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THE CATHOLIC RECORD

FIVE-MINUTE'S SERMON.

Sunday Within the Octave of Christ-
mas.

RETROSPECT,

Between remembering the old year
and looking forward tothe new year,
this day should be a busy oune for the
Chritians. It onghtto bea day of exam
ination of conscience. Good Christians
examine their consciences in some
manner or other daily, and some are
80 vividly in God's presence that they
serutinize every act of their lives ; and
this is what it is to ba thoroughly con-
scientious. Conscientiousness when
cultivated i8 nothing less than habitual
consciousness of the Divine presence.
We know, to be sure, that £ome persens
are over particular in examination of
conscience, and these are called scru-
pulous. But most of us are not scru
pulous enough. The cuitivation of the
conscience tends to a constant realizing
of the Divine presence, aud w

cu this
becomes habitual the soul becomes per
fect.

There are two kinds of examination
of conscience, hoth of which are jood.
Ope is done at fixed times by some
arrangement with one's self honestly
adhersd to. The other kind of exam
ination is spontaneous. In this latter
case the conscience won't let you pass
an hour, or even a minute, without
undergoing scrutiny., In the former
case youw examine your conscience, and
in the latter your conscience examines
you. I have met numbers of persons
who need never examine their con-
sciences when preparing for confes
sion : they live habitually in the Divine
preseuce and are ready at all moments
to perform the highest spiritual duties
I think it was one of the St. Catharines
who was kneading dough to make
bread for the community when the bell
rang for Communion ; she went up and
received our Lord with the dough
sticking to her hands and then went
back to her batch of bread : and she
was excellently well disposed for Com-
munion. St. Francis of Sales, from
the evenness of character which he at-
tained, must have had this gift of con
sciousness of the Divine presence in a
high degree.

Brethren, I wish all ¢ you had some-
thing of this kigh gift. But for most
of us [ may truly say that the examin-
ation of conscience which will benefit
us will be that made at set times ; of
course, at confession. Bat no practice
will produce better results for persons
of good sense than having fixed times
at which we shall go over the actions
of the day. And on New Year's Day,
of all days in the year, we should take
account of our conduct towards God
and our neighbor and ourselves, aund
make good resolutions for the future.
The fact is that on a day like this the
old year rises up and demands examin-
ation. Sometimes we say, ‘' The past
is gone." DBut in truth there is no
such good luck as that. It would be a
very good thing for some of us if the
past could be politely bowed out with
the old vear. Bat there it is, fixed for
ever. The past year is an account
book turned over to God's court to wit—
ness for or against us ; let us try and
get a favorable balance out of it. At
any rate, let us know the truth about
it.

Let us face about, therefore, breth-
ren, and look back over the past
twelve months, and question the
seasons of the old year. How did I
begin the old year and how did T be
have myself last winter? Did I
make my Eester duty last spring ? Did
I attend Mass regulerly acd worship
God through the summer, or did I make
the Lord's Day one of carousing and
picnicking and drinking ? Have I used’
my tongue for blaspheming, my body
for lust, my soul for slavery to the
ovil one ? Have I unjustly gotten any
of my neighbor's property? Have I
been brutal to my family ? Thess
sound like ugly questions, But there’s
no happy New Year for you or me till
we have answered them and many
others besides, repented of our sins aund
make good resolutions for confession
and Commuunion, and for & good life for
the future.

—_—-—————

Henry Ward Beecher.

I met a Maryland man the other day
who told me this story : * Years ago
1 happened to bain Kanaas City, Mis-
souri, on Good Friday. While at the
Catholic church, during dsavotions, I
was surprised to observe reverently
knealing there no less a person than
Henry Ward Beecher. the famous
preacher. [ was told that ¢very year
on this oceasion, he attended Catholic
service. The Bishop of Kansas City at

OUR BOYS AND GIRLS.

