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"What the Letter Brought

',"A STORY or THR JOHNSTOWN FLOOD.

' (By Ar.mie R: Ramsa.y An ‘Porwa.rd ') :

L Bertha. Taylor. and Rega Nichiols’ were put-

‘j,-rtmg in'order the, books and music after the.

. ‘close of a Christian Endeavor meevtmg, one
_stormy afternoon.

" ‘Did ‘you.ever see such devated frxends"'"

‘ }Iasked Miss Fanme,aslgla.nced across the
" big Sunday-school room to the corner where
the two girls were busy at work. - '
M.lss l'a.n.me smiled at mo, and fairly
) .,_beamed at’ them a.s "she answered, softly
" “Well, of course. .And I for one, never see

“ ‘accompaniments,. nor  meet them together
everywhere I go, that I'am not reminded tha:t

S “truth i3 etranger than fction.”
I always think of thom-as proofs that, even

~in the blackest misfortune God does mnot

- leave us without ‘signs of his love and care
.- for his children. Yes, even when the mis-

“.fortune cah be txaced to man’s wilfulness .

a.nd carelesness

- -misfortlme have these girls known? = .

‘Réga—not . Bertha—I supposed. everyone

knew ‘tho story. - But I remember, you did
O not live here then Let me sewwhere shall

.. T begin—"" and; as. the young. girls had by .-
"thJs time, ﬁnished their’ task, and: bldden. us .
good- bye she told me a story’ whieh gained

77 it greatest intarest from being true. . ''This

- .fstory I sha.ll endeayor. to -repeat to you

. Philadelphia was fust awakening, with'

'shuddermg horror, to'the knowlcdge of the
~‘awful disaster at Johnstown. The news. of
the ﬂood had boen published in the morning

.- papers, and people. said, with bited breath,
.“Three_,hundred drowned!” " In the after-
noon vague rumors filled the streéts that the
three hundred might be multiplied into three

thousand. - Glcom and anxiety hung oveér the

= ity like @ pall. The next day—Sunday —
" .- broke clear and quiet, and people who could
~ . - do nothing else, felt that the church was the

only place mect for men and women whose.

. .-fellow-bemgs were enduring so much.-
‘In one ‘of the churches sat Mrs. Taylor
7 ,and her -young daughter, ‘Bertha; the me-
- ther's thoughts were occupied with the sor-
rows of the many Rachels mourning for
their children-in that far-off town; and she
- felt . selfish, almost wicked, when, as she

- looked &t her own blooming daughter, her -

. heart gave a throb of gratitude that her dar-
ling was safe and spared to her. ,

~ The mm:ister made his usual announee-

- ments, and a thrill Tan through the con-

~ gregation when he read the latest account

" from Jobmstown, in which the number of .

" ‘the dead was estimated at ten thousand!
-An cloguent appeal for help followed; cloth-
ing "was especially asked for, and arrange-
menis announced- by which a special train
. was to be sent to the stricken city to ea.rry
"~ all donations.
.7 Bertha Taylor béard nothing of the.sermon
"that day; her whole. heart was aroused by

* the picture which her imagination drew o!.-"‘

* the scenes and sufferings at Johnstown. As
" soon @s. the last- words of the service has

‘f;crt the church and a.long the streetsyin -
; _”teverish he.ste. ’

T
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v -them -here, leading the singmg, playing thei:‘

Moreover,

. tha,t ‘do ‘you mean, sts Panme" What.. -

- let: me, won't ¥

' died  away, she was pulling her mother out p

up a bundle; I have my' old blue dress and

those ﬂamxels thaﬂ: I can 't get into next win- -
ter, it I- grow a sm,gle mite th.is summer,f,
. ‘and there's that old check smt Jof brother” 'S,

~ %0, mother! Let’s go right home and make’

. and tather’s old hat, and some ‘hoes, Wm’,;
there's lots of thmgs you're savinv for the -
Bm.d.le'y family, and.more, t00, in the trunks.

in the basement.  Come, come, quick'

*will make up a bundle at once.’ : _
Mrs, Taylor smiled at ‘the eager g1rl )

-‘Gently, my dear.” We wa.nt ‘to give all 'we .

. can, but not more. than we ought and above

all, wo do- not want .to glvo th.ings whidh
would be useless, to tbose ‘Who receive them.

My idea, is that ea.ch one should thmk of the’
people there as sisters, or fncmds and try
" to send just. what we would if these rehuons

‘really exxsted’ e

We,'
. of hght and each one of its steel buttons

By this- txme thay had reaohed home, a.nd_

Berthd immediately fiew o her room to pull; :
out’ bandbox and bundle and to empty ¢lo- .
in her enthuma.sm and

sots a.nd dra.wers,
energy ’I'he brown dress hung on a peg far

;ofrea.lly good thmgs and as soon as dinm.er,l L
“is over, .you can bring me- ‘what ‘you think -
you can spare, and we will decide about it.!

back, the prebty silk braid catching gleams »

done up in a twist of tissue-pa.per—so care-", g

ful was Bertha, lest’ rust should corrupt her
‘glittering ‘treasures, for those buttons were
In spite of her gene- -
rous ardor, the girl hesitated a moment;-the

the pride of her heart.

dress ha.d been her ‘bost’ ome last winter,
and wa.s to be used for school in the com-

‘mg season. She . had.never before had ong':"

made by a dressmaker, anid had looked for-
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. *I SHALL WRITE A LETTER, AND PUT IT IN-THE POCKET.’

‘0, mamma!
makes it twice as interosting, if I can pre-
tend I know the.people who get my things.
Lot me see—I should like to send my coat
with the red lining to.some girl.
124 1. wear my old one
-“Hva 'ohnsomalways liked

willingly. . Cous
that coat .and. 'itz‘
y J,,‘O;j‘ﬁzehher' oould N ‘give my pretty
rown ce,shmere with- the silk braid? I
'm§< I could do without it."-

‘though -she “only ‘answered, quietly: ‘I-am
quite sure We can Tnake up a large package

what a splendid idea; it

‘Dear, generous child,’ Lhou,ht the mother, :

ward with, great delig\htr to the time of wear-

.ing to school a perfeclly-fitting, stylish cos-
‘tume, such as most of her friends wore every
day. But selfishness had no real. lodging-
You will

place in Bertha's heart, and when her mo-
ther’s suggestion came back to her mind,
she added -the brown cashmere to her arm-

‘ful of yifts, without further hesitation,

P it

Hurrying to the basement, she flung the -

things om a table, and turned to help -her
mother make her selections.

* ‘Mother,’ she said, ‘how shall we get these ‘

things to the station? .

‘I never thoug*ht of that, Bertha! Per-



