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DOROTHY CLOSE.

BY MARY T. ROBERTSON.

—

CHAPTER 1V.

¢ FOR ONE NIGHT ONLY."

¢ Quickly, dear, the curtain is just
going to rise. What, flowers already?
Here, take some of these lovely roses
with you. There 18 the bell, go, my
darling !"—and with these last words
from her aunt Dorothy found herself
face to face with the public. Nsver
had she felt so wildly excited—never
had she been so outwardly calm.
« One Touch of Nature " will never
be forgotten by those who saw it that
evening. Mrs. Close bad written it
expressly for the occasion, and Dorothy
did ample justice to her part, more than
justice indeed.

The simple story of a young Countess
who, in the wild days of the French
Ravolution, softens the heart of a law-
less peasant by unflinching courage
and fortitude displayed for her child's
sake; her subsequent mysterious separ-
ation from, and search for, her child,
developed into a tragedy so life-like, 8o
realistic, that many of the actors and
habitual playgoers, who formed a
large part of the audience, thrilled
with unwonted excitement as they fol-
lowed with ever-growing interest the
fortunes of the unhappy ‘‘Contesse
D'Eloise."”

Dorothy surpassed herself : forget-
ting stage and spectators she was liv-
ing in Paris, and many of her audience
realised for the first time what the
Reign of Terror meant. Her appear-
ance, when the curtain rose on the
closing scene, was greeted with raptur-
ous applause, which, however, soon
sank to sympathetic silence.

The scene was Paris at night, in the
year 180>  The stately city rose, dim
and shadowy in the moonlight, be-
hind the old Pont d'Arbres, on which
stood the Countess, prematurely aged
by corrow : time had stood still for her
sinca the day she lost her son, and
now, in wild, impassioued words, she
bade the river give up her child that
they might find rest together. The
idea that he might stiil be alive then
srossed her diseased mind, and the
river losing its fascination for her, she
turned to leave the bridge ; a low mur-
mur of admiration ran through the
audience as Dorothy thus faced them.

Suddenly the orchestra, which had
been playing a soft, melancholy
adagio, stopped abruptly ; the con-
ductor rose in his seat, there was a
frightful crash, the Pont d'Arbres had
given way. The siage was hidden by
the rapidly descending curtain.

No one understo:d that anything
unforeseen had occurred, the applause
was general, and shouts of ** the Coun-
tess " rang through the hall. Mar-
garet, turning to her brother, ex
claimed : ‘*How clever toget her cff
in time ; what an original idea, too,
was it not ?”

Hugh sprang to his feet as she
spoke, and she saw that he had not
heard her ; following the direction of
his gaze she saw someone leave the
stalls hurriedly, and thought she re-
cogniz:d D Bergholm but at the
same moment the warning bell was
heard, and in joyful expectation she
turned her eyes towards the stage:
but the curtain had not moved, only
Mr. Close appeared before it. Mar-
garet heard what he said asin a dream
—apologise, accident — grateful —she
could mnot realise at once what the
words meant.

Tha crowd streamed out of the
theatre discussing the accident in
hushed tones ; but Margaret and Hugh
drove home in silence : only as they
reached the house did she venture to
ask, in an awestruck voice: ** Was she
killed ?"

“Close only said injured,” was the
grave answer as he helped her out of
the carriage ; but having seen herinto
the house, he declared he would take
a turn in the fresh air, and went out
again. ' A moment later he threw
himself into a hansom, saying: ‘‘ To
the Arachne Theatre —drive fast !

It was a glorious night. The moon
floated serenely through a cloudless
sky, unperturbed by human joys and
gorrows, but gazing down with steady
penetration as if bent on solving the
mystery of the sleeping world.

It was at its highest and brightest
on that memorable night of the 17:h of
June, when a wiadow in the neigh-
borhood ,of Soho was thrown open and
the heavy curtains fastened back to
admit the cool night air. The moon-
beams slanted unheeded into the gas-
lit room. They shone on polished cup-
b:ards ; on a table with preparations of
rouge and powder ; on various theatri-
oal costnmes of bright colors with here
and there a bit of rich silk or velvet,
all lying where they had bsen hastily
thrown in confusion. It was a dress-
ing-room at the Arachne Theatre. At
the far end stood two men : a8 the
window opened one of them turned to-
wards it, then, wheeling suddenly
round again, seized his companion's
arm. ‘* Tell me the worst, doctor," he
said abruptly ; * is there any hope ?"

