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A MIDNIGHT CALL

Miss Mary was publing on her hat belore the litile
blurred mirror 1 the kitcLen. Oul on the sunken steps
of the back porch, beneath a home-made awiing of faded
blue, sat a hulking fgure in checkered jeans, lus shoul-
ders hunched over, lus clbows upon lus knees, mediiatl-
vely chewing and gaving 1nto space.

‘Glory be to tiod, Hauh !’ ciled Mliss Mary, peer-
ing out at him. °Isn’t 1t an awlul thiog ¢ Lvery day
alike to you, and never your 100t lashde a chureh  on
Sunday !’

The man on the steps giunted,

' 1t’s the sorry woman your old mother'd he if she
had lived 1o sce s day ' wenl on Dhss Mary, a
bright 1ed spot shewing on cither faded cheek, ‘You
ihal never goes to Mass and hasn't hneeled your knec
to a priest m twenty years——her only son! 1 wouldn't
mind 1 you had a geood safe job —Miss Mary caupght
her breath  sharply. Culary ve to God '’ she  eried
agaln, Talsing her veice in o anger to hide its guiver,
‘You won't go to Mass, and you don’t know the hour
God'll call you away without warmng !’

‘Mlend to your own  soul, Mary Ann, and don't
mind me !’ said the man sulhily. ** IU’s none too good
you are yourself !?

He got up, sideways, and shambled down the steps
and mto the backyard, out of hearing, wheie he stood
smoking, his shoulders w111l huncheu up, one hand grasp-
g and holding up the clbow of ke hand ihat steadied
the pipe 1n bts mouth,

Miss Mary sighed and muticred in useless anger. She
put on her worn sillk muls and took up ber parasol. The
cat stretched in the sun aund followed her lacaly 1o the
front deor,

¢ Good-bye, Peler,” said 3hiss Aary to ihe cal, and
shut the scicen door.  Peter strelched himself 1 ine
sun and yawned and went back to his sunuy spot.

Miss Mary piched her way with old-fashioned dainti-
ness down Lhe blackened Loard walk and up the tree-
hned street. The httle dressmaler, crossing the read
at right aungles, met her at the cerner.

¢ Good-morning,’ she sald, Liondly,
Mass 7 *

A gleam of shaip humor came into Miss Mary's cyes,
and her thin hps twitched , where else would she  be
gowg at this ume of a Sunday morning.  Then she
frowned coldly, and her old face hardened. AMisy dlary
had a teeling of enmily towards the Little dressmaher,
and even her sense of humor would not let her unhbend
for an instant.

' Good morning,’
Mass.’

The htile dressmaker fell inio step beside her, I'm
going, too,’ she said. ' TIt's a real pleasant day, 1sn’t
it ?’?

Very much the same scene had been enacied on ths
Very corner every Sunday mormng, rain, hail, or shine,
for filteen vears now—ever since the little dressmaker
had first come to Sayre and hung up her shingle on a
cottage not far from the house into which Flank and
Miss Mary had moved but a year or iwo before her
coming. From her front window she could see Msgs
Mary leave her gale, and there, as Misg Mary suspecicd,
ihe little dressmaker stood Sunday afier Sunday, gloved
and bonneted, wasting for Miss Mary’s appearance, when
she had just time ito meet ber at the cormer, Miss
Mary had been frankly surprised that'frst Sunday morn-
ing ; she had never dreamed that Kittie Klein  would
come to Sayre. She held her tongue, tco, when the little
dressmaker told Miss Mary and  her neighbaors,
simply and in a few words, that she had
come to Sayre to settle down. Bevond these brief Sun-
day morning walks, Miss Mary purposely saw nothing of
the dressmaker. Someone found oul that they  had
both come from the same home town. The village gos-
sips tried to find out more ahout it, but somchow the
most curious did not get at the truth.

And the truth was very pretty. When Hank was
young and full of life and God-love, before his mo-
ther’'s death, he and the little dressmaker had heen
sweethearts. She was not the little dressmaker ihen,
but care-free Kittie Klein, the daughter of a neighboring
farmer, and as heautiful a gitl as the couniry held. It
was in the days before Hank had taken to a railroad-
er's precarious existence. He was the only son of his
mother, and he was a good son, for whom the farm life
and,Christian obedience and love for Kittie Kliein made

‘ Going  to

she said. ' Yes, I'm gomg, to

up the sum of a very happy life. The years passed in
sunshine, and the iight slorms of youth ; the crops pros-
pered and brought rich rcturns, and Kittie Klein began
1o make her wedding-clothes. Auntoinetie, Miss Mary's
oldesl sister, had married and goue to live in the city
They were glad that she was happy—and it made more
more room ior ihe coming ot Mank’s wife. They g0t a
new lecam and new farming implements, and Miss Maxy
and her mother bought new partor turniture., Thosa
were sunny days, and flank’s spirits ran high.

