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Friends at Court

GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK'’S CALENDAR

April 4, Sunday.-—Easter Suunday.
»» b, Monday.—Easter Monday.
. 6, Tuesday.—Easter Tuesday.
7; Wednesday.—Of the Octave.
&, Thursday.—Of the Octave.
. 9, Friday.—Of the Octave.
w10, Satuvday. -0 the Oectave.

Easter Sunday.
*The festival of Easter,” writes St. Gregory, ‘is the
solemnity of woletnnities, hecause it raises us Irom the

earth inte cternity, which it enables us to enjoy before-

haud by faith, hope, and ¢harity.’

o You shall rise again ™ This is what ihe Chureh
savs to us by the <logquent volce of lier ceremonies.
From the holv temple all signs of wourning have dis-

appeared. The altars ave decked cut with  extra-
ordinary maonificenee, Urnatents of gay eolor and
rich embrotdery wappear. Every face is brvight.  The

bells ave all v wetion. The song of jov--1he “Alle-
luia”—that word 0 the Tanguave of heaven, fallen en
carth for ouv festive davs, vesounds on all sides, 15 ve-
peated every neent: ds ovaried avain and again, and
is modulated Tvio every key
Lister Aleoday.

The contemn arogr oF Cheist’s olovions Resurreetion
and the cteruns v of heavern vueht paciealarly o
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On Culvavy = Alaaon,
Tlien wis -hie
Dearest of tithes,
Maotlior of (i :
God's saints ave aie patvons, bl Toving aned good s

But M:H"\‘ 15 AMaotioee O wvweet Alaiharliosd!
e Warier,

Tle wio one ocwithine honzells and vnles passions,
dosives, o Tearvs, 1~ nore than a koo

The createst Diend of truth s {ime, her greatoest

enemy v occjudice,  nol o her constant eompanion s
hur it :
e preesecsion of an tdeal whieh is the real in-

e actiog it 1z e deal alune which makes hife
, e .

e wmore completely Baffles one who is full
w0 ud dnpbicity than straightforward and siinple
ety o anotler.

< v o pradence dees nab alwavs keep one from
aott o Follies, noe mueh sense from thinking them,
wit from ullering them.

Ty will do oanylhing that ean be done in the
o1 na talent, ne eircumstances, no epportuni-
: { make a man without it.
W . wo often put ofl repentance, hub the time of
salviane, s now, this very day—we might die with only
e dus’ie to lead a bettér dife.

The Storyteller

THE EYES OF FAITH

The old sexton glanced uncertainly at the bowed
figure in.the corner of the last pew, The little old lady
always stayed after Mass to say ‘the beads,” but this
morning she had remained so long and was so ominously
still, that Michael was a Jittle uneasy.

ke felt rather a sense of responsibility towards this
small, black-clad person. There was something appeal-
ing about the sweet face and the soft eyes—-‘it's the
blue eves of her,” Michael told himself at the times
when he tried to account for this unwsual interesf in a
stranger. ‘Yes, it's the blue eyes and the smile of
her. Tl just be after touchin’ her to see if maybe
she's asleep.”  ITe shuffled over—the rheumatism ‘got’
Michael every winter, “bad cess to it, but the will of
God be donelV—and gently touched the bent shoulder.
Instantly the old lady raised her head and gave Michael
a rainbow of a smile through ler tears that were
streaming down her worn face.

“Are ye in anny trouble, ma’am? inquired the
dlon, respectfully.  “Could 1 do annything to help
e

“No, thank ye,” she veplicd, standing up with
difficulty.  “No, God Dbless ve, 1’ be gettin’ home
now-—thev’Il be wonderin’ am 1 Tost.  Tsn’t it terrible
the little faith we have?  TIt's a great wonder that our
Lovd and ITis Blessed Mother doun't lose patience en-
tirelv, the way we ask for things. and then despair and
erv, and don't trust enough (o be sure we'll get them
it 173 for the hest.’

“Yes, ma'mm,’ apswered  Michacel, with a sigh,
“were like children, and it's terrible hard for us to
see why we can’t have what we want.,  But it’s sorry
T am to sce vou feelin’ so sad, ma’am.” He walked
witl her to the door of the c¢hurch and after she had
wizhed him gond-morning, walched her shabby ficure
colpe slowly down the strect. Then e went back
tn hiz work, ‘She's a widow,” he reflected, remember-
ine the old-fashioned widow's weeds she wore, ‘so ler
hushsnd is past giving her {rouble. STt be a son,
mavho—sa wild cossorm, a drunkard, er oue that has
loxi the “Faith.””’ He sighed again and thought of a
corinin ereen mound in far Roscommen, where he had
laid  his own mother hefove coming to America.
“Phank God, I never left her while she lived, nor
cave her anv treuble. May lier soul rest in peaceV
- New York bewildered and frightened little Mrs.
ITalioran. She had travelled, as a girl, to Limerick,
and she had sailed from Queenstown two years ago, bub
sueh a place as New York she had never dreamed could
exizt.  Qhe marvelled at it this morning as much as
shie hiad warvelled two vears hefore.  Tiut she did not
wonder to-day, as she used to do, how she was going to
eross the street witheut being instantly killed, for she
had o staunch feiend in the Dig, Dblue-coated young
fellow at the corncr, one of New York's ¢ finest,” who
stopped the traflic in his lordly way and llol'ped her over
as solicitously *as if,” she thought womlcrmg’ly,. “as 1f
I was a ]n'eify colleen instead of an wgly ould witch.’

Officer (V' Brien, evidently, did not think she was
an ‘ugely ould witeh ™ at all, for he looked very tenderly
ab the sweet old face and guided her almost reverently
across the crowded avenue. She {nrned to him at the
other side and said, ¢ God bless ye, ye're a good hoy
Tle smiled, vaised his visored cap while New York’s
traflic waited lis pleasure, and replied, ‘_Thank. you,
ma’am. The day wouldn’t be started right without
your blessing.’ .

Officer O'Brien effeciively upheld the majesty of
the law and compelled the respect of reckless chauffeurs
and truck-drivers, but, often to his own vexation, he
scemed unable to impress the women of his acrju;u_ntance
with a sense of his dignity.  Unawed by his six feet
of height and his Jove-liko look of stevnness, they per-
sisted in smiling a certain kind of smile and character-
ising him as a " nice’ boy.

no beverage is so acceptable as SYMINGTON’S COFFEE ESSENCE.

If you haven’t tried

IN COLD WEATHER

In two minutes you can have a delicious warm drink.
it you should do so at once.
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