











181 MARIA MONK,
CHAPTET VI.

RECEPTION AT THE ALMSHOUSE.

WAS now at once made comfortable, and attended

with kindness and care. It is not to be expected

in such a place, where so many poor and suffering

people are collected, and duties of a difficult nature are

to be daily performed by those engaged in the care of

the institution, that petty vexations should not occur
to individuals of all descriptions.

But in spite of all, T received kindness and sympathy
from several persons around me, to whom I feel
thankful.

I was standing one day at the window of the room
number twenty-six, which is at the end of the hospital
building, when I saw a spot I once visited in a little
walk I took from my hiding-place. My feelings were
different now in some respects, from what they had
been ; for, though I suffered much from my fears of my
future punishment for the sin of breaking convent
vows, I had given up the intention of destroying my
life. (Maria Monk here repeats her confession to the
Rev. Mr. Tappin, Chaplain of the Almshouse, as in
pages 136 to 141.)

I made some hasty notes of the thoughts to which
it gave rise in my mind, and often recurred to the
subject. Yet I sometimes questioned the justice of the
views I began to entertain, and was ready to condemn
myself for giving my mind any liberty to seek for in-
io.rtrg.ation concerning the foundation of my former

ai
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CHAPTER VIL

A JOURNEY BACK TO MONTREAL.

BOUT a fortnight after I Fad made the disclosures
A mentioned in the last chapter, Mr. Hoyt called
st the Hospital to make inquiries about me. I was in-
troduced to him by Mr. Tappin. After some conversa-
tion, he asked me if I would consent to visit Montreal,
and give my evidence against the priests and nuns before
a court. I immediately expressed my willingness to do
80, on condition that I should be protected. It immedi-
ately occurred to me, that I might enter the Nunnery
at night, and bring out the nuns in the cells, and possi-
bly Jane Ray, and that they would confirm my testi-
mony.

In a short time arrangements were made for our
journey. I was furnished with clothes; and although
my strength was as yet but partially restored, I set off
in pretty good spirits.

Our journey was delayed for a little time, by Mr.
Hoyt’s waiting to get a companion. He had engaged
& clergyman to accompany us, as I understood, who
was prevented from going by unexpected business. We
went to Troy in a steamboat; and, while there, I had
several interviews with some gentlemen who were in-
formed of my history, and wished to see me. They
appeared to be deeply impressed with the importance
of my testimony; and on their recommendation it was
determined that we should zo to St. Alban’s on our
way to Montreal, to get a gentleman to accompany us,
whose advice and assistance, as an experienced lawyor.
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were thought to be desirable to us in prosecuting ths
plan we had in view, viz., the exposure of tbe crimes
with which T was acquainted.

Wo travelled from Troy te Whitehall in a canal
packet, because the easy motion was best adapted
to my state of health. We met, on board, the Rev.
Mr. Sprague, of New York, with whom Mr. Hoyt was
acquainted, and whom he tried to persuade to accom-
pany us to Montreal.

From Whitehall to Burlington we proceeded in a
steamboat ; and there I was so much indisposed, that it
was necessary to call a physician. After a little rest,
we set off in the stage for St. Alban’s; and on arriving,
found that Judge Turner was out of town. We had to
remain a day or two before he returned; and then he
said it would be impossible for him to accompany us.
After some deliberation, it was decided that Mr. Hunt
should go to Montreal with us, and that Judge Turner
should follow and join us there as soon as his health
and businesz would permit.

We therefore crossed the lake by the ferry to Platts-
burg, where, after some delay, we embarked in a steam-
boat, which took us to St. John’s. Mr. Hunt, who had
not reached the ferry early enough to cross with us, had
proceeded on to * * * | and there got on board the
steamboat in the night. We went on to Laprairie with
little delay, but finding that no boat was to cross the
St. Lawrence at that place during the day, we had to
take another private carriage to Longueuil, whence we
;]vere rowed across to Montreal by three men, in a small

oat.

T had felt quite bold and resolute when I first con-
sented to go to Montreal, and also during my journey:
but when T stepped on shore in the city, I thonght of
the different scenes I had witnessed there, and of the
risks T might run before T shonld leave it. We got into
s caleche, and rode along towards the hotel where wa
were to stop. We passed up St. Paul’s Street; and,
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although it was dusk, I recognized everything I had
known.

We came at length to the nunnery; and then many
recollections crowded upon me. First I saw a window
from which I had sometimes looked at some of the
distant houses in that street; and I wondered whether
some of my old acquaintances were employed as for-
merly. But I thought that if I were once within those
walls, I should soon be in the cells for the remainder of
my life, or perhaps be condemned to something still
more severe. I remembered the murder of St. Frances,
and the whole scene returned to me as if it had just
taken place; the appearance, language and conduct of
the persons most active in her destruction. These
persons were now all near me, and would use all exer-
tions they safely might, to get me again into their power.

And certainly they had greater reason to be exasper-
ated against me, than against that poer helpless nun
who had only expressed a wish to escape.

When I found myself safely in Goodenough’s hotel,
in a retired room, and began to think alone, the most
gloomy apprehensions filled my mind. I could not eat,
I had no appetite, and I did not sleep all night. Every
painful scene I had ever passed through, seemed to
return to my mind; and such was my agitation, I could
fix my thoughts upon nothing particular. I had left
New York when the state of my health was far from
being established; and my strength, as may be pre-
sumed, was now much reduced by the fatigue of travel-
ling. I shall be able to give but a faint idea of the feel-
ings with which I passed that night, but must leave it
to the imagination of my readers.

Now once more in the neighbourhood of the convent,
and surrounded by the nuns and priests, of whose con-
duct T had made the first disclosures ever known, sur-
rounded by thousands of persons devoted to them, and
ready to proceed to any outrage, as I feared, whenever
their interference might be desired, there was abundant
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reason for my uneasiness.

1 now began to realize that I had some attachment to
life remaining. When I consented to visit the city, and
furnish the evidence necessary to lay open the iniquity
of the convent, I had felt, in a measure, indifferent to
life; but now, when torture and death seemed at hand,
I shrunk from it. For myself, life could not be said to
be of much value. How could I be happy with such
things to reflect upon as I had passed through? and
how could I enter society with gratification? But my
infant I could not abandon, for who would care for it if
its mother died?

I was left alone in the morning by the gentlemen
who had accompanied me, as they went to take imme-
diate measures to open the intended investigation.
Being alone, I thought of my own position in every
point of view, until I became more agitated than ever.
I tried to think what persons I might safely apply to a=
friends; and, though still undecided what to do, I
arose, thinking it would be unsafe to remain any longer
exposed. as I imagined myself, to be known and seized
by my enemies.

I went from the hotel, hurried along, feeling as if T
were on my way to some asylum, and thinking I would
first go to the house where I had several times pre-
viously found a temporary refuge. I did not stop to
reflect that the woman was a devoted Catholic and
friend to the Superior; but thought only of her kind-
ness to me on former occasions, and hastened along
Notre Dame street. But I was approaching the
Seminary; and a resolution was suddenly formed to
go and ask pardon and intercession of the Superior.
Then the character of Bishop Lartique seemed to pre-
sent an impossible obstacle; and the disagreeable
aspect and harsh voice of the man, as I recalled him,
struck me with horror. I recollected him as I had
known him when engaged in scenes concealed from
the eye of the world. The thought of him made me
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decide not to enter the Seminary. I hurried, thercfore,
by the door; and the great church being at hand, my
next thought was to enter there. I reached the steps,
walked in, dipped my finger into the holy water,
crossed myself, turned to the first image I saw, which
was that of Saint Magdalen, threw myself upon my
knees, and began to repeat prayers with the utmost
fervour. I am certain that I never felt a greater
desire to find relief from any of the Saints; but my
agitation hardly seemed to subside during my exercise,
which continued, perhaps, a quarter of an hour or more.
I then rose from my knees, and placed myself under
the protection of St. Magdalen and St. Peter by these
words: “Je me mets sous votre protection ”— (I place
myself under your protection;) and added, “Sainte
Marie, mere du bon pasteur, prie pour moi ”—(Holy
Mary, mother of the good shepherd, pray for me.)

I then resolved to call once more at the houge wherel
had found a retreat after my escape from the nunnery,
and proceeded along the streets in that direction. On
my way, I had to pass a shop kept by a woman I for-
merly had an acquaintance with. She happened to see
me passing, and immediately said, “ Maria, is that you?
Come in.”

I entered, and she soon proposed to me to let her go
and tell my mother that I had returned to the city.
To this I objected. I went with her, however, to the
house of one of her acquaintances near by, where I
remained some time, during which she went to my
mother’s and came with a request from her, that I
would have an interview with her, proposing to come
up and see me, and saying that she had something
very particular to say to me. What this was, I could
not with any certainty conjecture. I had my sus-
picions that it might be something from the priests
designed to get me back into their power, or, at least, to
suppress my testimony.

I felt an extreme repugnance to secing my mother,
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and in the dictressing state of apprehension and uncer-
tainty in which I was, could determine on nothing,
except to avoid her. I therefore soon left the house,
and walked on without any particular object. The
weather was then very unpleasant, and it was raining
incessantly. To this I was very indifferent, and walked
on till T had got through the suburbs, and found
myself beyond the windmills, Then I returned, and
passed back through the cily, still not recognized by
anybody.

I once saw one of my brothers, unless I was much
mistaken, and thought he knew me. If it was he, I
am confident he avoided me, and that was my belief
at the time, as he went into the yard with the appear-
ance of much agitation. I continued to walk up and
down most of the day, fearful of stopping anywhere,
lest 1 should be recognized by my enemies, or betrayed
into their power. I felt all the distress of a feeble,
terrified woman, in need of protection, and, as I
thought, without a friend in whom I could safely con-
fide. It distressed me extremely to think of my poor
babe; and I had now been so long absent from it, as
necessarily to suffer much ineonvenience.

I recollected to have been told in the New York
Hospital, that laudanum would relieve distress both
bodily and mentally, by a woman who urged me to make
a trial of it. In my despair, I resolved to make an
experiment with it, and entering an apothecary’s shop,
asked for some. The apothecary refused to give me
any; but an old man who was there told me to come
in, inquired where I had been, and what was the
matter with me, seeing that I was quite wet through.
I let him know that T had an infant, and on his urging
me to tell more, I told him where my mother lived. He
went out, ‘and soon after returned, accompanied by my
mother, who told me she had my child at home, and
pressed me to go to her house and see it. saying she
would not insist on my entering, but would bring it ont
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to me.

1 consented to accompany her; but on reaching the
door, she began to urge me to go in, saying I would
not be known to the rest of the family, but might stay
there in perfect privacy. I was resolved not to com-
ply with this request, and resisted all her entreaties,
though she continued to urge me for a long time,
perhaps half an hour. At length she went in, and I
walked away, in a state no less desperate than before.
Indeed, night was approaching, the rain continued, and
I had no prospect of food, rest, or even shelter. I went
on till I reached the parade-ground, unnoticed, I believe,
by anybody, except one man, who asked where I was
going, but to whom I gave no answer. I had told my
mother, before she left me, that she might find me in
the parade-ground. There I stopped, in a part of the
open ground where there was no probability of my
being observed, and stood thinking of the many dis-
tressing things which harassed me; suffering, indeed
from exposure to wet and cold, but indifferent to
them as evils of mere trifling importance, and expect-
ing that death would soon ease me of my present
sufferings. I had hoped that my mother would bring
my babe to me there; but as it was growing late, I gave
up all expectations of seeing her. :

At length she came, accompanied by Mr. Hoyt, who,
as I afterwards learnt, had called on her after my leav-
ing the hotel, and at her request, had entrusted my
child to her care. Calling again after I had left her
house, she had informed him that she now knew where
I was, and consented to lead him to the spot. I was
hardly able to speak or to walk, in consequence of the
hardships I had undergone; but being taken to a small
inn, and put under the care of several women, I was

mz(llde comfortable with a change of clothes and a warm
bed.
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CHAPTER VIIL

PAPAL DENUNCIATIONS.

