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4th Sanday after Epiphany
I §Su |r S. tius, Martyr,
2 ]f‘l w Pml-ﬂl:-tion of B.y\‘;. Mary.
3 |T. |w |S Dionysius, Pope. .
4 |W. |w. |S Andrew Corsini,
3 T. |r. |S. Agatha,
F. W. |S. Hyacinth Mariscotti
7 |S. W. |S, Romuald.
{; Su. | v
Purification. Vesper Hymn,
9 | M. |w. |S Zosimus. .
1o |T. |r. |Prayer of Our Lord in the Garden,
11 | W, | w. |Our Lady of Lourdes, ¢
12 |T. |r. |[S. Telesphore.
13 |F. |w. |[S. Gregory II.
14 | S, w. |S. Agatho, \
Sexagesima Sunday
15 | Su. | v. |Vesper Hymn ‘ Iste Confessor.”
16 | M. |w. |Blessed Gregory X. .
‘17 |T. |r. |Commemoration of the Passion of Our Lord.
F'18 | W. | w. |S. Raymund of Pennafort,
19 |T. |w |S. Titus
20 | F. |w. |[S. Cyril of Alexandria.
2t |S. w. |Seven Founders of the Servite Order.
Quinquagesima Sanday
22 FSu. |v. |V Hymn. ‘‘Iste Confessor.”
23 [ M, |w S.m Iﬁlm
24 | T. r. S. Mathias Apostle.
25 |W. |v. |Ash W y.
zg T. |w. |S. Margaret of Lortona.
2 B Ivr The Crown of Thorns of our Lord,
1 tl S. w. |S. Peter's Chair at Rome.

Septuagesima Sunday. }
At Principal Mass and at Vespers, Solemnity of the

Vesper Hymn “ Ave Maris Stella.”

‘“Ave Maris Stella.”
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Thell| HOME cIRCLE

AT HOME IS BEST.
The sun’s rim dips, the west

shows

gray;

The red kine_take their evening way
Slowly alohg a darkening wold
Whose skirts have.all but lost their

gold.
far the shepherd gathers i
His scattered flock, .and homeward
win
God's featheved songsters to - their
nest.
O east and west, Hame's best.

My life's sun si might falls, and I,

With faltering feet .ana slow, pass by,
Earth’'s traveler, soon no more to
_ roam. .

Home of my God, my Father's
home,

Let me direct my steps toward thee.

Where all is thromed, there all should

be, .
Not here, my heart, not here .thy
rest;

O east and west; Hame’s best!
&

THE HOME OF BEAUTY.
JIn my home, the Home ol Beauty,
I am happy all the day,
Discontent and care ard trouble
By love's smiles are ehased away,
In my home, the Home af Beauty,
Want and misery dare net stay.

HOW WOMEN EXCEL.

At all times when men bave had
things all their own way in the liter-
ary world. But there is ope thing,
however slight it may seem, .dn which
women excel, and that is letter-writ-
ing. Their pens ane ready with those
turns and expressions which men of-
ten discover after leng and tedious
xesearch. They are happy .in their
«<hoice of words, and place them so
awell, that they have all the charm of
movelty. alone have, the gift of
moving the hearts of their readers Wy
gingle word, and of putting with
a deligate thought. Whnt‘
say depends upon the sense and
not upon any rules of compesition.

A GIRL'S CHARACTER.
A girl eannot be too careful sbout
#er character, for like a snowy 1lily,

IE’
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character.~ As we value the sacred-
ness and peace of the famify circle; as
we deem important the individual
soul-needs of loved ones; as we right-
ly estimate the demand of the na-
tions for true men and noble women,
so should we deem important beyond
our highest estimation the religious
life of the home.

No man can afford to slight his
home religion that he may gain time
to lay up dollars for his children. No
woman dare neglect the spiritual cul-
ture of those whom she holds most
dear, in order that she may give
more time to the follies of fashion
and the demands of society. It rests
with the woman of the home, no mat-
ter in what condition of life she may
be—the poorest like the richest — to
form the characters and give the
minds of her children a religious
training. Home-life approaches its
ideal, only, as the children are made
to look upward, and who, but the
mother, can interest her little hearers
so as to make religious topics pleas-
ing subjects of conversation im her
home-circle. .

