
Ibelieve 'in~ the rare only J great minds, greatcharacters, great men. What matters the rest ! Thegreatest praise that may be given a diamond is tocall it a solitaire.—Henri Rene dv Bois.
To look for praise or place is to work in thespirit of the hireling. Tiiat alone is good for mewhich gives me freedom and opportunity to lead 'myown life, to uphold the being which is myself. tCriticisms never hurt anybody. If -false, they cannothurt you unless you are wanting in manly character;"ana if true, they show a man his weak points andforewarn him against failure.
The truly charitable individual forgives all because'??"Un

vu
ce>rstaiul? all.; ho Judges not; 'lest he condemn

'
tomself and he gives not only of his materialstores,but of his very self in the service of humanity.
" +?uman" natu-ro is alike in its essentials, and thereis the divine element in each of us. No two people -
can see the same scene with the same eyes, no twopeople realize the wonder of a divine thought on ahuman pioblem with the same degree of intensity Notwo people either, - have the same gift of expression.Be satisfied that you can feel. Perhaps God has ad-justed the balance in this wise-that while your "lips
co

c
rdfSrffSuff1!* iS cl°qUent' brihging,yL Whe?e

'And so you area journalist ?',said CaptainJohnDenvers, looking intently into fche.paler
'delicate " feat-ures of 'the girl whom he had taken into dinner at

Mrs. Dewbury's farewell party,- given in his honor.'
Do you know, I do admire a woman who works for

,her iliving. There is something grand, something ennob-
ling about her.''

Sometimes necessity makes us work when we
should otherwise be lazy,' answeredSilvia Clarke, witha wistful smile ; '

and writing is not always such a
spontaneous operation as ''people- imagine it to be. To-night, for instance, when Iget home Ishall have toburn the midnight oil for many hours ereIclose myeyes.'-

■ John Denvers was looking' incredulously, so thegirl
nodded her head, .with a look of conviction on herfeatures.- 'Yes,' she continued'; rIought not to havecome here to-night, as Ihave a story to write. Butdear Mrs. Dewbury insisted,and would take no refusal,
so Iput my woric aside^to please her. I. shall have
to make up for lost time, since the printers will be" waiting for copy to-morrow, that's all?*'Oh; Idon't"mind a bit, really,' for Denvers

"
muttered1 somethingabout a

'
shame.' 'And I-believe I've got part of myplot- already, and then putting the story together is

only half the battle.'♥ *.. , V -.
'Brave little woman.' said

'
Silvia's companion; ad-miringly. 'How long- have you 'been -doing this sortof work?' ; -

T '
Since Ilost my parents, three years ago,' sheanswjered gravely, and " there;was a touch of pathos in,her voice. 'And although it was veryharcL^at firstto get accustomed to continued disappointments, Itfieelto be patient and not to lose heart. I' am quite

successful .and contented now '—
she feared Wr«,t/vmap-

ing words had implied a complaint,'and was eajppfldispel that impression— "'
so please don't pity me, for Ihave been very lucky on ihe whole.' . >"_'

Lucky,.' repeated Denvers, with a' curl lip-
.while it struck him that fate had been 'monstrously
unkind^ to this lonely, beautiful girl. Lucky to have,
to- fight her way in. the' world without0a "'protecting'
arm to 'guard her 'from its "bruising caries 3aiid Vehe-ment ills'! � Lucky, notwithstanding the ifia^gfstEu^Sb"
to keep body aud soul together ! LuckyT"She nacfsaid it^wrth a cheerful, hopeful smile, in spite of
the heartache she must undoubtedly experienceaf.times.-when literary adyenturerers and^'dishonest"editors failed'to keep their faith with her.- " He* ■ glanced with gentlepity at the delicate ungloved hand at his side, andlonged to take it and press it . tightly in his own.'It's hard on the little -giii,-' .he mused

* '
and

she's awfully pretty, too._ Why didn't f meet her be-
:fore- this? -Just as 1 leaving for India, and the next;two-, years are mapped- but for me, I- meet^a" girlcharming, accomplished, interesting— yes, by'-i'ove!' ex-tremely interesting— in fact, a woman after my own

