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AISTOVER THE NOUATAN

BY ANNA T. SADLIER.

(From the Ave Maria.)

UCH a tiny house, shadowed by
broad gray eaves, covering a narrow
gallery. In the windows, pots of
fHowers destined to brighten the
winter's gloom. Insummer and autumn
their greenncss was Jost in the masses of
wild herbage and tolisge that overspread
the lane, at the heud of which the cot-
. tage stood well up on the mountain eide.
Au end window uverlooked *the moun-
tain” and adjoining bills.

The two little women who occupied
this dwelling could laok downward like-
wise from their front door to the plains
beneath, dotted with white tarm-houses.
silvere | with streamlets; andthey showed
vach other, shading eyes with hand, the
far-off ash of Chambly Basin. Neither
of them had been there. One had been
do the city. Slc was never wearied tell-
sag of ita strangeness—its shopy with
unkpown wares, 1ts multitudes of people
in fine clothes, its nowse, its splendid
carriages, and above all its churches.

The sister who bhad uever been there
was of an imaginative turn. She peeped
eoften at their great neighbor, the moun-
tain, and took a certain pride in its
changes of costume :  its tender green of
springtime, its deep hue of sunumer, its
graynpess of winter, and ite scarlet and
gold of autumu. She had nbsorbed some
thing of it into her vwn lire.

Mudemoisclle Valerie wus n  the
shady eside of the ftitties, Madmois ils
Murie a decade younger,—by reason v
which she wae permitted greater bright-
ness in her attire and a less severe form
of bairdressing.  Mademoiselle Marie
sat on the gallery steps that antumn
afterpoon, busy with outspread heaps o1
herbs. There was a freshiened ¢ lor on
ber wrinkled check : she had been upto
the mountain herb-gathering, Beeide
her luy also a great bunch of scarlet and
gold sud maple leaves, which she had
plucked.

The neighbors, meeting ber on the
homewand way, made mrerry: “Ah, ha,
Mudemoiselle Marie' Like the city
folk, thou hast been guthering leaves
wnd weeds.”  And they had laughed
heartily. Marie had shoewn them her
basket of herbs, 1o prove that her time
kad pot been spent in idie dalliance with
Nature.

Mademciselle Valerie, In common
with bher neighbors. held that autnmn
leaves and berrics were but a delusion
and a snare, tit only to point a moral er
adora a sermun, with their apt illustra-
-tion of the perishablencss of file, Never
theless, she respected thia weakniss of
ker sister, and was ready to do battle for
it i necessary.

* Trens ! but it was brave, the moun-
tain,”’ said Mademoiseile Marie,—"like
the high altur on great feasts, when it
has lamps of colors.”

Valerie laughed. ““ € hut " whe replied.
* Monsieur le Curé might not be pleased.”

*This ‘dragon’s blood’ I have a good
stock of,” said Marie. waiving the puint.
Sbe touched the red tendrils lovingly, as
she laid the precious weeds uside. ‘And
1 bave much gentian and the Virgin's
slipper, and—see all besides !

Valerie, in the rocking-hair, knitted
in silence, It became evident inhat she
wag oblivious of her sister’s treasurea,

Mademoiselle Marie was mystified.
At iast she broke silence

“What hast thou, my sister?

“Dur veightor, the burber, at the foot
ol the lape--"

*“What of him *"

* He has been to the station.”

Craivwent [

*To the post office.”

*'The post-ottice

“And he haz hrought
letter.”

Marie looked at her sistér.

“ Iy is tor us.'" Valerie said. She could
not keep the pride out of her voice, de-
spite her sadnees. Why, it was only M.
le ®urd or the notury, or M. Larne, who
owned hall the mountain, that got let-
ters,—uxcept the seignior, when he was
at home.

“A letter for ue I eried Mademoiselle
Marie, letting her caretully sorted herbs
fall in contusion. *“*And it must be—it
must be from Louls Jean '™

Valerie shook her head. It is not
from him, Heean not write @ for heds
down a little, He has not been woli —
he has been to the hospital.—> Her
voice faltered,

Marie, who understond much that was
not said, was silent {or o nioment.

