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George Roes felt tired, mentally and
hysically ; moreover, & sense of imepnd.
ing calamity weighed him down. Al
though he tried to reason nwn{ the in-
tangibie fear that togged at his heart-
strings, it increased in force, L
For some time he had been walking up
and down the length of his library, l'men
ing nervovsly to the hurrying feet in the
room overhead. But now he paused by
the open window and looked out.
jalow him the smooth asphalt of Lex-
ington avenue gleamed in the electric
light. A ray from the lamp on the oppo-
gite corner fell upon his striking head
with ite crown of crisp dark hair, and on
his rugged face from which deep, pene-
trating eyes looked forth. i

That he was a man of strong indn{ldunl-
ity and keen intellect was discernible at
a glance. His firm mouth and equare
jaw betokened tenacity of purpoee and &
dominant will. Bat 1n his expression
there was & kindliness amounting almost
to sweetnees which attracted his weaker
brethren.

The night was hot; the atmoephere
seemed eurcharged with electricity. Thie
thirteenth day of June had been a record-
breaker iu point of heat and a storm was
imminent. Masses of lowering clouds
hid the moon; a ramble of thunder
gonnded in the distance.

At apnother time Gaorge Ross would
have lingered to watch the marshalling
of the atmospheric forces, but jaet now he
was too restless to remsin inactive, and
he soon resnmed his tramp through the

room.

Before he had taken many steps the
door opened and a grave-faced doctor ad-
vanced towards him:

“I'm sorry I can’t bring yon such good
news this time, Mr. Roes, The child is
a fine healthy little fellow, as I reported
before, but the mother's condition is cans-
ing us great anxiety; in fact, Dr. Latham
bade me tell you that our worst fears are
being realized.”

Mr. Rose’ lips whitened, but he gave
uo other sign of the emotiona that rioted
through his mind and heart.

“] have every confidence in Latham
and yourself,” he said gnietly, “I know
you will do your best for Mra. Ross.
Shall I go to her, now ?”

“No, we'll send for you later on if—
well, if we think it advisable,”

Mr. Ross nodded. He escortel Dr.
Norris to the foot of the stairs and watched
him enter the room above; then he re-
turned to the window.

As he stood there he thought of the
eighteen years of his married life, and of
the woman who had been his helpmate
in sunehine and shadow.

If he had known how to pray, or if he
had believed in the existence of a God,
Le would have poured out his soul in
agonizd supplications for hersafety. But
since he had passed the adolescent stage
he had been an unbeliever, and now in
his maturer years he was known as the
founder of a mnew school of antitheiem
which ontrivaled the Kantian school.

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

Hoe tried to calm his mind by thinking
of his brilliant career a8 lecturer, author,
and man of acience. e thought of the
pinnacle on which his labore had placed
him, of the aduiation he was consiantly
receiving from his disciples; of the ideal
home and social life which he enj yed. He
dwelt, too, on the fact that after years of
fruitless yearning he now had a son to
inherit his name and fame; and that this,
the dearest wieh of his heart, had been
gratified long after he had ceased to hope
for ite falfilment. For the moment, the
pride and ambitions hopes engendered by
thoughta of his boy, made him forget all
else. The next instant, he was roused
from his reverie by the breaking of the
storm,

The sky looked like coagulated blood ;
streaks of forked lightning shot diagonally
along it; peal after peal of thunder crashed
over the roof-tops; the very air seemed
palpitating with terror.

All at once his wonted calmness re-
turned. He leant far out and fearlessly
watched the conflict of the elements.

The rain-swept avenue was deserted;
even the cable-cars no longer whizzd by.
In the opposite house hecaughta glimpse
of & group of women huddled in a corner
of the room. The vivid flashes of light
showed him their white, scared faces, Ha
noticed that they repeatedly made the
gign of the cross, and his lip curled scorn-
fally at light of what he considered a
superstitious practice.

As he again looked skyward, he beheld
an intense, blue-white glare from ont of
which a line of light shaped like a writh-
ing serpent, suddenly shot downward ; it
twisted about the slender spire of the
church, then glanced off'; and, simultane-
ously, he felt as though & red-hot wire
had pierced his eye-balls.

He jerked in his head aud pressiong his
hands over his lids, swayed to and fro in
voiceless agony.

When he again opened his eyes, im-
penetrable darknees surrounded him,
With quick, uneven eteps he groped his
way to the electric button above his desk,
and pressed it. There was no resnit Cim-
merian darkness still encompassed him.

He stumbled to the bell-rope and
clutched at it. Its loud summons rang
throngh the honse. After a moment he
heard his butler's quiet, interrogative,
“Yes sir?”’

“The lights, John!” he cried hoarsely,
“] can't turn them on. Bring lamps—
candles—anything—only be qnick!"

“Lights, sir! Why, they are on—full
head. The room is ablaz) with them!”

