By REV. JOSEPH NUNAN, in Donrhoe’s Magnsiue,

WONDERFUL  story |

round the church of Cristo dela

Vega. A stone’s throw from the

walls of Toledo it stands, an edi-
ficeinno way freposseesmg. I remember
the first time I stood on the knoll over

looking it, and, in response to my query |

a dark-skinned little maiden merely told
me that it was “El Cristo de 1a Vega,”

centres *

and I must have supper prepared for
him, and thee too, Diego, il thou wilt
dine with us.”

“No, not this evening, Inez, I cannot,
for I must sup at home. But come, let
us go.”

Down the rocky, tortuous street they
walked, past the city gates and onward
to the gently-sloping meadow. You

My impression at the time was, that it , have seen the vega, how beautiful itis!

was one of those little convents that are
scattered so profusely throughout sunny
Spain. Curicsity was not sufficiently
aroused to give it close inspection.

I remgined for some time seated on
the hill, admiring the surrcunding
scenery. To say it was magunificent by
no means does it justice. To my right,
tortuously winding along, Howed the
rapid river ‘Tajo—el 1io nolle, as the
Spaniards love to call it—and beyond,
like mighty giants, rose the rocky
mountains of 'Toledo, behind which the
brilliant sun was sinking. The sky was
gorgeonsly painted. I have often ad
mired the skies of Italy, but those of
Spain are in nowise less beautiful,
though less known. Tomy r!;z_ht. spread
a splendid valley, covered with trees,
vines and vegetubles. [n front o' me
quietly slept the little church, and in
the distance I beheld the celebrated
“ Fabrica de Armas,” whose steel—the
famous Toledo steel—is known the
world over. I remained in contemipla
tion of this angust scene until the snn
had set, when, flinging my long manteo
over my shoulders, I leisurely returnea
to the city.

A few weeks passed, when I heard it
said among mwy friends that Cristo de I
Vega would soon have its annual feast.
Upon my inquiring I was informed that
it was one of the most popular devotions
ot the Toledeans.

** Haven't you ever visited the chureh?’
inquired o young friend, weil versed in
FHpanish lecendary tales.

“No,” I replied, "I have never en-
tered it. I mistook it for a monastery.”

“Then, of course, you don’t know its
story.”

I admitted my ignorance, and he con-
tinued :

““Well, if you give me your undivided
attention for a few minutes I will repeat
the tale as it has come down to us
century after century. It is a pretty
story and the truth of it noonecan
gitinsay, for the evidence still exists in
the little church. You must go there

What a wealth of beautiful iowers are
scattered over it! How solemn stands
the relic of the old Roman circus! How
smoothly tloows the nobleriver! What
surroundings more picturesque! What
skies more brilliant! [ imagine that a
meadow more lovely docs not deck our
mother earth.

Hereto this lovely spot came Diego
and Incz How delightfully joyful she
was! Not the semiblance of a sorrow
wag in heart. She was as brimiul of
pleasure as a ray of the sun ¢ with
{ight., Diego strayed alon:, plucking
a8 wag his aont, sweet. Hlowers for his
love. Yet there was a thoughttul look
upon his face that wasseen there seldom.
He was thinkin: how he conld tell her
of his departare on the morrow, but the
words died ere they were spokan, Night
was coming ‘n and the hour was almost
gone,

* Diego,” she sald, “we must he re-
turning.”

“Yes. love,” he replied, handing her
the bonquet, “and here isa teail ottering
10 my divinity.”

“Ob 1 how beantiful they are. Come,
let us goto the ehurch aud say an Ave
tor the dead, and I will place these sweet
fluwers at the shrine of the Virgin ag a
present from thee. She is more worthy
of them than 1

Up the hill they wandered to the

lchureh ; and, as they entered, the bells

hegan to ring tae “hour of the dead.”
In the uloom before the cruecifix they
knelt and prayed. A silence as of the
grave encompassed  them.  Darkness
shrouded the altarsand the pictures, and
the only vlimmor of light. feeble and
tlickaring. cume from the fittle oil lamp
that hune hefore the tabernacle. For o
ghort moment they knelt—she wrapped
in prayer: he, filled with the thought of
his last tarewell to his beloved.

