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PAT'S REFORMATION. {
The Heroic Virtue of a French Canadian

Guide. |

BY HENRY VAN DYKE,

It was on the shors of the Lac a la
Belle Riviere, in Canada, that I came
into this story aud found myself some-
where about the middle of the plot; but
Patrique Moullarque, descendant and
namesake of some tar-back Irish ances-
tor, Patrick Mullarkey, whose name
alone had coms down to him through
generations that his Canedian fore-
bears had purged of all else Irigh,
Patrique readily made me acquainted
with what had gone before.

We had hauled our canoes and camp
stuff over the terrible road that leads
to the lake, with much creaking and
groaning of wagons, and complaining
of men, who declared that the mud
grew deeper and the hills steeper every
year, and vowed their customary vow
never to come that way again., At last
our tents were pitched ou & green point
of balsams, close beside the water.
The delightful sense of peace and free
dom descended upon our souls. Pros-
per and Ovide were cutting wood for
the campfire ; I'rancols was geiting
ready a brace of partridges for supper;
Patrick and I were unpacking the pro
visions, arranging them conveniently
for present use and future transporta-
tion.

« Here, Pat,” said I, as my hand fell
on a large square parcel—‘‘here is
some superfine tobacco that 1 got in
Quebec for you and the other men on
this trip. Not like the damp staff you
had last year—a little bad smoke and
too many bad words. This is tobacco
to burn—something quite particular,
you understand. How does that please
you ?"

He had been rolling up a piece of
salt pork in a cloth as 1 spoke, and
courteously wiped his fingers on the
outsike of the bundle before he
stretched out his hand to take the
package of tobacco. Then he an
swered, with his unfailing politeness,
but more solemnly than usual :

A thousand thanks to m'sieu’.
But this year I shall not have need of
the good tobacco. Itshall be for the
others,”

The reply was so unexpected that it
almost took my breath away. For Pat,
the steady smoker, whose pipes were
as invariable as the precession of the
equinoxes, to refuse his regular rations
of the soothing weed was a thing un
heard of. Csuld he be growing proud
in his old age? Had he some gecret
supply of cigars coucealed in his kit,
which made him scorn the golden Vir
ginia leaf? Idemauded an explana
tion.

*Bat no, m'sien’," he replied; ‘' it
is not that, most assuredly. It is some-
thing entirely different — something
very serious. It is a reformation that
I commence. Does m'sien’ permit
that I should inform him of it ?”

Of course 1 permitted, or rather
warmly encouraged, the fullest pos
sible unfolding of the tale.

¢ Does m'sleu’ remember Mees Mee-
lair, a demoiselle tall and not too
young ? It was this demoisells who
changed my mind about the smoking.
But not in a moment, you understand ;
it was a work of four days, and she
gpoke much.

“ The first day it was at the Island
House ; we were trolling for ouanan-
iche, and she was not pleased for she
lost mauy of the fish. 1 was smoking
at the stern of the canoe, and she said
that the tobacco was a fiithy weed—
une herbe sale—that it grew in the
devil's garden, and that it smelled
bad, terribly bad, and that it made the
air sick, and that even the pig would
not eat it "

I could imagine Patrick’s digmay as
he listened to this dissertation ; for in
his way he wus as sengitive as a
woman, and he would rather have
been upset in his canoe than have ex-
pcsed himself to the reproach of offend
ing any one of his patrons by un-
pieagant or unseemly conduct.

* What did you do then, Pat?” 1
asked.

“Certainly I put out the pipe—
what could I do otherwise? But I
thought that what the demoicelle Mee
lair has said was very strange, and
not true—exactly ; for I have often
geen the tobacco grow, and it springs
up out of the ground like the wheat or
the beans, and it has beautiful leaves,
broad and green, with sometimes a red
flower at the top. Does the good God
cause the filthy weeds to grow like
that? Are they not all clean that He
has made? The potato—it is mnot
filthy. And theonion. It has astrong
smeil ; but the demoiselle Meelair she
atc much of the nnion—when we were
not at the Island House, but in the
camp. And the smell of the tobacco—
this is an affair of the taste. For me,
I love it much; it is like a spice.
When I come home at night to the
camp fire, where the boys ave smoking,
the smell of the pipes runs far out into
the woods to salute me. It says,
¢Here we are, Patrique; come in
near to the fire.” The smell of the
tobacco is more sweet than the smell of
the fish, The pig loves it not, assu-
redly ; but what then? I am not a
pig. To me it is good, good, good.
Don't you find it like that, m'sien ke

