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LOOKINQ BACKWARD—AND FORWARD. 

(Written for The Catholic Bulletin by Bernard R. Brady.) 

Mother Darling, shall I see you once again before you go? 
Yes, I'll press your dear old face to mine once more; 

I will sit as in my childhood, in the sweet, long, long ago, 
And hear you sing the good old songs of yore. 

Ah, the weary years of wandering since I left your loving care 
To tread the rugged paths of life alone! 

Ah, the days of toilsome struggle and the nights of cold despair! 
The tear, the smile, the laugh, the bitter moan! 

I've not been very wicked and I've not been very good, 
Temptation oft has led my steps astray 

But the memory of you, dear Mother mine, has always stood 
One calm clear guide along life's tangled way. 

The lessons that you taught me at the old home on the farm, 
The simple great eternal truths of Heaven 

Have stood like rock-ribbed hills against temptation's blinding storm, 
When learning, ethics, all seemed racked and riven. 

O God, how weak our science, however great it be, 
To stem the tide of passion in the soul, 

How Culture's call is smothered in the thunders of the sea, 
When wild temptation's angry billows roll. 

But the science of the Angels feeds the Christian child, the youth; 
From the silver snows of Paradise it drips; 

It distills the strength of martyrs, this higher holier truth 
Flowing sweetly from a mother's loving lips. 

Religion curbs the wildest heart; illumes the cultured mind; 
i The humblest home, it wreathes with virtue's flowers; 

But, oh my brothers, where could children find 
A better, sweeter, holier home than ours. 

• • • 
Ah, Mother dear, I dreamed last night we all had gathered home; 

We had come from northern lake, from plain and sea 
And we promised dear old Father, never, never more to roam 

And we kissed and clasped each other in our glee. 

Alas, alas! 'twas but a dream,—the morning's bitter tears 
Revealed some hidden depths I did not know; 

I'd thought this heart had conquered, through sternly toilsome yean, 
Such fountains of regret for long ago. 

Ah well, 'twas but a passing hour—the hunger of the heart 
For days and dreamings never more to. be. 

The future holds a better, nobler part; 
I learned it, Mother darling, at your knee,—. 

To pray, to toil, to suffer,—what is fifty years of pain 
To the endless joys awaiting us above. 

Brothers, sisters, we have parted, but our lives lead back again 
To our parents in a home of deathless love. 

There no smiling face need smother down the grieving heart's dull moan, 
We shall read in radiant depths of saintly eyes 

Peace immortal, love eternal, happiness before unknown 
Purchased for the meek and lowly by our Saviour's sacrifice. 

Sflmosttr fofettr? 
Compiled specially for The Catholic Bulletin 

"To know that which 
before us lies in daily 
life is the prime wis
dom." —Milton. 

Under the general heading of "Do
mestic Science," The Catholic Bulletin 
.proposes to publish a series of weekly 
lessons in household economics, deal
ing with subjects of interest to house
keepers and prospective housekeepers. 
These lessons will treat of the ques
tion of food, its ingredients and prep
aration, and the method of serving it 
in the most appetizing manner. Spec
ial attention will be devoted to the 

- -*»t of coOKing and a large number 
of receipes for the preparation of 
different kinds of food will be ar
ranged in orderly sequence. These 
Tecipes will, i| preserved for future 

, reference, fortn a cookbook better 
adapted to the needs of the ordinary 
household than many of the cook
books now on the market. 

This course in Domestic Science will 
be educational. It is intended to bene
fit those who have no opportunity to 
attend a school of Domestic Science 
where a regular course of scientific 
instruction is given in the different 
branches of household economics. It 
will be of special value to those who 
are looking forward to assuming 
•charge of homes of their own and who 
•owe it to themselves to be able to 
•cook and serve the ordinary dishes in 
«uch a way as to appeal to the most 
fastidious tastes. 

These lessons can be followed with 
profit by school girls who are not taught 
in school how to perform household 
duties. To them it may seem an easy 
matter to keep house; and too often 
they fail to realize their mistake until 
they are face to face with the problem. 
Even though they may be familiar 
with the theoretical part, the practical 
is not so readily acquired. Skill and 
proficiency in any line of work are 
the products of time and labor. It 
has been well said that "practice 
makes perfection;" but how few take 
the trouble to practice before necessity 
compels them to do so. "Practical 
application is the only mordant which 
will set things in memory." 

