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Friends at Court

GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK'S CALENDAR

December 18, Sunday.—TFourth Sunday of Advent.

. 19, Monday.—8t. Urban V., Pope and Confessor.
. 20, Tuesday.—St. Josaphat, Bishop and Martyr.

' 21, Wednesday,—8t. Themas, Apostle,

i 22, Thursday.—8t. Deusdedit, Fope and Con-
fessor.

i 23, Friday.—5t. Colombanus, Abhot.

. 24, Vigil of the Nativity., Fast Day.

St. Josaphat, Bishop and Mariyr.

St. Josaphet, a native of Poland, displayed, while still
in his hoyhood, such plety and featernal charity as to
excite the admiration of all who kuew bhim. After having
been for some vears a monk of the Order of St Basil, Lo
was raised to the diguity of Arehhishkop.. The zeal and sue-
cess with which ho preserved bis Hock frem heresy and
schism drew upon him the Latred of some sectarians, who
compussed his death in 1623,

St. Thomas, Apostle.

This Apestle was a Jew, and probably a fisherman,
Frow the refusal of St. Thomas to believe that Christ had
appeared to the other Apostles, Our Blessed Saviour toolk
occasion to afford an irrefragable proof of the reality ot
His Resurrection (Gospel of St John, e. xx.). After the
Ascension, St. Thomeas, according to a very ancient tradi-
tion, preached in Persin, and also in Iwdia, where ho suf-
fered martyrdon,

GRAINS OF GOLD

WHEN DARKNESS COMTETS.
When darkness comes—
When ling’ring shadows length'ning,
Are woven m the sahle web of night .
And carthly cordials lost their powers of strength'ning,
We ask Thee, Lord of Lords, will there he light ?

When darkness comes—
When friends assemble “round us,

And close our exes, now dim, that erst were hright;
Or, sobbing, gently speak of tics that bound s,

We ask Thee, Lord of Lords, will there he light?

When darkness comes
Whon we with naught to vex us,

Lie still and palsied, mute and cold and white,
And when enrth’s confliets ean no more perplex us,

We ask Thee, Lord of Lords, will there he light?

When darkness eomes—

When books and Bibles eauish,
And earthly winistramas are lost 1o sight,

And when death’s touches, chill, ail feelings banish,
We ask Thee, Lord of Lords, will there he light?

When darkness comoes-—
The sounds from heaven streaming
Will drive away the foars which now affright,
And mather's voice, while mother's smile is heaming,
Will softly say, * My child, here s the light.

[

Do not let us waste our time in wishing that we were
like athers—that we Lad the things God has given them;
we eannot have these,  Lacl must use what God has given
to himself. Let us be contend to live day hy day as God
leads us, making good nse of every moment, witheut lonk-
ing beyond it.—Tepelon.

If men and women forgave in the same measnre that
they seck or desire forgiveness, the warld would be a vastly
different place from what it is.  Life wonld bo brighter and
happiness more general.  Love, which is the great leavener,
would trivmph where now i s trampled upon by the false
pride which so often keeps us from exereising our divine
power of forgivenoess. '

There are but few persons leading earnest lives whe
do not feel that they fail thoroughly to realise even the
most limited of their wins, aud if they are unlappy enongh
to be sensitive as well as earnest, it cannot he prophesied
Low much real pood 2 hearty word way do them in times
of mental trouble.  Then it {s that a true friend will think
it well to tell them something cneouraging,  something
strengthening and reviving, that ihey ought to know.

Be patient with  your critical friends. They are
neither omuniseient nor omnipotent. They cannot see vour
heart, and many misunderstand yon. They do not Lkunw
what is best in you, and may seléct what e worst. Their
arms are short, and they may not be ahle to reach wiat
you ask, What if they alse lack purity of purpese or
tenacity of affection? Do not you also lack these aruees ?
Patience is vour refupe. Endnre your eriticising triends,
and in enduring conquer them, and if not them, then at
least yourself,

