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By REV.

I remember, long ago, the title of a
Yook of John Mitchel's which was
called ““The Last Conquest of Ireland
‘——Perhaps.”” Without reading the
volume, one could be pretty sure that
it was dealing with conquests achiev-
ed by force of arms rather than force
of ideas, and that it bore his mame as
a defiance, not to surrender. What
Jrishman, indeed, of ancient stock
and St. Patrick’s religion will ever
admit that the Green Isle can be ef-

fectually conquered, or its people
held down, so that they shall not
rise ‘'sobbing from the soil,”” as I

heard it expressed with admirable
vivacity? But alas, there is a con-
quest more subtle, more enduring,
than comes after the foughten field—
a conquest of poetry by prose, of ro-
mance by commercinlism, or religion
by worldliness, of the ideal by the
valgar. And what should we say who
belong to the greater Ireland, if our
sacred Island home, the Erin of
saints and sages, with all its en-
chanting memories from of old, were
at length to ‘be subdued in this
<vay and become a province of IL.on-
don, a smaller England—in a word,

to speak it sadly and mockingly, a
mere West Britain? Beiter far it
should sink into the deep, with the

fairy mists of the Tuatha De Danaan
floating above it, an immortal sor-
row unstained by touches of the base
modern coal-smoke, unvexed by the
cries and screaming of a multitude
given over to Mammon. What is Ire-
land making of her destiny? What of
her message to the nations?

The other
Sheehan’s velume, not suspecting
conlents; and I read and read and
was delighted, and somewaht amaz-
ed, on finding at last an Irishman at
Bbome, a Catholic and o priest, who
saw the perils of this new and threat-
ening conquest, shuddered at them,
called his country to arms against
them. He had written a story; but
he was preaching a crusade. With
Jearning in plenty, Greek, German,
¥nglish, secular and sacred; with
flashes and gleams, undoubtedly of
geniug; in a language always touch-
ing, often exquisite; and deeper than
all these fine qualities which become
an eloquent stylewasthe austere kind-
1y, imaginative mood, Celtic and
none other, thut seemed to be falling
out of a world not worthy of it. I
nvill allow the severe critic to weaken
my proise with os much water as he
can draw from Castalian springs; but
I do maintain that the spirit, the
temper of this very remarkable tale
is all thnt I have saitl—heroje, in-
spiring, Irish of the duys that are no
mnore; it is a  trumpet ecnll to onr
people. Fatlher  Shechan’s  heart
yearns over the youth ofIreland, wit-
nessing in what dendly danger they
stand at this moment—a youth such
as the Almighly never created n secc-
ond innocent, affecitionate, cleat-eyed,
gentle, ardent as the morning; but
how shall they keep their fair noture
in this utilitarian age? The peasant,
the child—in these we may still per-
ceive what the Celtic soul can reach
of purity and poesy, miracles unat-
tainable by our dehbasing so-called ed-
ucation, which stifles where it should
cherish, and runs all te competition,
to prizes, to places, to the worship
of money. Teach the Irish children on
this beautiful system, ond waich the
restult. A Pagan education at the
crummer’s means either indifference
in rewgios or snlwe ef; a National
School edueatinn was oo ofien imeant
the very thing that Dr. Whately aim-
ed at, taking Irowm twe Celt every
charm {hat was hivy own, to make
him o vile ecaricature of the Saxon,
This is the conquest of Ireland which
is ¢nough to break one’s heart. Shall
it succeed? It will, most assuredly,
unless Father Sheehan's way is fol-
lowed—Lhe way which leads us back
to our sajnts, dnd which is a pilgrim-
age of learning and love to Clonmec-
noise, and Glendalough, and Bangor,
and Lismore, seeking inspiration
where alone an ancient folk like ours
can find it, in our herces and our
history and our religion. We never
can be English. If we degrade our-
selves into West Britons, who will
prefer the tawdry imitationbefore the
original? We shall deserve our fute,
and there will be none to pity us.

