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liocca ? If the ont! of the world cornea 
we will all go together, so what differ
ence does it make ?"

“ Life will end for us all and at the 
aanie time, hut we cannot go to the same 
place. Oh, David, can't you see that as 
long as you do not believe and will not 
improve the last duya of grace that you 
cannot enter heaven with me ?" she 
pleach'd earnestly.

“ Rubbish I' I returned impatiently. 
“ Then if you are so sure that I cannot 
enter heaven you might let me have a 
little taste of it on earth. It is down
right foolishness, now that I am having 
our house built, for you to refuse to be 
marrriedon account of a crazy preacher's 
words."

“ ‘ Be ye not unequal yoked to
gether,' ’’ she quoted warningly. “ Oh, 
David, can't you see that as long as you 
are an unbeliever, that it would be posi
tively wicked for me to marry you ? 
But if you would only accept the signs 
and omens which have been given to ns, 
then we would be happy together 
throughout all eternity."

1 left her in a mighty wrath. No ; 
not even for the sake of winning her, 
though 1 loved her better than my own 
life, would 1 pretend to believe what l 
did not ; and stubbornly 1 went to work, 
though I was but one of the few in our 
part of the country who dared to plan 
for the future. For the Prophet staid 
around there many weeks, making his 
home at Israel Whiting's and holding 
nightly meetings in the church, which 
was packed by crowds who came from 
miles around to hear him expound the 
prophecies.

But not one stop would I go. I be
lieved that the other text, “ Occupy till 
I come," had full as much weight on the 
every day affairs of men as anything he 
could say. And, indeed, there was 
enough for me to do, for my father sadly 
neglected his farm. He was unwilling 
to plant anything for future use, since 
nothing would be needed after October. 
“ It would be of no use," he said, “ for in 
the twinkling of an eye the smooth field, 
the rich meadows, and the fertile acres 
of our land, would bo destroyed like 
stubble." But at last he gave way and 
let me have the full charge ; and I 
planned for big harvests and seeded 
down for another year.

Rven my mother no longer occupied 
her time in making quilts for future use ; 
but, instead, in her leisure hours, she 
studied the prophecies which told of the 
end of time. Though my waywardness 
and unbelief were sore trials to my 
parents they let me alone, for they knew 
that my heart was very sore on account 
of Rebecca Whiting, for she had be
come a Prophetess, tin1 leader of the 
elect.

The mantle of the Prophet seemed to 
have fallen on her shoulders, for when 
he left she was the only one who could 
take his place. “ Rebecca the Prophe
tess " it hey called her, and the people 
hung on her words as on the teachings 
<>f an 'oracle. Even the great Miller 
himself journeyed to see her, and lie de
clared that more had been revealed to. 
her than there had to him. The Whit
ing home became a sort of shrine, and 
the girl, wearing a long white robe, her 
hair falling far below her waist, tied 
back from her brows with a black rib
bon, appeared like an inspired being 
with the light of religious exultation 
shining in her eyes. Hundreds came to 
see her, and as the summer passed, her 
prediction that the wonderful terrifying 
comet which could be seen blazing in 
the heavens, even in broad day-light, 
was but Jacob's ladder which would 
«eventually roach the earth for the faith
ful to journey to heaven thereon, ap
parently became a living truth. The 
walls of our buildings, our fences, the 
tree, and windows of our shops were 
covered by zealous Millerites, with such 
placards as these : “ Prepare for the
Day of Days." “ The End of All Things 
is at Hand." ‘‘Make Ye ready for the 
Son of Man." People told of seeing 
strange signs in the clouds, such as the 
the monsters predicted by Daniel or 
rold of by him in the book of Revela
tion ; but although 1 scanned the heavens 
carefully, try the best I might, yet I 
could not see what the faithful around 
me saw —in the clouds of thunder, wind 
or rain, the bear with three ribs in his 
mouth, the leopard with four wings, or 
the lion with the wings of the eagle.

Instead I planted and sowed and I 
reaped an abundant harvest. 1 planned 
to cast my vote for Henry Clay in the 
coming election, although many told me 
I would cast it only in hell, unless I lied 
from the wrath to come.

