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JULIE GADBOIS.

A Story of the Neighborhood of the Gld Church of Notre
Dame De Bonsecours,

BY 1B. F.

D. DUNN.
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CITAPTER 1I.

There is a time in most lives when
the momentous happens; when what
appears lacking in interest hecomes
clothed with the loveliness of imagery
begotten of sabtle fancies that bave
awakencd in mind and heart, making
the love of life take deep roct, until the
growth thereof develops into an inliores-
cnce of faith and hope whose perfume
intoxicates the senasca and allowa even
Jdull minds to feel something of the
divine ccstasy that thrills the souls of

mystics.

The fateful moment came to Julie
<iadbois in the busy morning of a May
day, when the light and gladness of
geventeen suminers had made hLier a
winsome creature, with that touch of
sadness in her nature which created a
disposition akin to reticence and al-
lowed the grrrulous to say that Mme.
Plamondon’s helpmate was & maodest,
quiet girl, and wise beyond her years.
‘I'his alouvfness, allied tu the respect
which her charicter ¢ eated, made her
appreciate all the more such warmth ol
afection ns she received in the narrow
sphere of her daily life, made up of
Juties tnat would have been unbearable
by monotony bud not the simpler joys
thereof been maguitied in propurtion to
¢hoir rarity. Heuce it was not strange,
thiat wheu Clovis Bergeron brought his
«ift of wild pink roses, and gave them
10 her amidst the noise and buastle of
the mid-day meal that May market day,
she should Thave accepted them
with feelings until then unknown.
“True, he did not commit himself by
word or look ; hut she, in the innocence
and simplicity of her heart, saw the
sctivn in the light of her own feclings,
and the wild pink roses were to her
imagination the offering of one who re-
carded her with eyes of admiration if
aict of love: besides, there was an honeat
woodness in his open face and frank
enanners that idealized him in her con:
ception of what & man should e : und
this was he-ightened by bhis blutl’ ways
and natural heartiness, the giftsof nature
tc the tillers of the suil,

Three yearaspent at the College of Ste.
Thercse had done much in the way of
developing fin- natural gifts, and he
migzht have succeeded in one of the pro-
{essione, which it waa his mother’s wish
hie should adopt; but the green fields
2nd meadows wooed him from noise and
traffic, and he resolved tostay at home
and help his father in hisold age. This
touch of self-sacritice made him doubly
dear to the parent, who recognized in
‘tne-dutiful homage of hisgon a bhlessing
~vouchsafed by Providence lur his closing
vears of life.

1, was with the impatience of a child
tor some promised holiday that Julie
Icoked for the recurrence of the market
days that brought Clovis Bergeronto the
little shop ; and it was her especial priv-
ilege to wait upon him, beuing away
the used dishea with feclings akin to
those felt by the bearera of sacred ves-
=ele, It waa not strange that in her un-
trained and virgin mind imagination
wis the guiding light, making her see
the man, whose influence was magnetic,
s a superior being, having powers
Jdenied to other mortals, and causing
emotions of the soul thatleft her with
Jumb lips, but eyes in which a lover
raight have read exquisite confessions
Tut he was not her Iover; and though he
admired the luminousness of her face
and the deep light in her eyes, he at-
tributed hoth to her goodness of heart
and ignorance of worldly ways. She,
indeed, belunged, unconsciously, te that
tiroic band  of martyrs who brush
wrninst us on the crowded road of lile ;
whigse martyrdom savors not of the rack
or sword, but of silent torture—in being
misunderstooed.

That summer of her life was redolent
of subdued joy, and she lived 1n an
atulosphere of faith and hope, qualities
¢hat buoy up all souls that have naught
to lean upon in life, and whose aspira-
tions are bounded by no limit. Yet
cven in this state of fancied security the
uncxpected came with merciless sudden-
uices, and like thoseflowers that blossom
late'in autumn, the keen froat of reality
blighted her tender years and left her
with a crushed and agonized spirit.

