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8T0BY OF A CHILD'S VISION
FROM THE OTHER WORLD.

The convent where I was educated 
as In the southem part of Kentucky, 
remotely far from the haunts and 
habitations of man. It Is a vast, 
gloomy structure of irregular out- 
j*ine. its eastern wings are given 
over to the use and occupation of 
tbe pupils, while the convent proper 
comprises the central portion, and 

the western wing are the greatin and various inlibraries, art-rooms, 
iirmaries. Apart from the convent, 
but facing it, ia a beautiful Gothic 
chapel and beyond, across the lawn, 
is the cottage occupied by the resi
dent priest.

I had been quite ill, and now, dur
ing my convalescence, I learned to 
mv great sorrow of the illness of my 
•dear godfather, the aged Father 
Ilheinhardt. I begged to see him at 
once, but I was too weak to leave 
the infirmary, and he was too ill to 
come to me. Thus many days pass- 
•od during which the dear old man 
çrèw steadily more feeble TT 
loved and revered him! 1

How I 
He seemed

£o me more than man in his saint
like piety, his wonderful intelligence, 
liis gentle kindness. At length, one 
day I was taken to him; but how 
■changed he was! All that he could 
accord me was a faint smile, a 
feeble hand pressure, a whispered 
blessing, while I knelt at his side 
and wept. , J ,

That night I was awakened from 
profound slumber by a surprising 
sense of exquisite happiness. I tried 
to grasp the meaning of this pure 
spiritual ecstasy—for, child as I 
was, I knew it could be no ordinary 
emotion,—and then my heart stood 
still to listen. Upon the midnight si
lence came sounds so sweet, so beau
tiful, that my very soul was filled 
with the rapture of melody. I sprang 
up and ran to the window. The 
right was dark; not a star in the 
sky nor a light in the gloomy con
vent, save the taper that burned 
dimly in the sick priest’s chamber. 
As I stood there listening to the 
mysterious music, a faint radiance 
began to encircle the cottage, and 
as it brightened, the music became 
sweeter. Intoxicated by what I saw 
and heard. I was abruptly recalled 
to reality again by the convent bell 
tolling the midnight hour. The next 
morning I learned that Father 
/Rheinhardt had died at midnight.

After this my fever returned and a 
month later I was still confined to 
the infirmary. One night I was 

•wakeful and nervous. After tossing 
.about on my pillow for some time.

T arose and threw myself in an arm
chair by the window that opened 
upon the lawn. To my astonishment 

. 1 saw that some rooms in the sec
ond story of the priest’s cottage 
were brilliantly lighted, and this 
struck me as peculiar, for I knew 
that Father Burke—our new resident 
priest—had gone away on a sick call 
at sunset, and would not return till 
the following day.

Still he might have come earlier 
•than he had been expected. My 
; heart stopped its throbbing when I 
perceived that the new priest's 
rooms were, in darkness, while the 
lighted chambers were those former
ly occupied by Father Rheinhardt. 
Ever since hia death these rooms had 
been closed and barred : now they 
were open, and the light within 
was so bright that the interior of 
the rooms was plainly revealed. As 
I stood there, lost in wonder and

• amazement, the figure of the dead 
priest suddenly appeared at the win
dow of his bed-room. I felt that he 
gazed earnestly at me a moment, 
then passing into the next room, he 
opened his private desk and began 
searching among some-papers. For

• an hour I knelt there, alone, watch
ing the strange apparition, listening 
to those divine chords from golden 
harps, and to the soft fluttering of 
unseen angels’ wings; then the vision 
faded, the music ceased, and all was 
still.

After that for many nights I saw

ly brightened until the interior of 
the rooms became visible. At the 
same time the light, that on previ
ous nights had encircled the house 
like a halo, began to lengthen and 
throw out transverse bars of light, 
forming thus a vast cross of flaming 
gold that stood out in relief 
against the darkness of the night, 
its foot upon the earth, its crest ori 
the sky, and its branching arms 
above the cottage. Then began again 
that divine chorus. No words can 
tell, no mind can conceive its beau
ty. It awed while, it enchanted. It 
drowned one’s humanity in an over
whelming sense of joy in the posses
sion of a soul. It was sublime. As 
it swelled in volume, we could hear 
the clear chords of golden harps, 
and the air was full of the rhythmic 
movements of unseen wings.

