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CHAPTER XXVII.—coNTINUED

The anguish on the pale, proud
face softened somewhat, and Father
Walmsley, seeing it, said very
kindly :

““Come and see her, Mr. Graham,
now at once. You will be better,
more able to bear it, when you have
looked on her face, so sweet and

eaceful in its last eleep.” And

tanley followed him quietly,
while Lady Hunter remained
behind, knowing he would like best
to be alone with the priest when he
first entered the presence of the
dead. They met no one on their
way upstairs, as for the first time
Stanley trod the passages of the
dear old home which Gerty had so
loved to deseribe to him, and
gilently they went together into the
room, her own pretty little room,
where she lay in her beautiful rest,
ready for the grave. For a minute
Stdnley stood motionlese as he
gazed at her, at the dead, sweet
face which he had last looked upon
that night in the library at Nether-
cotes in its life and bloom, when
she had torn herself from his
embrace, away from his perilous
presence. Then he went a step
nearer and saw his ring upon her
finger, as she had promised him he
should see it, and the little crucifix
in her hands, which he knew from
her letter, that he carried near his
heart, to be the one given to him
when she should be laid in her
coffin. And as he gazed, there was
something so pure and holy in the
very air about that lovely corpee
that, with the anguish softening
still more upon his face, he fell
upon his knees by the bedside as he
whispered aloud :

“My God! I was not worthy of
her, never should have been worthy
to possess her ! She was too pure,
too ready for heaven, ever to be
given to me or any earthly spouse.”’

And already Father Walmsley
felt that Gerty had been right, that
it was easier for Stanley to see her
again thus, with the pain of part-
ing past, and all of earth for ever
over between them, than it would
have been if he had even only once
more heard her voice and held her
in his arms, meeting the old look of
love and life.

‘‘Mr. Graham,”’ he said gently, but |

with solemn ecarnestness, ‘‘perhaps
when you have heard what I may
tell you now, as I have today told
to the rest, you will say so still
more ; you will be able to thank
God even for her holy death:
because, as a Catholic now, you
know and believe how much merit
suffering and self-sacrifice can gain
for a human soul. Mr. Graham,
the sweet life which has passed
today from our midst was offered
up willingly and freely for your
conversion months since, when her
illness was expected only by her-
self, and then only slightly and at
intervals. There was a feeling
upon her that God wished and
asked for the sacrifice, and she
made it joyfully, because now there
could be no fear of selfish, earthly
motive in her prayer for you. She
kept her secret well and humbly ;
for after she had once told me what
ghe had done, half fearing I might
blame her as she did so, she never
spoke of it again until she knew her
sacrifice was accepted ; and yester-
day, once more, when the joyful
news came to her that the object of
it was granted already, that her
prayer was heard so fully even
while she was yet on earth. And
knowing, as you do now, the
sanctity to which God must have
brought her by his wonderful grace
in so short a time, you will learn
without surprise that, fearing lest
aught of earth with its mere human
love and yearning should tarnish
her perfect resignation at the last,
she prayed that the joy of seeing
you again might be denied her, and
that it might be made easier for
you to come and look upon her in
death, knowing that she had died
reunited to you in heart, than it
would have been to part with her
in life, as with her cruel complaint
must have been very, very soon.
And I know, Mr. Graham, that you
will not grudge her this last sacri-
fice, which has already perhaps
gained for her her eternal reward ;
that you would not selfishly call her
back to your arms, thereby keeping
her longer when she came to die
from the presence into which
nothing defiled can enter, nothing
of earthly stain or imperfection,
however small it may be.”’

Stanley was still on his knees by
the bed, with his head bowed down
upon his arms, as he sobbed now
with a vehemence that made Father
Walmsley turn aside in his emotion
—that painful emotion, which only
the sight of a proud man’s tears can
call fort He had wept last years
ago at his mother’s death-bed, but
then he had been little more than a
boy. Now he was a man: and
mingled with his grief were wonder
and self-abasement in the presence
of such sweet holiness, with an
overwhelming sense of unworthiness
of the sacrifice which had been made
for him—of unworthiness of the
innocent, costly price which God
had been pleased to accept in return
for the precious grace of his con-
version,

“My God ! what did I ever do to
deserve it, that her sweet life
should be offered up and accepted
for my soul, proud unbeliever as I
have been 7"

“Mr. Graham, it has made her
happy and gained heaven for her
thus early ; let this thought make
you happy too, as you cease to
reproach yourself for what has
been so plainly God's blessed will.”
And then Father Walmsley left him
quietly alone with the dead.

And already, as Stanley stayed
there, bowed down by her side, the
peace and holiness of his lost
darling’s dead presence geemed to
come upon his spirit, as he thanked
God for her sweet virginity, safe
and secure now with her Lord in
heaven, as a voice from out of the
future seemed to whisper to him,
making already more of heayen
than of earth mingle in his love for
the dead.

