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'QHATS WITH YOUNG MEN

UNKNOWN FRIENDS

He was walking down Boylston Street
one wintry morning, & weary, care-worn
_msn. His son had been osusing bim
much uneasiness. His wife had been
looking very frail of late. His salary
. was smsll snd expenses were heavy.
But the worst thing was his uselessness.
“Dream and reality! What a contrast!
Forty-fve, friendless and & failure,” he
said bitterly. The gay sbop windows
beld no sppesl for him. The passing
throng, chatting and snimated, only in-
tensified his loneliness. For one coward
moment he longed to escape the dreary
round of duties; to be transported to
some kindly isle filled with Sowers snd
sunshine, where he could rest.

As the tide of bitterness reached its
height, he became aware of rapid steps
behind him, of semeone grasping his
hand warmly, of s voloe trembling with

emotion.
“As long as I live I shall be thankfal
for your goodness to me. When your
came I was desperate. Every-
thing had gone; business, health,
courage. Your word brought them back.
I oan do nothing in return except say
I owe my honor and my

The speaker went down & side street
apparently overcome by his feelings.
The other thought : * Who on earth is
that man and what in the world did I do
for him ? I don'teven know his face or
name.”

He strode on, but preeently felt some-
one plucking at his sleeve, and turned
to see an old womsu, pallid and lame,
out of breath from hastening to cateh up
with him.

“ Q1 sir, I must tell you how much
you did for me when I was at death's
door at the hospital. You were passing
through the ward and saw how bad I
was. You talked to me s while and told
s story that made me laugh, and bade
me cheer up. 1don’t know how it was,
but right then I begsn to mend. Now,
thank God, I am on the road to heslth.
May the good Lord bless you all your
days, for you're s kind map.”

While the wayfarer was trying to
gather his wits, the old woman hobbled
away. He went on bewildered, but
halted when he heard a soft voice call-
ing his name. A limousine had stopped
silently at the curb snd & lady leaned

out.

“ Why do you never come out to our
country house? My husband has spoken
of you so many times, He says you were
the life of the class ut college and that
be has never really enjoyed s dinner
party when you were not present. He
is so proud of all you have accomplished
I have heard so much about you that 1
think of you slways ss anold friend.
Do come soon.” :

And limousine and lady were whisked
off like s moving picture. Country
bouse! Life of the class! Old friend !
What did this madness mesn 2" While
he was attempting to resd just his facul
ties, he noticed s distinguished looking
old gentlemsn spproaching, lost in
thought. But as he nesred the wayfarer
his face lit up and he spoke.

“ Ahl So glad to come upon you !
Pardon we, but do you intend to draw
on that thousand you have with us? In
case the account is to remain inactive,
we can use it to advantage and give you
a higher rate of interest ?

The wayfarer managed to mumble that
the sccount would not be touched for
several months. The old gentleman
thanked him, bowed and was lost in the
crowd. The wayfarer stood still snd
pondered. Was this Boston or Bagdad ?
In less than fifteen minutes he had been
sccosted by four total stravgers who
seemed to consider him as a personage
of importance ; & sort of fairy god-father,
a comforter of sick old ladies, a social
lion of exceptional gifts, & rich man.
And it all took place on a prosaic Boyls-
ton Street that he had walked since boy-
hood.

Yet unaccountably he felt younger.
His eyes brightened. His shoulders
squared and his step quickened. As he
entered the office the force seemed to
regard him with new eyes. He plunged
into work like a boy and it came ridicu-
lously easy. He went home at evening,
humming a tune. His wife greeted him
with & smile ke had missed for years.
His son came in with a cheery: “You're
looking fine, Dad,” and all anxibty about
the boy seemed to drop away. Supper

was a function. From some mysterious
well of hter he drew dralt sfter
dratt of y. For years he had not
felt so bhappy. Perhaps it was sll &
dream, but it was s very nice dream,
and ever since, the wa)yfarer has been
stronger, better, more lovable,

The solution? Unknown friends.
People he had helped out of the good-
ness of his heart, expecting notbing.
People he had cheered when his own
hesrt was sad. People who had followed
the trail of his kindness to thank him.
He had rated himself as useless and
suddenly woke up to fiud that bhe had
been » benelactor beyond all his imagin-
ings to his fellows, one whom all were
proud to call friend. .