Look!" I whispered, as I saw the 
figure of the dead priest appear at 
his window. He raised his hand, 
beckoned to us three times, then he 
passed into the next room, and be
gan again searching the papers on 
his desk. Father Sebastian rose 
quietly from his knees, grasped me 
by the hand, hurried me from the 
(room, down dark, winding stairs, 
through long, narrow corridors, and 
iout into the night. As he crossed 
the lawn I glanced back and saw 
that the entire convent was in dark
less. and its long, irregular line 
loomed up against the shadowy back
ground like a heavy bank of cloud.

As wo entered the band of light 
that formed the base of that mys
terious cross. I became conscious of 

supreme ecstasy, and I stretched 
out my little childish arms, in vain 
longing to clasp to my heart some 
Of the radiant beings that I knew 
were about me in that beautiful 
light; but Father Sebastian hurried 
me into the house, and we paused 
not till we stood on the threshold of 
Father Rhcinhardt's little study.

The quiet figure of the dead priest 
did not stir at our entrance, and lie 
seemed absorbed in the papers that 
rustled crisply beneath his nerveless 
touch. I noticed that he wore his old 
black cassock, and withal he seemed 
so natural, so lifelike, that I could 
readily have believed him a creature 
of flesh and blood, nad it not been 
for a weirdness of appearance which 
suddenly became visible. Although lie 
was a distant, a perfect reality, yet 
he was absolutely transparent, and 
I saw, through his body, the papers 
within his long, white fingers.

"Father Rheinhardt, I ask you in 
the name of Jesus Christ, what 
brings you ba,ck to earth?"

The dead priest turned in his chair 
and looked at us. His face—ah. how 
wonderful it .was! I had expected to 
see it as that of an old man's 
wrinkled and seamed; instead, it held 
the freshness of eternal youth, and 
was dazzling with the beauty of one 
who has looked on God.

He arose, stood by us, and with 
his hand on my head, spoke to us— 
in a voice whose music I will never 
forget—of many things that I am 
•not permitted to reveal. Then he 
told us that his death had prevented 
his attending to some important le
gal matters for his brother’s chil
dren, whose guardian he had been, 
and that, in consequence, they were 
in danger of being defrauded of a 
handsome inheritance: however, cer
tain documents on the desk yonder 
would rectify the trouble.

He put into Father Sebastian’s 
hands some papers, scaled and tied 
with a crimson tape; charged him 
most solemnly to go to the little 
town of B— and thcne to deliver 
them to his brother’s widow, stat
ing her name and address. After 
this, fixing his wonderful eyes on me. 
he said :

"I knew you would not be afraid, 
dear child: I knew you would come 
to me; " then whispering some words 
that went straight to my heart, and 
with-.-a touch that was both a car
ess and a blessing, he vanished from 
our sight. I cried out to him to re
turn, to take me with him: but for 
answer»came a burst of melody so
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went to B— and at once made his 
way to Mrs. Rheinnardt’s home. 
When he was ushered into her pre-. 
aence she became greatly agitated,* 
and trembled violently; finally, when 
she grew calmer, she explained that 
every night for a month past, her 
brother, the late Father Rheinhardt, 
had appeared to her in a dream, ac
companied by a strange priest and * 
little child, whose arms were full of 
papers tied with red tape. She said 
that, in the dream, Father Rhein
hardt always begged her to be pa
tient: that he would restore to the 
children their property. She also 
told Father Sebastian that, her 
agitation on seeing him was caused 
by her recognizing him as the strange 
priest who a ccompanied Father 
Rheinhardt in the dream, and her 
description of the^little girl was, so 
Father Sebastian“ assured me, a 
striking picture of me.
\ remained at the convent six 

years after this strange occurrence, 
but I never again saw my beautiful 
Vision.—The Rosary Magazine.

A BUSH CHRISTENING.

One day there came to my bedside 
uie lamous priest-physician —Father 
Sebastian. He felt my pulse, ques
tioned me briefly, and said abrupt-

1 is something on your mind, 
mv child; what is it?"

I looked up at him doubtfully but 
*.? ymf? in my heart said, "speak."

hesitate no longer. 1 knew he 
would beileve me. and he did IIC 

■ mc Tith Kravc attention.

