1 don't know whether either Swellzger or Thompson has made use of
the lssue (o help his cause, but neither can fairly be charged with raising
the esue, because the fight was on In every state in the union before
either of (hem was mentioned as o candidste for mayor of Chleago. It

will doubtiess be a live lssue in next
year's presidential election, ns it was
in elections all over the country last
VEqar,

There is no reasoning with it, The
fires of hatred rage flercely until they
burn aut and die down, and then we
have religious calm for another 20
years.

But whils it Is on it s discussed at
the family fireside, around the family
table, at the shop, the store, the fac-
tory and wherever men and women
congresate.  The prejudices of par-
ents are communieated to children,
and these Innocents of different faith
letrn to hate one another without
nowing why. And even with chil-
dren entirely tob young to know the
moenning of any creed, *

I have been through two of these
tryinig periods in the life of this re-
public. ¥First In the earty seventies,

when as a pupil in the public schools
I fought with my schoolinates the
Cathelic hoys of the parish school a

biock away. In the winter time we
bad real snowball battles, even golng
80 {ar as to put stones in the snow-
bafls pnd “water-soakers™ with which
to.sonk our “enemies,” the Catholics.

One day I came home somewhat
bruited from battle and my father
mskod ote what I had been doing. |1
okl him, and mather proudly boasted
thit “We licked the Catholics today."”

His [ace sobered, and he took me
into hi= Hbrary. He was a lawyer,
wak ther on tHe bench, and had been
an afficer ju the unlon army during
the civil war, Rueligioudly he was a
Methodist, and was superintendent of
a Methodlst Sundny school, which |
artended,

In the library he put an arm around
o gl sxid: My boy, 1 fell that
way toward the Catholics once. 1
\ Ukl cetry tofight them as you are
pow. On the battlefiell of Stone
River I saw the little Sisters of Mercy

risking their lives to help miy wound-
ed comrades, and without asking
what church any of the poor fellows
beloonged to. And my bittemess
(oward the peopie of ANY church
then pased from me forever. | hape
you will never hate any human being
because he doesn’t belung 0 your
church.”

That was my first leszon In toler-
ance, and | have tried o communi-
cate it to my own ¢hildren.

Twenty years ago I passed through
the second of these religious ware
And It was certsinly the hell that
Gen. Sherman sald war was. It seem-
od as If o plagua ol hate had swept
the olty where 1 then lived to ts fur-
thermost corner. It entered [nto all
of the relations of life. Even in busi-
ness both Catholics and Prolestants
hoyecotied those of opposite faith.
Children who kave been loving play-
mates caught the fever mnd called
one another names. Christians who
professed (o hellove that God 8 love,
Christians who professed to believe
that they were chiidren of the same
God, became almost frenzied with
hntred—and it took years for that
community to work the poison out
of it system.

Then, a8 now, the plague was na-
tlonwide. 1 passed through It with
none of that hatred in my heart, but
with 8 heart sick with pity for all
who were sick with hate.

The calin followed. Children grew
up and forgot, Neighbors gradually
got well again and resumed their
former friendly relations.  Politicians
who had played thls religious lesue
to thelr own selfish advintage passed
from public office and dropped back
out of sight into the crowd. Men
and women went back Into their
churches and warshipped God as they
had worshipped Him before; and all
as if a tornadeo bad passed and its




