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FIVE MINUTE SERMON
BY THE REV. F. P, HICKEY, O.S. B.

FIRST SUNDAY OF THE YEAR

THE MOST HOLY NAME JE8U8
'* HI* mime was called Jè^us ” (Luke 11. 21.)

This i* the name of which the 
Scripture says, “ Our help is in 
the name of the Lord.” You re
member how St. Peter boldly de
clared this to the princes of the 
people when he was examined about 
the miracle done to the infirm man. 
” Be it known to you all, and to all 
the people of Israel, that by the 
name of our Lord Jesus Christ of 
Nazareth, whom you crucified, 
Whom God hatl» raised from the 
dead, even by Him this man standeth 
before you whole. . . For there 
is no other name under heaven 
given to men, whereby we must 
be saved." (Acts xii. 10-12.)

Behold, here is our help, and help 
is just what we all need. All 
through life, and especially at the 
hour of death, we stand in need of 
help. The reason is plain. Of our
selves we cannot resist temptations 
and preserve our innocence, for we 
are weak, irresolute, and inclined to 
sin. Moreover, we have a bitter, 
crafty enemy ever plotting our 
eternal ruin. To be secure of our 
salvation we must have repeatedly 
help from heaven. Is it not, then, 
quite natural for us, if we have any 
faith, in such necessity and peril to 
call upon our Blessed Saviour’s 
sacred name—“ Jesus, help us ”

And how blessed are we with this 
firm hope and assurance that we 
have One always ready to listen to 
this cry for help. Can we picture a 
mother heedless of her child’s cry 
when in deadly peril ? How, then, 
can we for a moment doubt our 
Lord ? And not only does He 
hearken to our cry, but as He is 
all-powerful He is able even mirac
ulously to assist us. And His 
words. His assurances, the infinite 
love of His Sacred Heart bid us 
trust that He is willing, yea, yearn
ing to help us. How many count
less millions of times from saints’ 
and sinners’ hearts have the follow
ing prayers from the Psalms risen 
up to God : 11 Help us, O God, our 
Saviour ; and for the glory of Thy 
name, 0 Lord, deliver us, and for
give us our sins for Thy name’s 
sake ” (Ps. lxxviii. 9.) ” Because 
he hath hoped in Me I will deliver 
him : I will protect him because he 
hath known My name’’ (Ps. xc. 14.1 
And we read our Lord’s repeated 
promise in St. John’s gospel : ” If 
you shall ask Me anything in My 
name, that I will do” (John xiv. 
14.1

When, then, and in what manner, 
should we make use of this blessed 
means of help? First and chiefly, 
we must use it during prayer. For 
what could fix our attention and 
turn cur minds to God better than 
simply to utter the holv name 
Jesus? How often, alas! have we 
pronounced it irreverently and with
out a thought. But what a means 
to stir up our fervour it should be 
to us ! It is this sacred name that 
gives the power to our prayers, for 
we learn from the holy custom of 
the Church to expect our prayers to 
be heard, to be answered " through 
Jesus Christ our Lord." And loving 
and using it so continually in our 
prayers, it rises unbidden from our 
hearts in distress and peril. The 
-one word is a prayer ; its earnest 
invocation is enough, and succour 
and solace rain down upon our souls 
in answer. In temptation, above 
all, it is a safeguard to our souls. 
As soon as temptation is perceived 
we must call upon the name of the 
Lord, at least in our hearts. No 
dallying or compromising with sin
ful allurements ; let us prove that 
we are Christ’s, and remember that 
"our help is in the name of the 
Lord.” How many, happy in 
heaven now, proved victorious in 
the conflict by the use, the constant 
use, of this blessed means. Again, 
in our daily occupations, devout 
people constantly remember and 
invoke, at least mentally, this most 
sacred name. It purifies our aims 
and intentions ; it makes us draw 
back from danger ; it gives new 
impulse and energy to the weary. 
His name reminds us of Him Who is 
our way and our life ; and when we 
breathe His name He is near us to 
help our flagging footsteps along 
the narrow path to heaven, that He 
has trod before us. Let us be mind
ful of it, and it will “ keep our 
minds and hearts in Christ Jesus ” 
(Phil. iv. 7.)

