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disturb my peace,” he said.
1 was just now sohappy.”

“Alas !

But he did uot forget his penance, ' & Brict Record of What the Sisters of

and the next day he sought the Pather
again.

¢ Pather Antonio,” he said, *‘thoun
hast been taithful to my poor soul.
Help me to find my wife.”

So the priest aided him gladly, and
they found the wife of Camillo sunk in
such misery and degradation that for
many days she escaped their search.

¢t But should 1 not forgive her, who
have been myself forgiven ?" said the
artist tenderly ; and he took her home,
and pleaded with her to live a better
life, and dealt kindly with her,

And the Face of Christ hung on the
wall, unveiled.

Then, after a day or two, came Cam-
illo again to the priest, and there were
tears in his eyes.

++ Father Antonio,” he said, *‘‘the
Lord has shown me myselt. 1 have
been a bad son to old Marietta, my
grandmother, a bad husband to my
wife, a bad father to wmy children.
My sins caused their error ; the poison
of my life corrnpted them, IHelp me to
atone.

So Father Antonio helped him, and
they sought out old Marictta, whom he
had neglected many years, and Cam
illo's sons and daughters ;: and before
them all the artist hwmbled himself,
and they fell upon his neck with tears,
and forgave aud were forgiven,  Only
Marietta, who had forgotten by this
time the sins of his boyhood, and re-
membered ouly his glory and great
pame, maintained that she had noth-
ing to forgive.

So Camillo took her home, and his
children dwelt near in houses of their
own, and all were happy and at peace
among themselves. And the Iace of
Christ shone down upon them from the
wall. Bat they had few friends in the
city who cared to enter their humble
dwelling ; for it was a tearful thing
carelessly to meet those pictured eyes.

Now, when they had <o dwelt for
many days, Camillo came again to
Father Antonio, and said : ** Father,
may | yet be absolved ?”

But Padre Antonio did not answer.

““What !" cried the painter, *‘is
there yet more to do?”

“Thou shouldst kuow," said Fuather
Antouio.

“ I know not,” said Camillo, sorrow-

fully. *‘Ihave done all that can be
done : even the slightest tie that hath

bound my soul in former daysl have
sought to reunite: and if the friend
had been wronged, I have besought
forgiveness.”

* Hath it been always granted?”
asked the priest.

¢ Nay," said Camillo, ** for to some
the wrong hath been that my poison
hath so tainted their souls that they
have wronged me, and that wrong is
hard to pardon. DBut the others have
been forgiven.’

It is well,” said Padre Antonio.

“Yet you tell me there is more,”
said the artist.

““1 tell thee! Nay, ‘‘said the
priest.”  ‘* Thou shouldst Kknow.

What does the Face of Christ tell thee ?
My son, when thou hast won His abso-
lution thou wilt not ask mine.”

Then Camillo went home very sor-
rowful, and yet happy, for he feit that
he could now look calmly and fearlessly
into the eves of the Christ ; yet he
would have liked well the priest’s ab-
solution.

So when night had fallen and he
was left alone with his masterpiece, he
knelt down before his canvas, and,
folding his hands like the hands of a
little child at prayer, he looked upward
into the pictured eyes.

And the Face of Christ shone down
upon his soul. The eyes were very
searching, yet, oh! so loving and ten-
der ; the parted lips seemed to smile,
like the lips of a mother over her
noughty child, as she says: *f But,
darling, you grieve mamma.”

Then Camillo fell upon his face with
agreat cry. And in the morning he
went back to Father Antonio.

““ Ah, my Father ! How dared I ask
tor absolution ? I, who knew not the
smallest fraction of my sim! What
are all the offenses against my fellow-
man to my sins against Him?”

¢ Ah! what, indeed!” said Padre
Antonio.

[ allied myself with His foes, I re-
jected His love, I cast Him out of my
heart, I caused these to sin for whom
He died.”

“And I also,” said Padre Antonio.

“And yet He forgives; He has
always forgiven ; that crushes me,”
said Camillo. ‘‘There is no effort in
it with Him, He forgivesfreely. There
is no little by little in it ; I have come
back to Him step by step, but He has
carried me always in His heart. Padre
Antonio, what shall I do to be saved ?"

“ (Go back,” said the priest, ““and
look once more on the Face of Christ.”

So Camillo went back, and knelt all
night long before his masterpiece, and
the eyes of the Christ shone down into
his soul. And a great sorrow came
upon him, and also a great joy ; a great
anguish and a great peace ; because
the love without him was greater than
the love within, and for the first
moment in his half-century of years he
felt all its weight.

