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The Coolun,

BY C. V, CRONIN (LIMERICK,

the Avenmore flows—
v, and the diy's near

its close
And an old woman sitawith a hoy on her knee v
She giiles like the evening, but 4 !Hu- thelea !
Her hair is as white e tlax ere it's spun, A
His hrown that is hiding the sun

vou tre
Beside the bright river,
The calm, glassy river,

That's sliding aud liding all peacefully on,

“Qome, granny,” the hoy says, * yvou'll sing me,
I know,

The beautital Conlun, so sweet and 80 low
For I love ita sot'c tones more than blackbird or

thrush, g E
Though often the tears in a shower will gush
From my cyes when 1 hear it Dear granny,

say wi

When 12y heart's full of pleasure I sob and [
'

veet Coolun,
oolun ?
whove in the &

o hear the s
The beantiful
An angel first sang it

%
Ky

And #he sings and he liste hut many years

e

And I‘u- old woman gleeps ‘neath the chapelyard
Lrass ;

And a couple are seated on the samne stone,

Where the boy sat and listened so oft to the

crone :
"Tis the boy—"tis the man, and he says, while he

rl at hisg side with the love streaming

“Oh! sing me, sweet Oonagh,
My beautiful Oonagh, "
Oh! sing me the Coolun, he says, and he sighs.

“That air, mo stor, brings back the days of my

vouth,
That flowed like a river there, sunny and
smootn !
And it brings back the old woman, kindly and
dear
If her spirit, dear Oonaghy/is hovering near,
"Twill glad her to hear the old melody risge
Warm, warin on the wings of our love and our
sighs:
Oh! sing me the Coolun,
The | wtiful Coolun ;° )
Is't the dew or a tear-drop moistening his eyes ?

There's a ehange on the scene, far more grand,
rar | D&

{nir
ul rolling Hudson are seated the

its branches

for their land, as they murimur
0

the Ve ¢
Hush ! : heart hath been touched, and its

musical strin

i the Co
hing
The love-hreathin ¢

The well of all memory's dee

They think of the bright stream they sat down
waide,

When

The pulses

Old faces, long vanighed,

Kind » ¢s float round thein, a

rroom and she was a bride ;
vthrobin the
ed kindly

| again ;
id grand hills

have not touched, ah, this many a

y A8 ceases the Coolun,
» hom wing Coolun, y
y but their native Land, faints on the

Not th

Long in silence they weep, with hand clasped
in hand

Then to God send up prayers for the far-off
old Tand ;

And while grat-fal to Him for the blessing He's

sent, 1
They know 'tis His hand that withholdeth con

ent :

For the Exile and Christian must evermore
sigh .

For the home upon earth, and the home in the
sky

8o they sing the sweet Coolun,
The sorrowing Coolun,
That murimurs of both homes—they sing and
| '

1wy sigh

aven bless thee, old Bard, in whose hosom
were nurst

Emotious that into sueh melody hurst !

Be thy grave ever green! may the softest of

est of beams nurse its grass and its
tlowers ;
Oft, oft he it with the tear-drop of love,
And may angels wateh round thee forever
ahove !
Ol Bard of th Conlun
The heautitul Coolun,
That's throbbing, like Erie, with Sorrow and
00

From Hayes' Ballads of Ireland (Vol. 1.)

THE SONG OF THE COM-
FORTER,

A Messenger nfl‘(:;l;rl-ilhm Unexpect-

edly ne into a Young Girl"

Life,

BY JOHUN J. A'BECKET,

[The midway location of the follow
ing scene is porhaps owing to  the
indicated emission of the first part of
the manuseript. It is a lovely frag
ment and does credit to Serdbner's
Magazine for October
better (o locate the scene at once ||.\'
saying hereinadvance thatitisItalian,
with an American figure (Protestant
by inferonce), and a very sweet
truly in the foreground :|

Ll I'rom the rough yellow voad
led =« path to a small wayside chapel,
while higher up, its white walls rising
above the encireling green like the
8oLt breast of a dove, stood the Convent
of tho Comforter, a thin blue smoke
oozing indolently  from  one of its
chimneys.  Over all, like a sapphire,
streteched the pure serenity of a cloud
less sky.

