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CHATS WITH YOUNG MEN.
THEBE is a man at hand 

EVE BY POSITION.
FOB

Proprietors of large concerns are 
often very mu *-h exorcised by tho death 
of a superintendent, a lieutenant who 
has managed with exceptional ability. 
They often ibii k that very disastrous 
results will follow, and believe it will 
he almost impossible to fill his place; 
but, while they are looking around to 
flDd a man big enough for the place, 
Hcmn one, perhaps, who was under the 
former chief, attends to his duties tem
porarily, and makes even a better man 
ager than bis predecessor.

Young men are rising out of the 
ranks constantly, everywhere, who 
Dll these positions oftentimes much 
better than those who drop out 
and whose places it was thought 
almost impossible to fill. L)o not be 
afraid to pile responsibility upon your 
employees. You will re amazed to see 
how quickly they wi'.l ge’, out from 
under their load and what unexpected 
ability they will develop.

Mary employers are always looking 
for people outside of their own estab
lishment to fill important vacancies, 
simply because they cannot see or ap
preciate a man’s ability until be bas 
actually demonstrated it; but how can 
he demunaCioLo it until he has the 
chsnce?

There are probably to-day scores of 
young men in every one of our great 
business houses who are as capable as 
the present heads. There is no posi
tion that cannot bo filled as v-ell or 
better than it is being filled now, by 
someone who is still in the ranks and 
who has not yet been heard from in any 
distinctive way.

When some great statesman falls, the 
people often look about to find that 
there is apparently no one to fill his 
place; but from an unexpected source— 
perhaps from a little out of the way 
town, from the common ranks—remark
able men are always rising who are 
equal to the emergency.

When the first goneials in the Civil 
War were found unequal to cooing with 
the enemy, and when the newspapers 
and the people were lamenting the fact 
that no one was large enough to lead 
our armies to victory, a general who 
was a giant compared to all his prede 
censors, arose out of obscurity and be
came one of the greatest military gen 
iuses in all history. Grant never knew 
what was in him until he was thrust 
into a positionwhere everybit of his re
serve power"was summoned into action. 
Then, for the first time, he tested the 
quality of his power, for the first time 
he got a glimpse of his possibilities.

When the great slavery question cast 
such a black shadow over this whole 
nation, and it seemed as though we 
should be a divided people, “Abe’ 
Lincoln came out of a log cabin and 
showed a chaotic people the way to the 
light. While Lincoln was conscious of 
latent power he never knew how great 
that force was until the whole weight of 
the war was thrust upon him. This was 
the emergency which showed the world 
how great a man Lincoln was. Some 
sides of his nature had been known be 
fore, but no occasion had been great 
enough, broad enough, to bring out the 
entire man.

The way to bring out the reserve in 
a man is* to pile responsibility upon 
him. If there is anything in him this 
will reveal it.

Some of us never quite come to our 
selves in fulness and power until driven 
to desperation. It is when we are 
shipwrecked like Robinson Crusoe upon 
an island with nothing but our own 
brain and hands, nothing but resources 
locked up deep in ourselves, that we 
really come to complete self discovery.
A captain will never know what is in 
his men until they have been tested by 
a gale at sea which threatens ship 
wreck.

That there are great potencies and 
power possibilities within us which we 
tray never know is proved by the 
tremendous forces that are aroused in 
ordinary people in some great crisis or 
emergency.

The elevator boy may never have 
dreamed that there was anything heroic 
in hie nature. He may never have 
thought there was a possibility of his 
rising in the world to the importance 
of the men whom he lifts to their offices 
but the building takes fire and this boy 
whom nobody scarcely ever noticed or 
saw any signs of ability in, in a few 
minutes develops the most heroic quali
ties. He runs his elevator up through 
the burning floors when chocked with 
smoke and the hot cable blisters his 
hands, and rescues a hundred people, 
who, but for him, might have lost their 
lives.

