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'tis rainin’ he ordhers 'em out for a
vide. ‘'That's delightful ' he says
when 1 tell him we'll lose a guinea
by the men. | Hang the piaties!' If
he bain't gettin' light 1 do'n know
what to make of it, I suppose we
must only do his biddin',”

Some drops were just beginning to
fall as Mr. O'Leary and his faithful
squire set off upon their journey.

" Will you bring the umbrella,
sir I” inquired Nash, as they were
ahout leaving the hall-door.

* No, that would never do.”

“"Pis goin’ to rain sir.”

* So much the better.”

Nash opened his mouth as if to let
hds astonishment come forth.

“Wouldn't you take a cloak or a
oeat itself, masther, sech a day as
this ?”

“ No, no, 'twould never answer."

“The lord betune uz and harm ! A’

80, master ?"

Wonder, Tom, is the child of ig-
narance, and experience the fruit of
time. Be patient, therefore, and
omntent yourself with doing as you
are directed.”

They rode on for something more
than half a mile, at the termination
of which space the rain began to fall
im dorrents. Mr. O'Leary now quick-
ailed his pace, and Nash followed his
example, but their speed did not
save them from a thorough drench-
ing.

.ﬁDear knows, masther,” exclaimed
Nash, who really feared that the anti-
’uim was becoming demented,
“we'll be dhrowned this way.
Wouldn't it be betther turn into some
house 'till it gets lighter any way ?"

“I hinted to you, Tom, that pati-
emce is the sister of content,” re-
#lied his master continuing his gallop.

“Oh, bother to herself an' her
sigther,” muttered Nash, gathering
#he collar of his coat up under the
leaf of his hat so as to prevent the
wabter running down his neck, and
fartifying, as well as he could, that
#ide of his person on which the wind
beat. ‘I never had such a ride in
may life. I wondher is he cracked in
sirnest. Dear knows, if it wasn't
#hat I'm dhread what might happen
%0 him, I'd be apt to let him folly his
eaorse alone. This day flogs all I
aver hear.”

After riding about a quarter of a
wmile further, Mr. O'Leary suddenly
palled up his horse and said :

“Tom, isn't that the avenue lead-
jnq to Mr. O'Connor’s ?"”

" "Tis, sir.”

“I think we might as well turn in
and ask for shelter there, until this
shower passes, at all events.”

“The lord be praised, he's comin’
io again,” Nash added to himself, as
ke alighted and opened the gate,
They followed the windings of the
path for nearly a quarter of an hour,
amid the wildest and barest scenery.
ab the end of which time they reach-
efl a cottage somewhat superior in

pearance to the general description
: farm houses in the country, with
ab least a sufficient degree of decora-
@on about the doors and windows, to
mtimate that the inmates were not
campelled to be at all times toiling
st the spade or the plough-handle.

A8 the door, which was on that side
of the house on which the wind did
mot then blow, stood open at the
moment, our travellers alighted and
entered the porch without ceremony.
Here they stood but a few moments,
when one of the side doors opened
amd a hale looking man of respect-
able appearance presented himself
before the visitors. Mr. O'Leary
apolggised for their intrusion, talked
of the rain, and mentioned his name,
ab the same time looking out and ex-
pressing a hope (which Nash could
nob help thinking either strangely in-
comsistent, or very insincere), that it
waould shortly clear.

“Mr. O'Leary !" exclaimed the host
with an expression of great satisfac-
#ion, “the very man of all others who
ghould be most welcome to this
house. I can assure you you are no
#wanger here. Many a time your
mame is spoken of amongst us.
@ome in, come in. In the first place
you'll stop and dine with us—that's
settled—not a word now. Hallo !
Pat, take round those horses and see
them well taken care of. But you
are dripping wet !”

“Oh, 'tis nothing.”

