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1 WILL
I will start anew this morning and 

be loyal to my creed ;
I will cease to sit repining o'er my 

ruthless neighbor’s greed ;
1 will cease to sit repining while my 

duty’s call is clear ;
I will waste no moment whining 

and my heart shall know no 
fear.

I will look sometimes about me for 
the things that merit praise ;

I will search for hidden beauties 
that elude the grumbler’s 
gaze ;

I will try to find contentment in the 
paths that I must tread ;

1 will cease to have resentment, 
when another moves ahead.

I will not be swayed by envy, 
when my rival's strength is 
shown ;

1 will not deny his merit, but I’ll 
strive to prove my own ;

I will try to see the beauty spread 
before me, rain or shine ;

I will cease to preach your duty, 
and be more concerned with 
mine.

—Telegraph
BE CONSIDERATE

“ Honour thy father and thy 
mother." Sons, especially young 
men, must realise that upon their 
arrival in the world they became 
partakers of the great love which 
their parents had for p«h other ; it 
became more intense as years passed 
on, and they found themselves 
equipped for the battle of life be
cause of the paternal love which led 
a father to toil for them and a 
mother to spend herself on their 
behalf. If you, sons, are blessed 
with Catholic parents true to the 
teachings of their faith, these 
parents have acted throughout your 
lives from supernatural motives 
and have sought first the glory of 
God and your salvation. Sons true 
to their training will neither be 
deaf nor indifferent to the positive 
law of God which commanda chil
dren to honour father and mother. 
Nothing that sons can give or do 
can ever be adequate compensation 
for all that their parents have done 
for them from birth until they are 
sent forth fully equipped into the 
world. In many homes we know an 
element of discord may be intro
duced through the fault of either 
parent ; in such a case young people 
should be slow to judge, they should 
think of th^ days when both parents 
started life with high hopes and 
good intentions, and remember that 
hard work or mental or physical 
strain endured for their sakes may 
be the cause of subsequent failings. 
When many a youth of today arrives 
at manhood, he only too frequently 
thinks an attitude of defiance and 
opposition manly. The “ old boy ” 
or "the old lady” are the terms 
employed for father or mother, who 
by this very advanced youth are 
deemed old fashioned in their ways. 
The youth wants unlimited freedom, 
plenty of money, if it can be got, or 
if not, its equivalent — credit ; he 
wants latch-keys, cigarettes, pipes, 
fri -nds of his own choosing ; cards, 
billiards and horse betting, the 
influence of which too often lands 
him in difficulties, and even over
whelms him -and those who Have 
sacrificed so much for him, with 
disgrace, ending in imprisonment. 
Such a youth's treatment of his 
sisters is in keeping with his treat
ment of his parents. He lolls on a 
sofa with his head buried in cushions 
whilst he expects his sister and even 
his mother to wait on him. When
ever his sister requires him he has 
something else on — waiting he con
siders the natural attitude of 
women, so she must wait for this 
star in the aerial firmament, which 
cannot be moved out of its course.

„ Now what does all this amount 
to this bickering, this rudeness, 
this disregard of parents and of 
sisters and of other people’s feel
ings, expression of sentiments of 
contempt and anger, which would 
formerly have been buried in 
people's breasts, and which a child 
would sooner have bitten out its 
tongue than utter, what but the 
absolute decay of reverence for 
God, for home, and of good man
ners ?

Such so-called youthful liberty 
and indulgence is the curse of the 
World. Those so indulged consider 
in after years they have liberty to 
live their own lives, which often 
means slavery for mo'hei^ sister, 
and wife—liberty to be unkind, and 
even brutal.

We see what a generation without 
religion and Christian home train
ing will be—add to this that to 
many men so brought up wives and 
parents are but an encumbrance, 
age and infirmities a laughing stock, 
and we need not look far for the 
reason that marriage is a failure. 
Courtship too is not understood in 
its true sense by such a man, who 
calls the girl a '* ripper,” " fetch
ing ’’ and addresses her as " Dear 
old Bean.” Turf expressions and 
the language of the stables are 
favourite additions to his casual 
and free and easy talk.

If language was given to çonceal 
our thoughts, such lovers of the 
present day should make splendid 
diplomatists, for their vocabulary 
is limited, and demands no strain on 
the imagination. How different is 
the conduct of the boy brought up 
in a good Catholic home and school, 
where he has learnt his holy religion 
and has been grounded in the manly 
virtues of reverence, truth, purity, 
honesty, probity, courage, and 
honourable dealings. We know the 
world must move, but as it moves

youth must guard against the 
sweeping away of necessary institu
tions. The home is one of tjieie, 
and young men and women who live 
under its roof can do much to pre
serve it from danger.

