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opened his eyes wide, and gazed with
that queer look of his all round the
room. I had just begun to forget all
about the footsteps, when suddenly
they began again, as if some one was
walking to and fro at the foot of the
sick man’'s bed. I thought they would
disturb him, and involuntarily said,
¢« hush !" but the spirit—it such it was
—paid no sort of heed and went on
just the same, and I tried not to listen
to the strange, monotonous sound, or to
think more about it.

What could it mean ? it must be in
some way connected with my patient.
1 believed in guardian angels, and if [
had known of anything that could be
done for him, that wis not done, I
might have regarded these footsteps as
a sort of implicit appeal. Bat he was
being cared for, attended, watched,
with all solicitnde — everything that
human skill could do for him was being
done. [ had ncthing to reproach my-
solf with. What could it all mean ?

TO BE CONTINUED.
A —_— ~
{ISSIONARY WORK AMONG OUR
| SEPARATED BRETHREN.

There is no American Catholic with

spark of true charity or zeal for his
religion that has not depiored the
siow spread of the faith among our
separated brethren, and hoped and
prayed that a general movement
toward the Church might take place in
this country. The number of inquir-
ing non-Catholics is large — men and
women earnestly searching after Chris-
tian truth. There are thousands and
thousands of people belonging to the
various sects who lead virtuous lives,
and are disposed to make any sacrifice
for the salvation of their souls. It
ought to be easy to bring such persons
into the one true Fold, they are already
so near the kingdom of Ged. And yet
the number of converts to the faith in
the United States is lamentably small.
We have always held that the most
effectual way of bringing people into
the Church is to set them the example
of Christian virtue; and that if our
country ever becomes Catholic, it will
be especially through the influence of
saintly lives. The Catholic who is as
greedy for gain as his Protestant fel-
lows, whose life and conversation are
proof that, whatever he may profess
with his lips, he is not seeking first the
kingdom of God and His justice, can
have little influence for good over non-
Catholics with whom he may come in
contact. More than that: he is a rock
of scandal ; and, alas ! there are many
such.

The parish priest who zealously
labors for the sanctification of his
flock, the heads of families who lead
the Christian life and promote it in
their children, the individual Catholic
who practicés his faith — all are con-
tributing to the conversion of non-
Catholics. It would seem, then, that
all endeavors should be directed
to the sanctification of those of
the household of the faith. But
we can believe in special mis-
sions: and if ever a priest was
called to labor among Protestants, it is
the Rev. Father Ellott, of the Paulist
Community. He seems to understand
the condition of the sectariar mind,
and is admirably equipped to enlighten
it. Above all, he is a priest of holy

)

life, and his apostolic spirit breathes

‘n every word that he speaks. His
“postolate in Michigan has been singu-
irly blessed ; and the record of his
<periences, published from month to
inonth in the Catholic World, is grati-
fying and inspiriting in the highest
degree. Many of his auditors, he in-
forms us, had never spoken with a
priest before, and their eagerness to
hear his explanations of Catholic truth
was touching. He tells us that they
drove for miles to attend the lectures,
and eagerly accepted and read the
leaflets given to them. Some of them
were known to Catholics as bigots.
Hymn singing was one of the features
of these hopeful missions, and in some
instances the music and singing were
by Protestants,—*‘ sometimes timidly
asking leave to assist us.” The in-
tense interest with which he was
listened to, the respectful treatment
met with on all sides, fills Father
Elliot with hope for the conversion of
the United States. He declares that it
is a field aiready ripe for the harvest.
Writing of his mission at Flowerville,
Michigan, he says: ‘‘ A missionary
could spend his whole time, summer
and winter, in this county alone, and
never have an evening without a non-
Catholic audience, or a morning or
afternoon without private conference
with earnest men and women secking
after the truth. Does any one want a
plainer providence ? Did our Saviour
say, ‘Compel them to enter in,’ or
* Wait till they compel you to take
them in ?' "