This is no fsiry story, it is a fact.
Fit yourself in the frame. If you livs
ocleanly, do & kindness when you can,
comfort the sorrowing wherever you find
them, bring forth the best that is in you
to all mankind, you will have hundreds
of friends you know not, you will be an
honored guest in bouses you never en-
tered, you will deposit dsy by day un-
oconsciously tressures compared with
which money is dross. One moment :
¢ And the king snswering, shall eay to
them : Amen I say to you, as long as
you did it to one of these My least
brethren, you did it to Me."—Boston
Pilot.

THE OHRISTIAN GENTLEMAN

Men may count as excellent Oatholics
on the ground that they keep the Com-
mandments of God and the Precepts of
the Church, frequent Mass and the
sacraments, are perfectly orthodox in
mind snd submissive in will to all that
the Church teaches. At the same time
they may be greatly wanting in the in-
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forum' orime, but to mourn with us
¢ that siready unjustly dove. By the
hend she will lead us in spirit to Csl-
vary, Dot that we may with waggivg
hesd and insulting tongue yell torth
¢ yahs I" of mockery and contempt, but
that we may leave the hill confessing
in the repentance snd fsith of the Cen-
turion. * Indeed this was the Scm of
God.” She invites the carnal to see
the contradiotion of lust, the prond ser-
vant to behold the humble Master, the
worldliug to witness how his foolish
friend, the world, dealt with its best
benefactor and its God, and sll to see if
there be any sorrow comparable to vur
Saviour’s sorrow, Here, indeed is 8
subject where words sre well-nigh wortn-
less, tears weak, and which navght can
rightly express save the *“ dumb
mouths " of Jesus' five wounds.

Who is this Man dying on the oross,
every muscle twitehing in spguish,
every member raw and bleeding. every
eonvulsion s new torture, and every
torture excessive ? Hear, Christian, in

pess in love bestowed snd love received,
but wealth cannot bay it and has noth-
ing to do with it. Happiness is not the
result of events, but the outcome of
character.

OUR BOYS AND GIRLS
WHEN JOHNNIE SAW THE PRESI-
DENT

It did not seem possible to Johnuie
that what the teacher said could be true.
To think that the President of the
United States would pass by their school-
house door in the early morning was too

terior spirit of Christianity Ifish, con-
celted, jeslous, cantankerous,backbiting,
and qaarrelsome. In this case the Cath-
olic qualities which they possess will
not make them gentlemen so long as the
ioner spirit of Christianity is lacking.
But I do not call these people excellent
Oatholics ; I consider them extremely
poor Catholics. They have caught up
the outward snd more obvious half of
Ostholicism—namely,corporate member-
ship, devotional observances, and eccles-
{sstical conformity ; but they have
missed something much less obvious yet
certainly no less important—namely, the
fundamental spirit of Christ's moral
teaching. “ By tbis shall all men know
that you are My disciples, if yon have
love one for another.” Let such Catho-
lics study and put into practice this
law of charity as expounded by 8t. Paul
in the twelfth chapter o the Corinth-
isns. By adding this feature to their
other and more easily practised Catho-
lic qualities, they will begin to bs really
first- olass Ostholics ; and for the same
reason they will become gentlemen in
the sense defined.—Bombay Examiner.

THE ELDEST SON.

Often it happens that the eldest son
of a family “ feels his cats ” almost as
soon as he begins to go to work. He be-
comes hard to mansge. He gives im-
pudence to his parents. He sets s bad
example for the yousger cbildren. He
wants to keep his wages to spend on
bimself. He stays out late st night.
He goes with bad company. He chafes
at correction.

He is laying up sorrow for himself.

The young man who causes his parents
to weep, is apt to have children who
will bring his head down with grief to
the grave. And the evil influences that
he exerts on the conduct of hls brothers
and sisters will draw down punishment
on him.

Sons who have grown up, need to be
told this. As long as they are in the
parental home, they sre subject to its
regulations. They still owe their father
and mother respect and obedience. They
are bound not to seandalize the younger
children by any misconduct.

If they will not behave themselves at
home, let them go away from it.—Pitts-
burg Observe™

i ~« TO BE HAPPY

Happiness is seldom found among the
overrich. It is found among the lowly,
smong the most humble and obscure.
Weslth can buy pleasure which affords
satisfdction for the moment, but cannot
buy hsppiness which is the security of
the morrow. The only possible happi-
ness that wealth can procure is the good,
it can do in helping others to be happy.
There is no happiness in eating and
drinking, only pleasure, and not even
that always. There is no bappiness in
luxury, only comfort. There is happi-
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Wouldn’t you like to put your
in a beautiful, safe
and comfortable crib like this?

baby to bed

Itis an “IDEAL" nest for

You can lower the sides to make it a convenient annex to
mother's bed, when desired. Ends and sides are high
enough to prevent baby climbing
together that baby's head cannot get between them.
dangerous sharp comers or

cribs less carefully made.
an inviting touch of color.