It was high noon of 2 hot August day,
ar.d old Philippe Lamouche, who acted
as guardian of the Marché, shuflled
.alcng the road way, wiping from his dust-
heprimed face the great beads of sweat
'trab teickled down from the bald crowu,
‘upon which, beneath his great straw
bat, he had placed & cabbage leaf to
«ounteract the ferce rays of the sun.
Approaching ithe open doorwayv of Mme.
Plamondon’s shop, he peered intothe
bright - kitchen to assure himself
of a welcome, for Mme. Plamondon
was no lover of talk when the
practical’ .duties of . her business
kept her busy ab pots and pans. But at
1hat moment she was adjusting the
«trings of tier blue-checked apron, and
Julie was putting away the dishes that
ato .1 in small heaps on a corner table,
A third person was present, in & visitor
4rom the cooperage a few doors dowa,
Monique Contant, & maiden lady, and
alnioner of the Little Helpers of the
Ioor, a Society composed of devout
women, who used their spare hours in
making garments for their poorer breth-
ren; and Monique Contant had Lrought
Ler basket with her to serve as an ex
ample to ‘less thougbtful mortals. As

- her needle flew-in and out of the bright
_cotton she was at work upon, ker tongue
kept up. a rattle of small talk ; newa con:
nected wich the doings of her neighhors,
sud chieflv of the eccentricities of old
Cuousinean’s daughter, who bad taken a
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boutique near Peltier the grocer,and was
nndmwnnging to entrap the lodgers of
Mme. Blais at ajreduction of twenty-five
cents in their board money.

:'\\ omen grow wise when they marry,”
said;Lamouchie, pulling at four hairs that
grew from a mole on his nose and stuck
out like the whiskers of a cat.

* God save us from euch wisdom!
replied Monigie Contant, sententiously,
ralsing her small black eyes to a statue
of St. Joseph that stond on a little shelf
heneath the mission cross that Mme.
Plamondon brought with her from St.
Finvie, away back in the fifties.

It is what I was telling our good
friend, Clovis Bergeron to day, when he
threw out hints abont his intended not
having enough judgment” said La-
mouche, ignoring the irony of Moniaue
Contant's reply.

“What! Is Clovis Bergeron going to
be married 7 enquired Mme. "lamondon,
throwing back her head and looking at
the old guardian from above her apec-
tacles,

“ Oh, yes: when Easter comes again ;
to his neiphbor’s daughter at St. Laurent.
They grew up together on adjoining
tarmig, and he thinks her an honest and
good girl”

Having ceased speaking, Lamouche
drew out his clay pipe and tobuceo
punch, the latter made trom the bladder
olan ox, but s0 old and stained from
long nsage, that it resembled tanned
leather. He proceeded to light up and
let the women talk it out about the
muarriage und the excellence of the man
araingt whom nobudy could say auy-
thing.

But one who stood in the fur corner
arranging the shelves of the cupboard
had overneard the news, nnd,in the act
ot placing a pile of plates, gave & faint
cry of sharp pain, unnoticed by the busy
women whou kept on talking about the
merits of their patrons.

To her it was a cruel thrust, and for a
moment things scemed to whirl around,
s that she steadied herself by holding
the door of the cupboard. Upou the
brightness of her life had come a dark
cloud shutting out the light of hope in
humanthings and making her taste of
thelonging that tillssick sunls when they
pray for death, and see in the visitation
thereot a benign and mexrciful relief from
torture the heart cannot bear.

In deascending from the stool befure
the cupboard, she halted, like one seized
with sudden stupor, and placing her
hand to her forehead moaned as thongh
unable to proceed.

“What is the matter, Julie?” en-
quired Monique Conturt, turning round
to louk &t her,

"It is nothing,” she replied evasively.
““A pain catches me here in the brenst,
and | have to stand till it goes away.”

*-She shall go to Beaupré with the
pilgrims from St. Jucques,” aaid Mme.
Plamondon, not noliciog the agonized
expression on the girl's face, but think-
ing at the same time that her mother
wug wont to be that way, and fearing for
the worst.

“Yes, that is a happy thought,” re
plied the visitor, letting her sewing fall
upon her lap, ** God isthetrue physician
and prayerthe best medicine "

CITAPIER IfI.

The determination of Mme. Plamon-
don that Julie should go Lo Buauprd was
carried out at the cnd of the following
week, and in company with Suzanne
Deeary, the beadle’s dauphter, she went
down tothe boat to jnin the Cungreqution
efeg e et demolsetles of the purish of
St. Jacques in their unnual pilgrimage

to the Lourdes of Amertca.

