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—
THESWEETEST NAME,

BY B. F. DB COSTA,

pabdllioc iy

Sweet is the fragrance of the summer rose,
The flower of all flowers

Which flings its fragrance far and wide,
At morn and noon and eventide,

W hile light and shade alternate glide
Around its blushing bowers :

But sweeter than the ros@’s breath,
The Name that lives in life and death,

The Name of Jesus,

Sweet is the music of the wild bird's song,
That tunes the heart to gladness,

When first the magic days of spring,
Fair Southlard copes conjuring,

The warblers swift, true manstrels, bring,
To chase the winter sadness ;

But sweeter than the wild bird's voice,

When springtime blooms and fields rejoice,

The Name of Jesus.

Swaet is the ozone of the summer sea,
Distilled by waves of ocean,
The white capped move an ordered band,
In swan like beauty toward the land,
To comb and break on golden sand,
In jubilant commotion :
But sweeter than all ozone rare
The ocean’s buoyant breezes bear,
The Name of Jesus.

Sweet is the incense of the summer morn,
Amid the waking mountains,

When all the earth in beauty gleams,
Bathed in the joyous sun's rich beams
That glad the rushing, sparkling streams,

And gild the brimming fountains ;
But sweeter than the perfamed air

Of morn amid the mountains fair.
The Name of Jesus.

Ave, sweet the odor of the summer rose,
The ozone of the ocean,

The balmy air of pineclad hill,
The wild bird’s dulcet matin trall,

That moves the soul as sweet bells thrill
When calling to devotion ;

But sweeter than earth’s sweetest thing
The Name enraptured angels sing,

The Name of Jesus.

OUR BOYS AND GIRLS.

LITTLE RODY.

He was a fair, fragile little urchin, with
light curly bair and clear blue eyes that
looked straight at you when he cried.

“Buy a paper, sir?”’ ‘“Carry your p

cel 77

Yes, Rody was a verilable street Arab,
#ith no one to love him, no one to care
for him; a poor waif, that the world |
seemed to imagine was made of tougher

stuff than flesh and blood. But Ro

was not accustomed to think over his | lly lack
misfortunes, and did not consider himself | unusually Muc
ill-used becauge cold and hunger formed

a part of his daily existence,

nimself lucky
dropped him & copper.
the precice time this emall boy had

hLabited our globe, and yet he had su ffered
more, much more, than many of us easy-
going, well-tc-do worldings suffer in & life-

time,

There was & time when Rody was i}
outcast,
xhen he bad a little cot and a fond

away
a8 she

peither a waif mnor an

mother, who tucked him
each pight in warm blankets,
zissed him, whispering softly, *( rod bl
my own boy, Rody! God love my o
boy! my own little Rody!"” That wa

jong time ago now, nearly four years, hut
and often,
when he felt cold and miserable, it did
him good to think of those far-off days,

Rody remembered it well,

and to picture to himself the cott

where he had knelt at his mother’s knee,
and learped the first lessons of piety,
truth and love. Yes, Rody liked to dream

of that happy time, and relate to
wondering companions how he had o
lived in & cozy, thatched cottage,

cowslips in green fields,
“But why

1 ank
&

SUme paie-iaced mwilc WO

was & question the boy never chose to
the tears
which were 8o near his eyes, might steal
and then Rody con-

answer. Perhaps he feared
down unawares,
sidered it unmanly to betray all he
for his dear, dead mother. And yet,

the same, when alone: * Ahl why had
she died and left him?'’ was the ques-

tioning cry of the child’s heart.

It was only in & shadowy, distant way

Rody remembered his father, the
strong man who used to lift him on

shoulder, whistle to him and kiss him,
One bitterly cold week in January that | /
kind father died, and the doctors eaid ing
had claimed another victim
Rody’s pretty, fragile mother

pneumonia
a8 its own.
never recovered from the shock of
young husband’s death, She pi
away slowly, and before two years
passed was laid beside him in the chu

yard. Atthat time Rody had only a very
vague idea of death. The poor little fel-
low cried when Le looked at his mother's

pale, still face and worn, {ranepa
nands, and begged her toto speak to 1
Kind friends and neighbors, a8 ist
wont, took the child from the bedside,
filled his pockets with sweetmeats.

“Don’t cry, Rody!" they said; ** your
mother has gono to & happy home above

the gkies.”

“Why did mother leave me all alone b 4

wailed the child.