A low cry startled the man. He ad-
vanced hurriedly and peered into his
master’'s ashen face. When he saw there
upaet his self-possession :

“Merciful Goyd! You're blind!” he
exclaimed, “ Here-— Mary —Jane — Bill
some of you bring down the doe—""

The word died in his throat as & strong
hand gripped his wind pipe.

“Ba still, you fool!” commanded Mr,
Ross, “my wife will hear you Do you
want fo kill her!” Then the fisrce grip
relaxed, and he said in his usual even
tones:

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

The man whimpered an assent and
left the room,

Slowly and nncertainly Mr, Ross walked
to kis desk in the space between the two
windows, and sank into & chair. The
fury of the storm had abated and a cool,
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sense of utter helplessness oppressed him.
The darkness which hemmed him in,
filled him with horror. He turned his
head from side to side and waved his
arms wildly as though to dissipate it.
Stiaggering to his feet he moved towards
the window. A heavy oak table was in
his path. He collided with it. In his
frenzy he beat his hands against it until
they were cruelly bruised. Once more
he sought the chair before his desk, As
he settled into it, he moaned, “Blind !
Blind!" and ground his teeth in impotent
fary. Bat he soon summoned his strong-
will to his aid, and presently was able to
think calmly.

He fully realizad what had befallen
him., His scientific knowledge made it
possible for him to diagnose his own case,
And, by a curious coincidence, his friend
Professor Knapp had told him only three
days before, of a parallel case, where sud-
den and complete lose of sight had result-
ed from exposure to intense light. He
remembered that the great oculist had
said the prognosis in these rare cases wae
bad, as the central scotoma or blind spot
produced by the exposure, invariably re-
mained, despite all leeches, electricity, or
hypodermatic inj2ctions of strychnia that
were tried.

The thought that his public career was
practically closed in this, his forty-fifth

ear, was inexpressibly bitter. Hs would
1ave t> abandon the series of lectures
which were setting New York agog ; he
must cease working on his new book of
Materialistic Philosophy, which he con-
fidently expected wounld win fresh laurels
for him ; he would be forever shut out
from the sunlight ; and bitterest thonght
of all, his eyes would never be gladdened
by the sight of his child's face !

As these ideas flashed through his
mind, he was seizad with a sickening
sensation of giddiness ; his head fell for-
ward on his breast and for a period mer-
cifal oblivion was voucheafed him,

CHAPTER II.

When George Ross struggled back to
consciousness, he nerved himself to face
with stoic boldness the darkened fatuare.
He no longer trembled like a frightened
child. He resolvel to accept misfortune
with ae cool and immovable a front as he
had hitherto accepted the favors show-
ered on him by Dame Fortune. None
must think that disaster had bowed his
proud spirit or broken down the superb
conrage for which he was noted,

His firmness of purpose wavered some-
what as he thought of the grief into which
the news of his condition would plunge
his wife,—that loving, gentle woman who
had made him her god. In his solicitade
for her it actually comforted him to re-
member that if the doctors’ fears were
well grounded, she need never know
the worst ; that her life would flicker out
peacefally, and that she would not be
called upon to share his burden.

As though in answer to this unspoken
thought, he heard Dr. Latham’s voice at
his elbow :

“ Ross, dear friend, I have a painful
duty to perform. Your poor wife is
dying. For years she had suffared with
valvular heart trouble of a serions nature.
S8he would not let you know lest it disturb
you to the extent of interfering with your
work. Neither Dr. Norris nor myself
dared oppose her will by speaking open-
ly. Bat for the past few weeks I have
been trying by guarded hiuts to prepare
you for the inevitable, She wishes to
take leave of yon now. I beg that you
will try to keep your natural emotion in
check. She has been g0 patient and re-
signed all along, that it would be a pity if
her serenity was disturbed at the end.”

He paused and waited for an answer.
None came.

“ Roes, dear fellow, you must meet this
trouble like a man. Come now, look up
—0h, good God !”

The exclamation was wrung from the
doctor at sightof his friend's anguished
face and unseeing stare.

“ 81 you, too, think this is the handi-
work of your God !” said Mr, Ross bitter-
ly, “ Yet you call Him good, and John
dubs Him mercifal! Why not say He
was wise, algo, to bide His time and make
me blind when I most need my sight !"”

Dr. Latham answered soothingly and
asked for details of the accident. They
were given clearly and succinctly.

“Kuapp is out of town,”’ wound up Mr,
Ross. * When he comes back to-morrow
I will place myself under his care. He
has one similar case. In speaking of it,
he told me the eyes looked normal when
glanced at casually, but that the opthal-
moscope disclosed an opaque spot of white
at the macala surrounnded by a ring of
congestion. Examine mine and tell me
if Millicent is likely to notice my blind-
ness. Iintend to conceal it from her, if

possible.”
“ She won't know. Djing eyes are not
sharp. Bathave you strength enough to

play such & part beside her deathbed ?
It would be a terrible ordeal !’

