3

6

CATHOLIC REGISTER, THURSDAY, AUG. 1, 1901.

DT I I P el =B

RIGHT SHALIL RULE.

Short is the triumph of evil,
Tong is the regn of nght,

The men who win by the aid of 3in,
‘The nation that rules by might,

The party that lives by corruption,
The trickster, the knave, the thiel,

May thrive for a time on the fruits of

crime,
But their seeming success is briel.

Sneer if you will at honor,
Make virtue a theme for jesti
Reflect on the man who stiives as he

can,
To seek and to do the best;
Make goodness a butt for slauder
And offer excuse for vicey
Proclaim the old lie, the corruption-
ist's cry, .
That every man has bis price.
Yet know that the sruth  shall
trivmpl,
That evil shall find its doomy
That the cause of right, tho' subdued
by might

¥
Shali break from the strongest
tomb;
hat wrong, though it seems to
triumph,

Lasts only for a day,

While the cause of truth has oternal

youth,
And shall rule o'er the world for
aye.
Y —~Selected.

Led Into Light

(By Kathleen Eileen Barry.)
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George Ross felt tired, mentally and
physically; morcover, a sense of im-
,pending calamity weighed kim down.
Although he tried to reason away the
jntangible fear that tugged at his
Seart-strings, it increased in force.

For soms time he had been walk-
ing up and down the length of his li-
brary listening pervously to the hur-
rying feet in the rodm overhead, But
jtow he paus d by the open window
and looked oit.

Below him the smooth asphalt of
. Lexington avenue gle.med in the elec-
tric light. A ray from the famp on
the opposite corner fell upon his strik~
jng head, with its crown of crisp
dark hair, and on his rugged face,
from which decp, penctrating eyes
looked forth,

That he was a man of strong in-

dividuality and  keen intcllect
was discernible at a glance.
His finn mouth  and squarc

jaw betokened tenacity of purpose and
a dominant will. But in his cxpres-
sion there was a kiuliness amounting
almost o sweetness which attracted
his-weaker brethren.

The night was hot; the atmosphere
seemed surcharged w.th -clectricity.
“This thirteinth day of June had been
o record-breaker in point of heat and
o storm was jmminent. Masses of
Jowering clouds hid the moon; a 1nme
ble of thunder sounded in the dis-
tanuce.

At another time George Ross would
have lngered to wach the marshal-
ing of the atmospheric forces, but
just now he was too restless to  re-
main inactive, And he soon resumed
tis tramp through the room.

" Befote he bad taken many steps the
door opened, and @ grave-faced doctor
advanced toward him.

Iy sorry I can't bring you such
good news this time, Mr. Ross. The

 child is & fine, healthy little fellow,
as I zeported before, but the mother’s
condition is causing us great anxiety;
in fact, Dr. Latham bade me tell you
that our worst fears are béing realiz-

- ed.li

Mr. Ross' Jlips whitened, but he

gave no other sign  of the emotions
that rioted through his mind and
“heart.
« oI have every confidence in Latham
and yourself," he said, quietly; *I
know you will do vour best for Mrs.
Ross. Shall I go to her now?"

“No, we'll send for you later on if
—awvel], if/we think it advisable."

Afr. Ross nodded, Iic escorted Dr.
Norris to the foot of the stairs and
watched him enter the room above;
then he returned to the window.

As he stood there he thought of the
cighteen years of his marricd lifc and
of the wothan who had been his help-
mate in sunshine and shadow.

1f he bad known how to pray or if
he dad believed in the cxistence of
God lie would have poured o1t his
soul in agonized supplications for her
safcty. But since he had passed the
adolescent stage he had been an  un-
believer, and now his maturer

¢ years he was known as the Jounder of
a new school of antitheism which out-
rivaled the Kantian school.

