- ‘that" her.illness would distress’
. mothct.” So she brightened. up

“~gglf ‘that she wnight hot ' have

. startlimg intelligence that he
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eat many year

m:.n,g' residing at Bristol, received Lhe

way

“peir-ai-2aw to an estate in tha North
of Irelxnd.

Op oxriving in & remote part of
County Antrim, he had been directed
to apply at & placs called Roundhead
Tower, the asbode of a farmer con-
nected with the Inte steward of 1he
estate, for any information he want-
ed.

On earriving there, after a dreary
journey in an old post-chaise, he was
taken ill, and declared to be in dan-
‘ger. of fever. The farmer gave -him
up his bed; and the doctor who lhad
aravelled eleven miles to visit himi,
X¥Fote to his wife such an alarming
account of his condition, that she at
once set out from Bristol 1with her
eldest child, fourteen years id, and
made the same dreary and adventur-
ous journey that her sickly husband
had made.

When the rickety post-chaise that
conveyed the inexperienced travellers
rumbled up to the door of Round-
head Tower, out rushed a little old
woman, bewildered, pitying, congra-
tulating :—“Weary on him for a stu-
pid old doctor, to be after bringing
her homor’s ladyship to such a place;
but sure onc sight of her sweet face
would cure the master at once.'’

When the lady went to the sickman
his youang daughter was left to take
an air of the fire at the wide hearth
of the kitchen.

*It's Mary O'Toole is the name
that’s on me,'" soys the old dame,
busily piling up the turf, *‘but I'm
called Molly for short; and isn't it
proud we are to have the master un-
der our rool, and he proclaimed heir-
at-law and all, and the beautiful
young heiress-at-lave sgitting there at
the hob, and coming into the old
place Like a sunbeam from the sky.
Long may she live to reign over
us.'’

‘The difficuity was to provide rooms
for the strange visitors. A small bed
was put in o closet off the side room
for the lady. Ncthing remained for
Alice but what Molly termed the
waste room ; there was an empty
four-post bedstead, on which she
could put an article alwoays to be
found in an Irish house — a good
fegther bed.

Yo had better go to bed, child,””
said her mothet, ns, with a kiss on
A%ice’s forehead, she left the room :
“and, though I do not, in general,
like tedroom doors to be locked,
you must lock your’s to-night, being
in a strange place.”’

Alice was tired and sleepy. She
sald her prayers, got on the great
four-poster, and soon slept the sleep
of youth, health and innoceace.

From that sleep she awoke slowly
to partial consciousness, overcome
also partially by extreme drotwvsiness,
being almost sensible of some pre-
sence at the side of her bed—of some
low, murmuring sound, that became
more distinct as she slowly uplifted
her eyelids and beheld o strange
sight. ‘The half-moon, veiled by the
misty clourly, had risen over the old
tower-—ils pale light fell in an ar-
rowy lfine nlong the floor: and in
the centre of that faint moonstreak
she saw a tall, white pillar —other
form or shape, it had none. A
stralght, white pillar—yet from it
issued the most awful words a youth-
ful ear could iwell hear—*‘Die, die,
to diel ™ .

#ith scarcely life enough to trem-
ble, the girl lay still, and in unut-
terable terror saw the thing move
away in a contrary direction frcm
thae door, and disappear. The bed-
clothes were then llung off—the lock~
ed door thrown open. The girl rush-
ed down o few stone steps, and cast
herself on her nother's narrow bed.

'ForHeaven ssake, tell me what ails
you, my child—but do not disturb
your fother?"”

‘*Such a thing!—such a thing, mo-
ther dear!'’—and the frightened girl
laid her pale face on her mother's
bosom. ‘A white pillar—it moved—
it spoke—it told me to die!"

