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THE NEW YEAR
THREEJimmy and try once more. I'm sure 

he’ll listen to you this time. ”
“All right, mother, I’ll try again, 

and may Clod and St. Francis reward 
your faith,”

As he slowly retraced hie steps to 
the sick room, a sudden thought 
■truck him. Opening the door noise
lessly, he saw at a glance that a de
cided change for the worse had come 
over the phtient. Realizing that death 
was at hand and that not a moment 
was to be lost, he knelt at the bedside 
and began to speak in a voice filled 
with deepest emotion. With a mut- 
tured curse, Jimmy turned again to 
the wall, but the priest never faltered. 
He spoke of the happy days now long 
past, the days of Jimmy’s boyhood, 
the days when he knelt each morning 
m altar boy before the tabernacle, 
the days when mortal sm a 
stranger to his innocent heart. As 
the words flowed with marvelous 
unction from the lips of the good 
prieet, two little streams welled from 
the boy’s half closed eyes and trinkled 

<down hts cheeks. Grace had triumph
ed at last 1

After listening with compassion to 
the boy’s story of sin and shame, and

surlng him of the Savior’s merciful 
forgiveness, Father Rooh repaired to 
the kitchen to bring the good tidings 
to the heartbroken mother, 
found her kneeling against a chair, 
clutching her roeasy tightly to her 
breast her.eyes turned toward heaven 

A few minutes later, the prod
igal’s purified soul took its flight into 
eternity borne aloft on the wings of 
his mother’s prayer.—Father Giles, 
O. F. »

must and will remain French.
Hence, Sire, I make bold to atk 

your Majesty, what profit will accrue 
to Germany from the possession of a 
province ever drawn towards the 
motherland by its memories, its af
fections, its yearningsand its hopes ?” 
The seizure and possession of Alsace 
“will be for Germany a source of 
weakness, not an element of strength, 
a permanent well head of unrest, not 
a guarantee of tranquility and peace. 
The France of the future cannot 
cept the odious sacrifice thus forced 
upon her.”

Looking into that future the 
Rishop beholds the seeds of hatred 
sown in the heart of his country 
That violation of his country’s in
tegrity and honor will sooner or later 
cause another w 
modern progress 
the bonds of commerce and industry 
would seem to make such fratricidal 
strife an impostibility. History 
teaches that a durable peace is one 
that is profitable to the conqueror 
without; exasperating the conquered. 
“If the King of Prussia refrains from 
annexing to Germany a province 
wuich in heart and soul is entirely 
French, he can bring about a lasting 
ptace. France intact means a peace 
for many years to come ; France 
mutilated means war. Between such 
alternatives the King of Prussia must 
not hesitate." Had these words been 
heeded one at least of the causes of 
the late war would have been elimin
ated

The history of the Church gives us 
similar examples of pastoral frank
ness. There are few cities whose 
names have come up so often in the 
last months as Cambrai, 
brought back memories of an arch
bishop who 200 hundred years ago 
presided over its spiritual welfare. 
Thousands lovingly remember the 
gentle Fenelon and recall the days 
when they read the opening sen
tences of his “Telemaohue.” “The 
Swan of Cambrai," thus is the Arch 
bishop, known. Never was there a 
more tender hearted and lovable 
priest. But the gentle are also 
strong. Theirs is the heart to 
kindle with 
injustice, 
ception.
which contain his letters full of a 
father’s love to his pupil, the Dube of 
Bourgogne, grandson of Louie XIV., 
there is an historic letter to Louie 
himself. Some doubt has been cast 
upon its authenticity owing to a 
sentence or two which are hard to 
reconcile with what we know of the 
former life of Fenelon at court under 
the very eyes of Louis. The majority 
of critics, however, call the letter his.

clare war, because your terms are 
unfair and cruel. So true is this 
that your enemies prefer to fight you 
openly in war rather than conclude 
peace with you, because they know 
that the peace made at the point of 
the sword will not be a real and 
lasting one,

In these words the Archbishop of 
Cambrai shows himself a real states- 

But he is also a patriot, and 
the sorrows of his country wring 
from him words of deepest pathos. 
Your people, he informs Louie, as 
La Btuyere was bo tell hipi, though 
indirectly, are dying of hunger. The 
fields ate de^prted, town and country 
are depopulated. You have de
stroyed one-half of the raal strength 
of your kingdom. Yet you are blind 
folded to these evils. Referring to 
Marshal de Luxembourg’s brilliant 
but flimsy victories at Steenkirk and 
Neerwinden, he adds a few words 
which might have gone home to 
William of Hobenzollern had he 

them some time between 
March 21 and the middleof July, 1918.

