
And, as the days went by and the
scramble to find a baby became more
and more acute, without visible re
suit, it was confidently anticipated
that the dean would not.

Dean Farrell was greatly dis
tressed. He had kept to his custom
for more than thirty years. In fact,
the first baby that he had ever bap- -

jks tized had been his own wayward son,
of whom he thought constantly. Like
every father, he saw him, not as the
grown man who had defied him, but
as the little cniid wnom ne naa neia
in his arms and yearned over. Where
was he now?

His heart was very heavy. The
boy might be dead. Worse things
than death might have befallen him.
Somewhere on the broad face of the
earth was the man whom he had
held in his arms at the baptismal
font and who had filled all his life.

It was at the eleventh hour that
Mrs. Latour came to the deanery,
when the dean had long given up
hope. Her face was alight with
triumph.

'Tve found him!" she cried hap- -
piiy.

."Him!" said- the dean vaguely. He
had been seated in his office, think-
ing of his son at the time when she
was announced. The words seemed
like an answer to his prayer, and he
connected them with him.

"The dearest little boy baby. And
he'll fee here with his mother in half
an hour. She's a girl from the other
end of the town, and I found her by
accident I'm going to be godm'oth-e- r,

my husband will be one god-
father, and the verger has just said
he'll be the other."

"But the father?" queried the
dean. S" "Dean Farrell," said Mrs. Latour
seriously, "you know you said that
you would give anything to have a
baby to baptize, and it was pretty
difficult to get one for you. This Is
a case of private troubles, and you
musn't complicatematters by ask-In- e

Questions, Dlease." j

"I won't, then," answered the
dean.

Half an hour later he stood before
the christening font, looking
thoughtfully into the face of the

who was opposite him. Be-
side her stood Mrs. Latour, holding
a baby that behaved with all a baby's
traditional goodness at baptism. It
neither stirred nor cried, but lay in
Mrs. Latour's arms with its blue eyes
wide open, and fixed on the Dean's
face.

The service proceeded, and all the
time he was speaking the Dean was
thinking of his own lost child. His
son had lain in his arms in the same
tranquil way, and he had never
guessed what trouble was to come
after.

But there was trouble now. There
was trouble on the young mother's
face. Timid and shy, she seemed
unable to conceal her grief. The
Dean saw the tears well into her
eyes and roll down her cheeks as he
took the infant into his arms and
asked its name.

After & slight pause Mrs. Latour
stepped forward and whispered it.
And the Dean stared into the face of
the child he held. It was his own
name that she had spoken.

One little hand clutched. at his sur-
plice. The face, upturned to his, the
eyes that looked gravely, almost
questioningly, into his own, told
him the secret It was his own
grandson that he was holding. He
traced his son's features, as a child's,
in this child's face; it might have
been his own boy that he held in. his
arms again. His prayer had been
answered, although not as he had
asked it.

He felt that as he poured the water
over the head of the babe. Then the
ceremony was over. The mother held
the babe in her arms again and the
register had been signed. Mrs. Latour
and her husband had slipped away.
The mother had gone, and Dean Far-
rell stood alone in the vestry.

Only a minute, but in that minute


