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SPARED ! ¢

A Mother’s ** Deo Gratias.”

1 remember the first time I went to
the convent. It was one of the open-
ing days in June ; the air was full of
sunshine and the perfume of new
mown hay. In the distance you
could hear the shrill sweet voices of the
children as they played on the green
terraces and in the cut meadow grass.
All down Rosary walk the roses grew
in wild profusion, crimson and pink,
and clusters of soft creamy white,
brushing their petals against the
green-trelllsed pailing taking the
golden sunshine into their perfumed
velvet hearts.

A year and three months later I
gent my little daughter there. It was
our first parting. She was an im-
petuous, lovable child, very strong in
her likes and dislikes, and I wondered
how she would get on with her Super-
fors in her new life. Would she find
them all kind ? or would some of them
not understand the thoughtless, warm-
pearted child ? I called again at the
convent six weeks later, on my way
back from abroad, and when I asked
her the question ever uppermost in
my mind, she replied without hesita-
tion, * I love them all, mother ; they
are all good to me.” I wondered at
her answer then ; Ino longer wonder
now.

Chyistmas came quickly, and she
came, too, looking the picture of
health and happiness, with a curious
new tenderness for her baby brother
and sisters ; very full of her studies,
very full of ambition, having well
gpent those four past months ; when
we parted again I had no longer any
doubts as to the choice I had made in
sending her to the convent.

It was a bright spring morning
when a letter arrived, telilng me my
dear littla daughter had got the
measles. 1 caunot say I minded it
much, Of course, I felt sorry the
child shouid be so 111, but still it would
be as well if ghe got it over her now,
when she was young, especially as the
attack golng was of a mild type. But,
of course, 1 eagerly watched for the
post next morning, tearing open the
envelope rapidly to read the news. It
was no longer the mild case first des-
cribed ; my little darling was sick,
very sick, and even as I read,
the maid entered with a telegram.
« Erna seriously ill.” How the words
seemed to stand out on the pink paper
as it trembled in my hands! Fora
moment 1 could see nothing elge. 1
remember crying out aloud in my
agony, ‘‘ Oh my God, leave her to me !
leave her to me !" I could not pray ;
only thas wild appesl for mercy passed
my lips. My heart was full of re-
bellion. I could mot live without the
child !

Then came the hurried preparation,
the long, weary hours in the rallway
carriage, flying through the green
country. Would I never reach my
journey's end ? And all along the
words of a Protestant friend of mine
kept ringing in my ears, ¢+ See your-
self the child 18 well looked after,
Mrs. L. as I don't believe in nuns."

Looking back on it now, I smile at

these groundiess fears : for very soon

I knew that in her own home she
counld not have got more loving care,
more watchful nursing.

I arrived at the convent about 6
ook in the ovening. The reverend
Mother told me that the child had been

v
o'ele

are writing.”
was to stand at the threshold and go
no further, how hard to exercise that
dally act of self-
comfort was to Say
is for the child's good.”
when saying the words,
would beat with a passionate louging
to get one glimpse of the dear bounie
face, to hold the soft warm hand in
mine, to look into the blue eyes,
kiss the round red mouth '

this would have been to me,
who created that mother-heart
me knew.
as I was sitting in my accus
tomed place in the church, & little girl
entered clinging to her mother.
other had come
The child had her arm

dently the m
little
round the mother’s
stood there admiring the beautiful
sculptured angels on either side of the
altar, I looked at them with jealous
eyes.
and mine lie in the clutches of that
cruel pneumontia ?
to me that God might say to me, as I
gald of my sick child when I could not
& It is for your good."”

Everybcdy around was 80 kind.
Everywhere I met marks of quiet sym-
What struck me most was

‘Give my love to
But

Once,

one.

Why should

see her,

pathy.
how every nun in
the sweet Mother

If she had a good

as they met me wit
their lips: ‘‘You

companion was.
pathy everywhnere.
I remember on
the church at

from the lamp of t
hung before the

there, such tiny

intensity of her

control !
over and over, ‘' It

air of gentle dignity and face of quiet
strength, down to the youngest novice,
all seemed to feel for the child and me.

