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The New Man a' Rossmer:
CHAPTER XII.—CoxTISUED,

She sent no answer back through
the bluster of the night.
“(Can she use it?”
swinging his lantern in search of mud-
holes. ;

““She can do 'most anything she's
made up her mind to do The ulniw_ﬂ-
answer came in laborious gasps, for
what with the rude dashing of the rain
in his face, and the offort of walking
against the wind under Manton's
brisk !"rl‘l"l\hi]', his breath was being
used up most extravagantly.,  **She's
got the pluck of forty wildcats,” he
added boastiully.

“You are either a very lucky ora
very unlucky man, then,” says Cray-
craft, withalaugh. Then they swung
around a bend in the road and the
friendly gleam of their lanterns was
lost to the watcher in the gallery.
She was left alone, surrounded by im-

penetrable darkness and gloom.  She
was not conscious of feeling either

afraid or lonesome.  Om the contrary,
she felt strangely at one with the tem-
pestuous night. The rain dashed with
such a free sweep acioss the unshel-
tered veranda that she was driven
indoors to escape it. She could not
read. The tumult without and within
was too real for such mild distraction.
She pla her chair just within the
open doc v, where, by the aid of an
oceasional flash of lightning, she could
locate the gate, the fence, the dripping
cedars, and the angry, surging lake
beyond. It was as it memory would
give back some old familiar possession
for a fleet glance, then swallow it again
in oblivion. Nothing seemed real or
abiding but the impenetrable blackness
of the night.  As a more than usually
vivid flash gave the storm-beaten yard
to her for another brief glimpse, she
saw a tall form advancing toward her
from the gate with long strides ; the
head was bowed to meet the wind. and
the arms were tightly folded over the
hosomm of a ragged, buttonless coat.
In spite of herself, Agnes’s voice
sounded a trifle nervous as she called
out :

““Is that you, Jim ?"

“Yes, me, missy. Isyverdone giin™
me up? Mouty lonesome lak, ain't
ver, missy ?"

The tall, lank form loomed up before
her in the darkness, as, with much
stamping of his rain soaked shoes, Jim
mounted the steps ; the rough, kindly
voice came to her alinost from an invis-
ible source. Only the voice of a freed
man, but laden with sympathetic kind-
ness that sprang from a heart fall of
humble and loyal affection for her.
The woman who had borne so much
with dry-eyed fortitude that day broke
out into convulsive and uncontrollable
sobs at the simple question.

Jim’s voice was full of distress and
sympathy as he said :

“You ain't skeered
vou? Jim'd ben here ‘fore now, but
I'se ben havin’my eves skint fur a
sKiff full er dein raskilly Rowan nig-
gers tndder side de lake. T mistrusses
em, I does mistrus’ ‘em, dat 1 does.
[ lows ef dey knows wat’'s good fur
dey wholesome, dey’ll keep der own
side de lake.  But I ain’ gwine leave
vou no mo’ t'night, dat 1 hd

Jim settled himselt on the floor of
the gallery with as much humility as
it he really was the watch-dog the
squire had likened him to With his
ek propped against the frame-work
of the front door, and his huge feet in
their unseaworthy boots stretched far

HOW, missy, is

ouat upon the rain-washed floor, he
gave vent to a “* Dar now !"as if he
had achieved the highest possibility

of physical comfort.

Y Now den, Miss Azzy, ef you'se a
min’ter, you Kin go t' bed and furgit
all yo' trubbles. Can't nuthin’
you now I'se roun'.”

“You are real gosd to me, Jim,
but I don’t think I care to go to bed.
I believe 1 was afraid, though 1 kept
telling myself I was not. 1 like to
know you are within call.  You may
20 to sleep yourself, Jim, and if I hear
any sounds out on the lake or about
the levee T'll call you.’

““Me go t' sleep! Lor’ bless you,
missy, dav ain’ no sleep in dis nigger’s

pester

eves., I lowst’ run down t' de ole
sye'more preson’ly —'tain’ out sight de
house. I'd rudder dem Rowan niggers

d stick t' dey own side de lake; 1
mistrusses ‘em.  But w'ich eva side
dey on, dey ain' gwine cotch dis
nigger nappin’ t' night. T mistrusses
em, 1does, Miss Aggy.”

