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NINTH Children’
Zr September | [VITOICHS
. —— | Corner ©
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i WE WILL TELL A STORY THA1T'S
oy | B s TRUE.
2'2 ;,.: o w l 90 3 N ] If you will receive it,
26| %®| 3 And figmty believe it,
RA| A% 8 I will %I you a story that's true,
S ek ¥ ~— e t—] Of a chnine sagacious, &
1 | T. |w. |5, Elizabeth of Portugal, We call Ponto Cassius,
2 | W. ' w. |8, , King. Whose pedigree we never knew.
3 | T. |w |8 Philomena. f 2 -
4 | F. | w.c |8 Roséof Viterbo. / He was given to my sister,
s | 8. w. [S. Laurence Justinian, By a pet-loving mister =
; » Fourteenth Sunday after Pentec Who wop his aflections at sight,
6 | Su, |w /4*’8 Cyril and Methodius. \?uper Hymu : ‘?l.:te Con- His bushy tail waggy,
' | fessor.” ’ His coat black and shaggy,
7 °| M. 7 |S. Hadrian III, With vest that_is spotlessly white.
8 | T. :Z Nativity of the B. V. Mary.
9 W, E S Seygnu L Oh, he is a beauty,
1o | T. . |S. Hilary; Pope. ( And deems it his duty
n | PR, w. |S. Nicholas of Tolentino. That bushy tail proudly to wag,
12 | 8. | w. |8 Isidoge the Husbandman, When Nellie or Harry
‘, i Fifteenth Sunday aftet Pentecost Permit him to carry
13 | Su. | w. | Most }l{oly Name of Mary, Solemnity of the B. V. M. Their parasol, bundle or bag.
‘ at Principal Mass and at Vespers. Ves - : »
| ‘“ Ave M;’:in Stella.” - pes. Mepu; When told by my mother
14 M. | r. | Bxaltation of the Holy Cross. To waken my brother,
15 | T. | w. |Octaveof the Nativity of the B, V. Mary. He will instantly catch up his bell,
16 | W. |r. |88, Cornelius and Cyprian, Ember Day. Fast. Angd heartily shake it,
17 | T. |w. |Stigmataof 8. Prancis. ; Saying “up” loud as actions can tell,
18 |F. | w |S f:eph of Cupertino. Ember Day. Fast.
19 |8 | | 8. Januarius and Companions. Ember Day. Fast. If the bell does not wake him,
‘ Sixteenth Sunday after Pentecost He will jump up and shake him,
20 |Su. |w Seven Dolors of B. V. Mary. Vesper Hym : ‘* Exsultet And not very gently, IL.yow,
orbis.” In a few minutes alty,
2i | M. | S. Matthew Apostle, We hear a great la r,
22 | T. w. S. Thomas of Villanova, Interspersed with, good fellow, hello!
23 |W. |r. |S. Linus,
24 i ; ¥ w. |Our Lady de Mercede (Redemption of Captives). He will catch up his basket, “
25 | F. r. S‘S. Eustace and Companions. Whenever we ask it,
26 | 8. |r. |S. Eusebius. And go to the market for meat,
{ 2 cho-_toonth Sunday after Pentecost Then _home he comes running,
27 , Su. |r | Commemoration of All the Holy Roman Pontiffs. Vesper Don't you think it is cunning?
Hymn : ‘‘ Rex Gloriose Presulum,” Without ever stopping to eag
28 | M |r g ;"e&ceulhun. ;

29 [T. |w. |5 Michael. hen the girls are put coasting,
30 |W. [w. |8 Jerome. bis is no idle boasting) :
mm. He will race with the sled down the

hill,
Then, with dignified pride,
Clergymen, who are continually on their feet, try The girls: walking beside, ‘
He will draw the Sllld up with a
DUNLOP RUBBER HEELS | ",
b »
[ Thofigh of mild disposition,
for Comfort ( \ Yet he knows well his mission,
. And guards us from burglars at night.

e \,._ N Sl When he hears footsteps prowling,

7 He will set up a growling,
And show inclination to bite.

But 'tis.,not my intention,
At present, to mention

A tithe of his wonderful ways,
Time and space won't allow it,
And besides, you'd avow it

b A tribute too great to his praise.

