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FIVE MINUTE SERMON
Rev. J. P. Hickey, O. 8. B.

FIRST SUNDAY OF ADVENT
THE JUDGMENT

" It in a fearful thing to fall into the hand# of 
the living Gad. iHcb x. 81)

le this one phrase St. Paul, my 
dear brethren, depicts the horror 
and the dread of the Judgment Day.
It would be cruel and tyrannical to 
bid one think of the Judgment if it 
were useless to do so. But as by 
meditating on it and studying it now 
we can mitigate its terrors, learn 
how to escapo condemnation, and 
secure a favourable sentence, is it 
not the height of madness and 
cowardice net to give it our atten 
lion humbly, frequently, and de 
voutly ?

For now we can approach 
Almighty God, pray, beg pardon, die- 
arya Hie wrath ; but then it will be 
too late—our poor soul will be 
utterly powerless and tilled with 
anguish. Fear will make us wither 
away. To the right, our accusing 
sine—we cannot disown them ; to 
the left a crowd of evil spirits bear
ing witness against us ; below, the 
open abyss of hell ; within, our con 
scienee—aye, withering away in 
abject terror ; and before us, the 
Judge 1

Yes, the Judge, Jesus Christ, God 
Had Man—the Almighty Judgs, from 

Whom there is no escape, against 
Whom no resistance can avail. “ The 
Lord will judge Hie people. . . . 
there is no other God besides Me ; I 
will kill, I will strike, and there is 
none that can deliver out of My 
hand.” (Dent, xxxii. 36, 39.)

The All-Wise Judge 1 “Therefore 
am I troubled at His presence, and 
when 1 consider Him I am made pen
sive with fear." (Job xxii. 15.) 
Before Whom every secret is laid 
bare, the hidden stand forth, the 
dumb reply, silence confesses, the 
mind gives utterance without words. 
Against such knowledge no excuse, 
no pleading, no cunning will avail.” 
(St. Leo.)

The Just Judge ! Alas for us, His 
justice equals His mercy, and how 
vividly then, when too late, shall we 
recall His infinite mercies. The 
just to judge the unjust. “Enter 
not inte judgment with thy servant ; 
fer in thy sight no man living shall 
be justified.” (Pe. oxlii. 2.)

And the sentence of the Judge is 
irrevocable. The time for mercy has 
now passed. No favour will be 
granted ; no mistake can ba made ; 
no repentance then accepted ; no 
imploring heard. He has warned us, 
and at Judgment the warning will 
out off all hope from the sinner for
ever. “ My word shall not pass 
away.” (Mark xiii. 31.)

The sentence, moreover, is that of 
an angry, outraged God. It will be 
the consuming scorn of Him, so long 
despised, forgotten, and disobeyed. 
We shall wish to hide ourselves in 
hell even to avoid the eye of that 
avenging Judge.

That sentence is eternal damna
tion, everlasting tire, and dwelling 
with the devil. “ Depart from Me, 
yon enrsed, unto everlasting tire, 
which was prepared for the devil 
sued his angeis.” (Matt. xxv. 41.)

Do we believe in this day of Judg
ment, that each one of us shall be 
called up for trial, and an eternal 
verdict pronounced upon each and 
every one of us ? Do we believe it ? 
If not, our present easy-going, pleas
ure-seeking existence can be under
stood. But if we do believe, where 
is onr anxiety about it, our solici
tude and earnestness to make our 
salvation safe and sure ?

To force us to bestir ourselves, let 
U6 remember the shame and public
ity fer us to have all our sins of 
thought, word, and deed made known 
to all the world. We find it so hard 
and painful even to whisper our sins 
to one poor, sinful priest in all 
secrecy now that we put off our 
oonfessions repeatedly, and some 
give up the practice altogether. 
8m must be brought to judgment— 
either the judgment of mercy and 
forgiveness in the sacrament of pen
ance, or the général public Judg
ment of the last day. All our vile-. 
nese, hypocrisy, secret sins of our* 
hearts will then be revealed. “ It is 
a fearful thing to fall into the hands 
of the living God," and then to be 
made the object of scorn, contempt, 
and hatred, not only to the saints 
and angels and all good men, but even 
the damned, who hate and despise 
each other. Our sins will bring all 
this upon our soul and an endless 
eternity of torment—yes, those very 
Bins that we think so little of now, 
those very sins we commit for things 
bo paltry and vile ; those very sins 
which now a good confessiou might 
bo easily, secretly, and safely have 
had forgiven.

