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LINKED LIVES.

By Lady Gertrude Dougli

CHAPTER XVIL (1

Will the time ever come for Mabel

ONTINUED)

when alone she will have to rise up
and face stern sorrow ? God only
knows ! Aud God will provide for the
future !

Hall an hour later Hugh went up-
stairs with Mabel, At the door of the
drawing roomn he paused.

*“Can you hear it, my darling?”
for Mabel was trembling.

Yes, with you." And she clung
to his arm which half led, halt sup-
ported her iuto the presence of death,

There he lay, in the unutterable
calm of his last sleep, with the smile of
peace on his still parted lips, with the
deep light of the blue eyes still visible
throngh the half closed lids, with his
fair chestnut hair, no longer waving
in the breezy wind, but resting motion
iess upon his unruflled brow ; there,
in the flower of his age, with the short
twenty-nine years of his life scarcely
yet expired, lay her dear, her only,
her beautiful brother! Mabel knelt
down by his side ; it was no place for
any violent demonstration of sorrow ;
her heart was full ot anguish, but she
felt that if she allowed herself to give
way she should be fit for nothing, and
Jessie needed her—might yet need her
even more sorely 5 for her sake, then,
she must bear up.

In Guy's presence the
the charge committed to her came
vividly back again. Slowly, and
with, oh! what rending sorrow, Mabel
went over every scene of that never
to-be forgotten last morning at Elvan-
lee ; the drive to the station, the vision
of Guy, her darling brother, as she
had looked her farewell look upon him
in life and vigor. O God! were his
words prophetic?  Why, why did he,
just before she lost sight of him, as she
was never to sce him again on earth,
say to her—*“ Take care of Jessie and
the child. Mind you bring the dress
back with you.” He had said that too.
Her wedding-dress he meant.  Yes;
and now Mabel's heart gave a throb of
despair, for she remembered that the
day fixed for her wedding would in all
probability be the day of Guy's
funeral.

“Take care of Jessie and the
child !” she moaned the words to her
self. Thedearlips that had nttered them
woere silent now, but Jessie's life was
trembling in the balance—and not in-
deed that child he referred to who was
safe asleep in her own little nursery,
but the life of a yet unborn infant,
who was never to see it's father's face,
or hear its father's voice, would prob
ably be born ere the day of it's father’s
death had passed into night!

“Take care of them.”
absolutcly his last — his

memory  of

ISGwaere
very last
moaned

Guy !
indeed I will—

words. Oh Guy!
his sister, 1 will,
even—" oh! horrible thought, it
only struck her then, making her ery
out, as she clung closer to Hugh and
shivered from head to foot.

iugh bent tenderly over her.

““What is it, darlinzg ?" he asked :
but Mabel would not, could not bring
herself, in the presence of her dead
brotaer, to give expression to her
thought—it had only been a lightning
flash, it did not remain  there to
torment her : and, stra to say, it
did not return any more that day.

i'.ww““']"{ Mabel was  recalled to
Jessie's room, and Hugh went down
again to the village to pay another
visit to the poor widow there. It was
miduizht before he returned to Elvan-
lee.  Mabel met him at the door.

Oh Huagh, I am so glad you have

come. I have sent
I was afraid )
. '\\'h.‘.

twice after you.
u would be too late.”
»—is she worse ?"
“*No; the little better.
But tho baby—it has comn
baptiz. d directly—it will not live—it
is so frail and feeble. T haveall pre-
pared in——in Guy's room, " she conclud-

hope a

ed in a whispe *“Would you mind
its being there
“Ohd life, sad, sad, life!” mur-

murved Hugh, as he waited a fow mo-
ments alone in the chamber of death.
“Poor little infant ! It
choly beginning for you, in the midst
of sorrow and ot death !

