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“Joseph - Joseph Curran. What's yours?”
“Joseph Kenny””

“Oh, are you a Joseph, too - and you are a carpenter? Now that
is very nice. I suppose St. Joseph likes you very much, because
he was a carpenter, too. I suppose he likes you better than me
because 'm only Little Joseph - you are Big Joseph.”

“I think he likes you best, sonny;” Big Joseph said unsteadily.

“Oh, I'm afraid not. You see, I'm not very good. Sister scolds
me a lot, because I never seem to be able to mind the board all
the time, or listen to what she is saying always. I like looking
around, and watching the children, and everyone who passes
the window.”

Big Joseph sighed. Such little sins to be bewailing! Now, if he
were to tell why St. Joseph could not like him “best!”

“This is St. Joseph's month,” the little boy remarked, “and Sister
said I'm to be very, very good to please him. Ill try, but it’s hard,
you know;” and the small sinner sighed and pressed his soft red
lips into a determined straight line.

“Now, I must go and help Sister. May I have my lunch with you
tomorrow?”

“Yes, sonny, of course.”

The days went on. They were not pleasant for Big Joseph.
The children’s prayers floated up through the windows, or
out through the doors, and wherever he worked their voices
followed him.

What a long time since he had been at school. The Sisters had
taught him, too - long ago - years and years ago - and he had
never entered a school since the day he left St. Michael’s until he
came to work at St. Cecilia’s.

It was a little old-fashioned school, St. Michaels, and the
desks were long and narrow. He always sat at the end, near
the window. He was a little pure-souled schoolboy then, with
honest eyes like Little Joseph’s.

Bang! Bang! rang the hammer on the nails. What a fool he was
to let his thoughts go wandering in those old dead days. What
a fool he was, with the grey hairs of old age already showing
above his temples, to be thinking of the days when he was a
little schoolboy!

He hammered and sawed and planed, and tried to drive away
the memory of the old-fashioned school, and the thought of
what he “should have been”

Every day Little Joseph had lunch with him, and now it was
Friday.

The fresh green of the trees hung over the school fence, and
waved in the air when the wind blew through their branches.

Little Joseph had a bright yellow daffodil pinned in his coat, and
was in the highest spirits.

He spread out his snowy serviette, set out his repast, and Big
Joseph did likewise.

“Egg sandwiches,” said the little fellow, with a disdainful curl of
his lips. “I don't much care for them, you know, but it’s Friday.
Fish sandwiches are nasty, and cheese nastier still, but eggs are
not so bad after all”

The carpenter had meanwhile commenced his lunch. Suddenly
there was a crash. Little Joseph had started to his feet and upset
the basket of tools.

“Oh,” he cried. “Oh, oh, Big Joseph, you are eating meat!” '
The man actually blushed under the fire of those childish blue
eyes.

“Oh, it’s Friday. You didn’t know, did you? Oh, say you didn’t
know. You would not eat meat purposely on Friday? Would
you?”

The man did not speak, but sat stupidly with the half-finished
sandwich in his fingers.

Little Joseph moved closer to him. “You didn’t remember, did
you? It's no harm if you forgot”

The man looked into the blue eyes, and tried to lie; but he could
not.

“I know,” he said humbly.
Little Joseph's eyes were wide open, horror-stricken.

Children are so given to hero-worship, and the boy had thought
this big, strong man a hero, a wonderful hero, who could build
houses, and was surely very dear to God and the good St.
Joseph. And now -

“You won't eat any more, will you? It's a mortal sin, you know.
Catholics should never eat meat on Friday. They do without it
for a penance, because it was on a Friday Our Lord died to save
everybody”

Big Joseph knew all this; he learned it years ago, and kept the
law rigidly - until - until - until he had gradually strayed away
from the path.

The boy gathered up the lunch. “May I take it away to Tommy’s
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