
September 6. Sunday.— Thirteenth Sunday after Pentecost. St.- Rumold, Bishop and Martyr.
� 7, Monday.

—
St. Eugene 111., Pope and Confessor.

�
" 8. Tuesday.— Nativity of the Blessed Virgin Mary. .

� 9, Wednesday.
—

St. Kyran, Abbot.
- *

� io, Thursda}'.
—

St. Hilary, Pope^ and Confessor.
� ii,Friday.— St. Nicholas of Tolentino, Confessor.

-� . 12, Saturday.
—

St. Rose of Lima, Virgiti.-

St. Eugene 111., Pope and Confessor.
---

St. Eugene was a -native of Pisa, and a member ,of the
Cistercian Order. Apart from the duties of the Pontifical Office,
he was a liberal patron of letters, and spared no expense in
renovating and beautifying the Churches of Rome, mindful of
the Psalmist's words, 'Lord, Ihave loved the beauty of Thyhouse, and the place where Thy glory dwelleth.' After a
pontificate of eight years, St. Eugene died in 1153.

,"
- St. Hilary/ Pope and Confessor. -"■ r-i.\ '^.

St. Hilary, a native of Sardinia, became Pope .in 461.. Dur-
ing a pontificate of seven years he was unremitting in his en-
deavors to remove the stain of.,heresy "from certain portions ofthe Catholic world, and made several wise enactments for the
preservation of discipline in the Church.

GRAINS OF GOLD

THE VOICE OF DEATH.
O weary lids and weary eyes,

No longer,vigil keep.'-
The dark that is agathering
Is made for eyes that weep;
My touch will fold you round with peace

And give you gentle sleep.

O weary hands, with"labor worn,
Relinquish now life's quest!

" -
My touch will still the pulse of toil

That hath ,so long oppressed; *
The hush of labor's eventide

Is'full of quiet rest.

O weary soul, God calleth thee
From struggle and from strife !

He knows the sorrow and the sin
-

That in this wprld are rife;
And so He sendeth me, kind Death,

To lead theefinto life... - '
"-.—
Aye Maria.

It really does not count for much what the world thinks-orsays of us. The world is usually mistaken. Often i,t is soinvolved as to feel compelled to bear false witness. Ithas raisedthis man or that to some pedestal, and rather than acknowledge
its own blindness it goes on holding -him there despite his un-fitness for the place. But time always peels off the veneer andshows us what really exists under the shell.

The human soul is immortal. Men stand to-day at the footof Calvary looking at the vacant cross above and the vacant-
tomb below. The journey of every life finds its road winding
about Calvary and passing the vacant tomb; and'every pilgrim
must stop, for a moment at least, to realise the meaning of the ;

world's greatest tragedy, and to ask the inevitable questions: ■
Was Christ the Son of God? Is the soul of man immortal?Did Christ rise from death as He foretold; and is His resur-rection the prophecy of man's everlasting' glory in the life -beyondthj grave? As each soul answers these questions,, so shallits destiny be. The Catholic multitude answers every questionwith an affirmative that has resounded in every age, vibrant wit'h_
the power of God;sometimes the cry came from the arena, where"'»torture and death tried in vain to smother it; sometimes Atcamel"from the wilderness where religion foffght with savagery! again^
from the bloody battlefield; often from the forum.of the

?
philo-"~

sophers, where sophistry thought to conquer; but "wherever itcame from, it has remained:the dominant note in the history ofthe world.

'Are you in the mood for a long walk this afternoon,f Eliza-
beth? Mrs. Clark said we shouldn't leave Manitou without
walking through William's"Candri^to the Cave- of* the Winds."'.'

Iam ready for anything !'. Elizabeth "declared.-,: f The air
is so exhilarating that I'feetTcouid/Tvalk to' theTmooh-!''

