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1 was mean and unjuit to you,—if 
you would only come home to ua—"

She did not see a large blue car 
atop in front of the houae ; nor hear 
(he gate click. She knew nothing 
of his approach until Douglas stood 
before her, and, in a deep tender 
voice, uttered the word one— 
“Alice.”

She looked up dszedly, and the 
man fell on his knees beside her.

“ 1 have been a brute to you. 
Dear. Can you forgive me ?”

With her arms around him she 
whispered, “ It was my fault.”

A month after Douglas returned, 
little Theresa's spirit had flown to 
the land “ where there is no tired 
feeling or pain.”

In their recovered happiness Alice 
and Douglas with chastened spirits 
thanked God for the little one that 
God had given them and taken to 
Himself again. — Lena O’Connor, 
Halifax, N. S.

THE DINING CAR 
STEWARD AND 

OTHERS
The Trans-Atlantic Flyer was not 

flying ; it was not even crawling. 
Its boasted record for the previous 
ninety days of beiog on time to the 
second, gave scant solace to 
the passengers who had sat 
sullen in the stalled tram for 
forty-eight interminable hours, 
while the blizzard howled through 
the mountain passes and the rotary 
plows fought with the drifting 
snow. Father Timothy Casey took 
the long wait more philosophically. 
He had not passed all these years 
of ecclesiastical training without 
having his soul schooled to waiting 
—waiting for ordination, waiting 
for a parish, waiting for pew rent, 
waiting for roofers, waiting for 
plumbers, waiting for servers, 
waiting for brides, waiting for 
corpses. Wrapped snugly in his 
overcoat he sat in the chilled car 
finishing his breviary.

Thus. Cook, bridge contractor, 
who could do practically anything 
except be patient under forced 
inactivity, had faithfully promised 
his wife that he would not disturb 
Father Casey until the priest had 
finished his office, but having 
approached every other individual 
on the train and having found them 
all too disgusted to carry on a 
conversation, he could restrain him
self no longer.

” That’s right, Father Casey,” he 
bellowed, “ Pray for us poor devils ! 
We don’t pray for ourselves.”

“Why don’t you?” asked the 
priest, slipping a finger between 
the pages to mark where he left off.

“ Why don’t we pray for our
selves?" repeated Cook nonplussed 
by the abrupt directness of the 
question. “ The fact that we don’t 
is clear, but why we don’t is not 
so easy to say.”

“ Are you joking, Mr. Cook, or is 
it true that you do not practice 
your religion?” Father Casey’s 
passion for bringing in hardened 
sinners had kindled a hunter’s 
instinct at the tracks of a bear. He 
laid down his breviary without 
adjusting the bookmark, and prob
ably recited vespers twice that day 
on account of his thoughtlessness.

" Well, now, Father Casey, that 
depends on what you mean by 
practicing religion. Back in Indi
ana where I was raised, there was 
an old fellow batching in the house 
across the road, and every night of 
the year, after he had finished 
supper and done up the chores, he 
took off his shoes, rolled up his 
sleeves, and sawed on the fiddle for 
two blessed hours. 1 Practicin ’,’ he 
called it. There was another old 
lad on the * back forty.' He had a 
fiddle stowed away in a dust- 
covered case. It was harder to 
connect him up with that fountain 
of harmony than to hitch a balky 
mule to a road-grader, except 
during one of his periodical drunks. 
Then, if his wife managed to get 
into the kitchen and barricade the 
door and he could not find anybody 
else to fight with, he’d go into the 
front room and take it out on that 
wheezy old fiddle ‘ practicin’.’ I 
guess practicing religion is consider
ably like practicing on the violin. 
It is—er—susceptible to divers 
interpretations.”

“ Oh," said the priest, “ I under
stood that you had been brought up 
a Catholic !”

“ Brought up a Catholic! Well, 
if you’d known my dad, I guess 
you’d say I was! Any time that I 
tried to slip into bed without study
ing my catechism, believe me, 
there was some show and my dad 
was the star performer !”

“ Then you know very well what 
is meant by practicing your religion. 
The anecdotes about the fiddle are 
funny, but not to the point. Do 
you go to the sacraments?”

“I generally fall in with the 
rear guard, the last Sunday night 
of Easter time. That little wife of 
mine would wreck our happy home 
if I did not make my Easter duty— 
though I guess it does slip my mind 
once in a while if I happened to be 
on a job far enough away from 
home just at that time of the 
year.”

“ Do you go to Mass on Sun-
17”
Well, yes,—sometimes.”