‘* Not half so terrible as to let her sus-
peci the truth, or to remain away from
her when she asks for me. Give me
your arm, Latham. You must help me
to a chair close by her, and gnide my
hand so that it may claep hers. Don’t be
afraid. I won't break down.”

A few moments later he was in the
room where the Angelsof Death and Life
hovered over the mother and her babe,

“ I have given yon a son, Heart's Daar-
est,”” Mrs. Ross said faintly, * Bafore long
he will take my place.”

“No one can never do that, Millicent,—
neither man, woman, nor child.”

He could not see the love-light in her
face, but the weak pressure of her fingers
spoke volames.

“ 1 want to look at our boy now,'’ she
whispered. “ Narse, bring him here,
{:lena. See, George, isn’t he pretty ?

W hat color do you think his eyes are ?'I‘
“" I__
Blue, are they not 7"’

Mr. Res’ head drooped lower :
hardly know, dear.
he hazarded.

She smiled trinmphantly. * Gaorge !
You are color-blind | They are brown,—
deep, deep brown, like your own.”

A stifled groan broke from the blind
man. Sie did not hear it. The fictitions
strength which had come to her at sight
of him was fading away. She grasped
for breath and moaned feebly as a spasm
of pain shot through her,

‘' Is there anything I can do for you
Millicent ?”” he asked tenderly. * ls
there any wish of yours ungratified ?”

Her cold hands clungtohis. In broken
sentences she cried :

“Oh, George, I'm afraid to die !
said there was no after life. I gave up
my faith for yon. And now itis so dark ;
everything is slipping away from me ;
there is nothing to hold on to. I feel
death'sicy touch on my heart. The logi-
i cal sophisteries of the people we know,

You
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There is &
God somewhere, I feel it now. Bat I
cannot reach Him |

She fell back exhaunsted, the death-dew
on her brow. He bent over her, mur-
maring every fond and reassuring word
that came to him, For awhile there was
silence. The ticking of the clock on the
mantle-piece seemed to beat on his brain
with the force of a sledge hammer,

Presently she spoke again, this time
more faintly than before : ;

“ Gaorge—the baby—1 want him bap-

tized. I won't rest easy in my grave un-
less—" The weak voice trailed off into
silence.

The nurse, an old woman in snowy
apron, 'kerclief, and quaint cap, swpped
to the bedside again, Her tear-stained
face looked like a withered apple which
still retained a fleck of pristine rosiness.

She bent over the dying woman and
eaid softly, “ Listen to me, accushla,—
listen to' Peggy who has known you all
the thirty-eight years of your life. Let
me send for the priest. Old Father Mack
lives in the next block. He'll christen
your baby and whisper the good word in
your ear. Darlint, let me fetch him !”

With sudden and marvellous strength
Millicent Ross raised herself on the pil-
lowe :

 Gaorge, | may send for him ? You
will let him come ?"

“1f it please you,—yes.”’

Old Peggie hobbled off as fast as her
rheumatic limbs could carry her. :

Dr. Latham administered a cordial
which brought back some color to the
gray face. Gisorge Rosas still sat beside
her, with lowered eyelids. His iron self-
control never faltered although he was
undergoing torments. Sjon a venerable

riest entered. When he approached the
Eed Millicent whispered, “ My baby,—
baptizs him " :

Peggie made some hasty preparations
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 anim-
ate bundle with wistful eyes.

“ Gaorge, after his father, perhaps,”
suggested Dr. Latham.

Mr. Ross shook his head negatively.

“ Anthony, after your father, darlint,”
put in Peggie. * And this is S:. An-
thony’s birthday, too !”

No objsction being made, the priest re-
peated the name and went through the
baptiemal service in its simplest form.
Then he again stooped over the mother,
and spoke to herin low, earnest tones.

“You can do nothing for me,” she
gasped. “ It's too late. I gave up my
faith long ago. 1 am an unbeliever.”

“ My poor child, it is never too late.
And no creature is an unbeliever at
heart, whatever they may say or think to
the contrary.”

He talked on and on and she listened
greedily. Then he said the Lord’s
Prayer, and her faltering voice repeated
it after him, word for word. The creed
was gone throagh in the same way, and a
fervent Act of Contrition.

Suddenly Mr. Ross felt her hand slip
from his grasp to the crucifix which was
held out to her., His heart was wrung
with pain. She hadloved him so wholly,
8o absorbedly, yet now that she was
going from him forever, she forsook his
clasp to cling to the emblem of Curistian-
ity against which he had waged war for &
score of years !

“ Verily, if this priest be right,” he
mused, “ If Jesus of Nazareth, whom 1
called the Galilean idyl, was truiy God,
His hour of trinmph is here !”’

