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The Sister of Charity bent over 
smoothed the tangled hair of 

the dying women. "If it were not 
for the child! the child!” the feeble 
voice wailed.

"Do not distress yourself, Mrs. 
Bentley,” the Sister said with sooth
ing tenderness. “God will provide 
<or little Alice. You are very, very 
•weak, and you must try to be re
signed.”

The two-year-old girl in the Sis
ter’s arms looked up in wonder at 
the gentle face. "Mamma! Mamma!" 
she lisped, the rosy lips beginning to 
tremble and the tepxs gathering in 
the blue eyes. Sister Gertrude laid ‘ 
the curly head on her shoulder. 

..“Poor mamma is tired, Alice. You 
must not cry and wake up poor 
mamma.” The dying woman stretch
ed out her hands for the child and 
the Sister laid the little one beside 
her mother.

"Sister Gertrude,” Mrs. Bentley 
said, "help me to say, ‘God’s will be 
done.' It is so hard—so hard — to 
leave her all alone in the world." 
The fluttering hands rested on 
■Alice's head and the dim eyes dwelt 
with unspeakable tenderness on the 
■child. The room was very still. A 
light came over the face of the dy
ing mother. "Thy will be done! Thy 
will be done! " she whispered; and in 
the fainting whisper the struggling 
soul was freed.

After a few moments in prayer, 
Sister Gertrude lifted the child in 
her arms and went to inform tne oc
cupants of the house of the death of 
Mrs. Bentley. Then with little Alice, 
she returned to her community.

Sister Gertrude had soothed the 
dying anguish of the poor mother 
with the thought of God’s provi
dence over the orphan child; but her 
own mind could not see just then 
what form that Providence would 
take. Her sisterhood, the only one 
in the town, had no orphanage and 
had, quite a struggle to maintain 
their establishment by teaching. The 
only provision that seemed possible 
was to send the child to a distant 
city. Commending her helpless little 
charge to the Mother of Sorrow's, 
Sister Gertrude began to help the 
school children with their Christmas 
preparations.

Not having many members fn the 
little community, the care of Alice 
fell upon Siseer Gertrude, and the 
baby sat at her feet, on the plat
form, while She taught in the class
room. Many wonderful stories the 
school girls told little Alice of all 
that Santa Claus would bring her; 
an he would be sure to bring them, 
because they had all told him.

herself to death. She will not read 
or take exercise. She just sits and 
broods all day long over the death 
of her child. I feel like scolding her 
only she looks too forlorn to take 
any notice of my scolding.”

In a very handsome home in the 
same city, a young woman was 
bending over the dead form of her 
baby. But six months before her 
husband had died; and to the ang
uished heart it seemed past all en
durance that death should rob her of 
her only child.

"It is too -much! Too much!” she 
told herself,) sitting in a stony, tear
less grief beside her dead. She turn
ed a deaf ear to all words of com
fort. "There is no sorrow like mine. 
Husband and Child so soon taken. I 
cannot, I will not be consoled." She 
•at for hours beside the little coffin, 
torturing her poor heart with the 
picture of baby loveliness, so strik
ing death. "She was so beautiful
ly Alice—my one treasure, too beau
tiful to die." When a motherly old 
neighbor tried to make her think of
the child's 1 
-out that her 
been devoted to 1

lid have 
l happi-

safe 
an ever

As the weather grew colder the 
question of clothing little Alice be
gan to be a serious problem to Sis
ter Gertrude. The school girls had 
contributed some articles of wearing 
apparel, but as they were nearly all 
the children of working people, they 
did pot have very plentiful ward
robes. One day, Jennie Moore, one 
of the larger girls, said wistfully to 
Sister Gertrude: "It seems such a 
pity. Sister, that our little Alice can
not have some of the fine clothes 
that belonged to Alice Fletcher. She 
was just the same age and 9he was 
always dressed like a little princess. 
I wonder what her mother did with 
all her beautiful clothes?"

"Is Mrs. Fletcher a Catholic, Jen
nie?” asked the Sister.

"Yes, 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 Just sits alone, all 
the time in her room." 

i "Poor thing!" said the Sister. 
"How strange that she will not seek 
the only true consolation. It docs 
seem a pity, as you say, Jennie, that 
the clothing that could be of so 
much service to our poor little liv
ing child is lying useless."