“Be still, dear, be still,”’ said the
poor mother, fearing her child was
i®, and the wvoice soothed her to
slecp. The fear the mother felt was,
that her daughter was getting =&
-fever—already, perhaps, delirium had
come oOn; bhut Alice slept, while her
mother waked. In the daylight, how-
ever, she brought a pale face to the
wide hearth of the kitchen, where
the lady wos preparing some tea
and teast for the invalid heir-at-law.

‘'Well, child, how are you now 2"
the mother asked, trying to be cheer-

ful. “You had the. nightmare last
night.'”
‘It <vaa not the nightmare, mo-

ther—at least I do not know what
the nightmare is; but I know the
thing ~wwas there—a white thing —
just llke n pillar.”

- *Like Lot’s wile when she was
changed into o pillar of salt,”” says
her mother, smiling.

““Dn not laugh at me,” pouted
Alice; “‘indeed it was like a white
pillar; but a pillar could not move,
nor speak, nor tell me to die.”

My deax child you were excited,
fatigued, and made nervous by our
strange surroundings. You must not
give way to nervousness, dear, or you
will be ill, and I shall have no one
to help me."”

““Malher,”’ said Alice, looking up
and speaking with emphasis, 1
would not be so wicked as to be
nervous''—she had an idea that ner-
wvousness was TDretence or aflecta-
tion—*"'indecd I saw it and heard
it.”” Yét, though she spoke confi-
_dently, she began to have & doubt.
She was. inflluenced, tco, by o fear
her
took
reakfnst,: and really persuaded her-
been
{guile ixwake <when:the. "t.hinp; ap-
‘peared “ta. her. So, -reasoning: herself
om her unreasonable fcar. ehe spent

s ago a gentle- | the greater part cf the day out of

doore.

Alice did nct go to the waste room
that night with any -superstitious
dread hanging over her. She had
been listening to the tales she de-
lighted to hear; and she got on the
four-poster determined not to think,
and fealing quite ready for sleep. The
girl tried hard to go to sleep, and
Jay awake; saw the red turf turn to
grey dust, and the misty moon come
glinting round the old tower, and {ts
pale ray steal cold and faint along
the floor. Almost as if carried there
by that faint moonbeam, without
sound ¢r apparent wevement, there
appeared at the foot of her bed the
shapeless — I was going to say the
shapeless shape—of the night before.
It was no -dreaming fancy now-—she
had not slept—she was sure of that.
Yet there it stood—the tall, white
pillar; no feature, lineament, or limb
was discernible,

Fascinated, she gazed an instant in
horror that rendered her powerless
even to utter a cry. A deep, low
voice repeated the awful words she
had heard the night before — ‘‘Die,
die,—no hope— die, die!’’

She did not faint; she was not a
fainting girl. She saw the white pil-
lar move and disappear. Then she
sprang to the door, turned the lock
with such violence that the key came
from it, and, clutching it in her
hand, rushed down the stair steps,
and fell on her kness beside her mo-
ther’s bed.

The girl was cold—almost lifeless.
Her mother dreaded serious illness.
She lifted her on to her bed, and,
chafing her hands found the key, and
with difliculty got it from her grasp.

Alice’s broath cmne in sobs, and
then she could whisper, ‘I was not
dreaming, I was awake. It came
again—it stood there. It said the
same words—told me to die.”

0 hush, hush, my child! You are
safe with me; be calin; you must not
waken your father.”'

The brave little lady at once re-
solved to go to the room from which
her daughter had fled. Nothing, she
thought, would be so likely to dispel
her child’'s delusion as to know that
her 1nother went and examined the
room without even taking o light.
She still held the key, and noiseless-
ly renched the door, which was half
open. On its threshold, she stopped,
for there. in the centre of the dull,
pale moonshine, stood the tall, white
pillar~—white from top to bottom—
a whiteness wvisible in the misty
moonshine. It was no illusion; she
saw the white form with her own
wideawake eyes. Hers was that true
spirituality of mind which causes
some refined natures to be suspected

of superstition. That the lady did

fecl fear is mot to be denied. Seeing
the shape move in the dim moon-
shine she hastily drew over the door,
locked it, took out the key, and de-
scending the stone steps as well as
she could, laid herself dcwn in si-
lence by her still trembling daugh-
ter’'s side. No sleep came to her that
night. The next morning the rose-
flush bloom of her cheek had rone.

