
Her mother leanedand stroked the baby's cheek. 'Hewill never suffer any moi-e, Constance; he is spared life'sbitterness and disappointments.'
He loved life.; he w-ould not have been disappointed;he was meant to live. We must have done something verywrong— his father and I— to provoke God's wrath upon usMother's boy, mother'slrfctle brown-eyed man!'The morning after the baby's deathMiss Allen, one ofthe nurses who had cared for him was called to the tele-phoneby the doctor.
Isuspect you are tired,' he said, 'andIwould likeyou to rest,but oldMrs.Marsham needsyou. Idon't thinkshe will be a very great strain on your strength.''Mrs. Marsham?''Yes, the mother of Marsham, the defaulter. Shehas been failing ever since his indictment, and his convic-tion last Friday was,Isuppose, the last straw. She isnot m bed, not actually- ill,but weak, nervous, not auitehersejif. .'Iwill go around at once, doctor.''Iwish you would; she is very much alone, and it isnot good for her. Try her; talk to her about outsidethings— cheer her if you can.'

Mrs. Marsham received Miss Allen kindly; she was ahandsomeold lady withsnow whitehair and the saddest eyes
the nurse thought she lad ever seen. She had been thegreat lady of the town, -the generous dispenser of boundless "
hospitality, and so well was she beloved that the righteous ■wrath of the community against her son did not touch herThe very poor people' whom he had robbed and ruinedpitied the poor stricken mother, who had idolisedhim-Her anguish of..mind was written on her lined face-.her spirit's misery looked fromher wearyeyes. There wasnothing in her manner,however, to indicate-a disorderedmind beyond an unqxiencliable melancholy.

When the nurse returned, after removing her hat,'shesaid gently: You donot look very strong; have you beeu

'No, butIhave been nursing a very sick patient.'Who recovered?' ' , .'Unfortunately, no.' - '
■'

Why "
unfortunately"?'
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She dii- Mrs- Marsham, she did; and.we triedso hard to save him. Wo thought we -could save him It-was a great shock to us whenlie failed so suddenly Andhis mother, poor woman, my heart aches at the thought'

You are too sympathetic for a nurse.' " ■
-
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She is resigned to her loss?'
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av? ,never seen any one less S°J it wasas-though the hearthad been torn fromher body '

MarsS*6 are W° rSe sorrows than death,' said old.Mrs.
' "
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MisS lleii flushed- 'No one can help her,' she hur-ried on; 'her husband, her friends,no'one?! Nothing theysay does any good "God is cruel," she cries coSuaU^mil* m6' W° Uld not hav?- take* baby from
-There are crueller losses than death,' said old MrsMarsham,.and as thenurse didnot reply she gazed thoughtfully out of the open window. It was not the green swardthat she saw however,■

nor the square of shimmering -sky,but a boy's face, white and still against the pillow/ She.heard herself praying wildly: 'Spare him to me, ohlii fd-nParthlm t0 T wlV\lo
"s llim- Only spare himrrILS ?A9 m°re! and,lier prayer' unlike Constanceijrreyson's, had been answered." Miss Allen/ she said, after an interval of deep?oZ^eelLyOSr"Son
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'But, Mrs. Marsham,' she exclaimed,Jare you strongenough? Do yoirfeel equal to the strain?' ? - .
'Quite strong, my dear; but you shall go with me if~yOil 11.K6.

f"Greyson is in terriWe sorrow/ pursued thenurse.
'

She cannot fail to distress you.'
pursilea the

'Imay help her/ said the other woman "'There arecrueller bereavements than death.'
To Constance Greyson brooding b"eside";her child— whoin a few hours now would be taken" from her for- ever—tpc«rr-iCameiS.c S°lmdM°iT

a stepr.she /looked upwearily. Why should they not let her be, these well-meaning friends with their futile words of sympathyP" Constance/ said old Mrs. Marsham, 'Iheard of yourgreat loss, andIhays come to help you.'A faint gleam came into Mrs. Greyson's eyes. ShehreS^ednt
d
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'' She Sakl C° ldly> <b3 ŝy"Pathy does me'Ihave not come to sympathise.' ' - -

Mrs. Greyson frowned. '
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P8 you have come to remind me- thatGodis good; that He does not willingly afflict; that in aHthings He is ever merciful and loving?' The mockery ofher tone was indescribable. > - ' , "^*viy or