“Nothing ? Why you couldn't do a
worse thing than to sit in wet
clothes—that and reading a wet
mewspaper. My poor father ought to
kmow both, for he lost his eyes by
ome and his life by the other. The
#ime of the election he used to be in
sach a hurry to learn the state of the
poll, and to read the editor’'s remark’s
that he never would wait to dry the
paper after taking it out of the cover.
I used often say to him, ‘now, father,
mightn't you as well just hold it to
the fire for a minute. You'll certain-
1y lose your eyesight.’” True for me.
se he did. Come up stairs and
change your clothes. Not a word
now. I tell you 'tis madness not to
do it. Peg, tell Miss Moriarity that
Mr. O'Leary is come to spend the day
with us. Step into the kitchen my
good friend, (addressing Nash) and
warm yourself.”

There was no resisting, so that
Mr. O'Leary abandoned himself into
the hands of his host, and after the
necessary change of attire, was by
him conducted to the sitting-room,
where he found the antiquarian lady
ready to receive him. To his sur-
prise there was nothing at all extra.-
ordinary either in her manner or
appearance, except thas she wore a
profision of very fine hair, which
made some amends for a decidedly
ordinary set of features. He had not
however, much time to speculate on
either, when the blunt and hospitable
master of the mansion arose and
said in his customary tone :(—

“Well, now, as I have a little busi-
noss b0 do before dinner, and would

be only a blockhead in your company,
I will leave you both to talk of all
that took place before the flood and
after, while I settle an account with
one or two of my tenants in another
room. Let me see now which of ye
will puzzle the other.”

One of the parties was already in
this  predicament, Mr. Tibbot
O'Leary at this instant found himself
in the condition of those unhappy in-
dividuals who rashly place themsel-
ves in situations for which they are
wholly unfitted by nature, and only
discover their want of capacity when
it is too late to make a graceful re-
treat. Not a word had yet passed
between them, he had merely bowed
to the lady seven yards off on being
introduced, when they were left, as
it were, caged together, with the
pleasant consciousness that he was
expected to entertain her. Had it
been with a lioness, Tibbot O'Leary
could not have felt a greater con-
fusion of mind. Being totally un-
used to anything like strange society,
he never until this moment became
aware of his failing. Miss Moriarity,
with a polite movement of the hand,
invited him to be seated. He placed
himself in a chair with the utmost
celerity, then after a few minutes,
perceiving that the lady was yet
standing, he sprung from his seat
with the greatest embarrassment, and
bowed repeatedly by way of apology,
without the power of uttering a syl-
lable. After a time both obtained
chairs, but without seeming to have
approached the nearer $o anything
like a sociable interchange of senti-
ments. The longer the silence con-
tinued, the more difficult Mr. O'Leary
found in breaking it, and yet the
more embarrassing it became. It
was not that he had got nothing to
say, the evil was, that a thousand
things occurred to him, but all were
rejected as unsatisfactory. The lady,
whether that she shared his awk-
wardness, or was resolved to enjoy
it, was equally silent. At length
when the chimney ornaments were
beginning to dance before his eyes
and the room to move slowly round,
he ventured to stammer forth ;—

“P—p—p—pray, ma'am, what is
your opi—pi—pinion of the r—r—
round towers ?"’

“I can hirdly say,” replied Miss
Moriarity, with a degree of ease
which somewhat diminished the con-
fusion of her visitor, “that I am satis-
fied with any of the theories which
have been broached upon that most
interesting subject. Cambrensis
calls them ‘ecclesiastical towers,
with some probability. Lynch attri-
butes them to the Danes, as does
also Peter Walsh, who are followed
by Ladwich and Molyneux, but then,
as Harris very properly asks, if so,
why are no remains to be found in
Denmark ? As to Dean Richardson’s
conjecture that they were used by
anchorites, I can hardly admit it,
when I know that history furnishes
but one instance of a Stylite monk in
the Western Christendom, in the
celebrated wood of Ardennes.
Neither can I say that the ingenious
but fanciful author of Collectanea de
rebus Hibernicis has thoroughly con-
vinced me, though I admit his con-
jecture to be plausible as his evi-
dences are ingenious.”

