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bing : ¢ How will I ever stand here by
myself and thivk I'll maybe never hear
your voice or see your face again ?"

Roger's face grew white and there | Miss," says I

was such a pain in his voice when he
tried to soothe her that, with an effort,
she grew calm and soon was able to
speak quietly of his proposition. When
they parted it was decided that Roger
would go to America, and Nora promn-
ised to bear his departure and his ab-
sencq cheerfully for his sake.

But *‘ man proposes.”
of cholera rage
the time, but

d through the land at

little more than the
rumor of it had reached that remote
spot. Roger's preparations were com
pleted, and the last week had come, at
the end ¢ which he was to sail,  Alas !
at the end o. the week he had seen Lis
love stricken down by the plague, had
stayed with her when all others fled.
Even her father (her mother was dead)
had turned from her in fear; but
Roger never left her. Hesat alone by
her stde when she died until a coflin
was brought and he placed her in it
Then with some helo he managed to
get her buried.  Almost heart-broken
he kissed the sod that covered her clay,
while the sea sung her requiem, and to
his ears it sang evermore.

That was ten years ago. lHe car-
ried out his intention of going to
America, and now, urged by his sister,
and for her sake he had come back.
His brother had been married three
vears ago to Peggy Drady, and since
then the old house had scarcely been a
home to father and Mary, and no por-

tion had been given to her or to
Roger.

For the old man nothing on earth
mattered now. In a little room in the
f.rmhouse he lay **in the last dread
act of dying.” The moonlight which
shone on Roger's lonely figure pacing
the sands, shone, too, on the old home-
stead and through the window of the
father's room. Scarcely hindred by the
faint light of a candle, it showed the

poor, gray head tossing vestlessly fromn
side to side and the withered hauds

feebly clutching the bedelothes,

Mary was Kneeling
alone, her lips m1
and the
fingers.

In the Kkitchen, sitting around the
hearth, where a turf fire was burning,
were a man and two women., The
man, Matty Hogan, was a laborer, and
the woman, Judy Walsh, a dairy
woman, and Mrs, Draan, ‘*a knowl
edgeable person,” who acted as sic!
nurse in the neighborhood. There is
not much sorrow in auy of their hearts,
for life had not been made easy for
them here, but that awe which death
inspires made them speak in whispers.
They had discussed very freely the
affairs of the dying man, and much
concerning the affairs of many others
had been dealt with also. But sud
denly the talking ceasec, for on their
ears broke the loud, long wail of a
woman weeping. They listened, the
two women grasping each other’s
hands, whilst the voice seemed to go
round the house, then move away and
die in the distance.

“Glory be to
that ?” cried Martty.

“Sure, ve know well what it is,’
replied Judy. ‘' The master is of an
old stock, and she always follows the
old families. Did you never hear of
her betore, Mrs. Braan?”

“ Ayeh ! I did,” said Mr. Braan.
¢ Last year when I was nursing Mr
Fogarty (the Lord be merciful to him !
I heard her.  And it isn't I alone, but
her own mnicce heard her as well.
Miss Kathleen was sitting up that
night, for the master was very bad
entirely, muttering and raving. We
were sitting by the fire, and [ saw she
didn’t want to be speaking for she
handled her beads, and in the quiet-
ness 1 dozed off to sleep. I don't
know how long it was till Miss Kath-
leen woke wme, holding me by the
wrists and shaking mne; her face was as
white as a sheet. ¢ Listen! Mrs,
Braan,’ says she, ¢Listen! And
there up and down the avenue was a
woman's wailing and erying, the most
mournful you ever heard. *Don’t you
knew what it is, Miss?' says 1. * Oh,
no,’ says she. ¢ How could I?" ° "Tis
the Banshee, miss,’ says I; ‘she al-
ways follows the old families.” ‘I have
heard of that,’ says she, ‘but I never
believed it. It is strange, very
strange !” And she looked into the

by the bedside
wriny the rosary
beads slipping through her

God! What was

fire as if she were dreaming., The
master died the next day.”
“Did you ever hear her hefore,

Matty ?" asked Judy.