No manly boy thinks it a shame 
to h^s years and dignity to bring to 
his mother’s sympathy his joys and 
sorrows. He goes to his father as 
to a chum, and there is perfect con
fidence between them. He loves 
and reveres his titters, always treat
ing them with loving respect, he 
will show forbearance and humour 
and a keen appreciation for snort 
and of the lighter side of life. 
Self-love is the root from which 
spring all the weeds of evil. He 
that thinks of others as well as him
self will not be mastered by it. The 
strong body of a healthy youth 
requires no stimulants. The abuse 
of liquor of any kind leads to ruin. 
Temperance, clean thinking, and a 
definite purpose, in a home hallowed 
by the light of true love will carry 
the boy on to the time when he de- 
s’ree a home of his own. — Southern 
Cross. _____

OUR BOYS AND GIRLS
WHAT’S THE REAL GOOD ?

"What is the real good ?”
1 asked in musing mood.
Knowledge, said the school ;
Truth, said the wise man ;
Pleasure, said the fool ;
Love, said the maiden ;
Beauty, said the page ;
Freedom, said the dreamer ;
Home, said the sage ;
Equity, the seer.
Spoke my heart full sadly :
"The answer is not here."
Then within my bosom 
Softly this I heard !
“Each heart holds the secret ! e 
Kindness is the word.

—John Bovlk O Reilly

THE LITTLE SAINT OF THE 
BLESSED SACRAMENT

“May we come in ?”
Two roguish faces peeped from 

behind the half-open door as Mar
garet Manners raised her head from 
the depths of the trunk she was un
packing.

“Certainly dears ! That is, if 
you can find a place to sit down !” 
with a glance of mock despair at 
the littered up room. "Unpacking 
is such a dreadful business, and 
I’m always so glad to get through 
with it.

“Mother said she was afraid we 
might be in the way, but we prom
ised not to bother you the very 
least bit,—but just look. You 
know we love to see your trunk un
packed,” with a sidelong glance at 
the yet well-filled corners, which 
might hold almost anything dear to 
the heart of a little girl.

Recalling her own not far-away 
childhood, when the trunk of every 
visiting relative was a possible 
treasure house, Margaret began to 
rummage in the furthest recesses, 
presently emerging with a large 
knobby bundle marked in big 
letters that even children could 
read : “For Grace and Marie.” 
“ There ! So much of this rubbish 
belongs to you. But remember,” 
as the children with many "Ohs,” 
and “Aha” explored the contents, 
coming finally to a fine big box of 
candy, “not more than a taste be
fore luncheon !”

Obediently taking but a single 
morsel, they perched themselves 
upon the foot of the bed and pro
ceeded to entertain their favorite 
auntie with their cheerful chatter, 
while she went on with her work of 
gathering together the smaller 
articles and arranging them neatly 
in the top bureau drawer. As she 
lifted an armful, a small box 
dropped to the floor, spilling its 
contents, an odd-looking locket 
made apparently of lead. With an 
exclamation of dismay, Margaret 
rescued it and putitbackintoitscase.

“What was that you dropped, 
auntie ?” questioned Grace.

"One of my most precious treas
ures, dear—a relic of Blessed Imelda 
which was given me on my first 
Communion day. I carry it with 
me wherever I go.”

May I look at it ?” asked Marie 
timidly. “I never saw a real relic 
—that is, close.”

Margaret took it from the case 
and placed it in her hand. The 
child looked at it wonderingly. 
Then, with a note of awe in her 
voice, sne said : "To think that 
this tiny little speck was once a part 
of a real saint !”

“Tell us about Blessed Imelda, 
auntie,” broke in Grace. “She was 
a little girl saint, wasn’t she?”

“Yes, dear, she was the saint of 
little children, especially of First 
Communicants, because she loved 
God so very, very much that she 
died of pure joy when she received 
her First Communion.”

The children looked at each other 
for a moment : “Oh tell us about 
her—please, please !”

“Well, it is a very simple little 
story—just the story of a child who 
was chosen by God to be His little 
lover from the time she was a baby. 
It all took place a long time ago— 
almost six hundred years. She 
belonged to a rich and powerful 
family called the Lambertini, and 
she lived in a big castle on a high 
hill just outside the walls of an old 
city in Italy called Bologna.”