Up the

but we deem it

road slowly came a young
girl.  Her lagging s and drooping
head were a pathetie strain of disson-
ance in the symphony of the buoyant
spring.  In nature, such j IVOUS energy
in its calm vernal functions ; in her.
such a protest against the weariness of
being. It was like a tear in a ciccle
of brilliants.

Climbing to the lichen-covered top of
a rock by tho roadside, she sank down.
Not ungratetul to the tender fellowship
of th

bright spring-tide, she wondered
wearily whether time would bri her
ever again into unison with happiness,
or would Death, which had passed her
by as she waited wistfully tor his com
ing, retura ¢ in and take hey?

She had been a year in Europe alone.
Throagh a long ordeal of severe study
shoe had labored unfalteringly to per
feet an exquisite
an ardent desire

voice, sustained by

0 compass the high
est that her art could vield Her
master, so sensitive to artistic excel
lence as to be erabbed, and so inde
pendoent, through suceess in teaching,
as to be mercile

to medioerity,
devoted himself to her progress with an

unila vigor. Six weeks ago he
had d so the girl, with a brusque
wave of his hand :

“Go, and conguer the world !
can do no more You have a
voice which God can listen to with
v. The world will listen to
had secured a good
sment, Her master and  his
had made the verdiet of the

matter of little doubt.  She
with the fervid exultation of a
musical temperament, felt that she was

for you

glory and of riches by her powers. 1t |
was the dawn of her day of trinmph.

Then-—oh, the agony of reverting to
it! her sorrows came. Time might
soften the death of her mother to her.
Perhaps ‘in years to come the sense
that she had been absent from that
New England death-bed where a lonely |
woman  yearned for the touch and |
elance of a daughter, might grow less
a reproach.  Now, it was hopelessly |
bitter to think of the pitilessness of |
death in taking her as the terin of her
sacrifice ended, and reward to the
hundred-fold was about to be

Yet this was a wound of Nature, and
Nature has her antidotes.  But for him !
Could the time ever come when the
thought of what 2e had done would not
be like the stroke of a whip?  She
could not recall that eruel letter of his
without a flush rising in her checks as
it she had been buffeted? It had
struck herdown with such double force,
coming so fast on her mother’s death,
Her first instinet on rallying from the
anguish of that stroke had been to turn
to him ; to think what she was to him,
what he was to her. The world was
not empty while that frank, faithful,
blue-eyed New Englander wore her in
his heart ; that noble soul whom she
was proud to honor and love,

There was the pang ! Each time has
recalled him it was to go through this
brutal task of correcting herself again,
The man she had worshiped was a
phantom.  She had created it and set
it like an idol in her heart, and he had
cast it out.  She had put him there for
what she thought him, and he had
forced her to dethrone him for what he
was.  She had been very ill.  But the
fibre that feels most is the fibre that
parts last.  She did not die: she re
gretted even yet that she had not.  But
in spite of her waiting at the open
portal with than resignation,
Death had passed her by, A languid
woman had come back tolife : a woman
who awoke in the morning with a pang
to recovered consciousness, and who,
at night, sank into sleep’s oblivion
with a sigh of relief.

She had not sung onee since her sor-
rows had stricken her. They had
cared for her till she reached convales-
ence.  Then, with his dogmatic kind-
ness, Ferrari had told her to 2o to the
mountains and rest in the soft spring
till she felt the need of music again.

“When you wish to sing you are
cured,” he said.

