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what he knew to be the young priest
earnest longing, a post on the mission
ary frontier, but also the faring of hi 5 |
quest, and what chances there seomed ‘
the

to be for its suec . For well
Bishop knew the anxiety of mind e
suffered in consequence of this sudden

void in his life,

Pather Maurice lifted his head from
his hand with a sigh now, folded the
Jetter r:u'vlull_\‘.:nnl put it in his breast
pocket.

Another letter, still unopened, lay at
his elbow. He turned it over carelessly,
not recognizing the writing When h.
finally tore the envelope .m«l perused its
contents, a gleam of pleasure lightened
up his eountenance,

“From Max Ramsey, of all fellows,”
he said in a delighted tone, “Well!”

He skimmed through it ; still smilin
then settled back in his chairfora slower

reading. It was a breezy epistle and
humorous,to judge by the mannerin which
thesmile broadenedand settledo |
It told briefly of the writer rn from
the continent, asked him if he ever
gretted old college days, and added in |
f postscript that he h
r of his mode of living in Kngl g i
havi lx" Ulen under 1 nfluence of the |
English Jesuits. * So there | |
chanee lur you to try vour : ’
all, fichting Parson Maurice d
to call you," it ended
1 told you e you « 1 > ¢
vert me ? BSee what a prophet 1 am,
though it profiteth you nothing. Mother

is still as calmly pagan as she hro
me Hl? o XH'.

Maurice,
land of the idols, 1f

Come and seq Fathe

before she go wain to tl

easy-going philosophy, her
don't-care |

my candid astonishmer It «l
laid at your feet fo d tl 5 v
i ¢ J

!“wl'.\“)vtll-

sensiosl stvle, touching lirl

letter, written

|

|

|

|

|

[

|

i

r e ’
ism, you will be entitled l4i
|

things whicl erM
have turne t idle
nols the « of
: Frdrn |
if n 1 |
£ f | I
I lra
. |
‘ a
M I [
\ |
|
R s \
o |
\t |
hieh v |
1} IS ) neay ‘
‘ Mother d f 1 1oy 1 |
said, laughing a ! A I
ful fac { the woman ]
‘.'1(‘4“ t l L, ¢ W t u )
tand it."”
‘Pray try, to look at it
eyes,” said ther He
breakfast t g
an honest fact et laughing at
some of the Catho-
lie fait v my boy came i

and looked at me.
* % Well, mother,” he said, ‘I've got it.
I've always known I'd get it sometime,
and it's come at last.’
“ His tone was so solemn—so
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like himself—that he very nearly fright-
ened me to death,

‘Got what, got what ?' [ eried out.

“The Catholiec religion,, he an
swered."”

“ And she said, ‘For heav o, is
that all? You scared me so, put in
Max.

Father Maurice was shaking with
laughter. The way i *h Mrs. Ram-
sey mimi wid actions

»d her son's

was so true to
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laugh at her h her.
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t I ear get a word it of him t
satisfy me,"”

* My dear mother, it is impossible,”
said Max, a thoughtful expression com
1ig over his sunny face. “1 went out
that morning as veritable a pagan as
as vou are now. I came back willing to
believe anything they told me. Father

Mclutosh was talking to me, He was
very kind, you know, Maurice, and much
interested in both of us, He had often

expended his breath in  finer lan-
guage, and I knew it. Suddenly, just
like a flash, t“e whole thing dawned on
me,"”
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ways of darkness."”

e feeling of an intensely spiritual
nature vibrated in his tone.  Max leaned
forward, and now Father Maurice
Scarcely recognized the debonair friend
he had known so well and loved.

“That's it. That’s it. Everything even
the most trivial, is tr: wsfigured by the
golden glow of faith. Maurice vou've ex-
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to her. She thought, maybe, the son
she toiled for would be ashamed of hls
mother who had eaten bitter bread for
his sake, and was bent with much toil-
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to seek her. Just pray —pray that I
may find her. God will, in His merc
give to you wut He has not give to
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s heart

xl the wom
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face—tears she did
» away, though gener
seemed an insult to
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), were t. Father

on which she
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“Pr forgive me—for —for making
you f so badly,” he said, “I do not
know why I said so much—it must sure-
ly have been an inspiration. Mrs.
Ramsey, for 5

“Father Maurice, I have never prayed

in my life. 1 shall do so now for your
wishes. There is another way of saying
it in Catholie parlance —for your inten-
tion, I think it is,” She paused a mo-
ment, adding wistfully: “Maybe if, in
return, you—pray forme” —she frowned,
for she was wedded to her fetich, and

Lher pet point so easi-

ly—*1 will eome out into God's light,”
she ended with a laugh
It was fully two months afterward.

e was warm and serene,

and even the busy city appeared glad of
the breath of coming summer \ touch
of the warmth our material bodies crave
was in the without a his { the
summer's torridness, Father Maurice,
who had just left the rect wi
wal x briskly along the s ind

If hailgd in glad, familiar tones,

weed up to find Mrs. Ramsey smil

rreeting.  He had s verw little
ol her the past eight weeks —and ever
Max mang 1 to call on him only occa-
sionally. The latter sat beside his
mother in the carria I'here

this pe

der the coachman drew

up to the curb and halted while Father
Maurice, his handsome head  bared,
stood beside her.  After the first few
words the lady plunged into the subject
nearest her heart

“Have you heard anything lately? ™
she asked

“C erning my mother?” he ques-
tioned, divining at once what she meant.,

“No, I have not. Did you keep your
promise?”