Did you ever receive a present that
was given in such a begrudging fash
ion or with €0 little grace that you
would have liked to hand it back to the
donor if your innate politeness had not
neld you in check? Gifts thus re
ceived have no value in them even
though they be of surpassing worth in
the eyes of the world, A single
presented with a little graceful air of
compliment and pleasurs in the actis
more appreciated than astring of pric
less pearls that are doled out with
geowls or in & manner that speaks more
loudly than words of the ungracious
sentiments of the giver,

The geason ig at hand when an inter
e of offerings will be the order of
fay and let us all, just for once, see
if the true epirit of Christmas cannot
enter into the giving of our gifts,
whether they be great or small.  Let
love and good-will prompt whatever
we may see fit to bestow, and let no
thought of the return gauge the cost or
the quality of our own offering. To
ba a cheerful giver is a quality that is
most desirable. True generosity does
not lie in the lavishness of the dona-
tion, but in the sweet gpirit that dom
inates aud permeates, whether it be
great or small,

Obedient and True.

Here is an old and a good story from
the Orient, retold by Andrew Lang :

A Persian mother gave her son torty
pieces of silver and made him swear
never to tell & lie.

** (30, my son,” she said ; ** I commit
thee to God's care, aud we shall not
meat again.”

The youth left the house, and the
party with whom he traveled were as
sailed by robbers. Oae of them asked
the boy what he had, and he said ;

‘¢ Forty florins are sewn in my
clothes.”

The robber laughed, feeling certain
that the boy jested. Another asked
him the same question and received
the same answer. At last the chief
called him and asked him what he had
The boy replied :

“I have told two of
already that I have forty
ver sewn in my clothes.”

Tae chief ordered the garments to
be ripped open, and the discovery of
the money proved the boy to be more
truthful than most men.

* How came yeu to tell this?" asked
the chief.

¢ Bacausa,” said the boy, ‘‘I would
not be false to my mother, whom I
promised never to tell a lie.”

¢ (Child,” said the robber, ‘‘are you
go mindful of your duty to your
mother, and am I so forgetful at my
age of the duty 1 owe to my God?
(iive me your hand that [ may swear
repentance on it.”

A Clever Dwarf.

The king's ‘‘tool” of olden times
was generally wiser and wittier than
his roval master. Alboin, the Lom-
bard usurper, held his court in Verona
in the latter quarter of the sixth cen-
tury, and his jester was Bertholde, a
dwarf, of whom Mary S. Roberts
writes in St. Nicholas. When Bert-
holde made his first appearance at
court King Albion asked him what
he was, when he was born and of
wha' country.

*1 am a man,” replied the dwarf,
whereupon the attendants went off into
fits of laughter. **1 was born when [
came to the world and the world itself
is my country.”

King aund courtiers now began to
realize that they had a shrewd little
imp before them, and they commenced
to ply him with questions of all kinds.
The asking of conundrums was a sort
of trial of wit to which sovereigns were
much given at this period of history.

‘¢ What thing is that which flies the
swiftest 2" asked one,

*“ Thought, " replied
promptly.

‘““What is the gulf that is never
filled ?”

** The avarice of the miser,” wasthe
ready answer of thequick-witted dwarf,

¢ What trait is the most hateful in
young people ?”

¢+ Salf conceit, because it makes them
unteachable.”

“1ow would you bring water in a
sieve 2"

“I'd wait till it was frozen,”
swered the dwarf, readily.

The King was delighted.

‘¢ for so clever a rejoinder,” he said
¢ you shall have from me anything you

may desire.”
|

your men
pieces of sil-

Bertholde

an-

that time, happened to know Mr.
Beecher personally and, having been
made aware of his presence in the city,
invited him to dinuer, stating inci-
dentally that he must, on that day, 8x-
pect very lean fare. Mr. Beecher ac-
cepted the invitation gladly and grate-
fully. It touched his heart, for, at
that period, he was under a cloud.