IN the morning I received an invitation to go to the
house of a respectable Protestant, an old inhabi-
tant of the city, who had been informed of my
situation; and although I felt hardly able to move, I
proceeded thither in a carriage, and was received with
a degree of kindness, and treated with such care, that I
must ever retain a lively gratitude towards the family.

On Saturday I had a visit from Doctor Robertson, to
whose house I had been taken soon after my rescue
from drowning. He put a few questions to me and soon
withdrew.

On Monday, after the close of mass, a Canadian man
came in, and entered into conversation with the master
of the house in an adjoining room. He was, as I
understood, a journeyman carpenter, and a Catholic,
and having heard that a fugitive nun was somewhere in
the city, began to speak on the subject in French. I
was soon informed that Father Phelan had just ad-
dressed his congregation with much apparent excite-
ment about myself; and thus the carpenter had received
his information. Father Phelan’s words, according to
what T heard said by numerous witnesses, at different
times, must have been much like the following:—

“There is a certain nun now in this city, who has left
our faith, and joined the Protestants. She has a child,
of which she is ready to swear I am the father. She
would be glad in this way to take away my gown from
me. If I knew where t~ find her T would put her in
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prison. I mention this to guard you against being
deceived by what she may say. The devil has such a
hold upon people now-a-days, that there is danger that
soame might believe her story.”

Before he concluded his speech, as was declared, he
burst into tears, and appeared to be quite overcome.
When the congregation had been dismissed, a number
of them came round him, and he told some of them
that I was Antichrist; I was not a human being, as he
was convinced, but an evil spirit, who had got among
the Catholics, and being admitted into the nunnmery,
where I had learnt the rules so that I could repeat
them. My appearance, he declared, was a fulfilment of
prophecy, as Antichrist is foretold to be coming, in order
to break down, if possible, the Catholic religion.

The journeyman carpenter had entered the house
where I lodged under these impressions, and had con-
versed some time on the subject, without any suspicion
that I was near. After he had railed against me with
such violence, as I afterwards learned, the master of the
house informed him that he knew something of the nun,
and mentioned that she charged the priests of the
Seminary with crimes of an awful character; in reply
to which the carpenter expressed the greatest disbelief.

“You can satisfy yourself,” said the master of the
house, “if you will take the trouble to step upstairs, for
she lives in my family.”

1 see her!” he exclaimed—¢ No, I would not see the
wretched creature for anything. I wonder you are not
afraid to have her in your house.—She will bewitch you
all.—The evil spirit!”

After some persuasion, however, he came into the
room where I was sitting, but looked at me with every
appearance of dread and curiosity: and his exclama-
tions, and subsequent conversation, in Canadian French,
were very ludicrous.

“Eh bin,” he began on first seeing me, “c’est ici la
malheureuse?” (Well, is this the poor creature?) But
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he stood at a distance, and looked at me with curiosity
and evident fear. 1 asked him to sit down, and tried
to make him feel at his ease, by speaking in a mild and
pleasant tone. He soon became so far master of him-
self, as to enter into conversation.

“T understood,” said he, “that she has said very hard
things against the priests. How can that be true?’
“T can easily convince you,” said I, “ that they do what
they ought not, and commit crimes of the kind I com-
plain of. You are married, I suppose?” He assented.
“You confessed, I presume, on the morning of your
wedding-day ?” He acknowledged that he did. “Then
did not the priest tell you at confession, that he had
had intercourse with your intended bride, but that it
was for her sanctification, and that yom must never
reproach her with it?”

This question instantly excited him, but he did not
hesitate & moment to answer it. “Yes,” replied he,
“and that looks black enough.” T had put the question
to him, because I knew the practice to which I alluded
had prevailed at St. Denis while I was there, and
believed it to be universal, or at least very common in
all the Catholic parishes of Canada. I thought I had
reason to presume that every Catholic, married in
Canada, had had such experience, and that an allusion
to the conduct of the priest, in this particular, must
compel any of them to admit that my declarations were
far from being incredible. This was the effect on the
mind of the simple mechanic, and from that moment he
made no more serious questions concerning my truth
and sincerity during that interview.

Further conversation ensued. in the course of which T
expressed the willingness which T have often declared,
to go into the convent and point out things which would
confirm, to any doubting person, the truth of my
heaviest accusations against the priests and nuns. At
length he withdrew, and afterwards entered, saying. that
he had been to the convent to make inquiries concern-
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ing me. He assured me that he had been told that,
although 1 bhad once belonged to the nunnery, I was
called St. Jacques, and not St. Eustace; and that now
they would not own or recognize me. Then he began
to curse me, but yet sat down, as if disposed for Turther
conversation. 1t seemed as if he was affected by the
most contrary feelings, and in rapid succession. One of
the things he said, was to persuade me to leave Mont-
real. “I advise you,” said he, “to go away to-morrow.”
I replied, that I was in no haste, and might stay a
month longer.

Then he fell to cursing me once more; but the next
moment broke out againet the priests, calling them all
the names he could think of. His passion became so
high against them, that he soon began to rub himself,
as the low Canadians, who are apt to be very passion-
ate, sometimes do, to calm their feelings, when they are
excited to a painful degree. After this explosion he
again became quite tranquil, and turning to me, in a
frank and friendly manner, said, “I will help you in
your measures against the priests; but tell me, first—
you are going to print a book, are you not?”’ ¢ No,”
said I. “I have no thoughts of that.”

Then he left the house again, and soon returned, say-
ing he had been at the Seminary, and seen a person
who had known me in the nunnery, and said I had
been only a novice, and that he would not acknowledge
me now. I sent back word by him, that I would show
one spot in the nunnery that would prove T spoke the
truth. Thus he continued to go and return several
times, saying something of the kind every time, until I
became tired of him. He was so much enraged once
or twice during some of the interviews, that I felt some-
what alarmed ; and some of the family heard him swear-
ing as he went down stairs: “Ah, sacre—that is too
black 1”

He' came at last, dressed up like a gentleman, and
fold me he was ready to wait on me to the nunnery. ¥
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expressed my surprise that he should expect me to go
with him alone, and told him I had never thought of
going without some protector, still assuring him, that,
with any person to secure my return, I would cheerfully
go all over the nunnery, and show sufficient evidence of
the truth of what I alleged.

My feelings continued to vary: I was sometimes
fearful, and sometimes so courageous as to think seri-
ously of going into the Recollet church during mass
with my child in my arms, and calling upon the priest
tv own it. And this I am confident I should have dons,
but for the persuasions used to prevent me.




MARIA MONK, 194

CHAPTER IX.
MY AFFIDAVIT.

NOTHER person who expressed a desire to see
me was an Irish milkman. He had heard, what
had seemed to be pretty generally reported, that I
blamed none but the Irish priests. He put the ques-
tion, whether it was a fact that I accused nobody but
Father Phelan. I told him it was not so, and this
pleased him so well, that he told me, if I would stay in
Montreal, I should have milk for myself and child as
long as I lived. It is well known that strong antipathies
have long existed between French and Irish Catholics
in that city.

The next day the poor Irishman returned, but in a
very different state of mind. He was present at church
in the morning, he said, when Father Phelan told the
congregation that the nun of whom he had spoken
before, had gone to court and accused him; and that
he, by the power he possessed, had struck her powerless
28 she stood before the judge, so that she sunk helpless
on the floor. He expressed, by the motion of his
hands, the unresisting manner in which she had sunk
under the mysterious influence, and declared that she
would have died on the spot, but that he had chosen
to keep her alive that she might retract her false accu-
sation. This, he said she did, most humbly, before
the court, acknowledging that she had been paid a
hundred pounds as a bribe.

The first words of the poor milkman, on revisiting
me, therefore, were like these: “That’s to show you
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what power the priest has! Didn’t he give it you in the
court? It is to be hoped you will leave the city now.”
He then stated what he had heard Father Phelan say,
and expressed his entire conviction of its truth, and the
extreme joy he felt on discovering, as he supposed he
had, that his own priest was innocent, and had gained
guch a triumph over me.

A talkative Irishwoman also made her appearance,
among those who called at the house, and urged for
permission to see me. She said, “I have heard dread-
ful things are told by a nun you have here, against the
priests; and I have come to convince myself of the
truth. I want to see the nun you have got in your
house.” When informed that I was unwell, and not
inclined at present to see any more strangers, she still
gshowed much disposition to obtain an interview.
“ Well, aint it too bad,” she asked, “ that there should
be any reason for people to say such things against the
priests?” At length she obtained admittance to the
room where I was, entered with eagerness, and ap-
proached me.

“Arrah,” she exclaimed, “QGod bless you—is this
you? Now sit down, and let me see the child. And it
is Father Phelan’s, God bless you? But they say you
tell about murders; and I want to know if they are
all committed by the Irish priests.” ‘Oh no,” replied
I, “by no means.” “Then God bless you,” said she.
“If you will live in Montreal, you shall never want,
I will see that neither you nor your child ever want
for putting part of the blame upon the French priests.
I am going to Father Phelan, and I shall tell him
.about it. But they say you are an evil spirit. I want
to know whether it is so or not.” * Come here,” said
I, “feel me, and satisfy yourself. Besides, did you ever
hear of an evil spirit having a child?”

T heard from those about me that there was great
difficulty in finding a magistrate willing to take my
effidavit. T am perfectly satisfied that this was owing
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to the influence of the priests to prevent my accusa-
tions against them from being made public. One
evening, a lawyer who had been employed for the
purpose, accompanied me to a French justice with an
affidavit ready prepared in English for his signature,
and informed him that he wished him to administer
to me the oath. Without any apparent suspicion of
me, the justice said, “Have you heard of the nun
who ran away from the convent, and has come back
to the city, to bear witness against the priests?” “No
matter about that now,” replied the lawyer hastily; “1I
have no time to talk with you—will you tfake this
person’s oath now or not?” He could not read a word
of the document, because it was not in his own lan-
guage, and soon placed his signature at the bottom.
It proved, however, that we had gained nothing by
this step, for the lawyer afterward informed us that
the laws required the affidavit of a nun and a minor te
be taken before a superior magistrate.

T
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CHAPTER X,

INTERVIEWS.

T HOSE who had advised to the course to be pur-

sued, had agreed to lay the subject before the
highest authorities. They soon came to the convie-
tion that it would be in vain to look for amy favour
from the Governor, and resolved to lay it before
the Attorney-General -as soon as he should return
from Quebec. After waiting for some time he re-
turned; and I was informed in a few days that he
had appointed an interview on the following morn-
ing. I went at the time with a gentleman of the
city, to the house of Mr. Grant, a distinguished law-
yer. In a short time a servant invited us to walk
upstairs, and we went; but after I had entered a
small room at the end of a parlour, the door was
shut behind me by Mr. Ogden, the Atforney-General. .
A chair was given me, which was placed with the
back towards a bookease, at which a man was stand-
ing apparently looking at the books: and besides the
two persons I have mentioned, there was but one
more in the room, Mr. Grant, the master of the
house. Of the first part of the interview I shall not
particularly speak.