Remember the Judgment Day, the 
angniah and honor of it ; the 
Almighty, All Wise, and Most Just 
Judge ; the sentence, irrevocable, 
avenging, and eternal ; and our own 
public shame and condemnation. 
Remember these things, and fear 
them, and then you will repent of 
sin, keep out of sin, and be filled 
with one longing desire—I wish to 
save my soul and escape the Judg
ment 1

RENAN AND PRIESTS

The apostate Renan, who had spent 
his early years in a French seminary, 
in the closest intimacy with the 
clergy, once declared : “I have known 
neae but good priests.” A Protest
ant writer. Mr. J. E. C. Bodley, quotes 
Renan’s words approvingly in a work 
on “France” ; and he adds : “Seven 
years of constant association with

French ecclesiastics of every rank
has impressed upon me the full value 
of this testimony. . . . There is 
not a more exemplary body of men 
in the land."

No question is raised nowadays on 
this subject by any but a lot of very 
bigoted and very vulgar people who 
had their gullibility and their taste 
for obscene sensationalism pandered 
to by occasional vagabond “ex- 
priests” and “ex-nuns.”—St. Paul 
Bulletin.

DEATH

The most certain thing in life is 
death. The most uncertain thing is 
the time of our death and the cir
cumstances connected with it. At 
some time or other, we know not 
when, we must all die. There is no 
escape from death, 'the Holy Psalm
ist asks : 1 Who is the man that 
shall live, and not see death ? Even 
long before we came into the world, 
the death sentence was passed upon 
us. We were born only to die. In 
the Garden of Eden an angry Judge 
condemned every man in Adam.” 
“From dust thou art and into dust 
thou shalt return." No more than 
this was said. It was not told us 
how long we should to permitted to 
enjoy life or endure it; how we 
should die; where we should die; 
when we should die. Only the fact 
that we must die was made known to 
us. The circumstances are sealed up 
in the Divine decrees, to become 
known to us only at the moment of 
our death.

But of this we have been made 
certain : that one day we must die. 
Why, then, do we live as if we were 
to be here forever? We are al
ways in danger of death. When we 
arise in the morning, we cannot prom
ise ourselves that we shall live 
until eveniug. When we lie down at 
night to sleep, we cannot be certain 
that we shall see the next day’s sun. 
Today thousands of souls will be 
called out of the world. Hundreds 
of these will be in perfect health. 
Living their lives without giving any 
thought to death, all unconscious of 
its proximity, they will be overtaken. 
Suddenly and silently the Angel of 
Death will steal upon them like a 
taief in the night. Gently, he will 
whisper the summons and depart. 
Immediately they will stand unex
pectedly before their God. Perhaps 
this will be the manor of our going. 
Others have received no warning. 
They have been allowed no time to 
nrepare. Why do we make so bold as 
to promise ourselves any more than 
has been allotted to theml

PREPAREDNESS NECESSARY

We are kept in ignorance of the 
time of our going that we may learn 
to be always prepared. At any 
moment the sword of the angel is 
liable to fall severing the thin thread 
of life and we will return to the 
earth whence we bave been taken. 
There is the handwriting upon the 
wall standing out prominently so 
that he who runs may read. It is a 
warning to us. “Remember man 
from dust thou art and into dust 
shalt thou return.” This has not 
been spoken of the soul. The soul 
came forth from God. It goes again 
to God to be judged. This is the 
reason why we should give much 
consideration to this most import
ant affair in our lives. If there was 
not within us that something that 
we know to be immortal, we might 
go on enjoying life to the fullest ex
tent until its allotted course should 
be run. We could give our whole 
attention to the business of getting 
the greatest amount of pleasure 

ossible out of life. Having no dire 
onsequences to fear, we could live 

without a thought of death. Or if we 
thought of it at all it would only be to 
regard it as the end of our enjoy 
ment and not as the time when we 
must render an account of all our 
deeds, good arid bad.

