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CHATS WITHJfOUNQ MEN.
The Was to Succeed.

lien who be Dome snccessfol In the 
letter year* of their life sometimes girt 
ont the set of guiding rules to which 
they attribute their luooe**.

The following rules are raid to have 
been formulated by Andrew Carnegie 
for his own guidance :

1. Never enter a bar-room, nor let 
the contents of a bar-room enter you.

2. Do not use tobaooo.
3. Concentrate. Having entered 

upon a certain line of work, continue 
and combine upon that line.

4. Do not shirk ; rather go about 
your task. Do not let any young man 
think he has performed his full duty 
wh«n he has performed the work as 
signed him. A man will never rise if 
he acts thus. Promotion comes from 
exceptional work. A man must leern 
where his employer’s interests lie and 
push for these. The young man who 
does this Is the young man whom cap 
It si wants for a partner and son-in-law 
He Is the young man who, by-and-by, 
reaches the head of the firm.

5. Save a little always. Whatever 
be your wages, lay by something from 
them.

(I. Never speculate. Never buy 
stock or grain cn margin.

7 Never indorse. Whenever you 
enter on business for yourself, never 
indorse. Whenever you enter on bus! 
ness for yonreelf, never indorse for 
others. It Is dishonest. All your re 
sources and all your credit are the 
sacred property of the men who have 
trusted you. If you wish to help an
other give him all the cash yon can spare.

Another set of rules for young men 
to follow are those laid down by a man 
who built up an immense business, the 
ramifications of which extended all over 
the United States.

They will bear perusal and are as 
follows :

If your hands cannot be usefully em 
ployed, attend to the cultivation of 
your mind.

Always speak the truth. Make few 
promises.

Live up to your engagements. Keep 
your own secrets, if you have any.

When you speak to a person, look 
him In the lace.

Good company and good conversation 
are the very sinews of virtue.

Good character is above all thing, else.
If any one speak evil of you, let your 

life be so that none will believe him. 
Drink no kind of intoxicating liquors 
Ever live (misfortune excepted) 

within your income.
Small and steady gains give com 

potency with trar qulllty of mind.
Earn money before you spend it.
Never run into debt unless you see a 

way to get out again.
Never borrow, if you can possibly 

avoid it.
Do not marry until you are able to 

support a wife.
Never speak evil of any one.
Save when you are young to spend 

when you are old.
Head over the above maxims at least 

once a week.— Our Young People.
Overcoming an Unfavorable Impression.

It is one of the most difficult, things in 
the world to change our first impression 
of a person, whether good or bad. We 
do not realize how rapidly the mind 
works when we meet a person for the 
first time. We are all eyes and all 
ears ; onr mind is busy weighing the 
person upon tho scales of onr judgment. 
We are all alert, watching for earmarks 
of strength or weaknons. Kvery word, 
every act, the manner, the voice— the 
mind takes in everything very rapidly, 
and uur judgment is not only formed 
quickly, but also firmly, so tnatt it is 
very difficult to get this first picture of 
the person out of our mind, i

Careless, tactless people are often 
obliged to spend a great deal of time in 
trying to overcome the bad first impres
sions they make. They apologize and 
explain in letters. But apology and 
explanation usually have very little 
effect, because they are so much weaker 
than the strong picture of the first im 
pression which frequently persists in 
spite of all efforts to change it. Hence 
it is of the utmost importance for a 
youth who is trying to establish him 
self to be very careful of the impression 
he makes A bad first Impression may 
be the means of barring him from credit 
and depreciating his worth at the very 
outset of his career.

If you can leave the impression that 
you are a man first, that your manhood 
stands high up above everything else, 
that your Integrity and your nobility 
are the most salient things about you 
and tower high above your other quali
ties, if people can see a real man behind 
everything else von exhibit, yon will 
get the world’s confidence.—Success.

