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“ You good to me long time,” she 
said, with a wide gesture. “ Me ? 
1 good to you little short time. Ugh 1 
Nothing much.”

‘ Come now,” broke in Mrs. Mal­
oney. “ Look at this emokin^hot 
breakfast, Hit up to the table, ivery 
one of you, and thank heaven you're 
alive to eat me good griddlecakes !” 
—Harriet Crocker Le Roy in the 
Youth's Companion.

Can you teach them Mother Goose 
rhymes? The printed capital let­
ters ?

Can you teach them to answer the 
question you ask, and not a question 
that you did not ask? Can you 
make them think before answering ? 
Can you, and this is not so easy, 
can you make them see things as 
they are and describe exactly what 
they see ?

If you can do these things, or can 
learn to do these things, you can also 
learn to do the other things that will 
be required of the teacher mother. 
The mother need not sacrifice long 
hours to give book-instruction to her 
children. As one mother writes : “ 1 
have been teaching my children at 
home, but it has taken me such a 
little while each day to do what the 
teachers spend all day in doing, that 
I was afraid there was something 
wrong with ray teaching.” There is 
no need to spend moneyjfor costly de 
vices, patented apparatus and multi­
farious books. The very best teach 
ing a little child can have is that 
given by the mother who does her 
own housework. The very best les 
sons are those dealing with home 
surroundings, the child's world which 
may seem common place to us, but 
in the eyes of that .phild are new 
and wonderful.—John Stevenson/in 
America.

John's turn tonight to be out on the 
snowplough—or something might 
have happened a slide 1

She thought of Huckleberry Molly, 
and said to herself. “ Ob, why did­
n't 1 go ! Why didn’t I go!” 1

With her hands clasped together 
and her heart full of sudden panic, 
she walked up and down the room. 
Laddie, the big collie, evidently shar 
ing her excitement, stalked beside 
her. She imagined that she heard a 
queer muffled noise—a sliding, rum 
bling sound that meant—that could 
moan nothing except death !

Suddenly she became aware of a 
rasping sound outside John ! John 
digging his way in ! Flinging open 
the door she cried out, but only the 
rasping sound answered her. Sud 
denly, as she watched with dilated 
eyes, two fists broke through the 
crust of ice and snow and in a nfh 
ment Huckleberry Molly had forced 
her way through the wall.

Thje time she did not stop to talk. 
Her big, coarse hands were cut and 
bleeding, bat she took no notice. 
She shuffled into the bedroom and 
catching up the sleeping baby, 
wrapped him in his blankets. Hie 
little fair he id drooped sleepily upon 
her shoulder and she lifted a fold of 
the blanket and covered it. Then 
she pointed to a heavy coat that 
hung on the wall. %

“ Put on !” she ordered. “ Your 
man—he no come home tonight— 
—heap big slide—snowplough no 
come back. You come now.”

Mechanically Alice put on the big 
coat and wound a scarf round her 
head.

Huckleberry Molly looked round. 
“Money? You got money? You take 
'em l Take clothes for baby— 
hurry !”

As in a dream Alice Gordon 
obeyed. She called the big collie, 
and lighted a lantern.

Then the strange little procession 
started. Huckleberry Molly carried 
the bundled sleeping baby on one 
shoulder and the lantern in her 
other band. Alice followed with a 
suit case hastily stuffed with clothes 
for the baby. Behind them came 
the dog.

Somehow they clambered up to 
the level and out into the open. 
Ahead of them a short distance was 
the entrance to the snowehed. 
Alice looked round. The rain had 
ceased. All the world, apparently, 
was one great expanse of snow. Not 
a house roof was visible ! And over 
all, high and menacing, towered Old 
Eagle !

the loss will not have been in vain. 
Perhaps there was no other way for 
wayward, wilful, blinded man to real 
ize the sublimity ùf the sacrifice of 
the Redeemer and his love for His 
children, except by treading in His 
blood stained footprints up to the 
summit of Calvary.—A ip erica.

from which they will not be ousted. 
Mr. ltaupert tells us that many in 
mates of insane asylums, brought 
there in consequence of Spiritism, 
show all the signs of demoniac obses­
sion or possession. In reference to 
Spiritism, then, it is necessary to 
strictly observe the “Hands cff !”—8. 
in The Guaidian.

Standard Library
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A Honor's Keepsake, by Mrs. James Sadlier. a, 
interesting story with a strong moral purpose. TL 
characters are met with in every walk of Ame*i 

• can society, in evens trade and calling, in ever 
nook and comer. They are real.

Alvira, or The Heroine of Vaauvius. by R#v A 
O'Reilly, A thrilling story of the seventeen!.' 
century.

A Fair Emigrant, by Roaa Mulbolland.
A Daughter of the Sierra, by Christian Reid. 
Bessy Conway, by Mrs. Jas. Sadlier.
Bouu aim r toe. tiy jean connu., a new story by 

an author who knows how to write a splendidly
DRIVES NINETY MILES TO 

MAKE SICK CALL AÜÎ HISTORIC BELL , Connor O'Arty's Struggle*. By W M Barthold*.

uLv,;:,Lr^ t«encounter, being reduced to penury through 
improvident speculations on the part of the father.