After Jennie bad gone home. Sis
ter Gertrude kept thinking of poor, 
desolate Mrs. Fletcher. Then she re
called the death of Mrs. Bentley and 
the anguish it had been to her to 
think of leaving little Alice alone in 
the world. A thought came to the 
Sister. Suppose she should take 
Alice to Mrg. Fletcher and ask her 
to give the little orphan a few of 
the pladnest of the dead child’s 
dresses. It seemed almost a daring 
thing to the gentle Sister, but her 
courage rose the more she thought 
of the plan.

"It may help her to see that 
there are other sorrows in the 
world,. I will tell her of poor Mrs. 
Bentley’s death and her distress at 
leaving Alice alone and friendless and 
of her act of resignation to God’s 
will, at the last."

So when her class duties were 
over, Sister Gertrude prepared Alice 
for a walk. The little one was de
lighted; and the Sister dressed her 
very carefully. She brushed out the 
silky blonde curls and tied them 
with a bit of bright ribbon that a 
school girl had given little Alice. 
The pretty, eager face was a pic
ture, winsome enough to touch any 
heart, as the blue eyes sparkled in 
delightful anticipation of the outing 
with Sister Gertrude. Together they 
walked thrpugh the business tlun- 
oughfores and out to the broad, 
sweeping avenue, where stood the 
handsome home of Mrs. Fletcher. 
Sister Gertrude began to feel some
what abashed and nerVous ns she 
rang the door bell. The tall, formal 
butler looked^ surprised as he opened 
the door;

Is Mrs. F.etcher at home and can 
iee her?"
She is at home, Sister," the man 

replied, very respectfully, ' but I do 
not think you can see her. She has 
Refused to see any visitors at all 
since her baby died.”

So I have heard," Sister Ger
trude replied, "but—her courage ris
ing again—"I will detain her but. a 
very short while."

The butler opened the door, look
ing doubtful. His orders were very 
strict, but he could not find Ü. lit 
his heart to refuse the good Sister.
As they entered the hall, ho caught 
sight of the child, clinging to ihe 
Sister’s dross.

"I am afraid. Sister,” he said bes- 
tatingly, "that if Mrs. — -«•

the child clung to the Sister and be
gan to cry.

"Well, never mind then," he said 
hurriedly. “Hush, little girl, don’t 
cry. I am not going to take you. I 
wouldn’t for the world that Mrs, 
Fletcher should hear a child’s voice, 
just now anyhow," he said to him
self K "there is no chance of her 
ing them." Then aloud, "Sit dewn. 
Sister," opening the doof of the 
handsome parlor. "I will go and 
ask Mrs. Fletcher if she will see 
you."

Awaiting his return, Sister Ger
trude gazed around the beautifully 
appointed room. How strangely cold 
and silent the house seemed. So 
stately and so handsome and so un
like a home. Accustomed to the 
merry voices of children, the cheer
ing patter of little feet, the Sister 
wondered at the chilling silence of 
the house.

"Some one to see me. Roberts? 
Mrs. Fletcher turned to the butler. 
"You know I have told you I «. 
not see anyone."

But madam, this is a Sister of 
Charity, and she said that she want
ed to see you particularly."

“Well, ask her for her message. ] 
will do anything I can, but," wear
ily, "I cannoe see anyone.”

Roberts still stood at the door. 
"The Sister said she would only de
tain you a very short while, 
know, madam,” ho added hesitating
ly, "Mr. Fletcher was always 
glad to have the Sister come to see 
him when he was sick."

Mrs. Fletcher started. True, she 
remembered the last days of her 
husband’s life and how the visits of 
the Sisters seemed to comfort him.

“Well, Roberts," she said, sinking 
back in her chair, “just ask the Sis
ter to come up here."

Mrs. Fletcher sat quite still a mo
ment. The butler's words had 
brought back that terrible blow, the 
loss of her husband. And then when 
her bleeding heart had leant with 
idolizing love upon her only child, 
she too had been taken. What was 
life to her after all but a succession 
of harrowing pictures, memories 
that pained her cruelly with every 
thought and a weary vista of a 
hopeless future?