When the solemn
('llhlx-(l. Mabel

took the little

its tiny cheek for a

his.

moment against

**There, Guy,” she whispered, ‘‘ we
have brought him to you, to be made a
child of God in your presence.” Then

she carrvied him back to the nursery,
and

night.
Slowly the hours wore on.  ** Would
the morning never come?” Mabe

asked herselt with

hall clock. Sleep was out of the ques
tion, Sha passed the time

it must be

is a melan-

service was con-
white-
robed baby, and kneeling down with
it by the side of its dead father, pressed

Hugh saw no more of her that

a shudder, as each
successive hour struck upon the old | 10 ®

either

the sweet smell of flowers came floating
upwards, the bright sunshine streamed
with its warm glow upon her cold face
and hands. Below, on the terrace, the
gardener was planting geraniums and
heliotrope in the beds of marble basins,
from whence rose fountains of water,
gparkling like diamond showers.
Mabel hid her face, and groaned
aloud, for it was scarcely a week ago,
on just such another sunshiny morn-
ing, that, reading in the garden be-
fore breakfast, she had overheard Guy
giving orders for the planting of those
very flowers.

“Oh, Guy, Guy,”
little sister, as she
away from the window, ‘‘won't you
come back to us, Guy? Must we
never, never have you back again?—
never ?—never? 1 don't know how to
bear it !—I don't, I don't !”

The cloudless sunshine seemed to
Mabel to mock her grief.  Much as she
had longed for it to be over, she pre-
ferred the dreary dark night to the
sweet morning air; the sunlight, the
flowers, all reminding her so keenly of
Guy in his fresh, happy life.
Inside the room it was quite as bad,
everything was so exactly as she left it
when she started for London. There
was the table by the window, a volume
of Schiller's tragedies lying still open
upon it, where she left it, to read Gen-
evieve Vaughan's letter (ah! how com-
pletely that sorrow had faded into in-
significance) ; there was her chair by
the window, and on her writing-table
a vase full of flowers, sweet Spring
flowers, gathered on her homeward
walk from the Vicarage with Hugh.
They were fresh when she left them,
and she had kissed them as she put
them in water, for Hugh had carried
them ; but, alas ! they were withered
now, faded, drooping, like her own
hopes.

Then, again, on a large table at the
end of the room, lay all her beautiful
wedding presents, among which none
was half so beautiful as Guy's. With
a cry of anguish, Mabel took up the
splendid diamond cross, and pressed it
wildly to her lips, remembering how
Guy went to London purposely to buy
it, and how he came back full of de-
light.  She remembered how she took
it from him half scolding, assuring him
that it was far too costly for a clergy-
man's wife, and that when she showed
it to Hugh, in Guy’s presence, repeat-
ing her objection to wearing it, Hngh
gravely answered that a cross was
always a cross, whether made of dia-
monds or of wood, and as such, in his
opinion, was the fitting ornament for
one who was to be the wife of a Soldier
of the Crc
Again, she remembered how, tling-
ing her arms round his neck, she had
called Guy her best, kindest, dearest
brother : and how, suddenly becoming
. Guy whispered,

What shall I ever do without you,

sobbed his poor
turned abruptly

auld never see her go
away, that pang wasspared him! Ile
was gone where there would be no
parting, and his last present to his sis—
ter had been a cross,
Mabel went down to breakfast, just
for the sake of sceing Hugh., She
looked terribly worn and pale, but
could not, even to please him, take
more than a cup of tea.  Hugh tried to
persuade her to take some rest, but
she shook her head.
*1 could not sleep, Hugh. T should
o mad if [ were to lie down and
think. 1 am better up and going
about. Perhapsto-night, but notnow."
*How is Jessie 2
*Ylily wery ill,  but they are not
without hope.  Baby is stronger since
he was baptized.”
*“ And you, my poor darling Mabel?"”
‘1 shall do well enough,” she
answered, with a wintry smile. Then
she got up from her place, and came
to kneel at his side, looking up wist-
fully at him.
He saw that some unspoken thought
was troubling her, and tenderly in-
quired,
*“What does my darling want to
ask ?”
* Hugh, you won't
behind, will you 7

2o, and leave me

It would be useless to deseribe the
bewildering anxiety wdich Mabel's
question called up in Hugh's mind.
Leave her behind ! What ! go to Aus-
tralia for a long, weary year without
her? No, he would die first! That
was his first thought. Then came a
second.  Their marriage must inevit-
ably be postponed ; and how could he
be justified, if' he neglected for months
the duty calling him over the sea?
The Bishop, who had arranged to meet
him in August, would probably not be
able to repeat his visit to that portion
of the diocese for two years. There
were important matters connected with
money, which no one could attend to
but himself. The interests of the mis
| | sion were in danger of suffering con-
siderably it he did not go back at once,
ve over its management into his
_ | successor's hands. Yet how could he
go at once, and leave Mabel?