Between Friends, by Richard A’unerle Joe Gael, 
is a leader among lhe boys of bt. Nicholas' board 
schgol and the hero of the story He is an orpha- 
and, thinking of the past, becomes so unhappy the 
he runs away. He Mas many experiences in tkw 
city, is arrested as a thief, sent to a reformatory 
NichoTas'^ *“ *SCape8' and Û1*Al,y *etB hack to S'

EDUCATION IN THE 
HOME

Few persona auepeofc that in the 
Cathedral church of Notre Dame, 
Paris, is a bell contemporaneous 
with Joan of Arc—“the blessed bell” 
which sounded the tocsin in August, 
1429, and Paris was besieged by the 
English.

This historic bell, referred to by 
Victor Hugo in his “ Notre Dame de 
Paris," 
in 1400
was refounded in 1686, and then re­
baptized under the name of Emman­
uel Louise Theresa of Austria.

So, if the bell is not the same bell 
which (bn heroine of Domremy 
heard, nevertheless the same metal 
vibrates today at the great religious 
ceremonies of the metropolitan 
church.

In view of later events it seems 
jrather more than coincidence that 
when all the other belle of Notre 
iSame were destroyed by the révolu 
tionisti Joan’s bell should have been 
spared.—Catholic Transcript.

The Rev. C. F. O'Farrell, Rector of 
St. Mary's Church at Montrose, Colo., 
recently drove an auto mobile seventy- 
six miles, then rode a horse fourteen 
miles at night to administer the last 
rites to a dying miner. Several 
times during his^riestly life Father 
O'Farrell has displayed remarkable 
heroism. On one occasion, during 
an accident in construction of 
irrigation tunnel, he rode on a hand 
car through the tunnel at a time 
when every person around about 
fully expected him to be killed in the 
attempt. But the priest merely re­
marked that he would not die at least 
until he had given the last Sacra 
ments to some men dying at the other 
end of the tunnel—men whom he 
could not reach in time without 
imperiling his life.—Buffalo Echo.

z “a.:.
and contain much pathos and humor.

Fabiola. By Cardinal Wiseman. This edition of 
Cardinal Wiseman s tale of early Christian 
1 much more modem and decidedly more attmc 

I itive loan the old editions. y
Fabiola's Sisters, 

is a companion

THE FOUNDATIONS fltST HE 
ACQUIRED AT HOME feel better for having read.

Captain Ted by Mary T. Waggaman. Captain Ter 
is a Catholic college boy forced by nrcumatanr* 
to leave beloved St. Klroer s and plunge into th» 
battle of life. His youth is against him, but hi 
honesty and perseverance win him a place at tb.

Children of the Log Cabin, by Henrietta Eugeni.

w,°” *
U..« Lor.lm, by - Lee." CI.re t cvttm, up 

home determines her doting parents to tend he 
among the gentle nuns, there to have her ha rum 
fecarum propensities sobered, if possible. Clare ). 
not in the convent twenty-four hours before thing 
begin to happen. *

Freddy (_.rr i AdymturM, by R„y. R. p. G.rrald

lovers of the adventures of a college boy.
,"1ay<b1 Jm_AndiHia Friends, by Rev. R. P. Ga 

joia.'b. J. Freddy the most mischievous nyklest 
lovable boy together with his companions, v
ar.iffWsS!
of their pranks, they frequently And themselves I- 
a scrap, the clearing up of which teaches thee 
many a useful lesson.

lie insight into the lives and characters of little 
neglected children, forced by relentless circuit 
stances into the poverty anu/squalor of a Nee 
York tenement house, is wonderfully 

Heiress of Cronenstem, The. By i. ountess Hahi
^&Jss&s,sr °' *-d ,o™ **•

Honor of the House, The ; by Mrs. Hugh Fra»» . 
I Mrs. Fraser is a sister of Marion Crawfofd.) 

u h7 Worked Their Way ; and Other Storla. 
?£an' Silort «tones, all en enabling aa< 

as befits their audience, not too imaginative, nc 
.Zro™ the ord*nary sui roundings < 

intended* C°Unt‘> l° ,a" * **

Mois ; or The Sacret of the Rue Chausaee d'Antie 
By Raoul de Nevery The story is a remarkabl' 
clever one ; it is well constructed and evinces master band.

la Ouest Of The Golden Chest, by George Barto, 
»t»orbing tale of real adventure—young, f real 

vital. To the boy who loves the romance whicl

yon Brack, 
t every reed.w:!'

Adapted by A. C. Clarke. Thia 
volume and a sequel to" Fabiola." 

Fiendly Little Houle, The ; and Other Stories, by 
Mnnc.it Ame, T.ggarl and Othn.1. A libiaiy of 
ÿioit itoriee of thnllin* mitral by e group of 
Catholic authors that take rauk with the beet 
witter, of contemporary fction.

