
“Oh, Father,” she said, “they’ve 
taken Ann to the Municipal Hospital, 
and I don’t know whether she'll 
ever come buck. She cried to see 
you before she left, but they wouldn't 
wait.”

“What was the trouble ?”
“Diphtheria, and in an advanced 

stage. She may not last until 
ing, and no priest to console her 1"

Father Fisher pulled out his watch 
and looked at it.

its injustice and violence, He is still 
the Supreme Master of 
things, and'that nations are in Hie 
hands like clay in the hands of the 
potter. At the present moment from 
His throne of glory in heaven as 
well as from Hie throne of love in 
our tabernacles. His eye is resting 

morn- ,on the bloody struggle which is now 
desolating Europe. In His 
good time He will permit the balance 
which He firmly holds to lean to one 

“It's past the usual hour," he said, side or the other, according as His 
more to himself than to the woman, justice urges Him to chastise the 
“but I know they'll let me in."

WEEP NOT ! mmm 1*1men and

Now that the holiday joys 
over, we hear the voice of Christ 
from Hie Gospel telling ue to “ weep 
not." It is the counsel of Him Who 
wept much for us, of Him Whose 
sacraments are a comfort, Whose 
laws are the stars of salvation—the 
bright and happy explanation of life 
here and the harbingers of joys here
after.

We often hear from
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1worldlings 
that religion is a sad thing, its mind 
gloomy, its manners right, its pen
ances heartless. They would fain 
have it as repulsive as the wrinkled 
face of age shadowed by misfortune. 
Nothing is farther from the truth.

Religion in its wisdom, has its 
Kyrie, but it has also its Gloria ; it 
has acts of contrition, but it has too, 
its acts of love. Over its principles 
is the brightness of the face of 
Christ, saying “ weep not." Its 
monasteries are not tombs ; its con 
vents have on them the glow of 
Easter morn ,- its churches are the 
lustrous fonts of hope, where the 
weak get strength, the strong hope 
and the hopeful uo on smiling to an 
Eden of delight.

1\guilty or comfort the innocent. Who 
In tive minutes he had excused I the guilty are and who are the inno- 

himself to his callers, put on his hat j cent we are not in a position to
and coat and left the house. At the ! judge ; God alone is the scrutineer
door he paused to speak a word of | of human hearts. But the history of 
comfort to the woman in the shawl, ! our race tells us that those who
and promised to let her know the have felt the rod of His anger have
condition of her child. Chapman oftentimes been the nearest to His 
and Higgins left the house at the Heart. History repeats itself ; may

| it not be that those whom He is per- 
“Think of that man going to the mitting to suffer in the present 

pesthouse," said Chapman. “Why, struggle are not the less loved by 
he’s taking his life in his hands!”

Higgins smiled.

:\ /l •* i\ r
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Lifebuoy for the “ Counter-attack ”

All dBy long he’s been standing the attacks of 
dirt, dust, grime, germs and microbes. Now for 
the counter-attack. Lifebuoy to the front! Its 
rich, creamy lather for skin, shampoo and bath— 
or for socks, shirts, handkerchiefs, etc., makes 
short work of “ the enemy.”

same time and started homeward.

Him ?
While it is well to recall this prim 

“It’s all in a day's work with ! ordial truth to strengthen our con 
Father Fisher—and with every other I fldence and revive our hope, still we 
priest." 1 know that war is contrary to God’s

Chapman was silent all the way holiness and meekness, and that it is 
home. He was thinking profoundly, our duty as His children to use our 
and when he said “good night” it ! influence to give events a right 
was in an absent-minded way.