He found charity where he did not
look for it. Heeunjoyed the very plain
meal and thanked the Bishop cordially
for his hospitalicy and Christian spirit.
What a pity that the brilliant and mar-
vellously gifted preacher did not pur-
sue whatyseemed to he a preliminary

grace for conversion. He clung
measurably to his idols but went on

more aud more into abysses of theologi-
cal speculation. He had not much
orthodoxy when he died,and he appears
to have left a skeptical legacy to his
Brooklyn congregation. To the last,
however, he paid homage to Good Fri-

day, and having no other church to go |

to pionsly on that day, he joined his
Catholic brethren in devotional exer-
cises,

,,,,,,,, i Liine

Catarrh, like scrofula, is a disease of the
blood and may be cured by purifying the
blood with Hood’s Sarsaparilla.

Poor Beecher!—Jas R, Randall. |

““Oh, no !" cried Bertholde, with a
mocking laugh, ‘I shall have noth
ing of the sort. You cannot give me
what you do not possess. [am in
gearch of happiness, of which you have
not a particle. So how can you give
me any 2"

“ How !" exclaimed the King, ‘‘am
I not happy on so elevated a throne ?”

“Yes, you are, if the happiness of a
man consists in the height of his seat.”

Alboin retained the clever dwarf,
although the Queen and her ladies
very much disliked the witty little man.
| Onco the ladies desired to be admitted
! to place in the King'scouncil. Alboin
was troubled ; he did not want to
council women, and yet he feared to
offernd them by a direct refusal. Little
Bertholde came to his master’s aid with
a clever contrivance.

e bought a live bird in the market
place, and in the King's presence im
| prisoned the little captive in a rich
casket. This casket, by Bertholde's
advice, the King delivered into the
keeping of the court ladies who wished
to be councilors, telling them that it
was not to be opened until the next
"day.

“ What it contains,” said the King,
‘iig a secret, If it should by any

means be let out, you would ee that
the best interests of the kingdom re-
fuse your request.”

The women were greatly impressed
by these words, so greatly impressed

that they at once began to wonder
what the secret could ba, and at last
their curiosity became so great that

the one who had the box in her keep
ing thought she would just look in for
a minute—when, whir ! out

bird and away he flew through
window,

True next day the fair petitioners did
not come to court to press their claim

For they that the king had made
them show themselves unable to keep a
soeret

For this erafty ruse Aiboin com

manded his treasurer to give the dwarl
a thousand erowns

“ T hope Your Majesty will not bedis

pleased if I refuse to accept your gitts,”
replied Bertholde. ‘' He who desires
nothing and has nothing has nothing to
fear. Naturewmade me free and I wish
to remain so, but I cannot if I accept
your ptesents, for the proverb says,
‘ He who takes sells himself."”

“ How then,” asked the King, ‘*am
I to show my gratitude?"

“ [ have heard that it is more glori
ous to deserve the favors of a prince
and to refuse them than it is to receive
without deserving them,” was the
answer. ‘‘Your good will is more
agreeable to me than all the gifts in
in the world.”

ssasilipied
Little Boy Blue.

camsa the

the

BRW

The little toy dog is covered with dust,
But sturdy and gtaunch he stands ;

And the little toy soldier is red with rust,
And his musket moulds in his hands,

Time was when the little toy dog was new,
And ths soldiar was passing (air,

And that was the time when our Littls Boy

Blue

Kissed them and put them there.

* Now don’t you go 'till I come,” he said,
“ And don’t you make any noise.”

So toddling off to his trundle bed,
He dreamt of the pretty toys.

And as he was dreaming, an angel song
Awakened our Littls Boy Blue.

Oh ! the ysars are mauny, the years are long
But the little toy friends are true,

Avye ! faithful to Little Boy Blue they stand
Each in the same old place,

Awaiting the touch of a little hand,
The smile of a little face.

