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uainted,
1 got acquainted very quick
With L «dy Browi, \\ hen he
Moved in the house across the street,
The neare:t one, you see.

Getting /

I elimbed and sat v ]mh a post
To look, and so did he ;

1 stared and stared across him
And he stared back at me,

T g'posed he wanted me to Hpunk
I lhulu:ln I'd try o

I said, ** Hello ! tu’l mltly lhuun 3
Te raid ** Hello " to me,

g
-
FRITZ.

Outside the great block of ““ Model
Dwellings " the rain poured and poured
and in the forsaken street, and the
wind came wailing and mhlnng by, so
that the ruddy gleams which the street-
lamps threw across the wet pavements
wavered as they fell. In the small sit-
ting-room of one of the topmost flats
the firelight flickered over the walls
and nniu'm-d the hard outlines of the
shanty furniture with aradiant edging.
It threw into sombre relief the figure
of a man who sat doubled up dejec t(:dly,
in front of the hearth, shuddering con-
vulsively from time to time. His head
was laid against a queer fluffy bundle
which he held strained to him as if he
feared some one was going to snatch it
away. It was all he had left in the
world, that soft, little bundle—Fritz.

By and by he lifted up his face, a
careworn, middle-aged face, and
peered with short-sighted brown eyes
at the downy, little, fair head of the
baby. But tiny Fritz slept on, all
unconscious of the bitterness that was
flooding his father’s spirit.

And it was a cruel blow which had
befallen poor Ritter. He had toiled
s0 long and so patiently to make
a home for the bright-haired orphan
girl whom he had loved during nearly
half her lifetime.  And now he had
lost her after their one short, sweet
year of happiness together. She had
been devoted to him and to their little
home.  She had tried to enter into all
her husband’s tastes and striven wist-
fully to understand his music, and
knitted contentedly through the con-
certs to which he used to take her.
She had done her best to prevent her
fragile, sunny face from showing the
relief she felt when she said he was
afraid she was unequal to the fatigue
of any more concert going. And
Ritter, on his part, had never told his
wife of the many musical treats he
gave up to stay at home with her.

And then the baby came, and she
had lain in a quiet eestacy and watched
him day after day. DBut her strength
never seemed to come back to her.
Though she got up and sat by the fire
with the child in her lap, she was not
able to go to church when he was
baptised Friedrich, after his German
grandfather, or even to hold him for
very long at a time.

Tho lnl"‘hL little wife of the board-
school teasher who lived downstairs
was very Kkind, and used often to
come and sit with the invalid and help
to wash and dress I'ritz.  One day
when the doctor was going away after
what he called *“ a complimentary visit
to the baby,” he asked at what hour
Mr. Ritter was usually in.  Something
in his voice made the board-school
teacher's wife follow him when he left
the room, and she came back with her
blue eyes dim. ““No stamina,” the
doctor said, ‘*and no rallying power,”

So the young mother just faded
quietly away, and on this dreary after-
noon her hushand had laid herin the
chill, beautifully-kept cemetery, and
had come back to his lonely room in
a sort of stupor of griel and despair
The  board-school teacher’s wite had
tidied the room, and directed the
operations of the slipshod char-woman,
and got tea ready, and fed little Fritz,
ing all the time like the sympa-
, sweet-natured soul that she was.
When poor Ritter stumbled wearily in,
she prepared to lay the sleeping baby
in his cradle.  But the father held out
his arms for the child with so hungry
a yearning in his eyes that the ,,nml
Samaritan was quite overpowered.
And she rushed down to her husband
and her sturdy boy, in such a flood of
tears and with such incoherent queries
as to what they would do if Jack was
only two months old and she was dead,
that the good board-school teacher was
quite bewildered and could not think
of a suitable answer to make.

From that day forward Fritz was his
father's supreme joy. He spent his
carly babyhood with the awnt of the
board-school teacher’s wife, a motherly
being who lived in the next street,
and was glad to add to her slender
means.  Every day, both going to and
coming from the obscure oftice where
ho earned his humble pittance, Ritter
called to see his son.  And as soon
as I'ritz was able to toddle, his father
took him home with him each evening
and learned to look after the child in
atendor, albeit *“mannish ™ way, that
quite excited the ladies in the dwell-
ings.  “Isuppose it's ‘arpin’ contin-
ual at that there old fiddle as makes
im that ‘e ain't so clumsy as othermen,
God ‘elp ‘em,” said the board-school
teacher’s wife's aunt, who, 1 grieve to
say, mismanaged her native language
and was untouched by the higher cul-
ture