Many persons have been led to con-
clude, on account of the popularity of
lectures and books against Christian-
ity, all calculated to lessen, if
not utterly to destroy, faith in the
great truths of the Gospel, that
such doctrines as the existence of
hell were no longer held by the masses
of non-Catholics. But Father Elliot
assures us that ‘‘the awful truth of
eternal punishment still holds its place
in the vast majority of Protestant
minds. . . It is easy indeed, to
find Protestant men and women who
will doubt the terrible dogma, who like
to say both No and Yes to it; but a
settled conviction of universal salva-
tion is rare to find,—rare to find a
flourishing or even a small-sized Uni-
versalist church society outside large
cities."

The need of emphazing the essen-
tial doctrines of Christianity is shown
by many of Father Elliot's experi-
ences ; and there is a good suggestion
in his remark that ‘‘if all stated ser-
mons fitted the general public would

gradually find irself drawn to attend
our churches in  greater numbers,"
He tells us thateverywhere he went he
heard the remark, * We never knew
Catholics held such doctrines, "—mean-
ing the atonement and the necessity of
divine grace, the inspiration of the
Bible and the good of constantly read-
ing it, and the like. The fact is that
our American people, taken generally,
will listen with equanimity to any ex-
position of religion, and will even help
to get it a hearing, as long as there is
no attack on, no condemnation of,
differing views ; and this is our golden
opportunity. Our final purpose is to

rather than to refute error. To refute
error never can be more than prelimin-
ary to giving truth. State and prove
the truth to begin with, and the result
will be to disinfect the hearer's mind of
error unconsciously, It is bewer for
one to give up error involuntarily, and
therefore without effort, than to do it
under compulsion of the conscious and
humiliating surrender of cherished
opinions. To remove the crust of
error from a mind, you have but to
saturate it with truth : for this has the
property of disintegrating, dissolving
and cleansing. This treatment is
wiser than insisting on the use of the
knife. Only the few heroic souls can
endure losing their skin for the sake
of being freed from stain.”

The Query-box is one of the best
features of Father Elliot's missions.
It seems all sorts of questions are
asked, difficulties that never entered
the mind of a Catholic to conceive are
propounded, and explanations asked
that prove the densest ignorance of
Catholic teaching and the grossest
misconception of the Church. The
answers, which are of startling interest
to many Protestants, prove the sincer-
ity of the questioners. Some of Father
Elliot’s replies could hardly be better.
We must make room for his answer to
the query, Why do Catholics pray with
beads?

‘“1 began my answer by putting
my hand in my pocket and drawing
out my rosary, and holding it up
before the audience. The Protestants
gazed on it in absolute wonder and
utter silence. Then I explained the
vocal and mental prayer of the rosary,
the mysteries and their order, ending
in words like these: ‘There is mno
excess of praying to God nowadays ;
and let me advise you to give every
liberty to prayer, to that most neces-
sary of all religious practices, whether
pecple want to help their prayer by
books or public meetings or family
union, or by using this beautiful,
graceful, and poetinal form of the
Crown of Roses—or by using jack-
stones or corn-cobs, for that matter.
The beads help us to spend more time
at prayer, to unite thought and words
both together, to assist in fixing atten-
tion, to be simple and childlike, and
to have the help of Mary the Mother of
Jesus, who was and is, you will gladly
agree, the foremost friend the Saviour
has ever had.”

From his account of the mission
given at Pickering, Michigan, we get
the best idea of the effect on the
general population. The joy of the
Catholics to see their church full of
Protestant friends and neighbors was
the joy that angels feel when men
turn aside from paths of error; and
perhaps they never realized till then
the full responsibility of the Christian
profession. The non-Catholics were
eager to hear what the Father
thad to say, and he assures us
hat he mnever preached to more
attentive audiences. A ‘‘blizzard "
was raging at the time, but this did
not, deter these earnest seekers after
truth from attending the ‘‘ meetings."”
Storms very much less severe than the
one Father Elliot describes, alas!
keep many Catholics from attending
Masson Sundays. He tells us that he
was edified and encouraged more than
words can describe.

