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The S@Step;

As wesat round the dinner table, we
Jarge party. DMen and women of
oy pationalities were present, bgt I
uic};}y,perceived, to my own surprise,
4hat [ was the guest of the evenlng. To
ven the terribly doubtfulhonor

e o1
me W s Madame Sorensen to the

.getila%%rltlg;gtable, and in honor of me

igh—by -common consent—was
-3[’°i£2%,l,:;e spg{;en at dinner.
e iss Sorensen sal & little to my left—
ne spoke gaily to her neighbor, and her
e o, silvery laugh floated often to
tugit® “or eve had been some little
-m i::ménb cavsed by the bursting of a
-exrc bomb inone of the principal streets
thabevening. Inadvertently I alluded to
qtto my¥ hostess. She bent towards me
“and said, in & low voice :=—

« Excuse me, Dr. Halifax, but we never
talk politics in Petersburg.”

She had scarcely said this before she
'pegun to rattle off some brilliant opinions
with zegard to & novel which was just
then actracting public attention in Eng-
land. Her remarks were terse, cynical,
and intensely to the point. From one
subject of interest to another she leaped,
showing discernment, discriminatien,
and a wide and exhaustive knowledge of
everything she touched upon. .

As I listened to her and replied as

ertinently a8 possible, a sudden idea
.came to me_which brought considerable
comfozt with it. I began te feel more
.and moze assured that Miss Sorensen's
tetter was but the ugly result of a mind
thrown slightly oft" its balance. The
prilliant company in which I found my-
welf, the spiendid room, the gracefully
appoinied table, the viands and the
wines of the best and the choicest, my
cultivated and gracious hostess—FPro-
fessor Sorensen’s worn, noble, strictly in-
sellectnal face—surely all these things
had uothing whatever to do with treach-
ery and assassination: Miss Sorensen’s
mind was off its balance, This fact ac-
counted for everything—for the maling-
ering which had taken place on board
the Ariadne—for the queer letter which
she had given to nie before dinner.
“\When vou saw my real name to-day,
your doom was irrevocably sealed,” she
said. “ Avoid the seventh step,” she
tiad continned. Could anything be more
wtterly absurd ?  Miss Sorensen was the
acknowledged niece of my courtly host—
what did she mean by attributing an-
gther name to herself 7—what did she
nicar: by asking me to avoid the seventh
step”  in short, her words were exactly
like tire ravings of a-lunatic.

My heart, which Lad been beating un-
somfertably high and strong, calmed
dowl, under these reflections, hut : res-
ently 1. jueer, cold, uncomfortable recol-
lectiua zouched it into fresh nction as if
witi the edge of bare ateel,

It was all very well to dispose of Miss
Sorcusen by treating her wild words as
the ettanations of a diseased brain; hut
what about Madame Sorensen? How
was [ posgibly to account for her queer
chauge of identity ? I recalled her atti-
‘Tude on board the Ariadne, The male-
volent glances she had often cast at me.
‘The look on her face that very morning
when I had saved her from falling, and
picked up the papers which had fallen
qut of the brass-hound bcx. She had
‘38cn My eyes rest upon the name “ Olga
Krestotki” I could not snon forget the
-expression in her cold eyes when I re-
turned her that packet. A thrill ran
‘through me even now, as I recalled the
veugeance of that glance.

The ladies withdrew, and the men of
‘the party did not stay long over wine.
We went to the drawing rooms, where
music und light conversation were in-
dulged in. ’

As soon as we came in, Miss Sorensen,
Who was atanding alonein a distant part
of the inner drawing room, gave me &
g0k which brought me to her side.
There was an imperious mort of com-
mand in her full, dark eyes. She held
terself very ercct. Her "earriage was
‘queenly—the lovely carnation of excite-
ment bloomed on her cheeks and gave
the finishing touch' to her remarkable
‘heauty. She made way for me to sit on
#he sofa beside her, and bending her
head slightly in my direction, seemed to
Iuvite me to make love to her.

There was something in her eyes
“which revived me like a tonic.

I felt suddenly capable of rising to my
%erntble position, and resolved to play
®he game out tothe bitter end.