I had to confess that in the affair of
taste I sided with Patrick rather than
with the pig. ‘‘Continue,” I said—
‘¢ continue, my boy. Miss Miller must
have said more than that to reform
you,”

“Truly,” replied Pat. ‘*On the
second day we were making the lunch
at midday on the island below the first
rapids. Ismoked the pipe on a rock
apart, after the collation, Mees Mee-
lair comes to me, and says : ‘ Patrique,
my man, do you comprehend that the

tells ma many things—ahont the nico-
tine, I think she calls him; how he
gows into the blood and iuto the bones
and into the hair, and how quickly he
will kill the cat* And she says, very |

co shall die !'”

well, Pat. 1 suppose you threw away |
your pipe at once ?"
tinue to smoke ;
Meelair who comes near the pipe
voluntarily, and it is not my offense.
‘“If the tobacco is a poison, itisa
poison of the slowest, like the tea or
the coffee, Tor the cat it is quick—
yos ; but for the man it is long : and I
am not a cat. But the third day,
m'sieu,’ the third day was the worst,
It was & day of sadness, a day of the
bad chance. The demoisells Meelair
was not content but that wo should
leap the Rapide des Cedres in canoe.
1t was roagh, rough—all featherwhite,
and the big rock at the corner boiling
like a ketile. DBat it is the ignorant
who have the most of bolduess. The
demoiselle Meolair she was not solid in
the canoe. She made a jump and a
loud ecreamn. I did my possible, but
the sea was too high. We took in of
the water about five buckets. e
were very wet. After that we make
the camp : and while I sit by the fire
to dry my clothes I smoke for comfort.
‘“ Mees Meelair she comes to me once
more. ‘ Patrique,’ she says with a sad
voice, ‘| am sorry that a nice man, so
good, so brave, is married to a thing
80 bad, so sinful " At first I am mad
when I hear this, because I think she
means Angelique, my wife ; butim
mediately she goes on : * You are mar
ried to the smoking. That is sinful,
it is a wicked thing. Christians do
not smoke. There is mone of the to
bacco in heaven. The men who use it
cannot go there. Ah, Patiique, do
you wish to go to hell with your pipe ?”
*[ said, m'sieu’,” replied Patrick,
lifting his hand to his forehead,” ** that
I must go where the good God pleased
to rend me, and that I would have
much joy to go to the same place with
our cure, Pere Girard, who is a great
semoker. I am sure that the pipe of
comfort is no sin to that holy man when
he returns, some cold night, from the
vigiting of the sick—it is not #in, not
more than the soft chair and the warm
fire. It harms no oune, and it makes
quietness of mind. For me, when I
see m'sieu’ the cure sitting at the door
of the presbytere, in the evening cool-
ne:s, smoking the tobacco, very peace
ful, and when he say to me, ‘Good-
day, Patrique ; will you have a pipe
ful ?' I cannot think that is wicked—
no !"
‘““ Well then,” 1 asked, ‘‘what did
ghe say finally to turn you? What
was her laat argument? Come, Pat,
you must make it & little shorter than
she did.”
““In five words, m'sieu,’ it was this:
‘The tobacco causes the poverty.’ The
fourth day—you remind yourself of the
long, dead water below the Rapide
Gervaie? It was there. All the day
she spoke to me of the money that goes
to the smoke, Three paistresthe month.
Twenty four the year. Three hun-
dred—yes, with the interest, more
than three hundred in ten years. Two
thousaund plastres in the life of the man!
Then she asks me if I have been at
Quebec? No. It I would love to go?
Of course, yes. For two years of the
smoking we could go, the good wife
and me, to Quebee, and see the grand
oity, and ths shops, ¢ the many
people, and the cathedral, and per
haps the theatre. And at the asylum
of the orphans we could seek one of the
little found childven to bring home
with us, to b» our own: for m'sieu’
knows it is the sadness of our house
that we have no child. Dut it was not
Moes Meelair who said that—no, she
would not understand that thought.
And o I have thrown away the pipes.
I smoke no more. The money of the
tobacco is for (Juebec and for the littie
found child. I have already cighteen
piastres and twenty sous in the old box
of cigars on the chimuey-piece at the
house. This year will bring more.
The winter after the next, if we have
the good chance, we go to the city, the
good - wife and me, and we come
home with the little boy—or may be the
little girl. Does m'sieu’ approve ?”
“You are a man of virtue, Pat,”
gaid I ; ““and since you will not take
your share of tobacco on this trip, it
shall go to the other men ; but you
shall have the money instead, to put
into your box on the mantelpiece. d
I am bound to say that Patrick was
not at his best that year as a fisherman,
He was as ready to werk, as interested,
as eager as ever ; but he lacked stead-
iness, persistence, patience. He did
not appear to be able to sit still in the
canoe.
There was only one thing that
would really keep him quiet, and that
was a conversation about Quebec.
The glories of that wonderful city en-
tranced his thoughts. He was already
floating, in imagination, with the vast
throngs of people that filled its splendid
streets, looking up at the stately
houses and churches with their glitter-
ing roofs of tin, and staring his fill at
the magnificent shop-windows, where
all the luxuries of the world were dis
played. e had heard that there weie
more than a hundred shops—separate
shops for all kinds of separate things :
one for groceries, and one for knives
and axes, and one for guns, and many
shops where they sold only jewels—
gold rings, and diamonds, and forks
of pure silver. Was it not so? He
pictured himself, side by side with his
good wife, in the salle a manger of the
Hotel Richelieu, ordering their dinner
from a printed bill of fare. Side by

