
•" f • • : , 1 SB ..... 
3= 

T-IV „ /*•''« T*-<i«jp^JK,>• — -»; 

l»' .'it' 

^ «.«. -w? '. .^ • -r " '<* * I"~T* » 

T—TV 

J?<?P.* * ~'.?vSk >" > -TWSSf" .V^ V T " " f • . ?•« •• ;. 

THE CATHOLIC BULLETIN, DECEMBER 2,1922 ** 

PI 
D irPEPARATORV 

-Q[ 

DlLSINESS 
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THE COLLEGE OF ST. CATHERINE 
A STANDARD COLLEGE FOB WOMEN 

DERHAM HALL 
A COLLEGE PBEPABATOBV SCHOOL FOB GIBLS 

SAINT PAUL : t MINNESOTA 
ADDRESS, THE OFFICE Or THE DEAN 

ST. AGATHA CONSERVATORY 
OF MUSIC AND ART 

28 EA&T EXCHANGE ST. COR. CCD AH, ST. PAVI. 
Piano, Harmony, Violin, Mandolin, Guitar, Zither, Banjo, Voice, Elocution, 

Language, Painting, Drawing, China Decorating 

CnTT or lend for terms 
Pupil* may enter at any time 

Lessons given during vacation 

Sacred Heart Academy 
Mount Marty, Yankton, South Dakota 

Conducted by the Sis*ers of Si. Benedict. Offers four courses of High School 
Work. Each course covers a period of four years. 

ADDRESS: THE SECRETARY 

Learn to Prepare INCOME TAX STATEMENTS 
Thorough instruction in Income Tax Procedure and Law every 

Thursday night from 8 to 10 o'clock by J. A. Boulay, C. P. A. 
Day school always open and students are admitted any time. 

Any one of the following courses is a passport to a good business 
position: Bookkeeping, Accounting, Stenographic, Secretarial, and 
several specialized clerical training courses. 

Write, or phone South 0500 for information and catalog, s 

ws/swrss coz/sFG/r 

MINNEAPOLIS 2 West Lake Street - MINNESOTA 
Fully Accredited by tka National Association of Accredited Commercial School* 
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BUSINESS TRAINING 
Is your best investment. 
Start your training now. 

Day and Evening Classes 
Prospectus upon request. 

GLOB, 

"Leaders in Business Education" 
Garfield 4378 

2nd Floor Hamm Bldgr., St. Paul, Minn. T. F. MAM 
Vice l'r"-H)r 

CHRISTIAN TRAINING. 
Ta "The Barrier," that powerful 

novel from the pen of the great 
French Catholic novelist, Rene Bazin, 
there is a strong scene which is not 
without its lesson to some Catholic 
parents of today. Felicieu Limerel, 
who has lost his faith in Catholicism, 
charges his parents with being large
ly responsible for the disaster in the 
following vehement words: 

"I had an early Christian training; 
I recognized it. I received more re
ligious instruction and saw more ex
amples of faith among my masters 
than most men of my generation. 
That should have sufficed, and often 
has done, to build up a sound faith, 
but on one condition—that the family 
life should be in harmony with these 
instructions. I have seen at home 
too many examples which did not 
agree with the lessons taught at 
school, and I have learned to doubt. 
I have seen that you placed many 
things before religion—the whole 
life, or what is called by that name, 
the whirl of amusement, luxury, 
honors, the future, yours and perhaps 
mine also. I have seen that you failed 
to defend the principles I had once 
been taught to venerate, the men who 
had been held up to me as examples, 
and that you allowed matters to be 
freely discussed here in your house. 
I saw even that you approved this 
language which at first horrified me. 
The influences of your salon were not 
allowed a training in virtue. Who 
ever tried to divine my doubts and to 
answer them? Who ever interested 
themselves in my reading? I read 
everything without guidance. In 
short I never understood from the life 
here at home that religion was the 
law by which we should be guided. 
That is what I reproach you with. If 
you are after all a believer at heart, 
father, then you should have made of 
my childish faith, the law, the light, 
the strength of my life. I- have none 
of all these—neither law, nor strength, 
nor joy. If you are a believer, and if 
what you believe exists, from what a 
heaven you have banished me!" 

