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Will you follow me to Baden ?-Not
40 that. clegant and wild and whirl-
ing Baden of painted fnces and flashy

toilottes, where gentlemen ‘of the
turf display their horsemanship on
the plain of Iffezhein:; where  the

in

majesty of old Germany: elhows,
the Trirkhalle, the princes of Bohem-
da; but to the fresh, dark, silent, al-
most unknown nooks of that Baden
+which ¢tod has made and which man
has yet left untouched; where the ar-
tist wanders for his. piclure, the poct
for his inspiration, the dreamer for
his vision, the Christian to murmur
hid
ground that I am about to lead you.
But fear 1his

burial-place

prayer; for it is to a Dburial-

not on that account ;

of Badenr has compitra-

tively but litele of the mournful, in
ity appearance; it is truly, as  its
name dJdeclares, the I'ried llof—the

Court of PPeace. Under that greenturs
under those flawer-clud hillocks,theype
lie Dbodies that sutfer no more, but
sleep in quiet; their souls may suffer,
indecd, aud be in panin, but there
sotlr yre no lohger thete: gnd can re-
pose alone he frighiful? lLook around,
and, as far as the eye can reach,
what bheauty shines in the landscape.
avhat a charm  invests the distant
meeting of earth and sky ! Look
to the gray blue heaven, pale

transparent, ever  that
_which stretehies over the valley
the Rhine: to those pure white clouds
flonting  like distane =ails  on «a
stormless €eq; to those distant  hills
as they  re-

up
and
HEY

is SRy

of

with outlines soitening
cede;
thedir
time has breached;
towers;
seem to overhang the
wark, and the
Yecoming  dust

to the green woods that fringe
walls which
thuse crumbling

silles: 1o Lthiose

thyse rutted castles which ¢
the
haids

plain of
dead—an’s
that
wether,
melancholy,
ing tou;
Christ
stretehing ot

i
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ervated it ta-

indeed, he

peace-giv-

These sights may.
it
for there in the

They o
midst hangs
head and

in

howing fuis westrs
his bhrrisedd arms
rouder great crucifix of stone.

In o churchyard, nothing is
requent, S0 Lo speak, mor:
tural, tiran a eracifix. Iv
1here like the ilag on the bastion,the
mast on the Without it the
place would be accursed and desolate
for hope would he wanting there. All
know acknowledge  this, but,
nevertheless, few bassers-hy bestow o
glance on  the holy  image. Some
faithful ones may, when they sce it,
make the sign of the crogs; others
bend slightly  before it well-bred
peonle uncover; free-thinkers, with
proud luook and step, with unbending
knee and body erect, pass it by, they
who wowld bow so low hefuore  the
corgnet of & pritce or even the key
of a chamberlain.

And certainly indifferent, timid,and
free-thinking ones come to the Fried
11of of Baden; Dbut there, few stop
not and marvel. if by chance their
eyes fall upon its crucifix, There is
upon that rigid face—those features
©f stone—a look of lifv, of flesh and
blood, which enchaing you, moves the
depths of your heart, speaks to you,
To under-tnnd that gaze; it is not
necessary Lo be a Christiun; alas! it
is enough’ be w man. Those
Jdips, half parted in n sigh, tremble
in the stone; those half-closed eyes
seem really to weep; agony sits upon
every feature; hitlerness of -soul has
worn every one of those furrows, tlie
arch of the brows has heen contract-
ed, the pure lines of the . profile
broken, the calin of the forehead des-

more
nor, na-

in see I

vessel,

und

to

i month of May,

fand smiling

.

OM THE FPRENCH.

these short and simple words, wwhich
are the explanation and the ending
‘of this story

“*Mina, Otho.”’

“May God receive you and pardon
me."’

Nolhing more; no signature to the
work, nor name added to the prayer.
But young souls, simple hearts,
poetic. spirits, which still may be
found at Baden, in spitc of ‘‘sport’’
and ‘the 'turf,” will relate to you
the birth of the work and the fate of
the artist: for, alas! the story of
the crueifix is also the story of the
sculptor.

