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CHATS WITH YOUNU 
MEN

ONE POEM WRITTEN BY 
FIFTY-TWO POErS

Some time ago an American wu 
travelling in Auetralia, when he 
came to a aheep herder’s deserted 
shanty. In some old papers in the 
shanty he found a poem which

Çroved to be a literary curiosity.
he poem is composed of fifty-two 

lines and each line is from a differ­
ent author.

Here is the poem and the author 
from whose work each line was 
taken :
What strange infatuation rules 

mankind. (Chatterton)
What different spheres to human 

bliss assigned. (Rogers)
To loftier things your ffner pulses 

burn, (C. Sprague)
If man would but his finer nature 

learn. (R. H. Dana)
What several ways men to their 

calling have, (B. Johnson)
And grasp at life though sinking to 

the grave, (Falconer)
Ask what is human life? The sage 

replies, tCowper)
Wealth, pomp and honour are but 

empty toys ; (Ferguson)
We trudge, we travel but from pain 

to pain, (Quarles)
Weak, timid landsmen on life’s 

stormy main. (Burns)
We only toil who are the first of 

things, (Tennyson)
From labor health, from health con­

tentment springs. (Beattie) 
Fame runs before us like the morn- 
, ins star ; 'Dryden)
How little do we know that which 

we are ! (Byron)
Let none then here his certain 

knowledge boast. (Pomfret) 
Of fleeting joys too certain to be 

lost ; (Waller)
For over all things hangs a cloud of 

fear— (Hood)
All is but change and separation 

here. (Steele)
To smooth life’s passage o'er its 

stormy way, (Dwight)
Sum up at night what thou hast 

done by day ; 'Herbert)
Be rich in patience if thou in gudes 

be poor, (Dunbar)
So many men do stoope to sight 

unsure. (C. Whitney)
Choose out the man to virtue most 

inclined, iRowe)
Throw envy, folly, prejudice be­

hind. (Langhome)
Defer not till tomorrow to be wise— 

(Congreve i
Wealth, heaped on wealth, nor 

truth hor safety buys. (Dr. 
Johnson)

Remembrance worketh with her 
busy brain, (Goldsmith)

Care draws on care, woe comforts 
woe again ; (Drayton)

On high estates huge heaps of care 
attend, (Webster)

No joy so great but runneth to an 
end ; (aoilthwell)

No hand applaud what honor shuns 
to hear, (Thomson)

Who cast off shame should likewise 
cast off fear. (Knowles)

Grief haunts us down the precipice 
of years, (W. S. Landor) 

Virtue alone no dissolution fears ; 
(E. Moore)

Time loosely spent will not again be 
won, (R. Greene)

What shall I do to be forever 
known ? (Cowley)

But now the wane of life comes 
darkly on, (Joanna Bailiie) 

After a thousand mazes overgone ; 
(Keats)

In this brief state of trouble and 
unrest, (B Barton)

Man never is but always to be blest. 
(Pope)

Time is the present hour, the past 
is fled, (Marsden)

O! thou futurity, our hope and 
dread, Elliott)

How fading are the joys we dote 
upon ! (Blair)

Oh ! while I speak the present 
moment’s gone. (Akenside) 

Lo ; though eternal arbiter" of 
things, (Oldham)

How awful is the hour wh.n con­
science stings ; (J. G. Perci- 
val)

Conscience, stern arbiter in every 
breast— (J. A. Hillhouse) 

The fluttering wish on wing that 
will not rest. (Mallet)

This, above all, to thine own self be 
true, (Shakespeare)

Learn to live well, that thou may’st 
die so, too (Sir J. Denham)

To those that list, the world’s gay 
scenes I leave, (Spenser) 

Some ills we wish for when we wish 
to live. (Young)

SMILE
Everybody in this world has a 

cross of some kind to bear. It may 
be one thing unseen in the silence of 
the heart’s profoundeat depths ; or 
it may be one that is painfully vis­
ible to all. To some God gives but 
one great loss to bear ; on others He 
showers what seems like a multitude 
of smaller ones.

