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OUR BOYS AND GIRIS.
God Sces Everywhere,

wiitten for the CATHOLIC RECORD.

. of little heads were scen
A I'S‘:,‘(“.l- listening style, ]
qhe teacber amiling séemed to say :

“God loves you al the while:

Jor st you think when nightfall comes,
M{'uu'w grown beyond His care,
For you must know, my Ilttlevlleurs.

Thiat God sces everyw here.’

¢ by, 82 e rily spent,
£ hearts were gay,
'r:.}‘fom'hvr thouzht 'twas time to see

rals won the day, .
A b rought fiv ilite birds, :
'Wl;qﬂe chirping asweet and shr h
Those et npech:m faces bright
with wondering 5e7 did fill,

+ vou each must find a secret apot,
:\Slll\crn- God does never go,

sWhere angels cye can never see,
)for human heart can know. 5

There you will kill your little bird,
Thei come in haste to me, ;

And each w ill tell the darksome place

That God can never sec.

, teacher waits ; the moments speed : —

Tli‘n‘:\'nlk his chargestive, §
And of them all, but one did have

His litt e bird alive. ey
some told of he {ges, dark with leaves,

Another found a cave b
Where lightof day did never shine

Nor angry winds did rave.

ghodiye f

Then turns the teacher to the last,
n,\\e:»lue- eyed boy of seven,
W hos: ub face and presence brizht
Did draw oue nearer Heaven.
« I did not look,” whispers the voice,
& For places dark, nor dare
To kill this d ng little bird

For God secs .'/'lu'y/lrluu_u:i('

ATe J. Wenn,
Detroit, March 21, 1502,
i

CRONIN'S GAL.

It was a still, clear, cold night in the
heatof the Maine woods. fary Cronin
drew her frayed shawl closely over her
head and shoulders as she closed the
door softly and stepped out into the
pight.  She was very tired for the
dav’s work had been hard, and her in-
valid mother had needed more care
than usual.

The dishes had been washed, aud the
table reset for breakfast ; the pail had
been filled at the ice-encireled spring
on the mountain road ; her mother's
gruel had been made ; her bed smoothed
up ; and Mary had sung one tunc after
another, as she held her wmother’s
wasted hand, till sleep came to the
sufferer.

The girl stood motionless on the
doorstone, and looked eagerly at all
the works. Through the windows and
doors of the casting-room, which were
open this December night, a fiery
gleam shone from the red-hot iron run-
ning through the moulds. Now and
then came a sharp explosion, with a
saperh play of fireworks around the
mouth of the furnace.

The violent, orange, green and crim-
son stars did not attract Mary's atten-
tion. It was an old story to her, and
her heart was too heavy for her eyes to
see any beauty 1n it She looked
above the casting room up the higzh
brick chimney to the ‘‘top-house,”
which was perched on an immense
gtaging just at the mouth of the
chimn

=

Her father was there—for it was his
aight on—and he had been drinking
when he came home to supper. For-
tunately her mother was asleep, and
hadbeen sparved cruel anxiety.  Mary's
heart stood still as her father took his
‘unch can, without his usual kiss or
the **Good night Molly ! take good
aare of your mother,” which made her
happy every night. Ie had stumbled
over the rag wmat, and uttered a curse
nnder his breath. He never did this
unless he had been drinking heavily.

Poor John Cronin ! His appetite for
iguor and his weak will had caused
him to drift from one workshop to
another, from city to city, and from
ate to State, carrying with him his
wife and only child. The factory

w\;}mrlt-;\ of St. Louis, Pittsburg,
Newark, and  other manufacturing

contres are woefully alike, and had it
not been for her mother’s stories, Mary

the little girl—would have believed
we whole world paved and cut into
aarrow, dirty streets with a streak of
%oty sky above, crossed with clothes-
dnes,