I began to talk to Miss Sorensen ina
®oy tone of light badinage, to which she
wesponded with spirit.

Suddenly, as the conversation arose
{ull and animated around us, she drop-
ped her voice, gave me a look which
thrilled me, and said, with slow dis-
tnctness :—

“You Englishmen have pluck—I—I
admire you !

L answered, with a laugh, ** We like to
"ﬂl‘lnk of ourselves as a plucky race.”

*You are! you are! I felt sure you
Would be capable of doing what you are
‘oow doing. Let us continue our con-
Yersation—nothing could be better for
Wy purpose—don’t you observe that

lagar is watching us 2
" Is not Madame Sorensen your aunt ?'’
asked, :

‘“In reality she is no relation; but,
‘ush, you are treading on dangerous
ground.”

It is time for me to say farewell,” I
satd, riging suddenly to my feet—I held
ut my hand to her as [ gpoke.

“ No, you muat not go yet,” she said—
She rose also—a certain nervous hesita-
Uon was observable for a moment in her
;l;r‘tgmer, but she quickly steadied her-

“ Uncle Oscar, come hare,” she called
out. Professor Sorensen happened to be
pproaching us acrnss the drawing-room
—he came up hastily at her summons.
She stood in such & position that he
‘Cauld not see her face, and then gave me
@ look of intense warning.

When she did this, I kpew thal the
Eleam of hope which had given me false
tourage for a noment during dinner was
atan end:. There was no insanity in
those lovely eyes. Her look braced me,

owever. [ determined to take example.

¥ her marvellous coolness. In short, I

msde @

" “Uncle Oscar,” said the young lady,
“Tr. Halifax insists upon leaving us
early ; that is scarcely fair. is it ?”

%It must not be permitted, Dr. Hali-
fax,” said the Professor, in his most
courteous tone. “[am looking forward
with great interest to getting your opin-
ion on several points of scientific mo-
ment.”” Here he drew me a little aside.
I glanced at Miss Sorenscn ; ehe came a
step or two nearer.

“You will permit me tosay that your
name is already known to me,” continu-
ed my host, “and I esteemn it an honor
to have the privilege of your acquaint-
ance. I should liketo get your opinion
with regard to the bacterinl theory of
research, As I told you on board the
Ariadne to-day, I have made many ex-
periments in the isolation of microbes.”

“1In short, the isolation of those little
horrors is my uncle’s favorite cccupa-
tion,” interrupted Miss Sorensen, with a
light laugh. “Suppcse, Uncle Qscar,”
she continued, laying her lovely white
hand on the Professor's arm—** suppose
we take Dr. Halifax to the laboratory?
He can then sce some of your experi-
ments.”

“The cultivation of the cancer mi-
crobe, for instance,” said Sorenaen.
“ Ah, that we could discover something
to destroy it in the human body, with-
out destroying life! Well, doubtless,
the time will come.” He sighed as he
spoke. His thoughtful face assumed an
expression of keen intellectuality. It
would be difticult to see anyonc whuse
expression showed more noble interest
in science,

“T seeall my guests happily engaged,”
be continued. **Shall we follow Dag-
mar's suggestion, then, and come to the
laboratory, Dr. Halifax?"”

“1 shall be interested to see what you
have done,” [ suid.

We left the drawing-rooms. As we
passed Madame Sorensen, she called out
to me to know if T were leaving.

“Xo,” I replied; “I am going with
your husband to the laboratory. 1le has
Lindly promised to show me some of ais
cxperiments.”

* Ah, then, I will say good-night, and
farewell. When Qscar goes to the labora-
tory he forgets the existence of time.
Furewell, Dr. Halifax.”” She touched
my hand with her thin fingers; herlight
eyes pave a queer, vindictive flash.
* Furewell, or, aw revoir, if you prefer it,”
she said, with a langh. Nhe turned ab-
ruptly to speak to another guest.

Ta reach the laboratory we had to
walk down more than one long corridor
—it was in & wing at some little distance
from the rest of the house. Professur
Sorensen explained the reason brietly.

“I make experiments,” he said; it
is more convenient, theretore, to have
the laborutory as distant from the dwell
ing-honse as possible,”

We tinally passed through a narrow
covered pnssage.

