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Friends at Court
GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK'S CALENDAR

* July 18, Sunday.—Eighth Sunday after Pentecost.
~ 19, Monday.—St. Vincent de Paul, Confessor.
>, 20, Tuesday.—St. Jerome Emilian, Confessor.
~ 21, Wednesday.—St. Praxedes, Virgin.
~ 22, Thursday.—St. Mary Magdalene, Penitent.
~ 23, Friday. —St. Apollinaris, Bishop and Martyr.
~ 24, Saturday.—Vigil of the Feast of St. James.

St. Vincent de Paul, Confessor.
SC Vincent was horn in the South of France.Having been ordained priest, his heart was touched bythe state of spiritual destitution in which he found theremoter country districts of France. The remedy for

this appeared to him to be a series of retreats or* mis-sions, by which the people might be taught their dutiesto God and man, and at the same time earnestly ex-
horted to fulfil them. For this purpose St. Vincentinstituted a congregation of priests, popularly knownin English-speaking countries as Vincentians.

’

He was
also led by a spirit of ardent charity to found numeroushospitals, asylums, and orphanages, and to establish
confraternities for the education of youth, the serviceof the sick, and the relief of the destitute. St. Vincentdied in 1660, at the age of 85.

St. Apollinaris, Bishop and Martyr.
St. Apollinaris, first Bishop of Ravenna, and,

according to tradition, a disciple of St. Peter, sufferedmartyrdom during the reign of the Emperor Vespasian,in the first century.

GRAINS OF GOLD.
FORGET ME NOT.

Forget Me not! lis thus My Heart is pleadingWith you tor whom I tain again would die;
Forget Me not! for. oh! this Heart once brokenStill loves you from its glorious throne on high.
Forget Me not upon the silent altar!

Men pass Me by and leave Ale all alone;
They've love enough for all, for every other;

For Me, their God, their hearts art cold as stone.
Forget Me not! for, oh ! I’m ever waitingFor friends who will My bitter wrongs atone :
Forget Ale not ! tor I am ever cravingDevoted hearts who make Aly woes their own.

Forget not in thy trials of dark sorrow
There is a home for thee — thy Saviour’s breast :

Be comforted, the day is ever nearing
When thou wilt there find thine eternal rest.

ixft'to nan/.

He is happy whose circumstances suit his temper ;
but he is more excellent who can suit his temper to anycircumstances.

God gives us just so much of health, of wealth,of friends, as is best for us: He afflicts us only when itis for our good.—Cardinal Newman.
A virtuous life may lie under more burdens than

a free-and-easy one, but it is supported by all the
strength of charity and religion, and these burdens are
delightful.

What the world calls heroism and sacrifice in the
lives of Catholic Sisterhoods is with them simply corre-

f spending to the grace of vocation. It is God’s willmanifested in their lives.
Man may work, but if he is to work with success

he must work in God s way. When you wish to erect
a mill, you study to erect it so that Nature herself shall
work for you and drive your machinery. In morals you
must follow the same method, only you are here to seek
to avail yourself not of nature but of grace. Youmust work, but you must work to let God Himself work
in and for you.-

The Storyteller
UNDER THE TRUMPET VINE

It sat back from the road some distance, a little,din§y> storey-and-a-half house, and perhaps I had passedit two dozen times or more before it even impresseditself upon my consciousness. And then it was not
the house itself but a gorgeous trumpet vinp which
nearly covered it which attracted my attention. Richin glorious bells of radiant color, it flung itself across
the sloping roof and down the dun boards on the other
side with a prodigality that clothed the little house ina dress of glowing beauty. I stopped entranced one
day to look at it.

What a beautiful vine I said aloud. I wonder
why I never noticed it before.’ I had been passingby every day for two weeks or more, and for the next
week I found great pleasure in the picture made by the
small dun house and its enveloping vine. X never saw
any one about, though it was evident the house was
occupied. One day, idling along on my way home, I
decided to go in and see who lived there, and ask
just how old such a. wonderful vine could be.

1 he grass had lately been cut with a. somewhat de-
fective mower, as one could note by the relays of up-
standing blades, like sentries posted here and there,
and the scent of the newly-cut grass mingled with the
keen, pungent tang of burning leaves in an adjoiningyard. 1 knocked on the front door, but there was no
response, and in a few moments 1 took .the little path
around the house. 1 had a curious feeling as I went on
that my first visit might be an intrusion, and I all but
hesitated, reassuring myself then that J was only going
to inquire about the vine. Surely there was no harm
in doing that. And 1 turned the corner, to see a little
old woman sitting in a rude porch outside the kitchen
door peeling peaches. She looked up at my approach,
and rose to greet me with an inquiring look.

Good evening,’ 1 said, adding hastily: 'I just
came in a moment to ask you about your beautiful
trumpet vine. 1 have never seen such a beauty. It is
so large—it must be very old, isn’t it V

Come in. I’m glad to see you,’ and she quickly
placed a wooden chair for me, whisking off an invisible
bit of dust with her clean blue apron before she allowed
me to sit down. The vine? Sure it’s very old—-
years and years older than you arc,’ and she smiled
the soft, ingratiating smile of the true Celt.

1 Did you plant it yourself?’ I asked.
She glanced up at the vine where it drooped over

the broken eaves of the small porch. Her eyes were
that peculiar translucent bluish-grey so common to the
Irish race, and luring in their depths that same look of
eternal youth (though informed now with a wistfulness
that went to my heart) which leads its sons and
daughters safely through many a difficult path, but
leaves them too often with a bruised spirit and a broken
heart. She lowered her glance in a moment and spoke,
with a half-sigh :

‘ Yes, ma’am, it was myself that planted it—him-
self and myself, fifty years ago —before we were married
—fifty years this month. Ah, it seems like only the
other day, and many’s the happy day I’ve spent since
then—and many’s the lonely one, too,’ with a sad shake
of her head. ‘ The house was now then, and a mighty
fine house it was for those times. We didn’t have such
big houses then, at least not in these parts. It was
himself that built it with his own hands, and he was
living in it with his mother when I came out from
Ireland. He had a grand bit of ground about it, and
it was himself that was well to do entirely. I was
only a slip of a girl, but he took a notion to me and I
to him—and so we were pledged to marry.’

‘And you came here a bride fifty years ago?’
‘Well, no, ma’am, I didn’t. You see, his mother

didn’t take to me somehow. I suppose I was a fly-away
young thing, with ne’er a bit o’ sense at all, as she

IN COLD WEATHER no beverage is so acceptable as SYMINGTON’S COFFEE ESSENCE.
In two minutes you can have a delicious warm drink. If you haven’t tried
it you should do bo at onca.. < : •£ ■« •,
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