As the time drew near, the “Anna of 
our modern day," as Millerites devotedly 
called Rebecca Whiting, seemed to be 
more and more and more inspired. She 
scarcely slept or ate, but to me, who was 
still madly in love, the sight of her 
sublime faith served but to anger ; and I 
longed, with an intense longing, for the 
time to come when I could convince her 
that she was laboring under a delusion.

The first of October I again begged 
her to be married on the 24th, the day we 
had set so many months before, but in
stead of listening to me she began to 
argue and insist that I should repent 
while it was yet time. Now, no man 
likes to be argued with by a woman, and 
1 was sorely tried by it all ; so I spoke 
nut in quick anger that she was making a 
fool of herself and that as she cared for 
me not in the least I would not humble 
myself to ask her again. There was 
Mary Wyatt, whose folks were not in 
the least affected by the Millerite craze, 
and I knew right well that she would 
gladly become mistress of the pretty 
little hcfhse, now finished, as I told 
Rebecca in high dudgeon, and 1 started 
to leave the house. But she called me 
back tearfully, begging me not to be 
angry with her in these last days, as 
her heart was wrung with grief on my 
account, and that she was praying con
stantly, that I, even at the eleventh 
hour, would make peace with the Al
mighty.

“ I would much prefer to make my 
peace with you now, little girl," I an
swered. “ You do not know how much 
I love you, Rebecca ; but if you will 
promise that if this old earth is still on 
duty the night of the 24th that you 
will marry me then, I will not go near 
the Wyatts, though Mary has asked me 
to come to-morrow evening."

She gave a li : tie gasp. “I promise 
faithfully, although I know it will do 
good," she said. But I was content,

my story of the Wyatt girl had been 
but a bluff.

There were strange sights in the 
heavens the last few days before the 
-llli. The clouds assumed fantastic 
shapes, and the nights were full of 
shooting stars. Often the skies had 
th<‘ appearance of being as red as blood. 
Even the most skeptical of us were 
awed a little, but to the believers these 
things were but portents of the fast 
nearing end. For days the churches 
were filled with crying, praying people. 
Prayer meetings were held in many 
houses ; some closed their places of bus
iness ; others sold or gave away every
thing which they possessed, and a fer
vor ol religious frenzy took possession 
of our town.

In my own home I did all that was 
(lone. My mother cooked only enough 
lor one meal at a time, and my father 
made no pretense of work. Instead In? 
spent his time1 in reading the prophecies 
or else wrestling in prayer on my 
account. But i attended to my accus
tomed duties, unmoved by the frenzy 
around me.

The evening of the 19th was dark and 
starless, and there was a strange op
pressiveness in the air, I could not 
stay at home, so I saddled my horse 
and rode aimlessly away, noticing the 
silent roads and the brightly lighted 
houses, for they believed in having their 
lamps trimmed and burning. As the 
night drew on I heard the sound of 
prayer and the singing of hymns in 
many houses ; and as i passed the 
meeting house at a late hour, I saw 
that the roof was covered with white- 
robed figures, and I heard Rebecca's 
voice in exhortation. As 1 rode out of 
the darkness into the light from the 
Church windows, a voice cried out in 
triumph : “Behold the pale horse 
and rider !" for my horse was gray. 
And then I heard Rebecca's voice re
peating loud and clear : “And I looked 
to behold a pale horse : And liis uagie 
that sat on him was Death and hell fol
lowed with him," and then followed cries 
and groans from the excited people.

1 called out angrily that it was but I, 
David Newell. Then the clamor ceased 
for a moment, while I shouted forth a 
little advice that they must be careful 
or they would fall from the steep roof. 
Rut, paying no heed to me, they again 
began their singing and praying, while I 
disgustedly rode home. My parents, 
with a few of the neighbors, were hold
ing a prayer meeting around the stump 
of the fallen oak, and their voices 
reached me during the night, so that 1 
did not sleep soundly, but when I dozed 
1 dreamed of Rebecca as falling, ever 
falling, from the roof of the meeting 
house into immeasurable depths of 
space.

