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THER-BARTE'S DESTINY, |h-|.h,nllqh-hb

And said, “1've 8o respite, nons !
Or shall we wander 1nlo space,
Ot tall 1nto the susn *

“Astronomers I've sought in tears,

They eannot even tell us this.
Thoagh each man ssems Lo prove his case,
Each coatradicts the other one,
And—do we wander into spase,
Or 1 into the sun 1™
“Comfort i" I said, “I ean’t discern
The natare of our planet’'s end ;
Wor should I greally care Lo learn.
We've many mons left, my friend !

The nation’s bark at anchor rides !
The march of intellect retrace. ™
He moaned, “I don't care what we've

done.
Ohb, shall we wander into space,
Or fall 1uto the san ?

*“1f we should fall, you understand,
Such beat the crash might generate,

The solar system would expand
Ioto its primal gaseous state.

1t would be awkward, | maintain,
The same old cyele 10 renew ;

For, onoce let things come round again,
And we should come round, too I"

1 eried, “The prophecy forbear !
Of finite woes we have enough.
That, travel through the old despalr,
Experience the old rebafl !
1'd rather haunt the void afar
For endless ages; would rejoice to bea
harmless, frosen star,
17 I might bave my choloe !

He gased at me with sspect strang= ;
He only said, “How would it be

1f this poor planet should derange
The solar aystem's equity ;

If, when the sun our planet met,
The san itself began to fall,

Another aystem to upset,
And 50 "n through them all I

“Peace, poace I [ sald. “However dark
The destiny the mons bear,
You won't be here the wreok to mark.”
“Ah, that,” he eried, “is my despair |
1 want to know what will take place.
1 want to know whate'er is done.
Oh, shall we wander {nto space,
Or fall into the sun I

BY THE “ DUCHESS.”

CHAPTER IX,

The vight passes; the next day
dawns, deepens, grows into noon, and
still sothing bappens to relieve the
terrible soxiety that Is felt by sl
within the castle as to the fate of its
missiog master, They weary them-
seolves out woodering, idly but inces-
santlv, what can have become of him

The second day comes aund goes; so
does the third and the fourth, the fifth
and the sixth, and then the seventh
dawns.

Florence Delmaine, who bas been
balf distracted with cooflicting fears
and emotions, and . who has been sitting
in ber room apart from the others
with her head bent down and resting
on ber hands, suddenly raising her
eyes, sees Dora standing before her.

The widow is looking baggard and
bollow-eyed. All her dsinty freshoess
has gone, and she now looks in years
what in reality she is, close on thirty-
five. Her lips are pale sad drouping.
her cheeks colorless; her whole air is
suggestive of desp depression, the re-
suls of slecpless nights snd days filled
with griefl and suspense of the most
puiznant natare.

‘ Alas, how well she loves him too!’
thinks Fiorence, contemplating her in
silsace. Durs, advancing, Iays her
baad apon the table near Fiorence, and
say®, in a harried impassioned tone—

*Oh, Fiorence, what has hecome of
him? What has been done to him? |
have t-ied to hide my terrible anxiety
for the past two miserable days, bat
now | feel I must speak to some one or
go mad!

She smites ber bands together, sad,
sinking into & chair, looks as if she is
golag to faint. Plorence, greatly
slarmed, rises from her ohair, and,
ranniog to her, places her arm round
her as though to support bher. Bot
Dora repulses ber almose roughly, and
motious her away.

* Do not touch me!" she cries hoarsely.
*Do not come near me; you, of all
people, should he the last to come to
my sssistance! Besides, I am not bere
to talk shout mysell, but of him.
Florence, bave you auy suspicion?”

Do*s leans forward and looks soru-
tinisingly ot ber cousin, as though
fowring, yet hoping to get an answer in
the affirmative. Bat Florence shakes
ber bead.

‘1 bave no suspicion—none,’ she ap-
swers aadly. ‘If I bad should [ not
a0t upou it, whatever it might cost me?”

* Woald you? asks Dora eagerly, as
though impressed by her compaanion's
words—' whatever it might cost you?

Her manner is so strange that Flor-
ence pauges before replying.