She lookod at him without a shadow
of her former raillery. Her eyes were
earnest, her lips grave.

“T am koeping it faithfully, faithfully
—and what is more shall consider any
answer you receive directly due to my
prayers. Does this sound presumptu-
ous? I can't help it. It is the queerest
feeling, but it is true. I have never

about anything in my

ment that animates a crowd anywhere

anxious to see. A kindly woman who
had witnessed the oceurrence had been
permitted to remain. She was a young
tender-hearted,

woman, and and with
eyes full of tears she had removed the
old-fashioned bonnet and the neatly
darned gloves and had made a pillow

for the gray head by folding up her own

jacket and placing it underneat! The
poor old face was ghastly white, the
eyes closed, and the woman, who was
kneeling beside her on the floor, looked
up —gladly-—when she saw the priest,

Oh," she murmured. “Father

He was a stranger y but 1
v Catholie, d recog the u
collar and «al bearing. She fell
back to him perform  his
priestly duties,

Why did Father Manrice suddenl
grow rigid, and why did that strange
mist swim before is > Why did
his face gro pale L hi tr di
late ?

* God, my God !" he whispered, * In
iy way but this—give her back to me
in any way but this <

He fell on his kne The startled

wehers saw him put one arm under
the poor old woman's head, and with
the other elasp her to him. They did
not understand, But the pathos of the
group touched them. The big police
man at the door felt his eyes, hardened
by mueh gazing on sorrow, W moist,

He turned his head
heard

The woman
tones, saw the old
wrinkled face grow
under the rush of
that transfigured it.
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why
‘% Ah, no son don’t, wald it
to stand in your way, childie,
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hite forehead that day "Twa
the day of my life, my boy. And 'twas
little to do to take myself out of yom
then, God has been good to me, sonn
dear. He made youn Father
my boy a priest! Think of i
be to His holy name forever and for
ever !’

¢ Amen,"” he
fure
place as

Na

seceond

inswered solemnly,
his heart, took
instinet of the

striving in
the
serted itsell.

* I have prayed God to give you back
to me, my mother,” he said, *“ 1 have
loved you better than you thought I did
but if He gives you to me—only
you, dear—His holy will—he done.

It cost him an effort to say the words,
for his heart was breaking. But drop-
ping his voice to a whisper, he listened
to her faltering confession. He had
the holy oils in his pocket, and- he found
time to anoint her before the end, and
still with his arms around her, he re-
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essentials of religious faith put forth,

that they exercise upon minds not
trained to discover latent error a bane
ful influence

So, from ti to time, the world is
witness of sad spectacle of a reli
ous teacher, metimes S(
seure town, other e
ing the pulpit ! minent eit)
chureh, taking t e frneiful theories

d flaunting their superiority over the
established ( ecerated religious
beliefs of centuric

I'hey 0y f notoriety, have
their discourse printed in the daily
press, on account { the sational
character of t erance, and do an i
caleulable harm t v whose hold «
Christianity and all ands for is non
too strong. Strange to , One ! the
stronz point ) heir addresses is the

appeal to sincerity and the honest search
for truth, whe: vir whole manner of
proceuure plainly shows that they are

what
they

Christ

consider

not seeking to discover
taught, but to be what
fashionable and modern.

Should one look for f this

the reason

certainty wh ese modern advocates
of a new religion scem to have in thein

meeption of religious belief and life,
I\- will look in vain for it in the article
ol the pe | and in the discourse of

mvanml it

Il taken for grant-
ed and to question it for a moment will
bri forth from these mighty, superior

intelligences the accusation of reaction
tendencies.  All
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ary progress, accord-
nonopolized by th

traditional Christianity.

wdent is a chief offender in

this dir on, and the mly exeuse
which it seems to proifer for the surpr
ing stand which, v religious journal,
t has taken ous one. It sec
to have a n wuare on the tyranny of
Rome. The condemnation of Modern
ism, the suppr on of a bo wainst
faith and morals ems to be in its view
v restrietion of intellectual liberty,
limitation of ind which is unj
wmd contrary t« e progre f mankind,
, for that matter, the mpulsion
by which we wm reed to admit that
two and two make four. One would con-
sider it very str n should
think that his lil s abridged, for
iple, beeaus could not hold that
two and two ma The Indey 1
ent is suffering frowm intellectual il
ness, It does not seem to know or care
to understand t1 ture of truth,
I'ruth is necessar e isive in the
SRINS I!u( it must, by its very nature,
exclude its opposite. When the Inde
pendent ‘1” be to show us that
white and black can interpenet:
that light and darkness can coexist,
then it may be able to give some reason
for the assumption which lies behind all
its deelamations against the attitude of

the Church of Rome in regard to here-
tical teachings and writin The
Church knows the revealed truths of

Christ.  They have been given into her

keeping and she will defend them
against any and every attack, while at

the same time she will be safeguarding
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