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FIVE MINUTE SERMON
BY REV. WILLIAM DEMOUY, D. D.

THE CATHOLIC RECORD

LAST SUNDAY AFTER 
PENTECOST

CHARITY AND OUR ENEMIES
“ I truthron : We oeaso • ot to pray for you, 

and big that you mày be filled with the knowl
edge of iUh will, in all wihdom ana spiritual 
understanding." (Col. 1. ti.l

Three glorious words of St. Paul 
have been re-echoed through the 
ages down to the present day. The 
priests of the Church must say 
them to the faithful In the same 
sense, for the Church, In her liturgy 
and in the Mass, requires her minis
ters to pray for the people. Nay, it 
is the principal duty of the ordained 
minister to offer up the sacrifice of 
the New Law to God for the people; 
and they need do nothing more 
than assist at this great sacrifice 
with attention and in a devotional 
attitude. They can not offer up the 
sacrifice themselves. Iris only the 
priest who can do so—he who is 
especially chosen by God and 
ordained by one of the successors of 
the apostles, to whom Christ first 
gave Die power. to offer up His 
sacrednody and blood. The Mass 
is said not only to glorify God and 
in recognition of His supreme 
dominion over us, but also in expia
tion for the sins of man and as an 
offering agreeable to God, for the 
people. It is also a prayer of sup
plication ; all blessings needed by 
the people for their spiritual and 
temporal welfare are asked for 
from God. In a word, the Mass is 
the most perfect prayer, containing 
all the kinds of supplication ; and, 
for this reason especially, we say 
that the words of the text are as 
truly addressed by the Church to 
Christians of today as they were by 
St. Paul to the earlier brethren.

How Catholics should rejoice at 
this fact ! The knowledge of such a 
truth, too, should do much to make 
them daily express their gratitude 
to God for the greatest blessing He 
has given them—membership in the 
true Church. It was always the 
plan of God to have men help one 
another. One of the principal ends 
He intended in instituting marriage 
was mutual help. The history of 
man thus far also shows us how one 
must help the other. What an 
impossible life would be that of the 
individual who tried to-run his span 
alone, unaided ! We can not con
ceive such a state, and no rational 
man would ever attempt it. But 
God intended us to help one another 
in the spiritual life also ; nay, as it 
is the more important of the two. 
He expects more mutual help among 
men spiritually. In fact, in the 
Gospel does He not extol these 
works above all others ? What was 
the work of Christ but a work prin
cipally for our souls? His Church 
is an institution for the salvation of 
souls. And what He has done for 
men, He wishes men, proportion
ately, to do for one another. Some 
are to do it because of their office as 
the consecrated of the Lord ; others 
because they have dedicated their 
services to Him ; and still others 
from simple duty and charity. 
Now, one of the principal ways in 
which this help is to be given is by 
prayer. Why ? Because the great
est help one can have comes from 
God, and this favor ,God grants 
principally through prayer. He has 
told us so, and His responses to 
prayer have confirmed our belief in 
his promise. What greater help 
can come to man than that which 
comes from God, and, if it is 
obtained principally through prayer, 
how necessary it is for us to use 
this means for carryingwwut the 
command to help one another! St. 
Paul had much reason for telling 
the people that he and his followers 
prayed unceasingly for them, and 
he was conferring a great and 
never-ending benefit upon man by 
letting him know this fact. He 
knew that it would be continued in 
the Church, and that it would be 
practiced among the people them
selves—one praying for another.

It is necessary for people to rea
lize that real charity exists among 
them in the proportion that they 
fulfil this great precept. Our 
enemies may hate us. but this does 
not rob us of the opportunity of 
exercising charity toward them ; we 
can—nay, we must—pray for them. 
The lack of charity on the part of 
ethers should make it blossom forth 
abundantly in us. Contrast, for 
instance, the charity of Christ with 
the wickedness of His enemies, and 
that of the martyrs with the hatred 
of their persecutors. These are the 
examples we must strive to imitate.