“Oh, I know where that is,” in
terrupted Grace ; “we had that in 
our geography lesson. not long 
ago.”

“Well, in that big castle she was 
born and there she lived with her 
family. You wouldn’t have called it 
a pleasant place to live, perhaps, for it 
looked much more like a fort than a 
home, with its high stone walls and
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tiny windows. And It was really a 
fort, for in those days the Italian 
cities were always at war with one 
another, and of course the noble
men were at all times ready to de
fend their homes. Imelda's father, 
whose name was Egano, was one of 
the great lords of Italy and had 
been governor of some in its prin
cipal cities, so of course his caktle 
was always filled with soldiers and 
officers. But he was as good as he 
was warlike, and hie wife Castora, 
was just as pious as he was. In
stead of being spoiled by riches and 
power, they never forgot that they 
owed it all to God. So in their great 
castle they served Him as faith
fully as if they had been poor 
peasants.

“Perhaps it was because Egano _ 
and his wife were so pious that Gad.
rewarded them by sending them day, so did her longing to receive

Him And still neither the Mother 
Superior not her confessor dared

their sweet little daughter—Imelda 
Even as a tiny baby she was so 
beautiful that every one who saw 
her said «that she seemed more like 
an angel than a child of earth. 
When she was only a few days old 
she was baptized Mary Magdalene, 
but she had hardly been brought home 
from the church when her father 
and mother changed her name to 
Imelda—which in Italian means 
“sweet as honey.” And she was as 
sweet as she was beautiful. In
deed it was, the loveliness of her 
disposition even more than her 
beauty that made her the idol of 
every one. But somehow she was 
always different from other children 
—small and delicate looking with a 
certain something in her face which 
set her apart from them all.

“Just as soon as she was able to 
walk her mother began to take her 
to the nearest church, and there 
more than ever she showed her love 
for God. She war never restless or 
troublesome, like most children of 
her age, but would sit perfectly 
quiet, her hands clasped, looking 
towards the tabernacle as if she 
realized who it was that lived be
hind the closed door. As she grew 
older, she used to steal off to the 
church at every opportunity to talk 
to Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament, 
just as freely as you children talk to 
your dear mother."

“Of course such strange conduct 
in a mere baby attracted much 
attention, and many a time the 
great lords and ladies who happened 
to be visiting the castle would 
secretly follow her to watch her as 
she knelt Arith radiant face before 
the altar When she was about 
six years old, becoming conscious of 
the notice she was receiving, she 
begged her father to build for her a 
little chapel in an out-of-the-way 
corner of the castle grounds where 
she might pray without attracting 
attention.” .

"Why, that's just what St. Rose 
of Lima did !” interrupted Grace. 
“Sister was reading about it the 
other day in class.”

“Yes, but that was two hundred 
years later. Perhaps St. Rose had 
heard of little Imelda. Who knows? 
Well, at any rate the good count 
was only too glad to let his little 
girl have her way, and so the tiny 
chapel was built for her, and there 
Imelda spent long hours alone with 
God.

"In the quiet and silence of her 
little oratory Imelda learned from 
God that it was his wish that she 
should become a nun in the Domini
can convent of St. Mary Magdalene, 
not far from her home. As soon as 
her pious parents were sure that it 
was not a mere childish fancy, they 
took her—just imagine how they 
must have suffered in doing it!—to the 
good Sisters and asked them to admit 
her. As she was at that time bare
ly eleven years old, they at first re
fused. But finally seeing t he child’s 
great distress, they consented to let 
her merely live in the convent. 
She had not been there long, how
ever, before they saw that she was 
one of God’s chosen souls, so they 
received her as a novice.

She soon became the model of the 
entire community, out-stripping 
them all in piety and love of morti
fication. She always begged per
mission to take on herself the 
hardest and most disagreeable work 
of the house, and when the superior, 
just to try her humility, Would 
impose uponherdiflierentlittle trials, 
she would be even more gay and 
cheerful than before. She never 
asked to be excused because of 
her youth from any of the penances 
perforn^d by the older Sisters, but 
rather increased them. She had 
but one real cross—she was not 
allowed to receive Holy Commun
ion. ’

“Not allowed to receive Holy 
Communion !” broke in Grace, in
credulously. “How could that be, 
auntie when she was so very holy?”

