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Her Ladyship
(Katharine Ty nan, ta Mother’s Maga

zine.)
Her Ladyship had eyes like the 

most velvety brown pansy. There was 
something appealing, something sad, 
in their gar.c, that had made her sym
pathetic heart go oat to her Lady
ship many a time.

Not that there coaid be anything in 
her lot to call for sympathy; bless 
you, no.

His Lordship was the proudest, 
stateliest, noblest gentleman imagin
able. It was plain to be seen that 

•her Ladyship doted on him. And as 
lor him no one could doubt, watching 
his proud fond gaze upon her, that 
the very sun shone out ol her bronze 
head lor him

She was quite as stately as he was, 
if it were not for the appeal in her 
eyes A tall pale girl—not in the 
least lily-like, indeed her soft warm 
•pallor was rather like the tint of a 
white rose which has » golden pink

- -uti its heart, than that of the cold- 
—pr flower.

But for the appealing eyes, the pride 
* of her air had matched her Lord’s. 

She was proud indeed, by right, be
ing the grand-daughter ol old Lady 
Warrender, the proudest and most 
exclusive woman in Ehglnnd. A horri
ble old woman, some people said, and 
explained the Countess* appealing eyes 
by the fact that her tender girlhood 
tad been spent under the shadow of 
those insolent and frowning glances

The old woman had driven her son, 
poor Archie, away front her, said the 
niddle-aged men who had been at 
Eton with Archie Warranter, the 
Countess’ father, and remembered his 
winning ways, his sunny curls, his 
frank and gcritle eyes. Poor Archie! 
Some time on the threshold of man- 
lood, when the rest of tlym * were 
saving their fling at all the gaieties 
at dife, Archie threw off his mother’s 

' yoke, and disappeared.
few years passed and old Lady 

rrender again showed her face in 
iety. Archie was dead, and had 

her his little girl to bring up,
. soft pale child with frightened 

brown eyes. He had married the 
" laughter of a Devonshire parson. The 

lady was quite (rank about it to 
rone. She had not approved the 

*wwrriage, and she and her son had 
-inerted. Now lhat the child’s father 

- «d mother wjfce dead ehe was re
ceived to do her duty by Archie’s 

Iter.
The child, listening to more or less 

'•v-eelled conversations about herself be-
- tween her grandmother and the world, 
'r- *cank closer as thoegh she would 
^ aide hem If up in sow invisible cor1,

and her brown eyes fluttered like 
in the twilight.

t always .wore whit* — thick 
ny white — that made her eyes 

her head more russet, her 
* ddu fairer, and her soft lips redder. 
Heeiple said that Lady Warrender 

t**umr her grandchild was going to 
*^*uru out a beauty, and had the wit 

dress her to enhance her budding 
~~"3hEnns. *

However, she had no chance to daz- 
» sto London with the girl’s opening 
-tîteauty, for at seventeen Love sent 
Sfcfi# Lordship by accident to the some- 
wvwfcat forbidding Lodge amid the 

ftoomy woods where Lady Warrendçt 
Was hiding away her pearl.
-'She could have nothing to object to 

Mu his Lordship *Ie was indeed al- 
a brilliant match for even Lady 
nder’s grand daughter. The pair 

-"Meure ecstaticallyvn love with each 
aueMur. It would his^e been idyllic to 
■weybody but the fiene, proud old wo- 

>W, who abhorred the very name of 
3jO*« because of certain things which 
iwd happened long ago.

“You have done ve^y creditably,” 
she said to the shrinking girl. Any 
aue who saw those brown eyes at 

"'Shat moment would have discovered 
"leur in them “But remember he is 
Immensely proud. Yes, I know, the 
"■ev. Richard Lorimer of Dene-in-Ar- 
'■■Ssn, your maternal grandfather, was 

some one you need not be" ashamed of. 
It was fortunate that he was nothing 

than a scholarly out-at-elbows 
xis verycountry parson. St. Austell

proud.”
The girl winced as though the thin 

tones had actually stung like a whip, 
to shadow had fallen over the radiance 
wf her beauty, whiçh since his Lord 
ship had come had seemed to light 
up as though by a golden light from 
within.

