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OHATS WITH YOUNG MEN
THE CHRISTMAS STAR

The star that shone so brightly on
Bethlehem's plain on thas glad morniug
when shepherds heraslded the advent of
Jesus ‘has nos lost ite lustre. Nay, it
grows more luminous and besutiful as
the days go by, snd mankind in greasly
increasing mumbers is guided by it from
the sorrows of earth te the joys of
heaven. .

What s wonderful impetus it gives for
bebter livingl What sspirations is en-
kindles! What resurrestion of buried
hopes, what struggles are renewed for
better living sad for better things!
©hrist cheers the sorrowing with jubil-
snd hopes, and bids them cast Sheir
shadows upon Him who careth for them
with more than » mother’s tenderest

love.

He speaks peace $o their troubled
eonsclousness, giving them forgiveness,
sympathy snd strength, and pointe them
to shas baven of rest where no storms
@ver sweep across thelr souls, filled with
eternal blessedness. Obrist brings good
will among men.

CREATIVE ENERGY

Anything which destroys mental
vigor slso destroys creative emnergy,
withous which adequate suceess is im-
possible. The man who squsaders his
vitality, whether it be by physical or
mental dissipasion, overwork, or indol-
ence, loses his originality; snd, when he
eeases %0 be original, he oceases to
achieve. I$ may seem a listle thing to
s youth to sacrifice s portion of his
sleep, night atter nighs, fer the sake of
some form of ensertainment, but he buys
the indulgence which he calls plessure
at the coes of a certain smount of form-
ative power.

The man who drinks does not reslize
that he purchases the temporary gratif-
cation of his sppetite at a price which,
if seen objectively, would stagger him.
If he could see, before he becomes its
viotim, the devitalizing forces which
the drink habit sets in motion; it he
could look into his brain and note the
growth of the first tiny seeds of decay
sown there; if it were possible for him
to view through a micrescope the cor-
rosive action going on in his veins and
arteries, sapping his blood, snd stealing
the elasticisy from his muscles; in short,
if he could see himself being reduced.
greduslly from & vigorous human being
to the physical and mentsl level of a
jeliyfish, he would shrink in horroe from
the sight.

The vacillator, the man who swings
back and forth like a pendulum, never
taking s firm, independent stand on aoy
question, Dot even on those which sffect
him most deeply, by his vacillation de-
pletes his mental force to such an ex-
tent that he becomes incapsble of sct-
ing on his own impulse, srd loses irre-
vocably whatever stock of creative
energy he might have had at the outeet.

A violent temper, leading, as it does,
to frequent outbursts of passion, tends
to wear out the nervous system, and in
time robs its possession of the power of
initiative.

All our faculties, physical and men-
tal, are welded into one complex
machine, o fine and sensitive that dis-
cord oy, friction in any part affects the
whole. No matser where or whas our
wenk spot may be, it will be reflected in
what we do, in what we write, in what
we say, in onr very innermost thoughts.
It is a pars of our being, and, like char-
acter, do what we will to conceal it, will
“plab.”

Every jarring element in the machin-
ery of eur bodies, be it poor health, bad
temper, prevarication, indolence, vacilia-
tion, or any of the lessor faults, which
to many appear 20 insignificant, will
prove as disastrous to our efforts to at-
tain success as would .so many weights
attached to his person prove to a man
competing for a prize in a foot race.—
Success.

BE PATIENT

Patience and forbearsnce draw wus
pearer to God, Wko tells us to ** possess
our souls in patience.,” Patience is a
necessary requirement for a godly lite.
Without pstience virtue is not solid.
Without patience you can be master
neither of others nor of yourself. Most
of us are too hasty. We want immedi-
ate results, We dislike to wait. But
“patience hath a perfect work.” “ Be-
hold the husbandman waiteth for the
precious fruit of the earth,” says St.
James, “pstiently bearing till he re-
ceive the early and the later rain.”
(St, James, 5.7.) Life and character
are nov measured by rapid success.
Toe process of nature is slow. All
God’s best and noblest works, are slow
and gradual., *“St. Mark says: “ First
the blade, then the ear, aiterwards the
full corn in the earth.” (8t. Mark,
4:28). Character must be built up,
slowly moulded, fostered and developed,
Gradually you must live down bad
habits: graduslly you must ripen io
vigor of purpose. *Ouat of weakpeus
made strong,” is God's motte. We
must learn to labor and to wait. It is
annoying to wait. There is so much to
be done; why wait 2 God way not went
you for the work. Be patient — wait |
Strength unbridled is not strong. We
may never see the resuits of our en-
deavors — Union and Times.

