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KILLARNEY.

eager longing with the

AN OLD BUT EVER WELCOME STORY

rhe Hotel at Clogheen—The Villugo
he Cutholle Cathedral="Lho
Famous Lukos.

and

ESE———

The (YRullivans are ¢ m_othcx_'ly.lpt:;
aur hoted at Clogheen is quite primitive
in its appeannee, but as comfortable as
l Old-fashioned llowers bloom in
the house-dog muakes
friends with every {resh arrival—haotel
dogs know their business well—and .Lhoj
auides who hang around the premiscs
freat us with fraternal familiarily, 1}|e
cillage of Clogheen. with its dozen hou'aes
S told, is thuronghly domestic; even
the ohl wonian who sits by the gate lc:uI:
e into the demesne over Lln‘,- 3\:1)'
smokes herclay pipe, and greets us every
qrning as it =he, too, had a personal
terest in the atfairs of the Ql:lcp.

' lie ‘rain took up’ this morn-
s at the door, and I joined
special excursion of the

oestblue.
the door-yard;
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ine aur Gir wi
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o 4 ek i ._.er ar
season.  These " low n.ldr\} .Lllgh'u lltll(:o:
novelty, that onc tirst laughs at and the

crows used to. It is mure than probable
Mhat the tourist, who 1 Treland is often
at tieir merey, ends by liking them.
Yet it must bhe conlesseil that the pre-
ference for the ear s an acruired taste.
it is a jaunty aflair; my friend pro-
sounced it A vross between a sidesaddle
and o buteher's cart. You sit on the
swheel-house facing, the fences, and hang
-our legs over theside.  Your companion
“ts with his back toyou; and the (}nvqr,
whose heels are just over the nag's tail,
forms the third side of a hollow square.
When you dash up the smooth Trish road,
von have an irresistible inelination to
Tane ot Lo somebudy or something . and
the result is thnt before many minutes
vou are twisted about _Lhc most un-
comfortable attitude, jolting tremend-
cuely, and,
WITH RIGID MUSCLES

and distimbed limbs, breathlessly await
a panae nt the first gate. By and by von
wot used to the motion._ Your nerves
Selax : vou wobble about in yonr seat
like a sack of wool; and, having learned
{o draw in yenr toes when you pass i
party on the road, you are trotted on
fiour after hour, feeling a little as it you
had had o fadling out with the rest of
the passengers hut are consaled, ta a
degree, with the ilen that you have the
whele oiltside of the landscape o your-
wlf. These two wheeled adlnirs carry
fivie people comfortably ; but two or
thive extra passengers can be hnog on
in ditferent parts, it neees=ary.

We trotted through the village of Kil-
larney, which has but one noticeable
srueture—the Catholic Cathedral @ it is
handsome and modem,  Then come the
lnwns and lanes of the vast ostates of the
Euarl of Kenmare, a Catholic peer, who
owns nearly three-quarters of the sinr-
wounding country ; the remainder i~ in
the pos=esion of Mr. Herbert, a Protes-
tant, The long drive by the Iakes—twao
at then the middie and lower—was
varied by the richiest and most extensive
streteh of wood and wilderness T have
aver el the opportunity of explring.
The <hores of the three lukes are like one
vast bindseape-zanden—trimmed, trained
swept ¢'oan of every trnee of decay, and
decorated atintervals with huge plaeards,
wheran the Bact imeplores the pleasure-
seckers—who have {ree access to his
gronnds—-to assist him in protecting his
property.

