
The Storyteller
THE THREE WISE MEN

Riley and Hopkins.sat.=,in a .-niche in the.back wallof the church, overlooking the parish graveyard;while
they waited for the school-lell" i& ring,-4 ihe boys were ■

discussing school affairs. The niche had "once been' oc-cupied by the statue of a saint— a saint with haloedhead, upturned face, and outstretched"hands— but the
statue had been broken and had never been replaced.'

Riley sat deep in the hollow1; .his back .wasagainst one side, his feet braced against the other.Hopkins' legs dangled over the edge, and his heelskept- up a constant tap-tapping upon the rough-cast
wall.

'Riley was"
small and red-haired;he possessed^ aturned-up nose, a pair -of extraordinarily thin legs, andsmoked, with evident relish, the end of a cigar.Hopkins was a plump, . round-headed' youngster whowore a- settled look of protest.

!What did you have bo much cat-echism for yester-
day ?

'
asked Riley.

' . -
Hopkins swung his books, which-were buckled to- -

gether by a long leather strap, out over the edgeof ihe.niche and regarded them with great disfavor."
To-day,' he said, 'is

'St.' Augustine's day. Yester-day we were getting ready for it, and you ought tobe glad your mother kept you home to run errandsIt was fierce!
''

Why do wehave -to get ready for St. Augustine'sday ?
' inquired Riley. . "

1Oh, Father Augustine puts Brother Clement up toit,' answered Hopkins in an injured tone. 'Just 1 be-cause he's named after him, he thinks St. Augustine's
day is better than any other body's day.' „».

' ''
\Hopkins had been stuck in the '*F£KBih ' two'terms ; Riley was Ms deskmate, and had been a" mem-

ber of the class for -but a month. Soe there weremany things which he;:did not uifdersj^d. x^ :'
On- this day, every' year,' con-^iiiapHd^ns,'theFourth gets it chucked at ib for fai^*^pthew"Augus-

tine gives us a prize -Ho study -tn^£gs/%r ;-^ive"haveto work like anything, but.Martihy^shd -KenSlky-, andthem other lobsters what sits up front always wins.'There was a service going on inside the church ;the deep swell of the organ came ■fehrbsgh ihe partly
opened windows, and a Latin chant ros# and fell sol-emnly. Hopkins looked askance.at the cigar end..'

Ain't you askeered to be smolMig"a~cigar here? '
questioned he.'

Not this one.1 Riley drew up his thin knees andembraced them luxuriously.
The school-bell rang-"at'this moment; they-scrambledout of the niche and made their way through anarrow iron gate into a courtyard beside the church.The- vestry door was open, and on the steps 'stoodMartin, in the purple and white of an

-
acolyte arran-ging the chain of a smoking censer.

'You're going to get yours, Riley, .all right,'--heinformed the l>oy with the thin legs. 'Brother Cle-
ment ain't going to do - a

-
thing- to 3rou.'- 'What for'? ' asked Riley,.

■ 'For. foefmg absent yesterday. He " was getting usall ready for Father Augustine, and wanted everybody
there.'

Another boy, also attired in the long purple gown
and white lace surplice, now came put.

'Yes, and you staying "away is going to get the
whole bunch in trouble, maybe,' spoke- he. 'You'llget asked a question, and you'll fall down, and thenwe'll all catch it.' . -

:You wait till Ido it,' said Riley.'Oh, you'll do it, all right,' Martin sneered. 'We'vegot a lot lifie you in the Fourth. Only for me and
Kennedy here, we'd never make a showing.'

- .
'. Yes, you're a whole cheese,' said Riley.

'
Iguess if

you'd" quit, the whole school would shut'.up.' " As they
went through the gate that led. to the school.yard,
he turned ,to Hopkins. \

'.What kind of a prize is it that Father Augus-
tine puts up ?

