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CHATS WITH YOUNG
MEN

OPPORTUNITY

They do me wrong who say I come
no more

When once I knock and fail to flnd
you in ;

For every day I stand outside your
door,

And bid you wake and rise and fight
to win.

Wail not for precious chances passed
away,

Weep not for golden
wane ;

ages on the

Each night I burn the recorde of the |

day,
At sunrise every soul is born again.
Laugh like a boy at splendors that
have sped ;
niched joys be blind and deat
and dumb :
My judgments seal the dead past
with ite dead,
never bind a
come,
Though deep in mire, wring not
your hands and weep,
I lend my arm to all who say: "I
can.

m
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But moment yet fto

No shamefaced outconst ever sank so |

deep

But yet might rise and be
man,

Dost thou behold thy lost youth all
aghast ?

Dost reel from righteous retribution’s
blow ?

Then turn from blotted archiyes of
the past,

And find the future's pagee white as
snoOw,

Art thou a mourner ?
from thy spell !

Art thou a sinner ? Sine may be for-
given,

again a

Rouse thee

Each morning gives thee wings to1

flee from hel!,
Each night a star to guide thy fest
to Heaven.
WALTER MALONE
YOU WILL NEVER BE SORRY FOR
Living a white life.
Hearing before judging.
Being candid and frank
Thinkiog before speaking.
Harboring clean thoughts.
Discounting the talebearer.
Standing by your principles.
Stopping your ears to gossip.
Asking pardon when in error.
Being as courieous as a duke.
1fluence of high motives.
Bridling a elanderous tongue,
Being g srous with an enemy.
re in business deals.

ing with the oppressed. |

Giving unfortunate fellow a
lite.

Being patient with cranky neigh-
bors.

Promptness in keeping promisee.

Putting the best pgseible construc
tion upon the ddings of others.
—Union and Times.

THE CATHOLIC LAYMAN

the

Our nation needs badly today the |

good Catholic iayman, the man who
lives up to his religion, or manfully®
strives to do so. He is needed in
the home, the native source of obedi-

ence and reverence, of respect for |

law and order, of mutual charity and
forbearance. Christian marriage,
the bagis of the home, grows daily
more rare outgide the Catholic
Church, and the dread consequences
of its decay are only too vieible in
the ideas, the character and the
moral annals of the upcoming gener-
ation.

The good Catholic layman is need-
ed in the public service of the com-
munity, where the dictates of com-
mon morality and the command
ments of God are too often set aside
for private gain and to the detri
ment of the rights, progress and
happiness of the people.

He is needed above all in the
Church, where the grave sacrament-
ul lite of her faithful laity is the
most irresistible evidence of her
sanctity and power, where the word
of God fal on ardent and humble
hearts, forth fruit a hundred-
fold, aud where the growing multi
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THE REWARD OF PRAYER
Recently four of us were talking
of prayers to differ saints and of
the a to the prayers we
expe We are middle
aged | and have had the usual
indifferent experiences a8 to success
and happiness in life that falls to the
lotof t e who are not born to s
the world on fire with their brilli-
ancy, nor to make it over by some
wonderful process they have in-
vented. 1 do not like to tell my
experiences exactly,” said a quigh
voiced mar ‘ because I fear rn%-
cism and time has not dulled the
eatisfaction I feel for one of the most
perfect answers to prayer I
ever heard. My parents were merely
well-to-do people
move took every cent of their
living. My father died very sud-
denly and my mother, long an
invalid was taken away by her
brother to his home im New York.
One after another of my brothers
and aisters left for some employment
that seemed to soatter the family

ne
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ad. four
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ne

the respect and |

society |

had

have |

end a fales busi- {

like grain is sown from the sower's
hand. I dritted about the neighbor-
hood, accepting any kindness given
me, feeling bitterly, my position but
not knowing which way to turn to
become eelf supporting. 1 looked
and felt like an outeast. One night
I crept into the church and prayed.
Perhaps I would better say I talked
to God and I prayed to the gaints, I |
fell asleep, and that night I was a
guest in the house/ nf God. The |
caretaker found me in the morning
and was dispored- to be anytbing
but kind, but presently somethiog
I was saying seemed to reach him |
and he gave me breakfast and after
| I had weshed my face, he gave me |
money to go to a certain town to a
imzm we will eall V, Martin. This |
| man gave me some work to do snd
| before long I was mightily interested
in farming and I really made it pay.
| I soon grew independent and was
| epoken of as a good business man, I|
| married, and I have felt that another
| blegsing answered my prayers. My
i benefactor in dying left me coneider
able property. I vowed if God let
l me become & regpzctable member of
‘ society I would give liberally to the
| wellare of cthers and 1 have, but 1 |
| have never seen my gtore grow less. |
Everything I am and everything I |
own is a direct answer to the pray- |
ers | made in the old church when
| T was a desolate, homeless and half |
1 starved boy.”"—Catholiec San. |

