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READING THE UNABRIDGED. 

Did you know, that one of tjie most 
Interesting books to read is the dic
tionary? I am not joking. Some time 
•when time hangs heavy take down the 
Tbig unabridged, lay it on the table and 
ramble through its leaves. 

For you will find in words more 
surprise and romance and history 
than in the latest "best seller." It is 
not to be wondered at that some men 
can devote their lives to philology and 
that this study can grow into as ab
sorbing a madness as chess or the 
collecting of antiques or the solving 
of riddles. 

Let us ramble leisurely through the 
pages of the bi$ dictionary and see 
what strange things we can find. Here 
is the word "generous," and we find 
it originally meant "well born." 
"Geranium" is a Greek word, signi
fying "crane," and the flowering plant 
gets its name from the resemblance 
of its seed pod to a crane's bill. 

Gas is taken from the German word 
"geist," meaning a ghost or spirit, just 
as "spirit" at first meant breath. 

Among the F's I read the curious 
fact that "forestall" was originally to 
waylay a dealer and buy his goods be
fore he reached his stall in the mar
ket; that "fond" is from "fon," an 
idiot, as used by Spencer, and once 
meant weak, silly and foolish, and that 
"florin" was so-called because this 
coin came from Florence. 

This latter word suggests looking 
up some other terms derived from 
Italian cities, and we find that "pis
tol" comes from Pistoia, a "leghorn" 
hat is named from the City of Leg
horn, and we have "mantuamakers" 
from Mantua. 

How do we get our meaning of 
failure into the Italian word "fiasco," 
which means simply a bottle or flask? 
The process is curious. Venice is 
noted for its glass workers, who for 
centuries have made all sorts of deli
cate things out of this substance. It 
used to be their custom when they 
spoiled a fine piece of work to make 
a bottle out of it; hence the term 
"fiasco," signifying that what one is 
doing is useless." 

Let us give the leaves a flop for 
fear this should look like study. We 
land over in the H's. The word "hus
band" strikes our eye. He is the 
"house bond," the one who holds the 
household together. Let us look for 
the names of the other members of 
the family. There is history and poe
try in each one. 

"Wife" is she who "weaves" for the 
house; "son" is the "cleaner," 
"daughter" is the "milker," and 
"spinster" is an unmarried woman 
such as the husband's or wife's sis
ter, who "spins.' We can see the 
primitive English family all at work. 

We glance along and come to the 
word "humble," and there is the 
phrase "humble pie." We've always 
wondered how such a saying arose; 
and now that we find it we find a bit 
of picturesque old time. For the word 
is properly "umble pie." The "um-
bles" of a deer correspond to the gib
lets of a goose. When the big venison 
pastries were made for the lord and 
lady and guests pies made of the 
scraps and "umbles" were baked for 
the inferior folk, those that sat "be
low the salt," or at the foot of the 
table. 

Over Qn another page we strike a 
word whose origin is about'as curious 
as any in the language, "pocket-hand-
kerchief." The French "couvre chef" 
meant head covering, and from it 
comes our word "kerchief." By pre
fixing "hand" we get "handkerchief," 
as the head covering was carried In 
the hand. Then "pocket" was added 
to signify it was carried in the pocket, 
and now the "head covering to be 
held in the hand and carried in the 
pocket" is not used for covering the 
head at all. 
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MOLLEEN 

"Das Cruthin Amo." 

the entertainment of those around us. 
The mother finds it hard to cease fret
ting—hard to forget the trials of the 
day—hard to speak gently when a 
fault has exasperated her. But she, 
for the sake of her children's future, 
must remember that, if they are ex
pected to learn self-discipline and 
self-denial, she must set the example. 

The duty of home-making is a sa
cred duty. Who, in after-life, dwells 
on the splendors of his father's house? 
Who cares for the luxury of its equip
ment? It is to the tenderness, the 
cheerfulness, the unity, the consola
tion there, that the heart in after-life 
turns. It is the memory of these that 
make true men and women. Mar
ble statues and brown stone fronts 
without cheerfulness are less to a 
child than an old oaken bucket fraught 
with happy associations. 