And the story goes on to tell that 
Felicien's parents were forced to 
acknowledge the justice of their son's 
merciless indictment. The mother 
confessed with tears that the religion 
of the Limerel family was founded on 
"respectability." 

The perusal of this passage may 
give some other Catholic parents a 
qualm of conscience. There are Catho
lic parents who perhaps send their 
children to a Catholic school, but who 
counteract the lesson there taught by 
the example of their home life. For 
the stable principles" of religion and 
belief in a future life, they substitute 
the fluctuating standards of worldli-
ness, love of pleasure, material suc
cess and social advantage. 

To the iron law of God, they prefer 

the elastie code of Respectability. 
They surround the domestic circle 
with an atmosphere hostile to the in
fluences of the Catholic classroom, 
by open ci'iticism of the Church and 
those in authority. Perhaps they 
teach their boys and girls to pat
ronize their clergy and grow up with 
the snobbish notion that they are con
ferring a favor on religion by going 
to church. 

The childre* of such parents after 
they have recovered from the be
wildering experience of trying to 
reconcile the contradictory attitude of 
the parents with Catholic teaching, 
first begin to doubt, then to criticize, 
and end by becoming that weak and 
watery anomaly, the compromising 
Catholic. 

As Father Hull remarks about such 
children in the Bombay Examiner: 
"Having been accustomed at home 
from their tender years to hear the 
Church's tenets and decrees belittled, 
and her rulers carped at, it is small 
wonder that when they become men 
and women their Catholicism is mere
ly a 'religion of respectability/ quite 
devoid of vitality and depth, useful 
indeed on Sundays, profitable only 
for this world, useless for eternity:" 
—The Pilot. 

PAUL CLAUDEL. 

Writer of Miracle Plays. 

In the course of a recent lecture by 
Miss Katherine Bregy, of Philadelphia, 
on Paul Claudel, the speaker stated 
that she would not be surprised to 
see, within the next few years, Claudel 
societies formed all over the coun
try, just as societies for the study 
of Browning were organized some 
years ago. Clatfclel, she said, is our 
contemporary Christian mystic, writ
ing in French, just as Maeterlink is 
our contemporary pagan mystic, writ 
ing in French. Claudel, Who lived for 
two years in the United States, is 
known almost solely here through 
Yale University Press, which has fa 
thered the translations of his works. 
The production, during the coming 
winter, of one of his plays, "The Tid
ings Brought to Mary," which has been 
presented in Germany as well as 
France, has been promised by the The
ater Guild of New York. Miss Bregy 
reviewed this play, also "The Sabbath 
Rest," "Christmas Eve, 1914," "Tete 
d'Or" and "The Exchange." 

That Claudel was a predestined 
writer of miracle plays was one of 
the statements made by the speaker. 
In these, dramas the reader finds him
self more interested in the miracle 
than in the play. He has written two 
thrilling' books of war poems in addii 

tion to many dramas, some of which 
are actable and some of which are not. 
Before the war he was one of the most 
tremendous subtle forces in French 
literature. There is great variety in 
his writings, Miss Bregy said, which 
have been influenced by the countries 
in which he has lived in diplomatic 
service, mainly in the East. He was 
in China for a time and is now French 
Ambassador to Japan. 

An outline of the life of Paul 
Claudel was given by Miss Bregy in 
her most entertaining lecture. He was 
born in Picardy in 1868, and served 
in various countries at diplomatic 
posts. During his young manhood he 
was an unbeliever, and his reversion 
to the Catholic Church was at the age 
of 26 years. At the outbreak of the 
war he was French Consul at Ham
burg. 

His art was described as vast and 
beautiful and his fondness for large 
classic themes was dwelt upon. He 
was described as a soldier, saint and 
poet, all in one, who dares to bring 
Catholic mysticism into the modern 
theater. 

THE GIRL WHO IS ON THE FENCE. 

"Well, if I were in her place I would 
have a little conviction about some
thing and I would stand firm on that 
conviction, and not be forever on the 
fence!" 

"Dear me, of whom are you speak
ing in that positive manner?" asked 
Mrs. Burton of her daughter, Edith. 
"You certainly speak with conviction 
enough." 

"I wish that Lucy Moore had a little 
more conviction," replied Edith. "You 
never know where she stands about 
anything. You never can tell any
thing about where these on-the-fence 
people stand. I like people who have 
fixed convictions about things. Don't 
you?" 

