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Friends at Court

GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK’S CALENDAR

January 29, Sunday.—Fourth Sunday after the Epiphany.
St. Franeis de Sales, Bishop, Con-
fessor, and Doctor.

y5p 40, Monday —St. Felix IV., Pope and Confessor.

31, Tuesday,—St. Peter Nolasco, Confessor,

1, Wednesday.—8t. Brigid, Virgin and Patroness

of Ireland.

» 2, Thursday.—DPurification of the Blessed Virgin

Mary. _
. 3, Friday.—St, Dionysius, Pope and Confessor.
N 4, Baturday.—St. Andrew Corsini, Bishop and
Confessor.

Febr’t’lary

St, Francis de Sales, Bishop, Confessor, and Dactor.

This saint was born in Savoy in 1547. Naturally of a
passionate disposition, he succeeded in obtaining sueh per-
fect control over himself that his name is a synonym for
meekness and patience. Ordained priest, the sanetity of
his life, united to o gentle, winiing manner, enabled him
to bring back to the Church numbers of his countrymen,
who had heen imbued from childhood with the hertebical
tenets of Calvin, In 1602 he became Bishop of Geneva.
He died in 1622, after having shown himself the model of
a Bishop, as he had been that of a layman and priest.

5t. Felix IV., Pope znd Confessor.

St. Felix died in 550, after having oceupied the Chair
of Peter during four years. He was remarkable for the
charity with which he endeavored to provide for the wants

- of the poor and sick of the Fternal City.

St. Peter Nolaseo, Confessor

This saint was a native of France. e founded the
Order of Our Lady of Merey for the ransom of Christians
enslaved by the Moors, and to this object he devoted the
considerable property which he had inherited from his
father, He died on Christmas Day, 1256, in the sixty-
saventh year of his age.

GRAINS OF GOLD
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TO THE SACRED HEART,

O Heart! where human sorrows find
An echo and a halm combined,

Be near me in this weary way,

That men call life. Oh, bs my stay!
Teach me to bear misfortune’s stings,
The agony of little things,

The thorns in duty’s pathiway spread,
That wear the heart lile tears unshed.
Oh! Lift me up, till T ¢an see
Naught hut Thine own Divinity.
Help me, O God! when I must bear
Heartaches that Thou alone canst share
Unworthy of Thy faintest sigh,

To Thee I ery! To Thee I cry!

Give me Thy love! Give me Thy lovel
Oh! Let my life bo spent above
FEarth's sordid cares! Oh! Let me be
Thine, Sacred Heart, cternally.

We carry our happiness with us.  If we are in the state
of grace, if we are living for God, if we are on the way to
Henven, what can disturh our peace?

You who are peor, if you will it, you are rich.
work is a prayer; so is your appeal for justice whatever
mistaken plans yow may make. As you lift spade or
tool, angels see you; you are surrounded by unseen friends,
&;ld your hard work and fatigue lave their harvest of
glory.

it is ripght to seek the good will of all men, and to
desire that they speak well of us, but when we lie down to
die it will be an empty pillow if this is all we can rest on.
When we are through with life and all its applause, and
we are awaiting the final call, we want something more
substantial than a friendly salute. When the faves we
love grow dim to our vision, and we are lying in the twi-
light of two worlds, there are vaices we should much rather
hear than the plaundits and acclaim of the world, and one
of them is: ‘ Well dane, good and faithiful servant, enter
thou into the joy of thy Tord.!

For thirty-five years I have been a priest and Bishop
in London, and now I approach my eightieth vear, and
have learned some lessons, and the first is this: The chicf
bar to the working of the Holy Spirit of God ia the souls
of men and women is intoxicating drink. 1 know of no
antagonist to the Spirit more direct, more subile, more
stealthy, more ubiquitous, than intoxicating drink, Though
I have known men and women destroyed for all manner of
rezsons, yeb I know of no cause that affects man, woman,
child, and home with such universality of steady power as
intoxicating drink.~Cardinal Manning.