“ From whom, then, was tl e letter

“From a.uré of the town, Un bon
pftre, Who writes from his b oart,”

“ May the good God birse him '™

“Amen! 1 wag 0 sure this time,”
burst out Valerie pititulliy, lirr brown
face working in contortions that would
have been ludicrous to unlovinge eyes,

Magie rose to her tect. to the imminent
destruction of her trrastures  She [nid a
hand upon her sister’s arm. the tears
falling plentitully from her dim biue
eyes down upon her checked shawl].

“ It is stifl another trial the goud God
seils v8,"” the saicl, softly.

It is hard 7 murmured Valerie

“ Yes, but God knows what is hest for
us. s 1t not su?”

Valerie bowed her head.
lesu childlike, was xincere,

While their new born hopes, which
had sustained them happily doring the
montha past, died, as many a hope must
do, Valerie looked out over the plain,
her brown eyes dim with the tears shye
had not shed, and Marie turned her tear-
stained face toward Lhe mountain. A
soft glory was upon it. Sunset was trane-
figuring its gold and red. Marie touched
her sisters arm  Together the two
women looked.  Valerie sighed.

¥ only heaven were not 8o faraway !’
she suid, sadly.

‘s it 80 far away ?7 asked Marie,

When next they spoke it was upon
practical matters. ,

*“ The puor lad, he has not made. muck
m ney yet,” said Vilerie npologetically,
as though she were addressing a critical
audience.

“ Ag if hecould, even with such talents
as his!" replied Marie hotly.-adding her
lance thrust at the imaginary foe,

“ Rat the expena-s—iis 1llness. his
support ?? continued her sister. *What
is tobe done?”

* Providence vill see to thal,—never
Afonr,” snid Marie, “ and it is for us to do

Watweean - o 00 : .

with him

Her f{aith,
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They were interrupted by a lady
coming up the lane. Thesistern 8" axted,—
Murie eargerly moving aside her herbs
andleaves; Valeriedarting into the house
for » cloth to wipe up the dark stain of
a crushed dragon’s Blood. ' ]

* Bon jour, Madame " said both sisters,
curteying, .

The lady responded civilly, apolo-
gizing for her scant knowledge of French,
and smiling involuntarily at the pleasant
faces before her. She obsecrved the per-
fect neatness of theirattire—the drugget
gown of dark brown _on the
one, of gray on the other; the
checked aprons, glossy with starch;
the shawls—one bright hued, the other
gonmbre in coloring; the hesds—one
crowned with a cap, the other with hair
canght in & net and encircled with's
velvet band,

Would Madame be pleased to walk in?
Would she take 2 geat ?

Madame took & seat upon a spotlessly
white chair, perceiving that the floor
and tables were to match; that the
briglt rag-carpet was scropulously clean;
that the wulls were enllvenced by some
sacred prints and the windows by How-
ers. The light streamed in with been-
liar radiance through door und window.

** The sunshine ot God’s peate isun the
spot,” the curd had said once. .

The two sisters stoud meanwhile,
laughing like pleased children. Secretly
wondering what bad brought the lady,
they were too polite to ask, but conduct-
ed the conversation on simple lines, und
banished their Inte distress, us simple
folk have an art of duing. Only they
hazaided. in the course ol their tulk, the
one piece of information of moment to
themselves, the central fact of their
ves.

Iney bad a brother ea ville, studying
law in the ullice ot the great Me, M—;
Madume must know him.  Yes, Madame
knew. Andtheir brothor, i Lad ol great
tilent, who was to make Lis mark? The
mame! Oh, yes! Louis Jean licard.
Had, perchance, Madume heard? No?
Well, the town was 8o large.

Madame at last made known the object
of her visit. She wus keeping bouse in
the neighborhuod, and had hesrd that
their butter was 80 good.

* Qur butter it is not bad,” answered
Marie, with her deprecatory smile.

“ Madame may tey many places, but
ours is of the best,” more buldly usserted
Valerie. * Would Madame like to see
some prepared for a customer?”

