; but the man that 'll get to the
rights of a womau will goa start deeper
The
boys (Men) arn't equal at all for 'em

o | than any of 'em, 1'm thinken.

ghe is grown ujo1me all in a hurry,
have the

no end to 'em at all, thav's what there
A while ago whin [ hadn't as
much as 'ud pay turnpike for a walken
gtick—when my pockets were so low
that if you danced a hornpipe in one of
'em, you wouldn't break your shins

high horse with ber,”” elevating his
head and waving his hand in imitative

aid now, the minute the money comes
1 Il be bail she turns over a new late.
I'hey may get the bottom of the Devil's | a
Punch Bowl in Killarney, or the Poul
Dhub ot Knockfierna, or the Bay o'

ware wit' a look, while you'd be thinken
o' nothen, and thinken they wor think -
en o' nothen, but ’'tis they that would
all the while ; bug it's ouly fair, poor
craturs,”’ he added with a conpassion:
ate and tolerating tone—'' as uheyre
wake one way, ;hey ought to be strong
another, or else sure ihey'd e mur-
dered intirely. They couldn’c stand
the place at all for the boys, af they
hadn't a vacancy at 'em tnat way lno
‘cuteness, inwardly. Murder ! murder!
but it's they that does come round uz
in one way or another--Ah ! the girl
in the gap, an' duck o’ diamonds y.u
wor,”’ ne added, rapidly changing his
manner, as Nelly re-entered with the
needle and tnread—** Talken of you to
metelf [ was, while you wor away, 'm
so fond o' you. Imaging your peuuthu'r
to myself, as 1t ware, in my own wind,"”’
And layiog the letter on the window,
while he took off his coat, for the more
convenience, he proceeded with Nelly's
assistance to incarcerate the precious
epistle.

In a few minutes a line of circumval-
lation was drawn around the tortified
receptacle, and Remmy having satistied
himself that no possible point ol egress
or ingress was left undefended, tuok a
moving farewell ot Nelly, and bhastened
to acquit himself of the responsibilivy
which he had taken upon his shoulders.
We shall see how he acquitted himself
in the next chapter.

TO BE CONTINUED.

THE EXTBICAT!(_)! OF PATRICIA.

BY M. T. WAGGAMAN.

I could never be a nun,’’ cried Patri-
cia, with an air of audacious decision,
as she proceeded to permeate the
Bishop's book-belittered study. Her
immense gray muff was deposited on the
desk, where it totally eclipsed a stack
of statistics on divorce.

* I could never be a nun,” she re-
peated ; ‘‘ no community would keep
me. They'd vote me out even before
they felt the need of praying for light ;
besides, everybody seems to think I
ought to get married.”

** Everybody ?"' interrogated the
Bishop, the humorous lines around his
keen eyes skirmishing with the austere
angles about his mouth.

** Oh, that was simply secular exag
geration—not at all according to Rod-
riguez,’’ she answered roqueisly.

** [ didn't know you were an author-
ity on ‘Christian Perfection ;' '’ then,
with premeditated irrevelence,he added:
* I suppose you think that great and
gorgeous get up of yours is—is—most
attractive.”’

Patricia frequently had qualms re
garding her rashness as to raiment,
which qualms she was wont to put to
rout by precipitate extravagance with
her orphans, incurables, and other
pauper people, She felt that this was
one way out of remorse, if not the most
courageous.
She loosened her silver fox stole and
adjusted a rebellious feather as she
seated herself on an ecclesiastical look-
ing chair.
** Of course I know my Paris gown is
becoming—that's not vanity, but merely
an appreciation of truth—"'
** And beauty,” broke in the Bishop.
“* You are either a flatterer or a tease
—both are equally criminal. Plainly,
you are Lot the proper person to advise
me—and then love affairs are such a
bore at best.’
** Bishops must expect to be bored."
remarked Patricia’s uncls with delecta-
ble resignation.
* [ feel somehow or other that you
don't approve of me. Why don't you
tell me so 2"’
“I'm averse to making superfuous
statements,’’ replied the Bishop smil-
ing.
** Your disapproval goes without say-
ing ? Well, just unravel your reasons
please—1 wish to know the worst—youn
must admonish the sinner ;’’ and Patri-
cia forsook her seat and appropriated a
diminutive stcol.
“ What a very imperious person I
have for a relative! She reverences
neither age nor episcopal power.””
** Forty-five is not very old for a
Bishop."
** I succeeded in securing it early,”
he suggested.
“ You religious people are so secre:
tive—you hear so many things you can’t
tell, that you forget to gossip at all.
Perhaps you are not aware that ycu
tried to beg off the bishopric. If you
had been only a shade more medi:cval
you would have hidden yourself in a