GOOD WILL. 

Did you ever pause to wonder why 
"good will" is usually valued on the 
balance sheet at one dollar? The rea
son is simply that "good will" is an 
asset the worth of which cannot be 
estimated even approximately. It is 
the most valuable asset a business 
man has. Take away the "good will" 
of a house, and it will summarily dis
appear into the oblivion of failure, 
says Yarns. 

"Good will" is the result of satis
factory dealings extending over a pe
riod of time. The practical applica
tion of the principle of the "square 
deal" makes for "good will." 

Some years ago the old Latin max
im "caveat emptor" (let the buyer be
ware) was quite popular among a cer
tain class of sellers. The merchant 
or manufacturer who was successful 
in deceiving his customers proudly 
boasted of his shrewdness—business 
ability. In those olden days the auto
crat of the mart displayed his wares 
with the "take 'em or leave 'em" at
titude. 

Today, however, all that is changed. 
The exponent of the "caveat emptor" 
and "take 'em or leave 'em" policies 
Is a curiosity, and the breed is fast 
dying out. Business for the most 
part is conducted along strictly hon
orable lines, and courtesy is univer
sally practiced. 

The progressive business house re
alizes that its customers are its 
friends. The mission of its sales 
force is to retain established friend
ships and create new ones. The ba
sis of lasting friendship is confidence, 
and the "good will" of a house is the 
reflection of the confidence in which 
it is held by its customers. 

So while the value of "good will 
cannot be expressed in dollars and 
cents, it is the life blood of any busi
ness ; hence it should b,e diligently 
guarded and sought after unceasingly. 

* * * 
TYPES OF GIRLS TO SHUN. 

ed into suitable material and stored 
in locations not much used. Most of 
it is stored as fat. 

People differ in the rate at which 
they burn up fuel. A man doing hard 
muscular work burns up more fuel in 
a day. The (man engaged in brain 
work burns lefes. A fidgety worrier is 
a larger consumer of fuel. Such peo
ple rarely fatten. People with too 
much thyroid are on edge all the time, 
and they seldom fatten. Those with 
too little burn little fuel. And if they 
eat in any degree heartily they ac
cumulate fat. 

The man who laughs a great* deal 
indulges in considerable muscle work, 
for hearty laughter exercises the mus
cles of the face, the chest wall, the 
diaphragm, and the abdomen. Hearty 
laughter pounds the liver, squeezing 
it against the underlying structures. 
It is an excellent method of giving 
liver massage.' It is understood that 
massaging the liver itself causes fuel 
to burn more completely and not to-
stop as the incomplete product fat. 

In view of all this, what physiolog
ical basis is there for the axiom 
"laugh and grow fat"? It is this: 
Placid, good natured, happy people 
are generally not of the fidgety, wor
rying, anxious kind. The fidgety, 
worrying, anxious kind are too much 
on edge to accumulate fat. 

THE CHILDREN'S HOUR. 
"TACKS." 

I loved a fair colleen * 
' The sweet smiling Molletol!, 
I had left in Erin's green isle; 

A bright little fairy. 
The Molleen nee Mary, 

I parted from down at the stile. 
Far over the sea I did go 
From Molleen, "das cruthin amo." 

My lovely sweet singer, 
Now fain would I bring her 

Across the wide turbulent sea, 
To obtain and find rest 
In the far distant west,. 

Until our loved Erin was free, 
The soul of love whiter than snow 
Had Molleen "das cruthin amo." 

Oh, now she is sleeping 
With Angels, guard keeping, 

Where Lee river murmuring floifi; 
To my heart now broken 
She left as a token 

The fragments of a cherished wild 
rose. 

