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CHATS WITH_Y0UNG MEN.
«ell faith Mesaursi lour Achieve- 

aient
It win said that Napoleon'» presence 

in a battle doubled the strength ot bis 
torce*. Halt the ufieoti tenues ot an 
army reeides In the soldiers’ faith in 
tneir leader. When the leider double, 
hesitates, teavcre, the whole army is 
thrown into contusion ; but his cut fid 
ouce doubles the assurance of every 
men under him.

The mental faculties, like soldiers, 
must believe in their leader — the un­
conquerable will. The mind of the 
doubter, the hesitator, the waverer, 
the man who is not sure ot himself, who 
thinks he is not equal to what he has 
vndertaken, is set toward failure, and 
everything works sgiinst him. There 
is a weakening all along the line.

In an emergency, as in danger, a 
man can often perform feats of great 
strength which he couid not even 
approximate in cold blood A routing a 
mou multiplies his pouter tremendously 
Thins ot wuat delicate meu .nd women, 
even invilids, have accomplished when 
dominated by some supreme occasion 
or a mighty passion. The imperious 
“must" gives added strength and un­
usual power to all the faculties. So a 
great sell-faith, ao unwavering sell- 
oonfldenoe, braces the entire man, 
nhv.lcally, mentally, morally. ft 
raises him to his highest power, and 
makes him do with ease what would bo 
impossible without this wouderful 
stimulai.

An overmastering faith in oneself 
often enables comparatively ignorant 
men and women to do marvelous thing?
— feats which sensitive, timid, doubt 
leg people, ol far greater ability and 
much fine,- texture and nobler qualities 
shrink from attempting.

Your achievement will never rise 
higher than your sell-faith. It would 
be as reasonable for Napoleon to have 
expected to get his army over the Alps 
by sitting down and declaring that the 
undertaking was too great for him, as 
lor you to hope to achieve anything 
significant in life while harbvrlng grave 
donbts and fears as to your ability.

The miracles of civilization have 
been performed by men and women of 
great self confidence, who bad unwaver­
ing faith in their power to accomplish 
the tasks they undertook. The race 
would have neen centuries behind 
what it is to day had it not been lor 
tbolr grit, their determination, their 
persistence in finding and making real 
the thing tbt y believed in and wh ch 
the world often denounced.

Tbe Law Of Success-

There is no law by which you can 
get suecote without expecting it, 
vigorously demanding it, assuming it. 
Tnere must be a strong, firm seif-faith 
first, or the thing will never co-ne. 
There are no accident* in this world. 
There is no room for chance in God's 
world of system and supreme order. 
Everything must have not only a 
came, but also a sufll:knt cause — a 
cauao as large as the result. A stream 
cannot rise higher than its source. A 
great success must have a great source 
in expectation, in seH conftdence, ard 
in persistent endeavor to attain it.
No matter how great tie ability, how 
largo the genius, or how splendid the 
education, the achievement will never 
rise higher than the confl 'ence. H- 
can who thinks her can, and he can t 
who thinks he can t.

It does not matter what other people 
think of you, of your plans, or of your 
aims. No matter if they call you a 
visionary, a crank, or a dreamer, you 
must believe in yourself. It you for­
sake yourself by losing your con fid 
fice, you cau accomplish nothing. 
Never allow anybody or any misfor- 

itune to shake your belief in yourself. 
You may lose your property, your 
health, your reputation, even, but 
there is always some hope for you so 
long as you keep a firm taith in your 
self. If you never lose that, but keep 
pushing on, the world will sooner or 
later make way for you, nd yon may 
regain the confidence of those who 
have denounced you, — O. S. M. in 
Success.

Religion Is Needed.

