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LINKED LIVES.

By Lady Gertrude Douglas,

CHAPTER XVIL
THE BOAT RACE,
v 8o find [ every pleasant spot
In which we e were wonl tomeet,
The tield, the ehamber and the stieet,
For all 18 dark where thou art not."”
— e nyson,

When any sudden catastrophe has
removed  (sometimes without a mo-
meet warning) a dearly loved one
from onr family cirele, with what vivid
anzuish do our memories revert to the
last associations, linking our lives with
that of the departed friend. Too well
do we remember every word, every
look, cvery gesturve. How sadly are
we for ever repeating the maybe triv-
ial remark he made at such a moment,
the careless joke, in itself not worth
recording. How every turn of the
road where his feet were wont to tread
not once, but fifty times a day, becomes
a living memorial of his life amongst
us.  With what terrible, minute real-
ity does *‘our last meeting,"” the last
day, the last hour, ana, ahove all, the
last word, the last look, reproduce
itself on the canvas of our memory.
Those who have known what it is to
lose a beloved one, in this unexpected,
awful manner, will not be at a loss to
understand how it was that every mo-
ment of that same day was to remain
engraven on Mabel's heartin characters
of ineffaceable distinctiveness.

Guy accompanied his wife and sister
to the station. He was in overflowing
spirits. Never had his voice sounded
more joyously, or his face looked more
honestly happy and contented. The
tone of his ringing merry laugh was
gladness itself, and so it was that Mabel
remembered him—remembered him as
she saw him alive for the last time.

He stood on the platform as the train
moved out of the station, the breeze
playing lightly through his fair, curly
hair, blowing it back from his bright
face, as heslightly raised his cap, and
shouted out a parting salutation—to
Mabel last, for she put her head out of
the window to watch him.

“Good bye, Mabel. Bring the wed-
ing dress back with you ; and be sure
you take case of Jessie and the child.”

The day of the sailing-match dawned
fair and promising, but Hugh, as he
had foreseen, found himself obliged to
spend it in the school with the inspec-
tor, who had come for the examina-
tions, He cared less about the disap-
pointment than he would have done
had Mabel been at home ; but as a let-
ter had come from her saying that
owing to the oculist’s wish to see Eva
again that morning, they could not
leave London till 12 o'clock, he knew
she knew she would not arrive till all
was over, so Hugh consoled himself the
move easily.  The Inspector was not
to come till 12 o’clock. Hugh accord-
ingly fonnd time not only to breakfast
with Guy and his friends at Elvanlee,
but also to accompany them down to
the sheltered bay, where Guy had con-
structed a beautiful little harbor, for
the accommodation of his yacht, and
those belonging to his friends—for that
day his rivals, Guy, ired in a
sailor’s costume of white , with a
belt of broad, deep blue, his straw hat,
withit blus band and streamers, sitting
lightly on the back of his handsome
head, was, as he came in sight of the
harbor, loudly cheered by the crowd
of cager spectators assembled to view
the coming race.

The Fairy was already under weigh,
with sails half spread. Three other
elesant little yachts lay along sideof the
harbor, each flying it’s owner's colors.
Guy 'sdisplayed the Royal Navy blue, for
which he had so great a predilection.
Hugh was sorry that he could not re-
main to sea the start, but it was fixed
for 12 o'clock, and there would prob-
ably be several delays, so he wished
good-bye to all, wringing Guay's hand
heartily as he foretold his certain vie-
tory.

“ (Good-bye, old fellow,” answered
Guy. “ Hang that Inspector! Just
think what an addled old fool he must
have been, to choose this day of all the
three hundred and sixty-five in the
year for his humbugging visit !"

One more grip of the honest, kindly
hand, one more look into the sunny
blue eyes, and Hugh had said his last
good bye to Mabel’s brother. Could he
but have known it, as he slowly re-
traced his steps to Elvanlee village
school !

The Inspector came, the examina-
tion took place as usual, the school-
house secmed more than ordinarily
close and hot.

