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THE CATHOLIC

RECORD.

crect form seemed to assume a more | (
commanding height, and his voice had | «
a cutting sarcasm in its startlingly
distinet tones. I

He described Madame
pitinhlc condition : drawing so accur- |k
ate a picture of her cufferings that
Margaret started, wondering how he |1
knew. He told of the little knowledge
which the invalid bad of the outer i
world, and eunded by suggesting that | r

if her evidence must be obtained, it ] facturing town had not sophisticated

might be taken in a guarded way so as | |
to keep from her all knowledge of the | |
purpose for which it was required. i

His suggestion was adopted, and the { t

case was adjourned till Madame Ber- | or

not's evidence could be ohtained. 1

Margaret at last was permitted to re-
turn home. She was hysterical, and ||
she would have the servants to accom-
pany her in the carringe which the

coachman hastily brought. gay

Hannah Moore and Anunie Corbin |1
were both unaffectedly weeping be ||
cause of the distress of their young |}

mistress. mother to watch over her home, and to
TO BE CONTINUED, tell her beads for her in absence.  Sho
£ RSN LA knew that evil existed, but it had
HARBORLES:S. pever been near her, and she could no

I
BY M BE.

! M

¢ Bazging lstters }
letters ! Really they become a perfect |
nuisance. It is enough to support
well kuoown old-established charities,
withont being pestered to subseribe to
all sor s of new-fangled concerns, Here,
Katie, you can take these to light the
fire with.”

Katie, the rosy-cheeked, blue eyed,
little Irvish housemaid, gatheved up the
papets, grinning ; and her master,
putting on his hat aud coat, sallied
forth to * business.”  The circular
which had patticularly excited his ire
was thrown down with a heap of other
odds and ends in the corner where
Katie kept her sticks and shavings,
and there it lay for a day or two till
she chanced to take hold of it as the

egs

g toat % . bt ioht har | ¢
handiess thing with which to light her tag hls pipe, ber mother lifting the
v | big bubbling pot off the fire — ** Now
childher,
supper.’

pantry lamp.

¢ Musha, bad luek toit; it'sdamp'!
Maybe them that wrote it was crying,”’
said Kate, jocularly, as it smouldered
and flickered and went out again.

¢ What have you got there ?” asked
a friend who had come in to see her.

“ Wan o' them beggin’ letthers that
masther does be so wild about,” re
turned Katis, making up for her pre
vious disappointment by striking two
matches together.

“ Lat's have a look at it !" cried her
friend, who thouzht
reading a master’s letter was not to be
despised, even when the document in
question was of 80 uninteresting a ae-
scription.

She smoothed it out and perused it
in silence. Katie peered over her
shoulder, heedless of the tact that the
lamp was turned up to its fullest extent
and was smoking and flaring in an un-
pleasant not to say dangerous man-
ner.

i Iy's wrote rale nice, isn'c it ?" she
said after a pause. ‘‘It 'ud be a
good thing, that Night Refuge.
Wouldn't it melt anyone's heart, ye'd
think, to be readin’ that about the poor
girls that has no homes and doesn't
know where to lay their heads, the
creatures ! Mustn't it be awful to
be ramblin’ about in the dark
an' the cold and have mno-
where to turn to? An’ look what it
says here about the sort o’ places some
o' them has to live in, an’the wicked-
ness an’ all. Oh, glory be to God!
Us that has good homes may be thank-
ful !”

“Qpeak for yourself!" said her
friend, and she threw back her head
with a jerk. Katie saw that she had
tears in her eyes.

¢ T know plenty about all that," she
said.

« Yow, Rose!" ejaculated
aghast.

““ Yeg, me," said Rose. ¢My home,
if you can call it a home, is just that
sort, and my father and mother — well,
1 don't think they could be beat by
anyone for badness !  When 1 began
to go to school I learned different from
what they was teachin’ me, and the
nuns was awful kind to me ; but I had
a time of it all the same I can tell you,
and many's tho night I epent in the
streets, afraid to go home. If it

Katie,

Jernot's | edge of the sink
smoke being, so to speak, still in her

golden on her round, wholesome look

meat at dinner time.

