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THE CATHOLIC RECORD.

JUNE 30, 1906,

L VICTIM TO THE SEAL OF
CONFESSION

A TrUE STORY BY raE REV.
SPILLMAN, 5. J.

CHAPTER 1V.
A HOHEME CF GUILT.

Loser reached the “ Four Ways
inn soon after the children, and stood
by while Charles, with lrequont iuter-
ruptions ou Julia's part, gave his friend
the bakoer the reasons why his grand
mother was remain'ng for the night in
the Convent, whilst he and his sister
were to return to Aix. The acconnt
he gave was not very clear, and at the
story of the ghost the stout baker
shook his head increduously. One thirg
however was evident; the children were
afraid of spending the night in the de-
gerted Corvent and therefore wanted
to return home ; but why their grand-
mother should not go with them re
mained a mystery.

¢ Why,'' Charles said, *“ Uncle has a
whole lot of money in his desk—"'

* You know you were to say nothing
abouat that, "’ interposed Julia sharply.

“ Why not?”’ her brother retorted.
¢ Mr. Lenoir is not a thief."" -

JOSEPH

© That I certainly am not, '’ the
baker interrupted. ‘' But make haste
and jump up, it is already late. You

shall sit one on each gide of me in the
front seat and we shall see how fast my
good horse can rui. Yes, I understand
now why your grandmother sends you
off alone. Yet this very morr ing she
was saying ber son, your Reverend
Unele—never mind, it is no business of
mine. Can [ do anything for you Sir?"’

These latter words were addresse d to
Loser, who had been near en yugh to
overhear the main part ol the conversa-
tion, and who now stegped up to the
eart just as the horse was in the act of
starting, and asked if he could be
driven to Aix for a trifling compensa-
tion?

¢ How came you by gear all
across your face ? ' inquired the baker,
who did not much like the look of the
man.

¢ [ have to thank an accursed Prus-
gian Hussar for that, in the course of

that

actually did reach the long rambling
building unperceived, aud going round
to the back, entered by a gate in the
outer wall which was always unlocked.
Passing through the garden, he came
to the quadrangle of which the church
and convent formed three sides, the
other being shut in by a bigh wall ; the
door leading to the inner courtyard was
polted, but Loser knew where there
was a broken window through which he
could easily gain access to the old
kitchen, now used sometimes for the
manufacture of olive oil. Groping
about between empty casks and presses
he found his way to the flight of stairs
leading to the second floor. There he
stopped. listened awhile, and then tak-
ing off his boots, crept up the stairs.
Stillness reigned everywhere ; only the
sind howled dismally in the empty
corridors.

And now the man's courage suddenly
failed him. "This was the first really
criminal act of his life, for which per-
haps he would incur imprisonment.
Long years ago he had cast his belief
in God and in a future life to the winds ;
but if a child receives a truly Christian
education, the fibres of faith deep down
in the soul, are not lightly eradicated,
and Loser had had a good mother. Now
all at once, as he stood listening in the
piteh dark passage, the remembrance
of the mother whom he had lost but
too soon, came back to his mind ; he
geomed to hear again the words she
¢nid to him on the eve of his First
Communion, after his confession : My
boy, promise me now, and promise our
Lord to-morrow, that you will try to be
steady, or your headstrong ways will
surely get you into trouble.

The promise he then gave with tears
had alas ! kept, and his

sight of the death’s head. “Tam safe
here,” he said to himself. *‘ Nobody
will come near this lumber room, and
1 shall be able to keep a look out over
the church and the cloisters and watch

the ground, took a good draught from
his flask of cognac, wrapped the pall
round him and sottled himself to sleep.

after death. Yet there is something
very uncanny about this wretched pall,
What & coward I must be, to fancy the
dead can come back.”” And yet for all
his brag, he was unable to sleep, until
he had pearly emptied his flask, then
he lay in a half besotted state until
daylight recalled him to himself.
T0 BE CONTINUED.

A TIGET F IT.

