
it with trembling fingers, and opening it cautiously,
with her light held up, peered out into the porch. Thenight was without moon or star/ an. inky blackness.

A £mall, thin boy stood;in the porch. He had on
overalls with a bib over the shoulders and a pair of
little bare arms.i -His hat was tattered around his face.,
He was unmistakably a railroader's child, but thelittledressmaker did not seem to recognise him.'

What do you want ?
'

she exclaimed.'
There's a man been hurt under the big bridge, and

he wants the priest,' the child piped. '
1 seen your

light, and I'm afraid to go alone.'' You poor darling.!
'

cried Kittie. 'I'll go right
along with you !'

She turned and hurried back into the room, screw-
ing down the light as she went. She set it on the
table and ran back to the door, just as she was, with-out waiting to throw a wrap over her perspiring shoul-
ders. The dying light of her lamp shone into the
porch and showed it empty. She called to the child
and ran to the gate, but she could not see him. Fear
choked her. The freight cars in the yard just thencame together wiith a mighty crash, and somewhere a
yardman yelled an order. His voice was terrible in
the night air. It seemed to give wings to Kittiesfeet. The child had said that a man had been injured
under the big bridge and that he wanted a priest. She
tore open the gate and ran out over the uneven board
walk. At the corner she turned towards the church.

She had been running some minutes before she heardthe footsteps beslide her. She turned her head ; she feltthat someone was running with her, but she could seeno one. She looked over her shoulder and ran. faster.
She was no longer 'a young girl nor lithe, but fear
spurred her onward.

In a little while she knew that footsteps persistently!
kept beside her, and before she reached the corner sheheard the labored breathing ol a spent runner at herright.

The little dressmaker fell up the parochial steps and
pounded upon the door.'Father, Father Perschal !

'
she cried, ' a man isdying in the yards and wants you !

'
The good priest had put his head out of the upper,

window. '
Why, why, Miss Kittie !

'
he cried, 'I'llbe

with you in a moment.'
Kittie threw herself about, her back against thedoor panels, and peered into the darkness. She called,

but no one answered her. She could see nor hear no
human th\mg.'
Imust be going crazy ! ' thought the littledress^maker.

The priest joined her in an incredibly short time*and they started back towards the yards on a run.'
Who is it that is hurt, my child ?

'
he askfed.'Oh, Idon't know, Father !

'
she cried.

'
A childcame to the door and told me that a man had .been hurtunder the big bridge and that he wanted a priest, andwhen Istepped out to come with him to get you th<>child was gone.'

The priest looked at her strangely. He took herarm, to aid her tired steps, for somehow it seemed quit/
natural to both of them that she should be going withthe man of God on this strange night mission.

And now again as she ran, on her other side thelittle dressmaker heard a third person running a littleahead of them this time, as if guiding and urging themonward. She wondered if the priest heard the foot-seeps too. His face was white and strained and hisbrows were knitted. The uneven boards trembled be-neath their feet, and now and then a flog barked atthem.
Down the main street they sped and1 Iturned downthe black, bush-lined* -path that led beneath the greatbridge. Lights were moving about on the ground be-fore them, and there was a curiously hushed confusionall about. Kittiie's throbbing heart grew suddenly stillwith choking horror. She had remembered all at oncethat Hank's shanty was here, beneath the great bridge
An engine was snorting at the brink of the ditchbeneath the bridge and beside it a man was upon hisknees holding the head of a prostrate comrade *

*i. 'J}lf po?r old Hank MvrPn7,' a grimy fellow toldthe -little dressmaker, kindly, surprise at seeing herstamped upon his shining black face. 'The engine iuststruck him backing up.''
Just struck him .' ' cried Kittie.'
Not a minute ago,' said the man. 'We all saw itbut we hadn't time to do a thing ! '

The men gathered back respectfully towards Kittieand the shanty, and for the first time in twenty-yearsHank was alone with a confessor. Miss Mary's Draverswere answered in God's own way

■dew gathered on her forehead!' "-It wasf all'tqo"
that she

f
ipould not last until*Eer son. came. Shesought

Miss Mary's grief-drawn face and turned from it to sob-
bing Kittie Klein.- Her eyes, said much,,but they were
softened and pitying. ■'

Tell my son— lwill— watch— over him,' she said,
and died. , ."

