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doors or lay in listless attitudes on the hot pavement,
too overcome by the lieat to mmove a limb. They had no
energy to play, and their pale faces and slow, languid
movements, told a tale of utter misery and exhaustion.

Oh the difference between the lot of the children
of the poor and that of the rich! 1f the latter did
but realise i, surely they would realice also that it is
their duty to lessen the misery of the needy by giving
to them of thelr owun superfluity.

On the evening of the day on which Mrs. Phillips
had told her of her great sorrow, Mrs. Cahill came down
the street locking as if she had wn very pleasing picce of
intelligence te communicate Lo evervone. The kind-
hearted old Trishwoman was personally knowu to all the
children, for when there was distress or sickness in {heir
homes, she was invariably a weleome visitor, and wheu-
ever they wanted a kindness from Mrs. Cahill, they
were always certain of wetting it if it lay witlin the
limits of her very hmmble power. )

CWhat is 1t, Mrs. Calnll? [Tave you come mto a
“fortune?’ qieried one of the children, on seeing Mrs
Cahill's heamine counlenauce.

“And vou'd be glad if 1
mavournecu, aunswerecl she.

“That we would, Mv~. Calill: for we kuow 1t's
good about it vou'd bel saud a chorus of voices, for

had, wouldn’t vou,

many of the childven hid now eotlected around Mus.
Cahill. _
SVl s not the same asoa fortune, but it's

evand news at any rate for adl nf veo o My nostress that
.1 oo to work to every day s soing to cive ye all a erand
dav in the couniry.’

T Do veu mean i, s
querted several together.

On being assaved that it was o orveality and no de-
Tusion, there was loud elapping of hands: and a few
dozen half-stavved, half-elad elnidren lay down to sleep
that night with visioas of Dliss hevond the dreams of
the petted and pampered offspring of the rch.

It was arranved that the excursion
place to Lpping Furest on the 2ud of Julv. and all the
children in the siveet in which Mres, Cahill hived, and
practicallv «11 Mres. Cabill™s juvenile acguaintances, were
to be of the party.
no expense was tu be sparved to make the dav oas en-
jovable as pozaible for the little ones. and all the ar-
rangements were left entively in her hands.

On the nrorning of the appointed dav, the brakes
which were to take the party to the forest arived pune
teally, awnd were filledt with nerry
children.

As thev were about Lo depart, an anlooker waziny
at one of the brakes, remarked:

“3Why, there’s ouly thirteen o that there brake.
It's a very unlueky nuwmber s thirteen. I shonldn't
be surprised if theve was an accident

Myrs. Caliill, as having charce of the arvangements,
Wwas a])])caled to, but not all her connnon sense could
convinee the onlookers, who were principally the fathers
and maothers of the children, ihat there was nothing
more unlucky about thirteen than about any other
nimber.

‘I fell you whatl, AMess Calilly said oue of ithe
children 1o the brake, *there’s a little givl alwavs
standing at the corver of the next street who sells newa-
papers for a livin’, T'm sure she'd like to come, if
we asked her.’

“Ruu quickly then and feleh her,” said Mrs. Cahill,

Tn a few minutes the child refurned, aceompaniad
by another, ill-elad, and apparenily worse fed. She
had a solitary newspaper in her hand, the last of her
morning’s bundle, fer she had always sold her papers
very ¢iticlly to the passers-by, who were attracted by
Wer sweeb face and pretty wavs, so utterly unlike those
of & conumon street ¢nld. :

‘ Here, youngster, let me have that paper,” said the
father of one of the children, placing a cein in her hand,
which she pocketed with mnuch satisfaction, Evidently
it meant much to her.

Then the signal for departure was given, and off
went the party with happiness depicted on every coun-

Cahil’? Ts it really tiae

was 1o take

TTer mistress had viven orders that

00 crowds  of

. That day in the forest 'was like a foretaste of hpéven
itself to the little slum children. Y :

unaccustomed luxuries, filled up their little cup of
happiness to the very brim, for that day at least, and
they sang and danced for'very joy of heart. Lo

. The only cne among them who wore a sad expres-
sion was the little newsvender. She gazed about her
with a thoughtful, abstracted air, as if,she_were‘t—rying
to remember something.

Kind-hearted Mrs. Cahill noticed her, and coming
up to her, said:

‘ What's the matter, my dear ! Why aren’t you
amusin’ yourself like the others. Sure the kind lady
that’s payin’ for the outin’ will be here presently, and
it won't do at all to let her see you lookin' sad like
that.’

For auswer the child burst intc tears. In a
woment Mrs. Cahill’s arms were around ler, and with
many codearments she succceded in coaxing from her
the seeret of her grief.

"It was in a place like this long ago that I lost my
mother, and then the nasty woman found me and
carried me off and dressed me in ugly clothes, aud made
me beg for her in the street.  But she's dead now, and
I earn my mouney by selling papers in the sireet,’ said
the child in answer to Mrs. Cahill's mquiries.

Mrs. Cahbill was electrified.  She had just finished
Lier novena that very morning, and when she asked the
child her name she fell certain what the answer would
be.

" The woman that carried me off used to call me
Chris, and would beat me if T told people that 1 had
any other name, but loug ago my own mother used to
call me Marion,’ said the child.

CAnd what was your other nane, my dear,” gueried
Mus, Cahill.

"1 cannotl remember,” answerced the child.,

" Was it Phillips, mv dear

“Oh, that was it exclaimed the child, while her
countenance was illumined as if by a flash of recollec-
tion .

C M Calidll, the Iady has come and wishes {o speak
to vou.” exclaimed several vaices close to her ear, and in
an nstant she hurried off to her misivess.

CWell, Mrs. Cahill, said Marion Phillips when she
caw her, “the ninth dav has come and i have heard
uothing, After all, I was right in thinking that your
novena was mere superstition, bhut 1 hope tie children
will enjoy themselves all the same.’

‘The pinth day has come, but it isiu’t over vet,
ma'am. Please come and see if vou ever saw a little
girl that's here bafore.’ )

So osaying, she led her (o the little newsvender,
and when Marion Phillips saw hev child, for it was she,
she went into an ecstasy of delight, which almost {hreat-
cned her reason.  The child’s joy was altnost equally
intense, and for a long time they remained locked iu
each other's arms, while little Marion poured into her
mother’s eav the stery of her life since their sad parting.

“Glory bhe to God and Tis Blessed Mother!” ex-
cliimed Mrs. Calull. ' 1t's they that can do every-
thing.'

‘T s indeed, Mrs. Cahill,” said Marion Phillips,
looking up and vervembering for the first time to veturn
thanks te God for the great mercy which had just been
vouchsafed ler. : :

Tnoa very few days she and her child were received
into the Chureli, and old Mrs. Cahill was installed in
a comfortable position in her house, whieh she retained
until her death.
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Can be instantly relieved and quickly cured by the use
of BAXTER'S PILE OINTMENT. Thia excellent
ramady has been a boon to hundreds of sufferers all
over New Zealand. Sent post free on receipt of 2/8
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Boils, Eruptions, Uloew, and all
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Irildre The mossy sward,
the' lgafy trees, the balmy breezes, together with. the -
unlimited supply of cakes, oranges, and other such-.
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