“Beneath here llows the Neva,” said
the Professor; **hut here,” he continu-
ed, “did you ever see o more spacions
and servicable roont for real hard work
than this ??

He fiung open the door of the labora-
tory as he spoke, and touching a button
in the wall, llooded the place on the in-
stant with a blaze of electric light The
laboratory was warmed with Lot pipes,
and contained, in addition to the usual
appliances, a couple of ensy chairs and
one or two smull tables; nlso « long and
particularly inviting-looking couch,

*“I spend the night here occasionally,”
said Dr. Sorensen. “When I am en-
gaged in an important experiment, I
often do not cure to leave the place until
the early hours of the morning.”

We wandered about the laboratory,
which was truly a splendid room and
full of many objects which would, on
another oceasion, aroused my scientific
enthusiasm, but I was too intensely on
my guard just now to pay much atten-
tion to the Professor’s carefully wordel
and elzvorate descriptions. My quick
eves had taken in the whole situntion as
far as it was at present revealed to me;
the iron bands of the strong door by
which we had entered; the isolation of
the laburatory. I was young and strong,
however, and Professor Sorensen was old.
If it came to a hand-to-hand fight, he
would bave no chance against me. Miss
Sorenaen, too, was my friend.

We spentsome time examining various
objects of intereat, then finding the tor-
ture of suapense unendurable, I said, ab-
ruptly: "I should preatly like to see
your process of cultivation of the cancer
microbes before I take my leave.”

“I will show it to you,” said Dr.
Sorensen. “ Dagmar, my love, light the
lantern.”

*Is it not here 7’ I asked.

“No; Ikeep it in an oven in asmall
laboratory, which we will now visit.”

Misa Sorensen took up a silver-mounted
lantern, applied & match to the candle
within, and taking it in her hand, pre-
ceded us up the whole length of the
Iaboratory to a door which I had not be-
fore noticed,and which was situated just
behind Lr. Sorensen’s couch. She
opened it nnd waited for us to come up
to her.

“ Take the lantern and go first, Uncle
Oscar,” said the young lady. She spoke
in an imperious voice, snd I saw the
Professor give her a glance of slight sur-
prise.

“Won't you go first, Dagmar?' he
said. ‘ Dr Halifax can follow you, and
I will come up in the rear.”

She put the lantern into his hand.

** No. go first,” she suid, with a laugh
which was a little unsteady. ‘‘No one
knows your private haunts as well as
you,do youraelf. Dr.Halifax will follow
me.”

The Professor took the lantern without
another word. He began to dercend
some narrow and steep stairs, They
were carpeted, and appeared, as farns [
could see through the gloom, to lead into
another passage farther down. MMiss
Sorensen followed heruncle immediately.
As he did so, she threw her head back
and gave me s warning glance.

“ Take care, the stairs are steep," she
said. *‘Count them; I will count them
for you. I wish. Uncle Oacar, you would
have this passage properly lighued.” _

“Come on, Dagmar: what are you
lingering for ?”” called the Professor.

“Follow me, Dr. Hulifax * she said.
Her hand just touched mine—it burnt
like coal. *‘These horrid stairs,” she
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said. “Ireally must count them,or 1'll
fall.” She began to count immediately
In & sing-gang, monotonous voice, thraw-
ing her words hack at me, so that ]
doubt if the Professor heard them.

*One,"” gshe began “ two—three—four
—five—six.” When she had counted to
eix, she made an abrupt pruse. We
stood side by side on the sixth step.

“ Beven is the perfect number,” she
said,in my ear—as she spoke, she pusned
back her arm and thrust me foreibly
back as 1 was about to advance. At the
same instant the dim light of the lan-
tern went out, and I distinctly heard the
docr by which we had entered this nar-
row passage cloee behind us.  We were
in the dark. I was about to call out:
*Miss Sorensen —Professor Sorensen,”
when a horrid noise fell upon my ears.
It was the heavy sound as of a falling
hody. It went down, down, making
fearful echoes as it banged against the
sides of what must have been a deep
well.  Presently there was o splash, ns if
1t had dropped into water.