FRANCIS the dan2

re beoeing | PO ition of the big clouds that lowered
2

ing spoke of t
rou
where she live
think of it—and of mi
where children learncd es

being surprised and horrified, had said
quite calmly, that she had had exper-
ience of such things !

up before her
washed cabin wicl
trees

clean and tidy group of little brothers
and sisters tumbling about

off tumbled her cap, and up went her
apron to her eyes.

suddenly appearing at the pantry door.

the chauce of |«

roses they were, had left off blooming;,
and the roses on Katie’s cheeks—oh,”s
poor
wou'd have been scarcely room to cultiv-
atethem if any wereto be had!

rood-bye,

wat for e, "
: With that she departed, leaving
Catie still meditating as she sat on the
She was fresh from
ier mountain- side, the odor of peat

I think Tim is on the look

1ostrils, the tan of the Irish sun yet

ng little face. tHer few months’
'c8'dence in the big, clamorous manu-

wier,  She was still given to carrying
umps of ¢oal in her apron, under the
dea that they would soil Ler no more
han turf,  She frequently tumbled up

down the stairs (which were
uxuries not often found in Irish
:abins), aud she infinitely preferred

otatoes and butter to any kind of

As for her innocence —oue can but
taat it was the innocence one
night expeet in an lrish child who had
ived her sixteen years in a lonely
iillside village, with a good, simplln

nore have med up nor understood
aud iniquities of a great

12 ¢onld have told tho com

Aty than

u the sky.

The paper which she had been read

i nd danger sur

y town
her shiver to
able homes
om their
instead of

nZ youn

ywn parents: and Rose, 4

atie's own home rose
the str g white
the monthly rose-
bloomirg outside, the noisy,
happy and — well,perhaps not over

All at once

the door-

step 3 ““Da,” in his shirt sleeves smok-

come in, an’ have a bit o’

And down went Katie's hand, and

“ Bless the girl!” said the cook,

* Home-sick again, I suppose !”

IL

For ill-endowed for such a way.
Il stored in strength, in wits are they.
* . » » *

In pain, in terror, in distress,
They 3ce, all round, a wilderness.’
—MATTHEW AKNOLD,

The roses at Katie's home, monthly

little thin cheeks! why there
Shehad
been very ill, she had had a fever in
fact, and was now just discharged from
the huspttal,

It was growing dusk on a Dacember
afternoon as she made her way to her
late master's house. He and his wife
had gone away for Christmas, and
though Katie's services were no longer
required— her place having been filled
up—she had permission to stay there
until she could ohtain another situation.
Bat when she arrived, though she
knocked and rang persistently, for
almost an hour, there was no response,
and a milk boy going his rounds, in-
formed her, with a laugh, that she was
giving herself useless trouble, as the
servants had gone off that morning.
“They won't be back till to morrow,
you bet,” he observed pleasantly.
“They 'ad their bags in their ‘ands,
and one of 'em locked the door, and
they was both real smart. Goin'
pleasurin’ somewheres, most like."”
Katie managed to hold up her head
till the lad had moved off, and then
she sat down on the door-step and
cried.
Poor Katie! what was she to do?
With the exception of the little hand-
bag which she carried, all her belong-
ings were in the house whose doors
were shut to her ; she had even, with
the thoughtless geunerosity of her
warm little Irish heart, bestowed the
very few shillings in her purse on a
woman who was leaving the hospital
at the same time that she was, and who

hadn't been for the nuns, I don’t know
what would have become o’ me. They
was that good I can never tell you,
and after a bit they got me from home
altogether—I was pretty big then—and
found me a place. And here I am
now."