“ Do you say your prayers ?"
“Look here. Father Casey, this 

cross examination is getting down 
too much into details to be comfort
able. 1 know the next question 
will be about the ten command
ments—and there are certain of 
these same commandments that do 
not just fit in with the bridge 
building business. Let’s talk about

something more gross and material. 
For example, do you think the 
dining car steward- will scare 
together enough odds and ends to 
make another meal for this hungry 
crew ?"

“ Who started this conversation 
on spiritual affairs?" asked the 
prit st

“ Well, I'll own up that 1 did, 
But I could take an oath it was 
without malice aforethought."

“No oaths required—yon're not 
building a bridge,” retorted Father 
Casey. Then he added sadly, 
"You have no idea, Mr. Cook, how 
it pains a priest to see one, with 
your early training, give up the 
faith ’’

” Give up the faith !” cried Cook. 
“ Never ! I may not be just what 
you call an ornament to the Church, 
but at least I kept the faith ”

“ And so you believe there is a 
God. a Supreme Lord, Creator and 
Master of all, who placed you in 
this world to love and serve Him, 
and who will one day judge you 
according to your works and take 
you into heaven or send you to 
hell.”

" Of course I believe it.”
“And you believe that the Son of 

God became a man and died on the 
Cross to free your soul from the 
power of the devil, and (fiat He 
founded the Catholic Church to 
help you to save that soul ?”

“ Without a doubt.”
“ Then why don't you live accord

ing to your belief ? Why don't you 
say your prayers and go to Mass 
and keep the commandments?"

" To tell the truth. Father, I 
haven’t the time. I—’’

“ When we get to Seattle—that is, 
if we ever get there through these 
snow drifts—1 suppose, on account 
of reaching there two or three days 
late, you will be extremely busy.”

“ Busier than ever before.”
“ And yet, suppose that at the 

moment you arrive there you get a 
wire stating that the inspectors are 
thteatening to condemn the bridge 
which you are just completing over 
the Mississippi, you would have 
time to take the next train east in 
order to be on the ground tô 
defend your rights ?"

“ I’d have to find time, natural
ly."

“ The fact is, you always have 
time—all the time there is—but it 
rests with you to decide how you 
shall apply it. There are many 
different things to which you might 
apply your time. You decide not to 
apply any of it to laying up 
treasures which you could enjoy for 
all eternity, but to apply it all to 
getting personal satisfaction and 
money and what you call reputation 
which you can enjoy only for a few 
years at the most.”

“ But a man must live !"
"That’s quite true. It is quite 

true also that aman must die. You 
manifest a poor conception of 
relative values when you direct all 
your attention to one of these 
important events and none what
ever to the other.”

After a pause he continued.
“When building a bridge, I 

suppose you take every precaution 
to protect it from injury from the 
vtrry beginning to the moment it is 
turnr-d over to the owners ?”

Cook eyed his questioner for a 
moment, then with a laugh he 
exclaimed :

" I suppose this will be another 
slam, but I’ll be a sport. Yes, 
Father, I take every precaution to 
have the work protected from 
injury."

“ In spite of your precautions, is 
it likely that your bridge will be 
destroyed by some accident before 
its completion ?”

“ No, it is not likely. A steel 
bridge is too big an investment to 
expose to any danger. The speci
fications call for adequate pre
cautions against any likely danger.”

“Therefore the destruction of the 
bridge is not likely—but is it 
possible ?”

“Of course it is possible, but I 
protect myself against the possible 
destruction of the bridge by 
insurance.”

” You mean ?"
“ I mean that I pay a certain 

premium to an insurance company. 
If my bridge is destroyed by some 
unforeseen accident, the insurance 
company reimburses me.”

“ It must cost quite a consider
able sum to insure a big bridge.”

“ You are right, it does.”
“ If you were to count up all that 

you have paid on insurance since 
you have been in the bridge build
ing business, you would find it quite 
a fortune?”

“ Yes, a nice little fortune."
“ Did you ever have a bridge so 

badly damaged that you could 
collect the entire insurance?”

“ Never ! The worst I had were 
some minor accidents."

“Then why throw that money 
away merely to guard against a 
possibility? Why don’t you keep 
that money yourself, instead of 
giving it to the insurance company ? 
There is no likelihood—just a mere 
possibility, that you will ever have 
a serious accident. Why don’t you 
keep that money and take a 
chance ?”

“ I might meet with an accident 
that would bankrupt me. No 
dependable concern could operate on 
that basis. It is bad business.”

