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Do You Want Honey |

We tske as collateral étocks, bondn, first

and second mortgages, horses, cxittle,
crops, machinery, pianos, etd
. No furniture taken,

YERKES & BURGESS,

134—135 Powers Block.

| ae ets for
Sterling, (Union, P.D. 0 ) Psycho, Fowler,
(Loyell-Diamond) and Others.

All kinds of Wheels Changed or Fitted with
Pneumatic Tires. Difficult Repair Work a

Specialty.
22 & 24 West ave. BETTYS & SMITH.

$10.00 Loaned

or larger amounts on chattel mortgage security
and other collateral.

P Lady cnstomers will receive special attention
. from a lady attendant.

K. E. ALLINGTON, 32 Reynoid’s Arcade.
JOHN E MAIER & SON,

{Formerly with L.. W. Maier,)

Underta kers.

Office, 388 North St. Detninger Bldg.
Residence, §71, St. Joseph St. -

Teleghone No. 1,035. Open Day and Night.
M. Jeanette Ballantyne,
Law Stenographer.
NOTARY WITH SEAL.
Principalof Shopt-Hand Tecnic Institute,
129 Powers Building, Rochester, N. Y.

(atholic Prayer Books,

In the Latest and Finest Bindings,
Rosaries, Crucifixes, Holy-Water Fonts,

_Gommunion Books in German & English,
Statues, Pictures, Gandlesticks,

Wax CGandles,

You will always find 2 Large Assortment at the
Lowest Prices. Wholesale and Retail.

EDWARD VAY
Cor. King and East Maple Sts

OPP.ST. PETER AND PAUL’S CHURCH |

W. A. Wilson. J. M. Dunn.

Rochester Boiler Works,

Boiler Makers and Machinists,

Boilers, Tanks and

Water Pipes,
BUILT AND REPAIRED.

Tub® We|ded and Reset,
Foot of River St. Rochester,N.Y.
TELEPHONE 922

MARBLE and GRANITE WORKS
NELL BROS. & KERN,

MANTELS, GRATES AND TIiLES
IMPORTERS OF SCOTCH GRANITE,

238 & 240 StaTe ST, ROCHESTER, N.Y.

Catholic Relief

And Bneficiary socit’ion

Admits Men and Women on equal terms.

Insures 1ts members for $250, $5600,
$1,000,$2,000
Pays $5 a week in case of sickness.

Special Rates to Charter Members.
For circulars, etc., write to THOS. H.
O’NEILL, 83 Wall St., Auburn, N. Y.
IR

A Simplé way to help
Poor Gatholic Missions.

Save all cancelled postage stamps of every
kind and country and send them to Rev. P.
M. Barral, Hammonton, New Jersey. 'Give
at once your address, and yom wﬂf receive
with the necessary explanation a nice Sou-
.venir of Hammonton Missions.

{F YOU WANT INFORMATION Asonr'

ddxeat»t Ietter

JGHN wsuna"ﬁx. ﬂi‘nagn% Atmney.

N’ D. c‘

| order,

THE srm{ OF EAITH.

By M. A. B.

{Concluded.)
“But who will be brave enough te

Accompany him?” Lalla exclaimed.

*“We shall see,” said Don Podro. “I¢

1 is a rash business, I fear.”

Then suddenly the young girl felt a
-deep satisfaction—It was almost joy—
at the thought that Roderigo had gone
back to Castile.

The spring had melted into summer,
and Andalusia was a gurden of ripe
beauty; yet gloom hung over the little
port of Palos that the charm of sum-
mer could notdispel. The royal mandate
to raise ships and men for Cglon's expe-
dition had been read on May 23; yet no
one had come forward. A court
official was sent to enforce the
and the town was in a panic
of wild excitement. Never before had
Isabella taken such a position toward
her subjects; she, who had always
seemed to them gentle and lovely, now
appeared before them in the guise of a
| heartless tyrant.

The tribute exacted from the town
was looked upon as an unheard-of de-
mand.

One evening Julita appeared before
her mistress bathed in tears.

‘*Senorita, Senorita,” she exclaimed,
‘“the Pinta has been seized and Juan,
my poor brother is one. of. the crew!
He never was afraid of anything in his
life. He would be willing to fight as
well as anybody if they sent him to
war; but he would rather die than sail
on the ‘‘Mare Tenebrosum,” as they call
it. Thereare dark monsters out there,
Senorita. They flap their black wings
in,the air, and seize men and ships
They drag them high up in the air and
throw them off the earth into the fear-
ful dark caverns, where they are buried
forever.”

