
28 The Man From Nowhere

“God bless you and do, Father,” cried 
an old woman, from whose aged eyes tears 
were streaming.

Every one waited respectfully. Even 
Protestants or other outsiders who had no 
hold whatever upon Christianity regarded 
him curiously. They drew a kind of comfort 
from the mysterious power which, as it was 
quietly whispered around, he was about to 
exert over that human soul which might be 
even then slipping from its bonds and los
ing its hold upon earthly life. The priest 
had with him the stole which he had but late
ly worn when administering the Sacraments 
to a dying person in the calm obscurity of a 
little inland village. He put this about his 
neck and knelt a moment in prayer, and the 
Catholics—of whom there were many pres
ent—knelt likewise, while others raised their 
hats or bent the knee, sympathetically. Fred 
and Harry afterward declared that they had 
never prayed so hard in their lives as then. 
After that slight pause the priest arose and 
said in a clear, distinct voice :

“By the power which the Church confers 
upon her ministers, the power derived from


