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CHATS WITH YOUKG
MEN

P
THE POSITIVE PLAN

When we had our first municipal
exhibit, said an expert .in such
things in an Esstern city, “ we went
on the principle of showing all the
things that were wrong with the
community—the things that ought
not to be, and the ways that ought
not to be followed. We had an ex-
hibit of ruine and storm clouds.
Well, it was sensational—the crowd
came fast enough, But they didn't
stay, and they took nothing away
with them but a discouraged feeling.
So we .tried the positive plam, in
place of the negative. We showed
beautiful architectural drawings of
the right kind of public buildings,
and fine models of sanitary tenement
houses. In place of heavy clouds, we
put in rainbows. We aimed to pre.
sent what could be done, and how to
do it well and quickly—and then,
and not until then, we held our
orowds, sent them away thinking
along our lines of thought, and got
results. Negatives and ‘ knocking '
don't pay. The true, the good and
the beautiful win out every timein a
municipal exhibit.”

They win out everywhere else, too.
The Christian who would win others
to Christ must show them the things
which are lovely and of good report.
He, of all men, can least afford to be
negative, censorious or unloving.
Yet, are there not many who read
this who need a hint from the muni.
cipal expert ?

NEW KIND OF DATE

Perhaps the last thing in the world
over which the vagaries of fashion
might be expected to exercise any
influence is in regard to such an
everyday practice as the style of
dating letters. Yet even here fads
and fancies have their way. A new
fancy is eaid to be the elimination
of the date of the month altogether,
simply giving the day of the year.
For instance, June 1 would be repre-
gented by * 152.1914," while New
Year's Eve ‘' 8651914"” would be
used.

WHAT HE ASPIRES TO

The desire shapes the deed. The
hope of a young man lies not in what
he now is, but in what he wants to
be., The ideal pioneers the real.
Every man's real is just a little less
than his ideal. The manly feeling
goes before manly achievements. A
right ideal supplemented by oppor-
tunity and effort can achieve any re-
sult. The prophecy of the future of
the young man is not in what he is
now doing, but in what he is think-
ing and what he aspires to.

THE WAY TO SUCCESS

Development of one’'s own powers
pays better thanover  reaching others.
As one terse thinker has put it,
“ Success consists more in getting
the best out of oneself than in get-
ting the best of another person.”
There are many points where each
man, too, needs to get the better of
himselt—his worse self.

ENEMIES

The person who delights in making
enemies i8 no more praiseworthy
than he who would sacrifice his con-
victions, rather than make an enemy.
Wisdom’s course lies somewhere be-
tween these two.—Catholic Colum-
bian.

SHOW YOUR BEST SIDE AT
HOME

The young man who is a delightful
companion when out among his
friends is not always quite as desir-
able when seen in the intimacy of
the home circle. It is there that our
true character shows. Society in
general may form an entirely differ-
ent estimate of the character of a
young man, for his family, through
loyalty, is apt to shield him from
criticism by hiding his defects. But
home is such an easy place to let
oneselt “go.” No one would dare to
bring a grouch into society, for no
one would tolerate it there. The
grouchy young man would soon see
himself ostracized and deserted by
his companions. What a gloom is
cast over many a home circle by just
such an undesirable member. When
he enters all sunshine seems to de-
part from the room.

His sisters would never think of
asking him a favor. We must have
the love of God in our heart or we
cannot love those around us. And
so we find that the grouchy boy, the
grouchy young man is seldom religi-
ous. He shirks his duty when-
ever he can, and just does so much
and nothing more. He is stingy to
his neighbor, and so we find him
stingy to his God.—Holy Name Jour-
nal,

FOLLOWING CHRIST

Would you follow Christ ? Then
follow Him in self denial, in human.
ity, in patience, and in readiness for
every good work. Follow Him with
a daily cross upon your back, and
look to His cross to make your bur-
den light. Follow Him as your
Guide and Guard, and learn to see
with Hie eyes and to trustin His arm
for defense. Follow Him as the
Friend of sinners, Who healed the
broken in heart and giveth rest to
the weary souls and caSteth out none
that come unto Him. Follow Him
with faith, resting your whole accept-
ance with God and your title to
heaven on His meritorious Blood and
righteoueness. Lastly, follow Him
with much prayer. For, though He
is full of compassion, He loves much
to be entreated ; and when He is
determined to give & blessing, you
must yet wrestle with Him for it.
Thus follow Jesus, and He will lead
you to glory.

