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FIVE-MINUTE SERMONS.

after Pontecost.

Twenty-first Sunday
HOW TO BECOME A SAINT.
*And lukr- unto you the helmet of salvation.”
(Eph. vi.

Brethren : God is continually bring-
ing home to our minds by visible signs
His love and care for all His creatures,
and especially for man. Godis every-
where and in everything, by Iis
power, by His essence, by His love,
I vm\thlng about us, everything that
happens to us by the pmvuluncv of
God, is a manifestation of His loving
care, and all the events of life are in
tended as 0 many aids for our sancti-
fication.

None of us would dare question the
statement of St. Paul that we are all
called to be saints, to holiness of life
but how few of us fancy it possible or
realize how easy it is to aitain sanc-
tity ! *‘To be a saint! God forgive
me !” you say, ‘‘1 never practically
thought of such a thing as possible for
one like me. 1 know, and so do my
neighbors, that such a state, such high
perfection is farthest from my thoughts.
Saints ! Why, those are people we
read about, not every-day Christians,
who have a thousand daily cares to
annoy and distract them.”

Drethren, if you do not talk this way
[ know that in your inmost soul you
often think these thoughts. Sanctity
is to your minds something away off ;
it is the top of the highest mountain,
at whose base you stand ; you look up,
wish you were there, shake your heads
sadly, and say : No, Icannot reach the
top : some few chosen souls may at-
tempt it, but I must stand just where I
am, satisfied to remain in the shadow
of its great height.

Oh ! what foolishness of heart, what
want of confidence in God ! Does He
not most earnestly desire our sanctifi-

cation 7 Does He not want us all to be
saints ? And if so, has He made the
road to sanctity so diflicult, so dis-

heartening that most of us must give
up the struggle through want of cour-
age ?

If the work of our salvation, breth-
ren, seems so beset with obstacles
apparently insurmountable, it is as
suredly because we have mo just idea
of what holiness of lifeis. For, be con-
vinced of this, that sanctity simply
consists in fidelity to the order of God
in our daily lives, and this fidelity is
possible and withim the reach of all.
And what is the order of God to which
we are bound to be faithful ? In the
first place, we must be faithful to the
duties impo-.(-d upon us by the com-
mandments «f God and His Church, as
well as to those belonging to the par-
ticular state of life we have chosen.
And, again, we must willingly accept
all that God sends us each moment of
our lives.

Now, in this is there anything be-
yond our strength? To enable us to
keep His commandment God gives us
those seven great channels of grace
and mercy — the sacraments of the
Church ; and to fulfil the duties of our
special calling He sends us attractions
and aids to facilitate their practice.
*“All this have I done from my youth,”
you may say with the young man in
the gospel. ‘‘The commandments I
succeeded in keeping fairly well, but
my difficulty is to know how to fulfil
the order of God in the duties of the
present moment."

Brethren, the duty of the present
moment is for you the sacrament of the
present moment, the outward sign by
means of which God bestows His graces
upon you. Every care, every trial,
sickness and health, poverty and
wealth, sorrow and joys, all that comes
upon you, are so many means by which
the providence of God works towards
your sanctification.

Our lives consist in a great number
of unimportant actions. Yet it is
through fidelity in performing these
commonplace actions that we are going
to sanctify ourselves, accepting with
love and patience what we too fre-
quently endure with weariness and
irritation. This great treasure, this
constant and ever-present means of
grace, this sacrament of the present
moment, is yours, brethren, present
everywhere and at all times, and in
making use of it lies a sure road to
sanctity, your helmet of salvation.

SR T A e

A Tribute to Catholicity.

Mr., Walter Blackburne Harte in an
article in the Arena writing on the
wealth of Boston Back Bay, pays a
notable tribute to Catholicity. Though
not altogether correct it is worth re-
preducing :—

““The Catholic Church is the only
one that is not ashamed to have pov-
erty clinging to the skirts of its most
beautiful temples, and although this
bitter contrast is not that of an ideal
state, still our meaning is clear—the
Catholic Church is, and always has
been, in closer touch and sympathy
with the poor and miserable than the
Protestant. The manifest military
organization of the Catholic Church,
and the intimate hold it has upon the
imaginations of its people, prevent it
from ever being seized with the com-
plete lethargy that is practically mak-
ing the Protestant churches merely
social leagues among the rich, for the
dissemination of a system of canting
othics, in direct contradiction to the
teachings of its founder, from which
the poor are turning heart-sick, dis-
gusted, desperate.”
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If your child is puny, fretful,
houblvd with glandular swellings, in-

flamed eyes, or sores on the head, face,
or body, a course of Ayer's Harsapa-
rilla is needed to expel the scrofulous

DAN.

