mont.
’gay, at 8 [o.m. Misg
an, president Mry.
, vice-president; sy
ugh, recording-secri-
pector street; I

financial-secretary ;
e Sparks, treasurer,
McGrath, cimplnm

'S COURT, C. G. .
second and fourth,
ry month in _their-
Seigneurs and Notre-

. T, 'O’Connell, C
e, secretary.

S SOCIETY.—rEstab-
6th, 1856, incorpor-
vised 1864. Meets in
Hall, 92 St. Alexan-
first Monday of the
ittee mects last Wed-
cers :  Rev. Director,
ivan, P.P. President

ist Vic?, T.
Vice, T )
ohn O’Leary; Corr
etary, F. J. Curran,
ding-Secretary, T. P..

S

ON NO. 2-— Meets
y of St. Gabriel New
Centre ‘and Laprairie
» 2nd and 4th Friday
, at 8 p.m. President,
zh, 885 St. Catherine
u Adviser, Dr. Hugh
Centre | street, tele-
2239. Recording-Se-
a8 Donohue, 812 Hi.-
»—to whom all com- T|
hould. be addressed ;

Finapeial Secretary :
Treasurer. Delegaton
k's League :— J. J
S, McCarthy and J.

IOF NO. 3. meets on
third Wednesday of

't 1863 Notre Dame
TcGill, Officers : Al-
allery, M.P., Presi-
arthy, Vice-President;
evlin, Rec.-Secretary,
o street; L. DBrophv,
hn Hughkes, Financiad
- Young = street; M.

}\ And when I told them why I scream-

man Standing Com-
O’Donnell, Marshal

UNG MEN’'S SOCIPE-
1885.—Meets in its
awa street, on the
of each month, at
ritual Adviser, Rev.
.SS.R.; President, D.
scretary, J. Murray;
St. Patrick’s League:
J. O’'Neill  and M

'S T. A. & B. S0-
8 on the second Sun-

month in St. Pat-
2 St. Alexander St.,
fter Vespers. Com-

anagement meets i
first Tuesday of every
.m, Rev. Father Mc-
resident ; James J.
Vice-President; Jno.
secretary, 716 St. An-
St, Henri.

CANADA, BRANCH
d, 13th November,
26 meets at St. Pat-
2 St. Alexander St.,
nday of each month.
eetings for the trans-
ness are held on the
Mondays of each
yom, Applicants for
¢ any one desirous of
garding the Dranch
cate with the follow.
Frank Jg Curran, B,
L P J McDonach,
cretary : Robt. War-
1 Secretary; Jno. H
‘easurer.

— "

A. & B. SOCIETY.
863.—Rev. Director,
ynn. President, U.
Sec., J. F. Quinn,
nique street: M. J.
er 18 St. Augustin
n the second Sun-
nonth, in St. Ano's
Young and Ottaws

went away

t and all next day, |

lll alone

Ted and Sister Lou
Mg Jim and Aunty Prue

ﬂd Cousin Will and Little Prue

And cook a.nd Pat and Joan.

And when I woke up in the night

'rha-e wasn’t the least bit of light,
And I heard a drefiyl nonse, -

1t sounded like a kink;

«Or a grizzly bear, or wanderoo,
A-hunting little boys.

*Twas like a’' awful awful dream,
‘And. oh, .oh, oh, how I did scream
And sob and cry and moan;
“Then Papa came and sister Lou
And Untle Jim and Aunty Sue

And cook and Pat and Joan.

'l‘hev smd 1 must have surely dream-
ed,

For there wasn't any bear;
But Papa poked up in the flue
‘And under chairs and tables, too,

And hunted everywhere,
And then they all laughed out at

once,

And said I was a little dunce

To be so seared; and then
They told me not to tremble so,
‘And left the light a-burning low,

And went away again.

Now if my Mamma had been here
She’d hugged me close, and called
me dear
And softy smooved my hair;
And wouldn’t poke up in the flue
And under chairs and tables too
When there wasn’t any bear!

