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¢ She left us the day before yesterday,’ said +ihe
Sister, after a little pause. *I{ doesn’t really seem
like home without her—she has been with us so many
years. 1 will tell you about it, We had not - been
here very long and we were terribly poor. I was
guite young—ihe voungest of the hitle bawd that had
left our dear France to ‘establish our wgrk sxn this far-
off city, strangers among strangers, I was portress ;
an! this day, when tihe bhell rang and 1 opened the
doar, I saw before me a hale, hearty woman of middle
age. Never supposing she was an applicant, .I asked
her if she wished to see any one. ‘' No,” she salii,
““I have come 1o stay. I am poor and old, so they
told me at home. I was willing to do what I could,
but 1 found 1 was only in the way. I had: only one
child, a daughter. My husband died when she was a
little baby, leaving me poor and alone in  1he new
country. I was comely, too, and young amd healthy,
and ocould have married again; but for ihe sake of
my childd I would mnot. 1t would have heen much
easier for me to make a Jiving for us if T had puit
her in some orphan asylum, but I wouldn’t. I did' not
want it to be thrown in her face afterward that she
had peen raised on charity. I rented a room and togk
in wasling, in order to he wilh her, to raise her in-
dependently, When she was old enough I sent her to
school, payimg the regular amoun't for her. When she
fimished in the parochial school, I sent her to the aca-
demy ; for I wanied 1o make a lady out of her. The
Sisters did all they could io make er a irue womany
but T suppose, in my foolish pride and love, 1 spoiled
all their good work.

¢« When she finished, she secured - posilion as
teacher in one of the city schools. She was a beau-
tiful girl, though it is her motller who says it. One
of the members of the Board of BEducalion fell dn
love with her; sle returned his afection, and so they
were married. 1 was highly rejciced, for 1 saw that
my efiorts for her had been richly rewarded. 1 had
filted ther for a high tlace in sociely, and™ she, had
gone straight 1o it. Her husband was well-to-do, and
of good family; and when they topk me to their
new home, 1 ihougzht all my cares were over amd done
with, Bub I sopn learncd that I was not in my right

place. When I saw that my daughter and her hushand
were ashamed of me, T thouvghti. my heart would
break. I asked them 1o Iet me go to some other

place, and she said T was~loo poory; when I said I
eould work for my living, she said T was too old, My,
son-in-law was Debter to me 1ban  my daughler—men
haven't such litile mrannesses as women have. She
didn’t mistreat me; I bad cnough to eat and to wear,
but I knew she didn't want me. T kmew she would
e glad if T svers dead; and I also knew that hefore
I would die she mirht be -an old woman herself, for we
come of healithy siock. '

¢ She had g litlle child, a lovely girl; and I
Ikmew she was ambitious her daughter should get inlo
the hest society. T reflected that I would constantly
be a drawback to the child as well ags to the mo-
ther ; and I knew Lhat they and all her husband’s
people thought the same Thine., *So the other day I
todd her T would leave the city and go to some con-
ventt of the Little Sisters of the Poor. She pretended
the suggesiton made her angry, but T was shrewd
enough to see ihat she would be glad if I put my
threat into execution. I did. I have come here, I do
not intend ever 1o tell you my name or where I came
from. You may, of course, refuse 1o give me admit-
tance. If you do, my death will be on your head ;
for I tell you you are looking on gz desperate woman.
I am nobt old and I am sirongy I can do the work
of two persons like you. I can work for youor I
can beg for you, but you must not turn me away.”

*I assure vou I was Lhoroughly alarmed by the
woman's words and looks, and 1 hastened for Reverend
Mother. I do nob khow what argument she used with
Reverend DMother, Tl the upshot of it was that Mrs,
Mortion, as she called therself, stayed at the Home.
She was a most carable woman, and she soon became
as happy _'here as lhe =isters, and thev were not more
interested in the work than she was. We all loved her,
and so did the old people.