' ' - '['.' ~\'Oh, -books and things.'
'And do they,' with a contemptuous jerk of -the

thumb toward the two acolytes, 'always pull 'em down?'' Always.' .-- - : . -
r

-"
They had climbed the long steps and stood at the

door of the Fourth when Riley spoke again.
'Do you think we could win this time?

'
askedhe.'No,' said Hopkins candidly, 'Idon't.'Father was already there when Obey en-tered; he stood upon the littleplatform talking toBro-

"

ther Clement, who taught the Fourth, and his fat,
rosy, and usually good-humored' face was puckered up
severely. Hopkins saw this at a glance.
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Friends at Court
GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK'S CALENDAR

November 25.— Sunday.— Twenty-fifth Sunday after Pen- -
tecost. St. Catherine, Virgin andMartyr. ■ ,„ 26, Monday.— St. Sylvester, Abbpt'£' ,7ru??day--St. Virgil,Bishop'and Confessor.28, Wednesday.-^St. Gregory 111., Pope and

"

. , Confessor.
� 29, .Thursday.—St. Gelasius, Pope and Con-fessor.„ 30, Friday.— St. Andrei, ApostleDecember 1, Saturday.— St. .Didacus, Confessor

St. Catherine, Virgin and Martyr.
St. Catherine/

"
a native of Alexandria, and illus-trious for her brilliant talents and profound learninewas,after suffering many cruel torments, beheaded brorder of the Emperor Maximia-11., in the beginning ofthe fourth century. . - -

St. Sylvester, Abbot.
li77

St- was born near Loreto, in Italy, inii-Jlv M thf aSe o 4O.he retired into a desert inor-dei that, free from worldly cares, he might be able to de-
-

vote more time to prayer and contemplation. Having-been followedby a number of disciples, he foundedseveral monasteries to which he gave the strict rule ofSt. Benedict. St. Sylvester died in 1267.
St." Virgil,Bishop and Confessor.

«h j?\ VrFb a nativ^, o£ Ireland> was consecratedBi-f^p ° f,Salzburg, in Germany, in 766. -During thetwenty-two years in which he governed this see henot only advanced the interests of religion .inhis owndiocese, but also laboredmost successfully for the pro-pagation of the Faith in the neighboring provinces ofAustria before -Galileo,he appears to havevigfrdieTin 78? roUmdit* of the ««*»■ St.

LIGHT AND SHADOW.
Isometimes feel that festal daysWhen joy-bells loud are ringing,Are sadder than the days when griefAround ;the heart is clinging
Like cold gray mists that wintry seasAlong the sands are flinging.

'

For in the sad days memory sleepsLulled by the gray unending ;The long, still stretchhath not a touchOf light and color-blending—While not a gleam of joy that shinesHut hath its shades attending.
1AyeMaria.'

GRAINS OF GOLD.
"Jhe deePest hunSer of a faithful heart is \aithful-

The most beautiful of altars is the soul of anun-happy creature consoled, thanking God.
The world const!Lutes itself the judge and' execu-tioner of whomsoever sacrifices his coSnct to £

oth£ heSvJS " USe ° f,ll,Villg if our lives d0not hGfPseti irthe Gof UVeS "ta lhwi
nf ZiS? aWa,T Irom the.gloom^and take up the task°villhC

gg
P
row strong/ C° m° and

h~
"D**ll'*- _si* and brood over your sorrows. If youlIIV L+, tt aiiunel& Will deeperi about

'

vou> and yourlittle strength change to weakness.
neither* wf+f if11

*
13^ «° Piicc .* they can be boughtneither with the hope of reward norjear. of punish-ment, purchasedneither with money, nor place,nor with

"

fn ,,LL"c tcnday aS though ifc were the only day you hai, v.e+',.+Thls V5V5 the secret of the forceful life; the life
white"7

beauty; the only life' that is worth

O9.Le,Vv,s leave anxieties to God.- Why need we bar-
'

gain that our life should be a success, still less thatinJ?? "?e?c a ?u?cess Purchased by sacrifices and suffer-ings ? This -must be our motto: 'We accept evils' '
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