Katiestared, horrified at the revela-
tions. Rose was not at all the sort of
person she would have credited with
such antecedents. She was a tall,
good looking girl, who wore a fringe
on all occasions when her mistress could
not see her, and had a hat with a
drooping feather for Sundays, and a
great deal of jewelry—inexpensive,
perhaps, but showy—and was, more
over, engaged to an exceedingly
smart young man. Katie had made
her acquaintance a few months previ-
ously, when she herself had only
just come from Ireland, and looked on
her as a most fashionable personage
and a prodigy of cleverness. It was
rather alarming to find her so in-
timately acquainted with matters
which to the little housemaid's childish
mind, appeared to concern people of
quite another stamp.

“Lord I" said Katio, sitting down

had told her a pitiful tale of want and
weakness. She had deemed herself
secure of finding food and shelter, and
behold ! she was an even worse case
than the miserable creature she had
agsisted.
Suddenly, looking up, she beheld a
fizure approaching through the gloom,
and presently Ryse stond before her.
Katie sprang to her feet with a joyful
exclamation, and the other started
back in amazement.
v Katie ! what are you sitting here
for? And,” peering into her face,
‘t what is the matter with you? How
had you look—eryin’ too ! Whatever
ails you ?"
ginning to sob again. “ I'm on'y
to come here till I got another place,
the master said.

till mornin’.
Ido?
either.

Roysa, couldn’s

the wan night ?”

on the cdge of the sink. ‘' Bless us
and save us !" here the lamp chimuney
gave a warning crack, and she rushed
to avert the impending catastrophy.
‘“Was your mother so terrible bad as
that ?"

* Never you mind,” returned Rose,

apparently repenting of having said‘
£0 much, and she got up and put on

her hat, ‘‘Ican't sit here all night.

! game for me," she said. ‘‘ You're jus
{ out of the hospital, aras you?
I'm just out of prison—"

“ Prison!
falling back against the wall.

“Didn't ye know ?" retarned Rose,
laughing again that ugly laugh o
hers. ¢ It was Tim let me in for that

«T've been that ill !" said Katie, be-
just coma out of the hospital, an’ I was

But the servants is
out—the two of them—an’ a boy is
afther tellin’ me they won't be back
0Oha dear, oh dear, what'll
I haven't a shillin’iu my purse
vou ax yer
missus to let me sleep with you just for

T was comin' to ask you to do the
Well,

" eried poor little Katie,

at the place where he was cashi an’ l
he savs to ma, *1l'm lost altogether i
ye can't raise a few pounds for me.'|
So I gave him the bit of money I had,

and that wasn't enongh ; and then I

went and pawned the missus' blankets

off the spare beds 1 meant, of course,

to get them hack before she found out.

but she was ton quick for me, and so 1

was run iuto prison. And now I am

on the strects —with nowhers to go aud

and nowhere to turn to— "

“Wouldn't Tin do somethin’to help

yve ?" gasped Katie

“Tun ! eried Rose. ‘* Aye, I've
been o look fur Tim, and they tell me
he's bolied,  Not a word to we, mind
vou, after all I've done and suffered fou
him.  Itell you, if I could raise the
courage for it, I'd drown myself
straight off. [ thought o' that this
afternoon, but I couldn’tdoit. Thave

n't come to that yet, but maybe I will
in time,"”

“Oh Rose,” sobbed Katie, and her
itnocent arms clung round the other’s
neck, ** Rose, don't talk in that wa
Sure there's—there's God an’ the Hols
Mother lookin' afther us.  Let’s think

a bit. 15 thera nowhere wa can go?"
““Nowhere without money. I can
go home to that beautiful home

of mine;, 1 s'pose ; and after father

has blackened my eyes and mother
has run away with the clothes
of my back to pawn them for

deink, they'll maybe give me a bit to
eat and let me lie down in a corner.
But you!" d Ros2, detaching the
clinging a1 not urgently, ‘‘you
must't come with me, you poor body.
You must say good-bye to e now aud
tor ever—and 1 back there. [l
not be fit t» come near vou again.”
Katie wept and wruag ber hands,
and rooked herself for a few minutes
in silence. Then all at once she gave
a little scream,

“ Rose, Rose, the Night Refuge!
Don't ye remember whit we was
readin’ about, the last time ye come
here? It was to be opened immediate,
the papers said, Thanks be to
God that I thought of it. Let's run
there this minute. DBuate street was
where it was to be, it said. Come on,
now, and let's get there at once.”
“They won't take me,” said Rose,
““they’ll have nothin' to say to a gir!
as has been in prisou ; but I'll take
you there, and welcome.”

