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AN UNPROFITABLE SERVANT.!

L

We never thought much of him when
we were all fellow students together at
St. Chad's Hospital. ‘“ Poor old
Parkes ” he was generally calied, and
by those who knew him best, ! poor
oild Tom.” He was such & funny,
original sort of a fellow — a queer
mingling of the casual and the hard-
working. His figure was familiar to
more than one set of St. Chad's stu-
dents, for ha spent an abnormal tithe
in getting through his exams., and, as
he used to say ruefually :

« I'm such & fool of a fellow, things
geem to go in at one of my ears and
out at the other. I cau't for the life of
me remember the names of them."

An examination drove every scrap
of knowledge he possessed straight out
of his head. It paralyzed him, and he
was the despair of his teachers and ex-
aminers. Indeed, it was several times
more than hinted to him that he might
be wiser 1n adopting some other than
the medical profession, but he always
shook his head over such a proposition.

%1 just won't give it up. It's the
finest profession in the world, and I'm
going to stick to it."”

When I left the hospital he was still
plodding on patiently and hopefully.
He came sometimes tc my rooms in the
days before I left and poured out his
aims and ideals to me. I don't exact-
ly know why he chose me for his con-
fidant, except that I had tried to be
friendly now and then to the poor fel-
low. It seemed hard lines that he
ghould be so universally looked down
upon and laughed at.

He has some awfulily loftly notions
about a doctor’s work, I can see him
now as he stood on my hearth rug talk-
ing fast and eagerly about the moral
influence a doctor ought to have over
his patients, and I couldn’t help won
dering what sort of influence poor old
Tom would have over his patients ( if
he ever got any

He did not look a very impressive
object in those days. He was always
rather an untidy sort of a chap. His
clothes hung upon his loose, shambling
figure & little as if he were a clothes
prop ; his hair—it was red—had a way
off alling loosely over his forehead,
which gave him a habit of tossing back
his head to shake & straying lock from
his eyes. He had no beauty to recom-
mend him. His eyes were green and
they were not handsome, though their
prevailing |expression wWas one of gocd
temper and kindliness. His smile was
wide and kindly, but somehow his
whole countenance bordered closely on
the grotesque, and the more he talked
of ideals and lofty aspirations, the
more acurately did he tickle one's in-
ward senss of humor.

Tom's talk and his personality did
not fit well !

I left him behind me at St. Chad's as
I say, when my hospital days were
over. I carried away with me a vivid
recollection of the grip of his big rei
hand as he said :

t Good-bye, Marlow. Isay, 1 wish
you weren't going, you know.
You've—you ve been jolly good to me.”

There was a queer look of wistfulness
in his eyes. 1t reminded me of the look
in the eyes of my Irishterrier when I left
kim behind me.

+t Poor old Tom,” I said to myself ;
¢+ ']l come back and look him up now
and then, He's such a lonely sort of
chap.

I'm sorry now that 1 didn’t stick to
my resolution, but other iuterssvs sovil
filled my life, and I forgot to lovk Tom
Parkes up or even to ask him to come
and see me. Then I left town, and
shortly afterwards Eogland, and for
elght yearsor so I did not set foot in
London.
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Shortly after my return I went down
to St. Chad's, and as I strolled around
the old hospital, feeling a terrible Rip
Van Winkle among ali the ‘‘ new men,
new faces, other minds,” I all at once
bethought me of old Parkes. A stab
of remorse smote me. What a beast I
had been never to think of the poor
chap in all these years ! Was he per-
haps still at St. Chad's tolling at exams,
which he never passed ? Later on 1
called upon the dean of the medical
school and asked him if he could give
me any news of Parkes.
« Poor old Parkes !" Dr Thursby
said smiling. **Oh, yes! I can tell
you where he is. He has a sort of sur-
gery in Paradise street, in the borough.
He {5 not making his fortunse,

about half an hour's walk from St.

Chad's, and thither I repaired on the
following evening with a laudable
determination to find Tom Parkes and

cheer him up a bit.

