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Kelly. Sometimes she was a little late with the meals after
spending a few minutes at the corner shop. Sometimes she was
late as she strolled slowly down from the church on the hill, a
smile across her brow and her calm eyes expressing the pleasure
of a contented mind.

Ken would tease her by referring to the shortage of water in
Father Mahon’s house and prophesied a curtailment of the water
in the font. The smile never left her face.

Sometimes when Ken was abed and his thoughts of the day’s
cares were slipping, while sleep invaded his person, a few drops
of Holy water would fall on the semi-conscious form of the
“heathen,” as he was playfully referred to.

Every one of us admired her neat, clean home and enjoyed the
kindness she daily showed to her “family;” but the wheels of Time
never rest, and, as the years passed round, one morning saw the
sunshine and Mother Kelly had not raked the boys out for Holy
Mass. She was ill, so it was Molly who knocked on the doors that
morning.

There was always some good intention why we should bestir
early; perhaps it was Brian's examination; perhaps someone was
“entering” today; perhaps the Holy Souls; perhaps a sick friend;
an anniversary; a thanksgiving or a favor. We often said that we
did more novenas than would fit in the year, and all except Ken,
from the church hill, saw the sun rise morning after morning,
Ken received the enviable cup of tea before the party, who were
fasting, left the boarding house. It was evident that Ken was very
often in the old lady’s thoughts.

What a strange feeling it was to imagine her ill. It was not
possible for us to know Mother Kelly other than she always was
- happy. As we joked and smiled to cheer her, the days drifted
on and quietness crept into the household. No one hinted that
she was not improving. The doctor came twice a day instead of
once. Molly never left the bedside, but, nevertheless, it became
necessary to remove her to the hospital. A few days later big-
hearted Dan, who was in touch with the doctor, depressed the
household by informing them that there was “No hope””

That night at the hospital a quiet, thoughtful party endeavored
to take the old lady’s mind off herself, while we talked by the bed
which held the fading frame.

“You'll soon be right again and you'll be out of here in a few days,
Mother,” said Ken.

“Yes, only a few days, Ken, but I want to ask you something
before I go”

Molly hurriedly fumbled and straightened the bed clothes. “Yes,

“There’s many a good kick in you yet, Mother,” cheerfully
contributed Dan.

“This time I am going to meet my God.”

An awkward pause followed this declaration. The frank
statement froze me to helplessness; I could not make any remark.
My eyes involuntarily turned to Molly. She had turned quietly
away to fix the flowers by the window, while tears glistened on
her long eyelashes.

“Er, you're not going to do anything like dying; were expecting
you home in a week,” said Ken, trying to banish the idea.

“Yes, I am,” was the resigned reply. “I am not so dull as to
misunderstand my condition. The impression from Father
Mahon’s long talk to me today convinced me”

“You wouldn't be so happy; you know that well”
“Why shouldn’t I be happy?”

“If you were going to die!”

“That makes me happier, my boy.”

“Oh! Mother, how could you die and feel happy? Id feel intensely
miserable and perhaps I'd be shaking and howling”

“My boy, I always trusted God; I believe in Him and He'll not
forsake or disappoint me now. I am ready when He wishes to call

»

me.

Silence fell on the party. Mother Kelly lifted up her Rosary beads
which had heard numerous supplications from her during the
past years. “God will welcome me. What more do I want?” Such
sweet faith.

It was soon time for us to go and we left Molly conversing with
the Sisters and awaiting the arrival of her aunts.

We passed out into the street. The cold silence of the night
seemed to magnify the tread of our heavy feet.

Ken brought us back to our world of reality. It seemed odd to
hear him speak; his voice was different. “Do you mean to say
that counting the prayers on the Rosary gives one courage like
Mother Kelly has?”

If you were suddenly asked that question by a non-Catholic,
about whose sincerity you previously were skeptical, you would
understand that feeling which confounded me. Big Dan relieved
the strain; his worlds were slow and kind.

“Ken, the beads are not required to make one believe in God.
Beads, books, statues, crucifixes, and even churches only help us
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