need to get the news early.
gee it in the smiling faces of the nuns

Erpa this morning.”
children hurrying along the waxen
corridors, carrying their tiny violets,
would stop & moment and lifting their
shy eyes would ack me how their little
It was loving sym-

the
There was no light in the nave except

rays fell on the bowed heads of five
little children wbo were kneeling

crept softly into my place, I wondered
idly what they were praying for.
little girl I mnoticed especially : she
seemed about seven years of age, and
as I looked at the rapt flower like face,
I could see the baby lips moving in the
That same
evening, some hours later, I found out

mother when you
, oh! how hard it
My only

And even
my heart

and
What joy
only God
within

Evi-
to visit the

waist, and as they

that child be well,

It never occurred

asked God to speak some day to one of | NAPOLEON ON THE DIVINITY OF
CHRIST. How, then, shouid a Jew to whose ex-
{gtence there is more testimouny than to
that of any of His contemporaries—He
alone, the Son of a car penter—give
ponse to a request for arguments for Himself out as God Himself, for the
he Divinity of Christ for one who re pelf-existent Belng,
all beings ?
adoration ; He builds Hls worship with
His own hands—npot with stoueg, but
with men,
| prodigy surpassing
willed the love of men--that which it
Finelly it presents Napoleon's re- is most difficult in the world to obtain

my little daughters as he epoke once
before in those far away golden years
to Mary of Bethania.

My last visit was to the cemetery.
As I followed the nun under the nar- l .
row gray arch that leads into ‘* God’s |
Acre "and looked at the carefully | j
tended graves of the nuns and child
ren (for six little ones are buried here) | (
my heart was full of a
negs. The same

t

sunshine  that

the green graves In the quiet ceme-

that covered its brown walls, There
had been & slight shower a iew hours
previously, and the rain-drops which |1
still clung to the grass shone Dow
in the sun’s rays like drops of crystal,
A bird was singing to its mate from an | ¢
old tree close by, filllng the alr with
me'ody. The place was ablaza with
sweet spring flowers—crocuses with
their golden chalices, tender violets
and trembling snowdrops. The bright
faced nun by my side told me these
had suddenly sprung
with the late sunshine. As I turned
away 1 felt that something else had
blossomed in my heart, in the love and
gympathy of the last few days—some-
thing that I would never quite lose
again,.—A. 1/ in the [rish Monthly.

that convent, from
Superior, with her

night, I would not
I would

h the glad news on

had goods news of
Even the little

e evening entering
twilight hour.

he sanctuary, which
altar. Its crimson

little ones! As I

fervor.

One

that these little ones had gone together
to the church to pray for Erna’s re-
covery.
Another day I went into town to get
some violets for the little inmates of
the infirmary. When I entered the
florist's, I asked for eight little bou-
quets (there were eight little children
down in the measles) and as the assist-
ant looked around to see if she had the
number, ‘* Must they be all the same
size 2" she asked. ‘‘Yes,” I replied,
¢ they must be all the same sz ; Ire
quire them for eight little children who
are sick, bnt perhaps you would put &
tiny piece of white hyacinth in the
bunch for my little girl, just to make
it slightly different from the rest " As
with deft fingers she made up the
purple bougquets, ghe asked me was my
little girl very ill1? ‘' Yes, very, very
{l.” She heard the weary voice and
looked up. I suppose the dumbagony
in my face miusi neve touched her

anointed some hours before, and that
already her breathing geemed easier
and she was sleeping. But her words
of hope gave me no comfort. I thought
the child was going to die. Why mine
of all others? Surely there were
plenty of other children on God's fair
earth, plenty alresdy in His falrer
Heaven, withcut His taking the one
child that was all the world to me?
Ard so I grieved and grieved without
the comfort of prayer and the days
passed with their laden hours, and the
sweet frail iife still hung in the bal
ance.

Soon after my arrival the devotion
of the ‘‘Quarant Ore” began in the
church, aund for hours I would sit there
resting, not praylng—wlth my hands
loosely clasped before me, forgetting
the flight of time till & nun’s soft voice,
s Qome out to the garden for a few
minutes, you can return again,”
would bring back my wandering
thoughts, and I would go, but to re-
turn in half an hour. 1 often look
back now, in the midst of my busy
life, to the hours 1 spent there, and

how I got to love that church, with its
gleaming marble altar, its lights and
flowers, its carved onk stalls where the

qulet nuns knelt go often in prayer,

and the young novices, with thelr
long, white veils and tender faces
by hour to adore the
Blessed Sacrament ; and I think yet of
that

glided In hour

the peace, the perfect peace,
dwelt over it all.

