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% We have - careful thought for the
stranger ,
® A smile for the sometime guést
& But oft for our own the better tone
% Though we love our own the best,”

Some time ago Aunt Nora told ber
young friends about the helping
word and its far reaching influence. This
week the subject of ber chat is something
very different, viz., the habit of fault-
finding, or picking flaws in a neighbor’s

‘orork,

There are many earnest, conscientious
people who mistake ill-natured criticism
for cleverness, ignoring the fact that the
true critic is not inspired by spleen, but
by love of truth.

If you succeed in your studies and be-
come the leader of your claes, do not
forget that your intellect, your talents,
are given to you by a merciful Creator,
to enable you to help, not sneerator
hinder your weaker brother. Make the

most of your opportunities, but find time
o say a kindly word, thus imitating ovr
Divine Lord, who, while He walked with
3hschildren of men, was loved and ven
erated for His simple, kindly courtesy
as well as the dignity of His mien; even
in the hour of His betrayal He greeted
the Iscariot as * friend,” the great lov
ing heart of our Redeemer would not
wound even the feelings of Judas.

Life is too short for fault-finding.
What good does it do to hold up a
brother’s fanlts to the world? An un-
kind word will surely rebound and leave
# wound in one's memory that time can-
not efface.

In olden times the enemies of the
Christians exclaimed in admiration:
" Behold how they love each other.” Our
ill-nature, our fault-finding and censure
prevents the same being said of our nine-
teenth century Chriatiaus.

Culture for culture sake is not the
most essential thing in this life of ours.
Bugar can be refined until it is devoid of
sweetness. Learning and culture and
the pleasures thereof sink into inaig-
aificance in comparison with the wealth
of a loving and loyal heart.

Who will live the longest in the hearts
of men? The morose, carping Carlyle
ar the great-hearted Boyle O'Rielly, who
had not even an unkind thought for his
persecutors.

During the residence of Robert Louis
Stevenson in far off Samoa, a number of

native chiefs were unjustly deprived of
Jiberty. Hearing thisthe noble defender
of the martyr priest, Father Damien,
mpared neither time nor expense until
the prisonera were free. So grateful were
the poor men for this kindness that be-4
fore they made any enquiry about home
or friends they built with their ownj
“hands & toad {foin soine important point
to Stevenson's door as an evidence of
their gratitude, calling it * The road of
the loving heart.”

Christ did not choose from the learn-
od ones of the earth a successor to govern
his Church ; on the conirary, a simple
unlettered fisherman was appointed to
the post. Soyou see, dear young friends,
knowledge and culture are not the things
to be most prized; you may be success:
ful in your studies, become clever doc-
tors, lawyers, professors, or even ascend
the dizzy height of the Editorial Chair,
and still be without culture in the best

sense of the term, for true Christian cul-
ture is found only in the road of the lov-
ing heart.

EARTHQUAKES.

DEAR AUNT NorA,—] have just been
wondering if the earthquake reached
the Corner and shoock out any of your
little nephews and nieces, so I made up
my mind I would write and see if thé
mail-box was there anyway.

There was one terribly cold day laat
winter when the mercury nearly hid it-
pelf with shame at Jack Frost's tricks,
and the wind went galloping along at an
awful rate in its haste to get out of the
country, and now would’nt you think if
the eaxth wanted to shiver, it would do
jt then and not when the sun is doing
his best to coax her to yield her
treasures.

Earthquakes are very serious affairs.
Just & little bit of a harder shake and we
might have all been in eternity. I mean
to be more regular in my prayers after
this, for I don’t mind telling you, Aunt
Nora, I was dreadfully frightened, and
it made me understand better the mighty
pewer of God, who can move the universe
at will.

. JouN SMILEY.

[You bave made & wise resolve, John.
We should always be prepared for Death,
for, like the earthquake that stirred the
¢ity, it may come suddenly.

