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MEN
SONG

If you have loved and lost, lad,
And Life's a bitter story ;
Stop not to count the cost, lad,
For you h^ve drunk of glory.
But, if you’ve loved and won, lad. 
And Life's gold dawn is 'waking,
Go, sing the world a song, lad,
For many hearts are breaking.
0 Love's a road of thorns and 

briers,
You cannot stop for breath ;
It leads to stars and rainbows,
And, sometimes, lad, to death.
But, win or lose in love, lad,
Right bravely greet the morrow ! 
And sing a song of love lad,
For love is joy and sorrow.

- J. CoiteoN Millkb

KNOW THYSELF
Man’s knowledge has progressed 

very far. He has chained the 
mighty elements of air, earth and 
water to meet his insistent and 
increasing demands. He glides 
through the ether, he is swiftly 
carried across the continent, he 
sails over the ocean in whose depths 
he searches for hidden treasure to 
be converted into gems for the 
embellishment of the race. Con
stant, vigilant, unceasing effort has 
been rewarded even though life 
itself may have been the toil exacted 
that the conquest might be attained.

Of the wonders of the universe, 
man’s knowledge increases almost 
daily. But of himself—what can 
be said ? Is it true that he 
possesses the sound saving common- 
sense knowledge of the immortal 
spirit which breathes within him 
and gives animation to all his 
senses and members ? Alas, no.

"‘I have been king,” said one 
bred to royal things, " and my only 
regret is that I have worn a crown.” 
“ 1 have served my monarch faith
fully,” said another, “ but would 
that I had served my God as well !”

Know thyself! There is a time 
in the lives of all men when some 
startling episode, some unforseen 
tragedy, some overwhelming sorrow 
brings the soul face to face with 
itself. To many the experience is 
harrowing. It is unusual. And 
why ? Because, since those far 
back days of childhood, when they 
first learned to distinguish between 
right and wrong, they have con
structed between themselves and 
self-knowledge an insurmountable 
hairier, a wall of earthly things. 
And tnis barrier shuts out the sight 
of that fair paradise where the soul 
dwells in serene communion with 
itself, knows itself, and by this 
very knowledge rises superior to all 
else.

Most minutely do business men 
examine into their financial affaire. 
No figure on their books is un
familiar to them They are able to 
gauge their future successes by the 
present state. Comparatively few 
there are, however, who follow the 
admirable practice of self-examina
tion which enables them to see them
selves as $hey really are when all' 
untruth and subterfuge and hollow 
shams are swept away.

A soldier-priist who gave his life 
in the Gieat War, said to a group of 
his men who lay terribly wounded 
and dying in slow sgonies : “If we 
have hope for this life only, we are 
the most wretched of men." In a 
wider sense, these significant and 
sublime words may be applied to 
those men who, horribly wounded in 
their consciences, are content to 
allow their moral strength to ebb 
away without making the one 
supreme effoit to save themselves.

Were a soldier in the trenches 
says Paul Bourget, feeling his 
agony too great, to -kill himself, 
what would we think of him ? That 
he was a coward, if he was able to 
fight. In like manner, the man is a 
coward who, recognizing his soul 
maladies, refuses to take the means 
offered to cure himself, so that he 
may be whole and sound and may 
exercise a worthy infldence on his 
community.

We are accustomed to hear 
people say, when some great sorrow 
has touched them : " Had I only 
known, I would have acted in far 
different manner !” Alas, we do 
not know. But we are happily 
content to take stupendous chances, 
to trifle with the most precious of 
possessions, the immortal being 
which is stronger than the physical 
life, and yet a part of it.

