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MARCH IS, 1924 THb CATHOLIC RECORD
CHATS WITH YOUNG 

MEN
THE WAY OF THE WORLD

Laugh, and the world laughs with 
you,

Weep, and you weep alone,
For the brave old earth must borrow 

its mirth.
It has trouble enough of its own.
Sing, and the hills will answer,
Sigh, and it is lost on the air ;
The echoes rebound to a joyful 

sound,
And shrink from voicing care.
Rejoice, and men will seek you, 
Grieve, and they turn and go ;

full measure of yourThey want
pleasure.

But they do not want your woe.
Be glad, and your friends are many, 
Be sad, and you lose them all ; 
There are none to decline youi nec- 

tared wine,
But alone you must drink life’s 

gall.
Feast, and your halls are crowded, 
Fast, and the world goes by ;
Forget and forgive—it helps you to 

live,
But no man can help you to die ! 
There is room in the hall of pleasure 
For a long and lordly train,
But one by one we must all march 

on
Through the narrow aisle of pain.

—Selected
SAINT JOSEPH

The month of March is devoted to 
the honor of one who is particularly 
dear to the Heart of God. Never 
did God place so much confidence in 
one of His creatures.

We read that when God finished 
the creation of the world He looked 
at it and said that it was good. If 
we can think of God standing in 
awe of anything, we might believe 
that He stood in awe before the 
soul of Mary, who was to be the 
mother of His Son. Now that He 
had created her, he must find some
one to guard this sacred treasure. 
To St. Joseph He entrusted the 
dearest of all His creatures. Not 
only did he confidently place in the 
hands of Joseph the sacred virginity 
of His Immaculate Mother, but He 
even gave to him the care of His 
Own Incarnate Son. For the 
fidelity with which St. Joseph filled 
the sacred trust that God confided 
to him. this great and just man was 
accorded the wonderful privilege of 
dying in the arms of Jesus and 
Mary. He is well chosen the Patron 
of a happy death.

We, too, may confidently put our 
trust in Saint Joseph. God trusted 
him more than any man, and He 
was not disappointed. Pray to him, 
particularly for the grace to live as 
he did, close to Jesus and Mary, and 
to have the supreme consolation of 
dying in their holy embrace.—Cath
olic Sun.

WORDS OF WISE MEN
It is a waste of time to grasp an 

opportunity unless you know what 
to do with it.

One can judge a man more surely 
by what he says of others than by 
what others say of him.

We can’t all win in the battle of 
life, but if fortune doesn’t favor us 
we can at least try to be good 
losers. It isn’t easy, but it is pos
sible.

Few men succeed because they 
are naturally brilliant. Success is 
due usually to perseverance, deter
mination and ambition.

The idealist knows exactly where 
he wants to go, but he has no means 
of getting there ; the practical per
son gets there and then finds that he 
is in the wrong place.

He who can heroically endure 
adversity will bear prosperity with 
equal greatness of heart, for the 
mind that cannot be dejected by 
the former is not likely to be trans
ported with the latter.

If a blessing is removed, don’t 
make yourself miserable by lament
ing its loss. Look around and see 
if there are other blessings within 
reach that you have never made the 
most of. Give these a little atten
tion.

Guilt may be blustering and des
perate, but it holds within itself the 
elements of weakness ; only purity 
of purpose is really strong.—The 
Tablet.

WORK A SACRED DUTY
The common complaint so fre

quently heard these days of the 
failure of men in all walks of life 
to fulfil the duties of their state is 
but another commentary on the 
lack of a religious motive in such 
lives.

The conception of work as a task 
to be grudgingly performed to 
obtain a promised wage is a direct 
result of the jejune doctrines of a 
world given over to materialism. 
The consecration of labor as part of 
our testing in the sight of God is 
entirely lost sight of in the attitude 
of the workman who skimps or 
shirks.

That the task before us in the 
state of life to which we are called 
is made holy by the motive of 
patient and cheerful faithfulness in 
executing it, is part of the comfort 
that makes possible Christian perse
verance through these years of pro
bation.