The Storyteller

SEVEN HUNDRED MILES FOR A PRIEST

1t was the 25th of Fehruary, 1900, the eighth day
since the grim_Boer commandument, General Cronje, had
heeu surrounded by the British forces in the Modder River.
He had some 400U troops all teld, whilst Lord Roberts had
50,000 men.  Sowme of these were eomposed of crack Cana-
dinn and English regiments. Lord Roberts’s artillery con-
sisted of 130 pieces. " After the third day of the grand de-
fence of Ctencral Cronje and his herore band, the British
General determined to erush him at all hazards. On the
south bank of the river he placed ia position, at a range
of 2000 yards, the Kighteenth, Sixty-sccond, and Seventy-
fitth field batteries and two naval twelve-pounders.  On
the north bank, and enfilading the whole river, were placed
the Sixiy-fifth Howitzer battery, the Seventy-sixth, Fighty-
secoml field batteries, and three naval 4.7-inch guns. A
terrible svenoe follovwed,

The British puns simultancously poured shot and shell
on the Boer position, which was abont a mile square. The
Ivddite sliells raised great clouds of arecn, nauseous smoko
which filled the hed of the river, while shrapnel burst on
the edge and down the sides of the river b{l]lES, inte which
the Burghers had huvrowed, and from tunnels they had
dug, often poured a retura fire, which laid many & British
soldier low. Oun that day slone the British lost 800 men
in killed and wounded.

Thus the long line of DBritish batteries belched forth
death the whole day long, and on eack side of them lay.
two hattalions of infantry whose maxims sounded petry
beside the roaring hig guns.  Thoere were many dumb ani-
mals, oxen, and horses in that whirlpool of shot and shell,
and nany Boer wonen with suckling babes and many tiny
tows and many grey-haired men, but that did not stop the
firing; not even during the night. The earth shook under
the detonation of the fearful cannonading and the soaring
grape-shot and the bursting shells erossing each other and
bursting iu the midst of the Boer laaper made a pyrotechini-
cal display never to be forpgotten by those who witnessed
the fearful bhattle of the Modder River. The stubborn te-
sixtance of Cronje at  first  angered, tlien awed, Lord
Ruberts,

One of the Shropshire regiments contained semo Irish
sharp=shooters. That night the Shropshires were ordered
to relieve the Gordons, Thoey erawled on their stomachs to
the trenches. flut somehow one of the rifla bullets of one
of the Boers found its mark. Shot through the abdomen,
a yvoung Irish Shropshire sergeant ceased hig crawling and
luy helpless.  His comrades drapgged Lim by his feet slowly
and painfully to the rear, where the white tents of the Red
Cross, eael decorated with the syiubol of merey, shimmered
in the flickering lipght of the aswaulz. *It’s a blamed
treacherons wound,” said the cool surgeon as he examined
the man; *ho may live three days and a little [onger, hut
thero ix no curing him.' Gently the nnrses placed him en
a cot. The poor man had heard the blunt surgeon’s re-
marks.  Me knew his time had come: and amidst the terrora
ol war and the blael veldt there arose in his mind the green
helds of Treland and the stillness of his little parish church
and the henign face of the Soggarth Avoon, the dear priest,

The Lead nurse had been admitted to Lerd Roberts's
field tent. lie was about to retire. Standing upright at
the small table, he listened attentively to what the nurse
had to suy. ¢ Sergeant Me will not admit that it cannot
be done, my lord. He lknows that the next Catholic priest
is seven hundred miles awayv. But he says that he cannot
helieve that you would refuse the request of a dying man,
We have fonght with him on every possible ground. MHe
will not listen.”  The British General looked to the ground
in sienee. *What shall I say, my lord, to the man? jn-
sisted the nurse. Lord Roherts went to the opening of the
tent.  “Call Engineer Headly,” the General said to the
orderly, who wus waiting outside.

A trim, wiry, stocky little man appeared, bronzed like
a Florentine statue, with cager cves, restless and keen, and
stood at attention,

“Headly, 1s the train in readiness

T s, my lord.?

I{HOW longz will it take you ta ride to Kimberley and
haek '

“Four days, my lord.’

*Call Captain MacDonald.

The orderly saloted. Tall and with quick steps the
captain enteved.

‘ What of the last report of the condition of the road '
asked General Roberts.

‘ The Tast telegrams indicate, my lord, that the raad
is well guarded, and up to this hour no break is reported.”

*Frigineer Headly, you will proceed to Kimberley at
onee.’

Then Terd Roberts sat at a small writing table and
dashed off a fow lines.  * Give this to Major Dudley.” And
then the man saluting, the nurse bowing, left the tent of the

commanding officer. “Soon the light of Lord Roberts's tent
was extinguished.




