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THIE CHURCH OPPOSITE

St. Paul’'s Church across the way—Gothic in out-
line, of grey stone and vine-covered, with a plot of
grass in front of b, a pretly 1reclory, also of vine-
covered stone, in a weil-kept lawn to the mnght, tall
mapiles hiding the roofs of both church and rectory—
was the deciding pro in a decision made difficult by a
variety of cons in favor of the fromt room in Mrs.
Dawson’s select hoarding-house.

A spinster without domestic iies, with an inheriled
iendency to rheumatism, an inherited love of the beau-
tiful, and an inherited meagre income must perlorce
aoguire a sound judgment and an insiinct for relative
values if these qualitics happen not to be also a part
of her inheritance.

The room had pea-green paper, an ancient Brussels
carpet with faded roses siill chinging here and theie to
its threadbare surface, and a set of cheap oak furniture;
but a change of heart in Mrs. Dawson, I reasoned,
might result in fresh wall paper and a painled {loor
with rugs{ while nothing lesg than fire or flood could re-
move the church--the church that recalied haleyon Eng-
lsh days, uplands of daffodils and dasies, youlh,
friends, and the fleeiing bits of happiness that had heen
my portion ; the church 1hat brought back forgoiten
poems of Wordsworth and the quieter lyrics of Tenny-
son ; the churchyard with s bird choruses in the
maples, its splendid moonlii solitudes, where T amd my-
self, so lohg clese friends, could ponder aver the strange
whys of lie, and find in the stars above the darh-
leafed maples the hey to its higher anfl finer things.

Mrs. Dawson proved open io consiction in the mat-
ter of wall paper, and a lady giving up housekeeping
sold a rug ridiculously cheap, so all things worled for
good and verified the soundness of my Judgment.

‘ Nearly all my boarders go 1o St. Paul's across
the way, whether they be Kpiscopals or not,’ explained
Mrs. Dawson. ‘1 guess you'll find aboutl the besl'prea-
chin’ there, an@ by far and away the best musie. 1'm
a Bapiist mysell, and I don’t believe but what ihe
Lord when he said Ile bapiised, meant baptised lihe Ie
was in the River Jordan, and not just sprinkled , but
I ain’t got no call to meddle with other folks' hellefs’

However, ihe good woman had treublesome suspi-
cions of 2 call 1o meddle with mine when she found
that T passed by 1te heautiful  Litle church opposite,
with its allurements of © pood preaching and the best
musle,” to wend tny hobbling rheumalic way {o a large,
sguare, ugly brich slructure some ten squalcs off, where
an Insh priest oflered the HMHoly Sacrifice of the
.Mass.

On my return she said @ ° The nicest people in Oving-
ton are Episcopals, or Ipiscopalians and Presbyterians,
a fow rich folks are Methodists, but the Catbolics are
nearly all of ’em st plum ecommon'!’

There was civident her Lwin desire le enlizhien a
stranger as Lo lhe unwisdom of her course and to give
a telling knock 1o an old #ne. As a faithful subscriber
to the Bapiist flag, Mrs Dawson’s prejudice against all
things Catholic was easily explained.

‘1'd think yoa wifh your rheumaiism would wani
to go to the necarest church, and Mr. Illwell is ihe nevti
thing to a priest , he wears a sort of white night-
gown when he preaches, and has candles on the altar,
and he reads prayers out of a book, so I’'d think vou
wouldn't find much difierence between his church  and
vour own. It beats me how a free-born American can
abide havin’ an ¥ljetalian in Rome bossin' her Church

I ventured the modest reminder that St. Paul had
been a Roman citicen, and therefore incligible according
to her for the iilular samntship of the church opposite,
but Mrs. Dawson met me with the incontrovertible sface-
ment that St. Pau! is dead.

I did not pursue the argument. Tt seemed strange
to have these old insular prejudices, that I had associ-
ated with Know-Nothing outhreaks and an iron age of
culture, it their heads in hostile precting at the {hres-
hold of my new home. Coming straight from Furope,
where four-filths of ihe denominat‘ons that flourish in
America are nni even huown by name, and where some
worlhy people are nal sure that Umnitarianism is nnt g
sort of fruit or fresh-awr eure, il was a distinet shouk
to find that T mast readjust my menial attitudes.

