
as more honest to have told the truth in the first place.Ahe victory over herself would , have been greater, shecould , have lightly accepted the amused, sympathy offriends, . the incident would have been forgotten by thistime, and she would have been spared those months ofaggressive . and oppressive economy. But it was allsettled now And there was just a little vanity in thereflection that she had earned the right to have hername head the list. It was a sort of victory, after all,and it was also a pleasant little triumph over hersocial rival, Mrs. Jeffreya. triumph she could nowfully enjoy So it was with a sense of elation that shedressed tor Mrs Spencer’s reception, and with an unusualdegree of self-confidence and self-congratulation thatshe greeted her hostessbut what was Marion Spencer
saying. Surely she had not heard aright ?

Mis. Spencer had' not noticed her confusion. Andafter the first shock, Mrs. Bradley realised the importof what her friend was telling :
‘ And wasn’t it lovely of her to send it in that way ?

What vain creatures we were to tack our names on toours! Indeed, it makes me quite ashamed of myselfwhen I think of what Margaret Jeffrey has done ’

added Marion.
‘Does she—did she—say she sent it?’ asked Mrs.Bradley whose broken tones were attributed to thegeneral surprise tell by everybody present.No, indeed. And that is so splendid a. trait,isu tit I Hut she is coming this way now,’ as Mrs.Jeffrey made her way through chatting groups to wherethe two women stood.

(

I ' vas j ust telling Helen,' explained Mrs. Spencer,‘what a surprise you gave ns all. To think that all
the time that we were discussing our charity funds younever once hinted that you were going to do anythinglike that. I noticed that your name was not on thelist, but I thought you had probably given more to
some other cause this winter and so had deserted poorSt. Joseph’s.’ As a matter of fact Marion Spencer had
thought nothing of the kind, having early decided that
Margaret Jeffrey intended to decline all appeals as she
so often did urtder the pretence of giving to privatecharity which must remain unknown. But Marion
was now reproaching herself for her rash judgment.

‘Desert poor St. Joseph’s?’ laughed Mrs. Jeffreyeasily. ‘I would like to give to all the orphan asylums
if I could.’

But’—stammered poor Helen, ‘do I understand
that you admit that you are the anonymous donor V

‘ OJi, dear; no,’ exclaimed the jubilant lady,
secretly pleased that Helen's honors were being divided,
‘I admit nothing. That would not do, under the
circumstances. It is true that my name does not often
appear on a list of contributors who give large sums. I
have special reasons for that, and then, too, I alwaysbelieved that ideal alms giving should be done anony-
mously, but’—-

'Yes, yes,' interrupted Helen, almost irritably,
but if you do not admit it, why do they say you gave

it ? Surely, you must have'—
• ."' My dear Helen, don't look so perplexed about'—

'I confess-I am perplexed,' replied Helen slowly.
You say you did not admit it, yet everyone here seems

to accept this version of the giver's identity. Do you,
then, deny sending it?'

'Deny it?' queried Mrs. Jeffrey with rising color.
* Deny it? Why, no. You see, 1 can't very well do
that. And isn't it strange that you should be the only
one who has thus questioned me? Perhaps because
the offerings of the others were smaller, and that it did

therefore affect them so much. Is that it?' and
** sire smiled indulgently.

' 'Not at all,' answered Helen. 'I supposed that
having been.given anon'—

W ' Exactly,' agreed Mrs. Jeffrey. ' You see the
Sisters received it. My name was not on their list, and
I am afraid that I inadvertently said somethingand—-
well, really it was only natural I supposel^—l should
have knownbutreally, you know, I shouldn't discuss
it at all. It isn't just the proper thing to do under
the circumstances, is it?' .'" -'--:

.
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• 'I am afraid not,' weakly responded Helen.

.• > . .. ,
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‘ Isn’t Margaret Jeffrey wonderful, Helen,’ ex-
claimed Marion a few■•moments' later, when Mrs Jeffreyhad joined another group of admirers. ;- v ‘ To think"how
we’ve misjudged her! She is really the most charitable
of us all, isn’t she?’ \

‘lt was a generous gift,’ replied the discomfited
Mrs. Bradley. ■ . V'"'.. :4| |; >; |

And later Robert Bradley added another pang to
his wife’s silent anguish. . •

bo you know, Helen,’ he; said that evening, ‘that;
lam afraid you have misunderstood Mrs. Jeffrey. It
is easy to misjudge. She must be rather good-heartedafter all, if she is the anonymous benefactor. Jack
Spencer told me on the way home. It is true ?’

Her friends say so, and she does not deny it,’
admitted his wife.

What s the matter, dear?’ he inquired with smilingraillery.
.

•

‘ Nothing.’
‘ Don’t feel so disturbed about it. She didn’t

really give more than you did, you know, only she was
shrewd enough to add to its apparent value by not
openly giving her name. She seems to have managed
to have it made known, though. Trust a woman like
Mrs. Jeffrey for that,’ but he modified his last state-
ment almost immediately. -

‘ But perhaps she didn’t giveher name at all.’
Perhaps she didn’t give the money, cither,’ re-

torted Helen.
‘ Oh, Helen, don’t say that! I suppose that Mrs.

.1 ellrey feels that she has scored a point, but. what of
it? It isn’t like you to withold your approval of goodtraits even in otherwise undesirable people. And I
am sorry that your prejudice against her makes you so
unjust. lam a little disappointed.’

There was no reply.
‘ Well, perhaps I don't exactly mean that,’ said

he comfortingly, and I would be willing to wager any
amount of money if I had it, Helen, that the same
Mrs. Jeffrey did not practise any self-denials nor econo-
mies in order to contribute to that fund.’

‘I am sure she did not,’ replied Helen emphatic-
allv.

‘ And 1 imagine there was a chair or a vase or
something that you had to do without for a week or
two at the time you gave—not your tithe, but your
all—wasn’t there?’

‘ Yes,’ and the tone was reminiscent of hidden
things. lie could not know how big a price she had
paid to have the right to claim the gift as her very
own. She had not forfeited that right but the victory
seemed less desirable now that she had made it possible
for someone else—and that someone else Mrs. Jeffrey
to share, undeservedly, the place that was hers alone.
Was it a victory even over her own selfish vanity ?

And then her husband’s voice broke in upon her
thoughts. She had not been listening, so absorbed was
she in her own memories, but now he was saying;

' And therefore, while I don't pretend to under-
stand the intricate relationship between meritorious
giving and social prestige, it seems to me that you. win,
after all. Don't you?'

He waited for her answer.
' 1 wish I knew,' came the enigmatic reply.— The

Magnificat.

CORRECTING MRS, SIMS
From the day that the Sinuses moved into the corner

house on Stuyvesant place, Mrs. Sims was the subject of
lively speculation in the little 'street. Later, when
the street found out how the corner house was run, she
became the object of indignant wonder. "But when
Mrs. Billy Keen an, out of the overflowing goodness of
her heart, decided that it was the duty of the street to
correct .her ways, Mrs. Sims absorbed all their atten-
tion. . "

% ;>> Her ways surely needed correcting, for Mrs. Sims,
leaving"; her youthful daughters to run the house,

gadded.' Morning, noon, or afternoon, various resi-
dents of the neighborhood were continually meeting her
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