By following the instructions given 
in this course of graduated lessons in 
Domestic Science the most inexperi
enced may become proficient in the 
homely art of good housekeeping. 

The course has been prepared espe 
cially for The Catholic Bulletin by a 
young woman of experience who 
knows the value of such a training 
for those upon whom will devolve, 
sooner or later, the care of a home. 
She suggests that the readers of this 
department cut out the lessons, paste 
them in a book, and thus preserve 
them for future reference. 

L ES S O N I. 
"We live not upon what we eat, but upon what we digest." 

FOOD. 
Food is anything that nourishes the 

l»dy. Food is necessary for repair, 
growth and energy. The food is to 
the bodv what wood, coal, or other 
fuel is to the locomotive engine. Let 
us make use of this familiar compari
son: 
The Locomotive Engine— 

1. Material structure. 
2. Fuel (coal, wood, etc.) 
3. Air. 
4. Water. 
5. Waste products. 

The Human Body— 
1. Material structure. 
2. Food. 
3. Air. 
4. Water. 
5. Waste products. 
Neither the body nor the engine can 

do its work without food or fuel and 
plenty of fresh air. The fuel in the 
ftre-box of the engine is burnt by the 
aid of the oxygen in the air uniting 
with the carbon in the fuel. The heat 
produced changes the water into 
•team and the expansion of this steam 
produces motion. The human body 
moves from place to place and is kept 
warm because a slow fire is burning 
within us. The food taken into the 

;tx>dy is burnt or oxidized in nearly 
•very part of the body. Without fresh 
air and food every day the slow fire 
would go out, and we should gradually 
waste away and die. 

Every part of the steam engine is 
always wearing out, but it cannot re
pair itself. The body, too, is always 

^Wearing out; but it can repair itself. 
Every beat of the heart, every move
ment of a muscle, etc., all lead to 
Waste. What we eat and drink takes 
the place of what is used up. 

The young and growing must take 
in a little more than what is actually 
used up. The food we eat is turned 
into flesh, bone, hair, etc. The food 
must be digested, absorbed and as-

. Bimilated. The blood carries the ab
sorbed food to every part of the body. 

( The engine gets rid of its waste in 
: form of ashes, cinders and gases. The 

&ody gets rid of its waste products 
toy different channels—breath, per
spiration, etc. The engine will not 
.do its work unless all parts are kept 
in working order. Each and every 
jjart of the human body must be kept 

THE VISIT OF THE MAGI. 

in a good condition, used in its proper 
way and kept clean inside, in order 
to do its work properly. 

The whole world is made up of ele
ments and their compounds. Of the 
seventy different elements, only about 
thirteen enter into the composition of 
the body. The four most important 
are: Oxygen, Hydrogen, Carbon and 
Nitrogen. These are formed into 
compounds by the vegetable and ani
mal kingdoms, and support the human 
body. 

The substances comprising the body 
must be obtained from the food, air 
(H40) and water (H20). That it may 
be easier to understand the subject 
of foods and their digestion—food is 
classified as follows: 

Organic: Proteids, carbo-hydrates, 
fats and oils. 

Inorganic: Water, mineral matter. 
Proteids always contain nitrogen 

and are called nitrogenous foods. 
They also contain carbon, hydrogen 
and oxygen, and one or more ele
ments, and are called tissue-builders, 
because their chief office is to build 
and repair tissues. 

Examples— 
Animal Proteid—Meat, milk, eggs. 
Vegetable Proteid — Peas, beans, 

lentils. 
Grain Proteid—Gluten in wheat 

grain. 
Carbo-Hydrates include all the su

gars and starches. They contain car
bon, hydrogen and oxygen. The chief 
office of the carbo-hydrates is to fur
nish energy and maintain heat. 