Therefore, between the joy and the
anguish, his heart broke, and his soul
was drawn up into the ocean of love,
eternal and illimitable.

And in the morning they found him
lying dead beneath the eyes of Christ,
with the peace of heaven upon hig
pallid features.

«“The Lord Christ hath
him,” said Padre Autonio.
Heart Review.

absolved
— Sacred

Experience has Proved it.

A triumpn 1n medicine was attained when | and children,

experience proved that Scott's Emulsion
would not only stop the progress of Pulmon-
ary Consumption, but by its continued use,
health and vigor could be fully restored,

NUNS AT THE CRIMEA. !
Merey Did I'here.—~By Their ll-l'ulv’\
Work They Won Love and Respect, |

It was during the Crimean war in
1854 that the lrish Community of the
Sisters of Mercy was for the first time
allowed to pursue its mission of char-
ity upon the battlefields of England
To the Right Rev. Mgr. Grant, Bishop
of Southwark, belongs the merit of
suggesting the sending of some Eng-
lish-speaking nuns to aid the Crimean
sufferers. He was himself the son of
an Irish soldier, and he felt intensely
the sad privations, temporal and spir-
itual, to which the sick and wounded
soldiers were then exposed. More
over, a bitter outery had been raised
throughout England against the nuns
by the bigots of Exeter Hall notoriety,
and he very justly said : ** Let the
nuns, who are so fiercely assailed, pro
ceed to the battlefield : there their
daily life, seen by the whole world, and
tieir devotedness to the cause of char-
ity, will be the best answer to the vile
calumnies uttered against them,

The Cardinal Archbishop of Sydney,
in the firs: installment of what promn
ises to be a most interesting contribu
tion to the new Australian Catholic
ecord, relates how, at Bishop Grant's
request, five Sisters of Mercy, from
Bermondsey Convent, were soon en
route towards the ldast, under the
guidance of M. Mary Clare Moore, a
Dublin lady, whose privilege it was to
be one of the first founders of that com
munity, As the Government was in-
different to their services, they set out
purely as voluateers, and the Earl of
Arundel undertook to defray all their
expenses.  Before their arrival in
Paris, however, the Goverument felt
ashamed of the coldness shown to them,
and arranged wich Bishop Grant for
the expenses of their journey and their
offizial recognition as nurses in the
military hospitals of the East.

Miss Nightingale joined these Sisters
in Paris, and accomnpanied them dur-
ing the remainder of the journey, and
they continued to be associated with
her throughout the whole campaign.
At Scutari she gave full chargo of the
hospital to M. Clare, and it was re-
marked that everything in which she
followed the guidance of the devoted
Sisters was attendel with the most
brilliant success, whilst in everything
else failure and dissatistaction tollowed
her footsteps. A few weeks before the
close of the war in 1856, Mother Clare,
on account of failing health, was sumn
moned home by Dr. Grant. - Miss
Nightingale, in several letters, attested
gratitude and admiration for the
skill and devotedness of which M.
Clare and companions had given such
abundant proof. She thus writes from

Balaklava : My Dearest Rev
Mother: Your going home is the

greatest blow I have yet had, but God’s
blessing and my love and gratitude go
with you. What you have done for
the work no one can ever say. But
God will reward you for it with Him-
self. My love and gratitude will be
vours, wherever you go. 1domnot pre
sume to give you any tribute but my
tears.” In another letter: *‘No one,
even of your own children, values you,
loves you, and reverences you, more
than I do. You were far above me in
fitness for the general superintend-
ency, both in worldly talent of admin-
istration and far more in the spiritual
qualifications which God values in a
Superior.”

The presence of the first Sisters of
Mercy, as if by magic, wrought a
complete change in the hospitals at
Scutari. Hence it is not to be won-
dered at that prejudices at head-
quarters were soon set at rest; and in
October, 1854, the Secretary of War
in an official communication requested
Dr. Grant to provide an additional
staff of the devoted Sisters. As the
couvents were too few in England to
supply a sufficient number, he at once
wrote to the Most Rev. Dr. Cullen,
Archbishop of Dublin, and to other
Irish prelates, soliciting their aid in
this great work of charity.