"You have done wisely to give me 
. our confidence, dear child."—And 
thoughtfully -! shall sit up with
await t together- we shall
await your beautiful vision-
room’'^110 H.aual ai midnight. The 
i. u'fis lit by tne shaded night- 
“?omat. bUrnCd on a table hear 

who wL°f my bcd' °>>« of the nuns 
M arminT81”* me was asleep in 
knees £l?httir; thc other- ”*» her 
th at CruCiflX- Was ahaor-bed
tionlesi9!. At4the window, and mo- 
dtoSy a statue. I could sec the
0-Tet figure. °f Fat^Cr Scbn!?Uan'= 

liaIrt0f°?,,and knc,t beside'him. We

in Father RheinVrdF Th<! Windpws

cord. In thc fading of that celestial 
vision, we walked slowly back to the 
convent.

One week later Father Sebastian 
came to me and told me this strange
story :

Acting on Father Rhcinhardt’s 
ghostly i command. Father Sebastian

Lav,51 wLn0thtrd,‘ :hinr, and al" sublime',' to which in comparison, all ■=oTt Ms" winded -4* mU8i= — U direct dis-

te me I felt that his eyes burned 
with an earnest, appeal. I was mys
tified, bewildered..! could not . com- 

'Prehend why I alone saw and heard 
these wonderful things, and yet a 
curious prudence warned me to div- 
Jilgc my secret to no one. I felt no 
fear; on the contrary, 1 was strange
ly happy. I seemed to live only for 
that brief midnight hour when I 
heard that heavenly music — ah, 
such music! Since then I have list
ened to earth's sublimcst melodies.
>et in my heart I know how poor 
they are when compared to the mu
sic of my vision; for between them 
was the measure of the ,infinite, the 

■ difference of things human nnd di-

Somc years ago Hugh Maccartney 
left County Antrim, in Ireland, and 
came to Australia in order to seek 
his fortune. A young man, possess
ing some of the good qualities of his 
countrymen, he had been brought up 
a Presbyterian and had become a 
member of thc Orange Society ; his 
prejudices against the Catholics were 
very strong. However, after having 
«settled down in a bush hamlet in 
New South Wales, lie generally man
aged for worldly reasons to keep his 
prejudices to himself. Being a steady, 
honest, hard-working fellow, he suc
ceeded, after a time, in saving some 
money, and lie opened a Store such 
as is usually found in our country 
towns. He described himself on his 
cards as Ironmonger, Grocer and 
Provision Merchant. When his busi
ness had prospered, the thought of 
marriage came into his head, nnd he 
paid marked attention to little 
Jeanie Mahoney, who, with her par
ents, had come from the south of 
Ireland. To her he confided that he 
had no ill-will against the Papists— 
as he called Catholics—that he ap
proved of many of their beliefs and 
practices, and—well, if she consented 
to be his wife, she could have her 
way in religious matters, and he 
would have his. Jeanie had been 
somewhat careless as a Catholic, and 
she became more so after she had 
met Maccartney. There was no 
priest resident in the little town 
ship. It was part of a vast district 
which one priest had to look after 
and Mass was said in this particular 
place only about once a month. The 
priest advised Jeanie, but though 
she made fair promises she did not 
fulfill them. Others were lavish of 
advice, too. but it was often given 
with little discretion and only made 
matters worse. At last, Jeanie 
scandalized the good Catholics of 
the district by getting married to 
thc storekeeper in a Presbyterian 
church.

After marriage, her husband, who 
like so many in his part of Ireland, 
had a turn for a controvercy, tried 
to make lier see what he regarded as 
the errors of her religion. Without 
strictly forbidding her, he strongly 
disapproved of her going to Muss. 
She, however, went a few times, 
and this led to unpleasantness, and 
even to a display of temper on his 
part, which frightened her. She 
tried to avoid the priest as much ns 
possible, and when at last he man
aged to see her, she was sullen and 
silent and would make no promises. 
She felt miserable. The light of her 
soul was quenched, and the gloom 
of despair settled on her. The store
keeper persuaded himself that she 
had lost all love for him, and he be
gan to bully her. To his customers 
he said he did not know what was 
the matter with her, and that as 
far as he was concerned' he did not 
hinder her from practicing the Cath
olic teligion. He tried to persuade 
himself that he was speaking the 
truth. :

When the first baby was born, he 
had it baptized by the Presbyterian 
minister. He would hear of no other 
baptism. He swore a terrible oath 
that he would have her life if she 
got a Popish priest to perform any 
mummeries over a child of his. Bap
tism conferred by non-Catho!ic cler
gymen is sometimes invalid. owing 
to their not adhering to xyhat is es
sential. This Jeanie knew very well, 
and she was determined, cost what 
it might to have her baby baptized 
by thc priest. This could not be done 
on the Sunday the priest visited the 
township, for her movements were 
well watched on that day; and if 
she attempted to take the baby out 
there would be a scene, probably 
violence would be used toward her 
At all events she was persuaded 
that such an attempt would be un
successful. One thing was clear, 
though her husband might tolerate 
her own Catholic practices, he was 
determined, even though his busi
ness should suffer, not to allow thc 
Church of Rome to have anything to 
(io with a child of hia.