She had come obediently. 1t was
comfort to have some one assumne the
mastery and direct her course when
she felt such a listless indifference to
all things that she could determine her
self to nothing.  She had come here to
this little village, clinging to the slope
of the mountain, and had gone to a
simple, good-hearted contadina, whose
deference was not without dignity.
She had a roomn about whose windows
vines clambered, and looking forth
from them she saw the woods rising
above her, and the red-tiled roof of the
Convent of the Comforter pricking
through the trees.  The little chureh
could not be seen.  Bianca used to go
there on Sundays and h one of the
Brotherhood sing the Mass,

Each day the girl walked forth, sub-
mitting with patient resicnation to the
burden of a life despoiled of appetite,
aim and vigor. This gladsome day of
spring was the first that had seemed to
quicken her vitality ; and she rested in
its peace and almost forgot.

So she sat there on the great rock,
the waves of melancholy lapping her
soul, with her dark eyes looking up to
the blue of the overhm ng sky. As
she let them fall they descended on the
figure of a young monk, slowly walk
ing down the road saying his office
from the Breviavy which he carrvied in
his hands.  He was in perfeet har
mony withthe scene. Tall, broad-shoul
dered, supple, with the sinnons move
ment which goes with elastic muscles,
there was a rhythmic smoothness in his
gait. . His eyes were rviveted on his
book.  The thick brown hair clustered
about his broad forchead, and his
cheeks, with their clear olive tint.
sank in slightly below the cheek-hones,
His eyelids were large and full, with
lonz, thick lashes.

For some nameless eause the wirl
felt an instant affinity with him. The
st wstion of strength and ealm con-
trol was supporting He turned up
the little path which led off from the
rond and disappeared. It seemed a
l0ss as he passed from view, and she
felt drawn after him.  He looked so
simple, so true: and what was true
came home to her.  Aud to her sore
heart there was somethinge appealing
in the thought that he was cut off from
the world, buried here in the white
convent, mother and sister left behind
him forever down in the plain below,

As she sat in her reverie the tones of
an or

|
|
|
|

more

gan came to her from the chureh.
It must be he who had gone there and
was playving.

Soft and low the strains
were borne to her in faint austs of
melody.  She felt her soul stirring he
neath the influence of the music as i
had not since her life had arown so
dark.

She slipped down from the rock and
slowly made her way up the path.
The music sounded fuller as sho ap
proached.  She went on until she stood
at the porch of the church and saw it
was empty She hesitated a moment
and then entered.  The interior was
bare and poor: the walls were white
washed. At the end was an altar. in
front of which huung a brass lamp, sus
pended by a long chain from the ceil
ine In it wed a spark of red,
where a hurni taper shone through
the thick ruby On the right
hand side of the litte sanctuary was a
Fieta, the Mother of the Christ with
her dead Son stretehed across her lap.
Through the cold, bare church surged
the music, !

olass.

The monk was apparently
improvising, for there was no strict

ting fancy touched the keys,

ing of one phrase into another as they

i oceurred to him.

She put an okl chair, which stood
near, back against the wall, and sit-
ting down closed her eyes and aban-
doned herself to the sweetness of the
music.  'The monk had a musician’s
soul in him : she could tell that by
the way in  which his wander-
There
were  sudden  trausitions,  though
all he played was grave and sweetly
sombre.  Her soul lived with new life
as she sat there motionless, while the
waves of music rolled through the little
church, broke about the Mother and
her dead Son, and flowed back upon
her in rippling consolation.

Oh, the restfulness of it! She ut-

tered a sigh of thanksgiving that
music could still so master her spirit.
No converse could have done for her
what that dignified harmony did ; it
was a messenger of peace.  She sat
there unable to move, and uncaring,
till she heard the flow of music cease,
and then a slight sound as the cover
was placed over the key-board. She
rose at once with a long sigh and
hastily left the church. She did not
wish the monk who had gone there
and played his soul out on the organ
in the sacred confidence of solitude to
know that another, and that other a
woman, had listened to his commun-
ings with his spirit. She felt that he
had expr d himself as naturally and
as artlessly through his medium as the
birds moving through the cloister of
the  woods. He was singing his
spring-song—a song, like theirs, with-
out words, but a song grave and sweet,
and with soul in it.
She walked slowly back to Bianca's
e, where the vines clustered so
thickly about her windows. The aood
peasant woman looked at her when she
camein, and sizhed to herself.  Under
the pale cheeks of the girl was a deli-
cate pink color, and there was a
brilliant light in her la They
were signs of greater vigor, perhaps :
vet they only seemed to accentuate her
frailty : but the good Bianca kept these
thoughts within her heart. To the
girl she spoke cheerfully of the bright
spring day, Had her walk refreshed
her? - Yes, she felt better than she did
when she went out.  She felt stronger.,
She did not tell Bianca that the monk's
music had sent the blood coursing
through her more than the ravishing
day. That was her seeret.  Untold, it
seemed so much more a solace all her
owi.

