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FriendsAat Court

GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK’'S CALENDAR.

October 19, Sunday.—Nineteenth Sunday after Pentecost.
;» 20, Monday.—St. John Cantius, Coniessor.
5 21, Tuesday.—St. Hilarion, Abbot.
5 22, Wednesday.—Of the Ieria.
5 23, Thursday.~--0f the Teria.
sy 24, Friday.—OfF the Feria,
w25, Saturday.—Office of the Blessed Virgin Mary.

St. John Cantius, Confessor.

St, Johu was born at Kenti, in Polund.  Ordained
priest;, he exhibited the most ardent zeal for souls, and
a boundless charity dn a word, all the virtues of a good
pastor.  Severe to bmselt, he was ever indulgent to others,
who were sure w find in him a geacrous friend o all their
necessitios.  He died in 1473, being ihen 70 vears of age.

S, Hilarion, Abbaot.

St. Hilarion, founder of the monastic hie m Palestine,
was horn at Tabathe, near Gaza.  Ile became a Christian
at Alexandria, and wvisited St. Anthony in the Thoebaid,
Returning into his own country in 307, he divided all bis
goods among the poor and retired into the Irightful soli-
tude of Majuma, where numerous disetples placed  them-
sebves under Ins direction. e founded numerous menas-
teries in Palestino and 1o Syria, and lefr Lis solitude and
rotired to the island of Cyprus, in order to escape celebrit .

GRAINS OF GOLD
PARTICIPATION.

[A seminarian's appreciation of the Lol of a sister
who has made possible the realization of  his  priestiy
ambition. ]

In silence at the Master's leet b osit oand weave,
One clanee of Jove, then weave apann,

Ifor he has promised that my tangled wesho shall he
A net whose precious cateh is omen.

And in the distance where Toil's slhadow deeper Talls,
Love nrges nn o osister’s hand

To spin the never-ending thread 1 wenve, to press
Her praverful lips 1o every sirand,

Tear heart, when this irail net s done wnl boly otls
Anoint my feehle hands, thine oo
Will share the holy unetion and their seams he siwoothed,—
Tear hands that never respite knoew.
And when my Lips first meer the Precions Blood, thy Tips
Shall purple with eternal Lue.
— T, o the MWissionary.

COMFORT AND PRAYER FOR THUMAN HEARTS,

The Sacred Heart of Jesus speaks to thee,

Hearing thy teariul prayers, Fis throne-room s,

O child of Ced, thy heart cternally.

Mother of Merey! Queen ob the Courts of Bliss,

Pray for us simners, who in thee confude!

Sanctn Maria! Heart of the Mystic Rose!

Open the gateways of our souls full wide,

Now to the Throne of Grace whence parvdon flows!

——(troree Josern Evart (Psalm L, verse 19).

Ora Pra Me.

REFLECTIONS.

Humility is the A B € of a spiritual hfe—SL Vineent
da Paul.

The knowledge of thyself  will presevve  thee  from
vanity.—Cervantes,

Happincss is increased, nog by ihe enlargemoent of
tho possessicn, but of the heart.—Ruskin. ]

A man lives by helieving something, not by debating
amd arpuing about many things.—Carlyle.

Be carveful not to grieve over the wickedness of others;
wateh yourself, “lest you pgrow a few sprigs of ungodliness.”

Pray for a sound mind in a sowud body, for a hold
spirit fres from all dread of death, that can cndure laber,
that krows not anger, that covets uothing.-—Juvenal.

Sclf-control in dict mcans health and strength; in
expenditure, it means honesty and peace of mind; i
sickness, it 1s sometimes S0 important a facter that it 1s
reckoned by one’s friends as adding mueh to the chances
of recovery.

Martyrs are spiritual heroes. Fvery man las some
hour of martyrdom in his existence. The Saviour of all
was the great martyr ef the human family, and throngh

such a prototype all 'martyrdem has hecome unspeakably
blessed and sacred.

The Storytelies

WILLY REILLY

AND HIS DEAR COLEEN BAWN.

{4 Tale Founded upon Fact)

By WiLLiam CarLETON.

CHAPTER TIV.—(Continued.)