Dr. Bergholm bent over something
lying on a heap of pillows at their feet,
and evaded the question. ‘‘ She must
be moved while unconscious; it is a
bad case, I won't deny that,” he said,
looking up as he spoke, just in time to
see Hugh appear in the doorway.
*t Mackenz'e, my good fellow! You
can do nothing here,” he exclaimed.
Then pitying the lad’s evident distress,
he added : ** If you want to be of use,
go at once to University Hospital and
give in this card.” He took one from

words in pencil and gave it him.

‘' She—she {8 not dead!" gasped
Hugh, as he took the card.

“ No, no!" answered the doctor,
briskly ; but his kindly face was
clouded, and as he turned away he
muttered to himself—* not yet !”

CHAPTER V.

¢ NEVER AGAIN "
The summer months passed away :
long, dreary months they were to Tom
Close and his wife, now that the bright
youug face that had grown 8o familiar
and 8o dear to them was no longer to
be seen in their shabby litile rooms.
Long, dreary months they seemed to
Hugh Mackenzie, as day after day bis
inquiries met with the same answer,
¢No change.” Long, dreary months
they were to many in the great hos-
pital, where Dorothy lay.
But for her summer and autumn
passed alike unheeded : death was
vanquished at last, and she crept slow-
1y back to life ; slowly—so slowly, that
spring had come before Dr. Bergholm
was able to say that all that human art
and science could do had been done for
her, and she could be taken home.
A keen wind bad driven all clouds
from the sky ; rays of spring sunshine
struggled through the smoke-laden at-
mosphere ; even the treesin the square
looked less dejected than u-ual, seem-
ing to welcome her. And bow glad
Dorothy was to be at home again! A
room on the ground floor had been
arranged for her, and she was soon
established on a couch there, noting
with a grateful smile the many tokens
of love around her, from the movable
bookcase mear her to the blazing fire
in the grate. and yellow daffodils in
the vases. She was very bright and
bravely cheerful, hiding every ¢ign of
pain 8o that her aunt and uncle might
not guess the extent of her suffering,
yet unconsciously causing them many
a pang by her lively talk, until she
fairly drove her uncle out of the room
by asking if she could not learn a 7ole
while lying still, so as to be quite
ready when the time came for her to
act again. Her aunt gave her one, in
order to avoid answering, but was re-
lieved to see it laid aside in a few
minutes.
«You are tired, dear 7" she asked
tenderly .
I think I am,” sald Dorothy,
wearlly. ¢ can’t remember the
words.” Even as she spoke her eyes
closed : in a few minutes she was fast
asleep. Mrs. Close stole out of the
room to look for her husband ; she
found him sitting in the dining-room,
his head buried on his arm. Going up
to him, she laid her hands on his
shoulder. He locked up.
¢« Who will tell her? I cannot—oh !
it was my feult, my fault!” he
groaned.
« It was no one's fault, Tom. You
saw to to the carpentering as carefully
as usual. Do not harp on that idea,”
she replied. ‘‘1 am going to fetch
Dorothy's friend, Margaret, and Mac
kenzle's sister— poor lad !"”
Tney both sighed. The little ro-
mance that had been unfolding itself
before them had won their interest and
their sympathy. I1: was with regret
that they consigned it even mentally
to the land of what might have been.
T he silence that followed was broken
by a ring at the door-bell. A moment
later their little servant, opening the
door, placed the lamp on the table and
then, as an after thought, drew down
the blinds and announced a visitor—
Miss Mackenzie.
Margaret had oniy once seen her
friend since the accldent, and had
been much shocked at the change
wrought by suffering and weariness ;
but she had not realizad the extent of
theinjury. The news Mirs. Ciose gave
her was like a blow: *‘Dorothy

pnever walk again!" she repeated
wonderingly. ‘* Dorothy ! dos she
know ?""° Mrs. Close shook her head,

ghe could not trust herself to speak.
Margaret grasped the situation at
once

“You want me to tell her?" she
gaid. Then, afterapause : ‘‘ When
shall I come to see her ? You sald she
was asleep, did you not ?"

Mrs. Close rose. ** Will you see her
now, if she is awake ? or—— "' she hes-
itated.

“ Yes, now, if she is awake,” was

the quiet amswer ; and Mrs Close
quitted the room.