Her mother came from the Catskill
mountains region, and her nature re
volted at the wretched places they had
called home. The sunny old brick
.ll'\l'l house built in the Datch way ; the
fertile ficlds, and crowded barn-yard,
grandmother’s flower-garden across the
road, the mountains framing the little
vale, the peace the cleanliness, the
?hlhly —)[:al'_\' knew them all through
‘:;,‘,,‘,"”‘“l“"'s words and sighs and
_A great resolve had crept into the
@il s heart to try and reproduce that
I’.Cac(}(n\ life. ¢ To ba respectable and
Sy in one place " was what she lived
fer. 1f only her father would not
drink,

There came a day to the child when
?hc b(ﬂgal} to see her way clear. A

etter arrived from a man with whom
hf'r fatl_mr had worked before his mar-
;;‘tgc, in a Penobscot logging camp.
‘h((z"i\il‘o'rc of an opening for a family at
i’nil~ \n’ ahdin Iron Works, in Maine—
r wages and a comfortable home
were ready.
all\}]!;ﬂ:‘lkil(l)(l;‘l‘l(‘C‘?_mn}n 1:nnd the letter,
fo ki, B : or the woods came back
the g‘u{ %, .ocould feel the cold steel of
Apeh l11 harrel, t:nd the supple rod bend
iy ~rmand. Before long the money
l'mnill'\’- f'tog‘other which carried the
rom »tlnxlr((:mt Boston' to Bangor, and
Sorth,. > to the Works, sixty miles
M&lx months had gone, every day
3,:‘1}8’1\& new beauties to Katahdin.
;v';iti'xmi‘r(»‘,- tl‘ul'.n‘]({hc child left the'_Wprks,
long 1'0;\‘ ;t’"(~h l:l?lsig‘htl.\,' bmldmgs..
purple-tinted c‘lmconl-hou.‘ms, heaps of
{0t an o ”hug. the refuse of the
sulp’h g acres of dead trees from the

iver, leal;:;l:s’ ?nd explored Pleasant
another, 5 dg rom one flat stone to
v and gathering the valid car-

Mountain upon its polished surface.
Her mother would not let her venture
far.  Two fierce hear cubs in their
sages at the hotel told what the woods
contained.

Under Mrs. Cronin’s touch the plain
wooden cottage grew into a home.
There were a few pretty pictures and
ornaments that she had brought with
her—the remainder of better days, and
Mary helped arrange them in the bare
living-room. The curtains of the
windows were coarse but white, and
the new stove shone resplendent with
its silver-plated ornamentation and let-
tering.

“The Star of the Last, Bangor,
Maine,” Marvy real on the gven door
many times a day.
““Mother,” she said, holding her
stove-rag in her hand as she knelt be-
fore the range, ““Ialways give the
name an extra polish, for it scems to
mean so much to us.  This is our first
real home.  Nobody under us and no-
body over us, and such heaps of room
all round !”

Mary's intense delight in all she saw,
and thodezp gratitude she expressed
for all that was done for her, made
everyone anxious to give her pleasure.
She was thoughtful and unselfish, and
the whole settlement learned to
“Cronin's Gal.”

Was a child unruly?  The mother
would call Mary in to help her, and
soon the unhappy little one was listen-
2 with open eyes and dirty mouth
expanding intoa smile, to her account
of some St Patrick’s day parade, or a
Fourth ot July exhibition of fire works
on Boston Common.  To Mary, versed
in city love and sights, the country was
one thing to bedesired ; but the Katah-
din childven, tired of the monotony and
loneliness of a life in the woods, could
never hear cnough of the crowds and
noise.,

So “Cronin's Gal " beeame the story-
teller of the settlement.  Often the
workmen stopped and joined the cirele
of childeen and erowded around her in
the summer twilight and listencd to
her stor

love

ms a different place
since *Cronin’s Gal " came " said many
of the people.  **The children don't
fight half so much as they did, nor tor-
ment the critters.  They're nice folks,
them Cronin’s.”

Before her wmother was taken ill,
Mary's hands and feet and head had
been at the service of the whole settle-
ment.  Every one loved, petted and
tyrannized over her.

