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THE FOSTER-CHILD
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By Katherine Tynan

It was a long, long time ago since
Jimmie Brady had been carried out of
the Union, snugly wrapped in Jsne
Brady's thawl, to be made a nurse-child
of. It was s0 long ago, sndNimmie had
been so young when it happened, that
he had only the remotest memory of the
stars in the purple sky, as he lay among
the hay in the little cart while Jasne
drove the old pony up the Glen., But
he did remember the change which had
come upon his little life in the trans-
plantation, trom the walled-in workhouse
snd the nursery wards, with their high
walls and barred windows and hardly &
peep of sky, to the Glen and the moun-
taln ocottage, and the strange special
love which was suddenly lavished upon
him, who had been hitherto only as a
©00R, 8 very small cog, in a machine.

He knew—perhaps it was not memory
but something he had learned from Jave
Brady, his nurse—that he had not known
how to play nor how to kiss nor how to
receive kisses. He was ignoraut of the
very commonest things. He did not
know s horse nor s cow when he saw
them ; he roared lustily when Shep, the
house-dog, came to inspect him in
quite friendly manner. He had never
seer s daisy—and he was quite sure he
remembered his amszement at his first
sight of  rose, one of the pink, monthly
roses which grew in great profusion all
over the Brady’s cottage.

There was an old brother and two
sisters of the Bradys, and they had never
.msrried. John snd Sally and Jane, they
would never marry now : sud strangely
enough in Ireland, of the long families,
they had neither kith nor kin. They
hed s little mountain farm of about
twenty scres, with the cottage and a
horse snd cart, s couple of cows, a few
calves anfl pigs, sltogether a nice little

roperty.

v Itp:uz Jane who had applied for the
nurse-child. Janewas, as John put it,
a fool abont children. She ought to
have been married and the mother of &
household ; but she had set her heart
on s showy scoundrel, who had gone
away to America and forgotten her.

Now she took the workhouse child to
her heart with a starved avidity. John
aud Sally had been rather against it in
the ‘beginning. They were too proud to
stomach the ides of a workhouse child
on thelr hesrth ; but when Jimmie came
in with his head of shining, curly hair,
his blue eyes, his soft, somewhat wan-
dering smile, his gentle manner, they
capitulated to him after a very short
resistance.

He grew up a very simple boy. He
kept his innocence snd simpliocity be-
yond the allotted ige, because he never
sssooiated, oy desired to assoclate, with
other boys. His mammie, as he called
Jane, his unche and sunt, were enough
for him ; with the calves and the pigs
and the fowls ; with Bob the old horse

JD

the head and face with his clenched fists
in an uncontrollable it of rage. He wad
sorry immediately his fury was exhaust-
ed: but he was not the man to show it.
Jimmy ran home with a bleeding mouth
and a blackened and swollen face. Old
John got mp from his chimuey corner,
and{ with the old fire in his eye, vowed
vengeance agalnst the schoolmaster.
The two old women wept, while Jane
batbed her nursling’s face and applied
washes of herbs known only to the coun-
try dwellers. It was s week bel

Brady had awakened in their hearts the
desire for an outlaw’s 4

For three months Jimmie had set the
suthorities a$ deflance, and nothing had
happened. The episode of the night-
oappiog had occurred somewhere early
in December. It had come to March.
Nothing had happened. At the Brady's
cobttage they began to feel that nothing
would happen. Jimmie ceased to fly to
the mounsains at the first glimpse of
s figure which was not that of one of

Jimmle could see out of the eye, and all
th:ghn snd the hillside were talking
;I;ont the schooluaster’s attack on the

Y.

Something might have been done if
old Jobn had not suddenly developed in-
fluensa, for he had vowed to ocarry
his omse the sohoolmaster
before the guardians ; but he rose up
from his short and sharp atback a very
weary old man, with no'fight lefs in him
st all, and his nerves shaken $0 shat de-
gree that he could nos bear a rough or
loud volce.

Miss Keenan was in the throes of s
more deadly malady ; snd » lady whose
strongest point was the necessity of dis-
cipline visited in her place. She rated
Jane soundly because she had spoiled the
boy. She dismissed ss uaworthy of
belief the allegations againss the school-
master. She treated Jimmie as a wil-
fully disobedient aad intractable boy,
likely if he was not sternly repressed to
do serious mischiel by bhis example ; it
was & case Miss Synnost shought for
corporal punishment and plenty of it.
“ Always remember, my good, woman,”
she sald to Jane, “that too much ten-
derness is at least as bad a thing as »
mistaken oruelty.”

Jane bore with her — with the incred-
ibly humble and helpless pasience of her
class. Whatever she thoughs, whasever
she felt, there was no indicasion in her
little, meek, brown face, and the silence
with which she received Miss Synnott's
rebukes. She might have demolished
the lady’s self-satistaction if her little
closely-locked lips bad let througl their
barrier the flood of speech behind.

