
The "more bracing watering place' was suggested by Colonel
Di'.mayne to get them out of the neighbourhood, fearing thatif
they remained wi'bin epsy leach of Dalmayne Lodge they might
retain their host and hostess on their visiting list.

Next moniing upon coming down to breakfast MrsBridgman
was profuse in her thanks with legard to the cheque.

'1 thank, you very much, ma'am,' nhe said, 'and your good
gentleman, too, to whom please krive my respects asIdon't see him
here, andIquite think with you,ma'am, as to the hair. Devon-
shire is henervating, andIshould certainly prefer Margate, and, if
you'll forgive me saying it, younger aud more cheerful society

—
not

buc what your young Miss is young and merry enough, I
must say, anelmy 'Enery will feel leaving her,Iknow;he's very
susceptible and seldom 'art 'ole. However,' she continued after a
pause, 'your reasons is enough—

your visitors
—

and of course we
mu-'t make way for older friends.'

BothMrs Bridgman and her son didample justice to the break-
fast, and the former expressedher desire for the carriageat twelve
o'ch)ck. At that hour they were equipped for departure,and Mrs
Dalmayne accompanied her visitors to thehall door, and itmaybe
imagined with what pleasure she didso.

Celia's part in the transaction had to be accountedfor,andafter
some inquiry all was made clear, much, as it may be imagined, to
that charitable lady's annoyance.

Mrs Bridgman, who was naturally of a soaring nature, had
mentioned to the secretary of the

'Society for theProvisionof Gar-
ments for the Indigent ' that her great maternal ambition was to
see 'Every moving in the society whichby his natural accomplish-
ments andcharms he was eminently fitted tograce. Shehad added
that any institution which could procure for her the attainment of
her long-cherished object would be presented with a special large
consignment of cast-off clothes

The secretary had brooded over this remark, and ithad occurred
to her that dear, good-natured Miss Celia Wharton would be a fit-
ting agent to help the society to win theprize,being well connected
and so kinel-hearted. She had therefore broached the subject to
that lady, dwelling chiefly on Query's delicacy, with his need for
change eif air, and the chanty of the poor widow in presenting her
mite of disused clothing (not referring to thebribe). Shehad found
Celia immediately and irresponsibly sympathetic, hence the disas-
trous visit to Dalmayne Lodge.— Catholic FirotuL'.

The Catholic World.
ENGLAND.— Death ofa Prominent London Catholic-

it is wiih de-ep regret (ays the London '1ahb t) that we have to
record the death of Mr. B. T (J Co-,telloe. LC.C, M.L.5.8., which
occurred on December '22. He was aman whose variety of interests
leel him into many activities,the chief of w hioh perhaps was his
stn nuousand devoted work for the Church of his affection. His
earnestness and eh)quence in placing old truths in a new light and
in urging his conclusions on social subjects will be sorely missed.
'In the prime of lite (says the ]huh/ ChrouicL), when he was
beginning to make his mark. Mr. Costclloe died. He will be sorely
missed by London Liberal-, f >r he was the warm friend of allpro-
gressive causes. Members of the Catholic Church and those who
belong to the niosu advanced sohuoLs of philosophy will join in
regretting his loss, as he united a loyal devotion to that Church to
wide andpeculiarly keen sympathies withallmovementsof modern
thought. A convinced and stalwart Progressive,he fought with
exiraorehnary vigour many a plucky fight for the cause of good
government,andalthough for some years he has felt the strain of
Ins aieluous labours,his energy was unremitting. His last great
effort was his valuable speech at the London school Board only a
week or two ago on the under-fed scholars question. Benjamin
Fiancis Conn Costelloe, son of MartinR. Costelloe,a Boardof Trade
smveyor at Glasgow, was born on April 15, 18.1.5. He married
Mary Whitall, daughter of Mr. Robert Pearsall Smith, of Phila-
delphia,T'.S A, in 18!-C>, and he leaves two daughters. In his day
he was oneof the most distinguished students of the University of
Glasgow. He to-ik his degree in LS7."» with high honours in philo-
sophy and with h ii'mi

-
aKo in classics After his course at that

Uiiivrrtiity he went to B.i'hol College, Oxford, and there he also
took a prominent position, lie was v favourite pupil of Jovvett,
whoonce described him as

'
the moat distinguished student of his

yearat Balhol.1

Death Of Lady Mostyn—
The death is reportedof the Hon.

