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the dinin’' room a lick here and there. \
Hughie heard my broom agoin,’ an’
pretty soon down he come, | nu\'m“
saw anything in trousers yet that
wasn't curiouser'n a cat, anyway.
“‘Oh ! says he, kinda startled.
‘Beg pardon, Mis’ McNeill! I thought ‘
it was that she-devil come back
again.’ ‘
-1 says I, 'that's no name |
aunt, There's some
kitchen your little
herself sick on if you
An’' 1

Hughie,’
to call your
tarts in the
gister'll make
don't go an’ help her eat 'em.’
went on sweepin’.

“ He looked kind o' superior for a
minute, an’ made believe he'd come
after something or other ; but when
he saw I wasn't noticin’ him, he
gidled over toward the kitchen door,
an' after a little I heard it squeak.
Poor boy His face was haggered
with the tears he wouldn't let come ;
an' if there's any tears in the world
that'll turn the heart bitter an' old
an’ hard, it's the tears a boy is
ashamed to shed for fear somebody’ll
think he ain't a man.

“I let 'em alone a while,for I knew
Marietta Veronica was out there in a
clean dress and fresh hair-ribbons,
An', anyway, | wanted that dinin’
room to look halfway decent. When
I did go out at last they was sittin
on the table finishin' off the erumbs,
and Hughie'd stoppedlookin’ superior
long enough to lick the jelly off his
fingeys like a ten-year-old. Marietta
give me one of her shy little
as she slid down an’ went off to feed
her kitten. I went ahead mixin' a
pan of biscuits—not ignorin’ him,
you know, but just bein’ too busy to
gsee how embarrassed he was. He
swung his feet a minute an’ then he
hrx an :

‘You used to be my mother's
friend, Mis' McNeil, an’ I want you
should know the straight of this. I
honor her memory every bit as much
as he does ; but there's some things
no fellow can bear, an’' this house
has been one of 'em this last year.
First it was my aunt, an’ she was so
clean, she couldn't stand to have me
underfoot. Then it was Ingeborg.
You saw what she made of it. A
fellow has to go somewhere. So—I
got to goin’ down there’

“I didn’t, so to say, answer him
just agreed with him enough to keep
him talkin' an’ kept right on at my
work. But I could see out o’ the tail
of my eye he was getting real inter
ested in that fried chicken.

[ know you think I'm a
kid, says he, ‘but I'm not. I
drunk more'n a glass or two of beer,
an’ the bunch of us only just played
a little poker for fun. It ain’t such a
bad place, Mis' McNeil—honest, it
ain't, But he won't believe that,
I'm goin' away. If I'm such a dis
grace to her name an’ her memory,
the best thing I can do is to get out.’
His voice kept gettin’ bitterer an’ bit-
terer, an’ just there it broke. By an
by he stood up an’ kind of squared
his shoulder I'll never speak to
him again,’ he says; ‘but I wanted
you to know ; an’—an' I wish you'd
explain it to Marietta Veronica when
she’s old enough to understand.” An’
with that he stalks off upstairs.

“‘These chickens'll be ready in
half an hour or so!" I calls after
him, ‘I'll send Marietta up to tell
you when.'

“Did he down ? Well, 1
should sayhe did ; an’ the Judge, too,
after Marietta Veronica'd tapped on
his door a couple o times an’ told
him real plain ‘Mis’ McNeil says
please come to dinner.

“Buat dear, that was the
est meal 1 ever set down to in all mj
life. First off the Judge
m.uul in’ in, with his face
y tombstun on his wife

smiles

tough
never

850

come
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like the
to speak

says he,
there

owes to

he's bound to

him in the

under this roof

expect me

McNeil,
Hughie standin’ right
forgotten what he
mother s memory
drag the name she
dust He'll not stay
while he does it.

“Hughie turned white
mouth hardened. He's
An' neither of
look at the other; an’,
neither one had much say to me
or Marietta Veronica ; you can
guess things was kind o’ stiffish until
everyone was served. Butthey ate
oh, yes, they ate that chicken and
biscuit fast enough! I'm a good
cook, if I do say it; an’ I guess it had
been long since they'd ate a
decent meal that they'd sort of
accumulated an appetite. An’ by the
time the Judge had helped Hughie
twice to chicken an’ eaten five bis-
cuits himself,
8o hard-lookin’.

‘Then I brought in the pie. It did
look oretty nice, I can tell you, with
the meringue all heaped up in little
crispy golden-brown hills. I cut into
it, an' put a good, generous piece on
the Judge's plate. You know how a
real lemon pie looks when you cut
it? I dunno as there's anything
more appetizin’,

“Marietta Veronica's eyes had kept
gettin’ bigger an’ bigger, an’ when
gshe set her father's plate down in
front of him, she give the most heart
felt sigh you ever heard. 'Oh,
save, 1 wish I was twins—one
Jemon pie an’ one for biscuit
gravy !