But, great or small, or one or 
many, the cross is there, and must 
be carried. Some bearers wreathe 
their crosses with the sharp thorns 
of repining and discontent ; others 
with the soft blossoms of patience 
and hope. It is largely a matter of 
choice, resting with the hearers ; 
but it is the revelation of our exper­
ience that he finds his cross lighest 
who has learned—bitter though the 
lesson is—to smile with others at his 
own miseries.

FORGET THE PAST 
The constant looking backward to 

what might have been, instead of 
forward to what may be, is a great 
weakener of self-conscience. This 
worry for the old past, this wasted 
energy, for that which no power on 
earth can restore, ever lessens a

man’s faith In himself, weakens his 
efforts to develop himself for the 
future to the perfection of his possi­
bilities.

Do in the best way you can the 
work that is under your hand at the 
moment ; do it with a good Inten­
tion ; do it with the beat prepara­
tion your thoughts suggest ; bring 
all the light of knowledge to aid 
you. Do this and you have done 
your best. The past is forever 
closed. No worry, no struggle, no 
suffering, nor agony of despair can 
change it. It is as much beyond 
your power as if it were a million 
years behind you. Turn all that 
past, with its sad hours, its weak­
ness and sin, its wasted opportun­
ity and graces, as so many lights 
in hope and confidence upon the 
future. The present, and the 
future are yours ; the past has gone 
back with all its messages, its his­
tory, its records, to the God who 
loaned you the golden moments to 
use in obedience to His law.--The 
Tablet.

WHY HE FAILED AS A 
LEADER

His mind was not trained to grasp 
great subjects, to generalize, to 
make combinations.

He was not self reliant, did not 
depend upon his own judgment ; 
leaned upon others ; and was always 
seeking other people’s opinion and 
advice.

He lacked courage, energy, bold­
ness.

He was not resourceful or inven­
tive.

He could not multiply himself in 
others.

He did not carry the air of a con­
queror.

He did not radiate the power of a 
leader. There was no power back 
of his eye to make men obey him.

He could not handle men.
He antagonized people.
He did not believe in himself.
He tried to substitute “gall” for 

ability.
He did not know men.
He could not use other people's 

brains.
He could not project himself into 

his lieutenants ; he wanted to do 
everything himself.

He did not inspire confidence in 
others because his faith in himself 
was not strong enough.

He communicated his doubts and 
his fears to others.

He could not cover up his weak 
points.

He did not know that to reveal 
his weakness was fatal to the con­
fidence of others.

OUR BOYS AND GIRLS
MOTHER AND CHILD

0 Mother-My-Love, if you’ll give 
me your hand,

And go where I ask you to wander,
I will lead you away to a beautiful 

land—
The Dreamland that’s waiting out 

yonder.
We’ll walk in a aweet-posie garden 

out there,
Where moonlight and starlight are 

streaming,
And the flowers and the birds are 

filling the air
With the fragrance and music of 

dreaming.
There’ll be no little tired-out boy to 

undress,
Nc questions or cares to perplex 

you ;
There’ll be no little bruises or bumps 

to caress,
No patching of stockings to vex 

you.
For I’ll rock you away on a silver- 

dew stream,
And sing you asleep when you’re 

weary,
And no one shall know of our beauti­

ful dream
But you and your own little dearie.
And when I am tired I'll nestle my 

head
In the bosom that’s soothed me so 

often.
And the wide-awake stars-shall sing 

in my stead
A song which our dreaming shall 

soften.
So, M ither-My-Love, let me take 

your dear hand,
And away through the starlight 

we’ll wander—
Away through the mist to the beau­

tiful land—
The Dreamland that’s waiting out 

yonder !
—Eugene Field

DON’T BE A SHIRK
Boys, never let your "mother carry 

coal, beat rugs, or go to the store 
when she is tired, if you can do the 
work for her. Show your apprecia­
tion of her by drying the dishes in 
the evening, so that she may get an 
opportunity to rest.

