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Little 014 lady Of New York,

Young men especially like to think that they are excellent exemplars of moral and
physical courege, Bub the life-gtory of one little old ladlr of 83 vears will bring
bluches to many a strong facae., Through the kindness of Fugh A. 0'Donnell, a prominent
New York Alurmnus, we obbain the facts:

last wesk John V, Hinkel of the New York Times asked Notre Dame prayers for
¥rs, Anne Kitson, a sisk littls lady of 83 years. She was the widow of the
internaticnally-known soulptor, Sammcl J, Litson, who disd more than thirty
years ago., Since his death her residence har meen at 27 'fest 67th ftract.
There Tor thirty vears she endeared herself fo all the eriists on that
strangest of strects whers live the eelebritiss who "have arrived."

Mr, Fitson wes a genuine artist, the first foreigner and Protesbant to win
the Pope's prize for seulpbure. Fe has manv statues in the Hational Cemu-
tory at Arlington. In Washington, too, there are the Sheridan and Sherman
busts by him, and in the Boston library, the Longfellow bust, For the pub-
lie perk in Hartford he it was who sculptured the arch, New York is filled
with his ereations, among them the bust of Tilden, famous governor of New
York, and thet of Orestes A, Brownson, who is buried under the church at
Notre Dame., The models of har hushand's works lrs. Kitson gave to Gorhans,
New Yorl silvorsmiths, who wore to £111 orders and give her commissions,

They are still there, excepting one, "Christ The King," which the glacier-
priest, Father Hubbard, recently bought., It is to be placed at the farthest
point in Alaske overloolking Siberia.

But to got hack to the little lady herself, She boeamc a convert to tho
Cstholie Church and, bafore her hushand's death, made a vow that if God would
give hin tho same Faith she never in her 1life would complain about anything.
That difficult vow she actually kept. She lived with a smile all tho days,
huniing out cherity right and left to the unemployed, to transicntse-cven

to cats and dogs~-to everything that lived end breathed. (Once she entore
tained a Notre Dame Glec Club, and frequently ¥, D, graduates on the seorch
for their first job in New York,)

For more than thirty yoars she went to Mass ard Holy Commumnion daily at six
o'elock in the morning; and, afternoons and evenings, she haunted the Blessed
Saeramert church at Broadwey and 71st Street. She wes o livine gaint, the
most porfact ewvonant of practicsl Christlenity thet I rave ever lnowm,
Tittingly, she dicd on Holy Thursday, feast of the Holy Tmeharist. The
funeral sorvice was on Saturday, the Requiem Mass on Monday., The elorgy know
her great virtve and ontdid themsclves to shor hor every honor, The Blassed
Srerement shoir, famous all over the United Siates, farnichoed wondorful musie,
ard Y.onsignor Feogan, with his assistants, not only lod the cashet to thoe
albar but follewed it oub vhen the sarvies woas ovar, This was their final
tribute and af'foctionate farewell,

For ten days before hor desth she hed been "indisposed," cho tirmed it, "with
influenza,” The doctors at first sgroed with her, hut upon diagnosing her
condition found an operation necvesary. The x-ray et the hospital told
plonty, The 1ittle old lady didn'$ have onc chanoe in a thousand. Mub shu
would toke whatever chanee she had: even she eonld endurs pain no longer.
They fourd hor packed with cancer, Its tendrils ran all over hor body, ex-
cupbirg through her hoart and lunps, A narcotic in the spine pernitted her
to be conselons, But she smiled sll the way es she had lived; and she died
without corplaint. Ohe kad kept bor vow to *he last,

The Faskeristic Ohrist wos her love end sirongth., ven nt AZ yoars sghe eould bear
irumk Por Him, Thut brought to her fass tho smile whish radiabed through pain, nis-
Surhanc, and many therkloss sharities,
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