When he grew a little bigger, Fritz
went every morning toa Kindergarten
with the board-school teacher’s Jack,
and played down staivs with  his small
school fellow till Ritter came home in
the evenin Then tollowed the hap-
piest time in the whole day for Fritz,
when he had * Daddy,™ all to himself,
In warm weather he went with Daddy
for a walk ; in cold weather he sat on
Dadd’s knee by the fire.  And Daddy
never was cross with him, and never
saemed to get tired of reading to him,
and playing with him, and aunswering

—Nt, Nicholas,

him innumerable questions. And
when the glorious bedtime romp was
over and thu andle was put out and
he was tucked up in bed, Daddy always
left the door open till he was quite
asleep, so that the last thing he saw
was a band of light from the sitting-
room lamp nlmun;," along the wall at
his feet.

There came a memorable evening
when Fritz was seven years old, on
which Ritter, returning from his office,
was surprised to find neither of the boys
waiting for him on the stairs. The
board-school teacher’s wife explained
with a very long face that they had
both transgressed mightily. Jack had
been whipped and put to bed, and
Fritz wasin bed, too, awaiting chastise-
ment.  This she strongly advised his
father to administer for the sake of law
and order. Ritter ascended the stairs
with a heavy heart. When he went
into the bedroom, Fritz was sitting on
the pillow with his rumpled, fair huld
held very much aloft, and his senstive
little face set and c()lnrloss. “Tain'ta
bit afraid,” he said defiantly. *‘You
can lick me if you like. Idon'tcare.”
Poor Ritter was cruelly torn, but justice
and discipline carried the day.

Fritz took the slight castigation,
which to him seemed so very awful, in
silence ; but a strange tightening came
about his childish soul. * Daddy evi-
dently didn't love him any more or he
wouldn't hurt him, so after this he
would be as naughty as ever he liked.”
But then such a strangething happened
that Fritz never forgot it. His father
gathered him up in his arms and

«arried him in to the fire ; and he held
him closer than he ever held him before,
and he said in a queer shaky voice :
“Do you know, Fritz, if you ever
oblige Daddy to punish you like that
again, 1 think it will break his heart.”
And Fritz hid his face against Daddy’s
sleeve and burst out erying. And oh,
wonder of wonders, Daddy, yes, great
grown-up Daddy, cried too. That
night, after Fritz was asleep, Ritter
forgot, for the first time, to shut the
doors before he took down his violin,
He played very well for an almost self-
taught amateur, and the episode which
had just lent a fresh fire to his perform-
ances. Suddenly he became conscious
of a little white figure standing before
him tremulous with excitement, and of
a pair of shining eyes fixed upon his
face. With a sort of fearful joy he
went on playing. Could it be possible
that the child had inherited his father's
love of music after all?  And thenFritz
seized him by the knees.  ‘‘Oh, Dadd,
Daddy,” he said with passionate eager-
ness, ‘‘please, please let me do that
too."

II.

So Ritter began teaching little Fritz
music, and the child d(-\olvd himself to
his new pursuit with loving earnest-
ness.  All the money that his father
could scrape tn"othvr by pinching and
saving, working hard, and livi ing h.ud,
was put aside with the mothers’ little
portion towards giving Fritz a musical
education, soon as he was old
enough he entered the academy and
studied hard there, winning prize
after prize. At the students’ concerts
the peculiarly delicate, pure notes,
which the cleverfaced, slim lad seemed
to spirit from the strings of his violin,
drew upon him the notice of eritics ;
and his father in the front row had
several intensely  Dblissful  moments
when one and another would prophesy
in his hearing *“a future for that little
Ritter,”

Ritter, the elder, however, had
formed the grand project of sending
his son to Germany, that the genius
which  TFritz undoubtedly possessed
might be developed in the best way ;
and when the boy was seventeen
the scheme became feasible. It was a
terrible wrench to both to part for such
a long time. Ritter apparently never
faltered, but Fritz was almost tempted
to relinquish his cherished dream when
at the last moment he saw his father’s
face drawn and his hands twitching
nervously with the agony he could not
hide.