Mme. Plamondon and More Chaurette
stood at the door to watch the boat swing
out into the stream and cateh the sound
of the Are Maris Stetle stealing cut from
the salvon of the Trois Riviires, where
the pilgrima were banded together for
the upening exercises of their pious un-
dertaking.

“ May St. Anne effect a miracle in her
behalf I’ exclaimed More Chaurette,
taking up her snuff box and turning the
cover.

But in the mind of Julie Gadbaois there
was the thought of him who had given
his heart to another. Of the brooding
pain that filled her own she prayed God
to relieve her through the intercession
of hia saint; for, like the pilgrim to
Kevelar, ahe had but one apparent ill—
I.he consuming fire of an unconquerable

ove.

The first rays of the sun were gilding
the pinnacles of Notre Dame when ghe
returned from Beaupré, still be ring
within her breast a weight of unsperk-
able emotion that would not pass away,
which mental warfare helped to increase
and make unbearable; and when she
reached the humble dwelling place of
her grandmother she found Ther busily
engaged in preparing the morning meal.
She would fain have confessed her mind,
it it had been poasible to fashion speech :
but words failed her. ZEntering, she
stood for some moments near the end of
the table, averting her face to conceal
the tears that were gathering in her
gyes, for the return to the familiar sur
roundings intensified her remembrance
of past happiness.

There are terrible moments in life
through which we must live, aud suffer
such exquisite torture that the recollee
tion thereof. in ‘after days, causes the
nerves to quiver with vague pain,

The sound of her grandmother’s voice,
making enquiries wbout the journev,
compelled uner to turn round, but the
very action served to dispel the last
cemnant of self-control, and hiding ber
face on the old woman's bosom she wept
bitterly. .

“What has happened, Julie ?’ agked
the grandmeére. Poor child! you have
vorked too hard! You must rest tor

some days and pick up strength, Fur

4

myself, I thank God that He has enabled
ms to bear up at my great age. But He
has promised to beiriend the widow:
yea,and the orphan too. So cheer up,
cheer up, Julie.” .

She atroked the girl’s bead with her
hard, toil'worn hands, so touching to
look at, where the knuckles seemed to
start out like congested roots beneath
skin that seemed mummitied.

(To be continued.)

LORD RUSSELL

On the Influence Exercised by Voluntary
Schools.

Replying to the toast of *The Bench
and the Bar” at a festival dinner at the
Cecil Hotel in aid of the Jews’ Infant
Schiools of London, recently, Lord Russell
of Killowen said herejniced to think
that thiere was a prospect of justice being
done to the Voluntary schools of the
country. The work of education had
been done, 80 far as it had heen done, by
the Voluntary achools of the country—
Protestant, Nonconformist, Catholic, and
Jewish schools—as the bulk of the edu-
cativn was now being done through the
same agencies: and when by recent
legislation the Siate had ackaowledged
that it was its duty and its concern that
the children of the people should be
educated, and should be freely educated,
there could be no longer any answer to
the claim of those who difd worthy work
for education to be paid by the State.
Outside the influence and the efforts of
thcse interested in Voluntary schools,
however, the large mass of the children
of the humbler classes of the community
particularlv were left without any proper
cducation at all. and, therefore, it
seemed to him that the advocates of the
support of Voluntary schools should
recognize as a fact that there was proper
work for the Board schools to do which
1t was not in the compass of the
Voluntary echools to undertake. They
ought rlao to make it clearthat it waa
recognized by them, as a necesasry con
sequence of the grant of public money,
that there should be such machinery—
by inspection, by examination, and by
certiticate— as should insure to the State
that it was getting velue in secular
education for the money that it paid.
Lastly, ttey ought to make it clear that
they were asking for support, not for the
puzpose of teaching their religicus
views to their children except in so far
ug that was in their opinion a necessary
part of the general scheme of education
—that they were not asking payment for
religious teaching, but that the payment
they were asking for was for secular
education intheinterests of the country.
He bad always thought that, so far as
the great towns were concerned, there
never had been, and there was not, any
veal difliculty upon this question. The
difbculty arose in the rural districts,
where population was aparse, where
there was a handful of Nonconformists
and a much greater number of those
who belonged to the Esteblished Church,
Une must loox at these questions practi-
cally, and be was afraid, it must be ad-
mitted, that some of the most strenucus
opposition to the grant in aid to Volun-
t-ry achools proceeded from those who
did not recognize the undoubted quali-
tiea and services of the great bulk of the
clergy of the Established Church. In
other words, & jeslousy existed in Non-
conformist minds against the children
of Nonconformists being driven into
what werc: commonly called the prraon’s
schools. Such u case as this could only
be dealt with in a practical way. Where
there was a sutlicient number of children
of any particular denominaticn, to fur-
nish aachoo! for that denomination, by
all means let them have it, but where
there was a handful of Nonconformists
in a Protestant community, or a hand-
ful of Protestants in a Nonconformist
community, in each casethe principle of
national education must be carried out,
and adequate protection, under con-
science or other clauses, must be given
to the minority. He could not help
thinking that it would be well if men
intervated on all sides in this question
were to approach it in the spirit he had
sugrested.