kneeling by Jessie's bed, listening to
her incoherent ravings, or, when that
position became too much for her en-
durance, taking the nurse’s place with
the baby, sitting with it on her lap,
on a low chair by the five ; or il it were
in its eradle, erying herself into a sort
of halt dozing state, from which she
would wake up with a terrible start, to
the sickening recollection of the events
of the fatal day before. The longest
night has its ending, and morning
dawned at last—another of those cloud-
less May mornings, such as they had
enjoved  lately. About T o'cloek
Mabel stole away to her own room,
which she had not visited since her re-
turn trom London. With a shndder
she drew up the blinds, flung open the
window, and leant out to inhale a
breath of fresh air. The birds sang,

|
|
|
|
1

Terrible was the conflict between duty
and love.  Hugh was a stroog, brave
man, but he was, after all, only a mor-
tal.  Blame him not, then, if he at first
vielded priorclaim to the latter feeling.
Great courage it needed to have the
cup of happiness held to his lips, and
to put it down again for along, weary
year, during which time a thousand
chances might happen to take his
treasure from him.,
Only six days more,
have been all his own
he give her up? Yes, give her up,
for, strange to say, it wasin that light
Hugh regavded the sacrifice of tem-
porary separation.
He covered his face with his hands,
in order to shut out from sight the
sweet pleading of those tearful eyes.

and she would
lv\ll'(‘\'(‘l' ! .\Illa[

go and leave me? My heart will \
break if you do.”

He could not help it—it would have
required a deal more courage than in
his then exhausted state of mind and
body Hugh felt himself possessed of, to
have added another pang of sorrow to
Mabel's heart. He folded her to his
own, and held her closely there while
he whispered,

“ My darling, do not fear, I will do
nothing without your consent.
promise you that you shall arrange
all.”

And with that Mabel was satisfied —
at least, for a few days.

CHAPTER XVIITL
YGOOD BYE, DEAR LOVE,"
“1 know thee ! To the noble heart
The hardest duty may the nearest seem,
1 \\'élgh-nll “allin the alance. Sixeul{l!|'|;1! .
And let thy heartdecide.”

—Schiller,
Sunshine went with suany Guy
even to his grave. The funeral took
place on the 3lst of May, and every-
one noticed that the last day of the
month of birds and flowers had been
the most cloudless of all—except per-
haps the fatal 25th, which came and
went under a sky of continual blues.
I need szarcely linger over the details
of that sad day—there are some of us
who have each moment of such days
written in blood-red letters upon our
mermories : while to those who have no
experience in the peculiar gloom and
horror attendant upon a sudden death
like that of Guy, no words of mine
could convey one-tenth part of its
bitterness and exceeding sorrow.
I believe from the bottom of my heart
that such sorrow coming upon glad,
young creatures in early life, before
the soul is inured to suffering, invari-
ably leaves its shadow over the whole
of their after-time. Happy as we may
vet in future days live to become,
never will the remembrance of such
sorrow be entirely buried in oblivion.
Time undoubtedly will soften, while it
blunts the edge of our grief ; the deep
wound may, to all appearance, be
healed ; sunshine may return, cer-
tainly will return, no_matter how dark
thestorm which obscured it, but there
will never come a time when life,
which such a calamity has shaded in
its spring tide, can be exactly what it
was before.
The first of June was a wet day, a
small merey tor which Hugh was very
thankful, tor he felt that sunshine
would have made the bitter disappoint-
ment of that day almost more than he
could have borne. A terrible struggle
had been going on within him ever
since Mabel’s first allusion to his pos-
sible departure without her. The
lonzer he considered it, the more clear
did his duty appear to him. It was
absolutely imperative that he should
sail on the 12ch.  His passage-money,
as well as Mabel's was already paid,
and Hugh counld ill afford to forfeit it,
t ¢ ime it was evident that

mpossible to take Mabel so

it would 1
soon away from Jessie, still danger-
ously ill, especially as she clung to
Mabel as her only comfort. He could
not have found it in his heart to ask
Mabel's consent to such a plan; but,
even had he done so, he felt perfectly
certain she would not agree to it.  He
must, then, ¥ he went at all, go with
out her. To have waited for the next
mail for the chance of Mabel's being
able to accompany him, while it would

entail great inconvenience upon
others, his Bishop especially, and

actual harm to the prosperity of the
mission, would perhaps not have
materially mended matters. Beyond
the actual comfort which his presence
might afford to Mabel, the delay in his
journey would not prevent the neces-
sity of separation, for Hugh's heart
misgave him that many a month must
elapse before Jessie's health would be
sufticiently restored to enable Mabel to
leave her.