“ Bad business!” cried the priest, 
“ that’s the word ! When there is 
question of filthy lucre, of the 
money you may enjoy for a few 
years, until pneumonia or apoplexy 
or a train wreck gets you, you take 
no chances. You carefully foresee, 
and provide against any likely 
danger. Not content with that, you 
take out insurance against every

possible danger. But when there is 
question of eternity, of heaven or 
hell, you take the wildest, the most 
reckless chances. That is neglect
ing the most important thing for 
the sake of a trifle—like giving all 
your attention to the color of the 
pqint you put on a bridge and 
curing nothing for the quality of 
steel you put into it. Bad business ! 
Confoundedly bad business! And 
you call yourself a prudent, far
sighted business man !”

' 1 knew it ! 1 knew it ! groaned 
the bridge builder. “ Why didn’t 
I insist on talking about the dining 
car steward and I should not have 
gotten into this hole ?"

“ Very well, Mr. Cook, you were a 
good sport, and discussed the sub
ject I wanted, now I shall discuss 
the subject you want. As to the 
steward, I can’t help admiring the 
way he handles this difficult situa
tion. We hadn’t been stalled a half 
hour before he saw what was 
coming and got authority from the 
conductor to commandeer every
thing edible in the baggage car. 
Furthermore, he tells me that he 
always carries a double supply of 
staples on this trip, in order to 
be prepared for just such an event
uality. Right now he has men 
hunting their way to the miners’ 
cabins to buy anything that will be 
sold. From the dinner he served 
last night one would never dream 
that we were marooned by a 
blizzard in the Rockies.”
“Fact !” agreed Cook.
” What would the company do to 

him if, instead of being the good 
stewart he is, he were to neglect his 
duty ? Suppose he spent his time 
playing poker with the miners and 
came up to the dining car only a 
couple of times a day to give it 
the ' once over.’ What would the 
company do to him ?"

“That would be an outrage 
against the passenger as well as 
against the company. They would 
fire him so quick he wouldn’t know 
what happened.”

“ Yet how is it, Mr. Cook, that 
you follow the very line of conduct 
you would condemn so mercilessly 
in him ? You admit that you are a 
steward—for you have the faith— 
and that God Himself is your 
employer. He placed you in this 
world to care for your immortal 
soul—a soul so precious in His 
eyes that He paid for it with the 
last drop of His Divine Blood. And 
instead of attending to your 
stewardship you waste your time on 
things that are comparatively use
less. The most you do for your 
soul is to give it a few moments of 
attention once in a great while when 
you have nothing else to do. 
Instead of caring for your soul you 
deliberately harm it by sin, and all 
this in the face of the fact that you 
must one day in the near future 
give a strict account of your 
stewardship to One who has the 
power of rewarding you with hell. 
What kind of a steward are you ? 
Answer me that.”

“A blame poor one, I’ll say!” 
replied the contractor.—C. D. Mc- 
Enniry, C. SS. R.. in The Liguorian.

RICH CATHOLICS LACK 
GENEROSITY

THREE

CARDINAL FLAYS DECADENT 
PHILOSOPHY OF LIFE

"Rich Protestants and poor 
Catholics seem to be blood-brothers 
in generosity and chari ;y,” declared 
His Eminence Cardinal O’Connell in 
a post-communion talk to several 
hundred members of the St. Vincent 
de Paul Society. He further 
asserted that “ it is universally 
acknowledged and deplored that 
most of our Catholics of wealth do 
practically nothing for anything or 
anybody but themselves."

Cardinal O’Connell prefaced his 
remarks by declaring that his 
monthly conference with the rector 
of the Cathedral begins and ends 
with this order : “ Attend first to 
the poor—let everything else wait.” 
He continued :

“It is precisely in the most 
prosperous countries that the 
saddest faces are most in evidence. 
It is in the very heart of the world’s 
capital cities that poverty is most 
squalid* destitution, material and 
moral, most poignant.

“their souls are paupers”

“Yet one may live all his life in 
any or all of these centers of the 
wealth of the world and never see 
a s'gn of such conditions. The 
world of amusement never knows 
its very neighbors—never even 
crosses the line, very clearly 
defined, on the other side of which 
is utter misery. It is the way of 
many people of refinement to close 
out the sight of whatever is dis
agreeable to look at.

“ This is not really refinement—it 
is cowardice born of ccl'ishness. 
Cultivation which saps stre.-gth is 
decadence. It is precisely the 
privilege of the truly cultivated 
and wealthy to reach out to those 
less fortunate. When the rich 
forget that, their souls are paupers 
—far more in need of help than the 
bodies of the poor.

