apolis, Ind., comes the.
inimum wage law, pro.
skilled 1abor shall no¢
for less than twenty
by countles cities ang
oviding a fine or
" any person or
¥ public, work to
labor for less
8 been held to be tn-

by  the Supreme-
opinion  written hy
; it was held that the
with the freeaom of
| that the Legislature.
Ix the price of labor-
e price of bricks,

ini-
cor-
-
than

an aod Gillett conzur
ut not in the reason.
al grew out of a suit,
iamed Frank Strent,
‘ayne Circuit Court,
y Electrical Company
ts an hour,

inion  Judge Doy ling

L reason has been g
' wages of the unski)).
uld be fixed by law
ed at an unalterable
3 of their actual Value,
ther laborers shoulg
e to themselves guch
or their work as the
supply anc demand
ersonal qualities,
| experience may
6.%%

€n-
en-

ounties, cities ang
olitical and municipal
| the state,”” says the
are not governmental
h sense as to subject
it of their local
' the making of con-
r and materials to he
1 improvements and
r the same out of the
the county, city or
bitrary and unlimited
Legislature,

ai-

rporations, as weoll as
ubdivisions and agen-
h corporations
er to make contracts
rate of compensation

they

ld to them is 4xed,

to such contracts for
 peoperty or the em-
bor, counties, cities
1id much upon. the

8 private corpora-
can not be compelled

e Legislature to pay

of property more
h or more than its
t the time and in the

was contracted for.
p confiscate the pro-
tizens and taxpayers
y or town by forcing

for any commodity,
rerchandise or labor,
ice in excess of the
s not one of the
egislature over mu-
tions, nor the legi-
ach corporations as
state.

e reason,”’ the court
act fixing the price
abor at all public
ss than twenty cents
gislative interference
of contract by coun-
.owns, which finds no
hority in the doc-
ies, cities and town$
ubdivisions of the

s the act deprives &
ty without aue pro-
he case of labor on
ents for which as
ade. Citizens are en-
sucn work done 8b
pal subdivisions are

ourt finds it to be .

or “‘unskilled 18-
eation ‘‘unnatural
m ”
e o! the state”
“‘may, for someé
ute s class concern-
ulgn legislation may
m. _classificationhas
G sustained in

of the Unit~

‘the payment of -

s W:.mguiu;

‘F‘ﬂ;er ‘Maurice sat tn the big bay
_gindow of the rectory parlor. It wiu
«pright daylight outside—a dey in
greacherous , but full of warm
8 lnd this sunshine
ﬂ:iw in grect yellow bars on the
::’-k red floor. A glorious day i’t
“ was, indeed.. with enough of winter's
frost in it—.
ve.

= szt;e’:::r ‘:Iinurlce heeded not the |

B:hme nor the glory of the God-

i ay. The blue sky outside ;ind

im, nor the bracing
n~°t ul:}l:;;l' tA.,of‘:lwh'ich came through
4 window a8 if to tempt this lover
t};en““e out into the open. A wide
8,,: of the yellow light barely pass-
od his eyes, and rested on his Llack,
~closel\-vwwmg hair, bringing out the

in it.

plgpli:;n': noble-looking priest, tall
amdesuong and finely built. His
forehead was that of the thinker —

d, thoughtful, white as polished
i His eyes looked out on hu-
manity with faith of a child in their
depths; the large mouth ana the
square chin settled the whole count~
enance into one of determination. A
man of whom a mother might 'be
roud as she sent him to fight t1ho
pattle of God against all the world
A man to whom the old might look
up as the incarnation of all gentle-
ness, and children cling to as the in-
_carnation of all strength.

His books—he was a scholar of no
mean attainmente—lay piled in a
heap at his elbow. His papers, too,
in orderly precision, were stacked
pefore him. But he touched nothing.
His abstracted gaze rested on the
opposite wall, and even as he gazed
the rectory ' parlor faded from his
sight, and before him came & vision

«of the past.

cgiven d

marble.

