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GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK’S GALENDAR
[ . —
June 14, Sunday.—Trinity Sunday.
» 18, Monday.—St. John of San- Fagondez, Confes-

. sor.

sy 16, Tuesday.—St. Antoninus, Bishop and -Con-
fessor. .

"3 177 Wednesday.—S%, Paschal I., Pope and Con-
fessor. - -

.n 18, Thursday.—Feast of Corpus Christi.
» 19, Friday.—St. Juliana Faleonieri, Virgin,
v 20, Saturday.—St. Siiverius, Pope and Martyr.

. Trinily Sunday.

To-day we are not asked to Imitate the virtues of
some saint, or 1o contemplate the merciful dealings of
God with man. We ate taken up, as it were, into the
Holy of Holies, and invited to gaze on the radiant
perfection of God as the Blessed see Him—one God in
Three  Diving Persons. Uniil the fourteenth century
this feast was not generally celebrated in the Church,
for the reason that all festivals in the Christian reli-
gion are truly festivals of ihe Holy Trinity, since they
are only means to honor the HBlessed Trinity, and
steps to raise us to I{ as the true and only term of
our worship. As Pope Alexander writes, in the eleventh
century : ‘ The Roman Church bas no particular festival
of the Trinity, because she honors It every day, and
every hour of the day; all her oflices conlaining Tts

praises, and conecluding with” a tribute of glory to T1t.*
.81, Juliana Falconieri, Virgin.
St. Juliana was a nalive of Florence. Having,

while s{ill a child, lost her father, she found a second
father in her uncle, $t. Alexis Falconieri, one of the
founders of ihe Secrvile Order. She is celebrated for
her devotion (o +he Adorable Sacrament of the Altar
and to ihe DMother of God. Like so many other
saints, she was singularly successful in reconciling ene-
mies and reclaiming sinncrs. She died at an advanced
age in 13460, -

GRAINS OF GOLD
AT TIIOUGIIT OF DEATH.
I Thou, O God, shouldst summon me Lo-night
And bid me put ihe things of time away,
Nor let me even for a monment slay
To set 1he day’s unfinished {asks aright,
How should my soul shrink back in sore affright,
And eager unto Thee for respite pray,
That I ihe penalty of sin might pay
Lre standing, bowed with shame, in Thy pure sight !

1 know this, Lord, and yel the days go by
With little heed that one must be the last.
O help me so io live that I may die
With no dark thoughts of unforgiven past ;
And granf, as on the bed of death I lie,
All fears may in Thy Sacred Heart be cast.
—* Ave Maria.!

Virtue vaiishes when one wishes to parade it.—I5.
Cornilhe.

We prefer speaking ill of ourselves to not speaking
at all.—La Rochefoucauld.

In order to rise, how far will we not descend !—C.
Delavigne.

The happiness {hat comes from renown is a bronze
statue hollow within.—Ph. Gerfaut.

Every war ends where it should begin—in peace.—
Abbe Barthelmy.

Man orders his life;

woman undergoes hers.—P.
Korrigan.

One must never have more sense than one’s leaders.

—A. Assolant,

People who recreat¢ too much bore themselves.—
Christine de Suede. —_

Egoists always leave, in impro¥ed health, the cham-
bers of the sick.—P. Bourget. .

It is precisely on<the eve of its acComplishment that
& revolution is deemed impossible.—J.' Simon.

To digest knowledge, one must have swallowed it
with an appetite.—A. France.

In all lands, all good hearts are hrothers.—Florian.

I read, not to ins{ruct, but to elevate myself.—
Bugenie de Guerin. ~ . -

To be economical is in reality to be miserly as to
one’s superfluity.—A. Houssaye. .

Our friends—a family whose members we have cho-
sen.—A, Karr. .

" fence and encroached upon the

irom the log house

- The Storyteller

_A TATTERED ROMANCE .

a 1_,The farm was on its last legs, that was seli-evi-
ent, .

Rag-weeds and thistles rept through the-pasture
road, with curious-eyed
dog-fennel peeping out here and {hers,

large walnut tree stood by the broken gate, a
sentinel of nature. )

- A onehorned cow
lean-to fence, snipping ot
bage. . .

A flock of geese dabbled in and out of a stagnant
pool in the little hollow below the walnut tree.

‘ Mary Frank," called a drawling, high-pitched voice
beyond the persimmon- grove, * why

them geese up? I'm just  tired
the hogs out of the yard.”

The geose hain’t done dabblin’ in  the

was reach‘ing lazily over the
the leaves of a ragged cab-

hain’t you hurryin’
standin’ here watchin’

! Yes'um.
watler, ma,’

There was a grumbling reply, bui Mary Frank did
not hear ; she was busy chasing a contrary goose into
marching order. Finally she experienced something she
had never seen or heard of before,

She had béen running about the pond, stooping
under the briers, slipping inlo the ill-smelling  water,
until her blood seemed as hot as fire ; another run
into the sun and she fell, with a littlo groan, forward
into the hot dust upon the road.

‘ Mary Frank gets more no count every day.
just fasten the gate after the geese and go  on
work.’

Mrs. Brown, the widow, who owned the small farm
under discussion, felt herself aggrieved, in that, in her
seven children she had only omne boy.

‘ Dadrad girls,” she wouid say, * they just eat their
heads off iike idle colls, when they're growin’ up, and
after they’re grown they go and INArYy sSome no 'count
man critfer.’ Meanwhile Mary Frank was in her dead
faint in the dusty road.

The afternoon was nearing to its close, but Mrs,
Brown's lace-making needed her attention, and it never
struck her that her youngest and most fragile dangh-
ter was not coming at her usual time. Opposite to
Mrs. Brown's farm lived a silent bachelor, *the last
of a race famous in neighborhood anhals as fox hunt-
ers, hard drinkers, and long livers.

Death had taken away every member but one in the
years following the war, and Cyril Woodlett was left
with. his hounds, his horses, and his remnant of a
farm. He grew more reticent as he neared his fortieth
birthday, while his wellkept orchard was the tempta—-
tion, as its owner was the terror of the neighboring
boys. -

Toward the Browns he never showed ‘any recogni-
tion beyond a contemptucus tolerance, that the widow
received with very evident displeasure.

To-day he had been secing to his tobacco, and as
he neared the voadside he stopped and took a look up
the lane for, the one-horse cart that carried the village
mail. All he saw was a slender figure doubled up ih
the dust, one oulstretched hand clutching a faded pink
sunbounet, while the sun heat down hotly on a head of
soft brown hair.

‘Gee !’ muttered Cyril, *somebody’s killed, I reck-
Did you ever ?7°?

He raised the soiied face and examined it carefully

for bruises, as he did the arms. Then he made an

eflort to stand the unconscious figure.on its feet, bub

it fell agains¥ him limply.

*Gee !’ he said once more, ‘T guess I'll have to
carty you home, but I expect I'll never hear the last
of it - .

He thought with a pang how lght she was, and*
he noticed the thinness of the wrist and throat. The,
possibility -of her being half-starved suggested itself.

He had nof, he was certain, ever looked squarely
at one of the Brown women, yet this face against his
breast seemed strangely like an old friend.

He saw the little curls of hair, damp against her
forehead and neck. .

* Poor little girl!?
startled him.

For a mioute he rested agdinst the fence and
looked at the thin face. ‘In all his life he had never
heen the comforter or helper'of anv woman. He felt -
a tenderﬁessi?r the burden he held, that a mother _
feels for a child. o ) - '

A dumh unreasoning  bhate of the ways of- the
Browns filled him, and he wondered if death was not

ru
dao

on.

His own thoughts expresged,



