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PANES CELERY COMPOUND

Makes and Keeps People Well and Strong

in the Summer Time.

e Jdnly Medicine That Can Meet
Your Expectations.

ake No Substitute
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Simplest Religion

Practical and Pointed Sermon
by Rev. Henry Drummond.

You can unlock a man’s whole life if
you watch what words he uses most.
We have each a small set of words,
which, though we are scarce aware of
it, we always work with, end which
really express all that we mean by life,
or have found out of it. ¥or such
words embalm the past for us. They
have become ours by a natural selec-
tion, throughout our carecr, of all that
8 richest and deepest in our experience.
8 our vocabulary is our history, and
our favorite words are ourselves.

Did you ever notice Christ’s favorite
words? If you have, you must have
been struck by two things—their sim-
Iplicity and their fewness. Some half-
dozen words embaim all his theology,
a these are, without exception, hum-
ble, \elementary, simple monosyllables.
These are words that are used almost
flippantly in the desecration of every
Jday, but it sometimes takes a whole
lifetime to fully Tealize them, to fully
eq’ted into and live their infinite possi-
bilities. They are such words as these:
world, life, trust, love.

But none of these was the greatest
word of Christ. His great word was
new to veliglon.
here, when he came, rich enoug
carry the
to men.
one of the grandest
anguage, and trans
4t back to the worl

ansformad, as the
new religion. That word was Father.

The world’s obligation to the Lord
Jesus is that he gave us that wor‘d.
We should never have dared to say it.
It i a pure revelation. Surely it is
the most touching sight, of the world’s
past, to see God's only begott
coming down from heaven to try to
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says the same, only less intelligently,
that life is a sleep, a dream, a shadow.
It is a vapor that appeareth for a little
and vanisheth away; a meteor hovering
for a moment between two unknown
eternities; bubbles which form and
burst upon the river of time. This phil-
osophy explains nothing. It is taking
refuge in mystery. Whither am I go-
ing? Virtually, the poet answers, “I
am going to the Unknown.”

(b) The atheist’s answer is just the
opposite. He knows no unknown. He
understands all, for there is nothing
more that we can see or feel. Life is
what matter is; the soul is phosphorus.
Whither am I going? “I go to dust,”
he says; “death ends all.” And this
explains nothing. It Is worse than a
mystery. It is contradiction. It is ut-
ter darkness.

(¢) But the Christian’s answer ex-
plains something. Where is he going?
“1 go to my Father.” This is not a
definition of his death—there is no
death in Christianity; it is a definition
of the Christian life. Ail the time it
is a going to the Father. Some travel
swiftly, some are long upon the road,
some meet many pleasant adventures
by the way, others pass through fire

i | eril; I 4
Siere 56 90 Wil | nd peril; but though the path be short

or winding, and though the pace be

s ! quick or slow, it is, in the end -
new truth he was bringing, nd, a go
So he imported into religion !
words of human |
red it, and g8ave | @arlj

e | Earlier
d illuminated and |
watchword of the!

ing to the Father.

Sooner or later we find out that life
is not a holiday, but a disciplinc.
or later we all discover that
the world is not a playground. It is
quite clear God means it for a school.

| The moment we forget that, the puz-

en Son |

teach the stammering, dumb inhahil-‘
ants of this poor planet to put their |

grust in him, and to say

It is that word which has gathered
ithe great family of God together;
when we come face 1O face with the
real, the solid and the moving in our
religion, it is to find all its complexity
resolvable into this simplicity, that

“Our Father.” ;

{ clap
and -

|
i

| far less than

God, whom others call King Eternal, |

Infinite Jehovah, is, after all, our
Father, and we are his children.

This, after all, is religlon. And to
live daily in the full living acceptance
of this simplicity is to live like Christ.

Not one man in a hundred, probably,
has a central word in his Christian
life, and the consequence is this, that
there is probably nothing in the world
so disorderly and slipshod as personal
gpiritual experience.

Now the thing which steadied Christ’s
jife was the thought that he was going
to his Father. This one thing gave
3t unity, and harmony, and success. In
4ts beginning and iu its end, from
learly time when he spoke of
Fatner's business till he finished
work that had been given him to

the
do,
‘eumstance, was simply this, “I go to
my Father.”

It we take this principle
own

ipoints that cover the sum of all living:
It explains life. 2. It gustains life.
(8. It completes life.

