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his son. Feeble as he was, he began to “plead with
him” to “come to Jesus.” The son had a terrible temptation
to acquiesce, to spare the oldster “useless” pain. In the stern
school of the Brethren, truth, or what passes for truth, must
outweigh all human feelings, as if a sword were thrown into
a scale wherein two oat-husks were contending. The obstinacy
of those five terrible conscious years of revolt assisted his
decision to sway to that austerity which here he thought was
cruelty.

“Father,” said he, “don’t poison your last hours hy these
delusions! Ii there be a God, it is certain that He never
trapped man as you say He did.”

Arthur Horne interrupted: “God is a just God.”

“Then why did he make vermin?" retorted the barrister.

A long and labored explanation followed from the excel-
lent Horne, who never suspected that the repartee was not
part of the argument.

It all wound its weary way back to the old subject of the
sure and certain damnation of John Bird.

The latter paid no heed. His human feelings swamped all
else. He knew instinctively at that moment the supreme
human truth that the son is the father, literally identical of
one substance. Also, in the great presence of death there is
no place for religion of any kind. The sham of it becomes
patent—a hideous masque and revelry of mocking thoughts.
Eve'n where 1t is the strongest of all drugs, it lowers, hyp-
notic cloud or levin of storm, shines never as a sun of life.
The Pagans knew: try and write even a letter of condolence
'f’ a friend bereaved, and you will know it too. Glib consola-
tions are the work of shallow hypocrites, or of cowards too
scaf'cd to face their fear; they break into a sweat of picty;
the.xr eyes glaze with a film—the easy falsehood of immor-
tality. The iridescent hubble of faith is easily burst—woe to
the man wl]o dares touch it by so much as one word of truth
on any serious subject!

“My son,” began Timothy Bird, to whom the approach of
dc.ath now lent a majesty indescribable—the feeble baronet
might have been a patriarch of the patriarchs—“my life has
failed. Tts one desire has been that God would bring my only
son to His grace. It was not His will, To that I bow; my
times are in His hand. His will, not mine, be done, It may
be that my death may be the means , .” and on he rambled
the well-worn paths of “pleading with a soul,” things so
hackneyed that John Bird, facing his own problem as he
was, hardly heard them trickle through his ears. He only
marked a stumbling, a growing hesitation, and a look of
trouble and of awe. It was a machine interrupted; yet,
strangely, not so much as if it were breaking down, but as if
a new hand were on the levers, Surely the end was near.
The old man himself scemed to think so. He detected his
own weakness; he flushed with a sort of shame; he seemed
to zather himself for an effort.

“John," said he firmly, “shall not the Judge of the whole
earth c!o right? You are a lawyer; vou understand the value
of testimony. Here are we four, three living and one almost
gone to be with Christ, all ready to lift up our voices and
testify to the saving grace of God. Is it not so?”

Solemnly enough, Horne, Burton and the nurse gave their
assent.

“\Vill you not accept their witness?”

“I, too, have witnesses,” replied John Bird; and he drew
ﬂ.lc billiard chalk from his pocket and laid it on the mantel-
piece, “ALct God be true,” said he, “and every man a liar!”

TI}e light of fanaticism that blazed from the eyes of the
moribund man flashed once, and went suddenly out. Apn un-
corpprchending stare replaced it, He seemed to search the In-
finite, All thought he was at the extreme, and Horne and

Butler, intent as they were on their own plans, were fright-
ened into silence. John Bird returned to his problem: it was
himself that was dying. And yet no, for the true self was
living in himself. And he understood that marriage is 2
sacrament, and must not be blasphemed by hedging it about
with laws of property, and canon prohibitions, and inspection
and superintendence sacerdotal. Every man is a king and
priest to God; every man is the shrine of 2 God, the guardian
of an eternal flame, the never-extinguished lamp of the
Rosicrucian allegory.

The eyes of the old man were still fixed on the chalk in
an unwinking stare. His color heightened and his breath came
faster. Yet his muscles grew ever more rigid; he seemed to
grip the arms of the chair in which he was propped by pil-
lows.

¢ was he at last who broke the silence. “Nurse,” he said,
very slowly but firmly and distinctly. “take my keys and
open the buh! cabinet.” The woman obeyed. “Bring me the
paper in the lower middle drawer.” She did so.

With perfect calm and deliberation, but with more vital
energy than he had yet shown, and with his eyes shining now
with a warm kindly lustre, he tore the paper across and
across.

“Burn it!” said he. The nurse took it to the flame of her
spirit lamp and consumed the pieces.

The son understood what had been done.

“Father.” said he, “I don’t want the money. I didn’t come
down here for that.”

Placidly came the amazing retort: “Then give it to the Ra-
tionalist Press Association!”

Horne and Burton broke into a shrill twittering and rum-
bling of protest. His mind is gone, was the burden of the’r
swan-song. The old man smiled, like 2 God smiling at his
puppets. Their plaint turned to denunciation.

John Bird aroused himself. “You must leave the house.”
said he. With barely a push they complied: they were too
astounded to do themselves justice.

The dying man beckoned his son. “Your life must have
been a hell.” said he, “and I made it so. But it was blind-
ness and not unkindness, Jack” His son had not heard
“Jack” for thirty years. He fell on his knees beside his father,
and burst into strong sobs. Those thirty years of strife and
wrong and misunderstanding came back, single, and in bat-
talions, too!

The old man’s head had fallen back; a smile had softened
the old stern expression; the eyves closed as if in ecstasy.

Even the nurse was mistaken; she touched the shoulder of
the barrister. But John would not move; and suddenly she
recognized that the old man was breathing; from swift and
shallow it decpened to strong and slow; a great sleep was
upon him.

For three hours his son knelt by him, his lips fastened on
one hand; and of the experience of those three hours who
shall speak?

Then came the doctor—to pronounce the patient “wonder-
fully better.”

And indeed he lived three years, sane, healthy and stronz.

J saw him the year after at the annual dinner of the Ra-
tionalist Press Association—the weight of his theories rolled
off the grand old shoulders, And far down the table [ saw
Messrs. Horne and Burton; but not being encouraged.

There is a cenotaph in the family vault. Following the
usual recital of the virtues of the deceased, written in smilinz
irony by his own hand, comes this text:

“The fathers have eaten sour grapes. and the
children's teeth are sct on edge.”