‘Laila shuddered; not so much at the
thought of those monsters whose reality
she doubted, but the vague uncertainty
of the unknown seas filled her with
terror. She tried to comfort the poor
girl, but the task seemed impassible.
Did not a fate worse.than death await
her beloved brother?

Seeing in Julita's grief that of hun-
dreds of the townspeople, Laila felt a
growing indignation for the authors of
80 much misery.

Yes, she was glad Roderigo was away
from the town. The Padre Perez was
his friend; who knew what influence
he might have brought to bear on that
brave, impulsive spirit? *“Was it
wicked and selfish ?* Laila asked her-
self--this tremulous gladness in the
midst of the town’s distress.

She wept and sorrowed with those
soon to be bereaved, but through all
was that indescribable feeling of joy
et Roderigo’'s absence from Palos.

In her letters to Roderigo the young
girl made no wmention of Cristobal
Colon. 8Soon, seeing that the voyage
was inevitable, she began to wish in-
tensely for the ship’s speedy departure.
Everything tended to make the desire
stronger. The Pinzons, Roderigo's
friends, had come forward with money
and ships; they had offered their beau-
tiful little Nina for the enterprise.

Alas! that the -Genoese adventurer
had found refuge in the town. How
the time dragged, and how slow were
the preparations.

At last all arrangements were com-
plete, in spite of a thousand obstacles
that had barred their progress

The ofticers were arriving, the grand
alguazil of the armament was in town,
and Cristobal Colon only awaited an
east wind to send him westward.

Laila’s spirits rose again; she saw
the dark foreboding in her heart about
to vanish in air. She had sent Julita
home to stay with her brother and to
comfort her poor mother, and, singing
a snatch of song from a Mcorish ballad,
she caught up her embroidery and
tripped out to the cooler patio to ply
her needle by the fountain-=side. Sud-
denly, unannounced, Roderigo stood
before her.

Involuntarily she gave an exclama-
tion of despair. At this moment no
being or object could have filled her
heart with greater terror.

*“Tell me that I am wrong; that my
fears have been foolish fancies!" she
exclaimed, looking wistfully in Rod-
erigo's face with a last effort to hope
against an overwhelming certainty;
but his eyes were full of a pitying ten-
derness that answered her only too
plainly. She covered her face with her
ha%hds, giving utterance to a low,
moaning cry. Then raising her eyes,
she asked beseechingly: ‘'Have you
already repented of a fleeting fancy
for a daughter of the Moorish race?
Then, indeed, will my prayers be of no
avail; but if you love me, you will not
let me ask in vain. You will renounce
this mad voyage: vou will go back to
Castile? This is the proof of vour affec-
tion that I ask.”

*Laila,” he said. pityingly vet with
8 firmness that left her no hope, ‘“‘be-
hoid in this undertaking the best assur-
ance of my unchanging and unchange-
able love for youn. You have re-
proached me for the motto on my
shield. The words *“Sanguine Ara-
bum” ring unpleasantly in your ears,
as in mine since I have known you.
You would not have me bear arms
against your compatriots. Theft would
you wish me to dishonor my knight-
hood by dallying in the perfumed
patio. excha.no-mg' my sword for a lute
or guitar? No: that would be unworthy
of ine and of vou.”

“Alas!” lLatia exclaimed. ‘have 1
'been the cause of this madness? Have
1 uro-ed you to this folly by standing
in the way of your vows against my
 people?  Then think of me no more.
: Let it be as though we had never met.
' 1 release you from your vows to me,
Go wheresoever you will, but do not
rush to this uwnknown and terrible
fate.”

*Laila.” he said. taking her hand
 gently, “do you not know that I would
not be released; that whatI am deing
' I do because it seems to me the

5] deéd “most worthy a soldier of . the
8| Cross? Would that I could make you |

understand!  Then would you help me

parture.

‘mﬂxﬁ'(' our geutle mox'dl of »hope and |

kindness Then—" but faila inter-
rupted him.

*Ob! how cruel you are in your cour-
age,”’ she exclaimed. *'Is it brave to make
her suffer most who loves you best?
You do not feardeath; you havelearned
to face it easily; but I shall tremble for
you at countless tortures you may never
have to endure; death would be befter
than these terrors. Pity me, Roderigo,
if you have no pity for yourself.”

‘“May God be merciful and -help us
both!” he said simply, and bending low
over her hand, he kissed it reverently
and withdrew.