tobacco i3 a poison? Youm are commit-
ting the murder of yourself, Then she

this ?
your pipes away.
in your pocket ?”

is different.
and simple.
the one you gave me two years ago on
the Metabetchouan, when we got the
big caribou.
I keep it always for the remembrance.”

small, square object in the other pocket
of the coat.
cake of Virginia leaf.
I held it up, and looked at Patrick.
13 bagan to explain eagerly :

m'sieu’ ; but it is not for the smoke, as
you suppose.
the self victory.
piece of temptation.
are not cut.
I think how it is good, then I speak to
myself :
long time, this little piece of temptation,
porhaps until we have the boy at our
house—or maybs the girl."”

leaf and Patrick's virtue must have
been severe during the last ten days of
our expedition ; for the evening pipe,
after supper, seemed to comfort the
men unspeakably.

liked to get on the leeward side of as
many pipes as possible, and as near as
he could to the smokers.
this kept away the mosquitos.
he would sit, with the smoke drifting
full in his face, both hands in his
pockets, talking about Quebec.

and fishing for that year.
the unext
through a halt-dozen small lakes and
streams,in a farming country, on our
way home.
kept his souvenir pipe between his lips
a good deal of the time, and puffed at
vacancy.
In his conversa
peculiar satisfaction on the thought of
the money in the cigar box on the
mantel-piece at St. Gerome.
piastres and twenty
And with the addition to be made from
the tobacco not smoked during the past
mouth, it would amount to more than
twenty-one piastres ;
the cigar-box as if it were in the bank
at Chicoutimi !
to fill the empty pipe with fragrance.

side they were watching the wonders
of the play at the Theatre de 1'Etoile

kneeling before the gorgeous altar in
the cathedral.
gtanding silent, side by eide, in the
asylum of the orphans, loc king at
brown eyes aud blue, at black hair and
strong, The men who smcke the tobac- | yellow curls, at fat legs and rogy
cheeks
“That must have frightened you | the Mother Superior showed off tho

| little boys and girls for them to choose. |
This affair of the choice was always a
“ But no, m’sieu ; this time I con- | delightful diflizulty, and here his

Aund then they were

and laughing wouths, whiie

ucy

for now it is Mees | loved to hang in suspense, vibrating i
between rival joys.

One day, when we were pml.’lingi
|

home to our tents among the birch-
trees, one of those unexprected storms
same up ; and Patrick, thoughttul of |
my comfort as ever, insisted on giving |
me his coat to put around my dripping
shoulders.
stead of a coat for him, he sai!; it
would keep him warm to his bores.
As 1 slipped the garment over my ba k,
gomothing hard fell fiom one of the
pockets into the bottom of the canoe.
[t was & brier-wood pipe.

|

The paddling would b in-

“Aha! Pat,” I cried;

You said you had thrown all
How does this come
“ But, m'sien’,”” he answered, ‘‘ this
This is not the pipe pure
It is a souvenir. It is
I could not reject this.