It is a tiny room—Xkitchen and sit-
ting-room combined. On the scrupul-
ously clean floor is'laid a gay rag
«carpet. Old-fashioned mottoes are
/framed upon the walls, and over the
mantel is a cheap picture of the
‘Sacred Heart. Muslin curtains, held
back by bright red ribbons, are on
the windows, and in these windows
blossom the flowers their owner
loves. She is a little woman, with
-a shrewd, gentle, kindly face and
soft gray eyes—eyes that send forth
beams of charity on all her little
world, She is a widow, her only
<hild, a boy, her idol. She has mar-
velous dreams for that boy of hers,
and in' his most restless, turbulent
moments, the thought of his mother
‘helps to curb the untamed spirit, as
anxious to outrun bounds and seek
mischief as any other lad of his age
and healthy activity. She has work-
«ed for him since his father’s death
left him with only her to guide him
and take care of him. Like Anna,
the mother of Samuel, she dedicated
him to the Lord, and in his future

_ Wwere bound up all the simple ambi-

tions of her life—all her desires and
‘hopes. No grand wishes were hers,
no longings for things of comfort,
1o craving for material good. But
on the knees of prayer ‘she humbly
besought the grace that this = one
<hild of hers might be called of God
to reap the spiritual harvest.

The prayer was heard. He haa the
blood of a long line of fighting an-
‘eestors in him, even if of humble or-

just barely enough —to |
.set the blood tingling with the very '
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The .great day of His or-
dination came—a happy day
for both, bringing with it
the wondrous ceremony that
set her boy apart from the
world of men, On that glo-
rious and wonderful day his
mother’s face shone upon
him’ with the peace of heav-
en. She had wept tears of
joy, and her lips were tremb-
ling. She kissed his hands,
his anointed hands, and
when he gathered her shrunk-

and sobbed aloud in very ex-
cess of delight,
And after that— silence.

000000 0000000000000000

on the table lay his bishop’s letter—
a kindly, tender letter written from
a spiritual father to his well-beloved

quest, and what chances there seem-
ed to be for its success. For well
the bishop knew the anxiety of mind,
the pain he suffered, in consequence
of this sudden void in his life.
Father Maurice lifted his head from
his hand with a sigh now, folded the
letter carefully, and put it in his

1
i
i

en figure into his strong morning as veritable a pagan as—as
young armb she put her you are now. I came back willing
gray head on his shoulder to believe anything they told me,

—he was very kind, and much inter-
ested in both of us.
expended his breath in finer language
and I knew it.

flash, the whole thing dawned on

"

Where she went he did not know. me:
Through what mistaken Ydda chs had “And I went the next day- along
managed to efface herself he never thﬂ. e rotte Tool /| partienlas
discovered. But search for e ad ha pains to pass by the same houses
might, from that day forward until e\en’, - When 1 got fo 8t IEG
this he had pever scen his M re bert’s I made Fatner McIntosh come
face again, nor heard her voice, out and stand on the \':-Iry same spot
that he had been standing with Max
(*» the day before. I was willing to try
the experiment,”’ she ended, with a
This was the memory that sha- Hght la“}:’}]' (UL the epirit. dignit

dowed Father Maurice’s eyes and ul,of.e o :

made heavy his heart. Before him Ml TREL ”M? \et. worns) '“”T.M
on Father Maurice. He almost shiv-

ered at this airy touching
most solemn of subjects.

son, In it he spoke of what he knew i ¢ ¢
My periment?’’ he repeated, in his grave,
to be the young priest’s earnest : ¥
g i soft voice. I should hardly call the
longing—a post on the missionary £
ST 5 ." | ransom of a soul an experiment, 1t
frontier+but also of the faring of his Z
must be more than an experiment

when a blind man, for the first time,
comes from the chrysalis of his sha-
dowed existence into God’s own sun-

hands to grasp some of its beauty,

it. I've always known I'd gut it

some time, and it’s come at last.’