‘¢ For it must be precious dullliving
slums,” I
thought as I walked down a forlorn
little street, the fac simile of others of
ite type, which all present a&n appear-
ance of having been forgotien when
Bits of
things of all kinds littered not only the
but even the roadway and
The dwellers in Paradise
street ovidently uced the road as their

in these God - forsaken

the dustman went his rounds.

gutters,
pavement.

dustbin, paper basket and genera
rubbish heap. It was
well as unsightly. It belled its name
1t bore noresemblaunce to any paradise
Fach houso exactly resembled it

neighbors in grayness and dreariness,
but over one door was a red lawp, and
small brass plate
Sur-

upon the same door &
bearing the words ** Tom Parkes,
geon.”

Poor old Tom ! There flached before

my mind his wiatful ideals of & possibl

house in Harley street in some dim
future. Thisdepressing street in the
borough must have choked hie ideais
As I knocked at the
door I noticed how the paint was peei-

considerably.

I gather.”
He gave me the address of a street

unsavory as

ing off, how dilapidated was the bell‘[
pull, how rickety the knocker. It was f
plain taat times were mot good for the
dwellers in Paradise street.
The door was opened almost at once,
and Tom himself stood before me. In
the dim light I thought he looked much
the same Tom as [ had last seen eight
years before, except that his face
seemed to be older and thinner and
whiter, He flushed when he caught
gight of me and his eyes grew bright.
“ Why, Marlow!" he exclalmed,
grasping my haud ; “1 say, I am
jolly glad to see you. It's awfully
good of you to come down here, and—
and—" Isaw his eyes running over
my clothes, waich were perfectly or-
dinary ; but—well, the poor chap waA
80 woefully shabby himself it made my
heart ache. ‘' I say,” he went on,
hesitatingly, still holding the door
wide open, *‘ I've got poor sort of dig-
gings. Do you mind coming in ?
My landlady is out today- and we're
in a bit of a muddle.”
““Mind ? My dear chap, of course
not. I want to have a chat if you can
spare time ?"
Y 'm free just this minute,” he
said ; ‘" but I expect some patients
wi!l drop in presently, and 1 may be
sent for, too, I'm rather busy just
now. that's the truth, There's such a
lot of influenza and typhoid about.”
“‘Making your fortune, eh, Parkes?”
I asked, as I followed him down &
grimy passage into a small, dingy
room.
He smiled, but the look in bis eyes
gave me a queer lump in my throat.
“ Not much,” he said : *‘ you see,
you can't—well, you ean’t take fees
much from pejple who—well, who are
starving themselves.”
I glanced sharply at him. In the
botter light I could see that his own
face was terribly thin and his eyes
had a curious sunken lock. Good
heavens ! how thin the man was alto-
gether. His chest seemed to have
suok {o and he had acquired = stoop
which I could not associate with the
red faced, hearty student of eight
years before. .
The room into which he ushered me
was bare of everything but the merest
necessities, and those of the cheapest
and commouest kind.
*‘This is my consulting room,”’ he
said, with & little smile ; *‘ the patients
wait next door,” and he pointed
through haif-open folding doors Into &
second and even barer room that was
furnished only with a few chairs.
He pushed me into the only arm-
chair his room po3sessed—an uucom-
promising and ancient horsehair chair,
stuffed, judging by the sensation pro-
duced, with stones !
He seemed pleased to see me, but he
talked very little ; it was hard to
think that he could be the same being
who had stood beside my fireplace in
the old days talking so volubly of all
his hopes and plans. Ihad not been
with him more than a qusater of an
hour, when a knock came to the outer
door. Tom answered it in person and
returned accompanied by an old
woman,
“ That's another doctor, Grannie,”
he sald, nodding towards me ; ‘‘ you
don’'t mind him, do you ?”
The old lady, having signified that
she had no objection to my presence,
proceaded to give a lengthy and
graphi: account of her various ail-
ments.
Parkes listened to it all with a pa
tient interest which 1 could not but ad-
mire. Someihing in his ione as he
gpoke to the cld woman struck me par-
ticularly—an indescribable ring of
sympathy, of gentleness, which I can-
not put into words. Having taken up
a good half-hour and more of his time,
the old lady rose to depart, drawing
her miserable shawl around her.
*0a, doctor dear,” she whispered,as
he told her to send up in the morning
for some fresh medicine, ‘‘and I ain't
got nothin’ to give yer for yer kind
ness. Will yer let it go till next time?
Jem 'e've 'eard of a job, and if ‘e was
to get it——""
A faint smile showed in Tom's eyes.
¢ All right, Granale,’ he said, gent-
ly ; * times are hard just now, aren't
they ?"
“So they be, doctor, so they be.
What with the cold und the strikes and
the infilnerza there ain't much doin’
for pore folks. '
He opened the door for her as if she
had been a duchess, and before admit-
ting the next patient (several had ar-
rived in the waiting-roomby this time)
he said to me wistfully, almost apolo-
getically :
‘‘They're awfully poor just now.
One can’t meke them pay. I kuow
philanthropic peopls call it pauperiz-
ing and all that, but——" He broke
off lamely.
‘““ Why don't you send them up a8
out-patients to St. Chad's?” I asked.
“It's a long way from here, isn't
it? A good half hour's walk, and then
it means a lot of waiting about and
losing work, perhaps, It doesn't seem
fair to send them so far, and we've no
hospital nearer here.”
He sald no more, and I stayed on,
fascinated in spite of myself,
The same thing happened over and
1 | over again that evening, Half-starved
looking men and women shamefacedly
. | asked to be let off any payment, and
. | the same answer met them in a cheery
8 | volce, which somehow did not seem at
all to go with Tom’s thin, bent form.
*Oh that'll be all right. We'll settle
up when times are better, won't we g
When the last patient had gone, he
turned to me, his face flasning :
‘I gay, Marlow,” he eaid, ‘'Im
o | awluily sorry I can't cffer you supper,
but the truth is my laudiany is out,
and-—-and so [ shan't have my supper
at home " Ha tried to epeak jocosely,
but my impression was that he did not
expect to have supper anywhere.

