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CHATS WITH YOUNG 
MEN

MOTHER'S WAY 
Oft within our little cottage,
An the shadows gently fall 
While the sunlight touches softly 
One sweet face upon the wall,
Do we gather close together 
And in hushed and tender tone 
Ask each other’s full forgiveness 
For the wrong that each hath done.
Should you wonder why this custom 
At the ending of the day,
Eye and voice would answer :
“ It was once our mother’s way.”
If our home be bright and cheery.
If it holds a welcome true.
Opening wide its door of greeting 
To the many—not the few ;
If we share Our Father’s bounty 
With the needy day by day,
’Tie because our hearts remember 
This was ever mother’s way.
Sometimes when our hands grow 

weary.
When our burdens look too heavy. 
And we deem the right all wrong ; 
Then we gain a new, fresh courage, 
And we rise to proudly say ;
” Let us do our duty bravely—
This was our dear mother’s way !”
Thus we keep her memory precious. 
While we never cease to pray,
That at last, when lengthening 

shadows
Mark the evening of our day 
They may find us waiting calmly 
To go home our mother's way,

—Rkv. A. J. Ryan

DON’T BE AFRAID 
Don’t be afraid to be good.1.

This fear is far too general and 
gives much boldness to the bad. 
Don’t advertise your goodness ; 
but, for the sake of the example 
don’t hide it.

2. Don’t be afraid of danger 
whenever and wherever duty com 
mands. Go to it readily, joyously, 
as to a feast.

3. Don’t be afraid of failures 
The first failure is necessary : it 
trains the will ; the second may be 
useful. If you rise from the third 
you are a man ; you are like those 
grapes that are best when they 
ripen on stones.

l. Don't be afraid of poverty. 
Convince yourself that peace, dis
tinction, generosity, honor, content 
ment also, have often been poor 
among us. There are nations in 
greedy quest of gold ; others who 
use money and believe in better 
things. The best Catholic races 
have always been among the latter.

5. Don’t be afraid of those that 
are successful. Not for a single 
moment remain in the spirit of 
defeat. The vanquished accuse 
themselves far too much. They 
waste half their energy at copying 
their enemies.

6. Don’t be afraid because, in 
good faith, you have made a mis
take. Recover from your error. 
Saints, like all master pieces, are 
the fruits of a slow process.

7. Don't be afraid of fashion. 
Do not judge of an idea, of a cause, 
of a truth, by the number of its 
adherents. Look at tha dog : it 
considers neither the poverty nor 
the isolation of its master—it loves 
him. It’s an example. You .will 
love Our Lord Jesus Christ in the 
forgetfulness where men leave 
Him.

8. Don’t be afraid of the obscur
ity of your position. A man’s worth 
comes not from the importance or 
the tumult of his acts, but from the 
will that moves him. A wisp of 
straw, picked un through charity 
by a farmer's wife for the nest of 
her fowls, will fetch a far greater 
reward than many brilliant actims 
done through pride. When a man 
has broken sods, sown grass, 
planed planks, conducted a tram- 
car, greased carriage-wheels, copied 
letters, added un figures, whatever 
he has done, if he has done it 
honestly, if he has caused no wrong 
to his neighbor, if he has neither 
blasphemed nor ignored the Supreme 
Goodness by which everything sub
sists, God will give him His Fara- 
dise. For those who can see and 
understand, all positions in life 
shine equally with a ray from on 
high.

9. Don't be afraid of war. Pray
that it may be spared to your coun
try on account of the many and 
great evils which accompany it. 
Pray that it be not unjust. But if 
it comes : go to it. An old knight 
going with Godfrey of Bouillon on 
the First Crusade fired his compan
ions with these words : “ For
ward ! duty bids us go, come back 
who may.” That’s the cry of the 
brave.

10. And lastly, don’t be afraid of 
death, because it is a passage, a 
winding defile, obscure to us, but 
opening into a glorious plain of 
light.—Rene Bazin.

A LACK OF RETICENCE

which social conventions have veiled 
with much wisdom. It is difficult 
to shock the present generation ; 
mercilessly it has torn to shreds all 
veils by which humanity concealed 
its frailities.

For this sad condition, largely 
the pseudo-science of the day is to 
blame. This false science delights 
in robbing man of his dignity and 
emphasizing his kinship with the 
animal. It laughs at modesty and 
labors hard to destroy this fine 
sentiment, which loudly proclaims 
that man is superior to the animal. 
The very fact that man is conscious 
of a high destiny makes him 
reticent about these matters that 
pertain to his lower self.

