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. The Storyteller

INTO THE SUNSHINE.

‘ Dwell who will in the valley below
L go up into the sunshine !
Freoe and warm and glad in its play,
Light and lif¢ arc in every day,
Burning to brazhter and brighter day.
Let who vl in the valley stay,
1 go up mio the suushine !’

A clear, birdlike young voice sarng the words, and
Lhey were borne on the scented summer air from a flower-
laden garden through the long, open windows of a richly-
appointed room. But though the song wns full of cheer
and the surroundings delightful, no joy, or even passing
pleasure was brought through all to the solitary listener,
the occupant of the handsome apwrtment and the mis-
tress of the splendid home, of which it was o part.

A little, shrivellied woman, well towards middle hic .
yves, ' shrivelled * describes her; always plamm of Jace,
manred still more by grieving and disease, which last had
also distorted the frail form, so that few could enyv- the
sole heiress of the late Judge Vernon, notwithstanding
her great wealth. . ]

“'Oh, papa, papa !’ she moanecd in new anguisi, as
the singer moved on and the words bheeame inaudnble.
‘Thers is no sunshme for your poor Alhe, ahy more,
now that vou have gone away iromn her—away behind
those awful clouds that dark, dark night—aAnd where ?
oh where ? Into the darhness, papa dear. far, far, for
from vour Albe. And you Ieft her in darkuess here, thera
to stay until she gees out into the mght too, Oh, f
that could only be now !'—if | could go and meel you,
then would the sunshine come to me-—no matier how deep
the night all about us. But to lLinger ou here alone,
alone—no one to care for me—the poor, deformed crea-
ture, the insignificant bLttle cripple who can only buy
attention with money ' Not a loving thought or a real
Lmdness to expect from a hiving soul!? {h, 1 caunot
ear it—I cannot bear it !’

With arms outstretched and face hetween, pressed
against the polished mahogany tavic Ay she hall stood,
half lay, sobbing wildly.

Judge Vernon had died suddenlv a month Dbefore.
seated in his hibrary.  He had possed away some tune
after midmight, when a fieree tempest was roging without,
Alive, aroused by the storm and foghtened, had cone to
the library both to chnde her tather for remainmg o late
and to seck his company, when she found the hand upon
which hers rested rmigid 1w death.

The shock almost destroved the life, then ibe reason
of Lthe bereft doughter—the chemshed, tdohised dosighter,
who was now ultely alone in the world, and who hagd
sad nced of solace and love. Wealth was hers udeed,
but, as to all else that makes life fair, she was poor as
the 1meanest pauper. She was unlovely, feeble in health
and deformed m body Timid and reserved, chinging only
to the one parent she had ever known, and receinving from
him the tenderest of o fother's affection and solcitude
To him his little Allie—his * wee, gl alvavs—was the
sweatest and most heautiful of Itving creatures. Nothing
wa8 too good for her—no atiention too lavish He sui-
rounded her with Juxury but wore with love, and she
was happy—so happy—unescr for one day Raking separu-
ted from ' dear papa’ )

But now he was doad, and she was sick onnd alone—
alone,and oh so lonely, so wretched and despaiwrms 1ho
doctor had ordered her to the aur of this mountan hani-
let, where she could * get mto the sunshine and goun
strength,’ he said. And so she had come - here to the
great house where she was born, and which she had never
seen since her early childheod | all her hife sines having
beon spent 1in a splendid citv home or in travel in foreign
lands. She had come up te the old house with her
matd only the night Dbefore unannounced even to  the
faithful old caretakers. And now she 1s seated in the
drawing-room thrown open to the sunshine for the fivst
time 1 a fuil score of jyears, while her mard gatherng
flowers for mantel and tablo, carels goy netes i the gar-
den heyoud

Tho long, weary summer day passes and tho evemihg
Falls. Alice s glad of the approach of the meht—the
sombre hours accord Lest with her gloomy feelings, As
the shadong gather she suddenly starts up from the
couch upon which she has been prone for hours, and  don-
ning o little hat soth vel closely drawn, goes hobbin:g
across the lawn and out upon the well-trodden path to
{he village.

‘No, don't come with me. Lena,” sha ealls bach to
the maid, who is about to follow. * I want to be alone,
1 am ounlv gomg to walk a Lttle way 1 ».11] bo Lack
presently.’

5o she goes down the gradually-sleping descent pas-
sing huts and cottages until presently she approaches w
Tittie frame edifice, whers f1rom a tiny belfiv a  hatsh-
toned little Iell 15 sending outl 1ls summons  About (he
door is gathered a motley group, among which a com-
pany of little girls in coarse white frocks and flower-
wreathed heads are conspicuous. These form imto e,
two by two, and after them a company of boyvs in white
hlouses and blue badges follow 1 the same fashion Thoe
procession enters the church, 1he stragglers abrout the
door following after.

By an mmpulse, hali inveluntarv and half desirs per-
haps to divert her mind, Alice enters also sinking mto
the flvst seat just within.

