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A BUBSINESS TRANSACTION.

1L

‘Phe poor old wornn kissed hor sun fur the last time. Her
pale cheeks tlughed as she did it, and n braid of whits hair
hastily put up that worning before shis went to comi- fell
from under her faded, black bonnet.

Lhe traine was abuut tomove vut.  She spoke no word, but
moved Luck and ook her place ut thoe station door.  Tho
groaps v thy platfori 5 mostly happy and expectant groups,
ladeu with Chnstusas pachages —surrounded her.  Her unly
boy was guing from her, and he was going to prison.  He
kept his cyes down. Ounly when ho had 1o move toward the
train, between two policomen, bo turned and toed to hiss lus
Liand to her, but he had forgutten his handenfls. i faco
turned red, ho did siot look at her again.

She stood, with the braid of white hair huvging over her
eyes , she watched the trmn disappear.  With a heavy sigh
she went out into the muddy streets. They woro full of noise;
wagons dashed past, evergreens swung from awniny posts
and shop windows. The world was glad, for the Christ-Ulnld
was coming. DBut her son had gone from her. ler eyes
caught the gilded sign, * Foreign and Dowestic Liquors.”
Sho shuddered, and, hailing a car, went home. ~That home
was desolate enough. It conssted of three little rooms:
one in which & sewing-machine stovd—tlus was her sleeping-
plece ; there was another, the latchen and dining-room; and
still another, s bedroom. The house might have been
called a ** shanty,” 1f 1t wore not for the scrupulous neatness
of overything outside and in.

She walked from room to roomas ifdazed.  She was slone,
Sometimes, in the first years of her widowhood, she had
fearcd for the future of hier chubby hittle boy, who was all
ghe had in the world; but no such fear as tlns dreadful
reality had oppressed her.  She had imagined him dead ; she
had dreamed of his encountering many dangers in the world ;
but she had never dreamed that he would leave her with the
brand of disgrace on his brow.

1t had come to pass on that dsy young Nicholas Harding
had been taken to prison, handeuffed as a thief. 1lis mother
belioved i his innocenco, nobody else did. It was generally
acknowledged in the viliage of Holstein that drink did it.
Nicholas had been ¢ steady ** enough until he fell in with: the
members of what was called a target club. 1lis omployer,
the best carpenter in the place, had then begun to complain
of him. llis mother noticedn change. e no longer stayed
at iome 1 the evenmmgs. is mother owned ten acres of
Iand just outside of Holstem, on which she had put up, with
her own earnings, a hittle house. She and Nick had often
talked of building a lnger one; for in the pleasant weather,
Holstein, because of its medicinal springs, was & famous re-
sord for city prople.  Why should she not cease her perpetual
work at the sewing-machine and take some of these people
into her house—if she had a house big enough for them ?

Nicholas entered heartily into this plan.  As an appren-
tice, hie earned httle, but part of that httle was put away for
the new louso. How often they talked of thust By aud
by when Nicholas had learned his trade, and the money be-
gan to comem, he would go to college. This dream lightened
many a weary day as Mrs. Havding bent over the cver
present sewing machine.  But the target club ended it all.
Nicholas brought no more money home. He wore flammg
neckties and a pin of colussal size nestling among therr folds.
e was out every night ; he had his * commttees ** toattend
to, and other important business.

Mrs. Harding saw by the village paper that the target club
was about to give uts first unnual “ reception,” aud that her
sou’s nnme hended the list of managers. She sighed, but
thought no evil.  * Boys will be boys, * &er Nichiolas could
not forget ull the lessons of his lifetime.  One Saturday night
he stumbled up-stairs, and the next morning he was not up
in time for Mass. His mother did not go to his room ; she
knew what was the matter , she had hnelt by hier bedside all
night. Shie would not accept the horrible truth. <« The
poor boy is mot well,” she said ajoud. Nobedy asked her
about Nick as she came howe from chureh ; it was well known

in Tolstoin that ho had been dragged home drunk by his
friends tho night before.

