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CONTINUED,
i o
BETTY.

ory by the Author ot
d Fauntelroy.'

once. That was more
0. I am not a kitten
little cat, and 1 have
and think a great deal
hearth rug looking at
king my eyes. I have
< about that I even stop
s over when I am lap-
r washing my face. |
1l about lapping my
ipset the saucer, Betty
not.  She used to talk
when she gave me my
said that only untidy
areless.  She liked to
r face, too, so I am par
at. It is always Betty
bout when 1 sit on the
ot the fire.  Sometimes
d and so anxious that
r papa are sitting near
m and say :

Mee-aiow ?"

10t seem to understand
[, Perhaps that is be

grown-up people and
girl.  DBut one day hei

almost as ‘if she were
ion." "

a question. I was ask
y I wanted to kuow
oming back.

e che came from, but |
here she is gone or why
y usually told me things,
> tell me that. I never
) away before. 1 wish
me with her. T would
v face and paws very
er have upset my milk
w where she came from
. behind the white rose

began to bloom, and I
se to my mother in out
porch that was around
t was a nice porch, with
» over it, and I had been
We were very com

, but my mother was
ple.  She was afraid lest
me and look at us.
was so pretty they would
d take me away. That
| to two or three of my
isters before their
and it had made my
5. She said the same
ppened before when she
lies quite as promising,
her lady friends had told
ontinually happened to
They said that people
oking at you when you
as a sort of epidemic. It
in your losing children.
to me a great deal about
she felt rather less nerv
syes were opened because
0t seem to want you so
your eyes were opened
fewer disappearances in
‘the first nine days. But
he preferred that I should
te with people who looked
orch, and she was very
could use my legs and get
' the house, when any one
id said, ** Puassy ! pussy |”
1st not get silly and flat
ntimate even when they
vy pussy, poo’'ittle kitty
 said it might end in

eves

ery cautious indeed when
Betty. I did not intend
, but I was not so much
hvuld have have been it
been so very little and

ong before she went away
e one day when we were
' together :

am nearly 5 o'clock !"

she came from behind the
bush perhaps she was 1

ver forget that morning
a beautiful morning. It
arly spring, and all the
d to be beginning to break
nd blossoms. There were
vhite tlowers on the trees,
vas such a delicious smell
iffed a little. Birds were
id singing and every now
arting across the garden.
e coming out of the ground
ere blooming in the garden
mong the grass, and it
e natural to see a new kind
oom out on the rose bush,
o flowers on it then, because
vas too early. I wassuch a
n that [ thought the little
g round the green bush was
But it was Betty, and she
g at me! She had such a
"a mouth and such pink sofv
| such large eyes, just like
f a pansy blossom, She had
1k frock and atiny white
h fritls and a pretty white
like a frilled daisy, and the
1ade the curly soft hair fall-
er shoulder as she bent for-
as the vines sway.
"' I whispered, ‘* what kind
is that 7 1 never saw one

ed and began to be quite

ear ! ah, dear !” she said ;
 flower at all ; it is a pers
looking at you."

sther ! T said, how can it be
when it is not half as high
bush. And it is such pru‘nv
0 look again.” i
a child-person,” she said,
ve heard they are sometimes
of all—though I don't be-
take so many away at g
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time.” The little face peeped farther
round the green of the rose bush and
Jooked prettier and prettier. The
ink frock and white frills began to
show themselves a little more.
« Got behind me,"” said my mother,

Ah,
since why I did not know in a minute
that it was Betty—just Betty ! It
geemed 80 strange that I did not know
it without being told. She
nearer and nearer and her cheeks]|**
seemed to grow pinker and pinker, |si
and her eyes bigger and bigger.

denly she gave a littlo jump, and |down,

began to clap her hands and laugh.
“ Ah,” she said, ‘* it is a little kitty.