Girls, you can at least make the 
beds, straighten the living room, 
and, in the evening, wash the dishes 
even if you are attending school. 
On Saturday and Sunday you have 
your opportunity to learn to cook 
and clean and to give your mother 
a little play time..

Sometimes your mother wants to 
be so very kind to you that she tells 
you you need not help. The next 
time she does it remember your 
manners and fall to work. Out­
siders judge you largely by the way 
you treat your mother. — Catholic 
Bulletin. X
THE “ DON'T CARE ” ATTITUDE

The “ Don’t Care ” attitude is an 
offense that can not be overlooked 
People who are sorry can be for­
given almost anything, but it is 
hard to excuse even..a slight slip in 
those who are indifferent.

Some young folks on being dis­
covered in wrong doing, seem to 
feel that they improve matters by 
declaring that tifry don’t care. As 
a matter of fact, this makes a tri­
fling offense inexcusable. In these 
days of crowded street cars, we are 
bound to be jarred and jostled, but 
the quick apology minimizes the 
offense. But when in a street car 
the other day, a young boor stepped 
on the feet of an older man, and 
then said gruffly, “ If your feet 
were where they belong they 
wouldn't be stepped on,” he made a 
alight accident almost beyond 
pardon.

If you have done a little thing 
that has made trouble for another, 
do not be afraid to show you regret 
it. Often it is not the original 
offense that rankles so much as the 
fact that the offender does not 
care —F. H. S.

HABIT OF INTERRUPTING
Can we not learn a little more 

self-restraint when others are talk­
ing, so that we may cure what is 
really a national 4i*bit ; that of 
interrupting ? Watch any group 
and see how rare is a good listener : 
how rare is that supreme of all 
courtesies—to let another talk with­
out interrupting.

Most of us are utterly uncon­
scious of the manner In which 
we refuse to allow another 
to talk and to finish what is 
being said without interruption. 
And yet there is not a more 
beautiful form of courtesy — that 
which permits another to speak and 
finish before we begin.

And by the same token there is 
nothing more inconsiderate, more 
distinctly rude, than to break 
another’s talk and take from 
another the opportunity which is 
his or hers.

Next to what we wear, we show 
our inmost selves more truly jby our 
behavior in conversation, than in 
any other contact in life. It is the 
man or woman of fine instinct, of 
a regard of the nicety of an occasion, 
who permiis another to finish what 
he has started to say, who exercises 
that self-control that stamps the 
person of gentle birth and does not 
interrupt.

GOOD BEGINN.NGS
For the benefit of any boy who 

finds himself believing a beginning 
counts for little, let me tell him a 
little story, says Uncle Ned to his 
boy readers in The Leader recently. 
Some workmen were lately building 
a large brick tower, which was to be 
carried up very high. In laying a 
a corner, one brick, either by acci­
dent or carelessness, was set a very 
little bit out of line. The work 
went on without its being noticed, 
but as each course of bricks was 
kept in line with those already laid, 
the tower was not put up exactly 
straight, and the higher it went the 
more insecure it became. One day, 
when the tower had been carried up 
about 50 feet, there was a tremen­
dous crash ! The building had 
fallen ! All the men were buried 
in the ruins, and all the previous 
time and labor were lost, the mater­
ials wasted, and what was still 
worse, valuable lives were sacrificed, 
and, think bf it boys, all because 
one brick had been laid wrong ! And 
this had happened at the start, just 
when the men were beginning the 
tower. Do you suppose that work­
man ever stopped to think of the 
harm that would come in the future 
from his poor beginning ? Do you 
ever stop to think what harm may 
result from one brick laid wrong, 
while you are now building a char­
acter for life ? Remember, dear 
boys, in youth the foundation is 
laid, and see to it that all is kept 
straight.

