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Call or send for term* Lessons given during vacation 

Sacred Heart Academy 
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Condmcted by the Sis*ers of St. Benedict. Offers four courses of High School 
Work. Each coarse 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. 

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

Writer or phone South 0500 iot information and catalog!, 
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MASCOT AND OTHER SUPERSTI 
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BUSINESS TRAINING 
% \ Is your best investment. 11 
j 5 jL& 1 Start your training now. I  ̂

\" -̂WJ Evdiieig Classes *9 ̂  
\ w Prospectus upon request. I \ 

' w "" ^ GLOBr—^ 

G. S. STEPHENS 
President. 
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A Protestant missionary bishop, re
turned home from India, remarks the 
Liverpool Catholic Times, has been 
saying somo strong things about the 
fashionable craze for mascots. "It is 
too awful," he says, "to find Christian 
people believing in these things. It 
simply horrifies me." Last week a 
wretched criminal on his trial for a 
particularly horrible murder, appear
ed at the Old Bailey with a sprig of 
"lucky" white heather in his button
hole, and on one of the days of his 
trial was allowed to place on the rail 
of the dock a little toy duck' and a 
champagne cork. During the great 
war, a battalion about to leave' Lon
don for the western front paraded for 
the distribution to officers and men of 
a lucky mascot. It was an ugly little 
figure of hard wood about an inch 
long, the "Touchwood Mascot," pro
duced and advertised by an enterpris
ing firm that was trading on popular 
superstition. Not long ago, a jeweler 
in a fashionable street displayed in his 
shop window a number of jade talis
mans, bearing the image of one of the 
old Maori idols, ^ith a letter from a 
sporting nobleman certifying that, 
since he had bought one of them, his 
horses had run better and won sever
al races. One finds in homes and 
sometimes in the office of a hard-head
ed business man an eastern idol, in
stalled as a lucky mascot. Sometimes 
it is the elephant-headed Ganesa, the 
Hindu god of good fortune, sometimes 
a sleepy-looking figure of Buddha. It 
is remarkable that the craze prevails 
among the educated as widely as 
among the ignorant, and the designing 
and production of mascot charms has 
developed into an important industry. 

The whole thing is, like various 
other forms of superstition, a survival 
of paganism, and with the widespread 
loss of Christian belief and neglect of 
Christian practice it is no wonder 
there has been this new outbreak of 
the mascot,mania ift Europe and Amer
ica. The Church has always contend
ed against it. Every Catholic child 
who learns the catechism is taught 
that "trusting to charms, omens, 
dreams and such like fooleries" is not 
only folly but also a sin against the 
offensive, and the mention of the Cross 
as belonging to the same order of 
ideas as the foolish and often repul
sive objects used as superstitious 
charms suggests that the eminent 
specialist does not really know what 
the Christian ideal is. "V 
First Commandment. 

Survival of Heattwnfirti. * 
An eminent mental specialist, Dr. 

Bernard Hollander, has been inter
viewed on the subject by the London 
"Daily Express." Dr. Hollander says 
some sensible things on the subject, 

but at the same time shows a certain 
lack of clear thinking. Thus he says: 

"Mascots are certainly a survival of 
heathenism, but a necessity of human 
nature. They are simply symbols, and 
as such not more unchristian than the 
symbols of the Church—the Cross for 
example." 

He is quite right In his description 
of the mascot craze as a survival of 
heathenism. But as to its being a 
"necessity of human nature," he is 
using words in a misleading sense, 
with a loose inaccuracy that one does 
not expect from a scientific specialist. 
He really means that human nature 
is liable to fall into this absurdity. 
If it were a "necessity" of human na
ture all human beings would be nec
essarily practicing it. Food and sleep 
are "necessities of human nature," so 
is a certain amount of liquid to drink. 
But although numbers of people are 
inclined to laziness, alcoholic excess, 
gluttony and drugging, it does not fol
low that these vices are "necessities 
of human nature." 

