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CHATS WITH YOUNG
MEN

TELL HIM NOW
If with pleeeure, you are viewing, 
Any work a man is doing,
If you like him or you love him,

Tell him now.
Don’t withhold your approbation 
'Till the parson makes oration 
And he lies with snowy lilies 

O'er hie brow.
For, no matter how you shout it,
He won't really care about tt,
He won’t know how many ’ tear 

drops
You have shed.

If you think some little praise is 
due him

Now’s the time to slip it to him 
For he cannot read his tombstone. 

When he's dead.
More than fame and more than 

money
Is the comment kind and sunny 
And the hearty, warm approval 

Of a friend ;
For it gives life a savor,
And it makes you stronger, braver. 
And it gives you heart and spirit 

To the end.
If he earns your praise, bestow it,
If you like him, let him know it,
Let the words of true encourage-

, ment be said,
Do not wait till life is over 
And he’s underneath the clover,
For he cannot read his tombstone 

When he’s dead.
—Southern Messenger

ENTHUSIASM
Enthusiasm is the greatest busi

ness asset in the world. It beats 
money and power and influence. 
Single-handed the enthusiast con
vinces and dominates where a small 
army of workers would scarcely 
raise a tremor of interest. Enthu
siasm tramples over prejudices and 
opposition, spurns inaction, storms 
the citadel of its object, and like an 
avalanche overwhelms and engulfs 
all obstacles. Enthusiasm is faith 
in action ; and faith and initiative 
rightly combined remove mountain
ous barriers and achieve the unheard 
of and miraculous. Set the germ 
of enthusiasm afloat in your busi
ness ; carry it in your attitude and 
manner ; it spreads like a contagion 
and influences every fiber of your 
industry, it begets and inspires 
effects you did not dream of ; it 
means increase in production and 
decrease in costs ; it means joy and 
pleasure and satisfaction to your 
workers ; it means life real and 
virile ; it means spontaneous bedrock 
results — the vital things that pays 
dividends.—Electrocraft. ,

JUSi BE KIND
Wouldn’t this be a nice world if 

people made only kind remarks to 
one another instead of indulging in 
ill-tempered and mean criticism ?

Even the bravest of us, the most 
self-reliant, the ones of us who are 
most liberally endowed with common 
sense, have our moments of yearn
ings for sympathy, the periods when 
we want some one to tell us that 
we are just what we should be.

Of course we won’t believe it, any 
of us, but it makes us feel good just 
the same, and it helps us to work 
a little harder^ and to be a little 
more diligent, and to postpone for 
a little longer the day that just 
seems to end everything.

Families often indulge in un
kind criticism of one another. 
Kind remarks are unheard of in 
some homes and natures that would 
blossom into new beauties and 
broader development under the 
influence of praise, are starved and 
dwarfed and stunted for its lack.

A pleasant feeling for yourself 
helps you to get through your given 
work more easily ; things glide 
along on wheels devoid of friction, 
the duties that looked mountain 
high dwindle down to hill-like pro
portions, and all because some one 
has been nice enough to say a word 
that made you feel at peace with 
the world and yourself.

And since unkind criticism hurts 
so much, and since praise leaves 
such a pleasant impression, let us 
all turn over a new leaf and be nice 
to each other as we journey along.

What does it matter if some one 
accuses us of 11 jollying ?” We are 
big and strong and can stand having 
that said to us when we know that 
we are infusing a little cheer and 
gladness into some one’s life.

So let us from nowon, as James 
Whitcomb Riley says in one of his 
poems, “ Just be kind.”—The Echo.

NOT QUITE LIKE MOTHERS’
Fred F. was driving from the city 

to his-farm home. Passing his old 
home which he had left with his 
bride a short time before, he stopped 
in to see his mother. It was nearly 
noontime and the odor from a big 
steaming kettle of soup was in the 
air. ’’Gee, mother,” he exclaimed, 
“ that soup smells good. No one 
can beat you making soup.” His 
mother did not take the hint. “ The 
soup that ‘Em’ makes is all right. 
It’s good. But—I—well—there’s 
something—it isn’t just like yours," 
and he eyed the kettle and the row 
of soup bowls on the pantry shelf. 
“ Now see here, Fred,” said the 
mother, aiming to nip an evil in the 
bud, " you married ‘Em,’ now go 
home and eat what she cooks for 
you.”