When to do a Thing.
A successful man says that he owes 

much of his prosperity to a lesson 
taught him by his employer. This 
man’s principle was “ Do it now.” . In 
stead of putting things off with the idea 
of attending to them “ sometime ” be 
made it a rule to “ do It now.” Thus 
he was often in advance of his competi 
tors, both in taking hold of a good 
thing, or letting go an unprofitable one 
Thin principle may be applied to the 
smaller affairs of life as well as to the 
most important. The little things we 
ought to do and don't do,worry us most, 
“ S--metimes ” they must be attended 
to, and the oftener they are brought 
to mind and dismissed again to that 
indefinite time the more trouble they 
give ns. Then, after all, we are o'ten 
surprised to find how little trouole it is 
to attend to these things, and want 
somebody to kick ns for not realizing it 
sooner. Happy is the man whose rule 
is promptness in all things.

OUR BOYS AND GIRLS.
" REMEMBER. MOTHER !"

An unworthy son may prove recreant 
to his mother's love and to the early 
teaching of the fireside. Bat some dav 
the memory of that mother will rise 
before him and stand there until tears 
come to hie eyes and prayers to hie 
lips. At such a time he would give all 
that he has gained through dlsobedl 
ence to be just like her. There is no 
faith like the faith of a Catholic mother 
and there are few influences that will 
arrest the waywardness of men like the 
remembrance of her.

A CLIENT OF OUft LADY PROVES HKtt 
POWER.

The retreating forces of the French 
army were making their way toward 
hospitable Savoy, and had arrived at 
Faucilles (Jura), where they halted for 
their scanty meal laid ont on a heap of 
snow, which served as a table.

Whilst the chaplain of the army was 
dispatching his shaie of the repast, an 
aide de camp of the general in command 
of the retreating army, approached him 
saying :

“ Quick, Father, quick, the general 
has sent for you to go and prepare for 
death a soldier condemned to be shot.”

14 To be shot : But what for ?”
44 This is not the time to enter into 

explanations,” was the reply.
On arriving at the place of execution 

the chaplain bade the picket of soldier» 
to lower their rifles and tenderly e u 
bracing the condemned man said :

44 My dear child, since men have no 
mercy for you, I offer you the pardon 
of God. Offer up to the justice of man 
and Qod the blood you are about to 
shed ; mount up to heaven, the country 
of the repentant and the brave.”

As the priest raised his hand to give 
him absolution the Prussian balls fell at 
their feet. 44 Fly, save your reives, the 
Prussians are upon us,” was the cry on 
every side. The chaplain standing 
by the sergeant, still blindfolded, re 
stored him his liberty and his sight, 
saying :

4‘ My son, behold a mark of the divine 
mercy ; now you will have time to pre
pare to appear before God.”

The soldier was kept under guard 
until the army arrived at Gex, where 
each detachment went t> the town hall 
to receive their pay. At the door tho ] 
chaplain met the general, who, watch 
in hand, pointed to the room where the 
prisoner was confined :

44 You have a quarter of an hour, 
Father,” said he, ,4 to prepare the sol 
dier for death. I am sending two men 
to the cemetery bo dig his grave over 
which he will be shot.”

The chaplain went to the sergeant.
4‘ Father, ’ said the poor man, 41 is It 

really true I am going to bo shot ?”
44 I am sorry to say it is, my poor 

boy.”
The soldier having calmly made his 

confession suddenly exclaimed :
44 Oh I Father, must I really die and 

never see my poor mofcler again How 
proud would she have bf en to have known 
that I had died on the battle field ; but 
to be shot, and that by my comrades ! 
No, no, Father, it is too hard ; have 
pity on my poor mother, save me. . .
In a moment be sprang to the window 
to effect his escape, but seeing he was 
on the second story of the building, be 
fell back into *he arms of the priests y 
ing : 44 Save me ! oh, save me 1”

Ob. my son, if I could, most gladly 
would I do so, willingly would I take 
your place. Bub what 1 cannot do, the 
Blessed Virgin can. Say, my son, do 
you love our Blessed Lady ?”

