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When things are straightened out,
we’ll try again.”

“ I’ll write to Father, He’ll help 
you.” s

“Dorothy, for heaven’s sake 
remember that 1 have some self 
respect," he cried savagely. “ I’ve 
got to work this thing out myself. 
What good would it do for your 
father to pay our debts if we go on 
as we have been? in less than a 
year we’d be in the same hole 
again !”

As she looked at her husband her 
face did not betray the mad riots of 
thoughts that whirled within. 
What was it Ellen had said ? ” The 
home is the wife's workshop and. 
rich or poor, be it in hovel or palace 
a wife must do her daily duty or 
there can be no real home." What 
had she done to help her husband 
in maintaining a heme ? Nothing. 
The servants, the grocer, the caterer 
the florish, all had some part in the 
daily prograno, for which Jerry 

• paid them, bankrupting himself to 
do it.- She, his wife, was a mrre 
burden, and a very expensive 
burden at that ! For the first time 
in the twenty-two years of her life 
Dorothy Warner looked into her 

_ soul and cringed at sight of it. 
She had failed—not Jerry !

“ When must we give up the 
house?’’she asked in a strangely 
quiet voice. «

"The first of the month—a week 
from today. Dot, 1 can't tell you 
how sorry 1 am," he floundered 
miserably. “ It’s no use talking 
about it.”

She shook her head :
I guess—it’sqio use skying any­

thing, Jerry." *
“ Let me know what jou want 

saved from—the wreck—and I’ll 
send it away to be stored—until you 
come back."

" Very well, Jerry. I’ll have to 
think abqut it."

With a puzzled frown, he watched 
his wife as she went slowly up the 
stairs. He had dreaded breaking 
the news to her, expecting a storm 
of tears and bitter reproaches. No 
doubt she did not yet fully under­
stand theca’astrophethatconfronted 
them Tomorrow she would realize 
it—perhaps ! Well, thank God, she 
need not suffer. Her parents were 
wealthy. 'Her gay, irresponsible, 
social existence need not be inter­
rupted while he was working night 
and day to retrieve their fortunes.

Ellen sang softly as she polished 
the gas stove in the little cubby­
hole of a kitchen, straightened the 
modest bedroom and dusted the tiny 
space that served as both living and 
diningroom. The sorg on her lips 
was but an echo of the gladness in 
her heart. This was home. Her 
home and Jim’s. A knock inter­
rupted her reverie and she opened 
the door.

“Mrs. Warner !" Ellen exclaimed. 
* “Yes, Ellen. May I come in?"

Bewildered Ellen invited her" 
inside and then she gave a sharp 

, gasp of dismay You are ill, Mrs. 
Warner. You are very pale."

"I’m tired," Dorothy laughed. 
“ I’m not used to this part of the 
city and I had such a time finding 
you. I’ve been walking for hours, 
I believe."

I’m so sorry, Mrs. Warner. 
What can I do for you ?"

Dorothy did not heed the ques­
tion. She was looking around the 
room. ’* This is your hone, I 
suppose? The place where you 
expected to be so happy—much 
happier than many couples who live 
in homes like mine ?" Ellen flushed.

"Maybe you think it isn’t much 
—” she began.

"I like it so well, Ellen, that I 
want you to help me find one like it. 
Will you?"
'“What!" The girl looked at her 

former mistress fearfully. Was she 
mad? "You would leave your 
lovely home for this ? Why ?"

“ It isn’t curs any more,” Dorothy 
explained. “ Perhaps I had better 
tell you the whole story." In the 
recital she did not spare herself. 
Her recently aroused conscience 
would not permit it. She admitted 
her weakness and ignorance, the 
debts she had contracted which her 
husband could not meet.

“ He wants me to go to my father 
and mother until he can straighten 
out his affairs and get on his feet 
again. Then we are to make a 
fresh start,” she continued with a 
wry. smile. *' But I’m going to 
start tomorrow."

)

“And vou won’t go?" Ellen’s 
voice thrilled her. “You are going 
to stay with him and help and work 
by his side ?"

“ Do you think I can ? • Do you 
think there is that much good in 
me? Oh, Ellen, I’ve failed so 
miserably that I wonder if I can 
save Jerry’s and my happiness from 
the wreck."

“ Of course, you can ! Tell me 
just what you thought of doing. 
Would you really be willing to live 
in a little place like this?”

