sh
-

ne
ver
hat
eat
ald
ade
the
ver
per-
nds
e to
and
ness
ung
rish-
med
Arein
as a
holic
ding
rious
 that
have
Mar
rible
e be
heart
Mat-
1c8 in
{ poor

thou
, thou
poor

nheed

aving
»¢on

chting
d after
rnest
evil

crusade
athered
Hyolroom
Vlathew
temper-
he pro-

nly one
truction
ting, it
od, and
¢ could
has any
My dear
¢ them,

neither
uch re-
I have
ere is no
n by any
lvise you
[ will be
the book
hope we
ther Mat-
able, and
3 goes in
ed as fol-
athew, C.

mperance
as immor-
flected un-
his birth.
\ad begun
i the total
00 people,
that fully
lled in the
ere closed.
ew's great
he himself
well as by

rican gen-
hat, on be-
necessarily
iger, he re-
men where
ad myself.”
wew—he did
he was not
first showed
renouncing

1ling to help
v on this an
1 example ?
oderation, 1
e following,
f a Catholic

1 pure and
- and patient
) long as you
ating liquors
an example
thousands of
| misery, not
of your own
poral wretch-
anguish, dis-
h accompany
he drunkard ;
her you are
or unlettered,
. station or in
not be ruined
ink, but some
watchful, less
yder religion’s
 as he saw you
- result in his
)ss,  your ex-
on a troubled
anchor, rudder
the drinking
nt with advis-
ne do, is a rule
al application.
s history of in-
g heartrending
,000,000 slaves
ho have become
d unconsciously
bit, '—Edmund
blic.
tion.—C. W, Snow
writes : ** Please
5. We are selling
than any other I’ill
reat reputation for
| Liver Complaint.”
Lindsay, writes:
sxcellent wedicine.
ubled with severe
have cured her.”

APRIL 20, 1895

THE CATHOLIC RECORD.

3

Japanese Lullaby.

Sleep, little pigeon, and fold your wings — And then the two old men looked at | manuseripts. but reason told us that to have com
ittle blue pigeon with velvet : y o & "’ To ven is 0x NCes. A8 A Learned English Jesuit S1 < i : ’
ml;a‘p‘m 1A ,l“f:m“ AR e g each other, ..gnd from that momeut To recount all his experiences, as he m‘"mn.lm""“"‘_“ 1ows Its |\ hitted o sin, there was the shame,
Swinging the nest where the little one lies, dated their friendship. Mutual lone- | went from door to door with his wares, . ¢ thare was the wrong. Sin was a re
liness o i / 'oolis some a8 ho ; bt i 8 ¢
Away out yonder I see a star— : ..lh / had a great deal to 'd‘p with | would be 1()(;!1»}}“ At \.“"“. pmu.n h On a recent Sunday avening, Father \_nlt of pride against God and, there
Silveryfut;r \.ml.l:\ lluk'Hm; song ringing them together. Timothy | met only beautiful courtesy, at others f p. o a5 i St Feancis Navier's fore, the best atonement was humilia
To the soft dew falling [ hear it calling- discovere is sas | @ibes ieers oy rather ridicu- | i Pt sy e Pl L 4 ’ P o st A P
Calling and tinkling the night along. ,“__ 'ud that bis new friend was | gibee mul_ Jhkie: It was ““h_.' '_' hf. l' Church, Liverpool, England, preached tion accompanied with the acknowl
very, very poor, and also very proud— | lous to think of a great, hulking Teish | o o0 "on the confessional that the edgement of one’s wrong doing
In through the window a moonbeam comes— sensitively proud. He had been ill | laborer hawking ver s about tor sale ;| Cuiholies i s A Therefore reason could not object to
Little gold moonbeam with misty wings : 1 t , o1 3 alnty. 10ME . sonittan ih @ atholiesof thiscountry will appreciate, L I object
{ and out of employment for months. dainty, romantic v 8, written in a| Paipar Brown, who spoke in contra- confession :  the very ohjection raised

All silently creeping, it asks: ** Is he sleep-

ng—
Slcu]_»inguzmd dreaming while mother | very soon

sings ? i
Up from the sea there floats the sob
Of the wa

g that are breaking upon the h

As thrll:m;f'lhv') wer oani i isk d ow the weather seems colder than paper and asked bim to take soine of |t
§ oug y were groaning fuis U4 is vear."” .
DREL ey groaning in anguish and | usual this year. the rejected poems.