Jane had reasons for keeping silence.
In four months time Jimwie would be
fourteen, He would be beyond the age
for compulsory school attendance. If
all was well, if no complsint had gone
to the guerdians, if Miss Keenan was
back—she had.just begun to creep back
to life slowly and painfully—they could
apply to the board for permission to
adopt Jimmie. He would be theirs ;
no terrible and cspricious monster of a
board, that might at any moment snatoh
the child from them, to be found any
longer, but thelr own—t0 #ake up the
work on the little farm which he delight-
ed in ; to comfort them in their old age ;
to succeed them when they should be
gone,

Jane dissembled. She was not as
meek as she looked, and she stored up a
good many things that she might reliev
herself of next year, when the boy was

snd Shep, now grown quite ancient ; and
the flelds and the hills, the kind winds,
the warm sun, the sweet rain.

It it were not for an occasional visit
from Miss Keenan, the lady guardian
through whom Jsne had procured her
narsling, they might have forgotten that
Jimmie did not belong to them. Her
characteristics were entirely masculine,
but the masculine exterior covered a
kind, womanly heart.

Miss Keenan was especislly interested
in Jimmie and his foster-parents. She
used to give glowing accounts of
Jimmie's well-being to the other mem-
bers of the Ladies’ Committee. *‘The
old woman has reared the child in her

. bosom,” she would say, with a touch of
poetry ; and she looked forward with
confidence to Jimmie's adoption by the

Bradys.

Jimmie knew many things which are
not to be learnt at school : intimate
secret things of the flelds and the
streams, of the birds and the trees, the

animals and the flowers ; but he was
very slow at the “ould a-bay-say,” and
the higher walks of learning which he
entered upon when he had conquered
the alphabet.

The old schoolmaster understood.
He was a bit of a poet, and he could
read the passion in the boy's wistful
gl as theymwandered from the
heated schoolroom out_to the shining

country beyond. , He was patient with
Jimmie, He even devised = messages
which would give Jimmie an escape
from sohool for a while. He bore with
the boy's slowness, his difficulty in
learning. It was a bad thingfor Jimmie
when, somewhere in his thirteenth year,
the old schoolmaster got “an impres-
sion” in the chest from a drenching re-
oeived in a Winter storm, and died of it
atter a few days’ illness.

The new master was young and he
was choleric. He was very keen about
his school, and impatient of slackness on
the part of the scholars. Jimmie by
this time was in the Fifth Class. He
had really attained by very slow de-

rees a myeasure of learning, of which he
and the old people were inordinately
proud. Bat he was slow. He had a
mild placidity like that of the cattle.
Ask Jimmle a question from a school
book, which he was quite competent to
answer, and he would look at you with
a wandering gaze. He would have to
recall his spirit with a great effort from
the mountains and the flelds, where it
was wandering, before he could answer.

Mr. White the old schoolmaster, had
recognized this, and given Jimmie his
time. Mr. O'Laughlin, the new master,

would watch Jimmie with a lowerlng
eye while the boy triéd to recall his
straying thoughts. He had asharp ton-
gue, with a sting at the end of it. He
began to make a butt of Jimmie. At
first Jimmie did not understand. Satire
was & weapon beyond him. When he
realized that the master meant to be
hurttul,~when the other boys langhed
and copied the schoolmaster out of
school hours, he began to nnderstand.
The blood would eome to his cheek by
asnd by on slight provocation. It be-
ocame s base pleasure to the . master
presently to bring that hurt and uncom-
prehending flush. Let him be excused!
He was not a bad-hearted man, but his
perves were often atrained to bresking
point after a day of the school. He
was 8 brisk, eager, energetic person.
Jimmie's slow eyes—ther ore beautifal
eyes by the way—turnew. )n him in that
uncomprehending menner made him
want to strike the boy. S

The day came when he strack Jimmle;
not only struck him, but beat him about

N

hangeably hers. She listened to
Miss Synnott patiently, and made pro-
wises for the boy’s amendment, which
were received with an air coldly discour-
aging. She paid a visit in her simplie-
ity to Mr. O'Langhlin, with an intention
of propitisting him, offering him gifts,
which were too nakedly a bribe to serve
their purpose. She cosxed and per-
suaded Jimmie to return to school, and
having achieved so much, Jimmie, in
blind terror of the schoolmaster, let slip
whatever of lesrning he possessed, and
was degraded not only to the Fourth
Ciass, bat to wear a dance’s cap for the
remsinder of the sitting.

That dunce's cap was the lagt straw.
Jimmie's endurance was at an end.
Doubtless the man who inflicted the
punishment had no idea of how it seared
a young snd sensitive soul. A work-
house brat ! Was it likely s workkhouse
brat could find udfbndurable the dunce’s
cap and degradation to a lower class ?
Jimmie seemed to sufter stoically a pun-
ishment at which most of the elder boys
would have mocked. As a matterof fact
he endured tortures wearing the ridicu-
lous pointed cap, which Mr. O'Laughlin
had hastily concocted out of a brown
paper, grocer’s bag. To be set up there
for the little world of school to mock at
was worse to Jimmie than the degrada-
tion to the Fourth Olass, although that
would be w.d ewough, presently, when
he came to think on it : he has secended
by such painful degrees.