“Because God called her,” they
him, “and you must be a good boy,
you'll be with her later on. Your U
Joe or his wife will be coming for
from Dublin to-morrow 8o, don’t cry
more.”

But, Rody was not to be qnieted,
robbed and sobbed, and called :
““Muddyl Muddy! your own
Rody wants you!"

Even when the hard-faced, black-eyed
woman, who called herself Aunt Ellen,
lifted him into & third-class carriage,
which was to bring him away from the

and
sathered violets from mossy hedges and

did you not always stay
where the trees and flowers were, Rody ?”
i k. That

little

Uncle Joe was in the habit of spending
the greater part of bis week's wages in
the public-house, and his slatternly wife
was very little better in this reapect,
Alas! poor Rody was the chief sufferer,
for he came in for blows from both parties.
Often when Aunt Ellen feared to vent her
angry passion on her husband, the child
proved a convenient object on which to
revenge herself. Sy, too, on the other
hand, Uncle Joe relieved his feelings by
beating the poor child,

Very soon Rody’s dimpled cheeks lost
their roses, and a hunted, hungry look
stole into his great dark eyes, For hours
together he sat, with his little face pressed
against the dirt-besmeared window, his
little heart breaking for one word of love or
pity. Things did not improve with time
in Uncle Joe's dwelling, Iach year &
greater nnmber of blows fell to Rody's
lot. Kach year he longed more and more
to get awsay from his inhuman protect-
ors.

One dark winter night, when the child
had been maltreated more severely than
uenal, he fled from his wretched home to
return no more. Alone, hungry and
migerable, Rody staried to eke out & pre-
carious existence, Poor little mite! He
faced the world with a braver heart than
many & man, yet what a sickening feel-
ing of deepair often took possession of
him of he stood at nightfall at the corner
of some deserted street, a bundle of un-
sold * Evening Telegraphs’’ under his
arm, and not & penny to call his own.
tverywhere aronnd him was food, money
and warmth, but only cold and hunger
were his portion, But what had this
small waif done? Of what crime was he
guilty that he should gez» with famish-
ing eyes at the good things of this world
and yet never taste of them-—no, were he
slowly dying of hunger! Poor little Rody!
He had injured no one—done no evil—
but he was poor, wretchedly poor, and,
therefore, paesers-by thought, if they
thought at all, that it was meet, that it
was nataral that he should suffer.

Rody did not seek pity, or wail out in
distress, He bore his privations with a
mute callousness which might have
shamed many a stronger gonl. He beat
his cold, mud-besmeared feet against the
wet pavement when they were cold, and
contented himself with gezing in at
savory dishes in cook shop windows when
adverge fortune had left him supperless.
But there was something which grieved
Rody even more than cold and want, and
a that was the longing of his soul to love

Y !and be loved. Kven when he had been

ar-

pever could have explained,

in- { PO1 i
which kept him so long from gin.

and ,sorrow to

eess
wn

sa profitable to cheat or steal than be honest.

ago only left him destitute.

his

noe | Evening Talegraphs "’ in his hand.

tered hetween

bidden tears that were
hie cheeks wilk (Lo 3i08Ve O Ui
coat

‘filﬁ speaker, and then

in blue' a8 his natural enemy.

not till then, he stopped.
tall,

hacking cough.

children.
fear, watched them.

able.

her :
toward him.

ned
had

h- b
4 the merits of a pop-gun.

—he was starving and ill.
one was looking.
take it. He stopped down,
the money, and then
for his very life.

rent
him, | WP
heir
and
thief! Stop thiefl"

Rody heard them,
was followed.

suers.
told
and
ncle
you
any

He

still ringing in his ears.
his hand
felt it wet with warm blood.

to be echoed and
winter wind.

sweet, wild country and the home he s

loved to a crowded tenement-house
dismal back street in the Liberties,
he cried. However, young 88 he

Rody soon fonnd there was no good in

ting or wailing for his dead mother. Aunt
Ellen, to say the least of her, was not
sympathetic. From the firstshe regarded
He would
the canse of extraexpense and trouble,
and this one fact was quite sufficient to

the child as a nuisance.

make Rody very objectionable to

aunt. Uncle Joe, Rody learned to regard
He wasa dark,
surly man, who at times was kind to the

in rather a peculiar light.

child, but oftener beat him, swore at

and told him to begone and beg.