The moments seemed ages to Mar-
garet as she waited there, She began
to wonder what she should say—how
prepare the way for her terrible tid-
ings. Then she tried to persuade her-
self that Dorothy must be still asleep,
that it would be better to tell her an-
other day. Dalusive as she knew these
hopes to be, a pang shot through her
when Mrs. Close re-appeared, saying :
“ Dorothy would like to see you.”
With a sinking heart she crossed the
hall ; there was & moment’s reprieve at
the door. Then Mrs. Close, lifting the
heayy curtains that hung inside,
signed to her to enter alone,

That room haunted Margaret for
weeks afterwards ; the bookcases, the
hang of the curtaius, the very pattern
of the wall paper seemed to have
stamped themselves indelibly on her
mind. The gas was lit, a fire burnt
brightly in the grate, and Dorothy's
couch had been pushed near it ; but
the face on which the flickering light
shone was 80 white and drawn, 80
strangely transparent-looking in its
dusky setting, that Margaret could not
command her voice sufficiently to
gpeak for a moment. But, as Mar-
garet bent over the couch, Dorothy
stretched out her arms, saying, half-
wistfully: half merrily : *‘Ican'c get

wag 80 much to say, time passed 60
rapidly ; perhaps the evil moment
could yet be put off. But the dreaded
opportunity came at last.

Dorothy gave a long sigh. It s
dreadful to have to lie still all this
time," she said ; ** but it will not be
much longer now, I suppose.”

The blood rushed to Margaret's pale
face ; her eyes filled with tears. Dozo-
thy put out hér hand in alarm.

¢ What is it, Meg, what is the
matter ?” she cried.

Margaret knelt down by the couch,
holding the thin, transparent hand in
hers. She saw the look of amazsment
die out of Dorothy's face ; it was re-
placed by a questioning fear, a terror
she had never seen in those dear, blue
eyes before.

¢ Can you bear it, Dorothy 7" she
questioned. Oh, my darling, you
will never, mever—" She saw the
last ray of hope die away, and made
a desperate effort to finish the sentence.
“t My poor darling, Dc. Bergholm says
you will never walk again "

A long silence ; the ticking of the
clock in the hall outside sounded
through the room like strokes of a
hammer on the anvil. Dorothy did
not speak or move. Had she heard ?
As to Margaret, her mind seemed a
perfect blank ; all the comforting
words she had thought of escaped her.
Unable to bear the silence, and feeling
that she was no lopger mistress of her
self, she arose. Her movement seemed
to wake her friend out of a dream :

¢ Thank you so much for coming,”
she said. Her volce was quite steady,
only sounding a little weary as she
added : ** If you see Aunt Frances,
please ask her to let noone come tc me
for an hour or two. I dare say I shall
go tosleep again soon. Good-bye, and
thank you again, dear.”

Margaret kissed her in silence, and
hurried out of the room.

Mrs. Clo:e, wbo had been waiting
for her in the hall, came forward,
saying tenderly : ** Poor child ! how
white you are ;" and, repressing the
question that naturally rose to her
lips, she added: ‘' Come, sit down,
aud have some tea.”

* Thank you, I must really go : I
told Hugh I should be in before 7,”
repiied Margaret, puiiing pervously at
her glove. ‘I told Dorothy,” she
went on, in answer to the wistful,
questioning look that she felt rather
than saw. ‘‘ She istired, and begged
that no one should go in to her for an
hour or so. I am not sure if she quite
understands, realizes—but I told her.”
Poor Margaret ! She would have
bad no doubts as to her words having
been understood if she could have seen
Dorothy at that moment ; or as Mrs.
Close saw her an hour later, when,
unable to bear the suspense any
longer, she stole into Dorothy’s room
and found her asleep, indeed, but with
tears still shining on the long eye-
lashes, and heard, as she bent over
her, one word recurring with painful
wearisome iteration to her lips—
¢ Never—Naver !"

TO BE CONTINUED.

CHATS WITH YOUNG MEN.

The following article from the pen
of Wm. Mathews, LL. D. (taken from
the Saturday Evening Pust), proving
that far more important than brilliant
abilities is the talent for work, will, we
think, be read with interest by our
young men. Mr. Mathews says:

It is a common mistake to suppose
that intellectual cleverness or mental
power is the main qualification for
success in any career. Far more im-
portant than brilliant abilities is a
talent for work —for hard, persistent,
unremitting toil. Mental cleverness
is the edge ol the kuiie which makes it
penetrate ; but whether it penetrate
deeply or not depends more oa the
force applied to it and the persistence
with which it is applied than upon the
sharpness of the blade.