1t is surely a little kitty.” 0
«Oh, my goodness!” said my |k

mother. “OFs-fts s ! Fritss —

ffotssss ! 1c

I could not help feeling as if it was|h

rather rude of her, but she was so|could not reach
frightened . happy because I had come out that she

But Betty did not seem to mind it at j ¢
all. Down she weut on her little

under my porch and jumped on to the
top of

and called me pretty names, and stood

kitties. Inever hurt kitties. I'll give sober and sat by the fire thinking so
you a ball of string.”

There was a fence not far from the \

She was quite a little thing— | sh

how often I have wondered |only four o'clock. ca

So one morning I crept out from
that fence,

Pretty pussy.” When she caught
ght of me she began to laugh and | ni

Sud- | elap her little hands and jump up and | under the rose bush.
thick green grass and I lay comfort- |
“Oh, there's the kitty,” she said ;| ably on her
““there's my kitty.

It has come out its
wn self.  Kitty—Kitty : pretty, pretty | at
itty !"

She ran to me and stood beneath me
yoking up with her eyes shining and | it
er pink cheeks full of dimples. She |w
me,

ould scarcely stand still. She coaxed

knees in the grass, bending her head | on her tip toes stretching her short | k

down to peep under the porch, until
her cheek touched the green blades |
and her heap of curls lay on the but-

tercups and daisies. gaid, *‘1

+ Oh, you dee’ little kitty!" she said. | {
¢ Pretty pussy, pussy, puss ! Kitty—
kitty ! Roo’ 'ittle kitty. I won't hurt
you !"”

going to put out hor dimpled hand to
stroke me, but a side window opened
and I heard a voice call to her :

¢« Betty, Betty!" it said: ‘‘you
mustn't put your hand under there.

her cross and she might scratch you.
Don't try to stroke her, dearis.”
She turned her bright little face over
her shoulder.
1 won't hurt her, mamma,” she

arm and dimpled hand to try to see if

3 [ wasn't very much afraid now, and
She made a movement as if she were | that when " was a little more used to | at her.
being and plump, and she had such a lot of
house, perhaps I would play with her. soft curls.
her warm cheek and scattered on the
grass.
while she lay there, but I did it very | h
quietly, so that I should not disturb
her.

one paw as if I was going to give her
a pat, and she danced up and down for
The pussy is frightened and it makes joy.

see her again.
why she should go away when I loved |t
her so much—and when everybody
loved her so much.

would let her touch me, tc
1 won't pull you down, pussy,” she | li
only want to stroke you.
)h, you pretty kitty !”

And I looked down at her and said | ¢
“mee-iou " gently, just to tell her that

outside instead of under the

‘¢ Mee-iau!" I said, and I even put

My dear little Betty ! T wish I could
I cannot understand

milk and coaxed me and then she put | and her kitten asleep under the white
rose bush, and just one rose watching | ¢

said. **1 surcly, surely won't hurt Oh, how happy we were when I
her. She has such a pretty kitty. |came down from the fence. I did it
Come and look at it, mamma ! in three days. She brought some

¢« Pfrtssss-ss !” said  my mother.
«More coming! Grown-ups this|iton the grass close to the fence and
time !" moved away a few steps and looked at | ¢

¢ I don’t believe they will hurt us,’
Isaid. “*The little one issuch a pretty
one.”

“ You know nothing about it,
my mother.

But they did not hurt us. They
were as gentle as if they had been
kittens themselves. The mother came
and bent down by Betty's side and
looked at us, too, but they did nothing
which even frightened us. And they
talked in quite soft voices.

“ You see she is a wild little pussy,”
the mother said. **She must have
been left behind by the people who
lived here before we came and she has
been living all by herself and eating
iust what she could steal—or perhaps
catching birds. Poor little cat ! And
now she is frightened because evi
dently some of her kittens have been
stolen from her and she wants to pro-
tect this one.”