The Italian spring  held many of
these days of delicate brightness, as the
carth ripened on into the flush of sum-
mer.  The girl took her way up the
mountain road with a lighter heart,
even it her steps had not a more elastic
tread.  She knew no tonie could do her
such good as that pure music with its
mellow chords and subtle transitions,
like a change from tears to a smile.
The thought that pleased her most was
that the young monk was pouri
his soul into these strains of music.
And she grasped them so clearly !
There were sadness and resignation,
and, at times, jubilant measures of
hope in his chords—never despair, nor
the bitter unrest which beats
bars,

She began to feel that she was get-
ting better.  As she sat and listened
to the pleading tones the feeling
within her was not happiness, nor ex-
citement, nor melancholy, but it par-
ticipated in them all—it was rest and
comfto She could have sat for hours
in this glad emancipation f
weary s When the music
was an etiort to rise and hasten forth,
the mantle of her sorrow
heavily about her again,

She always felt this desive that the
strong monk should not learn that she
was there.  Should she know that he
was  playing with the consciousness
that one was listening to him, even
were he to play the self-same music
and she was sure he would not) it
would have appealed to her in not this
subtle, comforting way. His soul ex-
haled some sorrow to itself, alone : and
her soul felt it, unknown.
lay there.

The monk was so recollected that he
never remarked her. Two or three
times he had passed her on the moun-
tain road : but his eyes were cither
fixed upon his Breviary, for he seemed
to be saying his office much of the
time, or else they were modestly cast
down. After a while she felt safe in
meeting him, it was so hard to distract
him from this concentration. It was
only through his music that he seemed
to 2o forth from himself, and then it
was a flight toward heaven.

Happily for the girl, he went almost
every day to the church and played
upon the organ.  There were certain
airs which he played frequently, and
she wot to know them and to look for
their recurrence.  One in particular
appealed to her more than any other.
The mouk gave it with an intensity of
expression that showed how deeg \
felt it. It was a series of aspirations,
prayerful, but exultant withal ; the
softly pleading tones of the prelude
would swell into greater strenotly. and,
ring higher aud higher with
the increasing fervor of the suppliant,
closed in a very eestacy of impassioned
entreaty.  She got quickly to know it
by heart, and otten as she sat by thoe
vineclad window of Bianca's w'»;l‘
and saw the night draw down over the
mountain, the music sang itself in hoer
heart, while she watched the stars
pierce through the dusky blue of the
SKy.

Ceves,

falling

The charm

v he

as il so:

One morning, a few weeks later,
Bianca had sallicd forth to Mass in the
little church.  When she returned and
they were eating  their simple break-
sty she said to the girl : ** Signora, 1
remembered you today in church, It
is the Feast of the Holy Ghost. They

is very beautiful, dear lady,"”

“Then that white convent in the
woods is the Convent of the Holy Ghost,
is it not 2" she returned.  ** They call
it the Convent of the Comforter,”

“Yes," answered Bianca,  ““Would
you like to read the hymn in the Brevi-
ary to the Holy Ghost? 1 have it in
my prayer-book  with the Italian
words,” and Bianca got her leather-
covered prayer-book and pointed out
the well-fingered page. The Italian
translation was not necessary, except
tor a few words, as the girl had learned
Latin in the High School in her town.,
and had sung many church arias
written in it.  Ferrari had taught her
the soft Italian pronounciation of the
old Roman tongue ; but the invocations
and petitions of the hymn were sooth-
ing to her. The very title of Com-
forter given to the Holy Ghost stirred
a devotional sense in her heart.
read it through, meditatively, and
slipped the shiny little book into her
pocket when she was done,

Thav day she was a little later than
usual in climbing up the road ; but as
she drew near she saw the monk, her
comforter, striding up the pathway to
the church. The afternoon was wan-
ing into twilight, and when she
followed him and heard the organ, the
music took on new grace in the golden
brown of the fading light.