But we have a soul, one that often 
troubles us. We have a soul that up 
braids us when we fail to do our duty. 
We have a soul that fills us with re 
morse after we have done what is 
wrong. And that soul of ours will 
never give us so much concern as at 
the hour when it is about to leave 
the body. Then we will stand on 
the brink of eternity, and gaze back 
into the past. If wo have lived well 
tnen we shall be happy : for we can 
die well. It not, we have reason to 
be troubled. “It is appointed for 
man once to die." In most things 
in life we have a second chance if we 
have failed in the first. We can 
plead and obtain a reprieve. We can 
offer an excuse and gain an extension 
of time. But not so with this all- 
important affair of dying. Our time 
comes but once and when it comes 
we must go The soul must separ
ate itself from the bodv, leaving the 
body cold and lifeless, dust to return 
to dust, the soul to Heaven or to 
hell.

In an old graveyard there stands 
an old tombstone crumbling. 
Through its inscription that can 
scarcely, be discerned it preaches a 
sermon on death, eloquent as only a 
tombstone can be : “ What you are, 
I was ; what I am, you will be.” The 
end of ug all is the grave. The moul
dering bodies that now lie under 
the earth in our cemeteries were 
once animated by a soul and enjoyed 
life as we do, little thinking of the 
time when they should be no more. 
We, too, wiil have our turn. Future 
generations will go on living their 
lives giving little thought to uu who 
shall be resting beneath a tomb
stone in some cemetery. Thus the 
world goes round. Night follows 
day, winter follows summer, death 
follows life. Death is only a differ
ent aspect of life. The same prin
ciple that makes us living leaves us

dead. Breathed into us, we live: 
breathed out of us, we die. Bub it 
does not die. It cannot die.

THE LOVE OK LIFE

Within us we have a love of life. 
We cling to it. We have also a 
hankering after happiness. We look 
for it everywhere and in everything. 
What we all desire is a life of happi 
ness. God created us for this, but 
because of sin wo were condemned 
to labor and toil for it. There is no 
happiness of a permanent nature 
here upon this earth. We .cannot 
hope to be eternally happy until 
after our death. For this end we 
must live our lives while we are in 
exile Ifere. Unless we do this there 
is nothing for us but eternal un
happiness. The way to an eternally 
happy life is through a happy death. 
And a happy death is the departure 
of the soul without stain of grievous 
sin. To be certain of this kind of a 
death we must live this kind of life, 
for we never know how close we are 
to our last end.

The present is the time to settle 
our account and prepare for our lust 
end. Daring the past we may have 
sinned often and grievously. We 
may have offended God in many 
ways. But let ua bear in mind that 
God does not will the death of a 
sinner, but that he be converted and 
live. If we turn to Him with a con
trite heart He will not despise us. 
On the contrary He will receive us 
with open arms. We should break 
with our sinful past, repent of our 
sins and resolve to live the future in 
God and for God as a preparation for 
all eternity with Him. Then at that 
last dread hour when we are called 
to die it will give us great confidence 
to be able to look back and remem
ber that we have tried to live well, 
that we have made use of the means 
that God has given us to' enable us 
to be always ready.—Brooklyn 
Tablet.