Bemoaning the ship that shail come no more,

But sleep, little pigeon, and fold your wings —
Little blue pigeon with mournful eyes :

Am I not singing ? Sece I amn swinging—
Swinging the ncst where my darling lies.

— Bugene Field, in Chicago Record
A PAIR GF FRIENDS.

And the Way Mary's Memory
Kept Green.

was

are now.

BY MATT CRIM.

Timothy Blake had just moved into
one of the garret rooms in a tenement | i
house on Seventh avenue.

but when the tide of fashion and pros- | i
perity turned its way uptown, the old
home had been cut into small rooms,
and squalor and dirt replaced artistic
comfort and ease. While he had his
wife Mary with him Timothy wanted
better quarters, but after her death
anything seemed good enough for
him. He had, however, a still
stronger motive for economy. He had
set his heart on saving enough money,
not only to provide for his own last
days aud give him burial in conse-

crated ground, but also to erect a mon- | yoil hear the sleet fallin™”

ument over Mary's grave.

¢ For if I dosay it mesalf, she must
‘a been as near like the Blessed Virgin
as mortal woman could be, " he declared
over and over again. *‘She would
take the very petticoat from her back
to give to them that was more needy ;
an’ many’s the time did I know her to
fast that the hungry mizht be fed.
Oh, she was a saint, me lary, a saint
as the sufferin’ knew, au’ as | knew
meself.”

Twice since Mary's death he had
saved and pinched and denied himself
until he had saved enough for the
monument, but each time the money
had gone for other purpo: Ouce he
had kept a fellow-laborer’s family from
starvation while the poor man lay ill
in a hospital, and once he had rescued
and sent home 2 boy who had grown
weary of his vagabond career. **Just
be patient, Mary, me darlint, the mon-
ument will surely come,” he said,
when parting from his last dollar.

He often talked to her whensmok-”
iug his pipe in the evening, fancying
that she hovered about him in angelic
glory.

It was in the autumn that Timothy
moved into his new quarters. He felt
quite happy, for his savings had
again accumulated. He could go out
any time and order the monument, and
was only waiting for an idle day to
come.

For a week or more he failed to meet
any of his new ueighbors except some
dirty, healthy-looking children play-
ing on the stairs. DBut occasionally in
the evening he could hear movements
in the room adjoining his, and a faint,
hacking cough. That cough distressed
Timothy. It was unobtrusive yet per-
sistent, He faucied that he heard it
all hours of the night, and in the early
morning it teased its poor victimn piti-
lessly.

«"Tis me duty to find out who is suf-
ferin’ so. Ah, Mary, you'd not wait
many hours if you were here " sighed
Timothy.

One evening, as he stood on the
landing at the head ot the stairs, he
suddenly heard that cough behind him,
and turned quickly. A gray, thin
faced man was toiling slowly up the
last flight of stairs. He was very
slight, and very refined looking in his
threadbare black clothes. His face
was clean shaven, his worn linen spot-

lessly clean. A loaf of baker's bread
flaunted its crustiness through theend
of the brown paper parcel he carried
under his arm: he panted huskily.
For a moment the gentleman aud the
burly laborer stood face to face : then
Timothy's friendliness of soul con-
quered all reserve.

“ Good evenin’ to ye, sir.”

¢ Good evening,” murmured
stranger.

¢ [p's like climbin’ to Heaven to
come up these stairs, Taith, it makes
me blow like a bellows.™

The other man made some faint re-
ply, and walked into his room.

