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'Tine air is full of farewells to the
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i ‘g_lymg.

—Longfellow.

"New Year's eve in the old town of

- Fdinburgh, and old Angus Ferguson

K Jay dying., Dying, amid the din of
revelry, of drunken cries, of clanging
" bells; dying with the old year. The
-priest had been summoned, f{or the
old man was resolved to pass — f
©God pleased—to the Great Assize, as
his Catholic forbears had done, ‘‘for-
tified +with the rites of the Holy
Church.”” Mcanwhile, there was one
last farewell to take of his son Don-
ald.

*Laddie,”” he said, faintly, breath-
ing with difficulty, for the end was
very mnear, ‘“‘my ain laddie, kiss your
father farewell, for I maun be ganging
sune.”’

The young man bent over the hed
and kissed the damp, pallid forehead,
reverently and tenderly, but could

. find no words to say.

“I,isten,”” said the old man, still in
the same labored whisper, ‘‘when ye
hae seen me Jaid to rist. ye'll gang to
my brither James, in Lunnon.”

“Yr're brither?’’ Donald exclaimed,
in astonishment. “I didna ken Yye

Jhad a brither,”’
“iod kens I wadna judge him,” re-
turned the father, ‘“'but he grew

shamed, in yon vast city, first o’ his
faith and then o’ his Scot's kindred,
and, sae, I aye deemed it better Yo
suldna ken I had a brither; but noo,”’
he continted, ‘‘noo, that I canna
bide wi ye, my laddie, ye maun ¢’en
gang to bhim. He wanna close his

heart against his dead brither’s
bairn. Death mends a’.But oh! my
- ain laddie,’” he added earnestly, ‘‘din-

grow ashamed of your faith
dinna for-

na ye
nor of your Scotch birth;
get your faither and mither, and they
winna forget you.'’

“*God kens
wer; it seemed 1{o satisfy the
" man. Donald meant it, then.
could he answer otherwise than sin-
cerely in the presence of death?

I winna,” was the rn-
dying
ITow

There +was s sound of footsieps,
coming up the lodging-house stairs, a
knock at the door, and the priest
entered, bearing the Bread of Tife to
the Dilgrim about (o rset out
on that strange, derk journey we
must all make some day. Donald
kneltl, reverently, for n moment, then
left the room while his father  nade
his last confession. Presently the
priest opeued the door and signed
him to enter.

11 was over, at last, and as Donald
gazed at the dead face, on which
rested the peace **which passeth all
understanding,” he knelt, seeking to
give utterance to the grief that scem-
ed {oo great for cudurance. Then, as
by an irresistible impulse. the words
rurst from him, ‘‘TFaither! Mither!
pray for your bairn!”’ Was it that he
felt himself unworthy to ask other in-
tercession? If so, would not the dear
ones +who had, surely, entered into
rest—so, at least, he felt convinced——
plead for him to God and to His
Blessed Mother?

That was how Donald Ferguson be-
gon his New Year, by the bedside of
his dend father, vowing never to for-
get him, never to forget his faith,
never to be ashamnied of his Scotch
birth. Ashamed? How could he be?
Had not both father and mother liv-
ed and died loyal to the faith and
to Scotland? In the great new world
of London, to which, as his dying
father had bidden him, he must jour-
ney. when his dear one had been laid
to rest, what iemptations could pos-
sibly shake his loyalty? That he was
sincere who can doubt? But he was
over confident of his own strength,
too sure that he could resist where
others had failed.

»Aft:er the funeral, the priest asked
him, kindly, what he meant to do.

“‘My faither bade me go to his brith-

er Jumes, in London,’’ answered Don- !

‘ald, forgetting that his father, his
thoughts full of his approaching end,
. had omitted to saywhere in the great !
city his brother was to be found.
“His brother James,"” returned the
priest, in surprise, ‘‘not, surely,
 James Ferguson, the atheist lecturer
and bookseller?” ‘
_ “'God kens,” said Donald, sadly,
" “‘he just bade me sesk his brither
" James. doot,’” he continued
* thoughtfully, "it maun be the man ye
* say, father.”
N ."‘What makes you think so?"
‘'Because ‘my faither never tauld me
‘?ne had a bnther till just—"his voice
sroke. with. e’ sob he could. not res
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his faith and o' his Scot's kindred. I
doot, it maun be he.”