day I opened Father
its

I am forgetting to tell you 1ihe
slory which is in these books., DBut
the story, though full of interest and
movement, is less to me than the mo-
ral. Two figures, Geoffrey Austin
and Charlie Travers, furnish a con-
trast, imaginahle certoinly, and I
suppose often realized, among Irish
young men’of ‘the middle class! It is
our Sphynx, our problem, and

devour us all, gentle and simple, if

oy

o Tlidi:';rgiumnh’of Féil_iin LY ‘.Sequel to
¢¢ Geoffrey - Auetin, Student.”. By Rev, P. A,
. Shoehian, {London: Bu_rnua'p_q_Onteu).

‘WILLIAM BARRY, D.D.

| we do not somehow transform it by
.fuith- in the beauty which God bas
made, and in the religion -whercof
our Lord Jesus Christ is the message
and substance. But these lads, with

passion for learning, are sent to May-
field—a house where the crammer
reigns supreme— t0 prepare against
some London examinations. The old
story of Irishmen leaving their home
in the West— the wild, poetic, sea-
beaten West of Finnvarra, and the
cliffs of Moher— betaking themselves
to Dublin, and there, without warn-
ing or safeguard, plunged into the
modern chaos. One could match it to
a hair from the novels of Turgeniefl,
and the parables of Tolstoy. And, up
to a given poini, may be studied also
in M. Paul Bourget, who discovered,
by no means too soon, where this life
of the secularized school, and dis-
cipleship to science and literature, di-
vorced from religion, will lead its
votaries. The Catholic who is suc-
cessful as u lawyer, official, journal-
ist. or what not, and who never goes
to Mass— ought we to be proud of
him? The learned youth, utterly ig-
norant. of Church history, Christian
philosophy, and even of his forefath-
ers’ sufferings in a Divine cause— it
appears that he flourishes under com-
petitive examination. 'The parasitic
society people, who despise every-
thing Irish, and are such barbarians
as to have lost all judgment as re-
gards the beautiful and the antique,
reckoning that to be art ~which is
only the fashion — one knows where
to look for them whenever the Lord
Lieutenant holds his Court, laughed
at by the satirical Thackeray. And
so these two youngen are in danger
of losing their souls. Ii the train-
ing succeeds they are ruined — the
Celt will no longer be religious, the
Catholic will have bartered his living
faith for marks in an honors' list.
Multiply the instances, and where is
your Erinn of the saints and sages?

Happily, they are saved by failure.
Charlie Travers, a ‘‘beautiful soul,’”’
il ever there was one, breaks down in
his examens, is taken in hand by
Father Aidon—the strong man of the
story—dedicates himself to be the
only lay Apostie of his countrymen,
and dies a martyr to calumny. He is
the true picture of ‘“The Christian,””
go badly drawn two years ago byMr.
Hall <Conine, in a hook concerning
which I have said my say elsewhere.
NAut I cannot fancy the middle-aged
Irish layman reading of Charlie Tra-
vers without some dull twinges, or
cven poignant throhs of anguish, as
at the remembrance of the dreams of
his  wyouth, unfulfilcd and wccusing.
Why has no single Charlie Travers
come forward in a Catholic nation,
to take up this high redeeming task,
and to he a spiritual O'Connell or a
lay Father AMathew? Is there not
a cause I.et me quote ane passage—
the sum of Father Sheehan's conten-
tion. It is severe; but suppose it is
true, whom are we to blame, the
preacher of an audience that requires
such a lesson? Charlies Travers, then,
a ‘“‘young a«dvocate’ in Dublin, in-
veighed ‘‘ngainst all modern vices of
society, its love of ease, its mad pns-
sion for wealth and dist'nction, its
Godless education, its dread of trial,
its hatred of sickness or poverty, ifs
want of charity towards the fallen
and afllicted. Fe pointed out that he-
tween the wvell-to-do city merchant,
who picks his teeth after his lunch-
eon and poises his heavy seals in his
bhands, and goes to his Turkish batk
in the afternoon, and sits down to a
stately dinner, and stares at half-
niked women from his opera-tox—
and the cultured Pagan, who wrap-
ping his toga around him, strolled
down to the baths of Vespasian, or
had supped with Iucullus, and fre-
quented the circus in the days of an-
cient Rome, there was not a hair's
breadth of difference. It is true the
latter laughed at his gods, and jested
about the augurs; but the city man,
too, would not spare a clever mot
about o priest, and would send his
women and children to church on
Sunday. Where, exactly, does Christ-
janity come in? Not in our personal
habits—they are sensuous and volup-
tvous; not in the splendor of our
churches—they ‘are vile and contemp-

