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«THE HOUSING OF THE POOR.”
BY THE RIGHT REV. THE LORD BISHOP OF GUIANA.

BT is not a question which can be
f  settled off-hand. There are
many serious considerations
which must be taken into ac-
count before a question like this can
be satisfactorily solved. That there is
pressing need for improvement in this
dircction every one will admit. We can
all point to dwelling houses in which a
rich man would hesitate to place his
dogs. Tiiere are whole families herded
together under conditions which render
cleaniiness and decency next door to im-
possible, and which are not ouly an
ever-threatening menace to society and
a misery to the poor themselves, but a
disgrace to our Statesmanship anc our
nineteenth-century Christianity.  And
further than that, most will admit that
such a state of things ong/f not to be,
and many, too, have determined that it
skall not be. The problem we have to
face is, how can this unsatisfactory state
of things be remedied? And the difficulty
of solving the problem seems to be
greater the closer we look into it. Isit
to be remedied by the interference and
aid of the State, or through private
charity, or through the landlord, or by
the poor themselves ?

The State has lately passed an Act
which gives power to the Local Au.hority
to prevent habitation in unsanitary dwell-
ings. On the petition of a certain number
of houscholders the Local Authority is
bound to investigate and to decide
whether property is in a sanitary con-
dition or otherwise. If it is declired to
be unfit for habitation, they can compel
the landlord to put it into habitable
repair ; and if he refuses wo do so, they
can, if they like, close it up or pull it
down. That there kas been culpable
negligence in enforcing the Act of Parlia-
ment none will deny, and this negligence
arises from many causes. It may be
true, as is sometimes said, that the in-
dividuals who constitute the Local
Authority in towns are more interested
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in securing a good return for their
money laid out than they are for the
welfare of their poor tenants. This is
not generally so, however ; and perhaps
the greatness of the evil, and their
powerlessness to know where to begin,
or how to grapple with a question so
far-reaching and intricate, bas as much
to do with their inaction as any other
reason, for it is not a single house here
and there which needs putting right, but
there are whole streets, and blocks of
buildings, badly lighted and drained,
and supplied with no conveniences,
utterly unfit for habitation, and which
could not by any amount of repairing
and patching be made so; and the only
satisfactory way in which they can be
dealt with is to pull them down.

One special featuse of ou: age is the
drift into towns from the country, and
there is, in consequence, a keen com-
petition for dwellings by the labouring
classes, and especially if near their work,
and the supply of suitable healthy dwell-
ings is not equal to the demand; nor
could they pay for them out of their
wages, if it were, consequently they
crowd into any kind of dwelling which
their means will cover, u0d from necesszty,
rather than cZoice, fill up tenements
which are unfit for families to dwell in.
Houw is the evil to be remedied ?

Make th: landlords put their property
inlo proper repair says one. Certainly
they should be made to do this, if it caz
be done; but there are houses which
we ail could point to which the most
liberal and willing landlord could not
make fit for human dwellings. They
are badly situated, badly planned, and
badly built. He cannot alter the position,
nor widen the streets, to admit light, nor
re-plan the building, nor remove the
ashpits and water-closets from too close
proximity to the doors and windows, nor
suitably provide these if they do not
exist. Besides, that would not relieve
the overcuwding.” To build or alter

{47 1ights reserved.)
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houses, to meet proper sanitary require-
ments, would mean that only half of
those who now crowd our rookeries
could be accommodated, and what is to
be done with the displaced half? And
further, if the landlord is to be paid the
same rent for his property as now, the
remaining half would have to pay Zwice
the rent they at present do. That, how-
ever, is the point of the question. It is
;mainly a question of payment. If the
poor could aford to pay higher rents
there need be no question of overcrowd-
ing or unsanitary dwellings. They crowd
into unfit houses, as 1 said before, from
necessity rather than choice; and now,

in many cases, within the knowledge of .

us all, the rent has to be filched from
the comforts of home, and back and
stemach have to suffer that the rent may
be forthcoming.

Then let them have higher wages says
another. That does seem a simple way
of settling the difficulty; but the land-
lord tells us that the builder, architect,
lawyer, and workmen who build and
repair his houses, have to be paid by
him. There is the cost of the ground,
or ground rents, dilapidations to be
looked to, interest upon the money he
has laid out, the redemption of the
principal itself, cost of labour in gather-
ing the rents, and loss of rent through
defaulting tenants, etc.; so that with
one thing or another, many say house
property is not a desirable holding, and
is a /loss rather than a gain. If the
wage of the workman who is the tenant
is raised you must also raise the wage
of the workman who builds ; and if the
tenant cannot afford to pay more, nor
the landlord to take less, raising the
svages all round would hardly settle the
difficulty.

Lower the price of the land, and abolish
ground rents says another. The ground
landlord would have something to say
upon that; besides, it would scarcély be
possible to do this while there is such
Jkeen competition for every foot o1 it in
open market. .

Lower the price of building materials
says another ; but materials arc cheaper
than ever they were; besides, that could
not be done-without an alteration in the
law of supply and demand all through.

Then the State must aid says another.
¢Let each Local Authority clear away
the unsanitary property, and build ow#
af the rales suitable dwellings, as they
do Board Schools and public offices;
let them charge such a rent as the poor
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can pay, and make up the deficiency out
of therates.” That seems easy too, but
it is rather a large order. I believe in
the brotherhood of man, and that it is
the duty of the better off to help those
who cannot help themselves. But what
does such a scheme mean? Is it any-
thing better than a gigantic system of
indiscriminately given parish relief? It
means supplementing the wages of the
labourer by dipping your hand into the
pocket of the ratepayer. It would be
impossible to discriminate between the
deserving industrious workman who is
worthy of help, and the thriftless and
worthless who will make no effort to
help himself. Itis a scheme beset with
many grave difficulties, and which needs
the most careful consideration which
politicians and every one else can give
to it before it is adopted.

We should be jealous of any scheme
which robs a man of his independence
and individuality. There is something
wrong cither with the man or his sur-
roundings if he cannot live and pay his
honest way by his labour without the
help of charity doled out to him from
some source or other, either from the
rates or from the pockets of private
philanthropists. Every help ought to
be given to aid a man to Zelp himself,
but a man’s self-respect is sapped as
soon as he becomes a pauper and de-
pends upon help from others.

