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But there is one condition that is
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In some conditions the
gain from the use of Scott’s,
Emulsion of cod-liver” oil

Is rapid. For this réason
we put up a 5Soc. size, which
is enough for an ordinary
cough or cold or useful as a
trial for babiesand children.

In other conditions gain
must be slow, sometimes
almostimperceptible,health
can't be built up in a day.
For this Scott's Emulsion
must be taken as nourish-
ment, food rather than
medicine, food prepared for
tired and weak digestions.

Scorr & Downi, Chemists, s0c. and $1.00

THE MENDICANT.

I met Him to-day in the wintry street,
The Christ on the Cross Who died,
All hungered and cold in the wind and,

sleet,
And I blindly thrust Him aside*

Had He only come with the crown of
thorn g
Or the nail-prints ruby red,
Had the palms that pleaded for alms
but word
Their wounds, I had not put by inscorn
His piteous plea for bread.

Bat idly now and all in vain
I grieve for the grace gone by,
And muse, ‘“ Might He only come again,
T'd pity His plea and ease His pain
And hearken unto His cry.”

Nay, nay, for the blind distinguisheth
The king in his robe and crown;
But only the humble eye of faith -
Beholdeth Jesus of Nazareth
In the beggar’s tattered gown.

I saw Him not in the mendicant
And I heeded not His ery ;
Now Christ in His infinite mercy grant
That the prayer I say in my day of
want
Be not in scorn put by.
P. J. CoLEMAN.

THE VOICE OF THE CHURCH BELL.

[Suggested while hearing the* Angelus”
on the streets of a great city.]

Bow the head, the bell is sounding
From the sacred tower

Hear it tell of grace abounding
At this noon-tide hour.

To the Cross in spirit turn,

There from your Redeemer learn

Lessons for eternity,

While the busy world goes by.

Bend the knee, sweet tones are ringing
From God’s temple near,

Messages of mercy bringing—
O that we may hear !

As the shades of evening fall

Let us listen to their call;

Lord of tender love and might,

In our darkness give us light !

Hark ! again the bell is pealing,
Sunbeams deck the skies ;

On their wings are joy and healing ;
Come, to worship rise!

“6od be wjth us thro’ fhe day,

Keep all ginful thoughts away ;

Guide and comfort, teach and bless,

Jesus, ‘“ Son of Righteousness.”

Rev. Wiuirax Avcustus WEITE

PHILOMENA,

—OR— 5

A DAUGHTER'S HOLOCAUST,

—BY—

J. M. CAVE.

( ¥irst published in the American Mes-
senger of the Sacred Heart. Published in
the HERALD with the permission of the
author and the publishers of the  Mes-

senger.”)

Ah, how hard it was to part from
Mlle. do Joncourt! She who had
been a second mother to the lonely

irl. :
o Need we part?’ urged Philo-
mena with tears. ¢ Since there is
no other resource but to {ake a situ-
ation, could it not be where we
might meet from time to time?

“ Alas, how selfish I am grow-
ing!” cried the desolate child. * You
have sacrificed your whole life for
us, and are now left without home
or resources in your old age; ob,
forgive me, forgive .me. Would
that I could work for both you/and
him ; would that any effort of mine
oould atone to yon for your wasted
years;” she sobbed, felding the
weeping lady in her arms and cling-
ing to her as she might have done
to her vwn mother.

¢ Weep not, my darling,” said the
kind Jady. ¢ Weep not, all is not
hopeless. There is yet one person,
a relatlve of yomr mother’s, who
will surely befriend you, and per-
haps even take you to herself as
her own child.”

" # Of whom do you speak, dear
friend ?”

«“ Of the Marquise de Velincourt.

« How is it I never heard of her ?”
asked Philomena.

« She was yourtmother's favorite
cousin. They grew up together as
gisters. She was poor, and ewed
everything to your mother’s family.
Some years sgo she made a brilliant
marriage and is now very wealthy.
1 took the liberty to write to her
some time ago. Say nothing to
the Count until her answer reaches
us.”