The kikes are not large : it is but
eleven miles from the head of the upper
to the foot of the lower, and their great-
est breadth is two and a half miles. T
nave sometimes wondered if I orenlly
thanght them worthy of their fume.
They are pretty enough, as all bodies of
witer quite impressive. The shores are
worded: @ nultitude  of rocks and
1slands dot the blue surface of the three;
and some of the mountaing that are
ZT“UII'C‘*l about are Infty and imposing.
Yut, but for the legends,

PO NUMERQUS

and so extravagant, that are associated
with almest every rock and tree in the
digtrict, I fear that many an enthusinst
wouill greet the lakes with less en-
thuiasm than they merit,—as L am half
in¢ inedd to; for 1T ean no longer drenm
aver them™ as  their Dbright  waters
Mash under the rosete gkies of faney ;
and their silent shores, peopled with
fairy-folk, seem slumbering in the long,
long twilight of perpetunl summer. Be-
vond and above the midd'e lnke there is
@ range ol mountaing, through which
we are lo make our way by the Gap of
Dunlue.  As we approached ils warms of
guides assailed us, Wounld we engago
trumpeters, o score of them, to awaken
the echoes in the Gap? “The echo ia the
very finest scenery in the Gap of Dun-
Ine,” suid one of these trumpeters, We
happened to bo aware of the Tact that the
Guap s stufled full of loeitl performers on
sundry  nstraments, including  small
cinnon ; and that they would each lovy
an assessment as we passed. Horses
and  foot-gnides, beggars, peddlors  of
wooden wire for memorinls, and twenty
other tivesome sorls of itinerants besot
our way, It began to scem like a chap-
ter onb of “Pilgeim’s Progress’; and
while [ was growing tired of iL we enme
1o Kate Kearney's cottage,—the veritable
cotiage, with & new roof on it, whore
Kalelived when Lady Morgan sang of
her fatal charms:

" Ol dild ya ne'er hear of Knto Kearney ¢

She Hves by the Lake of Killnrney."

It was Kute's granddanghter who sold
ug goat's mi k, with n drop of the “moun-
tain dew” in it ; and Kate’s great-grand-
danghter who furnishoed photographs of
the little cottage with 1ts bright new
racf. 4he car lelt us a few rods un the

Gap. We could ride over to the lake on
the other side of the mountaine, about
six miles away, or foot it if we preferred.
We footed it ; for the way was wild and
the beasts not very inviting,—as for my-
self, I bave ridden encugh to list me to
the end of my days.

FROM TIIE MOMENT

we got well into the Gap we were besiex-
ed by swarms of poor creatures, who
live upon the charity of the sunmmer
tourist, and who are a thousand times
grateful for the mite they are thus able
to lay up against the evil day. Little
things, girls and boys, with uncombed
heads and bare legs, beset us, shrieking
nt the top of their voices, * Somethin’
to buy a book, sir!” over amd over for
halt 2 mile withoul stopping.  Then
eame wonen with jugs of milk and
bottles of “mountain dew.” ‘‘I'nke n
drop of the dew, sir!” said one of then,
dropping a courtesy about two feet deep.
I modestiy turned the subject, when she
drew a photograph on me and said:
“Would you buy me picture ¥ which I
did, it was so queer atd so quaint; amd
across the foot of it was printed :  * Eily
O'Connor, the Collcen Bawn.”  The
echoes were wakened for us, and-went
dashing down the will Gap, darting
from side to side and repeating them-
selves till they died of sheer exhaustion.
We saw the small, deep, gloomy pool
wherein St Patrick banished the last
serpenl ; somicone of the hundred idlers
and spongers that haunt the place said
tho serpaut is locked in an iren chest
and sunk ab the bottom of thelske. At
onggpart of the G:LP the blind fiddler was
tiddling and singing; everybody gave
him sometuing. And when we drew a
little nearer, we found Eily O'Connor
dancing n lively jig withone of the party
of towisls in advance of us. From the
top of the Gap we looked off into the
gloomy bLosom of the Black Valley—a
deep chasm, with aleaden-colored stream
in it. tlowing down from the rocks at the
top of the vatley betweenCavin Dhu and
the purple mountains, The clouds never
rise from the desolate place, and the
whole land looked melancholy and de-
serted. The walk down the mountain
side led through a =mall village, once
partly destroyed by a clondburst. At the
top of the upper lnke a boat und
TWO DARSMEN AWAITED US,

