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A LITTLE KICKER.
I don't kick and romp with glee 

'Cause the summer days are here, 
I’m not filled with joy to see 

Scented flowers all appear,
And the balmy atmosphere 

Doesn't make me Jiop with vim,
What’s the matter? Ma jest said: 

“Don't you dare go down to swim.’’

Merry thoughts don’t rise in me,
As the daisies the)- come out,

I’m not filled with ecstasy 
As the bees they buzz about:
I'm not filled up to the spout 

With a lot of lazy wishin',
What’s the use? Ma jest said:

“Don’t you dare to go oil fish in',”

1 don’t dream the livelong day 
Underneath a shady tree, ,

And if winter’d cared to stay 
Twould have been the same to roe, 
Summer don’t fill roe with glee 

And I wish that it would pass. « 
What’s the use? Ma jest said:

“Don't you lie on that damp
grass —F. P. PITZER.

Many years ago I heard a very 
pretty legend which I will try to 
repeat for you from memory. In 
northern Italy there was a band of 
robbers who had their hiding place 
in a cave in the mountains. Their 
captain was a bad man as you may 
well imagine, but remembering one 
lesson his mother had taught him, he 
used to say an occasional “Hail 
Mary.” One day be heard that a 
rich traveller was on his way through 
the mountains and he determined to 
waylay and rob him. So he took his 
station in a clump of trees and 
watched hour after hour for his vic
tim to appear Just before dark, he 
heard a voice as if some one were 
praying out aloud. He softly crept 
■ear and there he saw the village 
cobbler who had gone to the forest 
to pour out his sorrows and troubles 
to the Blessed Mother.

The half-starved cobbler had a large 
family of children, the youngest one 
* wee babe of a few days old, and he 
was begging Our Lady to inspire some 
one who might be able to relieve the 
family in its poverty and distress, to 
stand as g(M-falher to the baby who 
had not yet been baptized.

The robber chief was at first amus
ed then touched by the man’s evi
dent faith in the Blessed Mother's in
tercession, so he pulled his cloak 
shout him (for you k->ow Italian bri
gands always wear eloakn) and walk
ing up to the cobbler, said, “My good 
fellow, I will stand god-father to 
your little one. When is it to be 
christened?”

The cobbler joyfully told him that 
on the following Sunday afternoon at 
the village church after Vespers the 
ceremony would take place.

“Then,” said the robber chief, "I’ll 
be there waiting for the christening 
party. Here is my purse. Go and 
make your good wife and the little 
ones happy.”

Such a well-filled purse the cobbler 
had never seen before, and away he 
hurried home after thanking the 
stranger for his generosity. You may 
imagine with what joy the hungry 

in the humble cabin ate a great 
6upper-~tjyit night and blessed their 
unknown bfrxjfactor.

Sunday canwsoround and the chris
tening party witrKthe cobbler proudly 
in the lead was at tie church punctu
ally. There standing behind one of 
the pillars was the stranger who 
quickly stepped up to the baptismal 
font.

The cermony was soon over but no 
one knew that the god-father was the 
dreaded robber chief for whose head 
the Gove:. ment had set a great
price.

Before departing he gave the happy 
cobbler another purse, then he was 
off and way to the mountains to join 
his band.

The story goes, and of course it 
must be true, that that very night 
the baby died, its sweet pure soul 
winging its flight to the very portals 
«( Heaven, where it stopped and ask
ed St. Peter to have the Blessed 
Mother come to the gate, which, of 
course, St. Peter did very promptly

When the Blessed Lady came to the 
gates she smiled on the babe and 
said, "Come in, my little one, and be 
welcomed.” But you wou’d hardly 
believe it, the little one replied, 
“Dear Mother, I want to wait her for 
my god-father and take him in with 
me.” “Why you dear child,” said the

ed Mother seeing it coming hastened 
to welcome it.

