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THE CATHOLIC RECORD

APRIL 11, 1898,

—
THE DOCTOR'S STORY.

How the Questioning Spirit of a Child
Drew Many Hearts to God,

How was it, Doctor, that you first
thought about it ?

Well, I suppose I had better tell you
the whole story. It may interest you.
Just twenty years ago, on a bright
Sunday morning, 1 was hurrying
along the road home to Tinton, hoping
to be in time to hear the sermon at

church. My watch told me tha.tl
should be too late for the moraing
prayer. Happening to look across the

fields, I was surprised to see little Ally
Dutton, our boy-organist, running very
fast over the meadows, leaping the
fence at a bound, and finally dis-
appearing in the woods. ‘' What
could possibly take our organist away
during Church time? Surely,”
thought I, ‘‘the minister must be
sick.” And, being the village doctor,
I hurried still faster.

‘““But what could take our boy-
organist in that out of-the-way direc-
tion at such an hour, and in such
haste? Is it mischief?”’ I asked my-
self. But I banished the thought im-
mediately, for Ally had no such repu-
tation., There must be something
wrong, however, for he ran so fast,
and Ally is such an old-fashioned lad.
**The minister is ill, at any rate,”
said I to myself, ‘‘or Ally would not
be absent.” Contrary to my expecta-
tions, I found the minister preaching

as usual. I do not recollect any
of the sermon mnow, except the
text. Rev. Mr. Billups, our min-

ister, had a fashion of repeating his

text very often, sometimes verv
appropriately, sometimes not, [t was
Pilate’s question to pur Lord, ‘* What

8 Truth ?”  You will see, after what
happened subsequently, that I had an-
other reason for remembering it, be
sides its frequent repetition.

The sermon ended, the hymn was
sung, but the organ was silent. The
silence seemed ominous, I cannot tell
why ; perhaps it was one of those
strange presentiments of disaster, but
I fancied our boy organist dead. I
loved Ally very much, and my heart
sank within me as I looked up through
the drawn choir-curtaing, and missed
his slight little form, perched up as he
was wont to be on a pile of books, £o0 as
to bring his hands on a level with the
key-board, trolling forth his gay little
voluntary as the congregation dis
persed after gervice. I missed his
voice in the hymn, too ; those clear
ringing tones that were far sweeter to
me than any notes that musical instru
ments ever breathed. 1 was so filled
with this presentiment of coming evil
that I die not dare to ask anyone as to
the cause of his absence. *‘ Pooh!”
said I to myself, ‘‘there is nothing in
it. 1 saw him just now alive and well
enough, if I may judge from the way
he cleared those fences and the swift-
ness of his footsteps as he ran across
the meadow.” 1 thought no more of it
watil a messenger came two or three

days afterwards to my office and said :

* Will you please, Doctor, come down
to the Widow Dutton’s?  Ally issick.”

“1 will go immediately,” said I to
the messenger, and then to myselt,
‘“we shall lose our boy organist !” and
80 we did, but not as you suppose.

I found him in a high fever. * He
has been constantly raving all night,”
said his mother, in answer to my in
quiries, ‘‘about what he has seen.
There has been something preying on
his mind lately,” she continued. *‘ He
has been very sad and nervous, and I
fear it will help to make him ill.”

In a tone of command, which 1 find
will often elicit a direct answer from
patients whose minds are wandering, I
said to him :

““Ally, answer directly, sir, what did
you see 2"

With his eyes still staring at the ceil-
ing in a wondering manner, he an-
swered, ** God."”

I was sorely perplexed what further
question to ask, but, thinking to lead
him on gradually to some more reason-
able answer, as I thought, I asked,
*“ Where ?”

‘“The kneeling people
priest,” he replicd, dreamily,
Jesus said, * Neither do 1 condemn
thee.”” And here he burst into
tears. Then the remembrance of the
Iast Sunday morning came back to my
mind, and [ knew what had taken Ally
across the fields, and what he had seen.
He was so faint and weak, his pulse
fluttered so unsteadily that I feared
the worst ; and the anxious, searching
look of the mother read my tell-tale

and the
““And

countenance. She began to weep vio
lently.

* Mother !" eried Ally

‘“Yes, my child,” she responded

quickly, aud bent over him and kissed
him.

“Don’t ery, mother; God will not
let me die till I know what is true,
first.”

