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RATING OF MISS
The current belief in Bellord'i in

ner most circle that Miss Bond was a 
good woman was shared by Miss 
Bond herself. Not that she ever said i 
she was good, on the contrary, she 
called herself a great sinner, and 
would expatiate at length to a pa
tient listener on her faults* which 
somehow, in her narration of them, 
were made to appear as virtues in 
disguise. * Father Cudahy, her pas
tor, may have doubted her qualifica
tions for immediate canonization, 
but he carefully kept his» doubts to 
liimself. The rapid succession of 
servants who served her for periods 
more or less short were not diffident. 
They said there was no standing 
her temper, and spoke of her econo
mies with contempt and with allu
sions to misers and their habits. .

When Miss Bond heard how her 
character was aspersed, she did not 
fly into a passion. All she did was 
to sitfi and say that she knew her 
faults and that stinginess and temper 
were not among them. It anything, 
she was too meek and patient; and, 
though not a spendthrift, her heart 
was open to give.

One servant had remained with her 
ten years, and great renown she gave 
her mistress. The women of her 
set said it was perfectly lovely in 
dear Miss Bond to put up with 
Margaret Callaghan. Margaret was 
so stupid. She never did seem to 
learn, and the mistakes she made 
were enough to try the patience ol a 
saint. “But, then, Elizabeth Bond 
is a saint, if ever there was one."

On a certain Wednesday, the eve of 
the Ascension, Miss Bond was in
structing Margaret in duties apper
taining to a luncheon she was about 
to give, and that was to eclipse any
thing of the kind ever before given 
m Belford.

“You will bring the dishes to the 
door onlv. Luella will hand them 
round. Under no circumstances are 
you to enter the room," she said, 
peremptorily.

“And what, ma’am, if you’s be 
pleased to tell me, is a green and 
white luncheon?” asked Margaret, 
with visions of dear knows what in 
her mind. For she was very patri
otic; and, having nothing eke to 
give, gave her quota of prayers to 
the “cherished country."

Miss Bond’s countenance assumed a 
look that forbode trouble.

“I wish you would pay attention, 
Margaret," she reproved. “You will 
bring nothing to Luella but what 
cook gives you to bring."

“And if she be short of a knife or 
a fork—it might be a spoon---- "

.“Pshaw! I mean the eatables. 
You are to bring them in the order 
cook hands them to you. Do you 
understand?"

“Indeed I do ma’am," said Mar
garet, and shook her head wisely. 
“And I remember now," she con
tinued, “the knives and forks are in 
the cupboard by the sideboard---- "

“And there’s another thing," hur
ried on Miss Bond, interrupting. 
“Luella's hands will be full of things 
you ought to attend to." (Margar
et’s countenance fell.) “You will 
have to answer the bell. I give you ", 
credit for neatness; be your neatest 
on Monday."

Margaret was all smiles now. With 
a courtesy she had learned at home, 
she exclaimed, with assured confi
dence:

“Trust me for that, ma’am!"
Miss Bond nodded her head and 

adding, “That’s all for the present," 
dismissed Margaret, and turned her 
attention to the writing table before 
her, which was littered with note 
paper of various sizes and divers 
tints.

“I should have a secretary. All 
these notes to write, my correspon
dence; and that upstart Symthe wo
man, whom I’ll have to invite, has 
one!” she grumbled to herself as she 
rummaged through a heap of envel
opes, pausing to extract one with a 
jerk.

“Father Cudahy’s everlasting col
lections tor the church!” she said, 
half aloud, and glanced over the 
printed matter on the envelope’s face. 
“We had one at Easter; does he 
think people have nothing else to do 
with their money but hand it over 
to him—"

A sharp knock at the door, its fly
ing open suddenly and the entrance 
of Luella with cap strings streaming, 
brought Miss Bond’s soliliquy to an 
abrupt conclusion.

“I do wish, Luella, you would en
ter a room without creating a 
draught!" she ejaculated, testily.

Not noticing the reproof other- 
vise than by a sharpening of her 
chin, the giri handed her a letter.

“It’s the dressmaker’s bill; she left 
it herselt This makes the third 
time she’s left ft," said Luella, in a 
voice without sentiment and nasally 
phonographic.