“ I mean to live within our means 
if it is a stable," Dorothy said 
stubbornly. “ This place would do 
very nicely if I could get rooms.”

“There is a vacant three-room 
apartment on the second floor. If 
you really think you want—”

"Ellen, don't you understand? 
I must take it. I am desperate. 
Jerry’s happiness is at stake, not to 
speak of my own. I can’t go away 
and let him work alone.”

“ It. wouldn’t be right,” Ellen 
admitted. “Your duty is to be at 
his side."

“You’ll help me, Ellen?” Doro­
thy cried eagerly. “ I must do it 

, at once.”
“ You can do it all today,” Ellen 

assured her. " We’U see about the 
rooms now, and at noon Jim will be

here. He’ll get what furniture you
need moved over from your house. 
You won't have room for much."

“We c6n do it this afternoon? 
Ellen, you are certain?"

" When Mr. Warner comes from 
the office, he’ll find you in gingham 
dress and apron, broiling a steak on 
the gas range in that cubby hole of 
a kitchen," prophesied Ellen.

" Mr. Warner?" Jerry raised hie 
bead and looked at the questioner. 
He had been walking slowly, dread­
ing to go home for this, his and 
Dorothy’s last evening together.

“ I am Jerry Warner.”
“ I am Jim Gormley. I married 

Ellen, jour wife’s former maid," 
the man explained. “ Ellen sent 
me for you. There's something 
important she must tell you. I’m 
to bring you to our home at once."

“ Won't tomorrow do? My wife 
is expecting me at home ?"

“Ellen insisted you must come 
now, sir. It is important. You’d 
better come with me, Mr. Warner."

“ Very well. Where do you 
live?"

“ It’s on the Sou’h Sidfe. We'll 
take a car here."

“ I remembjr hearing Ellen 
discuss her new home," Jerry forced 
a smile. “ ‘ Three rooms and gas ’ 
she said—and she was particularly 
proud about the gas stove. Ellen 
will make you a fine wife—a good 
housekeeper—a home-maker."

“ ’Tain’t much of a place 1 had to 
bring her," Jim admitted, " but we 
got tired waiting for better times. 
It’s home !"

“Yes, it’s home !" Jerry sighed. 
“ A contented wife, a modest home, 
no debts! Why, man, that's para­
dise !" I

When they left the car, Jim 
piloted Mr. Warner along the 
narrow'sidewalk and then turned in 
a dark hall.

' Just one flight up," he said. 
“ First door to the right. Ah, here 
we are." The door flew open and 
Ellen stood before him.

Oh, Mr. Warner, come in.” He 
stepped into the room, end then 
Ellen did a very peculiar thing. 
She slipped through the doorway, 
closing the door after her.

“Well!" Jerry ejaculated a# he 
glanced about. He was standing 
in a little roopi, facing a table laid 
for two, and to his nostrils came the 
savory odor of broiled steak. No 
hungry msn can withstand the 
odor of broiled steak. Three strides 
took him across the floor.

“ Dot !" he gasped.
"Y-es. Jerry, do you tfiink it’s 

done ? I believe—Oh, Jerry, the 
steak will burn !"

“ Bother the steak. Tell me, Dot, 
what does this mean?"

“ It means burnt steak for supper 
if you don’t stop hugging me. And 
I wanted everything nice for our 
first dinner in cur new home.”

“ Dot, you won’t go away ? Does 
this mean you are going to stay 
with me? We’re going to work out 
our salvation together ?”

She nodded, rescuing the steak 
through blurred eyes.

“You are going to stay here— 
here in these little rooms ?"

“Three rooms ami i/iik. Jerry, 
don’t forget the gas! You know 
what that means.”

“ Regular housekeeping,” he 
answered remembering Ellen's 
words.

“Yes,” she whispered. "Regular 
housekeepipg and a regular wife 
with three rooms and gas !"

UNDER THE SURFACE
fly Will W. Whalen

I got a sick call before daybreak 
one .Sunday morning to a distant 
hospital. The February blizzard 
was doing its worst. I found my 
patient unconscious, a handsome 
young fellow who’d been crushed 
under a train. Both leg and an 
arm torn away. The nurse bustled 
in and was indignant that I should 
have traveled such a distance in 
such a storm.