Under the circumstances, seeing
that Mabel could not accompany him,
considering the urgent duties await-
ing him, Hugh felt that the wisest, as
well as the right thing to do, was
marked out for him, and here the con-
flict began., He had promised Mabel
not to come to any decision without
her full consent. She had from that
moment carefully evaded every ap-
proach to the subject, and during the
interval which elapsed between the
occasion of his promise and the
funeral, Hugh was very loath to add
to her terrible grief by any painful
explanation of the kind in question.

Something definite, however,
must positively be arranged. On

the morning of the first of
June, Hugh, arose from a long
sleepless night of torturing anxiety,
during which he lay revolving in his
mind how he could best broach the
fearful alternative to Mabel—with a

longer. He would go to her, or
rather he would call her to him imme-
diately after morning service, and lay
the case before her. With
woman, lugh dared not have risked
the experiment, but with Mabel he
kunew he was sate.

for him. Ile trusted her judgment,
still more in her spirit of self devotion
and  self-sacrifice.  Whatever
right to do she
should teach him his duty ; and,
become easier to accomplish.

His courage almost forsook

resolution to endure the suspense no

many a

He would throw
himself upon her generosity ; he would
let her brave, steady little heart decide

was
would do it. She

taught by her that stern duty would

him
when he caught sight of her pale, sad - - -
face, with its heavy crape background,
kneeling where he had hoped to see

a faint, sick feeling overpowering h'm
completely.
Sne did not see him, or her poor
litte heart would have burst with grief,
but knelt quietly on, with closed eyes,
from which the tears were silently
rolling down her checks, until Hugh,
having recovered his composure,
walked into the vestry to put on his
surplice,
He did not glance at her face again
until the prayers were over ; she kept
it pressed down among the cushions,
not daring to look at him, but he knew
she was crying bitterly, for he could
se¢ the bowed black figure shaking
with suppressed sobs, and it was just
as much as he could do to get through
the service.
As soon as it was over she left the
church, but he knew she would come
into breakfast with him, so he hurried
home as quickly as possible, and found
her, as he expected, waiting for him.
She flung her arms round his neck,
and he strained her to his aching
heart, without so much as a word ; then
she drew herself away, and walked to
the window, where she stood looking
out at the dull, grey, hopeless sky for
several moments.
There was a long silence, Hugh was
nerving himself to the task before him,
but could not find wo'ds to begin.
She saved him the trouble. Keeping
her face resolutely turned from him,
she said :
“‘ Hugh, what about your voyage to
Tasmania ?"
Then he burst forth :
*“Oh! Mabel, it is for you to
answer that yourself. You know my
promise to you about it.”
‘“Yes,” she said, speaking calmly,
‘“and it comforted me for a little while,
but not for very long ; for, Hugh,"—
here Mabel turned round and con-
fronted him, with such a world of
misery, yet high resolve, in her earnest
eyes— ‘it is not what I like, or you
like ; we must help one another to do
the right thing.”
“Well, then, darling, let us look at
it all soberly in the face ; let us talk it
all together.”
“It is of no wuse, Hugh,” she
answered, with a weary sigh.
““ Don’t you think, 1 looked it over
and over again, from every side of the
question? I am always thinking it
over now—all night through—all day
long ; but it never looks one bit dif-
ferent. And now I want to know
what you have thought about it ?”
Then Hugh put before her the exact
state of the case, and Mabel listened
quietly, never interrupting or object-
ing, until he came at length to the
only alternative to be adopted—if in-
decd she desired that his voyage should
be altogether given up. Here Mabel
broke in, her voice chocked in tears:
*“No, Hugh, no! This you shall
not do for me. Never will [ come be-
tween you and your duty !
*“ That's my own brave darling,” he
answered, with a sigh of relief,
¢ No, don't call me brave, Hugh, I
am nothing of the kind. I know when
vou are gone I shall beat against my
fate like an imprisoned bird in its
cage. You do not know how wickedly
[ have been rebhelling against God
will, you do not know how, even this
morning, I called God cruel, and said
in my heart He could not love me when
He required me to give you up !”
‘“How much did you mean of it,
Mabel ?”
“Oh! I don't know. I was wild
then, I have been wild all this week,
and [ shall be wild again, if we go on
talking about it long,” she concluded,
with a fresh burst of grief.
My own poor darling, come here to
me. Don't look away, don't stand by
that cold window—come here; don't
you know it is my sorrow Mabel, as well
as yours 2"
She came ovar to where he sat, and
sank down upon a footstool at his feet,
resting her arms upon his knee, and
looking up to him with a face of utter
hopelessness as she answered,
TO BE CONTINU