It is part, therefore, of a Catholic 
man’s religion that he do his day’s 
work faithfully and well ; and while 
not excluding his purpose of provid
ing for himself and those dependent 
upon him to the best of his ability, 
he nevertheless lifts that work by his 
high motive out of mere drudgery 
into a sacred duty acceptable to his 
Maker.

It is with confidence, therefore, 
that we maintain that the practical 
Catholic finds in the ordinary duties 
of his religion the means of sancti
fying his day's work, and that he 
can be held as an efficient contrib
utor to the common weal, whatever 
be his station in life. The man who 
says hie morning prayer beginning 
the day, and closes that day in like 
manner with prayer, who every 
Sunday asks his God at Holy Mass 
to bless the week that is done, and 
to give him strength and courage 
for the week that is beginning, who 
every month unites himself in Holy 
Communion with his Sacramental 
Lord—such a man brings the spir
itual motive of his whole life to his 
day’s work in such fashion as to 
exclude the deplorable traits that 
would make him unworthy of the 
friendship and the love of Him Who 
deigned to be reputed the Son of a 
Carpenter.—The Pilot.

OUR BOYS AND GIRLS
ST. JOSEPH’S ANSWER

Josephine and Gabriel were twins, 
and their birthday was the feast of 
St. Joseph. Gabriel thought it too 
bad that he couldn’t have been 
named after the great saint whose 
day was his own natal day, but 
it happened that his oldest brother 
bore the name of Joseph. Other
wise this surely would have been 
his name.

However, his mother consoled 
him by saying that Gabriel was a 
very beautiful name to have, as it 
was borne by the angel of the 
Annunciation — the heavenly mes
senger who told the Blessed Virgin 
that she was chosen to be the 
Mother of God.

But Gabriel protested that “ it 
sounded an awful lot like a girl’s 
name.” Then when his playmates 
began to shorten hie name to" Gab,” 
he became greatly agitated.

“ That isn’t a bad idea,” his 
father said, smiling at his son’s 
chargin “ the name fits pretty well. 
You’re quite a talker, you know.”

“ You mean he’s got the gift of 
gab, don’t you, dad ?” put in Joseph, 
who had stolen his smaller brother's 
name “ or chewing the rag—it’s all 
the same thing.”

Gabriel became nettled. “ Yes, 
I’d like to know who chews it worse 
than you do,” he retorted. “ You 
even chew the rag in your sleep, 
so I have to stay awake lots of times 
listening to your crazy talk.”

Joseph laughed at this allusion 
to his propensity to talking in his 
sleep, and then his mother en
deavored to calm the troubled waters 
by intervention.

“ Now boys, don’t quarrel over 
nothing,” she advised. “ Laugh 
instead, and look at the funny 
side.”

“ There’s no funny side to look 
at, as far as I can see,” grumbled 
Gabriel, and if those fellows don’t 
cut out that ‘Gab’ business I’ll call 
them names they won’t like.”

Mrs. Miller smiled, for she knew 
that Gabriel’s “ bad names ” would 
not be anything objectionable.

“ You do that, Gabriel,” urged 
Josephine, who was always ready 
to stand back of her brother in all 
circumstances. “ What will you 
call them ?”

“ I’ll give you a list of good 
ones,” suggested Joseph. Then he 
mentioned a number of formidable 
epithets for Gabriel’s use :

” Bonehead, Daffy, Simp,” were 
a few of the choicest names pro
posed. About a dozen were rattled 
off, the last one suggested being. 
“ Nobody Home.”

“ Of course you must give the 
right name to the right fellow,” 
Joseph added, very seriously,.“ or 
you may get into trouble with the 
bunch.”

But when Gabriel had the oppor
tunity of applying these strong and 
suggestive titles his courage failed 
him. After all, he didn’t want to 
show any ill-feeling. The boys 
didn’t mean any harm. He’d just 
insist upon their calling him by his 
full name and no abbreviation about 
it. But to this the others objected, 
saying it was altogether “ too much 
of a mouthful ’’—took too long to 
say. So " Gab,” short and to the 
point, they continued to call him 
until in time Gabriel became quite 
accustomed to this vestige of his 
full name, and thought no more 
about it.

