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For THE Trug WITNESS.
NIGOT ON MOUNT ROYAL.

By D. McK. MACARTHUR.
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THROUGH “THE LAND OF CAKES.”

The lochs and the Trosichs—The Gray
Metropolis—Scenes 1’eopled by
tho ’en of Sir Walter.

—————————

A brief ride by rail from Giasgow
brings one to the shore of Loch Lomond,

~ - ”

the "Queen of the Scottish Lakes.” The
train runs unto Balloeh Pier, ubreast of
the juunty little steamer that plies up
and down the luke among a hundred
islands, touching here and there ut small
hamlets, that grow suddenly gay during
the short summer sepson, and Lhep as
suddenly relupse into their long winter
cwep.  Loch Lomond!  Dear, old Kit
Nerth has chanted its praises in one of
his poctical prose rhapsodies : “Sealike
indeed it is—n mediterranean sea,—and
these are the Fortunate Isles.” Sir
Walter Scott seconds the enthusisasm of
the most enthusiastic of Scotch writers.
‘And there is not a Scot of them, all but
adores the classic waters; and with rea-
son, s any honest tourist must admis.

Thirty miles in length wnd ten in
breadth, though it nurows to a single
mile in same parts of it; sprinkled with
islands of every conceivable description ;
surrotnnded by grand and gloomy moun-
tnins, grander for their  gloom,—Ben
Lomond, Ben Ledi, and others of that
Jarge family, some of them three thou-
«and Teet in height 5 its shores presenting
every variety of romantic and savage
beauty ; its beauty heightened le!' cloud-
eftectsthat are forever changing ; its fame
asgocinted with the adventures of Rob
Rov and Robert Bruce; the theme of
muny w ballud by Scott and Wordsworth
and & chioirof niameless poets,—ah! Loch
Lomond, with all that pertains to it,
j-ossesses un irresistible charm that no
Qne i cEtape.

Cruising over the lake, which wag an-
ciently famed for three local phenomena
—waves without wind, fish without tin,
and a Hloating island.'—one naturally in-
quires for thuse celebrities.  The waves
without wind prove to be the ripples
thatfollow the current down the Iake and
play along the lower shores; the tish
without tin are thought to be the vipers
that .sonetimes swim across from one
shore to the vther.  As for the floating
island, 11 was kg ago drowned by the
increase of the water in the ke ; if it
ever really loated, it inust Tave spruug
aleak. There are ruins of houses still
visible Leneath the water, a hundred
vauls from shore, in Camstrudden Bay ;
and there are uther evidences of a gradual
and permanent rise in the tide.

The steamer almost grazes some of the
delightful  islands, sending loog  roi-
lers tumbling up among the rocks and
awaking eclioes that moek the plash ol
our paddle wheels. At Ineh-Caillineh
{ihie island of Women) there was onee o
npunnery, but the nung have all with-
drawn to their dark cells under the sod ;
there is nothing but the graveyard left
to tell the tale—a graveyard choked
with weeds and ivy, the burial-ground
of the MacGregors.  Inceh-Tavanzch {the
Monks’ Isle} has fared no better.

There is one island sadder than all the
athers—Ineh-Lomig. (You know inch
is the Guelie for island ; but as forfonedy,
[ give it up,—it isn’t down in my pocket-
dictionary.) Until 1520 this island was
used us o retreat for drunken wives.
Their Lushands—who were of course
sobier ab the time—were wont to land
thent on the island, with a loat of bread
and a piteher of cold water, lor merey’s
sake; and there they were held eaptive
until eacli forgiving lord chose to take
pity on his repentant spouse,  Many of
the islands were fonnd convenient for the
detention of troublesomie relatives; and
nutone ot them adl but might tell o start-
ang e, it only we could inteipret the
tongtes 17 the trees that burden every
zephyr with mysterious messages. At
Inch=Crain there was an asylum for the
ingane; Christopher North called it the
Tsland of the Afllicted.