It pleased God just ns that time 
to send n sudden death to the robber 
chief, and as no priest was near to 
hear hie confession, his tears and his 
sighs were accepted and so his soul, 
cleansed from all sin, was accompan
ied into Heaven by the dear little god
child.

It has been many a long year since 
I heard that story, but thinking it 
might please you in this beautfil 
month of Our Lady, I have tried to 
tell it as 1 remembered it from my 
childhood.

Blessed Lady, "your god-father is a 
bad man and a robber and Heaven 
isn't made for such people, so come 
in,, my dear.”

**No,” said the little one, “I must 
have my god-father brought here or I 
can't go

Then the dear, good I^ady gave the 
child a golden goblet and told it to 
bring it back when filled with the 
penitent tears of the brigand. Swift
ly as light travels, the child was at 
the robber’s side whispering thoughts 
of repentance. The unhappy man was 
on his knees, weeping and sobbing out 
a “Hail Mary.” Suddenly there dawn- 

upnn him the thought that he must 
jirnt and be saved, and he prayed 

ncreasing fervor, while tears 
«down his cheeks. And the lit- 

le Angel god-child was there all un
seen catching every tear in the pre
cious cup, which at last was filled to 
the brim. Then it winged its wav to 
the jasper gates again and

WHAT CAN WE DO?
We are but little children weak/

Nor born in any high estate;
What can we do for Jesus' sake 

Who is so high and good and great?

We know the Holy Innocents 
Laid down for Him their infant life, 

And martyrs brave and patient 
saints

Have stood for Him in fire and 
strife.

We wear the cross they wore of old, 
Our lips have learned like vows to 

make,
We need not die; we cannot fight; 

What may we do for Jesus’ sake?

O, day by day, each Christian child 
Has much to do, without, within;

A death to die for Jesus’ sake,
A weary war to wage with sin.

When deep within our swelling hearts 
The thoughts of pride and anger 

rise,
When bitter words are on our ton

gues,
And tears of passion in our eyes;

•
Then we may stay the angry blow, 

Then we may check the hasty word, 
Give gentle answers back again,

And tight a battle for our Lord.

With smiles of peace and looks of 
love,

Light in our dwellings we may 
make,

Bid kind good humor brighten there, 
And do all still for Jesus’ sake.

There's not a child so small and weak 
But has her little cross to take, 

Her little work of love and praise 
That she may do for Jesus' sake.

A FAIRY TALE.
Once upon a time, as most fairy 

stories begin, there lived in a large 
city a little girl who was very much 
dissatisfied because she could not 
have her own way in everything. 
And she was very selfish, too, giving 
no thought to the comfort of others 
until she was first tended to. One day 
she name to her mother and said:

“Mamma, I want a new cloak, 
for you see it is getting cold and the 
snow will be here before you know 
it.”

“But I cannot afford to buy you 
cloak,” said the mother.

•‘Why not?” asked the little girl, 
pettishly.

"Because I haven’t the money to 
spare; besides your brother needs an 
overcoat. Wear your cloak for a while 
longer, my dear.”

“Well, Î won’t, and so there!"
The little girl had no sooner utter 

«I these words than she slammed the 
door and went upstairs to her room. 
For a long time she lay on the bed 
crying with vexation. Finally she 
arose and went to the closet where 
she kept her clothes and took down 
the old cloak.

“Hateful old thing!” she exclaim- 
ee, flinging the garment across the 
room, “I’ll never wear you again.”

At that moment she caught sight 
of her own reflection in the looking- 
glass over her bureau, and she was 
startled at beholding such a face that 
she did not recognize herself at all.

“Keep on, keep on,” said a tiny 
voice. “You’ll soon make yourself old 
and ugly."

The little girl was surprised, but 
not frightened, for the voice did not 
sound harsh.

“Speak again, please,” she begged, 
“and let me see you.”

“Not until you smile,” said the 
mysterious voice.

“I don’t like smiling, for I am very 
much vexed,” said the little girl 
“Are you a fairv?”