“No, then. I thought I did once
when old Billy Ryan vext to us was
dying. I heard greatcrying at the
top of the road and I went out, think-
ing I'd see something. DBat it was
only Moll Ca achoning for her
little girl that's in America.”

““Why, then, I heard her,” gaid
Judy Welsh. ¢ 'Twas one year [ was
dairy maid for Mr. Roe, and 1 used to
do odd jobs about the kitchen. The
nurse they had was very old ; for I be-
lieve she was the child’s maid to Mrs.
Roe herself when she was small.  The
poor old woman was very bad, but sure
she was no loss, and it was time for her
to go: but the eldest little girl, Miss
Annie was in an awful state because
her nurse was sick. One evening the
mistress brought the child by the hand
into the kitchen, and says she, making
a sign to me, ‘ Here, Judy ; will you
take Miss Annie with you aud see the
cows milked?” *To be I will,
ma'am,’ says . And went.

sure

off we

The dear little creature! she was as |

good as gold, stroking the nose «
cow and patting the neck ot another,
and laughing and secing the milk
frothing in the caus.
her across the fields, home from
milking bawn when the gsorrowful cries
of a woman seemed to pass us and go
on to the house. The child stopped.

The sconrge |

|
i
i

* Did you hear that, Judy ?' said she.
‘1 did, mies,” vays 1, * Did you see
who it was?' says she. ‘I saw noone
¢ Neither did I,’ says
the child. * Andthe woman must have
been very near us.’  Miss Aunie is a
grown young lady mow,’ continued
Judy, ‘and a short time ago I heard
herself and her brothers talking about
the Danshee. The young men were
langhing and saying *\What nonsense!’
* You needn't sneer,’ says Miss Aunie,
‘for [ actually heard her.’

Meanwhile in a little room off the
lkitchen, another whispering conversa
tion was being held between Ned
Power and his wife. She was a tall
woman with a dark, handsome face,
and as the people in the kitehen would
“a stormy look "in her eyes,
little child crept about the floor
at their feet. The woman whispered
vehemently .

““ Where'll we get money to give
them? As well as if [ swore it, a
penny of my fortune that's lying in
the bank won't be touched. What
were you thinking of to let the old man
make a will at all ?”

¢ Sure, how could I help it, and he to
bring the attorney along with the
priest?”

“It's not the
Power has done
bitterly.

first ill turn Roger
me, " said the woman
“But I'll have revenge of
him yet! What brought him back
from America at all? And as for
Mary, she could live on here, doing
many a turn for her bit and sup.’

I have an idea 'tis she brought him
home. I overheard them talking and
from what I could gather Mary wants
to be a nun.”

“Nun or no nun, they'll
handle a penny of my money.”

“ 1 don't see how you could help it,”
replied the man. They could sell
out the place to get it.”

She «lenche ww teeth and almos
higs=d the words, ** Thev never will.”

The latch of the back door was lifted
and a footstep passed into the little
room wheie the dying man lay.

“ That's him,” the woman went on,
““1 hate the very sound of his step or
voice. I hate his white face and his
eyves that look at you without secing
you.”

She was hushed here by a quick ery
from Mary.

Come !
dying!"

They burried to the death-bed, fol
lowed by the servants from the Kitchen.

A lighted candle had been placed in
the old man's hand, his breath was
fluttering and his mouth was twitching
painfully. They knelt around the bed
and Mary read the Litany for the
Dying. Scarcely was she finished
when there was a deep, shuddering
breath, and then the awful white still-
ness

never

¢ come! My father is

*‘ Bternal rest grant to him, O
Lord !" prayed the watchers: ‘*and
let perpetual light shine upon him!”

Dy daybreak the corpse was ‘‘laid
out.” White sheets, kept for the
purpose, were spread on the bed and
hung around it, and on it the body
was stretched, robed in a long brown
habit. Candles were burning at the
head and foot of the bed, and not for
one moment was the room left without
a living occupant—as if the spirit still
hovered near, and was conscious aud
desirous of compauionship. Though
the father's love had been lavished on
the eldest son, it was Roger and Mary

who hung around his remains most
constantly, their love making ** the

clay of which he was formed " sacred
and dear to them. Ned came and
went, his wife also came and went,
as did the other inmates of the house,
and no one thought of retiring to rest.
Daring the following day the inhabit
ants for miles around came to old Ned
Power's wake, and by nightfall the
house was crowded.