HOME CIRCLE

THE BOA:![ING HOUSE LADY.

Once she w
was great,

The lady who
ouse,

'br_ough

house;

grand and once

dy who keeps the biylmg
entions her splendid “Tamily

lks of her grand old pedigree—

RUTH AND NOEMI.

““Edith,”” said Grandma, as a lonely
little girl went up the road,
don't you play with Amy now?”

Grandmothers have time to think,
although their fingers are the busiest,
and this grandma had seen Amy drop-
ped from the little circle of play-
mates. She knew, too, what trouble
had come to Amy's home

“T don't know,” said Edith.

“You used to go to Amy's often,
and no one enjoved her carriage more
than Edith."

but pretty hard on the family ex-
cheguer. 1 happened to be downtown
when 1 came across a dozen or more
small urchins playing. At first I
thought they were fighting.
“Iivery boy had his jacket roll&d
up like a bat and was hitting the
other boys with it right and left, like
a young savage. They were all laugh-
ing, so I knew it was a game, though
I couldn’t tell for the life of me what
the rules were. One thing 1 was sure
of, that those jackets would be in

she
keeps the boarding

t to this by a cruel

d it has come to this, ah, me! shreds in mighty short order.” “She always asked me, Grandma,
For the lady who keeps the boarding Saty - and her mother was glad.”
“Wouldn't she 1 lad t have
THE DREAMLESS SLEEP.  |you now?' - © ’

She sadly refers to the long ago,
The lady who keeps ‘the boarding

house,

When she had her carriage and pair,

yq’ know, :
The /lady who keeps the boarding

house,

You feel it an honor

pay
The price she asks by the week or

the day,

And you're rather aweda by the state-

ly way

Of the lady who

house;

She is always sadly “‘reduced,” alack!

“P'raps,” said Edith; “but things
seemed so difierent after their home
was sold. 1 felt queer and Amy felt
queer. So I stayed away.”

“If 1 were Edith,” said Grandma,
speaking slowly to some one far
away, “I'd go to Amy and give back

The best sleep is the dreamless
sleep.’ It is the most restful. It per-
mits the sleeper to awake feeling the
most refreshed. ““To dream or not to
dream’’ has been the soliloquy of
many a person lying down to sleep,

that you may : some of the pleasure she gave me
land usually it is with the fervent |long ago.”

hope that there may be no dreams. -Qrandma went on sewing, and

To prevent them take care of the cir- [ Fdith read her book. Suddenly she

sprang up, dropped the book on the
table, and not long after another lit-
observed is to have the room well | tle girl went up the road.

ventilated and well aired. There can| . ‘‘Amy,” said P:d}‘h. going into
be no healthful, restiul sleep in a {the tiny parlor, ‘“I've hg‘ought you
close room into which no currents of [ Some of the apples you like from our

culation. -

keeps the boarding Another fundamental principle to be

The lady who keeps the boarding|iresh air find their way. A drawn, |orchard. Didn't we have e T
house; s weary looking face sometimes is evi- | bing for them in your kitchen?

She has always come down the Same | gonce of an inclination to keep the| “Oh!" said Amy. Then what do you
old track, E windows tightly closed in the sleep- | think she did? Sat down and cried.
The lady who keeps the boarding in%_ room. “Why, Amy, aren't you glad 1

house; . he center of the nervous system is |came?”’
There are rich relations, she hints to | ), gwk.tando tltierelorre Gt isy‘nm ad-| ‘“So glad, I'm just finding out how
visable to' lie with the full weight of | sorry I was!” .

ou, !
Butythere is her pride to be lived up
to

’ The s.t,ory is old, it never was new,

And you never
tale is true

Of the lady who keeps the boarding

l 1 house.