#ome time the child was unable to ac-
count for his uncle’s uncontrollable fits of
Ppassion, but, as he grew older, he began
tn perceive the reason why his uncle and
ry quarreled so frequently and

ercely—why they declared they hated
each other—that they wished one an-

aunt

Other dead, Both were d

ina
still
was,
fret-

no more.

less little figare in the gateway.

only wild, incoherent words escaped
lips. There was 8 strange,

| lustre in his blue eyes, his

im | to side.
e « [ hear them, they

For

he would wail,
It was all

y in the sale of his paper,
or Dame Fortune had bestowed one whole
When & l ghilling on him a8 his own, the child felt

; i . in ir ‘hich he
fow crumbs from the rich man’s table fell | that vagne feeling of lonelinese whien b

to his lot bLe erjoyed them, and called |
i a kindly paeser-by
Eleven years wag

Perhaps it
was this emotion which made him cling
to the sweet memory of his mother, and
erhaps, too, it was the thought of her

jut the boy was human — intensely
! human—be did not pray; in fact, he had
forgotten God and prayer, and when the
yoor, a8 we all know, become unmindfal
of their Father in heaven or learn to re-
gard Him in & far-off, shadowy way, they
find it very hard, indeed, in their want
keep to the right path.
Rody was not ap exception to this rule.
He often felt it would be much more
much easier to lie than speak the trath,
but then there was no one to CAare par-
ticalarly, he thought, what he did—it
was all the same whether he was good or
bad, and the fact of being upright had

Such was the train of Rody’s thoughts

lower and lower, and then died away al
together.
white and wasted Rody lay, his great |
blue eyes wandering from bed to bed

vainly tryiog to recollect himself and l and confirmed him. A tender-hearted | it the disadvantages resulting
goess when they came to his bed, and

time, but that want and exposure had
done their work—he conld never recover.

ent and quiet.
which surrounded his cot pvzzled hie
little brain—it was so different to the
migery to which he was accustomed !

1

fred’s gentle voice telling of the love of

t

1

one cold winter evening a8 he stood at
Grafton street corner with a few unsold

“Little use 1've trying to live,” he mut-
his chattering t-eth.
“ Eyery one can have gomething but me.
I'm always the worst off of the whole of
them,” and Rody wiped away the un-
trickling down

tattared

“(Come, my boy,get on now! You can’t
stand here!” cried & voice by his side.
Rody raised his clear, honest eyes to the
fled in terror, for the
street Arab generally regards the “ Bobby
When
he had reached the end of the street, and

Poor little mite! his head was throb-
hig | bing madly, and his frame shook with a

A few yards from him
was & gay toy shop sutrounded by laugh-
Rody, relieved from his
They all looked 8o
happy, be thought. He alone was miser-
Suddenly & bright sailling rolled
He gezed at it longingly.
He knew it belonged to one of those
merry boys who were eagerly discnesing
They had plenty
Boagides, no | 4
He could easily
picked
ran as if
Bat he had been seen,
and six pairs of legs followed in swift
pursuit, and shrill voices yelled, “Siop

and knew that he
He strained every nerve,
every muscle, to keep ahead of his puar-
He darted down one street, then
up another, now ran through one lane,
now through amother, until he fell ex-
hausted in » dark gateway, his b_rmE
swimming, and the cry of *Stop thief!
As he raised
to his throbbing forehead, he
A thousand
lights, he thought, danced bqforu his eyes,
while * Stop thief | Stop thief |” seemed

re-echoed by the shrill
Although Rody presaed
his little hands against his ears to deaden
the sound, yet the wierd cry still went on,
only growing louder and louder each min-
ute, until at last it culminated in one
long wild ghriek, and then—Rody knew

Some hours later some workmen who
were passing found & huddled-up, 881‘:]!0-
ey

brought the child to the hospital close by.
There, gentle nuns laid him in a neat
be | white cot to fight the battle between
death and life. When Rody spoke agagps,
i
unearthly
pale cheeks
were flushed like scarlet, and the fair,
unkempt carls toseed restlessly from side

are coming,com-
ing, nearer and nearer—they are crying
¢ Stop thief I and I can ram no farther !

in vain that gentle Siater

how Jesus used to take them in His
arms and bless them, and say : ** Saffer

is the kingdom of heaven.’

of loneliness. He knew God cared for | was over. Ilis white childsoul had | =-¥he comsideration ot our tople can-
him and watched over him even more | gone “home” to (od.—The Irish Mes- | ROt be better concluded than by & few p
tenderly than his own long lost mother. | senger. words suggestive of the kind of success

Oae day, when Sister Winifred asked — most worthy of struggle and effort, ‘The t i

him where she should send for his father
and mother, he replied, raising his eyes
to Sister Winifred’s sweet face in awaze-
mant : “ They are dead long ago " he
said, sobbingly.
for myself ever 8o long."’