“His tone was so solemn—so — so
unlike himself—that he frightened me
to death,

‘“‘Got 'what,
Uy AR

‘“ “The Catholic religion,”
swered.”’

‘“And she sa.ld ‘For heaven’s sake,
is that all? You scared me so,’ ”’
put in Max.

Father Maurice was shaking with
laughter. The way in which Mrs,
Ramsey mimicked her son’s solemn
voice, his very actlons, was so true
to life that he was forced to laugh
at her and with her,

““And now that he has found out
the why of it,”” she went on; as if it
were a personal grievance, ‘‘he won't
explain it—I can’t get a word out of
him to satisfy me.”’

‘“My dear mother,

got what?’ Y cried

he an-

it is impossi-

ble,”" said Max, an unusually
thoughtful expression coming  over
his sunny face. “I went out that

Father McIntosh was talking to me
He had often

Suddenly, just like a

on the

“You weere willing to try the ex-

ight. I can imagine him exulting
n it with an almost heartbreaking
oy, bathing in it, putting out his

breast pocket. Another letter,
unopened, lay at his elbow. He turn-
ed it over carelessly, not recognizing
the chirography. When he
the envelope and perused his
contents, a momentary gleam
pleasure lit up his countenance.

tore

‘“From Max Ramsey of all

still

finally

lows!”’ he said in a delightful tone.
“Well! "’

He skimmed through it, still smil-
ing, then settled back in his chair
for a slower reading. It was a breezy
epistle and humorous, to judge by
the manner in which the smile broad-
ened and settled on his lips. It told
briefly of the writer’s return from
the continent, asked him if he ever
regretted old college days, and add-
ed in a brief postscript that he had
seen the error of his mode of living
in England, having fallen under the

)t

t

I told you once you could never con-
vert me? See what a prophet I am
—though " it profiteth you nothing.
Mother is still as calmly pagan as
she brought me up to be. Come and
see us, Father Maurice, before she
goes again to the land of the idols.
If you can upset her easy-going phil-
osophy, her monumental don’t-care-
ism, you will be entitled to my can-

1

scarcely
friend he had known so well ané lov-
ed, in this grave-eyed man.

Everything, even the most trivial, is
faith. Msgurice,
wonderfully—mother,

derstand?’’

ling block—a mountain which would
be but a molehill in the path of an-

AR lARaS AT th. Hngllihs Tegnite: other man,”” said Father )Faurice,
“So there isn’t any chance for you smiling. I, should hardly like to
try my powers after Father Mcln-

YPILEY, your pow.ers adter sl gl tosh—I know of him, he is a won-
Tl e e IO e MesToglan: But what s the
call you,” it ended. ‘““You remember HRRLY o Vo e My Ham:

sey?”’
80 many,

deed,
his had sunk deeply into her heart,
and the grave thoughtfulness of his
mien when he said it added to the
impression,
tle, as if trying by that movement

holding up objects to it, so that this
new and wonderful light may trans-
figure into loveliness—glowing, irri-
descent, wonderful—those things he
has but known by the poor sense of
touch when he walked in the ways
of darkness,’

The feeling of an intensely spiritual
nature vibrated in his tone. Max
eaned forward, and Father Maurice
recognized the debonair

“That’s it, that’s it, that’s it !
ransfigured by the golden glow of
you've explaited it

can’t you un-

‘““Each person has his own stumb-

“That is a hard question—I have
'* she said. The levity had
eft her face. It was well to jest in-
but those few earnest words of

She shook herself a lit-

ical style touching lightly up-

igin; the free air of America, breath-
¢ in at every pore, made his eyes
tlear and his brain sharp, “We need
his kind,” said the good old pastor
to the delighted mother, igorous,
Tealthy stock—we need him to com-
blt ngnstlcism a.nd the worship 01

i)

She did not unc
meant—but she
Yoy was destined. for
“erful by thoge

ing to the sweet-faced, stately lady

AU astonlshment. 1 s!mll ba h_“d to get rid of the feeling that per-
Bui o s do awWith (s you haps she was one of those bind ones,
A . | who had not yet opened her eyes.