There was luncheon under the seat, and
good appetites to match. We drifted
among the wild, rocky islands, and
threaded the winding channel known »s
the Long Reach that connects the upper
with the middle lake. Great cliffs over-
hung us. At Eagle's Nest—once of the
most picturesque of them all—a skalful
bagler blew cut his music, and the horns
of ellancl responded in notes of inefiable
swoetness. Then we shot the old Weir
Bridge-—it is dreadfully old,—where the
lake waters, that have been so placid
anmd so peaceful, gather themselves in a
narrow channel and plunge madly
throngh one of the two arches. Womien
seream, men hold their breath for a
moment. the boatmen stand like statues
with their oars out of watcr—then we
are suddenly seized by the terrilic cnr-
rent and shoved under the arch with such
velocity that we seem Lo strike the
stream a boat’s length below, as 1f we
had Jdropped out of the air. There 15 a
vemendous splsh; the spray dashes
over us, o bucketful of water pours over
the bows, and we are safe. More drift-
ing ameny islands.  Bily  O'Connor’s
Cave i visited, and we think of poor
Danny Mann with a shudder.

‘The story of the O’Donoghue of the
Lakes is cheertully related by one of the
guides. OUnce every seven years, on a
nue imorning, betore the first rays ot the
sun have begun to disperse the mist from
e bosam of the lake, the O'Donoghue
comes riding over 1t on a beautiful snow-
white horse, intent upon  houschold
atfiirs: fairies hover about him, and strew
his path with fluwers.  As he approach-
¢s his ancient residence, everything re-
turns to its former state of magnificence:
his castle, his library, his prison, and his
pigeon-honse are roproduced asm olden
times. Those who have courage to ful-
low him over the lake may cross even the
deepest part dry-shod ; and ride with him
into the mountains on the opposite shore,
where his treasures lie concealed. The
darnng visitor will receive a liberal gift

FOR TIHE PLEASURE
hig company lns afforded ; but belore
tne sun has risen the O'Doncghue re-
crosses tho water and vanishes amidst
the ruins of his eastle. The O'Donoghue
of the lmkes is not to be confounded
with the ¢'Donoghuce of the Glen,—who
was a very different chief, and *“ bloody
and tyrannous.” While we are hall-
charmed and hali-amused with the
legends, one boatman says to the other,
nlad : “Raise it now ; let the lady hear
you sing it.” Then we both insist ; and
after the boy has colored to the rvots of
his hair, and looked all round the
horizon, he slackens his our a little and
sings, with a voice. plaintive as a lark’s
and quivering with emotion, * The
Wearing of the Green” Just fancy
hearing that from the fips of an lrish
boy, in the middle of Killarney Lakes!
te said he sang it for an Englishman
not long before, and came near getting
ducked for nis impudence. e was sale
enongh with us, and might live a hun-
dred years, as they do hereabouts. There
18 0 tombstone over by the Abbey benr-
ing the name of one who died in his
hundred and fourteenth yeur; in fact,
the boatman himselt told us his own
father was & hundred orso, and could eat
for three. 1 was thinking of Thackeray
and his * Irish Sketch Book,” and this
pussige canle L0 me as we were in the
midst of the Middle Lake:  “ What is
to be said about Tore (Middle or Muck-
ross) Imke ? When there we agreed that
it was more benutiful than the huge
lnke, of which it is not one-fourth the
size ; then, when wo eame back, wesaid:
*No: tho large Inke is the must beauti-
ful’  And so at every point we stopped
at we determined that that particular
spot was the prettiest in the who's lake.
The fact is—and Idon’t care to own it,—
they aro too handsome. As for aman
coming from his desk in Londin_ or
Dublin amd seeing ¢ the whole lakes in &
dny,’ he is an nss for his pains. A child
doing # sum in addition, might as well
read the
WHOLE MULTIPLICATION TAULE,

and fancy he had it by heart.” True, O
geninl watirist ! but that is what _mast
tonrists do when they comse to thc Lakes
of Killarney. Now we drew up by a