How much need have Catholics 
today, also, of this generous spirit 
of charity ? We can not help notic
ing the lack of it on the part of 
most of our enemies. They are not 
helping us, especially not by prayer. 
They are endeavoring to destroy us 
by means unworthy of any one who 
professes the name of Christian 
Their work is a work of hatred; it is 
—if not in reality at least in desire 
—a work similar to that employed 
by the enemies of Christ and by the 
cruel persecutors of bygone ages 
They are not doing their worst, 
because a higher civilization will 
not permit it in all cases ; but 
judging from their threats and 
their manner of attacking us. they 
would do worse if they could. In 
fact, we _have had very recent 
examples of its being done in a 
country not far distant from us. 
We always have believed, too, that 
in other countries where govern
ments have fought Catholics, the 
law of expulsion would give way to 
the law of extermination, were it 
not that the modern world would 
have branded it a disgrace ; not

that expulsior of Innocent people is 
not a disgrace to a nation, but 
because the more or less indifferent 
do not consider it such.

Catholics never could depend 
upon the word of rulers, nor the 
guarantees of constitutions. In 
some instances both have been kept; 
but It often requires only a moment 
to change the whole situation. And 
how sadly both are often inter
preted ! Even in this country we 
are guaranteed freedom of con
science and worship, yet our govern
ment will allow the most unprin
cipled men to use Its mail service In 
an attempt to bring about our 
extermination, or at least ex
pulsion. What must be' said of 
these men and societies that 
are ever at our throats ? To 
say the least, there is no charity 
among them ; there is no respect, 
no duty. Instead of using the 
Gospel method of helping ai.d of 
saving one another, they are affili
ating themselves With the scribes 
and Pharisees. But we must not 
do this. God is our help and our 
safety. Charity, which unites us to 
Him, makes us all-powerful ; and 
that charity demands of us, as a 
duty, that we pray even for our 
bitterest enemies, that they may, if 
such be possible, be ‘'filled with the 
knowledge of the will of God in all 
wisdom and spiritual understand
ing.” _____

FRANCIS ELLIOTT
THE NOVELIST WHO LEANED 
AGAINST THE VATICAN WALL 

AND FOUND NEW
STRENGTH
By Frank Scully

In all dispatches announcing the 
death of Francis Perry Elliott—a 
lonely and impecunious patient at 
St. Mary’s Hospital, Tucson, Ari- 
zona—I wonder why none men 
tioned that the late author had died 
a convert to Catholicism ? I do not 
deny the wisdom of emphasizing 
the fact that the author of such 
novels as ‘‘Pals First," “Lend Me 
Your Name," “The Haunted 
Pajamas,1’ and others not quite as 
famous, should have died in debt. 
It is the complete ignoring of his 
spiritual enrichment that strikes 
me as bad journalism.

Of course his insolvency was a 
shock. Still, insolvency, like agnos
ticism, is not unknown in the arts. 
Men have given fortunes to the per
petuation of beauty. Few authors, 
on the other hand, have died rich. 
And nearly ail of them, in the mad 
intoxication of creative effort, have 
felt above the need of spiritual 
support. If they went to church 
at all, it was to satisfy an objective 
interest in, let us say, cathedral 
architecture—not in any humility 
of spirit, not, as our Irish mothers 
used to say, for the good of their 
souls.

A NATURAL LEADER
He took to leadership easily. 

From his late twenties he was 
silver-haired and this, of course, 
lent a touch of mature experience 
to hie native sagacity. His hair 
completed the picture of Francis 
Perry Elliott, the aristocrat.

It was no surprise to see him 
being weaned away from public 
schools to those whose chief ideal 
was “the genteel tradition," as 
Santayana calls it. He was presi
dent of Belmont College for a while, 
and when he left the Nashville 
“female" college, it was to take 
the head mastership of a fashion
able school for girls called “The 
Castle ;” still, I believe, located at 
Tarrytown, New York.

From there he joined the house 
of Harpers, and wedded himself 
thereafter to editing and writing. 
But his work as an educator and as 
an author, like similar efforts of 
Henry Adams, always seemed to 
outsiders as the hobbies of an aristo-- 
crat, rather than the means to a 
livelihood. I think he took a certain 
pride in this concealment, and no 
one knew that most of his income 
had disappeared when he went west 
to Denver for his health about 
eighteen years ago. He edited 
'The Great Southwest” while there, 

and through his wife’s constant 
care was well again in a year.