A Story For Boys.

By Mary D. Bring.

CONTINUED,
“Well, count it in your mind, or
add it, lad, and answer your own ques-
tion."
So Dan  succeeded in convincing
himself that five cents four times made
twenty cents to add to the game money,

and then his mother laid the whole
before him, and laughed with him

over his first day's good fortune : and
then he dropped the forty.four cents
in the “*bank,” and hugged his mother
because he was so happy.

“You won't often be so fortunate
as you've been to-day, dear,” she
said, ‘‘and you must not grow im-
patient, boy, if you don't go smooth-
like all the time. There's ups an’
downs in business, an’ we've got to be
prepared for both things. Don't be

forgettin' you owe Miss Vi'la some
money."
““Ah no, indeed! but she said I

mustn’t think of that, an’ not speak

of it to her for two weeks, an’ then
we'd talk a little: she’s so good

mammy !”

I will not take time to go fully into
the history of the croquet game ven-
ture, but will say that, as days went
on, people scemed to take more in-
terest in Dan, and the little fellow was
more fortunate in get*ing odd jobs to
do, and the ‘‘medder” up by his
house became quite a popular resort
for the young people, who enjoyed
plenty of room for their game, and
considered a penny apiece for a game
not at all extravagant. When ‘‘cus-
tom " was scarce, as on some days,
Viola was pretty sure to happen along
and feel like playing a game with
Dan, and always insisted upon pay-
ing the price, and presenting Dan
with his share of the price as well, for
she Jaughingly said, ‘“The rules are
strict, and yet it would look queer
fer a proprietor to be paying himself
for his game, you see.”

Oh, she was a kind friend, indeed,
to Dan, and when at last the dollar
was paid back to her by the proud,
happy boy, fairly earned, as was also
the ‘‘lemon money,” she put it in
an envelope with a note to Mrs.
Carmen, and Dan took it from the
post office goon after, carrying that
unheard-of thing — ‘‘a letter for
mammy "—home with great curiosity
and speed. You may guess ; it ought
not to be necessary for me to teil you
what the note said about the money
it enclosed. But Dan and mammy
loved Viola better than ever that day.

Of course Bill Barley and ‘‘those
boys of his"” were inclined to annoy
Dan, and made several attempts to
stecal the wickets he left always in
position im the field (so as to save
mistakes in setting them again), and
to find the box of balls and mallets,
and the table, which were always
hidden over-night in the bushes.
But after they had been caught one
night, or nearly caught, I should say,
by the farmer in charge of the field
for Mrs. Howe, a cross, ugly mastiff
was left as watchman at night, and
no boy dared risk getting over the
fence. So Dan was secured from
further annoyance of that sort.

So the summer days went on and
on. Dan's little heart expanded more
and more, and the village people,
taking a new interest in him,—of
course, owing to the influence of his
staunch friend, Miss Viola, —were quite
surprised at themselves for ever hav-
ing imagined the poor little fellow to
have been the chief ‘‘bad boy " of
the place. Why, if they had only had
a fair chance to look at him, long be-
fore, to have really looked into those
honest eyes of kis, and watched the
expression of that little brown face,
as they often watched it now, surely
no person of sense could possibly have
believed all the miserable notions
which had somehow—without any of
Dan'’s fault, we who are behind the
scenes have known all along—become
circulated about the little ‘‘half-
breed.” Well, all that was over.
Dan had no need to shamble along
uneasily, keeping his eyes open for
Bill Barley or seme other misfortune,
and he didn't expeci now-a-days to
hear surly threats or meet con-
temptuous glances. Thanks to the
dear young lady who had brought all
this happy change about, Dan Car-
men could hold up his little figure,
and feel that his shrinking days were
over.

The time of the county Fair was

approaching, and the village boys
were getting excited. Ban was no
longer ‘‘proprietor ” of the croquet-

ground. That game had lost its
popularity at last, and so, after some
weeks of quite successful business
profits, Dan pulled up his wickets,
packed his set in its box, and stowed
it away at home with the old table,
thanked Mrs. Howe for her kimdness
in letting him have the field so long,
and then held himself ‘“open for en
gagements "’ of any kind that might
turn up. His mother had wished to
keep his little earnings for him apart
from her own purse, but Dan laughed
at her. ““What do you 'gpose I earned
it for, mammy, darlin’if it wasn't to
help you?" he asked, throwing his
arms about her neck with one of his
energetic hugs.