Come with me for auid lang syne.”

¢ Look here,old fellow," I sald, **I'm
going to have something somewhere,

I could hardly bear to see the look
that came into his eyea, It reminded
me of u starved dog I had once fed.
“Thanks,” he answered, '' but my |
old working clothes aren't decent to g0
out in, and—and—"
Oa, I could guess well enough whers |
his other clothes were. Bat, of course,
I only laughed and replied :
“ Nansenge, old fellow, never mind
the working clothes ; I'm certzinly too
huogry to ,wait whilst you make your-
gelf smart. Let's go to a quiet restan-
rant. 1shali be offended if you don't
come, "
' I'd like to come,” he said, and the
eagerness in his tones made my Loart
ache again, ‘‘I've got a lot of pati-
ents to go and see later—influenza and
so on, and I'd be glad of a snack of
something first.” He tried to speak
carelessly, but it was a fallure.
I felt ashamed, downright ashamed
of myself, for being well-nourished
and well-clad as I sat opposite poor old
Parkes in that restaurant. It made
me choky over aud over agaln, I can
tell you, to see the man put away that
meal,
Bafore we parted I tried to persuade
him to let me lend him a little spare
cash. I put it as nicely as I could,
saylng 1 knew doctoring in a poor
neighborhood was very uphill work.
But he shook his bead.
 1t's awfully good of you, ' he sald,
«phut I haven’c ever borrowed, and I
don’c know when I could pay back. I
shouldn’t like a debt.”
And I could not move his resolution.
“Youll look me up again some
day ?" he asked.
i Rather, as soon as possible.”
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But a summons to & distant part of
Eagland on important family business
kept me out of town for three weeks,
and when 1 went next to the house in
Paradise street poor old Farks did not
open the door to me.
A frowzy landlady confronted me.
« The doctor sir? ‘E's awfully
bad. ‘E've a got up, asl persuaded
him not to, with euch a cough. But
‘e says, ‘1 must see to my patients,’
and 8o 'e’s a sittin’ in 'is room as ought
to be in bed. 'E was took on Saturday,
and to day is Wednesday, " she ended.
I pushad past her into the consulting
room, and there sat Tom in the arm-
chair beside an apology for a fire,
coughing and gasping for breath. A
wonderful relief came into his face as
he saw me.
“ I'm—I'm awfully glad to see you,”
he whispered ; ‘' goi—a touch of the
flue—I think.”
He spoke gaspingly,
speech were painful.
'l tackle this patient for you old
man,” I said, glancing at an old
woman who sat before him. ‘‘ Look
here, let me help you on the couch.”
He could hardly stand, and I almost
lifted him on to the horsehair sofa of
unprepossessing appearance, and after
getting rid of the old patient, turned
all my attention to making Tom com
fortable.
“ It's nothing much,” he gasped ;
¢ I've just got—a touch —of —iufla—
such—a—lot—about,” he mnttered,
wearily ; ‘* such bad nights—so many
sick—and dying—and dying "
He rambled on whilst the landlady
and I brought his bed into the con-
su'ting room, and I lifted him upon it
and undressed him. It was pitiful to
gee his thinness.
« Pora gentleman,” the landlady
exclaimed, 'e's bin and starved 'isself,
that's what it is ; and many's the
time I've brought 'im a bite of some
thin' we'ye bin ’avin’, and ’'e says,
always so cheery, ‘ Now, that's kind
of you, Mrs. Jones,’ and never missed
payin’ the rent, neither, though Lord
knows 'ow 'e got it. 'E's put away
most everythin'," she whispered,
whilst I stood looking down at the
flushed face and brighi unseeing eyes
and listened to his rambling, discon-