v

mean-—some men
ruetully.
s | my side of it."”

of a Bishop,’’ he said benignly.

ricia ; ** if it is my vocation to marry
I ought to marry ;
enough.
e | man.
canonization to bear with me.
he ? Where is he ? That's the ques
o | ticn! Tn the meanwhile,
? | menting—1 have a series of possibili
ties on hand.

one's fate or not."’

as much cf Patricia's profile as wa
visible.

j. {for a moment.

that way in taken your measure as it

death. I know yon are
cal about conversion, bl;x.tth?r.u

— "' Patricia paused
‘1 am afraid you don't see

‘“ In other words, I am an old bigot
*“ Now let me elucidate,” put in Pat-

that is transparent
The opaque problem is the
He would have to be ready for
Who is
I am experi-
Usually one has to have

more than a bowing acquiintance with
man belore one kuows whether he is

‘ Your consideration of that poor
a | agnostic fellow is a part of the pros-

pectus—I see ;"’ and the Bishop nodded
comprehendingly as he closely scanned

*I am hoping that he will emerge
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oepti.
rosary for :xlim overy night,” "’l‘hzl:.
was & suspicious nonchal "
voice. wate b
“ Are you in love with

man, Patricia ?"’
‘* What i3 love ?"' she agke
* You wouldn’t have me mayy
Catholie ¢’

** Why do you allow him tq pa
attention in this way ? [le hu‘ybyun
haunting you for two years,” ol
** Three,"’” volunteered Patriciy, «
think he belongs to the sou|

the Yyoung

d airly,
Y a non.

¥ e 5 ) the
:,l:;uyr;ah agnostics do, sometimes doy b
** Why don’t you like Mr. Sulljyyy, s