All that was over and dqne with. 
Lady Warrender was dead. Lord and* 
Lady St. Austell had been married 
•wee than half a dozen years. They 
mam more in love with each other 
•hue «ver. Still her Ladyship, uncon- 
-eesous of betrayal, revealed to the 
^mpetbetic gaze, some trouble push 

wjfli out of sight.
-*"lt vu not every one who saw that 
vqpcmsion in Lady St. Austell’s eyes, 
«■fly these who had eyes to see it. 
Pemetimes it was a tender-hearted 
aether of children who read the ex- 
■uesion for eternal sorrow because 
She little heir to no many desirable 
fhtags had only come to go, and the 
Pt. Austells were childless

His Lordship was too good g lover 
mot to be aware of that intangible 
something Probably he too ascribe^ 
fit to the loss of the heir. Anyhow 
fee never spoke ol it; but when the 
loneliness of the brown eyes became 
more than he could bear he would 
take her Ladyship’s lace between bis 

and look down into those 
then with a lit- 

Ladysbip pack 
her maid, with 

_eS to the quiet place in 
itry, which seemed to

have a balm for her Ladyship’s cares.
It was the Countess’ fancy to go in

cognito, so to speak. Otherwise there 
was no reason why she should not 
have gone to one of the fine homes 
which his Lordship was master of. 
He, being made of finer stuff than 
most men, could understand why his 
wife should go away for rest to a 
little fishing village where she would 
be known as Mrs. St. Austell even if 
he himself was toe much used to his 
circumstances of rank and importance 
to be conscious of any discomfort.

He could understand too, though 
it made him sigh, that his wfie, when 
she made these excursions preferred 
his absence. He said to himself that 
even in the closest human relation
ships there must be room at times for 
the soul to be solitary. Not that he 
fet the need himself. But he was 
ready to be endlessly patient with the 
subleties of a woman’s nature. She 
wanted to get away and think, her 
Ladyship had cried out one day when 
it had seemed a little difficult tor her 
to run away. He supposed that in 
those lonely places she had the little 
delicate spirit of the boy more closely 
to herself. Anyhow she always re
turned with her eyes almost satisfied. 
And her manner towards himself was 
exquisite as though she could not love 
him enough for bearing with her.

He could trust Phyllis to take care 
of her lady. Phyllis was West Coun
try too, with the faithful eyes of a 
dog, that followed her Ladyship with 
an adoring worship in them. There 
was a certain resemblance between 
her Ladyship's eyes and Phyllis’, only 
that her Ladyship’s were like deep 
pools full of shadows and hidden 
lights, whereas Phyllis’ were like an 
open pool in the moorland that show-= 
6d all it held to the sky.

Phyllis had replaced the sour spins
ter who had been her Ladyship’s maid 
before she was married, and after
wards till old Lady Warrender died. 
His Lordship himself dismissed Elli
son, having noticed his wife’s shrink
ing aversion for her. He had treated 
her with lavish generosity, as was his 
way; but the woman had left the 
house scowling and muttering to her
self; and pretty Phyllis had come in.

It was the middle of the season, 
blazing June weather with hardly a 
breath of air, when her Ladyship had 
a longing to be gone to her little re
fuge under the cliffs of Porthoe. She 
had been looking white and exhaust
ed, with purple rings about her eyes, 
and it was his Lordship himself who 
suggested that she should go, and 
made light of the difficulties. He too 
would leave the gaieties behind and 
take the yacht over to France. The 
desire for the sea which besets the 
Londoner when hot weather comes in 
was upon him; and he imagined what 
it was with her.

After all there was nothing they 
need really wait for. He telegraphed 
to Southampton about the yacht, sent 

ti Ladyship and her maid off to Pad- 
dihgton, and walked down to his club 
along a street ' which was furiously 
white at one side and deeply black on 
the other, he though with" a little 
trouble of the gratitude in his wife’s 
eyes when he had bid her go. Why 
couldn't she share the trouble with 
him? he thought-. The little lad was 
his too, and the sorrow his. Why 
couldn't they comfort each other?

