NOVEMBER 10, 1 00,
[

THE CATHOLIO

RECORD

OUR BOYS AND GIRLS.

THE STORY OF LITTLE BLANCHE

A Breton

Tale.
H., Horn, 8. J,, in American Messenger of the
Sacred Hearu for November,

THE ATHEIST AND LITTLE BLANCHE,

I must, dear reader, if you are not
afraid to come with me, use an author's
privilege, and penetrate into the in-
terior of the Chateau Nolr hidden away
in the woods between Pechols and Dek,
near Quimper, in Brittany. We will
enter the old library, and theres we
shall come upon a scene which, since
we are acquainted with the local gos
sip, might surprise us. The room was
large, and looked grave and antique
in its appearance and fittiugs. The
old bookcases were of mahogany and
had quaint figures carved along their
top. There was a large, very large
table, filling the middle of the room,
covered with a red cloth, There were
two doors, both protected by curtains,
a pair of large folding doors at one
end, and a emaller entrance in the slde
wall. There was & little of the musty
smell of books in the room, but this, &
fire of cedar log that burnped in the
grate, counteracted.

It was about S o'clock, and the
shades of evening had lengthened, and
the labels on the old bockcases were
growing dimmer and dimmer. At the
fire sat & man, musing as he gazed in-
to the crackling flames. Could this be
M. de Chauncy ? There was nothing
wizardlike about him. He was a
fine broad-shouldered man of about
fitty. Hisface, which was propped on
his fist, was by no mears repulsive.
His bright blue eyes, and long brown
heard, now whitening with age, gave
his face a pleasant enough appearance.
It was the face of a man who looked in
earnest, who looked as if he had a
heart that would love and could at
tract love : it was the face, too, of a
man, whom we might judge to have a
touch of enthusiasm in his nature.
Such might have been our first impres-
sion, But as he eat and mused, his
left fist pushed hard against his chin,
threw forward the lower part of his
face, and by degrees gave the whole
sountenance an unpleasant and dogged
look. But that might have been mere-
ly an accident of posture. Still the
blue eye did not look as bright and en
gaging as we might at first have sup-
posed it to be, The warm hearted en-
thusiast seemed to disappear from i,
and something colder take its place.
This perhaps was more truly the man
than the other. The less agreeable
look probably spoke the character,
rather than the more agreeable. At
least, €0 one might have judged, if he
ran his eye through the manuscript
which was lying on the red clothof the
table cloce at hand. It was an eesay
destined to appear in a week or two in
a well known French periodical. It
was an article on religion, fully in the
spirit of the age, full of doubt, full of
anxious questiove, full of theory. Yet
not g0 fuil of the latter as scme of the
writings we see on the same subject
Or, if it was, 'athée had managed to
throw a semblance of practical reason-
ing over his theoriging, which left
nothing conspicuously in it.
Thers was a sober conviucing air in
every phrage, which, but for the utter
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'a nwthine like religious faith
and the ;ir[ut disregpect shown to all
that was coneidered most sacred by
the general French nation of the time,
might bave raised the author in our
estimmation ag & man of grave and well-
intentioned views. At least, he was in
earnest in what he said, and if there
was one impression more than another
which would remain on the mind of
the reader of the essay, it was, that if
the doubts expressed in it could be
satisfactorily explained, the author
would not be a bigot in his opinions.
The tone of inquiry was too earnest for
that, Yet a Christian reader would
at the same time have felt that he had
here the work of & man who was more
truly a pagan than Cicero or Piato.
The superior claims of Christianity
were ignored, and the life of Christ
was treated merely as an interesting
episcde in the general history of man-
kind, and as leading to results that
were worthy of study for the historian
and philosopher. There was no hint of
exaggeration or malice in any passage,
but there was the perfect ignoring of
divine tradition.