*Yes,' she says at last. * No earthly
consideration should keep me from
using eny knowledge I might by acol-
dest or otherwise bacome possessed of
 lay bare this mystery. Dors’ she
ories suddenly, * it you know anything.
1 emplore, I entreat you to say 0.’

* What should I know P* sesponds the

* 1 dare not speak openly,’ replies the

iag even s shude 3

‘“bdhz
charsoter, and may be

wrong. Yet there ave

eome hidden instinot within my breast

me that | na on the right

wpon ber kanees before her, ‘do wot

8o0m,

' .

ing,’
!"h-n we are all so di

- | weukoess of her position, and her ins-

youl bere again and tell you the resuls
of what I am now abous to do.’
She quits the room as sileatly as she

the flaah diss oot of her tace, and she
iooks evea more wan
she did before seeking his prescence.
She oan not deay to berself that her
mission hes betn » fallare. He bes
opeénly scoffed at her threats, and she
s aware that she hee 20t & sheed of
actual evidence wherewith to support
ber saspioion ; the bravado with which
be has sought to turn the tables ugon
back | b

Whea the door closes between them,
than

and disheartens

dit, and P,
o ber chair, gives herself up to the ex-
citement and am+sement that are over-
powering her. There is something else,
too, in ber thoughts that is pussiiog
sod perplexing ber; in all Dora’s man-
ner there was nothing that would lead
her to think that she loved Sir Adrian;
there was fear, and & desire for re-
venge in it, but nose of the despair of
s loving woman who bad lost the man
to whom sbe has given her heart.
Floreoce is still poudering these
things, while Dora. goiog swiftly down
stairs, turns into the side hall, glasnciag
linto library and rooms as s-e goes
aloog, piaialy in search of somethiog
Or some obe.
At last her search is successful ; in s
small room she finds Arthur Dynecourt
spparently readiog, as he sits in »
large arm-chair, with his eyes fixed lo-
tently upoo the book in his hend.
Sseing her, he &loses the volume, and,
throwing it from bim. says carelessly:
* Psbaw—what - contemptible trash
they write nowadays!’

Dora

ber, and wow she confesses to herself
that she knows not where to to turn
for counsel.

dles, and twilight descends. Even
that too departs, and vow darkoess
falls upon the distressed b
still there is no news of Sir Adrian.

beginning to be trested with due re-
sp-ct u8 the next heir to the baronetoy,
bas quietly hinted to old Lady FusAl-
mont that perbaps it will be as well, in
the extraordinary circametances, if
they all take their departare,
oid lady, though strongly disinclined
to quit the castle, is debating in ber
owa mind, aud, being swayed by Lndy
Gertrude, who is secretly rather bored
by the dall
strange absence of their host, decides
to leave on the morrow, to the great
distress of botu Dora and Florence Del-
mnine, who shrink from deserting the
*How osn you sit here calmly read- | castle while its master's fate is unde-
b ly, | cided. Bat they are also sensible that,
w0

if both feigh

CHAPTER X.
In the meantime the daylight dwin-

id, and | o

would bave. all hisown? Ishish

solf, and, muttering an sadthema upon | full, she is able to unburden
his cowardics, he moves
that bas been his constant eompanion
of Inte.

Yet, bete in bhis own room, be csn
not rest. The boars go by with laggerd
wops. Miduight bas struck, sed still
be paoes bis floor from wall t0 wall,
balf-maddened by his thoughts. Not
that be releats. No feelings of repen-
tance stirs bim, t bere is only a nervous
dread of the hour when it will be nee-
cessary to produce the dead body, if
only to prove his claim to the title so
dearly and infamiously purchased.
Is he indeed dead —gone past recall?
Is this house, this piace, the old title.
the chanoe of winniag the women he

L

down to dianer—'

* Nelther did 1, pots in Mrs. Talbot
sympathetically.

* | wandered up and down my room
for at least two bours, thinking always,
and walting for the moment when you
would return, according to promise,
a0d tell me the success of your hidden
enterprise. You @id not come, and at
balf-past nine, unable to stay any
longer in my owa room with only my

Arthar Dynecourt, who is already

This the

that has d on the

his fair face and genial maones and
lovable
with which be filled the hearts of all
who kiew bim—aotually swept out of
bis path ?