« Butif I don't frighten her,” said
Betty, *“if 1 keep coming to see her
and don't hurt her, and it I bring her
some milk and some bits of meat won't
she get used to me, and let her kitten
come out and play with me aftera
while 2"

¢ Perhaps she will,” said the mother,
“Poor pussy, puss, pussy, prety
pu g

She said it in such a coaxing voice
that I quite liked her, aund then Betty
began to coax, o, and she was so
sweet and so like a kitten herself that
| could scarcely help going a trifle
nearer to her, and I found myself say-
ing ** Mee-ow,” quite softly in answer.

And from that time we saw her every
day ever so many times. She seemed
never tired of trying to make friends
with us. The first thing inthe bright
mornings we used to hear her pretty
child voice and see her pretty child
face. She used to bring saucers of
delightful milk to us two or three times
aday. And she always wasso careful
not to frighten us She would just
call us, ‘¢ Pretty, pretty pussy ; pretty
kitty puss !” in a voice as soft as silk,
and then she would put the saucer of
milk near us and go away behind the
rose bush and let us drink in comfort
and peace.

We thought at first that she went
back to the house when she set the
saucer down ; but after a few days,
when we were beginning to be rather
less afraid, we found out that she just
hid behind the rose bush and peeped at
us through the branches. 1 saw her
pink cheeks and big soft pansy eyes
one day, and I told ny mother.

‘“ Well, she is a well-behaved child-
person,” mother said. ' 1 sometimes
begin to think she does not mean any
harm.”

I was sure of it. DBefore
lapped three saucers of milk
begun to love her a little.

A few days later she just put the
saucer down mnear us and stepped
softly away, but stood right by the
rose bush without hiding behind it.

I had
I had

And she said, ** Pretty pussy —pussy.
g0 sweetly without moving towards us,

that even my mother began to have

confidence in her.

About that time I began to think it

the house and get to know her a little
It looked so pleasant and sun-

better.

' said | grass and began to lap the milk and

me with such a pretty imploring look
in her pansy eyes that suddenly I made
a little leap down aund stood on the

even to purr ! That was the begin-
ning. From that time we played to
gether always. And oh, what ade
lightful playmate Betty was!  And
such a conversationalist ! She was not
a child who thought you must not talk
to a kitten because
back. She had so many things to tell
me and to show me. Aud she showed
me everything and explained it all,
too. She had a playhouse in a box in
a nice grassy, shady place, and she
told me all about it and showed me her
teacups and her dolls, and we had tea
parties with bits of real cake and tiny
cups with flowers on them.

“They don't hold much milk, kitty
she said ; ‘‘but it's a dolls’ tea party,
so you must pretend, and I'll give you
a big saucerful afterwards.”
I pretended as hard as ever I could,
and it was a beautiful party, though I
did not like the Sunday doll, because
she looked proud and as if she thought
kittens were too young. The cvery
day doll was much nicer, though her
hair was a little tufty and she was
cracked.
How Betty did enjoy herselt that
lovely suuny afternoon we had the
first tea party in the playhouse. How
she laughed and talked and ran back
wards and forwards to her mamma tor
the cups of milk and bits of cake. |
ran after her every time and she was
as happy as a little bird.
«See how the kitty likes me now,
mamma,’ she said. **Just watch ; it
runs every time Irun. It isn't afraid
of me the leastest bit. Isn'tit a pretty
kitty 2"
I never left her when I could help it.
She was such fun. She was a child
who danced about and played a great
deal, and 1 was a kitten who liked to
jump.  We ran about and played
with balls and we used to sit together
in the swing. I did not like the swing
very much at first, but I was so fond
of Betty that I learned to enjoy it be-
cause she held me on her knee and
talked. She had such a soft cosy lap
and such soft arms that it was delight
ful to be carried by her. She was very
fond of carrying me about, and she
liked me to lay my head on her
shoulder, so that she could touch me
with her cheek. My pretty little Betty,
she loved me s0.
She used to show me the flowers in
the garden and tell me which ones
were going to bloom and what color
they would be. We were very much
interested in all the flowers, but we
cared most about the white rose bush.
It was so big and we were so little that
we could sit under it together and we
were always trying to count the little
hard green buds, though they were
§» many that we never counted half
of them. Betty could only count up to

ol ten, and all we could do was to keep

counting ten over and over.