A timid knock came to the door. 
"Come in!" said Mrs. Fletcher, and 
Sister Gertrude entered with little 
Alice. The lady had risen to receive 
them, and as her eyes fell upon the 
child she stood as if rooted to the 
spot.

"You are very kind to receive me, 
Mrs. Fletcher," a soft voice was say
ing, "and I thank you very much, 
for I have heard how greatly you 
have suffered."

Mrs. Fletcher inclined her head and 
seating herself, motioned to Sister 
Gertrude to be seated. Little Alice 
looked wonderingly at the beautiful 
lady.

Receiving no answer. Sister Ger
trude went timidly on; "I have come 
to ask you a very great favor, Mrs. 
Fletcher, and you will pardon me if 
it is more than you can grant. This 
poor little child was left to my care 
when her widowed mother died. She 
has no relatives that we know of. 
Our school is not very prosperous, 
for although we have a large num
ber of scholars, they are all of the 
poorer class. I came to ask you if 
you could make up your mind to 
give me some of the very plainest of 
your little girl’s clothing, it would 
be a great help toward providing for 
this little one."

Sister Gertrude paused. Mrs. Flet
cher did not speak. Her large 
mournful eyes were fixed on little 
Alice. The child began to be fright
ened at this strange, silent woman.
At last Mrs. Fletcher spoke. " This 
child’s mother is dead, you say, Sis
ter?"

“Yes, madam."
“And you would like me to give 

you some of—my baby’s clothing — 
some of ray little . Alice’s dresses?”
The words died in a whisper.

Mrs. Fletcher did not like to re
fuse the gentle Sister, but the 
thought of parting with anything 
associated with her child was too 
painful to be considered. She drew 
her pocketbaok from her pocket.’“If 
you will accept a gift for the child, 

ster, in place of the clothing,” she
d cour..............  ................ ..—••
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love! Oh, the balm of a child's sweet 
comforting!

Trembling and unnerved, Mrs. 
Fletcher held the little one in her 
arms, while the blessed, softening 
tears rained over the sunny hair 
and the bright young face.

So Sister Gertrude’s faith was not 
in vain, and the providence of God 
had provided for little Alice a more 
generous future than she had over 
dared to hope for.

Alice was adopted by Mrs. Fletch
er, and she filled, in great measure, 
the place of the little daughter whoce 
name she bore.

Mrs. Fletcher gave, in Alice’s 
name, a most beautiful Christmas 
tree to the school, something far be
yond what the children had over ar 
pired to. The handsome house is no 
longer silent and desolate. Often the 
patter of little feet is heard through 
its halls; and the music of chil
dren's voices—sweetest of earthly 
sounds—rings through the house as 
Alice's little friends gather a round 
her in her happy home.—M. E. Hen
ry Ruffin, in the Catholic Colum-

The Humility ef 
A Great Prelate.

LUNG WEAKNESS
IS DUB TO POOB AND WATERY 

BLOOD.

That is Why Some People Oannot 
Get Rid of a Cough, and 

Why It Develops Into 
Consumption.

■Bitn
hing my dar- 

; sacred; and to 
lid" léÿ'-she 
out a roll

The lungs are just like any other 
portion of the body—they need a 
constant supply of pure, rich blood 
to keep them sound and strong. If 
the lungs are not strong they are 
utnable to resist disease, an'd that is 
the reason why an apparenely sim
ple cold clings until the patient 
grows weaker and weaker and final
ly fills a consumptive’s grave. Dr, 
Williams' Pink Pills never fail to 
strengthen the lungs, because they 
make the new, rich red blood which 
alone can do this work. The most 
emphatic proof that Dr. Williams 
Pink Pills rebuild the lungs and cure 
consumption in its earlier stages, is 
given in the case of Miss Blanche 
Durand, of St. Edmond, Que. Miss 
Durand sajrs;—“In the month of 
September, 1901, I was visiting at 
the home of an uncle at L'Assomp
tion. One day we were out boating 
I got my feet wet and caught cold. 
The cold seemed to cling to me and 
when I returned home about the end 
of September, I was quite ill. I was 
quite feverish, had no appetite, and 
the cough seemed to exhaust me. I 
began doctoring, but did not get any 
better, and in January, 1902, the 
doctor told me that my lungs were 
affected, and that I was in consump
tion. At this time a friend who had 
come1 to see roe advised me to try 
Dr. Williams' Pink Pills, and I sent 
for six boxes. The pills soon began 
to help me, as little by little, the 
cough grew less severe, my appetite 
became better, my strength returned, 
and I began to have a healthy color.
I used eight boxes of the pills, and 
was then fully rccovp-°d. I am sure 
that Dr. Williams' Pimk Pills saved 

-my life and I shall always speak 
gratefully of them."

