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Friends at Court
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GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK'S CALENDAR

May 14, Bunday.—Tourth Sunday after Faster. St. Car-
- thage, Bishop and Confessor.

3 15, Monday.—St. Dympna, Virgin,

;; 16, Tuesday.—St. Brendan, Ahbot.

» 17, Wednesday.—St. Jehn Nepomucene, Martyr.

y; 18, Thureday.—St. Venantius, Martyr.

5 19, Friday.—St. Peter Celestine, Pope
) fessor. .

5y 20, Saturday.—8t. Bernardine of Siena, Confessor.

and Con-

St. Carthags, Bishop and Confessor.

St. Carthage was the first Bishop of Lismore, in the
Bouth of Ireland. Ho founded there a monastery and a
school, which became so famous that scholars flacked to it
from all parts of Ireland and Great Britain,

St. Dympna, Virgin and Martyr.

Bt. .Dympna was the daughter of an Itish chieftain,
Having vowed her virginity to God, she fled to Belginm
to escape the snares to which she saw herself e'xi-)ose at
hame.  She was pursued, however, and put to death by
some persons to whom lier virtues had rendered her hateful.

St. Brendan, Abbot.

St. Brendan was a native of Ireland ,and a diseiple of
8t, Finian. Passing into England, he established thera
two monasteries. On his return te Ireland he centinued
the same good work, and founded, among others, the
famous abbey of Clonfert. He died in 578, in the 94th
ear of his age.  According to a traditien accepted by some
ﬁistm‘iaus, St. Brendan voyaged to America, and landed
‘in, or near, the present State of Virginia,

GRAINS OF QOLD

IN THE SANCTUARY.

He iz waiting, ever waiting,

Through the brightness cf the day,
Through the sound of many footsteps,
And the clamor of the way;

From the first glad hours of morning,

To the solemn hush of noen,

Through the bleekuness of December

And the sultriness of June,

He is waiting, ever waiting,
Through the stillness of the night,
When the moon rides high in heaven
And the silent stars are bright:
When the rose lamp burns forever,
Like a guide to wenry feet,
And the very silence murmurs:
“ Wanderer, pause, the rest is sweet,”

He is waiting, ever walting,
Through the day and months and years,
He has peace for bruised spirits,
He has balm for hitter tears.
On the Cross through death and anguish
Once He made us all His own.
Oh_ye thoughtless sons of Adam,
Shall He wait and watch alone?

—8acred Heart Review.
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The most unprofitable thing 10 hold in this world is
a grudge.

Heppiness depends greatly on trifles, vet it is nn
trifle.  Therefore take pains to keep trivial annoyances
away from those you love, lest you mar their happiness.

Don't be unwilling to let strangers know that yoqu are
Catholics.  If you are not ashamed of Christ, or of His
Churceh, stand out in the cpen as believers in His religion.

As the ceremonial of the Church is the expression of its
faith, so are religious customs in the home an expression
and evidence of the belief that animates it. Do away with
the ceremonial of the Church and you weaken faith; for
our composite nature calls for an outward expression of
cur inward bhellef. Remove the Catholic atmesphere of
the home by banishing the external evidence of faith from
i,he élumestic hearth, and you sap religion at its very founda-
head,

The passing of years is like the coming of dawn—slow,
silent, inevitable. The most eager cannot hasten the guiet,
irresistible movement, and the mast reluctant cannot forbid.
Bome gifts the vears bring which we would fain decline—-
—apge, sorrow, disappointment. Soma treasures they take
which we would keep for ever—youth, beauty, innocence.
But there are more precious treasures which time cannot
supply and the years cannot remove—friendship, patience,
faith, snd love,

The - Storytelier

DAN’S DILEMMA
CHAPTER 1.

Dan’s love story began under very romsnibic circum-
stances. I ghall tell you as briefly as possible how it all
came about. -

Dan O'Connor was just about to start for Socuth
America (tempted thither by the enthusiustic letters of a
cousin of his, who was rapidly making his fortune in the
Argentine), when fate stepped in—as all his Irish friends
declared—and at the cleventh hour altered his entire plans
for the future,

An old bachelor uncle of Dan's died just in the nick of
time and left his favorite nephew and namesake a fine old
property in West Cork, within half a mile of Glandore.