He arrived home with the fixed de-
termination #0 go to school no more ;
snd this time no one could move him.
Father Meredith, brought into the mat-
ter for the first time, came on hearing
of Jimmy’s contumacy ; bué the culprit
was out of the house at the first wind of
his coming and up on the momnntain
side. Jane, in bitter griet and trouble,
did not present the mods favorable side
of the question. Father Meredith, a
young priest newly come to the Glen
which was his first mission, knew
nothing of Jane and her nursling. A
mass of incoherent and rambling accusa-
tions against everybody in general and
nobody in perticnlar ; so Jame's story
seemed to Father Meredith, Father
O'Connell, who hsd lived in the Glen
forty years, would have known more
about its The young priest, new from
the seminary, left the Brady's cottage
with the opinion that Jane, a wrong-
headed and doting old woman, was in
danger of spoiling the boy beyond re-
demption. Diseipline must be npheld.
Jimmie must submit to lawful authority.
All the priest had seen of Mr. O Laugh-
lin had , impressed him favorably. He
could sympathize with the difficulties of
his position, and was quite determined
to uphold him.

However, to get Jimmie to go back to
school was no'easy matter. Seeiug that
the boy waa off like a hare np the moun-
tains the minute anyone in authority
came in sight, that he seemed to sleep
like the fox with one eye open and could
not be surnrised, it was easier said than
done the - he mnst submit himself to
authoxity and veturn to school. Jane
was not now perhaps the best adviser
for him. She secreted the boy when
John would bave persuaded him to go
back. For three months Jimmie set
the authorities at deflance, living a
hand-to-mouth existence, half the time
in hiding in the mountains or the fields.

It was qnité true that his example
was & bad one for the other children.
He was somewhat of a hery to the other
boys. A certain insubordination
showed :tself in their mamner to ‘the
master., They did things they would

not have thought to do before Jimmie

\ .

the neighb He began to show bim-
self more freely. He even ventured to
take Bob to the forge to be shod one
day, paying for the shoe proudly with »
shilling which had been given to him by
s lady 8o whom he had rendered some
litéle service on one of his mountain

To be sure Mr. O’'Laughlin as an so-
tive enemy—and Jimmy had the most
paintul fear of Mr. O'Laughlin—was out
of the bebtle in days. He was in
fact watohing the exciting flicker
of life in his one son, a delicate tuber-
culows lad of sbout Jimmie's age.
Heaven knows what aberrations of tem-
per were nob 40 be accounted for in him
by the torture of his apprehensions for
the boy. Now doubts and fears were aé
sn end. There was no longer the cheat-
isg hope followed by black despair.
The boy was dying slowly in theee
days of Jimmy's contumacy. The
sonocolmaster was quite beyond caring
anything abous it, or abous the growing
insubordinasion in the school School
was conducted in those days wishout
say disolpline whatsoever. The school-
master wens through his work like an
sutomotom ; only the fillmed suffering of
his eyes -might rouse even school boys
to compassion.

He ¢id not hear what everyone was
telking about ; that Jimmy Brady's
glorious days were over. The blow
had fallen with a suddenness ; and it
was & more crushing blow than anyone
would have expected. The flat of the
board had gone forth. The boy was to
be taken from the Brady’s and re-as-
sumed into the guardianship of the
bosrd. An application was to be made
to commit him to » Rel t School

“I am coming with you,” he said,
huddling into his overcost. It was a
thin one, too thin for the season and for
the att ted form it oo d. Father
Meredith was s born ascetic. He
needed little for himself, and he would
not sllow kindness to supplement his
scanty allowance. As he took his stick
sud put on his soft hat under the light
of the hall-lantern, his over-bright color,
the stoo shoulders, and huddled air
;p to the old woman’s motherly

eart.

“Sure, God bhelp your reverence,
don’t come omt to-night |” she ssid.
“The wind is bitter cowld that does be
sweeping down on us from the moun-
tains, There'll be snow before the
mornin'.”

“It is all right, thank you, Jane,”
Father Meredith sald: gently. “I'm
really very hardy. Whew! Tae wind
is strong |” He had a battle with the
wind before he could ges out of the
house. The sudden rush of i$ blew out
the little hall-lamp and slammed all the
deors in the house.

They -?pod out side by side, not
talking. he force of the wind
was ageinsé econversation. They
had as muck =s they ocould do
to walk against it. The night was wild
overhead. Now asnd agsin a dresry
sough of wind came down from the
mountains and clapped about their ears.
There were flakes of dry snow in the
wind, Overhead the moon ssiled in »
harly-burly of cloud.