Examples— 
Sugars—Cane sugar, grape sugar, 

etc. (cellulose and gums). 
Starches—Cereals, (rice, sage, tap

ioca), (vegetables, potatoes). 
Fats and Oils are composed of car

bon and hydrogen, with a little less 
oxygen than the carbo-hydrates. The 
chief office of the fats and oils is to 
store heat and energy to be used as 
needed, .and they form the fatty tis
sues of the body. They yield about 
twice as much heat, pound for pound, 
as the carbo-hydrates. They are ob
tained from both animal and vege
table kingdoms. 

Examples— 
Animal—Butter, cream, and fat of 

meats and fish. 
Vegetable—Fat of cereals, nuts, 

olive oil. 
. i.-i *" 

The figures of the Shepherds have 
grown to look so natural to us in our 
thought-pictures of Bethlehem, says a 
writer in the Pittsburg Observer, that 
it almost seems as ii they were in
separable from it. It was congruous 
that simplicity should be the first wor
ship which the outer world sent into 
the cave of Bethlehem. For what is 
the grace of simplicity but a perman
ent childhood of the soul, fixed there 
by a special operation of the Holy 
Ghost, and therefore a fitting worship 
of the Holy Child Himself. * * * 
Living souls, tender yet not faultless 
men, not so unlike ourselves though 
they float in the golden haze of a glori
ous picture. 

But now' a change comes over the 
lowliness of Bethlehem. A cavalcade 
comes from the far East up the way. 
The camel bells are tinkling. A re
tinue of attendants accompanies three 
Kings of different Oriental peoples, 
who come from afar off with their 
offerings to the new born Babe-King. 

It is a story more romantic than 
romance itself would dare to be. Those 
sumptuous men are among the wisest 
of the studious East. They represent 
the science and lore of their day. Yet 
they have done what the world would 
surely esteem the most foolish Of 
actions. 

They were men whose science led 
them to God. , The corruption of the 
world which they, as Kings, might 
see from their glevation, pressed upon 
their hearts. They, too, pined for a 
Redeemer, for a new beginning of the 
world, for the coming of the Son of 
God, for one who would save them 
from their sins. 

In the dark blue of the lustrous 
skv there appeared a hitherto unno
ticed star—the star of which an an
cient prophecy had spoken. After due 
counsel they pronounced the lumin
ous finger to be the star of the old 
prophecy, and that therefore God was 
come. 

They left their homes, their state, 
their affairs, and journeyed together 
westward, they knew not whither, led 
nightly by the star that slipped on
ward in its silent groove. 

They were the representatives of 
the heathen world, moving onward to 
the feet of the Universal Savior. 

They followed the star's lead to the 
gates of Jerusalem; and there God did 
honor to His Church. He withdrew 
the guidance of the star, because now 
the better guidance of the Synagogue 
was at their command. The oracles 
of the Jewish Law had proclaimed that 
Bethlehem was to be the birthplace of 
the Messiah; and the wise men passed 
on to the humble village. 

Again the star shone out in the blue 
heavens, and sank slowly earthward 
over the cave of Bethlehem, and pres
ently the devout Kings were at the 
feet of Jesus. 

They beheld a child of abject pov
erty, lying in a manger upon straw, 
between an ox and an ass, with, as 
they would say, an old artizan of the 
lower class to represent his father, 
and a girlish mother. 

And they had come all that way for 
this! They had brought their kingly 
presents to a cattle shed. 

And they were content! It was not 
merely all they wanted; it was more 
than they wanted, more than they had 
ever dreamed. Who would come to 
Jesus and to Mary, and not go away 
contented, if their hearts were pure?— 
go away contented, yet not content to 
go away. How kingly seemed to them 
the poverty of that Babe of Bethlehem, 
how right royal that sinless mother's 
lap on which He was enthroned! 

The grand characteristic of their 
devotion was its faith. Next to 
Peter's and to Abraham's, there never 
in the world was faith like theirs. 

In this one visit to Bethlehem the 
Kings learned the whole Gospel, and 
left the Babe perfect theologians and 
complete apostles. For Faith is the 
quickest of all teachers. 

What right had ingots of ruddy gold 
to be gleaming in a cavern stable? Or 
Arabian -perfumes, in a cattle shed? 
Why costly myrrh as a birth-offering, 
unless it be a prophecy of the sacrifice 
and death later on? 