I am afraid,” the priest spoke
sadly. How +was a lad of nineteen,
but, lately come with his father from
his Highland glen, to stand against
James Ferguson, the atheist? And
yet, what was to be done? The lad
must, of course, do what his dying
father had bidden him. Who could
tell what God might bring out of it?
“God help you,” he said earnestly;
“our Lady pray for you.'

1a ther and mither will,”" re-
turned Donald quietly. The priest
was struck by the expression. “Do
you doubt that our Lady will?”" he
asked, and waited anxiously for the
answer. .

“Noot? Na, I dinna doot,” * re-
plied Donald; but I doot I'm no wor-
thy she suld think of me,’” he said,
sadly. .

“Is there anything''— began
priest, but Donald interrupted him,
respectfully, though hastily, with,
“Muckle, father, muckle; but I canna
expluin noo. Maybe,”” he added, still
in the same sad tone, *'I'll tell you
ane day; pray you for me,''the young
man added pleadingly; ‘I ken well I
need your prayers.”’

*That will 1,*”’ said the priest, ear-
Then they shook hands and

the

nestly.
parted.

—aa

“And so you are my nephew?’’ The
voice was cold, like eyes and fuce,
but not altogether unkindlyf Donald
laoked at the fuce that was B
like his father’'s, yet so unlike—why,
he found out after awhile, though in
the truth the rcason was not hard to
guess, Tt was the soul of each man
that left its impress on his fuace;
whitt wonder there should be such
difference? )

I cunnot deny my Kindred,'' Jumes

Terruson  continued, “'so I bid you
weleome,  Janet!”  he called, ‘‘come
here.”’

“Yoes, father!” a sweet voice, as

Donald c¢ould not help thinking;
sweeler faece, as the giri entered the
TOoenn.

a

“Janet,” said the bhookseller, ‘‘this
is your Cousin Donald,” The cold
voice prew  soft as he spoke to  the
girl he loved so dearly.

“Weleome, Cousin Donald,”” eaid
Janet, holding out her hand and

smiling in the cousinly fashion.

Donald took the liitle, slim
that was held out {o him. This was
a weleome worth having indeed.

Atheist as he was, the old hooksell-
er could not, as he said 1o himself,
deny his kindred. Moreover, as
hail no son his nephew's coming was,
in truth, rather a relief to him. Here
wias a young mamn who, it  properly
trained—that is, in accordance with
his {(James Ferguson’s) ideas —could
succeed to the Dbusiness. It would
be no wrong to his step daughter
Janet that his own kith and kin
should succeed him. TNesides they
would marry; that was the destiny
all true men and womnen were bhound
to fulfil in his estimation, 13ut the
young man must be trained first.

It proved an easier task tlL.un James
Ferguson had expected. There were
no open attack’s on the young man's
faith; the old bookseller was too
wise for that. He gave his nephew a
free run of his library and left the
. rest, as he would have expressed it,
“to time and reason.”

The very atmosphere of the house
and shop wwag, in fact, deadly {o
faith, especially to faith which, al-
ready weakened by secret sins, by ne-
glect of the sacraments, had, in great

measure, lost its hold on TDonald's
heart and life. The end came all ton

soon, First he ceased to go to mass,
then, uninvited, went to hear his un-
. cle lecture.

But with the death of his faith —
a8 it seemed to him to be—came. a
lesson he could never have expected.
“*Cousin Donald,”” said Janet, grave-
i 1y, after supper that Sunday evening
on which he had been to the Free
i Thought Hall to hear his uncle spenk,
; I was sorry t0 see you at the hall
' this afternoon.”
| ‘‘Sorry!” exclaimed Donald, in ut-

ter agtonishment; ‘‘why?"’

“You are a. Catholic, are you not?”
- enquired Janet in return.
“I wag,”’ he said, indifferently, ‘al-

hand

he

: of which he felt ashamed.

