
JUNE 20, 1908. THE CATHOLIC RECORD
CHATS withjoung men.

a LI'.tie Sermon on Sating 
Uoit young men sre ambitious 

enough and sensible enough to want to 
Lre some money laid by tor emergen 
rû| but a great many ol them and 
the saving of small sums so tedious and 
discouraging that they either never 
hngiu to save, or having begun, do not 
seep it up for any lengtu of time. 
jley would like to be rich, but they 
want to get rich quick. Nobody wants 
to transform our young men into money 
•rubbing misers whose thoughts never 
Jbe above scraping and saving. The 
•lier Is about the unlovollest specimen 
of human kind it is possible to imagi e. 
got there is a golden mean be 
tween the miser and the spendthrift, 
pud young people should try to attain 
It, Here is some excellent advice In 
this connection, from the Savings 
Journal :

'•So matter how little it may be, 
elle a start to save. Begin to live on 
less than yon make ; begin to put by 
capital which will one day mean free
dom and opportunity,

••We do not advise the saving of 
money merely for the seUsh gratifica- 
t.on of spending it. That would not 
be worth while. We urge you to save 
cow that you may be spared tho t u 
mlllatiin of slavish dependence later 
on. We advise yen to save, above all, 
that you may be able to seize an oppor 
tscity should one present itself.

“Msny of the world's brightest men 
tre wasted because they lack I he little 
ready money that would let them carry 
out their ideas.

“Great inventions have been lost to 
the world for lack of a very little 
money. Some ol the world's greatest 
spirits have lived miserably and died 
in despair bec anse they could never 
learn to keep tne money that came to 
them.

“When yon do get a little money to
gether, put It in the bank. Don’t be 
led Into schemes. Don't buy any
body's watered stock. Let no trust 
mining scheme or other large hearted 
swindle lure you. If these things ever 
psy, they shake out the little men first.

• Get enough money to free yon from 
worry, atd don't let anybody get it 
sway from yon. Don’t put it into any 
scheme. Let it simply enable you to 
change your employment, If you see a 
better chance. Let it make you secure 
sgiiust poverty in old age.

“Don’t give np your little certainly. 
It comes very slowly ; let it go ont 
even more slowly. Begin now to save. 
Bs one ol those that ate free, that have 
something.

“ Yon will never know what real In 
dependence is until you are indepand 
ent of any man's pocket book save your 
own.”

We are exhorted by Christ to lay up 
cur treasures in heaven, and if we fail 
to do this, the most important duty of 
all—all our saving, all our scheming 
and planning, all one possessions of 
earthly riches, are of no avail. But 
cur nature Is two-fold. Oar life on 
earth has two sides, and the laying up 
of treasures in heaven does not pre 
dude the wise forethought and thrift 
which bids us lay up some of this 
world's treasure for a rainy day. To 
be occupied altogether with worldly 
Interest* and affairs, to have one’s 
thoughts continually on the dollar or 
the dime or the nickel—all this is dis 
«trous to our higher nature and our 
eternal welfare. But we owe a duty to 
ourselves and our neighbors in the 
matter of saving our money. It should 
be the desire of each and every one of 
us to be so situated that we may not. 
when misfortune comes, be a burden on 
anyone. And the only way for the 
most of us to accomplish jthls Is to get 
into tb habit of saving a little when 
we are young. This means self-denial, 
of course. It means the loss of a repu 
tation for being a good fellow. But it 
means a help toward the building up of 
a reliable character. It means being 
In a position, later on in life, to help 
others.

The spendthrift is no good to himself 
or any one else when the hour of trouble 
tomes. He can neither help himself 
out of a hard place, nor have the satis
faction of helping another who may 
happen to be in straitened circum
stances, He must look helplessly on 
when someone whom he loves very 
much, perhaps, and whom he would like 
to help, is in sore need of assistance. 
Be Is compelled to see his children 
take inferior positions In the world be 
cause he has never had the ambition or 
the strength of character to save his 
money for their sakes.

All this is very hard and humiliating 
to a man of generous impulses, and all 
this waits in the future for almost every 
spendthrift, and can be avoided by the 
young people of to-day only by acquir
ing the habit of saving their money.— 
Sacred Heart Review.

