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CHAPTER XIII

AMONGHET THE
FUNERAL,

TILIAL L°VE DILLONS—

AN IRISH

Next morning Mre. Flanagan set out
very early for the desolate home of the
Dilions. She found them, after some
search, in an alley notorious alike for
ts want of cleanliness and want of I‘lghb
——perhaps moral as well as physical.
Be that it may, it is certain that both
John Dillon and his wife had only taken
ap their abode within its dreary pre-
sinets because it afforded them a shelter
which they could not obtain more re-
spectable localities. For months past

he sole support of the family had been
the earnings of the youngest daughter,
amounting, on an average, to 83 a week
a’scanty pittance to provide all that
wad to be provided. The girl herself
felt it hard, very hard, to be burdened
with the maintenance of her father and
mother, and occasionally came out with
very like an apnathema, in
brother and sister, who,

yomething

ard to

be wearing away the little strength you
have, fretting about that unfortunate

own time,'’

fiercely, ** He will not bring him
round ! I tell you no!—no!—no! I

‘“ John, dear " said his wife, ‘‘don’t

boy! God will bring him round in His

The sick man turned upon her almost

might have brought him round when he
was young aud easily led, and I didn't
do it ! 1 let him go on in his own way
till he got too big and strong for me to
wanage, and I have his death upon me
—the death of his soul—I have, Betsy :
you needn't look at me that way ; I'm
not mad ; it's all true that I'm saying.
Both of us are in fault, Betsy, and
we're both suffering for it now. God
grant that we mayn’t have to suffer for
it hereafter, too !’

Mrs, Dillon only answered with her
tears, Conscience told her that her
husband’s words were but too true,
and she knew not how to offer consola-
tion, Mrs. Flanagan came to her
assistance.

* Now, John Dillon,
of talkiog that way! Don’t you re-
member the old saying, what can t be

what's the use

cured, must be endured? Just make

up your mind to do the will of (;ud‘;

she said, ** left the whole burden | while you're in the world, leb that be |
wpon her shoulders.’”” 8 to do her | jog or short—pray to God and our |
l‘A-\'!l'(" she did what she wuld to make | Blessed Mother to protect you aud
the old people comic rtable, grumbling I yours—and, above all, Johao, pray for
! times, 11 lays were | (e grace todie a happy d L
in the 1 nin ill 6 in | ¢the rest to God. Don’t let me hear |
in the work-roo of a|another word about the past—let by ‘

lishment,
y with the ca

Y WOr I |

3 her father ** got to he |

ery bad,” Hannah used to go home to |

dinner, but latterly she preferred |

y take h dinner with her, because

* it was so dreadful d t home—no- |
thing but groaning ar 1 g, and |
pwking medicine, and all t 0 poor

it more to her taste to |
girls in the |
hom brought |
herself),
of her old

nah fou

1er among
(several

basket, she

mder the load of a heavy
ound the old man in afeveris
1is eyes half open, and his thin, w wted |
instinetively clutching at rhnf
rlit, a relic of former |
His wife w itting beside
hands clasped on her
eyes fixed on the
ymaciated face of her suffering husband.

1 slumber, |

wd,
aded co
yjrosperity.

he bed, he

nees, and her

“ Bless my soul, Mrs. Dillon! what's

| he must ¢

| know very

me over you ?'"" said Mrs, Flanagan, |
n a low whisper, as she set down her |
yasket on floor. *‘ Don't be so |
lown- hearted altogether, though, God I
ws, it hard for you to be other- |
vise "' she added, as if to herself. |
* How is poor John this mornir il
" Vi middling, Mrs. Flanagan ; |

I'm afraid

1. But won't

though it's a poor place

I saw the day I had

one could
is gone

burst ol

o put poor night «

not-long

for this worl

u sit down
ike of you
vble house as any
yut their foot in, but that day
w gar, it is 1" And a

yr the like

comfor

oars choked her utteran

“ Now, don't be fretting or repining,
Mrs. Dillon ; every one has their turn
f prosperity. Your tarn may come
weain, and if it pever comes in this

yrld, it may be just as well for your

ul. ( | sends you these little
roubles hecause He wnts to detach you
ui rld.”” She had been un
king the basket wh spoke, and
1 contents sprea n the only
tho pla ild b f. ‘*Here's
A ickens I ught you
'y cady ot, let
¢ W 1 1 t
) \ up i 1 4
M | 1 18 too deep
e o i peak, b
wkir nd of | id (riend,