That evening the cough seemed
more aggressive than usual. Timothy
brewed a soothing drink and carried
it boldly in to his neighbor. Some-
thing like womanly emotion moved
him when he saw the poor old gentle-
man huddled in a chair under the gas
jet, with a ragged blanket thrown
across his knees. Under the shining

of the gaslight his silvery hair made a

halo about his wan face. At first he

appeared almost startled by Timothy's

the

entrance, then his dignity and gentle
He

breeding asserted themselves.
dark the cordial gratefully.

«Sure it's one o' me Mary's reme-

dieg,” said the beaming old Irishman.

¢ She was always thinkin’ 0’ the com-

fort o' others, or sayin’ a prayer for
the dead.”
¢« Your daughter 2"
“No, me wife.
be with the blessed saints.”

#Oh,” sighed his host, sympathcti-

cally.

«"Yes, she's gone. I wouldn't cal

her back ; no sir, I wouldn't call her

time to build my strength up.

a slight tremor in his voice.

g
)

It had | toast
been a private residence at one time | ing before them.

glow, while down upon the roof and
against the window beat the wind and
sleet of a winter storm.
unusual for them to
little
meal.
with relish.

othy .
down town to In()l'l'(!\\ﬂ“

smother

She’s gone now to

‘“ And mine are lonely, too."

* But I shall be ready for work again
now—very soon,” he said,

“1'm only taking a little
Some- | @

heerfully.

* Faith an’ so it does,” the old Irish-

“Sure, sir, an’ it's me friend you | {
It would do me Mary's heart
yood to see us.”

They were sitting at the little table
n Mr. Silvestre's room, with tea and
and an oyster Stew steam-
A bright fire rcared
n the stove, flinging out a warm, red

It was not
indulge in a
sober mirth over the evening

Mr. Silvestre drank his tea

“ 1 feel quite strong to night, Tim
Perhaps 1 shall be able to go

“Not while it's stormin’, sir: vou
musn'c go while i stormin’,  Don't

in his chair and
a fit of couzhing even while
limothy was talking. Red fever
spots flushed his hollow cheeks, beads
of perspiration stood out upon his fore-
head.
“*But T am pretty well; don’t you
think 1 am pretty well, Timothy 7" he
said, as soou as he could get his breath
again,
“+Sure, sir, an' you're gettin’ fat,”
lied Timothy, gulping down some ob-
struction in his own throat : ** but you
must get a heartier appetite.”
“ Oh, I shall just as soon as [ can get
out more. 1 stay in the house too
much. 1 think I must read you a
little poem, Timothy. It came into my
mind to-day while looking over some
old letters "

¢ Poetry, sir?
poetry 2"

¢« Now and then,” he said, modestly.
“ We'll clear away the dishes, and
then while ycu are smoking L'll read it
toyou.”

He had to lean bacl

Sure an' do ye write

Presently they sat by the stove, and
Mr., Sylvestre brought out the poem.
It was simply about ** A Lock of Hen
rietta'stair, "the verses moving smooth-
ly along to a pathetic close. Timothy
listened with his rough gray head bent
wisely to one side, and at the close of
the reading burst into high praise.
s h '} h to make one weep,
sure an' it is. I know me Mary would
cry her eves out if she could hear it.
She loved poetry, and she was that
tender-hearted ! An’ where is Henri-
ette? ls she gone too ?”
“t Yes,” said Mr. Sylvestre, softly—
* yes, she is gone, too 2" He smoothed
out the paper. ‘‘She went torty years
ago—forty to-day.”
He sat gazing silently down to the
floor for a few minutes and then he
began talking of the love of his youth.
Timothy forgot to finish his pipe that
night. He sat and listened with mouth
agape, and large tears rolling down
his grizzly cheeks. He could almost
feel Henriette's living presence himself.
And to think she had been forty years
in her grave !
Mr. Sylvestere got up and threw him-
self on the couch, exhausted. ‘I
didn't intend to talk so much. It's
strange, but the whole thing comes
back as though I'd lived through it
yesterday.”
Timothy silently covered him over,
and went into his own room. But the
next evening, as they sat by the stove,
he said :
« Faith, sir, it's a pity you don't
write as you talk. 'Twould make a
purty story for the papers.”
Mr. Silvestre smiled. His life had
been so solitary, his poetic ifts 50 un-
appreciated, that even the ignorant
laborer's words of praise were sweet to
him.
“‘If T could earn some money, if I
only could, while I'm shut up here,” he
sighed. ‘‘I've been waiting and wait-
ing to grow stronger, accepting vour
kindness, because I thought I could
soon pay it back ; but now—"
¢ Tis meselt, sir, that don't know
what you mean.”
¢ Yes, you do know, Timothy. You
provide the fires I sit by, the food I eat,
everything.
voice chocked again, his head bowed
itself upon his breast.