THE TOWN OF COBOURG.,

Drar AUNT Nora:~] want to tell you
something about the beautiful town I
live in. It is named Cobourg, and is
gituanted on the northern shore of Lake
Ontario, about 60 miles east of Toronto.
It contained at the taking of the last
census 50100 inhablitants, but a great
many died ¢his winter with thegrip,and
@ver 50 many more have gore away be
cause there is no work for them bere;
an I think there is not quite 5000 people
lhere now. ‘ ’

Coogurg is one of the most aitractive
and lovely spots in Ontario in summer

time, and many wesalthy Americans
from the Southern States have found
this out and told it to thelr friends, and
they have come North and built pie-
turesque homes, and in the summer
time they inhabit them, and our town
wears a very lively and festive air when
filled with these wealtby strangers.

_ There are beautiful drives and roman-
tic spots for picnicking, and the voice
of the great broqd lake ia ever sounding
in our ears. It is n-arly 70 miles wide
at cthis point, and uninterrupted by
islands great or small. Just one endless
stretch of water as far as the eye can
reach, and then the sky bends down and
seems to mingle with it. It is a grand
but awful sight to see the lake when a
storm passes over it. Its waters pile up
into great mountainous waves, and bend
and curl until they are all crested with
foam. ana then with 8 mad rush and a
thunderous roar they dash upon the
sandy beach, and in a moment are drawn
back into the mighty flood of waters
again,

we have a convent, too, and it is
under the charge of the Rev. Sisters of
St. Joseph. It is a fine building with
wings and pointed gables, and is known
as ‘Brookhurst,” because a deep brook
flows through the grounds. Our new
church, St. Michnel’s, was completed
about a yesr ago, and we are very proud
ot it, and of aur Rev. Pastor, who has
accomplished 80 much good in the
parish.

I did not mean to write snch a long
letter, dear Aunt Nora, but as my
teacher has often told me, ' my heart
runs Away with my head” belore I
notice it.

Your new niece,
OHATTERROX.

_{Aunt Nora is glad to welcome a new
niece that has such an earnest love for
ber home and apprecintes the beauty of
her surroundings. Your town is a lovely
spot, dear child. Aunt Nora kpoows 1t
well, and the lake is its crowning
glory.]

WILLIAM'S TROUBLES.

Dear Avst Nors,—It is a dreadful
thing to be a boy with ared head. Now,
I made up my mind at the very begin-
ing of Lent that I would not lose my
temper once during the whole seven
weeks, and I did my very best to keep
my resolution, but my tongue has trip

ed me up & good many times with its

asty words, and now I believe that the
fault is not all mine, but that a little of
it lies at the door of my red head.

I hope that as I grow older my hair
will grow darker, and my temper & little
milder, and I suppose until that happens
I shall just have to learn patience and
try to practice it.

In aympathy with all your auburn-
halifred nephews and nieces, I sign my-
self.

WiLLian.

IYour good will and earnest endeavor
will do very much to curb your hasty
temper, William. Some of {he greatest
saints had the same difficulty to combat.
Do not find so much fault with your
bright locks ; the trouble is deeper-root-
ed, William.]

== e

Acapra Mixzs,
Londonderry, N.S.

DEsR AUXT Nora,—As I promised you
I would write again, I now take the oc-
cazion to do. Istood on McCord street
facing good old St, Ann’s Chiurch, and as
1 stood there quiet and =alone, gazing at
the beautiful structure with the bright
clear sky above it and the bright sun
shining down upon it, when all of a sud-
den there came upon my ears the sweet
strains of the '*Wearing of the Green”
and *“St. Patrick’s Day,” and as I gazed
in the direction of the Wellington
Bridge how great was my joy to behold
such a magnificent display of tiags,
bands and bacners, and realized that it
was St. Patrick’s Day. Oh! what a
feeling of love and joy springs up in
every true Irish heart at the mention of
that day. Again, I found myself stand-
ing in front of St. Patrick’s Hall on
McGill street, listening to a gentleman I
did not know, addressing a sea of up-
turned faces and calling upon the listen-
ers in a strong and impressive manner

stand he had taken on the * Manitoba
School Question,” but my disappoint:.
ment can better be imagined than de-,
scribed when I was awakened by my
mother telling me it was time to get up,
and prepare for achool, and &s it flashed
across my mwind that I was in Nova:
Scotia, still I thanked God with all my:
heart that I had once moreseen the St.'
Patrick’s ‘Day parade in Montreal, even
if it were only in a dream.

