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LESSON II, SECOND QUARTER, INTER­
NATIONAL SERIES, APRIL 14.Pathetic Details of the Closing Scenes in the 

Life of Robert Louis Stevenson, the Famous 
Novelist—How He Ended His Lite in His 
Much-Loved Samoan Home.

IL »Text of the Lesson, I Cor. xv, 3-14 (An 
Easter Lesson)—Memory Verses, 12-14. 
Golden Text, I Cor. xv, 20—Commen­
tary by the Rev. D. M. Stearns.

8. “For I delivered unto you, first of all, 
that which I also received—how that Christ 
died for our sins, according to the Scrip­
tures.” Various sections of this epistle are 
easily recognized by the words "now con- 

and we laid the flowers upon the big cerning” or "now as touching” (chapters 
vli, 1; viil, 1; xii, 1; xvi, 1). The section

The Famous Southern
Robert Louis Stevenson died on the 

third of December. The following ex­
tracts from a letter just received from 
his step-daughter, published in Kate 
Field’s Washington, give details of such 
profound interest that it seems cruel 
to withhold them from the legions of 
his admirers. The writer of the letter, 
Isabella Strong, has for some years 
been the constant companion of her 
mother and Mr. Stevenson; she had 
charge of the household affaire, and has 
acted as Stevenson's amanuensis; an 
artist and writer, she has ever been 
an invaluable member of that excep­
tional household, a household whose 
history as it has come to me from time 
to time from the hand of this dear and 
faithful friend, has caused me to asso­
ciate it forever with the fascinating 
pages of that delight of my youth, 
“The Swis Family Robinson."

A book should some day be written 
giving the inner life of that domestic 
circle. What that life must have been 
the reader will perhaps conjecture from 
the excerpts which follow. Here end- 
eth the lesson in grief past werds: 

"VAILIMA, Dec. 5, 1894.
"You will have read in the papers be­

fore this reaches you that Louis is dead 
—but you will not know how beautiful 
that death was. He had been very well 
for a long time, and every morning I 
hurried through my household work to 
write for him in "Hermiston." The last 
day, Dec. 3—and we little thought it 
was to be his last—he worked steadily 
till nearly 12, and then walked up and 
down the room talking to me of his 
work, of future chapters, of bits of his 
past life that bore on what he had been 
writing —as only he could talk.

In the afternoon, as I was writing my 
letters, I heard him and little Austin 
on the veranda by his study making a 
great noise over Austin's French les­
son. He was laughing and in the best 
cf spirits, so that later—after 5, yes, 
nearer 6-when I heard my mother 
calling for hot water, I was not at all 
alarmed, and went down stairs quite 
calmly to see what was wrong.

"Louis sat in the big red chair in the 
great hall, lying back unconscious and 
breathing heavily. Talolo—a Samoan 
servant—was bringing hot water for his 
feet; his mother and my mother were 
chafing his hands, and I ran at once 
for Lloyd. He was coming over from 
his cottage, quite cheerfully surveying 
a wreath he had made for a present to 
the Consul-General. He at once ran 
off on our fastest horse for the doctor, 
and when I went back to the house 
Louis was still the same. ,

“It seems he had been looking on 
watching my mother make a salad, 
and was dropping the oil for her with a 
perfectly steady hand. He suddenly 
said: “What’s that?” or “What a 
pain!" and put both hands to his head 
and reeled. Mamma and his favorite 
boy, Sosimo, caught him and helped 
him into the big room, and he was 
never conscious after. We saw that he 
was dying, though each said to the 
other, ‘He is surely better—his pulse 
is stronger.” Talolo and Sosimo knelt 
before him, chafing mis feet and put­
ting them into hot water, and as the 
room darkened, one by one, all the Sa­
moans on the place crept in silently 
and sat in a wide semi-circle about 
him; some fanned him; others waited, 
kneeling upon one knee, in readiness to 
receive a message; others, still, ran 
down the road with lanterns to light 
the doctor on his approach.

“When the big lamps' were lit the first 
doctor arrived; he was the surgeon of 
H. M. S. Walleroo. Lloyd met him at 
the Tivoli Hotel in Apia, jumped off his 
horse, and the doctor mounted and 
rode, as he said, as if the horse knew 
what it was for—and it was Louis' own 
‘Jack.’