Lady Mo-tyn, which took place at her residence, Haunton Hall,
Tarn worth, on the eveningot Cnri-tuias Day. was the widow
of Sir Pjers Mostyn, eighth baiomt of Talacre, Flintshire, and
daughter of Lord Lo\.it, fourteenth Baron of Beaufort Castle,
Imvness-shire. She Laves behind her nine children to mourn
their loss. The eldest son is the present baronet;another is the
Bishop of Meuevia.

of 'Enery's attempts tomake himself agreeable to her, oncr.uiagt d
as he was to this by nods, winks, and smiles from his mother

The boom of the dinner gon^j was thucfore a welcome sound to
them, and evidently so to Mrs.Bri Igman. who own d to heling a'sinking 'at her chest.' For what stay is a oouple of p >rk }.iis as we brought from
home andate in the train.' she Hiid, " though wed'd wash\m do\ui
with a littlehalf ani half, whLh ll'v-y h-v] r,f ,„ � hmtlo and
brought with 'im /'

The Colonel did not come1 down t'!! tVy bid cnf<pil Hie
dining-room, so Mrs, Dalmayne again pei formed the ollicu of
cicerone.

They were soon seated at table, and the butler advanced to
uncoverthe soup tureen. As he did so, he accidently tniched Mrs.
Bridgman's chair. In a moment that lady was on her ft et and she
made a deepcurtsey to the stolid functionary.

'I'opeIaint taking your chair, sir,' she said politely.
The butler didnot deignto reply,but the footman retiredhastily.

as ifBuddenly overcome.
With the soup Mrs.Bridgman became conversational,and began

toassumean attitude of great cheerfulness.

'
Did youliveinLondonwhenMr. Bridgman was alive

'' queried

'Thank you, young man,' she said, when a servant proferred
sherry,'I'll just have a bitter, or a glass of porter. You see, .she
continued,addressing the hostess, 'I'vehad a very tiring journey,
andmy ! it was 'ot. There was one young lady in the kerndge.
Youneedn't blush, 'Enery, Iwon't tell no tales. She hid brought
somecold tea. whichIdon'tknow whatIshould 'aye done without,
thepies 'avin' been that salt. Yours is a very good brew, Colonel.'
remarked Mrs. Bridgman,after a few minutes' silence, asshe tnushi d
her second glass of 'bitter.' 'It's just what my poor,dear usband
would haveliked,poor man ;he was a connysoor,' and she gave a
profoundsigh.

The Colonel merely bowed inresponse toher remark, but Mrs.
Dalmhyne thought thisa good opportunity to learnsomethingof the
dear departed.

'
At the bar, was henot /' enquired her hostess

bug, 'Well, ma'am, not exactly in London. We had a pretty rural
little willa 'Ackney way,but dear Benjamin, my 'usband had to go
to London every day. You see, ma'am, my Benjamin was in the
public line, and so had to go to bussnoss daily'

'Well, he was, andhe wasn't,if you can understand,' replied
Mrs.Bridgman. 'He was attached to the 'Orse and 'Ounds,but wan
not exactly theproprietor. Howeverheearned atidy bit,hisservices
being often required. 'Enery would have followed the same pro-
fession, but wasn't strong enough,''

By calling he was a chucker hout,' continued the widow after
a short pause, ' that is ma'am,' she .--aid as she saw a puzzled look
on Mrs. Dalmayne's face.