The will is the driving-wheel which
gots all the mental machinery in
motion. It is the man who not only
resolves to succeed, but who begins
and re begins resolutely again and
agaln after every rebuff, that reaches
the goal. Take any calling or sphere
of achievement —as literature, for ex-
ample, a calling in which success
would seem to depend chiefly upon in-
tuition or inspiration—what men call
¢ genius "—and what an amount of
toil— of hard, unremitting, exhaust-
ing work—nay, even of drudgery,
success in its exacts !

A poem like Gray's Elegy, or Coler-
fdge's Ancient Mariner, or Pope's
Epistle to Ductor Arbuthnot is not
struck off at a flash. The most fasti-
dious and exacting taste has been at
work upon it for weeks and months,
and perhaps for years—blotting, ex-
panding, condensing, and polishing
with ceaseless care, and it is not till
after innumerable changes, blots and
erasures that this quintesence of
thoughis which have been refined in
the cruclble is ot last given to the
world, its different parts fused together
and finished with all the care of a
gkilled jeweler setting his most prec-
ious gems.

The same tihng is true of a great
historical work like Gibbon's or Mac-
aulay’s. It involves an amount of
labor and positive drudgery of which
the reader who glides so easily over
its pages has no conception. To pro-
duce a sterling history which shall
abide the closest critical scrutiny the
writer must go back to the original
sources of information, to the statutes
of the period he is portraying, the
diplomatic correspondence, the orders

up yet, so you must come down, dear;”
and the embrace gave her a moment
in which to recover her composure.
She sat on & low stool by the side of the

his pocket as he spoke, wrote a few

couch, and the friends talked : there

and reports of military leaders, the
records of debates in councils and par-
liaments, political pampbhlets, street
ballads and ‘‘ broadsides,” ships’ log-
books, contemporary memoirs, private

in some cases, to old worm-eaten ac-
count-books and musty files of recelpts.
He must scrutinize piles of papers in
foreign languages, or in the strange
gpelling and handwriting of centurles
long past—in faded ink, too, and on
browned parchments ; and days and
even weeks of toil must sometimes be
undergone in preparing to write a
single page.

It is customary to explain the high-
est results of human effort — the
achievements that immortalizs men—
by attributing them to a subtle, mys-
terious power which no one has been
able to definite, yeclept ** genius.” It
is thought to vulgarize a great work
to ascribe it to anything but direct in-
spiration from Heaven. Men are led
Into this error by contemplating the
magnitude of a work—as, for example
Newton's Principia, or Mliton’s Para-
dise Lost, or & great invention—in its
finished state, without considering the
slow, gradual, creeping progress by
whichthese things have baen broughtto
their perfection. Unable to trace the
weary steps by which the philosopher,
poet or inventor has paesed, in spite of
many defeats and discouragements,
from one mountain peak of thought to
another, *‘ thinking while others slept,
reading while others rioted,” till he has
attained to his present lofty elevation,
they cry out that he is ‘‘ a miracle of
genius !” ¢ Yes,” says Sydney Smith,
‘‘ he is a miracle of genius, because
he is a miracle of labor ; because, in-
stead of trusting to the resources of his
own single mind, he has ramsacked a
thousand minds ; because he makes
use of the accumulated wisdom of ages,
and takes as his point of departure the
very last line and boundary to
which science has advanced ; because
it has ever been the object of his life
to assist every intellectual gift of
Nature, however munificent and how-
ever splendid, with every resource that
art could suggest and every attention
that diligence could bestow.”

It is true that men have different
degrees of aptitude for a particular
pursuit ; but it is equally true that all
truly great men have become such by
intense and persistent toil. Their
superlority is not so much a superiority
of natural endowment as a force of
will and a faculty of toil which nrga
all their natural endowments into the
very highest and most effi:lent activ-
ity. Slowly and painfully did Milton
elaborate verse after verse of his sub-
lime epic ; and Newton left cn record
the assurance that he did not discover
the law of gravitation by the aid ef
Heaven-born inspiration, but by dint
of a homely virtue within the reach of
all men—the habit of patient thought.