bridge, overgrown with vines, that span:
ned u pond full of lily-pads. There we
found a path leading through the
meadows to Muckross Abbey., Glorious
ruin, 1 salute thee! The monks have
bees at rest these bundred years; the
roof has fallen to deeay ; in the open
nave the grass hus spread like a carpet
under foot, and theferns hang like ragged
tapestries from the chinks in the wall.
I doubt il there is any ruin more charm-
ing than this. It is not extensive ; it is
simply complele and satistying. 'Fhat
dim eloister at Muckross, how it haunts
me! There is u yew-tree growing out of
the heart of it, aud covering the whole
with a green roof of leaves. The light
that steals into this cloister is 5o soft and
sentimentub—shall Luse the word ?—that
one ensily imagines the rooks to be the
ghosts of the old monks, complaiving at
the sacrilegious trespassing of niere
sight-seers—such as myself for instance.
The various tenantless, and now untena-
ble, chambers are pointed out by the
civil custodian ; but he hurries you from
ruin to ruin, so that you get but a
glimpse of the clustered crosses in the
yard where the dead lie ; and the rooks
geold al yon with lioarse voices for your
worldly and careless intrusion.  Muck-
ross Abbey i like u petrified sigh. Itis
the swectest and the sombrest and the
most Leartrending ruin imaginable, It
is like n torn volume of sacred history,
or n broken statue ol n saint. There s
not cnough of it left to console you in
the loss of that which is gone forever;
there is too much of it remaining to per-
mit you to forget the magnitude of your
loss, The thutter and the fall of leaves in
gusls of warm south wind ; a cloister
full of shadows ; a chaplel cruwded with
weeds breast-high ; a refectory haunted
of bees and blossoms ;

A CRUMBLING TOWEE,

with the ivy folded about it like & mun-
tle, and a cloud of rock clumoring over-
head—such is the Abbey as I remember
it after hours and hours of wholesome
lounging, that made nmie be familiar with
almost every stone in il. The “Annals
of Innisfallen,” record that eeven centu-
ries ago all the gold and silver and richest
gonds of the land were treasured in that
island ; and that Medwin, son of Daniel
O'Donoghue, plundered the Abbey nnd
slew many in the cemetery adjoining,
There was no peace even among the
graves of the holy dead. Ihave seen it;
but, alas! shall see it no more,—

“ Sweet Innisfallen, Fare the woll; '

YOUTH'S DEPARTMENT.

Mr. Chip at Home.

A writer in Our Animal Friends tells
the following story of his acquaintance
with & family of squirrels :

1t wns up in the woods of Maine that
I made Mcr. Chip’s acquaintance,

There wus a Iarge hotel on a hill near
by, where people came to drink the water
of a celebrated spring that bubbled out
of the rocks ; there were great names on
the register, and some fine people to ialk
to, but nobody was half as nteresting to
me as Mr., Chip. ’

Tha first Sunday I spent there I went
out for o walk. Now, perhaps, y.u think
I ought to have gone to church, but
there way no service but “Shaker Meet-
ing"” anywhere near; so I, as a good
Catholie, preferred to go into the woods,
and enjoy the “sermons in stones and
books in the running brooks.”

Did you eversit quate still in the woods
and listen to the thousand little voices
around you? It is a very full chorus,
and if you know the singers personally,
a very plessant one. There is a buzzing
and a whirring and chirping and piping
that must sound to the performers them-
selves very much as a syniphony concert
does to us. 1{lung myself down on the
ground and leaned against an old stump.
Suddenly [ heard a quick rustling, and
there just at my hand was Mr. Chip, his
bright little eyes inspecting nee as if he
were questioning my right to intrude so
unceremonicusly.

I luy pertectly still, and he cume a bit
nearer and sat upon a branch like a tiny
prencher with a white tie under his chin.
After a while he whisked off, and when
he came back, in each cheek he had an
acorn that gave his face such o funny
expression. I Inughed, but he didn't
seem to mind ; only he wanted some-
thing done, and I was to do it. Presently
I found out what this something was:
I bed thrown my hat right over his
home, and when 1 moved it he ran in
fike o flash. Then I had the impudence
to peep in, which was certainly rude;
but | wasso curious. There was » quick
frisking around at first, but I think Mr.
(Cuip assured his family that I was o
harmless person, so they quisted down,
aud I could count them and tell which
tails belonged to which heads. There
was Mrs. Chip and three baby Chips. I
named them at once Frisk, Flip and
Elirt.

