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“A PATRIOT
"IN EMBRYO.

[By Amxnta.]

“We want to win Ireland and keep it.
“But to be able to keep it and use it, and
govern it, the men of Ireland must know
what it is and what it was, and what it
can be made.”—THonMAs DaAvis.

_ Usually I spend but little time in my
fibrary—in that magnificent room, with
all its treasures of book and manuscript,
the pride of my father’s henrt in by-gone
days ; there is an atmosphere of learning
and weightiness about it that I find
rather oppressive, az I have little affec-
tion for boaks or anything of that sort.

But a few evenings ago, strolling aim-
lessly from room_ to room, I came to]t,
and, pushing aside the portieres, went in.
Jt was not unoccupied. Seated on n
corner of the large writing-table in the

window alcove, was Brian, iny lad Brian,
one leg doubled under him after the
manner of Paul Dombey, (I have read
Dickens, of course) and poring over &
iarge volume. Several opened books were
placed along the table, as though for
reference.

"I remained silent and witched for a
few moments. Through the wide win-
dow, I could see n vast stretch of the

‘Western horizon, tinged a ruddy gold by
the declining sun. The last level rays of
annlight fell softly on the grey roof of
the college Brinn attended, and which
‘was visible over the dark tops of a grove
of lenfless trees; inside sat Brian with
bis books. The heavy purple curtains,
on either side, framed in this charming

cture. When I eame over and stood

f;‘y him, he looked up and said: “Can

vou guess, Uncle Roger, what Tam study-
ing now?" . .

“Two or three versions of the Bible,
one would suppuse.” o

“ Now, Uncle, stop quizzing ; it is his-
gory—Irish listory. I have been read-
ing it up this Jast month, and 1 find it
simply—grand.”

*Bah, you'll bean old man before you
are out of your teens, if you spend so
much time at hooks., Arthur Wynne
told me there was u good gnme of base-
ball coming ofl’ at the college this after-
noon. Why are you not playing?”

“ My team does not play, and I wanted
so much to finish this volume to-night.
And, Uncle,” looking laughingly up,
“you sce to it that I do not spend very
much time at this,” touching the books,
as he spoke, * and, you know, I take part
in al] the ganmes.”

In my mind, * student” isnlwayscon-
nected with a pale face and ill health;
Brian's intense love for books and read-
ing has sometimes made me anxious and
he'is aware of this. But ax I looked at
him then, I fell my mind easy, for he is
as sturdy and sunburned as the veriest
little rustic. A handsome lad with deep
blue eyes and dark curls, and one who
can play as neat a game of basebal] or
football as any young gentleman of
fifteen vears. Five years ago Brian and
I became the fast friends we arce now.
For then, within a few months, there
died, prctty Helen O'Neill, his young
mother, and that other Brian O'Donnell.
the beloved companion of my childhood
days. A, those old times—merry, light-
hearted times, what a change has come
over me since then! Each year, my
friends say, 1 build up my wall of reserve,
my shell, and retreat farther from them
and their kind advances; they wonder
what has “soured my life.”  Only Brian
knows ; this gay, spirited youngster, who
hax crept so into my affections, under-
stands that the shell is Iat the unemo-
tional nature I have inherited from a
race of sturdy. unambitious and qguict-
loving Wiltshire squires, the ancestors of
the gentle mather—the other Brians
and mine—who Jast went to join our
family circle above,

1 selected a very comfortable chair,
and drawing it up to the table, dis-
posed of my person in its depths with
due regard to case. I was then ready to
hear what Brian had te say of the history
he had been reading. It has alwavs been
our custom—my respectful, though
scarcely intercsted, attention to an ac-
count of what he reads; I desire to be
always my Iad's eonfidant. And Brian
did speak of what he had just read, with
kindling cyes and glowing fuce, that
reflected the warm fecelings of his youth-
ful heart,

I have never helieved much in this
talk of pure patriotism, of enthusiastic
race-pride; I have called it runt: but
even my cold nature felt a respongive

- thrill to hisardent enthusiarm. It struck

e, that perhaps this wealth of love for
one’s country and race is morally ana
montally beiter than my usual indiffer-
ent attitude toward them; perhaps it
does ennoble man's nature and endow it
with other and great gifts.

I casually asged him what was his
opinion of Ireland now.