He at first met with unexpected
difficulties, for the Archbishop of
Dublin, though desiring to meet his
wishes, could not allow the Sisters to be
associated in their work with paid
nurses, or to be subordinate to any
except the medical officers. He feared
that the devoted Sisters would be held
responsible for the faults of the
former, and for the mistakes of Miss

2

Nightingale, and letters from the
Patriarch of Constantinople, which

were received soon after, more than
justified his prevision, These diffi-
culties were, however, soon set aside
in a practical way, and fifteen ad-
ditional Sisters, under the direction of
Mother Bridgeman, of Kinsale, as
Superior, followed soon after by three
others, hastened to the fields allotted to
their zeal and heroism.

Lord Napier was one of those who
bore testimony to the fidelity with
which the nuns observed the vule of
non-interference with the Protestant
patients. He held at that time adiplo-
matie position under Lord St ratford de
Redeliffe in Constantinope, and we
may relate his testimony in his own
words: ** During the distress of the
Crimean war the Ambassador called
me one morning and said : * Go down
to the port. You will find a ship there
loaded with Jewish exiles, Russian sub

| yvou.

jing allotted to them by the Ottoman

jeets from the Crimea Itis vourduty
to disembark them. The Turks will
give you a house in which they may be
placed. 1 turn them over eutirely to
I went down to the shore and
received about 200 persons, the most
miserable cbjects that could be wit
nessed, most of them old men, women
sunk in the lowest
depths of indigence and despair. I
placed them in the cold, ruinous lodg-

went back to the Am-
bassador and said : * Your Excellency,
theso people are cold and I have no
fuel or blankets ; they are hungry and
1 have no food ; they are very dist
and I have nosoap ; their hairisin an
undesirable condition and I have no
combs, What am I t» do with these
peaple?” ‘Dy!" said the Ambassador,
‘Get a couple of Sisters of Merey ;
they will put all to rights in a wmo-
ment.” 1 went, saw the Mother
Superior, and explained the case. |
asked for two Sisters They wera at
once sent,  They were ladies of refine
ment and intellect. 1 was a stranger
and a Protestant, and 1 invoked
their assistance for the benefit of
Jews. Yet these two women made
up their bundles and followed me
through the rain, without a look, a
whisper or a sign of hesitation. From
that moment my fugitives were saved.
Noone saw the labors of those Sisters
for months but myself, and they never
endeavored to make a single convert,”
In his speeches in after times Lord
Napier repeatedly referred to the sin-
gular zeal and devotedness constantly
shown by the Sisters to the sick of
every denomination.  On
sion, in Edinburgh, he remarked that
the Sisters taithfully kept their promise
not to interfere with the religion of
non Catholies, but, continued His
Lordship. **they made at least one
convert ; they converted me, if not to
believe in the Catholic faith, at least to
believe in the Sisters of Merey.”

authorities, 1

one occa-
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GREATNESS AND HAPPINESS.

A few days ago Prince Bismarck
made the melancholy confession that
he had never been happy. This
world renowned  statesman, loaded
with honors, stated with praise, the ac-
knowledged founder of a great empire,
the hero of millions and the idol of
nations, standing upon the verge of
the grave, declares that all the happi-
ness of his eighty vears crowded to-
gother would not till twenty four hours.

It is indeed, a sad comment on
human greatness and an impressive
witness to the emptiness and vanity of
all earthly glory ! As men count
greatness no man of modern times holds
a higher seat among the great than
Bismarck. Ior more than forty years
he has been a leader and a master of
men.  Health, wealth, learning,
power, fame and hounor have attended
his footsteps. His domestic life has
been all that could be desired. He
married his idol, whose faithfulness
and devotion never failed him: and yet
tne great man wasunhappy ! He was,
he says, too much absorbed in fighting
for his country to take pleasure in
lite. His duties, his labors, his cares
and his responsibilities were always a
burden to him. He had no time to lis-
ten to the sweet notes of praise that
were ever sounding in his ears. It
should not be forgotten that in hislong
struggle for his country and his
people he never escaped criticism and
abuse. He was hated and cursed as
well as loved and praised. So faras is
known, he took as little heed to his
enemies as to his friends. Even now,
when millions of his countrymen are
sounding his praises and doing honor,
this gray-haired statesman is often
overcome with emotion and weeps and
sobs like a child. He is full of years
and full of honors, but of happiness he
has none.

What is the meaning of this sad and
melancholy spectacle upon which all
the world is gazing ? It has a lesson
for humanity. It speaks in words
which none can fail to understand.
It is not in the power of earthly
honors to bestow happiness. Neither
titles, nor rank, nor wealth, nor learn-
ing, nor earthly glory can make us
happy. How foolish, then, is the mad
scramble for place and power! The
human seul can never be contented
with earthly things. As well attempt
to slake thirst with gall as to try
wealth and fame. It seems strange
that the human race is so slow to learn
this simple lesson! When will men
cease to set their affections on things
of the earth, in the vain hope that
they have power to satisfy the crav-
ings of the heart!—The Angelus.