The times have changed of late. All
these fairly haunts are now used as deer
prks or ple-nie grounds. A fellow feeis
like sighing ay he marks theglivter of the
ritled ssudine ean, and the shell of the
Lite hard-boiled egg; il thinks of the
old days when monks and nnns and all
the companies of gentle recluses paced
cachy their several 1:le, secret and secure
I trust—for peaple didn't seem to know
how to swim in those days, and there
wers no ferries to speak of. -

At Inversnaid there is o waterfall,
with the customnry hotel attachmen'.
Steep mountains tower over the rool ol
the latter. A million gnas swarm vut of
the currant Sushes by the garden wall,
and cast 2 shadow on the Arcudian
scene. Across the water other moun-
taing pose hundsemely, and change color
in the lovely twilight. It becomes neces-
gary to eat and sleep somewhere, why
not ab Inversnaid? One naturally drops
ofl' ns goon as his interest beging to flag;
and, then, the waterfnl) is n considerable
attraction, innsmuch as Wordsworth bns
suny il praises. | asked for the “swect
Higbland girl? of the poem ; but find
she marricd after W. W, has established
her reputation, and left the wateriall to
carry oh the business alone.

Small boats steam up and down the
Iake A conch comes rattling down the
mountain rond laden with professional
tourists. T'wo or three dusty pedestrinns,
in knickerbockers and with knapsacks on
their shoulders, join us. The twilight
(_lcepcns, so dothegnats, We loungenbont
in the rustic ravine nbove the waterfull,
and sarprise one another in various
stages of sentimentnl imbecility. We
smuke, and beat the air wildly to mnke
raom for the smoke to escape. It is
eleven p.am,, and not yet dark., How
long the twilight lingers in the
Northland! I see pairs of people among

the currant buehes; does one gather
berries at this hour, I wonder?—or do
two, for that matter? Somebody, in-
spired by the beauty of the hour, at
tempts_to sing; but gets stopped up
with midgets. We begin to yawn.au-
dibly, careless of what the world may
think of us; then, one after another, we
rise and retire without saying “ good-
night” to anybody, quite as it thegeneral
sleepinets were na profound secret. Bul,
oh, how that little watcrfall sings of a
summer night at Inversnaid !

Lochs are lakes, and lakes are very
much alike. Il there is anything pret-
tier than ILoch Lomond it is Loch
Katrine,—smuller, daintier, cven more
picturesque; rind, morcover, every ripple
that falls upon its dreamy shore seems
to rhyme with some couplet of Scott’s
“ Lady of the Lake.” The approach is
like & prélude. You comie tiom Loch
Lomond by a road that winds over the
rugged highlands, pust Loch Arkiet alone
in 1t rocky bed, and so down through
the meadows, purple with heather, to the
waoded shores ot Loch Katrine.

Now here we are in the very midst of
that delightful pvem. e gatheronthe
narrow deck, studying out every rock
and tree, the living illustration of the
truth of Scott’s graphic pictures. The
lake grows ns we voyage; it is hkea
winding river, along whose banks the
brillinut and variegated foliage trails its
boughs in the placid stream. Water-
fowl dart out hefore us, and wing their
way across our prow; half-swimming
and half-flying, they lenve a long wake
upon the glassy tide.

We all greet E-len’s Isle with specch-
less rapture. Probably there is not one
of us but tries Lo picture the heroic Ellen
as she, followed by the faithiul hounds,
bears the Knight of Snowdon to those
delicious shores.

The landing at the Trosachs is a sensa-
tion such as one seldom receives in this
practical age. You pass undera thatched
roof, along a rustic bridge that is hidden
away under a rocky ledge. On one hand
a tapestry of terns 1s dripping with spring
water; on the other sprends the translu-
cent lake, now narrowed to a mere riva-
let ; above you is a tropical rouf of
rushes, supported by light beams of wood
that have not yet been stripped of their
moas-covered bark.