Agnes smiled incvedulously.  Jim
could not see the smile, nor be wounded
by th: incredulity. She rocked in
silence, taking a fitful interest in
speculating as to the nearness of the
next flash of lightning. Jim's snor-
ing was soon added to the other voices
of the night, and pretty soon he
collapsed into a shapeless mass on the
floor. Agnes left her chair long
enough to get a blanket and throw it
over the huge recumbent form.  Then,
with folded hands, she resumed
her silent watch. The night moved
on apace. The rain ceased and the
wind subsided. A few stars struggled
teebly into sight between the rifts in
the cloud-rack, The frogs began to
croak in noisy convention from each
swollen slough in the fields.  The
waves broke in slower wrath and at
wearied intervals against the levee.
The harsh-voiced clock made itself
heard for the first time in several hours,
a8 it sent eleven loud strokes out on

Ten years ago all our tine manufactured
tobacco came from the United States. But
month after month and year after year
the sn‘mnur quality of the™* Myrtle Navy "
brand has been driving the Ameorican article
out of the Canadian market. The ** Myrtle
Navy " is now to bo found in_every village in
the Dominion, and is as familiar to the smok-
ers upon the Atlantic and Pucific coasts us
to those of the eity in which it is manufac-
tured.,

Manton asked,,

the death-like stillness of the house.
But Agnes was still intensely wide
awake. She strained her eyes into
the darkness with an unaccountable
sense of expectancy.
beating sound of far-away vars came,
muffled by distance, to her strained
ears,
breast she stole to the end of the
gallery to listen. Slowly, 1‘!.)‘l!x!|1i-
cally, positively, they dipped into the

water, feathered its surface, and
thudded against the rowlocks. Nearer,

clearer, closer, until the sound of the
water rippling away from the bow
mingled with the regular dip of the
oars. She bent over and touched Jim
on the shoulder.

“Jim !

She called once, twice, thrice, with
inereasing eagerness and loudness
every time. He sprang into wide-
awake activity at last with startling
suddenness. ** What is it, missy?
Don' you be skeered. Iain’ got no
sleep in my eyesdis night. Go to I)(-q,
Miss Aggy, Jim ain’ gwine let nufiin
pester you.”

“Jim, don't you hear oars? Lis-
ten.”

He was alert enough now. He
listened for a fleet second, then grasped

the stout club he had laid on the front
steps, and gathered his buttonless coat

‘'m! Oars, en no mistake.
You won' be skeert if I leaves you,
missy ? dey don’t mean no hurt t’ you,
ennyhow ; it's de levee dey’ after. I'se
bleedged to go t' de ole syc'more?
Dem Rowan w'ite folks is got a grudge
gin d» squire, an' dey ain’ none too
good t' crope over here an' cat his
levee.”

“*Go, never mind me.”

Agnes spoke with imperious abrupt-
ness.  With the stealthy tread of a
sleuth-hound Jim passed out of her
sight.  The old sycamore tree was
twenty-five yards below the house.
The levee was lower and narrower
there than at any other point. Agnes
listened with every nerve a-quiver.
The sound of the oars was about the

house. If Jim had gone to the trec he
was either ignorantly travelling away

from the sound or was trying to get to
the weak point in advance. Perhaps,
after all, it was only a passing skiff.
Perhaps, again, it was some one bent
on her husband's destruction. She
lighted a lamp and looked for the
pistol her husband had spoked of. She
tound it, and throwing a large shawl
over her head and shoulders, stepped
out into the sullen stillness of the night.
With instinctive daintiness she gath-
ered her long skirts up in one hand,
and stole out toward the direction of
those beating oars, with a sudden
courage born of desperation. She
mounted the crown of the levee, with
her gathered skirts in one hand and

the loaded pistol- in the other. She
knew quite well how to handle it.  She
had often fired at a mark with her
brother, for “ the fun of it.” She

stood as motionless as a carven image.
She would have a pair of wet feet for
her pains if the boat passed her post.
The sound of the oars now fell with
deadly distinctness on her ears closer
and closer, until they ceased suddenly
immediately in front of her. By the
vague starlight she could see a man
leap from the skiff with a long and
dark something in hishand.  Of course
it could be nothing but a spade with
which to cut the levee. Her husband
and Manton Crayeraft were miles away.
She dared not call tor Jim, her femin-
ine voice would betray the weakness
of the garrison. The man litted the
dark something, and was about to
bring it down with force upon the trail
levee. There was nothing for it but
to trizhten him from his evil work.
A slight arm resolutely raised—a de-
termined finger upon a fatally respon-
sive trigger—a flash—a groan—and—
the frightened garrison sped with
wild haste back to the deserted house.
The report of the pistol brought Jim
speedily back to his mistress's pres-
ence. He found her standing over
the lighted lamp, staring at the pistol
she had thrown upon the table. She
was white to the lips and shivered as
with cold.  Her teeth chattered as she
called him to her side.