Such cases as these toll better than 
mere words the power of Dr. Wil
liams' Pink Pills. They cure all 
constitutional weakness because they 
go right to the root of the trouble 
and build up the blood. That is 
why they never fail to cur^ rheuma
tism. lumbago, kidney and liver 
troubles, headaches, backaches, in
digestion, biliousness and all other 
blood diseases. Sold by all dealers 
or sent post paid at 50 cents a box 
or six boxes for $2.50 by writing di
rect to the Dr. Williams’ Medicine 
Co., Brockville, Ont. Substitutes 
are sometimes offered, but you can 
always protect yourself by seeing 
that the full name "Dr. Williams’ 
Pink Pills for Palo People" is print
ed on the wrapper around every box.

I PEU PK1LANTHR0PIST
:
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At the recent celebration of the 
jubilee of Albany Cathedral His 
Grace Archbishop Farley preached 
the sermon. In the course of it he 
read an unpublished letter written 
by the late Cardinal McCloskey, 
when he was first Bishop of Albany, 
to a Cardinal in Rome, imploring 
him to use his influence to prevent 
his appointment as Archbitihop of 
New York in succession to Arch
bishop Hughes.

Archbishop Farley, before reading 
the letter, stated that on his recent 
visit to. Rome he heard while there 
a rumor of the existence of this let
ter. He instituted a search for it and 
succeeded in finding it in the arch
ives of the Propaganda. It is one 
showing the profound humility and 
self-distrust of America's illustrious 
first Cardinal. It will be seen that 
he suggested at the time, and in his 
stead, Bishop Martin John Spalding, 
of Louisville, as Archbishop Hughes' 
successor in the Metropolitan See of 
New York. We give the letter here 
as it was read from the pulpit by 
Archbishop Farley on that occasion:

“Most Eminent and Dear Lord 
Cardinal: “Your Eminence will par
don me, I trust, if, presuming on the 
kindness and condescension shown to 
me in the past, I now venture to 
have recourse to you in a moment 
which for me is one of deepest anx
iety. Your Eminence as a member 
of the Sacred Congregation de Pro
paganda Fide will have learned most 
probably before this reaches you 
that among the names commended 
through the Sacred Congregation of 
the Holy See to fill the vacancy 
caused by the much lamented death 
of the illustrious Archbishop of New 
York, my name, unfortunately, 
placed first on the list. Now, I write 
to implore Your Eminence, in case 
there should be any danger of my 
appointment or of my being trans
ferred from Albany to New York, to 
aid me in preventing it and to save 
me from the humiliation and misery 
of being placed in a position for the 
duties and responsibilities of which 
I feel myself both physically arid mo
rally unfit and unequal.

"If you will bear with me, I will 
state a few of my many, very many, 
grounds of objection.

"In the first place, it was only by 
a majority of one vote my name 
came to be placed first. My own vote 
was and still is in favor of the 
Bishop of Buffalo.

"Again, when after having been 
appointed and consecrated coadjutor 
of the Bishop of New York with the 
right of succession, I resigned both 
coadjutordhip and right of suces- 
sion to come to Albany, I then re
solved, and still hold to the resolu
tion, that as far as it depended on 
my free will or consent of my own I 
should never again return to New 
York. Having been relieved from 
the prospect of succession, I never 
thought afterwards of aspiring or 
being called to it. I have according
ly done nothing to prepare or qual
ify myself for it.

I speak only tibm the deepest sin
cerity of heart and from the strong
est conviction of conscience when I 
say that I possess neither the learn
ing, nor prudence, nor energy, nor 
firmness, nor bodily health or 
strength which are requisite for such 
an arduous and highly responsible 
office as that of Archbishop of New 
York.

