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characteristic of each that while
Lenora never forgot that Vane was a
rich man, Mary Sulland never gave
the fact a thought, nor would have con-
sidered the subiect of much interest if
she had.

The two girls were now alone on the
veranda, anxious, restless, uneasy.
¢ Over all there hung a cloud of fear "
—a sense of impending danger, as of
the sword hanging by a single thread;
the cruel uncertainty as to what is
golng to happen, which makes the
peculiar horror of a passive siege. In
such a situation the ear is always lis-
tening, the nerves are ready to start at
every sound, and the mind is kept
stretched constantly on the rack.

Vane had no knowledge that the two
girls were at that moment on the ver-
anda, so near to his own window. He
had juet been round the station, and had
got together with some difficulty half
a dozen men who could be spared from
active duty at the watch-posts on the
walls; and these. as he had given
orders, were now collected ahout the
door of the room, awaiting his arrival.
Four were English, two were Sikhs—
every man of them, as Vane well
knew, to be trusted to the death.

These he now placed on one side of
the table, while he himself stood on the
other. Then, in a few words, he ex-
plained the nature of the service for
which they were required ; adding
that he only wished for volunteers,
and that any man who disliked the
duty might retire at once. Not a man
stirred, however. The Sikhs saluted
gravely ; the British soldiers broke
into a cheer.

Vane looked round him, and his eyes
glistened ; but he said simply :

‘“The man that goes out first will
run by far the greatest risk. Who
will undertake the duty ?”

There were, as already stated, six
men present, besides Vane himself.
Six right hands immediately saluted
—there were six competitors for the
privilege of being the first mark of the
Sepoy's cannon. Vane smiled.

‘“We must draw lots, I see,” he
said.

Opening a shadow drawer in the
table he took out of it a pack of cards.

‘‘ Here are seven of us,” he con-
tinued. ‘‘I am going to deal these
cards all round. Whichever of us re-
ceives a certain card—we will say the
Knaves of Spades — will be the man
selected.”

He cut the pack. The deal began.

A hush fell on the six spectators—a
hush of rising interest. Except for
the slight fluttering noise made by the
cards, not & sound was to be heard.
Strange that there is something in
suspense which affects the mind more
strongly than the actual danger.
These men had volunteered, without a
space of hesitation, to face the rick of
death. Yet not one of them could now
look on without a tingling of the blood,
as they waited for the card to fall that
carried a man’s life !

Such was their absorption that they
did not see two faces which came sud-
denly peeping in upon them through
the window of the room.

The two girls on the veranda had
been startled by hearing all at once
the sound of voices in the room close
by them. From their position they
could not avoid overhearing every
word that passed. They heard the
short speech in which Vane announced
to the men the danger which threat-
ened the walls, and the duty which
was expected of them ; they heard his
appeal for volunteers, and then the
cheer which followed. So far they
had remained motionless, eagerly
drinking in the details of the proposed
adventure : but when Vane took out
the pack of cards in order to select &
man by lot, to listen, without seeing,
was impossible—and in a minute the
two faces came peeping in at the win-
dow in the manner just described.

From this position they could see
clearly every card that was dealt.
The cards fell slowly, one by one, be-
fore each man in turn. 'Fhe deal went
round—card by card, as it appeared,
the focus of nine pairs of eager eyes.
The second deal went round — no
Knave ot Spades as yet appeared.
The fourth began ; would that com-
plete the circuit of the seven? The
pack was growing thin, and expecta-
tion deepened mow with every card
Where was the Knave of Spades? It
must come soon! Again the cards
went round.

No! Not quite. As the last card
of the round fell face upward on the
table, a thrill went through the nerves
of the spectators. Phe two girlsat the
window shrank back suddenly, as if
they had been shot. There was the
fatal card at last! The lot had fallen
to Vane himself !

The young man laughed lightly as
he threw down the pack.