« These little buds will grow so big
goon, " she used to say, ‘that they will
burst, and then there will be roses and
more roses, and we will make a little
house under here and have a tea
party."”

We were always going to look at

would be nice to creep out from under

shiny out on the grass, and she looked
I did like her
voice so, and I did like a ball 1 used to
see her playing with ; and when the
bent down to look under the porch and
her curls showing, I used to foel as if 1
should like to jump out and catch at | ot jamping in the grass Shd Wil
ing the white rose bush to see how the
Perhaps it was a | me.

so sunshiny herself.

them with my claws.
was anything as pretty as DEWy
anything which looked as if it migh
be so nice to play with.

«] wish you would like me 3nd
come out and play, kitty," she use to
P otlmes. 1 do so like did:

Mlnnrd;; Ll;l'mentrfor |al& every-

say to me sometimes.

where.

There never
Betty or

that rose bush, and gometime when we
were playing and jumping Betty would
think she saw a bud baginning to come
out and we would both run.

{ were so happy together playing ball

¢ buds were growing.

much.

One afternoon we had the most beau-
house, and it had a sort of ledge on top, | tif
and it was a good deal higher than
. Betty's head—because she was so very |
and I began to shrink back. little. ;

after the ball, we
Betty knelt down on the grass and hac
Betty did not come.

I had made up mind at the first tea-
tea party on the box, and when it was party that 1 would never speak to the
over we went to the rose bush and Sunday doll, but one day I
and 1 was there | found a bud beginning to be a rose.
came | when she came again to peep and say, | It

said.
M w |
nice under the rose bush 2 And won't | loc

but she was so| Perhaps there will
morrow,
and see !"

to sleep but presently her head began

aud they found us

“ What a lovely little picture.

before she dropped off.

carried her into the house ; she did not

it could not talk | st

I don't know how many days we

tha

ul play we had ever had. We ran

swung

ook her curly hair so that I could
tch at it with my paws: we had a

vas a splendid afternoon !

After we had found the bud begin- |
ng to be a rose we sat down together
Betty sat on the  Be

oft lap and purred. up

n a little tired and I feel hot,” she
“ Are vou tired, kitty ?  Isn'tit |

be a beautiful place for a tea party co

hen all the white roses are out?|th
be some out to A

Perhaps she was more tired than she | sa
new. ldon't think she meant to go

ttle while she sank down softly and

was quite gone. W,

I left her lap and crept up close to
he breast of her little white frock and

I did so like to look
She was so pretty and pink | w

They were crushed under

I played with them a little |1

She was lying under the white rose
bush, still asleep, and I was curled up | ¢

against her breast watching her, when | r
her mamma came out with her papa | one desperate effort.
bed-room door and rubbed against it
and called with all my strength :

“ Oh, how pretty !" the mamma said.
Betty

yver thom. 1 wonder if Betty saw it

«She looks like a rose herself, said | |
her papa, ** but it is a pink one. How
rosy she is.” I
[Ie picked her up in his arms and

aken, and as | was not allowed to
sleep with her I could not follow, so I
ved behind under the rose bush my-
self a little longer before I went to bed.
When I looked at the buds I saw that
there were several with streaks of
white showing through the green, and
there were three that [ was sure would
be roses in the morning, and I knew
how happy Betty weuld be and how
she would laugh and dance when she
saw them.