He answered earncstly, even solemnly,
“8he is the noblest, saddest country God
has made,and I love her even more than
I did before. The longer you study her
history, you know, Uncle, the grander
she appears, because one is always find-
ing out some new beauty in it.”

*You speak of Ireland as though she
were a person.”’

"An(lris she not our Motherland ? But,
-Uncle, I could not even commence to tell
you of the wonderful events of her his-
tory. You may read them yourself some
time?”’ he added, in his most winning
tones.

Then he said, “She hashad many great
sops, and even to think of them makes
me try to be worthy of being of their
race.”

“Tell me something of - their wonder-
ful doings ? 1 asked.

“ Why, mon oncle, it would take mea
month to tell you about all of them. ‘But
of what one would you like to hear first ?”

“Begin at the beginning, Brian,” 1
answered laconically. .

“The beginning! Ah, thatissuch a
long, long time ago, that the memory of
‘many of the great ones has only come
down to us shrouded in a mist of politi-
.. cal traditions. But after the time when
Pajrick, with his little band of fol-

‘Chariots”—that's the lavely name the
xoad from the North-of Ireland went by ;
rhen .he.¢ame up the'slape to the Royal
11 Tara, one beautiful spring'day.
Imocet, alone smong hundreds of
al- P preached of his' God

owers..came up ‘‘the’ slope of the,

is religion to those impulsive,
:‘:Lnl-ll::artidgmcestors of ours, a'“d gave
Ircland the Faith she has ne\elxl'sn:lce
lost; after that, the heroes o Kine
lighted me most were the secon ng
Mhalachy and Brian Boromhe. .

« It was Brian who gained the gloricus
victory Of_&;’ but here my knowledge of

i ; failed me,
1m‘s'tgxi"}CIonlm-f. Yes, Uncle, but Mala-
chy successful against the
Danes as well. He .defeated them com-
pletely at Tara once; you remember ti.e
words of the song,”’—

“ww i lar of gold,

When Mulacki more b0 o0 a avader.”

“What 1 think the most beautiful
prssage in all the story of their lives, is
where Malachy comes to Brian on the
hill of Tara and resigns all claim to the

roud position of Ard-Righ, He hd
geen igh-King for twenty-one yeaws,
and it must have been bitter to him {o
give it up. But this good old King, and
he was every whit as gallant and gener-
ous as Brian, only not quite so clevera
strategist, came without safeguard, rely-
ing on the honour of his rival, to the
camp, and gave up his kingship. The
two old men vied with each other in
kingly magnanimity; Brian gave Mala-
chy the gift of as many horses as he had
brought horsemen with him. I think
that is a splendid scene; these grand-
hearted old men—rivals, and yet friends.
Didn't they act nobly ?” . .

“Yes,” I said, jeeringly; “it’s a pity,
my Iad, their successors, the * High-
Kings" of Ireland now, do not take a
lesson from their book.”

1 regretted my mean sneer as soon as
it, had passed my ligs. It was a sorry
thing to bring him down-from his en-
raptured contemplation of the virtues of
two immortal heroes to the quibbles of
our present Irish leaders. His sensitive
lips quivered just a little, and his dark
eyes appeared to cateh in their depths
some of the purple gloom of the eur
tains.

“They won’t always be divided;” his
voice gained strength and held in its
accents a world of fuith, as he continued:
“God will not long permit his children
to be in opposition to each other. They
will soon Ee as brothers again. But,
Uncle, do you know how this love for
wrangling came tous?’ He laughed—
an apologetic, shy laugh, as though not
guite agsured of the argument he was
bringing forth. *“You know, the Danes
tormented us for vears and centuries.
We could not be conquered; but they
found us a gentle, peaceable race, with
the old taste for fighting gone, and they
left us with this spirit strongly de-
veloped. We have been known, un oc-
cusions, 1o dispute among ourselves, but
‘tis only to keep our hands in, of course,”
and lhie langhed.

“ Just for pastime, perhaps. But it
would be well to unite befure a common
enemy. Well, and have you fallen in
love with any more of the ancients?”
“With numbers of them. There were
many grand Geraldines, who gave their
lives for their country as freely and
royally as they performed cverything,
But I like better the history of the stout-
hearted ‘old Irish’ chieftains, who never
bent « knee to their oppressors, than that
of the Anglo-Irish, though ever so many
of them were loval friends,  Now, there
was John the Proud; when he came of
age, he threw aside the title of Earl of
Tyrone, which his father had received
from Henry VIIL, and took the prouder
title of The(yNeill. Through all his life
hie would have no other title,

And there were two naughty O’Connors,
lords of their tribes in Roscommon and
Affuly, who would not acknowledge
Henry’s civil supremmey, even when
many of the other native princes did.
One of thosesplendid MceCarthys, too, was
just as firm.  These all had lots of spirit,
ch.