The Glorr cf Life.
The human race Is still In its infancy, 

bp to the present moment, with a few 
grand exceptions, man has lived mostly 
»n animal existence. The brute is only 
Partlally'edncated out of him. He has 
hot yet evolved that superb character, 
that diviner man, foreshadowed In the 
bsast.

flow few people ever get anything 
more than a mere glimpse of the true 
glory of life I Few of us see any real 
sentiment in life dr anything above the 
teal animal pleasures. Most of us look 
upon our occupation as a disagreeable 
necessity that somehow or other ought 
to have been, and might have been 
«voided.

The trouble with many of ns Is that 
we think too meanly of ourselves. Our 
tordid alms, and material, selfish am- 
Dltlons, have so lowered our standards 
that we think downwards (instead of 
hpwards, we grovel instead of soaring. 
_,0uJ 'Ives are materialistic, selfish, 
K eedy, because we live in the base of 
?nr brains, down among the brute 
acuities. We have never explored to 

nn £reat extent the upper regions of
ihtom|è0noS.eTer deieloped onr hl8her

people cannot understand why 
“ all powerful Creator did not start 
eWmW°I.14 "lth * highly developed 

"hy we eould not lust as 
**u h*ve been provided with all of the

facilities and improvements which we 
now hive, without the struggling with 
poverty, and the straining to over 
come oar ignorance, without paying all 
the penalties of onr lack of knowledge, 
rney cannot understand why an all- 
loving and all pjwerful Creator could 
not hare spared us all this dreary 
drudgery, saved us the necessity of 
Bper ding the most of our lives in doing 
disagreeable work, in preparing to live.

But getting a living was intended to 
be a mere incident, instead of the prin
cipal occopation of oar lives. There 
are numberless indications in our make 
up that wo were in'-ended for a much 
oner, diviner purpose than the most of 
us appreciate. There is every indica
tion in onr constitution that we were 
intended for something infinitely super 
ior to aDj thing which human beings 
have yet attained.

Our very possession of the sense of 
nobll.ty, our aspiring, reaching up in
stinct, our unlimited capacity for every
thing beautiful aud grand, are indica
tions that th^re was a superb purpose, 
a divine plan in the Creator's hunan 
design.—Success.

OUK BOYS AND GIRLS.
A PRAYER ANSWERED.

It was a beautiful day. The lucent 
sun was slowly rUlng over the distant 
hills, shedding its rays, like bo many 
little golden arrows, kiating the dew 
dropped flowers. The brook rehearsed, 
in gentle murmurs, a new song, as it 
dashed over pebbles and stores, and 
reflected on its clear placid surfac the 
slowly sailing clouds above it. The 
birds in the tree-fceps were lifting their 
melodious voices, that trembled, like 
intangible sun flecks, upon the clear 
summer atmosphere.

indeed, all the world seemed to be 
happy on this trancendental summer 
day, but alas 1 it was not so. For 
barred from all nature's beauties and 
wonders lay a mother's girl, writhing 
in bitter agony under the pangs and 
torments of the demon “ Typhoid.”

What bitter pathos must that send 
in o the inmost recesses of tho human 
heart. To see a rose blighted by death, 
to see a girl beautiful to look upon, en 
do wed with Intellectual talents, and 
with a soul that was as pure as a lily, 
struck down by death, causes these sad 
words to rise in tho mind :

Taure in a reaper whose name is Death,
And with hia sickle keen,
H i reaps the beaded grain at a breath.
And the ft jwera that grow between.

Was God, the omnipotent to tfcand 
by, with His almighty arms outstretched 
and see a dear old mother's heart brok 
on by the death of one, whom she had 
watched and guided with matronly 
love, even from the time she had sung 
the lullabye to a sleeping babe in its 
cradle until now, beautiful in all her 
adolescences, a full bl jjuirg rose re
plate with love of Gad, chastity, and 
virtue.

The maiden had steadily grown worse, 
until now the crisis seemed to be at 
hand, the long dreaded moment, when 
the Angel of Death should pluck this 
pure white lily from this humble earth 
of ours, had come. But as the sickness 
had increased so had a little sister's 
devotion grown more zealous, more 
earnest, and more fervent. She had 
mournfully traveled the long dreary 
path to the Church of God, every morn
ing and there amidst all the sacred 
solemnity of the holy Mass, she had 
uplifted her little soul, and drawn back 
the curtains of her heart, that the 
Sacred Heart might abide therein.