The blinds were dofon in St, Aus
tell House. The yacht was getting 
up steam at Southampton. In a few 
hours more his Lordship would be on 
board. He came in to find a shabby 
poking letter on his table, marked 
"Important.”

He opened it, expecting to find a 
begging letter. Trie thing smelt rank
ly of imprudence and imposture. When 
he had read it, he smiled contemptu
ously before setting light tq it in the 
grate. - k

What is the secret between your 
wife and your wife's maid?” it ran.

She is never at No. 7 the Beach, 
Pothoe, though her letters are receiv
ed there. She is at Greenhurst Farm, 
Tremadoc, and passes for a single wo
man.”

As hq would have placed the note 
on the coals it fluttered from his 
hand and lay on the floor. He set 
his heel on it as though it lied before 
restoring it to the grate. It had no 
power to trouble his mind, this 
thing of lies and dire suggestions. 
Still he was angry that it should be 
possible for some creeping, writhing 
thing of the darkness to strike at his 
wife. It shocked and stung his pride.

Perhaps he had been wrong in al
lowing Lady St. Austell 'to lay down 
her rank so entirely when she made 
these excursions. It gave a chance to 
such creatures as the writer of this 
letter was. Anyhow the thing had 
spoilt the pleasure with which he was 
looking forward to the run before the 
wind to Cherbourg. Stay! Why not 
take the yacht round to Porthoe? 
Alice would be glad to see him by 
thi» time. She had haf nearly a week 
of her solitude. He would tell her 
about the letter, and they would tfÿ 
to discover who the writer could be. 
If he had seen Ellison’s face as she 
passed out of his doors for the last 
time he would not have had much 
doubt.

The wind veered to the southeast in 
time to give them a good run to the 
west coast.. They put in at Penzance. 
His Lordship was riot inclined to give 
away the secret of his wife’s resting- 
place. He walked over the cliffs, a 
stiff walk of ten miles, to Porthoe. 
He found No. 7 the Beach, easily, and 
asked for Mrs. St. Austell.

The old woman who had come id an
swer to his knock seared at him.

“She haven’t been here (or a week 
come Thursday,” she riaid. "She slept 
one night here, hersefl and her cousin. 
Then they, be off inland. If you’re

“Child, child!” he cried out, * 
are breaking my heart. Why do

you
you

say such things?"
“She said you would cast me off,” 

she went on, looking at his working 
face. “I have always known that you 
would never forgive me. That is what 
1 had to look forwaid to through all 
the delight of your lqve.”

“You cared?” he said
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like to see her you may as well take 
her letters. The cousin calls for them 
twice a week. A great bundle there
is, to be sure.”

He received the bundle without a 
word, and noticed that two or three 

j of his own letters were among them.
-No one would have supposed, as he 
turned away, lifting his hat to the 

i old woman, that he had received a 
; violent shock—not that he doubted 
I Alice, of course; only that she had 
| secrets from him; that it was all un
derhand, this giving one address and 
living at another; this passing off her 
maid as her cousin. It was incredible 
He had been as sure of his wife’s dig
nity and sense of honor as he had 
been of Heaven. „ .

He left the village behind him star
ing at its height and appearance, and 
having received vaguely an impression 
of the old woman’s instructions to 
him to take the path over the Head 
and strike across the moore till he 
came to Potwhele and then ask fur
ther, he went on, forgetting that he 
had alteady had ten stiff miles of 
walking and gone some hours without 
a meal.

As he went on, the tumult of his 
thoughts became quieter. Of course 
Alice would have an explanation. He 
had never really doubted her. The 
hurt had gone no further than his 
pride and his concern for her dignity.

He had left Plymouth bo early and 
had walked so quickly that after all 
it was still early in the forenoon 
when he found himself climbing the 
hilly, twisting, green lane that led to 
Greenhurst Farm. He could see its 
golden ricks and twisted chimneys, its 
gables covered with ivy and honey
suckle, at the end of the lane now.
The lane meandered along the side of 

mild hill. There was a little val
ley below him with a stream sport
ing in it, so harmless that it might 
be crossed by stepping-stones. Beyond
it, was another mild green hill.