GianeHe. by Rosa Mulbolland.

" If only I could give my children 
a good education,” lamente many a 
discouraged mother, “ I would gladly 
work my flngere to the very bone. 
But there ie no opportunity in tbie 
place, and we cannot afford to send 
them away from home."

Why look afar for what lies at our 
own threshold ; nay, within the nar­
row boundary of onr own home ? 
Home life ie the greateeb educational 
agency in the world, for good, it the 
home ie good ; fer evil if the home ie 
bad. In it all physical, all mental, 
all moral qualities take root and 
grow, If the soil Is good, and if the 
young plants are tenderly and care­
fully nurtured by the mother, the 
harvest, with God's help, will be 
good ; but only with God's help. 
The home ie the true garden where 
children should grow up. Not one 
helpful feature in the kindergarten 
as planned by Kroebel, not one help­
ful feature in the kindergarten as in 
troduOed into our public school 
system, nor one helpful feature in 
the primary school, that is not ready 
at hand in every simple, well ordered 
home.

Edt cation ie not book knowledge. 
Boys and girle of fourteen eo trained 
that they work intelligently, obey 
willingly, ere reverent, courteous, 
prompt, self-controlled end observ 
ing, are educated, even it unable to 
pass a sixth grade examination. On 
the other hand, the university gradu­
ate who lacks one or more of these 
essentials is not educated. It is 
neither possible nor desirable that 
all become Senators, but it is highly 
desirable and possible to educate 
every normal child into a good up 
right, trustworthy, God fearing eiti 
zen. To attain this will be worth 
any trouble, any anxious care, it may 
cause. It will be attained as soon as 
parents realize that they are the true 
and God appointed educators and fol­
low the maxim, ” Train up a child in 
the way he should go."

The home, and the home only, can 
successfully educate. The school, at 
its best, can only build, according to 
its lights, upon the foundation given 
by home instruction, supplementing 
and developing the teaching given by 
wise parents The school does not, 
cannot remodel the child that has 
made a false start at home. Men and 
women are what they are, because 
the home trained them aright, or 
failed to train them aright. The 
teacher.mother has been, is, and will 
ever be the greatest educational asset 
of mankind. Every mother who 
does not have to support her children 
should herself teach them until they 
are prepared to enter, say, the third 
grade in our grammar schools and 
can with credit to the mothers and 
themselves, take their places in these

was given to the Cathedral 
by Jean de Montiign. Ita great

Light Ol Hi. Countenance, The By Jeton. 
Marte. A highly eucceielul itory. The plot a 
flawless, the character, are natural, their coaver, 
eetioo is sprightly end unhampered, and there era 
hhrst. of^genuine comedy to lighten the tragic

“ «ss- ,.Br.idR^,hM:'«d'SLf'3
dataila not always found in novels of the day, while 
its development bears w tinea* at rvery page to a 
complete mastery of the subject, joined to 
and force of diction.

Mi“ Frin. By M. E. Francis. A captivating tale ol 
Irish life redolent of genuine Celtic wit, loveaad 
pathos, and charming in the true Catholic «pint 
that permeates every page.

Monk'. Pardon, The. By Raoul de Navery An 
of*Sj a'in r0mance of l°e time of King Philip IV.POWERS OF DARKNESS

TRUTH IS MIGHTY; IT MUST 
PREVAIL My Lady Beatrice. By 

of a society girl's development 
a strong inan, It is vivid in i 
intense in interest.

Frances Cooke. The story 
through the love »f 

character ization, avd
The war that tore bo many loved 

ones from their families has given a 
new impetus to the fad of spiritism.
It is claimed that we can enter into 
communion with the souls of the 
dead, hear them, see them, speak to 
them and get messages from them.
The desire to do so, it it could be 
realized, would seem to be a legit­
imate expression of affection, and 
men of no mean distinction say that 
it can be done.

Mr. Godfrey Raupert, a member of 
the Oxford University, our best 
Catholic expert on this subject, who 
is now lecturing in the United 
States, says that two things have 
been established by psychic research 
as incontestable facts : the occur 
rence of abnormal phenomena, which 
allow no natural explanation, and 
the existence of extraneous disorgan 
ized or spiritual agencies. The 
material ^ponoeption of the universe 
has received a death blow. Hence 
forth no one can be both a scientist 
and a materialist.

Quite another ' question is this, 
whether these spiritual agencies are 
the souls of the dead or something 
else. What the scientists, like sir 
Oliver Lodge or Prof Barrett of Dub 
lin, who champion Spiritism, do not 
tell us are the baneful consequences 
entailed on those who practice Spir­
itism. They become physical, 
mental and moral wrecks. Add to 
this that the answers given by the 
supposed deceased relatives are 
mostly frivolous, often contradicting, 
and /always mischievous in their 
final consequences. Nor has science 
Seen able to raise the identification 
of these spirit agencies to any degree 
of certainty.