When he was ready to return to 
New York an ironic thing happened, 
his wife, the daughter of a doctor, 
became critically ill and, through a 
great deal of bungling among sur
geons, died.

Elliott never got over the loss of 
his "Winnie" Payne.

He left Denver and returned to 
New York with a trunk and a 
broken heart. In his trunk were 
several neatly penned notes, put 
there by his "Winnie" before she 
died, and marked "Frank’s Plots." 
He had never written fiction. He 
didn’t believe an editor could. Yet 
among those notes was the germ of 
“The Haunted Pajamas,” which 
was to become the laughing sensa
tion of that year.

He was so anxious to sell that 
story and get some money to go to 
see his mother, who was dying in 
Nashville, that he gladly took $900 
for it. Even his later successes, 
“The Gift of Abou Hassen," "The 
Power King” lin which by the way 
he anticipated the death ray by 
fifteen years,) and, more notably, 
“Lend Me Your Name" and "Pals 
First" gave him comfort, but cer 
tainly no luxuries.

Then when he broke down with 
tuberculosis for the second time 
four years ago, he left unfinished 
what I think would have been his 
greatest novel, “The Shadow Girl," 
and a series of six short stories for 
The Ladies Home Journal. He 
never finished any of these in his 
exile. In fact, “The Shadow Girl”

never got beyond the fifth chapter, 
but even these five chapters show It 
to be a story of amazing plot, 
structure and action. Finished, it 
would have brought him at least 
$20,000 In serial, book, dramatic and 
motion picture productions,

Very straight, slender, white- 
haired, aristocratic and with all 
outward appearances of the man of 

Ell...................liott fitted the Episco-substance
palian ideal very well. . It servedJ ,nT.7d^'touch of Th^eVr'th t„‘

He felt It a signal honor. He 
told me so. He told everybody so. 
And to show that the world was 
very human, _ even In its most 
spiritual moments, he was allowed 
to remain In his best blue suit and 
to eat dinner at a table In his room. 
I shared a fried chicken feast with 
him.

NUN SUPPLIES CIGARS

Later, Mother Victoria visited us
him during the years when he felt 
only a minor need for Spiritual sup
port. But when his house of cards 
tumbled down, when he was gen
uinely sick in body and soul, scrimp
ing along on $m> a month, his old 
pride torn to tatters, the diluted 
dogmas of Anglicanism couldn’t 
hold him up any longer. So he 
leaned against the Vatican wall and 
found strength.

He was living in an ugly barn-like 
hopee in Prescott, Arizona, when 
the thing happened In the summer 
0# 1928. He had a room with 
cracked walla and few comforts, in 
a house with several of the younger 
generation, all desert derelicts seek
ing hope in that land of new begin
nings. He ate food del'ciously 
cooked iq the Southern style he 
craved, and he saw views from hie 
front porchof unsurpassable beauty. 
But he didn’t get the spiritual food 
that his soul craved until a little 
Spanish Padre—tense, keen, with 
the animated eyes of the born mis
sionary came to see him.
THE PADRE WHO HAD LITTLE ENGLISH

His name was Father Camilo Tor- 
rente and he belonged to The 
Immaculate Heart of Mary.

The Padre could talk very little 
English and the Penitent no Span
ish. But in a month I was being 
called to witness the noted author/e 
First Holy Communion. It was 
Friday, September 7, 1928. It was 
a very beautiful service in that 
dingy, plaster-cracked room and we 
were both emotionally moved, as 
well we might have been. From 
then to his death hardly a week 
passed that he did not see Francis 
Perry Elliott receiving Holy Com
munion.

When he returned to Tucson in 
October of that year and his friend, 
Harold Bell Wright, made arrange
ments for him to stay at St. Mary’s 
Hospital, conducted by the Sisters 
of St. Joseph, Elliott was in loving 
hands until the day he died. His 
money ran out shortly after he be
came a patient and he didn’t seem 
to be getting to the point physically 
where he could write. This worried 
his proud and gentle soul terribly, 
but the good Sisters made it clear 
to him that he mustn’t think about 
his bills. They knew he would pay 
if he ever got well, and if he didn’t 
get well, then it wouldn’t matter.