“Yes,”
“Oh, come quickly and let me see 

you.” Then she smiled very sweetly, 
and the fairy showed herself — a tiny 
creature, all dressed in white — and 
she stood on a pincushion.

“Pick up your cloak, little girl, 
ami hang it on the hook.” The little 
girl obeyed.

“Now, then, listen to me,” went 
on the fairy. “Remember that cloak 
you so much despise has given you so 
much warmth.

Yes, but it’s old nqjv,” said the 
little girl 

“True, but not too old to give you 
sêill more warmth. Would you have 
your little brother go out without an 
overcoat and freeze?"

“Oh, dear, no!"
"Then have patience. Think of your 

mother and your brother, and not of 
) ourself. Above all things, don't get 
angry again.”

"Why not?” asked the little girl 
"Anger brings wrinkles and unhap

piness. Shall I come again?”
“Yes. indeed. Come often And, 

dear little fairy, forfctve me for act
ing so, won’t you?”

•aid as she entered the room.
“Mamma, why, my cloak isn’t so 

old as 1 thought. I’m not going to 
get angry again, because 1 don't 
want to be naughty and have wrin
kles before I get old—truly old—you 
know.”

And the little girl kept her promise 
and was very happy, because she 
thought more of others than she did 
of herself.

BE BRAVE CHILDREN ON ALL
OCCASIONS. .

No boy or girl likes to be allied 
coward and yet nothing is more com
mon among boys and girls than *a 
sneaky little fear of sa> ing a brave 
“No.” Strength is admirable. You 
know how to help torment or ridi
cule some poor child or animai may 
be called “goody-good,’’ and be sneer
ed at for the moment, but he -may 
be sure of his companions’ respect 
in the end, and even if he is not sure 
of that, he has done a manly thing, 
and laid one stone in the foundation 
of a strong character.

Girls are smaller than boys in their 
cruelties, and it is hard for them 
to stand bravely up for the “queer” 
girl whom everybody snubs, but the 
right act at the right moment is the 
crown of a noble girl. As tiny, in
sects build the beautiful coral is
lands, so little acts of kindness, 
bravery, or self-denial form the 
structure of a strong and beautiful 
character.

A Pardeeable Deception
(By Lady Gilbert.)

Two young married women were 
sitting by the fire in a dressing room 
of an English country house at the 
hour of 1 o’clock in the morning. The 
elder had beauty expressive of a 
strong, tender character. The young
er, a rag-featured, piquant Kttle 
creature with eyes full of curiosity, 
was speaking.

“So you married a poor man?”
“A distinguished soldier.”
“I know; still—”
“Exactly; I will gratify you, for if 

I do not tell you the truth you will 
invent a fiction.”

The inquisitive one laughed and 
nodded. She who was willing to be 
communicative continued:

“You know I was without family or 
kindred, heiress of a large income and 
a beautiful old home. After my 
schooldays I attached myself to a 
good lady who travelled with me 
over a great deal of the world, for I 
felt unbearably solitary in this place, 
and 1 had a lively desire to visit 
other countries and have the experi
ence of other lives besides my own 
After some years, my dear companion 
having died, I found myself here, 
alone except for servants and the 
neighbors and acquaintances, who 
made me an object of their atten
tions."

“I wonder you did not marry at 
once,” interrupted the inquirer.

“Many wondered; but partly be
cause my friend had warned me, per
haps too urgently, against mercenary 
men, a good deal because 1 had not 
been edified or attracted by any of 
the marnages I had seen, and I sup
pose.” with a sudden smile, “because 
I had not met with the man who was 
happily my fate, 1 shrank from all 
suggestions of the kind and held on 
with both hands to my liberty.

“After a sea-ym or two of pleasure 
in both town and country, I craved 
lor another change. Ungrateful for 
my endowments I envied some o 
their poverty, and at last resolved to 
taste an experience which it seemed 
that Providence had hardly ordained 
for me. I allowed my friends to sup
pose that I was bent on further for
eign wanderings, wound up my af
fairs in preparation for a long ab
sence, committed my home once more 
to the guardianship of my trusted 
housekeeper, and departed this (socie
ty) life.