1 was not allowed to see the child.
Knowing her intense

might cause her. No,

the first malady. Could I resign my
gelf not to see her
longer? “ Yes,

words came with difficulty.

suggestion to ease my heart'’s sicknesg

It I could not see the dear face, why

not at least hear the child's volce ?

And so every evening after that,
about 6 o'clock, when the
sweet-toned Angelus bell rang out, we
would mount the broad oak stalr caee
together, g0 down many & winding
last flight of steps
would lead us to the last passage, and
then down to the infirmary door.
it was

generally

corridor, till the

There I would stand and listen,

love for me the
doctors feared tke excitement my visit
ghe was not
worse, but they were gtill very anx-
fous, for pneumonia had supervened
when the child was recovering from

for a little while
gurely ;" but the
And then
the kindly reverend Mother made &

when I looked agaln, tears of sympathy
overflowed her eyes. I remember her
following me out to the door and say-
ing in her quiet voice, which yet had
a sob in it, ** May God spare you your
little daughter !"
Next day there was a procession end-
ing in Benediction of the Blessed Sac
rament. The church is cruciform and
opens out on & corridor hung with
Stat'ons of the Cross, The doors were
all wide open as the procession slowly
pasged along. 1 could see them all
from the bench where I was kneeling
first, the children with their bright
faces and sunny hair, then the white
veiled novices, and lastly the nuns, all
with their tapers lighting. The alr
was.full of music and the fragrance of
the tall white lilies that covered the
altar. But my thoughts were with the
sick child. Oa! if she could but know
I was so near her ! Could she think I
was forgetting ?  Could I ever doubt
like that ? And as I thought, like a
lightning flash, the memory of the last
few days answered back. [es, I, too,
had doubted.
The perfume of the incense CAmO
nearer and nearer, I could hear the
deep voices of the priests chanting as
[ left my placs and came down the
church, down to the open door, and
there knelt humbly waiting for Him to
pass. Jesus of Nazareth, the same to-
day as ninsteen hundred years ago;
the same always | He was coming, the
same Jesus Who once walked the streets
of Jerusalem and preached with mild
face and sad eyes(‘ eyes sadwith our ein-
ning !") by the shining sea of Gallilee.
He camé, and with the unbidden tears
falling soft 8s & summer ghower, I
asked Him if it were His will to leave
me the child I loved better than my
life. I felt Ho would understaud my
grief. He Himself had wept Divine
tears over the tomb of Lazarus, and
had known what human sorrow was.
Yes, He would know and uunderstand !
. | He had heard the prayer of the Rabbi
go long ago, nearly nineteen hundred

And He gave me my heart’s desire !

retarn home with my mind at rest.

of that quiet church,

My little girl grew rapidly well--so
well that in four days I was able to

But, before I left, kueeling in the hush
the prejudice of
and there with the

THE MISSION BELL.

English Mlssionary’'s Unigue Method
of Bringing Neglectful Catholics to
Thelr Duty.

Something of a sensation, according
to English exchanges, has been caused
by the unique method adopted by Very
Rev. Martin Byroe, a well-known
English Passionist, to bring some
neglectful Catholics in the town of Car-
marthen to a sense of their duty. Father
Martin was giving a mission in the
church at Carmarthen, and was meet-
ing with great succees, the partici-
pants beiug wiought to a bigh pitch of
religious fervor. Bat, unfortunately,
there are in Carmarthen a few nom
inal Catholics who are not members of
the congregation, who never enter the
church, who did not attend the mis
gion, and who never comply with the
precept of the Council of Lateran—
which is to the effect that those who do
not so comply should be debarred en-
trance into the church during life and
deprived of Christian burial after
death—and who therefore ex pose them-
gelves to the incurring of this penalty
by excommunication. Father Martin
determined to make an effort to bring
them in.
The missionary's ficst move was to
ask those who were attending the
mission to tell the neglectful ones the
law of the Church, and to invite them
to come and hear the Word of God.
When they declined Father Martin
geat them other messengers to say that
if they would not come they would
hear in their homes, orin the haunts
of thelr sin, the bell tolling for the
death ot their souls as it tolls for the
death of the body, while the congrega:
tion would pray for their conversion,
They still declined to come. Then &
most impressive scene was witnessed.
The great bell in the steeple was
solemnly tolled and &8 its first deep
note floated out on the night air the
congregation, at the word of the mis
sionary, knelt and prayed fervenily
for the conversion of the sinners.