*“ No mission has left a more hope-
ful feeling in my mind than Picker-
ing. Converts are sure to be the out-
come. One simple Protestant man—a
miserabledrunkard—was moved by the
temperance lecture to come to me and
sign the pledge. Upon this his wife
presented herself to be instructed and
received into the Church — which
means also her eight children, and
after not many days her husband too.
Oh, for some one to take up this work
—to put in the breaking plough after
my axe and grub-hoe ! Where are the
priests who will address the ready
audiences ? Where are the laymen
who will supply them with funds for
the missionary literature and their
personal expenses — perhaps a good
lecture or two of their own? More
than his personal expenses should no
man ask who is privileged to claim
the labor and merit and joy of this
apostolate.”

Again, alas! there are not priests
enough to minister to the faithful.
Father Elliot's apostolate is a special
one, for which he is specially equipped.
It will be a long time, if ever, before
we can have priests exclusively de-
voted to the non-Catholic portion of
our population. But thereis no reason
why our preaching should not be of a
kind to draw Protestants. If the
great majority of them believe in
damnation, and other such fundamen-
tal doctrines of Christianity, why
should not mission sermons suit them
as well as Catholics? At the close of
missions and at other appropriate
times there might be a lecture on the
Church for the benefit of inquiring
non-Catholics.  Our doctrinal works
could then be made known to them.
The missionary literature which Father
Elliot has provided should be made
known also to Catholics everywhere,
80 as to enable them to co-operate in

the hopeful apostolate in which he is
We foel sure that every

engaged.

| the diocese of Cleveland. Let
communicate truth, aud must be so, |

Catholic paper in the United States

would gladly publishalistof the pamph- |

lets and leaflets which have been
published for the benefit of our separ-
ated brethren : and no doubt many
persons would gladly contribute to the
expenses of printing.

But, as we have said, it is especially
by praver and the example of a Chris-
tian life that Catholics will bring out-
siders into the Fold. Many indeed
cannot otherwise co - operate with
Father Elliot, but there is no excuse
for not doing this.  Our zealous mi
sionary has just resumed his labors in
us all
pray that they may be blessed above

| measure ; and let us put wings to our
| prayers, by

arnest endeavors to lead
lives in keeping with the faith which

| we profess.—Ave Maria.
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A WATERLOO FOR NOVELIST
ZOLA.,

I must revert to that horrid man
Zola again, but the occasion is too
striking to be overlooked. The novel-
ist, unfortunately for himself, in one
of his many letters to the press, run
foul of M. Henry Lasserre and has got
a very bad beating for his pains. In
the form of an *‘ open letter "’ the pious
historian of Our Lady of Lourdes fills
several columns of the Paris Gawlois,
in which he pitilessly pins M. Zola's
ears to the pillory. Altogether it is a
splendid pronouncement of the faith,
and Paris is to be congratulated in
having newspapers so generous in
furthering the principle, audialteram
partem. The first portion of this reply
is taken up with a demonstration of
the absolute falsity of Zola's statement
that M. Lasserre wrote his history in
defiance of all official and municipal
documents.

So far from that being the case, M,
Lasserre's book was principally based
on such records, and for twenty-six
years has been accepted by the world
as the standard classical work on the
subject. In other words, ‘‘Notre Dame
de Lourdes,” by M. Henri Lasserre, is
the one authentic and complete narra-
tive of Bernadette and the Lourdes
vision of 1858.