Home-life is not complete without
the merry prattle and ringing laugh-
ter of little children through the
house. But let us remember that the
house is not the home. It may be a
j-hovel or a palace, but it is home only
wheve hearts, bound together by the
golden chain of love, beat in unison
and join in harmonious praisg to the
dLord of the home.

KEEP OLEAR OF ROCKS.

“Keep cleas of rocks, my somn,”
cried .the old skipper, who had passed
ixty years of his life on the ocean,
to his self-confident son, who for the
first time received command of a
ship. The reply frem the boat was a
careless Jaugh. The weather-beaten
sailor waxed his tear-stained hand-
kerchief, amd uttered yet another
warning in a broken veoice.
That night the young eaptain order-

.‘d all hands t¢ make merry with the

futgre chief of the ‘‘Royal Queen.”
They caroused far into the nigh

over the ship. The yeung skipper;
getful of his father’s warning, left his
ship to the mercy of the sea. A cloud
formed between the moon and the

and | vesgel; when it passed away only the

spars of the sinking ship eould be
secn. As other mariners sail the sea,
they hear the wail of those coffinless
dead that slumber in the depths be-
have also known a young skipper
entered the sea of life heedless
advice of those who had spent
. His self-confidence and
him to the hidden rocks
as lost forever, and I
saints keep their midnight
hear the angels weep for
soul.
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MINUTES are all
tlmmm? Painkiller needs

a stomachache, even when it
o ough to make a strong

e fooled by imi-
¥

’hcr dispppear, The mother wore

‘all seasons.

pure home-life are spifitual in their

’j

. The fishing smack, the Betsy Jane, | moments, ad then wake and- keep |ing from. the

in lead, was only a®lot on the hori- |
zon, and a mother and her little boy |

were standing-on a big reck watching |
a

| blue home-spun gown and a sunbonnet |cliffi, where the wind had taken

to match. The was barcheaded. |
Neither wore shoes nor stockings. The
wind was strong, and due east, and
the skirt of the blue gown was blown
So - fiercely that it looked like a sail.
The big rock was on an island, some
three leagues out at sea; and there
were other islands near—all low white
shoals, except to the seaweed where
the big clean elifis reared their heads
Beside the lighthouse, there were no
dwellings in sight other than the|
poor huts where the fishermen lived. |
Perched on a high rock, like an eagle

.| sunning its wings, was a little stone

meeting-house, where a man from the
mainland preached several. times a
year, and where the fish was stored at

The meeting-house represented the
boy’s idea of grandeur, although he
did not care to listen to the bufioon-
ery called ‘“preaching” on the island.
There were no trees anywhere in
sight. There might have been even in

that inhospitgahle climate, but the
fisher peoplxburned the saplings
whenever ‘the supply of driftwood
gave out.

Even the ‘low blueberry

bushes shared the same fate. On the
whole it was a dreary scene on which
the mother’s eyes and those of the
boy rested as at last, %the dot which
was the Betsy Jane having disappear-
ed, they turned their faces homeward.
‘““When will father come back?”
asked the little fellow, as they
climbed down the granite rocks worn

/smooth. by the beating waves of

countless years.

boy, gazingdjuickly into her face, saw
the look that always came whenever
the Betsy Jane sailed for the fishing
banks. He knew what the look
meant; young as he was, he knew
that she was ‘‘queer,”” and that she
‘would not be herself again until the
fishing boat and its skipper were safe
once more in the little cove wunder
the cliff.

.He was not a heritage of happi-
ness. He was poor, he was lonely;
and as he gained level ground one
could see that he had a crooked bafk
and the sad face that ever accompan-
ies such deformity.
grief was his mother's ‘‘queerness,’’
as the islanders called it. She was
his companion, almost his -only friend;
and when the vacant, strange look
settled upon her face it seemed as if
the sun had been put out.