1. It explains life. Few men, I sup-
pose, do not feel that life needs ex-
plaining. We think we see through
 gome things in it—partially;
of it, even to the wisest mind, is enig-
- matic. Those who know it best are

. who st nd upon the mere rim of the
. yortex donfess thet even for them it

overdpread with cloud and shadow. { nearly ail men know to do more than |

| So, till we do all that
. we know, God retains the balance till |

L What §s wmy life?
; sdo I come? These are the
uestions which are not worn down
[ yet, although
ndled them for many centuries.
To these questions there are but
th answers—one by the poet, the
‘gther by the athiest, the third by the

|

|
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|
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i side it, instead of the path of thorms. '
Vee . Often and often thus,
o

his |

into our '
lives, we shall find Its infiluence !

 gell upon us in three ways—three vital | plains is, why there is so much that

) plained it all, there is much left.

but most |

Whither do. I go? |

the whole world has !

|

| our eye ten times more.

zle of life begins. He has a perfectly
overpowering and explicible solicitude
for our education, and because he
loves us, he comes into ithe school
gometimes and speaks to us. He may
speak very seftly and gently, or very
loudly. Sometimes a look is enough,

and we understand it, like Peter, and |
i would not be so important as the Battle |

go out at once and weep = bitterly.

Sometimes the voice is like a thunder- |
S
3ut |

startling a summer night.
of one thing we may be sure: the task
he sets us is never measured by our
delinquency. The discipline may seem
our desert, or even to

God's solicitude
sured solely by God’'s love;
solely that the scholar may be better
educated when he arrives at his Fath-
er.
ation for meeting the Father.

When we see him, we must speak
to him. We have that language to
learn. And that is, perhaps, why God
makes us pray so much. We lose our
vay, perhaps, on the way 20 the
Father. The road is rough, and we
choose the way with the flowers be-

for our progress; niea-

carelessly or
purposely, we lose the way. So the
Lord Jesus has to come and look for
us. And he may have to lead us

i 10, | through desert and danger before we
his life, completely disrobed of all cir-|

regain the road—before we are as we
were—and the  voice says to us sadly
once more, “This is the way to the
Father.”

The other thing which this truth ex-

is unexplained. have ex-
All
our knowledge, it is said, is but differ-
ent degrees of darkness. Therefore,
patience. ‘“What I do thou dost not
know, but thou shalt know. Hereafter,
thou shalt know.” Hereafter, because

After we

Lh; chief jov of life is to have some- |
. thing to look forward to.

| the most, bewildered by 1It, and they | after, for a deeper reason.

But, here-
Knowledge
is only
only

‘gi\'en for action.
exists for doing; and, already,
they really do.

we can use it.
the hereafter, more shall be given,
proportionate to the vaster sphere and
the more ardent energies.
Secondly, and in a few words, this
sustzins ife. ‘
A year or two ago some of the great-

hristian.
i (a) The poet tells us, and philosophy, ! est and choicest minds of this country
% 2 i 3
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But it is not |
measured by these—it is measured by i

measured |

The discipline of life is a prepar- |

Knowing |

In the larger life ofl

labored, in the pages of one of our
{ magazines, to answer the question, “Is

for religion some thought, that the
keenest intellects of the mineteenth
century should be stirred with themes
like this. It was not so; it was the
surest proof of the utter heathenism
of our age. Is life worth living? As
well ask, Is eir worth breathing? The
real question is this—taking the de-

worth while going to the Father?
There is nothing to sustain life but
this thought.
Take even an extreme case and you
will see how. Take the darkest, sad-

history. That was Jesus Christ’s. See
what this truth practically was to
nim. It gave him a life of absolute
composure in a career of most tragic
trials—and never deserted him.

You have noticed often, and it is in-
expressibly touching,

him,
| this.
{ near—as
John reveal
clinging tenderness
most every second
{ Father.”
stay in life.
soul, work

he fleans more and more upon
the memorable chapters in

he alludes in al-
sentence to “My

It provides rest for his
for his character, an ob-

Christian
who is out

for his ambition. The
is like the pearl diver,
of the sunshine for
ing his shert day and rocks and weeds
and dangers at the bottom of the
ocean. 'Does he desire to spend his
tife there? No: but his Master desires
jt. Is his life there? No, it is up
above. A communication is open to the
surface, and the fresh pure iife comes
down to him from God. Ishe not wast-
ing time there? He is gathering pearls
for his Master’'s crown. But, will he
always stay there? When this last
pearl is gathered the**“Come up higher”
i will beckon him away, and the weights
'-wh‘i\c.h kept him down will become an
| exceeding welght of glory, and e will
go, he and these pearls he brings with
him, to his Father.