healthWherever we have the truth of 
Christ we have always the happy 
face, the light heart, the merry 
caper, the cheery and witty word. 
Could a land suffer more than Ire
land ? And yet because of the Faith, 
she has the smile as well as the 
tear, sometimes one making dancing 
prismatic lights on the other. Is 
there a spot on earth where there is 
more of revelry and song of the hap 
piest aud noblest kind ?-^holy as the 
figures David cut in ecstatic meas 
ure before the Ark—happy as the lark 
that sings high at heaven’s gate as if 
competing with the angels within. Is 
there a land under the sun that can 
give such a rousing cheer aud such a 
roaring laugh ? And why ? Be
cause the “ weep not ” of Christ has 
given His beloved disciple among the

orientation. Two principal ends are 
But in spite of the young man's proposed to our prayers for the pres- 

alarm, the priest came out of the eut month. In the first place, we 
visitation unscathed, as he had so are asked to think prayerfully of the 
many times before. The child in the millions qf Catholics whose souls are 
hospital recovered, too, so that the compromised, even endangered, in 
incident was not depressing by any the war ; and, in the second place, 
means. we are asked not to forget the inter-

Chapman ests of our Mother the Church, 
absented himself from the Higgins’ If we are true to her we shall be not 
home. Agnes and her father won- less affected by the dangers which 
dered if they had unwittingly offended threaten her than by the dangers 
him. which threaten individual souls.

is more than soap, finest*bf all soaps though it is.
Lifebuoy has splendid antiseptic 

k and germicidal power as well—its 
mission is to clean and purify.

Send your soldier a package of __ 
i Lifebuoy. He’ll appreciate it. Jl
' At all grocers
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^i»p-“You haven't quarreled with him* 
about religion, have you ?” asked 
Higgins.

“No,” replied Agnes, with open- 
eyed wonder; “1 followed your advice 
aud never touched on the subject— 
after the first time.”

Undoubtedly we may leave to God 
the care of His Church. Because of 
her intimate and sacred union with 
Christ, notwithstanding the decay 
and destruction of nations in the 
world’s history, she remained un
touched by the hand of time, and un-

At the end of six months Chap- dismayed amid the quarrels of men. 1 nations a big heart, a pure mind, a 
man appeared, bringing a great Therefore in the midst of the appal- hopeful temper.
bunch of roses to Agues. She was Bug cataclysm and world upheaval Christ's “ weep not ” still is force- 
glad to see him more so than she that is going on around us today, we ful. Its counsel heeded is shown in 
cared to confess. stand calm and confident in the faith the contented face of the nun, in the

Agnes, ' he said, and the sound of that the Church shall not fail. Her calm of hoary Catholic age as well as 
her Christian name from his lips foundations are set upon an immove- in the face of childhood rising from 
was very musical indeed. “I’ve able rock and she need not fear the prayer with eyes liquid in beauty 
some news which I think will please tempests. Nations rise and fall, but the waters of baptism, with mind 
yoj1*” the Church will go on till the end of reverential that has seen and felt its

^ What, for instance ?” time. She was of yesterday ; she is j God.
I've been received into the Cathu- today ; the future is hers. But his ' So, over the wide world, if we seek 

lie Church.” tory informs us that only too often for true joy, we will always find it
She grasped both his hands itnpul- her beneficent action in the world near the truth of that Master who 

sively. her eyes sparkling with joy. > has been hindered and lessened by gave the gentle word “ weep not.”
You've surprised and made me the ill-will of men and by their hos- On the contrary, if we hunt fictitious 

very happy indeed.” tile combinations. Without going pleasure, we will behold it in the
I thought I would, and now. I back to the centuries for striking votaries of a world that is far from 

want you to make me very happy.” examples, and to mention only events Christ.
How ?" in the nations now at war, events What fun is there in the hvpocriti-
By becoming my wife. Please say within the memory of most of us, we ■ cal talking-out-of-a-book manner of 

that you will.” have had the kultiirkampf and its one of society’s drawing rooms ?
He could scarcely hear the reply, ugly results in Germany : there are Mistrust of each other, falsehood in 

but he knew that it was the word he infidel laws still on the statute books speech, artificiality of manner, and a i 
had hoped would come from her dear of France and Italy ; we have seen straight-jacketed procedure moving 
lips. After some moments she the brutal efforts of Russian Ortho- in circles and squares mj^ke the mis- 
looked up shyly. doxy $o pervert the Uniates of Gal- , spent evening look like vice on dress-

John what sort of argument icia in recent years and even during parade, granted that immorality has
ever brought you into the Catholic the present war ; and have we not left enough dress to parade. How
Church ?” always before us the silent, passive, different from the gatherings of