“Imagine me then in St. Thomas 
Hospital, in cap and apron, studying 
hard to fit myself for first-class work 
as a nursing sister.”

“Oh, that was what you did, was 
it?” broke in the listener. “How 
quiet you kept it! My dear, I wish I 
had seen you in the cap; - it must 
have been so becoming to you.”

“It was different from this,” said 
the narrator, touching the diamond 
star in her hair, “but 1 liked it well. 
There was no time to think about be
comingness; I was thoroughly sick of 
all that, and had left it with my 
laces and jewels at my banker’s. What 
I wanted was work worth doing, and 
assurance that my suffering fellow 
creatures were ever such a little bit 
the better for my existence."

The listener made a little grimace 
and smiled. “You were always so 
odd, dear,” she said indulgently.

“Just as I finished my term and 
received all ' my qualifications, the 
war broke out. and I was soon in the 
thick of it, for 1 was of the very 
first band of nurses dispatched to the 
front.”

"1 can’t believe it. You were not 
afraid of being shot, or blood poison
ed, or terrified into fits?”

”1 just felt that I was living in 
earnest.”

“Come to the point, however. Where 
did you meet him?”

“I think the very first time I saw 
him was when he lay in the hospital 
bod in Pretoria covered with blood 
You shrink at the thought. I did not 

I at the sight. 1 went to work to help 
I the surgeon and to make the pat ient

“QAod-byc,” answered the little [.as comfortable as I could after a OBMÉ 
girl in af happy voice.

She then began to sing very softly 
to herself. When she went down
stairs again she took the cloak and

operation.”
“And hr fell 

the spot?"
“He

in love with vou on

for

such prompt proceeding He required 
all bis energies to wrestle with the 
lever through which I nursed him. 
The first time I spoke to him about 
anything beyond his medicine and 
nourishment and the ease of his pil
lows was after be had been some time 
convalescent—one day when I saw a 
particularly sad look on his brown 
face and asked if I could do anything 
for him; perhaps write a letter to his 
friends. He thanked roe and said he 
had no relatives, no one would be spe
cially interested in hearing about 
him; and I thought it a pity that 
somebody should not he glad, of hi» 
recovery as well as of the distinctions 
that awaited him.”

“So you began to be glad yoiA 
self?” ¥ ^

“I did my best to dhetfr him, and 
on the long, hot summer evenings 
while I was fanaiug him we bad many 
a quiet conversation. He was much 
interested in all the nurses, was al
ways admiring their skill and gentle
ness, deploring their fatigues, which 
he considered more to be pitied than 
the sufferings of their patients."

"And you were jealous?”
“No. I thought of him only as a 

sick man under my care, and was 
pleased to amuse him with whatever 
discourse he might fancy. One day 
he gave me his ideas about the nurs
ing vocation, which included the opin
ion that ladies with home, money and 
position ought not to forsake their 
mere immediate duties for the hospi
tal, but that the career of the care of 
the sick should be left open to those 
women who needed an occupation and 
the means of obtaining a livelihood. 
I thought it for the moment a prosaic 
and disappointing theory, but on re
flection I admitted that it was a 
kindly one with regard to the less fa
vored by fortune of our sex. I felt 
from that moment, however, that if 
he knew my little history I should be 
under his disapproval, and I allowed 
him to rank me among the mercenar
ies to whom he had given his sympa
thy.”

“So you already felt—”
“That he was going to love me if I 

did not take pains to disenchant him; 
and partly because he was a sick and 
lonely man, partly for some other rea
son that I could not quite iunder- 
stand, I felt no inclination to do any 
such thing. I knew he was a poor sol
dier and that he thought I was a 
poor nurse, and I thought if this man 
is going to love me, why, I shall not 
allow the dross of the world, which 
is, unfortunately, mine, to hinder 
him. I kept my dreadful secret, and 
long before he was fit to leave the 
hospital he had asked me to be his 
wife and I had accepted him.”

