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GLBAN!NGS FOR NEX'I‘ WEBK’S CAI.ENDAR :

August i6, Sunday —-Tc.nth - Sunday after
Joachim, Father of the Blessed Virgin.
Mary.,
ss 17y Monday.—Octave of St.- Lawrehce
,» 18, Tuesday.—St.
s 19, Wednesday.—St.~

‘[ar‘tyr_. .
H)acmth Confessor. _“‘ -
Urban 1I:, Pope and " Confessér
» 20, Thursday.—St. Bernard, Confessor 'md Doctor.
.+ 2%, Friday.=—St. Jane Frances de Chaatal, Widow,

w22, Saturdav —Octa\o of thc Assumptlon ~

St. Joachim, Father of the Blessed Virgin Mary.
The Fathers of the Church unite in extolling the sanctity of
St. Joachim and St. Anne, whose privilege it was lo be the
~parents of the Most Pure Mother of God.
~ St. Urban I1., Pope and Confessor.
St. Urban was born near Rheims, in France. Having beel
elected Pope in 1088, he employed all his energies in putting an
end to the unwarranted inierference of the civil power in purély

ecclesiastical affairs, and securing for the Churchthat liberty of .
action which was -required for the efficient . dnschar.ge “of # Trer -7

divinely appointed dutiecs. To the wisdom and zeal of 5t. Ur-
ban was due the initiation of those expeditions for the recovery
of the Holy Sepulchre, which are known as the Crusades.
St. Jane Frances de:Chantal, \’th?)\\ wLE

This saint was born at Dijos, in 1573. - She- ‘w'ls marr]ed al
the age of twenty to the Baron d& Chantal;but, e:ght years later
she had the misfortune to lose her hushand through an accident.
Having completed the education of her children, she founded
under the direction of St.

the Visitation.

GRAINS OF GOLD

CONTEMPLATION.
Happy who stands frem all the rush aside,
Whao quits this eager life of deep unrest,
\Where men seelt things which never are possessed,

But like fasi-flowing waters from them glide, - -1

To all devouring seas that open wide; T
Happy who turns away, and on the breast

Of the slow Nile moves on calm_and at rest

To regions where repose. and peace abide;

Where earth and-sky-through ages are-the same; | - -
And man, knowmg the little he can do, B

The emptiness of pleasure, power and fame,
Like the calm earth and sky grows tranquil too,

And makes sweet contemplation his sole aim,
Gazing from paim-tree's shade on heaven’s blue.

—Bisnor |, L. Srarpine,

The thing to be is yourself. That is the only sort of
consistency which is a jewel, and that isn’t the sort commonly
meant when the word is used. . =

Yes, it is true that tﬁere are moments when the fesh is- |

nothing to me, when [ feel and Know the flesh to be the vision ;
God and the sp:rltual, the only real and true. Depend” upol
it, the. spmrual is-the real. —-Tcnn)son g
We must_ regard the commumty as supermr ld"the md"
in fmany an instance.
the performance of duty, charm in spccch and achon and
cumspection " in all things will make the uphill _murney_
egsiers, . -
The world is. not at loose ends It docs not drlu
circumstances of life are not a-jumble—except e make them S0
for our own lives. Things work together ’lhey are shaped
by an unseen Hand to an end—if a then will le{ the end- be- a‘c-'.
complished in and for him, God -wiil accomplish it. * -

Life is the pitch of -the orchestra and we are the instru-
ments.  The discord and the broken string of the individual
instrument do ?\ot affect the whole, except-:as falso- notes ; but
T think that God, knowmg all things, must.discern the symphony,

alorious with meaning, through the- discordant fragments that_
we play,
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Francis de Sales, and -with the co- A

operation of some other ladies: of rank, the religious Orcler af = k__ mght in the snow,” said the watch, his manner softening as the

She died in 1647, B 1.

© these streets,

=-a  taugh.

idua[' !
Life is at best a climb, and celenty in

” -

- The Storyteller '  :

[ - “THE GOLDEN-CRUCHIX:

A wild midwinter night in a quamt clasmc, cruel old London,
the London of Queen Elizabeth and- of “Shakespeare.. The storm
whirled the snow through -the “dark and ~parrow - streets - like
foam through eaves and fissures in black - ocean cliffsi= " At long
intervals, smng:ng oil lamps, snow coated vmnly sought with
feeble rays to pierce the gloom In doorway recesses, under the
shelter of the projecting upper’ ‘stories ‘arid “stfeet-fronting~gables,
on which the snow outlined’ thé- criss-tross beams, -the' few and

~“inefficiént watchmen of the night-stodd with their halberds- beside
. them and their lanterns at their feet, slapfing their arms to keep

their siuggish blood in circuldtion.  "To 6ne’ of these dubious

7" guardians of the ‘peace-spoke a solitary--helated - pedestrian, a

man stalwart and snov.g-co\ered .

