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“I'll tell you why T wish so much to find
her.  You know that I grew up in this
parish. We lived in a small, shabby house
on West Dodridge Street. My father died
when I was only a year old, and my mother
had a hard struggle to keep the wolf from
the door. When 1 was thirteen or fourteen
I began to long to become a priest, but I
knew mother could not possibly pay my way.
4§ did not say a werd io her, but I spoke
kdea«r old Father Kennedy, and he pro-
thised to do what he could for me.

*“One day, when I had almost finished the
eighth grade, and knew that the next year
I must go to work unless some way could be
found to send me through high school and
to the seminary—one day, Father Kennedy
took me aside and told me that a lady in
the parish wished to support a boy while
he made his studies—to pay his tuition fees
for his books, clothing, everything.”

¢ May 1 be the boy, Father? I promise
that I'd do my best,” T begged.

#0111 speak to your mother about it)’
he said; and he did; and very soon every-
thing had been arranged just as 1 had hardly
dared to hope.

“The money was given to Father Wennedy,
and he sent to the rector what was needed
for my school fees, aud to me, encugh for
clothes and incidental expences. I did not
know the name of wmy benefactress, and
Father Kennedy was pledged never to reveal
it. When I was within two years of ordina-
tion ke died, and I lived through a very
miserable month duaring whiel: T did not
know what provisions could he made for me,
but some weeks before my half yearly tui-
tion was due, an envelope was left for me
at the door of the college, which contained

’A'nll the money I should need for the re-
mainder of the year.
“The same thing happened in June.

Wasn’t it thoughtful of her to send it then,
so I could know throughout the summer that
there need be ne worry about being able
to return? I questioned the lay-brother at
the door, but all he could tell me was that
a woman had left the letter, and would not
come inside, even to see the new chapel.
I told him that jf she ever came again I
must see her; and I reminded him several
times as the next mid-year approached; but
one afterncon he came to me, shamefaced,
and gave me the last I ever received, or
needed, of these envelopes. It was a cold
windy, snowy day, but he had not been able
to persuade the woman to come in. He had
coaxed her to wait until he called me, but
she had literally run away at the mere sug-
gestion. '

“Y heard from her once more: on the day
of my ordinadion. She sent me a chalice.
Since then there has not been one word, and
that was fifteen years ago. Do vou wonger
thet I want to find her? And this Mass
of #hanksgiving that she wants me to say—
I &m quite certain, from what she hinted,
it is because I persevered, and was orduined,
and am here to give this mission.”

Father Prendegast was interested now,

“Wud almost as eager as Father Murphy to
'trace the generous old woman. ‘‘We must
find her hefore you go: but I can think of
noiay except for vou to keep wateh for

her whenever you are about the church. You
wonld know her again, wouldn’t you?*’

““Yes, unquestionably; but the chance
seems slight, and I am so eager.”

Father Murphy decided to say his bene-
factress’s Mass the next morning, and to
put off another until the following week, and
he said it with unusual fervor and consola-
tion. Afterward, as he knelt on a prie-
Dieu in the sanctuary to make his thanks-
giving, he glanced instinetively toward the
pew in which the woman had knelt the after-
noon hefore. Tt happened to be directly be-
bore the altar at which he had offered his
Mass. An old woman was in it then; but he
could not be certain it was she, for her head
was bent forward, so that it rested on the
back of the seat bhefore her, and her face
was entirely hidden.

After most of the worshippers had left the
church he went to her, and touched her on
the shoulder to attract her attention. She
had not moved since he first noticed her, and
even now she did not stir. He tock her hand
in his, and found it cold, unnaturally celd.

She had slipped away te heaven while his
Mass was heing said.

Father Prendegast was swummoned hastily,
and as soon as he saw her he exclalmed,
“It's poor old Mrs. Meara! Surely, she

went straight to God, for a better soul never
lived, nor a kindlier, nor a merrier!”
A moment later, catching sight of Father

‘Murphy’s agitated face, he exclaimed,

“8o she was your friend! I am not greatly
surprised, although—What you must have
cost her in sacrifices! She made her living
by scrubbing in one of the big office buildings
down town. She has worked from 10 to 6
every night for forty-three years. She could
not rest, in her old age, because she had
never saved a dollar; so she told me herself,
not more than iwo or three weeks ago.”