“You—you didn’t mind at all about 
his being—lame?”

“Mind it? Yes, I did. I loved him 
tho more for it. Loved him the bet
ter, because, though brave and disin- 
guished, he was no longer fit for ser
vice. He had the vaguest ideas of 
how we were to live. We had very- 
lit tie money between us when we 
went on board ship to return to Eng
land, for my bankbook was buried 
deep in the bottom of my trunk, and 
I did not dare display more money 
than just as much as I had earned by 
my labors in the hospital. I urged 
him not to think about money, as I 
was a capital manager and knew how 
to ^nake a little go a long way. 1 
was exceedingly happy, knowing all 
that I was able to do for him, yet I 
found myself in a serious dilemma. 
The question was, How could I break 
the news that I had deceived him?

“1 had been humored to the top of 
bent in marrying a man who loved 
for myself, in ignorance that I 

possessed a fortune. He must be a 
strasge man, indeed, I thought, if 
later on, when the truth came to his 
knowledge, he weré to prove dis
pleased or disappointed. But the fact 
remained that I had married him un
der false pretences, and I felt asham
ed of it.

"1 felt also unwilling to hasten the 
inevitable moment which should see 
me even in seeming lose the enviable 
position of a woman who has been 
sought by the man she loves for love 
apd love alone; and so the long voy
age that seemed all too short passed 
without my having said one word to 
enlighten him as to the future of ease 
and luxury which I had provided for 
him.

“While he took his convalescent nap 
on deck in the afternoons I paced up 
and down thinking out my difficulty. 
The time was coming when I must 
have my mind made up as to what 
steps 1 was to take, for I had resolv
ed not to allow my whim or mistake 
to cost him one day o( less comfort 
than 1 was able to bestow on him. 
At last 1 hit on a plan. You know 
Beatrix. She is my dearest friend, 
so much so that she might have kept 
me from the hospital experience if 
only she had not always been so bent 
on marrying me to some one of her 
acquaintances. I wrote to her and 
posted the letter at a convenient mo
ment to travel by a- faster going ves
sel than our own. The letter ran 
somewhat like this:

“ ‘My Dear Beatrix: I am travelling 
to England with my husband, a dis
tinguished anil at present invalid sol
dier, who is under the impression 
that he has married a penniless nurse 
You can help me to break the truth 
to him gracefully. 1 know your hus
band is spending the summer iA his 
yacht Will you take possession of 
my house and invite me and my hus
band to spend some weeks wittÿ you"
1 shall rely on you to act well the 
hostess, and when I see you I will 
tell you the sequel.'

“The result of this stroke of 
gvuius was an invitation from Beatrix 

■ awaited Us when we arrived at 
our hotel

"He was a little unwilliag at first, 
but I overruled all his objections, and 
as soon as possible we were estab
lished as the guests of Beatrix here in 
our own comfortable home.

“Of course I found my way to my 
wardrobe, and it was sweet to see my 
husband’s surprise when he saw me 
dressed for dinner. I had put on the 
first pretty gown I found, it happen
ed to be a white satin, and naturally 
it made a change in my appearance.

“ ‘This is charming, Marv,’ he said, 
‘but, my dear—’ •

“I knew what he meant. "Beatrix 
had some of my old I rocks in charge,’
I said, ‘You know I am a lady—'’

“ ‘That I always knew,’ he said 
gravely, but I saw by the slight cloud 
on his face that he feared I had a 
taste for expensive things which he 
could not give me.

“ ‘You were good not to ask any 
one to meet us,’ I said to Beatrix at 
table. ‘Max is hardly ready for socie
ty as yet.'