When st last they arrived aé the
listle farmhouse at the end of the long
boreen, John Brady opened the door,
the pale frightened face of old Mary
peeping over his shoulder. “God bless
us all, what s night,” he said. “So
ye've brought him home, Jane ! Mary
sn’ me was distracted wid you out an’
the boy. He follied ye maybe. Ye
weren't gone ten minits when he gave
us the slip; Why, ‘tis the priest.
Where is the misfortunate boy strayed
to, at all? An’ him desperate. Och,
glory be to God, he couldn't have took
to the mountains on such a night !”

“He said he'd never be took alive,”

It was Jane .Brady hersell who
brought the news to Father Meredith.
He was a refined, scholarly young man,
better suited for a Benedictine cloister
than the care of a wild mountain parish.
Ho looked up fromr the book he was
reading as Jane was shown in by his
h keeper. A bitt north wind,
gathering force every minute, rattled
the windows and sang through the key-
holes, aud made the rather delicate
ylonnc priest appreciate his own fire-
side.

He stared at the disordered,
hevelled app old Jane p
She had struck him as » singularly de-
oent-looking and tidy old woman, and
he had wondered at her abetting the
boy in his evil doing. Now the seow
was on her white bair. She had come
out without a bonnet, and had run fast,
and she was breathless. For a few min-
utes, while he tried to compose her, her
words only came in sobs. Her apron
was awry, and she had an sir of being
blown sbout and beaten by the wind.
He hardly thought of these things for
the bleached pallor of her face.

“ Did ye hear ?” she asked,”* did ye
hear that shey’re goin’ to take the boy
from us ; him that I nursed 1o my b 3

dis-

himpered Mary in the background.

There was nothing to be done till
morning, and meanwhile the priest did
what he could to comfort the afflicted
family. To be sure there was always
the chance that Jimmie might come
back, or might be hiding somewhere
nearer home than the mountsins. He
left them at last on their knees, saying
the Rosary, and started out on the walk
home, refusing to be driven. He was
too wet to face the drive in the open
osrt in Dbitter weather. It would
be better for him to walk, so as
to keep warm on the way.

He faced steadily dowan the wvalley;
his head bent before the wind and
the snow; his hands deep in his over-
ooat pookets. He was really very cold
His teeth chattered in his head as
he went. He said to himself that he
must get into bed a:d have hot bricks
rolled in flannel—the hot-water bottle
proper was unknown in the Glen—to his
feet to get the frozen feeling out of
them. He would drink a cup of hot tea,
and pile all the available blankets on his
bed. He did not wan$ to be laid up
with a chill.

A bright light flashing in his eyes
made him aware that he was near a

117 He looked about him. He

that was the delight of our eyes ; that
was to take care of us in our old age ?
They’re comin’ for him to-morcow. I'll
pever see him sgain. Don’t [ koow it ?
Didn't Biddy Neal have the foster-child
took from her, an’ didn't she lie on the
road in her agony whin the Union van
rowled away wid him, au’ dido't she die
widin the year, the poor woman, an’ she
callin’ out on her dyin’ bed for the
little boy they’d robbed her of ? Och,
God help the poor ! ’tis them that is
helpless and trampled on! Sure there's
no pity in esrth or heaven !”

Father Meredith was horrified. His
beautiful little edition of a classic fell
from his hands. He had never imagined
that Jimmie's contumacy was going to
have such results. le stammered be-
fore the little distractéd old woman who
he felt, had arrsigued him. ,

% Oh,” he said, “ it won’t go so far as
that. The boy must be brought to see
som~ sense, snd the whole matter will
blow over. I'm afrald Mr. O'Laughlin
was unduly harsh with bim. Poor man,
he wes hardly accountable for what he
said or did. His boy is very bad to-
nlgla’t. I doubt that he'll see the morn-
ing. B

“ Do you know_what they’ll do with
Jimmie ?” Jane Brady asked, sternly
waving away the question of another’s
grief. “ They’ll put him in the reform
atory school. Maybe ye koow what
that’s like and maybe ye don't. Three
months ’ll destroy him : there won't be
s disgraceful wickedness he won't know,
him that's as innocent as wan o' them
young lambe, the crathurs, sbelterin’ by
the side o’ their mothers from the cruel
blast. Oh, I'm not sayin’ that ye'ro
not kiod, that ye won't help us, if you
can. Bat the board doesn’t move in a
day. The van ’ll ocome for him to-
morrow, an’ if it takes him I'd rather
he'd lie where Willie O’Laughlin ’l1 be
lying tomorrow. I'd rather he'd
be desd in his innocence, It'll be
murder done on the white soul of him.
He'll never be my Jimmie any more, in
this world or the next.”

