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My Bloodbut he well knew that no effort of his 
could now avail in behalf of the 
Prisoner. However, this conviction 
seemed but to increase his sympathy 
and early dawn saw hirn again afoot, 
one of the first-to arrive at the hall of 
judgment. lie was a witness to the 
cruel flagellation, the mockery of the 
crowning with thorns, and the subse
quent sentence of Pilate ; after which 
he returned to his anxious wife, who 
had not joined the hand of faithful 
women, friends of Jesus, in their sor
rowful quest ; but who, as her husband 
knew, would he all the more solicitious 
therefor, knowing nothing of the 
events which had followed in quick 
succession since the beginning of the 
unjust trial.

Seraphia met him at the portal.
“ What news, Sirach, my hus

band ?”

filthy spittle, torn in many places, all 
hut dragged from His trembling limbs; 
blood on the erstwhile bronze brown 
hair, so like unto Mary’s own ; blood 
dripping from the thorn wounds on 
His forehead, down the hollow, pallid 
cheeks ; blood streaming from gaping 
wounds in His soft, white shoulders ; 
from His beautiful hands, bruised by 
the heavy, unwieldy cross ; blood upon 
Ills perfect feet, unsandalled, torn and 
mangled by the sharp stones of the 
highway—blood everywhere—a holo
caust of blood !

As Seraphia sank upon her knees 
that He may be known and ardently 
before Him, some one dashed the vase 
from her trembling hand but she lifted 
the veil that hung over her shoulders, 
saying, in a tearful and almost in
audible voice ; * ' Permit me to wipe the 
face of my Lord !”

Jesus pushed back the dripping hair 
which partially hid her from HissighD 
Their eyes met, — in her’s supremost 
pity, reverence, adoration ; in His, 
love, gratitude, everlasting remem
brance. Taking the veil from her 
hand, He pressed it to His bleeding 
face, and gave it back to her without 
a word. She received it reverently, 
and arose to her feet. They thrust 
her aside, still erect and stately in the 
midst of that evil throng. Suddenly 
she perceived the impress of the 
Saviour's features on her veil, and her 
strength failed her : her head grew 
dizzy ; and had it not been for her 
husband, who caught sight of her at 
that moment, she would have fallen 
to the ground. The strain had been 
too great for human nature, much less 
the most tender and faithful of womanly 
natures, to endure.

FORGAVE THE CAPTIVE.

:

A very louehing episode in connvc 
tion with the beautilul custom ol carry 
ing the Blessed Sacrament in proces
sion to the sick occurred during the 
litotime of the late King Altonso Nil , 
which is worth relating, says the 
llosary. ( hie evening, when that most 
kind hearted and noblest of monarchs

g «t - *«,funknown
/was returning from a ride with his 

aide-de-camps, he chanced to meet the 
Viaticum, which was being carried to 
a condemned prisoner, who was lying 
between life and death in the Carcel 
Madelo

ft->*

the winter then upon
to secure a relief fund, each member 
contributed of his stores, or in hard 
cash ; so that in a short time a consid
erable quantity of family supplies 
accumulated in the basement of the 
church, subject to levy when occasion 
required. With one of these officers 
of charity, Mr. Smith, a worthy hard 
ware merchant, our story has to do.

Il was dusk of an evening in the 
middle of December. A blizzard, such 
as visits lake cities only, was at its 
height ; and the unlucky pedestrians 
hastening homeward in the teeth of the 
storm—there were no convenient cable 
cars then—were buffeted and blinded

ATTENDANCE AT MASS.
The King at once dis 

mounted, and giving his horse to one 
of the grooms (as he had no carriage 
to offer), followed the procession on 
foot, with a burning candle in his 
hand, his aide de camps, of course.
doing the same. Arrived at the prison , tll,aotl.,lloal,d,ondt»o unities „.t„viy cured 
gates, the procession was met by all the anil gilv„ w,.(l „„.i ,1,:,.
prison officials and prisoners, who, with | Hug, c. II. Fri.i.p.tt, Londonderry, Vermont, 
candles, accompanied it into the sick 
man's cell.