He wrote to his father, with unfail-
ing regularity, bright, clever letters ;
and as time went on, the report of his
progress became more and more bril-
liant.  His father lived in his sue-
cesses, and struggled valiantly in the
face of poverty and increasing years
to send him money. As far as his
musical education was concerned how-
ever, Fritz was soon independent of
pm uniary assistance ; and as for liv-
ng, he denied himself in every pos-
slhll- way. He used to think of and
long for the time when he should be
able to make a home for his father,
who would have no uncongenial work
to do in those future happy days, but
as much music as he wanted, and
everything his heart desired ; and
Fritz would earn it all.

At last the long separation was
nearly over. In the London squares
the lilacs and laburnums and pink and
white hawthorns were in blossom, and
baskets of spring flowers made the
dingy streets gay.  When the leaves
gan to turn and the berries to ripen
in golden October, Fritz was coming
home.

When Ritter arrvived at his office on
a bright May morning, his chief sent
for him and told him, not unkindly,
that he had ceased to require his ser
vices.  He was gotting past his work,
and a younger and more enterprising
man was coming in his place.  Poor
Ritter felt quite stunned by the news,
He had worked in that dark little
office for so many, many years, and
now where was he to turn for employ-

mer—that was all.  He determined he
would not tell Fritz of his misfortune,
it might unsettle the lad. Besides, he
had a little money left, and perhaps
after all he would get something to do
before October,

So he strove heroically to find em-
ployment ; butweek after week went by,
and in his search he was unrewarded,
Day by day, as he gradually lost hope,
the eternal fruitless answering of ad-
vertisements  became more  keenly
painful.  Day by day the terrible
anxicty grew and grew, and the name-
less dread pressed more and more
heavily in upon his soul.

And yet there was a bright speck
upon the dark horizon.  Fritz was
coming, and each of the wretched days
brought him a little closer, It was
this one ray of certain happiness that
alone kept Ritter from succumbing to
the despair that threatened to over-
whelm him in his utter weariness of
mind and body.

At last the eve of Fritz's arrival
came. Poor Ritter almost forgot his
troubles ; and, when the overpowering
recollection of them rushed back upon
him, it was mingled with the thought :
“To-morrow Fritz will be here, and
together we shall somehow weather the
storm.”

The postman ran whistling up the

steps, and put a letter in the letter—
box. The envelope was addressed in
a strange handwriting. Ritter tore it
open in a panic—what if it should be
anything about Fritz! But no. He
had to read the letter twice before he
could grasp the contents. However,
there was no mistake ; it was from a
gentleman  whose advertisement for
some one to keep his accounts and
write his business letters Ritter had
answered, and it requested him to call
on the writer in the course of the next
afternoon.
The morrow came blue and bright
with a keen October crispnessin the
air. Ritter spent the early part of the
day in small preparations for Fritz.
He went to and fro with slow feet that
were strangely tired, trying tosupple-
ment the exertions of the charwoman
who sniffed contemptuously under her
inevitable crape bonnetasshescrubbed.
He ordered a little supper from the eat-
ing-house across the way, for though
he was near the end of his resources he
could not let anything mar Fritz’s first
evening at home. And several times
during the long, clear morning he
wandered into the bedroom, just for
the pleasure of seeing the little bed in
the corner where Fritz had always
slept, standing ready to receive its
owner again.

At 3 o'clock he went out. When
he reached his destination in the West
End, he was shown into a luxurious
library where a dilettante aristocratic-
looking man plied him with innumer-
able questions. Ritter answered his
queries with dignified patience. But
an uncontrollable wistfulness in his
whole attitude betrayed the anxiety
with which he awaited the final decision
of his interlocutor. It chanced that
the latter looked up in the middle of
a selfish mental calculation and caught
the troubled expressian in Ritter’s
eyes ; and with one of the few gener-
ous impulses he had ever known, he,
said : ¢ Well, well, I daresay we shall
suit each other, and we had better not
quarrel about the money. You may
call round to-morrow, Mr. Ritter.”

Oh the relief of having found some
thing to do ! Ritter felt as if he had
got into harbor after having tossed all
night on a stormy sea.

When the heavy hall door closed be-
hind him and he started on his home-
ward journey, he became conscious,
for the first time, that he had eaten
nothing all day. Well, it did not
matter now, he and Fritz would have
supper together by and by. Mechani-
cally he treaded his way through the
crowded streets.  The roar of the
traffic fell unheeded on his ears, for
his thoughts were far away. He was
listening to the glorious music of a full
orchestra. Allabouthim therichstrains
throbbed and swelled, rising and fall-
ing in rhythmic cadences. And clear
and high through it all sounded the
pure, passionate notes of the firgt violin

Fritz, his Fritz !