The two legal gentlemen at length began a mock
examination of me, in which they secmed to me to be
actuated more by a curiosity no way commendable,
than a sincere desire to discover the truth, writing
down a few of my answers. In this, however, the per-
son behind me took no active part. One of the ques-
tions put to me vas,—



MARIA MONEK. 158

“What are the colours of the carpet in the Superior’s
room? ”

I told what they were, when they turned to him
and inquired whether I had told the truth. He an-
swered only by a short grunt of assent, as if afraid to
speak, or even to utter a natural tone; and at the same
time by his hastiness, showed that he was displeased
that my answer was correct. I was asked to describe a
particular man I had seen in the nunnery, and did so.
My examiner turned partly round with some remark
or question which was answered in a similar spirit.
I turned and looked at the stranger, who was evidently
skulking to avoid my seeing him, and yet listening to
every word that was said. I saw enough in his appear-
ance to become pretty well satisfied that I had seen
bim before; and something in his form or attitude
reminded me strongly of the person whose name had
been mentioned. I was then requested to repeat some
of the prayers used in the Nunnery, and repeated part
of the office of the Virgin, and some others.

At length, after I had been in the little room, as I
eould judge, nearly an hour, I was informed that the
examination had been satisfactory, and that I might go.

I then returned home; but no further step was
taken by the Attorney-General, and he refused, as I
understood, to return my affidavit, which had been left
in his hands to act upon.

Besides the persons I have mentioned, I had inter-
views with numbers of others. I learnt from some, that
Father Phelan addressed his congregation a second
time concerning me, and expressly forbade them to
speak to me if they should have an opportunity, on
pain of excommunication. It was also said, that he
prayed for the family I lived with, that they mlght be
converted.

I repeated to several different persons my wﬂlmgness
to go into the nunnery, and point out visible evidences
of the truth of my statements; and when I was told by
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one man, who said he had been to the priests, that I
had better leave the city, or I would be clapped into
prison, I made up my mind that I should like to be
imprisoned a little while, because then, I thought I
could not be refused a public examination.

Some Canadians were present one day, when the
mistress of the house repeated, in my presence, that I
was ready to go into the nunnery if protected, and, if I
did not convince others of the truth of my asscrtions,
that I would consent to be burned.

“Q0 yes, I dare say,” replied one of the men—*t{he
devil would take her off,—she knows he would. He
would take care of her—we should never be able to get
her—the evil spirit.”

A woman present said—

“I could light the fire to burn you, myself.”

A woman of Montreal, who had a niece in the nun-
nery, on hearing of what I declared about it, said that
if it was true she would help to tear it down.

Among those who came to see me, numbers were at
first as violent as any I have mentioned, but after a
little conversation, became mild and calm. I have
heard persons declare that it would be no harm to kill
me, as I had an evil spirit.

One woman'told me, that she had scen Father Phe-
lan in the street, talking with a man, to whom he said
that the people were coming to tear down the house
in which I stayed, intending afterwards to set fire to
it in the cellar. This story gave me no serious alarm,
for I thought I could see through it evidence of an in-
tention to frighten me, and make me leave the city.

I was under great apprehensions, however, one day,
In consequence of an accidental discovery of a plan laid
to take me off by force. T had stepped into the cellar
to get an ironholder, when I heard the voices of persons
in the street above, and recognized those of my mother
and the Irishwoman her friend. There was another
woman with them.
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“You go in and lay hold of her,” said one voicc.

“No, you are her mother—you go in and bring her
out—we will help you.

I was almost overcome with dread of falling into
their hands, believing that they would deliver me up to
the Superior. Hastening into a room, I got behind a
bed, told the lady of the house the cause of my fear,
and calling to a little girl to bring me my child, I stood
in the state of violent agitation. Expecting them in
the house every instant, and fearing my infant might
ery, and lead them to the place of my concealment, I
put my hand upon its mouth to keep it quiet.

It was thought desirable fo get the testimony of the
mistress of the house where I spent the night, after my
escape from the nunnery, as one means of substantiat-
ing my story. I had been there the day before my visit
to the house of Mr. Grant, accompanied by a friend,
and on my first inquiring of ber about my nunnery
dress, she said she had carried it to the Superior; speak-
ing with haste, as if she apprehended I had some object
very different from what I actually had. If now being
thought best to summon her as a witness before a mag-
istrate, and not knowing her whole name, we set off
again towards her house to make inquiry.

On our way we had to pass behind the parade. I
suddenly heard an outery from a little gallery in the
rear of a house which fronts another way, which drew
my attention.

“There’s the nun, there’s the nun!” exclaimed a
female, after twice clapping her hands smartly to-
gether, ““ There’s the nun, there’s the nun.”

I looked up, and whom should I see but the Irish-
woman, who had taken so active a part, on several occa-
sions, in my affairs, on account of her friendship for
my mother, the same who had accompanied me to
Longueuil in a boat, when I set out for New York,
after making arrangements for my journey. She now
behaved as if exasperated against me fo the utmost;



201 MARIA MONK.

having, &3 I had no doubt, learnt the object of my
journey to Montreal since I had last spoken with her,
and having all her Catholic prejudices excited. She
screamed out:

“There’s the nun that’s come to swear against our.
dear Father Phelan. Arrah, lay hold, lay hold upon
her! Catch her, kill her, pull her to pieces.”

And so saying she hurried down to the street, while a
number of women, children, and some men, came
running out, and pursued after me. I immediately
took to flight, for I did not know what they might do;
and she, with the rest, pursued us, until we reached two
soldiers, whom we called upon to protect us. They
ghowed a readiness to do so; and when they learnt that
we were merely going to a house beyond, and intended
to return peaceably, consented to accompany us. The
crowd, might rather be called a mob, thought proper
not to offer us any violence in the presence of the
soldiers, and after following us a little distance, began
to drop off, until all had disappeared. Omne of the
soldiers, however, soon after remarked that he observed
a man following us, whom he had seen in the crowd,
and proposed that instead of both of them going before
us, one should walk behind, to guard against any design
he might have. This was done; and we proceeded to
a house near the one where I had found a refuge, and
after obtaining the information we sought, returned,
still guarded by the soldiers.

All our labour in this case, however, proved unavail-
ing; for we were unable to get the woman to appear in
court.

At length it was found impossible to induce the
magistrates to do anything in the ecase; and arrange-
ments were made for my return to New York. While
in the ferry-boat crossing from Montreal to Laprairie,
I happened to be standing near two little girls, when I
overheard the following conversation.

“Why do you leave Montreal so soon?”
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“I had gone to spend a week or two; but 1 heard
that Antichrist was in the city, and was afraid to. be
there. So I am going right home. I would not be in
Montreal while Antichrist is there. He has come to
destroy the Catholic religion.”

I felt quite happy when I found myself once more
gafe in New York; and it has only been since my
return from Montreal, and the conviction I had there
formed, that it was in vain for me to attempt to get a
fair investigation into the Hotel Dieu Nunnery, that §
seriously thought of publishing a book,

ot
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CHAPTER XIL

RECOLLECTIONS.

SINCE the publication of my first edition, I have

had different things brought to my memory,
which I had forgotten while reviewing in it the past
scenes of my life. Some of these have presented
themselves to me while meditating alone, by day or by
night; and others have been brought to mind by con-
versing with others. I have seen a number of my
former acquaintances, and in my interviews with them,
my memory has often been refreshed on one subject or
another. During a conversation I had in March last,
with Mr. Jahn Hilliker of New York, who by so kindly
persisting in taking me from my exposed retreat, saved
my life as I believe, and introduced me to the Alms-
house, he recalled to my mind a paper which I held
in my hand when he found me in a field. I did not
mention that paper in my Sequel, because I did not
think of it. He mentions, in his affidavit, that I
refused to let him see it, and tore it to pieces, when I
found he was resolved to remove me. I had made
up my mind that I was soon to die. Indeed, although
I have felt unwilling to declare it heretofore, my
intention had been to die by starvation, in the lonely
place where I bad taken my abode. Sometimes this
resolution failed me for a time, and I would eat, and
even send the little boy who visited me, to buy a few
cakes Sometimes, also, T thought of destroying my
life by other means; but still thinking it would have
some merit in the sight of God to disclose the worst of
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the crimes I had witnessed in the Nunnery, I deter-
mined to leave behind me a record which might be
picked up after my death, whenever and however that
event might come upon me. I therefore one diy sent
Tommy to buy me some paper; and, understanding I
wanted to write, he brought me an inkstand and pen,
as I believe from his mother’s house. 1 wrote a brief
statement of facts upon the paper, and folded it, 1
believe, in the form of a letter, after signing it, as 1
think, with my Christian name only, “ Maria.” This
was the paper which Mr. Hilliker endeavoured to ob-
tain, and which I tore, to prevent it from being seen,
when I thought death was not so near as I had sup-
posed.

The Sunday before the birth of my child, I again
wrote, with similar feelings, and in a similar style, and
hid the paper. But I afterwards took it again and
burnt it.

While I was in the Asylum, a gentleman who had
Miss Reed’s book, (“Six Months in a Convent,”) read
some passages in my presence, which irritated me so
much that I spoke to him with passion, and I fear
almost insulted him. I had never heard of such a
person or such a book before, but I believed everything
I heard, because it corresponded with my own experi-
ence, so far as it went; but I thought, at that moment,
that it was wrong to make known such things to the
world, as it was calculated to injure the Church: in
such an unsettled state did my mind continue to be for
& considerable time. It was perfectly evident to me,
however, that the institution where she was, must be
materially different from the Black Nunnery, as it was
far from being so close, or governed by such strict
rules. She also had been in it too short a time to learn
all; and besides, being only a novice, it was impossible
that she should be fully acquainted with many things
which are communicated only to nuns.

While I was in the Asylum, ¥ had once made up my
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mind to confess to Mr. Conroy, after receiving his in-
vitations and threatening messages, being strongly
urged by some of the Catholic women about me. It
happened, most fortunately for me, that I was befriend-
ed and advised by an excellent woman, Mrs. Neil, who
took great pains to instruct and influence me aright.
When I had decided on obeying the summons of the
priest, Mrs. Neil came in, and having ascertained my
intention, urged me to reflect, and impressed it upon
my mind, that I was responsible to God, and not to
man, for my conduct, and that his power and autherity
over me were only pretended. I believe I had then
sometimes more confidence in priests than in God
Almighty. She assured me that I had rights, and had
friends there who would protect me. I then deter-
mined not to go to confession.

I have generally found it easier to convince Catho-
lics than Protestants of the truth of my story, if they
come to me with doubts or even unbelief. Since the
first appearance of my book, I have received visits from
a great number of persons in consequence of what
they had seen or heard of its contents; and among
these have been a considerable number of Catholics.
While I am able to say that I have had the satisfaction
of removing all doubts from the minds of some Pro-
testants whom I have seen, I must confess that in
general I have received the greatest satisfaction from
interviews with intelligent Catholics. The reason of
this is. that T know better how to treat the latter in
argument. Having been one myself, I know where
their difficulties lie, how to appeal to their own minds,
and how to lead them to correct conclusions. Perhaps
I can best convey my meaning to my readers, by giving
a brief account of some of the interviews alluded to.

There is an interesting little girl whom I have re-
peatedly conversed witk. {the daughter of an ignorant
Catholic woman), who had enjoyed some of the advan-
tnees of instruction in the seriptures, and submits with
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extreme rejuctance to the ceremonies which her mother
requires her to perform, in compliance with the re-
qusitions of her priest. She believes my book, and
she has reason for it. She has acknowledged to me,
though with shame and reluctance, that, when com-
pelled by her mother to confess to Father ————, in
his private room, he has sat with his arms around
her, and often kissed her, refusing money for the usual
fee, on the plea that he never requires pay for con-
fessing pretty girls. He told her the Virgin Mary
would leave her if she told of it. His questions are
much the same as I have heard. All this I can believe,
and do believe. T need not say that I tremble for her
fate.

During the first week in March, 1836, I received a
visit at my lodgings in New York, from a young
woman, of a Protestant family in this city, who had
received a Roman Catholic education. She called, as
I understood, at the urgent request of her mother, who
was exceedingly distressed at her daughter’s intention
to enter a Canadian nunnery.