Health of the, body and mind, the 
spiritual health of the soul, and a due 
regaul for God's rights demand, says 
the Sacred Hart litvinc, that wo 
should not work on Sunday, but that 
the day be given to prayer, meditation, 
family worship—but especially public 
worship-attending Mass. The pritn-

Alm. Caroline 11. Fuller
Londonderry, N't.

“ They have condemned Him to 
death,” he answered, taking her hand 
and pressing it hard between both ot 
his.

Rovee, the worst on my ankle. 1 voulil not atepw 
Boon after 1 lx-gauto take llood'a Sarsaparilla,

“To death! What death?" she ary duty of the Christian on Sunday is 
to worship (led by sacrifice. Sacri
fice? What is that? Few. very few, 
know. Yet we can offer God nothing 
to take its place. Neither prayer, nor 
fasting, nor alms, nor rare of the poor— 
all very good and even necessary— 
can take the place of saeriliee. By 
sacrifice has God been always wor
shipped. Thus did Abel, Noah, Abra
ham worship. The very essence of the 

rship revealed, and arranged in all 
its details for the Jews by God Himself, 
was sacrifice. The essence of the New 
Dispensation revealed by Jesus Christ 
is sacrifice. “Christ hath loved us 
and hath delivered Ilimselt for us, an 
oblation and a sacrifice to God." This

asked, with a stilled sob.
“Crucifixion, the malefactor's 

death.”
“ And is He, then, entirely at their 

mercy ? Where are the guards ?"
“ The guards ! They are the most 

brutal of all the motley crew. Even 
now they are on the way to Calvary, 
where tie, with two thieves, is to be 
crucified. They must pass this way. 
Thou art cold aud trembling. Sera
phia ; thy lips are white. Retire to 
thy apartments, that thou mayst not 
hear the noise of the rabble in their 
march of death."

“I thank thee, Sirach, for thy tender 
' bought fulness : but 1 can not do thy 
bidding. i do not fear the rabble ; 
they know me for thy wild, and dare 
not touch me. Let me prepare a cool
ing drink ; there may he a chance to 
moisten His lips as He passes by.

“ But Seraphia—”
“ Nay. forbid me not, my husband !' 

she pleaded, her sweet eyes wet with 
tears.

“ As thou wilt, then, Seraphia. 
But if will wring thy heart to see Him 
now. ”

“0 my Lord, my Lord 1" she cried, 
“that Thine enemies should do this 
thing !" For a brief space she gave 
way completely to emotion. Then, 
composing herself once more, she said :
■ * Go thou, my Sirach, and hover on 
the skirts of the crowd Thou mayst 
meet Mary, and be ot assistance to 
her : or Jesus may catch a glimpse of 
thee, and be consoled that some, at 

Ilis friends have not de-

Hood’s CuresOne of the aide de camps who was 
present said afterwards that ho had 
never seen so touching and beautiful a 
scene in his life. The bare, dark I 
prison cell, lighted by the flickering 
tapers, held by the prisoners, in their 
rough prison dress and the crowd of 
outsiders, all with bent heads and rev
erent mien, the young King in his uni 
form, humbly kneeling on the flags be 
side the miserable httl where lay the 
poor prisoner, who recognized him, 
and gazed speechlessly at him as if try
ing to divine how he had come there, 
the impressive words of the priest, the 
evident contrition ami fervor of the

Hood's Pills curt*nil I.lvvv Ills, lllllousut'<*.