Now apart from many marvelous ( 
phenomena that seems clearly be- j , ARaln the master-writers of today 
yond the powers of disembodied “ave turned their talents to religion, 
souls, can such effects as the above ! ()ne ne,e‘~ but instance the spirit of 
mentioned reasonably be traced to Posent day poetry. It is no longer 
them as their source. Mr. Raupert *ue fa8hionof poets to rail at the 
is convinced that they cannot. If spiritual. The soldier poets especial- 
it is urged that the appearing spirits *y have been singing of the eternal 
identify themselves by their acquaint "kinge. 
ance with particulars that transpired 
so exclusively between them and 
their interlocutors that they could 
not poss bly be known to others. For 
this difficulty Mr. Raupert has a 
plausible explanation. All the knowl­
edge we get through the various 
channels of information is indelibly 
impreteed on our mind- What we 
do not actually use is kept stored up 
in the recesses of the subconscious 
mind. Whether we are able to recall 
it upon our effort or not, it is there, 
and sometimes bubbles up spontané 
oubly or flashes into consciousness 
in a crisis much as a danger of 
death.

Under normal conditions the con 
soious mind of man has control over 
the subconscious region, opening or 
shutting t.he ‘ trap door ’ between the 
two at will. But when the conscious 
mind has surrendered its control 
and become passive—which is a con 
dit on without which there is no 
success in spiritualistic experiment 
—the subconscious mind is open for 
invasion to spirit intelligences.
There they can read all the impres 
eions, all our past experiences, and 
since every encounter of ours with 
our departed relatives is recorded 
there, it is plain how they can 
startle ns with the rehearsal of situ­
ations that: were strictly private.

Siuce then departed souls would 
not be parties to the mischief dine 
to their surviving relatives, and since 
all their proofs of ideut flea ion are 
lacking the force of demonstration, 
the spiritists are obviously dealing 
with another kind of spirits. That 
they are not good spirits is shown by 
the baneful < fleets of communing 
with them. To the Christian who 
has firm faith their messages destruc­
tive of Christianity are proof incon­
testable We have therefore in Spir­
itism a revival of paganism when the 
“prince of this world” had sway over 
the hearts and minds of men. Christ 
the Saviour being discarded, the Liar 
from the beginning is coming into 
his own again. This is the meaning 
o' Spirit sm.

All men, Catholics as well as others, 
need to be warned against this fright­
ful danger. It will not do to play 
with this pestilence. It works like 
morphine on the body. Before a man 
ie aware, he is a slave to a habit -he 
cannot shake cff any more. So by 
opening the mind to the spirits of 
darkness man gives them a possession

RELIGION POPULARENGLISH JOURNAL CALLS FOR 
ACKNOWLEDGMENT OF DEBT 

DUE IRELAND
From the Westminster Gazette. London

Englishmen who have been accus­
tomed to believe that Ireland has 
“ done nothing in the war,” and is 
sullenly hostile to the Allied cause, 
will rub their eyes on reading of the 
scenes of enthusiasm reported from 
Dublin and many other parts of 
Ireland recently.

They are, nevertheless, quite gen 
nine, and few Irishmen will be 
prised at them, 
the troubles and controversies of the 
last three years, Ireland has made a 
great contribution to the war.

Out of her population of 4.000,000, 
not less than 250,000 men have 
fought for the Allied cause, and if 
we add the Irish in the Dominion 
contingents and the Irish who have 
served with the Navy—to say noth­
ing of the Irish who have come over 
with the Americans—the total would 
probably be not less than half a 
million.

When conscription was proposed 
for Ireland, competent judges, who 
made fair allowance for the fact that 
the great majority of the population 
was agricultural, placed the addi­
tional number that could be ob 
tained 
at all, 
thousand.

It would be a gross injustice if the 
failure to obtain this last hundred 
thousand caused us to forget that 

great majority of Irishmen did 
their duty as manfully and gallantly 
as Englishmen, Scotchmen, or 
Welshmen.

The Irish regiments have by com 
mon consent fought splendidly, and 
it will be a thousand pities if some 
public opportunity is not taken of 
acknowledging the debt that the 
country owes to them.

Nothing could be more embitter­
ing to men who have loyally served 
to the utmost than to listen to the 
indiscriminate abuse which it is 
now the fashion in some quarters to 
heap upon Ireland in utter forget­
fulness of the part which hundreds 
of thousands of her sons have 
played.

strong and full of action, and contains a greet 
deal of masterly cnaracterizationIt is very gratifying to hear from 

the publishers of religious books that 
the American public ie buying and 
reading their publications to a great­
er extent than ever before. Not only 
do the avowedly religious publishing 
houses report a great increase in 
their sales, but even the secular pub­
lishers report that their sale of re­
ligious titles has shown a marked in 
crease.

In a word, the tendency of the 
reading public, at least of that por­
tion of it which is considered 
thoughtful, is toward the reading of 
religious books. The more one 
thinks of it the less surprised he is. 
Why should it not be so ? We have 
been lining in times that tried men’s 
souls.