The whole letter, written in this| ,, My very first and my very, very

worst is non-belief in the power of

on things which Father Maugjce knew
must have turned into widely differ-
ent channels the current of an un-
usually gifted mind, aroused a cer- t
tain curiosity in the young priest.

|ing afternoon found him seated in
Mrs. Ramsey’s drawing-room, listen-

relating some of the incidents of her
contlnenul trip. Max Rn.msuy. a

‘ﬂd thrived in

prayer.”’

splendidly grave "young priest,
Ho veplied ‘at ouoce, snd the follow- speaking with an amount of earnest-
ness that made /her son look at her
in surprise.
ceive of !
otherwise, whatever He is — wanting
one of His or its creatures to bow

Father Maurice Jooked interested.

““You see,”’ she went on, eager now
o qualify her posifion before this
and

““You see, I can’t con-
any Being—supreme or

lown before ‘it. Then again, the

bluff, blonde young nun. with a |4
t, put in
a.nd than let. -awed to

Oreat
you, He knows also its workings and
its wishes, doesn’'t He? Of what use
s prayer in that case? He is aware

knows the mind He gave

all you. would gay before you

- to - the

rcan quote all the Fathers of the
Church to me,’’

She spoke very warmly. The pic-
ture of a blind man groping in the
dark, knowing things only by the
sense of touch, annoyed her, Father
Maurice, at those last words of hers,
caught his breath sharply. His brown
eyes grew velvet soft. He leaned for-
ward. His intense face, over which
some emohon rippled, chsturbing its

g
§
:
:
§
2
:
:
gg

He had touched the woman’s heart

beneath her cold exterior. The tears
were streaming down her face—tears
she did not check or wipe away,
though generally any emotion seem-
ed an insult to the classic calm on
which she prided herself. Max put
his hand out to meet his friend’s,
and their fingers clasped warmly. His
eyes, too, were mofst. Father Maur-
ice looked suddenly ashamed.

“Pray forgive me—for—for making
you feel so badly,”” he said, “I do
not know why I spoke so—it must
surely hove been an inspiration, Mrs,
Ramsey, for—'’

‘““Father Maurice, I have never
prayed in my life. I shall do sp
now for your—for your wishes. There
is another way ol saying it in Cath-
olic parlance—for your intention, I
think it is.”” She paused a moment,
adcing a little wistfully: ‘Maybe if,
in return, you —pray for me’’— she
frowned, for she was wedded to her
fetish, nnd hated to yield her pet
point, so easily—'T will come out in-
to God’s sunshine,” she ended with
a laugh,

“I am a priest four
years,”” he said. I had a
mother  once— a mother,

Mrs. Ramsey, who never in
all her precious life tasted

the luxury you know. Her
back was bent with work
and age, her hands were

horny and wrinkled — oh,
God in heaven bless those
horny hands wherever they
may be to-day!’”’ Emotion
choked him—he paused. ‘‘Her
face was seamed and wrink-
led and lined,” he went on,
“Humble she was and poor
and a widow—and I—her on-

ly son—her only child. She
gave me to God,.proud of
the giving, glad of it, yield-
ing me back to Him who
gave me. She prayed for
‘me, Mrs. Ramsey. I was no
wiser or better or more tal-

ented than the average lad

of my years—heedless, in-
deed, and careless and in-
clined to levity. But she
prayed for me. And = her
prayers must have touched
the Heart of the God she
loved in her pure way —for
they made me what I am,
After Christ, I am His
priest by virtue of my mo-
ther’s prayers,

“Well, on my ordination
day she disappeared. There is
but une explanation—she was
afraid to hamper my career
—she was so proud of me.
My poor talents were so

many sources of joy to her.
She thought, maybe, the son

she toiled for would be a-
shamed of the mother who
had eaten bitter bread for

his sake, and was bent with
much toiling up and down

another’s stairs. Mrs. Ram-
sey, when you spoke just
now I felt suddenly that

here was a way—that God
meant you for His instru-
ment, Through your pray-
ers He will give me back the
one to whom I owe my life,
my vocation. It must be an
inspiration, mustn’t it? How
could you, wealthy, aristo-
cratic, moving in the circles
that you do—how could you
come in contact with a poor
little old woman? Anc I do
not ask you to seek her.
Just pray —pray that I may
find her. God will, in His
mercy, give to you what He
has not given to me.””

