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The Famﬁ)} Circle

MOTHER'S CORNER,

In the ruddiest plow of the western light,
She sits in her favorite nook;

The dear hands busy, the dear face ¢lothed
With its tender mother-looclk.

The smile that softens the guict mouth
No evil pang embitters,

And the sunlight touches the Angers deft,
Till the thimble gleams and glitters.

Oh ihe tranguil moeen of the mother-life
That sways our Inmman nde;

How the houschold good amd the Touselnd 01l
In her slendor haunds abide!

"Tis a little ripple of broken tovs,
Or the wreek of a strong exislence;

Tis a timid yearning of c¢hildish wonths,
Or a deep ery in the distanee,

Tis the clinging clasp of o haba™s hond,
Or the kiss of o new-made hride
Or the gropiug wail of the last while cue
Who turned to the wall and dicd,
Little or great, she meets them all,
With the seal of hier frust upon her;
And the sobs are stilled, and the tears are dricd,
In the light of the mother’s enrner.

Alast for the homes wheve the hride nmst wail,
And the strong man ery in vaiun;

Wliere the sick one turns o the vuean! chadr,
And dies 1n Jus unsoothed pain.,

No dender toueh Vipe.
No hatm for the heart-pioreed nonrner;

O Christ! hy ihe eottage of Noreth!
Despeil not onre mother™s corner !

from the qnict

- Frsaxon U DoxxenLy.
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PART OF OUR DAY FOR Gul.

How litle we sumeibmes Jove o show for clornity in
the course of a busy day!  We extrentely in-
dustrious and seem to have accomplislicd very Lude, But
if we have an cffective resobve ta spend eaclt day u half-
hour 1n spiritual reading, there will be ot deast ane bricht
landmark, among the hours, when we ook hack over them
after the day is done. We sludl Lave civen hadf au honr
entirely to God and to holy thouehis, and our minds
refreshed and nourished by what we Lave Leand or read
during this precious hali-hour, will Tave Lovn <teonceihened.
and our will inflamed with a love of God wird o spicitunl
things which will last during @l the etiver actions of the
entire day.

Have heon
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THIT MONTIH'S JMTIND.

By the “mentl’s mund™ is understood a onthly re-
membrance of the departed, The same Muass s saad as
at the funeral, except the prayvevs are diferent. The (hris-
tian name of the deceased is inserted in these prayers.

The Church recommends the soleinn services of relicion
on the thirtieth day, as nlse on their mmiversary, A Qe
Mass should be offered up if it is in any way possible. The
more 18 God thereby honored. Muoreover, the time is favors
able for ardent praver. It is 1ot iteo close to death to
cause distraction, nor yet =o l'ar away as to bring forget-
fulness. We are possibly hetter prepared to pray at ihe
end of the month than at any oiher time.

We shounld be careful, therefore, to rewemher the an-
niversaries of those who are near and dear to us, Tl is
a Christian duty., We can help the departed in no better

¢

way tlan by praying for them, and the mast officacions
weans of rendering them assistance is the Tloly Mass,
Rlatatatararaen e

USES OFF HOLY WATER AND THE THOUGHT IT
BRINGS.

IToly water is ordinary water appropriately blessed for
various purposes, and its use by the Churel goes Lack to
the earliest days of the Christian era, and is wmost likely
derived from the Old Testament.

With the development of its use came the holy water
fonts, found at the entrance to every Catholic chnreh and
chapel. Tt is proper for the entering worshipper to sprinkle
himself with the holy water therein as a reminder of the
blessed watler of baptism by which ho first entered tho
church and beeame an heir to the kingdom of hoaven. 1t
s a symhol of the cleanliness of mind and heart that wo
should bring with us to participate in the worship of Clod,
And it is also right that holy water should he kept in
every Cathelic houschold—that the members of the family:
may form the habit of dipping their fingers in the holv
water and making the sign of the cress [requently durin.g
the day. The custom is sure to help the Catholic he Lruo
iy Gad and man—by enusing him to think of Cod and
confess s faith many a time every twenty-four hours,
Tndeed, Holy Churell has attached an tndulgenee 1o the

act of making the sign of the cross with 1the aid of holy
water,

R a ety S
A HERQ PRIEST.

From the [ar northern fastnesses of Alnska comes a
slory of n Soldier of the Cress faithful unto death,  1adber
Buppert, 8.1, was taking eranges, apples and Christinos
eards throwgl freezing weather by dog-team over the wnows
ol Nowe to o distant orplianage, He had en the sled the
cutire hepe and joy of ithe festival, not only for the littlo
it for the good fathers aud nuns who {took enre of
them, The dog-team, probably seeing deer, hroke wud Tan,
and left Father Ruppert alone, snowhound, in o fenpera-
ture 80 helow zero, One faithinl dog stead by, throush
davs and nighis, G the searchers came and foumd he
body ol the priest. Then the dog tried o drive (hen ofl
thinking them cnemies,

ones,

)

En onr homes of Christmas cheer and comfort, wormed
and ford, Tittle have we thought of the peeple of the North,
civing their fives to hring {aith and hope and Tove, liko
starzy lamps inoa window, to lives ihat are lowely, -
enlightened, vven desperate and bitter.  This priest had
slveady won the rrusting affection of Lis far-funy parish
by his devotion {o the people in the time of the recent
inflnenza epidemic. A poor man, when he liad nothing
left to give te those who were peorer than himself, ho
laisl dewn his life tor them. Behind thad rusty cnssock
wooreat, trie oart was heating, and ne creed or deponing.
tion coufines the service of such servants of God and {riends
to man as he.—The Public Ledger, Philadelphia, Decrmmher
6, 1923,
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ALTMNT SONG.
(Air: “Believe Me If All Those Fudearing Young (harms )
Revere those fond memories that long by vy stand
Throunl the mist of the dull darkseme Jne:
Although worries and eaves our lives will l-un;m:nld.
From the past o lght heightons our ways,
Sine not in faint sound; to jov set no bm.md,
When with tender rejoieings we bring
All the work of our strivings, which will ever redound
To the scheol where we lived our fair Spring,

With a hand that is power and words thai are weal,
Once old class-mates we gather again, 7
" Tu the halls where the rafters hold tongues that could spe;
And our records would stay without stain.
Yos, oft-times we played and times too we praved,
As the golden hours hastened their speed,
Nor could happy xomths ever in tend-rer arms Taid
Remnin close to their mother in need .
—Ricaaxn T. O'Briry, 8.J.
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