“We all laughed. You couldn’t a
helped it if you'd been a corpse at a
funeral. An’'the.Judge looked across
at and as polite as you
ple pie, Mis' McNeil
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‘She made one
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| absolutely be

his face wasn't quite

" An’' that was just the drop too |
much for Hughie. He kind o'c lmlu-d
an’' then jumped up so quick Im
tipped his chair over., ‘Mis' McNeil!’
he says. 'Father! I—I—oh!" An’
| he puts his arm over his face an’
bolted out o’ the room.

was workin’

kind o' misty.
I know,” he says,
‘I guess I've been too
boy. His mother
he goes after Hughie,
Well,
Lemon pie does seem
to switch things
But it ain't angels
swords that's appearin’
of out o' the wrong
path : it's just such cominon, every
day things as that. If we get to
lookin’ for angels, we're liable to go
astray. You remember what the
Bible says about the weak thiugs of
this world confoundin' the strong
things ?

“Well, Hughie an’
settled it in the library, Farrington
fashion ; man fashion too, for that
matter—a hand-shake or two an’ not
many words, When they came out,
the Judge's hand was Hughie's
shoulder, an' the way looked at
him just choked me right up, it had
so much motheriness mixed up with
a man's pride. I was thankful to be
puttin’ dishes away in pantry,
where I could wipe my on my
apron without their seein’ me.

‘The retreat ? Yes, I did
make it. You when the
youngest sister come—the
with the two little boys
talkin' to this mornin’
just insisted that my folks come
over there to meals while I took a
vacation. It didn't come till the last
of July, anyhow, so [ had the worst of
the summer's work out of the way.
An' the Sisters let me bring the baby
with me ; one of the young ladies
that's a kinder-garner agreed to tend
him an’ four or five others their mas
couldn't ave., An' when Father
Kelly hefird about the lemon pie
business—an’ he generally does hear
things about his people—what do you
'‘spose he said? That he was glad
his parish hadone o’ Martha's Daugh
ters that took right after her mother

the kind that could work an’ pray
both. An’' that made feel pretty
good.”—Lucile Kling the Ave
Maria.
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CARDINAL O'CONNELL

ARRAIGNS LEADERS OF FE
THINKING

ALSE

His Eminence, the Cardinal, at
tended the annual dinner of the Holy
Cross College Club of in the
Lenox Hotel on Wednesday evening,
Jan. 17, and delivered an
Adverting to the awful
Europe, the Cardinal
whether it was due
general confusion of mental pro
whether the prevalent
confusion is a result of the
inasmuch as many lo-:uim\
the nations the world,
particularly in the educational field,
in the States
obsessed with the most confused
or pernicious ideasregarding C!
anity and what it stands for.

His Eminence, the Cardinal, spoke
as follows
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"I confess that, day
utterances of many
government, in school and in
can scarcely believe my own
For 1 not only today denied
acrimoniously what the same man
yesterday suavely affirmed, but even
in the same essay or speech or pro
nouncement there are to be found
the most glaring and obvious contra
dictions, set out so seriously as to
make one rub one’s eyes and wonder
if the whole thing not some
ghastly joke.

“But in reality it is no joke at all.
For if such things, so far-reaching in
effect, are to be considered as jokes,
then it is the jest of insanity. If,
again, those who give utterance to
them are really in earnest, it is a
clear case of not only crooked minds,
but what is still worse, crooked inten
tions, and it is high time to send out
the alarm arousing all to be on
guard against the contagion and
calling upon the public at large to
think clearly for itself and not
swallow so quickly these sugar pills
which look so innocent but in
reality mental poison.

“I will illustrate by a few instances
which just now come to mind. What
is one to think of the out
cry raised against religion because of
this world conflagration, the very
outcome of a half century of infidel-
ity. and war against burst
forth on the world

“The very men who
had ridiculed, mocked and fought the
moral forces of Christianity, and by
so doing had heaped up a mountain
inflammable material all over
Europe, were the very ones who,
once they had set the torch to the
tinder and saw the flames mounting
| 80 high that nothing could then
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“Is that a joke or is it insanity, or
is it still worse—just crookedness ?

“When I read of the outburst in
France and in England against the
Pope for not taking the side of the
Allies, when they know better than
anyone else in the world that they
for a whole generation have spent all
their fury upon the Pope for daring
to have an opinion about internation
al law, 1 this a
joke or a tra it serious, or
only another trap set for the Sover
eign Pontiff, whatever he does, or
even when he does nothing? Yester
day he was of no consequence—today
a word from him seems to be the
only thing that counts. Is this
mania, or is it trickery

‘When I read that the whole
reason, forth by both sides, of
this awful destruction of civilization,
love culture or humanity
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‘The situation revealed by the
present statistical studies demands a
revision of public opinion regarding
the prevalence and the future of the
two cardinal beliefs of official Chris
tianity, and shows the futility of the
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efforts of those who would meet the |
present religious crisis by devising a |