‘WirLraM MarTiy NORRIs.

[The love for your old home, William,
has not been chilled by the sen breezes
of Nova Scotia. When you write again
tell us something about Acadia Mines
and the surrounding country. Your old
schooimates and your cousins of the
Corner would like to know something of
the town you livein.]

The Germans have been celebrating
the centenary of Kaiser Wilhelm I.,
who was born March 22, 1797, A colos-
sal monument erected to the memory of
the dead emperor was unveiled by his
grandson, the present Emperor of Ger-
many, on Monday, March 22, The
monument consists of a long colonnade
with emall pavilions, the domes of which
rest on columns, which stand in its
centre. The pedestal as well as the col-
onnade is of polished granite. Allthe
statues, including the equestrian one of
the Emperor, are in bronze The monu-
ment is Hanked at the four corners by
figures of Victory standing on globea o
the world. The Emperor is on horse
back in full uniform, with the cape of
his great coat thrown back over his
shouldzrs, while in one hand be holds a
field marshal’s baton., The horse is
walking, led by the goddess of peace,
whose right hand grasps thebridle; in

the left she bears the palm. In the col-

to stand by Archbishop Langevinin thie

onnade and the pavilions are numerous
niches, in which it is planned to place
statues of all the celebrated generals and
supporters of the Emperor. The sides of
the pedestal are adorned with reliefs of

which ave life size. On the froat of the
pedeatal is the inscription: * William
the Great, German Emperor, King ot
Prussia—1861-83.” On the rear of the
pedestal is insctibed: * With gratitude
and faithful love of the German people.”
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(By Epwarp O’MEARA, IN HIBERNIAN
MoxTHLY MAGAZINE.)

small village of Bhanagolden, one

mile southeast of which, and

closely approaching the moun-
tainous tract lying between Limerick
and Kerry, stands out & prominent grassy
hill of considerable elevation and steep-
ness. It is unconnected with any other
eminence in its vicinity; thisis the hll
of Shannid—quasi Shanait, *“The old
place.” It terminates in a double peak,
evidently artificial, each forming a trun-
cated cone, fashioned in ages remote for
purposes of defence. That to the north
is surmounted by a castle, the area of
which, 180 feet in circumference, covers
the who.e extent of platform. In height
this structure is something between 30
and 40 feet; the walls are ten feet
in thickness. Its form is polygonal
without, clreular within, It contains
peither vault norstaircase. Anexternal
wall, about twenty feet in height, and
but little in advance from it, surrounds
the structure. Lowerdown, a deep fusse,
600 feet in circumference, ilanked by an
earthen rampart, forms a girdle round
the hill, Previously to the seventeenth
century this castie was held by the Ears
of Desmond, and the cry of ‘Shannid
abvo,” i.r. “Shannid victorious, or
hurra for Shannid,” forms the motto
of the knights of Glen, a still subaiat-
ing branch of the Geraldines, as * Crom-
aboo,” from the place called Croom, in
the same county, has been adopted as the
motto of another branch of the same
spreading family—that of the Duke of
Leinster. The southern peak is crowned
by one of the ancient raths; a hill fort,
formed of earth, and surrounded with
deep fosses and ramparts. \The ares of
this is extensive, and it possesses a fea-
ture peculiar tn it, that of being sub
divided into four equal portions by the
intersection »f a rather deep cut through
the centre; with what object it is hard
to determine. The atructure is, of course,
of greater antiquity than the adjacent
castle. The utmost date that can be as-
rigned to the latter is the commence:
ment of the twelfth century, whilst that
of the rath may be lost in the clouds and
mists of the remote ages. The purpose
for which it was erected was at once of a
domestic and military character. Ina
country so subdivided as was ancient
Ireland, into clans or tribes of different
deacents, and almost perpetually harassed
by internal dissensions, security of resi-
dence was not always easily attainable;
but every means which the knowledge
and experience of the time suggested
was made available for the purpose.
The site, of course, was a cardinal abject
—a hill, the neighborhood of a river, &
wood, or & morass, was sought out, and
this being chosen, the fosse was hollowed
out, the high embankment thrown up,
and the interior of the enclosed area was
wrought, in the style Cyclopic, into
galleries of intricate maze, serving at
once as repositories for valuables, 8s
granaries, and sometimes as outlets In
case of emergency, and often as places of
interment. The form of these foris was
generally round ; the circle, indeed, ap-
pears to have been a favorite figure with
the ancient Irish; it was adopted in
their dwellings and their temples,
whetber these last consisted of stone
pillars or lofty towers Cwsar found the
Britons attached to a similar form in
the conatruction of their houses. The
square fort is, however, often found, but
made of similar materials. We are to
presume that the buildings which oceu-
pied the area within the intrenchment
were generally formed of thesame mater
ials, atill used by the peasantry in the
erection of their *mud edifices ’'—earth
intermixed with rushes or straw, and the
roof composed of thatch or shingle. Tim:
ber, doubtless, was also extensively used

