
She spoke prophetically when she said she would
soon follow her beloved children; for she did. Iwasby her deatlVbed in the hospital when she passed away.
Hor last faint, whispered words were:'

It's'all over now, 'thanks be to God ! I'll soon be
at peace and rest : for I'm going home. I'm going
home to my God anid to my children ! '—' Aye Maria.'
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ENGLAND— Convert Ordained

Rev. E. R. Grimes, formerly a member of the mis-
sion clergymen of St. John the Evangelist, at Cowley,was ordamadat Westminster Cathedral on Sunday, July
S), 'toy has Grace the Aichhishop of Westminster, anScelebrated Ins first Mass in the Cathedral on the fol-lowing day. He was recehed into the Catholic Churchabout three years ago, and for the present will be at-tached to Archbishop's House.
A Church Builder Passes Away

Canon Keens, who was known as ' the churchbuil-
der

' amongst London1 priests, died on July 18 atBrighton. lib was born in London of Irish parents andwas ordained priest in 1851. The Canon had founded noless than elo\en missions in various parts of the metro-polis, Ibfuildinigj churches and schools in each. His lastwork was the CWurch of the Holy Redeemer, Chelsea
which was consecrated recently, the Canon -having suc-ceeded in paying off the capital debt.
An Interesting Ceremony

An interesting ceremony was witnessed at Westmin-ster Cathedral on a recent Sunday, when the Catholicmembers of the Congress on Public Health, wihicih wassitting m London, attended at 12 o'clock Mass. Priorto the Mass? the members assembled in the Chapter Flailof tho CathoJral, whence they marched in procession to
the nvain tiioor. The procession was headed by the LordMayor cti Dublin, who was accompanied by the mace-bearer and sword-1-earor, and immediately followinghimwere the Mayors of several other Irish cities. All weredressed in thoir robes of office, and many other mem-bers of the prjoccb'sion wore academic robes, the wholeorosentin'g} a very picturesque spectacle. On arrival atthe main door, the -visitors were received by MonsignorMoyes, who conducted them to seats specially reservedin fro'iit of the Higffi altar. :Thc sermon was preached
by his Grace Arcnbishop Bourne. After Mass the visi-tors returned to the Chapter Hall, where his Grace helda reception. *i
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Bolatdon, 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
octogenarian mother pouring the balm of consolation
on the bruised heart of her stricken daughter in the
dark hour of her voiceless misery !

WhenIoffered 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 avournecn, do you think will God
leave me any of them at all ? Pray to Him to spare
me the two that are left. But maybe the Lord wants
them all ; and if He does, Iwon't grudge them to
Him. I'll soon follow them, anyhow ; for my heart
is broken.'

After this dread calamity the Widow Kerrigan and
the two tjoys that remained struggled on bravely to
keep the nolofl over their heads ; b*it the ojl'ds were
against them. About half a year before,lleft Killa-
nure she was evicted from her holding for non-payment
of rent ; and the farm was given to another tenant,
anunder-bailiff of the landlord's. After this Mrs. Ker-
rigan lived in a poor, tumbied-down cottage situated
on John MaoCqghlam's farm ; and her sons supported
her by, working

'
for their day's hire

'
round tho coun-

tryside, where\er they could get employment.
Ioften called to see the 'toroikcta-foeartckl widow in

her Jonely caft|in i; although after a few visits I felt
somewh|at reluctant to call again, for the si^jht of me
seemed to renew her sorrow by reminding her of her
lost and lo\ed ones. Two streams of tears would
course down her worn checks, while her eyes turned
heavenward m meetk resignation, as if seeking solace
from there only. Inoticed that, try as 1 would to
amuse and cheer her by some little pleasantry, she
never sm(led. 'Formerly she) coiukl la'mpfh like a bell,
and her $ace was generally wreathed in smiles' " now it
wore a look of settled melancholy and sadness. Tho
source of all merriment and joyous feeling was frozen
forever, while the fountain of tears seemeti inexhaust-
ible. Ah, ib was pitiful