“Because in those days children 
were not as favored as they are 
nowadays. They were not allowed 
to receive Communion until they 
were even older than Imelda. So, 
although the child with many tears 
begged the Mother Superior to 
permit her to receive Jesus in the 
Blessed Sacrament, she was always 
put off. It was touching to see her 
grief and longing when the Sisters 
reverently approached the altar. 
Left behind, little Imelda would 
weep as if her heart would break. 
And after the Sisters had returned 
to their places she would often 
creep close to the nearest one, as if 
to warm her heart at the Divine 
Fire which burned within her. 
Often she would ask the Sisters 
why their hearts did not break with 
joy when they received. I have 
often wondered whether she forsaw 
the manner of her own death ?

So little Imelda lived in the con
vent for two whole years, and as 
her love for God increased each
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give her permission. But God was 
preparing to make known His will 
in His own way. One morning at 
Mass, when the Sisters had 
approached the altar, to receive, 
leaving poor Imelda weeping as 
usual in her stall, the priist saw 
one of the particles leave his hands 
and fly through the air toward her, 
remaining suspended above her 
head. Awe-stricken, the good 
Father lost no time in communicat
ing the holy child. In an ecstasy 
of joy, Imelda received her Lord.

"Marvelling at the miracle by 
which God had rewarded her love 
and longing, the good nuns, after 
making their thanksgiving, stole 
out quietly, leaving her kneeling in 
her stall. Long they waittd for her 
outside the chapel, for no one wished 
to intrude upon her in that sacred 
hour. Finally, however, the 
Mother Superior ventured to enter 
and to call her by name, even to 
pull her gently by the sleeve. And, 
lo ! she discovered to her amaze
ment that in the hour of her great
est happiness Imelda's pure spirit 
had gone home to God ! Her loving 
heart had, indeed, broken under 
the strain of too much joy !

"Gently they laid her away put
ting, on her bosom a white lily and 
around her head a wreath of roses. 
And soon strange things began to 
happen at her tomb. Hardened 
sinners were converted ; the sick 
were healed ; and by many other 
wonders God made known the holi
ness of the little Dominican novice. 
After a long time the Church pro

nounced her Blessed. In the Church 
of St. Sigismondo, in Bologna, 
where her relics are preserved, 
Italian mothers are often seen 
telling their children the sweet 
story of her life. In the time of 
Pope Leo XIII., the Sodality of 
Blessed Imelda was approved, and 
she is now the patron saint of all 
First Conmunicants. Her feast 
day comes September 16.

“So that’s the story of Blessed 
Imelda. How do you like it ?”

“It is the lovelist one we ever 
heard auntie.” cried Grace, “and 
we are going to say a little prayer 
to her every day of our lives so that 
she will help us to love the Blessed 
Sacrament as she did.”—The Sen
tinel of the Blessed Sacrament.

KING JAMES BIBLE IS 
SECTARIAN BOOK

The King James version of the 
Bible cannot be used in the Public 
schools of California, according to 
decision handed down by Judge 
Nourse of the district court of 
appeals, in which he gives the 
opinion that it is “ the accepted 
Protestant version” and therefore 
sectarian.

The decision reverses a ruling of 
the Supreme Court of Fresno 
County, which had decreed that the 
trustees of the Semla High School 
could purchase a dozen King James 
Bibles for use in the classes. Elbert 
E. Evans, a Selma resident, had 
sued to restrain the purchase.

The Appellate Court holds that 
the acquisition of the Bibles by the 
schools would be in direct violation 
of the school law.

BAL-SA-ME-Aj$fc
WEAK LUNGS

*jfHE menace of tubercular trouble recommended by physicians for all 
i* ever jpresent when the lungs j respiratory weakness or ailments. It

ill arrestare weak. During treacherous winter 
days, weak lungs need a tonic.
TQALSAMEA is unequalled as a 

strengthening lung tonic. It is

will arrest pulmonary tuberculosis. 
Balsamea is pleasant to the taste and 
is free from all harmful drugs.

Relief guaranteed ormoney refunded. 
F O R GENEROUS FREE SAMPLE, WRITE

BALSAMEA PRODUCTS, LIMITED 11 Colborne SI., Toronto
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f Dollar^ worth

Your dollar will want to jump out of your pocket when 
it gets the news •

The Gillette Brownie Razor and 
3 Genuine Gillette Blades for $1.00
Never was so much value crowded into a dollar.
To-day, in 1922, with prices ’way up, a single dollar can 
buy for you what cost $5.00 twenty years ago — the 
luxurious Gillette shave—speed, comfort and safety every 
morning for the rest of your life. .
At all general, drug, hardware and jewellery stores and everywhere 
where men’s goods are sold.\

Gillette Brownie
Safety Razos9

Razor and blades made and guaranteed genuira 
by Gillette Safety Razor Co. of Canada, Limited
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Loyis Sandy
HABIT MATERIALS 

and VEILINQS
Specially Produced for the Use ol
Religious Communities

Black, White, and Coloured 
Serges and Cloths, Veilings 

Cashmeres, Etc.
Stocked In a large variety of width* 
and qualities. Samples forwarded 
on Application.