“ Why did you never tell me of
her ?” :

# After your mother’s death a]l
correspondence g

“ But while we were in Paris,
could I not have made myself
known o my mother’s copsin and
dear friend ?”

“Tt was your father’s wisb, nay,

dmmand, that no communication

bé beld with any one outside the
&chool.”
" A day or two later the answer
came, It was kind and even gener-
ous; but it betrayed to Mlle..de
Joncourt the fatal cause of the ruin
of the family. -

#Jf” gaid Madame de Velincourt,
s the daughter of my well-beloved

find in me a trae friend, and if she
resembles her sainted mother in
character and disposition, I promise
to do my very best to replace, as
far as possible, that best of mothers,

paway Lis own fortune, and fraud-
&onﬂ’

imperative ; it is absolute separation
from her father. Let Philomena
choose for Lerself. But it ia only
fair to warn her that he will drag
her down to a level to which he has
himeelf failen. Having gambled

: y possessed himself of hers, 1
can no lorger know him. Do not
imagine that friends and relatives
have not made every possitle effort
to eave him by advice and aseisi-
ance. All bhas been useless, how-
ever, thcugh some have made groat
sacrifices to save his fortune and
taat of my unbappy cousin, for the
sake of their chilc.

“ Knowing, dear Mlle., de Jon-
court, that your life has been gen-
erously devoted to my dear cousin
and her child, and that the family
owe you a heavy debt in conse-
quence, I beg to be allowed to re-
duce it in eome slight degree. I
do it in the vame of the beloved
dead; therefore you cannot refuse
to accept the enclosed draft.”

Here then was the explanation
of all: tbe frequent and prolonged
absences from home, the premature
old’ age, the distracted air, his ne-
glect of his only ohild, . To what a
state had the once proud man fsllen !
With a8 hedvy heart she sat holding
the terrible letter. One word only
of its contents seemed fixed in let-
ters of fire on her brain—“a gam-
bler "—gamblad away the fair es-
tates ; the money ; the jewels ; rich
beirlooms of many generations;
gambled away nam-, fame, peace;
all thiogs in this world, and alas,
alas | what of his poor soul? A cry
involuntarily escaped her; a sharp
pain shot through her heart, and
flinging herself on her knees she
gave way to the pent-up sunfferings
of years. For the loss, the misfor-
{une, she had never wep', but shame
and sin laid her low.

- Pk *

Entering | the room some hours
later, Philomena found her gover-
ness lying prostrate, uneonscious ;
the letter by her side on the floor.
“ My cousin's letter 1”  exclaimed
Philomens, picking it up and look-
ing at the envelope, “ I fear that it
is. the cause of this misfortune.”
Putting it bastily into her pocket
she did what she could to restore
the poor lady to consciousnese, but
ber efforts were not whclly success-
ful. A physician had to be called,
and he declared it the beginning of
a serious illness,

The Count was not at all pleased
when Philomena made known to
him the iliness of Mlle. de Joncourt.
He would have sent her at once to
a hospital on the plea that she would
be®bettel cared for, and that he
could not defer his departure for
Vienna; but Philomena ventured
to remonstrate, and declared that
she was able and willing to take
every care of her beloved friend
herself. Still the Count urged that
he could not defer his departure
and that he would recommend
Mademoiselle to the people of the
hotel, who would do ¢ll that was
necessary in the case, while she
herself could go at once to his Rus-
sian friends.

“Suffer me to remain with Made-
moiselle,” pleaded Philomena.

“Oh! by all means,” answered
ber father coldly, and hurried away
to finish his own preparations.

Poor papa, I fear I have hurt
him by insisting, thought Philo-
mena, and she awaited his return
that night, more impatiently than
usual. The thought that she had
caused Him a moment’s vexation
was intolerable to her gentle spirit,
and she longed to ask his pardon
and win him to' smile upon her
once more.

Her father did not return that
night however and the next after-
noon a note was handed to her, -It
told her that ber father had been
detsined the previous evening and
that he would not disturb ber at the
very early honr he would be obliged
to, start that morning.  He left
her his blessing and said that Mme.
de Kouski would call and arrange
about the journey to St. Petersburg
in the course of the day ; it broke
his heart to leave her, but he was
the victim of cruel fate.”