We are at the mouth of the Trosachs,
There are but two living beings to re-
ceive us,—two old Highlanders, who help
to make the Rob Roy fust to the trees,
and then nssist in getting us well bes-
towed in three conches that are to bear
us on our way., Those old Highlanders
talk to one another in Gaehe; they
speak to us in Scoteh so broad that we
are lost in it.

The top of Loch Katrine is like a scenc
in A Midsummer Night's Dream.”
You drift into it and out of itas if you
were an involuntary actor in a panto-
mime. When daylight is so seductive,
what may not moonlight be! It was
from thig point Scott wandered away into
the realm of poesy, the secrets of which
even the poet eanbol make wholly intel-
ligible to the world. Let the charmer
charm never so wisely, it is but the faint
echo that he interprets to us,—the faint-
est echo of the sumg that is in his soul.

The United Kingdom rings with the
fame of the Trusachs—a ravine, a wilder-
ness of racks and folinge, “ totally unex-
ampled, it is supposed, in the world,”
saith the guide-book. It is but a mile
throngh the Trosaehs ; and a single mile
of tragic scenery—he it never so trugic—
can hardly hope to escape rivalry insome
part of the globe,  Had the British poets
not struck their harps with such confi-
dence and almost exhansted their voca-
hularies in praise of this oue glen, [
believe many a traveller wonld tread it
without special wonder. It was here the
Dermids and the Clan  Alpin met in
lierce combat.  Out ol this wil lerness of
bireh, hawthorn, and onk tower the
abrupt ¢iifls, and beyond their frowning
brows the mountains lift toeir hoary
heads crowned with sunlight, Iv is al
very beantitnl and very impressive while
it lasts; bt before we have fairly begun
to realize it, our coaches wheel out into
the open country—and one of the great
sensations of Sceotland, and indeed of the
United Kingdom, is ab an end.

Highlanders are here, lost in_ admira-
tion of the Trosachs, and Jooking very
much as if they were o part uf the lunds-
cape. Local worshippers at the shrine
ol Nature challeng: the enthusiasm of
the foreigner, who is usually too con-
sidernte to nnitke vdious comparisons. 1t
the Trosuchis may nat be culled an anti-
climax, there is certainly nothing after
it worth special mention,—nothing thut
appenls to us in any shape all the way
down to Edinbursh,

As for myself, I begin to feel alittle un-
comflortable, and to wish that the erisis
had not come so soun. T be sure we
see the “DBrig o Turk,” where the
Knight of Snowdon ovutstripped his at-
tendante ; and a lnke o two haunted of
fuiries—by the shore of one of them the
hermit monk foretold  the doom  of
Rederick  Dhu,— and these are preity
enough, agall Scoteh lakes are sure to be.
Then come the heathery moors and
meadows, the Inwns and streanis; cot-
tages, herds of sheep with shepherds
their plaids—the innd and the oudook
growing more and more commonplace
until we reach Cullanuler, whicn i3 the
aeme of stupudity.  Bul there is consola
tjon even here; for wo gob » bit of lun-
cheon thut serves to lill the aching void
one is sure Lo feel witer a season of
emotion; and, moreover, we tuke train
for eleewhere—ulways a plensant leature
in an unsetiled lite.

For some hours [lellow-tourists have
been hobnobhing with us amicably ; we
have encouraged ove another in allsorts
of extravagances. Together we braved the
lakes ; together swurmed on the tops of
the high conches, busking in the eflul-
genee ol pompous drivers clad in radinnt
searlet, and wearing white hats wi b
hroad bands of gold. There was o de-
gree of siyle in all this that kept us
in a lively humor so long a8 it
lasted ; bunt at Callinder we quielly
and cautiou~ly drooped one another’s ac
quaintance, sought the first, second or
onird class * carrlages,” according to our
preterences, and seastered in o dozen dif:
ferent direction, just as if there had been
a socinl explosion in our midst.