100 74 bet wn, and

ked | t ich a sorrow

1 exj tha 1 Flanagan conld
wiardly keep from crying with her, But
hat w never do, e said to her

i o came to encou aind  to

’ ry.
By 1 the W woke, h
had a cap of tl up ready for
John, d 1'v e t sor
ip for y
1 1 i
n
b
P \ ¢
Id { tell
W 1 y nd 1« di
h oavy i ol ny ou
y b s father’'s la words n
oh his heart, and put him in 1 of
s own poor soul. Oh, that soul!" he

id, in a hoarse whisper, “‘ that un
artanato \Lh\ I have to answer
or! Oh, God! oh, God! won't you
ave pity on me and save him ? Don’t
ot him perish through my fault "'

[

gones be by gones."’ L
* Well, but I want to see that son of |
mine, Mrs. Flinagan ; [ can't die easy |
hout seeing him. Apd that poor |

Celia. Oh! if Icould only get them all |

to listen to me for one hall-hour!

Betsy will you go and tell Hogh th
—will you? |

and see me !
if you wish it, but I

|

will, John!
well it's no use!

me

Well! can't you try ?’

*Go ofl at onc

! spered Mrs.
*I'll stay with him till you

Flanagan ;

come back-—but mind and don’t stay |
long."” |
Mrs, Dillon threw her thin, faded |

shawl over her shoulders, and went off
in quest of her hopeiul son. About
halt an hour had passed, marked only
by the low moaning of the sick man,

|

[

““ And I wish we may be able to d ) |
anything after all,’”” said Dan, as !\-;
buttoned up his great coat in prepara- |
tion for starting ; *‘ the people havn't |
much pity for John Dillon—that's a|
fact ; because they know he brought it “
| all on himself by the y in whieh he
brought up his family. For my ]nn,‘

and his oceasional glances towards the |
door, when Mrs. Dillon once more
made her appearance learing her
light step on the stairs, her husband

turned his head quickly in the direction |
|

of the sound, and fixed his heavy eyes

on the door. His wife entered, even
piler and more miserable-looking than
when she left. She was alone. Mrs.

Flanagan looked at the old man. He
had his eye fixed on his wife as thou

d her thoughts.

trylng to re
**Well 2’ said he, in a
ious ingquiry.

“] couldn't find him!
“Yes! you did find Betsy !
don't tell m= you did find him.
What did he say
tell me at once, if you don't

tone of anx-

him,
a lie
I see it in your face.
to youn
mean to kill me ?
‘Oh! rs. Ilanagan, dear, dear,
will I say to him ?"" whispered
unate mother. **I can't
said—it would kill him.’
wouldn't,”” eried Dillon;

what
the aniorl
him what he

‘No, it

that God had
John in

on convinced her

mercifully with
taking from a world where he had
nothing to expect but misery. After
spending a few hours at the wake, Tim
and Nelly returned home, the former
observing that he had to be up early
next morning, *‘for,’”’ said he, *' 1

poor

nim

l

|

tell |

want to make preparations foer the fun-
eral as soon as [ can.”

was the fervent ejaculation of most of
those present.
her seat and went with them to the
door, saying, as they parted, ** I leave
all to you, Mr. Flanagan !
you're the only hope 1 have!”

a flushed cheek, ** one would think you
were a beggar.
to talk so!”’

mean enough—we're all mean enough—
the're no use trying to hide it !’

gpirit in her!

one more

| I'm heart

| 1ng,

* God reward you, Mr. Flanagan!”

Mrs. Dillon rose from

After God, | i
“ Mother !"’ said Hannah Dillon, with
It's real mean of you

““Ah! God help me, Hannah!

“ Well said, Hannah!” whispered
Watty ; Ilike to see a girl having some
Things ain't so bad that
the old woman might speak like that.
I wouldn't let her if I were you!”

Hannah smiled graciously on her ad-
mirer, but, ag the subject was not par-
ticularly agreeable, she changed it for
to her liking, asking Watty
it he knew Mike Sheridan.

* What | Hugh's old acqnaintacce?”’

“ The very same,”’

“Yes, I guess [ do. What

“ Why, he was here this

of him?"
afternoon,

the old
this

was quite korry for

man, and {
promised to come

back evening |

with his father and some of their friends. | said he, slowly and sternly.