Hugh was conscious of a very im-
patient fit. However, the customary
formula had to be gone through—the
Inspector entertained to lunch at the
Vicarago, a certain amount of talking
to be put up with, all of which took up
Hugh's time until nearly 4 o'clock,
when the Inspectorleft. As soon as he
was gone, Hugh went to his study to
write a letter, after which he intended

without connecting it with the begin-
ning of long years of trouble. As the
first chime broke upon the still after-
noon air, he caught sight of a man
running full speed up the Vicarage
avenue. Before the second stroke fell
upon his ear, Hugh became aware that
the man was Guy's valet, Maurice.
With the third chime Hugh perceived
that Maurice had no coat on, that his
face was ghastly pale, and his eyes
were full of terror. The last toll of
the hour sounded like a death knell in
Hugh's ears, as he dropped the letter
from his hand, and with a beating
heart turned to the door ; for he knew
that something dreadful must have
taken place. He went downstairs
quickly. Maurice was at the door : he
had not had time to pull the bell before
Hugh held it open and stood confront-
ing him.

*‘ My master—Sir Guy !” gasped the
man ; then he fell foward, nearly faint-
ing. Hugh caught him, and sup-
ported him to a seat, by which time he
found voice to exclaim—

“Good God in Heaven! what has
happened ?”

Maurice groaned.

‘“ Has there been an aceident ?—is
Sir Guy hurt?” asks Hugh again,
hoarse with fear.

“ Dead, sir !— drowned !—dead !—
dead !—quite dead !" faltered the valet,
and his head fell back—he had fainted.
A cry arose on all sides. Attracted
by the sound of voices in the hall,
Hugh's housekeeper had come, followed
by another maid-servaut and the gar-
dener, two or three more—no one
knew how they came there, but there
they were, to receive the terrible news
—helped to swell the wail of sorrow
that broke torth. As for Hugh, he
was like one stunned ; bewildered, he
leaned up against the wall, heedless of
the weeping crowd around him, with
hishand pressed against his throbbing
temples, while he sought to persuade
himself that he was under the influence
of a bad dream.

**Dead !" he repeated mechanically
—*‘dead !—drowned ! — what, Guy?
Guy dead !—the young, handsome,
noble Guy, Mabel's brother, from
whom he had parted so short a time
back in the strength of his beautiful
manhood ! Guy, the strong, brave,
happy Guy! Guy, with his sunny
laugh, his overtlowing spirits, the
pride of the county, the darling of his
idolizing family ! Guy, the husband,
the father, so much needed by his own!
Oh ! impossible—anyone but Guy to be
lying cold, dead, drowned, did they
say? God in Heaven !”
*“Mr. Fortescue, sir!
Hugh started and stared, &
suddenly awakened from a dream.
““What does he mean?” he asked,
his voice sounding hollow and un-
natural, as he pointed to the servant,
who was slowly recovering his senses,
“ Fh, Mr. Fortescue!" It was the
housekeeper who spoke.  ““ Won't you
sit down, sir? You are the color of a
dead man all over! Sit down, sir.
He'll come to in a minute or two, and
will tell us what it means. Eh, Lovd,
but it's a fearful visitation !”

A good many minutes had, however,
elapsed betore poor Maurice was able
to tell the story. The old story one
knows so well—real dangers passed
through successfully, a moment of
heedlessness, a slip, as it were, a
thing that might so easily have been
avoided —one asks how it could ever
have taken place? And during that
unexpected moment a bright young
life, full of every noble prowmise, is
strack down by the way-side.

Such a death is a mystery--one of
the mysteries some among us will be
very eager to have solved for us when
we reach the eternal home, where all
sighing and sorrow will have fled away
for ever. Until then we can only trust,
remembering that if no sparrow falls
unnoticed to the ground, how much
more precious in the eyes of our Father
must be the fresh, bright lives of the
darling ones He sees fit to transplant,
without warning, to the home where,
all safe again some day, we shall as-
suredly find them.

one

The Fairy won the ling race.
Guy was on the way back to the har-
bor. The band on board the umpire's
boat had struck up ‘‘ See the Conquer-
ing Hero comes!"” the crowd along the
shore were cheering lustily, the guns
were firing salutes from the harbor,
and Guy sat smoking a cigar, steering
his victorious cutter towards the land,
distant about three-quarters of a mile.
His companion, a village lad of some
fourteen years of age (theonly son of a
widow in Elvanlee village), who was
Guy's usual attendant on all his sail-
ing excursions, was leaning over the
side of the boat, and (no one ever knew
exactly how it happened) fell into the
sea. Only two days previously Guy
had discovered that the lad could not
swim, and upon that occasion had
given orders that he should be taught
without delay.