The butter was bronghi--four pats of
gold, with a raised bunch of grapes on
each.  But Mmbuime was not constrained
10 have the grapes. Several wmoulds
were shown her; a pineapple, afish a
rose sprayv. 1L was a weighty matter to
decide. The butter lay upon a wooden
platter, covered with broad green leaves,
it was appetizingly tresh and sweet, It
had a suggestion of the folisge and
flowers without; of the pocetry even of
thege simple lives, raised by its prepars-
tion almost to the sphere of art.

The lady gave her order, and was shown
out with thut extreme courtesy, free frum
servility, pecutiar to French Canadians
of an older generation.

* The good God be praised !” exclaimed
Marie devoutly, as the sizters set about
prepuring their evening meal. ]

“It will help Louis Jean—put him on
his feet ngain—with what we can save
in the house and bLy: our other custon-
ers,’! said Valerie.

“The poor brother—how hard it has
been tor nim, with his talents !’ sighed
Marie. “ How much outter does the
good lady want 2"

“ Three pounds a day—fiitecn cents a
pound. That makes forty-five cents a
day,” answered Valerie.

“Sister,” snid Marie slowly, hier face
wearing o troubled expression, * we are
not charging too much 7 .

“No  The butter at Maillet’s isseven-
teen'cents ; and, though ours is better, 1
put it two centslower, 1o be sure” )

“ Forty-tive cents is agood sum,’” said
Marie, lir r face clearing. It will help
much. But, oh, how little we have been
able to du for Louls Jean

1t was our best,” replied Valerie.

The aisters were busy after that—too
busy to talk.  Marie bung up her herbs
to dry, and placed the bunch of lraves—
not without o deprecatory glance at
Vileric —in a jug on the ciimuey-piece.
I'he berries she stuck in the frameof a
picture. )

Valerie, seeing, wag &8 one Wno saw
not. \Were the minds of both busy as
well ag their hands?  Did they look
backwiurd and see-—what? "Two pretty,
fresh-cheeked girls, dressed alike, brave
in village tinery, driving o chureh with
tather wml mother, and tne sailow skin-
ned boy whom they had set thunselves
10 worship: two saddened women, who
had seen death and sorrow, the seliing
of their old home to give the boy means
to prosecute his atudies; the youngrr, |
with whum the [wir promise of life had
lingered, decorating chimney-piece and
wally of the new little home with tlowers
ur leaves lor the coming of the sweel-
heart, who had at last ceased to come,
hecnusge the marriage portion had been
uiven to estublish Louis Jean in the
great carcer of the law, People said
that Valerie had never had a lover; but
she, too had given her best—the labor
of her hands, the' sncrifiee of bright rib-
hans or warm shawle. or it may even be
of creature comfurts—tor the suke of
Lonis Jean

Was therea tear on Marie's check as
she decorated frame and chimney -piece,
with no doubt a retroep rotive sadness?

Valerie interposed @ Quelle tolie, my
rister! Tomorow they will be swept
away as cobweba.” S .

“ Ah! the mourraw is always cruel But
for to-night they are benntiful,” 1v wus
her simple protust againet destiny.

“ It s time wisted, and makes trouble
for to murrow, when they wilt be with-
ered and seattered over the loor,”” con-
tinued Valerie, with wellmesnt barsh-
DeSHL . .

“Then T will take them away,” aaid
Marie meekly, stretching out her hand,
to renove them, Thore was a piteous
look on her face,

“Let them stay ag they are,” com
manded Vabrie; “but 1 den'v know
what has come to thee, siater.”

“1tnink [ wus dreaming,” said Marie.
“1 haven’t dune so Bince we were
young”

Valerie did not lock at her sister, but
picked up sonre knitting, and knitted
hall a lingerlength Dbefore spenking
agsin

“We must make the wood go a8 fur
as posaible,” she eaid in her practical,

ecmposed voice.

“And after all,” chimed in Marie
“we can do without the barrel of
pork.” .

“ Yes; whatdo we two old people want
with meatso often? At Chnistmas, New
Year's, and Easter, soit; but for the rest,
it is needless.”

“We must do all we can for him.
Poor Louis Jean! He has bad a harl
struggle. But one day he will repany
all”

Marie the imaginative had spun many
a rainbow-tinted web concerning the
time when the nume of Louis Jean
Picard, great in the law, should plitter
upon an «flice sign, shine it the papers.
and glow in political life. Valerie the
practical beheld a fine Louse, and a ear-
riage from which should alight the
Honorable Louis Jean Pieard.