“ Poor little mite !" murmured thenun, | Wil you boldly and cheerfully take yoar and gaining popular praise and adula-
“ (God loves you all the better for being i ul;]uml ; ol A tion, or power, or even fame, involves
itn 12 Che D AW, W o C 1
poor and lonely—yon are one of His oWn | W0 are H‘U,"";'h"'al“)‘fd“,""‘]““.:“";"‘“‘_’blr_”:”“’ an element of self-secking and selfish- : fhard ich ha k-
favorite little ones !" For God and the right and fallen man ness which cannot fail to cheapen the | ;Lrwwm‘\l o
As she spoke, a faint flugh stole into | Or will you sink, debased and blind, heroism of the struggle. The , able qualities tor easy and quick wash-
the ehild's ‘chioeks, for those words awak- | &0t (e B0 o or froc— | hocokem O e MengEis,  Taess itk | [} it SURIRES iy maln O |
ened in his childish heart pangs of keen | Which shall be. 1ade 1 which shall it be ? : L Pl i
/hi lads 7 be sult 8 S | Play ol wash days Try it yoursells i
remorse, and he felt & great tearless sob | Which suall it bo - "ho homa-life sweets difficulties for the purpose of acquiring | VIR pare Aafid |
rige in his throat. The sad recollection, 8“’11“'”" "'l"ll“ﬂ“ rof tipy feet; riches may become a new and import 4 ST. CROIX SOAP MFQ. CO. !
f z Y r * B( t + B y ! n o ) P
like & painful pictare, rose before him, | The LA *':.‘,',;‘H’,""”(‘,,.‘},r,',f"c’,,:‘lf‘l‘r"f“.fl'ﬂ",mn, ant recruit in the busy forces that | @ St, Staphen, N.B,
that he had been & bad boy—he had for- | Wre ked fives, or the strength that never | CFeate and increase the vast volume of | &
Y e 1 flags. ’ . & 4 .t
gotten God, he had‘slolen and, Qh'. what | pace and plenty, or ruin and rags ! the world's progress and greatness ; he
would mother gay if she knew 8ll 2 And | Whick shall iv be, lads ! which shall it bet may be charitable and may devote a
as the thoughts crowded on him Rody | Which ehall it be ! Two paths lie here— fair share of hi
. : The A . . ' . g wealth to the ameliora
covered his head with the blanket to hide Ao T ‘l)',"“{',’;’,t.',‘m,“f,‘,’,',“‘:."{[','[.f:.‘ ahlwhere ? | 41on of distress and the relief of desti l
his grief. But the ‘choice, dear lads, is for y y | 3 y Whe le
L » e sl B . , de 8, you, for you! . N d ien Ale 18 thoroughly masured 1.
Needless to gay, Sister Winifred’s vigits | And remember now in your boyhood’s vn’me Imlou', and his career may fittingly il 18 not only palatable, but’ wholesorie
io Rody’s bed were very frequent. He }rth|,:u“|:r,k::::"f L,t:”‘,‘l :‘,?dllh“”:“;“t"“?”:'("l;: ’Il‘l;tr&.(’hlihﬁ helpﬁ;l needs of adversity. . (;)\r!\ng‘u Al:a 18w ways iuny agew
= . e ¢ § ACK, 8 saint’s bent Knee— e » pefore iL 18 p ple
was “ such & friendless and foriorn mite’’ | Which shall it be, lads? which shall it be ! sf v dng‘;; =8 y no meaus to be de e R L sts i ., 18 o e
she felt strangely drawn toward him. —Sacred Heart Review. preciated. ut the young man who by the toneh of time bav.« Il resces |

Itis false humility for a ycung raanto Ale shou!