CHAI'TER T

It was a populous, busy und bright
city, Baden of old, as it flourshed in
the fifteanth century, in the days of
the Margrave Bernard of Stachbery,
l.es; noisy than to-day, it was more
picturesque. Where great  hotels,
white vilins, and regular edifices
now rise. then only narrow croovked
strects were scen; where (othic
houses, those of old German dwull-
ings, of which a few still stand at
Augsburg, at Ulm, and especially at
Nuremberg, reared their sSculptured
gables and pointed roois, whercin
were set windows looking like half*
opened eves, while beams projected

from the wall benenth and  sup-
ported little balconies, amd long,

narrow windows with leaden sashes
glistened in the glory of their little

; thick, green-hued and dinmound-shap-

ed panes.

Nevertheless, those streets in which
the asun-rays rarely  penetrhuted
(caught as they were in  their way
by the prolecting fronts of the hous-
es,})  were one day of the heautiiul
1485, filled with peo-
ple in holiduy dress, bearing curivus
faces, with 1fluttering
shining armor,
banners, It wag the day of the tou-
nament, and the SOSS8ips grouped
themselves together to sce puss  the
barons of the mountiins and plains,
and to relate to cach other the high

pennons, and broad

Lachievements of each doughty noble
and the traditions of his  Tawily,

return irom
victors or

while they awaited the
the hurg of the proud
humbled vanquished.
Buy of the general
that rang through the town,
fow faint and expiring echoes reach-

e cTies
Q

iay,
only

' e n lonely and distant street, where

the houses, lower and more scatter-
ed, no Jonger siood close together,
but began to grow scattered through
the fields. One of these houses, the
largest and almost the last, was dis
tinguished fromn its neighbors by two
peculinrities. The front of the first
story, instead of being cut by those
narrow leaden-sashed openings join-
ed one to the other, through whick
the light of day might scarcely. enter
offored to the gaze a huge window
with larger, ncater, and niore regui-
ar panes than any around. Through
the operings on the ground floor u
parrow Spiral staircase might be
seen winding jts polished steps and
balustrade of stone, carved like lace,
heneath @ roof of wood delicately
cut in groceful flowers, branches, ar-
abesques, and interlaced {figurecs.
Above all, in a little wooden niche,
a little carved shrine, Wwhich sur-
mounted the pointed gable, was the
form of an angel with folded wings,
chiselled in pure white marble. One
might imagine that the heavenly
messenger had stopped there to rest
in the middle of some long journey;
that he mazed calmly down and pro-
tecte¢t with his frail hands the high
gray house which he seemed ta bless;

troyed by sorrow, overwhelming, wil-
ent, inconsolable: and  you would
have before you the image of hHuman
mivery the most complete, the deep-
est, the most horsible. if o ray from
the Majesty on high ¢d not come to
elevate and illumine that petrifac-
tion of grief. '
When you have long studied ihnsv
foatures and contemplated their ng-
ony, you involuntarily ask yourse!l
" Where did the scwiptor fitdl so suffer-
ing o face, so living  an agony
whenee came his model 2 Tor
feol that those features onee were the
flesh of one to whon wvrdimary gricef
- were as nolhing.  That look of life,
that pain  s0 reul, cuwme certainly
from a hummnan hézﬂjt that once heat
pencath then, and in them painted
its wounds, its tortures. and its ap-
ony. They were seetv, und not merely
. crented in the artist’s brain,

" Yes: you are right. Those features
h.re those of a sufiering, repentant,
ind ml.,eruble muar, Ii you npprozu.h
ithe bn.sc of the' t.ru-ll‘n, you will
tev gru.\‘en m.the once

yau

wolt. s&one ‘ m A

so that the gossips, who all knew
the dwelling and held its master in
high esteem, calied his ahode The
House of ths Angel.

And the good burgesses wondered

What is Scott’s Emul-
sion ?

