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Friends at Court

GLEANINGS FOR NEXT WEEK'S CALENDAR.
November 20, Sunday.—Last Sunday after Pentecost.
” 21, Monday.—Presentation of the Blessed Vir-
gin Mary. '

. 22, Tuesday.—8t. Cecilia, Virgin and Martyr.
s 23, Weduesday.—8t. Clement 1., Pope and

. Martyr.
' 24, Thursday.—St. John of the Cross, Coun-
' fessor.
1 25, Friday.—&t. Catherine, Virgin and Martyr,
) 26, Saturday.—St. $ilvester, Abhot.
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St. Cealia, Virgin and Martyr.

St. Cecilia was a member of 2 noble Roman family.
Betrothed by ler parents, against her own wixhes, to
Valerian, a pagan, sho succeeded in converting lim and
his brother to the Christian religion. On this coming to
the ears of the Prefect of the eity, the two brothers- were
beheaded, The same sentence was pussed on 8t. Coeilia.
but owing 1o the elumsy manner in which the executioncr
performed his task the haly virgin Hngered for throe days
in great agony, A.D. 230

st John of the Cross, Confessor,

St. John was a Spaniard, He received his sarnane
from his special devotion o the Passion of Christ. He
was associated with St. Teresa in reforming the Carmelite
Order, of which he was 0 memher. At the time of his
death, in 1391, St. John was in his fiftieth vear.

' St Catherine, Virgin and Martyr,

St. Catherine, a native of Alexandria, and illustrions
for her hrilliant talents and profound learning, was, after
suffering many ¢ruel torments, heheaded Dyvoarder of the
Fmperer Maximin [T, in the beginning of the Fourth
century. .
St. Kiivester, Abhot.

St. Stlvester was horn near Lorcto. in Tealy, in 1177,
Ab the age of 40 be retived into » desert. in order thatl.
free from worldly carves, hie mizht $ie uble to devote wmor
time e prayer and contemplation. Having been followed
by o number of disciples, he founded several monastorios,
to which he gave the strict mie of St. Benedicr., St &1
vester died in 1967,
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GRAINS OF GOLD
THE PRESENTATION OF OUR LADY.
Day breaks on temple roofs and towers:
Tho city sleeps, the palms are still
The fairese far of earth's fair Howers
Mounts the Sior's sacred hill,

Not all the vast angelic choirs,
That worship “reund the eternat throne,
With all their love van mateh the fires
O thy one heart alone.

Since God ereated Tand and sen
No love s been so like divine:

For none was over like to thee,
No worship like to thine,

Angels in heaven and souls on earth
Thousands of years the songs may raise,
Ner equal thee, for thine was worth
Al their united praise.

Not only was thy heart ahove

All heaven and ecarth could e'er attain—
Thou gavest it with =0 much love,

"Twas worth as inuch again.

0 Maiden mmost immaculate!
Make me to choose thy better part,
And give my Terd, with love ng wreat,
An undivided leart,

» Would that myv lLeart. dear Lerd, were true.
Royal and undefiled and whale,
Like hers from whom Thy sweet love took -
The Blood to save my soul. '
—FATHER TFARER,
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The Storyteller

WHEN WE WERE BOYS

(By WiLLiay O’Brrew.)
CHAPTER XXXT.—(Centinued.)

Monsigror MeGrudder sprang to his feet, He was not
superstitions. ' Still less was he a coward. He did not
helieve there was question of anything supernatural, and
Lhe was not afraid of anything human.  The pext minute
he wus in the open air, unfastening the wicket into the
graveyard, his gold-knehbed oak endgel grasped in his left
hand. The gravevard looked deadly dark. For the first
few moments he conld distinguish nothing but the spectral
evpress sentinels over the tomhbs, and hear nothing but the
disinal w—u—u—h of the wind through the trees. His
feet stumbled over a mound.,  He remembered it was the
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“urave where the mnrdered bailift, Quish, had heen interred

less than two weeks hefore.

As to which, T must breal througl all the rles of
ATt to narrate hic ef nune o civeumstanee that marked the
burinl,  Fr was a Tonesome affaiv puor Quish's Iast earthly
expedition—the most lonesome of all terrostrial sights—an
Trish funeral avoided hy the people. Tt was not that any-
hody specially disliked Quish, or that vvervbody was not
horvifled by his fate: buy the mere whisper of his having
siflered as an intormer wade the ecoffin cxhale a certain
nameless contagion that made people shrink from it as
from the first unburied body in a medieval placue,  Thase
who kept awasy from the funeral could not have cxplained
i the least why they did so. Law is so often villainy
m dreland that the presumprion is alwavs in favor of a
breach of it. When Moasiguor MeGroudder said the last
prayer vyer the coffin It o strain that made it sound like
A ostern exercism of the murderers, the only mourners left
were: Harry Wostropp and Ken Rolian {(who took Harry's
armand who noticed Dawlev's seowling eves fixed on him
as he walked hehind the coffin and My, Hans Harman,
who secimed to inke 2 more lnportant part than the corpse
e the cevemonial, Mr. Hariman was giving the grave-
digeer some instruction in the use of lis mattock, when
Harew. who had barely tolerated the agent’s proceedings
wntib now, Hew at him like a tigzer witlh fiery evelalls, and
siatehed the mattock out of Lis hand., ~Be off out of
thi=!" he shonted, furicusiy,  “You've done cngugeh  al-
rendy to pnt Quish in his grave, Twas vou and vour in-
fernal attempts to hribe him to Epy upen me that brought
L where he is. There wans hotter stuft in Quish than
i a resiment of fellows like yon. Tt's von, and not he,
that "twould e worth somehody’s while chastising. Be off !
Pl stand no wmore of vour hypoeritical griof, damn yon!
Loave the vest of this to me. Quish would sooner have one
shaveliul of earth thrown en his eoffin by me than if vou
Were 1o raise 4 tombstone of wold sver him, Be off, I tell
vou—-this instant-—or——"" Uis terrible look and uplifted
wmattock told Hans Harman for the first time in his life
what terror is. Me grew as ashen pale ax n corpse and
stagpered out of the gravevard: and Harey not only drop-
ped shovelfuls of earth upen his dead friend's coffin, hut
wetted them with tears sueh s o National I'uneral Pro-
cosgion does ot always draw in Westminstor Abbey. Poor
Quish's happy super-carthly face would have heen worth
heholding at that moment,

Tt was vot of Quish’s whost, hewever, that Monsignor
MeGrondder was thinking as he fumbled over the new-made

grave.  The confused muffled noises had reached his ear
again.  They proceeded as before from the direction of the

Tower, which was at present screened from his view by
come thick pyramids of vew-tree. He groped towards the
path which he knew led dircctly te the door of the belfry.
Fust as he had found the path. a peremptory voice hogide
him ealled out:

"“Who goes there®” and at the same moment he saw
the figrre of a man emerge from hetween two vew-trees
and stand full in front of him.

“Who are vou, vourself, fellow® and what are you
doing herc at this time of night®’ answered Monsignor,
sturdily grasping his stick.
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