The autnmer was now at hand. Thc 
Luxurious people are not 1sprin('r rains had fallen nnd the far- 

, , . » |”LerB «od-aowing Was done. The sun
"very strong by habit, and over-16hoae *,Uh the bright glare of iic-

. » comber and the grass had already
worked people are weak from turned brown. The baby sickened.

! and Jeanie trembled lest it should 
die without, baptism. Rumors of a 
mission being given in a far-off town 
right away among the ranges had 
reached Jeanle’s cars. A strange 
priest in a strange habit had ap
peared among the people. His ac
cent was foreign, but he spoke clear
ly and distinctly and his words bad 
great power; many were the conver
sions that took place. He knew 
something of bush life and was gen- 
tle with everybody. Jeanie thought 
that lf ehe «t” that good Father 
and made a confession of her whole

MOTHER AND CHILD

Let the mother take Scott’s 
emulsion of cod-liver oil for the 
two ; it is almost never super
fluous.

One can cat for two ; but 
nourishing two 'is a different 
thing; it implies a degree of 
interior strength not often 
found in woman of either ex
treme.

exhaustion in some of their 
functions. Between thç two 
is the happy mean ; but how 
many women have plenty a 
life for two ?

■ The emulsion is almost
never superfluous.

W«H tend jrotf s'llttlem try, Ü Toe Hia 
SCOTT A BOWNE,

T . A

by with" her and hare all uncertainty 
as to it» baptism removed.

Christmas was now at hand. Mac
cartney had gone out early one 
morning to look after some horses 
in the paddock. When he returned he 
found the table laid for breakfast 
but his wife nowhere to be seen His 
next thought was of the baby, but 
he soon convinced himself that the 
mother had taken it with her. ne 
made inquiries; nobody had seen her 
go out. Some volunteered to ride 
along the roads and the bush-tracks 
and down by the creek, but the 
search was in vain. Hugh had little 
desire for his breakfast this morn
ing. He was now in a country 
where suicides were common, and the 
gravest fears took possession of him. 
In his trouble, he strolled down to 
a fellow Ulsterman, named O’Neill, 
who was thc leading blacksmith ' of 
the place. O'Neill was a Catholic of 
the thorough North country type, 
who was able and ready to give an 
account of thc faith that was in 
him. Occasionally Hugh and he met. 
and used sometimes drop into the 
broad Scotch dialect of the County 
Antrim, which would be scarcely in
telligible to most of our readers, and 
will not be given here.

"You know Jeanie has left mc, 
O'Neill, arid I don’t know where she 
is gone to."

"Well, all I say is, 'Serves you 
right.’ Hugh. She could not stand 
your bigotrv and your bullying any 
longer."

"Such language I won't allow you 
to address me. I have always been 
kind to my wife."

"You did not beat her, I admit, 
but you threatened and bullied her 
as I say; and now she has left you 
and you’ll never see her again."

"If you had spoken to me like 
that another day I’d have struck 
you; but to-day my heart is sore, 
and you may say what you please."

He staggered toward a bench by 
thc wall, sat down, and buried his 
face in his hands. Ilis religion and 
prejudices notwithstanding, he had 
thc tendf-r-heartedness of an Irish
man. O’Neill was moved to pity. He 
had spoken in a harsh manner in or
der to open thc other’s eyes, but he 
really meant to benefit him. He 
now said in a kindly tone :

"Forgive me, Hugh, for the way 
in which 1 have spoken to you; but 
wait until I have finished this job. 
and then I have something to tell

His words brought a gleam of 
hope to Hugh’s mind. The latter 
had still his face buried in his 
hands. His trouble had now made 
him sec a good deal of his wrong
doing, and tears flowed from his

The hammering of the smith ceas
ed. He left, thc forge in charge of 
his men, and he led Hugh into his 
house.