“You were, then,”” she rejoiced
gravely, ‘‘and you are now? "y—

‘“A free-thir%ker, like your father,”
he said, with evident self-satisfaction,

Janet was silent for several ino-
ments, Then, all at once: ‘‘Cousin
Dona.ld ' ghe said,

quhart. where you used to live?

“Often,”’ he said, wondering svhut
her meaning could be. - :

u

“‘out. of the mist, u.nd ‘col
w-(‘p_l.!

tinued,.

L to?w warm lighfed 100 Jnin.

0 1 a3,

ge’ psesence pf those who yog**lovr!d’?"f““
b {vagain

| er observed in her ‘before.’

most as if he were confessing u folly

“were you ever
lost m mist on the hilis of Glen Tr-

. “*And ‘did you ever pess,’;she icon-| 4
‘,attendanc" at the_Free Thoyght HallA

wmg more” than ever:
‘quest.ions meant. LT T
~ #'One more question, *% she said,
with a gentle persistence he had nev-
“'Did you
aver pass from such a warm, lighted
room, from the presence of those you

love, into the mist and cold of the
hillside?” ’
#QOften,”” replied Donald for the

third time. ‘“Why do you ask?" he
added, unable to restrain his curiosi-
ty any longer.

«Because that is what you have
done now,’’ returned Janet, almost
sadly.

+What do you mean?’ he asked al-
most sharply. ‘““What could ‘she
mean?’’ he wondered.

«+As a Catholic,”” she rejoined, still
Speu.king with a quiet gravity that
was new to him, “you believed in
hepven, in God, in the saints? Re-
Jieved that you =would meet -your
deat ones, after the dark and cold
ot death?””

«Some foolishness of that sort,’’ he
said, with a scornful indifference that
hurt her, which gentle as she wasi
she found it hard to forgive. ‘“‘Yes,

and then?”’
«You have passed out of the light

and warmth of home,”’ she answered,
+jpto the mist and cold.”

«And you?"’ the retort was almost
involuntary, but it evidently pained
her.

«fJ never had any home to go to,”
she replied, with inexpressible snad-
“I have lived in the mist and
the utter emptiness, all my

nesH
cold:

life.”’
«f.et me live there with you, Jan-

et,” he said, with a lightness that
shocked her. I shall he quite con-
tent to do so, for I love you dearly.”

«po you?’ she answered, still sad-

ly.
«y¥ou know I do.” he rejoined,
spepking more earnestly. Can jou

not love me in return?’ he added
pleadingly.
«ylow can T, seceing that I cannot

" said Janet, more gravely

trust you’

thav cever.

<yWhy not?”"  demanded Donald, in

sllrl,riso."

«ffow ean I trust
loynl?“ she returned and Donald,
spite of hiingelf, understood what her
l,[.p.\ch meant, and said nothing.
cperhaps,”’ added J:uut as she rose
gave the room, “perhaps . .. who

1.y find the home that you

one who is not
in

re

to 1

have left.”
Anid Donald  could not answer her.
rpe weeks lengthened into months,
ang the months into vears. and Don-

ald'g training, so  his uncle thought,

vl i not o guite complete.

he  Young man had proved an apt
annl experience were  the

only teachers he needed now. Mean-
wh;lﬁ the businegss  prospered, and
Donald was taken  into formal purt-
nershil* Tle was to be paid the
fuil  price for his  soul—such as it

Sivky,

T1e had begun to leclure at the Free
Thoutht Thall, with all the aerid fer-
of an apostate, to win over— a
worthy conquest  truly!—the callow
shop boys,und self-conscious lawyer’s
clerk¢ who thought it wmanly to
eghake off the tramunels of efiete sup-
erstipion.” Donald in fuct, spoke o
very candidly concerning “the pow-
ers tpat be,”” that the said powers,
indifierent to his attacks on all
thing? sacred—so long as he did not
assajl them—threatened to persecute
him for seditious speaking. It was a
yrdom he would have gloried in;
gncle, however counselled prud-

and Donald was constrained to
If what he said was true,
why ot soy it, in spite of any con-
sequeces that might follow? That
was the question he put to his uncle.