She had come from the mainland,
the mysterious region of which the
boy had seen but a bit of the edge.
Her husband, a stalwart young fel-
low then, had brought her back when
he returned from one of his cruises.
No one ever knew where her Tormer
home had been. She was gentle-

own counsel and company; and for
that the fisherwomen hated her in a
pitying, contemptuous way. When
her husband was at sea she was ut-
terly bereft. Her little boy was born
during one of these seasons of lone-
liness, and so she named him Com-
fort. A eomdort he proved to be —
her only one; Tor her husband fell a
victim to the sailor's fondness for
guog. Her terror when he was at
heme was almost equal to her anxiety
when he was away. And yet—he was
her husband, and she loved him.
Comfort was about five years old
when he first moticed the queer lwok
in her face and the taciturn manner
that went with it. She would spend
long days up om the highest peak of
the cliff, looking out over the water
for the ragged sails of the Betsy
Jane, and he was left to himself, It
was then he began to find out
Nature’s secrets. He knew the note
of the sang sparrow and the habits
of the white-winged gulls; he Jearned
the time of the tides and the ways
of the deep sea fish; he became fami-
liar with the coast-line and every lit-
tle inlet with its. dancimg bit of surf.
He eould detect sounds unknown to
most of the islandexs. He knew
how tHe song of the ripples on the
short samds difiered from that of the
lazy breakers {arther away, and
bles and shells were his toys, as
marbles and tops are the playthings
of most boys. He could tell the
name of every weed and flower and
bush; and had his own little garden,
where he planted the seeds that his
father brought him from what was
to him the great world, Curious-
ly enough, he never_had any wish to
see that world. He learned the lesson
~-oh, so sadly soon!-—that the world
has no place for a little fellow . with
a big head and crooked back.
So the smack had sailed away once
more. Comfort went to bed early
that night, and slept the dreamless
sleep of a tired boy. He had helped
his father from sunrise to the hour
of sailing; and after that he had done
odd jobs about the house, and tried
to forget that he was different from
the straight little fisher lads with
whom he disdained to fraternize.
Perhaps, too, he was trying to forget
his loneliness; for there is not a child
in the world so lonely as one whose
mother is ‘‘queer’” — that is if he
loves her. Otherwise it doesn't mat-
ter so much. Comfort loved his

| were those

. The mother did not answer, and the |

But his great.

voiced, shy as a violet, and &ept her~

little cot~—oh, such a small cot!—and,
thinking “I will s Just a few
mother company,’” was lost to al. the
woes of his. young life. When he
opened his eyes his mother was gone,

they never fount her. The blue
bonnet was fast in & crevice of the

it,
but there was no other clue. The

poor, distraught woman had evident-
ly tried to follow the  Betsy Jane,
ang was somewhere under the swell-
ing waters.

This is not, so far, a cheerful story.
Perhaps that is because it is a true

one. It would be pleasant to be able | erything combustible.

stretching out his arms to be taken |
up and soothed. Then the sun, ris-|
water, following the |
moonbeams with its rays, illumined

the carven face once more;, and the

boy remembcered; and, remembering,

was never again quite alone, for the
face was with him,

—in his thoughts she was always
called that—he kept a secret, know-
ing too well what would happen the!
pext time the villagers had a carousal |
if they knew that the figurehead of
the Santa Maria was within reach.
Upon such oceasions they burned ev-
Twice
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The Rheumatic Wonder of the Age

BENEDICTINE SALVE

The strange comi@ ol ihe “Lady” This Salve Cures Rheumatism, Felons or Blood Poisoning.

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

193 King stfeet East, "l'oronto, Nov.

Jobn O'Connor, Esq., Toronto:

a1, 1903,

DEAR SIR—1 wm deeply grateful to the Iriend that suggested to me,

they | when I was a cripple from Rheumagism,Benedictine Salve.