The O'Moore, in Queen Elizabeth’s
time, knew how to pay back his en-
emicg,” and he laughed gleefully,  “A
mean wreteh named Cosby, the leader of
the troops in that part of Ireland, invited
the O'Moores  and other noble Irish
famifice ta meet several Englishmen,
Gentlemen, these fellows pretended to be,
Lat they were'nt anything but cowardly
adventurers in search of estates. 8o the
O’Maoores went to the place, an old Rath,
at Mullaghmast; they were too honor-
able themselves to suspeet treachery in
others, but those whowent into the Rath
never cne out again,  There were four
hundred persans murdered and nearly
half of them O'Moores, =0 this Rory
O’Moore, their chieftain, took up arms to
avenge their death,  And he did it
splendidly. He took town after town so
quickly that his enemies did not get time
to colleet their wits, if they had many.
He was always appenring where they
least. expected him.”  He picked up one
of the histories.  * Listen to what McGee
says: “While the town of Naas was
burning, hie sat coolly at the market-cross
enjoying the spectacle, but he suffered no
lives to be taken; and when he took
Coshy prisoner he did not have him
killed. That was grandly generous,
wasn’t it ? I donot think I would have
been so merciful.  Iwould haveexecuted
Cosby and the other murderers.”

‘“ You blood-thirsty lad! it is well for
the poor wretches’ heads you weren't in
Rory O'Moore’s shoes.”

‘“ Yes, indeed ; there would have been

mg{s on the green.”

* Ido not suppose they would object
to losing the wigs if the heads were
spared.”

‘ But, of course, 1 meant the heads,
too. I was only making use of a figure
of speech, Metonymy, of which Brother
Basil wns speaking to-day in class.
‘Using the container to express the thin
contained.’ Reverend Brother accuse
me of not paying attention te what he
had been telling us, but, you see, I was
wrongfully accused.”

“ Perhaps—perhaps you ‘looked it up
afterward ?’

“ Perhaps I did—or perhaps I knew it
before. ?Iowever, Gerald O’Neill was
gitting behind me, and he had some
books packed up before him on the desk,
and was telling me a little anecdote
about the Great Hugh; I may not have
appcared very attentive. Gerald is well
up in history. I wish I knew as mmeh
about Ireland as he does.” He shook his
head slowly, evidently deeply impressed
with the fact of Gerald’s superior know-
ledge. o
* ““Have you ever heard of the Great
Hugh—ihe ('Neill during the latter part
of &ueen Elizabeth’s reign ¥’ he inquired
almost abruptly.

“ I think f have somewhere or some

was very
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time heard something of him,” I replied
leisurely. ' : :
*‘Ihen he is another of theIrigh heroes
I admire. He was educated at the Eng-
lish Court, and when he rose in arms
against the English, at the head of his
own and several other Ulster
tribes, he had the advantage
of being acquainted with their method
of warfare. Hugh's friend, the old chief-
tain of the O'Byrnes, “the firebrand of
the mountaine,’”” the English called him,
had been attacked by troops under the
Lord Deputy. He left his castle and
went intothe mountain fastness of Wick-
low, and kept them at bay. It was then
Hugh O’'Neill came into action. He took
the principal English fortress in Ulster,
and when a powerful army advanced
against him, he retreated with his un-
skilled warriors. But he burned his old
ancestral- castle to the ground; no foe

of the (’Neills.* Here he paused as
though connecting in his mind the‘facts
of his little- discourse. He continued :
“That Feagh Mac Hugh (’Byrne was
truly a ‘grandold man.’ When a young
man, he had appeared at a Parliament
in Dublin, in which he had no seat, and
when the Deputy andhis train were none
too friendly to him. And he was as
dauntless in his old age. He kept his
people together unconquered during his
lifetime.”