Agnin the lurking morbid longing to
view the Yody with his own eyes, the
longing that bad been his some hours
ago, when listening ac the fatal door,
seizas hold of bim, and grows in inten.
sity with every passing moment.

At last it conquers him. Lightiog a

4l

hatefal to bim only because of

snd the esteem

d tn
| mind! But I torgot "—with s meaning
gisoce—* you galn by his death; we
do not.’

*No, you lose,’ he retorts cooly
* Though, after all, even had things
been different. | can’t say I think you
bad much chance at any time.’

He smiles innocently n\hor a8 be
says this. ‘But she pays no heed either
o his words or his smile. Her whole
soul seems wrapped in one thought, and
st last she gives expression to it.

* What have you done with him ! she
breaks forth, advagcing toward bim,
ns though to compal bim to give her
an spswer to the question that hes
been tortaring her for days past.

* With whom? be asks coldly. Yet
there is a forbidding gleam in his eyes
that should have warned her to
forbear.

‘ With Sir Adrian—with your rival,
with the man you bate,’ she ories, her
breath coming in little irrepresible
geeps. ‘ Dynecourt I scjure you to
sveak the truth, and say what has
become of bim.’

* You rave,’ he says calmly, lifting
his eyebrows jast a shade, as though in
pity for ber foolish excitement. * I con-
fess the man was no favorite of mine,
sod that I can not help being giad' of
this chance that bas presented itself in
his extraordinary dissppearance of my
inheriting his place and title; but real-
ly my dear creature, I know as little of
what has become of him, as—I pre-
sume—you do yourself.’

*You lie!" ories Dorn, losing all etn-
trol over hersell. ‘ You have murder-
el him, to get bim out of your path,
His death lies at your door.’

She points her floger at him a«
though in condemnation as she utters
these words, but still he does not flinch

‘ They will tske you for a Bedl mite,’
te says, with a soeering laugh, * if you
conduct yourgell like this. Where are
your proofs that [ am the cold-blooded
ruffisa you think me?

* | have none '—in a despairing tone
* Bat I shall make it the business of my
life o find them.’

* You better devote your time to
some ot purpnse,’ he exclaims sav-
agely, Iaving his hand upon her wrist
with an amount of force that leaves a
red mark upoon the delicate flesh. D..
you hear me? You must be mad to go
on like this to me. I know nothing of
Adrian, bat I know a good deal of your
designing conduet, sad your wild jual-
ousy of Florence Delmaine. All the
world saw how devoted he was to her,
sad—mark what I say—there have
been instances of a jealvas woman kill-
ing the man she loved, rather than see
bim in the arms of another.’

* Demon!" shrieks Dora, recolling
from bim. ‘You would fix the erime
032 mel
* Why not? I chink the whole onse
tolls terribly against you. Hitherto |
have spared you, I have refrained from
hinting evea at the fact that your jeal-
ousy bad been aroused of late; bot
your conduct of to-day, and the wily
maaner in which you bave sought o
accuse me of being implionted in this
unfortunate mystery coanected with
my unbappy cousin, have made me for-
get my forbearance. Be warned in
time, cease to persecute me about this

, or—wretohed that yoo
are—I shall certainly make it my basi-
ness to investigate the entire matk.r,
and bring you to justice !

He speaks with such an air of truth,
of thorough belief in her guilr, tha:
Dora is dased, bewildered, and, falling
baok from bim covers her face with ber
hands, The fear of publicity, of bav-
ing ber late iotrigue brought into the
glare of day, flis her with consterna-
tion. And then, what will she guin by
it? Nothing; she bas no evidence oo
which to conviet this man ; all is mere
supposition. Sbhe bicterly feels the

bility to foliow up her acousution.

