e wmmers: gone;  the white
R i ¢ foon,-. . FE IR
sheld this valley reel with war. But now
S¥hera yon still hﬁﬁ“’ﬂﬁ@@?&'g:@mrxxg‘m
e o g Honsewives gossip or.else croon | .
The children gam 1 vale below;
TheTubtrous 11ds &tttk mgoings Biow
The mowers'move with soythes in mérry tune;
Chime g‘inﬂy»fwfﬁ-omuut»mlwmm church

- ‘P Pl & ; . . o
Z!he@;:wunt bells; slow- méve theoreaking
) alng - Y g ‘

‘And low n;égk'léo';&k‘fne trudge:home :thr:)’uzh
thick lesfed.Janes,. .. .

| \3‘!‘?6@?&10. the only sword new-there that's

: seen . e
Iathe moon's seimiter in skiés gerene,
o --—J“ameq& §nl!i‘van.

- Farever, )
vasiraamleta leaped and flowed
_And sang their songs tog.etﬁ?r;

They felt alike e S sl
. And bore thistornl} weathdr:
. THe#6lt'sathe blossoms: deckled them both
- Jn colors richand:rare,
And in each stream thesong birds wooed.
Their bright refleotions there:
.+ And on and on and on they ced,
Each mm@wnmmemr; -
And;then.they-met to kiss and part -

forever.

. 'I‘w,ahn%n an lives, two kindred hearts,
" 7By détihy's-deoree,
Met in the spring-oflife to learn

- - Jts:ddepeat mystery. .
They l:lrea.med their morning dreams of
ope

) fair, unclouded weather;

They opened love’s bewitching book
And read it through together;

They saw in one anotlier’s ey
A. deep, unspoken bliss,

And:from each other’s lips they took
Love's ever ready kiss.

Axud then the fate that crushes all
y e sweetest pleasures here
Turned Lopes glad muste to & sigh,
Its glory to-a-tear:
It stepped between them. Ab, it mocked
-_ The love it conld not killl
It bade them in its fury live
And love and suffer still,
They tried with outstretched hands tospan
Fate’s wide, unyielding *“Never."
The voice of destiny. replied,

" “Forever and forever!”
—Chambers® Journal.

All Saints,
Men may not mark: them in the crowded ways,
%%90451' 1:02? forgets to bhmzf: praise
06 poor in spirit, yet they pass along
Through sflent paths and make them glad
with songy
Theirs is the kindgdom where Love reigns su-
preme ) .
And Faith soars-higher than the poet’s dream.
Wrapped in the sunlight of eternal day,
. Blessed are they.

God knows the patient souls who do his will;
he mourners who can suffer and be still,

Waiting in silence for his healing balm;

'The meek, whose hands shall clasp the victor's

The hungry ones, whom he alone can feed;

The merciful; the pure in heart and deed;

The peacemakers—of these I hear him say,
Blessed are they.

Father, we pray thee that thy light may shine
Upon the world throngh every child of thinel
Into the haunts.of darkness and distress
They.come with all the power of blessednesa,
When %‘hon hast:called them to thy purer
ere .
The 'fgg;g.nce of their lives shall linger here,
And m&;gngh death’s silance we shall hear thee
BE 'y -

Blessed are they.
: —8arah Doudney.

’B'm‘hedc

Ask me not why I strive and strive in vain
To wake-againthe thrills of dead romance;
To feel oncemore-the pleasure or the pain:
To wakedimy heart from out its deathlike
tragees

I only“know my love lies cold and still;
No more.it stirs at smile or tender tone.

I loved'you once, but coldness love can kill--
Then blame me not that now you walk alone,

You swore you loved me in the days now dead,’
And on that oath I gave you all You claimed.

Then for love you gave neglect instead;
8o all my heartshrank back to me, ashamed

That for a stone its jewel had been given.

Then what geemed love to passing fancy fell,
And ;vﬁen ¥ thought you ope’d the gates of
eaven

You _only paved the downward path to hell.