The twins were greatly devoted 
to each other, and if Josephine was 
ever ready to champion her brother’s 
cause, Gabriel was just as generous 
to always take sides with his little 
sister.

Josephine had very bright red 
hair that always attracted atten
tion wherever she went. One day 
she and her brother were playing 
out on the lawn. A strange boy 
whom they did not know came along 
up the sidewalk.

“ Gee ! look at the red-hair !” 
he insolently exclaimed. “ Hello, 
Reddy ; you’ll set the house on fire 
if you ain’t careful. Better call 
the fire brigade before the flames 
spread.”

At once Gabriel was ready to 
defend Josephine against this on
slaught. He was only a very little 
fellow at the time, but he was cour
age personified.

“ Don't you talk that way to my 
sister !” he commanded, drawing 
himself up to his full height and 
passing an arm about the little 
maid at his side.

The other boy laughed, derisively. 
“ If I had a sister with hair like 
that I’d give her away. Let me 
warm my hands,” and he advanced 
nearer.

At this Gabriel stooped and picked 
up a stout stick that lay on the

ground, and made a pass at their 
tormentor, but the latter dodged 
the blow.

’ Going to show fight, are you ?” 
he questioned. " Say, you’re a 
dangerous guy to leave running 
loose !”

He darted off, with Gabriel fol
lowing in his wake, the big stick 
brandishing furiously, while Joseph
ine looked on with mingled fear and 
admiration,

The aggressor would permit his 
pursuer to approach almost close 
enough to administer a whack, but 
would then jump out of harm’s way 
each time and leave Gabriel beat
ing the air.

This afforded the older boy plenty 
of amusement, and he laughed in 
great glee at the small lad's at
tempt to deal a vigorous blow.

Thus the two continued on their 
way until the stranger reached his 
domicile. Then with a parting 
derisive retort to his adversary he 
disappeared inside the door.

Gabriel stood at the steps a long 
time in hopes that the boy would 
reappear, until tired out and dis
appointed, he retraced his steps 
back to Josephine.

She was relieved to see him 
again for she had feared that “ that 
mean boy ” might have done some
thing terrible to her brother—may
be grabbed the stick from him and 
hit him so hard that he wasn’t able 
to come back.

“ I waited for him to come out 
again, and I was going to give him 
an awful swat," Gabriel explained. 
“ But he didn’t come out—I guess 
he was afraid.”

And Josephine declared that her 
brother was “ just awful brave ” 
and that she thought he'd make a 
fine man when he ” growed up.” 
All of which pleased the young man 
exceedingly.

Mrs. Miller from the first taught 
her children to have a great love for 
St. Joseph, and the twins in par
ticular, were very much devoted to 
the guardian of Jesus and Mary, 
a devotion that increased as they 
grew older.

And all during the month of March 
they never failed to spend some 
time in prayer before St. Joseph’s 
altar after they made their daily 
visit to the Blessed Sacrament.

The statue of the great saint was 
a beautiful one, and represented 
the Infant Saviour nestling in the 
arms of His foster-father. He 
appeared to be sleeping, and His 
little head rested trustingly against 
the saint’s shoulder.

Josephine and Gabriel were fond 
of this statue, in seemed so real 
to them. St. Joseph gazed, down at 
them so kindly and the dear Babe, 
to use the little girl’s expression, 
" looked just like He was having 
the nicest little nap, and you 
wouldn’t be surprised if pretty 
soon He’d open His little eyes and 
blink them at you.”

The children were spending Lent 
piously, as all Catholic children who 
have good parents are sure to do. 
They gave up little things that they 
were especially fond of, and when 
a famous and very excellent circus 
came to town they did not dream of 
going, although someone gave their 
father complimentary tickets and 
the temptation was very great.