e o 8 3 ¥ i e 1 woe Lo 1L that th v

kqnv:}rlue(]l‘ he regarded he;: t::u 8 i\{\Y'BI“ {ndulze the notion that he istoo in will be useful and valuable to others, Ale shouid aee 101t tha 10y Taceiv 4
riend. was very true that Sister Wwin- (fisant 1800 who loves success only as a means of Its easy enough 10 get it, a8 nearl 8
ifred had not spent ten years pursing significant to ba {influencing others. b ¥ every dealer in Canada sells Oar M:}r

grew on her that Rody was restiegs, some

At last, however, the plaintive cry grew pn_redd h}fm lfﬁr co’nfeuion, and he re-' education and as much social and mor- '
lo | ceive is Blessed Lord many times. | a]cul 0 3
The fever had gone, and weak, | His Lordship, the Bishop, who took a It s: Mlu“t‘lon 0 e RERES S ey
reat interest in the child, when he | ‘e sk of 'h‘.ﬁf’ {8 caused by un- |
earned his tonching story, kindly came | avoldable or excusable p”v“m""““d
rom |
lady visitor had given him a beantiful | this lack are berve in a modest, manly |
picture of the Sacred Heart, which he | manner, they need not causs any dim
always kept near him and kissed over | inution of the respect and esteem other
and over. Daring several honrs on this | wise deserved. Butdifferent treatment
m‘ll'“ll“i( }'U lﬁly.l“"\:' his bands joined | will be accorded those who, with die- |
and his face lig ited np with an unde- { § ;
geribable look of peace and happiness. fll:t:nll:gnprldlu nndku vaiger dlsplay of |
Oace, when Sister Winifred bent over his . penly make a virtue of their |
bed, he murmared : ignorance and mock at the restraints |
«'Tagus will 8Boon come to take me home and amenities of decent soclal assocla |
to Himself in heaven !” tion. Fighting quelitics we must have
Daf ] g
3efore the evening shadows fell across | if we would couquer adversity, but
hl;s»m.he bed, Rody said : there 18 po danger that they will be
5 Tll'ler, I am going to Jesns now ! | weakened or diluted by their essocla-
on’t be long :m‘}‘l,l you come up to me, | tion with educational opportunities
sure you won’t?” The words were fol- | gnq refining influences
lowed by a sweet, grateful smile—and all £ . '

aid that the child might linger some

Meanwhile Rody had grown very pati-
The comfort and kindness

Ie listened wonderingly to Sister Wini-

he Sacred Heart for little children, and

ittle children to come to Me, for of such

Gradually Rody began to lose his sense

best quality of success is not oftenest |
found in relationship with affairs ordi ] ¢
narily considered the most practical
and material, The strife to put one’s
gelf in the way of acquiring a fortune,

CHATS WITH YOUNG MEN.

WHIOH SHALL IT BK ?

“ 1 have been workin s
8 | Which shall it be, 1ads § which shall it be !
God, or the devil, bond or freet

the publie.
People who wish 1o use the be#

enters upon the contest for the sole
purpose of fitting himself for a life that

He was always very shy and regerved
when she spoke to him, and yet ghe was

doing good and who eees &s the pleas-
ant fruit of victory an ivcreased op
portunity for leading his fellow man to
a higher plane of conduct and to &
purer moral and mental atmosphere,
will achieve a career free from any
taint of selfishness and whose grandeur
will shine as & bright light guiding
those who seek self sacrificing human

Ales and Porter.

CARLING

LONDON

OKEEFE'S

Day by day, whatever may be the rules
and dcotrines that proceed from his lips,
his life constitutes the law to be obeyed
by those around him. Consclously or
unconselonsly, though his position may
pot seem exalted enough to command
observation, somebody with whom he
is brought inte contact is feeling the

little boys in vain.  Little by little it
gecret trouble must be weighing on his
mind. She must win his confidence and
bring him relief !

One wild evening, when the wind was
gobbing and moaning pitifally around the
city hospital, Rody geemed more dis-
turbed than usnal.

‘ . : force of his ivfluence, and either con . .