Let us firmly believe and cherish 
in our hearts the promise of God, 
with which He has endowed this 
name. It is the inspired word of 
the Almighty that gives us the 
assurance, ' Whosoever shall call 
upon the name of the Lord shall be 
saved ’’ (Acts ii. 21.)

Is it not then, well worth our 
while—in fact, is it not most neces
sary for us—to acquire the habit of 
frequently and reverently using 
the holy name of Jesus? Unless we 
learn the habit, that sacred name 
will not rise spontaneously to our 
lips, when we may so grievously 
need it. At the moment of a sudden 
death all might depend on that 
single cry for mercy—“ Jesus, 
mercy.’’ If it were not kept lov
ingly in our hearts, how on the 
moment should it rise to our lips ? 
As we live, so we die. Therefore 
love and trust and constant use of 
this sacred name in life assures us 
with a blessed hope that we shall 
die with that name of power and of 
Christ’s love in our hearts and on 
our lips. And the Church makes 
that most holy name, Jesus, the 
compendium of all prayers for the 
dying. Even with our last sigh we

may be able, please God, to breathe 
that tender name. And the last 
Blessing hovering over us only re
quires the one word "Jesus” and 
the Blessing descends upon us. 
" Our help is in the name of the 
Lord."

WELCOME, NEW YEAR

I have written a welcome, a rhyth
mical welcome.

A message glad-heartened and 
true.

I want you to read it, perhaps you 
may need it

For it was intended for you.
1 have written a greeting, a versi

fied greeting,
With every word pertinent, true.
To welcome the glad year, the 

merry, the sad year,
The wonderful year that is new.
I have written a welcome, a love- 

inspired welcome,
Read on ’till the story is through. 
This New Year advancing, inspiring, 

entrancing,
This New Year depends upon you. 
Will you make it a treasure and fill 

it with pleasure.
Its skies of heavenly hue.
Will your earnest endeavor enshrine 

it forever,
This wonderful year that is new ?
I have written a greeting, a wide- 

scattered greeting,
The best that my pencil could do, 
But the joy and the glory of making 

its story
A blessing, reverts unto you.
If at last you have crowded it with 

good deeds and bound it 
With kindly inteqts not a few.
Then through your endeavor you’ve 

hallowed forever 
This wonderful year that is new.

THE OLD YEAR’S BLESSING

I am fading from you, but one 
draweth near.

Called the Angel-Guardian of the 
coming year.

If my gifts and graces coldly vou 
forget,

Let the New Year’s Angel bless and 
crown them yet.

For we work together ; he and I are 
one ; i

Let him end and perfect all I leave 
undone.

I brought good desires—though as 
yet but seeds;

Let the New Year make them 
blossom into deeds.

I brought joy to brighten many 
happy days ;

Let the New Year’s Angel turn it 
into praise.

If 1 gave you sickness ; if I brought 
you care ;

Let him make one Patience and the 
other Prayer.

Where I brought you sorrow, 
through his case at length—

It may rise triumphant into future 
strength.

I gave health and leisure, skill to 
dream and plan ;

Let him make them nobler—work 
for God and man.

—Adelaide Ann Proctor

A PILGRIMAGE TO 
CASCIA

CASCIA AND ROCCA PORENA 
II.

By Cecil Fanning

There is a French proverb which 
says that one should not die before 
seeing Carcassonne. Tonight I 
make my own proverb : "You 
must not die before seeing Cascia— 
and Rocca Porena!" For I have 
been in both—Cascia, the shrine of 
Saint Rita, and Rocca Porena, her 
l(irthplace and home.