Mrs. Burton was quite sure that she 
did, and she said: 

"People who are moved by every 
wind of doctrine always lack force 
of character and courage. They are 
never leaders and they are uncertain 
followers, no matter how great their 
leaders may be. They are will-o'-the-
wisp kind of people who in time come 
to have the reputation of being unre
liable to the extent of saying one 
thing and doing another." 

This is a fact so firmly established 
that any girl who knows herself to 
be "on the fence" in her convictions 
cannot do a better thing than to stand 
on firm gx-ound as soon as possible, 

Saint Clare School of Education 
WINONA, MINNESOTA 

An Institution for the Professional Training of Sister^ 
-for Parochial Grade Schools 

TOST GRADE CERTIFICATES 
lamed on Saint Clare School of Education Diploma by 

State Department of Education for Minnesota 

College of St. Scholastica 
BULUTH.MINN. 

University Affiliation • r | Standard College Courses 

- High School, Commercial and Preparatory Courses, 
Music, Art, Elocution 

SPECIALIZED TRAINING 
This is the age of Specialization. The young man or woman who has completed 

a course in our school knows the fundamentals underlying modern business methods 
and is the one wanted in the business world. 

EnroU today! In our day or evening classes. Call Main 5959 for any Infor
mation. N 

M/mmpons 

Y«lly Accredited by the National Associativa if 
Accredited Commercial Schools 

HlCOLLET AT NINTH ST. MINNEAPOLIS, MINNESOTA 

Reprehensible is the fashion of read
ing the unwholesome literature which 
iB often paraded under the name of 
light summer fiction. Truly, there is 
nothing light about bad books. On 
the contrary they are weighted vith 
the heavy freight of their own nox
ious poisons. 

ST. JOSEPH'S ACADEMY 
A thoroughly equipped High School for Girb 

SISTERS OF ST. JOSEPH 
SAINT PAUL* MINN. Telephone Dais 9531 

AFTER HIGH SCHOOL OR COLLEGE 
Our thorough, intensive course in 
practical business subjects will 
prove of inestimable value. The 
young man or woman who pos
sesses an adequate training in office 
methods and practice leads those 
without such training, in earning 
and in promotion to supervisory 
and managerial positions. 
Let us give you that training NOW, 

_ in day or evening school. 
We offer courses of a few months .to two years* 
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LINCOLN'S TRIBUTE TO CATHO
LIC SISTERS. 

When the monument to the "Nuns 
of the Battlefield" is erected at Wash
ington, T>. C., in the near future, the 
fine memorial will carry on its reverse 
side this glowing tribute to the Sisters 
who served in the Civil War, paid by 
the martyred President, Abraham Lin
coln: 

"Of all the forms of charity and 
benevolence seen in the crowded 
wards of the hospitals, those of some 
Catholic Sisters were among the most 
efficient. I never knew whence they 
came or what the name of their order. 
,More lovely than anything I have ever 
seen in art, so long devoted to illus
trations of love, mercy and charity, 
are the pictures that remain of those 
modest Sisters going on their errands 
of mercy among the suffering and the 
dying. Gentle and womanly, yet with 
the courage of soldiers leading a for
lorn hope, to sustain them in contact 
with such horrors. As they went from 
cot to cot distributing the medicines 
prescribed, or administering the cool

ing, strengthening draughts as di
rected, they were veritable angels of 
mercy. Their words were suited to 
every sufferer. One they incited and 
encouraged, another they calmed and 
soothed. With every soldier they con
versed about his home, his wife, his 
children, all the loved ones he was 
soon to see again if he was obedient 
and patient. How many times have I 
seen them exorcise pain by their pres
ence or their words. How often has 
the hot forehead of the soldier grown 
cool as one of these Sisters bathed it. 
How often has he been refreshed, en
couraged and assisted along the road 
to convalescence, when he would 
otherwise have fallen by the way, by 
the home memories with which these 
unpaid nurses filled his heart!" 

At this time in our national life 
when dark-lantern societies are assail
ing Catholics here in America and 
heaping abuse on Catholic institutions 
and everything Catholics hold dear, the 
words of Lincoln are to arise in bronze 
to stand for all time, as'the tribute of 
our greatest American President to 
the Sisterhoods. 