The trend of his thoughis was dis-
turbed by her thrilling whiarer $

“ Dear love—goodbye | we'll eet again.
Our boy will bring you to me. I'li wait
for you—up there —with my Saviour
and—""

These were her last words. Her breath-
ing became more labored; the dread
death-rattle sounded in her throat; then
followed a few long drawn breaths; a con-
valsive quivering of the limbs, and all
was over,

Father Mack closed her eyes, and turn-
ing to the bereaved husband murmuared
a word of comfort.

“That 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 his pocket and
pulled ont a roll of bills.

The priest gently pushed back the out-
stretched hand :

* We expect neither money or thanks
for doing our duty,” he said with simple
dignity. Good night, May God in His
mercy console you. And may you one
day see light "’

A species of frenzy shook George Roes.

“Clear out all of youl!” he shouted.
‘+ Latham, Peggie,and you, sir,go! Leave
me alone with my dead !”

They obeyed silently. But at the door
the priest stopped and took the child from
the nurse. He went back and held it up
80 that its soft face touched that of the
stricken man:

“The living has & claim on you as well
a8 the dead. Remember that!” he said
selemnly.

Saddenly Mr, Ross’ arms closed aronnd
the little one. The downy head cuddled
against his neck and the rose-leaf hand
flattered over the sightless eyes. A cry
800 echoed throngh the room. Then
Father ;Mack raised his hand in silent
benediction and went out softly.

CHAPTER IIL

Five years rolled by, bringing to George
Roes ever-increasing gloom and despond-
ency.

The leading oculists of America had
failed in their efforta to restore his sight.
They had all declared him incurable.
But an English specialist who had won
fame by a new method of treating the
eyes with electricity,gave a different ver-
dict. Ha assured the patient that he
would bring back the sight by persistent
treatment, and that it would probably re-
turn as suddenly and swiftly as the light-
ning flash which took it away. Mr, Ross
put himseif in this specialist’s hands, yet
he felt utterly hopeless as to the resalt.
He was weary of life and was only re-
strained from self-destruction by love for
his son. The child was the one ray of
light in his darkened existence—the one
bright star in the never-ending night
through which he moved. He idolized
the boy, and Anthony, in turn, adored
this sad-faced man who was 8o cold and
stern to all save him.

As soon a8 he could toddle, he canght
his father's hand and tried to lead him
intosunshine. Ashegrew older hegravely
called himself “ Daddy’s Eyes."”

They were inseparable. Mr, I »ss talked
to him as though he were a companion of
his own age. The mrst perfect under-

standing and sympathy existed between
them,

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

“I hasn't growed much since my last
berfday, Daddy,” he said, “You 'mem-
ber how I looked then?”

“Yes, little son. Yon gave me a word
pictare of yourselfl. But I want another
now."”

“Well, my eyes look like Peggie's
choc'late drops, on’o there’s a lot of shiny
white round them, an’they’s very big;
an' my hair's the same as that golden
floss they sews things with. It's too
long; it makes me hot an’ the boys calls
me girl-baby, Can't I cat it off, Daddy ?”

“I'll speak to Peggie about it by-and-
by, dear. Go on."

“Oh, that's all, on'y I have a teeny
weeny red mouth, an’ there's a frowny
place, jast like yours on my forehead.”

“Bat you never frown, Tony ; you are
always smiling ?”

“Deed, no, Daddy. I've got a big tem-
er inside of me. It did jamp out to-day
ike my Jack-in-the-box, an' I knocked

Cousin Eddie down.”

‘“Anthony! he’s older and stronger
than yon! What was the trouble ?"’

*‘He ’sulted yon. He said you didn't
believe in God; then I hit him hard an’
he fell,”

“So, my son, you are an exponent of
muscular Christianity! Huamph! All
you professing believers, big and little,
are alike ; you are ready to kill each other
at any time for & mere difference of opin-
ion. Now you must tell your cousin you
are sorry. He was quite right. I do not
believe in God !"

The child wound his arme around his
father's neck, and kissing the shut lids,
said pityingly, “Oh, my poor, poor
Daddy ! That's 'cause you can't see !’

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

“[ am your ‘Eyes,’ Daddy dear. I'll
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 remembered
his wife's farewell words. Then he said
quietly, * You are fancifal, my boy. Younr
mother died when yon were six hours
old, 8o how could you know her even if it
was possible for her to come to you in a
dream ?"’'

“Oh, I did know her the very first
time,” the child said confidently, “It was
when I was go awfal sick. She did hold
out her arms and smile at me. Daddy,
you b'lieved in God that time. Peggie
said she did hear you pray to Him.”

Gaorge Ross winced. e did not like
to be reminded of what he called his
‘momentary weakness,’ when he had
dropped on his knees beside his fever-
racked child, and echoed cid Peggie's
prayer—“Oh, G)d, don't take him from
us! In Thy mercy let him live!”

He pat the boy down gently: “Ran
away, Tony, and play with yonr birthday
presents.”

