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Friends at Court

GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK'S CALENDAR

————eym—

August 26, Sunday.—Twellth  Sunday afier Pentecost.
The Most Tuie Ileart of Mary,
" %3, Monday.—5t, Joseph Calasanctius, Confessor,
» 28, Tuesday.—St, Augustine, Bishop, €Confessor,
and Doctor.
o 29, “‘ednesdayt.—Btheading of S5t. John the Bap-
ist.

»» 50, Thursday.—S(. Fiacre, Conlessor,
. 31, Friday.—S5t. Havmoud Nonnatus, Confessor.
September 1, Saturday.—St. Louis, hiug and Confessor,

The Most Pure lleart of Mary.

God, having scleeted Mary 1o be the wmother of ilis
Incarnate Son, bestowed on her with a lavish hand the
graces which were necessaiy to fit her for her exal-
ied ofice.  On various days thioughout the vyear, some
one or other of the pineipal events in the hife of 1he
Blessed Virgin, or of ihe piivileges which she received
from God, forms the swbjeet of our consideration To-
day we contemplate that intelnlor perfection which made
lier heart a glowing futnace of divine love, and gave 1o
her most  trivial actions a spiritual excellence  which
none of the sainls have equalled,

St Fhacie, Confessor.

51, Fiacre was an Liishiman who, having crossed over
into France, lived for mauy yveais in a solitude not far
tiom 1he city of Meaux, [Fhy Yife there was mMest aus-
tere—a contmual cxercise of prayer and heavenly  coun-
templation, which he mterrupted only 1o afiord relief to
the poor, or to allend to those who, led by the fame of
s sanctity, came 1o seck his advice. After his death
i G670, his tomb became famous for numerous miracles,
aml was resorled fo by pilgiims  from all parts  of
irance, -

St Louis, kmg and Conlessor.

St Lows was Nong of France, and i{ may he Giuly
sald that countiy never enjoyed  Lhe hlessing of a wiser
or mole vittuous 1uler. Though his hie o the mudst of
hes court was that of a peifect 1ehigious, he never neg-
fected the aftatts of Goyvernment, the pubhic duties ol his
pasttion, or the wants of hws people. His alms  decds
were unbounded, and one ot his pgreatest pleasures was
minstering 1o ibe sick in the public hospitals, S1. Louis
dwed e 1270, att the age of 55,

GRAINS OF GOLD,

TIIE WAY TO [IEAVEN.

ITeaven 1s open cvery day
In night alsa.
e that would wend his uwpward way
May sutely go.
There 1s no wall to that demoesne
Where God 1esides, nor any scleen
To hide the glories of thal scene
H mar will hnow.

The ladder which the ebtew saw
When as he slept

From earth God never doth updraw,
But still hath kept ;

And angels ever 1o and fro

On errands switily glwe anit glow,

For love above, for love helow,
Its rounds have stepped.

Thereon 1he saint doth daily mount
Above the stars,
Caring no whit to lake account
O carthly bars ; '
Since well *t1s known 1o such as he
There are no guards but pass him free ;
e hath the waichword and the key
In peace or wars,

Gold letters are not more elastic than iron.
Mystlely magnifics danger, as a f{og the sun.
Respeelabilily is no subslitute for repentance.
Never make tears flow ; God counts them.

We give our pity more readily than our esteem.
Opponents are feackers who cost us nothing.

If Satan could tove he would cease to he wicked,
Command great fields, but cultivate small ones.

Those who always creep arc lhe only ones that never
fall.

“The Storyteller

NAOMI MARIA

1

The {rain pufled leisurcely into the little station
among the hills, which was Naomi Heil's destination,
From the window of ler second-class carriage, ihe
girl had already caught a glimpse of the sunny Alpine
town, which nestled among ihe dark mountaing, as a
siiling child in its nuse’s arms.

The novelty, tlie sunshine ‘brought lope to Naomi's
heart, and with the  buoyancy of vouth she sprang
lightly to the platiorm—forgetiing for the moment her
tlness, her slender putse, her seedy, dust-stained tiravel-
ling dress, which made her rathér conspicuous amaong
the fashionable crowd at the station. She would
get~well, she wouldl work—and then—life streiched he-
fuie her with its greal possibilities, as her dear philo-
sophers had convinced her.

She  walked 1apidly along the plalform, her wvalise
in her hand; and, having engaged a porter, she was
soon following him with her luggage up the principal
street of the town.

As she loohed around, Naomi reioiced that she had
comd, Wraving the displeasure of friends. There was
new  hife in the clear, crisp air, and every peep of wood
and mountain supgested Nature's faivest  moods. 1t
seemed a very paraiise, this filtle health resort
which she had  chosen for her winter home. New
hopes hegan to stir 1n the girl’s breast. The glary
of the mountams, the peace oi the valley, the f{ra-
grance of the late Mlowers,~—all stole 1n upon her
young spirit, wafting her inlo the land of dreams ;
and 1 was half mechancally that she followed {he
porter 1hrough the pate of an unpretentious villa in
a quiel coiner of ihe town.

‘3o you have come, a pelite !?

Naomi raised her eves. A lady siood at the door
to weleome her,—a woman no  longer young, but
hind-eyed and motherly, with arms stretched out 1o
tmbrace the friendless pirl, Naomi  shrank a little :
slie was prowl and reserved, 1lis little Jewess ; not
one 1o take or give affection lightly. But the elder
woman's kinduess  overedms her, and she yielded 1o
the embrace.

‘Come in and tell me all about your journey,’
the lady wenl on. *Ilow tired vou must be !’

As she spoke she led the girl into a homely but
comforiable sitting-room, whele coffee and other re-
Iteshments stood in readiuess on the table.

‘No, T am not tired,’ Naomi replied. ‘It is all
s0 new and delightful t Nobody told me what a
beautiful place I was coming to.’

‘1 hope you will be bhappy with us,’ said Madame
Claire, as she poured oui the cofiee, * and ihal vou
will get strong. Il was good of your motlher io let
you come—’

‘ Mother was against my coming,” interrupted Na-
omi. * Mother is old-fashioned in her ideas; and,
then, we are poor.” There was a shght nole of de-
fiapce in the girl's voice as she spoke the last
words.

‘Don't think of thal, my dear! We shall try to
make you comfiortabie. We are almost en Jamille
here ;. only my daughiers, and one other boarder.’

*Oh, tihat will he all right ** replied the gir), in
a tone which betrayed voull's indifference to the ma-
terial adjuncts of existence, ‘ But about my work,
—shall I get pupils here

‘ From what your moiber tells me of your music,
T think you ought Lo find o good opening here. Bui
tell me about your melber. 1t is  twenly years
since we met.’

‘I fancy molher is  always the same. T ean’t
imagine her different, even when she was young. We
iove each other other so dearly, mother and I,—al-
though we think so difierently.’

‘How differently ' asked Madame Ciaire.

‘Oh, on every possible subjeet ' said Naomi,
laughing gently, * Mother holds to all the old coh-
venlions ; and, then, she is a Jewess, you know.’

“And you'? )

‘I1? Oh, I am a modern !’ answered the girl,
still smiling. * I don’t hold in etther conventions or
creeds, I hope {o follow the goaod where I see it :
but I must go my way wunhampered, following the
light as it comes to me.”

‘But do you sec il,—have you found it ? asked
the elder , woman.

*I 1irust that T see cnough for my present needs.
I am happy in the company of the great thinkers.
What sufficed 1o them must suffice to me. Surely
there's no denying ihat religion' is the enemy of pro-
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