eno

said :
¢« Then, sir, give me the poetry."”

face.
“The poetry ?
paper, you mean.”
¢t No, sir ; I'll sell it."”

started out with his pockets filled with

fashion of the past. v

ily.”

foolin' the poor gentleman,

eried Mr. Silvertre, in a trembling
tone, his wrinkled, fevered hands car-
essing the bills, his eyes almost wild 1n
their brightness.

and his face took on a deeper tinge of

I never thought —" His

Timothy wiped his wristband fiercely
across his own eyes, then he suddenly

Mr. Silvestre raised his dejected

Pay you in waste

I
Finally Timothy went to a young |t
ditor who was strugzling with a new | y

¢ [ can publish them, butl can't pay

“Yes, right away. They'il help to
ill up space,” laughing rather drear

“ An’ may Hiven forgive me for
he mut-

“ Soid fast enough,” said Timothy :

red as he thought how the world might
be applied. He had to sit down and
tell the whole story, how he found the | {

young editor, and the nummber of | what was good and just and holy :
poems he thought he could take. acr on aceount of its effects, which, both
He must be a generous fellow. | upon the individual, the family, and

I'll 2o to see him some day. To think
— to think that I am to appear in print
of my pen !” Ie started up and held |
out his hand to Timothy. **1 owe it
to you. I never can repay your kind-
ness : but I'tl not rob you any longer,
my friend, my dear friend. Take five
dollars of this—and—TI'll pay you more

Timothy could not speak for the
choking in his throat :but he laid hold
of that outstretched hand, and for a
moment the two old men were 1ot
much better than women at concealing
their emotion.
[t was worth the deception he
had practiced to see Mr. Silvestre
when his first poem was published.
Again he thanked Timothy, and he
kept the precious paper by him where
he could occasionally glance at the
veise column. But when the excite-
ment of realizing that the public at
last appreciated him had worn away,
his strength failed again.
It must be the effects of the cold

weather. I'm sorry, I thought I'd
write a story. Well, well, I must have
patience. We'll goto the South when

spring comes, and [ shall feel better :
oh yes, I shall be quite strong.”
“That you will, sir,” Timothy re
plied ; but he smothered a sigh. His
savings were dwindling down, and he
wondered what he should do when they
were gone.
“ Never mind about the monument,
Mary, me darlint. I can save more
money. But what will happen the poor
gentlenan if he finds out the trick I'm
playin’ on him, I don’t know."”

All one evening the sick man talked
restlessly, making plans for his worls,
and for Timothy's future. “‘You've
labored hard and long. It's time you
had a little rest.” The next morning
he said : ** Stay with me to day, Timn
othy. I want to make some caleula
tions as to our expenses when we settle
down in the South. Idon't think you
need to look for work again. 1 know
I can earn all that is needed.”
So the day passed. In the afternoon
he woke out of a light sleep, exclaim-
ing : ‘‘Spring has come. [ smell the
vellow jessamine. 1 see the violets in

bloom. We must get ready for our
journey. Make haste, Timothy —make

haste.”