She had done this for many mornings, 
and now when the crisis was at hand, 
she wept and thought and deeply con
templated within herself, why the 
Sacred Heart remained so inexorable, 
tor has not Christ said : •• Ask, and it 
shall be given you ; seek and you shall 
find ; knock, and it shall be opened to 
you r (Matt. 7, 7 )

Had she not knocked and it had not 
been opened unto her, and, now, as she 
knelt there before the beautiful statue 
of the Sacred Heart, brightly illumln 
a ted with waxen candles and decked 
with sweet smelling roses, that freighted 
the air with their rich perfume, she 
thought, perhaps, the Sacred Heart 
wished her to make some offering to 
Him, and she thought and wondered 
how she had been so careless and so 
selfish to have forgotten it. Bit what 
could she give, she could pluck no 
fljwers that would in any way compare 
with those He already had, and she 
looked upon tho beautiful features of 
Him Who had worked multitudes of 
miracles, and seemed not to work one 
for her, and they seemed to relax into a 
pitying smile at the idea of inch a 
thing. But then as by inspiration, her 
face was lit up into a radiant smile, 
and the effulgent sun came out stronger 
and more cheerful, shining in the old 
church, on the old walls t”at had stood 
the test of time, and between which had 
resounded many eloquent sermons of 
many priests, long since laid in the 
silent “ City of Death,” and now she 
too was happy.

‘‘Yes, I will do it and I know she will 
get well,” she was muttering to herself 
when she had bid her last fond adieu to 
the Stored Heart that evening.

Happy, she retraced her footsteps to 
her humble home for far down in the 
inmost depths of her heart, she know— 
for the Sacred Heart had whispered it 
to her—that her sister would get well.

The birds seemed to sing more 
merrily, as they liftedj their melodious 
voices on the light summer breeze; the 
flowers smelt sweeter, and all the world 
was more cheerful.

When she reached her home a pleas
ant surprise was in store for her. The 
fickle goddess of slumber had wrapped 
her sister In her gentle embrace, and 
so she remained until long after the 
sun had sunk, like a massive ruby, be 
hind the distant hills amid glorious tints 
of purple and gold.

When she awoke, she was indeed, 
much better, the feverish flush that 
had glowed so vividly on her cheeks 
faded fast, and, in fact her entire body 
seemed to be re created.

Bat tarry, gentle reader, what was it 
that had renewed the girl’s whole being

to suddenly ? Why was It, that the 
Sacred Heart had remained still so 
long? What was it she had promis'd 
Him ? Something very simple. Noth
ing but what any one could do, nothing 
more than the simple promise to Him 
Who had wrought thousands upon 
thousands of miracles—that if He would 
remove her loving sister from the grasp 
of death, she would in return let the 
world know of His wonder ? And thus 
I am but adding one more deed upon 
the already long flaming list of wonders 
that have been wrought b? the Sacred 
Heart, and I repeat more firmly : “Ask. 
and it shall be given you ; seek, and 
you shall find; knock, and it shall be 
opened to yon.” (Matt. 7, 7.)—The 
Christian Family.

IRISH EMIGRATION.

THE SADDEST PHASE UK MODERN 
IRISH LIKE.

By Victoi T. Noonan.
O ie of the sad c’est phases of modern 

Irish life in the continued depopulation 
ol the little green isle In recent 
times about 40,010 people annually 
have left the Irish shores for foreign 
lands. The im- j mty < f these ttn1 grant* 
are yorng men and women. This is a 
serious state of affairs. Emigration 
from freland today is nothing less than 
a loss o? the very life blood of tho 
country, her young manhood and 
womanhood. There are now only a 
little over 4 000.000 of people in Ire 
land. Take from this the aged, infirm 
and feeble, the poor, and the children, 
and what are left? N )t enough of 
strong young men and women so neces
sary to the existence of Ireland as a 
nation.