It is true that many of the poor cannot
pay for suitable dwellings. There are
some who cannot get work. These
should be helped in some way. There
are others who gain such a scanty wage,
that the most they can do is to eke out
a miserable existence, and live from
hand to mouth. They camnot save
cither for a rainy day or old age. 1t
is- their misfortune rather than their
fault. They are born without back-
bone, and deficient of grit. They belong
to the invertebrate order of men, and
cannot stand alone, and would slip down
from whatever position of the social
ladder you might place them in, and
would always be poor if money lay at
their very feet. Such, who ceznnot help
themselves, as well as those whom
sickness and unlooked-for distress have
rendered auyway incapable, skowld be
and szust be helped in some way. It is,
however, a difficult matter to discriminate
between the really deserving and the
worthless, and there are some of the
poor (poor enough in all truth, for they
arc destitute of even the will to help
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themselves) who deserve little sympathy,
and should be made to help themselves.
Millions of pounds find their way out of
the pockets of the labouring poor into
those of the publican and betting man.
“You cannot have your cake and eat it”
is a homely saying applicable to this
question ; and if the labouring man pays
his money to the beershop or the book-
maker, he cannot have it wherewith to
pay his rent. Public-houses flourish
best in the poorest quarters; and cases
can be quoted by the thousand in which
money 1s not only kept from the land-
lord, but from the wife and children,
and home, and paid over the counter of
the public-house, or into the pocket of
the bookmaker. There is poverty which
is honest and ough. to be respected, but
there is also pov.rty which is self-
inflicted and criminal, and deserves no
respect. We may put it down as a safe
rule that relief ought not to be given to
able-bodied men, either in the form of
helping them with their rent, or in that
of blankets, or soup, or parish relief,
without some equivalent of teork. Notice
those who enter the public-house most
regularly, and notice how regularly sonze
do enter, and you will not be surprised
that the grocer has to wait for his
account, or the landiord has to whistle
for his rent, Nor is it only drunkenness
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which fights against the landlord, but
delling is fast becoming a National curse,
Up and down the land, in the yard, the
shop, in the public-house, and in the
slums and alleys betting goes on among
all classes; and not only men and
women but children also are learning
every turn of the way which leads to
the bookmaker, and to know the mean-
ing of “hedging” and “odds.” It is a
difficult matter this better housing of the
poor, for there are some who live in
slums by preference, and who would, by
their unclean habits, make the best house
you could put them in a slum if they
could. The fiza/ solution of this matter
seems to be with the poor themselves.
They will get to know in time how
prejudicial such a life is to themselves
and to others, and when they know it
they will in some way remedy it. It
should be the part of those who do know
the evil to help them to see it and to
remove it. Meanwhile the evil is grow-
ing in proportion and menace every year,
and something needs doing at once.
The State can aid in many ways. It
can prevent overcrowding, can pull
down unfit dwellings, can loan money
to build, can make secure the poor
man’s savings, and give him all the help
a Building Society could give without
the risk. .

THE JESSOPS:
AN EMIGRATION STORY.

BY THE REV, E, N, HOARE, M.A,,
Vicar of Stoneycroft, Liverpool ; Author of ** Clild Neighbours,” © Tasper Rentoul)' cete., cle.

CHAPTER IX.
FROM MONTREAL TO VANCOUVER,

IKE many a sailor who has traversed
hundreds of leagues of ocean, Tom
Playfair's experience of land travel had
been very limited. Indeed, in England
he had never been thirty miles from
Liverpool, while his sojourns in America
and elsewhere had been too brief to
permit of anything beyond a merely
local excursion. The idea of a great
trans-continental journey of three thou-
sand miles, and occupying nearly a
week, was all the more novel and ex-
citing to the young seaman. We must
not blame Tom if his notions of geo-
graphy were a little vague ; for indeed
it is not easy for one who has been
bred in this little island to realise the
“magnificent distances” of the Cana-~
dian Dominion. For Tom, Vancouver
and Victoria were practically the same
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place; both were three thousand miles
away. Nor did he distinguish between
Vancouver city, situated on the mainland,
and the island of the scm: name of
which Victoria is the capital. At Victoria
Sybil lived, and, after traversing a con-
tinent, he could not fail to find her.

But having time on board the train
to study the “annotated timetable” of
the Canadian Pacific Railway, Tom
discovered that it would be scarcely
possible—if possible at all—for him to
get even a peep at Victoria before taking
up his duties on the Empress stcamer.
His train was due at Vancouver at one
o'clock on the sixth day after leaving
Montreal. Then the steamer, starting
almost immediately, was timed to reach
Victoria at six in the evening. The
return voyage was made in the early
morning, the steamer leaving Victoria at
2 A.M, and reaching Vancouver city at
about eight. That same afternoon the
Empress steamer was timed to sail for
Yokohama.

The question that Tom Playfair de-
bated hour after hour, as the train
thundered along through the region of
rock and lake and forest that lies to the
north of Lake Superior, was as to the
likelihood of his discovering or coming
on Sybil in the course of a single evening.
He speculated as to the sort of place
Victoria was. Was it a straggling place,
or was there some one principal street,
or it might be a park, where everybody
was sure to turn up of an evening?
Would there be any use inquiring at the
post-office, or should he just demand
of this person or of that if they knew a
young lady called Jessop?

Well, these dreans and speculations
served to occupy a good deal of time, and
from morn till even, and all night long,
the train was speeding on towards the
western ocean. Lover-like, Tom was
happy, in that each hour brought him
nearer to the loved one.

Awaking rather late on the morning of
the third day after leaving Montreal, Tom
could have fancied himself at sea again.
The whole aspect of the country had
been transformed since the previous
evening. Neither lake nor tree, rock nor
hil}, was to be seen. In évery direction
the rolling prairie stretched away till,
sea-like, it melted into the natural
horizon. Tom looked round him with
interest, nor had he grown weary of the
novel spectacle when the train ran into
Winnipeg. -

.-Here there was a rest of two or three

.
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hours, and Tom had sufficient time to
explore the capital of which Manitoba is
so proud. And, indeed, Winnipeg is a
wonderful place. A busy, thriving town,
with no doubt a magnificent future, it
was, but a generation ago, a poor village
of a hundred inhabitants, that had grown
up round the old Fort Garry of the
Hudson Bay Company. But our young
traveller was impatient to get on, He
was convinced that there was no place
in the New World—if, indeed, in any
world—to compare with Victoria ; so he
rejoiced when, after many delays, the
train got away from the busy, crowded
platform, and rushed forth into the
vast solitudes of the open prairie once
more. |

But Tom Playfair was heartily sick of
the prairie country before he was done
with it. All the rest of that day, and till
the darkness gathered, the landscape
was of the same monotonous character.
The sun rose, and the train might have
been running through the identical dis-
trict that had been traversed the previous
evening. A long day followed, and to
the impatient traveller the train seemed
to be merely creeping across a limitless
expanse. True, the surface of the
country was no longer flat; the track
was gradually rising through an undulat-
ing region, and, after a time, the Cypress
Hills were visible, breaking the uni-
formity of the western horizon. Occa-
sionally a flourishing stock-farm was
passed ; then would follow a long stretch
of desolate country, dotted here and
there with lakes of bitter alkaline water.
The bleached bones of the now extinct
buffalo littered the plain; and the ante-
lopes fled from the approaching train;
while the funny little prairie-dogs came
out of their holes, and stood erect and
absolutely motionless, gazing with fear-
less curiosity at the intruding and clamor-
ous monster.