Filled with new bope, the sisters
sct themselves to pinch and struggle,
as they had done for so many years, and
to work their hardest. Spring came
creeping up the lane, sprinkling it with
violets and sweet-clover blossoms and
tiny blades of grass, and climbing at last
{0 the very mountain top, with 1ts warm
promise of life. 'The summer went by ;
and nceasionally the sisters heard from
a neighbor, who had made the great
journey. that Louis Jean was well ; ns to
his circumstances, very little was said,

“He is on his feet at last,” said
Valerie, jurt as the autumn was setling
in once more. ‘' The notary has had no
applicution for money from him for two
weeks. Our last sum is still there, Hu!
ha! we shall soon see him driving up i
his carringe.”

Together the sisters laughed at the
glad prospect.

Louis Jean did not come, but in his
stead a telegrum. What s gloriously
heautiful October afternoon that was
when the boy from the station, to whom
a telegram was almost as great a novelty
as to the sisters, came up the lane
breathless ! Marie was sorting herhs,
and Valerie knitted in the rocking-chair.
as though another yvear of life had not
worn itself awny. Valerie took the tele
gram, and turned it up and turned it
down. At last this was what she read;
*“Ionia Jean Picard died suddenly this
morning.”

The sisters stared at the paper, then at
the boy, whom at last they dismissed.
They did not recognize that this was the
release from the term of hard labor to
which they had been sentenced. They
fell on thoir knees, by & common im-
pulse, to pray, and so extend their help
for Lotis Jean into the lile beyond.

“Qur good God has sent us & bitier
trial,” whispered Marie at last. * It i.
in merey, lest we might make an idol in
our henrts.”

Valerie was prayving with set face and
drawn lips. ‘* Sister.” she said, “ thou
art better than J; but I, too, will say
God's will be done !

“It was & ncble heurt and a splendid
head.” murmured Marie.

“If only he had had a chance!” said
Valerie.

Nor did the news that he had died in
the incbriate ward of an hospital,
whither he bad been conveyed after a
drunken brawl, the result of his sisters’
last remittance, alter this verdiet,

The kind curd's virit did them geod;
but there was a ehill spread over the
vallev, so that Valerie could not seeit;
and & mist over the mountain, so that
Marie turned toward its scarlet and gold
in vain. Both broke down,however, and
their tenrs Hlowed unrestrainedly, nathey
rocked themselves backward and forward
in agony: when Valcerie, lighting the
woud stove. remarked casually that there
wis no occusion to gpare the woad now.
Louis Jean Picard. great man that was
to have been, had no further need ot
their ceonomies. _

A ————

A BIVAL OF JONAH.

Under the caption “ I'n Funle
Jomes (A Rival of Jonalh) the Purisian
mugazine Cosmos relates the following
extraurdinary event, of gurpassing inter-
est because of its similarity to a Scrip-
tural marentive which pseudo-acientists
and iofidels have time out of mind
sought to ridicule:

In February, 1391, the whaler Star of
the Enst, sailing in the vieinity of the
Falkland Izlands, let down two whale-
boats in order to overtake and capture
an enormous cetacean a short distanee
awny. The whale was harpooned and
mortally wounded ; but in its dying
convaleions & stroke of its tail shattered
one of the boats to pieces. All the
sailors who had manned the boat were
rescncd with the exception of two. The
corpse of one of these was recovered. but
that of the other man, named Junes
Bartley, could n -t be tound.

As soon a8 the monster had ceased its
movenients, and the nien were thorough-
Iy satistied of its desth, the work of cut
tng up began, A day and a night were
consumed in.the operation, and on 1ts
completion the whale's HLU.lll.ll(‘]l wits
opened. Imngine the astonighinent ol
the sailors on finding therein their lost
comrade, Jumes Bartley, uncouscious
but atill alive. [t wusnditlicult maiter,
ag may well be suppused, Ls brivg hin
to himself, For a number of days he
was # prey to outbursts of violent mad-
ness, and it was impossible to get a ru
tional word from him. Only at theex:
piration of three wecks didt Barthey ne
¢ wer tully his renson. and beeoms capa-
vle of giving o aceonnt of his tmpros
siong while Incarcorated in iy strange
prisoi, . .