«t That decides it," he said ; *‘I go
first. You will meet me at the arch-
way in half an hour from this time ; it
will then be dusk, and we will give
ourselves what chance we can. I shall
go out alone ; the rest of you will wait
under cover of the archway, and will
rush out the moment they fire at me.
If I fall, two of you must bring me in
—Sanderson and King candoit. The
ether four must try to get a bucket of
water each—there will be time for

hurriedly forward and stood beside
him.

¢ St, George,” she said, ‘‘ you must | *
not go—you shall not go. Tell me you
will not ; promise me."

As she spoke, he thought, for the
first time, of the veranda ; she knew
what he was going to do. He would
much rather that she had not known ;
but he answered simply, ‘It is my
duty, Lenora.”

“Duty !" she repeated with impa-
tience. ** Oh, yes — but do not go'!
Send some one else : surely there are
plenty of men. Do not go, St. George.”
She laid her hand upon the young
man's arm and looked up into his eyes.
Great is the power of beauty —though
it be the beauty of Delilah. It could
not make a man like Vane forgetful of
his duty, or shake for more than a
moment his natural resolution. But as
he looked down at the lovely lips
which tempted him, he did not turn at
once away. And yet her words jarred
on him. He felt nosurprise ; he knew
Lenora well ; but he would have
chosen that the girl to whom he gave
his love, though she might part from
him in agony of mind, would not have
had him shirk his duty in the face of
danger. Love might be dearer to her
than life, but - honor should be dearer
than either.

He was on the point of speaking,
when there appeared at the window
another figure. They both looked up
and saw it.

It was Mary Sulland. Her face was
very pale, and as she came forward a
close observer might have seen that
she was trembling. Bat her eyes shone
with a strange light, and when she
spoke, her voice, though low, was
thrilling in its distinctness. Her
first words showed that she had not
overheard, or had not understood what
had passed between Lenora and St.
George.

‘“We know where you are going,”
she said with shining eyes. ‘' Lenora
shall not be alone in wishing you God-
speed before you go. I have ‘come to
do so, toon ;" and, as she spoke, she
looked as a Spartan maiden may have
looked when she sent her lover forth
to death or glory.

At the first sound of her voice Vane
started. Their eyes met, and one
might have thought that some reflec-
tion of the light in hers had fashed
into hisown. Without a word he took
her hand and pressed it to his lips.
Then with the same action of farewell
to L.enora he turned away to go,
reached the door of the apartment,
and was gone.

The whole scene was over almost in
a moment. Yet scenes as brief have
often been the turning point of lives—
and so it was to be with these.

* # & # * #* #
Lenora, with a half-hysterical
laugh, turned to the window and

went out. Mary Sulland was left
alone. Suddenly the sank upon a
chair and burst into such a passion of
tears as shook her very frame.

It is not in the nature of any
woman, however nobly made, however
jealous of the honor of the man whom
she regards, not to feel, at such a
moment, a cruel agony of mind. She
was alone. The excitement which
had sustained her was already over,
and now the hard, plain fact, without
disguise, pressed itself remorselessly
upon her soul. Her hero had gone forth
to almost certain death.

Her hero—yes—he was her hero
She made no secret of it now, in her
own heart. Gladly would she have
given her own life for his. But, alas!
what could she do?

All at once a wild thought struck
her. Her cheek flamed ; the old light
kindled in her eyes. She started to
her feet, pale, eager-eyed and
trembling, trembling now with new
excitement. She seemed like one
possessed by a spirit strouger than her
own—by an impulse overmastering
and resistless. For a moment or two
she stood motionless, her eyes gleam-
ing. Then turning, not to the win-
dow, but to the door, she hurried from
the room.

She went straight to her own cham-
ber. In a few minutes she came out
again. She wasnow draped in a long
close gray dressing-gown, which com
pletely covered her own dress. Her
tall, slight figure, thus garmented,
looked like nothing so much as a gray
ghost—and like a ghost, in the falling
light of the evening, she glided out of
her chamber, and passed along the
passages and down a flight of stairs.

All at once she stopped. Some noise
alarmed her. And now she was afraid
—afraid, not of what she was about to
do, being seen and thwarted in the
execution of her plan. Presently, all
being still, she again stole forward.
The men were, for the most part, busy
at their posts about the fortificatipns,
and the part of the station through
which she had to pass was almost de-
gerted. Fortune favored her, besides ;
no eye observed her as she stole upon
her way.