When we saw the doctor’s face we 
knew there was no hope. He said we 
had done right to keep his feet hot and 
his head cooL All the windows were 
thrown open, and the soft night air 
came In. Then, when we were still 
anxiously trying different remedies. I 
looked out and saw a twinkling of lan­
terns at the gate and knew that Lloyd 
and the other doctor had come—our old 
friend. Dr. Funk. He ordered in the 
little brass bedstead from the guest 
chamber, and it was placed in the mid­
dle of the great room. Four of our boys 
carefully carried him, and he was laid 
upon the bed; and then the minister, 
Mr. Clark, came, and we knelt about the 
bed while he prayed. Louis was still 
unconscious, and only breathed fainter 
and at longer intervals, until at last he 
died at 10 minutes past 8 o’clock.

We sent everybody away. Lloyd and 
his own Sosimo and I dressed him and 
laid him out He didn’t look ill. He 
really looked so quiet and peaceful 
that one could not cry to see him. We 
threw the English flag on his bed—the 
old flag he flew on the Casco—and then 
the natives were allowed to return.

“It was so strangely silent and peace­
ful. He lay as though quietly sleeping, 
with his hands clasped on his breast; 
the only ring on his fingers was a little 
old silver one my mother gave him 
years ago. Do you remember his beau­
tiful hands? so slender and pointed. 
We sat there, dazed, stunned; it was 
as if we had been turned to stone. Above 
the carved, antique wardrobe the bust 
of Hermes looked down upon us; and 
over the great iron safe the light fell 
on the marble bust of his grandfather 
and brought out in full relief the strong, 
plain, Scotch features.

“And then the swinging doors opened 
and the Chief of Tangamarono came in 
with his wife, the first of Louis' Samoan 
friends. They were barefooted and 
wore only the lava-lava-a waistcloth. 
He came forward to where Louis lay, 
bowed low to him. and said slowly' 
"Alofa, Tusitala!"— Love to you, Teller 
of Tales—and he laid a fine mat on the 
foot of the bed; It is a funeral custom 
of these people and implies the deepest 
affection and respect. Then Tono came 
with his family and laid another mat 
upon the bed, and each said, ‘Alofa, 
Tusitala,’ and stepped back and crouch­
ed upon the floor; they sat there si- 
lently in a great semi-circle, his friends 
whom he had loved so much; they made 
no demonstrations of grief: they didn’t 
wail like the Hawaiians, but sat bowed 
and reverent.

‘Sosimo came and knelt by Lloyd and 
asked If his people might make ‘Popey 
Church’—as he called it—you know five 
of our men and one of our girls are 
Catholics; then Sosimo in a beautiful 
deep voice that trembled with emotion 
read the prayers for the dead, and the 
other five chanted the responses. It is 
just what Louis would have loved! •

“December 6.
"It has been raining a heavy, tropi­

cal black rain almost ever since Louis 
died. The morning after his death more 
people came and many flowers were 
sent; only the flowers sent by Samoans 
were placed upon his bed. The flag 
that covered him hardly showed, for 
the five mats that were arranged one 
upon the other, showing an edge of 
each; the flowers were of many colors; 
0 wreath $ his feet was woven

of the scarlet hibiscus and yellow trum- 
pet flowers; at his head was a wreath 
of white gardenias. That was a cool, 
clear day; all the windows were open. Collins, Tells

from Nervous bydining table; there were wreaths that 
our girls had made; a cross of roses 
from the Catholic sisters; bouquets 
from friends, brown and white; and 
among them a .tawdry glazed tin cross, 
trimmed with white artificial flowers 
and tied with big bows of cheap white 
satin ribbon—it was sent by the Sa­
moan wife of a white trader on.the 
beach.

fin which we find our lesson begins with 
xii, 1, and concerns the diversities of gifts 
which exist in the one body of Christ, the 
church, showing the supremacy of love 
and exhorting to be “always abounding in 
the work of the Lord (xv, 58).

4. “And that He was buried, and that 
He rose again the third day, according to 
the Scriptures.” The death and burial 
and resurrection of Christ, which consti­
tute the consummation of His finished 
work and may be summarized by the 
phrase "His blood,” were plainly foretold 
and may be readily seen by anointed eyes 
in Ps. xvi and xxiii, Isa. lviii and else­
where.