Slightly crestfallen, Fred started 
for the short drive to his home. 
Thinking of the soup that he didn’t 
get, he saw a humorous side to it 
and laughed. Sitting down to dinner 
with his wife, he told her of the 
soup and they both laughed heartily, 
Emma being pleased at the stand 
his mother had taken. Going over 
there in the afternoon, Emma 
repeated the story, over which they

both laughed heartily. As the
younger woman prepared to leave, 
the mother said : 11 Emma, take a 
pitcher of soup home with you ; 
there is plenty of It left over, and 
1 always liked warmed over soup.” 
Emma did so and, when seated at 
the table, Fred exclaimed : “ Oh, 
you have soup for supper. Yes, 
‘Em,’ this soup is good but not just 
like mother’s. I don’t know what 
it is, but you don’t quite get it." 
Emma stepped to the phone, and 
picking up the receiver, called :
' Hallo, mother, this is‘Em.’ Fred 

says this soup is not quite as good 
as what you make.” Tell him to 
come to the phone.” Fred went, 
and returning to the table after a 
considerable time, during which the 
party at the other end of the line 
did all the talking, he said : 
“ ‘ Em,’' I’ll get you whatever you 
want if you don’t say anything 
about it."—Catholic Universe.

OUR BOYS AND GIRLS
THE CHILD JESUS

Come children all whose joy it is 
To serve at Holy Mass,
And hear what once in days of 

Faith
In England came to pass.
It chanced a Priest was journeying 
Through wildering ways of woods, 
And there, where few came passing 

by,
A lonely Chapel stood.
He stayed his feet, that Pilgrim 

Priest,
His morning Mass to say,
And put the sacred vestments on 
That near the altar lay.
But who shall serve the Holy 

Mass ?—
For all is silent there :
He kneels him down, and patient

waits
The peasants’ hour of prayer—
When lo, a child of wondrous grace 
Before the altar steals.
And down beside that lonely Priest 
An Infant beauty kneels. .
He serves the Mass ; His voice is 

sweet
Like music soft and low.
With downcast eye, and ready hand 
And footsteps hushed and alow.
‘ Et Verbum caro factum est,’
He lingers till he hears—
Then turning to the Virgin Shrine 
In glory disappears.
So, round the altar children dear 
Press gladly in God’s Name,
For once to serve at Holy Mass 
The Infant Jesus came.

THE ASCENSION
There will be observed on Thurs

day, May 29, the feast of the Ascen
sion of our Lord, and in the days 
intervening until Pentecost, the 
liturgy will be concerned chiefly 
with this great event. The feast 
itself and its octave commemorate 
the passing of the visible presence 
of the incarnate God from this earth 
and the restoration of the glory to 
the Son of Man which was His 
before the world began. On the 
fortieth day after His resurrection 
from the dead our Lord appeared to 
His disciples “ led them out as far as 
Bethania, and, lifting up His hands, 
He blessed them. He departed, 
from them and was carried up into 
Heaven.” The apostles and others 
stood there following with straining 
eyes the glorious figure of our Lord 
until the cloud received Him out of 
their sight. So amazed were they 
at what they beheld that they 
remained spellbound until angels 
from Heaven recalled them to them
selves by bidding them to prepare 
for the coming of the Holy Spirit 
upon them, who would invest them 
with power from on high that they 
might better perform the work that 
was before them.

The Ascension of the Saviour is a 
feast day of Heaven. It raises our 
thoughts to where our humanity in 
the person of our Lord sits at the 
right hand of God the Father. It 
tells us that there is prepared for 
us a place in the eternal home God 
has provided for all who serve Him. 
Through the cloud that received the 
Lord from the sight of the disciples, 
Christian faith may penetrate, and 
from the contemplation of Heavens 
joys and glories receive anew the 
strength and grace to persevere in 
goodness with the blessed hope 
before us of one day seeing Him as 
He is in the eternal home of glory 
into which He entered when the 
cloud received Him out of sight,— 
The Monitor.