‘"You are grieving, mother dear,”

snid Alice; “you are sorry for me.
You think I am imsaginative.”’

“I have seen it myself, child. I
went to the rcom last night and

saw it; and 1 locked it up.’’

‘“Goodness gruclousl locked it up!
—lacked up a

“Perhaps we may soon get
know what it is I locked up,"”
mother gravely replied,

She would not suspect a trick, yet
in old Molly's absence she knew not
what else to think of. So, when the
farmer and his man had made their
customary hearty brenkfast, the lady
put on her most beseeching face, and
requested them to be so good as to
come with her to the waste rocm to
remove a box. “‘With all the pleas-
ure in life,”’ assented the farmer; and
a procession was formed, the lady
holding the key and leading the van
—her tremblin~ daughter bringing up
the rear.

Perhaps the fatal key of Blue
Beard's chamber was not applied to
the lock with more apprehension than
that of the waste room. At the mo-
ment Molly O'Toole returned from
her visit to Mrs. McGinty, and came
up to the room, radiant and joyous
at having assisted in adding another
;nite to the populaticn of her coun-
ry.

Her son the farmer

to
the

stood in the

room, gazing at a very small and
very light portmanteau.
“Is it that box you want lifted,

my lady?"’

"Il is not here,”’ she said, glancing
all round the nearly empty room.

"Nothing has left the room,’’ says
Molly o little indignantly. ‘“There
was no other box here.'”

“But the thing!’’® Alice whispers.
*0, Molly, such a thing! A white
pmm-. without any limbs. It came
to me these two nights; it spoke ——
it moved; it told me to die!”’

““Ah! then, bad manners to  you,
Barney, you thief of the. world,"
cried Molly, shaking her hand at her
big son. *'Was it after forgettin’ to
fasten the door you were, and me
awoy and all?”’

‘I fastened it,”’ says Alice; ‘I fas-
tencd it inside, and unlocked it to
get out.'”

“And I fastened it outside, and
kept the key,”” adds her mother.
‘““There is no other door."”

“Bedad, and there is,”’ says Bar-
ney, with a look of ccenpunction, yct
a comical grin; and, placing a hand
on the panel, it moved noiselessly
outwards, and the white pillar stocd
visthle in daylight.

At the end of o passage there were
two chambers connected +with. each
other. They had been s portion of
the wing of the old building. Stand-
ing erect and- motionless 1In -one of
ithese rooms . the mighly visitant.ivas
baheld-—-a tall, thin figure, ent.u'ely

“i'hung ‘low behind .the back;

L

long,
equally white, and: nea.rly covered
with:short, white bair:
with
hands interlaced. The figure wa.s ‘clad
in a long, white dressing: gown or
coat, reaching to the feet . and girt
round with & broad band. The gar-
ment was made of the stout, white
material of which the women of Con-
naught make the netticoats that they
wear, in Irish fashion, over their
heads. It was all white, no’ limbs,
no arms being seen; the likeness to
a. white pillar was as exact as pos-
sible, especially when seen in the mis-
ty moonlight. -

““Who?—What is he?'’ gasped my
mother, es the farmer, nodding to
her, went into the passage, and the
pannel dcor swung back noiselessly.

*“He is a8 harmless as a babby I
left behind me this day,’’ said Molly.
“His time won't be long with ys
now;—heaven help him!” )

O Molly! do please tell us what
it ig,’’ cried Alice, still unable to
speak cf the apparition-as being that
of o human and living belng.

