
Don't break up your University of Hot re Dame ,..,7:25 Cavanaugh Mass
HOVMA DOB MOTHER at Religious Bulletin for Ban Fox tomorrow,
any cost. ** Seniors.... May 9, 1939. his 1st anniversary.

"Mother" Doean*t Mean The Same Thing Any More.
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Nowaday8 you read too much in the papera about the glory that motherhood, used, to be-,
Thi s 1 (3 a sad, c omment&ry on the mutt-head.ed.ne 88 of our day»

The Chicago Herald-Examlner splashes thi 8 front-page sensation on new-fangled mother- 
hood: "AWAITS HER TEST TUBE BABY: Motherhood i e on the way to Ml s 8 (Teem Gordon, ̂ she
hope s. A 28-year-old. divorce e, Miss Gord on yes te relay told how she s ubmitt ed t o eel on- 
1 1 fio treatment f or a * test tube * baby so that she would not be * deprived* of the 
gl ory of mo therh ood,"

You ge t a re form le afl e t called "Progre ss," squawking abou t th e Nat i onal Oath olio 
Scandal of Bingo and you fi nd that the bigwig reformer behind 11 i s tho same man o
wr ot (3 propaganda f or b irth c ontrol fourt e en months ago * IT ou can say pi enty agains t
Ibid, gt ime lb ingo * that* 8 t rue * But who ne ode re form the mor e: a Oath oil c mo thor of
four or five, who spends an occaBional evening in fun—  yes, and with the hope of 
walk! ng home wi th a door pri %e I—  <>37 some priggi sh prude * s wi fe, mo the rl e s 8 , 1 ovel c 8 8 , 
holding smart-cut, prim "Pewoe" tight by the leash lost the traffi c tread on his ten
der t oe s ?

Away wl th all murky th ought s in th i s month of Mary * * 5)1 s a j oy to pres ont the so dovout 
line si written by. *, *

An Old-Faahi oned Mo the r,.

Sho rocontly died at eighty-threo, She was Catholic * culturod, well road, full of fun. 
She was dooply spiritual, iThen hor husband died years ago, ho loft her with sovon 
children, "This letter, 11 hor pastor says, "she evidently wrote shortly after his 
death and then storod it among hor koopBakes."

"Al ono in th o old, old homo *- Bonoly, yo s; 1 onos one, no % for I have my menori os $ joy
ful and sad, I live again and think wi th what hopos I st art my young narr iod life ,
Ah, what ei bl os sod thing i s nomory and what a much more bio s s od thing it 1 ss that wo 
cannot soo ahead—  no * not by one mlnut o, Which of us would be brave enough t o 450 
forward? Like Newman, 1 0 1 its; thank God wo can say, * Bead kindly 11 i ght, lo ad th ou mo 
on, ono step enough for me * *

" Ono by ono the happy yo airs; go by, Bi 1110 curly h ends pop up 1 0 nak 0 glad my hoar t.
Bittl0 foet pItty-pat here and there up and down, sweet chiIdish voi0 0s call "Mothor"
and how gladly I listen to each lit tie tale and real baby sorrow. Then tho angel 
faces lighten to hoar the heavenly story of (lod, tho Angels, tho Blessed Mother f.nd 
the Divine Child —  Christmas, Santa, and sad Good Friday when I had to wipe the tears 
away from streaked boyish faces as I reel tod the stations at hone in this dear old 
house, The first blow of tho hammer on the cruel nail caused those dear young things 
to cry ond bawl. How the dying Christ must have loved it* Then Easter with its joy 
and eggs and bunnies,

"I would not give up one sorrow or joy for all tho money in tho world. Poor Dad, how
proud he was to save and sacrifice for the boys, How proud and happy to educate then
t;o his fullest extent. Tho happy childhood lie grave then, happy youth, and when ho 
could, to start then on their groat adventure. How Bad for no to bo alone now and yet 
somehow not alone. Dear husband gone, children all with happy hones, Gone my loves 
th'it kept no from ny ono Friend and Master, vfhat self-reproach to think that it 10 0k 
lonely old age to find tho path that loads to peace and tho foot of the Cross, Oh, 
Blessed Mother, holp your poor child over the fow rough plaices that still must bo 
trodden before I see Kim face to face I Bifo scons so short and yet sou how I have 
said goodbye to so many frl ends end so many dearer ot ill *" (To bo c oncludcd t omorroW
yRAYERS: (dec eased) frl end of Paul B11 li s (Freeh); mother 0 f Bob McKeat i ng * 37; fr i end
of Tom Ziegler (Al *) * 111, friend of Don Murtagh (How*); 01 star of Jim Polt % * (37sfrlend
of Bee Read (Alumni) ; Clarence Hayea (Zahm); Bill Howard (0. C*)« Six speclal int a #