..Bccausc,“ the old man answered,
“you must leach people truth, by de-
grees, &8 the priests teach their false
creedgr bit by bit.

1t wos the first allusion Domld had
ever heard him make to the faith they
had both denied, and he -wondered
why pe should have made it now. His
uncle fias accepted his first attendance
at the Free Thought Hall, and then
his offer to lecture, as a matter of
courgg: Wwas it some lingering mem-
ory of his dead brother that had
kept ¢he old  man from openly at-
tempting his nephew’s ‘‘conversion?’’
Who can say?

«1 guppose £0.'" Donald was burn-
ing foy martyrdom; possibly because
he wished to. convince Janet of his
sincerjty. Janet, to her father’'s sur-
prise pad censed to attend the Free
Thought Hall from the day that Don-
ald first began to lecture there. Her
father could mot understand it, but,
from o reluctance which he, himself,
“fuiled t© undersiand, he refrainedirom
questlamng her. Consistent, even in
his atpeism, he reasoned that adher-
ence t¢ truth or to error was a mat-
ter of free choice; a liberty not to be
red with by any one.

vor

mart
his

ence,
submijt-

tampe

he- carad to think’ a.bout 1t have found

o clue to: .Ta.uet, s cessation from . her:

. Donal, who had missed his "Irm-'
tatlon +* out.of his' room m1ght had

B R \_‘..w‘v,

Y, co.use for. reﬂectiou ‘had be ‘been), m 2
hnd he’ watched.
that‘

mood for domg s0;
her‘ he might hove dlSCO\ ered
she was, already, gropmg her = weay
tln‘uugh the mist a.nd cold, towards
the home of which she bhad spoken

mass every morning., It ‘w'a.'s'a.n evi-
dence of -the thoroughness and earn-
estness of her character that she

should have begun there; she ‘knew
that Caetholics went t0 mass; she
would go, too; . perhaps she would

come to understand it some day.
Then she began to read the ‘“‘Imit.-
tion’® which she found in Donald's
room, covered with dust; the “‘Imi-
tation,” and then the Missal. And,
in the Missal, she, being a good Lat-
in scholar read, chiefly, three things,
the ‘'Stabat Mater,” the ‘‘Lauda
Sion, Salvatorem,’”’ and the ‘‘Dies Ir-
ae.”” Mhe first spoke of a mother's
love such us she had not known since
she wus a little child; of love and
sorrow such as she could dimly real-
ize; of home ties such as—she felt
sadly—Donald had broiven =o lightly.
The wonderful reasoning of the —~Lau-
da Sion’’ appealed to her intellect;
if Christ 1were indeed God, surely,
she thought this must be true. The
‘‘Dies Trae,’”” with its pleadings for
merty; for those who had passed—
iuto nothingness, as she had been
taught?. surely mnot!—spoke to her
once more of the wurm, lighted home
wihere dear ones dwelt; beyond the
dread Throne of Judgment; the home
which Donald had left. She was in
good faith, even in her atheism:—

“God, by a way they have not
known,

‘“‘oShall lead His own.”

God was leading her to the home
she longed for; leading her by the
way that He had chosen.

It was a short way; such as she
did not take long to find in passing
from the mist of doubt into the clear
light of the City of God. The priest
to whom she presented herself for in-
struction soon realized that this was,
indeed, one of God's chosen, *‘a child
of God and of Mary.” She had, as
he learned, mneve: been bapdized; in
due course he adminjstered that holy
rite, and Janet, whose thoughts had
definitely turned in this direc-
tion by the shock of honald’s apos-
tasy, crossed—with ~what joy who
can tell?—the threshold of that ITonme
that he bad left so lightly.

One morning as she returned from
mass and wis  pass.ng her stepinth-
er’s door, she heard, as she thought,

heen

a  low moan  Irom  within  the
room. HNeceiving no answer 1o her
knock, she catered  hastile, to  find
him lying in o sirangely coutorted
position, half in and hali out of the
bed. Her gquick mind grasped the

trulh in o moment—he was paralyz-
ed.