Now where daisies and shamrocks 
grow 

Bleeps Molleen "das cruthin amo.* 
* —D. F. MacCarfhn 

• • • 
STRIVE TO MAKE THE EVENINGS 

AT HOME ENJOYABLE. . 

Types of girls whom young men 
should no( marry have been catar 
logued as follows by a London pam 
phleteer who calls himself "The 
Widowed Physician": 

1. Beware of the girls who mani
cure their nails to the shape of a 
claw. I do not know why, but beware 
of them. 

2. Beware of" the girls who prefer 
to dress in purple cr scarlet colors. 
There is usually something wrong 
with their morals. 

3. Beware of the girls who are 
heavily scented. 

4. Beware of the girl who is too 
obviously modest and demure. She 
doth protest too much. 

5. Beware of the girl with the low, 
sloping forehead and dry, straight, 
course, jute-like hair. Any experi
enced magistrate will tell you this 
type of woman frequently summon 
their husbands for assault and bat
tery. 

6. Beware of the girl who sidles np 
to you, or lays her hands on you, or 
comes so close to you as to lead you 
readily to lay hands on her. 

7. Beware of visiting with a chum's 
sisters, unless, of course, you. wish to 
get married. 

8. Beware of the mothers who are 
anxious as to the future of their 
daughters. 

9. Beware of the girl who drinks 
wines freely; she will make a poor 
wife and a worse mother. 

it). Beware of the girl who dresses 
in a slovenly, artistic manner. 

The "Widowed Physician" recom
mends two types—the tomboy and the 
"pert modern selt-sufflciently learned 
young woman." 

• * • 

LAUGHTER AS A TONIC. 

Down from the icy barrens of Can 
ada the howling blizzard had torn its 
way into the steel walled canons of the 
great city, where the air was being 
woven rapidly into a swirling, smoth 
ering white blanket. Since the closing 
of the big offices and department 
stores at three o'clock the sound of 
transportation had come at longer and 
longer intervals, until now at eight 
the city was helpless and silent. 

Peg Murphy with n l>e unsold pa 
pers, his block deserted, and "Bully' 
Moretti waiting "returns" in the 
warmth of the Italian cafe, shivered in 
body and soul, huddled in the deep 
recess of a north doorway. It was pay 
day and the "Bully" would hold over 
on him for a whole week. 

Peg was very cold and very hun
gry, and therefore his stub was hurt
ing him cruelly where the straps held 
the wooden stick on his left side. 
Also he had been very lonely all the 
time since his mother had gone on 
her last journey, for which the county 
had paid. - ^ 

Something soft snuggled against his 
good leg, there came a long whine 
ending in a yelp of pain, and the boy 
looked down to see a small paw held 
up, while "Help" cried from the soft 
eyes of a dog whose every Irish hair 
spelled "Rough on Rats." 

As Peg gently lifted the terrier to 
examine the injury, an electric coupe 
came to a stop at the curb, and a man 
stepped from it Into the lights of 
the movie theater. A touch of the 
mystic was in the dark face above 
the high fur collar, as he turned and 
said, smilingly, "So that's why my car 
has stalled right here. . A boy and a 
dog both in trouble on such a night 
as this? Get in the machine and let's 
see about it." Switching on the read
ing light he gently stroked the wiry 
haired spine,.and softly held the paw 
until the trembling ceased, and then 
with a swift certainty of touch with
drew from it a large tack bedded to 
its head in the fleshy pad. Into the 
boy's mind flashed a picture from the 
days following the one when he had 
slipped in the icy slushK&nd gone out 
into a great darkness as a loaded giant 
truck pinned him down. 

at the big med'cal school- Getta feef-
ty cents; when dey cutta da live eye 
dey not geeva da sleep med'cln an' 
he no' die so queek lika he bite. No-o." 