A FIRE-FIGHTING DOG
When a lame dog hobbled into 

the fire engine house at 197,1 Canal- 
port avenue, Chicago, on Christmas 
Eve four years ago, he walked right 
into the hearts of the fire laddies 
and they straightway adopted him. 
There was a friendly wag to his tail 
in spite of his limp. Gradually, 
under the cafe of the firemen, he 
improved. His limp disappeared, 
his coat grew sleek, his bark 
doubled in strength. Then he 
started to take rides to the fires. 
Soon this became his great object in 
life. He was all attention the 
moment the gong sounded and he 
leaped quickly to his place behind 
the driver’s seat. Nor was he con
tent when he reached the fire, but 
he went with the advance guard as 
they mounted the ladders and 
entered the burning building. At 
first the long and swaying ladders 
proved a great puzzle to him and 
many times he slipped, but he had 
persistence and by practising at the 
engine house he finally mastered 
the art of climbing the rungs, no

matter at what angle the ladder
was placed.

Lieutenant George Scott, of this 
company. No. 26, pins his faith to 
“ Felix.-' “ He’s just an ordinary 
dog in many ways,” he says ; “ no 
pedigree, no remarkable looks, but 
just the kind of a dog that the 
ordinary boy would like to own and 
learn to love. Felix may be down 
the street a whole block, but the 
moment he hears the gong sound, 
back he rushes at full speed, and 
up on to the truck. He’s not going 
to miss a single fire if he can help 
it, and he’s also determined to ride 
in style. No, he has been of the 
greatest help to us firemen in find
ing stairways and exits. Once he 
went down into a cellar that was 
filled with ammonia fumes. The 
men who went down had on their 
special equipment, but Felix simply 
crawled down without any protec
tion whatever. When he came up, 
he was carried out nearly dead, but 
he's like a cat—he has nine lives. 
We're having a special blanket 
made for him with pockets on both 
sides, and when he’s fitted up with 
that, carrying first aid equipment, 
he will be our Red Cross dog and 
worthy of the best 'liver sausage 
that our dimes can buy. How 
aboutit, ‘‘Felix?’*

And Felix at once sends a wire
less signal with an affirmative wag 
of the tail.—Our Dumb Animals.

THE RESURRECTION 
OF YPRES

A HillUrd Attendge in America

In the years before the World 
War, years that now seem to belong 
to a vanished age of peace and 
goodwill, the name of Ypres was 
for the tourists, who had visited the 
old city, a reminder of quaint, well- 
kept streets, grassy ramparts look
ing down on a wide moat, many 
churches and convents, and in the 
midst of all one of the most marvel
ous groups of medieval Gothic 
buildings, the great Halle aux 
Draps with its massive square tower 
and long facade, the Hotel de Ville, 
and the beautiful cathedral. Here 
was the life of old Flanders glorified 
in art, the art of the artist-builder, 
religion, civic freedom and in
dustry, each with its home 
and its monument, erected in 
the far-off centuries before the 
blight of the misnamed "Reforma
tion” had brought rival creeds, des
potic rule and the degradation of the 
workers to western Europe. For 
the Irish people the name 
of Ypres, thanks to Davis’s 
ballad, recalled the story of 
the British standards won by the 
"Old Brigade” amid the rout of 
Ramillies, and sent to hang in 
"Ypres choir,” the chapel of the 
Irish convent in the Flemish city.