As the day began to break, the watch
ers around the tree stiumi went away 
and I rose and dressed, ntill haunted 
by ray dream I saddled my horse and 
galloped over to the church, where 1 
found that in some way two ladders had 
fallen to the ground and the two-score 
or more of people were prisoners on the 
roof.

They called to me gladly and were 
thankful indeed when I raised the lad
ders again so that they could get down. 
They were weary and worn from their 
night's vigil, but their ardor was not 
abated. I held Rebecca’s hand in mine 
for an instant. “Will you not watch 
with us to-night, David?" she urged. 
“I feel that the Lord will come and He 
must find us watching."

“No," I said shortly. “If He comes 
He will find me in bed, and that is 
where you ought to be this minute, not 
perched with a crazy set on top of a 
meeting house."

She left me proudly and began to 
sing, the others joining in with her,! 
“Turn ye, oh turn ye, wh> will ye 
die?"

1 rode rapidly home. Worn out, my 
parents lay down and slept while I 
cared for the farm animals and plowed 
for fall seeding.

The excitement was greater that 
night than it had been before. Hun
dreds gathered at the home of the Whit
ings, and hourly expecting the trumpet 
call, and the coming of the Son of Man, 
they scanned the unanswering heavens 
during the long hours of the night. A 
llying meter roused them to a state of 
frenzy and many women fainted. The 
next day one of them died. Heart fail
ure we would call it now, but they said 
that she was called a little earlier, that 
was all.

Her funeral was held on the 2nd and 
they placed the body in a shallow grave 
so that she could rise in the twinkling 
of an eye ; for, since the Lord had d<y 
layed for three nights, he would surely 
come either the 4th or 5th, and the 
people gave themselves up completely 
to the terrors and dread of the ap
proaching hour.

There was a high wind on the night of 
the 22nd which uprooted buildings and 
tore huge limbs from the trees, a forerun
ner of the next, they said, as they watch
ed for the opening of the skies. But the 
wind died down when the morning came 
and thousands looked upon the sun feel
ing that there would never be a dawn 
again.

That day they pitched a huge tent in 
Mr. Whiting's large field, *and word was 
passed around for all to assemble there; 
lienee at dusk people came for miles 
around. There were many hundreds 
there, and 1 was one of them, for some
thing impelled me, also, to go. It might 
have been my mother's entreaties, or 
my desire to see Rebecca again, but, be 
the reason what it might, I was there, 
and keeping a little apart I watched 
the girl as she knelt in the midst of an 
excited praying throng of people. 
There were frightened children cling
ing to their parents and crying ; some 
of them had their dolls and toys, others 
their pet dogs which they would not 
leave behind. Some of the people 
were in a state of abject fear, others in 
a state1 of exalted rapture, and the lead
er of them all was Rebecca Whiting.

As the night settled down with heavy 
clouds and muttered thunder the great 
majority of the people became mad with 
fear. Never, in my long life have I 
ever known as terrific a storm as was 
the one as burst on us that midnight. 
It seemed as if hell in all its furies was 
encompassing us about ; for with every 
crash of thunder the waiting people 
felt that they heard the mighty summons 
of the day of doom. To those that be-for 1
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lievod that the end of the world would 

I come by fire, the lightning was the sign 
—and t,<> them that believed a dejugo 
would destroy the earth, the driving 
rain was a sign —while to me, who be
lieved not at ulj, the terrible storm of 
that fearsome night filled me with such 
terror I had never experienced before 
and have never known since.

Though the reverberating peals of 
thunder shook the earth, and the tent 
swayed, in the grasp of the mighty 
blasts of wind and rain which beat 
against it, I could hear Rebecca's voice 
chanting (lie psalms and see her face as 
the vivid flushes of lightning lit up the 
tent.

It was inexpressibly solemn and 
weird, and although 1 did not, and could 
not believe, yet my very heart was 
stirred at the wonderful faith that these 
people possessed that the Lord was 
drawing nigh. All through that fear
ful night their faith never wavered, 
though the frail tent was torn from us 
by the fury of the storm, and the gale 
beat down on us unpityingly ; yet they 
sang triumphantly that it would soon be 
over and the discomforts of the hour 
would lie exchanged for the dazzling 
glories of heaven.

