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contradiction. "lMiss Cora, thc youngest daugîter of Mrs. Dares, told me

last niglit tliat sIc and lier motIon would hoth ho vory glad to have you

corne."
Tîcre was a mornentany intonation in Kindolon's voice that struck lis

listener as oddly unexpocted. IlSo you have airoady spoken of mol1" she

said, iingoringly, and looking at him witli more intontnoss than she hen-

self know of.
IlYes," lic replied, with a certain spoed, and with tonos that wore not

just set in an unombarrassed key. IlI go thene, now and thon."

"And you have mentioned me to Mrs. Pares 1"

"Yes. . more than once, I think. SIc knowstliat you maybhoinduced

to come tliis evening."
lus glance, usualiy 50 direct, hacP. managed to avoid iPaulino's whicli

was just thon veny direct indecd.
ilTell me," Pauline said, after anotîer silence lad somehow made itsoif

feit betweon them. "Anc you vony good frionds witli this girl. .Miss

Cora 1 "
Hie rcturned lier look, thon, but witli an unwontod vacillation of lis

own-or so slie chose to tliink.

"Yes," ho responded, fluently frank, as it secmd. "lWoare very good

friends-excollent friends, I may say. You will find lier quite as dliarm-

ing, in a difleront way, as lier mothor. I moan, of course, if you will go

witli me tliis ovening-or any future evening.

Pauline put forth 1er hand, and laid it for an instant on lis full-

rnoulded arrn.
"I will go with you this ovoning," slie said, softly.

V.

KINDELON found Pauline in a vonyligîtsomoe and anirnated state of mind

when ho cailed at lier house that evoning. SIc lad a toucli of positive ex-

citernent in lier way of referring to, tlie pnoposed visit. Ho thouglit ho ladt

nover seen lier look more attractive tlian wîen sIc received him, alroady,
wrappcd in a leecy wliite over-garment and drawing on lier gloves, wlilo

a piquant smile piayed at tlie corners of lier moutli and a vivacious glitter

filled lier gray oyes.
"4You are liere before tIe carniage," sIc said to him, "lthougli wo

slian't have to wait long for that... . Hark-tiere is tIc bell, 110w; my

mon would not presume to ho a minute lato this evoning. Thc footman

must have detected in my manner a groat soniousness wlien I gave him rny

order ; I feit vcry serions, I can assure you, as I did so. It meant tIc first

stop in a totally now caroor."

"lUpon my word, you look fluttored," said Kindelon, in lis mellow,

jocose voice.

IlNaturally I do! " exclairned Pauline, as she nodded to the servant

wîo now announced tîat tIc carniage was in readiness. IlI arn going to

have a fresh, genuine sensation. I arn going to ernancipate mysef-to

break rny tetlien, as it were. I've been a pnisoner for life ; I don't know

how tIc sunshine looks, or liow it feels to take a gulp of good, froc air."

Ho watched lier puzzlediy until thc outer darkness obscured lier face,

and they entened the carniage together. SIc mystified him whule sIc

talked on, buoyantly enough, yet always in tIc same key. Ho was not

sure wlietlier or no lier sparkling manner had a certain sincere trepidation

behind it. Now and thon it seerned to hirn as if lier volubie professions of

anxioty rang false--as if sIc were rnaking sport of lierseif, of him, or of

tIc pnojected diversion.

"9Do you neally take the wliole mattor so mudli to leant," lie presentiy

said, while tIe vehicle rolled tliem along tIe wintry, lamplit stroots, "lor is

this only some bit of dainty and gracef ni masquerading î"

ilMasquenading? " she edlioed, witli a shocked accent.

"Oh, weli, you are accustomod to meeting ail sorts of people. You can't

think that any luinan classes are so sharply divided tliat to cross a now

threslold moans to enter a new worid."

SIc was sulent, and ho couid sec hon face only *vagueiy for some littie

timo; but wlien a passing liglit cast an evanescent gleam upon it ho thouglit

that ho detected sornething, like a look of delicate mischief thero. 11cr

next words, ratIer promptly spokon, bore witli them, an explanatory

hiuntness.
IlI arn convinced that if evorybody else disappoints me Miss Pares wil

not."
"lMiss Pares? " le alrnost faltened, in tIc tone of one tlirown off lis

guard. "Miss Cora Pares," Pauline continued, witli a se]f-cornecting pro-

cision. "TIe younger of tIc two dauglitons, tIe one wîo paints. Oh, you

sec," sIc continuod, af ton a littie laugli that was menry thougli faint, Il I

have forgotten nothing. I've a groat cuniosity to se0 this young artist.
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You had not hlf so mucli to tell me about her as about her mother, and

yet you have somehow contrived to make lier quite as interesting."