* Yes, sir.”
“Give me pencil and paper. T must
write one more poem before we go.
What thoughts, what visions ! Raise
me up, Timothy.  Henriette is com-
ing ; don't you see her with the Jjassa-
mine in her hair? ['m glad, so glad,
the journey is over, that we are in the
South at last. Oh, how the birds are

Shall we go? Then come. What —
what a beautiful spring—I never saw
—so many flowers: I feel inspired—
I—"

Pencil and paper fell from his fing
ers, his head drooped upon Timothy's
shoulder. Softly, tenderly the old
Irishman laid him back on the pillow,
sobbing alond as he saw the smile
transfiguring his blanched face.

The sunless winter day had drawn
toa close, a gray twilight filled the
garret, infolding the two old men in
its chilly shadows. But only one was
consciousof its gloom, and of the loneli
ness spreading around him.  Ior the
other, spring had burst into full bloom.

RIS

Keep Minard’s Liniment in the House
As Old as Antiquity

2
sius voushall retain, they arve retained,
(St. John, xxi., 23

you shall forgive, they are forgiven
them, and whose sins you shall retain,
they are retained "—could yet say that
men had

tion to avoid

nature and surroundings of the con
at last, that I'm to live by the earnings | fessional

claimed by man as a minister of God
to fi .
laid down in
doctrine drawn from it

when it comes.” ha

singing ! Yes, Henriette — [ know A

no.w-’ th!:ll vou di‘dn'[ die — that I only object ? To labor, to work, was most
dreamed it. Do you remember the difficult and cost many and many 4
walk . to the old  cottonwood tree hard struggle. Was that ground to

w
O

‘ention of the ivjunction of Protestant
Jishop Ryle, of Liverpool, to ** shun
he confassional,” took for his text the
words : “*Whose sins you shall forgive,
hey are for en them, and whose

@

man agreed. you for them,” said the candid young | Father Brown said he wished that to the exclamation ** Shun the confes

l.]‘.' set his wits to work, and it was | nan, evening to consider how it comes that sional 7" But perhaps it was evil
quite wonderful how he managed to  Well, now, would you be after tel- Ohristian men who g A g the | 0 its effocts 5 perhaps, since there
help his neighbor without wounding | 1in’ me what you would pay if you ) Gospel, who believed that in it we |Were so many that said the confes-
his pride. _Ilut‘ after all the schemes | could 2 the old Irishman inquired. ]m\l‘, H‘u* Divine Word of our Blessed sional was wrong, confession was a bad
\Vl'.ll('i.;l('kl‘)::; bvltl,l\llll-“?,-'“.ml S e i:‘,’,h' about five dollars apiece, 1 sup- l‘tmi Himself, \\'In_n aceepted (h:}t l‘h'm;:v, and Hn'-xi-v must lhu'.i.nu-ll.\in:
2l y lay,” Mr. | pose. solemn statement of our Lord as His evil in it. Well, some hard things
Silvestre remarked one evening, with  An' they’ll gointo the paper, sir ? | own « Whose sins | Vere said about the poor Jesuits,  The

[)l'l\lll'l\llc{'ln('ll( : |

not the power of forgiving

1

sin.  Whence came the cry: ‘‘Shun

tered to himself when he saw his| the confessional 7”7 Was it the dictate
friend’s child-like delight. or the voice of reason? 1f so, then, v

«Sold Timothy — actually sold " lit must be either that it is wrong in

1

its origin or in its essential, or evil in
1

its effect. It could not be on account
of its origin, because in its origin it
was not and could not be human, it
must be divine ; nor by reason of the
fact which coustituted the essential of
confession, sorrow for sin, the resolu-
it and make reparation
‘or it, in which there was nothing but

ociety, were beneticial. The

Very

must be of
\l‘l'_\’ ‘Nl\\'l‘]-

proved that it
living origin. The
ive sin was absoh
Seripture

oty as clearly
as any other

Having quoted the well known texts
aring on this point (John xx., 21-23),
he asked had not our Lord in those sol

emn words declared that He appointed
the Apostles to share in, carry on and
perpetuate the great work of redemp

tion, and especially that work ot mercy
of the good High Priest, forgiving the
gins of poor humanity? No unpre