“ [y member periectly,” said he, “the
mone L wien the whale threw me up
into the wir. Thend wies cogul ed, and
found my self shnt up ina slippery case,
whes contraetions obligodme togodown
deeper. Foe nexte thing I knew was in
A very larse bag 5 awd, leeling abent e
on . siden, I eoneouied thet [ lind been
swaliowed by the whaic aind was now 1n
its stensach, [eould still breathe, though
with much difficuity’; but Lwus oppriesed
by o heat so intolerable thut it secmegd us
though [ was being bulied alive.”

In view ol the fuct that & w hole school
of xcie ntists bave deelared that the Bible
nurrative of Jonah is simply absurd, that
the organism of the whaie ag well as the.

Are Yon Nervous?
Horsford’s Acid Phosphate
Quiets the nerves and induces sleep,

physical constitution of man rendered it
materinlly impossible that Jonah could
have been swallowed by the whale in
the first plaee, or could have subsisted
for three days in its belly even had he
been swallowed, this adventure of a com-
mon lisherman is of curions intercst.
It proves once more that there ure wore
thinga in heaven and earth than are
dreamt of by the * know-it-all”’ scientitic
critics.

It is interceting to note that some
Catholic exogetists have indicated nn
interpretation of the Jonah narrative
mrere in aceonl, than its literdl sense,
with what is known as scientilic data.
Origen and Cardinal Cajetan, for in-
stance, held that the narsive was pure-
ly and simply an allegory; and this
opinion was never condemned by the
Church—which illustrates the fact that
non-condemned opinions are not neces-
sarily true ones, .

Iv hus aiways appeared to us that Our
Lord’s citing the case of Jonah in the
whate’s belly ns a sigzn of His own resur
rection was ample proof that the nurra-
tive ghould be accepted as true in its
primary and literal sense.  In any case,
the adv nture ot Jimes Bartley demon-
strates that there is no especinl need of
drnwing on the imagination for an ale-
quate explanation of this particular
Biblieal mirncle.

JOHN SARSFIELD  CASREY, “THE
GALTEE BOY,” DEAD.
A FELLOW FRISONER WITH BOYLE O'REILLY.

John Sarstickl Casey, the  patriot,
known as " be Galtee Boy,” died in
Mitehelstown, County Cork, lre.. on
April 23.

Mre, Casey was coroner for County
Limerick and secretary of the Mirchels-
town gnd Fermoy Ramlway.  IHis name
is closely and honorably assovinted with
the memorable political stroegles in
Mitchelstown district. In 1845 he was
tried at Cork before Judge Keogh for
high trenson.  kvidenee was given that
Mr. Casey, who was then ninetecn years
of age, had contributed a serizs of in-
tlammatory  articles of great  literary
mcrit to tie * Irish people.” The prose-
cuting Solivitor General stated that the
articlrs wire remarkably effvetive in
propagating the doctrines of Fenjanism,
and Judge Keogh, in sending the young
patrint te pesial servitude, compliment-
ed bim on bLis great literary abilitics.

Mr Cueey, who was familiarly known
as the " Galtee Boy,” trom his ehosen
aom-de pluae, spent live years in penanl
servitude, part of this period being spent
in the prisons of Portland and Penron
ville, aud the remauinder in West Aus-
tralia.

He contcsted the Paclinmentary repre-
sentation of Tipperary as « candldate of
the advanced section of the Nationalist
party, but was deteated by the late Mr.
E. Dwycr Gray, who represented the
maore moderite section of the National
iets. A vear Inter Mr. Casey was elected
coronsr for the County Limerick without
opposition,  He took a pruminent part
as an intlaential local leader iuthe Land
League and Plan of Campaign agitations
of the day. At the massacre of Mitchels-
town he was arrested by the police,
having gone to the burmcks to remon-~
strate with County Inspector Brownrigg
whilst the police were shootingdown the
people tron the barrack windows,
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TEACHERS' SOUVENIRS,

The New York Sun recently published
w lengthy series of letters received by
teaehiers from parents, amd we now give
a few cholee extracty:

It Leuis is bad please lick
He is vers

Teacher:
him till his eyes are bine.

stinbborn, He has o great deal of the
mule in him. He takes atter his
father. Mus. L.