I often hear people
each other that they
to understand the
I have of suddenly saying ‘‘ Mee-
iaou! mec-iaou!” as if I were
erying. It seems strange to me that
they don’t know what it means. I al-
ways find myself saying it when I
remember that lovely afternoon when
we played so happily and Betty tell
asleep under the rose bush, and I
thought how st leased she would be
when she camt teyt in the morning.

saying to
should like
strange way

I can't help 'S\ Everything was so
Y g E 3
different from®€Me. 1 had thought It

would be. B ;1 "l"f";‘ » came out in the
. \ t) "
morning. ON€ it

1 oh dear! she
never came out 1P Ui

I got up earl ill::l'"ml:{mysr\lf, and it
was a beautitt Gpion l‘t'ul morning.
There was dew _,pconted S and on the
tlowers, and thy Lantal e it sparkle
so that it was 0% paege K at. I did
so0 want Betty to “ %1 ran to the
white rose bush, ;v ropgrough there
were four or fii are Pee %gch white
roses and with yy,,¢ 10 ) l'lmg drops
of dew on them § 1o Fyict
I ran back tiphay to o3 nd called
;n Iz stty a8 1 jaroment m‘ll wanted
her to come. _ ¥
But she did “(lﬁlt(l lt’;x(uj“lm:;;t Was nok
even at b"““k‘x)'n“which is | ead and
milk. T lookat it will now Jywhers
except in her '!.“[) them alive .cd»l'an
door was clomcmp‘ But the ﬂt getin.
And thoug 4¢ [Lord Sali ,h",.lud‘. no
body seemed aw acne AUY" otice of me,
Somahow something seemed to be the
matter. The house was even quieter
than usual, but I felt as if every one
was busy and in trouble. I kept ask-
ing and asking where Betty was, but
nobody would answer me. Once 1
went to her closed bed-room door and
walled her thera, and told her about the
whitoe roses and asked her why she did
not come out. But before I had really
finished telling her my feelings were
quite hurt by her papa. He came and
spoke to me in a way that was not
kind.
“ Go away, kitty,"he said. ** Don't
make such a noise; you will disturb
Betty."”
[ ‘went away waving my tail. I
went out into the garden and sat under
the rose bush. As il I could disturb
Betty ! As if Betty did not always
want me! She wanted me to sleep
with her in her little bed, but her
mamma would not let me.

But — ah! how could I believe
it — she did not come out the
next day, or the mnext, or even
the next. It seemed as if I should go

wild. People can ask questions, but a
little cat is nothing to anybody unless
to some one like Betty. She always
understood my questions and answered
them.

The Sunday doll sat bolt upright and
looked prouder than ever, as it she
folt she was being neglected : but the | Th
together. every-day doll lopped over as if she | heads were bent as they walked, But |

We'll come in the morning | drove me out and said 1 made too much | I
noise and never understood a word 1] pe

looked at last like a cloud of snow-

seen it.

tea party.
where is she ?”
the house so many times that I had no

you love me at all, oh speak to me and

rose bush has tens and tens and tens
She has been | of flowers upon it.
looking at the buds every day to see Don't you care about it?
if they were beginning to be roses.” ( N

with
cheeks.
in her arms and stroked me.

said in a low strange voice to some ene
in the room.
me into the bed room and I saw that it
was Betty's papa she had spoken to.

arms on to the bed.

t happy afternoon at the

party. | walked before them two men who were
sarrying a beautiful whiie and sily
box of some kind on

¢
their shoulders,
ey moved very slowly, and their

1 grieved her strength away because the white and silver box was beautiful.

was 80 | wr

lonely and helpless that I could not the
help it heart

s On dear!" 1
dear !

mee iaouned.
Do you know anything about | all
tty ¢ Do you—do you?” ve
And that heartless thing ounly sat|ca

and stared at me and never an- th

“ We have jumped so much that T | swered, though the tears were stream- { white and silver
ing down my nose. and because she was gone they were
What could a poor little cat do? I|ecarrying that away, too.