The Borough of Cascia embraces 
considerable territory, and a popu
lation of over five thousand, but the 
town proper houses only about one 
thousand.

High above St. Rita’s convent 
(which with her church is the center 
of interest in the locality) are the 
ruins of the ducal palace and its 
ancient fortifications. Many are 
the songs of flowing water that one 
hears on all sides as one wanders 
through the town. There is an 
abundance of water supply. It 
comes from the Como river which 
flows in the valley below Cascia, 
and is conducted through a water
way, built on the lines of ancient 
Roman aqueducts. There is. how
ever, no attempt at sanitation, such 
as the street flushing and gutter 
irrigation provisions one sees in 
French hill towns. None the less, 
St. Rita's Church and sacristy are 
models of cleanliness, due to the 
unremitting toil of the nuns.

The Church of Saint Rita is about 
sixty feet square, with an organ- 
loft at the back, and three pews 
under the loft. On the right or 
west side, are altars, three in num
ber . . . one is to Santa Lucia 
(Lucy), who is depicted in a red 
gown and with a flaxen wig. Be
low, in front of the tabernacle, is a 
yery fine Renaissance head of the 
suffering Christ. Another altar 
has a life-size figure of the Madonna 
and Child, both dressed in wonder
ful mediaeval white and gold bro
cade. The east side of the church 
has two altars. There are a great 
number of ex votos, usually silver 
hearts on backgrounds of red velvet 
or silk, nicely framed in the Floren
tine manner, hanging all over the 
church, but the number is not 
nearly so great as one would natur
ally expect, for alas, St. Rita's own 
church seems to be a thing forgot
ten or overlooked. The main altar 
is of two shades of marble . . .

modern and in very good taste. 
Round about hang pictures, the 
originals of those with which we of 
the Saint Rita cult, who are n't 
fortunate enough to have visited 
Cascia have grown familiar through 
post cards and holy pictures.

A young peasant woman, with a 
handkerchief thrown over her head 
was kneeling in the same pew with 
me. But prayers were thickly 
interspersed with heavy sighs, but 
I finally took courage and inter
rupted her sighing to ask her where 
Saint Rita was buried. With the 
customary friendliness of the Ital
ians, who conducted me behind the 
main altar, and there, behind a 
bronze grill, in a room about ten 
feet long and six feet wide, in a 
highly ornate sort of catafalque, 
the side of which is of wood, covered 
with a life-size portrait of the 
Saint lying in hi r casket, reposes 
the body of Saint Rita. Ihere are 
two wax candles, in sconces, at 
either end of the catafalque, and 
the entire room is covered with 
layers of ex veto hearts, crutches, 
braces, miniature images of limbs, 
and even a watch. I pulled a bell 
cord at the side of the grill, and 
almost instantly a white robed nun 
came to me. I explained my pres
ence as best 1 could and was told 
that the Mother Superior would 
come to me, as she spoke a little 
French. e

The Mother Superior came at 
once and lighted the candles, then 
let down the aide of wood, and, 
behind glass was the body of Saint 
Rita, in a black habit, her hands 
resting on a cushion of gold and 
rose brocade. A crown of gold sur
mounted her black veil. I fell to 
my knees in trembling surprise ! 1 
was glad I had visited the tomb of 
Saint Clara in the morning, for I 
had not expected this, and even as 
it was, I was overwhelmed with 
emotion. The body is what they 
call “ in a perfect state of preser
vation,” though Saint Rita has 
been dead nearly five hundred years. 
Like that of Saint Clara, it is black 
. . . exactly like ancient wood.