The essay began with a history of re-
ligion. The chief systems of antiquity
were studied with care ; thelr common
points picked out ; their follies ex-
posed ; their cruelties brought to light;
the morality of their priests criticized,
and in many places condemned. Then
the seeming need of some religion was
dwelt upon ; the good which each had
done in its time to the peopie over
whom it held sway. Then the author
made a sudden and ekillful transition.
He went forward to an imaginary
standpoint in the future, and looked
back upon Christianity In the same
way as he had been looking back upon
the religions of ancient times. The
similarity of his treatment, the manner
in which he picked out what he was
pleased to call, the follies and the fault
of the religion of his fathers, the skill
with which he traced the same great
leading characteristics here, which he
had found in the pagan creeds of old,
was all well calculated to lead the mind
of a reader into his own groove of
thought—to look upon all religions as
mere natural phenomena. The writer
finlshed by drawing some conclusions
which ho eaid that everything tended
to confirm, viz., that all religion or
worship of a Diety came from the ten-
dency of man to deify and personify
he great and mysterious infinences

ich he comes across, and that the
{stian has for the Supreme Ruler

His god was formed as the anclents
had formed theirs, by the personifica-
tion of some little understood influence.
The manner was the same, though the
object was different ; that was all.

She had the athés written, and
evidently he wrote with facility. The
writing had been quick, the flourishes
were abundant, and the erasures few,
And now he eat at the cedar fire run-
uing on in the line of thought his
writings had evcked, with a moody
look upon his face, and the less pleas
ing traits of his countenance growing
more and more pronounced, as his head
bent deeper down upon his clenched
fist. He did not look the wizard people
thought him (far fromsit), but his ex-
pression was not of the pleasantest—
though, of course, this might have
been fancy.

Suddenly he took his hand away from
his chin and took up his watch, then
looked across at the side entrance op-
posite. Ah ! there was no mistake
now. His face had changed. It was
unmistakably an agreeable face. His
eye was kind and gentle now, and he
wore a fond, expectant look as hegazed
at the slde-door., Ha seemed to be lis-
tening for something. He tock up a
little bouquet of wild flowers, tied up
in a curious bungled knot with a piece
¢f blue ribbou and looked at them.
Then listened agein. Then quite soft-
ly and suddenly thera came a sound of
the door handle moving, preceded by
no sound of approaching footsteps.
The door opened and a little figure
dressed in blue slipped quietly from
behind the curtain, to which she gave
two or thres tugs to rearrange it be-
fore the door, then with a half grave,
helf shy air, she folded her little hands,
clagpiug all the time a bunch of wild
flowers, end walked in a solemn man-
ner, with a few pert ghakes of the
head, across the room. She came to
within & yard or two oI where her
father (for this was the athee's daugh
ter) was gitting, and there stopped and
made a solemn ceremonious bow ; then
as though all ceremony were concluded
she held up both hands and rushed at
her father, who was quite ready to re
celve her on to his knee. The loving
ceremony was alwaye gone through at
these little meetings of the father and
hisdaughter. A year before the pre-
sent date, he had returned from a long
tour on which he had been absent four
vears, and had first seen his daughter,
Blanche, since she was a baby. She
had then, on her first visit to him, been
carefully instructed by anold-fashioned
nurse as to how she was to bow to her
father and then say ‘‘ Welcome home,
dear father.” And the air of naivete,
with which his little daughter had gone
through the ceremony, had offered in
finite amusement to the old philosopher,
and he had told her that whenever
she came to #ece him che must
always bow, On that first occa-
sion, however, she had been far from
laying the same claims to a place on
his knee that she now did. She had
seemed almost as afraid of the old athee,
her father, as were the country chil
dren around. It was only after several
interviews that shebegzan to notice how
pleased he was when she exhibited the
little marks of affection which she had
been taught to show. Her mother she
had known till ¢she was five (she was
now seven)and since then she had been
almost the only one who was admitted
into tha old library to help the athee to
pass bis lcnaly hours.  She was regular
in her visits to him in the eveuing,
and usually brought him a bunch of
wild flowers, which had evidently been
all of her own collecting and arrang-
ing and tying up. She was full of
ideas, and had always something to tell
him of the plans she was going to carry
out, or the things she was soon about
to get for him, She would listen to
tales by the hour, as she sat on her
father's knee, and would put all kinds
of questions which were quite irrelev
ant to the main history, but which sug-
gested themselves to her mind as the
story proceeded. Then he would have
to make up explanations, which led
him often into fresh difficulties, till he
would go ¢ff laughing outright. Then
she would kneel upon his knee, grasp-
ing his beard with both hands, and
with an air of the greatest curlosity
ask him what he was laughing at. It
would have quite taken the country
people aback if they could have been
secreted in some gallery to watch the
proceedings at these nightly inter-
views. It was quite astonishing to see
how the old philosopher could become a
child again to satisfy and amuse his
little daughter, Ono day she had seen
in the distance some little children
playing horses. She had seen them
with a pair of reins fastened to a little
chap’s arm, driving him along with a
big stick, She was in great spirits
about this, and full of it when she came
to her father in the evening. She told
him all about it, and safld : ** You and
I might play, mightn't we, papa ?" Her
papa did not object and putin a few
suggestions as to how he should be har-
nessed. Then the little driver pre
pared herself with a good cane, and
the papa trotted off round the table.
He soon found out that he had no mer-
ciful driver, and the blows he recelvad
indiscriminately about the head and
ears and shoulders, were as lusty as the
most dogmatic Christian in the neigh
borhood ever wished he had the chance
of administerlng to the old athee. But
Blanche thought that this was part of
the game, and every now and then,
descending from her assumed charac-
ter, said : ‘' Isn't it fun, papa?” Her
papa had to call up all his philosophy
to prevent himself from getting angry.
However, he soon sald that he was
tired, to the surprise of the little coach-
man who was perfectly ready to con-
tinue. He had, in fact, to assume
quite a commanding tone before he
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blows and abuse. He was glad to be
released and would not play again
under any persuasion. It was very
seldom that they quarrelled in their
nightly interviews. Blanche was 8o
sensitive and so easily subdued that
she was not often carried away to be
really troublesome or disobedient.
Once or twice he had had to tell her
rather seriously not to say any more,
but to go to bed, and she had trotted off