It was fully two months afterward.
The May m'nshlne waa warm and’

filled with the gruesome

his mother in the open carriage,
There was a blockade just at this
point, and at Mrs, Ramsey’s order
the coachman drew up to the curp
and halted, while Father Maurice,
his handsome head bared, stood be-
side her. After the first few words
the lady plunged immediately into
the subject nearest her heart, her
bright eyes on his face,

‘“Have you heard anything late-
1y?’’ she asked,

‘‘Concerning my mother?”’ he ques-
tioned, divining at once what she
meant. ‘“‘No; I have not. Did you
keep your promise?’’

She looked at him without a sha-
dow of her former raillery. Her eyes
were earnest, her lips grave,

“I am keeping it faithfully, faith-
fully—and what is more, shall consi-
der any answer you receive Cirectly
due to my prayers. Does that sound
presumptuous? I can’'t help it. It is
the queerest feeling, but it is true;
I have never been so earnest about
anything in my life as I am about
thls I think you have bewitched
me,’

“I think you have been soul-
dumb,” he answered. ‘“Now that the
language of the spirit is finding vent
at last in rightful speech, it
for its true food.”

craves

‘“Thank you—there is a good deal

meaning in that. Perhaps you
are right. I read somewhere about
storming the citadels of heaven —
well, if there is such a thing, I must
have weakened a few of the
ramparts,

of

outer
I—I want more than an
answer,” she finished somewhat ab-
ruptly. “I, who am in darkness,
seek the light.’”

She turned her eyes on her
who smiled aflectionately. The

son,

un-

derstanding that existed between
these two was beautiful, On the son's
part the love he entertained for his
mother broadened a disposition in-
clined overmuch to estheticlsm. It
made him manly, as an absorbing
affection for another makes the nar-
rowest masculine soul. It softened
the woman’s somewhat imparious

disposition, prone slightly to the ar-
rogance her sheltered, luxurious ex-
istence engendered. To Father Maw -
ice the mere sight of them was a
keen joy—so perfect was the sympn-
thy between them. He looked from
one face to the other, smiling now
boyishly.

“I am glad to hear you talk so
be said. “Very glad. You are a
few steps further on the great road.
Two months ago you would not have
said that.’”

‘“Maybe not,” she answerod, add-
ing less gravely: ‘‘Will you get in
and crive with us a way? Perhaps,
too, I can persuade you to have
dinner? There is much I should like
to ask you.”

"“Thank you,” he answered heart-
ily. “But I am on duty for the
evening. Next week—let s say
Thursday? Father Carroll may not
need me—'’

““Father Maurice, Father Maurice,

please!’’
An excited voice called his naae,
and an excited face met his gaze as

he turned quickly at the call, A mean
had halted in a hasty run past him,
and now stood in front of him, hat
in hand,

‘““Thank God, Father, I met you
here—I was just going to the rect-

ory. There's a poor woman bLeen run
over up the street and she’'s leen
carried into the drugstore. They

rung up an ambulance, but . he wants
the priest, quick, too, Father Muur-
ice. I'm afraid she's pretty bLad,
sir—""

It was the call no servant of God
has ever heard in vain. Without a
word Father Maurice turned and left
his friends, and was soon lost to
sight in the throng. As they went
along, the man, who attended the
church with which Father Maurice
was connected, gave him hasty but
graphic details of the accident. The
crowd around the drugstore fell a-
way as they saw the priest, and
hats were liftec: as he passed inside,
Two chairs had béen drawn toge-
ther hastily, and on this they had
placed the poor creature. A police-
man stood inside the door to keep
back the curious crowd, some gaping
coldly, others sympathetic, but "all
sentiment
that anim,tes a crowd anywhere —
anxiety to see. A kindly woman who
had witnessed the occurrence had
been permitted to remain  with her,
She was a young woman, and ten-
der-hearted, and her eyes were full
a!mrlnpw She had removed the

She fell back to allow him to por-
form his priestly duties,

Why did Father Maurice suddenly
grow rigid, and why did that strange
mist swim before his eyes? Why did
his face grow pale, and his nostrils
dilate?