The Mother Superior, Sister M. 
Victoria, and Sister M. Christina, 
were particularly close to him. 
They did every conceivable thing 
for his comfort. With them he was 
an artist, a great artist, and of the 
Faith.

To his friends (and he had all 
kinds from county sheriffs to uni
versity presidents,) who came to see 
him, none knew of his conversion. 
At least none spoke of it. I recall 
only one exception. A delegation 
of Masons came to visit him. He 
had been a Mason. They talked on 
and on and h- seemed to be hitting 
them id so many vital spots that 
they finally asked him what kind of 
a Mason was he to talk like that. 
Then he explained what had hap
pened in the last year. It should be, 
said to their credit that they visited1 
him just as frequently after learn
ing of his conversion to Catholicism 
as before. He was that kind of a 
man. Those with the slightest love 
for the finer side of life were drawn 
to him irresistibly.

H13 HAPPIEST DAY

But the day that was perhaps his 
happiest in a comparative sense, for 
he never was really happy any
where since his wife and mother had 
died, and his exile in Arizona only 
heightened his silent grief, was the 
day of his Confirmation : April 21, 
1924. He had suffered a stroke only 
a few months before and was still 
unable to walk to the altar to take 
the Sacrament. His nurses dressed 
him in a blue suit, however, and 
piloted him in a wheeled chair from 
the Sanatorium to the Sisters’ 
chapel. There he comprised a Con
firmation class all by himself. It 
was a beautiful ceremony. The 
little chapel—trim, immaculate 
with the desert sun shining in 
through its west windows—had a 
generous sprinkling of nuns and 
nurses who had come to see their 
pet patient confirmed. He was 
wheeled as close to the altar rail as 
possible.

Bishop Gercke, who had been sent 
to take charge of the Diocese of 
Arizona only a few months before, 
after years under Cardinal Dough
erty in Philadelphia and in the 
Philippines, was to do the confirm
ing. He explained the sacrament 
and its spiritual significance, keying 
his explanation in language and 
ideas that showed he felt a great 
intellectual as well as a spiritual 
camaraderie for the man of ideas 
he was about to confirm.

Through it all, Elliott sat with 
easy dignity, bowing his head now 
and then and feeling humbled and 
exalted as the ritual of anointing 
his forehead with the sacred oil and 
the slight blow on the cheek was 
carried out. The sun moving ever 
westward, had reached a point 
where it reflected like a halo of gold 
on the silver-haired supplicant as 
the service cameto an end and he 
was wheeled out amid a flutter of 
handshakes and caressing congratu
lations.

day of spiritual exultation by giv 
ing us some excellent cigars. I 
hate cigars, but these seemed to be 
made of some heavenly tobacco. 
Anyway, I never enjoyed a smoke 
more. Going home I gave the 
remaining cigar. In a moment of 
pure Christianity, to the taxi 
driver, and regretted It almost 
immediately. To this day I have 
never been able to find a cigar like 
it.

I really think that was the last 
happy day Elliott had. He did have 
a momentary thrill near the end 
when four volumes arrived from 
London which, when opened, re
vealed an English edition of his 
"Pals First." John Long had just 
brought it out—nine years after 
Harpers’ had published the original 
in America. Quite a proud moment 
for an impoverished and fatally ill 
author. But the royalties never 
came quickly enough to help him.

His last letter to me, and about 
the last he ever wrote to anybody, I 
suspect, lies before me. It shows 
him the incorrigible New Yorker, 
for he was for ver hungering for 
places which were never more than 
a mile from Times Square. “Sister 
has given me the opportunity of
enclosing a note with hers-----," he
wrote. "Everything as usual here. 
Mr. Wright (Harold Bell Wright) 
was sorry to miss you again. . .