As he closed the last gate and came
out on the velvety^-green space in 
front of the red-brice, Elizabethan 
farm-house, .he saw the figure of a girl 
churning at an old-fashioned churn.
Up and down went the handle. He 
caught a glimpse of beautiful arms.
The figure in lie print frock was ex
quisite. The head—why • • \the girl 
turned and looked at him, and he saw 
the scared face of his wife.

He shrank from the terror in her 
eyes as though she had dealt him a 
blow. He had no time to think what 
a beautiful dairy-maid she was.

“Come, child,” he said. “Don’t look 
so frightened. Come and tell me why 
you are masquerading here.”

Sly dropped the handle of the churn.
He Took her hand, wet with the milk, 
and led her aside where the gate open
ed into an overgrown orchard. No one 
had come out of the farmhouse and 
they were alone, excepting for the 
shrieking black piglets that fled be
fore theffi, and the hen with her 
downv chickens, and the turkey’s 
brood.

> He felt that his wife was tremblirfg 
and he made her sit down on a stone 
seat that had been built about an 
apple-trunk.

"Now,” he said, still holding her 
hand.

“You will never Torgive me,” she 
panted, and her eyes had the helpless 
fear of an animal» or a child.

“I love you,” he said, “and I can 
forgive you anything except fear of 
me.”

"You will never forgive me," she 
repeated. "It will be as she said— 
you will turn away from me.”

“As who said?”
“My grandmother. She terrified me 

into acquiescing in her deceit; and I 
loved you, oh, I loVed you. Else per
haps I could have stood out against 
her. I couldn’t lose you. Now, I have 
lost you forever.”

She covered her face with her hands, 
and shook from head to foot.

“You.have not lost me,” he said, 
putting an arm about her. “I am al
ways yours. Now tell me what was 
the deceit.”

She looked at hiy then, droppi^t 
her hands into her lap. She had the 
expression of one at the stake.

“It is good to tell you, after all,” 
she said drearily. “If you could know 
how it has come between us. There 
was never any Rev. Richard Lorimer, 
perpetual curate of Dene-in-Arden.
My grandfather is the old man there."

She indicated with a movement of 
had turned their backs on. 
her head the farmhouse, which they
“And Phyllis is your cousiii?” he 

asked.
“Yes; she is my cousin. She was 

always devoted to me in the old days 
before I was taken away from where 
I was so happy. She is the only one 
here who knows my title."

“Is that all?”
The gentleness of his v.oice seemed 

to strike her Sne looked at him half 
as though she thought he must be 
dangerous.

“That is all.”
She thrust out her hands in vague 

appeal. "All the time I loved them 
still,” she said. “I have never known 
happiness since I left them. When I 
came "back her all my cares fell 
away from me. Vernon, they have 
been any Unrig but honorable and re
spected. They are as old as the hills 
here. My old grandfather, Vernon — 
if you knew him. My dear old grand
mother. I belong td it all. Would my 
father have married my mother if she 
had not been Nature’s lady? There is 
never a rough word. They are God
fearing, self-respecting. How I used 
to long for them in the old days with 
Grandmother Warrender. The smell of f LOSS OF FLESH, cough, and pain 
the hay-fields, the apple-orchards, the on the chest may not mean consump-

WHEN I WAS TWENTY-WAN.
(By Seumas MacManus.)

It’s a stormy night, me pipe’s alight, 
and I sit me by the fire,

There’s divil a soul to disturb me but 
the cat with kittens by her,

I'll hitch me chair—a good oak log- 
right up ag’in the brace,

‘ And cross me legs in comfort—so! —
iever I.. an’ smoke me pipe in paice.“Cared! Oh, Vernon, would I 

have consented to the deceit if I had 
not loved you better than honor and 
honesty and everything that is 
good?”

He sighed as though the weight of 
the world had been rolled off his But no, for Rory’s gone long 
heart. Thçn he caught her to his j an’ Dan is gone likewise, 
breast. j An’ many another—like that puff, they

"You will never be afraid of me !

I’d like to have a shanach.* now, with 
Rory or with Dan,

Or any of the boys I knew when I was 
twenty-wan.

since,

again?” he said. “You will come and 
go here openly, and Phyllis must take 
her place as your cousin. What do we 
care what people say? We are too 
proud for that."