In the second part of the letter M.
Zola is thus addressed : ‘‘ Two years
ago you inquired of one of my friends
whether you might knock at my door
without danger of a bad reception.
I had never read your books. You
presented yourself as an unbeliever
in royal search of the truth. There
was then no reason why I should refuse
your request. You, in fact, paid me
several visits. I told you of the num-
berless marvels which it was my happi-
ness to witness every year. A Chris-
tian never despairs of the salvation of
any one Without speaking of the
action of Divine Grace, the evidence
of the supernatural at Lourdes is such
that one must either believe or re-
nounce reason altogether. One day it
occured to me as a good idea to con-
duct you to that memorable spot which,
after the grotto, is the most striking
at Lourdes. T mean the migerable
little room in which Bernadetti dwelt
at the period the Queen of Heaven
charged her to call all the world to the
Roches de Massabielle. This basilica,
these churches, these edifices of mar-
ble, this town rising out of the desert,
one thousand of extraordinary cures,
the innumerable souls restored to faith
and joy, the crusade all over the world,
all was contained in the simple fact
that a young girl, wretchedly poor,
ignorant and illiterate, went out one
morning from this wretched hovel to
gather a few sticks on the banks of the
Gave to make a fire to cook the simple
meal of the day.

‘I knew the impression which such
a contrast would produce on you.
Only the action of God could explain
such a disproportion between the nul-
ity of the means and the infinite of the
effect, And this impression, Monsieur,
you felt ; for the first time, perhaps,
you obtained a confused glimpse of
true spiritual lifa. For a moment you
paused without replying to my re-
marks. Your visage betokened your
interior perturbation. In your eyes,
usually stern and dry, appeared two
tears, which trembled an instant with-
out falling. Then you cried out: ‘It
is stupefying. I was much moved at
Lourdes, but that was nothing com-
pared to this. All, then, proceeded
from this ! It is Bethlehem ! It isthe
crib ! Such a point of departure ! Such
results ! It is stupefying ! Call it
miraculous, Monsieur Zolo. Struggl-
ing with yourself, you repeated the
same words, ‘It is stupefying !" Very
well, Monsieur Zola, there is something
which would be still more amazing.
* Why, what do you mean?’ you re-
plied, opening wide your eyes from
which the tears had disappeared.
It would be more amazing, Monsieur
Zola, if such a result had been obtained
by this little girl telling a lie or acting
from mere hallucination, ‘Oh, I do
not say that!' you replied in a bewil-
dered sort of way; ‘Bernadette was
neither a liar nor a visionary. She
was the instrument of that great here-
after (auw dela) which governs human
existence. Still there is some distance
between this and the dogmas you be-
lieve in.’ ‘Undoubtedly, Monsieur Zola.
Still, to be logical, there are a few steps
between one and the other.” The door
then opened and someone entered. This
put a stop to our conversation for the
moment, but a few' moments after you
recurred to the subject and said:
* Without having become a believer, I
have seen at Lourdes that which I
never suspected—a place of consolation,
of hope, even of cure, for the mulititude
of the wretched, of the sorrowful,
of the sick. It is a culminating
point, an oasis in this world.’
You then added the following words,
which I give textually: ‘To assail

be a crime of treason a
humanity. I promise yvou, Mousicur
Lasserre, that not a word of mine shall
be of a nature caleulated to afflict the
friends of Louvdes (amis des Lourdes),
and I can even add that you will find

in my book many things that will give
you pleasure.” These words, which
were quite voluntary on your part,
appeared tome to be sincere and 1 still
believed in them until I found out that
you had actually committed the act
which formerly you had very justly
qualified as a *crime !'" i
The statement of M. Lasserre istoo
long for me to give more than the above
extract, which, I think, is enough to
prove up to the hilt the mala fides of
the apostle of realism. Zola has only
a few teeble words in reply. * Our
brains are built differently " is practic-
aily all he has to say with regard to his
Christian opponent, whosa ** open let

ter " has considerably damaged M.
Zola's reputation, —Paris letter of Phil
adelphia Catholic Times
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IN CROWDED WAYS.
An Exile's Sorrow Finds its Way to
Man's Hearts,

BY MADGE ROBERTSON,
The seat next to mine was unoccu-

pied. The swan-boats glided out near
my feet.  The park was a huge mid-

morning playground. A little old
lady sat down carefully, first brushing
over the seat with a speckless bit of
cambric and then folding her hands
primly. I laid down my pencil and
note book, I could rest an hour, and
her face was of the old-time beauty
given by living with dainty old china
and endless fine needle-work and por
traits of other dear old ladies as chil
dren, with their pantalets showing
white-frilled, and who wore black silk
mits on their plump hands. [ knew
there were bags of English lavender
in her closet and jars of rose leaves in
the halls of her home.