“ What can you do for him ?" she 
sneered with contempt. I marveled 
that she didn’t waqt me. “ No, 
Father," she explained hastily. “I 
don’t mean that you'te not wel­
come. But why should you risk 
your life in such cold at thip hour to 
come to—that ! A pig ! There’s 
not a vestige of soul in him. There 
was as much whiskey as blood 
soaked into the clothes I stripped 
off him."

I gave her a little talk on the 
value of a soul, the vital gem that 
even then was slipping away out of 
that poor broken casket. I showed 
her, for she wasn’t a Catholic, of 
course, how my absolution and the 
anointing and the last Great Blessing 
would pierce down to find some­
thing of good dispositions under the 
surface and add their Christ-given 
strength to the poor weak contri­
tion. She listened respectfully, but 
there was a slight twist to her sar­
castic mouth.

I sat there for over two hours 
begging God for some sign from 
that bleeding body. I had to be 
back at the church at 7 o’clock 
Mass. As the Angelus struck—it 
happened to be the feast of Our 
Lady’s Purification—the dying boy’s 
eyes opened full of rational light.

“ Father, I knew you were here 
all the time. Oh, how I’ve been 
fighting to get back to tell you ! I 
heard that ‘ My Jesus, mercy !’ I 
wasn’t drunk, though I did have a 
few glasses to help me hike home 
through the snow. It wasn’t the 
drink, but the stormy wind that 
blinded me and made me this 
chopped up wreck. There was 
nowhere to walk but the railroad. 
Now, nurse, if you please, I’ll go to 
confession.”

She turned away, quickly rejpon-
»ive, and moisture was in her eyes. 
I think she had Darned a .lesson 
that would always stick by hy\ In 
one great instance she had seen 
under the surface. She 'phoned 
me later, her voice thick with tears, 
and told me the boy had passed Into 
eternity at 7:40, just the minute I 
whispered his name at the memento 
for the dead.
• .But he was with the Eternal 
Living. When he saw the face of 
Christ 1 wonder if he remem­
bered me !—The Sign.

SCHOLARSHIPS

FOR .MATRICULATION STUDENTS

The Ursuline College of Arts, 
London, Ont., affiliated with the 
University of Western Ontario, 
offers five partial residence scholar­
ships of $160 each, and one tuition 
scholarship of $.r>0, for competition in 
Matriculation classes, to be awarded 
to girl students obtaining highest 
average on at least six papers of 
Pass or Honor Matriculation, and 
fulfilling requirements for admit­
tance to the University of Western 
Ontario. For further particulars 
address : Ursuline College of Arts, 
“ Brescia Hall," 556 Wellington St., 
London, Ont.

WORLD-CIRCLING 
~ MISSIONARY

NATIVE NUNS AND BROTHER­
HOODS IN INDIA

By Rev. Michael Mai his, C. 8. C.

Trichinopoly, Jan. 14. — Besides 
the usual institutions which alt well 
organized missions ordinarily have, 
Trichinopoly has some unique enter­
prises. In higher education this 
mission is perhaps the best equipped 
in India. It conducts a dozen High 
schools including two for girls, and 
one first class College. St. Joseph’s 
College has the largest enrollment 
—over two thousand students, 80% 
of whom are Catholics — of any 
Catholic College in the land. Its 
graduates have had a marked effect 
on the pr. gress of things Catholic. 
The Catholic Truth Society and 
Marian Congress, for example, were 
perhaps due more directly to their 
efforts than to those of any other 
group of Catholics.

Closely associated with the Col- 
Jege is St. Mary’s Tope, a compound 
where Brahman converts may live 
according to their state from the 
time of their conversion to such a 
time as they can be adequately set 
up in life. At the time of our visit 
to the Tope we met only one convert, 
though there were many others. 
Most of the Brahman conversions 
have been made at St. Joseph’s 
College.

Besides the European lay relig­
ious engaged in the Mission, 
two native Brotherhoods produce 
teacher-catechists, and the native 
nuns of Our Lady of Dolors with 
over two hundred Sisters1 are em­
ployed mainly as teachers in eight­
een convents throughout the 
diocese. The institut!jn of the 
Nuns of St. Ann, all widows, is 
peculiar to this diocese. The nuns 
are religious bound by vows who go 
out two by two on circuit in search 
of souls to save ; they conduct 
Orphanages, and provide for sick 
and penitent females and catechu­
mens.