The modern craze for outspoken
ness in a falsely understood sense 
takes the beauty out of life, robs 
the world of romance and reduces 
everything to the level of the com
monplace. It effaces the line be
tween a literary work and a treatise 
on pathology. It has not made us 
richer, but infinitely poorer. Life’s 
mysteries must not be touched by 
vulgar hands. Some things must be 
regarded as too sacred for the public 
gaze. Reticence is not hypocrisy ; 
it is the protection of the individual 
against gross familiarity. It is a 
noble assertion of personal dignity. 
It is absolutely essential to true 
culture and refinement of life.—The 
Pilot.

EDITORIAL NIMBLENE3S OF 
WIT

Several reporters, the chief edi
torial writer, the city editor and 
the colored janitor of a leading 
Florida newspaper are said to have 
been engaged in a crap game in the 
private office of the general man 
ager of the paper. The general 
manager was notorious for his piety 
and was especially opposed to 
gambling.

The game was growing warm, and 
besides a large pot there were a 
number of side bets, all of the 
morey having been placed on the 
carpet in front of the betters.

As the city editor raised his arm, 
gave the dice an extra shake and 
said, “ Come on, Dicie ; baby needs 
a new pair of shoes !” Tie caught a 
glimpse of the general manager 
coming through the door of the 
outer office.

Extending his arm, he began to 
pray. As the general manager 
paused in the doorway of the private 
office, he saw the entire bunch with 
their eyes closed, engaged in an 
earnest prayer for the success of 
the paper.

The colored janitor, with his eyes 
rolled to heaven, gave vent to an 
“ amen !’’ that could have been 
heard half a block. The other 
gamblers were on their knees, 
seemingly in very earnest supplice 
tion.

As the city editor ended his 
prayer, he said : “ And now, Lord, 
we thank these generous boys for 
the cheerful donation they have 
made. The baby spoken of shall 
have that pair of shoes.” And with 
an “ amen !’’ he gathered in the 
shekels and passed out of the door 
—Catholic Columbian.

Frankness, sincerity and candor 
are very beautiful and desirable 
traits. They impart to childhood 
and innocence that wonderful charm 
which isso irri Bistable and appeals 
to every human heart. But from 
these delightful qualities to the 
bold and vulgar outspokenness of 
our generation, there is a far cry. 
The present age has lost the sense 
of reserve and cast aside the art of 
reticence. In this process, it has 
become coarse in moral fibre and 
vulgar in manner.

No refinement of life is possible 
without reticence. There is a phase 
of human nature, the existence of 
which need not be denied, but yet 
which does not form a topic of 
polite conversation or a matter of 
which man is inclined to boast. The 
novel of today pries into things

OUR BOYS AND GIRLS
TO THE QUEEN OF MAY

O Mary, dearest Mother,
Thy month is come again,
Of all the months most welcome 
To angels and to men—
The month of birds and blossoms,
The flowery, sunny May,
When earth and sky, dear Mother ! 
To thee fond tribute pay.
And so, 0 dearest Mother !
Before the simple shrine
Which we have decked with flowers
Because we call it thine,
We kneel to scatter incense 
Look down, O dearest Mother !
Look down to hear and see,
Look down on us thy children,

, O Mother dear ! look down ;
The mother’s face beams kindly 
When other faces frown.
Though thou art Queen of Heaven, 
And reign’st in joy above,

! Yet still, 0 dearest Mother !
Look down on us with love.
Ah ! we have forced thee often.
All loving as thou art,
To turn in sadness from us 
Thine eyes—but not thy Heart !
In grief, but not in anger.
Though we have tried thee sore,
Yet smile again dear Mother !
We’ll vex thy Heart no more 
By Him Who calls thee Mother,
And bids us do the same—
By Him, thy Son, Who giveth us 
A brother's tender name—
By all the love that yearneth 
Within thine own pure Heart,
0 Mother ! be a mother.
And act a mother’s part,
In Heaven's eternal May-time, 
Whose sunlight is the Lamb,
In the gladness and the glory.
The rapture and the calm,
We’U praise thee and we’ll bless 

thee,
With happy saints above,
If now, 0 mighty Mother,
Thou look on us with love.

—Rev. Matthew Russell. S. J.