Father Meredith was at wit’'s end.
It was quite true that the board was Lot
to be moved in a day. It had moved,
and it could not undo its work for,
at the very least, a week. Probably
there would be arguments, discussions.
The thing might drag itseif out over
several weeks. He remembered the
Reformatory School; the boys lmlna on
the benches in the workshops, furtive-
eyed, charged to the lips in many cases
with the evil knowledge of the slums.
Poor Jimmie! A soul might be mur-
dered in less than a week. Absolute inno-
oence is more easy to corrupt than inno-
cence tempered by experience. A week,
even less, of such compsny might mean, as
the old woman had said, the murder o
Jimmie’s soul. He was their shepherd:

had not realized that he was so close to
the sochoolmaster’s cot:

He turned in at she little garden
gate. The trim flower beds he had
often admired, were blotted out by the
falling snow. He fumbled for his hand-
kerchief to wipe his glasses, and did it
insufficiently. The window was a blar
of light when he had put on the glasses
again. . '

He knocked at the door and no one
came. The schoolmaster was a
widower. He had one old servant,
rather desf. Father Meredith supposed
she must be out of hearing. Because cf
the sick hoy be did not like to knock
too loudly. But his second summons
brought someone—O'Laughlin himself.

“Is it you, Father ?” he asked, in a
queer monotonous voice. *“Old Bridget
went to look for you a long time ago.
I don't know why she went for you.
There’'s nothing you can do. Willie
died at five o’clock.”

“My poor fellow ?”

“1’ve nothing leit now,” ssid the man,
olosing the door upon the night, and
opening the door of the little room be-
yond.

There, on a small bed, lay the desd
boy. Someone had already performed
for him the last offices. He lay in clean
linen, his hands don his b t,
bhis goiden hair smoothed, his eyes
closed, in the strange majesty of death.

“He was a beautiful boy,” said the

wan, in a dull volce. “He took
alter/his mother. I used to wonder why
she ever looked at a rough fellow like
me.’
Forgetting his wet garments, his fati-
gue, the priest sat down in the room
where the fire had gone low. He set
himselt to the task of oonsolation, but
he discovered after a while that what
he said was not reaching the bereft
man, He pighed to himselt over his
own helplessness, and he began to be
acutely aware of his soaked garments.
The most intense fatigse began to
master him. He wondered if he should
be able to get to his own house, nearly
two miles on. By socident he struck
the right note for the distraction of the
father’s grief.

“If you could mpke up the fire and
lend me a few things while my own are
drying, I should be very graseful,” he
said. *I've been up to the Bradys, and
I’'m soaked through and dead-tired. I
had pneumonis two yesrs ago.”

“To be sure,” said the man, coming
out of his stupor. “The Bradys, did
you say ? I'll have a fire and & cup of
something hot in a minute or two.
Oome and change now. By the great-
est of good luck I've a suit I never put
on my back.”

He led the priest into the little bed-
room beyond, snd found him the neces-
sary cloth When Father Meredith

the one answerable for the lambs !

Wild thoughte came to his mind of
kidnapping Jimmie, of aiding and abet-
ting Lis escape from that stony-hearted
stepmother, the State. He was humble
before the little old womsan’s accusing
eyes. He did not excuse himself. He
could be very rigid with himself; and
now perhaps he was a sterner judge of
hl:'. own actions thq: Jane Brady her-
89

returned to the outer room be found
that the fire had begun to Lurn briskly.
The schoolmaster on his knees before it
was watching a kettle, which was
already singing.

“You were talking of the Bradys,” he
sald after a silence. “A queer thing
happened in the night. Willle was
dozing and waking, dozing and waking.
He'd start if there waa the slighest
sound inside or ontside the house, and

.

his band in my hand was as wet as
water. ‘Father,’ he sald, ‘I had »
dream.’ ‘And what was your dream,
Willle ?' I asked. ‘I dreamed, fsther,’
he said, ‘that Jinnie Brady was in the
cave at the North Ohimney, sad thas
the snow was besting in at the door, I
oould see him where he lay asleep, and
the snow wasn's whiter than his {ace,’ ”

Father Meredith, beginning to nod in
the big armchair with the broken
springs, roused himself.

“Willie seid thas, did he ?” he asked
in a tone of subdued excifement. “Sup-
posing it was true! Jimmie Brady’s
run away. They were sending for him
from the Union $o-morrow, going to shut
him up in the Reformatory Sechool,.the
bdy that was always as free as & black-
bird. We were wrong, you and L “We
might have been more patient. He's
gone. He and your Willle used o
oll-b. up there together in the sum-
mer.”

“I know. Willie showed me the spob.
Don’s blame yourself, Father Meredith.
It was my fawit. I coulda’t bear to see
him strong snd Willle dying. I hated
sll the strong children, God forgive me:
snd this poor lad opposed me. ought
t» have remembered that he was good
to Willie last summer, when they went
up the Chimney together. The little
cave was full of desd leaves. The snow
would be blown in at the mouth of it
with this wind.”

“He might be safe enough in the cave
it Willie's dream was true,” sald the

priest.

“It Willie's dream was true,” assented
the father, “Jimmie's face was whiter
than the snow and he asleep. If he was
to die it would be at my door.”

“We must have search-parties out as
soon as it’s daylight,” Father Meredith
said; snd remembered that he had not
eaten for hours and was fains, despite
the hot tea which the schooimaster had
provided.

“I think I'll
getting up.