| ~ MOTHERS AND BOYS.
‘ ““A noticeable feature of our shoe

”n
’

| trade just now

| salesman last week, “‘is the willing-
ness mothers show to buy better
shoes for their children than they get
for themselves, A woman will,chect-
pay $2 for a pair of boy's
shoes and then take a pair at
1.50 for herself, or ask if there are
any marked-down goods in stock her
size. £

boA big store that de:‘lo
' clothing, one
of 't.he opinion that more knickerbock-

=

rl's

“I'Il never stay away again,’ said

One
Edith, putting her arms around Amy,

the body
liec with the whole body s laxed, the

the spinal column.

legs outstretched, and the trunk of | “Did you play Ruth to Noemi®"
must doubt that the ), b(t;dy slightly on one side. That is | asked Grandma, when Edith told her
the best sleeping position. It is [about it, with flushed cheeks.

“T don't know what you mean,
Grandma.”

“Ruth stayed with Noemi when she
needed her padly—when she had lost
everything else.”

“Amy hasn't lost everything else,
but she won't lose me either, Grand-
ma, darling.”

BRAVE LITTLE TOMMY

Did you ever hear about him?
Grandma once knew. just such a lit-
tle philosopher, and he was the big-
gest little philosopher I ever knew.
1 do not think he ever cried. 1
If his little l“:-
y

best calculated to produce sound, re-
freshing sleep.

Sleep has ‘a curative eflect and
some physicians have gone so far as
to say that the turning point usually
is reached in a disease when the pa-
tient is sleeping, and that a heavy
sleep is all that is required many
times to give the sufferer the first
step on the road to health. People
who have heart trouble are known to
sleep with the arms over the head.
In this attitude the lungs are sup-
posed to be lifted and the breathing
cavity made larger, but it is not ad-
visable nor is it well to sleep on the
left side, so that the weight of all
the organs of the body falls towards
the heart.

said a Toronto

or

never saw him cry.
er found her tulips all rooted u
her pet puppy, and cried and cr
as little girls will=Tommy was sure
to come around the corner, whistling
and say, ‘‘What makes you cry? Can
you cry a tulip? Do you think every
sob makes a root or a blossom?
Here! let's try to right them.”

So would pick up the poor
flowers," put their roots into the
ground again, whistling all the time,
make the bed look smooth and fresh
and take her off to hunt hen’s nests
in the barn. Neither did he do any
differently in his own troubles. One
day his great kite snapped the string
uz flew away far out of sight.

ly in
T

the s was

the

* Dead men never feel cold. Frozen
feet do not ache. A soul givery up to
ungodliness is not troubled with un-
belief of any kind. No man is in a
state more wretched than he who has
fallen into a state of indifference in

rd to all beliefs an all faiths,
and all teachings that relate to the
spiritual.

! TO PASTEURIZE MILK.

bad shap€’|! Any housewife can “rm-nlu"
1 noticed. 'mllk,ymkl it sterile, if she cares
the reason. to go to a

‘ \“.h-\.

and I'll have more time to whistle.
Besides, when I get well 1 shall beat
every boy in school on the multipli-
cation tdble; for 1 say it over and
over again till it makes me sleepy
every time my leg aches.”’

Tommy was a little queer, cer-
tainly; but, if a great many people
were more like him, they would have
less troubles and would throw more
sunshine in Eu's world. We must cry
sometimes, but try and be as brave
as possible.

JIMMY'S DADDY.

While the mother ana faithful old
Ellen -were away Jimmie and his
father looked after themselves—Jim-
mie rather less than his father As
it was holidays, Jimmie got up when
he choose, ate what he liked, amused
himself in his own way, and went to
bed when he was sleepy, sometimes in

his own bed. And his father never
said a word. Every murnm% when his
father went to town he kissed Jim-
mie and said, “Be a good bov." This
wholly reasonable command was nev-
er accompanied by any don’ts, ‘‘don’t
fight, don't tear your clothes, don’
tease the cat,” or ‘“don’t play on
the railway.”