Part of our interview was in private; for she re-
quested me to retire with her a little time, where we
might be alone; and I found her intention was, by
certain queries, to satisfy herself whether I had ever
been a Roman Catholic. She inquired if I could tell
any of the questions commonly asked of women in
the confession box; and on my answering in the
affirmative, she desired me to repeat some, which I did.
This satisfied her on that point; and I soon became
so far acquainted with the state of her mind, as to per-
ceive that she was prepared to avoid the influence of
every argument that I could use against the system to
which she had become attached.

She confessed to me, that she had given five hun-
dred dollars to the Catbedral, and a considerable sum
to St. Joheph’s Church, and that she had decided om
entering a nunnery in Canada. I inquired why she
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did not enter one in the Uniled States. To this she
replied, that she had only one objection ; her Confessor,
Father Pies, having told her that he would by no means
recommend the latter, and greatly preferred the for-
mer, because the priests had eniire control over the
Canadian nunneries, which they had not of those in the
States. This, and some other parts of our conversation
took place in the presence of other persons; and on hear-
ing this declaration of the priest, the motive of which
was to us so palpable, a lady present launghed outright.

While we were alone, on her expressing a doubt of
the crimes I have charged upon the priests, I said,
but you admit that they have said and done such
things (which I do not like to repeat). She signified
assent. Then, said I, how can you pretend that any
thing is too bad for them to do? I also said, you
admit that they have asked you in the Confession
box, whether you ever wished to commit beastiality.
She replied, “ Yes; but if we have not evil thoughts,
there is no harm.” “ You admit that they have treated
you with great familiarity at confession?” She replied,
that she confessed to her priest while he sat in a chair,
and that he had; “but,” said she, “ yon know a priest
is a holy man, and cannot sin.” And when I pressed
her with another question, she confessed that her priest
had told her she could not be sanctified without having
performed an act commoaly called criminal, and re-
plied in a similar manner.

She was ashamed or afraid to assert her full faith in
some of the doctrines she had been taught, when I
loudly and emphatically demanded of her whether she
did indeed credit them. This was the case with her in
regard to the pardon of sins by priests, the existence of
purgatory, or a middle place, &c. She spoke of these
and other subjects as if she believed in them: but when
I said, “ Do you believe it really and truly >—you do?”
she invairably faltered and denied it.

“ She spoke of my “ Disclosures” as untrue; and I
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got it out of her that she had conversed with her
priest about me at Confession, who assured her that
I was not myself, not Maria Monk, but an evil spirit,
in short, the devil in the form of a woman. After
considerable conversation, she admitted that my book
was undoubtedly true; but still she refused to do, as I
told her she ought after saying what she had, come out
end be a Protestant.

She informed me that her confessor had a great
desire to see me, and inquired if I would consent to en
interview. I replied, that I would readily agree to see
him in the presence of Dr. Brownlee, but not alone;
and she went away without leaving me any reason fo
hope that she bad been released from the power of
superstition, or had any intention of gratifying her
mother, who was deeply distressed at the prospect of
ber daughter’s ruin.
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CHAPTER XIL

RECOLLECTIONS.

HILE I was a novice, there was a young lady

of our number from the Tannery, named
Angelique Duranceau, with whom I was somewhat
acquainted, and of whom I had a favourable opinion.
She was about eighteen, and at the time of her entrance
had every appearance of good health. After she had
been there a considerable time, it might be about seven
months, (as I know she was not near the period when
she could make her general confession, that is, at the
end of the first year,) T saw her under circumstances
which made a strong impression on my mind.

I had received a summons from the Superior to
attend in the Novices’ sick-room, with several other
novices. When I entered, I found Fathers Savage and
Bonin reading a paper, and Miss Duranceau on a bed,
with a look 8o peculiar as quite to shock me. Her
complexion was dark, and of an unnatural colour, her
look strange, and she occasionally started and con-
ducted very singularly indeed, though she never spoke.
Her whole appearance was such as to make me think
she had lost her reason, and almost terrified me. The
Superior informed us that she wanted us as witnesses;
and the priests then coming forward, presented the
paper to Miss Duranceau, and asked her if she was
willing to give all her property to the church. She
replied with a feeble motion of the head and body, and
then, having a pen put into her hande, wrote her name
fa it without reading it, and relapsed into apparen’
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unconsciousness. We were then requested to add our
signatures, which being done, we withdresw, as we
entered, I believe, without the sick novice having had
any knowledge of our presence, or of her own actions.

A few hours afterwards I was called to assist in lay-
ing out her corpse, which was the first intimation I had
of her being dead. The Superior, mysel, and ore or
two other novices, had the whole of this melancholy
task to perform, being the only persons admitted into
the apartment where the body lay. It was swelled very
much. We placed it in a coffin, and screwed on the
cover alone. On account of the rapid change taking
place in the corpse, it was buried about twenty-four
hours after 'death.

Not long after the burial, two brothers of Miss
Duranceau came to the Convent, and were greatly dis-
tressed when told that she was dead. They complained
of not being informed of her sickness; but the Su-
perior assured them that it was at the urgent request
of their sister, who was possessed of so much humility,
that she thought herself unworthy of attracting the
regard of any one, and not fit to be lamented even by
her nearest friends. “What was she,” she had said,
according to the declarations made by the Superior,
“ what was she that she should cause pain to her
family? ”

This was not the only occasion on which I was
present at the laying out of the dead. I assisted in
three other cases. Two of the subjects died of con-
sumption, or some similar disease; one of whom was an
old country girl, and the other a squaw. The latter
seemed to fall away from the time when she came into
the nunnery, until she was reduced almost to a shadow.
She left to the Convent a large amount of money.

Several stories were told us at different times, of nuns
who had gone into a state of sanctity in the Convent.
One, who had excited much attention and wonder by
prophesying, was at length found to be in such a con-
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dition, and was immediately released from the duty
of observing the common rules of the Convent, as the
Superior considered her authority over her as having
in a manner ceased. {

It was affirmed that many priests had been taken to
heaven, body and soul, after death.

The following story I was told by some of the nuns
and the Superior while I was a novice, and it made a
considerable impression upon my mind.—After cate-
chism one day, a dove appeared in the room while the
nuns were kneeling and engaged in prayer. It ad-
dressed one of the nuns and the Superior, not only in
an audible voice, but in a string of French rhymes,
which were repeated to me so often that I learnt them
almost all by heart, and retain several to this day.

“Un grand honneur je vous confere,
“Aussi a vous, la Superieure.”

These were the first two lines. In the sequel the
dove informed the audience that in eight days the
spirit of the nun should be raised to heaven, to join its
own, and that of other souls in that blessed place; and
spoke of the honour thus to be conferred upon the nun,
and on the Superior too, who had had the training of
one to such a grade of holiness.

When the day thus designated arrived, a number of
priests assembled, with the Superior, to witness her
expected translation; and while they were all standing
around her, she disappeared, her body and soul being
taken off together to heaven. The windows had been
previously fastened, yet these offered no obstacle, and
she was seen rising upward like a column moving
through the air. The sweetest music, as I was assured,
accompanied her exit, and continued to sound the re-
mainder of the day, with such charming and irresist-
ible effect, that the usual occupations of the nuns wern
interrupted, and all joined in and sang in concert.
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CHAPTER XIII,

THE SCOTCH NOVICE.

HERE was a young girl, named Ann, who was
very stout and rather homely, but not of pleasing
manners, though of a good disposition, seventeen or
eighteen years of age, to whom I took a liking. She
was a novice with me, and the time of which I am to
gpeak, was not long after I retwrned from St. Denis.
The Superior also displayed a partiality for her, and I
found she was much in favour of having her received as
a nun, if it could be accomplished. She was very
handy at different kinds of work; and, what I believe
chiefly induced me to regard her with kindness, she was
a fatherless and motherless child. She had a beau in
town, who one day called to see her at the nunnery,
when she was going to confession.

I was with the Superior at the time, who, on being
informed that the young man was there, and of his
errand, requested me to go into the parlour with her,
to meet him. He put into the Superior’s hands a parcel
and three letters, requesting her to give them to Ann.
She took them, with an expression of assent, and he
withdrew. Just as he had gone, Ann came hurrying
into the parlour, saying that some one had told her
that the Superior had sent for her. The Superior
rebuked her sharply, and sent her back, without, how-
ever, showing her what she had promised to give her.
Ann said, that she had understood a young man (men-
tioning her visitor) had called to see her. This the
Superior denied, telling her never to come till she was
wanted.
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When Ann had gone, the Superior told me to go with
her to her room, which I did. She there first made
me promise never to tell of what she was going to do,
and then produced the letters and package, and began
to open them. One of the letters, I remember, was
folded in a singular manner, and fastened with three
geals. In the parcel was found a miniature of the young
man, a pair of ear-rings, a breast pin, and something
else, what, I have now forgotten. The letters were ad-
dressed to her by her lover, who advised her by all
means to leave the Convent. He informed her that a
cousin of hers, a tailor, had arrived from Scotland, who
was in want of a housekeeper; and urged her to live
with him, and never renounce the Protestant religion in
which she had heen brought up. (3

1 was surprised that the Superior should do what I
felt to be very wrong and despicable; but she repre-
sented it as perfectly justifiable on account of the good
which she had in view.

I considered myself as bound to be particularly obe-
dient to the Superior, in order that I might make my
conduct correspond with the character given of me to
her, by Miss Bousquier, who, as I have mentioned in
the sequel of my first volume, had shown me an evi-
dence of her friendship by reeommending me to her,
and becoming, in some sense, responsible for my good
conduct to induce her to receive me back into the nun-
nery. This was a strong reason for my eomplying with
the Superior’s wish in the ease of which I am
speaking.

Since I have alluded here to the period of my return
to the eonvent, I may remark that the Superior took
some pains to ascertain, by her own inquiries, whether
there was substantial reason for reliance on the favour-
able opinion expressed to her of me by Miss Bousquier.
I recollect particularly her inquiring of me whom I had
conversed with, while at St. Denis, to persuade them to
enter the Black Nunnery; for Miss Bousquier, I under-
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stood, had informed her that I had shown my attach-
ment to the Hotel Dieu, by making favourable repre-
sentations of it while with her engaged in keeping
school. To the Superior’s inquiries I replied, that I
had urged little Gueroutte to become a nun. She was
the daughter of Jean Richard, as he was familiarly
called, to distinguish him from a number of other men
of nearly the same name; for he had extensive family
connections in that place. He lived opposite Miss Bou-
squier, so that I had frequent opportunities to converse
with his daughter.

But not to detain my readers longer on this digres-
gion, I will return to my story and poor Ann, the
Scotch girl. Having received particular instructions
from the Superior, I promised to endeavour to get
into her confidence, for the purpose of influencing her
to take the veil, and to proceed in accordance with the
directions given me The Superior told me by no
means to make any approaches to her at once, nor
indeed for some time, lest she should suspect our design,
but to wait awhile, until she could have no reason to
think my movements might have grown out of the cir-
cumstances above mentioned: for Ann appeared to be
uncommonly penetrating, as the Superior remarked;
and of course much caution was necessary in dealing
with her. Some time subsequently, therefore, I cannot
tell exactly how long, I engaged in conversation with
her one day, in the course of which she remarked that
Miss Farns, a confidential frend of hers, who had spent
a short time in the nunnery some time before, was soon
coming back.

This Miss Farns had come in on trial, while I was
in the Convent, and I had often heard the Superior say
that she must be separated from Ann, because they
were so much together, and so often breaking the
rules. Ann now told me, in confidence, that her
friend was coming back, not with any real intention of
staying, but only for the purpose of giving her some
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information favourable to herself, which she had ob-
tained. This she wished to become fully possessed of
before she would decide whether to leave the Convent
or not.