THE CHILDREN'S HOUR. 
<Continued from page 6.> 

much. Her sureness that she is always 
right is dreadfully annoying—and her 
self-complacency. I've let it worry me 
so, somehow I know I haven't been 
able to give her credit for half her 
Wod qualities." 

"And I've been just as -bad about 
it* if not worse," Rebecca said prompt
ly. "In fact, I can hardly hear her 
name mentioned without thinking of 
that one unpleasant way of hers—and 
talking about it, too. Do you suppose— 
if we just made ourselves turn about 
sharply and begin thinking of the 
other side of her for a change it 
would help?" v . 

"I think probably it would," Amy 
returned thoughtfully., * 

HVelJ. then to start in, at a fresh 
eijd," Rebecca smiled, "there is one 
splendid thing about Lennie—she's 
reliable as can be, we always know 
where to find her and -can count on 
her when she promises to do a thing." 

. ?"Yes, indeed, we can, and that 
ca, "Some girls .who have. ever so 

means F great deal," assented Rebec-
much pleasauter ways don't begin to 
be so reliable as Lennie. .Remember 
how she went through all that storm 
to the Old Ladies' Home—the only 
one of us who did venture out that 
day—because she couldn't bear to 
have them disappointed?" 

"Yes, that was fine of her. Of 
course she did rub it in to the rest 
of us afterward how we hadn't had 
equal courage, but that's just Len-
nie's way. She doesn't mean anything 
by it,'' Amy added. Then she laughed 
a little. "There I've gone back to 
our old stock grievance against Len
nie after all!" 

"Yes, we're back to the hard place 
in the seam—to push our simile—" 
smiled Rebecca. "But it really does 
not seem, quite so bad now, does it?" 

' •- -^-Observer. 

THE LEAST OF THREE1 

Not1 long ago there lived in the city 
of Marseilles an old shoemaker, loved 
and honored bv all his neighbors, who 

I *" ft* ~ a*/-
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called hipi "Father Martin." One 
Christmas Eve, Father Martin, who 
had been reading the story of the 
three Wise Men who brought their 
gifts to the Infant Jesus, said to him
self: 

"If only tomorrow were the first 
Christmas Day and the Savior were 
coming to this world tonight, how I 
would serve and adore Him! I know 
very well what I would give Him." 

He arose and took from a shelf two 
little shoes. "Here is what I would 
give Him; my finest work! How 
pleased His Mother would be! But 
what am I thinking of?" he continued, 
smiling. "Does the Savior need my 
poor shop and my shoes?" 

That night Father Martin had a 
dream. He thought that the voice of 
Jesus Himself said to him: 

"Martin, you have wished to see Me. 
Watch the street tomorrow from 
morning until evening, for I shall pass 
your window. But you must try your 
best to recognize Me, for I shall not 
make Myself known to you.,{-

When he awoke the next morning 
Father Martin, convinced that what 
he had dreamed would surely take 
place, hastened to put his shop in or
der, lighted his fire, drank his coffee, 
and then seated himself at the 
window to Vatch the passersby. He 
had often seen the picture of Jesus 
in the churches, so he felt sure he 
would know Him when He went by. 

The first person he saw was a poor 
street sweeper who was trying to 
warm himself—for it was bitter cold. 

"Poor man!" said Martin to him
self. "He must be very cold. Sup
pose I offer him a cup of coffee!" 

He tapped on the window and call-
ed to the man, who did not have to 
be urged to accept the steaming cof
fee. — 

After watching in vain for an hour, 
Martin saw a young woman, misera
bly clothed, carrying a baby. She 
was so pale and thin that the heart 
of the poor cobbler was touched, and 
he called to her: "You don't look very 
well," he said. 

"I am going to the hospital," re
plied the woman. "I hope they will 
take me in with my child. My hus
band is at sea, and I've been expect
ing him home for three months. I 
am sick and haven't a sou." 

"Poor thing!" said the old man. 
"You must eat some bread while you 
are getting warm. No. Well, take a 
cup of milk for the little one. Come, 
warm yourself, and let me take the 
baby. Why! You haven't his shoes 
on." */ 

"He hasn't any," sighed the poor 
woman. 

"Wait a minute. I have a pair that 
will just suit." 