* Come, Diego, we must go,” she said
at last.

* Inez, I must speak with thee.”

“Canst thou not do so on our way
home ?”

‘* No, here I must speak. It may be

yourself and be convinced that it is no
airy Spanish fiction that I will now nar-
rate to you, '

Have vou ever studied Spanish his
tory 2 If so, you are well aware of the
fac't that the sixteenth and seventeenth
centuries are justly ealled the golden age
of Spsin. Her power and influence were
felt, you might eay, in every part of the

<xld. Her valiant scldiers swept every-
thing before them. Her fleels and ves-
sela waved her ensign on every sea.
Tnere was no daring enterprise, no ad
venture fraught with dunger, that the
Spaniard was not ready to undertake:
and, in fact, the greater the difficulties
and the more foolbardy the action, the
qmcker he would buckle on his armor
anl his sword to €ssay it. Ah! those
were the days of chivalric and hercic
deeds. How puny, how insigniticant are
we Spaniards of to-day compared to our
ilinstrious forefathrrs!

Together with the wonders achieved
in America, our noble soldiers in Flan-
ders were daily adding glory to the
Spanish name, Victory alter victory
fullowed our arms. [t was during these
exciting times that Diego Martinez and
Inez Vargas lived in Toledo, Diego was
the son of a poor but respectable family
—a tall lad pnd brave as a lion, Inez, a
young girl nf «ixteen summers, the sole
Joy of a wilnwed father, was a perfect
iypeof a r -] Spanigh-Arabian beauty,
and you kuuw what that means, Diego
Inved the fair child, and his love was re-
cipencated.  Lite was as sweet to them
asa sutne r's dresny, Daily tbheystrolied
along the banke« of +he T ). singing to-
gether, or wan .« red 11 the ternie valley,
Diego gatherir v the tnirert ilawers for
his smiling Loyl one. Every Sunday,
side by side, 110y wa'ked to the little
church to hear the 1.1y Mass chanted,
and there,on her hnewr (niz seemed like
a being from above. Liego often found
} imself more absorbed in her than in
the solemn sacrifice. How beautiful she
is ! he would say to himselt, not one in
all Toledo can compare with her.

This ideal existencethey lived for some
time, when one day the news came to
Diego that he was ordered to the war in
Flanders. His heart’smote him when
Le thought” of Imez.  He "would
have to leave her. Where would
le find courage to say fare-
ws1l1? Perhaps he would neverreturn.
Who knew but that his bones would lie
hl.nched and mouldering on the plains
of Flanders?

Bitterly he bewailed his fate, yet there
was & secret hope in his beart that he
might do brave things and crown his
name with glory. He thought how
happy Inez would be to hear his name
spnken of with praise, '*Martinez of
Toledo did this in such a battle.” * The
great Martinez, almost single-handed.
routed a whole regimnent of the enemy.”
.8neh were his thoughts that day, and in
truth, war was with him moré than
love. :

The same evening he wended his way
to the dwelling of Inez. From the
street he bheard her singing, singing as
only an all-gay heart can sing. What
mugic there was in her voice! To him
it was [ar sweeter than the chant of an
angel. He lifted the latch and entered.

*Why, inez, how bappy thou art”
‘he said.

- %Qh! Diego. ian it thou? While
* singing I was thinkiog of thee. Wel-
come,” ", .. o -

" * The--evening 'is beauvtiful, Inez.
LWl t&;’o “ take & walk-with me in the-

th pléé.sﬁ‘re:"Blit we - magt |

the last time. To-morrow I gn to Flan-
ders.” o
- What is it I hear thee say, Diegn?”

., 4 cried she, bewildered.

“ Love, 1 am ordered to Flanders. My
life us a soldier now begins.”

“ Dios mio! Dios mio!" sghe said,

clasping bier hands in sorrow. < 0Oh, ]
was 80 happy. and tothink I will not see
thee more. Listen to me, Diego, do not
go.”
_ And she placed her little hands upon
nis shonlders and pleaded, while her
tears fell upon his breast. Embryo
soldier that he was, he, too, could not
ristrain himself, and there in the little
church,alone inthe darkness and silence,
they wept together.