The Three Kings, like the Shep
herds, are beautiful figures in the Cave 
of Bethlehem, because the attractions 
of Jesus are so sweetly exemplified in 
them. He had drawn them from the 
fav Orient by the leading string of a 
floating star. He drew them into the 
darkness of his ignoble poverty, into 
the shame of his neglected obscurity, 
and they went from Him with their 
souls replenished with His loveliness. 

ed with the science of the natural his
tory of animals, plants, minerals,—but 
not with anything concerning the Crea
tor of them all. He had made rapid 
progress thus far, in the "School with
out God." The lesson of morality he 
understood best, when he accompanied 
his father to the theatre, especially 
when very wicked plays were exhib
ited. And now this child is so very 
ill. 

The physician too told the father, 
that his little son should barely sur
vive until the next morning, when he 
would "sink back into nothingness." 

Both the father and mother are 
standing at the bed and weeping as 
such who have no hope. When the 
mother beheld the condition of her 
only child becoming worse, the fever 
increasing, there suddenly awoke in 
her soul a remembrance of her lost 
Faith, of the words her own pious 
mother had spoken. With a flushed 
counteanance she whispered softly to 
her husband: "How would it be if we 
call a priest?" The husband shrugged 
his shoulders, and pretended to leave 
the room. And then the weak woman 
became suddenly strong; through 
God's mercy; before the poor mothers 
eyes arose the whole enormity of her 
guilt, with which she had laden her
self, she stands erect before her hus
band, angrily clutching his arm, and 
exclaims: "You may perish everlast
ingly, if you so desire; but I do not 
want to be forever lost with you; I 
will yet endeavor to save my child, 
and will not have him die without a 
priest!" 

The father was now also filled with 
fear, and remorse; he felt that his 
wife was right, but he said: "But 
think at least of our friends; we will 
become quite ridiculous in their eyes!" 

But the mother had left the bed, and 
was quickly on her way to seek a 
priest. 

When the father perceived himself 
alone he approached the bed and en
deavored in vain to cheer and console 
the chilu, for he too felt something 
like the pangs of conscience, at sight 
of the poor lad's desolate condition 
At last he stammered: "My darling, 
have you 110 fear? Perhaps after all 
there is another life awaiting us here
after—Pray—try to pray—to God!" 
The boy was silent for an instant, his 
wide-opened eyes rested upon his 
father with a penetrating and terrify
ing calmness and chillness. Then he 
said in a weak voice: "What is that, 
to pray?—You never taught me it! 
You always told me not to perform 
such nonsense, and not to go to 
church—Shall I now all of a sudden, 
do something like this?"—And then 
the uphappy lad, although so very 
weak and in death's grasp, began 
mockingly to imitate praying and pious 
gestures. The father now felt the 
greatness of his crime still more 
keenly and longed earnestly for his 
wife to return with a priest, but also 
entertaining in his heart the after
thought, that before his friends he 
would place all the blame upon his 
wife. 

The door opens, and the priest en
ters hastily but quietly, urged on by 
the trembling mother, who is saying 
in evident anguish: "Hasten, oh 
hasten!" The priest approaches the 
beu, but no sooner does We dying child 
child cast his glance upon him than 
he screams: "Here comes the raven 
that wants to devour me!" (Corbeau, 
meaning raven, is an insulting appella
tion given to the priest in France by 
godless freethinkers.) Then the un 
fortunate child shudderingly hid its 
little blond head in the pillows and 
was dead. 

WHEN THE TIME SERVER FACES 

ETERNITY. 

Follow me, dear reader, writes Anna 
M. Otterbein in the Christian Family, 
into a spacious and beautifully fur
nished apartment. Rich, soft carpets 
suppress the noise of the footsteps; 
and costly curtains soften the light 
which falls upon the deathly pale fea
tures of a very sick child. In the 
beautiful bed the sick boy is lying, 
breathing laboriously; he seems in
deed to be suffering great pain. The 
child is but ten years old and has been 
strictly reared according to the pre
cepts of men, pretending to be the 
bearers of happiness of liberty to the 
people, by withdrawing everything that 
has any reference to God and to Eter
nal Life, from the State and the 
school. 