Trial to the Christian is training for
all eternity; he is perfectly contented,
for he knows that “he who loveth his
life in this world shall lose it; but he
that hateth his life in this world shall
keep it unto life eternal.” He is keeping
his life, keeping it pure and sacred, till
he gets to the Father.

TII. Lastly, in a word,
pleteg Life.

‘Life has been defined as a going to the
TFather. It is quite clear that there must
come & time, in the history of all those
who live this life, when they reach the
Father. This is the most glorious mo-
ment of life.

On this side we call that death.
means reaching the Father. It is not
departure: it 1is arrival; not sleeping,
but waking. No, as we watch a life
which l& going to the Father, '‘we can-
not think of night, of gloom, of dusk
and sunset. It is life which is the night
and death is sunrise.

Theae words have a different empha-
sis ‘to different persons. There are three
classes to whom they come with a
peculiar emphasis:

1. They speak to those who are stay-
ing away from God. “I do not wonder
at what men sufier,” says Ruskin,
often wonder at what they lose. My
fellow-pilgrim, you do not know what
you are losing by not going to the Fa-
ther. You live in an appalling ‘mys-
tery. You have nothing to explain your
life nor to sustain it; no boundary line
on the dim horizon to complete it. When
life is done you are going to leap into
the dark. You will cross the dark river
and land on the farther shore alone.
No one will greet you. You and the
jinhabitant of Eternity will be stran-
gers. Will you not today arise and go
to your Father?

2. They speak, next, to all God’s peo-
ple. Let us remember that we are go-
ing to the Father. Even now we are
the sons of God. Oh, let us live like it—
more simple, uncomplaining, useful,
separate, joyful, as those who march
with music, yet sober &g those who are
to oxmpany with Christ. The road is
heavy—high road and low road—but
we shall soon be home.
‘a sure arrival in our Father’s hcuse.

8. And this voice whispers yvet one
more message to the mourning.
death end all? Is it well with the child?
It ig well. The last inn by the road-
side has been passed—that is all. and a
voice called to us, “Good-bye! I g0 To
my Father.”

A GREAT BATILE!

That Is Being Fought by Cana-
dians on Canadian 8oil.

this com-

| The Forces of Dyspepsia Have Attacked
ourPeople—But With the Assistance
of Dodd's Dyspepsia Tablets, We Can
Basily Drive Them Back.

The war between the United States
| and ‘Spain, if it continued for a thou-
1 sand years, would not produce a battle
so momentous—all its battles together

of Life.
Tf vou
| Life you mus
. senses, perfect vigor,
| 8Y and ambition.
|  Dyspepsia Kills these needful quali-
| ¢ies. You can’t succeed if you are con-
stantly tortured by dyspepsia or indi-
| gestion
| © But you can: get rid of dyspepsia, in-
. digestion, biliousness, sour g#tomach, or
| any other ailment of stomach or diges-
ive organs by &imply taking one or

two of Dodd’s Dyspepsia Tablets after |

each meal.

Dodd’s Dyspepsia Tablets banish in- ;

’_dig&s-ti,n ang dyspepsia.
| perfect digestion.

! With a perfect digestion go a strong,
;hea‘.thy body, a, clear, capable brain,
| vigor, am'bition, determination, energy.
» getivity, keen alert senaes. bodd’s Dys-
pepsia Tablets insure all these.

Dodd’s Dyspepsia Tablets have never
failed to cure any or all of the diseases
named when they
tried. They cannot fail.

i If you don’t believe it—TEST THEM.

i Tley’ll convince you by curing vou.

A Dod'd’s Dyspepsia Tablets are sold by

all druggists at 50 cents a Dbox,
boxes $2 50, or sent, on receipt of price,

They insure

3

by The Dodds Medicine Company, Lim- |

ited, Toronto.

WHY THEY TARRIED.
[Leslie’s Weekly.]
0Old Lady—Here! What are
' men doing in my front yard?
Weary Willle—We'resa-waitin’

yotr

“git a job cuttin’ it.

| Piles ! Piles! Itching Piles.
Symptoms: Moisture, intense itch-
ing and stinging, mostly at night;
! worse by scratching. &
continue, tumors form,

Swayne’s Ointment stops the itching
' and bleeding, heals ulceration, and in
| most cases removes the tumors. All

druggists, or by mall, 50 cents. Dr.