Nine - tenths of the most use
ful labor in any calling is drud-
gery — work which kindles mno
enthusiasm and elicits no praise—but
without which signal success is im-
poeeibie. *‘Noman,” says the painter
Iones, ‘‘ can do anything in art un-
less he has intuitions; but betwesn
whiles he must work hard in collecting
the materials out of which intuitions
are made.” All great artists under
stand this, and act upon it according-
ly. What rare endowments of eve
and hand had Michael Angelo! Yet
neither he nor the many-sided Lison-
ardo da Vincl thought any detail of
anatomy or physics beneath his notice.
They studied the human frame as if
they expected to be doctors; the laws
of macer as if they meant to be en-
gineers ; the nature of light as if they
meant (o be physicists : and the prin-
ciples of optics as if they had resolved
to be astronocmers.
All the great statesmen, scholars,
orators and writers «f ancient and
modern times have had a marve ou;
taleni for work. ‘‘1 kuow that he
can toil terribly,” said Queen Eliza-
beth of Raleigh. Look at Palmerston !
*]I have seen him.” says his physi-
cian, Sir Henry Holland, ‘‘ under a
fit of gout which would have sent
other men groaning to their couches,
continue his work of reading or writ-
ing on punblic business almost without
abatement amid the chaos of papers
hat covered the floor as well as the
tables of his room.” What a Titanic
and tireless worker was Gladstone,
alike in boyhood, middie life and old
age, when at eighty-four he some
times read and studied ten hours a
day! Icwas this talent and love for
work which made his fellow-student at
Oxford, the brilliant Arthur Hallaw,
the subject of Tennyson's In Mem-
orlam, predict : ‘* Whatever may be
our lot, I am confident that Gladstone is
a bud that will bloom out with a richer
fragrance than almost any whote
youthful promise I have witnessed.”
Macaulay was an extraordinary
worker, and when toiling at his his
tory in 1848 rose at daybreak and
wrought intensely—sometimes sitting
at his desk twelve hours on a stretch.
I have made myself what [ am,” said
that giant of classical erudition, Por-
son, ‘‘ by intense labor.”
What mada Rnlwar, who composed
at first with great difficulty, so suc-
cessful at 1ast, not only as a novelist,
but as an essayist,dramatist, historian,
poet, orator and political pamphleteer ?
It was a Herculean faculty of work,
which manifested itself in spite of his
life-long invalidism, in not less than a
hundred volumes, though he lived but
sixty-eight years. Who needs to be
told of Pascal, who killed himself by
hard study ; of Cicero, who narrowly
escaped death by the same cause ; of
Walter Scott, rising to work daily at

5 o'clock in the morning, and
' breaking the backbone of the
day,” a3 he used to say, before

his family had assembled for break-
fast ; or of Arnold of Rugby, always
up to his ears in work, learning tome
new language, studying some fresh
historical subjact, or cheering on by

{diaries and letters, newspapers—even

his pen some progressive movement of |
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LABATTS PORTER.

t brewed on the continent,

Provep to be so by Analyses of four Chemists,

World’s Great Exhibitions,
893, where it received 96

points out of a hundred---much higher than any
other Porter in United States or Canada.

und plate, and is &

whose impersonations were deemed 8o
spontaneous and unstudied, ** studied
and slaved,” says one who knew him,
‘‘beyond any other actor I ever
knew.” A'l these men were superior
to other men because they took more
pains than other men— because, as
Turner eald to the lady who asked the
secret of his success as a painter, they
* had no secret but hard wo 'k."”

Let us ba thankful, then, if we have
s talent for work. Whatever our al-
lotted task, let us buckle to it with
energy and content.

~“WORDS FROM THE HEART.

A Nova Scotian Farmer Tells How He
Regained Health.

