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the farmers and farmers’ wives and
dsughters, for maoy miles round

"the prosperous Ulster town, were

g of their butter and eggs Qnd

f (oyls in the spacious market-place, with
3 deal of talk aud gesticulatiog. In
3 «:h B princi pal streets the shop windows,
carefully arranged merchan

qod before one of these & woman, who

F Jooked much older than she really was,
b 100 ruefully contemplating the iavish
L diaplsy of bats and bonnets, jickets and
coatumes. Her gaze reated longest on &
web of bright blue material that bore
[ he legend, “Genuine bargain, four shil-
. lings DT yard;” and it was with a sigh
‘. -‘thst she at length turned her head away
and moved & few steps onward.
«Why, Mrs. Nugent, is it here you
s asid & brisk, hearty voice beside

Her. “Sure I dido’t think you were com-
g'to the market thisday.”

I had little notion of it till yester-
day, Mr. O'Dopnell ? the woman ad-
dm,eosd as Mrs. Nugent made answer.
oBut the doctor was seeing James, and
he recommended him to wear new flau-
nel on account of the pains, and so I
_came out to buy a bit.” X

Mrs. O'Donnell glanced quickly at
‘Mollie Nugent’s right hand, which was
closed on & few coins of the realm; but

ly said : .
ahgx;el’; I believe flannel is gnod for

eumatism. And how is James ?”

s Much as usual,” Mollie responded.
-gith & sigh that she tried to reprees. “I
wonder where a body would get the flap-
nel cheapest ? I—I haven't a deal of
money to put init.” And Mollie tried
to smile. . . .

# Mr. Todd, they say, is selling things
<cheap enough,” Mrs. Q’Donnell rmarked,
looking towards the window that had at-
-tracted Mollie’s attention. *And be’s not
overhard to desl with. He threw a

nny & yerd off a piece of cotton I
Hovght from him last Saturday.”

“Nid ke now! Bat, then, you're a
great one for getting a bargain, Mra.
0'Donnell.”

“ Troth, then, that’s what [ am.” Mrs.
0'Donpell readily agreed. The speaker
bad been brought up in Carndaisy, and
was supposed to bave much more worldly
wisdom than the womenkind of the
countrv dietrict in which her marriage
with Ned O'Donnell had placed her a
year or 80 previously.

“Tell me what did the doctor say yea-
terdny 7’ Mrs. O'Donnell enquired, as
ahe and her friend walked back towards

“Todd’s. L.

“He talked about nourishing focud and
a month at the sea,” Mrs. Nugentssaid, in
a tremulous voice ; *“ and sure, ma'am he
might as well have mentioned a journey
"to the moon.”

“ Aye, ave!” Mrs. O’'Donnell agreed.

It was a marvel to many how James
Nugent and his wife and two children
managed to exist. He bad been employ-
el &t the time of his marriage to Mollie
"Toner, and for some years afterwards, as
-gardener at ferryloran Manor, the * big

ouse " of the district; but bhe had been
speedily deprived of his place on his at-
tack of rheumatic fever nearly three
years before.

“ Now, come on,”’” Mrs O’'Dounel] aaid,
‘when she ascertained the quantity of
Hannel required by Mollie ; and so skil-
fully did ahe bargain with the owner of
the warehouse that she was able to lay
three shillings in Mrs. Nugent's hand
when ber purchase was complete Ehe
did not say that one of them, originally
destined to provide a new ribbon for the
bonnet she wore, had been abstracted
from her own pocket.

“ There now !" she said triumphantly;
and Mrs. Nugent made an exclamation
‘of astonishment as she fingered the
woney, She drew Mrs O’Donnell back
4 little from the counter.

“ Do vou think 1t would be wise to
‘take three or four yards of that blue stuff
there? It is cheap and Mary, the crea
ture, is badly in need of a frock.”