Decorated panels on the ends lend
Few cribs are so altogether attractive.

This is only one of many “IDEAL" designs. e and as
you “IDEAL" Cribs. Our trademark on the foot-rail identifies them.

Write our nearest Office

«* |DEAL BEDD'NG Climreo

HONTIIAI-—TOIONTO—WINNIPIO

We make finebeds
for particular
grown - ups, too.
Ask your dealer
to show you the
“IDEAL' line —
look for our trade-
mg,rk on the foot-
rail.

“the best baby in the world.”

out. Spindles are so close
No
rough edges often found on

Be sure and ask your dealer to show

- time to dress.

derful a tact to grasp in s moment.
To be sure, the great man would not see
the schoolhouse, because the clearing in
which it stood was separated from the
railrosd by a bit of the original forest
and the special train would travel
swiftly ; but he might see the trees be-
neath which he and his comrades played,
and that meant s great deal.

That night, on his way home, Johnnie
kept bis feet from wandering after
squirrels or wookpeckers beside the
trail. The boy could not waste time,
with news of importance to be told.
“ Where's Peta?” he inquired, when he
caught sight of his mother feeding the
chickens their evening meal.

“ Gone after the cow.”

Straightway Johnnie explained the
news—that the President of the United
States was even at that t on his

It all happened in the briefest space
of time, Tne train moved on, leaving
Johunie wondering whether he could
believe his own wyes and ears. Sudden-
ly one of the porters flung a sheat of
bright color from the rear platform of
the train, “With the complimentsof the
President! ’ he shouted.

It was a huge banch of American
Beauty roses, tied with a sash of satin
ribbon so like the roses that it seemed
made of their petals.

Jchopie had never seen American
Beauty roses before. Having often
seen Brindle, however, he recovered
from his dazed coudition enough to
recognize her when she came crashing
through the underbrush, suggesting that
they both go home to breakfast.

Wherever the President of the United
States appeared that day he was warmly
greeted by the people ; bnt even he was
hardly so great s bero for one twenty-
four hours as was Johonie in his own
neighborhood when be told his story and
divided the roses.

Baby sister shared in the j)y, and
wore the lovely red sash all day, and
even teased to wear it to bed that night.
;anm M. Fox in Youth's Compan-

D.

THE KIND BROTHER

A pretty story of the love ol two
little brothers for each other comes
trom New York Oity. Two smsll boys
sigoaled a street car, snd when it

way to the upper peninsula. “ And his
special train,” the esger voice went on,
«{is going through here at 5 o'clock in
the morning. Peteand I want to ges up
and see that train when it goes round
the curve by the schoolhouse. That's
only two miles away.” When Peter
reached home st twilight he was cross.
The cow was lost.

© Don't talk to me about anything ex-
cept finding old Brindle I” was his re-
ply to the small boy's request for com-

pany.

« But Pete, it we find the cow alter
supper—and I'll go with you and carry
the lsntern—why, then, you'll get up
with me in the morning, won't you?
Oaly think of standing on a stump, Pete,
and waving your hand to the President's
train! Long's we live, maybe, we'll
never meet such s chance agsin !”

% If we find old Brindle, I'll with
you,” agreed Peter, * bat not unless.”

A weary, disappointed boy crept into
bed beside his brother at 10 o'clock.
That independent pioneer cow was still
lost, and Peter was decidedly irritable.

“ Don’t say President to me again g
was his last remark to his small brother
that night. * And I wouldn't go gslla-
vantin’ after the President’s ocinders
when your own cow's lost and your
baby sister won’t have any milk to drink
until she's found! Now mind what I

il you! Don't say President to me

ain !”’

It happened that when Johnnie's
father was & boy he narrowly missed
seeing Abrabam Lincoln. The man
never forgot his disappointment, which
accounts for the fact that he woke
Johnnie at 3 o'clock the next morning,
and whispered in his ear that it was

Hoping not to waken baby sister, the
boy dressed in the dark, his teeth chat-
tering with the chill of early autuma in
Michigan woods.

4 I've lighted the lantern for you and
set it just outside,” his father whis-
pered, ** and mother says got a bite to
eat before you start. And when the
train goes by, you whoop all you want
to, Johnnie, and then run home for
breakfast.”