he had felt great pangs all night, | h
thinking that he had been too cross
with her, and so had to be additionally
kind next night. One point there was
on which they differed. Almost as soon
as she had become familiar enough to
chat and say what she wanted to him,
she had said one night as she was
going to bed, and he had wished her|b
good night, *‘ Papa, say ‘ God blessmy | y
little Blanche.’ "
** What do you want me to say that | y
for ; isn’t good night enough ?"

‘*No ; mama always sald ‘‘God bless
my little Blanche.’”

‘* Well, you know, mama said what
I don't. Mama wore a nice frock like
you and I don't," he said, trying to
laugh, though he felt himself {n a cur-
fous position and could not tell why.
Another time, as Blanche was going
out of the room, she sald ‘‘ God bless
you, dear papa.” He looked at her a8
if he was going te reprove her, but
checked himself and said, ** There,

as best he could, but felt his awkward-
ness and hoped that Blanche would let
the matter drop. But her sharp little v
eyes had noticed something curtous in

to know why he would not say *‘God
bless you, my little Blanche.”

So one night when he had been espec-
iaily kind o her, and had beeu pailiug

‘God bless you, my little Blanche.’”
It was a question be could not answer ;
he sat staring at the fire, wondering
and wonderiog why it was that he
could not say ‘‘God bless you, my
little Blanche.” It seemed that to siy
““God bless you” every night to his
little daughter would be quite impos
sible, while at thesame time he felt very
loath to teil her, ** Oa, there i8 no such
as God.” Yet why could he not say
that ? She had asked him one night if
he thought that there were fairies in
the long wood in front of the house,
and he had explained to her that
fairies were all nonsense, that there
was no such thing, and he had told
her all this as something which at her
age she ought to know. But now
when she asked him why he did not
say ‘' God bless you,” he did not find it
at all the same thing for come unac-
countable reason. So he plunged into
one of his deepest reveries as he gazed
at the fire, and with something of an
unpleasant expression on his face
asked himself again and again why he
would not say ‘‘Ged bless you, my
little Blanche ;" while she, tired al-
ready and sleepy, lay against his arm
and kept repeating ina dreamy way,
letting her arm bang against his knee
every time she said it. ** Why won't

you say, ‘God bless your little
Blanche,’ you naughty papa? Why
won't you say ‘God biess your liitie

Jlanche,’ you naughty papa?” until
her head grew heavier and she fell
asleep against his arm, :till murmur-
ing and asking why he would not say
God bless his little Blanche.