The way home seemed endless, and
his steps grew slower and slower, as
the fictitious strength born of relief
ebbed from him ; but at last he reached
the dwellings and toiled wearily up
the stair He would lie on his bed a
little while ; it would never do to be
tired when Iritz came. The clean,
bare room was all flooded full of golden
sunset light. It was pleasant, Ritter
dimly felt, to lie there in a sort of
dreary languor, always with his short-
sighted eyes turned towards the little
bed in the corner. And still that
exquisite music thrilled and throbbed,
and soared sobbing up and up; and
ever it grew more subtley sweet, but
fainter, and fainter, and fainter, till it
vibrated no more through the peaceful
radiance of his 1ln' un.

4 * #

Up the stairs, thn'(' steps at a time,
dashed Fritz, the same earnest-faced,
slim IFritz as of old. He opened the
door—how well he knew the trick of the
l: m‘h !-—and flung down his wh mder lug-
“IFather ! he called, * Father !
l,n' there was no answer.

He ran impatiently into the bed-
room, and then a smile dawned upon
his face.  The idea of his dear old
Dad being fast asleep like that at such
a moment ! He walked gently to the
bed.  **Daddy,” he said aloud in the
old childish fasion ; and then he stooped
down in ¢
his hand upon Ritter's long fingers

ment at his age and with his old-
fashioned method In outward ap-
pearance he was little altered. His
hair  was somewhat thinner and
greyer ; his tall figure somewhat more |
! stooped ; his brown eyes rather dim- |

Alas, poor Fritz! In that supreme

{ moment of horror and anguish, he

realized that his father lay before him
in the gathering twilight — dead. —

| Frances Wynne,

o
Minard's Llnlmcnt cures Colds, ete,

shamefaced way, and laid |

A RECKLESS CENTURY,

Irish Rakes and Ducllists—The Hell-
fire Club of Dublin,

: W. B, Yates in United Ireland,
On_the top of Mount Pelier, one of
the Dublin hills, stands the Hellfire

(Jluh, upon its stone roof a few tufts of

grass resembling r, and in its front

dull\ openings reminding one of sight-
less eyes—the whole liko a grinning
skull, hideous symbol of an age with-
out responsibility, without order, with-
out peace. About it the winds howl
asingly, as though they keened
for a violence that was as theirs is, for
an age in whose unbridled life was
something elemental, something of the
winds and floods. Their neighborhood
still mutters with tales of dm-(lq done
within their gray walls. Here the
devil came nltun, the story is, and
feasted among those e l‘rhtv(-nth century
worshippers of his, l("umt" on one
notable night his hoof mark on
the hcmthsmm: ; here a number of the
gentry of Ireland were wont to drink
to the toast ‘‘May we be all
damned,” and to go thrmwh the cere-
mony of the Mass with obﬂctme accom-
paniments ; and here, to show their
contempt for that eternal flame thought
to be their lot, did they set fire to the
building in a drunken spree, and sit
on mocking the flames until they were
driven out half stifled. Murders too,
the peasants will have it, were not
unknown ; and now a hundred years
after the last of its frequenters has
brawled himself into the grave it is
haunted, the tale goes, hv drunken
phantoms, who feast and "'lfll‘)l(‘ with
their master in the midst of them, For
all this copious tradition not much is
known for certainty of this Hellfire
Club. There is mnwthln; in Walsh—
the anoymous author of * Ireland
Sixty Years ago "—something in Bar-
rington, something in old magazines,
and something in popular tradition ;
but it is not much at best, and little
reliable.  'We know more of the ** Cher-
okees,” whose iniquitous rules and
regulations have been preserved by a
contemporary writer.  No man was
eligible for membership unless he gave
clear evidence of a debauched life, and
no man could be president until he
could swear to having killed his man
in a duel.  This club became a terror
to Dublin, and had many encounters
with the authorities,
BEATING THEM ON EVERY OCCASION,
It was wont to march through the
streets dressed as a military corps, and
no power was found to cope with it.

There were also the ‘¢ Hawkabites,’
the ‘*Sweaters "and *‘ Pinkindindies,’
who took an inch or so off the point of
their scabbards, and went about prod-
ding people out of sheer high spirits,
and now and then killing a barber or
two who had made them late for ball or
dinner party by not turning up in time
to powder and pomatum their empty
heads.  Sometimes they would stand
at cross roads, notably at the college
end of Dame street, and prod the
passers-by.