Teacher: What shall [ do mit Char
ley” Meoand my man can’t nething
make of him.  When we wanetofick der
little devil he get the bed Gar under.
where we can’t reach for him, and must
put # hook on der bedrosnt door to hald
him for his Heking. Pleasesonk him o
avhool shiust s0 olten as you got 1ime.

Mus, SNEDIVELT,

Mizs Please be so kind an’
knoek ont Sol when he gives oo moch
g to oblige his muther,

Sume parents object to o what their
¢hitdren are learning, as witness the 1ol-
Jowing :

Mis: Browx: You must stop teach
my lazzie tisical tortoure she needs yet
rendin an figors mit sums more us that.
it I want her to o jnmpin [ kin nke
Lier jump. Mus, CANAVOWRRY,

Teach my daughter readin and rith-
matick nnud not those new maglod yonker
notions ahout cutting paper dolls with
sizzory. »

A fow unclassitieild notes may be given
by way of showing the variety reevived:

Miss My boy tells me that
when I trink beer dor overcuoat yrom my
stummack gets too thick. Piease be go
kind and dont intersere in my fonily
attuirs, Mi, Cony ———

Teacher: Yon think fou no it all an
nn else vhe hose any bat you. My ehil-
dren nose more and #0 do T than you
have forgot.  Plense smoke this in youor
pipe an dout he so eduenshunied that no
mang nor womans eat tajk with you, [
am oply o prewery driver, biat T knows
my biznuss. v S D,

Miss Plense let Willie hmne
nt 2 o'clock. I take him out for alittle
plesgure to see hin grandinther’s grave.

Mes 1N,

8uch onses in the deaert of pedagngics
are welconwed like o brewth of fresh adr,
They pass ivom hand to hand among the
teachers in n building and often-times
reach  the principal, whose duty it
ghould be to preseeve and edit them in
it work on The Beauties of School Tench-

ing.
s e
WANTED AXNOTHER BARREL
SERM Ox‘ 3.

OF

The wife of a Cincinpati clergyman
traded a barrel of her husband’s sermons
recently for & new bread pan.

Bome time ul't.ermmr, the ragman
came around again, and asked if she had
any more scrmons to sell,

““Why do you want sermons 7"

“ Becituse I did so well with those I
got here a year age. I got sick in the

summer and & preacher in the country
boariled me and.my horse three months
for that barrel of sermong, and he hus
since gol & grent repiitation as & preacher
up there, 1 will give you tive cents a
pound for all yun have gut.
— -
CATHOLIC ALUMNI CLUB.
Judge Daly, of New York, delivered a
scholurly address last week before the
Cathalic Alumni Clab.  He rejuted, in
a telling manner, the calumny that the
Catholie Church is opposed to populur
enlightenment, by citing facis and
figtres to show that in fonnding libraries
and Institetions ot bigher eduention the
Church alwrys took the lend and holds
it cven at the pregent time, with 78 251
nniversity students in Catholic countries
to 48.885 tn non-Catholie Jands, e vin-
dicated the lovalty of Catholic citizena
by declaring that there was not a thoda-
mental principle of our government
which was not nlso a prineiple ot the
Church ntd tanght by it. He eulogized
adl assucintions, of whatever denomina-
tion, that aim at combating the idea
that the present age bas no need of taith
and rdligion, and when speaking of Pere
Marguette's stutue and it8 aceeptance by
the foderal vovernment, he said it was a
trinph of  American common  sense
over ignorance and bigotey, The Catl -
olic Alumni Club s to be congratnlat.d
ot its very auspicions public lnauguea-
tjon.,

DOES NOT LIKE MANNISH WOMEN

Rev. W, F. Wilson, of Toronto, in o
re cent sermon, said he deplored the ten-
deney of this age fur woman te leave the
domestie cirele and Ditate man and
mauly wavs,  Her power chietly lay in
her mnternal redations at bome, not with
the ballot and the agencics wicided by
man.  The world, however, always had
room for n Queen Victoria or o Harriet
Beecher Stowe.

