
HAT an ideal Christmas Eve !” exclaimed Dr, 
Wentworth as he plodded his homeward way- 
through the fast falling snow, “and what it 

happy one for Ruth and the child, Endeed, I have 
much to be thankful for and in the fu-e, I must show 
my gratitude to the Lord by answering my wife’s pray- 
er to be more particular about my religirJtas duties.” 
This determination served to make him even more 
light-hearted and he quickened his pace that he, might 
sooner feel the comforts of his happy home, 

Me entered his house and was about to cd l  his six- 
year OM S Q ~  to  come and greet him when his wife came 
running towards him with tears streaming down her  
cheeks. It took but a moment for  her to  tell her story, 
l k t l e  Dick had gone out w l y  in the afternoon and, 
though it was now three hours since his departure, he 
had not as yet returned. The doctor did bis best to 
calm his agitated wife, With a firm step, though his 
face was pale, he walked over to the telephone and in- 
formed the police of the child‘s disqeapance. He 
then mshed oat intd the night to seuch  €or his son. 

Dick’s disobedience in leaving home alone that  
afternoon, without his mother’s permission was not due 
to any desire for mischiet, but rathet that he might use 
the pennies he had saved to buy Christmas presents for 
his parents. As he was passing ZE street comer on his 
way to the business section of the city, he suddenly 
collided with a very dark-haired, thick-set, roughly clad 
man who immediately stopped him and inquired his 
name. 

“ My name’s Richard John Wentworth but daddy 
calls me Dicky,” answered the boy manfully. 

“ Not the kid of that big bug they call Dr. Went- 
’worth, be ye, lad 2” asked the man, suddenly interested. 

“ Yes, my dad’s name is Dr. Wentworth and I’m 
going up town to buy Christmas presents for him and 
mother. ” 

The man gazed intently on the boy’s face for a few 
moments before he muttered half-aloud, “The price 1’11 
get out of the Doctor is worth all the chances I’ll take ! 



I9 ‘have io  get the kid a long ways out of this burg, 
though, for his fzther’ll search every nook and corner 
.of the town to find him-” 

Taking the child’s smdl delicate hand in his large 
rough one, he sa&, ‘‘ See here, sonny, I saw your dad 
down at the depot a few minutes ago and he told me to 
come up here and bring you down there to see the pony 
that just came offthe train., I think it’s a Christmas 
)present h r  you. You’d b e t t s  hurry up so’s not to 
keep him waiting,” 

The unsuspecting child, too excited even to doubt 
the story, hastened with his rough companion to the 
depot. Arriving theye the man mentioned something 
about the Doctor’s being on the train upon which he 
forthwith lifted the child. Me then led the way into a 
secluded corner of the Iast car and bade the boy sit down- 
.on the cushioned seat. Watching his chance he suddenly 
pressed his handkerchief, upon which he had previousfy 
poured chloroform, close to the child’s nose with the re- 
sult that the latter immediately fell into a deep sleep. 
The kidnapper with a smile of satisfaction sank into the 
seat beside his victim, 

Although it was late that night when Dr. Went- 
worth returned home, his wife was waiting up for him, 

her to ask if the seareh had been 
usband’s actions answered the un- 

asked question, Entering the library he threw himself 
wearily into a chair and sat looking into the fire, his face 
drawn and haggerect; his eyes dull and umnterested in 
what they beheld. No word was spoken between them 
till the clock struck the hour of twelve announcing that 
the anniversary of Christ’s nativity was at hand. When 
the echo of the last stroke had died away, Mrs. Went- 
worth, leaning towards her husband,. placed her hand 
on his shoulder and said, “John, it is Christmas morn- 
ing. Let us pray together to the Infant Child at Beth- 
lehem that, $ it be H i s  Holy WiU, He will bring our 
child back to us !” 