LOUIS SANDY
Gordon Mills

STAFFORD, ENGLAND
Telegrams - Loulsandi, Stafford 

PHONE No. 104

IF YOU WISH to arrange for a yearly 
or monthly payment to be made to 
any individual or Charitable Insti
tution, either by Will or during your 
lifetime, we will be glad to present 
a plan to you which will give full 
effect to your wishes.

Capital Trust Corporation
IO METCALFE ST.oriOTTAWA, <$NT.

174 BAY STREET 
TORONTO, ONT.
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SKIN 
ODOURS

are nearly always the result of 
clogged, sluggish pores.
Lifebuoy keeps thfe pores open 
and alive.
That |s why it keeps the skin 
fresh and wholesome when 
everything else fails.

The delightful odour of Lifebuoy 
disappears in using

Hotel Fort Shelby
Hptmit Lafayette Blvd. at First St.
Lf vll Ull Close to Detroit’s Busiest Corner
Winning for Detroit Fame For Hospitality

In the front rank of Detroit’s fine hotels, the Fort Sheliw, with its 400
pleasant rooms, offers you uncom
mon avantages in location, envir
onment, service and equipment. 
OUR SERVIDOR SERVICE 
relieves you from annoyance, 
protects your privacy and purse, 
contributes to your ease and com
fort.
Running ice water in every room. 
Valet service day and night. 
Moderate prices in cafe »nd coffee 
shop. The Fort Shelby’s Cafe is 
famed as ‘‘Detroit’s Finest Res
taurant”. Convenient to both 
rail and water transportation ter
minals. Michigan Central Depot 
cars stop close by.

Rates per day : $2 and up 
Double, $3.50 and up

H. Lerchen.JJr. 
Secretary-Treasurer.

Seth E. Frymire
Manager

I Ull ’M1 to wives and mothers of Drunkards a trial treatment 
E. UÆ M H of the wonderful Egyptian cure, SAMARIA PRE- 
r 1ml ill SCRIPTION. Not an experiment but a proven remedy, JL used by thousands who claim it to be the only real cure

for drunkenness ! Science proves that drunkenness is 
a disease — not a habit. Prohibition legislation cannot cure the unfor
tunate victim. What he needs is medicine which will make liquor so 
distasteful that he will hate it and which will at the same time build up 
his health. SAMARIA does all this and more. It brings happiness to 
homes made utterly miserable through drink.
SAMARIA is tasteless and can be given in tea, coffee or food with or 
without the knowledge of the patient. For liberal trial treatment, send 
three cents to cover postage.

Samaria Remedy Co., Dept. 21,142 Mutual SI., Toronto
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Father Lasance’s LatestTHIS is a complete Prayer-Book con
taining a collection of carefully 
selected i layers for all ordinary 

devotional needs. But. it also meets a 
long felt want by providing a scries of 
Reflections, Prayers and Devotions in 
behalf of the Poor Souls in Purgatory.

Thus, the object of this Prayer Book, 
as the Reverend Author says, is to 
incite us ‘ to a special devotion a more 
fervent, a more persistent, a more prac
tical, a more faithful devotion - to the 
Holy Souls in Purgatory.”

It opens for us the inestimable prayer 
treasury of the Church and shows us 
how we may strengthen the spiritual 
links that tie us to our dear relatives 
and friends who have been separated 
from us by deat h.

All of us, who mourn for lost dear 
ones. Relatives or Friends—and who of 
us does not?—will he comforted by the 
solacing contents of this extraordinary 
Prayer Book.

BINDINGS
Imitation Leather, limp, round

corners, red edges .................. S1.50
Imitation Leather, limp, round

corners, gold edges................ 2.00
American Morocco, limp, round

corners, gold edges.............. 2.78
French Morocco, limp,* round

corners, gold edges................ 3.50

Complete Prayer Booh !

Holy Souls
D _ _ 1„ Reflections on DO OK. Purgatory

A Complete Prayer Book 
By Rev. F. X. Lasance

5% x 3*/2 ins.
443 Pages

No matter what other prayer 
book you may have, get a 
copy of Father Lasance’s 
“HOLY SOULS BOOK”
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