From her lattice Laila saw horse and
rider disappearing beyond the tall cy-
press-trees and palms

Thinking of her sorrow, would he not
relent, would he not hesitate before
taking the fatal step?

No; she knew too well he had meas-
ured the sacrifice, that it had included
her sorrow, but that, painful as was
her grief to his chivalrous spirit, it
would be an obstacle to the step he
was about to take. He had burnt his
ships behind him; he would never will-
ingly turn back. Yet she could not
let him go. Praver and entreaty had
failed. She would have recourse to
subterfuge. Rapidly a scheme ma-
tured in her mind. emboldened to des-
peration by her beloved one'sdanger.

She would write him a letter telling
him that she was ill, and wished to
Speak with him before he embarked,
praying him to return to the castle
with the messenger. She would keep in-
formed of the preparations for depar-
ture, and the evening before the ship's
sailing. diaguising herself as a page.,
would herself bear the message, con-
duct Roderigo back to the castle to the
inner room of the tower. Strong, im-
parvious to:sound, and never visited by
any inmates of the castle, there he
would be her prisoner until the ships
were far out on the waters. With Ju-
lita in her confidence she feared no dif-
ficulty in accomplishing her object.
With feverish impatience Laila had
waited for Julita's return. The girl
brought startling news. All prepara-
tions had been made for immediate de-
Every soul but the admiral
would sleep on board that night, and
thelfirst breeze would send them out
towards the ‘‘Mare Tenebrosum.” The
maid entered heartily into her mis-
tress’'s scheme. In a short time Laila,
equipped as a page, wae riding boldly
down the hill-side to the town. Going
first to the house of BSenor Pin-
zon—Roderigo’s host—she was told
that he had gone to the shore, where
Padre Perez was to address the crowd.

5till Laila rode eon through the tor-
tuous streets of the old Moorish town,
past the white-washed houses, quaint
towers, and blooming gardens

Near the shore the houses grew taller
and more rigid They were the build-
ings devoted to commerce; yet among
them a rounded tower frequently re-
lieved the stern outlines, one caught
glimpses also on the straight balconies
of roses blooming and green foliage and

-drooping viney, with here and there a

garden spot

A crowd had assembled about the
dock

Laila shuddered at the sight of the
caravels, looming uplike hugemonsters
waliting for their prey.

The setting sun touched earth and
sea with glowing color, outlining the
caravels in gold, and the sea, calm
and uurutfled in the soft Andalusian
twilight, caressed the smiling earth.
Laila heeded not tue splendor of the
scene, yet, without conscious percep-
tion of its beauty 12 detail, the calm of
carth and air and sky soothed her
troubled spirit.
~ On a platform in the midat of the
crowd stood the friar Juan Perez and,
close beside him Roderigo.

Laila had left her horse at the ‘‘pos-
ada.” intending to push her way
through the crowd, but shesoon found
that to reach Roderigo would be an
impossible undertaking. The crowd
grew denser as she advanced, until it
completely obstructed her progress;
there was nothing to be done but to
wait until it should disperse.

Meanwhile the central figure in the
assembly, Father Perez, drew her curi-
ous and earnest attention. His head
was massive, his jaw so firm that one
might fear his sternness were it not for
the mobile, inteliectual mouth and the
kindly smiling eyes.

The friar's words came forth clear
and melodious. His eloquence held
Laila in spell-bound interest. It was
a lightning stroke in the darkness re-
vealing the Christian idea of God's love,
reaching out in its sublime charity to
a broad love of humanity, and urging
the heart of nan to superhuman efforts
of couragequ- seli-~acrifice.

After showing this Christian love was
the motive power of the great under-
taking, the friar spoke of Cristoba.
Colon. whom you have called ‘“tue
Italian,” he said.

“*But he is neithar an Italian. nor a
Spaniard. nor a l'renchman: neither is
he an European more thun an Asiatic:
he is a native of the worid., working
for humanity wherever it may ue
found.

“Tothe mind an-l heart of this man
God gave light that he might pierce the
mists flun- br ceuturiesx of ignorance
and cowar.ic - accnss the seas, making
impassabie the gu!f that separates the
Christian worid from the idolatrous
nation- of the Eas.