“ Dear father | dear fathef!”’ moan-
ed the poor girl ; {he cannot bear
these terrible reverses. Would that
I could aid him! ;How noble on
his part, never fo Acbuse those who
have been the cadse of his ruin;
never to name the ith reproach.
Never bas he even once referred to
those who haye xpined our country
and driven into exile ogr frjends
and neighbors, with the very least
accent of bitterness, or desire for
revenge. What a noble spirit!
She knelt 1ong that -evening, pray-
ing for her sorely afflicted father.

* % *
That same night, seated by the bed-
side of Mlle. de Joncourt, who was
sleeping heaw,_iéi dpew the French
letter from her pocket, i
¢ Ought she to read it ?
She knew that it concerned her ;
that it was the answer to one written
solely on her behalf, and that Mlle de
Joncourt intended to show it to her.
She had spoken freely of it ; therefore
she had a right to read it ; indeed an
answer might be, even then, necessary,
and it would be weeks, perhaps, beforé
Mademoiselle could write, or even
give advice. “ Yes,” she said to her
self, ““ it contains no secret, and it is
right to read it; even though it is not
addressed fo me, { 8m sure she would
wish me to do so.”

So saying she opened it and read.

If the terrible revelation it contain-
ed had prostrated Mlle. de Joncourt,
think'of jts effe¢: upon the innocent,
loving heart of Philogena,

She had sufficient self-control to
withdraw from the bed-side; to find
her way stumblingly to the door, to
call the maid to take her place beside
the sufferey and to pass into her own
rcom, 3

There she stood for a long while,
holding the letter and yet not realizing
1ts contents. Something terrible was
tbere, somethjng about her father, but
qhat? She must read jt again par-
tially, and a nightmare of horror seized
her. She trembled, her teeth chat-
tered, and her hands iavoluntarily
shook the papertill it tore. She tried
to pyt it away, but it remained in her
clenched hands in spite of her. She
sank to the floor. 8ha]l I go mad, or
die, she thought? She tried to rise,
but a sort of paralysis had seized upon
ber: limbs. She tried to raise ber
hand to make the sign of the cross.
Impossible ! A spell of horror held
her, and she could neither realize
what it meant nor shake it off for a
long while. At last, with a great

and oppression that was fast benumb-
ing her, she cried aloud: * Sacred
Beart of Jesus, have mercy upon me!
Sweet heart of Mary, help me I” The
spell gave way, aad she fell prostrate,
and happily insensible.

* * *
When Mlle. de Joncourt awoke
from a ‘long sleep she found Philo-
mena beside her.
“You have not slept, my darling!”
she cried. “You seem exhausted ;
alas, how white you look !”
Philomena settled her gently on
the pillows, and whispered, tenderly ;

“You are only to think of getting
well now, for my sake. I am all
your own again. Papa was obliged
to start for Vienna this morning.”

Mademoiselle moaned and would
have arisen, for this news alarmed her.
But Philomena laid bher gently back
on the pillows once more, sayiag :

“You are not to be agitated or
anxious about anything. I shall not
leave you until you are quite well.
Then you will perhaps take me your-
self to St Petersburg, or anywhere
you like,” she added, trying to smile.

“ And Madame de Kovski?”.

‘. She will come for me to-day, but
with your permission I will tell ber
that I am to go with you.”

Mademoiselle smiled a smile of
great content, and moved her feeble
bands about under the pillow, as if
seeking for something.

“ Have you missed anything ?”

“ T thought there was a letter.”

“Yes, there is; it is under your
pillow. Shall I give it to you K

¢ Please,”

Mademoiselle took the letter to
assure herself that it contained a slip
of paper. She carefully put the letter
back under her pillow ; the slip of
paper she handed to Philomena, say-
ing: ¢ R is yours, dear.”

“Thank you," said Philomena, - #1
will 'eat your bread and share your
purse till I bhave one of my own.
Sleep now, maminka; sleep, little
mother.”