“‘That is a strange remark, " thonght
I, “for a boy like him to make. What
can he mean ?"

** My darling Ally,” said the widow,
‘“you do know what is true. You
always say what is true.”

“* Why should they say it isn't true,
then ?” asked Ally,

*What isn't true, my dear ?”

*“God I answered the boy, turning |

his eyes upward to the ceiling again,
and looking, as it were, at some ohject
miles away. ‘*And the kneeling
people, and the priest.  It's true, and
no lie.  *This is My body, this is My
blood.””  And he joined his hot and
feverish hands together, as if in
prayer,

* Don't trouble about this," said I to
the weeping mother. ‘I know what
it is. e has been down to Mike
Maloney’s, in the Brook Woods, and
seen the Catholic Mass. Don't refer to
it again just now. I will give him
8ome composing medicine, Jut I

wish,’’ I added, ‘‘that this had not hap-
pened. It only tends to weaken him,"

Presently I noticed him playing with
his fingers on the coverlet, as if he
were playing the organ, and, thinking
to take advantage of this, I said,
“ Ally, my boy, get well soon, now,
and let us have a grand voluntary on
the organ—one of your very best.”

““ For God, for Mass, for the kneel-
ing people and the priest,” he mur-
mured, still playing his imaginary
organ.

‘0, never mind the Mass,” said I,
‘‘that is nothing to you.”

Turning his eyes suddenly on me,
he cried, ‘‘ O, Doctor ! it seems every-
thing to me ; I can never forget it.
How could anyone ever forget they
had seen Mass 7 Could you ?”

‘‘That 1 can't say, Ally,” I replied,
‘for I never saw it,”

‘“ Never sawit ! Why, I've seen it,”

““Often ?” T asked.

‘ Well—I saw it—one Sunday, any-
way,” answered Ally, with the air of
one who had never been anywhere else
all his life.

““What was it like, Ally, dear?”
asked the mother.

‘Like heaven, mother, if the angels
had only been there.”

‘“ Angels !” said I contemptuously,
‘¢ Pretty place to find angels in Mike
Maloney's shanty ! Why, it’s like a
stable !”

Again Ally's eyes went up to the
ceiling, and, while his fingers nerv-
ously played an invisible organ on the
coverlet, he began to sing so plaint-
ively and sadly that it quite un.
manned me ;

‘* And His shelter was a stable
And His cradle was a stall,
With the poor and mean and lowly
Lived on earth our Saviour holy.”

The widow and I stood watching and
listening long after he had ceased sing-
ing. In a few moments a lucid inter-
val occurred,and, noticing me, he said:

“ Doctor, why can't we have Mass
inour church? Ok ! wouldn't I like to
play the organ for it always until I
died !”

‘ We couldn't have Mass, Ally,” I
replied, ‘‘ because it is only Catholic
priests who can say Mass.”

“Isit? 1know I'd like to play the
organ forever and ever for the Mass ;
but I'd rather be a priest. Oh!a
thousand times rather !” And his pale
tace lighted up with an unearthly glow.
Seeing I could not divert his mind
from the subject, and fearing to con-
tinue a conversation that so excited
him, I quietly gave directions to his
mother and left. I had little hope of
Ally’s recovery, but his words made a
deep impression on my mind.  *‘ God
will not let me die till I know what is
true first.” * What truth can he
mean ?” thought I.  “*Can he imagine
that he does; not know the true relig
ion? What can have made him thinls
that our Episcopal Churen is not true ?
What strange fancies will get into
some children's heads! T should be
sorry to lose Ally, but I'd rather see

him die, I think, than to grow up &

Roman Catholic. Ugh! and a priest,

too, perhaps, who knows? God forbid!"
Revolving these disagreeable thoughts
in my head as [ went down the street,

[ met Mr. Billups, our minister. We
shook hands, or rather I shook Mry,

Billups’ hand, while he shook his head,

a manner of his that gave him a gen-
eral doubting air, somewhat puzzling
to strangers.

“Mr, Billups,” { paid, ** did you know
that Ally Dutton is ill ?

*“No, Idid not hear it,"” he replied,

emphasizing the did and still shaking
his head.

““Yes, and very ill,” I added. **If
his mind becomes calmer than it is, I
think it might do good just to drop in
and see him. 1 fear he has been
under some bad influence lately.”