5. “And that He was seen of Cephas, 
then of the twelve.” On resurrection day 
He was seen on five different occasions— 
first by Mary Magdalene, then by the other 
women, after that by the two who walked 
to Emmaus, also by Peter, and in the even­
ing by the twelve, as they were called, but 
that evening Thomas was not present, and 
Judas Iscariot had gone to his own place. 
See Luke xxiv, 83, 84; John xx, 24. That 
He should honor Peter with a special ap­
pearance, and also with a special message 
(Mark xvi, 7), should be a matter of special 
interest to any one who may have, through 
temptation, wandered away.

6. “After that He was seen of above 500 
brethren at once, of whom the greater 
part remain unto this present, but some 
are fallen asleep.” This must have been 
the largest number to which He appeared 
at one time and may have been in Galilee 
or on the mount of the ascension, proba­
bly the former. If two or three witnesses 
could establish a matter, such a company 
ought to make it very sure. We have no 
record of His ever appearing after the res­
urrection and before the ascension to any 
but brethren—that is, believers—and 
when He comes again, as believers only 
saw Him ascend, so only believers will 
meet Him on His way (I Thess. iv, 16, 17).

7. “After that He was seen of James, 
then of all the apostles.” We would not 
have known of this special appearance to 
James if Paul had not told us, and it may 
be that both Peter and James talked with 
Paul of these special appearings when he 
saw them during his visit to Jerusalem 
(Gal. 1, 18, 19). There were at least 10 or 
11 appearances, including the one at the 
ascension; then after the ascension He 
was seen by Stephen and Paul and John. 
That He rose from the dead and is now at 
the right hand of the Father is a fact well 
established.

8. “And, last of all, He was seen of me 
also, as of one born out of due time.” 
This was the last appearance up to Paul’s 
time, for the appearance to John in Pat­
mos was full 80 years later. I wonder why 
Paul did not mention the appearance to 
Stephen. Perhaps it was too sore a recol­
lection. Paul speaks of his conversion 
when the Lord appeared to him as a birth 
before the time, and also a pattern of

Paine’s Celery Compound.

“December 12.
“I will send you a little book Lloyd 

and I have been writing, with the help 
of some of Louis’ friends here. We 
found that it was impossible to write 
to all who would expect a letter, so we 
wrote a plain account of the death and 
burial; asked one friend to describe the 
Thanksgiving dinner, the last enter­
tainment we gave in Vailima, just a 
week before he died; another describes 
the feast he gave the chiefs who, for 
love of him, built him a road to Apia; 
to these we have added the Samoan 
songs that are sung about him, and at 
the end is the ‘Requiem’ he wrote him­
self—and such a comforting one it Is to 
us. Do you remember it? It is in Un­
derwood’s:

“Under the clear and starry sky 
Dig my grave and let me lie.

The sky is clear and starry that now 
shines above him.

The feast above mentioned was given 
by Stevenson to the chiefs and people 
who had just completed a road reach­
ing from Vailima to Apia; the road was 
a testimonial to Stevenson, who had 
befriended them in time of trouble. A 
board by the roadside bears this in­
scription, a legend which they them­
selves worded:

THE ROAD OF THE LOVING 
HEART.

“Remembering the great love of his 
highness, Tusitala,

And his loving care when we were in 
prison and sore distressed.

We have prepared him an enduring 
present.

This road which we have dug to last 
forever."

Then follow the names of all those 
who had a share in that labor of love.

“December 26.
“Sosimo puts Louis’ room in order 

every morning, dusting and sweeping 
it, and arranging his papers and blot­
ting pad ready for him, as if he were 
going to use them as usual—arranging 
or rearranging where no one disar­
ranges; and every day he places a fresh 
bunch of white gardenias by the side 
of his master’s bed. Sosimo was al­
ways devoted to Louis and jealous of 
any interference with his rights. He 
groomed Louis' horse ‘Jack,’ and it is 
the sleekest one we have; he polished 
his spurs and kept his bridle shining; 
he was so used to Louis’ papers that he 
never mixed them up; and now, as I 
turn the corner of the veranda, I often 
see him standing, shading his eyes with 
his hand, looking up to the sumit of 
Vaea; what a subject for a picture—the 
boy’s figure standing there would tell 
its own story of grief and love.

"Louis went so suddenlythat the laun­
dress coming out to Vailima the other 
day brought home his linen; I saw So­
simo with the bundle in his arms, hold­
ing it as if it were a baby and crying 
as If his heart would break.

“We have had visits from many dif­
ferent groups of people; they came to 
sing a lament for Tusitala. They sit in 
a semi-circle on the veranda, the poet 
a little in front of them with a roll of 
manuscript in his hand; when the song 
is finished the roll is handed to me for 
my mother. Some of these songs are 
very beautiful.