IRISH HUMOR DURING TEE
QUEEN'S VISIT.

« Drive me to & good hotel, jarvey. "
« Well, sir, which d'ye want o
« Auy will do 8o long a8 I can get &
room.”
“Tpen, axin' yer leave, sir, yo'd
betther go across an’' throw stones at a
peeler.”

“ Why 2"
«Ye'd get locked up thin, sir, an’
tls the only way to get a room in
Dublin this night, sir, heav'n be
praised !
One of the Dublin evening papers
came out on Thursday evening with
out any reference to the Queen’s visit
save some brief extracts from the lead:
ers in the London papers. This was
poticed by a Saxon journalist, who
had purchased & copy from an elderly
dame in Grafion street. He stood
under a lamp post, glancing over the
paper with a keen journalistic eye,
and then he came back to the news
vendor. ** Look here,” he said, ‘‘ this
paper has nothing in it about the
Queen’s visit; it is a fraud,” * Lor’
gave ye, sur,’’ she replied {n a second’s
time. ‘‘Lor’ bless ye, there's the
shootin’ of the Prince o' Wales in it.
How much does yer honor want for a
hapenny ?"
Near Northumberland road, which
may be regarded as the entrance to
Dablin proper, an old woman busied
herself selling oranges. For an hour
she had a gratifylng gale, but as the
crowd grew denser she e¢ould not move
about to entice her patrons, and she
lamented the fact openly. As the pro
cesslon drew near she contrived to
push & little nearer the barrier.
“Stand back, you wid the basket,”
shouted the policeman. * Arrah " re-
plied the old body at once, ‘* mebbe her
reverince 'd like an orange—chape
enough, too, an’ by the token I'll give
her one all for nothin’” ** Stand back
will ye? Her Majesty doesn’t want

of May 5 an admirable article in re-

great thankful- be judged by His life,
works and the love which He still in-
streamed into the church fell also on | spires in His followers.

tery, and lingered lovingly on the ivy markabdle words.

cited, we believe, by Pere Lacordalre !

Notre Dame, and 18
Cardinal Newman in his ** Grammar |

Christian apologists.

The Ave Marla presents in its issue

sets the Bible,

Our esteemed contemporary takes
yar Lord &8 a character of history, to
His words, His

Says the Ave Marla: |
testimony was first |t

This etriking

n one of his famous conferences at,

referred to by

»f Assent,” and by innumerable other |

After quoting from Rousseau a sent-

ence in which that infidel philosopher | c
wrote, for once, as & theologian—"** If
the life and death of Socrates were
those of & sage, the life and death of
into blossom | Jesus Christ are those of a God,”"—the
eloquent Dominican went on to tell of
the conversations on religious subjects
which Napoleon sometimes held with

one of his Generals during his exile at

St. Helena, recorded by the Chevalier |
de Beauterne. Oan one occasion the

conversation turned on the essential

difference between Christianity and

other religious syetems, and on the

divinity of Its Founder. Napoleon

spoke with deep impressiveness, his

emotion rendering him eloquent in the
highest degree. These were his
words :

« [ know men, General, and I can
tell you that Jesus Christ is not a man.

Superficial minds see & regemblance
between Christ and the founders of em-
pires, the congquerors and the goas of
other religions. The resemblance does
not exist : the distance between Chris

tianity and any other religion is infin-
ite. Any one who has a true knowledge
of things and experience of men will ent

short the question as [ do. Who among

ue, General, looking at the worship of

different nations, is not able to say t0
the different authors of those religions,

‘ No, you are neither gods nor the
agents of the Deity. You have no
mission from Heaven, You are formed
ed of the same slime as other mortals.

Your own lives are entirely one with
ull the passions and all the vices which
are inseparable from humanity.

Your temples and your priests them-
gelves proclaim your origin’? Abom-
inations, fables, and rotten wood ! Are
these religions and gods which can at
all be compared with Christianity ? 1
say no !

“In Lycurgus, Numa,Confucius, and
Mahomet I see lawgivers, but nothing
which reveals the Daity, They them-
selves did not raise their pretenslons 8o
high. They surpassed others in their
times, as I have done in mine, There
{s nothing about them which announces
divine beings ; on the contrary, I see
much likeness batween them and my-
gelf, I can testify to common resem

blances, weaknesses and errors, which
bring them near to me and to human
nature.

