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Friends at Court

| GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK’S CALENDAR

" November 7, Sund.ﬂ'y.i—"l‘wenty-'third Sunday after Pente--

»n - 8 Monday.—Octave of Al Saints. -

I 9, Tuésday.—Dedication of the Basilica of 87
- ohn Lateran, Rome. :

sor, -
s 12, Friday.~—84. Livinus, Bish

» 10, Wedneéday.-—St. Andrew Avellino, Confessor.
s 11, Thursday.—St. Martin, Bishop and -Confes.

op_and Martyr,

s 13, Saturday.—St. . Nicholas I., Pope and Con-

fessor.

St. Andrew Avellino, .Confessor.

Bt. Andrew was a native of the kingdom of Naples.
He 'gave up the practice of the law in order to devote
himself more perfectly to the service of his Divine Magter!
Having entered the Order of-Theatines, he' led- for- many
years a most penitential life, dying in 1608, at the age of

eighty-eight.,

St N[art.in; Bishop and Confessor.

8t. Martin of Tours, as he is called

from his epiézopalﬁ

See, was born of pagan parents about the year 8L7: By

some he is held to have heen the grand-uncle of St. Pat- "}

rick. At the age of eighteen he was baptised, and from.

that time his life, which had always been marked by -moral .|~

goodness, became resplendent with all

the virtues, but

particularly with the Dremier Christian, virtue-—chariuy.

Compelled to serve for a time in
Jerfectly free from”the vices 4o which
than others, exposed. Appointed Bis
France, he showed himself a wise and

the army, he kept himaelf -

soldiers are, more"
hop of Tours, in
capable adminis-:_

trator, and he was ‘singularly auccessful in causing the

last traces of paganism to disappear

from his diocese. -

He died in all Drobability about the year 397.

GRAINS OF GOLD

NAME AND ADDRES

8.

My mother taught my childish lips to say

Whose child 1 was, and where wy d

welling-place,

To tell, she said, to the first friendly face; -
If ever I should chance te go astray . -

And onece, when 1 had wandered

far away, .

And could no more my truant steps retrace, ..
Back to my longing mother’s warm embrace
. One led me by that clue at clase of day.

Whose Word is
Out of the narrgw way and stan

‘My mother’siname is Mary, and
Iz where she lives, in Heaven, and

gloom. If a cloud should darken
silver lining to your friends, and cast
upon them, and the ecloud will give way

. Bometimes a common seene in nati

of sensnal pleasures, and perform such
in themselves 1
e the inward cordial devotion which
pon the thyme; they find there

of mortification, but in performing them
nte sweetness and delight.—St, %3‘

n behalf of their importance.. But

tthout taking the trouble to degrade
here is nothing important but God,

nswer to this one question, lies all
he entire significance of life and its s

Lest I be lost for ever, I will plead:

ness and joy its own light has begotten.

We must be children once again, saith He, .
life’s high law; so, when I roam -

in need,
my home
looks tor me.’

Rev. Jomn FIsz’AfnrcK,_O.M.I.

Be cheerful. It is better to live in Sunshine than in
yaur heart, turn, its

the glow of cheer
before the bright-

re will open itgelf

to us -with a brightness and pregnancy of meaning un-
known before. It is but an instance of God's infinite
mind communicating some lesson to His creatures.  All
who are made open to their reception receive them, .
The world sees devout people pray oftén; suffer if-

juries, serve the sick, give to the poor, watch, moderate
their hunger; restrain theix pagsions, deprive themselves

other acts- as are.-.

severe and rigorous, but the world does mnot

renders all thege

ctions agreeable; pleasant, and easy.  Consider.the bées,
very bitter juice, yet in
ucking it they turn it into honey. ~ Oh, ‘worldlings! It
ia true devout souls find much bitterness in these exercizes

they convert them

rancis de Sales.
There are many things which look
any things which have a great deal to say very speciously

impertant, many,

faith, " like death,

flences many voices and ANSWers many questions very
tietly, and mekes many important things unimportant

them. In truth
All the questious

life become one question as they revelve round Him,
8 there a God? What sort of Ged is He? What does - Hi
ant to do with us? What does He expect us to do for:
im? What will happen to us if we refuse or ntia;]gllecy to.
o it? In the answer to these questions, or ra

) er the
practical religion,
ole importance,

The Storyteller
"IN THE DAY OF FATE

. .. He was sitiing at_the.efid, of a_bench in the orange.
shaded plaza, basking in the warm sunilight, his shoulders
“bent with the- pathetic * droop of illness; Lis thin, long-
fingereéll hands “claspad together on his knees, and his
-louched hat drawn down low over his eyes. He might
have been supposed to be asleep, as he thus sat motioniess,
. with every muscle relaxed, if he hed not started percep-
- tibly when the sound of voices speaking English suddenly
- fell on his ear, It -was a- very unustal sound in San
Juanito, which was scldom honored with “the -visits of
tourists, being only an ordinary litile Mexican town,