- - —

A Brave Young Priest.

While atheism and incredulity are
waging a fierce war against religion
in France, the clergy is pursuing the
even tenor of its way in doing good.
Abbe Klein, a young priest of the dio
cese of Dijon, was employed as a pre-
ceptor. As he was taking a walk with
his pupils in the country one of them
was bitten on the knee by a viper.
The leg immediately swelled, and the
sore tumefied. They were at a dis-
tance from the town, and no medical
assistance was at hand. The priest at
once made an incision with his pen-
knife and commenced to suck the
poison with all his might. His mouth
was full of the tainted blood; but it
mattered not, the child must be saved,
and no time was to be lost. After a
while the leg resumed its natural con-
dition, and they hastily started home.
But the young patient soon became
weak and complained piteously. The
wound was again assuming an ugly
bluish look, and the leg was swelling
anew. The work was to be done over ;

the sore place, and drew the poison
with redoubled energy ; at last he suc-
ceeded, and the child was saved

happily escaped with a slight indisposi-
tion. These are the

been accustomed to think of the East
as the source of light, and to trace the

the preceptor again applied his lips to

Everybody looked for the brave young
priest to be dangerously sick;but he

men whom the

A RETROGRADE MARCH.

From of old the civilized world has

progress of civilization generally from
Fast to West. It has sometimes been
asked, as a curious question how it
will be when the farthest West has been
reached at last and ideas begin to come
back from it in an opposite course to
the ancient traditional one. Will
those ideas be progressive or retrogres-
sive. To those who like to amuse
themselves with fancies of this sort a
good deal that is suggestive will be
found in the movement of what is
called the A. P. A. These initials re-
present the title of a secret anti-Catho-
lic association that originated a very