He beamed on her if not very efficacious, opposition of devoted Catholics in Christian lands.
It wasn't argument at all— Protestant England to Catholicism ? The innocent raillery, the quips of 

although during my period of proba
tion I’ve satisfied my reason per
fectly— but action. I’ve watched 
Father Fisher in his work, day by 
day, and I am fully convinced Chat 
the Church which can produce men 
of that kind must be a divine insti
tution. And my only wonder now 
is that I’ve been blind to the truth 
so long.”—George Barton in the 
Magnificat.
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wit, the whole souled banter, the 
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■viiralda. Mary Johnston.
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of O. v. Schaching.
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Mannix.
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Che Young 
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Che Haldeman Children. Mary E. 
Mannix.
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The Church has had to suffer in 
those countries in the past ; she was . . ... .
actually undergoing persecution iu I !?eauty and ‘7® P°wer °f Chrlst'B 
some of them when the war broke He,ed lde b'e68ed word
out. Will the end of the present and lt expand a heart narrowed 
struggle see this spirit of opposition by u,gly c»r«. brighten a mind soured 
modified ? We doubt it very much. ! ™»yhap with misfortune, and make 
The prejudices of centuries; in the : beautiful a soul shut in from Christs j 
case of nations like England, 8U^8..m.e' . , . , . . 1
Germany and Russia, are not so ! Uell«10“ '? «wen to beget happi- 
easily buried, aud judging from re °es8' as well as to exalt and reline, 
cent developments, Maspnry has not ou” tbe obligation to show in our
lost its infamous strangle-hold on,, !vtla that’. whl e„we are ao“s7ous 
either France or Italy. In both bat earth is not Heayen and that we
those countries, even in recent 7" m u *1* \ T .® 1
months, baiting the august Hoad of 1 tbe world is considered, yet that we 
t h^e Church has been indulged in a enjoy and make merry in the thought

1 and feeling that earth is a stepping 
stone to a land of infinite and perfect â 
delights, where no eyes are red from 

! tears, no cares harass the heart, no 
misconceptions blind the mind, no 
sin disfigures the soul.—Catholic 
Columbian.
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The Captain of the Club. Valentine Wll-

The Countess of Gloaswood. Translated. 
Drops of Honey. Rev. A. M. Gruaei. 
Father de Lisle. Cecilia M. CaddelL 
The Feast 

Selected.
The Lamp7 of the Sanctuary 

Storks. Cardinal Wiseman.
The Little Laoe-Maker and Other Stories. 

Miss Taylor.
Lost Genoveffa. Cecilia M. Caddell.
The Little Follower of Jesus. Rev. A. M. 

Grussi.
The Miner’s Daughter. Cecilia M. Caddell. 
Nanette's Marriage Aimee Mazergue. 
Never Forgotten. Cecilia M. CaddelL 
One Hundred Tales for Children. Canon 

Christopher Von Schmid.
Orsmalks, An Indian Story. Translated. 
Our Dumb Pets — Tales of Birds and 

Animals. Selected
The Orphan of Moscow. Mrs. James Sadlier. 
Tie Prairie Boy. Rev. John Talbot Smith. 
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GENERAL INTENTION 
FOR FEBRÜARY

RECOMMENDED AND BLESSED 
BY HIS HOLINESS POPE 

BENEDICT XV.

way that shows little sympathy for 
him or for the cause he represents. 
How often has his fatherly intentions 
and his desire for peace been misin
terpreted aud his words miscon
strued. These incidents at least do

G Boot

Sara Train t ■
THE CHURCH IN THE PRESENT CRISIS Katharine Tynan

Clara MulboWhile war is raging in the most uot show a kindly spirit, 
civilized nations of Europe and re
newing horrors before which even only surmise. It would be rash and 
the invasions of the early barbarians reckless to forecast the changes that 
pale into insignificance, while men will occur, especially in Europe ; but 