*“Tne iig it alone would never have
given courave to tear awvvay the phan-
toms, but iove has emioldened him
with a determination aud bravery that
for. eightecen years have made kim
tremble at o ov-tuc <, shrink froin no
privation. in sre.n r the means to fur-
ther h:s precioas v ojrern

“He has stawed vhe weight of his
gerius azainst the worid, too indolent
and izuorant 1o apor-ciate it, and at
last tie opeertunit. ihat he has strur-
gled ferisiu hisgra-p. You my friehd
are the privileged oncs whom God haa
chosen as his compuanions. You ave
selected as heralds to open the path
through the wuters. that the ministers

of the gospel may carry afar the light
in future ages the worid will§ |
ring with the story of the men who|
dared do what no others had conra.ge; L
to sttempt.  Others lel follow in your

f.h,, bnt :Eor you wxu be ﬂn glory of |

of faith.

age and confidence will be a monyment
to your faith in Him who rules the
winids and the waves.”

” Then tlie friar’s voice grew meltingly
low and tender, and Laila‘could buthear
the words: *‘‘Mary, Star of the Sea.”
He paused a moment, then .clear
and full his voice arose, inton-
ing the  sailors’ hymn, “Ave
Maris Stella;” the men's rough
voices took up the notes that floated
out over the waters with thrilling
power. '

Laila wept silently. Henceforth her
tears might flow, her heart might
break, but she would not hold Roderigo
back by one word or prayer, far less by
an unworthy subterfuge. In this new
light she felt how base her part had |
been. She beheld herself, a creature
of earth, striving to drag down a noble
spirit that would soar heavenwards!

Teasing in tatters the false message,
she hastened homewards, eager now to
make amends for her error, to let
Roderigo know the change in her feej-
ings, and to send her hero forth with
the words of encouragement he had
asked.

She feared almost to close her eyes
lest she should not waken with the
breeze that might rise in the night; yet
tired nature soon enveloped her in
tranquil sleep. f"

Was it a footstep on the floor of her
chamber or the rustle of a leaf that
wakened her so suddenly. Yes, the
magnolia leaves ontside were whisper-
ing with a gentle tremor. The day had
not yet dawned, but Laila sprang from
her bed with a ery. Swiftly summon-
ing Julita, mistress and maid, accom-
panied by a page, emerged in the
gloom preceding daylight from the
grim old castle wallss Down the
wooded hill-side they sped to thetown,
now throbbing with the hurrying hu-
man footsteps

The dark streets were filling rapidly.
each house was sending out its stream
of humanity to swell the crowd, all
speeding on the same mission, tremu-

tening to take a last farewell of some
dear ene. The sobs and wailingsgrew
louder as the crowd drew closer by the
water-side. Then there:was a breath-
less waiting for the Admiral’s coming.

At . last, -the people shrinking
back as he approached, came the
man who had caused this rending
of hearts, Cristobal Colon—his friend,
Friar Perez, following close behind
him.

Laila paused at sight of the bravest
of heroes, but herthoughts flew quickly
ack te her own urgent necessity.

*“{ pray you.” she oried, holding out
# scrap of paper and leaning towards
the boatman, ‘‘hand this to ‘Don Rod-
erigode Veredas,’ on the Santa Maria.”
She had thrown herself directly in
Padre Perez's path

“Take the lady away,” said some one;
but the good friar had heard her suppli-
cation. ‘‘Give your message to me, senor-
ita,”” said the kind padre, taking the pa-
per from her hand, and he walked on
down beside his friend to the little boat
waiting below.

On board the ship the officers and
men pressed on deck for a last look at
their dear omes. It was a picture
never to be forgotten. The Admiral
in his scarlet robes, his face worn by
years of struggling, yet lighted by the
majesty -of those starry eyes; the
nobles grouped about him with their
plumed hats, gorgeous costumes of silk
and velvet gleaming with gold em-
broidery, the flower of Spanish chivalry
in glittering mail with Flemish buck-
lers and flashing Damascus blades;
the very sailors, cravens though they
were, forming a background at once

picturosque and pathetic. Foremost

‘ among the nobles Laila saw Roderige,
! & little fluttering paper in his hand and

quiet rapture in his face. Seeing her,
he held the paper towards her, then
kissed it temderly. She understood.
The sting of parting for both had been
removed. Through all his perilous
voyage the little missive would remain
with him, a bleassed talisman of hope
and peace.

And now the hour had come indeed;]
the royal ensign bearing the cross of
Christ crucified waved over the svaters,
the little vessels spread out-their white
wings for flight, while hearts were
breaking on the shores of Andalusia.