You have inproved,' Janet isaid slowjy/ looking critically at
her sister, whose pink cheeks and bright eyes were" 'proof.con-
clusive of renewed vitality;-- '" * '-> '"■'

'I canot afford to^be ill",J
-

Elizabeth returned quietly. 'Ishall go back to myschool.- work:'theyfirst,of the month.'
'Do not do anything rash, dear,' interrupted' the older sister

hastily. 'This, tangle -will<^b& straightened out.'- r ■'
Ireceived a kind-letter-from the superintendent this morn-.,

ing, saying that my p^lacel?"waiting for me."'
"

'O Elizabeth, I$vish you^hadn't'.'- Janet cried in a dis-
tressed tone.

'
IamfconfidcntMlie!mystery wilL be cleared up,

and everything be as it was, before.' _ - "

;T-;-S ',h"-W3S - selfish °/ ■J'n.e tovgive. way to my feelings *nd-become ill,'- ElizabethV went on' calmly—
'
selfish- and weak, as-

weil as very-foolish. . No man is worth it.'... Janet was pained- to note ,the ;new hardness.Jn the " lowvoice, and the bitter lines about" the sweet mouth."- rHarry is as mucj.j3^fi!fc-'6vfer, the'^ffaii'"as you are, dean-
Do not"allow yourself to-become hard and cynical,' she entreatedearnestly. 'I feel sure it will aircome right.'

'I shall;endeavor to retain-my youthful illusions to pleaseyou, O most wise and logical counsellor !
'

Elizabeth saidlaughing unmirthfully.'
Don't, Elizabeth,.please!' Janet cried, putting up her hand-vas- if to ward off a blow. '

Our Blessed Lady wil unravel^,tangle, she went on in a low, confiding tone. 'I have'Mwed J
and implored -her help, and Iam confident she will not^tuJa a'
deaf ear to nffy pleadings.' _". "-'W&P* 'Elizabeth looked at her si'steV. . There .'.was lometh^lnithe clear, confident tones that arrested her attention, awSiceninda momentary thrill of hope in her own heart.'

Well Janet Morley, you certainlyhave tlfe faith" that moves
-

mountains,' she said .with a little laugh.
Janet said no more.^ She .possessed the rare quality of"

EZhefh I StOP< Her SimplC' Childl^ke' fasth StaledE>abeth m her present mood; so she changed the subject
wfll sLae

nn
tm

"y" yTeV- T' Walk' eha«-g g-ly, as womenwill sometimes when their hearts are heaviest -
x .'. .Tw;0 months before the opening of our story Elizabeth Morlev- received an invitation from Mrs..Pomeroy,! join-her hWe .
r* ♥U%a

II
88"3

" bUt conSenialcrolva.'tihe wrote-the Merlins:.^^^Ork€ ' Miss remington, Harry and yourself.. As the*wedding � to take place so soon, Iam anxious to becomebetter
'

■zrffMX^vfuture niece- Sornot*"-
The invitation surprised Elizabeth. She knew Mr* Pn"roy was displeased when she learned that'hers^^■wT h,° T^"n IdSh Cath°He *irl> and> agtrl whowas obhged to work for her living. -Harry did;not teU her

Mrs Pomeroy had a bride.selected-■.for'her nePhew Z hat
<PaoUt

c "tO dlSinhnrit hlm " he,^-ted
P
in marrying a

� Janet urged her sister to go to the"party " -
I** WlJd ° f MrS- Pomer^ to-'nvite you,: she insisted-"-kt?^l°\° Ught t0 tO be frsendn wUh *"* *« Harry"s sake.^has-been a second mother,to him/you T,nowr'

'
-So:.Elizabeth went ;■ .and it .pr6ved her undoing. M«Ppmeroy,was„very kind and ■courteous; yet, someLv hermanner reminded Elizabeth of a cat playing with arouse JcU-sinfully:intends to destroy. She was^sh^medorentertatng
M' T' and SUCCeeded a-ft^,a fewraays.in^anishing.it g

:.. Mrs. Porneroy, entertain^ .royally. . .There- were- gardea
-

and panic's and private' theatricals, and-on^the iastfnS& g«nd ball. She sent -to town foV some V,f h¥ UUefs fndspared no trouble or expense tomake it a brilliint affair'
'"?

Late in the afternoon, the day of the Vail, sh^alied.Elizabethinto her room to show her a beautiful emerald cross she hadS.had reset with diamonds. It. was exquisitely.beautiful,vE£
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