Your

The Storyteller

A LIFE STORY F(;UNDED ON FACT

<&

He was o strikingly handsome man. He stood over
six feet in height, graceful and well built. His forehead
was high and intellectual; with clustering brown hair
crowning it; dark blue eyes, clear and steady; a red and
white compiexion, almoest brilliant, and a mouth like a
woman in sweetness, Yet there was nothing feminine about
him, and he wore leng, flowing side-whiskers that gave a
foreign look to his face, and perhaps was the cause, to-
gether with his natural elegance, of his being frequently
addressed a3 * My Lord’ or ¥ Your Grace’ when he visited
Europe.

He was a widower, although only twenty-six. His two
little dauvglters were under the care of a maternal aunt
who idelised them, and while be showered on them all the
affection of a tender parems, few of his associates knew he
was ever married.

ITe was a member of 8t John's Lutheran Church, s
pew-holder, a Sunday school teacher, and foremost in all
chureh aftairs. Ris handsome face and princely manners
made him much sought for in all social ranks, and many
a fair lady and mateh-making dame wondered why he did
not inarTy.

He knew it all, and it only amused him, while his
heart clung to the memory of the dead wife of his youth,
the mother of his childeen.

He Dbecame interested in business and amassed a for-
tune, which he fondly hoped he would enjoy one day with
the children he so dearly loved. .

When they hecame old enough he placed them in the
best boarding school of the day, a Catholic academy. He
did wnot care much about religion; he wished them to be-
come accomplished, cultured, refined women, with, of course,
that reverence for their Creator and their duties in life that
all good women should have.

Thus the years slipped on, and save the affectionate
letters of his daughters, who seecmed to be gifted beyond
the average, and the prompt payment of their bills, and the
short vacation visits, lie found he was not realising the
lact that they were on the verge of womanhood.

During the brief summer vacations he showed his pride
and pleasure in them by bestowing on them every possible
pleasure, always thinking of their return to school.

Both were clever, praised and loved by their teschers,
the gracious nuns. The wounger was a héautiful irl, tall
and graceful, like her father; the elder was a dreamer.
But both were zo loving and affectionate that both were
inexpressibly dear to their father's heart.

The younger daughter went to the Lutheran Church
with her father during their visits home, but the elder, who
found she liad leen brought to the Bishop’s house secretly
by a saintly relative, the enly Catholic one they had, and
haptised guictly before she went to boarding school, waa
instructed by the nuns and was a faithful Catholic.

Finally her sister, impelled by grace and her envirom-
ment (the example of the religious), spoke of her desire to
be a Catholic also. At first the nuns were afraid of her
father's displeasure, but when his daughter wrote him that
her happiness depended on it, and that if he refused per-
mission it would be the first cloud he had cast on her Pife,
the answer came: ° Do as you please, my child; I shall never
cross you.’

And so she was baptised and confirmed in the convent
chape! by Archbishop Kenrick of sainted memory. Bnt
her father was not present, nor any member of her family.
All her maternal relations were non-Catholies, and her dear
mother’s remains lay in the Protestant cemetery., Yet the
nuns and her own happy sister made this occasion and
the day of her First Holy Communion festival days, and.
the happy convert, now fifteen years of age, found inex-
pressible joy in her new-found faith.

At last their education was finished, and the proud
father welcomed them to a Inxurious home. He had
sparcd no expense, and as he went from room to room
he thought: < Now, at last, we shall all be happy togsther.’
He had been iempted more then once to place a new
mother over them to guide their inexperience, for he waa
2 welcome puest among many fair friends, but the memory
of his lovely young wife, who had been called away aftor
only five years of companionship, the thought of his gifted
daughters, who idolissd him and who were waiting to be
with him, rose np and kept his heart free. The years had
dealt lightly with him, and made him in his maturity more
handsome and prineely than ever,

Many times had his_daughters written to -him and
spoken o him abouti religion, but he thought of it lightly,
aud aseribed such remarks te the influence of the nunm,
whom he always met when he visited the academy and for
whom he felt and showed the profoundest admiration and
reverence. e treated the pleadings of his dazupghters tol-
erantly, and dropped all the little medals, and badges, and
Apnus Deis they sent him in a corner of his burean drawer
with a smile. He uever treated them with disrespect, for
he loved his children, and he knew they thought much of
these tokens of fuith, He had been less attentive in his