| tible compared te a Roman or Greci-

an temple; not in the well-being of

the working-classes—they were never
so poor, ill-educated, conntortless; not
in the exiirpation. of vice, as our
streets tesiify; not in the checking of
drunkennass, as our distilleries testi-
fy.
had some message for -the world ‘Le-

will |

sides the platitudes of philosophers
or the divination of augurs. Yet
where is it yvisible or audible in the
world?" -

It is. -i;ﬁpﬁ'ésibie " not to ask, on
hearing. «this . frightful description,

their unsullied Irish hearts and their.

Surely that Divine Man of Jodea
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""What are Catholic I
‘The nuthor replies: .
. ‘*Absolutely. ‘nothing, either defen-
sive or aggressive. With the excep~
tion of a few Vincent de Paul socie-
ties, there is absolutely no. organiza-
tion in (Ireland) that would combine
in one solid body all the zeal and tal-
ent of thousands of Young men who
would dare and do o great deal for
Jesus Christ, but who are now kept
back for want of an inspiring voice.”
Against the marshalled forces of evil
there stand on the side of Christ, ‘‘a
handful of priests,a few weak swomen,
a literature that is saved from ridiz
cule barely by its good intention, and
a few saints, who lift their hands
like Moses on the mountain, while
the armies of Israel are hard pressed
in the valleys of humiliation and de-
feat.”” In exchange for the lofty
idealism which created missionaries
and martyrs, Ireland is now offered
culture—that is to say, the cheapen-
ing of ‘‘oleographs and the Luffo op-~
era, brokenr French and ungi‘a.mmati—
cal German’'; but the ‘‘liquor inter-
est'’ must be respected, nor can ‘“‘me-
dieval ideas™ be allowed to stop the
way of '‘modern civilization."’

Do not imagine that if religion is
to hold its own, in Father Sheechan’s
opinion culture must be given up. Let
things be called by their right names.
This branch of money-making, with
examens for its stock Exchange, is
not, rfor never was, culture in any
tolerable sense. Yet the finest schol-
arship ought to receive baptism, and
stands in need of pgrace, and will
turn to poison without prayer. Geol-
frey Austin is the scholar who nearly
loses his faith, and loses the strength
and comfort of it altogether, because
he never has best shown the true re-
lation of culture to Catholicism. He
is saved indeed at last, yet so as by
fire. And here I am reminded of an
august memory iwhich, though invis-
ible, floats over this volume at its
highest, and might have guided the
writer's pen. By an extraordin-
ary Providence, now more than forty
years ago, there went from Oxford to
Dublin a scholar of the pattern dear
to the Irish heart; John Henry New-
man became first recior of the Catho-
lic University; his task was to draw
aut a rational scheme of studies and
sciences, viewed in their piace accord-
ing to the Church’s principles, to
train the laity of Ireland, to prepare
them against this very day, whose
advent he prophesied, and to convert

-

its perils into motives of leatning
and piety. By what series of mis-
tekes did that enterprise issue in

disaster? But his lectures may still
be read; they ought surely to be read:
if young Irishmen, students in semin-~
aries of whatever kind, did read
them and did lay them to heart in
all sincerity, Geoffrey Austin would
be a rore exception, and Charlie Tra-
vers would find by his side, no longer
a pessimist and & Pagan, but the
right hand of the priest.