In the course of the day the train
stopped frequently at small stations; but
between Regina, which is passed at half-
past five in the morning, and Medicine
Hat, which is not reached till seven in
the evening, there is no town of any im-
portance.

At Medicine Hat there was a pause of
half an hour, and Tom amused himself
by watching and conversing with the
Indian women that frequent that station,
selling polished buffalo-horns, beadwork,
and other specimens of native industry.
After leaving Medicine Hat the train
made but few stops, and as the darkness
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closed down on the landscape Tom and
his fellow-travellers made themselves
comfortable for the night.

Next morning dawned on a scene of
magnificence for which Tom had been
prepared by description, but which al-
together surpassed his anticipations. For
some time the track had been steadily
rising. Medicine Hat, though situated
in a local depression, is 2,150 feet above
the sea-level. Calgary, which was passed
before dawn, is 1,200 feet higher. So
the altitude increases as the *‘ foot-hills”
of the Rocky Mountains are climbed, till
suddenly, at “the gap,” at an elevation
of 4,200 feet, the line plunges among the
snow-capped mountains through the
narrow valley, or chasm rather, out of
which the Bow River emerges. At Can-
more, which was reached “on time,” at
six o’clock, an “observation car,” specially
arranged so as to afford an unbroken
view of the scenery, was attached. Tom
roused up, entered the car, and began
to wonder what new world this was in
which he found himself after those days
of monotonous travelling on the plains.

Tor now a section of the journey had
commenced which no one who has made
it can ever forget. Before seven o'clock
of a beautiful morning Banff was reached,
The station, nestling among the moun-
tains, is charmingly situated, and lies
about two miles from the hot springs,
which will, in time, no doubt make this
glorious spot a fashionable health resort.
From Banff the railway pursues its up-
ward way, still following the line of the
Bow Valley. Unfortunately, forest fires
have devastated whole tracts of country,
so that nought remains save charred and
blackened and, in some cases, smoking
poles, to tell of the magnificent foliage
that once had clothed the mountain slopes
and filled the gorges beneath. After a
time the Bow River is left, and the track
is led up through the valley of atributary
stream. Then, at Stephen, the highest
point in the ¢ Rockies,” 5,296 feet, is
attained, and the train begins to descend,
plunging into dark canyons, and slipping,
as it were, down the mountain side, till
at midday Donald is reached,

But there is still another range of moun-
tains—the Selkirks—to be scaled before
the Pacific coast is reached. After run-
ning a few miles through an upland
valley, the Selkirks are attacked at
Beaver Mouth. The train ascends the
gorge by a steep gradient till the river
is left far below. Magnificent trees of
enormous size stand around, deep gullies

are crossed on lofty tressle-bridges, and
at last the summit is gained.

Once more the train begins to descend.
Glacier House is reached before two
o’clock, and here an hour is allowed for
dinner. Then the downward journey is
resumed. The track makes a series of
curves, in descending the mountain side,
at a place called the Loop. A short stop
is made further on to enable passengers
to alight and gaze down into vhe Albert
Canyon, where a river flows at the bot-
tom of a chasm 3co feet below the railway.

Thus the afternoon wears on. The
imagination flags, and the eye grows
weary of reporting scene after scene of

beauty and sublimity. Nightfall is a re-

lief. Inthetwilight—for itis nowbetween
eight and nine o'clock—the Shuswap
Lake is reached. Along the margin of
the octopus-like sheet of water the track
winds its way for fifty miles, an arm of
the lake is crossed, the darkness gathers
round, and the travellers, sated with
splendour, seek repose,

At daydawn the traveller looks out,
and still finds himself in the midst of
magnificent scenery. Indeed, he is told
that some of the sublimest and most
awe-inspiring parts have been passed in
the hours of darkness. He is now de-
scerding the valley of the Thompson
River, the line clinging to the hillsides
far above the rushing torrent. Later on,
the canyon suddenly widens to admit
the Frazer River, which comes bounding
with fierce flood from the north. The
united streams now rush onward through
a deep narrow gorge, the sides of which
are in many places absolutely precipitous.
Still the railway track refuses to be dis-
lodged. Here it twists along the edge
of a cliff; there it crosses a steep, treach-
erous slope; again it bores its perilous
way through a tunnel, and all the while
the boiling torrent foams and leaps and
flings itself from rock to rock hundreds
of feet below. At Yale, where the Frazer
becomes navigable, the canyon widens
out into a brozad fertile valley. Evidently
the mountain journey is over. At eleven
o'clock Mission Junction is reached,
whence a line branches off into the
United States territory. At noon the
train is at New Westminster Junction,
ai.d within the hour Vancouver city and
the waters that flow from the Pacific are
in sight.

During the latter stages of the journey
we have just described poor Tom Play-
fair was in a fever of excitement, Was
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it possible that after travelling all these
hundreds and thousands of miles he
should actually fail to see Sybil Jessop ?
His common sense told him it was not
only possible, but highly probable. But
still he buoyed himself up with hopes
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steamer on which he was about to ship
lying alongside the wharf. She was being
busily loaded, and already a sort of
simmering smoke was rippling from her
funnels.

But there was another steamer nearer
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and fantastic dreams. Only just what
happened he had never dreamed of, and
was quite unprepared for.

As the train, having completed its
journey of 2,906 miles without accident
or appreciable delay, ran into Vancouver
Depot, the first thing that caught the eye
of the young engineer was the great

at hand, and this, they told Tom, was
the local boat for Victoria, which awaited
the arrival of the daily train from the
West.