¢ Oh, they wouldn't be as hard as to
turn ye away,” cried Katie, eat f
*“Ye must tell them how it was, 3
know, an' about Tim, an' what a
terrible home ye've got. I'm sure
they'd let ye in, Rose, if they knew.”
“ Perhaps they would — or maybe
help me to find a decent lodgin’ some
where.”

And so, clinging to each other, they
began to tread the streets.

1L

If rest is sweet at shut of day
For tired hands and tired 1eet,

How sweet at last to rest for aye,
If restis sweet !

—ARTHUR SYMONS,

“Jcan't find it,” said Rose, when
they had wandered for some time up

an down — street. ‘‘Ican’tsce any-
thing that looks like it. What shall
we do ?”

“There's a girl over the other side
o' the street that seems to be waitin’
about—let's ask her,” cried Katie, who
would not give up hope.
They crossed and spoke to the girl
in question. A slight little bit of a
creature, not much more than a child,
with a round, baby face, and wander-
ing, startled eyes.
“I'm lookin’ for the Night Refuge,
too,” she said. ‘‘I—I'm a stranger
here. 1 was never in the town till
ast week. I was born and brought
up in the Work house, and came out
to service then. But the missus was
that hard I couldn’t stand her, and so,
I'm run away. I thought it 'ud be
easy to find a place, but I haven't got
one yet—and I'm so cold and hungry !"”
“Who told you about the Night Re-
fuge, then 27
“ A woman in a shop. I wentin to
ask for a bit o’ bread, and I says, ‘can
you tell me where I can find a place to
sleep ?' And she says, ‘I don't know,’
she says, ‘unless they'v opened that
Night Refuge they was talkin’ of,’ and
she directed me here. And so I come,
but I can't find it. Oh !isn't it cold?—
it's goin’ to snow, I think. I'mstarved
every ways. If we can find this place
will they give us asupo’tea, dye
think ?”
¢ Lat us find it first,” said Rose, who
was a practical person. ‘‘ There must
be a policeman somewhere about—he'll
know."” They stumbled up and down
the slimey pavement till at last they
eseried a waterproof cape and impos
ing helmet shining in the lamplight.
*‘The Night Refuge, said the owner

anxious trio.
won't be, unless they can scrape up a
bit more money.

won't do any good."
And he resumed his measured tramp,
whistling softly to himself.
There was a moment's silence be

of these articles lookivg down at the
*“Tisn't opened vet, nor

You'd best clear out
o' this, my girls—waiting about here

tween the three girls— a silence which | the
rendered all the noisome sounds around

“Money ! oerd
they've no money for us
make ‘em
fork out
work houses fast enough. The law |
grabs it for that ; but: !
make 'em save our souls
to you bhoth
Wik, R-s
pleaded
shook her off,

Who 15 o

voit? Ha! They have
ir biass for prisons m

re's no law to
Good night
[''m going home
'y wait, wait a

i\'\':n-_

moment | ||
piteously ; but 11
and walked away reso |
lutely.  Katie strained ears and cyes |
after her, listening to the echo f il"l'
steps till it was drowned in the sullen
roar of the ei'y, watching the tall
figure till the darkness closed roun
and secmed to swallow ivup. W

3t
31

I'll stop here no more," said the work-
house child “Lmust get a bit to eat
and asight of the fire. I've a fow

pence in my pocket, and may as well
spend them as starve,”

She trotted off, her round eyes peer
ing about, her poor little feet almost
numb wi ld All at

