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A DEMORALIZING MARRIAGE.

I.

* It ought to be a very brilliznt ball,” anid Mre, Casilear.

“ I baven’t a doubt that it will be,” returned the reporter
for the Morning Tamindary,

Mra. Casilear rose from her chair and moved several paces
toward the centre of the redlly imperisl deawing-room,
Bhe was a laucge-moulded woman, with luminous black cyes
and a set of teeth that should have been quite flawless be-
copuse she frequently showed them in a full, bland smile.
But Mra. Casilear’s teeth were marvels of adroit dentistry,
and, like everything else about her, gavo evidence of careful,
artistic cultivation. Still, it i3 posaibls that no woman could
have been at once more smart of attire, more dignified of
carriage, and more entirely unaristocratic of demeanor, It
was not that she revealed any tuint of vulgarity; sbe had
the “broad” proounciation and npasal-toned volce of the
West; but we have learned to associate these with so much
refinement and education in our American women that they
no longer carry a deploeable sound to New York or Boston

ears. The Eoglish that Mrs, Casilear vsed was without
1# 5



6 A DEMORALIZING MABRRIAGE.

fault. Bbe adjusted her white, gem-decked and well-tended
hands with grace; her attire was always the pith and kernel
of fushion, unmarred by one least hint of londness. Nothing
about her would have faornished material for the censure of a
raffineur in codes, modes and niceties, and yet vou could not
have found any such dainty arbiter, from New York to 8t
Petersburg, who would have been willing to admit that
high-breeding was one of her evident endowments, A eritic
thus deftly equipped, however, might have conceded that
she showed & conscious desiré to be accredited with this dis-
tinetion.

T thought it best to sce you in person, and to tell you all
the fects,” Mra, Cusilear now continued,  She lifted one arm,
indicating by a sweep of it the crnaments und grandeurs of
the apartment. “You may mention the house,” she con-
tinued, “if yon earo to do so.”

% Oh, yes,” said the reporter, who chanced, in this caso, to
be a woman. “I understand that perfectly.” Bhe dashed
off several lines on the tablets on her lap, glancing for a
moment to right and left. “While I waited for von to
appear I took a great deal of notice.”

She was a girl of perhaps not more than tweoty, with a
pale, clean-cut face that looked none the healthier because
of her somewhat shabhy raiment, nnd a quick-darting brown
eve that habit bad already trained in the keener aptitudes
of eerutiny,

© Oh, very well,” replied Mrs, Casilear. Bhe proceeded
to speak as if addressing some imaginary third party, her
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gaze roaming from tapestry to statue, from Turkish rug to
Japanese sereen, from o painting by Cabanel to a bronze by
Barye, finally reating upon her own portrait, preposterously
flattered, for which a vast number of franea had not long
ago been pald in Parla to Carolus Duran. * There are
abont a thousand invitations issued. The rooms will be
decorated with the cheicest flowers procurable; Klunder
has that in charge,—gloire d¢ Puris and Cornelia Cook
roses, you know, and a profusion of lilies-ofithe-valley,”

¢ Thank von,” said the reporter, with her slim and rather
dingy fingers working away ot her tublets,  An instant later
she looked wp inguiringly. * There¢'ll be 2 German, I sup-
posa.”?

“ Oh, of courae ™

“Who will lead it, pleasre? Mr. Tinckney Clarke? Mr.
Behuylkill Lexington 3

Mre. Casilear lifted her neat black eyebrows hanghtily,
-—-a trifle too hanghtily under the circomstances, which
were those of her own voluntary submiesion to an “inter-
view.”

“Must I tell that?? she asked, with a little cold trill of
laughter.

© Oh, not if you haven’t decided yet,” said the girl-scribe
apologetically,

Mrs. Casilear coughed. *Well, Ihaven’.” She promptly
became more affuble, “You take for gronted that oune of
those two gentlemen ought to lead my eofillon 2

“0Oh, no; not that, DBut they're mostly ]elll]ing, this

A,
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winter, at the Patriarchs’ and the Asgemblies, and all such
places. Mr. Pinckney Clarke is considered the best leader, T
believe, though he don’t come of the same Knickorbocker
ptock, you know, gs Mr. Schuylkill Lexington does.™

% Ab, indeed,” wae the measuredly sedate reply. * Well,
I am no! decided yet om that point. DBut you might put
down Mr. Lexington. I suppose my eister will select him.”

“Very well. Thank you.” The fingers began to work
again at the tablets. * Your sister is Miss Roealind Maturin,
I believe ¥

# Mizs Rosalind Matorin, Yee; I eee you know her.”

The reporter looked up again, with a smile. *Of course.
Who doesn’t? Your family iz about as well known to us
newspa; er people as though “twas the President’s,”

¢ Ah, I see,” murmured Mrs. Casilear. She liked this;
it wus just the sort of incense that pleasurably tickled her
nostrils, 4

“ Some of the guests, now 7' continued the girl. *Would
you mind giving me a few of their nomes, please? I mean
of those that have accepted,”

“ Accepted 1" Mra, Casilear Driskly echoed, and with a
tartness that toid she did not like the word. * No one has
accepted, my good young lady, and for un excelient reason.
I sent my cards out simply in the form of an * At Home.'
That did away with the bothersome shower of notes after-
ward.”

“ An ¢ At Home. Certainly. I understand.”

The girl understood but too well. She had said to one