I had muech more to say. But the
book wwill say it, and say it exceed-
ingly well. For the many whoe want
an exciting story, full of adventure,
and the not so many who take de
light jn swisdom and epigram, “‘The
Triumph of Failure' comes at a good
season., It will naturally be taken
with the introtuction, "“Geofirey Aus-
tin, Student,” which leads up to it.
Nevertheless, I ook on Yather Shee-
han's last writing as, in the language
of his favorite Jean Paul Richter,
‘“‘one of Lhose books which are half
battles” — a story-indeed, and excel-
lent literature, but something else
beyond literanture. It is a challenge, a
rebuke, an onset against the enemy of
us all; against the commoenplace am-
bitions, and woeful victories,and vul-
gar &friumphs, associcted everywhere
with "Liberalism" of which its form-
er advocates are beginning to feel as-
hamed. I say *'Liberalism,” but I
am not thinking of politics, I will
say “Enlightenment,”’ if I may be al-
iowed to rualify it with the names of
Voltaire and Bentham and Friedrich
Strauss. Are these, or are their like,
to be set up and worshipped as gods
on the Hill of Tara? God forbid.
Yet, in ua lecture which I do not
think most Irishmen even glanced at
Cuardinal XNewman foresaw and des-
cribed the rising cloud. His voice
was not heeded. l'ray heaven that
this fresh warning from the lips of
ane of our awn kindred o scholar and
a priest, may not prove likewise in
vuill!—TJ iverpool Coiholic Times.

SWEATSHOP UNIFORMS.

The report comes from Washington
that Nrigadier General Ludington,
Quartermaster- General has determ-
ined to prevent thereafter the manu-
facture of clothing for troops under
the "'sweat shop’'’ system.

This matter has bezn under careful
investigation by Liecutenant Colonel
William S. Patten, omne of General
Ludington’s assistants, who has Lesn
considering a plan for putting an end
to the practice several New. York
contractors are known to have pur-
sued of cutting out the clothing and
then giving’ the. pieces to. tenement

families to sew together. Lieut.-Col. '
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een eisilsl.';d.byf- the regul-_
ar -inspectors ol the govermment, by
the New York. State authorities and
by the contractors themselves, who
have frequenily made reports against
each other. e LT

It is understood that the Quarter-
master General will hereafter award
contracts to firms calling only ' for
such quantities of clothing as they
shall be-able ta furnish with their
own facilities.

MGR. CONATY AT BROOKLIN.

Mgr. Thomas J. Conaty, rector of
the Catholic University, in a lecture
on ‘“The- Church and the, Modern
Idea of Education’’ before theKnights
of Columbus, in the Montauk Theatre
in Brooklyn, recently; cited ‘‘The
Christian’ and '‘Robert Elsemere'’ as
examples of popular literature which
tended to the promotion of a false

and non-religious culture.

*“The Catholic Church is talked of
but little by those who talk most of
education,’”” he said. ‘“Traditions of
three centuries have blinded men to
the fact that the Church is a most
potent educational factor. In the
modern theory, so called, of educa-~
tion there are certain shibboleths. In-
tellect is one of them, Men will say
that religion is not the field for the
highest intellect, because it treats of
the highest intelligence.

“‘Science is another shibboleth.
Great is the God of science, and in-
tellect is his prophet. Science has for
a long time had its day, but misery
and evil are still in the world, and
the great question of life is still as
far away as ever from the student
who seeks to solve it by the light of
science alone. Science has its realm in
discovering the forces of nature, but
the supernatural belongs to God.
Thank God, the pendulum that swung
tn agnosticism in science is swinging
back again!