Acoustomed as he was to darkness in
the clearing, it took courage to plunge
into the solemn woods between 3 and 4
o'clock of a frosty morning, but he hur-
ried on.

Dawn came at last, finding Johnnie
dancing on a stump beside the railroad
tracks. He had covered the distance
between his home and the curve by the
sohoolhouse in less time than his father
had supposed possible. 8o Johnnie
danced to keep warm whistled to keep
his courage up, until a locomotive
sounded in the distance. As the rumble
of the approaching train came near and
pearer, the boy snatoched his cap from

PP it was noticed that one was
lame. With much solicitude, the other
boy helped the oripple aboard the ocar,
and, sfter telling the conductor to go
ahead, returned to the sidewalk.

The lame boy braced himself up in
his seat, 80 that he could look out of the
ocar window, snd t e other passengers
observed that, as frequent intervals the
little fellow would wave his hand and
smile,

Following the direction of his glances,
the passengers saw the other boy run-
ping sloog the sidewalk, straining
every muscle to keep up with the car.
The passengers watched this psntomine
in silence for s few blocks, and then &
gentlemen ssked the lame boy who the
other boy was.

“ My brother,” was the prompt reply.

Why does he not ride with ,ou in the
osr 2" was the next guestion.

« Cause he hasn’t sny money,” an-
swered the lame boy, sorrowfully.

The little runner was speedily in-
vited into the car, and the sympathetic
questioner not only paid his tare, but
gave each 8 quarter besides,—Catholio
Bulletin.

THE LESSON OF HOLY
WEEK

The Church this Holy Week, extends
to maokind sn invitation whose words
are wet with her tears. She has in the
personality of St. Peter shone in all the
glory of Thabor. In Mary she has heard
the victory of wisdom in the Temple,
when the hypocrite plucked his beard in
silence, rolled his envious eye in won-
derment and gazed in the anguish of
wounded pride on the confusion which a
youth of twe!ve had introduced into the
oouncil of the grey-haired fathers of
Israel. She has entered and enjoyed
the sublime quiet of Nazareth's humble
roof, and has given to her painters
ideas of its hallowed happiness, and has
lovingly chatted to us her children of
the virtue of Mary, the justness of
Joseph and the obedience of the Holy
One subject to them. &

But all this past pleasure doubles by
contrast the Church's present pain. No
more do we hear the Gloria that glad-
dened the angelic messenger and awoke
with its burst of heavenly harmony the
sleeping night at Bethlehem, but in
stead the doleful wail of the prophet
and the pitiful Miserere of the si

dread der ; it is your God | Yes,
God Who gave the gift of language, and
the power of speech to tuose human
hounds whose lolling tongues bayed up
the mountainside. Yes, God whose
creative hand lsid the foundations of
Calvary and Who could with His gi-
gsntic power hurl it at guilty Jerus-
slem. Yes, God Whose infinite mind
molded in His palm this black ball of
ingratitude ocalied earth, and Who
could now, by pressing His fingers
crush it from out the skies. O wonder-
ful contradiction that meskes of human
knowledge ignorsnce ! O mystery su
blime, that confnses snd confounds all
human views causing us to sdore what
our poor t comp the
ways of Him who gave us intellect and
set its limit !

Why did the God of the world and of
men come to earth, to become a jest for
the ruffian, a slave to the degraded, and
fiuslly end the sport of a Jewish holidsy
the victim of savage malice? Why ?
The answer comes from the creed—* for
us men, and for our salvation.” Nothing
could, sfter the Divine decree, so es-
timably wipe away the insult offered to
God the Father but the blood of God
the Son, and His blood could mnot be
spilled in oblation by the offender’s
hand if He dld not become man like
unto the offender. Nothing could open
the gates barred by original sin but the
pierced hand of the Crucified Love,
and Love leaves his Father's burning
bosom to feel all the intense coldness of
humasnity’s frozen heart. Truly bere is
the story of the Creator’s clemency and
the creature'’s crime,

In Gethsemsne the seamless rebe of
the mother is chabnged for the black
ciosk of human guilt ; the cup of bit-
ter insuls given the Father now is band-
ed the Son, and the Son drinks dry the
horrible potion. Yes, our dear Lord has
taken the chalice of extreme bitterness,
but in the drinking drops from His
sacred temples have fallen and sweeten-
ed the big cup of human suffering, mak-
ing for us its taking easy. See Him,
who never lived neath any roof save
heaven's golden dome and Mary's coun-
try ocottsge, now in the guardroom of &
pagan squad ! Behold the strong steel-
plated knuckles of s Roman ruffian strik-
ing the Pride of Angels in the very
mouth | See Him, if your eyes can even
in vision stand the prospect, rising from
the pillar, one raw mass of jagged flesh,
and in His struggle to dress watch Him
fiinch and shudder, as is heard the heavy
rip of the hatchet making the gibbet
He will hug with love for us, though for
Him the instrument of hate ! Regard
the human streams which Jerusalem
pours forth from her every gate to glut
their blood-greed on the sorry tragedy |