He preluded with short, quick
chords, some of them harsh, and
between them little trembling flights of
notes. There was a disquiet in his
music that seemed to have an artistic,
or at least enotional, justification. It
vas a tentative reaching forth for
something, the delicate eagerness of
the runs and hurried melodic phrases
seeming yearning impatience, and the
nervous strong  chords the moaning
gasps of frustration. It was a joy to
hear at last, firm and fuall, the prayful
melody which had so grown into her
soul, melting on the air.  What soul
he was throwing into it !

Suddenly, her blood gave aleap and

her body quivered with its tingling
rush through her veins. It was a
delight that was almost pain, A tenor
voice, clear as a bell and vibrating
with  sympathetic  feeling, soared
throngh the dim church. Never had
she heard such tones before.  So firm,
so erystalline, of so velvety a quality.
The monk was singing the song and
singing it like an angel from God.
She pressed her hand to her breast,
breathing quickly through her parted
lips, the ringing voice calling a sud-
den moisture of joy to her eyes.  There
was such pathos in the round tones as
they dialated to greater fullness.  She
could feel that not half the power of the
voice was drawn on 1 that overflow
of melody. Ah! if he would pour the
full strength of his superb lungs into
those heavenly tones !
As a rich note welled forth and then
died away in a perfect diminuendo,
the intensity of her delight weakened
her and she clung to the chair.  But
what was he singing with such over-
powering feeling She bent her head
to catch the words: * Veni, Pater
pavperum,  Vend, lwmen, cordium,
Veni, Dator smunerum.” They were
the words she had read that morning
in Bianca's prayerbook ! This air that
had sung itself into her heart was the
hymn to the Holy Ghost.

She knew the next phrase in the
music. It was the one that had always
moved her most.  Even on the org
that sudden change to a minor key
and the notes, saturated with tears,
had thrilled her through and through.
And now to hear it sung, and by such
a voice !

She  remembered that the little
prayer-book was still in her pocket,
and she hastily drew it forth and
turned to the place. She had scarcely
found it when the pleading voice broke
into the melody :

SConso)

or optime,
Duleis i

Ah! should she not have known that
it was a tearful ery to the Comforter.
What words could so well have been
wedded to such strains.  * O best of
Comforters, my soul’s dear host, O
sweet refreshment, Thou!”  There was
intoxication to her in the high, tremu-
lous tones, with their throbbing pathos
of entreaty, their melting tenderness,
They took her out of herself, and she
shook with her swelling emotion.  As
the last note, a peal of sweetness, sur-
charged the church, she rose involun-
tarily to her feet, ercet and tense.

Then she heard his strong fingers
play the prelude again.  He could not
leave it.  With one wild yearning to
give her soul its needed outlet, she
broke into the exquisite song.  She
folt herself singing as she had never
sung before, not even on that day when
Fervari and his friends had shouted
‘as " over her voice.  Never had
such a passionate exultation of feeling
swept down upon her and borne lier off
on the strong pinions of so The
voice of the monk had fired her; her
whoiesoul was in her glorious voice,
cryving to the Comforter wich the thrill-
ing tones which God had given her,
and which had been so long unused

She felt that a fuller accompaniment
from the organ was supporting hoer.
The instrument had seldom  yiclded
such rich chords, even to the monk's
touch. e was inspired, too: and in
the over-mastering deli: of singing
again with all her soul was an under-
current of delight that for once her
music was stirring him.