* My love. my love,” he whispered. “ 1
cannot. One year from thisday I will
return, and here at this very altar I will
wed with thee.”

“ Wilt thou traly return and keep thy
promise, Diegn?”

“ Yes, Inez, by my life.”

“ Wil thou swear it 2"

* Why, Jove, is not my word as strong
a8 an oath 7’

** No, no, swear that thou wilt come
back aund wed with me.”

“ Where dost thou wish me to do so*”

“ Here at the toot of the holy image
of Christ.”

¥ It is well, love.”

‘“ Kneel thou and touch with thy right
hand those sacred feet.”

He did as she commanded.

“ Diego,’’ she gajd, " swearest thou hy
the cross of Christ that on thy return
thou wilt wed with Inez #

“ Yes, I swear it,” he solemnly uttered,
and forth from the temple went the two
young lovers.

Next day Diego set out for Flanders.
Inez bade him a tearful farewell, and he,
his heart strangely filled with love and
war, kissed her tenderly.

“Weep not, {nez, I will return,” were
his last words.

The days and months passed by, and
gad, in trath, was the heart of the lonely
Inez The smile that once dimpled her
cheeks had fled, and no more did the
eweet Castilian love songs tremble from
her lips. Alone she wandered by the
river orthrough the flowery meadow thai
once echoed with her buoyant laughter.
There was a great void in ixer heart that
only her sworn lover could fill. Daily
at the set of the sun would she walk to
the little chapel, and there at the foot of
the Christ she was went to pour forth
Lhelheavy sorrow that weighed upon her
soul,

" Bring him back to me, O God ! bring
him back to me,” was her once fervent
prayer,

The vear was rapidly drawing to a

close, Luagerly did she await its depar-
ture. The morning of the eventful day

at last arrived. She vested herself in
her gayest garments and the old smile
came back to her face. “ He will come
to day,” she kept repeating, “to-day my
Jove will come.” Andshe broke fort
into a aweet song she had not sung for
many a month. All day long she sut by
the window, snd watched and waited for
the well known face; but it came not.
Her futher relurned from his day's toil
and found her there with her arms fold-
ed, and head bowed, and the tears rain-
ing from her eyes. .

“What now, my beautiful one,” he
exclaimed. '*“What ia it aila thee 7

“To-day he said he would come and
he has not.” . .

“Ah! Diego, Diego, thou art ever
thinkiog of him, Diego! Diablo would
suit him better, "1 never liked the looks
of the boy! .

e hour, ':_Father will be_,he_r_g

“ Father, do not speak so, perhaps he
is dead.” N . .

“Dead ! no fear of it.- 1f.50, we would

| have heard, No, he is acting the gillant |

to somé fair dame in Flanders, Inez
Drive kim from thy mind. 1 plways

‘| paid he was unworthy of thee. There

are a thousand

ouths in the city a thou-
eand times ﬂ

etter than this- vile

- soldier!®

‘*Father, speak not thus. For me
there can be but one youth and one
Diego.” -

“ But thinkest thou that I can endure
this incessant moaning? ThatI can
stand quietly by and see my only child
fading away like a delivate, uncared for
flower? [am an old man, Inez, but to
restore the roses to thy cheeks, I myselt
will go to Flanders and bring back this
—this-—diablo, or I will let my dagger
taste his heart’s blood. Before heaven,

__!P

“XNo father,” said she, rising and
placing her band upon bis mouth,” thon
shalt not swear to commit such u deed.
Let s leave him to Heaven, I promise
1 will weep no more.”

“ Promise that thou wilt think no
more of him.”

“ Father, my loved father, [ cannot.”

“Then, at least, cesse groaning, and
fling away this detestable melancholy.
Let us see, as of old, thy face lir with
smiles. Ah’ Inez, thon'rt the fairest
lass in Toledo, thou art worthy to be the
spouse of a king ”

“ Buat, I'm atraid,” she smiled, “Dicgo
will never be a king.”

“ Diablo ! diablo!”
tered,” ~*Mil diablos !
o more of him.”