"You devil," shrieked Peg, and then, 
as he thought of the torture awaiting 
Tacks' shining trusting eyes, he plead
ed piteously, "Aw—Bully—it's pay 
day; I'll work a whole mont' for noth-
in' if-you'll give me my money to buy 
him back in time. He's ail I got now; 
aw—Bully—please—" 

"Nottin' doin' till papers all sold," 
sneered Moretti. WTith despair in his 
heart the boy tore across the street 
to "cop" Corcoran with his tragedy. 
"Oi'm feared Tacks is a goner, me 
la-ad," the big policeman said. "Shure 
they'd niver aven lissen to ye out at 
the grea-at college; 'tis a grown man's 
job ye'd be afther tacklin'." Slowly 
in that crowded thoroughfare the 
chapel window outlined in radiant col
ors its picture of Divine Compassion; 
and then a dark face with the Jesus 
look of pity bent down, over a little 
hurt dog. „ 

"Lend me a dime" Cork," said Peg, 
"and I'll find the grown man. He told 
me to come if Tacks or me got in 
trouble; look;" and he held up a soil
ed and crumpled card hearing the 
name "Dr. Raoul Farranza"; "and oh 
see, Cork! he lives pretty near the 
college." 

"Here's a quarther; gtt to it quick," 
said Corcoran. * 

The electric was standing at the 
curb before the exclusive bachelor 
apartment building, and a tall dark 
man about to enter was hailed by a 
breathless boy, who incoherently gasp
ed, "You told me to come if Tacks 01 
me didn't get along all right, an' they 
have got Tacks in that awful place 
over yonder an' they're goin' to cut 
his eyes an' him a knowin' it if you 
don't stop 'em an' he'll think I let 'em 
do it. Oh—" and the slow tears gath
ered at last and fell. 

"Get in the car and tell me how this 
all happened," said Farranza. "I can 
go anywhere 'over yonder' and I know 
everybody inside; don't worry; I think 
we're in time tc^save him." 

Inside the immense building, crown
ed fittingly with three crosses, Tacks 
lay strapped down uponr a table, his 
every dog instinct alive to a great dan
ger, and his beautiful eyes, wild with 
fear, fixed on the .white-clad man who 
was sorting out those terrible shining 
things. With every nerve a-quiver, 
he was listening for the beloved voice 
in the call of the three-note whistle, 
and with despair in his loyal dog heart 
he knew that when it sounded he 
would be helpless to answer it. ' 

The man was bending down very 
close now, but Tacks could not even 
shrink from the glitter of the pointed 
thing 4n his hand. , 

Suddenly the door opened and a 
voice Tacks had never forgotten cried, 
"Hold on, Frank; you've got dog 
there that belongs to a kid friend of 
mine, and it's all he's got in the world. 
I met them in trouble last winter the 
night of the big blizzard, and I told 
the boy to come to me if he ever need
ed help. He's been playing a lone 
hand in Lifefg gamei^r he's just said 
to me, 'The old man dletj o' the snakes 
over at the Bridewell last summer, anj 
the 'flu took me mother in. October; 
I been hidin' out on the truant cops 
in a furnace room with a good jani 
tor pal o' mine 'cause dey'd sen' me 
to some institoot, an' I ain't doin' 
nothin' worse now dan earnin' me 
feed.' There's good stuff in the boy 
and I'm going to give him his chance. 
You know I'm pretty much alone in 
the world now myself. Some day, 
Frank, maybe you'll come to see, as I 
have, that you've got your causes and 
effects reversed. It's the minds of the After years of seemingly being 

whirled on a great wheel, the dark-' world that need healing through Love. 

If the home is not made cheerful 
in the evening, the children are de
prived of something that their par 
ents owe them, says The Echo. It is 
not enough for a father to supply a 
shelter, food and furniture for his 
family. Material things do not make 
the home. If the world were devoid 
of sunshine, of flowers and music, we 
would indeed have an abiding place, 
but nothing more; we could perhaps 
exist, but we would hardly live. 