THE POWER OF A GOOD 
EXAMPLE

During the Civil War, there 
chanced to be in the same regiment 
and company two young men, 
scarcely more than boys, who were 
assigned to the same mess and tent 
throughout the greater portion of 
their campaign. One of these lads 
was the product of a devout Catholic 
family, had been taught in the par
ochial school, and had well learned 
the principles of his religion. The 
other was an infidel, who knew little 
and cared less about God or religion 
in any form. As the day drew to n 
close, whether in camp or on the 
march, the Catholic boy would de
voutly drop to his knees and say his 
prayers before retiting, and no mat
ter how hard had been the day’s 
work, or whatever else he left 
undone, this one thing he never 
omitted or forget. At such times his 
tent-mate took occasion to make all 
the noise possible ; he would throw 
boots and other things which hap 
pened to be handy, in the direction 
of the kneeling figure and tried in 
every possible way to break up the 
habit. But it was to no avail, for no 
sooner had reveille sounded through 
the camp than the Catholic boy went 
through the same devotions as 
though nothing had happened, nor 
could ha ever either be dissuaded 
from them or made to retaliate in 
any way.

The war ended, the young infidel 
went West and took up a soldier’s 
homestead. Here he prospered and 
“ grew up with the country," com
ing in time to own an extensive farm 
of some of the finest and richest land 
in his adopted state. Always eccen
tric, he made ho more profession of 
religion in his later days than he had 
in hie youth. A woman hater, he 
lived alone in the midst of his acres, 
occupying a small hut and seemingly 
never caring to better his personal 
surroundings, but merely to increase 
his wealth.

Many years went by after nearly 
halt a century of this existence the 
old man died. Unfortunately he 
died as he had lived without any 
acknowledgment of God or His 
Church, but when his will was read 
a most astounding thing was dis
covered. Nearly all of his property 
was left to charitable and educa 
tional purposes, and the finest piece 
of land, nearly a quarter section, was 
left to the nearest parochial school. 
This land was recently sold for $100 
an acre.

After the fact of this deed became 
known the lawyer who had drawn up 
the will made public the facte 
set forth at the beginning of this 
story. It seems he had asked the 
old man how it happened that he, an 
infidel and a woman hater, had left 
the very best of his property to a 
Catholic institution, taught by the 
Sisters. His reply was that although 
he himself had never professed any 
belief in anything Divine, yet 
throughout all the intervening years 
he had never been able to get away 
from the sight of that soldier lad 
kneeling in his tent, night and 
morning, day after day, saying his 
prayers. Hie steadfastness and loy
alty to his religion and his sweetness 
of temper under the persecutions 
heaped upon him, so impressed the 
mind of his tent-mate that he felt 
that any institution which has the 
ability to produce such results was 
one worthy to be maintained.

What became of the young lad 
whose good example bore fruit so 
long afterward is not known, though 
he may have gone to his reward, and 
probably he never knew what he bad 
accomplished by simply doing his 
duty, but the power of a good exam
ple reaches out and touches those 
whom we least suspect o.t being sue-

HOW TO GET RID

"Fruit-a-tives” Point the Way 
to Quick Relief

V ebon A, Ont.
“I suffered for a number of years 

with Rheumatism and severe Pains 
in my Side and Rack, caused by 
strains and heavy lifting.

When I had given up hope of ever 
being well again, a friend recom
mended ‘Fruit-a-tives’ to me and 
after using the first box I felt so 
much better that I continued to 
ta lie them ; and now I am enjoying 
the best of health, thanks to your 
wonderful fruit medicine”.

W. M. LÀMPSON.
“Fruit-a-tlves” are sold by all 

dealers at 60c. a box, 6 for $2.60, 
trial size 25c.— or sent postpaid by 
Fruit-a-tives Limited, Ottawa.

ceptible to it. No good deed is 
allowed to be lost and the least of 
thorn, through the mercies of God, 
brings forth sometimes a most unex 
pected reward.—The Sentinel of the 
Blessed Sacrament.