IN THE vicinity of Askeaton is the

ed in what the venerable Charles O’Con-

ductive of superstitions; some of them
are not without a moral, as our readers:
will find, if they have the patience to ac
company us through a story related to ua
upon the very spot we are describing.
Two'men are leaning against the but--
treas of an old park wall, which in many’
places was overgrown with ivy; the
youngest was hardly more than a youth,’
although there was evidence in his firm
and sasured manner that he had for some’
time considered himself a man; the
other was considerably advanced in years,
and was of a much humbler class in so-
ciety than the younger, to whom he look-
ed with all the affection which an
Irish forefather bears for the child his
wile 8s nursed. .
The young man was of noble bearing,
well grown, and tinely proportioned ; the
jesting expression of a mouth whose mue-
cles seemed almost too flexible for a de-
termined purpose, was corrected by the
intclligence and fervor of the eyes,and the
breaduh aud dignity of a lofty brow. He
had thrown off his hat; pechaps it pressed
too henvily wpou his throbbing temples;
perhaps it w.+-casy upon the grass that
the witd might play more freely throngh
hi: cluntoring naic; but bis temples did
corob, and bis lip was trembling with
emotion 1o spoke no word in reply to
the aped servitor’s garrality, he talked
on, as thouzh his heart rather than his
mind overtlowed. Seeing himself on a
fragnient of rocknt the young man’s feet,

ERFECT and permanent are the
enres by Hood’s Sarsaparilla, bes
cause it makes pure, rich, healthy,

lifc and health-giving BLOOD.

an allegorical character, the figuresof {.

in these structures; indeed, the ancient.
Irish are reputed to have been well akill-,

nor calls “lignarian architecture.” Such:
scenes are, indeed, everywhere very pro-.

————
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the old man talked as earnestly and re
spectfully to the youth as though he had
been the heir of the O Briens, not a dis
carded younger brother of the name and
race.

“ Thinea must mend, Masither George
—they muat mend ! he said, over snd
over again. * Miny an Irish gentleman
would be proud to have fifty voung
brothers like you, just to make divarshin
for himsell and his friends, and keep the
pulses of life bating through the house
Why don’t you turn to the army st once,
gir? I've heard the old master say he
had forty promises for commissions for
the whole of ye. Or murry an heiress ?
Well for her to get you! Ay, sir, you've
Icoked ton often in the glass not to be:
lieve that '—Or—But where's the use of
thinking? thuughts are—nuthing ! - not
worth a thrashed straw! Who wonld
bave thought your own brother could—
Well, there, I'll not 2ay a word against
him—only he is the most unnatural—
well, I'm done! But—it's no matter—I
wonder how he’ll look his father in the
face herearter ! But he never can—well,
there, Mister George, I'm finished | Sure,
if you must make your way, you've a
powerof talents and beautiful beok-learn
ing—can’t you be  counaellor or a judge,
at once, sir? ’'Deed, Masther George
you're breaking my heart with your
silence, so you are, sir; and I've thought
of everything!”