High-Classby the whirling sleet. Among these 
was Mr. Smith. With overcoat tightly 
buttoned, throat and lower part ot the 
face well swathed in a scarf, aud fur 
cap pulled low over the eyes, he was 
striding along, with bent head, when 
he was suddenly accosted by a stranger, 
who said :

i§
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“ Good-evening, Mr. Smith !”
Startled at the address, coming as it 

did in the gathering darkness, and
when, as he was even then thinking, sacrifice, prefigured bv all others—the 
his own mother would not recognize shedding of the blood of Christ—is 
hitn, he looked up. saying :

“ Good evening, sir ! 
have the advantage of me : 
know

Miracle of miracles ! Thou art as 
new to day as on that Good Friday 
night two thousand years ago ! 0
Holy Face, swollen, livid, stained with 
blood and spittle, and the vilest of all 
vile things that can be named! 0 
silken hair, tangled, matted, torn by 
the roots, dropping blood on bruised 
shoulders ! O gentle eyes, bedimmed 
and sightless from the cruel thorns 
piercing through and through the 
swollen forehead ! 0 patient mouth, 
which opened not in remonstrance or 
reproach before Thy executioners ! 0
Sacred Face, still beautiful in Thy dis
figurement, divine even in Thy 
desolateness, Thou art our heritage 
and consolation to the end of time ! 0
brave Seraphia, faithful friend and 
fearless woman, thy name has rung 
adown the centuries, and still shall 
ring even to the consummation of 
ages ! Thou are Veronica (true im
age) for evermore. — Ave Maria.

penitent, made a picture never to be 
forgotten.

The King himself, deeply moved, 
stood up as soon as the last sacraments 
were administered, and, taking 
prisoner’s hand, gave him a free un
conditional pardon, saying :

‘‘God has forgiven you: I cannot 
do less, and from this moment you are 
free.

jthe real true sacrifice. The Mass is 
But you t|ie same sacrifice, different in manner. 

I don't llolflis Mfg. Co.V
in method, in appearance ; the same 
in substance, in purpose in effect. 
Christ —God—first offered it. Christ, 
being God, gave the power to His 
priests to offer it. “ Do this iu com
memoration of Me.” Thus does Jesus

the
London, Out.you.

“No, "replied t he stranger, a somewhat 
tall, gentlemanly looking person; “but 
/ know you ; and I want to tell you 
that there is a family in your district 
that are in want, and need immediate 
relief.”

Mr. Smith thanked the stranger for 
the information ; and, having made, 
the necessary inquiries as to the 
whereabouts of the family, promised to 
see that the wants ol its members would 
be promptly attended to. The two 
then said good night, and went their 
respective ways.

Arriving home, Mr. Smith told his 
wife that he would defer supper until 
he had looked up a certain poor family 
a few streets away, of whose destitute 
condition he had been informed that
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shedding of blood there is no remission |eMt at that momellt, free from „„ 1
ois.m By these words we learn why or diac011tent nnd wore lull 
the Mass is necessary for us-we are enthugia8m at lho King's act of clein- 
slnners, we need pardon, wo need Lncv in favor lhoir comrade .tombed 
God s help, and we offer to God by the th,.'King's generous heart to the quick.
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Calvary. That blood was shod once in his family, that it had cost him a great 
a real manner; now it is shed in a K, tfffort not t0 pardon them all 
mystical manner. On Calvery it was then and there, but, of course, that 
shed for all men, whether they avail would have been impossible, 
themselves of it, make it their own, or 0n his „,ura lothe palace, though it 
not • in the Mass it is put within the wasverv ,at0 in the evening, he sent 
reach of those who attend, applied to | for tbe jUni8tenj Bnd d(.sired the noues 
the individual soul At the Mass the . paper8 and fonnularies for the re 
attendants may offer to God the body loase^f tho prisoner to bo drawn and 
and biood ol Christ—something worthy 8(Jnt at once t*0 tbo prisoner, 
of God s acceptance—they offer it in Curioug t0 Blv the man covered, 
recognition of God s supreme dominion though the doctor declared he had not 
over His creatures ; they offer it in a dax t0 liv0 at lh(, lim(, 0| hi8 recelv- 
thanksgiving ; through it they ask , his pardon. The shock of joy and 
pardon and help. Thus does the Mass rise had evidently had the effect of 
become a memona -a real putting be curi him through the goodness 
fore our minds—of the sacrifice o Cal God who did not wish that the voting 
vary. Thus is the sacnhce ol Calvary monarch'8 act 0f mercy should 'be for 
renewed before our eyes. Holy I . t
Mass is therefore the highest form B 
of worship. It is, as it were, 
tho back - bone ot religion. The 
Mass repeats and recalls all the won
ders of ilis life. He comes in lho. Mass