‘“He was the steward once,’”’ said
Moliy, “and lived beyond {n {he
town there, and the wife he doted on
died and left him as.beautiful a baby
as ever you clapped an eye on. lhe
love he had for the whole mor<al
world seemed to go to that little
son of his. He was a beauty of a
boy to be sure. When his schocling
was done the father took this land
and madoe up the house as it is.
‘For,” says he, ‘it will do for n time
till I build a big house for my son,’
he says; ‘and that shan’t be called
Roundhead Tower,” he says, ‘and
who knows but Denis will be an es-
tated gentleman cne of these days.'

*“So, my dears, Denny was coming
to be marriageable, and the father
says to me, ‘Molly,’ he says, ‘T'll set.
about the new house now, for all I
want in life is to see Denis with a
good, pleasant wife and plenty of fine
children round him living in the house
I built, and owning the land; then,
I'll be ready to go when I'm sent
for.” ‘If it’s pleasing to you,’ says
I, ‘will you be after telling me wlere
you will build the house?’ =ays 1.
‘In  the half-acre,” says ne. *‘The
snints be good to us,’ says I, fright-
ened to hear that. ‘How can you
build it there and the stone in 1le
ground?’ ‘Oh! the stone 1wont he
long there,” he says. Well, taat same
evening I saw the father and sou
standing beside the stone talking —
talking and tracing out something in
the ground, and next day le gues
away to the town and briamgs bLacl
scme wee linen bags, with sout:thing
in them, and I made out taail the
stone was to be blown up with gun-
powder. Heaven save us and Leep ns
from evil! It was to be dcne as the
men blasted the rocks there betvound.
It's as true as you are there. So
when Denny came into the Litchen T
says to him, 'Denny,” says |, ‘ny
blessing be about you, and don’t you
meddle or make with that stone:
there'll be no luck if you do. ‘Thers
were true martyrs that ieit 1heir
blood on that stone,” I says te him,
‘and I have heard tell that they lie

under it, for the stone, they say,
moved over where they fell, and is
their monument now.’ ‘Well, gran-

ny,’ he says—for he called me gran-
ny for old acquaintance’s sake —'I
have no turn for that work myself,
not that I hold with all these old
stories, granny; yet somehow ther:
comes like a cloud over me when I
think of it; but you know my father
will have his way." ‘Denny, as-
thore,” says I, ‘go and speak up
to your father.’ Well, in he went in-
to the room there; and when he went
into the room there, and when he
comes in at the door. the old man
was busy drawing out a picture, or
plan, or something of his new house,
and he says, ‘Denny,” says he, ‘you
must put another of the bags round
that stone, and I'll be up with the
morning’s light, and lay the train.’
Sure, I heard every word they said,
nand I heard Denny tell all I had said
to hiin, and how he didn’t like to go
against something he called popular
traditions—for he had got the larn-
ing, you see; and if you had heard
the laugh the father gave out— and
he said Denny would be like an old
woman himself soon. Sure the father
was only pretendmp;, for he knew the
boy was as brave as a lion.. Cer-
tainly, Denny, had a hot temper, but
he was so nice and pleasant after he
cooled down you loved him the bet-
ter for it. So he just turned axvay
and came back to the kitchen, and lit
a pipe at the turf. He took some-

‘and snow—whlte-
hau' ;hung” down the, sides of o' face’

‘THe . arms | i

thlng in hls ha.nd and blew a blast
of ‘the’ plpe, a.nd xvent ‘out without u.

: R
blue: Bky. ‘He; ‘had. not ‘gone out of the |.

kitchen "door more than - about ten
minutes, when thére came a bang,
and & report something like the
shots to be firing in the year '98.
My mind misgave me, but the father
comes in and he says, ‘The boy has
been and fired a train by himself,’ he
says, ‘and I suppose he has blotwwn up
the stone.” He went out of the
doors, my dears, towards the half-
acre, and I followed all of n trem-
ble. When we got out there we saw
the stone as still and steadfast as
could be, and the moonshine over it.
But there was something dark in the
ground a little way off it. We ran as
well as we could through the smoke
and smell. Oh, och, to think of what
we saw! Och, my brave boy, the
benutiful boy I fostered—achorre ma-
chree that you werp] How did I live
after that sight?”

