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Friends at Court

GLEANINGS FOR NBX’I" WEEK'S CAI...ENDAR

April 4, Sunday.—Palm Sunday.
5, Monday.—Of the Feria.

;3 6, Tuesday.—Of the Feris.

» 1, Wednesday.—Of the Feria.
sy 8, Thursday.—Holy Thursday.
5 9, I'riday.—Good Triday.

5 10, Saturday.—Holy Saturday.

Wednesday in Holy Week.

On this and the two following days the Office of Tene-
brae is chanted in those churches in which the presence «f
a sufficient number of priests is obtainable. The office con-
sists of a number of Psalms, with lessons from the Sacred
Scriptures, and the writings of the Fathers of the Church

appropriate to the season. The name of Tenehrae {(darkness)-

is given to _the office because, at its close, the lights are
extinguished to express the mourning of the Church, and
to represent the darkness which covered the face of th(.
earth on the death of our Blessed Lord.

Holy Thnrsday.

For a short time to-day the Church puts off her mourn-
ing. At the Mass her ministers are vested in white, the
hells are heard, the organ peals forth, IFor a moment she
desists from her meditations on the sufferings of her Divine
Founder to contemplate the tender love which led Him
to inslitute the Blessed Eucharist on the very night before
His Crucifixion. In Cathedral churches the Bishop conse-
erates the Holy Oils which are used in the administration

of certain Sacraments, and also in some ecclesiastical func-
tions.

GRAINS OF GOLD

BREAD ON THE WATER.
"Twas only a .erumb, last evening,
In the form of a kindly word,
That you spoke to a weary companion,
Only lie and the dear Lord lLeard.

'Twas only a pleasant ‘ Good-morning,’
To 2 man whose kife is drear,

But he understood its meaning,
And knew that you meant to cheer,

"Twas only a ctumb at noonday,
In the ecin you gave to a child;

But you gave it for sweet charity,
And he undersiood and smiled.

"T'was only a crumb at evening,
When, after a tiresome day,

You gave up your seat in a street car
To a woman, old and grey.

'Twas only a crumb at evening,
When, instead of the concert hall,

Yon went to the house of mourning
To comfort and help them all,

They're only crumbs, bui without them
Thera could not be any bread; .

And the bread shall he returned to us,
TFor so Llhe dear Lord has said.

The acid of envy eats all happiness out of the human
heart. -

He who wishes to secure the good of others has already
sccured his own.

One’s personal en]oymeut is a very small thing; one’s
personal usefulness is a very important thing.

The corruption of the age is made up of the partienlar
econtributions of every individual man,

Be constant to your purpose, and desirous only of the
praises which belong to patience and diseretion.

Only that which is highest, truest, nohlest, and hest
will abide the test of cemturies. Oaly that in man which
stands for character, self-mastery, goodness, sanctity—the
conly things that the soul when stripped of everything clse
takes with it—will live in glory throughout eternity.

1 recommend to you mental prayer, or the prayer of
the heart, and especm.lly that which has for its object
the life and passion of our Lord. By making Him the fre-
-guent snbject of your meditation, your whole soul will be
replenished with Him;* you will imbibe His spirit, and
frame all your ackions according to the model of His.—
St. Franocis de Sales. -

" child’s face.

The Storyteller

MR. JOHNSON ADVANCE AGENT

‘ It’s getting lonesome, isn't it, Mr. Johnson?
No response save n slight snore.
“Are you asleep, Mr. Johnson?’
This time there came a sorb of snuffle, followed by
three soft thumps, and Mr. Johnson issued 'forth from
- "the- gloom, not a very. imposing personage, ,]ust a small
fyaller dog_ wﬁ.h lovmg w:st.ful eyes and a wise little
ace. -
The ehild in._the window- ra.lsedi ‘his head from his
erutch, where it had been resting, /and stmled brightly
as the little fellow trotted up to him. .
“I’m afraid I spoiled your nap,’ he’ sa.ul apologeti-
cally, ‘hut it is so fozzy out that T can't ‘even see_the~

lights in the grocery shop, a.nc],l thought you 1.\ nuldn’t mmd

talking to me until dad‘comes’ -

There Was a quaint coulteSy and’ comradeslu;‘) in the
child’s manner that would have been amusing lad it not
been for the pathetic story of a lonely dependence on the
friendship of this one ugly little dog.