! Some passengers were already going

on board, and among them Tom noticed
several well-dressed ladies., One of
these specially attracted his attention.
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He looked—looked again; then, as the
cars came to a standstill, he scrambled
down, ran over the intermediate space,
and gasped out, as the lady he had been
watching turned surprised—

“ Sybil—Miss Jessop—is it really you ?
Can I believe my eyes, or am I dream-
ing ?”

The girl was facing him now. For a
moment she did not recognise him, and
for that she might certainly be excused.

“Whois t? Whatdoes thismean ?”
she stammered. Then, with a sharp,
short gasp, she exclaimed,  What!
Yor! Youhere! Tom Playfair! Where
have you come from? and when, and
why ?”

“From the cars, just this instant; as
to the why, I'll tell you that by-and-by.
But what good fortune brings youx here,
Sybil ?”

“I came to see my brother Reggie off
by the train to Kamloops yesterday. It
was too late for the steamer then, so I
had to wait till to-day,” she explained
simply. “I am on my way back to
Victoria.”

CHAPTER X,
NO TIME TO BE LOST.

OM PLAYFAIR looked
wildly round him.
“When does the
steamer leave —now,
immediately ?” he
exclaimed.

“ Well, perhaps not for twenty minutes.
They give the people time to get on
board from the cars,” replied Sybil, ap-
parentlyrather amused at her companion’s
eagerness,

“ All right,” cried Tom ; “wait for me.
I'll be back in a few minutes.”

Before Sybil had time to reply he was
gone, He hurried on board the ocean
steamer that lay in deep water alongside
the wharf, reported his arrival, promised
to be at his post on the following mern-
ing, and was back at Sybil’s side in plenty
of time.

They stood together almost in silence

on the high saloon deck of the steamer
till the bell rang.

“Now we must say good-bye,” said
the girl a little regretfully. “It was aw-
fully pleasant to meet a friend in this
out-of-the-way place.”

“Obh, you must put up with a few
hours more of my company. 1 amgoing
to Victoria with you,” replied Tom.

“Why, you said you were going to
China in the Empress steamer.”

“So I am to-morrow ; but I shall have
plenty of time to see you home first—
that is, if you don'’t object.”

“ How can I? The steamer has started,”
she replied, with a nervous laugh.

Itwas a celightful sail across the island-
studded straits of Georgia. In the dis-
tance the snow-topped mountains stood
out against the evening sky, while the
indented shores of the inlet on which
Vancouver city is built were clothed to
the water's edge with rich and varied
foliage. Just opposite, a bright, clean
Indian mission village lay, a white streak
between the blue waters, and a bright
green clearing in the dark forest behind.
To the left, as the steamer emerged
from the harbour, there lay, among the
rocks at the foot of a wooded knoll, the
wreck of a little paddle steamer. This

- craft, which lies there

rises and falls daily round
its shattered paddle-box,
_ is interesting as having
been the pioneer of the
great steam power in the
Pacific. Years agoit made a perilous
voyage irom England, rounded the Horn,
and pursued its way to what was then
perhaps the most inaccessible spots
over which the British flag floated.

This relic deserves a better fate.

“Was this a sudden idea of yours
coming.on to Victoria ?” inquired Sybil,
after she had pointed out the wrecked
steamer to her companion.

“Not at all. I had made up my mind
to try and get a peep at you, but I little
dreamt of the luck that was in store for
me.”

“You are very kind. I really have
not deserved such consideration at your
hands,” she said softly.

‘“Jt was the hope of seeing you, of
being near you, that in part decided me
to go with these China steamers; other-
wise, my heart would naturally have
turned to Liverpool,” remarked Tom
quite simply,

“1 hope you had some wiser motive

abandoned while the tide .
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than that,” she answered with assumed
indifference. “These wholove you, and
who are worthy of your love, are in
dear old England, not in this wretched
country.”

“You are not happy here then; you
aredisappointed ? 7 he cried with genuine
surprise.

“How can I be happy so far away
from cveiybody, with only strangers
about me, that is, and my brother, my
poor brother, dying, I may say ?” She
bit her lips and turned away, trying to
restrain or conceal her tears.

“Your brother Reggie dying! What
do you mean?” And in his genecrous
interest the young fellow forgot all about
himself and the suit he had come to urge.

“Perhaps I am exaggerating; but
Reggie frightened  me, he looked so bad.
He told me he had been ill and out of
work, and that made me anxious to see
him. But for a long time I couldn’t go;
the people I am with wouldnt hear of
it. At last I struck, and went right away.
The poor boy was better when I got to
New Westminster, and Providence had
sent him a kind friend.  That is the man
he is gone to Kamloops with, Mr. Parkin-
son. Oh, he is such a splendid fellow,
quite a gentleman, and yct able to turn
his hand to anything—a great, strong,
handsome man, and yet as soft and
gentle as a girl ; softer and gentler than
some gitls 1 know.”

“1 shall be jealeus,” said Tom Play-
fair.

Sybil leoked at him dubiously for 2 mo-
ment, and then said somewhat bitterly—

“Youncedn't be. He took my measare
at once, I can tell you.”

“He wasn't rude to you—surely not
that?”

# Oh dear no; Mr. Parkinson couldn’t
be rude to any one. But he cvideatly
saw the poor sort of stuff Reggie and I
were made of. He weighed us in the
balance, and found us wanting—very
much. But then, being a strong, kind
man, he was sorry for the sick boy; for
me he had nothing but contempt.”

] don’t believe a word of it, miss;
and if you were any ounc clse I should
say you were fishing for compliments,”
protested Tom stoutly. "* But anyhow,
this strong, kind man has relicved you of
your anxicty about your brother.”

Sybil replicd sharply—

“He has done what very few would
do. He has trcated a poor Iad about
whom he knew nothing like a brother;
e has taken Reggic away to his own
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place under pretence of giving him worlk,
but really to nurse him, and to save his
life, if possible.”

“ There, there! don't be angry with
me,” he pleaded. “I was only amused
at the idea of any man having a con-
tempt for you. DBut tell me about your-
sclf.  Are you going back to your place
—to the people who were so unkind to

ou?”

“If they will have me back, yes. I
have no choice.”

“Oh yes, you have a choice; you
know you have, Sybil. That is what 1
have come to speak to you about. Will
you not listen to me?” And he took
her hand tenderly in his.

“It is no use!” she cried, starting
back from him. “I'm not worthy of you,
Tom. That much at least I've learnt
since I've been out here. You are a
good man, and deserve a good wife;
and that is what I could never be.”