The boy's father takes a special 
pride in his own unbelief, and has Oc
casionally made public speeches 
through which as he believed and mod
estly intimated he surely had "admin
istered some powerful blows to the 
Catholic Church." 

The mother is a society woman, 
spending her time in a whirl of pleas
ure and worldly enjoyments; she, too, 
has lost her Faith, notwithstanding she 
was reared by a truly Catholic mother, 
who had taught her how to pray, and 
other things that she was bound to 
know and believe. 

The ten-year-old * lad, sick unto 
death, is an only child; and has never 
heard anything about God, unless when 
his father or teacher'would blaspheme 
this holy name, or abuse it cursing and 
swearing. The boy had already some 
proficiency in various branches of 
knowledge, for instance, in zoology, 
botany, mineralogy: he was, acquaint-

THE CHILDREN'S HOUR. 

THE SONG OF THE ANGEL FOR
EVER. 

Floating down o'er the hills of Judea, 
Where shepherds were watching at 

night, 
A flood of ineffable brightness 

Was seen in the clear starry light. 

And out of the sky came such music— 
Halleluiahs and anthems of praise, 

That the shepherds were filled with 
amazement 

As they stood in the dazzling rays. 

"Fear not," said the voice of an angel, 
"For I bring you good tidings to

night; 
In a manger an Infant lies sleeping; 

The world never saw such a sight. 

"For the beautiful Babe in the manger 
Is Christ your Redeemer and King, 

Who has come from the realms of the 
Blessed 

To earth, your salvation to bring." 

No wonder the angels were singing 
Such songs to the listening earth 

They were telling the beautiful story 
Of Jesus and His wonderful birth. 

Sing again shining angels in glory 
And we will take up the refrain, 

We can never be tired to the story 
Though we hear it again and again. 

or fifteen of the best shops in the 
city, but whenever business was slack, 
he had always had the misfortune to 
be laid off among the first. 

It was a new experience to me, this 
racing for a chance to work, but I 
grabbed a paper, quickly read down 
the "help wanted" column, and decided 
to answer one of the ads at once. I 
started with a rush for the coveted 
place, but my friend called out lustily, 
"Wait a minute." Partly out of grati
tude for the first kind words spoken 
to me, a stranger in a big, lonesome 
city, I waited—waited while he care
fully folded his paper, put it in his 
pocket, took off his glasses, folded 
them up, and put them away, and with 
that deliberation born of the spirit of 
"tne world owes me a living," we 
started out to find the shop that want
ed help. We were just a minute late, 
another fellow got the place, and by 
the way, is now senior member of the 
firm, one of the most prominent in 
the city. 

Discouraged, I went to my room; 
midnight found me pondering more 
deeply than ever before in my life. 
Before morning I made a discovery; 
a wonderful discovery to my unsophis
ticated mind, the discovery of the 
"wait-a-minute man." I figured that 
my friend of the day before was one 
of these; that his lack of success was 
due to this very thing; and time has 
proved my diagnosis correct. Next 
time, I hustled out alone, determined 
to "wait-a-minute" for no one. I got a 
job, and ir. less than three years be
came foreman of the place; now I own 
it. 

This experience was a valuable one. 
It perhaps changed the course of my 
lift, and for twenty years I have been 
pleading with men to forsake the 
"wait-a-minute" habit. 

EVERYBODY'S GIFT. 

"Stevey, my boy," said Uncle Hiram, 
"one man may have more courage or 
more money, but there is one thing 
that no man on earth can have any 
more of than you have, and that is 
time. 

"Did you ever stop to think of that? 
Or maybe you haven't come to it yet, 
that of the most precious thing of all, 
the same being, I repeat, time, nobody, 
no matter who he is, can have any 
more han you have. There can't be 
any favoritism or special privilege or 
gonging or monopoly in time. You get 
what is coming to you, anyway, and 
no man on earth can take it away 
from you. 

"And isn't this something to be 
cheerful over? Why, Stevey, it's the 
grandest thing going to think that of 
the most valuable thing of all we've 
as much as the man that rides by us 
in a $10,000 automobile. But, and 
now I'm getting down to the sermon, 
Stevey, this most precious thing of all 
is the thing of which we are most 
wasteful. 