Cheerfulness is the light, the mu
sic of family life. And cheerfulness 
in home life does not always come 
by nature. It is not always easy to 
discard the cares of the day as one 
enters the charmed circle. It is not 
always agreeable to give up the book, 
(Jiat Wight he enjoved selfishly, for 

A correspondent redently asked: 
"Does laughing a great deal each day 
make one fat?" I concluded to go 
into the matter somewhat more deep
ly than was necessary for a brief an
swer. 

The phrase "laugh and grow fat" 
is axiomatic. In part due to the wide 
acceptance of this axiom, the world 
expects a fat man to laugh. Mr. Taft 
was our fattest president, at least in 
recent years. He was also our merri
est. He chuckled when the affairs of 
state bore heavily on him. 

Whether he chuckled in the ytears 
when he was growing fat or not I do 
not know, but I suspect that the 
chuckling habit has been his for a 
long time, and that it antedated his 
obesity. It may have had something 
to do with causing it However, when 
he was engaged in the gentle art of 
losing 100 or more pounds he chuck
led just the same. We might say on 
the one hand that laughing made him 
grow thin or on the other that it made 
him grow fat. 

Now, let's get down to cases. Peo
ple get fat because the amount of 
food eaten, digested, and absorbed is 
in excess of the amount burned up in 
the day's work, including work, keep
ing warm, and growing in the case of 
children. The excess, composed in 
the o| carbohydrates, is convert-

ness had lightened and he had opened 
his eyes to see a beautiful angel smil
ing down at him, and to hear her say, 
"He's coming out quite all right, Doc
tor," and to feel a funny lop-sided sen
sation where his left leg used to be. 
Convalescing in a wheel chair, while 
discipline winked or deliberately clos
ed an eye to a favorite son, he had ex
plored the great building and so one 
day he saw the Picture which remain
ed: the Great Vision. 

"Gee," thought Peg, as the little ter
rier gratefully licked the man's hand, 
"his eyes look jus' like Jesus' with the 
lamb, in the 'ospital window." 

"Now drop your papers and beat it 
for home with your dog," the man was 
saying, "and if every thing is not all 
right with either of you at any time, 
look me up. Boys and dogs happen 
to be long suits with me," and a card 
and a dollar bill were pressed into 
the iad's hand. 

With the correct change from the 
restaurant Peg fought his way to 
Moretti. Big "Bully" swore at the de
lay, and more at having to settle for 
the week, and then, his eyes alight 
with pure malice, cried, "Where you 
getta da pup? I shaka hees han," and 
his own closed with an iron grip on 
the inflamed foot. 

Promptly the dog's sharp teeth met 
in the back of that hand, and the en
raged Corsican called after the fleeing 
pair, "For that I kella him; but he no 
die so quick lika he bite. Oh, no." 

That night, as Peg showed "Tacks" 
to the kindly janitor in the furnace 
room, and curled down on a clean 
pile of excelsior with the cold nose 
buried in the hollow of his throat, a 
great content came to him. Again he 
belonged to some one his very own. 

Spring came; Moretti seemed so 
friendly that the two Celtic hearts for
gave and Tacks almost forgot. Un-
canily intelligent, he had joyously 
learned many tricks from his adoring 
master. Muzzle lifted, he howled an 
"Extra" with the best, and people 
laughed and bought. 

Then, one afternoon, delayed for 
change in the crowded restaurant, Peg 
came out to find no trace of Tacks. 
In vain his piercing three-note whis
tle (the code call which always 
brought the dog panting to his side), 
shrilled through the street^ again and 
again. 

Papers unsold, he hunted frantically 
for two hours, returning frequently to 
the boss to inquire, until Moretti, tir
ing of the game of cat and mouse, 
said: "Your pup gotta no license; my 
Tony tftka hqem to blf vivasec' Doctor 

I'm leaving for the West tomorrow, so 
this is good-bye." 