"I have been often anxious." said 
O'Neill, "to have a serious conver
sation with you, but I’ve never had 
the opportunity. I am an older man. 
and have been longer in this coun
try than you, and you have a good 
deal to learn yet. I am for from 
saying that there is no bigotry in 
this country, but bigotry such as 
you and I saw in thc County An
trim does not exist here. Has it ever 
occurred to you to find out what 
Catholics really have got to sav for 
themselves? You must listen to mc 
now. Cheer up, man; Jeanie has not 
drowned herself;—in fact, thc chances 
of your ever seeing her and the baby 
again will greatly depend upon how 
you take in what I am now go
ing to say to you. But you are 
trembling all over. Sally! Sally ’’ 
—addressing his wife—"make us 
some tea. I may as well tell you 
that the missus knows more about 
Jennie's movements than I do: but 
I should not be surprised to learn 
that she lias taken the baby to 
Swngman’s Gully, where the mission 
is being held, in order to have it 
christened."

"Impossible!" said Hugh. "Why 
the place is close on twenty miles 
off. Besides, is not the minister’s 
baptism all right?"

O’Neill’s reply led to a controver
sial duel, hard fought and stubborn 
on both sides. O'Neill produced 
some well-thumbed manuals of Cath
olic doctrine, and Maccartney 1-ad 
many texts of Scripture ready by 
which, he was convinced, he could 
easily show the folly of Foperv. 
Hugh had to admit that he never 
before heard thc claims of Catholics 
put forward in such a light : and 
though hv did not acknowledge him
self beaten, he felt quite staggered 
in his own belief, as he admitted 
afterward

After tea had been brought in and 
partaken of. O’Neill had to hurry off 
to his forge. Then Mrs. O'Neill had 
something further to say to Hugh bv 
way of advice, and suggested to him 
a simple and ca§y way of making 
amends for thc past.

Meanwhile, how had Jeanie fared? 
With her babe in her arms, she 
made an early start. She struck in
to a bush-track, shaded by thc 
wattles down by the creek.

When she had reached Swagmon’s

Gully, tired and exhausted, she was 
able, after a rest, to tell her tale of 
woe, with tears, to the missioner. 
who by his words of absolution 
brought back happiness to her soul 
and reconciled her to the Church. 
The good Father spoke seriously but 
gently with her, pointing out how 
one false step led to another, until 
she ended by committing grevious

Jeanie, on her way back, called at 
O’Neill’s. She received no answer 
to her knocking. She concluded that 
they were not home. She called on 
a few of her acquaintances, and 
Rwnd that they too were absent. 
Trembling with fear and with beat
ing heart, she now determined to 
seek her husband and leave the rest 
to the goodness of God.

She met Mrs. O'Neill at thc door.
Here, take thc baby! He may 

kill me now if he likes. I do not 
fear for the next life."

But her husband had rushed for- 
xvard and caught her in his arms.

Welcome back, my brave little 
woman. I never thought you had 
such courage, or were so attached to 
your faith. We will now have a iol- 
ly christening! Sec, nil our friends 
arc present."

Jeanie grew faint, but kind friends 
took her in hand and in a short 
time she was well and happy. True 
there were the friends present—Pro
testant and Catholic-there is little 
bigotry in the Australian bush—and 
they sat down to what is culled in

"high tca " An Praised 
the little woman’s pluck, and the 
baby was the object of universal ad
miration. Jeanie believed the holy 
man at Swagman's Gullv had had 
something to do with it all.

It took some time before Hugh 
Maccartney was received into the 
true fold of Christ. ITis prejudices 
were very great and they were re
moved with much difficulty. It was 
a relief to him to know that he 
could still retain his politics, nnd 
that his bush neighbors would not 
persecute him for having become a 
Cat h ol ic .—A ustralian Messen gor.

UNPARDONABLE.

When “Bob” Taylor was Governor 
of Tennessee, he was noted for be
ing a tender-hearted as a woman, 
and tiie way lie pardoned out con
victs was something awful. lie was 
waited upon by a committee of t lie 
Legislature, who very flatly and in 
no uncertain way told him that this 
“wholesale pardoning must stop.”

Gov nor Bob” looked at the com
mittee. tapped a bell, asked for his 
pardon clerk, and when he came 
said : "Make out pardons for every 
man in thc penitentiary." The clerk 
bowed and withdrew. Then the Gov
ernor looked at the committee, who 
were staring as if they thought he 
was going mud. "Gentlemen," he 
said finally. "I am Governor of Ten
nessee, and if this committee or any 
'other ever again seeks to interfere 
with my constitutional right to 
pardon. I’ll sign every one of those 
pardons which thc clerk is making 
out. Good morning."