“I recoil from the very thought of 
it with shuddering, and I do most 
humbly trust that such a crushing 
load will not be placed upon my 
weak and unworthy shoulders.

"Either the Bishop of Louisville,
Dr. Spalding, or the Bishop of Buf
falo, Dr. Timon, would fill the post 
with dignity, efficiency and honor, 

"Your Eminence may, pertiaps, be 
disposed to ask why not make these 
representations to Cardinal Barbaro 
rather than to you* My answer is:
I do not wish to seem as taking it 
for granted that my name will be 
presented to the Holy See. The com
munications which will be received 
from the several Archbishops of the 
country and from other sources may 
change entirely the aspect of the 
case, and no serious attention may 
be paid to the simple fact of my 
name appearing first on the list fer

tile will Is in all things to me a 
law.

“Begging a thousand pardons for 
this intrusion and commending my
self once more to your friendly inter
est and sympathy, I have the honor 
to be Your Eminence’s most obedi
ent servant in Christ,

"JOHN, Bishop of Albany."

CATHOLIC NOTES.
A TIMELY MEMORIAL.—The for

mer pupils of the Ureuliqe Convent 
of Quebec are raising a fund to erect 
a new organ in the Monastery Cha
pel.

NEW CHURCHES.—In Louisville, 
Ky., Cathdlicity is experiencing a 
wonderful growth. Four new Catho
lic churches were erected in that city 
last year.

A CATHOLIC CLUB.—Rev. John 
J. Farrel, of St. Paul’s Church, 
Cambridge. Mass., is at the head of 
a movement to organize a Catholic 
club at Yale University.

TOO MANY RELIGIONS. - The 
New York "Freeman’s Journal” re
marks:—According to recent statis
tics, there are 1,000 religions in the 
world, just 999 more than there is 
any need or authority for.

STATISTICS.—The Catholic Di
rectory (England) for 1903 estim
ates the Catholic population of the 
United Kingdom (Ireland and Great 
Britain) as about 5,250,000— name
ly, England, 1,500,000; Scotland, 
433,000; Ireland (according to cen
sus of 1901), 3,310,068. Including 
British America (with a Catholic 
population of about 2,600,000), Aus
tralia, India and all other posses
sions, the total Catholic population 
of the British Empire is probably 
about 10,500,000. The number of 
Catholic Archbishops and Bishops in 
the Empire is 170.

GONE TO ROME.—Dr. De Costa 
sailed from New York on the Kaiser 
William der Grosse las week in com
pany of Mgr. Kennedy, the newly- 
appointed rector of the American 
College at Rome. Mrs. Crawford, 
of Montreal, who, like the Doctor, 
is a convert, was amongst the num
ber of friends who assembled on the 
pier and cheered and waved their 
adieus till the eteamer was out of 
sight. Dr. De Costa, it is expected, ^ 
will remain a year in Rome.

VARIOUS NOTES.

Warded from New York. In such an 
event objections end remonstrances
on my part to 
would not only be

A NEW ORCHESTRA.—One of the 
recent efforts of leading musicians in 
New York, which has met with the 
approval of several people of wealth, 
is the organization of an orchestra 
with a fund of $25,000 a year for the 
next four years. Already $40,000 
have been subscribed.

HYDROPHOBIA MICROBE. — A 
despatch from Rome says:— Prof. 
Sormagni, of Pavia, announces that 
he has discovered the microbe of 
hydrophobia.

A GOOI) HIT.—American daily 
newspapers state that William Keel
er, a star of the National League of 
baseball, has signed an agreement 
by which he will receive a salary of 
$10,000 for the coining season.

MANY TONGUES. — Africa 
nearly 700 languages.

IN AID OF CONSUMPTIVES .-Mr. 
Henry Phipps, of New York, former 
director of the United States Steel 
Corporation, has notified Dr. Flick 
of his intention to build, equip and 
endow a hospital in Philadelphia for 
the isolation and treatment of con
sumptives in advanced stages of the 
disease. It* is estimated that Mr. 
Phipps’ gift will entail an expend!- • 
ture of considerably more than $1,- 
000,000.

The building and equipment will 
cost between $200,000 and $800,000. 
and Mr. Phipps has promised to en- 
dow the * —1 —uu an lanninn .if. .>JSrm
bet* nd $40,«0O.