* A few weeks ago, vou know, our Homedn Dallas
street was so badlv injured by the storm, the isters
had to send all Their old women into us, until the
de_l.-rr}-age could Le repaired. We made room for them,
givling them the lower figor. Of course Mother Morton
fFelt it incumhben!t on her to ro down oceasionally and
see If the visitors were treceiving prover attention and
were comfortable in their new quarters. After one
such visit I found her slanding in ihe hall, her face
as white as her cap,

. ‘% For the love of God, Sister,'" she cried ‘' what
is the name of lhat woman wilh a breastpin at her

- coherently ;
.woman told us her phtiful story of remorse and peni-

necw'? 1 1tobd her I did not know the nmames vf any
of the old women visitors, amd asked her what was
the matier. - Come with me, Sister!” she said;
and we went bhack to the room where several of the
strangers were silting. She led me forward to where
one woman was, with folded arms and bowed head.
Hearing us, she lifted her fave, and I saw the saddest
countenance upon which my eyes have ever rested.
Then, to my surprise, I heard Mother Morton crying,
t In the name of God, Helen, what are you doing
here ? " To my | yirg day I shall not forgey that wo-.
man a5 she sprang (o her feet, then fell on her
knees, ‘* Mother ! mother ! * Mother Morton was down
beside her, folding her 1o her breast, crying over her,
soothing her as only 2 mother can.” The room was in
an upreat, and I bastened to get lhe two women out
and brought: them din here. Then 1ihe stranger fell
again on her knees and pleaded with Mollwer Morton to
forgive her, crying out tihal remorse had broven her
heart, ruined her life,

¢ Poor Molher Morton was crying and laughing at
the same time; and when she could find voice, she
Legan to upbraid the olher for being a silly, foolish
child. Whail had she to forgive, she wanted (o know,
Anmd then she broke forth inio lamentations because
her daughter lLiad lost her fortuse and had +to be a
dependent on charity., Al! tlhe time I was trying to
get them guieled, so Lhey could make their explanatjon
and when I finally succeeded, the younger

tenge.

YA few years after her mother
died, and she was left with
the, property to look after. Shke had never had a care
in ther life; for-first her mother and ther her hushand
had shouldered it for her. As she stopd thus alone,
buffeted, by the world, she began {o remember her
mother’s struggles against Imore adverse conditions than
conf-onbed hker. Those struggles, she Lnew, had heen
miade chiefly for her, as she was now struggling for
her dhughier. And how had she repald that mother’s
devolion ? The past was constantly with her; and of
course~ her remorse magnified her faults, as remorse al-
ways does. She called herself an ingrabe, and felt she
deserved the severesl punishment God coudd send. She
confidently expected He would take away her child, ami
deprive her- of her property, and fturn her adrift even
as she had turned her moihe*. None of these things
hefell her, however ; ‘and when her daughter was enter-
ing womanhood, she married a wealthy lawyer. Then
she expected that the treaiment she and her husband
had accovded hsr mother would bhe repeated upon her,
Agpain lrer expeclations were not realised. On the eon-
trary, he- son-in-law, who had lost his own mother in
eally vyouth, loved her most dienderly, while her daugh-
ter was the most loving and devoted of children,

'Had tuhings been different, had they loved her less,
she said "she could have horne it; but their conduct
was so great a contrast Lo hers, she was crushed by
it. She Lnew 1hat she must expiate her sin or she
would go axd, &She wrote a letter to her children,
confessing her wrongs to her motlier, and told them
she could nol live surrounded by love and plenty
while somewhere her mother was the recipient of char-
ity. She left home ard came to this city, amd en-
gaged hersel as a cooh in a wealthy family. Her
genvices were well rewarded ; and every cent she earned
she gave to our other convent in Dallas street, of
which her master was also a bhenefactor. The Sistes
knew of her secret sorrow, and they amd the old people
prayed constanlly that some lime she might have the
happiness of finding her mwolher. ot

* This summer, while ihe familv was away, she fell
ill and .was taken to the hospital. Qur Sisters, of
course, went regularly to see her, and when she was
convalescent she prayed them to let her come to the
Home wuntil she was quite well. o intense was her
desire to be whth the Little Sislers and the old peo-
ple, the doctor said it was relarding her recovery;
amd so permission was «ranfed to her. Thus it hap-
pened she was at the Home when 1he roof was hiown
off by the storm ; and was sent here, whe e her pray-
ers were answered by fincding her meotlher, and obtain-
ing her forgiveness. B

‘ Then,' said Sister Pauline, and {he =mile grew in-
to a soft laugh, ‘a strange ibhing happened. Mother
Morton began to upbraid her dawghter for Tearing her
fdaughter who loved her, and declared +that she must
instanily return and set at rest the anguish that child
must be enduring. ‘I koow she is suffe-ing,” said the
daughter ;  but T shall never leave you, mother.’’—
‘““You'll have 1o, rejoined Molher Morton ;  for the
Sisters won't keep vou here., You are not old and
poor, Wilh no one to care for you, and in this city
there are many women who are. You would take the

left, her hushan®
the child to rear and
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