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write Emma Ray while she was away, it would please
her so muph, and she thoughi of a fine sentiment to put
in the letter. She would say thal she had never real-
ised her own littleness so much as when she had her
first glimpse of the mountains, and she did not lknow
that 1n reality she realised her own superiority instead
of her littleness. ‘"I'hey reached iLhe hotel, and she was
ghown to her room. She felt a slight inward tiemor,
because she had never heen in a hotel before, but she
fairly strutied across the office, holding her honneted
head high, with her little cheched shawl still over he-
shouiders., And she calried out her intention of ship-
ping on  her black silk shitt and her white cambris
Sacque, in which to appear at supper. But for the first,
time in her hife Maria Gorham had an awed sensation ag
she saw the other women sweep inbo the dining room in
evenitig gowns. She looked around furtively, and she
gaWw Dot wnother woman in a sacque. Bub she was nob
easily daunted, not even when some other ladies in low
neck gowns seated themselves at her table, and she saw
thent looking askance at lher sacque,

She ordered Ler supper with dignily aped ate if, and
when she hagd finished she marched stifily the whole
length of the dining room, They had placed her at a
table at the extreme end. She bLeard furtive chuckles,
but she dil rot admit that they were laughing at her,
Maria Gorham, and that she did not still believe in her
sacque and its entire appropriateness to the occpshon,
and she would not weaken. She went into the music
room and seated herself composedly and Listened to the
orchestra and watched ihe young people dance. When
at last she went up to her room and divested herself
of the sacgue, she did not own that she would not
weal it again to supper whie she was in the hotel. In-
stead she hung it up carelulty with a little defiant alr,
under the cretonne curtain which served in liew of a
closet on one side of the room. ‘1 don't care what
other folks wear, I rather think T have a right to wear
anything I choose which is tidy and comfortable,’ she
toll hersell. The next morning she attired herself in
the pipk wrapper and went down to breakfast, and she
was soon aware that not another woman n the dining
roofn wore a wrapper. She became aware thal furtine
fun was made of her. he people 1n the holel were, on
the whole, a well-bred and good-natured lot, and wae
incapable of downright ridicule. But now Maria Gor-
ham’s spirit was up, Out on the verandah she went
and walked up and down, holding up her wrapper daip-
tily. Then she sat down on one of the verandah chairs
and watched people pass her wifh furtive sfarcs at her
wrapper, and she felt failly warlike. She said Lo her-
self that she would not persist 1n wearing the white
cambric sacque 1o supper, since she had not plamnirl
that, although if there came a warm night. when  she
did not feel tike putting on a tight dress she would wear
it, but as for the wrapper, she would not give i one
whit., It was g pretty wrapper and nicely made, irim-
v belted with a pink ribbon. She had intended to wear
Ii mornings doring her stay af the hotel, and she would
wear 1. And she did, bul as {he time went on  she
sullered tortures Ridicule was the hardest thing in the
world for one of her hind teo endurc, Open warfare
would have been more to her Hhing, but ridicule it was
that she had io prepare herself jor every morning, and
ridicule the worse because 1L was covert and could not
be met wilh open resentment. Several times in  the
evening when she was wearilg one of her best dresses,
which somchow seemed not so fine as she had tihought
them, she heard herself alluded to as the woman who
wore the wrapper mornings. She hpew 1hat was the
name she wemt by, but the more she suffered the more
obstinate she grew. She walked the verandah o  her
wrapper. She even climhbed a mountain, a small one,
marching to the summit as grimly and unflinchingly as
the youth in * Fxcelsior, kolding up the wrapper care-
Tully above her starched petticoal. She wore on  that
expedition her litile bonnet with a small hlack lace veil,
and the black flies crawled under the veil ahd bif her
cruelly. 'Dhe next day ber face was so swollen thal she
was obliged to call in the hutel physician, and it was on
that day that Mrs, Kvans came in the afternoon. There
was a gentle hnockh al Maria’s door, ard Maria said,
‘ Come in,’ and a woman as gentle as the Lnock entered
and asked if she could not do something for her. She
had heard that she was ill. Marta amswered gratefully
et first, but then she caughl a swift glance at the other
woman's eye at {he pink wrapper, a foid of which ob-
truded from  behind the calico curtain, and she under-
stoed that s woman, sweet and geutle and kind-
hearted as she was, had leoked upon her in the wrap-
per as the others had. Then she spole erimly, al.
though grimness only lent renewed absurdity 1o her
distorted face. * There is nothing vou can do, tha«k
you,” she said, 'T  have bhad medical advice.' The
' riedical advice ' alone would have proclaimed her the
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school teacher. The gther woman was rather persistent
in her kindness. she offered to read to her, but Maria,
refused more and more brusquely. The woman went
away, but sooun she sent by a bellboy a plate of grapes,
having selected the choicest fron; some which had been
senl to her from New York.