commemoration

V I Benediction N eils nut made tip, Fronts and 
01 I Backs fur CbaHubles, material for mak

ing Stoles ; Albs.

Patterns for Chasubles.least, among 
sorted Him.”

“ Seraphia believest thou He is the 
Christ?”

“Assuredly. And thou? Thy faith 
has not wavered, my husband ?”

“Never, Seraphia. But, being so. 
does He need our human sympathy ?"

“ It He be the Christ, then is He the 
most sensitive of men. 
assured thy sympathy will be sweet to 
Him.”

“ And thou — wilt thou remain

evening.
It was with some difficulty that he 

found the house, and all was dark and 
silent within. By dint of knocking 
and calling, the inmates were at length 
aroused, and a masculine voice asked :

‘‘Who is there, and what do you 
want ?”

Mr. Smith replied : “A friend ; I 
came to see what you want. Open the 
door, and I will explain.”

It was a sorry picture on which the 
gentleman looked—a tireless stove, a 
few chairs, and a table on which stood 
some dishes innocent of food, and a 
general woe begone air, emphasized 
by the keen cold within as well as with
out.

Contrasta.

BY FATHER RYAN.

There never was a valley without a faded 
flower.

There never was a heaven without some 
little cloud.

The face of day may flash with light in any 
morning hour,

But evening soon shall come with her 
shadow-woven shroud.
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Crosses, Chalices, Ceboriu 

Istensnriuins, Sanctuary I «amps, Holy 
Water Cuts and Sprinklers, Crystal, and 
a varied assortment ot Candela!

Ah ! rest

Mission Supplies.
Catholic Missions supplied with Prayer 

Books, Beads, nnd all articles of Catho
lic devotion.

When ordering please state 
Who is to give the mission.
About how many families will attend. 
The day the mission opens.
How the goods have to bo shipped to 

reach safely.

here ?”
“I shall not go far from my own 

threshold. Fear not for me. ”
“So be it, then.” And he left her.
Seraphia clapped her hands, where

upon a young girl appeared. “Go, 
Miriam,” she said, “bid Itachel pre
pare some spiced wine, and bring it 
hither quickly.”

The girl obeyed, soon returning 
with a silver vase, or drinking cup, 
which she placed on the ledge of the 
fountain.

“ Hark ” cried Seraphia, pausing in 
her restless walk. ‘* Ilea rest thou not 
shouts in the distance?” Go to the 
outer portal and tell me what thou

The girl hastened to do as she was 
bid, looking out eagerly.

“ I can scarce see for the dust, most 
noble mistress,” she replied, shading 
her eyes with her hand. “ Ah, yes ! 
there are soldiers mounted and a mul
titude on foot. I see spears glittering 
in the sunlight, 
prodding or pushing some animal 
along. Now they are beneath the 
archway—soul of my father, it is a 
Man ! He has a burden on His shoul- 

He stumbles—He falls, —now 
He can not

There never was a river without its mist of

There never was a forest without its fallen 
leaf,

And Joy may walk 1-eside us down the wind
ings of our way,

W hen lo ! sounds of a footstep, and we 
meet the face of Grief.

There never was a sea shore without its 
drifting wreck,

There never was an ocean without its 
moaning wave,

And the golden beams of glory the Summer 
sky that fleck,

Shine where dead stars are sleeping in 
there azure mantled grave.

of“I understand,” said Mr. Smith, 
“ that you are suffering, and I came to 
ask what I can do for you. What do 
~ou need?” “Well,” said the man, 

we need everything. I have been 
in town two weeks, but could find no 
employment ; and the trifling amount 
of money we had went for fuel 
and food. There was nothing but a 
crust for the children this morning, 
and my wife and myself have eaten 
nothing for many hours.”