A moment later down in the car a 
jubilant boy tried vainly td" control a 
whirlwind of a terrier, who was im
partially dividing its carresses be
tween Peg and the Doctor, who, lay
ing his arm across the lad's shoulder, 
said, "Peg, my work here is over for 
the present; tomorrow we'll do a lit
tle outfitting. Tacks needs a collar 
with his name and his owner's on it, 
and you some clothes; but tomorrow 
night we three start for home in Cal
ifornia, and a lot of dogs and horses, 
Peg, belong to that home. It's school 
for you, with the finest new leg money 
can buy, with a wonderful foot on it." 

Then again the worshiping Peg saw 
the look which was in the eyes of the 
Man in the Picture come into Farran-
za's, as he added, "And for me, work; 
the beautiful work of trying to make 
men and women realize how practical 
for every day use are the teachings 
of the Master Christ." 

^Ethelpn Chaommn, in Our Dumb Animals. 

MOTTOES FOR BOYS. 

The boy who does the little things 
well is making himself ready to do 
the "big things better. 

Blessed is the boy who has found 
his trade and gets busy. 

What a blessed thing it is to be 
able to turn up cheerfully after one 
has been turned down. 

Be a live wire and you won't get 
stepped on; it is the dead ones that 
are used for floor mats. 

Politeness is like an air cushion. 
There may be nothing in it, but it 
eases the jolts wonderfully. 

Unfortunately a swelled head does 
not hurt as much as a swelled thumb. 

Burning the candle at both ends is 
a poor way to make both ends meet 

Come in without knocking and don't 
knock when you go out. 

A friend is one who! knows all about 
you and likes you just the same. 

..^^ROSE OF YESTERDAY*,.*• 
(Continued from page C.) 

"Look higher," cried Brenda, her 
voice vibrant with emotion, "over the 
earth the shadows may rest, but see 
the glory of the stars," and she point
ed to where in the horizon the evening 
star gleamed in fitful splendor. A 
long low cry broke from the other's 
lips, and ere Brenda .could stop her 
she had gone. • , 

Day after day passed, and she had 
made no sign, and in a short time 
now all opportunity would be gonje. 
In vain Brenda haunted the beach; 
the, slender black robed/figure never 
appeared, and it was with a sinking 
heart she turned homeward on her 
last evening. Tomorrow she would 
be back in the city, and she longed 
so to see her friend once more be 
fore leaving, yet she could not bring 
herself to break the silence first. 
When she entered the cottage where 
she was staying, a note was handed 
her, and her heart bounded with joy, 
for, though she had never seen it 
before, she felt sure the delicate char
acteristic writing must be that of Miss 
Fortescue. She was not mistaken, 
and though it was but a short note 
asking her to call at "Rose Cottage' 
that evening, she felt that all would 
come right. As she paused at the 
gate, she noted the fragrance of the 
roses, whose abundance gave the tiny 
cottage its name, and as she lingered 
along the path, her hostess came to 
greet her. 

"I fear I behaved very badly that 
evening and since; but you must par
don me, dear; I was more moved than 
I care to confess, and though I have 
been trying to shut my heart against 
what you said I find I cannot. Let us 
sit here on the veranda. 1 want to 
tell you about myself, and I prefer 
the friendly darkness." 

"If you would rather not—" began 
Brenda. 

"Ah, but I must, only very briefly 
though. I have eaten out my heart 
in silence too long. The profession 
you aspire to was mine. My voice 
was marvelous, so every one said 
and a golden future lay before me 
I loved; I was loved; all life was 
fair; then the mists fell, and all was 
blotted out I listened to the mail 
cious gossip of one I deemed a friend 
listened and believed, and quarreled 
with Leonard. He left in anger, and 
I never saw him again, for he went 
to Western America, and died there. 
I was miserable when he went away 
and grew careless. One night, on 

. leaving the concert hall, I contracted a 
cold and, neglecting it, became se
riously ill. My recovery was Slow, 
and then the blow fell—my voice was 
gone; all my dreams of triumph fad
ed as utterly as my dreams of love. 
I was persuaded to try a milder cli-; 
mate than that of Europe, and came 
out to Australia some twelve years 
ago. Since then I have drifted from 
city to city, until I found this haven 
of grace. I am still a young woman, 
but hope is dead, for my life has noth
ing but weariness. I have had my 
day, though it was short enough, and 
you know how the poet says; 

Each morn a thousand roses brings, 
-•you. say, - : 

Yes, but where leaves the rose of 
yesterday? 