The old wcman threw
over her face, and raised
arms over her head.

“Do not distress yourself,’’ said the
lady, with a sob in her voice.
“0Oh, my jewel dear, how

tell you!’’

“Pray, do not—we know it all;
was a spark from the pipe.”

She put her arms round the old wo-
man, and begged her nct to say
more; but Molly would finish,

‘““The life was in him,’”’ she said,
“‘but that was all—he never spoke
again.”

“‘“We laid him on this very bed. The
doctor came, and stood there beside
it. He was an old man, and odd in
his ways and manner of speaking. He
stood and looked at our darling
beautiful boy, and he soys, just as
if he was speaking to himself like—

“*No hope,”” he says; ‘‘he must die,
die, die!"”’ just that way.

""Well, he might not have seen, or
he might not have heeded, the poor
father that stcod behind him, How-
ever that was, it is my belief that
his words fell on that poor father’s
brain, and that they are there this
day. It is ten years ago from that
day; he was not as he is now for
long after that. He never did good
from the first, or minded the land or
anything, He never minds anyone
but myself. I made him that clever
coat of the yarn I spun myself and
two others like it; he won't wear any
others. At times ho will Keep it on
days together, lying outside the bed,
and if it is moonshiney at night he
gets up and walks in here, and it
seems just as if he drew out the pic-
ture to himself of that terrible night
ten years ago: and he will stand and
look at the bed where the boy Ilay,
and he will repeat the doctor’s words
just as if he heard them again that
minute. ¥is time won't be leng now.
May the heavens be his bed when he
raes.’”

“My child, you have heard a truc
ghost story,”” said Alice’s mother,
with a tear in her soft eyes, ‘' and
you have scen a real chost.'*

‘““Yes, mother. I wish—oh:
I could help him."”

Three days afterwards the unfortun-
ate heir-at-law, having recovered
from his illness, left Roundhead Tow-
er, accompanied by his wife and
daughter, en route for Bristol, where,
many a time and oft in after years,
Alice was wont to entertain her Eng-
lish friends by relating the story of
the ghost of Roundhead Tower.—D.
McLaughlin, Catholic Columbian.
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If therc is an angel who records
the sorrows of men as well ag their
sins, he knows how many and deep
are the sorrows that spring {from
false ideas for which no man is culp-
able.
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FOR couc;ns %
| YIW Pectural
‘The Canadian Remedy for all
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Take outa policy in Tas Co-OrzraTIVE FUNEBAL Expanse SocinTr ;
it will cost you nothing. After a few years you will pay
no more, and still you will be sure of &
first class Funeral.

For full particulars, telsphome and our Agent will call.

The Co-Operafive Funeral Expense Suciey

1786 St. Catherine St., near 8t. Denis.
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. Subscribers who are moving in May are reminded that
in order to receive unlnterrupted Telephone service it is
necessary that the Order t6 Transfer be given not later than
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- GOILD BONDS.

LA COMPAGNIE DE PULPE DE CHICOUTIMI”

Incorporated by Letters Patent.

AUTHORIZED CAPITAL,.eeeevveenre onecenes. $1,000,000
Subscribed and Paid..........oeoveneesono.8 500,000

PRESENT and ONLY ISSUE of BONDS, 8250,000.

e eSS RSN e

The Denominations of Bands are as follows: 400 of 950.69.
8500 of $100, Payable to Bearer.

