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bave wasted too much time already, so

1 shall begin to-morrow, and you will
help me.”
= ¢t Help you," 1 eaid, and Rafaello
laughed the liquid laugh of his race, as
he linked his arm in mine and togother
we went home.

That evening we sat in the purple
twilight, musing, while the soft tinkle
of a mandolin and the echo of a man’s
voice singing an amorous Italian etrain
came to ug, mellowed by the distance ;
and a crowd of merry-makers passing
beneath our casement saw the face of
Rafaello fremed by the jasmine flowers
and called to him ; while a dusky-eyed
ereature flung up to him the pomegra-
nate flower she had worn at her throat.

Rafzello smiled, a smile balf scorn
fu!, halt tender, and left the blogsom
lying neglected where it had fallen; for
no woman's face or smile, among the
beautiful women of Florence, had ever
moved his pure serenity of heart,
thovgh many admired him, and had
plainly shown their admiration.

I epoke that night on this very sub-
jeet, and I remember, ho answered In
hig characteristic fashion.

“ There is but one woman in this
world that I have ever loved, and that
woman, peerlesely beautiful with a fair
English beauty, as pure as an Kaster
lily, was my mother. When she lay
dying she commended me to the care of
tbat other Mother, the Virgin Mary,
and mede me promise never to forget
her, nor cease to love her, the Spotless
One. 1 have not forgotten that prom-
ise, and prefer the divine love to that
gelfish, vain attachment which men call
human love.”

1 have gaid before that he was very
devout, and our conversation, no mat
ter where or when it would take place,
if we two were alone together, would
inevitably turn upon religion. By
gome people my companiou would have
been deemed a fanatic, but every one
who has come in contact with them
knows that the Italians are an innately
religious people.

To see Rafaello and myself, standing
with nneovered heads (ha ingisted upon
my complying) while the bells rang the
Angelus hour might bave, nay, would
have, caused comment in any other
country, but passed unnoticed in Flor-
ence,

The days that followed were busy
oneg for him, and kuowing that he
wished to be nudisturbed, I went quiet-
ly about my own affairs during work
ing hours. Our evenings we would
spend at church or reading, for my
fellow artist would never work by arti
ficial light, and laid aside his brushes
aud colors when the sun sank behind
the hills.

In the gtill church, with its ruby
lamp which swung before the taber
nacle, I would feel strangely at rest,
whila he knelt before the small altar of
the Sacred Heart, ltke a figure carved
in stone, so still,

) rapt was he

Now at this distant date, pow that
the Church calls me herchild, T believe
that God designed our friendship as

8
the means of turning me from the path

of blindness, a&s the instruwment ot my
conversi : and surely no man had a
fairer nple then had I in the lifc
of my {riend, a ture whose very
gifts, had they not been united to o
pure a soul, would have proved his
own destrnction,

Oae evening, when we came out of
the shadowy church, Rataello said :

1 will show you my work to night
It is finished, but I am not satisfied.’

He entered the studio first, aud pro
cured a light, then took up his brushes
aud tubes of paint

You may bo able to suggest some
improvement, Now look.”

He lifted up the curtain which hung
before it, and I stepped a little further
back.

I was amazed.

There was the ** Ecce Homo,"—there
was the masterpiece, and to my eyes it
seemed a marvellous thing. It shone
out like some beautiful unset gem, a
work far beyond what I had imagined
it would be, and so I told Rafaello as
he stoed looking upon it, with a strange
expression upon his face

He did not answer. He poised the
blender, heavy with burnt sienna, and
without warning, and before I could
prevent the action, had swept it across
that peerless picture, and a meaning
less daub blotted out the sacred linea
ments,

“ Rafaello !" 1 cried, in horror.

He dropped the curtain over his work
and faced me. His own face waswhite
beneath its olive tint, and the brushes
snapped beneath the fierce grasp of his
slender brown fingers.

“You mock me! The picture is a
failure ! 1 eaw it all now ! It is a daub
—a daub ! And I found fault with the
face of Peronelli’s statue !”