The tender name of “ maminka”
sounded sweet on those fair young
lips, but the tanes of the gentle voice
were sweeter still. The sick lady drew
down the young head to ber breast,
and with a2 murmured blessing, oft in-
voked upon the child who had been
“the light and the love of her life,”
she resigned herself to slumber.

But the shock had not left Philo-
mena unscathed. Alas, it had struck
to the root of her life, and never more
could she be the same as before.
The first 1gtimation of the truth came
to Mlle. de/ Joncourt as she lay one
day, listening to Philomena reading
aloud, to beguile the weary hours of
her convalescence. © She. had been
listening with closed eyes, but some-
thing in the tones of the voice,
an occasional hesitation gs of diffi
culty of utterance, made her look
up. Philomena was absorbed in
tbe book for its own sake, and

Medemoiselle had time to study
her face. Alas and alas! What
change she had found there. Pale,

drawn, dark circles under the eyes;
and as Mademoiselle watched, she
saw from time to time, a nervous
trembling of the fair young head,
which would suddenly bend, as if in
submission 4o some invisible force, a
more marked trembling of the slender,
beautiful hands, which-tried to steady
the volume, and a twitching of the
sweet young lips. What could it
mean? The sight of these startling
symptoms so overcame the poor in-
valid that a cry escaped her, and look-
ing up suddenly, Philomena met the
wondering, startled gaze fixed upon her.

No more need of secrecy; Philo-
mena arose, and put her arms around
Mademoiselle, and whispered softly :

“T can bear it very well, maminka,
if you will help me to be good to him.
Will youp

Answer there needed none. The
tears shed by both in that hour were
carried up by their guardian angels to
the throne of the All-merciful.

It was easier to both after that. No
more words were necessary. A hand
clasp, a loving glance, a sigb, expressed
the mutual sympathy of those tender
hearts.

* ~ % *

St. Petersburg with its domes and
spires, its palaces and its granite quays,
its bright sky and blue Neva; its in-
comparable panorama of busy life in
winter, when the superb city lies under
the spell of King Frost, the Enchanter.
He has touched with silver every tree,
and roof, and railing ; every wall and
bridge, every animated creature, and
everyinanimate object, till they glisten
and sparkle with radiant light. The
bed of the beautiful river is solid sil-
ver, thick enough and stropg enough
to bear the multitude that traverse its
shining paths. The men and women,
the horses and the equipages that
traverse it are oue and all touched by
the same magic wand, and move be-
neath a covering of dainty lace like
frost. The *ivostchick” and his
horse, his sledge and paulus, or coy-
ering, he it pearskin or sheepskin, are
enclosed in the same whité arador.
The splendid horses flying down the
Nevsky Prospect or along the -quays,
under their blue or green netting,
dash through the sparkling silver snow
and with their proud feet send it fly-
ing in dazzling white clouds before
them. he life, the animation of it ;
the glory and.the brilliance of it .is
something to be described. We hail
thee, King Frost! Russia’s best
friend ; without thee, what were this
much admired city, but a’pestilential
swamp, the favored home, the cradle
of influenza, rheumatism, typhus, mad-
ness, suicide, perseeation, luxury, and
folly in a thousand forms. The three
first are kept down by the strong hand
of ice, but what king shall conjure the
others ?

Mlle. de Joncoyrt and Philomena
are'in a tiny room, in the heart of the
frost-beund city. They are happy to
have found a shelter there in the fifth
story of a home called “ Maison de
P’ iglise Catholique,” and really part
of the church %o rty, There is a
lodging owned 'by'two sistérs, retired
teachers, they have found a' home.
From their low windows they see

uite near the cupola and cross of the
Eathedra} church of the Dominicans,
which onee helonged fo the Jesuit
Fathers. They see also the Vesiry
door, the people thronging in and out,
without any respect for the priests,
who must robewand disrobe there as
best they caa ; often elbowed by the
throng who will take the shortest way,
no matter who js Ipconygnienged.
Through a door in the great arch they
can see the Nevsky Prospect, when
the door is open, which it nearly al-
ways is; and in the great courtyard,
under their window, they see daily the
wide, low funeral car, with its four

effort, breaking loose from the horror

plunied-surmouated posts.  This is

pURN 0o,
TorRONTO.