44 Ah, Father, if I love her, I who 
come from her country !”

44 You do not come from Nazareth, I 
should say ?”

44 No, Father, I c me from the Pyren
ees, from Lourdes.”

44 And do you pray to the Blessed 
Virgin ?”

4 Father, I have never passed a day 
during the whole of this sad war with 
out reciting the Memorare.”

44 What, my son, you come from 
Lourdes, and every day you pray to 
the Blessed Virgin ! Surely our Lady 
will save you. Let us kneel down and 
recite t-igdfcher the Memorare ; help 
perhaps will not be long in coming 1” 

Hardly had they finished the last 
words of that unfailing prayer, when 
repeated knocks were heard at the door, j 
The soldier fancied that his last mo
ment had come, and sinking down burst 
Into tears. 441 am going to die, My 
poor Mother I 1 shall never, never see 
you again 1”

On opening the door the chaplain s w 
before him a stranger in a great state 
of excitement.

44 Father,” he said, 41 do you not hear 
noise going on in front of the town 
hall?”

*■ Yes, sir, I do ; but allow me to ask 
who I have the pleasure of speaking 
to, for it is easy for you to know who I
am ?”

I am the Magistrate of the town. 
Public peace Is in danger and my duty 
is to establish order. The people are 
clamoring for the release of the ser 
géant ; they will not have ifc said that 
French blood was the first to be r-hed. 
If the execution takes place there will 
be new calamities, Father ; so help ma 
to save the life of the prisoner.”

“ Sir, willingly would I do so, but 
unfortunately my honor and conscience 

a priest forbid me to interfere in 
this affair.”

Then must we let him die ?”
No sir, if wo can do otherwise. 

But I have a plan to save him. Auk 
the commander charged with the <exe 
oution to show you the written order.

know there is none, hence the loud 
murmurs of the soldiers, for the general 
gave the order for his execution in a 
momert of passion.”

( This is but one of the many instances 
on record of the tyranny practiced in 
that unfortunate war ; the general, the 
sad hero of this adventure, being con 
demoed July, 1871, by oourtmartial, 
for two similar offences.)

The magistrate went in search of the 
commander.

44 Have you a written order ?” he 
asked.

14 No,” replied the commander.
44 And how, sir, do you dare shoot a 

man on the strength of a verbal order. 
Produce the order, please, or I oppose 
the execution.”

The commander, who was only too

would have been amply punished by a 
few hours Imprbotment.

Hiding hie disappointment and 
humiliation, and with a twist of bis red 
mustache, tho general sent for the 
chaplain.

44 Father, he said, 4<though it grieves 
me to see my orders countermanded, 1 
am delighted to give you pleasure and 
assure you that the sergeant is free.”

On his return, the chaplain fonnd his 
man in a kneeling position, and ad 
dressed him in these words :

44 Sergeant, what did the Blessed 
Virgin say to you during my absense?”

44 You know better than I,” replied 
the sergeant in an inaudible voice.

44 Very well, my son, the Blessed 
Virgin send» you good news ; you will 
have more time than you think to pre
pare for death.”

He did not dare to tell him the truth 
at once, lest the shock should be fatal as 
the ball of teatb ; then the chaplain 
aald :

44 In the meantime follow me.”
44 To death ?”
44 No, my son, Ï swear to you on the 

honor of a priest, no ; once mort-, follow

The sergeant, leaning on the arm of 
the chaplain, arrived in front of the 
town hall, where the infuriated crowd 
waited impatiently 16r him. At the 
sight of him, shouts were heard on all 
sides, exclaiming 44 It is he, it is the 
sergeant going to be shot 1”

44 Not yet,” said the chaplain, in a 
tone which commanded confidence and 
respect.

14 Where are you taking me to ?” 
aoked the soldier.

Without making a reply the priest 
conducted him to an altar of Our Lady 
in a chapel close by. Meanwhile the 
crowd outside pressed on to see what 
was taking place.

44 Kneel down, my man, and let us 
recite together before the statue of Our 
Lady the Memorare.”

Tnia being done, the chaplain, help 
ing him to rise from his knees, said :

44 My son, yen will not be shot, you 
will see your mountains again, and tell 
everyone that your heavenly mother 
saved you through the Memorare.”