better deciare it pow.’
“Tralt or? cries Dora, raising ber
pale fuce and looking at him =ith hor-
rob snd defisoee. ‘' You trinmph now,
beosuse, as yet, I have o evidence to
support my bellef ; but "—ebe besitates
*Ab, brasen it out to the lest!” say»
X . * Defy me while
ean. Today U shall set the blood-
boaads of the law upon your traek, so
v~~w~,

Dora, ignoriog his
:-l'“ﬂv-

s

would be to outrage the conveation-
alities.

of opinion that they should all quit the
castle without delay. He is » buoting
@an. an M F. H. io his own ocounty,
and is nwtorally anxious to get back to
bis own quarters some time before the
buntieg season ocommences. Some
otbers bave already gome, and alto-
gether it seems to Florence that there
is no other course open 10 her but to
pwk up and desert bhim, whom she
loves, in the hour of his direst need.
Fur there are moments evea now when
she tells hersell that he is still living,
and only waitiog for a saviog hand w
drag bhim iuto smooth waters ownce
again.

more mel
pression of griefl. The servents are
conversing over their suppers in frighe
ened whispers, snd copjeciuring mood-
ily a8 to the fate of their late maeter.
Ty them Sir Adrian is indeed dead, if
not baried.

dull light is being flung upon the pol-
ished boards by » hanglag lamp that is
burniog dimly, as though oppressed by
the dire evil that has fallen upoun the
old castle. No sound is to be heard
here in this sput, remote from the rest
of the bouse, where the servants sel-
dom come except to go to bed, and
vever indeed without an inward shud-
der as they pass the duor that leads to
the haunted chamber.

is no fear that any of them will be
about, and so the dimly lighted

dor is i
Nt quite unbroken, however. What

jn the only female guests

Heary Villiers. Ethel's fatber, is also

A silence has fallen upon the house
boly than the loudest ex-

In the servants’ corridor a strange

Just now, being at their supper, there

ount.
ty every one is abed, and now sleeping
the sleep of the just—all except him
Will there ever be any rest or dream-
less sleep for bim agnin?

He goes softly down-stairs, and
ronkes his way to the lower door.
Meeting no one, he ascends the stairs
like one only half-conscious, until be
finds himself again before the door of
the haunted chamber.

Tuen be wakes into sudden life. An
nwial rror takes possession of him.
y/n'fu:h- with bimself, and pre-
dently 80 far sucoeeds in regaining
some dagree of comp-sure that he can
lean against the wall and wipe his fore-
head, and vow to himeell thet he will
never desosnd ontil he has accomplish-
ed the ohjsot of his visit.
sult of this terrible fight with fear and
conscience shows lselfl in the inereas-
ing psllor of bis brow and the oold
perepiration that stands shick upon bis
forehead.

Nerving himeelf for a final effort, he
lays his band upon the door and pushes
it open. This he does with bowed head
and eyes averted, afraid to look upon
his terrible work. A silence mre hor.
rible to his guilty conscience than the
most appaling nolses, follows this act;
and, again the nameless terror ssizing
him. he leans against it giadly, as if for
suppert

And pow at Inst he raises his oyes
Slowly at first and cringingly, as if
dreading what they might see. Upon
the board at bis feet they rest for »
moment, and then glide to the next
board, and so on, untll his coward eyes
bave coveerd a considerable portion of
the floor,

And now, grown bolder, he lifts his
gn2« to the wa'll opposite and searches
it carefully.
to the floor. His face ghastly, and with
bis eyes almost darting from their

, be opeos his door and peers
No ove is astir. In all probabili.

Bat the re-

Then his eyes turn agein

e hi

corri-
N

beok.

"
pped in an

k
L

, he If to bring his

« | awful §

toan end. Avoid-

is this that strikes upon the ear? Whae
sound comes to break the unearthly
A creepiog footstep, a cau-
tious trend, a slinking. haiting, uncer-
tain motlon, belonging surely o some
ne who sees an enemy, a spy in every
Nearer and nenrer it
comes now ioto the fuller glare of the
Limp-hg-t, and stops short at the door
0 dreaded by the castle servants.
Looking unensily around him, Ar-
thur Dyoecourt—for it is he—unfast-

stillness ?

| still; and then his dull eyesturn to the
ficting shadow.