All at once she came

to & grea shining m m at the
corner of a street, with colored lamps
strung in a row, and the word **Bu "
in fine gold I 's bazing evervwhere
All was zo bright, and loc $0 warm
and beautiful that the c! stopped
staving for fully five minutes. Then
she saw a girl of ahout her own age

spring up the steps and run wit
and hall involuutarily she foll
her. Ti

ced

* door ope 1 as she pushed

it, a sudlen glare of light falling on
her baby face ; then it swung to again
and she disappeared, [ li
Aud Katie! Creeping about ]
muzh in the shadow as she could,
starting t every sudden noist
shrinking from sight—och, the horror
to this intain-bred girl of being
alone in the streets at night! Mean

while, far away in her home her
mother was asleep with a smile on her
lips, and her Rosary round her neck ;
and the little brothers and sisters were
placidly sleepir t0o. At their

night having duly in

prayers that
voked * Blessed Mary, every Virgin®
and ‘' Dleszed Michael the dark
Angel,” thiey had, one and all, fer
vently praved for Katie, that God
would watch over her, and send her
“gafe 10.”  Was this how their
petition was heard ?
At last after wandering for a long
time through various streets and alleys
the unhappy little outcast came to a
church. A Catholic church, as she
could see for the light of a neighbor-
ing lamp fell on a statue of Our Lady
in a niche over the entrance. Katie
dragged herself up the steps—oh, if
by good fortune it should be open
But no—
‘‘ Even the Lord shuts His door to
me this night ! she murmured, and
then she sank down on the threshold,
and wept as if her heart would break
Presently, however, recovering her
self a little, she crept on her knees
close to the fcor, and peered through
the keyhole.
She could just distinguish a faint
glimmer of light within.
‘“ He's there sure en ugh, "’ she whis
pered to herself. ‘‘He's there—I've no
call to be afeard ; He'll take care o
me. "’
She kissed the keyhole rapturously,
and laid her poor little thin cheek
against it, .
“ 11l stop here,” she said. ‘‘ He'll
take care o' me,”
She crouched down in the farthest
corner of the porch, and drawing her
rosary from her bosom, began to
pass it through her numbed fingers.
It was Dbitterly cold, and soon
in fact, began to snow. Katie
was weak from her recent illness, and
worn out with fatigue; faint moans
came now and then between her Hail
Mary's, and long shivering fits shook
her exhausted frame. But she no
longer felt the awful fear of a little
while ago; the church wasin a bye
lane, not much frequented at that time
of night, and the small dark heap in
tho shadow was not likely to be noticed
by any chance passer by : and, besides
all these motives for confidence, she
had a conviction that there, near Him,
who watched within, she was secure.
Aud 87, while the tide of city life
swept round her, carrying away and
dragging down so many, this one little
waif was tossed high upoen the shore,
beyoud the reach of its dark waters.
When the sun rose behind the hill
tops, and gilded the thatch of the
lonely cabin over the sea, and the
small brothers and sisters tumbled out
of bed and prayed, as usual, with
chubby hands clasped and eager eyes
uplifted, that God would send Katie
‘tsate
Home already, and, thanks to their

safe!

People, who read in the papers of
church porch, with her rosary between

her stiffened fingers, thought the story
a touching one.

d Rose. **No. child. |+

home "—hehold she has gone
g

innocent prayers, perhaps, she was

thoe little Irish girl found dead in the

Many were moved
with compassion at the thought of the | #
young life so suddenly cut off. Dut
what of those other two, whose lives
were lost in a far move pitiful manner

[here are
of ¢ very g

less creatures

have not where to lay

house our catide, we fold oun heep @
only these, the little ones of Christ’s
flock, are exposed to wind and weather,
to the rough usage of their fellow
tures, to the very breath of hell ! |
-

We Must Accept Correct Principles. |

On all sides there is nothing but
endless discussion concerning hot
ity, and the rights of rebellion against
anything that precludes the following
ont of ones own uotions Une can |
hardly get a hearing
principle is concer )
informed that thisis o
as it religion wa all |
cience