—
very pitiful ' The memory of

that grief-scarred face will always haunt me, I think.
When Iwas changed from the parish I lost sight of

the Widow Kerrigan for about seven years. Ithenmet
her again in tho following circumstances. Iwas curate
in the town of A., and chaplain to a large workhouse
there. On the occasion of my first visit .to the 'poor-
house,' as the Irish peasant invariably stylos the bated
institution, Iwemt into the chapel and knelt in acorner just inside tiho 'door. A woman in pauper dress,
with a very pale face, was going round the Stations of
tho Cross. When she came nearer to me Irecognised
her. It was the Widow Kerrigan, looking old, bent,
and feeble. She did not notice me, as she kept her
enraptured gaze fixed on the Stations. Iwatched her
in charmed silence as she passed from one to the other,
kissing tnh© ground before each ; anjd so mild and hea-
venly was the) placidity of her features that the slight!
kept me .spellbound. Those Stations that brought ttie
Blessed Virgin prominently on the scene seemed to
touch her most, for the reason, probably, that, shemust
ha\e felt a sort of kinship of sorrow with the Mater
Dolorosia. Acquainted with grief 'herself, she knew how
to appreciate the sorrows of others.
Ifelt 'keen regret at seeing, as an inmate of the

poorhousc,, one whomIhad known in the heyday ofhap-
piness and prosperity ; and my mind unconsciously
went back to the time when she was my smiling, hos-
pitable hostess of the station breakfast— very loivg ago,
as it then seemed to me. As 'soon as she left the
chapel after performing the Stations, I intercepted heron her way to

'
the body of the house,' ami addressed

her. Then only did Ilearn the full extent of hermis-
fortunes. She had drunk the chalice of suffering to- the
dregs. She had supped full of sorrow. On seeing me
and hearing my voice, she essayed the old smileof wel-
come that Iknew so well in happier days ; but pre-
sently she burst into tears. After she had solJbcd her-
self into a calmer mood, sho told me her history since
Isaw her last.'

O Father O'Carroll,' she said, 'Ididn't thm'k that
I'd cry like thai, ever again

' God forgive me for hav-
ing such httle patience under my trials ! Rut thosight,
of your reverence reminded me so much of the poor
dear children that are gone, Icould not help it.''

How is it I find you here 7
'
Iasked. Have you

not your two sons to support you ?
'' Ah, Father dear,' she replied, '
I have no sonsnow—

ne'er a civI'd art all ' Thoy'rc ail gone— aU ig-one,
blessed he God's holy will ! Maybe you don't know
that my poor little Patrick, that doted down on your
reverence, got the decline and died a couple of years
sifter we went to li\e in that old, damp, unhealthy
house. Well Jim, the only oneIhad left then, wenti
off to Dublin to look for better work than he could get
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near home, intending tobring me there too if he got
on well. But Isuppose God wanted them all. He metwith an accident in a mill— the poor fellow— and diedin
a hospital oft there. But he had the priest to attendhim— thanks <b(o to God for that ! He was a good,quiet boy, that never had an enemy, and never begrud-
ged any one his/ share; and he tried to keep me? outof the poorhouse as well as he could, although Ihad
to come to it at last. But what matter abomt that ?
Iwon't be long in it, anyhow. I'll soon follow them;
and the sooner the better. I'm happy and contentednow when all'sover; for sureIcan attendentirely to
my poor soul,/ and pray for my darling, dear, finechildren that are gone— all gone. Blessed be God foreverything! Aye, it must \b© for the ibest, or He
wouldnot take them all.'

She had, evidently, settled her accounts with this
woria and set her thoughts on the things that areaib(ovqwaiting for

'
the Lord to call her,' as she said. Fire-

tried in the ordeial of sufferings and poverty, crowned
with a diaidem of sorrow, she waited calmly, serenely,
resignedly for the Angel of Death to whisper in herear that her time had come to go to join her dearones
in the land where sorrow is no more, nor mourning nor
weeping nor bitter separation. Inever saw a grander
or more soul-soothing example of true Christian resig-
nation.

On returning from the hospital, half an hour later,
Ipassed through the chapel and fomid her thereagain.
Iwas informed sho spent the greater part of the

~
day

there, prayingi— her lip's always moving in prayer. She
■vv/afi looMni^ toward the Tabernacle with a rapt and
q»iasi-gilon fieri expression of countenance, her handsraised HIc one surprised by a -vision. No doubt, after
passing through the fiery furnace of tribulation,she was
now drinking in deep draughts of peace Or was she
listening in spirit to the

'
unheard melodies' of the an-

gelic choirs ?
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