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place from one whe newds it.”’—'* Neither a-e you poor
and with no one to lahe care of you !'" cried the
daughter, ** For if you will only allow me, mother,
I will spend the rest of my days in ministering to
you. There may be some woman who has no repeni-
ant daughter to care for her, whose place you are
taking.*’

¢ And - then poor Mother ~ Morton hroke down and
sobbed like a child. She hed grown atbached to the
Sisters and the Idome, and the thought -of leaving was
pitter. Bui love of her clhild and her sense of jusiice
trjumphe’; awmd, after a little talk with her, T got
her consent t{o allow  me to write 1o her grand-
daughter, By the next train after receiving my Iletter,
came the granddaughter and her Luskanl; and such a

scene this liltle office pever wilnessed as on thal
morning. I do nob-¥how which the youmg wife was
more glad to see, her mrother ot lier grandmother.
They left that  aflerncon ; WLut before 1hey did so,

“wife and husband went down lo the city and ondered
a big treat for the oid people. It is to take place
lo-morrow,and now you know the meaning of all those
boxes and packages! .
‘But Gol was very geod 1o Mother
daughter,’ finished Sisier Pauliné; nodding her head
wisely. ‘Ii isn't always we have a chance o make
alopement to the loved one this side of the grave.'—
¢ Ave Maria,’

Morton’s

A GOOD SEED DROPPED WHILE TRAVELLING

et

. 1t was a long journey, ihis trip from Chicago to
Pittshurg, and although 1 was comforiably fixed in my
Pullman, with
would have preferred a be Uh anmi a mnlght journey,
when 1 could have slept all the way and wakenedl at
my d)estm»a:uon,. The fales were againsl me, and I
made a virtue of necessity. The train had staried,
and, after the firsi guarter of an hour, had got imto
the fixed, rapid swing of the Limited, and I looked
aimlessly owl of ihe window at the fiying landscape
and began a {rain of thought. Sitting close to the
windaw, I had fesiened a  silk harjdlkerchief lightly
around my neck, which entirely concealed my Roman
collar.  Looking up_after a few minutes, I met the-
eyes of a gentlemgn of about thirty-five, who occupied
the chiir ¥n fromt of mine. Ile bowed, and 1 re-
turned the salutation. - :

‘A long journsy hefore us, sir,’ he said, ' The
first stop of the train is in Pittsburg, 1 believe.'

‘¢ Ch, no,” I answered; °* there is a stop or two
before that, But it is a long journey even to that
point, which is my deslination.’ ’

t

I am going straight on to New York, where I
take the “‘Egruria’ for Liverpool. I am a merchant,
travelling in the interests of X— and Co. I am a
member of ihe firm. My wife and children await me
in New York.’

¢I trust the journmey am! the voyage will be favor-
able. We bear of so many accidents of late.’

* Thank you. I hope our party will have none.

Then there was a pause. ' Suppose we play a game
of cards to pass the time.’ .

*1 am’ sorry to say uo, but I never played a gawe
of cards in my life.

Heo looked at me in surprise. -

¢ Well, well, that is unuswal. I am fond ofy the

game. Suppose I show you some tricks at ca'ds,
simple tricks, of course, but amusing emowgh to while
away the time.’ )

1 will pe -delighted,’ 1 said. ‘I enloy t1hese

things very neach; although I am not conversant with
them.. In fact, I have nevér had the time.’ .

He called the porter by a touch of the -electric
bell, and he soon had a portable table bhelween us.
Between the really amusing tricks- and clever conversa-
tion an hour or two slipped by wmost pleasantly. Fin--
ally the table was removed and, furning our chairs to-
gether, we began Lo talk more confidentialiy.

*You are an observing man,’ he said to me, ‘g
student and a thinker; I like 1o talk to you. 1 also
have read a grext deal, There is only one thing that

puzzles- me, so to speak ; one thing I cannot swallow
nor ,dlg\est, and 1hat Is the doctrine of Roman Catlh-
olics.

*Do vou know much about it ??

* Hardly a thing, except the (raditions of
childhoot, which have grown with my growth,
childhood seldom plavs us false.’

‘1 don’t agree with you in that, my friend. Anvhow,

I am a Catholio—a Roman Catholic as vou eall it.’