‘“Jim, 1 have killed some onc! Go
look—for-—it—there on the bank!”
With a terrified exclamation, Jim
zed his lantern and rushed in the
direction indicated. He promptly re-
turned.  Agnes turned her wildly
pleading eyes on his face.

“You ain’ done nuthin’ uv de Kkin,’
Miss Aggy. You's just showed vo'
pluck. T hear 'em a-rowin' 'way sorter
slow, wid one oar, jes' lak a duck wid
one wing broked. You ain’done a bit
uv mischief.  You's jes give some ov
dem Rowan raskils big 'nuff skeer to
keep 'em ter dey own side.”
‘““But the groan! Did
nothing, Jim—see nothing ?"
**Spee’ you gin ‘em a scratch, mebbe.
It’s mos’ daybroke now, missy, an’ ef
you don't go t'sleep, you gwine besick,
‘deed you is.  W'en folks is Kilt dey
can’t git inter a skiff, an’ row deysett
off.  You mout's well sot yo' min’ t'rest
‘bout dat.  Now, do, my missy, go to
bed, jes fur t’please ole Jim !

Agnes shivered, and turned away
toward her bed-voom. She stopped at
the door, to say again : ** Jim, are you
sure? T heard him—groan.™

vou find

‘““He wuz wuss skeert that hurt,
missy. [ lay we hears uv some nigger

wid his arm in a sling tmorrer,”

She went away from him more com
forted by the cheerful chuckle that
supplemented Jim's opinion than by
the words themselves.  She was sleep-
At this season of the year the effects of
catarrh and cold in the hiead are most likely

to be felt, and danger to life and health will
result if not promptly treated. For this pur-

080 there is no remedy equals Nasal Balin,
tis prompt in giving relief and never fails

; tocure. Beware of imitations and substitu-
¥ tos. Sold by all dealers, 50 conts a bottle,

The regular ,

With hands clasped over her

when, an hour or two later, Squire
Thorn and Manton Craycraft returned
to the house, their night-watch over.

Manton Craycraft's arm was bound
up in his own and the squire’s hand-
kerchief. He stopped on the threshold
of the bedroom to which his host imme-
" diately led the way, and leaned against

the door, while a spasin of pain con
"tracted the muscles of his face.

“*We've had a devil of a night of it.
I'd like to get a surgeon as soon as
possible.  Your trees are more dan-
| gerous in death than in life. 1 sup-

pose the one that fell across my arm
"must bave had its roots loosened by the
washing away of the soil. It's a
wonder it. didn’t swamp me entively.
How near is your nearest sawhones?’

“ Just up to village, three miles off.
Jim jumped right into the skiff as we
got out of it, and he’ll have him as
soon as oars can fetch kim. Can't Ido
somethin’ for you meantime? 1 fecl
purty bad cut up to think all this
trouble come on vou while you was
adoin' me a good turn.”

‘*Nothing. The arm’sbroken above
the elbow, I'ln sure of that! Good
thing it's the left one. By the way,
don't say any thing to make Mrs. Thorn
uncomfortable. Women take every
thing so tragically. A broken arm is
only a degree short of a broken neck
with them.”

“*You are every inch a man, Cray-
croft,” the squire said, enthusiastically,
as he assisted the wounded man off
with his clothes, and prepared the bed
for him. **Considerin’ you got hurtin
my service, she an’me’s boun’ to sec
vou through your siege as far as we
can make you comfortable. Now then,
I'll got and stir Lucy up. 1don't be-
lieve you can sleep, and some good hot
coffee is next best thing I can think
of.”