A ship is wrecked at sea, and a poor 
iir igrant becomes the hero of the hour 
and commands a lifeboat, gives orders 
with calmness, authority, and force, 
when others have lost their heads.

In fires and wrecks, in great disasters 
•>r emergencies of all kinds, are enacted 
d^eds of daring and of sublime heroism 
which, before the great test came, would 
have been thought impossible by those 
who did them.

No one ever knows just how much 
dynamic force there is in him until 
tested by a great emergency or 
supreme crisis. Oftentimes men reach 
middle life, and even later, before they 
really discover themselves. Until some 
great emergency, lose, or sorrow, has 
tested their timber they cannot tell 
how much strain they can stand, 
emergency great enough to call out 
their latent power over before eon 
fronted them, and they did not them 
selves realize what they would be equal 
to until the great crisis confronted 
them.

I have known of several instances 
*here daughters reared in luxury were 
suddenly thrown upon their own 
sources by the death of their parents 
and the loss of their inherited fortunes 
They had not been brought up to work 
did not know how to do anything, had 
no trade, and had no idea how to earn a 
livelihood; and yet all at or ce they de
veloped marvelous ability for doing 
things. The power was there, latent ; 
but responsibility bad not been thrust 
upon them.

Young men suddenly forced into posi
tions of tremendous responsibility by

accident or the death of their fatter 
are often nob the same men in s x months. 
They have brought out strong manly 
qualities which no one ever drescued 
they possessed. Responsibility has 
math men of them.

Many people distrust their initiative 
because they have not ^ad an upper 
tunity to exercise it. Tne monotonous 
routine of doing the sara« work year in 
and year out does not tend to develop 
new faculties. All the mental powers 
must be exercised, strengthened, before 
we can measure their possibilities.

I know young men who believe in 
everybody but themselves. They seem 
to have no doubt about other people ac
complishing what they undertake, but 
are always shiky about themselves :

Oh, do not put me at the head of this 
or that ; somebody else can do it better 
than I.” They shrink from respond 
oility because they lack sell-faith.—9 

M. in Success.

OUR BOYS AND GIRLS.
'W THEY MADE A MAN 

JOHNNY.
By Rev. George Hampfleld.

CHAPTER XIII.

UF

FLIGHT.
lb was perhaps not altogether without 
little womauiy malice that Susan 

Mnttlebury called through all that 
heavy rain up in Mrs. Popwich. Hut 
it sounded like love, when she kissed 
Martha so heartily and said, “you see, 
my dear, I’m quite a draggle. Tne 
parish ought to pay me for sopping up 
the puddles as 1 come along. But the 
fact is I’ve had a letter from dear Joe, 
down at Thornbury, and I thought 
you'd like to hear it.”

Dear boy 1“ said Martha, with a 
frowning smile, and a raspy sweetness 

voice. “ I'm sure, Susan, he's a 
comfort to you if ever boy was, and 1 
‘ope he 'as his ’ealth better, for last 
time I was down I thought he looked 
sadly ; my Johnny was worth two of 
him. I hope, Susan, you won’t lose so 
dear a lad, such a little sweet, too.”

The two women visited ; outwardly 
they were friends ; but they slew each 
other with kisses ai d kind words; Cleo
patra-like they hid as ds under flowers 
and fruits ; every kiss was a bodkin, 
and every kind word a needle, with 
which they pricked each other’s souls.

Joe writes quite cheery,” said 
Susan, “ he ails nothing, but your 
Johnny has been in the Infirmary. 1 
hope they take care of him, for those 
stout lads go off sometimes sudden, like 
the snuff of a candle. He’s no time to 
lose in the Infirmary ; your Jack was 
always a bright cheerful boy, more 
fond of play than of lessons.”

True for you, Susan ; Johnny was 
never one of your book maggots. None 
the worse for that may be. You and I 
have done very well without much 
eddication Susan.”