Mr. Halliday Manners, banker and
public personage, stopped dead on the
pavement and spoke with determination
to the good-looking young fellow who
was walking with him,

“ No,” he said firmly; “ you have
had your answer, and I don't change my
mind."”

+ But Klla has promised Lo

¢ Phen Ella has no right to promise
without my consent, I am her father,
and I will not have for a son-in-law a
man who cannot earn his own living.”

« But, sir, I do! You very kindly
pay me $3 000 a year for acting as your
private secretary.'’

« All of which you spend on clothes
and fancy waistcoats. No, Perey, my

not beep
mother's pr(lphucy(‘md indeed come
true. On account of his wild pranks
he had been expelled from the gymna-
gium, and only been forgiven through
the intercession of a priest to whom he
was related ; once he barely escaped
being taken before the magistrate ; at
the University he squandered the
slender fortune his parents left him,
lost his faith, and acquired a bad name
ghrough his vicious habits. Finally, to
elude his creditors, he had hastily en-

the late war,”’ was the answer.

“ [Up with you then, Sir you must sit
here by me and toll me the whole story.
Make room for the gentleman, Charles
all honor to the brave delenders of our
country.”’

S0 Loser seated himself in the place
Mrs Montmoulio had ocaupied a few
hours previocusly, and romanced 8O
freely abont the ¢ xploits bhe bad
achieved in the Iranco German War,
that he positively fas inated the worthy
paker. In fact Mr. Lenoir went a good
distance out of his way to set the hero
of many battles down at the station,
and far from taking anything from him
he treated him to a glass o Bordeaux
at the buffet, and shook hands heartily
with him on parting. As he left the
station be heard Loser asking at the
booking oflice lor a ticket to Mar yoilles,
and being iulor od that the train did

not go for anol hour. A few min-
utes later Lenoir put the children
down at their mother's door, wnd went
home quite ela od to repeat to his wife
the wond ul deeds ol brave vet
eran with ta ar of the sabre cutl

Meanwhile Loser provi jed himself at
the station with a flask of brandy and
some h b
pocket, wnd then pac
waiting-room, he m vde
gpicuous as poss ble, asking o1
way Ul
ticket and U n
one of the poriers
could not ike ! I le, he
had
for him. Loser
conld have it at
Company he would only be too glad, as
he was in a hurry to get & Marseilles.
At length the train was signalled, and
as it came into the station, Loser, to
gether witha rowd of other passengers,
pressed forw ud to find a place. The
train was very full, and hearing the
porters call out * plenty of room be-
hind,” he hastened to the lower part
of the platform, less prilliantly lighted
than the upper. *‘* Room in here, be
qui(tl(, there is no time to lose,’” said
the gn‘.ud, opening the door of one of
the last compartments, observing as he
did so, the ugly scar on the face of the
passenger, whose ticket he at the same
time olipped. lmost immediately the
whistle sounded, and the engine began
to move. Before his fellow-passengers
bad settled themselves in their places,

sandwic 8 WhHicC put into his

g aboub the
himself as con-
y rail

ollizial aller

better bave a special train put on

laughed and sald 11 he

the expense of the

Loser contrived to slip out of the car
riage, and make his way out of the
station unobserved bafore the commo

tion caused by the out-going train had
subsidod.

¢t There, o
emerged into the ** all has
turned out just as I wished ! Now il

ny body should assert that 1 was In

darkness,

Ste. Victoire to-night, I could bring | have thought,”” he broke out in his
gorward a couple of witnesses to pr yve | rage, *‘that _the canting fool would
that I left for Marseilles by the last | have taken his money-bags to bed with
train. Certainly neither guard nor | him like an old miser! 1 would sconer
porters will remember having seen me strangle him with my two hands than

»n the way, but when a train 18 80 full
At all events
and
with
to do now, 18
to Ste. Vietoire without
he mused
the illumined face of
“ 1 oan easily get
into the Convent before midnight, and now? If
off with my | old

one man is not no iced.
I shall escape suspicion at first
that will give me timo to get off
the money. What 1 have
to get
being seen.
after a glance a
the station cloek ;

back
Nine o'cloek,"

Jlong before daybreak make
booty."’
towards the
i1l lighted  streets, and
reached the open country.