The passion which controlled hoer
made her pour forth her voice without
consciousness of offort or of pain,
There was the rapture of singing, and

singing as she knew she was,

* Consolator optime,
Duleis hospes anima,
Dulee rvefrigerium,”

about to gather a plentcous harvest of

s i s e

development of theme ; only the merg-

call Him the Comforter, you know, and
I prayed that He would comfort you, in

The last note rang out full, trium-
phant, ecstatic ; then something within

She 1

body and in mind. The hymn to Him

|

| warm tide
; She hastily

her seemed utterly to give way,
obstacles scemed swept aside, and a
shed from her mouth.
sed her handkerchief to
her lips ; it was drenched in a moment,
and she w her light gown stained
with the flow,

She could not utter a sound.  Above
her head the organ pealed forth a
tumult of chords, and the music seemed
sweeping over and submerging her.
She ¢ould not support herself, and sank
upon her knees, clutching the bench
in front of her, while her eyes involun-
tarily turned to where the Mother and
her dead Son stood palely forth from
the shadow.  She felt herself dissolving
with weakness, but without pain, with-
out fear, without regret,

She heard the strong voice ring
through the church again like a spirit’s
cry.  The walls rocked with the
Jjubilant rush of the monk’s song as he
poured forth unstintingly the magni-
ficent fullness of his voice.

*In labore requies,
In wstu temperies,
In fletu solativm.”

Not all the sweet notes reached her,
but she heard the passionate ardor that
pulsed in the first few words: “In
labore requics—In toil, repose.” Then
she heard no more music from the
organ-loft. Lower and lower she had
sunk down ; but when the strong voice
poured forth firm as ivon, but vibrant
and mellow, on the words ** In fletu
solatium,” they smote her ears as they
did those of the marble mother in the
dim extremity of the church.

His head erect, his eyes {flashed
through the thick lashes, the young
monk waited with his long fingers
pressed lightly on the keys, expectant
of the voice but there was only an
aching stillness. He waited two or
three moments and then let his finoers
fall reluctantly from the keys, sighed
lightly, and made a lowlier reverence
than  usual to the altar, where the
ruddy light kindled a point of fire in
the gloom.

As he came slowly down the creaking
wooden steps from the organ-loft, he was
erect and glad at the burning thought
that a voice from heaven had sung to
him.  When he reached the foot of the
stairs he saw her lying on the worn,
blue flags, her gown with dark stains
upon it.  Then he knew that the be-
ing who had sung to him was of a
nature kindred with his own.

“*When you wish to sing, vou are
cured,” Ferrari had said. She had
sung and her ills were over,

- —— -

CARDINAL MANNING,

A full biography of Cardinal Man-
ning is, 1t is reported, being prepared.
*“I shall he surprised,” writes the Lon-
don  correspondent  of the Scottish
Leader, *“if it proves to be so full as
people could desire, for the reason that
the Cardinal has an ohjection to beine
written up, and the materials necessary
for a full history of the most remark-
able prelate of the time are not acces-
sible.  Hitherto the ‘ lives " which have
been  published have been practically
only sketches 3 the skeletons, in facet,
of a biography. It is not long
that the Cardinal got wind that a life
of him was being written.  He sent for
the author, and in his usual suave
manner said, ‘T don't like being gib-
betted while T am alive.  When I am
dead they can do what they like with
me." That biography was given up.”
The fact is that the Cardinal is as
humble as his great madel, St. Charles
Borromeo. Bigots have at times
sought to create the contrary imln'u\
sion, but they are dishonest or do not
know the man. N. Y. Catholic
Hevicw.

— -

Mr. . C. Burnand, the Catholic
editor of Punch, was the recipient of a
handsome present, namely a silver
cigar box, at the dinner given by the
proprietors to the staff at the Ship Inn,
Greenwich, in commemoration  of
Punch’s jubilee,

Few persons have wisdom to prefer
censure, which is useful to them, to
praise, which deceives them.— Roche-
Joucauid.

My Danghter's Life
Was Hood’s
Mr,

her body, but on giving her Hood’s Sar-
saparilla there was marked improvement
and now she is well, strong and healthy.”