The condemned man and his comforter 
left the chapel together, amidst the 
cheers of the crowd, transported with 
joy at the good news.

44 Long live the sergeant !” cried the 
people.

44 Glory be to the Holy Virgin who 
saved the sergeant,” replied the chap 
lain.

A MOTHERLESS CHURCH.

delighted to escape the fulfillment of 
this sad affir, approached the general 
who was leaning on the windowsill of 
the town hall and looking anxiously at 
the surging crowd below, clamoring for 
the written order.

44 We will see,” said he,
A ccuocll of war was immediately 

summoned and the sergeant discharged. 
His offense was not a serious fault, and 
far from meriting sentence of death, he

We had made onr little round of 
observation, not unmixed with admir
ation and reverence, within the beau 
tiful new church. Truly there was 
much to commend and admire—but to 
me there was a lack that ached through 
every thrill of admiration, and watered 
my every word of praise.

There were many windows, all of 
them inspirations, each portraying 
certain events in the life of the Savi
our, events from which sermons in 
number like the sands of the seashore 
have been preached, and yet the while 
( mused, the thought kept praying 
through me, 44 Forgive them, for they 
know not what they do.” And then 
we came to the last window, and as we 
paused within a rainbow shower of 
mellow lights, the pictured face that 
shone down was sweet, wondrous sweet, 
with the wistful, Madonna like gentle
ness that touches you like a caress.

A wave of thankfulness swept over 
me, an impress developing into con 
viction, when one of the members of the 
church approached and remarked with 
official courtesy and enlightenment 

The angel of the Resurrection 1 I» it 
not grand ? Yes, our windows are 
really works of art. We economized 
in various ways in the building of this 
church, and ifc would astonish you to 
know its moderate cost, but when it 
came to our windows, it was the beat 
cathedral glass and artistic skill that 
we demanded, and we have it here in 
windows that are inspirations.

Of course we sincerely acquiesced 
and smiled, and congratulated, but as 
«•e went away, deep down in my heart 
a voice whispered ; 44 A motherless 
church—a motherless church 1”

A motherless horn-- 1 How sad a 
place, indeed I Perhaps none, save the 
motherless, can know how sad. And 
yet can it be that only they who have 
known the mother’s love may measure 
the anguish of its loss ? When I was 
very young [ had the good fortune to 
enter into a brief coi Despondence with 
a well-known and experienced writer.
I remember among many interesting 
stories that illumined and levelled his 
tetters to the range cf my taper ray ol 
intelligence was bis reminiscence of 
Florence Percy and her hour beneath 
the arclight of glory. She was famed 
and feted for her poem, 44 You Kissed 
Me,” and o hers, but to me the song of 
her soul has ever been the dear old 
poem that formed many a reading les
son in the class room, 44 Rock Me to 
Sleep, Mother.” It was the heart-cry 
of genius that sang.

Yeti with . strong yearning of passionate 
Long I to-night for your presence again.

And
Mo-her, come bark from the eobolese shore. Take me again to your heart as of yore.Wea y of sowing for others to reap.
Rock me uo sleep mother rock me to sleep.’

44 Home is where my mother is,” re 
plied the boy to 44 What is home?’ 
Let us surmise that we enter a homo 
Upon the walls we behold the portraits 
of various members of the family, 
friends, perhaps, and relatives, < r at 
least some favorite writer, artist, or 
hero. But we see no token of the 
mother—no hint or word of her. What 
shall we think ? She must have been a 
most unworthy mother, or these, her 
children and members of her family, 
must, be most unworthy and ungrateful 
children 1