“ That 1" There was contempt in Mrs,
‘O'Donnell’s tone. *It isonly a rag, and
1be colour wouldn’t stand the sun two
days. No, but wait till I tell you. There
18 a tweed dress on one of the second
hand stalls round the corner that you'd
get for next to nothing.”

er companion demurred. She had a
tountrywoman’s dislike for second-hand

¥armentay
*Nonsense !’ Mrs. O’Donpell said,
®nergetically. “ The dress is not a half-

penny the worse for wear,and you’d get it
tor a couple-of shillings. Then you could
Dave a suit out of it for Mickey, I be-

licve. Come on till we look at it any.

way.H

Mrs. Nugent allowed herself to be led
to the side street, where & number of
vendors of second-hand clothing had at.
tracted a crowd. Mrs, O'Donnell pointed
':tut.“me article she admired on one of the

alls,

Mis, Nugent was persuaded. Inafew
‘Imomeénts the purchase was made,und the
iWo women turned their faces home
Wards, Mra. O'Donnell wae full of the

‘Oheapness of the tweed dress, and the |

‘ '“lllaine to be had at the old clothes’
atall, s that it was some time before tho
‘gg’r‘]‘éﬂﬂmon turned on Mollie'ssick hus-

“And it's two years and better you
2wy since he bad the rheumatic tever?”
M}‘s. O'Donnell agked. ' ‘

d: NEE’IY three Mys, Nogent answer
ed; and I doubt he'il ‘ever' be the same

man,” ‘ e
. I'd be afraid ofit,” Mis, O'Donnell
Sald. *But many stime L thought that
oever owns Derryloran Manor should
ave. done something for him: on ac
count ‘about 8, &
eliéve he wagvforga' loﬁg,til;féggace’ e

N

“The. Manor belongs 1o st
ld" Mr

T"u' market day in Carndaisy ; and

g & T TG ST ¥ TRNTL. D

E'WITNESS. AND . CATHOLIC CHRONICLE, SEPTEMBER %, 1897,

3.4 don’t‘'want to say any harm sbout
il bim.” Maybe ne's beter than he
‘Jaeema® - ‘

-4 He may be " Mrs 0'Donnell replied,

| doubtfaily.” “ Did be not dismiss James

in the first week of his sicknees ¥’

[ Ye""' ) ,

‘“ And because he wouldn’t work for
bhim one holyday 1" .

“ Well, we thought 80,” Mrs. Nugent
admitted. “It was this way. Mason
has a farm of his own, you know ; and
one firet of Novemler he gathered a lot
of hands to dig ous nis pitatoza. James,
to be sure, couldn't o—he’d haye given
him a day and welcome at anotber time
—and Mxson told him he’d make him
rue his Popish noneense.” )

« And he sent him off afterwards ¥

“He did. He didn’t interfere with
him 1ill he got sick, to tell the truth,”
Mrs. Nugent said. - . .

Mrs. O Dunnell gave a littlesnifl.

“ and did vou never write and explain
things to his muster ?’ she asked.

“ We did that; and Father Duff’ wrote
also. But Mr. Patchell said he couldn’t
interfere. He waa just aiter coming lnto
the property,”’

o Bh,g[ se{a 1 Mra. Q'Donnell observed.
# He waited to send James to the right
about till Mr. Lyndsay wasdead. Ieup-
pose he wonld have known James >’

“1Deed ne wonld. Wasn't it himself
that engaged James when he was only a
lad? And any time he came to the
‘Manor—and that wasn’t often—he’d have
a word for him.”

“Mr. Lyndeay had no children of his
own, 1 believe; had he?’ Mrs. O'Don
nell inquired, after a pause.

#Oh, he had, to be sure! He had one
danghter—Mies Clara; but she never
came Lo Irelund from the time her
mother died. sShe died when Miss Cinra
wesseven or eight years old, of a fever
she caught in some of the cottages
about ; 80 Mr. Lyndsay would never con-
se{u. to let his daughter over here at
al .ll

“He might havelet herto a worse
place, then,” Mrs. O Donnell eaid, look-
Ing towards a small cabin from which a
thin line of blue smoke was ascerding.
“Ned hasn’t forgotten the fire, I aee,”
she went on; “but how was it the
daughter didn'v get the place?’ .