tective Association,” the members of
which, it appears, pledge themselves
by oath to discourage the employment
of Catholics in any capacity where
non-Catholics can bs had to do the
work ; not to trade with Catholics, if it
can be avoided, and especially to do
all in their power to prevent the elec-
tion or appointment of Catholics to any
office or situation, federal, state,
county, or municipal.
The A. P. A. movement is unmis-
takably a backward one. It seeks to
revive the principles of social and
political intolerance of religious dissent
which were a century or more ago re-
garded in Europe as peifectly justifi-
able, and indeed as the only sound
ideas. It is a turning back from the
generous ideas of the Constitution of
the United States, and a return to the
notions and practices in vogue in
those times and. countries, where to
avow any other religious belief than
that patronized by the king and Lis
government was to incur pains and
penalties, For these rogues or fools
of the A, P. A., are, so far as their
power or influence extends, inilicting
very serious pains and penalties on
innocent, unoffending worthy Catho-
lics in portions of the West. It is bad
enough that these Catholics should be
subjected almost daily, or at least,
weekly, to the outrageous, uncalled-for
insults that are heaped upon them by
many pulpits occupied by ** l'c\'lfl'('nd"
members of this slanderous conspiracy ;
but the evil becomes very serious in-
deed when honorable men and women,
merely because they are Catholics,
suddenly find themselves deprived of
their employment and left without the
means of support for themselves and
families.
One of the propagators of the A. .
A. is now at work in this State, it is
said, preparing to introduce his or-
ganization at Buffalo, and is boasting
that it will not be long before Buffalo
will repeat the experience of Detroit,
where the conspiracy has obtained
such power that almost every Catholic
office holder, whether by election or
appointment, has lost his place, and
many Catholic business men have seen
their trade mysteriously disapearing
and bankruptey thereby made their
only resource.
There is no disputing the fact that
a great deal of bigotry lingers among
our non-Catholic fellow citizens, a
survival of the dark days of old. In
the villages, and smaller towns and
cities, it is of course more prevalent
than in the greater cities ; but some of
it is to be found everywhere. It isa
highly inflammable and therefore
dangerous sentiment. and it only needs
the presence or the efforts of the active
villains of the type such as those who
have organized the A. P. A. in the
West to ignite it with disastrous effects.
That something of the kind is on foot
nere in New York may be surmised
from the fact that the press of this
city the other day contained a long
and laudatory article on a certain
minister of this city, whose only claim
to notoriety is that for years he was an
active promoter of what was called the
“ Evangelical Alliance,” and that of
late, he has been concerned in the
spread of the A. P. A,
To what lengths these men can go in
their senseless hatred of the Catholic
religion may be judged by the follow-
ing extract from the latest number of
our fair-minded Protestant contempor-
ary the Independent :
*“The men who were unscrupulous
enough to concoct that ridiculous Papal
encyclical and then persist in standing
by it and asserting its genuineness,
are quite capable of backing up the
forgery by any amount of additional
falsehood. And this they are doing,
and their A. P. A. readers love to be
deceived ; and once in a while some
other simple minded people are de-
ceived, as is The Wesleyan Christian
Advocate, of Atlanta, Ga:, which prints
a cock-and-bull story from the Spok-
ane, Washington Daily Review, assert-
ing that at Ellensburg, Washington, a
Catholic priest received a consignment
of supposed books, which turned out to
be Winchester rifles; and another
from 7ri-City Blade, of Rock Island,
Ill.,, which reports that a Catholic
priest in Bloomington, Tll., received a
consignment of Winchester rifles billed
as ornamental trees ; and more extra-
ordinary stories are printed of guns
shipped to Catholic priests in coffins or
marked as ‘* Mass wine "—in the lat-
ter case consigned to Bishop Spalding,
of Peoria.— Catholic Review.

Build Up.

French republic is persecuting as pub-
lic enemies.— Indianapolis
Record,

succeeds like

*“Nothing success,’

her kneel that day in all the glory

own, his darling

moment Hugh faltered,

* Hugh, you can't, you surely won't

of white satin and orange flower—his  years Ayer’s
bride! For a :
he put his | blood purifier.
hand before his eyes, then staggered | merits and never fails to give satisfac
into one of the benches near the door,

7 | success than true merit.

tion.

Catholic becomes an e

and nothing will more quickly insure
For fifty
Sarparilla  has main-
tained its popularity as the superior
It stands upon its own
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How to Get a “Sunlight” Plcture.
Send 25 “'Sunlight” Soap wrappers (wrappers
bearing the words ** Why Does a Woman Look
Old Sooner Than a Man”) to LEVER Bros.,
Ltd., 43 Scott street, Toronto, and you will re-
ceive by pest a ‘m:uy picture, free from adver.
tising, and well worth framing. This is an
easy way to decorate your home. The soap is
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BENZIGER BROTHERS,

New York, Cincinnat, Chicago,

T ! | N by mail. Any person re-
“lLBh lI{E 4 turaing th !hlhl'.w'
e 1 eNt ang BBc, w1 wi
senud the toiowing beautilul Winter-flowers
ing Bulbs: 1 Chinese Sacred Lily, 1 Hya-
einth, | Daffudil, 1 irouble Tulip,3 Snov ps
and 6 Crocus,  Send at onee, as this libers
offer may not appear again .

J. GAMMAGE & SONS,
213 Dundas St:eet.

) HEADQUARTERS

) witmans QR v

Chureh Candles

ABLISIEED 1853

BOKERMANY & WILLS

Baeswaz Altar Candles

% ALTAR BRAND
PURISSIMA BRAI@

v, ele . send ¢
, list oi preminms and

i al discounts for quantities
b, fore placing your order. Address,

ECKERMANN & WILL
The Candle Manufacturers,
4 H\'l{\(‘l'ﬁ!?. Nﬁ. Y.

It is a well known fact that the best is (hfi
cheapest. Itisour aim to always buy the bes
Coal and Wood, and to give our customers the
best value for their money.

We invite inspection of our stock. and are

sure your verdict will be that we nte‘v}uixlc(l to
brand our Coal and Wood THE BESI'.