' Prithee, good watch, is not this the house of-Master *\dam
Lang‘norn the mercec?’ - A
‘It is_not, my \sandermg nightbird.” -
“Fhe "watchinan p:cl;efl up his lantern “And scanncd his qucs-
tioner, He saw a bold young face, bronzed and bearded, «
form clad in sailér garb

¢ But he did live here—[ am -most_certain of' the. house.”
hy sight, sir, mariner, §s. r.hou art. -of
thy memory! See here.’ ‘The ‘watchman lnok his halbérd and
tinkled its steel head “against a brass basin that hung from
a red- andw.lute a.tnped pole projecting from the .side "of -the
doorway. ‘Is that a.mercer’s S|gn, son of Veptunc. or hast
thou gone so long unshotn on the- brine .as “ta have l'urgotten
the trade emblem of the aneient_and -useful -order.. of.. : bagher-
surgeons?  So get thee on thy way, my. young sea dog.

' Methinks thou art out of humor to- mght watchman,’ said

the sailor, taking a com from_his pouch.’

"¢ 86 mightest thou -thyself be. il thy bill et was to—stramg; afl..

tantern light showed him the glint of gold.- '\lo, good sailor, 1
vow T ltnow of no person of the mame you mention living on
But new-l. am on this post.  Belike he has
moved away, belilce hc lives in, the nmghborhoud VA~ friend

" of vours, hey?’ »

‘ My father, fnend watch, and his wife, my good mother,
replied the other, with ‘a sigh of disappointment ; “and this night,
after ten vears' abnence, fondly had I hoped to meet them. But
new *

L_ . rimahd L e

! But' now, sir mariner, best, if vou value your life” or

“lucre, or bath, to give over your search for the night and to

return 1o your ship or lodgings, for most dangerous at this
hour are these strects.’

¢ Dangerous” as the Spanish Main?* quehed the smlor, with
¢ Friend watch, .} may tell thee that™I have sailed
with R'llmgh Drake, and Hawlins.® -

' And friend marine, 1 may tell thee that where thoi standest
now is as dangerous as any place -on land or water, And so
1 bid thee God-speed.”

-— . The watchman, with his halberd and lantérn, feft his place

of shelter and plodded off along the street.  As the solemn sound

of a midnight bell m“le ﬂoatmg over the peaked roofs he Halted
and raised his voice: .

¢ Twelve o’clock, and ali's well vz "
_Tlen in a flurry of white, hé drsappeared round a cornm
"With a sudden sense of- appreherision and-loneliness, Lieuten-

- ant Guy Langhorne turned back the way he had come to re-sesk

hls lodgmgq in the Mermaid Inn, where™he had arrived.an hour

Tor two before, after his ship had cast anchor in the Thnme‘;

.He crunched onward through ‘the dar!{ and. cheerless streets,

"Sometlmes“smlnng to his knees in the snow,: «for_the thordughfares,

many of which were as_yet unpa\'ed Were Lin part rugged and
uneven; aboundmg in '"dangerous‘ ruts and pits -

.. By and‘h}e, thro&;h the veil of fallmg ﬂakes, he d:scovered

hrec ﬁgdreq md\mg in advancé of “him, those of an elderly
mar; a youth‘and a m-;:den "Spon hogreached and pasged them,

; and’ just then came a’ wglare of lglhb that- enabled .him. better to
T see their persons and #faces, as the: -ponderous carriage "of some

. hoble rolled by, accornipanied- by running linkbays “avmg blaz.
ing torches.

Langhoi-hc saw @ grave, “pale face, framed in_grey
locks that fell from Under a broad-leafed hat, - a. rosy—cheeked
damsel whose white wimple. gleamed through the opening of her
hoocl'e.d cape, and & stout, stolid, cudgel- bearmg youth who wore
the cap and jerkin of an apprentice. . -

fAre we far frol§10ur journey's end, my daughtcr"’ the
grey-haired man inquired as Langhorne passed.



