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Friends at Court

@LEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK'S CALENDAR

L
June 7, Sunday.—Pentecost Sunday.
5 8, Monlday.—Whit Monday.
» 9, Tuesday —Whit Tuesday.

» 10, Wednesday.—Of the Octave. Ember Day.
ys 11, Thursday.—Of the Oetave.
s 12, Friday.—0f the Octave. Emher Day.

13, Saturday.—Ol the Octave. Ember Day.

(e g——

Pentecost Sunday. !

On this day, in accordance with ihe promise of
Christ, the Holy Ghost, the Third Person of the Ador-
able Trinity, descended on the Aposiles. * Thiz day,’
Butler remarks, 'is ihe birthday of the Church. Christ
had indeed begun to form His Church during His min-
istry on earth, when He assembled His disciples,. selec-
ted His Apostles, and placed 8i. Peler at their head.
But by the descent of the Holy Ghost He completed
His revelation, and gave to His Aposiles a speeial and
extraordinary  assisiance, by which they were directed
and preserved from all etror in teaching. He .thus, as
it were, infused a soul inlo His mystical body—the
Church—and endowed it with a vigorous principle of
life and action, From this tine its rulers, minisiers,
and officers, being completely cowmissioned and quali-
fied by the miraculous effusion of 1he Holy Ghost, set
themselves to excrcise their respeciive functiors in

governing and propagafing the spiritual kingdom of
Christ, which was then perfectly seliled and éstab-
lished.' -

! Ember Days.

The Ember Days arc the firsl Wednesday, Friday,
and Saturday ol each of fthe four seasons of the year,
set apart as fasi days by the Church. According to
the testimony of Pope Leo, they originated in  ihe
time of the Apostles, who were inspired by the Holy
Ghost to dedicate each season of the year to God by
a few days of penance; or, as it were, to pay three
days’ interest, cvery three monihs, on the graces re-
ceived from God. The Church also commanded {he
faithful to fast al the heginning of each of the four
seasons of the year, hecause it is at this time that
she ordains ihe priests and other servanis  of the
Churck, which even 1he Aposiles did with much prayer
and fasting. !

GRAINS OF GOLD
G0OD IS EVERYWHERE.
Ahove—below—where'cr I gaze,
Thy puiding finger, Lord, I view,
Traced in the midnight planet's blaze,
Or glistening in the morning’s dew,
Whate'er is beautiful or fair,
Is but Thine own reflection there.

No matier what kind of work, in shop, store, office,
or kitchen, you will find one way 40 success, and it is
always to be kind and content. Ilave a kind word
for those around you, do vour work in a good spirisg,
show the worid a smiling face aud good nature, and
you will find the work a pleasure to yourself and em-
ployer. Don't lorget to be glad and thankiul for good
health, which is the main thing 1o make you able to
work.

Nothing so much avails us in keeping our good
resolutions as a daily cxamen of consecience, A few
moments devoted to this duty are precious moments.
You will find the study of self a very sirange one,
and indeed a curious one. ‘ What influences me?’
As the study progresses you will soon come to deter-
mine what is necessary fo your spiritual growth, and
wherein you are inasdequate. The careful examen will
be of value to this testimony. -

It we are educated let us, in the Masler's name,
instruct the ignorant; if we possess wealth, let us
use it as God intended ; if we lave health, Iot us
cheer some il soul; if we enjoy any singular oppor-
tunities, consider them prayerfully, and in so doing we
shall find that the moments that really shine out in
our lives are those in which we have buried self and
gone out into this busy and sinful world, and have
endeavored, ' by prayer and eflort, te do His will,
whose one great mission was to g£o about doing good.

For Bronchial Coughs talie Woods’ Great Peppermint
Cure. 1t 6d and 2s 6d.