In spite of her mother’s sharp but
short illness, from which she was now
recovering, the summer and autwnn
had passed happily with Mavy. Her
father had kept sober, and no one sus-
pected his past shame.  John Cronin
was a 2ood workman and soon rose
from being a driver of the four-horse
wazgons which carried the ore down
frotn the mountain to the Works, to
being a ** top-man.”

The duties of the top-man were of a
very responsible nature.  LEight times
an hour the elevator, built beside the
chimney, came creeking and groaning
up to the top house with its load of ore
and limestone. The top-man fastened
the elevator with a bolt, and the car to
the rear mouth of the chimney.  Over
this the car rested while the top-man
pull a chain which opened the bottom
and precipitated the mass of ore and
rock down the chimney, and into the
furnace below. The car was returned
to the elevator, the bolt pushed back,
a bell ruag, the man below started the
machinery, and the elevator began its
downward journey.

All this requived methodical care
and wakefulness. The children of the
sottlement had told Mary of an awful
night, two winters before, when,
owing to the neglect of the night top-
man, an explosion had occurred which
wrecked and burned the Works, and
brought all the men in the top-house
to a fearful death.

No wonder Mary's heart stood still
with fright when her father recled
through the door, nor that she resolved
to follow him to the top-house to make
sure that he had not fallen asleep.
She had watched the furnace and knew
by the shower of sparks that were sent
up that the ore was being dumped
regularly : but at any moment sleep
might overtake him—sleep that means
dismissal and disgrace, and possibly
death to himself and others.

The road was white and lonely.
The frozen river had no word of en-
couragement as she crossed the old red
bridge ; and the stars were far-away
and cold. She avoided the front
Works for fear of being scen by somo
of the night-force in the casting-room.
Around the charcoal house and through
the thick smoke, up the hill, over the
bridge and up the ladder the child
went, with chilled hands and feet, but

somehow,

with a heart warm with love and
desperation. L
Surely that is the clevator rattling

Now she stops for

up beside her, {
landing, waiting for

breath on the

Can’t stay heve all night ! If 1
for help you will be disinissed.
afraid to stay herve alone.

The man slept on. It was impos-
sible to rouse him.  Mary had !'«-::r--(l
one weakness, but suddenly she be-
came conscious of her inner st rength.
She knew that she would stay here

call

“Thank you, Jim,” said Cronin
I'm

*Come Mary you must be tired.”

Not a word was spoken between the
pair as they went down the ladder and
hurried down the hill.  The furnace
men were lounging on the iloor of the
furnace room.

** Blessed if here aint Cronin and his

until morning and hoped that by that|gal. Hope the missus aint no worse,”
time her father could be roused and|said onc
ll!#l.l they might get home without sus 8She's probably been up all night
g k ; £
1 "]‘jl'“‘ b " ] with her. Never seen such a plucky
1e elevator wascoming again, and | little woman as that galin all my life,’
€ - '

again she must nerve herself to roll
the heavy car at that awful brink.
Well she had done it once and
could do it again.

Again and again she had bent her-
self o the heavy task. The hours
went by, Mary counted (licm by the
loads—cight to an hour. At first they
went quickly, for she dreaded the re-
turn of the car ; but as the night wore
on, ths child became conscious of an
overpowering desire to sleep.

said another,
Back over

went,

the red bridge Mary
with her hand tightly clasped
on her father's,  She gave his hand a
little once, when she felt a
hot tear dvop on her own.  There was
aswile on her tived, pale face. and a
areat content in her heait. Father,
mother, fricnds, reputation all saved !
When they had passed the group of
houses that clustered near the bridge
and the woods were betore them, her

she

V20

S0(
1

The dreadtul sense of responsibility, | father said, ** Mary, docs mother
the loneliness and unnaturalness left | kuow 27 J
her. She even began to forget her “No. Don't let's tell her.  She will

destre to save her father.  All emotion vou, if

was swallowed up by the sea of sleep,
which surged around her, making her
sick and giddy.

At last she became conscions that
she must do something.  She struggled
the next dumping, and then opened
the door of the warm to-house which
was enclosed on three sides, the fourth
side opening on the chimney.  She
closed it hehind her, in order that her

think T went
awake

ST vou'd not followed me last night,
Mary, do yvou know what might have
happened ?

