
GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK'S CALENDAR
Ndvember 2i, Sunday.— Twenty-seventh Sunday afterPentecost. St. John of the CrossUonfessor. *

\

: � 25, Monday.— St. Catherine, Virgin andMartyr.
� 26, Tuesday.—St. Sylvester, Abbot.
� 27, Wednesday.— St. Virgil, Bishop and Con-fessor.„ 28, Thursday.— St.' Gregory 111 Pope andConfessor.„ 29, Friday.— St. Gelasius, Pope arid Confes-sor.
� 30, Saturday.— St. Andrew, Apostle.

St. John of- the Cross, Confessor.
St. John was a Spaniard. JHe received his sur-?,anr.<Vrom his sPeci.al devotion to the Passion ofChrist. He was associated with St. Teresa in reform-ing the Carmelite Order, of which he was a member

w "- +lUme1
Ume of his death' in 1591> St- John was inhis fiftieth year.
St. Gregory HI., ppOpeOpc and Confessor.

m During his pontificate of nearly eleven years, be-gJnniuSin 731> St- Gregory boldly resisted the effortsof the Emperor Leo, the Isaurian, to propagate theheresy of the,Iconoclasts, or image-breakers, and elo-quently explained and defended Catholic teaching re-garding the respect to be paid .to the images ofChristand the saints.
St. Gelasius, Pope and Confessor.

Of this holy pontiff a" contemporarystates: 'He wasfairous through the whole world for his learning andiinfnrm^ yfoy
f
0f+u

his l^ ln 4M he Polished, for theinformation of the faithful, an authentic list of thedivinely inspired books of the Old and New Testament.He died in 496.
St. Andrew, Apostle.

St. Andrew was brother to St. Peter, and the firstof the Apostles to follow Christ. After the Ascen-S\ rvLireaC£ ed t]Le Gospel in Scythia, and .afterwardsin Gieece; where he was crucified for the Faith Heis honored as the patron of Scotland.

GRAINS OF GOLD
WARP AND WOOF.

Our deeds, our thoughts, are the"threads we weave "
LAle is the loom. Though we joy or grieve—
However tangled the threads may beThey lead at length to Eternity.
The pattern we may not understand :God holds the shuttle in His hand. —

lAye Maria,.'
Inquireof the youwg people:they know everything.
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The

A
golden moments in the stream of life rush pastvisits Zir6 nO

vMnS but Sand ' the anSels come tovisit us, and we know them only when they are'gone.
when wi?P?LiS °nt°! tße *est sentiments wecanhaveW
pt\TentT entl+c^s' our respect for ourselves mustbe based upon the value God sets upon ojir souls.

(2\ tS.UriillngS* to remember : (-1) The value of time,SI SC? o; perseverance-, (3) the pleasureofwork-acter( reW^Snity of /^^Y, (5) the^ worthof char-amSe m Jf^r* ?" klndness> (7) the influenceof ex-Somv }rinf t?11^!1011 of "duty> (9> the wisd<>" of.SSroT ftata,
)t^m1+iue--of Patience« (") the improve-ment oi talent, (12) the joy of originating.

not reve]?B^/'881?16 -8^7 of the life of Christ-willaSy work iS n"*? lns*ance of His having measured
ment is rPnL/0U^S - an+d pence' but the New Testa-S?H IS.replete with instances of His having lauded

ference'VtwL^111? thorou£ hly *o understand the dif-twlen anShv ?JQdolenCJQdolenC-e+ aild *reßerve o£ strength, l£-
but thSe ?s7al7

a1f +Je^lty> bet-Wee+? pa?sy and Patience,"" m«!!t t, he dlfTerence m the world, and nearly

with a view fn &Z' ff
m a well-determined direction,

<

A HAPPY CHANCE
A hot" sun poured pitilessly down upon the gaily-

decorated streets, on the long red line of "soldiers on
guard, on the densely-packed'mass of people standing
within the military lines on either side, a good-hum-
ored if impatient Dublin crowd. Long festoons of roses
hung from lamp-post to lamp-post, gaily caparisonedVenetian" masts stood at intervals along the streets,
flags of- all colors and sizes drooped from.. the windowsof the^houses. All was life and color, bustle and ex-citement, for it was the occasion of- the State entry
into Dublin of King Edward and his Queen.On the topmost doorstep of a handsonre city man-sion stood a young gill, waiting with the rest to see
the pageant go by. In a quiet corner beside her, rest-
ing in a folding chair, sat a little