Before the War amusement played 
a big part in our life. And that 
search for amusement continued into 
the realm of literature. People read 
to be amused. The result was an 
outpouring of popular books and 
magazines. The world had for a 
long time lost its standards.

Who remembers many of the books 
that a decade ago were hailed as 
masterpieces ? They are forgotten. 
We lived in a make-believe world, 
and our literature of the popular 
kind was a reflection of that world.

But happily a change has come. 
Men who have faced sorrow and 
sacrifioes have had their ideas 
changed in regard to life. They 
have come to see that man does not 
live by bread alone. Their thought? 
have been turned to God.

XÏJ-- ,Lo*!Th“'
Rora ol The World. By M C. Mnrtta. A 

•weet and tender story, and will appeal to tb* 
reader through these qualities.

Round Table of French Catholic Novelists 4
sseyrui"bytbe

Secret Of The Green Vase. The By Frances Cooke 
1 he story is one of high ideals and strong charae- 
ters. The " secret " is a very close one. and the 
wider will not solve it until near the end of the

Shadow Of Eversleigh. By Jane Lansd 
is a weird tale, blending not a little of 
♦uc dent W,tb various stirring and

Women of Catholicity.
O'Carroll, Isabella of 
etc. Sketches of six 
olic history.

•;

Memoirs of Margaret 
Castile, Margaret Roper 

women remarkable In Cath-
In God's Good Time. By H. M. Ross. This ia i 

story that grasos the heart, stirring in it the live

Amet
Jack Hildreth, the hero of the story hat 

been received as a chief among the Apache Indians 
He is the kind of hero thatls dear to the troyiib 
heart, young and powerful build, fearless and 
daring in disposition, and at the 
thoroughly upright and honest.

Juniors Of St. Bede's, The. by Rev. Thos. H. Bryson 
An excellent story in which the rough, poorly bied 
bad-minded boy puts himself against the boy of 
sterling character to his own discomfiture. Th;i 
* new »Gle of Catholic tale.

Klondike Piccm. A by Ele.no. C Donnelly. Hep 
we find a camp fitted up with a stove, and al 
appurtenances for fishing bathing, or otherwi» 
idling away a holiday. These sports are varied bj
lÏLSX'w^nV” r“UOld ’"ke"°'

Lady Of The Tower, The ; and Other Stories b\ 
George Barton and others. This is a collection of 
short stones which will please the most fastidiom 
taste. I be volume comprises fifteen stories whic’ 
are worthy to live in short-story literature Mos 
of them are delicate little love tales ; the 
stories of adventure or mystery.

Uttle Marshalls At The Lake. The. by Ma 
Nixon R;,ulet. The seven Marshall children s 

-eek at a lake side. They have an un 
ted series of adventures and fun. Plenty of 

trips and picnics make life interesting for 
Fishing and swimming help to m«L , 

success ot their holidays
Milly Aveimg, by Sara Tremor Smith The .tory oI 

» helpl-M young girl's bearing her cross with 
patience and courage. By so doing she becomes a 
eource of edification and an inspiration to bettai

^r *whh Udï'and °Ugh' “
Mystery of Hornby Hall, The. by Anna 

About Hornby Hall theie hangs a mystery 
» unravelled ere the story is finished. In contrast 
to it is Mayfair all brightness, where live thi 
people who are destined to penetrtte the secrets 
that have such a blighting f fleet on its owner.

Mystery Of Cleverly, The by George Harton. Telli 
of a career of a youth who is thrown upon his owi 

sources by the sudden death of his father undei 
a cloud of suspicion as a thief. After many upi 
and downs and some remarkable adventures, hi 
eventually triumphs over advei

Ned Richer, by Rev. John W 
Rieder Father a eh* has

snr-
For, in spite of all

85c. Each, Postpaid
Ambition'! Contest. By Father Faber. The stnry 

of a young man who starts out in life to be • 
statesman, loses all his religion, but finally, through
kstc JtaS&Sd.’" ■a“*nc”i (>>d
illy Glenn of the Broken Shutters. By Anthony 
Yorke. Illustrated. A story of boy life in Urn 
downtown section of New York, narrating the 
adventures of Billy Glenn and his companions ot 
The Broken Shutters, a boys' club of their neigh- 
borhood. The book is full of adventures, including 
a thrilling rescue of a child from a burning building 
by Billy and an exciting trip on a sailing vessel to 
hcrok^e8piint<1,ee" “11 lh a ratt,in* Food boy* 

Blind Agnes, by Cecilia Mary Caddell. Few tales
:"dd:iiïhTo,i,,d*r^m.C‘m‘,,re w,,h ,hl1

Boys Owu

R

Suddenly panic seized Alice. It 
eeemed to her excited fancy that she 
could see something moving, far up 
there under the pale light of the 
moon. Everything was still, but she 
imagined that she heard a distant 
muffled sound.

“ Oh, hurry I Hurry !” she cried to 
the dark figure before her.

Grouching low, they entered the 
mouth of the long snowehed, which 
the lantern feebly illuminated.
Several times Alice, less sure footed 
than the old squaw, fell into the snow 
that banked the narrow path.