That splash was a revelation. The
body, whatever it was, had doubtless
fallen into the Neva, At the same in-
stant, Miss Sorensen’s mysterious words
returned to my memory: * Avoid the
seventh step.” [ remembered that we
had gone down six steps, and that as we
descended, she had counted them one by
one. On the edge of the sixth step she
had paused. had pushed me back, and
then had disappeared. The Profegsor
had also vanished. What bady was that
which had fallen through space into a
deep and watery grave?  MissSorensen’s
mysterious remark wuas at last abund-
antly plain.  There was no seeenth step—
by this trap, therefore, but for her inter-
ference, | was to be hurled intn eternity.

I sank back, tremibling in every limb.
The horror of my situation can scarcely
be deseribed. At any moment the P'ro-
fessor might return, and by a2 push from
above, rend me into my watery grivve,
In my present position I had no chance
of tichting for my life. I retraced my
steps to the door of the upper laboratory
and felt vainly all along its smooth. hard

surfuce. Noehance of escapecanie from
there. I sat down presently on the edge

ol the tirst step, and waited for the end
with what patience I could. Istill be-
lieved in Miss Sorensen, but would it Le
pussible fur her to come to my rescue?
The silence and darkness of the grave
surrunded.  Wias [ never to see day-
light again? I recalled Madame Sor-
r1~en’s fnce when she said * farewel]l "—
I recalled the passion of despair ir Miss
Sorcngen’s young voice. 1 had tonched
~ecrets inadvertently with which I had
no right to meddle. My death wus de-
sircd by the Invincible and the Merciless
—of course, I must die. As I grew ac-
customed to the darkness and stillness—
the stillness itself was broken by the
gureling, distant sound of running water
~1 could hear the tlow of the Neva as it
rushed past my dark grave,

At the same moment the sound of
voices fell on my ear. They were just
below me—Itelt my heart beating nlmost
to sulfocation. I clenchied my bands
tightly together—surely the crucial mo-
ment had come—could I tight lor my
life?

The Professor's thin, polished tones
fell like ice on my henrt.

“ We had better come back and see
that all is sate,” he said. **Of course,
he must have fallen over, but it is best
to be certain.”

* No, no, Uncle Oscar, it is not neces—
sary. ” [ heard Miss Surensen say. ‘“‘Did
yon not hear the sound—the awtul
suund—of his falling body ? Idid. I
heard a eplush as it fell into the Neva."

“Yes, I fancy I did hear it,” answered
the Prolessor in a reflective voice.

“Then don't come back—why should
we ? It is all so horrible—let us return
to the drawing-rooms as quickly as pos-
sible.”

“You are excited, my dear—your
voice trembles—what is the matter with
you'?"”

“ Only joy,” she replied, “ at having
got rid of a dangerous enemy—now let
us go "’

Their voices lied away—1I could even
hear the faint echo of their footsteps as
they departed. [ wondered how much
longer I waa to remain in my [earful
grave. Had I the faintest chance of
escaping the doom for which [ was in-
tended ? Would Miss Sorensen be true
to the end ? She, doubtless, was a
Nihilist. and as she said hersgelf, they
received no mercy and gave none. My
head began to whirl—queer and desper-
awe thoughts visited me. I felt my
nerves tottering and trembled, for a
brief moment, for my reason. Suddenly
a hand touched my smrm, and a voice,
clear, distinct, but intensely low, spoke
to me. . .

# Thank God, you are here—come with
me at once—don't ask a question—come
noiselessly, and at once. I rose to my
feet—Miss Sorcnsen’s hot fingers clasped
niine—she did not speak—she drew me
forward. Once again I felt mysell de-
scending the steps. We came to the
hottom of the sixth step. * This way.”
she said, in a muflled tone. She felt
with her hands against the wall—a
panel immediately gave way, and we
tound ourselves in a nNArrow passage,
with a very faint ight at the farther
end. Miss Sorensen hurried me rlong.
We went round a sort of 4 semi-circular
building, until at last we reached a
small postern door in the wall. When
we came to it she opened it a few inches,
and pushed me out, .

“ Parewell,”- she said then. “ I have
saved yourlife. Farewell, brave English-
man.” .