falling like grain under the it> would be equally rash and reck- 
sickle, and blood is flowing in tor- less to hug the delusion that we 
ifents^ Catholics throughout tlie shall find in the next generation the 
world, instead of stoically contem- same state of things that we have 
plating the present spectacle in known in the past. There will be 
Europe, should take to heart the vast changes, and to deny this 
appeal which the Holy Father ad- ( proposition is to/deny the teachings 
dresses to them thip month. Placed j of history. We know, however, that 
as he is in a station where passionate if it be necessary God can work 
struggles and purely worldly ambi- i miracles to preserve His church, and 
tions can have no influence up him, He will do so if the occasion call for 
and having only the welfare of souls , them. Meanwhile we should do 
iu view, the Vicar of thé Prince of | share so that our Mother may 
Peace asks the whole world to unite out of the present struggle with 
with him' in a crusade of prayer ; augmented prestige. Judging from 
through the Sacred Heart to protect j reports from the scat of war,
His Church aud bring her out of the clergy are upholding their reputation 
present ordeal stronger and with | for heroic charity and self-sacrifice ; 
greater power for good than ever.

We cannot read the future : we can
BLESSED CANDLES and Panchita Mary E

No Catholic home should be with
out its blessed candle. The prayers 
of the Church have ascended to God 
that He would bless aud sanctify 
them for the service of men and for 
the good of their bodies and souls in 
all places.” Pious Catholics light 
them during thunderstorms that 
God, in consideration o^Christ, whom 
they represent, may deign to protect 
His servants. Let us light them 
whenever we are threatened with 
calamity and, if we do so in a spirit 
of faith, we will experience signal 

an proof of God's fatherly care for us. 
But, above all, let the holy candle 
burn by the bedside of the sick and 
dying, dispelling by its blessed light 
the shades of trouble and despair 
which the prince of darkness strives 
to cast around the Christian soul in 
the hour of its dissolution, and 
illumining the dark road through 
the valley of death to the mountain 
whose light is God.—True Voice.
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WHAT THE FIGHT WAS ABOUT and 
Other Stories. A Book about Real Live 
American Boys. By L. W. Reilly. 

PRINCE ARUMUGAM the Steadfast Indian 
rt. Bv A. v. B. A beautiful little 

story describing the obstacles w 
Brahman Prince was forced to ku 
in order to become a Christian.

CHILDREN OF MARY. A Tale of the 
Caucasus. By Rev. Joseph Spillmano, 9. J-

MARON The Christian Youth of the Leb
anon By A. v. B.

THE QUEEN’S NEPHEW By Rev Joseph 
Spillmann, 8 J. “This good little work, an 
historical narration from the early Japanese 
missions, is another contribution to juvenile 
literature that deserves a welcome. We 
hope it will be read by many of our boys 
and girla"

WRECKED AND SAVED. A story for 
boys by Mra Parsons.

THREE INDIAN TALES. Namameha and 
Watomilka, by Alex. Baumgartner, 9. J. 

Tahko, the Young Indian Miasic 
A. v. B. Father Rene's Last Journey, 

by Anton Hounder. S. J. Translated by 
Miss Helena Long.

THE SH1PWR ECK A story for the Young. 
Rev, Joseph Spillmann, S. J. Trans- 

eri from the German by Mary Richards

CHIQUITAN FESTIVAL OF CORPUS 
CHRIST I DAY A Tale of the Old Mis
sions ^ f South America. Bv Rev. Joseph 
Spillmann, S L Translated from the Ger
man by Mary Richards Gray.

CROSSES 
Spillmann. 8. J.
Richards Gray.

BLESSED ARE THE MERCIFUL. A 
Tale ot tfce Negro Uprising in Haiti. By 
Rev Joseph Spil manu, 9 J. Translated 
by Mary Richards Gray

THE TRIP TO NICARAGUA. A Tale of 
the Days of the Conouistadores. By Rev. 
Joe. Spii mann, 9. J. Translated by Mary 
Richards Gray

THE CABIN BOYS A Story for the Young. 
By Rev Joseph Spillmann, 9. J. Trans
lated bv Ma y Richards G ay.