“Tor you know, my boy,” Guy had
laughingly observed, ‘it you fall
overboard some of these days, and can’t

to run up to the Castle, to hear about
the sailing-match, He was standing
with Lis face to the window, sealing
the letter which he had scribbled oft
in a great hurry. The afternoon was
still cloudlessly bright, the air delic
iously fragrant with the scent of lilac
blossom. The deep silence was broken
only by the nameless, numberless
sounds of country life, which are so
goothing to the ear—the song of birds,
the humming of insects, the splashing
of the brook, from time to time the
ringing, hearty laugh ot a laborer in
the ficlds, or iin  the tinkling of
sheep bells, or lowing of cattle from a
neighboring farm.

The ehurch clock struck four. Hugh
started—why, he could not tell, but
true it was, never again could he listen
to a clock striking that particular hour

strike out for yourself, it will be ‘king-
dom come’for you, and very likely
for myself into the bargain.”

When the accident took place Guy

wrong moment, the already over-tight-
ened sails of his little ship. There was
no one to let go the cords, and so relieve
the straining canvas. Just as Guy,
having dived for the third time, re-ap-
peared above water, clutching the boy
firmly in his grasp, the Fairy, dragged
down by her surplus of sail, toppled
over, and capsized completely. Guy
was unfortunately close upon her at
the moment ; an agonized shriek
from the still distant shore warned him
too late of his danger: he tried to
avoid the collision, but in wvain, his
head came in contact with the mast as
she fell, and, to the horror of all the
spectators, he uttered one cry, then
sank, to rise no more. Many experi-
enced swimmers were on the spot ; all
was done that human aid could accom-
plish, but it was only Guy's lifeless
body which, after an hour’s search, was
brought ashore, together with that of
his unfortunate companion, whom he
had died to save. A deep wound on
Guy's temple gave evidence that it was
the blow which, by disabling him, had
been the cause of his death.

Such was the account which, in
broken sentences, Hugh gathered from
the horror stricken Maurice, himself a
witness of the terrible catastrophe ; and
it was already nearly b o'clock before
Hugh remembered that at 6 the train
from London would come in, bringing
back Lady Forrester and Mabel, with
Guy'’s fatherless child. Some one must
meet them, Hugh recoiled with horror,
as heremembered thathe, of course, was
the proper person to do so. 1t would
be necessary to use precaution in
breaking the terrible tidings to Lady
Forrester, for she was then in a condi-
tion when such a shock, coming sud-
denly upon her, might prove fatal.
The samne thought apparently struck
Maurice, for, while Hugh was still re-
volving the matter in an agony of
mind impossible to describe, the faith-
ful servant exclaimed,

¢ Sir, you will go to meet my lady ;
the carriage is ordered. Sir Guy
ovdered it himself this morning,” he
concluded, with a choking sob.

““God help me!" articulated Hugh.
“Yes, [ will go, Maurice. Go, now,
and say I will meet the carriage at the
station ; yet stay. What has become
of the people—the men—Sir Guy's
friends, I mean, who are staying at
the Castle 2"

** [ think they intend to go, sir—to
be out of the way before her Ladyship
returns. Two of them went along
with him—with the dear young mas-
ter !—up to the Castle.”

“God help us all!” repeated Hugh
solemnly ; then he took his hat, and
set out to the village.

Having reached it, he found he had
full halt-an-hour to wait before the
train was due, and while he was won
dering how he should endure the in-
terval, a message came, desiring his
prescnce with the poor widowed
mother, who had thatday, too, lost her
all on earth—her only son—the pride,
the joy, the comfort of her heart, even
as Guy was that of his devoted family.
Hugh tound her, bowed down under
the weight of her sorrow indeed, as yet
too much stunned to realize her loss.
**He was all 1 had on earth,” she
said meekly, as she uncovered the face
of the dead boy for Hugh to look at.
““ But God knows, maybe, he's better
gone. [ would not have him here
alive, and the dear master dead as did
die to save him.”