“ Have just finished Sunday 
Morning ‘Star.’ My eye jumped 
like a repelled electric spark from 
such points as Nogales. . . Pima
. . . Minority observation . . 
Dean So-and-So says . . . (all 
unread) and jumped hungrily and 
gra' -fully to an obscure hve or six 
lines telling of a holdup in a little 
store over on Third Avenue, New 
York. Just the same, 1 wonder 
how many Sunday mornings New 
York can produce that aie up to 
this. . .

” I had a ‘stack’ of corncakes this 
morning—delicious, life-saving—all 
thanks to that good-friend of us 
both, Sister Christina. I feel better 
and I’m sure my pulse and nerves 
are better. For one thing, 1 have 
leas homicidal feelings towards those 
who run the phonograph upstairs. 
More spirit of ‘live and yet live’ 
which we must all practice.

READS LITTLR FLOWER’S UFE

"Am reading with delight the 
autobiography of Soeur Therese of 
Lisieux—‘The Little Flower. ' Began 
it all with skeptical, hostile feel
ings. All changed. You must 
read this. As a craftsman you can 
detect, as I did, that it’s a true 
piece of work. She did write it, 
and it’s beautifully done."

And when he went, he went alone, 
so the papers said. "Denied the 
consolation of a single friend or 
relative," one phrased it, “to make 
his passing easier, Francis Perry 
Elliott, gifted author whose stories 
have entertained thousands, died 
Wednesday at St. Mary's Hospital." 
This was true, and yet it gave a 
wrong impression. Harold Bell 
Wright, for instance, had visited 
him three hours before he died.

SURROUNDED BY FRIENDS

Of course, as a matter of fact, he 
was surrounded by the best friends 
a man can have in this world. The 
Sisters of St. Joseph hovered about 
him and prayed at his desert bed
side until the end came at 10 o’clock 
at night, August 18. They made 
his passing easier.

In fact they made it about per
fect. Up to the day he died he had 
been hostile to death, acting often 
as if he felt that the nuns and 
nurses could make him well if they 
wanted to. But ten hours before 
the end he said to Sister M. Chris
tina, “Don’t let me sleep today, 
Sister. This is my last day on earth 
and I have a great deal to do."

He attended to the most impor
tant part of it. He made his last 
confession, received Holy Com
munion, was anointed for Extreme 
Unction and then restfully awaited 
the end—a Roman Catholic in a 
state of grace, the recipient of what 
all Catholics hope' and pray for 
when denied a speedy recovery. 
That is to say, a happy death.— 
N. C. W. C. ____

“GOD BLESS ME"

’Tis a queer world, and queer it 
is what persons will smile at and 
what they will endure. One of the 
most promising young baseball 
players to break into the BigLeagues 
in recent years had contracted the 
blasphemous habit of using the 
Holy Name when a misplay was 
made or things didn’t go just right. 
His teammates and opponents heard 
him, and so did spectators in the 
stands ; nothing came of it until an 
umpire who has seen many years of 
service called him aside one day and 
quietly corrected him.

The other day on an elevated 
train there was an elderly lady with 
a curly-haired girl of about five 
years of age. The little tot sneezed 
and quickly said rather loudly : 
"God bless me.” Passengers 
smiled and the child, turning to her 
companion, confusedly inquired : 
“Grandma, isn’t it right to say 
‘God bless me,’ when I sneeze ?"

There is the sore spot in the every
day life of so many in the home, at

NOVEMBER 21, 1926
work and at play—the cause of so 
many of our troubles, the solution 
of our problems : we have foij.otten 
to say, at the tight time : “God 
bless me."—Catholic Standard and 
Times. _____

Just,to live each day Is all that a 
man can do, to live gently with 
thought for others, to do the daily 
task with zest, and to pass the 
good sign of friendship along before 
the sun goes down. This is our 
shortest road to understand the 
meaning of this life.

IT Thr*w tour ONI He<S 
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Have them made into 
the fainouH lUvendble
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ST. I AVVRENeE
5^ Underwriters* Agency

FIRE and AUTOMOBILE 
INSURANCE

Head Office - Toronto

Your Property
The business of this Corporation is conducted 
in Departments in which the various classes 
of property are managed by a specially trained 
staff. We endeavour to secure the highest 
possible returns from property entrusted to 
our care.