She waa about to shut the door in my
face, but I pushed it back forcibly.

I will not go until you tell me the
meaning of this,” I said. .

" % You are mad to linger,” she replied,

«but I will tell you In a few worda.

-

Professor Surensen and his wife are no
relations of mine. I am Olga Krestofski,
suspected by the police, the owner of
important scerets ; in short, the head of
a branch of the Nihilists. I shaimmed
illness and assumed the name uunder
which I travelled, in order tu convey
papers of vasy importance to our cause,
to Petershurg, Professor Sorensen, as
Court physician, has not yet incurred
the faintest breath of suspicion—nevér-
theless, he is one of the leaders of our
party, and every individual with whom
yvou dined to-night belonga to us. It
was decreed that you were to die. I
decided otherwise. There was, us you
doubtless have discovered, no seventh
step. I warned you, and you had pres-
ence of mind sufficient not to continue
your perilous downward course beyond
the edyge of the sixth step.”
* But I heard a body fall,” I aaid.

“ Precisely,” she replied ; “ [ placed a
bag of sand on the edge of the sixth =step
shortly after my arrival this morning,
and just as I was following Professor
Sorensen through the secret panelin the
wall into the pussage beyond, I pushed
the bag over.  This was neceesary in
order to deceive the professor. He heard
it splash into the water, und [ wus uable
to assure him that it was your buody.
(therwise he would inevitably have
returned to complete his deadly work.
Now, good-bye—torgive me, if you ean.’”

“ Why did you bring me here at adl ?"”
I asked.

* It was your only chance. Madame
sSorensen had resolved that you were to
die.  You would have been tollowed to
the ends of the earth—now you are safe,
beeause 'rofessor and Madame Sorensen
think vou are dead.”

“And you?'  [Isaid, suddenly., *1If
by any chance this is discovered, what
will become of you 7~

There was n passing wleam of light
from a watery moon—it fcil on Miss
Sorensen’s white tace,

“I hold my life cheap,” she said.
“ Farewell.  Don't stay Leng in Peters-
burg.”

She closed the postern door as she
spoke.
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MONUMEXNTAL IGNORANCE

DISPLAYED BY REV.MR. GUMBART, A BADPTIST
MINISTER.

We have refrained from reproducing
the many tirndes delivered by extremists,
beciuge we believed they were only cal-
culated to engender a feeling of bigotry
and hatred. But it is well. occasionally,
that our readers should know what some
of these modern iconoclasts have to say
about Catholicity.

Rev. Dr, Gumbart preached in the
Dudley street Baptist Church, Boston,
last week, on “ I8 It Wrong to Antagoniz.
Romanism ?'  His philosiphy was very
much modern and peculiar in its scope,
because, while he was willing to treat a
Catholic as a brother, he hated the
Catholic Church, and grew furious when
he tackled the subject of Purgatory.
To oppose an *ism,” he said, is not
neceasarily tooppose the man who holds
the “fsm.,”” While we may oppose
Catholicism, we have no right to perse-
cute or to abuse the Catholie, or to treat
him other than as a brother.

[ helieve itis right to oppose Catholic-
ism because it is contrary to the Serip-
tures. Its Mass and bheads, its contes-
sionnl and purgatory, holy water and
indulgences, relies and penances, its al-
tars and candles, its incense and vest-
ments, its crucitixes and seapniars, are ns
unlike the religion of the New Testament
as grarlic {s unlike a tuberise,

Dr. Gumbart also paid his compli-
ments to the dactrine of porgatory, the
saying of prayers to Mary, and the hope
of salvation throngh good works, He
showed from the Seriptures that the
love of Gud, through the wtonement of
Jesus Christ, otlers a free and complete
salvation to all who will receive it hy
faith.

Dr. tiumbart opposes Cathelicism on
the ground that his duty to the Cathiolice
is to bring to him the teuth of the New
Teatament, and thus to deliver hiim fron
a slavigh hondage to superstition, He
also denonneed the elaimes of the puraa-
torial societivs who charge o registration
fee of 50 cents tor prayers oflered on be-
hialt ol souls in purgatory.

THE YOUNG AUTHOR'S ENPERI-

ENCE.