On my way to carly Mass I not infrequently fell in
with Mrs, Desmond and her dauvmhfer Annie, whose ae-
quaintance I bhad formed when in quesi of lodgings. The
one was old, bLenf, work-worn and shabby, the other
beantiful, damty, and fashicnably gowncd To do her
justice, Anmie Desmond’s clothes were largely the result

of her own gkill and taste, and represented time, 'da.ys
and weeks of time, rather than mere dollars, In fagt
as I got {o lmow her better the girl's life seemed $o
resolve 1tselj into two unequal portions, the one -given
to preparabion for pariies, the other to the parties
themselves, The Desmonds belonged to the socil strug-
glers. Mrs. Desmond, a widow who earped a living fox
herself and her children by keeping ‘boarders, appeared
to have no ambiiicns for Lerself ; and this patient self-
ahnegation made her over-weening ambition for Annie
her first-horn, partahe almost of the nature of the
heroie,  The hard tasks of life were for Lher, the plea«
sures for Annde. Amnie’s hands were white and soft
itted for playing the piano, at which she spent severai
hours a day, cmbroidering a lunch cloth, or gracefully,
ply1r{g the tennis dracquet. '
Annie Desmond, I soon discovered, occupied
tentatwg Place  in Ovington society.’ Hermfriengi:l?ips&
formed in the High School, were the stepping stones‘
and her own superh beauty was the hostage to wha.tevetf'
of popularity she  enjoyed among the leading people.
;l‘ht]:_ girl was, indeed, so exquisitely beautifyl that to
look at her was a delight—a mass of Titian hair, a
complexion of show and r¢ses, hrown eyes and well’-cuﬁ
features, marred only, to the hypercritical, by a little
clqu, rourd and babyish and weak. '
. our desultory chals on the way from Mas
Desmond confided many of her past d}irsa.ppointu?ezwhg.?(i
future hojes te me, seeming to attach an undue import-
ance to my point of view of life and things in general
my long residence in lwrope giving me some sort o’t
prescriptise right, in her eves, to set up as arbiter of
standards and usages. The novelty of the situation
had ils amusing side. As for Amnie herself, her admir-
1a}t’um was s0 cvident and artless that it would have
a%enz%]gn.ﬁmty heart to fail to respond with a very real
I saw agped deal of Annie ; frequently sh
windows, now with one young ma?l, novyv wftl?a:rsxg%htgg
g;ometlmejs with two, s0 that there was really no causé
1ecc}lr bsurp;as;}e when one ghorious day in October she flagh.
mobi%e.wn Horace Granger in his dazzling new auto-
. The Grangars are the leaders of the leadi
in Our;g_ton, and Ilorace is the only sou. adﬂné ?:&?ég
i8 president of the Ovinglon First National Bank, di-
fector of a street railway, owner of g wheat ramch of
five thousand acres. All this wealth will one day be
;?gmlller;t-age of Hlorace and his two sisters. Ovington
CIS are merely human, so ' g
of I{i{uddha in a s\?jallowﬁtail cogtljn Horace wasasorb
Is. Uranger is an autoerat with iron- i
a double chin.” Were she to wear crinolix1e§r2§3h§f;c?{:g
ker teeth the other Ovington matrons would speedily do
lihewise.  When she appears at a party I canmot  hel
thinking farcically of flies around a dish of homey. X
handsome, masterful, naturally intelligent woman she is
made sipremely arrogant by the adulation that has sc;
long heen her porlwn. I am conslantly remindedd by
Mrs. Granger of another autecral whom I once knew
rather well—Mrs. Radeliff, who reigns over a bigger, ch!
2 much Ligger hintdom, although Mrs. Radelift would I
am  sure, haughtily resent the comparison. Mrs, R;ld-
el has many ithings lacling in Mrs. Granger-—a fine
1eveeption in accenis, a cultivated Judgment as to pie-
tures and tapestries, an intimacy with French and Get-
man - and Italian, a familiardy” with high society in
many lands; veb  despite  {hese multitudinous differ~
ences I s0ll hold iny opinion as to the kinship of the
two women ; their souls, if not sisters, are surely first
crr)lulsms. 1F‘or 1 hase discovered in the course of a long
Ian;n-\ anied career that human nature is very, very hu-
I confessed {o myseli g lively curiosit 3
Mrs. Granzer regarded Annie Desmond. T)Imaatg?tud]:ao:;
the son did not leave one long in doubt. The automo-
bile had become Annie’s ear of trivmph. 1  sometimes
Parrond%rod just . what Horace found in the girl, apart
onm her raro brautv, or was th i
1haf’nthr‘ all-sufficient charm ? thete anything else, was
1 other girls were divided {nto tw ]
rh losnphers who furaed to the rising sun‘?c:mc{‘laTl‘Pes,bzzg
who iried vainly to nide it under ke little fub of envy
Hl«\r[ly after Christmas Annie came to s¢e me to.
flnounce in starry-eved ecestacy her engagement to Horw
ace (iranzer. It was jov to wilness her joy. Cinder-
:Fl}a, mn[‘tlhe Pl’un('to \;}r(‘rv, indeed, no far-fetched parallel
1o world an ils treaspures g ; iry’s
wand had beeome her own, bY@ tauch of a fairy's
Alter her engagzement was anhou di
much of  Annie; naturally her timen\?vf:ls fbag:’(rll lL?)tw?gg
her Tover, the round of social  functions in her honor
and the trousrean  Bemng a philosopher, too, in m'
small way, I realised that my own imp(;rtanée to thg
gitl's sense of altered values hag specdiiy dwindled. I,
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