However, she made him take out the
Fair admission money, knowing how
he longed to go, and yet feeling that
he wouldn't touch a cent of it unless
he was sure there was suflicient be-

humors from the blood. The sooner
you begin to give this medicine the
better.

hind it in the little pasteboard box.

boy when he told Miss Viola all about | |

a time when the Tair grounds were ||
being arranged,
up for various purposes, Dan and the
farmer's hired choreboy were in the
field together helping with the hay. |1
Dan whistled merrily about his work,
for not only was he happy, but
seemed to overflow with a sort of new |t

new friends and his ‘‘lots of
Jake wasn't whistling: oh, no!|a
Jake was the chore-boy. He was
unusually doleful. I say
because Jake was always rather dole-
ful and ‘“down in the mouth,"” as the
boys say. He was an orphan, and a
stranger — as Dan had been once

and his busy wife were not over

luck about the village. Besides,
was no longer a ‘‘stranger” there,
and Jake had only been three weeks
in the place. He liked it better than
the orphan asylum, to be sure, but he
was very lonely and unhappy most
of the time, aud Dan began to notice
it soon after he started in on his work
for the farmer. On this afternoon, as
[ say, Jake was more than ever sad,
and was so ampi«l about his work that
the farmer yelied at him cross
“Can’'t ye move like a live eritter 27
he cried. *“Come, stir those stumps
of yours, an’' creep as lively as ye
kin!" Jake tossed the hay sullenly,
and made no reply.

““What ails you, Jake, anyway ?"
asked Dan, his own sturdy little arms
raking fast and far as he spoke.

“ Nothin’ ails me ‘cept bein' as I
be,” answered Jake, ‘‘an’ I wish 1

was diff'runt, I do.”

Dan didn’t fully understand Jake's
meaning, but he could see well enough
that here was a boy who was feeling
as he used to feel before Miss Viola
enlisted her kind heart upon his side
of affairs in gemneral, and he pitied
Jake with all his heart.

*‘Cheer up, Jake,” said he, sym
pathetically, ‘‘there ain’t any use
in bein’ cross, you see, an’' if you
don’t move faster the old man’ll lick

you. I seeitin hiseye.”
Dan’s infention was more cheerful
than his words, but Jake somehew

didn't seem comforted, and so the two
boys worked together, one happy, the
other unhappy, until the hay-cart
moved away to empty itself of its
fragrant freight and return to load up
again, Dan threw his hat down, and
bared his curly brown head to the
cooling afternoon breezes, andstraight-
ened his tired little back, and whistled

again,

Presently he cried out gayly :

“Oh, Jake, I can see the Fair
buildin’s an’ the tents! Jus' look !
Ho ! won't it be fun!”

‘] don't want to see '‘em, an’ I ain't

goin’ to,” replied Jake, turning his
back and sitting down gloomily.

““Why, don’t you like to see 'em
so far off, an’ kind of wonder how
they'll look when you get inside 'em?”

‘1 ain't goin' to be inside ‘em,’
sighed Jake ; ‘‘ how'd you s'pose I'm
goin' to ge to that ere Fair?”

Dan was silent. He had forgotten
for the moment that only 4 little while
ago he would have been as hopeless
about the Fair business as poor Jake
NnOW was.

His little heart grew sad and sorry
for Jakc in a moment. He felt as if
he would like to help Jake have a
good time, but he didn’t see how he
could. He would like to have said,
‘“ Here, Jake, you can have half of
my money when Farmer Jones pays
me to-night, an' — But no, he
couldn’t say that, for it was mammy’s
money, not his, he was working for.
He had no right to give any of it
away. He put his hand in his pocket
and pulled out his handkerchief to
mop the little heated face, all tanned
browner than ever, and sunburned
in the bargain right on the tip of the
small pug-nose. With the handker-
chief came out a half-dellar. It
was the silver-piece Miss Viola had
given him just a day or two before,
and which he had carried around with
him as a sort of personal possession
and tailsman for good fortune—and
the Fair. As Dan picked it up from
the grass, a thought popped into his
head. He wished at the moment that
it had not, for when thoughts did come
to him in that sert of a way they
generally stayed long enough to com-
pel him to do some hard thinking
upon all-around subjeets. Just now
he didn't want to hold this special
thought at all. It fretted him con-
siderally, aud all the more because he
knew it was being very selfish nof
to give it attention. He went off by