“Tor six months,” sald (he struge-
gling young author, ** 1 had heon gend-
ing out manuseripts to the pnblishers
only to inve them returned ; 1n all that
tinmie I had never a line aceepted. Some
of them were returned, as 1t seemed Lo
me, with precipiteney: I wonld send
them ont aneday and get them back the
next; it seemed ag though they wanted
not onfy to return the mannseripts, but
to get them ont of the way as speeldily
as posssble,  And then there were some
that were kept so long that [ built hopes
of their acceptance, and when tinally
ther did not come back I taneied that
they had heen kept for politeness sanke,
80 that [should not be pained Ly their
too hasty rejection; though sometimes
I fancied they were kept so long only to
stave ofl' as far as possible the coming
of the next manuscript, which they
must have come to know was invitable.

“Two wecks ago, howevir, from a
most unexpected source, I recelved, with
a manuscript returned, not the usual
printed form, but a most cotrteons let-
ter, saying that the editor had read with
enjoyment the manuscript I had sent,
and that he returned it with regret, but
that taking all considerations into sc-
count it was not found exactly aviilable.
A week later, from another unexpoected
quarter, 1 received a letter of similar
tenar und of equal courtesy.

“For six months the darkness had
been unbroken, but in these letters [
see the glimmering of my literary

dawn.” L4

A CARDINAL ON BOXING.

MOST REV. DR, VAUGHAN LOOKS FAVORABLY
UPON WELL CONDUCTED CONTESTS.

Speaking nt an exhibition given re-
cently in the schonls of the English
Martyrs, London, by two branches of
the Catholic Bocial Union, His Eminence
the Cardinal Archbishop of Westminater
{Dr. Vaughan), who presided, in the
course of his remarks said God had
given them badies and souls, and hath
should be tuken care of and Loth should
be well trained. In these cluba they
were occupied in training the body,
muscles, sinews and nerves, and they
had shown whut they could do, and nll
would agree thut they deserved a high
meed of praise, There had been some
amusing and interesting turns with the
boxing gloves. Some people gupposed
that little could be said for boxing. He
thought n great deal could be said forit.
First it wae called the " noble art of self-
defenge.” [Laughter.] Young and in-
deed old men sometimes found them-
selves, without any fault of their own, in
difficulties, and they ought to be able to
defend themeelven, [tear, hear and
laughter ] That was one of the objects
for which boxing was learned. But
there was another advantage which he
thought woukl be seen in the exercise—
it was a splendid training for the tem-
per. Young men stood up to each other,
and from time to time inflicted heavy
blows upon exch other, and they finished
by shaking handa and kissing each cther

*
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a

to show that it had been done in good
will and in good temper. [Laughter.}
Whatever blows they might have sns-
tained they never for a moment, lost
temper, but received them with patience
and calmness, and determining good
humoredly to return them as well as
each could, and they did do it when
they were able. [Hear, hear and laugh-
ter.] This he considered n great train-
ing in patience.

Thugs and  Perfumery,

TRY A BOTTLE OF—®

GRAY'S EFFERVESCING......
Bromide of Soda and Caffeins

Calms the nerves and removes hoadache.

......

Students, bon-vivants and nouralgic people will
find it invaluable.

30 Cents Bottle.
HENRY R. GRAY, Chemist,
122 St. Lawrence Mpin Sitreet.

P S5.—A large assortment of fashionabls per«
femery and toilet soaps always on hand.

Business Eards.

R. WILSON SMITH,

Investment Broker,

tiuverament, Municipal and Railway Securitfes
Bought and Sold.  First Cluss Sceuritior,
suitable for Trust Funds, nlwiys
on hand.

{724 NOTRE DAME STREET, MONTREAI.

TELEPHONE 8393.

THOMAS O’GONNELL,

Dauler in General Huurehold llardware,
Paints and Oils,

187 McCORD STREET, Cor. Offawa.

PRACTICAL I"LUMIIER,

Mot Water Fitter,
Moderate

Gas, Steam nnd

28Urders promptly nttendoed  te.
canrges. A trinlsolicited.