“ Come, Sybil, don’t you talk like that,”
remonstrated Tom. “ Not worthy! Why,
it is I am not fit to hold a candle, as the
saying is, to a real lady like you. But
I am able to keep you in comfort, and 1
can't bear to think of you going back to
slave at work you don't like. Youknow
I have loved you this many a day.”

“That is just it,” she sobbed, for her
pride was so farbroken down. ¢ Imade
light of your love when I ought_to Lave
been proud of being honoured with it.
1 was a vain, self-willed, silly girl, and
now I must take the consequences. 1
insisted on coming here, thinking I knew
what was best; I wouldn't be advised.
‘Well, you may be sure I won't give in
now. I chose to staud alone, and alone
I must earn my own indcpendence. It
may be my punishment, but I've got to
bear it.” And she tossed her head
proudly, choking back her tears.

Tom Playfair looked at her with admi-
ration, for there was something in her
face that made him love her more than
ever he had done before.

*Look here,” he said deliberately,
possessing himself now of both her
handg, “ I'want you to listen to me¢ and
I want you to listen to your own heart.
You know that, whatever your faults
may be, Ilove you honestly and well”

“1 know that, Tom,” she assented
with drooping cyes.

*“Wel], I dorn’t believe it’s in human
nature—not in a sound-hearted girls
nature, anyhow—to resist such love as
that. You don’t care for this Parkinson

fellow, do you, lass?”
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“No,” she replied obediently; “I
admire him, and am grateful—that is
all”

“Right! Now, Sybil, I want you,
while I am holding your hands and
looking into your eyes, to tell me some-
thing. Don’t let your pride start off like
a big drum beating inside you, but listen
to the still small voice in the bottom of
your dear heart for an answer. Do you
not return my love—just a little 2"

“Lect me go,” she said, “and I will
speak as freely as you have spoken.”

He did as he was bid, and then she
resumed :—

“I used to look down upon you, Tom.
We all looked down on your family—
morc shame for us!—just because we
imagined we were better born. You
were a rough sort of a chap, and of
course, following the calling you did,
you couldnt be always clean and tidy,
like ourselves. But I was mean enough
to take your admiration and your pre-
sents, though 1 wouldn’t take yourself.
And uow thiugs have changed. You are
going up in the world, while we are
going down, if that is possible. It serves
us right, and I think both Reggic and 1
are learning a wholesome lesson. But
you don't think I'd be so mean as to take
up with you
now after~—
aftertheway
Itreated you
in the old
days?"

“I've no-
thing to say
against that
if you think
its true,”
said Tom
quietly.
“But you
have not
answered
my ques-
tion. What
you may
have felt a
year or two
ago has
nothing to
say to what
you feel
now. You've
a right to
change your
mnind, I sup-
pose, aswell
as anybody
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else. It was quite natural that one
who was a lady boin should not care
about a rough, greasy little chap such
as I was. It is about what you feel
now that I am anxious. They say that
tabsence makes the heart grow fonder’;
and I know that is true for my own part.
Now tell me, my lass, during all the
time you have been out here, far away
from home and friends, has it not been
a comfort to think of those that loved
you? Have you never thought that
there was one who had you always in
his heart, who would de anything for
you, who lived for you?”

“How could I help it? I was so very
loncly, so very miserable,” she faltered.

“And was that thought a comfort to
you—just one little bit ?”

She nodded, but did not trust herself
to speak. °

“Then why should you be lonely and
miserable any more ?”

“ Because I deserve it, because my
lIesson is not yet learnt ! ” she exclaimed,
rousing herself, and starting from the
scat upon which they had dropped.

“And what do I deserve ?” he said
quietly.

““ou deserve everything!” she cried
passionatcly.

1)
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“ Well, then, give me somcthing—some
hope. I've come three thousand miles
to ask for it.”

There was a pause. Then she laid a
trembling hand on his arm.

“Tom, when will you be back from
this voyage ?”

“In about three or four wecks, please
God.”

“ Will you come and see me then?
and we can talk matters over more

calmly. I'll give yon an address that
will find ne in Victoria. Let us say no
more now.”

“1I'm more than content, my darling,”
Then he stooped and kissed the fingers
that rested on his arm.

There can be no more beautifully
situated town than Victoria, the capml
of British Columbia. The harbour is
completely land-locked ; so that while
wide watery vistas spread out in every
direction, the open sea horizon is no-
where visible. The coast is indented
with innumerable bays and creeks,
and the foliage on all sides is of
a soft and varied green, that recalls
the aspect of the '“old country” six
thousand miles away. The English
traveller will not have seen grass so
green since he left Moville or Queens-
town. Far away in the south the
lovely snow-capped Olympic Mountains
looked across the calm waters of Puget
Sound.

“I never saw a lovelier spot!” cx-
claimed Tom Playfair enthusiastically,
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as the landing-place suddenly opened
out in front of the steamer.

“Yes, it is very beautiful, and the
climate is pleasant too. 1t rains a good
deal, but that makes it all the more like
Ian]and replied Sybil.

That was a memorable evening, and
one they were never likely to forget.

The pair had tea together, and then
they explored the town and suburbs, in-
cluding the Beacon Hill Park and the
Chinese quarter. For a full quarter of
an hour they stood side by side on the
rocky eminence on which the cathedral
stands, admiring the unique view. Pity
that a site so splendxd should not be
occupied by a temple worily of its
beauty and worthy of the wide-extended
Mother Church which has here estab-
lished her metropolitan see on the verge
of the vast Pacific.

As night closed in Sybil Jessop
slipped away to the lodging where she
dwelt; and Tom, after bemg compelled
to say goodJ)yc at a street corner, was
fain to pursue his rambles in solitude.
Finding this but dull work, he went
aboard the steamer, turned into his com-
fortable berth, and was sleeping the
slecp of the just when the boat got under
way at 2 A

Twelve hours later the young engineer
passed over the same waters again, and
gazed with all a lover's fondness on
beautiful, peaceful-looking Victoria, as
the Empress steamer, moving all too
rapidly, sped on her course to Yokohama.

(T e continued.)

SOME MISUNDERSTOOD PHASES OF THE PROPOSALS
FOR DISESTABLISHMENT EXPLAINED TO A

PARISHIONER.
BY THE REV.