“But did the Great ‘Hugh only take
one fortress? He scarcely earned the
‘Great.’ :

“Oh! no, that is not a tenth part of
what he did. Why, for eight long years
he kept the English in hot water, and
troubled the ambitious Queen’s peace of
mind more.than she would care to ac-
knowledge, He was the leader at the
great battle of ¥ Gellon Ford,” where
the English were utterly routed and their
bnﬁzgnge and colors captured. When he
did honorably submit, and that was only
when thousands of his people were dying
of starvation, because the troops had cut
down and burned their crops, it was on
condition that the Irish would be per-
mitted to practise their own religion
freely. Before three years, only three
years, uncle, had passed, they were per-
secuted more horribly than they had
ever been before; and a few yenrs later,
O'Neill, an old man then, had to exile
himself from his native country to escape
the treachery of those men, who had
been overjoyed to come to terms with
him such a little time before. The poor
old chieftan, he died without ever resting
his eyes on his country again! Now,
uncle, what doyouthink of the creatures
who acted so meanly to that great-souled
man?’

“Pfaith, as Hugh himself might =ay,
I think they had little of honor in their
compositions.”

“ And, uncle,do you know who assisted
him, like a true patriot, during those
years of struggle? The glorious youny
chief* of our own race—of the O'Don-
nells.” .

The youngster’s eyes fairly danced with
excitement.

(To be continued.)

THE LATE EARL OF PEMBROKE.
The tuneral of the Earl of Pemliroke,
which took place at Wilton, was attended
by a large number of persons of all
classes, who came from afar and near,
and so gave evidence of the universal
love and respeet in which he was held.
All Catholies will feel deeply for his be-
reaved mother, Lady Herbert, in this
great sorrow. Lady Herbert has taken
such a large share in Catholic life, is so
universally known and blessed for having
identified herself so closely with every
good and pious movement,that our heart-
felt sympathy is hers by the best of
rights. Weotler her ladyship the tribute
of our profound condolence in the inex-
pressible sorrow that has come upon her.
She had not the joy and congolation of
secing her son, Lord Pembroke, a mem-
ber of the visible Church. Yet few who
knew him ecould doubt but that he lived
up to the opportunitics and lights of
grace that God gave him, and that he is
now participating in the boundless mer-
cies of Him with Wham there is copious
redemption. His soul has a just claim
to the earnest prayers and sufifrages of
all Catholics. He¢ was not himself a
Catholic (although rendy to join us at
any moment if he could have scen the
truth, for he had no human respect), yet
nothing could have cxceeded the purity
and charity of his life, which two virtues
were his great characteristics. He was
thesoul of honorand truthfulness. From
¢nite a young man he had n marked
horror of anything like impurity or im-
morality. He set a high standard to
Toondon society, as many since his death
have noted, no onedaring to tell doitbtful
stories or scandals before him, while he
was such n bright example to all. His
charity was universal, not only in Lon-
don, where he built a beautiful model
lodging-house, but cverywhere on his
Willshire and Irish estates. The Free-
man’s Journal has feelingly recalled the
reat works he had done_in the neigh-
orhood of Dublin, restoring or building
all the Catholic churches and schools on
the estate, giving onli' last yesr £5,000
for a new technical school for the tisher-
men’s children at Ringsend, and £6,000
to the different Dublin hospitals. One
of the priests of St. Mary’s Star of the
Sea, Canon O'Hanlon, wrote to say that
when first the poor people heard of his
illness, they came to him begging his
Masses and prayers for him, saying:
“The Ear! wastheir best friend.” When
the sad news of his death came, on no
one did it fall with a greater blow than
upon his Catholic tenants in Ireland. In
proof of their personal sorrow, they sent
representatives of each parish with the
Very Rev. Canon O’Hanlon to attend his
funeral, bearing crucifixes, wreaths and
flowers to be laid upon his tomb in token
of their deep love, gratitude and rsspect
for so kind and lamented a landlord.
Lady Herbert would be intensely grate-
ful if any priest whom she knows and
whom she has helped in their works for
God would say Mass for the repose of his
soul.—l.ondon Tablet, May 25, 1895.

ANONYMOUS ATTACKS.

On Saturday week a meeting of the
Catholics of Silvertown censured the
conduct of The Daily Chronicle in allow-
ing anonymous attacks on the Catholic
priesthood to appear in its columns, and
E;onouncingﬁ it .to be “ a paper unfit for

tholic homes.” Father Ring presided,

PR

would take poesession of that oid home.