I bave at In-

to tell how .Comfort’s father came|had burned their meeting-house, wnd 'tervals during the last ten years been afflicted with muscular rheumatiss.
‘ I have experimented with every availablie remedy and have consulted 1§

home reformed, and how the little fel-
low’s
maimland
him with love and possessions.

sought him and enriched

the Betsy Jane never came back. lier | jort got no further than that .
captain drank too freely one night,|atiempted to explain why a piece oi UIVILY.

maternal kindred from the|could be made to ignite. [
“Somehow it looks as if it, was|ft.

would have Ueaviyge  Lue lv{lllu "

and steered her on to some i¢c¥s|wood made hi> wuil little loit a 1a
that were her sudden ruin and his wiant place. Lut  once in a-wiiu
death; and the fair, smiling land|wuen the light was right, there wa-
from whence the little hunchback’s|a suggestion of a face of his own |
mother had come never yielded up | mothér. And chen he was doubly
the secret of her identity. glad; for his Lady, he thought,

sadness
these
a few

And yet, so used to ngi‘;
l.w islands, all
events were but material [or

days’ wonder. At the end of that
time other fishermen were in peril,
other boys were orphaned, other
mothers were made ‘‘queer;”” and,

alas! poor Comlfort’s story was now
ancient history.

A new life — if any life could be
new in those circumscribed limits —
now began for him; and, strange as
it may seem, it was a life in which
he found a certain happiness. He went
to live with an_ old fisherman who
spent most of his time out on the
deep water Searching for the wily
cod. At long intervals Comfort weit
with him; but his usual fashion was
to stay on the island, doing the
slight housework and mending the
nets and sails.. That done, his time
was his own. All the sweet, long
| summer days he could lie upon the
|rocks or watch his tiny garden

1ﬂnd what the waves had left behind
| them. Often these wecie curious things
brought to that shining strip of sand
—a little boat set afloat by some
happy child, a dead bird with bright
feathers, an oar lost from a dory,
a sailor’s capl snatched by the fresh-
ening breezes. ¢ And- thcn sometimes
there were objects the sight of which
made his heart beat very fast — gar-
ments which looked like his mother’s
old blue gown, or the pea-jacket
which his father bittoned about him
as he shouted to a sailor to weigh
the anchor of the Betsy Jane. The
figure of his father was secure in
the boy's memory; for mackerel
fishers have a strange likeness to one
another. in spite of himself, the
mental picture of his poor mother be-
gan to grow dim. :

“Oh, I don’t want to forget her
—1 don’'t want to forget her!"” he
would cry-all to himsell. There was
no one to say this to—that is, no
one would quite understand.

Once in a while a Spansih ship
would stop at the islands—a lazy old
hilk, manned with gay sailors, with
whom Comiort liked to talk, some-
times even exchanging his own
treasures for a handful of spices or a
foreign coin. The Spanish vessels
took away the well-cured fish, stop-
ping on their way from Boston, where
they had left their cargo of dried
fruits and fine fabrics.

Thus the years went on. One
night in September, when the fierce,
equinoctical storm had passed, leav-
ing destruction in its wake, a rumor
flew from mouth to mouth that wreck-
age more valuable than usual was

coming in with the tide. KEvident-
ly one of the Bilboa ships had come
to grief. All that =might, and for

days and nights afterwards, the wild,
figrce faces of men and women were
eager and drawn with she lust for
treasure, as pieces of fine silks, wa-
ter-soaked bales of broad-cloth, and
fragments of rare woods .came from
the breakers that roared and dashed
and broke into white foam upon the
rocks.

A dead parret was all of Comfort’s
flotsam, until, when it seemed as if
the ocean had mo more to give the
island people, hing that at first
he took for a log came ashere be-
neath the cliff | from which he and
his mother had se long waved their
hands as the y Jane put out to

With sonie difficulty he rescued
&prim, and found it to be the ear-
ven figure of la woman with a face
into which the artist had put the im-
mortal mothegrlook. It was no less
than a w statue of Our Lady ~
the figurchead of the good ship Santa
Maria, wrecked on the coast of Maine.
Comfort had it before, for the
Santa Maria bad stopped at the is-

of Spanish scant, and the Eng-
lish of the sailors quite as
and when he had pointed to the fig-
urehead th had said: ‘‘Santa
Maria; in English you say St. Mary.
She Our Lady\' Poor little Comfort
had never heard of a saint, and re-
membered the figurehead just as a
lady—a lady who looked as if she was
's mother; something as his
own mother looked when she was hap-

for his very own.