“As you wish, father”

The old man went to his room, whisper-
ing to himselt : “[ilusion ! only a cuild
ish illusion, she will forget him soon.”

But the father knew not the strength
of & woman's love,

Another year and yet another hurried
away, and still the soldier of Flanders
did not sppear. The war was ended, but
where was Diego? His name did not
figire in the list of the dead or woundeld.
and Inez knew it, but her faith in him
wag 8till unshaken. Hope continued to
live in her bosom. Not a day in all
these years did she relax her practice w
visiting ut sunset the little chureh, and
praying to Him who hung on the cress.

Bring him back to me, O God! bring
him back 1o me, was ever her whisper
ing prayer. -

During her second vear there was no
outward sign of her grief, She greeted
her father with smiles und gaily chatted
with him. Mention of the absent lover
was never made. The old mun was de-
lighted. Once again she begins to be
the Inez of other dunys ; she has forgotten
the ingrate,—the father thought. He
little imagined what was passing in her
heart, or dreamt that the canker of love
was slowly devouring it.

One cold and miserableday in January,
such as Toledo only knows, in the third
year of Diego’s Jdeparture, the old man
prepared himself and travelled to the
great beyond, Inconsolable was Inez. In
all Toledo she had nat a bosom friend.
Inthese past years she had shunned her
acquaintauces, and they had learned to
forget her, and when the poor loving
father wag luid away in the grave she re-
turned to her dwelling alone—a solitary
being in the midst of the great city.

What could she lo? Live alone in
the bustling imperial city? No. The
house was hers g¢od her father bad lelt
her a comforiable sum of monev. She
bethonght bersell of a maternal auut
who lived in a little pueblo of Villase-
quilla, St e wrote and told the old Iady
of th* death of her parent, and requested
her to come ta Toledo and live with her.
The aunt at once preparcd and in a few
days was with Inez,

“Aunt Joseta” sald she, a fow Jdavs
after the arrival, “remember [ already
told you, you are mistress of the house.
Without father or mother you niust be
both to me.”

“In truth I will be, my aweet one,”
wiping away her tears, “are you not the
child of my dear Matilda 7

“And act here as though you lived
here always,”

“Excuse me, Inez,” admiring the
young girl's handsonie face, “but do you
not thinlk it is time for you to marry. At
your age your mother was already wed.”

“Dear aunt, I have not time to think
of such things. But I beg of you never
gpeak of this to me again.”

“ Love, you are not offended ?”

“XNo, far from it. The subject is not
pleasing to me, aunt Josefa."

I will never mention it again, Inez,”
rheraid as she went to prepare the mid-
day lunch.

There in the kitchen she thought and
thought.

How beautiful she is, she soliloquized,
yvet what a strange girl. Not wed ! What
an idea! Ah! Thaveit. Those black-
‘robed nuns yonder - wished to have her.
Yesterday 1 watched her going to the
convent. And the old lady was thor-
oughly convinced.

Life passed along smoothly for the
next few months, though after her
father's death Inez became sadder than
usual. She was more lonely than ever.
Her aunt war truly kind and sympa-
thetic, yet she could nut till her tather’s
place. Mure irequently she strolled in
the vega, more trequently she wended
her way to the lttle church, The
neighbors long since ceaged to stare and
wonder at her. They knew not her
secret, and they imagined her strange
conduct was due to some malady, Nor
were there wanting young - en and in
the high ranks of lite, ton, who would
willingly wed with her. But to all of
them she turned & deaf ear. Would she
give her hand witbout her heart?