Heroic efforts are being made in Ire
land to s'.op the d a:n of emigration, the 
best work being done by the Gaelic 
League, which has now done so much 
during the past ten years to uplift Ire 
land. The Bishops and clerpy are also 
using their powerful 11 fluence towards 
the same end. Yet every ship that 
leaves the Irish harbors for other coun
tries carries away a band of young men 
and women who have caught the fever 
of emigration. This feverish longing 
to leave their own romantic and beau
tiful homeland has four.d Its way into 
the very heart of the Irish people. 
Go into any school in Ireland, approach 
a class of bright looking bo>s and girls, 
and ask them, “ What are you boys and 
girls going to do when you grow 
up?” The usual answer will b«, 
“We’re going to America,sir.” Amer
ica I That great unknown world beyond 
the seas, unknown to these young, in 
nocent Iiish lives.

It is, however, the future to which 
the yuurg people of Ireland are loukirg 
forward to. They count the days and 
months a d years until they can leave 
their sweet, little Irish humes and vil 
lages, and board the great big liners at 
Queenstown for New York or Boat' n. 
What pathoi is there not in this pass 
ing ont of the Gael. Who can tell of 
the disappointed hearts that look back 
with yearning from foreign shores to 
the peaceful villages and happy homes, 
where Irish mothers ?ud Irish fathers 
pine and pray for the absent boy or the 
absent girl. Every home in Ireland 
has a vacant corner. The your g people 
are gone and nobody in Ireland knows 
what they are doing, what battles they 
are fighting, what struggles they are 
enduring, or what may be their lonely 
longings. Only a letter now and again 
comes to those deserted Irish homes, 
bearing a strange, foreign stamp, wi’h 
a word of comfort for anxious hearts at 
home, and perhaps a little gift of hard 
earned money.

The lamented E:hna Carbery has well 
described the passing of the Gael in 
the following tender Hues :
" They are golm?, going, going from the val

leys. and tho hills,
They are leaving far behind them heathery 

moor and mountain rills,
All the wealth of hawthorn hedges, where the 

bro wn rush sways and brills.

They are going, shy-eyed colleens, and lads eo 
straight and tall,

From tho purple peaks of Kerry, from the 
crags cf wild Imael,

From the greening plains of Mayo, and the 
glens of Donegal.

So some must wander to the East, and some 
must wander West,

Some seek the white wastes of tho North, and 
some a Southern nest,

Yet never shall thy sleep so sweet as on your 
mother's breast.

Within tho city streets, hot. hurried, full of

A sudden dream shall bring them a whilFof 
Iiish air—

Accolair faintly scented, blown soft from 
otherwhere.

They may win a golden storc^-sure the whims 
were goldm too.

And no foreign skies hold beauty like tho 
rainy skies they know.

Nor any night wind cool the brow as did the 
foggy dew.’’

Ireland has had very sad and dark 
days in her hiitory. The pathos and 
tragedy of her story has oft been told. 
But emigration beginning with the 
terrible famine of 1847 is the worst of 
feet of centuries of robbery and perse 
oution which England has yet to atone 
for. The going out of the Irish people 
from their native land has taken across 
the seas a vast tearful and broken
hearted multitude, so large in numbers 
that it stretches back for almost, a oen 
tury, wide and deep in one long, un
broken procession. The going of the 
Puritans from England and their land 
ing on Plymouth Rook has oft been 
celebrated, and made still more famous 
by that great master of oratdfÿ, Web 
ster. But the story o' the brave, per
secuted, exiled people who went to 
America’s shores since the early days 
of tho last century, who went with 
broken hearts, young and old, strong 
and weak, In poverty, In hunger, and 
in suffering, and became pioneers in the 
making and building up of the great 
republic, has yet to be pictured and 
narrated.

The improvements in eveyr Gourlay 
piano are the result of its makers’ long 
experience with the world’s best pianos. 
Every original idea in plano-bullding 
has been tested. The Gourlay piano is 
the embodiment of those which the tests 
proved to be valuable — the others are 
left out*

Feed the brain and nerves. A 
properly balanced diet facilitates 
all mental work. BOVRIL re
tains the whole of the valuable 
properties of beef and it is partic
ularly rich in th se elements 
which go to produce blood and 
nervous energy Taken once a 
day either as a Bouillon, or in 
Sandwiches, it will give alertness 
and clearness to the brain and the 
necessary nervous energy for 
hard work.