Mary nodded her head vigorously.
She could not speak. :
S Mary, vou have saved my life, you
have saved the Works,  As God hears
me, T will never drink another drop.™
And he n *hroke the vow he made.

to meet she s

father might not feel the cruel cold, Mary L with joy on her father’s
and sat on the icy platforn, and looked | neck. " All the tervor, loneliness and
down, down on the shapeless Works|labor of the night were over, like a
beneath her. bad di Best of all, the burden
The intense coldness revived her, lof ¢ anxiety,  which  had
and  seemed  to freeze  the  sleep|weighed on her and her mother, was
out. The December moon  shoneflaid down forever.  Never again
steadily, and the wind, now ris {wonld she listen to his step, in the fear
i blew the charcoal smoke away |that it i be uncertain, or walk
from her.  From this great height the| with tired weking him through
settlement seem crowded at her feet, | the slums of a cit j 3

Each house stood out frowm its pure
white surroundings and Mary thought
of the friend in each. What would it
be to leave thein all, and go back to
the old wandering, disreputable life?
Her eyes traversed over the road,
till they rested on her own home —her
first home ! Then something blurred
them, and the old frayed shawl an-
swered other purpose. Her patient
mother was there — her mother who
would havedied in the city the Browns-
ville doctor said, had this illness over-
taken her there; her mother, who
would need the fresh bracing, balsamn

They softly opened the door and
found the mother still  sleeping.
Mary opened the dampers of the ** Star
of the Last,” and soon a good hreak-
fast was in preparation.

John Crouin told his wife of his reso-
lution, as he sat by her bedside, after
Mary had zone to bud, but he did not
tell her then at what a fearful cost of
suffering to their child it had been
bought.

His intelligence and perseverance
won him the position of foreman ; and
to-day Mary and her mother, who has
recovered her health and gaiety in

air of the mountains for many a long | Katahdin Wood, rejoice in their n@w
day, and all the comforts that her|house, which exceeds Mary’s day-
father's good wages could buy. dreams. .

For her mother's sake, and for her “¢"The a fine man. that Cronin,”

father's sake she must go on.  ““0 God, | said some one in authority, the other
keep me awake!" was the fervent{day. “He and his daughter are
prayer that went up in the frosty air. {studing chemistry together, and  he

A shout from below, a rattle of

has some first rate notions about roast
ing the sulphur out of the ore. I
shouldn't be surprised if we had a rave
find in him.

“The girl isa pretty and ladylike
one, ton,” s another.  “*The whole
sottlement seems to be fond of her.

John Cronin, passing on the other
side of the red bridge, himselt unseen,
heard the words and smiled and
thought, ** Where would Cronin be to-

chains, and again came the elevator,
crecping up the chimney like some
cautic beetle. Mary went to work
with new enthusiasm. Between trips,
she sat out side and suffered with the |
cold. But such suffering was positive
joy, after the deadly nuinbness  she
had fought within.

The worst hours—from one to three
—were past. The moon set and the

stars began to pale. A faint pinkjday it it were not for CCronin's
light spread through the cast. Lights| Gal' 27— Annie S, Packard in Youth's

appeared here and there in the houses| Con panion.
below. The men of the ** day force ™ -
were being rovsed, and the women
were preparing the morning meal.
One more load wasdumped. It must
be half-past five, Mary thought but she
was not sure. She might have lost
count once or twice. Yes, she had, for
there was the bell elinging below her | ail to destroy  Christianity in that
It lacked five minutes of being six, | country. : :
and Jim Brennan the other day top : ————————
man, would come in five minutes. A Taprpy HINT — We don't helieve in
« Father, get up ! Mary called, in | keeping a good thing when we hear of it,

-<>

The Breton conseripts for the French
army made a solemn Retreat of eight
days before going to headguarters,
There were 1,130 of them.  While such
men live and such practices continue
in France the infidel bureanerats will

| i ey ake el wsure 1
a clear sinor. as she shook his|and for this reason take special pleasure in
a clear \\htl‘\p‘l i .‘\ - . o * o) recommending those suffering with Piles in
shoulder. Father do you hea 2 any form, blind, bleeding, protruding, ete., to
Would he move or had her awful|Betton's Pile Salve, the best and safest

dv in the world, the use of which cuts
vast deal of suffering and inconveni
Send 50 cts to the Winkelmann &
n Drne Co., Baltimore, Md., or ask
vour druggist to order for you.

night’s work been in vain.