Walking at a brisk pace, and avoid
ing the most frequented roads,
made his way back to Ste. Victoire.

He had nearly reached the village,

when the rising mistral dashed the firs
drops of rain in his face. He

ehurch tower,
fast-falling
at least, in the bad weather, I shall no

be liable to meet any one in
street.’’

Under cover of the darkness, hao

, sald to himself as he

So saying he turned his steps
town, choosing the most
presently

Loser

took
shoelter under an open shed by the way
side, hoping the weather would improve.
But when midnight tolled out from the
he again proceeded on
his way, despite the stormy wind and
rain. ‘ My booty is well
worth & few drops of rain,” he said to
bimself, ‘* and there is this advantage
t | toe, to the tribune, where he descended
the | the winding:-stairs to the little room
where poor
at the

listed; and the rough life of a goldier
had drawn him deeper into the abyss
of social degradation and moral turpi
tude, And after the war, as we have
seen, he had gone from one situation to
another, losing each in turn through
his unprineipled conduct, until, for the
sake of a living, he had accepted the
post of sacristan in a village church.
Now he was on the eve of committing
an actual erime, and the memory of his
mother rose up before him like a warn
ing angel to deter him from it.

Alas ! in vain grace made this ap-
peal to his heart. * Don't be a fool,”
he said to himself. ‘' How many men
who are highly esteemed rob their
neighbors of hundreds of pounds through
stock jobbing ! The struggle of exist
ence compels one to it. Besides 1 am
taking it out of no man's pocket, no
one will be the poorer. Ii the hospital
is not built by charitable contributions,
the government will build a far better
and larger one. Now for it b

Loser felt his way along
until he reached the corner formed by

the wall

olf defonce. He found Lis way to the

table with some dilliculty ; on putting
\

| the junction of the two wings of
the building. When he stood 1n
the space het n the little kitchen

{ and the priest’s apartmenis, he
thought of the carving knife lying

‘ in the table drawer. Should he go in

| and fetch it? It might be useful in

|

|

tand in the drawer he touvched the
knife directly., But he thrusv iv back
gomewhat ronghly. *‘I1do not want v
do any harm either to Mot tmoulin or
his mother,’”’ he sald, ¢ pesides |
might stumble in the dark with the
stupid thing in my hand, and cut my
solf. I will light the little lantern,
though, which his Reverence carries
with him to the church of a morning."’
Striking a match, he found the lantern
immediately, for he was thoroughly
acquainted with all the priest’s habits.
Covering it with his coat, Loser
cautiously stepped across the corridor,
and after listening at the door took
occasion ofa violent gash of wind, to
open it gently. By the light of the
lantern he perceived that there was
no one in the room. Noiselessly he
erept on tip-toe to the place where the
desk stood, and taking the key from
his waisteoat pocket, with beating
heart he was about to put it into the
lock when—he could hardly believe
his eyes—there was another koy in the
lock— he turned it and found the
treasure was gone !

The thief was furious in being out-
witted., e had laid his

e ———

stupid priest had seen through it all,

and in the simplest way possible, had
** Who would

completely baulked him.

go out of this convent without his pelf.
and he stepped
with an oath to the door of the bed-
but
found it was bolted ; at the same time
a woman's voice called out, ** Is that

I will have the money,"’

room. He turned the handle,

you, Francis 2"’

« Confound it all!”
disappointed man. *‘ What
I burst open the door,
wreteh will set up
village. Besides I cannot be sure tha
moment. It will not do to use force
. | at any rate not now. I must awai
some other opportunity.’
this convietion,
away, replaced the lantern in it
¢ | tormer position in the kitehen,
withdrew to one of the empty cells

accomplishment of his object.

drawer, and proceeded, guiding himsel

by the wall and ereoping along on tip

adjoining the sacristy,
Charles had been so terrified

plans 80
cleverly, as he thought, and now this

murmured the
can I do
the | spoke down sympathetically.
shrieking so
loud, that she will be heard in the

the priest will not come back at any
Acting on
he moved stealthily
and
there to concoct fresh schemes for the

After spending some time in thought,
he went back te fetch his boots from

the place where he left them ; then he
took the larger knife out of the kivohen

lad, your prospects are well enough for
a secretary, but not well enough for a
son-in-law, There, give me a paper,
boy.”"

