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Friends at Court

GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK'S CALENDAR

< January 31, Sunday.—Septuagesima Sunday.

February 1, Monday.—St. Ignatius, Bishop and Martyr.

. 2, Tuesday.—Purification of the Blessed
Virgin Mary.

T 3, Wednesday.—5t, Blase, Martyr.

s 4, Thursday.—St. Andrew Corsini, Bishop
and Confessor.

s 5, Friday.-—8t. Agatha, Virgin and Martyr.

. 6, Raturday.—-—-St.  Titus, Bishop and Con-
fessor.

The Purvification ol the Dlessed Virgin Mary.
1t was ordained in the Old Law that a meother
should present her first-horn son in the temple, as an
acknowledgment of the Divine Hovereignty, and  in
commemoration of the merey of God, when, having in
a single night destvoyed the fivsl-born of the Egvptians,
IHe spared those of the Tsraclitos, Morveaver, to remind
the Jews that, in consequence of Adam’s fall, man is
concelved In sin, @ mother, atier cinld-birth, was re-
garded as lewally nnclean for a cevtain period, during
which shie was forhidden to enter tle temple, or to touch
anything eousecrated 1o God. Thovel the Rlessed Vir-
gin wWias, [or varvions reasons, exempt from this law, she
subnntted to i in oall iy, After the davs of
her purificatton, accarding 1o the law of Moses, were
accomplislied, they carvisd Jim o Jevrusalem, to present
im to the Lovd 0 0, and 1o offer a sacrifice,
according as 1t was written i1 the 'aw of the Lord, a
pair of turtle doves, ot young piceons T (Gospel of
Be Touke).
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GRAINS OF GOLD.

ONE LOOK AT THE SACRED HEART

There tt liuny on tie cottave wall,
AMadeiy warching the deeds of ail:
e te presence secmed lmpart.

Poght wnd wree Teemn the Sacred eart,
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CVeR were ever hent
et eanne sond went,
Toe tite open side,

Ple shiwedd T Tove all erneified,

That <ol wfiiend 1o el the Tear,
And drv the zoreow-laden tear,

The wearing vrief, the fretting care,
ATL adl Mool badne and soluce there,
Many a bastv word was staved,

Many a touch of grace .«)l)('_‘;('d,

Many w praver to heaven would dart.
By nnlvono ook at the Sacved Tleart.

We'll isten, then, to Jesus' Prayer,
Then IHis Heart’s promise we mav share

“ There where My [Heart they shall expose,
My benedictinu shall repose.’

Peace is ravely denied 1o the peaceful,

Pride 1s quite Hable 10 lead to other sins.

Don’t clitb the 1ill hefore yvou cross the valley,

Withoul prayer man is certain 1o go to perdition.

Ie who can have patience can have what he will.

The Storyteiler

MOTHER

Muys. Heriot was sitting in the little back parlor
darning stockings.  She looked down now and again
at the overflowing work-basket in a despairing sort of
way that was not usual to her. She felt a strange
weariness and lassitude—it had been creeping over her
for some weeks now.  She felt that she was on the verge
of a breakdown. The busy housewife who rose early
and went to bed last had reached the end of her tether.
Without a change of some kind she would not be able
to continue her duties.

She had reached that period that often, alas! comes
to a tender, unselfish mother. The children she had
slaved for and seen grown away from her; they did not
consider her a necessary element in their lives. They
had otlier varied interests and friends. Mother was
always there, of course, when they wanted her, but
she did not enter into their schemes of amusements. She
was just mother—indispensable at times, but just a little
diflerent from the fashionable mothers of their friends.

IHer husband, absorbed in his business, had grown
indifferent to the claims of his wife for companionship
and love. He would have been indignant had it heen
suggested that he was a careless husband, He would
have repudiated it warmly.  Even her youngest born,
Tommy, thought the dignity of thirteen years was dis-
turbed by such things as kisses and caresses from his
mother.

IEer eldest girl, a pretty, rather vain young creature
of twenty, was engaged to be married to a young bank
clerk, and the cpinions and doings of her future relatives
had more weight with her than those at home.

And yet Mrs, Heriot had been a beauty in her
girlhood. She had been the idolized darling of an
aristocratic home, but she had thrown aside everything
at the bidding of love—given up riches and ease for a
struggling existenve of trying to make two ends meet,
and she had never regretted it.  But now she longed
fur some of the love she had given so lavishly, and she
found hierself put en one side as old-fashioned.

She raised her eves to the little mirror over the
mantelpiece. Her cheeks were delicately hollowed ;
there were lines of care ou her brow.,  She was only
forty-five.  Many a woman was quite youthful at that
age, with all the advantages of dress to help her. But
her old brown gown, though it fitted her slender figure
with a certain grace of its own, was unhecoming to her.
She looked almost an old woman. It was true what
Mary had said to her yesterday morning, though at that
time it had cut her like a knife.

Her cousin, Mrs., Graham, wife of one of New
York's foremost bankers, was the ouly one of her rela-
tives who had kept up any connection with her.

The tired woman, sitting there with busy fingers,
was formudating something in her brain that had been
guggested fo her a few days before by her cousin,

‘Come and stay with me for a month, Barbara.
You look as though you wanted a little patting and
coddling.  Come and let me dress you as you ought to
be dressed : show people that you ave as beautiful at
forty-five as when you were eighteen,  Your husband
and children want you. Let them! They will value
vou all the more when you return.’

She had refused then, but the words had lingered
in her mind, and that afternoon, as the mirror reflected
Ler tired face where all its beauty scemed to be wiped
out, the words liad made her ¢ome 1o a sudden decision.

A holiday in the real sense of the word had never
heen hers since Ler marriage.  The holidays of the
family had meant increased work for her. But now
she would take one.  For one month she would return
to the life that had been hers when she was a girl.

There was a litile astonished silence when she men-
tioned her plans the next morning at breakfast. There
was an outery of protest that made her hesitate for an
instant and look from one face to the other. Then she
went on quietly -
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