“Why, Mary, have I overslept ?”i"l-“'
said he rising suddenly and leaning on | Brow
his elbow.

1
CHE

l
l

Then like a lightning flash thel 1 ‘HI feel lzn‘u:n\\_i»l :nnl‘ Il»i!ii»:.w, try N‘.rthl

A 3 v \ rman'’s Vegetable iseovery, and

truth fell upon him. y & Lyman'’ e overy, and
" . . an will find it cne of the best preparations
The liquor drank in the woods the | F 8 Complaints,  Mr. 8. B. Magim,

afternoon before; his return to his' ¥ nsed Northrop ‘(\ Lyman's _\l".-,--.-m."l;.

3 v ¢ hisdifficulty going up | Discovery, aind cured a severe bilious sick
home to suppeyr "”\ h. e going 1 | headache whick tronbled Lim for along time.
the ladder, at which Jim Brennan had ; : -

: et . Cold Weather rials,
unsuspectingly laughed ; the first fow | o S Tie Ol sud wiateh X sl
hours which he fought the stupor that i fored from ne lgia in my face and had the
was coming on : this he vomembered | j,est medical advice witho at last
but what had followed ? .Hl-vn,‘!h' of trying B. B. 1 it

after
‘mptoms of

. . y 1 s wnrd Lone bottle have not felt an ms
¢ Hush, (:l”‘\(q_ delll -‘[“,“" a word, | nenralgia sinee, 1 regard it as a fine family
Jim Brennan is coming up' the ladder. | oticize. 1.1 DROST,

The furnace is all right. Jim will Heaslip, Man.
Joseph Rusan, Perey, writes T was in-

think I have just come to tell you how | ic Oil for a

| o 4 S i

- \ y swer know, | duced to try Dr. I'homas’ Eclectric )
mosher 's. )U one need ever know, lameness which troubled me for three or four
father dear. voars, and 1 found it the best article I ever

John Cronin was on his feet in anjysed, It bas been a great blessing to me.”
instant sobered ofor life. He took} Worms derango the whole system.  Mother
Mary's haud, grimy for her work. | Graves' Worm  Exterminator (l('r:nu:vﬁ

mives rest to the sufferer.

worms, and «
X it and be

| ouly costs twenty-five cents to try
| convinced.
appeared ;11)0\1'} A lady writes : T was enabled to remove
| the corns, root and branch, by the use of
| Holloway's Corn Cure.” Others who have
 tried it have the same experience.
UNSIGHTLY PIMPLES, BLOTCHES, TAN,
and all itcling humors of the skin ave re

t“Open the door, " he said, huskily, “‘or
I'll choke.”

Jim Brennan's face
the platform.

«\Well, mate, how goes it? Hello,
Mary ! blessed if you didn’t scare me.
‘Gainst the rules, you know, to bein'

welcome noise from above that will
drive her fears away. How her father
will laugh and kiss her, and, with a
cheery word, send her home for the

night. The intensely cold air may
have- brought him to himself, she
thinks.

There was an ominous silence above,
and the child hurried up the ladder.
John Cronin lay asleep on the floor.

Mary had no time for thought. She
drew the bolt and secured the elevator.
Then she seized the handles of the car
and wheeled it toward the fiery pit.
The heat grew more and more intense.