Now go your way. Henceforth I cease to be
The loving woman whom you did not love.
The future’s gulf lies broad "twixt youand me,
You pass from out my life. Have mercy,

God above! —Jessie Lee Randolph.

A Hero.

He is a hero who when sorely tried
Hath yet a firm control
O’er all his passions as they strongly rise

To battle with his soul.

The silent battle which the spirit fighta,
Warring against desires

Unholy and impure, if right shall win
To higher good inspires.

The soul that crucifies an evil thought,
That keeps a guarded gate .

Of Christian love and brotherly good win
Between his soul and hate,

Shall stand, in all his manliness and worth,
As mightier than he

Who takes a city in his strength and pride
Or boasteth vauntingly.

The shield of purity when nobly worn,
Where faith has been confessed,
Isstronger:than the cunning coat of mail
' Upon & warriot’s breast,.

He is:a.hero who to truth is true,
Thongh. lowly.and obscure.
Long atter carthly honors fade away

ng
His triu dure.
His triumphs shall en ure. oW

The Man Who Always Smiles.
His house may not a mansion be; his place in-
. side-the line
Wherg common people stand and note their
richermeighbor’s shine;
Butyet his life's & grander one, though lacking
much ot-style. -
Histitle i the Prince of Hope—the man who
- always smiles.

Though ke mever limiied a landscape he's an

he neves
O
& piepn ir of joyousness ina .
o th’&t?lalwaysgm

Higlife's & nsefy

g "‘glt‘ N g K
Angche's befter ;off¥ than,
| who'nlways smiles.

He's one of life’s: physicians without antidotes

governors—the.man

/R
G

ity work

His.curediare frocly given to all men's current |

Lsermon, and he's preaching |

| ®as a- Danish, city,

He Whe Would .

., Xt-A3l Teo Difficults +: -, -

| hisview .of the cause why Protestantism
1 has falledin New. York—itis; he thought,
| because the rich have mov

, ed-up town,
-taking the churches along.'with them,
thus leaving the poor of the lower wards

| practically without Protestant churches.

And yet if the poor “Profestants™ of the,
lower wards really believed in Protes-
tantism they would erect and maintain.

ches for themselves, even if the rich
should abandon them., The.fathers or
grandfathers of these rich Protectants
who are moving up town were mostl
poor people, and it was they and not
these rich Protestants who founded most
of these Protestant congregations,

- The causes of the failure of Protestant.
ism must be sought elsewhere. The one
great cause is that Protestantism is g
negative, destructive force. The Prot
estants who hold to Christian beliefs do
80 in spite of their Protestantism, not be-
cause.of it. For a Protestant to hold to
Christianity and yet to uphold Protes-
tantism i8 a task too difficult for the most
of mankind who really think abont these
subjects for themselves—only the most
pergistent care from childhoodup. Once
thinking men take Protestantism at its
word and really exercise their ovwmn pri-
vate judgment independently of the dic-
.tates of ministers or conventicles and
pursue their thinking to its logical con-
sequence, they give up either Christian-
ity or Protestantism. As for the neg-
lected ““Protestant” poor, they, for the
most part, give up Christianity and Prot-
estantism, and in their hard struggle for
their daily bread cease to let their minds
dwell on positive religion at all.

This break up of Protestantism is &
- melancholy thing in many of the circum-
stances attending it—despair of the pos-
sibility of finding out ‘“what is truth”
or dull indifference among them—but it
s the logical outcome of the evil work of
former generations, and will no doubt
be, in the hands of Providence, a means
of leading thousands back to the one
church of Christ from which their fathers
went voluntarily out or were beguiled,—
Catholic Review.

CATHOLIC VIEW OF LABOR.

The Church Regards the Workingmen as
Her Most Precious Jewels.