She looked at his impassioned face 
with a wild surmise.

"You forgive me?”
“Td think that you should have liv

ed between two fears, all your dajfe 
except when you stole back here! Now 
I want to see them. There are to be
no more secrets, child. And—I have * with you unto the Altharr 
just discovered I am hungry. I have An’ Father Pether laid on your the 
been afoot since eight o'clock." 1 • matthermonial halther?

Then she believed him, and flung ; V* mind her sweet wee face, agrah, 
round his neck a pair of arms that dark hair, an’ sloe-black eyes, 
smelt of cream . That murdered many a stout lad’s

“You will have a delicious meal,” heart ere you bore off the prize? 
she said. "Trust Granny for that!”

The* they went into the farmhouse 
together.

started for the skies 1 
Ye’re most an ould man now yourself 

—come Lammas, seventy-seven,
An’ the worl’ is rowlin’ ye quickly to 

the goolden gates of Heaven. 
Falx, Mick, me boy, it’s quare to 

think what dhroll things filled 
your span—

There's' changes, troth, an’ strange 
ones too, since you were twenty-
wan!

Ye mind the day that Una tripped

At frequent intervals in recent years y® 'rere a°’
.. . _____ An tall an’ straight as a poplar,

- The Rheumatic Wondwr of the Age

BENEDICTINE SALVE
This Salve Cures Rheumatism, Fusions or Blood Poisoning. 

It is a Sure Remedy for Any of These Diseases
A FEW TESTIMONIALS

183 King street East, Toronto, Nov. 31, 1803.
John O’Connor, Esq., Toronto:

DEAR SIR—I am deeply grateful to the friend that suggested to me, 
when I was a cripple from Rheumatism,Benedictine Salve. I have at la
ter vais during the last ten years been afflicted with muscular rheumatism. 
I have experimented with every available remedy and have consulted, 1 
might say, every physician of repute, without perceivable bene
fit. When I was advised to use your Benedictine Salve, I was a helpless 
cripple. In less than 48 hours I was in a position to resume my woik, 
that of a tinsmith. A work that requires a certain amount of bodily ac
tivity. I am thankful to my friend who advised me*Whd I am more th»» 
gratified to be able to furnish you with this testimonial as to the effi
cacy of Benedictine Salve. Yours truly. GEO. FOGG,

Tremont House, Yonge street, Nov. 1, 1881. 
John O’Connor, Esq., Toronto:

DEAR SIR—It is with pleasure that I write thie unsolicited testimon
ial, and in doing so I can say that your Benedictine Salve has don# mere 
for me in one week than anything I have dose for the last five years. My 
ailment was muscular rheumatism. I applied the salve as directed, and! 
got speedy relief. I can assure you that at the present time I am free el 
pain. I can recommend any person afflicted with Rheumatism to give it 
a trial. I am, Yours truly. (Signed) S. JOHNSON

388 Victoria Street, Tomato, Get, 11, 18*1. 
Joha O’Connor, Esq., Nealon House, City:

DEAR SIR—I cannot speak too highly of your Benedictine Salve. It 
Ye carried a head as high them times has done for me in three days what doctors and medicines have been try-

as any in the lan’. ing to do for years. When I first used it I had been confined to my bed
For, throg’s, ye were consaited, lad, with a spell of rheumatism and sciatica for nine weeks; a friend recom-

when you were twenty-wan. mended your salve. I tried it and it completely knocked rheumatics right
out of my system. I can cheerfully recommend it as the best medicine on 

An’ maybe with some raison, too for the market for rheumatics. I believe it has \io equal.
Yours sincerely, JOHN. McGROGGAN.

straight as a
with a heart that couldn’t quail; 

published in England have held aip to Ye were first iat heavin’ the should 
the admiration of their readers the .* «'««•

Sept. 18, 1901.