And they wonder, as waiting these long years

through,

In the dust of that littls chair,

W hat has become of our Little boy Blue,
Sincee he kissed them and put them there.

—Eugene Field.
il

Things I Have Seen In Church.

At the Church of the Franciscans
there was & mere scattering of people
in the pews. Every one seemed to be
going to confession. Far up in the
church a grotesque little figura stood
before the first station. As he ap-
proached the third staticn two women
started to make the way of the cross.
At the seventh station they were beside
him ; he was siighter, shorter than
either of them. Now the women were
ahead of him : they passed the box
near which I stood, glancing calmly at
the people in the line on each side.
Three more confessions had been
heard when the boy stood within & few
feet of me. Without a look at the
waiting penitents, he passed to the
twelfth station, ** Jesus Dies Upon the
Cross.” How thin and white the lad’s
hands were, too fragile almost for the
weight of the heavy black prayer book
he was trying to read in the dimness.
There was something mnoble in the
poise and shape of his small head with
its clustering black curls. He finished
the prayer and stood looking up at the
gcene of the crucifixion. As he raised
his great, black eyes, they were like
the eyes of St. John standing at the
foot of the cross. In them was the
same mute anguish, the same helpless,
unspeakable compassion. Gradually
his delicate Italian face grew more
agitated—the sensuous lips trembled
and the beautiful eyes filled. Without
completing the stations he knelt down
in the nearest pew, his weeping face
on his slender haunds. I thought I was
the only one watching his devotion,
when the woman back of me mur-
mured, with a foreign accent, *‘ Poor
little Antonio; isn't it sad he can
never be a priest!” He thinks of
nothing else. When they tell him he
will die of grief.”

“ Why can't he be a priest?” 1
asked her,

““ Didn’t you notice ?
here perhaps you
erooked shoulders

It is so dark
couldn't ses his
A hunchback may

not take holy orders ’—Written for
the Chicago New World. !
— B — ]

It is In thoe Natare of Things

That, as age advances with its concomitants
of wear and tear, some parts of the delicate
machinery of the body, upon which health
and vigor depend, shonld suffer derange
ment, Feelings of weariness, listlossness, or
despondency are the signals that Nature
throws out to warn, and woe Lo him who neg
locts these warnings, for severe ara the pen
alties she exacts. To quicken into new vigor
the failing energ to impart, with certainty
tone to the nerve system; to renew its one
time force; these are the special tendencies of
the wendrous tonie and nutrient, Maltine
with Coca Wine, It gives strength to the
nervous system and 18 thus a '‘nerve re-
storer ;" it increases nutrition, and is, there
fore, a “ body-builder,” Maltine with Coca
Wine, by its power to add to nerve force and
to increase weight, will be found by the de

i fed and k & veritable ' life giver,”
Maltine with Coca Wine is not a patent medi
cine, Its composition may be known to you,
as it has long been known and subseribed to
by the medical profassion, Maltine with
Coea Wine gives strength, vigor and health.
Sold by all druggists,

Free and easy expsctoration immediately
relieves and frees the throat and lungs from
viseid phlagm, and a medicine that promotes
this is the hest medicine to use for conghs,
colds, inflammation of the lungs :unrn"l
affections of the throat and choest, This is
precisely what Bickle’s Anti- Consumptive
Syrup is a specific for, and wherever used it
has ziven unbounded satistaction. Children
like it becanse it is pleasant, adults like it
bacause it relisves and cures the disaase.