. REMEMBER

That dificulties are the things that

T et e
rel for anger

is delay. o

That in words are seen the state of
mind and character and disposition
of the speaker.

That man’s chiefest treasure is a
sparing tongue. §

That for one word & man is often
deemed wise, and for one word a
man is often deemed foolish. We
ought to be caretal, indeed, what we

8ay.

That he who would be happy must
be from the first & partaker of the
truth,

That truth is always the strongest
argument.

OUR BOYS AND GIRLS

HIS SECOND CHANCE

1t was commencement day at D—
ocllege. The people were pouring
into the auditorium as I entered.
Finding the choice seats already
taken, 1 passed onward, looking to
the right and to the lett for a vacancy,
and on the very front row I found
one.

Here a little girl moved along to
make room for me, looking into my
face with large, gray eyes, whose
brightness was softened by very long
lashes. Her face was open and fresh
a8 a newly-blown rose. Again and
again I found my eyes turning to the
rose like face, and each time the gray
eyes moved, half-smiling, to meet
mine. And when, with a bright
gmile, she returned my dropped
handkerchief, we seemed fairly in-
troduced.

“There ié & going to be a great
crowd,” she said to me.

“ Yes,” I replied ;" people always
like to see how schoolboys are made
into men.”

Her face beamed with pleasure
and pride as she said :

“ My brother is going to graduate;
he is going to speak; I have brought
these flowers to throw to him.”

They werenot greenhouse favorites;
but just old-fashioned, domestic
flowers, such as we associate with
the dear grandmothers; * but,” I
thought, * they will seem sweet and
beautiful to him for his little sister's
sake.”

“ That is my brother,” she went on,
pointing with her fan.

“The one with the light hair ?" I
asked.

“ Oh, no,” she said, smiling and
shaking her head in innocent re-
proof ; * not that homely one with
red hair; that handsome one with
brown, wavy hair. His eyes look
brown, too, but they are not—they
are dark blue. There he has his
hand up to his head now. You see
him, do you not ?"

In an eager way she looked from
me to him, as if some important fate
depended upon my identitying her
brother.

“1 gee him,” I sald, * he is & very
good looking brother.”

“ Yes, he is beautiful,” she said,
with artless delight, ' and he is good,
and he studies so hard. He has
taken care of me ever since mamma
died. Here is his name on the pro-
gram. He is not the valedictorian,
but he has an honor for all that.”

I saw in the little creature's famil-
jarity with these technical college
terms that she had closely identified
herself with her brother’s studies,
his hopes and his successes.

“ He thought at first,” she contin-
ued, * that he would write on * The
Romance of Monastic Life.’ "

What a strange sound these long
words had, whispered from her child-
ish lips her interest in her brother's
work had stamped them on the child’s
memory, and to her they were ordin-
ary things.

“ But then,” she went on, ' he de-
cided that he would rather write on
‘Historical Parallels,” and he has a
real good oration, and he says it
beautifully. He has said it to me &
great many times. I almost know
it by heart. O it begins so pretty
and so grand. This is the way it be-
gins,” she added, encouraged by the
interest she must have seen in my
face: ‘Amid the combinations of
actors and forces which make up the
great kaleidoscope of history, we
often find a turn of Destiny’s hand.’”

“ Why, bless the baby,” I thought,
looking down into her proud face. I
cannot describe how very odd and
selfish it did seem to have those
sonorous words rolling out of the
smiling mouth.

The band, striking up, put an end
to the quotation and to the confiden-
ces.

As the exercises progressed, and
approached nearer and nearer the
effort on which all her interests were
concentrated, my little friend became
excited and restless. Her eyes grew
larger and brighter ; two deep red
spots glowed on her cheeks.

“ Now it is his turn,” she sald,
turning to me a face in which pride
and delight and anxiety seemed
equally mingled. But when the
overture was played through, and
his name was called, the child seemed,
in her eagerness, to forget me and all
the earth beside him. She rose to
her feet and leaned forward for a
better view of her beloved as he
mounted to the speaker's stand. I
knew by her deep breathing that her
heart was throbbing in her throat.
I knew, too, by the way her brother
came to the front, that he was trembl-
ing. The hands hung limp ; his face
was pallid, and the lips blue, a8 with
cold, I felt anxious. The child, too,
seemed to discern that things were
not well with him. Something like
tear showed in her face.

He made an automatio bow. Then
a bewildered, struggling look came
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into his face, then a helpless look
and then he stood staring vacantly,
like & somnambulist, at the waiting
audience. The moments of painful
suspense went by, and still he stood
a8 if struck dumb. Isaw how it was;
he had been seized with stage fright.