Rev. Count Campello, formerly a 
canon of St. Peter’s, Rome, who gave 
up the faith and" lectured in London 
against the Church. The Count has re
sented and returned to the fold, arid 
The London Catholic Times invites 
its Protestant contemporaries to re
produce the following letter address
ed to Cardinal Vaughan:

“Your Eminence, with a heart full 
of holy joy I write to inform you 
what has taken place here in Rome 
this morning, the 8th of December, 
feast of the Immaculate Conception 
of the Blessed Virgin Mary, in the 
handsome chapel of the Collegio Pio- 
Latino Americano. After having gone 
through the holy spiritual exercises in 
this venerable college, I have had the 
supreme grace to solemnly abjure on 
this day at the hands of His Grace 
Archbishop Adami, Delegate to His 
Holiness Leo XIII., the Old Catholic 
sect to which since the year 1881 I 
have had the misfortune to belong.
The happiness I experience at this 
moment, in which I find myself again 
as a prodigal son in the true Church 
of Jesus Christ, would not be com
plete if I did not inform Your Emi- She wore a nate white bonneteen, but 
nence of what has occurred, and no hat like a pan,

475 Gerrard Street East Toronto, Ont.,
John O’Connor, Esq., Nealon House, Toronto Ont.:

er-stone an’ first at caman play ! „ DEAR SIR_I havc *reat Pleasure in recommending the Benedictine An’ you futures was well-favored, f.a,.vne “ a su.re curc, f.or *u“ba«°- ^ down with it I cnll-
to the navbors used to sav , ed in my doctor, and he told me it would be a long time before I would 

But hôwsomiver that may be, L laist b”.ar°nund a6ain- My husband bought a box of the Benedictine Salve, 
it’s thrue me man 1 nd applied 11 according to directions. In three» hours I got relief, and

The girls admired Mick Moran when,iVfour Aa?* was able to do my work. I would be pleased to recommend
hp was twentv-wan li to an7 one suffering from Lumbago. I am, your truly,he was twenty wan. (MRS.) 5AS COSGROVE.

An’ och! how Irish girls have chang
ed in years that have gone since 
then,

They aren’t, sure, the same at all, 
they used to be, me fren’;

But copyin’ aftber London dames, an’ 
dhressin’ up like dolls,

With under-skirts, an’ over-skirts, an’ 
frills, an’ folderols, ~

With fringes, flounces, bustles; ay, 
an’ gloves an’ boots of tan,—

Hie sorra dflraim of such, girls did, 
when I was twenty-wan.

No: Una looked tor prettier in sthrip- 
ed petticoats, I vow,

She cut no heathen fringes to hide 
her sweet, white brow,

The tightest stays she iver wore was 
my arm aroun’ her waist,

An’ when my lips met hers, avis, it 
wasn’t paint I’d taste;

7 Laurier Avenue, Toronto, December 18, 1801. 
John O’Connor, Esq., Toronto, Ont.:

DEAR SIR—After suffering for over ten years with both forms ot 
Piles, I was asked to try Benedictine Salve." From the first application 
I got instant relief, and before using one box was thoroughly cured. 1 
can strongly recommend Benedictine Salve to any. one suffering with 
piles. Yours sincerely, JOS. WESTMAN.

13 Bright Street, Toronto, Jaa. 18, 1803. 
Joha O’Conior, Esq., Toronto:

DEAR SIR—It is with pleasure I write this word of testimony to toe 
marvellous merits ot Benedictine Salve as a certain cure for Rheumatism.

| There is such a multitude of alleged Rheumatic cures advertised 
that one is inclined to be skeptical of the merits of any new preparation. 
I was induced to give Benedictine Salve a ‘trial and must say that after 
suffering for eight years from Rheumatism it has, I believe, effected as 
absolute and permanent cure. It is perhaps needless to say that ia the 
last eight years I have consulted a number of doctors and have ttied a 
large number of other medicines advertised, without receiving any. benefit.

Yours respectfully. MRS. SIMPSON
85 Carlton Street, Toronto, Feb. 1, 1803. 