* While after a terrible struggle 
you remain master on the field of 
battle and capture the guns of the 
enemy, while you take towns and 
cities, you do not remember that you 
are fighting on ground which is 
crumbling under your feet an 1 that 
in spite of all your victories you will 
fall.”

In this arraignment of the policy of 
Louis, who, as Fenelon says, “loves 
only himself,” acts as if he were 
“ a God on earth," and as if " every
thing else on earth has been created 
to be sacrificed for him,” the priest, 
the Bishop, the father speaks. The 
King must be told the truth ; be must 
humble himself under the hand of 
God ; be must give peace and rest te 
his suffering people.

History repeats itself. As long as 
there will be princes like the 
Henrys of England and of Germany, 
like Louis of France or the Hohen 
zollerog of modern days, there will 
be men like Ambrose and Thomas a 
Becket and Gregory VII, Mercier 
and Freppel and Fenelon to plead 
for outraged justice. The see of 
Cambrai gave us in the lato 
another example of episcopal 
age. In Cambrai, as in the cities of 
Belgium, the German authorities 
had ordered the Bishops and priests 
to surrender the church bells to 
furnish materials for German 
The world knows how Cardinal 
Mercier protested against the injus 
tice. It does not know quite so well 
of the letter of protest sent to the 
Kaiser by the Archbishop of Cam
brai, Mgr. Chollet. It is a brave 
letter, breathing the spirit of thjse 
gallant Bishops, Frauenberg of 
Mechlin and Da Broglie of Ghent, 
who were not afraid to withstand 
the encroachments 
statesmen and 
tyranny.

After exposing the odious character 
of the order the Archbishop paints 
a striking picture of the ravages of 
the German invasion. Everywhere 
he sees:

“Excessive requisitions and unlaw
ful confiscations; homes violated and 
rifled; people turned out their dwell
ings; furniture scattered or carried 
off ; exorbitant fines ; prisons filled 
with innocent people ; fortification- 
work imposed upon us against our 
own country under pain of punish
ments unknown to any code. The 
clergy are suspect; the priests are de
prived of most of tbeir churches. . . 
The country is ruined. . . . Trade, 
industry and agriculture are brought 
to noth ng."

The factories, he adds, have been 
robbed of their machines, the very 
ploughs in the fields have been 
ried off, the milch cows taken from 
tbeir sheds, and one of the most fer
tile countries of Eirope must rely 
for support on charity of strangers. 
He thus concludes the picture :

“ The villages have been razed to 
the ground ; she trees of the forest 
have been shattered ; the fruit trees 
killed, things forbidden by God to be 
touched even among peoples whom 
He had ordered to be put to the 
sword."

William of Hohenzollern received 
the letter of the Archbishop, but 
sent back word that it was too long 
to lead In his exile at Amerongen 
be will surely have the ten minutes 
leisure which the perusal of the letter 
requites. Amid the wreck of his 
arrogant hopes and thwarted designs 
he will read with bitter 
and regret the eloquent words of a 
Catholic priest and archbishop. He 
will rue the hour when he rejected 
a plea made in thé name of humanity 
and justice. These words written by 
Archbishop Chollet must now sound 
ominous in the ears of the disillus
ioned war lord :

Sire, the tears and curses of a 
whole people are a heavy burden to 
carry, the weight of which your Maj
esty will not care to have lying upon 
your dynasty or your Empire. If you 
think that international conventions 
may be denounced, you also know 
that above all conventions there 
principles and laws which cannot 
either be denounced or abrogated, the 
laws of justice and humanity, and 
the principle of the supremacy of 
right over might. These principles 
and laws, if they be violated, are their 
own avengers.’’

To that warning William II. of Ger
many, like his grandfather, and 
Louis XIV7. in similar circumstances, 
turned a deaf ear But the Archbis
hop’s prophecy did not go unfulfilled. 
Law and justice have shown that 
they could defend themselves They 
have been their own swift and merci
less avengers.