“You won't be going out of it to-night,”
returned the schoolmaster, with a rough
kinduness. “I'll get you a bit to eat:
and then I'll step down and let your
housekeeper know. You can say your
Office by Willie when yon've eaten a hit
1'll be back as soon as I can.

Father Meredith dozed in his chair.
The echoolmaster had heaped on fuel
before he went, but the fire was all but
out, and the room turning ohilly, when
the priest woke with a start. He recog-
nized shat he must have slept for some
hours, even before he looked at his
watoh, and thac ‘i was elevon o'elock.
Eleven o'clock; and there was mo sign
of the schoo!msster. The storm w™as
raging about the house. Snow was fali.
ing thiokly. When he pressed his face
to the pane, he could make out nothing
for the snow. It was the prelude to a
blizzard which thie pcople siill {alk of
in the Glen.

Perhaps no man who cared for his life
would have tried to olimb the Chimney
on such s night. Andrew O'Laughlin,
having come to the end of his joys, did
not care; but, nevertheless, going forth,
he had made his preparations as collect-
edly as though life were still dear to
him. He had taken his lantern, with
an additionsl candle in case he should
need it, and a hox of matches. He had
put in his overcost pooket a flask of
whiskey. He had put on his hobnailed
beots which would give him purchase in
the snow or on a precipitons slope.
When he had made all his preparations
he went quietly so that he should not
waken the priest, who waz noddicg in
his chair before the fire. He had =
curiong idea, as he strode threnghk the
night, that it was not Jimmie Brady, the
boy who had fretted and worried him,
that he must go out to seek and save
but Willie, his own boy, whom he bad
left quiet and cold in the ‘lit room.
Willie and Jimmie Brady—it was not
Willie—it was the strange boy he had
hated: no it was Willie. The confusion
of his thoughts helped him as he
stroggled up the mountain side in the
wind and the snow, unconscious of the
dangers and discomforts of the way.

The Chimney is a steep precipitous
wall of rock, rising above a mounsain
taro, beautiful in summer, but most
desoiate in wild weather. There 1s no
ascending the Chimney from the water-
side, but it is easy enough, :ithingha
stiff olimb, from the lsnd side. From
the top it is possible, if you have a good
head and plenty of courage, %0 climb
some little way down the {ace of the
Chimney. There is & cave which some
people bave cared to visit, because a
certain famous ouslaw fornd refuge
there in the Rebelllon of '98. Bat it
would be a passionate pilgrim indeed
who would attempt it onsuch a night as
Andrew O'Laughlin accomplished it, in
the teeth of the famous blizzard.

No man perhaps could have achieved
it in cold hlocd. But to a man half-
orszed with grief, possessed of only cne
idea, aud that that the ohild of his love
needed pity and help, was beyond there
in the cave in the tace of the Chimney,
perishing of cold and hunger, it was
possible. Andrew O'Lsughlin could
never tell afterwards how he accomp-
lished the descent but he did it. He
stood upright in the cave, holding
above him the lantern which he had
pushed before him as he wriggled along
the narrow paths, and saw in the further
corner, with the enow creeping up to the
bed of dead leaves, the form of a sleep-
ing boy.

At the same moment something came
wriggling towards him—a dog. Shep,
the Bradys’ dog, the son of the old Shep
had found the lost boy first. He had
slept across the body, keeping it warm,
It was no dead child, but a living one
that looked at Audrew O’Laughlin out
of the heap of dead leaves, looked at him
with a blind terror that smote the man
to the hoart, as though his own dead
ohild had looked at him like that.

“Whisht, Jimmie,” he said, “don't look
at me like that. 'Twas Willie sent me
to you. Pocr Willie’s dead. I've come
to save you. You won’t go back to the
Union, child, not if I was to hide youn
from them myself. I think Willie meant
us to be friends.”

As a matter of fact the Union messen-
gers did not find Jigmie the vex: day,
or the next. The Gien was snow-bound
for some three weeks, during which
both the schoolmaster and Father
Meredith had been almost at death's
door. When once more the Glen was in
touch with life the menace was Gver.
Miss Keenan had come back to affairs
looking rather bleaoted, but indomi*able

L

be going,” he said,

a8 of old, and had -wopt.' the committee
off its feet with her wrath when she
heard what had nearly befsllen in her
sbhsence. The order for Jinmie's recall
from the Glen was rescinded. The com-
mittes, with guite astonishing unanimity
recommended that the proposal of the
Bradys to adopt thelr foster-child should
meet with the sanction of the Board of
Guardisps: sed the Guardisns were
quite willing to adopt the recommenda-
tion of she Committee.

8o peace reigued in the Glen. Jimmie
could never agsin be threstened with

School. Jane and John and Mary were
wore devosed to the lad than ever, see-
ing how narrowly they bad esceped
losing him. All the Glen was inclined
to make much of him; and a strange,
touching tenderness had grown up
between Jimmie and Andrew*O'Laughlin
since the night they had crept together
for warmth, Bhep ‘making a third, in the
cave or the chimney the nighs she grest
blizsard began, waiting for deylight snd
s listle cessation in the falling snow to
make the return journey. There was no
more difficulsy abous the boy’s going to
school. you had seen him stepping
down #0 the sohool with & shining morn-
ing face any dsy of that summer, you
would never have belleved he was the
boy whose enemy had been the school-
master.