—_—————

In Medieval Days.

Venice is now a gleepy town, mouldy,
and keeping alive as a show place for
tourists. But it was once a most active
seaport and busy with industry in
many forms. And Venice was a type
and example of how commerce could
thrive and still be faithful to the laws
of God and the precepts of the Catholic
religion. An interesting little fact
related to this was gracefully referred
to lately in New York by Rabbi Joseph
Krauskopf, of that city, in the course
of an address made by him at the
fiftieth anniversary of the best known
synagogne in that city. 1 read en
the church of San Giacomo di Rialto,”
he said, * this inscription: *Around
this temple let the merchant’s law be
just, his weights true, his covenants
faithful.’” In the inscription on the

THE DISMAL SWAYP,

and Linpress ons of
Moore and Soyle O'Reilly in
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'he Experience
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his

FFather Cronin writes as
the Union and
visit to Virginia :

But the particular outing that my
heart most craved for was a trip to |
“The Lake of the Dismal Swamp'
which the muse of Moore has immor
talized. In 1803, when on his way to
Bermuda to assumeo the duties in the
admiralty court to which he had been
appointed, the poet visited Norfolk,
aud white there determined on seeing
the wild and wondrous region known
as the Dismal Swamp and the en
chanting lake, so silent and lone
nestling at its very heart. It is pic-
tured by those who have penetrated
its gloom and canoed over its dark
waters as a weird and  enchanted
region. Nature seems to have shower
ed beauty there with 1iot hand, as if
to bewildér the imagiuation. The
late John Boyle O'Riclly, who visited
the swamp in 1858 shall describe it for

us:
1

Times of recent

It was a lovely evening, and the
surroundings were so novel and so
uncxpectedly attractive that we can |
never the impression, Far
betfore us as the eye could reach, ran
the canal, narrowing in perspective,
till it closed to a point.  On the right,
rose from the water, a dense forest of

eypress and juniper, flowering poplar,
black gum, yellow pine, maple and
swamp oak, with a marvelous under

wood of laurel in ravishing tlower,
the very air heavy with perfume,
which resembles that of a tuberose,

honeysuckle heaped in delicious blos
som, yellow jessamine, bay, myrtle,
purple trumpet flowers of the poison
oak vine, with the ever-present roses
aud white flowering blackberry hang
ing into the water,

But with the decline of the lovely
day came such a jubilant chorus of
voices ! Never had we heard
except in the air of dreamland, such a
concert of delicious bird music, In
number and variety the singers were
multiplied beyond conception. Far as
we could see along the canal we know
that the air was vibrant with the har
mony. We thought such unbroken
mwelody following the eye into the re
mote distance was 2 more delightful

sweet

music in itself than that which was
ravishing the senses.  IHere the mock-
ing bird ceased to mock and poured

its own soul. The cat bird discord
ant no longer. shot its clear joy
through the great harmony, and the
wren and swamp canary twined their
notes like the threads of gossamer
through the warp and woof ot this

J marvellous tapestry of sound.

The serpent, however, has found his
slimy way int) this paradise of nature,
wingles his hissings with the song of
the rich plumaged birds, and coils his
glittering scales round the jessamine,
the laurel and the wild reose. So too,
does the poisonous weed breathe forth
its blasted vapors of death, while the
wolf and panther still inhabit those
marshy wilds.

Such, in brief, is the Dismal
Swamp — with its one hundred and
fifty-thousand acres, extending from
Virginia into North Carolina — which
Moore peunetrated even to the gloomy
shores of the lake in 1803, with no
other guide than ‘‘Old Tony,” the
black boatman. On the poet's return
to Norfolk he wrote the beautiful poem
called ** The Lake of the Dismal
Swamp,” which, though doubtless
familiar to many readers, I venture to
reproduce here :

THE LAKE OF THE DISMALSWAMP,
Written at Norfolk in Virginia.

(‘“They tell of a young man who lost
his mind upon the death of a girl he
loved, and who, suddenly disappearing
from his friends, was never afterwards
heard of. As he frequently said in his
ravings that the girl was not dead, but
gone to the Dismal Swamp, it is sup
posed that he had wandered into that
dreary wilderness and had died of hun-
ger or been lost in some of its dreadful
morasses. "’

“They made her a grave too cold and damp
For a goul 8o warm and true;
And she's gone to the Lake of the Dizmal
Swamp.
Where all night long by a fire-fly lamp,
She paddles her white canoe.

