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mothers of marriageable daughters, for it was well
- known Edwund would be Morrison’s heir. Nor were
the daughters themsclves averse to his attentions, which
were distributed with praiseworthy impartiality. The
joy of Edmund’s life echoed to the soul of Morrison.
it almost compensated him for the sufferings of the
past. -
The oue c¢loud on the horizon was the growing in-
difference to it all of Edmund himseif.  The sharp
eyes of Morrison discovered it almost as soon as Ed-
mund felt it. But it was not until after the return
of Edmund from a few days’ retreat, which he had
gone to make at his alma mater, that matters came to
a crisis.  He sought an interview that very evening
with his guardian in the library, What a comfortable
room it was, where the very spirit of home seemed to
preside! The youug mau braced himself for the strug-
gle which he fell was coming, and also strove to Phlnk
of some form of words in which {o announce his decision,
e put aside hastily, as of no account, the temptation
which assailed him from the very luxnry of those ex-
ternals. )

“Mr. Morrison,” he began, and as the Jawyer raised
his keen eyes and fixed thew upon him, he blurted out,
after all those words, the full bitterness of which‘ be
bat dimly understosd, "1 have made up my mind,
during the course of this retreaf, that it i1s iny vocation
to be a priest.’

My, Morrison, thunderstruck, sat mute and dazed
for an insiant. Then he spoke with a violence wholly
foreign to him:

SVocation ! Tubbish ! TUnderstand, young man,
that vour place 13 here with me.” )

FEdmuud <id not answer, though his face.tm'ned
pale. The graviiy which overshadowed its ])l‘l(o"l_ltl‘n(:‘b.‘i
but accentuated the determination that showed 1 1t;:~1
overy line. Sl he strove at jeast to delay the evil
hour.

CComie, cotne, s osaid Moerison, Cdon’t let me hear
another word o) this nonsense ! . )

CBat, sir) osawd the voung maa, quu’ll‘\"; “Swhat s
there 1s question of the salvaiion af my soul ?

M, Morrisan owos o startied, but e auswered,
brusiuely: . )

S You can save voie sonl here. T don't see that au
is endangerved - and save it here vou st

SV hat if save it here Deant! sad BEdmund, oo
low volce. ) )

e looked =0 voune. so slender, so boyish, (_1t'splte
his twentv-three veurs, 1o be desirous of making so
momentous a decision, Lo be willing to forego all that
the world could offer, and preseutly he continued : )

“ My intention is, T hepe, with your consent, s,
to go as a missionary to the West or Huuth: West, where,
they fell me, priests are urgently needed. i

" You need uot hope for my 4-()11591@“ way i_he
answer, © for that you will never luw‘u. This dectsion
of vaurs yvou will have to reconsider.

T afraid 1oean't do that” said the young man,
firtnly.  * My decision, firmly made, s il'r(f\'n_('a-hlv.' )

But Morrison would hear no wore, \V{th arn 1m-
perious wave of the Lhand e dlsnissed i'l‘omrhls presence
that vouthiul dreamer who muost be 1:1?1;5}11 to give up
these Tantastic ideas- the fruit of 1‘011&;1_011:—; teau:l_ung.
He must learn that lie could be as Catholie as he liked,
as useful as he liked, there in those suitable surronn(}-
ings, while fulfilling his duly to one who 71};1(1 been his
second father. P after he had gone, Francs Mor-
rigon’s head sank oupon his hreast and “he seemed at
ance to have grown old The od;f‘u_te? of hope he had
reared on the pronuse of this buy‘f‘\ Iife see"mcdI ('1'1111:])-‘
ling areund hint. A missionary in l,he.\\ est ! \Was
that the end of it adl? Little as he was l_uforme(l apon
such subjects, hé had at that moeent a glimpse of what
such a sacrifice meant. Also, pm.'hapq, he haﬂd a
momeniary vision of the height to wh{(:h the SOl}l of his
ward had elimbed : and, fight against it as he might, an
inner voice warned him ilat that resolution was un-
alterable, and that, even if Edmund S-r_mld' be persuade_d
to remain where he was, the soul of him, the only part
that mattered, had already gane forth. As tho latter
had turned and, at his guardian’s bidding, left the

room, he had sent back a look, grave, appealing, heart-
plercing, from those eyes so like his mother’s, It had
been her voice that had announced that decision from
which there seemed no appeal, just as her voice had
once before, in that very room, announced another
which had changed Francis Morrison’s whole life.