Swayne & Son, Philadelphia, Lyman

Sons & Co., Montreai. whoiesale agents,

i Life Worth Living?”’ It was a triumph

finition of life here suggested—Is it
And it does sustain life. |

dest, most pathetic life in the world’s |

how as his life |
narrows, and troubles thicken around |

And when the last days draw |

them to us—with what |
This is the Christian’s only |
ject, an unconceivably sublime object, |

a little, spend-

It}

oy

God yrant us |

Did |

would win in the Battle of
t have a ciear brain, keen |
shrewdness, ender- !

have bheen fairly |

six .

fel |
yer grass ter grow, lady, so’s we Kkin !

If allowed to |

which often |
. bleed and uicérate, becoming very sore.

f 00000000000000

Boys and Gii‘ls.
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Coals of Fire.

Nellie stood by the kitchen table
watching mamma make cake. It was
a bright, clear Saturday morning, and
almost any other time Nellie would
have been outdoors at play, but she
| was very much interested in some-
thing mamima was doing, so she pre-
ferred to stay in the Kitchen and
watch her.

Mamma had been making ginger-

bread cakes, and just now she was
decorating a most remarkable ginger-
bread soidier. He was a very hnerce-
looking solaier, with his features
plainly defined in pink and white icing,
and a row of buttons down the front
of his coat, with epaulets that gave
i him a very martial air.
“Onh! Oh! he's just beautiful;” ex-
| claimed Nellie, in delight, as mamma
| put in the finishing touch by giving
him a heavy mustache. “Oh, isn’t he
| & splendid coal of fire?”

Mamma laughed, as if she thought
the soidier was a very funny coal of
fire, but she knew what Nellie meant.
Yesterday the little girl had come home
' from scncol in tears to tell her mam-
ma how hard she had been working
to get her examples for Monday done
that afterncon thrat she might have
all Saturday to herself, and just when
she got them finished, her deskmate
rubbed a wet sponge over the slate
and spoiled all her work.

“Wasn’t it too mean for anything
she said, angrily. *I do think Mary
Neil is just the meanest, hate—"’

“Hush, dear,” said mamma, gently.

“Well, mammnia, it's every word of it
true,” insisted Nellie. “And I'm just
going to pay he back, so 1 am.
wish I knew of some way.”

“Perhaps 1 cawny help
mamma.

Nellie forgot to cry,
! ment, and she stared at her mother
with wide-open eyes. She could
scarcely believe her ears. Was her
mother actually going to help her re-
venge herself upon Mary for her un-
kind act?

But mamma’s next words made her
meaning plain. 1t was not in the way
that Nellie had expected that she was
going to help her.

“Suppose you try the effects of
‘coals of fire?” suggested mamma.

“1’d like to, if they were real, live,
burning coals,” she answeired; “but I
know you don’t mearr that. You mean
that I must do something kind to her;
but indeed, mamma, it wouldn’t do her
any good. She's always teasing me,
and it wouldn't make her a bit better
to be kind to her.”

“Have you ever
mamma.

“No'm,” answered Nellie,

“Then suppose you try it, just for
once.”

“Well, I'll try, but I know just what
it will amount to,” said Nellle, very
positively.

“1'11 tell you what would be a nice
coal,” she exclaimed, after a minute’s
thought. “Won’t you make me a
lovely gingerbread cake to give her,
like ‘the ones you always make us on
Saturday? She hasn’t got any moth-
er, you Kknow, and her aunt mnever
makes her anything nice.”

So mamma made the gingerbread sol-
dier the next morning when she was
doing her Saturday pbaking, and Nellie
was actually anxious for Monday
morning to come when she might see
Mary’s surprise when she should give
it to her. $She was surprised to fina
how her angry feelings were fast dis-
appearing, and Monday morning,when
she careiully wrapped up her soldier
and started off to school, she watched
for Mary as eagelly as if she had heen
her best friend.

When she reached the school house
| she found that Mary was already
{ there, putting her desk in order. Nel-
lie slipped quietly up behind her and
| put the soldier in her hands.
| Mary gave an exclamation of de
lighted surprise, and then ., looked
around to see
cake.

“Don’t you like it?” said Nellie,
smiling brightly. “My mamma ;madf
it Saturday on purpose
you.”

For a moment Mary did not ans
wer; then she threw her arms around
Nellie’s neck.

“I'm just ashamed to take it, after
I have been s0 mean to yomn,” she
whispered. “But I won't ever, ever
tease you again as long as I live.”