" ‘I guessed you would not care for 
a house party at present,' she said, 
'or else I should have gratified some 
friends who are anxious to see you 

“Quiet, happy days went past. It 
was delightful to see Max enjoy his 
comforts, to hear him admiring our 
surroundings of park and woodland, 
or commending the good taste of Bes- 
trix in the arrangements of her house 

“Once I ventured to say to him, 
‘Wouldn't it be nice if you and I had 
a home like this, all to ourselves, ev
ery bit our own?’

“ ‘Don't let us covet our neighbor’s 
goods,’ he answered playfully.

“We had been here six weeks and 
the time had flown. Every morning 
when I arose I made g. half resolution 
to tell him the truth before that day 
wore out, and yet somehow a nice '.op
portunity never seemed to offer it
self. Dear Beatrix was very patient, 
and I knew that her sense of humor 
enabled her to enjoy a situation 
which many would have thought a 
bore. Still, she warned me that her 
yachting husband would soon be on 
the return wave and that her own 
home would claim her. As the leaves 
began to turn yellow on the trees 
pondered my dilemma and acknowl
edged that I had only deepened my 
difficulties by my cunning plot.

"It had come to this, that I feared 
nothing except lowering myself in my 
husband’s estimation by confessing 
that I had deliberately deceived him 

"Meanwhile I was recklessly airing 
a variety of pretty frocks, and even 
some of the old family jewelry. Max 
said:

“ 'Mary, you look charming in all 
these pretty decorations, yet some
times I think regretfully of my white 
coifed maiden.’ That was both hard 
and sweet to hear. He also said:

“ ‘I begin to think you must have 
belonged to people who were once ex
ceedingly well to do. And I fear—’

“ ‘That I am one of those rich wo
men whom you dislike^ who left their 
luxuries for the hospital.'

“ ‘I did not mean to say that,’ he 
said, but he began to appear troubled 
and restless at making so long a stay 
in the hospitable house of another. I 
felt that matters were coming to a 
crisis, and yet I do not know how 
should have acted, for I was growing 
more and more nervous and de
moralized, had not Beatrix suddenly 
at breakfast one morning cut the knot 
by saying:

" ‘Now, Mary, I shall really be 
obliged to leave you to-morrow. 1 
have enjoyed my visit extremely, but 
Will is coming home and I must be 
there to welcome him.'

"Max raised his eyes and looked 
from her to me, then guietlv went on 
with his breakfast. He had seen us 
both smile and thought we were mak
ing a frivolous joke which seemed to 
him rather meaningless. But Beatrix 
was desperate.

“ 'Have I not done the honors very 
nicely?’ she said, looking full at Max. 
‘I have played housekeeper to Mary 
in her own house that she might im
agine she was somewhere else passing 
her second honeymoon ’

"Max looked at her silently and 
gravely.
. “ ‘If this jest amuses you,’ he said, 
‘I can make no objection to humor 
one who has been so kind to us *

“ ‘Oh!’ said Beatrix, ‘this will nev
er do. Mary, speak out. Colonel Max, 
your wife has no courage.’ s 

"At the word ‘courage’ my hus
band's eyes, which had been fixed on 
me sternly, softened.

“ ‘She has courage,’ he said. His 
thought had gone back to the hospi
tal.

" ‘Oh, Max!’ I said, and I began 
weeping like a calumniated child, ‘I 
am really that dreadful woman you 
disapprove of.'

“Beatrix was gone and I was in 
my husband’s arms. It took us a 
month to talk the matter out. but 
after that he became reconciled to 
the inevitable.” >
“You lucky woman'” said the m 

quisitive one, putting her handker
chief to her eyes as the clock struck 
three in the wintry morning. — The 
Sphere.
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T Sutherland Stayner 
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The wisdom and experience of the 
Board of Directors is at the service 
of every person employing the 
corporation.