But these small encounters were rare
and the old athée was not often put
through this awkward self-analysis.
They were happy evenings for both of
them—a relief for the phllosopher and
a welcome opportunity for Blanche to
show her affection for her papa. All
the summer Blanche came and always
had her little bundle of flowers, never
very artistically arranged, and some
times half composed of the ugliest
flowers she could have found, which
she, however, thought the height of
beauty. Winter ceme and she brought
him picture books to lock at and ex-
plain to her, and he would tell her
stories round the winter fire, Winter
went and the flowers came back and the
big ugly leaves grew rank on the bank
and in the woods, but there were no
little hands to plck them now and no
more visits to the library of the childish
form in blue. There was a little sick
room upetairs quite different to the big
old library, and in it little Blanche lay,
very pale and very sick, and papa had
now to come and visit her, not she him,
Not only in the evening he came, but
often during the day.

He would go into the fields and
woods now and make up bunches for
thelittle invalid. He chose dock leaves
and cow parsley, which had been favor-
ites of hers, and carefully bound them
up in blue ribbon, aund brought them
to her, and she always seemed to think
them nearly as beautiful as her own.
He had tried her with fine bouquets
from the hot-house sometimes, and she
appeared not to like them half so well
She always told him when he came that
she would perhaps be well enough to
get up to-morrow, and pluck him some
and show him the best places for
flowers, but the morrow never brought
improvement and each day she grew
weaker and weaker. She had no idea
that she was very ill, or, indeed, what
exactly being very ill meant. She was
only puzzed at this continued weakness
and continued bed.

One night she was worse and he had
comse to sit with her. Her volce had
left her, but he saw her lips move and
she muttered something. He leaned
forward to listen. ‘‘ Papa,” she sald.
‘“Yes, I MP here,” he answered sooth-
fngly. ‘' Papa, isn't it queer that I

to me.,"
tered.

would soon come when he could not go
to her nor ghe to him rushed upon him
He walked out of the room and closed
the door, and a violent outburst of sobs
convulsed his strong frame.
certain shame at sobblng thus llke a
child, and fought against it, but the
waves are slow to subside after a great
commotion, and half an hour later the
looking quite ashamed of herself, and | athée father might have been seen in

read, while every now and then a half-
suppressed sob told of the half spent
storm,

something.
said :
Blanche.”

murmuring, ‘I thought I would make

CHATS WITH YOUNG MEN.

nobie son that I8 not without its applic-
ability to persons on this side of the
pond :

man, ‘‘a young man in his home-—a
Very
name I must

trot off.” ‘' Now,” she said, ‘' you net mention. His was
ought to say ‘ God bless my little | the case of & man of genius, born of
Blanche.' " He got out of tke diffizulty | PArents who had no pretensions to

glnius at all, and who was incompar
ably in advance of his parents in cul-

man 8o circumstanced has been tempted
his manner at the time, and she wanted | t0 81ve himseif airs ; to look down up
on his parents as inferiors, to shudder
when they drop their h's;
with himself as the offspring of bour
geois or pleblan peonie of whom he is

her head and telling her that she was obliged to be ashamed. Not o the
his ‘‘‘own little Blanche.'” He was | YOung man of whom I speak. He had
quite taken aback, but she went taken as his rule of life the highest of
straight sn. ‘* Why won't you say all ideals —the ideal of Him ‘Who went

down to His parents at Nazareth and
was subjact unto them.’

him pour forth the stores of his unex-
ampled
treasures of his large heart in lessons
full of depth and beauty ;—and then
his dear old mother—a perfect type of
English middle clags womanhood, with
something of the holy Philistinism of &
narrow creed which invests its hum-
blest votaries with self-imagined infal-
libility —would lift up her monitory

and say—'‘ Now Willlam —we will call
him ** William," though that was not
name—'‘* listen to me.” Then, while
he and we respectfully listened, she
placldity, telling him how completely

notions —

‘* Hush, little one,” he mut-
The thought that an evening

He felt a

fs library, determinedly trying to

Another time he heard her mutter
Ho leaned forward, she
‘“Papa, say God bless my little
He at once answered, ‘' God
1&ss you, my Jittle Blanche, and make
ou better.” She smiled triumphantly,

ou say it at last.”
TO BE CONTINUED

A Noble Son.
J'san Farrar tells a true story of a

*'] recall,” says that eminent clergy-

great and famous man whoege

ure and education, Many a young

to condole

‘1 have sat at his table, and heard

eloquence, and unroll the

finger, before the assembled guests

would lay down the law with exquisite

mistaken he was in these new-fangled

* Proving all wrong that hitherto was writ,
And putting us to ignorance again

“ Yes, mother,” he would say, when
ker little admonition was ended ; and
the conversation would resume its flow
quite undisturbed, and the dear old
lady was more than satisfied.