““You write, I see,” she said, with
the kindly tolerance of those who have
lived through ambition. Some way I
talked to her of my work. One does to
some people, even to some strangers.

‘‘Ican help you perhaps,” she said
thoughtfully ; and I knew it was no
idle offer. *‘ There was an incident I
saw myself down in the lower part of
the city. I think it has never been
printed. Ihave never seenit. It was
before the seventies—just before, if I
do not mistake. Perhaps you would
like it. You will know how it should
be told, polished up into a moment's
ornament. Well,

‘“It was on Broadway, a little before
the numbered streets begin, the great
multitude going up and another com-
ing down, jostling and hurrying in the
usual terrifying, regardless way. No
place for a fragile old woman, my dear:
butI was younger then, and I held
close to my husband's arm.  But oh,
the crowd away down town ! I think
I have never been since. A crowd
always makes my heart beat with hope,
for who of the great ones of earth may
not be in it? But ah yet, I am filled
with pity. There are so few happy
faces.

‘‘But you must stop me, my dear,
if I grow prolix. It is fatal to be so in
these times, my son tells me. Well, all
at once inthe throng pushing up,
something checked for a moment each
one of those who were going down
town. Coming toward us—my hus-
band and I were of those who were
traveling toward the lower part of the
city—were a man and a woman, The
man was pale and sad-eyed, and the
woman, her hand on his left arm
clutching in the desperateness of grief,
was weeping bitterly. In his right
hand the man bore a tiny coffin, rough,
plain. Emigrants? Yes. They had
walked up from Castle Garden., The
poor husband was forced to walk side
ways to protect the precious burden
from any rude or careless touch. Thus
awkwardly, but infinitely tenderly,
shielding the wee box, they made slow
progress up the crowded street. We
turned and followed, why I cannot tell
you ; Topenly erying and my husband
with a deep pity on his face. Women
passed by, trying to keep the tears
back, and men with troubled looks
hesitated, wishing to help yet not know
ing how. People are not without care,
my dear. They are in too great a
hurry to stop and express it, but there
are pitying hearts everywhere,

“‘Up and on through the weary thor-
oughfare went the dreary little cortege.
Their sorrow made for them a sacred
passage in the busy crowd. Kindly
tributes of sympathy from many a
passer-by fell softly upon ears dead
ened by awful grief. A richly-dressed
woman stepped from her carriage with
a bunch of glowing roses in her hand.
Her way to the store she was about to
enter lay across the path of the deso-
late strangers. She started, drew back
to let them pass, and as they did so,
laid her roses on the baby’s coffin.
Still noticing nothing —to some of us,
my dear, sorrow deadens all feeling—
the parents trudged on, and drearily
on.

‘‘ Suddenly over the chaos of street
sounds was heard the sharp, measured
tread of uniformed men. Down the
outer edge of the sidewalk came an
officer with his men insingle file. The
crowd drew back, but the sad group
remained in plain view. One glance
from the young officer and a quick
command rang out :

‘““‘Halt!” A word or two and the
body of men formed a long square
about the parents and their dead little
one. Thus protected, the little proces-

what is going om here would

sion went slowly but easily up, up and
turning at English street across the
Bowery and up, what we called in

those times, quiet Second Avenue to St,
Patrick's burying ground. It lay then
near Tweltth street, )
‘“‘Halt!" again cried the young
officer, his boyish face softening to an
expression of

sorrowful pity Step

ping forward he opened the gate him
self and held it whilst the father and |
mother, now bearing their dead little
one between  them, passed through. {
Then the man placing the coflin gently |
in his wife's arms, turned to the \niuw.; |
officer  with outstretched  hands. |
Neither spoke, but a moment clapsed |
before their hands fell apart and they
went their wavs Father and mother |
carrying their dead went down the |
cemetery road, and the o 'y slowly |
closing the gate behind hin , rejoined |
his men
|
‘*He gave another hasty order and

turning, men and boy leader we
from the fulfillment of a beautiful duty
back into the | of the busy city.
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Positive and Negative,