By good luck I found a nut in my
pocket, and dropped it in very gently.

A verdant island with the ruins of o
monastery scattered over it; winding
patbs skirt the irregular shores, Every
trce grows here, and every charm of na-
ture is reproduced in little somewhere
within its wave-washed borders. There
have been battles here and monks mas-
sacred, but how long ago it seems ! Now
there can not be found a more peaceful
retrent, And with the lap of its waves
in my cars, and the phatos of its myraid
fluttering leaves, and the rostle of the
lhioufs of the sheep that foed here, I think
of the day, more than twelve hundred
years ago, when St. Finian founded his
Abliey. I wonder if he realized then
that he was building for the moment, as
it were?

~Nweet Innisfallen, fure thee well!
May calm and sunshine tong bethine!

How fulr thou art let others tell,
While but to feel how falr be mine,

» Sweet Innisfallen, long shall dwell
In mentory's Jreawn thnt sunny smile,
Which o'r theoe on that evenlng fell.
When last I saw thy fury 1sie.”

That js Tom again. Forgive me! I
sleep with the * Melodies” under my
pillow these nights. Perhaps 1 do like
Killarney better than | at first thoughtl
did ; but Tam sure that T would love it
were it not s¢ solemn. ODh, Ireland is
the saddest, the most tearful, the swect-
est, and the lonesomest land on the fuce
of the waters!—at least T am t-eginning
to think so.—C. WV, STonparp, in Ave
Maria.

D'Arcey MeGee's School-
master.

The schoolmaster of Thomas D'Arcy
McGeg, if little known outside of Wex-
ford, is one of the most striking personal-
ities in that historic town. Michael
Donnelly, who is now in his 105th yeuar,
has taught several generations of Wex-
ford men, He loved his calling, but his
greatest recompense was the satisfactivn
he derived from the success of his pupils
in vwious parts of the world, When
D’Arey McGee had risen to the rank of &
Minater in Canada, and when his literary
attainments were the subject of general
comment, a friend questioned him as to
the university in which he graduated.
The scholurand historian answered :(—* I
graduated under Michnel Donnelly, of
Wexford, and his was the only school I
ever attended.” The story was told by
McGee in Wexiord twenty tive yearsago,
when his teacher was already an old man,
Mr. Dimnelly had one son. who devoted
his life to the service of God, and who
gacrificed his life in a trying mission to
the West Indies. The old man had seen
blood flowing in the streets of his native
town in'4S. A handsome thoroughture
now crosses the gronnd where“Donnelly’s
School ” once stood, and the scholars are
scattered the world over, Mr, Donuelly,
enfaebled and alingst blind, duily makes
his wuy to the oldest of the Wextord
churches. Hoe has lived in the forgotten
past, and his thoughts are alredy on
another world, A testimonial is’ at pre-
sent being raised in s behulf,

————————
AN ABBEY BURNED,

The Bonodletine Monastery at Fecamp
Destroyed.

Tho tanons Abbey of Feeam), whore the
wall-known fencdicline liqueur Is made, was
totally dertroyed by fire Inst weelk.

The tire broke out ut twoo'cloek {n the morn-
ing 1 an ofd and color stied tn tho abbey. The
fireman behaved with greal gallanlry, and were
successtul intheir effirigto savathe laboratory
ol Lhw fuctory and the houses of theadjoining