WONDERFUL are {he cures by Hood’s

CHATS WITH YOUNG MEN

allotted a little

ual. That is, the little space called
lite, Itisdaytime for that individual
all the rest of the endless Woare
night It is, therefore, his chance, his
opporiunity, his acceptable time, |
is filled with potentalities, possibilitie
and opportunities which far surpa
the imagination of the most optimisti
—1'ne New World, :
An Unexpected Response,

It was growing late 1 lo
l‘v“ nanity 'tll‘ t ’i' 1
had ebbed and flowe 1
streats of the greal city

Amidst the vastness of eternity is
gpace for each individ

ward, leaving the stran

appalling sense t vt
ceoines whan the noiges of the town a
hushed, I'he electrie lights flared un
noticed on the cornes traet
further intervals ;: now

then a night worker hurried by, his
footsteps rizging out lond and clear in
the stilluess In front of a locy
whose lights shene out bright as

ruddy ncross the pavewment stood

tramp, uoshorn, ragged, dirty, dis
gust He watched with envi

eyes the men who passed in and out
through the swingi doors, aud then
he turned his eyes toward two young
fellows in evening dress who were
coming down the street toward him

They hed been drinking deeply, and
they stopped bofore the saloon door
and looked curiously at him

““By Jove,” said one, ‘‘think of
having a thirst like that and
price of an extinguisher in
pocket !  Beats old Tantalus
pieces, eh? Liquor, liguor,
where and not a drop to drick.”

He ran his hand in his pocket and
proffered the tramp a dime, but before
it could be accepted the other ycung
fellow interposed.

“Say,” he said, ‘‘let's do the good
Samaritan and set Hobo up to a good
drink.”

I'ne other hilariously consented, and
the tramp slouched iuto the saloon at
the heels of the two gilded youths
The barkeeper set betore them glasses
and liquors, and with a hand that
shook the tramp pourtd out a brimm
ing glass and raised it to his lips.

‘*Stop,” cried one of the young
men, drunkenly, ‘‘make us a speech.
It is poor liquor that doesn’t unloosen
a man's tongue.”

The tramp hastily swallowed down
the drink, and as the rich liquor
coursed through his blood he straight
ened himself and stood before them
with a grace and dignity that all his
rags and dirt could not obscure.

““Gentlemen,” he said, *‘I look to
night at you and at myself, and it
seems to me I look upon the picture of

not the

your
all to
avery

e

I have seen 8o many fine fellows go
to the dogs, as the saying gces, simply
because they would not mmake an effort,
that I cannot emphasize too strongly
the importance of doing one's best
Many a boy of good natural parts, who
has st school beeause he could
wquire his legsons, has never

mne at

the promises his vouth

t ause he did not recognize
that 1n world of fierce com=-

throws

n who

nities, h ) One

|

|
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|
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|

|
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b ‘ o naie ]
table ki w from & love of ease,
< himselt & nobody ox shining
iple of & man who m have
bler things, The ung fellow
} v

|

with n PuUrposs to an righnt
from wl

swerved n shor

t, happy men
rest in  their

The idler
The time hangs heavy
man uever notices
its flight Indeed it seems all too short
for the accomplishment of his worthy

enda He is, too, less liable to tempta

whi
worl

15 nover

1
l

take an

and in
happy.
hands

their play.

on his
The busy

tion than the one who tinds both oceu

pation and vec

reation wand who
noth

Idstream, |

a bore,

is constantly saying, *''there i
ing init,” HkeSir Charles C

who had exhauvsied all the pleasures of

life Chere is nothing in it bn
cause there is nothing in him, Ie
is & vapid pretender who floats’ on
the surface of life and  who
nover looks below it to discover its

hidden meaning Do vour level best,
my young friends, at all times and in
all places. You owe this much to your
friends, yourself and to the Higher
Power that created you Then,
whether your ¢ arthly existence be long
or short, you will achieve as much hap
piness as the world can offer, and will
ba well prepared for the bliss that has
no ending. Follow the poet Long
fellow's advice and be up and doing,
with & heart for anything.— Benedict
Bell, in the Sacred Heart Roview,
-

Where love takes, let love give |
not ;
Love counts but the will,
And the heart has its flower of devotion
No winter can chill,
They who cared tor “good will" the first Christ
mas
Will eare for it still.