e gliniings

| -
l OUR BOYS AND GIRLS |
i CORPUS CHRISTI |
} (THE LITTLE FLOWER ETREWERS)

Dear, children, kiss your flowers, and
fling them at His feet ;
He comes, the Lord of flowers, of all
things fair and sweet.
| His glory all is hidden, but who He
| is you know :
Then throw your flowers before Him,
and kies them as you throw.

Yet envy not the flowers that die so
swoeet a death—
One heart's fond gigh is sweeter than
rose's perfumed breath.
| More sweet than sweetest incense
the tears of love that flow,
{ The thrill of taith that mingles with |
every flower yoy throw.

Yes, let your flowers be emblems of ‘
holy theughts and prayers
That from your hearts are springing |
| —1for hearta alone He cares,
may your hearts before Him
with loving worship glow,
While th you throw your flowers |
and kiss them as you throw.

| Oh!

| Ah! soon the rose lenyps wither— |
we, too, like flowers muat die, [
1t in the heavenly springtime shall |
bloom again on high,
That God unveiled beholding whom
'neath these veils we know,
And at whose feet, dear children, our
i flowere, our hearte, we throw.

;]I.

i A BRAVE LITTLE BOY

| The village ot Graverolle, was on
\ ap island of the Seine, inhabited by
| about forty familiee. There the
| vicar of Rigny went several times a
| week to say Mags in a little chapel.
Pierre Hureau, a boy of eleven,
alwaye served the vicar's Maes. He
| was now ready to meke his first
| Communion, after having from his
infancy shown unusual piety.
On the morning of January 28,
“ when Pierre crossed the bridge on
| his way to school at Rigny, he re-
marked that the Seine was rising
rapidly, but the village was situated
on an elevation above the river, and
he had often heard his father and
l mother say that it was in no danger
| whatever from a flood. At 4 o'clock
‘ on his way back from school, Pierre
| left his companions and turned aside,
| a8 was his custom, to say a few
| prayers in a small chapel on the way.
| Thus it bappened that he wae quite |
alone when he came in sight of
Graverolls. He at once perceived
| that the flood had made great ravages
| since As far a8 he could |
| eee betore him, the fislde were inun
‘:ig\tmi and on the higher ground,
thonght to be free from danger, the
| tops of the trees were t could |
be perceived throus ad ex-
panse
Procee
| BOON BAW

Srning
morning

of A

vay, Pierr
tha river bad alm
| reached P . At Graverolls
silence and desclation greeted him, |

His fatk ouse wae deserted, the
| other habitations also. Water hegan

appear in the roadway. Th
no oune in sight. Everyona h
His paveuts h
counted faithiully en
the wueurl route

y could not have thought,

) e of the detour he in the

habit of making every day to f 4
| faw moments in the little chapel.
Aund thus they bad missed him.

Pierre looked about The
water had not yet mounted to the |
floor of the bridge; there was time |
| for him to return to Rigny, where he
| would be eure to find hia tamil
| But as he passed the chapsl he sz
| through the windows that the sanc-
" tuary lamp was still burning, and he

knew that the Blessed Sacrament

must be there. Doubtless the sacris-
| tan an old resident of Grave
| had torgotten in the haste of depart
| ure, and the vicar would not come
| again until to-morrow.
‘ probably he could not come. By that
| time the chapel would be inundated.
For a moment Pierre hesitated, not
feeling able to assume the geave re
| gponeibility that presented itself.
\ But only for a moment ; the Blessed
| Sacrament must be saved. He re-
solved to take the ciborium from the
| tabernaole and carry it with him fto

Rigny.