Nellie returned her embrace warmly.
delighted at the results of the ‘“coals
of fire,”’ and the two little girls soon
becayne warin friends, Anshead of
quarreling and finding fault with each
other as they
doing.

1 wish that every
girl could be persuaded to ;
plan when they have a grievance
against any of ‘their little compan-
jons, and I am sur
it the best way.—Early Days.
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in her amaze-

tried it?” asked

little boy and
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The Appeal of the Book.

The Library League of Cleveland,
Ohio, is a most interesting institu-
tion, and it is pleasant to see that it
| js extending to other cities. All chil-
idren of school age are eligible to it,
iand there are no initiation fees, and
]no membership dues; and in many
1 cases the members can obtain the use
| of public library books at an earlier
‘ erwise would. They
wear & distinctive badge, and sign a
pledge which binds them to handle
books carefully—not to mark them, or
turn down the corners of leaves, or to
misuse them in any way.

In Cleveland, at the end of nine
months from the organization of the
society, 15,000 children had been en-
rolled, and the league had had a de-
cidedly improving effect upon the pat-
ronage of the public library. :

To most people one of the interest-
ing things about this league is the
“appeal of the hook,” which is print-
ed on the pookmark used by the so-
ciety. It is the pathetic, and in most
cases effective, request of the book to
be well-treated by the reader. It runs
i as follows:

Please don’t
hands. I should feel ashamed to be
seen when the next boy borrowed me.

Or leave me out in the rain. Books
can catch cold as well as children.

Or make marks on me with ycur pen
or pencil. It would spoil my looks.

Or lean your elbows on me when you
ere reading me. It hurts.

Or open me and lay me face down
! on the table. You wouldn’t like to be
l treated so.

Or put between my leaves a pencil
or anything thicker than a single sheet
of paper. It would strain my back.

Whenever you are done reading me,
if you are afraid of losing your place,
don’t turn down the corner of one of
L my leaves, but have a neat fittle
| bookmark to put in where you stop-
{ ped, and then cloge me" and lay me

down on my side, so that I can have

a good, comfortable rest.

. Remember that I want to visit &
great many other littla boys after you

age than they oth

]
|
|
|
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had been in the habit of |

who had given her ihe
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write a prescription

welfare.
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HUMAN LIVES often depend on paysi-
cians’ prescriptions; hence, a doctor cannot

personal responsibility for his patient’s
The number of prominent a:r.l
successful physicians who daily prescribe

” .,:,l i - ! > o
BestTonic
and the uniform success derived from its

use, ate fitting testimonials of the efficacy
and popularity of this valuable tonic.

Your druggist sells it.

Canadian Depet: PABST MALT EXTRACT, 66 McGill Bt.,
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without a sense of
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are done with me, Besides, I may
meet you again some day, and you
would be sorry to see me looking old
and torn and soiled. Help me to keep
fresh and clean, and I will help you to
be happy.

R.RRP.%R!t&%ﬂﬁ%ﬁﬂ%ﬁ!&%ﬂ!ﬂ%&’!

E 1 Smile: A Laugh. §
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“Why did they fire that young type-
getter from the Wirald office?”’

“He i{ssued a war extra with big
headlines reading ‘Bottle of Vanllia,’
when the editor had -written ‘Battle
of Manila.””’

¥ % & ¥

A mnewspaper boy who in the dusk
of the afternoon was crying his wares,
“Globe, Sun, Star,” was approached
by a gentleman who facetiously asked
him for the Moon. The boy glanced
up at the pall of darkness overhang-
ing the city, and replied, “Not out
yet!” and continued crying the merits
of his various papers.

* % % ¥

“Have you selected your topic for a
graduation essay?”’ asked the dear
girl’s mother.

“yes. It is ‘The Injurious Re-
straints of Superstition, Ancient and
Modern.””’

“That’s very interesting. You must
get right to work on \§ e

“Oh dear, no! You wouldn’t have
me begin it on Friday, would you?”

¥ & & »

Mollie had been to church for the
first time, and on her return home her
grandmother asked her what she
thought of it.

“I like it very much,”
“but there was one
think was fair.”

“What was that, dear?’

“Why, one man did all the work and
another man took all the money.”

® & ® ¥

I have here,” he said, “the plans
and drawings of the greatest aerial
war machine ever invented.”

“How is it supposed to work?”’ asked
the editor, after he had examined the
design with considerable care.

“Qh, it isn’t supposed to work at
all,”” remarked the inventor with pleas-
ing frankness, “but you can see at a
glance how attractive it will look in
a newspaper or a magazine.”