The Tongans have come again, and 
we have all been up Vaea to decorate 
the grave; they adorned it In Tongan 
fashion; we drank ava, a solemn cere- 
monial, and they sang their songs. So- 
simo, who was with us’ Planted Maile 
on the grave, and with his cane-knife 
cut big crosses in the bark of the trees 
that line the path to the top of the 
mountain.

"Oh! I am so thankful to know that 
I loved him every minute he lived, and 
told him so. I do not have to regret 
now that I didn’t show him in every 
way I could that I loved him dearly I 
wrote for him day after day; 1 walked 
with him and listened always earn­
estly to his talk—but that was no vir­
tue, as his talk was always animated 
and interesting, even when it soared 
beyond my intelligence.”

These pages speak for themselves: 
comment would be impertinence.
One of the two clergymen present at 
the interment on the summit of Vaea 
repeated the following prayer which 
was written by Robert Louis Steven­
son and read aloud to his family only 
the evening before his death:

"We beseech Thee, Lord, to behold us 
with favor, folk of many families and 
nations, gathered together in the peace 
of this roof; weak men and women, sub­
sisting under the covert of thy patience 
Be patient still; suffer us yet a while 
longer with our broken purposes of 
good, with our idle endeavors against 
evil, suffer us a while longer to endure, 
and if it may be—help us to do better. 
Bless to us our extraordinary mercies; 
if the day come when these must be 
taken, have us play the man under at- fiction. Be with our friends; be with 
ourselves. Go with each of us to rest 
if any awake, temper to them the dark 
hours of watching, and when the day 
returns to us. our sun and comforter 
call us up with morning faces and with 
morning hearts—eager to labor—eager 
to be happy, if happiness shall be our 
portion—and if the day be marked with 
sorrow—strong to endure it.
"We thank Thee and praise Thee, and 
in the words of Him to whom this day 
is sacred, close our oblation."y 

Mr. Lloyd Osbourne says: “No 
stranger’s hand touched him. It was 
his body servant that interlocked his 
fingers and arranged his hands in the 
attitude of prayer. Those who loved 
him carried him to his last home; even 
the coffin was the work of an old friend.

grave was dug by his own men."
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bottles of Paine’s Celery Compound 
gave me strength, quieted my nerves, 
and brought sleep to my pillow. I owe 
lasting gratitude to this wonderful med­
icine, and I take pleasure in adding 
mine to the long list of testimonials. 
Yours gratefully,

“MRS. E. BURKE COLLINS.
“313 Valence street."
Paine’s Celery Compound is found to 

best supply the great need of studious, 
sedentary people. Its extensive use by 
brain workers, both men and women, 
suffering from sleeplessness, indiges­
tion or other effects of a deficient nerve 
force, shows its ability to feed tired, 
emaciated, nervous tissues. Nothing 
else has ever possessed anything like 
the power of Paine’s Celery Compound 
to restore a healthy nervous tone to 
the entire body and to thoroughly 
cleanse the blood. School teachers, pro­
fessional men, newspaper men, minis­
ters, public officials, men whose daily 
outlay of vitality because of hard, try­
ing, anxious work, is excessive, find re­
newed strength, not only of the nerves, 
but, through their healthy action, of 
the entire body, in Paine's Celery Com­
pound. Its use shortly dispels head- 
aches. rheumatic pain, dyspepsia, heart 
trouble, general debility and languor, 
and all other outward signs of the grave 
mischief that comes from disordered 
nerves and impure blood

those who should hereafter believe (I Tim. 
1, 16), for the conversion of the nation of 
Israel will be when they look upon Him at 
His coming in glory. We are now saved 
by looking to Him, not upon Him. Com­
pare Isa. xlv, 22, and Zech, xii, 10.

