nermost circle that Miss Bond was a
good woman was shared by Miss
Bond herseli. Not that she ever said
she was good; on the contrary, she
called herself a great sinner, and
would expatiate at length to a
tient ‘listener on her faults, w
somehow, in her narration of them,
were made to appear as virfues in
disguise. Father Cudahy, her pas-
tor, may have doubted her qualifica-
tions for immediate canomzavion,
but he carefully kept his« doubts to
himsef. The rapid succession of
servants who served her for
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.
b When Miss Bond heard how her
' character was aspersed, she did not
fly into a passion. All she did was
; to sigh and say that she knew her
faults and that stinginess and temper
were not among them. I uythln,
she was too meek and patient;
though not a spendthrift, her
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. garet was
so stupid. She never did seem to
learn, and the mistakes she made
were enc.mgI to try the patience ol a
saint. t, then, Elizabeth Bond
is a saint, il ever there was one.”
On a ceruin Wednesday, the eve of
the Ascension, Miss Bond was in-
i B structing’ Margaret in duties apper-
: 3 : taining to a luncheon she was about
2 & to give, and that was to eclipse any-
thing of the kind
in Beliord.

\ “You will bring the dishes to the
door only. Luella will hand them
round. Under no circumstances are

T . g A B e
’

ever before given

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 else to
give, gave her quota of prayers to

the ‘‘cherished country.”

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

“1 wish you would pay attention,
Margaret,”’ she reproved. ‘‘You will
bring rothing to Luella but what
cook gives you to bring.”

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

HPshaw! 1 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 cupboud 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 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
rymmaged through a heap of envel-
opes, pausing to extract one with a
jerk,

““Father Cudahy’s everlasting col-
lections for the church!” she said,
half aloud, and glanced over the
printed nn.tter on the envelope’s face.

The current belief fn Delford's ‘da
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from nature, but she was not a fool-

ish woman. By no means did she
believe the charges br t against
her to be true to their full extent;

but she did acknowledge to hersel
that she had been somewhat at fault,
She remembered how civil and gen-
tle Luella hul been when first in
her employ; how she had taken to
going to h 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. 1
am not thinking of the iuncheon; 1
thinking of Margaret, who, as
you say, is a good woman. It is
trie, though, that you serve beauti-
fully in the dining room.”

Luella gazed at her mistress in as--
tonishment.

“I thought all along, miss, that I
was not giving you sa' islaction, she '
stammered.

‘““You thought verv wrong,” return-
ed Miss Bond, and she was about to
add that no one could complain
justly to Luella's service, when it
occurred to her that she hersell had
often found fault with it, and had
never till to-day given it a word
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 agperity
when Luella continued:

“I don’t think, miss, you know
half the good there is in Margaret.
She is slow in her
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 $3 going and coming. Her
mother is often very sick; and I've
sometimes thought, miss, the trou-
ble of it.and not secing her is what
makes her seem stupid: though stu-
rid she isn't about her religion, as
I well know.”

Something like shame sent color

“We had one at Easter; does he
think people have nothlng 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 eap ‘strings streaming,
brought Miss Bond’s soHquny to an
abrupt conclusion. .

“1 do wish, Luella, you would en-
ter a room without creating a
draught!’’ she ejaculated, testily.

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

“It's the dressmaker’s bill; she left
it herself, This makes the third
time she’s left it,”’ said Luella, in a
voice without sentiment and nually

rhonographic.
Miss Bond’s frew very red.
"%re but very llow was what the

e said of her payments.
Bo you know that you are very
lmperﬂlent”' she said slowly.
Luella’s chin was lifted higher, and
there was a warning in the meek
tones of her reply.
“Indeed, miss, 1 never i:::t:n:u
inence to speak ey
lmnd would have liked to or-
der the «girl out of the house; but,

the luncheon in view, she oootented
herself with ordering her out of the
room,

Her voice lltlhtly elevated, Luella
retorted . lm“' gladlv give
“n het pl would kind-
lv pay her her

“'hy. Luella!” grupod the mis-
tress.

“Why, Luella!"” mimicked the girl.
““What you'd like to do is to box
my ears, and I don’t blame you for
that, for you're thinking about your
incheon. But woo't‘gorwr d;:“o
for t.trm ol or,
"nne e ghe's M stopning on her?
all these years ud for thanks noth-
ing but nag, nag from morning till
night, and every pinch of salt you
vee reckoned up and courted arain’
yor. Ard it is mean kunhl a ladv
waiting for a bill uh"“"

to Miss Bond’s cheeks. & had
never heen Rentle 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 full knowledge
that, after all was said that could
be said to the contrary, the girl was
a treasure in her household.