The wild passion for duelling that
passed through the country in that age
is somewhat more worthy of sy mp.lth\
The destruction of the national forces
at the battle of the Boyne had filled the
land with Catholic gentlemen who had
no defence against insult but their
own unaided swords, and from their
contests with their supplanters spread
through the country a habit of fighting
for anything and everythin Men
lived for it, and pistol practice became
a consuming passion. Swaggering
swashbucklers though they were, they
did after all hold their lives lightiy
and risk them for a song. A little
conviction would have made them good
rebels.  We hear of a certain Fitz-
gerald fighting a duel across a table,
and when his opponent’s pistol missed
fire going over and priming it him-
self, and then returning to his place
to receive the shot; nor can one help
giving sympathy to Power of Daragle,
when two Englishmen at an English
inn bribed the waiters to give him for
dinner, in mockery of his nationality,
a dish of potatoes, and he replied by
eating the potatoes, and then having
served two dishes, one for himself and
one for the Englishmen, which proved
when the covers were lifted to contain
pistols.  Nor do we sympathize less
because the Englishmen, much shocked
at the notion of anything so foolish and
Irish as a duel, fled hurriedly from
the room leaving an unsettled bill
which Power of Daragle paid charit-
ably. The hl.w‘nlm‘m of Brian
Maguire—huge, whiskered bully that
he was—standing at a narrow crossing
and

DARING THE PASSERS-BY

to jostle him, is not so pleasant an
object even though his skill was so
great that he always rang his bell with
a bullet and could snuff a candle held
in his wife’s hand with a pistol shot ;
nor does the statement of a certain
contemporary phamphleteer that his
ancestors were once Kings in Ireland,
but that ‘‘the infamous invader had
been impoverishing Mr. Maguire for
centuries,” make us feel any the more
anxious to see his like again.

This reckless and turbulent spirit was
by no means confined to the upper
classes, but spread to the shopkeepers
and artisans to a considerable extent,
Poor men, when condemned to death,
{would spend the night before their
I hanging gambling upon the lids
their own coffins, making amends for
a life without dignity by a death with-
out fear. During all the early part of
the eighteenth century the nation had
little or no sense of national duty and
public responsibility : the proper chiefs

of the people were dead or exiled with !

forcign armies, the bards had passed
away—the last bardic college came to
an end in 1680—and the ballad makers
had only just begun to take their
place. The Anglo-Irish gentry who

had succeeded to the defeated chiefs
held allegiance only to England, and
were responsible tonoman,  They had
not yet awakened to the temporary
patriotism of the Volunteer movement,
nor listened as yet to the terrible rail-
lery of Swift.  The contemporary life
of England was reckless enough, but
its recklessness, never at all equal to
that of Ireland, was tempered by some
sense of public welfare. The gentry

of Ireland thought only to eat, drink
and be merry, for to-morrow might

come rebellion  and  confiscation.
Almost the only sense of national duty
was, for long, among the poor. They
were driven to their excesses often
enough by patriotic hope. With what
different feelings do we look back at
the irresponsible turbulence of the
gentry and at that storm of popular
indignation when the mob attacked the

Parliament House and made the mem-.

bers swear truth to Ireland one after
another, and then, to show their con-
tempt of England, set an old woman
with a pipe in her mouth upon

THE THRONE OF THE VICEROY.

Such were the thoughts and stories
brought to my mind the other day by
that grinning skull on Mount Pelier.
All the four winds of heaven seemed to
be howling at once upon the green
hilltop, nnd telling to each other tales
of forgotten v iolence and dead reckless-
ness.  What message of hope did they
bring me? What judgment are we to
pronounce upon that eighteenth cen-
tury ?  What should it make us expect
from the future? I find nothing but
fortunate prophesies in that dead cen-
tury. I see there the Celtic intensity,
the Celtic fire, the Celtic daring wast-
ing themselves, it is true, in all Kinds
of evil, but needing only the responsi-
bility of self-government and the re-
straint of a trained public opinion to
have labored devotedly for the public
weal,  The vast energy that filled Ire-
land with bullies and swashbucklers
will some day give us great poets and
thinkers, It is better to be violent and
irresponsible than full of body worship
and money grubbing. The duellist,
Whaley, going off for a bet to play ball
against the ramparts of Jerusalem is a
nobler sight than the railway king put-
ting his millions together.  Those
eighteenth-century duellists, at any
rate, tried to really live, and not
merely exist. They took their lives
into their hands and went through the
world with a song upon their lips ; and
it a curse was mingled with the song
they are none the less better to think
of than had they grown rich and much
esteemed, and yet lasted on no more
than half alive, toadstools upon the
state.  The energy that filled them is
still in our veins, but working now for
public good. If a man or a people
have energy all is well with them, and
if they use it for ill to-day they will
turn it to good to-morrow.  When the
devil is converted, goes the old pro-
verb, he will be the first of the sons of
God. If the sword be strong it will
make so much the better ploughshare
when the day of peace is at hand.
Their swords were strong, at any rate,
though they were not turned often
enough, or persistently enough,
towards the enemies of their country.