The above Company are {issuing
bonds to the amount of two hun-
dred and fifty thousand dollars bear-
ing interest at the rate of six vper
cent. per annum, payable semi-an-
nually. Both principal and interest
are poyable at the Head Oflice of
the Bank of Montreal, in the City of
Montreal, and the principal is pay-
able thirty years after the date of
issue, redeemable nevertheless, at the
option of the Company, at the end of
the first five yecars by the Company
giving notice to that effect in two
daily nowspapers published in Mont-
real, threc months previous to the
expiration of the first five years, and
without any premium or indemnity
ivhatever to the bondholders.

DIRECTORS OF THE COMPANY.

J. D. Guay, President, MNavor of
Chicoutimi.

Nemesse Garneau,
M.P.P., Quebec.

Doctor J. A. Couture, Quebec.

J. E. A. Dubue, Manager, Chicou-
timi.

0. A. Porritt, Superintendent, Chi-
coutimfi.

F. X. Gossclin, Prothonaotary Su-
perior Court, Chicoutimi.

Joseph Gagnon, Chicoutimi.

PRINCIPAL SHAREHOILDERS.
Nemesse Garneau, M.P.P., Quebcc.
Gaspard Lemcine, Quebec.

Joseph Gagnon, merchant, Chicou-
timi.

Vice-President,

J. E. A. Dubue, manager, Chicou-
timi.
Doctor J. A. Couture, Quebec.
ORGANIZATION.
The Company was organized in
1897, and bas since carried in its
business without interruption. It

had then a daily output of fiftecn
tons of dry pulp, later on the capa-
city of the mill was increased to
thirty tcns of dry pulp daily. Last
spring, owing to the ready sale of
the pulp. the Directors deemed it ad-
visahle siill further to increase the
production by adding three mare
grinders and a nine grinder mill,
with a capacity of fourteen thousand
tons per annum. The Company paid
a half-yearly dividend *at the rate of
six per cent. per annum, the surnlus
profits over the dividend being spent
on improvements and betterments.

PUYRPOSES OF THE BOND ISSUE.

The Company has to complete and
equip ancther mill of sareater capa-
city than the present one on a site
only eight hundred feet distant. The
new mil will have a capacity of
twenty-elght thousand tcms of ouln
per annum, making the combined
output of the two mills, forty-two
thousand tons of dry pulp per an-
num,

MILL SITE.

The mill is situated on the Chicou-
timi River, near where it discharges
into the Saguenay, and wtithin the
limits of the Town of Chicoutimi,
which town is the terminus of the
Quebec and Lake St. Jobn Railway,
and the heand of navigation. The
Richelieu and .Ontaric Navieation
Company make Chicoutimi the termi-
nus of their line from Niagara to
the Atlantic.

WATER POWER.

The water power developed for pre-
sent requirements is estimated at
eight thousand horse power. The
head of water is seventy-five feect ;
sixty cubic feet of water passes
through the mill every minute. and
i1his all the year aroud. The ivater
is conducted to the mill by a steel
flume, eleven feet Bix inches in diac-~
meter. In the penstock are five
wheels, three of forty inches, one of
twenty-five inches, end one cf twen-
ty inches. The Company possesses
twenty-five thousand haorse hower.
The water is clear, soft and free
from all impurities. The river flows
from I.ake Kenogami, which acts as
a reservoir or settling pond; it flows
for ten miles to the mill on a rock
botton: all the way. The wood is
floated down the Chicoutiml River
right to the mill, where there is a
pond large enough to store mnine hun-
dred thousand logs without any dan~
ger whatever.

ROBERT'S
Connting Houne
Montrenl

SHIPPING FACILITY.

The Quebec and Lake St. John*
Railway runs close to the mill site.-
and from the main line a switch*
runs to the mill itself. In the mill’
are three side tracks, svhich make
shipping of the pulp after it is
manufactured, and the receiving of.
the wood for manufacturing very-
convenient and cheap. An elevatedt
Cable trolley line takes the puip:
from the mill to the harbour wharf,
on the Saguenay River, where it is.
londed on barges of the mill on the
Saguenay, at a point where there is
a splendid harbour for stenmships oi
any size.

wWQOoD.