A weel later the woman called again on Maria, and
she spoke out with exceeding sweetness, which still had
a sling-in it. * What & fovely wrapper that is you are
wearing,’ said the woman.

Maria’s face changed. She looked ab her suspicious-
ly, aithough she answered with dignity. *‘ Thank you,’
she said.

‘ What a pity it is that wrappers, no matter how
pretby they are, are not worn in large hotels,” said the
woman.  Then her face colored pileous]y before the iy-
dignation in Maria's.

‘It does  nol make the slightest diffierence io me
what is worn 1n hotels, or is net worn in hotels,’ said
Maria sternly. ‘I wear whatever I please as lopg as it
iz lidy and respectahle.’

The next morning dlaria in her wrapper shook hands
with the woman, as she went sut of the hotel on her
way up 1o the train. ' do dope you den’t lay wp
alything against me,’ said the other womap.

* Not at all,” said Marig, briskly and kindly. 'Then
the woman went her way. She was the only one of the
guests who had spoken to Maria, and she had been in
the hotel two weeks. Nobody at all spoke to her dur-
Ing the remaiamng two weeks of her stay. Maria was,
on the whole, more lonely than she had ever been in
her life, and she did more thinking. She thought a
good deal about Dexter Hay., She thought how, if she
had a husband with her like many of the other women,
she woenld not have felt so defenceless and isolated in
her wrapper, which she had begun to regard as g matter
of principle.  She felt sure that Dexter would admire
the wrapper. She could see just the kindly, wershipful
expression that woufd come into his brown eyes at the
sight of her in it.

Two days  before Maria went home she wrote to
Emma Ray, and told her when she was coming, and
ashed her and her brother to come in and spend the next
esening with her.  Maria was pale when she posted the
letter in the little hotel office. She had never asked
Dexter 1o sipend the esening with her before, and she
lwew what it would niean.

Fmia Ray, when she got the letter the day belore
Maria’s return, read it aloud to Dexter. When Emma
tead that Maiia would like to have them hboth in  and
swend the evening, the brother and sister looked at each
other. Dexter’s homely, faithful -face flushed, then turn-
ed very pale. Kmma gared at him with 1he sympathy
of a mother, rather than of a sister. Nobody knew
Fow she had piiied him, ar'd how hard she had iried io
help him. She smiled with the Toveliest unselfishness,
then she looked azain at the lett®T in her hand. ‘Guess
Maria has been eatin’ humble pie,’ she thought to her-
sell | then she reflected how much she thought of Maria
and her  brother, anl how glad she was. fwell, T
giess Matia thinks that the old iriemds that have al-
ways set store hy her are ihe best, after all,” che said,
and a morval perfume, as of ihe sweetmess of bumility
itell, secemed to come ip her face from the letter.—Ex-
chanoe.
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AFRICA —Mission to the Copts

The mission enlrusled Lo the Jesuil Falhers by Leo
XITI. in 1879, to Ining ahout in Upper Egypt a recon-
oi’iation with the Coplic Churches, Is being successfully
carried put under the direction of the Rev. Pere Nenr
rit. Two large colleges have been opened at Cairo and
al Alexandria, and the number of Copls now reconcilenl
Is estimated at over 20,000.

BELAIUM—Peter's Pence i

The Peter’s Pence which the Catholic pressmen  of
Belgium are about to present to the Holy Father will
be used by his oliness for the erecticm of parochial
churches in the new quariers of Rome.

CEYLON —Catholic Progress

On Janvary 24 was celebrated the twenty-fifth anni-
versary of the episcopal consecration of the Most Rev.
Dr. Melivan, Archbishop of Colombo, Ceylon. . In .the
course of an address the Coadjwtor-Bishop said : ‘Since
tho day of your Grace's consecration in 1880 and the
day of your wrrival! in Ceylon in 1868, what progress
bas our religion made here ! Then there were ng such
flourishingy Catholic institutions as we see today; mo
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