« Are you weary and tired of the bed )

darling " asked s,:m} Winifred, luy'mé tracting injury or being thereby sure }’1““3 and m’*k“’ft manifest every LI(]UId EXtI‘aCt 01 Malt
her hand gently on the child’s throbbing ly lifted upward. eature of the sweet uses of adversity A from an exhibition
furehead,1 For & moment Rody was sill- e ——— — 8 mof DALY & e
ent, while the wind outside mercilessly - X b - to only ua the pro-
beat against the window panes, and | The Usse of Adversity. PERMAN_WEY CURED Toans of s he thelrgoots,
shrieked throngh the keyhole. Ah! it Ex - President Grover Cleveland is | After Seven Years of Great Suffering. 0'Keefe’s Liquid Ex-
reminded him so much of his last night | the anthor of this article : tract of Malt was not
in the streets, and that stolen shilling ! “No young man should wistfully | MR HAMILTON WATERS OF RIDGEVILLE, mannfactured at the

« Sigter Winifred,”’ he cried, in broken
accents. * Sister Winifred, 1 want to ask
you, to ask you 8o many things that my
head is aching with the thoughts of
them !"’
« 1 am listening, Rody,” the nun ans-
wered, gently.
« Sister Winifred,” he cried, where
am 1? Ilas the place anything to do
with a prison ? You know 1 should be
in prison !"
 No, Rody, no ! you are in the hospital
—a place for good little boys who are
pick,”” answered the nun. Rody at once
raised his confiding eyes to the Sister’'s
sweet face, while his cheeks glowed like
scarlet, and his lips quivered, a8 he said,
hurriedly :
« T am glad it is not a prigon, but, Sis-
ter Winifred, I am not & good boy.
stole & shilling the mnight 1 came here.
Oh! I was 8o sick and tired that evening!
and the money tempted me. 1’'ve been
thinking of it ever since, and to-night "'
—put Rody Gid nct Snigh entance ;
he buried his facain his little wasted
hands, and he sobbed alound.
“ Don’t cry, my poor little Rody,”
whispered the nun, goftly. * You are
very sorry for stealing the shilling, and
Jesus will forgive you. He knew Him-
gelf what it was to be poor and lonely,
Rody—pray to Him, and He will comfort
you, and He will have mercy on you I"
«'Does He know how hard I tried to be
honest ? How badly I wanted money
when 1 stole ?”’ asked Rody.
“ Indeed, He does,” answered Sister
Winifred. * Oar good Jesus is always
watching over us, and He knows every-
thing,”
«Then I won't find it so hard to ask
His pardon,’ the child gaid. “ He'll re-
member how hungry and sick I was |’
Poor Rody ! Had he been ever 8o elo-
uent he could never have described
half he went through gince his mother's
death, and yet he felt very guilty, indeed.
He had been tempted sorely, but all he
seemed to remember was that he had
stolen. he
By degrees Sister Winifred learned from
Rody the story of his life, how happy he
had been for those first few years with his
idolized mother, then his sorrow and
loneliness in the city tenement-house,
and lastly his bitter struggle to earn &
living in the streeta. It was & sad tale,
but it is the tale of many in ourcities and
towns, for, a8 a rule, there are many dark
days and heavy rainfalls in the lives of

time of the World's Fair
and so was not exhiblted
there, We have, how- !
ever, submitted samples
1o leading medical men
j| avd chemisis in nearly
every eity and town in
Canada,nand all whohave
looked into the matter
carefully, say O'Keefe's i
is the best Liguid Ex- 1

tract of Malt mude.

TELLS OF HIS RELIEF FROM NEURAL
GIA RHEUMATISM AND STOMACH
TROUBLE THROUGH THE AGENCY Ot
DR WILLIAMS PINK PILLS,

look ahead at the bright awards of a
grand career and allow himself to be
prevented from enteriag the race for
their possession by adverse surround-
ings. O course, there may be condi-
tions of his own mind or character that
absolutely and unrelentingly close the
door upon him. If he is infirm in reso-
lution,deficient in self reliant persever
ance, lagking in courageous, ambition
or generally weak in digposition he
cease the contemplation of a high
should career and fix his eye on some-
thing lower and less diffizult. Ease may
bring to euch a man contentment, but
neither ease nor adversity will make
bim great. To those who are courage
ous, self reliant, determined and con
stant it is given to soAr high, as they
breast the keen wind of adversity, and
for them there is nothing more exhil-

For years Mr. Hamilton Waters, the
well known cattle buyer of Ridgeville,
Ont., was an acute sufferer from neu-
ralgia, which was later complicated
with rheumatism and stomach trouble