'
boy of eight ornine, watching the whole busy scene with interestedeyes, whose unnatural brightness was increased twofold

by the hectic spots of color beneath them.-
The girl herself was young and slender, 'more thancommon tall,' with something about the willowy figure

and her slightly hollowed cheeks which gave one the
impression that she, too, had outgrown her strength.
She loo"ked at' the boy now with an anxious air, asthough doubting her own wisdom in having brought himso far and into such—a crowd.'

I'm. all right, Mab,' he said with a bright smile,in answer to her looks of tender inquiry.
'
I'm jolly

comfortable here. But, Isay, it's your turn now -tohave a rest,' making .an attempt to rise.
1Don't get up, Brendan,' his sister said, withgentle

decision. 'Don't you'know I'd be quite doubledup iLIattempted to sit-in that seat ? Can you see any-thing ?
' '

"Oh, yes,' cheerfully. 'I suppose' they'll soon be
here?

''
Ihope so. You'll hear the cheers beginning afaroff as soon as they xome in sight.'

A slight commotion in the crowd below her nowdistracted the girl's attention. Amidst a great deal ofjosriiiig ana shovingpand some half-suppressed exclama-tions of annoyance, a little old lady pushed her wayor rather found herself pushed through the crowd. Sheclutched at the railings of the .steps beside her as adrowning) man will catch at a. straw, and findijng asure footing on the lowest of Mabel's flight of steps
seemed determined not to budge an inch further fromthis safe harbor of refuge into which she had drifted.Mabel from, her own high vantage point looked downat the newcomer with a certain feeling" of compassion.She was a little woman, white-haired, very feeble, very
old ;

-
utterly out of place in this thoughtless "-crowdwithout someone to protect "and fight a way for her.Mabel walched her still clinging feebly to therailings, slie saw how the old woman's"breath came andwent in quick gasps. .Her bonnet was all askew thepretty little boßs of white curls which hung beneath itat' each side of " her face were tossed and dishevelled.All at once the bright color which illumined the with-ered old cheeks faded into paleness. Her eyesclosed;.for a moment it seemed as though the old lady wereabout to faint. With a little'cry of' alarm, Mabelpushed her way down-and put her arms supportinelyabout the old woman.'Thank you, my dear,' the latter said, opening hereyes after a moment. «It is nothing. I'll "be allright presently.''

There's a seat up here,' Mabel told her. 'If you
could come up to it you would be better.'Two or three pairs of willing hands were out-stretched to help, and the old lady found herself halfled, half lifted into the q.uiet corner which by silent con-sent on the part of the bystanders had been reservedfor the delicate-looking boy.

± 1Thanic y°u again, rriy dear,' the old woman reiter-ated, as.Brendan quickly vacated his seat in her favor'
You are very good.'

She sank "gratefully into the folding-chair.
.„.'Don't talk too much yet,' Mabel said gently.Would you like some grapes ? Ihad brought somefor brother, wlio is' not very strong.'" Ah, yes, poor boy !

' shaking her head. «He lookstoo thin. What do you give him? Milk, meat,eggs cod liver oil? He needs all these things andplenty of Iresh air. You should take him to.thecoun-tiy, my dear.' - '
'Unfortunately,' Mabel said, with a pitiful smile,keep? me fn\^} Jam"hle t0 do" MyT*sines*
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