more eflicient organization and co
operation of the churches, or more
attractive social features or even a
more complete consecration of the
church membership to its task.’
Boston Sunday Herald, Jan. 14, 1917,
“Here at least the horror
revealed in all its hideousness.
However confused is the mind of
Professor Leuba Bryn Mawr on
the question of religion and its im
portance, however mixed up are his
phrases when he attempts to
the antagonism of religion to mental
freedom, in this much at least he
clear—that the vast majority of pro
fessors of note in colleges and institu
tions of higher learning are infidels,
agnostics and atheists—that these are
the real leaders of America today and
that their pupils, of already
the vast majority do not believe even
in the immortality of the soul, will
naturally be the leaders of the nation
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“ Here indeed, thought
Here. indeed, is a problem which con
fronts the whole nation.
‘Ig it possible that facts
are known to the fathers and mothers
of this country?
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" Ig it to this the land of Columbus
and Washington and Lincoln, all de
vout worshippers of God and believ
ers in the sublimg destiny of America
under the benign influence of Chris
tian faith and Christian mortality, is
it to this mental and moral decay and
death that their country
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Often, like Queen Blanche of France,
the Countess of Sales would to
her son: 1 had rather you
dead than hear you had committed
one mortal sin.” When six years
old, Francis went from home to study
at Rocheville, but even at that early
age he knew how to take refuge in
prayer. As the years of his boyhood
passed he grew in strength and grace
and knowledge, and though his father
had planned for him a great career
in the world Francis gave up all
worldly preferment the life of a
priest. Such a wise and learned man

say
see

for

| was Francis that, when he was Bishop

Cardinal Perron,
controversialist, said

I can confute the Calvinists, but,
to persuade and convert them, you
must carry them to the coadjutor of
Geneva.,

of Geneva, a famous

Francis loved Law-suits,
he said, were occasions of sins against
and he strictly
his priests to avoid them.,
charity

abundant,
for he gave

peace.

commanded
The early
abundant
household
away

lessons of bore
fruit
thought,
thing.
“Keep this diamond,”
cess to Francis, and he
will, unless the
Which, course
diamond was so often
said to belong “not
but to all the gge of
He gave the coat from
and even the cruets from
His words were as char
his deeds. "The truth
always charitable,”

too his

every
said a prin
answered : "1
poor need it."”
did
in pawn

of they The
that
is was to the
Bishop
(i
his
his chapel.

itable

beggars
neva.”
back,

as
be

| Master was ever

| acter,
y he | criminal stupidity
would say, ''for bitter zeal does harm ] lessness on the part of idiotic and ]

instead of good.” Some of
priests thought that he was
indulgent towards sinners.
received them with the
compassion. The example
before him.

“Are they not a part of my flock ?”
he would ask in gentle reproof, when |
remonstrated with., “Has
blessed Lord given them
and shall I them
If Saul had been cast off,
never have had a St. Paul.'

How amply repaid was the mother
of this saint for her wise, holy love
of the child God had given to her
keeping. May all Catholic
emulate hex example !
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HAVE YOU THIS HABIT ?

The habit of criticizing those
with whom you are associated is very
bad and is too often indulged »
comments the Annals of St,
"It injures not only the
cized, but the one who the
criticism. Ashes fly into the
of him who throws them.” The
iiary of criticism reaches
the man makes it Fre
quently, indeed is unjust
as well as unkind.
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A LOST CHORD

In 1851 Miss Procter, the poetical
daughter of the noted English astron
omer, R. A. Procter, with two of
sisters, became a convert to the Cath
Church. In her zeal in behalf of
charity she is said to have overtaxed
her strength and this was, probably
the of her early death, which
occurred in her thirty-ninth year

Perhaps the most popular of
her poems is that entitled.
Chord,” which Sir Arthur
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Seated one day at the organ,
I was weary and ill at ease,
And my fingers wandered idly

Over the noisy keys.

I know not what I was playing,
Or what I
But I
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was dreaming then ;
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lly realize the mean
as applied to their
I'he average
child is constantly developing men-
tally and morally
new ideas

confidence
sOns daughters.
swell as physically;
forming in his mind;
sgtrange images from the world about
him are implanted upon his memory;
unusual scenes are passing before
his eyes; in a word, life with all its
good and its bad is passing before his
mental vision in a bewildering, panor-
amicreview. True,hehasbeentaught
within the circle of the home certain
fundamental principles that are sup-
posed and expected to guide him in
his conduct. His contact with life,
however, tends to distort these
simple principles and to infuse into
his soul a suspicion fthat soon turns
into a doubt as to the truthfulness or

are

the adaptability of these principles. |
girl |

It is
reaches

when the
this stage, this
ways, where the brook and river
meet,” that confidence towards
parents should be cultivated by the
parents themselves. If the child
has been reared in an atmosphere of
love and sincerity he will turn
naturally in his perplexity to those
who have hitherto guided him
aright. ° If, the contrary, he
unfortunately possesses parents who
are less than mere guardians in the
interest they manifest” towards him,
natural tendency to
advice from some one else whom his
immature .|¢|«|-4r||u11( may select
Frequently, Divine Providence will
turn his thoughts towards one
person who will and
guide him aright will
prove to whole bulwark of
strength the period of the
transition to mashood or to woman
hood.
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Many a young life has been blighted
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evilmindedness or weakness of char
but solely on account
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full of its natural deliciousness.
in sealed packets only.

indifferent parents. Rest assured }
that if you fail to win the confidence,

the complete and unreserved
dence, of your boy and girl some
else will win that confidence. If
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