A great surgeon has aptly 
described his sensations while per
forming a major operation involv
ing the life of one of the greatest 
scientists of his age. Feeling his 
way from fibre to fibre, breaking 
through the network of human 
bones, amid the bleeding and living 
flesh he experienced a thrill which 
exalted him and added new power 
to his being. The thought that he 
held within his grasp the very soul 
which inhabited that living mass of 
flesh and bone, thst his skill alone 
could preserve it within its human 
casket, was solemn, inspiring. 
Having located the projectile which 
occasioned the trouble, with what 
infinite delicacy he withdrew it.
. . The miracle is accomplished. 
The patient will live. What will 
he do with the life which has been 
newly restored to him ? For the 
wounded man was a man without 
happiness, a man without a Creator.

Beneath the window of a great 
army hospital, the famous surgeon 
watched the soldier reclining on an 
iovalid’s chair. By his side are two 
crutches. His eyes are bandaged. 
He came to the hospital blind, with 
a shattered hip. Through the

marvellous forces of his art, the 
great surgeon was able to save the 
hip. He could not restore the 
faded sight.

It was very sad, yet not so sad as 
the case of the unbelieVer who 
recovered his bodily health, who 
found himself whole. And now the 
great question is—what will these 
men do with their life ? In his 
marvelous resurrection from a 
living tomb, will the great scientist 
recognize the Light which shines on 
hie numbed soul? In silent hours 
of self examination, will he discover 
the truth, and having discovered it, 
will he yield to it a tardy acknowl
edgement and make his peace wfth 
his God ?

In the silent hours of blackness, 
when no longer he can glimpse the 
fair and lovely sights of earth, 
faces that he loves, clouds at even
ing and the noble landscape of his 
native land,—will the blind soldier, 
turning the searchlight of truth 
upon his naked soul, learn the 
true secret of the happiness he has 
not yet found in the flush of life 
and strength? What will these 
men do with their lives ?

A greater miracle is accomplished 
when the Divine Finger probes the 
gaping wounds of the human soul, 
and locates the projectile which has 
paralyzed its powbrs. Self-knowl
edge alone is the skilful implement 
which can lay bare the wound 
beneath the Divine Physician’s 
touch.

The invalid recovering fronf a 
deadly soul sickness takes on the 
bloom of life once more. The 
pallor of exhaustion yields to a 
flush in the cheeks, a brightness in 
the eyes.

The miracle is accomplished. The 
patient lives.—The Pilot.

OUR BOYS AND GIRLS
THE MODEST GIRL

You may sing of the skies that are 
azure blue,

Of the dizzy mountain height 
Of the balmy breeze and the flowers 

too,
Of the days when the sun shines 

bright,
But to me the grandest theme of 

them all
For which my flag I unfurl,
Is a maidenly maid slender and tall 
A really modest girl.
Her hair may be gold or a raven 

hue
Her lips resemble a rose.
Her eyes may be blue or a diamond 

gray
But she weareth modest clothes.
The blush on her cheeks is a foun

tain of youth :
She never seemeth a churl,
She’s an angel of light, of strength, 

and of truth,
This" really modest girl.
She is always polite but never is 

fast.
By fashion she never is swayed ; 
She’s the symbol of love that is 

steadfast ;
Tnis really maidenly maid.
She is modest and pure ;
Her love will endure 
E’en to the end of the world.
So, sing what you please,
But for me, 1 am sure 
To sing of the modest girl.

THE ART OF HAVING TIME
The people who work the hardest 

and accomplish the most Sre not 
those who complain of lack of time. 
Those who constantly put their time 
to good use do not excuse them
selves from duty on the plea of lack 
of time. The people who have the 
most irons in the fire are those most 
ready to receive and forge another.

Goethe, one of the busiest men 
that ever lived, has said: “Time 
is endlessly long, and every day is a 
vessel into which much may be 
poured, if one will readily fill it 
up." And again: “One has al
ways time enough, if he will im
prove it well.”

But we are also to remember 
what another wise German has said; 
“ Today is the opportunity for 
enjoyment and work. Knowest 
thou where thou wilt be on the 
morrow ?" A greater spirit than 
either has said : “ Are there not 
twelve hours in the day ?”—Church 
Progress.