The baby woke and cried. A pro- 
jetting shelf of snow along one side 
had struck him in the face To the 
frightened girl the quarter mile that 
they slowly traversed through the 
dark, low shed seemed interminable.

At latt H ickiebarry Molly turned 
into a side passage that led from the 
main shed. A gleam of light shone 
through the cracks round a door, 
and the squaw stumbled toward it. schools. 
The baby still cried, and Alice was 
calling :

“O Mrs. Maloney, open the door, !
Open the door 1 ’

The door was at once flung open, 
ani a broad good natiured Irishwoman 
looked out.

“My soul, 'tia Mrs Gocdoo l” she 
cried, “Qome in! Conn in !” .She 
caight the baby from Huckleberry 
Molly’s arms an i cuddled him against 
her motherly shoulder. Then she 
reached out and pulled Alice into 
the warm kitchen. “Come in, Molly, 
you, too !” she cried. “Now, then 
what does it mean?”

Alice told her.
“My soul alive! ’ cried Mrs. Maloney.

“I thought there wasn't a livin’ soul 
up on the hill to-night! I heard you 
had left and—”

Mrs. Maloney broke off and held up 
her hand. “What’s that! Hark! ’Tie 
a slide somewhere!” she cried in great 
excitement. “I know the sound—I 
was here seven years ago. Listen!”

A long, low, rambling, sliding,
^ grinding sound came dully to their 

ears—a vibration, a roar—an ever-in­
creasing volume of sound that finally 
died away into silence.

The next morning John Gordon, 
haggard from lack of sleep and filled 
with terror at the thought of what 
might have been, came up from the 
station where he had heard the 
news, and walked into Mrs. Mal­
oney’s warm kitchen, never thinking 
to knock. He held his 
baby in hie arms and looked at 
Huckleberry Molly, who was sitting 
beside the stove.

“ It’s all gone, little wife,” he said.
“There’s nothing left—everything 
buried under tons of enow and rock !
But I never was so happy in my life.
At the end of the week a train’s 
coming through and I’m going to 
take you and the baby out until 
spring. If you had stayed in the 
house ten minutes longer—”

i boom., a complete encyclopedia o
—». S5KÊ
Bailing, swimming, skating, running, bicycl n* 
etc., and how to play over fifty other games.

this means at not much, if 
ore than another hundred Burden of Honor, The. tiy Christine Faber. A 

•tory of mystery and entanglements so interwove»
cs'B^^îisiæssïa
tic sudden and severe.

Carrol' penM^scmfude if, Australia!*11* »«■ * «"* 
Catho1 ic Crusoe, by Rev W. H. Anderdon. U. A, 

The adventures of Owen Fvans. Esq., Burgee,■ » 
Mate, set ashore with companions on a desolate 
Island in the Carribean Sea.

nthu

T. Sadliei 
tery whicl Cness fB^geto^Undrn e* Qeaber' " Kir d’

Con O'Regan. By Mrs. James Sadlier. Narrating 
the experiences of Con O Regan and his sister 
Winnie in an interesting and wholesome manner.

Dion And The Sibyls. By Miles Keen. A class* 
novel, far richer in sentiment and sounder In 
thought than “ Ben Hur."

nor Preston. By Mrs. James Sadlier. A no 
following a young girl through her sorrows

Fatal"Resemblance, A. By Christine Faber. This 
it an entertaining romance of two young girls, 
and shows how uncertain are the smiles of fortune

Five O’Clock Stories, or The Old Tales Told Again 
By a Religious of the Society of the Holy Child.*

Forgive anu t-urgvi. tiy timsi Lin8eu a tweet 
and w. otesome love story, showing the pewer of 
nobility of soul and unfaltering devotion.

Gordon Lodge. By Agnes M. White. A fascinating 
ic novel relating the adventures of an 

orphan left in the care of a relative.
Guardian's Mystery, The. By Christine Faber. This 

a capital story well told. It contains just 
enough sensation to make the reading a pleasure

HA?aleof Cashel**'The’ By Ura- James Sadlier.
Leandro • Ot, the Sign of the Cross. A Cathol e 
•^Printed from The Messenger of The Seen ê

Lisbeth. The Story of a First Communion. B* 
MaryT. Waggaman. A story of great inter es . 
strong faith and earnest simplicity.

Louisa Kirkbndge, by Rev. A. J. Thebaud, 8. I. A 
dramatic tale of New York City after the Civil 
War, full of exciting narratives infused with a 
strong religious moral tone.

Margaret Ropei^ A very interesting historical novel

Moondynejoe. By John Boyle O'Reilly. A thrill- 
ing story of heroism, and adventure in which mo* 
of the action takes place in the Penal Prisons 
Australia to which Moondyne Joe has 
demned for political activity, and from 

through a series of

ere. Around Net Kill aA reading publia that has appre­
ciated Joyce Kilmer is not ashamed 
to be found reading religious books. 
Then, too, the innumerable sketch­
books that have come forth from the 
war, such as those of Tiplady, Kettle, 
Redmond, not forgetting the classic 
of the young soldier Borsi, have been 
saturated with religion. In a multi­
tude of ways there has been a re­
vival of religion, and it is not strange 
taat that revival has been evident in 
literature.