Let u| act as your agent in the management of 
your property. Our booklet Your Financial 
Agent fully explains the service. Send today 
for a copy.

ffhe
Toronto GeneralTrusts

Corporation
W. G. WATSON, H. M. FORBES.

General Manager. Ass’t. General Manager.
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Made, in Canada

SHELVINO
Jmodern Shelving Equipment 
cHcouiitges efficient Storage 
System.facilitates ready 

■ stock taking and assures 
prompt shipments as well as 
satisfactory service to the, 
customer
Dennisteel Standardized 
Interchangeable Shelving 
parts, are designed in Unit 
System for every Storage 
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The Dennis Wire and Iron 
Works Co Limitzo

We also Manufacture Steel • 
Garage , Waste Paper Desks

Equipment Baskets Tool Boxes
Library Stacks Stools and Chairs Tool Stands

Send jor illustrated folder on any of above. /

SAFETY
the first consideration

Yhe safety of your deposit in

The Province ol Ontario Savings Office
is Guaranteed by

The Ontario Government
Interest paid on all accounts.

TORONTO BRANCHES !
Oor. Bay * Adelaide 6te. . Cor. Unlyerelty a Dundne St.

549 Danforth Avenue 
OTHER BRANCHES :

Aylmer, Brantford, Hamilton, Newmarket, Ottawa, Owen Sound, Pembroke 
Seaforth, St. Catharines, St. Marys, Walkerton, Woodstock

From the study of man’s nature 
It la impossible to conclude to man’s 
destiny or end, or to deduce the 
rules for the conduct of this life ; 
because man was not made to follow 
nature, but God.—Dr. Brownson,

BLESSED BE GOD!
A New Prayer Booh
By Rev. Charles J. Callan, O. P. 
and Rev. John A. McHugh, O.P.

Illustrated, size 0% x4 inches. 780 Pages.
Assorted Bindings.

It ie New—Arranged In conformity with the 
Liturgy of the Church, and according to the 
latest decrees.

It le Modern-Containing popular devotions, 
new prayers and Novosa of tit. Therese of 
the Child Jesus, Novena of Grace in honor of 
St. Francis Xavier, etc.

It le Aecettcal - A section is devoted to spir
itual readings, meditations and practical 
counsel drawn from the Sacred Scriptures 
and the Imitation of Christ.

It ia Complete — Embracing regular and 
special prayer* for different occasions, the 
Ordinary of the Mass Prayers at Mass. Nup
tial Mass and Solemn Requiem Mass com-
Slote, players and devotions for the sick and 

ying, together with nine different Novenas. 
It ie Attractive—The type is large and clear. 

There are numerous illustrations with head- 
ings and end pieces symbolic of the text. 
The paper and bindings are in keeping with 
the character of this superior manual.

No. BINDINGS
2% Black imitation leather, gilt edges.... $2.60 
2v5 R. Black imitation leather, red edges 2.50
3% Black rough leather, gilt edges........  3.50
:1M> It. Black rough leather, red edges__ 3.60
l1/*/ Black leather, leather lined, gilt edges 1.50 
5 Black Morocco leather, gilt edges. 5.00 
6 Morocco leather, leather lined, gilt

edges ............................................ fl.00
7 Blue glaced sheepskin, gilt edges __ 7.00
8 Blue Calf leather, gilt edges............ 8.00

10 The Bride’s Book white and gold,
encased in large white box, silk lined 10.00
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Special Value 
in Note Paper
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A fortunate purchase of this popular 
make enables us to offer this excep
tional value. Act quicklv, as our 
supply is limited. !

The Catholic Record 
LONDON . CANADA

The Inheritance 
oi Jean Trouve

NEVIL HENSHAW

The Literary Digest says:
A man who loves the good brown 
earth is writing. He knows the 
good and simple people of the Louis- 
iana marshes, with their Gallic 
humor and vivacity, their courtesy 
and kindness under rough clothes 
and circumstances. He has found 
delight in writing about them, and 
because of that he makes reading of 
them a delight. He has made a 
book of charm and truth.

Regular Price *2.
Our Price 7Sc.

Postpaid

The Catholic Record
LONDON, CANADA

I