He laughed bitterly, a laugh full of
golf scorn and humiiation, which was
not pleasant to hear, and I saw a great
despair in his eyes.

“ It was fine,” 1 aflirmed, ‘‘and
would have looked even better by day-
licht. That execrable light distorts
outlines so.”

This last, I saw as soon as 1 had
spoken, was the most foolish remark I
could have made, but men have always
heen credited with heing tactless, and
1 was no exception to the rule.

I say this was a foolish remark, for
by it my companion thought that I
pitied him, and pity stings like a
scorplon when oue i8 infsuch a mood
as he was at that moment.

“You knew it was a failure,” he
gaid, hotly, ** you knew it, and you
stood thereflaughing in your sleeve at
the picture,born of my mad dreams !
I was mad! That—pointing to the
draped pictura—that is the artist’s
dream—Rafaello’s dream !”

“My dear boy, you are so excited
you do not know what you are saying.
The picture was a gem — a master-
piece. I told you the truth about it

and now you reproach me,” I eaid,
watching his face closely as I spoke.
The flush of passion had faded and left
him weary-looking, but the light of
pacesion still burned in his eyes.

¢ Listen,” he cried, springing up
from tie low couch where he had flung
himself, and grasping me by the arm,
“ 1 will paint another which will not
be a failure. The new picture, the
new ‘Ecce llomo,’ shall hang above
Peronelli’s statue in the church, and
then my work in the world will be
complets. The picture will not fall,
for I will pray with more fervor to
Him, and He will help me !”

“My dear Rafaello, if the new pic-
ture surpasses the work you destroy ed
to night, it will be divine.”

““Pivine! That is it! A mere
mortal endeavoring to paint divine
beauty, divine tenderness, and divine
agony! Presumption! Iam afool and
have been ungrateful to you, my best
friend !”

That was our first and last quarrel,
aud the matter was never mentioned
between us again. He began another
“ Ilece Homo,' and, as before, I left
him to his work, untrammelled by my
gociety. Again the days fled away,

but the time he gave to his employment
was much longer than it had bzen be

fore, We still frequented the church
during leisure hours, and he always
knelt before the Sacred Heart, Often
I bave imagined that I saw the ** K
Homo ” hanging there before him, and
then it seemed strangely out of har-
mony to my mind for both to be there
at the same time—the beautiful pic
tured face, and the creature who had
blended those exquisite tints upon the
canvas

The memorable, long-awaited even
ing came at last,

It gives me pain to write this pas-
sage of the story, for it brings back
paiafu! remembrances. Again, as on
that other night, we stood before the
curtained picture. Rafaello was flushed
and excited. With one nervous hand
he birushed back the curtain, and I saw
his work.

At this moment [ fecl again the
choking seusation that rose in my
throat, and 1 know my heart beat
paiunfully.

It speaks,” I said huskily, and he
gave a smothered, satisfied sigh.

We both stood gazing upon that
wonderful work, silent, and then
Rafaello spoke :

1 facl as if I had done my best, and
[ have worked hard upon it. I have
tried to do it justice.”

He went cloge to the picture, and as
he turned his face toward me again I
wag struck by the great delicacy of his
f Rafaello looked worn, and
here were deep shadows beneath his

i s eves ; but the painting drew
my attention again, and 1said nothing

Sach  beautiful tenderness, such
agony shonoe in that pictured Face that

[ am not ashamed to own that some-
thing like tears dimmed 1

Vv eves
Fvery line was perfect, and the eutiro
work was replete with, and seemed to
t ke forth, all the intensity, the
passionate love which the young artist
entertained for the divine Original

“It breathes,”'T whispered, ‘my dear
Rafaello, you will be famous. Your
dream has been realized. It is sub-
jiima, avd I feel honored and happy to
have been the first permitted to glance
at that peerless Face.”

““You think I could not improve
upon it?" he asked wistfully.

““No. Itis perfect, and I am proud
to clasp the hand that executed it.”
He
i

orea

1 that )

and ! 1d see that he was moved by
my scant woids of praise. 1 did not
tell him half of what I thought. I
could not tell him how the expression
of that Face had shaken my composure;
how the eyes followed and haunted me
with their unspeakable agony.