Balfour’s Scuperism.

A generation ago, says William
O'Brien, some simple-minded folk in
England use to spend hundreds of
thousands of pounds on the brilliant
project of bribing * Popery " out of
Connemara whenever the pnl 1to blight
left the hungry little Papists open to
the arguments of soup and blankets.
The potatoes having failed last year,
Mr. Baltour took up the derelict work
of the Irish Church missions, and in-
vested hundreds of thousands of the
dritish taxpayers’ money in a scheme
of political souperism amongst the dis-
tressed peasants of the West. 1 heartily
congratulate the poor people upon
whatever little profits will have trickled
into their pockets out of Connemara
railways, roads, tinkering, and the
like ““relief works.” 1 would even
thankfully acknowledge Mr. Balfour’
liberality with the British taxpayers
alms in these poor regions if he had not
been guilty of the meanness of refusing
to spend a pound in any district that
did not present him with a dutiful
address, or help the local sergeant of
police to erect a trumphal arch in his
honor.  But as a measure for the con-
version of Connemara from the Nation-
alist her his expenditures have as
little to show for themselves as the for-
lorn settlements of the Irish Church
Mission folk. Now that the harvest
has come, and a laughing family of
potatoes answers to every stroke of the
spade, it is safe to say that Mr, Balfour’s
agents could not scrape together among
the peasantry of any ldnh.mwlltll\
division along the distressed Western
seaboard even so many as the ten sig—
natures that would be necessary to fill
a Tory candidate’s nomination paper.
Whether he bribes in the west or
coerces in the south, to that complexion
has Tory rule in Ireland come after
five years of swaggering words and
evil deeds.

oot
““Not all is gold that glitters " is a
true saying ; it is equaliy.tene that not
all is snwp.mll.l that is so labelled.
If you would be sure of the Zenuine
article, ask for Ayer's \nnpmll,l,
and take no other. Health is too
precious to be trifled with,
Monthly Prizes for Boys and Girls,
’I‘hv “Snnli»- ap Co, Toronto, offer the

|n<-n|h 1||| further notice,
in the Pro-
'8
nl “\unlwhl wrd |]>|I S ¢ * ;uI(. Tl‘.m:.l;'.ll
5th to 1ith, a Hy nuiwmn Book ¢ .'\mi
‘ture to those who send not less
" wrap pers.  Send  wrappers to “*Sun-
light ” Soap Office, 43 Scott St., Toronto not
than 20th of each month, and marked *
petition ;" also give full name, address, age and
number of wra pers.  Winners' names w {Xl be
published in 7'he Toronto Mail on first Satur-
duny in each month.

Minard's Liniment curcs Diphtheria

Hood’s

Sarsaparilla

Is a concentrated extract of Sarsa "Ih!ll,
Yellow Dock, Pipsissewa, Juniper Bery
Mandrake, Dandelion, and other ,(]u.m..
vegetable remedies, every ingredient hei ing
strictly pure, and the best of its kind it is
possible to buy.

Itis prepared by thoroughly competent phar-
macists, in the most careful manner, hy
a peculiar Combination, Proportion ;,1:1
Process, giving to it curative power

Peculiar
To Itself

It will cure, when in the power of medicine,
Scrofula, Salt Rheum, Blood Poisoning,
Cancerous and all other Humors, Malaria,
Dyspepsia, Biliousness, Sick Headache,
Catarrh, Rheumatism, and all difficulties
with the Liver and Kidneys.

