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Friends at Court

——— - _
GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK'S CALENDAR
[ = . .
May 24, Sunday.—Fifth Sunday after Easter. Blessed

WVirgin Mary, Help of Christians.:
» 28, Monday.—St. Gregory VIIL., Pope and Confes-

sor. Hogation Day.

5 28, Tunesday.—S};j Philip Neri, Confessor, Rogation
ay.

» 27, Wednesday.—St. John I., Pope and Mariyr, Ro-
gation Day,

»» 28, Thurseday.—Ascension of Our Lord. Hoeliday of
Obligation.

. 29, Friday.—St. Boniface IV., Pope and Confessor.

,, 380, Saturday.—St. Felix I., Pope and Martyr.

Rogation Days.

The observance of Rogation Days—Monday, Tuesday,
and Wednesday—owes ils origin to a varety of calami-
ties that hefell the cily of Vienne in Dauphine. For
more than half a century, not a year, mot even a sea-
son, passed without Damphine and Savoy being afflicted
with some new evils. S0 many misfortunes had reduced
these provinces to a state of extreme desclation, Mam-
erfus, Bishop of Vicnne (and who is bomored as a salint),
in the liveliness of his faith and charity, offered up
prayers and tears to appease the wrath of God. He
was heard. Whilst contending wilh a conflagration in
his cathedral, on aster night (469), he made a vow to
institute the ' Rogations.' The Rogations are litanies,
or supplications, which consist in solemn procession, ac-
companied with public fast and prayer. With the gen-
eral comsent of the clergy and people, the three days
preceding Ascension Day (Thursday) were chosen for
the fulfilment of this vow. “This example was soomn fol-
lowed overywhere. A decree of the First Council of
Orleams, in 544, established the Rogations in Gaul, and
other countries, '

Feast of the Ascension.

Christ risen from the dead remained forty days on
earth, instructing His Arostles, and proving beyond all
doubt the truth of His Resurrection. At the end of that
time He ascended into heaven from Mount Olivet, in
full view of His Apostles,

GRAINS OF GOLD

O LOVE DIVINE. i
How ecanst Thou here, O Thou Eternal One,
¥ind Thy delights among the sons of men
Who wound Thy Heart, and grieve Thy spirit o'er
And o’er again, : .

O ZLove Divine! O Love of loves not loved !
Whoy yearns alone our faithless hearts to fill,
Unsought, unasked, unheeded, and unpraised,
Yet yearning still

The world's irue Lighl ! Bright Sun of Righteousmess,
Thy noonday beams upon my darkmess pour,
Enlighten me, that [ may ever know .
And love ‘Lhee more .

Wo should call a man who could sif on a barrel of
gunpowder smoking a pipe a rather unbalanced sort of
man ; so is the man who lives in this world thought-
less of the next.

* Vanity of vanities’ is the verdict of the higher
as well as the lower experience of life. That we are
diseatisfied wilth all that {the world could ever give us,
is the proof that there is a higher-love-power within
us which must seek its abject elsewhere,

*Man must work and woman weep,’ the poet says.
But we know that poefts dream, and woman must
needs do other than weep; she must be strongz; ~ so

sfrong that her heart may lbreak, her soul be strained, -

and "~ yet her ~ soul’st  peace remain  undizturbed,
her kindness unchanged, her compassion, her pity, and
het love undimmed, unlessened, unimpaired. What the
angels are in God's Heaven, women should-be in His
beamtiful world—the ministering spirits, strong in their
weakness, unfaltering industry, and, like their anpelic
kindred, always hound on missions of comfort amd
hope, If sweetly low, their paths may run through
the years, crowded with the little things which make
life’s joyful crown or bitterest consecration; or, if
the yaars lead them as hizh as woman’s ambition
can soar, stll they musf always be womeh, women
of Mary's type who can climb Calvary with its pain,
fte agony of shame, its torture, and finally its glory.