And her fire filv lamp I soon shall see.
And her paddle I soon shall hear;

Long and loving our life shall be,

And I'll hide the maid in a cypress tree
When the footstep of Death 18 near!”

Away to the Dismal Swamp he speeds ;
His path was ruegged and sore,
Through tangled juniper, beds of reeds
Through many a fen where the serpent feeds
And man never trod before.

And when on the earth he sank to sleep.
If slumber his eyelids knew

He lay where the deadly vine doth weep,

1ts venomous tear and nightly steep.
The tlesh with blistering dew.

And near him the she-wolf stirr'd the hrake,
Aud the copper enake breathed in his ear
'ill he, starting. cried from his dream awake
“Oh! when shall I see the dusky lake
And the white canoe of my dear ?

He saw the Lake. and a meteor bright
Quick o'er its surface play 'd

“Welcome, he said. iy dear one’s light I’

And the dim shore echoed for many a night
The name of the death cold maid !

front of that ancient Catholic church
of Venice thus quoted by Dr. Kraus |
kopf, is contained the entire moral |
code of trade.  An attentive and in- |
telligent reading of history will show ‘i
that the principles thus held up to the |
traders and manufactures of Venice |
were generally observed in all the |
towns of Europe when they were |
dominated by the Catholic religion,
—  — — |
Byron used a great deal of hair-|
dressing, but was very particular to |
haveonly the best to be found in the
market. If Aver’s Hair Vigor had |
been . obtainable then, doubtless' he |
would have tested its merits, as 80 |
many distinguished and fashionable |
people aredoing now-a-days. l

T'1ll he hollow
Which car
Far he fallos

1 a hoat of the birchen bark
fi shore ¢

lan' bread.
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The winds were high and the clonds were dark

And the hoat returned no mnore !
But oft from the § camp

his lover a
Are ¢ i hit damp
To 3 the Lake by a fire-fly lamp

And paddie their whit i0

This account of Moore's visit to the
Dismal amp and the poem it in
spired would not ( edid I failto
transceribe Uncle Tony's story of the

trip as recorded by Mr, Robert Arnold
of Suffolk, Va. Here is old Tony's
story @

I shall never forget that time. One
mornin’ I war gettin’ my skiff reddy to
go |to de lake, a mighty nice-lookin’
man cum up to me an sed: ‘‘Ar you

de man dat will carry ma tode Lake ob
de Dismal Swamp for which 1 will pay
you £1?° De gentleman talked so

putty dat I tole him to git in my skifl
an' 1 vould carry him to the lal
noticed dat he kep writin' all de way
When I got to the horse camps (a la
encampment of negro wood cutters ), 1
stopped to get somefin to eat He cum

v

out en de skiff an’ask me what I stop |

or. 1io'a him [ stop to eat some meat
He ax me if 1 would have
a drink., I tuk off iny hat an’ tole him
dat 1 would be much obleeged to him
for it.  He fotched a silber jug, wid a

silber cup for a stopper an’sed @ "My
man, dis is Irish whiskey, brung

it all the way from home
dat his name was Thomas Moore, and
dat he cum from 'way ober yvonder,
and was gwine to de lake to write
‘bout a spirit dat is seed there paddlin’
a kunnue, De har’ gin tu rise on my
hed, an'lax him if dat wus a fac’.  He
sed dat he was tole so in Norfolk. |
shall nebber forgit dat gent'man 1
fotch him back an’ he gin me de poun’,

He tole me |

|
|

\
|
|
1
i

| Chartes I Hutchings

| Sick Headache
k CURED PERMANENTLY

DY TAKING

which war five dollars, an’ let’ fer R &

Norfolk, bein' mighty glad dat | ‘ ‘jia,»‘ !

carried him to de lake. He tole mel ?

dat he had trabbled an’seen sites, but | 1 :

d it he nebber wus so stonish beto': he |

did not spec to-sce de end of the ! : %
¥ N

kunel sich a putty j y andat I woed | E5C§ TS b

hear some time what he wus gwine tu t 1 ]

say' bout it

. -
The Encyclical.