Jked and looked everywhere, but 1
uld not find her. 1 went round the
e house and vound the house and |a
lled in every room.

id. b

And the white rose bush—it seemed | 80 much that it comforts me to think ot
as if it would break my heart. ‘‘There it
» drop and her eyes to close and in a will be more roses and more roses,” I
Betty had said, and every morning it
I used to go and sit | m
under it, and I had to count ten over|q
and over and over, there were so many.
lay and purred and looked at her|It
while she slept.

as coming true.

was such a great rose bush that it |w

hite bloom. And Betty had never|a

*“ Ah, Betty,

was tired. ‘‘Oh, do come and see
ow beautiful it is and let us have our
Oh, white rose bush,

They drove me out of

ourage, but one morning the white
0se bush was so splendid that I made
I went to the

i

* Betty, if you are there, Betty, if

ell me what I have done. The white
1t is like snow.
Oh do come
yut and see. Boetty, Betty, I am so
onely for you and I love you so ™
Aud the door actually opened and
her mamma stood there looking at me
great tears rolling down her
She bent dpwn and took me
it,” she

“ Perhaps she will know

She turned and carried

The next instant I sprang out of her
Betty was there—
my Betty !
It seemed as if I felt myself lose my
senses. My Betty ! 1 kissed her, and”
kissed her, and kissed her ! I rubbed
her little hands, her cheeks, her curls :
I kissed her and purred and cried.
‘¢ Betty,” said her mamma, ** Betty,
darling, don’t you know your own
little kitty 2"
Why did not she? Why did she not?
Her cheeks were hot and red, her curls
were spread out over the pillow, her
pansy eyes did not seem to see me and
her little head moved drearily to and
fro.
Her mamma took me in her arms
azain, and as she carried me out of
the room her tears fell on me.
©+She does not know you, Kitty,"”
she said.  ** Poor kitty, you will bave
to goaway.”

[ cannot understand it. I sit by the
fire and think and think, but I cannot
understand it. She went away after
that and I never saw her again
I have never felt like a kitten since
that time. 1 went and sat under the
white rose bush all day and slept there
all night.
The next day there were more roses
than ever, and I made up mind that I
would try to be patient and stay there
and watch them until Beity came to
see.  But two or three days after, in
the fresh part of the morning, when
everything was loveliest, her mamma
came out walking slowly, straight to-
wards the bush. She stood still a few
moments and looked at it and her tears
fell so fast that they were like dew on
the white roses as she bent over. She
began to gather the prettiest buds and
blossoms one by one. Her tears were
falling all the time, so that 1 wondered
how she could see what she was doing,
but she gathered until her arms and
dress were full—she gathered every
one! And when the bush was stripped
of all but its green leaves [ gave a
little heart broken cry—because they
were Datty's roses, and she had so
loved them when they were only hard
little buds, and she looked down and
saw me and oh! her tears fell then,
not like dew, but like rain.

¢ Betty,” she said, ‘‘kitty, Botty
has gone — where—where there aroe
roses—always !

And she went slowly back to the
house, with all my Detty's white roses
heaped up in her arms. She never
told me where my Betty had gone—no
one did. And no more roses came out
on the bush. I sat under it and
watched, because I hoped it would
bloom again.

I satthere for hours and hours, and at
last, while I was waiting, Isawsomething

strange. DPeople had been going in
and out of the house all morning.
They kept coming and bringing

flowers, and when they went away
most of them had tears in their eyes.
And in the afternoon there were more

But they only | or understand how lonely and puz

is true, even a little eat who loved her

there are always roses.— Francis Hod
Jetty ! 1 used to cry, | son Burnett in the English Magazine.
when | had counted so many tens that

have no strength to live it is only tobe
Moses on the mountain with the prom-

enter.

seen it?
may never
shininz crimson and purple or snow
capped reflecting the gun's beams but
gazing thereon we may cheat onrselves
of many a weary mile.

1t shone in the sun, and-—oh, how my
heart
white roses were heaped upon and

SNOow, ‘

beat '—all my Detty's

" |
eathed around it.  And [ sat under
y stripped rose bush breaking my
She had gone away, my I\m'-\

« Oh | Betty, and I did not know where, and “

I could think was that this was the |
ry last 1 should ever see of her, be- |
use I thought there must be some- |
ing which had belonged to her in the

box under

the roses,

Oh, my Betty, my Betty ! And [ am

only a little eat, who sits by the fire | ¢

1d thinks, while nobody seems tocave | g
am, and how I long tor
wrson to explain.,
ar it, but that

we loved cach other

(

. And ! loved her so much that when

say to myself over and ov again
what her mamma said to me, it alinost
akes me happy again —almosi not
uite, because I'm so lonely. But it it

yould be happy for her sake.
Betty has gone — where there are
lways roses. Betty has gone— where

ey ¢
Have High Ideals.