This being so, he could only hope
and - wait. And all the while the un-
definable fear grew stronger, until at
last his blood felt as though it had
turned into water,

_ Hutried to calm kis-mind by think-
.ing-eof his briiliant career-as lecturer,
'aatbor., .and man of science. He
‘thowghtrof the pinnacle or which his
labors:had pliced him; of the adula-
tion he was.coustantly receiving from-
‘his disciples; of the jdeal home and
social Mfe which be enjoyed. He
dwelt, too, bn the fact that siter:

years of fruitless yearning he had now

a son to inherit his mame and' feme,

and that this,, the dearest wish of his

* Beatt, had bees satisfiéd Yong aiter he |

hod ceased to hope for its felfillment.
For the-moment-the pride and am-
bitions hopes. wngemderd by the:

<
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thoughts of his boy made hfm forget
all %lse,  The next instant he  was
roused from his roveric by the break-
fug of the atorm.

The shy looked like coagulated
lood, streaks fof forked lightuing
shot dlagonally along it, peal after
peal of thunder crashed over the roof
tops, the very alr scemed palpitating
with. terror,

All at once his wouted calmness re-
turned. Ie leant far out and fear-
lessly watched the conflict of the eles
ments.

The rain-swept avenue was desert-
ed; even the cable cars no longer
whizzed by, In the opposite house he
caught a glunpse of a group of wo-
men huddled in & corner of the room.
The vivid flasiies of light showed him
their white, scared faces. He noticed
that they repeatedly made the sign
of the cross, and his lip curled scorn-
fully at the sight of what he consid-
ered a superstitious practice.

As he agin Icohed skyward he be-
held an intense blue-winte glate, from
out of which a lme of hght shaped
like o writhing serpont, suddenly shot
downward, it twisted about the slen-
der spise ot the church, then glanced

off, and simultancously he felt as
though a red-lot wire tad pierced his
eyeballs.

He jerked his head and pressiag his
hands over his lids swayed to ard fro
in volceless agony.

When he agam upened his eyes im-
penetrable darkness surrounded him.
With quick, uncven steps he groped his
way to the electnic button alove the
desk and pressed at. There was no
result. Cimerian darkiness still en-
compassed him.

He stuntled to the bell-rope and
clutched at it. Its loud summon. rang
through the house. After a moment
he heard his butler's quict interroga-
tive, ¢ Yes, sir?"

wThe lights, Joha!' he cried
hoatsely; *'I can't turn them on. Bring
lamps—candles—anything — only bs
quickl "

«1,ights, sirl
{ull head, The room
them!"

A low cry startled the mau. He ad-
vanced lhurriedly and peered into his
inaster’s ashen face, What fic saw
there upset his self-possessiot

wherciful God! You're blind!®*  he
cxclaimed. ““Here — Mary — Jane -
Bill — some of you bring down the
doc—"!

The words died in his throat as &
strong hand grinped his windpipe.

uRBe still, you fooll™ commanded
Mr. Ross; “my wife will hear -you.
Do vou want to kill her?” Then tha
fierce grip relaxed and he sald in his
usual even tones:

+Go now. I forbid you to gossip
about this down stairs, And unless I
., see that I am not disturbed.”

The man whimpered an assent and
left the room.

Slowly and u neertainly  Mr. Ross
walked to his desk in tle space be-
tween the two windows and sank into
a chair. The fury of the storm had
abated and a cool, refreshing breeze
played on his forehead, He was quak-
ing from head to foot. A sense of ut-
ter helplessress oppressed bim. The
darkness which hemmed him in filled
him with lorror. He tursed bis
head from side to side and waved
his arms wildly as though to dissi-
pate it. Staggering to his fect he
moved towards the window. A heavy
oak table was in his path. He collid-
ed with it. Iu his frenzy he beat his
hands against it until they were cruel-
1y brusied. Omce more he sought the
chair befor~ his ‘desk. As he . settled
into it he moaned, “'Blind! Blind!®
and ground his teeth in  impotent
fury. But he soon summoned his
strong wili to s aid, and preseatly
he was able to think calmly

He fully realized what had befallen
him, His scientific knowledge made
it possible for him to diagnosc his
own case. And, by a curious coinei-
dence, his friend, Professor Kunapp, had
told him ouly three days before of a

parallel case, where sudden and com-
plete loss of sight had resulted from

vxposure to uttense light He remem-
bered that the great oculist had said
the progrosis in these rare cases was
bad, as the central scotoma or blind
spot produced by the expasure in-
variably remained, despite all lceches,
electricity or hypodermatic injections
of strychnia that were tried.