Hood’s Pills cure Constipation by restoring
the peristaltic action of the alimentary canal,
They are the best family cathartic,

Advice Free.

Keep the head cool, the feet warm and the
bowels regular, and no disease can attack
vou.  This is a celebrated German physi-
clan'’s advice, and can best be accomplished
by using Burdock Blood Bitters, the hest
regulator and purifier known., It cures all
disorders of the stomach, liver, bowels and

OIS SAPR 7O USE Freeman's Worm
Powders, as they act only on the worms and
do not injure the child,

:
f, Permanent GEaity
r

ScoTring, CLEARSING,
HEALING.
Instant  FRealie
Cu Fa.

. Lo warned in

in_ head result

lowed by e
1

n Catarrh, £l
W death

s and $1.00) by uu.m:;u‘lg "
FULFORD & €O,
Brockville, Ont,

King of Medicines

Scrofulous Humor—A Cupre
“Almost Miraculous
“When I was 14 years of age I had a sey
attack of rheumatism, and after i recovered
hadd to go on erutehes, A year later, ofula,
in the form of white swellings, appeared on
various parts of my body, and for 11 years I
was an invalid, being confined to my bed ¢
years. In that time ten or eleven sores
peared 2, causing me great pain
ver should get w
“ Early in 1886 T went to Chicago to vic o
sister, but w, mfined to my bed most of 11
time T was In July T reac 1V book, * A
Day witl irens,’ in which were statements
of cures by Hood's Sarsaparilla, T was so im-
pressed with the success of this medicine that
I decided to try it. To my great gratification
the sores soon decreased and 1 began to
better, and in a short time I was up
out of doors. T continued to take Hood's § I
saparilla for about a year, when, having used
six bottles, T had become so fully released
from the disease that I went to work for the
Flint & Walling Mfg. Co., and since then
HAVE NOT LOST A SINGLE DAY
on account of sickness, I believe the disease
is expelled from my system, 1 always feel well,
am in good spirits and have a good appetite,
I am now 27 years of age and can walk as
well as any one, except that one limb is a little
shorter than the other, owing to the loss of
bone, and the sores formerly on my right leg,
To my friends my recovery seems almost
miraculous, and I think Hood's Sarsaparilla
is the king of medicines.” WiLLiam A,
Leug, 9 E. Railroad St., Kendallville, Ind.

Hood’s Sarsaparilia

Sold by all druggists. g1; six for l‘rt-puruzlnu!/
by C.1. HOOD & CO., Apothecaries, Lowell, Mauss,
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REV. THEO. SPETZ, President.
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wee the Classical
s Terms, including
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o REv, D, CUSHING,
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BELLEVILLE, ONT.

Helds the Highest A'Roputadcn for
Thoroughness.

The only ground-floor Jusiness College in
Canada,

Our Graduates have unparalelled suceess

A book of valuable and reliable informa-
tion SENT FREE.

Belleville  Business College,

BELLEVILLE, ONT.

Ontario Business College
R

—RBelleville, Ont,———
23rd YEAR,

\ \f FOR THE N&w CIRCULAR, IT
SE‘ “ will help you to drn'hl\l' about your
future. Be eareful to address,

ROBINSON & JOHNSON,

Ontario Business College

———

BELLEVILLE, ONT.

Peterhorough Business College
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= I/\L ) ()( nvl-:J(“‘nl-“ -‘(hLﬂ y "l.’l If
20, write 1o the Peterborongh siness
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GEO. 8. BEAN, B.A, LL.B.

A. BLANSHARD, Chartered Accountant,

Principals.
PROFESSIONAL,
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CARRIAGES AND SLEIGHS.
W. J. THOMPSON & SON,

Opposite Revere House, London,

| Have always in stock a large assortment of

i every style of Carringe and Sieigh., This is
one of the largest establishments of the kina

in the Dominfon, None but first-class work

turned out. Prices always moderate.

& DIGNAN, BARRISTERS, ETC,,
Ihot street, London,  Private funds
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