as though

eral should be a decent one, and I de-

chap golng lonely to his

nected talk.
I fetched one of the leading physicians
of the day, but he oniy shook his head
significantly.

solutely hopeless, poor fellow."

We did our best for him, poor fellow

+ Absolutely helpless,” he said, *‘ ab

¢« And 'im always 'a slavin’,” sobbed
Mrs. Jones. ‘‘'E was alwaysout day
and night in the streets, and in 'is thin
coat, and starvin’ ‘isself, ’'tain’t mno
wonder'e got the pneumony, or what-
ever they calls it ; 'e never thought of
‘lgself, never once.’’
I sat by him that same night. To-
wards morning his restlessness ceased,
and he turned clear eyes upon me and
whigpered :
' I'vo made & poor thing of it, and—
[—mseent—to—do—big—things.”
I don't know what I said, but he
weunt on :
] say—what't that—about—-about
—an—unprofitable—servant 2 That's
—me—an—unprofitable—servant, 1
.—mean*t to do—a lot. I've—done—
nothing —nothing—an unprofitable—
servant.”

I'm not a very religious sort of chap,
but somehow when he said those words
some others came into my head, and I
whispered :

« Not unprofitable, old fellow ;
there's comething else in the same
Bouk, isn't thers, about a ‘good and
faithfui servant ?'  That's nearer the
mark for you."” v

A queer smile crept over hie face, &
curions light stole into his eyes.

* Unprofitable — or faithful ?
Whaich ?” he murmured, They were

Parkes'lips.
IV.

the last words I heard from poor old

I was obliged to goout of town agaln
for the three days after his death, but

termined to be present &t it myself, for
I couldn’c bear to think of the poor old
last long
home.

There was & gleam of wintry sun
upon London as I walked quickly
through the borough on the morning
of Tom's funeral, & hunch of white
flowers in my hand. I didn'c like to
think that no one would put a flower
on his ccffin, and I knew he had no re
lations.

As | entered the thoroughfare out of
which Paradise street opeuns, I was sur-
prised to find myself upon the out-
skirts cf a dense crowd of people. The
traffi: was at 2 stand.still ; the few po-
licemen visible were absolutely power-
less to do anything with the mass of
human beings that stretched as far
down the street as I could see and
blocked every corner. In fact, the
police had given up attempting to do
anything but keep order, which was
not difficult, for a more silent, well be-
haved crowd I never saw. I looked in
vain for its cause.

I touched a policeman's arm.
“‘ What is it all about ?"
¢ Can I get through?"”

“ Don't look much like it, sir ; 'tis a
funeral.”

A funeral ? But I never saw such
a crowd even at the funerals of very
distinguished people. Who in the
world is grand enough in these parts
to have a following like this 7"

¢ Tig a—" he began, then turned
hastily to cry, ‘‘Pass on, there, pass
on, piease "—a sheer impossibility, by
the way, for no one could move an
inch.

 What does it all mean ? I said to
a man begide me, a rough costermon-
ger, who, like myself, held a bunch of
flowers in his hand.

“Tis the doctor's funeral,”
plied.

‘« What doctor 2" 1 asked, mysti
fied. ‘*Why, I'm golug to a doctor's
funeral, too, but my poor friend
wasn't well kuown ; he won't have
crowds to follow him.