HE SUFFERED FOR YEARS FROM KIDNEY
I'ROUBLE SICK IHEADACHE AND
RHEUMATISM —ALTHOUGH ADVANCED
IN LIFE HE HAS FOUND A CURE

From the Enterprise, Bridgewater, N. 8.
Solomon Meldrum, Esq., of Upper
Branch, Lunenburg Co., N. S, isa
gentleman of Scotch deecent, and well
known throughout the county. He is
an agriculturist of repute and is prom-
inent in the local affairs of the Baptist
denomination. Referring to Dr. Wil-
liams' Pink Pills, he says:—*‘‘1 con-
sidar them a most wonderful and bene-
ficent revelation in the realm of medi-
cine. Previous to using these pills
gsome two years ago, I had suf-
fered for years from kidney trouble
and rheumatism. Many a time
had I been 8o bad that I
could do nothing but endure the pain
and pray for physical deliverance.
My advanced age, being nearly sev
enty years old, made a cure look
almost impossible, humanly considered,
in a case of such long standing. But
thanks to the Lord and Dr. Williams'
Pink Pills, I am here today in exce?
lent health with scarcely an ill feeling
to remind me of past sufferings.
Something over two years ago I read
of the wonderful cures attending the
use of Dr. Willlams' Pnc< Pills. 1
thought if these testimonials are true
it 18 possible the pills may benefit even
me. I bought six boxes first, used
them strictly as directed, and with
the Lord's blessing they did me
much good. But my ailments
were chronic, deep seated, and
I am an old man. The cure was not
complete, and I got tweive boxes more
with all faith in the result. I only
had to use six boxes of the socond lot
when I found myself quite frze from
Lidney troubles, rheumatism and all
other bodily ailments, except the dis-
ability incidental to persons of my ad-
vanced age, and even these were in a
measure relieved. I may add that for
a long time before I used the pills and
when I began their use, 1 was the vic
tim of the most distressing attacks of
glck hesdache, the sensation of sea
sickness in extreme violence being not
a whit more distressing. These at-
tacks came on once or twice a week.
After taking the pills, the attacks be-
came less frequent and less troublesome
and finally ceased almost entiroly. My
gon who lived at a distance took the re-
maining six boxes and stated to me
that they did bim much good. ThisI
do know, that he looked much fresher
and appeared in better spirits after
their use. Bslieving as I do that an
over-ruling power suggests to mortals
all the wise and beneficial thoughts
and inventions which operate to im
prove our race, and allay and cure our
suffering, 1 say again that I thank the
Lord and Dr. Williams' Pink Pills for
my prolonged life and present good
health.

Dr. Williams' Pink Pills cure by
going to the root of the disease. They
renew and build up the blood, and
strengthen the’ nerves, thus driving
disease from the system. Avold imita
tions by intlsting that every box you
purchase is enclosed in a wrapper
bearing the full trade mark, Dr. Wil
llams’ Pink Pills for Pale People. If
your dealer does not keep them they
will be sent post paid at 50 cents & box
or slx hoxees for €2 50 by addressing
the Dr. Williams' Medicine Co., Brock-
ville, Oat.

NERVES must be fed on pure, rich blood.
Hood'’s Sarsaparilla is_the best nerve tonic,
By enriching the blood it makes the nerves
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7{\\.«_;0’\:
M TOR

RISY

MENTHOL
4 PLEEE==, . D&L
i TOHES

SSTITOLE: PI-ASTEB

CRICE THE BEST ANTI-RHEUMATIG

o
\ Wi 4\\‘,(’![)\ PLASTER MADE
N[ R \
0 T’q\'[\?\‘i EACH PLASTER IN ENAMELED
a2 jim o, TIN BOX PRICE 2584150 INTYARD \\

(AvE RACK ROLLS PRICE #100

(= A SLMRENCE COix

theage? Even Kean, th3 tragedian

N
"\ANUPACTURER& MONTREAL
n LR

=, ¢

CARLING

When Ale is thoroughly matured it

is not only pala.able, but wholesome.

Carling’s Ale is always fully aged
before it is put on the market. Both
in wood and in vottle 1t is mellowed
by the touch of time before 1t reaches
the publie.

People who wish 1o use the best
Ale should see to it that they receive
Carling’s.

Its easy enough 1o get it, as nearly

every dealer in Canada sells Carling’s
Ales and Porter.

CARLING

LONDON.

FAMILY BIBLE.

A Year's Subscription and a Family
Bible for Five Dollars.

