
IT'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR ME
By James Anderson.
CHAPTER IV.

I sat at the same desk with Donald Seott in
t lie passenger department of the shipping com¬

pany's ofliee in Liverpool, but had been em¬

ployed there for two years before Donald came.
1 believe that I would never have allowed my¬

self to be drawn to the man had it not been for
the fact that, after he learned that I had come

from a part of the Perthshire highlands near

liossie, his birthplace, he sluek to me like a

leech, lie was not unlikeable, but had some

peculiarities, and, in general, maintained an
aloofness that made il difficult for him to make
friends. We finally got close to each other,
and lie tried to have me soar with him in
realms of thought too high for me, but when
we got down to earth and 011 common ground
we became fast friends. 1 was able to make a

satisfactory explanation to the management
regarding the abruptness of his leaving, and
shipped his belongings to him on the next
steamer.
Donald was a bachelor, though not by choice.

Force of circumstances superinduced by a re¬

tiring. some would add morbid disposition,
destined that he should be untrammeled by
any ties or encumbrances, and therefore at
liberty to direct his daily or nightly peregrina¬
tions wherever the spirit of the time might
dictate.

In appearance Donald was one of those long,
slim, lanky. lean-and-hungry-Cassius looking
individuals, whom a "casual observer would say
had one foot in the grave, but yet who are

physically as sound as a dollar and wiry as

steel. His face and features were small, his
eyes bright and sharp as needles, and his nose

very thin. His forehead was higi*. but his
head sawed-off-like, rather squared at the top
of the back part. His chin had a receding
propensity, although he had a habit, while
talking or in study, of trying with his hand to
bring it into prominence.

Let it here be understood that a printed por¬
trayal of his appearance or mannerisms could
never reach fifty per cent, of their face value,
and that it would be impossible to commit to
paper an approximation of his eccentricities.
Donald was ingenious to a marked degree,

utterly devoid of the first principles of diplo¬
macy or duplicity. His mind was lucid though
seldom luminous. He was always expecting
the impossible and trying to stave off the in¬
evitable, but, contrary to the happenings in
fiction, he never succeeded. Notwithstanding
that he was a rolling stone he was successful in
gathering moss.

As stated, my friend was a stranger to
strategy, but it must he remembered also that
he was idiosyncratic; and although such ebuli-
tions required great incentive, when that was
furnished his antics were likely to be of an

extraordinary character, although only the ex¬

ception to the even tenor of his life.
I had not heard of Donald since the day he

sailed from Liverpool ; and I had lately been
transferred to London. I was therefore sur¬
prised to run up against him in the British
Museum one evening where he was perusing
a musty volume, which had the appearance of
an Egyptian mummy. When I accosted him a
dazed-like expression crossed his face. There
was no sign of welcome. I felt that I was in¬
truding. Apologizing for having interrupted
his studies I was turning away, when he grasp¬
ed my arm and, holding before me one of the
volumes of the Veda, asked if I had ever read
it. Without waiting for my reply he turned to
an attendant who was passing at the time and

conversed with him till I concluded that lie had
forgotten me, so I walked away.

It was not till six months after that meet¬
ing, at a time when memories associated with
the advent of Christmas make their impress
upon us, that my thoughts reverted to my
Perthshire friend and the peculiarity of his
appearance and manner on that occasion. 1
blamed myself for the abruptness of my leav¬
ing. nnd decided to find his address and call
upon him. In this I had the assistance of the
museum attendant I saw him with, and, a

week later, 011 Christmas Eve, was uncere¬

moniously ushered into liis room. He was sit¬
ting in deep meditation before a blazing fire.
When he saw me his face brightened and he
arose to receive me with a friendly welcome.
The crisp icy snow hail covered me, ami the
chilly blasts of a furious wintry wind bad pene¬
trated my heavy top coat, so that the glowing
tire was an invitation to warmth and con¬

geniality.
After an exchange of greetings and personal

enquiries I said, "Donald, my friend, I just
felt compelled to call upon you tonight. I was
glad when I saw you in the museum some
weeks ago. but somehow we had no opportunity
tor a chat. Tonight I felt lonely, and the
reminiscences in which 1 had a tendency to in¬
dulge caused a creeping gloom to steal over

my spirits. What do you say to going up the
river with me tomorrow? My launch is in
pretty good shape, and it would be a pleasant
way to spend Christmas Day." lie said noth¬
ing. but kept looking at the flames. I then
added, "Perhaps your day is already taken
up; and I noticed when I came in that you
seemed to be in a brown-study. Perhaps I
have thoughtlessly interrupted a contempla¬
tion which. "

"Contemplation, pshaw!" lie interrupted.
"It was only some of the shades of the past
that persisted in disturbing my peace, and I
welcome the diversion that your visit has
caused. I assure you I am glad to see a friend
I esteem so highly."

