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ETTERS
in neatly-folded piles in
securely away from
of those who would
the secrets which

Stored away in
trunks, in disused bureau drawers
and the remote pigeon-ho of
desks,—years pass and they remain
untouched. A pale sickly hue steals
over their pure countenances. They
turn from saffron to brown, and
sometimes a light 1 creeps over
the fade insc traced by
careful when
the old : aphy was
in v hand
was as not to writ
at all 1 -writing an
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of the Now
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the early sed |
away.

In modern
peovle give themselves scant
to put their thoughts into
The mode invention of the tele-
phone, that boon to mankind since
we I accor 1 80 much in a
limited time, has done
much the old-tim

g nce which was apt to

[ take pen in hand.”
o eople do not take time to think
nowadays, and there is little oppor-
tunity to cultivate the friendship of
literature as in the long ago. Pen-
manship has st ed somewhat
from the ravages of phonography :
if we write at all we must write |
with speed, and speed is not gener-
ally on equal terms with beauty of |
thought,
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mate from
in a long
this letter,

OLD L

They lie
atties, locked
the rude gaz
not appreciate
they contain.

1
nou

0,
virog

o a poor

guc

aimost

wWrite
.rku

was

ts.

ing,
type, has nearly p

life
time

shape.

,1.,2\

my

18y man of the world |
letter from an old school- |
whom he had not heard |
time. In responding to
he made the significant
remark : ““ Your letter was a
delight. I had really thought that
the art of letter-writing was a lost
art, and that no one wrote letters |
any more.”’

Fortunately for
many interesting specimens of |
letters extant, some of which have
been collected into volumes, and we |
know from experience how fascinat- |
ing such a collection canbe. In the |
biographies of great men who have |
left behind them indelible traces of |
their brief passage through life, we
come across frequent charming bits
of personal correspondence which
gserve as no other item as an index
of the writer’s character.

Unfortunately there sometimes
creeps into such a collection letters
which should have been (i«'SI]‘Uyt'li. |
which introduce a discordant ele-
ment into a story otherwise flawless
and inimitable. We like the truth
about our heroes, but sometimes a
very little may be omitted with
diseretion.

““The written letter remains.”
The old wise adage might often
have been put to more popular
usage and the world have benefited
thereby.

Men are usually frank in their
correspondence. There is a tremen-
dous temptation to suffer the facile |
pen to race at will over the smooth
sheet when one has a clear field for
expression of his thought.

But—to view the situation from a
more pleasing aspect, how much
mankind owes to the kindly cheer-
ful letters of those beautiful souls
who walked a short while among us
and passed on. In the letters of |
poets, of novelists, of men of science,
of Saints, — how much we have
gained by the outpouring of the
whole soul on the written sheet !

How many a one, struggling
against a swift current of despair,
has been encouraged by the kindly
suggestion of a letter, and how
many a one, endeavoring vainly to
progress amid the commonplace
things of life, has been renewed in
trust by the sympathy of a kindly
written word! And what grand
inspirations have come to all of
us from the faded pages of old
letters penned by the wisest men of

us, there are

| = how,

{ You still

| Seouts,

intellects bowed
great simplicity

ages, whose noble
humbly before the
of Christian truths.

How charming are the letters of
Frederick Faber,— written to the |
grave and learned men of his day,
much more charming his |
letter to the ** Little Lady Minna ’
on the day that she was seven years |
old : ** This is your birthday, and |
you that you mean to be a nun !
Well we must begin right away—"" |
And then in his sweet way he
the little one that in order
to be a nun, she has only
to sweep the floor
all her little tasks in obedience to
the wishes of her elders, beneath
the eye of God. The noble Lady, in
mature years, must tenderly have
cherished this letter which, after
her death and long after the death
of the holy man who wrote, was
deemed worthy of a page in his
beautiful ** Life,”

Witness the glowing deseriptions
of nature penned by a man already
far from his sunny home in France,
about to begin his last martyrdom :
* Without doubt the country is beau-
tiful, as you say. The heavens are
high above us, the earth is verdant,
the sea wonderful in its depths,—but
more beautiful is the Creative Hand
which formed all things.”’
And then he goes or i the
touch of that Hand on the throbbing
pulse of Nature, the stilling of her
re impulses under magic
spell,

Many sweet errands of charity
have been worked through the in-
strumentality of letters. To those
who are sick or sad, who are con-
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| fined in a narrow sphere from which |
| ecireumstance

renders escape impos-
sible,—~how many a bright ray of
hope has been infused through the |
medium of a gracious letter ! Truly
kind letters may be compared tu the
angels, being messengers of good-
will to men.