As soon as the door closed upon him,
Manton rose from the bed on which he
had thrown himself, and passed through
the door that connected it with the sit-
ting-room. It was there that the desk
stood where the squire kept his pistols.
On the centre table, where stood the
lamp still burning smokily in the broad
light of day, was the pistol, with one
emply chamber. He secreted it on his
person, and hastily placed in the writ-
ing-desk drawer its mate, full cart-
ridged, as he had taken it with him the
evening previous. This done. he
wearily threw himself back on the bed,
and closed his eyes. But the pain of
his tightly-bandaged arm would not let
him sleep. Presently a low, musical
laugh broke audibly from his white
lips, and his eyes flashed asif in admir-
ation for some deed of heroism.

*“By George, it was a spirited thing
to do. Pretty rough usage though,
considering my errand. As God is my
witness, I wanted to make sure of her
safety in this howling, uncivilized
wilderness — only that and nothing
more !”

Squire Thorn thought his guest’s in-
sistence on seeing his doctor alone
rather unreasonable, but was compelled
to submit. He remained only long
enough to explain volubly to the sur
geon how his friend Mr. Crayceraft, who
had watched the levee with him the
night before, had gotten in the skiff at
Lis ash-slough gate, purposing to sur-
vey the coast-line between that and the
house, to make sure none of the Rowan
people were abroad on evil errands, and
how, not knowing the bank very well,
he had hugged it a little too close, and
how a sapling, uprooted and loosened
by the storim, fell across the skiff, strik-
ing Mr. Craycraft’s arm and breaking
it ; how he had rowed back on one oar
and, as soon as day had broken, and
two of the boys had come on watch, he
brought Crayeraft to the housc in a
skiff.

At which pointin his statement Man-
ton impatiently requested his depart-
ure. As soon as he was alone with his
surgeon Manton said :

““T might as well give you the truth,
and tell you why I withhold it from the

squire. There’sa ball in my arm, doe-
tor. [was patrolling and I did get this

ball most unexpectedly ; but I'm not
fond of  sensational stories and don't
propose to be made the hero of one. If
Mrs. Thorn here, for instance, was to
know I'd had a ball putin me while on
levee duty, she would be taking it into
her head that her husband was in
hourly danger of his life. 1 don't see
how the women in this country contrive
to exist, anyway. Mrs. Thorn, I be-
lieve, is new to it yet."”

*It’'s very thoughtful of you, I'm
sure. Thing are pretty rough about
here, there's no denying. Our women-
tolk on the plantations do have a deal
to stand, there’s no doubt about it.
They need hearts of oak and nerves of
steel to earry them through.”

‘‘ Better combination yet would be
nerves of steel and hearts of ice,” says
Craycraft, with a queer smile, wineing
as the doctor pressed his probe ruth-
lessly home in search for the ball. Then
physical suffering shut out every other
consideration for a little while.

When Agnes awoke it was to be con-
fronted by her husband with an excited
recital of Craycraft's mishap.  She
listened in dazed silence. Her first act
on leaving her own room was to look
for the pistol where she had thrown it.
It was not on the table. She opened
the writing-desk drawer. It lay there
as if it had never been disturbed. She
carefully turned the revolving cylin-
der. Every chamber was full. = She

To the Polnt.
We say our remedy is a permanent cure
and then proveitthus: Toronto, Out.. April
17, 1887, ‘1 would state that St. Jacobs Oil
cured me eoffectually of rheumatism, with
which I suffered in 880, I have never had
any return since of the pain which 1 endured

ing heavily from extreme exhaustion, | had dreamed it all, then. She saw Jim

coming up the walk with the skiff oars,
which always lay in the front gallery
when not in use. She walked out to
where he stood. She looked white and
worn.

*Jim, I want toask youn something."”

“Mornin’ Miss Aggy. Is you dun
ressid 27

“Jim, did I dream it 7"
went out to him in a
tone.

“ Did yer dreamp wat, Miss Aggy ?”

*That I shot some one—that I fired
a pistol last night 2"

Jim wondered if the frightened look
in her eyes foreboded ‘* eraziness.”
Folks used to call the Boss’s other wife
“sorter crazy.” Lies, he held, were
always excusable if they were of a
soothing tendency. Poor Jim's morals
were purely instinctive.  If alie would
drive that wild look cut of his beloved
mistress’s eyes, why should he hesitate
to tell one? He did not hesitate. He
lied deliberately and cheerfully.

*“Corse you dreampt it ! What fur
—who at—you gwine fire a pistol ?”
he said promptly, and the relieved
look in Agnes’ eyes was all the reward
he asked.