Nothing remains of that beautiful
work now but a memory which to me,
at least, is most painfully vivid.

Rafaello had dropped upon one knee
with an almost adoring look upon his
face.

“Look at it, just once again,” he
cried, joyously, ‘*and then we will goto
His altar, and I shall thank Him
there."”

1 looked, and then my friend let the
curtain fall upon the *‘ Ecce Homo.”
He caught up his hat, and we went
out together,

How happy he was that evening !
His beautiful face beamed with an al
most heavenly light, and his dreamy
eyes were lit with the same fire.

‘““We have worked together long
weeks,” he said softly. ‘It will seem
strange to you, dear Edgar, will it
not, when I am no longer with you?"

“‘No longer with me?” 1 said
amazed. ¢ What do you mean ?”

“] mean this,” he aunswered, ‘‘I
wouid have toid yvu beivie i {
you have laughed so much at my ‘ex
treme views,’ that I could not bring
myself to confide my secret to you. It
is this. Iintend to become a religious
—a priest. The world has no charm
for me, and in that life devoted to
God's service I shall find all earthly
happinegs.”

' Rafaello, it is impossible ! You—
a priest! 1 can never believe that
you are in earnest—never, never,
never !”

1 was conscious of suffering at that
moment, conscicus that I was about to
loge the ono creature to whom 1 was
attached ; and the days that 1 should
gpend alone in old studio came to
my mind like spectres in a dream,
I knew Rafaello too well ever to sup
pose he would jest on such a subject.
No, 1 knew full well, for I remembered
many delicate hints he had thrown
out, that Le had made up his mind to
don priestly robes, I pictured him
clad in foamy glistening vestments,
exhorting the people to virtuous, pious

gave my fingers a swift pressure,

practices.

its expression of purity and serenity,
gezing down upon those devout wor-
shippers.

I could have wept at the thought of
losing him, but outwardly I was very
calm.

“ Then we shall nolonger ba ¢ David
and Jonathan,”” 1
Rafaello pressed my arm.

It was he who had given us the
names one day, after he read to me the
story of the two young men who loved
each other with love ** pac.ing that of
woman, "

““Wea shall always be the game,
though our paths be different,” Rafa
eilo replied, and I saw that his eyes
were dim with tears. ‘‘We ghall
always love each other— like David
apd Jonathan of old.”

His voice trembled, and just as wa

reached the church door, he turned ¢ od
faced me, grasping my hauds 1n b
which were cold as ice. *‘Dear Edga
I shall pray for you tonight -- pray
that you will embrace the faith, my
beet, my truest and sincerest friend.”
We entered the dimly lit churceh,
where there were but few worshippers,
and he went to his usual place before
the statue of the Sacred Heart, while I
remaived in the rear, enveloped in
shadow.
I watched him as he knelt in prayer,
his head bowed upon his hands which
rested upon the narrow railing, and
the sculptured fingers of the statue out-
stretched above his head, as if in the
act of blessing the young devotee,
From Rafaello, my eyes wandered to
the main altar with itstall candles and
swesping draperies, and the flowers
which filled the vase2s and made the air
heavy with their sweetness,

From the vestry a black-robed priest
noise'essly came forth, and he too knelt
in voiceless prayer. 1 watched him
idly, though I could not see his face
until he looked toward the spot where
my friend was kneeling motionless. 1
noticed how boyish looking the clergy-
man was, and wondered how any oune,
$0 young as he appeared to be could
give up everything in the world and
oury himseif, as it were, just as life
was opeping for him. I foliowed hie
glance, and saw that Rafaello had not
changed his position, and then my
eyes relurned to the priestly figure,
who at that moment made the sign of
the Cross, and stole away as silently
and softly as he had come.

The momeunts had not ceemed long
to me, yet I intuitively koew that the
hour had grown late and tock out my
watch to nota the time, The ot ty
prevented me from seeing the position
of the hand, so I moved further toward
the altar yre which swung the gold
lamp, anc of its red beam-
ing saw that it wazs later than 1 had
imagined.