[

by Mr. Gourley, and seconded by Mr. J.
Nagle, said that we could not ask a
magistrate to protect us from offensive
impertinence such as The Chronicie
thinks it ‘ good business” to show
towards the divinely constituted teachers

ourselves can punish it and make its
“business” a losing game, * If, for in-
stance, 1,000 Catholics who pay their
daily penny for The Chronicle will stop
that practicefor a year, we shall do little
to avenge this insult, and I for one will
do a priest’s part to exclude that paper
from some Catholic homes.”—-/.ondon
Tatlet May 18, 1895.

THIRTY YEARS OF TORTURE.

HANDS AXD FINGERS TWISTED
OUT OF SHAYE WITH RHEU-
MATISM.

THE STORY OF AN OLD MAN NOW NEARING
THE FOOT OF LIFE'S HILL—HOW RELIEF
CAMETO HIM AFTER REPEATED FAILUKES
AND DISAPPOINTMENTS,

From the Kemptville Advance.

] am now almost at the foot of the
hill of life, having attained the 76th year
of my age, and never during that time
have I made a statement more willingly
and conscientiously than now. My body
has been tortured by pain for upwards of
thirty years, caused by rheumatisimn, and
there are thousunds enduring a like
affliction that need not it they would but
heed my experience and availthemselves
of the proper means of relief. The
disease first affected my hip and spread
to my lege and arms. Like many suffer-
ers I spared neither trouble or expense
in seeking something to alleviate the
pain. The disease had made me so help-
less that I was unable to put on my coat
and my hands and fingers were being
twisted out of shape. There geemed not
the shadow of a hape of relief, and very
naturally I became discouraged and dis-
heartened, and time after time havel
given up in despair. While in Arizona
three years ago 1 heard of Dr. Williams’
Pink Pills. 1sent for six boxes in order
togive them a fair trial. T followed the
directions closely and by the time the
fourth box was finished the pain had
greatly lessencd and I was much improv-
ed. My {riends having witnessed the

I was unable to vut on my cout.

wonderful effect upon my body couid
not help admiring the Pink Pills, and
being about to leave for the esst, I gave

the remaining two boxes to them. Un-
fortunately I neglected getting another
supply for nearly a year after returning
to this part and [ felt that to me Pink
Fills were one of the necessaries of lifc.
Last spring I procured a few bLoxes and
have been taking them sinee with a very
satisfactory effect am glad to say. Now
I feel like a new man, entirely free from
pain or stiffness of joint. T haveaslight
numbness of feet and half way to the
khee, but am confident that these pills
will relicve this feeling.  Although well
advanced in years, I am able and do
walk many miles a day., For rheuma-
tism Dr. Williamy’ Pink Pills stand pre-
eminently above all other medicines,
according to my experience and I urge a
trial on all suffering from this painfnl
malady.”

The above is an unvarnished state-
ment of facts as told the Advance recent-
ly by Mr. George Selleck, an esteemed
resident of Miller's Corners, and no one
hearing the earnest manner of its recital
could fail to be convinced of Mr. Selleck’s
sincerity. But if this were not enough
hundreds of witnesses could be summon-
ed, if need be, to prove the truth of every
word stated. Mr. Angus Buchanan, the
well known druggist and popular reeve
of Kemptville, speaks of Dr. Williams’
Pink Pilis as one of the most popular
remedies_known, having a great sale
among his customers and giving general
satisfaction. .

Rheumatism, sciatica, neuralgia, par-
tial paralyeis, locomotor ataxia, nervous
heandache, nervous prostration and dis-
eases depending on humors in the blood,
such as scrofula, chronic erysipelas, etc.,
all disappear before a fairtreatment with
Dr. Williams' Pink Pills. They givea
healthy glow to_ pale and sallow com-
plexions and build up and renew the
entire system. Sold by all dealers or
sent by mail post paid, at 50 cents a
box or six boxes for $2.50, by addressing
the Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co., Brock-
ville, Ont., or Schenectady, N.Y. Don’t
be persuaded to take some substitute.

THE DEVIL'S SHRINE.

