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The Storyteller

A MOTHER’S GRIEF.

The Sister of Charity bent over and smoothed the
tangled hair of the dying woman. *1If it were mot for
the child ! the child !’ the ifeeble voice wailed.

‘ Do not distress yourself, Mrs. Bentley.” the Sister
said with soothing tenderness. ‘God will provide for
Iittle Alice. You are very, wvery weak, and you miust
try to be resigned.’

The two-yeai-old gul in the Sister’s arms looked up
in wonder at the gentle face. ' Mamma ! Mamma ! ' she
lisped, the rosy lips beginning to tremble and the tears
gathering in the Dbiue eves. Siuter Gertrude lawd the
curly head on her shoulder, ‘ Poor mamma is tired,
Alice. You must not crv and wake up poor mamma.’'
The dying woman stretched out her hands for the child
and the Sister lard the little one beside her mother.

' Sister Gertrude,” Mrs. Bentley said, ‘ help me to
say, '' God's wiil be done.” 1t 18 so kard—so hard—to
leave her all alone in the world.” The futtering hands
rested on Alice’'s head and the dim eyes dwelt with un-
speakable tenderness on the child.  The room was very
still. A hght came over the tace of the dying mother.
* Thy will be done! Thy will be done '’ she whispered;
and in the fawnting whisper the struggling soul was
froed.
After a few moments in praver, Sister Gertrude lifted
tho child in her arms and went to inform the occupanta
of the house of the death of Mrs. Bentley. Then, writh
little Alice, she returted to her commurity,

Sister Gertrude had soothed the dying anguish of
the poor mother with the thought of God's providemce
over the orphan child : but her own mind could not sce
just then what form that providence would take. Her
sisterhood, the only one i the town, had no orphanage,
and had quite a struggle to maintain their establish-
ment by teaching The only provision that secmed pos-
sible was to send the child to a distant city. Com-
mending her helpless little charge to the Mother of Sor-
rows, Sister Gertrude began to help the schoel children
with their Christmas preparations.

Not having many membhers in the little eommunity,
the care of Alice fell upon Sister CGertrude, and the baby
sat at her feet, on the platiorm, while she taught in the
classroom Many wonderful stories the school girls told
little Alice of all that Santa Claus would bring her :
and he would bie sure to bring them, because they had
all told him.

*

In a very handsome home in the same city. a yvoung
woman was bending over the dead form of her bahy,
But six months hefore her hushand had died ; and to the
anguished heart 14 seemed past all endurance that, death
should rob her of her only child,

‘3t is too much ' Too mach ' 7 she told herself, sit-
ting in a stouv, teariess grief beside her dead Sho
turned a deal ear to all words of comfort. ‘ There is
no sorrow Like mine Husband and child so soon taken.
I cannot, T will not be consoled '’ She sat for hours
beside the hittle coflin, torturing her poor heart with the
picture of habv’s loveliness so strikimg n death.  * She
was s0 beauliful—my Alice--my one treasurc, too beau-
Liful to diec’  When a motherly old neighbor tried to
make her think of the child's bicssed safety, she cried
out that her whole hife wonld have been devoted to her
darting’s hanppine-s

' But, Mrs Fletcher, how do wvou know that wvou
could have made her happy ? Now vou kpow she is
safe with God and no sorrow ean over reach her.’

But 1t was all in vain @ and after the child had heen
faid at rest, Wres IFletcher 's neighbors and [riends shook
their heads onunousiy over her  comdition. She shut
herself awav from everv one.

Weehs passed, Imineimg the merty Christmas prepara-
tions, hut no hint of thenr gracious message reached the
salitary, uncomiotted mother in hor stiately, desolate
home

‘ She must he roused and interested, or this sctiled
melancholy will prove disastious,” the doctor told Mis.
Fletcher’s friends when thev discussed the case ‘1T only
wish T knew how Lo ronse her mterest,” he said, musing-
1y, * Bhe refuses {0 sce any visitors T believe she
would refuse Lo see me onlv T walk right in, hecause 1
cannot let her grieve hersell teo death She will not
read ar tale exercise She just sits and broods all day
long over the death of her ehilid. I feel Like scolding
her only she looks Ltoo forloin to take any notice of my
scolding '

*

As the weather grew colder the guestion of clothing
little Alice began to be a serious problem to Sister Ger-
trude The school girls had contrihuted some articles
of wearing apparel, hut as thev were nearly all the chil-
dren of working people, thee did not hase very plentiful
wardrobes One dav, Jennie Moore, one of the luarger
girls, smid wislfully 1o Sister Gertrude It secms such
a pityv, Sister, that oar little Alice eannot have some of
the fine e¢lothes that belonged Lo Alice I'letcher. Sho
wns just the saune age and she was always dressod like
a littlo princess. 1 wonder what her mother did with
all her begutiful clothes ?7°

‘Ts Mrs., Fletcher a Catholic, Jennie ? ' ashed the
Bister. \

N 20 ’

‘ Vjes, Sister, she is. That is, she used to go to
church ; but now she never goes out at all. She will
not see anybody, and sits alone all the time in her
room.’