To see the good and beautiful and to

sed land at your feet and no pow. r to
Would it be better not to have

A thousand times no. We
reach the mountain tops,

Our feet will
kick azainst the sharp stones; the
way will be dark and narrow, but we
shall pay no heed. Even so if before
our spiritual eyes shine ever the erim
son and purple of martyrdom in God’s
service, the snowy summits of purity
to which the saints attained we may
stumble, we may even fall, we may
fret at the narrow sordidness of our
lives and the little progress we make,
but we shall never, never, never, bhe
content to lie down among the tlowers,
or in the mud, and forget that far off
beautiful vision. Thank God for hav
ing given you a high ideal ; cherish it,
and keep it ever belore your eyes.
He who has shown you the height to
which a soul may attain will give you
strength to reach it it you are faithfu)
to llis grace.

3 g "
The Philadelphia Press cites as
¢ perhaps the best-natured and wittiest
rejoinder in religious dispute " the re-
ply made by Father O'Leary to an
Irish Protestant who said that he had
no objection to have the Virgin Mary
treated with reverence, **but only as
a respectable, venerable woman, just
such a one as my own mother.”
¢Sl replied  Father O'Leary,
“you must allow there is a difference
in the sons.”

Temperance is a tiee that has con
tentment for its root and peace for its
fruit.

tead "Ayer’s Almanae, which your
druceist will gladly hand you, and
note the wonderful cures of rheuma-
tism, catarrh, scrofula, dyspepsia,
eczema, debility, humors, and sorves,
by the use of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, the
only Sarsaparilla admitted at the
World's Iair.
Not what we say, bt what Hood’s Sarsa-
parilla does, that tells the story of its merit
and success. Remember Food’s cures.
Minard’s Liniment relieves Neural-
gln.

Alfyournust
draw theline

and have, like thousands of
other people, to avoid all
food prepared with it, this
is to remind you that there
is a clean, delicate and
healthful vegetable short-
ening, which can be used
in its place. If you will

USE

COTTOLENE

instead of lard, you can eat
pie, pastry and the other
“good things” which other
folks enjoy, without fear of
dyspeptic consequences. De-
liverance from lard hascome.

Buy a pail, try it in your
own kitchen, and be con-
vinced.

Cottoleneis sold in 3 and

than there had been in the morning.

In the house they would not answer
They were always busy and

troubled. It did not seem like the

long time, but [ was only a kitten and

I was too frisky to know about time.

Betty said so.
we were !
perhaps I might never

But I grew faster than the rose buds
Oh! how happy | place.

If it could only have lasted | doll an
have grown ' stare

same house. Nothing seemed the
same,

In the playhouse the Sunday

The garden was a different

d the every-day doll sat and
d at the tea-things we had used

I had got so tired that I forgot and fell

asleep. [ don't know how long I had

garden walk towards the gate.

were going away.

slept, but I was awakened by hearing
many footsteps going slowly down the

They all seemed to be people who |
And first there '

5 pound pails, by all grocers.

zled | vottle
some kind | =
And I could not | fi

i
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My, John Bailey

All Run Down

n health and strength after the grip,—1 wag
dvised to take Hood's sarsaparilia Hall a
gave me good sleep and I my
my conghceasad and I gra gained

Hood's Sarsaparilly made meo a well
., It hits the right spot, JORN BaAILEY,
irocer, 408 Chelmsford Street, Lowell, Mass,

Hood’s " Cures

Hood’s Pillg aro purely vegetable, and de

mot purge, painor gripe. Sold by all druggista

CANDLEMAY.