Alas, little sister! She turned her
large dismayed eyes upon me. ‘' He
has forgotten it,” she said. Then a
swift change came into her face ; a
strong, determined look ; and on the
funeral-like silence of the room broke
the sweet. childieh voice :

' ‘Amid the combinations of actors
and forces that make up the great
kaleidoscope of history, we often find
that a turn of Destiny’s hand’ ""—

Everybody about us turned and
looked. The breathless silence ; the
sweet, childish voice ; the childish
face : the long, unchildlike words,
produced a weird effect.

But the help had come too late ;
the unhappy brother was already
staggering in humiliation from the
stage. The band quickly struck up,
and waves of lively music were rolled
out to cover the defeat.

I gave the sister a glance in which
I meant to show the intense sym-
pathy which I felt, but she did not
see. Her eyes, swimming with tears,
were on her brother's face. I put
my arms around her. She was too
absorbed to feel the caress, and be-
fore I could appreciate her purpose,
she was on her way to the shame-
stricken young man, sitting with a
face like a statue’s.

When he saw her by his side, the
set faced relaxed, and a quick mist
came into his eyes. The young men
got closer together to make room for
her. She sat down beside him, laid
her flowers on his knee, and slipped
her hand in his.

1 could not keep my eyes from her
sweet, pitying face. I saw her whis-
per to him, he bending to catch her
words. Later I found out that she
was asking him if he knew his “ piece”
now, and that he answered yes.

When the young man next on the
list had spoken, and while the band
was playing, the child, to the brother’s
great surprise, made her way up the
stage steps, and pressed through the
throng of professors and trustees, and
distinguished visitors, up to the col-
lege president.

" If you please, sir,” she said, “ will
you and the trustees let my brother
try again ? He knows his ‘piece’
now.”

For a moment the president stared
at her through his gold-bowed specta-
cles, and then, appreciating the child’s
petition, he smiled on her and went
down and spoke to the young man
who had tailed.

So it happened that when the band
had again ceased playing it was
briefly announced that Mo.—— would
now deliver his oration, * Historic
Parallels.”

“‘Amid the combination of actors
and forces which "—This she whis-
pered to him as he rose to answer the
summons.

A ripple of heightened and expect-
ant interest passed over the audience,
and then all sat stone-still, as though
fearless to breathe, lest the speaker
might take fright. No danger. The
hero in the youth was aroused. He
went at his * piece ” with a set pur-
pose to conquer, to redeem himself,
and to bring back the smile into the
child’s tear-stained face. I watched
the face during the speaking. The
wide eyes, the parted lips, the whole
rapt being said that the breathless
audience was forgotten, that her
spirit was moving with him.

And when the address was ended,
with the ardent abandon of one who
atones enthusiasm in the realization
that he is fighting down a wrong
judgmentand conquering a sympathy, |
the effect was realy thrilling. That
dignified audience broke into raptur-
ous applause ; bouquets intended for
the valedictorian, rained like a temp-
est. And the child who had helped
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to save the day—that one, beaming,
little face, in ite pride and gladness,
is something to be forever remem-
bered.—From the English Messenger.
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THE BELLS OF RONCEVAUX

By Thomas Walsh

You can hear them as you go,

Whilst the mules creep higher,
higher,

Where the torrents overflow

And each summit litts & spire—

Through the vales you hear them
soaring.

In a silvery chant adoring—

Hark, the bells of Roncevaux!

Lone the proud old abbey stands,
Dreaming over lost Navarre;

Stony lie the folded hands,

Stony gaze, by lamp and star,

They who lit the world of story
With the souls first glint of glory—
'Neath the bells of Roncevaux.

Knightly comrades, row on row

In their mountain shrine, forgotten,
By their feudal towns below,—
There they lie—fame’s first begotten:
Helms collapsed and hauberk rust,
Dust where all the stars are dust—
Round the bells of Roncevaux,

Through our hearts their vision
steal
Out of ancient midnights telling
How they woke the Christmas peal,
How their Easter chimes went swell-
ing
Through the springtime morns of old
Ere the world was deaf and cold
To the bells of Roncevaux.
—The Bellman.
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“BLUFF” VS. THE REAL
THING

———e

Years ago in school there used to
be a few young chaps who, when
they didn't know, always made a
bluff at knowing and sometimes got
away with it. The same thing may
be noted in the workaday world.
The fellow with a good front, a good
bluff and a smatteriag of informa-
tion, may be able to get away with it
for awhile, but in the long run bluff
will not stand up when put to the
test by real merit. The “ appear:
ance " of knowledge or learning is
very deceptive to the inexperienced ;
the ineffable glory of a Van Dyke
beard has been known to impress
the unwary ; & rasping flddler with
long hair has been known to have
his picture taken with a violin in his
hands in an effort to deceive himselt
and the world. The old saw that
* Clothes make the man " has a mil-
lion followers who have an appear-
ance of being something they are
not. But when put through the
wash they all fade as ingloriously as
a piece of red calico.