He gave 3 start and lopked squarely at me, I was

smiling.
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“You a Roman Catholic? I would never have
thought so. I really beg your pardon.”

“And why would Yyou mever have thought so?'’

¢ Well, because an intleltigent man like you does not
seern: o biplong to  that priest-riddon sect.! *

‘But T am also a priest!? .

He fairly stared at me. I was amused, for with
all his asssmption of extensive rcading he evidently bad
never ‘heen in such company belore. o

‘I beg o ihousand pardens ! A priest ! Who would
have helieved it ? A priest! I am glad it isn’t one
of those dehfied monks that figure so largely in the
Dark Ages,’ he murmurcd. -

*Bul, I am alsg a monk; that is, 4 member of a
religious Order, tiravelling from one monastery o an-
other on business,

He wheeled his chair around, then back again, his
face hetokening a profoumd amacement.

v A priesl, g monk, and—a gentleman !’ .

“i hope-so,’ I said. ‘And now, my friend; with

out the slightes( feeling of acrimony, let me tell you
gometling. You have gone through lifo and have. read,
you say, a great deal. It may be so, ‘but it is my
iurn to be amazed that a gentleman of  your intelli-
gence shoukd have been- satisfied with sueh a one-sided
opinion of us as Yyou seem lo have. You have, pardom
me, been unjust and narrow in your prejudices; you
have ot looked at the *' other side.” You say Yyou
kpnow hardly anything of ihe Catholic fnith, you never
met a priest, and you consider monks a product "of a
period you catt the *¢ Dark Apes.”’ 1do not t;lame you
entirely, but I say, in justice to vour intelligence, to
your manhood, why not lock at ihe other side and
weigh both in ihe balame 7 Read up the Catholicsile
from Caibolic scources, Study the Church from  her
own poinl of view, as s maller of juslice, and then
write 1o me, or, betier still, come and see me, and I
will give you ihe verv best hospitality cf .our monas-
tery and introduce you 1o a domen more monks, bef-
ter men dhan I am.”™ And I gave him a card with my
name aml vhal of my college on it.

He listencd wilhowt a wond and accepted the card.

Very litlle more passed between us, and I began to
say my office, .

Not very losg ajierwards we approached Pittsburg.
As we paused kn Union Stablon 1 gave him my hand,
He shogk it warmly and gave me his card. I left
the train, rushed over to an ' accommwodation '’ thal
toole me to mvy deslination, and lost sight of him,
Many a 1lime after he came to my mind, and I al-
wiays ubtered a prayer that he might at last see the
¢ other side.’ But years passed Ly, and I entirely fgrgot
him .
It was seven years after that journey from Chi-
cago _that a stranger rang the electric bell at our door
and aske'! the porler for Father —. He would mnoy
give his name,

1 descended to the parlor. We looked closely at

each other. Of course, I wore my habit. .
¢ Are you Fatlher——' B
*1 am, and you are Mr. —, of Chicago. We travel-

led once ftogether.’

t How well you/remember 1 1 did not know you im
your present garb.” Yes, I am the man. ,Your pa-.
tience and courtesy with me Llhat day, when I almost
instlted your faith, your priesthood, and vdur vooa icfn,
deeply impressed me—impressed me and irritated me,
too, I must confess. And when I got fo FEurope 1
up 1ihe ** other side,” as you
tetmed il, so as to prove by ifiv own experience-that
I swas right and you were wrong. I rcad Catholic
bools, visited Caiholic churches and monasteries, and
foundl, as§ im always the case with a conceited ignora-
mus, ihat I was wromg and you were righi! I be-
came a Catholic, and my wife and children, too. And
as I alwavs &ept your catd, I have come all this
way to call on vou and thank vou for bringfng me as’
vou “ml 1o thal * other gide,”” where only the true
failh -is found.’ N

Necdless 1o say, fthere was & joviul hour spent
that day, and I was mgde blissivilv ham v v the con-
viciion that Providence may ma'e use, in His ineffable’
designs  on souls, of cven an immatient and umworthy
iraveller.—* Catholic Standard and Times.’

he afllicved all fly fo 1t,
The suffering ery for it,
e Sing praises high of i,
It c¢an ensure
Protecton irom chills,
Chest troubles and ills,
Keep down doctors’ hills—
Woods' Great Peppérmint Cure,