“ You may say that, Martha. It’s 
ve-and-twenty year to morrow since I 

married Mnttlebury, and a happier 
woman never was since, nor a better 
husband to be found nowhere. It's our 
Silver Jubilee as it’s the fashion to 
call it, and that’s another reason 1 had 
for visiting my old school friend in all 
the rain.”

There was a touch of real friendship 
and tenderness in Mrs. Muttlebury’s 
voice which deserved a better answer 
than she got.

I congratulate you, Susan : since 
you didn’t get my Michael, you ain’t 
done so much amiss. But Mnttlebury 
ain’t Pjpwich to my thinking. Five 
and twenty years ago Lor 1 I can 
remember when you were no higher 
than my knee.

“ Yes 1” said Susan, “ five and twenty 
years ago I There I was serving at the 
bar, you know, for my father, not think 
ing nothing about any such thing, when 
in comes a gentleman and says ‘a pint 
of hatf-and half, Miss, if you please.’
I thought ho looked bard at me, and he 
sp jke so civil and nice, and I just stept 
into the inner room for a moment and I 
heard him say to his friend, ‘That s my 
wife,’ says he, ‘if ever I has one.’ He 
was struck that sudden. Well ! I don’t 
know what took me, but I turned round 
sbarp and says—it was anything but a 
compliment, and 1 was sorry the moment 
alter—‘Who do you think,’ I sayj, 
would have such a fool as you ?’ How

ever, he didn't seem to care, and he 
came down next Sunday thinking to see 
me at High Mass, but I'd gone on pur 
pose to the 7 o’clock Mass—though 
1 did love Father Cleary's preaching at 
the 11 o'clock—but 1 happened to look 
through the curtain of my room up 
stairs, and there I saw him hanging 
about after Mass. And Sunday alter 
Sunday Muttlebury kept steady, and 
here I am, you see, a happy woman, the 
mother of twelve.”

“ Well 1 Susan, dear, and no one 
gladder than your old friend Martha, 
Matches are begun in heaven, they say ; 
though they sometimes end, I'm think 
ing, in the other place. But now for 
Joe's letter.”

“ Thornbury School,
February 8,

“ Darling Mother—I hope you're>ot 
fretting after me ; you're a great hand 
at fretting when there’s nothing to fret 
for, and I’m sure there’s nothing to 
fret for about me. I am as happy as a 
bird, and up iearly as early—earlier, ’ 
think, for we get up long before it' 
light, at 5:30 in the middle of the night 
Poppy calls it.”

•• Who’s Poppy ?” put in Martha
“ Oh ! that’s his way of calling your 

Johnny.”
» Like his Impudence,” said Mrs. 

Popwich snappishly.
“ Lor ! Martha he don’t mean noth

ing, boys will be boys.” Susan read 
on—

“ It’s precious cold sometimes, and 
Inside bed’s warmer than outside, but 
up we have to got when the bell rings, | 
except Sundays ; ob ! isn’t it jolly on i 
Sundays to lie awake and hear the clock 
strike (>, and know you’ve got another , 
hour in bed, and turn round and snuggle 
all warm and cozy under the bedclothes. 
Well 1 then at 11:30 we go to Mass, at 
which we say prayers, and sing hymns. 
Johnny and I are both in the choir, and 
Pop sings lovely.”

“ Ah !” said Martha, “ he always 
did have a fine voice.”

“ Though he's j >lly lazy at it,” added 
Sus in, quickly, “ and sometimes gels 
a tanning over it which makes him toi» g 
a different tune.”

“ The vilhans !” taid Martha, “ do 
they dare to lay a finger on him ? ’

“ Then we come in for breakfast, and 
then play, or listen to the band prac 
tice. The band does plav line ; I'm 
learning the Clarionet and Johnny 
would have a Saxhorn it he wasn't so 
lazy, and would do what he's told.”

“ Lazy !" said Martha, with her 
voice getting rasplt-r, “ why can't he 
leave Johnny alone ? Always Johnny, 
and not much good to say of him "

“ O Martha, dear, it’s natural be'ng 
neighbors, and they to friendly before 
they went to sch ml.”