I did uot like to disturb Rafaallo at
his devotions, but I knew that he was
worn ous from his long labor, and

needed rest. I went up and gently
touched him on the shoulder. He did
not scem to feel the pressure of my
fingers, so I puiled him gently by the

.‘ll'l'\"'
He swayed lightly but did not relex
the firm grasp of his } 3 upon the
[ was growing impatient and

railing.
hook him, this time a little roughly
The fingers slipped from their place,
and, like a lily that falls to each when
its slender stem is broken, Rafaello
gank back into my arms, mute—his
countenance illumined with a smile of
exquisite happiness, and his lustrous
eyes wide and staring —dead

I knew that it was death, his slender
hands were so cold—a dreadful cold
ness which sent its chill shaft to my
heart. My eves burned, the blood
rushed throbbingly to my brain, and
there, with those unseeing eyes turned
to mine, I, the stolid, the unimagin-
ative Englishman, wept, as I bave
never wept since, as any woman might
weep over her beloved dead.

* * * # * * o ¥

Kindly hands assisted me in the
work of preparation for burial.
Rafaello's many friends heaped flowers
upon his coffin, and their eyes grew
dim when they rested upon his still
form. Oa the day of his burial, the
wonderful painting, the ** Ecce Homo "
for which he had given his life, hung
above the altar of the Sacred Heart,
where he had wished to see it; and
dark-eyed women sobbed heart break
ingly, and men brushed the tears from
eyes unused to weeping, as it shone
down upon them from the wall.

Rafaello had died of heart failure,
brought on by excessive and too close
application to his work which was too
great a burden for his delicate consti
tution to bear.

When robing him for the grave I
found resting upon his breast a small.
golden heart, attached to a chain of
Italian workmanship. Upon the trin
kot were engraved HCnore
di Gesu "—the words which had been
full of sweetness to him. The pendent
heart, with its delicate chain, I now
wear, and it has never been removed
gince that day-——years ago—when the
waters of baptism weve poured upoun
my head.

When the time comes for me to die I
ask that it be left untouched.

This is the story which I set out to
tell you—the story of a man who ** was
in the world, but not of the world,”
whose love was all given to that Divine
Heart, whose emblem he had worn,

The ** Kcce Homo ' had been all that
Rafaello had dreamed, and I have
knelt beneath it, and to me it has
geemed to speak with those lips which
let fall such golden truths in the days
of His glorious mission upon earth.

Now that the flames have destroyed
this unexcelled work of art, as time
speeds on, Rafaello’s name will be but
seldom heard ; but the object of this
picture has been accomplished, for I

ha words:

know that many have been moved to

I could see his face, with ! repentance after having looked long

remarked, and |

| chapel exercises

upon and studied the * Ecce Homo."
{t was not for fame nor gold that he

love of that divine Face, to which
psinters had never done justice
T'he body of my compsanion, Rifaello
1ati, has long sinee returned to dust, !
the memory of his chaste and holy
itfe, the remembrauce of his beautitul |
personality, remain with me until |
death ghall still the throbbing of lll)’l
pulse. Wiith thess remembrances also E
remains with me that visible livk bind- |
ing me to the old days in Fiorence,
the precious golden heart, bearing the

words | had heard Rafaello breathe ten
derly so many times — ‘' Cuore di ‘
Gesn,"” — Messenger of the Sacred

Heart,
- et
**QUESTION BOX."”

Father O'Connor in  Philadelphia Catholie
Standard and Times,

I ess variety and a tendency to re
turn to some of the questions previ
ously digposed of marked the queries
answered at St. Teresa's last Sunday
evening hy Rev. Joseph V. O'Conuor.
(. A H. asked if the Church granted
a divorea to Napoleon Donaparte or
sanctioned his marriage to Marie
Louise of Austria.

The answer was ‘' no " to each ques-
tion,

*“[rishman " took exception to re-
marks of the lecturer on a previous
evening, which he interpreted as
favoring women's suffrage.