THE ANT AND THE 
BUTTERFLY

_ There is an old adage which says, 
“ Never pul off till tomorrow what 
you can do today,” and this is per
fectly true as is proved by the old 
tale of the ant and the butterfly. 
During the beautiful months of 
summer the ant worked assiduously 
laying up a store of food for the 
winter, while the gaily colored 
butterfly flitted about from flower 
to flower endeavoring to fill his days 
with as much idle amusement and 
pleasure as he could. It would be 
time enough to think of winter 
when the flowers were all dead, and 
the sun ceased to shine. But alas ! 
autumn passed away onlv too 
quickly, and still the butterfly did 
not commence to prepare for the 
coming ordeal. The winter came 
with its snow and frost and the vain, 
foolish butterfly perished of cold 
and hunger, while the wise ant lived 
in happiness and plenty, and suc
cessfully weathered the storms 
until spring dawned again. Al
though this tale is only a fable, it 
teaches a very salutary lesson on 
the result of letting opportunities 
pass—or, in other words, on the 
outcome of procrastination.—True 
Voice.

LOSING WELL
Bob sat in the barn doorway, 

staring moodily down the road.

When he hea- d Dick’s step he began 
^whistling. Usually Bob was proud 
of his brother’s friendship, but just 
now that brother was the last per- 
sin in the world that he cared to 
see. Still, it had to be done, and 
the sooner the better. Bob whistled 
and braced himself for the greeting 
he dreaded. It came in the form of 
a hearty hand upon his shoulder and 
a voice full of cheer.

“ It was hard, sure enough, old 
man; but you’ll have better luck 
pext time.

“ There won’t be any next time," 
Bob muttered gruffly. “ It’s no 
use.”

Dick nodded. “ I know. I’ve 
been there. Db you remember the 
time I lost the race I’d bey so sure 
of ? I felt just as you do—dis
gusted—ready to throw the whole 
thing over. It was Prof. Dana who 
saved me. He came up and shook 
hands and congratulated me. 1 can 
remember hie words now. ‘ Field,’ 
he said, 1 you put up a good race, 
and next time you’ll win ; but 
you’ve won a bigger victory today 
in proving yourself a good loser. 
I’m proud of you.’ I wasn’t you 
know. I was black as thunder 
inside, but that made me think. 
Sometimes I’ve thought I didn’t 
get anything in college so valuable 
as that sentence. It fits in every
where."

This time Bob nodded.
WHAT HE COULD DO

Two boys left home with just 
money enough to take them through 
college. They both did well at col
lege, took their diplomas in due 
time, and got from members of the 
faculty letters to a large shipbuild
ing firm with which they desired 
employment. When the first boy 
was given an audience with the 
head of the firm he presented his 
letters.

“ What can you do?" asked the 
president. .

“ I should like some sort of a 
clerkship.

” Well, sir, I will take your name 
and address, and if we have any
thing of the kind I will write to 
you.”

The other boy then presented him 
self and his papers.

“ What can you do ?” the presi
dent asked him.

“Anything that a green hand can 
do, sir,” was the reply.

The president touched a bell that 
called a foreman, and the college 
graduate went to sorting scrap 
iron. A week passed, and the pres
ident, meeting the superintend
ent, asked, “ How is the new man 
getting on ?”

“Oh," said the superintendent, 
“ he did his work so well that I put 
him over the gang.”

In two years that young man was 
the hi ad of a department and on 
the way to larger salary probably 
than his friend will ever earn.—The 
Youth’s Companion.