;i = lying at . thé foot of the Sierra, which; stretched like a mass

of . carven lapis-lazuli behind 1%, - “Po-day, however, . there
had been s freight wreck on the rdilway, and the express
from the northern border was detzined .for several hours.
at the station a mile or so distant across the sun-parched
plain, from where the town, with .its' adobe houses and
© tropical gardens clustering "arcund ity graceful church
tower, made an idyllic picture, which témpied- the adven-
turous among the passengers to’ explore_ it. But— -
=22 We should have hoen satisfied with admiring it from
zihe .train,’ a woman's voice declared in a high-key of
“disapproval. ¢ There's nothing whatever ¥ere to repay us
for that long, dusty. walk.’ . -7
- .- “Oh,; I don’t agree,with you,” a softer, better modulated
‘voide seid—n voice which made the man at the end of the
bencl sbart again, this time violently, and glance furtively
from under the rim of hig down-drawn liat at the speaker,
‘who with her tompanions had paused. almost immediately
in front of him, - N
‘ It’s all so adorably picturesque, 1 think,”mthe tall,
- handsome girl went on , Sweeping the; scene—the.§ ountain-
" seét plaza, the old church with its. Carmelite- helfry, the
arcaded publie buildings, the vistas..of lhouses™piiinted in-
soft distemper colors and covered with - brown .tiles—with
her glance. T hope I will get Iy camers in- e to take
some pictures -before ive have to.go back - to the Frain.’
‘You'll probably ‘have-time to take as manys pictures
as there are poinis of view in ithe rlace,” a man’s deeper
tones assured her. ‘We'll be lucky if we get awg¥y in the
course_of ‘the next two or three hours. At lesst thal is
what I gathered from the conductor’s remarks.’ . .
" -*1 wish you had asked him whas there-was of interest
here,” the first speaker observed. *The church? Oh,
- yes, of course we can go and see the cliureh; but all the
cliurches are so much alike; and if there’s anything else—
- Perhaps ’—hopefully— we might find something to buy,
or—er—to eat—dulees, you know.’ T s .

‘Or to drink—even pulyue not declined,’ the maseunline
voice chinted in. ! "_Wlhi,le"wq’re vaiting for Laidlaw to
bring your forgotten camera, Miss Sylvester, we might put
in the time rather agreeably with some: liquid -refresh-
ments.  Butb the question is where to Jfnd them?’

The man at the end of the bengh did not stir, but he
was intensely, horribly conscious that three® pairs” of eves
were fastened on him, and that three minds were congider-
ing whether he might not be able to answer his question,
He knew what was coming when he-heard .a feminine
whisper : N : -

. ‘Perhaps he isn't asleep—vperhaps he's drunk.’

L. ' Just the right party, then, 4o tell us what we want
to_know,” the jovial masculine tones replied. “Anyhow,
nobody who goes to sleep on a bench in t e plaza can mind
being waked. Hello—senor l—sorry.ste disturb you, but
can you tell us—Oh, hang “it!--doesn’t. anyho ¥ know
enough Spanish to ask him where we ean get a drink?’

‘I haven't the faintest idea what is the Spanish for
.a drink,” Marparet Sylvester began with a lavgh; but
.paused abruptly as the man addressed rase to his feeb.
For an justant—barely an instant——he lifted his _hat in
acknowledgment of the presence of the ladies, showing a
sharpened, ghastly face Leneath, hut replaced it guickly as
‘e pointed across the plaza. i

‘ At- the -cantina over there you will find what you .
+ want,’ he saill; and then, turning’ quickly, stumbléd:away,
for walking became diffienlt whei ¢ven the bright. sun-
~shine grew hlack around him, and he fonnd himdself }_mpmg‘
‘azonizedly that he might not drep until he had gained «
place of shelter, a refuge from the eyes that had met his
in one lishtning-like glance, in which he read amazement,
incrednlity, struggling recognition. . o
¢ She’ll think it was only a chance reremblance—she’ll
he sure she was mistaken,’ he muttered *to himself as he
concentrated a1l his will on_maintaining an_upright posi-
tion and walking—yes, walking away, instead of being .
carried, as wonld certainly result if ‘this ‘hackness: in-.
creased before he gained the friendly shelter of the-argada,,
wher‘e]a1 he might halt, lean against a pillar, and take
- breath. T - . C ol
-+ He gained it while .the group -left behind Jocked:
anxiously after him,; and then glanced at each ot'her.‘”
. ‘Apparently,’ Mr. Harkeson-Smythe remarked, it
wasn’t a sleeping but & dying man that I roused.  Poor

heggar l—he seems preitty far gone. 1 hardly thought
he’d make it over to the portales,’