.-

Hotelelerk—"" We eangive you all the
comforts ot home here”

Unicle Abner cr o Seadvifle)— Mis-
ter. I want more'n that when § come to
a hotel. 1 kin git home comiorts at
b

There Are Two Roads!
One Leads::Misery and
Dea:h, ths Other
1o New Life,

PAINE'S CELERY CONPOUND
THE SUFFERER’S HOP »
AND LIFE-GIVER.

It Alwzys '* Makes People Well ™

USE EVERY PRECAUTION T0 AVOID
THE SUBSTITUTER.

the Saks of WMNoney Profit He
Would Persna‘e You io Use
Wor-hless Wedicines.

For

There are two roads open to the old
and young rich and poor. who aresutler-
ing Irom any ol the diseases now se
prevalent.  One leads to misery and
death, the othier to new ite and perivet
heulth.

The sick and saffering are fervently
praying to be led e the say that pare
antres a new Hie—the jodcus rond tha
Jeade onwand and upesand to a wealth o
health and bappiness.

Let it be distinetd understoad  that
there ts butone wellianarked course open
toall who seek the new fite : 1t ealls lor
the uae of Paine's Celory Componnd., a
grent physician’s diseoviory, reseribued
by the best living physichans, and always
sucersa’ul whe n honestly usod, JUis i
w patent medicine ; itis b a sarsapir:
Bl 1 g wad o bitters wr o niervine: it is
as tar bevond them al as health sur-
prsse s suflering,

To the thousands on the broad romd of
gutlering irom teonbles such as rheame-
atisi, netealgia, dyspepaia, indigestion,
constipation, iver and kndney attections,
nervorshess. heart and blood diseases, we
wotdd say, use n few battlea of Paine’s
Crelery Compaund taithingly according to
directions, v will surely cure you and
restore You 1o your lormer good health.

Re membn rthat Jdeliys are dangerons
the symptng of todits may to-morrow
resitit in mtsery or-deaths Tu be well
and strong. atd able to battle success
flly with lite’s dutios, cares and troubles,
you must tuae Paine’s Celery. Compound,
the medicine that hns done such marvel-
lour things tor thousids in the past.

When buying: Paines Celery  Come
prund, be.earelul Lo wvoid the denler
whu, for the sake  f proi. would have
you take n worthless medicine,  Keep

clesr of such merchants and dewlers who |

would deceive you and imperil your life.

Me, A. Budd of Shany Bay, Unt., who
was quickly and wonderinily cured by
Puine’s Celery Cotupound, writes as fol
Llows : . :

* For the henefit of sudlvrers I glidly
give my exprerience with, Paine’s Celery
Compound,  Atter sulfering trom dyspep-
sin tor thirty-five years, and meeling
with many Iailures with uther medicines,
[ decided to wge Puind’s Celery Com-
potnd, having heard of so many cures
uifveted hy it The Compound, alter [
nred it for a time produced miraculous
restlts and bunished my troubles.

“ From o ¢ ndition of nelplessness—
heing nnable to sleep or eat. I now feel
well and strong, - ITam astonished nt the
resnlts as my trouble was an old and
chronic one. I have recommemded
Puine's Cele y Compound to some of my
neighbore, aud in every case it has given
satiatuetion. I will dlways strongly re-
commend its use when I have oppor-
tunity.” SRR

f
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If?

If you want to preserve.
apples, don't cause a breajc
in the skin. The germs of
decay thrive rapidly there,
So the germs of congump._
tion find good soil for warl
when thelining of the throat
and lungs is bruised, mada.
raw, orinjured by coldsang
coughs. Scott’s Emulsion,
with hypophosphites, wil}
heal inflamed mucus mem-
branes. The time to take.
it is before serious damage.
has been done. A 3So-cent
bottle is enough for an or-

dinary cold.

