is true ln- is poor, father, l»ut he
honest, and reliable. 1 mean
Wright. 1 think yon know him,
gerved your Mass on one of the first
Fridays,”

“Sure enough, I never thought of him.
He is just the boy. Send for him and
tell him to eall at the ofice of Mr. G,
Guttmann,  The place is near Mrs, Lyon's
store,” said Father Seligmacher,

Jus promptly responded toSisterSerena’s
note.  After the good sister had m:nm-d
about his mother's health, she said to
him:-=* You remember 1 told you Justin

Justin

that T would try to do something for you |

whenever the opportunity presented itself,
and now 1am glad to be able to fultill my
promise,”

Jus thanked the sister twoorthree times,

and soon was on his way to Guttmann’s |

office,

On his way down town Jus met Olive
Reinheart, who was on her way to Jus’
home, Her visits were more frequent sinee
Mrs, Wright became ill.

“1 don't know about that,” said Olive,
after Jus told her for where he
bound, * perhaps, Jus, it's better if you
turn back with me, I might succeed in
getting you a position,
ought to have anything to do with that
man Guttmann-
losing your faith. T do not place much
faith in hearsay, nevertheless so many
people say he is a member of some secret
organization, and even goes to our Chureh
in order to throw people off their guard,
No, Jus, if I.were you
nothing whatsoever to do with such a
man.  Your soul is worth more than a few
paltry dollars,”

And thus was Gottlieh Guttmann robbed
of his good name, because his landlady
couldn’t hold her tongue,

“Well, Miss Reinheart,” said Jus, “T'll
try the place, and will come straight home
the moment I hear anything said against
Catholies,”

But Jus didn't eome home, except for
his meals, Had he followed Olive's ad-
vice, and not applied for the position at
Gutmann's, it would have put an entirely
new face on what I have yet to relate, It

was only a boy's resolution, but a great
deal depended on it.

is very l

"t-l

was |

T do not think you |

~you will be in danger of |
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Just as Guttmann was (I|~|n|~~|ng a new
! enstomer, Jus walked up to the desk,

“Hello! here's my little newsboy ™ ex-
i elaimed Guttmann, entirely ignorant of

Jus' present mission,  * Why, for the past

two weeks 1 have had to walk down to

\h~ Lyons' for my Ereening Newes  Where
! have you been ¥

Only the night hefore Guttmann was at

Mrs, Lyons' for his paper, and sinee she

L was generally well-posted on the dates of
ehureh festivals, to be doubly sure, he
L asked that amiable old lady the day on
{which the Feast of St. Louis fell. 1le
| thought, 1 said before, it was August
[ 25th, but he was not quite sure. This
| evening he stopped to have a chat with

Mrs, Lyons, saying to her, among other
[ things: “ Why, Mrs. Lyons, it seems
l you'll never get rid of those little statutes
tot yours, They will, 1 think, wear out
! their existence by the many dustings you

give them in a year, 1t's strange how
| little our people eare for these pretty
;lhinue. They would give a Catholie ate
| mosphere to any room, it seems to me, 11
some one doesn,t soon buy that lovely little
statue of the Pare Heart of Mary, it
:miuht fly off and seek its resting place
some where else,”
| Guttmann, it is true, was only talking in
a half-teasing way, but when I look closer
{ at his words, T think he was only expresss
ing what was uppermost in his own mind,
It isa very true saying that “outof the
abundance of the heart, the mouth speak,"
To put it plainer, Gottlich’s heart was
seeking its resting place. If there was a
heart beating in unison with his, its throh-
bing could not be heard by Gottlieb., 1
there ever was an object on which he was
to devote his affections, instead of ap-
proaching towards him, it seemed, he
thought, to vanish farther and farther
away from him.  But in truth it was ap-
proaching him, faster than  Gottlieb
dreamt. [ fear 1 have made a digression,
So let's return to Guttmann's office and see
how Jus fares,

When Guttmann asked him “Where have
you been ?* Jus could hardly give an
answer, e, too, was rather surprised to
meet his old customer, the same who had
given him the *‘extra’ cent that rainy
night. “It surely can’t be true that so

as