And I hope my Mamma'll never go
Away again and leave me so,
All by myself, alone
With Papa, 'I'ed and Sister Lou
And Uncle Jim and Aunty Sue
And Cousin Will and little Prue
And cook and Pat and Joan!

—Exchange.

BRAVE BOY AND GIRL.—‘‘1 won-
der what makes Rover act so queer?
He kecps snuffing ‘as if he smelled
something,”” and Ruth Steel put her

hand on the curly head of the big
black, dog.

‘“Maybe he thinks there is a jack-
rabbit somewhere,”’ and her brother

Paul, to whom she had spoken, took
up' the pail of water he had been
pumping to carry to the barn. ‘“‘But

you needn’t think of hunting to-day.
Rover,”” he added; there’ll be noth-
ing of that till father gets home.”’

“Do you think he will come to-
night?"’

“I hope so. He dreadfully hated
to go 'when mother was sick in bed,
and 1 know he will be back just-as
soon as he can.”

Half an hour later, as Paul came
out of the barn, a faint odor in the
air, pungent, persuasive, caught his
attention. - Pausing, he looked off
across the wide-lying level fields
where a thin haze of blue smoke lay
along the horizon edge, that even as
he watched it seemed to lift and
thicken.

Paul’'s face paled, for he recogniz-
ed in the sight and smell that ter-

ror to the dwellers of the West, a
prairie fire. e had reason for
alarm, with his father away, and
his mother sick; he a boy of eleven
and his little sister Ruth of eight
were left alone.

Presently Ruth came out again.
““What is that I smell?”” she ex-
<laimed.

“Hush! don't speak so loud. Come
around behind the house, where
mamma won’t hear us.”

‘“Why, Paul, what is the matter?’’
she asked.

““It’s a prairié fire. I was in hopes
it .would die down, but the wind is
hsmg and blowmg it straight. this

ay.’

‘‘Oh, Paul!”’ with a
“‘what shall we do?”’

‘‘Hush, Ruthie, we want to keep
this from mamma as long as we
<€an; there's nobody but you and I;
‘We must be brave!’’

“But what can we
Ruth,

“‘I've been thinking. I've heard fa-
ther say that a furrow plowed be-
fore a fire would often check, if it
«id not stop it, and I'm going to
iry it.)”’

‘“‘But can you?”

“'Of course I can,” he answered
Stoutly.. “‘I've héld plow for father
sometimes in the field.””"

‘So Paul harnessed the two farm
horses to the plow. As he said he
had now and then guided one in the
field, but only for a little time, and
in the soft earth. This in the tough
8ward he soon found was quite a
different matter, and that his
atrength was not enough to cut as
deep a furrow as he could have

But ade several cir-

little = cry,

do?” urged

[
L 4
[
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There was ‘a moment’s
then.
“There is a-fire out on the
rlo ** Ruth said, hesitatingly.
* Mrs. Steel’s pale face on the
low grew whiter.
father away?””
““Don’t be frightened, mamma,’
Paul's voice was eager, “‘I've done

silence,
prai-

pil-
A fire, and your

just what I think he would. I've
plowed a double furrow all round
the house and barn; the fire can't

cross that even if it comes as far as
here.”” But even as Paul spoke he
looked out of the window at the
swift rolling smoke clouds, and his
own heart sank a little with fear.
Slowly and -anxiously the time

woreg away. Closer and denser the
smoke folded around them, and as
the darkness gathered, in place of

the sunset red and crimson glare of
the sun the on-sweeping flames
lighted up the western sky. Over
and over again Mrs. Steel tried to
rise from her bed, each time to fall

back weak and faint. “It is no
use,” she said at last; “I can do
nothing but pray.”

‘“You pray, mamma, and Ruthie
and 1 will work,” said }’nul as
cheerily as he could speak.