The Race Question is unsettled But it is
settled that Hood'’s Sarsaparilla leads all rem
edies,
Disease marches through all lands, DBt
good health blesses all who take Hood's Six
sapariila,

dyspepsia is a great foe of the human race,
But Hood s Sarsaparilla puts it to tlight,

Scrofuln is one of the most terrible of dis

eases,  But Hood's Sarsaparilla expels it
from the system,
The people of this day, like Job, suffer from
boils, "But Hood’s Sarsaparilla is a sovereign
remedy for them,
Catarrh is one of the most disagreeable
disorders.  DBut Hood's Sarsaparilla is sure
to relieve and cure it,
Rheuamatism racks the system like a thumb
serew,  Buat it retreats betore the power of
Sarsaparilla
appetite leads tomelancholia,  But

vsaparilla makes the plainest re

past tickle the palate,
Life is short and time is fleeting, but
Hood’s Sarsaparilla will bless humanity as

the uge

I on.
Minard’s Liniment Cures Distemper.
Mr., Henry Graham, Wingham, writes:
1 was in North Dakota last May, and 1 took
a bottle of Northrop & Lyman's Vegetable
Discovery with me, as I did not feel safe
without it, While there a lady friend was
sutfering with Indigestion, Biliousness and
Headache., 1 recommend the Vegetable
Discovery to her and she tried it, and the
result was that it did her so much good that
ll had to leave the balance of the bottle with
ier.

Hoon’s curps when all other preparations
fail. It possesses curative power peculiar to
itself. Be sure to get Hood’s Sarsaparilla

Parents buy Mother ( ves’ Worm Exter-
minator because they know it is a sate medi-
cine for their children and jan effectual ex
peller of worms,

Where can I get some of Holloway’s Corn
Cure? I was entirely cured of my corns by
this remedy and 1 wish some more of it for
my friends, So writes Mr. J. W, Brown,
Chicago.

How to Get a *Sunlight"” Plcture.

Send 25 “*Sunlight” Soap wrappers (wrappers
bearing the words ** Why Does a Woman Look
Old Sooner Than a Man”) to LEVER Bros.,
Ltd., 43 Scott street, Toronto, and you will re-
ceive by post a pretty picture, free from adver-
tising, and well worth framing. This is an
easy way to decorate your home. The soap is
the best in the market, and it will only cost 1¢
Emstm_'e to send in the wrappers, if yvou leave
he ends open, Write your address carefully.

Catarrh—Use Nasal Balm. Quick, posi-
tive cure, Soothing, cleansing, healing,

HooD'S GUARANTERS a cure.  What it
has done for others it will do for you. Re
sure to get Hood's Sarsaparilla,

Minard's Linilment Cures Garget In
Cows

> d 4
This is It.
This is the new shortening or
cooking fat which is so fast taking
the place of lard. Itis an entirely
new food product composed of

clarified cotton seed oil and re-
fined beef suet, You can see that

tolene

Is clean, delicate, wholesome,
appetizing, and economical--as far
superior to lard as the electric
light is to the tallow dip. It asks
only a fair trial, and a fair trial
will convince you of its value.
Sold in 3 and 5 pound pails,
by all grocers

Made only by

Company,
Welllngton and Ann Sts,y
MONTREAL.

REID’S HARDWARE

TARLE and POCKE "TLERY,
CARPET SWE RS,
WRINGERS,

BRASS FIRE IRONS.
78~ Good stock of General Hardware,

118 DUNDAS STREET, North Side

Father Damen, N.J.