These remarks are brought out by
the fact that the month of June—the
month of brides and roses—thou-
sands of young men and women are
graduated from ‘* institutions of
learning " and after getting a lot of
high-sounding advice in baccalaur-
eate sermons, will turn their atten-
tion to the world to find a place
where they can use their talents to
their own profit and the world’s ad-
vancement. These young people are
likely to be deceived by the appear-
ance of things as they find them and
are also likely to attempt to deceive
in turn by pretensions of their own.
Perhaps everybody has to go through
a period of self-deception before he
awakens to the remlities; perhaps
everybody has to be deceived & time
or two in order to discriminate be-
tween the bluff end the real thing.

There are lots of shoddy imitations
that look well but which will not
wear well, and not all of these shoddy
things are manufactured articles ;
some men and women have all the
characteristics of the shoddy goods.
The real thing has honest merit to
back it up;the shoddy only looks
well, It is unfortunate that the batce
imitations of the real thing are vastly
more common to.-day than they ever
were before. Look about the city ;
notice the brick houses that were
built in the '70e, '80#, or '008 ; their
walls stand straight without a crack
in them. On the other hand, look
for houses that have cracked walls,
stone window Bgills that are falling
out of place, bulging walls or crooked
chimneys, and the style of architec-
ture unmistakably shows that they
were built within the last ten years.
Of course, not all the houses that
have been built during the last decade
are such as here described, but nearly
all the houses that show defects in
construction are comparatively new.
The older houses were built to last &
lifetime, with solid foundations and
heavy timbers, honest and workman-
like throughout. The latter houses
were built .to look well ; their ap-

pearance was bluff, like the Van Dyke
beard and the photograph of the
1Y) fiddler.
he same distinction runs all
through lite. In every line of activ-
ity there is insincerity and bluff, im.
itations of something worth while.
There is an imguulon that all that
is required to ‘‘make good " in this
world is an appearance of something
that you are not. It may get you by
for a little while, but there is more
than the appearance in the men aund
women who attain success through
their own efforts; The young men
and women who are starting out in
the world have opportunity to culti-
vate the substantial qualities or may
cover up their deficiencies by the
veneer or bluff, If they are satisfled
to “get by" they will eventually
come acroes somebody who will call
their bluff : if they want to win on
merit they will cultivate that sincer-
ity which in the end will make them
mastersjof themeelves and of their own
lives.—Intermountain Catholic.

EXISTENCE OF GOD

ATHEISTS SAY
GOD

In the form of a dialogue between
an atheist the Sunday Visitor has the
following interesting and simple
arguments as to the existence of a
Supreme Being. The controversy
opens with the prevalent opinion of
the age, namely, Smith says : “There
is no God.” To this denial the fol-
lowing appropriate answer is given :

Smith says it.

So does the Fool in the Bible, who
speaksfrom hisheart and not from his
mind. Like his, Smith's wishisfather
to the thought. Smith dreads to con-
template the consequence to himself,
if there be & God.

No one ever proved that there is no
God, and the burden of proof is on
the atheist, since he takes exception
to something believed by nearly all
men at all times, and universal be-
lief issetdown a8 a powerful criterion
of truth. You have heard the
axiom that all people cannot be
fooled all the time. The believer is
to the real atheist as one million is
to one. When the earth quakes, or
storm rages there is no atheist.

Account for the existence of things
without aGod. It is easier tobelieve
that the universe had a Maker than to
believe that it made iteelf. The uni-
verse itself cannot be God, because
though immensely extended, it hes
limite ; and God must be infinite.
Everywhere in the universe we note
succession, but succession implies a
beginning, and God had no begin-
ning ; He must be eternal.

Do you know a single thing on
earth to-day which is not an effect of
some cause ? Well, the first material
thing, even if it was only an atom,
must have had a cause outside it-
self. Nothing can come from no-
thing (no-thing).