"The rose of yesterday! how truly 
that describes my hopes, myself." 

"Do you not think," said Brenda, 
striving to find some means to bring 
comfort to this stricken heart, "that 
your past is too bitterly sad? A good 
and learned friend of mine told me 
once to read two chapters of the 
'Imitation' for every verse of his." 

"Maybe you* are right, but I have 
the bitterness, at least I did, but 
since you spoke that evening I have 
been thinking deeply of what you said. 
A mother's love—that I have never 
known, and when you spoke of Mary, 
our Mother, of help and strength and 
comfort, my heart cried out in its 
loneliness for all you had and I lack
ed. Your holiday is up soon. Tomor
row! Well, at least you will write 
me and tell me more of this beautiful 
faith that seems the branch of healing 
for every Marah. It is strange for a 
Christian to say, but I've never known 
God as you seem to know Him, and 
yet if I could know and love—" 

"Ah, pray to the Sacred Heart of 
Our Dear Lord; He will help you. 
He will guide. See, I'll give you this 
Rosary; it was mother's. I will teach 
you how to say it, and then say it 
every day, call every day on Him 
who has said, 'Come unto Me, all ye 
that labor and are burdened.'" 

It was some six weeks later that 
Brenda, on openingNthe usual weekly 
letter from her friend by the sea, 
found only a few words written on 
the sheet * "I was received into the 
Church today and I know now. With 
God nothing is impossible, and bud 
and blossom may return even to the 
rose of yesterday." 

"A letter in a strange hand from 
the South Coast," said Brenda one 
day, less than a month after; "I 
wonder has anything happened to 
Rosemary." The smile faded as she 
read the note from the good priest 
she had known down there. Miss 
Fortescue was dead and Mother 
Church had but gathered her into 
her arms to lay her in those Of death. 
She sent Brenda a last message; 
with dimming eyes the girl read the 
faint, uncertain characters: "Our 
dear Mother, Queen of the Rotary ; a 
place at her feet for the rose of yes 
terday.T i . 

'I' w m • i1 % i1 • 

In the breast of the slanderer there 
is a disguised hatred which distills in 
words the poisonous fermentation of 
the heart; there is a contemptible hy
pocrisy which praises openly and re
viles secretly. 

AN ACCREDITED TRAINING 
SCHOOL FOR NURSES, at 

St. Joseph's Hospital 
ST. PAUL, MINN, 

——For particulars—^ 

Address: Superintendent otfurses 

College of Saint Teresa 
* , . WINONA, MINNESOTA , ^ 

License by the New York Bo&fd of Regent*. 
Accredited by the Association of American Universities. 
Holds Membership in the North Central Association of Colleges. ~ 
Standard degree courses in Arts and Science leading to the degrees of 

Bachelor of Arts and Bachelor of Science. -

ADDRESS THE SECRETARY 

SAINT CURE SCHOOL OF EDUCATION 
V '% { . WINONA, MINNESOTA * 

An Institution for the Professional* Training 
^of Grade Teachers for Parochial Schools 

Affiliated to the College of Saint Teresa 

ADDRESS: - THE SECRETARY 

\ 

T H E  L A W  O F  S U C C E S S  
The country 's greatest business exec
utives and financiers rule that the 
most prominent point in succest/i* 
PREPARATION. 