TO BE CONTINUED,
NI L e
Whittier and the Catholics.

On the latest birthday of the beloved
American poet, John Greenleaf Whit-
tier, Archbishop Tache, of St. Boni-
face, Manitoba, ordered the bells of his
Cathedral church to be rung. The
bells of St. Boniface ave referred to in
Whittier’'s poem, ‘The Red River
Voyageur,” appended :

Oat and in the river is ‘inding

Thelinks of its long, red chain

Through belts of dus ¥ pine-land
And gusty leagues of plain.

Her voice
cautious under-

Only, at times. a smoke-wreath

With the drifting clond-rack joins—
The sinoke of the hunting lodges

Of the wild Assiniboins!

Drearily blows the north-wind
From the land of ice and snow ;

The eyes that look are weary,
And heavy the hands that row.

And with one foot on the water,
And one upon the shore,

Tbe Angel of Shadow gives warning
That day shall be no more.

Is it the clang of wild-geese ?
Is it the Indian's )'elﬁ

That lends tothe voice of the north-wind
The tones of a far-off bell ?

The voyageur smiles as he listens
To the sound that grows apace :
Well he knows the Vesper ringing

Of the bells of St. Boniface.

The bells of the Roman Mission,
‘That call from their turrets twain,
To the boatman on the river,
To the hunter on the plain !

Even so in cur mortal journey
The bitter north-winds blow,
And thus upon life’s Red River
Our hearts, as oarsmcn, row.

And when the Angel of Shadow
Rests his feet on wave and shore,
And our eyes grow dim with watching
And our hearts faint at the oar.

Happy is he who heareth
The signal of his release

In the bells of the Holy City,
The chimes of cternal neace!

When the Quaker poet heard of the
gracious and appreciative compliment
paid to his natal day by the Catholic
Archbishop, he sent him the following
letter :

I have reached an age when liter-
ary success and manifestations of
popular favor have ceased to satisfy
one upon whom the solemnity of life's
sunset is resting : but such a delicate
and beautiful tribute hasdeeply moved
me. I shall never forget it. 1 shall
hear the bells of St. Boniface sounding
across the continent and awakening a
feeling of gratitude for thy generous
act

There ave other poems of Whittier's

avowedly inspired by the faith,
heroism and humanity of the Church—
which have won for the grand old poet
the affectionate interest of Catholics.
These might be offset, we grant, by
some reflecting inherited and, for the
most part, political prejudices against
the Church.  But it is pleasant to re-
member that there is a vitality in ¢ St.
John of Matha,” *“ The Female Mar-
tyr,” and ‘‘Marguerite,” which will
ensure fruit of peace and good-will
long after the acrid stanzas to ‘‘ Pio
Nono " have heen forgotten. — Boston
Pilot.
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It 1s Not What We Say
But what Hood's Sarsaparilla docs, that
makes it sell, and has given it such a firm
and lasting hold upon the confidence of the
people. The voluntary statements of thou-
sands of people prove beyond question that
this preparation possesses wonderful medici
nal power.

Hood s Pills cure Constipation by restoriug
the peristaltic action of the alimentary canal,
They are the best family cathartie,

Bad blood breeds divers distressing dis-
eases, Burdock Blood Bitters banishes boils
and blotches, with every other symptom
arising from bad blood.

l:Mlnm‘(l‘u Liniment, Lumberman's
e

What Can Cuticura Do

Everything that s cleansing, purifying, and beau.
tifying for the 8kin, Scalp, andpllnl?:x("nhmn and
Children, the COTICURA
RexEDIES willdo. They
speedily cure itching
and burning eczemas
and other painful and
diefiguring ekin and
scalp diseases, cleanse
the scalp of ecaly hu-
mors, and restore the
hair.  Absolutely ‘mre.
agreeable, and unfailing,
they appeal to mothers as the best skin purifiers
and boautifiers in the world. Parents, think of this,
rave your children ycars of mental as well as phys
ical -uﬁerh:ﬁ by reason of personal disfigurement
added to bodily torture, Cures made in_childhood
are apcedy, permancnt, and economical. Sold every.
where. PoTTER Drue AxD CREN. CoRrr., Boston.
& ** All about Bkin, Scalp, and Hair  free.

B‘BY'S 8kin and Secalp purified and beautified
by CuTicURA SBoaP. Absolutely pure.