SOME DELUSIONS THAT 
DIE HARD

Marion Pbaro Hilliard in Truth

It is the boast of the modern phil
osopher that scientific research de
stroys the delusions of the past. 
This boasting is too load. In the 
first place, though this is called a 
scientific age, not all of ue have the 
scientific habit of mind. We still 
have our thinking done for us, just 
as we have our clothes made for us. 
As Dr. James Walsh often reminds 
us, we buy our opinions ready made 
at the nearest news stand. It is a 
much simpler process than buying 
our shoes — and vastly cheaper. 
When listening to the Sunday ser
mon of a “popular ” preacher, it is 
often possible to tell just what maga
zines he had read throughout the 
week. There is a delightful lecture 
platform story of a gentleman much 
addicted to the ready made habit. 
His clothes were ready-made, so were 
his conversation and his opinions. 
Finally, he married a widow with 
six children, and one of his friends 
remarked : “ Just what 1 expected of 
him—a ready made family 1”

The most convincing proof that 
science has not destroyed all the old 
delusions is the fact that so many 
old delusions are very much alive. 
Take the delusion of Autociacy, the 
ancient curse of Military Despotism. 
As old as human history, it is alive 
in the twentieth centnry 1 Vigorous 
and powerful as ever, it has driven a 
noble nation mad ; and its titanic 
struggle with the Spirit of Freedom 
is tearing up the whole world. What 
an immense tragedy 1 What a pity 
that the progress of civilization 
could not have prevented the most 
colossal catastrophe of all history !

We are forced to the conclusion 
that there are certain delusions that 
science cannot cure. Of this class 
are the delusions concerning the 
Catholic Religion. With many good 
people today these delusions are con
genital, deepseated, very difficult to 
uproot. There is the belief that re
ligious faith is intellectual slavery. 
The great majority of those who are 
victims of this eighteenth century 
delusion do not know they are simply 
echoing the voice of Voltaire. They 
know little of history, they have 
never read the writings of the ration
alistic philosophers. But the theories 
of those philosophers have filtered 
down to modern readers through the 
pages of the magazines and were 
the fashion until the world War 
forced even the superficial to think 
more seriously. “ No one scoffs at 
God now in Europe,” I heard a noted 
non Ca'holic physician say. So, per
haps, the world catastrophe will de
stroy this delusion of agnosticism.

Another delusion in regard to the 
Catholic Religion that is most amus
ing to Catholics is the idea that Cath
olicism is a dark and gloomy affaif, 
and must, therefore, have a depres
sing influence upon those who prac
tice it. That a man can be serious and 
light hearted both at once is inored 
ible to some minds. Only the other 
day a brilliant and charming non- 
Catholio lady was speaking of a 
cousin of hers who is one of our 
greatest convert priests. I had told 
her I hoped to have the privilege of 
making a retreat conducted by her 
cousin. She replied : “ I can't im^ig- 
ine him conducting a retreat. He is 
so full of fun ! He has an unusual 
sense of humor.”

“ That is the very reason he is so 
successful in conducting retreats,” 1 
replied. She seemed much surprised 
by my answer. I do hope I didn’t 
give her the impression that Catholic 
priests are frivolous 1 It seems to 
me the sense of humor is the sense 
of the incongruous. The very rea
son so many brilliant men and 
women become Catholics is because 
they see the incongruities of Protes
tantism. A radiant sense of humor 
is characteristic of Catholics general
ly, and of the priests and rel gious in 
particular. A few weeks ago a secu
lar magazine (I think it was The 
Ladies Home Journal) published a 
delightful story of a Catholic priest 
and Protestant minister who were 
always quarreling. One day they 
met on the street. The good min

ister magnanimously held out his 
baud, saying, “ Brother let ue be 
friends, uud eaoh worship God in his 
own way."