“ The cult of the moderns is mere 
comfort. Even the pagans recog
nized the danger of this as a cause 
of weakness to the race. It is not 
by avoiding realities that the 
character grows in nobility. The 
fact of suffering is admittedly 
so universal that every known 
philosophy, every known religion is 
based upon its acknowledgment. 
The desire to" escape suffering is 
the underlying motive of all human 
action. To be happy here is the 
whole purpose of life. To be happy

forever is the whole purpose of 
religion.

" The cross of Christ is the con
secrated sign and symbol of 
Christianity—it points to happiness 
through suffering, At first sight 
that looks like a paradox. But in 
reality it is not a contradiction but 
a plain truth proven by experience. 
Physical pain and moral peace are 
not incompatible. That condition is 
a fairly common one among people 
of the faith. And it is even truer 
that physical well being and peace 
of mind do not always walk hand in 
hand.

UNDULY STRESS THE MATERIAL SIDE 
OF LIFE

“ A man may have all the means 
at hand to be physically and 
materially comfortable and still 
suffer moral torture. And this 
condition,though by the very nature 
of the case less obvious, is more 
general than superficial observers 
realize. Men are prone to exhibit 
their bodily ills for the aid and 
sympathy they can procure. But 
the tortures of the soul they mask. 
They may reveal them to God and 
His minister, but the world knows 
nothing of that phase of suffering 
and poverty.

"It is because we all stress the 
material side of life so unduly that 
so much is said of poverty and so 
little of mental anguish. The lack 
of food and clothes and shelter are 
the simplest things to furnish just 
because their lack is so obvious and 
so remediable. Material poverty is 
by no means the worst of human 
ills.

“ Men hate poverty and dread it 
chiefly because they associate it 
with misery and degridation. In 
reality it is neither ; or at least it 
need not be either. Christ was not 
oily poor—He was absolutely 
destitute. But He walked among 
princes with a dignity they could 
never imitate. In rags He con
fronted the king and put him to 
shame, without uttering a single 
word. He certainly was not class- 
conscious. He mingled with the 
day laborer and the men of big 
business, at perfect ease with both. 
He loved the poor. He certainly 
preferred them, but He hated no 
one.

“ He sat down at table with 
Zachary. He loved them all and 
He was equally saddened by the 
squabbling of the fishermen along 
the lake as He was by the sordid 
cheating of the great merchants of 
the market. To Him it was much 
alike—different only in degree. To 
both He taught the lesson of the 
birds and the lilies which God feeds 
and clothes. But of poverty He 
only said : ‘ The poor you have 
always,’ and He was the poorest of 
them all.
“sure MARK OF a VULGAR MIND ”

“ Agreeable and pleasant are 
pretty adjectives—but they do not 
constitute all real life. To be con
stantly chasing after them is not 
refinement—it is decadence. It is a 
sure mark of a vulgar mind to love 
luxury and despise poverty. Be
cause the very essence of vulgarity 
is selfishness.

“The rich who imagine that 
decent poverty is a thing to be 
pitied as a great misfortune are as 
ignorant as the poor who imagine 
that wealth brings happiness. Both 
such people are contributors to 
social discord because both stress 
equally the falsehood and the social 
heresy that money is all.

“ The self-respecting poor envy 
no one—they are too genuinely 
sane to harbor such a canker. The 
well-bred rich—the? who know the 
hollowness of wealth—do not lose 
their sanity even though they lose 
their money. It is the sordid poor 
who are the blood brothers of the 
greedy rich. Both are hopelessly 
common. No amount of wealth 
would make either of them happy. 
The disease is deeper than money— 
the possession or the lack—they an 
both pure dross—Christ passed 
them both by with a groan. Dante 
has disposed of them forever—they 
are both hopeless.

“ Now it is not enough to know 
how to meet poverty and suffering 
in ourselves. We live in commun 
ities, we have community duties. 
We must therefore help others—in 
reality that is the best way of 
securing our own happiness. There 
is no surer remedy for our own 
discontent and suffering than bring
ing aid and comfort to others.