Again, mascots and other charms 
are not "simply symbols." The badge 
of a regiment, a college, or a cricket 
club is "simply a symbol." It has no 
superstitious meaning; its wearer has 
no idea that it brings him good for
tune and preserves him from death or 
accident. The reference to Christian 
symbolism as a phase of the mascot 
folly is not only absurd but flagrantly 

BEAUTIFUL HISTORIC LIMERICK. 

Limerick has always been consid
ered a point of great importance in 
most of the Yars that have swept 
over the storm-ridden Emerald Isle. 
It is located where the River Shan
non flows, near the head of the un
broken stretches of the green Vale of 
Tipperary. The portion of the river 
immediately above the city is with
out navigation, for 15 miles of rush
ing torrents, of falls and rapids make 
the passage of any kind of boat im
possible. Above these obstructions, 
however,. the river flows from its 
origin, far to the north, through ten 
counties, widening into stretches of 
placid lake along'which boats sail as 
far as the ford of historic Athlone. 

That five-line stanza which most 
of us are guilty of attempting to com
pose at various times in our careers, 
made the town as well as Edward 
Lear, famous.And many notables, 
such as Rudyard Kipling, George du 
Maurier, Gelett Burgess and Carolyn 
Wells, have tried their hand at pen
ning it. 

How Limericks Originated. 
It is said that the composition of 

limericks originated «as a form of 
Amusement when a crowd of people 
gathered for a pleasant evening in 
the Irish town. Each person was sup
posed to compose a stanza in turn, 
and the following chorus was sung 
after each new rhyme in order to 

give the next contributor time to get 
his limerick ready: 
"O, won't you come up, come up, 

come up, 
O, won't you come up to Limerick? 

O, won't you come, come all the way 
up, 

Come all the way up to Limerick?" 
The town, which occupies both 

sides of the river as well as King's 
Island, is about 130 miles from Dub
lin. Its bacon-curing industry, its 
creameries, its condensed milk fac
tories, and its salmon fisheries keep 
busy its Rory O'Mores and its pretty 
little Irish colleens, the glances of 
whose beautiful blue eyes are like 
to prove as fatal as those of Kate 
Kearney. Limerick fishhooks are 
celebrated, and though the Limerick 
lace, worked upon a fine quality of 
net, derived its name from the city, 
it is mostly made in other portions of 
the island at present. 

Limerick has had a past. It was 
the ancient Regia of Ptolemy; the 
Danes desired it for a long while be
fore they finally occupied it in the 
ninth century; and in 1210, King 
John visited it and built forts upon 
its coveted soil. The dethroned James 
II of England made it his last strong
hold. On the island in the river the 
ancient Limerick had its beginnings, 
and today its maze of crooked streets 
and its old cathedral, dating from 1170, 
are important points of interest. 
Romance, Poetry and Famous Bells. 

Limerick also lias her romance and 
poetry. All Irishmen , may well be 
proud of Gerald Griffin, whose "Eileen 
Aroon" is a lyric of the teuderest and 
most musical quality. The bells of 
Limerick are famous for their beau
tiful tone. 

HOW OLD IS LONDON* 

Nd one knows. There was* a town 
there before the Romans came to 
Britain, called Caeer-Lud, or City of 
Lud, and 66 years before Christ there 
was a King Lud. Geoffrey of Mon
mouth said the foundation was laid 
1,000 years B. C., and after being 
ruled over by 58 kings, the city ^as 
walled in by King Lud, whence the. 
name Ludgate Hill. But that is open 
to question. It is much more reason
able to suppose .that Ludgate Hill 
took the name from tha Floodgate of 
Fleet River. The present name of the 
city is derived from the Latin 
Londinium, a Roman station. They 
built the bid city walls, and Watling 
street is a part of the old Roman road 
from Dover to Chester. It is claimed 
by some antiquarians that the great 
fish market, Billingsgate, takes its 
name from a gate erected to King 
Belin 420 years B. C., but this is all 
vague tradition, and no more suscep
tible of proof than that the City of 
York was founded as far back as when 
David reigned In Judea. The old part 
of London in the Roman days was only 
about a mile in circuit. 
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To train for the excellent posi t ions  and opportunities soon to oper in the 
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A BIT OF STRATEGY. 