* You astonish me, not to say grieve
me,"” rejoined Mr. Billups. “Ally
was always a good, pious boy, and one
of our head boys in the Sunday school.”

“I mean,” said I, ‘‘that he has
been reading or hearing something
about Catholics and their Mass, and
other things : and it really has made a
deep impression on his mind, which
ought to be effaced : that is, if he re-
covers, which I think is doubtful.”

‘*Of course, of course, which ought
to be effaced,” repeated he. “ Not a
doubt about it. I remember now Mrs
White, his Sunday school teacher, tell
ing me that he had asked her in class
what the sixth chapter of St. John
meant. I hope he has not been read
ing that chaptoer of the Bible too atten
i‘i“‘l-\ + for it is caleulated to make a
deep, very deep impression, 1 am sorry
to say, in regard to the Popish Mass
doctrine : indeed, a most alarming
impression upon the mind, especially
| of a boy like Ally.”
| **Well, if you see him," said I, not

much relishing this opinion abont the
Bible boing in favor of Catholie doe
trine, ** you can easily bring the sub
ject up, and easily explain its true
meaning to him.”
| “Yes! oh, yos! easily explain its
true meaning to him,” again repeated
Mr. Billups after me yet looking
| rather puzzled as I thought, and doubt
| ful of success ; but perhaps it was only
{ his manner that gave me that impres
i sion. **Would to-morrow do, think
you, doctor " ? he continued, after a
pause. ‘I am quite busy now.”

‘ Batter,” 1 replied, *‘ much better :
Ally is very low at this moment. 1 do
not know what made me say it, but
Ally's words came suddenly to my
mind again, and I added confidently :
‘“ He will be better to-morrow. "

I bade Mr. Billups good morning,
not at all gatisfied.  *‘The sixth chapter
of St. John ! The sixth chapter of St
John ! [ went on, repeating to my

I have never read that chapter

self,
with any thought of the doctrines of
Catholics ; and yet, to judge from what
the minister said,

it might trouble the !

mind even of a child. AsI walited in
the parlor of a sick lady whom I went
to visit before returning home, I could
not refrain from turning over the
leaves of a large family Bible on the
the centre table and finding the
chapter in question. [ had not time,
however, to read many verses before [
was summoned to the sick chamber,
Attention to my professional duties
drove the subject from my mind dur-
ing the rest of the day, and I retired
to rest, considerably exhausted and
fatigued.

‘““Now for a good sleep,” said I to
myself, ‘‘and a quick one, for I
shouldn't wonder if [ were called up to
Ally again before morning.” But I
could not sleep. Tossing to and fro
in my bed, I began to question myself
about the cause of my sleeplessness. I
soon found it. The thought of Ally
had revived the memory of that sixth
chapter of St. John. ‘‘ Well,” said I,
‘1 will remove the cause by just
getting up and reading it, and there
will be an end of it.” So I got up,
lighted my lamp, got out my Bible,
and there, half - dressed, read the
troublesome chapter. As I reflected
upon what I was doing, I felt more
like a thief, a midnight robber, or
some designing villian laying plans
for a murder, than as an hooest Chris-
tian reading his bible. For was I not
allowing myself to do what was cal-
culated to make a deep, not to say an
alarming, impression on my mind that
the Catholic religion was true and the
Protestant religion false ?

Not without vanity I say it, few
people knew their bible better than I
did, and, although I must have read
that identical chapter many times, it
seemed to me that I had never read it
before. I thank God for that mid-
night persual of my bible.

One thing I then and there deter
mined for reasons of my own, namely
to be on hand at Mrs. Dutton’s when
the minister called ;: and there I was.
Ally was a good deal better and
brighter. After some commonplace
remarks, Mr. Billups said to Ally :

“You are fond of reading your
bible, are you not, my dear child ;
and would you not like me to read a
little of the Word to you ?”

“Oh! yes, sir,” answered the boy
eagerly,

*“I will read for you, then,” con-
tinued Mr. Billups, producing a bible
from his pocket, ‘‘a most beautiful
and instructive passage from St.
John's gospel, commencing at the
sixth chapter.” He read the chapter,
but quite differently from the manner
in which I had read it, slowly and dis-
tinctly, where I had read rather
quickly, that is, from the beginning
to the fiftieth verse ; and quickly from
that verse to the end.