“Oh, you know shebecame a Catholic!
It was said, too, she went into & convent
—but no one was sure of that—and her
father was in a terrible state.” .

“And that was why he wouldn't leave
her vhe estate! Well, God forgive him !”
Mrs. O'Donnell exclaimed. * Detraud-
ing his own child like that !”

* He never was in Ireland since,” Mrs,
Nugent snid. * | believe he lived with
this Mr. Patchell, or maybe it was Mr.
Patchell and his wife that lived with
bim. The Lyndsays, you know, had
large estates in England, 100.”

“Well, well, 'tis the queer world, any
way!” Mrs. O’Donnell said, as she
reached the narrow lare that led to her
abode, “‘And, Mrs. Nugent, I'm after
noticing that one of your shoes isin need
of a patch. Send it over and Ned will
mend it.” .

“Sure 'tis thankful I'll be if he will,”
Mra. Nugent responded. “ But maybe
he has work enough to do.”

* He’s not busy now. Send Mary with
it.’* Mrs. O’ Donnell ordered ; “and I hope
you'll be able to get & nice wee frock for
her out of my bargain.”

IL

“ Do you kpow, Ned, [ think I'll run
across to Nugenta’ with a jugful of this
soup ? Mrs. O'Donnell said to her
spouse as they finisbed dinner on the
day after her visit to Carndaisy market.
“ It is fine and nourishing.”

* You may as well,”” Ned replied, as he
rubbed his hands on the leathern apron
he wore and took up a half finished boot.
“ I mind when poor James was as smart
as any of ua”

Mrs. O"'Donnell tidied up her house ere
she set out on her charitable errand.
The pood nuas of Carndaisy, whose pupil
she had been, had given rer some lessons
in conkery that bad proved useful to her;
and Ned, who had at one time his coun-
try people’s contemnpt for broths and
soups, marvelled at the excellent meals
his brisk. energetic wife manufactured
out of & bit of bone and plenty of vege-
tables,

Mzs. O'Donnell reached her neigh-
bour’s house in a short time. Several
fragments of iweed Iying about the
kitchen showed that Mollie had been
engaged in dressmaking; but ehe ber
sell was not visible. Mrs. O’'Donnell
coughed to announce ber entrance; and
in a moment Mrs. Nugent, flushed and
excited, came to the door of the room
where her husband lay.

“Mrs. O Donnell, Mra. O’Donnell,
come here.”” she cried —* come here till
yon see what I've found 1"

Mrs. O'Donnell, nothing loth, stepped
into the room. The much admired
tweed dress, partly ripped out, lay in a
heap on the floor; while James Nugent,
as excited as his wife, was exumining
an open letter which he beld in his
hand. .

“J can’t make out no sense of it at
all,” the sick man said, without any re-
gard for his grammar or greeting for
Mrs. O'Donnell. **There’'s neither top
nor tail, beginning nor ¢nd to it.™

“ What is it ?7 asked Mrs. O'Donnell,
laying down the jug she carried.

Mrs. Nugeat, in all her agitation, be-
gan to murmur a word of thanks.

“QOch, whist, woman ! and let us hear
what the letter's about,” Mrs, O'Donnell
said, abruptly.

:‘dTell her, Mollie,”” James Nugent

1 .

“Well, about an hour ago [ began to
se¢ what I could make out of that”’—
Mollie indicated the heap on the floor—
“and inside the lning of the skire I
found that letter James bas in bis hand,
and this.” Mollie held foxward a thin
slip of paper; and Mrs. O'Donnell, after
ore quick look at it, gave a cry of sur-
prise. S

“ Five pounds! A Bank of England
ﬁvel’r_)bund note, as sure as I'm & sin
ner{’y T e
“It mayn't be good,” James Nugent
said. - . ‘
#%Good! As good as was ever made,

rangers now,. then,” Mra. O'Donnell déclared.” *‘ Now,

isn't it:lucky ! Why, James can have a

- | turn' &t the galt-water, now.”

sc tOFULA in its ‘worst form
¥. yields

“But iv ism't ours, you know,” ob
served Mrs. Nugent, slowly.