One day in spring a young girl, 
^ho had been visiting friends in the 
ountry, stepped on one of the elec

tric ears which pass a great railway 
station. Beside her suitcase and a 
variety of parcels in all shapes and 
sizes, she carried a bunch of flowers, 
the fragrance of which pervaded the 
car. 
. A little woman in black sat beside 
the girl, and she looked at the flow
ers with eyes that seemed to be look
ing back into bygone years. In spite 
of an air of refinement, her dress 
showed poverty and the girl knew that 
here was one whose circumstances 
had been better. Notwithstanding the 
wilfulness with which her seat mate 
looked at the bouquet, the girl did 
not venture to offer it to her. The 
sensitive pride in every line of the 
delicate old face forbade it. 4 

But the generous impulse in the 
kindly young heart was too strong 
to bo thwarted, and in a minute or 
two the girl had formulated a plan of 
action. Turning to the old lady and 
holding up the flowers, she said, "It 
seems too bad to bring them so far 

and then have to throw them away, 
doesn't it?" 

"Throw them away?" the old lady 
repeated in shocked tones. "My dear, 
don't think of it." 

"But I've got so much to carry," 
said the girl, gravely, though her 
eyes twinkled under the long lashes. 
"My cousins came down to the train 
with me, so I did not mind it much 
at the end, but when I got off the 
train here I dropped these.things and 
the brakeman had to pick them up 
for me. And when I leave this car 
I don't know how I shall manage it 
with such a load. Would you mind," 
she hesitated a minute. "Would you 
care for them? I'd be sorry to bother 
you if it was trouble, but really they're 
too pretty to-throw away." 

The old lady took the flowers, look
ing as if she did not quite kn,ow 
whether she was doing a favor or ac
cepting one, but evidently feeling too 
delighted to trouble herself over that 
fine point. And the girl whose tact had 
been more than a match for the other's 
pride left the car carrying away a 
memory even sweeter than the 
fragrance of the flowers. # " 

. . .THE...  
CHILDREN'S HOUR 

A GUEST UNINVITED. 

If Bill had been a bona fide burglar 
~-union card and everything, he would 
not have made the error of breaking 
into that particular house. He was 
only a tyro, he had much to learn about 
house picking; and so he made the 
professional blunder, a mistake that 
cost him a night's loot and even in
trigued him from his new and excit
ing pursuit. 

In a strange town, hungry and un-
shaved, frayed and discouraged, Bill 
turned from a cold and jobless world 
to the temptation of a half-opened 
window on the second floor of a big 
house at whose kitchen door he had 
intended merely to ask for a hand
out. The house was in darkness, and 
t^ more he gazed at that inviting 
window the less he thought about 

^knocking at the door. It tCas a win-
^ dow easy to achieve, thanks to a trel

lis, and Bill achieved it with a quiet 

agility that would have won the ad
miration of any fair-minded cat. 

He found himself in a room in 
which there was no light except that 
of the street arc, which threw its path 
across the bed and beyond. And 
there with her back to him knelt a 
woman, hands clasped in prayer, face 
upturned to the little altar with its 
dimly seen statue of the Blessed Vir
gin. And as she kneels there en rap
port with the Infinite, and Bill hesi
tates just inside the window, it gives 
you time to learn that the amateur 
burglar had violated sanctuary indeed. 