But now another situntion was to
be faced. The key of the tabernacle
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ad
doubt |
him
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him.

| somewhat subsided

| and the waves.

| find

| the

| not of earth,
olle, |

To-morrow |

wos kept in the sacristan’'s house.
It would be necessary to get it. The
water was rising : it was fast growing
dark. Pierre ran as quickly as he
could to the deeerted dwelling. He
could not find the key for some time;
there eeemed to be no watches, At
last he laid his hands upon it, and,
olosing the door, he ran back to the ‘
churck. The wind wae blowing

flercely ; the water dushed against |
the buttrecses of the bridge with an |
ominous gound. The rond was sub- l
merged. The boy ran through water |
above his ankler. Fortunately the |
chapel was some stepa above the |
street, besides being built on a slight
elevation of the ground. He entered ;
the water began to follow him., He
ran toward the tebernacle, opened it
and seized the ciborinvm. But when |
he reached the chapel door, he found

himeelf in the water almost up to his |
kneee. The inundation was advanc- |
ing every moment ; he found it im-

pessible to take a single step

[
He closed the docor and re-entered |

| the chape!, placing the ciborium on |

the altar, and looked about him,
The sanctuary was three steps higher |
than the floor of the church; the
platiorm of the altar, two steps above |
that; and the water had already |
reached the level of the flret etep of |
the communion rail. He turned to
the altar, whereor, hidden in the |
oiborium, repoeed his Lord and hie
God. For a moment a spasm of
apguish convulsed his soul. Must |
he perish, there, all alone? No, our |
Lord was with bim. Tears began to |
roll down his cheeks. He knelt close |

| to the altar, in front of the ciborium

He prayed but time passed slowly
ob, so elowly. And it was dark and |
coid. |
The water was now creeping into
the sanctuary. Pierre climbed upon |
the altar shelf, where he remained |
for sgome time. Hours passed, he |
thought—it might have been only
momente. The water was now rising
above his feet. It crept along the |
shelf where he crouched. With a
desperate effort, the ciborium in one
hand, he mounted to the top of the
tabernacle. There he sat, with it
pregsed to his heart, still praying.
At length, his head fell upon his
breast and he slept, without letting

go his hold of his treasure. Mean

| time the water rqmained stationary.

Next morning, when the flood had
a small boat con
taining a priest with two oarmen,
made its way o the submerged
village of Graverolle l'hey advanced
toward ths ghapel, tha door of which
they found open, forced by the winds
T'he water wasstilleo
high that the littlea boat could ride
upon it easily All they could see a8
they paesed the aisle, was the taber-
nacle, on top of which sat a pale,

| boyish figure, his head sunken on

his breast. In his hand was clasped
the ciborium.

" Pierre!” oried the vicer.

There was no answer. The
came nearer.

" Pierre!"” again spoke the vicar. |
“ My dear Pierre.” [

In a moment one of the boatsmen |
had the boy in his arme, lifting him
into the bottom of the boat, while
the priest took the ciborium from his
loosening clasp. Pierre slowly
opened his eyee. There was a heavy
blanket in the bottom of the boat—a |
large, warm blanket, on one half of |
which they laid him, throwing the |
other half over bim. Oh, how
delicious it was, that feeling of
warmth, of release, of companionship!
He opened his eyes slowly and gazed
into the kind face of the priest above |
him,

" Pierre, are you cold ?" asked the |
vicar.

“Not mnow, Monsieur 1'Abbé,”
answered the feeble, tired voice, in a
whisper

‘ Are you hungry ?”

" No, Monsieur I'Abbé¢,"” came faint-
ly from the trembling lips.

‘ Will you bave a morsel\of bread '
and a sip of wine? We have a
supply with ue. We thought per- |
haps to meet some poor sufferers on
the way, but had no idea we should
you here. Your parents are
gearching for you everywhere.
came for the B 5 wrament, A

boat

| few drops 6f wine " little
| Pierre.

my

' No, no—not that !"” murmured the
boy
What
' Thag, if I ng to the
ciborium—" you ill, mon Pére,
ra |
‘Ah child,” the
bending over him and marking ¢
glassiness of his eyee,
waxen pallor of h
of his trembling lip:
pointed to the ciborium.
T priest raieed his
heave They were fuil of
he said, ° 1
d it well—the ad of
1 give you the God for Whom
given your

ai
my priest,
16
the excgeed

@ biuen

eyes to |

ang

have
and laid |
acred Host upon the tongue of |
the dying boy. He closed lips
goftly with & smile of gratitude
They heard the murmur of a prayer, |
while his face shone‘with a light

He opened the ciborium

hie |
|
|

" Come,” gaid the vicar, ' let us
hasten back to Rigny that his paren s
may see him once more. !
iu greaf grief.” [

be boat floated out of the ochapel |
into the broad etream that had once
baen the main street of Graverolls.
The sun shone out radiantly; Pierre
opened his eyes to its soft, ineffable
raye. The priest lifted the boy's
head to his knee.