The position of the Catholic church to-
ward the labor question formed the sub-
ject of an interesting lecture delivered
the other day by the Rev. P, A, Halpin,
8. J., at Boston. Taking the recent en-
cyclical of the pope as a sort of text to
preach from, Father Halpin pointed out
that at no time during its long struggle
for better conditions was labor without
the sympathy and the active ce-opera-
tion of the church. To her the children
of toil have ever been most precious. To
quote the language of Father Halpin:
“One fact is clear on every page of the
history of the church, that Cornelig
pever pointed with more pride to her
children than the church to the work-
ingmen as her most precious jewels. Ag
their mother she has ever shown for
them an especial affection; as their in-
structor, indicated the way to their ele-
vation; as their mistress and queen, in-
terposed in their behalf. Her divine
founder, he who bad, said, ‘Come unto
me, all ye who labor and are heavily
laden: I will refreshen you,’ planted this
motherly instinct in the breast of the
church.”

With such instinct planted in her
breast, it would be strange indeed if the
church did not sympathize with labor.
It would be as if a mother would be care-
less of the well being of children who are
very desar to her. Hence we find her in
every age standing forth as a defender
and protector of labor. In the words of
Father Halpin, “the burning question of
labor is never out of the mind of the
church.”

But her view of the labor question is
quite different from that which obtains
emong political economists. In her eyes
the workingman is not simply a factor
in the production of wealth. He is not
amere machine which is to be estimated
by the amount of work it turns out. He
is more than that. Ho is, to quote Father
Halpin, “a man with an immortg] soul,
& sublime mission, a right to his intel-
lectual development and his spiritual
freedom. Anathems even to the laborer
himself, if he allows himself to be dragged
down from this dignity!”

" Regarding the question of labor from
this point of view, the church must array
herself against the inhbuman theory that
considers labor as a commodity that is to
be bought and sold like any other com-
modity. It was against this degrading
doetrine Leo XIII raised his voice in hig

notable eméyclical on the labor question.
Irish World. )

irISnmMen ail ITne woria over wiu re-
joice at the honor thm dome to the suc-
cessor of Bt. Patrick--the Most Rev. Dr.
Logue, archbishop of Armagh-—and the
choice that the holy father has made
was no doubt influenced in some degree
by this link with & great higtoric past,
This is the first time, says the Liv 1

been given to the ‘‘priméte of ajl
land.”

The see of Dublin has thus been hop.
ored more than once, thanks to its im-
portance as a center of civil government,
but the history of- the ses of Armagh is
a more thoroughly Irish one. The pres-
en$ archbishop of Dublin stands in the
front rank of patriotic Irishmen, but
many of his predecessors were nothing
more..than the bishops of a foreigni col-
ony-planted in Ireland, Lo

Before the Worman-invasion' Dublin
and so deternyined

oan | were its Danigh ralers to hold themselves

i B | apart- from the “mere Irigh”
‘used to. Hava their bishops consecrated |

that they |
ato-on the other side: of St

-CWOE the - INormans .
£ tho- Anglo-

| .| THE"DEATH OF A WEAL
o o Ghritinatiy Finai|

. A New York minister in- sermon gave |

Catholic Times, that & cardinal’s hat haa |
Ire- |

el, and Dublin was pracs-|
ot tiominally, dependent:
iblin wes fon | Jugt leaving Boston. For God'ssake wait
pozmett TN
img_;-migﬁg Ang-so it Btk .

High through his titles, power and pelf, -
. .Boundless his wealth aspw(;'pﬁoauclaimz
" Despite thoss titles, power and pelf,
- Thewretch, concentered all in self,
Living, shall forfeit tair renown,
. And, doubly dying, shall go down
So the vile dust from whence he sprung,
Unwept, unhonored and unsung.
—Sir Walter Scott.

I'HE THREE CHUMS.

When I was in college I had two very
dear friends, Marsden and Masterson,
We were always together, despitdé the
fact that there could hardly have been
found anywhere in the world three men
whose ideas on most subjects so radicalty
differed. Perhaps it was the intellectyal
Pleasure we derived from debating

among ourselves, with an acrimony only
posaible among the fastest of friends, the

pros and cons of every question. that

came up that was the bond of our union.
. Whatever the bond was, we were cer-
tainly inseparable, and I think, on that
last night in New Haven, when after
four years of most intimate association
we parted, each to walk alone his path
through life, there were three very tear
stained pillows beneath our respective
heads before Morpheus claimed our alle-
giance. I know that I for one was com-
pelled to change mine, so saturated did
1t beceme with those salt evidences of a
sineere grief which were copiously shed
by my eyes that night.