Where we here
we must g I
in the least, consi wo

) fearful to admi ons
or rather the whole nn a
fruttful proposition ? 1
men we must * take " our polities
using that word in its popular :e
s we take our diet, and ex.r:
from Rome. or Germany, or Auner
from man, or womar, girl or by, who
reminds us of the right Nobody dis
putes the exist of our physica
power to ¢ and th freedom ol
our will to say yes to the wist {
depraved heart "But if the it an
will are right they will follow 1t
right pa no matter who points itout

Thus intellectually and mor
are bound to take our 1
from any one who su
view of our duty in the ein
And for Catholics who believe that the
Popa is infallible in faith and morals
there ean be no eseape fron stuch a
eourse on the ronted of hoiman ervor
We moean, of course, when the Pope
And we can chal
lenge the world to prove that Rome
has ever in a single instance ofiicially
proclaimed a wrong principle.

It is this iufallibility, illustrated in
all ages and sustained in every in
stance, that makes it safe and proper
for youe to harken to the Pope’s
voice and frame his action upon the
principles which the Pope enunciates,

th

speaks oflizially

Must we take our politics from Rome,
is therefore an absurd question, and
inconsequent, becaus» Rome simply
enunciates principles which are bind-
ing on our consciences, and there
fore, altogether in consonance with
right reason. Itis absurd to question
the propriety of accepting correct prin-
ciples.
R —

Few medicines have held their
ground so successfully as Ayer's Cherry
Pectoral. During the past fifty years,
it has been the most popular of all
cough cures, and the demand for it to-
day is greater than ever before.
Prompt to act and sure to cure.

If your children moan and are restless
during sleep, coupled when aw: ke with a loss
f appetite, pale countenance, picking of the
nag@ ete., you may depend ugpon it that t'e
progary cause of the trouble is worme.
Mother Graves” Worm Exterminator effect-
ually removes these pests, at once relieving
the little sutferers.

Nothing looks more ugly than to cee a
person, whose hands are covered over with
warts. hy have these disti ruramen’s 01
vour person, when a sure remover of all
warts, corns, ete., can be found in Holloway's
Corn Cure ?

It may baonly a trifling ¢ 1d, but neglect
it aud it will fusten its fangs in your lungs,
and vou will soon be carried to an untimely
In this country we have sudden

anges and must expect to have coughs
and colds, \We cannot avoid them, but we
can effect a cure Ly using Bickle's Anti
Consumptive Syrup, the medicine that has
never been known to fail in curing conghs,
colls, hronehitis and all affections of the
throat, lungs and chest,

N » b 24

r . 2
Nervous Prostration
1t is now a well established fact in
medical science that nervousness is due
to impure blood.  Therefore the trua
way to cure nervousness is by purify-
ing and enriching the blood. Tla
t blood purifier is Hood's Sarsa
parilla, tead this letter:
“TFor the last two years I have been a
great sufferer with nervous prostration
and palpitation of the heart, I was weak

same
Katie ?

refuge that was

them mora noticeable:

of children,

policeman's step came ever and anon.

the town.
‘* Nine
Work-house girl.

o'clock ! said the
‘“ What's to become

y

f

| He'd got into trouble with the account

8 * Katie.

shouting of
drunken men in the distance, jangling
voices of quarrelsome women, wailing
now and then a great
coarse laugh sounded close to them as
two or three figures reeled past though
the gloom, and the tramp, tramp of the

Suddenly a church clock boomed 1),
and the hour was chimed, and jangled,
and rung out in various tones all over

little

of us! Oh, why isn't that place open ?' b
“ Wouldn't ye think they could find Real

step downward,

with all her strength.
feet of the other, which might have
walked 80 blithely in the rightful patt
if th

i To whose charge must we place the
loss of such lives as these—of thousands

y | such as these, whose annals are un

on that same night. and for want of
denied
One, it is true, of these poor |
young creatures had already taken a
but it was her first, |
and had a helping hand been stretched
out to her, she would have clung to it
The ignorant

ey had only received kindly guid-

in my limbs and had smothered sensa-
tions. At last my physician adviged ma
to try Iood’s Sarsaparilla which I did,
| and I am happy to ¢ay that I am now
strong and well. Iam still using Hood's
Sarsaparilla and would not be without it,

recommend it to all who are suffering
with nervous prostration and palpitation
of the heart.,” MR8, DALTON lice 8t.,
Toronto, Ontario. CGet Hood's, becausa
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R ] ASK FOR DE-IGNS