Steadily, nearer and nearer, the
fire had come, and now running be-

fore the wind with great leaps, a
crackling, appalling sea of flame,
swept down ¢ »ss the farm,
up the fences in its way, licking the
fields of grass, and wrapping in a
blaze the stacks of hay. At the edge
of the furrows Paul had plowed it
paused, darting out long tongues of
flame, as if, angry at buu;.: baffled,
it was trying co reach ac 5, while
wind-blown bits of burning hay from
the stacks kept falling around.
““We must keep these put
Ruth!”’ exclaimed Paul. ““If the
once gets in here the house will burn,
and mamma, just think of her.”
“But we won’t let it get in here!””

eating

out,

spark fell, Ruth with a broom, and
Paul with a shovel, flew to put it
out, and wherever he could, Paul
dug up the fresh earth to serve as a
check. :

Once Ruth.gave a despairing cry.
The house itself had caught. “‘Qui
quick!”” Paul gls]m(l, as a umlxlun'
flame sprang up, ‘““we mus
out!” Already he had everything he
could find filled with water, and now
by pailfuls they dashed it again and
again on the burning spot till they
had the gladness of seeing it U\Un~
guished,

For minutes that seemed
they did not pause an instant, while
inside the house, in her flame-light-
ed room, lay the helpless mother,
her white lips meving in prayer as
strong as their efforts.

Presently another cry reached her,

hours

this time of joy, and two smoke-
blackened, - panting little figures
rushed in, shouting :

‘“You are safe, mamma; the fire
has gone past!”’

It was true, the flames of the

great fire, checked and baffled, had
swept on past then, leaving safety
as well as desolation in its blacken-
ing path.

And while they still clung toge-
ther in half sobbing thanksgiving,
another sound was heard outside; it
was their father's voice. Half fran-
tic with fear at the danger which
he saw from afar threatened his
home, he had ridden desperately but
in vain to reach it; and now, as he’
heard the story and saw what they
had done, his joy was as great as
his alarm had been.

“*Are your hands blistered?’’ asked

Ruth, as, two tired and sleepy chil-
dren, they crept to bed. ‘“ Course
they be,”” answered Paul. ‘“ But

what's blisters when we saved mam-
ma, and papa says we have been
real heroes?’’

A PRIEST’S STORY.

Some few years abo, as we were
crossing the Atlantic, several pas-
sengers related a thrilling experi-

ence in their lives to entertain and
amuse a sick man—one Mr. Gibson
who, poor fellow, was subject to
melancholia.

The story-tellers were a parish-
priest, an Irish officer, and English

solicitor, and a journalist—all, like
myself, Catholic.

This is the priest’s story :

When I was in charge of St. Os-

burg’s Mission at Sherborne, I met
with many pathetic incidents, but I
think that few, if any, were more
touching than the ‘“Story of the
child exile, Pietro Sarmiento.”’

It was at a Feast of Our Lady
that I first saw Pietro (or little Pe-
ter, as he was familiarly called). My
flock prided itself on its devotion to
our dear and Blessed Lady, and her
feasts were peculiarly joyous and
bright, May being observed as a
universal festival. One May a. reli-
gious "Congregation near kindly lent
me a miraculous black Madanna,
which we crowned with white roses
:.:: placed in Bt Mary’s

it |

fire |

cried Ruth. “We’ll keep mamma |
safe.”

This thought nerved their young
hearts and arms. Here and there
they ran, with Rover barking wild-
ly at their heels. Wherever a fiery

: s&y on the child’s

pipes and the forestieri gave us sil-
ver, Uncle Paolo drew a bad num-
ber in the lottery, and Aunt Guilia
talked him into letting me go to
England .with the Padrone, and, Fa-
t.her, I am here.” ]

‘‘Art happy or unhappy?’’

"Neither, Father. I am like the
English sky most often—neither grey
nor blue. But I would be happy if
Madonna would give me some-
thing."”

‘‘Give you what, little son?’’

‘“Let La Stella come to church
again.”’

My interest was roused. La Stel-
la was a young actress who had ris-
en like a rocket. Her beauty, , her
genius, her moods’ were talked of ;
‘but no one spoke of her faith.

““Do you know her?’’ I asked.