And the old man brought the shoes 
which he had looked at- the evening 

before, and put them on the child's 
feet. They fitted perfectly. The 
young woman went away, full of 
gratitude, and Father Martin went 
back to his post. 

Hour after hour passed by, and, al
though many people had passed the 
window, the Master did not come. 
When it grew dark the old man sad
ly began to prepare his humble sup
per. 

"It was a dream," he murmured. 
"Well; I did hope. But He has not 
come." 

After supper he fell asleep in his 
chair. Suddenly the room seemed full 
of the people whom he had aided dur
ing the day, and each one asked of 
him in turn, "Have you not seen Me?" 

"But who are you?' cried the shoe
maker to all these visions. 

Then the little child pointed to the 
Bible on the table, and his rosy finger 
showed the old man this passage: "I 
was hungry and you gave Me to eat; 
I was thirsty and you gave Me to 
drink; I was a stranger and you took 
Me in Amen I say to you, as 
long as you did it to one of these, My 
least brethren, you did it to Me." 

BOYS THAT SUCCEED1. 

. "A new boy came into our office 
today," said a wholesale grocery 
merchant to his wife at the" supper 
table. "He was hired by the firm 
at the request of the senior member, 
who thought the boy gave promise 
of good things. But I feel sure that 
the boy will be out of office in less 
than a week." 

"What makes yon 'think so?" in
quired his wife. 

"Because the very first thing he 
wanted to know was just exactly how 
much he was ^expected to do." 

"Perhaps you will yet change your 
mind about him." 

"Perhaps I shall," replied the mer
chant, "but I don't think so." 

Three days later the business man 
said to his wife: ' "About that boy 
you remember I mentioned 4 two or 
three days ago. Well, he is the b®st 
boy who ever entered the store." 

"How did you find that out?" 
"In the easiest way in the world. 

The first day after the boy began to 
work, he performed very faithfully 
and systematically the exact duties 
assigned to him, which he had been 
so careful to have explained to him. 
When he had finished he came to me 
and said: 'Mr.—, I have finished all 
the work, now what can I do?* 

'1 was a little surprised, but I gave 
him a little job of work and forgot 
all about him until he came into my 
room with the question: 'What next?' 
That settled it for me. He was the first 
boy that ever entered our office who 
wps w Uttng and volunteered to do mora « 

than was assigned to him. I predict 
a successful careef for that boy as a 
business man."—Liguorian. 

STORY OF ST. ANTHONY. 

A highly instructive story which 
elucidates something of the virtue of 
humility is told of St. Anthony. The 
Saint was living in the wilderness, 
where he led a hard and very strict 
life, superior in this respect, perhaps, 
to any led by others of the time. 

Once, however, there came to him 
a voice from Heaven, which said: 

"Anthony, thou art not so perfect 
as is a cobbler that dwelleth in Alex
andria." 

When he heard this, the great 
Saint took his staff and travelled un
til he came to Alexandria and found 
the cobbler. The latter was surpris
ed to see so reverend a father come 
to his house. 

Anthony said to him: "Come and 
tell me thy whole conversation, and 
how thou spendest thy time." 

"Sir," said the cobbler, "as for me, 
goods works have I none, for my life 
is but simple and slender; I am but a 
poor cobbler. In the morning, when 
I rise, I pray for the whole city 
wherein I dwell, especially for all 
such neighbors and poor friends as 
I have. After, I set me at my labor, 
where I spend the whole day in get
ting my living, and I keep me from all 
falsehood, for I hate nothing so much 
as I do deceitfulness. 

"Wherefore, when I make any man 
a promise I keep it, and perform it 
truly; and thus I spend my time poor
ly with my wife and children, whom 
I teach and instruct as far as my 
wit will serve me, to love and fear 
God. And this is the sum of my sim-
PIe 

AN OLD-FASHIONED FATHER; 

In his booklet, "The Christian Fa
ther," Bishop Egger of St. Gall re
lates the following: "While I was a 
student,! once spent my vacation with 
a good Catholic family in the Western 
part of Switzerland. We were just 
at dinner when the door opened and 
the eldest son entered. He had been 
at a college in southern Germany and 
joyfully returned home for his vaca
tion. I noticed that the father's 
countenance suddenly wore a frown, 
and before his son had closed the door 
behind him, he called out, 'Where 
have you been to Mass today?' The 
young man stammered att excuse say
ing, 'The stagecoach (it was previous 
to the time of railroads) left B. this 
morning at 6 o'clock, and consequently 
I oould not get a chance to go to 
Mass before.' * • 