Somewhere near the small hours
Roger persuaded Mary to take some
rest, for she was nearly worn out. On
her had chietly fallen the task of pro-
viding refreshments for those attend-
ing the wake. This consisted of fre-
quent draughts of tea which at that
time was distributed with lavish hos-
pitality.

Mary was up again at the dawning
and she in turn urged Roger to lie
down for a few hours. He declared he
did not need rest, but seeing her an-
xious and wishing to spare her he
complied. He slipped softly away to
the little room bevond the kitchen,
which he had shared with his brother
since his return, the women having
occupied another sleeping place, as
space was limited. \When he opened
the door he was surprised to see a faint
light burning in the room. Yet it was
gloomy, for at first he did not see the
figzure of a woman till the slam of a
bastily dropped lid drew his eyes to the
corner where his trunk was placed.  In
an instant he had snatched a paper
from the woman's hand, caught her
firmly by the shoulders and put her
outside the door, which he then closed.
There was a moment's pause, then a
shriek, a fall—and a crowd gathered
around the prostrate form of his sister-
in law.

““ \WWhat has happened ?" cried one.

‘¢She is dead!” shouted another.

Her husband implored her to speak,
but a moan was the ouly response he
got.

They lifted her and carried her to
the p;ﬁ'inr, and Rogzer. listening won-

¢ |
one
i |

I was bringing |
the

dered what really had happened.
There was clamor and talk for awhile,

then compe e quiet, and he threw
himself on the bed, dressed as he was,
and soon fell wp, How lo he

eould not tell but he was
awakened by the heavy tramp of men
comine into the room, and he opened

slept ho

l}b.ulsi‘lu. and he heard Mary cryving
! piteously ; ** He never did it! Don't
| you take him ! Leave him to put his

father in the clay !" But what avail a
woman's tears when the law was to be
maintained 7 In half an hour Roger
was handeuffed, and taken between the
police to the nearest station, and that
night he was lodged in the conuty jail
and charged with having assaulted his
sister-in-law and causing the death of
her unborn child.

his eyes to see two policemen by his |

1T

Before Roger left the house on the
morning of his arrest he contrived to
give Mary the key of his truuk, telling
her to guard the latter well, for his
will, which was in her favor, was init.
It was this Mrs. Power had tried to
take away, believing it to be the old
man's will.  She did not know that
Roger had placed that document in the
hands of the solicitor who drew it up.

0ld Ned Power was buried in the
graveyard near the sea, The mourn-
ers almost filled it, but the one who,
with Mary, would have sorrowt d most,
was enduring the weary hours in
prison.

His trial came on a few weeks later,
and after a lengthened hearing of the
case a verdict of ‘‘guilty” was re-
turned. Needless now to inquire into
the ways and means by which such a
verdict was arrived at; encugh to
know that Roger was actually found
guilty and sentenced to two years' im-
prisonment. Yet in the course of a
month or so Mrs. Ned Power gave birth
to a living, healthy child.

Mary had grieved unceasingly for
her brother. She knew that however
P y was hurt, it might have hap-
pened accidently, for Roger would not
willingly injure a woman under what
ever provocation. DBut when she knew
that he was imprisoned on a f
charge, then added to her orief was
the burmng desirve to right the wrong
that bad besn done to him., Alas! in

186

one moment a wrong may be done
which eannot be undene in years, and
for months Mary vaiuly sought the re

lease of her brother,

She had wo influential friends, she
was igunorant of the surest way to gain
a heaving, and it seemed so little to
this or that, that her brother was
suffering wrongfully. At last she got
the order for his release, and eagerly
she prepared to go to the town where
the prison was, to meet him when he
was set free.

There was much they would have to
decide together, and, of course, it was
impossible that he could come back to
the old howmestead. Mary had got the
money bequeathed to her by her father;
and Roger’s portion was in the solicit-
or's hands, where, for fe keeping,
she had also placed his will.