“That’s too bad ; but where is your 
wife ?”

D. & J. SADL1ER & CO.
Catholic i’titiüsli'TK, Booksollfts nml sta
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ht ut nary ami Religious AThe Pope and Sunday Rest.

The Pope in a letter to M. Keller, 
president of the Paris Sunday Rest 

silently as on Christmas night : He re- I Society, says: “ The association tends 
news His life of humility and poverty, I t0 restore to God an honor due to Him 
of silence in Nazareth. He recalls His I by a cessation of labor which lie Him 
sufferings on the cross, His life of I self has strictly prescribed from the be 
humility, patience and obedience. In I ginning of the old law. . 
the Mass, as during His earthly career, tempt for the Lord’s holy day 
He is a servant to men and a sacrifice I the greatest evils to men and nations.” 
to God. The Mass recalls Ilis self sac-1 Sunday closing has tor years been 
rifice in many ways. The cross steadily on the increase in the best 
appears everywhere—on tho altar, on I quarters of Paris, 
the vestments of the priest. In the 
Mass our Divine Saviour is always

lift Cll'-'AM ■ t. 
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NTKKAL. IThere never was a streamlet, however crys

tal clear,
Without a shadow resting in the ripples of 

its tides,
Hope’s brightest rays are broidered with the 

sable fringe of tear —
As she lures—but abysses girt her path 

cither side.

The shadow of the mountain falls athwart the 
lowly plain.

And the shadow of the cloudlet hangs above 
the mountain head—

And tho highest hearts and lowest wear the 
shadow of some pain.

And the smile is scar 
anguish tear is shed.
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(looil It nulcauses“ Well, the fact is, we had all gone 
to bed in order to keep from freezing.”

Mr. Smith, deeply moved at the tale, 
promised to return as soon as possible ; 
and, hurrying home, he partook of a 
hasty supper, sketching the scene for 
his wife aud sister as he dispatched 
his meal. Calling a neighbor who 
owned an express wagon, ho accom
panied him to the church basement, 
where tho conveyance was loaded with 
supplies. Soon generous hearts and 
willing hands had transferred the con
tents to the room in the cheerless house. 
A bright fire drove away tho biting 
cold, and the poor man’s wife was en
abled to prepare a meal for her hungry 
family. The appetizing ham, the 
mealy potatoes, the bread and butter, 
and tho coffee, enticed the children 
from their bed ; and it was a happy 
family that sat around the table, the 
pangs of hunger being now appeased.

“ One thing I should like to know,” 
said tho head of the family, as he rose 
from the table. “ How did you learn 
of our condition ?”

The visitor then related the story of 
his encounter with tho unknown gen 
tleman.

Pictorial Lives of the Saints
They seem to be

cel y fitted ere the The Catholic Record jr One Year 
For $3 00.miudful of our salvation, and adopts a I 10,1 lu no ,ll"“

thousand devices to bring to our minds Ho” nif<l|y Sarsaparilla hits thetr: l 11 • „ ... . 1». . I needs ot tbo iieonle who ieH all tired out orHis love, Ilis sacrifice. Ills sufferings, I run <jown from a,lv cause. It seems to oil uj> 
His longing desire tor our hearts. I the whole mechanism of the body so that all 
Here He is “ always living to make in- I moves smoothly and work becomes delight, 
tercession for us ” and asking us to 'f-vuu we4' Jiredand nervous, Mood's 
make some sacrifice for Him. I

For no eyes have there been ever without a 
weàrv tear,

And those lipi cannot be human which 
have never heaved a sigh ;

For without, the dreary winter there has 
never been a year,

And the tempests hide their terrors in the 
calmest Summer sky.