Now, in imagination, our mind sees
the turbaned baud of Pharisees “feeding
fat their anclent grudge” and chuckling
in cowardly laughter at their power over
the multitude which shouts forth their
envious whisperings in mad demands.
We see the Roman warrior, proud in the
strepgth of the mail-coat of Czesar, cast-
ing haughty glances of disdain on the
weak and wounded Saviour, deemed the
refuse of & nation then adjudged the
“glime of earth.” We hear the thrilling
groans of apguish that torture starts
from the lips of our Savinur, and the
jmpious retorts of those who taunt Him
in His misery with the power which in
the past He said was His—words now
regarded as braggart’s boasting, and not
those of & God with “none so poor to do
Him reverence.”

The long road of ignominy at length
is trod ; Oalvary is reached ; thehurry-
ing crowd swarm around the Viotim, and
watch with curious, but alas ! unpitying
eyes the nailing of His body to the
oross. A grim-faced executioner pulls
to himself the hand that the gentle
Mary kissed gets his rough nall and
heavy hammer ready,—acd now expec-
tation for a moment stops the mouth of

The Church has heard the shout for the
freedom of Barabbas and the kingship
of Ceesar, and she weeps with the re-
jected Saviour. She has beheld earth’s
dearest and heaven's loved King
clothed in naught save the parple of
blood and bruise, and from her shudder-
ing heart comes forth to us the wail,
“Come and see |” She allows us human

his head and prepared to greet his
nation’s great chief.

At that moment snother individual
waited round the curve. When the last
car of the train was opposite Johnni

feeling, she supposes honesty and judg-
ment. Come, then, to see the Church
lead forth the * Man of Sorrows,” not
as did the irresolute Pilate to shirk a

where he stood energetically waving
his cap, there came & series of shrill
whistles. Old Brindle, fascinated by
the glory of the Presidential locomotive,
had come to a full atop on the track ;
nor would she move until sixty-five
seconds had passed, convineing the en-
gineer, that he, too, must stop.

Blaock heads were thrust from windows;
and when Johnnie heard colored porters
and trainmen calling to one another,
« No danger; nothing bnt a cow !”
Johnnie disowned Brindle ; that is, in
the general excitement he did not real-
ize that his cow had stopped the Presi-
dent's train.

 What are you doing here ?" inquired
one of the porters on beholding Johnnie.
« g that your cow?”

Johnnie rapidly explained that he had
walked two miles in the dark " just to see
the President’s train. His face beemed

for Free Booklet No. 061

with joy. dit BLERND

At that the President himself ap-
peared at & window, snd—wonder of
wonders — he bowed to Johnnie, and
said, * Good morning, my boy ! I'm
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glad to see you are up so early.’

Relieved Her Rheumatism

She's Glad She Picked Up a Sample
Boitle of Douglas’ Egyptian Lini-
ment .

Mrs. R. Medd, Sr., an Auburn, Ont.
lady, tells this interesting story of how
she conquered her ancient enemy, rheu-
matism.

1 have been a great sufferer from
Rheumatism for a great many years.
have used different medicines but they
have never done me much good.

“ We have picked up a sample bottle
of your liniment at our gate and I used
it, and to my surprise it relieved me
wonderfully. We secured two bottles
from our store keeper and I must tell
you it relieved the pain,and I would not
be without it now.”

It is hard to understand how Douglas’
Egyptian Liniment csn so quickly and
so surely relieve the most torturing pains
of man or beast, But it cai and does do
it, where other remedies utterly fail.

250. at all dealers’. Free sample on
request. Douglas & Co., Napanee, Ont.

1 and all is sil ailence—deep
and dreadful silence sround the thronged
mount. Soon s dull rent is heard ;
three times do heavy rappings strike
the hearers’ ears—rappings which go
plealingly to heaven's gate, echo
through the universe and resound
through hell. And then high on a cross,
which in its timbers groans as if in pity
with the dying placed thereon, is raised
o'er the guilty earth He who fashioned
it with a wish.