“Notvours! And whose is it, then?
Mzs. O'Donnell demanded, sharply,

“That I can’t say. Maybe it should
go to the man we bought the dress
from’—

“Him !” Mrs. O'Donnell indignantly
interrupted. “ Why. like as not he got
the gown for & few pennies.”

v Or maybe it is to the woman whose
name is on the outside of that letter it
shonld go,” M. Nugent cantinued.
“ The letter and money ” (ootrs were
wmaney in Mrs. Nugent's belief) * were
Lr_rgl:ther. Yoe iog bad been ripped a

iv”

* Well, T can’t see why you ahonldn’t
keep it. Maybe it was that woman’s
and maybe it wasn’t. \What's the letter
aboat !

“ Not a bit of e can tell,”” James
Nugent made reply, handing the letter
to Mrs. O'Donnell. “See if you can make
anvtbing out of it.”

His neighbor tock the sheet in her
hand and examined it carefully.

“]t is to a Mrs, Creeswell, any way,”
Mz, O'Donnell said  slowly, after a
lengthy survey of the pages. *‘ But what
in the world it is I can’t guess.”

¢ Oh, aye ! the Mrs, Cresswell ia plain
enough, and so is the address—Pount-
street, London,” James maid.

¢ Maybe ’tis in some foreign tongue,”
Mollie put in, “It doesn’t look like any
sense al all, at all.”

Mrs. O'Donnell returned the sheet to
James.

‘Tthink the best plan is to write at
once to this Mra. Cresswell”' Mrs.
Nugent ~aid. * Maybe that writing is
somethirg she values: it was caretully
folded. And maybe abe’s in need of the
money, tgo ? °

“And eo I had to write for them there
and then,” Mrs. O'lXxmnell remarked,
when relating the circimstances to ber
husbaud a cousle of hours later. *Aye,
and I sent the letter to the post cffice
with alittle Iad of Rodgers’to get it
registered, Now [ don’t think it would
bavebeen a greats o for them to bave
kept that note. I would 1n & like case.

“Deed you wouldn’t,” Ned O liounell
anawered. “Not a bit of it "

“Bat they need the mo ey so hadly.
Well, I wunder will they get ananswer ?”

The answer that James Nugent and
his wife soon received was certainly a
surprising one, and atfurded n subject
for conversation for many an after day.
Mrs, Cresswell was no other than the
daughter Mr, Lyndaay, of Derryloran
Manor. She had not become a nun, but
married a young Catholic journalist ;
and the palr, atter & hard struggle in
London, bad been on the point of em-
barking for Australia when they had re
ceived the letter written by Mre. O’Don-
nell and its inclosures. The note of
which she said the Nugenta cou d make
‘ nnsense at &ll’” wasin cipher, to which
Mre, Cresswell held the key. It had been
written by her father doring his last ill-
nesa, By it, it seemed that Mr, I’atchell
and bis wife had acquired an ascendency
over him which he could not resist ; and
they had endeavored to keep alive the
bitter feelings he entertsined towards
his daughterat the time of her conversion
to the Catholic faith, He had written
aeverdl times to Clara. but he had reason
to fear the letters never reached her.
He hiead also been induced to make a will
in favor of his daughter, and had signed
it in the presence of two of the servants,
He nad been afraid to trust the will to
them, but he had placed it ina secret
hidine place, of which the Patchells did
not know the existence. The writer de-
scribed the position of the place very
winutely., It ..as possible the letter
might {all into the hands of Patchell oc
hia wife. and therefore he write in
cipher. It ended with & prayer for par
dou for his long years of harshness and
neglect.