““That's very beautiful and very
strange,” said Ally pensively, as the
minister paused at the end of the chap-
ter. ‘*but; Mr, DBillups, is it all, all
true ?"

““ The bible, my dear Ally ought to

your remember. Do not go near them,
Ally, for my sake, for your mother’s
sake, for the sake of the church of your
baptism, or they will make you like
unto them, an idolatrous worshipper of
the Host ; which, as you have never
seen it, I will tell you is only a piece of
bread. You see what ignorant, de-
luded people the Catholics must be ;
just to think of it—to worship a piece
of bread !”

‘‘ But the Catholic is the old Church
and the first one, Pompey said, " re-
joined Ally, ‘‘and the old Church
ought to know. DBesides I-—I— saw it
myself. " ‘““Saw it yourself!" ex-
claimed Mr. Billupe, his hair fairly
standing upright with horror, ‘' My
organist dare to enter a popish Mass-
house !” and he frowned very severely
at the widow.

‘‘It was only Mike Maloney's, " said
Ally, deprecatingly. *‘* And the priest
in his beautiful rohes, and the people
all kneeling around didn't look mis-
taken, sir, and I felt so sure that God
was there, ' continued the child trem-
bling, *‘ that I'm all the time thinking
about it. Somehow I can't drive it out
of my mind. ”

“ Your son, madam, " said the min
ister, turning to Ally's mother, must
drive this out of his mind. It would
be a fearful calamity to lose a son,
madam, whom you have reared, and I
may add, in behalf of the vestry of oar
church, an organist whose salary we
have paid, fall into the toils of the
man of sin. It would be well to curb
the inquiring mind of your son,
madam, and restrain his wandering
footsteps ; because if he is parmitted to
worship at a foreign altar, he can no
longer occupy the position of—in short
—perform on the organ of our church.
Good morning !” And he rose abrupt-
ly and left the house.

All this nettled me. I had hoped he
could easily explain the doubts in the
boy’s mind, not to mention my own,
and it exasperated me to see him have
recourse to such base means to silence
those doubts, instead of using kindly
Christian couunsel and teaching. To
deprive Ally of his situation, and the
widow of the support which his salary
gave, would be, I knew, to inflict a
heavy loss upon them. Unwilling to
depart and leave the widow and her
son without some comfort, and yet not
knowing what to say, I went to the
window and looked out, flattening my
nose against the glass in a most un-
comfortable state of mind, and pre
senting a spectacle to the passers by
which must have impressed them with
the conviction of my being subject to
temporary fits of derangement. As]l
stood there, T heard Ally say to his
mother.

“ Don't cry, mother: I won't be a
Catholic if it isn't true. But it's better
to know what’s true than to play the
organ or get a salary, if it's ever so
big, isn’t it mother 2"

I assented to this sentiment so
strongly that I nearly put my nose

throveh the window pane. an action

know, is al] true,” replied Mr. Dillups

“ And did Jesus give His flesh ana
blood as He said Ie would ?” .'u:kml'
1\”:,’, i

“*Yes, my child,” replied Mr. Billups, i

‘‘He certainly made all His promises
goed.”
**1 wish I knew where,” said Ally,
inquiringly ; ‘I asked Mrs. White,
and she said she didn't knew where
and that I asked too many questions.”
““When He died on the cross and
shed His blood for our salvation,” said
the minister, solemnly, closing the
book and looking at me as if he would
say : ‘‘There’s an end of the whole
matter : you see how easily I have ex-
plained it to him.” Ally did not, how
ever, seem so easily satisfied.

‘‘But where can we get it to eat and
drink ?” asked he. ‘‘Jesus said we
must eat and drink it.”

Mr. Billups again glanced at me with
a look whizh I interpreted to mean, ‘I
fear he has been reading this 700 atten-
tively,” and then said : *‘ You partake
of it by faith, my child, but do not
really eat it.”

‘I must believe I eat it, and don't
oat it after all,” said the child explana-
torily.

““Yes—no—not precisely,’ replied
Mr. Billups, with some confusion ef
manner, and coughing two or three
little short coughs in his hand. ‘*We
eat the communion bread and drink
the communion wine, and then we he
lieve we partake, by faith, of the body
and blood of the Saviour.”

“ But don't eat His flesh nor drink
His blood ?" asked Ally.