Mrs. Marsham walked to the foot of the bed. Shestoodlookingdown at the little flower-wreathed figure ,Years ago, she began ina passionlessvoice, 'mv onlyson lay dying He was a mere child, beautiful, hatfpy-m love with life. The doctors had given up; they toldLehe could not recover; that it was ,6nly a Question of afew hours. When Iheard the verdictIknelt down andprayed: ■ '^ ,
'Spare him to me, O Lord; sparely only son!"Over and over againIentreated;_not for strength/not formoral force not for will to resist eviland turn away from- sm— only that his life might be spared to me

'
;Mrs. Greyson was listening; the 'monotonous low-tonedvoice had caught her attention.

a-a wTV jT' Con
I
stance, God granted my prayer. Hedid whatIhad besought Him to do-sparedmy son's life..spared him that he might dishonor his father's name, ruinthose whohad trustedhim and bringmy grey hair inshameto the grave. ■ , .

" ~
,f.And he w»s once as pure as your little one yonderas fair, as sweet. O woman!' trembling withpassion, < youknow not what you do when you rebel against God's will
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aM£ \ l° m what 1anguish^ WsavedJourchild. He has been good to you. He has taken "your boy'S^ay
f £ m eYf hl?»nser*r-ifc Htter-temptations-,takeJhim to Himself-stamless;holy, free from sin.- He is safefor all time— safe an God's tender arms. Down on your
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-Don say dat, honey.,' she~ begged; 'don' say dat;de good Lord gaved yo' ba-by an' now He's jes called Mm ,
home agin. He's happy ya-nder 1'

'He was happy here."TJe loved everything— the birds,
the flowers, the sunlight through the trees. Do you re-member how he liked to run in the wind with the breeze'blowing-thrqugh.his curlsP He-didn't want to die; he triedto live;he ought to have lived/but God was cruel. Hewould not let him stay.' ''Hit was meant ter. be, honey,' soothed the nurse ten-derly. 'He's better off deredan we ishyar— 'taintnothin'but sorrow an' sickness on dis hyar yuth.'
■nn.
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a,S me-ant to beP> And why was it meant to be?Why should Isuffer like lamsuffering now? Why shouldI_ lose my all— my littleprecious child? Is it for this—this maddeningtorture tha-fc womensuffer and endure what.only a woman could suffer and live through? It is notright; it is not jusb; God is cruel!' I

The nurse workedonin silence;her thinhands trembledas they tied gathering, strings and fastened slippery but-tons, but the mother's hands were firm; the bitterness ofher anguish gave her anunnatural composure. When tKetmy figure, fair -as any flower, lay dressed on his nurse'sknee, Mrs. Greyson stooped and lifted him in her arms." Let me takehim tohis own room,' she said, and with -
his cold cheeks against h-fir own she carried him to thesunshiny nursery where his short life had been spent.She laid him down with his head slightly turned, hischeek upon his hand, as she had so often seen him lie inhealthy,happy sleep;then, motioningthe nurse away,creptup.on to the bedbesidehim. Her husband, when he came

-
in, found her thus, lying beside the child, smoothing hishair and whispering tender wordsinto his deadear.One after another the many who loved her and whosehearts bled for her in ker bereavement came and wentaway sore at heart;girl companions of her own, awed and .frightened by her tearless grief,, friends of her mother'smen comrades of her husband— all who had loved the littlelad. The room filled with flowers; one of her girl friendslaid a bunch of violets oa the baby's pillow; the old nurselighted a lamp in a far corner. Her husband leaned overher tenderly; then someone came in^-a man she had neverseen before— who approachedher reverently,asking permis-
sion to measure the tiny form.

At midnight her mother arrived (summoned by tele-gram). They had hoped much from her mother's pre-sence, but nothing she sa.id could pierce the icy sheath in "

which her daughter had folded herself. 'My child
'

criedthe older woman, 'Ikncrw what your suffering isj'l havelost a child of my own. Imourned him just as you aremourning now, yet Iknow to-night thathe is better off;
that God s chosen ones are those who go early. Time andGod will help you, my darling.''

God cannot help mW, mother; it is' God's cruelty thathas brought this troubleto me.'
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