The thought that his public career
was practically closed jin this his
forty-fifth year was inexpressibly bit-
ter He would have to abanden the
serics of lecturcs which were setting
New York. agog: he must-cease wotk-
ing on his new book of “Matenialistic
Philosophy,” which he confidently ex-
pected would win fresh laurels for
him; ke would be forever shut out
from the sunlight, and, bitteresy
thought of all, ‘his e,c8 would never
be gladdened Ly the sight of his
child's facel

As these ideas flashed through Lis

Why they were ot
is ablaze with

‘mind e was selzed With.a sickening.

sensation of giddiness; his lhead fell
forward, on his breast and for a yer-
iod. merciful oblivion was vouchuafed
him., .

— murmurikg every fond and reassuring

) kL word-that came to him. For awhile

_ When George Ross straggled bck to Lt'here ~wis »ilence. The ticking of the
comicioushein. B¢ heived himaell. fo'¥¢lock ‘of* the' mianticpleck -doemed” to

face with stolc bolduess the darkened
future. e no longer trerabled Mke o
frightened child,  Me resolved to ace
cept nmsfortune with as cool and im-
movablo a front as he had lhtherto
accepted the favors showergd on him
by Dame Fortune None must  think
that disaster had nowed his proud
spirit or broken down the superh
conrage for which he was noted.

His firmness of purposc wavered
sontewhat as he thought of the gricf
into which the news of his condition
wonld plunge his wifet-that loving,
gentle woman who had made him her
god In his solicitude for her it actu-
ully comforted him to remember that
it the doctor's fears were well ground-
ed she need never know the  worst,
that her life would flicher out peace-
fullv and that she would nut be call-
ed upon to shure his burden.

As though in answer to this unspoh-
en thought he heard Dr. Latham's
voire at his clbow.

“Ross, dear [nend, T have a painful
duty to perform, Your poor wife is
dying. For yeavs she has suffered with
valvuiar heart trouble of a scrious in
ture. Sue would not let you know lest
it disturb you to the extent of inter-
fering with your work. Neitltes Dr.
Notris nor wyself dared oppose her
will by speaking openly. But for the
past few weeks I have been trying by
guarded hints to prepare you for the
inevitable. She wishes to take leave
of you now. I bheg that you will try
to keep your natural emotion in
check. She has been so patient and
resigned all along that it would be a
pity if he: screnity was disturbed at
the end."

He paused and waited for an an-
swer. None came.

Ross, dear fellow, you must meet
this trouble like a man Coe now,
look up—Oh, good God!*

The exclamation was wrung from
the doctor at sight of his {ricud’s an-
guished face and unsceing stare.

“So you, too, think this s the
fandiwork of your god!® said Mr.
Ross, bitterly; ‘‘yet you call Him
gond and John dubs Him mercifull
Why not say He was wise, also, to
bide His time and imake me blind
when I most nesd my sight?”

Dr. Tatham answered soothingly

ard asked jor details of the accident.
They were given clearly and succint-
ly.
“XKnapp is out of town,"” wound up
Mr. Ross. ‘*When he comes back to-
morrow I will place mysel under Jus
care. He has one similar case. In
speaking of it he told me the cyes
fooked normal when glanced at cas-
ually, but that the opthalinoscope dise
clased an opaque spot of white at
the macula surrounded by a ring of
congestion. Examine mine and  tell
me if Millicent is likely to -notice my
blindness. I intend to conceal it from
her, if possible.”

uShe won't kiow. Dyiug cycs are
not sharp. But have you stremgth
enough to play such a pact beside her
deathbed? It would be a <rrible or-
deal ™

“Not half so terrible as to let her
suspe.t the truth or to remain away
froa her when sh= asks for me. Give
me your arnmi, Lataam. You must belp
me to a chair closc by her and guide
my hand so that it may clasp hers.
Dou't be afraid. I twon't break
down."