The men who do not go to Church 
need most the good things the Church 

I w uld give them. They are living in 
thi Ir lower natur s—livet, at best, of 
refined or roithetic aoi ualism, but 
more probably immoral, corrupt ard 
sensual Loss of religion, luke-warm- 
ce^i in it, results commonly from viola 

j tions of the moral law—from the l-ts 
of honesty, chastity or sobriety. 
Honest, not hypocritical, church- 
going, would bring mon back to virtue 
and j iety, through instruction, prayer 
and worship, through strengthening 

.ard purifying sacraments, and through 
pathy, good example and mutual 

help. Right reason teachei the im 
mortality of tbe soul, fhe existence of 
God, the filial relation of man to God, 
and the moral law graven on meu s 
hearts by the obedience to the moral 
law is necessary for man’s happ:ness 
herpi and hereafter, and for the best 
good of human society. There fore, if 
there were no Christian revelation nor 
Christian church at all, wise aod true 
men would form ethical and religious 
societies, to have the aid of association 
in the greatest of all concerns.

Signs of Deterioration of Character.

When you are tatisfied with medio 
crity.

When commune ess doesn t trouble
you.

When you do not feel troubled by a 
poor day’s work, or when a blighted 
3 jb does not haunt you as it once did.

When you are satisfied to do any • 
thirg “ just for now,” expecting to do 
it better later.

When you can work untroubled in 
the midst of confused, systemless 
summndings which you might remedy.

When you can listen without pro 
test to indecent stories.

When your ambition begins to cool 
and you no longer demand the same 
standard of excellence that you once 
did.

When you do not make a confidant 
of your mother as you once did, or are 
ill at ease with her.

When you begin to think your 
father an old fogy.

When you begin to associate with 
people whom you would not think of 
taklog to your home, and you would 
not want the members of your families 
to know that you know.

OUR BOYS AND
HOW THEY MADE A 

JOHNNY.
By Hov. tiaorgo Bampflold. 

CHAPTER VI.
FATBtK M< READY'S STORY.

GIRLS.
MAN OF

•* Do you think he'll flog us?” sa d 
Johnny, with tears in his eyes, lie 
had talked very nravely about it the 
night before, but for all that be had 
lain awake a little longer than usual, 
and visions of hone—his father's caress­
ing arms and his mother's kiss—had 
mixed with visions of himself writhing 
beneath the master's lash.

He'll fl ;g ns right enough,” said 
Gurney, “ you've had your warnings, 
haven’t you, Pop ? ’

“ What warnings ?” said Johnny.
“ Oh 1 he always gives two warning»; 

it’s hop, skip, ani a jump with bather 
McKeady. The first time you disobey 
— anything bad. you know—he gives a 
little hop at you—talks to you - makes 
himself certain, he says, that " you 
know the law, poor boy;” the second 
time it’s a skip, a little further than 
the hop ; ho looks angry, aud blows 
yon up ; and some of the fellows say 
his blowings up are worse than his 
floggings."

" Yes," put in Hard win, “ I do hate 
to be jawed at."

*• You, you Rhinooeros," laughed 
Corney, "no wonder : your skin’s so 
hard ; a flogging’s nothing to you.
Why ! it would take a cart whip worked 
by a sixty horse power steam engine to 
make you feel. Well, Johnny, the 
third time Father Me Ready jumps, and 
the further yuu are away from him when 
he jumps the better."

" Does he hit hard ?"
" Don’t he?” said Cornet ; "he 

don't do it often, but when he does it, 
he does it."

" But oh ! I say 1 does it hurt much?”
The mischievous twinkle was in 

Corney’s eyes, and a curl of humour 
about the corners of his mouth, spi:e 
of his own expected Hogging, as he 
made answpr, “ Awtql ! it's tbe worst 
punishment out, you know. Trey have 
it now for iellowh hey can't cure with 
prison or anything else."

" How does it ft el ?”
"Un I the first stroke is just like a 

cbousand cats fa t.uing their claw» 
into you.”

" And the second ?" said Hard win, 
laughing.

“ And the second is like those same 
thousand ca:s drawing their claws out 
again with a bit of bleeding ilejh, 
Johnny, at the end of each cUw. 
But,’ said Corney, half-frightened 
himself at Johnny's frightened face,
" when you've had fifty or sixty cuts, 
you know, you don’t feel it so much."

" Does he give fifty?" said Johnny, 
turning still whiter than before —
" nonsense.”