A1l this I communicated to the Superior, who then
began to look for Miss Farns’ return, with a determina-
tion to treat her with every appearance of kindness.
She often, in the meantime, gave me Iittle delicacies,
with directions to share them with Ann. Miss Farns
soon presented herself for re-admission, and was ad-
mitted without any difficulty, not being required even
to change her dress. This occurred, as nearly as I can
recollect, about six weeks after the affair of intercept-
ing Ann’s letters, mentioned a few pages back, and
somewhere about the close of summer, or the beginning
of autumn.

Being allowed to do pretty much as they chose, Ann
and her friend were much together, and generally en-
gaged in deep conversation: so that, as the Superior
declared, it was evident they were forming some plan
for secret operations. I tried several times to get near
and overhear what they were talking about: but I
could not learn anything. The next day Miss Farns
departed, saying she never intended to return; which
offended the Superior so much, that she said she would
have the doors shuf if she ever came again.

The same evening Ann requested me to tell the
Superior that she wished to get her clothes, that she
might leave the Convent. I went to the Superior’s
room, where I found Father Bonin sitting on the sofa
talking with her. When they were informed of Ann’s
message, the Superior said she would let the girl go at
once back to the world, and be given up to the devil.
Bonin argued a good deal against this. The Superior
replied, that she had sct the old nuns at work, but with-
out success; they had not been able te influence Ann
as she desired; and it was a shame to keep such a cres-
ture within holy walls, to make the flock discontented.
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At length she decided on the course to pursue; and
turning to me, said: take her upstairs, give her her
clothes, yet argue with her in favour of remaining in
the Convent, but at the same time tell her that I am
indifferent about it, and care not whether she goes or
stays.

I accordingly returned to Ann, and telling her that
she might follow me upstairs and get her clothes,
led the way, and delivered them to her. In obedience
to my orders, I lost no time in representing her inten-
tions to depart from our holy residence as an insinua-
tion of the devil ; and told her that he was trying his best
to draw her out into the world, that he might secure
ber for himself. I told her that he had a strong hold
upon her, and she ought to use the greater exertions to
resist his temptations; that the Superior thought it
might be better on the whole if she departed, because her
influence might be very injurious to others if she re-
mained; yet I felt a deep interest in her, and could not
bear to have her perform her intention, because I well
knew that her throwing off the holy dress that she then
wore, to take her former one, would be the first step
towards damnation

“You need not talk so to me,” replied Ann, “ you
have done the same yourself.” I told her that if I had,
I had lived to regret it, and was glad to get back to.the
Convent again.  After awhile an old nun came up,
called me aside, and said that the Superior wished me to
continue talking to Ann; and. in case I should prevail
with her to remain, to make her go down and beg pardon
for the scandal she had caused by her conduet, and ask
to be taken back again into the flock of the good shep-
herd, as the Superior was often called.

Poor Ann at length began to listen to me; and I got
her to repeat to me all that Miss Farns had said to her
during her late short visit to the nunnery. The amount
of it was, that if Ann would come out at dusk, and go to
e particular house she would find her relations waiting
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for her, who had arrived from Secotland—they were, if 1
mistake not, her brother and cousin. Having prevailed
upon her to break her engagement to meet them, I soon
persuaded her to go down stairs as a penitent, and there
she humbly kneeled, and in the usual manner kissed the
feet of the Superior, and all the novices, and begged
and obtained a penance, which was to serve as an atone-
ment for her offence. This was to fast three mornings,
ask forgiveness of all her companions on the same days
and perform acts of contrition.

That evening the Superior called me to tea in her
own room, when I told her all that I had learnt from
the confession of Ann, who I knew was fasting at the
time. When the Superior understood the plan pro-
posed by Miss Farns, she spoke of her in very severe
terms, and then commended me, saying that I ought
to rejoice at having saved a soul from hell, but ought
to guard against pride, as I had accomplished what I
had undertaken only by the help of the Virgin Mary.

Ann continued to behave as she had promised, and
we heard nothing more of any attempt by her friends
to get her out of the Nunnery. Not long after, however,
she was taken sick, and I ascertained from observation
and inquiry, that the cause of it was her discontentment,
as she complained of loneliness. I felt compassion for
her, and told the Superior that I thought she ought to
be treated with more leniency. She said she would get
some of the old nuns to talk with her a little more.

Ann was received, in due time, as 2 nun. I was not
present at the ceremony, but I afterwards met with
}}12:, and several times had a little conversation with
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CHAPTER XIV,

MISS ROSS.

THERE was a girl whom I knew from a child, a

Miss Ross, the recollection of whom gives me
deep pain: for I know too well that I have been the
cause of great misfortuses to her. I remember being
with her at different times in my early days. After
our family removed to Montreal, and had our resi-
dence in the Government House, we often had calls
from persons of our acquaintance, as many were fond
of walking in the garden, or green, as we commonly
called it.

Such of my readers as have visited that city will
be likely to remember the place of our residerce; for
the Government House, of which my mother is still
the keeper, is of very large size (I have sometimes
heard it spoken of as the most ancient in America).
It was said that the foundation stones of that and the
old French chiurch were laid on the same day, as re-
corded. The gateway is of stone, and it is furnished
in a manner becoming the residence of the Governor
of the Province. The garden and green are of great
extent, and present fine walks and flowers; and sas
the former overlooks the esplanade, to which it is ad-
joining, it was a favourite resort on Sunday afternoons,
when the troops are on parade.

Miss Ross, I recollect, one evening in particular,
paid me a visit with a Miss Robinson; and we amused
ourselves together in the green. Her mother lived a
little out of the city, near the Lachine road. She was
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a Scotch lady, and possessed a large property. When
Miss Ross grew up, she became attached to a young man
of my acquaintance, and indeed a relation of my mother;
but when it became known, she found her mother very
much opposed to her wishes.

While 1 was a novice in the Hotel Dieu, Miss Ross
came in as one; and we had frequent interviews to-
gether, as our acquainteance still continued, and indeed
we had always been friends. She became informed of
my design of taking the black veil—I presume I must
have told her of it myself; and one day she told me, that
she had sometimes thought of becoming a nun, but still
felt but little inclination that way; yet she requested
me to do her the favour to inform her how I was pleased
with that mode of life, after I should have been in long
enough to form an opinion If I thought she would be
happy as a nun, she desired I would frankly inform her;
and if not—as I was acquainted with her disposition—
that I would warn her against it. We often conversed
on the subject afterwards: and it was repeated, and
plainly understood between us, that I was to tell her the
exact truth, as she would probably be guided by my
opinion in the course she would adopt. .

I went through many preparatory steps before my ad-
mission, a8 I have mentioned in my first volume, took
the veil, and passed through some of the scenes which
I have before spoken of, before I ever particularly re-
verted to the request of Miss Ross, so far as I now can
remember. One thing, however, I here stop to men-
tion, which I omitted to say in my first volume, and
which I might forget hereafter, viz.: that soon after
my admission as a “Received,” the Superior gave me
charge of her room, that of the old nuns, and the ad-
joining community-room; and thus kept me for about
three months in a degree more separate from the other
nuns than I should otherwise have been. This brought
me more into intercourse with the Superior, and in the
ssme proportion made some other nuns regard me with
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jealousy: for some of them occasionally, in some way oe
other, would express dislike towards me. Perhaps this
state of things the more dispused me to confide in the
Superior.

After I had been a nun for some weeks, 1 cannot
tell exactly how long, I recollect that as I lay awake
one night, I began to think of Miss Ross, and to recall
the conversations we had held together in the novices’
apartment. All at once it occurred to me that I might
probably do a great benefit to myself, an honour to
the nunnery and to true religion, as well as save her,
by inducing her to take the black veil, especially as she
had so much property to add to the funds. At the
same time the thought presented itself to my mind,
that by so doing I should gain a very exalted place in
heaven for myself: for I had already heard a great deal
said, and had repeatedly read the same in our books,
that to*bring a person into a Convent, was one of the
highest kinds of merit. I soon made up my mind to
communicate to the Superior all I knew; for although
I questioned at once whether it would not be shame-
ful and sinful to betray the confidence of my friend,
this was easily got over, by the thought of the vast bene-
fits to result from it, especially to herself.

The next day I told one of the old nuns that I wished
to speak to the Superior; for as this was commonly re-
quired, and nuns could not go into her room without
leave, I conformed to custom. I was soon admitted,
when I told her all Miss Ross had said to me, and
added, that I wished to get her to take the veil. I
apologized for my private conversations. She said
they were perfectly justifiable. I think I never saw
the Superior express more satisfaction than she did
on the receipt of this intelligence She appeared over-
joyed; listened to all I had to say with great attention,
and highly approved of my propoesition. When I in-
formed her of Miss Ross’s attachment to young 2
the replied that that might explain the state of be:
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mind; for the old nuns had for some time spoken of
her depressed appearance, and she had mentioned at
confession that something lay very heavy on her mind.

The Superior appeared from that moment to devote
her whole attention to the consideration of the subject.
She seemed for a time almost lost in thought; and
remarked to me, “ We must consider this matter; we
must consider the best way to bring her into the
nunnery: for some persons are harder to get out of
the devil’s power than others. After a little time she
told me I should be sent to read the lecture to the
novices, and she would tell the old nuns to allow me to
converse with Miss Ross, which they would not let me
do, as I well knew, without her express orders, as it
was contrary to the rules. She then told me many
things to say to Miss Ross, and some of her instructions
she repeated to me, so that I might not be at a loss
when I should converse with her, no matter what objec-
tions she might raise.

Among other things which I most distinctly recollect,
she told me to assure her, that as to the happiness of a
Convent, no person could possibly be more happy than
nuns; for there we were assured of the favour of God,
and of heavenly enjoyments after death; that while in
the world, other young women would draw us off from
our duty, and occupy our minds with thoughts that
would do us harm: that we were exposed to no such dan-
gers. The sinfulness of vain thoughts might appear to us
very trifling, but it was very different in the sight of
God; and how could we hope to resist the temptations
surrounding us in such a manner in the world? If she
made any allusion to her attachment to the young man
before mentioned, the Superior told me to declaim
against it, as an abomination to think of such a thing in
the nunnery; that I could not converse with her if she
spoke of it again, as not a proper person. If she
appeared to hesitate at my proposition, I was to tell her
solemnly that my offer was a direct invitation from
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Jesus Christ to become his spouse, which could net be
rejected without great guilt.

The Superior told me that I should be richly
rewarded if I succeeded.  She thought I would soon
be made an old (or confidential) nun: and she would
give me a most precious relic, with a piece of the heart
of Mary Magdalen, and intercede for me with the
Virgin.

After T had listened attentively to all these instruc-
tions, received from a woman to whom I looked with
unbounded respect and veneration, I left her, prepared
to put them in practice to the best of my ability, much
excited with the hope of accomplishing what I thought
& truly great and meritorious act, and one that would
ensure the salvation of my friend.

The reader may perhaps recall the diselosures I have
heretofore made, of the crimes I had witnessed, and the
sufferings I had undergone before this period of my
convent life, and wonder how I could possibly have
been so far deluded as really to believe what I was thus
prepared to say. Such, however, is indeed the truth;
except that I must allow that my conscience repeatedly
disturbed me, and seriously, too, with the suggestion
that I should be guilty of direct deception, if I said
either that I was happy in the Convent, or that I had
at all times unshaken faith in any of the declarations I
was about to make. More than onee, too, I was
shocked at the idea of deceiving my confiding young
friend. But as I believed what I had been so often
taught, about the virtue of deception, in certain circum-
stances, I did my best to smother my scruples.

The promised arrangements were made by the
Puperior; the old nuns were instructed not to interrupt
sny conversation they might witness between Miss
Ross and myself, and I was directed, at the appointed
hour, to read the lecture. I thus easily found the
opportunity I sought, and was soon with Miss Ross,
while the old nuns appeared very busy in another part
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of the room, and unobserving. Though under s
repeated promise to reveal to her the state of my
mind, now that I had been long familiar with the
gecrets of the nunnery, I most cautiously guarded my-
self, and assumed what did not belong to me—the ap-
pearance of one devotedly fond of the institution.

