'LEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK'S CALENDAR

v
1

viby 4, Sumday.—8ixth Sunday after Pentecost.
.. Mosday.—8t. Anthony Zaccaria, Confessor.
»s b, Tuesday. —Octave of the Feast of S8, Peter
and Paul.
s, 7, Wednesday. 85, Cyril and Methedius,
Bisheps and Confessors.
) 8, Thursday.—8t. Elizabeth, Queen.
. 9, Friday.—Of the Feria.
10, Baturday.—The Seven Brothers, Martyrs.
St. Anthony Zaccaria, Confessor.

St. Anthony was born in 1500, at Cremona, in the
north of Ttalv. After having labored for some time in
his native city as a secular priest, he founded, in con-
Junction with iwo Milanese nobles, a congregation of
monks, called Barnabites, from the Churel of St. Bar-
nabas, where they came together, like the early Chris-
tians, to live a Iife 1n common, and to devete themselves
to the office of lustructing the vouns,

The Seven Brothers, Mariyves,

Tle seven saints whose glorious death is com-
memorated  to-dav were sens o St Felientag, and
suffered ar Rome aboul the muldie ol the seraond cen-
tury. Thev were exhorted to constaney i sufferinyg
h}' their heroie mother, whe herself qr:nn-;l!'it‘r received
the crown of martyrdon:,

GRAINS OF QOLD.

PHAYER WITHOUT WORDS,
This vcen e b aned st
Witen to my lips 1t connes, 1he nuste dies

vt s fuld ef s

The power 1o =ing my God to me denies,

Thy mrace divine Thow savest. Load pail
With every thoueht of Thee v prulses theill:
And swilt to Hoewven and Thee v olud wonl thes
Diviirest Toavd,” 10 ertes,
‘T.et ne Lut volee iy praver 1l s Ty will!
Mavhap sone other sonl, wit struegles here,
Will find i1 it new hope, new love Lar Thee
Some weary soul oppresast wiih doubt and fear)

On wings ol love : and,

But Jesus inomy drenst o lovinely
Speaks to my heart waecents low and clear,
My oehiid, to day in silenee worship Me.
Sisier Mo Clara, BUV ML

Gratifude 1= a0 debt witel all snen owe, bul few
pay cheerfully,

Whoe cannot do what he destves most do what 1z
within his powers.

The man whao dees the Jeast til”{i:lL‘ has the Fowest
apologics to make,

Forget ail that 1s past, and onaoine cach davy vou
but begin. . St

Let the roots of vour Hife be deep in God, wnd the
flowers wiil be pleasing to men.

Do we all recoenize that to quicken the wits and
leave the conszcience nntouched 1s nou edueation?

We never kuow how one good aet of ours may cheer
and cncourage others, or how terrible an influence one
gle wronyg nay have. -

Aurustine.

w Pain comes to us fram 1the hand of God for our

gl Great ave the vewards in store for thuse who
know ifs value and aceepi il as & merey. :

The secrel of all progress lies in aclueving sonie-
thing better than we have been able te de befere, and
then making that acliievement a new standard, to bhe
equalled at leasi, to he surpassed 1f 1t is possible.

The libellers of the Chureh’™s moral rectitude are
not the learned and the sincere, nor the clear-minded,
but. the shallow and ignorant, the malignant, and thev
who invert the quality of charity that thinketh no evil
- and rejoiceth not in iniguity.—John Ayseough.

She sat with her chin resting in Ler hand, gazing
through the open window, seemingly into the dim
distance, but iu reality seeing nothing of the prospect
which lay before her eves. Iler countenance “bore
traces of deep sorrow, and it was evideutly on sowme grief
that her thoughts were now centred, for the expressiorn
of her features was extremely sad and thoughtful.
tlere in this quiet London suburb, only a faint murmur
reached her of the din of the greal vity, and there was
]iLtIe ta disturb her reverie, _B{_“\‘u“d 'the gﬂr(leu wall
was o ¢uiet churchyard, where a few white headstones
vlimmered faiutly through the trees.  Presently these
caught her eye, and, sighing deeply, she said half
aloud: * Would to God that 1 knew my davling lay at
rest in some sacred spot fike that.  Infinitely better it
woild be than that T should remain thus in ignorance
ot her fute, and daily forming one conjecture werse than
another as to what it might be. Ob, my God, the
anguish 1s almost too great for me tu hear!

Saying this she pressed her hand to Ler heart as
U to stifle there some dreadiul pain, and then burying
her face i lier hand, she remained for a loug time in
an attitude of profoundest grief. -

Marien Phillips's sorrow was perhaps the grealest
which any mother could be called on to endure, ITer
husband, who had simpiy idolised her, had died a few
vears before, leaving hev with a liltle infant girl named
Marion. Ou this ¢hild, who was one of the prettiest
hittle creatures imaginable, with her flaxen hair and
viglet eves, all the mother's affesiinus soon  became
centred. So deep was her love for her Little giv]l that
she could searecly bear to lose siend of Ler, and wherever
Mres. Philhps went, littie Marion javariabiy  accom-
pionied ler.

One bright summer’s day dawaed in happiness for
ninther and chiid, now a sweet prattling ihing of some
Hve years. The sun rese in unelowdel splendor, and
the bearts of both were 1o bharmuony with its brightness.
Al ! the brivht morning sun oiter sels o utier gloony,
and ere that suntmer day had faded into night, Marion
Phidlips’s happiness had sulfered wtter eciipse. She
was chlldless, hut nol Iy the Lol ol death.  Her littla
virl had myvsterionsly '(lir-;\])l)('m-v.l( and left no frace
whivh could tead to her discovery.

That summer morning Mz Phillips had driven
Marion to Fpping Forest 1o join a childven’s excursion
party there. As the elild sat heside her in the trap,
delicitedly watehing Jocko, the pony, as he irotted
forward. and Tooking hewitelingly Tovely in her pretty
sammer clothes, little did the powr mother think of the
olowed winieh was to avercast her happiess ere the day
slionld elose.

They reached the Tealv gludes of the forest in good
time.  Jocko was safelv stabled ad an ol not too far
from the neighborhood of the exeursionists, and then
the mother sought her own pleaswre fu helping to make
the day as enjovabie ax possible for Marion and hev
FOULE COMpAnLons,

Never did the hoavy old fvees of the forest hear
sueh Joyiul laughter or see such suerry ganes as were
plaved by the youthful  excursionists And little
Marion, thatigh perbaps the (enderest Hodze, was one
of the merriest of the party. All dav long her pretty
flower-like face was wreathed in smiles, and her {iny

Jeet pattered about in some gleefnl gambol,

Ere the day had, however, crown cold, her
ninther’s  watehful  eve  had  detected wlons  of
weariness, and  she  determined  {o take  her
heme  long  before the others  had  dreamt  of
leaving the scens of their day’s pleasure.  Ti reguired
sonme persuusion to indure Marion to sav ‘' good-bye’
to her youthful friends; but Mrs. Phillips, with her
mother’s tact, managed somehow {o accomplish the task,
and she and Marion were soon driving home, with Jocko
showing his best pace. :

Gy b is so acceptabl SYMINGTON’S COFFEE ESSENCE.
ln co"’n WEATHER il: t::e;'ﬁﬁﬁtel; ;:u a::;phiv: aailelicious warm drink. If you haven’t tried