Hae was told that there is no valid
argument against the fitness of the
female sex to vote,

Mary L. F., who had been given lay
baptism by a Catholic nurse when in
danger of death in infancy, asked if
she is a Catholie

A person baptized by & Catholic
uuder such circumstances is not bound
because of that fact to become a Cath-
olic without previous instruction &s to
the doctrines of the Church, All
Christians are, however, bound to hear
the Church.

2 *“Vas St. Valentine a real
gaint and what had he to do with love
letters 7"

He was a priest and martyr. Itis
related of him that he was in the habit
of distributing pious mottoes and short
prayers, which he transcribed with hi
ovn hand.

3).  *“1 thought that Catholic saints
did vot balieve in marriage.”

The Catbolic Church teaches that
marriage is a sacrament There are
very many canonized saints who sanc
tified themselves in the marriage state

“ A Catholic Student of the Univer
sity of Pennsylvania

asked several

questi concerning what appear to
b ouflicting duties owed to his
Cpurch and to his college

*Does the Archbishop prohibit
Catholics attending the U. of P. from
joining the Greel

letter fraternities ?
The general principle is that soci-
eties not formally condemned are tol
ted by the C There is,
ever, a non sceret ek letter frater
nity, and it may have a ‘‘ chapter " at
Penusylvania.

2), *Is it proper to atteud the
before lectures, as re
quired by the dean ?”

Attendance at college prayers as
mere obedience to the discipline of the
institution is not considered a denial
of the faith, especially if you are
kuown as a Catholic. Soldiers, sailors
aud others are not guilty of sin in
being present at compulsory service.

ol W (1 “If the Church is
infallible, it seems strange that no one
knows where infallibility resides
Q imes it's thes General Council
without the Pope as the first Council of
Nice : next, the Council with the Pope,
and fionally, the Pope without the
Council.”

No Catholic has ever questioned the
infallibility of doctrinal decrees of
General Councils approved of by the
Pope. The Councii of Nice referred to
was presided over by Papal legates
and its decrees approved by the Pope.

(2). ‘*Nobody seems to know how,
when or under what conditions the
Pope is infallible. We must wait for
an infallible council to define the in-
fallibility of an infallible Pope.”

Catholics have a clear idea of a
Papal definition ex cathedra. Cardi-
nal Nowman thought that the condi
ttons and accompaniments of a Papal
definition of faith were subjects for
conciliary examination. The Vatican
Council which has only been suspended
will take up this subject,

(3) ““The Church of Rome ac
knowledges her own limitation when
she says she is only infallible in the
exposition of truth already revealed.
If truths are revealed we do not need
infallibility. It is absurd for men to
declare God's word infallible, as if
God needed human authority.”

Ravelation needs an infallible inter
preter, if it ig to be revelation, i. e.,
the certain knowlege of God's meaning
conveyed to individuals, The Bible
coutains God's revelation, but private
ly and fallibly interpreted it is made
to signify a thousand contradictory
things,

(4) “Confession was not made a
sacrament until the Fourth Council of
Lateran.”

ViNE

had labored upon it, but rather from '

humble and sure confidence that our
glus are really and truly forgiven is a
consolation far greater than the salu
tary pain we feel in confession. Asto

| the use made of the secrets of the con-

fegsional, can an instance of such be
shown in all the centuries of the

 Chureh's history ?

* Episcopalian” thought it rather
late in the day for the Church to com
plain of the Church of England having
a sovereign as its head, when the
Church of the Middle Ages ackuowl
edged Constantine, Charlemagne and
other Eaiperors who appointed Bishops
including the Bishop ol Rome
“ Christ isthe on'y real head ot the
Chureh, and nextto Him is the civil
ruler or government of a Christian
nation,"”

The Catholic Church has never re
cognized spiritual jurisdiction in a
temporal sovereign. Kings and Gov
ernments may nominate Bishops and
other Church dignitaries, but cannot
appoint themor give them spiritual
jurisdiction. This has always been
the faith of the Catholic Church before
and after the ** Reformation.”

Christ ie the invisible head of the
Church. Tais does not prevent His
appointing a visible head, as He did
St Peter, who was commissioned to
feed —that is,to rule,—the whole flock,
clergy and laity, including Kings avd
Emperors.
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The Beautiful Hand - A Legend.