“1'll never make a scholar of him,”
Andrew O'Laughlin would say regrety
fully, “ bus be-is a good boy, a good
boy. We can’t all be soholars.”

“ He'll be more useful to she old people
without s00 much scholarship,” Father
Meredith said, looking benignly at the
man who had found coursge o live be-
osuse his dead son had made a pact of
love between him and the child he had
hated.
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EDMUND T. SHANAHAN OF
THE CATHOLIC UNIVERSITY,
WASHINGTON, D. O.

* Wherefore it is said in the Scriptures: Behold, 1
lay in Sion a chief cornerstone, elect, precious. And
he that shall believe in him, shall not be confounded.
To you, therefore, that believe, he is honor ; but to
them that believe not, the stone which the builders
rejected, the same is made the head of the corner :
and a stone of stumbling, and a rock of scandal to
them that stumble at the word, neither do believe,
whereunto also they are set. (I Peter, I, 6-8))

CONDUCT AND CREED

Jesus of Nazareth, Son of God and
Son of Man, required of His aposties
and diseiples belief in His messiahship
and divinity, He preached and taught
among other saving truths, the uplift-
[ing ideas of the fatherhood of God, and
the brotherhood of man, the redemptive
charaoter of His own death, the per-
petration of this perfect self-offering
in the Eucharistic sacrifice, the unity
of the race, the walue of éach individual
human soul, snd the everlasting wnion
of man with God in the world to come.
All these great truths went back to one
—the central dogma of all—belief in
Jesus Himself, His divine sonship,
suthority, and mission. He organized
His apostles into a Church, with St.
Peter at the head, entrusting them in
His own name and the Father's with
the special, universal and perpetual
mission of teaching this saving sum of
truth to the whole world, snd at the
same time laying upon =ull men the
obligation to believe it under pain of
disobedience to God snd their own self-
condemnation. Teach all nations, He
said, and teach them with my authority
to observe all things whatsoever I have
commanded you.

“Here are ideas with the stamp of
authority upon them, not man-made and
the product of human reflection, but
revealed and divine, the like of which,
for dramatic szetting, inspiration and
effectiveness, the world had never seen ;
and so simply expressed, 8o conspicaous-
ly free from the labored utterances of
philosophers before and since, that the
anti-Christian thiukers of our day have
mistaken the absence of learned airs for
the absence of dogmatio ideas, not being
able to distinguish between human
grandiloquence and divine simplicity,
between she unpretentious wrapper of
langusge and the sublime revelation of
God to man, that lay beneath.
CHRISTIAN DOCTRINE AND BSOCIAL DE-

VELOPMENT

“Of all the truths ustered by Christ
none had such inherent social signifi-
cance of His doctrine of the religious
equality of man, the stoic and other
philcsophers had stumbled upon the
idea of human equality in the course of
their speculations, but they never made
the idea a practical principle of life
and conduct. Christ’s utterance of the
truth that all men are of the same
worth in the sight of God, whatev. r be
their social or racial differences, was
practioal, effective vital and reforming.
His preaching of the idea of human
brotherhood, human solidsrity, social
justice and fraternal charity was not
the taint utterance of the classroom
which the pagan utterances were ; it
went into the very souls of men and set
them afire with charity. And what
wonder ? Was not the idea acoom-
plished in the minds of the hearers by
faith in the divinity of Jesus Himsell
and in his sovereign mastery over the
souls and destinies of men ?

“This fact of history contains ita
lesson. Anyone who wishes to see the
signal failure of philosophical thought
to redeem the world has but to contem-
plate the meagre results achieved in
these our times by & man-made
philosophy divorced from its great his-
torigal and eflective ally — dogmatic
Christianity. We ocannot inherit the
past, nor remake the present, without
inheriting the spirit that made the one,
and would have left the remaking of
the other an unnecessary tack, has not
infidelity raised its proud, unxuly head
in rebellion, and poisoned the springs of
man’s regeneration. Christianity
brought expansion of thought and of
lile into the ancient world. Would to
God that the present generation could
see all, its horizons pushed back, all
its beams of united eudeav-ur come
true by a profession of fa . in ithe
divinity of Ohrist Jesus, and in the
Church Oatholic which He founded for
the. individual and social regeneration
of mankind !

the death in life of the Relormatory:

“The ides of the religious equality of
men and their universal brotherhood in
Jesus Christ thus came effectively into
human life with the presaching of the
Gospel. The seeds of the fature “social
bervest wer6 sown with the seeds of
Ohristian faith and both grew together,
slongside and not apart. ' The new doc-
trine of man panied the p hing
of the Gospel from Palestine to the
Roman Empire and the groves of dis-
putations Greece. It bore its fruit
early a$ Jerusslem in the community of
goods which the faithful there estab-
lished, not by compulsion, as the
Socialist would now have us repeat the
experiment everywhere, bus treely, by
an sot of will which Christian faith
had warmed with the additional glow of
charisy.