Mr. Manners took a paper from the
newsboy and waited for the half penny
change.

“1 suppose you'd have given the boy
¢ixpence, wouldn't you?”’ he added as
he took the coin.

“Very likely,” answered St. John.
% But, seriously, sir, mayn't [ have
some hope ? T shall be better off direct-

1

Yo

¢ When your uncle dies—and he will
probably live till eighty. No, Percy ;
there are two things you can do. One
is, stop with me and give up Kila, and
the other is, leave me and when you're
earning—mind, I say earnir g—a sub-
stantial income come back and ask
again.”’

« Then I'll resign at once,’’ said St.
John, buttoning up his coat. “ This is
rather a public place, so I'll say good-
by without any fuss. Good-by, sir. I
shall hope to come for Ella very soon.’

e held out his hand, and Mr. Man-
ners, rather astonished at being taken
at his work, inadvertently dropped the
half penny which he had been holding.

It tinkled on the pavement, and then
rolled between the railings that fronted
the office of the Board of Locomotion,
ontside which they were standing.

The half-penny lay within easy reach,
as it seemed, and Mr, Manners puinted
it out to St. John.

“ Now,"” he said, * I don't particular-
ly want that half-penpy, but I'm g i
to have it becanse it belongs to me, and

ber that, St. Johr, w
that fortune for Bila.”

St. John thought the pleasantry
rather ill timed, and rejoriced to see
1 rs could not quite reac

stick.

I'm going now, I've

that Mr.
the coiu W 1
“ Good-by, sir.

1, he said.

l\l don't like wasting anything. R
|

ait a minute, '’ panted Manners.
you a lesson in persever
ance. I'm going to have that half-
penny. '

He stretched his arm through the
railings, but still the half-penny was
out of reach.

But this time a few people were in-
terested, and stood wondering what an
elderly gentleman was scooping around
in that eccentric manner for.

¢ It's no good, sir, " whispered St.
John; ¢ you can't reach it, and there's
a crowd collecting. "’

“] don't care if there’s half London,’
replied the old gentleman, rather irri-
tably. *‘I'm going to have that half-
penny if it's only to show you what
can be done by trying. "

With that he took off his hat and
holding it in his lett hand, inserted his
head through the railings.

[t was rather a tight fit at the sides

'

by the shonldeis, the policeman pulled
vigorously.

'A lond and anguished shriek went up
to the sky as the railings gripped the
banker's jaws.

for a favorable opportunity. It is very “ You'll
cold here, though. Ah, there is the yelled.
pall!" He laid the knife down upon ¢ Then

gaid the policeman, who was getting
angry at the remarks of the crowd.
This time he pushed from behind,

Yard for assistance.

¢ Cat h

in the crowd.

“ Fetch

another.
« Tickle him and see if he'll move §oe
was a third suggestion.
Manners heard all
and in his agony wished for an earth-
quake or anything that would remove
him —even
+ F's one of the old cabinet,” cried
the wag of the crowd, “and don't
wan't to give up 'ie office g

One humorist, bolder than the rest,
reached
under the left arm.

Goaded

kicked out backward and caught the
policeman on the kneecap.

The policeman
wiped his
of a regu
The crowd was
manageable, and a costermonger with
a barrow of fruit pulled up in the
hope of t
to guard the barrow, he edged his way
to the railings.
¢ Lumme !"’
cove's got 'is 'ead stuck in the same
way as wot my little boy did.
'is 'ead—that's what we did.”’

over

lation that fitted the occasion.

have my ears off!"" he

we'll try the other way,”’

¢ Bah, I am emancipated from all fool- | and Manners yelled again till the | banker's head slipped easily through
ish superstitions,” he muttered. **I| policeman took a rest and wondered | the railings. They were wider at the
believe that there is nothing more | whether he should send to Scotland bottom than at the top, and Manners

is head off I"' shouted a wag

gome dynamite !” advised

these remarks,

if it was only in bits.

and tickled Manners

to desperation, the banker

took off his helmet
forehead and tried to think

fast becoming un-
rade.