And Jimmie's joviul, “Yes, daddy!”

was invariably followed by a series
of handsprings down the walk to the
gate and back again, by way of
working off the overflow. When |his
father came home at night he never
asked Jimmie if he had been a good
hoy. He found a cleanish place to
kiss, and ignored completely the rent
in the corduroys or the bruise under
the eyve. Once, when the night was
wet and both were feeling a little
lonely, Jimmie, sitting close, showed
his appreciation and understanding of
such delicacy. “lI say, daddy,” he
whispered, “‘vou make it awful easy
to be good. [ expect you were a
prettybad one, weren't vou?'—Scot-
rish-American.

RUTH.

A personal experience of Governor
Odell, of New York, recorded in The
Tribune, illustrates anew how often
the soul -encompassed by infirmity
knpws the compensating secret ofihap-
piness. Governor Odell was inspect-
ing the State Institution for the
Blind at Batavia. As he was walking
through one of the buildings he notic-
ed a golden-haired child standing at
a window. She had her back to
him. The Governor walked over to
the window and said:

‘‘How do you do, my littie lady?”

The child 4 turned to him with a
smile. She was exceedingly beautifal,
but her eyes were sightless.

‘““Are you Governor Odell?”’ she
said. The Governor said that he was.
“Oh, I have been waiting to see
you,”’ she said. ‘‘I heard you were
coming.”

The Governor them took her on bis
lap and asked her name.

“My name is Ruth.”

“1 have a little girl at home just
about as big as you are, but her
name is Estelle.”

They talked freely aiter that. The
little girl told her story - without
sighs or bitterness. She was unable
to go home for a vacation beeause it
was necessary for her tp remain for
treatment. It was a dijappointment,
but she smiled brightly \as she said

.

that ‘‘seeing’’ the Governor partly
“made up.”” Finally, when it came
time for him to go, the Governor
said:

““Is there any message I can take
back to my little girl from you?"’

“Yes, oh yes, vyou can give her my
love.”

“Is that all?” asked the Governor.

“No,”’ said the child, clasping the
Governor's neck and kissing him.
“Say I sent her a kiss.”

The next day, when the Governor
was in Bufialo, he bought the biggest
doll he could find and sent it to
Ruth. A few days later he got a let-
ter of thanks. ‘I can feel its eyes
shut when I put it to bed at night,”’
shewrote, ‘‘and in the morning I can
feel them open. I have named my
dolly Estelle, and 1 pray every night
that your little girl may never be
blind.” \

THE POWER OF MUSIC.

The author of ‘“‘Legends of Woburn"
tells the following story of his dog:

One day as my dog was sitting lis-
tening to my performance on the vio-
lin, it occurred to me to test the ex-
tent of his natural and acquired mu-
sical ability. So I dropped down in
playing to the G string, and in a
soft, low tone began a minor air
from Mozart. It was really astonish-
ing to witness the eflect upon the
dog. As the minor tale told by the
violin floated on the air, the tail of
the dog grew limp, lost its curl, and
soon lay stretched out perfectly flat
upon the floor, while he bowed his
head and drooped his ears, occasion-
ally casting up his eyes to my face,
as much as to say, “‘Isn’t it beauti-
ful?”’ He was musically mesmerized,
dog-gone, ‘“‘lock, stock and barrel.”
I now changed to a lively measure.
At once his ears pricked up, his tail
left the floor, curled up again, and
began to wag, keeping time, as I
thought, with the music. Soon he
rose and frisked about, his whole de-
meanor being complet-lil: changed;
while, as I closed, he said, in his
way v plainly, ‘““Much obliged for
the treat; you see I appreciate it.”
Can any one say that animal had no
music in his doggy makeup?

OUR PRAYERS.

A prayer of dependence and a pray-
er J" co,;mdence peNot a request that

we be taken out of temptation, but

that we be kept in temptation. We
need falter llkq:o tes into which
shall lead us. in loyalty

to life's highést standard it is your
try as best can to

to
mwc thing. count it all joy,

when you fall into manifold tem
M.Mmahchullto t-
tle in you may win the crown
of an eternal life. Yet ever let him
that he standeth
lest he fall. . :
: —_—
not ag ‘weakness,
f‘? too;

- -
A Hindu Fable.