While he spoke his manner altogether
changed, and 1 felt at ease. I said to him,
"Shades of the past, Donald? I thought you
would be tho last man to allow his equanimity
to be ruffled by any sort of fantastics. "
A shadow crossed his face as he replied

slowly and deliberately, "Tom, why is it that
at this season of the year especially the ghosts
of the fateful past revel in activities to make
turbid the placid waters of one's life? Kven
after years of effort to bury the past, to blot
out hideous memories, some Satanic imp
reaches down his probe, stirs the mud at the
bottom, and keeps stirring, stirring, stirring.,
if you would bear with me it might be an un¬
burdening of my mind to allow inc to relate
to you an episode of my life, and of recent date,
that is shrouded in uncanny memories which
I would give worlds to blot out; but there they
linger, linger, linger."

(To be continued.)
THE MODERN ARENA.
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ings dreams that are in reality more frightful
than nightmares. is to convert the Bible into
a story hook, reduce Christ to the stature of
a man with an ape for an ancestor 011 his
mother's side, at least (and, as many evolu¬
tionists believe, also on his father's side), to
diminish the student's faith in Qod, rob him
of his desire to pray, extinguish his hope of

heaven and his fear of future punishment. This
is not only the natural effect of such teachings,
but it is what is being actually done.
Mr. James II. Leuba, professor of psychology

at Bryn Mawr College, Pennsylvania, issued a
book in 1 !)1 (i, entitled "Belief in God and Im¬
mortality," published by Sherman, French &
Co., Boston. In this hook he presents evidence
to show that, among the highly educated, be¬
lief in a personal God and personal immortal¬
ity is dying out. lie assures his readers that
"the abandonment of the belief in a personal
God and personal immortality, though it in¬
volves the overthrow of existing religions, need
not bring to an end religious life." That is
to say, no one need be disturbed by his pre¬
dictions except those who believe in "existing
religions." He fortifies his prediction with
statistics, lie has submitted a questionnaire
to a list of 1,000 scientists selected from a book
entitled "American Men of Science," which
he says includes 5,500 names, practically every
American who may be called a scientist, and
reports their answers, which show that more
than one-half of these prominent scientists do
not, according to their own answers, believe in

a personal God or personal immortality. lie
says that the percentage of unbelievers is high¬
er among biologists than among other scien¬
tists. He finds practically the same percen¬
tage of unbelievers among prominent histo¬
rians, psychologists and sociologists as among
scientists generally. He also questions the stu¬
dents of nine representative colleges and finds
the largest percentage of believers in the fresh¬
men class and the smallest in the senior class.
This he regards as a striking result. He finds
that only 15 per cent, of the freshmen reject
immortality, while 30 per cent, of the juniors
have given it up. I quote the following from
page 280 of his book :

"The students' statistics show that yousg
people enter college with the beliefs still ac¬

cepted, more or less perfunctorily, in the aver¬
age home of the land, and that as their mental
powers mature and their horizon widens, a

large percentage of them abandon the cardi¬
nal Christian beliefs. It seems probable that
on leaving college from 40 to 45 per cent, of
the students deny or doubt the fundamental
dogmas of the Christian religion. The marked
decrease in belief that takes place during the
adolescent years in those who spend those
years in study under the influence of persons
of high culture is a portentous indication of
the fate which, according to our statistics, in¬
creased knowledge and the possession of cer¬
tain capacities leading to eminence reserve to
the beliefs in a personal God and in personal
immortality."
Does any Christian believe that intelligence

is necessarily antagonistic to Christianity? Cer¬
tainly not ; on the contrary, real intelligence
will increase reverence for God and for His
Word. It is sham intelligence that leads men
away from God; it is sham intelligence that
has deluded students and denuded them of the
spiritual element in life. No other sham intel¬
ligence has been so powerful for evil as the
doctrine that man, instead of being made in
the image of God, as the Bible declares, is a
descendant'of the ape family. And yet a mul¬
titude of highly paid teachers.teachers paid
by public taxation.are so wedded to this un¬

supported and ridiculous hypothesis that they
encourage students to accept it and are indig¬
nant when the other side is presented.
The tests by which we select university in¬

structors do not always give us the informa¬
tion most needed. We get the measure of their
brains, but that is no indication of the strength
of the spiritual in their lives. Darwinism had
led many into mind-worship.a worship more
destructive thuji the worship of images. The