LOOK FOR THE GOOD SIDE

There is no quality of the mind that
gives so much true pleasure to our-
selves and those around us as that
charity asud love towards others that
“thinketh no evil.” The hest and sar-
est capital we can take with us when
we start oubt in the world is a trastful,
believing faith in our fellow-beings,
Msany a youth has the mistaken idea
that in order to combat the hypoerisy
and deceit of the grest unfriendly world
he must bo constantly on the lookout
for these dissgreeable sins in those
around him, thus keeping himself in a
state of turmoil and in no way remedy
ing the ivjustice and enmity directed
against him. Show no trace of wariness
or suspicion in your dealings with those
who would do you harm, and ten to one
your straightforward, respectful man-
ner will appesl to their better natures
and commaud friendliness and esteem
in return. Be noble and large-minded
enough never to stoop to childish
quarreling_over your little wrongs and
slights. Never let your name figure in
sny petty affair of vengeance or spite.
Never ruffis your temper snd lose your
spirits in resenting the “ littleness ” in

people.—Union

- .

CHARITY OF SPEECH

Chsrity of speech is as divine » thing
a8 charisy of acslon. To judge no one
harshly, to misconceive no man's
motives, to believe shings as Shey seem
to be until they are proved otherwise;
%0 temper judgmens with meroy—surely
this is quite as good as to build up
ohurcnes, establlsh asylums and found
oolleges.

Uckiod words do as much harm as un-
kind deeds. Many a beart has been
wounded beyond cure, many & repute-
sion has been stabbed 80 death by & few
listle words. There is charity which
consiste in withholding words, in keep-
ing back harsh judgmeas, in absteining
from speech if to speak is 0 eondemn.
Such charity hesrs the tale of slander,
but does mot repest is; listems in silense,
but forbears comment them loeks the
unpleasant secret up in the very depths
of the hears.

PERSEVERANCE

Beginaing s thing is easy. It is per
severing in it that is difenls. The
test of oharaoter is the abilisy to go on
and flaish. It is » rere virtwe sad sn
exoeedingly valuable one, for, whatever
you have seé yoursed $o do, there will
surely come s time of d iscoursgement,
when you doubs if, atter all, it is worth
while. Look out for slias time — the
time whean you are tempted to tum
back. It is there thas she dsager liea.
I doesn’t matter what your work is —
earnisg a living or making s home or
conquering s besetting sin—the dis-
coursgemens is bound to come. Don't
give way to it. Be prepared for it and
make up your mind to keep on just the
same,

OUR BOYS AND GIRLS

MARY 8 FIRST COMMUNION

Breathless and flushed with excitement
Mary eagerly opened she frons door, aud
with a cry of, “Msms, Mama, where are
you?"’ quickly ran up the stairs. Iv was
& pretiy chiud who entered the room
where her father and mother were
seaved, snd throwing both arms around
her mother’s neck fondly embraced her.
She was probably seven years of age
and an only ehild, her brother and two
sisters having died when babies. On this
November atternoon she had just re-
turned from Sunday School, which for
the past few wecks she had attended
with ber playmate Margaret O'Leary.
Although she was not & Catholic, many
of her companious were, aud with them
she frequensly visited
Sacrament, and attended Benediction or
Sunday School. In this mauner she
learned to love the Catbo'ic Church.

1 was only natural thas Mary should
inherit some love for she Church, for
Mrs. Doncelly, her mother, a graduate
of a convent school, was once a firm
QOsatholic and an ardent lover of the
true Religion. Unhappily like many
suother, sne early married a bigoted
Protestant lawyer, who easily per-
suaded her to abandon first oue and
then another of her picus practices, till
she flnally renounced religioun itself.