A few moments later he was in the
room where the Angels of Death and
Life hovered over the miother and her
babe.

«I have given you s son, Heart's
Dearcst,” Mrs. Ross said, faintly;
“before long he wiil take my place.”

“No one can ever do that, Billi-
cent—neither mau, woman nor child."

He could not tee the lovelight in
her face, but the weak pressure of her
fingrers spoke volumes.

“1 want you to look at our boy
now,' she whispered. “‘Nurse, bring
B here, pleasc. See, George, isn't

he pretty? What color do you think
Jus cyes are?"

Mr. Ross' head dropped lower:
~1 hardly know, dear
noti* he hazarded.

She smiled triumphantly.  “George,
you ate color-blind! They are brown—
deep, deep brown, like your own."

A stifled groan broke from the blind
snan She did not hear it.  The fice-
titious strength which had come to
“her at sight of him was fading away.
She gasped for %reath and moaned
feebly as a spasm of pain shot through
her.

Is there anything I can do for you,
Millicent?"* he asked, tenderly. *1Is
there anv wish of your ungratificd?”

Her cold hands clung to his. In
broken sentences she cried:

+Oh, George, I'm afraid to diel
You said there was no after life. X
gave up my faith for you. And now it
{s so dmik; everything is slipping
wway from me, there is nothing to
hold on to. I feel death's icy touch
on my heart. The logical sophisteies
oi the people we .now bring me. no-
thiug of comfort., There is a God
somewhere. X feel it now. Bat I can-
not reach Him!*

She fell back exhausted, the deuth-
dew on her brow, He bent over 'hex;.

I‘I
Blue, ars titey
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beat on his brain with the forco of a
sladge hawsner.

Presently shie spoke again, this {ime
more faintly than Lefore:

“George ~ the haby - I want him
baptized, T won't rest easy o my
grave unless—"'  The weak voice trail-
e off into silence.

The nurse, an old woman in snowy
apran, *kerchief and quaint cap, step-
ped to the bedside again, Her tcar-
stained face loohed like o withesed
apple which still ritained a fleck of
pristine rosiness,

She hent over the dying woman and
said softly: *'Listen to e, accushla—
listen to Peggic, who has known you
all the thirty-cight years of your hfe.
Let me send for the priest, Old Fath-
or Mack lives in the next block, Ie'll
christen your baby and whisper the
gucd word in your car. Darlint, let
me fetch himl™

With sudden and muarvelous strength
Millicent Ross raised herself on  the
mitows:

“George, I may send for him? You
will let ham come?"

SIf it please you—yes."

Old Deggic hobbled off as fast as
her rheumatic Hmbs would carry her.

Dr, Latham administered o cordial,
which hrought back some color to the

gray face. George Ross st 11 sat be-
side her, with loweied cyelids. His
iron sclf-control never faltered, al-

though he was undergoing torments
Soon a vencrable priest entered. When
he approaced the bed Millicent whis-
pered: “*My baby—baptize him!"

Peggie made some hasty prepara-
tions, and picking up a small white
bundle from the foot of the bed came
forward.

«\What name?” asked Father Mack,

Mr. Ross did not answer; neither
did his wife. She was watching that
animate bundle with wistiul eyes.

sGeorge, after his father, perhaps,”
saggested Dr, Latham,

Mr. Ross shook his head ncgatively.

vAnthony, after your father, dar-
lint," put in Peggre. ‘‘And this is
St. Anthony’s birthday, too.”

No objection being made, the priest
repeated the name and went through
the baptistaal service in its simplest
form. Then he again stooped over the
mother and spoke to her in low, car-
nest tomics.