the vehicle of the poor, without balda-
quin or crown-surmounted tent, or
dazzling ostrich plumes, or brocade
cqvering bordered with silver or gold.
Phi.omena watches these poor luneral-
cars with curious interest, as thep“file
out through the court-yard gate; and
turn to the right to receive their burden
at the church door. She sees them
again, through the open portal, as,
preceded by torch-bearers in black
cloaks and tall black hats (very shabby
indeed), they pass slowly across the
open place in front of the church,
which stands well back from the
street, out into the great Nevsky, on
their way to Viborski, Smolensky, or
Velkova, as the case may be. The
former is the Catholics’ own sacred
burial ground, while the other two,
are peopled promiscuously:

The poor funerals have a strange
fascination for Philomena, and a
strange charm. Unlike the funerals
of the "Russian poor, they are not
lonely. The poorest beggar’s corpse
is respectfully followed by a pious
throng, who recite prayers by the
way. It was ever a cheerful sight,
she thaught, to see the old women,
80 poorly and thinly clad, their knot-
ty- fingers blue with cold, clasped
around their rosary beads, as, hug-
ging their rags closeiy arqund them,
they stumbled over the slippery or
slushy road, with such recollected
and revereat mien.

It was a deep joy to her to see the
intimacy of the poor with heaven, in
tiis great bewildering city; and she
mentally resolved to have their pray-
ers for her father.

* * *

In the days when Mile. de Jon-
court had been convalescing, little or
nothing had been said in reference
to the fatal lztter. For Philomena
there could be no question as to
choice, and there had been none
raised. Her father first and always ;
beggary with him in preference to the
gilded saloons of Madame la Mar-
quise de V. she said to herself; and
by force of mutual love and tenderest
sympathy, each had divined the oth-
er’s thought, ’

Mile. de Joncourt could not but
reverence in her devoted pupil the
strength of characier, the powers of
affection, the utter abnegation of self,
so suddenly called forth by almost
unparalléd misfortune, It came up-
on her like a revelation; she could
never have believed that dne so deli-
cately reared, so exclusively guarded
from the slightest contact with the
world, so petted aud carressed by the
few who had access to her society, so
loved and admired by the teachers
and pupils of her Parisian school, all
of them high-born and rich, as she

was herself supposed to be; could-
and she |

have made such a choice;
could not but feel that her beloved
child was the object of special pro-
tection. “ Her mother’s spirit is
watching over her,” she said to her-
self. .
When Mademoiselle had installed
Philomena in that safe bome, she be-
gan to seek a situation for herself,
hoping by her own efforts to realize
sufficient for them. But Philomena
would not suffer that. Though she
shrank, as was but npatural, from
meeting strangers, .she was deter-
mined to make an effort to support
herself, and more than that, to help
her unhappy father; all too plainly
foreseeing that he would not stop in
his wretched career till every avail-
able means failed him; and that
bour would find him, she feared,
h(}!fneleq!‘- and friendless, save for her-
self.

It was nqt easy at this time fqr a
Pole to find occupation in St. Peters-
burg, or, indeed, anywhere in the
Czar’s dominions, unless such as
openly disavowed their country.
There was much bitter feeling on
poth sides, much suspicion; the op-
pressed and the oppressor could. not
fraternize, and when they did, it was
with the gonsciousness of ipsincerity
g;t hhypocrluy on one -gide or on

But Philomena had  the -powerful
protection of the family under whose
patronage her father had placed her.
She had been urged to take up her
abode with them, but neither she hey.
self, nor her faithful ¢ maminka,’
thelight it prudent to accept the offer.
Though she did not know it, thou-
sands of roubles had been lost at the
gaming table by her father to this
same General, and yet the unhappy
man had not hesitated to place his
only child under such protection,
Perhaps he had no other resource at
that hour.

(T be continued.)
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HERALD

FOR 1897.