None, we hope, have read the com
ments of the press on the Pope's re
letter to the English people with deeper
interest than Catholics.  An opportun
ity, which ought not to be neglected,
is thus afforded of getting nearer to
the minds of many Christians who are
outside the visible Church. The en
cvelical bas been received in a sph
which most persons did not suppose to
exist Naturally enough, opinions
have been expressed to which Catholies
could not give assent :
of the writers

however,
who have commented
upon the Holy Father's letter recog
nize in it an authority above that of
any other religious teacher in Christen
dom. It is a wondrous thing that his
words should be attentively considercd
by so many who deny his claim to be
the Viear of Christ ; and it is a blessed

hing that they should be so weli re
ceived It would console the heart of
Leo NI, we think, as it will suiprise
many to read this extract from 7'«
Church Times of Loudon :

$ spirit which breathes through
the letter of Leo XTI, to England must
touch all hearts. It appeals straight
to the religious instincts which are so
strong among all classes of our coun
trvmen ; and all, whether churchmen
or otherwise, or belonging to the
Roman Catholic body in England,
must feel that it conveys to them a
lesson, and speaks to them in accents
which none who have any love for our
Lord and Master can afford to disre
gard. What, in England,
should be the response to such an invi
tation ?  Surely nothing short of this—
that, at the invitation of our own
Bishops, the whole of England should
unite, day by day and Sunday by Sun-
day, in the prayer that He who prom
ised His peace to His Church should
look not on our sins, but on our faith,
and grant her that peace and unity
which is agreeable to His will.”

And these words quoted from an
editorial in the Boston Herald :

“‘Such a document, bearing the good
will of the foremost Bishop in Christen
dom, and evidently coming from his
heart and conscience, i an unusual
event. Nothing has happened since
the English Reformation, in the way
of an effort toward the restoration of
unity, which makes a higher appeal or
breathes more kindly sentiments
toward those who are separated from
the Roman Catholic Church.”
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Tt is a serious
condition and will lead to disas-
trous resnlts if it is not overe
come at once. It is a sure sign
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Pearl Beawds at 30,595, 40, 60, 75¢ and upwards,

Pearl Cases tor Beads in a'l sizes,

First Communion Medals in Silver and Gold
indifterent designs with blank space for
engraving,

Prayer Books in Ivorine, Celluloid, Ivory
and Peart Bindings, also Satchel and
other designs in L ather Bindings.

Books for the Month of June.

The Precious Blood

......... TTY) 1he.
A Flower lor each day of the Month of
June. SV AP A FRRA 98080 bINEAS 1oe.
Manua: Sacre Henrt ording to St
Alphonsus, paper..ooeon d0e.
Manuul Sacrcd Heart aceording to St
Alphonsus, ¢loth ve ' he.
New Month of the sacred Heart . Ae,
Devotions tor the Fiest @riday e,
I'he Volee of the Saered Heart,, e,
New danual of the Sucred Heart e,

Arnold’s Imitation

Premiam Catanlo
be nent to

he Sacred Her

will

N
adidress given,

D. & J. SADLIER & CO.

Catholie Pubiishers, Booksellers and Stae
tioners, Chureh Ornaments, Vestments,

Statuary and Religious Articles

1669 Notre Dame St,
MONTREAL.

115 Churen =iy
TORONT

STAINED GLAS

FOR CHURCHES.
Best Qualities Only.
Prices the Lowest.

McCAUSLAND #, SON

76 King Street West, T",pommo.

0. LABE'LLE,
MERCHANT TAILOR!
372 }Rich',nond Street,

Good Busin
best good

.7“!1' s drom $15 upwards, The
Wit careful workmanship,

Pictorial Lives of the Saints

The Catholic Record Jr One Yoar
For $8.00.

The Pictorial Lives of the Sal
Refleetions tor BEvery Day |
bhook 18 compiled from * it
other approved sourees, to which ¢
Lt American Saint

> and also 1
s Canonized in 1881 by 11
o

AL, Hled by Joh
With a beauiiful fr
ily and nearly four
Elegantl
Greatly admired hy
; P o X1 O sent'n pecial
1% I, b ‘ nd approved by
3 v o of onr
u '
R Con o HOLI
We

alaY \dala ™TA
WU b'JP.JJ‘L £

ho

SANDWIC

y ONT,
ERNEST GIRADOT & QO
Altar Wine n Specialty.
Onr Altar Wine {s extensiy X 1
recomm by tho Clorgy, and our Oleag

I
will compare favorably with the
ported Bordeaux, 4 40 best ims

For pricer and Information address,
E. GIRADOT & (0,
Sandwich. Ont

OVE & DIGNAN, BARRISTERS, B
yl;unmmmm.hndon. Private fabi