“You can do nothing for me," she
gasped,  “It's too late. I gave upmy
faith long ago. I am an unbeliever.®”

©My poor child, it is never too
late. And no creature is an unbeliev-
er at heart, whatever they may say
or think to the contrury,"

He tatked on and on and she listen-
od greedily. Thuen she said the Lord's
Prayer, and her faltering voice re-
peated it after him, word for word.
Tlhie creed was gone throagh in the
same way and a fervent act of con-
trition.

Suddenly Mr, Ross felt her hand slip
from his grasp to the cricifix which
was held out to her. His heart was
‘wrung with pain,  She had loved
him so wholly, so absorbedly, yet
siow that she was going from him for-
ever she forsook his c'asp to cling to
the emble.n of Cheistianity ayainst
.which he had wuged war for a score
of years:

. Verilv, if this priest be right,"” he
mused; ¢*if Jesus of Nazareth, whom
I called the Galilean idyl, was truly
God, His hour of triumph is herel”

The trend of his thoughts was dis-
‘turbed Ly her thriling whisper:

«“Dear love — good-bye! We'il meet

again. Our boy will bring you to me.
I'll wait for you — up there — with
‘my Saviour and~"
These were her last words, Her
‘breathing becume more labored, the
‘dread death rattle sounded n her
throat; then followed a few long-
drasvn breaths, a convulsive quivering
of the limbs, and all was over.

Father Mack closed her cves and,
turning to the bereaved husband, mur-
mured a word of comfort.

wThat will do; you've completed
what you considered your duty,'* was
the cold answer, “Now go! Here — I
will pay you."

He thrust his hand into lus pocket
and pulled out a roll of nlls.

The priest geatly puched back the
outstretched hand:

“We cxpect meither money uor
thanks for doing our duty,' he said,
with simple dignity. *Good night.
May God in His merey cousole you.
And may youn onec day sce light.”

A species  of frenzy shook George
Ross.

“Clear out, all of you!** he shout-
¢d; “*Latham, Peggic and you, sir, go!
Leave me alone with my dead.”

They obeyed silently. But @t the
door the priest stopped and took the
child from the nurse. He went back
and held it up 30 that its soft face
touched that of the.stricken 13an.

““The living has & claim on you.as
well as the dead. Remember that!™ he
said, solammnly,

Suddenly Mr, Ross’ srms closed
around the little-one. The downy head
cuddled against his neck and the rose-
leaf hand fluttered over the sightless
eyes. A dry sob echoed through the
room. Thea Father Mack raised his
hand: in silent benediction and went
out soitly. ’

« 1.
Five years ‘zolled by, bringing to

i

Georgo  Ross ever-fnpeasing gloom
andd despondency,

The leading oculists of Awerica had
failed sn thar cfforts to restore hus
sight,  They had all duddared ham -
curabie.  But an Fughsh specialisty
who had won jame by & new methed
of treatng the vyes with clectriaity,
gave a different verdiwt e assured
the patient that he would bring back
the s'ght by persistent treatment, and
that it would probably returh as sud-
denly and  swiftly as the lightning
flash which took 1t away Mr Ross
put himsell mn this specialist's hands,
yet he felt utterly hopeless as to the
result., e was weary of life, and
was only  restrained from scif-de-
struction by love for hie son The
cinld was the onc ray of hght in his
darkened cxistence ~ the onc bright
star i the never-ending night through
which lic moved. He wdohized the toy,
and Anthony in turn adored this sad-
faced man who was so cold and stern
to all save him.

As soon as he could toddle he caught
his fathér's hand and tried to fead
hins into the sunslune  As he grew
older he gravely called hamsclf Dad-
dy's Kyes."

They were inscparable. Mr  Ross
talked to him as though he were @
cotupanion of s own age The most
perfect understandimg and  sympathy
existed between themi.

Just now Anthony was perched on
his father's knee.  He held a small
mirror, into which he gazed intently.

w1 hasn't growed much since my
last berfday, daddy,” he said. *'You
‘member how I looked then?”

