
THE WEEK.

"Wcll, wcll, my dear," slie re-commenced, "llet us dîsmiss them and
!Orget them. .I hope yen arc going eut again. You have only te signify a
Wlsh, yen know. There will net be the slightest feeling in society-net
the slightest."1

il eally ? " said Pauline, with an involuntary sarcasm which she coulfi
neot repress.

But lier aunt receivcd the sarcasnî la impervieus good-faith. "Oh, net
the slightest feeling," she repeated. Il And I do hope, Pauline," she went
On1, with a certain distinct yet unexplained alteration of manner, "lthat yen
'ill make your rentrée as it were, at a little dinner I shail give Sallie iîcxt
Thursday. It celebrates an event." ilere Mrs. Pouglikeepsie paused and
0oeked full at lier niece. I mean Sailie's engageaient."1

haq"Sallie's engagement? " quickiy murmured Pauline. The latter word
ha arried an instant persenal force of rerninder.

"Ycs-to Lord Glcnartney. Yeu met hini once or twice, I believe."
"Lord Gienartney! " softly itcrated Pauline. She was thinking what a

guif of difference lay, fer the august social intelligence of lier aunt, between
the separate bits of tîdings which slîe and Mrs. Pouglikeepsie liad been
'9aitinig te impart, ecd toecdi.

"iYes, Gienartney has proposed te dear Sallie," began the lady, waxing
pronptiy and magnificently confidentiai. "0 f course it is a great match,
eveni for Sallue. There can be ne doubt of that. I don't deny it ; I dom't
fore an instant shut my cyes te it; I consider that would justly subjcct me
te ridicule if I did. Lord Glenartney was net expectcd te rnarry in this

1ountry;- there was ne reasea why hie should do se. Hie is imnmenscly
licli; lie lias three seats, la En-land and Scotland. Hie is twice a Baron,
beides being once an Earl, and lie is first cousin te the Duke of Devergoil.
Salu1e liae donc weli; I wish everybody te clcarly nnderstand, my dear
?"aulinc, that I think Salle lias donc brilliantly and wonderfalhy welh. A
'Iother always lias ambitions dreams for lier chuld. .can a mother's heart
hlh having them. But in my very wildest dreams I neyer calcuiated upon

84ha marriage for rny darlîng chuld as this! "
Pauline sat sulent before lier aunt's final outburst of maternai ferveur.

She was thinking of the siliy caricature upon ail the manly worthiness
that the Scotch peer just named had seemed te lier. She was thinking of

lirown doleful, mundane marriage in the past. She was wondering wliat
Ii1aligya power had se croeked and twisted humani wisdom and human sense

Of fitness, that a weman dowered witli brains, education, knowledge of

riglit and wrong, shonld thus exuit (and in the sacred naine of maternity
aM Weil !) over a union of this wefully serdid nature.

I -1 hope Sallue wili be hiappy," she said, feeling that any real doubt
1the point miglit strike lier aunt as a piece of personai envy. IlCnriously

e401ugh " she continued, IlJ, aise have te tell yen of an engagement, Aunt

OYrthia."b
Mrs. Poughkeepsie raised lier brows in surprise. IlOh, yeu mnean poor

dear Lily Schenectady. I've heard of it. It lias corne at last, my dear,
8,11d lie is only a clerk on about two thousand a year, besides net being of
th" direct hune of the Auchinchosses, as one might say, but nmerehy a sort of

Obscure, relation. Stihi, it is stated that lielias fair ýexpectations; and
the" yen know that poor dear Lily's freckies are a drawback, and that she
h5U been crnelly callcd a spotted lily by soîne witty persen, and that it lias
tealiy become a nickname in society, and-"

I did net refer te Lily Schenectady," here interrnpted Pauline. Il I
8POke of myseîf."

Tic mine had been exploded. Pauline and Mrs. Pouglikeepsie iooked
%.t ecd other.