“Oh, Mams,” the child cried eagerly,
seating herself upon her mother’s lap
“To-day st Sundsy School, the First
Communion class was sterted and
Margaret O Leary and Agoes White are
gowng to prepare, Pleass can’t I? I'd
just love to.”

It was rather a startling question for
the child to ask such pareass and it
stunned them. It was Mr. Donnelly
who turned to the child and spoke for
his wile.

“Where did you get such a peculiar
notion, Mary ?” he asked tossing aside
his Sunday paper.

“At Sunday School,” came the prompt
reply.

*Don't you know, Mary, I object to
these Sunday Schools, and don’s want
you to have anything to do with thew?
Don’t menticn such  thing again ucless
you want to displease me very much.”

“Oh, Papa, I do so wans to receive
First Commanion, but Sister Mechtilde
told m® I must irst have your permis-
sion,” the child continued in a pleading
tone.

“Hm—I thought as much; more of
those nuns’ foolishness. Ssy noshing
more about it, Mary; drop the subject
at once.” Aund picking up the paper
he continued reading.

Stiil the child was not satisfied and
continued pleading, her big biue eyes
beaming with the earnestness of her peti-
tion. Her father, however, was not to
be influenced although be dearly loved
his only daughter, and it grieved him to
deny her aanything she asked. The
wistful eyes of the child turned sadly to
those of her mother for sid, but they
were cold and answerless, and stared into
vacsncy. A tear srose and slowly
trickled down the child’s flushed cheek;
a the golden head reiessed from its bon-
net dropped to the motherly shoulder,
and the child wept, sobbing as though
her heart wou d break.

A few desys after this incident Mrs,
Dounelly walked home from school with
her desughter. It was now Mary's
custom when passing St. Dominie's
Chapel to enter for a few moments, but
to-day she hesitated, lest her mother
might be displessed. She risked it,
at any rate, and timidly asked:

“Mama, won't you come into church
just a mioute? I don't like to pass
without going in. You know God is
always waiting there for us. Won't
you come?’

Mrs. Donnelly had been watching her
child quite closely of late, carious to
jearn how Mary bad scquired her pious
practices, and her knowledge of the
Catholie Chureb, Her curicsity now got
the betterof her, and taking the child's
hand she entered. It was a strange sen-
sation that she experienced. Many, many
years had passed since she had entered
8 church, and she had almosi forgotten
what to do, as well as how to pray.

An instruction for the First Commun-
jon class was just closivg,so Mary in-
atead of seeking her usual place,at the
altar railing ramained in » pew in the
rear of the church until the children
had departed. Then, leaving her
mother she noiselessly walked up the
side aisle, crossing to the center of the
churoh, knelt reverently before the
tabernacle, while the mother curiously
watched every movement. A hand,
however, was suddenly placed upon
Mzyrs. Donnelly’s shoulder, and a soft
voice said:

_ “Pardon me, but haven't you dropped
your glove? [ just found it on the
fioor beaide this benoh.”

o

the Blessed |

“I believe I have. Thank you Sister,”
Mrs. Donoelly replied, taking the glove.
1t was & long sime since she had seen »
Bister of Notre Dame, and this meeting
awoke wany resollections. Seised with
a desire to talk to her, she began rather
timidly.

“Sister, I think you kmow my listle
ghl,' Mary, Mary Doanelly. Don’s
you "

“Yes, indeed,” the BSister replied
“and » dear child she 1s.” ’

“Mary hss been 0 Sunday School »
fow times snd I am anxiens S0 kmow
how she has learned so mueh about the
Ostholie Obureh. You know we are not
Oatholies.”

“Whas! Noé Cetholice? I shought
you must have taught her everyshing
she knows, the prayers snd even the
oatechism. I|have often thanked God,
dear Mrs. Donpelly, that she had sueh
» i?od mosher.”

his remark pricked Mrs. Donnelly's
conscience, which wes somewhat hard-
ened by the neglecs of many years.