“I beat all ever I heard or read of !”
Mes. O’'Donnell frequently declared. ¢ For
Jd Mr. Lyndsay’s will was found in the
identical spot he wrote of, and the
Patchells were glad enouch to keep quiet
over the matter, Troth, I suppose they
could have been trausported. Any way,
they deserved to be, The two witnessce
to the will were living ; and one of them
confessed how he had given Mrs. Pate,;.11
the old gentleman’s letter to his daugh-
ter,and be even remembered that she
slipped it into the pocket of the dress
she wore. Good Inck to the dressmaker
who 1ade that same dress, for the seams
were not too well sewed, and so letter
and fivepound note as well alipped n
between the lining and the materi 1. [
suppose the lady gave the dressto her
maid, who pawned it, like as not. At
any rate, it came to Mollie Nugent’s
hands, and well it was that it did reach
honest hands. I['m ashamed to tell that
I did my best to induce Mollie to keep
what she had found—and she was in sore
need of it atthat sametime—but she
wouldi:’t, but packed off' the tive-pound
note and the letter in cipber—what-
ever language that is—tho very day she
found them, Didn’t I write the letter to
Mry, Creaswell for her and James? And
Puddy Rodgers registered it. And that's
how 1t comes that Mr. and Mra, Creas-
well are living at Derryloran Muanor at
all. Aund James Nuygent is wouderiully
well. Sure they don’t know what to
make ot him and Mollie nt tbe. Manor.
He has an elegant cottage in the park,
and just limps about among the flowers
sll duy giving directione. And Mollie’s
a8 happy as a queen. I never aee her—
ant many a time I do see her—without
thinking how I tried to make her keep
that five-pound note of Mre. Patcheil’s.
Mrs. Cresswell sent it to her, and more
along with it. Ah! indeed there’s truth
in the saying that, ‘honesty’s the best
policy’ for this world -as well as the
next —Ave Maria.

THE SOCIETY OF ARTS OF CANADA,
1666 Notre’ Dame Street, Montreal,

Distributions every Wednasday, Valua
of prizes ranging from $2 to $2,000.
Tiekets 10 conta. 10-6

Adapted From An Did Tale.

The following story reads well, but
under one suit of clothes or-another it
bas gone the. rounds .of the press for
the luat ocentury. It is & striking ex-
ample of theold saying that ¢reat minds
run.in thesame channels. No doubt not

| & fow of the readers of the TRUE WITNESS
‘| have beard of the anecdote, told with so

' much unction, of Wellingtonand the

privaie at the battle of Waterloo and tne
commander’s order, on seeing this re-
doubtable hero in the ranks, of “ now
let the battle proceed.” The story told
of Mr. Furbea is very similar in plot and
explosion : —

** A good story is told of Mr. Archi-
bald Forbes, while he wuas special cor-
respondent in the Russo-Turkish war,
and was thrilling the public day after
day by his vivid dispatches from the
scens of nction. One duy a certain Ger-
muan journalist met the English corres
pundent at the seat of war, and, after the
usual courtesivs had been exchanged,
complimented him on the power and ac:
curacy of his work, and implored him to
revenl the seeret of it. “Un. said Mr,
Forbes, with the uturost nonchalance,
¢ It'sall very simple,indeed ” “Simple!”
exclaimed the German, “1 really don’t
know what yon mean.” * Well, I just
mapage it in this way,” explained the
other, ‘‘I prepare a lull deecription of
the battle in advance. I next go to the
Rustian conmander and say to him:
‘ Here 18 & tine description, now get up a
battle accordingly.’ The commander,
being an obliging man and a friend of
mine, does me the little favor, and then
it’s all right !

AFTER MANY YEARS,

A SUFFERER 13 RESTORED TO
HEALTH AND STRENGTH,

SUFFERED FROM WEAK HEART AND courn
NOT SAFELY WALK ANY DISTASCE—HOW
THE PUISE OF LIFE WAS ADJUSTED,

From the Cornwall Freeholder.