Dr. Wentworth sprang from his chair as though it 
iere hot and stood before his wife. His eyes were no 
mger dull for they now flashed anger ; the apparently 
feless hands of a moment ago were clenched so 
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* firmly that the nails cut into the flesh ; his pale cheek 
was now a scarlet red while the veins on his forehead 
swelled almost to  bursting. He stood for a moment 
quivering with emotion and then broke into a volley of 
complaints against what he considered an unjust God. 
His wife tried to check the flow of blasphemy but all to 
no avail for he motioned her to be silent and said, 
‘‘ What ! you want me to pray that His Will be done 
even though He does not will that our child be returned 
to us. No ! unless the buy is given back to me, I will 
henceforward put Godentirely out of my life.” 

For as  time went on and 
Dick‘s whereabouts were still unknown to his parents, 
the Doctor became m6re and more bitter against God. 
He was not satisfied with his own abandonment of re- 
ligion but he also tried to persuade his wife to-do like- 
wise. When he saw that his efforts were all to no avail, 
he now attacked the Church of God and entirely alienated 
himself from all religion. The good natured, sym- 
pathetic doctor of a short time ago was.a different per- 
son altogether from this heartless, cynical van. But 
Mrs. Wentworth only redoubled her prayers and trust- 
ed in God. 

How long he slept.Dick never knew, but when he 
awoke, it was to find himself half-buried in the snow 
amid the ruins of the train. All about were the former 
occupants of the ill-fated train, some of them already 
dead, while others were giving vent to their sufferings 
by moans aad shrieks. This, mingling with the noise 
of-the wind blowing through the nearby trees, made the 
most dismal sound imaginable. The child attempted to 
raise himself but the effort cost him so much pain that 
he uttered a cry and fell back unconscious. On hearing 
the cry two men came running towards the child. The 
first to reach him was a tall, broad shouldered man with 
a very young looking face though his hair was as white 
as the snow about him. When he bent over the boy, 
his face which usually wore a broad smile, now showed 
plainly the concern and sympathy which he felt for little 
Dick. 

“ Is he dead, Doctor?” asked the priest,-for such 
he was-as the other felt the child’s pulse. 

And he kept his word. 
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Father O’Regan, “ though he soon 
we do not get him out of this.” was the 

e and mother will look after him.” 
gathered the child in his arms, he 
what a pretty face, is it a child or an 

ouse. For several days little Dick’s 
at  the frail cord which bound it to this 

not slow in mending, the 

as strong enough he was informed of the 
“ father ’I was dead, which news caused 

at  the priest with wondering eyes before 
tears. Father O’Regan was also forced 
sorrows by telling him that the search to 

ome had proved fruitless but that in the future 

few years, Dick’s life was indeed a 
priest’s mother took him to her heart 
was brought unconsciaus to her son’s 
no wonder that, in four years time 

preparing to make his first Holy Com- 

ast the great day arrived when Father O’Reg- 
an’s #&l trained band of children including our own 

up to the altar rail to receive for 
As the priest placed 

ost on Dick’s tongue, he noticed a strange, 
nly expression on the boy’s face. As soon 

over he sought the boy and took 
speak to him. Before he could 

whispered to him to come to some more 

he w&ld live with his benefactor. 

was hard to find a better boy. 

the King of Kings. 
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private place as he had something to talk about. A s  
soon as they were alone, the boy told what seemed to 
be almost incredible. 

“Father ! ” exclaimed he happily, “I remember a11 
now. That man who was killed was not my father but 
a big, rough fellow who took me to the depot, lifted me 
to the train, and after that I remember nothing.” 

Dick went on telling the wondering priest how, 
suddenly, immediately after he ,had received Holy Cdm- 
munipn, everything came back to him. He told the 
name of his nativscity, his father’s name and all about 
his former home. Father O’Regan wondered a t  the 
ways of God. The good priest spoke to the child a few 
moments, telling him to thank God for manifold bless- 
ings and ended by saying: 

“Well, run along now, Dicky, tomorrow I’ll take 
you hofie. ” 

The boy noticing the sorrow of the priest’s voice, 
threw his arms around his neck and then ran to hide 
his own tears. 

Left alone, Father O’Regan knelt before the pic- 
ture “Christ in Gethsemani ” and with tears in his eyes, 
tried to pray. 

“Father, take not the child from me, but not my 
will but Thine, Oh Lord, be done.” 