Ain’t that curious ?"’ E

“ 1 Vg ied Watty, |
yughtful air, as though |
to account for

with rather a tl
he were

ende

such sivgular inf n. Theattem
was hopeless, it would appear, for
shook his head, and said a quit
smile : ** They're a rum set, these
church-going folks 'sno k

what they're up to, vy don’

io things like other

Next morning
Dan Sheridan wen

1 |
w8 they got their respective breakiasis. \
They had, as they said, a good forenoor 's |

work belore them, and
time to be lost.

re was 1

sorry for the poor woman he

left behind him, and sure enough it 1
grieved me to hear of himdying in such |
wretched poverty, a man that we all |
saw so well off not many years ago ; but |
l
\
\
|
|

still and all, Tim, I'm afraid that others
won't have as much feeling for him as
you and I have.”

“ Well, well,
make the trial.

Dan, we must only

t he

never woy

i that.
name of God.

1y Rem
step out in the |
see we'll do better than you expect.’ |
“ May the Lord bless your under- |
taking !"’ said M Flanagan, as she |
zlosed the door them. When she l
1ad sent the girls to school, and h-!l{
|

|

|

fair 1 t us
You'll

alter

(
1
the dinner all arranged ready for cook-
i wnd shawl,
burial-house,

she puat «: her bonnet
and walked down to the
just to see how things were going on
there.

It was a full
dinner hour

"im's usval
trusty

hour after

his

when he and
I

house of Dillon.
a dead pause, and everybody looked
round
Several voices eaid, in smothered ac- |t
cents : *‘ There he is—look !
And there, irdeed, he was—Hugh Dillon
himself, standing at the door looking

hat drawn down over his eyes.
made no attempt to enter, but stood
motionless for some minutes, perbhaps
turning the matter over in his own |f
People held their breath in ex- | go the only thing she bought for her-
self was a black gown of the coarsest
stufl.
said bersell,
whether she wore black or not.

mind.
I'm | pectation, almost dreading some violent
outbreak of remorseful grief, but no
such thing.
aflectionate son turned away quite com-
posedly, saying : I

| guess the old man is gove at last | mourning than she began to come out
again, and, newfangled with her sable

disgusted to answer, but one young fel-
low, a
spoke for the others :
—did you know him, comrade ?"’

speaker's lips, and a cutting sarcasm in
stood.

shoved back his hat, and regarded him
since father died, and only think, he |a moment with a scowl of unutterable

All at once there was
to see what was the matter.

look 1"’

n, a cigar in his mouth, and his white

After a little while, the

-ain't he 2"’
Most of the people were too much |}

stout 'longshoreman, quickly

* I guess he is | ,
There was a scornful smile on the

well under-
on him, he

which Dillon
fiercely

“’ul‘d*.
Tarnivg

his

hatred.

* What would you give to kno
i '.\.n'\'x,'
wet before now, Phil Ryan, and I have
L seore against you sinee our Iast meet-
He clenched his fist, and flung
wway his cigar, as if in preparation for

struggle.

91

must keep your score for
time, 1 hearty said the
ippe man, with the cool-

* bottie up your anger,
time

this is neither the
tle a quarrel.”

my lne le
nor the €

Dillon was ¢
reply, when a low murmur ran through
the crowd : ‘* Hush ! here's the
corpse ! The hearse had been some
i A shudder ran through
Dillon's frame, and his hard, strong
heart was shaken for a moment, when
he eoflin was carried out, and the first
beare on whom his eye fell
Sheridan, Yes, so it was.
men who bore the body
0 John Dillon to the hearse
were Mike Sheridan and his father,
Tim Flanagan, and another worthy
Irishman named Patrick Donnelly,
whom Hugh well remembered, for he
had once given him a black eye in re-
turn for certain good advice which
he had no mind to follow. Many an
eye was fixed on the urhappy young
man, and it was said that there did
come a certain change over his fea-
The sight was strange, indeed,
to bim, for Christian charity or na-
tional sympathy were alike stringers to
his heart, and their benign aspect was
for him dull and meaningless. Still,
he was softened for a moment, and did |
actually assist to place the collin in Ll
hiearse.