“Culture is another ery. We are all
readers these days. We read every-
thing, from the small newspaper with
1he ‘patent inside’ to the great met-
ropolitan daily, with its engines of
information at work in every corner
of the warld. Yet in the newspapers
we find pictures of crime aund details
of scandal given to us with all the
skill of the trained modern writer. It
is the same in our noveis. Why? Be-
cause the writer of to-day is writing
for the market, not for the truth.

‘“The realism of the novel is what
mmakes it popular. There is no ob-
jection to realism if it is realism of
the right kind, the realism of honest
manhood. That is the realism our
novelists will not give us. It is the
realism of mud, of filth, which pays.
The novel of to-day aims to be philo-
sophical, psycholegical, social. But
it is without the Christiun idea. The
agnostic rules, and we rave over him

and flock to the theatre where his
drumatized novel is presented.
““When Mrs. Ward wrote ‘Robert

Iilsemere.' she did not make christian-
ity strong in its contest with agnos-
ticism. Mer minister was only a
straw minister, whom she construct-
erl out of her mind in erder that his

agnostic antagonists might knock
him down. He wasn't even a good
Angliean minister.

“Then we have had ‘“The Christi-

v

an,” which has been advertised ad
pauseum. Do you think John Storm
representative of the Christian
strong in ‘faith? 1s Glory
representative of true wo-
manhood, with the modesty, purity
and unselfish, gentle traits of the
true woman? No. The novelists of to-
day give the realism of the man with-
out the scul of the man.

“Humanity is another ery. Hum-
anity! We went o war for humanity,
though not every one believes it now.
tLaughter). It was too thin all the
way through. It was a good word
to conjure with. There js plenty of
work for humanity at ourown door.'”

Mgr. Conaty said that in education
the Church takes all the elements he
mentioned, imbues them with the
spirit of Christ and unites them in
the work of Christian education.

is a
ministry,
Quayle a

A GENEROUS BRIDE,

I.ondon, Jan. 28.— Datti has set-.
tled 815,000 o year on Baron Ceder-
strom, her husband. The New York
world’'s J.ondon correspondent says
the Baron's own income is only $750.

The diva made this settlement en-
tirely on her own notion, and pres-
ented the deeds as her wedding gift
the day before the wedding. The Bar-
ont was token by surprise.

'

AN IRISH CENTENARIAN
DEAD.

James Kelly, aged 101 years; died
Jan. 18 at his home, 31 Pleasant st.,
Waterbury, Conn. ‘ ‘

Mr. Xaolly was born in  Queen’s’
Counl;y, Ireland, in October, 1797,
and came to America over fifty years

‘ago. The decensed was in possession’]

of all his faculties up to the time- of
his death, and couid tell soms thrill-
.ing anecdotes -of -his. experiences . in:
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i -when he caine.
to this country. “He had a’wondefful:
retentive .memory, and could .. talk’
about things that took - place in Ire-
land seventy-five or. eighty years
ago as though'they 'were.events of:
yesterday. MHe was a baby .in.arms

curéd in that country during the re-
bellion of 1798, was ¢ years old at
the time of the execution of Robert
Emmet, and was well able to take a’
hand in what was going on when
O'Connell appeared on the scene. The
meeting .of the Repeal Association
and the tithe war were events quite
fresh in his mind.’ :

GOLD IN IRELAND.

According to stories published with
slight variation of fact in the Lim-
erick, Belfast, and Dublin papers, a
veritable Xlondike.s about to De
developed in Ireland in the county of
Wickloww. Years ago, before modern
mining appliances were in use, cop-
per, lead and silver were profitably
worked In  Wicklow; but owing to
the slump in the price of these mot-
als, most of the workings were long
ago deserted. It seems that for the
lasl year or two peasants have made
there fairly good discoveries of alluv-
ial, but have kept the matter a close
secret, sending only enough gold to
Dublin for their passing needs.

HEALTH OF HIS HOLINHSS.

Dr. Lapponi, the Pope’s physician,
according to a New York daily, said
a few days ago, in answer to enquir-
ies about the exact condition of His
Heliness.