At this moment my hand fell upon a

I pulled it out. It was a
Without a word

“Yes, certainly, it is the tobacco,
It is for the virtue, for
I call this my little
Sae ; the edges
I smell it only ; and when
“Quebec !” It will last a

The conflict between the Virginia

Patrick, I noticed about this time,

He said that
There

At last came the end of our hunting
We spent
two days in voyaging

I observed that Patrick

It seemed to soothe him.
tion he dwelt with

Fighteen
sous already !

and all 2s safe in
That reflection seemed

When we came out of the mouth of
La Belle Riviere a thick column of
gmoke rose from somewhere in its
peighborhood. ** it is on the beach,” |
gaid the men ; ‘‘ the boys of the village
aceustom themselves to burn the rub
bich there for a bonfire.” But as our
canoes danced lightly forward ove
waves and came nearer to the place, it
was evident that the smoke came from
the village itself. t was a conflagra
tion, but not a geuneral one; the
houses were 0o scattered and the day
too still for a fire to spread. What
could it be? Perhaps the blacksmith
ghop, perhaps the bakery, perhaps the
old tumble down barn of the little
Tremblay ? It was not a large fire,
that was certain, DBut where was it
precisely ?

The question, becoming more and
more anxious, was answered when we
arrived at the beach. A handful of
boys, eager to be the bearers of news,
hed spied us afar off, and ran down to
the shore to meet us.

“Patrique ! Patrique !" they shout-
ed in Eaglish, to make their import-
ance as great as possible in my eyes.
¢ Come 'ome kveek ; yo' 'ouse ees hall
burn !"

““Wat!" cried Patrick. ‘*Monjee !"
And ha drove the canoe ashore, leaped
out, and ran up the bank toward the
village as if he were mad. The other
men followed him, leaving me with the
boys to unload the canoes and pull
them up on the sand, where the waves
would not chafe them,

Thig took some time, and the boys
helped me willingly. ** Est ees not
need to 'urry, m’sien’,” they assured
me ; ‘‘dat 'ouse to ’atrique Mouliar-
que ees hall burn’ seence t'ree hour.
Not'ing lef’ bot de hagh.”

Ag soon as possible, however, I piled
up the stuff, covered it with one of the
tents, and leaving it in charge of the
steadiest of the boys, took the road to
the village and the site of the Maison
Mullarkey.

It had vanished completely ; the
walls of gquared logs were gone ; the
low, curved roof had fallen ; the door-
step with the morning-glory vines
climbing up beside it, had sunk out of
pight ; nothing remained but the dome
of the clay oven at the back of the
house, and a heap of smoldering em-
bers.

Patrick sat beside his wife on a flat
stone that had formerly supported the
corner of the porch. His shoulder

‘¢ what is | pouring ocut now in full volume. It

easily explicable on :

hed his arm around her a moment be-
tove [ came up. His passion and griel
had calmed themselves down vow, and
he was quite tranquil,  In his leit hand
ne held the cake of Virginia leaf, in
s right his knife, and between his
knees the brierwood, which he was fill
ing with great deliberation,

““What a misfortune!” I cried
“Tae pretty house is gone! 1 awm so
gorry, Patrick. Aud the box of money
on the mantelpiece, that is gons, too, I
fecar—all your gavings., What a ter-
rible misfortune! How did it hap-
pen?”

*1 cannot tell,” he answered, rathu.
glowly, ‘It is the good God. And
He has left me my Angelique. Algo,
m'sieu,’ you ses "—here he went over
to the pile of ashes, and pulled out a
fragment of charred wood with a live
coal at the end—'‘ you see '—puff,
puff—* he has given me "—puff, puff
— ‘' a light for my pipe again "—pulff,
puff, puff !

The fragrant, friendly smoke was

enwreathed his head like drifts of cloud
around the rugged top of a mountain
at sunrise. I could see that his face
was spreading into a smile of ineffable
coutentment,

“My faith !” said I, * how can you
be so cheerful 7 Your house is in
ashes ; your money is burned up ; the
voyage to (Quebec, the visit to the
asylum, the little orphan—how can you
give it all up so easily ?"