“I am sorry %o say Sister, I have
teught her nothing. I had her baptised
when s baby, bus thet issll. [ was so

with my social duties snd
Mer. Dosnelly was s0 opposed $0 Cathe-
lMelty that I thought is best to avoid
dissarbances by nos bringing Mary up »
Oatholle. I can't imsgine how she has
learned so much. Perbaps it is little
Margaret O Inuz who has been telling
her these things.

“] would not be surprised at all,”
Sister replied. “Margaret is well in-
structed, and the two listle ones are
often togesher. Baut I hope you will noé
deprive bher of making her Firet Com-
munion. She is a Catholie, as you say
she has been baptised, sad you know
you are bound under serious sin to look
out for her religious education. Won't
you consider this ? You say your hus-
hand is opposed, but haven’t other
women been in your position and come
out victorious? What others ean do
you, too, csn do; 8o take courage sud do
not be afraid to do whas is right.”

Meanwhile Mary bhad floished her
prayer, and had returned to find her
wother, bus not seeing her she passed
quickly to the vestibule, and meeting
Sister's resssuring smile quickly re-en-
tered the church ,to wait. The two
tpoke for some time, and Mrs. Donnelly
without reslizing it bad told Sister the
greater pars of her life. Sister endeav-
ored to show the woman her duty and

! urged her to permit Mary to join she

First Communion class.

“Mary is too young, I think,” was
Mrs. Donnelly’'s objecsion. “She osn-
not reaiize what she is doing.

“Oh, my dear, she has attained the
use of reason; she knows what is right
sud wiong, and that 1s all that is neces-
sary,” Sisver Mechbtilde replied.

“‘Well, Sister,” Mrs Dounefly replied,
“I shall consider your words, and mesn-
while, pray that Gud will strengshen
me to do right.

It was Obristmas’ Eve, Everything
seemed o msk> ready for the wonder-
ful eveut to take place that night, First
Qommunion at Ssaint Dominic’s Chapel
at Midnight Mass. Mrs. Donnelly
carefuliy arrayed her dsughter in the
vutward garb of purity, for already her
spotiess soul had beeu sansified in the
cieansing sacram:nt of Penance. The
dainty whive dress was dcnued; & tiny
white ribbon uestlea in bright ouils
and she goiden head covered with she
aelicate Firss Communion veil. Whas
» picturel! The big Dblue eyes were
filled with a spiritual radiance and the
little moush parted in a smile of peace
of one waisiug to welcome for the first
time the Lora and God of all. What an
abode prepared for the coming of the
Lover of childhood!

Was it a tear ubat fell apon Mary's
hand? She raised her eyes—jes, ber
mother was orying. No wonder! Did
vhis picture Los recall to her the aay
when she herself siovd as this child in
the innocence of yoush, awaiting the
Bridegroom? On tiptoe the chlld ten-
derly shrew her arms about her
mosher's neck and drawing her face to
her own lovingly kissed her, then whis-
pered:

¢ Mams. |dear.”

“Yes, Mary,” was the soft reply.

“Po-morrow is Christmas isn't it ?
Will you give me something I want
very much ?”

“Whatever you want you have, my
darling. What are you so anxious to
receive ?”

*Plesse, Mama dear, receive the
Christ Child to-night when you come t0
Chureh with me.”

“0Q Mary, that's no Christmas gift for
you. Why not ask for something you
would like very much for yourselt?’
Her heart was touched, however, by
the child's appéal and she struggled
hard to control her emotion.

“No, Mama, there is nothing else I
want. Only give me this one thiog.
know the little Jesus is just longing to
give you shis gits if you will only go to
Him and ask for it. Please come?”

The pleading tone, the look of love
aund longing in the tearful eyes, the
pressure of the little arms about her
neck were soo much for the Mother.
Embracing the little one more tenderly
than she had ever done befcre she re-
plied:

“My own little girl, I will not refuse
you even this on your First Communion
day, though itis the hardest thing you
could possibly ask of me, Pray, Mary,
that the Christ Child may give me the
grace of & good confession. What
others have done, I, too, ean do.”