John O’Connor, Esq., 188 King Street East:
I was a sufferer for four months from acute rheumatism ia ^ left 

arm; my physician called regularly and prescribed for it, but gave me no
through you all the English Catholics An’ sorra take the bustle, when I was

ber ; latter part of November. Since then (over two months) I have not had 
. a trace of rheumatism. ! feel that y as to the efficacy of Benedictine Sal, 
ou are entitled to this testimonial ye in removing rheumatic pair*. _ )

Yours sincerely, M. A. COWÀIC

by
my unhappy apostasy. Whilst I dis
charge this agteeable duty I cannot : They're talkin’ still of Irelan’, 
find words strong enough to condemn bitther wrongs an' woes; 
my past conduct (Mid to express the An’ for redhress they’re callin’—pray- : 
depth of my sorrow for gaving given j __ in to her foes; v i

Kla

cider-making. I have a little bed 
room in the roof. The yellow roses 
are all across the window. I have 
never had sweet sleep except there.”

ah' inâybe in thé Wrong—
was

pike

pain to all the faithful in England, 
and especially to Your Eminence and
^our worthy predecessor, Cardinal The rem’dy long ago we used 
Manning, when by my . presence in readier, an’ more sthrong— 
London I, as it were, triumphed in In mY young days, each took a 
my infamy, otherwise my apostasy. an’ rose up till a man;
God be thanked that by. a special act “Wrong, wrong!” ye say;-well, blood 
of His mercy He has touched my heart, was hot when I was twenty-wan. 
and led me back to the Church which,
I should not have abandoned. May He ! The worl’ has grown so mortial wise! 
grant me grant me grace to lead back ; an' wisdom’s still the rage! 
by my example those souls who ; Trath, Mick agrah, I sorely doubt 
through my unhappy work have been ye’re far behin’ your age; 
induced to wander from the right ■ Your musty ould worl’ notions, sure, 
path, a fact which now causes me in- 1 ”’k"* '* *"

It sçeflas to jfle—though I am ould, i Toronto, Dec. 80th, 1801,
Uohn O’Connor, Esq., Toronto:

DEAR SIR—It Is With pleasure I write this unsolicited testimonial,, 
and in doing so I can say to the world that your Benedictine Salvr 
thoroughly cured me of Bleeding Pile8- I suffered for nine months. I con
sulted a physician, one of the .best, and he gave me a box of salve and* 
said that if that did not cure me iwould have to go under an epeea- 
tion. It failed, but a friend of mine learned by chance that I was suffer
ing from Bleeding Piles.. He told me he could get me a cure and he 
was true to his word. He got me a box of Benedictine Salve and it gave 
me relief at once and cured ma in a few days. I am now completely 
eu red. Jt is worth its weight in gold- I cannot but feél-, proud after suf
fering so long. It has given me athorough cure and I am sure it will 
never return. I can strongly recommend to anyone afflicted as I was-. 
It will cure without fail. I can be caI|ed on for living proof. I am,

Yours, etc., \
ALLAN J. ARTINGDALE, with the Boston Laundry.

256) King Street East. Toronto, December 16, 1801. 
John O’Connor, Esq., Toronto:

bEAR SIR—After trying several doctors and spending forty-five day* 
n the General Hospital, without any benefit, I was induced to try y out 

of the Saviour may move those dis- at twenty-wan! Benedictine Salve, and sincerely believe that this is the greatest remedy
tinguished Anglicans whom I have in the world for rheumatism. When 1 left the hospital I was just able ta
known to entbracc the truth, and that Wcl1. God be thankit! ye had cares stand for a few seConds, but after usin8 your Benedictine Salve for three 
my sad conduct may not confirm them an’ troubles injkcr day, days, I went out on the street again and now, after using it just over a
in the error in which they were born :Bu* bore them, kifowin’ thoroughly j*eek, I am able to go to work again- 11 snyone should doubt these facts, 
and which but for me they would per-, the Man Above’s good pay; 'send him to me and I will prove it to him.
haps have abandoned owing to their An’ ye weren’t, throg’s, mistaken — Yours forever thankful, PETER AUSTEN
virtuous lives, as did Newman, faber, for. now ye’re ould an’ ripe,
Manning and others not a few. I shall An’ your days glide like the smoke- Mr joh*n 0.nnnnnr. loronio, April 10, 1803.
be immensely grateful to Your Emi- j wreaths there, that's curlin’ from