LOVE YOUR ENEMIES. A Tale of the 
Mao> i Ins 
Re? Joeei

hich a 
rmountof Flowers and Other Stories.
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their activity in the trenches and at
Obviously, the shock of nations is ! hospital bases has brought words of 

having its repercussion on the relig- praise even from their enemies. The 
ions world. The peaceful operation efforts of the Holy Father to soften 
of the Catholic Church has been the sufferings of prisoners and his 
more or less hampered in those success in having many of them ex
countries whose populations, are en changed or sent home have also pro- 
gaged in setting the world aback, duced a soothing effect on the public 
There are millions of Catholics in mind. All these incidents, if small 
the opposing armies learning to hate in themselves, count in the aggre- 
one another and using every means g ite. They will have an influence 
which science has taught them to in after-war counsels which we hope 
show how practical their hatred can will help the cause we all have so 
be. Things have reached such a much at heart, 
pass in the world to-day that one 
humbly askk tliS. All -Highest, with 
the ancient Prophet : “ Why lookest
Thou upon those that do unjust 
things ? Why boldest Thou Thy 
peace when the wicked devoureth 
the man that is more just thau him 
self ?”

However, we should not forget 
that if, for reasons of His own, God 
permits the scourge of war, with all

By

Cecilia M.The PesrI 
Caddell.

The (queen’s Confession. Raoul de Navery. 
Rossi io. Translated by Sister of Mercy. 
The Rose of Venice. S. Christopher.
Seven of Us Marion J. Brunowe.
Sophie’s Troubles. Countess de Segur.

Rev. A. M.

By
lat

The ancients said that the sage, 
amid the silence of the night, could 
hear the music of the celestial 
spheres accompanying in space the 
harmonious laws of creation. Thus 
the heart of man, when its passions 
are silent, may hear iu the midst of 
the world the eternal voice of truth. 
Religion is a lyre suspended in 
heaven, which, agitated at one and 
the same time by the divine breath 
and by that of men, gives forth 
sounds sad as those of a suffering 
soul and joyous as those of an angel, 
but always superior to humanity.— 
Lacordaire.

Stories for Catholic Children.
Tales of Adventure. Selected.
The Two Cottages. 1 ady Georgiana Ful-
The Two Stowaways. Mary G. Bonesteel. 
Uriel. Sister M. Raphael.
Virtues and Defects of a Young Girl at 

Home and at School. Ella M McMahon. 
LAUGHTER AND TEARS by Marion J. 

Brunowe It should be added to all our 
libraries for the young.

IN THE TURKISH CAMP a 
Stories By Konrad Kuemmel.
German, by Mary Richards Gray.

BLUE LADY’S KNIGHT, THE. By Mary 
F. Nixon.

AND CROWNS, by Rev Joseph 
Translated by Mary

Y

E. J. Devine, S. J.

One may be insupportable even 
with virtue, talent and good conduct. 
Manners, which one neglects some
times as little things not worthy of 
notice, are just those very things 
from which men often decide our 
character.—La Bruyere.

nd Other 
From the

urrections in New Zealamd. By 
. h Spillmann, S. J

The Catholic Record, London. Ont.

tend to respect a man for hie hand the poor victim’s countenance 
bigotry ?” cleared and assumed an expression

“Because it’s honest bigotry,” he of tranquillity. They’saw the priest 
smiled. “ The fellow has the cour- reach into bis pocket and pull out a 
age of hie convictions. He would stole, which he slipped about hie 
be converted more easily than the neck. He bent his ear toward the 
chap who is indifferent, or the man victim, and his lips began to move, 
who says that one religion is as good Everybody realized that the poor 
as another. Also, he is quite differ- man was making his confession, 
ent from the professional bigot that The moments seemed like minutes 
is, the man who uses his bigotry as to the awe-stricken onlookers, 
a means of money-making. Presently the priest lifted his hand

She nodded her pretty head wisely. an(j made the sign of the cross over 
"I think I see what you mean. It the prostrate one. All understood 

makes me understand why you now that the last rights of the 
respect him. But isn't there some Church were being administered to
way of making him see the truth ?” .the dying man. Instantly all-

Higgins smiled at the enthusiasm regardless of religious belief — lifted 
of the girl. their hats and stood in reverent