"We get our full share of it sure, biit 
'*e waste it ourselves shockingly. 

"Don't waste time, Stevey, please 
don't. As you feel now you've got a 
million years ahead of you, more or 
less, plenty of time; but time is one 
of those things that once lost can never 
be recovered. Don't waste a minute 
of it. When you play, play; sink the 
shop; forget it utterly; but when you 
work utilize all your time. Don't 
dawdle it away." 

THE CLEAN MOUTH. 

A distinguished author says: "I re
solved when a child never to use a 
word which I could not pronounce be
fore my mother." He kept his reso
lution, and became a pure-minded, no
ble, honored gentleman. His rule and 
example are worthy of imitation by 
every boy. 

Boys readily learn a class of low, 
vulgar words and expressions which 
are never heard in respectable circles. 
Of course we can not imagine a decent 
girl using words she would not utter 
before her father, or teacher, or most 
esteemed friend. 

Such vulgarity is thought by some 
boys to be "smart;" the next thing to 
"swearing," and yet "not so wicked." 
But it is a habit which leads to pro
fanity, and fills the mind with evil 
thoughts. It vulgarizes and degrades 
the soui, and prepares the way for 
many of the gross and fearful sins 
which now corrupt society. 

"WAIT-A-MINUTE" WORKERS. 

Twenty-four odd years ago I met 
this fellow for the first time. I had 
just finished my apprenticeship in a 
country print shop and left the old 
home town to win fame and fortune in 
a great city. 

It was my first day in metropolitan 
surroundings and I was anxious to get 
a job. A sign "Compositor Wanted," 
attracted my attention, and I hastened 
into the hallway only to find a fellow 
craftsman alighting from the elevator, 
who stated the place had already been 
filled. He suggested, however, that 
we go to Newspaper Alley and wait 
for the first edition of a paper with 
its "want columns." 

On the way I began to study my 
newly-found friend. He was a man 
of forty-eight perhaps, with a "has 
seen better days" expression on his 
face and in his voice. His clothing 
was barely respectable, although I no
ticed he wore a clean collar and a 
little string tie arranged with evident 
care. I began to wonder why he was 
out of work, and, in the course of 
conversation, discovered that he was 
an old resident of the city; had gradu
ally spent his share of an estate left 
by his father; ^ia& worked in twelve 

A CHILD'S THOUGHTS ABOUT 
JESUS. 

I often think of Jesus, 
How He was once a child,. 

And stood beside His mother, 
And talked with her and smiled; 

And how He walked beside Her 
At the sweet eventide, 

And gathered from the hedges, 
The lilies scattered wide. 

Sometimes I think I see Him 
Among the boys at play; 

But always kind and gently 
And ready to give way; 

And doing unto others 
As He would have them do; 

Although their words and actions 
Might to Him'be untrue. 

Sometimes I see Him enter 
The Temple great and grand, 

With Joseph and His mother, 
And with them quiet stand. 

To hear the priest and people 
Repeat the holy psalm; 

Or, at the "Feast of Plenty," 
Wave Judah's fragrant palm. 

Oh, wondrous Child! so simple, 
So beautiful, so pure; 

I wish that I were like Htm; 
That I could now be sure 

That He would love and keep me 
From every sinful way; 

And write my name in Heaven, 
And take me there some day. 

YOU WANT TO ADD 
to your efficiency and earning 
power the coming year? 

The quickest and safest way to join the 
RASMUSSEN SCHOOL, where practical sub
jects are taught in a practical way. 

Every day is enrollment day—add fdmr 
name now. 

PRACTICAL BUSINESS SCHOOL 
WALTER RASMUSSEN, Prop. 

353 Minnesota Street St. Paul. Minnesota 

SI. JOHN'S UNIVERSITY 
€OLLEfiEYILiE, MINN. 

THE largest and best-equipped Catholic Boarding College in the North
west. Founded 1857. Conducted by Benedictine Fathers. Ideal loca
tion, 85 miles northwest of St. Paul, on the shores of two beautiful 

lakes, surrounded by wooded hills. Large buildings with all modern con
veniences. Library of over 30,000 volumes. Valuable museum. New $40,000 
Science Building. Large Gymnasium and Gymnasium Instructor. Unrivalled 
facilities for in-door and out-door exercises. Registration last year 439; 40 
Instructors. Widely known for excellent mental and moral training. 