At last, to her infinite relief, she
reached her destination. She stood in
the archway which let out into the
square.

It was still empty. Vane's volun-
toers had gone in search of the articles

that, I think, though it will be sharp
work. Remember, at the archway,

required for the adventure, and had
not yet arrived. The open court was

with all ready in half an hour.”
* * * *

* L

The men saluted and filed out. Vane
was left alone. He turned, and was
about to seat himself at the table when,
to his surprise, he saw a figure stand-
ing in the middle of the room. He
looked again—it was Lenora. What
could have brought her there he knew
not. The truth he did not guess.
Wondering, he took a step or two in
her direction, and was about toask her
what she wished, when she came

before her ; and there, in the middle
! of it, was the well.

She knew the archway well !—its
!image had been clear to her mind's
| eye all along. It was a kind of tun-
! nel, or covered passage, of brick work,
gome half-a dozen yards in length.
Near the outer end of the archway
there was a buttress, and beyond it a
recess or deep niche in the masonry.
The niche was close beside the but-
tress on the side towards the square.

The gray figure reached the but-

come.
over.

the scene that followed.
tumult of wild joy, of almost fierce ex-
citement, we must turn away and fol-
low St. George Vane.

As soon as the fact of the relief was
certain, he stepped out of the crowd
and made his way, along the deserted
passages to a certain room which lay
in the rear of the walled buildings—
the room from which the night before
a slender, gray-draped figure had
stolen softly out.

Just as he reached the door and was
hesitating at
Jessop, who had been called out by
the noise of the cheering, was seen
returning in a state of much excite
Vane accosted her eagerly,
but in low tones, * Is she better ?
1 see her yet ?"” he said.

¢ She is much better ; she is dressed
But the noise alarmed
She does not know the cause of
it. Will you come and tell her o
Vane followed her into the room.
In a large chair, next the window, | tha
looking very white and weak, with a
bandage round her temples, where the
shot had grazed and stunned her, sat
As Vane entered she
He paused, and for
some seconds the two regarded each
other.

He had not seen her since, the night
before, he had carried her swooning,
He had heard with iu-
finite relief, that the wound was not
serious, and inquiring hourly at the
door throughout the might, he had
learned that with some hours rest there
would be little to be feared.
shock which he had felt at the moment
when he had rvaised her in his arms,
and caught sight of her white face in
the moonlight, was with him still.

ment.

and sitting up.
her.

Mary Sulland.
looked round.

to her room.

tress—glided into the recess—and dis- One thought filled her mind—it forced
appeared.

* * # * * ¥

Five minutes passed—ten minutes.

Then the sound of steps was heard,
and men entered the room ; immedi-
ately afterwards he appeared, together
with another officer—the surgeon.

No time was lost. Vane spoke a

word or two, by way of last directions
to the men ; then taking a bucket in
his hand, so that if by any chance he
escaped the shot he might do his share
in bringing in the water, he turned
towards the square.
was very slight, he knew.
he turned to go forth into the range
of the cannon, his face, though reso-
lute, was grave.

That his chance
And as

Ho had already taken a step or two

in advance, when he suddenly stopped
short.

What was that?
A soft, gray, ghostly figure started

out of the wall in front of him, and
flitted forth into the open air.
he had recovered from his amazement
it had already reached the well.
the space of an instant it stood there
motionless, then, as if desiring rather
to attract attention shan to shun it, it
raised both arms above its head and
waved them in the moonlight.

Before

For

In a moment——just as Vane, recover-

ing a little started out of the archway
—the cannon thundered ;
shot whistled in the air, ploughed up
the ground, and rattled among the
ruined woodwork of the well.

a storm of

Vane was still outside its range, and

no shot struck him. But the phantom
figure — what of it?
thrilled.
which now lay motionless beside the
mouth of the well?
the figure fall—but it was down upon
the ground !
* *

He Jooked, and
What dark thing was that

He had not seen

) # * *
When the night was passed, when

the next day shone, when the dial-
finger marked the hour a little after
noon, the garrison of Sunda Gunge
was shaken suddenly by strange ex-
citement.
ible a noise of wild confusion in the
encampment of the Sepoys round the
walls.
it swelled into a tumult.
voices yelled, a sound was heard as of
the stampede of innumerable feet.