Kittie Klein did not seek Hank to deliver thatmes-
sage, for Hank would not see her. Even when she had
followed them to Sayre after the death of her.parents
and a consequent change of fortunes, her one-time lover
so managed it that he never encountered her. Miss
Mary, with all a woman's unforgiving pride, had little
sympathy for poor Kittie in her lonely state, and for
fifteen years Kittie had not been able to 'break through
the wall of Miss Mary's cold disdain.

Hank had mot gone to Mass since his mother'sdeath,,
and it was twenty years now since he had gone to his
duty. Miss Mary's sad old face bore marks of the
heartsick worry which this had caused her. Every
prayer and act of her life was wholly tor his redemp-
tion. It was the one boon that she craved from God.

llf nothing more, let it be the. grace of a happy
death, dear God,' she prayed again and again.

Hank knew that she was incessantly praying for
him. Sometimes he scoffed at her. The railroad had
hardened him until he was a bit of unreasoning mech-
anism. He had drunk until he thought that he could
not live without it, and he had lost all pride in his per-
sonal appearance. ,At forty, Hank was unbelievably
"changed from the gay, handsome, healthy youth whom,
Kitty Klein had fiist loved.

To-day Miss Mary was even shorter than usual in
her replies to the little dressmaker. There had been a
big smash-up in the freight-yards the night beiore, and
someone had been killed. It hurt Miss Mary to think
-of it. Dear God, how near Hank was to death every
night of his life! And his soul !— ah, that was the
worst of it !

An old white-haired lady in faultless widow's weedswas going into church just ahead of them. She walked
with a cane, which she hit upon the ground determin-
edly as she walked. Miss Mary and the little dress-
maker exchanged a sudden glance ; the same thought had
come to both of them.'

How like
'

Kittie Klein began impulsively.
Miss Mary's mouth set hard, with a click. She

turned from her companion and swept into the church,
her cheeks burning with resentment, her eyes bright
with sudden vtears.

It was that very week that Hank was to lay off
and did not. There was no good reason for his post-
poning this desired vacation. The hand of God guides
our acts. The little dressmaker was making a bride'sdress, and she had sat up late into the night to finish
it. It had been very hot all day and evening, and the
big kerosene lamp in* her room had drawn added heat
and many flies. These buzzed around her now and madeher nervous with their droning noise. The clock ticked
monotonously, and the heavy night breeze blew the win-
dow curtains at her back with a rubbing, flapping sound.
Off in the freight-yards the engines shrieked and clan-
ged their bells, and the switching cars came together
with intermittent crashes. She shivered at each new
crash and patted down with caressing fingers a fold of
the wedding gown. She had wept many bitter tears
over its making. The memory of her own wedding
gown folded away in lavender blossoms lived very dear
to her heart.

Kittie Klein was not a brave woman. She was a
timid one, and now, as she sat alone at night, she had
barracaded her opened window with a curious arrange-
ment of chairs to thwart any intruder's

'
attempts to

■enter. She blessed herself when a belated wayfarer's
step passed along the board walk beneath her windows,
and she breathed more freely when it had echoed away
into the distance. The hollow ring of the clock made
"her heart quicken; and when suddenly, without awarn-
ing step, a knock sounded at her door, fear seemed to
drive the breath from her body. She crushed her hands
into the wedding gown and sat, unable to stir. The
"clock said three-thirty. Who could it be at this un-
earthly hour ?

The knock sounded againimpatiently. It was alights
feeble knock, like a child's.'

Who's there ?
'

she called. She stood up, grasping
the table, and her knees shook her whole body. Therewas no answer. "Who's there ?

'
she called again.

The knock was repeated and prolonged with feeble
strength.

Kittie grasped the scissors in her right hand and thelamp in her left, and went to the door. She unlocked
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