There are many ways, but, as I've silence until the ceremony 
explained to you, controversy is the pleted. Chapman watched the scene 
least desirable. Itf just has to come like one fascinated. The poor fellow 
to him naturally ns the sense of lifted his head by a supreme effort, 
reason comes to a child. This may i and, looking affectionately at the 

know, my j priest, smiled contentedly. The

I

was com

y

take a long while, but you 
dear, the longest way round is, after I next moment he fell back dead.

i Father Fisher closed the eyes of the 
j corpse and crossed his arms reverent- 

beginning to think you’re a wise | iy, aQd then and only then began to
crawl out "from his dangerous posi
tion.

all, the shortest way home.”
“Dad,” she cried impulsively. “I’m

man.
He patted her on the head again.
“Don’t talk that way, or you’ll 

spoil me entirely.”
Chapman and Agnes met only at 

rare intervals after that, but on 
these rare occasions he did not harp 
on his hobby, aud she had nothing to 
say about religion. But ea^h of 
them felt keenly interested in the 
other. Her loyalty to her faith had 
impressed him and caused him to 
admire her, but without changing 
his views of Catholicism. Agnes, on 
her part, studied him carefully, and 
came to feel with her father that no i

Lawrence Higgins haéf moved 
closer to the burning car, and his 
lips were moving in grayer. The 
aperture through Which the priest 
had entered was framed with flames. 
Could he get through alive ? That 
was the question in every mind. 
He did, but his hair and eyebrows 
were singed and he was burned and 
bruised from the fire and the falling 
timbers. It was Higgins who gave 
him a helping hand and pulled him 
to a place of safety. Involuntarily 
the crowd burst into applause. 
But Father Fisher, if he heard, paid 

: no attention to the demonstration.
“Thank God, Larry," he said to his 

friend, “I got there in time.”
“I thought so, Father."

matter how mistaken he might be he 
had the virtue of honesty.

It was three months after the first dis
cussion between Chapman and Agues 
that the young man and Lawrence Hig
gins went on a business trip together.
They sat in the smoking car of the-| “Y'es," added the priest, as much to 
express train and discussed a num- himself as to the other, “the poor 
her of subjects in which they were fellow got what he prayed for all his 
mutually interested. life—a happy death."

Suddenly in the midst of their talk chapman could restrain himself no 
there came a dreadful crash, and in ioneer
the twinkling of an eye chaos | ”A bappy death 1" he ejaculated, 
reigned. Chapman found himself | “A ha deatu in that in£ern0 r 
sprawling in the aisle, and when he i Tbe priegt looked at the Bpeaker 
looked up he discovered Higgins curiOUsly
ja,nmed between two seats. It was ! »Yee- be Baid aim , .'that iB one
only a matter of a few moments to of the most conBoling aU the con
extricate him, and fortunately | solinR fi,ing8 about the Catholic 
neither of them was injured beyond church. It not only teaches men
a few scratches ami bruises The bow to live but it teacheB tbem how
air was tilled with dust and din ; t0 die ”
the car windows were broken, and Before anything more was said a 
they heard moans coming from a meBBenger appeared to summon the 
dl8„,“c®\ .. .„ . _ priest elsewhere. Others needed his

What is it ? asked Chapman as attenti0n and ministrations, 
soon as he was able to speak. for more tban ftn bour be worked

Wreck! that s plain enough, 
replied Higgins, “our car turned on 
its side.”

The young man glanced about him 
in a dazed way.

“I believe it has. But what are we 
going to do about it ?”

As he spoke he noticed a means of i 
escape by way of two
windows. They had to move care- Tbree d after tbe train wreck 
fully to avoid injury by glass and ; chapman called on Higgins at bis 
splinters, but eventually they 0jyce and Bald £o bjm ,n biB frank 
managed to clu^b out into the day- out spoken way : 
light. Passengers were running in ..rd like to meet Father Fisher, 
all directions, and help had already i Would you mind taking me around 
beeh summoned. > irst aid was being to 8ee bim Bome nigbt r 
given to the injured, many of whom , . . . „
were lying on the damp grass in v Certainly not, replied the red- 
various stages of consciousness. haired one, looking at his friend