Leaving & small boy

he said, * The old

Soap

In a few minutes Manuers felt a lib

In vain

The po

But th

Manner's

eral dose of cold water poured over his
head, while what seemed to be fifty
pairs of rough hands soaped him vigor-
ously.

he yelled, or rather croaked

that it would be useless.

liceman, with his ideas of un-

pecessary revenge, went to work with
a will.
He soaped
Even the top of his head was liberally
treated, and, as the goapsuds trickled
into his eyes and mouth, the crowd
almost fought for the privilege of try-
ing to pull him through.

Manners thoroughly.

e policeman and the coster

claimed the honor, and nearly pulled

head off without affecting

the position.
T shall chuck it !"
the policeman,

at length said

regretting that he

daren’t club the unafortunate Manners

to death
Yard and

. ¢ Just pop off to Scotland

tell them how it stands.”

Shortly the tramp of many feet was
heard, and a dozen policemen, under
the command of a sergeant, made their
way through the crowd.

The pa
of the erc
and the s

vement was cleared ; as much
ywd as possible was moved on,
ergeant examined the railings

to see what could be done.

“ R

Jetter go and find a smith, Jack
son,”’ he

¢ and we'll have the

1

said,

railings wrenched open.’’
“ Not one in the neighborhood,” re-

plied Jac
1

have do
acrobat,

K80on.

, take a cab and find one 3

. series of wriggles that would

ne credit to a professional
Manners supported part of

his wearied body against the railings.

Freed fr
he was n
hatred se

| deserted !
He had already
that was one consclation |

think of
—and W

ym the attention of the erowd,
ow able to think, and a bitter
;ized him for St. John, who had
im in his hour of need.

forbidden him to

Ella

hen freedom arrived, if ever

it did, some othor punishment would be
thought of.

He was in the midst of these chari-
table reflections when he became aware
of a voice speaking behind the railings.

‘s May
heard.
¢ Cert:

I go round, sergeant ?" he

ainly, Mr. Kverett.”

In a few seconds a young man stood
in front of hiw.

¢ Do you mind holding your head
up ?"' was the polite request.

Manners dropped his head, and the
young man promply dropped on one
knee and looked up in his face.

*“ Ah,
Mapners
Evening
few fact
wager or

yes,'’ he said. ‘* Mr. Halliday
, the barker. I represent the
Wire, and should just like a
s. Are you doing this for a
for a joke 2"’

Mr. Manners looked down in speech-

of the skull, and his ears geemed to be
scraped as they went through ; but it
was with a feeling of triumph that he
brought his hand and stick through
and scraped the half-penny to him.,

“ There, " he said, * I've got it, St.
John! "’

In his pride he tried to twist his
head, and was speedily re minded of his
position by the railing catching on the
point of his jaw.

He quickly turned his head again,
with the intention of slipping it through
the railings.

To his horror, he found it wouldn't
go through! He gave a frenzied back-
ward pull, and found that if he per-
sisted he would choke himself, and most
gertainly cut his ears off.

«St, John!'' he called, with a husky
voice, his eyes fixed upon the ground,
where lay the fateful half-penny.

St. John leaned over the railings and

« ['m afraid you'll have to stop there
for a bit, ' he said, * while 1 see if1

t | can get some one to saw you Out. It'n
take about an hour, I expect. A

! As St. John hurried off in gearch of

t | help, the crowd gathered round for in-

spection.

It was dinner hour—a splendid time
s | for a free show—and the pavement
quickly became blocked.
’ As he wriggled round in unspeakable
agony he felt a hand descend on his

then, pass along, please!”
said a voice.