50 cents snd $1.00
ScotT & Bowxg, Chemiats, Belleville, Ont,
B

AND:TRU

Exzoursions

Societies should make early-
application for their summer-
excursions, as the choice dates:
for Otterburn Park, Clark’s.
Island, Valleyfield, Ormstown,
Iberville, Rouse’s Point, ete.,
are being rapidly secured, For-
rates and full particulare,
apply to City Ticket Office,143:
St James St., or to D. 0.Pease .
District Passenger Agent.
Bonaventure station.

Leave Windsor Strect Station for

Boston, sO.0 .., <5820

Portlapd, 9.0 a.m., 8.2

New York.s8 10 aau.. » pan.

Toronto, Detreit, s3.205t.m., *~sv.obpm

2t, Paul, Minneupoliz, s*9.10 .

Winnipeg and Vancouver, sthoit g,

sre. Anne’s, Vandreuil. ete —a¥.20n.m.. 2! 2pp,
.15 pom . 0815 ., G5 ponr SN

St Johns—shtba.m., 4,03 pom,, *sK8.200 o,
p.m.

Newport—sa ., 4.05 pan., *« Mp.m

Hulifax, N.5., 5t Joho, NoB. e, ts8. 40 pom.,

Sherbrooke—b08 pas, and x4 jam,

Benwhurnois und Valley field, 5.10 a.mo.. 11 am. .
x5 pom L, L p o,

Hudson, g(iguutl aud Point Fortume, 31,20 p.m.
® 5.1 pan. 10 pan

Lenve Dalhonsie Square Ntutlon for

?uebec. a8 10 a.n.. 83,30 p.an,, 210.30 p.m.

olictte, St, Gabriel, Three Rivers. 515 p.m.

Ottawa, Lackute, s8.30 1.10,, 6,05 p.au.

St. Lin, St. Bustache,5.30p, m.

St Jerome, $.30 0.0, 015 0.m,, 330 pow.

St Arathe and Lubelle, 530 pom,

Ste. Bose and Ste. Therese, 8.30a.m., (a)3 p.m.-..
5.30 p.n., 8.25 pom o ; Suturday, 1.45 y.m., in--
stead ot 3 pom

tDaily except Saturdnys. *Run daily, Sunday
included. Other truiny week duys only unless
shewn, s Purlor and sleeping ears, z>aturdays
only, §3undays only, (a)Except Saturday anc

Sunday.

CITY TICKET and TELEGRAPIT 00tce,.
129 St. Jnmes st 11¢xt to Post Office,

WHENADOUBT

| Recanbing YouR

ENGRAVING
LITHOGRAPHING
PRINTING

a0 STATIONERY

JISHOP'S

169 St. James St.

M. J. DOHERTY

Accountant and Commaissioner
INSURANGE AND GENERAL AGENT.
Money to X.ernnd g
No. 8 FOURTH FLOOR,
SAVINGS BANK CHAMBERS.

*n

[EL R S

DJHRRTY, SICOTTE & BARBARD,

i Former)y DURERTY & DORERTY.)
Advocates @ and : Barristers.
IS0 ST. JAMES STREET.

City and Distriet Bank Building.

JUDGE M. DOHERTY,

CONSULTING COUNSEL,
No. & Fourth Floor--Savings Bank Chambess,

L1,

L) . p
Na. savE FURKISKED 35.000162& F
iy (PLRCH SCHOOL & OTHER I Rest sest.
GENUINE

’\%5 i 6 MENEELY &CO.,
NI WEST-TROY. N.YAzciemeraL.
Snid .

P CHIMES, Eve, CATALOGUE & PRICES FREE.

N FAVONABLY KNOWN SINCE

_Eamm.lsunn 1864
C. OBRIEIN,
‘ouss, Sigr and Decorative Painter,

PLAIN AND DECORATIV PAPER HAMCER.
Whitewarbingand Tioting. Allorderspromptis
attended to. Terme moderate,

t. | East of Bleury.
Siienee Q45 Doropeterst | B4t o

DANIHL FURLONG,
WHOLERALR aND RETAIL DEALERINY
CBOICE BEEF,VEAL, MUTTON & PORE
Speoialrnfuforohurilwblglnstit'utlons.
Qor. Prinee Arthurand St Domin‘icueStraecr
' TBLRPHONE&Th -