A sensational discovery was recently
made in a portion of the PalazzoMBorghese
in Rome, let a short time ago for a Ma-
sonic lodge. The family wishing to re-
sume occupation of the rooms, which are
required for Don Scipione Borghese and
his bride, notice to quit was duly given
to the tenant, and the representatives of
the owners were admitted-p on the appoint-
ed day to take possession. One room,

and in putting the resolution proposed

however, remained locked, and was open-
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of 250,000,000 of the human race, but we 1

SABTERN ARSURANCE CO.. of Halliax, N.8..

WALTER KAVANAGH,

REPRERXSENTING:

‘SCOTTISK UNION and NATIONAL INBURAN_GE' CO.,of EDINBUROH,!GO 1LAND
Assots, 830,100,883.64.

NORWICH UNION FIRE INSURANCE BOCIETY, OF NOﬁchH, ENQLAND
Capital, $5,000,000. )

Capital. $1.000,000.

of the milk.

—

To Nursing Mothers !

A leading Ottawa Doctor writes : .
** Daring Lactation, when the strength of the mother is
deficient, or the searetion of milk scanty,

WYETH'S MALT EXTRACT
gives mont gratifying results.” It also improves the quality-

It is largely prescribed
To Assist Digestion,
To Improve the Appetite,
ToActasa Food for Consumptives,
‘In Nervous Exkaustion, and as a Valuable Tonic..

PRICE,40 CENTS PER BOTTLE.

BUY FURNITURE

From a poor Establishment. . . . .

The largest dealers have the best stocl.
DON'T FAIL TO SEE OUR GOODS,

RENAUD, KING & PATTERSON, 650-652 CRAIC STREET.

ed under compulgion, after a threat to
¢allin the police to force an entrance.
It was found to be fitted up ns a sort of
temple of Luciter, whose figure was paint-
ed of colossal size on a screen atthe
further ¢end, the remainder of the walls
being hung with black and red silk dam-
ask, while triangles and other emblems
were seattered about. A circle of magni-
ficent gilt arm chairs, each with a sort of
eyeorlensin the back 1it with electric
light, were grouped round a throne cceu-
pying the centre of this singular temple.
The story is told by the Roman corres-
pondent of the Corriere Nazionale, and
some color is lent to it by alatestatement
that the Borghese fainily were so shocked
at the profanation of the appartment
known as that of Paul V., that they are
about to have the place solemnly blessed
by way of purification.—London Tablet,
May 25th, 1895.

Cups and Naucers glveu away
with every pouund of our 40c¢. Tea.
There are many other presents
given away on delivery of every
second pound. THE ORIENTAL,

418 8t. James street, opp Little Craig.
J. W DONOHTIE, Prop,

BEFORE GIVING YOUR ORDERS®

GET PRICES FROM TUS.

OFFICE AND WORKS :

Cor. Latour st. and Busby Lane,
TELEPHONE 130,
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Bedsteads.
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Manufacture

Any Size or Pattern
IMPORTED to order.

JAMES HOTTON & CO0.

18 8¢t. Helen Street.
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Horseshoer.

C. McKIERNAN,

HORSESHOER. .
(15 years® experience in Montreal.)

No. 5 HERMINE 8T.,, Montreal.
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GURRAN, GREKIER & CURRAW

ADVOCATES,
BARRISTERS AND SOLICITORS,
99 St. James Street,

MOINWNTREATL.

Hovn. J. J. Curkax, Q.C., LL.D.,,
A. W. GreNIER, Q.C., F. J. Cvnray, B.CL.

WILLIAM H. ¢0X, BA. B.CL,

Notary and Comminsioner.

O¥rick: Roox No. 4, 1st FLoon, TExrLe BrinpiNGs
TELEPHONE 2868, MONTREAL, P.Q.

JUDGE M. DOHERTY,
Consulting Counsel,
SAVINGS BANK CHAMBERS

Montreal-

DOHERTY, SICOTTE & BARNARD,

{Formerly DonErTY & Dongnry.]

Advocates : and : Barristers,
180 ST. JAMES STREET.
City and District Bank Building.
Hon. M. Doherty, of Counsel
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Society of Arts

16686
Notre Dame Stree,

MONTREAL.

Distribution of Paintings,

EVERY WEDNESDAY,

Price of Scrips,
25 and 10 cents:

Telephone 1914

Established in 1860..

HOUSEFUSNISHINGS AND SNELF HARDWARE:

LARGEST and' Best Assorted Stock in the Cit¥:
CURTAIN STRETGHERS & CARPET SWEEPERS

Lame and Trotting Horses made a specialty.
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