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everything else has grown msignificant, unworthy of
notice—even God.’

‘ Wealth is very apt to have that effect.’ The
beautiful cold voice was meiting a little.

~ 'That is the only explanation 1 can offer. 1 don’t
know why I am making it. When you came into the
puipit this morning I never dreamed 1 would be here
only a few hours laler telling you what a—what an
imbecile, what a fool 1 have been. 1 thought you
contemptibly young and inexperieuced to address so
intelligent an audience.’

The recent collegian laughed, a ringing, boyish
laugh that brought a light to the dulled, shamed eves of
the erstwhile pompous banker. i

“It is a fault we ail have once—youth, and the
easicst in the world to overcome: one Las ouly to wait.’

" What you said opened my eves somehow; what
you said and how you said it. I don’t think anything
else could have doue it.’

Fatlhier Stanley shook his head.
misty.

‘Tt was not my voice that reached vour heart, m¥
friend. It was the pravers of a swect-souled old woman
whom hardships and suffering and sorrew have not
soured nor cmbittered.  The pravers from hearts like
that win marvellnus craces from the Divine treasury.’

‘Do youwean that that woman 1o whom T was s
brutaliy unkind has been praving for mo? I deserved

His eves grew

her curse, rvather. She does net know me, dees not
know who it was that wished to have her sent away. |
acted on mx objections throuch others— -

‘ Bhe has been praving for vou, nevertheless, for
the man with the cold heart.  She gueszed vou needed
prayers.  When it camnes to that we all need them, veou
know.’

Fordham was silently thoughtful for guite a leng
time.  Father Stanlev waited patiently,

‘Tt is well that she praved for nie But 1t was
you who delivered the message. 1 have not gone to
Mass for months, not for more than a year- -not since
a vear last Easter, in fact. Do vou not find it
gzange that T should be there when vou delivered that

mon ¥’

"It is stranger still in view of the fact that it was
not at all the sermoun I intended to preach. 1 had
prepared a sermon on the CGospel of the day. But
that incident had persistently recurred to me. 1 could
not get it out of my mind.  Something in the attitude
of the congregation this moruing stirved me up, an at-
mosphere of self-satisfaction, of smugness, and it all
came out.’

‘T was the smuggest of the lut,” Fordham said
humbly. ‘ But T think, T Lepe. that 1 shall not be like
that again.  You have opeuned mv eves to the supreme
folly of it.  And you can help me further, if you will.’
e looked at the young priest appealingly.

"Yes? The voice that could so denounce was en-
couraging.

‘You can help meo find that woman, you can help
me set this straicht. You sard vou had given her a
hope of assistance, so T know that vou have not lost
sight of her. It is a lot for a snob like me to ask of
you, to take up your time with- ’ .

Father Stanley's coyves were shining with a boyish
oagerness and happiness that was good to sec.

‘ Come, my friend,” he said, ‘let us go to her now,
She has need of cheer.  You could not ask of me a
thing I would be more willing to do.’

He held out his hand again, and Tom Fordham laid
his hand within it, feeling ils warm clasp the preatest
honor he had ever received.—The Mupnifivat,
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- It was late in March. Slush was under faot, the

air was damyp with a chilling fog and one could scarcely
sec twenty feet alead. ’
But. in spite of all discomforts the poor must go to
work.  Through fog and slush, past vewsboys, a thin
struggling line of workers wended its way to the street{,
car. Down in the morning, back at night, day after
day, for weeks, for months, for years, If they fell
sick there were others to take tlieir places. They were
cast aside as broken parts of the great human machine.
Other workers stepped in, the broken parts were for-
gotten, and the human grind goes on and one with
never-ending clocklike regularity.

At a house in East street dwelt one of these poor
working pecple.  The building was a uarrcw, three-
storey wooden house of dull red color.  On the ground
floor was a grocery storve, on the second lived the pro-
prieter of this stere and on the thivd a working girl and
her widowed mother. )

In one of the small, dingy roums vu the third floge
sat # pale, emaciated girl of nineteen eating Ler break-
fast. A cup of tea, a crust of bread, and a bit of dry
cheese composed her meagre meal.  ter mother bustled
about theo room, preparing a luuch for her daughter.
Sha was as thin as the child, but more wiry and with all
lier hurried work she oever ceased to look at the sickly
virh and 1o urge her to eat lier hreakfast. .

“Don't hurry so.  You've lots of time.
have some more tea? Nol
Her wother looked at ler anxiously and sorrow;

Won't you

fuily

T must get something fn that cold,” she said,
Tinust do it to-day. Tl get— " she stepped abrupt-
Iy and ler eves became meisi, for she recollected that
siie hiad only eiphty-seven cents in the hiuse and the girl
would need tew cents for ecarfare.

“Oh, never mind, it will suon be warm weather
and then the convh witi feave and 1" be better.

Taking her lunch she went down the creaking stairs
inte the cold, Togey aiv to take ler place again as one
of the wheels in the greal erinding machine.

At the factory door she enteved-—one of 320-—and
was registered by the recorder in the lall. At 7.30
work began and continued without cessation till noon;
then time was given for dinner: after this work was
resumed till 5.30.

Iler particular work was cuiting in the men’s
clothing department.  The Jdamp weather of Marelt had
brought on her coughing spells, and to the annovance
caused by the dampness was added that occasioned by
the fine, penetrating dust that s often present in «
larwe factory, The overscer had ivhumauly repri-
munded her for delavine ihose avonnd her. This day
she was coughing almoest constautly.

“Mise Mavgrave,” soid the overseer to her. “if
vou don't work as vou should I'lD diseharge vou, 1M1
not stand it any longer. Remember’

The girl almost sobbed alowd. hut exerting Lersell
with a lheroic effort, she managed to brace up sufti-
ciently to avold being discharged.

Coming home one evening she mel Father -—- .-
at the big churelt at Southport and Tincolu avenues.
e was speaking to some workmen. She lhad seen the
priest oceasionally, as she liad to pass the parish Louse
and church on her wav to work, and he alwavs had a
kind word for her.  She looked up to him as she passed,
and the priest, turning from the men. wreeted her with
a friendly ‘ Good evening’ that wenl straight to the
poor girl’s heart.

Tt was ihe first word of true friendship she had
heard since leaving home that morning, Tt greatly
gladdened her poor sonl and made her feel that, after
all, life could hLave some soothing balm in it i{f neople
would only be kind.  She answered ‘ Good evening,’
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