A STORY FOR MAY
The talk had been of those Catho

lic practices, indulged in by Pro
testants, which somehow find their 
way into the biographies of converts, 
notable and otherwise, Newman’s 
drawing of a Rosary in his school
boy notebook ; Benson's early 
interest in St. Thomas of" Canter
bury ; Mgr. Drew’s furtive glimpses 
of Benediction. When the great 
names had been gone over the 
rector of St. Columbkill’s became 
personal and I contributed, for 
whatever it. was worth, the fact 
that I had ‘ gone to sleep on the 
beads ’ from the time I was four

teen. Father Martin Curry, in 
whose rectory the “ concursus ’’ 
was being held on the Monday after 
Ciristmas, would say nothing at 
first, though we knew from the 
artificially blank expression of his 
guarded face that he was but 
waiting till we were done to cap us 
all at once. Then, when some of 
the priests were glancing towards 
the clock and I was thinking of the 
suitcase upstairs to be packed for 
the trip back to The Mountain, he 
suddenly unfurled himself like a 
flag shaken by the wind, and stand
ing before the crackling logs he 

took up his parable.”
“ Oh yes—you hear those things 

after the people of whom they are 
told have become Catholics. It’s 
easy enough to look back and trace 
the hand of God leading them on 
towards the Ark of Safety and to 
see indications of the inevitable and 
even in the little things of child
hood. But, suppose they hadn’t 
followed the light—would anybody 
have seen anything in those 
incidents more than the fact that 
some vestiges of the Ancient Faith 
live on in every sincere Protestant ? 
Not every boy who learns from his 
Irish nurse-maid to make the sign 
of the cross becomes a Cardinal. 
Nor does every young man who has 
been impressed with high Mass on 
the continent forsake his Anglican
ism to turn into a monsignor years 
after. But there was once a lad—’’ 

Father Martin, who never failed 
to appreciate the advantage of the 
dramatic pause, reached for his old 
clay pipe, reposing on the mantel. 
The others drew closer to the 
hearth. One never knew what 
might come forth once Father 
Martin got under way.

It was when 1 was assistant at 
St. Bridget’s, and with two hospi
tals in the parish, neither of which 
had regular chaplains, there was 
enough to do. You don’t know yet, 
Dominie, though you will presently, 
how tired a priest can get—how he 
can dread the night bell—though 
he knows that he is alive for 
nothing else but to serve people, 
ard thanks God for the chance. 
Father Lyttleton over there went 
to sleep once, just as he’s trying to 
do now, when he was on a trolley 
carrying the Sacraments to some 
poor soul, and never woke up till 
the conductor tried to put him off 
at Two Hundred and something 
street.” (That with a twinkle— 
Father Pat was about the most 
wide-awake person imaginable,)

Well, I’d been on my feet all 
day and had hardly gotten back 
from one hospital and ready for bed, 
after midnight, when a call came 
from the other, and off I had to 
plod through the drizzle. There 
wasn’t a street car in sight, and I 
walked all the way, tired and wet 
and not in a very edifying frame of 
mind, God forgive me. I found a 
young fellow of about twenty-five 
with a bullet through the groin 
He had been in a saloon where t 
row Started and got what was 
meant for someone else. The nurse 
told me, just at the door of the 
ward, that the1 patient had not 
asked for a priest, indeed, had been 
brought in unconscious, but that 
finding a medal about his neck they 
had sent for me, and meanwhile 
the lad had recovered conscious
ness. So I went in and sat down on 
the boy’s bed and, by the way of 
precaution, asked him if he was a 
Catholic.

Well, now, Father, I don’t 
know.’

* I glanced at the nurse, and she 
nodded to assure me that he was 
quite rational, and bending over 
opened his shirt and showed me the 
medal—an old silver thirg worn 
almost smooth, hung on a leather 
shoestring about his strong3 healthy 
looking and not over-clean shoul
ders.

What do you mean, you don’t 
know ?’’

“ Oh, Father Martin — such 
slang !" whispered the pastor of St 
Columbkill’s.

“ Nothing of the kind, Father— 
that perfectly proper phrase did 
not become slang until twenty 
years later,” went on Father 
Martin's even voice, as if the 
rejoinder were part of the story.

“ Me mother gave it to me when 1 
was a kid.”

" 1 Was your mother a Catholic ? 
Where do you go to church V

“ ‘ Never did go to church 
started in at a Baptist Sunday 
school when I was a kid, and 
wouldn’t let me go no more—no, 
she never went nowhere—she died 
when I was ten.’

“ Well, it was late, and I’d had a 
hard day, and I didn’t care to sit 
there with the Pyx on me, so I 
asked him, a bit sharply, 1 fear :
* How many God’s are there ?’ 
The boy looked at me in a dull sort 
of way—he must have been suffer
ing a good deal of pain by this time.

■“Aw, now, Father, 1 dunno—1 
never had no education.’

“ ‘ Well, but you know who God 
is, don’t you ?’

