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‘'To be sure not ! ' the old lady answered hastily.

‘ She promised to mend her ways, and mentloned
incidentally thail she had saved enough to marry the
man of her choice,” Bawn remarked, wiwn a grim
smile. ‘If she’d been .going to lock for another place,
I'd have had my doubfs.’ -

The dinner was perfect that evening. To be sure,
for some of the delails -Bawn was obliged to resort
to a Piccadilly restaurateur, but, then, the mnotice
was short. And she surpassed herself in her table
decorntron, which consisbed of many kinds of roses.
She had been %to Covent Garden that morning, and had
bought her roses for a song.

With the removal of Jane life at the flat hecame
idyliic. wawn had discovered a clean, quiet voung
woman, who-came in the motrning to do the rough
work, For the rest, she delighied in doing the duties
of what she had called the * doll’s house flat’ and
waifing on its mistress, %o whom she had become
warmly altached. .

Capfain Gerald Molyneux was there very often. For
a fashionable man alwut -town, he was extraordin-
arily devoted to his aunt by marriage. He had
never let her feel lonely indeed, but now he was more
at the flal than ever. .

*T don’t know what there is about your flat, sunt
Sybilla,” he said. * There 1s something so restful.
When one steps into your little white hall, it is as
though one had left all the fret and disturbance of the
world outside.’ .

* Dear bhoy,?

the old lady sadd, looking at him
aflectionately.

1 didn’'t know vyou had any fret and
disturbance, Gerald, But it is true that I live in
great peace. It is all due fo Brigid; she has made
such a change in my life.!

‘ Ah, Brigid !’ Captain CGerald looked uneasily at
Mrs. Molyneux. ' She seems a very—admirable kind of

gir!. Not 1n the least like a parlor maid, Aunt
Sybilla, is she 7'’
¢ Servants are different in our days,” said BMrs.

Molyneux evasively, without looking al her nephew.

About This time, or soon after, she noticed thet
he Decame silent, restless, out of sorts. At last he
annpunced to her one day that he was going to ex-
change into a regiment under orders for India, and
likely to get some servicg in a  troublesome  little
frontier war, which at $the time was tlaking up a
paragraph or ftwo in the papers every day. ,

Mrs. Molyneux was dismayed. She let a tear fall,
whieh much affected Captain Gerald.

‘I hate fo leave you, dear,’ he said, taking up the
thin, white ofd hand and kissing; it. * You see, vou're
the nearest {hing I've ever had to a mother, and an
uncommonly good substitute. DBut I'm tired of being
an ornamental soldier. I want to work. the Lind of
life we Iead is the safest thing in the world to get a
man into some kind of mischief. Let me go, dear,
and don’t miake I too hard for me. Indeed, it will
be the best fhing.’

Birs. DMolyneux dried her tears.

] L Something in
Gerald’s voice as much as

in his words alarmed her,
for she knew not what. Wasg it possible the boy, who
had always been so good, was In some disreputable
kind of a scrape, or likely to he in one? She was
vaguely frightened, and said nothing meore to turn him
from his purpose.

He was on the eve of effecting the exchange when
he came to the flat one affermpon with a greater
gloom on his brow lhan usual, and of late he thad
been very gloomy..

‘I knocked up against that bad lot Reggle, in Re-

gent street,’ he said. ‘He had just got back, and
means to be In  London for some months. I want
you to promise me one thing, Aunt Sybilla.  Don't

have him here.” .

Mrs. Molyneux looked at her favorite nephew in
distress.

_'How am I to refuse Reggle,” she asked helplessly,
*if he wants fo come ? After all, he is my nephew,
toe. I'm sure I don't © know how he came to be
Caroline’s boy. Perhaps he has given up his wild
ways.’ ’

‘I Repggie ia going to come here, Aunt Sybilla, I
don’t leave London,” said Captain Gerald decisively.

Reggie did come, came first to pay a dubty visit
with an intolerable sense of boredom, siared at Bawn
when slie opened the door {to him, amnd after ihat
firsf visit came again and again.

But, as sure as he came {o the flat, his cousin
CGerald was there before him, or met him in the lift
coming up, ©of was on his heels when he rang the
door bell. . :

. BEven Mrs. Molyneux could not bul notice that the
air was charged with clectricity. The Young men sat
and looked at each other; and, after a time, heggie
would get up with a laugh, take his hat and cane,

48 though they burned her,

and depart. Reggle was always the one who laughed;
Gerald, who had been gay enough in ue old days,
was ©The one {o look careworn and stern. AT wumes
he looked o¢lder ihan Reggie, although that vyoung
gentleman’s handsome, rakish face had more lipes in it
than his  years amccounted for, and Gerald had heen
used to look for many years the younger of the two.