These are duily. almost hourly, experi-
ences ; yel sumehow they never cense Lo
divert wie ; and wherever [ meet a fami-
linr face nowadavs, | always feel like

taking it by the chin and saying,
“ Where have I met you,old fellow ?”

But I don't do it ; I merely out the owner
of that face, and go my way, chuckling
under my breath as ifit were a capital
Jjoke.

Do you know that you can leave Glas-
gow or Edinburgh 1n the morning, go
through the whole round of experiences
hinted at in this letter, and return to
either city on the evening of the selfsame
day ? That is, you can do it if yon want
to; brté it is muchbetter to tarry a night
cr Lwo by the wayside. For so sure as
you rush it, you will feel that vou are
getting altogether too much for the
money.

THE GRAY METROIOLIS.

A weelk in the “ Gray, Metropolis of the
North,” and I have not yet beguun to
exbaust its catalogue of historical and
literary associations; nor have I yet
grown uscd to the marvellous pictures-
queness of this handsome and havnghty
city. The town is made up of hills and
dales, crags and castles ; of parks and
terraces, where nionaments are raised to
the memory of the illustrious dead ; ol
broad new streets and narrow old ones,—
some of them so old and so narrow that
they are completely buried away under
rows of bigh houses, and are accessible
only to such of the citizens as have
learned to burrow like rabbits, and are
not in the leagt afraid of dark and dusty
corners.

In Edinburgh the scenic changes are
very sudden and very strickiog. One
drops from the stately Castle on the cliff,
where Queen Mary gave birth to James
VI., into the plebeian precinct known as
the Grass Market. From the verdant
slopes of the Princess Street Gardens, once
upon & time the shore of a lake, one des-
cends abruptly into the dry bed of that
lake, now ribbed with railways, where
billows of steam break noiselessly among
the trees at the foot of the gardens ; and
there fifty locomotives rush to and iro
like monsters sporting in their native
element. Across this lake of vapor therg
are high bridges, that carry the streets
on 2 dead level from the elegant and
spacious square of the new town into the
broken and irregular blocks of old
Edinbugh. Two centuries meet and
stuke bunds sbove the keystones of the
Lridges that span the vapory lake.

On the heights of Calton Hill the eye
tnkes in ot a glance the ponderous and
inelegant Nelson memorial; also the
chuste fragment of the National Monu-
niens, whieh, by the way, is a reproduct-
ion in part of the Athenian Parthenon ;
it ninst ever remain o strikingly ciassieal
featuire in a landscape that is alorost un-
rivalled for stalely beauty.

This morning, while the city was enve-
loped in n fog 8o dense that 1 could only
giess at the nature of objects on the other
side of the street, I went up to the Cast-
le, three hundred and eighty-five fect
above sea level, A fort stood here nuter-
jor to the Christian era; in the ifth cen-
tury it was in possession of the Culedo-
nian chiefs. Edwin, one of the North-
umbrian Kings, rebuilt it in A. D. 626,
Here the Scottish Kings songht shelter—
Alexander 1., David I, Malcolm IV,
Alexander II, Willinm the Lion, Alex-
ander I11., and others. In 1296 Edwin I.
“pelted it night and day for a week”
with three engines of war, and at last
teok it. For seventeen years it was
in the hands of the English; then
Randolph, Earl of Murray, retook it.
Robert the Bruce dismantled it. Edward
Baliol ceded it to the English. In 1337
it was refortified by Edward IIL; andin
1341 was again recovered for the Scotch
by Sir William Douglas, the * Black
Night of Liddesdale.” Here James II.
spent his minoerity, and here he was
crowned. James 1[I was imprisoned
within its walls; Jamies IV. revelled in
it. In 1566 James VI. was borne here;
and 1650, after a short siege, the Castle
surrendered to Oliver Cromwell. All
this might easily be turned inte an
alphabetical nursery rhyme, and it would
s.em guite as real to me then as it now
dnes—history reads so like a fable, even
wlien you are tracking her heroes step
by step, from chamber to chamber, on
to their bloody deaths.