The romance of unwritten facts of real
life far exceeds the rich elaborations of
fiction. A peep bebind the scenes would
furnish us with adequate proof that
there is more of care, trial and severe
anxiety in humaun life than tlorts on the
surface. We tfind many whose experience
has almost incessantly tluctuated be-
tween health and sickness ; little if any
of tnis is obtruded upon the notice of the
world, or breathed into human ear. You
may secure the contidence of some of
these sullurers who will rehearse to you
dark catalogues of pains and aches that
are otten ill understood by the frieuds
and inadequately treated by the physi-
cian. Thanks to the mighty genius that
discovered the now famous panaces for
the ills to which bumanity is subjected
when suffering from impoverished blood
or a shattered nerve aystem Thousands
have, and thousands are still using to the
preatest advantage Dre. Williame’' Pink
Pills. They have pussed the ordeal of
experiment again and again with ever
increasing bonur. The following state
ment is from one who was rescued from
seeming permanent enfeeblement and
distressing heart action. Mary Fisher,
of Lanca-ter township, Glengarry county,
is a maiden lady. About eight years ago
Miss Fisher was seized with weakness
and a distressing sensation in the
region of the beart. It was attributed
to several causes, all possibly more or
less true; they were overwork, ex
posure, etc. She was certsinly weak,
and the action of the heart was abnor
mally rapid. The doctor in attendance
pronounced the ailment nervous palpi-
tation of the heart, and she received
treatment accordingly for two years.
At this stage she took to her bed she
was no low. For twelve mobths she lay
receiving only domestic attention. She
improved momewhat, however, and was
able to be taken to a {riend of hers near
Lancaster village, Mra. J. Hancy, where
she was under medical attendance and
took medicine for about three years.
At the end of this time she could not
safely venture to walk out even a short
distance. All this time she complained
of her heart About two years ago she
began taking Dr. Williame’ Pink Pills;
from this date she began what proved a
steady restoration of nervous energy.
During the summer of 1896 the im-
provement was marked. she was able
hy the middle of the summer to do as
much work and walking as most ordinary
women, and so satiatactory and appar-
antly permanent is the cure that Mias
Fisher has gone to her former home.
Such are the unvarnished facts of a re-
markable case. The melady wus per-
sistent, tenacious and hard to fight
But the constant use of Dr. Williams’
Pink Pills wrought a marvellouschange,
which Miss Fisher's Iriend srid might
be profitably known to many others.

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills cure by going
to the root of the diseuse. They renew
and build up the blood, and strengthen
the nerves. thas driving disease from the
gystem. Avoid imitations by ineistin
that every box you purchase is enclose
in a wrapper bearing the full trade
mark, Dr. Williams' Pink Pills for Pale
People.

IN BRAVE LITTLE JAPAN.

Both Men and Women Are Barbers But
the Women ‘T'nlk the Mont.

Shaving in Japan is a peculiar oper-
ation. F. A, Bather, M. A, of the Brit-
ish Museum tells us much that is inter-
esting in connection with it in the first
pumber of Enst Asiz, a prumising new
quarterly. The difforences hetween the
Japunese and English barbers, Mr, Bather
says, do not lie uterely in externals.
Your Jaupanese makes no lather; be
merely pastes your face over with luke
warm water, rarely using soup. He then
takes a small razor with no handle, and
this he applies inthe most delicate
manner to each séparate hair. Irom
this it may be gathered that heis very
thorough in his work, more thoreugh,
indeed, than the average Eurcpean cares
for, since heshaves right up tothe cheek-
bones,and if you do not stop him he may
go on & la mode japonaise, to shuve not
only cheeks and c¢hin, but also the forc-
hesd, the space beneath the eyebrows
and the interior of the nostrils and ears.
For the latter purposes there are, of
course, special razors. It is surprising
that in this land of paper the barber

oo the bare forefinger of his left hand ;
this be does after almost every stroke.
At the oloseof the operation he wipes
one's face with a wet Lowel and then he
applies rice powder. o T
N THE WOMAN AT WORR, = '

Il may be imagined from the above

description’ that the.performance, even
without native’ exiras, is'a’long one.
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should prefer, a8 a rule, to wipe his razor {.

| sparkling, and a8 they extend their arma
when you approach them their faces|’

" Joy and Smiles ™

In place of sighs with SURPRISE SOAP.
Easy, quick Work--Snow white Wash.