I asked.

he re-

He lived in
Paradise street, poor chap "

Sp did our doctor,” the man an-
swered, and he drew his grimy hand
across his eyes ; ‘‘may'be 'tis the
gsame. 'Tis Dr. Parkes as we've come
to see laid in 'is grave. 'E was good
to us, and 'tis the last thing we will
ever do for 'lm.”
“Dopyou mean to tell me that this
enormous crowd " I stammered,
v 'Tis the followin' for Dr. Parkes,
yes, sir ; 'tis a sight you don't see but
once in a lifetime, neither. Most of
us chaps 'as 'ad to give up a day's
work to come ; but bless you, we don't
grudge it to he: no, that we don't,”
and the man gave a little gulp.
This was Tom Parkes’ following ?
And I had thought that I should be his
only follower. I was but one among
hundreds !
When they knew I was the dead
man's friend, they at once somehow
made a way through tne crowd, which
grew denser and denser as I walked
down Paradise street—a strange, rev-
erent, silent crowd.
Just as I reached the door they were
carrying the coffin out; it was one
mass of lowers, aud I, poor fool, had
thought, pityingly, that my insignifi
cant bunch would be the only ones
upon it! They told me afterwards
that men and women had spent their
hard - won earnings to buy these
wreaths for the doctor they loved—
men and women who could with diffi-
culty spare their money, who were

to-hand siruggie them
selves for existence.
I have never seen such » sight as
that funeral, never in my life. All
the way to the far off cemetery thoge
thousands of men and women, aye,
and even children, followed their doc-
tor, and it seemed as though the great,
silent crowd would never cease filing
past his grave afterwards when all
Wag over.
‘'E sald as 'ow 'e 'ad failed, sir,”
his landlady sobbed that evening when
I went around to see after poor old
Tom's few little things ; ‘‘'e said 'is
life was all a mistake, but lor’, it don't
look much like a mistake, sir! Why,
the good 'e 've 'a done and the Influ-
ence 'e 've 'ad in these courts, no one
wouldn't belleve as hadn't seen 'is fun-
eral. 'Twas a wonderful buryiz’, sir.”
Truly a wonderful burying !
I wrote to a lot of his fellow-students
to try and raise enough money to put
a stone over the poor old fellow. But
we were forestalled in this by the
people amongst whom he had worked
—for whom he had died. They col-
lected the money—those folk in the
back streets of the Boro'—in farthings
and half pence and pence, and upon
the cross they engraved his name and
these words :

“* The Beloved Phyeician,”
« tGreater love hath no man than
this, that a man lay down his life for
his friends.' "—Temple Bar.
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AN ARCHBISHOP S REMARK AND
WHAT CAME OF IT.

About & decade ago Richard Gillen,
just in his teens, was a student in the
commercial department of the Jesuits’
College, New Orleans. One day as an
altar boy he participated in the laying
of & convent corner-stone. The late
Archbishop Janssens was the officiat-
ing prelate. Passing the line of
acolytes, His Grace noticed the bright,
intelligent face and devout demeanor
of young Gillen. ‘‘That boy has & vo-

were overheard by the youthful acolyte
and entered deeply into his soul.

cation,” he exclaimed, and the words

When he came homse that evenlug he
told his good father and loved mother
what the Archbishop had tald, and a8
the boy himself was deeply impreesed
a consultation was held between the

decided to let the boy enter college

and study for the priesthood. He was
ordained the other day in Rome. He
1s but twenty-two years of age, and a
dispensation from His Holinese, Pope
Leo, was required in order that he
might be ordzined, it being a rule that
the applicant should be twenty four
years and a mounth old before he could
receive his orders, — Philadelphia Cath
olic Standard and Times.
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SATIATE MY HEART!