The parting between Marsden and
Masterson and myself was geographical
rather than spiritual. Marsden’s lines
fell in the pléasant Places of Boston;
Masterson’s in those of Baltimore, and
minein New York. Marsden studied
medicine, Masterson became g professor
of psychology without a chair, and I
drifted through a period of Iisery as g
student of law into literary, sharp shoot-
ing; but through it all we kept up a
three cornered correspondence in which

the hopes and fears of our lives were |

freely confided, with the result, I think,
that we all took a more cheerful view of
existence than would otherwise bhave
been possible. It was the perfect candor
of our intercourse that helped us. What
I did not like about Marsden I frankly
told him, and when I disapproved of
Masterson, Masterson was the first to
know it, and vice versa. It was helpful;
it was delightful. We lived in g palace
of truth, which, alas! is no more,

Five or six years was the duration of
our post graduate alliance, which was
broken by death first, and then by that
which is worse than death—madness;
and it all came about through the too
close application of Marsden and Master-
son to their work. Marsden had always
been noted for his love of the mysterious
and morbid. In the old college days it
used to trouble and myself
not a little to find how exceedingly fond
of the depressing things of life Marsden
was—that is to say, he liked to hear and
tallk about them. He liked to read sto-
ries not only bordering upon but plung-
ing into the middle of the supernatural,
and while Masterson and I were compil-
ing scrapbooks of clippings showing how
easily Yale crews defeated Harvard
crews, and other matters of alma mater-
nal interest, Marsden was filling envel-
opes with horrors—stories of vampires,
tales of hallucination and other unnat-
ural things,

While Masterson and I were i
such light and airy stories as *“Pelham”
and “Pendennis,” with Herrick sa our
ideal poet, Marsden would devote his
hours of outside reading to Hoffman,
Poe and Monk Lewis, and any versifier
whose sentiment smacked of malarig
could be his poet for the time being. 1
think the only point on which Master-
son and I ever really agreed was in re-
gard to Marsden’s unhealthy passion for
the grotesque, and we were unremitting
in our efforts to bring him down to the
real sunshiny things of life, but I can-
not say that we were ever gangmnine of
the result of our effortg,

It was Marsden’s horrible addiction to
such matters that led Masterson into the
study of psychology and Marsden him.
self into medicine, and if Marsden wonld
have gomne at it in the coldly scientific
manner of Masterson I think he would
have been all right, although Masterson
carried his coolness a degree too far in
that he did not recognize the fact that
minds, like machines, speedily go to
pieces if not kept in repair. It was while
trying to comprehend Marsden’s niingd
that Masterson became interested in
mental science, and it was Marsden’s
passion for the insane that decided him
to become a physician, so that he might
come into actual contact with those who
suffered the things of which he read.

Each succeeded in reaching his goal,
Masterson at the age of thirty found
himself an accepted authority on psycho-
logical matters. Marsden at twenty-nine
was actively connected with the medical
staff of an asylum for the insane in Mag-
sachusetts, and then the end came, Mas
terson’s candle had been burned at both
ends, and he was nigh unto death. Iwas
the first to hear of it, because my duties
were such that I had been able to visit
Masterson at Baltimore—whic
owing to his more or less confined duties,
could not very well do, and so was known
to Masterson's family, who immediately
wired me of the precarious condition of
my old friend. The telegram I received
at 9 o’clock in the morning of a Septem-

immediately repeated it
to Marsden in Boston, adding that it was
my intention to leave New York for Bal-
timore that night.

Two hours later I received a message
fromMarsden saying: “Waitfor me. He
must not die.”