ing the corners at first, as though there
he expeots his vile deed will ery alond
10 him Aemanding vengeance, he gaz-s
in a dagzed way at the centre of the
spartment. and dwells upon it stupid-
Iv, uotil be knows he must look fariher

corners where the dusky shadows lie,
brought thither by the glare of his
small lantern. Reluctantly, but care-
tully, be scans the apartmen', no remo-
test spot escapes bis roused attention
Bat no object, dead or living, attraocts

own thoughts for pany. I opened
my door, and. listening intently, found
by the deep silence that reigned
throughout the house that almost every
one was gone, if not to bed, at least to
their own rooms.’

‘Iady FiusAlmont and Gertrude
pweed to their rooms about an hour
sgo,’ says Dora. ‘Bat some of the
men, I think, are still io the smoking-
room "’

‘I did not think of them. I stole
from my room. sod roamed idly
through the hallse. Suddenly a great—
I can not help thinking now a super-
paturally strong—desire to go into the
servants’ corridor took poesession of
me. Without allowing myself an in-
stant’s besitation I turned in its direc-
tion, and walked on until I reached it.’

She pauses here, and draws her
breath rapidly-

* Go on,” entreats Dora impatiently.

‘The lamp was burning dimly. The
servants were all down.stalrs—at their
supper,—| suppose—because there was
80 trace of them anywhere. Not a
sound could be heard. The whole place
looked melancholy and deserted, and
filled me with a sense of awe [ could
not overcome. Still it attracted me. 1
lingered there, walkink up and down
until its very monotony wearied me;
even then I was loath to leave it, and,
tarning into a small sittiog-room, |
stood siaring idly around me. At last
somewhere in the distance I heard »
clock strike ten, and, tarniag, I decid-
ed on going back once more to my
room.'

Agnrin, emotion overcoming her Floe-
ence pauses, and leans back in her
obair.

* Well, but what is there in all this to
terrify you so much?” demands her
cousin, somewhat bewildered.

*Ah give me time! Now I am com-
ing to it replies Florence quickly.
‘You know the large soreen that
stands in the corridor just outside the

Yo
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screen, when | saw something that
paralysed tne with fear.’
She rises to her feet and grows dead-
Iy pile as she says this, 'ns though the
sensation of fear she has been describ-
ing bas come to ber agsin,
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severe Coughs, Croup, Asthma, Pneu-
monia, and in fact all throat and lung
diseases. No person can use it without
immediate relief. Three doses will re-
lieve any case, and we consider it the
duty of all Druggigs to recommend it
to the poor, dying consumptive, at least
to try one bottle, as 50,000 dozen bottles
were sold last year, and no one case
where it failed was reported. >uch a
medicine as the German Syrup cannot
be too widely known. Ask your Drug-
gist about it Sample bottles to try.
sold at 10 cents. Regular size, 75 cents.

»ns the door, and, entering Dhastily,
closes it firmly bebind him, and ascends
the stairoase within.
ing in bis f P
no csution, only a haste that betokens
a desire to get his errand over as quick
a8 possible.

walks slowly and on tiptoe agsin, and,
creeping up the stove stairs, crouches
down 80 a8 to bring his ear on a level
with the lower chink of the door.

oan be beard. The mlence of Death is
all around.
the cold swent of fear breaks out upon
Dynecourt’s brow; and yet bhe tells
himeelf that now he is
well; his victim is secure; is beyond
the power of words or kindly search to
recall him to life. He may be dis-
covered now as soon as they like. Who
oaa fix the fact of his death upon him?
Chere is no blow, no mark of viol

to criminate jany one. He is safe, and
all the wealth he had so coveted is at
last his own! @i

There is no bals-
now,no fnty,

Having gained the first landing be | hi

his notiee!

He staggers. His hold upon the door
relaxes His lsmp falls to the g d;
the door closes with a soft but deadly
thud behind him, anJ—be is a prisoner
in the hauoted chamber! As the dark-
kess closes in upon him, and he fiods

The room is empty!

Sold by all Druggists and Dealers, in
the United States and Canada.