The child obeyed, and the father paced
the length of his library wrapped in
thought.

He recalled the days of his youth, and
the unhappiness in his home resulting
from that crying evil known as “a mixed
marriage.” When he grew old enough to
have an opinion of his own, he refused to
embrace the religious tenets held by his
father, and was equally reluctant to adopt
his mother's beliefs. He resolved to find
out for himself the underlying principles
of Christianity, and select the creed that
seemed most in accord with them,

To farther this end, he began a course
of desultory reading, and was soon lost
in a quagmire of sophism, as misleading
a8 it was brilliant. He emerged from it
a confirmed unbeliever, and for twenty
years waged war agaiust the Creator.
His weapon was not the sword of ridicule
80 clumsily wielded by some of his breth-
ren, or the blasphemous invectives which
defeated their own end by disgusting the
listener. With all the strength of person-
al conviction he denied that there was
anything psychical in the universe ont-
side of human consciousness. He re-
jected the Bible as an authority in doc-
trine and morals on the plea that it con-
sisted eolely of hypothetical assumptions
and untenable statements; and he had a
way of presenting the rationale of its nar-
ratives—stripping them of their myster-
ies and theological adjuncts—which im-
pressed the hearers.

As he was master of one of the best
prose styles, his writings were eagerly
read, and his lectures were largely at-
tended. *“ Facts” when expounded by
this clear-voiced, keen-brained man of
science were accepted more readily that
they would be if presented by a lessgifted
individaal.

He paused now in his walk, and sighed
heavily as he he remembered that this
was the fifth anniversary of the night
when his public careeer had come to a
sudden end.

Hisgloomy reflactions were interrapted
by the hasty entrance of his son. The
boy rushed up to him,and in a voice vib-
rating with excitement, cried : “ Daddy—
Daddy—come quick! Peggie's niece told
me 'bout a Cnurch in Ballivan street
where blind peoples are cared. Saint
Anthony is down there, Lot us go. He
will make you see. Hurry—C., Daddy,
harry I”

“Don’t bea silly baby! Peggie must
not let any one put such superstitious
notions in your head. I won't have it.
Now let me hear no more of this non-
sense!”

Never before had Anthony heard a note
of sternness in his father's voice when
addreseing him. He shrank back, dis-
mayed, abashed, quivering with pain.
He was a brave littlo fellow, so he tried
to restrain the starting tears, but he could
not choke back the sob that shook his
small frame,

At sound of it, the blind man’s heart
melted. Dropping on one knee, he
opened his arms and said tenderly:
“Come to me, Tony. I didn’t mean to be
cross.”

The boy clung to him. After a mo-
ment he whispered pleadingly :

“Oh, Daddy, if you'd on'y come!
Please do—jus’ this little once, For my
sake—do!”

Mr. Roes marvelled at the child’s insist-
ence, Hitherto his lightest word had
been a law to the boy—a law to be obeyed
instantly and unquestioningly. He was
displeased to find that this instance
proved an exception, but when he found
that the child was trembling with earnest-
ness, and that his whole heart seemed
bent on visiting the church, he gave in:

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

An ecatatic hug rewarded him,

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

The servants in the Ross household
were greatly excited over the incident.
They crowded tothe windows and peepad
after the retreating vehicle,

‘“'Sare it's a beautiful sight to watch the
masther goin’ towards the House of God
wid an angel ladin’ him be the hand,”
sobbed old Peggie. ‘‘An’' mark my
words, girls an’ boyse, he'll come home to
08 a changed man! Something inside of
me whispers it. Let's kneel down every
wan of us an’ pray for him!"”

(v,

As the hanscm neared the Church of Saint
Authony of Padua in the heart of the Italian
district, the boy looked out curiously, He
saw a dirty, narrow street, shut in on’ either
side with frowning tenements and swarming
with half-clad children who tumbled over
each other on the car-tracks and in the gut-

e,

When they alighted before the door of the
basement or lower church where the Tues-
day night devotions are held, he drew his
father after the geople who were entering.
They were late, the services having been in
progress for some time. An usher piloted
them into a pew in the middie aisle, not far
from the altar, Anthony could not see over
the heads of those before him, but he listened
eagerly to the preacher who from the altar-
steps exhorted the congregation,

r. lRoss listened too, but with very dif-
terent sentiments. He felt an impatient de-
sire to rise and combat those dogmatic state-
ments relative to the great truths of Chris-
tianity, And he scoffed inwardly on hear-
ing the long list of favors asked for and re-
ceived lhrou%h St. Antuony’s intercession.
Then, too, his fastidious nature rebelled
against the enforced contact with the swel
teriug mass of humanity around him,

Meanwhile Anthony’s anxiety to see the
Freacper &rew too strong to be repressed.
1e climbed on the seat and locked towards
the altar. As he did so his heart gave a
great throb, for he saw there a strangely
familiar ' figure clad in & long brown robe
with a girdle around the waist.