“0, Mama, I'm 8o happy,” Mary cried,
and tears of joy filled her eyes as with
her mother's hand in hers she sought
her father in the library:

“Papa,” she sald, releasing her
mother's hand, and stealing softly to
her father's side.

He did not anpwer. This outward
display, foolish in his opinion, provoked
him and his wrath was enkindled. Eo-
tirely against his will was this event
taking place, and it sngered him to see
his wite oppose him so.

“Papa dear,” the child again pleaded.
He raised his eyes from the paper.

“What is it ?" he asked.

“Will you give me & Christmas gift 2" |

This question was entirely unthought
of, and the maun, delighted to please his
daughter in every way, replied:
“(Certainly, what would you like?"
“Just to have you come to church with
Mama aund me to-night, and see me
mske my Firet Communion. Please

 don't ssy no.”

His dark eyes cloudegd, the mouth
shus firmly, snd ke gesed for a moment
st his dssghter in sstonishment sud

anger.

“Mary, what do you mean by even
mensioning such a thing? 1f I had my
way neither gon nor your mother would
go there. Such foolishuess, moskery,
he mambled, rising; and pushing past
the child, he lefs she room.

twelve—midnighs.
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The chapel was crowded as the mam
eatered, sud dased by the scene before
him, s:0od mosionless near the door.
The altar was lighted with numberiess
candles and an edor of incense pervaded
the plase. The alter bell sounded
three times; the children in white ad-
vanoed slowly to the altar, while the
ggl.n chimed forth softly and the choir

an—

“Jesus, Thou art coming,
Holy ss Thou art;

Thou the God Who made me,
To my loving heart.”

The priess, turning to the people, and
elevating the Sacred Hoss, said, ‘' Ecce
Agous Dei,” and deseended to admin-
ister First Communion. Still the man
remained standing at $he door, gasing in
astonishment. Whas a holy scene] One
by one the litsle ones arose at the altar
railing snd other's took their plaoes,
till finally she long line was nearly
ended. The man never for & moment
took his eyes from the childrem unsil,
“Who? Yes! It must be my Mary!
Last of all. Yes, last, bus Dot leass,
Mary slowly resurned from the altar,
her head erest, but her eyes lowered,
and her hands reverently jolned in
adorstion. “*My wife!” the man
gesped, as behind the child a tall
woman walked, she too, with downeast
eyes and hamds jolned in prayer.
He took a step forward and leaning
against the back of a8 bench gazed in-
tently at the swo as they slowly pro-
ceeded to their places. What oould be
the mesning of that smile that each
bore? Hsppiness shone in their radi-
ant countenances. Still the choir sang

“Thou art my Good Bhepherd
I Thy little lamb,

Take myself, dear Jesus,
All 1 have and am.

Take my heart and fill it
Fall of love for Tree;

All [ have, I give Thee
Give Thysell to me.”

The man fell upon bis knees and his
head dropped upon his hands; tears
filled his eyes as the organ ceased and
the echo within his heart cried “Take
myself, dear Jesus; give Thy self to

e,

The following Christmas found not
two, but three persons happy; too happy
for this world, kneeling before the altar
awaiting the coming of the Bridegroom.
—Kathleen Kearns in Sunday Compau-

ion.
A TRUE STORY

When the conductor came to collect
thelyoung lady's/fare she discovered that
she had left her pocketbook at the
office where she works as stenographer.
It is & predicament not uncommon with
cisy dwellers, but the rest of the story
as told tekes a new and agreeable turn.

“Why, I'm afraid I haven't sny money
with me,” she said, looking very much
€mbArr:

The couduactor said nothing, but stood
there and waited.

“] guees I'll have to get «ff,” said the
girl, “I have left my pocketbook at the
fee.”

v“Here, lady,” said a boyish voice
ocoming across the aisle, “l got a nickel
I'll lend you.”

She looked at the boy and took the
nickel. “Thank you,” she said. “I'll
pay you back if you'll give me your
name."”

“Don't worry 'bout that,” he replied.
“I’m she kid you gave the half dollar to
last Christmas when you seen me sellin’
papers down on Fifth avenue. I ain't
forgot you. I'm sellin’ papers there
yet.”