It is the best cod-liver oil,
partly digested, and com-
bined with the hypophos-
phites and glycerine. What
will it do? It will make
the poor blood of the anzmic
rich and 'red.

It will give nervous energy

nerves. It will add flesh ¢
the thin form of ‘a clnld
wasted from’ fat-starvation.-
It is everywhere acknowl-
edged as The Standard of
he World S

»lon.-r Got.lnc -lettorq, ondd “in, Lln, Su.t—
wn dla]ect of the ﬁﬂwnth' cunurv

ORI
e d

R 50:. “and "z.uo. lll drugg{nﬂ. ’
SCOTT & BOWNE. Chemlm 'I‘orontc.

‘\'

RN

,t',,-
’A

LB b
\}1 n«'ﬂ'. .

PPN i Lz

¢ relief,

to the overworked brain aud ‘

o and

L | mBt tb ‘906 the white stuﬂle on thst
| gray front, dor did thoy marvel ,

ut
the gracctul scrolls and nxnboﬂqlles of
ths pretty Staircase,
duzzling window, for they knew
that the last served to light - the
studio of the seulptor Sebald Kocrn-
e, and that the two ornaments of
the house, tho marble angel and the
carved roof, were his waork, -

Sebald Koerner wasa justly Ebteemed
and even audmired by the burgesses of
Baden. It was not that he was vary
famous or very rich; that he carned
much money or made much noise in
the world. But it was becaus¢ he
wans honest, patient, true; at once
pious and drcamy, modest and in-
telligent. He livod only for his art,
and scarcely partook at all of the
passions, the aims, the entrancements
of the crowd. He did not ploce him-
self gbove it, but without it, and
men hold in high respect those who
from g, calm retreat behold the tor-
rent of human life rush by. As an
artist, he had rivals, but no enciijes;
a8 o man, he had his fnilings, but
no vices; as o father,
ure, & fair-haired dnughter,
Mina, who lad seen the flowers of
sevenleen  springs  bloom. Sehald
Koerner might call himself a happy
man,

But he was not ouly
he wns a wise one, and what
had given him of strength,
calim and huppiness he guarded care-
fully, lest he might lose it in  the
tumult of the life of men.
the day of the tournament,
bad so stirred the pecaceful city
Baden with rumors of pleasure
joy, saw old Sechald shut himself up
in hig atelier. He had worked since
dawn, while tho swords of others
were clashing and shields and breast-
plates resounding, while plumes and

named

a happy man,
God
aenius.

which
of
and

horns and clarions awoke the echoex;
and ko had first prayed, for such
was his custom, and he imagined
tlint prayer brightened this aspira-
tiong——men were so sgnorant and har-
barous in those ‘'dark ages!"” 'Then
with a skilful and pious hand Le
wielded hammer and chisel through

although the sun was sinking behind
the wmountains, he  still  worked,
standing before his great stone bas-
only jnterrupting kimself from
time Lo time to cast a glance full of
parental love on his daughter
Upon Ming fell tho last ray of
which, after kisstig the verdure
shane throuch

tite
sun,
of the mountain,
panes and made her long silver-uray
gown glitter like silver itself, an
seemed to light a beam of dark light
in the centre of eich of her Inrge
black eves. Those were splendid eyis
and rarely scen in one so fair, for
Mina was a blonde, and the golden
threads of her purse were not bright-
er than those of her hair, but only
less soft and close. Nothing could
equal the perfecl purity and grace of
her forebead and chee:s, the white-
nesy of her skin, the delicacy of the
lines of her face; she scemed ¢ beauw
teous statue, to which Gud, in re
ward {o its designer, had given life
and motiom and a loving heart and
golden: hair.

The bas-retie which the old sculp-
tor was finishing seemed indeed as
if long and diflicult labor had been
spent upon it. It represented a rvelig-
ious subject, for any but religious

subjects were scarcely known, in
those Wimes wlhen miinds were so
simple, imagination so quiet, and

intelligonce so limited, according, to
our strong-minded ones of this age :
in those times when pilgrims marvel-
led at the beauty of a Child Jesus,
or the chasto grace of a Virgin Mary;
when the Appollos, the Ninervas,
the Venuscs and Adonises, forgotten
or urknown, were Mel huricd in the
darkness of centurics and under the
dust of ruins.