The doctor, on  arriving, confirwed
her fears. lle told her more-—that
James Ierguson could live, at most,
a few days, would prrobably never re-

cover consciousness, Then it was
that, in all the fervor of her new
found faith, she kneeled by the bed-
side of him who had indeed, been a

futher to her, and vowed to give her
whole life to the service of Chri-t's
poor, if he would only grant her
dear one the grace of a Christian
death. Mother of God!'’ she prayed,
My Mother! plead fur him, and
plead for me.”’ Then went and con-
sulted her friend, the priest who had
received her.

How many masses, how many
prayers, were offered for the conver-
sion of Jumes Ferguson, the atheist.
He only knows to whom they were
addressed. Two days had passed,
but the sick man had not recovered
consciousness, and the doctor said
ne might die at any moment.

Then, all at once. James Ferguson
opened his eyes, and sesing Janet,
strove Lo speak, but could not.
There was a look in his face as of
one who yearns for somcthing: Janet
wondered what it could fe.

Was it an inspiration? She always
felt that it was, hers heing that
faith “as  of a  little child,”
which we all nead, which so few of us
attain {o. She never reasoned it out;
she simply held up her crucifix.

The longing in the sick man’s eyes
grew more intense, but a smile stole
about the 1lips that could not utter
nor articulate sound, But he held
out the one hand that was not whol-
Iy paralyzed and clasped the crucifix
which Janct placed there.

‘A priest?”’ she asked,
breathless with emotion.

Her father's eyes sought the cruci-

almost

fix and then her face, She left the
room for a moment, and ran to find
the servant. ““‘Mary,”” she said hur-

riedly, ‘“do you know where Father
Thompson liveg?'’

The girl stared at her
ment. ‘“Yes, miss,’”’
say, ‘‘why?"”’ .
.*‘Never mind why,"”’ was the answer

in amaze-

‘““go and got h1m as qI.I]Ck]y as you )

-

can,’ i
A "ather Thompson came at oOnce,

and Janet expla.ined what had - oc-

curred AT A

""I understa.nd . he .‘sa.id,, »e.nd en-'

7“ O

t.ere the, slck room.

she managed to

AT R

N rIn [ htt]e whule&he 'camenout .3
“L* thoughb you’
‘S'ud he could not speak?’’ he Sﬂ.ld

wt'ﬂv"t bty

e, ur o
h"“a, ORI iy

bockoned to he :

and’there was awe in his voice. - P

“‘Can he?" ‘she: éxclaimed, “yet al-

" |'most as one who hears news that she
Janet, in fact, had begun,to go‘ to

has e\cpected You see, she ha.d rea.l
‘faith. . .
“*He has made his confessxon,
the quiet answer, -
vou farewe'l.”’ .
Janet entered the room, but the
lips that had framed that last confes-
sion were silent, this time, forever.

Twas '’

With the crucifix in his hand, With a

1 no fit

smile of pe:ce unalterable on his
fuce, James Ferguson had passed to
the judgment of Him whom he had
owned at last, and Janet thought of
the words:--

Tu latronem recepisti
Mihi (unoque spem dedisti.

A miracle? Yes, if you will; but it
“The prayer of faith
%2 That is just it;

is not written:
shall save the sick
the “‘prayer of faith.”’

This, then, was what Donald Fer-
guson had gained in exchange for his
soul. HMe was his uncle’s heir, as
next of kin; James Ferguson tdking
it for granted thut Donald and Janet
would marryi had made a new will,
leaving his business and the bulk of
his saving to his ‘nephew. Janet,
who had a small income, inherited
from her mother, would, so he reas-
oned, share his property as Donald's
wife.

Tiut Janet had, as Donald phrased
it, lapsed into superstition and was
mate for a prominent Frece
Thought leader. Of hisuncle’s death-
bed repentance he affected to make
light, but he had honor enough— if
it can be called honor—to ask Janet
formally, but coldly, to te his wife.
It was his duty, and he did it as
sucl.

I cannot marry you,”” she answer-
ed quietly. She might have loved him
he might have loved

had heard her vow,

as, she knew,
her. But God
and she must keep t.