Could she guide the car and dump i‘L ?
Before she knew it, it was done. The

car was replaced, the bolt pushed back
and the bell rung.
gone down and the floor had been re-

aced.
4 hen Mary crouched beside the

el flowers along the bank. She

»

p

sleeping man and mo!un and cried :

et

The elevator had |

| the top-house ; but I guess the Doss moved by using Dr. Low'’s Sulphur Soap.
: i > 3 re's a sick ) TP A 3 any  vietims,
won't mind as long as there's a K| CONSTIPATION « "\”!7‘.“”',"\ victims,
mother in the case. Hada h:u'd_m,u'ht l\ “»nll] n\ﬁu f'!f:.\‘ !.l”t"'-f} dl‘:':'nf:i\.'.d:"\ i!illlis n,\:h«..ltl
of it, did you, young'un? You like all ;l""“_'('l. puga i
heat out. There go long John put the \"“p
! child to bed, T'll tend to this load,

tape worms from 15 to 50 feet long.

though it aint mine.” destroys all other Kinds of worims.

LITTLE CIRL'S DANGER.

Mr. Henry Macombe, Leyland S5t.,

‘ . Blackburn, London, Eng., state that his
little girl fell and struck her knee against
a curbstone. The knee began to 5~.\.\'t'1'1,
became very painful and (\‘l’l.‘nll\i‘l'\’d. in
what doctors call “white swelling. ’ She
was treated by the best medical men, but
grew worse. I inally

8T, JACOBS OIL

sed. The contents of one bottle
e ellin killed the pain and cured her.
pOBS OIL DID IT.”

LOW'S WORM SYRUP has removed
It al<o
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o LIST OF PRIZES, i
323134 PRIZES : Pr zo wortn 4;1;‘.5:11:..4.'.‘ coen $5,000 08
WIRTH - $52,740.00 | T
g 5 ?
CAPITAL PRIZE B
WORTH - $15,000.00 A\I'l‘llllxl\l‘\'l“(:().\' 5
B 1L m - " 08
M. e o
YICKET, - - $1.0D g « = o t
[T " o) Wiy

(1 TICKETS FOX $10.00

3134 Prizes worth $52,740.00
o € B LEFEBVRE, MANAGER, i
ASK FOR CTRCULA RS, 81 ST. JAMNS 8., MONTREAL, CANADA ¢

THOUSANDS OF DYSPEPTICS ‘

A\ i =l i ‘}“v I '
NS (s | WITH if
e gt e 4 ‘
W) BiEEia  BENERIT i
e I
WHEN EVERY OTHIER FOOD has been rejeeted, it ean be
retained by the weakest stomach.

Easily Digested, Etrl_jgg_gthens_da_lrld Stimulates.

boptenice |

HEALTH FOR ALL, i

THE PILLS

Parify tha iilend, correct ]l Disorders of the
LIVER, BTOMATH, KIDNEY® AND HBOWRLA.

T Inwieorate anrd restors to herlth Debilitated Conatitations, and are invainabie in ek
Complaints incideniai to Fumate: nf wil peea oy Ohildron sod tas agsd thay are price e
TRE OINTMENT :

1oy Rud Lees Vind Bresaie, Gld Wonoda, £ and Uicers. 1% 1e
va k Hrordord of the Unesy e 0o wgual )
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atlihle ramoty
1ops fay Rt

ind KA e

At Profasior [{0LLO l'.,'u;l.llulnm«m
4 8T, (LATE 633 OXFORDL 37T, LONDON-
Apd arerold ai e Lgd e Bd. ey, BA,. Lk, %28, wnd 834, ench PoXx ov Yoy, snd maz b p
ol 2il Met'etve Ve thronghovt the world % : T
#9175 Purongears ‘.\‘l.m & oo the Lnbel on tbe Pols ana Boxes.
@ et Gyten

Rivpel, London, they aAre sparions
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BN Z1GE R BROTHERS Sy

THE LIFEOFOUR LOKD ANDSAVIOUR
JESUS CHRIST and of HIS BLESSED
MOTHER. From the original of Rev. L.
C. Basdineer, by Reve Richard Brennan,
LD With nearly 600 ilustrations. Quar-
Lo, cloth, . ‘ . net, ¥x08

MEDITATIONS ON THII SUFFERINGS
OFJESUS CHRIST, Perinalco, Cloth, $1.25

GETHSEMANI JERUSALEM, AND GOL-
GOTHA.  Meditations and Prayers for
Lent. With Morning and Evening Pray-
ers Devolions for Mass, the Stations of the
Cross, eie. 32mo. FProm 46 cents to §1.40,

MANUAL OF INDULGENCED PRAYERS.
A Complete Prayer Book.  Arranged for
daily use by Re B. Hammer, O. 8. F.
From 10 cents to $2.00.