L am convinced that the Pope has a
Physique so happily constituted that
he can yet live a numbter of years
said Dr. Lapponi.

Absolute repose had caused all th2
recently alarming symptoms to dis-
appear.

But His Holiness sacrifices himself
too much. He works beyond his
strength. He does not obey the
voice of his physicians.

Despite all this there is o most en-
couraging symptom. The Pope al-
ways preserves his appetite and
sleeDs well.

EIS NERVE SAVED HIS LIFE.

Dinner was just finished, says the
Scottish American, and several Eng-
lish officers were sitting around the
table. The cenversation hal notbeen
animated, but there came a lull, us
the night was too hot for small talk
The major of the regiment, a clean-
cut man of fifty-five, turned toward
his next wneighbor at the rable. a
young subaltern, whpo was leaning
back in his chair, with ais hands
clasped behind his head, siaring
through the cigar smoke at the ceil-
ing, The Major was slowly lonking
the man over, from his handsoue
face down, when, with a sudden ni-
ertness and in a quiet, stealy vnice,
he said:—

“Don’'t move please, AMr. Unrrath-
ers; I waht Lo try anexperinent with
you. Don't move a muscle.’’

**All right, Major,” replied rhe sub-

altern, without turning his eyes.
““Hadn't the least idea of moving, I
assure you what’s the game?”’

By this time all the others were

listening in a lazily expectant way.

““Do you think,” continued the DMa-
jor, and his voice trembled just a lit-
tle, “‘that you can keep absolutely
still for, say, two minutes—to save
your life?’

"“Are you joking?"’
““On the contrary,
and “you are a dead

stand the strain?*’
The subaltern barely whispered,-
‘*Yes,'” and his face paled slightly.
“‘Burke,’’ said the Mnjor, address-
ing an officer across the table, “‘pour
some of that milk into a saucer and
sel it on the floor here just at the
back of me. Gertly, man. Quiet!™
Kot a word .was spoken as the ofli-
cer carefully filled the saucer, wwalked
with it earefully around the table
and set it down where the Major had
indicated on the floor. Like a marble
statue sat the young subaltern in his
white linen clothes, while a cobra di

capello, which had been crawling up
the leg of his trousers, siowly raised
its head, then turned, descended to
he floor and glided toward the milk.
Suddenly the silence was broken Dby
a report from the Major's re.olver,
and the snake lay dead on the {loor.

“Thank you, Majfor,'” said the sub
allerrr, as the Lwo shook hands
warmly, ‘‘you have saved my life.”

‘“‘You'ra welcome, my boy,'”” re-
plied the senior, ~"but you did your
shure."'’ .

move & muscle
matt. Can you

TO PREVENT CONSUMPTION.

Hard to cure; easy to prevent.
Scolt’s Emulsion nourishes the body,
keeps all the organs and tissues
healthy, and the consumption gerins
cannot get & foothold, ‘

Ireland from’ the time of his, youth up’
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MES. “ROBERTS, OF ' MONTREAL,
‘TELLS A WOSDERF¥L §TORY.

-s:'l_:e'\“w'u & Sufferer for Some Seven

.. Years, and Medical Treatment Fail.

~ed to Give Hor More Than Tempor.
_ary Belief—A ' Herald Reporior In.
. Vestigates the Case,

Frbm the Montreal Herald.