*‘No?’ he returned; his prxde made
him speak far more differently than
he felt. IHe, too, Lknew that they
might have loved each other, but for
as he chose

his ‘‘enfranchisewmnent,””

to tertn it.

""No,” she replied, still very quick-
ty. I ain going to be a Sister of

Charity.”’

“As you please;” it was all that he
would  say; and she left him, sadly,
knowing that she would sce his [ace
no more.

3uL the prive  he had paid for his
“entranchisement’” did not deter him
from remainirg free; it only
him proctaim his “freedom,’” more em.
io the callow apprentices
who thronged

made

phaticalls,

and  lawyer's clerks,

the hall to his lectures, which grew
more  Pblasphemous from  week Lo
wecek,

They reached a climax at last. e
intention of lec-
superstition;’’

had  announeed his
turing on “Christian
the announcement by God's provi-
dence—which  men called  chance —
reached the ears of a Sister of Chari-
ty, once hnown as Junet IRobinson,
the step-daughter of James Ferguson
the atheist. A youth who had heard
Donald’s announcement was run over
in the street the next day and was
Luken to a hospital in charge of the
Sisters of Charity. He called himself
a Free Thinker, but owned that he
haa been a Catholic. Janet was told
to take care of him.

“You .are a Catholic?’’
gently, after dressing hs hurts.

I was,” he answered, sullenly,
“but I am a Fiee Thinker now.”
This proudly, as if well satisfied with
himself.

“S0 was I," she rejoined, still
speaking gently, “but I am & Catholic
now.”’

‘“‘Were you?” He seemed surprised;
then, &s by associntion of ideas, ‘‘so
was our leader.'’

““Who is he?'’ she asled, knowing,
yet fearing, the answer.

“Donald Ferguson,’” he replied; “he
is to lecture on ‘Christian Supersti-
tion’ next Sunday.I wish I could
hear him!'> He recally seemed to con-
sider it o hardship thet he could not.
But, next day, hearing that he could
not recover he changed his mind. His
Free Thought was not of the kind
that fuces death.

“So do I,” she said gravely, which
appeared to surprise him, coming
from a Sister of Charity.

Then she spoke, firgt.to her superi-
oress, afterwards, with her permiss-
jon to the chaplain, no other than
Father Thompson. The priest lisien-
ed; then promised, readily, to ‘do as
she asked him.

she said

‘and’ wxshe; to bid*

The I'ree Thought 'Hall was crowﬂ--

ed the following Sunday, to hear
Donald Ferguson 8 lecture on "(,hriq-
tian Superstition.” What the. leci.ure
was, like, may, be ia.ncled but can
ha.rdly be described; such blasphem-
ies are passed over in sﬂence. :
Outside 'the ha.ll he . wa.s
by one- :whom.,l he coulcl nevo

: drea,med

NN

—a. Ca.tho]io prjest? o

,accosted'

lwas 71e e P
pEY t
‘Certam‘ly.”“ wa.s DonaJd g a.nswer .

.'_‘;. S .»":‘wﬁ'f‘b;"i"l‘"?" kS """“‘,‘I'."‘t‘ B
"utes?" Asmd Father. ‘Ihompson for ]t .

.4-:
- -‘r|.\.qd‘

gle\'n polxtely enough if . not exact-
Iy cordlally "Won t you step inside

‘vas b1dden. Once mSLde, ‘he sadd,

‘Christian Superstition,’
“Yes,”” almost’ curtly,

Donald felt like resentmg' the other's
“*interference.””  Then remembered,

I believe?r

a philosopher to- lose his temper,

‘*This was your mother’s crucifix
returned Father !
it up for Donald to look at, ““was he,
relerence for it ‘superstition’?”’