IlWhy? " Kindelon askcd, with a soft abruptness to whicli the fact of

lis almost invisible face lent a greater force. IlIs it because you think

that 1 like Cora Dares i I should like to think that was your reason for

being interested ii lier."

Anothor brief silence on Pauline's part followed lis words, and tIen she

suddenly responded, with the most non-committal innocence of tone:

"Why, what other reason could I possibly have? 0f course T sup-

pose that you like her. And of course that is why I arn anxious to meet

her. "
There wvas a repelling pleasantry in these three short sentences. If

Kindelon had been inclined to slip any fnrther into the realm of senti-

ment, the very reverse of encouragement had now met him. Pauline's

matter-of-course cornplaccncy lad a distinct chili under its superficial

warmtli. IlDon't misundorstand me, please," she went on, with so altered

a voice that lier listener feit as if she had indeed been masquerading

through some caprice best known to herseif, and now chose once and for ail

to drop masque and cloak. I reaily expeet a most novel and entortain-

ing experience to-niglit. You say that I have met ail sorts of people. I

have by no means donc so. It strikes me that our acquaintance is not

young enougli for me to tell you this. It is true that I made a few pleasant

and even valuable friendships in Europe ; but these have been exceptional

in rny life, and I now return to rny native city to, disapprove everybody

whom I once approvcd."

IlAnd you expect to approve ail the people whom you shall meet to-

nigîht
"You ask that iii a tone of positive alarrn."

"I can't hclp betrayingy some nervous fear. Your expectations are SO

exorbitant."
Pauline tossel lier heaci in the dimness. "lOh, you wiil find me more

easily suitcd than you suppose."
Kindelon gave a kind of dubious laugli. I'm not so sure that you

wiii be easily suited," lie said. Il You are very pessimistie in your judg-

ments of the fashionable throng. It strikes me that you are a rigid critiC,

of nearly everybody. How can 1 teil that you wiil not denounce me, in an

hour or so, as the worst of impostors, for liaving presumed to introduco

you among a lot of objectionable bores? "
IlI think you wiii admit," said Pauline, in offended repiy, "lthat rnost

of Mrs. Dare's friends have brains."
"Brains 1 Oh, yes, ail sorts of brains."

"That is just wliat I want to meet," shc rapidiy exclaimed-"l ail sorts

of brains. I arn nccustomed, at present, to only two or three sorts. . Oh,

you necd not be afraid that I shahl become bored. No, indeed 1 On the

contrary, I cxpcct to be exhularated. I shahl fraternizo witli most of thelil,

-I shahl be onc of thern almost immediatoly. Wait until you sec! "

"I shan't sce that," said Kindelon, with an amused brusquerie.

"What do you moan '1" she qucstioncd, once more offendcdly.

Hie began to spcak, witli lis old glib fleetness. IlWliy, rny dear lady,

because you are not one of them, and nover can be. You arc a patricialý

rearcd diffcrently, and you will carry your stamp with you wherever yo t'

go. Your very voîco will betray you in ten seconds. You may show themn

that you want to be their good friend, but you can't convinco thern that

you and tliey are of tIc same stock. Sorne of them will onvy you, others

may secrctly presume to despise you, and stili others rnay very cordially lîke

you. I don't think that it lias ever dawned upon me until lately liow dif-

forent you are from these persons wliom you wisli to niake your allies and

supporters. That night, wlien I went into your aunt's opera-box, I had 01

very sliglit ýnderstanding of tlie matter. I've always scoffed at the idea Of

a New York aristocracy. It seemed so absurd, so self-contradictory. Anld

if it existed at ail, I've aiways told mysoif, it mnust be the merest non-

sensicai shani. But now I begin to rocognize it as an undeniablo fact.

There's a sort of irony, too, in my finding it out so late-after I liave

knocked about as a journalist in a city whicli I believed to, be democratic

if it was anything. llowcver, you've made tlie wliolo matter plain to ne-O

You didn't intend to open rny plebian eyes, but you lave donc so. It 1$

really wonderful liow you have set me thinking. I've ofton toid myseîf

that Arnerica was a political failure as a republic, but I nover realized that

it was a social one."
Just tIen thc carniage stopped. cgI arn sorry," said Pauline, "lto balle

unconsciously made you think iii of tIc literary society of New York."

She paused for a moment, and there was a rebuking solernnity in lier voiee

as slie added: IlI believe-I insist upon beiieving tili I sec otlierwise-0that
it doos not deservo to ho condernned."

(To UE CONTINUEO>.