During the delivery of his speech
Mr. O'Leary gazed from side by side,
opened wide his eyelids in astonish-
ment, and from time to time
gradually moved his chair an inch or
two nearer to the speaker.

“What a woman 1" he exclaimed in
his own mind, and then added aloud :
“I cannot help thinking ma’am, that
one who is so familiar with the
theories of others, cannot but have
formed some conjecture of her own
upon a subject which has deserved-
ly occupied so much of her atten-
tion,"”

“Why I cannot but say I have been
thinking of it,” said Miss Moriarity,
“though I have not yet ventured to
mention it to any one, there is such
danger of a person’'s being antici-
pated. However, for all I have
heard of Mr. O'Leary I am sure he
would be incapable of taking so un-
handsome an advantage.

“Mr. O'Leary acknowledged the ex-
emption in his favour by a low bow,
accompanied by a look of horror at
the very idea of such baseness.

“My idea, then, is, that they were
built for none of the ends I have
mentioned,” said Miss Moriarity.
“You are aware that mankind have
in all ages been remarkable for a
love of the arduous, and that no pur-
suits have been carried on with
greater zeal, expense, and persever-
ance, than those which held out
least hope of ever yielding any profit-
able result ; and the most important
practical discoveries in science have
often been attained in the pursuit of
some visionary and unattainable
end. The search after the philoso-

‘pher’s stone led to the discovery of

Glauber's salts—the study of judi-
cial astrology produced those elabor-
ate calculations in old times which
are of such importance to the astron-
omer — and the desire to effect a
North-West passage conducted the
voyages of England to the magnetic
pole. Now my theory is, that some
philanthropic patron of letters in old
time, observing this disposition in
his species, had those round towers
built with no other view than that
they should exercise the research and
ingenuity of the learned, in succeed-
ing ages, and, by furnishing an in-
scrutable subject of inquiry, perpetu-
ate the study of Irish antiquities
through all succeeding time.”

The astonishment and admiration
of Mr. O'Leary had been reaching a
climax during the delivery of this
ingenious speech, at the conclusion
of which he again sprang from his
seat, and seemed about to fling him-
self on his knees in an ecstacy of de-
light, but recollecting himself in

time, he drew back with a respectful
bow and remained in his chair, At
the same instant the master of the
mansion returned in time to prevent
any repetition of such e~stacies, and
the conversion became more general
and less abstruse. In some time
after dinner was announced, amd
served up with a degree of comfort
which made the recollection of his
own solitary meals at Chore Abbey
less tolerable in the comparison to
Mr. O'Leary's inward eye, than they
had hitherto been. The worthy
farmer's family was numerous, and
did cordial justice to the cheer which
was set before them. After the cloth
was removed, and grace said, Mr.
O'Connor turned to his guest and
made the following speech : o ]

“I don't know, Mr. O'Leary,
whether you are a patron of those
modern fashions which they have be-
gun to introduce, snch as not drink-
ing healths after dinner, bowing as
if you had not a joint below the
shoulder, and such like, out for our
parts, we still keep up the good old
customs here, and I hope you will
have no objection to join us ?”

“I can assure you, sir,” said Mr.
O'Leary, with equal cordiality, “‘that
I am no friend to modern innova-
tions or ereations, which very often
savour more of self-sufficiency than
of politeness. As the poet says :

We shink our fathers fools so wise
we grow,

younger sons no doubt
think us so,

“Ah!” said Mr. O'Connor, shaking
his head, “many a palmor those two
lines eost me, when I used to write
them in my copy book at school.”

The glasses were now changed,
and the next ten minutes were occu-
pied with a confused babble of “Mrs.
O'Cennor, your health,” “Miss Mor-
iarty,” Miss O'Connor,” “Mr. 0'Con-
nor,” “Mrs. O'Leary,” “Mr. O'Leary
your health,” and a perpetual duck-
ing of about a dozen heads around
the table, which would have had a
somewhat comical appearance to any
person not immediately interested.