demanded the Bishop, abruptly
** I do like Dr. Sullivan.” ]
Why don't you marry Dr. Sullivans
He would make uuchnnpylvendid h‘llllnll‘)dué
he has offered himself, I aw suro, "
*“ Yes, five and a half times —op, gy,
B y flve
and three quarters,” calculated Pagyi
cia on the tips of her gray-glove
fingers. Dr. Sullivan is pokey 3
pious because he is pokey, not
because he is pious—of the two afije.
tions I'd choose the latter. ‘\larty,v,‘
dom through marriage is too undrama.
tic. 1 preter Indians and tomahawks
or amphitheatres and lions and :ig”;
—anything but Dr. Sullivan, dear
man !"’ ot
* 1 wish he would propose to some
one else,’’ said the Bishop with pastoral
practicality.
*“T have been generous enough to
recommend even that to him. His
proposing to me has become a habit, Ha
is a slave to good habits. If he only had
one or two bad ones he might be more
bearable."’
“ [ hear that Dick Carrington calls
twice a week—what does that mean 7"
** Who told you ?'"’
*“ 1t's a Bishop's debilitating duty to
keep an eye on his ward.”
* Oh, don't bother at all abous
Dickey, he isn't at all dangerous,
Sometimes we have most edifying inter.
views it was only the other evening he
spoke of entering the priesthood.”
Merely as an alternative, I sarmise,”
chuckled the Bishop. The combination
of Dickey and the Holy Orders capped
the incongruous.
** He did accuse me of being obdu-
rate.”” Patricia admitted reluctantly,
** Perhaps you haven't heard of Mr,
Maddox,’’ she went on, *‘ he is a brand
new admirer, a rampant reformer, a
political economist now, wouldn't iy
be the height of complacency for me to
assume that he will tumble in love with
me? There have been only cloudbursts
of theories as yet. Do you thiok I
ought to be icily rigid and unsympathe-
tic when he unfolds his schemes for
making over the masses ?  You wouldn't
nave me that unkind! The whole
world bas the rickets, and be is going
to set it to rights. If he labors under
the delusion that I can assist him
which is one delusion more or less ?"
‘O Patricia, Patricia,” sighed the
Bishop, ** what does that curious little
conscience say to all this ?"’
* It’s a nasty, nagging little con-
science,”” moaned Patricia petulantly.
¢ 1. says-—it says- tbat I care too much
for the agnostic!'’ and a dark red
pompadour was recklessly rumpled
against the purple sleeve of a soutane.
* My_dear, dear child- ''the Bishop
whispered, as he caressed the crown of
a picture hat--the episcopal ring flashed
amid sundry dove-colored plumes, ‘“‘My
dear, dear child—this is what I feared.
I told you to send him away."
“ [ did,” faltered Patricia. ‘' He
stayed three weeks, and then he said
he would never play hermit again—"
“ Has he ever been baptized ?"”
¢ When he was a wee bit of a baby
in the Episcopal Church. At nineteen,
he went to——College, and now he
doubts everything in and out of the
world."”’
‘* Episcopalians are not very ‘long’
on logic, and that college is rather
‘short’ on religion. Perhaps he isn't
quite certain whether he exists or
not ?"'
« It's almost as bad as that,'’ Patri-
cia acknowledged forlornly.
“ At times he must question his love
for you ?"’
‘I fear he does
she dolefully granted.
¢ Yet he wishes to marry you ?"’
“ () yes ; yes !"
¢ And this Inconsistency's ideas of
marriage—what of them, Patricia?"
“They are high, but I am afraid they
are flimsy, intermittent—*' There wete
tears in this opinion. She felt hergelf
the leader of a losing cause.
 You do not trust him 2"’ the Bishop
interposed. 3
‘1 cannot—I cannot,'’ she cried.
“ A temperament like his, without &
fixed faith, is too—too pz\rm]uxu‘ﬂ!‘l(‘
count on. Oh, do not blame him | T'he
dificulty lies so deep—it's the very
underpining of his character. How can
a wan upbuild his being on quick sand?
Who can be spiritual, or even x.nural'
with only a devatable decalogue in the
background ? Honor, of course, keeps
men from doing lots of things, but honor
and ethics are not synonymous terms.
know there are people who aré
naturaily virtuous, and there are others
whose cast-iron conventions and prejt
dices stand them in good stead ; but
when one is unconventional and unprej®-
diced, with a strong inclination to over
run rock bottom prineiples—there s the
rub. Without the dogma of infallibil-
ity, I tell you, I'd be floating nobuli:
“ Wo should indeed pity those ouf;
side the fold of the Lord Jesus Christ,
, | said the Bishop with mystic tender-
ness. After a moment or twWO he
asked : ** What does your Aunt Kath-
erine think of it ?
 Aunt Katherine is a house d
- | against itself—she considers the |
tic rather a good mateh, mundmu}“g
speaking. He will probably make m'
mark on earth if hemisses it in h(‘a?’ce.";
He is already quite a power in poli e
and the President has promised him a
big promotion—but Aunt l\%tl‘.or"‘s
does not believe in mixed marrlagf“;
She and Uncle Tom never ‘}id move t;:)
the same plane, and when it Cﬂ":o_ays
educating the boys there Wwas always
8 | more or less of a well-bred rumpus- o
“When does your Aunt KatheriD
sail for Rome?’’ interrupted tbe BishoFe
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