contradict me; tell me what is your belief -
have men souls?”

“Master,” they answered, “once we
believed that men had souls; but thanks to
your teaching we belicve so no longer.
There is no Hell, and no Heaven, and no
God. This is our belief, for it is thus you
taught us.”

Then the priest grew pale with fear, and
cried out: “Listen! I taught you a lie. There
is 2 God, and man has an immortal soul. I
believe now all I denied before.”

But the shouts of laughter that rose up
drowned the priest’s voice, for they
thought he was only trying them for argu-
ment. “Prove it, master,” they cried.
“Prove it. Who has ever seen God? Who
has ever seen the soul? And the room was
stirred with their laughter.

The priest stood up to answer them, but no
word could he utter. All his eloquence, all
his powers of argument had gone from
him; and he could do nothing but wring his
hands and cry out, “There is a God! There
is 2 God! Lord have mercy on my soul!”

And they all began to mock him! and
repeat his own words that he had aught
them: “Show him to us; show us your
God.” And he fled from them, groaning
with agony, for he was that none believed:
and how, then, could his soul be saved?

But he thought next of his wife. “She will
believe,” he said to himself: “women never
give up God.”

And he went to her; but she told him that
she believed only what he taught her, and
that a good wife should believe in her hus-
band first and before and above all things
in Heaven or earth.

Then despair came on him, and he rushed
from the house, and began to ask everyone
he met if they believed. But the same
answer came from one and all: “We
believe only what you have tanght us,” for
his doctrine had spread far and wide
through the country.

Then he grew half mad with fear, for the
hours were passing, and he flung himself
down on the ground in a lonesome spot.
and wept and groaned in terror, for the time
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was coming fast when he must die.

Just then a little child came by. “God save
vou kindly,” said the child to him.

The priest started up. “Do you believe in
God?” he asked.

“I have come from a far country to learn
about Him,” said the child. “Will your hon-
our direct me to the best school they have
in these parts””

“The best school and the best teacher is
close by,” said the priest, and he named
himself

“@hen if we haue life,
though we cannot see it,
we may alsp haue a soul,

though it is inuisible,”

answered the child.

“Oh, not to that man,” answered the child,
“for [ am told he denies God, and Heaven,
and Hell, and even that man has a soul,
becaunse he cannot see it; but [ would soon
put him down.”

The priest looked at him earnestly. “How?”
he inquired.

“Why,” said the child, “I would ask him if
he believed he had life to show me his life.”

“But he could not do that, my child,” said
the priest. “Life cannot be seen; we have it
but it is invisible.”

“Then if we have life, though we cannot
see it, we may also have a soul, though it is
invisible,” answered the child.

When the priest heard him speak these
words, he fell down on his knees before
him, weeping for joy, for now he knew his
soul was safe; he had met one at last that
believed. And he told the child his whole
story—all his wickedness, and pride, and
blasphemy against the great God; and how
the angel had come to him, and told him of
the only way in which he could be saved,

through the faith and prayers of someone
that believed.”

“Now, then,” he said to the child, “take this
penknife and strike it into my breast, and
go on stabbing the flesh until you see the
paleness of death on my face. Then watch
- for a living thing will soar up from miy
body as I die, and you will then know that
my soul has ascended to the presence of
God. And when you see this thing, make
haste and run to my school, and call on all
my scholars to come and see that the soul
of their master has left the body, and that
all he taught them was a lie, for that there
is a God who punishes sin, and a Heaven,
and a Hell, and that man has an immortal
soul destined for eternal happiness or mis-

]

ery.

“l will pray,” said the child, “to have
courage to do this work.”

And he kneeled down and prayed. Then
when he rose up he took the penknife and
struck it into the priest’s heart, and struck
and struck again till all the flesh was lacer-
ated; but still the priest lived, though the
agony was homible, for he could not die
until the 24 hours had expired.

At last the agony seemed to cease, and the
stillness of death settled on his face. Then
the child, who was watching, saw a beauti-
ful living creature, with four snow-white
wings, mount from the dead man’s body
into the air and go fluttenng round his
head. So he ran to bring the scholars; and
when they saw it, they all knew it was the
soul of their master; and they watched with
wonder and awe until it passed from sight
into the clouds.

And this was the first butterfly that was
ever seen in [reland; and now all men
know that the butterflies are the souls of
the dead, waiting for the moment when
they may enter Purgatory, and so pass
through torture to purification and peace.

But the schools of Ireland were quite
deserted after that time, for people said,
What is the use of going so far to leamn,
when the wisest man in all Ireland did not
know if he had a soul till he was near los-
ing it, and was only saved at last through
the simple belief of a little child. @