But now, thanks to Dr. Williams' Pink
Pills, he 18 enjoying the best of health.
Speaking of his iliness and subsequent
cure, Mr. Waters eaid: ** For seven
years I suffered great agony from necu-
ralagia. The pains were of a darting,
excruciating nature, and for days at &
time would be so great that I feared I
would lose my reason, To increase
my migery, I was attacked with rheu-
matism, and this was closely followed
arating and stimulating than to see stomach trouble. My joints and
threatening circumsiaoves gawhering limbs hegams swollen and 1 was almost |
in their path, and to feel the joyous | helpless. I suffered from nausea and
thrill that gives the signal for a con-|a decided loathing for food. I became
fident trush against them very thin, and was constantly troubled
It must be admiited that after full| with cold sweats. At different times I
recognition of the homor due to those | was treated by three physicians with

wh» have broken away from the temp | out recelving anything in the way of
tations of ease, the banner for the most | permanent penefit. 1 grew despond

valuable accomplishments in the fleld | ent and began to think that I would
of the world’s activity must be awarded | always be a sufferer, when one day my
to the graduates of the hard school | druggist advised me to try Dr. Wil-
where, by keen contests with advarsity, | liams' Pluk Piils. Ho said that with-
the power of will and tha vigor of self- | in his xnowledge there was not a case
reliant persistency are trained and de | where the pills had been usad but
veloped. This proposition 18 justified | what benefit had followed, and he add-
not only by the preponderating num- | ed : This is saying & lot in thelr
ber of these graduates among those | favor, for I have sold over five thou

who give push and movement to great | sand boxes, and have not had a com

enterprises and direct and regulate the | plaint from anyone.' Following hig
currents of the world's businees, but | advice,I procured a supply of the pills,
by the further fact that the momentum | and after a few weeks I could note an
of effort galned by hard training, | improvement in my condition. By
together with the constant goading of | the time I had taken eight boxes of the
neceesity, impel such graduates to a | pills the neuralgia and rheumatism
long continuance of work, an assidu- | had entirely disappeared, and my
ous interest and participation in the | stomach was once more in & healthy
affairs of life and a lively anxiety for condition. My appetite improved,and
their extension and betterment. It | 1 gained in weight and strength daily.
must be conceded that these give a It {s now over two yearssince I discon

better guarantee of usefulnees than is | tinued the use of the ptlls, and all that
promised by the success attained with- | time I have evjeved the best of health
out rugged contest and which constant: | and haven’t felt an ache or pain, 80

W. LLOYD WO0O0D, Wholesale Dmm
General Agent, TORO. ;
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NEW PUBLICATIONS.

Meditations on the Life, the Teachings
and the Passion of Jesus Uhriat, ¥or
Kvery Day of the Koclesiastical Year., By
ov. A. M. 1ig. 0. 8. F. C. Kdited by Rav.
R. F. Clarke, 8 J., 12mo, cloth, 2 volumes weé,
350, Postage, 30 cents exira

Mass Devouvions and Readings on the

o1r city Waifs. ly invites indulgence in tranquility | that I think that I am gafe in saying | mass. By Rov. F. X LASANCE Contains
T o or Winifred, I'll never forget to | and comfort. that my care {8 pormanent. In fact, | HELTL oL o, the Mase a0 ook W
love God again, not even if I live to be « It sometimes seems as though suc- elght boxes of Dr. Willlams' Pink | mo, cloth, red edges, 75 cents ;

ever 8o old,” the child would cry, with his | cessfal struggle with difficulties gave | Pills accomplished what three doctors "X'('-f,'.'.'.',fﬁ-‘(l.\f:;'.::fi'v':"-'.flﬁf}"v;fnm"\vfl:fm'

eyes fall of tears and with clasped
hands.

“ Would you find it very hard to die,
Rody ?" Sister Winifred asked one day.
Rody looked startled. * To die ?" he re-

had failed to do, and I feel I am justi-
fied in warmly recommending them to
others.”

A very high medical authority has
said that ‘ neuralgia 15 a cry of the

rige to & kind of arrogance on the part
of the victordous toward those in easler
condition and a depreeiation approach-
{ng contempt for education and every
other broadening and refining advan.

amples from Scripture, the Fathers, ete. By {
Rov. H. Rourus, D. D. With a Praoctiee, 4
Reflection and Prayer on each Article of \A8 Ly
Creed, by Very Rov, FERREOL ((IRARDHY, @,
ss.R., 16mo, cloth, illustrated, $1.00.