The time of the target club * recoption " camo uround.
Nick wanted money. e had invited a ** lndy friend.” He
must have a carringe  all tho other follows were to go to this
danco in carringes. He caleulated that the whole thing
would cost him tifteen dollara.  Where was hio to getit? 1o
could not borrow it, hocould not beg it.  1loasked his mother
for it ; she had put all her money it was not much in th
savings-bank.  She could not get it without two weeks® notice
at the bank.  He snid nothing, but he made up his il
that he would have the money ; he must have il.  He way
the first floor manager , be had usked the most dnshing girl
in the village to zo with him, it would bo riliculous to back
out , everybody would hnow the reason.  He must have the
memey, and he had it.  He took a twenty dollar note from his
omployer’s desk and went to the dance.  T'hat same night he
was arrested.

Mrs Tlarding would not believe him guilty. She mort
gaged her lot to get money to pay the lawyers - sho had theo
highest priced men in the State.  She did her best ; ho wus
sentenced Lo eighteen montha in jail - thither he was tuken
on December 24, 1880. .

Mrs. Harding had several curnest friends ih Iolstein—all
self-respecting people have eirnest friends. The best of
theso was Father MuacDowell, tho priest of St. Michael's.
Heo was never tired of praising her industry, her feith, her
charity. When this nsfortune befell her ho suid little, but
he went, on the first * visiting day ** at the jail, to see Nicho-
lns. He retarned with much consolation for the mother.

«The boy is thoroughly penitent,” he said; ¢ I can vouch
for it. God will bring good out of evil, and when you see
him hero ugain he will be & man.  Keep your hedrt in peace,
and make  home for him here. With God's help, he’ll be
2 good man yet. e will never touch a drop of liquor, de-
pend on it, if he gets homo safo.”

Mrs. Ilarding was greatly comforted.  She went back to
her work, supported by the sweet hope of the priest’s words.

Another friend of lers was Mr. Dornin, the owner of the
great hotel ut Holstein and of the mineral springs, He sent
her a ten-dollar gold piece in advance for some mending he
asked her to do for him. He held the mortgage on her lot,
and three months afterw -d that ten-dollar gold prece went
back to him a5 part of the tive por cent. interest she had con-
tracted to pay him.

The winter and spring were wearisome to her.  She worked
all day and half the night ; but all her little hoard spent it-
self. Sho fasted many a day that she might save enough to
puy her way to the jail. The * visiting days '’ were oases
n her life. Nichiolas was well spoken of by-the authorities.
His term of eighteen months would bo cut down to one year.
This was joyful news to his mother ; it was better than a tonie,
and shke worked and worked with rene wed courage.

It was tho general opinion in Holstein that this industrious
little old woman could help herself, and sho was allowed to
do it. ow hard it was! She paid the first threo mmonths'
interest on the mortgage ; she refunded the twenty dollars
which the carpenter said Nick had taken—she never believed
that her son had taken it, and she gave it to the man with
that protest; she paid several debts which Nick had con-
tracted, and she existed. Work became scarco; and her
friends, who would have given her alms, would have let her
starve rather than iconvemence themselves to make work
for her. If there is anything most worthy of admiration in
American civilization it is strict attention to business.

Mr. Dornin, who was never absent from his pew at High
Mass, noliced with satisfuction that the Widow Harding was
devout. o would have a lot of overalls made for his la-
borers in the spring and help her along. Of courso she
would do them for less than the tailor—say at fifteen cents a
pnir.  One hundred overalls at fifteen cents—he remembered
he was at Mass and thumped his breast industriously. Then
his thoughts wandered to the mortgage. She couldn't pay
the mnterest: ho would bave to foreclose. Her lot was ono
of tho best in the place, and the water-power went with it.
The electric lights and the motor might be in his control 1f
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