“ ‘Water ! water l Just one drop, 
for God’s sake, somebody 1 Only one 
drop 1" the dying man then cried in 
French.

“ The tender hearted boy could 
stand that no longer. Once, twice, 
three times : in spite of our utmost 
remonstrance he tried uneuocesfully 
to clear the pit. At last he gave a 
desperate leap over the embankment, 
and once on the other side throw 
himself fiat upon the ground and 
crawled toward his dying foe. He 
ooald not get close to him because of 
the terrible fire, but he broke a 
sumach bush, tied lo the stick his 
precious canteen and landed it in 
the sufferer's trembling hand.

“ You never heard such gratitude 
in your life. Perhaps there was 
never anything like it before. The 
officer was for tying his gold watch 
on the stick and sending it back as 
a slight return for the disinterested 
act. Bat this the boy would not 
allow. He only smiled happily and 
returned as he had gone, crawling 
amid a hailstorm of bullets. When 
he reached the edge of the pit he 
called out to his comrades to clear 
the way for him, and with a mighty 
leap he was among ue once 
He was not even scratched.

“ He took 
calmly. We said it was the bravest 
deed we bad seen during the War. 
He did not answer. His eyes had a 
soft, musing look.
“‘How could you do it?' I asked 

in a whisper later, when the crack 
of the rifles ceased for a moment.

‘“It was somethirg I thought of,’ 
he said, simply. ‘ Something my 
mother need to say to me. “ I was 
thirsty, and ye gave Me drink,” she 
said. She read it to me out of the 
Bible and she taught it to me until I 
could never forget it, and when I 
heard that man crying for water I 
remembered it. The words stood 
still in my head. I couldn't get rid 
of 'em. So 1 thought they meant me 
—and I went. That's all.’

“ This was the reason why the boy 
was ready to sacrifice his life for an 
enemy. And it was reason enough,” 
added the soldier with a quavering 
voice.—N. Y. Catholic News.j
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The old year ia doling ; the new 
year will soon open. These are daye 
for reflection and the expression of 
gratitude. During the paet year God 
has bestowed His bounteous bless- 
ingB upon ue lavishly. His favor» 
came to us even wheu we neglected 
to ask for them. A wise and generous 
rather did not forget His children, 
although many times they not only 
forgot Him but turned away from 
Him and offended their best Friend 
and Benefactor.

H is because God has at heart the 
interests of Hie people that the world 
has received such signal proofs of 
love. During the past year He al
lowed ns to be tried, and that too, by 
the severest scourge that can come 
on men In a merely human and ma
terial way. Thousands fell in the 
battles for freedom. Want, poverty 
and desolation fell thick and fast over 
the nations. But suddenly the gigan- 
tio strife ended. God's wrath 
appeased and instead of misery the 
world again tasted of the blessings of 
peace. For this we should render to 
Him our eincerest gratitude.

In a personal way how many fav
ors God has bestowed upon ns indi
vidually and how little use we have 
made of them I They have come but 
we have, perhaps, not profited by 
them. And yet they wore Intended 
for our eternal welfare. We now see 
that everlasting riches have been 
thrown away, and that we are debtors 
before the throne of heaven for what 
we have equandered. We realize 
now that every good impulse wasted 
was but increasing the account that 
wc must give of out stewardship.

The past is gone but it can be to 
some degree Redeemed. Many a 
saint has at some time of his life nig 
lected the divine inspirations and de
parted from the straight and narrow 
path. But such deficiencies were 
made the groundwork for sincere re 
pentance and a r-newal of life in 
keeping with the dictates of religion 
and conscience. Our past trangrea 
sions should lead us not only to re
pentance bnt to promise ourselves 
efficaciously to remain true to God 
and ourselves during the year that is 
about to open. There are many 
reasons for this, chief among which 
is the uncertainty of life and the 
certainty of Judgment. If we lose 
our immortal souls all is lost. Our 
Hvbb will then be but a miserable 
failure, Before man we may have 
seemed to prosper, but in the eyes of 
God we are doomed to eternal repro
bation.