Ben, the old fisherman, very, very
old now, was sleeping when Comfort
carried the fizure into the loft which
was his treapure-house. He placed
it on the little table so that the
full harvest' moon was striking the
face; and, looking at it, fell asleep.
He awoke with a start. ‘Mo s

thrive, or walk on the short beach to|

would keep him from forgetting, and
that he might forget his mother was
his one haunting fear.

If, however, Comfort could keep a
secret, old Ben could not, and the
next time he went fishing he (jtold
some of his friends of the silenj pom-
panion of the boy’s solitude.

“It's my sartin’ and sure belief,”
said a listener, ‘‘that he makes a
idol out of that tarnal old figure- |

The other fishermen pricked
their ears—not because they had any
deep-rooted objection to idols, but
because they craved excitement, and
a quarrel was better than nothing.

“Idols is heathenish. Make him

burn it,"" suggested one. ‘‘If he
don’t, we’ll burn it for him.”
Old Ben began to fear he had

raised a storm he could not quell.

“Oh, he don’'t mean nothin
wrong!’’ he explained.

“‘Idols is wrong,’’ insisted one who
shouted the loudest in the grotesque
services in the meeting-house and
drank more rum than any man on
the island. ‘“‘They’re graven images.
Ye're spoilin’ that boy, anyhow.
Why don’t he work like the rest of
us?n B v

“Why, you see,”” said the panic-
stricken, tender-hearted old Ben,
‘‘he’s always been so spindlin’ and
weakly. And he does work.”

“Work! He works about as much
as a jelly-fish. But that's your busi-
ness; when it comes to idols, though,
it’s the business of the hull island.”

‘‘How do you know it's an idol,
anyway?"’ retorted old Ben, goaded
to brave speech. ‘‘What harm can
a whittled-out log do? A figurehead’'s
just a figurehead, and it’s nobody’s
consarn but his.”

“Figureheads is idols sometimes,
you old sea sarpint! If it was a
mermaid or Neptoon, it’d be dif-
fernt; but I guess I ain’t been to
Spain for nothin’, and I say it's an
idol, and a disgrace to the communi-
ty."” .

The sudden bite of an unsuspecting
cod interrupted their conversation,
but old Ben had had his warning.

That night the islanders discussed
the matter, and their indignation
waxed hot. By the end of the week
the indifferent had been won over, and
one evening a motley procession
tramped over the sharp rocks to the
hut old Ben called home. -He was
npt, as was usual at that season,
smoking his comfortable pipe besi’s
the door. ;

The leader of the mob called out,
in pompous and authoritative tones:

“Bring out that idol in the name
of the law!’:

“Hush!” said old Ben, whosé face,
somewhat pale, appeared at the littje
window in the loft. ‘‘Keep quiet,
there! Comfort’'s dead!”

‘“Tell that to the lobsters,” said
the leader of the expedition, ‘‘and
heave the image out of the winder!"

“I tell you he's dead,” repeated
old Ben. ‘“Come and see. His heart’s
always bin wrong, and he's dead.”

They, incredulous, filed up the lad-
der into the poor - little chamber,
and, one by one, came down convinc-
ed. But even the presence of death
cannot quench that fever that burns
in the veins of those bent on mad de-
struction; and Comfort’s Lady not be-
ing found, they went away to burn
the school-house as the best substi-
tute for a graven image.

Yes, Comfort was dead. His lonely
young soul had fared forth upon the
“‘unknown sea that rolls round the
world.”
prayer upon -his lips, and the pitying
face of his Lady looking down upon
him,

The mob vented its enthusiasm
upon the school-house and decided to

land in the spring; but his knowledge | jot the ‘“‘idol” wait until Comfort [J. ©'Coamnor,

was buried. Then they gave him
forded, making him a grave in bhis
own little garden, soil being
and precious.