Rip, Kidney, and Uterine Pains and

Weakuessea relieved in one minute
uticura Anti-Pain Plaster,
o!

by the !
the first and

for months previous. 1t affords me great
pleasure te say I havo recommended it to a '
number of friends. Too much praise cannot
devoted to its healing qualities.,” .,
ABRAHAMS, Passenger Agont, 51 York St.

A seven vears' test,

nly paiu-killing plaster.
No OTHER Sarsaparilla has the

merit to secure the confidence of
entire communities and hold it yearafter
year, like HOOD"’S Sarsaparilla.

Sick Headache

S a complaint from which many sufter

and few are entirely free. l'u cause

is indigestion and a sluggish liver, the

cure for which is readily found in the
use of Ayer's Plils,

o fonnd that for sick headache,
by ad dered condition of the
o Piils are the most re-
-Sauel C. Bradburn,

Worthington, M

“After the use of
meny yea in my prat
1 :Amjjn itied in saying that the
ut catharti

r's Pills for
v and family,
y 1

3 nd liver medicine—
:x‘ ~ g all the claims made forth ”,
Y Vestfall, M. D, V. P

n

& 131’,' W Ragilway Co., Burnet, Texas.
“Aver's Pills cre the beat medicine
nown to me for regnlating the bowels,
and for all ¢ se3 lf_!u.:l.‘l‘ by :l\* dis-
ovdered stomach liver. I|f'v fered
for over three yeara from Leadache, ine
digestion, a ngtipation. 1 l.:x-% 10
appetite ond was_weak and nervous
wost of the . Py using three bores
of Ayver's Pills, and at the same .nmg
dieting mysolf, I was l:n!u(-lvlely cured,
— Phalip Lockwood, Topekin, Kansas.

“1 was trovbled for _\'ﬂrs i indi
-estion, constipation, aud keadach
‘f’t W l‘or’.es of ;\l_\‘cr'u Pills, use:d in
Anily doses, restored me to” hea
They are promps and effective.”—W. H.
t, Meadville, Pa.

Ayer’s Pills,

Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lewell, Mass.
£0ld by all Druggists and Dealers in Medicire,

DR. NWEY'’'S

E-M £

ANTIBILIOUS PILLS,

A sovereign remedy for Bilious Aflec-
tions : Torpidity of the liver, Excess of
bile and other indispositions arising
from it : Constipation, Loss of appetite
Headache, Etc. )

Dr. D. Marsolais, a renowned physi-
cian of many years’ practice, writes as
follows :

I have been ueing DR. NEY'S ANTIBILIOUS
PILLS for several years past and I am quite satis-
fied with their use. o

I cannot do otherwiee than praise the composiiion
of 1'1es8 pills which ycu have made koown to mwe.
Containing no mercury, they can be takin without
danger in ' many causes where mercurial pills would

@ conside rable use ¢ { theee yills
in my practice, but I have used them mauy tiuns
for myself with the most gratify\ng vesuits.

It 18 therefore a pleasure for me V5 recommend
De. 3gy's ANTIBILIOUS PILLA t0 thoss vho require a
MILD, EFFECTIVE AND HARMLESS jur

De. D. MATRS
For sale everywhere at 23 ct=. per box

Lavaltiie May Jst 1

T FIEE LY MAILO 2IPT OF

SOLI PROPRIETOR

L. ROBITAILLE, Chewmis

Joliette, P. O.

* PRICE

Palms for Palm Sunday
CANDLES, INCENSE,
CHARCOAL, SANCTUARY OIL,
FLOATS, VESTMENTS.

PALMS,

Price per 10,

The average number uscd is 10

1,0 persons, CANDLES-

Moulded Beeswax Candles A 1
Made in sizes 1,2, 3

quality.
, 3,4, 5, 6 and 8 to the pound.

Per pound, 45 cents.

Neatly packed in pape

xes of six pounds
en boxes of 36 19s, each,

Candles, second quality,
, 4,5, 6 and 8 to the pound.

each, and in wood
Moulded Beesvy
made in sizes 1,
Per pound, 30 cents.
Neatly packed in paper boxe
each, and in oden boxes of 36 1bs wh.
Wax Souches—Stearie- Acld Candles, Para-
ffine Wax Candles, ete.

ODORIFEROUS INCENSE.

FOR CHURCHES.