First, there became aud-

It grew—it gathered volume ;
Guns fired,

Suddenly--unexpectedly- relief had

It is not our purpose to dwell upon

the threshold, Mrs.

And indeed she had had a wonder

ful escape.
Every sportsman who has tried his
gun at a sheet of blank paper knows
that it will sometimes happen that,
while the paper will be spotted thick
with pellets, there will sometimes be a
space left free of shots—large enough,
perhaps, to have let the game escape,
however true the aim.
pened here.

Amidst the storm of shot only one
had grazed her ; the rest had whistled
past without harm.
slender figure had so narrowly escaped,
a man, being of larger bulk, would in-
evitably have been
Mary Sulland had,
slightly wounded wherc Vane wonld
have been killed.

During the hours of night, while he
had wandered up and down outside
her door, too restless to seek for sleep,
he had thought of the girl who had
risked her life for his; he had let his
memory go back into the past, and
called to mind all that he had owed to
Mary Sulland through the years that
he had known her : how all his noblest
aspirations,
come from her, or had been fostered or
strengthened by her sympathy, 2nd he
had wondered how it was that he him-
self had never realized, till now, what
And now as he

It had so hap

struck down

in fact,

dreams, ambitions,

she had been to him.
stood beside her, as he looked at he
again, he wondered more and more.

The look of inquiry on her face re-

called him to himself.
¢ T am forgetting, " he said.

news. I see you guess it.

has come. The siege isover,"

She looked at him with eagerness.

The Siege of Sunda Gunge was

From that

Can

Yet the

But whero her

been

had

“Iam
glad to be the first to bring the good
Yes, relief

{ a passage to her lips.
“Then you will not have to go again

for water ?"
As the
flushed.
Her action of the night before had
hardly been her own—so overmaster-
ing had been the impulse which had
hurried her away. And now, like a
woman, she was troubled by a doubt—
what wodld he think of her ? Had she,
in thrusting herself between him and
danger, forfeited for ever his esteem ?
How could she expect that he would
understand the unselfish devotion of her
act ?
He did understand, however, at least
partly. He saw that she was troubled
and he took the best course possible to
set her at ease. He meant to regard
what she had done as a matter which,
between themselves, required no ex
planation. As for others, they knew
nothing. Except that she had been
hurt by a stray piece of shot, no one,
not even the Colonel or Lenora, knew
the truth. The men who had been at
the archway had only the vaguest idea
of what had passed. The secret was
their own.
**No,” he said, smiling, *‘I shall not
have to go again. Nor, what is of
greater consequence, will you, Mary !"
From the distance came a noise of
voices cheering, asif they never meant
to stop, but in the room itself there
wallﬂ no sound but their own murmured
talk.

words escaped her she

laughed softly. His words
thrilled her, but it was not his words
alone, for in his eyes was that look
which no woman ever mistakes.

They were married in the early days
of October.
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ARCHBISHOP RYAN.

A Pen Picture of the Illustrious
Philadelphla Prelate.

A writer in Donahoe’'s Magazine,
describing Archbishop Ryan, says:

When the Archbishop first came to
Philadelphia, a prominent Protestant
gentleman with broad views came to
him and said : ‘‘ It would be a good
thing if you would mingle with the
people generally. Take part in pub-
lic events and come to the front when
matters affecting the city as a whole
are being discussed.” Apropos of this,
when the famine in Russia was at its
worst, the people of Philadelphia, with
that generous instinet for which they
are justly celebrated, chartered an
ocean steamer and filled it with pro-
visions for the starving subjects of the
Czar. On the day appointed for the
sailing religious ceremonies were held
at the wharf. A clergyman of every
demonination was on haund to partici-
pate in the ceremonies. The Method-)
ist preacher, the Presbyterian minis-
ter, tha Episcopal clergyman and the
Baptist all went through their forms of
prayer. The large crowd was listless
and seemed anxious to have the cere-
monies end. Archbichop Ryan was
standing modestly in the background