On the evening of the same day, prohably aboul the
sanry hour, the old squire, having recruited himself Ly
sleep, and feeling refreshed and invigorated, sont for his
danghter to sit with him, as was lber wout; for indeed,
as the reader may wmow fully understand, bis happiness
altogether  depended upon her socivty, amd those tender
;1_t:u=miun.s to e which constituted the chicf solace of his
e,

CWelt, my girl,” said hie, when she entered the dining
roont, for he seldone fert it unless when they had company,
swell, darling, what do you think of this Mr. Malion—
poeh i— no--Reilly—he who saved y lite, aud, probably,
was the means of reseuing you from worse than death?
Lsu't he a fine—a noble yvoung fellow

“udeed, I think so, papa; he apprars to he a perfect
gentleman.”

“Huang perfect gentlemen, Helen! they are, some of
them, the maost eontemplible whelps upon earth. Hang
nie, but any fellow with a long-hodicd couat, tight-kneed
brecches, or stoekings and pantaloons, with a wateh in
cach foh, and a frizzled wig, is considered w perfect gentle-
man—iu  perfect  puppy, Lelen, an  aceomplished  trifle.
Reilly, however, 1s none of these, for he 1s not only a
purfect pentleuan, bue a brave nan, that would not hesi-
tate to risk s life in order to save that of o fellow-erea-
ture, even althougl he is a Papist and that fellow-creature
w Provestant.’”

SWell, then, papa, 1 grant yom,” she replied, with a
siile, which our readers will nnderstand—"1 prant you
that he 15 a—abiem—all you say.”

“What a pity, HNelen, that e s o Papist!”

“Why so, papa?”’

SRecanse, 1if e was a staunech Protestant, by the great
Deliverer that saved ns from hrass money, wooden shoes,
and so forth, 'd mareey you and him together. Tl tell
vou what, Helen, by the memory of Schomberg, I have a
project, and it is yon that must work it out.”

SWell, papa,'’ asked his daughier, pulting the ques-
tion with a smile and a blush, —pray what is this specala-
Lion ="

CWhy, the faet is, Ul put him inte your hands to
convert him—make him a staunel Protestant, and take
Lim for vour pains.  Accomplish this, and lot losg-legpged,
kuock-leneed Whiteeraft, and lis thivty thousand a year,
co and hite some other fool as he bhit me in ‘Hop-and-go-
constant.” .

“What are thirty theusand a year, papa, when you
Lnow ihat they could not sceure me happiness with such
A wreteh ®  Such 'a union. sir, could not be, eannot be,
must not be, and I will add, whilst I am in the possession
of will and reason, shall not he”

“Well, Helen,” sald her father, if vou arc obstinate,
wo am L: but I trust wo shall never have to fight for it.
We must have Reilly here, and you mnst endeavor to con-
verg him from Popery.  If you succeed, I'll give long-
shanks his nune dimibtis, and send him home on a trot.”

“Papa,” she replied, “this will be uscless—it will be
1 know Reilly.”

“Tha devil you do!
coma acquainted #7° .

“] mean,” she replied, Blushing, “that 1 liave scen
enough of him, during his siay liere, to feel satisfied that
no earthly ppersuasion, no arvgument, could induce him, at
this moment especially, to change his religion.  And, sir, 1
will add myseli—yes, 1 will say for myself, dear paps, and
for Reilly, too—that if from sny uunbccoming motive, 1f
for the sake of love itself, T felt satislied that he ceuld
give up and abandon his relipgion, 1 would despise him. 1
<hould feel at onee that his heart was hollow, and that he
was unworthy either of my love or my respect.’”’

“3Vell, by the great Boyne, Helen, you have llmnckod
mv intellects up. I hope in Goed you have no Papls‘fe pre-
dilections, girl. However, it's only fair to pive Reilly a
trial—long-legs is to dine with us the day after to-morrow
—now I will ask Reilly to meet him here—perhaps if 1
get an opportunity, I will sound him on the subject myself
—or perhaps you will. Will you promise to make the at-
tempt? FI! take care that you aznd He shall have an
epportunity.”

ruin
When, may T ask, did you be-
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IN MODERN- PORTRAIT PHOTOGRAPHY nothing can be so ‘Artistic or so Pleasing as the "TARTURA” |