The Storyteller

THE FATHER

Priscilla went to the school fin the Hollow, - It was
called College - School. - There were so many things
that Priscilla could not{ understand :-gme was why.fhe
teacher was now married and had ng Qittle shin-digs
of her own. She bad always supposed that e¢very man
and every Woman ajways married ‘because her f:ihexr
and mother, and lots of fathers and mothers she knew,’
had married. She wondered why people laughed when
she said ¢ shin-digs ' (children), -* College -pudding,’ -ang
‘ Plaster '; for surely her little friends were shin-digs,
and that paré of the iBible hor fathor -sometimes read
from, wgs the Plaster—she had seen it in big letbers—
and the pudding was Ithe same name as her schpol—
College. Her lather had told her that It was rude
apd unkind to laugh at people—he never laughed, mno
reatter what she said. Vet these big people laughbed
at her, and some of them were kind. Unele Tom ‘al-
ways gave her lovely presents at Christmas time, and
on her birthdays, and yet he used to laugh metrily
0.er what she sajd.

Then it was hard to understand why other little
girls had mothers here on earth—oh lots and lats—and
only she had a mother fin heavep. Father safd: that
it was lovely to have an angel miother wailing-for us,
and watching over us—it was the day she cried so
hard for her when she {ell jout of the apple tree and
sprained her foot, and Gwen Miner told her that
was spoiled and not nice because she hadn't any. mobh-
er te teach her things, and [Priscilla felt that not oy
hier foot, but her hesrt was hroken. She wanted to
gee her mother so much that she told her fatlier.
She «id not often tell her father for it made thp
sorry look come into his face, and he would calbch
her {in his arms and say, ‘My poor little girl. I
am afraid your father is not mueh of s mother to
you, but he tries,’ And Priscilla’s arms would be flu
about his meck in a tight hug, and she would say
that he was (the very best father in the world and
sHeBloVed hiﬂ(ll better every single day.

ut one day g dreadful thing happened. b 0
comforting her, her iather put %ﬁs hggd egowinsgﬁr?dbﬁé
table, aml he cried—yes, erled. This [frightened Pris-
ciia so much that she thought she never would tell
him again how much she wanted to see her mother
And her father said: ‘O Ged, how I want her !’

" Priscilla never coul {forget that time, and she used to

say the words over sometimes, they seemed burned
1n‘roBhgr Pvery1 b}'afi'n.

u riscilla’s sad days were not half so mamn
her happy ones. There were the delights of goin%ﬁg
and down in fhe spelling class, which happened only on
Fridays; and the ‘last day,” when each child -who
stood first or second in & study could select a wift
from the colwction on » sguare tabie. Ob, the Sus-
pense and the anticipation of that moment when ome
stood in blissful hesitation before taking one of the
prizes set forth in such tempting array ! .For 9 it
were the book with the rted cover, a later desire
might be for the china shepherdess, or -the gilded mwg
with * For a Good Child’ on it in red letters. And
hest of all for Priscilla was the moment when her
name was called out as the best reader in the third
class, and to" see the light come into her fathews
eyes, and his smdle; for all the fathers and mothers
amd aunties and cousing came to Miss Marchimont’s
‘last day.” And the skipping home by her; father's
side in .her best dress  of blue cashmere with' dzinty
lace rufffes in the neck and sleeves, and carrying | in
her hand the charming book of Peter Pirley's, or the
shepherdess, or mug as itl:might.be, and then-the sup-
per, when the father would ~say, in -such a proud, glad
vodece :-* Mzg. Larkins, this - ix: the.little.girl who,gained
a prize for —reading.- I “think ihat we must  haver'a
robt -of your excellent strawberry jam- opemed to-night.’

Mrs. Larkins was the ~housekeeper, “who looked:alter
everything in the house, -parily: lecausesshe needed.-it,
partly ‘bechuse she had loved Priscilla’s mother; %o

‘had helped her over maiy a'Ahard_pla'.ce i “her” vbry

troubied life. - . "

-And there were Fair days, when-Priscilla went lin
the carry-all with her father and-Mrs. Larkips, and-dwo
of her littlte friends-saueezed in“on the ®8at Beside
her : “the- ¥alr, where there were racing and dog shows
and animals of all kinds in the stalls, and swings
and peanut tafiy sticks of peppermint as long as Pris-

cilla was tall