INVENTOR'S WORK.

List of Canadian patents recently 
granted :—

70,505—Sidney G. Brown. London. 
Eng., relays for use on telegraph 
cables nnd other lines.

70,514—William Jennings, Mont
real P.Q.. tire fastener.

70.520— Charles Desjardins, St. 
Pierre. Man. grain drill.

70.521— William Baines. London, 
Eng., exhaust silencer and vaporizer 
for internal combustion engine.

70.522— David M. Bredin, Picton, 
Ont.. self-<Josing faucets.

70.542— James G. Clark, Monc
ton, N.B.. car coupler.

70.543— Alcide Batendresse, Ste. 
Beatrice. P.Q. stump puller. „

Established 1843.

CAKES 5 PASTRY
fresh daily.

CANDIES,

BON BONS,

Axh CHOCOLATES
Our Own Manufacture.

Family Parlies Supplied,
Wedding fakes a Specialty.

Orders from the country | 

i carefully attended to.

7/Z/lzixv.

; LUNCHEDN IH DINING ZBODMS.
UbbtftliJiMx 1

OPEN FROM 7 A.M. TO 7 P. M .

CHAS.M ALEXANDER

U MONTREAL. f

KEEGAN, MILNE CO.,
ELECTRICAL ENGINEERS,

CONTRACTORS
Agents for

CROMPTON & CO Ltd.
London and Chelm*fordt Eng.

BtiT Estimates of any magnitude 
furnished on application.

606B Sanguinet Street
MONTREAL

BE SURE TO ORDER
ROWAN'S

Belfant (linger Ale, Soda Water. Annie Nectar, 
kola. Cream Soda,etc Note our" Trade Mark’' 
on every bottle : 1 ' The. Shamrock " Agent# andü$a?' stewïffsssïj; r,;M-kU0NiA

'Phone, Main 71R 821 Vallee Street.

HARPER’S
lURE * 
ORK $

Sausages
Are Unexcelled. Also Thistle 

Brand Hams and Bacon.

|ame2 Happer
Pork Packer,

Sta]Ia: Nos. 25, 26 and 27 
St- LAWRENCE MARKET

Wholesale-18 St. Phillip Street.

Alcohol is the Curse !
Victims of the Liquor Habit 
ûo yea want te be cored ?

Montreal Tent, Awning 
Tarpaulin Company,

And Manufacturers of

Awnings, Tents. Tarpaulins,
Horse and Wagon Coters,
Flags Ol all Nations, to any design. 
Coal Bags, etc.
249-251 Commissioners St.

Per Awn Inge cell np Main 24.1».

Bibles, Prayer Books.

Catholic Bibles. 

and Prayer Books.
THE LARGEST STOCK 
IN THE CITY.. . . . . . . . . .

F.E. PHELAN.
2331 St. Catherine Street.

The-

Take
the

_ , . Cn*4*.
■Y.:

'
fii-

IlSis

The oniy unfailing 
specific against 
Alcoholism ...

Endorsed and pres
cribed by Dr. Mac- 
kay, Quebec, a spe
cialist In «he treat
ment of inebriatee. 
Far superior to al! 
“ Gold Corea ” and 
o*. her remedies. Per
fect cure puaranteed

if directions arefolloired, or money refunded.
Can be taken anywhere, without pain, danger, 

pablldty or detention from business.
Call and sea oar long list of testimonials—or write for our 

pamphletglwingparticulars. Address;

J. B. LALiME, Agent "Dixon Cure"
S72ST. DENIS. ST.. MONTREAL,

Ot Dn. MACKAY, Bklmoxt lterarAT. QutaxaAU communication *Halt eonjidmtiul.

?

BEFORE THE CURE.

146

AFTER THE CURE.
•01.0 . She mol** to*MU lut

ST. ; ELMO : BISTilMT.
-CORNER—

McGill and Recollet Sts.

Best 25c Dinner in the Oity. 
Prompt service, polite attei tion. 
Oall solicited

Montreal Carpet Beating Co,,
623 Lagauchetlere 8 rest,

Headyf Cote Street.
HOSTREAL,

tir jest and Sut Eqiipped Establishes t le 
the City.

Telephone. Main 716.

AT « t. ;
i -pi.-ja

The “True Witness’’ is »siM Id any 
address outside city for OHB DOLLAR.

0