with a heavy black coat on. He was
invited to say something. He walked

to the centre of the place as-
signed to the speakers, threw aside
his coat, and was revealed to the great
audience arrayed in full pontificals.
Raising his right hand solemnly he
pointed to the vessel about to sail on
its errand of mercy. There was a pro
found silence for a moment, and then
Archbishop began a beautiful
prayer, calling down the blessings of
heaven on the vessel, its crew and its
cargo. The impression made by His
Grace on that day cannot be estimated ;
the people were visibly affected. All
other words seemed hollow and vain
beside his. There was an undefined
feeling that here was a true, living
faith. As the crowd was dismissed and
the Archbishop started to leave, the
Protestant gentleman before men
tioned came up and grasping His Grace
warmly by the hand said sincerely :
“ Well, you are zoming to the front !’

The Archbishop lives quietly, plainly
and modestly. His study in the south
west corner of the archiepiscopal
residence, at Eighteenth and Summer
streets is fitted up with simplicity. In
the centre is a square desk, at which
the Archbishop do>s most of his work,
with the assistance of the chancellor of
the archdiocese, the Rev. Dr. James I,
Loughlin. Pictures of distinguished
Catholics, and volumes on all conceiv-
able subjects, from light poetry to
heavy theology line the walls. The
Archbishop has a private parlor on the
- | first floor of the Cathedral residence,
where he receives callers other than
clerical. The most prominent thing
in the room is a fine marble bust of
Pope Leo XIII. which stands on a
pedestal between two windews. A
large picture of the Vatican and of St
. | Peter’s and oil paintings of former
Bishops of Philadelphia help to com-
plete the furnishings of this parlor.

The Archbishop is an early riser.
The first duty of the day is the celebra-
tion of Mass, which usually takes place
in the little chapel adjoining the cathe-
dral. After a light breakfast the busi
ness of the archdiocese is taken up
The first few hours are set aside for the
reception of priests and pastors. Two
hours following this are accorded to
general visitors. Dinner, as a rule, is
served at 1 o'clock. If the weather is
fine in the afternoon, the prelate gen-
erally takes a loug walk. He is a
great believer in pedestrianism. He
frequently walks from the cathedral
to the Lincoln Monument and Fair-
r | mount Park and back again. Al
though a great orator, he has put very
few ot his thoughts into book form.
There is one, however, a reproduction
of a lecture on ‘*What Catholics Do Not
Believe.” This was delivered in St.
Louis, and has had a largesale both in

words or figures the great amount of
good that Archbishop Ryan has done |
tor humanity and religion in Philadel
phia. Scores of handsome new
churches, a baker's dozen of parochial
schools, the successful inauguiation of
the magnificent new Catholic High
school, the improvement of the semin-
ary at Overbrook, the ordination of
hundreds of young men into the priest-
hood, and the reception of as many
young women into the various Nister-
hoods, the establishment of St. Joseph's
House for Homeless Boys, the erection
of the Industrial School for Doys at
Fddington, the establishment of a
colored parish at twelfth and Lombard
streets, the purchase of an edifice for
Polish Catholics ¢n German street—
these form a small part of the good that
the prudent Bishop and the wise coun
sellor has done in his large field of
labor.

- -
America’'s Largest Congregation.

The biggest congregation in the
country is in New York city and it is
one of the poorest. It worshipsin the
smallest of edifices. It numbers 10,000
souls. Father Russo, of the Society of
Jesus, is its pastor, and last year he
baptized 750 intants, beating all
metropolitan records.  Father Russo's
parishioners are the poor Italians of the
east side, and they worship in the little
church of Our Lady of Loretto. Sev-
eral years ago Father Russo was dele-
gated toundertake the work of organ-
izing them, and he had services in a
store.  Sufficient funds

were soon
accumulated to build the pre-
sent edifice, which is a very
plan  affair, mnot much larger

than two ordinary dwelling houses.
Its furnishings are as plain as its
parishioners. Now Father Russo has
three assistants. One, Rev. Father
Vincentini, has come but recently.
Father Russo went all the way to Rome
to select a priest who possessed the
peculiar qualifications for a certain
part of the work of the little church.
lhis qualification was none other than
the ability to speak a certain Sicilian
dialect spoken by many of his people,
who came from the mountainous region
of the sunny island.