uarter of the town, which stood 10 immedte
dunger of belng consumed by Lhe flumes, The
abhey Ltaelf, however—auan edifice celebrated
both on account of 1ty great antiquity and
hintorieal nssocigtions, wicl the beauly ofits
nrehiteginro—was Jdnomed, and instantly Lho
walls of tho venerable bulliling gave way, and
the odifice tell inwith o eighintl ernshh  The
hottles of Benedictine liquear stored up inthe
bullding cotild be henrd exptoding amid the
ruins, flawes of ro shooting up Mrom the blaz-
ing nleohal.: The loss entalled by the disnste r
18 aald Lo amounnt Lo more than £:0,000, und 1the
{nhabitants, whose prosperity depends greatly
on the manutaciuro of the Benedictine Hqueur,
are in o great state of consternntion. Two
hundred thousand bottles of Bencdictine were
dowiroyed, nnd 1,500 heutolitres of alchol were
in dnngcrln thecollnrs. Explosions svore Lo be
heard al short intervals., IL was at onotlme
feared that tho burniug alechol might flow
down into the port, and endanger the shlppluf,
Graatoxcitomont was also caused by Lho co]

lapso of the beltry,

Then I leaned back and waited.
It seemed just as though I had sent
in my card to Mr. Chip and famil

and was waiting to be received. It too

them o long time to decide. You see
they were F, F.'s and had to be careful
about extending their list. However,
they finally decided to accept me. Mr.
Chip came first, then the children, and

Where were the Chips and the fairies?
They had all disappeared. I looked at
my watch and found I had just iime to
catch the morning train. I had made
myself so much at home with the Chip
family that I had spent the night in the
w
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last Mrs. Chip herself, and they gave an
exhibition just for me.

You know how a dancing class per-
forms on visitors’ day; well, it was
something like that, only ever so much
more diticult, for boys and girls only
have two feet Lo manage, which you
know is sometinies hard enough; but
Frisk and Flip and Flirt had four feet
wpiece, to say nothing of brushes quiteas
Inrge as theirbodies, They jnmped and
skipped in the liveliest fashion, and
whirled around and in and out, so that
you wonld have thought the lancers quite
simple in comparison.

When they didn’t seem to know how
to perform a new feat, My, Chip went
ahead and showed them how, and then
they all tried it too, and, even when
they tumbled, they did it as gracefully
as kittens. It was great fun, and when
on a sudden they all ashed out of sight
and left me wishing for more, I thought
that of all folks to visit, Mr. Chip and
his family were the most entertainng.

After that I became a regular visitor.
and all the nuts from the dinner table
which I could conveniently get into my
pockets found their way 1uto the Chips’
arder. Frisk and Flip and Flirt became
such good friends of mine that when I
he!d out & nut in my hand they would
come and take it. Hundreds of nuts
and acorns were packed into their store-
house, and I often wondered what they
ever could do with so many.

And now I am going to tell you astory
which you may not believe, but which 1s
jnst as true as a *“ midsummer night’s
dream,” and we nll know about that.

It was the night before I came home,
& beautiful, clear moonlight night. There
was & hop at the hotel, and everyone
was dancing gaily ; but I kept thinking
of the Chip family, and so, at the first
chance, I slipped out and away into the
woods. I did not expect to see them,
but I wanted to leave a parting handful
of nuts to surprise them in the morning.
However, when I came to the old stump
and thought of the five little warm
hearts beating soltly inside its gnarled
old trunk, I felt so at home that I sat
down in the same place and leaned my
hend againat its rough bark. Pretty soon
I heard n tinkling, and there sat Mr, and
Mrs. Chip and all the rest with stalks of
hare-bells in their paws, which they were
gwinging and shaking so that the tiny
bells ring out merrily.

“What can it mean?’ I thought ; but
as still as I could and waited. Presently
all the air scemed full of the rush of.
wings. From every side, out of every
flowef and leaf they came, little cres-
tures of cvery shape and color, with
wings of velvet or gauze, or with rose
leaves just fastened to their shoulders,
which secmed to answer the purpose
beautifully, They all fluttered around
the Chipe, and I knew at once that Frisk
and Flip and Flirt were having a birth-
day party and the fairies had been in-
vited.

A moonbeam came through the
hranches and threw, like a tablecloth, a
white light over the stump. Then the
secrct came out. All my nuls were
hroughit up.  Mr. Chip carved them, and
my small friends passed them to the
puests in acorn cups, with a drop of
honey for sauce which Mtrs, Chip poured
oub of & pitcher plant.  After that they
danced, such wonderful dances—up in
the air as much as on the ground, and
singing all the time. - They didn’t mind
me ab all, but dunced over me, and I
could feal their wings on my face and
hear their voices 1n my ear, while Frisk,
Flip and Flirt frolicked and jumped all
the time, and swung the harebells. and
pelted each other with nutshells.