During the coming year
the HeraLp will contain re-
ligious selections from the
highest authorities and the
most approved sources ; bril-
liant and intevesting stories
from the best living authors;
accounts of the progeedings in
the Dominion Parliament and
the Provincial Legislature ;
the news of the world, con-
densed for busy people; ac-

counts of all local happenings
It will also

)

discuss in clear and terse lan-

of importance.

guage, the different living
issues as they present them-

gelves,

Now is the time to subscribe,
Prige,

$1.00 2 Year in Advance

ALL KINDS OF

JOB WORK

Performed at short notice at
The HerarLp Office.

Tickets

Posters

Dodgers
Note Heads

Letter Heads

Check quks
Recoip; Books
Note of Hand Books

Executed with Neatn;ass and
Despatch at the HeraLD

Office,

Charlottetown, P. E. Island.
Send jn yaur grders gt quge,

Address all communications
to the HERALD.

e Satisfaction Guaranteed
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my Boots, Rubbers an

QUESTION

That confronts every man, woman and

is: Where am I going to buy
Felt Foot-

this Fall? 'We simply ask you

4{ 35 to give-us one fair trial, and if we

give you the best wear and the

best value for your money, you can bid us good

Goff Brothers Boot Factory.

Just Arrived

VASES.

you will see in the Fancy
Goods stores of New York
marked $5.00 to $25.00 each.
One of our firm while in New

with a Japanese manufac-
turer's agent for a direct ship-
ment of these fine vases.
They .have now arrived.

Steamer and Railway line.
Chinaware.
This

this evening.

than half usual prices,

Fancy Goods Importrs.

It You
(an Read
And Write

Then write us at once

for quotations on all
kinds of

Furniture |

We can furnish you from
garret to cellar for Less
Money ihan any cther
firm in the trade on
P, E. Islsnd,

JOHN NEWSON

June 12, 1895=6m

Boots ¢ Shoes

REMEMBERJTHE
oL
RELIABLE
SHOE
STORE

when you want afpair of Shoes.
Qur, Prices are the lowest*in town.
#. E. McEACHEN,
THE SHOE MAN,
Quean Street
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Syrup.

Pich in the lung-healing virtues ofthe Pine
. i £ %

combined with t! and exp
properties of other pactoral herbs and barks. |
A PERPECT CURE FOR
COUGHS AND COLDS

Hoarseness, Asths 13 Bronchitis, Sore Throal
Croup and »Il THROAT, BRONCHIAL an
LUNG DISEASES, Obstinate coughs which |
resist other remedics yicld promptfy to this
pleasant piny syrup,

Fine Japanese Awata \

These are the same vases
York last March arranged -‘

They came via C. P, R.|(R

We have marked these goods \
at same rates of profit as other \
Only one pair :
each in the finest goods. |§R
Samples in our south window |&§
18 a|kR
chance to get exclusive pat- X
terns of fine goods at less|&R

GEO, CARTER & C0.§

ING BRUGE

OF SCOTLAND

Flung himself down in a Ionely mood to think.
Had he lived in this day he would not have
found it necessary to think long in order to
tell the best place to get his suits and over-
coats made, for he would go at once to D, A.
Bruce’s, high class goods, high class work
manship, and the best fitting garments to be
had on P. E. I. at away down prices. New

hats now opening .

D. A.BRUCE,

Canada’s Famous Tailoring Establishment.
Charlottetown, May 6, 1896e
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GENTLEMEN :

Your attention for one moment, please.

We are sure you like to wear good fitting clothes; and
be it either a business or dress suit, you want it to look as
if it was made for you and not for some other fellow. This
we can do. We have this season turned out the best

MERCHANT TAILORING

ever done in Charlottetown, as many of the best dressed
men in this city will testify to, and at prices to suit all.
Give us a trial order and be convinced that this is true.

This is the season to provide yourself with a well-fitting

W arm Overcoat

to protect you against the colds of winter. We are the men
to furnish you with thie best article in this line AT THE
LOWEST PRICE. ., Our stock of Overcoatings is immense
and of the greatest variety. i

Our stock of MEN’S FURNISHINGS is the largest
we ‘havg ever shown. For number, variety, elegance and
low prices, our stock of ties cannot be beaten in this city, In

Shirts and Undsroloihing

we take the lead. No trouble to show goods.
and see our stock.

John MacLeod & Co.

