
ters are the other way round. They generally sacrificemuch oft earthly go.od, if not a'U— home,, frientts, '"for-tune, fame, even love itself, \have all been given up forthe faith. The value one places on a thing can usually
be gauged by the price one is willing to pay. "Where aperson is bribed to dhange hts creed, religious or poli-tical, the world is apt to be sceptical. If BenedictArnold coulid have lookod forward to wealth and fame inthe Continental army no doubt he would have remaineda sound patriot.'

Annie flu-shed angrily. *
Then Isuppose you won'tcome to my wedding?

'
1ho, Ishall not go to yo-ur wedding, Annie.'
I didn't know that you were so narrow-minded,'

came as a parting shaft as Iturned down anotherstreet.
Iwas not as indignant at the girl as Ishould havebeen.
The poor little moth caught by ,the glamor of thecandle somehow seemed to invite sympathy. Slippingthe leash from my fancy as Iwalked on in the springsunshine,I wondered if 'beautiful ycung girls in splen-did, pagan, pleasure-loving Rome in those" olden timeshad not occasionally turned back from the lions croucn-ing in the Coliseum to drop swiftly a bit of incense be-fore Jupiter's shrine ; and in dropping it whisper totheir souls, '

What matters it, a little incense before asenseless piece of carved stone ! And life is so sweet—ugh ! to be toirn to pieces by the hungry lions !'
Annie's wedding was a brilliant affair. From mywindow Iwatched the throngs of guests going into thochurch. Mrs. Desmond, in a renovated black silk, madefestive ib!y splashes of la\ender velvet, alighted from adilapidated livery carriage, and with her two sons hur-ried into the church. Mrs. Granger, in an imported

tcilet of gray crepe dc chine with rare lace and dia-monds, her good-looking husband at her side, pausea a
moment at the vestibule. The .mother of the groomisnot expected to be quite as pleased at a wedding as themother of the bride, and on the present occasion theinequality was so great that sackcloth may have pre-sented itself to Mrs. Granger as a suitable materialfora wedding garment.
I levelled my opera-glasses at the bride-elect, avis-

ion of lo\eliness in white satin and tulle, with her
levy of maids. Edith Granger was maid of honor,and Rose Allen, a girl who had made a valiant and
"\ery open campaign for Horace, was among the brides-maids.

rJhe organ, which had been playing a soft accompani-
ment to whispered conversation, broke out into a joyful
strain as the cortege formed; then there was a'silence-Annie Desmond was pronouncing her marriage vows.
The triumphant notes of the wedding march pulsea onthe warm June day and the bridal pair came out of tho
church. The Grang<r carriage bore them swiftly outofth^ wav of the laug-1 ing, chattering throngs that pres-
sed closely in their wake.

The couple weie going abroad for their weddingtour, and I recalled Annio's childish longing for Parisand London.
Idid not sec the bride again until November, whenwe met at an afternoon party ; she was charmingly

gowned and more beautiful than ever. Much to my sur>prise, she greeted mfc waimly, almost with affection*Sho had e\idently forghen me for Benedict Arnold.The couple went to housekeeping in a handsomecolonial home built and furnished by Mr. and Mrs. Gran-ger. When Annie virafe a graceful note asking me toluncheon, Igave myself the pleasure of accepting. My
motives were mixed. Iwanted to keep some hold onthe girl, and Iwanted also to see her house her pre-sents, her clothes, and above all, to hear again of thelights and sounds of Paris.

Edith and Maud Granger were at the luncheon, andInoticed with amusement that they no longer took thetone of patronage with Annie ; the wife of their onlybrother was plainly a person of consequence in theirestimation. And deference seemed, indeed, to be thekeynote to Annie's recepiion everywhere ;people whohad scarcely been aware of Annie Desmond's existencewere only too anxious to entertain and be received by
Mrs. Horace Granger.'

Poor human nature ' 'Isaid to myself. 'How you
repeat your weaknesses in great and in little. Mrs.Radcliff has her satellites just as sycophantic as Mrs.Granker\, only more urbane. The difference is inme-thod wither than in intention. And the 'dear Christ haspatience with us all ' '

A week later Annie took me for a long ride in theautomobile.
A second imitation found me a prisoner on my

lounge. Ihad a glimpse of her in a Paris gown dur-
ing the Christmas holidays, at a crowded reception.Lent came early, an«d in May Iwent east for the sum-
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Jane of the South Carolina Thompsons,may it please you, was no longer a star in her openinghorizon,but merely an unimportant asteroid much worn
from too many occultations with ttigger spheres.