The Mother Superior was simple 
and almost childlike in her sympa
thetic kindness. I explained the 
reason for my presence at Cascia 
and gave her a little copy of a 
mosaic of Saint Rita I had presented 
to St. Mary of the Springs, Colum
bus, Ohio, in memory of my mother. 
She, in turn, gave me post cards 
showing the cell of the Saint ; the 
grape vine she had planted, and 
copies of different portraits. Then 
she took some medals and pressed 
them against the glass near the 
cheek of Saint Rita and handed 
them to me. She also gave me 
some of Saint Rita's blest bread 
. . . little hard biscuits or crack
ers, a specialty of the convent ; 
some green and fragrant foliage 
from Saint Rita's rose vine ; dried 
rose petals from the same vine, 
which the Mother Superior said 
could be eaten for medicinal pur
poses ; and little packets of 
powdered leaves, from Saint Rita's 
grap^ vine. There was nothing to 
buy, for though the Sisters are 
desperately and pitifully poor, it 
seems both the convent and the 
town of Cascia are superbly devoid 
of the French spirit of commercial
izing shrines.

The Mother Superior asked me 
for my card, which I gave her, and 
reaching my hand through the 
grill I pressed her hand and said 
good-bye. } asked her if I might 
kneel before the altar and sing and 
she gave me permission. I knelt 
and sang an “ Ave Maria " and 
walked quietly away.

I had asked the chaplain of Saint 
Rita’s Church to try to secure per
mission for me to photograph the 
cloister and cell of Saint Rita, but 
he doubted his ability to obtain it. 
He asked me what time I wanted 
Mass, saying the regular Mass was 
at six-thirty. I told him I could 
not attend the six-thirty services on 
account of my arrangements to go 
to Rocco Porena, so he told me to 
come to the church at ten o’clock 
and he would tell me about seeing 
the cloister. At ten I climbed up 
to the church, and it was locked. 
A very solicitous woman, whom my 
landlady had introduced the night 
before, rushed out of her house 
opposite the church and told me to 
come back in half an hour, and I 
sought the grateful shelter of the 
hotel dining room, which was cool, 
but not odorless. I had been sit
ting there but a few moments when 
in walked the chaplain saying I 
could go to church at once. The 
priest told me, as we ascended to 
the church, that the Mother Super
ior greatly regretted that I could 
not see the cloister, but permission 
to do so would have to come frotn 
Rome, and a week or ten days 
would be required to obtain it. 
Entering the church, we went 
direct to the sacristy and the chap
lain reverently knelt in prayer, 
then washed his hands and face and 
knelt and prayed again, after 
which, assisted by a monk, he put 
on his vestments for Mass, and to 
my almost overwhelming surprise, 
I realized that he had been waiting 
all morning without his breakfast 
to say Mass just for me. The 
Shrine of Saint Rita was illum
inated with candles, and the door 
of the catafalque opened, and the 
main altar, where Mass was cele
brated, lighted by four great wax 
candles, and all in my honor and at 
my unwitting beh-st.

After Mass, the chaplain took me 
to the grill behind the main altar 
and made me use my camera, for 
he had misunderstood me to say my 
intention for the Mass was to take 
a photograph. I exposed the film, 
but the shrine was only candle-
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bright, and there was nothing on 
which to rest the camera, so I got 
no picture.

Then we rang the bell at the door 
through which Saint Rita entered 
miraculously five hundred years 
ago. A key was thrust through a 
grill, and the priest opened the 
entrance to the reception room, 
where, to another grill, came the 
Muther Superior and conversed 
with us and served us with reddish 
vermouth and cakes. She was so 
sweet and cordial and her faith in 
Saint Rita was‘so genuine that it 
brought tears to the eyes. This 
little community has devoted four 
hundred and sixty-five years to an 
ideal. The personnel of the sister
hood has constantly been changing 
by the passage of time, but still the 
light is kept burning and self-efface
ment has been supreme.

There were several points regard
ing Saint Rita which 1 wanted the 
Mother Superior to make clear to 
me ; x

One was : Did Saint Rita receive 
her stigmata from a crucifix or a 
picture of a crucifix, for accounts 
of this vary ?