As the night wore on they told each 
other that the Lord with all his mighty 
angels would come at dawn. But the 
storm died away in the darkest hour 
and the winds became quiet. Anxious
ly we watched the east looking toward 
Jerusalem, but as the hour of sunrise 
drew near the clouds vanished as if 
rolled away by a mighty hand, and the 
purple dawn shone in the eastern sky. 
Finally came faint pencilings of golden 
light, and at last, as shaft after shaft of 
sunlight lit up the sky, and the sun 
rose above the horizon in natural, 
peaceful beauty, we looked at one an
other with feelings of great relief.

It was what I expected, yet 1 could 
not boast or scoff. I looked on silently, 
as families prepared to return to their 
homes, drenched to the skin and shiver
ing with the cold. My parents went, 
but I waited for Rebecca. She came to 
me at length and put her cold hands in 
mine.

“David," she said tenderly, “God 
has granted the world a new lease. We 
have been weighed in the balance and 
not found wanting. As He promised to 
spare Sodom if but ten righteous men 
were found therein, so for us who have 
believed. The world is spared. “David 
if you so desire, we will be married to
day." — Elizabeth Jewett Brown in 
Springfield Republican.

WISHES THE MASS RESTORED.

PROTESTANT EPISCOPAL ORGAN LAMENTS
THE ABSENCE OF THE HOLY SACRIFICE
As A FEATURE OF PAN-ANGLICAN
CONGRESS.

The following from The Lamp the 
High Church organ of corporate re
union, is interesting as showing not only 
how tenaciously the ritualistic wing of 
the1 Protestant Episcopal Church holds 
to the hallucination that they possess 
valid orders, and can lawfully consecrate 
tlie Host and celebrate Mass, but also 
how they feel the absence of said belief 
from the vast majority of their denomin
ation. Speaking of “ The Pan-Anglican 
Congress and the Mass," The Lamp 
says :

“The late Pan-Anglican Congress fol
lowed in July by the Lambeth Con
ference, has given not only London and 
the British Empire, but the whole world 
an impressive demonstration of the 
dignity and cosmopolitan importance 
of the Anglican communion. Nothing 
but purblind prejudice or dense ignor
ance will regard the Anglican Church 
of the twentieth century as a morbund 
organization. Once confined within 
the narrow geographical limits of a 
country so small that it could be tucked 
away in the corner of the State of Texas 
it lias followed the British flag to the 
ends of the earth, and has established 
itself more or less indigenously when
ever Anglo-Saxon civilization has gained 
a permanent foothold. However far it 
has lagged behind the expansion of 
English rule and English speech in 
actual numerical strength, it has been 
able to hold in allegiance to itself a 
sufficient percentage of those speaking 
the English tongue and to make con
verts among heathen peoples to such a 
degree as to occupy to-day a third 
place in the catalogue of the religious 
bodies who constitute in the aggregate 
what is commonly designated as Chris
tendom. Never since the coming of St. 
Augustine to England has the Anglican 
Church numbered in bishops, clergy or 
laity so large a body as at the present 
hour and never in the geographical 
sense lias she been so nearly ecumeni
cal as now. There is at this time 
stirring within the Anglican body, 
whether it be inspired of God or 
whether it springs from human conceit, 
a sense of mission and service to Christ
endom in general and humanity at large, 
which might be described as the Pan- 
Anglican burden.

We have read with considerable care 
and the deepest interest the extensive 
reports of the recent congress which 
have come into our hands, and this 
conception of a world-wide responsi
bility is in evidence throughout ; but 
as one follows the doings and the say
ings of the congress, it is most \obvious 
that the members were more eager to 
apply the teaching of Christ to the re
generation of society than they were to 
prostrate themselves in adoration be
fore His adorable body, present upon 
the altar in the Eucharistic Sacrifice1. 
This, we think, cannot be denied.
SOCIAL |QUESTIONS (THE MOST POPULAR.