You have read that things reached
their present condition by Evolution:
but there must have been some
original thing with which Evolution
started ; where did it come from ?

Evolution would postulate a God.
Smith's atheism has no feet to stand
on.

To the above Smith's followers
reply: “ I have called Smith's at-
tention to the almost universal be-
liet in God at all times, and he an-
swered that the argument has not
sufficient weight, since the most
learned men, the scientists, refuse to
believe in a God.”

The atheist is again mistaken,
Here is the reply :

Smith is badly mistaken. A Ger-
man writer, named Demert, pub-
lished a volume a few years ago, in
which he shows that of three hun-
dred of the greatest scientiste of the
last three centuries, two hundred
and forty-three were firm believ-
ers in a God, and two-thirds of
the remaining fifty-seven did not
commit themselves sufficiently for
him to decide whether they accepted
a personal God or nat.

Some learned (?) men prefer to call
themselves agnostics, rather than
atheists ; that is, they prefer to pro-
fess ignorance concerning this funda-
mental truth, rather than to reject it
(absolutely (and by the way, they wich
to remain ignorant concerning it.)
The scientists, whom Smith classes
as atheists, plainly state that science
does not make atheists ; for instance:
Huxley writes: “ If belief in God is
esgential to morality, physical science
offers no obstacle thereto.” Darwin
avers : " I have never been an athe-
ist in the sense of denying the exist-
ence of God.” Spencer: ' The ex-
istence of this inscrutable Power is
the most certain of all truths.” Jev-
ous: “Atheism and materialism are no
necessary results of the scientific
method.’ {

The question of God's exis’ence’is
not a problem for science to solve at |
all. The scientist studies the mater- |
ial universe as he finds it ; the study |
of the origin of things does not be-
long to the province of science, but
to metaphysics. Tell Smith that it
he did a little praying he would prob
ably be led by scientific pursuits, as
Henri Becquorel declares he was,
¢ to God and to faith.”

_——

THERE IS NO

To attack another's fault is doing
the devil's work; to attack our own
is doing God's work,

Alcohol pollutes whatever it
touches, it enervates where it does
not enslave. It destroys slowly that
whioh it does not degrade quickly.

Maintain a holy simplicity of mind,
and do not smother yourselt with a
host of cares, wishes and longings,
under any pretext.—St. Francie de

Sales.

Montreal Cotton Co. Operatives' Houses at Valleyfield, P. Q.

Where Building Costs'Got First Consideration

Asbestoslate

You may be sure the Montreal Cotton Co. did not choose Asbes-
use of these Operatives' Cottages without abundant

toslate for the

Roofed with ASBESTOSLATE

Keen Business Men Choose

Roofs

proof that it pays in the long run.

. Though Asbestoslate costs a little more at first than wooden
shingles, metal or prepared roofings, it really costs far less per year
of service. While“she latter steadily deteriorate and demand frequent
repairs and all too quick renewal, ASBESTOSLATE simply gets
tougher and more impervious with years of exposure as the cement
in it hardens. Without paint or attention, an ASBESTOSLATE
roof will last as long as the building stands.

some and absolutely fireproof.

Write for a sample of ASBESTOSLATE, and Booklet N,

giving full particulars and prices.

Asbestos Manufacturing Co. Limited

Address E.T. Bank Bldg. 263 St. James St., Montreal
Factory at Lachine, P. Q. (near Montreal)
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GREATEST STEAMERS of the Great Lakes

Lnxpry and distinction in equijment and service are offered
m the‘hlghem, degree by the Steamships of the Northern Naviga-
tion Co., the Largest, Finest, Fastest ¢n the Inland Seas.

The Water Way to the West

SAILINGS from SARNIA every Monday, Wednesday and
Baturday for Sanmlt Ste. Marie, Port Arthur, Fort William acd
Duluth, via St. Clair River, Beautiful Lake Huron, SO0 LOCKS
DIREQOT TRAIN SERVICE between Tor-
onto and Sarnia Wharf and Fort William and Winnipeg.

Noronic

Every Saturday

and Lake

| Northern

Navigation Co.
LIMITED
GRAND TRUNK ROUTE

Sugerior.

Hamonic

Every Wednesday

Bay.

Monday, Wednesday and Saturday.

20,000 ISLANDS. Sailings be-
tween Penetang and Parry Sound
Daily except Sunday.

Besides, it is hand-

Huronic

Every Monday

Sault Ste. Marie, Mackinac Island, and Ports on Georgiun
Service from Collingwood and Owen Sound every