The cradle moans the coffin—anti the coffin 
means the grave ;

The mother's song scarce hides the De 
Profundis of the priest—

You may cull the fairest roses any May day 
ever gave,

But they wither while you wear them ere 
the ending of your feast.
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they are at a standstill, 
rise. Now come three men from be 
hind the ruined wall—three bearing 
green branches in their arms. It is 
Simon the gardner and his two sons. 
Simon lifts the burden. I see now that 
it is a cross—a weighty cross. The 
Man looks up—my God ! It is Jesus 
whom they call (he Christ."

Tall stately, pale as the water lily ol 
sculptured stone on which rested her 
shapely hand, Seraphia stood erect.

“It is enough, Miriam," she said. 
“ I will go forth. Fetch me my veil, 
—it lies there on the bench."

“Nay, my dear mistress,” pleaded 
the girl, “this is no sight for thee. ”

“No more! I must go forth."
Wrapping the sofl handsome veil 

about her head and shoulders, and 
taking the vase in one hand 
her clinging robe with the other, aud 
passed without the gateway. For a 
moment she stood irresolute, as though 
undecided whether to meet the advanc 
ing procession 
Finally she walked slowly toward it.

Great clouds of dust flew in her face, 
almost blinding her. The clatter of 
spears mingled witli the shouts and 
curses of the crowd. Nearer and 
nearer it came—it reached her ; it 
parted, surrounding her. drawing her 
to its very centre ; pushing her this 
way and that, as she passed, head 
eroct, eyes downcast, holding the silver 
vase high above the heads oi 
that furious crowd of demoniac men.

halt — a human Form 
on Its knees. <>h, 

half naked
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88We know now what tho Mass is. HOOD’S Pills cure liver ills, cnnutipati in, 
We know why we go to church on 1 biliousness, jaundice, sick headache, infligea 
Sunday. We know what a sacred I lon‘
place the church is and how precious * Mtimrcr» Liniment Cure* Dandrutl. 
ore the moments we spend therein. |
We know that we should attend Mass nt*
with sentiments of humble adoration, 
of generosity and love. We ought to 
prepare ourselves—our minds as well 
as our bodies—by leaving the world, 
its cares, anxieties and pleasures out
side the church door. In the church 
our thoughts must be taken up alto
gether with our Divine Saviour. Be
sides offering Him the homage of our , 
hearts, we have a thousand needs to Epileptic Fits, I ailing Sickness, Hystcr- 
place before Him—temporal and spir- ics, St. Vitus Dance, Nervousness, 
itual. From these brief moments spent 
once a week in the presence of our 
dear Lord and Saviour we will carry 
away the light and strength and cour 
age that we shall need during the 
week.

ÜS k WeSo this dreary life is passing—and we move 
amid its maze. ......

And we grope along together, bait in dark
ness, half in light ;

And our hearts are often burdened by the 
mysteries of our ways,

Which are never all ia shadow and never 
wholly bright.

m
felViyv * TaHic CONCORDIA VINEYARDS

SANDWICH, ONT.
ERNEST GÏRADOT& CO

A NATURAL, REMEDY FOR Altar V* à lie a S|M««‘laley.
Onr Altar Wine Ih extetiHlvcly used an# 

recommended by the Clerky, ami our Claret 
will compare favorably with the bent im
ported Bordeaux.

For prictiHHnd Information nddro«H,
E. OIBADOT A

And our dim eyes ask a beacon, and our 
wearv feet a guide.

And our hearts of all life's mysteries seek 
the meaning and the key :

And across gleams o’er our pathway, on it 
hangs the Crucified, ,

And He answers all our yearning by the 
whisper : “ Follow Me.”

she lifted
“That is strange,” said the other.