Nearly everyone present knew that the
wearer of this Franciscan habit was Father
Paola, the gentle pastor who had labored in
that parish for many years ; who was famil-
iar with the names and occupations of his
people; and their sorrows and their joys,
and who smiled on them now from the altar
with the same love and benignity he brought
into their poor homes,

But Anthony did not share their know-
ledge. He had seen just such another face,
figare, and seraphic smile when Peggie
brought him to kreel before the statue of
Saint Apthony in the Dominican Charch
near his home. Aud he drew his own con-
clusions.

He waited until the voice ceased, then
scrambled from the seat, and rushed down
the aisle, his fair hair fating around kim.
Straight through the sanctuary he sped, and
falling at the priest's feet grasped the coarse
robe, while his clear treble sounded through
the church in the earnest appeal : ** Oh,good
Saint Anthony, make my Daddy see !’

The blind man started up and would have
followed only that some one caught his arm.
. The priest saw and recognized the famous
infidel whose writings and lectures had done
incalculable harm, Impulsively he fell upon
his knees, and patting his arm around the
child, ropeated 1 vibraot tones : * Oh, good
Saint Anthony, make his Daddy see !”

The people were stirred to the depths, In
very truth, ‘' their hearts were moved as the
trees of the wood are moved with the wind,’’
and from every coruer of the church there
rose the spontaneous, thrilling cry, “ Oh
good Saint Anthony, make his Daddy see !”

The volume of mizhty sound swept upward
to tl.c Great White Throne, and died away in
a sobbing whisper.

Father Paola murmured something to the
child who nestled confidingly against him.
The little fellow trotted back and slipped his
hand into that of his father.

_For a few moments Mr. Ross sat bolt up-
right, but when the strains of ** Tantum ergo
Sacramentum ” flhated through the church,
some power stronger than his own will or in-
clination forced bim to his knees.

_The choir of trained voices rose and fell,
piercingly sweet :

‘* Down in adorating falling,

Lo, the sacred Host we hail !
Lo, o'er ancient forms departing
Newer rites of grace prevail ;

Faith for all defects supplying
Where the feeble senses fail, "

Around him he heard men aud women
praying. The belief and adoration in their
whispered words thrilled and awed him. A
germ of faith sprang up in his heart and
quickly sprouted. A great wave of smotion
swept over him. He buried bis fice in his
hands and for the first time since childhood,
hot tears streamed down his cheeks. Sud:
denly he felt a sharp pain shoot through his
eyes. He hastily raised his head. A second
later, he was on his feet clutching wildly at
the pew. Before him there seemed to spread
areddish cloud, —waving—flickering—break-
ing here and there, In the midst of it ap-
peared myriads of sparks, whirling,dancing,
and changing into points of colored light,
Then, all at once the cloud melted ; ihe shift-
ing mass steadied, and he saw !

For asecond he gazed wildly at the altar
with its twinkling lights ; at the priest in his
gold-hued vestments holding aloft the shin-
ing monstrance and at the bowed heads of
the worshippers, Then he turned swiftly
aud beheld his little son looking at him,—the
llweet brown eyes and beautiful face full of
ove.

With a rapturous exclamation he snatched
him to his breast and hurried down ths aisle,
When he reached the Communion rail, he
prostrated himself on the ground, his
haughty head bowed in tha dust, and through
the length and breadth of the church his
voice rang out in the tremulous cry: ‘* Oa
Lord, Oa God, I believe! Help Thou my
unbelief !

Then he staggered into the air, the boy
clmgu_:g to his neck,

Daring the rapid homeward drive, he only
removed his eyes from his child’s radiant
face to glance at the starlit sky, and once
again tne prayer of thanksgiving in his
beart found its waa; to his lips. In that mo-
ment he registered a vow to undo so far as
possible all the mischief he had done by his
:erngs -méd falfsg_ ulanfchingu. and to devote
he remainder of his life to disseminating the
light that had come to him. "

As soon as they entered the house An.
thony sringing cry, ‘' My Daddy b’lieves in
God an’ now he can see—can see I” brought
::o servants flocking to the hall. Peggie led

8 way,
. " 'What did I tell yezs,—what? she asked
Jjoyously, ** Now glur;{ be to you, my God,
shure this is the happiest minit of me life !’
And havmg wrung her master’s hand she re-
treated, sobbing and laughiog in the same
breath,

The igood news travelled fast, and long be-
fore the eyespecialist arrived on the scene
breathless and excited.

‘1 have peen expecting this for some time,
Mr. Ross,” he cried, and forthwith he

lungad into_a scientific explanation of the

ow, why and wherefore.

Mr. Ross neard him to the end, then he
said unsteadily :

"I cannot follow your arguments. I am
dazad with joy, I can understsnd and real-

iz8] vne thing only,—that I have been led
into light."