PA.IAN TEMI’LE VISITED

Father Gavin Duffy, whose mis­
sion work is well known in the 
United States, had came to Trichin­
opoly to escort us to nig own diocese 
of Pondicherry. We employed a 
two hour wait for the proper train 
in visiting our first pagan temple in 
India. Sri Hangon is a Hindu 
temple built on an island about a 
mile north west of the city. The 
outer wall of the temple is a square 
about half a mile around. The 
entrances to the middle of each side 
of the square are gopurams, beau­
tifully sculptured granite gateways 
that rise to a height of 150 feet 
This outer enclosure contains a 
bazaar where every imaginable 
thing is sold. Within it also there 
is a second wall some twenty feet 
high, enclosing the dwellings of the 
Brahamins in the service of the 
temple. Hefe ceremonial paint for 
the forehead of the Hindu can be 
bought.

It was within this enclosure that 
a group of Catholic students from 
St. Joseph’s College were trapped 
two years ago and stoned by the 
Hindus from the surrounding walls 
A third wall encloses the places of 
worship or the Temple proper. 
Entrance to it is denied to all save 
Hindus. The smell of pagan 
incense, the suspicious manner in 
which we were eyed by worshipers, 
and the memory of the treatment 
administered to the Catholic 
sjtudents disposed us to clear out as 
soon as possible.

A GREAT HINDU FESTIVAL ,

At the gate of the third wall we 
were confidently told by the guard 
that the God was inside but that 
he would go out for a ride soon. 
The men referred to the great pro­
cession during which the statues of 
the God" were carried in a high car 
by elephants. Great preparations 
for this event were even then going 
on, although the day set for the 
same was several months distant. 
During the festival of the proces­
sion thousands of Hindus take up 
their quarters within the enclosures 
of this vast temple. A strange 
thing about all Hindu temples is 
that with the exception of one or 
two festivals there is no particular 
time for worship. Pagans visit the

temples when they are moved to do
so to propitiate some troublesome 
demon.

AUTHOR EXPELLED BY 
LEGION OF HONOR

By M. MaHhianl

The decision taken by the Council 
of the Order of the Legion Honor 
to strike from the list of the Order 
the name of Victor Margueritte, 
author of an extremely immoral 
novel entitled “La Garçonne" has 
created nothing short of a sensation 
in France ; in fact it is considered 
one of the most remarkable inci­
dents in French public life at the 
present time.

It is said that only once since the 
creation of the Legion of Honor has 
the Council of the Order been called 
upon to take similar action against 
a member of the Legion.

The most revolting feature about 
this publicity was that tly editor, 
instead of admitting more or less 
openly that the book belonged 
to a class of pornographic 
literature, sought instead to 
give the impression that it 
was a graphic description of after­
war morals. The critics had but 
one voice in denouncing this de­
scription as absolutely false and in 
asserting that the further circula­
tion of the book would amount to a 
veritable propaganda of corrup­
tion

SALE OF* BOOK RESTRICTED

The question even "arose as to 
whether the author should not be 
prosecuted. Perhaps on account of 
the fact that the French law re­
garding the press is very liberal, or 
perhaps because it was feared that 
a trial of this nature would merely 
give further undesirable publicity 
to the book, the Government re­
frained from taking any legal meas­
ures against the author, but the 
sale of the book has been prohibited 
in the railroad station book-stands, 
which are now under Government 
supervision.

Victor Margueritte was admitted 
to the Order of the Legion of Honor 
some years ago and later raised to 
the dignity of Commander. The 
author of the first complaint 
against him was the late M. Ernest 
Lavisse, member of the French 
Academy, and Director of the "Ecole 
Normale Supérieure," the highest 
representative of the French official 
world of education Numerous 
other complaints then began to 
pour in, one of the most important 
being that of the League of Heads 
of Families.

General Dubail, grand chancellor 
of the Legion of Honor, invited M. 
Margueritte to appear before a 
committee composed of three com­
manders of the Legion of Honor : M. 
Museum Risler.Directorof the Social 
of Paris; M. Dumaine, former 
French Ambassador to Vienna and 
M. Cartier, former head of the 
Paris Bar Association. On the pre­
text that he did not recognize the 
competence of such a Committee to 
judge a literary work, the writer 
refused to appear. The three mem­
bers of the committee disregarded 
his refusal and proceeded to examine 
the hook, unanimously reaching the 
conclusion that the author was not 
worthy to wear the decoration of 
the Legion of Honor. Indeed, they 
urged that the severest penalty pro­
vided by the rules of the Order be 
meted out to him. These rules 
provide for three degrees of punish­
ment ; a vote of censure, demotion, 
and lastly, -complete loss of mem­
bership. The investigating com­
mittee pronounced itself in favor of 
the last.