Friday June 22 was the nineteenth
century's final feast of the Sacred
Heart, & wonderful day in the world's
calendar and in the Holy Year. Its
value we can slightly estimate by &
retrospective glance Itis twenty-five
years ago this Junoe that Pope Pius IX.
called upon Catholics—many of ue sl
remember the day—to consecrate them-
gelves to the Sacred Heart of Jesus
Christ. Later came the consecration
of families, of schools, of dioceses. A
few years since, Pope Leo, as though
discerning with more than prophet's
eye that true love of the Sacred Heart
must come through Him Who is the
special Source of love, and Who 18
Love, even God the Holy Ghost, put
forth perhaps the briefest but surely
by no means the least important of his
encyclicals, that on the promotion of
intense and practical devotion to the
Third Person of the Most Holy Trinity.
And now, as if seeing that nothing
less could satisfy the holy thirst of our
Lord's Heart, He calls upon us to com-
plete the century which His own ponti-
ficate has so heaped and crowned with
gpiritual benefits, by consecrating not
ourselves only, our families, schools,
parishes, dioceses, but the entire world,
to the heart of that almighty Ona Who
has solemnly declared: ‘‘I, it I be
lifted up, will draw all men unto Me.”
It 18 a wonderful consecration, a
most marvelous fact, In it, the prim-
acy, the fatherhood, the spiritual juris-
diction of the Vicar of Christ is made
splendidly maniiest by the deed iiself,
done to the greater glory of the God
Who alone gave the power. Oune
feeble old man speaks from the Holy
City, and all round the earth his volce
is heard, and his millions of followers
answer to his call. It is the call of the
faithful shepherd, who is echoing his
Master's declaration : ** Other sheep I
have that are not of this fold ; them
also I maust bring, and they shall hear
My voice, and there shall be one fold
and one Shepherd.”
We know nothing in the Christian
centuries to compare with this, since
the aposties passed from earth ; noth-
ing that gives euch bope that our
Lord's prayer may soon be answered,
and the heartache of many among us
quieted, by the union—not only of all
Christians—but of the entire world,
under one visible head. Through all
other plans, this plan penetrates, up
rises, ascends to heaven. “ Ask what
ye wiil, and it shall be done unto you,"
gaid Jesus. And in answer, we con-
secrate the wide world—the entire
brotherhood of man—our flesh and
blood, though utter strangers,—to the
Heart that bled and died for all.
Amid the dust of word-conflicts and
the din of dissension, men, hearken-
ing, shall hear this volce speaking
calm above all others. And it shall
come to pass that the noble men, gerv
ing Christ in their own fashion, who
now stand aloof from us and blame us,
shall cry out: This is the way and we
will walk in it, for we can not go
against the pleadings of that Heart.
I'hen the dying prayei of Jesus shall
be answered, '‘ that they also may be
one in Us, that the world may believe
that Thou has sent Me " ; and the
League prayer, millions of times tire
lessly repeated, shall at last receive
fruition, for the Kingdom of God shall
come.— Sacred Heart Review.

Freezing Westher in July

Would cause great discomfort and loss, but
fortunately it is seldom known. A vast
amount of misery is caused at this season,
however, by impoverished blood, poor appe-
tite and general debility. These conditions
may be remedied by enriching the blood and
toning the stomach with Hood's Sarsaparilla.
This medicine seems to put new life into the
whole physical system. simply because of its
wonderful power to purify, enrich and vital
ize the blood, create an appetite and invig-
orate the digestive functions. We advise
you to get a bottle and try it if you are not
feeling just right. It will'do you more good
than & six week's vacation, Itis the best
medicine money can buy.
Mild in Their Action.—Parmelee’s Vege
tabie Pills are very mild in their action.
They do not cause griping in the stomach or
cause disturbances there as so many pills do.
Theretore, the most delicate can take them
without fear of unpleasant results, They
can, too, be administered to children without
imposing tha penalties which follow the use
of pills not so carefully prepared,
Parents buy Mother Graves’ Worm Ex-
terminator because they know itis a safe
medicine for their children and an effectual
expeller of worms,
HUMORS, boils, pimples and all aruptions

the blood with Hood's Sarsaparilia they are

~ Torturing
Disfiguring Humours

Itching, Burning, and Scaly
Eruptions of the Skin and
Scalp with loss of Hait
Complete External and Inter-
nal Treatment by Cuticura
THE SET

Counsigting of CUTICURA S0AP, to cleanae the
gkin of crusts and geales and soften the
thickened cuticle, CUTICURA Ointment to in

ftehing, irritation, and inflame-
A soothe and heal, and CUTICURA
ool and cleanse the blood.
often guflicient to cure the

NT to ¢
A SINGLE SETis
most torturing, distiguring skin, sgcalp, and
blood humours, rashes, itchings, and frrita.
tiong, with loss of hair, when the best physi-
cians and all other remedies fail.
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Fuil telegraphy course
Onr graduntes in every departmentg
Are today iiiling itie bosi positions.
Write for eatalogue. Address
J. FRITH JEFFERS, M, A,
Address: Belleville, Ont, PRINOCIPAFy
Fall Term Opens Sept. 4th,
ﬂ“/ CE_"_’@L//#’D 7P

3 ) /
S 12£dI X 0UERO

STRATFORD, ONT.