Oh ! if in unchrist'an times it was
said wrongly though poetically that the
gods lcaned from their stars to watch
the fight of men, how heaven must have
bent forth to note this battle—Divine

Love on the one side sud human bhate on
the other ! Look you, too, gentle reader!
Sce those hands shedding blessiuvgs in
this bour of agony, more rich then ever
fell from them in life, richer a gift than
ever heaven gave earth—Cbrist's own
life-blood, every drop of which sprels
adore and live glorious in the adoration.
Ah | though the stars were besutiful in
their fresh young light, ss they went
forth to glimmer their lives awsy in
space, their beauty is but & blur com-
pared to the star shaped drops «f blood
that pow issue from Christ's plerced

pslm. Sarely the world owes our
Saviour much, and surely the nsked man
of sorrows owes the world little !

Let ours be the in¢flable privilege, in
repentance confessing that we did indeed
crucify Him when the mob was shoutin
or when passion ran riot in our souls,
spirit to take Him down from the oross,
wipe Mary's tears awsy, and; with our
own wash the blood from the dead body
of the Crucified Christ, snd thos bargain
to see Him in His kingdom where His
death wounds of love shine as very lamps
of glory.~—Catholic Union aud Times.

For Nursery Use

you cannot take chances on
Soap. Four generations of
Canadians have enjoyed the
creamy, fragrant skin healing
lather of Baby’s Own Soap—
the Standard in Canada for
nursery use, on account of its
known purity.

Baby’s Own is Best for
Baby—Best for You.

ALBERT SOAPS, LIMITED, Mfrs., -
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SEEDS

; The Standard of Quality Since 1850

RUCE'’S

An experience of over sixty years in the Seed
business in Canada, and our long connection with
the Best Growers of the World, gives us
ages which few seed houses possess; added to this,

J eur careful system of testing all our seeds for
purity and germination, and the great care exercised
in every detail of our business, brings to us every
season many pleased customers, to add to our
already large list of patrons.

SHOPPING BY MAIL is a most fascinating,
enjoyable, and profitable pursuit. You can ina few
days, and with perfect safety,
from the source of supply, have delivered at
yeur door—
Bruce's Seeds: The Seeds that satisfy,
Al you require to do is to send us a post card asking for our hand-

advaat-

though far removed

ef charge,aad on receipt of

John A.

d 112 page C o ] 1
Bulds, Implements and Pouitry Supplies, which we will mail free

Bruce & Ce., Ltd.,

of Seeds, Plants,

same us yourorder. Write for it now te

Hamilton, Canada.

The Pionser Seed Howse of Camadn,

Here is a

shingles.
tougher and stronger the

handsome homes

Make That New Roof Last
Forever Without Repairs

laid, attractive, absolutely fire
proofand one that will last a life
time without paint or repairs.

Made wholly of mineral fibres, asbestos
and cement—they cannot crack or break—they grow
longer they are exposed.
Clip the coupon now—get our booklet A of
both here and abroad—read the
interesting story of asbestos.

The Asbestos Mig. Co. Limited 1
Eastern Townships Bank Bldg., - -
. Factory at Lachine, P.Q.

Please send me your Booklet A of illustrations and
catalogue of information on the uses of asbestos.

Ly T TR————

roofing that is easily

For castle
or bungalow,
factoryor church,
or any building,
for the most

economical and
most durable

MONTREAL.

HEN you decorate

VV ?'(mr walls with Ala-
hastine you'll agree

that the soft, velvety Alabas-
tine tints outclass wall paper
and oil paint in beauty and
effectiveness. Their beauty
is permanent, too. £labas-
tine colors will not fade—
will not rub off. Alabastine
is a dry powder made from
Alabaster rock. It mixes
easily with cold water and
forms a rock cement which
hardens on the wall, and can
be recoated without removing
the old coats. Alabastine is
the most durable, eco-
nomical and sanitary

wall coating in _the
world to-day. It is

indorsed by leading

CHURCH!
COLD WATER

authorities on interior decor-
ation. 21 tints and white.
Anyone can casily apply it.

Free Stencils

Write for full particulars
about our Free Stencil offer
and the service our decorators
are giving Alabastine users in the
way of Free Color Sketche: Let
our experts help you to secure an

artistic style of interior decoration,

In order to get the genuine

The Alabastine Co., Ltd.
56 Willow St. - Paris, Ont. *?

Church’s Cold Water Alabastine
Jook for the “little
church on the
fabel.” For sale
by Hardware and
Paint dealers.