Start in now—do not say : “ I 
shall make a good beginning next 
week.” Do it now ! Do not be like 
the man who decided to write a 
.great poem—and indeed he had the 
capacity and genius to do it ; but 
he spent his whole life in gathering 
material for the poem. When 
friends were wont to say to him, 
“ Why don’t you begin ? You are 
getting on in life, and after awhile 
you will be too old to write the 
poem.” And he would keep saying, 
“ Tomorrow I will begin.” One 
morning the papers announced his 
death, his work all undone ; he lay 
dead amid the magnificent mater­
ials he had with which to begin the 
poem — but his tomorrow never 
came. ____

HOW I FOUND THE 
TRUE CHURCH

By William K KerrisH, in Catholic Times and 
Oninion

People have often asked me to 
tell what led me to embrace the 
Catholic Faith. I answer the ques­
tion by saying that it was the Will 
of God. It is the promise of Jesus 
of Nazareth, the greatest of all 
teachers, that they who ask shall 
receive, and to those who knock it 
shall be opened. Christ’s words are 
not in vain ; they are creative, pro­
ductive and eternal. To some, as 
to Saul of Tarsus, the Faith comes 
like a shaft of flame from Heaven 
cleansing and illuminating, while to 
others, as to John Henry Newman, 
it appears as a kindly light after 
long and weary travel amid the 
encircling gloom. But in every 
case we must see the Hand of God.

For tnyself, I say without hésita 
tion that my entrance into the 
Catholic Church stands out as the 
most important event in my life.

Born in the heart of historic old 
London on June 2(1, 1894, I was 
brought up as a positive Protestant. 
My people were Protestants who 
had been active as preachers, Sun­

day school teachers. “Bible workers” 
and the like for generations. From 
my very earliest years 1 was taken 
regularly to chapel, as well as, at 
intervals, to “Gospel Missions” and 
"Revivals.” I always envied the 
preacher, and silently hoped that 
one day I would stir the multitude 
from the pulpit as he did.

Among my early recollections is 
that of crouching as a small boy 
beneath a table upon which Gypsy 
Smith thundered above. Pointing 
in my direction, the orator said : 
“Maybe here we have children Who, 
in manhood, will bring the good 
news to the people when we are 
dead and gone.” 1 am thankful 
that hie words have, in a measure, 
come true, and twice thankful that 
it is the real good news Christ 
wished the world to have, for I 
never stood upon the public plat­
form or put pen to paper to speak 
to my fellow-men until after my 
entrance into the One TruA Church 
of God.

My childhood and early youth 
were spent in the home of an aunt 
whom God will reward for hi r 
Christian charity and self-sacrifice. 
This good woman looked forward to 
my "conversion” as soon as I should 
attain the age of reason. She told 
me on one occasion that she often 
prayed that she would live to see 
me "saved.” I never, however, 
went through the process known as 
“conviction of sin” and "conver­
sion.”

FEAR OF THE CATHOUC CHURCH

The members of my family held 
one religious belief, upon which 
they could all agree. This was that 
the Catholic Church, "the Church 
of Rome,” was to be feared and 
distrusted, "an enemy of God and 
man.” Tnis belief 1 also firmly 
held. There was one power in the 
world. 1 thought, which was strong 
enough to measure swords with the 
onward march of human progress, 
and really endanger the hard-won 
liberties of the people, and that 
power was the Roman Catholic 
Church.

I recall a petition being sent from 
house to house urging legislation 
permitting governmental inspection 
of convents, and how readily my 
family signed it In a word, “Pro­
testant Evangelical Christianity” 
was the religion of my childhood.
1 hoped that in manhood I would 
further its cause. g

And yet withal I had a strange 
attraction towards the Catholic 
Church. At the little church of the 
Irish Franciscans near my home, 
open-air processions of children 
were held at intervals. I knew now 
they were children who had that 
day received their first Holy Com­
munion, but at that time I knew 
nothing of so sublime a mystery of 
Divine Love. I noted the white 
dresses of these happy children, and 
the veils and the flowers, and, above 
all, their sweet, peaceful and inno­
cent faces. They seemed more like 
creatures from some other world, 
and 1 thought how out of place they 
were in a big murky city.