'
he had to clear the house at closing time

of any who was inclined togive trouble.'
Dinner was at length over and the dessert graced the board, to

whichMrs. Bridgman andher son did full justice.
The sight of apine apple again loosened her tongue,it remind-

ingher, as she told Mrs. Dalmayne,ot her soldier son.
'He is now in Ilinda, ma',mi,1 sai1 .-he, 'and I11 be bound he

has those things for themere \n< king of emhup. He's a good son
he is. He's promised me a llindiau shawl, such as her Majesty
gives away,you know, ma am, and he s^-h he 11 bring 'Knry 'oine a
Nookah, but it wouldn't be much good to him as he <i< >t s,n't smoko.
ButI'm proudof Sam, she contiuued. 'he & earned his stupes, and
he always wasa steady lad.'

'You'vea thirdson,ha\e you not
" enquired Mrs. Daymayne'Yes, indeed and Ihaw' replied Mrs Kridgman with evident

pride,' and a tine chap he is; lie (ii i\es a hingine belonging to the
Great Western Railway Company, which ha5*5* a wife ami twm>

Mrs. Dalmayne's sign,.l to rise was a great reli t to Mr.
Dalmayne, who was very glad when he found himself alone, Tary
haviner left the room with the l.^die".

When they were all in the drawing-room and the cofLe wa-
brought into the room Mrs Bridgmandeclined to partake of it

'Hoping you'll excuse me. ma am. it always gives rue con-
gestedspasms,' she said, ' but it Imight arst just a little soiimthm',
to whichI'vealways been accustomed, whenIgo to bod, I f-lutll bt
obliged.''Oh, certainly,' replied Mrs. Da'mayue, 'and 1 hop" you will
not sit up longer than yoalike, you must. Iam sure, be tired alter
your journey.'

'Thank you kindly,Ithink we will retire And. as we are
both 'evy sleepers, perhaps one of your obliging youi g men, who
wasso attentive to me at dinner will rap u-^up in the morning.'

After Baying this Mrs. Bridgtnan gave one of her curtly
curtseys and withdrew. But just as Mrs. Dalmayne was telling
her daughter to let the Colonel know that their vi-utorshad retired
(as she knew he was absenting himself on their account) Mrs.
Bridgman again appeared'Only just tosay,ma'am, that as you are so very kind, will you
please,hif its the same to you,let the little somethin" bepin, and
"Hold Tom" if handy,1 and bhe again disappeared,this tune for
good.

That evening Colonel and Mrs. Dalmayne had a long chat
Both decided thatit would be impossible to endure their company
even for another day, and as Mrs. Bridgman did not evince any
signs of a sensitive nature, they felt suro that an end to the vwl
could be easily arranged;with a substantial cinque to act as a
panacea to any wound to uheir self-love. That Celia was ignorant
of the kindof peopleshe hid persuaded them to invite was epitam.
so she must have been deceived insome way or other. At any rate.
they could have no scruples in sending themaway.

A letter was, therefore, writt'n to be sent to Mr«, Biidgman
next morning with her early cup of tea, to which the Colonel
mischievously suggested a " little something ' being addedso as to
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hiv< nglhen the lady's nerves before reading the missive. The letter
wan a1* follows

, Colonel and Mrs. Dalmaynehope that Mrs.Bridgman andher
«oii will not be inconvenienced by a change of arrangements, but
they find that they require the rooms now occupied by them for
ottur 'ifitors. However, as they fear these altered plans maybe
the oec iMon of.unie exp -us.*, they trust that Mrs. Bridgrnan will
acccp' the enclosed eh< quo, w hich thty hope will also enable them
to j^o to some other wateringplace, anci they would Ruegest amore
Ki.ii-intr one. as probably likely to prove more beneficial to Mr.
lli'iny Bridgman. The carriage will be in readineSß to take them
10 the station at any time after breakfast for whijhMrs. Bridgman
may ordir it."
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