“ That sounds like a platitude. 
Well if so, it is because every one 
who has tried it approves it and 
repeats it. That platitude has 
brought enlightenment and comfort 
to myriads of men and women. 
They suddenly woke up to the fact 
that the chief cause of their misery 
was thinking of their own troubles.
WHERE CATHOLICS MAY-*EARN FROM 

PROTESTANTS
“ To tell the truth, it is universal

ly acknowledged and deplored that 
most of our Catholics of wealth do 
practically nothing for anything or 
anybody but themselves. Their 
Protestant neighbors might well 
teach them a lesson. There are 
comparatively few wealthy Pro
testants who do as little in these 
matters as the great majority of 
our wealthy Catholics. There are, 
of course, some very notable 
exceptions. But they are so few 
everywhere all over America that 
the fact has become a flagrant 
public disgrace. The rich Protest
ants and the poor Catholics seem to 
be blood-brothers in generosity and 
charity. Bolshevism can never 
grow but of that relationship.

"Someone who seems to have 
made a study of the matter recent-
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ly told me, and I think in the main I 
it is fairly true, that he had found 
that the wealth that was generous 
lasted longest, that wealth that 
was niggarldy soon disappeared. 
And he went on to explain that the 
family fortune of those who, while 
prudent, were also very charitable, 
went on from generation to genera
tion, often to the fourth and fifth 
without diminution : often in fact 
increased."

“Whereas the money of the 
miser soon disappears. Frequently 
the third generation is in poverty. 
If true, this study is interesting. 
In any event it teaches a lesson. 
Hoarding for grandchildren has 
been proven a futile folly.”

BLESSINGS IN THE CROSS

be no blessing without the cross. 
And every cross becomes the source 
of untold blessings to those who 
bear it patiently.—Liguorian.

See Velvetex Announcement on 
page 8.
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Irish Flax
and

Irish Fingers

“ It is a remarkable thing," says 
an eloquent preacher, “ that every 
blessing of God's Church is always 
given with the sign of the Cross. 
There can be no blessing with
out it.”

No doubt this is meant to signify 
that pa all good and grace has come 
to us through the Cross of Christ, 
so Holy Church invokes its virtue 
in eveiy blessing she bestows.

But the Cross of Christ is also i 
the symbol of our own crosses—our : 
daily trials and difficulties. Here,
too we must remember there can
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dews, untouched by modern chem
icals, they will withstand the wear 
and tear of years of service. They 
will grace the beds and tables of 
your grandchildren.
The maker’s price for the genuine 
Irish article is actually lower than 
the retail prices of many imita
tions sold in Canada,
When you buy from us you get 
the pure Irish linen that has made 
Ireland famous. Our free samples 
will tell you the story. Write us 
for them.
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White Light
Beats Gas or Electric

Make your home bright and cheer
ful and SAVE ONE-HALF on oil. 
Tests by Government and leading 
Universities prove this wonderful 
new Aladdin is nearly five times as 
efficient as the best round wick flame 
lamps. BURNS 70 HOURS on ONE 
GALLON (coal-oil) kerosene. No 
odor, smoke or noise; no pumping 
up; easy to operate; won’t explode. 
Won GOLD MEDAL. Guaranteed.

Try It 10 Nights FREE

Get Yours FREE
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FER and learn how to get one I REE.
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lamp equal in every way to this new Aladdin. ______________
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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 Headache
Toothache Neuralgia
Earache Lumbago
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Pain, Rain

Handy “Bayer’1 boxes of 12 tablets—Also bpttles of 24 and 100—Druggists. 
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to advertise our Perfumes. If you would like 
one, send your name and address at once for 
full particulars FREE.
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An excluaively Catholic and Canadian 
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Life and 20 and 30 Years Aaeeeement 
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What Will To-Morrow’s 
Weather Be ?

A Wonderful Little Weather Prophet 
Tells You the Answer Today

A beautiful minia
ture house artistic
ally decorated as 
illustration. Size 8 inches x 5’A ins. 
Not a toy but a 
scientifically con
structed instrument 
that works auto
matically. Will last 
forever. The figures 
of the little Swiss 
Peasant and his 
wife come out on 
the verandah to tell 
you the changes in 
the weather 8 to 24 
hours in advance. 

It has a reliable thermometer attached. The reg
ular price of this novel and useful little article in 
Canada is $2.00 but for a short lime only we will 
send it postage paid to any address on receipt of 
this ad. and only $1.50- 2 -for $2.50. Don’t 
miss this chance. Send to-day.

Duplex Mfg. Co., Dept. N-112 
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ASTHMA
The attack ig relieved at & 
once and comfortable rest ” 
assured simply by vaporiz
ing Cresolene near the bed 
at night.

It is the drugless treatment for 
bronchial alimente, coughs, cold», 
whooping cough and bronchitis.

Send for descriptif booklet. Sold by druggist«

VAPO-CRESOLENE CO.
62 Cortlandt St., New York 

or Leemlng-Milei Bldg., Montreal, Qua.