We shonld resolve, therefore, to 
rise on our dead selves to higher 
things during the coming twelve- 
month. For religious duties should 
be the subject for reflection. We 
should esteem it a privilege to 
God faithfully. And faithfnl service 
demands from each 
that we frequent the Sacraments reg
ularly and carry out to the last detail 
both the Uommaudments of God, the 
precepts of the Church and the holy 
injunctions so often preached to us 
from the pages of the Gospel.

These should form the basis of all 
our resolutions. Their loyal nnd 
scrupulous observance is denomina
tive of trne Christian character. 
Thereby is the Christian distin- 
guished from the pagan and the in
fidel. As children of a loving 
Father we can do nothing better for 
ourselves than to resolve that tem
poralities shall not stand in the way 
of the performance of our duties to 
God. Only one thing is necessary, 
to save our immortal souls. Such 
resolution will go far to redeem a 
cold and ungrateful past and will 
open to m an era of spiritual pro
gress which will redound to our tem
poral prosperity and peace.—Boston 
Pilot.
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Sohn C. Reville. S. J„ in America
RIn the consistorial allocution ol 

July 28, 1915, Pope Benedict XV. 
spoke a few words which should be 
taken to heart by all who in any way 
can contribute to the peace of the 
world They should be remembered 
especially by those who now 
have the destinies of nations in 
their hands. “Remember,” said the 
Holy Father, “that nations do not 
die. Humbled and oppressed they 
indignantly bear the yoke fastened 
upon them ; they slowly prepare for 
the day of deliverance and transmit 
from generation to generation a 
grim heritage of hatred and revenge.”

In this single sentence the Pontiff 
laid down a truth which history 
confirms. To act in opposition to it 
ia to act in opposition to the laws of 
nature, and sooner or later nature 
will have her revenge. When her 
laws are outraged on a colossal 
scale, her revenge is in proportion 
to the enormity of the crime. Na
tional crimes draw down national 
retributions. An unjust war and 
still more so, perhaps, an unjust 
peace ever rankles in the hearts of 
the victims. An unjust peace sows 
the seeds of future discords. It 
casts the dragon s teeth into furrows 
from which will rise files of aimed 
men locked in battle. An unjust 
peace, a peace of revenge and. muti
lation, is in reality the first note of 
another declaration of war. It per
manently mobilizes the spirit of 
hatred and revenge.
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As we read the numberless disqui

sitions of non Catholic writers on the 
uncertain fortunes of religion dur
ing the course of the war, we are 
amused at their efforts to formulate 
for the future what the character of 
“ the Church ” is to be. Protestant
ism has had a drastic test during the 
conflict and no one will concede that 
it has proved anything else but a 
failure. So great has been its fail
ure to meet the supreme demands of 
human life that all these writers 
agree upon the necessity of religious 
‘ reconstruction.” The church must 
be remade, they maintain, on a 
broader and simpler basis. Misin
terpreting the fealing of fellowship 
which the common misery of the 
war has oieated in the breasts of the 
soldiers, the leaders of Protestant 
tuought a-sert that the war has 
shown conclusively the need of 
eliminating all dogma, 
forth Protestantism must be

elusive, intangible, 
vague and highly adjustable—a 
something that may mean anything 
or nothing. The Protestant leaders 
fail to realize that the very 
why Protestantism failed on the 
battlefield is because it held nothing 
definite or satisfying for the soldiers 
to grasp. As it is a man-made re
ligion, it lacks the divine element 
which alone can appeal to the 
troubled heart. The soldiers on the 
gory field of battle confronted with 
tüe frightful prospect of impending 
death, longed intensely for tne true 
bread of life and Protestantism could 
offer teem but a stone. Is it any 
wonder that it failed to do the work 
which it is the office of religion to 
perform ? It was Melancthon who 
Baid in answer to his mother's 
est inquiry: Tne Protestant relig- 
ion is the easiest to live in but the 
Catholic religion is the best to die 
in.”
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borhood. The

orIn spite of the prevailing opinion 
that the court preachers of Lonis 
XIV. were afraid to tell him the 
truth, time and again Bourdaloae 
and Massillon spoke the plainest 
truths to the royal sinner. But 
Louis was never so sternly lectured 
as he way by the apostolic writer of 
the letter in question. Truth is 
strong and free, Fenelon tells him.