D DALY & SON

‘Phone 348. 19 York St.

REID’S HARDWARE

TABLE and POCKET CUTLERY,
CARPET SW EEPERS,
WRINGERS,
BRASS FIRY IRONS.

22~ Good stock of General Hardware

118 DUNDAS STREET, North Sidi

1 Conveﬁt ofr E\Iotre 7Dame, Westport, Ont.

This institution is pleasantiy located 10

the village of Wes!port,on the Rideat |,:‘.l\:{
midway between Kingston and Ot "I‘“‘
has since its foundation, seven years al
come distinguished among the educ ";lx;i
establishments of Canada, 1ts pupltis |l”|_' ]‘m_
a foremost place in departmental €x ""r“
ations. Every advantage is therefore off ind
to young ladics who are desirous of rect ll\ b
a solid and useful as well as refined '”.,’(“.'»1
tion. Terms: Board, not including .h. P
bedding, pald quarterly in advance, )
Musie and use of instruments, =6, \\‘,n:”;“
83, French, Drawing, Kuoitting, Plain Il~'n\‘

y th, 8l
ing and tanecy Work, per month, 3L (.
further particulars, address the Mo he

" the ends open.

Write your address caretully,

Superior.

NOVEMBER

AT H.

In a dangerous en
CHERRY PECTORAL is
sure to cure. A dose
symptoms UfCruupu.l-
further progress of

1t softens the phleg
famed membrane, ai
As a remedy for cold
voice, la grippe, pne
consumption, in its e

AYE
Cherry

excels all similar pr
endorsed by leading p
able to the taste, doe
dizrestion, and needs
in small doses.

“ From vey
Cherry Pector
remedy for
ers of the throa
tsticld, N. H,

for the lnst 2

Cherry Pectoralior lung t
that its usc has

(':‘mvr/ﬂd i
W W s 3
1 have recommended it 1
most effective way of tak
¢mall and frequent doses.
M., Sherman, O

o aufl

Ayer's Cherry
cure."—R. Awnero, Plym;

R

fver’s Cher!
ed by Dr. J. C. Ay
“n act

A Far-Tar

Bermuda, Wert Indi
Brunswick, Quebee, A
bia, Massachusetts, Ne
ol Ontario are TO-DA

ONT.
BUSINESS

BELLEVII

Fstablished over a «
most widelv attendes
Ameriea. For the ne
Address,

ROBINSON

BELLEVILLE, !
THERE IS O]

Ol
Belleville Bu

Send for the Cire
Best and Most Suce
lege in the Dominl

Addzenn, il

1 from

¢

ROBERT ROGLF,

—O0BJ ECTS

New York Ca

The object of this Ag
regular dealers’ prices,
ported or marufacturec

The advantag
Agency are i 8

1st. Itissituated in
saleftrade of the metroj
such arrangements wi
turers and importers as
any quantity at the low
getting its profits or ¢
porters or inanufactur

nd. No extra comn
patrons on pure
them besides the bene
facilities in the actual

3rd. Shou'd a patro
articles, embracing a
or lines ot gouds, the
10 this Agency will ins
rect filling of such ovd
be only one express or

4th.” Persons outsid
not know the address ¢
ular hine of goods, can
same by sending to th
Clergymen an
and the trade buying
allowed the regular or
Any business matte
selling goods, entrus
management of this
and conscientiously at
me authority to act as
you want to buy anyti

THOMAS

Catholic Argeu(‘.yf\v

WE WAN'
TO CATCI

DO YOU |
WE ARE SEL

Teas &

IN TF
ONE TRIAL ON

James W:

398 Richmen
Teley

1 T

THE RITUAL

We have publishe
entire Ritual of the ¢
P.P. A. The book
the or(fa.nizers of the
be widely distributed
preventing many of
tant friends from fal
them by designing k
sent to any address
stamps : by the doze
by the hundred, 8
COFFEY, CATHOLIC
Ontario.

M n's Unde
Men’s All-w
Men's Heav:

Men’s Heav
2 Palr

PETHICK

Fashion
393 Ric

CONCORDI4
SANDV
ERNEST C
Altar Wi

Our Altar Wine
recommended by t
wiil compare fave

ported Bordeaux.
For pricesand ix

OMMERCIAL
street, Toron

refitted and furni
omforta. Tornil'




