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Friends at Court

"‘ GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK'S CALENDAR

February 28, Sunday.—Second Sunday in Lent.
March 1, Monday.—Of the Feria,
s 2, Tuesday.—Of the Feria.

s 3, Wednesday.—Of the Feria.

» 4, Thursday.—8t, Casimir, King.

5, 9, Friday.—Of the Feria.

2 6, Saturday.—85. Perpetua and Felicitas,

Martyrs.

88. Perpetua and Felicitas, Martyrs.

_ These holy women were martyred at Carthage, in
Africa, in 202. Their station In life was very different,
Felicitas being a slave, while Perpetua belonged fo an
important family, and was married to a nobleman of
At the time of their appreleusion they had
not yel been baptised; nevertheless, they bravely en-
dured many tortures rather than abjure the Faith,

the city.

They were finally put to death by the sword.

GRAINS OF GOLD.

PRAYER.
How beautiful a thing is prayer? To turn
Unto the Mighty God and, bending low
In hemage, ask: " My Kine, Oh will Thou bestow
Some mission on Thy  waiting knieht 1”0 To burn
With zeal to serve: to feel thy whole heart vearn
To combat thy Lord's fueas, T Then haste to know
Thy station on §iFe’s battlefields: then go
Unto that Roval Licge thal thou mavst learn
Commands Divire,  No pravers are wrons,
My Lord! a sobdier of the Cross awaits
Thy mandates ™ e will hear. No pravers are lust
That wing their wav to heaven, and the day
Must dawn when theu shalt know within the gates
OFf Paradise each feil. No pravers are lost.
Axcana HasriNes.
Dunedin.

All of vs wouid have Jarger lives 1§ we had but

. o
higher thoughts,

We grow by overcomuny: the foree we conmier he

<omes our owlil.

The lazy person waits for someihing i turn up:
h g

the ambitious one goes out and {urns it .

Faithfulness and constaney mean something more

than doing wlhat 1s eastest and pleasantest to ourselves.

Don't allow yoursell te get into a habit of doing
ov saying unkind things. A habit onee formed 1s

difficult to hreak.

Tlhe first beginning of calture s humility. Give an
epinion about the things vou know. but refuse to give
aw opinion abont the things of which you know nething.

If you wane to he great, be good. He gond in your
work and in vour play. B3e good in the place and part
To he good you inust be kind,

you now arc filhiing.
true, and helpfol.

Whatever our station, there will Te trials to bear
and responsibilities to sheulder: and commensurate
with onr bearing of them will be our satisfaction, our

happiness, and our peace.

The life without vegret is the life without gain.
Regret is bub the light of fuller wisdom from our past,
It means that we are wiser

‘ illuminating our future.
Lo-day than we were vesterday.

Tt is not great calamities that embitter existénce -
it 1s the petty vexations, the small jealousies, the little
that make the

i 7

disappointments, the ‘minor miseries
heart heavy and the temper sour.

To make the hest of any given moment of life,
favorable and unfavorable alike; to improve that
moment, whether it be dealt us from Fartune’s right
hand or her left, this is the art of iife and the true

pretogative- of a rational being.

dut sav:

The Storyteller

THE ONLY ANSWER

Mr. Orthwein leaned to one side and peecred over
his spectacles in an effort to see around the half-open
door of the president’s office.  Ascertaining at last that
Mr. Burton was writing busily, he resumed his work,
but after every two or three laboriously careful entries
in this book, he glanced again towards the private office.
All around him a hundred or more men and women
were toiling, trying to forget their fatigue and that
their work was accumulating faster than they could dis-
pose of it.  There was no sound save now and then a
low voice dictating a letter and the monotonous eclick
of typewriters, or, when these were hushed, the slight
scratching of an old pen and the frequent long-drawn
sigh which chuaracterised one of the book-keepers, a
cadaverous, melancholy fellow.

For hali an hour Mr. Orthwein kept watch upon
the president, surprised that he was working so long
after his usual time for going home. He had locked at
the clock and found that it was almest 5 before Mr.
Burtonr rose aud closed his desk— a certain indication
that his day’s work was done. At onee, Mr. Orthwein
climbed down irom the high stool, and, after a knock
thit was whol'y perfunctory, passed into the elegant
imner office.

Mr. Burtca glanced over his shoulder and, seeing
who had enter:d, turned about with a friendly smile,
Mr. Orthweir and his fathier had been boys together
aund close frierds then and ever after. As the. years
sped by, Mr. Lurton had made a vast fortune, and Mr.
Orthwein, not succeeding, had fallen into a position in
his friend’s offi e, which he had filled faithfully during
HIANY  Vears. He was a short mau, inclined io he
stout, and his s:dentary life had encouraged the inclina-
tion. iis rovnd face, with its insignificant nese, had
a flat leok whi‘h was unattractive, but the brown eyes
that smiled fron hebhind his glasses were as modest as a
child's and as . riendly. In the office he was on equal
fosting with lus colleagues, who tormented him a little
beciuse they loved him a great deal; but he had always
beenn a frequent and welcome guest at Mr. Burton’s
fireaide, and 1f {ather and son patronised him somewhat,
they were all voconscious of the fact.  ITowever, since
Liis friend’s denth, two years before, Mr. Orthwein had
seen less of the sen, who, ideally handsome, gay, rich,
was much souht after. Not that the voung man
hiad lost his atection for Mr, Orthwein, but his life
had become [1]1 to the brim of faseinating pleasures
to which the =taid, slow eld mav was alien, and of
irtends wheo, (G orge Burton was certain, would consider
him tiresome ind unquestionably plebeian.

“What 13 1t, Orthwein? George Burton said,
smilingly, when the former had carcfully closed the door
belind him. * Did you promise to intercede for some
other poor fellow ¥

‘No, no, George., I want to remind you that it
is this evening that you agreed to go with me to the
weeting of the St. Vineent de aul Seciety,” and catch-
ing a look of annoyance, as it passed gquickly over the
youne man’s face, he added, a litlle hurt, * You hadn’t
forgo-tten #

‘T must confess that 1 had, Orthwein. I made
another engagement. 1 am very sorry.” DBut ho was
touched by ihe old man’s evident disappointment, and
after a momcout’s consideration he asked, ‘ At what
time could I got away from yonr meetling ¥’

“Oh, by 9 o’cleck.’

‘Bo carly I’ and he laughed a little.  “ Then I can
go. Tl call for you. But I don’t promise to join that
society. T Lave mno time. 1 told you so when you
mentioned it hefore.’

‘T know you did, George, but T hoped. At any
rate, it won’t do you any harm to see what we are
doing, and who knows’ There was 2 humorons twinkle
in his eyes that made the light-hearted Mr. Burton
laugh again.

IN COLD WEATHER [ ks, sou iamine o eiions wares sk X o hasonrt 1

it you should da sd «f once.

If you haven't tried