What Scbald Koerner wished to re-
present was the down of the resur-
rection day.

The cave of the sepulchre was
there, rocky, voulted, and low. At
the entrgnce knelt Peter, with wide-
opened eyes and irembling lips, and
Magdalene wept, stretching forth her
arms. Yes, she wept, for the sepul-
chre wuas empty. The stone which
cloxed the tomb moved (o one side,
allowed the scattered bands which
wrapped the sacrcd body and the
abandoned winding-sheet to be scen,
and the angel seemed to unnounce to
the two faithful followers the glad
and pgreat tidings—the tidings of
triumph and of consolation-—Resur-
‘rexit: non est hic; words graven on
the banderole which hung from his
l\ill\d. .

Old Sepanld’'s angel was noble, radi-
ant, and beautiful, as became n mes-
sanger of heaven. The sculptor, with
something of artistic caprice, had
placed a golden star upon his- fore-
hend, and with the fond pride of a
father had given to his face tho fen-
tures of his beautiful Mina, so that,
when he smiled upon his nngel
his du,ug'hter and, +when hé turnecd
to, ln-' du.ughter

‘I Jam’ my.

sutxs‘lwd w:th theo.

[T

[P PR

[

and thet huge

bhe had a troas- '

Therefore ‘

bamners ilashed through the air, and !

long hours well employed, gnd now, |

Mina.

the

it | |
semmed to him that he smiled upon-
he became gmve,‘

moved as it he 100!..9(1 upon .
ucles_tial visitant.’ :

daug:hter " md ho 'Mter
conmparing for some- momenta the t'\v
facos. - 1 find ‘nothing, té change in

or thy soft ‘gaze. - “All that I. cannot
copy is thy smile. And thy smile is
lﬁweet my Mtnn, bt it is tog lively,
! too childish,  too mocklng it s
'oarthly, and not, I am’ ‘mure, the
smilo of the bright vies above.”

Marvel not that it should ‘be so,
my father,” replied Mina, while ber
eycs glistened: “‘Above, angcls smile
"tn ecstasy, love, and picty, while 1
‘here can only Dbear the smile of
youth and hope.’’

“Thou art right my child ; T would
not blame thee. Hope is natural to
the young., Long years are befave
them; they may expect to sve thiir
projects accomplished, thair brightest
dreame realized. Melancholy and
weariness are the lot of old fathers.
old dreamers, and old workers such
as 1.”

“And why, father,”™ returncd Ming
gayly, ‘'shouldst thou be :ad? Hust
thou not an art which is better than
a fortune ? a4 name which is known
;throughout Baden as

well as those

“of our oldest barons and bravest
" knights 2  Thou art never idle: thou
lackest a comparson never.  Nohle
iladit‘s and proud lords offer thee
;rcspectful salute as they pass  the
. door oi the House of the Angel: andd,
fwhen they are not here, thy little

I Mina remains; and thou thysel make
holy companions for thysell
carving some Deautiful Virgin
sweet child Jesus,™

‘ 'Tis that which often makes e
'tremible, my child, Haih my spirit
enough of inspiration, are iy hands
! pure enough to reproduce those holy
features ? to give to stone or narble,
or wood the charmm and ajesty
those divine forms which from their
golden halos eall and smile on me ?
to express the sweetness of theChrist-
‘,child, the tenderness of Christ the
Mediator, or the virginal motherhood
of Ilis holy mother? No, to inspira-
tion must be added the heart of

or
|

| Christian; and if I wave dared (oo
,much and but ill succeeded; if 1o
. those sacred faces I have given 100

much of man’s fall and misery, then
ram I guilty, and then have I failed
in my aim—in more than my aim,
!f()r then my peace of conscivhee aod
'rcpaso of soul, too, are lost.