‘“My people are very poor,” said
IFather Russo.  *‘ There is not one of
our congregation who is worth $500.
But they give more willingly and more
liberally, according to their means,
than many wealthier church people.
They are hard-working and thrifty,
go to their priests about every -
thing, and they are quite willing
to listen to our advice. In our
¢chool we teach the children English
three hours out of four. Their sons
and daughters will be worthy of the
country where their fathers found bet
ter conditions than they ever had in
the mother country. If a girl has not
found a husband when she reaches
nineteen she comes to ask me to find
her a husband. So you see my duties
are as versatile as they are arduous.”

i i i
Don't worry. Don't run in debt.
Don't trifle with your health. Don't
try experiments with medicines.
Don't waste time and money on worth
less compounds. Don't be persuaded
to take a substitute for Ayer’s Sarsa-
parilla. It is the best of blood puri-
fiers. .
- .
To * Record ” Readers.

D. A, Evans & Co, of 274 College street,
Toronto, have kindly offered to mail all our
readers one week’s trial treatment of the
famous Australian Electro Pill remedy, free,
for catarrh, kiiney, liver and stomach
trouble, sick headache, sleeplessness, rheu
matism and nervous ailments, or seven
week’s treatment for £1.00,  Our readers
desiring to operzte branch agencies for this
great remedy should write now for terms
and territory and name the CAaTHOLIC RE-
CORD. 8490-4,
SRS s
Money Saved and pain relieved by the
leading hou-ehold remedy, Dr. I'HOMAS
EOLBCTRIC O1L —a small quantity of which
usually suflices to cure a cough, heal s sore,
cut, bruise or sprain, relieve lnmbago, rheum
atism. meuralgia, excoriated nipples or in-
flamed breast.

“IVHMILNOW
g wuy puw uYSuWI M
‘Auesdwo)
nueqiiey 'y ‘N UL
£q £1uo epel

w100013 (e £q ‘syjed punod
9 puw g uj plos §| 8uI[010))

‘a1ey Jo 111q Aquwuep 1em3ar ayy
£ofua yre ueo ondadsdp a3 pus
9ed[Ep Yy ‘Bunof ay ‘uaydIy
INOA UL HNHTOLLOD YA\ "SI[NS3L
jusseajdun 10 loA®py juesra(dun
‘tjopo juesesjdun noyyMm St [
"$}[NSAI [MYI[EA PuB [NHYBIP
oy 38 pesudins 9q [[m mok
pue Suruajioys S[qE1232A Mau Y}

YAN0)

A1y ‘p1e] pIsn
saeg nof asdym sadar (B U]
‘uonse3Ip s1opuly Mouy [[B M
se yoma ‘pre; uy 3aily M jo
asneoaq Isnl ‘joud 01 spuesmnony
Iq8noiq seq adosa arduns siqg,
..’ pIe[ui £13 uat) ‘31 punoie g3nop
smos jnd pue 3oy ® INL],,

l this country and in Europe.
It would be difficult to estimate in
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Sarsanarilla is carefully
prepared by experienced
pharmacists from Sarsa-
parilla, Dandelion, Man-
drake, Dock. ’ipsissewa,
Juniper Berries, and other well known
vegetable remedics, The Combination, Pro«
portion and Process are Peculiar to Hood's
Sapsaparilla, givingitstrength and curative

power Peculiar to Itself, not pos-
sessed by other medicines, Hood's

* .
arsaparilla
{'ures Serofula, Salt Rheum, Sores, Boils,
Pimples and all other affections caused by
fmpure blood ; Dyspepsia, Biliousness, Sick
Headache, Indigestion, Debility, Catarrh,
Rbeumatism, Kidney and  Liver Com-
plaints. Tt is Not What
we Say, but what Hood's
Sarsaparilla Doces, that

Tells the Story — Hood's
Sarsaparilla

URES

‘.Hood’g Pills are gentle, mild and efloctive

CANDLEMAN.