During their ride home, and for
months after, Tom Nash observed an
extraordinary change in the deport-
ment of his master. He became
more talkative than usual, began-to
show more solicitude about his
dress, shaved every day, found fault
with everything, staid little in his
museum, talked much of repairs and
alterations about the house, and
acted on the whole, as if some strange
influence was at work within his
mind. At length the secret came
out, one morning when Nash was in
the act of carrying a bag of seed sets
into the back parlor.

“Tom,” said Mr. O'Leary, “you
must not put oats or potatoes into
that parlor any more.” .

“Why so, masther ? what hurt is it
doin’ there ?”
“No matter.
it.”

“Is it ould Nelly, sir ?"

“No, your mistress."”

“My missiz!” Nash
dropping the bag of oats.

“Yes—didn't I tell you I am going
to be married ?”

For nearly a quarter of an hour,
the master and man remained gaz-
ing in each other’s countenances,
without uttering a syllable. At
length, the latter found words to say
in a tone of the profoundest sym-
pathy :

“The Lord preserve us, masther !”

“Amen, Tom!” sighed Mr. O'Leary,
and not another sentence was ex-
changed between them upon the
subject, until Mrs. O'Leary, ci-devant
Miss Moriarity, was introduced, amid
rejoicings that resounded far and
near, to the venerable mansion which,
it was the owner's will and pleasure,
should thenceforth call her mis-
tress.”

For a considerable time after his
marriage, Nash observed nothing in
the demeanour or conversation of
his master which could lead him to
suspect that he regretted the step
which he had taken. Mrs. O'Leary
was all that could be wished in every
respect, either by master or servaut,
and indeed it surprised Nash a great
deal more than he cared to let Mr.
O'Leary understand, how she came
to be so easily satisfled. Matters
continued in this even course until
they received a second visit from
Mr. Geoffrey Gunn, now ‘‘Counsellor”
Gunn, who, on hearing the humour-
ous antiquarian repeat his happiness
for the hundredth time exclaimed :

“I can tell you then, that if ladies
are curious, they sometimes know
how to keep a secret. Did you hear
about Captain———— and his wife?”

“No—what of them ?”

“A most extraordinary story, they
tell indeed. They had been living
together in perfect harmony, it
seems for more than twenty years,
when she died, and it was for the
first time discovered that she had
exactly got two faces—one behind
and one before.”

* Nonsense ! "
O'Leary.

“It may be so,” replied his friend.
“l do not answer for the reality of
the story.

Our will

She mightn't like

exclaimed,

exclaimed Mr.

“I know not how the truth may be,
I say the tale, as 'twas said to me,”

“1f it be true,” said Tibbot, “1I
think the worst part of the affair was
the keeping it concealed from her
husband."

As he said this, he could not help
observing that his wife looked un-
easy and confused, and a strange
doubt rushed into his mind, which
re-awakened his original foible in
more than all its former force. The
conversation ended; but for a long
time after, Tibbot did not retain the
untroubled peace of mind which had
till now accompanied his steps. The
extreme amiability of his helpmate

had won all his confidence, but it
made him uneasy to perceive that
Mrs, O'Leary did not behave towards
him with an equal absence of re-
serve, There was evidently some-
thing preying on her mind, and the
more pains he took to remove every-
thing that could in the least degree
interfere with her peace and comfort,
the more she seemed to feel it.

"1 don't know what to do about it,
Tom,” he said, one day addressing
Nash, who was the only person in
whom he could repoise a confidence.
“She scarcely eats a morsel, and in-
stead -of going off, as 1 thought it
would, it is only growing worse and
worse every day.”

* Ah, murther,” said Nash, * don't
be vexin' yourself about it. You
don't know the women. They'd keep
on dyen’ that way from the age of
fifteen to a hundherd. The only way
in the world is to let 'em alone an’
lave 'em to themselves. The more
notice that's tuk of em, the worse
they gets. They don't know their
selves what is it ails 'em half their
time. Take it from me, 'tis never
any good to be frettin’, more especi-
ally if you lets 'em obsarve it.”