Miss Bond’s face grew very red. 
“Sure but very slow," was what the 
I eople said of her payments.

“Do you know that you are very 
impertinent?" she said slowly.

Luella’s chin was lifted higher, and 
there was a warning in the meek 
tones of her reply.

“Indeed, miss, I never knew it was 
an impertinence to speak the truth.”

Miss Bond would have liked to or- 
< er the «girl out of the house; but, 
the luncheon in view, she contented 
herself with ordering her out of the
room.

Her voice slightly elevated, Luella 
retorted that she would gladlv give 
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from nature, but she was not a fool
ish woman. By no means did she 
believe the charges brought against 
her to be true to their full extent; 
but she did acknowledge to herself 
that she had been somewhat at fault.
She remembered how civil and gen
tle Luella had been when first in 
her employ;, how she had taken to 
going to Mass with Margaret, her 
gradual deterioration to insolence,her 
dropping of Mass altogether.

Luella was still sobbing when Miss 
Bond had composed herself to say, 
not without dignity:

“If you really wish to leave me I 
cannot keep you, but suppose you give 
me another trial? We both might do 
something to restrain ourselves. I 
am not thinking of the luncheon; I 
am thinking of Margaret, who as Church, and 
you sav, is a good woman. It is ‘ ---

“Margaret”—she spoke sb gently 
that the girl flushed with pleasure 
“1 wish you would take this note to 
Miss Haydon with my compliment ; 
It is only a step, you know, and 
when you return come directly to me 
I have something to say to you.”

“Luella has been instructing me 
about the luncheon---- ”

“Bother the luncheon!" interrupted 
Miss Bond; and she continued, in a 
milder tone: “What I have to say 
is of more hn >ortance than green and 
white luncheons."

Again alone, her mind reverted to 
those words of Luella that, more 
than ought else the girl uttered, had 
brought her roughly to a true know
ledge of herself. Poor, despised 
Margaret had made Luella love the
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’ “Why, Luella!” grasped the mis
tress.

“Why, Luella!” mimicked the girl. 
“What you’d like to do is to box 
pty ears, and I don’t blame you for 
that, for you’re thinking about your 
luncheon. But won’t Margaret? do 
for the green part of it? For, dear 
• • *sc'r green, stopping on her*
all these years and for thanks noth
ing but nag, nag from morning till 
night, and every pinch of salt you 
pw» reckoned un and counted airain’ 
yoM. And It is mean keeping a l»dv 
waiting for a bill as you've kept 
Miss Haydon, and she is member of 
your church—which I havep’t a word 
to say again’, tor that pdor, patient 
Margaret of yours has made me rabst 
to love It. But I’d hate it it all 
Catholics were like you. And Tm 
sorrv to have to speak so, but the 
truth’s the truth. And I can’t 
stand It longer—I cannot!"

Luella fairly screamed the last 
words and thet* burst into » flood 
of tears.

Miss Bond sat upright in her chair, 
too stunned to speak.
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man she was from habit

to-day given 
of commendation.

"Then, miss," said Luella, sheep
ishly,, “if you’ll pardon my words,
I’d be glad to stop, for indeed I'd be 
sorry to part with Margaret."

The girl’s speech struck her as un
intentionally rude, and she was about 
to say so with considerable asperity 
when Luella continued:

"I don’t think, miss, you know 
half thç good there Is in Margaret.
She is slow in her ways and hard to 
learn, but, miss, do you know where 
almost every penny of her wages 
goes’

“No," Miss Bond replied, “I do 
not.

“To her old mother in Boston, and 
she hasn’t seen her since she’s been 
here—not having the time or the 
monev to pay her way, though it’s a 
trifle of S3 going and coming. Her 
mother is often very sick; and I’ve 
sometimes thought, miss, the trou
ble of. It.and not seeing her is what 
makes her seem stupid: though stu- 
1 id she isn’t about her religion, as 
I well know.”

Something like shame sent the color 
to Miss Bond’s cheeks. Shet had 
never been gentle with Margaret, had 
considered herself a model of fore- 
bearance in keeping her in her em
ployment now came this story of 
hidden sacrifice, and a lull knowledge 
that, after all was said that could 
be said to the contrary, the girl was 
a treasure in her household.