. In the lonely vigil that the strong man kept, be-
sui_n the fire burning to ashes, he seemed to hearj her
voice pleading in that of her son, and warning him to
bqware lest, through agency of his, a soul might meet
with shipwreck. He had to face the question whether
e would or no. What if his ward remained there
where ho was, stilling the voice that called him by
plunging deeper and deeper into worldly pleasures?
What if, in that very process, he submerged his better
self, his highest aspirations, perhaps even his manhood ¥
It was a long and bitter struggle. . The old anguish of
the past was renewed and intensified in an agony that
only the strong can know. Francis Morrison emerged
from that ideal haggard, aged, a broken man.

When next the subject was broached letween them
Francis Morrison, in a few terse words, gave his (:r:vnj
sent. The young man was left fres to follow his own
way, and that way led Edmund at ouce Lo the seminary.
The people of their world were astonished and full of
repret at the departure of that popular favorite, That
he should have pone to be a priest. seemed ineredible.
The affair was quite a nine davs wonder, but, like
everything else, it was soon forg(.-)t{cu. '
Thirty-cight street rarely opened its doors now, save
tor some formal dinner party, and Mr. Morrison with-
drew almost entirely from the social world.

During the years that Edmund Jelinson spent in
the seminary, his gnardian paid all his  expenses.
Fuarther than that he did not go.  Ile never visited his
warAd, nor was he even present. at the ceremony of his
ura_hnutiml. From the time thal {he newly made
priest was appeinted to a parish awav down in Fast
Tennessee, he was left to subsist as best he could. Per-
haps it was somne smouldering resentment in Morrison,
who could not forgive the suffering which his ward’s
departure had cost him, or more probably i1 was a wise
iitervention of NDivine Providened, to it 1he young man
for his chosen carcer, by the succession of crosses that
muade up his daily existence: for he bore the total de-
privation not only of the comiurts to which e had been
accustomed, but all save the barest necessities of life,
aud those 1n the scantiest measure. That pampered
child of wealth hecame familiar with cold aud hunger,
besides the grinding anxiety of providing for the
spiritual necessities of a flock that could not lelp itself.
He was compelled to reach the very limil of endurance ;
hut it seemed to harden him physicaily, as it enriched
L spiritually. e was lifted up to 2 plane hitherto
unreached, and his brave, indomilable spirit strength-
ened by ils daily wrestlings, went forth to conquer all

-

things.

) Frequently his guardian received his letters, glow-
ing with apostolic zeal, and showing between the lines
that ardor with which he was iuspired. But he pur-
posely refrained from mentioning his difliculties, above
all Ins personal privations.  He felf that it would seem
like asking for new benefactions from one who had
already done so much. Francis Morrison answered
occasionally -—brief, curi epistles, expressing no opinion,
asking for no details. )

It was quite by chance that the actnal state of the
case was made known to him, by a ¢lient who had spent
snme Lime in that part of the country, and who had
told how the fame of ihe saintly Father Johnson was
noiged abroad, and what wonders he was aceomplishing
in that parish of his (which numbered some thousand
square miles), ander enormous disabilities und with no
resources at all. Tt was, indeed, as the stranger de-
clared, a matter of astonishment to every one how the
priest could endure the privations and hardships of his
life.  The man was naturally astonished when the grey-
haired lawyer brought his hand down upon the office
table, with something that sounded like a smothered
oath. But he did not, as the other afterward declared,
“put him wise’ as to the relationship in which the
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