A familiar phrase In various Protest 
an6 churches is that of 44church home.” 
Ministers seek to impress upon the 
minds of all that the church is 
church-home. But it is a motherless 
church-home I In many denomina 
tional churches the women of Scripture 
are accorded honorable place and men
tion : the Magdalen has her place 
even the woman of Samaria is nut over-

lo ked, but she unto whom the angel 
■aid, 44 Hail, full of ^grace—blessed art 
thou among women,” has no place or 
welcome. The Son is hon -red, but the 
mother who was co-sufferer with the 
Son for the sins of the world is dis
honored by indifference ! The Son Who 
suffered upon the cross is Lord and 
Savior ; bu- the mother, whose heart 
was pierced with a sword of sorrow be 
neath that cross, 44 that the thoughts 
of many hearts might bo revealed,” Is 
44no more iban any other good woman,” 
as a minister once declared. The be
loved apostle, St. John the Divine, re 
oeived her at the foot of the cross as 
His beloved, blessed mother, and de 
voted IIli life to her service. And 
when the apostles were assembled 
together in obedience to the parting 
command of our Lord, awaiting the 
promise of the Holy Spirit's coming, 
the mother sat in the midst of them. 
And yet Christian churches who throw 
wide their doors to the Son, to the 
apostles and saints, cloue their doors 
upon the mother ! Know we a man so 
small, so iusensible, so low that would 

bldo in a bouse that closed its door 
upon his mother ?

When we reflect that the Protestant 
Church has ever been a motherless in 
Htitution, the thought comes that per 
hap» we discover a cause for its being 
ceaselessly riven and >ent asunder by 
diisuuaiou» aud divisluiis into man3* 
many sects—like unto a household oi 
disobedient, disorderly, headstrong 
children without a mother !

Father, forgive them ; they know 
not what they do.” A generation or 
so ago, and no Baptist or Methodist 
church would have tolerated a picture 
window or any other picture about 
their church. Music would have been 
an abjuination. The writer's own 
grandfather would not look upon a 
picture of our Lord, nor tolerate such 
a thing in his house. He considered it 
44 sacrilege ” that any man should dare 
to paint a picture ol the Saviour 1 
What would such Baptists of the years 
gone by th nk of the church I de
scribed in the beginning, which is a 
Biptisfc church ? Is it not simply a 
matter of light, and more light ?

A certain convert to the Catholic 
faith, in the first wary advances, while 
weighing and silting with that 
troubled anx’efcy that is the nettle rash 
of the soul, an infliction surely of 
satan. sto< d stock still and asked of 
her instructor : 44 Of what need is the 
Hail Mary ?” On her pilgrimage 
towards heaven she did 
carry anything but what was abso 
lutely m cessary. The priest, the one 
man out of all the world to suit her 
case, patient, pardoning, tolerant, with 
time to spare, simply and calmly—but 
so kindly— made answer : 44 Why, my 
child, you don’t have to unless you 
wish.” But then he told her to go 
home and read her Bible. And he 
directed her to read certain chapters 
and pasRAges relating to the Blessed 
Virgin Mother. In parting he said : 
44 Surely, you believe that the Blessed 
Mother was superior to any other being 
here on earth, save our Lord ?” 
stopped short. Why, certainly,
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h*hd always unconsciously,Involuntarily, 
felt and believed ifc. Then, full con
sciousness and light began to dawn 
upon her. And many a time-alter, 
when the 44 llail Mary was her covert 
from the tempest of bitter need, she 
recalled tho words she said : 44 Of what 
nee is the llail Mary ?”

Of what need is the llail Mary ? A 
thousand times, and a thousand more, 
the Catholic should hies» God for the 
faith that is in him. fn church and 
out ; in season and out of season ; like 
Daniel in a far country as he knelt and 
prayed with his face toward the Holy 
Temple in Jerusalem, his arms out
stretched in supplication, wi h the 
words of Solomon’s invocation like 
strong arms beneath him, we should i 
love passionately our religion, and our 
Church, and her every place of wor j 
ship, whether it be grand cathedral I 
with noble dome aud stately, towering I 
spire, or the plain, simple, lowly chape! | 
with its little wooden cross.—Lydia 
Whitefleld Wright in Cleveland Uni |
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JOHN FERGUSON A SONS 
180 King Street