" Fifty !" said Corney. " Ah ! 
he’s a one-er when he’s at it. Fifty s 
not the number far what he gives. ’

The spirit of "sluiliig up" was in 
Corney, and he did not leave his pa. r 
little victim till he had drtwn a piccire 
of horrors, some of which at least 
Johnny's fears drove him to believe 
true. He told how when he was flogged 
himself he had five times fainted ani 
been brought to by burnt feathers. 
Father Me Ready still standing over 
him to apply the birch the moment he 
tc * i ved ; and how he nad lam in bçd 
for s’x weeks afterwards, and a Loudon 
physician of great eminence had been 
called iu to rescue him from the jaws 
of death. ” Taat’s wuat makes me so 
long," said Corney : "I was quite a 
damp bdfore that flogging ; but people 
grow more in bed when they re ill, and 
1 grew right out of mine ; would 
you believe it Johnny, I hung two feet 
out of bod ; twice during those six 
weeks they* ha^ to shift me or to a 
longer bedstead.”

When Cornelius scampered away, 
chuckling at his own cleverness, he 
did n; t know what harm his woids had 
done.

Oar readers will agree with us that 
poor Corney was not a bad boy ; he 
had a conscience, and certainly ho had 
a kind affectionate natur % and was true 
to his friends; but he hid a scute ot 
humor wbiah was a little wicked, and 
could not restât the delight ot 
“ stutting up." Of Course his nonsense 
about tie horrors of flogging was not 
all believed, but it left an impression ; 
and ten minutes had not passed b-, f jre 
Hardwin and Johnny were well oo their 
r >ad to pay a visit to Mrs. Popwieh at 
Bormondt-ey.

Wrangle was in great tror.ble ; he 
would not have hurt Johnny or got 
him into mischief for the world, and he 
was mightily relieved when he was told 
an hour or so afterwards that the two 
had returned, looking very sheepish 
in the care of a policeman who had 
suspected and brought them back in 
triumph.

Johnny now felt the thousand cats 
teaiiog at him with more fury than 
ever ; his flogging was certain ; and he 
shed a deluge of tears as, in obedience 
to a summons from Brother Severus, he 
left Hardwin and entered Father Mo- 
Ready’s roam al ne.

He conld scarcely believe it true, ; 
when Father M< K)ady, getting up 
from the table where he had been 
writing, tojk him by the hand and 
made him sit down on a little low chair 
boside him, patted him on the head and 
told him to leave off crying for he 
wanted to have a talk with him. He 
then went on with his letters for some 
minutes, while Johnny’s sobs and 
si) til ngs gradually died away.

" You poor, foolish, little fellow 1" 
said Father Me Read y at last, stroking 
the child’s hair; you foolish, little 
fellow ! What did you wan: to 
run away from me for ? I try to be 
kind to you—I'm sure I want to be 
kind to yiu.”

By degrees, as Father Me Read y 
talked, Johnny lost his fear, and began 
to talk too.9

“ Please, Sir, I didn’t know it was 
any harm. It isn't wrong to run away,
Is it?"

" Yes, J ohuny, It is. Didn't I see 
you playing yesterday with my little 
dog, * Briudle ’?”

Yes,” answered Johnny, wonder­
ing what Briudle had to do wi&n it.

Well 1 yon were calling him 
naughty and threatening to b at him "

* lie wouldn't stop where 1 put him," 
said Johnny, getting mteretled ; " I 
wanted him to stand up ou his bind 
legs iu a corner, and he wouldn’t.”

" Puor Briudle I I think you were a 
little nard on hue. First of all, he 
isn t your dog, so he wasn't bound to 
obey you ; aud then he hasn’t any 
reason, so he duu t know what you 
wauteJ. Little dogs can't be naughty, 
you see, Jouuuy ; out little buys can— 
at least those ot them whu've got 
reason. Tell me, my sou, who put yuu 
here ?”

" Father," said Johnny, beginning 
to whimper.

" Diu no wish you to stop ?”
" Yes,” said Jonnuy.
" Aud to obey yuitr masters? Very 

well then, you see to run* aw y is an 
act o üHcbodieucc to masters aud also 
to parents ; unless there's some very 
strong reason, it could never be right. 
Litue dogs need not stop wneie they'/e 
put ; little o.iya must. God puts them 
wiie.tj tuey aru, aud puts tneir master 
to take ca:e of them. Now, listen, 
Johnny, while l tell you a story. ”

Aud Jjhuuy left off whimpering and 
settled himself to listen.