and #go doubt

Adelaide A. Proctor

-

my lost manhood. This bloated face
was once as young and handsome as
yours. This shambling figure once
walked &s proudly as yours, a man in
a world of men., I, too, once had
home an.. friends and position. I had
a wife asbeautitul as an artist's dream,
and I dropped the priceless pearl of
her honor and respect in the wine cup,
and Cleopatra like, sew it dissolve,
and quaffed it down in the brimming
draught. I had children as sweet and
lovely as the flowers of spring, and I
saw them fade and die under the
blighting curse of a drunken father.
I had a home where love lit the flame
upon the altar and ministered before it,
and I put out the holy fire, and dark

ness and desolation reigned in its
stoad, 1 had aspirations and am
bitions that soared as high as

the morning star, and I broke and
bruised their beautiful wings, and, at
last, strangled them that I might be
tortured with their cries nomore. To-
day I am a husband without & wife, a
father without a child, a tramp with no
home to call his own, a man in whom
every good impulse is dead. All, all
swallowed up in the maelstrom of
drink.”

The

nerveless fingers

The tramp ceased speaking.
glass fell from his
and shivered into a thousand frag
ments on the floor. The swinging
doors pushed open and swung to again,
and when the little group about the
bar looked up the tramp was gone,—
Catholic Columbian.

On Dolng One's Best.

Young men frequently run away
with the idea that if they can get over
a given task, in a certain fime. that is
all that is required of them. They do

not care how slovenly and unfinished

the work may be, if they succeed in
covering up the defects so t they
may not be readily discov d by
sapervising eyes.  Their cobject is to
get through the period of labor with
ag little output of intellectual and
manual strength as possible.  They

dawdle away the time, looking contin
ually at the clock until the dianer
hour arcives, and gazing at it quite as

aunxiously, when they return to
labor in the afternoon, until
the hour of closing approaches

At least half an hour before this yeu
will find them preparing
desks on their work ben
a thousand and one thi
connected with their employment 8o
that they may w minutes that
rightfully belong to their employer.
Thig may seem over critical, but it is
not. These young peopls really do
more hari to themselves than they do
to anyone else, They get into a shift
s, aimless way of doing things, that
will have a direct iufluence in retard-

to leave their
18, by doing

s not directly

ste

Family Worship.

In an article on ** Pamily Worship,”
the Central Presbyterian has this to
gay : ‘‘So far as regular, systematic
training of children in devout habitg,
by the precept and example of parents,
is concerned, a distressing conviction
is impressed upon us that this fountain
of Christian influenco is rapidly failing
in our own as well as in other
churches.” Just so, and why? Un
doubtedly because the Christian educa
tion of the parents of this generation
was neglected in the least; because
tho godless training of the Public
schools is altogether impotent as a
means of Christian education ; because
children who hear nothing of religious
trath in the school-room are not partie
ularly likely, when they bocome fath
ers and mothers, to furnish their own
children with the requisite precept and
example. In a word, the old dictum
that religion should be taught in the
church, the Sunday school, and the
home, not in the daily school, is being
demonstrated as mockery and an illu
gion. If God and morality have no
place in the Pablic schools, they can |
not long retain any footing of practical
importance in the family. Non sectar
ian schools are a menace to the Chris
tianity of the nation, and the yoars are
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OF
THIS WOKD.

| No Name on Earth so Famous

No Name More Widely

Imitated

No name on earth, perhaj well
known, wmore | iiarity [}

1 i ited than d
Dodd a peculia hat
ke out prominven nd

1 in 8 memory It ¢ in

n tters, but ouly two letters ha
ilphabet Fveryvone knows th
| 1 10V rameg oy t atent 0or

d I orm was 1 1 Ix
'} liscovery airtied the medi
profession the world over, and revoin
tionized the treatment of Kidney di
eases,

o imitator has ever succeeded in
constructing a name possessing a the
peculiari of DODD, though they
nea Il adopt names similar as

ible in und and construction to
[heir lishness prevents them
izin hat a ipts to imitate in
ease the fame of Dodd's Kidney Pills.