Hugh said a few words of comfort to
the bereaved mother, but his voice
sounded to himself hollow and un-
natural ; he was obliged to hurry
away, promising, if possible, to return
later in the evening, for he felt that he
must have broken down had he re-
mained longer.

““Oh, it is you, Hugh, is it?
Where's Guy ? Who won the race?”

It was Jessie who asked the question,
as Hugh advaunced to meet her and
Mabel on the platform. He was paler
than usual, but his manner was won-
derfully composed.

“The Fairy is the winner. Let me
take your bag, Jessie. Guy was not
able to come, so I came in his place.”

*“Tired out, I suppose,” remarked
Jessie, unsuspiciously. ‘‘I am so re-
lieved that horrid race is over!”

She turned aside to give directions
about a basket which had come by
train, and while she was talking to the
porters, Hugh led Mabel apart.

““Mabel,"” he said—and to her dying
day Mabel never forgot the sound of
his voice or the expression of terror in
his eyes—*‘‘ Mabel, for God’s sake be
brave! There has been an accident.
Guy is badly hurt.”

*“*Guy ! Oh, Hugh, what is it ?”

¢ She should not know till she is safe
home,” whispered Hugh, laying his
hand firmly on Mabel’s arm, as he led
her towards the carriage. She looked
at him fixedly.

‘‘Is there any hope, Hugh ?”

He turned his head fearfully tosee if
Jessie were still at a safe distance ;
then his eyes met Mabel's. There was
no need for further speech.

“I understand,” gasped Mabel
slowly—**Guy is dead !"

““For God's sake remember Jessie!
She must not hear this suddenly,” im-
plored Hugh, as he put Mabel into the

rarriage, with a frightened glance at

l did not wait to think of danger to him-

i self. It is more than probable he fore-
saw none. bud, had he done so, it would
have made no difference. Letting go

| the rudder, he left the boat, with full
sail on, to the merey of wind and wave,
and, without a moment's hesitation,
sprang into the sea.

| Guy was an expert swimmer ; little
danger beyond a good wetting was
therefore apprehended for him by the
lookers-on. IHe would in all probabil-
ity have rescued the drowning boy.
and have gained without difficulty one
of the several rowing boats that put off
at once to his assistance, had not a
sudden gust of wind inflated, just at a

the death-like pallor of her face,

“No, no—don’t be afraid! Here,
give me Eva on my knee,” mut-
tered Mabel, her teeth chattering to-

Hugh, how dull you look ! Whatisthe
mattier ? Mabel, you hiding your face
too! Is anything wrong?" asked
Jessie wonderingly, noticing, for the |
first time, Hugh's grave face and
Mabel's averted countenance, which she
was doing her best to hide in little Eva's
curly head.

Then cautiously, with the utmost
gentleness, Hugh tried to prepare the
poor young wife for her sad misfortune,
Unlike Mabel, Jessie was very slow to
comprehend the extent of the calamity.
It was even difticult to bring her grad-
ually to realize that Guy was in great
danger—very great danger. Hugh
persisted, for  Jessie's hopeful
disposition always  inclined her
to make light of things. She did not
seem to be able to take in that a heavy
affliction should actually have fallen
upon ker. It was only asthey turned
the last corner of the winding avenue,
which brought them in sight of the
castle, that the truth dawned upon her,
A group ot terrified servants stood
about the portico, eagerly watching
for the carriage. Jessie caught sight
of them and turned pale ; a look of
deep horror came into her eyes. Turn-
ing to Mabel, she grasped her arm, and
whispered,

“Don't let them come near me!
Don't let them tell me heis dead—dead!
—before I see him !"”

Mabel roused herself with the energy
which despair alone can give. The
one glance at Hugh told her there was
no hope, and all the way from the
station she remained like one stupefied,
stunned by the violence of a heavy
blow. Heart, brain, and sense fairly
sickened before the overwhelming
misery of that half hour's drive ; but
here again her naturally strong moral
courage came to her aid, nerving her
to put aside her own grief, to think
only of Jessie.

‘‘Send them all away, except old
nurse,” whispered Mabel to Hugh, as
she jumped out of the carriage, and
put Eva into her arms, while she
turned her attention to Jessie.