M. HICKS. K. O'BRIEK.

- M HIGKS & GO.,
\o&) AUCTIONEERS

MKKCHANTS,

AND COMMISSION

1821 & 1823 Notre Dame St.
[Near Metill Street.] MONTREAL

Sulas of Houschold Furnituro, Farm Stock, Rea
Estate, Damaged Goods anit Qenernl Merchan~
dize respeetfully solicited.  Advances
wade on Consignnents. Chrrgos
moderite and returnz prompt.

N.3.—Largeconsignmeonts of Turkish Rugsand
Carpets alwiays on hanl. Sales of Fino Art Gooda
aud Hikh Class I'ictures ngpocinlty.

CARROLL BROS.,

Registered Practical Sanitarianas,

Plumbern, Stenmn Fitters, Motsl and
Sinte Roofers.

705 CRALG SNTREET, nenr Nt. Antolne

Drainage and Voutilation asposialty.
Tolephone 1834

Charges Maderate.

LEGALLEE BRONS
tfeneral Fugrorers,
LENGRAVICD BRANSSIGNS
White Enamel Letters,
METAL : AND : RUBHER : STAMPS
SEALS, BRANDS, STENCILS.

Note dgenge in Provines e for Pook's Pat.
Ntemp Cunliion, 674 Lagiucheticre Street,
BrLL TRLEFHONE 243N,

LORGE & CO,,

HATTER : AND : FURRIER,
81 ST. LAWRENCE STREET,
MONTREAL.

EeTABLIBEED 1864

C. O°BRIEN,

House, Sign aad Decorative Painter,

PLAIN AND DECORATIVE PAPER HANGER.

Whitewashing and Tinting. All orders promptly
attended to, Termsmoderate.

645 DorchesterSt, | East of Bleur
Bagence-gey o I MONTREAL.

Omfice.

DANIEL FURLONG,
WEOLESALE AND RETAIL DEAvERIN
CHOICE BEEF.VEAL, MUTTON & PORK"*
Bpecialratesforcharitableinatitations.

34 PRINCE ARTHUR NTREET
TELEPHONE 6474.

GALLERY BROTHERS,
BAKERS : AND : CONFECTIONERS,
Breaddetiveredto all partaoftheeity.
CorNEE YOUNG axp WILLIAM BTREET

TELEPHOKNE 289F,

SUMMER RESORTS.

T T T T i i vt e gy’
Specinl luw reten for tha seaaon for udvertise~
ments under this head.

ABENAKIS HOUSE, Abenskis Springs, Que.

OPENED JUNE 1st.

The Most Detighttul Summer Resort In Canada,

Capitel fishing and boating on St, Franeis and
St. Lawrencu Rivers und Lake St. Peter, DBeach
Bathiog. The usge of boats, huth houses, tennis
oourts and pool tables free to guests.

Abenakis ineral Spring Water certain Cure for
Rheumautism, Indigestion, kldne{_ nnd Liver Com-
plaints, Salt Rheum, General Dehility, &c.

MINERAL WATER DATHS,

The Richelicu and Ontario Navigation Ca.’l
steamer ‘' Berthier” leaves Bonsecours Market.
Wharf, Montreal, every IUESDAY and FRIDAY s~
1p m, for Abenakis Spriogs, connecting at Sores
with steamer ‘"Sorel,”’ arriving at the Springs a.
7pan. Parties coming to Montreal by rail ot
steamers can connect with steamer * Berihier,’y
for the Springs as stated above, Also parties comt
ing to Sorel by rail or boat, ean connect with
steamer **Sorel,” for the Springa, nn Tuesdays and
Fridays, at 5 p,m., and on Saturdays st 2 p.m*

end for Circulars. Rates reasonable.
RUFUS G. KIMFION, Proprieter.

irculars and information eall L, HARRIS,
NE%;I;? l':rmol Strast, Montreal. 815"

THE ELMWOOD, AGIRONDACK Mountaing,

Juy, Essex Co., N. Y. Beautifully situated in the.
Au Sable Valley, affording a quiet resting place:
for summer months. Spring water; lar

At i S

8Os AT,
; bath; broad riszxa ; good boating, fishing,
Toclk hnd drives, - HOME COMFORTS. - .
41-13 .G g
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