I told her that I had now been long enough a “ Re-
ceived ” to be able to express an opinion ; and I must
inform her that we lived a most happy life within the
institution ; that I would urge her, as a friend, to take
the veil, and withdraw from that world which was #0
full of temptations. To this she lent a very serious
ear; and I saw that my words produced a solemn and
saddening effect upon her feelings. She replied that
she felt quite undecided what to do. She seemed soli-
citous to be still farther assured of the happiness I had
spoken of as enjoyed by the nuns.

When she touched that subject, I addressed her
exactly after the manner directed by the Superior, and
gpeaking rather harshly, inquired of her, “ Do you con-
demn the life of a nun, then?” She instantly answered,
“No;” and she easily admitted all I said about the
attention paid to the comfort of those in the Convent.
“But,” said she, “my mother is very much opposed to
my taking the veil; she is a widow, and you know we
are bound to honour and obey our parents—nature
teaches us that.” The Superior had furnished me, in
French, with an answer to this objection; and as we
were accustomed to converse in English, I had only to
translate her words, which were,

“Les droits de nos parens ne sont pas devant les
droits de notre religion.”

“The claims of our parents are not before those of
our religion.” :

“T shan’t be a nun !” said she, with determination. I
talked with her, however, some time, and she began
again to listen patiently.

T then added that Christ had commanded wus to
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“ forsake father and mother” to be his disciples, aw®
that we must have trials and tribulations before we
could enter the kingdom of heaven. She told me that
she felt then less inclined to the world than she had
when we had last conversed together; but at length she
alluded to Mr. “ Never mention,” I exclaimed,
“such abominations! It is sin, it is defilement to
speak of such a thing in"so holy a place as a convent.”
This I said very much in the manner and tone which
the Superior had used in dictating it to me. I then
puts in the way of your salvation—and see how he tries
added, “ Now this is the only obstacle which the devil
more to prevent you, the nearer you are getting to it.
All that you have to do, then, is to resist the more.”

And the repetition of these expressions has brought
to my mind many others which I often heard, not only
about that time, but frequently before and afterwards.
One brings up another; and to speak of objections that
might be made to any of our nunnery doctrines, or to
hear a question asked about our way of life, naturally
calls to my memory the replies which were made to
them.

“ Are you at liberty to buy a farm, and sell it when
you please? No.—Then how can you give yourself 1o
a young man when you pleasef ”

“Must we not obey our parents?—Quand les droits
de la religion sont concerne, les droits de la nature
cessent.”

[“ When the rights or claims of religion are con-
cerned, the rights (or clalms) of nature cease.”’}

When the question is put to an old nun—¢ What
made you become a nun?” the regular, fixed answer
always is, with a peculiar drawl—* Divine love.” But
such things as these, although they come up very
strongly to my mind, may perhaps appear to be not
worth mentioning.

The conversation I held with poor Miss Ross was
much longer than I can undertake to give a full account
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of ; but after I had over and over again painted the
happiness of a nun’s life in the brightest manner I was
able, and assured her that I had never known blessed-
ness before I had entered upon it, I told her that I had
had some inspiration from heaven, such as I had never
enjoyed before, and that she would have the same, I
also told her with solemnity, that she had now received,
through me, an invitation from Jesus Christ, to become
his bride; and that if she rejected it, it would be a sin
of deep ingratitude, and he would reject her from the
kingdom of heaven: that it was her duty to enter the
Convent as a veiled nun, without regarding the feelings
of her mother, or any other obstacle; and that she was
bound to obtain all the property she could, and put it
into the treasury of the institution.

——
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CHAPTER XV.

PLAN TO GET MISS ROSS INTO THE
NUNNERY.

IT was very easy for me to see that what I said had
L & great effect on Miss Ross. I found it impossible,
however, to make her promise me to take the veil
She persisted that she must see Lher mother first. I
then left her, and went to the Superior’s room, where I
informed her of all that had passed. She appeared
very much delighted, and treated me with great con-
descension and kindness. She said, however, that we
should yet have to @o much; for it was plain to her
that the novice had very strong scruples to overcome—
and she added, that the devil’s influence was very power-
ful over some persons. We must, therefore, pursue a
plan which would require great caution and skill on our
part, but which, she had no doubt, would prove success-
ful. This she communicated to me in a few words.
That evening the Superior told the nuns that she had
been warned in a dream that some one was in great
temptation, and desired them to say a Pater and an Ave
for her.

We were to disguise ourselves, and appear to Miss
Ross, I as Satan, and she as the Holy Mother. Miss
Ross must be brought alone, and with solemnity, to
some place where we could carry through the deception
without interruption, and with the best effect. The
whole of her plan she communicated to me; but as we
had several rehearsals to go through in preparation,
instead of repeating her instructions, I had better relate
what was done in conformity with them.

- When we were prepared to go through with our
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parts, in order that we might become familiar with
them, she gave me an old robe, which she made me
wrap around me, and the devil’s cap, head, and horns,
which is kept to scare the nuns, few of whom know of
it. Thus I was concealed, everything except my eyes,
and then approached a spot where we imagined the
novice to be lying. I addressed her in a feigned voice,
and invited her to become my servant, promising her a
heppy and easy life. In an instant, at a moment when
we supposed her to be making a sign of the cross, I
stopped speaking, and hastily withdrew. After a short
time I returned, and made other propositions to her:
and then, after flying again from the cross, again came
back, and promised her, in case she would comply, to
ensure her marriage with the man she loved. I then
retired once more ; after which, the Superior approached,
and with as sweet and winning a voice as she could
assume, said that she had listened to what had passed,
and had come to assure her of her protection.

After T had become familiar with my part in this sad
farce, and acted it to the satisfaction of the Superior,
she took measures to have it performed for the last
time. In this also I had a principal part to perform :

- for [ was directed to hold another conversation with my
deceived friend; and, in obedience to instructions, on
Saturday evening took her into the Examination of
Conscience room, and informed her that I had been
inspired by the Virgin Mary to tell her, that if she
would go into the nuns’ private chapel, the Holy
Mother would speak with her. T informed her, however,
that it would not be at all surprising if the devil should
appear to her, and endeavour to prevent her from hold-
ing so happy an interview; and that if she should be
tempted, she must cross herself, and Satan would
instantly leave her, because he could not withstand the
power of the sign. Then telling her that she must keep
a strict fast on Sunday evening, I informed her that on
Monday morning I would be with her again.
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In the meantime, the Superior, with the help of one of
the old suns, Saint Margarite, and myself, had darkened
the private chapel as much as we could, by means of
black curtains, and placed only a single light in it, and
that a taper, burning by the side of the altar. We also
took down the cross, and laid it on the floor, with the
head turned towards the door, and the foot towards the
altar. When ell was prepared, I went to Miss Ross,
and conducted her into the chapel. I told her to lie
down upon the cross, with her arms extended, in the
attitude of the crucified Saviour, which she did; and
then bound her eyes tight with a bandage, all just as
the Superior had ordered, telling her she might other-
wise see a horrid sight. I then retired by the door, just
outside of which the Superior was standing; and there
I was covered with the old robe; for although it was so
dark, the eyes of the poor girl were blinded, and her
head purposely so place that she could hardly have
seen us under any circumstances, yet, the Superior said,
perhaps she might peep a little and see us. 1f this plan
failed, she said, she must resort to some other.

We were both completely disguised; and I had not
only the dress on, and devil’s cap, but a slice cut from
a potato, and slit in different ways so as to resemble
great teeth, which was crowded into my mouth. The
front part of my cap had been turned up inside, and I
painted my cheeks with some red paint the Superior
gave me, and she afterwards put on more paint, thinking
I had not enough. .

After I had left Miss Ross in the chapel about a
quarter of an hour, the Superior signified that it was
time to return, and begin my temptation. I, therefore,
approached her, and standing a little distance from her
head, repeated some of the words I had been taught,
and the circumstances are still most distinctly before
me, 50 that I remember the words as if I had uttered
them only yesterday. Perhaps one reason of it is, that
every few minutes during the whole time, my con-
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sciencs stung me severely, so that I could scarcely go
on with my part.

“ Are you a fool,” said I, “to be lying there in such &
posture, for that God of yours? Had you not better
serve me? >’ She raised her hand, without speaking, and
made the sign of the cross, saying, “ Jesu, Maria, Joseph,
ayez pitie de moi.” (Jesus, Mary, Joseph, have pity on
me!)

T waited no longer, but immediately retired softly, as
if T had vanished. After standing a few minutes beside
the Superior, just outside of the door, without either of
ns speaking, she touched me, and I approached the poor
novice again.

“Would you not like to come out of this place,” I
asked her, “ and serve me? You shall have nothing but
balls and pleasure of all kinds.”

Miss Ross made the sign of the cross again, and I
vanished as quickly and silently as before. In a short
time I entered again, and told her, “if you will only
leave this nunnery, I will do anything for you you wish
—1I will get you married to the young man you love so
much.”

Still the poor unsuspecting girl, thongh doubtless
terrified, made the sign of the cross again and again;
and at length I left her saying “ Jesu, Maria, Joseph,
ayez pitie de moi.” I then took off my dress, when the
Superior made me sit down, and signified that I must
not make the slightest noise. She remarked,—

“Well, if this plan does not succeed, I will try force.”

She then went in and addressed her, in French, in
this manner:

“I am your Holy Mother (which means the Virgin
Mary). I have been listening to vonr faithfulness. and
will adopt you as one of my children. Are youn willing
to become one of my daughters? If you are, you must
join the sisters this week and make your vows before
enother Sabbath passes over vour head; for T am
afraid the devil is making great plans to get you. But
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if you have your vows made, I think you will be
safe.”

She then asked her if she was willing to give up all
she had to the Holy Church, and told her, that unless
she would part with all, she could not accept her. She
then promised her her protection, if she was willing, and
retired saying, “ Peace be with you.”

In the afternoon I was sent to request her to go into
the Superior’s room, as she wished to speak with her.
On entering it, we found the Superior of the Convent
and the Superior of the Seminary both there. The
former addressed her, telling her that she had had a
vision, in which she was told that the young novice whe
was doing penance in the chapel, was acceptable in the
sight of God. At this Miss Ross appeared quite over-
joyed, but scarcely able to speak.

The Superior then told her, that she ought to listen
to any advice I might give her, for she had entire con-
fidence in me, and she ought to be guided by my coun-
sel. She requested her to return to the novices’ depart-
ment, retire into a corner, and determine what she would
do. She then whispered to me and desired me to
remain with her until the Superior of the Seminary
went away, which I did. She then told me to go to
Miss Ross again, and coax her to be received almost
immediately.

I went accordingly, and endeavoured to get a promise
from her to that effect, but I was unable. She persisted
that she must see her mother before she could take the
veil. I inquired of her the reason. She replied that
she wished to give to the nunnery all the property her
mother could spare her. This I communteated to the
Superior, who told me to say that her mother should be
sent for the next day. Her mother came, and had an
interview with her, in which ehe learnt her daughter’s
intention to become a nun. This was opposed to her
utmost; but all the arguments and entreaties she used,
were utterly vain—she could make no impression. Her
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daughter had wished to see her only to tell her that
such was her resolution, and to request her to deliver
her that afternoon, all the money she intended ever to
give her.