Mr. O'Leary adopted Tom’'s advice,
and found his account in doing so.
For a considerable time after, he ob-
served that the less he appeared to
notice the anxiety which preyed on
Mrs. O'Leary's mind, the more visibly
it diminished.

Years rolled away, and after a life
spent in the most exemplary dis-
charge of allher duties as a wife and
mother, Mrs. O'Leary felt her death
to be at hand. In disposing her
mind with all the tranquillity which
an untroubled conscience afforded,
to enter on its final passage to a
better world, her faithful spouse took
notice that something of her long
forgotten and mysterious melan-
choly, would occasionnally cast a
gloom upon her manner. At length,
finding her end approach, she called
him to her bedside, and after saying
much to him in the way of consola-
tion and advice, as to the care of the
house and children, she added with
an appearance of anxiety.

"1 have now but one request to
add. Itis, that my head-dress, such
as it is, be not removed after my
death ; that you will not yourself
uncover my head, nor suffer any one
else to do so. I have a particular
objection to it. Great and good
minds, my dear Tibbot, are always
superior to the mean vice of curios-
ity. I am sure I need say no more to
you, except to add, that the injury
will be your own, if you neglect to
comply with this, my last injunction.”

In the first access of sorrow, for
the loss of so faithful and so amiable
a partner, Mr. O'Leary found nothing
very arduous in the accomplishment
of her dying wishes. After the first
day, however, when nature had ex-
hausted herself in fits of mourning,
and intervals of quiet reflection would
succeed the tumult of the widower's
grief, he could not prevent the ques-
tion repeatedly presenting itself to
his mind—what in the world could
be her motive for desiring that her
head-dress might not be removed ?

In palliation of any negligence,
which the worthy antiquarian might
have committed in resisting such
suggestions, it should be remember-
ed that a great portion of his life had
been spent in researches, having
chiefly for their end the gratification
of that foible, on which his excellent
wife in dying had imposed to griev-
ous a burthen. By continually re-
curring, and meeting at each fresh
assault a fainter resistance, it
obtained at length a complete mas-
tery over his mind. It was in vain
he thought of Blue Beard, and a thou-
sand other awful warnings of the
kind. In the throes of his curiosity,
desiring rather to gain an accomplice
than a counsellor, he confided his
agonies to Nash, and desired his
opinion.

“Be dis an’ be dat,” said Nash,
who, in a matter which appeared to
him indifferent on the score of
morality, considered rather what
would be agreeable to his master,
that what was most in accordance
with the laws of chivalric honor—
“dat I may never die in sin, but I'd
have adawny peep.”

“But then her last words, Tom—
her dying wishes.”

‘“ Ayeh, sure see never'll know it.”

“Well,” said Mr. O'Leary much
shocked, “I am sure you do not con-
sider the meaning of what you say.
I wish indeed she had never given
such and injunction, for it is prob-
able I never should have thought for
a moment about her head-dress.
Could I trust you, Tom, with what I
suspect to be the true cause of her in-
junction ?”

*“Could you thrust me, masther!”

“I believe I can. Well then, Tom,
I think the true reason is—" he
looked around, and then whispered
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in horrified accents in his ear—"‘ that
my wife had two faces.”

" Erra, howl 1"

"1 often remarked some mystery
about her on that point. However, I
who have all my life been so free
from this ridiculous foible, must not
yield myself up to it now.”

" Wisha, the dear knows,” said
Nash,whose curiosity was now wound
up to as higha pitch as that of his
master, "1 wouldn't have the laste
scruple in life about it. If it was
anything that would bring her any
harm, or keep any good from her, the
case would be different.”