“You have unfortunately not been 
accustomed to hear it. In spite of 
your noble qualities, because of your 
unfortunate training, your Govern
ment has served only to further your 
selfish ends. F’or thirty years your 
Ministers have overthrown all the 

, . . „ ,, .T « laws and principles of the king-
Agamst such a peace the Holy dam, to exalt your authority. They

a ? have li,ced *°u “P °» ‘he ruine of all 
Hi 'I? p desenhea what the ranks and orders of the realm, as 

‘“the Pontiff a true peace it you oould achieve greatness by
Bh°“‘d bB’ J! 18hn ‘h? Pea°? mining your subjacts, on whom vour 
posed in this hour of triumph by greatness must be founded. They

T 'f ,ha“d have made your name odious: thanks 
amites down the weak and looks to th„m the wbole FraDCll 
solely to nis%own interests. It is a 
peace in harmony with tbose prinoi> 
pies of equity which Gjd has en
graved on tüe human conscience and 
which the religion of Christ has 
sanctioned and perfected.” it is not 
a peace that leaves the sparks of 
discord smouldering under the em
bers, but an enduring peace, one 
whose inspiration is justice, one 
which respects the sentiment of 
nationality, and “whose aim is to re
establish in the world the reign of 
the ouanty of Christ and of Christian 
civilization.”
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an object of hatred to its neighbors.”
Tbis is no exordium to tickle the 

vanity of the monarch. The begin
ning of the letter promises on the 
contrary some rather startling die 
closures. They are 
to come. The letter was written 
probably either after the sea-fight of 
La Hogue, familiar to English read
ers through Browning s ‘ HerveRiel,” 
in which the French fleet under 
Tourville, was seriously crippled by 
the Aoglo Dutch, or after the capture 
of the French East Indian colony of 
Pondichéry by the Dutch. It 
time lor sober reflexion, 
helped the King to make a little ex 
animation of conscience. He asks 
the monarch to go backJfco the Dutch 
War of 1672. He tells mm fearlessly 
that it was undertaken for frivolous 
and unjust reasons, that it was the 
cause of all its other wars, and that 
the territories which it added to 
France were unjustly acquired. 
Though Fenelon admits that a sub
sequent treaty seemed to consecrate 
this act of injustice, since it gave 
him the conquered territory, he re
minds Louis that “an unjust 
does not cease to be unjust because 
it is successful.” In words which 
s^artingly resemble those of Benedict 
XV and Bishop Freppel he writes :

“Treaties of peace signed by the 
conquered are never freely signed. 
The conquered sign them with the 
knife at their throat. They sign 
them in spite of themselves and to 
avoid grea er losses. They sign 
them just as a man must hand over 
his purse to a hignwayman, when he 
must either do so or die. You must 
then, Sire, go bach to the origin of 
the Dutch War in

a
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THE BRAVEST DEED
A group ol English and French 

soldiers were recently swapping 
stories of the War, relates a foreign 
exchange. At last they fell to 
paring the greatest acts of bravery 
that each had known, and an Eng
lishman told the fol owing story :

“It was a hot July day the 
mer before last and the Germans 
were close upon us Our men had 
hurriedly dug trenches more like 
rifle pits to protect themselves, and 
dead and dying were lying up to the 
very edge of those pits.

“ In one of those pits was an 
gainly. raw, red headed boy. He was 
a retiring lad, green as grass, bat a 
reliable fighter. We never paid 
much attention to him, one way or 
another.

“ The wounded had been lying for 
hours unattended before the pits and 
the sun was getting hotter and 
hotter. They were suffering horribly 
from pain and thirst. Not fifteen 
feet away outside the rifle pit lay a 
mortally wounded officer who was 
our enemy,

" As the heat grew more intoler
able this officer's cries for water in
creased. He was evidently dying 
hard, and his appeal in his own 
tongue which so fur we all under
stood, were of the most piteous 
nature. The red-headed boy found 
it bard to bear them. He had just 
joined the regiment and was not yet 
callous to suffering. At last, with 
tears flooding bis grimy face he cried 
out :

“ ‘I can’t stand it no longer, boys ! 
I'm going to give that poor fellow my 
canteen.'