“Albert Hall the largest | of the 
assembly places was given over to the 
discussion under the general heading 
of ‘ The Church and Human Society ’ of 
such sociological questions as the family 
life, housing, the sweating system, capi
tal and labors, monopolies, and these 
were the themes wei *h drew together 
the largest audiences and aroused the 
greatest enthusiasm.

“ We are not desiring to minimize 
the importance of these subjects or to 
clccry the Church's responsibility to
wards them, far from it, but unless they 
are kept in their due and proper rela
tion to „the supreme act of Christian 
worship we expose ourselves to the 
Divine reproach : 4 Martha, Martha,
thou art careful and troubled about

many things, but one tiling is needful,' 
and since the Reformation it has seemed 
very difficult for Anglicans to appreci
ate that it is the Mass which matters 
most.

TWO NOTABLE MER VICKS.
“ The I‘an-Anglican Congress began 

and ended with a notable religions 
function, the .first a service of inter
cession in West ni i lister Abbey, the 
second a service of thanksgiving in SSt. 
Paul's Cathedral. The former consisted 
of tIk* chanting in procession to an 
Anglican setting of the 4 Miserere,' 
the intoning of part of the Litany, an 
anthem, a hymn, the bidding prayer and 
the pronouncing of the benediction by 
the Archbishop of Canterbury. The 
latter was of a similiar nature, with the 
exception that a ‘To Deum ’ was sung 
instead of a penitential psalm, and the 
Archbishop delivered an address. The 
crowning feature of the service was the 
presentation on the high altar of the 
Cathedral by the two hundred and live 
Bishops present of the united offering of 
tin- Anglican faithful, which amounted to 
£553,000 sterling. But where was the 
devotion of this vast assemblage to the 
Real Presence of Jesus Christ, Body, 
Soul and Divinity, in the Holy Sacrifice 
of the Mass? Where did they give! 
public expression to this desire before 
the eyes of the world in unmistakable 
fashion? There were indeed numerous 
celebrations of the Holy Eucharist in 
London churches during the sessions of 
the congress, but, with the exception of 
certain High Masses in a few well- 
known ritualistic churches on Sunday, 
they were confined to low celebrations, 
and were attended by scant congrega
tions. The reporter of the English 
Church Times attended the 8 o’clock 
Mass at Westminster Abbey on the 
morning when the congress opened, and 
he found no more than a hundred persons 
present.
THE RESULT OF THE BREACH WITH ROME

“ The first notable act of her reform
ers after the Church of England ceased 
to be Roman Catholic was to dethrone 
the Mass from its position as the 
supreme sacrifice of the Christian altar 
the all-prevailing act of divine worship ; 
andCranmer's substitute for it was prin
cipally an expurgated Litany, the psalm
ody of David and the ‘To Deum.' Never 
perhaps since the Reformation were 
these sung more charmingly and ‘tear- 
compellingly * than at the opening and 
close of the Ban-Anglican Congress, but 
a 1 Miserere,’ however witcliingly sung, 
or St. Ambrose’s great hymn, or the 
grandest alleluia chorus ever composed 
is but a mess of pottage when offered in 
exchange for our Catholic birthright, 
the Eucharistic Sacrifice. It was no 
doubt a majestic sight to see two hun
dred Anglican prelates, preceded by 
mace-bearers, bringing their gold, like 
the magi from afar, and solemnly de
positing it upon the high altar of St. 
Paul's until the accumulating Hood 
swelled into a grand total of nearly 
$1,700,000. But the truth remains that 
one consecrated Host uplifted in the 
hands of the poorest and humblest priest 
in the Catholic Church is in God’s sight 
an infinitely more sublime spectacle.

“We feel constrained thus to put on 
record our disappointment that as far 
as the members of the congress ad
dressed themselves to the all-important 
matter of Divine worship they should 
have chosen to approach the throne of 
the Most High after the manner of 
Protestant Episcopalians rather than 
as inheritors of the ancient Catholic 
traditions of the Church of England.