THE PASSION AND DEATH OF JESUS
CHRIST, By St. Alphonsus. 12mo, «-Inl,hd
Sias il . . net, $1.25
T l'l,:‘,";\':\\l y 12-‘ SALVATION AND OF
) € D e St 2 NRFECTION : Meditations, Pious Reflee-
The dictionary is a necessity in every iy C 2 Rt c
home, school and business hlnulm-. lll‘ll,llsu L‘l::"" Spiritual atises. By St »\ll'h'"lt}
vacancy, and turnishes knowledge which ne | p o 1 L
one hundred other volumes of the choieest I !,"_ll;l“‘,\”llt\’\”{]“"';\‘_ ll":‘ll('nl‘:l""\ I'H
books eould supply.  Young and Old, Edu- of Bternily—Rule of l‘i'v
eated and Ignorant, Rich and Poor, chould RS, v Y Sa ity
have it within reach,and refertoitscontents 1 gy i

The CATHOLIC RECORD

FOR ONE YEAR

Webster’s - Dictionary
" $4.00.

By speelal arrangement with the publish-
ers, we are able to obtain a numberof the
above books, and propose to turnish a copy
to each of our subseribers,

CRED  PASSION

every day In the year. 3 a i 8 ¢
As some have asked if this is really the l{tv\”llttl ‘4}'::“.“] y Da
Original Webster's Unabridged Dicuvionary, ' SN #

we are able to state that we have learned di-
yeet from the publishers the fact thut this is
the very work complete, on which about 40
of the best years of the author's life were 5o

100, . . . . n
CHRISTIAN ANTHROPOLOGY,
John Thein. Introduection by
(. Herbermann, PhoD,, L. D, Bvo, eloth,

"

Sold by all Catholic Booksellers and Agents.

well emploved in writing, It containg the | EOTCATIO ks v s ., net, §
'.“(]”.I, \.:,l.“],“),”«\- of ahout 100,000 words, in- i :’l-'ll;l Cal l(”\: ! ‘r’ll‘l'l»‘lll'll INDIAN,
¢l ding the correet spelling, derivation and POI ) ']"‘P WHOM DO
definition of same, and is the regular stan- LONG A Review. By ey, 8 1
dard size, containing about 300,000 «quare | REASON ATILIEN ‘\A\' t)‘l-‘ ’l"ll B }
inehes of printed surface, and is bound in l 9% OF T CHUR 1 !
cloth. {Tped 3 5 SCVe _de We
A whole library in itself. The regular sells [ Burke, . . . 10 ets. i i
ing price of V .

ebhster's Dietionary has heres
2,00,

tofore beo

Benziger Brothers, Now York, Cincinnati ané

.Mdml,

N. B.—Dictionaries will be delivered free
L af cost tn the BExpross OfMee in London, AL ‘
| orders must b aecon o with the eash,
{If the book is not « Iy satisfaeto
! the purchaxer it inn returncd at our 4
tpense, if the distance is not more than 200
miles from London,
1 am well pleascd
abrivged Dletionary.
able work.

Chicago.

ONTARIO STAINED GLASS WORKS. ~

{ STAINED GLASS FOR CHURCHES,
PUBLIC AND PBIVATE BUILDINGS

Furnished in the best style and at prices low
enough to bring it within the relcl'n,ol all.

THE CATHOLIC RECORD, | WORKS: 484 RICHMOND STREST.
g ‘ 3 R. LEWIS,

with Webster's Un-
I find ita most valu-
JOHN A. PAYNE,
Chatham, Ont.
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