Chapman and Higgins joined the cuJ1°usl>'- 
other volunteers in doing all they Chapman caught the look and said 
could for the afflicted ones. While wl*b ®°™e heh1, : . *.
thus engaged they came in contact j 0h- ,• ™ 8<>mg to talk religion
with a man wearing a Roman collar °IT?m\ • . • . . . _ .\
who seemed to be performing the , Higgins laughed in his loud, hWty,

| wholesome way.
“Sure, you don’t suppose Father 

Fisher would bother his head with

And

with amazing energy, giving spiritual 
help and consolation while the 

; doctors who had arrived were caring 
I for the physical needs of the victims.
! Wrecking crews came upon the 
scene, aud before noon of that day 
all signs of the catastrophe had been 

, removed, and the world went about 
broken | its business as usual.

labors of three persons at once.
“Well,.Father, Father!” exclaimed 

Higgins, extending his hand, “I 
never expected to see you here !”

“Larry, my boy,” retorted 
other, clasping the proffered palm in 
his own begrimed hand, “ I’m glad 
to be able to see you walking about 
on two sound limbs.”

Before there was a chance to say 
anything more, a woman came run
ning up to the priest, wringing her 
hands.

“Oh, Father, the first car is burn
ing, and there’s a man in the ruins 
calling for a priest !”

Without a word Father Fisher left

I talking religion to you, do you ? 
the H®’8 too busy a man to waste his 

time in that style.”
And somehow Chapman felt that 

Higgins was entirely candid in his 
statement. He had half hoped that 
there might be something controver
sial in their conversation, but he did 
not want to be placed in the position 

I of inviting it.
They found Father Fisher in his 

j study, clad in a threadbare black 
cassock, smoking a strong cigar and 
reading a book. He greeted them 
cordially.

“I’ve had a busy day, and I'm tak
ing it easy for the night.

“In that event,” suggested Chap
man, “you may have no desire for 
company."

The priest laughed.
“I’m glad to have you, and if you 

can stand me, I’m sure I won’t find 
any fault with you.”

them and hastened in the direction 
indicated. Instinctively, Chapman 
and Higgins followed. The first car, 
like the others, had been derailed 
and was on its side. The upper 
portion was in flames, and beneath 
the side next to the ground they 
could see the body of a stalwart man 
pinned down. The possibility of 
saving his life was remote. It would 
take heavy machinery to move the 
obstruction, and before that could 
be obtained he would die. The 
priest looked about for some way of , praise lie wished to give the priest, 
reaching the sufferer. The only the latter had taken the conversation 
opening was by way of a window 
from which the sash had been

The talk drifted from one subject 
to another. Chapman spoke of the 
wreck, but before he could finish the

in his own hands and turned it into 
a denunciation of the railroad com
pany for their failure to provide 
proper safeguards for their employees 
and for passengers.

“Maybe a few damage suits will 
wake them," he concluded, “for 
experience has shown that the pocket 
nerve is usually the most acute with 
a corporation.”

Chapman was surprised to discover 
how well-informed Father Fisher 
was concerning the affairs of the 
world. He expected him to he an 
authority in his sacred calling, but 
he wondered how he found the time 
to learn so much about the current 
affairs. He touched on m&uy topics 
and he illuminated and clarified 
every subjeqt he discussed. In the 
midst of their talk there was a call 
from the little office adjoining the 
study. The door between the rooms 
was not entirely closed as the priest 
went to answer the summons, and 
Chapman could not help but see and 
overhear. A young woman in black, 
with a shawl drawn around her head, 
was speaking :

wrenched and which was now 
smouldering as if ready to burst into 
flames. Father Fisher got down on 
his hands and knees and began to 
crawl through the aperture. A 
railroad official came along at this 
moment and ^grabbed him by the
arm.

“For God's sake 1” he cried, “don’t 
try to go in there. You can’t Tos- 
siidy do him any good, and you’re 
risking your own life.”

The priest halted for a moment 
and looked at the other with perfect 
calmness.

“No earthly good,” he said quietly, 
“but thete's something else.”

Before àny one could interfere he 
lmd gone all the way in and was by 
the side of the stricken man. Those 
on the outside witnessed a remark
able transformation. They saw the 
face of the man who was pinned 
beneath the weight ot the debris. It 
had been distorted with pain, but 
the moment Father Fisher took his
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