The familiar words roused the un-
bappy man to fury.
f ] can't!" he shrieked, his voice tak-
ing a strange and unrecoguizable key
unGer the stress. ‘' My heal’s stuck
and T can’t get it out.”

« We'll see about that!'' was the un-
feeling reply. And seizing the prisoner

less and

helpless wrath, and wondered

if he could in any way get his foot

through

the railings and permanently

injure this young man.

¢ 1 never

ence !"’

ing to in

get this

“1ne
said :

I hope

In a

“ I'm

all your

As he

bottom.

suff2ring and strain.

find some help !
Afraid 1 haven't the time ; I want to

paper fellows interview you.
this exclusively.”

The sergeant, attracted by his groans,
kindly fed him like a caged animal with
prandy and biscuits, and so prevented
a collapse.

everywhere,
is a blacksm
hour's time.
do for you?"'

¢ Nothing !"'
don't ever want to see you again!

and stooped and

he knelt and wi
space between th

heard of such impertin-
he said, in a voice weak with
‘ Instead of want-
terview me, you might try and

in the next edition. Nothing

you'd like to say, I suppose 2"’
 Yes, there is ! gasped Manners.
The young man listened for t¥o min-
utes, and then rose from his knees with
an expression of admiration.

yor heard anything like it," he

“ but I'm afraid I can't print it.
Good-day.

Much obliged to you, and
you won't let the other news:
I want

dazed state Manners leaned

ainst the railings and wondered what
would be the end.
Suddenly his hea!
shoulder he heard
St. John.
awlully sorry,”’ said the young
man ; ** I've been trying to get help
and the nearest I can get
ith, who will be here in an
Is there anything I can

fault !"

St. John gallantly forebore to retort,
examined the railwaye.
looked his eyes glittered, and
th his eye measured the
e two railings at the

your head down bl
and met the bar at the top.

excitedly, when
his remarks.

way.

pulled toward the pavement, and the

rt leaped. Over his
the familiar voice of'

snapped Manners. ‘I
It's

¢ Quick I"” he whispered. * Slide

Manners promptly slid his head up,

P
“ No, down—down 1"’ cried St. John
Manners had finished
¢ Get on your knees !’
Manners dropped in a dazed sort of

St. John seized him by the neck,

was free.

Bofore he could realize his freedom,
St. John pulled him to his feet and had
him in a cab, to the intense disappoint-
ment of the crowd and the joy of the
gergeant, who was beginning to think
serionsly about the matter.

The cab stopped for a moment in a
block of the traffic, and a newt boy
jumped on the step and flourished a
paper.

+¢+ Umorous plight of the banker! He
uses 'orrible language! Shoeking dc-
tails!'’ he cried.

St. John bought a paper, and Man-
ners preserved an awful silence till the
house was reached.

“ Come into the study,"
grimly.

¢ Do you mean to tell we, ' he went
on, ‘‘ that you were the only one out of
about tweniy thousarcd people who
found that out aboat the railings?"’

“I'm afraid it looks like it,” langhed
St. John.

“Very well," sighed Manners; “you'll
find I'm not ungrateful. I ghall have to
put up with the seandal, I suppose.
Better go and see Hlla and leave me to
myself. And, here you can have the
half-penny as 2 remembrance if yon
like."

Mrs. Percy St. John sometimes wears
a half-penny set with brilliants but
never when her father eomes to dinner.
—Answers.

he said

‘“ MAFGARET.”
KABLE STORY BEHIND THE SIMPLE

INSCRIPTION ON A MONUMENT IN
THE CITY OF NEW ORLEANS.

In one of the fairest parts of the
city of New Orleans, at the beginring
of one of its finest streets, is
a unique monument. But one word is
inseribed on it. That word is ** Mar-
garet.’ The monument is on a triang-
nlar-shaped grassy plot named by
order of the City Council ** Margaret
Place.”” It is noted also as being the
first monument to a woman erected in
the United States.