“ And done nothing,” added the young
man. *‘ As osual, plenty of words and
no acts!”’

“\What can I do, dear!” replied the
gervant. ‘ Sure, I'll lay down my lifeany
day, and follow you to the world’s end.
I'il do that, and never lave you while
there’s a shadow of trouble over you ; I'll
never lave you until you're a great man,
sir, and then, may be, I'd come back to
my own little place, and lay my bonea
beside her's that loved you so dearly.
Sure I wonder she’s not stirring in her
grave with the knowledge of your
trouble? I don’t know what's it far now
at all—barring—you’d drame!--Now
don’t look that way, don’t! for its as
true as goagel! There’s a deal of ‘hidden
treasure’ about the place. and if you
gé)P}’d but drame of it you’d surely find
it!

¢ Corney ” answered the young man—
¢ Coruey, I've been dreaming all my life;
it’s quite time I awoke.”

% (b, sir, how can you say that ? Sorra
a more active young gentleman isin the
country—or & better shot—or a more
beautiful dancer—or & finer horseman—
or one with a better voice. And all the
world knows you're a fine hand at the
pen; apd, sure, the beautiful song you
wrote last is sung by all the ladies Inthe
county, ag well as every ballad singing
blackguard in the street—and that’s
fameany how; and they tell me there
isn’t & head in tae kingdom you could
not take off with your pencil; and one I
know said, ‘ If Masther George had only
one of the talents he possesses, he could
get good bread by it all over the world.’
‘Dreaming,’ indeed! Faix, no! its wide
awake you've been, not a wink on your
eyes or ears, sir—but I wish yon would
drame. You're the seventh son, with
only a trifle of girls between ; and that’a
luck, and you've only to lay your head
on the draming-stone on the seventh day
of the seventh month, as the morning
comes alone out of the dark twelve of
midnight (morning drames are always
trueat,) and I'll lasy and wager your eyes
will be opened—in your sleep,—and
you'll drame of the hidden treasure that
all the world knowa is iu the family, if
it could only be got at. It's a pleasant
place, sir—sheltered and to its self—close
to the bohereen you cross to get to
Slieveburgh when you go shooting. They
say & white doe comes once & year to
drink at thestream, and its close toa
holy well, and in sight of a cruss road,
so that altogether it’s & place you may
rely-on.” .

«J1 know 'the dreaming-stone well,

1 Corney,” answered young O'Brien ; “but

if hidden treasure is tobe diacovered,
why don’t you send my brother there, or
some of the elder ones; they're the
legitiméte dreamers?”

*They might lie there forever, Masther
George, and no light be given them.
Have notI told you it was the seventh
gon: that should be after draming? Be-
gides, dear, sure you're my foster child,
and her that loved your shadow in the
sun—God help us?—stiff and cold in her

rave.”
& Well, I'll think about it, Corney.”

“ Don't, sir, dear, don't fhink about
it—whenever the old masther went to
think anything it was never done—do #,
dear, do it. To morrow is the seventh
day of theseventh month ; doit, darling,
and maybe, its over our heads in gilver
and goold we'll be before this day week.
T wonder what wiil the young masther
think then of his seventh brother?