"I am glad you have told me this,
Luella; and now that you have con
cluded to give me another trial,” she 
said, toying with the papers before 
her, “I’ll go on with my correspon
dence.”

“I’m sorry I spoke to you as I 
did, miss, and if I had the chances 
you have I’d go to confession for it,” 
said Luella, and she slipped noiseless
ly out of the room.

Confession! She had gone last 
Easter. She thought for a long 
while, and the end of her thoughts 
was to ask herself if she was not a 
wicked woman. And as she asked 
herself this question, her eyes fell on 
the envelope containing the dress
maker’s bill. Mechanically she pick
ed it up, mechanically she opened it.
The bill she knew by heart, not so 
the pitiful letter that accompanied it 
—a letter in which myny sores were 
exposed. If the well-to-do knew one- 
half the pain It causes the indepen
dent poor to expose their individual 
sores, surely they would feel sorry 
for them. Miss Haydon begged for 
what was her own, and to get it she 
felt herself obliged to tell of a bro
ther maintained at • the seminary 
mainly by the fruits of her toll and 
of a grinding poverty at home.

Miss Bond folded the letter careful
ly, replaced it in its envelope and 
locked it in a drawer of her writing 
table. Then she took up the bill 
and went over its items, every one of J 
which she had, to use a vulgar phrase 
“jewed down.” Not without a sigh • and having found it, eeeted herself 
—for people do not instantly over- on Its edee and smoothed her long 
come bad habits, least of all penurl- , white anron on her knees with ner- 
ous people—she altered the sum to- ; vous hands.
ta I of the hill to the figure her awak- 1 “Mar"'» ret," said Miss Pond,
ened conscience told her it should be. thoughtfully, “I heard to-day that 
This done, she wrote a short note, I you have an old and sick mother." 
in which she said she had erred in | "I have, ma'am," said Margaret, 
her previous calculations, and that , in alarm; “but indeed she’ll never 
she would call in a day or so shout trouble you, ma'am — not in the

must think to herself that if I, who 
am, socially, head and shoulders 
above any one else in Beliord, am a 
Catholic, it must be the true reli
gion.’’ She thought of this now 
with • a bitter laugh at herself, and 
told herself that she was a snob.

The girl, too, had spoken of con
fession as one of her mistress’ privil
eges. How often did she enter the 
tribunal of Wrey? It could not be 
said she was a Catholic who altoge
ther neglected the practice of her re
ligion. About three times a year 
she knelt at the altar rail, and, 
though a slight indisposition had 
been made to stand in the way, she 
was quite regular In her attendance 
at Mass. Neither could ft be said 
she was indifferent to the faith. She 
was simply a woman who had per
mitted weeds to flourish in her soul; 
a woman who had no true knowledge 
of herself till rudely awakened to a 
consciousness of her defects by the 
insolence of a servant. And it was 
a proof of the innate goodness of her 
heart that,, far from feeling angry 
with Luella, she approved of her, 
and felt she could beg the. girl’s par
don for the scandal she had given—a 
thing she never did, unless a changed 
demeanor be a way of begging par
don. It must not be supposed that 
this new manner she cultivated was 
without lapses, for lapses there 
were, but they became more and 
more infrequent as time went on.

Her humbling meditations were in
terrupted by the return of Margaret, 
breathless from rapid walking.

“Miss Haydon was very pleased, 
ma’am, and she bade me give you 
this," she said, handing her mistress 
a sealed envelope.

Miss Bond made a motion with her 
hand for Margaret to remain, and 
proceeded to reaid the letter the dress
maker had enclosed with the re
ceipted bill. The letter in a manner 
was a postscript to Luella’s rating. 
It thanked her for the payment ot 
the bill, and apologized with evident 
sincerity and simplicity for having 
misjudged Miss Bond. “I thought 
you niggardly and hard-hearted, Eli
zabeth—I may call you so again—and 
I have sinned by my rash judgment."