“The Catholic remnant in the Angli
can Church for seventy-live years has 
battled hard for the restoration of the 
Mass to its rightful place in public 
worship, and withal wonderful has been 
our success. But can we reasonably 
entertain t lie hope that with one voice 
the Anglican episcopate will again pro
claim the true doctrine of the Mass, or 
with unity of faith celebrate the Euchar
istic mysteries in a truly Catholic 
manner until we recover that union with 
Rome, the loss of which was the initial 
step to the throwing down of our altars 
and thecasting as into a corner of the 
Sacrifice of the M ass ?"

MYTHICAL MILLIONS.
WONDERFUL STORIES OF FABULOUS SUMS 

GIVEN THE VOCE AS VETER'S PENCE.
The gentlemen who manufacture mil

lions for the Vatican have been busily 
at work lately. Cardinal Gibbons was 
received last week by the Holy Father 
—they wrote him down at once for “ a 
million;" then came Archbishop Farley 
—“two millions " from the Archbishop ; 
a body of nearly two hundred American 
pilgrims were received a few days later 
in the Hall of the Consistory—before- 
leaving it they made a little offering of 
“two millions;" last year the Emperor 
of Austria, in thanksgiving for his re
covery from an attack of bronchitis, 
sent a check for “ a million" crowns to 
the X atican ; the Empress Eugenie did 
far better the year before, for she 
handed over to the Vatican three hun
dred and fifty millions—only francs of 
course ; Pierpont Morgan never comes 
to Rome that he does not make a pres
ent of various millions to the Holy 
See, and all kinds of potentates and 
plutocrats are forever showering mil
lion upon millions upon the Pope. Have 
we forgotten the famous story that went 
all around the world after the death of 
Leo XIII., describing how when they 
came to clear up the room of the de
ceased Pontiff they found no less than 
seven tons of gold hidden away ? It is 
possible that some of these silly inven
tions are merely the vivid imaginings of 
the Vatican correspondent, but as a rule 
they form part of a systematic attempt 
to persuade Catholics that the Holy 
See stands in very little need of their 
assistance. So it may be well to state 
explicitly once for all that there is no 
truth whatever in any of the above 
stories. American Catholics are gener
ous, but the combined offerings exploited 
above did not amount to the tenth part 
of a million dollars, and no potentate or 
plutocrat has ever made an offering of a 
Penny piece during the present pontifi
cate. The fact is, the revenue of the 
Holy Sec from all sources, administered 
as it is with rigid economy, is barely 
sufficient for its necessities ; and since 
tile Church has been so impoverished in 
France there is greater need than ever 
for the Catholics of the English-speak
ing world to be generous.—Rome.
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f Academy
of the Sacred Heart

LONDON, ONTARIO
1 ho aim of the Religious of the Sacred Heart is to give to their pupils 

an education which will prepare them to fill worthily the place for 
which Divine Providence destines them.
llio training of character and cultivation of manners are therefore con
sidered matters of primary importance, and the health of the pupils is 
tin» object of constant solicitude. Active physical exercise is insisted 
upon.

THE COURSE OF STUDIES.
comprises, besides the thorough grounding in the ordinary branches of 
education, a complete course of Christian Doctrine, Elements of Chris
tian Philosophy, Ancient ainl Modern History—special attention being 

,^acp<Hl and Church History, Literature, Ancient and Modern, 
the English Language in all its branches, Latin, Mathematics, and the 
Natural Sciences. The study of French is obligator}' for all the pupils, 
and special advantages .are given for French conversation. Needlework 
and ordernteoei ve particular attention. Ad*ess :

The Mo thei■Up1%.
Sujierior, Stirred Heart Courent, 

I*. 0. Box 320, London, Canada.

ASSUflPTION COLLEGE
SANDWICH. ONT.
(Opposite DETROIT. niCM.)

A Bunting and Day School for Young Mon and Iioya, 
conducted by the Basilian Fathers.

Font departments

I. Arts Course
II. Academic Course

III. Commercial Course
IV. Lreparatory School
The 89th year will begin September 7th, 1908.

For catalogue and particulars address Tub Treasurer.