ROYAL GHOSTS

Are Snid to De Appearing at Windsor
Cnstle.

An Old Country correspondent writes :
Really, Windsor Castle aeems to be over-
run with apparitions. Queen Elizabeth’s
shade is by no means alone in her glory.
The Very Rev.the Dean of Windaor was
seell by r reporter of the London Daily
Mail nbout the apparition which ap-
peared to Lieutenant A. St. Leger Glyn,
of the Grenadier Guards, as recorded in
the newspapers. The Dean was quite
ready, after the enquiries he had person-
ally made, to believe that Mr. Glyn had
seen something of a supernatural char-
acter in the library of the Castle. But
he was inclined to doubt, despite tradi-
tion, that the appearance was that of so
geod a Protestant as Queen Elizabeth.
He hed a stronger belief in the appari-
tion, some years back, of another
sovereign, King Charles the First, whose
apirit is said to visit one of the houses in
the Canon’s Close, on the opposite side of
St. George's Chapel, on June 26 each year.
The last person who is recorded to have
been favored with the manif{estation on
the part of the Royal Martyr was Mrs.
Boyd-Carpenter, wife of the present
Bishop of Ripon, who was between 1882
and 188tacanon of Windsor,and occupied
a bouse in the canon’s quarters in the
lower ward of the castle, Mrs, Boyds
Carpenter's story, 86 the Dean now told
it, was t0 the effect that on the night of
June 26, in one of these three years, her
husband was etigaged in couversation in
the dining-room with Sir Waller Parratt.
organist tothe Queen, at s late hour, and
that she was in her bed-room on the first
flvor reading when she heard steps in the
passage approaching her room, the hasp
of whose door was lifted, and the door
slowly opened, revealing, in place of the
Canon, whom his wife expected toc see
enter—nobody at sll.

After a brief pause the door was closed
again, and the steps were heard receding
along the passage after the most ap-
proved phost story fagshion. When Dr. B.
Carpenter arrived upstairs half an bour
Iater, his wife related thne circumstance,
and he recollected that the duy was June
26, and that King Charles was tradition-
ally supposed to “wulk” in that house
on that night. The Castle authorities at

Windsor do not appear to have hitherto

paid that attention to its distinguished
visitants fom beyond the Styx which the
shades have every right to expect, in the
way of recording the various apparitions
and tabulating the annual dates thereof,
which may account for the infrequency
of their visits in recent times. Nothing,
one imagines, could wound the feelings
of the average Royal ghost more deeply
than, after taking the trouble to come
some considerable distance to show it-
self, to find no one about at the time
from whom it might exact the unwilling
homage of & “dose of cold shivers.”
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Of severest trial and test prove -
inregard to Hood's Sarsaparilla

st, Greatest Merit

Secured by a peculiar Combina~
tion, Proportion and Process
unknown to others — which
naturally and actually produces

2d, Createst Cures

Showpn by thousands of honest,
voluutary testimonials —which
naturally ard actually produce

d, Greatest Sales

According to the statements of )
druggists all over the country. | *
In these three points Hood's <
Sarsaparilla is peculiar to itselt. ..

Hood’s

Sarsaparilla

Is the best — It Is the One True Blood Purifler.
. are the only pills to tak
Hood’s Pills : ¥

with Hood's Sarsapar:lla.
OUR REVIEWER,

The February number of the Notre
Dome Scholastique, one of the brigheat
of college publications, contains a collec-
tion of essays on popular themes.