“¥es, little son. You gave nc @
word picture of yourself, But I want
another now."

“Well, my eyes look like Yeggic’s
choc'late drops, on’y there's a lot of
shiny white round them an’ they's very
big; an' my hair's the same as that
wolden floss thev sew things with. Jt's
too long; it makes me hot an' the
boys call me girl-baby Can't I cut
it off, daddy?"

“I'H speak to Peggie ohout it by-
and-by, dear. Go on.”

0h, that's all, on'y I have a teeny
weeny red mouth, and there's a
frowny nlace just like yours on my
forchead.”

“But you never frown, Tony;
are always smiling?"

Weed, no, daddy I've got a big
temper inside of me Jt did jump out
to-day like my Jack-in-the-box, an' 1
knocked Cousin Eddie down."

sAnthony! he's older and stronger
than you! What was the tronble®"?

ofe ‘sulted you. He said you
didn't believe in God; then I hit hum
hiard an' he fell."

“So, wy son, you aré an exponent
of muscular Christianity!  Humnph!
All you professing believers, big and
little, are alike; you are ready to kill
éach other at any time for a mere dif-
ference of opinfon. Now, you must tell
your cousin you are sorry. He .was
quite right. I do not helieve in Godl

The child wound his arms around
his father's neck and, kissing the shut
sids, said, pityingly: ¢Oh, my poor,
poor daddy! That's 'cause you cen't
seet

The sorrow in the sweet voice went
straight to the father's heart. He dar-
ed not trust himself to speak.

“I am your eyes, daddy dear. I'l
show you where God is. His house is
in the sky. My mudder is with Him.
She comes ‘sometimes when I'm
asleep.  She says she's waiting up
there for you an' me, an' that I must
bring you to her."

George Ross started as he remem-
bered his wife's farcwell words. Then
he saxd quietly:  “'You are fanciful,
my boy. Your mother died when you
were six houts old, so how could you
know her even if it was possible for
her to comte to you in a dream?"
+Oh, I did know her the very first

you

was when I was so awful sick.  She
did hold out her hand and smile at
me. Daddy, you b'lieved in God that
tame. Pegpie said she did hear you
pray to Himi"

George Ross winced He did not like
to be retmnded of what he called lus
“momentary weakness, ' when ne had
dropped on his knees beside his fever-
racked child and echoed old teggic’'s
prayer:  ''Ol, God, don't take him
from us! In Thy mercy let him livel™
He put the boy down gently. “Run
away, Tony, aud play with your
birthday present.”

The child obeyed, and the father
paced the length of his library wrap-
cd in thought.

He recalled the days of his youth
and the unhappincss n this home Te-
sulting from that crying evil known
as *a mixed marziage.” When he
grew old enough to have an opinion
of his awn, he relused to embrace the
religious tencts held by his father and
was cqually rcluctant to adopt his
mother's belicfs. Ye resolved to find
out for himself the underlying princi-
ples of Christianity aud scloct the
creed that scemed most 1n accord with
themn

To further this end he began a
conrse of desultory reading, aud was
soon lost in & quagmire of sophism as
misleading as it was brilllant, He
emerged from it a confirmed ynheliev-

er, and-for twenty years waged war

against  the

L]

Creator. His weae

time,"" the child suid confidently It

pott was  aot the sword
of riicule  ro  clumsily wielded
hy some of hils bruthren, of the blas-
phemons invectives  wiich  defeated
their own asd by disgusting tho lis-
tener.  With all the strength of per-
sonal conviction he denfed that there
was anythwyg  psychical i the  uni-
verse outsde of human consciousness,
e rejected the Bible as an authority
in doctrine and morals on the plea
that 1t consisted solely of hypotheti-
cal assumptions and untenable state-
ments, and he had a way of present-
ing the rauonale of his narratives —
strippiny thom of their mysteries and
theological adjuucts — which 1mpress.
ed tite hearers.