* Now, Jessie, come. Do, darling.
They are all gone. Go one shall
speak to you—no one but the children.
Oh! Jessie, won't you speak to Wil-
frid 2"

The mention of her boy's name
roused Jessie from her stupor, and she
allowed Mabel to help her outof the car-
riage into the entrance-hall. There a
painful scene awaited her—perhaps,
however, the one best calculated to pre-
pare her for the truth. The hall door
stood open, likewise the door leading
into the great salon, and there, on one
of the ottoman sofas, his head buried
in the cushions, sobbing as if his heart
would break, crouched little Wilfrid,
Guy’s eldest son, moaning forth in pit-
eous accents, ‘‘ Papa ! Papa !”

Jessie let go Mabel'’s arm and flew to
his side Sinking down by him sha
laid her face against his, and grasping
his little hands, the fingers of which
twined themselves convulsively round
hers, she whispered,

My boy ! my darling ! where is
papa ?—where have they put him ?”
‘*Oh! papa, papa!” wailed the
child again. ““Don't you know,
mother ?—he is dead, quite dead, lying
up in his dressing-room ! N 8
he will not come back any more.
mother, he is so white, so cold !
Here Mabel would have interposed,
fearful lest the child's words should
cause additional anguish to his
mother ; but the old nurse—the same
who had brought Guy up from his
cradle and was still the head of his
children’s nursery—called Mabel aside
and whispered,

“Let them be, Miss Mabel dear., It's
the best thing for her, poor lamb, to
hear the awful truth out of them
angel's mouths."”

*“ Nurse, do let us get her upstairs,”
said Mabel, wringing her hands. ‘‘She
looks the picture of death ! Oh! if she
would only cry.”

‘“Leave her to me, dear,” returned
the faithful old woman, as she wiped
away the streaming tears from her own
eyes. *'Go you and look at him—he
is so beautiful, it does one's heart
good."”

‘ Not till she is safe, not till I am
sure she does not want me, " said Mabel,
for while nurse was speaking, Jessie's
eyes had turned towards her young
sister-in-law with a look of imploring
misery that went to Mabel's heart, re-
calling, oh! so vividly, Guy's last
words, in which he had recommended
his wife so specially to her care.

Hugh had ample opportunity for
judging, during the mnext few hours,
of Mabel's powers of self control and
fortitude. Her presence of mind never
for a single moment forsook her ; and
she had truly need of all her courage,
for it seemed for awhile as though Lady
Forrester's strength and reason had
utterly given way.

Once only during the long terrible
evening Mabel left her. Hugh, who
was sitting below in the library to be
at hand if he were wanted, saw the
door open softly, and Mabel glide in,
pale as a ghost.

‘““Hugh, I vant to see him. Will
you take me to his room ?"

‘“ Jessie, " asks Hugh, anxiously‘‘ is
she better ?"

‘““ No—very ill ; but she does not
need me just now ; she does not know
anyone. Nurse and the doctor are
both there. Will you come, Hugh ?"

{ gother, and a cold, damp sensation
coming over her forhead.

‘“Just like you, Mabel,” exclaimed
Lady Forrester as she stepped into the
carriage ; and as it rolled out of the
station through the white gate on to the
road, she added, ‘*The idea of your
running off at once to talk to Hugh,
forgetting all about the precious bas
ket! And if I had not seen to it, it
might have been left there till to-morrow
morning to come with the cart. Why,