I was informed that the correct 
tradition relates of the devotion of 
Saint Rita for a picture of the 
crucifixion, before which she fre
quently prayed, and it was from 
this picture that, during her devo
tions, a shaft of light appeared and 
ever after she bore the stigmata, or 
the mark of a thorn on her brow.

I was curious to know why the 
body of Saint Rita was robed in 
black, such as the habit shown in 
all the pictures and statues, and the 
nuns at Cascia, including the 
Mother Superior, wore white habits.

The answer was that during the 
summer season, or in hot climates a 
white habit is substituted, and the 
material of this white habit is of 
cotton or linen.

The Order is that founded by St. 
Augustin and his mother, Saint 
Monica. There are priests of this 
Order in the United States but only 
one convent of nuns, from a Belgian 
mother house, located in New York 
City.

1 engaged a guide to take me to 
Rocca Porena, a hamlet about two 
miles from Cascia, back in a remote 
corner of Corno Canyon. Rocca 
Porona was the birthplace and home 
of Saint Rita up to the time she 
miraculously entered the barred 
door of the convent at Cascia. The 
guide insisted upon starting at 
6 a. m. because the sun would be 
unendurable if the trip were 
attempted later.

The trip was full of interest. A 
path of stones ranging from the 
size of an egg to the dimensions of 
boulders, slowly led us into the 
canyon. At times when we were 
confronted with precipitous crags 
of barren lava, it was like approach
ing the mouth of a volcano, but 
intermittently, there appeared be
tween the jotting cliffs of gray and 
white stone, the great grern side of 
the steep mountains. The meadows 
below were thickly dotted with 
flowers of various colors. And our 
path was adorned with colored 
clover, white scabioceus, blue anem
ones and long stemmed dandelions.

The coolness and fragrance of 
early morning was on every
thing, and in the boxed-in portions 
of the canyon, it was cold. The 
footpath was scarcely ten inches 
wide in many places and impossible 
for a vehicle. It constantly forced 
us to ford the river, winding now 
on one side and then on the other. 
Through the silence, came only the 
sound of the dashing Corno, chill 
and crystal clear. The birds had 
either flown elsewhere, or, like the 
roses, were resting. Once in a 
while, a few struggling vines with 
a harvest of anaemic grapes were 
seen, otherwise, all was wild and 
untamed with no attempt at culti
vation.

We reached Rocca Porena in about 
two hours. No one was astir in the 
quaint little place at this early 
hour. 1 asked the guide how many 
people lived there, and he said 
about sixteen. (But I think he 
meant sixteen families).

There is no other way of reaching 
Rocca Porona than by the path 
along which we came, and so it has 
been for more than a thousand 
years ! As one approaches the 
hamlet, he sees a few squatty, 
ancient houses and a chapel perched 
half wav up the side of a huge gray 
rock, which isolates itself from its 
sister peaks and starts up suddenly, 
alone and frightened, to a height of 
about one thousand feet.

There is a little church in the 
hamlet, next to the former home of 
Saint Rita, and on the summit of 
the peak is an oratory in the process 
of construction. It is being built 
over the strangely shaped rock, 
under which Rita used to go to 
meditate and pray. The rock now 
serves as the altar in the oratory ; 
but the temple made by hands is 
superfluous—nature unadorned was 
so much more beautiful. The view 
from the oratory is stupendous, but 
the ascent is most difficult. Saint 
Rita must have had tireless energy 
to climb it so frequently. We 
rested for a quarter of an hour 
before attempting the slippery 
descent and I took some pictures.

We returned through the sleeping 
hamlet and looked through the 
grilled windows of the chapel, as 
the door was locked, but there was 
nothing of interest in the little 
edifice. The sun had come up over 
the mountains to the east, and as a 
result, we were uncomfortably 
warm all the way back to Cascia. 
Surely Saint Rita must have been 
divinely guarded to have traveled 
this path at midnight, otherwise 
she would have fallen headlong into

the rushing Corno before she had 
progressed a hundred yards.