She did not know the hour Roger
would be released ; he might be at the
terminus to meet her, or waiting in
the hotel where she had written to him
they would stay for a time, or she
might have to go to the prison and
wait till the appointed hour.

She siept only fitfully the night be-
fore, hearing the clock strike every
hour, and at daybreak she arose. for
she had to walk a few miles to the
nearest railway station. She had
neither asked nor been proffered a con
veyavce.  Silently she quitted the
house after having taken a bit of
bread and a drink of milk, and she
walked in the sad gray light of that
morning. hearing, most of the way, the
solemn surging of the sea which was
mist-covered and gray. like every-
thing elsearound her—Ilikeherthoughts
of the future. Though Roger was
free, their time of parting was near,
and sad indeed would she have been
but for one bright spot in the dreary
outlook.  That was a little convent,
where she would work and forget the
past, and where was that haven of
rest, the chapel with the signal light
constantly burning before the altar.

Mary was the only passenger from
the little station by that early train,
and she had a carriage to herself. She
looked at the rapidly changing land
scape as the train sped along, but
without seeing it, for her thoughts
were busy planning all she would do
for Roger during the time she would
be with him.  When she reached the
terminus che looked eagerly ovt, and
scanned the faces of those on the plat-
form, but he was not there. She gath-
ered her belongings, took a cab and
was driven to a quiet hotel, where she
intended to stay. Here, on making
inquiries, the was told that Roger had
not arrived. So she took breakfast, of
which she was much in need, and set
out to walk to the prison. Arriving
there, she had the difficulties which
usually attend in gaining an entrance

to an officially guarded place and
making her errand Known. She

seemed to have been kept an unreas-
onable time and to have answered
many unreasonable questions, when
she found hevself in the presence of an
elderly gentleman with keen, kindly
eyes and gentle voice. He was one of
the doctors attending the prison.

“You traveled from home to-day 2"
he asked.

‘[ did, sir," said Mary.
at daybreak this morning.”

¢ Ah, that explains why you did not
get my tele i

“ What, said Mary,
anxiously, though she only dimly
comprehended his meaning. She had
heard of ** the telegraph,” but regard-
ad it in somewhat the same way as she
did charms and fairy spells,  She had
never known the thrill or the
which so many have experienc
the receipt ot those

‘I started

rising

shoc!

one of yellow en-

veloped inissels,
1 sent

a telegram this

you norn

ing,” said the doctor, * saying tha

your brother could not meet you to
day.

Mary's heart leaped and the color

left her face
‘“Is he sick, sir?”
‘““He was ill,” replied the doctor,

“and 1 wished to spare you the jour-
ney to-day. "
=he looked at
questioning eyes,
“Can't | see him, sir 2"
“Yes but wait a little.  He was guite
well when you saw him last, 1

him with sorrowful,

~[li)

pu\--"'
“I don't know, sir. He was so
downeast and uunhappy. ‘twould be

hard to say he was well,”
Her lips quivered and she cast her

eyes on the ground,

“lam afraid be is very bad, doe
tor.’

The doctor was silent, and, looking
up, she found his eyes fixed on her
full of sympathy and concern,

“* Ah, | know it is very bad! You
may tell me the worst, sir: I am used

to suffering
**What is the worst you can in

ine.” he asked, very gravely.
“Oh, my God! my God!" she

«d ““he is dead.”

She sank to the floor, where she

wved to and fro, wringing her hands

convulsively, but she shed no tears,

In after days she blessed the good
doctor for his great Kindoess and
sympath) but at the time she
scarcely realized it When she felt

equal to it, they took her to the *‘dead
house,” and, at her request, let her
enter it alone.

She walked timidly over to where
the body lay, rigid and still, under a
white sheet, How dreadful it was to
her, his lving there alone, not even the
light of a candle

shining near him

With trembling hand she drew the
sheet from his face, then started and
shi back — changed! Oh, so
changzed! His hair had grown quite
r and fell thinly over the proumi

brow. I'he eyes under the ¢l

> balls in

nent

deep sockets

1 s were sunken and the mouth
) & ¢4

drawn, yet the whole face wore a look
of patience and profound peace.  Oaly
for a moment she hung back, then her
love awoke with an infinite pity and
yewrning, and a long, loud ecry of
a @ silence of the |
chamber, She kissed his cold brow

and his pallid lips, and she laid her
head on his breast in a very agony of
grief,

*¢ Asthore ! she cried,
““that never gave one of us the black
look or the cold word; ‘tis your
mother's tears that would be worthy to
fall on you this day, and not the like
of mine !”