The Storyteller

THE MOTHER

P———— !
{Concluded from last week). -

Raymond went on, lost in’ the mazes of his own
beautiiul dream :

‘If you could orly see her and know her, vyou
would realise what taste she has, what wonderful in--
telligence. She gives a charm {0 all she touches. Her
toilets, always simple, are perfect. Her fairy fingers
could transform the mosl unattractive room. When she
arranges flowers in a vase, she groups them with the
eye and hand of a painter. Those violets, now, she
would—'

He did not finish the sentence ; some bright thought,
some reminiscence of his adored, interposed and car-
vied him away. But- the mother had seen the stray
glance that had wandered with involuntiary cruelty of
comparison, 1o the table in {he centre of which stood
the siifl little bouguet of violets, the Aowers crowd-
ing each other, surrounded by their regular collarette
of green leaves, and {hcy seemed to her, as they did
to him, things of vulgarity and ugliness. What a pity
that between their pelals, between those blossoms so
inavtistically arranged, the painter could not see the
poetry, the love that had made ihem that day, to one
poor, lonely heart, the espression of joy, gratitude,
long-delayed happiness! Why could he not divine that
in the pure, delicate perfume that filled the room they
adorned, there was something more than the aroma of
violets 7  IHe had rudely plucked the fower of joy from
his mother’s heart—poor mother, who had siill so much
1o sulfer !

The frosty night, spangled with stars, smiled serene-

ly down upon the sleeping cily. 1t was a time of re-
spite, when men, forgetting {he cares of the day, slum-
bered peacefuily ; when suffering souls, unable fo sleep,
hid  their anguish in the pitying darkness. Heedless
of the icy .cold of the February night, the widow wept
and prayed ai the foot of her narrow hed. Her joy
had heen short-lived indeed !
‘ My @God,” she murmurcd, ¢ help me to support this
blow t 1 thought mysell unhappy before the good news
came, and then I believed Raymond’s heart was ail
my own. Why did he tell me to-night~—io-night, when
we could have been so happy together 7 As he spoke,
it was as one talking to himself ; I was outside of
it; I was not included in kis dream, not even in his
happiness, A siranger has {aken my place. I am
banished ! Torgive me, O my God—forgive me ! We
mothers are egoists., The day was sure to come. Why
should I he so selfish? How can I be? It is only
natural that he should wish o marry. And yet how
was i{ thal I never suspected what was passing in his
mind ? I might have prevenled it. But no: I could
not bave done so. The last time we were at Fon-
taine-Vielle, Madeleine's grandmother iold me she knew
ihe Ilittle one loved my hoy. Madeleine, the richest
heiress in the town, and so sweet, so loving, so pious!
11 would have been an ideal marriage in every way.
And now tlhis stranger! Alas! Alas!’

For a moment longer she knelt, her face hidden in
her hands. 'Then she rose soltly and went on tiptoe to
her son’s room. FHe was quietly sleeping. She pushed
the long hair from his forehead, and, bending, softly
kissed him. A tear [ell, but it did not wake him. The
mother stole away as quielly as she had come.

After iwo or three days, Raymond brought his
fiancee to see his mother. Madame Lestrade, who had
been informed of her coming, was preparing some slight
refreshment in the kitchen when she arrived. The door
was slightly ajar. She could hear the frou-frou of
silken skirts, the tones of a high, clear voice, uncon-
conscious of " its own carrying powers; could fancy the
guick, penctrating gaze flashing from place to place as
the words left the fthin red lips.

* Ah, how old-fashioned, Raymond ! And how clean !-
I can already describe 10 you how the little mother
looks. And I am sure she loves every picce of furni-
ture almost as well as she does you. . How glad she
will be to take it all back with her to Threuil 1 *

She hecard no more, though more was said. THer
poor head, low bent over the chocolatiere, began to
throb as though it would burst. ' Baek with her to
Threuil ! *  So it had all Dbeen arranged : they had
talken it as a matter of course that-she would return
to Threuil. They had not consulted her—had not
asked her if she would have preferred a little cormer in
the new household. She was not necessary to them ;
they did not take her into their scheme of life ‘a%
all. Then Raymond came into the kitchen, and, laying