consolable remorse. I am certain that 
Your, Eminence, following the exam
ple of our merciful Lord, will pardon 
me the serious annoyance I formerly 
gave you, and I hope that this my j 
sincere return to the one true Church Give me the honest ignorance I

iv what is wrong an’ right 
The lad’s that’s crammed with lam

in’ now, would just call blather
skite; * j

But sti(l, I say, if lamin’ goes witll 
cunnin’, ban’ in ban’, *

foun’

your pipe;
An’ like that pipe you’ll fsoon go out 

—to ashes turn, me man,
Jist as ye’ve seen your comrades 

since glorious Twenty-wan!
go

*A gossip.
------------

THE DRY PROFESSOR.
Under circumstances which The Liv-

nence if you make public this exprès 
sion of my iqost sincere feeling. Thus 
in my great sorrow for the erroneous 
course I have pursued J shall at least 
have the satisfaction of having done 
all in ray power to make reparation 
where great scandal was formerly 
given through my blindness. With a 
heart overflowing with joy jit finding 
myself reconciled with'God and His
Church, I pay my, homage to Your , Post t Pmkssor Blank, 
Eminence s dignity and with profound who wag ^ d and iB prone 
reverence have the honor to remain thmt hjs dryneB8’ upon otheKrs> re_ 
Your Eminence’s devoted servant Mved additional dryness for
Christ, • : himself

?■ ™0ndi„Cam1>epO« ” He was amon8 a Urge party shoot- 
The letter is dated Collegio Pio- i 0„ thc m0Q% o( <5^,^. Sud-

Latino Americano, 8th December, den|y a heavy storm o( rain Came
1 “ on. No shelter was at hand, and the

--------- ---------- I sportsmen were drenched. All, at
least, but Professor Blank. He had 
mysteriously disappeared when the 
rain came on, and rejoined the party 
when the sun was shining again. To 
their amazement, the erudite one was 
as dry as one of his own books.

"How did you manage to escape- a 
wetting?” growled one of the drippiiÿ 
sportsmen.

“As soon as the rain came on I 
went by off by myself,’.’ returned Pro
fessor Blank, blandly, "slipped off all 
my clothes, and sat down on them 
till the shower was over.”

"Why did they operate on that poor 
man when they knew the moment ‘he 
was pulled out of the wreck that his 
injuries were fatal?” “I believe they 
wished to make sure that their diag
nosis was right.”

tion, but are bad signs. Allen’s Lüng 
Balsam loosens the cough and heals 
inflamed air passages, typt a grain 
of opium in it.

Mr. Jotiri O’Connor:
DEAR SIR-I do heartily recommend your Benedictine Salve as a 

sure cure for rheumatism, as I was sorely afflicted with that sad 
in my arm, and it was so bad that I could not dress myself. When I 
heard about your salve, I got a box of it, and to my surpris* I found 
great relief, and I used what I got and now can attend to my daily 
household duties, and I heartily recommend it to anyone that is troubled 
with the same disease. You have this from me with hearty and
do with it as ypu please for the benefit of the afflicted.

Yours truly,
* JAMES FLEMING. » 18 Spruce street, Toronto.

Toronto, April 16th, 1902.
J. O’Connor, Esq., City:

DEAR SIR—It gives me the greatest pleasure to be able to testify to 
the curative powers of your Benedictine Salve.

For a month back my hand was so badly swollen that I was unable 
to work, and the pain was so intense as to be almost unbearable.

Three days after using your Salv as directed, I am able to go to 
work, and I cannot thank you enough. Respectfully yours,

72 Wolseley street, City. J. J. CLARKE-
114 George street, Toronto, June 17th, 1802.

John O’Connor, Esq.:
DEAR SIR—Your Benedictine Salve cured irie of rheumatism in say 

arm, whicl^entlrely disabled me from work, id three days, and I am new 
completely cured. I suffered greatly fr8m piles for many months and was 
completely cured by one box of Benedictine Salve. Yours iineereiy,

T. WALKER," Blacksmith.
Address O. ».

JOHN O'CONNOR, K£,N0 /
FOW SALE BY

WM. J. NICHOL, Druggist, 170 King Ot. E.
J. A. JOHNSON A CO., 171 King St. E.

Price, $1 per box,