St. Michael’s (College
Federated College of Toronto University.

Junior School prepares for Matriculation, etc. Senior School preimres students 
furB. A. D Agree of Toronto University. This department stands on exactly the 
same footing as University College, Victoria University, and Trinity University, 
The whole course is given in the college.

For admission to Senior School Matriculation standing is required. 

School re-opens September 3rd. Write for calendar.

Kkv. N. ROCHE, President.

DON'T GO TO BUSINESS
COLLEGE UNTIL YOU'VE READ THIS
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FREE
BOOK

It it Immensely Importent that 
you should get ell the information 
•bout a college before you enroll 
ea e student. Your success de« 
pends upon your choice.

Our Free Catalogue telle ell about 
our Method» of Teaching—why we turn 
out gradua who ere alwaya In demand. 
It explains the Commercial end Short» 
hand courses In detail. Showelhe value 
of the Business Educator’s Association’» 
Diploma. And this large, handsomely 
Illustrated book wlll.be eent to you FREE 
by return of mall if you will Juel send 
ue your name and edarea»;

Students admitted eny time!
Specie! Opening September and January 

The Forest City
Business and Shorthand College

LONDON, ONTARIO 
J. W. Westervelt, J. W. Weitervdt, Jr, c.A.
^ Principal Vtco-Princtpa
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il I
June. July and August leads i: 
into our Fall Term without jjj
any break. Enter any time. »: 
New catalogue free. Write Ej
for It to-day. Central Business | 
College,Toronto. The largest, 
most reliable of Its kind. W.
H. Shaw. Principal, Yonge & 
Gerrard Sts , Toronto. ;
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University Matriculation
This is the first sti*|> toward entering on the 

profession of Minister, Doctor,Lawyer,Dentist, 
Druggist, Civil, Mining, Electrical,or Meohr 
ic.il Engineer, etc. We prepare you at lv>i 

r this examination for any Canadian Uni- 
irsity. h» other courses ; ask tor what \ 
•ed. Canadian Correspondence College, 

Dept. O, Toronto. Can. ioKi

TYPEWRITING
Miss Fritz—World's

Champion.
Miss Scott—World's School

Champion. 
Doth were trained by our

Mr. Smith.
No better instruction enn bo

° " Business Systems 
School

62 Spadina Ave., T. F. Wright, 
Toronto. Principal 3

Fill in and return for full particulars

St. lerome'8 College, BEHSADA
Commercial course—latest business college features. 
High School course—preparation or matriculation 
and professional studies. College or Arts course— 
preparations for degrees and seminaries. Natural 
Science course—thoroughly equipped experimental 
laboratories. Critical English Literature receives 
special attention. First-class hoard and tuition only 
$150.00 per annum. Send for catalogue giving full 
particulars.

REV. A. L. ZINGER, C. R., President.
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THE NEW HOME OF

The Canada Business College
CHATHAM, ONT.

Gmada’s Greatest School of Business
500 Students in attendance during year.

It stands in a class bv itself.
FALL TERfl OPENS SEPTEMBER FIRST 

$1«0 -Saved in board alone, by attending a 
Chatham, as compared with any of the larger 
cities, besides getting your training in Canada's 
Greatest Business School

Railways bring our long distance students 
and take them home again for half rate, while we 
make a furtherallowance up to $8-00 on travelling 
expenses. 6
It pays to go to the best. 400 Student* 

placed last year
Our splendid catalogue C tells all about this 

great s- hool. and Its grand work at Chatham.
If you cannot come to Chatham, we can teach 

you Shorthand, Bookkeeping and Penmanship 
at your home

Catalogue H tells about the Home Courses. 
m I a A*Î5, A°r. ^®^5Lne you want' addressing D. 
McLACHLAN & CO.. CHATHAM. ONT.
Worth its weight 

In Gold
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To your boj 

girl. Get 0 
It has been largely instrumental In bu 

up this splendid school, and is now In 50 
book form arranged for Home Study.

Send 30 cents for a copy, address!: 
above, and mentioning this paper