He mnodded. ‘Know her? Yea; as
one knows the sun when it warms
you, ripe grape when one is athirst.
My Father listen. When La Stella
was little Stella she used to play
{ under canvas here in your England—

here, there, and everywhere; and she

was like a singing bird, was Stella.
| Her parents were both of this com-
pany, and one night the barn in
which they acted “Phe Merchant of
| Venice' caught fire, and Stella’s mo-
ther was badly burnt; so was her
father when he tried to save her.
Joth died; and Stella, she stood all
alone under the stars, and she
| thoughtt to herself, ‘Both gone. God
has forgotten me. Why should I go
to church.” So she went no more on
the festas—no; not even when she
was called ‘“The Famous Juliet.” She

was very good to me when she was
the little stroller. If she came
| across me she gave me cakes and

| smiles, and once she shared a florin
{ with me. I am still the same. I go
{up and down the streets with Fina,
| Tina, Bina and Beppo, the white
{ mice, and they dance to Baptisto’s
But she is what they call
." I saw her name on the big
“vnstnrs. She comes here to be
Guiletta in a week. And, look. you,
\l.xllnr she wrote to the Padrone
| and told him to bring me—me to
| the theatre. She said that she
| wanted her little friend. T
lay awake at nights wandering what
I can give her. Then all at gfice~a
voice said to me : ‘Thou art \poor,
but Our ILady is very rich Thou
can ask for anything from the
| Treasury of Jesus. Ask her to. give
| La Stella the wish to come to Mass
once more.” Then 1 saved up the
soldi and bought this rose, and I
have asked the black Madonna to
hear me. Think you she will, my
]'V.ltllv‘]“’”

I glanced from the carven face of
the Mother of Pity, dark with the
smoke 1zes, to the brown face of
the boy, I put my hand on his shoul-
der and said, ‘“Mary has a deep ten-
derness for the motherle

a

to sce

g

you and

your friend are both that. I will
pray for your intention. We can
trust Our Lady.

And she did. She gave life for
ever and ever thus. Six days after
Pietro presented his tea-rose the
Sacristan  told me that the old

stone bridge or archway, called the
Bridge of Lazarus, had fallen with
a great crash, and that a gang of
workmen were busy clearing away
the debris and falling stones, for
it was feared that an Italinn boy
(who had been last seen in the ad-
joining suburb) had been buried be-
neath it, for some children had seen
him resting under the archway with
his cage of white mice Dbeside him
only an hour or so before it fell.
Could the lad have been Pietro?
With a heavy load at my heart I
put on my hat and hastened to the
scene. Yes, the Arch of Lazarus (so
called because it stood close by
where a Lazar house has stood in
mediaeval times) had fallen, and a
humber of brave fellows, workmen
and volunteers, were working with a
will. T took a spade nnd,svt to
work and it wags my lot to fifd him.
To find him, did I say? Oh! well, I
think that God had found him first
A stone had fallen on his temple.
Death (said the doctor) must have
been instantaneous. His cage was
near him. He had most probably
fallen asleep; and in that sleep gone
home' to his father—to his mother—
to the saints. He had told me how
he had loved to go piping and sing-
ing into Rome at Christmas ; that
he had liked the wide Campagna
better than the ¥nglish streets.
Once he had been 'in Rome at East-
ertide, and had seen the white-robed
Pontiff bless the city and the world.
Even so, in His strangf mysterious
way, God had im to the
Eternal City Abo ih which were

HARMLESS AS MILK

Look out what you put into
the child’s stomach! Children
are especially sensitive to the
action of medicine. But
you need never fear Scott's
Emulsion. That is one reason
why itis so popular as a chil
dren’s medicine.

“As harmless ‘as milk”—
that is saying agood deal. But
we may go even further and
say that Scott’s Emulsion will
~stomach

the saits and ;

uttle heart had loved. I knelt
m beside him, and said a prayer
tear-dimmed eyes.. And as I
prayed the answer of Mary to his
ition came.

© A carriage with a woman in it
grové up, and when she heard of
the tragedy she got out and came
hastily up to me. She was in her
first youth and had most peculiar
eyes—dark blue with a look in them
which said, ‘Lo, I have looked into
the deeps of life and that which I
have seen I cannot forget.”” I knew
her from her photos. It was BEstelle
Devine—La Stella. She knelt down
beside me and joined in my prayer.