We have large assortment of IMounld-
sd Bees-wax Candles, Wax Tapers,
Sterine and Paraffine Candles,
for wh we § icit
early  ders,

MISSION SUPPLIES.

We kindly solicit the supplying of mis-
sions or Retreats with all rel ¢ urtioles
required, of which we continunliy b we largo
quantisies i sbock, such as
Mission Prayer Hooks
Devaotional, ITnstructiy and Controversial

B ooks
Beads in all sizes and styles
d and Nickle Mission Crossos
to stand or ha
Statnes,
Holy Water Fonts
Seapu ars
Moedals in s and Stlver
Pietares Ie Fraining in all size
When ordering pleace stat
W hio is to give the Mission

ADhont how many fmmilies w 11 attend
The day the Mission will oper
How the goods have to be shipped to reach

sately
We will make the Selection of Saleable Goods,
Careful attention given to the packing and

shipping of all ordeis,

D. & J. SADLIER & CO.

Catholie Publishere, Booksellers and Stas
tioners, Chureh Orname nts, Vestments
Statuary and Religious Articies,

1669 Notre Dame St
MONTREAL.

115 Chureh 8t
TORONTO.

Consolidated Plafe Glass Co,
LONDON.

PLATE GLASS, —ma
STORE FRONTS,

mwm. LEADED WORK.

LARGEST
wddv il ddld -
7 ASK FOR

BENNEY  FURMSHING C0'Y,

LONDON, ONTARIO,

STOCK IN CANADA,

Manufacturers of

Church, School and Eall
FURNITURE.

for Illustrated Catme
logue and Prices,

Bennet Furnishing Co.
London, Ontario, Can.

Pictorial Lives of the Saints

The C:xtholig:.'{vccorrd~ o One Yoar
For $3 00.

Fhe Pietorial Lives of the Saints containg
Redections for BEvery Day in the Year, The
book 1s compiled from * Butler's Lives ™ and
other approved sources, to which are added
Lives of the Ameriean Saints, rocently
placed on the Calendar tor the United States
by speeial petition of the Third Plenary
Counecil of Baltimore ; and also the Lives of
the Saints Canonized in 1881 by His Holinosa
Pope Leo X111, Kdited by John Giimary
Shea, LL.D. With a beautiful frontispieco
of the Holy Family and vearly four hundred
other il ustrations Klogantly bound in
extra cloth, Greatly admired by our Holy
her, Pope Leo XL, who sent his speecial
blessing 1o the publishers: i nd approved by
forty Archbishops and Bishops.

The above work will be sent to any of our
subseribers, and will alvo give them erediy
for a year's subseription o THr CATHOLIA
2 CorD, on receipt of Three Dollars,. We
will in all cases prepay carriage,

] m 1m Al ) , .
THE RITUAL OF THE P. P. A,
We have publishea 1 pamphlet form the
entire Ritual of the conspiracy known as the
P. P. A. The hook wi obtained trom one of
the organizers of the gociation. Itought to
be widely distributed, a it will be the means o?
|xruv(-nlinu many of our w ell meaning Protes-
tant friends from falling into the trap set for
them by designing knaves. The book will ba
sent to any address on reeeipt of 6 cents in
stamps : by the dozen, 4 cents per copy i anc
by the hundred, 8 cents. Address, THOMA®
CorrFEY, CATHOLIC KECORD Office, London.
Ontario.

Merchant Tailoring.

Write

Made only by

The N. K. Fairbank
Company,
Wellington and Ann Sty
MONTREAL,

|

|

\ R. O. LABELLE HAS OPENED A FIRGTs
M Class Merchant Tatloring winblishmend
I on Richmond Street, next door to the Richs
mond House, and opposite the Masonlo
Temple. He will carry a full range of trhe
| very choleest goods, Pricestosuit the timew
Ratinfastion guarantead.

1 OVE & DIGNAN BARRISTERS, ETO,,
i lns'hlboutrut.bndun. Private fands
to loan.
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