BOVRIL

FRENCH FAITH MANIFEST DUE- 
ING Hi LY " E>K

French papers at hind contain re
ferences to the extraordinary devotion 
shown by French Catholics daring 
Holy Week, which indicates that the 
spirit of Catholicity is by to mean» 
dead in France. A writer in Figtro 
■ay* :

Wo have only to stroll about, in 
I\*rb, a little, to be straok by the 
multitude of people who crowd Into 
the churches. Never bave the touch 
Ing cerem nies of Holy Week 
brought together a more com 
pact or more fervent throng. One 
wonId like tj know whit M. Combes 
thinks of it, he who h .s so seriously an
nounced in an Austrian j jurnal the 
progressive disappearance of the Faith 
and the impending ruin of Catholicism 
in France.

It is a strange illusion to believe in 
the action of anti-religious laws on the 
souls. Nothing is easier than to push 
an anti-relfglous measure through the 
Chambers ; nothing more simple than 
to oppress the priests and the faithful 
But nothirg is more futile 1 And the 
religious sentiment, which has such 
deep roots in the mystery of souls, re
sists all brutalities and never yields to 
force. V ery much to the contrary, per 
secution only results in Increasing the 
energy of religion, jist as a violent 
wind lights up the Qrn that seemed to 
be dead. . . Under the Revolution 
the churches were disaffected in a 
body, and the priests were hunted, 
banished, guillotined. This great en 
deavor of free thought ended not only 
in a religious renaissance, to which the 
“Genius of Christianity” bears a splen
did testimony in literary hist >ry ; but 
it led also to the signing of the Con 
cordât, which was one of the most im
portant acts of the First Consul. See, 
now, what a religious persecu ion sac 
ceeded in accomplishing : it inspired 
masterpieces in writers like Chateau
briand, and it raised up a Bonaparte 
Who is the man who will give to us a 
new Concordat ?

Another writer in the same paper 
says :

Decidedly, the lights that a State 
ifliiial who was a little too ambitions, 
flattered himself on having extiog 
uished in heaven, are more resplendent 
than ever. . . We are a nation 
charmed, above all things else, with 
liberty ; even the appearance of wish
ing to attack one’s beliefs is enough 
to make people who are usually not 
the most practical of believers raani 
fesfc their religious sentiments. There 
was, then, in tte |soIen n glory that 
surrounded the ceremonies of Holy 
Week, this year, a very direct relation 
to the events of our times ; it answer
ed to a need of affirming that the Law 
of Separation had only made the duties 
of Christians towards the Church more 
sacred.

Christmas and Easter are the most 
popular feasts of the Church ; and it is 
in days like these that one perceives 
the foolishness of a war, and especially 
a petty war, agsinsfc beliefs that aie 
most anciently and most solidly 
anchored. Not by decrees or legal 
proceedings can be destroyed feelings 
which take their rise in the human 
conscience, and which have survived 
and will survive all State ministries— 
yea, and all Governmental regimes. — 
Sacred Heart Review.

LOSS OF RELIGION MEANS
RACIAL DECAY”—VAUGHAN.

It is impossible, on reading Father 
Vaughan’s “Sins of Society,” not to 
f<ce that his animadversions upon what 
is termed in London Ttie Smart Sat, 
applies just as well to the correspond 
ing coteries in other capitals of the 
world, and as much to New York as to 
any other. The first and worst evil to 
be noted, says the English Jesuit, is 
the steadily-decreasing birth rate.

History has ever proved that a 
dwindling birth-rate is a symptom of 
national decrepitude, and a high in 
fant mortality is a prodigious waste of 
national resources.

The Roman Empire perished for 
want of men, and all nations whose In
habitants persist for a large part in 
profaining the sanctity of wedded life 
by refusing to do their duty to God and 
country, must follow the same course.

Yet seldom, says the Jesuit, do we 
find a nation that has once taken to 
this vicious habit, come to repent of it. 
On the contrary, all sorts of arguments 
are sought for in order to justify and 
defend its course.

