Tavrspay, OcTorer 20, 1921.

NEW ZEALAND TABLET 3

Friends at Court

GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK’S CALENDAR.

October 23, Sunday.—Twenty-third Sunday after Pente-
cost.
's 24, Monday.—0Of the Ieria.
1 25, Tuesday.—S8S. Chrysanthus and Daria, Mar-

tyTs.
1 26, Wednesday —St. Evaristns, Pope and Martyr.
1 27, Thursday —Vigil of S8, Simen and Jude,
Apostles.

’ 28, Friday.—S8, Simon and Jude, Apostles.
. 29, Baturday.—Office of the Blessed Virgin Mary.
[
S8. Chrysanthus and Daria, Martyrs.

These holy martyrs were revered in Rome in the fourth
century., Many Romans and Roman ladies, it is related,
were converted by them, including the Tribune Claudiug,
bis wife Hilaria, and two sons (Maurus and Jason), all
of whom, with the exception of the mother, suffered martsr-
dom. Chrysanthus and Dariz themselves were condemned
to death, led to a sand-pit in the Via Salavia, and there
stoned, )

St, Evaristus, Pope and Martyr.

The death of St. Fvaristus tock place in 112. He is
honored in the ecalendar with the title of martyr, hut little
is known of the events of his life or of his sufferings for
the Faith.

S8, Simon and Jude, Apostles.

After the dispersion of the Apostles, St. Simon  preached
in Egypt, and then in Persia, whero he received the crown
of martyrdom. According to the common tradition, he wax
crucified like Qur Blessed Lord. ’

St. Jude, called also Thaddeus, was a brother of St,
James the Less. He was related to Christ hv his mother.
Nothing certain is known of the later history of this
Apostle, Nicephorns tells us that after preaching in
Judea, Cralilee, Samarin, awd Idumaea, he labored in Ara-
bia, Syria, Mesopatamia, and Persia. He is said to havoe
suifered martyrdom in Plocnicia, cither at Bevruth ar
Arad.

LA e n e
GRAINS OF GOLD

NOTHINGNESS,
Lord, T am nought, and vet I pray Then take
That nothingness, and from it meetly make
That which Thou wilt. My enly care shall he
Not to undo the work Thou dost in me.

Thou out of nething, in the days of old,

st make the world,—its beauties manifold,
The creatures of the earth and sea and skyv:
The snn, the moon, and all the stars on high.

8o canst Thou fashion from my nothingness,
A heart to love Thee, and a voico to hless
Hands that can serve, lips to hespealk Thy prajse:
A life that lives for Thee through all life's days.

: —L. Joa~ Cuusn, in dre Maria.
Riata e R et
. REFLECTIONS.

Let this be my penance, to wit, that T eat topether
in one dish wi'th my brother Christian.—8t. Franecis of
Assisi,

If we burn within with o fervent desire for our
Heavenly country, easy it is to endure the exterior cold.
—5t. Francis of Assisi.

You are the flowers of Paradise: you are preelous
jewels in the Crown of the King of Heaven.—St. Hugh.

With steady steps must- we therefore move, with’

earnestness and striving we must advance.—St. Cvprian.
Thanks be to Thee, O God. Fifty-six wears have T
lived in this world—T have guarded my virginity, T have
preserved the Gospels, 1 have preached the Faith and
Truth—Oh Jesus Christ, Lord God of Heaven and Earth,
T offer my neck as a sacrifico to Thee, Who abidest to
Eternity, to Whom he glory for ever— S, Felix,

Despise not those of the household of faith, whn‘

come to you seeking hospitality -—8t. Cuthbert, -

N\

The Storyteller

WHEN WE WERE BOYS

(By WiLLtax OQ'BRrIEN.)
CHAPIER XXX.-~(Continued.)
[t was a night of miserable discomfort; and as Lord
Drumshaughlin drove past the stone catamountains over

the lodge-pate, his own hair bristled up - eatamountain-like

with the prospect of the cheerless reception that awaited
iim and the fine store of grievinces lie would thereby
aceumnlate,

Fle had omitted to advise his daughter of -

hig coming, lest he should baulk the ends of justice by put- -

ting the American Captain on his guard; and now he
hugeed himselt upon the rich materials that a man in a
towering rage wonld find ready to be sworn at in a cold
and sleepy Castle at the end of a dismal journey in’ the’
urey winter dawn. It was downright provoking to him
to find a light heckoning to him cheerily from the hall;
as who should say, “Don’t expect to eateh us napping,
vou dear old Lord Catamountain; we shan't let vou have
s much as a growl or a protane adjective in comfort after
vour journey: you will find everyihing as snug as if you
had sent on a regiment of flunkoys——your hreakfast-kettle
simmering on the knob, a fire roaring in your bedroom, your
glippers Iving in wait on the hearthrng to welcome your
gouty old toes in their soft embraces.” Nay, the driver
had harely tugged at the bell, when Lord Drumshaughlin
found Mabel's elinging arms raund his neck and her bright
hair wooing him in a shower of gold. Which made him a
sulkier Roman Tatlier than ever.

“Why, Mabel, how is this® Yen have not been in
bed, child " he eried, when he had leisure to examine her
pale face in the cheerful light of the breakfast-room.
“Tt was high time to put an end to this kind of thing,”
he growled, with knit brows, as thongh Mabel were a
voung spendthrift whaose nights were habitually passed in
the dissipations of the gaming-table and he had just arrived
s o grev-haired angel-guardian in the nick of time to avert
her ruin.  She saw that he was too well contented with
his own virtue te bhe reminded that he had forgoetten to
take her inte his confidenee as to his movements, and had
obliged her to romain up all night in miserable uncertainty
as to the heur or method of his coming,
affensive from the beginning, Poor Mabel’s anticipation of
an casy vietory over Mr, Hans Harman was utterly dis-
polled in presence of her father's angry and louring face.
She trembled like a peculiarly depraved schoolboy under
the master’s uplifted rod.  All her poor little plots for his
comfort were sternly stamped under foot. He insisted that
the hedroom fire smoked abominably, He threatened to
stamp the breakfast things under foot in a realistic sense.
fNonsense, clild-—you ought to know it's not slops of that
kind, but a glass of grog a man wants after such a journey.”’
Mo expressed a preference for whisky, in the hope that
none mizht he at the moment precurable; and when the

w h

He took the

-

whisky appeared, he muttered: *“Huni .1 daresay that boy
lias heen  drinking—or perhaps that American fellow,
AMabel,” he ericd, turning on her his fiercest scrutiny, -

“T understand that the police have failed to apprehend
that man. T trust T may take it for granted that my
house is no langer a sanctuary for rebels and assassins—
1 hape T may conclude that the man is not concealed any-
where on mv premises—in any of those old turrets, for
lustanee, or in the stables?’’

“Papal” she cried, with a proud flash of indignation,
“I have pledged my word!” Then she broke down and
cried like the most eommonplace young lady going.

“Come, come, Mabel, T beg thero shall he no scenes
—T am not equal to it,’”” he exclaimed, playing the martyr
for one pathetic moment in order to heighten the effect
of his iron determination. “You see what your folly has
hrought us to—my house watched by tlie police like.a
coiner's, my family made the subject of gossip, my bailiff
murdered, and, perhaps, for all I know, the murderer en-
tertained in my own heuse by my own daughter.”

“Father!” she cried, her eyes positively blazing throngh

her tears, “you are the only person living who -d_'ar_e say that

v, - -
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