While I waited for my bill at the 
hotel " Sole ” the secretary of the 
Mayor talked with me, and when it 
came, he said, “Signor, I could not 
help seeing the amount. It is too 
much, but there is nothing to be 
done. I regret that my country
men have always had the custom of 
fleecing tfee foreignor.” But my 
travels on the continent and in Italy | 
had prepared me for an excessive 
hotel charge even in Cascia—so that 
1 decided not to allow that unpleas
ant fact to mar the beauty of my 
memory of the place.

With a hideous noise, my chauf
feur and I were off in our benzine- 
wagon. As we rounded the foot of 
the hill we stopped to take a final 
look at Cascia, the dream-shrine of 
my youth, which was now a reality. 
And as 1 looked at the tower of the 
aged Church of Saint Rita, there 
came into my heart that part of the 
prayer to this loved Saint wherein 
the suppliant promises to spread 
her devotion, and never more fer
vently did I take this vow unto 
myself.

My heart was full of thanks
giving for this pilgrimage to Cascia, 
for I found at the shrine of Saint 
Rita that simplicity of faith and 
complete self effacement for an 
ideal, which is characteristic of her 
saintly life, and such devotion is 
worth going a long way to share.

HAS NEVER FELT 
THE _
Since Taking “Fruit-a-tives" 
The Famous Fruit. . . . .

l’.O. Box 128, Pabicsbobo, N.S. 
"I sulTcred with Uheumutlsm for 

live years, having it so badly at times 
I was unable to get up.

I tried medicines I saw advertised, 
and was treated by doctors but the 
Rheumatism always came back.

In MHO, I saw in an advertisement 
that " Fruit-a-lives" would stop Rheunui- 
tism and took a box, and got relief; 
then took “Fruit-a-tives” right along 
for aliout six months and I have 
never felt my Rheumatism since”.

JOHN E. GUI I,DICKSON, 
50c a box, 6 for $2..50, trial size 25c. 

At dealers or sent postpaid by 
Frult-a-tifM Limited, Ottawa.

Do not suffsi 
suoUier dal 
with Itching 

| Itlecdin^or Pro

DAILY MASS

When we get into the next world 
we shall see how foolish we have 
been nut to go to Mass frequently on 
week-days. The Churches ought to 
be crowded every morning. The 
power of one Mass is enough to 
redeem the world. People struggle 
and struggle and worry and plot 
and plan, and it all comes to nothing. 
If they went to Daily Mass things 
would be very different. There 
should be st least one representa
tive at daily Mass for each family 
of the parish.

The art of using moderate ebili* 
ties to advantage often acquires 
more reputation than real brilli
ancy.

"QUALITY-FOOD"
It’s not volume, but quality 
in diet that aids healthful. 
growth.

Scott’s Emulsion
is a quality-food that, 
many need to help tide , 
over times of weak
ness. It’s rich in the 
precious vitamines.

AT ALL DRUG STORES 
PRICE. SI.30 and 65c.

WRIST WATCHES!
to be GIVEN AWAY

to advertise our Perfumes. If you would like 
one, send your name and address at once for 
full particulars FREE.

Excelsior Perfumes, A6, Waterford, Ont.

LlU Sidhiir'Tii'.V
■ ■ No

. _ operation re.
qulred. I)r. Chase's Ointment will relieve yon 
at once and afford lasting benefit. eoe. a box, 
all dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co.,Limited 
Toronto. Sample box free If yon mention thii 
paper and enclose 2e. stamp for postage.
Newfoundland Representative : Gerald P 

Doyle, at. Johns.

ABSORBINE
** TRADE MASH W6.U.S.PAT. OFf.