I t  was late in the afternoon of the next day when 
Father O’Regan with his little charge mounted the 
steps of the latter’s former home, only to find that the 
Doctor was out of the city but that Mrs. Wentworth 
was a t  home. The meeting was indeed a happy one for 
mother and son. At first, Mrs. Wentworth was so happy 
€hat she could think of nothing else but her boy but 
when she had heard the priest’s story and had told her 
own, she began to look at the matter in a new light. 
A strange fear was tearing at her heart. Would her 
husband allow the child to be reared a Catholic or would 
he make him a Godless man like himself ? She voiced 
her fears and Father O’Regan admitted that the chances 
were against the child’s religion. Mrs. Wentworth 
fought a short but decisive battle with herself before’ 
she made a peculiar request of the priest. She asked 
him to  take her child back to his own home and to 



tED AND WHITE 31 

c 

Catholic. Then if the Lord so 
ne day be a priest, he could come 

God’G help convert his father. Dick 
protested but little. His love and admiration for Father 
O’Regan and his high office had grown so strong that 

come and gone. I t  all seemed like a 
entworth hastened to the church to  

ot my will but Thine, Oh 

had been ai l ing ail day, now covered 
an immaculate veil. The jingling of 
the gleeful shouts of the children as 
rew snow-balls and the joyful whistle 

th sat in his library gazing into the 
s were none too pleasant for he hated 
year on account of the bitter mem- 

fe. Her life too had been sad but she 
to console her, and he was aware what 
w,as. True to his promise, he had for- 
while his wife found consolation by 

ows to the feet of the Divine One. 
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ringing of the telephone which he answered only half 
realizing what he was doing. The call was to  come a s  
quickly as possible to a nearby street where a man had 
been run down by afi automobile. Arriving at  the  
scene of the accident, the doctor found that the victim 
had been carried inta a drug store where he had been 
placed on a couch in a rear apartment. Seeing tha t  
the man was unconscious, the Doctor made a hurried 
examination of the injuries before he particularly 
noticed the stranger’s countenance. He then gazed a t  
the stricken figure before him, noting the clerical garb  
and the face which was not unlike his own. He begam 
to search the priest’s pockets and finally found the 
identification card upon which was written : “Rev. 
Richard J. Wentworth, Milwaukee.” The Doctor res- 
trained his emotions as  best he could and commanded 
the wondering proprietor thus;, “Have my son conveyed 
at once to the hospital.” 

All that night, the Doctor and his wife sat by their 
son’s bedside listening to his ra&gs. His father 

. learned of the kidnapping, the train wreck, the rescue 
by Father O’Regan and then began the story of his life 
with the kind priest, He told of his school life, of his 
boyhood days with the priest and sf his ambition to 
become a priest, of his visit home and his mother’s sac- 
rifice and of his college and seminary life. He also 
spoke of the appointment of Father O’Regan as Bishop 
of the Diocese in which was the city of his early home 
of which he now seemed to remember every detail. 

He accounted for his presence in his native city by 
telling his mother’s wish that as  soon as  he should be- 
come a priest, he would come home; and as he had 
only been ordained a few days previous, he was on his 
way to carry this out when the accident occurred. Then 
his talk became wild. He called f o r  his parents and 
his benefactor, Bishop O’Regan. The doctors in whose 
hands the father had left the case, shook their heads 
gravely and candidly told the parents that the injured 
man would hardly live through the crisis. 

Mrs, Wentworth crossed to the side of the bed 
where her husband stood and laying her hand on his 
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she had on that memorable night 
and feeling that her prayers w., are at 
ed, she said, “Come, John, repeat 
rds which you refused to say on that 
en God was pleased to take our son 

with a stiffened groan sank to  his 

will but Thine be 

was able to sing his 
humble though neat 
entered the house of 

I thank Thee !” the priest’s heart was 
more as he mounted the altar steps after 

of Holy Communion. 
thank Thee ! ” prayed Dr . Wentworth 
of his happy, peaceful soul. 

C. N. Hughes, ’20. 

. -- 

world of con&&, come out in history with a veneration 
.-Cardinal Manning. 