Why is the n fDodd's Kidney
Pills " imituted ?  As well ask why are
diamonds and gold imitated. Because
dlamonds are the most precious gemes,
gold the most gold precious metal,
Dodd’s Kidoey Pills are imitated be-
cause they are the most valuable medi
cine the world has ever known.

No medicine wag ever named kidney
pilly till vears of medical research ;;u\:n
Dodd's Kidney Pills to the world No
medicine aver cured Bright's disease
except Dodd’s Kidoey Pills.  No other
medici 8 cured as many cases of

Rheumatism, Diabetes, Heart Disease,
Lumbago, Dropsy, Femalo Weakness,
and other Kidney as Dodd's
Kidney Pills have. It is universally
known that they have never failed to
cure these diseases, benco they are so
widely and shomelessly imitated
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An Cpportunity to . . .
Possess a Beautiful Family Bible
... at a Small Qutlay
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Catholic Recc

PICTORIAL ™

proving it superabundantly, Ave
Maria,

- |
I'his tells Where Health May he Found, }
And that is more important than making |
monay. If your blood is impuare, Houd's ,
Sarsaparilla is the medicine for G S |
cures serofuls, salt rhenm, rheumatism, ci

tarrh and all other « originating in or
promoted by impure blood and low
the system,

isonses

srate of

PILLS ar

Hoon's ’
Cure indigestion, hendachs,
»

OpeErato,

sy to take, easy to

ing their success in life, if it does not
prevent their progrees altogether,
Whatever is worth doing at all is worth
doing well, is one of those old maxims
which the wisdom of the past evolved
for our benefic, and it can not be laid |

Sarsaparilla, and yet they are simplo and
natural. Hood’s Sarsaparilla makes PURE

BLOOD.

too closely to heart by the young fellow |
. ¥ ' P, \
just starting out in life.

Tl y truth abhout Hood’s Sar- |
goparilla. We know it possesses meorid |
because it cures, not once or twice or &
hundred times, but in thousands snd |
t nds of cases. We know it cures, l
absolutely, permanently, when all others
fail Lo do any good whatever. We repeat ‘
|
|

Sarsaparitla

Istha best —In fact the One True lood Purifier. |

ure nausea, indigestion,

; s e
|‘00d's [’l".‘] blliousuess, 20 C.uld,

¢ |
g B G ‘
AR | ﬁ 1 11 1
J i O ||
P W b 3 i
Made and Merit Maintalns theconfidence | e
of the people in Hood’s Sar lla. Ifm 1
medicine ¢ s you when gick; ifit makes ‘ r " glvet el
wonderful cures everywher en beyond | 8u ; r AT
f Wa will In ali
w!l question that medicine p #o8 nierit.

LIVES +i: SAINTS

Tue CATHOLIC RECORD

FOR ONE YEAR e,
FoR

g D300 . .

'.\y‘:’,‘i\‘]\l N, 4 (J:.l_'.,_N t

K0 that 1 not st
ASTHMA G340t
b " r Ten Hhea
i A IR ptol nama
wnd vddre will mail
I'rinl Botije e, O, Tait
Bros. Med. Co., 186 West
vdelaide Street, T onto, Ontario.
Plain Facts
For Fair Mindse™
s has a e k of the kind
d al work,
t ! y a trina. The
u 18 Rev . he price e
ex ¥ , r r ['ree b
f book ntalns 38
e AT} 1C RBCORR
T 0. M. B. A Tteanch No. London,
Meets on the ond*and 4th Thuorsday of
every month, at 5 0« ock, at their hall,
Albion Blook, Sire Rarry,

sresident ) Jas, Murray, 18t Vic resident §
P, I, Boyle, itecording Seere tary.