As he was master of one of the best
prose styles, his watings were eager-
1y read and his lectures were largely
attended, “Facts ' when expounded by
this clear-vorced, keen-brained man of
scicnce were accepted nore readily
than they would be presented by a
less gifted mdivadual

He paused now m us  walk and
sighed heavily as he remembered that
this was the fifth anmversary of the
might  when lus public career had
come to a sudden end.

His gloomv reflections were inter-
rupted by the hasty emntrance of lhis
sont.  The boy rushed up to him and
in o voice vibrating with cxcitement
cricd: “Daddy—daddy—come  quich!
Peggic's nicce told e about a church
in Sullivan strect where blind peoples
are cured. St. Anthony is down there,
Tet us go. He will make you see.
Hurry—oh, daddy, hurry!®

*Don’'t be a silly baby! Peggie must
not let any one put such superstitious
nutions 11 your head 1 won't have
it. Now, lct me hear no more of this
nonsense! *

Never before had Anthony heard a
note of sternness it s father’s voice
when addressing him. He shrank back,
dismaycd, abashed, quivering with
pain. He was a bruve little fellow,
so he tried to restramm the starting
tears, but he could not chohs back
the sob that shook hiz smail frame.

At the sound of it the blind man's
heart melted, Dropping onh one knee,
he openied lus arms and said tenderly:
#*Come to me, Tony. I didn't mcan to
be cross.’

The hoy clung to him. After a
mountent he whispered pleadingly:

+:Oh, daddy, if you'd on'y comel
Please do — jus' this little once. For
11y sake ~ do!”’

Mr. Ross marveled at the child's
insistence.  Hitherto  lus  lightest
word had becn a law to the boy—a
faw to be obeyed instantly and un-
questioningly., He was displeased to
find tlus instagce provea an excep-
tion, but swhen he found that the
child was trembling with earnestness
and that his whole heart scemed bent
on visiting the church, he gave in.

“Very well, I will take you there,
siuce you wish it so much, Tell John
to get a hansom."

An ecstatic hug rewarded him.

Five minutes later father and son
were bowling towards Sullivan street.

The servants in the Ross houschold
were greatly excited over the inci~
dent. They crowded to the windows
and peeped after the retreating ve-
hicle. .

“Sure it's a beautiful sight to
watch the masther goin' towards the
IHouse of God wid an angel ladin’
him be the hand,” sobb:d old Peggie.
“an’ mark my words, girls and boys,
he'll come home to us a changed man!
Something inside of me whispers it.
Let's knecl down every wan of us an’
pray for himl*

1v.

As the hansom neared the Church of
St. Anthony of Padua, in the heart of
the Italian .district, the boy looked
out curiously. He saw a dirty, narrow
street, shut in on cther side  with
frowning tenements and swarming
with half-clad clnldren, who tumbled
over cach other on the car tracks and
in the gutters,

When they alighted before the door
of the basement or lower church,
where the Tuesday myght devotions are
lield, he drew lus father after the
people who were cntering.  They were
late, the services having been in pro-
gress for some lime. An usher pilot-
ed them into  a pew in  the naddle
aisle, not far from the altar. An-
thony could not sec owvit the heads of
those belore him, but he listened
cagerly to the preather, who from the
altar steps exhorted the congregation.

Dr. Ross listencd, too, but with

very different sentiments. He felt an

impatient desire to rise and combat

those dogmatic statemnents relative to

the great truths of Christianity. And

he scoffed inwardly on hearing the

long list of favors asked (or and re

ceived through St. Anthony's inter

cession.  Then, too, his fastidious na
ture rebelled against the enforced con-
tact with the sweltcring mass of I
manity around him.

Meanwhile Anthony's anxiety to ¢

the preacher grew too strong 1o ¢
repreased. He climbed on the seat and
looked towards the altar, As he &
20 his heart gave a great throb
he saw there a strangely familiar 05"
ure clad.In a Jong browit' robe, with
a girdle around the waist.

for

. :Neatly. every one precat knew that
the weater -of -this Feanciscan fabn
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