HUNDREDS OF OPINIONS agree t
fact that Pain-Killer has llerviat:go:loe:
*mn‘thnn any one medicine. Unequalled
‘n; dl&l;ll‘lh(l\l _an% dtysentegy. l?vﬂ)id substi-
utes, there is but one Pain Killer,
Davis'. 25c, and 50c. . b i

AMERICA'S Greatest Medicine is Hood's
Sarsaparilla, because it possesses unequalled
curative powers and its record of cures is
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Lo XIIIL 18 » most not,
of ; strenuous liver,
he has seen three secretarie
his side. They were unnbus, ?;of.k“
the paca that he set for them, The
Catholic World Magazine in sy artf 1°
in the May issue, after pointing oyt tche
interest Leo takes in anything ln:
eve: ything new, says significant]y .
All this work 18 done by a map w);,'
is dally engaged in the field of pulmco
and diplomacy ; in furthering, 1o, m_'
stance, the submiseion of French Cath.
olics to the existing form of govern.
ment ; of oppoeing Carlist Pretensiong
in Spain ; of arguing with the Russlan
government for the more humane
treatment of Catholles in the Moseoyjtg
empire ; of seeking the reunion of dis.
sident and schismatic Catholicg of the
Austro-Augarlan and O.toman domiy,
lons ; of writing personal letters to the
putentates of Europe, and to the clvil.
ized and seml civilized rulers of Asia
and Africa ; of controlling and super-
vising the work of the various sacred
R)man congregations ; of keeping ac.
count of the state of religion in his owy
particular diocese—that of Rome—anq
of attending to myriads of other de.
talls, besides giving odd moments to
the compsition of encyclicals ang
apostolic letters, and even of Latiy
verses. All this, agaln, is performeq
by a man in his ninety-second year
daily receiving a mul:itude of vinuors'
from all quarters of the globe, hearing
their narratives and querylng them,
with & minuteness that involyes the
exercise of a prodigious memory, re
garding the details of religion and the
progress of civilization in that variong
districts. The fact assuredly would
seem to justify the claim that the map
who has accomplished and who accom
plishes so much, and who was born in
the first and lived through the other
nine decades of the past hundred years
8o fertile and prolifiz in great inven.
tions and in the progress of humanity,
is undoubtedly the greatest produc: of
the nineteenth century

The Pope is a great patron of
genius, and he loves to seek it out and
reward it. Lately, says the Catholic
World, he has had occasion to promote
three priests.

Thus, a village curate in the island
of Sicily has a turn for invention. Hs
puts together a model for an automatic
secret balloting machine : he devises
fngenious contrivances for the signal-
ling of trains long before they come in
reach of the railway station, and he
thinks out & number of other similar
pleces of mechanism. All these are
{mportant, even though in a minor
way, to the progress of clvilization,
and the Pope calls the young country
curate—Father Vito Leto—to Rome,
receives him in aundience, and con-
gratuiates and eucourages him on the
sclentifiz secular work to which he de.
votes his lelsure.

Father Lorenzo Perosi, another
young priest in an obscure parish, re-
veals a genius for musical composition,
and tke Pope, holding that the world is
profited by the musical creations of
man, accords his favors to the young
ecclesiastic, and urges bim to develop
the talent which Providence has ac-
corded him in the interests of man-
kind.

Father Candeo, another priest, has
made a special study on the growth of
vines. He has bacome the greatest ex-
pert in the matter in the kingdom of
Italy, and possibly even in the entire
civiliz:d world. His studies and re-
searches evolved means of diagnosing
and of curing phylloxera and other
dread diseases of the vine, and, asa
result of his discoveries, the production
of grapes 18 once more facilitated, and
an oxceaedingly important element of
his country’s agricultural industry and
commerce {8 put in a flourlshing con-
dition. Leo XIII. invited the good
priest to the Vatican, honored and
treated bim in the most friendly way,
2rd now has him as a periodical visit-
or, at every opportunity going abroad
with him in the Vatican gardens and
discussing the problems and difficult-
ies affecting viticnlture, and person:
ally supervising experiments for the
purpose of testing the good priest's
theories. Father Candeo has asserted
that Leo XII[. is at this hour one of
the most perfectly equipped and ex-
pert of viticulturists, and that, were
he not Pope, he would be known to the
world by his knowledge in this other
direction.
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SUFFERING.

All highest life and ambition are in
some sense a suffering, in order to the
attainment of certain ends, scholar-
ship, holiness, honor, truth ; are these
won without many an agony sharper
than the pains of death? * * How
often in the history of the world has
the parent seen his children pursue
courses of conduct that could lead only
to shame, and when his pleadings with
them and with God for them have rent
his soul into burning grief and tears,
can any science of the pettifogger, the
scientist or the dogmatist, measure the
quality, the merit, or define the divin-
ity of the suffering so endured?
Doubtless there is a measure, but liks
the quality of sucn grief, it is known
only to the eternal love. Thus did the
Saviour endure. Thusdid the Saviour
endure. Thus do all great souls en-
dure many countless refinements of
suffering that can neither be seen, be-
lieved in, nor comprehended by any
save the All-gseeing Eye of Eternal
Love.—William Henry Thorne.