Locking at the matter from the 
Catholic point of view it is encourag 
irg. Catholic devotions, Catholic 
d ictrine, Catholic history have been 
popularized. Our Catholic soldiers 
have had a chance to get in touch 
with the best in their Catholic liter­
ature.

The-- habit has been formed in 
many of our people of reading spirit­
ual fcooM. They will not readily 
give up the habit, for they have 
found that apart from the benefit to 
their souls from such books there is 
nothing more entertaining than lit­
erature.

The future is full of promise for 
Catholic literature. It is for us all 
to unite in helping the cause. And 
the best way to help is to read and 
thus create the demand. We have 
the writers in abundance ; let us 
have the readers.—Boston Pilot.
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Now as to the remits of euch*home 
teaching. It relieves the con j option 
in the lower grades, just where mass- 
teaching is most destructive ; it pre­
pares the children so that they will 
advance safely in school because they 
have learned how to work and be­
cause they understand what they 
have learned.

It is far more important that the 
child whan entering any school 
should be well trained, than that the 
new teacher should be competent. 
Even a poor teacher can teach some­
thing to one who has been trained to 
learn, and therefore wants to learn ; 
the best teacher cannot teach pne 
who has not been trained to learn 
and therefore does not want to learn. 
Natural ability, ambition, eagerness 
to excel will not bring success to the 
pupil untrained at home. No greater 
injustice can be done the child than 
to place it in school before it has 
learned how to learn, to obey, to ob­
serve, to attend, to measure, to an­
swer question-t, to memorize, to read, 
understand and correctly form simple 
sentences. These are the founda 
tions for all ideal, real and practical 
education.

But are the mothers qualified to 
give such instruction ? No mother 
who can read, is justified in saying 
that she does not know how to teach 
her own children. She can learn 
how, even though she has had only 
primary schooling herself. At work 
in her home school, she becomes 
clever as she never was clever before. 
She learns by teaching. Her instinct, 
her patient and understanding love, 
as she wa ches her children’s growth 
and development, guide her to find 
the right way to take her all import­
ant part in their education. She 
does not need a rigid system. She 
does not need much theory. She is 
not dealing with theoretical children 
but with children as they are.

Here is a test of the mother's abil­
ity to conduct her own kindergarten 
and primary school :

Can you teach your children the 
Lord’s Prayer ?

Can you teach thereto sew on but 
tons ? To tie a knot ? To set the 
table ? To use a broom ? To draw 
a straight line ?

Can you teach them the names of 
the birds that visit your yard ? The 
trees and flowers growing near your 
home ? The common garden vege­
tables ? The six primary colors ?

,larAt ML Anne's, The. by Marion , 
ninowe. A jolly story. There is a convert 

school atmosphere about the narrative that •» 
appealing to any one who has spent even a shot I 
Duoil™ *UCh 8 h0™* °f k,ndly 'ntere*t in the

Petromlla, and Other Stories, bv Eleanor C 
Donnelly. There are eight stories, and nearl*
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Playwater Plot, The by Mary T Waggaman. Then 
is a plot on foot to abduct Lester Leonard, a sicl 
boy, who is a millionaire twice over, for ransom 
How the plotters are captured and the boy rot-
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“THE RETURN”
With a delicate sense of the yearn­

ing of the great world's human heart 
at the close of the frightful conflict 
which has taken its awful toll St the 
best blood of all races of men, cru­
saders who have fought that oppres­
sion might end and freedom might 
spread from shore to shore, Scribner's 
has placed as the frontispiece of its 
first issue of tbe New Year, a drawing 
which for its deep spiritual signifl 
oance might well have served as a 
symbol of the entire life-work of the 
Pontiff who died of a broken heart as 
the war began, so well does it sum up 
his restaur are omnia in Christo. Even 
more forcibly does it crystalize into 
a moment of tragic pathos the out 
pourings of the soul of the present 
Father of Christendom and those of 
his children in every land weary with 
the suffering of the past four years 
and more.

In a little chapel there rises a 
gaunt figure of the crucified Christ 
dimly lit by the flickering flame of 
some half burned votive candles. At 
the foot of the Cross, clinging to the 
wood in a posture of agonized relief, 
a lonely, solitary soldier is kneeling ; 
his head is bowed with the air of one 
who has made his way through im­
measurable trial but in the end, be 
yond his fondest hopes, he finds 
peace, where there seemed no 
hope of peace. Every line of the 
drooping soldier tells of inntterable 
fatigue and bis whole figure seems to 
be crying out: “Oh Christ, was 
there no other way ?” The Saviour 
is gazing down with infinitely gentle 
compassion on his brother-in-arms, 
and seems to be answering ; “ Hast 
thou, indeed, found Me at last ?”