No less than eight large business colleges
have applied to us within the last six weeks
for our graduates to take rositions as teach=
ers In their schools As many as five busi-

ness firms hu’\'u applied to us In one day for
office help. This is surely the best school for
you Catalogue [ree,

W.J, ELLiorT, Principal.

HOME STUDY.

hy nov make use of the long winter
evenings and study at home, thus fitting yoa
for a better position. The series uf Business
Books published by the

- WORTHERY 117
72 f//éfﬂ

Owen Bound, Ont., is not orly ruitable for

use in the college, but is also excellent for

private learners. Write for descriptive

Book Circular to

C. A. FLEMING, Prinelpal,
Owen Sound, Onty

ASSUMPTION + COLLEGR,

SBANDWIOH, ONT.
HE BTUDIES EMBRACE THE CLAKS.
ICAL and Commereial Courses,  Terms,
including all ordinary expenses, 3150 por ke
num. Kor full particulars apply to
REV. D, CusuiNg, C.B.R

SUMMER SOHOOL. From July 3d the
CENTRAL BUSINESS COLLEGE, Toronto,
offers an exeellent opportunty for Teachers
and Senior Students to enjoy a short term
in the Buginess, Rhorthand and Penmanship
Devartments  Members may enter al any
time and spend Liom W0 weeks Upwaran, a3
desired, Special terms, Write for particu
lars, Regular work continues right along

into the fall term, which opens September
ith., Catalogue free.— W, H. SHAW, Prinel-
pal, Yonge and Gerrard streets.

ST. JEROME'S COLLEGE,
BERLIN, ONT.

Complete Classical, Philosophical and
Uommercial Courses, Shorthand '
and Typewriting.
For further particulars apply to—
REV. THEO. RPETE, President!

PLUMBING WORK IN OPERATION

Oan be Seen at our Warerooms,
DUNDAS STREET.

SMITH BROTHERS

Banitary Plﬁmberu and Heating

ngineers,
LONDON ONTARIO,

Bole Agents for Peerless Watar Heaterw/
Telavhone RRR

- Church Bells, Chimen and Peals of Best
Quality. Address,
0Old Established
BUCKEYE BELL FOUNDRY
e THE E. W. VANDUZEN CO., Cincinnuli.oi
VOMABLY KNOWN .
N SHED ,2?.'.‘3%.182bﬂ
HURCH, S & 0
NEELY & CO., | EN U ivE

GENUINE
EST-TROY, N.Y.\sc1i-mETAL,
 CHIMES Erec.CATALOGUE &PRICES FREE

TO SUMMER TOURISTS.

THE FRASER HOUSE, PORT STANLEY,
affords a delightful place to gpend a quiob
vacation
 SUMMER HOTEL,
situnt north shore of Lake Erie, in
t park,
BOATING, BATHING, FISHING
and amusements of various sorts,
Suites of airy rooms, and tabie provided
with the best of the season

SPKCIAL RATES 170 TOURISTS
Connections at St, Thomas with G. T. Ry.,
Wabagh, M. C. R, C. P. R. and L. K. & D. R,
Ry. Twenty four miles from London and
eight miles from St, Thomas. Three trains
daily.
Apply
WM. FRASER, Prop,,
Port. Stanley, Ont.

SACRED PICTURES.

We have now in stock some really nice
colored crayons of the Sacred Heart of Jesus
and of the Sacred Heart of Mary—size, 12x
22, Price, 50 cents each, Good value at
that figure, Same size, stesl engravings, %
conts each, Extra large size, (steel engrave
ing), $1.00 each.

ST, ANTHONY OF PADUA

Colored pictures of St. Anthony of Padua
—gize, 124x164—at 25 cents each.

Cash to accompany orders, Address)
Thos. Coffey, CATHOLIC ,RECORD Office,
London, Ontario Canada

JOHN FERGUSON & SONS,
180 King Street,:
The Lndhg Undertakers and Embalmer
pen 8y,

Sold vy sl L‘olonI:rCh;mull- Portar D@ AFD
Canm CTar, Bois Props., Bostos, U, 6. &

Night and D:
Telephone—House 59 ; Factoryildh/