Extra Fine Quality, per box..... . S
No. 2 Extra Quality, per box... 0 K]
No. 3 Medium Quality, per box.

ARTIFICIAL CHARCOA

30X containing 50 Tablets. .
Box containing 100 Tablet
Large wooden box (incensed).

SANCTUARY O:L.

Quality guaranteed, per gallon ......... 110
Gas Lighters, Floats, Eight-day Wicks, ete.

D. & J. SADLIER & CO.
Catholic Publishers, Church Ornaments and
Religious Articles.

1669 Notre Dame St. I 123 Church St.
MONTREAL. TORONTO.

Regulates the Stomach,
Liver and Bowels, unlocks
theSecretions,Purifiesthe

| Blood and removes all im-
purities from a Pimple to
theworst Scrofulous Sore.

DYSPEPSIA. BILIOUSNESS.
CONSTIPATION. HEADACHE
SALT RHEUM. SCROFULA.
HEART BURN. SOUR STOMACH

DIZZINESS. DROPSY
UMATISM. SKIN DISE

MASS WINE.,

WILSON BROTHERS

Have Just received a direct importation of
the Choicest and purest Mugg Wine,
which will be

YOLD AT REDUCED PRICES,

They hold a certificate attesting its purity
from Rev. Emmanuel Olea, Viecar-
of the Archdiocese of Tarag csr.Ceneral

ragona. The rev,
cle'gy aro respectiully lnvﬁgd to send for
sample,

REAL PALMS

- FOR —

PALM SUNDyy,

1375 SEVENTEENTH YEAR
Oviginated and Supplied py

THOMAS D. g
N. 7. Cathalic Agency,

1832

Y For the past ten your
genuine palms prociirad fr,
Catholic Ageney \
them frosh, sw

' For six of tho

1

ally aequainted with the ceqiio, " Dersi
ducts the Agency—1 loft 3 st:,, il

send me the sa
vear— 1 never had any ;
them in time never |
with the quality of the pal;, v
believe this is the experien
who ordered their palis thyon,
lic Agency.”

quantity of 1

s the testimony of a

% "“I‘A‘-.E)“,«'
olic Rector, el

ORDERS FOR 1802 ARE T11 ANKP
RECEIVED Now,

BES&ETFURNNH.\@ ©0)
LONDON, ON ‘

ULLY

MPAN
TARIp, ¥

Maoufacturers of
CHURCH,
SCHOOL
AND HALL

FURNITURE.

Write for lllrstrated
Catalogue and prices,

B:UNET FUBNISHING COY,

ONTARIO LOAN

—AND—

Debenture Co.

Subscribed Capital, 000,600
Paid-up Capital, - 1,200,000
Rescrve Fund, - - 100,000

JOSEPH JEFFERY, JOHN McCLARY,
Presideut, Vice: President,

MORTGAGES

This Company ave at all ti nes pre
lend Money on Mort
lowest rates of intere
Iy, or as may be agrecd

Savings Bank Branch

Interest allowed on d

S On re;
itrrest o1

ts at eurre

DEBENTURES ISSU

In Canada and Great Brital
payable half-y P

the Governu
deposit trom Fire rance Com-
panies for the security of their Poliey-hold-
ers 1wl are also a legal investment for
executor , trustees, ¢

WILLIAM T. BULLEN,
OFFICE:
Cor. Dundas St. & Market Lane, London.

o= ey e

nt ra‘es
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Managern,

WORM POWDERS

Avre pleasant to take. Contain their ouwn
Purgative. Is a safe, sure and effectual
destroyey of worms in Childres or Adulls

STAINED (]

< RILLIANT CUT.

€D» BENT.

BAKING POWDER.

Should be used, If it is desired to mnkepll:f_
Finest Class of Gems—Rolls, Biscuity “I‘M
cakes, Johnny Cakes, Ple Crust, H'('] di-
Paste, ete.  Light, sweet, snow-white ‘}-r:ml'i
E‘esuhle food results from the u.ﬂvnfk ohP
riend. Guaranteed free from alum. z\hd ¥
grocer for MeLaren's Cook's Friend.

R AN
?n‘:%.%ﬂqii:ony. uD.
MENEELY & COMPANY
WEST TROY, N, Y., BELLS

MeSHANE

avorably kmown to the pubiic eind
1838, Chn’rl:h Chapel Schooﬂ ire Alel.l;
and other bells: alzo, Chimes aud Peal®:

BUCKEYE BELL FDI"!DR!.