St. Margaret’s Chapel, atop of the
highest yronnd within the walls, is more
than eight bundred years old.  Here St.
Margaret, Queen of Muleolm TI1., the
suceessor of Macbeth, was wont to hear
Mauss. Maleolm, poor fellow ! her loving
but illiterate husband, who could not
read asyllnble of any tongue,bad her mis-
sals gorgeously bound, and used to kiss
them frequently to show his reverence
for religion. St. Margaret'slife, a sarrow-
ful romance, abounds in thrilling inci-
dents ; and a little pamphlet, gold for o
trifle in the chamber that was once her
chapel, rends like a fairy tale. The tat,
elderly woman wlho sat at the door ot
the chapel, as I entered it said to me,
pliintively : “I am old and short o’ wind.
If you would know the history of the
Chapel of St. Margaret, you had best get
it for o penny, and suve me the trouble
o’ telling it.”

Iu front of the chapel door lies the
great gun called “Mons Meg,” a relic of
thie lilteenth century. It is thirteen feet
in length, seven and one half in cirecam-
ference, and has w calibre of twenty
inches.  Some of the big stone ballsonce
discharged by it now le quietly
ay  its  side,—they  were found
three miles away, and are sup-
posed to have been lired that distance.
Mans Meg is constructed un almost-the
qume principle as the modern Arm-
strong gun.  This old war-dug had n
voice in the sivge of Norham Custle in
1197. After he had reposed in the
Tuwer of London for seventy-six years,
e was restored to the Castle through Sir
Whalter Scott’s influence  with King
George. Escorted by the 734 Regimeut
and three troops of cavalry, with pipers
piping gaily. and_ the whule populace
wild with enthusinsm, old ‘Mons Meg
finsdly came home to his last rest, with
hole in his breech big enough to put
your head . .

Everywhere one is reminded how thor-
onghly” Sir Wulter has grafted his me-
mary upon the histury of his native
land. On the accession of Jumes VL to
the crown of Enginnd, the insignia of
royulty dissppeared. The jewels were
kept iv the dark for® more than a cen-
wry,—at [irst purposely, fur the Govern-
ment feared to arouse the national feel

N © OTHER Sarsaparilla can pro-

duce from actual cures such won~
derful statements of relief to human

suffering a8 HOOD'S Sarsaparilla.

ing after the treaty with England ; subse-
quently their hiding-place was actually
forgotien. Now, Walter Scott’ was one
of a committee that searched for the
royal symbols. In 1817 an old chest in
the Castle was forred by the King's
smith, and there, covered with linen
cloths, were the treasures that had been
80 mysteriously . concenled for one hun-
dred and ten years. One sees them now
under glass, where they appear to be as
gaudy and unreal as stage ormaments;
crown-jewels, we must remember, are
very apt to look like 80 much glass and
tinsel.

Thereisalittle chamber on the ground-
floor of the ancient palace within the
Castle walls. - It is a very little chamber,
its greatest length being not more than
eight feet. It is irregular in shape, and
has a small window looking down upon
the old city three hundred feet below;
there was a flourishing village on that
very site as early as A.D.854. Now
the chamber is durk and dingy ; people
crowd into it, and stare about at the an-
tique wainscot panelling, and up at the
ancient ceiling, where the initials J. R.
and M. R., surmgunted by the royal
crown, are wronght in alternate panels.
Photographs and guide-books ars on sale
in the small chamber; and on one wall
is & quaint inscription recording in three
couplets the birth of James VI, with the
date—19th of June, 1566. In Lord
Herries’ Memoirs is recorded the follow-
ing scene, which was enacted in this
closet-like room :