THOMAS MOORE, M.A,,

Reclor of St. Michael, Palernosicr Roval, and St. Martin Viniry, Collcge Hill, with All-
Hdllow:-//zc-G;m!—aud Less, Thames Street; Author of the "Enﬂ.’u/umms Bric/,” cle.

8 WISH in the following paper to
.l say aword, my friend, as to the
relation of thc State to property.
Now it is a fact that every kind of
property in the kingdom, of whatever nature
it may be, has at one timc or another in
the history of England been dealt with by
parliamentary legislation,
¢ To this rule there has not been a single
cxception.  All progerty, more or less,
comes under the control of Parliament, and
is subject to changing regulations, modifi ca-
tions inits tenure, its charges, and outgoings,

and conscquently in its moncy value, as
may from time to time be determined by
Parliament.

Parliament, it is admitted, is supreme
over the property of the Church ; but under-
stand that it is no morc supreme over it
than it is supreme over all other kinds of
property in the land.

1 sce by your manner that you question
the accuracy of my statcment, and that
you imagine that I am making allegatiens
without proof to support them.

‘Wecll, my fricnd, you know as to private
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A LONDON IDYLL.

There is nothing to complain of inside
the room, wretched as the place looks
from without. It is simply furnished,
very clean and tidy, though littered just
now by a few spotless folded garments
hanging over the chair backs and the
fender, showing that Mrs. Lake has been
putting the finishing touches to the week’s
washing. There is not much of a fire,
cold though it is—for one must be careful
of coals nowadays—but the room is
bright with the western glow which
shines through the muslin-curtained bow-
window, in spite of all that the hideous
buildings opposite can do to shut it
out.

The little hostess herself is more
sunshiny still. She has agentle, attractive
face, and a look of youthfulness one
would hardly have expected in the mother
of seven children fast growing towards
manhood—an intent, watchful expression
too, by which, as well as by the lowness
of her voice, one can tell that she is
deaf.

To-day she has a handkerchief tied
sound her head. It is very becoming,
but evidently not put on for that reason,
and one naturally makes inquiries. “I
think it’s a cold I caught, Miss. You
‘see, it's draughty having to do your
,washing on the roof, and it made my
head ache. It's not so bad now as it
was this morning; but then, the boys
were rather noisy getting off to school,
and you know what boys are—they don't
seem like as if they could be quiet.
Yes, indeed, it does seem a lot of boys
to have to manage, and they're not handy
in their ways like girls; but mine are
wonderful good—so they arc. There
wasn't one of them—not even the littlest
—that didn’t come and ‘want to do some-
thing to help me, or put their hands to
my head to cool it; but the clatter just
comes natural to them, and—there,” with
a Jaugh, “I dont know as I'd like them
to be different.”

The Irish brogue is not very notice-
able in her ordinary speech, but it gets
stronger 3gs she becomes more animated.

“Yes, Miss, it's good to know that
your children are fond of their homec
and fond of their mother. I do try to
make it happy for them; for I know
that if their father and mother haven't
done right by them it's hard for them
to kuow how to do right themselves. My
parents were good to me entirely—good
10 me, not always good to themselves.
But my father turned a new leaf when I
was still quite a little girl ; and for four-

teen years before he died he never
touched a drop of liquor~—never a drop.

“QOh, there was a time when he used
to be a terrible drunkard. It was when
we lived in the barracks, and he used
to come home (it was always when he
had been down to draw his pension)
driven in a cart because he couldn’t
stand. I remember I used to run away
screaming (I was such a little girl), for
he’d come back with his face all cut
and bleeding, where he’d fallen down
in the road. Such a fine strong man
he was, Miss—and that seemed to make
it all the worse. Not that he was ever
quarrelsome, and he never said a word
unkind to my mother, or to us children;
he was just helpless and stupid—so
stupid that he’d come home and eat his
dinner, and then forget that he’d had it.
He never had a farthing of his pension
to bring back, and none of us ever knew
where the money went. I suppose
people knew how it would be with
him, and wvaited to rob him.”

The bright eyes are growing rather
tearful.

“And how was it that the change.
came ?"”

“Well, you see, Miss, it was this way.
‘We came down from the barracks to live
in the town, and it made a good deal of
difference. I don’t know as the town-
people was better than the soldiers, but
they was quieter; and we didn’t seem
to be like the rest. I used to look at
the other children going on Sundays
to school and to church in their fine
clothes. We never had anything nice to
wear, and so of course we couldn’t go.
There was oune Sunday imorning my
father was sitting by the window, and
I said to him—1I remember just how it
was, me standing by with my hard on
his shoulder, for we was always very
fond of each other, me and father—I
said, ‘Father, I wish e could be like
them, and be able to go to church
too.” But I never thought we could.
He didn't answer, and I didn’t think as
he'd noticed.  But one day—it can’t have
been long after—a friend came’in to see
him, and talked for a bit, and then asked
him to go out and have a drink. Father
said, *No.” And when the man Jaughed
he said, ' Ay, you may laugh, and go on
laughing, but I'm never going to. drink
another drop o’ beer as long as I live’
And no more he did, though that was
fourteen years before he died.”

* And your mother?”

“*Ah, Miss, there was the trouble, I
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do think she was as good a mother as
anybody ever had, and as good a wife ;
but at times she used to break out.
You'll think she ought to have kept from
it all the more from seeing what father
was like when he had been drinking;
but it was just as if when she had once
touched it she conldn’t keep from it,
‘however hard she tried. Not that she
was what you would call given to drink-
ing; and it was enough to break your
heart to see how sorry she always was
afterwards. She had been married very
young—when she was three months of
sixteen, and my father thirty-five; and
there’s so many temptations in the
barracks for men and women both. I
suppose it was partly his example—poor
father!

“She would go on sometimes for
months and months, and never seem to
think of it, and then there’d be a break-
out. She never meant to do it, you see,
Miss; it was just as if she couldn’t
help it. After my father left it off he
wanted to break her of it too. He
thought perhaps if she had a little every
day—just a little, and no more—it would
cure her; but she wouldn’t. She said if
she once tasted it she must have more.

It was very different at home after
he altered his ways, and we got a nicer-
looking home and better clothes and
all. Father seemed to be proud of us
like, and proud that he had saved his
money for us; but it only made him
grieve all the more when my mother
broke out (not often, you know, and
always against her will), because he felt
(I know he did) as if it was his drinking
that had driven her to it.