“But this voluntary holding of all
things in common could nos become the
universsl rule of life in a Church that
spread over the whole Romen Empire
snd bad to take into sccount condisions
already existing and established by
law. Besides, it was of counsel, and
not of preceps, this voluntary Christian
communion, represented to-day in the
Church by the greas religious orders,
whese members have given up all shings
to follow the Master in singlenees of
mwind and hears. It was not the mission
of the Church to reform exisiing econ-
omie conditiops. Christisnity was not
an economic but a religions movement
which profoundly aflected economic
condlsions, though indivectly. In re-
specting nstural sud positive rights,
such as that of private property, the
growing Christian Chureh was true to
the spiris of the Founder who came not
to destroy, bus to fulfill. To preach the
Gospel aud to keep intact its precious
truths, that was the chiel concern of
the Spouse of Christ. And we bave but
to reasd the history of Christianity,
especially of the early attempt to
change it from s democratio to & patri-
cian religion, 4o realize the faot that
the Church was then as now, the faith-
ful custodian, defender, upholder and
interpreter of thst noble doctrine of
man which the Master preached and
made sacred with the shedding of His
blood.

“Apd so it came about, under the cir-
cumstances, that the religious idea of
buman equality took centuries to be-
come » social ideal. When at last socisl
man developed up to the stature of re-
liglous man he found that his faith had
anticipated his soclal development, and
stood awaiting t0 weloome him.
Christianity had not retreated : man
had simply advanced to meet it. The
religious form under which the doctrine
of human quality first sppeared ocon-
tained implicitly the eivie and social
ideas of equality that have since de-
veloped during the last two centuries
into the fundamentsl first principles of
republican democracy $he world over.
To Jesus of Nazsreth is therefore due
tbe credit, so often withheld from Him
nowsdays; of originating the idea of the
solidarity of mankind in all its interests
— political, moral, social and religious.
Back to Him must we go, it we would
trace to its first origin the tidal wave of
sooisl jnstice that is flooding to-day the
minds and hearts of governments and of

men.
“ What better proof that practical

q for society and for life are
contained in a single Christian dogms,
than vhis brief history just recited? Is
it not the irony of fate that the social
reformers of the day, who are loudest in
proclaiming Christianity s creed out-
worp, are none the less preaching it
everywhere according to the letter and
without the spirit which giveth life?
Fraternity, oharity, equality, social
justice, sre Christian ideas wrenched
from their Ckristian context deprived
of their original setting in Christian
faith, and reasserted without the divine
background of power that once was
theirs. Why, there is not & single noble
ideal now proposed for the betterment
of man's human lot and the improvement
of bis material condition, that is not a
surviving remnant of Christien, Catho-
lic tesching. After de-christianizing
man, the world has no effective lan-
guage of its own in which to address him
with words of fire but that of the relig-
ion which it has repudiated.
CHRISTIAN DOCTRINE AND

ENTIEM

“ But the ery of tbe day is for undog-
matic Christianity. I» does not matter,
we are told, what a man believes. Con-
duct is the main thing, snd conduet is
independent of oreed. Good wen are
the supreme need of the world, and &
man may be good who does nos sccept
the teachings of Christisnity, just as
there are evil doers among those who
profess to follow the appointed ways of
the Lord. Indifferentism thus chal-
Jenges dogmatic Christisnisy, saying :
We can get along very well without you;
what a man believes is of littic or no im-
portance, so long a8 he is good and his
conduect ahove reproach. What are we
to think of this doctrine of religious in-
difference, this smart phrase of the day
behind which the vnbeliever seeks re-
fuge ? ~What has history to say to it,
and common sense, and humsan experi-
ence? No emptier phrase was ever pro-
posed for the aoceptance of an intelli-
gent public. Those who use it and din
it into our ears have not & very deep
sense of the import of their words,
They think they are making a profound
observation of the motives of their fel-
low-men, whercas they are only making
an ach of selt-revelation, unconscionsly
revealing that the Christian springs of
action have dried up within themse!ves.
Reflect for & moment. The man who
says it does not matter what one be-
lioves, presumes to judgoe sll history,
and to decide ofthand that religious
truths have had no influence on human
conduet. Snch a snap judgment of his-
tory betokens a bepumbed moral sense
and » corresponding high development
of personal conesit. The indifferontists
rush in wi#  angels fear to tread.
Every man 1uours moral responsibility
when he exercises an act of judgment,
and here is a ease of irresponsible utter-
ance caloulated to mske even the in-
judioious grieve,
“ Has the indifferentist studied sl
history before coming to the conclusion
that & man's faith matters not? Oh,
nol A few instances are enough on
which to base his pretentious verdict.
And where has he made the experiment
where hes he found the good men who
continue geod without belief? 1In a
Christianized worla? The world in
wh we live is Ohristianized. Ohris-
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