J. W. LANGMUIR,
Managing Director

A”°!" A MALlun.
. souerroas

notap ms An.
Mhae*R W.eei ml

P. A AMOUR, K O. JAe. W Ma LU» LUE

pOY & KELLY,
BAïuturms, SOLICITORS, no 

iMgflaa: Home Sana— n..t Lena Oa 
Buddia«, » Choaofc Street, Ton*.
JJ. POT, RC RTTel a, a.ai Mal» TW. B.

j_j KAHN A S LA TT K K V
BARRISTERS, SOLICITOR»,

_ .......... NOTA B IM» »
Proctora la Admiralty, fhRuoe an^n

EDWARD J. HRARM,---■- a "---1 i

J^ATCHFOED, MoDOUOALL â »>A 
AND w.UOHOHM.

OTTAWA, ONT
r. a.1

TJEE k O’DONOGHUE,
^ BARRiaiBM.souono«e. sortais

, tt Vie

> * WP 1
W. T. J. Les, B.Q.L, Je—O. O'D—o.m . IX,

J^JoBRADY * 0*00NNuR
■anrwmss, bout rroas,

....... .............. _ nqtabiBi.ss.
f w? " *,?*r,r**t: «Ta*d ■ C—g“*• Building, « RI—M, W—. Tnrctr
LT McBRADT. E4L T J - ■ 1 viang

S OOTP, SCOTT, CTJ RL K & OLI
° 80»,____

barrbrhmr »Mjcrr> .»• ».
•epe—a and *«Neqoet Court age.ua, 

CARLHtON CHAMPS—, on A WA 0
0 .LL L. trtr- *

MM

A RTHUR w. bolmes,
UB Bpadhu Av»

ROOFING.
9

LT ORBES SOOTING OOMPANT- 
Md gravM roodig ; esta»! 1.had 

ymrt. 153 Bay —I;

BERNARD CAIRNS
Leader in

RUBBER «TAMPS,
Seals, Etc.

1 King It W, Taro it»
Awarded Dtpk—a Tomato Re, mm

iaMiSI

L MCCORMACK I
0 MERCHANT

TAILOR

me?* I«i n
a ajtaa aa—

MOUMNENTS
«SjjprtaT^ **1>r3w*,2r 15—

Tie Iclitnl OrtiitîiïWDL'
a un tomsc em 

ft—LtITaago St Oar Raatajl 
v 4 I

F. ROSAR
Undertaker.

MO King M. lut, Tor-shat

y

National Assurance
Company, •« i—».

HRAD OFFICE—* Collage Greaa, Dublin Oaaadia 
Branch—St. John St Montreal.

CAPITAL £l,0S0,0®
INCOME (recode) . . f &D.00I
INVESTED FDNBS (axeaad) - • MO,SOI
For agaacha at un rip ream tod palate, add re J. N 
Ewart “curio General Agent, IS WelRagtoe M 
Eaet, Toronto.

W. A. LEE A BOM, Oeeeral Agente,
Phone Main tltt 14 Vtotorie Û.. threat.

Monkey Brand Soap makes copper like 
gold, tin like silver, crockery like marble,
and windups Uke crystal M

latte J. Young

ALEX. MILLA
UNDERTAKER « EMSALUC1

gr—679 - fag,"»

KT teams* 
EXPERIENCE

zl

Trade Mams 
Dessous

Cdpvwokts Ac.
Aueonr ■wnhng a etc »b end deeerttNton map 

a ilt-tly area ..vn nor free era a* baa ear
rvaiem 1» in 1 hahiy pnentabie Vommvoloa 

I. rtiaetrtrti) ''•iiSdentla' lendt»iokun Patantr 
t in free. Mieat unite lue aeon raw pelante.

l»«me uuo tEroovi, Muni A Co. run—as 
s. trial avStce, t. *Huet eherg* la the

Swntifk JlRKricat.
amdevmely iUnetrar.-) -4aly. laraamrtr

», Lawn 0/ any yweudr i.anmi. Trv.-iaJB 1 
•>*ritmrSu-ntLaTiA MijillNt.

W&zr
1

4


