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Friends at Court

GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK’S CALENDA
Sy — ~
November 10, Sunday.—Twenty-fiftth Sunday after Pente-
cost. Patronage of the Blessed Vir
gin Mary, .
-, 11, Monday.—S%. Marfin, Bishop and Mariyr,
11 13, Tuesday.—St. Livinuy, Bishop and Martyr.
' 13, Wednesday.—S8t. Nicholas, I. Pope and
Cenfessor. -
. 14, Thursday.—~S3t. Lawrence, Bishop and Con-
fessor,
' 15, Friday,—St. Gertrude, Virgin.
" 16, Saturday.—St. Stanislaus Kostka, Confes-
sor,

St. Livinus, Bishop and Martyr.

St. Livinus, Bishop of Dublin, apnimated by that mis-
sionary zeal ‘which has always been a prominent
trajt in the character of the Irish priesthood, resigned
his diocese in order to devote himself 1o the conveision
of the Dpagan inhabitants of Flandsrs. He won the
martyr's crown, according to Colgan, in 633, but in
656 according to others.

St. Nicholas I., Pope and Confessor

St. Nicholas, who sueceeded to the Fisherman’s
Throne in 858, made strenuous clorts to put an end to
the Greek Schism, and steadfastly refused to recognise
‘the intruder, Photius, who had usurped the patriarchal see
of Constantinople. Before his death, in 867, the holy
Pontiffi saw his desires realised, although, as it after-
wards appeared, his success was but transitory.
St. Gertrude, Virgin

St. Gertrude, who was a religious of the Order of
S%. Benedict, was born at Eisleben, Saxony, in 1264,
She was a sister of St. Mechtilda. She. wrote in Latin

a book called * Revelations ' in which she relates her
communications with God.

GRAINS OF GOLD

THE BETTER THING3 OF LIFE |
"Tis better to speak kindly words,
'Tis better to do kindily deeds,
* 'Tis better ta know
That the seed you may SOW,
Will blossom as flowers, not weeds,

'Tis better to do with a will
The duties that come, one hy one;
"Tis better to say
At the close of the day:
‘I have tried to leave nothing undone. *

'Tis better to cullivate love,
Contented with hlessings of worth ;
'Tis hetter to light
For the cause that is right
Than to covet the riches of earth

"Tis better to smile, tho' ihe heart
Be burdened with sorrow and pain ;
Tis better to smile,
¥or ’tis always worth while,
And we'll never pass this way again.

— DExchange .

Look for truth, and when you find ii'., look at it.

No man is strong until he is strong within,

The one way to he happy is* 1o forget yoursell in
thinking of others.

Our liberty, wisely understood, is bui
obedience to the universal laws of life,

Danger tears away our disguises. In hours of peril
the true man appears, and af such times, if ever, the
man speaks the truth. ,

‘ Taking up one’s closs ' nieans simply ihat you are
to go the road you see to be the straight one ; carrying
whatever you find is given _You to carry, as well and
stoutly as you ean; without making faces, or calling
people to come and look at vou. .

Soul strength is but the produet of soul health.
That inner, bracing atmosphere of honor, that glow of
seif-respect and fellow reverence, Lhose lofty ideals and.
aspirations, that conscicusness of royal dignity and
rights ; these are the things that make men acquit them-
selves like men, the things that underlie strength,

a voluntary

.ing to look for a parlor maid’s place.

* The Storyteller

MRS. MOLYNEUX’S- PARLOR MAID

" Aunt Grace,” announced Miss Bawn Desmond, com-
ing in tired and wet, ‘ I've made.up my mind io go
out as a parlor maid.’

‘My dear,’ cried old Miss Quinn; who was only
*Aunt Grace’ by courtesy, lilting her ihin old hands,
‘what a shocking jidea !’

In spite of the hard day she had had interviewing
possible and impossible employers, tramping from one
agency to apofber, there was something victorious and
iriumphant in Miss Desmond's air., It was Lhe thing
that hindered her preferment in the posilions of govern-
ess,  compinion, and all such genteel employments
where meeliness is a thing desirable. A this  mo-
ment she was standing by lhe fender, with ‘one slen-
der fool on it, quife heedless of the steam arising
from her wet garments. She Wwas wearing a long
coal of palest gray homespun, which inclosed a very
heautilul figure. The big gray hat with gulls’ wings on
it, and the wveil _which she had not troubled to 1ift,
hardly dimmed her brilliant hair and the imperial
flasfing of her large blue eyes. A girl not made for
meekness  certainly, but with a capacily for affeciion
and devotion, which none knew better than the delicate,
slalely maiden lady wlio had been her mother's old
friend, and would fain have Xept Bawn forever under
her rodf.

The girl absolutely looked her name, which is the
Irish for *fair.” She was fair and abundant. Already,
indeed, There was a little suggestion of matronliness
aboul the llowing lines of her peauwtiful figure framed
for motherhood. Sinee she would never see twenty-
five again, the suggestion bubt added to her beauty.
Her teefh were white and even, her lips red, her eom-
plexion rosy. She was, indeed, the last person in the
world le tread those dusty paths of spinsterhood which
are the ways of governesses and companions, -

‘A woman offered me £25 to-day, Aunt (Grace,” she
went on scornfully. "* I asked her how much she gave
her cook, amd she was so taken by surprise that she

answered me. She gave her £0 a year.
[ asked her how long she. supposed” it  had
taken me to  acquire my languages and my music.

They all looked at my halr as though it were some-
thing disgraceful. My poor orifiamme.’ .

She look off her hat and looked at her hair in the
glass, palsing it affectionately as she did so.

‘It is qauile true that it  is what that horrid Mrs.
Graham Ketr called ‘‘very remarkable,’ A young Wo-
man who has 1o earn her own living shouldn’t be en-
dowed with such hair.’

1t was beauliful hair of so vivid a tawny as to
be almost .orange. There wus a great abundance of it,
and 1t curled and rippled and crinkled and waved in
a bhewildering fashion.

‘1 wonder if I could get it all under a cap ?’
the owner said, still caressing it.

‘ Oh, go away, do !’ cried Miss Quinn, in a despair-
ing voice. ‘Go away and gel off those wet things
and come bhack and falk 'senge !’

Miss Desmond wen® obedienfly. She had begun o
notiee that uncomfortable sieam herself. Presently she
refurned 1n a’ loosely-fikting gown of orange tawny
velveteen, +the very shade of her hair, which was
curiously hecoming o her. She was as magnificent a
creatures in her way as the great cat, as yellow -as a
tiger, who sat blinking ‘at her from the hearth Tug ;
but she was not the least Bit in 1he world feline,

" alihough she had claws, as some of her would-bk eme

ployers had felf.

‘T'm in earnest, Aunt Grace,' she said, seating
herself, and allowing Selim, the eat, to make_ himself
cosy on the iajl of her gown. * To-morrow I'm go-
I'here are no
genieel: places any more—or, atb least, -they are wreich--
edly paid. No, I can’t slay with vou, dear. We are
awfully comfortable tlogether, but you know FOUr an-
nuity would just keep us, no more. I feel I'm eating
Selim’s anl Monsieur's bread as it is. Not that
Monsitur wonld grudge it to me, the dear ! She
liked a small white Pomerapian on to her knee and
kissed "his forehead. ‘And I must send money home
to Ballintubhber. There's the stepmother and ali those
Young mouths. I promised dadl I'd he good to the

stepmother, and she was good fo me when I was a
kid.! - ' :

It was no use Miss Quinn protesting, weep- -
ing even. She knew that once Bawn had made up her

mind it was useless trying to move her. She was