INDIGESTION, resulting from weakness of
the stomach, is relieved by Hood's Sarsapar-
illa, the greatest stomach tonic and cure fer
DYSPEPSIA,

JUNE 22, 1901,

—

A HERO IN A SOUTANE

pg the curates who some t
qt:: (llf) were attached to the Cl
of Sts. Paul and Louls, in Parls,
Spanish priest whoge unusual he
gplendid head of black hair and §
countenance, somewhat swarth
pue, invariably attracted atter
From his general bearing and st
carriage, one could readily gues
he had formerly carried & 8
bence it was no surprise to lear
Father Capella as a brave ca
offizer, had distinguiehed himse
many & field before entering the |

hood.

After fpending Eome years i
Paul and Louls, wherehe was un
ally esteemed, Father Capella
appointed pastor of a little par
the environs of the French ci
His parishoners, almost all m
gardeners, speedily learned to
ateand love him. His kindnee
bis soldierly franknees soon ove
not only all prejudices, but all a
thies. Oace his acquaintance
formed it was impossible to wi
from him the tribute of profoun
teem,

Falling seriously ill, Father C
was visited by almost all his
even the least practical Catholice
it a point to call at the presbyte:
inquire as to his condition. (
eve of his death, after the last
ments had been administerec
while he was offering to Ged t
ferings of his agony, which w
minent, a man hastily entere
said to him :

 Father, Mr. X, whom you
well, is very ill, It is even sa
ke is going to die. We are at
what to do, for he refuses to r
sny priest. The parish priest
—went to see him, but Mr. X
his back on him and would no
word."”

‘“ What a pity ! So fine a
too !" replied Father Capella.
if I were not myself dying I wo
and perhaps get a better recep

* Ah, you, Father ! The ma
and esteems you too much to tre
like that. But alas !—"

He did not finish the senten
sublime thought inepired the
Raising himself with a might;
in his bed, he clasped his han
exclaimed : ‘‘ My God, I beseec
grant me still a littie stres
After a moment of recollection |
denly addressed those arcunc
* Dress me, " he said to them.

Not one stirred. Listening
dying man's voice, which h
covered the tone of comman
thought him delirous and so re
passive,

“Dress me, I say,” he re
with an accent of authority the
was no resisting.

Exclamations of astonishmer
beard on all sides, but the mc
whose residue of life seemed
taken refuge in his indomitab
keld out his trembling arms ar
already numbed with the deat
80 that his orders might be obe

‘* And now " sald the priest,
me quickly to the sick man,
same time ordering his sick ba
brought with him.

With indescribable emotion,
of the men carried him to the 1
Mr. X., his body limp as a clotl
wind, The soul alone live
reigned, permitting neither ¢
plaint, nor even a sigh, thr
the painful passage. At la
seated him by the sick man'’s |

‘“My friend,” said Father |
in an agitated tone, ‘‘ we a
going to appear before Gcd.
hours more and all will be ov
us. Are you not willing t
should make the voyage to,
Here I am, come to give you
in this last hour.”

Subdued and quite overcome
heroic faith, Mr. X. burst in
and exciaimed :

' Oh, yes, yes ; I'll willing
fess to you, who are 8o good to

A heavenly smile passed e
pastor's lips. He waved
stander aside. The two dyi:
conversed in whispers for sor
utes ; and then with a suprer
the priest raiged his hand a
head of the penitent and pro
the words of absoluiion.

Calling next for the holy
said to one of the neighbors :
my arm and guide my hand
man did so, and the sacred
were applied. The divine ac
plished, Father Capella bent (
whom he had just annoint
murmured with a sigh of r
revoir, my friend ! And let
for each other. Now, Lord," |
in a firmer tone, ‘* Thou wilt
servant depart 1n peace !"

A few hours later he was de

_—————————

It is & blessed secret, this
by the day. Anyone can c
burden, however, heavy, til
fall. Anyone can do his wo!
ever hard, for one day. An
live sweetly, patiently, loving
ly till the sun goes down.
1s all that life ever really |
us—just ome little day. Do
duty ; fight to-day's temptati
donot weaken and distract
by looking forward to things
Dot see, and could not unde
you say them., God gives 1
to ehut down the curtain of
on our little dayse. We ca
beyond. Short horizons m
eagier, and give us one of th
gecrots of brave, true, holy i

Time {s short, your obligs
Infinite, Are your houses

your children instructed, th
relieved, the poor visited, th
Plety accomplished ?—Massil