"The fatberrefusedio eb*ke hands, . 

treated him as a stranger and had 
him waited on at table like a guest 
at a hotel. Next day it required the 
mother's mediation before the father 
would recognize the young man as his 
son, and before he would again speak 
to him and treat him as one belong
ing to his family. In all my expe
riences," remarks the Bishop, "I re
member but few incidents that im
pressed me more forcibly than did 
this lesson given on the duty to as
sist at Mass on Sunday."—Sentinel of 
the Blessed Sacrament. 

MIXED PRONOUNS. 

Laura liked to play hooky, but had 
difficulty in getting away with it, be
cause every time she was absent from 
school the teacher sent a note to her 
mother. So one day she decided to 
try if she could not circumvent this 
embarrassing procedure. From a pay 
station she got the teacher on the 
wire, and said, disguising her voice as 
well as she was able: 

"I am calling up to tell you that 
Laura Lewis will not be at school to
day." 

"Oh, all right," replied the teacher. 
"Who is this speaking?" 

And poor Laura, to the unexpected 
question, answered: 

"This is my mother."—Everybody's. 

THE POOR ABANDONED SOULS. 

From lowest deeps they cry to us in 
pain, 

Our dear, dead friends, and must they 
• cry in vain? 

For we may help them their great 
debt to pay 

To God's ju3t law, then pray for them 
today! 

Pray for the dead, not only for your 
own, 

The kindred dead, the friends beloved 
and known, 

But for the poor abandoned souls in 
need, 

Remember then,-in dire distress they 
plead. * 

With none to pray for them, alone 
they grope * 

In their deep night, forgotten, they 
still hope ' * . 

That you will pray today for their 
release; 

The poor abandoned souls, God grant 
them peace! 

God Vest their souls! Belease them 
from the fire \ 

That purges them from' sin, grant 
their desire. 

Our aims will aid them, Jbow this 
thought consoles! 

Then pray today for abandoned souls. 

Retailing. 
"I saw your ad., 'Wanted—A Man to 

Retail Canaries.'" 
"Yes, and are you ready to go to 

work?" 
"I don't want the job. What I want 

to know is how did they lose their 
tails?" 

» • • 
, How it is at College: 

At one of the dormitories of a well-
known college for women two young 
housemaids were comparing notes on 
academic life. 

"Well," said Norah, dimpling, "the 
faculty has brains, and the college 
girls have the clothes; but believe me, 
the maids have the looks!"—Co-Opera
tor. 

• * * 
Two Gentlemen. 

Father Tom Burke and a certain 
"gentleman" met in a path so narrow 
that it was with difficulty they could 
pass each other. 

The "gentleman" said: "I never 
make room for a blackguard." 

Father Tom, stepping politely aside, 
replied: "Well, I do." ^ 

» » * 

Mabel's Cigars. / « 
"Who was over to see you last 

night?" demanded the stern father. 
. "Why, no one but Mabel, dad," 

fibbed the daughter. 
"Mabel—huh! Well next time please 

ask Mabel not to be so careless. I 
found her half-smoked cigar on the 
piano this morning." — BverpboWs 
Magazine for November. • , 

• * • 

Something Never Told. 
Lady of the house—The milk you. 

left this morning was sour, Mr. JOtles. 
Aggrieved Dairyman—There you 

are, Mum! If there's any complaint 
the poor niilkman soon hears of it; 
but you never tell 'im when the milk 
ain't sour, do yer?—Punch (London). 

* • ' • 
Northern Impertlnertos. 

At Southern railway stations it is 
the custom of darkies to sell chicken 
patties and other delicacies to pas
sengers. A passenger who had en
joyed a patty and was leaning out of 
the window to buy another, asked, of 
the dusky salesman: 

"Where do you get your "chicken?" 
The darkey rolled his eyes. "You-

all f'om de No'th, aint you, sah?" he 
queried. 

"YW' was the reply "But why do 
you ask that?" 

" 'Case, sah! No* gem m'n f'om de j 
South eber asks a nigger wfo&r he gttf 
his *hicfcefc" % » , w • » 
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