These
Mina are the fears that weaken
the questions that disguict
! so often render hand unsteads,
i and mark care upon 1y brow.'”

‘““Thou art very to he
troubled my father,” said Mina,
ing her head with g little air
triumph. “‘From Strashurg to Nurem-
burg, from Constance to
all who have hearts and eyes
frequent the churches say there is in
thig would no man liko thee to vriave
angels and saints.””

““Ay; so say men,” replied Sebald,
“but God hath not said it, he
sees and judges my works: and {rom
him must come my courage aud my
strength. for I would destroy all the
works of my hands if by thownn 1
knew that he was offended. [Look,
my child, this bus-relief fs nearly
comploted ,and until now I was sat-
isfio@ with it, but a scruple 2omes
and weighs heavily upon my tind.
This angel is very heautiful,  Mdna,
since ho bears thy face, but have 1
not presumed too much in giving
him thy features © As onc of  ihe
host of heaven he is perfeet, so  far
ag aught beneath God himself ean be
pesfect. But thou art but a child of
earth; thou art good, thou art tend-
er to thy old father; thou art his
only treasure, and yet more beautiful
than this angel, but wilt thou
always calm, pure, and radiani as
he?”’

1 will tvy, my father,’
Mina, with an air of half rebellious
rcsolution, mingled gt the same time
with deep tenderness,

“Promise me, Mina, that thou wilt
ever scek to be angelic and joyous,

and in the midst of the wortld to live
retired from it, that the w?aknesses

arul
me, and
my

wrong s
Yire-

Augsbure,
and

-

who

he

answered

Weguarantee that these
Plasters will relieve
pain quicker than any
othen, Put up only in
25¢. tin boxes and SLOO
yard rolls, The latter
allows you to cut the
Plaster any size,

‘Every famlily
should have one
ready for an emer=
gency.

DAVIS & LAWRENCE co.,
LIMITED, -MONTREAL
Beware of imitationa
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A Blessing to the Fair Sex!

PERFECT BUSTS by the
nse of
ORIENTAL Powder.
the only Powder that as-
pures perfect development
ot the bust within three
w, monthe, and cures’ Dys °
B rerein and Liver Com-
plaint.

Price per box. with di-
_recnon! $1.00; six hoxes
fur 85

Genaral Agent for the
‘Domlmoxr
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thy pure brow, thy' modust attitude.

of

when

{

|

; tent,

a.nd the griots of mun may ever ro- [

main far . from thee and never ufict
thee. T am old, and, when I shall
rest in the tomb, thou wilt be the
helress of my name and the guardian
of my memory. Then learned men
rrinces, travollers, who may  pers
chance bave héard of niy fanie, may
¢ome. Thon wilt salute them
at the threshold, and when they ask

for old Sebald, thou, pointing to my

doserted studio and empty sext, wilt
1eply: ‘Resurrexit; non oxt hic: Jle
hath succeeded: he hath finished his
years of toil, and reposeth in  lhis
fatherland.” Aund 1, my S)viour!™
continved old Xoerncr, *‘I will then
know whether I knhew thoe on carth.
After thou hast dono this, wmy dawmgh-
ter, disiniss tho travellers and  bid
the princes farewell. Live in simplici-
ty and retirciment- with a few  old
friends, my poor child, for thou hast
no mother, or with some fithiul
co'mpaninu_ whom thou mayest wed.””

“Father, father!” cricd the young
girl, “why spetk  of sorrow  and
death in the beautifu: spring, when

the sun shines so brightly, and when
thou art finishing the beautiful
gel  to whom thou hast given
radiance and youth ? If thou couldst
give him xouth, my father, i
heranse  thon yn .
and Jong wilt possess .t. And thra -
est thou that, i ‘hou wert
er on earth, mary would
thought to thy little Mina, who
young and ignorant, and who is noy
a lady? No, those to whom strangers
waould come  to speak of thy fame,
whom after thy departure, they
woauld seck, are sure to he thy pupils
Johann Muller, Franz Steinhach  and
eveu—and even—Sir Otho of Arneek
who carves so bravely, and wears
suchk glistening amns.”’