"1 feel so happy now, mon
be murmured, with a sweet
and a look of gratitude.

That nigh’ at Riguy in the
ol his family the priest

|
|
|
|
[
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| olic

his bedside, the boy opened his eyes '

for the last time.

The mother sobbed aloud, Pierre
felt for her band and laid his own
upon it; then, closing his eyes he
heaved a faint sigh, and his pure
soul took ite flight to heaven.—The
Sentinel of the Blessed Sacrament

-

TRYING TO IGNORE
GOD

Again the vexed question

up tenagiously the
without,
golution that may satisfy the see kere
after the truth in the
sake of truth, " Gasoline” is the
latest agency that is claimed to be
the determining facter. Marsghall
Foch is quoted as ving eaid that
' the will to victory vnstituted the
irresigtible force that conquered
T'he great soldier does not believe in
enything of the kind, He
well that man's power
a8 nothing
Kaiser's " will to
stantly before the eyes
fooled battalione. The
sball takes no credit to
the winning of the War, His victory
attributes the united prayers
of the millions of little children who
in response to his speocial
assewbled at Maes to offer theix
Holy Communions to the Almighty
Disposer, in one grand united peti-
tion for success in the War ag
%weans to the attaining
This fact has been given out

in daily press

in such oasee. The
' was con
of his

greatb

victory
be
Mer

to

more

of the |
| agency which won the War is bobbing

seemingly, any prospect of a |

matter for the |

knows |
or will counts |

himself ae to |

appeal, |

B |
of peace. |

than once, before the world, bu$ the |

infidel press brazenly attempts to
burk it or belittle it, or slur it
a8 the mere prattle of the coulisses—
old women's talk. The great Mar-

| shal's battle flag, it is well known, is

a banner of the Sacred Heart, borne
gide by side with the Stars and
Stripee, symbolizing the aime and
hopes of the United States of Ameri-
ca. There are a good many people
ours who
nothing to admire in the Marshal's
piety : there are sundry evil powers
in the air enveloping it who object
to prayer to any power save that of
the fallen Spirit, their master. it
the prayer of the millions of chil
dren all over Catholic world,
asked for by Marshall Foch, has won
out over the efforts of Satan and his
hoste, and caused the laurels of vie
tory to be borne to the shores of the
United States at the very
when the proepects victorious
outcome from the War seemed dark
est and the geter of
invisible to mortal ken

af
ot

hope became

I'he truth thai is emblazone
in the firmament of Time, as the law
of the whole Universe, vieible and
xll\'n}iu‘.t‘ remains now as ever
" Man proposee, but God disposes.
It is sufficient.—Catholic Standard
and Timee.
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LINCOLN'S TRIBUTE TO NUNS
ON CIVIL WAR MEMORIAL

The model of the memorial to the
nuns of the battlefield to be erected
by the Ladies Auxiliary, A. O, H.,
was recently submitted for inspec-
tion. On its marble face will be
sculptured the figures of ten nune,
representing the various Sisterhoods
engaged in nursing our soldiers
during the Civil War. Highly artistic
a8 this group promises to be, it will
hardly surpass the simple eloquence
of the words to be inscribed on the
reverse of thie noble monument.

| They are Lincoln’'s own tribute to

our Catholic Sisters
“0tf all the forms of charity and
benevolence seen in the crowded

| wards of the hospitale, those of some
| Catholic
| most effisient.

Sisters were among

they came or what was the name

of tbeir order. More lovely than
anything I have ever seen in art
long devoted to illustrations of 1

y and charity, are the pictures

¢ Jf ‘v“.» e 1Ioo 8t > ‘.L rs

their errands
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horr
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refres encouraged, and assist
elong the road to valscence, whe
he would otherwise hawve
the way, by the home memories with
which thes
heart !"
The same tribute can once more be

the

1

Sisters

@ been

the |
I never knew whence |

over |

8ee |

high |

[ It ele

BOYS! GIRLS! EARN GOOD| QUR GHIEF WORK

MONEY FOR YOUR HOLIDAYS
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GOLD MEDAL COMPANY
Johnston, Prop.) Label I'ept, C. R, 54
Jarv St., Toronto, Ont.
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NAVICATION SCHOOL
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lotions ur needs
Antiseptic Lotion for cleansing the skin
better than soap

and wa

A bottle $1.50.

| A jar T5c¢

in u

soldier |

d
fallen by |

unpaid nurses fllled hig

paid today to the thousands of Cath- |

nation whose
deeds of enorifi heroism are
written in the f countles

soldiers of the World-War.—America.