‘ [ say, Mike,"" said he, holding out
his hand, which Mike did not refuse,
though, if truth must be told,
he looked as though he wished
he could. To him, Dillon was
all but a parricide. *‘I say, Mike !
this is real kind of you. Where are
you going to bury the old man 2"

ime in waiting.

ok

of the
was Mike
The four

ures.

|

usual on sueh occasions, the merits and
demerits of the dead—his prosperity in
business, and his most remarkable down-
fall. Onthe causes which produced the
latter effect, nearly all were of one mind,
and the general tone of the conversa-
tion was anything but complimentary

But, unfortnnately, Watty Sullivan
came to hear of the seventy-five dollars
which Tim Flanagan had handed over

seventy-five
dress increased ip due propoertion, and
and she gave her mother neither rest
or peace tlll she bought her a hand-
He | some suit, of
mourning, indeed, as became Hannah's
grief,

with Watty, and made it her chief
pride—

About a month
death, his widow came to Tim Flan-

weeping.

in her kind, soothing way. ‘I llnpe!

| indeed !’

he widow, and his attentions increased
fold, Hannah's love of

mourning—very deep

Poor Mrs. Dillon had a npervous
ear of getting through her little funds,

Grief was in her heart, as the
and it mattered little
As for
Jannah, she had no sooner secured her

\ebilimente, delighted in showing off

' To bear about the mockery of woe, T
To midnight darces and the public ehow.

after

John Dillon's

agan's one afternoon, her eyes red with

“ Wny, what's the matter with you,
Mrs, Dillon,” inquired Mrs, Flanagan, i

there's nothing wrong 2"’
¢ Not muech, Mrs. Flanagan,

much,”’ replied the poor woman, with
- 3 » h

notv

s » ogure
an allenpt ab 1c .

““Wan night I was sayin' my prayers

down on my knees at the old broken

chair, and Johnny the eldest ( him that
went to say ) was answerin’ the prayers

with me.

1'looked up and seen that the

door I thought I barred was open, and |
said to Johnny out o' the prayers, to

stand up and shut it for me.

When 1

turned my head again, it was open still,
and I spoke out sharp to the boy to get
off his kne.s and do what I had bid him

to do.

The child declared he had done

it, and he upped and wint to do it again
but when I lifted my head after sayin’
the Litany, my word to you but the
door was as wide open still as if I had
set it that way a-purpose, to give a good

airin’ to the place,

I was tired and I

was cross ( God forgive me, and me at
my prayers!) and let a bit of a curse
at the boy.

‘¢ Bad luck to you, Johnny !" T said,

‘have you no bhands on you at all that

you

make three tries at a door and

can't manage to shut it 2" "’

** The child cried and erept into bed

and fell asleep, and when I had well
barred the door, mese!f turned in after

him. But before I settled rightly to
my rest I took a back glance at the

door ; and there it was standin’ open as

wide
wide,

like as it was rale politeness to

somebody that was just expected.

before 1

band,

now,
. Still

“ Nothing ought
after what I |

it's hard, ve
child deny
Oh, Mrs. Flanag
and her tears broke out afresh.

“ Why, what has happened to you
now ?—is it Hugh you mean ?"’
% Oh! no, no; if it was I
[ wouldn't feel so bad, for I don't ex-
pect any better irom him, was
Celia, my daughter Celia, that gave me
eruel wound."’
daughter

come throug
hard, to have one’s own
mother that
y hard

bore her

hard "’

think

but it

Celia — why, I

Your
thought she wasn't in town
“ And so I thought, too, Mrs. Flana-
; but it seems she is. About an
hour 1 was going down Leonard
street with a bundle of clothes &hat I
was taking home to Mrs. Lambton (you
know I wash for her, ma'am), when who
should I see but
walking with a young man,
gaily dressed that 1 bad to look twice
before I could believe my eyes, but it
was her sure enough, and myself was so

gan ;

my da r Celia

She was so

overjoyed that I caught her inmy arms,
and called out ‘Celia, Celia, God be
praised that 1 see you again !’