They
night, while the island slept, old Ben
opened the earth again and laid Com-
fort's Lady beside him; and there
there they moulder away together —
the bones of the orphaned hunchback

over the spot, and in winter the
snows protects the scant earth from
the ravages of the storms.

All this happened long, long ago,
and the fishing village is a thing of
the remote past; but the memories of
one or two of the ancient inhabitants
still preserve for us the story of
Comfort’s Lady. = =

' might say,

I am thankful to my friend

every physician of repute,
When I was advised to use your Benedictine Salve, I was a helpless

But | somebody’s mother—" usually Com-|cripple. In less than 48 hours I was in a position to resume my weosk,
if he thatol a tinsmith, A work that requires a certain amount of bodily ae-

without perceivable peme~

who advised me and I am more thamn

gratified to be able to furnish you with this testimoniai- as to the off

acy o1 Benedictine Salve.

Tremont House,
Johu O’Connor, Esg,, Toronto: ,

Yours truly, GEO. FoGe.

Yorge street, Nov. 1, 1901.

DEAR SIR—It is with pleasure that I write this unsolicited testimon-

got speedy relief. I can assure you
pain. I can reconmmend amy person
a trial. I am,

Yours truly,

jial, and in doing so I can say that your Benedictine Salve has done mose
for me in one week than anything I have done fer the last five years.
ailment was muscular rheumatism. I applied the salve as directed, and I

that at the present time I am free of
afllicted with Rheumatism to give is
(Signed) S. JOHNSON.

288 Victoria Strees, Toromte, Oct, 31, 1981,
Jobm O'Connor, Esq, Nealon House, City:

* DEAR SIR—I cannot speak too
has done for me in three days what

highly of your Benedietine Salve. I
doetors and medicines have beem sy~

ing to do for years. When I firs§ used it I bad been eonfined to my bed

with a spell of rheumatism and scia

Yours si

ed in my doctor, and he told me

475 Gerrard Street East Toronto, Ont.,

Johm O’Connor, Esq., Nealon House,| Toronto Ont.:
DEAR SIR—I have great pleasu
Salve as a sure cure for lumbago. When I was taken down with it I eall-
it would be a long time before I would
be around again. My husband bought a box of the Benedictine Salve,
{and applied it according to directions.

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

tica for nine weeks; a friend resoms

head.” imnded your salve. I tried it ani it completely knocked rhemmatics right
UP | cut of my system. I can cheerfully recommend v as the best medicine on
the market for rheumatics. I believe it has no equal.

oy, JOHN MeGROG&AN.

Sept. 13, 1901,
in recommending the Benedictine

In three hours I got relief, and

in four days was able to do my work. I would be pleased to recommend
it to any one saffering from Lumbago.

I am, your truly,
(MRS.) JAS. COSGROVE.

Toronto, December 13, 1901.

DEAR SIR—After suffering for over ten years with both forms ok

I got instant relief, and before us
can strongly
piles.

John O’Connor, Esq., Toronto:
DEAR SIR~It is with pleasure

There is such a multitude of
I was induced to give Benedictine
absolute and permanent cure. It is

a trace of rheumatism. I feel that

Yours s

John O'Connor, Esq., Toronto:
DEAR SIR—It is with pleasure
and in doing so I can say to the
thorougkly cured me of Bleeding Pi
sul a physician, one of the best
said that if that did not cure me

It will cure without fail. I can be

John O’Connor, Esq., Toronto:

stand for a few seconds, but alter

Mz. Jehn O'Connor:

sure sure for rheumatism, as I was
in my arm, and it was so bad that
heard about your salve, I
great relief, and I used what I got

household duties, and I heartily recommepd it
He died with an infant| .o as sams dissase. You have Wis frem
de with it as you please for the benefit of the

Yours truly,

Esq., City:

72 Wolseley street, City.

John 0’Connor, Esq.:

Priee, §1 per box.

o {ine

Piles, I was asked to try Henedictine Salve.
recommend Benedictine Salve to any
Yours sincerely,

12 Bgight Street, Toronto, Jan. 15, 1903,

{tion. It failed, but a friend of mine learned by ehauce that I
ing from Bleeding Piles. He told me =
was true to his word. He got me a box of Benedictine &
me relief at once and cured me in a few days.
eured. It is worth its weight in gold. I cannot but feel pig
fering so long. It has given me athorough cure and I am sure
never return. I can strongly recommend it to anyone afflicted as I wam,

DEAR SIR—I do beartily recommend your Benedictine Salve as

got 3 boxgel it,

MRS. JAMES FLEMING.