‘“Not at all, not at all,” replied Mr,
Billups, decidedly.

“Then I can’t see what the bibls
means,” said Ally, scratching his head
in a disappointed manner, ‘Except

you eat the flesh of the Son of Man and
drink His blood, you cannot have life in
von

‘*My dear, dear child,” cried My,
Billups, quite distractedly, ** what can
vou have beeu reading to put this into
your head ?”

**Only the bible, sir,” replied Ally,
simply, ** what you have read just now,
sir, and the story of the last supper ;
and I heard Pompey Simpson say it
was all true.”

' Pompey Simpson,” returned Mr,
Billups, *‘is a negro, and I am sorry,”
he continued, turning to me, ¢ I should
say both grieved and shocked, to add,
Doctor, one of those misguided beings,
groping in the darkness of Roman idol-
atry, whose numbers are increasing to
an alarming extent in our country .
Have nothing to do with Pompey Simp
son, my dear,” again addressing Ally,

“or who Kknows you might be led
away to become a Romanist?” An

event which Mr. Billups had intimated
{ at that moment to be too deplorable to
be expressed. ** Yes, one of those em-

which elicited a strong stare for my
supposd impudence from the two
Misses Stocksup, daughters of the Hon-
orable Washington = Stocksup, who
happened to be passing the house at
that moment.

“So it is, my dear,” answered the
widow. ‘‘But I'm afraid you are only
fancying something to be true that is
not true.”

““ Doctor !" said Ally, appealing to
me, ‘‘isn’t it true? Oh! it must be
true !”

‘“Ican’t say I believe it,” I replied,
‘“but I'm very much afraid it is.”

‘“‘Afraid !" exclaimed Ally, ‘‘What
makes you afraid ?”

Poor Ally ! he could little compre-
hend how much it would cost him or
me to say we believed it to be true.
Excusing myself with all sorts of
bungling remarks, Ileft the house, my
own mind torn by many conflicting
doubts and emotions. Ally slowly re-
covered. In the meantime, a new
organist, a poor man with a dreadful
asthma, as I recollect, had taken his
place. Deprived of the aid which his
salary had afforded them, the widow
and Ally found it hard to live.

The ministor, it seems, related to his
wife what had taken place at Ally’s
sick-bed, and it soon got noised about
that both Ally and his mother were
going to turn Catholics. They soon
left the village, and I did not hear of
them until several years after, As for
myself, it was not long before I took
Ally's way across the fields to Mike
Maloaey’s shanty ; and now you know
how I first come to think of it,

What became of Ally ?

Well, T'll tell you. Oue day I hap-
pened to be in the city of Newark. It
was the festival of Corpus Christi, and
crowds were flocking to St. Patrick’s
cathedral to assist at the grand cere-
monies that were to take place. At the
gospel the preacher ascended the pul-
pit, and what was my surprise to
recognize in the person of the youthful
priest, my dear boy-organist, Ally
Dutton. He took for his text, the
words, ** This is My body, this is My
blood,” and preached a powerful and
eloquent sermon. After the services
were concluded, I went to the preshy-
tery to call on him, but he did not
recognize me, so I said :

‘“ Allow me, reverend sir, to thank
you for your beautiful sermon,
doctrine of the Real Presence which
you Catholics hold is a wonderful and
very consoling doctrine ; and what is
more, I am afraid it is true.”

‘' Afraid !” answered Ally smiling.

who once said the same thing, but he
was not long overcoming his fears.”
‘“And the dear old friend is sorry
now,” added I, looking at him closely,
‘‘that it was even so long as it was.”
‘‘ Doctor !

issaries of giant Pope, described so
truthfully in ‘Pilgrim’s Progress’, as

“ Ally 1
As I knelt to crave the blessing of

This |

“‘ That reminds me of an old friend

our quondam boy-organist, now a
priest of the holy Catholic Churéh, he
caught me in his arms and enfolded
me in a warm embrace, —Prize story,
by Carrie Wilson Malstrom, in Catho-
lic Columbian,
R T PR
“Oh Balrnles Cuddle Doon,”

The bairnies cuddle doon at nicht
Wi' muckle faucht an din ;

Oh, try an’ sleep, ye waukrife rogues,
Your father’s comin’ in ;

They never heed a word I speak,

& [ try to gi'e a frown ;

But aye | lmp them ulu an’ say,
*“Oh bairnies, cuddle doon |

Wee Jamie, wi’ the curly heid,
He aye sleeps next the wa’,

Bangs up and cries, ** I want a piece !
The rascal starts them a’,

Irin an’ fetch them pieces, drinks,
They stop a wee the soun’,

Then draw the blankets up an’ ery,
** Noo, weanies, cuddle doon !”