judiced mind could draw any other
conclusion from those words.  And yet
De. Ryle says that for three hundred
vears, the wisest, soundest and  most
learned divines of the Anglican Church
had denied that that power wasto be
drawn from those words. Also for
three hundred years, the same wise,
sound and learned divines of the Ang-
lican Church, told us that the Church
o¢ Christ was not founded and built on
the rock and that Peter had no special
power or authority, that when our
Lord said, “Thisis My DBody, this is
My Blood,” Ve did not mean that Uis
Body and Blood were really there ; yet
for this time, aye, for six times three
hundred years, had the whole Church
bowed down in humbla faith before
these words, reechoing the words of St.
Cyril of Jerusalem, who wrote in acate
chism for the prople of his time (fourth
century ¢« Christ has said, “This is
My Body' and who will dare say It is
not?”  And these words have been re
echoed all throuzh the centuries, and
the Bishops and doctors of the Catholic

Church assembled in the Coun of
Chalcedon in the fifth century, when
the decree was passed with one voice

eried out : ‘‘Peter has spoken throngh
1,30 Irom that time right down to
the nincicenth century it was the same
ccho, and Peter still speaks to us this
day through Leo.

In its teaching and practice all
through the ages, the Church had

over maintained that on the occasion
referred to in his text, Christ solemnly
gave to His Apostles the power to for-
rive sin and establish the Sacrament
of Penance. Could reason object to
that, against the Divine ordinance?
No, common sense told us that reason
could not. They said, * Confession is
too diflicult, it is repugnant, it is
humiliating, it is too much to expect
from human nature.” Was that the
voice of reason or the voice of coward-
ice ? Granted it was difficult, but with
it there was a comfort, consolation and
joy, that made up for all difficulty.
Lot it be a hundred times move diffi-
cult, was that ground for reason to

object to virtue ? In the world as it is
at present, with all its allurements and
temptations, for youth to keep them
selves pure was most difficult. Was
that ground for reason 1o ohject to
Parity ? Was there anything en-
nobling to our natue, anything that
exalted it, that worth having or ¢ sitting
but cos something and was difficult to
be got 2 Was that ground why reason
should object to it?  What all men ad
mired in their fellow men was heroism,
a man standing out above all others

IN DEFENSE OF CONFESSION. | was humiliating—that was the point : | it

jury done to him in his person, prop

unreasonable in that or that would lead

Jesuits must be a bad lot, and why *

Jesuits
written about them says they are bad :

says there is something wrong about

Jesuits from Germany, ** Bismarck has
done the best work of his life.
driven the Jesuits out of Germany.”

that ?

'as  reason  for it In sorrow for
flendtng God, in turning away trom
vil, in restoring ill-gotten goods, in
mking reparation to a person for in

cty, or chavacter, was there anything

Jecause  everybody

are bad :

the
book

that
every

says
almost
learly every man you come across
he Jesuits.

He (the preacher) remembered not
ong ago, a gentleman whom he did
10t know at the time, but who is now

He has
He remarked to his friend, how was
* Oh, surely,” he said, “*every
body knows the Jesuits: their lc':u'hll;;‘
is immoral, their doctrine is corrupt,
and the very presence of a Jesuit ina

house is contamination.’ He said to
his friend, who was a lawyver, ** You
say their doctrine is immoral.  There

are plenty of works written by the
Jesuits, there is hardly a 11'»[':11')““1 the
world but contains books writien by
Jesuits on all manner of y
Have you read any of these works?”
Strange to say he had not.  “'I can
only condemn y ouon your own ground,’
replied the preacher.  ** You are a
lawyer, and a point of law 1s that the ac
cused cannot be condemned unless the
cause is known.  You have not read a
word of their books. You said their
teaching is immoral. Have you ever
listened to a Jesuit teaching ?”  Ile
said he would not go mear them,
although there was a Jesuit church in
the town where he lived. **1canonly
condemn you out of your own mouth,"
pursued the preacher. **You said the
very presence of a Jesuit in a house
was contamination. Now I, un
worthy as L am of the honor, happen
to be a Jesuit, and I appeal to my
friends at this table, whether they con
sider my presence a contamination
He apologized. I'rom that day to this,
he is one of the prl‘nuhor'ﬁ friends,
‘Al !” they would say to people who
had been listening to their preaching,
“you don't know the real Jesuit,
the man with the dark bright eyes who
wears a black cloak, with villainy in