She smiled at him when she left the
oar, and he was about the proudest boy
in town— Selected.

The Christmas of Our Fathers

It is interesting tonote that many of
the Christmas castoms which have en-
deared themselves tothe peoplescattered
all over theworld have their origin in
many cases among those ancient men
and women who worshipped strange gods
before they heard the message of peace
brought to them by the early Christian
Fathers. The holly, the mistletoe, the
wassail bowl, the Yule log and the
Christmas tree are remnants of old
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customs that bave become amalgamated
and modified into the usage of modern
oivilisation.

The Druids of Britain, whom the
Romans discovered there when they
copquered the Celts, were s priesthood
ruliug the people by cruel witcheraft.
They worshipped $he oak, the mistletoe
snd the holly. Their altars on their
feast diys were decorated with the
branehes of white and red berries, and
one c¢f the most important of these
testal ocossions was the celebrasion of
the winter solstice when the sun began
iss backward journey.
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ME POOR OULD DARLIN
CHURCH 1"

One of the priests was on his way to
the early morning service in the new
S5, Mary's Oathedral. He fourd a fine
old Jady—lines! direct of the Kings
Milesian—on #he steps of the oldsr
edifice as he psased, holding a silent
solitary vigil—waiting for ths doors to
opea aud she bells to ring.

“No Mass there this wmorning,
motker,” the priess was saying to her—
no Mass ever there agsin.”

“ Bat, tather acushla,” she answered
him, “sure this is Sunday wornin’, and
is # no Mass at all you'll be afther
tellin’ me, they’ll be havin' here to-
day ?"”

There was sn ineffable pathos in the
situation. *“Up yonder, mother,” re-
plied the priest in kindness, and he
pointed towards the new Cathedral s
few short blocks away.

Then it came to her | She started as
though some sharp pain had pierced
her and clutched her shawl against her
heart. Her tottering feet had brought
her to the carb, and looking at the
older edifice, her hands uplifted, “Ah,
me poor ould darlin’ church,” she mur-
mured as her hands let fall.

Then there was & deep drawn breath,
and the glasses of the priest were dim-
med witn something misty as he hur-
ried on his way.

Was she married there, he wondered ?
In that brief moment did there come to
her the vision of that day of days?
Was she thinking of the procession up
the church aisle of the fragrant orange
blossoms that once festooned her
hair?

Or was it down those selfsame steps
her precious dead were carried long,
long years ago and the silent, solemn
march was started that ended at the
new-made grave—the grave, perhaps,
that closed in from her tear-dimmed
eyes forever, the one precious thing
which alone she loved on earth ?

Eu bien | my masters ! these are the
little tragedies that grip the human
hearts of us.

Dear old |patient, heart-ssd mother,
soon, too, you must follow in the way 1—
Qatholic Advance.

LET US BE CHARITABLE

e

No less an authority than our Divine
Lord Himself warns us not to judge,
Jest we ourselves be judged adversely.
Who is competent to jundge the condoct
of his fellowman? To do so would
imply that the one judgivg understood
thoroughly the motives influencing that
line of conduct. We cannot enter fully
into the thoughts or the plans of another
unless be takes us into his confidence
fully. We cannot understand his mo-
tives upless he chooses to disclose
them. And until he makes known his
motives we have no right to criticise or
condemn them.

Yet, what is more common than to
attribute unworthy motives where per-
heps none such exist ? Uncharlty in
thought and in speech is the most annoy-
ing failing of many otherwise good
people. They do not realize how un-
charitable they are. Perhapsthey have
learned} accfdentally how others jjudge
their own motives. Then they are
quick to resent the injustice done
them. But it does mot ocour to them
that they have been misjudging others
as they have now been misjudged.
They have been indulging in uncharit-
ableness but others, not they have felt
its sting.