The widow retired—the money was sent—>Miss Ross
took the veil on the Wednesday morning following, and
brought a large contribution. I was not present at her
reception; and I do not think it necessary to say any-
thing further on the subject, which is, and ever must be,
all my life, one of the most painful with which I have
had any connection. I will only add, that although I
often saw Saint Mary (as she was called, after her sup-
posed patroness), I never spoke with her after her re-
ception. Opportunities, it is true, were not very fre-
quent; but, when they were offered, she repeatedly
seemed disposed to speak to me. I saw at length that
she was becoming a favourite with Jane Ray, which
pleased me, knowing that she would be of some service
te her, and befriend her. Many a time she would fix
her eyes upon me, and it scemed as if they would pieros
through my soul.
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CHAPTER XVL

JANE RAY AGAIN.

O WE of the nuns was {rom St. Mark’s, and bore tha

aame of St. Mark. Her father visited the Su-
perior one day, and requested her to have nuns pray for
him daily for a short time, leaving with her a consider-
able sum of money to pay for their intercession. Such
things were occasionally done by different persons. He
also sent about forty dollars to his daughter, with a
desire that they might be distributed among the nuns,
to purchase whatever they might wish for. The Super-
ior informed us that it was quite inconsistent with the
rules of the nuns to receive such presents, but that, con-
sidering the devout character of the giver, she would
not entirely forbid the execution of his request.

She therefore furnished us with some molasses to
make into candy, and allowed us an unusual degree of
liberty during a part of a day. A considerable quantity
of molasses was made into candy by some of the most
skilled in the process; though by no means as much as
forty dollars’ worth. =~ The Superior, however, bad a
trick played on her in consequence of the indulgence:
for some of us attributed it to a desire of pleasing the
rich contributor, and not to any kindness towards our-
gelves.

When the time for evening prayers had almost ar-
rived, Jane Ray proposed to drop a little warm candy
in the chairs of the Superior and two old nuns. This
was soon done; and in a few minutes those seats, as
well as the others in the community room, were occu-
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pied, and the prayers going on. At the close the
Superior attempted to rise, but fell back again into her
chair; and at the same moment the two old nuns did
the same. After a few unsuccessful attempts, their
situation became evident to all the assembly; and there
was a great embarrassment at once among us all, arising
from a disposition to speak and to laugh, opposed by
the endeavour to suppress both. The scene was a
very ludicrous one, and Jane enjoyed much amusement
before the Superior and the old nuns could be set at
liberty.

Jane Ray would sometimes seem to be overcome and
lose courage, when detected and exposed for some of
her tricks, even though not condemned to any severe
penance. I have seen her cry, and even roar, after
committing some breach of rules; and then retire to a
corner, aid after composing herself, begin to meditate a
new trick. This she would commonly carry into effect
with success; and then laughing aloud, declare that she
was satisfied and happy again.

Sometimes she would submit to penances with per-
fect indifference, though they made her the constant
object of observation. To punish her for her habitual
negligence in dress, she was once ordered to wear an
old nightcap until it fell to pieces; but still she was
seen again as usual, with her apron half on and half off,
and with stockings of different colours.

She would occasionally slip into the Superior’s room,
steal pass tickets, and get into the hospital with them;
and this she did so boldly, that she was the occasion
of the tickets being disused. Sometimes she would
bring a Roman Catholic newspaper out of the Supe-
rior’s room, and give it to the nuns to read; and
sometimes repeat to us what she had overheard said in
private.

Sometimes scenes of great agitation would occur,
and things would be carried to such a state that one
and another of the nuns would become desperate, and
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resist with violence. TFor it is to be remembered that
unspeakable practices were sometimes resorted to, at tne
will of the priests or bishaps, countenanced by the Su-
perior ; and sometimes, as I have stated in my first vol-
ume, required on the authority of the Pope.

Jane Ray scmetimes appeared as a loud and violent
opposer of what were considered the established rules
of the Convent. She would break out in denuncia-
tions of the priests, and berate them in a style which
it woul be difficult to imitate, if it were worth while.
Other nuns would sometimes exclaim, “Are you not
ashamed to show so little respect for the holy fathers?*
“Why are they not ashemed” she would reply, “to
show no respect for the holy sisters?”

Some of the best opportunities I ever had for com-
versing with Jane, were at night; for during a con-
siderable tirue she had her bed opposite mine, and by
watching for a moment, when she could do it without
being seen by the night watch, she would slip over
to me, and get into my bed. Thus we have often
spent hours together, and she found such occasions
very convenient for communicating to me such plans
as she devised for amusement or revenge. I some-
times lent an ear b her proposals, quite against my
will; for I commonly concluded with a solemn con-
fession of the wickedness, as I supposed it, in which
she thus induced, and sometimes almost compelled me
to engage. Indeed, it often happened that I had
nothing to do in the morning, as it were, but to beg
pardon; and when I was asked why I had so much
of that business to do, I commonly laid it to Jane
Ray. She, however, appeared to take much pleasure
in the stolen interviews we thus had; and when we
were obliged to lie at a distance from each other, she
told me that it caused her to weep more than she had
ever done in her life.

I naturally felt much curiosity to learn something
of the history of Jane Ray, and rcpedtedly asked her
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questions intended to lead her to tell me something
of her family, her former residence, or life. But,
although so communicative on most other subjects, on
this she evidently did not like to speak. Repeatedly
have I known her to waive my inquiries, and many
times, also, when I spoke very plainly, she would be-
come silent, and refuse to speak a word. All this un-
willingness only served to increase my desire to know
the truth, but I ever was able to draw from her any-
thing more than a very brief and general account of
herself ; for never, except on a single occasion. did she
comply with my wishes so far as even to spesk on the
subject.

One night, when she had secretly left her bed and
entered mine, she happened to be in a very communi-
cative mood, though she appeared more depressed
and deeply sunk in melancholy than I had ever known
her before. She then informed me that she had
become attached to an officer of the British army in
Quebec, in whom she confided to her ruin, believing
that he intended to marry her. She left her parents,
and after a time proceeded with him to Montreal.
There he invited her to visit the Hotel Dien Nun-
nery, as a curiosity; but to her surprise, she suddenly
found herself deserted by him, and the doors closed
upon her. From what she observed or heard, she
soon learnt that this was done in consequence of an
arrangement made between the officer and the Superm
iors of the Seminary and Convent, the first having paid
a large sum of money to have her shut up from the
world.

I understood her to say that the officer was an aide-
de-camp of the former governor of Canada, Sir Pere-
grine Maitland. The priests, she believed, knew her
story, but few of the nuns, she theught, had any know-
ledge of it except myself.

o et
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CHAPTER XVIL

FEAR OF THE PRIESTS.

'[ WAS kept in great fear of the priests, by pre-
tences they made to various kinds of power. I
was once confessing to Father Bedar, who is now dead,
and told him I had something on my conscience which
I did not like to communicate. He said to me, “I have
power to strike you dead this minute, but I will not.
I will spare you. Go and examine your comscience,
and see if you cannot come back and tell me what it is
that you now conceal.”

I was much frightened; for I believed what he said,
and supposed he could have taken away my life on the
spot by only wishing it. I therefore immediately went
to the examination of my conscience with fear and
trembling.

I have remarked in my first volume, more than once,
that we were told it was a duty to submit to the licen-
tious wishes of the priests. This we were urged to on
various considerations. We were told, for instance, that
being consecrated to God, we were not our own, and
even our persons were not to be regarded as at our dis-
posal. Out of considerations of gratitude, too, we were
told, it was our duty to suppress the doubts and mis-
givings which would sometimes arise in our minds,
when we allowed our consciences to present the nature
of our life in its own proper light. If there were no
priests, we were reminded we could never get to heaven;
and it would be ungrateful in the extreme, after being
insured of eternal life by their kind offices, if we sheuold
denv them any wish whatever.
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In spite, however, of all that was said, our feelings
often revolted, and arguments were renewed. Not only
8o, but now and then, as I have before remarked, pen-
ances of different kinds were often resorted to, to sup-
press them.

One of the tales told us by the priests, was this—
intended to prove the power they exercise by means of
sacraments which none but they can administer. I
recollect that it was recounted to us one day at cate-
chism, by one of the fathers.

“I was once travelling,” said he, “in a desolate
region, when I saw something flying like a white dove.
Believing it to be the Holy Spirit, I followed it, and it
led me to a house, over the door of which it stopped.
I went in, and found an old man on his death-bed, whe
had never been baptized, nor ever heard of any religion.
T baptized him; and he went off straight to heaven.”

One reason why I did not like to approach the cells
occupied by the imprisoned nuns, was this: the Superior
had told me that they were possessed by evil gpirits, and
that T must always make the sign of the cross on going
into the cellar.

There are seven sins, as we were taught, which priests
cannot forgive, viz.: that of refusing to pay tithes to
the church, injuring dumb animals, setting a house on
fire, hearing a Protestant preach, reading Protestant
books, and one more which I do not remember. These
however, can be forgiven by the Bishop or the Grand
Vicar.

From what I heard and observed at different times,
T had reason to believe that a serious misunderstanding
existed between the Bishop and Father Richards. I
heard it hinted, in some way, that the former would
probably have had his residence in the nunnery but for
the latter. But this I state only as what I have been
told.

The term “old nun,” I did not particularly explain
in my first elition. Tt did not refer entirely ¥n a-a
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None of the nuns, indeed, were old women. For some
reason or other, none of them appeared to me to be
above forty years of age and few more than thirty. I
never knew what made the difference between thems
and the common veiled nuns, like myself. It was easy
to see that they stood on a different footing from the
rest of us, but what that footing was I never could
thoroughly understand. They had a separate sleeping
room, which I have described, and exercised much
authority, not merely in overseeing and directing opera-
tions in the nuns’ and novices’ departments, but were
allowed to inflict various punishments without consult-
ing the Superior, and sometimes did punish with great
severity.

I sometimes imagined that there might be some
formal introduction to the dignity and authority of an
Old Nun, and that a higher grade existed, above
that of the “ Raceived.” It has occurred to me as quite
possible, (from what I knew of the difference between
novices and veiled nuns,) that “ Old Nuns” might have
taken some peculiar oaths, and submitted to rules of a
special nature. All this, however, I inferred only from
their conduct, and the concert and understanding which
they appeared to have with each other and the Superior.
No further light could I obtain on the subject; and I
am still as much in the dark as ever, although the Su-
perior once gave me much encouragement to hope that
I should become an “0ld Nun.”

Some of that class, as I began to say, were far from
being old; and indeed a number of them were below
thirty years of age, according to my judgment. As for
their real names, families, or personal history, I knew as
little of them as others. We called them, familiarly,
Ma Mere (my mother) or Ma Tante (my aunt), and
commonly obeyed them without delay when they laid
their commands upon us.

I have no doubt that, whatever was the process by
which *“ Old Nuns” are made, the reason of the eleve-



239 MARIA MONK.

tion of a “ Received” to that dignity, is her superior
cunning. It was in consequence of my success at
imposture, that the Superior told me she hoped I might
become one; and the old nuns whom I best knew, were
ameng the greatest adepts at duplicity I ever saw.

P ]
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CHAPTER XVIIL

DISPUTES ABOUT MONEY.

MONG the practices in the nunnery, is that of
shaving the hair of the nuns on their admission
—This is done to most, but not all; as the hair of some
is more easily disposed in a manner thought necessary
to the proper arrangement of the headband and veil
My hair was shaved on my reception, and frequently
afterwards. At the time of my escape from the eon-
vent, it was very short; since when it has been grow-
ing, and it is now about six inches long. We used
sometimes to shave each other’s heads, and I have done
it for other nuns.

It is a rule, that no novice shall be received who is
not in sound health. Miss Louisa Bousquier, of St.
Denis, owed her escape from the life of a nun to an
affection of the head, on account of which she was dis-
tharged from her noviciate when within about three
months of the period when she would have taken the
veil.

Sometimes the priests would come to the Superior to
borrow money of her, when she would show liberality
towards some, but others I have heard her blame for
not paying what they already owed her. In several
instances I knmew difficulties to arise from money
affairs.