Once upon a time in a great jungle
there lived a great lion. He was
Rajah of all the country round, and
every day he used to leave his den
in the deepest shadow of the rocks
and roar with a loud, angry voice,
and when he roared the other ani-
mals in the jungle, who were all his
subjects, ran here and there, and
Singh Rajah would pounce upon them
and kill them and gobble them up
for his dinner.

This went on for a long, long time,
until at last there were no living
creatures left in the jungle but two
little Jackals=~a Rajah Jackal and a
Ranee Jackal—hushanu and wife

A very hard time of it the little
Jackals had, running this way and
that way to escape the terrible
Singh Rajah, and eveiy aav the littie

Ranep Jackal wouald say to her hus-
band: ““I am afraid he will catch us
to-day. do vyou hear how he is roar-

run away as fast as they could

After some time spent in this way
they found one_ day, however, that
they could not escape. Th~n the lit-
tle Ranee Jackal said: ‘“‘Husband,
husband, T feel much frigitened. The
Singh Rajah is so angry Le will cer-
tainly kill us at once. What can we
do?” But he answered: “‘Cheer up;
we can save ourselves yet. Come and
I'll show you how to manage it.”’

So what did these two cunning lit-
tle Jackals do but go to the great

Lion’s den, and when he saw them
coming he began to roar and shake
his mane and said: “You little

wretches, come and be eaten up at
once. | have had no dinner for three
days, and all the time [ have been
running for you. Ro-a-ar! Ro-a-ar!
Come and be eaten, I say!”’ and he
lashed his tail and gnashed his teeth
and looked very terrible indeed.

Then the Jackal Rajah, creeping
quite close to him, said: “Oh, great
Singh Rajah,,we all know you are
our master, and we would have come
at your bidding long ago, but indeed,
sir, there is a much bigger Rajah
even than you in this jungle, and he
tried to catch hold of us and eat up
up,and frightened us so much that
we were obliged to run away.”

“What do you mean?’’ growled the
Lion. "“There is no king in the jungle
but me!”’

““Ah! sire,”” answered the Jackal,
*‘in truth, no one would think so, for
you are very dyeadful. Your voice is
death. But it is as we say, for we
with our own eyes have seen one with
whom you cannot compete, whose
equal you can no more be than we
are vours, whose face is as flaming
fire, his step as thunder and his pow-
er supreme.”’

“It is impossible,” interrupted the
old Lion; “but show me this Rajah of
whom you speak so much, that I may
destroy him!"’

Then the little Jackals ran on Dbe-
fore him until they reached a great
well, and pointing down to his own
reflection in the water, they said
“See, sire, there lives the terrible
king of whom we spoke.’’

When Singch Rajah looked down in-
to the well he became very angry,
and he thought he saw another Lion

there. He reared and shook his great
mane, and the Shadow Lion shook
his and looked terribly defiant At

last, beside himself with rage at the
violence of his opponent, Singh Rajah
sprang down to kill him at once, bhut
no other Lion was there—only the
treacherous reflection — and the sides
of the well were so steep that he
could not get out again to punish the
two Jackals, who peeped over the
top.

After struggling some time in the
deep water, he sank to rise no more,
and the little Jackals threw stones
upon him from above and danced
around the well singing: ‘‘Ao! Ao!
Ao! Ao! The King of the Forest is
dead, is dead! We have killed the
great King who would have killed us!
Ao! Ao! Ao! Ao! Ring-a-ting-ding-a-
ting!" Ring-a-ting-ding-a-ting! Ao!
Ao! Ao!”

A Peppery Queen

On a recent Shakespearean tour a
new heavy lady joined us at Manches-
ter, her opening part being the queen
in “Hamlet.”

This actress, having been disengag-
ed for some time, to preserve her
wardrobe from moth had smothered
it in black pepper. Being rather late
for her first scene, she omitied to
shake out her royal robes, and her
dignified entrance had an astonishing
efiect upon all on the stage.