And ihen troubles came, as solnetimes pappens, not
singly, but in battalions. Iiver alterwards Miss  Mary
turned from  the memory of those days with bitter
tears. Liattle Cassie, the youngest and best boloved of
their home ones, stchened and died thgt SpriIng. The
doclors could  do nothing to heep her on carih, and
there were those wino said thutl she was 100 puod to
live. © Flef loss wae a blew to them all, and the wide
owed mother drooped. She was 1l, too, during the
summer, and the doctor’s hillg muitiphed.  Tuatl season
a long pertod of diought wag tollowed by incessant
ramns, and 1he crops woee well-mgh ruined.,  Some of
the cattle were visited wilh distemper, and died. Little
wrinhles of trouble crept wto lann s tace, and, never
a patient fellow, Le  roded at ther nereasing  ill-for-
tunes.  The larm had to Le morigaged. “1he  widow
bowed her head to God's will and went out into the
kitchen and the dairy and the farmvard with Miss Mary
—a thing she had not dsne in vears, ifanl, ErOWnR
suddenly sober and  preoccupled, repeated his nightly
Rosary with less and less terven lianx had to disturb
bim a matter more poteni—to Wmm—than the farm. He
and Miss hattie were to bave been married that Spring,
but he had had to  putl 1t of. BMiss Kittie, vivacious
and sell-walled as she was, was veved,  She pouted and
sulited and flirted  with {ormer lovers. Jlank's heart
was  sore. B

Until this {rme Ilank had never touched liquor, and
he had always been a good, practical Catholic. No one
can blame Miss  AMary  because she lmd s fail  from
grace at Kittie Klein's feet.

It was one Saturday might thal he had taken Kittie
to a sleigh-ride. It was  late when'  he gol home-—so
late that Miss Mary bhad fallen 1o sleep on the lounge
while warting for him , and if her eyes had not  been
half closed when she let, him in, she might have noticed
how wild and white was his face. He went upstairg
without a word, and Miss Mary could hear him pacing
up and down lLis room as she sank to slumber.

Sunday mormng' dawned clear and erisp, and  Mise
Mary and her mother were dressed and had breakiast
fald, but no IMank came downsiairs. At ten o'clock the
horses were not harnessed-—Miss Mary had gone out and
fed them—and Mass was said five miles away. His
mother wenb upstairs with a slow tread. Hank lay in
bed with his eyes closed, his head piliowed on his arms.
She called him, genily firsi, then sharply when he did
not answer. He opened his eyes and lodked at her.

‘Do you know whbat time 1t is 7' she asked.

“Yes,” he saud,  * It’s after ten.?

The widow’'s eyes opened wide with surpnise. ‘Would
you bhe late for Mass ?° she cried.

‘I don’i care,’ he said sullenly, ‘ I'm not going.'

The widow walked with a cane. She stood  and
stared at her son for one speechless second. Then she
tlrumped her cane upon the flgor.

‘Get up !’ she thundered. * Whatever the cause of
ihis madness, vou shall go 1o Mass while T live ! *

Hank got up and harnessed the horses and drove
with them to Mass. Next day Kitty Klemn went away
on a visip, and on Tuesday Hank went on the first
drunk of his life. Would to God that it had been the
last !

Things went headlong to ruin then, despite his mo-
ther's and Miss Mary’'s efiorts to keep up. When, in a
month, a repentant and a sobered Kiltie came home to
reclaim her lover, it was too late. That last quarrel
had been ihe bitterest ithing of Hank’s life. He had run
away from the scene of his unhappiness and was tramp-
ing the country ‘locking for a joh.' The railroad in- .
variahly gets these rambling cnes, and Hank became a
switchman in the yards at Sayre.

The following year the mortgage was foreclosed, and
the widow died. Kitlie Klein was there when she died.
In spite of the coldness and disapproval with which
they treated her, Kittie clung to these relabtives of her
lost lover. Hank had not reached her dying bed. Her
fading old eyes sought bhravely to outstare death until
he shouid come. The priest stood by, the last Sacra-
ments having been administered, reverently reading the
prayers for the dying. The widow's face was calm but
ior that one straining ; she was ready and giad to meet
her Maker. ‘Her breath became more labored, and deaths
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