“I thought it something wonderful
when T went three days without be-

ing sick,”” said Mrs. Annie Roberts
to a representative of the Montrea)

Herald, referring to her remerkabla
recovery from an illuess of over sev-
en long years. Mr, and Mrs, Roberts
reside at 34 Wolle street, Montreal,
and the reporter was cordially wel-

comed when he went to enquire gag
to the truth of the report that Mrs
Roberts had been restored to healti;
through the use of Dr, Williams' pink
Pills. Mr. and Mrs. Roberts came Lo
Canada from England a little more
than five years ago, and Mrs, Ro-
berts® iliness began while still in the
Old Country. ‘I was really the vic-
tim of a combination of troubles,**
says Mrs. Roberts. ““For seven years,
nel.lrn]gia, with all jts excruciating
bains, has been my almost constant
attendant. Added to this I +as ate
tacked by rheumatismand palpitation
of the heart, and for the last five
years, was not able to get out of
doors during the winter monthg.
Sometimes I felt as though those
terrible pains in thehead would drive
me mad; my nerves were all un-
strung and & knock &t the door
would send mie nearly crazy. I was
treated at different times by four
doctors since coming to Montreal,
but without any lasting good, and I
had given up hope of ever being bet-
ter on this side of the grave. A friend
of mine whose father had been help-
less for two years, but was restored
by Dr. Willinins' Pink Pills, urged me
to try them. By husbund gsked the
doctor who waos attending me what
he thought of them, and the doctor
replied that he believed them to be a
good medicine., This persuaded me L0
begin their use. No one who sees
me now can form any idea of my
condition when I began taking Dr.
Williamsg' Pink Pills, and I hod only
taken three boxes when I began to
recover. But seven years of pain had
nearly shattered my constitution and
I did not look for & speady recovery.
and T wus more than gratified 1o
find that after I had wused I think
about a dozen and a half boxes, I
was fully restored to health. It
seemed all the more wonderful be-
cause the doctors both in England
and here never done more than give
me temporary rellef, and their treat-
ment was much more expensive. The
past summer was the first in years
that I really enjoyed life, and I was
able to go on a visit to Radror For-
ges. Dr. Williams' Pink Pills have
also been of much benefit to my
daughter Violet. She i3 just nine
years old, but she suffered a great
deal of pains in the back and sick
headache, but the pills have made her
feel all right again.'”

‘I never fail to recommend Dr. Wil-
liams' Pink Pills when any of my
friends are ill,”" said Mrs. Roherts.
*While visiting at Radnor Forges, 1
urged @ ycung lady friend who has
been a sufferer from curvature ol the
spine, and obstinate constipation to
try them, and they have dote her a2
vast amount of good.’’

The reporter conjesses that Mrs,
Roberts’ story is & wouderiul one.
That she is row thoroughly well is

clear from her face, her manner aud
her happy spirit. Mre. and Mrs. Lo-
berts are intelligent and reliable peo-
ple Alr, Roberts is head enginver in
the biscuit works of Vigu & lrere,
the wealthiest firmn in this line in the
Dominion, and he {ully endorses the

good words his wife has to say ir
favor of Dr. Williams' Pink L’ills. In
fact he says the speedy cure they

wrought in his wife's case has saved
him many dollars.

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills have no
purgative action, and 8o o not
weaken the body. They build up the
blood by supplying it with the ele-
ments that enrich it, and strengtien
the nerves. In this way they cure alt
diseases having their origin in poor
and watery blood. Always refuse the
pink colored imitations which some
dealers offer. See that the full name,
Dr. Williams' Pink Pills for Pale Peo-
ple is on every packaege you buy, If
in doubt, send direct to the Dr. wil-
Liums' Medicine Co., Brockville, 'Out..
and they will be mniled post paid at
50c. a box or six boxes for $2.50.

A —————

To set aboul acquiring the habits ol
meditation and study jate in life 5
like getting .into a go-cart with a
grey beard, and learning to walk
when we have lost the use of out
legs. In general the foundations ot
2 happy oid age must be laid 1n
youth; and, in particular, he who had
not cultivated his reason Yyoung will
be utterably unable to improve it
old.
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THOMAS LIGGET 8

January Sa_le of

Carpets, Curtains
AND ‘ ) ,
House Furaishings

will be discontinued at
the end of this week.
All goods during this
sale at greatly reduced
rates. '

1884 Notre Dame st,
2446 81, Catherine st.,
“ Montreal, and Spark!

. “Btreet, Ottawa,
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