There are left behind
which tell of yearnings in many a |
human breast for the sympathy
which was denied during their brief
earthly pilgrimage. There are
longings for something higher,
something nobler than they have
known, and the way to which
blocked by unnt m\:ului obstacles.
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BOYS AND GIRLS

S
TO THE FELLOW THAT |
YOU L M()'I‘HH{ THINKS
YOU ARE
While walking down a crowded city
street the other day,
I heard a little urchin to a comrade
turn and say
Say, Jimmie, don’t you know
be happy as a clam,
only was de feller
mudder tinks I am.

tinks 1 am a wonder,

knows her little lad

| Would never mix wit notin’ dat was
ugly, mean or bad.

I often sit and tink how nice
be, ge whiz !

If a feller was de feller dat

mudder tinks he is.”

Ivli
If 1

dat me |

“She

"twould

his

So, folks be yours a life of toil or
undiluted joy,
an Ivun a
the small, unlettered boy ;
try to be an earthly saint,
with eyes fixed on a star—
Just try to be the fellow that your
mother thinks you are.
POOR LITTLE TONY
‘““Here, boy. You can’t sell papers
on this corner.” Officer Carney |
shouted to a small boy with a large |
pack over his bent shoulders.
*‘This is Vanni Maestro’s place.’
‘‘Please, sir, I'm Vanni’s brother.
He’s one of Father Martinelli’s Boy
and this afternoon he is
selling Thrift Stamps, m*d I'm just
taking his place. \
A sudden and severe spell of
coughing interrupted the explana-
tion.
“Ah, 1

lesson from

Don’t

know. You're little
Tony.”” He looked with pity upon
the white pinched features, with
the dvvp spots of red on eithox
cheek. ’W)ll Vanni be here soon?

‘“Yes, sir.

“Well, I'll try to keep an eye over
you until he comes.”

As the officer tulnml away, a car
containing two ladies stopped at the
curb.

“Give me a Post, boy,”
called to Tony. ‘“How
Three cents ? Here, Mildred, hold
Fido for a¢minute. Oh, here’s a
nickel,”” she exclaimed, after con-
siderable fumbling in a bag. ‘“Now,
give me my dear little doggie,
Mildred. Poor little darling, I fear
he has taken cold. I must wrap
his blanket about him. Now, we
are ready to go. Oh, the change
—my change, boy !”’

With eyes that fairly bulged in
surprise and indignation, Tony
watched the women cuddle the
poodle with the same loving
attention that mothers in the
neighborhood gave to their babies
And he knew of so many
poor, chilled, little bodies without
a banket to warm them.

““The change, boy !"”” the woman
demanded, angrily. Don’t you
hear ? Give me my change.”

one
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“ |
Lady, | gave you the vhunm ~

two cents. You had the pennies in
your hand when you put the cover
over the dog.”’

**Oh, the little ;x.'-»\':u icator !
you hear what he said, Mildred
Give me my change at once, my boy,
or I will have you arrested.’

Tony shook his head, He knew he
had given her the change, but he
interested in the attention
lavished upon the dog that he did
not notice what she did with it. If
his own money he would be
glad to give her another two cents
and avoid trouble, but it was
Vanni's money, and he must make
no mistake.

"“Thief !"”” the woman shouted,
angrily. Annlln r spell of coughing
kept the boy from answering. ‘‘Do
you his trick, Mildred ? Hei
pretending to cough? Here,
uh.(v i

*What is the trouble Officer
Carney demanded, as he ran toward
them.