Were you but fortunate enough to 
know Mrs. Angel, house mother and 
mentor of the Women's club, were 
you but fortunate enough to know her 
and to love her, as every one in St. 
Xavier's parish knows and loves her, 
you would agree that even her name 
w^s providentially bestowed. If there 
is nothing in a name as sage and poet 
affirm, then Mrs. Angel is the excep
tion to prove the rule. Of the earth 
and yet not earthly, motherly, gentle, 
sympathetically human, yet spiritual
ly of the elect, her silver hair a crown 
of long service in the ways of God. 
her wnile a benediction, her very soul 
an unlifting song, Mrs. Angel is the 

personification of the great heart of 
womankind. 

A widow these many years, and 
without children upon whom to lavish 
her love, Mrs. Angel could no more 
confine within her heart all the ten
derness and charity of her exception
al nature than could the boundless sea 
prison itself within a cup. Those who 
come into the radiant circle of her 
graciousness are the richer for her 
friendship, the better for even know
ing her, even having her occasional 
handclasp, her glorious smile, her 
"God bless you." 

You may be one of the altar boys 
at St. Xavier's, or a bootblack, or a 
neophyte of the Young Ladies' Sodal
ity, and she will meet you with a 
playful pinch of the cheek, or an arm 
around your shoulder and she will 
call you "dear." You may be the 
policeman on the beat, the ding-dong 
scissors grinder, 'the ash collector, 
even a book-agent, and she nominates 
you a dear. You may be her father 
confessor, you may be even the Bish
op himself; whatever you are you are 
"dear" to Mrs. Angel. Moreover, you 
like it. Man does not live, or woman, 
who does not instantly and instinc
tively recognize the true mother heai;t. 
To this beautiful woman all her world 
is dear. How dear to all her world 
is Mrs. Angel. 

Of course* Bill could not divine all 
this, and yet, in the moment of his 
pause at the window, he vaguely real
ized that he was "in wrong." But 
the die was cast. Here, he was and 
would have to go on with it. He 
couldn't *be a yellow quitter at the 
very start of his career. He simply 
had to carry it through in profession
al style, come what would. 

With right hand in readiness at hip 
pocket, Bill took three stealthy steps 
forward before the creaking of a board 
brought Mrs. Angel to her feet with a 
grasp of surprise. 

With rare presence ot mini, Bill 
hoarsely whispered: 

"Put up your hands!" v 

And Mrs. Angel, with equal, or su
perior presence of mind, did put up 
one hand—to press a wall button that 
flooded the room with light. 

They eyed each other for a fleeting 
moment and if it be true that a clear 
conscience gjves courage, can there 
be any doubt as to which of them was 
in greater fear? 

Contrary to tradition, there was no 
feminine scream, no rush on the part 
of the intruder. Bill was not an espe
cially sensitive being, but he certain
ly hod not counted on meeting such 
a nice faced lady, prayer beads in 
her hand, standing alongside a statue 
of God's Mother. He did not so much 
mind putting up a fight with a cop or 
any other man, if cornered, but he 
certainly couldn't fight with this wom
an, although any second now she 
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might yell or faint or push another 
button, and have the whole house on 
him. i 

It was awkward, to say the least, 
and he wished he were out of there. 
Bill didn't know just what to say or 
do under the circumstances, so he 
took off his cap and bowed to her. 

And thus the situation came quite 
into the hands of the dear lady, as 
situations always did. She came to
ward him with a stately— 

"Well, of all things! And you came 
in that window! Do you know that 
you could have frightened the life out 
of me?" 

"I'm sorry, lady,,r said Bill. "It's 
the wrong house. I won't do any 
harm, madam. I'll climb right down 
again." 

"You'll do nothing of the kind," 
said she. "And I don't intend to call 
the police. You haven't a wicked face, 
and I don't think you're a bad young 
man at all. Why do you do such a 
thing as this?" 

But before Bill could answer, she 
had come over to him and h^d reach
ed out her hand, over the palm of 
which were woiind the beads, and 
touched his arm. 

"My dear young man," said Mrs. 
Angel, oh, so gently, "are you hun
gry?" 

It came with all naturalness from 
the bottom of her mother heart, but 
the reader can judge if she could have 
said anything better calculated to en
slave the good will of him who had 
come to steal, if she could have said 
anything to make him feel better, or, 
in another sense, to make him feel 
worse. 