Seven months had passed since the
ships had gone out on the trackless
ocean. Despair had taken pessession of
the bereaved ones; yet if in any bosom
there remsained a flattering doubt that
the unusually severe winter, with its
storms and winds, had not destroyed,
it must have blossomed out in radiant
hope with the return of spring.

We of the North do not know the
tender, gay season in the South appro-
priately called spring. We misappiy
the sprightly name when we give it to
our bleak tramnsition period between
winter and summer. In the South the
earth arises from winter's bondage
light, free, sparkling, overflowing with
delights.

But the other day the snow was on
the ground, and now the gardens are
blooming, the air is balmy and frag-
rant, the earth is decked with tender,
dewy, flowering beauty. What won-
der that through the charmed senses
joy and hope should spring into being?

Yet Leila had ever been hopeful
Through all the gloom and darkness
she kept her eyes fixed on the star. The
‘‘Ave Maris Stella” had been her daily
prayer; its comforting words had seo
penetrated her spirit that it had be-
come the natural expression of her
fath, hope and love.

The spring had come, Laila stood at
her lattice from w hich she had watched
Roderigo depart. A man riding on a
mule cried out to the group of peasants
going to the morning work: “There is
news of the ships! The town is all
astir. Let them now at the castle.”

“News of the ships!” Lai.a echoed
Was it joy or fear or hope exultant
tbat took possession of her, or was it
all three struggling in a painful, joxful
uncertainty?

Wx;h a young girl's natural impuise,

bravely leading the way, and your com |

lous, heavy-eyed, grief-stricken, has-|

w ‘ﬂrst to her mo”sher, ﬂmgmg |

' keep your eves fixed upon the good
p:easnre of God and the accomp.xsh-:

: Bnt.a.few minntes more and she Wask| commeine
speeding again or her. Afad horse to} fed
the town. *'Fly, Zoraga! Fly, my pretty | JI

mare! Why, how slow.you are, my

, beaul?xful onel!l™

"Could that be the same crowd thatl}
seven months ago passed down, leaden-| |
eyed, grief-stricken, totheshore? There|[} ™%

were the woman in mantillas, men in
brown cloaks and sombreros, knightsin
doublets and plumed hats, with here
and there a turbaned head and white
cloak —the same crowd, only brighs,
eager, and alert.

Little, ragged urchins with their
bare, brown feet almost rolled under

the horse’s hoofs in their gambels. |

“News! Good news!” was all that could
be learned.

‘They are here!” shouted a man
ahead of the rest. turning back to the
crowd. ‘‘The caravels are coming into
port.”

A great shout went up from the
crowd. Women fainted, men cheered,
many ‘loudly than«ed God Laila wept
sl.entiv—with earnest thanksgiving in
ner heart Soon e churehn-bells. join-
ing their glad peals to tae happy voices
of the muluitude, aanounced that the
tidings were true.

We all know the sequel of this story.
The return of Coivmbus to Palos is a
picture 1that since our school-days has
Leen vividly painied in our imagina-
tion. What American heart has not
throbbed at the thaught of the great
Admiral’s trinmph as he stepped again
on the shore of Spain. His fairest
dreams had become a reality—the Star
of the Sea guided him faithfully
through his perilous journmey. It
had brought Roderigo, too, and
his fellow-heroes, back to their
loved ones; and the same holy
light had led Laila safely through the
waters of unbelief to the haven of
faith. .

When the balmy April air was redo-
lent with blossoms and the Easter bells
rzng out in joyous musie, Roderizo and
Lu.ia knely side by side at the altar.

Not far away knelt Fatima; the
light of faith had begun to shine upon
her heart.

One evening, when Roderigo and
Laila knelt as usual to say their be-
loved prayer, the ‘““Ave Maris Stella,”
as they ended their favori‘t,e verse,
‘*Vitam praesta puram,”

‘“*Keep our life al[ 1 spotiess,
Make our way secure,
Till we find in Jesus

Joy for evermore,”

Fatima's voice answered devoutly,

‘*Amen.”

HARVARD’S CATHOLIC CLUS.

One Organized There to Increase Friend-
ship Between the Students.

The Catholic students of Harvard
University have followed the example
of Yale by organizing a distinctly Cath-
olic club. President Eliot has cordially
approved the project.

According to a circular sent out by
the committee having the matter in
charge, the purpose of the club is to in-
crease the friendship between the Cathe
olics and Protestants which now exists
in the University and to make the Cath-
olic faith better known outside of it.
Through the club eminent laymen and
clergymen will go to Cambridge and
lecture on important moral and relig-
ious questions.