“A8 to the two first,
haps right, my daughter,
ner, who had again begun to work,

ati-
stich

no fong-

b

rive

%

art per-
suid Noor-

thoa

y

varlets.”’
“Art not

ton Severe™’

asked Mina,

Towering her eves and pacheting e
resy lips into a lintle  pour. 1
thoueht the hnight of Arnesi el
something of  talent: that thou vhy-

so the day he modelled
Michael.”
he micht

tore hume-

self  saulst
the great St
“In wood truth,
were he more pious,
ble, and wuere he nhot p vohie,
ot thotw. Mina, that inspiration will
come in the midst of the
a passage-at-urms, the chitrny of

have ta-

Thind-
Qa

or a cirele of great
a

concert of lutes.
ladies listening to the words oi
handsome cavalier, or the lays of
minnesinger 2 No; who would

secriite s lubors 1o the honar
jod, and tha saints must seek

con-

ol

inspiration,
en studying the mountains and
fields, or
Then let him
adore, lest the holy
sweet fervor grow cold.”

Nevertheless, my father, the Che-
valier @tho, js very assiduous, and T
have more than once heard thee
marvel at his zeal.”

return and work amnd

vision fly op the

“Agsuredly, hie hag  been  zealous,
Rut can he really bear that zeal in

his heart, wherein he bears the pride

‘of his high lincage, the galtantry of

a courtcous knight, and all the carves
of his seigneury ? No; his ardor s
but the flame of burning straw,
which quickly dies. I cannot c¢ven un-
derstand  why the knight of Arnceck
should take up the echisel—he who
should eontent  hiwsell  with the
sword.”

“Yeo, yos,
marvellously !
burst of enthusiasm.

““And therefore shoulkl be content
with it. But Sir Otho knows not
what he wants. To-day he pructices
a new thrust, and to-morrow  he
cuts stone or models a statue.  See,
he has not finished the fine
of his archangel, und yet he could
not keep from tho tournament. And
nevertheless, he pronncul to be here
befores evening.”

Ming, did not reply to these last
words, but threw g vague, sorrow-
ful glance toward the sun, which yet
shone, but was fast sinking.

Sebald, yet touching wup various
parts of his bas-relief, did wot wurn
his head, and for some monwnis sji-
ence reigned in the atelier.

foon the fall of a light und vigor-
ous step was hearl en the little
pointed black stomes which famed
ihe pavement of the wireet.

“It i perhaps Sir Othe,” saill Se-
bald, and continued his work.

“If it were he, he would cume
horseback,”” replied Minn, whose
cheoks‘. despite  her,, were covored
with ihe blush of expectant hapm-
nesy, and in & moment she had left
ker scal, opened a portion uf the
large window, ‘and was leaning ioy-
fully over the sculptured baleony.

it
a

wields
Ming,

futher, le

cried in

armor

01,

But she4 -soon "ruturnod,_ Touking
gad.
"No fdthﬁl‘, it ds not ho' i

Ony Joha.nn -

'
o -
soL < en

-l

she, an(l she '

: “"l‘hen_?let ‘him’ come up quchly ”
replied -the old mun, well Pleased:
with tho news'but still working on,
A. moment  wafter ho arose, .as he:
heard the footfalls nn the stair, wna
gurped to greet the mogy balovod and:

studious of all his pupils:
(To, be Continued.)
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Attacks the hend
first, but it soon
creeps  down inte
other and more virul
organs., It . i the-
cause of many stub-
tora and misundec-
stood illncsses,

x  Doctors do not rec-
ognize its many forms

hag made o specinlty of this treacheroas

:
possesseth vouth

and  was lightly polishing the tunice
of the angel with the edge of  his |
chisel. “Franz hath ardor and Ja- |
hamn  alimost genius, Buy for the
knight, Sir Otho, he ames himself
with sculptwre as with tradning  his ‘
hawks or with the wrestling of his

clamors or

I

‘tlht'n.se His treatment js constitutional
{ and reacbes all parts of the body. e will
x advise nnd dingnose your cuse FREE und
i tell you just what the proper trestment
would cost you. Send for u FREE BOOK
(on Catarrli.  Address Di. Serovts. 7 to 13
{ Daane St.. Baston, Mass,
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ALWAYS KEEP UN HAND