-

The Viatorian, from St. Viateur’s Col-
fege, Bourbonnaia Grove, Illinois, has
arrived and its pages are bright and
entertaining.

The Annals of Our Lady of the Sacred
Heart furnishes a choice assortment of
Catholic reading to its subscribers,
** Stray Moments with Divers .\uthors”
in the February number is one of the
interesting articles within its pages.

The Shan Van Vocht, a national
monthly magazine, published in Belfast,
Ireland, and edited by Miss Alice L.
Milligan, is devoted to Irieh literature
and the encouragement of the Geelic
Ianguage. Thecurrent number is a very
good one.

The G:elic Journal, published in the
Gewelic language, with English transla.
tions aflixed for the benetit of the un-
initiated, is exclusively devoted to the
preservation and cultivation of the Irish
language. Itcontains anecdotes, stories,
Donegal folk-lore, ancient Irish proverbs
and a Notes and QQueries column,

In The Month, for February, the open-
ing article, " Weeds from the Pope’s
Garden,” is contributed by Rev. Herbert
Thurston,” and treats of some of the con-
verts to Anglicanism in the eighteenth
eentury. “ Catholic France To-day,” by
V. M. Crawford, and *“The Altar of our
Ancient English Churches,” by H. W,
Brewer, are articles of apecial interest,
“Rusin Urbe,” by Ruricola, treats of
ducks and their habits, and will prove
intereating to the student of natural his-
tory.

Tur Cartnonie WoRrLb MacaziNe for
March conteine an appropriate poem,
“Ash Wednesday,” by Wiliam L.
Moore. A second article on thesocial
problem, entitled * Public Opinion and
Improved Housing,” by the Rev. Georze
McDermat, CS.P, Lelia Hardin Bugg
contributes o striking tale, ** Mother and
Son.” The Samounn Islands are graphic-
ally desciibed in the course of a paper
which is accompanied by some excellent
views and portraits. A bright sketch of
Irish life, “The Vicar’s Ham,” is fur
nished by Dorothy Gresham. Charles
shape writes (renchantly on a “ Recent
Attack on the Church,” (from the pen
of Mr. Henry Lea.) “The Personality
of a Favorite Poet ” is a warm tribute to
Eleanor C. Donnelly’s powers by an
anonymous friend. Jemse Albert Locke
dissecis " Dr, Fulton’s Answer to the
Pope " on the subject of Anglican Orders.
“ A Member of the Embassy ™ contrib-
utes an interesting reminiscence, * The
British Evacuationofthe IonianIslanda,”
and the paperis aided by many fine
envravings of famous Hellenic places.
Rev. A. M. Clark, C8.P, traces the
genesis of “The Revolt from Calvinism
in New England.,” Rev. Francis W.
Howard writes philosopbically of * The
Ethica of Life Insurance.,” The Ambas-
sador of Christ ia ably reviewed by a
masterly critic. Dr. Austin O’Malley,
John Jerome Rooney, and Bert Martel
contribute to the poetical portion of the
magazine,

MarcH Lapies’ Hoxe JourNan — The
firat article of a notable series describ-
ing the official, social and domestic
sides of life in the White House is one
of ascore or more admirable festures
which maike up the March Ladies’ Home
Journal. It is by ex-Fresident Harrison,
and presents a vivid, interesting pen
picture of “ A Day With the President
at His Desk,” detailing the wearisome
routine of our Chief Executive’s daily
life. Another article with a bearing in
the same direction recalls * Wheu Lin-
coln was First Inaugurated” It tells
the incidents of Mr. Lincoln’s memor-
able lrip to Washington and his in-
anguration, the appreliension for his
safety, and the excited condition of the
country at that time. Conaspicitous in
the same issue are Paolo Tosti’s ** Home
Again "—a song withount words—the first
instrumental composition by this world-
famous song writer, and Alice Barber
Stephens’ drawing, * The Woman in
Religion,” the second of her *'American
Woman ! sketcher. “The Dry Alter the