““Well,” he replied, taking the pipe
from his mouth, with fingers curling
around the bowl, acif they loved to
feel that it was warm once more—
*“ well, then, it would be more hard, 1
suppose, to give it up not easily. And
then, for the house, we shall build a
new one this fall; the neighbors will all
help. Anud for the voyage to Quebec—
without that we may be happy. And
as regards the little orphan, I will tell
you frankly'—here he went back to
his seat upon the flat stone, and settled
himselt with an air of great comfort
beside hig partner—*‘ 1 tell you, in con-
fidence, Angelique demands that I pre-
pare a particular furniture at the new
house. Yes, itisa cradle; butit is
not for the little orphan.”

It was late in the following summer
when I came back again to St. Ger-
ome. There was the new house, &
little farther back from the road than
the old one ; and there was Patrick,
sitting on the door step, smoking his
pipe in the cool of the day. Yes;and
there, on a many-colored coun‘erpane
spread beside him, an infant joy of the
house of Mullarkey was sucking its
thumb, while its father was humming
the words of an old slumbering song.
““Hola ! Patrick,” I cried; ‘‘good-
luck to you ! Is it a girl or a boy ?”

“ Salut! m'sien’,” he answered,
jumping up and waving his pipe. “It
is a girl and a boy !"

Sure enough, as I entered the door I
beheld Angelique rocking the other
half of the reward of virtue in the new
cradle.—Adapted from The Century.
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** Christian Science.’

Prof. James Main Dixon, of Wash
ington Unpiversity, St. Louis, Mo.,
writes strongly against that monu-
mental humbug, ** Christian Science, '
falsely so-called, in last week's Inde
pendent. He graphically describes
“ An Evening with the Christian Scien
whose unpoetical hymns offend
his literary feeling as much as their
! alleged **demonstrations " of healing
{ offend his scientific mind aund practical
comimon

tists,”

nse. MOSU O 1ho Cages alo

1 originally in
correct diagnosis, a as for the cure
of the habitual inebriate, that, as he
truly says, ‘' is exactly such a case as
spiritual methods can attack, and suc
cessfully.” He asks:

atate of mind
this, be relied
si3 or a correct

How could a woman,
that produce uch
upon either for a correc
diagnosis ?—

* 1t is the str and narrow way
That leads hat eternal day :
That turns my darkness into light,
That buries wrong and hounors right.

And he continnes : —

A profitable and living Christian theology
depends for its existeuce on a correct and en-
lightened exegesis ; a profitable and progressive
medical science depends on care and :_aklll in
diagnosis. Both of these characteristics are
evidently completely absent from Christian
Seience : and 1 leave the room feeling that my
friend’s objection to this new faithis valid. It
i not Christianity, and it is not science.

It is hard to have patience with this
delusion to which so many valuable
lives have been sacrificed. Yet its fol
lowers multiply apace in this material
age—tha extreme of superstition touch-
ing the extreme of incredulity. —Bos-
ton Pilot.

i sl i

There are a quarter of a million
Masses seid every morning in the
Catholic churches of the world. What
an entrancing spectacle of Unity is
represented by this fact in these days
of crumbling creeds. and multiplied
digsensions ! To bring millions of
human hearts, with all their disrupt-
ing forces, together and to set them all
atune to the one devotional note, is the
master-work of the Iloly Spirit!—The
Missionary.

THE LIQUOR AND DRUG HABITS,

We guarantee to every victim of the liquor
or drug habit, no matter how bad the case,
that when our new vegetahle medicine is
taken as directed, all desire for liquor or
drugs is removed within_ three days, and a
permanent cure effacted in three weeks,
The medicine is takan privately and without
interfering with business duties. Immediate
results—normal appatite, slesp and clear
brain, and health improved in every way.
Indisputable testimony sent gealed, Wein-
vite strict investigation, Address The Dixon
Cure Co., No 40 Park Avenue (near Milton
street), Montreal,

was close to Angelique's—so close

du Nord, Side by side they were ' that it looked almost as if he must have
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How Far do the Duties of One Apply
to the Requirements of the Qiher,
I1ig Eminerce Cardinal Gibbons is
among the contributors to the Liadies'
Home Journal for January. The
Cardinal’s theme is indicated by a
briei introductory note by the editor,
in which he says:

“ It is clearly apparent from the let
ters received from youug men thata
large number of them are in douh: as
to Christian living. Toey desire to
live earnest Christian lives, but are
inexperienced.  To the mature Christ
ian their questions may seemn trivial
But these young men are neither ma
ture nor experienced. Taeir minds
are filled with doubts. Some time
ago, being impressed with the gravity
of these conditions, I compiled four
questions, taken from as many letters
written by young men, and sabmitted
them to a few leading Christian
teachers and divines,”

The questions sent out by the editor
are : First. Whether a young man
employed on a Sunday morning news
paper can be a conscientious Caris
tian.