The monument is an interesting
one. A short, plump woman is seated
upon an old splint bottomed chair, its
legs wrapped about with a cloth reach
ing to the floor, as you may have seen
a kitchen chair in some old fashioned
kitchen. The dress isa plain, every-
day calico dress. A crocheted sack,
faithfully represented by the sculptor’s
chisel, covers her ample shoulders.
Her hair is combed back tight from
her full round forehead and is fastened
in a close coil at the back. Her face
is strong and kindly. By her side and
leaning confidently against the woman,
| is a child, an orphan, who looks grati-
tude inty the face of the woman, a
face that one looks at with admiration.

And what did Margaret Haughery do
to deserve so flue a monument and to
have the honor of the first monu nent
over erected to a woman in this
‘ country ?

¢ There is “not much to tell,’ says
Grace King in her ¢ New Orleans, the
Place and the People,’” and yet the
| story ie as 83 and simple as love
itsel, ‘' A husband and wife, fresh
Irish ima died in Baltimore of

igrants,

| yellow fever, leaving their infant,
named Margaret upon the charity
of the community. A strong, young

Welch couple who had crosssed the
oeean with the Irish immigrants took
this little orphan and cared for her as
{f she were their own child. They
were Baptists, but they reared her in
the faith of her parents, and kept her
with them until she married a young
Irishman in her own rank in liie. Fail-
ing health forced the husband to re-

move to the warmer climate of New
Orleans, and finally, for the sake
of the sea voyage, to sail to

Ireland where he died. Shortly after-
wards Margaret in New Orleans lost
her baby. To make a living she en-
gaged as laundress in the St. Charles
Hotel. This was her equipment at
twenty for her monument.

«The Sisters of a neighboring
asylum were at the time in great straits
to provide for the orphans in their
charge, and they were struggling de
sperately to build a larger honse, which
was daily becoming more necessary to
them. The childless widow, Margaret
went to the superior and offered her
humble services aud a share in her
earnings. They were most gratefully
accepted. From her savings at the
laundry Margaret bought two cows and
opened a dairy, delivering the milk
herself. Kvery morning, year after
year, in rain or shine, she drove her
cart the rounds of her trade. Return-
ing, she would gather up the cold
victuals which she begged from the
hotels, and these she would distribute
among the asylumns in need. And
many a time it was only this food that
kept hunger from the orphans. It was
during those deadly periods of the
great epidemic, when children were
orphaned by the thousands, the new,
larger asylum was commenced, and in
ten years Margaret's dairy, pouring
its profits steadily into the exchequer,
was completed and paid for. The
dairy was enlarged, and more money
was made, out of which an infant
asylum—her baby house, as Margaret
called it—was built, and then the St.
Elizabeth Training Asylum for grown
girls, With all this Margaret still
could save money to invest.

« One of her debtors, a baker, failing,
she was forced to accept his establish-
ment for his debt. She therefore drop-
ped her dairy and took to baking, sub
stituting the bread for the milk cart.
She drove one as well as the other, and
made her deliveries with the regularity
that had become as characteristic as
her sunbonnet was. She furnished the
orphan asylums at so low a price and
gave away so much bread in charity

that it is surprising that she made any
money at all ; but every year brought
an increase in business, and an enlarge-
ment of her original establishment
which grew in time into /a factmy.
worked by steam. It was situated in
the business centre of the city, and
Margaret, always sitting in the ‘upm‘
doorway of her office and always good
humored and talkative, became an in.
tegral part of the business world about
her. No one could pass without a word
with her, and, as it was said no enter-
prise that she indorsed ever failed, she
was consulted as an infallible oracle
by all ; ragamuflins, paper boys, porters
clerks, even by her neighbors, the great
merchants, and bapnkers, all called her
‘Margaret,’ and nothing more, :

* She never dressed otherwise tha;
as her statue represents her, in a calic
dress, with a small shawl, and reve
wore avny other head coveriog tha
a sunbornet, and she was never know
to sit any other way than as she sits |
marble. She never learned to read «
write, and never could distinguish one
figure from another. She signed wit
a mark that will that distributed he:
thousands of dollars among the orpha
asylums of the city. Shedid not forget
one of them, white or colored ; Protest
ants and Jews were remembered, a:
well as Catholies, for she never forgo:
that it was a Protestant couple that
cared for her when she was an orpha
¢ They are all orphans alike, was her
oft-repeated comment.,