Servia Got In,” a delightful short story,

records the romantic adventure of
a8 Princess, and * The Colonel and
Me,” the first of a series of chats by
Isabel A. Mallon, gives some charmin;
glimpses of Southern life. Edward W.
Bok speaks with direciness and to the
point regarding the * fast” young man ;
discusses the rewards of literature, and
the uses of adversity : to teach us to see
the bright side of things. Evangeliat
Moody addresses his Bible Class on
“ Regeneration,” and ** Droch” discusses
“ English Social ..ife in English Fiction™
in his delightiul vein. William George
Jordantellsmanyremarkableanatomical
facts about “ These Wonderful Bodies of
Our,” and ex-President Harrison, with
an article on “Congress,” concludes his
admirable series on “’This Country of
Ours.” Mrs. Rurer’s departments are, of
course, rich in interest for women. Her
lessons are on cooking fish and oysters,
and her other contributions cover the
whole field of household economy. “ Thia
Easter’s New Hats and Bonnets,” illue-
trated from the most recent Paris models;
“Thne New Easter Costumes,” ‘* Planting
the Lawn,” “ A Model $2,000 House,”
* Amateur Photography at its Best,”
etc., are among the numerous practical
articles of timely value. The pictorial
features of the March Jourpal are ad-
mirable, especially the cover, which
gracefully and beautifully symbolizes
the birth-month of the crocus. By The
Curtis Publishing Company, Pailadel-
phia. Ten cents per copy; one dollar
per year.

A VICTIM OF ASTHMA.

HAD NQT SLEPT IN BED FOR
TWENTY-FIVE YEARS,

SEEMED DOOMED TO TORTURE AND (ON-
TINUAL MISERY—FATHER, GRANDFATHER
AND GREAT GRANDFATHER HAD DIED
FROM THE fRUUBLE—RELEASE COMES IN
Ol AGE—THE CURE LOOKED UPON A5 A
MIRACLE.

From the Whithy Chroenicle.

For years stories of famous cures
wrought by Dr. Williams' Fink Pills
have appearedin the Chronicle. During
this time we have been casting about for
a local case of such a nature as to leave
no doubt of the efficiency of these pills.
We have found several, but in each case
it proved to be a sensitive body who
could not bear to have his or her name
and disease made public. .Recently,
however, & most striking case came to
our ears,

Mr. Solomon Thompson lives on a
beautiful farm on the west shore of Mud
Lake in Carden township, North Vic
toria. He hae resided there for forty
years, being the first settler around the
lake. He was reeve of Carden and Dal-
ton townshipa thirty-five years ago. be-
fore the counties of I'eterboro and Vie-

attend the counties’ council at Peterboro,
Mr. Thompson has been & victim of
asthma for forty years or more. How-
ever we will let him tell his own story
on that head.

On October 15th, 1806, we took a trip
to Mud Lake to visit the haunts long
familiar to us, and made it a outy and
found it 2 pleasure to call upon Mr.
Thompson and learn from seeing him
and hearing his account of it how be bad
been cured. For twenty-five years we
hnd known him as a gasping, suflering
asthmatic the worst we ever knew who
managed to live at all. We often won-
dered how he lived from day to day. On
calling he met us with a cheerful aspect
and without displaying a trace of his old
trouble. Belng at once ushered inty his
house, we naturally made it our first
business to enquire if it were all true
about the benetits be had received from
using Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills. * Beyond
doubt * gaid he. “Hnw long have you
used them, and how many boxes have
vou uged?” he was asked. ‘‘Istarted a
year ago, and took cight hoxes.” We
next asked him if he feit that the cure
was permanent, **Well” said he, “I
have not taken any of the pills for three
or four months. Still I am not entirely
satisfied yet. Yousee my father, grand-
father, and great-grandfather died of
asthma. My people all take it sooner or
later and it always ends their days. I
have lost three brothers from the fatal
thing, Knowing my family history it is
hard for me to gain faith, but I can tell
you for nearly thirty yeara I never slept
in bed until I took Pink Pills. As yon
must have known, Ialways slept sitting
in the chair you now occupy. I had a
sling from that hook in the ceiling and
always sat with my head resting in it
while Lslept. I now retire to my bed
when the other members of my family
do.” “How old are you, Mr., Thomp-
son?” ‘“Seventy-six,” was the reply,
“apd I feel younger than I did thirty
years ago. I was troubled a great deal
with rheumatism and other miseries,
probably nervous troubles arising from
want of sleep, but nearly all the rheum-
atism is gone with the asthma.”