It overcomes That Tired Feeling, Creates an
Appetite, and gives great mental, nerve,
bodily, and digestive strength,

Hood’s Sarsaparilla is sold by all druggists,
$1; six for §5. Prepared only by C. 1. Hood
& Co., Apothecaries, Lowell, Mas:

N. B. If you decide to take Hood's Sarsapa-
rilla, do not be induced to buy any other.

100 Doses
One Dollar
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$70 3 music and use of piano, 834,
inting, ¥15; bed and bedding,
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SSUMPTION COLLEGE, SANDWICH,

Ont.—The studies embrace the Classical
and Commerci Terms, including
all ordinary expenses, $150 per annnm,. B or
{nll ]»l:x‘rm-ulur.s um»!y to RE D. CusHING,
Je S0 B

ST. JEROME’S COLLEGE,
BERLIN, ONT.

Complete Classical, 1

Commercial (

losophieal and
Irses,
And Shorthand and Typewriting.
For further particulars apply to
REV. THEO, SPETZ, President.

T. MICHAEL'S COLLEGE, TORONTO,
Ont.—In affiliation with Toronto Uni-
versity. Under the patronage of His Gr:
the 1bishop ot Toronto, and directed by
the Basilian Fathers. Full classical, scie
tific and commercial courses, Spee ial courses
for students preparing tor U lll\l rsity matr
uls lllun .unl non - pm! ]
A aid
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Peterhor oueh Business (ollou‘
ARE YOU ‘meniimsiogs o B

ness College this Ve

<0, write to the Peterborough Business

College forits new lllustratea Cir ar. It

will give you valuable information.
GEO. 8. BEAN, B.A., LL.B.

A. BLANSHARD, Chartered Accountant,

Principals,
PROFESSIONAL.
HARLES McCABE, B.A.,, BARRIS-
TER, Solicitor, Coaveyancer, ete, 69
Adelaide street east, Toronto,

Pl IST & HOLMES, ARCHITECTS.—Oflices

r? If

and 29 Manning House, King
‘oronto.  Also in the Gerrie

A. W. HoLMES,

Dl\ H\\ AVAN, SURGEON TO “D”
hool of Infantry. Office and
9 Burwell street, second door

ll\ll‘lltl, :
from Dundas,
OVE & DIGNAN, BARRISTERS, ET(.,
{18 Talbot street, London. Private funds
to loan.
FrRANCIS TOvVE. R, H. DiGNaN,
DI. WOUDRUFF, No, 15 QUEEN'S AV
Detective \x.ml. impaired hear
al catarrh and troublesome throats, L\n S
tested, giasses adjusted, Hours, 12 to 4.

DUNNS

THECOOKSBEST FRIEND

LARGEST SALE IN CANADA.
——OBJECTS OF THE—

T\Tew York Catholic Agenc

The object of this Ageney is to qnpp y, at th
regular dealers’ prices, any kind of s Hll'
ported or manufactured in the U nited States.

'he advantages aid conveniences of this
Agency are many, a few of which are :

1st, "It is sitwated in the heart of the whole-
sale trade of the metropolig, and has completed
such arrangements with the leading manu
turers and importers as enable it to purchase in
any quantity at the lowest wholesale rates, thus
ge tting its p]uhlﬂ or commissions from lln- im-
porters or manufacturers, and hence—

2nd. No extra comnissions are charged its
])I(lllll‘l on purchases made for then :nnl“l\mﬂ
hem besides the henetit of my experience and

lities in the aetual prices charged.

l. Should a patron want several different
articles, embracing as many s ate trades
or lines of goods, the writing of only one letter
to thig Agency will insure the prompt and cor-
rect filling of "such orders.  Besides, there will
be only onc express or freight charge.

ith.” Persons outside of New York, who may
not know the address of houses selling a partic-
ular line of goods, can get such goods all the

same by sending to this Agency.

5th. ‘Clergymen and Religions Institutions
and the trade buying from this Agency are
allowed the regular or usual discount.

Any business matters, outside of buying and
selling goods, rl|~'u| to the .1H~n||un or
management of this Agency, will be strictly
and conscientiously attended to by your giving
me authority to act as_your agent.” Whenever
you want to'buy any thing send your orders to

THOMAS D. EGAN,

Catholic Agency, 12 Barclay St. New York,
NEW \1)[{]\

CARRIAGES AND SLEIGHS.
W. J. THOMPSON & SON,

Opposite Revere House, London,

always in stock a large assoriment of
'y style of Carrlage and Sleigh, This i8

one of the largest establishments of the kind

in the Dominfon, None but first-class work
turned out. Prices always moderate.
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