‘It was the greatness of her son's
genius which made nim so good a son.
A smaller mind would have winced or
been contemptucus. ‘Men do not
make their homes unhappy because
they have genius,’ says Wordsworth,
‘bat becauss they have oot ezough
genius; a mind and seuntiment of a
higher order would render them cap
able of seelng and fesling all the
beauty of domestic tiec.’,”

Are you better educated than your
parents 7 Get down on your knees
and thank God for giving you self
sacrificing forbears willing to grant to
you what had been denied to them,
and show you yourself worthy of their
loving care by paying them back in
love, since you have not the money,
nor could enough of it be found, to
wipe out your obligations to them.

The Discipline of Fallure

The really great men of the world
are those who are not paralyzed by
fallures. Success 18 rare except
through repeated failures, Those who
put all at risk on one venture, and,
losing, weakly surrender, never ac
complish anything worth living for.
Failures should enter into the natural
expectation of everybody as a neces-
gary, if painful, partof the discipline
of life,
Few begin with anything like a
clear view of what they want to do,
and the fortune they seek may come in
a very different form from that which
they have kept in view. It may bea
very large success and yet scarcely
recognized. What many regard s a
victory may really be a defeat, and
men often mourn as losges what ought
to be constdered as gains. The child
that never falls never learns to walk.
Falls are failures which lead to suc-
cess,
Everything depends on how to take
our fatlures., Robert Louls Stevenson,
in one of the eleven rules he laid down
for the discipline of conscience, de-
clared :
“ Oar business in this world 18 not to
gucceed, but to contiuue to fail in good
gpiritg. "
This seems on first reading an inver-

slon. Surely it is worth while to suc-
ceed ! How can it be our business to
fail ? Is failure, then, better than suc

cess—a thing to be courted and work d
for ? Not at all. He means that fail-
ures are numerous and constant.
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keen as ever for that enterprise.’
This is the invincible spirit that will |

not own itself besaten because it |
stumbles and falls, but persists in ris-
ing and pressing forward, however
glow and difficult the progress. It

bravely refases to surrender, holding

that its business is to meet these inevi
table failures in good spirits. The
povelist had his ideal. It was to write

a great poem, He never achleved Iit,

but he was content, he wrote, to
‘ieobble little prose articles.” He
never wrote the great posm, but he
took his failure in ‘‘excellent good

gpirits,” and achieved success in a dif

ferent line,

There is vast helpfulness in this
thought, and for none more than for
those who are concerned with the dis
cipline of conscience  There are many
failures in the Christian life. It was
according to the divine plan that even
our Lord in some respects should fail
in His preaching—many refused to sac
cept Him ; He fatled in his teaching —
many retused to believe Him He
failed to restore the Kingdom of Israel
—they rejected Him ; He failed to con-
vince the world of His mission—they
erucified Him, He failed even with
His own disciples, who fell away from
Him and denied Him. There were
gome places where Ae could do no
mighty works — the unbelief of the
people thwarted Him And yet He
was not dismayed by failure. He did
not even refuse to face the greatest
geeming failure of His life — that
ignominious death on the cross The
greatness of His spirit was shown in
the way He eudured, in the cheerful
ness that which He gave Himself in
sacrifice.

[he great: of His triumph is be-
yond measure. He achleved a life
unequaled in power and iufluence for
onnd and tho warld with common af

cord points to His spotless character as
the one perfect model for mankind
Those who follow after Him meet many
failures. Like the disciples, they dis-
appear from His path sometimes, but,
nunlike Judae, who could not endure
failure, they reappear and press for-
ward againin good spirits,

A STRANGE CASE

Eye Trouble Which 1 veloped Into
Running Sores.