That night Mary Powoer walked al
most blindly through the strange
streets of the strange town, secing
nothing but that dead face. hearing
nothing but the question, * Why, oh,
why ?" which rang through her brain
till her head throbbed painfully. In
the morning she would return the way
she had come to-day, and would bear
back with her all that remained of
him.

The doctor had sent the telegrams,
and she knew that friends and rela-
tives would meet her at the little sta
tion, and they would take him and lay
him beside his father and mother and
near his love, in the old church-yard
pear the sea. DBut meanwhile
could not vrest, and through
thoughts rang the question,
oh, why ?"

Unconsciously she was berne along
b_' a stream ot pe H!lh' moving in one
direction, and she

asthore !"

she
her
* Why.

reached a church

where a mission  was being  held,
Mechaunically she entered with the
crowd and knelt or sat as the others

did. but scarcely sceing or hearing
what was going on, A priest in a
white surplice knelt before the altar
and recited the rosary, and the names
of “Ouar T[ather,” *““Jesus” and
“ Mary " feel most soothingly on her
ear. Yet still she saw her dead
brother’s face and heard the guestion,
“Why 2" Scarcely was the Rosary
ended when a black-robed priest
stepped softly into the sanctuary,
knelt reverently before the altar for
a  moment, and then
ascended the pulpit.  lle
ently for a few seconds, g
estly down on the
upturned to him.
of his thin, white face glowed
with fervor, and his slender hand
grasped nervously, perhaps carelessly,
the crucifix in his belt : then, lift
ing his biretta, he gave out his text in a
clear, penetrating voice: * All whom
He loveth He chastiseth, and He scourg-
eth every son whom He receiveth ™
Mary was startled, and, as the sermon
proceeded, she listened intently : but
before it was ended tender tears were
stealing down her cheeks. She saw
the dead face still, but there was a halo
around it, and her question was an
swered, —Irish Monthly.

noiselessly
stood  sil-
zing earn
sea of  faces
The dark eyes

. - <
Unity of Faith.

London, March 21, 1805, —The inter-
view between Viscount Halifax, Pres-
ident of the English Church Union,
and the Pope, vesterday, is regarded
in Roman Catholic circles here as of
really great importance and signifi-
cant of the enormous strides the Catho
lic Church has made recently in Eng
land. In a recent cable letter the
World correspondent noted the number
of the English clergy who have taken

orders in the Roman Church during
the last two years.  'The mere fact of
Lord Halifax's  vis wonld have

aroused a storm in the English Church

Honest Toil.

That man should earn his bread by
the sweat of his brow is a divine com
mand We are placed in this world
for a purpose, and in order to achieve
that purpose we must ** put our hand
to the plow,"—we must perform our
share ot the labor that devolves upon
ns,  Aside from the consolation which
ever accompanics honest toil, it brings
with it the inestimable blessing of vig
orous health and the prospect of a good
old Here is a
print :

little story in

Geron, a venerable patriarch of four
score, sat at the door ot his rural dwell
ing,enjoying the serenity of an autum

al morning His eve rested some
times on the blue mountains in the dis
tance, from whose summit the mist

ascended like the smoke from the altar
of sacrifice, and at others on his bloom
ing great-grand children
sporting around him,

, youth from the city to
the old man, and was surprised at his
blithe and robust age, and his vigm
ous look, And the stranger confessed
to the old man his astonishment that he

who were

should possess  such  strength and
spirits, and asked him how this came
to pass.

Geron  rose and  conducted the

stranger into the orchard, and showed
himn the lofty and noble trees full of
goodly fruit, the sight of which re
joiced the heart.