« 1t is not so with Christ. Every-
thing in Him amazes me. His mind
is beyond me and His will confounds
me. There is no possible term of com-
paricon between Him and anything of
thie world. He isa being apart. His
birth, His life, His death, the profund-
ity of His doctrine, which reaches the
height of difficulty, and whichis yet its
most admiranie soiuliva ar
ity of this mysterious Boeing,
His empire, His course Across
ages and kingdoms—all i8 a prodigy,
a mystery too deep, too gacred, and
which plunges me into reveries from
which [ can find no escape ; & mystery
which is here, under my eyes, which I
csnnot deny and neither can I ex
plain.

«t Here I see nothing of man. You
gpeak of Camsar and of Alexander ; of
their conquests, and of the enthusi-
asm which they were able tojawaken in
the hearts of their soldiers, and thus
draw them with them on adventurous
expeditions. But this only shows us
the price of the goldier’s affection, the
ascondency of the genius of victory,
the natural effect of military diseip
line, and the result of able commander-
ship.
empire of Cwsar endure ?
was the enthustasm of the goldiers of
Alexander maintained? Their pres

s slh o uiar

titlea of God in

der,
They conquered the world, but they
were not sble to obtain a friend, I
am perhaps the only person ot the pre
sont time who has any love for Hanut-
bel, Cw:ar or Alexander,
we love our children ; but how many

children love you, general ?
them, but you are not enre of a return.

generations are
more intimate than those of blood ;
a union more sacred, more imperative
than any other could be
who sincerely believe in Him feel toat
superior love, of which Tlne,
destroyer,
strength nor

But how many years did the
How long

tigejlasted but a day—the time of their
command, —and followed the chances

the absolute sense

for the Creator of
He claima every kind of

And how was it that, by a
&1l prodigies He

-and immediately succeeded ? From
his I conclude His divinity, Alexan
Cwmar, Hanoibal—all failed.

It is true
.hildren are ungrateful! 1 your
You love

 Christ speaks, and from that time
His by ties more strict,
by

All those

the greet
can neither 'exhaust the
limit the duration. I,
Napoleon, admire this the more that |
have so very often thought of it and
it proves to me absolutely the divinity
of Christ.

] have inspired multitudes to die
for me. God forbid that I should form
any comparison between the enthusi-

asm of my soldiers and Christian
charity ; they are as different as thelr
causes, Then, my presence was 1e

quired ; the electricity of my look, my
voles, a word from me, and the sacred
firec was kindled in all hearts, I cer
tainly possees the secret of that maglc
power which carries Aaway other
people’s minds, yat [ could never com-

-

archy, I die prematurely, and my body
will be returned to the earth to be

come pasture for worms This {8 the
destiny, now very near, of ' ihe great
Napoleon.’ What a gull between my
migery and the eternal relgn of Chriet
preached, pralsed, loved adored,
living in the whole ur ree Is thie
to die? 1Is it not rathuer to live: Such
s the denth of Christ ch the death
of God."

¢*Eyery Man is the
Architect of His Fortune.’ g

““"An architec his plans
are executea by » greate
builder of health is Hood's Sarsapa
It lays a firm foundation. It makes the

pasis of life, pure and strong.

blood,
Be an architect of your foriune and secure
Hood's as your health budder.

Headaches

dt‘:l"l ar I’ Wwa frot ~U”.’
and di s and in m
took H s Sarsapa whic

y cured me.

, Ontarlo.

BELLEVILLE
BUSINESS

municate it to others, Not one of my
generals ever received it from we or
guessed atit; neither have 1 the power
to eternalize my name and my love in
the heart.
“ Now that I am at St. Helena—now
that I am alone, na led to this rock—
who fights and conguers empires for
me ? What courtiers have I In my
misfortune ? Does any one thick of
me ? Does any one in Europe move
for me ? Who has remained faithful?
Where now are my friends? Yes,
you two or three, whose fidelity tm-
mortalizes you, share my exile,”
(Here, it is said, Napoleou's voice &8
sumed a peculiar tone of melancholy,
irony and deep sadpess.) ** Yes, our
existence has shone with all the bril-
llancy of the disdem and of sover-
eignty ; and yours, General, reflected
this splendor, a8 the dome of the In-
valides reflects the rays of the suu
But reverses have come, DBy degrees

of miefortune and the outrages
last tints. Only the lead remalng,
General, and soon I shall be dust,

¢+ Such 18 the destiny of great men—

be their partner ; but don't fail to use Put

pnam's Corn Extractor. Frauds,

poizonous and dangerous gubstitutes are ir

the market, Beware of them.,

Painless Corn Extractor.
proprietors, Kingston.

il

Streed Incldent

“My Dear Sir,"”

tholomew Livingst

Polson & Co.