The World War came and made 
Ypres world-famous. Here in the 
autumn of 1914 the tide of invasion 
was stayed, and for four years Ypres 
was the center of a battle field where 
some 200,000 men laid down their 
lives and at least twice that number 
were borne wounded from the field. 
Here through these weary years of 
strife the guns were never silent, 
hundreds of thousands lived a half- 
subterranean life in trench and 
dugout, and there was a perman
ent accumulation of misery such as 
perhaps no such space of ground 
has seen in all the world for so long 
a time. When the Germans won 
the eastern ridges, the low swell of 
wooded ground three miles from 
the city, they could look down 
into Ypres at short range. They 
brought up'their heavy guns and 
began the long bombardment that 
reduced the place to a ruin, more 
and more of whose wreckage was 
leveled to the ground as the months 
went by. All but a handful to its 
18,000 people went away to seek 
refuge in France and England. A 
roadway was kept open through the 
city for troops and convoys moving 
out of the firing line. These move
ments were made in the night. No 
one ventured into the wide expanse 
of ruined streets. They were 
blocked with debris, overhung by 
tottering walls and shattered 
gables, and foul with broken sewers 
and corpses rotting under the 
fallen wreckage.

After the War it was at first 
doubtful if Ypres would ever rise 
from its ruins. There was for 
awhile talk of building a ne w city near 
by. But at last it was decided that 
the place should be restored. The 
first task was not only to clear the 
ruins but also to restore the sewers 
and the water supply, so as to make 
the place habitable. Hardly anv- 
thing in the way of rebuilding could 
be attempted till more than two 
years after the armistice. By the 
spring of 1921 the preliminary work 
had been completed, and the first 
buildings were going up Some of 
the Ypres people were coming back 
and starting housekeeping again, 
mostly in army huts. In the sum
mer of that year, when I paid a 
visit to Ypres, reconstruction was 
making steady progress, but three- 
fourths of the site was still covered 
with ruined buildings. The sight of 
this devastated region showed how 
complete the destruction had been. 
The work of restoration had been 
concentrated at first on the rebuild
ing of dwelling houses, schools, and 
hospitals, the station buildings and a 
temporary Government, office. The 
beautiful old churches were still, as 
they are even today, roofless, 
shattered ruins. Mass was being 
said in two temporary wooden 
churches, large army huts. Close 
to the new buildings, houses of red 
brick with tiled roofs and of a 
design that recalled the former 
beauties of the old Flemish city, one

still saw ruined houses, roofs gone,
front on side walls fallen down or 
torn with shell bursts, floors and 
staircases hanging at a steep angle 
that seemed to threaten a further 
downfall. The huge tower of the 
once splendid Cloth Hall was so 
scarred by exploding shells that it 
seemed a marvel it still stood erect. 
Workmen were busy strengthening 
and securing it with stone and con
crete. I visited a convent nearly 
completed, and destined for the 
Poor Clares. Its little central 
cloister, and its small chapel com
bined real artistic beauty with the 
simplicity that marked it as the 
future home of these daughters of 
the "Poor Man of Assisi.”

1 wandered through the ruins on 
the east side of the city and passed 
out by the Menin Gate on the great 
battle-field. The famous gate, 
through which tens of thousands 
marched out to death, is only an 
open cutting by which the road 
passes through the old rampart, and 
then a bridge crosses the wide moat. 
The solid brick wall that forma the 
facing of the earthen rampart is 
pitted with shot marks, but it has 
stood the battering well. Outside 
was the town cemetery, ravaged by 
shell fire, but with its great crucifix 
still erect. Like so many of the 
crucifixes of the war zone it sur
vived the storm of fire, though 1 am 
told that once a German shell 
buried itself at its base—but it did 
not burst. Along the road work
men were busy grubbing up the 
stumps and roots of what was once 
its long array of shade trees, and 
preparing to replant a new avenue. 
Everywhere on this wide'battle
field the trees had been swept 
away. Bare stumps, never more 
than a man’s height, marked the 
site of the forests that once clothed 
the slopes of the higher ground. 
The lower ground near Ypres had 
been cleared, and in places tillage 
had begun again, and new farm 
houses had been erected, but that 
day when I walked out to Hooge 
and along the heights to Zonnebeke, 
all over the higher ground there 
were abundant traces of war. Not 
a house of the old days remained. 
One came upon barbed wire red with 
rust ; hollows of old trenches, con
crete-built “pill boxes" with their 
loopholes for machine guns ; shells 
that had failed to burst still lying on 
the track that led across a weed 
covered wilderness to Zmnebeke; 
here and there a rusty rifle, with 
its stock decayed into crumbling 
matchwood ; rusting shell-shattered 
tanks ; shell craters, marked by 
little round ponds of rain water. 
Near Hooge was a great cemetery, 
with more than a thousand white 
crosses standing rank on rank like a 
battalion of memorials to the dead. 
But this is ore of the smaller 
cemeteries round Ypres. Another 
on the western road has more than 
10,000 graves. Near Zonnebeke I 
came upon a khaki-clad British 
burial party commanded by a 
cheery-looking sergeant, who told 
me they had been busy for weeks 
searching for scattered graves on 
that ground where once the battle 
front ewaysd back and forwards. 
"We have found none of the dead 
today," he said, “but we generally 
find some." The dead thus found 
were coffined and transferred to one 
of the cemeteries. Unless this 
were done the land could not be 
ploughed again, for these hasty war 
burials in the fighting zone were 
made in shallow graves. Thus while 
Ypres is being rebuilt the lands 
around it are being cleared of the 
grim traces of War.

