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Friends at Court

GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK'’S CALENDAR

May 2, Sunday.—Fourth SBunday after Kaster.
»» 3, Monday.—The Finding of the Holy Cross.
5 4, Tuesday.—St. Monica, Widow.
s» D, Wednesday.—St. Pius V| Pope and Confessor,
»» 6, Thursday.—St. Johu at the Latin Gate.
7, Friday.— St. Stanislaus, Bishop and Martyr.
8, Baturday.—Apparition of S$t. Michael, Arch-
angel.

The Finding of the 1oly (Cross,

This festival lLas been celehrated in the Latin
Church since the fifth or sixth ceulury. 1t cow-
memorates the discovery by St Helena, mother of the
Emperor Coustantine, A.T. 326, of the Cross on which
our Blessed Saviour suffered. In the words of St
Jerome: ‘If the ark was held in sucl high veweration
by the Jews, how mmuch more vughy Christians respect
the wood of the Cross whereon our Savieur offered Ilim-
self a bleeding victim for our sins?  Christ selected the
Cross to be the glorious instrument of Ilis victory, and
the Cross is the slandard under which all 1Lis foilowers
must fight Ilis bhaitles.”’ .

S, Monles, Widow.

St. Monica was n onative of Al Having heen
given in marriage to g pagan, she succeceded, by the
sanctity of her vonduet and the sneckness of her dis-
position, in buringing about his compicte conversiva from
wdolatry and vice. liev sou, the grean =t. Augustine,
having been led in hLis vouth to emibrace the errors of
the Manichaean hereties, owed his Sulscquent ennver-
sion to her pravers. St Abonieas was o seized with her
fust llness at Ostia, in iy, NJD o=y, Wheu Ler
second son, Naviclus, expressed wowish that she ivht
not die abroad. but in her own counirv, she zatd to
Lim and St0 Aucustive: C Lav this hady auvwhere @ he
not concerned ab.. it Tl sy zha-J:j‘ [l
both is that vou wake vemsnbranes o
of the Lord, wherever viu are”

EARY]

it the altar

TO-DAY,
O, Fatlwr, cuide tieae falterin.
Lest 1 should tail!
To-morrow ¢

steyss toodday,

Al tomorrow s Tar awan, oo

To-day v all.

If T but keep my feet 1] evenine L,
Night will hring rest

I'hen, stronger srown, to-torrew 1 oslinty cithinld
With newer zest.

O may 1 stoop 10 no unworthiness,
In paiy or sorrow,

. : ; .

Nor bear from vesterday one bitternesa
tn do Lo morrow |

Then, Father, Lielp these searchung eyes today
The path o see: )
Be patient with my fechleness - the way
Is steep to Theel ’

— dwve Maria.

A There iz a hiy difference between a wish and a
dogged resolution.

The fear of the world influences more lives ihan the
fear of God. How many regulate theiv action and
their conduct by what the world will say; how few ever

- say, ' What will God say? Iow wmuch admiration we
should have for a man who measures his life by what
God will think! Ask God every dav for this spirit of
fearlessness—fearlessuess to do what is vight.

The Storytefller

A TEMPTATION

Mary Ann Welsh had been made a widow at the
big jam at the Cascades, a few miles distant from her
home.  Weary years had elapsed since then. She was
thinking of them mnow as she stood upon the shore,
looking out with wrinkled brows over the water. The
river glided along in a quiet, ghostly fashion that told
nothing of the treachercus current which at certain
points it was almost beyond the power of man to stem.
A quarter of a mile higher up were rapids churning over
hidden rocks; a few miles below here those other rapids
in the flerce swirl of which Tom Welsh had met his
death.

O the surface of the stream floated logs of every
coneeivable size and  shape, some placidly, others
violently.  Mary Welsh regarded them dreamily—she
had long been accustomed to the sight. Year after
yvear, she had seen them with alniost intolerable mone-
tony, asz set adrift from the lumber camps above,
marked with the owner's name, tliey were driven to
[Tall or Otiawa, where they were sccured and consigned
to their several purchasers. Howmetimes they gathered
oa Cjant,’ which gave the river men considerable
trouble, or the lavgards among them floated in shore-
ward and the drivers had to chase out the sluggards.
All thal weuld have been picturesque Lo a stranger had
become famiidar to Mary Welsh, so it was not of any
of those things she was thinking as she drew her shawl
tivhit!ly about her  for the night was chill, Her tall
fisnre metionless, ey print deess blowiug about her, her
hadr loesened Inostrvacds Drom by uncovered head, gave
e Lhe ¢ o0 =aine propretess who dreamed

saw visiens ia o the lioht of the moon.

Upoin the wvillace @ croup “the lads’ employed
i the ouarries ol e waking the echoes
i The fate of young Monrce.’
reowas oa certain melody,
Pate which the long-drawn-

o

N
|
4

drean s an

Lrie Piver w
Wilil their favoeite =
Ly trar univaii

aned noeertiin patl

dled was stk s micht befall any of
tiieiu. The notes f0lloon v Welsh's ears with a
il. =he recalled that
s aogirl shie used to thrill to the rude doggerel telling
“the nigit was diok and dreary, and he was far from
home Then had come the time when she had been
unaive to cemtdure that song, and had gone into the
Lhouse and pade her shawl over her ears to deaden the
souls, bursting into passionate weeping. For the
story was un longer a shadowy abstraction, but pre-
cisely her story: only, the leyendary young Monroe had
nob heen the husband of the hercine or the father of her
children.  Ile, too, had fallen under the logs and been
carried away iu the foam of the rapids before any help
Wi ]'mssib]é. Often her Tom, the most fearless and
mastertul of all the river drivers, had led to some
perilous enferprise a pang of those turbulent spirits,
somelimes harder te contrel than the waters of the
Gatineau.  And they all loved him, bul were powerless
to save him.

A hint of Mary's state of mind had been semehow
ronveyed to the sincers, and {or a considerable time,
delicately and chivalrously, that Dballad had been cmit-
ted from thelr repertory. But. the ballad had begun
of late to reswme its time honored place, since the limit
of lmman grief was supposed to be reached in a year
or at most Lwo. And it was now five years since Tom
Welsh haud been found down below ab [ronsides, and had
been laid, with deep thankfulness on Mary's part, in
consecruted eavth, in a quiet that the man’s strenuous
life had never kunown. To-night, the old air caused
the old wound to re-open and te threb fiercely in Mary’s
Lieart. There wag sob in her threat and the muscles
of her face worked.  Yebt sle no longer ran away frpm
that plaintive strain, rather with a curious fascination
she desired to catch every word. )

‘For now,” sang the rough voices, *her wish ia
granted, for she sleeps near young Monoroe.’

vt Ballad des

special stgniflcance and she whiver

IH BOLD WEATHER no bcﬁcragc is so accestable as SYMINGTON’S COFFEE ESSENCE.

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

If you haven’t tried