* % % ¥

she replied,
thing I didn’t

«“When 1 was first married,’ says
Rev. Dr. Lorimer, pastor of Tremont
Temple, Boston, “I had my strict
ideas abount Sunday observance. Mrs.
Lorimer had a colored ‘aunty’ for cook;
and on the first Saturday after she
came I went into the kitchen and told

| her I did not want any Sunday work,

for me to givd .

|
|
|

i
i
:

try Nellie’s |

e that they will find |

handle me with d‘irty'

so she could prepare all meals for that
day beforehand. She didn’'t say ons
word while I was talking. Then she
looked up, and, pointing to the door,
exclaimed, ‘Now, look hyar, Marse
George, you jest go in dar and ’tend
to your Christianity, and leave me
‘tend to mah kitchen!” I went; and,
as near as 1 can remember, she had
hot dinners Sundays as 10ng as she
stayed with us.”

% 8 ¥

The wit of Willlam M. Evarts was
always celebrated, pbut occasionally he
met more than his match, as witness
this anecdote:

At a New England Society dinner
some years ago, Mark Twain had just
finished a piquant acddress, when Mr.
Evarts arose, shoved both his hands
down into his trousers pockets, as
was his habit, and laughingly re-
marked: “Doesn’t it strike this com-
pany as a little unusual that a pro-
fessional humorist should be funny?”’

Mark Twain waited until the laugh-
ter excited by this sally had subsided,
and then drawled out: “Doesn’'t it
strike this company as a little un-
usual that a lawyer should have both
his hands in his own pockets?”’

FOR BILIOUS AND NERVOUS DISORDERS
such as Wind and Painin the Stomach,
Giddiness, Fulness ajter meals, Head-
ache, Dizziness, Drowsiness, Flushings
of Heat, Loss of Appetite, Costiveness,
Biotches on the Skin, Cold Chills, Dis-
turbed Sleep, Frightful Dreams and all
Nervous and Trembling Sensations.

THE FIRST DORE WILL GIVE RELIEF
IN TWENTY MINUTES. Every sufferer
will acknowledge them to e

A WONDERFUL MEDICINE.

BEECHAM’S P1LLS, taken as direct-
ed, will quickly restore Females to com-
plete health. They promptly remove

obstructions or irregularities of the_sys-
tem and cure Sick Headache. Fora

Weak Stomach
Impaired Digestion

Disordered Liver
IN MEN, WOMEN OR CHILDREN

Beecham’s Pills are

Without a Rival

And have the

LARCEST SAL

of any Patent Medicine in the World.

SHIRT COLLARS IRONED STRAIGHT
Y 5o as not to hurt the neck. Stand up col-
lars ironed withont being broken in the wing.
Ties done to look like new. Give me a call. %t
ou are not suited no pay. Washing returned
n %4 hours. All hand work. Best in the city.
Parcels called for and delivered.

Lee Hing Laundry

487 Richmond Street.
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| FRUIT DISHES,

Don’t
Burn
Your

Rags

We use enormgus gquantities
in our paper mills. Sell your
rags to the nearest rag man.
We buy them and make them
into paper, which we sell
throughout Canade.

fie £ B. Edey Go., Limied.

lgammoth Mille

o e amuilton, Kingeto
uebec, Hami. n,
alifax, London, W o o,
anoouver, St. Johns, Niid.

L 244404

Neave:
Food

INFANTS AND INVALIDS

“An excellent Food, admirably
adapted to the wants of Infants
and Young Persons, and being
rich in Phosphates and Potash is
of the greatest utility in supply-
ing the bone-forming and other
indigpensable elements of food.”

Sig Cmas. A. Caxerox, M.D.

05 HAONAE O

Headquarters For

PEARL FRUIT KNIVES,
BERRY SPOONS,
BERRY SETS:
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&t Hull. Branches
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BISCUIT JARS.
FRUIT BASKETS.
ENGLISH GENUIKE ROGERS Al
SPOCNS ANG FORKS

At Manufacturers’ Prices.

@

102202 202 {02 ¢

Electric work of all
kinds call on

The
Ontario
Electric Co.,

141 King Street.
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SATISFACTORY WORK
B0,
MODERATE PRICES.
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Mammoth Livery

Hacks, Coupes, Landaus, Busses and Ligbt
Livery. o Horses. Sale and Boarding
Siable. Open day and night. Phone

lA. G. STROYAN _ —189-

Duandas 8%