This means training and developing 
the mind for business life-

Prepare now in either 

DAY OR NIGHT SCHOOL. 

;  Phone, write or visit ns  in 

lOUR NEW HOME 
*G. 8* Stephens, 

President . 
Ti F. Kennedy 

Vice-President 

GLOBE BUSINESS COLLEGE 
"LEADERS 4N BUSINESS EDUCATION.' 

2nd Floor Hamm Bldg. Garfield 437S ST. PAUL, MINN. 

"You Have a Wonderful School, Mr. Rasmussen 
is  what we are told,  again and again,  by students 
and visi tors after  they have seen the various de
partments of our inst i tut ion,  where several  lAindred 
young men and young women are now being trained 
for success in the business world.  Students appre
ciate the many advantages offered,  such as a large 
corps of expert  teachers,  adequate and modern 
equipment, and commodious and attractive school 
quarters.  
Students Should Enroll Now for Day School, or 

Monday or Thursday for Evening Sehool. 
Free catalog;  no solicitors employed; phone 

Cedar 53.13.  

PRACTICAL BUSINESS SCHOOL 
1SS EX. Fifth St., bet. Robert and Jacfcaon Sta 
One of the largest and best equipped business 

schools in America. WALTER RASMUSSEN. Proprietor 

St. Benedict's College and Academy 
' r 5 ST. JOSEPH, MINNESOTA. * 
CONDUCTED BY THE SISTERS OF THE ORDER ST. ME!*EDICT. 

Under the patronage of the Right Reverend Joseph F. Busch, D. D., Bishop 
of St. Cloud. 

EXCELLENT OPPORTUNITIES FOR THE EDUCATION OF -

"  C A T H O L I C  Y O U N G  W O M E N  ^  
COLLEGE—Offers a four years' course, leading to the degreiL 6t-

Bachelor of Arts. 
THE ACADEMY—Offers a four years' course, preparing for College. 

! UNIVERSITY AFFILIATION. 
"Catalog mailed upon application to "Sister Directress.'* 

Villa Maria Academy 
FRONTENAC. MINN. 

BOARDING SCHOOL FOR GIRLS ANO YOUNG LADIES 
- ^ 

ACCREDITED TO THE UNIVERSITY OF MINNESOTA 

Conducted by the URSULINE NUNS 

Send for Catalog and Complete Information. 

r 
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I THE COLLEGE OF ST. CATHERINE I 
A STANDARD COLLEGE FOR WOMEN 

DERHAM HALL 
A COLLEGE PREPARATORY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 

SAINT PAUL MINNESOTA 
ADDRESK TRB OFFICfc OF THE DEAN 

ST. AGATHA CONSERVATORY 
OP MUSIC AND ART 

28 EAST EXCHANGE ST. COU. CEDAR, ST. PAUL 
Piano, Harmony, Violin, Mandolin, Guitar, Zither, Banjo, Voice, Elocution, 

Language, Painting, Drawing, China Decorating 
Pupils may enter at any time 

Can *r Wad (or term* Lesson* given darfajr vacation 

ST. JOSEPH'S ACADEMY. St. Paul. Minn. 
A DAY SCHOOL. FOR GIRLS 

A tboronfhly •qulpp*d High School. Graduate* admitted to tte UalTsntty at 
Without 

All br«.nchee of mu«ic tiugrht cm the plan of the belt Clamlial Conierr&tcrlM. ^ 
IHplomai conferred on Students who complete the prescribed court, in piuas *r *U|||t 
ItudtDta m*y enter the Department of Muiio at wiy time. 

ZELEPH03E DAXi. i !6< glSIUEU OT ST. JTOSOT 

T 

THESE PRACTICAL COURSES 
will more than double your earning power-Business, 
Stenographic, Secretarial, Auditing and Accounting. 
Office Management, Economics, Salesmanship, Com
mercial, Spanish, English. Eater Any Time. 

1 W. Lake St., Minneapolis, Minn. 
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