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“ Oh, Father ! No, Indeed. But, Father may I be a 
Catholic ?”

I put my arm around him — I couldn’t help it, the 
little face was so serious.

‘‘Certainly, my son. But your parents must be con
sulted and give consent.”

“ Why, Father, I brought them to church every Sun
day to see me in my choir clothes, and mother says she 
would be glad if I were good enough to be a Catholic.”

I inquired his address, and I went to see his parents 
soon after this. I found they were unbaptized Protes
tants, and, of course, not one of the six children had 
ever been baptized.

I talked about Charlie and found both parents were nof 
only willing to see Charlie instructed and baptized, but 
wished the same for themselves and the rest of the house
hold.

The end is soon told.
I instructed the little apostle and his father and mo

ther and baptized them and all the brothers and sisters, 
eight in all. He soon made his first Communion, and 
was confirmed and then encouraged and helped the rest. 
All are now fervent converts, and the little choir boy 
still is seen each Sunday in the sanctuary, rejoicing in 
his new found treasure of faith and lifting his innocent 
heart in prayer.

Who knows but some day he may stand on the altar 
steps and break the Bread of the World to starving souls 
who are yearning for just such an apostle ?

Friends, pass on this true story. Perhaps somewhere 
there maybe another father and mother who need “ a 
little child to lead them.”—Selected.
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