“ In school 1 am learning ever so 
many things ; I like Latin ; and Virgil, 
the part we're rendit g—all about an 
old fell low that lost his bees—is fine 
You know, mother darling, it's good for 
roe, bt canne I'm going to be a priest, 
aid sav Mass for you and father when 
you’re dear*,”

“ Bless the boy I” shrieked Martha,
“ does be want to bury you both al
ready ? ’

“ It's ray birthday next Wednesday 
week, and I shall be flltien. Send Ui 
please some of your cakes, you know 
the sort I like, there's a good moth- r, 
and send lots tnat the fellows may have 
some. Give my love to Dad, tell him 
to write to me—and send me tho Uni
verse and the Catholic Times when you 
can.

Te 1 Mrs. Popwich Johnny is in the 
infirmary but I don't think it's ranch— 
half-laziness—sore toe be calls it.”

The impudent brat 1” muttered 
Martha. “ Good bye ;

Your affectionate son, 
Joseph Müttlebuly.” 

“ Give my respectful love to hather 
Wittens when you see him. Sty I don’t 
forget a Hail Mary for him every 
night.”

He seems happy, Martha, don’t 
he ?" said the fond mother.

That’s more than Johnny is I'm 
thinking,” said Mrs. Popwich. “ But 
Lor I Susan, what's that?”

it was 9 o'clock and the rain was 
driving the storm, half rain, half sleet, 
furiously against the w ndow pane, and 
baking the door as if it wanted to be 

let in as a guest ; but between the wail 
ing gusts was heard a half frightened 
tap at the dour, and the smothered 
wailing of a human voice. The latch 
was lifted, and there walked into 
the room, as if by right, a pitiable 
looking creature, drenched through 
with rain, his face pinched and white 
with frost, his hands blue with cold, 

hair tangled and matted over his 
yes, and dripping the wet in showers 

from cap, and clothes, and feet, as he 
hatnbled with his soaked shoes about 

the room.
Martha caught the wet bundle of 

rags in her arms and hugged it, all 
dripping as it was, to her breast.

“ My darling Johnny,” she sobbed, 
my darling, darling, Johnny, they've 

half-killed him, they've half killed 
him ;” and some minutes passed before 
the more sensible Mrs. Muttlebury 
could make her old school-fellow rouse 
herself to the thought that not 
moment was to be lost in taking off the 
dripping clothes, putting the boy into 

good dry bed, and giving him such 
restoratives that might avert the prob 
able cold.

When all this was done, Susan took 
her departure home, and the anxious 
mother sat by the bedside holding the 
boy's hand in her own, and asking him 
the reasons and the story of his escape 
from school.

TO BE CONTINUED.

UNMASKING
A few years ago tho Rev. R. J. Camo 

boll, who sue seeded tho Rev. Joseph 
barker as pastor of tho City Temple, 
London, created quite a stir in ihe 
Protestant woild by his “ new theol
ogy," which was hailed by rnanv Pro
test,ants as tho ushering in of s higher 
and purer form of religion. The doc
trines set forth by the pasfcir of the 
C.ty Temple, when analyzed, re-vivid 
them selves Into a form of Modernism, 
and therefore came within the scope of 
the condemnations embodied in the 
Encyclical Pasctndi G régis. At first 
the “ new theology,” like Modernism, 
indulged in generalities more or lerfc 
vague. It was not so outspoken in its 
rejection of the essentials of Christian
ity ai to shock Protestants who did not 
perceive the trend of Rev. R. J. Camp 
bell's teachings.

In course of time, however, the ad 
voce tes of the “ New theology ” have 
grov.n bolder. They now openly re
ject the very foundation on which 
Christianity is based, namely, the 
divinity of Christ. The following cable 
dispatch explains itself :

L don, March 3—Tho Rev. R. J. 
Campbell, pastor of City Temple, pub 
lishes a letter addressed to all tree 
churchmen and other sympathizers 
proposing to form a new sect and or
ganization for an active propaganda in 
behalf of his “ new theology,” the 
central idea of which is the denial of 
tho divine origin of Christ. Whom he 
regards as merely a social reformer.