Miss Bond's mind flashed back to 
her convent school days, when she 
and Julia Haydon had been bosom 
friends and classmates. Reverses of 
fortune came to the Haydons, and 
Julia was left with a little brother 
to care for as best she could. "She 
is better horn than anv of the Jude 
set, and she has been but mv dress
maker to me all these years! God 
forgive me!” she said. For the se
cond time that day she sighed; thi« 
time for her sins.

“Margaret, sit down," she said.
“Ma’am?" stammered Margaret.
“Fit down. I wish to talk to 

you.”
Margaret looked about for the least 

comfortable chair in her proximity,

“And who wouldn’t be with a 
green-horn like myself’ Aad 1 doubt 
that's what I’ll always vbe. And, 
then, the weather is sometimes try- i 
ing to a lady like you."

"But your mother—whv did you no- 
vrr speak to me of her?"

“But sure, ma’am, why would I be 
troubling you? And I'd a mind for 
my place, faltered Margaret.

“You thought that 1 would send 
you away if I learned your mother 
depended on you?"

Her voice sounded hard and unsym
pathetic, not that she was either at 
thfe present juncture. She was only 
striving to repress her feelings.

“You see, ma'am, it was this 
way," hesitated Margaret. "I want
ed to keep my place, (or my mother 
needs the wages, and I had a dread 
of being troublesome like."

"And,” Miss Bond went on, “you 
have worried about your mother,and 
that has made you at times—not care
less, but not in sympathy with your 
duties." She hesitated for a word 
to express herself, and now that it 
was uttered, she wondered if Margar
et would understand.

Margaret understood, and her tears 
fell fast.

“Well, it's true, ma’am," she re
plied, and believing the dread expul
sion close to come, she added, with 
heartfelt resignation, “The Lord be 
praised!"

"You poor, dear soul!" cried Miss 
Bond, no longer able to control her 
feelings. “But I deserve that you 
should think me cruel."

Poor Margaret stared in unfeigned 
amazement.

"I never said that, ma'am, nor 
thought it either. Indeed and Indeed 
I did not!" she exclaimed.

That afternoon Miss Bond went to 
confession. Intentionally she had ne
ver made a bad one—perhaps In real
ity she never had. But to-day she 
made the best of all possible good 
confessions; the kind 'which the mo
tive for contrition is love—love for 
God, our Father, and" for His chil
dren, all of whom without exception 
are our brothers and our sisters.

When Father Cudahy—“one of those 
priests we read about in good books", 
said the Belford people—opened the 
envelopes containing the donations 
(or the much-needed decorations of 
his church, one that was anonymous 
contained a sum sufficient of itself to 
pay for the desired altar. It was 
not long before he found out that 
Miss Bond was the donor.

Margaret’s mother came to Belford’ 
to live, and the invigorating air, as 
well as the proper food provided by 
one who never ceased to be her 
friend, gave her new life, and,. no 
longer entirely dependent on Mar
garet, she helps by plain sewing to 
support herself.

The green and white luncheon was 
a great success. Luella outdid her
self, and was well seconded by the 
hearUrelieved Margaret. An hon
ored guest was a Miss Julia Hay
don, ‘at Which the St. Jude set 
would have rebelled had they dared. 
Miss Bond was too great a power 
for them to attempt to upset her 
leadership.

When, years after, a new church 
was erected in Belford for the in
creasing Catholic population, Fath
er Michael Haydon called it St. Eli
zabeth's, in remembrabce, perhaps of 
a woman whose endowments to the 
seminary made it possible for him 
to extend his cqurse of studies for 
the priesthood.

• • •
It was in the season of the Epiph

any that Miss Bond, passing down 
a corridor, heard Margaret say to 
Luella:

“It would be a great honor for you 
to have the mistress for yotir god
mother."

“I know it would. But I’d rather 
have you, Margaret, for it was you 
led me first to think of it," said Lu
ella.

Miss Bond acquiesced with humilitv 
to the judgment of her maid, but 
when Luella came to be confirmed, 
she provided the frock and veil, and 
then she was her godmother.—Ave 
Maria.

some work she contemplated for Miss 
Haydon, and she hoped her delay in 
settling a very just claim would be 
overlooked The note she enclosed 
With the bill and Its amount, in an 
envelope, and touched an electric but
ton tw*be, that being Margaret’s sig
nal.