* Poor thing !’ said the Sister. ' How strange that
she will not scek the onlv true consolation. 1t does
seem a pity, as you say, Jennie, that the clothing that
could be of so much service to our poor living child is
Iy Ing \useless,’

Alter Jennie had gone home Sister Gertrude kept
thinking of poor, desolate Mrs. Fletcher., ‘“Then she re-
called the death of Mrs. Dentley and the anguish it had
been to her to think of leaving little Alice alone in the
world. A thought came to the Sisier. Suppose she
should take Alice to Mrs. Fletcher and ask her to give
the orphan 5 few of the plammest of the dead chiid’s
drngses. 1t seemed almost 5 daring thing to the gentle
b‘llﬁml‘. but her courage rose the more she thought oi the
plan.

‘1t may help her to see that there are other serrows
in the world. 1 will tell her of poor Mrs. Bentley's
death and her distress at leaving Alice alone and friend-
1less and her act ol resignation to God’s will, at the
ast.’

So when the class duties were over, Sister Gertrude
prepared Alice for a walk., ‘The little one was delight-
ed ; and the Sister dressed her very carefully. she
brushed out the siiky blonde curls and tied them with a
Lit of bright ribbon that a schoo! girl had given little
Ahwee.  The pretty, ecager face was g picture, winsome
enough to touch any heart, as the bllue eves sparkled in
delightiul anticipation of the outing with Sister Gertrude.
‘I'ogether they walked through the business thorough-
fares and out to the broad sweeping avenue, where stood
the handsome home of Mrg. Fletcher, Sister Gertrude
hegan to feel some what abashed and nervous as she
rang the door beil. The tall, formal butier looked sur=
prised as he opened the door.

" Is Mrs. Fletcher at home and can I ses her 9’

" She is at home, Sister,” the man replied, very
respoctfully, * but 1 de not think you can see her. She
J:';dgd refused to see any visitors at all since her baby
(2D} .

‘So I have heard,” Sister Gertrude replied, hut—her
C(;Lli"ﬂ.ge rising again—‘1 will detain her hut a very short
while.”

The hutler opened the doov, looking doubtful, Hias
arders were very strict, but he could not find it in his
heart to refuse the good Sister. As they entered the
gall he caught sight of the child clinging to the Sisier’'s

ress

‘1 am afraid, Sister,” he said, hesitaiingly,‘ that if
BMrs. Iletcher will see vou, it would never do for her to
sce the child)’ He stood and looked greatly puzzled.
‘ You know she cannot get over the death of her baby ;
and 1t was just about like this one ; and—dear me !’
said with a start, ‘ the child is for all the world like
our little Laby.'

sister Gertrude was greatly disappointed. She bhad
dressed Alice 0 curefully, making  the most she could of
her baby beauly, in the hope that it would incline Mrs.
IPletecher’s heart to genorisity,

I Mrs, Fletcher will see you, Sister, I can take the
chuld to the housekeeper’s room t1ll yvou are ready +to
o, the butler sand, reaching out his hand to little Alice,
Lut the child clung to the Sister and began to cry.

‘“Well, never mind then,” he sard, hurriedly, * Hush,
little girl, don’t cry. I an not going to take you., 1
wouldn't for the world that Mrs. I'letcher should hear a
child’s voice, st now, anyhow,” he said to himself,
there 15 no chance of her seeing them.' Then aloud, ‘Sit
down Sister,” openming the door of the handsome parlor.
1 owill go and ask Mrs, Tletcher if she will see yom.'

Awaiting g return Sister Gertrude gazed around the
beautifully-appointed  room. How strangely cold and
“ilent the house seemed. So stalely and so handsome
and so unlike p home, Accustomed to the merry voices
of chuldren, the cheering patter of little feet, the Sister
wonderad at the chilling silence of the house,

‘Home one to see me, Reberts 77 Mrs, Tlelcher turn-
ed 1o the butler. ; You know I have told you I cannot
Bee anvone,’

* But, madamn, this is a Sister of Charity, and she
sald that she wanted to see you particulariy.” .

‘ Well, ask her for her message. T will do anything
T can, hut,” wearily, ‘T cannot see anyone.’

Roherts still stood at the door. ‘The Sister said
she would onlv detain vou a very short while. You
kuow, madam,” he said, hesitatinglv, * Mr. ¥Fletchen was
alwnays so glad to have the Sister come to see him when
he was sick.’

Mrs  Floteher started, True, she remembered the
last days of her husband's life and how the visits of the
Sisters seemed 1o comfort hun,

“Well, Hoberts,” she said, sinking back in her chair,
“jus® ask the Sister to come up here.’

Mrs TFiletcher sat quite still a moment. The hut-
ler's words had hroueht hack that terrible blow, the
loss of her husband And then when her bleeding heart
had leant with adolising love upon her only child, she
too had Been taken,  What was hife to her after all but
a suceession of harrowing pictures, memories that pained
her erueliv with every thought and o weary vista of a
hopeless futura ? ., .

A timud knock came to the door.  * Come in '’ said
Mrs  Fleteher, and Sister Gertrude entered with  little
Alice The ladv had risen to receive them, and as her
eyes fell upon the child she stood as if rooted to the
apatk.

Spol You are verv kind to receive me, Mrs. Fletcher,” a
soft voice was saying, ‘ and I thank vou very much, for
I have heard how greatly yvou have suflered.’
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