One of the mosat instructive and usetul pamph
lets extant i3 the lectures of Father Damen
They comprise four of the most celebrated onet
delivered by that renowned Jesuit Father
namely : **The Private Interpretation of the
Bible,” ** The Catholic Church, the only true
Church of God,”** Confession,” and ‘‘ The Real
Presence.” The book will be sent to any ad:
dress on receipt of 15 cents in stamps. Orders
may be sent to Thos. Coffey. CATHOL1C RECOR]
(')M'Y . London.

OVE & DIGNAN, BARRISTERS, HIv,
418 Talbot strest, London, Private fard’

Hood's* = Cures
ofl \ ed { ! 1

ot pur

Our Lady of Mt

i
Last Supper

St Antoine wlia
Our Lady of lors
St Ann

=t

Ancel Guardian '
Our Lady ot Lourdes

Madonna s revison,...
Eece Homo .
Our Lady of The Chair .
Leath of St. Joseph.,

10 Joam.

After the Grip

o Strength, No Ambition

Hood's Sarsaparilla Gave Perfect
Health,
e f wing letter is from a well-known
tailor of St. George, N. I
L Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass

“G n—1I am glad to say that Hood's
and Hood's Pills have
at d f good. T had a sever

inthe v and after g

by poison 1]

L

noo! ly v

Sold by all

s Pills are p
pain or gripe.

BEAUTIFUL SELECTIONS

Ol

Rich 0Qil Chromos

- Fine Qleographs.

Carmel, .

Joseph de Murillo
*

cred Heart of Jesus

frueifixion..,

Stations of the Cross in all sizes and styles,
Church  Statues, in plaster or cement,
plain or artistically decorated.

D. & J. BADLIER & CO.

Catholic ublishers, Booksellers and Stas
tioners, Chureh Ornaments, Vestments,
Statuary and Religious Articles,

1669 Notre Dame St, 1156 Chu
MONTREAL, Ton

lligh-Class
Dared
Vindows

lobbs Mg, Ca,

London, Ont,

ASK T'OR DESIGNS

Pictorial Lives of the Saints
The C;:hclic—i;;c;;;—ﬂ One Year
For $8.00.

The Pictorial Lives of the SRalnts eontalng
Reneetions tor ¥ ry Day in the Year, The

book is compliled from * Butl W and
ot approved irees, to e added
14 ol the A can recently

placed on the Calendar for the United States
by special petition of the Third Plenary
Council of Baltimore ; and also the Lives of
the Saints Canonized In 1881 by His Holiness
Pope Leo XII1L Edited by John Giimary
Shea, L1.1 With a beautiful frontispieca

of the H¢ Family and nearly four hundred
other 1l ustrations Elegantly bound In
extra cloth, Greatly admired by our Holy

Father, Pope Leo X1, who sent his special
blessing to the publishers; and approved by
forty Archbishops and Bishops,
The abov | be senl to any of our
ars, and will also + them oredit

rription on THE CATHOLIO

Three Dollars,. We
will in all cakes prepay carria

s DT ym DD

THE RITUAL OF THE P, P, A,

We have published in pamphlet form the
entire Ritual of the conspiracy known as the
> P The hook was obtained trom one of
the organizers of the association. Itought to
be widely distributed, as it will be the means of
preventing many of our well meaning Protes-
tant friends from falling into the trap set for
them by derigning knaves. The book will be
gent to any address on receipt of ¢ cents tn
stamps ; by the dozen, 4 cents iu-r “T'y: and
by the hundred, 8 cents. Address, THomag
Correy, CATHOLIC KECORD Office, Loundon,
Ontario.

YOMMERCIAL HOTEL, 5 \
) street, Toronto. This hot .
fitted and furnished througho o
forts Terms $1.(0periday

MEAGHER & PrEAcOoCK, Proprietors.

1 R. WOODRUFF, No, 186 QUEEN'S AV
D Defeotive vulon“l impalred huru:.l

nasal catarrh and troublegome throata
testod glamsen adjunied, 130 &

HI Aoty S

g =