We have large assortment of Mould-
ad Bees-wax Candles, Wxx Tapers,
Sterine and Paraffine Candles,
for wh we 8 ioit
early ders,

MISSION SUPPLIES.

We kindly solieit the supplying of mis-
sions or Retreats with all religions artieles
required,of whieh we continually have large
quantities in stoek, such as

Mission Prayer Booke.

Devotional, Instructive and Controversial

Jooks
Prayer Beads in all sizes and styles,
Brass Bound and Nickle Mission Ciosses,
Crueifixes to stand or hang.
Ntatues,
Holy Water Fonts,

Seapu ars,
Medals in Brass and Silver,
Pictures for Framing in all sizes,

When ordering please state :

Who isto give the Mission

About how many familics will attend.

The day the Mission will open

How the goods have to be shipped to reach
sidely

We will make the Seleation of Saleable Goods.

Careful attention given to the packing and
shipping of all orders,

D. & J. SADLIER & CO.

Catholie Publishers, Dooksellers and Stas
tioners, Church Ornaments, Vestments,
Statuary and Religious Artieles,

115 Churoh Bi.

1660 Notre Dare St.
MO TORONTO,

NTREAL.

Consolidated Plate Glass Co,
LONDON.

PLATE GLASS, —mm
STORE FRONTS,

am. LEADED WORK.

LARGEST STOCK IN CANADA.

28 ASK FOR PRICES, =%y
BENNET FURMSHING €O').
LONDON, ONTARIO,

Mannfacturers of

Church, School and Hall
FURNITURE.

for Illustrated Cata-
logue and Prices,

Bennet Furnishing Co.
London, Ontario, Can,

Pictorial Lives of the Sainté

Write

The Catholi;iecox; Jr One Year
For $8 00.

The Pletorial Lives of the Saints contalug
Refections tor Every Day in the Year, Th
book is complled from * Butler's Lives " and
other approved sources, to which are added
Lives of the Americun Saints, recently
plreed on the Calendar for the United States
by special petition of the Third Plenary
Couneil of Baltimore ; and also the Lives of
the Saints Canonized in 18851 by His Holiness
Pope Leo X111 KEdited by John Gilmary
Shea, LL.D. With a beautiful frontispiece
of the Holy Family and nearly four hundred
other il ustrations Elegantly bound in
extra cloth, Greatly admired by our Holy
Father, Pope Leo X1, who sent his special
blessing to the publishers; and approved by
; Archbishops and Bishops,
work will he sent to any of onr
and will also give them eredit
for a year's subseription on THE CATHOLIO
R) coRD, on receipt of Three Dollars. We
will in all cakes prepay carriage.

THE RITUAL OF THE P, P. A,

We have ‘mhliaheu in pamphlet form the
entire Ritnal of the conspiracy known as the
P. P. A. The hook was obtained from one of
the organizers of the association, Itought to
be widely distributed, as it will be the means of
yreventing many of our well-meaning Protes-
[nnt friends from falling into the trap set for
them by designing knaves. The book will be
gent to any address on receipt of 6 cents in
stamps; by the dozen, 4 cents per copy: and
by the hundred, 3 cents. Address, THOMAS
COFFEY, CATHOLIC KECORD Office, London,
Ontario.

Merchant Tailoring.

R. 0. LABELLE HAS OPENED A FIRATe

Class Merchant Talloring establishment
on Richmond Street, next door to the Riche
mond House, and opposite the Masonio
Temple. He will carry a full range of the
ver{ choicest goods, Prices tosult the times
Batisfaction guaranteed.

OVE & DIGNAN, BARRISTERS, Bif .
L talvot strest, London. ~ Private fands
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