“Yes, darling, I will ; but first come
‘ here and let me tell you what a brave,

’g‘nod, darling little woman you have

Then I remember it is worse for Jessie
— that stops me; but, Hugh,” she
added, suddenly, *‘tell me how it all
happened. 1have heard nothing yet.
Wilfrid said something about poor old
Widow Jones's son being drowned too.
How did the accident take place ?”
Then Hugh put his arm around her,
drawing her close to him, while he told
all the particulars of the sad story ; and
Mabel, in her misery, was not without
consolation. She had that which can
temper the rudest blast of sorrow.
There was light gilding the edze of the
cloud which had fallen upon her, for
Hugh's arm supported her ; her head
was pillowed on his breast ; her heart,
sorely as it ached, was leaning upon
another heart, a brave heart, well ac-
quainted with pain such as hers. Bit-
ter was the cup of suffering dispensed
to her, crushing the trial which over-
whelmed her, nevertheless there was
wanting the bitterest drop, that which
tills the chalice to the brim, that drop
which never can be tasted so long as
there are two to drink of the cup to-
gether.
TO BE CONTINUED.
Wl 1 S ACHETN
A CONVENT EPISODE,
W. H. Thorne, in the 3lobe
All persons making any pretension
to familiarity with KEnglish literature
have read and admired Wordsworth's
beautiful poem, ‘‘An Incident at
Bruges," beginning:
In Bruges town is many a street,
Wherce busy life hath fled ;
Where without hurry noiseless feet
. The grass grown fun'(-u_wnl tread.
There heard we, halting in the shade
Flung from a convent tower,
A harp that tuneful music madle
To a voice of thiilling power.
The measure, simple truth to tell,
Was fit for some gay throng ;

Though from the same grav turret fell
The shadow and the song.

Andallthereaders of Wordsworthare
familiar with the well-worn illustration
of a nun sitting by her harp and sing-
ing while she plays, that always accom-
panies this poem.
Perhaps for a quarter of a century,
perhaps for a generation, I had known
the poem, and had dreamed and won-
dered if I should ever realize in my
own experience an incident similar to
the one here recorded by the master of
our English meditative poets ; and 1
think it was just a year from the day
of this writing, véz., on the first Sun-
day of the month of May, 1892, when I
had the honor of being the guest of
Very Rev. Father Walker, Chaplain of
the Dominican Convent of St. Clara,
at Sinsinawa Mound, Wis., that my
long-cherished dream was more than
realized.
From the first day of my visit I had
noticed a beautiful harp in the beauti-
ful dining-room where, waited on by a
nun, as by an angel, I had taken my
meals ; and occastonally as I sat in the
adjoining parlor I had heard the harp
as it it were being played by pupils
at their lessons. So when Sunday
came, having now learned which of
the Sisters was the music teacher, 1
asked it I might have the honor and
pleasure of listening to some selections
on the harp. I would gladly mention
this Sister's name, but I know that she,
being as modest as she is gifted, would
feel hurt rather than complimented; so,
simply leaving this hint for the mil-
lion-fold Protestant girl so anxious to
get her name in the newspapers, I go
on with my story.
My request wasgranted, and, together
with some visiting priest and one or
two Sisters of the convent, I listened
for the first time in my life to a nun,
clothed in the white and beautiful
garments of her order, as she, with firm
and thrilling touch, wakened those
harp strings from their still slumbers
to strains of music that would have
brought tears of joy and gladness to
the eyes of a far less sensitive Protest-
ant nature than mine,

First there were a few strains from
some classic Catholic composers; then
as if all the better soul of Protestantism
had united with the true soul of the
Chnrch, this dear nun—God bless her !
—played the air that all Protestants
know and love to sing to their beauti-
ful hymn,

“Nearer my God to Thee,”

I need not say that I was amazed and
glorified. I had time and again wept
to the same music in the family devo-
tions of one of the loveliest Protestant
families I had known in my boyhood
and young manhood. I had wept to
this musicin many a Protestant prayer
meeting, while the heart rose within
me to newer and stronger pledges of
consecration ; and now, to sit in this
lovely room and actually listen to the
same music on the harp, played by a
nun of the Catholic Church, was a
beautiful and heavenly pleasure far
beyond my utmost earthly dreams.

In a moment the harp ceased its de-
votional strains, and the room was
filled with the dear old air of ‘* Annie
Laurie,” then ‘‘My Country 'tis of
Thee,” and so on, for half an hour,
which marks for me one of those pure,
white, star-lit, sun-clothed episodes of
existense, all too few of which come to
bless the daily toil and stress of this
busy world. And all this, I said to
myself, is what we Protestants have
thought of and condemned as Catholic
bigotry and the mother of sin!
Ladies and gentlemen, I need not tell
you that in one heart at least that
Sunday afternoon there was a temple,
i and in it an altar and a holy of holies,
in the innermost shrine of which some
worship was attempted although may-

been allalong.”