TAILORS AND FURNISHERS,

207 Queen Street, Charlottetown, P. E.

Come in

Admit that even their ideas of what

eonstitutes «“Good Matches’’ are
surpassed by

THE E. B. EDDY CQ’'S

ELEQRAPH and
ELEPHONE. *

MATCHES.

IS‘VVM:: >

Joln, TNellist M, A, LL.B

Barrister & Attorney-at-Law,
NOTARY PUBLIC, etc.

PHARLOTTETOWN, P. E. ISLAND|
INDIGESTION, DIZZINESS, SicK

OrricE—London House Building. HEADACHE, AN® DISEASES OF THE

e STQMACH, LIVER AND BOWELS.
FHEY. ARE MILD,THOROUGH AND PROMPT
IN ACTION, AND FORM A VALUABLE AID
TO BURDOCK BLOOD BITTERS IN THE
TREATMENT AND CURE OF CHBONIC

A SURE CURE
FoRr BILIOUSNESS, CONSTIPATION,

Collecting, oon;nynncing, and all kinds
of Legal bysiness ﬁmmpuy attended to.
n

PRICE 25C. A7:D E5C. PER BOTTLR:
FOLY PR FLL ETHAGIETS, i

Invonmene- made on best security, Mon-
a4 o
ey to 1|°l“

AND OBSTINATE DISEASES.

e R

NEW SERIES.

Calendar for Dec.,

New Moon, 4th day, l1h. 38.
First Quarter, 11th day;-8h. 16
Full Moon, 19th day, 11h. 52
Last Quarter, 27th day, 7h. 56.48

MOON'S OHANGES.

|
D|Bay of | Sun|Sun | Tae Moo
M|Week. [rises/Sets |Rises | Seisf
h m/h m| morn |aft’n’
1/Tues |7 2914 10| 3 44| 2 )
2|Wed 30, 10/ & St |
3|Thur 31 9 76 32| 3 3H
4(Fri 32| 8¢ 750 4 4N
5/Sat 33 9| 859 56
6/Sun 34| 8 952 7 M
7/Mon 35 8| 10 33| 8 2
8|Tues 36 8/ 11 1, 938
9| Wed 37 8/ 1123 103
10| Thur 38| 8| 11 41| 11 48
LL{Fri 39| 8| 11 59| mory
12 Sat 40| 8laft 16 4
13.San 41| 8 033 138§
Ta| Mo~ 8l 050 28
15Tues | 43 9 122 4
186 Wed 43 9 1 41 &3
17/ Thur 4| 9 211 61
18|Fri 45/ 9| 255 71
19 Sat 45/ 10/ 349 8
20 Sun 46 10/ 4 52/ 8
21 Mon 47] 11 6 2/ 93
22|Taes 47| 12| 715 9 59
23| Wed 47| 13| 8 29| 10. 2
24/Thur | 48| 13| 9 43| 10 44
25/Fri 48| 13[ 10 56/ 11
26 8at” | 48/ 14| miorn | 11'2
27, Sun 48| 15| 0 11| 11 4
28 Mon 48| 15| 1 '.’h“afl'r'n
29 Tues 49( 16| 247 O
30 Wed 49| 17| 4 9| 049
31/Thur 7 49'4 18/ 5 27| 1 2

Epps’s Goc

BREAKFAST CC

DELICACY OF FLAVOR,
GRATEFUL and COMFORTI

Nutritive qualities unrivalled.

Prepared by JAMES EPPS &

Oct. 7, 1896.

S

Leading

ENGLISH

possesses the following Disti
Merits :

SUPERIORITY IN'Q

NERVOUS or DYSPEPTY
ter-pound Tins and Packets

omaeopatbic Chemists, Lo
England.

Watches
SPECTACI

# RINGH

These are our

®
Lin
When you require

thing in this line ¥
will find it ab

Lowest
Pri

Consistent with qual
service at

E.W.Taylc

CAMERON BLOC

CHARLOTTET(

"JAMES H. RED

BARRISTER-AT

NOTARY PUBLI

CAMERON BL
CHARLOTTETOW

&arSpecial attention given to

MONEY TO LO