Second. Whether a young man can
be an actor and yet a Christian

Third, Whether a young man with
dear ones depending on bhim for sup
port is justified in working on Sunday
when such work is necessary to retain
his position.

Fourth. The next young man asks
pointedly : ‘‘How far can I enter
into amusements which the doctrines
of some of our churches oppose and
yet lead a Caristian life? I play
dance music, for example, asa profes -
sion.”’

Hie Eminence does not answer the
questions categorically, but his reply
is clear and comprehensive. He
writes :

““The obligations and duties of the
Christian life are not all external.
They are mainly malerial and must
proceed from the heart. There is no
virtue in one's daily actions unless it
be first established in the soul and is
only an external expression of the
soul's convictions or prolongation of
heartfelt sentiments. Yet the exter
pal practice of Christian virtues and
the performance of Chiistian duties
pertain to the integrity if notto the
essential character of the Christian life
The interior sentiments soon perish
without external expression, as life
and bodily powers become extinct with
out due and proper exercise or employ
ment.

« However, as the external dutids
are not absolutely and under all cir
cumstances essential, they vary both in
number and frequency, according to
environments and opportunities. A
business man cannot do all that =
clergyman is expected to do, a man in
trade not what 2 man in leisure cen
accomplish, nor a man of the world ali
that is possible and easy to one who
keeps himself from society. Bat all,
no matter where, no matter what their
engagementsand secular pursuits, how
little or how much time they can call
their own, can and are obliged to per
form daily acts of prayer aund religicn
and accomplish many duties of virtue
and charity. Thereis no condition «f
life which is incompatible with the dic-
tates and principles and precepts «f
the Christian life. IEvery one cannct
be a monk or a nun ; every one ca
not spend long hours in prayer nor a
tend all the church gervices. DBat with

stances

and all temptations and circom

sere ny, very many
every rapk and walk of human life.
That there are not me s due to the
lack of individual «ffort and energy.”
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““ The influnence of Christain virtue
or Christian perfection, since to every
man issaid, ‘ Be you therefore perfect,
as also your Heavenly Father is per
fect,” must be carried intothe marts of
trade and into the counting room, int
the workshop and on the stage
Musie, art, professions are no bars to its
workings. LEverywhere can we repress
our tendencies, curb our passions and
measter our desires and inclinations
Some, indeed, have greater tempta
tions than others ; many have severe
and grave obstacles to overcome aud
serious difficulties to encounter, while
others have but a few, and those com
paratively light. Bat God ‘will not
guffer you to be tempted above that
which you are able ; but will make also
with temptation issue, that you may be
able to bear it.’

It is required that a man be
strong, courageous, determined, earn
est and active. We can always suc
ceed if our will be right. We are the
arbiters of our own destinies, and our
own wills condemn us or raise us to the
gkies. God will help him who helps
himself, and every man can be honest,
upright, pure and conscientious if he
g0 wills and determines, in spite of any

sprepy CURE TrREATMENT for tortur
tel

uring e, burning, and scaly &l and sl
disc 088 of huir. Wwarm baths with €t
TIOU $ gentle applieations of CUTICURA
(oir nt W full doses of Curteura Res=ol

1 Luiwl of blood puritiers and huwor cures

To sold throughout the world, PorTeR
v & Ciiew. Corr., Sole Props., Boston.
D'l;!rn b ﬁnw‘m Cure [tehing 8kin Dircases, fice.

No adulteration. Never cakes.

RED ROUGH HANDS ®*f5tsicini doir

Hobbs Mig, Cs,
London, Ont

RK FOR DESIGNE

WEBSTER'S
DICTIONARY AN
THE CATHOLIC RECORD
Artm—— FOR ONE YEAR

o $4.00

h the publishers we
ber of the above
sh a copy to sach

sar stande
are Inchas

e regular selllng
h erciofore been

ered free of all
must be accome

HOLIC RECORD,
LONDON, ONN

« /-
Concordia ¥ineyards
SANDWICH, ONT.

ALTAR WINE A SPECIALTY

ar
For 1 information address

ERNEST GIRARDOT & CO

BANDWICH, ONT,

REID’S HARDWARE

For Grand Rapids Oarpet Sweepers,
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