“ Well | and what did she s
quired Mrs. Flanagan, anxious
‘ Say | why she drew herself away
from me, as if I was dirt in her eyes,
and when the young wan asked ‘who is
that woman ?' she told him I was an old
woman that used to wash for her !
says he ; ‘I thought she n ight
be some friend' ; but Celia answered
very quick : ‘Oh! not at all—good-bye,
Mrs, Muallin'— that’s what she called
me—*‘1"ll see you some day soon.” And
so they walked off. Well, Mrs, F
gan, dear, the sight left my eyes, and
there came such a weakness over me
that I had to sit down with my bundle
on a door-step. It was a mercy scme-
body didn't steal the clothes, for 1 must
have been in a kind of a faint, and lay
against the door, till a lady & was
passing roused me up, and when I be
gan to come to, I burst ont a crying,
and I think that done me good. for I
got stronger i

soon able to g«

Oh

every mi and was

home with the clot

I'hen I came straight on here t
you my trouble. God i d t
after all, in giving me such kind friends
as youand Mrs. Sheridan. Mrs. Reilly

too, is always glad to see me, poor and
desolate as 1 am.”’

Mrs, Flanagan did not think
ent to express all she felt on
She applied he
ole the poor mother,
r of that blissful region

this sorrowful story.
self rather to c
by reminding he

" Beyond the ¢

ouds and beyond the tomb.’

like

where sin and sorrow are
known. Gradually did the be in-
fluence of hope allay the storm of mater.
nal anguish, and by the time Mrs. Flan

agan had made a nice fresh cup «

and prevailed on her guest to tak !
» had been in

un-

f tea,

1

and v
was sitting on a bank of fox-zloves in a
green dell of Wicklow. Beside her
was the stick t had helped her out
the swe 3 of the