“ With all my heart,” replied the 
priest. “ You may worship Him in 
your way, and I'll worship Him in 
Hie way I”

The Catholic sense of humor is il
lustrated in the little book, “The 
Making of a Saint in the Church of 
Eugland." A group of High Church 
men discover that nobody has been 
canonized in the English Church 
since the separation from Rome. If 
the Church of England is a true and 
livng branch of the Catholic Church, 
of course it has the power of making 
saints. It is therefore proposed to 
make some Anglican saints! But 
three puzzling questions must be en 
swered. First—Who shall be made 
saints ? Second — How shall the 
Saints be made ? Third—what shall 
be done with the saints after they 
are made ? The grave discussion of 
these problems is indescribably 
humorous. Such witty satire is the 
wisest method of attacking the in
consistencies of Protestantism, for it 
must appeal to any one with a sense 
of humor ; and people devoid of that 
“saving grace" are hopeless, any 
way l

If you want to be convinced that 
the Catholic Church is a bright and 
happy place, instead of a doleful 
dungeon you have imagined it, my 
sceptical friend, go and live in a re 
ligious house l No, of course, you 
won’t believe it until you have tried 
it. I did not believe it myself until I 
lived in the beautiful Convent of 
Our Lady of Peace, New York. The 
devotion of the nuns expressed the 
power and the sanctity of the Catho
lic Faith which was then new to me. 
But their wit and humor was aston
ishing to me then as it would be to 
the lady who does not understand 
how a priest who is “full of fun" can 
conduct a retreat.

“ I thought nuns were too sancti
monious to be jolly,” I said to a con 
vert friend who had been many years 
in the Church.

“ Catholic nuns are different from 
Protestant sisters,” she said.

“ How different?" I asked.
“Ob, I don't! know. It’s hard to 

express it—but they’re not so old 
maidish,” was tho reply.

The house of all others that, to my 
mind, illustrates the beauty and holi 
ness and the joy of the Faith is the 
Convent of the Cenacle at Newport. 
It combines the aesthetic charm of 
the Old World with the idealism of 
the New. The dream of the Pilgrim 
Fathers who “ sought a faith’s pure 
shrine,” is realized there. For there, 
in surroundings of the most roman
tic beauty—a veritable garden of 
Paradise—the nuns of the Cenacle 
guard tho Hidden Treasure of the 
ages. There the contemplative life 
may be found in its perfection. And 
all who wish to draw nearer to our 
Lord may do so freely, for the beauti- 
iul house is open the year around for 
retreats for women in the world. 
That is the purpose of the Order. 
The beauty of holiness combined 
with the beauty of nature makes “ a 
little bit of Heaven ” there on the 
shore of Narraganset Bay [apologies 
to the Irish.]

But all this devotion to the con
templative life does not shut out the 
active life of good works. Nearly 
every phase of social service, includ 
ing Red Cross classes, is carried on 
at the Cenacle. The whole life of 
the Catholic Church is illustrated 
there.

If you visit the Cenacle you must 
say good-bye tc that foolish delusion 
that the unceasing practice of the 
Catholic Religion makes people sad 
and sombre. You will lose forever 
that picture yon have cherished in 
your imagination of melancholy and 
emaciated nuns shut up in dark cells, 
knowing nothing of the joy and 
beauty of life, shutting their eyes to 
the sunlight 1 There will not be 
even a shadowy outline of that pic
ture left in your mind, if you visit 
the Cenacle.

One day last May it was my privi
lege to be present when one of the 
sisters made her perpetual vows. 
The words “ perpetual vows ” have 
an awfol sound to Protestant ears ! 
But there was nothing awful about 
the ceremony. The most cynical un 
believer (it such had been present) 
must have felt the influence of the 
Spirit of Love in the beautiful chapel 
that morning. The spring sunshine, 
the bright flowers, the white vest
ments, all betokened a feast of joy. 
There were tears on many faces, .but 
they were nob tears of sorrow. It 
was indeed the joy of a bridal. It is 
impossible for one brought up a 
Protestant to describe the emotions 
aroused by witnessing such a cere
mony for the first time. But one 
triumphant thought is dominant: 
“The Catholic Church is true! I 
have not been deceived. The Faith 
is all I have been told, and infinitely 
more 1”