"Pauline 1 " presenthy came the faltered answer.
"Yes, Aunt Cynthia, I spoke of nîysclf. f ani engaged te Mr.

kinldelon."
"Mr. Kindelon
"Yes. I arn sure you know who lic is."
SOh, 1 know wlio lie is." Mrs. Pouglikeepsie spoke these words witli

%elnnaiv yet astonished drawl.
"Welh, I arn engaged te hirn," said Pauline, stoutly but net over-

asscrtively. Shc had neyer looked more composed, more sinsiply womanly
than 1n0w.

MVrs. Pouglikeepsie rose. Lt always meant somcthmmg wlicn this lady
?ose, it meant a flutter of raiment, a deiberation of rc-adjustrnent, a kind
of SuPerb, massive dislocation.

IlI am liorrified 1 " cxclaimed the mother of the future Countess Glen-
artnley.

Pauline rose, then, witli a dry, chili glcam la lier eyes. IlI think that
there is nothing te horrify yen," shc said.

1Mrs. Pouglikeepsie gave a kind of Laigh that la equine phrase we miglit
a snert. Hem large body visibhy trembhed. She rapidhy drew forth a

hiandkerchief from soine receptacle in lier arnphe-fiowing costume, and placed
't ft lier lips. Pauline steadily watchel lier, with hands crossed a littie
blo(w the waist.

"Ido s0 hope that yen are net geing te faint, Aunt Cynthia," she said,
'eith a satire that partook of strongr beihigerence.

1 .kMrs. Pouglikeepsie, witli lier appiied bandkerdhief, did net look at al

ie fainting as she gianced above the snowy cambric folds towamd lier

"I-I neyer faint, Pauline. . it is net my way. I-I know how te bear
~laitis.But this is quite horrible._ it agitates me accerdingiy. I-1I

have nothing te say, and yet I-I have a great deal te say.

"Then don't say it!1" now sliarply rang Paulinc's retort.

"Ah!1 you loac your temper!1 It 18 just whîat I miglit have thouglt-
'Qn1der thc circumstances!1"

Pauline clendlied lier teeth together for a short space, te keep from any
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futile disclosure of anger. And presently she said, with a shrill yet even
directniess

IlXVhat, pray, are the circumstances i I tell you that 1 arn to înarry

the man wlîoin 1 choose to marry. You adviscd ine-you nearly foreed

me, once-to marry the man whom it was an outrage to make my

hushand 1"
"IPauline
What 1 tell you is truc ! Hie whoîn 1 select is nlot of your world

And, by the way, what, is yeur world I A littie tbrong of xnannerists,

snobs and triflers ',I care nothing for such a world! t want a larger and

a better. You say that 1 have failed in rny effort to break down this

barrier of conservatisni which hedgel mie about from îny birth . . Well,

allow that I have failed in that 1 I have not failed in finding some truc

5gold from ail that you sncer at as tawdry gless 1 . Tawdry !I1 did

well to chance upon the word ! What wvas that gentlernanly bit of vice

whomn you were se willing that I should lnarry a few years ago i You' ve

just aired your tenets to me ; l'Il air a fcw of mine to you now. We live

in New York, you and 1. Do you know what New York means i It

means what America mneans-or wbat America ought to ijîran, fromn

Canada to the Gulf! And that is :-exenption fromi the hiateful bonds

of self-glorifying snobbery which have disgraced Europe for centuries

Vou call yourself an aristocrat. How dare you do so 1 You dwell in a

land which was soaked with the blood, less than a century age, of men

who dicd to kili just what you boast of and exaît ! Look more to your

breeding and your brains, and less to your so-called caste! I corne of your

own blood and I cani speak with right about it. What was it, less than four

gencrations ago i You callitDIutch, and with a grand air. It tlowed in

the veins of inmmigrant Dutchrnen, who would have opencd their eyes

with wonder to sec the mnansion yeu dwell in, the silver ferks yeu eat

with 1 §PIwy dwelt in wooden shanties and ate with pcwter forks . . Your

obljection to my marriage with iRalpli Kindelon is horriblo-that, and

nothing more ! He towers abeve the idiot whom you arc glad to have

Sallie miarry 1 Whiat do I care for the title ' Lord '? You bow before it ;

