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solation, just as if she were once more the pettish
child whom; she rocked to sleep long ago with some old
crooning lullaby. What a picture that was of the
octopenarian mother pouring the balm of consolation
on the bruised heart of her stricken daughter in the
dark hour of her voiceless misery !

When I offered a few words of condolence, Mrs.
Kerrigan thanked me for my attention to her dear ones
in their illness‘; and said, with a simple pathos that
brought a lump into my throat :

"' Ah, Father avourneen, do you think wiil  God
leave me any of them at all? Pray to Him to spare
me the two that are left. Bul maybe the Lord wants
them all ; and 1if He does, I won't grudge them to
Him, 1’11 soon follow tihem, anyhow ; for my heart
is brohen.'

After this dread calamity the Widow Kerrigan and
the two toys 1hat remained struggled on hravely to
keep the robl over their heads ; but the opfds  were
against them. About half a year beiore I left Killa-
nure she was evicted from her holding for non-payment
of rent; and the farm was given to another tenant,
an under-bailifi of the landlord’s. After this Mrs. Ker-
rigan lived in a poor, tumbled-down cottage situated
on John ManCoghlan’s farm ; and her sons supported
her by working ¢ for their day’s ture’ roumd the coun-
tryside, whereter they could get employment,

T often called to sec the hrolion-fearted widow in
her lonely cathn i, although alter a few visits I fels
somewhat relucliant 1o call again, for the sight of me
geemed 10 remew her sorrow by reminding her of her

lost and loved ones. Two streams of  tears  would
course down her  worn cheoks, while her eyes turned
heavenward 1n meek resignation, as if seching  solace

from there only. 1 noticed that, try as 1 would to
amuse and cheer her by some little pleasantry, she
nover smiled. Formerly shelcopld laugh hke a bell,
and her face was generzlly wreathed in smules © now it
wore a look of seltled melancholy and sadness. The
source of all merriment and joyous feeling was frozen
forever, while the fountain of tecars seemed inexhaust-
ible. Ah, i% was pitiful—very pitaful ' The memory of
that griel-scarred face wall always haunt me, I think.

When I was changed from the parish I losl sight of
the Widow Kerrigan for about seven vears., I then met
het again in the following circumstances. I was curale
in the town of A., and chaplain te a large workhouse
there. On the occasion of my fizst visit 4o the ‘poor-
house,” as the Irish peasant invariably styles the hated
institution, I went inlo the chapel and  kpelt in  a
corner just inside the door. A woman in pauper dress,
with a very pale facc, was going round the Stations of
ihe Cross. When she came nearer {0 me 1 recognised
her. It was the Widow Kerrigan, lookmg old, bent,
and feeble. She did not notice me, as she hept her
enraptured gave fixed on the Stavions, 1 watched her
in charmed silence as she passed from one to the olher,
kissing ghe ground before cach ; amd so mild and hea-
venly was the placidity of her fealures that ihe sfight
kept me spellbound.  Those Stations that brought the
Blessed  Virgin promidnently on the scene seemed i
touch her most, for the reason, prohably, that she musl
have felt a sort of Lkinship of sorrow with the Maler
Dolorosa. Ackuainted with grief ‘herself, she knew how
to appreciate the sorrows of others.

I felt keen regret at seeing, as an inmate of  {he
poorhouse, one whont I had hnowu in the heyxlay of hap-
piness and prosperity ; and my mmd  uncomsciously
weub back to the tume when she was my smiling, hos-
pitable hostess of the station breahfast—very long ago,
as it then scemed to me.  As ‘soon as she left  the
chapel after periorming the Stations, I intereepled her
o her way to ‘ the body of the house)” and addressed
her. Then only did I learn the full extent of her mis-
fortunes. She had drunk the chalice of suffering to the
dregs. She had supped full of sorrow. On sceing me
and hearing my voice, she essayed the old smile of wel-
come that [ kmew so well in happicr days; but  pre-
sently she burst into tfears.  After she had solMed her-
sedi into a calmer mood, che told me her mistory since
1 saw ler last,

0 Father O'Carroll,’ she said, ' T didn’t Uik that
I'd ery Like thav ever again!'  God forgive me for have
ing such httle paticnce under my irials ! But the sight,
of your reverence reminded me so much of the  poor
dear children that are gone, T could nol help 1t

‘How is it T find vou here ?’ I asket. Ilave you
nok your two sons to support yon ?!

