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Faith and Science

f oyou will change your mind, Margaret.”’
“No, I am afraid not, It would be un-
fair for us to marry, unfair to you especially.
You are a good Catholie. T can claim to
e a Catholic no longer. I am sorry to say
that T have lost my faith,”

“Surely, vou are mistaken.”

“No, John, it is just as T have told yeu.
I should have told you before, but it is
only now that I have come to sce m¥ posi-
tion clearly.”

The young woman, just speaking. was Mar-
gavet Austin, full of womanly grice and
dignity, the ialented danghter of a well-to-
do business man.  Fer companien and suitor,
Joln Desmond, was of her own nue.  He was
manly in appearance, of an athletie type,
and, theugh only a vear oui of college, was
already making a name for Limself in the
mereantile world,

The two were walking through the rusiie
Fenway, whose winding walls were onticing
in their horders of contrasting verdure.  The
picturesyue park  abounded in delightin]
seenes and ity restful cooluness made o plens
ant retreat after a sultry dar dowutown.

Their conversation Lad not heen long.
Margaret. with aceustomed divectness, had
asked Jolhin Desmond that she he relonsed
from a tacit agreemen! to marriage.  She
had told him the reason for her rogquoest, now
that she was cortain of her lack of relicians
belict. Desinond was fnken
hncw what (o sav or think, At firsd 70 T
secitred  to him to Jest. bt Margaret's
seriousness shortly hnpressed lim. Then he
had argued. She His drenm

aback and hardly

wias hirm,

castles for the future, sa long aluilding, were
totterme,
They were walking along in silenee now,

while Jobn sought some theughi—anvihine
that would hauish the oppressing constraint,
Slowly, tiieve cvept over him the fearful con-
viction thet what Margaret had said might
he true. Still he found it difficult to reconcile
2 less of faith with the one he loved. A
Inndred thoughts crowded through his mind,
onlv 1o he rejected in turn. He praved,
hoped, and almost despaired in guick sue-
cossion, and something of this interior con-
fict Juust have shown itsell, for JMargarel
broke the silence.

ST harts me fo see vou suffer =o.  Buf
T had 1o tell vou the truth and this Ume
the truth is difliendt Lo accept. When T went
io eollege,” she econtinued, “I was a militant
(fatholie; T defended the Church hefore slu-
denls and even members of the faculty, But
T was not prepared sufficiently for that sort
of thing, After mother’s denth, von knew,
T had 1o instrinet myself. My first error was
in Lrusling in my own ability and not in
prayer. T think that was my first mistake,

s i hal T look hack.

"“They nsed clever arguments {that T eould
not answer; and so many of them! T tried
o reason ont these difficulties and failed.
As a resnlt there came doubts and T wenk-
ened; then enme weariness and apathy.

“Suel was the eondition of my mind a
year ago, when I veturned home from ecllece.
This past year, T have spent a gowd deal
of time in reading hooks on seientitic sub-
jeets, wriiten hy unbelievers, atheists, vou
would eall there, 1 read them wilfully and
v faith has shipped away, T have lost it
and-—vou."”

“Fou have nnt
safd impulsively,

“There ean be 1o aiher way,"
reply.

Tost me, Marvgarel,” he

was lier

“You are deceived by a passing nation.

ST would ihat o No.ooibois oreal
enoiigh. T aw an unbeliever,” she pro-
notineed the word sowle as if afeaid of Lhe
sinister sonund. With 4 pathetie little turn
mouth <he weni on: SFThat name
sonmds odd applied to e, But T am afraid
that it fits.””

Then with o pereeptible shrug and a Toreed
change of woad, she tried 1o say gavle:

“Tet onr last walk be a happr ane. We
seall tew too make i ke the others which
woe liave enjoved fosether.”

TE was i

were,

of her

striking <ceve that lax hefere
them, one deservinzg 1o walen the noblest
selttents, Al alont was a wealth  of
verdant shirnhy and lealy trecs. flanked hy
reat oravel walks that woned inoand  ong
with delichiful ahandon,  There were #mn-
expeeled vistas of greon Town and rish-Hned
river banl gqusint hridees spanming the Jitts
streann aned bawdwene hinidings in the dis-
Gonee, half hidden by dense, olnsleving loaf-

nres Walline along, they et few passers-
T There was only o sprinkling of peopte

i the pavkwas and an infrequent rider can-
tered past on the pearhy ridle path.