it, and reccived from her — a great | of thoughts and desires
surprise to him, too—a bright halt- A red flush, which had no conne
dollar with which to buy something | tion with sunburn, erept up to his
for hig wother and himselt, brows and lost itself in the mass of
Dan had been working for a farmer | damp, tangled curls: which  were
for a day or two. The very same old | matted on Dan’s head and forehead
fellow, by the way, over whom he and [ He looked at, Jake's drooping back
Miss Viola had triumphed in regard to [ and shoulders, then at the money,
Mrs. Howe's meadow, you remember. | then in the divection of the Fair
The man had since then grown into a [ grounds Then he looked at Jake
liking for the boy. One afternoon, at [ again very wistfully, and at last he

and tents being put | sky,
sScape,

sprang to
he | upon the Fair grounds, and went over

delight in being alive, and able to *“Jake, Ja ke,” he said, swallowing
enjoy all the gladnesses which had | someth very hard, and trying to
come to him in various ways, and he | speak s e..m\ *You can cheer up
wished everybody in the world could | truly, ‘cause you're goin'-—— goin' to
be as happy as he was now, with his [ have a boss time, I can tell you.

johs," | See !
and his anticipations about the IMair. | can do

ain't «
‘unusually,’ | be hers.  Dut
see here
times lately,
lady who was heaps an’
— | to me,
how nice it feels to have a good time

in the village. He had no especial i
friend or crony, and the old farmer | too.

hand of the astounded

abundant with kind words and atten- | on, ‘‘ Now you can go to the—Fair,
tions ; and so, when you think of it, | you know, Jake, an’ have as good
poor Jake was really worse off than | time as the rest of —the fellers.”

Dan, who had at least the comfort of Jake's face was like a sunbeam.
his dear mother's love, for all his hard | * Yer don’t mean it, Dan, now, do

Dan | yer?

grinning

v old farmer to look at him with pleased

1is hand, hesitating between two Kinds

ooked up at the beautiful summer

=0 broad and blue above the land

Something he saw
welped him to some
|IX.‘ 1"1"‘

there must have
decision, for he
turned his back

o Jake

this was a present to me, an’l
what I like with it, ‘cause it
in't mammy'’s money, you see, an’ it
ruf money either else it would
it’s all my own, an’
I've had lots of good
since I knew a dear young
heaps good
an' now I'm goin’ to let you see

Jake,

He dropped the coin into the
Jake, and went

“Yes, sir, I do,
Hello, there’s the cart back. Now,
fly round, do Jake, 'cause you ought
to feel better now, you wu,”

“Don't T, lhnu h!" eried
like a new boy,
sprang with a

honest and true !

Jake,
and he
will to his feet and
actually whistled (though Dan did not
this time) as he raked the hay into a
pile for the pitchfork, and caused the

surprise L.ater on, when work was
over, Jake and Dan said good-by te
each other, and Jake followed the
cart and men towards the farm, while
Dan, feeling still rather lumpy about
the throat, walked slowly home to
deposit this day's profits of thirty
cents—all the farmer paid ‘‘a boy "—
in the pasteboard box. e made up
his mind to say not a word to his
mother about the change in his plans.
It would trouble her to have him dis-
appointed, and he would find some
good reason for staying at home when
the time came, no doubt. DBut poor
little Dan, he didn’t whistle much
during that walk home, and the smile
he put on, when at last his mother
saw him, was not very deep down in
his heart, after all, thongh she didn’t
know it.

The Fair day drew near, and finally
there was but one day before the open-
ing. Dan, taking home a basket of
clean clothes for one of his mother’s
patronesses, met Viola Carew at a
turn of the road.

She greeted him with more than
usunal warmth — though she was al-
ways so cordial — Dan fancied, and

he pulled his cap off with instinctive
gallantry as he paused before her.
“You will go bright and early to
the Fair, Dan, to-morrow, I ~.uppnso‘ 2
she asked, smiling, and watching the
little brown face closely.
The boy cast down his eyes
shifted from one feot to the other.
“1'd like to, ma'am,” he finally
said, feeling that he was giving at
least a frue answer, if not just what
she might imagine his meaning to be.
““There'll be nothing to hinder,

and

will there, Dan?" she asked again ;
and Dan wondered why she asked

such searching questions.
“You know 1 gave you that half-
dollar on purpose for the Fair, Dan,
my boy. I hope you haven't lost it.”
Dan looked up bravely. ¢ Oh, no,

Miss Vi'la, I haven't lost it; no in-
deed !
““Well, then, I shall look for you

the first thing,” she said : ‘‘ and per
haps you'll wait for me at the entrance
gate ?”