Then said the old man :  ** Art thon
surprised, too, that I am now enjoyving
the fruit of these trees?  Dehold, my
son, these trees | planted inmy youth
IHere hast thou the secret of my serene
and fruitful old age.”

The young man gave an ascenting
nod : for he understood the words of
the venerable patviareh, and treasured
them up in his heart,

Would that every yvouth would take

to heart the beautiful moral contained
in this story, viz., that honest toil is
the source of many blessings,

-

Fred Douglas in Ireland.

Dr. Geo. W. Pepper of Cleveland, O,
publishes a number of incidents in the
lite of the late Irederick
Among them is the following :

“CThe fivst time T met Mr. Douglas
was in Ireland in 1847, He had met
with enthusastic receptions in London
throughout K and, and had arrived
in Cork. IHe was met at the landing
by distinguished citizens, and rode
away in a carriage seated between the
Lord Mayor of Cork and Father Mathew
the great Roman Catholic apostle of
temperance. lle wes dined by the
City Council and was accorded especial
marks of attention by the most promi
nent people of Cork. Going to Dublin,
he went to call upon Daniel O'Conneli/
who was the first Roman Catholie Lord
Mayor that city had had for more than
three hundred years. Mr. Douglas
had a letter of introduction from the
Hon. Charles Sumner, but when O'Con
nell’s servant announced that there
was a colored man at the door, the
great Irishian rushed to the door, and
clasping Douglas in a warm embrace,
said : ‘Fred Douglas, the Amoerican
slave, needs no letter of introduction
tome.” "

Douglas

- -
Not an Easy Religion.
Don't
other 1

become a Catholic for any
ason except to save your soul.
The Catholic religion is a religion of
gelf denial—of abstinence from meat
on Fridays, of fasting in Lent, of
guard of the eyes and the tongue, of
control of the lower passions, of the
steady practice of virtue. It is not tor
Sundays exclusively, but for every day
of the seven. It is a hard religion to
live by, but an easy religion to die by,
because it takes away from death its
terror, it gives peace, grace and hope
to the soul, and it gives its faithtul
children a moral certainty of immortal
life.—Catholic Telegraph.

-

A Life Saved.—Mr, James Bryson, Cam
eron, states: T was confined to my bed
with inflammation of the lungs, and was
given up by the physicians. A neighbor

advised me to try D, TioyMAs" ECLECTRIC
O11, stating that Lis wife had used it for a
throat troable with the best results,  Acting
on his advice, I procured the medicine, and
less than a half bottle cured me; I certainly
believed it savad mylife, It was with reluct-
ance that I consented to a trial, as T was re
duced to sueh a state that I doubted the
power of any remedy to do me any good.”

There can be a difference of opinion cn
most subjects, but there is only one opinion
as to the reliability of Mother Graves' Worm
Fxterminator. It is safe, sure and effectual,

| ,,.L;‘.y E‘*IQEHE%

ToM1©

Nervous Prostration, Sleepless-
ness and Weakness. 6

Wesr BrovanTox, Quenkc, Oct. 1, '50
The Pastor Koenig's Nerve Tonie T ordered was

for a young lady of my household who was al
f , owWing to ner

most uscless to her
vous prostration,
To-day there is
gon is much |
She will continue to use
it is,very good.  P.SARVIE, Catholic Priest

ind others

FREEPORT, ILL., Oct. 26, 1890,

a few years ago, but it hardly excites
comment in to-day

8 1

|
{  The Church Union its mem }
.”"l"hilvvl”"“ ol the Anglican l".(‘l‘,‘}"v
[ and thirty Lord Halifax is
[ reporte ¢ the Pope to send
YR rracious message to |
in the forthcoming
yelical.”  On what ground and
with what purposs is not exp'ained. |

A

Are you a sufferer with corns ?  If you are |
get a bottle of Holloway’s Corn Cure, It has |
rever been known to fail, ’

| o e vatuanie Foolik on ™
P A /al hie § v’.‘r,“x

Wo used 12 bottles of
Tonie for neryougn

Pastor Koonig's Nerve

s and found it to bave the

desired effect in every case.
DOMINICAN

TERS.