NAME STRUCK FROM ROLE

The Council of the Order adopted 
the opinion of the Committee. M. 
Coliat, French Minister of Justice, 
registered it, and the President of 
the Republic, who is Grand Master 
of the Legion of Honor, signed a 
decree strising from the list of 
members the name of M. Victor 
Margueritte for “offense against 
honor."

The news of this decision pro­
duced a feeling of veritable relief 
among the majority of French 
people, even those of 'the most 
.diverse political and religious affilia­
tions. The feeling among'the Cath­
olics was the same everywhere, and 
their opinion was shared, as has 
been stated, by M. Lavisse, the most 
authoritative representative of the 
official university circles. M. 
Risler, Director of the Social 
Museum, is a Protestant, and the 
writer who led the most violent 
campaign against ‘-‘La Uarconne," 
was M. Gustave Tpry, a radical- 
socialist editor, whose paper 
L’Oeuvre is.frankly anti-clerical.

On the day after the condemna­
tion of M. Victor Margueritte, a 
Paris paper sought the opinion of 
thirty literary men. Twenty-seven 
refused to answer.

There is but one writer in the 
whole of France who has dared to 
say that the book written by Victor 
Margueritte is not bad. This is 
Anatole France, who professes the 
most revolutionary moral and social 
ideas.

At a recent meeting at which 
more tiian a hundred newspaper 
men arnTwritcrs were present, the 
president of the largest group of 
French men of letters was 
applauded when he said : “I shake 
with anger when I see that in 
certain countries we are some­
times judged by these despicable 
productions which can only create 
the most false and unfavorable 
opinion in regard to French life 
which we know to be so deeply re­
spectable and honest."

__A Short Story of
L rCt Absorbing Interest

HAVE you read “A Financial Courtship" ? 
It’s the fascinating romance of two 
charming women and their legal adviser. 

The sisters through the death of their father, 
found themselves face to face with an acute 
financial problem without knowing anything 
about the ways of investments.

Through it all there runs a romantic in­
terest, and one finds himself (or herself) 
actually “living the story” as they read.

It’s the kind of story you and your family 
will enjoy reading on a winter’s evening—par- 
ticularly if you are ever faced with the problem 
of investing an inheritance.

If you would like a copy of “A Financial 
Courtship," send us your ’name and address 
and we will forward one to you free of charge. 
Please mention the name of this paper as a 
matter of record.

Before you invest, consult us.

Æmilius Jarvis & Co.
XiMMuSed JSS1 C/ LIMITED

Ottawa 
New York

293Bay St.
Toronto

LIMITED
Montreal 

London Eng*
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Beauty is only skin deep—
Keep the skin clean, fresh and 
beautiful with Lifebuoy.
1 he smooth creamy lather of 
Lifebuoy wakens up the skin.
Lifebuoy makes soft white 
hands—
b resh, wholesome bodies.

Lifebuoy’s health 
odour is delightful.

LB6I

More Heat 
Less Care

A Cool Kitchen
Intense heat that cooks the 

meals without making the kit­
chen uncomfortable in warm 
weather—a hot flame for boil­
ing, frying and baking at a 
big saving in fuel cost. Enjoy 
cool kitchen comfort this sum­
mer—own a FLORENCE.

McClary’s Success Oven
There’s a generation of ex­

perience behind this truly- 
named Success oven. Drtop 
door, glass panels, and easy 
to lift. Bakes perfectly and 
evenly, without burning. Low 
in price but high in efficiency.

IVTcCDlfirv’s London, Toronto, Montreal, Winnipeg, Vancouver, St.
y v John, N.B., lliniilton, Calgary, Saskatoon, Edmonton,

THE INTERNATIONAL

The Burner
Tho flame of the 

burner is brought close 
tinder the utensil—in­
tense heat. No wait» 
—no delays. Medium, 
hot, or simmering 
flame is obtained by a. 
regulating lever under 
each burner.

Level on 
any floor

The Florence 
stands level on 
any floor. Each 
leg has a simple, 
practical, level- , 
in g device that is 
easily adjusted.

106

FLORENCEonaxxsiovE Agents 
in every 

town.