This was more or less unsettling. To
'wait for Marsden was the very thing it
would please me most to do, but to have
him bring his message to a close with
those four words grated on my nerves,
They, did not sound exactly lgghﬁ. R

second telegram ar,

An hour later a ,
ived from n, which readl: “Am

| ways, and in four separate instanc A8
suming & power on my part to avers the
E ted death of” Masterson that made-

‘me suspect that Marsden himself was in
& precarious state mentally anyhow, I

less on hand at the station
of his train—and what a shock it was to
me when I catght sight of Marsdep!
His face was white as a sheet; his shoul-
derg were bent as with some load by fi
 too great for them t6 bear, and his hands
trembled as though they were palsied.
When he saw me he threw hig arms
about my neck, and burying his pallid
face on my shoulder cried like g ¢ {id.

“Don’t take on so, Tom,” I said, giving
him an affectionate tap on the arm and
dra away. ‘It may not be 8o bad
a8 we ”

*“Notif he lives!” he replied, shaking his
head sadly and looking nervously about
him. “ButI fear Jackis on the verge
of dissolution. I feel so faint now that
I believe—I believe it is nearly all over,”

Ho staggered slightly as he spoke and
would have fallen if I had not caught
him by the arm.

“Brace up, my dear boy!” I cried.
“Don’t make a scene here, Come. Get
into this cab and we'll ride down to my
rooms,”

He was so limp by this time that ]
bundled him almost head over heels into
& convenient hackney, and giving .the
driver directions as to where to go fol-
lowed and sat down beside him. He lay
back against the cushions, his eyes
closed, his lips quivering like a child’s
under punishment. To an ordinary ob-
server it would have seemed as if Mars.
den had taken too much strong drink—
to me, who knew that he did not drink,
his condition was unaccountable. Moved
we both were by the-imminent death of
& dear friend, but the emotion of Mars-
den was out of all proportion to the situ-
ation.

Suddenly he grasped me by the arm
and sat up stiffly and groaned.

“Ah!l” he sighed in a moment,
thought it was all over then, By heavens,
Hartly!” he shouted as he turned his
eyes to me—eyes big, hulging and seem-
ingly full of some terrible dread. “How
can you git there so unmoved? How can
you—how can you—how can youl”

His tone by this timeé had risen to a
shriek, and I becamse convinced that
Marsden and I could not go on to Balti-
more that night unless I was willing to
constitute myself the guardian of g ma-
nize

uI

“I—I am quite as upset, Tom,” I re-
plied. “‘Quite .as deeply grieved over
the possibility of Jack’s death.”

“Don’t speak of it—don't speak of it{”
he shuddered, cowering back into the
corner of the cab and hiding his face
with his hands,

“Hartly, I don’t believe you nnder-
stand,” he added, gravely, after a minnte
or two of silence. ‘Do you understand
that it means oblivion? Do you com-
prehend that it means absoluts annihila.
tion, destruction, a blotting out forever?
Do you—do you realize that?”

He fairly shook me with his grip on
my arm as he gasped this out,

“No, I do not,” I answered shortly. «I
believe, as you used to believe, in a4 God
in heaven, and I have not changed, and
I know that Masterson has no reason to
fear death. His soul is the purest”—-

“I am not thinking of Masterson,” he
cried, and then, his voice sinking into s
whisper, he muttered. “I refer to our-
selves. We shall vanish; we shall be
blotted out. Masterson’s soul is all
right, but ours—we have no souls. With
his death we are plunged into formless-
ness—we become zerog”——

‘“My dear' Marsden,” I said, trying
bard to conceal my perturbation, for I
was now convinced that he was mad,
“my dear Tom, don't talk that way.
Keep quiet. All will go well. AJl"—.

“It cannot!” he retorted, “if Jack Mas-
terson dies. If Jack Masterson dies we—
Hartly, do you realize what you are,
what I am? I, with all my hopes, all my
“ambitions, my loves, my hates, every-
thing, am but a figment in the brain of
Jack Masterson. You are the same, I
know. I have studied—I have secen.
When that mind ceases to work and
that imagination to fancy, you and I,
John Hartly, cease to be!”