For nearly an hour he knelt there,
until a quiet footstep entered, and
a gentle voice whispered in his ear :

“Mr. Graham, will you come
with me down stairs, where my
father is waiting to receive you ?"
And as Stanley looked up he saw a
young, almost boyish face, with a
sweet, heavenly expression, bent
towards him.

“l am Rupert Mannering, her
brother, Mr. Graham.” And Rupert
held out his hand to Stanley, who
took it with his firm lips quivering.

‘““You do not shun me, then?
You receive me as a dear friend,
for her sake 7"’ he faltered.

“Not only for her sake, Mr.
Graham, sweet and precious as that
is to us, but for the sake too of
Him who has given you to us in her
stead ; who bids us, where there is
anything to forgive, to forgive it
freely, and remember it not.”’

Then Stanley rose, and bending
for a moment over the dead, kissed
the pale forehead gently and rever-
entially, as he might have done that
of a saint, as though a closer, more
lingering pressure would profane
the pure remains.

Another minute, and he had left
the room with Rupert, on his way
to Mr. Mannering’'s presence, his
proud heart, so changed and
humbled now, beating strangely as
Rupert softly opened the dining-
room door and he saw a bowed,
aged figure sitting alone, leaning
upon the table.

“That is my father, Mr.
Graham,” Rupert whispered ; and
then he withdrew, leaving them
alone.

Mr. Mannering did not appear to
have heard the door open, for he
never stirred from his bowed posi-
tion, and, approaching him quietly,
Stanley stood by his side. Then,
before he could speak, Mr. Manner-
ing looked up at him, into his face,
and at once, as it were, whatever of
human repugnance remained in his
heart vanished strangely before
the charm of that noble presence—
the irresistible charm Gerty had
tried to describe and prepare them
for. As he looked on the face, with
its noble beauty so indelibly
stamped with such a keen repent
ance, though the anguish of it was
softened somewhat now, the old
man’s heart yearned as a father's
to a son towards this stranger, who
had been so dear to hia child that
she had reckoned her sweet life but
a poor price by which to gain him
for God—this young men whose
grief, he felt, must be so much
heavier than hig own.

Stretching out both his hands to
Stanley, he said, in a trembling
voice :

“Do not grieve for her, Mr.
Graham, so bitterly : she is happier
now than you or I could ever have
made her.”” And as though he
should be the consoler instead of
the consoled, he placed a chair for
Stanley close by hie side.

For a minute Stanley could not
speak, a8 his proud heart nearly
gave way again before this unex-
pected reception. He had looked
for cold charity and politeness ; he
had been preparad for Christian
forgiveness, but not for this kind-
ness, little short even of affection :
and at iast, as he took the old man’s
hand and kissed it with respectful
fervor, he said, his rich voice broken
with emotion :

““Mr. Mannering, already,
through her sweet prayers and
generous love, I had not yielded to
God’s grace, I must have done so at
this moment, when I am received
not merely with charity, but with
such goodness and affection by
one whose home I have made

1

desolate !

“Mr. Graham, never say that,
never, if for my sake. Mr.
Graham,”” he continued, with trem-
bling earnestness, rising for a
moment as he laid his hand on
Stanley’s arm, “has it not been all
plainly God’s doing ? Must He not
have brought you and my little girl
together for no earthly end, but for
her early sanctification, and that
you, through her means, might
receive the precious treasure of our
holy faith? Can I let you say you
have made my home desolate, Mr.
Graham, when God has made you
the instrument to enable me to give
him today, as Father Walmsley
said to us, surely with truth, a
sweet little saint for heaven ?”’
And then, while the manly tears fell
again from * tanley’s eyes at inter-
vals, wrung from them by the gight
of the beautiful Christian resigna-
tion of that sorely bereaved father,
Mr. Mannering went on to tell him
every little detail of Gerty’s death,
how she had spoken so much of him
after the arrival of the joyful news
of his conversion, and how she had
yearned and prayed that they might
all love him too.

TO BE
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CONTINUED

Without kindness there can be no
true joy.

OUT OF,THE DEPTHS
“That’s Dillon ;
time !”’ y

Tom Dillon, boilermaker in the
great railway shops was through,
Jim Devine, master mechanic, had
spoken, and Jim's word was law.
As a boilermaker, Tom Dillon was
a success, but a temper as fiery as
the flame that rages within the
gullet of the giant furnace, had
finally rung the curtain down on a
picturesque, though not always
edifying, career.