It was a beautiful morning in July of
the third year. 1lnez was slowly walking
along the river’s edge, close to the bridge
of Aleantara. Life was just begiuning
to stir in the city above. The tishermen
were busy arranging their nets, and some
half & dozen women were loudly singing
and Industriously washing their soiled
linen in the waters of the Tajo. From
the bridge floated the tinkling sound of
bells that were suspended from thenecks
of innumerable goats on their way to
the city. . ~

Under one of the arches of the bridge

the old man mut-
Ine¢z, let me hear
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Inez spied a knight seated upon a noble
Andalusiun stallion. His steel armor
glittered in the rising sun. ‘The great
featber of his sgombhr ro waved geutly in
the morning breeze. Intz came nearer.
She noticed that his spurs were of pold,
and likewise the bilt of hiy mighty
sword. Bl hinrse and rider sec med to
be shonghtiully contemplating the river.
He pgaie no heed to the sonnd of the
footsteys of the maiden, "Fis sume
noble warrior, «he thought; perhaps be
can tcll me of Diegn,

She walked slowly to his side and was
about to qesrinng him, when she beheld
fur the fiest time his face. A great
wave of plessure rushed through her
being. Her heart throbbed as though it
would break its b nds,

“ Diego!” she cried, ““Is it thou?”

The knight slowly turned in his seat,
looked at her und ealmly waid:

“ Well, I swear by Belzebub, I do not
know who thou art.”

Inez wildly stared at him, and with a
loud ery that cchoed and re-échoed wlong
the hanks of the river, she fell senseless
upon the ground. The warrior culled to
the women along the beach and fiercely
said to them:

“Tuke the maiden to her home, and
cursed be the witches that make these
innncent creatures mad by their evil
counsels,”

With that he gave the spurs to his
horse and sped onwards 1o Toledo.

= # * ks b

Inez had made nomistake. The gaily
attired warrior wss none other than
Diego. He had tonght bravely in the
war of Flanders and was made a captain,
As his rank in lite inereased, so did his
desires. The king had heurd o his won-
derivl bravery and his sobdierly capabili-
ties a J when Diego returned to Madrid
he was knghted and br eame one of the
grandees of Spain. Entering  Toledo,
seated upon his prancing steed, with his
gold-hilted sword dangling at his side
and his bright broastplate showing the
dints of many a battle-stroke, Diego
Martinsz was not the humble and ob-
scure soldier that departed trom the eity
three years belore,

In the ceaselcss strife of Flanders he
had forgotten his love in Tuledo, nay,
even her name tseapred his memory.
Yet, when he roturned to his native
piace these recollectiong of the past
came baek vividiy o his nind. He
streled bis henrt ngatnst them.  He, the
famvus sobidor, e noble Don Diego
Mariinez, could net murry w poor ple
beian. He would makenn alliance with
some maiders of moble birth. And as to
lnez,—well, none koew of his vow to wed
with her, nor would anyone give ere-
dence o the report. Such were his rea-
sonings and ihey satistied his sordid
sonl. It was in the mnidst of these very
refleetions that Iz beheld and spoke
to him under the arch ot the bridge of
Aleantarn. For & moment his heart
was touched, but the ever pressnt whis-
perings uf fame and lortunc crushed the
passing remorse.

A few days after Inez went to the
house of Dicgo. She entrented, she beg-
ged and, weeping, besought him to fultil
his oath. His heart was oubdurate.
Coldly he luvked upon her and haught-
ily said:

“ Inez, once and forall, remember that
the Captiin Dw Diego is not Diego
Martinez  So. farewell to thee.”

Ruising her weeping eyes, she an-
swered : ““To thee | plighted my troth,
to me thon gavest thy oath. We shall
weigh botls in the scales of justice.”

# * * * *

Don Pedro de Alarcon was the royal
governor of Toledo. He was anold man
and as valinnt as he was just., In his
youth he had fought bravely for his
native land, and, like Diego, was
knighted for his courageous deeds. At
this time he was hulding court in
Toledo. The great hall was thronged
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with judges, lnwyers and spectators, lis-
tening with paticonce to the many com
plaints that were made.

The lawyers pteaded their cases and
awaited the sentence of Don Pedro.
The busy scribes were writing with furi-
ous haste, Sme of the gray haired
jndges were quietly dozing and the spee-
tators passing comments one to the
other.

A woman with hair dishevelled, her

eves red with weeping, entered the
chamber-hall and cried alond: ¢ Justice,
Judges, justice, Don Pedro.”
She cast berselt at the feet of the
governor, who, quieting the cenfusion,
tenderly raived her from the ground and
asked her: “Woman! what is it you
wish

“ 1 lonk for justice, sir.”