One day I heard a conversation between the Bishop
and the Superior of the Seminary about a quantity of
plate which an old lady, on her decease, had bequeathed
to the church. The Superior wished to appropriate it



241 MARIA MONK.

to the expenses of the Seminary, but the Bishop
claimed it as his own. He said he wanted a set of
plate and would have it sent to his house for his own
use. The Superior replied that he could do that as
goon as he had paid the price which she could get for it
at the silversmith’s. The Bishop asked her if she knew
who she was talking to; and things semed likely to
rise to some height, when I left the room.

T heard a conversation, soon after my admission as a
nun, between the Bishop and the Superior of the
nunnery, in her room. The Bishop was complaining
that he could not get his proper dues from the priests;
for, as I understood, each priest is required to pay two
English shillings out of every dollar he receives, for his
support in the Seminary; while the whole of the
profits of every high mass for the dead, is considered
the property of the Seminary. The Superior of the
nunnery replied, that the priests would be better able
to pay all their debts if they did not gamble so much;
and the state of the country at that time was unfavour-
able, and little money was to be had. The Bishop said
he must preach a sermon to the people, to make them
more liberal in their contributions.

I saw a nun one day whose appearance struck me in
a singular manner. She was conducting a priest
through the sewing room, and had a large bunch of
keys, like an old nun. T could hardly tell what to think
when T looked on her. It seemed as if T must have
seen her before, and yet I could not remember when or
where; and I had an impression that she could not be
a nun. For some reason or other which I could not
understand, I felt a great anxiety to know something
about her, and inquired of Jane Ray, but she could tell
me but little or nothing. T then asked leave of the
Superior to speak with Sainte Thomas, — for that 1
understood was her name. She consented, on condition
that we should converse in her presence. I accordingly
addressed her; but, much to my mortification and sur-
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prise, she replied very coldly, and showed at first no
disposition to interchange more than a salutation with
me. She soon, however, took an opportunity to write
something on a bit of paper with a pencil, and to slip it
into my hand, which I eagerly read as soon as I could
safely do so; and there I found an explanation of her
conduct. She intimated that she was unwilling to con-
fide in the Superior, but wished to see me alone the
first opportunity.

We soon after had a secret interview, for one night
she stole into my bed, and we lay and talked together.
She then appeared quite unreserved, and perfectly
cordial, and repeated that she believed the Superior was
only a spy over us. We soon found that we had been
acquaintances in former years, and had heen in the
Congregational Nunnery together, but after her leaving
it, I had met her twice in the street, and heard of her
from some one; her family being so wealthy, we had
no intercourse in society. She was from a place behind
the mountain, where her father, I believe, was a grocer,
and a man of wealth. She had an uncle McDonald.

I learnt from her the circumstances under which she
entered the nunnery; and they were peculiar. She had
not passed a neviciate, but had purchased her admission
without such preparation, by the paying of a large sum
of money, as she had peculiar reasons for wishing for it.

My restless anxiety was thus in a degree relieved, for
I found that my impressions were right, and that St.
Thomas was not a8 nun in the common meaning of the
word; but, on the other hand, I found I had been de-
ceived in believing that all admitted into the Convent
had to pass through the same long trial and training to
which I had been subject.

The state of things in the nunnery cannot be fully
understood, without a knowledge of the fact, that much
jealousy always exists between some of the nuns, on
account of their preferences for particular priests.
And yet a priest once told me, that there was more
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wrangling done in the Seminary about nuns, than any-
thing else. '

Saint Clotilde died while I was there, of a natural
death; and I heard one of the other nuns say she was
glad of it, because she had drawn off the affections of a
priest from her. The priests often bring in little deli-
cacies into the nunnery for their favourites, such as
fruit, confectionery, &c., and give them without the
Superior’s knowledge; and sometimes make them
much more valuable presents.

There was a nun who entertained a very bitter spirit
towards me. This was Sainte Jane; and a cross, dis-
agreeable creature she was as I ever saw. She would
gometimes get close by me on purpoge, while employed
in ironing, or some other kind of work which required
us to be up, and in time of silence stand upon my feet,
in order to make me speak and get a penance. She
once complained to the Superior, that she saw me look-
ing from a place in the nunnery which she mentioned,
and heard the voice of some person speaking with me.
Although this was utterly false, the Superior fhought I
might have some intention of escaping, and sentenced
me to the most severe penance I ever endured—rviz.: to
live on bread and water for three weeks.

This diet appeared to reduced my strength; and I
suffered more severely than usual from the kneeling
posture at prayers, which was always peculiarly distress-
ing to me, and made me almost desperate, so that I
would sometimes almost as readily die as live.

Tt e
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CHAPTER XIX.

MANNERS OF THE CANADIAN PRIESTF

T HE priests who are natives of Canada, are generally

very clownish in their manmers, and often quite
brutish in their vices. The nuns would sometimes
laugh at seeing a Canadian priest from some country
parish, coming in with a large piece of bread in his
hand, eating it as he walked. A large proportion of the
priests are foreigners; and a constant intercourse
appears to be kept up with France, as we often heard
of such and such a father just arrived from that country.
These are decidedly the worst class. Most of the
wickedness of which I have any knowledge, I consider
as their work.

If I should repeat one half of the stories of wicked-
ness I have heard from the mouths of some of the
priests, I am afraid they would hardly be believed ; and
yet I feel bound, since I have undertaken to make dis-
closures, not to omit them altogether.

It is not uncommon for priests to recount anecdotes
of what they have seen and done; and several stories
which I have heard from some of them I will briefly
repeat.

A country priest said one day that he knew a priest
in a parish better off than those of the Semmary, for he
had seven nuns all to himself.

A priest said to me one day that he had three daugh-
ters in Montreal, grown up. Their mother was a mar-
ried woman. One of the daughters, he added, now oc-
casionally confesscd to him, ignorant, however, of any
relationship.
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Another said he was once applied to by a man for
advice, in consequence of suspicions he had of his wife,
and quieted his suspicions by telling him a falsehood,
when he knew the husband was not jealous without
cause, he himself having been her seducer.

It may, it must offend the ear of the modest to hear
such exposures as these, even if made in the most brief
and guarded language that can be used. But I am
compelled to declare that this is not all. I shall stop
here, but lest my readers should infer thaf it is because
there is nothing more that could be gaid, I must first
make the solemn declaration that there are crimes
committed in the Hotel Dieu Nunnery too abominable
to mention.

I remember a variety of stories relating to confes-
sion, which I have heard told in the nunnery by
priests; who sometimes become very communicative
when intoxicated. One of their favourite topics is
Confession. One of them showed a watch, one day,
which he said was worth a hundred dollars. He had
received it at confession, from a fellow who had stolen
it, telling him that he must see it safely restored to
the owner, while his intention was to get it into his
possession to keep, which he did, and boasted of what
he had done.

I have knmown priests to sit and talk about what
they had done in the Confessional, for three or four
hours at a time; and I have heard one give another
instructions how he might proceed, and what he mlght
do. One priest, I know, paid another fifty dollars, to
tell him what was confessed to him by a young woman
for whom he had a partiality, or what he called love.
Sometimes one will request another to send a particular
lady to confess to him, either on account of her beauty
or her property, for considerable sums are in such cases
obtained from the rich.

In the country the common pracfice is, 20 far as Y
know, to fix the price of confession for the year, at
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some particular rate: as two bushels of wheat out of
twelve; or if the person is not a farmer, a sum of
oney.

A priest one day said to another in my hearing,
You confess such a young lady, mentioning her name.
She does not like you, I understand, because you kiss
her. She is rich, and you have more rich persons to
confess than I think is your share.

I knew a country priest, on a wager, drink a shoe-
full of wine. I was once near the priests’ parlour (as
I have called it,) when I heard two of them in an
altercation, about the speed of two insects; which led
to a wager, on the question whether that insect would
move quicker over a hot brick or a cold one. They
told me to put a brick in the cold, while they heated
one on the stove; and when both were prepared, they
actually tried the experiment. This scene eaused great
excitement and loud talking. I have mentioned it to
give an idea of the manner in which much time passes
in the nunnery.

One day when I was employed in the hospital, Aunt
Susan came in, one of the old nuns, who had been
absent for several days, and just returned. The cir-
cumstances which I am about to relate were brought
to my mind the other day, by reading in Rosamond’s
book about the priests in Cuba taking her into a monas-
tery in disguise.

Aunt Susan was something like Aunt Margaret, in
baving something the matter with her feet which made
ber rather lame. I noticed something strange in her
appearance when she came into the hospital, and found
that she was unable to apply the cup in cupping a
patient for whom that remedy had been prescribed,
although she had been remarkably skilful before, and
now appeared to try her best.© I thought she must
have taken too much wine, and undertook to perform
the operation at her request, which pleased her so well
that she sat down and became very talkative, in a man-
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uer little consistent with the rules and practices of the
institution.

She told me that she had just returned fromn Queben,
whither she had gone some days before from our Con-
vent, on a visit to the Hotel Dieu Nunnery, of that city.
She had gone in the dress of a priest, in company with
some father, and had an opportunity to witness the
arrangements and habits of that institution. She went
on to make remarks on different subjects which had
come under her observation, which I was employed in
operating on the patient. She represented the rules in
the nunnery which she had visited as less strict, or less
strictly regarded, than our own; and said there was
much less order, peace, and quietness, than we enjoy.
The Superior, she said, had less command over the
nuns, and they were less orderly, and not so well con-
tented. She had a cousin there, as she informed me, a
Miss Durauceau, who was very stubborn, and unman-
ageable. If she were Superior, she declared she would
half murder her for her rebellious conduct.

All that I knew about the story told by Aunt Susan,
was what she told me. I did not see her in the dress of
a priest, but T had reason to believe that the nuns often
left the convent in such a disguise, and that this part of
her tale was by no means incredible. Indeed, during
my stay in the Hotel Dieu, I personally knew more
than one case of the kind.

There was an old nun, notorious in Montreal, known
by the name of Sister Turcot, her family name. I was
one day employed in the hospital, when I saw her enter
dressed like a priest, in company with one or two fa-
thers. She spent a few minutes there, during which she
went up to one of the patient’s beds, and performed
prayers instead of one, and with such address that I
should never have suspected anything irregular, I
think, if T had not known her appearance as well as I
did. It was with the greatest difficulty that I refrained
from laughing at a sight so ludicrous. She was at the
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time on her way out of the nunnery, in company with
the priests, and after a short delay left the hospital,
and went, as I supposed, into the street.

But I had still stronger evidence than this of the
departure of nuns in open daylight, in the dress of
priests; for I was repeatedly called in to help them to
put on their disguise. I have dressed the nun Sainte
Felix, three or four times; and a hateful creature she
was in consequence of her jealous disposition. She was
always thinking some ore else a greater favourite than
herself, with some priest.

The place where the change of dress was usually
made was the Superior’s room; and in the closet in
the adjoining passage, at the end nearest the door,
were always kept a number of priests’ dresses, nearly
a shelf full; as well as several black-hooded cloaks, like
these worn by the Sisters of Charity.

A priest once told me that be had three nuns to take
out of the Convent that day, and was troubled to know
how to do it. He had often taken out one at a time,
and had sometimes thought he might lose them if they
were disposed to run away. He commonly directed
them to limp as they passed along the street;—for,”
said he, “many of the priests do so, and they might
pass very well for limping priests; and in our dress,
how can you tell a man from a woman? But,” he
added, “now I have got three; and if I should under-
take to lead them all out together, the devils of womer
might start off three different ways at the first corner
we come to, and how could I catch them?”

The change made in the dress, when a nun disguises
herself as a priest, is complete. All the clothes of the
latter are assumed. They pass through the public
rooms in going out of the nunnery, and are often ab-
seat for several weeks.