“They do say that those as give it
up get weaker for it, but it never scemed
to make any difference to him, not till
my little sister died. And that knocked
him over like, quite sudden. There was
nine years between the next eldest and
Lily, and so we all thought a lot of her
—and she was a dear little thing; but
father couldn’t make enough of her, and
when she died (she was only three
years old) it broke him down so that
he never scemed like the same man
afterwards. It didn’t seem natural to
see a great strong man like him taking
on so about such a little child as Lily.
He was worse over it than mother was,
and lie never got over it, for all we did
our best to make it up to him. He used
to sit at home grieving, and nothing
that we did could comfort him; and

he got ill and weak, and when the
doctor came he said he wouldn’t ever
get well.  But we didn’t know he was
so near dying as he was.

“One day he’d been asleep, and he
woke with a start and called out, * Look,
there's Lily ! our Lily come back. Don't
shut the door,” he says to mother, ‘you'll
be shutting her out.’ And then he smiled
as he hadn’t smiled for everso long; but
it wasn't at us, for he held out his arms
towards the door, and there wasn't no-
body there. Then he fell back again,
and when I went to him—scared-like,
for I hardly knew what it all meant—
he was dead. We had always been so
fond of each other, and I hoped I could
maybe have comforted him after a bit—
and then he was dead, and it did seem
so hard.”

“Hard for you, dear, not hard for him.
There was Lily to comfort him instead,
and you wouldn't grudge her that, 1
know.” .

“No, no, you're right, Miss, and per-
haps my turn will come yet—but I
fretted sorely over it then. We were
all of us afraid that mother would give
up altogether when father wasn't by to
keep her straight. But if you'll believe
me, all that father had said to her didn't
seem todo so much good as the thinking
of him after he was dead ; it was like as
if she felt herself bound to conquer the
temptation as he had, for his sake. She
never said anything about it—not that I
remember—not till she was dying (for
she didn’t live very long after him)—and
then—"

What need is there to-ask for the
words? And indeed the brave little
woman is having a hard fight to keep
back her tears. The little simple story,
so simply told, of love and temptation,
failure and victory, is surely complete
already. But one knows that this was,
after all, but the first chapter in the real
life-history, and that the sequel is to be
read here—in this little room, a bright
spot in the midst of so much darkness
and misery and sin—in these deep-set
patient eyes, and the cheery smile (in
spite of the longing for “ home,” as she
says Ireland must always be to her),
and the pride in her children's love.
And one feels instinctively, as one
stands looking out to the paling sunset
sky with its bars of soft grey cloud, that
there is a “happy ending” coming,
which will be but the beginning of a
fuller, brighter, fairer day.
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THE TURN OF THE TIDE.

il g E was a sailor every inch,

i | His head was covered with curls,

M His shoulders were broad and his
arm was strong,

But his heart was as soft as a girl’s.

He loved the winds and he loved the waves,

He loved the sky and the sea;

But better than all in the world beside

He loved and cherished me!

“Dear wifc,” he said, as he stood by the
door,

“We've been married a week and a day,

And home is sweet, but the winds are fair,

And I must sail away".

I shall not fear, though the storms may
blow,

For you’ll be praying for me.”

I kissed him close, for I could not speak

‘When Jim went out to sea.

I watched by day, and I watched by night,
For the time seemed long and drear,

Till over the waters I should sece

His distant sail appear.

And still I kept alive in my heart

The hope that almost died,

For I knew that he would come back to me
At the turn of the morning tide.

A storm came sweeping through the night,
The winds and waves were high,

They drove the boat across the sea

Under the midnight sky,

Till at last it struck on a hidden rock
Wrapped in the boiling foam,

And Jim and his mates were clinging there
Wrecked within sight of home!

All night the winds were blowing high,

The black clouds gathered fast,

No hope above, and no hope below,

As he climbed the quivering mast ;

Till at last the dawn rose up in the east,

“Hurrah! We are saved !” he cricd ;

“For help will come from the lads on
shore

At the turn of the morning tide.”

‘We stood cn the shore, and we wrung our
hands,

For, alas! full well we knew

No boat could live in such a sea

To save the shipwrecked crew.

Jim knew it too. He secized a rope

And leapt into the sea,

“Fear not!” he cried; “Il save you
yet,

For my lass is praying for me.”

Once, twice, thrice, the waves rose up

And dashed him back on the wreck ;

Once, twice, thrice, he beat them down
’Mid the cries of the men on deck.

And at last he battled through surf and foam,
And lay at my feet on the sand,

Spent and bleeding, and bruised and dead—
But the rope was fast in his hand!

Oh, Jim, my sailor! I heard the shouts

Of the men you saved from the sca,

But my heart was filled with the voice of one”
‘Who will never come back to me;

‘Whom I shall not sce till my bark puts out
On the midnight sea to ride,

And I meet you again on the shores of light
At the turn of the morning tide !

MARY BRADFORD-WHITING,

o A FEW WORDS ON SLEEP.

BY THE REV. H. EDMUND LEGH, M.A,
Vicar of Steeple Stansgate, Essex.

i

RNRILEEP 17 we fancy we hear some
: one exclaim, “Sleep—a thing
= we do every day? It would
indeed be a blessing if it were so! But,
alasl—
{ Nature’s soft nnrse, how have I frighted
th
That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids
down
And steep my senses in forgetfulness.’
He who would tell me how I may obtain
regular sleep, sleep every day, would be
a benefactor indeed.” Happily cases
like this are the exception, not the rule.

As a general rule, the sleep of the labour-
ing man (who works either with hands
or with brain) is sweet, whether he eats
little or much. It is the abundance of
the rich (such as give the reins to appe-
tite) that will not suffer them to sleep,

“ All writers on-health,” writes Dr. C,
A. Parkes (Professor of Military Hygiene
in the Army Medical School), “notice
the importance of sound sleep. How is
this to be procured? and how much
should be taken? Nothing will ever
secure good sleep but good digestion.
At least three hours should pass after a
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good meal before going to bed. An
active, well-spent day, and taking only
light, digestible food in the last part of
it, will secure good slecp, and there is
no other possible rule or advice.” This
is an excellent prescription, but to most
of us the good doctor’'s advice may
sound rather like a truism. Our diffi-
culty begins where the doctor’s advice
ends. We want to know how we can
secure the good digestion, which is to be
a sure passport to a good night's rest.
The quantity of sleep is of less conse-
quence than the quality of it. A fuw
hours spent in sound sleep will do more
to renew our bodily powers than a long
night disturbed by dreams or otherwise
interrupted.