¢ Ah, Father dear,” she replied, *I have no sons
now—ne'er a ch'M at all ' Thay're all gone—all gone,
blessal be God’s holy will ! Maybe  vou don't know
that my poor little Patviek, that doted down on yvour
reverenee, gob the decline and died a couple of vears
after we went to  live mn that old, damp, unhealthy
house. Well Jim, the only one T had leil them, went
off to Duldin to look for better work {han he could get

near home, intending to bring me there Yoo if he gob
on well.  But I suppose God wanted them all. He met
with an accident in a mill—the poor fellow—and died in
a hospital off there. But he had the priest to attend
him—thanks be to God for that! He was a good,
quiet hoy, that never had am enemy, and never begrud-
ged any ono his share; and he tried to keep me! out
of the poorhouse as well as he could, although I had
to como to it at last. But what matter about that ?
I won't be long in it, anyhow. ¥'1l soon follow them :
and the sooner the helter. I'm happy and comlenbed
now when all’s over ; for sure I can attend entirely to
my poor soulg and pray for my darling, dear, fine
ohildren that are gone—all gone. PBlessed be God for
everylhing ! Aye, it must be for 1ihe best, or Ha
would not  take them all.’

She had, esidently, setiled her accounts with %his
world and set her thoughts on the things that are ahbove
waiting for ¢ the Lord to call her,’ as she said. Fire-
tried in the ordeal of sufferings and poverty, crowned
with a diadem of sorrow, she waited calmly, serenely,
resignedly for the Angel of Death to whisper in  her
ear that her time had come to go 1o join her dear omes
in the land where sorrow is no more, nor mourning nor
weeping nor bitter separation. 1 never saw a grander
or more soul-soothing example of 1rue Christian resig-
nation.

On roturning from the hospital, half an hour later,
I passed through the chapel and found her there again.
I was informed she spent the grester part of the day
there, praying—her lips always moving in prayer. She
wag loohing Boward the Tahemacle with a rapt and
gquasi-glorified  expression of countenance, her hands
Taired lile one surprised by a vision. No doubt, after
passing through the fiery furnace of tribulation, she was
now drinking in deep draughis of peace Or was she
listening in spirit to the ‘unheard melodies ’ of the an-
gelic choirs ?

She spoke  prophetically when she said she would
sonn follow her beloved children ; for she did. I was
by her deathbed in ihe hospital when she passed away.
Elor last faint whispered words were :

“Tt's all over now, thanks be to God ! Tl soon be
at peace and rest : for I'm going home. T'm going
home to my God amd to my children ! '—° Ave Maria.’

The Catholic World

ENGLAND—Convert Ordained

Rev, 15. R. Grimes, formerly a member of ihe mas-
stom clergymen of S0 John the Lvamgelist, at Cowley,
was ordanad at Weslminsier Cathedral on Sunday, July
9, oy his Grace the Aichhishop of Westminster, and
celebrated lus first Mass  in the Cathedral on the fol-
lowing day. He was reccived into the Catholic Church
aboul, three vears apme, and for the present will be at-
tached to Archbishop's [Houve.

A Church Builder Passes Away

Canon Kecens, who was kmwown as ¢ fhe church buil-
der’ amongst London  priests, died on July 18 at
Brighton. 1Ile was born in Londen of Irish parents, and
was erdamed priest i 1834 The (anon had founded no
Iess than eleven missions in various paris of the metro-
rolis, bilding churches and schools in each. His last
work was the Cliurcéh of the Holy Rodeemer, Chelsea,
which wag comsecrated recently, ihe Canon ‘having  suc-
ceeded in paying off the capital debt.

An Interesting Ceremony

An interesting ceremony was witnessed abt Westmin-
ster Cathedral on a recent Sunday, when the Catholic
members of the Congress on Public Health, which was
sttting n Lomdon, atiended ab 12 o'clock Mass. Prior
to the Mass the meurhers assembled in the Chapter Hall
of the Cathedral, whence they marched in procession to
the nrain Hoor. The procossion was headed by the Lord
Mayor of Dublin, who was accompanied by the mace-
bearer and sword-learer, and immediately following him
were the Mayors of several other Imsh cities. All wero
dressed in their robes of office, and many other mem-
bers of the priveession wore academic robes, the whole
vresenting a very picturesque speclacle. On arrival at
the main door, the visitors were received by Monsignor
Moyes, who conducted them to seats specially reserved
in frout of the Migh altar. :The sermon was preached
by his Grace Archbishop Bonrne. After Mass the visi-
tors retureied fo the Chapler Hall, where his Grace held
a reception. “

A Charitable Guild

The  wbhuial report of the Catholic Neeadlework
Guild shows that ibere are 8962 members, with 2077
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