Some 4,000 workmen have been 
employed and are still busy on the 
rebuilding of Ypres. Some *are 
living in huts near their work, 
others are brought each day by 
crowded trains from Bruges and 
Ghent. As the houses are com
pleted the people come back to 
their new homes. In four years the 
population of the new Ypres has 
risenfrom less than a hundred to over 
18,000. The work has been planned 
and directed by four Belgian 
architects and engineers, men of 
the Flemish lands, who have shown 
a constant care to preserve in the 
new Ypres the artistic beauties ai d 
the quaint character of the old 
city. They are now taking in hand 
the rebuilding of the shattered 
churches. It is possible, though not 
certain, that the vast Halles aux 
Draps will also be rebuilt. There 
has been an idea of leaving the 
ruin as a permanent monument of 
Ypres’ day of trial, but there is now 
a tendency to look more favorably 
on the suggestion that rebuilding of 
this splendid Gothic edifice would 
be the crowning glory of the city’s 
resurrection.

Another project that has been 
actually adopted is open to some 
serious criticism. A gigantic 
triumphal arch on classical lines is 
to be erected at the Menin Gate. 
It will be utterly out of keeping 
with all the architecture of Ypres, 
and it will completely change the 
whole aspect of this historic spot. 
The designs show an archway that 
will be something like a short 
tunnel. The sides of it are to be 
covered with tablets bearing the 
names of those who fell in the 
defense of Ypres. They were a 
multitude of tens of thousands, and 
in any such roll of names the 
individual disappears in the crowd. 
The great Arc de Triomphe in Paris 
bears the names of the generals of 
Grande Armée and of their victor
ies. But though this is a shorter 
list than that of Ypres, here, too, 
the name of any individual is 
difficult to find. One regrets that 
the Menin Gate is not to be left as 
it was in the old days, with no 
other monument than a tablet with

a well-chosen inscription to tell
future ages of the great sacrifice 
that the defense of Ypres cost, and 
to remind them that the Menin 
Gate was the way to the battlefield 
where in four years of War so 
many thousands of many nations 
gave their lives to stem the tide of 
invasion.

LEARN TO SPEAK OUT

"I wish you to enlarge your 
knowledge, to cultivate your reason, 
to get an insight into the relation of 
truth to truth, to learn to view 
things as they are, to understand 
how faith and reason stand to each 
other, what are the bases and prin
ciples of Catholicism, and where lie 
main inconsistencies and absurdities 
of the Protestant theory.

“You ought to be able to bring 
out what you feel and what you 
mean, as well as to feel and mean 
it ; to expose to the comprehension 
of others the fictions and fallacies of 
your opponents, and to explain the 
charges brought against the Church 
to the satisfaction not indeed of 
bigots, but of men of sense of what
ever cast of opinion."—Cardinal 
Newman.
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Patterson Coal & Coke Co.
( J. F. NOLAN )

William 8t. and C. N. Ry.