The brown-robed monks, too. were 
very interesting to me. I almost 
loved them they were so gentle, 
patient, and yet so strong. But 
were they not active members of 
that ancient and world-wide 
tyranny, the “Romish Church ?” 
Such were the thoughts passing 
throughy my boyish brain. But 
there were to be many years of 
bitter doubts and anxious question­
ings before I turned my footsteps to 
the place where all roads lead at 
last.

CARDINAL bourne’s PORTRAIT

I think it was the London Illus­
trated News which published, about 
this time, a colored supplement of 
Cardinal Bourne, wearing cappa 
magna. The picture appealed to 
me at.once. I compared it with the 
portraits of leading Protestant 
“divines” which came before me. 
I framed the picture, and hung it in 
my home. It was allowed to remain 
in its position until the next Sunday, 
when I was given to understand, 
kindly, that it was not a suitable 
picture to hang in a good Christian 
home ; the picture was then re­
moved.

SOCIALIST LITERATURE

At the age of seventeen years I 
devoured the works of the Socialist 
writers then popular. Robert 
Blatchford's “Merrie England” 
quickly swung me to the belief 
that "class conscious revolutionary, 
socialism" was the one thing needed 
and the only hope of the poor and 
the oppressed. So I became, not 
only "class conscious,” but a regu­
lar reader of Justice and The New 
World, and believed such as Ferrer, 
the anarchist, to be the noblest of 
men, "who has no fear of priest or 
king in dark and dreary days,” as 
the Socialist writer proclaimed.

The never-to-be-forgotten year 
1914 found me in Canada, alone upon 
the sea of life without that most 
needful asset to youth as well as to 
age, a strong, deep, and well-defined 
religious belief. "The Bible and 
Bible only” may have been a power­
ful religious ideal to my Baptist 
grandfather, but it meant nothing 
to me, a youth swayed by the strong 
currents of ilfew life in a strange 
land.

The same year witnessed the stag­
gering spectacle of Europe called to 
arms, and as the flame spread until 
it was felt, in the long list of dead 
and wounded, to the orchard lands 
of Ontario, I felt the need for .facts 
on the great questions of life, death 
and eternity. I would make a last 
effort to find Truth, if Truth was in 
the world. Socialism I had seen to 
be false and illogical, that was a 
painful discovery. I have even

Sm YEARS OF 
TORTURE

Headaches and Indigestion 
Ended By^Frult-a-tives”

The Marvellous Fruit Medicine
Like thousands and thousands of 

other sufferers, Mr. Albert Varner 
of Buckingham, P.Q., tried many 
remedies and went to doctors and 
specialists ; but nothing did him any 
good.

Finally a friend advised him to try 
“ Fruit-a-tives now he is well. As 
he says in a letter:

“For seven years, I suffered terribly 
from Headaches and Indigestion. I 
had belching gas, bitter stuff would 
come up in my mouth,often vomiting, 
and was terribly constipated, I took 
Fruit-a-tives and this grand fruit 
medicine made me well”.

SOc. a box, 6 for $2.50, trial siie 25c. 
At dealers or sent by Fruit-a-tlves 
Limited, Ottawa, Ont.

tried " constructive Theosophy ” 
and found it a maze of torturing 
absurdities. ,

Of course the religion of my 
fathers had long since ceased to 
have any intellectual weight with 
me. The emptiness of human 
creeds, the glaring uncertainty of 
human opinions, however expert, 
and the endless disputes of the 
most learned professors of the sects, 
sickened my soul. “Is there no 
place,” I asked, “ where unchang­
ing Truth, logic and reason may be 
found ? The birds have nests, the 
beasts lairs, but man, the king of 
creation, has he no place where his 
spirit may find peace ?”