But their mother often told them 
that there were many Catholics who 
spent the Lenten season carelessly, 
with little or no thought of doing 
penance, and that it was a good 
thing to offer up acts of self-denial 
for such as these. So the children 
offered up their good works heroic
ally in reparation, and many of 
their devout practices were done in 
honor of their favorite, St. Joseph, 
during the days of his month.

Josephine and Gabriel were always 
very confidential, and as they grew 
older they began to discuss their 
future vocations. Gabriel was now 
an altar-boy, and he had quite made 
up his mind to be a priest, so he told 
his sister one day.

Josephine thought that was grand, 
but she wished she was a boy so 
that she could be a priest too. 
Then an inspiration came.

“ I know what I’ll be. I’m going 
to be a Sister. It’ll be the next 
best thing to being a priest.” She 
was greatly delighted over this 
decision, and Gabriel, too, thought 
it was simply splendid.

“ Even if we’re separated far 
apart,” he told her, “ we’ll always 
seem near, ’cause we’ll be praying 
for each other and doing the same 
kind of work—work for God, y.u 
know.” And their dream came 
true one day.

So the minds of the twins were 
firmly made up regarding their 
future careers, and their parents 
were happy to know of the choice 
they had made.

One year the month of March 
opened mild and spring-like. The 
acacia trees were gorgeous in their 
golden robes, and the fruit trees 
with their soft, fluffy blossoms — 
pink and white—were a real de
light to behold.

" Looks just like pink snow fell on 
those trees,” Josephine cried joy
ously, as she and her mother went 
out to the back yard one lovely 
day. The Miller family had quite 
a little orchard of their own.

As the month advanced the warm 
sunlit days gave place to clouds and 
chilly air, and finally, rain and blus
tery weather.

“ What’s that old saying — if 
March comes in like a lamb it will 
go out like a lion?” quoted Joseph
ine as she and Gabriel came home 
from school one stormy afternoon.

“ That’s just what it’s up to, all 
right,” responded her brother as a 
gust of wind swept Josephine’s um
brella out of her hands into the 
miniature river that was racing
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along the curbing. Away it floated,
and Gabriel, laughing at the funny, 
situation, splashed deep into the 
water and pursued the floating 
object until it was rescued. But it 
was dripping wet after its voyage, 
so the twins resumed their way 
under the protection of Gabriel’s 
umbrella.

Josephine was troubled over the 
fact that her brother's feet had re
ceived a thorough soaking, and as 
he already had a cold she feared he 
would be sick as a result of the 
wading through the water.

The matter was reported to Mrs. 
Miller, and she ordered a hot bath 
at once. But what Josephine had 
apprehended came about, for by 
the next morning Gabriel was very 
ill. For days he tossed in fever, and 
doctor stated that pneumonia was 
his ailment.

Poor Josephine was heart-broken 
when she learned that the physician 
after a few days pronounced 
Gabriel’s case hopeless and his re
covery unlooked for.

St. Joseph’s Feast was approach
ing, and this thought encouraged 
the little girl’s heavy heart. Every 
spare minute was spent before the 
tabernacle and then at the foot of 
her dear saint’s altar.

With tear-filled eyes Josephine 
begged and pleaded that Gabriel 
should be spared, and as she gazed 
at the Infant tenderly folded in His 
protector's arms she gained con
fidence.

" Dear good St. Joseph, you must 
love all children. I’m sure,” she 
whispered, “ for the sake of the 
dear little Jesus. Do please ask 
Him to spare my brother. Oh, I’ll 
miss him so if he dies. But I must 
be resigned, so dear St. Joseph, help 
me to say. Thy Will be done,’ with 
all my heart.”

It was the day before the Feast 
of St. Joseph, Gabriel was dying— 
he might pass away at any time, said 
the doctor. Despite her great 
sorrow, Josephine carried an arm
ful of lilies from the garden that 
she and her brother had always 
carefully tended, to the church, for 
the saint’s altar was being decked 
for his own day.

