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Jones was seen the next week and gladly made the arrange-
ments necessary, although Mentz felt a slight regret as he
looked at the neat clover patch no longer his own. "Pshaw I

I'd do more than that for a boy like him. He's got great
brain power and he'll be famous yet."

Sheridan's first year at college passed uneventfully enough,
and he felt an inclination to smile at the "show," as he called
it, of the morning services in the chapel. Mentz showed his
son's letters to every calling neighbor, with various proud ex-

clamations oyer his improved handwriting.
"He's powerful smart, that's certain," his mother would

beam to her friends as she smoothed her apron over her knees.
"Father 's goin' to make a congressman out o' him, he says.
Sheridan's mighty bright, if I do say it myself."

There was no sign of Catholic influence over the young
man when he came home for his vacation, unless one might
take into consideration a more manly deportment, together
with a desire to right the various theological fantasies of his
mother, his father wisely keeping silent on religious subjects.

Sheridan was explaining something of the serving of the
Mass, when his mother interrupted him "I was to Bellfount
onct, to St. Ann's. We just stepped in for fun. The priest
spread out his hands and said something like hornumy hornum
over 'n over. I couldn't understand a word, and we just left."

"Oh, mother!" said Sheridan, "it is really a beautiful
service, even to one outside of the church."

"1 do hope you won't turn Catholic," said Mrs. Mentz,
anxiously. "It 'ud just ruin your chances of being anything."

"Mother, that is absurd. Only people who are soaked
with prejudice or entirely ignorant could think such a thing
as that."

"There's not been a Catholic ever in our family," mur-

mured Mrs. Mentz, "and I don't think Matilly 'd like you at
all. She's a Methodist of the right sort."

Sheridan smiled. He thought of Matilda as a .boyish