subjects

his countenance, and treason in his
gait.  That’s the real Jesuit.”  That

was all imagination. So they heard
people talking against the confessional
who had never been near a confes-
sional in their lives, who did not know
what confession meant, who had not
the slightest idea of it, but said contes
gion was bad and must be bad

The preacher then proceeded to dis
prove this by further illustrating the
beneficial effects of confession upon the
individual, upon the family, and upon
society, showing that i upneld the
chief supporis of society right of
property, authority and religion
without which society would crumble
to ruin, and concluded by quoting
Luther, a witness whose testimony was
most valuable, as he was one of those
who swept away the confessional and
ceried out against it, and yet who de
clared that one of the effects of the

Reformation was that ‘“ decency and
modesty were done away with and
that everybody wished to be per

w to do whatever he liked ;"

fectly f

that * every kind of vice was
much greater  than before.” To
such a stats had things come
that the inhabitants of one of the

towns in Germany, seeing the awful
havoc made amongst them, actually
petitioned the Emperor Charles V. that
the confessional might be restored in
their midst. It was, therefore, not the
voice of reason which condemned the
confessional.  What voice, then, must

Nervous Prostration, Sleepless-
ness and Weakness. 6

WgsT BrovanTon, Quenkc, Oct. 1, '80
The Pastor Koenig's Nerve Tonic I ordered was

and showing that he had a soul and
spirit and something grand about him,
because he had done something diffi-
cult,
There was a courge and nobleness of

old foes Scrofula and Consumption must be

r «You can't, Timothy. It
salable.
years ?”
know the editors.

1 | well as them that's known."

back ; but the evenin’s are lonely, sure

they are very lonely.”

is not
Haven't 1 been trying for

¢ But I belonged to a paper meself

Mr. Silvestre was not easily con-
vinced but Timothy's eloquence fin-
ally conquered, and the next day he

by the help of Scott’s Emulsion.

diseases.
griping, and should be used when a cathar
tic is required. Thef are Gelantine Coated
and rolled in the Flour of Licorice to pre
serve their purity, and give them a pleasent
agreeable taste.

Either by acquired taint or heredity those

faced generation after generation : but you
may meet them with the odds in your favor | He

Mr. T. J. Humes, Columbus, Ohio, writes :
“] have been afflicted for some time with | A
Kidney and Liver Complaint, and find Par- | fession.
once ; that is, 1 was the porter, an’ | imnlr‘e‘s Pills the best medicine for these
'Tis a stranger you
are. sir. an' strangers don't fare so

Minard's Liniment is used by Physi-

him in confession.
was  not
kuew priests put into prison becausc
| they would not reveal matter of con
One whom they all knew wel

. | They had a saint of the Church canon
, | ized because he had suffered martyr

koown him in confession.

Could reason object to heroism ?

coul in acknowledging before God that
you have done wrong to one who would
rather go to prison and die rather
than betray the confidence given to

exaggerating.  He

m " | — dear old Father Joseph Johkuson —
These Pille do not cause pain or | had been threatened with imprison
| ment under similar circumctances. {

]dom rather than reveal things made
Confession

| for a young lady of my houschold who was al

| most useless to herself ‘and others, owing to ner.
vous prostration, sleeplessness, weakness, &c. &
To-day there is quite a change. s young per
gon is much better, stronger and less nervous,
She will continue to use your medicine. 1 thirk

| itis,very good. P. SARVIE, Catholic Priest

FREEPORT, 1LL., Oct

Wo used 12 bottles of Pastor Koenig's Nerve
Tonic for nervousness and fourd it to have the
desired effect in every case.
DOMINICAN SISTERS.

