Olive  had  oceasion
Seligmacher,  They hoth opened up the
conversation on that everconvenient topie,
the weather,

“The  heavy  rmin we  had  Jast
month did a large amount of damage,™

said the priest,  * It somewhat injured the .

walls of the ehureh, and 1 not ice that the
picture on the Blessed Virgin's altar st
fered from the dampness, Perhaps its
present pitiable condition will induce some
#ood soul to start a colleetion to buy a new
statue for Our Lady's altar—something to
correspond to the one on  the Sacered
Heart altar, It is fitting toat the fee Haly
Heaits shonld e topethe v in one te wmpls )t
These 1ast remarks of the priest seened
to cause a slight blush on Olive's taee, and
as she was telling Father Seligmacher that
she would have a new statue in position
before the Feast of the Pure Heart of
Mary, she at the same time turned her
head slightly aside, presumably arvanging
one of her sleeve-pulls, The priest, un-
conseions of any douhle meaning in his pes

marks, which I have emphasized, noticed !
assment. and to judge

Olive's slight emba
from a far-olf twinkle in his eve, suddenly
divined the eause of it, so (o velieve his tair
Visitor, he said:

HIE will soon be time to eommenee the
novena for the Feast of the Neapualar, ]
suppose, Olive, vou have, as usual, plenty
of partientar tavors to ask of Oup 3, ssed
Lady of Mount Carmel

*Yes, indeed, fathep replicd Oljve,
*And this time § have nom s important res
queste 1 hope you, father, will join your
prayers with mine that | may abtain wh 1
bam asking tor, 1 hiave ENELY Door person
in the parish praying tor my speeial jutene
tion,*

“8inee you mention the poor, Olive, that oo offering of Olive on behalt of
2 i ar A vy | { o ' i
reminds meof a very poor tamily in oy CChst's poor would draw upon hier the

parish,™ said the priest, *Probably vou
are unaware of their existence, sinee they
live away out in Bogland.  Their name js
Wright, 1 wish You could tind time to eall
on them."

* Certainly, father, and with pleasure,'
said Olive, “and it I can't find the place
Fllask my friend Lena Front. There is
not an abode of misery in town that she
doesn’t know, "
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o meet Father | business brought  such a tine lady to

| Wright's Roost,” as they valgarly ealled
1t
The first thing Olive did, when she stood
A the voom with the springless sofa, was to
; give the tamily a little leeture on eleanlis
nesse Then taking an innmaculate apron
Hrom hier embroidered shopping bag, she
put it on, and went to work with a4 willy hes
ing entirely oblivions of Mrs, Wright, who
(Stood staring with astonishment, Olive
Cso0n DUt i new face on everything,
i Why, it looks as good as new again,*
"said Mrs,Wright, looking at the stove with
| Ats shining new eoat of hlack,
I A darge pile of rabbish was swept tos
gether veady for eremation, and Jus spied
:unnvlhiuu inthe pile of dirt, what he de-
Lelared to be his * we k=day hat ',
i Never mind, wmy ehild, Pl et you a
[ miee new hat," said Olive soothingly,

When Olive was emptying the debris ins
to the stove, she noticed i picee of paper
[ With writing on it which was ve familiar
fto her, She unconseiously exclaimed to
herselt in an almost inaudible tone, * Why,
that's my own writing, bow did it get
here 2

She threw the paper in the fie little
thinking that any ope overheard hee,  But
she was deevived in this, for few things
eseaped the siarp cars of Juse who vemien.
bered every word on thie paper, He vepeated
the words to the delight of all exeept Olive,
Wha was contused, and ent reated them to
Sy nothing of ite But in vain,  The next
day every one in Bogland Kuew who wis t e
*Eriend of the Saered Heary,™ who hiad une.
ngly sent sueh thuely help to the
I Eamily on the fiest Friday in June,
as Bt stands boldly writg e indus" Aceount
cand memorandum ook, *

Know

fricudship of the Divine Heart, which has
[ deelared that what is done o the leasy of
His brethren is done to Him,

But Olive was to make another offering,

TO BE CONTING D,
T — § —— e
HERE inour ctrects we pass face after
face without a sign of recognition, hut in

|
r‘m’ what kind 2 We shall see,
l

The next morning bright and early, every | heaven the eommon happiness will speak
one in Bogland Square was wondering what through all eyes,