The two conditions cf this beauest were that Dan should
spend at least eight months of every year at Droumgarrif—
as the old place was called—and that none of the ancient
oaks and beeches, for which the estate was remarkable,
should fall beneath ‘the sacrilegious axe.’

‘This puts an end to all my wild dreams of making a
fortune in the Argentine,” Dan said to his widowed mother
on the afternoon of the reading of his uncle’s will. ‘Hence-
forward, mother, I am to live the simple, uneventful, tran-
quil life of a country squire. 1 daresay I shall like it well
enough, too; but I am sorry that you dislike the country
go Tpuch.’

Mrs. O’Connor had been an invalid—suffering from an
affection of the heart—ever since her husbhand’s death, ¢ me
five years before this epoch.  Since that great sorrow had
fallen upon her she had heen a martyr to nervous depression,
and she had found the monctony of a small country towa
absolutely unendurable henceforward.

Dan's father (the late Dr. Robert O'Connor, a well
known medical practitioner in the South of Ipeland) had
left his widow and his only son fairly well off, and Dan,
who had been a briefless barrister in Dublin, had aban-
doned his profession when, about five years after his fatlicr's
death, he had decided on seeking his fortune in South
Awmerica.

Mrs, O'Connor had setiled down in Dublin, where a
great many old-fricnds and relations of hers resided. Sle
wag constantly, indeed, surrounded by these people, and
sho had no time at her disposal to indulge in those dread-
ful moods of depressed spirits from which she had suffered
so acutely while residing in the small country town,

Her loved and only sister, Alice, who for many years
had been the matron of a well-known Dublin hospital, had
abeut this time retired into private life, owing to an in-
curable. malady, and had gone te live with Dan’s mother
in the comfortable, old-world house in Merrion sguare.

‘I shall never move from here,” Mrs. O’Connor often
told her son.  *The thought of returning to the country
sends a chill throngh every vein of my body.

This, then, was Dan’s sole regret when he proceeded tn
Glandere to take up his inheritance and follow the condi-
tions of his uncle’s will; for Dan (’Connor was passionatelv
devoted to his mother, and it would have entirely recon-
ciled him to face the lanely life which he anticipated in
his new home had Mrs. ("Comner decided to accompany
him 'tiglitlzer and spend the remainder of lier days at Drouni-
garrif.

But although Dan’s mother found it impossible to en-
tertain the idea of burying herself alive in tlie heart of
rugged Carbery, it was by no means her intention that
her beloved son should not he well looked after by a spe-
cially selected deputy.

She accordingly decided, with no rmall reluctance, to
part with Martha Hanlon, who for upwards of thirty-five
years had been’a faithful servant of hers, first in the hiine
of her girlhaod, and afterwards in the country town where
Mra. O’Connor had settled down with her husband,

Martha Hanlon was & woman of mature years, and
of unimpeachable lovalty to ‘the family.’ Mrs. O'Connnr,
therefore, felt perfectly satisfied and happy in committing
her hoy to ihe tender mercies of Martha.

‘And _you will drop me a line every week at least,
Martha,” Mrs. O’Connor said to her faithful and canfiden-
tial old retainer, *just to let me know exactly how Master
Dan is getting along, so that I can always feel that 1 am
in spirit with him at Droumgarrif, although winfortuvately
compelled, owing to my state of health, to remain Ladily
here in_Merrion square. i

And good old Martha, the soul of discretioa, faitlifully
promised to obey this parting request,

Dan O'Connor arrived in Droumgarrif rn a glorious
afternoon in October.

He had visited his Uncle Dan ance or twice during the
provious ten years; but these visits had heen brief ones,
go that he knew very little of the neighborhcod, nnd uothing
at all, so to speak, as to the inhabitants,

Te now completely lost his heart to his new hone,
snl to the people whom he met day by day, hour oy hour,
after his arrival. .

Droumggrrif is an ancient, weather-slated honse,
standing in & sheltered nook, ameng rglling, healthv hillg,
and surrounded with magnificent old oaks, lLeeches, and
sycamores, )