‘A Catholic church ! ' she says to herseli and cazes
about with contemptuous comparison of the poor, bare
little temple with the magnificent cathedrals of the fakth,
she had so often visited abroad. Here are blank walls,
unpainted woodwork, a bare floor, where the footfalls—
the tramp of coarsely-shod feet, resound distressingly.
The altar,a cheap wooden structure, is scarcely made at-
tractive by a profusion of common garden flowers. But
the people assembled seem content and devout withal.
I'romn the old woman beside hen in the print gown run-
ning a big woodcn rosary through her rough, red hands,
to the rapt young priest, whose profile looks 80 like the
pictured saints of some of the masters, all are lost to
earih, upraised bevond the ¢loud of human care as they
conduct and 10in in the act of worship, so0 strange and
mcomprebensible to Lhe one apart, the rich owner of the
mansion ¢n the hill, but really the dweller * in the valley
Lelow.”

It is o strange ceremony to a non-Catholic truly, The
children in galn attire again form in line. the foremost
carrving o little tinsel-inged banner. Toward the end
of the ranks of the girls four of the larger ones bear =
flower-entwined litter on which is a statue of the Dlessed
Virgin, 1n comes the priest in his robes carrving the Sac-
rawental God, an acelyle, swinging a smoking censer,
preceding hind.

‘) gloriosa Virgo,” sang the children, placing their
burden, the painted statue, on a fower-decked shrine,
Another hymn, also in the language of the long past,
tlien the priest macde the sign of the ¢rosy with uplifted
monstrance over the low-howed, hushed assemblv and &
few moments Iater the crowd surges out.

Alice remains, lost in thought. engrossed in study of
a problem which in absovrbing resis her tortured mind,
Tho subject of her speculation s . What is it in this sine
gular creed which brings the seen and unseen inte such
close commumon, which makes the mysteries beyond part
and parcel of Lfe here, which soothes and solaces evel
lot, gilds the commonplace and hard wavs—brings all,
who truly follow the light of this faith u» out of the
nusts of the mortal sphere—up into the sunshine.

Her occupation, or preoccupation, was so0 dee~ that f¢
was with a start she arcused as the.last light was ex-
tinguished. save one glimmening red shining alone from
the direction, doubtless coming to lock the doors, and
Alee, rising, groped her way into the little vestibule.

The priest, just turming away from the outer door,
slepped aside and held it for her to pass.

It was pol late, and the long summer evening had
not yet faded into night, so that Alice looking up as she
passed the black-robed figure, eaught sight of a kindly,
pitsnng look in the face that inspired her with the de-
sire in some way to seck his assistance. The nriest by
the same intuition, divined that the afflicted little siran-
ger needed help, and as she for a moment hesitated on
the step. he addressed her with s kindlv, commonplace
remark about the heauty of the evening

Alice, answering.,  turned her  wigtful, grief-stricken
fuce tuoward him. She had pushed up her wveil and her
expression told a storv of sorvrow, even hefore her Julteri
ing voiee eave utterance to words,

‘S’ she said, huskily ‘T am in very great Lrouble,
T have recently met with a sad bereavement, e loss by
cdeath which leaves me quite alone in the world., 1 am
phyvsically afflicted  also, as vou ses, and I have no
fricnds—no soul who reatly cares for me I have no re-
hgion, etther nothimg real, T mean, nothing that can do
ma anv good now.  Like thoss acquaintances, nhom I
cnlled frends, who were pleasant to deal with when one
cdid not need anything from them, I have adhered (o a
torin_of religior—a denominational profession, vou hnow
Lut T find 1t has nothing for me in my hour of irouble.
T have noticed—I was noticing to-night, when I happened
tn heve, how this helief of yours seems to compensale for
evervtlwng—seems to reach the depths and heighls of
human living. Will you tell me about it? Wil you
.‘ncp]mn 1t to me, and see if I cannot get something  of
Its solnce—something of the enthusizsm it lends and
which lightens—which seems to highten even the gloom of
&:hu og{':u e—the awiul gleom in which I am now despair-
it} 4

She was in tlears as she concluded, and the
took her cold. trembling hand in gentle clasp.

“Alv child,” he said, and his voice had a Jovous ring
stranga i the mission of consolation, * ¥Ou are voing to
he very happy by-and-by-—yes, happy heside vour grave
beecause of it. Comne to me at the rectorv at anv hom:
couventent for jou to-morrow. It was hy no chance
sad little one, You came into this church to-night.
God's geod angels led —ou thither, You are going tc;
coma often now and find here such joy and peace as you
ltave never hnown You are going to ha n Catholic.'

Alice did not feei so confident of this last. m-l.t,hcr
desirous, bu{ she went away with a sense of ho'pcftilness
of something hetter to come, she had not experienced in
{r‘ :Wt, (Jiem'ee i the deeary weeks sinco her loss, and for tha
irst, tine since went, i : i
stamed by Lear s, to sleep that night - on pillow

The next morming che arose refreshed an i i
alert with a plan she hed conceived st befgxgv:itr!lnrm;gg
to sicep the previous evening. She had deatermined to
study out in the human side the excellence of tins reli-
2ious svetem i which she way to he instructcd: she
wonld conceal her identity as the rich Miss Vernon in
brrointercourse with thie priest and such others hera as
she might be bronght into contact with, She would ba
known only as a roor, despondent friend of the house-
heeper  cowne to make a Little visit for her health. {hen
zhe could he_ttel‘ Tearn from their conduct, toward h;\r the
depth and sincerity of 1heir profession as the tre follow.
1 0t the great Friend of the lowly—the Christ. of the
manger and the carpenter's shop at’ Nazareth.

priest
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