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The Storytelicy

THE MESALLIANCE OF MARGARET

,

Mrs. Woods had a deep‘rooied abhorrence of mixed
marriages. She aclknowledged that she liked this young
man with whom Margaret had become so friendly of late,
put ho was wholly mwpossible as a son-inlaw. He'glor-
ied in the unimpeachable patronymic of John Smith.

Margarct had met him at a teachers' conventlion, met
him throwgh  Mary Hammond, daughter of the Rev.
Paul Hammond, rector of the Church of Lhe Virgin,

a girl Inend such as the sentiment of schoeol hie some-
tilnes mahes.

The friendship of Margaret and Mary created not
only between themselves  bul belween  their respective
families a confidence of the most unquestioning amd un-
suspecting sort. There was nothing in the world about
which the girls were not in the most bhearty accord ox-
cept religiom, and thal was a tahooed subject ; not for-
mally so, bul by mutual though unexpressed assent.

On the vlay of the convention, 'which was helld 1in
John Smith's home town, he had, by virtue of a prior
acquaintance with Blary, constituted himself sguire to
the girls, and had arisen to the full measure of the oc-
casion and the positwon. So much so, in fact, lhat
when the day was over il was strictly proper for mm
1o receive and accept Margaret's invitation to call. Of
course, it was given as a conventional second to  one
given by his older friend, Mary ITammond, bul he de-
tected the ring Margarel 1niended. wlich robhed 1t of
muok of ils comventionality and gave warrant for his
enthusiastic ' Imdeed I wifl, 1the very first {ime 1 have
occaston.to go Lo Middleton.” Such an occasion  caine
suggestively soon, and hibe occasions multiphied  there-
after with such comvincemig frequency that  the condition
which vexed Mis. Woeds® soul was the resulr.

Nothing had been said o the Woods family  cucle
about Smith and his gtatng, bul be had created  tha
first and only stliness that had ever disturbed its sac-

redness.  The subject of ¢ Jobhn Snuth ' was tacitly
avolded,

Mrs., Woords lLad once said to her husband, 3What
do you think abowt Mr, Smuth ? 7 DBut she had chosen

an unpropitions moment.  Tle was engtossad e his ppe
and newspaper, aml only answered, ' Oh, I don’t hnow
He scoms Iithe a good sert of a feilow,” 1 that don't{-
hother-me air whuh hushands sometimes assume.  Mrs
Woods was hwurt at  the jodiflerence and bievily of  {he
reply, and she took her revenge n that mental determi-
nation neser 1o wenflon fhe matier to b agam, 4 te-
solve which seems so soothing, (o the femmme muind, and

there {he matier rested

But the time had wow come {or aclion. She had
made up her miined to put an end to the affarr, and seiz-
ed the Orst opportunity for taling the matter up with

Margarel I ocame omoa Sunday moreing, wlhen she and
Margaret were on their way 1o Mass

“When will Mu Smith call again, Vargaret 7°

1 den't know, Ma," Margaret rephied  * lie doesn't
notify we when he wtends to call.”  She iricd 1o heep
up the casual fone of her mother, but she turned crim-
som as sha spoke, for she had really heen suspecting thiy
talk for some {ime.

CWell, T kmow he'll call some titue 1his
something happens L must he stnpped

worh unless
I'm nol go-

ing to have .Jobn Smith for a son-in-law unless he bHe-
comed a Oatholic, and [ don’t hnow as I would  wami
him even then. I don't wanb any made-to-order  con-

verts o ny fanudy, med T guess there 19n’t must chance
of hig really heing comverted ' Mis, Wonds  was  al-
ways verv definile aboul things she had {0 say.

T don't ask lim to call, Ma,” Margarel rephexd
somewhal apologelically

CNow, don't talk nemsense 1o me, Mareare!,' her
mother answered, rather <harpiv C That! mnght do with
your father.  Ile wasnt asked to call cither, hut  he
couldu’t help imself sery well L woulds't have Ho
1eli  him not to comef T dida’t  ~waut him, and ¥
guess thingy are noi much difterent now

This seemed to dispose of the matter and 1o leave
nothing for Margoet (o sav, <o nothing mote was said
for somu time But soom i Woods noticed Margaret
suspreously  uamg ber handhercuef, amd <aw f{ears
her cyes

“Don't bhe ~tliv, Margarel,' she saud thon, and added

anxiously, ¢ 1 hope 1t hasn't pone far enouglh to  make
you mmserable *°
Margaret's  teply to this question was not evactly

LeShONSIve.