Sisters of eve

nd

There is on old saying, 'As long as
there is life there is hope.” We can
change that and say just as truly,
“ As long as there is hope there is

Without hope, without desire,
life soon faile, because life is but a
boundless hope, a great desire, an
unfulfilled quest.—P. {. Olton.
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Antiseptic Cream f«
heads, blemishes and overgome a
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agreeable condition of
A jar 7bc. and $1.50

Gream De Latique for oily and flabby
A jar T6c¢. and $1.00

Cream De Lys for protecting the skin
against wind and
recommended to motorists or people
out of doors a lot. A bottle $1.00.

Freckle Lotion, positive cure for tan
and freckles. A bottle $1.50.

Balm of Peaches for sunburn and tan,
also chapped face and hands

the conr

skin.

weather, specially

Face and Healing Powder, nurse the | (L
¢

skin back to perfect health and beauty.

In six different A box 50c. and
$1.00.

A list of
ful v
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he of ti

.d upon application.
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Never-Failing Remedy for

Appendicitis
Indigestion, Stomach Disorders,
Appendicitis and Kidney Stones
are often caused by Gall Stones,
and mislead people until those
bad attacks of Gall Stone, Colic
appear. Not one in ten Gall
Stone Sufferers knows what is
the trouble, Marlatt’s Specific
will cure without pain or oper«
atio.,

On sale at all Druggists,
from Coast t» Coast, or write
direct to

JIWEIMARLATT &.COR
581 (NTARIO ST, TORONTO  ONT.

and |

needs. |

plexion. |

Is In acting as Executor under Wills and as Administrator of Eetete
Booklet : F'l'he Will That Really Provides,” or consult as and we will
Information, Correspondence invited,

0/
We Pay 47/
Interest on Savings Accounts, end allow withdrawals by cheque,
We Pay 57
Interest on stated sums of money for investment for terms of frow two to five yorrs

We Coliect

Rents, attend to repairs and sssume entiry char {
7 we of properties in trust f be
owners at ordinary agency fees. " o s

We Act as Business Agent

for persons who desire thelr invest
them through our Company,

We Rent

Safety Deposit Boxes st $5.00 per annum
g gy n -
Lapital Trust Corporation
Head Office : 10 Metcaife Street, Gttawa

Write us for free advice on any financial matter

e, Ask for our
wladly glve ful)

mepts attended to and the! income dellversd o

NO HOME COMPLET
WITHOU1T

Matchless Ammonia|

IT HAS NO EQUAL
/‘ fa15¢ l/ /
MADE BY .
KEENLEYSIDE COMPANY
LONDON, CANADA
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contains a purified
led caffein, which is

holesome and refreshing

Coca-Cola may therefore be described as
“a cold, carbonated, fruit-flavored im-
provement upon tea, of approximately
one-fourth the stimulating strength of the
average cup of tea.”

Coca-Cola is entirely wholesome, delicious
and refreshing.

THE COCA-COLA COMPANY
ATLANTA, GA
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THE DEnNIS WIRE AND IRON
Works Co.LimiTER

Lombon
(A

HALIFAX
MONTREAI
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ro

TORON

TORONTO—WINNIPEG

And Peints West

Leave Toronto (Union Stn.) 9.15 p.m.
Mon., Wed., Fri.—Canadian National All the Way
i North Bay, T. N O

Tues., Thurs., Sat.—Via &
Cochrane, thence C.N.R.

Threugh Standard and Teurist Sleep-~
ing and Dining Cars

Mon.,
Tues.,

Wed,,
Thurs,,

Fri, to Vancouver.

Sat, te Winnipeg.
Tickets and information from nearest C. N.

Ticket Offices: 68 King Street East and
7 James Street North, Hamllton,

Rallways Agent

1 City
Unlon Statlon,

Toronto;

R..L. FAIRBAIRN, G.P.A., Toronto.