One of the shells struck me on the

Shaw and Logan Streets,
Montreal.

JOHN L. JENSEN, Proprietor.

Ladles’ Dressos, Gents' Suits, Cloth and other
Jackets Dyed or Cleaned without being taken
apart. Gents’ Suits Cleaned ann Steam Presaed
onshort notice. Namask and Rep. Curtains
Table und Plano Covers, &c,, Dyed or Cleuned
and Beaullfulty Pressed. ciolh. Bllks, Wool-
lens, &c., Dyed In Arst-clasy style. Speclal

rates to the trade. Boll Tele()lmnes: ead
oftice, 7J2. Brunchoz,ce. 7337. Works, 22,
2—TF

HORSONS WAR RESTORER

HAIR.'
NOMORE G:fsv IR,

Whyallowyons
gy hairtomaks
you look premae

turely old, when

RESTORER yon
ey easily res.
4 tore the primitive
g colour of your
banish

possessea the ine
" v?luhlnp‘mpv-&y

Recelpts. Financlal Business gen«

Commercial Paper bought and
sold. Advances on Warehouse

erally. ] ’
CHAS. H. WALTERS,
* 56 St Francois Xavier St.

[\

-3

a

Company,

Montreal :

OOFIN

GENERAL ROOFERS and CONTRACTORS

ROOFING
n Metal, Slatg, Cement, Graves,

ROOFS REPAIRED.

Before giving your ordlers
from ua.

OFFICE and WORKS, corner Latour
Su“eet. and Busby Lane.

Telephones—Bell, 130; Fedoral 1602,
Post Office Box AR,

WHITE PORT

Pure Juice from Whits Qrapes of
Oporto, Spain.

The hest WINE known for Invalids.

T0 BE HAD AT

DeCARY FRERES,

Famlily Grocers and Wine Merchants,

520 8t. Lawrence Street,
Corner of Prince Arthur Btreet.

HOLIDAY PRESENTS
GEO. R. HEASLEY’S,

2087 St. Catherlne Street, near
Bleury, Montreal.
Plotures Framed, Photo Frames, Photo
Albumgr, Plush Goods of all kinds,Plate
Glass M[rrors.Platedsllverwn.re.ﬁuels,
Music Ranka, Wall Pockels, Ete., at
‘Wholezale Prices.

iT LEADS THEM ALL

COVERNTON’S

Syrup of Wild Cherry,

—FOR~—

GOUGHS, COLDS, ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS

W11l be found superiorto all others. Price, Z5c.
Be sure and get that prepared by J. CovVERNTON
& Co., Dispensing Chemist, corner of Bleury
and Dorchuster streets, Branch: 109 8i. Law-

rence streel. .

T, CHRISTY,
Plumber, Steam and ﬂas Fiitter,

Importer and dealer Jn all kinds of Gus
Fixtures and Fancy Shades.

135 Bleury St., - MONTREAL,

House Drainage and Ventilation
a speclally.
Steam, Hot Water and Combination
Furnaces Fitted Up.

get prices

ANNTIIX

All Kinds of Roofing Attended to.
BELL TELEPHONE 966,

e Of Nty
giving ¥ an fn.
comparable luge
tre, promoting 1is

[N growth, at the
same time pre-
venting its_fall-

ve found in ordinary hllgdyu.
The most flattering testimonials from SEVER.
HYSIOIANS and many other eml&gng
oy

AL P 3 (
testify to th: Lo
S S L R TORER
For sale mryu.'l'w—n at 50 eto per boitls.