“Father,” she whispered. “It is
my dear little friend Pietro. I was
going to take him back to Italy

with me. Oh, life is cruel!’’

“But Christ knows. He is behind
the veil which looks so dark to us;
and He has taken him—who can say
—from what? He came to Benedic-
tion only a week ago and he said
that when he heard the words—

And grant us endless length of days
In our true land with Thee,

he always wanted to go to the dead
boatman, his father. And, look
here! He had not forgotten you,
my child. See!”” I showed her a
brown Rosary which was found
round the little lad’s neck. On it
was a card on which was written :
““To the dear good lad La Stella,
with Pietro's prayers, that she may
use it and come to church again.”
She laid her hand on mine and kiss-
ed the brown face of the wanderer
with a sob. ‘“‘Let me have it, mon
pere,’’ said; ‘‘those cold lips
have spoken to me. May 1 come to
you and hear all about him?"’

she

I told her to come to the Priory
next morning; and she came and
gave me an account of her friend-
ship with Pietro. ‘‘He believed in
me, Father,” she said; ‘“and you

know how belief in one helps. T was

‘Pauline’ in ‘The Lady of Lyons’ in
a barn; ‘Juliet’ on the boards of a
travelling theatre at a fair any-
thing T could be—for the sake . of
bread and cheese. But I felt that I
could do something better; and once
when I was acting af Sherborne
Fair Pietro saw me sitting on the
steps of a van weeping, and he said:
“Don/t cry. enrissim When I'm on-
1y v)lrmt the litfhe E S&h  children
call “‘a hurdy-gurdy man’’ you'll be
a ‘“star.” 1'm going to say * Hail
Marys'’ for you.” And once when a
loose, drunken fellow came out of a
booth and wanted to kiss me, say-
ing that ‘strolling wenches must not
be over nice—they were not lilies,’
he eame forward, clenched his small
brown fists, and cried out, ‘Shame
on you! She is like a lily; and Mad-
onna knows it.” I intended him to
share in my prosperity, and now—"'’

“Fe is doubtless happier than we
could make him,” was my reply.
And then T told her his last wish
And when T had tofd her, I said :
‘It may be that he will see -you,
be your angel guardian; will you let
him see vou at God’s altar and
using the Rosary which he meant as
his last gift to you?”’

Deeply moved La Stella answered
‘““Yea.”” T had almost written that
is all, but that would have been a

mistake, it is not \Quite all.  When
people talk of La .‘\lr-ll'x s dramatic

genius, they also talk of her love
for Holy Church. I may add that
the ‘“‘brown Rosary’’ goes with her
everywhere, .

When the Rev. Father's tale was
ended we were, silent for a space,
and T think that all of us were
thinking of the child exile’s love and
devotion' to the beautiful “Star of

the Sea.

o ! ?TT
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FACIAL NIEURALGIA — Regard-
ing this ailment an exchange says
The term is used to designate recur-
ring paroxysis of pain, usually af-
fecting but one side of the face.

The cause of the trouble is, of
course, an Lmpcertant consideration,
since if it can be found there is a
chance that it may“be removed, and
its rémoval will eventually, al-
though perhaps not immediately,
terminate the attacks.

This tracing of the pain
source—the point where some form
of inflammation irritates the deli-
cate nerve endiugs—is not always
easy. One naturally looks first to
the teeth, which are often at the
root of the trouble, but the nose,
the throat, cr the ear may each be
the seat of diseases which occasion
the neuralgia, or it may be charge-
able to some disorder of the stom-
uch or to a deranged condition o
the general health, although the two
latter causes are more often acces-
sory rather than primary.

In almost every case the sufferer is
compelled from the severity of the
pain  to seck temporary relief in
whatever way he may.

When an attack is allowed to pro-
ceed without the employment of any
means to ameliorate it, the initial
cull  pain increases by darts and
throbbing, slowly becoming more vi-
clent and rapid until the sufferer
shrinks almost as if from blows.
Then, having reached its worst, it
grudually or suddenly vanishes.

Heat applied externally in some
form is always beneficial. It may be

to its

-

means of the het water bag or bot-
tle or of the more primitive hop bag
or salt bag. The important thing is
to have the bag large, thick, soft

tain its heat and fit easily and close-
ly to the face and neck.

