
GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK'S CALENDAR JOHN LESPERANCE, MASTER
July 29, Sunday.— Eighth Sunday after Pentecost StFelix 11., Pope and Martyr.

� 30, Monday.— St. Martha, Virgin.
� 31, Tuesday.

—
St. Ignatius Loyola, ConfessorAugust"!, Wednesday.— St. Peter's Chains.2, Thursday.— St. Stephen 1., Pope and Martyr3, Friday.— Finding thebody of St. Stephen

Martyr.
� 4, Saturday.— St Dominic, Confessor.

St. Martha, Virgin
St. Martha was the sister of Lazarus whomChrist raised from the dead. The family resided atBethany, near Jerusalem, where they received frerfuentvisits from our Blessed Lord. According to a Frenchtraditiom, Lazarus became first Bishop of Marseilleswhile the tombs of Martha and her sister Mary arestill venerated in Provence.

St. Ignatius of Loyola, Confessor.
St. Ignatius was bom at the casfle of Loyolainthe north of Spain. He was fi-st a soldier, but feel-ing himself called" to a more perfect life, he becanat the age of 33, to study Latin, with the objectof becoming a priest. He completed his studies atthe University of Paris, where he gained the affectionof several young students who were afterwards thefirst members of the religious Order which he foundedand which is Known as the Society of Jesus St'UTiS II?&£*!, ■?££»" and hM«■« »"■>- "»»

St. Peter's Chains.
f IlliSie^b ?omniemorates the miraculous deliverancerLt k J fro

r
m

T
the Pris°n into which he had been?f»L 7 f"?^ Of - Kir? Herod A*riPP*- The circum-stances ot this miracle are narrated by St Luke inthe twelfth chapter of the Acts of the Apostles

'

GRAINS OF GOLD.

A Home.
For something that abode endued

With temple-like repose, an air
Of life's kind purposes pursued

With ordered freedom sweet and fair.
A tent pitched in a world not right
It seemed, whose inmates, o\ery one,

On tranlo/uil faces bore the light
Of duties beautifully clone,

And humbly, though they had few peers,
Kept their own laws, which seemed to be

The fair sum of six thousand years'
Traditions of civility. —

Coventry Patmore.
Grace is the life of the soul, prayer its breath.
Only he who merits a favor knows how to appre-

ciate one.
The best of men are apt to be those most con-

vinced of being chief among sinners.
The more unhappy I am, the more will Itrust inthe mercy of my Lord, my God.— St. Francis.
Nothing so much helps towards people understand-ing one another as realising the grounds of their

differences.
Charity alone can raise us to perfection; butobedience, chastity, and poverty are the principal

means to attain it.
Patience is the garden of faith, the preserver ofpeace, the cherisher of love, the teacher of humility.

Patience governs the flesh, strengthens the spirit,
sweetens the temper, stifles anger, extinguishes' envy;subdues pride ; she bridles the tongue, refrains thehands, tramples en temptations, endures persecution,
consummates martyrdom. Patience produces unity in
the Church, loyalty in the State, harmony in familiesand societies. She comforts the poor and moderatesthe rich; she makes us humble in prosperity, cheer-ful in adversity, unmoved by reproach; she teachesus to forgive those who have injured us, and to befirst in asking; forgiveness of those whom we have in-jured. She delights the faithful, and invites the un-believing; she adorns the woman and approves theman ; is loved in a child, praised in a woman, andadmired in a man. She is beautiful in either sex and
in every age.

'

It was a delightful old brick house, with galleriesupper and lower, which stood in the centre of a plot
of ground on Second Avenue, New York, when the lastcentury was young. It was a palatial residence forthose days, and at the back of it was a garden, whichgave forth upon an evening of June the perfume of in-numerable roses. 1hese q/ieens of the floral worldwerenot alone, t>o be sure, in possession of the flower-bedsl»at they completely outshone tbs bachelors' buttons andthe gilly-flowers and the phlox and the cinnamon pinks,
which lent a fragrance of their own to the air.

Within the house, the \:oreelain-1ike figure of AnneDelamere overshadowed all other figures, much as the15
roses did the humbler flora of the garden. Neither heraunt, who was small and thin and faded, though still de-licate and aristocratic, nor the housekeeper, Mrs Rux-ton, nor Miriam, the nurse, svho had first heldthe youngbeauty in her arms, nor the solemn butler, as he cameand went, nor the other servants, were anything morethan foils to her wonderful grace and elegance, and herfine coloring, by winch s>he resembled some rare bit ofchina.

She had but lately come home from France, whereafter a convent education, she had :;j.?ut a yt\ir. Itw*sher pleasure to dress in the extreno 'ashiuri of ihe mo-ment, the flowing drapery of the i-List; hhnpiie vliiehJosephine had made popular. And fo was Anne J)ela-
mere attiied when summoned to the drawing room thatJune evening by someone who wanted her upon ur-gent business. Her gay and careless companions, whohad but just arisen from dinner, and were gathered uponthe gallery, laughed at the ihrase. Business seemed ?sremote from Anne as the dust of the earth from thattranquil moon abo.e.

The visitor stood dumb at first in an astonishmentwhi\h presently changed to something like dismay. Itwas as if the glowing beauty before her had dazzledher sight. Anne fixed her questioning, and, it must beowned, somewhat haughty gaze upon the woman, whowell and e\en handsomely dressed according to the sim-ple provincial modes, was truly a gilly-flower in pre-sence of the rose. As the two confronted each otherthe visitor's eyes sought the floor, while she spokehesitatingly.'
Imust cra\e your forgiveness, Mistress Delamere,

for this intrusion, but a weighty matter has brought
me.' &

Still Anne Delamere silently regarded her. The younrgirl was annoyed that she should have been summonedfrom her gay companions by such a visitor as this.'
Iariived by the Eastern Post this evening, hencethe latpness of my visit,' apologised the woman.'
Ifeel assured that you are mistaken. Your busi-ness can scarce be with me,' Anne Delamere said coldlyand her very haughtiness seemed to have an interest forthe woman regarding her, who shook her head as if atsome thoughts of her own.'
Nay,' she said, ' tiiere is no mistake " with yourpermission, Iwill briefly unfold my errand.'Arnie still waited, and the woman began "'
While in Fiance you had some acquaintance withone John Lesperance.'

A warm flush of co'or flamed into Anne's cheeks asstepping farther into the room, she shut the door by *
half involuntary mo\ement.'

What know you of Jchn Lesperance? ' she de-manded, but there was a veiled uneasiness in thehaughty tone.'
What Iknow Ihave come hither to tell,' said thewoman, raising her head, so that the features, delicateand not without a certain beauty, could be seen beneaththe poke of the bonnet.'
I pray you to be seated,' said Anne Delamerepointing to the sofa, with its curious carving of adragon. 'The room was sumptuously furnished, and pro-bably had some effect upon the timid provincialism ofthe unhidden guest. Ai<ne Delamere seated herself in abacked chair, agitated by a curious tumult of feeline;Ihe name just heard had brought to her the solitarychapter in a never-Lo-be-forgotten romance."
A week since there arrived in the port of Boston 'began the visitor, '

bound from Curacoa, the Englishbrigantin© " Laurel," Captain Bassett. He was incom-pany with the homeward-bound Dutch fleet, under con-voy of two men-of-war, -for the high seas these timesare troubled. In the stress of weather which prevaileda. for*ni
ISht1Sht s"ce' he was separated from his escort, andchased'>j a French privateer.'

A startled light came into Anne's eyes, but she ask-ed no question.
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