“ ‘ Aw, now, Father, please don’t 
be askin’ me things I don’t know.’

“Such ignorance! Such utter 
failure to grasp any meaning—and 
they call this a Christian country ! 
It was perfectly plain that the lad 
knew nothing, equally plain that he 
was a bit afraid I might sail into 
him for swearing if he had said 
more. 1 suppose the only connota
tion in his mind for the word 1 God ’ 
was a curse. It seemed hopeless 
but I tried once more.
“1 Well, my son, do you know 

who the Virgin Mary is?’
“ ’ Is she the Lady in the piece ?’
“ The answer brought me up 

standing, so to speak. ‘ What piece, 
boy?’

‘Aw, Father, don’t be mad at 
me I didn’t mean nothin’.’

Now, I don’t know why, but 
suddenly all my weariness and 
annoyance was gone, and I got 
down beside the bed and put my 
arms about the lad and told him 
not to be afraid, that 1 was his 
friend and wanted to help him and 
then I asked him what he meant by 
his question about the Lady in the 
piece.”

11 What piece, son l’ And to my 
amazement he repeated the Hail 
Mary—repeated it hurriedly, shame
facedly—as if he feared there 
might be something about it that a 
priest ought not to bear ! Yes, his 
mother had taught it to him when 
he was a tiny boy and made him 
say it every day, and when she was 
gone he had still said it every day. [

’ 1 Never missed it, Father—is it 
all right?—1 don’t mean no harm : 
by it"”

Father Martin’s glance ran 
around the little circle and he | 
spread his hands as he sometimes _ 
does in the pulpit when he is really Magnificat 
stirred.

Surpassing
all others in Delicacy and Fragrance.

"SALADA"
SEALED PACKETS ONLY EVERY LEAF PURE

intelligence as he setmed—and I 
baptized him conditionally, gave 
him all the Sacraments and 
promised to look in in the morning 
and have another talk with him. 
But when I made my rounds the 
next day he was not there."

Father Martin knocked the cold 
dottle from his pipe into the fire. 
The rector of St. Columbkill’s got 
up and started for the door. At 
the edge of the rug he turned and 
exclaimed :

“ Write that narration out, with
out any embroidery and paste it in 
the back of that copy of ’The 
Glories of Mary’ Father Martin 
gave you for Christmas.”

It is the duty of a Catholic, 
especially a subdeacon, to obey a 
priest.

After they were gone, and my bag 
was packed. Father Curry and I 
stood by the glowing hearth. As 
he shook hands with me he remarked 
apropos of nothing at all: “You 
see, though he had never known 
Her She had always known him ” 
—By Domonic Francis in The

‘ Actually, gentlemen, he was so 
ignorant that he thought there j 
might be something covertly wrong 
in the Angelic Salutation ! Yet, 
for the sake of his old mother, none 
too good a mother at that, he had i 
said his ’ piece ’ day by dav through 
all those years and in all sorts of ; 
places—he had been stable boy, j 
training pug for a half-rate prize 
fighter, garage hand, and finally 
chauffeur for a charlatan doctor— 
he had never been inside a 
church. He was neither better nor 
worse than others of his kind, yet 
every day he had said his Hail Mary 
without the slightest idea of what 
it meant.

* Well, I instructed him as well 
as I could—he wasn’t so lacking in

Let us obey each one in his place 
with the faith of a little child, and 
the loyal heart of a true knight.

Wh8t is true, right and good will 
prevail in the end ; it is all a ques
tion of time.

U Eastlake n
Galvanized Copper-bearing

“Metallic” Shingles
Fire, Lightning, Rust and Storm 
Proof—Makes Water by Condensing 

Dew and Frost.
Send Postal Card for Folder "£•*

The Metallic Roofing Co.
Limited 403

1194 King St. W., Toronto

The Spirit of 
youth — 

Keep it !
£v<Ai£ mcVnvwo. 
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Health
Make you fit -keep you fit

Mother and Her Baby 
Are Relieved of Eczema

Mrs. Peter A. Palmer, Salt Burn, 
Sask., writes;

“Dr. Chase's Ointment has completely 
relieved me of eczema and piles. 1 also 
used this Ointment for my baby, who broke 
out in eczema. A few applications were all 
that was necessary in her case. Dr. Chase’s 
Ointment has been worth a hundred dollars 
to me—before using it I had spent a great 
deal more than that in unsuccessful treat
ment from doctors. We have also used Dr. 
Chase's other medicines, the Nerve Food 
having restored my health after suffering 
from severe nerve trouble when a girl.”