The London Graphic, in its recent 
summing up of the half-dozen success­
ful novels of the year, includes with

Areshment, could not fail to have Its 
effect on the recuperative power of her 
nervous system. At one time she found 
herself tired out and weak from such 
uninterrupted work; she became ner­
vous and incapable for work; she even 
saw nervous prostration staring her in 
the face. The general toning up that 
her system needed so badly she found 
in Paine’s Celery Compound. Today 
she is perfectly well and strong again, 
busy as ever with her brain and pen, 
and grateful to Paine's Celery Com­
pound for the timely help when failure 
and trouble and despair seemed about 
to close round her and shut her off from 
everything that was dear to her. She 
says:

“NEW ORLEANS, La., Nov. 21, 1894.
“I wish to add my mite to the thous­

ands of testimonials which you have re­
ceived in regard to the efficacy of this 
wonderful compound. In my profession 
of author, such a strengthening medi­
cine is invaluable. I have just complet­
ed my 95th novel, and constant work 
at the desk had weakened my consti­
tution, injured my nerves, and I suf­
fered from general debility. When a 
person in that condition writes ontinu- 
ally, living in the realm of fiction and 
romance, the effect upon the nervous 
system is lamentable. I was weak and 
debilitated, suffering from insomnia, 
and was irritable and nervous. Four

DuMaurier’s “Trilby,” Hall Caine’s 
“Manxman," Conan Doyle’s “Sherlock 
Holmes,” “The Heavenly Twins,” and 
“Ships That Pass in the Night,” Mrs. 
E. Burke Collins’ “A Modern Heathen.”

Speaking of this last work of the dis-

9. “For I am the least of the apostles 
that am not meet to be called an apostle,: 
because I persecuted the church of God.”
Paul’s growth in his own estimation was 
true growth in grace. It was very lowly 
to call himself "least of the apostles.” It 
was more lowly, at a later period, to speak 
of himself as “less than the least of all 
saints” (Eph. iii, 8), but it was lowest oi 
all, at a still later period, to call himself 
“the chief of sinners” (I Tim. 1, 15). 
This is the work of the Spirit to magnify 
the Lord in all His loveliness and to in­
creasingly expose the hideousness of the 
natural man. May we all grow thus.

10. “But by the grace of God I am what 
I am, and His grace, which was bestowed 
upon me, was not in vain, but I labored 
more abundantly than they all, yet not I, 
but the grace of God, whicli was with me.” 
Paul was forever magnifying the grace of 
God, by which we are saved, In which we 
stand, which is yet to be more fully re­
vealed, and which Paul felt was in his 
case “exceeding abundant” (Eph. ii, 8; 
Rom. v, 2; I Pet. i, 13; I Tim. 1, 14). 
This abundant grace constrained him to 
abundant labors, but he wholly renounces 
all thought of his doing anything, and, as 
in Gal. ii, 20, emphasizes his "not I, but 
Christ," “not I, but the grace of God.”

11. “Therefore, whether it were I or 
they, so we preach, and so ye believed.” 
Whether it was Paul or Apollos or Ce­
phas, they were only ministers by whom 
the Lord wrought (I Cor. iii, 6-7), so that 
the members cannot and must not glory, 
only in the Lord, for no flesh shall glory 
in His presence. Let us glory only in the 
Lord.

12. “Now, if Christ be preached that He 
rose from the dead, how say some among 
you that there is no resurrection of the 
dead?" The Sadducees did not believe in 
any resurrection (Luke xx, 27). Some 
gentiles mocked at the idea (Acts xvii, 
32); but, worse still, some professing 
Christians of our time say that at death 
we get our resurrection body, and they 
have no further use for the body that is 
laid in the grave. Yet it is plainly writ­
ten that all that are in their graves shall 
come forth. They that sleep in the dust 
of the earth shall awake, and when Jesus 
rose from the dead many bodies of the 
saints which slept arose and came out of 
the graves and went into the holy city and 
appeared unto many (John v, 28, 29; Dan. 
xii, 2; Math, xxvii, 52, 68).

13. “But if there be no resurrection of 
the dead then is Christ not risen.” This 
verse, I think, gives the key to verse 29, 
which perplexes many. The question 
which Paul is arguing is, Has Christ 
risen? Now, all believers were baptized in 
the name of the Lord Jesus, but if He isa 
dead Christ, and not risen, why baptize 
for the dead? Why baptize any one in the 
name of a dead Christ?

14. "And if Christ be not risen then is 
our preaching vain, and your faith is also 
vain.” He goes on to add that if Christ 
be not risen all preachers are false wit­
nesses, and all living believers are still in 
their sins, and all dead believers have per­
ished. The great fact of the resurrection of 
Christ is not a truth merely for Eester, 
but for every Lord’s day. His life and 
death would be of no avail to us had He 
not risen again, but He is risen (verse 
20), and thus with power declared to be 
the Son of God (Rom. i, 4).

tinguished southern author, the Graphic 
says: "What George W. Cable’s writ­
ings are to the Creoles of New Orleans, 
Miss Murfree to the rough strata of 
humanity along the Tennessee Moun­
tains, and Gertrude Atherton to Cali­
fornia, Mrs. E. Burke Collins’, are to 
the Arcadians of the Louisiana Pine 
Lands. In her latest work Mrs. Collins 
has struck a new vein in literature open­
ing to the novel reading world a vision 
of the real life of the Acadians of the 
backwoods, among the wild, scarcely 
known region of the bayous and 
swamps of Louisiana.”