ON CORRECTING NON
CATHOLIC PREJUDICES

Apropos of a decision reached at 
the recent Catholic Press Associa
tion Convention in Indianapolis to 
establish local Catholic publicity 
bureaus which are to rectify mis
statements or refute unfounded 
charges against the Church, is the 
following utterance made recently 
by Cardinal Bourne of England and 
referring to the Vigilance Com- 
mittee of Westminster Catholic 
Federation : “I am sure you feel 
how important it is that when we 
are setting right our fellow country
men in cases where they have 
caused off* nee, it is always wise to 
proceed cn the assumption that 
they did not mean it. I should 
regret very much if the Federation 
were to attempt, as it were, to 
pillory our assailants unless they 
thoroughly deserve it, because so 
many of the attacks are made 
through ignorance or by reason of 
the Nemesis that often pursues an 
overworked journalist. The un
fortunate man has to write an 
article, at short notice, on subjects 
which he has not studied, and where 
the Catholic Church is concerned he 
not infrequently falls into the error 
of repeating some prejudice that 
has grown up with him from child
hood. He does not mean to give 
offence. Those people ought to be 
treated very considerately, and 
given credit of not wishing to give 
offence out of malice.”—The Echo.

SUMMER FURS CAUSE SKIN 
TROUBLE

Appeals to women to cease wear
ing furs in the summer time hsve 
been a waste of effort. There is the 
argument addressed to their 
alleged gentler selves to the effect 
that the useless wearing of furs 
will lead to the ultimate extinction 
of fur-bearing animals. Then the 
fair ladies are told that which they 
know, namely, that the wearing of 
furs in the summer makes them 
needlessly hot and uncomfortable, 
but sweltering and suffering femin
inity will not listen. Well, in 
London hospitals there are just 
now some thirty or forty cases of 
“ fur dermitis, a skin disease due 
to the wearing of furs. The cheap 
furs are blamed by the dealers, but 
it may-not be far from the truth 
that furs in the summer time are 
conducive to the breeding and 
activity of the microbe that cause 
“ fur dermitis.” If this should be 
established then the tenseless 
fashion of wearing furs in the 
summer time will automatically 
come to an end.—The Echo.

A deputation—
for unvarying Quality is the 
Greatest Marti of Distinction.

"SAMBA"
H 846

has given Matchless Quality for 31 years. 
So Delicious I Just Try It.

HEN tiSING •

\ bt. READ OIRCCTIONS 
CAREFULLY AND 

_ roiLOW THEM
« exactly/

There is#
only one 

ray to kill
frll the Flies

This is it— Darken the room as much a* possible, close the 
windows, raise one oi the blinds where the sun shines in, about 
eight inches, plsce as many Wilson's Fly Pads ai possible on 
pistes (properly wetted with water but not Hooded) on the 
window ledge where the light Ia atrong, leave the room closed 
lor two or three hours, then sweep up the Hies end burn them. 
See illustration below.

Put the pietea away oat of tie reach ot children until re
quired la another room.

The right 
way to us ei

"Wilson’s
Fly Pads

| j 1Z> É ^ to wives and mothers of Drunkards a trial treat-
■ ^ IX 1 ^ Wonderful Egyptian cure, SAMARIA^ j . PRESCRIPTION for Drunkenness, which science

has proved is a disease and not a habit — has to be treated as such. Prohi
bition Legislation can’t cure the unfortunates. SAMARIA can be,given in 
lea, Coffee or any liquid food. Send stamp for trial treatment.

SAMARIA REMEDY CO.
DEPT. 21 142 MUTUAL STREET, TORONTO
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Gordon Mill»

Louis Sandy
HABIT MATERIALS 

and VEILINGS
Specially Produced for the Use of

Religions Communities
Black, White, and Coloured 

Serges and Cloths, Veilings 
Cashmeres, Etc.

Stocked in a large variety of widths 
and qualities. Samples forwarded 
on application.