‘the faith- | reli

applied to the face and neck by |

and flexible, s that it may long re- |

Recurrenco of the macn is caus- |
ed 63 cold i

like butter, eream and olive oil,
important.
Strength is lent to the theory tha

almost always lessen the force
neuralgia attacks.

relieved from neuralgia are less
persons

ir

gizning.

of table-linen needs special mention.

should be used,

perfectly dry.

will iron much better and be
than when sprinkled in the
way.

stiffer
usual

HOW THEY MY
EYES AND ROSY CHEEKS,

Fainting Spells — Her

for a considerable time suffered much

I suffered

come diz and frequently
from fainting spells. T tried several
kinds of medicine and doctors

reason to be gratified that I did so,
as they have completely restored my

health. Every one of the symptoms
that had made my life so miserable
have disappeared, and I am now en-

wving as good health as any girl of
my age could wish, and I shall al-
ways have a good word to say for
Dr. Williams' Pink Pills.”’

Miss McLellan further stated that
while she was not desirous of publi-
city in matters of this kind, she
nevertheless felt that her experience,
if known might be the means of
bringing health to some other suf-
ferer, and it is this very praisewor-
thy motive that has induced her to
give the above statement for public-
ation.

who have been weary, pale and list-
less and had begun to feel that life

was a burden. Pale and anaemic
girls everywhere should give these
pills a fair trial, as they are cer-

tain to restore health and strength.
See that the full name “Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills for Pale People,”’
is on the wrapper around every box.
Sold by all dealers or sent postpaid
at 50c a box, or six boxes for
$2.50, by addressing the Dr. Wil-
lmms Merhcinc (,o ¢ Ilmckvmc Ont.

Professzomz / C am’s
FRANK J,CURRAN, B. A., B,(L

pain; the sufferer ahould in-
vn.rhbly be -ultulned with tonics
and an abundance of food. A gen=
erous diet, especially of fatty food,
is

malaria frequently complicates fa-
cial neuralgia by the fact that the
remedies employed against malaria
of

The chances of being permn.ncntly

1St the middle age than in

the young and vigorous. For this Prepared under the direct super-
reason, if for na other, efforts to vision of W.T. HARRIS,Ph.D,,LL.D.,
locate and annihilate the cause United States Comminionnr of Edu~

should be determined from the be-

JRONING LINEN.—The laundering

With heavy double damask no starch
but where the linen

is of lighter wcight a very thin We also publish
starch will make it iron easier. Ta- Webster's Collegiate Dictionary
blecloths should be well starched yrith Glossaryof ScottishWords and Phrases,
ond hung evenly on the line after Eietelans 10 quality, sectngd clace Innine.
washing, otherwise it is hard to pull Specimen pages, etc, of both
them straight before ironing, When books sent on application,
ready to iron they should be damp- G. @ C. Merriam Co,
ened thoroughly, and ironed until Publishers &

All embroidery should

PALE YOUNG GIRLS

GAIN BRIGHT

The Story ofa Yonng Girl Whe Suffered

From Hendaches, Dizziness, and
Mealth Bee
cnme 80 Bad That She Was Forced

Nr:.w_ EDITION
Webster's
International

Dictionary

New’ Plates Throughout

25,000 New Words

Phrases and Definitions

t

N

cation, assisted by a large corps of

competent upechllna ahd editors,

Rich blndlnu 2364 Pages
5000 llluluntlons

B The International was Jirst deswed in 1800,

succeeding the  Unabridged.” The New Edition,

of the International was issued in Octoder, 1900,
\Get the latest and the best,

Springfield # Mass.

be ironed on the w rong side. If nap-

kins and all small pieces of this | _ =
kind are laid in large towels and AT Rt ity e
wrung out of very hot water they

Business Cam’s.

M. SHARKEY,

Real Estate and Fire lnsurdnco Agent

1340 and 1723 NOTRE DAME ST.,
Montreal.