But ere five minutes gang, wee Rab
Cries out fra 'neath the claes :

** Mither, mak’ Tam gi'e owre at ance,
He’s kittlin’ wi’ his taes.”

The mischief’s in that Tam for tricks,
He'd bother half the toon ;

But aye I hap them up an say,
‘** Oh bairnies, cuddle deon !”

At length they hear their father’s fit,
An’ as he steeks the door,

They turn their faces to the wa’,
While Tam pretends to snore,

' Hae a’ tha weans been gude 7" he asks,
As he pits aff his shoon,

' The bairnies, John, are in their beds,
An’ lang since cuddled doon.”

An'’ just before we bed ourselves,

We look at our we lambs ;

Tam has bis airm roun’ wee Rab’s neck
An’ Rab his airm roun’ Tam’s,

I lift wee Jamie up the bed,

An’ as I straik each eroon,

1 whisper till my heart fills up,

' Oh bairnies, cuddle doon !’

The bairnies cuddle doon at nicht,
Wi’ mirth that'’s dear to me ;
But soon the big warl’s cark an’ care
Will quaten doon their glee.
Yet come what may to ilka ane,
May He who rules aboon,
Aye whisper, though their pows be bauld,
** Oh bairnies, cuddle doon !"
S v <

Missions to Protestants,

Writing of men who oppose the
preaching of missions to Protestants,
Father Leutz says :

‘“ What kind of an idea of the Cath-
olic Church can these men have ? Do
they regard her as a close corporation
from which all but those claiming an
inherited membership are excluded ?
Surely, if so, hers is not then the mis-
sion that she has always claimed to
have received from Christ Himself, the
evangelizing and civilizing of the
world. We do not read in the gospel,
at least explicitly, that Christ ordered
the people to go to the apostles, but we
do read that he said to the latter, ‘ Go
ye into the whole word : preach the
gospel to every creature.” Are the
Catholics of this country, then, alone
to be exciuded ? Non-Catholics may
not be disobeying God in not coming
to the Church to hear her teaching,
but we are absolutely failing in our
duty and in charity, as well as dis-
obeying God's explicit command, in
not carrying to them the saving gift of

faith, which alone brings joy, peace
and life everlasting.”
Sizty millions of gouls are at our

door. Shall we never cross the thres-
hold to seek their conversion ?
ARG S

The Conquests of Obstacles.

Whei God wants to educate a man,
He does not send him to school to the
Graces, but to the Necessifies. Many
a man has never found himself until
he has lost his all. Adversity stripped
him only to discover him. Obstacles,
hardships, are the chisel and mallet
which shape the strong life into beauty,
The rough ledge on the hillside com-
plains of the' drill, of the blasting
powder which disturbs its peace of
centuries ; it is not pleasant to be rent
with powder, to be hammered and
squared by the quarry-men ; but look
again ; behold the magnificent statue,
the monument, chiseled into grace and
beauty, telling its grand story of valor
in the public square for centuries.
The statue would have slept in the
marble forever but for the blasting,
the chiseling, and the polishing. The
angel of our higher and nobler selves
would remain forever unknown in the
quarries of our lives but for the blast—
ing of aflliction, the chiseling of
obstacles, and the sandpapering of a
thousand annoyances. — Orison Swett
Marden.

The Time for Buliding
Up the system is at this season, The cold
weather has made unusual drains upon the
vital forces. The blood has become impover-
ished and impure, and all the functions of
the bhody euffer in consequence. Hood's
3 arilla is the great builder, because it
@ Oue True Blood Purifier and nerve

 HooD's PILLS becoms the favorite cathar-
tic with all who use them, All druggists,
9%e,

thinness

The diseases of thinness
are scrofula in children,
consumption in  grown
people, poverty of blood in
either.  They thrive on
leanness. Fat is the best
means of overcoming them.
Everybody knows cod-liver
oil makes the healthiest fat.

In Scott’s Emulsion of
cod-liver o1l the taste is
hidden, the oil is digested,
it is ready to male fat.