" Some time ago, there were three 
boys a >ouc your age, wno became great 
friends tugelner. They were always 
up aud doAn the playground together, 
wuh their arms arouud each other's 
necks, talking. 1 don’t like too 
much of tha: sort of .thing ”— 
said Father McrVady, by the 
way—I woo d rather see ooys playing 
good games with their felloes. Four 
little things l they had all been with 
me tor a long time, and two of tnem at 
ltast had uo friend bit myself."

" No fa;ner and moüher ?” said 
Johnny, edging a little closer to Father 
McReady.

" No lather and mother—or rather, 
what is worae—one of them bad a 
father, but ue had left his child. He 
brought me the noy when he was out a 
baby—a poor, diseased, miserab e 
bat>y —and alter a few months 1 heard 
no more ot him. I took care of the 
poor ofpraa baby till he grew up into 
a strong, healthy, boy."

" My father wjuldn't leave me,” 
slid Johnny.

• No, my boy, he wouldn't ; how can 
parents do it ? but they do it iu these 
Did days, and this ooe did it."

" Did you like the bays ?” said 
Johnny, getting still a little nearer to 
Father McRusdy.

" Of course I did. I like alkchil- 
dren. Wuat should 1 have them about 
me for if 1 didn’t ? Toey are not like 
goods ic a shop, Johnny, they dun t 
pay. Well 1 the poor little fellows, 
alter they had been with me a good 
many years, got reading tales about 
Robinson Cruaoe and that sort of 
thing and took it into their heads to 
go away. Far away in the Nor:h— 
wwo hundred miles away—one of them 
had a cousin, he didn’t know where. 
Tney would go and find him, and then 
live happy together—the three by 
themselves—with no lessons, and no | 
masters, and no one to interfere with 
thoir friendship.”

" How would they get* food ?" asked 
Johnny.

“ Taey didn’t think of that. So one 
bright day in February, when all 
looked cheery and happy, they started 

ff full of Ute and spirits and went on 
their road, as they thought, to London. 
Poor, little foolish things, they 
thought they could do without obej iug, 
and without the masters whom God 
had given them to take care of them.

" We sent for them, Johnny, in 
every direction, especially on the 
road to London, for the friends of the 
only oua who had friends lived in 
London. But they had mistaken 
the road and were going away 
from London instead of towards it.

" For a time they weat on merrily. 
When they started the sky was bright 
and the air soit, but of a sodden the 
wind changed ; it became bkterly cold; 
and the sky was overcast with clouds. 
Tney had gone away quickly when they 
got the chance ; they had no food ; and 
had not even taken their overcoats. 
They had travelled ten miles, and had 
got into a big town, bat it was dark 
and cold, and snowing, aud men aud 
women hastened to their warm firesides 
but did not see or heed the children. 
Then tired, and cold and hungry, the 
children t-aw they c aid not do without 
toe grown men wnom God had pat 
ov*r them. ‘Let us go back,’ they said, 
aud they turned and plodded wearily, 
wearily aga nst the bi ter storm.

" It was 8 o’clock now, and there 
was no fig at except from the snow, and 
the mow was driven into their eyes 
aud cut their faces with its sharpness, 
and was whisked all about them by 
sudden, fierce gusts, confusing them 
and maku. g it darker rather than light. 
One of them—he was the weakest, and 
we had but lately been shielding 
him frvm tbe lightest breath of cold 
wind in the infirmary—could not stand 
up t-gainst this strong wind. ‘ I cannot 
go on !’ he said, ‘ let us kit down 1"”

" Did they sit down all In the wet 
and snow ?” said Johnny.

" < >aly for a time ; tney got up and 
■fcruggted on again, and the two 
stronger ones took poor little Jemmy, 1 
as hey called him, by the hand, ana 
tried to run with him, ‘ to keep him 
warm/ they said. But they could not 
go far ; the wind took their breath 
away ; the snow got into their dresses 
and clogged them : their strength 
wa failli g, and at last they stumbled 
and fell as often as they rose."