Rarely, however, does it stretch out so
long as it did for me in Hamamaleu,
where the barber took over twenty-nine
minuvtes,

Tae Japanese razor costs at most 200
br 250 sen (100 sen—1 ven, about half &
crown); it is of #oft steel and i sharpened
on a stone before each shave. Whena
foreigner with his thicker beard ¢ me
along the ragor generally needs a second
shirpening. The charge for » sahave ia
three to tive sen; for sbavizg and hair-
cutting, ten to twelve sen. The foreigner,
however, must not always expect such
cheap rates.

While 1 am sitting in the barber's

cbhair I see his wife attending to a girl in
& back corner. The damsel is eitting on
her heels, while the old lndy, squalting
in front of her, is patiently shaving
away the superfluous hairs beneath the
eyebrows, This done the girl’s tace is
well powdered and a dab of red placed
in the middle of herlower lip. This red,
often called vermillion by travellers, is
really extracted from red poppies.
In small towna, as o! old Evogland, the
barber’s shop is the centre of the news,
and here are loafers who spend their
days at the harber’s, ehatting with all
who enter, In Japan, however, it is not
the barber, but his better half, whose
loquarity is proverbial, for she, going
round from house to licuse to dress the
hends of the female inhabitants, neces-
sarily accumulatea a load of scandal too
great t carry for long.

WHY DARBERS PROSPER IN JATAN,

No Japanese woman could possibly do
her own hair; so once a week the hair-
duesser is called in, establishes herself in
a corner of one of the rooms and aitends
to the whole of the household in order,
from the mistress to the scullery maid,
including, if the house be an inn, any
lady guests that may be there. Her
operations, which I followed when at
Ishlyama, so 1ar as politeness permitted
me, are interesting and complicated, in-
volving & liberal use of stitl grease
(camella scented) and string. The com-
plete structure due to her efforts has
often been described; it is quaiot rather
than beautiful, and reqguirea real care in
its ownerto keep it intact till the next
visit ot the hairdresser. This, no doubt,
partly accounts for the universal use of
the wooden pillow applied to the nupe
of the neck—a method by which the
ordinary European would woo Morpheus
in vain.

There are plenty of barbers in Japan
and they may be of all ages or either
sex. The barber's wife does not disdain
to wield the razor on a mule customer,
while in the village near the long bridge
of Seta I saw two boys who seemed not
more than fourteen years old, but regu-
lar youths, shavers.

Those who are shaved are likewise of
any age or scx. The heads of children
are shaved clean almost, then patches
are allowed to grow according to the ca-
price of the mother There is no thought
of a tuft by which tbe believer may be
dragged up to Heaven. Little girls gener
ally have » square patch shaved in the
middle of the crown, and this aeems con-
nected with the dressing of the hair at a
later age. One of the first things that
caught my attention in Nagasaki wus a
boatman with a similar tonsure, 1
thought it was an atrophied relic of the
old fashion of doing the hair. The Iash-
ion may still be seen in country districts,
but you will tind it with more certainty
on the tigurea at the Cryatal Palace. The
middle of the erown is shuved and the
back hair gathered into a pigtail, which
is brought forward until it reaches the
level of the eyes, then doubled back on
itaelf, the end agsin brought forward and
the whole bound with a string.

A mirror could not lie if it wanted to.
The gluss has nothing to gainby flattery.
If the romes of health and plumpness of
beauty are lewving your tace, your mirror
will tell you so  Heutlth ia the greatest
beautitier in the world. When u woman
sees the indications of ill-health 1n the
face, shie may with almost absolute cer

tainty look for the causein one or hoth
of two couditivr.s—econstipation, and de-
rangement of the organs distinetly fem

inipe. Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Preecription
will cure permanently and positively
any 8o called “female complaint.” Dr

Iierce’s Pleasant Pellets will cure con-
stipation. ‘Fnere is no resson in the
world why a woman should not be per-
fectly healthy. She will gain in health,
strength and flush. Hollows and angles
will give place to fulluess and grace, She
will be that noblest and most beautilul
ol ali creation—sa perfect woman,

Send 31 cems in one-cent stamps to
World’s Dispensary M=dical Aesociation,
Buffalo, N. Y, and receive Dr. Pierce’s
1008 page “Common S:nse Medical Ad-
viser,” profusely illustrated.