‘ ‘ No one knew of our destitute circum
stances. ”

Thereupon Mr. Smith, in describing 
the man, recalled that, while he was 
dressed comfortably, ho wore no extra
protection against the storm ; that ho One duty is obvious and certain.
seemed courteous, calm, and dignified, We should bo mindful of His presence. This medicine lias direct action upon 
»8 one sure of himself in every way. Better stay away than insult Him by tho nerve centers, allaying all Irritalilli- 

After theorizing for some time as to irreverence, by levity, by a manner ties, and Increasing the Hew and power 
who their unknown benefactor c ,u,d mnre becoming the theater or public o{ norvl. fluid. It is perfectly harmless 
be, the poor lather remarked that the haU than the house of God. Let it not and leavo8 nu unpleasant, fleets, 
affair was an evident answer to I bn said of us as it was of the. Jews : | A nn ismron»m«-
prayer ; tor about an hour before Mr. ! .. There had stood One in the midst of j & Ob l 
htnith s aiitval, a. his wifos suggea-| you whom ye know uot. " It Ii l!L,L» lemniree.tion, he and family had said the R ‘ ______ Lg StrSttWalitti!
Rosary, praying earnestly for, „ tber6 allvlbi„.. mcm annoyfnu than Under b.sdiruutioaby.au ...................
divine aid : and then, resigning them- havim. your com swq.j.-«l up m ? Is there KOENIG MED.CO., Chicago, ID. i POST & HOLMES 
selves to God’s will, retired. Shortly ' anything morn delightful than getting rid of j 49 8. Franklin Struct. | AIU'HITF.C'TN. *

after came the wished for relief. it? Holloway’s Porn Cure will do it. h'y gold by Druggists at ©1 per Cottlo. C for 85 : Offices— Rooin*28 ami L9, Manning
it and 1 .c convinced. | , c slzo, 31.70. o Bottles fur ®U. I King Ht. w.yt, Tnronio. Also in the

Mlnnrd'e Llnlme it relieves Neural- 1 . , . ... u 1 , ,■ „ Ocrrle Block, Wh ltby.gin. « In London by W, L Saunders & Co. a. a. I obt, ii. a.

Hypochondria, Melancholia, III- 
ebrity, Sleeplessness, Diz

ziness, Ilrain and Spi
nal Weakness.

00.
HHndvcir.ii

PRAYER BOOKS . .or await its coming. Cathedral Churches in Great Britain.
There, are no fewer than 103 cathe

drals in tho United Kingdom. Of 
these 48 aro Catholic cathedrals, 3G 
Church of England, T2 belong to the 
Church of Ireland, aud seven to tho 
Episcopal Church of Scotland.

W«‘ hive n<*w in stuck n wry 
and iivautllul v.Nsortmvni ol Prayer 
I jinks, ram-diig in price from 2oe. Ixi 
$•1 (Kl. ‘I in-re me aiuungsi th,. |,,t s< ni9 
Hp«c.ini:y iini»<.r(<-d for I’i-cm ntation 
purposes, orders from a diHtniine 
prompt ly e.U< :,-U d to. We wlii imiko 
a nice Mbrii<m for any ulvi-n *um 
that iu. y i“- sent us nnd If book ie 
not ( i lively nutIgfiietory, 11 may he 
l-e-nui i U-, and money will be
refunded. Address 

THUS. ('(
tail

large

“ // is a Ureal Public llmefif."—These 
significant words wore used in relation to Dit. 
Thomas' Bhlbctric OIL, by a gentiaman 
who had thoroughly tested its merits in his 

-having ( eon cured Ly it of lame- 
uf tho knee, ot three or tour years'

>FFb S '
lolle Il- < ord Offl.-* 

L'indou, Ont,

own case 
ness
standing. It never fails to remove soreness 
as well hs lameness, and is an incomparable 
pulmonic and corrective.

Mlnar.l's Liniment for sale every
where.

A sudden 
stumbling forward 
what a sight that was:
His one ragged garment, stained with 
the foul mire of the streets, soiled with

Houhi

Entering the employ of his friend in 
need, Mr. B. himself was soon in a w. FoLMlA.
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