Poor little Dan, he felt himself in a
corner, and feared to explain, lest his
partial friend should reprove him for
what he had done : and, moreover, he
didn't like to tell of his good deed half
as much as he would have been willing
to confess to a fault. She stood there
awaiting his answer, and he kept
digging a little bare heel into the dust,
and twirling the handle of his cart in
great confusion of mind, At last she
said, severely.

““Dan, where is that money? I
believe you've lost it, after all.  How
you act! Why don’t you look up at
me, and be honest in speech ?”

“()h Miss \ll:l, I ain’t lost it at
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himself and sat down, but not until
he had heard Jake mutter sadly, ** I'd
like to have a good time same’s gther
fellers. Tain't never had a good time's
I kin remember ! Folks as does have |
'‘em mneedn't talk to me 'bout bein’' |
cheerful.”

His back was towards Dan all the |

iSo Dan would get to the Fair after
i all, and he was a very light-hearted

while he spoke, and he had not seen
the half-dollar which Dan now held in
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all.  Sometime U'll tell you what hap
pened to it, but I don't think [ feel

like goin' to the I mean | don't |
know as mammy can spare me to
morrow, ma'am, an' if you'll tell me |
‘bout the horses afterwards, it'll be

most as good as seein
ro Bl
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NIGH TO DEATHS DOOR

How a Young Lady was Cured of a Terrible

Malady When Near the Brink of the

Grave,

The large, pretentions brick residence at
86 Miami avenve, in this city, is the home of
the hevoine of this interesting story. She is

Miss Margaret Stenbanght, and her interest

published here for the first time,
“Four vears ago,” she said,
ferer in all that the term implies,
thought of baing as healthy as 1 am today,
Why, at that time, 1 was such a scrawny,
puny little midget, pale and emaciated by
an_ailment peculiar to us women, that my
father and mother gave me up todie. The
Iyeal practitioner (1 was at that time living
at Scotland, Brant Co., Ont.,) said it was
only a matter of days when I would be laid
away in the churchyard, and as 1 was such a
sufterer I cared not whether I lived or died :
in tact, I think 1 would have preferred the
latter. "1 could not walk, and regularly
every night my father used to ecarryme up
stairs tomy room, I remember my telling him
that he wouldn't have to carry me about
much longer, and how he said with tears in
his eyes that he would be willing to do it al
, if he conld only have me with him. It
evidently foreordained that I should
not die at that particular time, as a wonder
ful transformation in my condition was the
talk of the meighborhood. 1 read of the
marvellous cures that were being wrought by
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills for Pale People, and
my father went to Brantford, where he pur
chased a couple of boxes from Jas. A, Wallace,
I commenced taking them, and | thought for
a time that day they did ma no good, as they
made me sick at first, but very shortly 1
noticed a great rh:muo- They began to act
on my trouble, and in the short space of six
months I was able to walk, I continued tak
ing the pills, and in six months I was in the
condition you see me now. I fully believe
that tlu-\ done saved me from “Il\}:l ave, and
vou will adways find oiveell and balance of
my family re: iy to talk about the good Dr.
Williams' Pink Pills did for me.

Sworn and subseribed to before me this
15th day of December, 1803,

D. A DiLA» , Notary Public,
Wayne Co., Michigan.

Sold by all dealers or sent by mail, post

:linl, at 50 cents a box, or six hoxes for 2,50,

y addressing the Dr. Williams’® Medicine
( ompany, Brockville, Ont,, or Schenectady,
N. Bew: are of imitations and substitutes
alleged to be * i

1 was a suf
and never

just as good.”
i - -
TrESTIMONIALS  published in
Hood’s  Sarsaparilla  are as reliable and
worthy of confidence asif from your most
trusted neighbor.
Minard’s Liniment the Best Hair Re-

EDUCATIONAL

ST. JEROME'S COLLEGE,
BERLIN, ONT.
Complete Classicnl, Philosophioal am
Commercinl Courses,

And Shorthand and Typewriting.
For further paruculars apply to

REV, THEO, RPETZ, Presldens

HEADQUARTERS

e F ) R

¢ Chureh Candles

ESTABLISHED 15505,

ECKERMANN & WILL'Y

Beeswax Alt..r Candles

(| ALTAR SRAND
| PURISSIMA BRANT

The It

ading brands now upon the
market, ana  the most populal

J
‘}LT{! with the rev, clergy. Send for ow
l-"]“ price list, list ot preminms and

gpeeial discounts for quantitlet

before placing your order,  Addres
ECKERMANN & WILL
The Candle Manufacturers,

SYRACUSE, N. Y.