The king, after a brave resistance,

gave vent to a mighty sneeze that
made the stage vibrate. All  the
roval courtiers and maids of honor

followed suit sympathetically, Ham-
let came on with most sublime tra-

gedy air, but after a convulsive
movement of his princely features
buried them in his somber robe,

while sneeze after sneeze was all the
public heard from him.

I was playing Ophelia, and what
with a wild desire to laugh and then
to sneeze and then to ery jumbled
the lot up in a violent fit of hyster-
jics. Amid the hubbub on the stage
and the shrieks of . delight from the
audience the stage manager sneezing-
ly rang down the curtain. — London
ess.

I am so longing to go and see God,
and talk to my friends the saints; but
it is not for a little slave to choose,
put to obey; I am quite willing to
linger here in pain so long as God
wills.—Dying words of Cardinal

\’Tnghu. )

Jesus is the Saviour of sinners’
the Mother of sinners, and to
us sinners He is still uttering from

ing? Oh, dear' oh, dear'”’ And he
would ans- “Never fear |
will take care of vou. Let us ran on |
a mile or two Come, come quicq
quick, quick!” And they would hoth

The Rheumatic Wondat of the Age

RENEDICTINE SALVE

This Salve Cures Rheumatism, Felons or Blood Poisoning
It is a Sure Remedy for Any of These ;Diseases.
A FEW TESTIMNIALS

198 King street East, Torofto, Nov,

Joh; E(IaCmor, Esq., Toronto:
SIR—I am deeply grateful to the friend that suggested to

when | was a cripple from Rheumatism, Benedictine Snlvc.uul have n-:-
tervals during the last ton years been afllicted wjth muscular rheumations,
[ have experimented with every available remedy and have consulted 1
might say, every physitiaa of repute, without perceivable wamee
fit. When 1 was advised o use your Benedictine Salve, | was a helpless
cripple. In less than 48 hours I was in a position to resume my work,
that of a tinsmith. A work that requires a certain amount of bodily aee
tivity. I am thankful to my Iriend who advised me and § am more tham
gratified to be able to furnish you with this testimonial as to the effy.
cacy of Benedictine Salve. Yours truly, GEO. FOGQ,

Tremont House, Yonge street, Nov. 1, 1804,
John O'Connor, Esq., Toronto:

DEAR SIR~It is with pleasure that I write this unsolicited Ltestimen
fal, and in doing so [ can say that your Benedictine Salve has done mere
for me in one week than anything I have done for the last five years.
ailment was muscular rheumatism. I applied the salve as directed, and 3§
got speedy reliel. - I can assure you that at the present time I am free of
pain. 1 can recommend any person afflicted with Rheumatism to give
a trial. I am, Yours truly, (Signed) 8. JOANSON,

288 Victoria Street, Toronto, Oet, 81, 1901.
John O’Connor, Esq., Nealon House, City:

DEAR SIR—I cannot speak too highly of your Benedictine Salvs. 1
has done for me in three days what doctors and medicines have beem
ing to do for years. When I first used it I had been confined to my
with a spell of rheumatism and sciatica for uine weeks; a friend
mended your salve. I tried it and it completely knocked rheumatics right
out ol my system. I can cheerfully recommend 1t as the best medicine on
the market for rheumatics. I believe it has no :

JOHN McGROGGAN,

Yours sincerely,
_ 470 Gerrard Street East Toronto, Ont., Sept. 18, 1001,
John O’Connor, Esq., Nealon House, Toronto Ont.:

DEAR SIR~I have great pleasure in recommending the Bemedicting
Salve as a sure cure for lumbago. When I was taken down with it I call
ed in my doctor, and he told me it would be a long time before I weuld
be around again. My husband bought & box of the Benedictine Salve,
and applied it according to directions. In three hours I got relie!, and
in four days was able to do my work. I would be pleased to recommend
it to any one suffering from Lumbago. I am, your truly,