TO BE CONTINUED
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OPPORTUNITIES
*
A TRUE STORY
By Rev. Riehgrd W, Alexander in the Missionary

How many ways there are of doing
good! Opportunities lie around us
like snow flakes in a winter storm.
If we hesitate or ignore them they
melt before our eyes and are gone
forever, but if we gather them they
are ours for all eternity.

A certain priest of my acquaintance
is one of these men who never lets
an opportunity pass. Filled with the
apostolic spirit, he would secure
Catholic newspapers and magazines
in Polish, in Slavish, in Italian, in
other languages as well as in English
and engage a couple of boys to bring
them along in his weekly visits to
the City Hospital, where he would
leave them in the wards or on the
beds of the patients. Hurrying
through, he only took time to say a
pleasant word to the sufferers and
everyone greeted him with kindness.

One day he left a Catholic maga-
zine in the private room of a lady who
seemed to be convalescing from the
effects of an operation. The next
time he came she asked him to sit
down, at the same time thanking him
for the magazine. He seldom took
time to sit down and talk with pati-
ents, but her expression of Jsadness
and pain struck him with special
sympathy, so he seated himself near
the bed.

" You are not a Catholic,
are you ?"

“No,” she replied, " I am an Epis-
copalian,and I am longing to see my’
minister—there is something on my
mind that I would like to have ex-
plained, but I can get no opportun-
ity of doing so. The attendants have
promised to get me a minister, but
no doubt they have forgotten all
about it,” she said with a sigh.

*“ 1 think I can get him for you,”
said the priest. "I might as well try
at once.”

He rose, and full of the quick re-
solve that was part of his nature,
took his hat, and with a hasty good-
bye left the room.

He hardly took time to salute those
whom he met, but hurried out of the
great portal. Tied to the hitching
post in front of the hospital was a
horse and buggy belonging to one of
the physicians.

It did not cost the good priest one
moment's thought to borrow the
buggy for an hour and explain after-
wards. He .sprang in, whipped up
the horse, and soon was at the other
end of the town, at thedoor of the very
snug mansion of the only Episcopal-
ian Minister in the town. He ex-
plained the cause of his visit and
begged the reverend gentleman to
accompany him to the hospital, for
the relief of the poor woman who
had something on her mind.

The minister was not accustomed
to " hurry-calls” of this nature, but
yielded to the earnest solicitation of
the priest, and took his hat; and
both got in the buggy which was
quickly driven back to the hospital.

Here an unexpected sight met
them. The irate doctor who owned
the horse was standing with a police
officer by the empty hitching post,
and the doctor was explaining in em-
pathic English the summary manner
in which the thief should be handled
when caught! As the horse drove
up and the priest sprang out, the
officer stepped up to arrest him, but
Father X— with a hearty laugh, only
handed him the reins, and began to
explain to the grumbling and half-
mollified physician the reason-why of
his depredation. The minister sat
still and looked on in amazement.

The doctor was so glad to get back
his property that the matter was
soon promptly and laughingly ad-
justed, the officer dismissed, and the
two reverend gentlemen to the great
amusement of those near by, mount-
ed the steps together, and the priest
conducted the minister to the poor
patient’s room, saying in his cheery
way as he opened the door:

‘““Now, my good woman, I have
brought your minister! Get the
burdens off your soul and be happy.”

The woman looked amazed, but
saw at once what the priest had done
and with a gratified smile held out
her hand to the minister as she bade
good-bye to the priest.

Father X— lost no time getting
down stairs and back to his rectory
where other business was waiting,
and for some time was not able to
go to the hospital.

Just a week after, he gathered his
papers and magazines and went to
the hospital. It was ahospital under
non- sectarian management, but
Father X— was always welcome.
He had never intruded, met all
people with kindness, never was
assertive, and in fact did more good
by his pleasant face and kind words
than a host of preachers.

Whenever a Catholic was pointed
out, there he poured forth his apos-
tolic zeal, but unless spoken to by
word or glance, he made his way
with tact and dignity, and left the
impression of his personality as a
memory that would mever be effaced.

madam,

Passing the woman’s room we have
mentioned, he found she had posted
a nurse in waiting.