There was a dispute amongst three
ladies astowhich had the most beautiful
hand. One sat by a stream and dipped
her hand into the water, and held it
up ; another picked strawberrics untii
the ends of her fingers were pink, and
another gathered violets until her
hands were fragrant.  An old haggard
woman passed by asked : ‘' Who will
give me a gift, for 1 am pf»m' " All
three denied her ; but another who sat
near unwashed in the stream, un
stained with fruit, unsadorned with
flower gave her al little gift, and satis-
fied the poor woman. And then she
asked them what was the dispute, and
they told her and lifted up before hex
their beautiful hands  “‘ Boautiful in
deed,” said she when she saw them
But when they asked her which was
the most beautiful the gaid :  “*Tt is
not the hand that is washed clean in
the brook : it is not the hand that is
tipped with red ; it is not the hand that
is garlanded with fragrant flowers:
but it is the hand that gives to the
poor which is the most beautiful.” As
she said these words her wrinkles fled,
her staff was thrown away, and the
gtood before them an angel from
heaven with authority to decide the
question in digpute.

Severe 'Bronehitis Yields Promptly (o
Dr. Chase's Syrap of Linsced and
lurpentine
I used your Dr. Chase’s Sy

and Turpe

f Linseed
k of Bror

6 for 4 severe :

. I got better from ti 18 of taking

st dose Having far f young

my doctor’s bi mva anuually

coma to A asrable sum. 1 believe a
bottla ot Dr Syrup occasionally will

aid me in reducing them very materially
W R, ALGER
Insurance Agent

Halifax, N. 8

1 yu are not feeling well, why don’t yon
take Hood's Sarsaparilla? 1t will parify and
enrich your bloo id do you wonderlul gcol,
Piles Cared Withont the Use of Knife

by Dr, Ohase,

I was ftroubled for years with I"iles and
tried everything 1 could buy without any
benefit, until I triad Dr. Chase’s Ointment
I'he rasult was marvelous. Two boxes com
pletely cured me

JAS STEWART, Harness Maker,
Woodville, Oat,

Difierences of opinion regarding the
popular internal and external remedy, Di,
PHOMAS ECLrCIRIC O1L—do not, 80 fdr a
known, exist. The testimony is positive and
concurrent that the article reliaves physical
pain, cures lameness, checks a cough, is an
excellent remedy for pains and rheumatic
complaints, and it has nu nauseating or other
unpleasant effact when taken internally.

Fever anl Ague and bilious derangements
are positively cured by the use of Parmelee’s
Pills. They not only cleanse the stomach
and bowels from all bilious matter, but they
opan the excretory vessels, cansing them to

your copious effusions from the blood into the

Iwwplq‘ after which the corruptel mass is
thrown cut by the natural passage of the
body. They are used as a general family
medicine with the best results.

The Best Pills,—~Mr. Wm. Vandervoort,
Sydney Crossing, Ont., writes: * We have
been using Parmelee’s Pills, and find them
by far the best pills we ever used.” For del
icate and debilitated constitutions these pills
act like a charm, Taken in small doses, the
effect is both a tonie and a stimulant, mildly
exciting the secretions of the body, giving
tone and vigor.

Oune trial of Mother Graves’ Worm Exter
minator will convince you that it has no
equal as a worm medicine, Buy a bottle,
and see if it does not please yon,

Hard and sHft corns cannot withstand Hollo-
way's Corn Cure; it is effectual every time,
Get a bottle at once and be happy.

WELL KNOWN VIOLINIST

Traveled Extensively Throughout the

Provinces — Interesting Statements

Concerning His Experience.

STELLARTON,
a well known violinist, of this place, who
has traveled extensively throughout the
Provinces, makes this statement:

James R. Murray,

¢ was running down in health and my
weight fell off from 1756 to 150 pounds.
Prescriptions did me but little good. My
trouble was called nervous dyspepsia. I
resorted to Hood’s Sarsaparilla and after

That Council’s act was to make it
obligatory at least once a year, and
stuch an act presupposes the existence
of the sacrament.