1300k on Nervous
gample bottle to any
r paticnts also get the me

l
hiR Temedy has been preparedby the Rev, Father
Koenig, of Fort Wayne, Ind., sinco 1516, and 18 now
= | under Lis direction by the
KOENIC MED. CO., Chicago, Ill.
49 S. Franklin Street.

Sold by Drugsistsat 81 per Bottlo. Gfor 85
Large Size, 81.70. 6 Bottles for 89

that the
confessional !

flesh.
man.
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In London by W. E. Saunders & Co,
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which

lluif- .fvt“lns' hv(‘ﬁt,. .lnt‘ndr' : saying his 9, Sarsd
hearing  just after Bismarck  had OO 5 sari
brought about the expulsion of the] — ¥

Pascal, a great I'rench writer,
said the heart has many reasons which
reason knows not of.

We should say

said **
was certainly not
voice of reason, but the voiee that came
from a corrupt heart

shun the
the

My, John Bailey

All le. Down

In health and strength nfter the grip,—1 wat
advised to take Hood's sarsapariila.
bottle gave me good sleep and tomed my
merves, my cough ceased and I gradually galned
Hood's Sarsaparilla susde meo n well
It hits the right spot
Groeer, 408 Chelmsford Street, Lowell, Mass,

Halt »

JouN Bainew

= Cures

Hood's Pills aro purely vegetable, and d¢

Sold by adl drugglsta

Silk  for

Booksellers
Church Ornaments,
Statuary and Religious Articles,

|
Pictorial Lives of the Saints

e AN )
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CHURCH VESTMENTS

Benediction Veils not made up, Front
Backs for Chasables, material for malk

'ots and Sprinkler
a varied assortiment of Candelabra,

supplied
and all articles of Uath

obbs Mie. Co.

London, Gut,

FOR DESIGNS

Chasubles in Red, Black, White and Purple,
all styles trom the plainest to the richest
erials and designs,

Copes and Ben

Preaching and Confessional Stoles.

s and

Patterns for Chasubles.

Watered
Cloth of Gald for Vestments, Liningz for
Canvas,

Vestments

Gold  and  Silver

Church Ornaments.

mdlesticks, P'rocessional

8
v

Miss.on Supplies.

with Prayer

When ordering please state
Who is to give the mission,
About how many families will attend
f'he day the mission vpens

How the goods have to be shipped t

and Stas
ments,

115 Churen B,
TORONT

$3.00.

< PrEpAY

The Pletorial Lives of the Saints eontsina
Reflections tor Every Day in the Year,
book 18 compiled from * Butler's
other approved sourees, to which are adddd
Ameriean
placed on the Calendar for the Unitod Hiatoea
of
Council of Baltimore

The
Lives'" and

Saints, reeently

the Third Plenary

and also the Lives of

{

the Saints Canonized in 1881 by His Holiness
Fdited by
With a beautiful frontisy
of the Holy Family and ne
Ile
Greatly admired by our Holy
Father, Pope Leo X111

blessing to the publishers; and approved hy
forty Archbishops and Bishops,

The above work will be sont o any of our
subseribers, and will also
for a year's subseription on Tne CATHOLIO

Tohn Gillmary
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rly tour hundred
itly bound in
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Three Dollars, Wae
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SANDWICH, ONT.
ERNEST GIRADOT & GO

Altar Wins n Specialty.

Our Altar Wine is extensively used apg
recommended by the Clergy, and our ¢ lnral
will compare favorably with the best 1

For prices and information addross,
E. GIRADOT & OO,

“rndwint e

PRAYER BOOKS . . .

We have now in stock a very large
and beautiful assortment of Prayey
Kooks, ranging in price from e, o
There are amongst the jot somae
gpecially imported for Presentation
Orders
promptly attended to,
a nice selection for any given sam
that may be sent ug, and if book ia
not entirely satisfactory, it may bs
re-malled to us, and money will ba

Address,
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