“Thank you, Hugh,” she answered
quietly, as pleased with his commenda-
tion as she could be with anything just
| then ; after which she knelt down by
. his chair, and laid her head on his
Chand. “‘It is all a fearful dream,
Hugh ! I cannot realize it yet. Some-
times I do just for a moment, and feel
as if I must scream — it is so awful.

hap utterly unworthy of the altar and
the hour.

— S it

Sunlight ' Picture.
Send ‘Sunlight” Soap wrappers (wrappers
bearl{lg 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 post a pretty picture, free from adver.
tising, and well worth framing. This is an
easy way to decorate your home. The soap is
the best in the market, and it will only cost 1c
postage to send in the wrappers, if you leave

—
PURELY VEGETABLPD—
Dr, Pierce's Plegs.

(\-\{\ “ ant Pellets, They're
\ / a compound of pe.
) fined and concey.

s trated botanica! ex.
tracts, These tiny

sugar-coated ]uH'."‘

—the smallest ay )

( ) the easiest to tak,

\ — absolutely  anq

P 3 2 permanently  cupg

Constipation, Indi.
gestion, Bick and Billous Headaches, Dizyi.
ness, Bilious Attacks, and all derangements
of the liver, stomach, and bowels,
They cure permanently, because they act
naturally, hey don't shock and weaken
the system, liko the huge, old-fashicne
ills, ~ And  they're more effecti Ong
li(llu pellet for a corrective or laxative—
three for a cathartic,
They're the cheapest pills you can buy, fop
they're guaranteed to give satisiaction, op
your money is returned,

You pay only for the good you get,

\

With a remarkably beautiful Frontispiece in
Gold and Colors.
Price, free by mail, 235 cents.

Per dozen. 03 Per dozen by mail, #2.47
‘I he Best :r3. The Best Illus
The Best Family Reading for Winter
EXPLANATION OF THE GOSPELS o

Sundays and Holy days. Together with ;
EXPLANATION OF CATHOLIC WOR
SHIP, its Ceremonies, and the Sacraments
and Festivals of the Church. 19mo, cloth

flexible. . . . 51 centa
CLAUDE LIGHTKFOOT ; or, How the Pro

blem was Solved. By F.J. Finn, S.J. .0
CONNOR D'ARCY'S STRUGGLES

W. M. Bertholds, . *
CATHOLIC BELIEF. PAPER,
Flexible cloth. . . ‘
A LADY. By L. H. Bugg. . : §1

8old by all Catholic Eccksellers & Agents,

BENZIGER BROTHERS,
New York, Cincinnatl, Chicage.

'] HEATQUARTERS

A Chareh Candles

ESTABLISHED 1855

(S BORERVIANY & WIS

3)  Beeswax Altar Candles

_ j ALTAR BRAND
. PURISSIMA BRAY

The leatling brands now upon the market,
and the most pop r with ihe rev, clerg
send for our price list of premiums a
speeial discounts for tities before place
ing your order, Address,

ECKERMANN & WILL
The Candle Manufacturers,
SYRACUSE, N. Y.

c0AL & WOOD

It is a well known fact that the best is the
cheapest. Ttisouraim to always buy the best
Coal and Wood, and to give our customers the
best value for their woney.

We invite inspection of our stock, and are
sure your verdict will be that we are entitled to
brand our Coal and Wood THE BEST.

D DALY & £ON

‘Phone 345, 19 York St.

REID’S HARDWARE
TABLE and POCKET CUTLERY,
CARPE S\WEEPERS,
WRINGERS.,

BRASS FIRE IRONS.

JEy Good stock of General Hardware,

118 DUNDAS STREET, North Side

Convent of Notre Dame, Westport, Ont.

This institution is pleasant.y located in
the village of Wes!pori, on the Rideau Lake,
midway between Kingston and Ortawa, and
has since its foundation, seven years ago, be-
come distinguished among the educational
establishments of Canada, its pupils holding
a foremost place in departmental examin-
ations, Every advavtage is therefore offered
to young ladies who are desirous of receiving
a solid and useful as well as refined educa-
tion. Terms: Board, not including In-\l'nr
bedding, paid quarterly in advance, £
Music and use of instruments, #6, Washing,
83. French, Drawing, Knitting, Plain Sew-
ing and rancy Work, per month, $l. For
further particulars, address the Mother
Superior,

ather Damen. 8.4,

One of the most instructive and ugeful pamph-
ets extant is the lectures of Father Damei.
They comprise four of the most celebrated ones
delivered by that renowned Jesuit Father
namely: ‘‘The Private Inter';:retation of the
Bible,” ** The Catholic Church, the only trué
Church of God,” ** Confession,” and * The Real
Presence.” The book will be sent to any ad:
dress on receipt of 15 cents in stamps. Orders
m&y be sent to Thos. Coffey. CATHOLIC RECORD
Office, London.