!
( ‘1t is shocking to think that |
the pardon of sin depends upon the
ministry of a priest who may make
{ what use he pleases of the secrets
1w;un;: from a bleeding heart. Christ
|

says: ‘My yoke is sweet, My burden
light,” but Rome has made it a yoke of
iron in the confessional.”

Most Protestants admit that the par-
don of original sin depends on the
ministry ot the one who baptizes. The
experience of Catholics testifies to the
mildness of the yoke of confession. The

taking five bottles I was greatly benefited.
I feel as well now as ever in my life, and
have increased in flesh so that I now
weigh 177 pounds. 1 am well known in
this part of the country, having followed
my profession, that of a violin musician
for the last 26 years. I gladly tell my

friends what Hood’s Sarsaparilla has done |

for me. Before I began taking the medi-
cine I did not haveany ambition, but now
all is changed and my dyspeptic trouble
perfectly cured.” Jamus R, MURRAY.
N.B. If you decide to take Hood’s Sar-

gaparilla, do not be induced to buy any
substitute. Besure to get Hood’s,

3 ) . are the only pills to take
Hood’s Pills witu Hood's Sarsaparilla,
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0. LABELLE,
MERCHANT TAILOR®
372 Richmond Street,

@) Business Saite from $15 upwards. The
best goods and carefu! workmanship
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CURED TO STAY CURED |t 3.

CANCRR | non easmst o

entit Ve ible treat-
ment at home No knife «r plaster, Full
particulars by ma much valu-
able matter in 100 page b free Write
Dept. “C. R 'ne  Abt on Muason
Meudieal Co., 577 Sherbourne Bireet, Torouto,
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s MWEST- &, PELL-METAL,
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THE LARGEST ESTABLISHMENT MANUFACTURING

HURGH BELLS £ »aAts

the World,
ST BELL METAL (O

"PER AND TIN).
MeSHANE

\d for Price and Catalogu
SELL FOUNDRY. BALTIMORE, MD,

High-Class
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Windows

Hobbs Mg, Co.

London, Ont.

) \RK FOR DESIGNS,

WEBSTER’S
DICTIONARY AN
THE CATHOLIC RECORD

_FOR ONE YEAR

 $4.00 4

ment with

the pubiishers we
mber of the above
ks, and propose to furnish a copy to each
of vur subscribers

The Dictionary is a necessity in every home,
school and business house. It fills a vacancy
and furnishes knowledge which no one hundre‘
other volumes of the choicest books could supply,
Young and old, educated and ignorant, rich an
poor, should have it within reach, and refer to it
contents every day in the year,

As some have asked if this is rea!ly the Originad
Webster's Unabridged Dictionary, we ars able t
etate that we have ﬁ(-\r'v“: lirect from the pube

are able to

lishers the fact that this is the very work come
plete, on which about 40 of the be ears of the
author's life were so well e e

yed in writing, l‘

about 100,00
ing, derivation
regular stande
i t 3 ) square inchel
of printed surface, anc i In cloth,

whole library in lts regular sellln
%rlize of Webster's Dictionary 1erciofore bee

contains the entire v

B.~—Dictionaries will be dellvered free of alf
[ ge for carrfage. All orders must be accome
yaniéd with the cash, Addrees,

THE CATHOLIC RECORD,
LONDON, ONT

Concordia Yineyards
SANDWICH, ONT.

ALTAR WINE A SPECIALTY

Our Alta

aly used and recome

meanded by ir Claret will come

pare favor mported Bordeaums
For prices and information address

ERNEST GIRARDOT & CO

BANDWICH, ONT,

#98 Richmond Street.
We have ©

Telephone 998,

and

y of the finest

FRERCH BORDEAUX CLARETS

Which will be sold at the lowest price.

A large qua

' JAMES WILSON, London, Ont.
REID’S HARDWARE

For Grand Rapids Carpet Sweepers,
Superior Carpet Sweepers,
Sineeperette, the latest
Wringers, Mangles,

Cutlery, ete.

118 Dundas St., ("ji") London, Ont,
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