Y What does this mean ? I thought you wer
laid up with all sorts of bad digeasas !"

“And so 1 was,”
gentleman, * I had an attack of indigestio

replied the reveren

taking Hood’s 8 wrsaparilla which has put m
on my feet and cured all my
troubles,”

1 don’t doubt it,"’ said the lawyer,

glomac

aud my little girl of serofula, When the

they only tell the truth.’
“Yes, yes, so they do,” replied the mir
ister, and the two passed on.
- e

of war. If victory had deserted them,

I a:k you, yes or no?
tary influence of
eud with their life?
beyond the tomb ?
“Imagine
with a faithful army,
memory, after his death !
phantom,
withcut hopes for this
inspires them
privations

world, and wh

cuenli.

Carthagenian army forgot
Quch is the power of us great men

away our friends.
have I seen around me !

yer oranges. Everybody knows"—
the policeman fell back on his imagin-
ation—'* everybody knows shs hates

years ago, and given him back his A
Jittla maid. He would leave me my oranges. ‘' Then glory be to God, 'tis
child now. the color of thim she hates; she's a tidy

gowl, afther all. I wish 1 had some—

green oranges.”

A dying man was

a fool who went out

years broke down,

almost always the same message

: | spring sunshine resting on its walls I

asked what should
be put on his tomb. He answered,
+t Lot thie be the inscription : Here lies
into the world
without learning why he came into i8.”

ment—there is not a God in Heaven 1
any

by usurping the name of God.

do you doubt whether the enthusiasm
would not immediately have censed ?
Did the mili-
Cwesar and Alexander
Was it prolonged

one making conquests | purposes i t
devoted to his |
Imagine a |
who hagsoldiers without pay,

to submit to all kinds of
Tuarenne was still warm |
when his army broke up before Monte-
And as to myself, my armies
forget me while I still live, a8 the |
Hannibal. |

A battle lost casts us down and carries '
How many a Judas

¢ In short—and this is my last argu-

man could conceive and execute
with full success the gigantic design
of gelzing upon the supreme worship
Jesus

THEY ARE
Some persons,
the stomach, resort
gative ¢ 8
tion, but

NOT VIOLENT IN ACTION

to Epsom and other pu

gerve no permanent good., The

ths golden hues are effaced ; the floods | vee
to
which I am subjected carry away the

exclaimed Lawyer Bar-
ne, meeting the Rev, Dr,
Archibald Windham on the village street,

and from that time on my whe la system has

t ) “This
game medicine cured my wife of rheamatism | {4
5 \

¥

v,

been in a disordered condition until I began %
)

v,

Y

¢

say it's tha best medicine money can buy,
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HOME STUDY.

Why not make use of the Jong winter
evenit gs and study at home, thus fitting yon
for a better position. The series of Business

Books published by the
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Citrtldi{1iept

Owen Sound, Ont., iz not only snitable for
in the eollege, but ig also oxcellent for
private learners. Write for deseriptive

Book Circular to
U, A. FLEMING, Priveipal,
Owen Sound, Onty

ASSUMPTION + COLLEGE,

of Carsar and of Alexander. We are SANDWIOH, ONT.
forgotten, and the name of a con- T”"? ;"LT""W'“ EMBRAUK THE l',l”‘-'iv"'
e Bt i e e [OAL and Commereial Courses, T

queror, f‘]‘ o that of an emperor, is but | inei dine all ordinary espenses, $150 por s

the subject of a college theme, Our | pum. For (ol particulars apply to

— . REv. D. Cusuing, C.8.B

exploits come under the feruls of a -

pedant, who either praiges or fusults CREE MY WRITING™

us. A few months and thig will bemy | *1vevelin my freedom, Compare It with
Wh 144 2 1 the first you saw from my pen.’

fate. What }vill happen to my vlf‘rf 30 writ s a teacher from N, Simecoe who

Assassinated by the Eaglish olig- | spentaterm wih B0 Inst summer, We can

andeh develop good business writers beeause we

- st penmen in the country

Nothing Hunts out Corus @ quita a8 SLrong handed

Like tight boots, Uorus aie veiy « nad af neve dey ment

fairs, but apply to them a pair of tight boots Enter any time, No vACALIONS Hpeeiat

and all other concerns of life sink intoin Summer Térm from July 3rd. Our circulai®

signiticance.  Tight boots and Putnam's “\"H\‘, b "'w;_ll ,:' :"_ sty

Corn Extractor (the great and only sure cure CENTRAL BUSINESS COLLEGE, Torenta,

for corns) may go together, and comfort will Ww. H. SHAW, Principal

e 1 ST, JEROME'S CCLLEGE,

Patnan’s

BERLIN, ONT.