Valuations made of Real Estate. Per-
sonal supervision given to all business,
Telephone Main 771,

TrrLeruoNe 38

THOMAS 0°G0

NNELL

to Give up School. =
Dealerin (General Household Hardware, Painte
Miss Catherine McLellan is a and Oils,
young lady well known in Char- N B ey 2 e
lottetown, P.E.1., and greatly es- 187 McCOR reet, cor Ottawa
teemed among Ther acquaintances. PRAC AL PLUMBER,
Like many other young ladies 3 i
throughout the land, Miss McLellan EASI hT[AM Eﬂd H{]T w”’[ﬂ HTT[".
fell a victim.to anuemia, or poor- JTLANYD LINING, FITH ANY BTOVE,
ness of blood, and although several CHEAP,
medicines were tried, she found no- Ordere promptly attended to. i-: Moderate
thing to help her until she began . Tl
2 : ’ ok e trial solicited.
using Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills- for | 07 A HIA] polie
Pale People. Miss McLcHan tel theg j mre=e=
story of her illness, as follows —*‘I
am now eighteen years of age, and GARROLL BR“SI,

from anaemia My blood had al- Registered Practical Saniwarians,
most turned to water, and 1 was Plumbers, Steam Fitters,
very \\"'.Il{ .'u.;l pale; in f.u"f Lnn‘l\}«( NMetal and Siate Roofers
not undergo the least exertion. )

appetite failed me ; I suffered from 795 CRAIG STREET, near 8t. Antoine Strest.
headaches; if I stopped I would be- Drainage and Ventilation a specialty

CHARGES MODERATE, T:"r‘phun} 1834

pre-
scribed for me, but instead of get- | Orricr: 143 87, Jaues St Ter., MAIN 644
ting better I was gradually growing Resinence : TruerHQNe, EAst 445,
weaker, and eventually had to dis-

continue going to school, About this Jn“" P O’LEABV
time I read the testimonial of a E ,
girl whose condition was similar to (Late Building Inspector C . P.Ry.)
mine, who had been cured by Dr

Williams’ Pink Pills. I then decided Contractor and Bullder,
to try these pills, and have every | RESKDENCE: 1 Waredale Av, Westmoums

Estimates given ; Valuations made,

GONROY BROS.,

228 Centre Btreet,

Practical Plumbers, Gas and Steam Fitters

ELECIRIC and MECHANICAL
BELLS, ote.

Tel. Main 3552.  Night and Day Service

KsTABLISHED 1864.

C. O’BRIEN,

Ir. Williams’ Pink Pills make /‘/()I/SB, Slgﬂ and Decoraiive Painler
rich, red blood, and give tone to B
the nerves. It is because of this PLAIN AND DECORATIVE
that they bring bright eyes, rosy PAPER-HANGER.
cheeks and light footsteps to girls

Whitewashingand Tinting. Orderspromptly
attended to. Terms moderate.

Residence 645, Office 647, Dorchester stroet,
enst of Bleury street. Montreal.

Bell Telenhone, Main, 1405,

‘TEL. MAIN 3090.

T. F. TRIEY,

iIiteal Estate.
Moneyto Lend on City Property and Improved

INsURANOR. Vavoarions.

Room 33, Imperial Building,

107 8T. JAMER STREET.

LAWRENCE RILEY,

Arechitect,
MEMBER P.Q.A.A.

No. 8, Place
Bell Telephone No., Main 3576.

J. A. KARCH,

d’Armes Hill

ADVOCATE,
SAVINGS BANK CHAMBERN, PLASTERBR.,
ccossor to John Riley. Established in
1808¢. Tames Street, Pllls.'inj a:‘?"’o';n.':?‘:n:.l' DI:‘::"' :,P_‘
NTREA ten 0.
e ey :ubo: ‘promv ’.nn nded to, 18
Bireet. Point 8t.

DANIEL FURLONG,

Wholesale and Retail Dealer in

CHOIGE BEEF, VEAL, MUTTON and POR

54 Prince Artbur Street,

Special rates for Charitable mm

OHUROH BEHLLS,

cuuhcn BELLS

onlmu and Peals,
Copper and Tin. Gebour prion