" Mrs. — wants you Father,” said
the nurse, as the priest passed the
door. He halted and asked :

" How is she ?"

" She is not so well to-day Father”
(in a low voice); “she is not going to
improve. The case is hopeless. She
wants to see you,”

A quick look of comprehension an-
swered the nurse, and the priest
entered.

The lady held out her hand-—

“Oh! I am so glad to see you,
Father ! I have been watching for
you every day. I am worse.”

“Why, I thonght the good minis-
ter I brought you would have re-
lieved your mind, and set you on the
broad road to recovery!"

* Oh, Father, 1told him everything
and he ilistened and sighed, and
talkedabout Our Heavenly Father's
patience and ended by saying to have
faith and trust, and then went away !
And although I asked him, he never
came back. Father, he can do noth-
ing for me. What differencé is there
between the Catholic faith and the
Episcopalian ? 1 have always heard
it was only in name. If you will only
listen to me—you surely will. Don't
refuse me, Father.”

And then the good prjest told her
he would listen, and gently led this
troubled soul to open her heart. It
was a case of troubled conscience
and doubting faith, and where is
there balm for such souls exceps in
the Church of Christ ?

When the priest left her an hour
later, the load was off her mind. She
was in peace and asked him to ¢ome
back next day.

Need we follow up this work ef
conversion ?
was convinced of the truth, pro-
fessed her faith, received conditional
baptism, and the sacraments of
penance and Holy Eucharist, and
exactly one month after this good
priest had stolen the doctor's horse
and brought her minister to her
roem, she passed away to Ged forti-

DRUNKENNESS CAN BE CURED
OLD FALLACY

CANNOT BE

THAT DRUNKENNESS
CURED EXPLODED

Many men drink who desire to stop
the habit. Whiskey, however, has
undermined the constitution and
creates a craving that is not to be
denied, and the man must have
whiskey or something that will re-
move the craving and build up the
system and restore the nerves.

Samaria Prescription stops the
craving, steadies the nerves, builds
up the general health, and makes
drink actually distasteful and nause-
ous. It is tasteless and eodorless,
and can be given with or without
the patient's knowledge, in tea, coffee,
or food. It is used regularly by phy-
sicians and hospitals. It has cured
thousands in Canada, and restored
happiness to hundreds of homes.

Read what Mrs. G— of Hull says of
it and what it did for her :

“ It is four months to-day since I'started to use
your r.medf. I followed the directions and had the
best of resuits. One week after I started using your
remedy the patient stopped drinking and has not
drunk a glass of liquor since. I hope you will ae-
cept my heartfelt thanks. Hoping God will bless
your remedy whcrev_er tried. I remain

“ Mrs. G—— Hull, Quebee.’
(Name withheld by request).

Now, if there is anyone in your
town who needs this Remedy tell
them of it. Practical philanthropy
can take no better form. If you have
a husband, father, brother or friend
who drinks, help them help them-
selves. Write to-day.

A FREE TRIAL PACKAGE of
Samaria with booklet, giving full
particulars, directions, testimonials,
price, etc., will be sent in a plain
sealed package to anyone mentioning
this paper. Correspondence sacredly
confidential. The trial package alone
has often cured. Write to-day. The
Samaria Remedy Company, Dept.
11, 49 Colborne Street, Toronto,
Canada.

Ere many days she |,

CUTOMOBILES, LIVERIKS,

R. HUESTON & SONS
Livery and Garage, Open Day and N
Star Livery Bon-Ton Livery
479 10 483 Richmond St, 380 Wellington St.
FPhone 423 Phone 441

GARAGE

i - Ml wosd.... .
BARRISTENRS AND SOLICITORS

FRANK J. FOLEY
BARRISTER-AT-LAW
The Kent Building, Corner Yonge & Richmond Ste.
TORONTO

l‘lIAl(}lAi;

THE ONTARIO LOAN & DEBENTURE CO'Y,
Capital paid up, $1,750000. Reserve '!x.,‘so.ooo
Deposits received, Debentures issued, Real Estats

Loans made. John McClary, Pres.; A. M. S Mgr.
Officns Dundas St Cor Market Lage, Loadon™"

fled by the Blessed Viatieum and dhe
plenary indulgence to the dying,

A magazine, a kind word, a kinder
act, opened the heart of the lonely
woman and brought her salvation.
Is it not easy to embrace an opper-
tunity of grace ?