Half an hour later, when the two priests
were at the breakfast table, Father Prende-
gast said to Father Murphy, “Her husband
died manry, many years ago—not very loiig
after they were married. She had one child,
a boy, who lived to he twelve years of age.
She told me about him more than once, al-
ways explaining that she was certain he
would have heen a priest had he lived. But
Gtod was good to her. I have heard from
other sources that he was a rascal, a really
bad boy; besides heing too dull and too lazy
to have made his studies. So—well, God
Her second son turned
she lived to

always knows best!
ant well, and, God be praised,
see 1t —The Sign.

Openingof New Church at Havelock South

{From our Blenheim correspondent.)

During the small hours of the night of New
Year's Iive, 1923-1924 the church at Havelock
Soutl:, anr old wooden one, was totally de-
stroyed by fire. It was an old huilding, but
still quite fit for its purpose, and was an
interesting link with the past, dating back
many vears intn the past history of the
Pelorus district.  Years ago it was moved
from ancther site 1o where it stood until its
destruction by fire.  On Sunday, Decemher
21, the Catholics of the Pelorus distriet met
for the happy purpose of seeing the solemn
opening of their new church by his Grace
Archbishop Redwood. The ercction of the
new building was seriously handicapped by
months of persistent wet weather, but the
contractors, Messrs. Bythell and Co., of Blen-
heim, worked hard against heavy odds, and
thus enabled the church to be opened on the
date fixed, althongh interior fittings in the
sacristies, etc., conld not be completed. After
almost a week of wet weather, which boded
ill for the coming function, the day turned
out most propitious; calm, not lacking in
sunshine, and yet not too hot. The opening
was fixed for 11 a.m., and from an early hour
a fleet of cars began to make their way out
from Blenheim to Havelock. In addition te
the ordinary Havelock congregation, a large
number of non-Catholics were present, there
being barely standing room by the time the
ceremonies commenced. This was no doubt
due, in part at least, fo the presence and
active participation of his Grace Archbishop
Iedwood, senior Bishop of the Catholic world
to-day, whose well-known and venerable figure
added solemnity to the function.

Punctually to the moment, his Grace began
the blessing of the exterior walls of the
church; after which he opened the door with
a gold key presented by Messrs. Bythell and

Co. e then proceeded with the blessing of
thie interior of the sacred edifice, the strue-
ture of which is unusually pleasing for a
country chureh, leing built of red brick, in
the Gethie style. The timbered vaulting of
the rool is light and eraceful, and givel plenty
of wventilation.  The altar is particularly
handsome, being built of polished rimu, which
shewed up to great advantage the brass eru-
cifix and candlesticlis whicl: are part of the
furnishings of the church.

When the ceremony of dedication was fin-
ished, Mass commenced, the celebrant being
the Very Rev. Dean Holley, S.M.; his Grace
the Archbishop being present in the sanc-
tuary. There were also present the Rev.
Father Gillert, 5.M., Rector of St. Patrick’s
College, and his associate, the Rev. Father
Kingan, S.M. The music of the Mass was
rendered by memhbers of 8t. Mary’s Choir,
Blenheim, who were accompanied on a small
organ kindly lent by Mr. Smith, Others who
made the trip from Blenheim were the Rev.
Father Henry, 8.3, a large contingent of
altar boys, members of the Regimental Band,
and a good many of the general public.

Very Rev. Dean Holley addressed the con-
grepation after the Gospel, recalling to their
minds the unusual and very gratifying cir-
cumstances under which this new church of
the Sacred Heart was opened,, circumstances
which his Grace the Archbishop afterwards
spoke of as unique in the long history of his

episcopate. Owing to the munificent gift of
the late Mr. Fitzpatrick, the church was

erected and opened ahsolutely free of debt,
at no cost to the congregation. The sum of
money apportioned to this purpose under
Mr. Fitzpatrick’s will had so materially ac-
cumulated in the course of years, that there
had been no dificnlty in building a church
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