“The young prince was ushered into
the world between nine and ten o'clock
in the morning. Darnley came at two
in the afternoon to see his royal spouse
and his child. My Lord,’ said Mary,
‘God has given us a son.! Partially un-
covering the infant's face, she added a
protest that it was his and no other
man’s sgon, Then, turning to an English
gentleman present, she said: ¢ This is|
the son who, I hope, shall first unite the
two kingdoms of Scotland and England.’
Sir William Stanley said: ‘ Why, mada-
me, should he succeed before your Ma-
jesty and his father ?— Alas ! answered
Mary,’ his father has broken to me,’—al-
luding to his joining the murderous con-
spiracy against Rizzio. ‘ Sweet madame,’
said Darnley, ‘is this the promise that
you made, that you would forget and
forgive all ?—I have forgiven all,’ cried
the Queen; ‘but I will never forget.
What if Fawdonside’s pistol [he was one
of the conspirators] had shot [she had
felt the cold steel un her bosom] what
would have become of both him and
me ?—* Madame,” cried Darnley, ‘ these

‘let them go.’ And so ended this sin-
gular conversation.”

The sun was high whken I went out
upon the battlements, trying to “ forgive
and forget ” half that 1 had seen. Ifa
nua were to remember only a small por-
tion of all he sees and hears in these
historical Jatitndes, his brains would
still be stuffed as full of horrors
ns is the Newgate Calendar. I stood
upon the battlements. The mists
had dissolved; and out of the thin,
flosting fragments that were drafting
slowly off to sen rose the spleudid heiglits
ot the city, - It seemed to bristle with
turrets nnd towers ; and, bathed in the
rich morning light, it was as dazzling as
an Eastern dream. Calton hill was like
a hanging garden, with its pale Greek
temple rising naked above the groves.
Near at hand the pleasure-grounds, whe-
rein Scott’s elnborate momument is erec-
ted, sent up to us the summer song of
birds and the perfume of & wilderness of
flowers. Salisbury Crags and Arthur's
Seat, still clond-capped, watched over the
city, a8 il it had been a child lelt in the
keeping of these giant guardians, Away
off 1n the hoiizon sparkled the Frith of
Forth, with the Fife coast stretched like
a thread in the distance ; and Bass Rock
seemed like a hard knot in that thread.
1t was an inspiration—the mere sight of
it all!--and one never to be forgotten,

Standing upon the Castle wall, and
looking wver its roofs to Arthur's Seat,on
the lett nre the highlands of the new
town, wiih ils grassy lake-bed and its
billuws of steam lying between us. At
the farther end of the highlands, towaxd
Arthur's Seat, but separated from it by
the vale of Holyrood, rises Calton, Hil.
On the right, at our feet, is the valley of
the Grass Market, Lhe site of the ancient
and original village that grew up .under
the Castlo eliff. This porlion of the tuwn
sprends over a rolling country, and
reaches even heyond the hem of Salis-
bury Crags, where there are villas and
villages hiding themselves - among the
hillocks. Between the lowlaxls on the
right and the Inke-valley on the left there
is & ridge sloping to the plains under
Salisbury Crags. It has often been com-
pared to a wedge. Along the top of this
wedge runs High Street, the chief
theroughfare of the old town ; it extends
irom tue Castle to Molyrood—and to
Holyrood let us hnsten ; for there isa
cioset in that palace which has some-
thing to do ~ with the chamber in
the Castle. Indeed, Holyrood and
Edinburgh Castle are  companion
pictures, that, for poor Queen Mary's
sake, should never be separuted.

There is & chamber in Holyrood, and
there one sees the couch of the unhnppy
Queen, her portraits, and bits of dainly
embroidery done by her one fair hands
At two corners of the room there are
closets; one ol them is known as the
ressing-room, the other was a private
supHing-room.™

One night when the Queen and that
handsome Italinn with the operatic cast
of countenance who is usually painted
with & mandolin in hand,—oune night
when Rizzio was supping witn the Queen,
innocently enough no doubt, n small
door in the corner of the closest was
pushed_open and Darnley entered. He
threw his arm tondly about the Queen
as he seated himself at her side; then
armed men entered, until the supper-
room was filled with them. All this was
omiinous, Rizzio, finding it impossible to
escape, clung to the Queen’s skirta for
protection. Then and there the first
dngger smote him; and how these mur-
derers [oil upon him as the sight of blood
incrensed their frenzy ! The wretched
man was dragged through the bed
chumber and the audience-chamber,
aund dropped like n dog ab the top of the
stairway up which we came just nuw,
To this hour there is n dark stain on the
ocaken floor, where he lay all that hide-
ous night, with five and forty gaping
wounde in higsoft fleeh. .