““He is a
the boy.
change.

ey
We

80O

see

thief,”” she pointed to
He refuses to give me my
, Tony the officer de-
manded
“l gave
cents,”” he
weakness
“Two cents!”

her the
insisted,

change—two
gasping from

man shouted.
thought perhaps ’tw a ten
dollar bill were making so
much fuss about !”” indignantly.

“l gave him a ni It isn’t
the money—the two cents. It’s the
principle of it. He must give m¢
my change !”

The officer’s ¢ yves were steely,
thrust his hand into a pocket
drew out a dime. ‘‘Here'syour two
cents, madam, with interest. The
boy’s all right, and sick, too. I
his family. He's ' honest
through and through.”

The woman’s face
wrath.

“How dare you
Take that boy to the
once. I shall report
your insolence !"

“Come, Toney, g0 up to th
station and explain it to the chief,”
and, ng the boy's hand, he
back upon the occupants

the
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ing to

almost forgotten
the chief [ got t
Father Martinelli
told me last week. I'm thinking of
it most all the time, now.”’

‘““What did he tell you 7"’

“I was so discouraged. 1 heard
the doctor tell Vanni it wouldn’t
do any good to send me to a farm
cause I'm too far gone. The
pain’s all here,”” he pointed to his
They don’t know, at home,
Vanni talking to the
so 1 didn’t dare ery or say
‘cause they would feel so
bad, and they’'re all good and kind
to me. But I was scared and disag
pointed. I always thought I'd get
well and be a priest, like Father
Martinelli, and try to help all the
d“f ]H\\ he does. And
then to !»um that I could only live a
vhile! I went to church—
and Father found me there and
took me into his house. I told him
all about it, and do you know what
he said ?”’

The

what

doctor,

child’s black eyes danced

| with pleasure and excitement.

“Tell me what he said,

*“He said I would

Tony.”
not go, to
my work was
done here, and by being patient
when the pain’s so bad and helping

mother all I could, I was making a
}

my

the S Hu-:wi Heart when I went to
Heaven.”

"‘A beautiful thought,”’
officer, huskily.

“Father said each good deed, each
pain endured with patience, for His
sake was a rose for the Sacred
Heart, and I've such a little time to
finish my bouquet. And this trouble
now, don’t you think it will be
another rose ?”’

Surely it will, Tony.
rose—and a thorn.”

““A thorn !”’
tress. “'‘Oh, not a thorn for the
Sacred Heart.”

“The rose is for the Sacred Heart,
Tony, and the thorn will one day
prick the heart of that woman,” he
pointed toward the curb where the
woman, still holding the dog,
awaited their coming in front of the
station.

Officer and boy, followed by the
woman, entered the chief’s presence.
Somehow, Tony had lost all fear.
His thoughts were centered on the
huge bouquet he was making daily,
through patience and suffering, for
the Sacred Heart, and today, by en-
during this injustice with humility
he could add another rose, a great
velvet rose, to the bunch. A smile
played about his lips, his eyes had a
faraway look.

‘“An «\tm rose,”’” he

“for the Sacred Heart !”’

Loud voices broke the stillness,
but for some time they could not
break into his prayerful reverie,

“Two cents, two cents, two
cents,”” buzzed about his ears.
What were they saying ? What
about two cents ? Then, suddenly,
he remembered.

“I gave the change—two cents—
to her,” he pointed to the woman
who held the dog. ‘‘But the rose—
the rose—the big, red rose. 44

said the

Another

’

muttered,

Did ‘

| of

big bouquet of red roses to carry to |

cried the boy, in dis- |
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Rather than Sacrifice Quallty
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mally high prices prevail-
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A sudden spell of coughing stopped
! A stream of red, blood red,

t would match in color the
petals of that rose stained his |
and ank into
officer’s arms

After they had made
fortable on a hastily
couch, Officer C
look at the
uneasily under gaz
nervously shifted the gt‘ another
position. Something .jr pped from
the folds of the dog's blanket and
fell upon the floor. It was a copper
cent ! Then another dropped !

“Two cents !’ cried the -officer.
“The two cents that Tony said
gave you.”