1 despise it. You call rny project, îny dreain, my desire, a failure . . 1

Dgrant that it is. But it is immcasurably above that petty worship of the

Golden Caîf, which you naine rcspectability and whichi I denounce as

only a pitiful shamn 1 The world is growing eider, but you don't grow old

with it. You close your eyes te ahl progress. You get a mnodishi uilliner,

yeu keep your pew in Grace Church, yen drop a big coin into the plate

whcni a mnillionaire hands it to you, and yent are content. Mour content-

mient is a pitiful frauci. Your purse could do untold good, and yet you

kecp it clasped-or, if you leose the clasp, yeu do it with a flourishi, a

vogue, an éclat . . . Mrs. Amsterdam lias done the sanie for this or that

asylumi or hospita], and se yen, with fashionabie acquiescence, do iikewisc.

And yet you-yeu, Cynthia Poughkeepsie, who tried te wreck iny girlish

life and almost succeeded-you, who read nothîng of what great modern

minds in their grandly helpful impulse toward lianity are trying te

make humanity hear-you, wlhe think the fit set of a patrician's gewn

above the big struggle of men and women te livc-you, who imînerse

yourself in idie vanities and talk of everyone outsîde your paltry pale as

you would talk of dogs-you dare te upbraid me because I announice te

you that 1 wiIl mnarry a man whom power of mind makes your superier,
and whemn natural gifts of courtesy make far more than your equal !"

As Pauline hotly finished she saw hier aunt recede maay steps froni lier.
"lOh, this-this is frightful !" gasped Mrs Poughkeepsic. Il It-lt is

the theatre!' Yeu will go on the stage, I suppose. It seems te me yen

have donc everything but go on the stage, already 1 That would be the

cr0 wning insuit te yourself-to your famnily 1

I shan't go on the stage," shot Pauline, "lbecauso 1 have ne talent

for it. If I had talent, perhaps I would go. I think it a far better life

for an American wornan than te prate triuinphantly about marrying lier
daugliter te a titled Engiish fool 1"

Mrs. Peughkeepsie uttercd a cry, at this point. She passed frein the

reem, and Paulinie, overceme with the excess of lier disclaimier, seon after-

ward sank upon a chair...

An almost hysterical fit of weeping at once fellowed .. It must have

been a haîf-hour later when she feit Kindelen's face lowered te, hgr ewn.

Hie had nearly always ceaie, since their engagement, atmere or lesii

unexpected heurs.

"lSome hateful thing has happemýed," lie said very tenderly, Ilwliom

have yeu seen ? Wliy do you seb se, iPauline i Have yeu scen lier
Han Cora Dares been liere V"

Paulinie almost sprang frim hier chair, facing him. IlCora Dames3,"

she cried, plaintively and with passion. IlW\hy do yen mention lier naine

110W 1"'
Kixidelen foldcd lier in his streng arms. "lPauline," lie expestulatcd,

"be quiet ! 1 mereiy thouglit of what you yoursclf had told nie, and of

what I myscîf had told yoit . . . What is it, then, since it is net she

Tell nie, and I will listen as best I can."

She seon began te tell him, leaning lier head upon lis broad breast,
falteringly and with occasional severe effort.

"1-I was wrong,"' she a t length finished. Il 1 should net have

speken se mashly, se rnadly .. But it was ail because of yeu, Raîpli,
because of rny love for yeu 1"

lie pressed lier more closely within the arms that held lier.

ilI don't blame Yeu 1" lie exclaimed. "lYen weme wreng, as you

admit that you werc wrong. . but I don't blame yeu il"

<To fme continued.)
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