What s scene was this to be enacted

things are past.’—* Then,’ anid the Queen, |-

In an obscure corner of the ruined abbey.
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If you feel weak, tired, and .au_mn‘ do;vn,'
build up strength and purily yourblood, -

——————etlli et .

A well-known Bosion wit, driving out
through the suburbs at & time wheg the
Queen Anue cottage were very ntuch in
vogue, came Across one whose grotesque
many-angled roof nearly touched the
ground. “What a singular home!” he
exclaimed. . ‘

Curtain Ntretchers,

LAcE Curtain Stretchers: 12 ft. 3 1
00. Clolhes Horses, Pasta Boar s,wR'olliil:‘x"g'
ins, &o., at L. J. A. SURVEYER'S, 68t, Law-
rencs Street (1ate of Notre Dame Strest.)

ih I 104 DOTDTLES

A urlocks il pucro-
tlong of the Bowols,
Stomach, Liver and
Kidneys. Curing

E!‘spepuia. Bl

¥ oauvse Bad Blood.

OTEL BALMORAL, MONTREAL—-NOW

under an entire change of management,
is unrivalled by any hotlel in Canada. The
equipment 1s most complete, the culsine is un-
excelled and every cousideratlon is given to
the comfort of guests. - It 1y in the heart of the
oity and within a few minutes walk of the R.
R. depots and steamboat landlngs. Terms $2
$3per day. JAMES SMITH, Propristar. 26

THE ST, JAMES

Hat : Store.

SILK and FELT

HATS.

Our Spring stock is now
complete.

PRICES : LOW.

An tnspection invited.

ROBERTSON & CO.,
—220—

S7T. JAMES STREET.

Kennedy's
Medical Discovery

Takes hold in this order

Bowels,
Liver,
Kidneys,
Inside Skin,
Outside Skin,

Driving everything before it that ought to be
out,

Youw know whether you
need it or not.

Sold Ly every druggist, and manufactured by

DONALD KENNEDY,

ROXBURY. MASS.

EMAR'$== =

Are pleasant lo take. Cositain Lheir ows
urpative. Is @ safl, suve end effectual.

desiroyer offcworis 2z Chi'drcr or Adulls.

WM. H. HODSON,

Architect -:- and -i- Valuator,
242 8T. JAMES STREET,
Montreal.

DOHERTY & SICOTTE,

{Formerly DOMERTY & DOHERTY,]
Advocates : and : Barristers,
180 BT. JAMES STREET,
City and Distriot Bank Building.

Piso’s Remedy for Oatarrh 18 tho
Best, Eastest to Useand Cheapest. _

- CATARRH
Bold by druggists or sent by mall, 50c. [’
£.T. Hageltine, Warren, Pa., U. 8. A.

ARISHORNS sofbeRgiERsy
Beware of Imitations,

3

WORK in connection with burglaries, for-

Iing schemes, mysterious dis.
gerles, blackmal 211 doteotive work in.orimi.

ul ;
Private Teleghonou: 4668 ‘and R

“JOHN.
E. Supt. Commeroial Work ; SILAS
G ARERITER, Supt, Orlminal Works

within walls that were- ongo nionastio-l |

adjoining, Rizzio lies buried.—Charles|:
arren Stoddard, in. the Ave Maria. .. |

'8 Sarsaparilla i8 just whut you need to

.| boys betwaen the ages of five and twalye years,
They recelve here all t.h,efca.reﬁ;:ﬁ_dm )

I\‘Iolzlhlno Habit Cured in 10 | guag
2 No pay till cured. .-
GP Ium%on..i.g?ﬁ?neﬂf L ebanon.Ohigs

. mce . .