No other picture has caught with 
such tremendous power the supreme 
signifiance of the fearful struggle, 
mankind finding its way through 
much tribulation to the feet of 
Christ. Should this lesson be fully 
impressed on all men, the pain and

thing is at sixes and sevens, but after passing
»,r;rlahrk brigh’ **d*”-

from her convent home by her uncle, an inveter 
ate burot against everything Catholic, succeed. 
In finding an approach to his iron-bound heart 
8he is finally reunited to her father, a supposed
*ù£ïvVa7™;L'r„a..‘nd h” which he 

dare-deviforces his escape 
adventures.

More Five O’Clock Stories, by 
Holy Child.

Shipmates, by Mary T. Waggaman Pip a boy ol 
twelve, is lying et death’s door, without hope of 
relief, in close, unwholesome city quarters. A 
•hack on the coast is rented, and there the family

awffss t
Fip s cheeks, get them acquainted with Roving 
t^adi BDd the reeu,te’ makee very fascinating

a Religious of the

innocently accused of murdering an enemy of hei 
(.mil,. Wh.n all swans lost, tts. raal murder» 
filled with remorse, confesses his crime.

NeSadH«bt1' A ln,cre8ting taJe by Mrs. James

the town of Hartford from an India 
and is taken prisoner

T?Ld yh* Tbnliaht, by Mother M. Salome 
Mother Salome has gone to the Lives of the 
Saints and the volumes of early Church history 
and has gathered a great variety of episodes and 
adventures- Temptingly they are laid out 
before us.

Traii of The Dragon, The ; and Other Stories, b> 
Marion F Nixon-Roulet and other leading Catho 
lie authors. A volume of stories which make ven 
interesting and profitable reading for
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Old and New. Or, Taste 
written in a fascinating 
Sadlier.
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By Mrs. J

ROTMngth. Whirlwind. By Chri.tim Faber, 
of incident, .trange. .t.rtling, wn.ntionnl 
tragic, which move quickly.

Red Ascent. The. By Esthe 
fine stirring story.

Reu .uce, i..e, ny Gerard A, Reynold, A dram* 
tic story of the Boxer Uprising in China, narrating 
the exciting experiences by a group of European* 
whe band together for self protection There is a 
captivating charm in the way this tale is told, and 
it is done with a force that gives the dramatic parte 
wo pronounced a realism that the reader feels him- 
•elf a part of the life of this far-off country, siding

Full

TIME r W. Neill. It 1. awife and

A blade of grass which hie sprung 
up amid the sand bends towards the 
brook; and each wave, as it passes, 
shakes the blade of grass, which falls 
and rises to fall once more. . . . 
This blade of grass is man, who is 
tossed about by the billows of life, 
and who ie, in turn bowed down hy 
trials, and raised again by hope. 
The blade of grass yields little by 
little to the wave, falling each time 
lower, rising each time less high. 
The wave draws it, tears it np at last, 
ani bears it away. Thus man, that 
blade of grass, toils wearily until he 
succumbs. That rapid water, which 
is called time, tosses him about, up 
roots him, and hurries him on toward 
the ocean of eternity.—Abbe Roux.

In religious princip es, may exercise in a circle 
where such influences have not previously 
at work, is the ground idea of the story 
most interestingly worked out through 
cession of dramatic incidents.

beer 
a 11 '*

Treasure of Nugget Mountain, The. bv Marion A 
Taggart. The ride for life from the lake ol 
petroleum with horse end rider clogged by .th» 
fierce unreason of the boy Harry, is a piece of 
the lan gu age * which hae ,ew counterparts Ir

Unbidden Guest, The. By Frances Cooke A tal 
of hearts that love, suffer, and win. It is i 
uniquely conceived tale, full of unexpected com 
plications, and with a heroine who is 
» ’atholic as to be an inspiratu

Winnetou, The \pache Knight, bv Marion A. 
TBggart in tbe present volume Jack Hildrett 
goes West, meets Winnetou under tragic circnm 
stances, is captured hy him and sentenced todi< 
How he escapes and how they become fas 
friends Is shown through chapters of breathlesi 
Interest,

U

•dly her best book, sets beftre us the life and 
,OrJU»kee,Lf»W0uFre2^h famill«8. the Man voisins 
and the De Barlis. The plot is very well thought 
» _ t£MtonL,e re,m»rkably well told, end Is sure 
to hold the attention of the reader from the first 
oage to the last.Ha lvft the sentence unfinished, 

and shuddered at the thought that 
filled hia mind,i

Alice went over to the stove and 
put her arm round the Indian 
woman’s shoulders. “I’d be there, 
John,” she said. " I’d be there— 
now—it it hadn't been for Molly. 
She—she—” Ask for Quantity DiscountAsk for Quantity Discount

tUljf (Eatljolic jHemriii (Ecttfjnltc ^mrrîtHuckleberry Molly's small, black 
eyee shone and her swarthy cheeks 
glowed..

Promise» will get you friends, but 
non-performance will turn them into 
enemies.—Franklin.
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