With unusual fervor she prayed 
before the beloved statue today. 
Gabriel had received the Last Sacra
ments. His parents were sure he 
would die but they were resigned to 
God's Will. Still Josephine did not 
abandon hope. St. Joseph had 
heard her prayers lots of times. 
She would keep on praying. So she 
reminded him that the morrow 
would be his feast-day. Oh, how 
lovely it would be if he granted her 
request on that occasion !

It was very late that night when 
Josephine was aroused from her 
sleep by her mother. A change had 
come over Gabriel, and the end must 
now be at hand. Sobbing, the child 
followed Mrs. Miller to her brother’s 
room. His parents with Joseph and 
Josephine knelt around the bed. 
The patient lay quietly as though 
asleep.

After about five minutes Gabriel 
opened his eyes. He smiled in 
recognition at the little group. 
Then he said joyously : “ I’m better, 
mother, I had the loveliest dream. 
Saint Joseph—I’m sure it was St. 
Joseph—he came and stood near the 
bed, and he told me I was cured. 
And I feel—oh, l feel so well.”

Josephine beamed with joy. “ Oh, 
I knew St. Joseph would listen to 
me.” She glanced at the little 
clock near by. It was past mid
night. " Oh, look there mother ! 
If he didn’t answer our prayer 
on his beautiful feast day, too !” 
—Irish Catholic.

The way to regenerate the world 
is to do the duty which lies nearest 
to us, and not to hunt after grand 
far fetched ones for ourselves.— 
Can n Kingsley.

Kiddie Clothes
can be washed again and 
again in the gentle Lux 
soda, and each time will 
regain their original 
freshness and beauty.
The thin Lux flakes dis
solve instantly into a rich 
cleansing suds, free from 
any particle of solid soap 
that might damage deli
cate threads.

Lex is ss harmless to fisc 
fabrics as pore water itself.

LUX
S»ld rntly i* tattled dmst-yrtof ymokai*.

Lmr Brothers Limited
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has distinguished

"SALMA"
Boao

for over three decades. Pure 
and Delicious Always. — Try it.

DON’T THROW Your OLD CARPETS AWAY
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No matter how old, how dilapidated < wo thoroughly clean and uteriUee 
them ) tie a rope around them and send to uh to bo made into the famous

“VELVETEX RUGS”
Hevenilble-tboy wear, life time. We have thoumndeof recommend.- tioPH from our HatiKfied customer*.
In Montreal, Toronto, Windsor. WalkervUle, Sandwich, Ford, SL Thoino*.

„and London our driver collects your carpets from attic, cellar or off the floor.
Beware of imitations. We are the only makers of “Velvetex Rugs." We 
pay express both ways on all orders everywhere.
See our guarantee in fol-'er. Send for free folder No. 46.

CANADA RUQ COMPANY
Velvetex Building, Carling 8t. LONDON, ONT.

Established 1909. 16 years building Public Confidence in qiality.

‘Give me New 
Worlds to Conquer*

—Alexander the Great.
Bovril gives you the 

feeling that you want 
“ new worlds to con
quer.” It makes you 
eager for more exercise, 
more work, more of the 
enjoyment of life.

It does all this because it builds up the 
vital forces, strengthens you and enables 
you to extract more nourishment from the 
other food you eat. You never get “that 
sinking feeling" if you drink Bovril.

Don’t get tired—drink

BOVRIL
The Mighty Energiser

SECURITY

THB BANK OF MONTREAL numbers among the 
customers of its Savings Department thousands of men 
and women in every part of Canada.

Safety has been a watchword and conservative management 
a principle with the Bank for mere than a hundred years. 
The entire resources of the Bank are behind each Branch.

Your account, no matter bow small, will be welcome.