“ Mr. Campbell’s reason for this 
step, he says, is the hostile attitude of 
the official element in the churches to 
new movement.”

The Rev. R. J. Campbell unlike the 
Modernists, does not believe In remain- | 
ing a member of a Church whilst trying 
to undermine it. He would have a 
brand new sect of his own, which can
not be called Christian without doing 
violence to the word Christian. If the 
Founder of Christianity were merely a 
social reformer gifted with the highest 
intellectual and more qualities, but 
only human, then Christians for almost 
two thousand years have been worship
ping as God a mere man.

What then becomes of Christianity ? 
It ceases to exist for those who accept 
t^e “ new theology.” They may call 
themselves what they may, but they 
aro not Christians. Protestantism, 
with its lack of authority, cannot make 
such effective resistance to the pro pa 
gaticn of the teachings of the “ new 
theology ” as the Catholic Church has 
to the spread of Modernism. Pius X. 
issued his now famous Encyclical Pas- 
cendi G régis, and Modernism in the 
Catholic Church simply wilted. Who 
in the Protestant Church possesses a 
similar potency to stay the ravages 
made by the “ new theology,” which 
threatened to eliminate from the 
Protestant sects every trace of Chris
tianity ?

The new sect which the pastor of the 
City Temple is about to found will be 
another added to the many existing 
dissolvents that are actively at work 
disintegrating Protestantism in Eng-

kill
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land. If the Rev. Campbell and his 
followers succeed in acquiring great 
numerical strength in England, and in 
all likelihood they will, the •' new 
theology” undoubtedly will cross the 
Atlantic and make headway in America, 
causing American Protestant Uut to 
further relax Its grasp on Christian 
doctrines and principle* As it is but 
one of the forrrs of Modernism, we 
can see and appreciate the wisdom and 
the foresight of Pius X. in exposing the 
character of a cleverly disguised as
sault upon the very essentials of Chris 
tianity.—N. Y. Freeman’s Journal.
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Lest we Forget.
The Right Rev. Bishop Hodley, of 

Newport, England, in the latest of hie 
clear and imp essive pastorals, writes 
thus of the Catholic's duty, too gener 
ally neglected, of knowing his religion ;

“ It is a rare thing to find Catholics 
in these days who have any grasp of 
the length and breadth of their own 
religion. This is a great misfortune. 
In simpler days, when there were fewer 
books and no newspapers, the element
ary notions of Christianity sank into 
the mind and heart, and entered into 
the very substance of thought and in 
tellectual life. Now our creeds and 
our faith have to fight with every kind 
of error and with every variety of spéc
ulation. The minds of men are pro oc 
« upied, and God’s science finds no room 
That is the reason why educated Cath
olics in these days have to learn their 
religion well. True, a Catholic can be 
a good Catholic at d yet be quite un
learned. The poor and the workers are 
not expected to sit over books or to go 
to school again. Yet it must not he 
foi gotten that in these days even the 
unlea-ned read. And if they read at. 
all. they must not neglect to read about 
their religion, or else they lose their 
hold on their religion.”

If the paralytic man had been cured 
in the first beginning of his illness, in
stead of lingeiing in sickness according 
to the ordinary course of nature, he 
would not have edified others and ad
vanced the glory of God, by offering 
the spectacle of a soul full of life 
and of an enduring patience in body al
ready half-dead. But help comes at 
last, for the Loving Friend of our souls 
will never “ suffer us to be tempted 
above that which we are able.”—Abbe 
Henri Perreyve.

EDDY’S HATCHES
Hail from HULL

Sold Everywhere in Canada
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Pearl Rosaries
We have just received a large consignment of
Pearl Rosaries which we are offering at ex-
trcmely low prices. Below will he found des-
cription and prices.