“God, my God!” he whispered.:
“Any way but this—give her back
to me in any way but this—'’

He fell on his knees. The startled
watchers saw him put one arm un-
der her head and with the other
clasp her to him, They did not un-

derstand, but the pathos of the
group touched them. The big Po-
liceman at the door felt his eyes,

hardened by much gazing on sorrow,
grow moist. He turned his head
away. The woman heard his broken
tones, saw the old eyes open, andl
the wrinkled face grow suddenly in-
to beauty under the rush of mother-
love that trensfigured it.

‘;My son, my little boy!’’ she mur-
mured,

“Mother,” he whispered back, in a
choking voice. ‘“My mother!”

There was silence a moment. The
tears were streaming down his face,
and the sight worried her, She put
up her wrinkled, toil-worn hand and}
wiped them away with faltering,
weak fingers,

““Oh, mother, mother, my mo-
ther,”” he whispered again, “You
have almost broken my heart. Where
did you go—what have you done,
and why, oh, why—

“Ah, now, sonny—don't. Would it
be me to stand in your way, childie,
with the light of God shining on
your big white forehead that day ?
"Twas the day of my life, my hoy.
And ’‘twas little to do to take my-
self out of yours then. God has been
good to me, sonny dear. He made
you Father Maurice, ané then — my
boy u priest! Praises be to His
holy name forever and forever!’

‘““Amen,”’ he answered solemnly.
Nature, striving in his heart, took
second place, as the instinct of the
priest asserted itself.

“I have prayed God to give you
back to me, my mother,” he said,
“I have loved you better than you
thought I did, but if He gives you
to me—only to loge you, dear —His
holy will—be done.’’

It cost him an effort to say the
words, for his heart was breaking.
But dropping his voice to a whisper,
he listened to her faltering confes-
sion. He had the holy oils in his
pocket, and he found time to anoint-
her before the enc, and, still with
his arms about her, he repeated over
and over the simple prayers for the
dying—the prayers she loved. The
ambulance surgeon came, but Fa-
ther Maurice simply motioned him
aside. She was going fast then, and
one glance at the glazing eyes told
the young doctor so. He looked in
some surprise at the white face bent
8o tencerly above the dying woman
—at the strong arms that held the

shaking old form in their tender
clasp.

““Shle is my mother!’”’ said the
priest, in answer to this curious

look, and at that the man fell back,
touched to the heart at the grief ex-

pressed in those simple words. The
Catholic woman was on her knees,
sobbing audibly.

Outsice Mrs. Ramsey saw the

crowd, now thinning rapidly away
from the drugstore, for excitement in
the city is but ephemeral. She called
the coachman to halt.

‘“Father Maurice must be in there,
vet,”” she said, ‘“Go, Max, and see,
Perhaps we can help the poor crea~
ture, whoever she is.”’

Max obeyed. He entered the store
hastily, coming out a few moments
aftarward and approaching the beau-
tiful woman who awaited him. Her
somewhat languid expression gave
way to a look of anxiety when she:
saw his face. She sat up quickly.
‘“What is it, Max? Something has
happened?’’

‘““Your prayer has been answered,
mother dear. I shall stay here—per-
haps I can be of some use to Maur-
ice—"’

‘“Max1”’

found her at last.”” v
““And she is—"'

“Dead, dear. Go home wim
me, Ishallcomeuu-oonupqql
Iand tell you all about it.”