RinXiiller

THERE IS B9 KIND OF PAIN OR

ACHE, INTERRAL OR EXTERNAL,
THAT PAIN-WILLER WiLL NOT RE-
LIEVE.

LOOK OUT FOR IMITATIONS AND SUB-

STITUTES. THE GENUINE BOTTLE
BEARS THE NAME,

PERRY DAVIS & SON.

PRIGERATORS.

The Public are taking advant-
age of our Great Clearing Sale
and Discount of 30 per cent. off
Catalogue List, Buy while this
chance offers.

Several sizes already .so'd out.

GEORGE W. REED & CO.

MANUFACTURERS,
783 and 785 Craig Street.

SPECIALTIES of
CRAY'S PHARMACY..
FOR THE HAI}:

CASTORB FLUID.............. —25 cente
FOR THE TEETE:
SAPONACEOUS DENTIFRICE. 25cents
FOR THE SKIN:
WHITERONE LANOLEN CHEAM 25 cts

'"HENRY R.GRAY,

v

ais
looking upward ta heav-
the
praying in the churches. :

Charmaceurioal Chemint
122 St. Lawrence Mainstreet,
N.B.— Physicians’ Pregeriptions propared with

mt'n and promptly forwarded to all parts of the
oy,

CUDE ALL YOUR PAIKS WITH

Pam-KuiIer.

A Medicine Chest In Itsolf.
4 Steaple, safe and Quick Cure for
5l CRAMPS, DIARRHOEA, COUGHS,
COLDS, RHEUMIATISM,
NEURALGCIA.
25 and 650 cont Bottlea.

3 BEWARE OF IMITATIONS.
: BUY ONLY THE GENUIKE.L

PERRY DAVIS'

M

N

EXpl‘PSS Traios,

TORONTO and WENST.

Daily. Ex.Sun,
Lve. MDNTREAL.. cer. 000 2m. “10.25 p.m.
Arr. TORONTO........ 5.20 p.m. 7.15a m,
Arr. HAMILTON.. .-., 6,66 p.ra, 8 30a.m.
Arr. NIAGARA FA.LLS B.40 pm,. 10.102.m.
Arr BUFFALO.......10.00 p.m. 12.60noon
+rr LONDON... 9.60 p.m, 10000 m.
Arr. DETROIT.. 645am. LIvpm.
Arr, CHICAGO ....... 2.30 p.ur, S.45 p.m.

*0n Sundays leaves Montreal 8.00 pan.
S,
City Ticket Offices, 137 St.James Sireeg
and Bonaventure Statfon.

fm”%393933”99
1
¢ Pyny-Pectoral &
2 AQUCKCUREFOR §
2 COUGHS AND COLDS ¢
2 Vey x;}xf:cagh Remedy fa o 5‘;
W

%
3
Q
l'"
%
€€

- Large Bottles, 25¢, '
DAVIS & LAWRENCE CO,, Limited
Prop's. of Perry Davis' Paln-Killer

CECEESECEECACREGE

Montreal City and District
- Savings Bank.

tng——
v

Notice s hereby given that a dividend of eight
dollars, and r Banus of tivo doliars per sharg, 08
the ospital stook of his institution, has becn d;

AY

elnred, and theanme will be payuble at {ta, Ban
ing llogse {u thiscity,on ans aiter TUESD A
the t ECOND duy of JANUARY-'next.

" The Transfer Books witl be slosed’
to the _3lst Decuinber noxt, botk duys m

By order ot‘ thc Board.

from the 15th
clu:lva