Among the means of securing healthy
sleep may be mentioned quiet, a darkened
chamber, and a moderate degree of
warmth. It has been observed that
“the habit of animals during sleep is to
retain to some extent the carbonic acid
gas in the air which they breathe. Most
birds crowd together when roosting, and
bury their heads beneath their wings in
such a manner as must prevent the frec
access of air to their lungs.” So it is
with pigs and other animals, and even

MISSIONARY

How a Slave Boy was Punished.

FRICAN TIDINGS tells us a horrible
story of the cruel treatment of a slave
boy by his master. The master was

an Arab, and lived at Wanga ncar Pemba,
The boy was falsely accuscd of stealing. His
master tied him up, had dried grass bound
round his wrists, poured paraffin oil over the
grass, and then sct fire to it. The poor boy's
wounds were dreadful.  They had not healed
when he arrived at the mission station of
Kiungani, and his left hand had become

THE CHURCH MONTHLY.

human beings instinctively roll them-
selves up when seeking sleep. It would
svem then that our forefathers were right
in excluding, for the most part, the free
passage of the air through door or chim-

‘ney.  But then it must be remembered

that this was partly due to a tradition
from the days when windows were not
glazed, and nothing but a shutter ex-
duded the outer air from the bed-
chamber.  There is sume comf{ort in this
reflection for those philanthropists and
others at the present day who have taken
to heart the condition of the dwellings
of the pour. To secure sound sleep all
the functions of the body should be
in reposce. The stomach must be kept
warm by. artificial means, or by a draught
of warm fluid, if, owing to weakness of
digestion, it is found not possible to take
food for a short time before going to bed.
But if the mind has been vver-excited
by amusement or business, a short walk
will be the best course to pursue before
retiring for the night. Regularity in the
hours of meals, and of retiring to rest, and
also in the quantity of food taken, is pro-
motive of early rising, which in its turn
is one of the surest ways of obtaining
the blessing of sound sleep.

GLEANINGS.

paralysed. “The dark places of the carth
are full of the habitations of cruelty.”

Bishop Phillips Brooks on Foreign
Missions.

“\Vhat plea can be more shameful than
to make the imperfection of our Christianity
at home an excuse for not doing our work
abroad? It is as shameless as it is shame-
ful. It pleads for exemption and ind: Igence
on the ground of its own neglect aad sin.
1t is likc a murderer of his father asking
the judge to have pity on his orphanhood.”

OUR PUZZLE CORNER.

XXVIL Exieua,

AM a useful measure, and an
.';L'" enclosure, and also a picce of
A3, 6§ money. People use me for sugar,

or fruit, or cheese. You could
purchase more than onc with another.
But I often sccure for the owner what is
lost. Who am I, please?

XXVIIL

;@

CHARADES,

1, Without my first you would be dull,
Unyoked, and wanting firc;
My next is smaller than my first ;
My whole meets your desire,

2. My first gives consent in peculiar fashion ;
My last often brings you a pleasure ;
My whole shows a man who (when not
in a passion)
Is silent and stern beyond measure.

. My first is a good game of skill ;
My second a person of note;
My whole can be done, if you will,
‘Whilst reading the book that you wrote.
4. My first is a boon, both to rich and to
poor;
My next is unpleasant to moston a moor ;
Butmy whole is often the very bestcourse
To take with a child or a runaway horse.

[#3]




“OWAhat Prefty Poffy Said.”

“A Kiss, ir You Prease! A Kiss, ir You PLease!”

Then a merry “Hal ha!” Then a chuckle, a sneeze !
“A Kiss, 1r You Prease! A Kiss, 1r You PLeasc!”
Another “Ha! ha!” Another big sneeze!

“Poor Orp Porry! Don't TEase!”
And Amy, astonished, looked up at the bird,
And wondered however she learnt her first word !
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Brother, thon art Gone Before us,

(Intended to be sung unaccompamed at the grave-side.)

1 nds by 2he Jo'e DEAN MILMAN.

Mesic by the Rev. L. Mcapows WHILE, M. A,
(Vicar of Horning.)
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. The toilscme way thou'st travelled o'er,

And borne the heavy load

But ( hrist hath taught thy languid fect
To reach Iis blest abode

Thou art sleeping now hke Lazaru-,
Upon lus Father s breast,

Where the wiched cease from trauliling,
And the weary are at rest.

. Sin can never taint thee now,

Nor doubt thy fath assail
Nor thy .acek trust in Jesus Chn-t
And the Heoly Spirit fail.
And there thou rt sure to meet the good
Whom on carth thou lovedst best,
Where the wicked cease from troubling,
And the weary are at rest.

NoTe.—The ties are to be used or not as the verses require.
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wea-ty arc at rest,Where tae wicked cease from trou 11ing, And the wea - ry

4.

o

[ t I

are at rest. A -

" Farth to carth,” and ** dust to dust,”
‘The solemn priest hath said ;

So we lay the turf above thee now,
And we seal thy narrow bed :

T'ut thy spint, brother, soars away
Anong the faithful blest,

WWhere the wicked cease from troutiing.

And the weary are at rest,

And when the Lord shall summon ue,
Wliem thou Last left beland,

May we, untunted by the world,
As sure a welcome find

May cach, like thee, depar.in peace
To be a glorious guest,

W\ here the wicked cease from troubling,
And the weary are atrest.  Amen.

The 1ast two lines of each

stanza are repeated.
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Capital,.. ..... ..... $12,000,000
) Restyoovier wennn vnnn 6,000,000
, Ouar own Importations-
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NOBBY HATS,

STVLISH SHOES, Savings Bank  Depariment.

HANDSOME NECKWEAR,
KID GLOVES, Deposits Received at Carrent Rates.
DOGSKIN GLOVES. THOS. PLUMMER,

&a oxTT ARE; STREET. Manager Stratford Branch.
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Policy, combined with ex-

i DOWNIE~ST. i *ended assurance. :
“Phone 67. ‘ H. W. COPUS, agent. |

Por U R RA N T S cicaned by
nres machinery, which makes them teady‘;
! for use with very little labor in pre-,
! - s l paring them for cooking with. Trya

sample pound.
Is the reputation we have to

sustain, - L. i B K BARNSDALE &CO.
DUNGAN FERCUSON & CO. g

J- A. Caslalke, You Get Mamed

No 7 Ontario Street,

h And let us furnish the Cottage.
5 Carpets, Furniture, etc.

. Souvenir BRADSIAW & WHITE
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WHY ?

H. G. SHAVER
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