BANK OF 
MONTREAL

TOTAL ASSETS IN EXCESS 
( OF $650,000,000

EUROPE
SUMMER SEASON 1924

A Series of attractive escorted Tours, leaving 
Montreal and New York April — July

$395. vê
Write for Program

THOS. COOK ® SON
Bank of Hamilton Building

65 Yonge Street TORONTO
Telephone Main 3023-4

OFFICIAL TRANSPORTATION AGENTS FOR THE
British Empire Exhibition

Wonderful Egyptian Remedy 1 Samaria " Prescription 
tor drunkenness, which 

science has proved is a disease and not a habit and must be treated as such. 
Prohibition legislation does not help the unfortunates. "Samaria” may be 
given in Tea, Coffee, or any liquid food. Send stamp for trial treatment.

DEPT. 21
SAMARIA REMEDY CO.

142 MUTUAL STREET, TORONTO, ONT.

Radio
At Lower Prices

Tell us what you want—well 
gladly quote.

All mail orders prepaid.
Money back guarantee.

Canada RaJio Stores
287*/, PRINCESS ST. 

KINOSTOR, ONTARIO

WILCOX
The Growing, English- 

Speaking Catholic 
Country Parish 

of Saskatchewan
Iloom for profeBHional imen of every profession. y
Iloom for tradesmen of every trade.
Kooiii for workers — real-WORKERS - In every line.
Hoorn for formers on the best laud on the prairies.
One hour's drive from Regina.
Sister’s School for the children.
Now is the time and this is opportunity 

knocking at your door.
Get busy and write immediately, or better 

still, come and pay a visit to

The Parish Priest 
of Wilcox, Saskatchewan

Seeds Seeds
Have you a Catalogue ?
All Tested Seeds

Buckeye Incubators 
Baby Chicks

O. A. C. “Bred to Lay” 
Rocks, Leghorns 

Anconas 
Write for Prices

Dominion Seeds
LIMITED

119 Dun das St. London, Ont.

Other Remedies 
Had No Effect

When all other treatments 
and remedies have failed, Gin 
Pills will often bring prompt 
relief to sufferers from kid
ney trouble. Read how one 
man was relieved:—

“For a considerable period I have 
been subjected to pain in my 
kidneys and suffered very severely.
I tried various remedies without 
success until advised to take Gin 
Pills. After using them for a few 
days, my pains left me entirely 
and have not since returned.”

(Signed) Jas. B. W a mock.

If you are troubled with weak, dis 
ordered kidneys, with uric acid or with 
bladder trouble, get Gin Pills and see 
how soon they will restore you to 
normal health. 50 cents a box, at your 
druggists.
National Drug & Chemical Co. 

of Canada, Limited 
Toronto, Ontario.

Gino Pills in U.S.A. are the same as 
Gin Pills in Canada.
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FREE
XEAL

sleeping;
BEAUTY 

DOLL 
6LOVELY 
WICKER 

!; CARRIAGE

4K.

this beautiful doll 
wicker, rubber 
lug a cent.. Dolly

is over 12 Inches high and la fully dreseed from her pretty hat 
to h(-r shoes and ^stockings. She is really beautiful with her
lovely hair, real sleeping eyes and she even has ento little 
tenth, You ran have her with straw hat. ami pretty lacy 
dress as you see her a ove *r with a men red hat and coat to 
match. You'll be proud te own such a big la-nutifui doll.

The carriage Is the prettiest you have overseen, It is real 
wicker enamelled in beautiful French grey. It has big strong 
springs and the wheels are steel with fine rubber tires. In 
addition it hna the beautiful wicker hand. Jnst like a real baby 
carriage. You can move It any way you like,

Bend your name and address today and get postpaid Just 35 
handseme packages of “Dcwklst Béqu.-t" the lovely now per
fume to sell at only 10c, Everybody buys this delightful per
fume. Many take two or three packages. It's no trouble to.,,11 • *T i .* II ..... -, . 4   . _ ... — a .... Fell "Dcwklst Hoquet.” Ratura on r $3 .r4 when ysq'vi.   ..
them and we whl scud your beautiful doll at once all charges 
paid and the handsome doll carriage Is yours too If ynn will 
show your lovely prize to y»ur friends and get only three of 
them to sell our goods and earn our line prises like yon did
AddressDewklstPerfumeCo.,Dept c 8,Toronto,Ont.
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