Phone 2207 LONDON. ONT.

In 1892
we first offered the public our-mm"
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Millions now use it with great 
satisfaction. Have you tried it?

MANUFACTURED
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Coats and Jackets

Scarfs and Chokers

GOURDIER’S
KINGSTON - ONT.

Frontenac Floor & Wall Tile Co.
KINGSTON, ONTARIO limited

MANUFACTURERS OF

CERAMIC MOSAICS FOR FLOOR
AND WALLS ...........

OUR TILE HAS BEEN USED ON THE FOLLOWING JOBS :
KNIGHTS OF COLUMBUS BUILDING, MONTREAL

Swimming: Pool and Toilet»

CHURCH OF THE SACRED HEART, MONTREAL
(Vestibule» and Alelee) and

NUMEROUS ROMAN CATHOLIC SEMINARIES AND HOSPITALS

Disease Germs [loomed
Many have lost terrors for the 

Scientist
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Stained Glass 
Windows

For Commemorating 
Lives and Events are 
Most Satisfactory...

Special Designs 
Sent on Request
Estimates cheerfully given

The Hobbs Manufacturing Co.
MONTREAL

LONDON

LIMITED

TORONTO
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The progress of recent years in medical 
research is little short of marvellous. 
Daily, science kills germs by the million. 
Daily, new ones are being discovered, 
isolated and exterminated by the march 
of medicine.

Science is winning. What were once 
regarded as serious diseases are now 
laughed out of countenance by the 
doctors. Fearlessly they plunge naked 
hands into swarms of them, their only 
precaution being to rinse their bands 
afterwards with a reliable germicidal

Ereparation. We are witnessing1 the 
irth of an era when the world will 

have little to fear from microbes.
Absorbing Jr., besides being the all

purpose liniment that removes pain and 
soreness, and hastens healing, is a power
ful antiseptic that is death to the microbe 
world.

Absorbine Jr., is just what is needed 
in the house in case of accidents and to 
correct the many little household hurts 
that constantly occur. $1.25, at your 
druggist.

DIRECT FROM COBH
(Queenstown) TO CANADA

The Irish Free State now has its own direct sailings 
to Canada. Splendid White Star-Dominion Ships — 
Doric, Celtic and Cedric — are now maintaining a 
regular service for Irish people. These are three 
of the most favorably known ships on the Atlantic.

If any of your friends in Ireland contemplate com- 
ing,to Canada you will be especially interested in 
White Star - Dominion Line prepaid passages. 
Further information, rates and sailing dates from

m
211 McGill 8t., Montreal 
286 Main 8t»t Winnipeg 
93 Hollis St., Halifax 
41 King 8t. E., Toronto 
Land Building, Calgary 
108 Prince Wm. 8t., 8t. John, N.jB. 

or Local Railway and S. 8. Agents

White Star-dominion line

Don’t Take a Chance
MAKE SURE “when planning that new Home" of having 
it comfortably and economically 
heated — by specifying and in
sisting on the installation of
The Famous

~fe|gr ■

j-aBH
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"NEW KING BOILER'

NEW KING 
BOILER

and —

Imperial 
Radiators "IMPERIAL RADIATOR'

FOR

4-sk your architect or heating contractor, or write us and we will 
gladly give you the information you desire without any obligation

(l) Fuel Economy (2) Quick Heating (3) Easy Operation
There is no other Boiler to equal the “ NEW KING", which has the Two 
Side Water Way Positive Circulation Feature not found in any other Boiler

FREF BOOK ^L^',0„,’*inlc<1 a..ha?‘?’?mely illustrated booklet on tho subject of Hot Water Heatimr entitled »c«m-
We will gladly send this =**"*

We manufacture Steam and Hot Water Heating Apparatus for Buildings of every description.

IMPERIAL RADIATOR COMPANY LIMITED
IEAD OFFICE AND PLANT

ST CATHARINES, ONT.
SALES OFFICES AND WAREHOUSES

228 ST. HELEN'S AVE. 1 OAK ST.
TORONTO MONTREAL
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