——

Every time we pause te grumble
at obstacles we delay the progress
which we should hastem by leaping
oyer them.

We should be mere stham mevely
just to people! we should be gemes-
ous. Napoleon ence said thas he did
not care whether people loved him
or not, provided all acknewledged
his justice. Justies is eert@inky
better than unfairness, but generes-
ity is better than ecithes. — Lewis
Berman Brown. 2

Graduates are successiul becamse t get the
best Business traming amd up-to-date conrsss
at the reliable

Belleville Business Cellege

Belleoville, Ont. Limited

Write for catalogae “F"

F. E. OFLYNN, BA., T.W. WAUCHOPE,
President. Princigal.

Music
Taught Free

Home Instruction
Special Offer to Our Readers

In order to advertise and introduee
their home study music lessons in
every locality the International Im-
stitute of Music of New York will
give free to our'readers a eomplete
course of instruction for either Plane,
Organ, Violin, Mandolin, Guitar,
Banjo, Cello, Brass Instruments or
Sight Singing. In return they
simply ask that you recommend
their Institute to yeur friends after
you learn to play.

You may not knew ene nete feam
another: yet, by their wenderfully
simple and thoreugh meshod, you
can soon learn to play. If you ame
an advanced player you will receive
special instruction.

The lessons are sent weekly. They
are so simple and easy that they am
recommended to any person or litthe
child who can r English. Phote-
graphs and drawings make every-
thing plain. Under the Institute's
free tuition offer you will be asked
to pay only a very small amount
(averaging 14 ecents a week) to eover
postage and the necessavy sheet
mausic.

No one should overlook this wom-
derful offer. Tell your friends about
it—show this article to them.

The Internatienal Institute has suc-
cessfully taught others and ean sue-
cessfully teach you, even if you know
absolutely nothing whatever about
music. The lessons make everything
clear.

Write to-day fer the free booklet,
which explains everything. It will
convince you and cost you nothing.
Address your letter or postal card to
International Institute ef Music, 98
Fifth Ave., Dept. 427M, New York
N. Y.

HAD RHEUMATISM
IN ALL MY BONES

“Sometimes I Could Hardly Walk !”
4 2 Boxes of Gin Pills Cured Me

SUFFERED frem Kidney Trouble for five long

years. [ alse had
and m

em,
druggist’s.
Before I had used ome bex, I felt a hi
before the

hnndred d

Rbcumatism in' ofl ;ny bones
faot sleep at ::gt-—cud
walk., I treated
siclans but withont

hotel k , who been
" nndm‘v‘lld me to try
I bought two bexes at my

I would not have spent over one
for nothing, whem two

boxes of Gin Pflls cured me.

Anyoue suffering from Kidney Tronble

or Rheumatism, shonld never be without

Drive your old enemy out of your system. Be free of pain,
Away with
ke Gin Pills. A

and work and enj? life,
Kidney Troubles, Ta

comfort for the rest of the year,

EUGENR 2
Chief City Ci: n Agent,
“La Patrie’' Montreal,

Be able to walk
‘pain in the back, Rhéumatism, and
ew boxes now, will mean ease and

'Remember, Gin Pills are sold on a positive gnarantee to giv&utlslacﬂon or

your money refunded.

Canada, Limited, Teronto.

soc. a box, 6 for $2.50,
buy them. Sample free if you write the National Drug an

You may ti em before you
Chemical Co. of

[
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