ERSONAL.—LEGITIMATE DETECTIVE |-

Largest stock. No Oanvasse:
only and the lowest; - Kasy
ments taken in exchange.
Repalring: Seoond-hand Pi

Visits and Corresponden

o

"1676

Aotre Dame, Mo

| ' Co'mpahy‘_,;_.i -
GENERAL ROOPERS and CONTRACPORS

ROOFING
In Metal, Slate, Coment, Grares, -
ROOFS REPAIRED.

Before giving your orders get prices
from us. _ "

OFFICE and WORKS, corner Latour
Strest and Busby Lane.

Telephones—Bell, 130; Federal 1803,
Post Office Box 60v, < -

T, CHRISTY,

Plumber, Steam end Gas Fitter, |

Importer and dealer in all kinds of Gas
Flxtures and Fanoy Shades.

135 Bleury St., - MONTREAL.

House Dralnage and Ventilation :

a specialty. : B

Steam, Hot Water and Combination :
Furnaces Fitted Up.

All Kinds ot Roofinx Attended to.
BELL TELEPHONE 866.

0 NEATHGAE,

Dealer in General Sporting and AthletisGoods.
Snow-8hoes, Boxing-Gloves, Fencing -
Folls, Masks, Single Sticks, Hockey
Sticks and Pucks, Bicyoles, Bells,
Lanterns, etc.

Manufactursr and Dealer in

Posl and Billiard  Tables,

[mfroved Billiard Cushions. patented Nov,
9], Ivory and Composition Balls, Tips,
plain and fancy Cues, Billlard
Cloths, ete. Tables altered,
repalired andcutdown,ete,
Agenlis for Canads of
the Star Patent
Buﬂin;,ﬂon Toboggans,
uet the thing for OClube and Boys.
If you wish the best and where quall%y
i consldered the cheapest, get a Btar Patent.,

1742 Notre Dame Strest,

MONTREAIL.
Bell Phone 2334.
Cures

DR, FULTON Bitcascd’dy teirer or in-

terview. Enquniry FREE., iles, Tumors,
Cancers, Serofula, et¢,, cured without Burzlod
operations. .

Bours, 1 to 10 p.m, ’

Bell Polephonedssl . :
Residence, 2444 Bt. Catherinestrast.

BRUSHES.

Brooms, Whisks, Feather Dusters, Heathor Sink Olean-
ers. R. E. BOYD & €0, importers and Manufgo-
turers, 764 Craig strees (opposite THS TRoR Wirinas, -
Telephone . @1eo

<

A
patients of all -

ST, BONAVENTURE'S COLLEGE,"
§T. JOHN’S, NEWFOUNDLAND. .
Under the care of the Irish Uhristion ’Brnlheny

This College affords, at moderate expense, -
excellent advantages to students. The health.
iness of its situation, the ec‘ulpment of th
Schools, and the general furnishing of tho es-
tablishment, leave nothing to be desired. fo
the comfort and Improvement of the puplla.-

THREE COURSES: Preparatory, Commerc
and Matriculation (London University:]- -

TreRrMS : Day Puplls, $12, $15,etc., per annu
socording to class. Boarder 160 per. annum

Prospectuses and further .particulars on a
p&eauonto . St et g

COLLEGE NOTRE DAME
 COTE DES’ 11#1‘?51@'3
‘Montreal, 'C_a.nnd

A This Institution, direcied by the Religion
the Holy Oross, occuples one of. the mout beat
tiful and ealubrious_sites in Canada. It wad:

founded for giving a Ghrls_uaniedncuiqn;g_to*ﬁ
Lention 105

which they are acoustomed in their;
families, and prepare‘for-the classlipal or:
mercial courae. .. The Frenchiand: Lng
o8 aro taught with hy.
of both origing.::

-Boys are regerved for vacation;