“ And what do you desire of me?”

“To restore to me a broken jewel.”

“Of what jewel do you speak ?”

“8ir, my heart.”

“Did you not give it away.”

* Ne, your Excellency, t loaned it.”

““ Have you witnesses "’

** None,"

“ And promises, were there any 27

“Yeg, ere leaving Toledo he took an
onth to return it to me.”

“Who is he?”

“Diego Martincz, now nchle and Cap-
tain.”

“Guards! bring to me the Captain
and he shall fultil his oath.” A perfect
silence fell upon the hall. The drowsy
judges and the apectators looked con this
strange scene with bated breath. Some
minutes after, raising the tapestried cur
tain that overhung the daor, the snm-
moner ctied: **The noble Captain Dlon
Diego,”

He passed along the crowd with head
thrown back and pride and fury gleam-
ing from his eves.

“Are vou the Captain Don Diego?”
asked Don Pedra.

“T am, your honor.”

“ Do you know this girl 7

“Three years or more ago, yes?”

“ Did you swear to wed with her®"

& .\‘0.”

“Will youswear that yon did not so
gwenr
it \'(’E-"

“Then go in peace.”

“He les, Don Pedro, he lies,”” ex-
claimed Incz weeping with shame,
“Woman, do yout know what you
sny ?9'

* [ say he lies and 1 awear it.”

“Have you no witncsses?”

¢ No, niot one.”

“Captain, depart and excase ns that
we should doubt your honor.”

With a smile of deep gitisfaction,
Diego howed low tothe indges and walk-
ed towarda the door. Inez, when she
saw hin departing, cried out between
her tears:

“ Recall him, I have a witness, Call
him back, sir.”

The Captain
‘seated himaelf,
silent.

‘] have a witness,” said Inez.”
who will gpeak the truth.”

“Whao is he?”

“A man who heard our words and
looked on us from above.”

“Was in snme halcony 27

“No, my lord, he was on a place of
misery, where later on he died.”

“You say, then. he died.”

“No, he lives.”

“As God lives, you are mad.
wag he

* El Cristo de la Vega.”

At the 1mention of the Redeemer’s
name, judges and spectators arose, raised
their hats and bended their knees,
the deep rilence that followed this an
nonncement surprire and fear filled the
heaxts of those presem. Diego, shamed
and confused, cast down his eyes. The
governor whispered with the judges and
then said aloud: )

“The law is for all. Your witness ie
the best. There i8 no bigher tribunal
than Gud, Scribe, to-morrow, at set of
sun, thou shalt take down the declara-
tion of Cristo de 1a Vega.”

Quickly through the city spread the
strunge action of Don Pedro. On the
following afternoon the roads werc filled
with people eager to witness the unheard-
of sight. The sun was slowly setting
when Don Pedro with the judges. the
scribe, and the royal guard went onward
towards the little church. Close hehind
them came Inrz and her aunt with
monks and priesis,nobles and plebeians
following. A few momenta after, Deigo,
on his noble steed, passed on,

Arrived at the entrance of the church,
the governor and his court slowly enter-
ed, and ranged themselves before the
image. Thelittle church was jammed
with people. Before the cross they
pincid Hghted ampsand candles, They
kuelt and for sume moments they pray-
ed. Arising, a notary in his richest

returned. Don Pedro
The crowd remained

One

Who

de Vargas.

.One nne gide he placed Inez, on the
other Diego. 1In n deép solemn voice he
read the accusation.

clining, in & loud voice demanded : -
“Jegus, Son of Mary, before us Thou

SAMONDERFUL are the cures by’
Hood’s* Sarsaparilia, and yet they
aresimple and natural. Ho6d’s Sarsa--

In

xobes called for Diego Martinez and Inez

inished, he ap-|
[ pronched the vrucifix, and, slightly in-

—

hast been cited as a witness by ),
mouth of Inez de Vargas. Dost Th..,
swenr that on a certain day, before T}y
divine presence, Dicgo Martinez <y,
to Inez to tike her us his law(vl wige -»
Hnghed was the mnititnde. N, .,
of the mighty erawd seemed to nuve or
breathe. A monent passad and @, g,
was heard a voiee strangre and wieny i),
Clearty and distinetly they hean! 1o
worda slowly uttered : -
** Yes, I swear it

The vreat throng trembled and el
their eyes on the holy imagze, Ay
what did they behold! " The month ..
the Christ was open and the rigin i,:0d
that was nailed to the crose, unlocsened
and raised itgell .nd then fell to the <id,
A miracle, indeed, it was,

But you wish to know what was .
or rither what becane of Dieg anig
Inez?

