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Friends at Court

AGLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK'S CALENDAR

D —]
June 15, Sunday.—Trinity Sunday.
;s 16, Monday.—Of the Feria,
s» 17, Tuesday.— Of thoe Feria.
5 18, Wednesday, —-88. Mark and
Martyrs.
2, 19, Thursday.- -Feast of Corpus Christi.
5 20, Friday. Of the Octave.
5 21, Saturday. - Of the Qctave.

Marcellian,

Tr 1111ty blmrldy

To-day we arc nol asked to Imilate the virtues of
one saink, or to contemplate the merciful dealings of
God with man. We are taken up, as it were, into the
Holy of Holies, and invited to gaze on the radiant
perfeclion of God as the Blessed see Ilim—one God
in Three Divine Persons. Until the fourteenth century
this feast was not gencrally celebrated n the Church,
for the reasou that all festivals m the Christian religion
are truly festivals of the 1loly Trnity, siuce they are
only means to honor the Blessed Trimty, and steps to
raise us to Il as the true and only term of our worship,
As Pope Alexauder writex in the seventh cenlury: -
“The Roman Church has no particular festival of the
Trinitv, because she honors 14 every day, and every
hour of the day, all her offices containing Tts praises,
and concluding with a tribute of glory to Tt.7

Feast of Corpus Christi.

As the Adorable Trinity is the essential and pri-
mary cbject of all religion and of all festivals, so the
august Eucharist is the perpetual sacrifice and the holi-
est worship we can render to the Trimty. In other
words, every day is a festival of the Trinity which we
adore, and of the Eucharist by which we adove 1t The
special feast of the Blessed Eucharizt, which we cele-
brate lo-day, was instituted in the thirteenth century.
“Without doubt,” says Urban TV., 1n the Bull of -
stitution, “Tloly Thursday is the true festival of the
Holy Sacrament, but on that dayv the Chureh is =0
much occapied in bewailing the death of her Sponse
that it was good to fake another day, when she meant
to manifest all her joy and supply for what she could
not do on IToly Thursday.”

GRAINS OF 40OLD,

I I'D BUT THINK.”
If T'd but pause to think, sweet, gentle Jesus,
Each time an unkind thought rests In my heart,
A pointed spear Thy lender side is plercing
And from the wound those precious blood drops start.

And if T'qd pause to think, nieck, loving Jesus,
Thai every time an angry word | speal,

A eruel thorn Thy noble brow is pricking
How quickly then a softer tone 1°d sed\

?

And every time I act, & wounded Jesus,
In deeds that all but love and kinduess show,
Thy sacred hands upraised for aught but blessing
With nails are pierced till from them blood streams
flow._

I'd strive to think, speak, act, to please Thee, Jesus,
P’d place a rose crown wheve a thoru'd one Ia\,
And (‘UmEmb that pure Tleart all hruised and aching.
Then in my heart sweet peace wonld dwell alway,
AxNa Mary Bouxman, in the Catholic C'olumbinn.

REFLECTIONS.

A return to God can never be tas late io be ac-
cepted. He is a Father, and loves [is children as long
as Hig love can reach theni.

Adversity may be a stern preceptor, but is none
the less a most efficient oue. Crosses always point
upward, revealing the hidden worth of things unseen.

The Storytelier

HE WILD BIRDS OF KILLEEVY

Rosa MurHOLLAND.

{(By arrangement with Messrs. Burns and Oates,
London.)
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CIHHAPTER XXVII- VERONA.

In the meantime the years had been spent by Mr.
IToneywood and Kevin i travelling over the greater
part of the known world. On o certain summer day
they turned their backs wpon the Rhine, the banks of
which they had thoroughly explored, and set their {aces
towards Italy.

Arrived in Innsbruck, they felt alveady the ex-
hilarating spell of the mountains.  Passing down the
street where the famous gold-rooled house glitters
against an Alpine wall of purple, they turned into the
church, where [urry-capped peasang women knele at
prayer, and a strange Dbrown company occupied the
centro of the nave.

“Who are all these people?” asked Kevin, hardly
distinguishing between the Drown-cheeked devetees in
their wild head-dresses and the weird bronze figures,
as large as life, that stood ax if engaged in =ome solemn
ceremony.

“These tn the middle are royal personages,”” sald
Honevwoed, "and they are standing round a tomb.
Oue would thinl they had come here lo witness the
burial, and had forgelten 1o go away azain. The others
are mere comrmon-place peasants, who are so accustomed
to the presence of all this splendor that they do not
stop to wonder at 1t as we do. "

it is like a witch-meeting, a Wealpurgiz-nachs,”
said Kevin.  ““Faney ihis church in the dead of nicht,
with the moon glimmering through the windows, and all
these bronze people standing gazing al each other.’

“You think they take hands and skip over the
tombs and chase each other through the aisles?”

SThey are too pondersus oy that,” said Kevin.
“They seem to me rviveted to the varth with the weight
of their own experience.  [Look af ilese massive robes
ol bronze, these jewels and headgear which they wear
here still, long after they have been stripped even of
their flesh, and have gone destitute into eternity.
Knewing all they know, they are standing here aghast
at the dreadful pageantries of lfe.”

A magnificent. thunderstorm came on whils our
friends were on their way to Verona; the train sped
througl fire: the ancient cily was weirdly illuminated
for their arrival,  As they drove throngh the streets
at. midnight the lightning furnished a royal torchlight;
by it they could fitfully discern the yawning Roman
arches, under which the horses passed, and which
seemed to soar suddenly into a sky of {lame and vanish ;
the black pile of the amphitheatre; the lofty towers;
the tall medieval houses, with their shutters and bal-
conies, their quaint roof-., and the long, deep shadows
that lie about their base, surrounding them with gran-
deur and mystery. The great courtyard of the hotel
was like a well of shadew covered in overhead with
dark, intense purple, till a flash of lightning discovered
the airy balconies hanging oul above, w1th their clumps
of flowering plants, and all the tiled intricacies of the
roofs and chimneys, and the upper windows with their
fantastic hoods and cowls.

Who can teli the delights of a first walk through
Verona —the rare old medieval city, sirong and beauti-
ful in its antiguity, though so hacked at and notched
by time; set like a jewel among blue hills and moun-
tains; its towers and spires hanging so high in the
bright air, that ome almost reels o look up at them;
with its gigantic Roman gates and arches, its sumptuous
tombs and palaces, its Gothic fountains and faded fres-
coed dwellings, and its sclemn and venerable churches.
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