Merchant Tailoring.

\ R. 0. LABELLE nA HJI\‘ D A FIRMT
(Class Merc

. inl Ta establishment
on Richmond Street, next u.,y to the Rieh-
mond Honse, and opposite the Masonic

Temple. He will carry a full range of the
very ehoicest goods,  Pricesto sult the times
Batisfaction gunranteed.

PLUMBING WORK

in operation, can be seen at our wareroom

Opp. Masonic Temple.

And its cures are simply marvelous.
Hold thronghout the world, Priee, COTICTRA,
7 RoAp, 35¢, ) RESOLVENT, #L0POTTER DRUG
AND CHEM, CoRrp., Sole I'roy

A9 How to Cure Every Ekin Discase,” free.

ors, Boston,

SMITH BROS.

Bnnlt»r{ Plumbers and Heating Englneers
sondon, Ont. Telephone 538
Hole Agents for Peerless Water Hoaters,

filled with quills

ing experience during the past four vears are |

hehalf of

ON WASH Day:;

AND EVERY DAY.

better filling for Corsets
y other known material.
rbone’” Corsets
more

are tough-
than any
entirely
Featherbone).

elastic

ake, as they are

To be had at all Retail Dry Goods Stores.

Going to . . .
! ]| Business College ?

You should send for
the 170-page 1lus-
trated Catalogue of
the famous

Ontario business College
—'B—ﬁihvuu ONT.
ROBINSON & JOINSON.

Year.

L NORTHERN,
|\ riercdiefeqe

Owen #oand, Ontario, in the vory
W Vnorough Basiness Kdneatio
ALl other owviness colleges and
Cannda, then visit the Northe
everythiug thorenghiy  1f we fuil to produce the most thor-
ough, eomplete. prastical wnd extensive course of stndy, the
bost eellegs p s and the best and most complete and
most snitebia farmiture and apphunces, wo will give you &
fuil coursn ¥R ¥or Anmu\ Announcemant, giving toll
particulars, fres, nddraws . A, FLEMING, Principal

BENNET FURNISHING CO'Y,
LONDON, ONTARIO,

Manufacturers of

Church, School and Hall
FURNITURE.

Write for Illustrated Catae
logue and Prices,

*0 in Ganada to get
ud trip andvisit
al_Departments in
ness Colisge | smamine

Bennet Furnishing Co.
London, Ontario, Can.

New Fall Suitings.

New Fall Overcoatings.
New Fall Pantings

New English Neckwear.

The Latest Scarf
Pall Ma.il\\'m.- End.)

PETHICE & McDONALD,
398 Richmond Street.
First Door North of City Ilullf
? Why ?
Look LikeThis

DENT'S Iunmcm cum

(auanantego)
Dow's Taxy Intrarions. ALl dealers,
rsend e to
C.5. DE''T & CO., DETROIT, W

A SWELL AFFAIR.

180 KING STREET.
Joux Ferauson & Sons,

The leading Undertakers and Embalm-
ers. Open night and day

Telephone—House, 873 ; Factory, 3,

STAINED GLAS

FOR CHURCHES.

Best Qualition Only.
Prices the Lowest.

McCAUSLAND & SON

76 King Street Woat, TOCRONTO.

R g 4 .
The 0'Keefe Brewery C0. of Toronto, Ltd.
SPECIALTIES :

High-class English and Bavarian Hopped Aleg.
XXX Porter and Stout

Pilsener Lager of world-wide reputation

FECOKEErE, W.IHAWKE,
Pres, Vice-1'res, seeTreas,

POST & HOLMES,
ARCHITECTS.
OfMecs — Rooms 23 and 29, Manning Houss?
King st. west ronto. Also in the

le Block, Whll-)v
A. A. PosT, R A. W. HoLums

I. (G, G1BsoN,