“l am glad you have told me this,

Luella; and now that yoa have con-
cluded to give me another trial,”’ she
said, toying with the papers before
her, “‘I'll go on with my correspon-
dcnce.!‘
“I'm sorry I spoke to you as 1
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 y SoTes were
ex . H 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 for
what  was her own, and to it she
felt hersel obliged to tell of a bro-
ther maintained at the seminary
mainly bzhthe fruits of $oil and
of a grin g poverty at

Miss Bond folded 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
which she had, to use a vulgar phrase
‘jewed down. " Not without a sigh
—for people do not instantly over-
come bad habits, least of all penuri- |
ous people—she ‘altered the sum to- |
tal of the bill to the figure her awak- |
ened conscience told her it should be,
This done, she wrote a short note,
in which she said she had erred  in

previous caleulations, and that
would ull in a day or.so about .
some work she con lor mu
on, ml she
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ways and hard to

- fortune came to the Haydons,
Julia was left with a little brother |0

e ————————

‘‘Margaret''—she spoke sb gently
that the girl flushed with
“I wish you would take note to
Miss Haydon with my compliments
It is only a step, you kmow, and
when you return come directly to me
I have something to say to you."

“Luella has been instructing
about the luncheon—"'

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

Again alone, her mind reverted to
those words of Luella that, more

me

than ought else the ?:l uttered had
brought her roughly a true know-
ledge of hersell. Poor, despised

Margaret had made Luella love the
,Church, and “if all Catholics were
like you I'd hate it.”” In a way
,8he had considered herself a mission-
'ary of the faith. For this n,
shc had schooled herseM to eve,
'she pad cultivated the St. Jude's set
~St. Jude's being the fashionable
| Protestant Church of Belford. M she
jdid not make converts—and she did
not—at least she removed pre ,
she had taught herself to believe. She
had taken credit to hersel that Lu
ella went to Mass instead of to_the |
i particular meeting house she
been wont to [requent. ‘‘The girl
must think to hersed that if I, who
am, socially, head and shoulders
above any one else in Belford, 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 coun-
fession as one of her mistress’ privil-
. How often did she enter the
tribunal -of ? 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 it 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
cons~iousness of her defects by the
insolence of a servant. And it was
a proof of the innate goodness of her
heart that, far from feelng angry
with Luella, she approved of her,
and felt she could 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 read 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 of
the bill, and apologized with evident
sincotity 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 mlnd flashed back to
her convent school days, when she
and Julia Haydon had been bosom
friends and classmates. Reverses of
and

to care for as best she could. ‘‘She
is better horn than anv of the Jude
set, and she has been but my dress-
maker to me all these years' God
forgive me!”’ she said. For the se-
cond time that day she sighed; this
time for her sins.

“Margaret, sit down,” she said.

“Ma'am?”’ stammered Margaret.

“Lit down. T wish to talk to
yo“.n
| Margaret looked about for the least
comfortable chair in her proximity,
(and having found it, spated herself
.on its edee and smoothed ber long |r
'white aoron on her knees with ner-

vous hands.

“Marearet,” said  Miss = Rond,
thoughtfully, “I heard to-day that
you have an old and sick mother.”

“l have, ma'am,” said Margaret,
jin alarm; ‘“‘but indeed she'll never

Lmblo you, ma'am — not in the
mwmun«m
m
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“And who wouldn't be with a
| green-horn like myseM? Aand | doubt
'that's what I'll always be. And,
| then, the weather is oommmes try-
lng to a lady like you.'

| ““But your mether—why did you ne-
ver 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 | would send
you away if I learned your mother
{dépended on you?"’

I Her voice sounded hard and unsym-
pathetic, not that she was either at
|tht present juncture. She was only
.stri\lng to repress her feelings.
| “You see, ma'am, it was this
.wav "' hesitated Margaret. *I want-
to keep my place, for my mother
lne«isthequ and I had a dread
{of being troublesome like."

“And,"” Miss Bond went on, ‘‘vou
'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 hersell, 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 belie\lng the dread expul-

sion close to come, she added, with
Ihurtlelt resigmtlon, “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
[ 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 hest of all possible good
confessions; the kind ‘which the mo-
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
for the much-needed decorations of
his church, one that was anonymous
contained a sum sufficient of itsel 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 provlded 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
‘s port herself.

e green and white luncheon was
|a great success. Luella outdid her-
Iself and was well seconded by the
heart-relieved 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 upsét 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. EN-
zabeth's, in remembrabce, perhaps of
a woman whose endowments to the
seminary made it possible for him
to extend his cqurse of studles for
the prlesthood..

. .

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 your 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 humility
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.
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Mr. M. B. Thruher 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 his own

or other schools:

‘‘Learning is of no use to YOou un-
less it makes you better alle 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 ' father 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, your skill in embroidery to
assist her in the family mending.

“Young man, when you go home
from school to—ntght 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.’ ’

“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.

To the Palace of the Czar

Now amid the boom of ormrr

&d the dﬁ'kl‘”“ of alarms,
mes a little trooper tr ing to
the palace of the czar; i” "

He the darling of his h\her

And a goodly mother—rather—

The baby prince of Russia,

And a scion of Victoria whatso'er
may hap in war. ’

There are times when blood seems
thicker,

E’en wllen shells fall hot and quicker.
Than the lava of Vesuvius ou Ital-
fan plains afar.
War, like love, is oft too blind.
Tl R ol e sk

we peaceful b n
To the baby prlnee of Russia; v
To the palace of the czar.

~W. A. Sherwood.

Toronto Aug. 12, 1904,
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