Tu Ahe hepe that e wicht help Yargnret
by show of courage, which he did not feel,
Jalm assented to the svwepstion that their
lust walk he like the others of the dear past.
But first, by a final attempt, he tried to
save the critical situation.

“Tell me, what are vour difficulties. Mar-
garet? T oam sure izt they can he an.
swored.”

“There are too many,” she sizhed, Al
my science oourses at school attacked re-
ligion, Indirectly at Teast: some of them were
openly hostile.  Tven in Fnglish literatara
sueh attaclks revealed themselves, And so, 1
have heen fuirly steeped in them.”

she turnaed fowards him, .

“You went to a Catholic college anvway,
and studied anly one side of these disnuted
questione. How ean you hope to help mes”

“By answering them one hy ane,” he rve-
plicd.  “At Boston Chlloge we went  oven
farther than wyou did ab vonr fashiorahble
college,  We studied hoth sides. Yeon adnds
that you lad hnk one phase presented io
o, and 1hial largely by F leaching, Look
al the men Lhe Churel Tins eiven to seience.
The grealest names are Catholie or at least
professedly Christian,  Your pagans are not
only prejndiced Imt superficial and absolutely
illogieal in their reasoning.”

B L —

“Llevbaps that ds so,” she rejoined, “But
vour efforts are now too late. Disecussion
nlona about science cannot bring back my
Faith.  That is how T lost it.”

“But remember that it was the wrong
kind of discussion, As for faith, I realiso
that it does not depend upon intelleetnal as-

sont only. Tt is God's gift,”” John said
eravely. ““However, prayer will secure it for
you.'!

“Prayer means nothing o me now,” she
said wistfulle, 1 cannot pray. T have
fried: but it scems hollow und empty.  Tow
ean [ repeat a prayer when I eannot helieve
in its cfficacy 2 Oh, Jehn! Tisten to that
seream !

she clutehed his arm with convulsive grasp
and pointed alicad to an opening in the
liodge of the hridle path.

There was an oncoming c¢latier of hoofs;
again, the piereing shriek of a terrified vider;
an agenised face. John burdt throngh the
hedge and regardiess of danger, leaped and
caught at the bridle. Te was swepl aside
in o clond of dust intp (he darkness of the
thicket,

Margaret veached the spot where the group
hud heen lost from sight. Through the
parted houghs she saw, in the dimmed even-
ing light, Joln stretched wpon the eround,
motionless and white.  The horse and  its
rider had disappeared. The seene. go sudden
and frightful, Teft her dazed. What should
she do?  Tler first impulse was to seck aid.
Instinctively, sho turned and called with
hysteric cries.  Two people, now near, a
man and a woman, were running toward her,
She saw them approach, lost her strength and
reefed inte the woman’s arms,

The brightest of the snu's bright rarys
streamed in threugh an open window, shone
on a polished floor, gleamed and played upon
a hare, tinted wall. A vase of dark-eyed,
golden margnerites on a white, metal table
cauglt up the polden sunlicht and showered
hrightness about the room, A nurse clothed
in erisp white, leoking refreshinely cool, hent
over o bed which steod near the window.

“WMr. Desmond,” she said, *“it is medicine
time aud visiting hour, too.”

John Desmond sTowly opened hLis eves, and
blinked them in o sleepy, questioning wav.

The answer was a glass of medicine held
in the nurse's hand. She helped him to sit
up. He closed his eyes and obediently gulped
dewn the contents with a wry face.

The nurse laughed,

#My, how homely vou ean make vourself
look !’ she said. ““But you must look yonr

prettiest now. A new visitor has come to-
day.”’
The words were  searcely ubtered, when

Margaret Austin stepped ecnutiously into the
room, earefully closing the door,

“Why, Margavet!” Desmond shouted.
am naot dying vet. Make all the noise you
like. T shall he out of heve in a week, the
doclor savs.”

She brightened ab Tis Tearty words and
the merry Tangh Ahat accempanied {hem.
Tenderly shie took his autsiretehed hand, her
heart almost too foll for words. She man-
aged to say:
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