to enjoy U alter-cooline

“I guspect the worst, so you needn't ‘ friend ‘rn:turm d. They :‘ both in| ‘“ In the Catholie burying ;;x'«vm‘v\l, in
fear to tell me, What did Hugh say | )14,,2:; irits, and th 1t was proof posi- | ile w;n‘lll stre et ; where else should we
when you told him I wanted to see him | tive '’ that their mission of mercy was | bury him 2"’
belore I dled 1" | crowne d with success, They had col ** Then you may all go to—a warm
‘e asked me—oh! God help you i le t‘h‘tl a sum of $90. L place Iu_r me,’ ('rwd !M;l. n. ‘ I'll be
and me!—he asked me had you any | ¢ So you see, Nelly, we didn't spend | hanged if I go with him to that there
| money for him—if not, there was no | °Uf forenoen for nothing. Danandn Popish bury ground.” (This is a fact
| use in him coming.— God for him | #e!f are going to make up the In which I was told by an eyewitness
s day, as I do!"”’ { That will leave a nice penny for | ‘ Nobody asked you to go,’’ saic
‘ [hat's enough "’ said the old man, | Mrs. Dillon, after paying all ex- | Mike, coolly. ‘‘ I'd be sorry to send
in an altered tone:; ‘1've heard the | Penses. X i g you or any one else where you're after
| worst now! Death may come now at | ... & )d be praised for that,’’ said Mrs. | sending us ; but I'd advise you to go
| any tim Oh! Jesus, Mary and |! lanagan ; *‘ there's woman in | ahout your business, Hugh Dillon,
joseph comfort m n my last agony! | v\"\‘~ York ciby i d of | We can bury your father without you,
LI had » son snve, and two davghters; | 18It dowe, take some | and we'll do it, with God’s help. = He
| but there's two of them gone now, I'm | d e ith u 3 o ! died a Christian, and he shall have
| a poor deserted old man., Oh! Holy | Well, I believe I i, ill,” replied | Christian burial. Stand out of the
| Mary, Mother of God, don't you deserc honest Dan. ** I think Tim and myself | way 1"
me, or 1'm lost for ever i have Garl 1 our dinner we I 1 tell For a moment, Dillon looked as
|  Mrs. Flanagan's heart was ready to | what, Tim, I'm in more humor of cating | though he would resist and keep his
| burst. She arose and pressing Mrs. | ¢ than I was at breakfast-tima. ground ; but, as he glanced around on
| Dillon nd, told her she would re-| . Pooh, pooh, TNty g9 ES SO0 Shay the throng of stern, angry faces, by
| turn in the evening with Tim, *‘And | cast down, I \‘-wu‘ld' : lor a | which he was surrounded, he suddenly
be sure to make poor John take some | te uow ““"( can't loo Ity | changed his mind, and skulked off
more of the soup !"’ said she ; ** keep it | Straight In ”‘f' face. \te | through the crowd, amid the smothered
w'm on  the stove.”” The other | 10T & Wing ol this turkey y were | ¢xecrations of some, and the dreary
led as nd shook the kind hand | Kdward and "”"‘; hor predictions of others. ‘' He'll ne ver
f I b fact yat she not | "”‘- yee, fally an hour ag _;"1‘ die in his bed, I'm sure of that!"’
rticulate a word ; { ward was in a 1 for he ha uy | He'll he made an example of before he
[ 1 2 10V > clothes nas e or | leaves this world ! “If there's a
o i you, John, till I before he'd go K tor God ab »'11 suffer both here and
i I with Tim | Oh! by Ge I l 1t | hereaft Such were the pleasing
y B """ \ e 0 | sounds wl met his ear on every
A" { ! 1€ I iom ide, as he made his retreat looking
X ( Y your cl y L L€ | defiance successive spea
It | ; \‘ A ; 01 He 1 ched the angle of
ra A court when he saw the funeral move
of t . ) i : d e | away, unate mother and sis l
: I \ 0 1 e I in a hackney-coach
Qe 3 Plim 1 the he . 1t wi 8,
\id A 4 d . t{ on th arge and respectable
: i o 4, s | rhaps, quite as much so
| e Y N 1y i ve been had John Dilion
{ ¥ I e poor b d | died at the height of his prosperity.
3 ‘ ‘”“ us s ¢ el | The sight was a characteristic cne, wnd
I vig e Iy e e “ 1 1 highly creditable to the warm hearted
" ifo od dwallh i ior } ' 1 A | race whose sympathies are ever with
" ; % ‘ can 't POM., 28 Py { the destitute and the oppressed. I,
A e € e 1 L Ahat b | for one, cannot but respect the feeling
A ‘ i d ol : : . o " | which gives rise to such demonstra
‘ ) 5 i Yais ] b fdwa “" % | tions. It is an old Celtic practice, and
( [ Yo & o : ! 9 L Iy« | is easily excusable in a warm- hearted,
kind | eil, 1 " o= W | generous people, brought together, or '
. ' ; iy ‘ N ‘: y“" 5 i 1 1\1 |‘\Lw‘t‘x' thrown together, in a strange |
. ; i v ‘ ¢ Andii 4l il Id'»t-‘ : Long, very long, may it be b ‘
: : v 2 Haas Syl o y : : vth,u'-n.- Irish in America cease to |
- yue 1 lan, | gherish |
L I warmly ; '* his memory’s only t 3t . AT I
d batt " zoodr God ha i “~1 * The kind oid friendly ngs ‘
i or him, a1 i iinil\.-m in their Irish nature, Even |
l I il \ 1 1 | though the stranger may sneer at such ‘l
ly d 1 1 fre Dan I 1 exhibitic they are dear and accept ‘
1 i 1 tl 3 | able to every genuine Irish heart. |Y!
i ¢ is quite certain that there were many :
O SO0 X i hn | ¢ intelligent persons '’ at poor John |
, : Dillor d . ( ] d | }\ilit' s funeral, large and Irish though |
i 1 with ne le ¢ ot [ al, | it and I think the y would have
i w 1 t Kven 1ts 10 dc 19 | been more than a little surprised n.‘«ll
{ colle . U for o aj d | any one even hinted tha the [
; 1 ; > | time. With iouse all \ 1t, stration was at all indecorous ) |
‘ d 0 I | except the red groans of the | Catholie. KEvery man to his taste, say ;
1 cht of Mrs. Flar 1 drew a | widow, and th her ostentatious wail- | I.  The Irish people in,America I.;\\-L-I\
f 1 srief from the widow, | ing of the daughter. The geople with- | surely a right to bury their dead in
1 lid last long, for her kind | eut were discussing protty freely, as is | whatever way they please. If disgrace

there be, it is all their own—they ask
no one to share it with them.

When the funeral was over, Mrs.
Dillon and her daughter returned to
their desolate home. Hannah was na-
turally kind-hearted, and where vanity

to the absent representative of the

to do what she could for her mother.

| more thar

did not interfere, she was well disposed | word at the childher.

remnant of a day in July. Along the
nd, spread a 1

|
|
|
l
1
|
1
1
|
i

arm, tl
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Temptation rarely comes in working
hours. It is in their leisure time that

men are made or marred,
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