Margaret hurried to the room, her 
face smiling, her eyes red. Mies Bond

often noticed red eye* be-

Miee Bond started in let chair. 
These reiterated confirmations of the 
character Luella gave her had some
what the same effect on her conscious
ness as that jhlch Is produced by a 
blow on the nape of the neck, and for 
a moment or two she stared before 
her in a dazed manner ere she said: 

"Yon think me a hard mistreat-"
"No,■sunot!
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Use Your Knowledge

Mr. M. B. Thrasher in his little 
book called “Tuskegee" quotes some 
sound sense in the frequently re
peated advice of Booker T. Wash
ington to students of either bis own 
or other schools:

“Learning is of no use to rou un
less it makes you better allé to 
live. The knowledge you acquire 
from books is of no use only as you 
apply it. Young man, use your geo
metry in helping your lather lay out 
his cotton rows, your chemistry in 
showing him how to raise better 
crops. Young woman, use your che
mistry in helping your mother to cook 
and wash, vtmr skill in embroidery to 
assist her in the family mending.

“Young man, when you go home 
from school to-night put on your ov
eralls and say:

" ‘Father, go and sit in the shade 
and rest while I hoe the crop or do 
the milking.’ 1 

“Young woman, tie on an apron 
and say:

“ ‘Mother, you must be tired. Sit 
down and rest while I wash or iron 
or get the supper.* "—Youth’s Com
panion .

IF YOUARE

RENTING
or working for some
one else, why not 

er' farm ofget your
own in

Every person is more or less 
weakened and debilitated by the arti
ficial life of winter, and few escape 
the depressing ills of spring. In 
the winter the blood gets thin and 
watery. It lacnp the richness and 
vitality necessary', to rebuild the tis
sues wasted by over-exertion and 
disease. The system is so weakened 
aad enfeebled as toXjnvite the germs 
of infection.

It is .an easy matter to keep well 
and to keep the blood pure and rich 
by using Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food. 
TTiat “an ounce of prevention is worth 

pound of cure" is well known, and 
this applies especially to diseases of 
the blood and nerves. If the gums, 
lips and eye-lids grow pale, the ap
petite poor and digestion imperfect 
vou recognize that the blood is get
ting thin and watery in quality. 
Such blood cannot support and sis- 
tain the nervous system, and there 
is bound to follow sleeplessness, ir
ritability, irregularities and severe 
nervous exhaustion.
, Nine ovt. of ten p-rsons remiire just 
such a tonic as Dr. Chase’s Nerve 
Food at this season of the year to 
enrich ‘and purify the blood. It is 
not one day too soon to fortify 
against, the ills of spring. You may 
as well keen well this spring and 
avoid the debility and weakness that 
seems to follow the change of tem
perature.

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food, SO cents a 
box, six boxes for 12.50, at all deal
ers, or Ed man son, Bates A Co., To
ronto. To protect you against Imi
tations, the portrait and signature of 
Dr. A. W. Chase, the famous receipt 
book author, are on every box.

To the Palace of the Car
Now amid the boom of arms,
And the darkness of alarms,
Comes a little trooper tripping to 

the palace of the esar;
He the darling of his father,
And a goodly mother—rather—

The baby prince of Russia,
And a scion of Victoria whatso’er 

may hap in war.

There are timer when blood seems 
thicker, ’

E’en when shells fall hot and quicker. 
Than the lava of Vesuvius o’er Ital

ian plains afar.
War, like love, is oft too blind. 
Reason! Rise and rule mankind 
Till we wish all peaceful blessings 
To the baby prince of Russia;
To the palace of the czar.

—W. A. Sherwood. 
Toronto, Aug. 12, 1904.
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EMPNESS HOTEL

A Purely Vegetable Pill-Panne- 
lee’s Vegetable Pills are compounded 
from roots, herbs and solid extracts 
of known virtue in the treatment of 
liver and kidney complaints and in 
giving tone to the system whether 
enfeebled by overwork or deranged 
through excesses in living. They re
quire no testimonial. Their excel
lent qualities are well known to all 
those who have used them and they 
commend themselves to dyspeptics 
and those subject to biliousness who 
are in quest of a beneficial medi
cine.
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