As Marsden spoke the cab stopped at
my door and we entered the house, ]

was gimply appalled at the horror of
en’s hallucination and at the new

responsibility for his welfare that had
temporarily devolved upon me. He was
mad; but how mad? Was it curable or
not? I feared. I felt that but one thing
was needed to upset his mind altogether,
and that was Masterson’s death. No=xr
had I any hope that that was a blow to
be averted. What to do was the ques-
tion, and my own feelings were that un-
less that question were speedily solved
I should myself stand in mental peril.

We went to my apartments, and
shoved under the door I found g tele-
gram awaiting me. To open it was the
work of a moment, and then Marsden,
feeling that it must be from Baltimore,
snatched it from me and tried to read it,
but fortunately he could not, his eyes
were g0 filled with the tears of fear,

“Read itl” he cried, trembling with
excitement. “Read it!”

I took it, and castin g my eyes over the
line saw the announcement of the fatal
termination of Jack’s illness, ‘‘Jack
died at & o’clock this afterpoon,” it said;
but I did not dare read it aloud.

“What does it say?” gasped Marsden,

“The danger is over, and there is no
need of our going to Baltimore.,”

“Thank God!" cried Marsden, falling
on his knees and then with g groan sink-
ing in a faint to the floor.

] * * * * %

Marsden is still conmected with the
asylum in Massachuse , he thinks ag g
consuliing physician, but as the world
knows, as a patient, and I—I besr the
burden of my'deceit in that
3ght' by conducting the

“two corners of our tri
my gwn corner and that of
gtrwt%gs,edebizh Mmggtha&nevm
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dreaded meeting him, but was neverthe-
on the arrival
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see our New Goods.
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Boots and: Shoe

Removal An

Please take notice that | have
to No. 883

1 NORTH STREET,
Weld St.,)

where I shall be pleased

nouncément.,
iremoved my entire Stock of BO(

just across the street from my..Old. S
to see all my former customers ay

them for past favors and hope to merit a share of their future este

_—

- BERNHAR
Dealers
n

And also in the Helvetia Mines, Reynol?lsvillg Basin Sp:ga‘;nﬁx’_r Coa .
YARD AND OFFICE, 162 ORCHARD STREET, ROCHESTER,

. P

D'& CASEY,

Celebrated Lehigh Valley Goal,saisimace
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REINSCHMIDT & D

ALL KINDS OF

Sawing, Turning & Moulding,

229 AND 231 N. WATER ST., Near Central Ave - ROCHESTER, N.™ 5
A Specialty made of Bowling Alley Balls and Pins._
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Dealer in

»

Our Pea Coal is the largest and best.

CHAS. BRADSHAW

SCRANTONCOA,

. BT Al
$1.00 per ton less than regular gize,. - ¥ard and
Office, 48 South Fitzhugh St,

[ PR TR
* s

Telephone. ¥48. <ol g

Genuine Cumberland and
TeLerHONE 576,

LOUIS EDELMAN, - ..
Wholesale and retail dealer in Anﬂ"’ ﬂﬂ"ﬂ aﬂd Bﬂﬂmﬁfaﬂs

RN
o Ede

HERA s ¥ S

Smithing Coal a'Speciﬁty‘-.' ) .{‘

40 North Avenle,
E—————

Hack, Coupe and Livery Stables.

Walker S. Lee &

SPECIAL RATES FOR SLEIGH RIDES,

Fine Carryalls and Moving Vans-ot:Hind;

City Baggage and Hack Lines.

Son,
S

.296 and 298 Central:Ave: - - -

Telophone 3343

JOHN M. R

TELEPHONE 390.

Books on Devotion, Catholic Story Books,
Statues, Crucifixes, Candlesticks, Candles,
Lace Pictures, etc., etc., at the Bookstore of

L. MERK,

234 East Main Street, Washington Hall Bloek,

CDDINGTON:-"

Wholesale and Retail Dealer in

COAL-

179 WEST MAIIT S

rayer Books.