Sullenly the youth received
Devine's terse edict., Walking home
a few minutes later his anger still
simmered within him. In his angry
mind he reviewed the entire episode.
Sure Haggerty was all right; he was
a8 good & boilermaker as there was
in the shops. That sniveling fore-
man had agrudge against Haggerty
that was why he had reported him
to Devine for sending an engine
with a dirty boiler out of the shops.
Devine, of course, had fired Hag-
gerty. Then when Dillon bhad
promptly thrashed the foreman,
Devine happened along and Tom
was no longer needed. A fine state
of affairs. Fired ! he Tom Dillon.

Forgetful, however, was he that
Jim Devine was as square a boss as
ever had ruled the ghop. The many
times Devine had generously over-
looked his outbursts of temper, he
likewise failed to remembe¢r. And
the fact that Haggerty was some-
what gkilled in the fine art of
dodging never entered his infur-
iated mind.

Mechanically he walked on deeply
engrossed, but at length he sudden-
ly became conscious of the merry
shout of children rushing to play.
Looking about, Tom saw that he
was in the residential district of
Southport, away from the smoke
and grime of factories and railroads.
It was just the hour that the little
tots freed from the mild rigor of
books and claseroom were rushing
into the balmy spring atmosphere.
The nearby park resounded with
their merry laughter as they romped
and ran over the spacious play
ground. Dillon walked on a little
farther and sank jnto a deserted
bench that invited him to rest and
to view the joyous scene.

So contagious was the absolute
care-free air that radiated from the
scene, that gradually Dillon found
himself transported from his cares
of an hour ago back to his own
childhood days. He saw himself,
the tousleheaded Tommy Dillon of
yore, in that crowd,—the Tommy
Dillon who caused the good nuns of
old St. Paul’s parochial school more
trouble than all the other children
combined. Good old Father John
too, came before his mind, and the
old sexton who was forever scolding
someone. Tom Dillon smiled in
spite of himself.

Then like a flash he heard Father
John’s parting words, clearly and
distinctively, like a thunderbolt
from the sky.

‘“My boy, unless you guard that
temper it will undo you.”

Good old Father John had been
right, and Tom Dillon knew it.
The man’s face clouded. There was
his mother too, he had promised

all, get your

her, not a month ago that he would |
Bitterly he be- |

never fight again.
rated himself. Why was it that he
could not control his temper.

was not because he did not try. It

just seemed that he forgot every- |

thing in his rage.
hurt his mother.

Gradually the shouts of the chil-
dren died out of the playground. A
light blue blaze stole forth to her-
ald the dusk. In the distance a bell
began to toll The Angelus. Tom
Dillon arose fists clenched. He
would control his temper—he would
in spite of everything.

“Now Tom, you eit right
and eat your supper and quit worry-
ing. Of course you didn’t mean to
get angry.”

It is 8 way mothers have of
gmoothing things over. If Tom’s
discharge hurt her, Mary Dillon
failed to show it.
before slumber had made his
rounds, the Dillon sky was bright
once more with the radiant light of
a mother’s ceaseless devotion and
faith in her child.

A week later Mary Dillon was
killed. A devout worshipper on her
way from Sunday evening services
—a night foggy arnd dark—an
engineer with the throttle of the
“Limited’”’ wide open, bent on
making up a few lost moments, and
we have the tragedy. When they
picked her up after the crash, a
cruel gash across the temple bore
mute evidence of death. In her
hand she clasped a rosary.

At first Tom Dillon viewed his
mother’s remains with horror. Then
he became conscious of his great
loss and his sorrow was pathetic.
He wept like a babe. But gradually
his eyes became glassy and his
features hard. Bitterness entered
his soul and crushed out the last
spark of hope. Tom Dillon sank
intu the yawning chasm of despair.

Immediately after the funeral
Tom left Southport for parts un-
known. As the years passed by his
name was forgotten,

Ten winters passed, winters
filled with life’s little comedies and
tragedies, and then came the shop-
men’s strike and thousands of
laborers in Southport, as well as in
other cities throughout the country
were thrown out of employment,

Here and there in the railroad dis.
tricts little knots of strikers stood
discussing the latest arrival of
scabs. Nearby, ° children were
playing in the street but they played
listlessly and on their faces could
be seen the awful shadow of

How this would

It |

down |
|

And that night |

hunger.

Within the walls of the shops
another scene was being enscted,
one that teemed with sordid real-
ism. In the huge inspection room,
a physician was examining the
strikebreakers for contagious or
dangerous disesse. In another
corner a pair of burly guards were
relieving the men of any weapons
they might have. And the search
was bearing fruit as a heap of
deadly looking knives, guns, knuckles
and the like plainly told, A voice
boomed out over the room and the
scabs turned to hear what Jim
Devine, the Jim of old, had to say :

“You fellows know as well as I
do what you are here for. You'll
gel three times as much as the men
on the outside got and plenty to
eat. But let me give you a tip:
stay inside these walls. That
crowd on the outside is & mean
bunch.”