POST & HOLMES,
ARCHITECTS.

Offices — Rooms 28 and 29, Manning Houseé,
King st. west, Teronto,  Also in the
Gerrie Block, Whitby.

A. A. PosT, R. A. A. W. HoLMES

ONTARIO STAINED GLASS WORKS.

PUBLIC AND PBIVATE BUILDINGS

Furnished in the best style and at prices low
snough to bring it within the reach of all

WORKS: 484 RICEMOND STREET
R. LEWIS.

R. WOODRUFF, No, 155 QUEEN'S AVE
Defective vision, impaired hearing

the ends open. Write your address carefully,

P
nasal catarrh and troublesome throats. °
tested, glasses adjusted, Hours,l3to&

NOVEMBER 4,

Eplleptic Fits, I'al
fes, St. Vitus Panee,
Hypochondria, Mela
ebrity, £lceplesn

giness, I

pal Venkne
ina has dir
i3, allayi:

the

v, o o ,\.Binll

Scld by Druggists at €1 pe
Large Size, $1.75, € Bott

Agent, E. W. Saunders
London. Ontarin,

A Far-Tame

Jermuda, West Indies,
Brunswick, Quebee, Alber
bia, Massachusetts, N
of Ontario are TO

ONTA]
BUSINESS C

BELLEVILLI]

Egtablished over a
fdely attende
For the 1

ROBINSON &

BELLEVILLE, ON

THERE IS ONL

€3

Be'leville Busi:

Send for the Clircula
Best and Most Success
lege in the Dominion.

Address, B(‘”(\IHC ]

ROBERT BOGLE, Ma

M-n's Underwe
Men’s All-wool
Men’s Heavy-w

Men’s Heavy -
2 Pairs f

PETHICK & 1
Fashionable
393 Richmon
—OBJECTS 0

New York Catl

The object of this Agenc
regular dealers’ prices, an
ported or manufactured in

The advanta and c
Agency are m a few of

1st. It issitu 1in the
saleftrade of the metropoli
guch arrangements with |
turers and importers as en
any quantity at the lowest
getting its profits or comr
porters or manufacturer

2nd. No extra commi
patrons on purchases mad
them besides the benefit
facilities in the actual pri

drd. Shou'd a patron w
articles, e bracing as n
or lines of goods, the writ
to thig Agency will insure
rect filling of such orders
be only onc express or frei

4th.  Persons outside of
not know the address of h
ular line of goods, can ge
same by sending to this A

5th. Clergymen and [
and the trade buying f)
allowed the regular or usu

Any business matters, ¢
selling goods, entrusted
management of this Ag
and conscientiously atten
me authority to act as yo
you want to buy anything

THOMAS

Catholic Agency, 42 Ba
NEW Y

DO YOU KN
WE ARE SELLI

Teas &

IN THE
ONE TRIAL ONLY

James Wils

398 Richmond &
Teleph f”

1 ] T 1 ¥
THE RITUAL O

We have published i
entire Ritual of the con
P.P. A. The hook was
the organizers of the as
be widely distributed,
preventing many of ou
tant friends from falling
them by designing kuav
sent to any address on
gtamps : by the dozen,
by the hundred, 3 cen
Correy, CATHOLIC K
Ontario,

SIMPLE WAY TO
& olie l\'{lssions.l 18(11\\
amps of every kin
them to Rev. l.’.%Vl‘ Bar
Jersey, U. 8. Give at
you will receive with th
2 nice Souvenir of Ham

CONCORDIA

SANDWI(
ERNEST GI.

Altar Wine
Our Altar Wine is
recommended by the
will compare favorat
ported Bordeaux.
For prices and infor!
E.

CO)(MERCIAL HO

street, Toronto.
refitted and furnishe
omfo

rts. "‘"&','},',"