LOUIS SANDY
Gordon Mills

STAFFORD, ENGLAND
TelograniH-LouiBandi, Stafford 

PHONK No. 10 4»

- . H
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VÊL

o|N the train, on the £? 
boat, on hotel porch

or mountain top, in canoe 
or car, you can always “get 
home’ "with your A

We
Fot

Vs
Pen

si*

It is always ready with wings for your 
thoughts. With its eVcn flow, smoothness, 
and perfection of balance and fit, it is an 
incentive to write.
It is the ideal companion for vacations and 
holiday jaunts.
•It is the wise gift of anyone who is left at 
home, to anyone who is going away.

$2-50y $5 and up

Selection and Service at best dealers everywhere

L. E. Waterman Company
Limited

179 St. James Street, Montreal

New York 
San Francisco

Boston
London

Chicago
Paris

SEVEN

Out classes Them Air

“ECONOMY”

Boiler
Anyone interested in the question of hot water heating should read 

the following testimonial from Dr. T. B. Kaiser, King Street, Oshawa. 
It proves conclusively that the Pease “Economy ’ has genuine merit.

* "Tho Pcaec Economy Boiler ie the hot 
water apparatus I use for my house. 
Nothing could bo more satisfactory heat 
regular— economic — no clirtkere - perfect 
combustion of coal easil/ managed. 
This is the third boiler I have had personal 
experience with and it out-classes them 
all."

iI

Why not let our Engineering Department 
plan a system that is most suitable to your 
needs ? There is no charge or no obligation 
on your part. Get in touch with us to-day.

Communicate with
Pease fq u n„d

Attention Mr. Reid 
TORONTO - ONTARIO 

Telephone Main 7000

NIGHT “ 
LIGHTS ORATRIX 99

Our Night Lights “ORATRIX" are guaranteed of absolutely first 
quality, and they possess the following characteristics : —

1. They burn perfectly well.
2. They are smokeless. »

3. Normal flame.
4. They leave no residue around the glass.
5. Furnished with our Special Tin.

This Special Tin. patented by our firm, puts our Oratrix above 
any competition, and eliminates the two disadvantages inherent to 
the other lights on the market : —

1. The wick can t fall, as it is confined in a little tube. Any
danger of breaking glasses is eliminated.

2. This tin comes out ver* easily, as very little metal sticks
to the bottom of the glass. No danger again for breaking 
glasses.

3. It is a marvellous tin, and we are sure that you will
appreciate it.

Stick to the “Oratrix” Night Lights
Wait for Our Representative or Write Us

You are welcomed and our experience is at your service

F. BAILLARGEON LIMITED
MONTREAL
865 Craig St. East

SAINT-CONSTAMT
Established a. D. is» Laprairie Co., Que.

Buckley’s 32-Day Treatment-for

HAY FEVER
ASTHMA and CATARRH

We guarantee satisfactory results—you to be the 
judge. If you do not get relief after using one full 
treatment take the empty package back to your 
druggist and he will refund the full purchase price. 
Get this guaranteed treatment to-day. You have 
everything to gain and nothing to lose.

If doubt exists 
send 20c. to us 
for Trial Size & 
Special Booklet.

AT ALL DRUG STORES or by mail from 
W. K. Buckley Limited, Dept. 2 142 Mutual Street, Toronto, Ontario igo

FALLS

f jjPREFER THIS BUFFALO HOTEL?

y OU will add to your pleasure and com
fort when you visit Niagara Falls and 

Buffalo, by stopping at Hotel Lenox,

Quietly situated; yet very convenient to 
business, theatre and shopping districts, 
and Niagara Falls Boulevard.

A comfortable, modern hotel, complete in 
appointments and service. Every room 
an outside room. Exceptional cuisine. 
European plan.

Rates from $2.50 per day
On the Empire and Great Lakes Tours. Write 
for Road Guides, Maps, Hotel Booklet, etc. 
Motorists follow Main Street or Delaware 
Avenue to North Street.^

NORTH ST. AT DELAWARE AVE.
CLARENCE A. MINER

PRESIDENT

HOTELz
buffalo.

LENOX.
N.Y.
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