Thus it was that Tom Dillon came
back to Southport—a seab. Un
shaken, hollow-cheeked and with
the eyes dull, he passed by Jim
Devine unrecognized. Tom Dillon,
the scab, wasgbut a shadow of the
man that had been. The ways of
the world are hard and here was an
example of one who had payed.

Two weeks passed, weeks filled
with sorrows and growing hard-
ships for the strikers. Then one
night as Jim Devine stood gazing
at the remains of the midnight's
shift’s meal his pent up feelings
refused to remain silent any longer.

“It ain’t fair, Bill. Look at that
table ; better than most hotels serve
and many a poor kid on the outside
going hungry.

The strain caused by seeing the
scabs tear down rather than build
up was getting on even the iron
nerves of Devine.

At that moment a dispatcher
entered looking for Devine.

““Number 65 has a bad engine and
is losing time steadily.
send engine
meet the
through.”’

“Huh! it’s a wonder to me that
they run at all with this crew of
wreckers working on
time is she due in Tarrytown !”’

‘Express’

the rate she if losing time.’

Then to Laird.
boilermaker to work on 5960.
going to be a close one if we
that boiler cleaned in time.

"It will be five-thirty or later st |

You are to|
5960 to Tarrytown to |
and take it|

'em. What |

|
|

|

“Bill, you put a |
It’s |
get ‘
Have |

it ready by four-thirty and 1'l] take |

it to Tarrytown myself.”

Laird departed

| or unfortunately, the first man he
met was Dillon.

and fortunately |

“‘Just the man I need,” exclaimed |

Bill, *‘get your helper and come
| along. Devine wants 5960 ready by
!fnur-thirty to pull the ‘Express’
| through.”
| At exactly two o’clock
| elock in the dispatcher's stuffy
| little office, Jim Devine, ag usual,
| started out to tour the yards and

shops. As he approached the huge,
| awkward shed that housed
| massive steel monster, 5960, he was
conzcious of no sound or light eman-
ating from the structure. Imagine
‘his surprise and anger a moment
; later when clambering abroad the
| cab, he saw, by the light of his
| searchlight, a figure sprawled on
the seat fast asleep. With a none-

by the

| sleeping one.
““Aw what’s eatin you,”’
| claimed the fellow sleepily.
““Who are you ?”’ exploded Jim.
1 “I'm de honorable boilermaker’s
hrl]n‘r“'
“"Where's the boilermaker 7"’
| “Don’t know.”

eXx-

the |

too-gentle shake Devine roused the |

| ‘‘Well you find him and tell him

to get to this job and be quick
| about it.”

A few glances told his trained eye
| that very little had been done to
| the boiler a8 yet and that unless
something was done
5960 would pull the “Exprees’
through with a dirty

put him to work on the engine,
!.'l‘hvn he started in quest of Dillon.

Devine entered the room hazy
with smoke and reeking with the
foul odor of perspiration Under
the glow of a powerful light men of
every description were gambling as
intensely as if their very lives were
at stake. At Devine's entrance the
men turned to hear what he had to
say.

*“You, Dillon, get back to that
engine and be quick about it. I've
stood this shirking long enough.”

That was all. But the look in
Devine’s face told more than feeble
words—he meant business. Like a
whipped cur, Dillon slunk away
into the darkness and the gambling
went on.

As Jim was continuing his inspec-
tion tour suddenly a figure darted
toward him ae fast as a pair of
rheumatic legs could carry it. It
was that of Jerry Dugan, the aged
turntable operator.

“Misther Devine, let ye be
awatchin’ yerself er that bilermaker
is swerin to git ye.”

“All right, Jerry, thank you.
be waiting for him.”

Now at the rar end of the shop
yards and the most deserted spot of
the entire tour was the building
where the sand-blowers were filled.
Just as Devine was rounding the
corner Tom Dillon came towards
him from the shadows. A light in
the distance shone upon a face dis-
torted with rage and hate. And as
he eame nearer Jim caught the
gleam of a knife’s glittering blade.

“So you're the boss, eh?”
exclaimed the enraged man.
“Well I've got a lot to settle with
you and I'm going to settle it
tonight. Don’t remember the Tom

I'll

immediately |

boiler. |
Hastily Devine summoned a boiler- |
maker from an adjoining shed and |

|
|
i

Do you know as an
Actual Fact

That the cost of having your estate administered
by a Trust Company is the same as if
You were to appoint a private
individual as your
executor ?

In both cases when the accounts are being passed
the Judge of the Burrogate Court decides what the
fee will be in proportion to the amount of work
that has been done and the value of the estate.
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Do It Now
beforeWinter
Sets In
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on Your Steam and Hot
Water Plants
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