K4

Religious Picturés;Bibibp?
Scapulars, Medals;

Rochestér,}fﬁé ﬁw

13 East Main Street,

The Delaware & Hudson Canal Co.,

LACEA VW ANNA

W. C. DICKINSON, AGENT,

- .=

- 2

- W
S

~

and 69 Clarissa 28&&&‘;&)

Bookbindery of Henry 6. Bauman,

278 East Main cor. North ave. 1st floor

Magazines,and all other kinds of Books boand in

in neat and durable style. Music and . other

Folios made to order. Fine leather goods, Al-
bums, Cases, etc,, carefully repaired.

Saw Filing and Setting,

Locks Repaired, Keys Fitted, Scissors and
Tools sharpened. Levels adjusted, Skates
and Lawn Mowers sharpened, Bicycles re-
paired, Lathe work and eneral Jobbing.

D. F. SUTTON, 236 W, MAIN ST,
North side ot West Ave. Bridge, Rochester,N.Y.

John A. Brink, |
Merchant « ‘Taifor:

Clothing Cleaned ang Repaired at
the Lowest Rates. -

68 WEST MAIN. STREET.
F. FREDERICK;

All Kinds of 11 ;
Inds of Harness
HORSE Goon*éam'}ﬁ?%e,s.
Repairing Neatly and Promptly Done, Dot
up-town pricas’{ Dow’ W
341 North Street.

TeethExtracted
without Pain

American Dental Ass’n

Cor Church and State Sts

and $10.00 per sett.
Most Reliable House in the City.

DR. C. S. CADY, MANAGER,
CORNER STATE AND CHURCH STS.

FOR s AaALLE.

Any person in need of engines, boilers or
machinery, second-hand or new, or has any
to sell or exchange, would find bargains at

W, H. Pepper’s Machinery Depot,
11 Hill Street.

’

Edward F. Higgins,

Carriages Furnished
For Weddings, Funerals, Ete.

Office and Stableg, 84 to 90 No. Fitzhugh
and 35 Atkinson Sts.
Telephone 49, Open Day and Night.

Dr, L. S. Goble,

DB THSHT,
Remoy:ed to" 360 East Main St.

Rooms 11 and 12.

Gentral Tailoring Establishment;
73 EAST MAINST.,
Over Lovéjoy's Candy Store. .H. Kaufman,
Prop. Prices reasonable. Suits to Qrder

Clothing Cleaned & chgired; -Good Work

“The-Canatian

o

Best Artificial Teeth made at $8.00 |’

-Holiday rush is over: 15&1331&%&& fidthin

mont-Office. |
Mt Gifica,

Money Loahed: |
ON :
Furniture, Pianos, Watches,B

orses and Cattle.
Strietly Confidential:

Weekly Payments Accepted;. :
We make double the loans of any otherbrokas
16 State st,Room lmﬁ:st floor,

Diamonds,

D1d vou say? Weé: niske:th
lined with silk at $39:00. -
Our $40 Dress Suits cannot be,
duplicated atany mr‘-}uw&
forless than $s59,." -
- Tailor; -
Open evenings until'y pi m,

Harry H, Chgpmm:‘;? -
- Wall Pape

64-66 So. St. .

152 East Main ét.

. *® Ty aed
Paul St, (Chapman House
Block.) Prices to Suit the Times, : .

H. L. LARZELERE, iéhitact

208 and 209 Cor Bulldings.
N. St. Paul St., Rocheste‘:g%ﬂ? Y.

William C. Walkel"

ARCHITE

Architeét for new “Riye;;iﬁé”
Rooms 700, 701, yo02, Efiwanger &-
.Buiiiiqg.. - S

‘buildings.

:
HE Rz v,
3 gederd,
g P
e, o2

) i Nk Toaltan 3 Lﬁa“‘g
but first~class pictures- frofi “oW’ o 1
guaranfee every picture tirsiled outt6°be of
highest quality and finish. 1 Shath Sentp
to keep my prices down, gsufo,llo,&s;;. a
Cabinets, $2.00 per.doz; '$i 35 peihatt
. doz,, and Bon»TM”Jsc#%rm -

Wm. 8. Nelson;

1002 socuznim,



more.it