Will reduce Inflamed, Strained, 
Swollen Tendons, Ligaments, 
or Muscles. Stops the lameness and

Kin from a Splint, Side Bone or 
►ne Spavin, No blister, no hair 
gone and horse can be used. $2.50 a 

Dottle at druggists or delivered. De- 
, scribe your case for special instruc
tions-and interesting horse Book 2 R Free. 
ABSORBINE, JR.. the antiseptic liniment for 
mankind, reduces Strained, Torn Liga- 
ment». Swollen Glande. Veina or Mueeleai 
H^Ua Cuts. Soree. Ulcéra. Allaya pain. Price 
PI.2$ a bottle at dealers or delivered. Book '•Evidence•, free. 
F. F. YOUNG. I«c^ 299 Lymaas BW*., Montreal, Caa. 

ibsorbme md Aosorbioc, Jr., sre made In Canada.

&Mal
Amake,

SIR HAIG
Cigar
o«
At all Stores

UNLESS you see the name “Bayer" on tablets, you 
are not getting Aspirin at all

Accept only an “unbroken package” of “Bayer Tablets of 
Aspirin,” which contains directions and dose worked out by 
physician» during 22 years and proved safe by millions for

Colds
Toothache
Earache

Headache
Neuralgia
Lumbago

Rheumatism 
Neuritis 
Pain, Pain

Handy “Bayer” boxes of 12 tablets—Also bottles of 24 and 100—Druggists. 
Aspirin Is the trade mark (registered In Canada) of Bayer Manufacture of Mono- 
aoetlcactdester of Saltcyltcacld. While It Is well known that Aspirin means Bayer 
manufacture, to assist the public against Imitations, the Tablets of Bayer Company 
will be stamped with their -general trade mark, the "Bayer Crow.”

TEA - COFFEE
ISS- Finest Importations always In stock at lowest market prloss, 
IS* Samples and quotations sent promptly upon application,
IS* Special attention given to requirements ol Institutions,

Kearnev Brothers, Limned
TEA - COFFEE. IMPORTERS and SPECIALISTS 

33 St. Peter Street tsuwishu i874 Montreal, Que.

Ctmrcf) Jf urntture
We specialize in the 

manufacture of
Church Tews * Altars 

Pulpits. Confessionals 
Vestment Cases

AND

All Furniture lor Church 
and Sunday School

Ct)e $)allrp Citp 
Crating Co. limit*

DUNDAS, ONTARIO

IRON IN COMFORT'With the

Ruby Sad-Iron
In districts where gas and electricity 
are not available, the “Ruby" Iron 
is invaluable Burns methylated 
spirits (wood alcohol) and ie neither 
dangerous or troublesome like gaso
line and charcoal irons.

HANDSOMELY NICKEL- 
PLATED WITH INSUL
ATED HANDLE. BURNS 
FROM 60 TO 60 MINUTES

“A Household Necessity"
AN APPRECIATED GIFT 

AT CHRISTMAS 
THIS YEAR

SENT POSTPAID ON RECEIPT 
OP PRICE OR C. O. D.

No. 13 ib. $3.00 
No. 2 4 ib. $4.oo

The ARTHUR — NEWMAN Co.
82A Richmond 8t. East, Toronto, Ont.

Week - End 
Attractions

A week-end in Toronto enables 
you to enjoy the best of shows, 
and sporting events of the highest 
calibre. Write for information 
about our special rates to week
end guests.

2£ittg1£btoarb
fyotti

TORONTO CANADA

1000 Fireproof Rooms 
"Close to Everything'*

Direction United Hotels 
Company of America

Quick Relief to
BRONCHIAL 
SUFFERERS

Coughs, nasal and 
bronchial colds are 
relieved promptly by 
the vapor of Ureeo- 
lene — the standard 
drugless trt atment
with forty years of 
s« ccessful use its guarantee. The most 
widely used remrdy for whooping cough 
and spasmodic croup.

Est. 1879
Send for descriptive booklet. Sold by druggists

VAPO -CRESOLENE CO.
6 2 Cortlandt St.,, New York 

or Leemtng-Mllee Bldg.. Montreal, Que.
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