Of what value are all the boasted 
achievements in art and science and 
literature, if man’s mind is to be 
torn upon a roaring sea of doubt,
“ barren to fisherman, and hopeless 
to the shipwrecked mariner ?” 
Where are those still waters and 
green pastures which the old Bible 
writer said the Creator had provided 
for the creature ? 1 had searched 
long and earnestly in the chapels, 
the " Missions,” the “ Brother­
hoods ” outside the Catholic Church 
and had failed utterly to find the 
peace which the world cannot give.

A SURPRISE AND A PUZZLE

Reading one day in a book on 
Theosophy that Roman Catholic 
Christianity was the real Christi­
anity, I was both surprised and 
puzzled. I would know the reason 
for such a statement from an 
author whom 1 held at that time to 
be a most profound mind. I there­
fore got books on Transubstantia- 
tion. which deeply moved and inter­
ested me. Here was “ Divine Wis­
dom ” indeed ; and that not for the 
select few, not for the “inner 
circle,” but for all God's creatures, 
of every class, race and generation,

I found a pleasure in reading more 
about the ancient Church. 1 got 
other books. " The Faith of our 
Fathers,” from the pen of the late 
Cardinal Gibbons, later came into 
my hands Even as I read, the 
light of faith grew within me. The 
books were ncble and dignified, and 
their treatment of the various sub­
jects worthy of a great, a sacred 
and Divine cause.

About this time the Paulist 
Fathers preached a mission in 
St. Mary’s Cathedral. Hamilton, 
Canada. I did not attend the mis­
sion, but 1 read with care the invita­
tion card sent to the house. 
“Come,” it read, “you will find in 
the Catholic Church the Truth you 
seek—you will find her to be the 
great upholder of the Truth of God 
and the rights of man, for she is a 
Divine Teacher commissioned to lead 
the nations into all Truth.” What 
a stupendous claim ! I would know 
if that claim was true.

About this time the world heard 
of the death of Pope Pius X.—dead 
of a broken heart. Non-Catholic 
though I was, tears almost came to 
my eyes when 1 thought of him, and 
it seemed in some mysterious way 
as though I had lost something, and 
I shared, in the secrecy of my heart 
with the mourning of the Catholic 
world at the death of the saintly 
man who had graced the Apostolic 
throne—dead, because, like his 
Divine Master, he had loved men so 
much.

Shortly after this, one Sunday 
evening 1 called at the rectory of 
St. Patrick’s Catholic Church, Ham­
ilton, Ontario, and told the Rev. 
J. J. Flahaven, who received me, 
that I desired to become a member 
of the Catholic Church.

INSTRUCTION AND RECEPTION

Charity and patience in the truest 
sense were shown me by this zealous 
y ung priest, and he personally 
arranged to give me a course of 
instructions. I had already attend­
ed Benediction services in the Cath­
olic Church, but I was now required 
to attend the Holy Sacrifice of the 
Mass, “ as a sign of good faith,” as 
the priest put it.

A few weeks later, on December 
7th, 1914, I knelt before the altar 
my fathers had condemned, and 
renouncing all heresy, received upon 
my brow the healing stream of Holy

■uiindi a 
" Oh, happy 

choice
day that fixed my

e
. my Saviour and myOn Thee 

God!
My friends gathered around me ; 

they were interested no» in my 
religious affairs. “We have heard 
that you have joined the Catholic 
Church,” they said ; “ we cannot 
believe it unless you tell us with 
your own lips.” “I doubt very 
much if you will be a Catholic in a 
couple of years from now,” said the 
then President of the Ministerial 
Association.

That is nine years ago-and I have 
never had a moments doubt that 
the Catholic Church is the Church 
of Christ—and that Christ is with 
His Church. A World War has 
shaken the very foundations of civil­
isation since then, and dynasties 
have fallen in a night, and the 
proud of many lands have been 
humbled ; but the Old Church has 
weathered the storm again. Human 
language fails in an attempt to 
describe the gratitude, the peace, 
with security, which come to one 
who at last comes home to Rome, 
and kneels first as a penitent and 
then as a worshipper at the ancient 
altar, where the noblest sons of 
every age and nation have knelt and 
believed. One can only repeat, gaz­
ing in adoration upfln the Sacred 
Host, with tears of joy and love, 
the words of St. Thomas at the feet 
of the Master : “ My Lord and my 
God.”

