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Friends at Court

GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK'S CALENDAR

March 7, Sunday.—Third Sunday in Lent.
»» 8, Monday.—B8t. John of Ged, Confessor.
»» 9, Tuesday.—St. Frances of Rome, Widow.
»» 10, Wednesday —The Forty Martyrs,
sa 11, Thursday.—Of tlhe Feria.
» 12, Friday —8t. Gregory the Great, Pope, Con-
fegsor, and Doctor.
5, 13, Saturday.—Of ile Feria.

St. Jolin of Ged, Confessor.

8t. John was horn in Portugal of poor parents,
A.D. 1495. He gpent the greater part of his youth
23 a servant, his principal duty being (o tend the flocks
of his Master. Iaving, at the age of twenty-seven,
enlisted as a soldier, the evil example of his companions
had the effect of lessening his fervor, and causing him
to give up some of his devotional prictices, For this
remissness he afterwards endeavercd to atone by a life
entirely devoted to the care of the sick poor.  Iis
charity and humikty, his untiring setivity in deing
good to all, were such as to win for him tie admiration
of the city of Granada, where a considerable portion of
his life was spent. St Jobu died in 155H0¢

St Frances of Rome, Widow,

St. Frances, a native ol fowe, exkibiied from her
childhood a remarkable love of sulitnde amd praver, A
she grew up these qualities hecame e marked, thouah
she mever, under pretext of eneasing in i
devetions, neglected  the  dnties  of  her ostate of
life, her wwotto being- A marvicl  wenao moust,
when ecalled upon. quit hier devetions 1o Gol al the
altar, to find i m Ler household afair="  Alter the
death of her hushand, =t Fravees entersd an Order
of nuns which xhe hersell Gnd fonoded. Nlie dfed in
1440, being then bnorhe filtasixti ves of fiee age,
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GRAINS OF dOLD.

DEUS AR =

O Toovd, wiy Goed I Fhee T oiensi,
Aud Thy protection crave,

Lest tweree and strons the toe rusl on,
Wlhen wone s there 1o save.

DOXMINE,

O Lovd, 17 T have done 107 deeds,
And evil in my day,

Then Jet the foe vxult o'er nwe,
And crush me 1 the way,

But in Thy Justice judge me Lord -
The sinner’s wiles and arts

Arve bronght to neuzit before Thy Tace,
Who seavchest reins and heavts,

My God is just and strong and gooal.
Nor quickly maoved 1o wrath,

But for the wicked venveance sure
And swift is in bis puath.

Behold! The wicked make o pit,
3ut whoe shall fall therein?

And sorrow g the robe and crown
Of him who walks with siu.

But T the praise of God will speal.
And to His justice cry,
And call with joy upon ITis nane -
The King and Lerd nmost high.
~—{Cwtholie Balletin.

Every human being is intended to have a character
of his nwn—to be what no other iz, to do what no
other can.

The Storyteller

IN THE WOODS OF CASTLEDERG

Netta Hardacre was admitted on all sides to be far
and away the prettiest girl in Middleton. With her
lustrous dark hair, her creamy, softly-tinted skin, her
fine features, flashing teeth, and a pair of big brown
cyes expressive of every mood of softness or sadness, of
gaiety and tenderness, she was a girl who almost at the
very first sight of her won not only admiration, but love
from all beholders,

She might so easily have been spoiled, too, by all
this so easily-won admiration and hemage, to say no-
thing of her position as the only child and heiress of
Nir Vietor Hardacre. Yet she was not in the least
degree. There was never a girl whe spent less time
before the looking-glass, and people who knew her best
often wondered if she had any knowledge or realisation
of her wonderful beauty and charm. Though allowed
by her adoring father a more than generous dress
allowance, she hardly spent a thought upon chiffons,
and would, from her utter disregard for such trivial
matters, have proved the despair of her dressmaker and
miliner were it not that fortunately she wore every
garmenl with such an alr as niade it always seem the
nst fitting and becoming possible.  In almost every-
thing, indeed, she was as simple and as lovely and as
Iovable as a child.

Hlad she not bheen ghe might reasonably have felt
very discoutented as well as very, very lonely amidst
all the wild beauty and solitude of her stately home
al Castlederg.  ®tanding high on a hill; surrounded on
almost three whole sides by a thick belt of woodland,
Lordly chestnuds and sveanwores, silverv-harked heeches,
and gracefullv-drooping birch trees, its many wide win-
dows Jooked down on a broad exponse of picturesque
but hardly-inhabited country stretching far away to
the hills and the deep, wide waters of the Atlantie.

A stately and beautiful home it was, with its high
ferraced walks and gently-sloping pardens, its apple
arnd chierry oreliurds, its hazel copse, and the deep dark-
nesg of the woods behind that at sunset were lit upas by
a hiving fire with the glowing red rays shining through
of the sun setting low in the west.  Yet very, very lonely
it eould be, especially in the long evenings of midsum-
mer, when the only sound that broke the stilluess of the
ovening was the noisy, monotonous cawing of the rooks
It the trees overhead.

Neither Netta nor her father, however, were- cons-
scious of the least desire to leave it, save for a short
while cach autumn, when they went for a holiday to-
rether to Paris or to Rome, to Brussels or Berlin, or
somme other Continental town in which they might
uratify their craving for the artistic and the cld-world
and heautiful.

For the rest they were perfectly content at home,
for Sir Vietor was, fivst of all, a good Iandlord and a
country gentlemau, and when he was not enjoying him-
self out with the liounds or down by the river and
lake with his rod or his gun he found eqgual if mnot
vreater pleasure in improving the conditions of his ten-
ants, or in plantiug or pruning the lawns and many
copses and shrubberies about his own beloved old home.

Both Le and Netta wereinveterate rcaders also, and
between books and musle, and flower and landscape paint-
ing, and the care of her garden—Ffor, though thers were
many gavdeners at Castlederg, its beantiful young mis-
tress Look a very active part as well as a special personal
interest in everyihing that had already made the place
such a wondoer-world Lo visitors and sightseers—the girl,
on her part, never found time to feel lonely. Though
there was so little youthful society about the place, she
always had her father. And the two had been all in
all to each other for so long—ever since the time when
Netta was only three years cold, and her beautiful young
mother was carried home from an accident in the hunt-

IN COLD WEATHER

no beverage is so acceptable as SYMINGTON'S COFFEE ESSENCE.
In two minutes you can have a delicious warm drink. If you haven’t tried
it you should do ao at once.