For the sum of $5.00 we will mail to any ad-
dress—charges for carriage prepaid—a Fam!
Bible (large s1ze) 10x12x3, bound in cloth,
edges splendidly illusirated throughout with
[ilctureu of the Kcce Homo, Mater Doloroxay
'he Crucifixion, The Blessed Virgin With the
Carnation, Cedars of Lebanon, The Sistine Ma-
donna, Jerusalem at Present from Oiivet, Sid=
on, Marriage of Joseph and Mary, St John the
Baptist. Basilica of St. Agnes (lome), Am
Angel Appears to Zachary, The Annunciation,
Bearing Kirst Fruits toJerusalem, The Cedr
Marvest in Palestine, Adoration of the M:E
Mictnel the Avchangel The Jordan Below tha
Sea of Galilee, On the Road to Bethlebem. The
Birth of Jesus Announced to the Shephards,
and the Adoration of the Magi, The Sordll.
Leaving the Seaof Galilee, Ruins of Caphass
paum, Choir of the Church of Santa Maria
Novello (France), Interior of St. Peters
(Rome), Interior of the Chapel of the Al';"nl-
Church of the Holy Sepulehere, Our Lord it
Mary and Martha, Cathedral of Alby (Francel,
Basilica Church of St John l.ateran (Rome
Our Lord Bearing His Cruss, The Cathedral
Coutances (France), The Crucitixion, Mary
Magdalen, Interior Church of St Madeleine
(Parts), Portico de 1a Gloria—Cathedral ot Sam-

tiago, ete., ete. Cloth binding. Weight, nine
pounds. Thia edition containg ALL THE ANNO=
TATIONS OF THERIGHT REV. R. CHALLONERy

D. D.. together with much other valuable illus-
trative and explanatory matter, prepared ex=
?’reuly under the sanction of Right Rev. James

. Wood, Archbishop of Philadelphia, by the
Ttev. Ignatiug F. Horstmann, D. D., late Pre-
fessor of Philosophy and Liturqy in the thee=
logical Seminary of Bt Charies Borromeo,
Philadelphia. It i8 a re.rint of an editiom
published with the approbation of nearly al}
the membeiz of the American Hierarchy sev-
eral years ago. Archbishop Ryan, of Phila=
delphia, cordially renews the approbatiom

iven by his predecessor to this edition of the

{oly Bible,

Send #» in money, or express order, orin s
registered leiter. and you will receive 1he book
by express, charges for carriage prepsid, and
beCREDITED WITH A YEARS SULSCRIPIOR
70 THE CATHOLIC RECORD.

Address : THOS. COFFEY, CaTHoLIC BB
coRD Oflice. London.Ontario, Cansaa
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ALLAN LINE
Royal Mail Steamship Company.

Established 1852,

NEW STEAMERS — Bavarian. 10,375 tons,
twin serews; Tuanisian, 10200 tons, twin
screws ; Sicilian, 8,000 tons; Corinthian, 8,000
tons,

Montrenal. Quebec and Liverpool.
Royal Mail Service.

CALLING AT LONDONDERRY.

From

From
Liverpool. Steamer. Montreal.

21 Oct. .. ..Numidian.....4 Nov,,9a.m
26 Oot. ... ..Califormian...9 Nov,, 6 am
2 Nov.... .. Laurentian...16 Nov,,9 aam

The new B8. Bavarian, 10,000 tons, twin screws, will sl
from Liverpool August 24, and from Montreal sept, 7.

RATES OF PASSACE.
OAnty—550 and upwards, A reduction of 10 per cent. i8
allowed on retorn tickets, except on the lowest rate.

BrooN b caniN—To Liverpool, London or Londonderry, $88
single ; $60.50 return.

~Liverpool, London
¥, including eve

, Glasgow, Belfast, or Loa«
wite tor the voyaxe, $22.50,
180, Oupa Town, Ronth

o B B ‘2?{(‘01:1 mon B\‘reul“, ‘M:m’u'osl.
r, E. DE LA HOOKE, | -
‘¥ OB, CLARKE, London, Ont.

|

PROFESSIONAL.

i‘ R. CLAUDE BROWN, DENTIST, H()P}OT!
Graduate Toronto University, Graduate
Philadelphia Dental College, 189 Duudas st
Phone 1381,
I)H. STEVENSON, 3891 DUNDAS S;l?
i London, Bpecialty—anaesthetics, Phone
510,
R WAUGL, 537 TALBOT SI., LONDON,

Ont. Specially—Nervous Diseagos.

R, WOODRUFF, No. 185 Queon’s Avnn;.

Defoctive vision, impaired hearing, nasal
oatarrh and troublesome throats. Fyes toste
ed. Glarses'adinsted. Hours: 12to 4.

JOVE & DIGNAN, BARRISTERN, ETCu

- 418,Talbot 8t., London, Private funds @
0.