She only sard, * Oh, 1 don't hnow what 1o
do!’?

]
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‘Dol ' her mother exclaimed. * You think it over
during: your prayers and I guess it will appear simple

ewowgh. Has he said anything to you?’
‘ Not yet.’ .
¢ Not yet! Well, you must see that he doesn’t,

and soo to it right off.
hardar it is going to be.

Margaret made no promiges, but she did stay in
church afler Mass while her mother hurried home.

T hope you are satisfied, Jim Woods, now that
you've maide your daughter miserable,” she said to
that gentleman, who  Wwas again absorbed in pipe and
newspaper.

Jim Woods might have developed a capacity for man-
aping a family of children if there had been occasion.
Ho was a success Tn other lines of human endeavor,
PBut he realised 1lwat he eould never be the geniws ab
managing (hat his wile was, al 50 e simply listed
him~ell ad opa of Llbe family, and took his orders with
the rest, wivh the distinction that he would occasionally
assume 4 most tantalising impertnrhabihity as 1o  his
good wile's slale of mmd. But just now he caught a
certain mld inteelion in her tones that induced a more
lively attention than usual.

+ Thow have I made her miserahle ? ' he inquired with
astonishment.

‘Iow? You've sel round here end let your old
pipe amd your newspaper blind your sight to the fact
that sho was getting  bourd up  in that Johu Smith,
Pretty father yon arc fto let a young man call on
your daughier without knowing anything about him !t ?

‘1 dida't thimk Mary TTammond would introduce

The longer you et it go the

anyhody  Wwho wasn't all right. What is the matter
with him, anyway ?°

fMatlert! TTe isn't a Catholic !’
C T4 thal wll” You hnew thal, tco, didn't you ??
O course T knew 1t but it wasn't my place 1o

mterfere,  You are her father, and you should have put
a stop o it

‘T guess you're :izht, Nell,' he said humbly. *I'l
speak to fum the mext time he calls.’

“No, vou won’t. You keep your hands off it mow.
I havo talhed il over with Margaret, and we'll do the
best wo can without youl?

¢ All right, my dear,” he said, resignedly.

Margarel and her mother talked 1t over again
cyemng an Margarvet's ¢hamber, where, long after
arrl <hosld have heen in bed, lier mother found her on
her heees. They had a lona, ecarnest {alk, and it was
decvdon] that Marearet <should dssmiss John Smith.

“I  werh hie wete o Catholie, Margaret,” she said as
she was teaving CMe don't know much about him,
bl T hieliese ho s oo gooed youn man and will make
soma gl a goad hushand  Bal mined marriages, my
dear, turn out badly very, very often. Wives have much
to hear from fhe hest of bushands, and when they are
not of one farth 1t males it mmch worse.’

that
the

But the matier of dismissing Joehn Smith was not
g0 casy as M, Woods bad thought it would be. Mar-
carvt fried all the old-fashioned methods her  mother
sugecsted, but without suceess. John was a modern
young man, amd those methods were noti effeclive. 1lis
calls contined to be as frequent as usual, anh he was
cvell mole attentive than  ever  Hg  eould not undor-
stard Margaret's changed manner, which caused him'con-
siderable anviety , Iwt he felt that 1t was due to some

misuntlorstanding that would  sconer or later be ex-
plained, so he hept comimg.
Marmaret herself believed in Jobn Smiih.  She be-

lievod that he would become 1 {ime a really devout and
carnest Catholic, and she had certain more or less well-
definedd motions that 1t was her mission to bring John
inbo the true fold ; {that wayv back before the dawn of
tmie 1t hod been tixed that John's everlasting salvation
should  Le committed to her care. She suggested,
though very tamully, some of {those thoughts 1o her
mother during their talk, but Mrs Woods was a very

Prosatc Wona, ol ulterlv destroyed the dream by
homely referemees to the downtighi feolishpess of a wo-
man's matrving @ man to reform him

I ig really wonderful how womankind  thrives on

ardeals  So far as buovancey and hchi-heartedness and
all that sort of thing went, Margaret seemed to be just
the same a4 eaer, hut her maother coutd see that  she
was not <0 happy as she was wont 1o be, and she her-
weIf becanie correspondinely depressed. Then  ope day
therd came a letter o Margarel from her elder brother,

Jiun Junier, who travelled for Stephens, Jemkins,  and
o, amd who «hd not coma home often, wherein  he
sald that ha had acculentally met Joba Smith  in his

tranels  and that he was * all tight.' HHe freated John
and her and their relations to each other with a drum-
mer's facetiousness, too, that added 1o poor Mar-
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