Oomplete Olassical, Philosophioal ané
Uommercial Courscs Hhorthand

and Typewrhinf.
For further particulars apply to—~-
Presidensi

REV. THEO. BPETE,

e V'@"'VC“"«?Q"'
. Mt. Clemens

will cure you when

d all else falls.  Ask

n 1 gomeona who hag been
M'nera there, Thousands cure d
annnally. Address for ull

d Baths information—

. DR. J. G. WHITE,

SPECIALIST to BATH HOUSES
Mt, Clemens, M ch

Mention this paper

y
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PLUMBING WORK IN OPERATION
Oan be Sepn at our Waroroomns
DUNDAS BTREKT,

sMITH BROT HERS

r

ir

use produces incipient chills, and if per ganitary Plumbers and Heatlng
gisted in they injure the stomach, Nor do () 10e1H
they act upon the int neg in a beueficial LONMDON, MNTARIC
way., Parmeloe’s '/ WDhle Pills answer all Bole Agents for Pevrless Walar Hed o
his respect, and have no super- Talavhone (3%
1or, g e
“ Safe bind, safe find.” Fortify yourself GOOD l“"":i*“" SALR.
| L\}‘.:‘u(l‘\‘}xl’.lz rlil.lv*‘:'ll\ll .‘;:xfa.uv:q;l'l‘u‘ ‘:1‘.;w .'.wl be We should be pleased to supply any'of the
e HOOE SR HIGRVOS W following hooks at prices given : 1'he Chris-
) Mother Graves’ Worm Exterminator does | tian ither, price, 30 cents (cloth): The
l not require the help of any purgative med- | Christian ,\hnﬂur (eloth) cents ¢ Thoughts

jcine to complete the cure,

{ and be convinced,
INDIGRSTION, resulting from weakness

the stomach, is relieved by 11ood’s Sarsapa:

DYSPHPSIA.
A ol 5
1

Don’t Stop

taking Scott’s Emulsion be-

\

f

Give it a trial

illa, the greatest stomach tonic and cure for

on the Sacred Heart, by rehbishop Walsh
(eloth), 40 cents: Catholic Belief (paper)
25 cents, cloth (strongly bound) b0 cents,
Address : Thos, Coffey, CATHOLIG,RECOBD
office, London, Ontario

r! a Church Bells, Chimes and Peals of Bco;
= Q Addross,
'3 0Old Established
é‘ﬁ'BUCKEYE BELL FOUNDRY

THE E. W. VANDUZEN CO., Cincinnati,0.

of
r-

ﬁ Y FAVORABLY KNOWN SINCE 1826

A& HAVE FURNISKED 25000 Y
k}. \, (JHURCH, SCHOOL & OTHER 4 .
% N 6 MENEELY &CO. i Ni/NE:
WIWEST-TROY, M. Y.\ se11-METAL

CHIMES Ere.CATALOGUE & PRICES FREE.

cause it’s warm weather.
Keep taking it until you are
cured.

is the only One Who dared to do this. .

He fis thg only One Who hag gaid, giitcv‘l;lo‘uhcr?clhyg?;cjg?gsszfr:i
it babl If of :

affizmed imperturbably, Himself 0 Sace as in winter, It's cod

Himself, * I am God
different from the affirmation, Iam
igod.

vidual who qualified himself

'—which {8 quite

History mentions no other indi-
with the

liver oil made easy.
80c.and $ 1. All druggists.

BLAIN FACTS FOR FAIR MINDS

THIH HAR A LARGER EALK THAN
any book of the kind now in (he market.
It 18 not & controversial work, but simply a
statement of Catholie Doetrine, The author
18 Rev. George M, Searle. The price is ex.
ceedingly low, only 160. Free %muﬂ to &
d.ddrels. The book contains 300 pages A
TeBR

) London, Ont

Twos. NOFFRY, Cathollc Record offics,