“For a number of years,” says the
circular, “the desirability of such a
club has been discussed, but without
resulting in any action. About the be-
ginning of this year this discussion as-
sumed a more definite shape. A mee*
ing was held by those interested and a
practically unanimous decision to form
a club was arrived at. A committee
was appointed to write a constitution,
to arrange all preliminary matters and
to call a general meeting.

**The committee called in President
Eliot, who immediately approved ot
the plan and gave it warm encourage-
ment. It is hardly necessary to name
all the reasons for the existence of
such a club, they must be obvious ta
every Cathohc. Briefly, however, it is
intended to serve the religious interests
of Catholics at Harvard and to help ir
the work now being done by the pther
religious societies of the university,
and further to be a means of accom-
plishing any purpose which may be of
berefit to Catholics. There are be
tween two hundred and seventy-five
and two hundred and fifty Catholies in
the university and it is clear that it
that number or a majority of them
unite an organization most powerfu!
for good will result.”

These officers have been elected:
President, R.G. Emmet, ’93, New York;
Vice-President, M. H. Guerin, '93," Chi-
cago; Secretary, J. E. Malloy, 95, Los
ton; Treasurer, George Crompton, "3
Worcester; Governing Board—J. 1.
Hickey, ’93; J. M. Minton, "94; J. D. M
Ford, '94; J. F. McGrath, '95; T. J.
Manahan, '96; J. J. Shea, '96:°M. T. H
O'Connor, W. H. Shea, Georgée F. Me-
Kelleget, J. Courtney, J. E. Rourke
and F. L. Stanton.

The Control of Anger.

Socrates meeting a gentleman of rank
in the street saluted him. but the gen-
tleman took no notice of it. His
friends, in company, observing what
passed, told the philosopher ‘‘they
were so exasperated at the man's in-
civility that they had a good mind to
resent it.”’ But he very calmly made
answer: ‘“If you meet any personin the
road in a worse habit of body than
yourself, would you think you had
reason to be enraged with him an that
account? Pray, then, what greater
reason can you have for being incensed
at a man for a worse habit of mind
than any of yourselves?”’—Life of Soc-
ratés

Cast your cares earnestly upon the
shoulders of the Saviour. and He will
support and strengthen yon. When e
calls you to a kind of serviee which is
contrary te your taste, your couraze
should not be less, but rather more,

than if your taste concurred with Iiis |

pleasure, for Where there is least of

self the work goes best. Do not per-
nnt your mind to consider itself, its

owers, its inclinations. You must

‘ | ment of His holy will

“for us ary rewarded. Whymat write

Epileptic Fits, Falling Siekness, Hystor.
fcs, St. Yitus Dance, Kervousness,
Hypochondria, Me'anchiolia, In»
ebrity, Siccplessuéss, Dizs
ziness, Brain and Spi-
nal Weakness.

This medicine has direet action upon
the nuerve centers, allaying ail irritabili-
ties, and increasing the flow and power-
of nerve fluid. It is perfectly harmiess.
and leaves no unpleasant effects. '
A Valvable Book on Nervous Di
eares 2ud & sample bottle to any a
FYB ?éf;i% Pooy patxents 850 get the raed.
15 remeds has been pre dby the Rev, Fa.thex
of Fort Wayne, Ind., since 13?6. and is new
under 1is dirvetion by the
.KOE!-HG MED. CO.. Chicago, iil.
Sold by Druggistsat 81 per Bottle, 6far 85
Large Nizo, $1.75. 6 Bottles for $9,

THE KOBBE PHARMACY,
Cor.Clinton & Andrews sts. Rochester N.VY
Louis Ernst& $ |

DEALERS IN
Mechanics’ Tools,
Builders’ Hardware,
Manufacturers’ Supplies,
129 AND 131 EAST MAIN ST.

Two Doors East or 80 Sr. PapL Sr.
~ Father Mollinger's
Great__»
Remedies
®
Conquer Disease.
+ Cured thousands in
his lifetime.
In great demand since his
‘ o - death. £1.00
Onre :br Epileply and 8t, Vitus Dance, {%
B.heutgaat‘!ll]!n Cure, (three separate prescriptions a.
BlOOd‘II‘,OS. for constipation and purifying the blood, .25
Descriptive catalogue of his treatment of all chronic df-
scases free, None genuine without my name on each pack-
age. For gale by all druggists, or sent from bere express
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