(MRS.) JAS. COSGROVE,

‘ 7 Laurier Avenue, Toronto, December 18, 1901,

John O’'Connor, Esq., Toronto, Ont.:

DEAR SIR—After suflering for over ten years with both forms o4

Piles, I was asked to iry Benedictine Salve. From the firzt application

I got instant relief, and before using one box was thoroughly cured. §

can strongly recommend Benedictine Salve to any one suffering with
piles. Yours sincerely, JOS. WESTMAN,

12 Bright Street, Toronto, Jan. 1F, 1903,
John O'Connor, Esq., Toronto:

DEAR SIR~It is with pleasure 1 write this word of testimony to the
marvellous merits of Benedictine Salve as a certain cure for Rbeumatism.
There is such a muiltitude of alleged Rheumatic cures advertised
that one is inclined to be skeptical of the merits of any new preparatiom.
I was iaduced to give Benedictine Salve a trial and must say that aftes

.suffering for eight years from Rheumatism it has, I believe, effected an
absolute and permanent cure. It is perhaps needless to say that in the
last eight years I have consulted a number of doctors and have tried o
large number of other medicines advertised, without receiving any benefis,
Yours respectfully, MRS. SIMPSON.

68 Carlton Street, Toronto, Feb. 1, 1008
John O'Connor, Esq., 199 King Street East:

I was a sufferer for four monihs from acute rheumatism in my lefy
arm; my physician called regularly and prescribed for it, but gave me no
reliel. My brother, who appeared to have faith in your Benedictine Saive,
gave enough of it to apply twice to my arm. I used it first on aThurse
day night, and applied it again on Friday night. This was in the
latter part of November. Since then (over two moniis) I have not had
a trace of rheumatism. I feel that you are entitled to this testimonial
as to the efficacy of Benedictine Sa've in removing rheumatic pains.

M. A. COWAN.

a1, 1002,

fis

It will cure without fail. I can be called on for living
Yours, ete.,
ALLAN J. ARTINGDALE, with the

256} King Street East, Toroato,
Jwha Q'Connor, Esq., Toronto:
DEAR SIR—After trying several doctors and spending forty-five
n the General Hospital, without any benefit, I was ind
Benedictine Salve, and sincerely believe ‘that this is the
in the world for rheumatism. When I left the hospital I w e
stand for a few seconds, but after using your Benedictine Salve for thres
days, I went out on the street again and now, after using it
week, I am able to go to work again. If anyone should doubt these facts,
send him te me and I will prove it to him.
Yours forever thankful, PETER AUSTEN,

Toroato, April“10,
Mr. John O'Connor:

DEAR SIR—I do heartily r mend y. ur Benedictine
sure cure for rheumatism, as I w§s sorely afMicted
in my arm, and it was so bad that I could not
heard about your salve, I got a boxol if, and to
great relief, and 1 used what I got and now can
household duties, and I heartily recommend it to anyone that is tr
with the same disease. You have this from me with hearty
do with it as you please for the benefit of the aflicted.

Yours truly, y
MRS. JAMES FLEMING. M Spruce street, Toroale.

Toronte, April 16th, 10035,

J. O'Connor, Esq., City:
DEAR SIR—It gives me the greatest pleasure to be able to testity
the curative powers of your Benedictine Salve. >
For a month back my hand was so badly swollen that I was wnsh. s
to work, and the pain was so intense as to be almost unbearable.
Three days after using your Salv as directed, I am able to go W
work, and I cannot thaak you emough. yours,
72 Wolseley street, City. J. J. CLARKE.
114 George street, Toronto, June 17th, 1008,
John O'Connor, Esq.:

DEAR SIR—Your Benedictine Salve cured
arm, which entirely disabled me ko-mvorl.

=

JOHN O’CONNOR, "™

< FOR SALE BY
WM. J. NICHOL, Druggist, 17 King 8t. E. :
J. A. JOHNSON & ©O., 171 King 8t. &,

Price, §1 per Bom,

“Toronto, Dec. 80th, 1903,
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