After the ceremony a nun comes 
down the aisle of the chapel to speak 
to her relatives in the front pew. 
Her radiant face tells us who she is. 
Ic is she who has just spoken those 
“awful” vowsl Only a few years 
ago I would have pitied her as a de
luded victim of dark and gloomy 
superstition. Ob, how the Catholic 
point of view transforms the whole 
aspect of life l

Thejojous feast is celebrated all 
day. The house is radiant with sun
light, flowers and music. The rev
erend Mother sends word to the din
ing room : “ In honor of fit® gréait 
feast day, will the guests talk and 
entertain each other at dinner to
day ?” The lay sisters who wait on 
the table are bubbling over with fun. 
One of them, her face sparkling with 
suppressed mischief, passes the ice 
cream to a lady noted for her healthy

appetite for dainties. 11 What a very 
heavy plate for a small person to 
carry," remarks the lady as she helps 
herself.

“ It’s lighter now,” replies the 
sister demurely.

Who said nuns never have any 
fun ?

' 'by not be a real scientist and 
find out the truth for yourself ?

The greatest luxury in this life is 
that found m doing good.
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The Catholic H ghlands 
of Scotland

The Western Highlands 
and Islands

Real Help
For Tired Feet

A busy day and on your feet most of 
the time — a long, tiresome trip or a 
hike in the country-new shoes to break 
in — all these mean tired feet. Soothe 
and reat them by applying a few drupe 
of Absorbjne, Jr. Or, if you are very 
tired and your feet burn, ache or swell, 
soak them in a solution of Ahst.rhine, 
Jr., and water. Relief will be prompt 
and lasting.

You will like (he “feel’’of this clean, 
fragrant and antiseptic liniment. It 
penetrates quickly, leaves no greasy 
residue, and is intensely refreshing. 
Only a few drops needed to do the work 
as Ahsorbine, Jr , is highly concen
trated.

You will find dozens of uses for 
Ahsorbine, Jr. as a dependable first-aid 
remedy and pegular toilet adjunct ; to 
reduce inflammatory conditions sprains, 
wrenches, painful, swollen veins. To 
allay pain anywhere. To spray the 
throat if sore or infected. To heal cuts, 
bruises, lacerations and sores.

Ahsorbine, Jr., $1.26 a bottle at drug
gists or postpaid. 1 iberal trial bottle 
mailed for lfc. in stamps.

W. F. YOUNG, P. D. F„
299 Lymans Bldg. Montreal, Can.

ASTHMA COUGHS
BY

DOM ODO BLUNDELL
O. S. B., P. S. A. (SCOT.)

Author of “The Catholic Highlands of Scotland 
(Central Highlands)” “Ancit-nt catholic 

Homes of Scotland”

WHOOPING COUGH SPASMODIC CROUP 
BRONCHITIS CATARRH COLDS

Est 1879

2 Vols. $2.75 Postpaid

(Th.' O .Ttlmlicîlecirrn
LONDON, CANADA

DR MoTAGQART S VEtikTABlfc ^
REMEDIES for these habit* art •
safe, inexpensive home treat- .ay'
mente. No hypodermic Z' 
injections, no loss of
time from bueiness, Liters
and positive /aAr ature anc

» medicine sent
m plain. eeaW-fl

' rt packages. Addrer*
or consult

Dr. McTaggart’s Remndm»
U .309 Rtnir Bldg Toronto Cw< <

CATHOLIC

Home Annual
1919

Every Catholic Home 
Should Have It

Contains a complete list of the Feast 
and Fast Days, Movable Feasts, and 
Holy Days of Obligation. A sketch 
of the lives of many Saints : also a 
Saint for every day of the year, and 
the Gospel for each Sunday.

LIST OF SHORT 
STORIES

Fring.
After Many Days.
Sermons in Stone.
In a Life’s Living.
The Humming-Bird.

OTHER ARTICLES
A Christmas-Eve Vigil.
The Correct Thing.
The Seven Sorrows of Our Lady. 
St. Francis Xavier, Apostle of the 

Indies.
The Visit of St. Joseph.
The Crusades.
The American Cattle Ranch.
A Sermon of St. Francis.
The Miracle of Bolsena.