" Did no one sea them, Father ?"
“ No one saw them ; they were shy 

by lature, and did not like to speak ; 
tney did not like, poor foolish lads, to 
tell the tale of thoir fully / and wietch- 
edneis and weakness made their shy- 
nei deeper ; and though their lives 
be an to be in danger, they shrank 
away from aid. The police man went 
by upon his bea% bat tne driving snow 
blinded him, and the boys were afraid 
to cry out. Cart after cart came 
stri ;ling on for the morning's market 
in I udou, but they lay hidden by a 
hea ot drift on the roadside, and halt 
atu, ■ bed by cold and misery they did 
not -peak. Tney had reached —when 
the could go no farther—the top of a 
sm. rise in the road, and down in a 
hoi »7, in the midst of trees, vas a 
cottage. Tbe light from its windows 
sh<> cheerily out, the poor buy» 
loo- 1 at it aud longed to be under the 
suu shqjcer and by the warm fireside, 
but that strange shyness h-.id them 
bac and they dared not go d iwn and 
kno . Sde, Johnny, how little fl: are 
cniWiren to be alone ; how they need, 
as God wills them to reed, the help ol 
met

" They were strangely brave, as 
well a a strangely timid. They gave up 
the 'bought of struggling on, and two 
of them lay quietly down aud tried to 
go to sleep ; one even took off his 
jacket and wrapped it round his head, 
for the wind bad blowfl his cap away,
' and his head/ he said, ' was cold.’ 
But they could not sleep ; the weaker i 
boy kept running and crying. Oh 1 . 
that he had never gone away ! Oil! 
that he was back again l that he nad 
not disobeyed 1 Liberty looked so 
plea-ant to him, and he went away so 
j >y< inly—bat it was not pleasant now.

" Poor, poor boy l his sobs grew 
weaker and weaker, and he ran about 
les i ; and at last, as the dull morning 
beg u to break, he too was still.

" VYaa he dead ?” said Johnny, with 
trembling lip.

" About 6 o’clock a workman came 
by * .d found them ; and help was got 
from tho cottage in the dip of the 
hill whose friendly light had shone 
upon then in vain. He was not dead ; 
they bore them all into the warm 
shelter of a gentleman's farmhouse 
close at hand ; into the shelter of warm 
hearts, and wise hearts ; with love 
enoi gh to tend them with no stint of 
pains ; and wisdom to win back the 
ebbing life bv slow degrees. But for 
poor little James it was all in vain ; 
he opened his eyes once on the shelter 
and tbe love he had cried for—and hs 
ci!.

“ And the other two ?”

LLsp riStf

“ The other two did not so much as 
take cold ; and they are now your 
schoolfellows, and one ot them is - 
win vou guess, J -ihnny ?”

" Who, Father ? ’
" Thomai Hardwin, who tempted you 

to run away this morning ; so easily, 
murmured Father Me Ready, “ do boys 
forget lessons, and forget kindness !"

" , Please, Father,” said Johnny, 
slipping his hand into Father Me- 
Readv's, “ I will not run away again."

" l)j not, my child ; the day that 
poor lad died was the saddest day of 
my life. But after all, Johnny, his 
death was not so very sad ; he is warm 
and sheltered and happy in heaven, I 
doubt not. It would be sadder a great 
deal, my poor i oy, if you were to fall 
into mischief ; and boys do fall into mis 
chief if they begin with running away. 
God bless you, Johnny, and keep you 
good.”

There were tears in J o’ nny's eyes 
as he went out, and he did what only a 
Catholic boy would naturally do. The 
Oratory door was open, and be stole in 
and knelt before the It leased Sacra­
ment, and then before the image ol oar 
Lady ; “ oh ! mother 1” he said, " it 
is very hard to be good ; please help 
me.”

A few minutes afteiwaids Corney 
was standing in the passage, when 
Johnny rushed by him, hiding his face 
•* Hallo !” said Corney, ” I wonder 
what's up now ? I must look after that 
b:y better,” mused Corney iu a 
fatherly kind of way, " or he'll go 
wrong.”