Another symptom of national deoad 
once is the greed for gold. Make 
haste to get rich is the cry all along 
the line. Hence the rush for quick 
returns, for dividends, for ready 
money. Nobody wants to “ labor and 
to wait.” All want to cry off work 
and get to play. And this is due to 
the crass materialism that sways the 
age we live in.

The churches have lost their hold 
upon the educated classes. The mod
ern men and women do not believe In 
God, or in Heaven, or in hell. The 
articles of their creed, like their art
icles of drees, change with their en-

BUT YOU CAN’T GET AHEAD OF

EDDY'S FIBREWARE
Because Pails. Tubs, etc , made of Eddy’s Fibre- 
ware are of BETTER QUALITY, and LAST 
LONGER than any other, and they COST LESS 
MONEY.

Your Grocer has ’em — and Eddy's Matches. 
DONALD McLEAN, Agent, 426 Richmond Street, LONDON

virement, or with the social (une Ions 
in which they happen to find thun 
selves. Christianity has become to 
them noùhiug mere than a name, a 
mere badge of rosprstability. It has 
ci astd to be an influence ; it bjres 
them. Modern thought has robbed 
nc.Q ol their religion, and given thrm 
notbii g in exchange.

A word for tho e Catholics who have 
allowed themselves to be infected by 
the prevailing wo'Idliness, who have 
forgotten “what they have heird wi.h 
their ears and what their fathers told 
them, the wonderful works of God in 
their days and in the days of old.”

How wanting do many Catholics ap 
pear in character, and how careless of 
tLeir grand inheritance ? Who can be 
lieve i hat they are the sons and daugh
ters of men and women who felt there 
wai nothing to be proud of but their 
religion,„who would part with anything 
or everything but their religion, who 
for their religion suffered and bled and 
died ?

We are too much in the world ; we 
want nobody to realize that we are 
Catholics ; in a word, we have ceased 
to be pioud of our religion ; we are 
hal'-ashamed of it.

As for ns Catholics, onr duty is clear. 
We belong to the old tradition ; we 
know that we are as intimately under 
tho gniding hand of God to-day as the 
Church was in the Apestolic age ; that 
Pope Pius X. is our actual Infallible 
Teacher in matters of faith and morals, 
and that so long as we are trying to 
bring onr practice up to the level of 
our belief, we, too, arc making the 
very best cf ourselves both for God 
and the Nation.

Fma'ly Father Vaughan reminds all 
who claim to be followers of Christ to 
bear in mind that among a practical 
people which tests the worth of a re 
ligion by its action on daily life, they 
will do far more for the regeneration 
and reformation of soc’ety by living 
the life of the Gospel than by distrib 
uting copies of P ; that by becoming 
themselves less frivolous and more in 
dostrious, less philosophical and more 
religious, less controversial and more 
prayerful, they will *be rendering the 
highest services to God and the na
tion.—New York Freeman’s Journal.

If yon possess a Gourlay piano, 
there’s no need to send for a tuner 
whenever you expect company, nor for 
you to apologize for the piano's short
comings when a friend sit* down to 
play. A Gourlay piano can always be 
depended on ftr it never falls to please.

We ought to be very considerate 
of the feelings of others, and think 
far more of their rights than of our 
own. Let us speak of the absent as 
agreeably as though they were acta 
ally present and let us hold ourselves 
as the least and lowliest of all.

Ii is sweet to die when we have 
worked for God alone. Let us try 
to do good to all, not for the praise 
we may gain thereby, but solely for 
the love and glory of our dear Lord.
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of Abbottsford.
Price #1.25

The Lord of the World.
By ROBERT HUGH BENSON

Price jh.50

Cfjr Catiboltr iUrorb
LONDON. CANADA

■ The ftomao Missal
Translated into the English language for the use of 
the Laity. A new and revised edition with the 
Imprimatur of Most Rev. John M. Farley, I). D.

51 X 3}—782 pages—only ( of an inoh thick.
No. 12—Black silk cloth .........................................  80 cents
No. 13—French Morocco, limp, go’d title and mono

gram, round corners, gold edges.......................... $1 00
No. 11—Alaska seal, limp, gold title and monogram,

round corners, red under gold edges.................. $1 50
No. 19—Turkey Morocco, limp, gold title and mono

gram on side, gold roll inside, round corners, red 
under gold edges.............................................. ......... |2 75
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