PRICE 25=
POSTAGE PAID

Catholic Record
LONDON, CANADA

A simple, safe and effective treatment avoid
ing drugs. Used with success for 35 years.

The air carrying the antiseptic vapor,inhaled 
with every breath, makes breathing easy, 
soothes thcsorethroct, 
and stops the cough, 
assuring restfu In ights.
Cresolcneis invaluable 
to mothers with young 
children and a boon to 
sufferers from Asthma.

Send us postal for 
descriptive booklet
GOLD BY DRUGGISTS

VAPO-CRESOLENE CO.
teeming Miles Bldg.Mon'

Amazing
Bargain

From Fur Fashion 
Headquarter*

A wonderful fur set 
this is — skins of 
ravishing beauty— 
genuine Natural 
Canadian Red Fox 

—-superbly tailored in 
the newest fashionable 
styles. The fine qual

ity skins, trimmed with head, paws and 
laryo natural tail make a fur set you’ll be 
proud to wear. You ran buy it from ue at 
the amazing prives shown above priera 
never before named for genuine red foa — 

prices bo low as to almost bo unbelievable, 
itiia amaziî g bargain otter is No. 271 (stole) erd 
No. 7tt (mull) in the famous S< ll<:rs-G«>ugh Mail 
Order Catalogue. It ie one of hundreds of mon- y- 
saving items listed in this popular fur-buyirg 
guide. You can order it from this advertisement.

! From Maker to Wearer
I The World’s Newest Fur Fashions 
i At Wonder Money-saving Prices 
I Before you buy your fur set ti is winter, you 
I should see this cata.ogue. It is the most outhor-
■ itative fur style book ever published—right from 
1 Fur Fashion Headquarters—a writable panor- 
I nma of nil the newest fur fashions accepted in 
| New York. London andParis. Modela, too, from
■ our own detiguera to whom the wo- Id comes for 
1 furetyl-.’H. Am, most importur.t of all. it offers 
1 tlv ee up-to-tl e minute 9: yles at tnaker-to-wear- 
l er prices I Page hfcar^eige is packed with sen- 
I sstiona! bargains !
1 'S'l 1'% f1 Our Famous Fur-
1 A kV ils Sis Buying Guide and 
A jL%’ Style Book

1 By all means send for this bo.-k t -day. Our new 
1 lSlfc-19 style book is ju»t off toe press. It will 
. prove a revelation. It’s sJnt très lor the ask

ing. 60,000 people receive it each year, bigger 
. demand than ever t-.ie year -though, ua a war

time economy we h’.ve only printed the same 
1 number as in previous years. He sure you get 
1 your copy. Rend our mon y-ti .ek-if-not-abeo- 
1 lutely-sstieficd guarantee. Spend a delightful 
I hour studying the n w war-time aimphev • -end 
! in fur fashions. Ask for Catalogue No R. 3

| SELLERS-GOUGHFUR CO. LrD-_
• The Largest Exclusive Fur House 
1 in the liriii.di Empire.
1 TORONTO

isSiÉÊS&jïÂ

iP.flSBl

(SfLAjS 
MEM0RIAEW1ND0S, 
ANDLEADEDLIÇHÏÏ

B. LEONARD
QUEBEC : P. Q.

We Make a Specialty of Catholic Church Windows

MOI

FREE
Hallam’s Trappers’ Guide —96

pages ; illustrated ; English or Frencli ; , 
tells how and where to trap; what bait 
n nd traps to use ; is full of useful informa-

Hallam’s Trappers’ Supply Cata
log—36 pages ; illustrated ; rifles, traps, 
animal bait, headlights, fish nets, and all 

necessary trappers’ and sportsmen’s 
supplies at low prices.
Hallam's Raw Fur News— 

Gives latest prices and advance 
Information on the raw 

Cur market.
Write to-day. 

Address giving 
Dumber as 

below.

730 HALLAM BUILDING, 
TORONTO.