‘Dad is late io-night,’ sighed the hoy, peering out
into the gathering ddrkness. - ¢ They must have-had a long
rehearsal. The concert is to-morrow, you know, and dad
is going to sing that beautiful song I love. It is t‘.lle first
time he has sung for the people here, and he says it means
great things for “him if they are pleased: -But they couldn’t
help being pleased, could they,” Mr. Johnson? 1 wigsh 1
could sing like dad, for I love to sing better than anything
else in the world.’

Mr. Johnson wagged his tail appreclatmgly .

. * Dad didn’t feel well this morning,’ said Gabrlel after
a pause. ‘He had a cold, and . was afraid he couldn’t
sing as well.

Here a step on the ghair, brought. a glad light to the

The 11axi; momen'l? strong arms lle]d him
close.

‘0h, dad! I'm so gla.d you've come!’ :
of gladuess filled the room, : "

‘ Has it been suc}g a long day, old- ehap T "

‘Not so very,’ siniled the child. bravely. 'You see, 1
had Mr. Johnson to talk to, and he is.a" great comfort.’

Gahriel’s thin little hand stole softly up and stroked
his father's cheek.

“How hot your face is, dadl
¢ A little.? -
“ And you are hn’s.rse, too dad Is the cold worse?’
‘I hope not,’ answered: ]ns j’a.‘hher cheerl]y ‘T am =
little tired, I muess.” A godd nightls sleep will fix me all

Hls Voxce, fuil.

Does yunr head ache?’

right. Now for the. Iamp and “then supper.. . You can’t
think what I have bmught you. “iBee here.’

¢ Guava jelly? u]]v[ Xnu" ;the hest old dad =
feller ever had !’ eriell the child 1ghtedlv )

Fis father did not add timt it Iiad been bought at
the expense of his own lundh. Bub the deprivation mat-
tered little as long as Gabriel had ‘the delicacies so needful
to his fitful appetite. The man was ill. - He knew it mow..
All day long the truth, like a menacing speeize, had: dogged
his footsteps, ignore it as lle would. The tightening pain
in his chest and the ever-increasing hoarseness meant hut
one thing—he would not be able to sing at the concert thoe
following night, and the recognition he had hoped to, gain
thereby would be lost“to himi. "At the rehearsal that after-.
noon his voice had broken dowis ntterly. The director had
heen pohtelv sympathetic, -hut Newton had read only too
clearly in his concesned face,ay corroboration of his own
fears. It was not until Gabriel had gone to bed, however,
that he dropped_ lis maslc of clmel iness and squerelv faced
the trath.

Could it be that- the S0CteSsS wnt]nn his grasp at last
was to be wrested from him—the success that had meant
so much? He recalled the vista of hope it had ovpened
to him—a future offcémfort and, pleasure for-Galbriel, -and
ultimately perhaps ' little home for him amid the sun-
shine and flowers nf thé country. “In bitter contrast Go,
this rose the hopeless reality of the present, with its grind-’
mg poverty and wint, the overwhelming struggle of the
past against misfortune and death, the memory. of his
angel wife, taken from him-in her. youth and heanty, his
own long illness that followed, their subsequent removal to
a strange city, and the failure to get a staft until now,
when the opportunity had come only to mrock him in the
end.
It should not beﬁ' All the deﬁance in i;he man’s nature
rose up in hitter refolt against.it. He would” conquer this
fatal hoarseness in time. He would ask God to help him—
yes, he would praylto Gabriel’s God and hers, for their
sake to come to him now in his hour of need, It wan