PLEASE ORDER BY NUMBER

No. Length Cross Cut or Turned Price
6000... ..15i Inches.............. ............. Cut................... . 25 cents
6002... ..16 ............. . 35 *'
6266... ..161 " .............. . 35 '•
6261... 16 ............. . 35 "
60(14... .15 ............. . Pearl.. . 40 •
6002... ..17 ............. . 40 “

Pearl.. .40 •
6274... ..14 .............. . 40 “
6263... ..15* " .............. . 40 "
6275... ■14* " .............. ..............Turned.......... . 50 "
6006... ..17 " .............. . Pearl.. ..............Cut.................... . 60 '•
6284... •15* " .............. . 50 "
6265... . .18 ............. . 50 "
6080... •14* " .............. . Pearl.. . 50 "
6285... ...17 " .............. . 60 '•
6091... ...17 " .............. . 60
6279... ...18 .............. . 60 “

1ft «' . 75 ••
6082 .. ...17 " .............. . 76 "
6093... ..19* " .............. 76 "
6086... .19 " .............. . .. $ 1 00
6086... ...19* " .............. .. Pearl.. . .. 1 00
6087 .. ..21 .............. ... 1 26

Cl;c Catholic IxcroVb
484 - 486 Richmond Street LONDON, CANADA
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JOHN FKROÜSON * SONS 
180 King Street

The Leading Undertakers and Kmbalmr %» 
Open Night and Day.

Telephone—House, 373 ; Fnntory, 543.

W J. SMITH * SON 
UNDERTAKERS ANI) EMBAI.MKl .f 

113 Dnndaa Street
UPKN DAY AND NIGHT. I>HON* 680

D. A, STEWARD
Successor bo John T. Stephenson

Fanerai Director nnrt Kmtmlroer
Charges moderate. Open day and 
night. Residence on premlnee.

104 Don da# St. ’Phone 459
G ko. K. Logan, Asst Manager.

MONUMENTS 8RANITE 
A M ARBI, l

Artistic Design. Prices Reasonable.

The 0. WILKIE GRANITE CL
493 RICHMOND STREET. LONDON

Fabiola A Tale of the 
Catacombs

By Cardinal Wisvman 
Paper, 30c.; Cloth, 60c., post-paid

Cailista A Skelclt of the 
Third Jentury

By Cardinal Newman
Paper. 30c., post-paid

History of the
Reformation in 

England and Ireland
(In a series of letters)
By William Cobbett 
Price. 85c.. post-paid

Catholic Record, [Zcï
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; BREVIARIES:
The Pocket Edition

£j No. 22—48 mo.; very clear and bold 
j> type, few references: 4 vol. 4$x2| £ 
p inches; thickness f-inch: real India 
J paper ; red border ; flexible, black J 
v, morocco, round corners, red under Ù 
is gold edges. Post-paid $5.40. *?

DIURNALS
^ Horae Diurnae—No. 39—4}x3 ins.: * 
B printed on real India paper ; weight. * 
g bound, only 5 ounces. In black, ^ 
p flexible morocco, round corners, red ft 
y under gold edges. Post-paid $1.60. ^
g THE CATHOLIC RECORD 
£ London, Canada
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The Kyriale 8«
J

Or Ordinary of the Mass
ACCORDING TO THE VATICAN .. 

EDITION
Transcribed into Modern 
Musical Notation with Rhyth
mical Signs by the Monks of 
Solesmes.

Price, 26c. post-paid

Kyr ale Seu Qrdinarium Miss®
Cum Cantu Gregoriano ad 
exemplar edltionis Vatican*© 
Concinnatum.

Price 26c. post-paid

J^ecoed
LONDON. CANADA

Horæ Dhirnæ
No. 21, email 48mo. (4jx.2| in.) 
India paper, clear and bold type 
in red and black.

Very slight weight 
and thickness.

In black, flexible Morocco, first quality, 
edges red under gold, gold stamping om 
covers, round corners.

Price $1.75
Catholic Record, London, Canada
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