" For answer to this foolhardy 
speech one of us stuck up a op ou a 
ramrod and hoisted it above the pit. 
Instantly it was pierced by a dozen 
bullets. Tb venture outside a step 
was the maddest suicide. And oil 
the while we could hear the oflioer's 
moans :
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FenelonThe words of the Pope should 

form the groundwork of tne decisions 
of the Peace Conference. They 
might well form the preamble of the 
charter of the League of Nations. 
Had such noble sentiments been 
heeded, wars which have deluged 
the world with blood would have 
been avoidtd. When France lay 
powerless before tne armies of 
Prussia and tbe policies of Bismarck 
in 1871, and Alsace Lorraine was about 
to be torn from the country to which 
she had belonged for 2U0 years, a 
French prelate, Charles Emile Frep 
pel, Bisuop of Angers, addressed a 
bold appeal to William I. the King 
of Prussia. The letter was written 
after the French had been defeated 
at Sedan and Metz, when Paris was 
in the grip of the enemy, and France 
on tne brink of ruin. Ye& it breathes 
tbe noblest patriotism. It is bold 
without being arrogant, and joins to 
the language of an apostle and a 
bishop tne views of an experienced 
Statesman.

Victory, the Bishop writes to the 
King, nan crowned yonr arms. Yours 
is LUe highest success that can come 
to a sovereign ; your troops have 0 n- 
quered the armies of France. “Be 
not surprised tnen to hear a minister 
of the Gospel reminding you that you 
have one more victory to win ; you 
must conquer yourself.” Referring 
to tue rumor that Alsace was to be 
banded over to Geimany, the nishop, 
Alsatian himself, begs the King to 
renounce a project which would be 
no less disastrous to Germany than 
to France. The province mu y be 
toriy ffom the country with which it 
has been so long identified. In heart, 
in soul, in ideals, in aspirations it

\
In contradistinction to the palpa 

ble failure of Protestantism during 
the war looms up the success and 
progress of the true Churob during 
the same period. Tiie testimony of 
William T. Ellis, a Presbyterian 
minister, on this point is striking. 
In an article contributed to the New 
York Tribune, he says :

“The one religious body in Britain, 
aside from Christian Science, which 
has made definite progress during the 
war, is the Homan Catholic Church. 
Interviews with its leaders, clerical 
and lay, show that the Church is not 
only holding its own with its own 
members, and finding them respon
sible in ways affected by the 
that Masses and special 
services .for the soldiers arc 
usually well attended, but that it is 
also winning hundreds of 
from the non Catholic population. 
Especially among military officers 
have the recruits come to the Cath
olic Churob. A priest who has had 
most conspicuous success as a mis
sionary to non-Catholics tells 
that these men want ta be spiritually 
right before they go to the front—or, 
in a significant number of cases be
fore they return to the front. They 
covet the sure word of the Church.”

“The sure word of the Church”— 
there is the key to the success ol' 
Catholicism and failure of Protest
antism. The Catholic religion alone 
is “the sure word of the Church.”— 
Buffalo Union and Times.
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Transplanting of Tessle. The by Mary T W agira 
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order to examine 
your conquests before God.”

The prelate helps him to refresh 
his memory :

“All the frightful disasters which 
for the last twenty, years have deso 
lated Europe, all the blood shed, all 
the scandals which have taken place, 
the provinces plundered, the towns 
and the villages reduced

Uo

Catholic as to be an inspiration.
Win11.tc.11, The Apache Kmght, uv Marion A 

it.8, ra . th! E"“"< volume .'act, Blldratt goes West, meets Winnetmi under tragic clrcxim 
stances, is captured by him and sentenced todl- 
How he escapes and how they become fail 
friends is shown through chapters of breathless 
interest.
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Ask for Quantity Discount

to ashes, 
ore one and all the sad reeults of this 
war of 1672.”

That war is tbe source of all the 
pr sent evils, he tells tbe prince. 
You dictate an unjust peace. In the 
very act of making peace you de

le». A

Ask for Quantity DiscountWe may bay back the time we have 
einfnlly squander! d, if only for the 
future we are faithful.—Canon Shoe 
ban.

He who allows himself everything 
that is permitted, is very near to 
that which is forbidden.—St, Augue 
tine.
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