““They must have caught in Fido’s
cover,”” she tried to explain. Then,
overcome by the horror of what
she had just done, she threw the
poodle from her in disgust. *‘‘What
have "’ gh aned. “‘How
ould I have done it
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A gasping ch 3
him to turn to the woman.
stood there, white-faced and
stricken dumb, with es fu f
unspeakable misery gazing at two
copper cents upon the floor.
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Archbishop of
led a remark-

visit of the
York has reves
able story of conversion on one of
the 'islands of the Bahama group,
Harbor Island, which is situated
about sixty-seven miles from)
the chief city of the Bahan
the scene [ast year
festation of grace from Almighty
God. Harbor Island has a popula-
tion of about 2,000 persons, not one
whom was a Catholic. One of
the inhalxi'.mh of the island, Miss
Clotilde Johnson, a devout Metho-
dist, and a school teacher, chanced
to read an article on the Blessed
Sacrament, and became instantly
convinced of the truth of the Real
Presence.

This ,young lady had never come
into contact with Catholies, and
had never made a study of the
teachings of the Church, sothat her
conversion regarded 1l the
more remarkable. Not

The
New

Nassau,
s, was
of a direct mani-

18 as al

only

but she was also instrumental in
bringing the faith to others. Her
Methodist pastor, hearing of her
belief in the Real Presence in the
Blessed .Sacrament, sent one of the
strong pillars of his church, a sort
of woman missionary, to reason and
pray with the young lady in an
attempt to hold her to Methodism.
What was the result ? Before the
young lady hed an opportunity of
entering the Church herself, the
good woman sent to prevent her
conversion was herself converted to
the True Faith, and had entered the
Sisters of St. Joseph as a novice,
and is now laboring in one of the

| southern States.

The young lady’s own brother
sought to reason with her in the
family’s attempt to keep her in
Methodism. But she answered all
his arguments. Their arguments

failing, some of the girl’'s friends |

fell to reviling her and her new
religion. The brother then, know-

ing his sister’s irreproachable char- |

acter and recognizing the loftiness
of her ideals, began to come under
her influence and to see the light
of faith himself, and as a conse-
quence,
the priesthood at the Benedictine
College at Collegeville, Miss.

Miss Johnson was assisted in her

study of the teachings and practises |

of the Church by Father Chrysostom,
to whom gshe applied for spiritual
guidance. Father Chrysostom recog-
nized in the conversion of Miss John-
son a direct manifestation of God’s

did '
she herself receive the light of faith, |

he is today a student for |

grace and favor. He immediately
began preparations to naCath-
olic mission on Harbor nd, and
last vember he purchass t
property a church,
stantial building, adv
ously situated on a prominen
which was ¢
a school an
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chapel.

convel

school ana chapel
formally opened on Feb.
thirty-first anniversary of Father
Chrysostom’s arrival in the colony.
Sisters Giovanna, Catherine and
Agatha of the Sisters of Charity of
of Mount St.
» introduced to
Assistant Mother M.
panied by Sister Maria
the school, which is to be
school, was opened on the
date with an enrolment -1‘
two non-Catholic pupils, ¢
prospects of an increase
sixty in the near future. The house
f l\\ » devout Catholie converts
1.- Clotilde Johnsor .n! Miss Rita
hompson, § at the dis-
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nvent. ymmodiou
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‘“ Every
gl lory w

century, Jeal
hich disdains tl
baubles the world and
puppets, has come knocking at the
door of the Vatican, trying to make
a fatal thrust at the Church per-
onated by the trxxl figure of an
wui man robed in whi
‘And the (hur\h, in person
this old Man, has asked, ‘What
you want ?’

‘And the
‘Change.’

‘“But I do not change.’’

The centuries have said : *‘ But
everything in the world has
changed! Astronomy has changed:
philosophy has ch.mu-wbv\\ hy
you always the same ?’

Jecause I come from God,
is always the same !”’

“But you know that we are
masters ; we have a million men in
arms ; we wield the sword which |
breaks thrones, which is able to |
remove the head of an earthly ruler
and to tear apart the of
lnmkﬂ :”

“So be it! Blood is the mys-
terious and sacred Fluid which has
regenerated me !”’