Donald gazed at the crucifix, like ,
man in a dream. Then, inveluntarily
—~in spite of himself, as it seemed to
him—remrombered: how he had 1akep,
it from his dead father’s hand; ' b,
his father had taken it from the ¢l
fingers of his wife, Donald’s maipwy,
He Donald, had kissad it, with teuy
in his eyes, by thé deatlbed of ¢y
of his dear ones; had vowed nevor 1o
forget them. Had they forgotien
him? Had He whose Ima<e it was»
Was it his mother that held it oue 1., .
him. “Superstition?”’ How couli }.
dare to say it? For answer he flune
himself on his knees belore the sun-.-;t
symbol, and, in the Scot’s
which he had discarded, alons .1y,
his faith, cried out, with a burst of
tears: “‘Faither! Mither! I canni! j
cannat®’

Then, after a while, Father Thomn.
son heard his confession,
him back his crucifix.

““Thank God and our Lady, sister."

LONS s,

nnd gise

he said to Janet, on his return tu
her, ‘‘your prayer has been answece-
ed."

*Say, rather, the prayers of Lis
father and mother,”” she :oturned
hwnbly, ‘‘what could mine avail if

they had forgotten him?”’

And Fatber Thompson, thinkinge of
the prayer ol Monica, knew that che
was right.

The Free Thought Hall was crowii-
ed again on the following Sunday,
for Donald announced that he wouit

lecture on *‘Christian ldolatry.” lfe
came on te  tne platiorm, pale hat
collected., He might not l:ae it
without suflering bodily injury. 1€

50, let God's will Le done.

‘ Friends,’’ he began, quicely,
going Lo say somelhing you may ol
approve of. Will you give me a fair
hearing?’’
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“Yes, yes,”” cawme from vurjous
parts of the hall. The -cailow  ap-
prentices, the “enlighteaed™ Luwyers’
clerks, the socialistic artisins, loocec
at  each other in  surpri:e. Whit
could he have to say?”’

‘Then Donald, remembering Jooa’s
parable, told them how, as a bny, be

had been tost in the nust on the inll-
side; how, after long, almust

less wundering, he had found
house at last; hdd passed from
mist and cold and loueliness, into the
warm lighted room, iuto the preseae
of those he loved. ‘‘What would yui
have thought of me,’”” he asked, i 1
had passed, of my own frec choice.
out into the mist and cold agnin?”’

“That you were a fool!” said
sharp voice, at which there wus
laugh, instantly hushed aguin,
ever.

“That what you and T have done,
though,’” Donald continued, speaking
with an carnestness that was new 10
his henrers. He spoke of the Inith of
Christians, of Catholics, of God, vur
Lady, of the saints; of our dear caes
who wvere gone home; of heaven—of
the emptiness, the loneliness of unle-
lief. They gave him a fair hearing;
they could not help themselves. He
spoke like aone inspired. ‘I was 10
speak on ‘‘Christian Idolatry,” he
anid, at last; ‘‘this crucifix,’’—hold-
ing it up—''my father iook it from
my deand mother's hand, and I {rom
his. Dare any of you'—his voice
rang like a chal,enge io battle—*‘call
this idolatry?’’ and, as he spoke, he
bent on his knees, reverently, and
kissed the crucifix before them all.

nesjre-
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There was a storm of cries, of cheers
of hisses. Then a big burly German,
once a Lutheran, pushed his  way
through the crowd, on to the plat-
form. Donald wondered what was
coming. ‘‘Boys,’’ said thc man, “he
has courage. Let him be swhat he
+will, three cheers for the man that
dares speak his convictions!” Ther
the cheers drowned the hisses, and,.
presently, the audience dispersed, to
ihink of what had occurred according
to the bent of each mdxvxdua.l Don-
ald ha.d ‘‘wvitnessed a good ‘confess~
ion.’

The Free Thought. Hall js now 2
Catholic Club; many of Donald’s hear-
ers belong tn it; many come here to
listen. to ‘lectures- on the ewdences of
Catholie’ Christm.mty. TR

ior his, ‘soul? What, if ‘it be’ t the

' pra.vers of those Wh,o love:l

the hall, it is empty now,"’ he added, .
Fa.ther Thompson foIlowed as he

guietly: “You hme been lecturmg on -

this time -
just in time, that.it does not tecoma .

Thompson, holdiug -

{'What shigll\a inan give.in. e:;change ;