" heart and taste." She fascinates" me from"the momentI.set eyes on her, and I feel irresistibly drawn" towardher. She is just the very girl Icould-'have loved,although two hours ago,lwasn't even; aware -of- herexistence.' What an awkward 'beggar TTateT". is, to besure; she's-always upsetting somebody.'-.
' "

And at that moment there was a stir, and the"
ladies were retiring from the dinner table and Silviavanished-from John Denvers' side— not without a smile,.however, from her adorable,,upturned face, which senta rush of blood. to his heart and made him wishmore than ever that he

'might have postponedhis jour-ney to India indefinitely. Meanwhile Mrs.Dewbury hadmarched Silvia into the conservatory, and was chaffingher about her evident conquest of .".Captain Denvers.'Isn't he nice V- Mrs. Dewbury was asking'
What a pity it «is that he is obliged to leave us

"so soon.' - ~
'

When does he go ?' inquired -Silvia, absently.No-__ thing mattered much to her in her dull,' loveless""world, and this man's coming and going'were- surelysynonymous, considering she, too, had neverheardofhis. existence until the day before,- when Mrs.. Dewbury's
hurried littlenote had asked her to ' come and amuse-a -really charming soldier, who was just oS to India.'The invitation has roused her in' the midst of herwork, and she had rushed to her scanty wardrobe tosee whether or not her clothes would\ permit of heraccepting. A black silk skirt, somewhat the" worse for.wear, and a palepink chiffon blouse came to the res-cue, and. after some local attention to these with theaid of a flat-iron, Silviahad thought to abandon herdreary work for a few hours' pleasant recreation atMrs. Dewbury's. Of course; she would have to work
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GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK'S CALENDAR

November 18, Sunday.— Twenty-fourth Sunday after Pen-
tecost. Dedicationof the Basilicas of
SS. Peter and Paul.

� 19, Monday.— St. Ponlian, Pope andMartyr.
� 20, Tuesday.— St. Felix, of Valois, Confessor.
� 21, Wednesday.— Presentation of the Blessed

Virgin Mary.
� 22, Thursday.— St. Cecily, Virgin and Martyr.
� 23, -Friday.— St. Clement, Pope and Martyr.
� 24, Saturday.— St. John of the Cross, v Con-

fessor. . '

Dedication of the Basilicas of SS. Peter and Paul.
These two 'basilicas are situated in

"
Rome, the oneon the Vatican 'hill, the other on the road which leads

to the mouth of the Tiber. They are famous through-
out the world for size, richness, and magnificence ofdecoration, but the most precious treasures w'Moh. they
contain are the relics of the two great .Apostles— St.Peter, the Vicar of Chiist, ambSt. Paul, the zealousmissionary of -the infant Church.

St Pontian, Pope and Martyr.
St. Pontian- was Pope from 230 to 235. He wasexiled by.Alexander Severus to the island of Tavo-lato, on the eastern- coast of Sardinia, where he wasput to death by order of Maximin.

St. John of the Cross, Confessor.
St. John was a Spaniard. He received his sur-name from his special devotion to the passion of

Christ. He was associated with St. Theresa in reform-ing the Carmelite Order, of which .he.was a merriti'erAt the time of his death, in 1591, St. John was in
his fiftieth year.

GRAINS OF GOLD.

UNLESS AS LITTLE CHILDREN.
Who loves Our Lady as a little child,
Its mother loves, with fond, un-doubting trustIn her affection, and with faith robust

That deems her power as boundless as 'tis miklTo shield from harm, to calm all tempests wiia,And turn "aside each foeman's fatal t/hrust,—He, only he, hath formed conception just
Of what is due God's Mother undefiled.'
Unless as little children webecomeIn simple, reverent humility,
This life full weary grows and burthensome,Nor Heaven's glories may we hope to see:And they alone apt well a childlike partWho love Our Mother blest with all their heart.—' Aye Mjuria.'
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