Bells of Pure Copper and Tin for (.hlnf_{g!bi

hools, Fire Alarms,Farms, etc, FU
RRANTED. Catalogue sent Free.

VANDUZEN & TIFT, Cincinnsti.0

SANDWICH, ONT.
ERNEST GIRADOT & C0.

Altar Wine n Specialty.

Our Altar Wine 1s extensively useﬂqsdl
recommended by the Clergy, an ol;)r o
"“l' compare favorably with the bel

orted Bordeaurx.
mF 'or prices and information addres®

T & CO:
L Gln“sbggdwlch. Onh

APRIL 23, 1892,
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By James M. O'Lipar

-

CONTINUED FROM

wThe consejquence i.s'llmt. ('u

fcllowlulmrers {nul lh_c df.\'?

‘ho imperil their live
o selled to behold hul
o ?'Ullgfniulj prccnutinn and
pro.‘(."n.q-,urml to their large a
‘g};:]i‘lius and distracted r.ulu
in a few hours 10 their prem
orave, while (hlo.m who s.ho.x:
?ar their salvation, at ever)
higgling :llmut.thu meat
encouraging to a
Wian to expose himself Fo i“
for the paltry remuneratiol
out to those who tender th‘.!
pe hoped or n»xp.wiwl that s
for the trifle of payment (
those who are willi
their nights and their days

“1 say it is my solem
v should be spared to
every person whom mone;
thcnin- of disease and dea
able conviction, .~h:\rm!, | ¥
pow witness or have form
things here, that no sacrifi
great by the Government,
’\.\'hich might save to humai
to Ireland so many grate
Empire so many subjects.

1 am not to be told that
ment would hesitate for a
fund the Province for ever
a cause so sacred in an eu
in the history of nations.
frothing and talking and
Govermment should be (AQ
thing for the wretched shi
shores?  Where is the use
missions or inquiries or al
when that Ministry and
ananimous in the sugges
every measure which may
lmrlilu » to the appalling

“This is strong languag
a priest and an Irishman v
of diseased death ; who sp
his mind with a hope of do
o much is imperiously req
the coffins of the hecatomb
lative. neglect, much mor
sickness ; who writes wit
wounding any or blaming,
ing all concerned, with tin
tion ; who writes, too, as it
be his last, and that on
were to rest his reputatio
eternity.

“With many thanks fi
warm advocacy for poor,
freland and Irishmen.

I remain, eve

are hig;
e g it

wages o

mone,

A3 we have seen, the
appointed a committee to
agement of quarantine, an
of short duration. They,
the 13th July to examin
Moylan, O'Reilly, Ferlan
wards Admiral, Boxer, of

The Reverend Father )
island in the beginning «
towards the end of June, s
he found 1,100 sick, all w
crowded, and a great wa
which the sick were sadly
stance he supplied water
had been there for the sj
without any assistance.
quantity of bedding, bul
taken to lay planks as a f
tents and the beds were &
it rained. The building
tight.

As for the sleeping ar
sheds, there was a doubl
tier being about three «
lower, and the planks of
close together, the conse
of the upper patients fell
consequently could not b
confined in so narrow
patients had the greates
and out of their berths.
ence was removed.

The supply of food
manner of distribution,
was great distress on bo.
nourishment, but the
largely supplied, and suf
with regard to the diet.
to take meat from paties
fever.” (In alluding to
stated that it frequen
patients stole meat from
conceiving that animal
strength. )

Cleanliness was pretty
buildings and hospitals,
and tents, where filth w
in the chamber vessels :
agreeable stench.

In the tents and shed
lying a whole night un
In close proximity., Of
and sometimes three, in
such was almost invari
tents very often so.

Corpses were allowed
Places were death had
had a companion in the
sion I observed to orde
corpse in the same bex
reply was that in those
the following morning.

In the buildings, old
Women were put into ti
reference to sex.

!n the old hospita)
Paid to supply the fe
(lemonade and barle;
®specially in the tents a
greatest neglect, inas
themselves were ofter
drinks,

In May the patients
nearly equal to those on
almost entirely withou
80me vessels with sick
Passed without a docto
hoard was proportiona
a8 ashore,

The system of landi
mplete operation onl
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