DR. CHASE’S OINTMENT
00 Cents a box, all dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co., Ltd., Toronto

WOOL 
WANTED

Sell your wool direct to 
the manufacturer. 
Highest Cash price paid 
or

IF you wish to secure a supply of woollens for your wool, we will 
exchange our manufactured product for it or 
If you prefer having your own wool manufactured into goods, we will 

be able to accommodate a limited number of our customers, if their lots 
are large enough to keep separate.

We make blankets, flannel sheetings, yarns, mackinaw cloth, Norfolk 
jackets, overcoats, tweed pants, auto rugs, mantle and blanket cloths.

Write in and tell us what you have and what you want, and wc will 
have pleasure in answering you. Large wool bags and shipping tags sent 
if you need them.

THE HORN BROS. WOOLLEN CO. LTD 
LINDSAY, ONTARIO.1

Gordon Mill a

Louis Sandy
HABIT MATERIALS 

And VEILING»
BiwoUll, Vrodnoed tor the Uh el
Religious CommusIMes

Black, White, and Coloured 
Serges and Clothe, Veiling» 

Cashmeres, Etc.
Blocked In a, large variety of widths 
aud qualities. Samples forwarded 
on application.

LOUIS SANDY
Gordon Mills

STAFFORD, ENGLAND
Telegram* — irouleandl, h'..afford 

PHONIC No. 104

Aspirin
UNLESS you see the name “Bayer” on tablets, you 

are nojt getting Aspirin at all

Accept only an “unbroken package” of “Bayer Tablets of 
Aspirin,” which contains directions and dose worked out by 
physicians during 22 years and proved safe by millions for

Colds
Toothache
Earache

Headache
Neuralgia
Lumbago

Rheumatism 
Neuritis 
Pain, Pain

Handy “Bayer” boxes of 12 tablets—Also bottles of 24 and 100—Druggists.
Aspirin is the trade mark (registered in Canada) of Bayer Manufacture of Mono- 
acetlcacidester of Balicylicacld. While it is well known that Aspirin means Bayer 
manufacture, to assist the public against imitations, the Tablets of Bayer Company 
will be stamped with their general trade mark, the '.‘Bayer Cross.”

BE PROUD OF YOUR FUEL BILL
ASK THOSE WHO USE AND KNOW

Sovereign «.’r-rairc, "Efficiency"
A Few of Our Satisfied Customers
St. Augustine Seminary......................... Toronto
St. Peter’s Church.....................................  Toronto
Church of the Blessed Sacrament... Chatham
Rectory and Church ......................... Petite Côte
Separate School.................................  Wollaceburg

AND MANY OTHERS

Write for Booklet “Better Heating"
TAYLOR - FORBES CO. LTD.

GUELPH, ONT.
TORONTO - MONTREAL - VANCOUVER
London Resident Agent—T. M. Hayes, 991 Wellington St.

FAI LS TOURTsTs^^

f jfPREFER THIS BUFFALO HOTELffî

Y<>U will add to your pleasure and com
fort when you visit Niagara Falls and 

Buffalo, by stopping at Hotel Lenox.

Quietly situated ; yet very convenient to 
business, theatre and shopping districts, 
and Niagara Falls Boulevard.

A comfortable, modern hotel, complete in 
appointments and service. Every room 
an outside room. Exceptional cuisine. 
European plan.

Rates from $2.50 per day
On the Empire and Great Lakes Tours. Write 
for Road Guides, Maps, Hotel Booklet, etc. 
Motorists follow Main Street or Delaware 
Avenue to North Street.

NORTH ST. AT DELAWARE AVE.
CLARENCE A. MINER

PRESIDENT

HOTEL LENCX

PARK AVENUE HOTEL
. 4th Avenue, from 32nd to 33rd Streets, New York 

(Subway Entrance at Door)

/"VNE of the best known hotels in the metropolis. Convenient to 
shopping, theatres, and in the heart of the wholesale district. 

Less than 50c. taxi fare (one or more persons) from either railway 
terminal. Surface cars pass door.

PRICES FOR ROOMS
50 single rooms $2.25 per day 100 single rooms $2.50 per day 

250 double rooms - - - - $4.00 per day and upward
Single rooms with bath - • $4.00 per day and upward
Double rooms with bath - - $5.00 por day and upward

POPULAR PRICE CAFETERIA AND REGULAR RESTAURANT 
The SUNKEN PALM GARDEN Is surrounded by Dining 
Balconies and a fine Orchesta is stationed here every evening.

GEORGE C. BROWN, Proprietor @

/