L'ioï,
Triumph Mogul 
Bungalow Boiler

Safford
Radiator

The high cost of all building 
materials during the Great 
War bad much to do with the 
popular demand for bunga­
lows. Heated by Safford Radi­
ators and the Triumph Mogul 
Bungalow Boiler, these won­
derfully designed and conven­
iently arranged small resi­
dences make real homes for 
small families. ,

THE MANUFACTURED BY

Dominion Radiator
COMPANY. LIMITED

Montreal TORONTO Winnipeo 
WRITE FOR BOOKLET 

“HEATING THE HOME"

Irish Linen
at

Irish Prices
To you, your 
children and 
their children, 
your linen will 
be a never-end­
ing source of 
pride if it is the 
genuine Irish 
article, made by 

Robinson A Cleaver, of Belfast, 
And the genuine Irish linens, in 
Ireland, at Irish juices, cost no 
more than the imitations that are 
sold in Canada in the stores.
If you are a lover of fine-linens— 
if you want all that your money 
can buy in quality and durability, 
write us. The few days' delay is 
nothing. Wo will send you our 
catalogue, free samples r.nd price 
lists without obligation to you.

Robinson & Cleaver
Dept 60 P. Limited

BELFAST - IRELAND
The Royal Irish Linen Warehouse 

BY APPOINTMENT
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F. E. LUKE
OPTOMETRIST 
AND OPTICIAN 

167 YONQE ST: TORONTO
(Upstairs Opp. Simpson's)

Kjea Examined end Glaae Eyes Fitted

Large and Red. Itched and 
Burned. Cuticura Heals.
“ My face was itchy and broke out 

with large, red. pimples. They were 
scattered all over n.x face and itched 
and burned so that I scratched which 
caused them to g:ow larger. I could 
hardly sleep at night. They were a 
real torture and my face was a sight.W 

“The trouble lasted about three 
months. I began using Cuticura 
Soap and Ointment and the first 
treatment stopped the itching and 
after using two cakes of Cuticura 
Scap and one box of Cuticura Oint­
ment Ï was healed." (Signed) Miss 
Ora Goulette, R. F. D. 4, Box 86, 
Barre, Vt., March 21, 1922.

Use Cqticura Soap, Ointment and 
Talcum exclusively for every-day 
toilet purposes.
SaniTiie Each Freebv Mall. Ad'lros™: "t,ym*nB,IJ.ro*
I ted,’344 St. Pa*l St., W„Montreal." Sold w-ry- 
whçnvSonpac. Ointment riiandBOc. Talcum 25c.
" 'Cuticura Srfap shaves without mug.

msmuA^ss
from a I Tone Spavin, Ring Bone, 

f, Splint, Curb, Side Bone, or similar 
troubles and gets horse going sound. 
It acts mildly but quickly and good re« 
suits are lasting. Does not blister 
or remove the hair and horse can 
be worked. Page 17 in pamphlet with 
each bottle tells how. $2.50 a bottle 

delivered. Hcrse Book 9 R free. 
ABSORBINE, JR., the antiseptic liniment 
for mankind, reduces Painful Swellings, En- 
larged Glands, Wens, Bruises, Varicose Veins^ 
heals Sores. Allays Pain. Will tell yoti 
more if you write. $1.25 a bottle at dealers
or delivered. Liberal trial bottle for 10c itampi.
W. F. YOUNG lee., 299 Lymans Bldg., Montreal, Can.' 
itsorbloe sod ADSorDlne. Jr., ire mide la Ciniai.

WHOOPING 
COUGH

Asthma, Bronchitis, Coughs 
Spasmodic Croup 
• and Influenza \ ($l

The most widely used remedy for @ 
whooping cough ami spasmodic 
croup. The little lamp vaporizes the rem­
edy while the patient sleeps.

1879

■r<ed

sleép"

Stnd for descriptive booklet. Sold by druggists

VAPO•CRE80LENE CO.
6 2 Cortlandt St., New York 

or Leemino-Milea Bldo., Montreal, Que.

Send for free book, 1 
Ing full particular 
Tronoh’H world fam 
preparation forFITS.■ ■ ■ Homo treatment.
Over 80 years’sue 

Testimoniale fror 
parte of the world ; over 1000 In one year. V 
at onoeto TRENCH'S REMEDIES LIMI 
2407 St. James’ Chambers, 79 Adelaide St. 

Toronto Ontario. (Out this out).
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