The Company owns 338.560 acres
of timber limits, well covered princi-
pally with black spruce and some
white nud gray spruce. The black
spruce is especially good for esround.
wood pulp, and turns out one hun-
dred and fifty pounds more dry pulp
per cord than any other spruce. Be-
sides this, o great quantity of the
wood required for years to come can
be had from the farmers in the
neighborhcod. The Company has at
present stored for winter use one-
hundred and eighty-three thousang:
logs, twelve feet long.

PRESENT MILL.

The present plant employs one hun-
dred and fifty men, night and doy.
The new plant added will employ
four hundred and fifty men.

FIRE PROTECTION.

In the yard are three large hyd-
rants, giving a constant pressure of
forty-five pounds. There are nlwayse
one thousand feet of hose ready ior
use in case of necessity.

LIGHT AND HEAT.

The mill is lighted throuchout bwv
clectricity, generated on the pre--
mises. Heat for the buildings is alsc-
generated ..from the waste bark oi
the pulp wocod,

PULP TRADE,

The Company has an assured mar-
ket in England and France for the
whole of its output. The output for
this year (1900) is all sold. Offers
have already been received from two-
firms in Enogland for the whole pro-
duct for 1901.

ESTIMATE OF PRODUCTION AND-
PROFITS.

2,000 tons o year, at 810.-

60, equal to ... wii ceieenen.54.£1,000
Cost of same, 42,000 tons,

at $7.50, equal to .... . 315.000
Gross proflt . e vees s, 126,000
Deducting intercst cn bonds 15,000

Net profits ...... voo cier ceee e 111.000
Available for dividends,

wear and tear and smk—

ing fund ...... ... ... ree aes .

The "PAPER A.ND PULP,” a paper
devoted to these industries, says :~—
"“The steamer Halasa, Captain Pe-
ters, which sailed from Chicoutimi
Friday, May 26th, 1899, had the-
largest cargo of +wood pulp ever
shipped in the world, tha 37,702
bales weighed 4,712 long tcms. The
cargo of wood pulp was valued at
$60,000.”

The principal offica of the Company
is at Chicoutimi, with a branch o’-
fice in Quebec,

BANKERS.
The Bank of Montreal.

TRUSTEES.
The Royal Trust Company.

A deed of trust creating a first
mortgage on all the property of the
Company will be executed in faver
of the Royal Trust Company in trust
for the bondholders.

Fire insurance will be cflected toc
the extent of one hundred thousand
dollars; this also wlill be transferred
to the Trustees for the henefit of the
bondholders.

Applications for the purchase cof
these bonds will be received by ‘the
und:rsig‘ned up to the 20th of March
next.

Applications not necessarily ac-
cepted.

ANTOINE ROBERT,

180 8T, JAMES STREET.

Are a specialty with us.

styles.

1884 Notre Dame Street.

EXCLUSIVE PATTERNS

Don’t buy commonplace designs in Carpets liable to
prove to your annoyance exact duplicates of what your neighbors already have.

‘We offer you a choice from an extensive array of private pnttcrnﬂ, exclusivoly
our own, and to be obtained nowhere else, at no -increase in prlce over ordinary

THOMAS

MONTREAL.

175 to l'ﬂl !pnrku Street, OTTAWA.,

-

LIGGET,

2446 St. Catherine - Streat.

deserves to’ be: written, in writing
what deserves to;be read, and in.so0
lwmg as to'mi orld hnppier

37-3

and be_ttgx_' f .

True glory consists i doing . what |

'I‘ho only wu.y to shme, even in th19
false world, is to be ‘modest- and. un-
‘assuming: Falsehood .may. bo o thick

‘erust, “but in the course of: time truth
will- ﬂnd a place to ‘break: thr i