“ Ah, well, here half
purple !’ Accept it as a concession
to my ideals !”

‘“Keep your purple, O Cwsar !
Soon it shall be interred beneath
the earth, while the Church chants
above you her Alleluias and De
Profundis which remains the same
as the ages go on.

“I recall to your memory,
sieurs,” continued the orator,
‘““these facts of history. ’Imld\,
after so many futile trials, after so
many efforts to obtain the mutila-
tion of the dogma which unites us—
the Church remains the same.”

‘“But do you never change, O
race of granite 7"’ asks the world.

of a
passing

of its

of
do

reply has been :

ever

are

Who

leaves

is

Mes-

| ““ Can you not sacrifice one of your
| doctrines to us, as for instance,

an
eternity of pains, the Eucharist, the
Divinity of Jesus Christ ? Why still
the Papacy Why not embellish a
little this gibbet which you call the
Cross 7"

So they speak, while the Cross
looks down upon them, smiles, and
weeps—but stands erect while the
world revolves about it.

The Cross remains upright when
human things fall beside it, one by
one. A strange and mighty force
embodied in a single word—Credo
—holds it in its sacred place.
®So we are able to repeat to those
who assail us, the words of Bossuet:
You change! Then you have not
the Truth, for the Truth is immut-
able !”

r——

A miser hoards without gain ; a

spendthrift spends without profit.
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Headache
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exhaustion of
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nervous system,

disappear unl: vigor of

nerve cells is restored by
building treatment as Dr
Nerve Food.

relief
often obt
enormous expense to the
system and the general health.

Get the nerves vi('hl and
headaches will not return.

Mrs. W. J. Pearse, Nunn
Cobourg, Ont., writes:

Temporary
powders is

by

This was se severe that | would ha

lm\d a cloth ng}

Dr.
after lnkmg
found quite an improvement i my
dition. I continued using them
had taken abo

strengthened and
splendidly, con
in my head.”

Dr. Chase's Nerve Food,
a box, all dealers,

Bates & Co.,

ad\ ised the use of
]‘00‘14 .nd

it seven boxes, and

built up my

pletely relieving the

use

“My system became run-dowm and |
suffered greatly with pain in my hea

y about my head

hat [ could get my “work done. ’\ friend
Chase’s Nerve
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unh l

system

or Edmanson,
Limited, Toronto.
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Canadian Gu-Solvo (
Dept. 4 34 Yonge St,
onto

A Shoe Bonl ,Capped

Hock or Bursntls
FOR

ORBINE
£ MARK REG.U.S PAT. OFF

will reduce them and leave no blemishes,
Stops lameness promptly. Does not blise
ter or remove the hair, and horse can be
worked. $2.50abottle delivered. Book 6 R free.

the antiseptie
ricose Veing

you more if you write,

299 Lynun- Bld: Munlrul Ccn)
Abmrlv ne an

Beautiful walls
with the
texture of \<mr furnishings, can be had

dec
They

by

you need is

CHURCHS

For those who prefer plain tints, Ala-

bastine

For sale

The Aiébastme Co., Paris, Ltd.

Paris, Ont, 1

that not only harmonize

colors, but actually resemble the

orating with Opaline Effects.
are easily and quickly put on, All

coLp
WATER

“

L
1

Sdl

A Wall Brush and Sponge

is the ideal wall co\ Prmg
1d for booklet—
“AL\lJmf.nn Opaline
Effects.”
Il Hardware and Paint Shops.

Winnipeg, Man.

ot

quote

Macaroni, Olive Oil, ete.

340 St. Antoine St.

Sanctuary Qil

(Eight Day Oil)

“"PERPETUO" Brand
Used in all Churches in Rome

Sold in b gallon containers and bulk in barrels.
application.
We can also

favorably on
Send for our complete price list

P. PASTENE & CO., Limited

Importers, Macaroni Mfrs, Wholesale

Prices quoted on

specialty food

products such as

Grocers

Montreal, Que.