Shorthand and Typewriting, Music, Drawing, 
Preparatory* Commercial, Scientific, Classical, 
Philosophical, Theological-

For Catalogue, Etc., Address 

THE VERY REV. RECTOR 

St. Benedict's Academy 
ST. JOSEPH, MINNESOTA 

Primary, Preparatory and Academic Courses 
Departments of Music, Art and Elocution 

Embroidery, Plain Needle-Work and 
Domestic Science 

For Prospectus Address SISTER DIRECTRESS 

ST. PAUL 
MINN. COLLEGE OF ST. CATHERINE, 

A CATHOLIC COLLEGE FOR GIRLS 
Accredited by the Minnesota State Board of Public Instruction and by 

several prominent Universities. 
Seventy-Acre Campus. Fire-Proof Building*. 

COMPLETE COURSES IN TlfcESE DEPARTMENTS 

The Collegiate, leading to the degree of Bachelor of Arts— The Academic 
or College Preparatory — Music and Painting in their various branches 
Domestic Art, Household Science and Cooking. 

The College enjoys the patronage of Archbishop Ireland. 
Year Book on Application Address the Secretary 

College of St. Thomas 
ST. PAUL, MINN. 

f 
UNDER THE DIRECTION OF ARCHBISHOP IRELAND. 

•-

Faculty of thirty instructors, priests and laymen. Catholic 
military college, twice designated by the War Department as 
oae of the ten "Distinguished Military Schools" of the country. 
Situated in beautiful and extensive grounds on the banks of the 
Mississippi. New residence building costing $123,000 00 in 
course of construction. Careful moral and religious training, 
combined with the best methods of mental anJ physical de
velopment. Collegiate, commercial and preparatory depart
ments. Nearly seven hundred students, representing iilteen 
states, registered last year. 

For Illustrated Catalog, Address • Very Rev. H. Moynlhan, D. D.. President 

I 

S AC™ 
A Day School for Girls 

A thoroughly equipped High School. 
Graduates admitted to the University of Minnesota without examination. 
A good Business Course for Students who do not desire the regular Acad
emic Course. Conducted by the 

Telephone Dale 354 SfSfSJPS Of St .  JOS^ph 

John M. Gleason 
Jfattmtl itmtar attfc £mbalm*r 

111 SOUTH NINTH ST. 
MINNEAPOLIS - - MINN. 

MR. GLEASON'S NEW 
ROOMS ARE THE MOST 
COMPLETE AND COMMO
DIOUS IN THE CITY. 

Tri-State and Northwestern 
Telephones. 

E.  D BEST J .  M.  N K E S E  E. D. BEST CO., 
. OPTICIANS 
ft 409 Nicollet Ave., Minneapolis 

IrflfMil Fv«* 

iH* .Vd81 

Trl-State 2119 N. W. Cedar 6916 

Willwerscheid & Roith 
PRINTERS 

Top Floor, New Manhattan Bldg.' 

141 East Fifth Street, St* Paul, Minn. 

ST. JOSEPH'S HOSPITAL 

< %f%i;\ < - * < * * 
TRAINING SCHOOL TOR NURSES 

MEN. 

Not gold, but only men can make 
A people great and strong; 

Men who, for truth and honor's sake, 
Stand fast and suffer long. 

Brave men who work while others 
sleep, 

Who dare while others fly— , 
They build a nation's pillars deflpi* ̂  

And lift them to the sky. 
—Emerson. 

Clasm Open Jan. 1, March 1 and Sept. 1 

Applicants for training please correspond previous to these dates with the 
Principal of Training School, 

ST. JOSEPH'S HOSPITAL, St. Paul, Minn. 

N. W. Nicollet 2820 Trl-State Center 3047 

SPLADY e- ALBCE 
OENEKAL COMEACTOttS 
REINFORCED CONCRETE WORK A SPECIALTY . 

A J©1''' 
414 Plymouth Building /MINNEAPOLIS, MINN. 

. 

t* 

t 