Munusl of the Hoiy Name. Containing

eated, the Rules, Indulgences and Kxercises of De-
P et Rody.” tage. So far as this arrogance is an | nerves for better blood.” Rheuma- Vvotion for the Uso of the Members of the
Yes, Vs 3 Holy Name Society. Compiled from Ap-
The tears trickled down the child's | outgrowth of envy it 18 ungenerous | tism is also recoguized as & disease of | proved Writings of Dominican Authoes.
cheeks as he said, sobbingly : and self-dobasing, and if such depreci- | the blood, and it s because Dr. Wil- | 82 mo cioth, & d edgos, 50 cehle 1 Smora.

w1 never thought of dying, Sister,” he | atlon and contempt eprings from brav- | liams’ Pink Pills are aboveall things & | T e %Ny Rev. A Tesviere.  Cranslated
gaid, and turned his face to the wall. An|ado or recklessness, it cannot be too blood-making 8od blood enrichiog | by Miis ANNE Il:{._)lx»-.'\;:*-isulsl: l;\‘ml:mn:.":

mo, cloth, n ' @ 4 ¥ , 12 o8 )

hour later, when Sister Winifred came to
her little favorite's cot, he took her hand,
and drawing her over to him, he whis-
pered :

« 1 won't be sorry to die if God wishes
it, only, only I nsed to think of living and
being very good, to pay back the sbilling,
and to make up for all the time 1 was

"

goon corrected. The battle with ad-
versity is waged not only to vanquish
an antagonist standing in the way,
but for the fullest enjoyment of the re
sults of victory, and those results will
be larger, better and more satisfying
as the capacity to profitably and ra-
tionally utilize them {s increased.
The riches of an ignorant man can
easlly make more prominent his morti-

medicine that they so speedily cure
thesa troubles, Bat you must get the
geunuine, with the full name Dz, Wil-
liams' Pink Pills for Pale People print
ed on the wrapper around the box. It
in doubt, sent direct to the Dr. Wil- 2 A A s e
liams’ Medicine Co., Brockville, Oat., M:;ly'"sn:’l!ﬁf{mﬁl}c“;;‘;r'l!n‘:.“ “ﬁﬁ.’u. “oth 8
and the pills will be sent postpaid at | cents. o e Gk yii
50 cents & box or six boxes for S‘J 50 D:...:‘.J:r"“rﬁ:m.lill(l‘n(ml.i.l;mvd%uvf{r (nnd :rc;m.h;-
piece, 40 centa.

The Great Supper of God, By Rev.8.
Coung, 8. J. Transl ved from the French tiy
Miss LA GRIFEIS Edited by Rev, F. X,
Brapy, S. J. l6mo, cloth, red edges, wet,
$1.00. Postuge 8 conts extra.

The Uuave by the Beeoh Work. A stirring
atory for boys. By HENRY S SPALDING, 8,
J., 12 mo, cloth, 85 cents.

ad.
«1 understand, Rody, darling,” the
pun answered, a8 she wiped away her

—_——

own tears. * You wish whatever God | fying defistencles, and the cosréo and Stauath astl Eamsmen i Nobody. 1y MO B Hrovuapices. 1
Y = mn., i ¢ 10O,
wishes ? boorish man with wealth 18 crippled in Are factors of the greatest success. pir Py

No person can do fall jusiice to himself
without them.
In no season of the year are they more
easily exhausted than in the sprtng.

“Yes, Sister,” the child answered, firm-
ly. “That is what 1 mean.”

One bright morning, when the sun-

An adventnre With the Apaches. By
GABRIEL FERRY. 16mo, illuminated eover
and frontis piece, 40 cents.

BENZIGER BROTHERS,

his social privileges and often banish-
ed to the dreadful companionship of
gordidness and greed. There was

i uiet his fearfal fanc- | beams fell softly across the neat white i th for thi

2 iw,.l,_nilf::do:tlmv:nwomqed \hose sad words | cot in the children’s ward, Rody received | NOVEr yet a victor over adverse clrcum- h.?ﬁ.' o anoeh o say O Rt one, and | Nw YORK: 33-38 Barolay 8t.

louder, until it seemed as if he mast die | his last holy Communion. Daring his stances who was not & better victor on | ¢hut Hood's Sarsaparilla givee strength and | & . CINCINN ‘6&’.330-'%'1’1-2&"’:‘&%.0.. o
of ngy' grief and fear. lingering illness the kind Sister had pre- ' all grounds, if he had acquired as much | endurance, as thousands annually testify. [ .