When you ask for Scott’s Emulsion and

your druggist gives you a package in a

salmon-colored wrapper with the pict=

ure of the man and tish on it- you can
trust that man!

50 cents and $1.00

Scorr & Bowng, Chemists, Belleville, Ont.

Johns,

CURED BY TAKING
arilla

AYERS &

“T was afflicted for eight years with Salt
Rheum. During that timé, I tried ;
many medicines which were high)
omuiended, but none me relj
¥ at last advised to try Ayer's Sup
arilla, and before I had finished t
}um‘lh bottle, my hands were as

Free from Eruptions

as ever the
is that of

T

ere. My business,
h-driver, requires 1
be out in eold and wet weather, ¢ }
without gloves, but the trouble Lag
never returned,”—THOMAS A, Jouxs,
stratford, Ont.

Aver's 5oz Sarsaparilia

Admitted at the World’s Fair,
Gsanean
Ayer’s Pills Cleanse the Bowels,

"~ FOR TWENTY-SIX YEARS

DUNN’S
BAKING
POWDER

THECOOK'SBEST FRIEND
LARGEST SALE IN CANADA.

The O'Keefe Brewery C0. of Torouto, Ld.

SPECIALTIES:

High-class English andiBavarian Hopped Aled;
XXX Porter and Stout.

Pilsener:Lager of world-wide reputation,

E.’OKEEFE, W.HAWKE, J,G,GiBsox,
‘res, Vice-Pres. Ree-Tres

7\ FAVORABLY KNOWN smcsigéé D
HAVE FURNISKED 25.00 F

[ €HURCII, SCHOOL B OTHER | SMIcdSdIN
Vs MENEELY &CO, | 798557 Boor
5 \WEST-TROY, N.Y.|g¢1-me 742,
. CHIMES, Ec. CATALOGUE & PRICES FREE,

fE CARGEST ESTABLISHRENT MA:‘\'U‘A(J}UR

ROH BELLS & RHis

PUREET BELL METAL, (COPPER AND TIN .
Bena for Price and Cataloguae
HoSHANE BELL FOUNDRY, I!AL'EIMORE. M.

PLUMBING WORK

n operation, can be scen al our wareroom

Opp. Lasonie Templs,

SMITH BROE.

Sar'.'.xar{ Piumbera and Heating Eogiueern
.omdon, Ont, Telephone 5
<ale Agents for Peerless Watar Hel

180 KING STREET.
O e Q
Joun Ferouson & Sons
The leadiug Undertakers and Embals

ers. Open night and day.
Telephone—House, 373 Factory, s,

L. LABELLE,
MERCHANT TAILOR!
372 Rickmond Street,

Good Business Suits from $15 upwards. The

best goods and careful workmanship,

Should be used, if it is desired to meke the
Finesi Clnsn of Goms—Rolls, Biseuit, Pa
Cakes, Ple Crust,
1t, sweet, snow-white
Its from the use of Cook’s
nteed free from alum, Ask youg
Taren’s Cank's Friond.

ONCORDIA VINETATDE

SANDWICH, oNT
ERNEST GTRADOT & ()

Aliar Wine a Specialty.
Onr Altar Wine 18 extensively used
recommended by the Clergy, and our O
il compare favorahly with tha hesi iuge
rwrted Bordeany,
Tor pricas and Information address,
T GTRADOT & OO,

Nl s

REID’'S HARDWARE
For Grand Rapids Carpet Sweepers
Superior Carpet Sweepers
Sinceperette, the latest
Wringer-, Mangles
Cutlery, ete.

118 DUNDAS STREET, North Side.
'LONDON, Ont.

Johnny
ete. LI

and dis

ar
r Mo

‘*An Hour With a Sincere Protestant.’
This is one of the most clever and useful con-
troversial works of the day. and a most suitable
production to hand to Protestant friends who
are desirous of becoming acquainted with the
teachings of the Catholic Charch.
Sent by mail on receipt of 15 cents.
Carnovric REcorp, London. Ont.

| POST & HOLMES.
| ARCHITECTS.
; Offices — Rooms 28 and 20, Manning Fousl
| King st. west, Toronto. Also in the
Gerrie Block, Wh m:%
A. A PosT,R. A. A, W, HoiXB

Address:

tha
(L.

Ble
les!