Hope nothing from luck, and the
probability is that you will be so pre-
pared, forewarned and forearmed that
all shallow observers will call you lacky,
—Bulwer Lytton.

e et

The benefieial effects of Menthol
Soothing Byrup, when given to children
before tleeping, may be meen oun their
awaking, their eyes? being clear and

besm with smiles,

Menthol Soothmg Syrup_is on sale

Husiness Eards,

J. P. CONROY

(Late with Paddon - Nichalson)
228 Ceontre Street,

Practical Plumber, Gas and Steam-Fitter,

ELECTRIQ and MECHANICAL BELLS, Ets,
wvoTelephone, 8352.....,

GCEORGE BAILEY,

Dealerin Conl and Wood.  Hay, Straw, Oata.
RBran, Moule, ete.  Pressed [lay always on
hand, Ordersdelivered promptly. Dres Kind-
Ying Wood, $LA0 Lirge tond,

278 CENTRE STREET.

CARROLL BROS,,

Registered Practical Sanitarians,

PLUMBERS, STEAM FITTERS. METAL
AND SLATE ROOFERS,

795 CRAIG STREET, : near St. Antalua.

Drainageand Ventllation a suecialty.
Charges moderato. Teiephons 18348

Estantisnen 1864,

C. OBRIEN

House. Sign and Decorative Painter.

PLAIN AND;DECORATIVE PAPER HANGER

Whitewashingand Tinting. All orders prompily
sttended to. Terms mwderate.

Residence, 645 Dorcheator St. | East of Bleury,
flice 647 - o Mon

CALLAHAN & CO.,
Book and Job Printers,

741 CRAIG STREET,

Weat Viotoria 8q. MONTEREAL)

The above busipess is carried
on by his Widow and two of har
sons.

WAVERLEY
LIVERY,BOARDING AND SALE STADLES
95 Jurors Street. Montreal,
B.McoDONNELL, - +» Proprietor,

Bpeeial Attention to Boarding.
TELEPIHIONE 1838,

TELEPHONE 8393.

THOMAS O’GONNELL,

Dealer in general tlousohotd Hardware,
uints and Oils,

187 McCORD STREET, Cor. Offawa
PRACTICAL PLUMBER,
@AS, STEAM and HOT WATER FITTER.

Rutiand Liniug fits any Sltove,
Cheap.

2~Crdera promptly attended to. ;
ctarges. : A trinl volicited.

LORGCE & CO,,
HATTER - AND - FURRIER.

31 ST. LAWRENCE STREETy
MONTREAL,

Moderata

M. HICKS, E. O"BRIEN

LEE

S5 —

it f | %

s8= M, HIGKS & GO.,

N & AUCTIONEERS

NONY? Anp Commission MERCHANTS,

1821 & 1823 Notre Dame St.

[Near Mc(illStreot.] MONTREAL

Sales of Housshold Furniture, Farm Stook, Real

Hautate, Damaged foods and Genern) Merchan-
dise respectfully solicited,  Advances

mude on Consiknwents. Charges
moderile nnd returns protupt,

N.B.—Large consiznments of Terkish Rulés and
Carpets always on hand.  Sales ot Fine Art 8
and High Clasa Picturos a syecialty.

DANIEL FURLONG

Wholesale and Retail Deuler in

Choice Beef, Veal, Mutton & Pork.
Special Rutes or charitable institutiona.
54 PRINCE ARTHUR STREET. |
TELEPHONE 6474.

GRANDTRUNK SSLve
One Way | QBKI!EXBHP810BS |

CAL1FORNIA

And other Pacific Coast
Points - -

A Pullman Tourist sleeper leaves Bonaventure -
Btation every Thuraday at10.25 p.m. forthe
Coast, all thatis required .is a second-classtioked
J and in addition a moderate oharge is made for
sloeping accomodation, Thisis asplendidoppors °
tanity for familiss moving Weet, ~ = "
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