Then and there she rencunced g
world aned entered a ripid order of nnps
where she vawed her whale being 1o v,
And Divgo’ Fame, lortune avd powy
Ingt their attractions, and giving i} bhj.
posscanipns to the pror, he beeane
humble  Carmelite  Liv-brother. The
seribes gpve torth the wonder Uit s
wronght, and Do Pearo creeted 4 onean.
titul altar to commemorate it. Anl
this 13 the reason, my friend, why we oy
Toledo yearly celebrate, with glidnis.
and njicing, the feast of Cristo e 1y
Vega.

THEY ASTOXISH THE WOALD.,

What You Can Do With
Diamond Dyes.

The world-famed Diamond Dyes wilj
color Dresscs, Wraps, Capes, Coaty,
Pants. Vests, Shawle, Scarfs, Yarns,
Socks, Sgockings, Ribbons, Ties, Feath-
ers, Fringes, Trimmines, Carpet Rags,
Cotton Whrps, Photos, Everlasting Flow-
ers, Engravings, Maps, Easter Ewps,
Chickena, Birds. Mosses, Grasses, Basket
Work, Wood, Bone, Ivory, Sheeypskin
M:its, Hair, Leather, ete.

From Diamond Dyes you c¢an make
Writing Ink, Marking Ink, Stencil Ink,
Ruling Ink, Stamping Ink, Shading Ink,
Art eolors. Wood Stains, Colored Var-
nishes, Shoe Dressing, ete.

Do not be deceived by imitations ; see
your dealer gives you the only guarans
teed dyes in the world—the “Dinmond.”
* Successtul Heme Dyeing,” a book
giving tull directions, sent tree to any
aldress.  Wells & Richardson Co., Mont-
real.

EVERY FAMILY

SHOULD KNOW THAT

Ys a very remarkable remedy, both for IN~
TERNAL and EXTERNAL usge, and won-~
dercful ia ita quick action to relieve distress.

P AIN'KILLER is a sure cure for Rore

Thront, Coughix,
Chills, Binrrhea, Dysenicry, Craiupe
Choleras aud all Lowel Complaiu

PAIN-KILLER #XuE BEST com:
Ricknoss, Sick Neadache, Pain in the
Back or Side, Rhcumntisii aad Nenralgin,

P AIN.KILLER Is UNQUESTINXARLY the

BENT LINIMENT
MADE,

It Lricies SPEEDY AND FERMANENT NELITP
in wll cases of BBrulsen, Cutls, Spralus,; Sovere

LBrrns, cle. .
is the well trled and

PAIN'KILLER teusted friend of the

Mechanie, Farmer, Planter, Sntlor, andia

fu-t all clasaes wentiag o guedbleine vhways at hand,

and SAFR "I‘tf! v.lxlnrlnmrm\.ly or externnlly wish

taul solief. .

eor ):;tln:r% n‘; froitations.  Tnka nona but tha renuine

# PERRY DAVIA ™ Suld everywlere; o5¢ bl botula

»

Very large bottles 50c.

GALLERY BROTHERS,
BAEERS : AND : OONFECTIONERS,
Bread dt;livcred to all prris o‘!‘ the city.
Consxr YOUNG axp WILLIAM RTREET
TELEPHONE 2895.

DANIEL FURLONG,
WEHOLIBALE AND RxTArL DEALERIN
CHOICE BEEF,VEAL, MUTTON & PORK
Bpeoial rates for ocharitable institutions.
54 PRINCE ARTHUR STREET
TELEPHONE 8474.

——

BRODIE & HARVIE'S

Self-Raising F

' parilla makes PURE BLOOD. ~