“ When the died it seemed as if tha
people could not believe it. ¢ Mar
garet dead ?' Why, each one had jus
seen her, talked to her, consulted her
asked her for something, received some
thing from ber. The news of the dea:
of any one else in the eity would have
been received with more credulity
But the journals allappeared in mour
ing, and the obituaries were there
a1d these cbituaries, could she ha:
r ad them, wou'd have struck Margare
as the most incredible thing in the
world to have happened to her. The
statue was a spontaneous th ught, and
found spontaneoos action, While he
people were still talking about he
death, the fund for it was ¢ llected ;
was ordered and executed, and alm
before she was gone she was th
again before the asylum she had built
sitting on her same old chair tha
every one knew so well, dressed in t
familiar calico gown, with her lit
shawl over her shoulders, not the ¢
shawl she wore every day, but
pretty one of which she was 80 prov
which the orphans erocheted for her.

¢All the dignitaries of the State ar
city were at the unveiling of the statue.
A thonsand orphans representing every
asylum in the city, occapied the seats
of honor ; a delegation of them pulled
the cords that held the canvas covering
over the marble, and as it fell and
‘Margaret’ appeared, their delight led
to loud shouts of joy and hand-cl appin
The streets were crowded as far as tl
eye could see, and it was said—wit
no doubt, an exaggeration of sentimer
but a pardonable one—that not a mar
woman or child in the crowd but kn
Margaret and loved her."’

Such is the story of Margaret,
told by New Orleans’ historian. 'l
orator at the dedication of her mor
ment ¢ The substance of
life was charity, the sp

| THIS 1 It B
, Worry is one of the worst curses
| modern life. I say of modern life
l because people a thousand years
did not worry,because as civilization a
vancas men become more highly strung
more sensitive and less capable of detac
ment, Thus we often say in a very expres
sive phrase that a thing ‘‘grates up
our nerves.”' Something distressing
happens to us, and we cannot shake
off. Some one treats us rudely,
barshly, or unkindly, and the word or
deed rankles in our minds. We think
it over until it is magnified into &
grievous and intentional insult. We
take it to bed with us and no sooner
is the light put out than we begin t
recall it, and turn over in our minds
all ‘the circumstances that oceasioned
it. We sleep ieverishly, haunted al
the time with the sense of something
disagreeable. We wake, and the ac
cursed thing is still rankling in our
minds, This is one form of worry,
which is very common among peop!
of sensisive minds.

Anotter form of worry is the tend
eney to brood over past errors. The
business man or the public man
suddenly overwhelmed with the cou
vietion that he has made an awful mess
of things. The worst of all calamities
is the lack of energy to grapple with
calamity and in most cases it is worry
that breaks down a man's energy.

A third, and perhaps a more common
form of worry, is the gloomy anticipation
of future calamities., There are some
men who however happy they may !
to-day, are perpetually frightening
themseives with the possibilities of 3
disastrons to-morrow. They live in
terror. When actual sorrow comes
upon us most of us discover unexpected
resources of fortitude in ourselves. Bt
nothing sickens the heart so much as im
agined sorrow. Of this form of worry we
may well say “‘1t's wicked!”

I have no doubt that most people
know by experience what some of these
things mean. No doubt also many of
them have many real causes for anxious
thought, and they will ask me how |
propose to deal with it. One of the
best ways is to be content to live a day
at a time. Sydney Smith counsels us
with rich wisdom to take short views
of life. Each day is an entity in itself.
1t is rounded off by the gulf of sleep :
it has its own hours which will never
return ; it stands separate, with its own
opporhun‘\tles:and pleasures. Make the
the most of them,—W. J. Dawson.

be

The religions orders are ornamenfs
of the Church. Their wouderiul'dm-
versity of voecations, the virtue
of their numbers, their gervice,
the eradition of so many of their sub-
josts, eto., endear them to it. An
their good works speak their praise.
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