"Missus, I'm awful hungry. But if 
you'll let me go, I'll—" 

She put up a staying hand, as one 
who could not let a favored guest de
part so soon. She led him into her 
spotless kitchen and backed him into 
a comfortable chair. Then she busied 
herself with slabs of cold meat and 
slices of white bread, well buttered, 
and steaming coffee. And as she 
worked she talked to him, explaining 
to him that this building was the 
Women's club, a made-over mansion 
of other days; that there was nothing 
in the house worth stealing, and that 
he need have no fear of discovery, as 
the janitor and his wife were away for 
the night t and that she was alone in 
the place. 

And, after he had ravenously dis
patched five sandwiches, three cups 
of coffee and half a pie, she sewed a 
rent in his coat, smiled at him, made 
him feel ill at ease, listened to his 
experiences in search of work, his dis
couragements, his decision to steal. 
She asked him about his mother. She 
listened when he told of that mother, 
and who cannot be eloquent on that 
subject? She patted his shoulder in 
understanding when the tears coursed 

down his face, and he made embar
rassed efforts to wipe them away with 
his rough sleeve. 

For an hour Mrs. Angel talked and 
reasoned with Bill, a magic hour in 
which the powerful alchemy of noble 
womanhood cleared away the tarnish 
and brought again to light the man 
within, a magic hour that saw the 
penitent empty his inner pockets of 
two watches and a ring that he had 
"lifted" during the day, Mrs. Angel 
explaining* how she could restore 
them to their owners by means of 
newspaper advertisements, and no 
questions asked. An(i, finally, she 
pressed upon him money for a night's 
lodging downtown, which he could re
pay later if he liked, and she went 
with him to the front door, no slink
ing thief now, put a man with cour
age, even joy, in Bis heart, a young 
man who was to work his way back 
home, a young man who was never 
to steal again. 

Bill said such words of gratitude as 
his emotional confusion permitted, 
and Mrs. Angel gave him a cheery 
good-bye as he backed away from the 
door. As he started down the street, 
he turned to wave a last farewell, but 
his benefactress was no longer cogniz
ant of him, for there in the shadow 
of the porch was a vagrant dog, shiv
ering with the cold and wagging a 
feeble, beggar tail. And Bill's depart
ing picture was that of Mrs. Angel 
coaxing the outcast into the house 
with a cordial: 

"Why, doggie, you're half frozen. 
Come right in, you poor dear." 

—The Magnificat. 

TtfE BAKER'S DOZEN. 

Sometimes when you are sent to 
the shop for a dozen cakes the baker 
will give you a "baker's dozen," or 
thirteen. Formerly, there was a heavy 
penalty for giving short weight of 
bread, and the baker was accustomed 
to throw in an extra loaf when twelve 
were ordered, so a£ to avoid all risk. 

OOLITE BOYS. 

Little points of etiquette distinguish 
the well bred boy from the poorly 
bred. An authority has formulated 
the following rules: 

'•Boys, if you want to be known as 
little gentlemen, remember that the 
following things should be done: 

"Hat-lifting in saying 'Good-bye' or 
'How do you do?' 

"Keep step with anyone you walk 
with. 

"Always precede a lady upstairs and 
ask her if yjw may precede her In 
passing through a crowd or public 
place. 

"Hat off the moment you enter a 

street door and when you step* into a 
private hall or office. 

"Let a lady pass first always, un
less she asks you to precede her. 

"In the^ parlor stand until every 
lady is seated. 

"Look people straight 1n the face 
when speaking or being spoken to. 

"Let ladies pass through a door first, 
standing aside for them. 

"In the dining room take year Beat 
last." 