Mohe titlx Form» are legal
-r and binding everywhere. Your
T OUT will is private, no lawyer i ee lt d. 
Ou)H HimP,e Instruction* w th each form. 
Il/*II You owe >ovr family th ^ proteo. 
Will tion. Do it today. Bax are fold 

by Htat.onere, 35 cent* each compl« Le. Mailed 
po* tpafd 3 for $1.00. Bax Will Form Co.. M 
College 8t., Toronto.
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Shave With Cuticara Soap

The healthy vp-to-dats Cuticurr. 
v/ay. Dip brush in Jiot water’ and 
rub oq Cuticum Soap. Then male 
lather on face and rub in for a mo­
ment with fingers. Make a second 
lathering and shave. Anoint any ir­
ritation with Cuticura Ointment, then 
wash all off with Cuticura f’oap. 
Nothing better for sensitive skins.
&>•!>?$«. Ointnet.! 25*1*150c. Taken 2Sc. Sold 
throughout the Dominion. Can:idianl>ep«>t:
Lyman». 344 St. Pan) St.. W.. Montreal.

Cuticum Soap cloves without mug.

<?uluvati;§, remedy
FOtt

SALE ATi
PRICE
2~

BottleDevo
stores -------

or Mtrr pnner. MMt/rAcn/n* #y-
T. C. Sullivan, Chatham, Ont,

CANADIAN GOVERNMENT ANNUITIES

A HANDBOOK 

OF INFORMATION

Mail
This
Coupon

No
Postage
Needed

The New Year, 
A Step Forward 

To What?
Will you spend your later years In eomfort 
or In penury? At the age of sixty-five 
years, ninety-seven people out of every 
hundred arc dependent, In whole or in pan. 
upon others for support. If you wish to be 
ludependeut, buy a Canadian Government 
Annuity.

The purchase of a Canadian Government 
Annuity Is the surest ami easiest way In 
which to provide a secure Income for your 
old age. You may buy an Immediate 
Annuity by pay incut of a lump sum, or a 
deferred Annuity, to commence at any age 
you choose, by small payments spread over 
a period of years. There arc plans of pur- 
cliase by which you may protect the 
interests of your wife or dependants.

You may buy an Annuity of any value from 
$50 to $5,000 a year. The terms of pur­
chase are easy. No medical examination 
is required. For full Information, fill out 
th's coupon and mail it as directed. No 
postage necessary, as it is Canadian Gov­
ernment business.

To Department of Labour, 197
Annuities Branch,
Ottawa, Ont.

Please send me the “Handbook of Informa- 
tion” and full particulars as to the cost of a Canadian 
Government Annuity. My age last birthday

was...........v ..years.

Full Name ............................... «..............................
(State whether Mr., Mrs. or Misa)

Post Office Address ... —........................................... .. lti

Issued, by: Department of Labour, Annuities Branch, Ottawa.
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Wonderful Egyptian Remedy "f0,d™ke„whi=h
science has proved is a disease and not a habit and must be tr’eated as such. 
Prohibition legislation does not help the unfortunates. “Samaria” may tie 
given in Tea, Coffee, or any liquid food. Send stamp for trial treatment.

SAMARIA REMEDY CO.
DEPT. 21 142 MUTUAL STREET, TORONTO, ONT.

GORDON MILLS

Louis Sandy
habit Mater Ate 

and VEILINGS
Specially Produced for the Use of

Religions Communities
J Black, White, and Coloured 

Serges and Cloths Veiling. 
x Cashmeres, Etc.

Stocked lo a lame variety of widths 
and qualities. Samples IVrwarded 
on application,

LOUIS SANDY
Gordon Mflla

STAFFORD, ENGLAND
Telegrams- Loolaandl, Stafford 

PHONE No. 10$

f i