Alss, all is still; no faintest groan

In spite of his barditoud

dares to contemplate, bis senses grow
confased, his brain reels; a fearful
scream issues from his lips, and he falls
to the floor insensible.

Dora, after her interview with Ar-
thur Dynecourt, feels inderd that all
is lost. hi

If alone with what ke bhardly

CHAPTER XL

Hope is sbandoned

For Toilet Use.

Ayer's Hair Vigor keeps the hair sofd
and pliant, imparts to it the lustre snd
freshness of youth, causes it to grow
luxuriautly, eradicates Dandruff, cures
all sealp discases, and is the most cleanly
of all hair preparations.

IQ Hair Vigor has given me
AYER s perfect satislac llog. 1 was
nearly bald for six years, during which
time | used many hair but
:ulmluunce-. what

air , was growing thinner, until
I tried Ayer's Hair Vigor. I used two
bottles of the V) . my head is now
th of hair.

isied; all is

stance despair gains in poigeaney by
the knowledge that she believes she
knows the man who would help them
to » solution of their troubles if he ever
would or dared. No; clearly be dare
not! Theref

but despair; and ia this in-

looked for from him.
Dinner at the oastle has been s pro-

, DO | can be

sort of i t for the

There is something fiendish in the

look of exuitation thet lights Arthur
Dynecourt's face. He has & small dull
Inotern with bim, sod now it reveals
the vile glance of triumph that fires his
eyes. He would fain bave entered to
gaso upon his victim, to assure himeelf
of bhis victory, but be refmaine. A

past three or four days, as Dora feels
no compu petion in declining to go t it.
In ber own rpom she sits brooding wie-
erably over ber insbility to be of any
use in the present crisis, when she sud-
denly remembers that she had pro-
mised in the afterncon whean with
Plorenca to give her, later on, an ao-

well red with a new

—Judson B. Chapel, I

)

857
ety !g
sivhele 18

i

3
it
i
1

deadly fear that be may not yet be
quite dead keeps him back, snd, with »
frown, he prepares to descend omon

ing.

count of her off w1t to obtain the truth
ahout this mystery which is harrow

them.
It is now eleven o'clock, and Dors
decides that she must ree Florence at
once. Rising, wearily, she is sbout to
eroes the ccrridor Lo her cousin's room,
when, the door opening, she sees Flor-

into a chair, her eyes close, and invol-
antarily she lays ber haod upon her
heart as if to allay its tamuituoons heat-

Dora, really alsrmed, rushing to ber

|REWARD.

ence, with a pale face and agitated, E-&Puh
* Ah, bow like u guilty ersature you |better than be listened to last night. | coming towsrd b . = oy P RS
stand there I' exolaime Dynecours, re- | Thes & ghostly mossing, slmost inees-| * Ycu, Florence! she exclaims. ‘I move my bowels, and free
@arding ber bowed and tremhiing fig- |4sst ssd wnesrihly in sossd, Bad | was just golog 10 you, to tell you thes | E7 beed from pain. — William L. Fage,
ore. ‘1 ses plsinly that this must be| pierced his brain. It was more like the | my hopes of this afterncon are all—* Ayer's Pill
looked into. Miswable womhs! Iflory ofa dylog brote than thet of a| *Letme speak; Plorence yer's 8,
you know saght of my cotiels, you bad | man. Sir Adrisn slowly starved to|breathlessly. * I must, or—' She sioks ok SR Tt e

Ayer's Hair Vigor,
Bold by Druggiets snd Perfu

T.J. POTTER,  N. B. STONE,
2t V. P, . o,
Iustrated m Route Guidgl
Book send do. postage to the O. F. & T. A., Chicago, 11!

B.BALDERSTON will havea full
supply of
Clover,
Timothy,
Canadian Wheat,
—ALSO—
GARDEN AND FLOWER SEEDS.

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.

Our Seed Wheat is all fresh import-
ation. We bad wheat which, was left
over last year, ground up.

Farmers can rely upon our Seeds
> heninodd

- READ!

MOST WONDERFUL
FAMILY REMEDY

EVER KNOWN.