DOCTORS SAID 1T WAS CONSI

B LOOD, AND

LOOKED UPON A®
DR WILLIAMS I'INI 1Ll

WROUGHT A CURE

orgetown, On

}'rom the Herald, Gt

Our reporter recently had the pleas
ure of caliing on Mr, Wm. Thompson,
papermaker, at Wm. Barber Bros
mills, a well-known and respected
citizen of our town, for the purpose of
acquiring the details of hig son's long
illness and his remarkable recovery
through the uge of Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills, Mr. Thompson kindly gave us
the following intormation which will
gpeak for itself : ** About two and
half years ago my eldest son, (Gtarnet,
who 18 fifteen years old, took what I
guppoged to bo inflammation in his left
eyve. He was taken to a physiclan,
who advised me to take him to an eye
gpecialist which I did, only to find out
that he had lost the sight of the eyecom
pletely. The disease spread from his
eve to his wrist, which became greatly
a;vnll(m, and was lanced vo less than
eleven times. His whole arm was
completely useless, although he was
not suffering any pain.  From his
wrist it went to his foot which was also
lanced a couple of times but without
bringing relief. The next move of
the trouble was to the upper part ol
the leg where it broke out, large
quantities of matter running from the
gore. All this time my boy was under
the best treatment I could procure, but
with little or no effect. The trouble
wag pronounced consumption of the

They stand thick in every pathway.
We must make up our mind to meet
them, and not to let them dishearten
us. Here is the point. We are van-
quished if we take a failure as final.
We must not let it discourage us. We
shall fail and fail often ; but it is our
duty not to lose heart, not to give up

could make Blanche believe that his

blood, and I was told by the doctors thai
| you would not come ACTos8 & CAS® like
| 1t in five hundred. When almost dis-
couraged and not knowing what to do
for the best, & friend of mine urged
me to try Dr. Williams' Pink Pills say -
| ing that he had a son who was s fllicted
' with a somewhat similar diseace aod
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a trial and secured some of them at the

irug stors, and after my boy had
aken two boxes I could see the color
iming back to his sallow complexion
and noted a decided change for the

“1 mean to lead a life that should
keep mounting from the first: and |
though I have buen repeatedly down
agaln below sea:-level, and am scarce
higher than when [ started, I am as | i

gtarted to 1

y went n

taking them and
hs from the time he

o them 1 considered him

stly cured and not a trace of the

eft, except his blind eye, the

t of which he had lost before he
arted to use the pills. He has now
become quite fleshy and I consider him
one of the healthiest boys in the com-
munity If any person is desirous of
knowing the merits of Dr. Willlams
Pink Pills you may direct them to me,
as 1 can highly recommend them to
any person afll'cted as my boy was.”

Dr. Willtams' Pink Pills cure by go-
ing to the root of the disease. They
renew and build up tne blood, and
strengthen the thus driving
disease from the system. Avold imi-
tationg by Inslsting that every box you
purchase is enclosed in a wrapper
bearing the fall trade mark, Dz, Wil-
llams' Pink Pills for Pale People. If
your dealer does not keep them they
will be sent postpald at 50 cents a box,
or six boxes for %2 H0 by addressing
the Dr. Williams' Mediciue Co , Brock-
ville, Ont,

nerves,

B —
and Blow.

'hat is what you must do when you have
catarrh in the head The way to cure this
disease is to purify the blood with Hood's
Sarsaparilla.  This medicine soothes and
heals the ivflamed surfaces, rebuilds the
delicate tissues and permanently cures
catarth by expelling from the blood the scro-
fulous taints upon which it depends. Ba
sure to get Hood's.

Sneeze

Hood’s Pills

dapger in neglecting a cold..
ve died of consumption dated
g from exposure, followed by &
gottled on their luugs, and in a
wore beyond the skill of the

Had used Bickle's
tive Syr efore 1t was too
would have been spared.
has no equal for curing
all affections of the throat

The non irritating cathartic

any wi

holera or summer com=
o1 onee for a bottle
Dysentery Cordial

" ta

in subduing that
ceng the strongest

y y young and deh
+ who have used this cholera
it acts promptly, and never
L thorough cure,

with wondert
dreadful dise
man and that
cate

medicin
fails to ¢

Worms ¢ foverishness, moaning and
rastlessness during sleap. Mother Graves’
Worm lxterminator is pleasant, sure, and
effactual, If your druggist has none in
stoelk, gat him to procure it for you.

INDIGESTION, resulting from weakness of
the stomach, is relieved by Hood's Sarsapar-
illa, the greatest stomach tonic aud cure for
DYSPREPSIA
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And teach the children to do 8o by using
CALVERT'S
CARBOLIC TOOTH POWDER
6d., 1/-, 1/6, & 1 1b. 5/ Tins, or

CARBOLIC TOOTH PASTE
6d., 1/-, and 1/6 Pots.
They have the largest "',‘“ff" any Dentifrices
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