George O'Brien was a bright-hearted,
clever feilow, full of intelligerce and
talent, which for many causes had lain
fallow. He had high aspirations and
high hopes; but the live-hard and yet
do nothing sort of life_he had led since
his father’s death had impaired rather
than strengthened his mind. The asso-
ciations of childhood bound him to the
spot where he had been born. Slieve-
burgh, the ginnt-headed mountain, wiich
waa the weather-glaes of all his excur-

sions, was rlso his landmark when away

from home, and the moment he saw its
peak rising from amid the clouds, he
shouted as if to an ancient friend. But
he must nnt think of that now; his
brother had insulted him ; he bad rudely
bade him forth. with asneer at his ** fine
gsentimenta.” Full of sad thoughts,
mingling as they did with fincics, those
misty futures, that—

“ Come like shadows, go depart ’—
thoughts, the very vapors of the imagin-
ation, gathered into something more
formed and fixed. ss some plan for the
herearter crossed his brain and then
vanished.

Muking some excuse to get rid of his
old follower, George O'Brien wandered
through what was now onlv the brush-
wood of a forest, which had been for
centuries the pride of his ancestors. As
the evening gathered on he tbrew him-
self on the grass beside the stream where
be had thrown his first Hy, and, after
much patience, hooked his first tront,
The dinner bell rang; its crack:d and
bitter tone sounded in his ears rather as
a warning from than an invitation to the
festive board ; he felt he could sit there
no more; was it really no morr? The
bright vision of bis mo her's smile, the
very echo of his father’s blessing, floated
round him; and, covering his face with
his hands he wept bitterly ; and those
tears relieved him. He reviewed the
past, and was only roused from his rev-
erie by the gathering of a thunder storm.
It must have been near midnight when
he left the cottage of an old gamekeeper
where he had taken shelte:r from the
heavy rain of a July atorm that would
bave drenched him to the skin. Peal
atter peal of thunder rolled through the
heavens and the lightning played the
moat fearful pranks round the peak of
Slieveburgh, now cireling his racky head
as with glory, theu fixing, aa it were. i s
centre there, and radiatiog round the
summit in lines of many tinted light.
Despite his determination not to enter
it he wandered inthe direction of the
old hall, more moody and thoughful and
yet as planless for the future as ever. It
might have been the light fallingin a
particnlar way, but as he stood for a
moment upon theruined wall of the
deerpark, surveying with acaing eyes
the hill and dale of his favorite haunt,
he thought be saw a white doe rush into
the glade in which the * dreaming atone
bad lain for centuries. Prompted by the
instinct of a keen sporstman he rushed
after it ; and surely he could not be twice
deceived—the creature paused and
looked back and then darted forward as
before. Of course he followed, but still
more strangely lost sight of it exactly
where the “ dreaming stone” was shel-
tered by a projecting rock that
was overgrown with every apecies of
wild flower and fern, while a little
bright gurgling stream, whose bed was
dotted with silver pebblss, meapdered
round the rock, now almost laving its
base, at other times rambling far
away as if it intended to return
there no more. George thought he had
never seen the apot look half 8o lovely;
the sky, cleared of avery vestigeof clou !
by the past storm, was one canopy of
blue, starred by the countless multitudes
of unknown worlds ; the young moon was
like a bride amid her handmaids, the
earth beneath glittering with dew, and
fragrant from the berbs and thyme he
bad crushed beneath his feet. The half-
sleepy chirp of the tender nest
lings, disturbed in their repose by his
hasty footsteps, was answered by the in-
sect murmur which s felt rather than
heard to be a& mouse in the stillness of
the holy night.

An unaccountable stupor arrested his
steps ; he passed his hand over his brow
in vain; by a violent effort he sprang
over the bubbling brook, but it seemed
as though be had entered a charmed
circle; nothing could exceed his drow-
siness ; the winkinistars became paler
and more pale; the winds whispered
the softest music through the trees; the
air was warm and perfumed; he en-
deavored to keep his eyes open, but they
closed and closed, and atlast, completely
overcome bv the *“drowsy god,” he sank
benesth the shelter of the rock, his bead
resting on the “dreaming stone,” which,
covered as it was by & deep bed of the
goftest moss, waa s soothing and refresh-
ing & pillow as & weary man could desire.
But, however much overpowered when
he laid down his head, George O'Brien
declared he found it impossible to sleep
when once fairly resting on the moss;
but if be found it impossible to sleep he
found it also impoessible to move ; he was
spellbound ; everything painful or up-
pleasant passed from his memory, which
was rendered pure and gentle and docile
as the mind of & little child. All that
he had heard and loved in his infancy
wag with him in that perfect and entire