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

From the first application

ing one box was thoroughly cured. [
one suffering with

‘JOS. WESTMAN.

1 write this word of testimony to the

P

marvellous merits of Benedictine Salve as a certain eure for Roeumatisme.

alleged Rheumatie cures advertised

that one is inclined to be skeptical of the merits of any new preparatiom.

Salve a trial and must say that aftes

suffering for eight years from Rheumatism it has, I believe, effected am

perhaps needless to say that in the

last eight years I have consuited a number of doctors and have tried &
large number of other medicines advertised, without receiving any benefif,
A Yours respectfully, IMPSON.

65 Carltom Street, Toronto, Feb.
John O'Connor, Esq., 199 King Street East:

I was a -sufferer for four monihs from acute rheumatism
arm; my physician called regularly and prescribed for it, but gave me np
relief. My. brother, who appeared to have faith in your Benedictine Salve,
gave enough of it to apply twice to my arm. I used it first on aThurs-
day night, and applied it again on Friday
latter part of November. Since then (over two months) I have not had

MRS. S

1, 1%0a.

in my lel%
night. This was' in the
yas to the efficacy of Benedictine Sad

ou are entitled to this testimonialve in removing rheumatic pains.

incerely, M. A. COWAN.
- Toronto, Des. 30th, 1904,

Iwrite this unsolicited tes

world that your Benedictine Salve
les. I suffered for nine months. I eem~

, and he gave me a box of salve and
Iwould have %6 go wader an :

_me & care and
¥ am ; K _
o
called on for living proof. I am,

Yours, ete.,
ALLAN J. ARTINGDALE, with the Boston Laundry.

256} King Street East, Toronto,

December 16, 1891,

DEAR SIR—After trying several doctors and spending fosty-five dage
m the General Hospital, without any benefit, I was induced to try yews
Benedictine Salve, and sincerely believe that this is the greatest remedy
in the world for rheumatism. When I left the hospital I was just able o

using your Benedictine Salve for thees

days, I went out the street again and now, after using it just ever &
week, I am able to go to work agzin. If anyone should doubt these fasts,
send him to me and I will prove it to him.

Yours forever thankful,

PETER AUSTEN.
Terento, April 16y 1908,

®
sorely afflicted with that sad disease

I could not dress myseM. Waea I
and te my surprise I foumd
ROW can attend to my

to anyone that is

and

afflieted.

13 Spruce strees, Tosente.
Teronte, April 16th, 1903.

DEAR SIR—It gives me the greatest pieasure to be ab testity
little; f the best funeral their resources af-|Whe curative powers of your Benedictine Salve. o .
For a month back my band was so badly
rare | %0 work, and the pain was so intense as to
Three days after using your Salv as
never burned the “idol.’”” That | Work, and I cannot thank you enough,

swollen that I was unek >
be almost unbearable.
directed, I am able to go
Respectfully yours,

J. J. CLARKE.

114 George street, Toronto, June 174, A0A

DEAR SIR—Your Benedictine Salve cured me of rheumatism

piest and not a bit queer. And now|and the fizurehead of the good ship | 8fm, Which entirely
the sea had given the Lady to him|ganta ms:.lh_ In lummbes the to“l_’ completely cured. I s

me from work, in three days, and 1. am new
greatly from piles for many monfhs and was
ists trip catelessly and unthikingly | €OmPpletely cured by one box of Benedictine Salve.

sasmo.n, X '&Mw
JOHN O'MGQEEOR, e

me with hearty thanks and X
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