Occasionally Icaught glimpses of her at Mass, and
at Easter we knelt side by side at the altar rail.

A month later Iopened a big envelope to find that
Mrs. Desmond requested the honor of my p,resence at
at the marriage of her daughter Annie to Mr. Horace
Granger at St. Paul's Church. The sheet fluttered
from my fingers. St. Paul's ! A baleful chapter ofsoul-history was revealed in that line ! The Grangers
had objected to their son's marrying a Catholic, and
Annie had sold her spiritual birthright ! Irealised the
situation perfectly. As to the details of ihe struggle,
whether the victory had been easy, whether it wasHor-
ace or his mother who had proved obdurateIcould only
guess. However, soon afterwardIwas to learn much,
if not all. As Iwas passing the Desmond home Anniehurried down the steps, and was so obviously Lent on
overtaking me that Islackened my pace. Her face'wasflushed, and her eyes wavered and fell before my gaze.

4 Isuppose you think \ery badly of me, Miss Jane V
she began.'

Don't you think very badly of yourself, Annie ?
'
I

replied.'
Mr. Granger would disinherit Horace if we were to

be married by a priest,' she said rebelliously.'
Ifancy not. People do not disinherit only sons* so

easily as all that.''Horace wouldn'tmake the promises, anyway. It's
perfectly absurd to ask it of a Proteslant. Priests
don't know much about human nature.'

1It is just because they do know human nature that
they find the promises so necessary. And, pardon me,
a girl of twenty is scarcely capable of judging the dis-
cipline of the; Church that has been guiding human souls
for two thousand years.''

It's not the Chiurch that makes the Christian,' she
returned, belligerently. 'It's what you do, what you
are yourself. I know some awfully mean Catholics,
and plenty of Episcopalians who are good Christians.''

So do I.'
"The Episcopalians believe ever so many things just

like us— the same creed, the same prayers, only in Eng-lish, doing good to others, 'being charitable, helping the
poor and those in trouble. You can be just as good in
one Church as you can in another.''

You and I, Annie, carnot. God gives His gracethrough many channels. To the Episcopalian who firmly
believes in his Church and who lives according to his
conscience God gives grace in various ways. To tne
Catholic He gnes it mainly through the sacraments. If
you cut yourself of! from the Church you no more get
this grace than a branch which has been seveiea from
the vine continues to draw life-giving sap f>;om the par-
ent stem. Human beings are not judged by the same
standards. From him to whom much is given much
will be required.''

Ican't help mjself, Miss Jane. You know Mis
Granger— a son must obey his mother, and a wife must
obey her husband.'

Annie delivered this train ol logical reasoning withan air of triumph.'
If ahus-bland ordered his wife to Kill he,rself, would

she have to obey ? ' Iasked.
1Oh, Miss Jane !

''If he ordered her to commit a forgery to save him
from ruin, would she have to obey ?

''
Of course not.'

1 And— Horace Granger is not your husband. Let
him marry a girl of his own faith, and you marry a
man of yours.

Annie's eyes plainly said that a woman who couldeven suggest her giving up Horace was crazy, simply
crazy, and deserving of the forbearance accorded to lun-
atics.' I'd marry Horace if everyperson in the world tried
to prevent It,' she flashed.

'And turn traiior to your Church?'Iansweredcalmly.'
You wouldn't like for Episcopalians who become

Catholics to bo called traitors! It's a poor rule that
won't work boih ways

'
This remark scorned to prove the situation so abso-

lutely hopeless that Iwalked on for a few moments in
silence. Then Isaid, 'If Horace were to become a
Catholic Isuppose you would be glad ?

'
1Why, of course ' And mayre he will some day.'' So, then, you are leaving the Church solely to

marry Horace- Grander 9
'

'
Icouldn't marry him in the Church.'

1Humanly speaking you have everything to gain and
nothing to lose by the change. Permit me to say that
in the case of converts from the Episcopal Church mat-
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