TO BE CONTINUED.
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JOHN FERGUSON & SONS 
180 King Street
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Open Night and Day 
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113 Dun d as Street
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EDDY’S HATCHES
Hail from

Sold' Everywhere in Canada
i Take a package ot EDDY’S SILENT MATCHES 

Home with you to-day

DONALD McLEAN, Agent, 426 R chmond St.. LONDON.

Pearl Rosaries
We have just received a large consignment of 
Pearl Rosaries which we are offering at ex­
tremely low prices. Below will he found des­
cription and prices.

COWAN’S
Maple Buds

Design Registered

Cream Bars 
Chocolate Wafers 

Croquettes 
Milk Chocolates
are delicious confections58

THE COWAN 00., LIMITED, TORONTO

PLEASE ORDER BY NUMBER

No. Length Cross Cut or Turned Price
6000... . 26 certs
6002... ..16 " .... ........... Cut.................... . 35 “
6256... ..161 " .... . 35 "
6261. 15 '• .... . 35 ‘
6C04... .16 " .... ....... Pearl.. . 40 “
6002... ..17 " ....* . 40 ’•
6005.. •151 " .... ..............Cut.................. . 40 “
6274... . 14 '• .... . 40 "
6.'" .. ...Ml " ■••• ..........Metal. .. ........Cut.................. . 40 *•
6275... ...14J " .... ..........Pearl.. ........Turned... .. . 50 "
6006... ...17 '• .... Pearl.. ..............Cut................ . 60 ••
6284.. .
6265.. . ...18* .... ..............Cu-.................. . 50 "
60S0... .■■Hi " .... ..50 "
6265... ..60 “
6001.. ...17 " .... .. 60 '•
6279.. ...18 ......... Pearl. .." 60 "
6092.. ...18 «* .... .. 76 "
6082.. ...17 '• ... .. 75 "
6093.. ...19i " ... .75 ■'
6085 . .19 " .... ..........Pearl. .... $ 1 00
6086.. ...19J " .... .. .. 1 00
6087 ...21 •' ... ......... Pearl. .... 1 25

Catljoltc Ixrrorti
484 • 486 Richmond Street LONDON, CANADA

D. A. STEWART |
Buccoeeor to John T. Stephenson

Ifaiirral Director and Knihamier

Charges moderate. Open day and 
eight. Reuldvnce on premise.

104 Dun das St. * Phone 4£3
G bo. K. Logan Aae1 Mana„
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Study in the Heart of Jeans the idea, 
you should form of the greatness, 
beauty, and felicity of spiritual bleus 
Ings. Oh, the rich treasure of Tby 
Heart, O Jesus ! ! will give all tu 
buy it. casting into It all my anxiety. 
—St. Barnard.

MEMORIAL
WINDOWS
ART GLASS
H. 33- ST. GEOBQE 

London. Canada

MONUMENTS GRANITE 
& MARBUs

Artistic Design. Prices Rcasonacis

The D. WILKIE GRANITE CL,
493 RICHMOND STREET, LONDON

LIMITED

MEMORIAL AND 
DECORATIVEART 

WINDOWS
LONDON. CANADA

Fohinlo A Tale of the I till I Uld Catacombs
By Cardinal Wiseman 

Paper. 30c.; Cloth. 60c., post-paid

PoMicTo A Sketch of the 
Udlllhld Third Jentury

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

History ;f2*„tion
England and Ireland

(In a series of letters)
By William Cobbett

Catholic

BREVIARIES
The Pocket Edition

No. 22—48 me.: very clear and bold 
type few references; 4 vol. 4$x2*j 
inches; thickness |-inch; real India 
paper; red border ; flexible, black 
morocco, round corners, red under 
gold edges. Post-paid $5.40.

D1URNALS
Horae Diurnae—No. 39—4jx3 ins : 
printed on real India paper ; weight, 
bound, only 5 ounces. In black, 

r flexible morocco, round corner . red 
S under gold edges. Post-paid $1,60.
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London, Canada
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Horæ Diurna>
No. 21, fcmall 48mo. (4Jx2§ ia. 
India paper, clear and bold typo 

; in red and black.
Very slight weight 
and thickness.

In black, tlexlb'e Morocco, first qoallt 
edges red under g Id. .old st 

! covers, round corners,
Price $1.76
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