During the conversation Mra. Thomp-
son, & hale old lady, the mother of thir-
teen children, came in and after listen-
ing to her husband's recital of these
matters, she took up the thcme., “I
never expected that anything could cure
Solomon,” said she. “ We were alwaya
trying to find something which would
give him relief, s0 that he would be able
to steep nights, but nothing ever seemed
to make much dillerence. At first he
took one of the pills alter each meal, but
after a time he increased the dose to two.
We noticed he was greatly improved
after taking two boxes and Legan to have
hopes. Later on when we saw beyond
doubt that-he was much better, I recom-
mended the nills to & niece of mine,
Misa Day, whose blood had npparently
turned into water and who had rundown

in health and spirity so bad that she did

torisa were separated, and he used to|

t to live, W

not care to live. Why, she got as +

as saffron, and looked as lgi' sh: )\:(l)llm
not live a week. You would hardly b(
lieve it,” said Mrs. Thompaon, * but'the;_
girl was the healthiest and handsornea;
girl in the neighborhood before thr:

months had passed, and all from mkine
Pink Pills.” Mrs. Thompson was c:me(‘lr
from the room at this juncture to attend
to some household “duties, and M
Thompson resumed the subject of pi.
marvellous cure. “You cin hav. ,,!
idea,” said he, ““ what it is to o thryy, ﬁ
twenty-five years without a pood niginlf’g
sleep without pain. Ican find no words
tomake plain to you the contragt between
the comiorts I now enjoy and the awly]
life I had for so long. 'Ihad a big fami]

of mouths to feed and had to wirk whei
al times [ felt more_like lying dovy, o
die. I wouldcome in at night com plete-
ly tuckered out, but even ‘that w'as ng
guarantee of reat. There was 1o rey) f,,
me. I seemed doomed to torturc and
continual misery. When my folk s urg.
ed me to try Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills [
thought it would be useless, but I 1, ad tr,
do something or die soon, and here | am
as right as a fiddle”’ Thoold gentle.
man shook his head to add emphusis tg
his last sentence, and looked like & mag
who felt joyful over a renewed lease of
life, with all his old miseries removed,

(Atter congratulating our old friengd on
his divorce from the hereditary destroyer
ol his kindred, we droveaway. .\t many
places in the neighborhood we opened
discussions upon the case and found that
all regarded it as a marvellous core
Where the Thompson family are known
no person would have believed tor g
moment that anything but death wauld
relieve him irom the grip of wsthma,
Every word that is written here can be
veritied by writing M. Solomon Thomp-
son, Dalrymple post oftice, and an
intimate acquaintance of twentv-five
years enables the writer to vouch fir the
facts narrated above, and for the ver.city
of Mr. Thompson in any statement he
may make.

Dr.Williams’ Pink Pills cure by going
to the root of the disense. They rinew
end build up the blood, and streugthen
the nerves, thus driving disease from the
syetem.,  Avoid imitations by insisting
that every box you purchase is enclosed
in a wrapping bearing the full trade
mark, Dr. Williams' Pink Pills for Pale
Pecople.

WAVERLEY

LIVERY, BOARDING AXND SALE STABLES,
95 Jurors Sireet. Montreal,

D, McDONNELL, = =« PFProprictor,

Special Attention to Hoarding.
TELEPIIONE 1528,

MURRAY

. &
LANMAN’S
FLORIDA WATER
e N

N
SWEETEST

MOST  FRAGRANT N\
/AOST REFRESHING N
AND ENDURING OF ALL

PERFUMES FOR THE}/
HANDKERCHIEF,
TOILET OR o/

W
ALL DRUGEISTS, PERFUMERS AND

GENERAL , DEALERS.

/;

THE

Promotive u_f Arts
Association.

LIMITED
Incorporated by Letters Patent, 7th
October, 1896,

1687 Notre Dame Street

MONTREAL,
Over $5,000 in value.

distributed every Friday.

PricE oF Scrips 10 CTS

———

AGENTS WANTED

J——

WE SELL

Rutland

" Stove
Lining
IT FITS ANY STOVE.

GEO. W. REED,

AGENT.

783 & 785 CRAIG STREET.
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