We learn by experience ; and bhaviog
lesrned how our own motives may be
misconstructed, let us be slow to impute
base motives to others. Let us be
charitable towards the failings of others,

L 4

even when those failings make us un-
comfortable. God slone searches the
hears. We may not understand the

thas infl our neighbor's
conduct. Let us not sssmme $0 know
more than God hes given ws to kmow.
Let us be eharitable ; sad if we are
charitable we will be very slow to pass
judgment upon the eonduet of others.—
True Voies

SIMPLICITY
mm——

In order $o be truthful with others
we should "vold -hav secrets, and
still more avoid g the deposi-
wr{o!thmdoﬂnn. Nobody
will ever be persusded of this as long as
the world lasts. However, truth hes to
be sald, even when the ssying of it is
too plainly wseless. BSecrets are nearly
the mosy mischievous things in the
world, and slmost the wost unneces-
sary. secret once set upou its
course through the world gathers venial
sin 80 iteelf as the rolling snowball
tekes up snow. How few things are
there which really need be secrete!
How much fewer which, being secrets,
pneed be oconfided to others! Unless
clear duty is there to sanctify it, he
who fides & $ to ther has
laid s burden on him, led him inso
semptation, fettered his child-like lib-
erty of spirit, and inspired the presence
of God in his soul. This is a serious in-
dict t. But te are the gar
ments which of all others self - import-
ance most sflects. To be told a secret
is the most delicate of fiatteries. The
teller and listener both grow in their
own esteem and in each other’s. They
become like Pan-Pok-Keewis, ** larger
than the other beavers,” which is al-
ways & pleasant operstion to vain
natare, though sometimes, ss in Hia-
watha, entailing uncomfortable conse-
quences. But now look at your own
past life—have not secrets, especially
the secrets of others, made you petty,
parrow, pusillanimous, conceited, un
truthful, unsimple, and out of God’s
presence? Depend upon it, there is
nothing in the world that will more
effectually entangle you in unreslity
than an unuecessary secret. Great-
minded men have few secrets, — Father
Faber.
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CHRISTIAN SCIENCE

Adrian Feveral, in the December Catholic World

Quotations taken quite at random
show very clearly the teachivg of
“Soience” regarding Our Divine Re-
deemer. Oace sepsrated from the ver
bsl mist which hangs over all of Mis.
Eddy's writings, we begin to see what
she is really saying. Read in the text-
book, with a mass of hazzy phrases, one
sometimes fails adequately to understand
their resl intent. For example, coneid
er the first quotation. “The corporeal
Jesus was human.,” Tais we all know
and acknowledge. Bat we also believe
that the corporeal Jesus was Divine.
This Mrs. Eddy denies entirely. She
does not at all deny that Jesus was born
of a virgin. And it is interesting to
pote in this regard that “the discoverer
and founder” of Christian Science con-
siders Our Lady and her virginal de
livery precisely as she would consider
auy other woman who had “sufficient
sclence” to create a cnild throvgh men-
tal genersticn. Mary's spiritual zense
was illumined with divine science, as the
Holy Ghost. In other words, Our Lady
caught a gleam of Eddyism, end through
this understanding she brought forth
her child, putting to silence the mater-
ial order of generstion, aud demon-
strating God as the Father of men. To
put it in plainer words, with s suffieient
knowledge of “sclence” any Wwoman
could become a virginal mother. Just
how Mrs. Eddy regards Jesus as humsn
when according to her theories the cor-
poreal form of mankind is erroneous, and
at the same time a consept of the divine
idea, it is difficult to see. We must rot,
however, look for consistency iv Eidyism
that is a gem that does not adorn our
aathor's “laborious publications.”

ES————"

Back to the Catechism

There are s great many eatchwords
at present, “Back to the 1snd,” * back
to nature,” etc. A very important ove
for Oatholics is “Back to the Cate-
chism,” a book whose study we all seem
to drop as speedily as possible. The
Catholic - Bulletin says : * Back to
the Catechism in order that each one,
by familiarity with its concise teaching,
may be able to set before non Catholics
the traths of religion in all their sub
lime beauty and attractiveness. Back
to the Oatechism for the comfort to be
derived from the consciousness of being
equipped with sufficient knowledge to
serve the Church of God in the sphere

l

of life to which each one is called.—
Davenport ( Ia.) Messenger.
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