Al las$, one aitermoon Reggie arrived without his
shadow. He knew, perhaps, that for once Gerald was
obliged t0 be on duty. 1t was some little time be-
tween_ his ring at the door bell and his arrival at
Mrs. Molyneux's litile drawing-room. He was smiling,
the used-up, cynical smile which made a good many
people dislike him. One of his dark cheeks had a
vivid red color. He looked excited.

‘I am going fo stay to dinner, Aunt Sybilla,” he
said. -

¢ Very well, my dear,” Mrs. Molyneux replied, gquite
oblivious of the scapeprace's tingling oheek, and feeling
rejoiced that Captain Gerald was not to turn up, for
the feud between the cousing troubled her.

The dinmer was exguisite, as usual ; but Brigid
somehow fell short in her aftendance. She looked as
though she had been erying, and she neglected to fill
Reginald Molyneux's glass. In fact, the gentleman had
to help himself. She dropped the plates before him

and handed him vegeiables
at arm's length. : .

Mirs. Biolyneux was very short-sighted and very un-
observant, but even she could not fail to notice how
her nephew behaved to the parlor maid. His eyes were
nrore on her than on his .plale. In fact, he stared
in a very rude way, so that at length the old lady
grew indignant. .

*1 should be glad, Reggie,’ she said stiflly,
Bawn was out of the room, ‘if you would not stare
at Brigid. You embpayrass the poor girl so that she
does not know what she is doing.’

He murmured an apology, and was a liftle more
careful when Bawn returned.. In fact, Mrs. solyneux
thought Her rehuke had been received excellently, and
began to execuse Regpie in her own mind. ‘She could
not seco how he stared into the parlor maid’s eyes
whenever she handed him a dish, nor his almest im-

perceptible smile, which cut Bawn like a lash,

IHowever, she did Nappen to he looking straight at
thepi when this extracrdmmary incident occurred. Bawm
was Dhanding an entree of sweetbreads amd mushrooms
in thick hrown gpavy, to which Mr. Molyneux  was
helping himself with great slowness. Suddenly she
saw the girl lift the silver dish and deliberately pour
its conlents over the young gentleman’s sleek head and
immaculale -garments, There was a shriek, an oath,
a socurry. Bawn had fled from the room, and ..eginald
Molyneux was standing, streaming like dhe god Nep-
tune, only with brown gravy instead of sea water, a
collection of sweethreads and mushrooms betweens his
shirt front and his wvest, brown pgravy streaming down
his nose, hanginp from his eyelashes and pas hair,
helpless, infuriated, dumb.

An hour later Captain Gerald, relisved from duty,
made his appearance at the flat, and found his aunt
gravely disturbed. .

‘I couldn’t have Uelieved it of Brigid—I couldn’t,
indeed ! ' she said. * You should have seen the sight
he was, even after he'd tried—{o wash it off. T’m:
afraid he must have been rude 1o her.

‘I'm in love with your parlor maid, Aunt Sybilla.’

‘ Was that why you were going to exchange ?’

‘Becawse 1 was an idiot. Y did know she was a
lady. Yet—yet—I was afraid I miglif break your heart.’

¢ She belongs to a very good family—the Desmonds
of Ballintubber. 1 found she had been living with my
old friend, Urace Quinn, whom I had never seen since
we werc girls together in the County Clare. Where
are You going 1o, Gerald, my dear ?°

‘To apologize to Miss Desmond for my cousin’s ras-

when

cality—to ask her to stay with you and me, Aunb
Sybilla. .
‘Bawn ! ' said Captain (Gerald a few minutes later.

*T1 am proud of your spirit. If Repgie had succeeded in

kissing you, I should have killed him.’
; gawn locked down thoughtfully a% her slender, strong
hand.

‘ You should have Heard the report’ she said, ‘when
I smacKed his face. T thought Mrs. Molyneux would
come oul to see what had happened. He Iz not likely
to Jforge%,” she continued pensively. ¢ And yet it was a
pity. IT was a delicious entrec ; I had mpde it think-
ing of you.’ )

*I should not Bave enjoyed it half so much .if I
had ealen it,” Captain Gerald said, with grim delight.~-
Katherine Tynan in the * Skeich.’

Solf-respect is one of the best senliments we can have
when evil entices, but our respect for ourselves must be
bhasced ypon the valué God sebs upon our souls,

.