L. ROBITAILLE, chemlat,‘
Sorm PaorniNTon
.Lo:.m-m. P. Q., Canada.

CARROLL BROS.,
PRACTICAL SANITARIANS,
PLUMBERS,
Gas and Steam Fitlers,
TIN AND SHEET IRON WORKERS,
Heating by Hot Water a Speciaity. \

786 CRAIG S8TREET.
Federal 1605,

N

Bell Tolephans 1834«

" Orders given prompt allention.

/

CONSUMPTION.

I have s positive remedy for tho above dlzesss; by its
nso thousands of casss of tha womt kind and of long
stapding haye been onred. Indeed so sirong is my falth
in §ts offcacy, that [ will send TWO BOTTLES FREE,
with 8 VALUABLE TREATISE on this discass to sng
mifferer who will send ms their EXPRESS and F.O. addroas.

T. A. SLooum, M. C,, |88 ADELAIDE
S-r.,_WEsT._T_quNTo. ONT.

BRUSHES.

Brooms, Whisks, Feather Dustors ‘HoatherSink Clean

ers. E. K, ¢0yD & €6, Importors and Manufac.
turers, 754 Craig street {opposito Tas Trus Wirnzaa,

Telephone Glrae

HOTED BALMORAL, MONTREAL-NOW

under an entire change of managemont,
{s unrivalled by any lotel in Cannda, The
equlrmant 18 most completa, the culsineg 18 un.
excelled and overy consideratlon {8 given to
the comfart of guests. Itis in tho heart of the
oity and within a few minutes. walk of the R,

1 Ean

WM. H. HODSON,

Architect -:- and -:- Valuator,
461 8T. ANTOINE STREET,
Montreal.

THE LAF.GEST ESTABLISHMENT MANUFACTURIN:
GHURCH BELLS ££f
MSHANE BELL FOURDEY. BALTISORE, MD,

MENEELY & COMPANY,
WESTTROY, N. Y., BELLS
Favorahly koown to the pahlic sloce
1898, Church, Chapel,School, FireAlarm
and other bells, also, Chimesand Peals. .

Tho fineat £ Bella for Chiurch

Ch?m::.lsgo.g{:.,ege. Filly wmnt;a:

Writa for Catalogue and Prices.
BUCKEYE BELL FOUNDRY,

‘Ths VAY DUZER & TIFT 0., Cincianatl, 0,

CINCINNATILBELL FOUNDRY CO
JINCINNATT, O, solomakers of the ** T
Chureh, School and E‘INLI.!I:‘WIII-

Catalogue with over 8300 joniale,
21—28e0wW
W. H. D. YOUNG, B
L.D.8., D.D.8.,
Surgeon-IDentist,

1694 Noire Dame Streel.

Preservation ofthe Natura) Teeth and pain.
leer extraction. Dorsenia Langhlnf a8,
“Vegetable Vagur and Ether, Artificlal
work guaranteed satisfactory. i
[G-17-'80]

TELEPHONE 2515,
- GRATEFUL—COMFORTING.
EPPS’'S COCO.
BREAKFAST. .

By athorough krniowledgeofthe naturallaws |
which govern the operatlons of digestlon and - -
nutrition, and by a careful application of the, .
fine properties of well-selucted n‘Mr.Ep T
has provided our Breakfast tables with a deﬂ'. i
cately fiavored beverage which may. save us”..
‘many henvy doctors! bills.. It ia by the judi- .-
clous une of such artioles.of dlet that a- consti- -
tution may be gradually. bullt up until strong . -
onopgh to resist every tendency to dlsease.. :

reds of subtle -maladies are. floating”
around us ready to attack wherever there {a’
weak point. ‘We may cscave mn.nny a fatal shi
by keeplng ourselves well fortified with pur
blood and a ‘properly mnourishad " frame
“Qfuil Service Gazette, . .
Made simply with bolling ‘water-or 'mfi|

8old ouly in packats, by Grocers, labelled
JAué% EPES & 00, Hommbpatnie o
o misty, London, England, ;. s

$3per day. Jqu;ga BMITH, Prop:

, " - 1 }
nose, and I Ent up fairly be_w;__l_d md‘ ‘I;. depols-and sieéamboat landings. ’ltgrml sGa _

Londo!
10-18e