Besides her novels, she contributes 
each week short stories, sketches, etc., 
to the prominent magazines and to a 
great variety of other publications.

Although her writing has always been 
a labor of love, yet such incessant men­
tal exertion, constantly harvesting the 
ideas of her brain without a single idle 
season or fallow time for rest and re-

9 Bowman, Kennedy & Co.,
Wholesale Hardware Merchants, LONDON, ONT.IBS

SPRING STOCK OF
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M Window Glass, 

Enameled Glass, 
Cathedral Glass, 
Rolled Plate, 
Spades and Shovels.

Paints, 
Oils, 
Putty, 
Rope, 
Harvest Tools.

Cut Nails, 
Wire Nails,
Galvanized Wire,
O. and A. Wire, 
Builders’ Hardware.Gas Fixtures,

Combination Fixtures Gas and) 1 Electric J
Electric Fixtures, Brackets,
Hall Iicht (Square,Ildll - Cylinder,

C Limitation Candle.

Reading Lights, ALSO

Cut Glass Globes,
Etched Globes Crescent and Shell woo 1Panels. Melon shape.

Silver Etched Globes With Beveled Edge LILIICU GIODOS or Scalloped Top.

Ruby, Amber and Pink Globes, 
Plain Globes

We are just opening spring importations of Cutlery and English Shelf Goods.
All Goods bought for cash at lowest value.
We lead in prices, quality and new goods. Prompt shipment and best attention guaranteed.

000

ARTEOR All VIL $7500- 005 000 € ,GUARANTEED BICYCLES.
The Best Values this Season in the Wheel Line. Ae

Call and examine or send for catalogue Wheels of 
all Makes Repaired.of varied designs from the best manufacturers.

A visit solicited. but orders or inquiries by 
mail will receive prompt attention.

88 BAY ST., TORONTO. In ,,.1 C A 185 DUNDAS STREETW uura « Co London, Ont. - - - 'Phono 800

N.B-A few good second-hand wheels for sale cheap.
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Irwin
Brass

& Geldart, 
Manufacturers.

Karl’s Clover Root Tea.
casesure cure for Headache and nervous dis- 
by W. T Strong relieves so quickly. For sale 

IT IS proposed to name a new street 
in New Cork Barkhurst avenue, even 
of it does break the rule that honors UDOU is sort shall be conferred only upon people who are dead.
Dyspepsia or indigestion is occasion­ed by the want of action in the biliary 
ducts, loss of vitality in the stomach 
to secrete the gastric juices, without which digestion cannot go on: also, be- ing the principal cause of headache 
Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills taken before 
going to bed for a while, never fail to 
give relief and effect a cure Mr F w Ashdown, Ashdown, Ont., writes: Pars melee’s Pills are taking the lead against 
ten other makes which I have «n stock.

10NTRACTORS for Brass Supplies for 
V waterworks and engine builders. All 
special lines of Brass Casting and Brass Fin- 
shing done on shortest notice. Jobbing and 
epairing a specialty. Brass and iron polish- 
ng and nickel plating. HAVE YOU GOT A
292 York Street. Phone 525 

t $H?A/ E
Corset Waists and Shoulder Bruces. No; well just call and see our corner ones. Made portable 

in Ash Finished Antique, with or without mirror in the door. *
Can be taken apart and set up in two minutes, occupies 

very little room and holds just as much as any large wardrobe 
will, and the price $8 and $9 for a short time. Only ba sure 
you get one now at
John Feroueon & Sons’ _ 174 TO 180 430Jonn Ferguson a oons, KING STRH

T ADIES, PRESERVE YOUR HEALTH 
1 by ordering American Health Waists 
Misses’ Health Waists and Shoulder Braces. 
Once worn, always worn. Great reductions in 
sample Corsets during the fall season.

MISS H. M. WAY, 
258 Dundas Street Lenden, Ont *

To have perfect health you must have pure 
blood, and the best way to have pure bleed is to take Hood’s Sarsaparilla

ma
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