ANYONECAN ADVERTISE BUTWE HAVE THE GooDs

ENTLEMEN wishing o dress in style will find our Stock one of the
Largest and Best in the Provinces, consisting in part of—

Best Worsted Overcoatings,

Best Melton Overcoatings,

Best Nap Overcoatings,

Vicuna Nap Overcoatings,

Best Broad Cloths and Doeskins,

Best West of England Trowserings,
Best Scotch Trowserings,

Worsted Suitings,

Worsted Coatings,

Scotch and Canadian Tweeds, &c., &c.

Gentlemen favoring us with their orders will find our Clothing up
their usual high standard in Style, Fit and Finish.

Also, Gents' Furnishings, 50 dozon Linders and Drawers, 75 dozen

Ties, 30 dozen Silk Handkerchiefs, 30 dozen Hats, Fur Coats, Caps, &o.,
all at extremely low prices to clear.

JOHN McLEOD & CO.,

MERCHANT TAILORS,

Upper Queen Street, opposite Rogers’ New Brick Block.
October 27, 1886,

THRN ONLY
FUR STORE

IN P. E. ISLAND.

All kinds of FURS Made to Order and Manu-
factvred on the Premises.

Ladies Fur Caps, | BUFFALO ROBES, GOAT
Ladies Fur Tippets, SKIN ROBES.
Ladies Fur Sacques, 1
Ladies Fur Muffs,

Gents' Fur Caps,

Gents' Fur Coats, '

Choose your own Skins and
have your Caps made to
order,and know what you

Gents' Fur Mitts. get,

The Largest Stoekof Furs esee ket in Charlottelom,
CALL AND SEE OUR STOOK.
E. STUART. *

Charlottetown, Sept. 29, 1896.

being the best and f,

B. BALDERSTOX,

Ohbarlottetown, Mrrch 9, 1887.

\VARD'S
/ARD'S 4

-

NOTARIES PUBLIC, &e.
OFFICES — O’Halloran" i
Great Georee Btreet, Charlotiotora

& Money to Loan.

W.W. Buruivaw, Q.C.4Cuus. B. Macwsini
jan, 17, 1884

W.R Watsoa, Chartotietows, Whlesale Ageal.
$800.00

WILL PAY the above Re.

e, Liver Ooaplete) S0t ool

S Swnna

Undertaking In All its B ranches As Usual.

SEEDS, FARM & GARDEN,

ALL KINDS.
B\lild:lng_ 2 Material.
ROOM PAPERING,

IN HUNDREDS OF NEW & BEAUTIFUL DESIGNS.

Our Low Prices tell every time. 'These will be
continued and made still lower in some lines DURING
TH_lS MONTH._w clear our shelves, so as to make room for
Spring .lmgor(auon-, which will begin to arrive on opel‘li"l
of Navigation.

REUBEN TUPLIN & CO.

London House, Kensington, April 13, 1887.
e p——

MARK WRIGHT & CO

ESIRE to return their hearty t ment,
D Hook & Ladder Co., B‘Ing{ ct‘,,';':'.‘.‘.’d.‘?:.",'i’;..f'.'.‘ p?bm‘"‘h‘
efforts put forth on the night of the 4t inet., to save their property from
fire, and wish (o intimate that they Hope, in. & very short time to be in &
hmpdththnm‘wmlhpublio in the

Nemlactre ad Bepirng of Fumite G

In the medntime the, immanse stock of Furniture, now on hand is
Show Rooms, will be ¢iuposed of at the

Very Lowest Prices for .Ready Payment.

They bove made

Posmible day.

The Steam Lasadry will aleo | 0 resumed ot the earliest

MARK WRJIGHT & CO.

Chariottetown, March 16, 1864 :

|

myl}ia‘_r‘lhn
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HE er
Plated Ware
class American I
crossed the line a
ture on this side, '

purchaser the am
paid in duty, and

iy
Cruet Fran
Cake B.

Sab
(

Butter Coo

Spoon H
Syrup

Bis

Cups, Mugs
Spoons,

Napki

For Sale' Good

EW.T.

GAMERO!
February 2, 1887
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FIRE Al
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