rhr Leading Undertaken, .t'ri Kmbitlmer*. 
Open Night and Day 
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ModernUts Submit.
Five of the six authors of the anti 1 

encyclical, over'Th Italy, have ex- 
not want to I pressed to the authorities their con

trition for ’he part they took in that 
nublication. Tho Studii Religion! of 
Florence, edited by Den Salvatore 
Vllnooobi, which was perhaps the first 
review in Italy to unfurl the banner of 
Modernism, has announced that its 
present number is the last. In France 
the Modernist mag zincs Demain and 
Quirzane have disappeared. It is cer 
tain that another cone emna ion of the 
Modernist Rinnovamento of Milan is 
imminent, aud more than likely that 
the censure will not be limited to the 
last number, which consisted almost 

She I entirely of criticism or defiance of the 
she j encyclical “Pascendi.”

MEMORIAL
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ART GLaxSS
H. 33. ST OFORGE

London. Canada

MONUMENTS KBi
Artistic Design. Prices Rp.asonab/0.

The D. WILKIE GRANITE CO.
RICHMOND STREET LONDON

EDDY’S HATCHES

Hail from HULL

Sold Everywhere in Canada.

Take a package ot EDDY’S SILENT MATCHES 
Home with you to-day

DONALD McLEAN, Agent, 426 Richmond St.. LONDON.
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WINDOWS
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Pearl Rosaries
We have just received a large consignment of

Pearl Rosaries which we are offering at ex-

tremely low prices. Below will be found des-

cription and prices.

PLEASE ORDER BY NUMBER

No. Length Cross Cut or Turned Price
6000. . 25 cents
6002. ....15 '• ............. . 35 "
6256. ....16} " ............. . 36 "
6201. ...15 " ............. . 35 '•
6C04. ...15 " ............. . 40 "
6002. ...17 “ ............. . 40 "

' 6005. ..■■151 " ............. Pearl.. . 40 "
6274. ....14 “ ............. . 40 -
6263. ....... 15} " ............. . 40 "
6275. .......14) " ............. . 60 "
6006. ....17 " ............. .. Pearl.. .............Cut.................. . 60 -
6284. ...168 " ............. . 60 "
6265. . 60 "
6080. ........14} " ............. ..Pearl.. .............Cut................. . 60 ••
6285. ....... 17 " ............. .. Metal. ..50 '•
6091 . ....... 17 44 ............. .. 60 “
6279. .. Pearl. . 60
6092.

| 6062. .. 75 '•
6063. .......m •• ............ .. 75 "
6086. ....... 19 » .............
6086. .......1»1 “ ............
6087- ....... 21 “ ............ .. .. 1 25

Clje Catholic ftccovb
484 - 486 P.icbmond Street LONDON, CANADA

Fabiola A Tale of the 
Catacombs

By Cardinal Wiseman 
Paper, 30c.; Cloth, 60c., post-paid

Callista A Sketch of the 
Third Century

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

History of the
Reformation in 

England and Ireland
(In a series of letters)
By William Cobbett 
Price, 85c., post-paid

Catholic Reco"-'4.

yr-rv v v rv x x x -r irvir 8 BREVIARiEs]
The Pocket Edition

No. 22 —48 mo.; very clear and bold 
type, few references. 4 vol. 4èx2f 
inches; thickness j inch; real India
paper ; red border : flexible, 
morocco, round corners, red 
gold edges. Post-paid $5.40

DIURNALS
Horae Diurnae—No. 39—4|x3 ins.; 
printed on real India paper ; weight, 
bound, only 5 ounces. In black, 
flexible morocco, round corners, red 
under gold edges. Post paid $1 60.

THE CATHOLIC RECORD 
London, Canada

ï

Horæ Diurnæ
No. 21, small 48mo. (43x28 in.) 
India paper, clear and bold type 
in red and black.

Very slight weight 
and thickness

black, flexible MoroccoIn
old

first quality, 
stamping onedges' red under gold 

covers, round corners.
Price $1.75

Catholic Record, London, Canada