" {renose which his restlees spirit tasted

for the firat time, and as moments
passed, elevated by a new nnture, all was
peace. Gradually a veil of mist, soft
and trapsparent, descended from the

. Are You Nervous?
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—

brow of the overhanzing rock and .
tained him round nbou%; and, a.thocu‘;li;
anotber manner of spirit possessed him
he still retained enough of the spirit
of the old world to wonder ii e
should really dream. or learn aught
of the “hidden treasure” which lrmlit?m
said should one day be revealed to
whichever of the O'Briens was wos;
worthy of the revelation—provided he
songht the myster ous knowledge on the
*“Jreaming stone,”

(To be continued.)
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fur coughs, croup or hoarseuess,”

H. O. Barpour,
of Little Rocher, N B,, writes:

**Az a cure for conghs Pyny-Pactoral s
the beat gellieg medicine I have; my ¢
tomers will bave ne other,” 7 cus

Large Bottle, 25 Cts.

DAVIS & LAWRENCE CO., Lro.
O Proprietors, MoxTREAL )

OW:O:

WAVERLEY

LIVERY, BOARDING AND SALE STABLES.
95 Jurors Street. Montreal,

D. XcDONXELL, « +« Proprietor,

Special Attention to Boarding.
TELEPHONE 13528,

several other remedi-a had falled.
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Cramps, Cl‘-oupim 1:
CoHc. (d%gfb_ 1)
Colds, ache,

DIARRH@EA, DYSENTERY,
and all BOWEL COMPLAINTS.
A Sure, Safe, Quick Cure for these
truubies is

PoinXiller

(FERNY DAVIS')
Used Yuternally and Externally:
Two Slzes, 2%¢. and boe. botlles.

bwa—ew;wz«ﬂ»,»a—‘e%‘ 3

-~

% P2 o s 3 P2 52 55 1) 4% 99 o1

55 P s e &% 3 ¢ ¢
cAAAARARARRAARALRBARARAI

bR %, %o

3

BRODIE & HARVIE'S

Self-Raising Flour

IS THE BEST and the ONLY GERUINE
article. Housekeepersshould ask for it and nee
thatthevgetit, Allathert are {mitations

09 0008 0608 909

" MENTHOL
&L, PLASTER

et —————
preeacribed Monthol Plastor in s number

of casea of neursigic sud rheuniath: palnd, une
am v mauch pleased with ths effwts an¢
plun':guu orlhp application.—W, H. CARPRN
TER, M.D., Hotel Oxford, Boaton,

1 have usod Moenthol Plasters In seversl cases
of muscular rheumatism, and find in every cias
1hat it gavealmostinatant and permn ent £
—J. B. MOORE M.D., Weakington, D.C.

It Cures Sclatica, Lumbago, Nea-
ralgia, Pains in Back or Side, or
any Muscular Pains.

L4 Pavis & Lawrence Co,, Ltd,

Price
23¢. l Sgle Proprietors, MONTREAL.

LORGE & CO,

HATTER : AND ¢ FURRIEE.
81 ST. LAWRENCE STREEL
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"RAND TRUNK S8s¥e
06 Way Weekly Bxcursions

CAL1FORNIA

And other Pacific Coast
Paints. - -

1 roniure
Tourist sloepor loavet Bonavon! T
St‘:‘tggl;gletg Thursday &t 10.25 p,m. fgrctl%gq}" lllf'l fi
Const, all thut ie reauived 38 & Hiirio'is e -

i i n n m n v M -
zﬂgp;gﬂ':wm‘ml:%dntion. Thisisn splendid oppoT

tunity for families moving West.

Forticketsand reservation of berthsapply 8t )

143 ST. JAMES STREET,

Orat Bonaventuradtation.