CrVOus 18-
o 1l Ry « to i ad
L) 3 r‘ i 121 i tihewed-

r ¢
?,,:,,, icine free.
remed 4 i 1

dbyt 1 Father
1l 1 il 15 now

r bigdire 1hy Ll

KOENIC MED. CD. Chicago, tiL
49 8. Pranklin Street,
#old by Drug: sat B per Bottle, Clor 8%
Large Size, $1.75, 6 Dottles for 80
In London by W. E Saunders & Co,

00D’S

Sarsaparitia is carefully
prepar

| by experienced
pharmacists from Sarsa-

parilla, 1 n, Man

iaalk
drake

mnd oth v known
I'he Co nation, Pro
portion and Process ave Peculiar to Hood's
Darsaparilia 1 ! i ¢ tive
r Peculiar to It s NOL pOs=
8 1 by other medicin Hood's

oy e o 1 -;il
& €yl J(.'Vu‘ai I d
(‘ures Serofula, S I m, Sores, Doils,
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A K FOR DESIGNS

CHURCH VESTMENTS

Chasubles in Red, Black, White and Purple;
all styles from the plainest to the richest
materials and designs,
ediction Veils

Copes and Ben

Preaching and Confessional Stoles.

Benediction Veils not made up, ironts and
Backs for Chasubles, material tor mak
ing Stoles ; Albs,

Patterns for Chasubles.

Altar Lace, Waterad Silk for
Cloth ot Gold for Vestments
Vestments, Canvas, Gold
Fringe,

Vestments,
Laningr for
and  duver

Church Ornaments.

Silver and Plated Candlesticks, Procassional
Crosses, Chaltees, Ceborinms,
Ostensoriums, Sanctuary Lamps,
Water Pots and Sprinklars, Crystal, ¢
a varied assortment of Candelabra,

Mission Supplies.

Catholic  Missions  supplied  with Prayer
ool DBeads, and all avticles of Catho
lic devotion,

When ordering please stato
Who is to gzive the mission,
About how many families will attend

The day the mission opens.

How the goods have to ba shipped to
req
D. & J. BADLIER & CO
Catholie Publishers, Booksellers and
tioners, Chu 1 Ornaments, v m ’
Statuary and Religious Avticies
e ‘y.' “ |t ‘ 1iH ¢

0. LABELLE,
MERCHANT TAILOR
372 Richmond Street,

Pictorial Lives of the Saints

The Catholic Record Jr Cne Year
For $8.00.

The Pletorin! Lives of the Saints containg

Reflections tor Kvery Day In the Year, The
book is compiled from ¢ ves' and
other approved sources, o addad
Lives ot the Ameriean aints, recently

{lhllmlnlx the Calendar tor the United Siatos
yy speeial petition of the Third Plenary

Conneil of Baitimmore; and also the Lives of
Lin 1851 by His Holiness
fited by Jonn Gil

benutiful frontisp

f the Holy Family and arly four hang

other il ustration autly bound

extra cloth.  Greatly admired by our Holy

Father, Pope Leo X 1L, who sent his special
\ %)

o the publishers: and approved by

work will be

sent to any of onry
and will

also give them credit

§ sub=eription on THE CATHOLIC
We

Three D

LrTiRe

CONCORDIA VINEY

SANDWICH, ONT.
ERNEST GIRADOT & €O

Altar Wine n Specinlty.
Our Altar Wine is

. on recelpt of
CAREN DIepAyY e

lars.

neive used soe
recommended by the y, and onr Olsret
will compare favorably with the best e
ported Rordeaux,
For prices and intormation address,
B, GIRADOT & CO,
andwie mt
PRAYER BOOXKS . . .
We have now in stock a very large
and beautiful assortment of Pra 4
Pooks, rar in price from 2

g8t the lot soma

Presentation

m a e

We will u £

v u

, and 17} 1

( ntirel cto t'm bé

n ed to us, and m y wi
refunded 14
FHOS, COFRRY*
Catholic Re

POST & HOLMES,
ARCHITECTNS.
OMces — Rooms 28 and 29, Mann nz Housel
King st. west, Toronto, Also in the
Gerrie Block, Wh itby.

A. A PosTt, K. A, A. W. HoLx®