CHURCH VESTMENTS

Chasubles |

all st
it
PP

White and Puarple,
ftothe richest
gni, Copes and Ben

Preaching and Confessional Stoles,

Be:nedietion Veils not made up, Fronts and
Bucks for Chasables, material 1or mak=
ingy Stoles; Al

Patter:s for Chasubles,

Altar Lace, Wa'ered Sik for Vestments,
Cloth ol Go tor Vestments, Lining tor
Vestments, Canvas, Gold and  Silver
Fring

CLurch Ornaments.

D Candlesticks, Processional
lees Ceborian s, ;

O densoriums, Sanctuary Lamps, Holy
water Pots and sprinkiers, Crystal and
avaricd assortment of Candelabra,

NMission Supplies.

Cah le Misiors supplied with  Prayer
Books, Beads, avd all articles of Catho
he dovotion,

When ordering please state
Whois to give the mission,

Abhout how many famiies will atterd.
The day the mission oper

How the good
reach swiely.

D. & J. SADLIER & CO.

bhave to be shipped to

Ca' holle Publishers, Booksellers and Stas
tioners, Chareh Ornsiments, Vestmoents,
Statuary and Religious Articles,

1669 Notre Dame St, | 15 Chvren
MONTREA L. POIRNY

STAINED GLANY

FOR CHURCHES.
Best Qunlitios Only.
Prices the Lowest.

McCAUSLAND & SON

76 Eing Street West, TORONTO.

0. LABELLE,

MERCHANT TAILOR
372 Richmond Streect,
Giood Business Sults from $15 npw The

fal workmanship.

) it ¥ D
Pictorial Lives of the Saints
e AN [y
Ths Catholic Record Jr One Year

For $3 00.
The Piete ; 16 Hainta conta)us
Lot 18t ‘ Inthe Year, Tae
Is compiled f utler's Lives " and
1o which are added
Ameriean nints, recently
vendar for the United Staten
ceinl petition of the Third Plenary
s and also the Lives of
581 by His Hollnens

1 Edited by Joun Gilmary
Shea, LILIN With a beautiful fronty

best goods and enne

wher ¢

pleca
of the Holy Famliy and nearly four hundred
her 1l utration Elegantly bound in
extra cloth., Greatly admired by our Holy
Father, Pope Leo X 1L, who sant his specinl
) Do the publishers : and approved by
fi Archbishops and Blshops

The ahove w k will by nt to any of oux
subgeribers, and will also give them eredit
Or A yen subseription on Tine CATHOLIO
Recorp. on receipt of Three Dollarss We

propay carrings,

1

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
' Is the Only
True Blood Purifier

. Prominently in the public eye !.odn’y. It
{8 not what we say but what Hood’s Sar-

i ance, had stumbled into evil ways from
{the very first moment of their lib
arty. Who is accountable for this?

T o b

aparilla,

b e——— — ——

merit is the characteristic of Hood's

; § hut 7" ed S It cures even afier other

+ | money euough for that?” murmur ,Erepn':mom fail, Get Hood's and only
.

saparilla does that tells the story.
et harmoniously with
Hood's Pills Jooqssarseperis. me.

CONCORDIA VINEYARDS

SANDWICH, ONT.

ERNEST GIRADOT & CO
Altar Wine a Npecialty.

Onr Altar Wine s extensively used and
recommended by the Clergy, fimrunr Olaret
will comparoe favorably with the best lme
ported Bordeanx,

For prlces and information address,

E. GIRADOT & 0O.

T UVE & DIGNAN, BARK (81KKS
L 05 aiwot strest, Londan.
1 oaa.

P e