SAY THIS QUICKLY. 
Betty Botter bought some butted 
"But," she said, "this butter's bitter. 
If I put it in my batter, 
It will make my batter bitter. 
But a bit of better butter 
Will surely make my batter better." 
So she bought a bit o' butter 
And made her bitter butter better* 
Better than the bitter butter,-
So 'twas better Betty Botter 
Bought a bit o' better butter. 

HIS SERVANTS SHALL SERVE 
? HIM. 

{Told of St. Thoma* Aqninae.) 
Earnestly the Father-Master taught 

his class one sunny day, 
Lifting to the light his spirit till his 

pupils caught its ray.' 
In a sudden inspiration when the les

son hour was o'er, 
Sought he their young heart? to 

fathom deeper than he had before. 
And he asked this searching question 

gently of his children seven— 
"By what holy thoughts are pictured 

- in your minds the joys of Heaven?" 

Each young voice made answer meek
ly, and the Master told the rest 

Of the holy monks at even three re
plies he deemed the best. 

Hugh has said with rays of sunshine 
falling on his golden hair, 

"Ever to be free from darkness! Oh, 
the joy of no night there!" 

Anthony had answered gravely— 
sorrow's steps had marked his 

" y e a r s — '  
"Surely thia Ig beatiflc—God shall 

"wipe away aft tears!" 

Downward then had glanced the. Mas
ter on the novice at his feet, 

And the humble, saintly Thomas told 
his thoughts in accents sweet: 

"So, I think, beloved Master, that this 
thought is heavenly bright,. 

Ever shall his servants serve him, 
jesting neither day nor nigh>." 

—Florence Brooks, 

of winter to a well-stored bee hire, 
and humbly begged the bees to relieve-
his misery with a little of their honey. 
"I am hungry as a wolf," he said, "and 
crippled with rheumatism." < 

One of the bees asked how he had 
spent his time all the summer, and 
why he had noflaid up a store of food. 

"To be frank with you," answered 
the grasshopper, "I led a gay Iifn—; 

eating and drinking, and dancing and 
singing, never thinking about winter." 

"Our plan is very different," said 
the bee. "We work hard in the sum
mer to lay by a store of food against 
the season when we foresee that we 
shall want it; but those who do noth
ing but drink and dance and sing in 
the summer must expect to starve in 
the winter. We have no honey to 
give you, so be off with yourself. Re
member that 'wilful waste brings woe
ful want.'" 

The poor grasshopper limped away, 
resolving to be industrious the next 
year, but'he perished miserably in the 
first frost, and never had time to put 
his good resolution into practice. 

An aged cricket that heard of his 
sad fate remarked: "After all, I would 
rather die thus repenting of my folly 
than to live on the fat of the land, 
and feel that I had been cruel-heartod. 

—Ave Maria. 

, AN EXAMPLE OF FAITH. 

OLD FABLE—NEW MORAL* 

A middleaged grasshopper, trem
bling With cold and half dead from 
hunger, came one day at the approach 

The other day a former baseball 
player took occasion on a visit to a 
game to call on a former player, who 
is now an umpire in the big league. 
Of course, this might be a story In 
itself, but let it pass. The two men 
fanned over old times, and indulged 
in the usual josMngs of such meet
ings. One topic,-was not touched on. 
The former ball player had become a 
convert to the Church. As the time 
approached for the umpire to go on 
the field he called out to his colleague 
who was to officiate with him. After 
introducing his friend, he said, "Jacfc^ 
you won't understand, but this it 
what we always do before going oft 
the field." To the consternation of 
the visitor both umpires knelt down 
and prayed fervently for some min
utes. They then took their masks 
and went out to their strenuous worfc* 
In speaking of the incident, Jack's' 
eyes were moist, possibly in astonish* 
ment, but really in gratitude that God 
had blessed him with a faith that car
ried its overwhelming mastery to a 
place where it might be least expect
ed. The story was not finished tie-
cause Jack did not tell how the um
pire worked that day. But Jack will 
never forget the exan>ple of the twe 
umpires who asked the guidance of 
God to judge righteously iu the great 
American baseball. 

—New World, 4 
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