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CHAPTER XIIL
A BRAVE BATTLE

equal to the emergency,
thoughis conflictad
and jostied her train till she was well-

# distracted. But, thanks to the
better fnstinois of her heart, the rignt
thougkts held their way uppermost in
the end. She sat a long half hour with-
out moving—eat with her head bowed
upon ber hand—sat until the day bad
goue, and the shadows were thick over
the city. Then she started up, as from
o dream, and was surprised to flad it
dark. Bhe lighted a candle, and after
standing & while in its struggling light,
she drew the letter from her bosom
- mad pressed it to her lips.

*Dear old Matt! ' she murmured, in
firm, resolute tones, * you shall not b»
alene in doing good. How wonderful
it is! The same band that opened the
way to you has opsned it to me.
Heaven bless the dear letter—and bless
the writer!’

Aund she kissed the sea-stained mis-
sive again, and sgain put it away io
her bosom.

Theu she drew her shawl over her
head, and went forth to the ‘' Foul
Avchor” The drinkers of the night
bad begun to assemble, and she went
arcand through the dark archway, and
rang the bell at the rear door.

“ It's me, Jo,—Molly.*

Jo. opened the door and sdmitted
ber to the little parlor.

‘Bless me, Molly, you look like &
woman of business.’

Aye,—~even the Cerberus of that
Gehennn, with bis bleared eyes, could
see the mew look upon the woman's
face.

‘What's op?” he asked, after she
had taken a seat.

*Nothing that can concern you, Jo,,
if I may say 0.’

‘And who was the letter from,
Molly? Was it Sagg?

* No,~it was not from Sagg.’

« Who, then?’

*It was as [ told you, Jo., honestly
and truly. It was from the mate of
ship; and it was for me alone. If you
ask me any more questions [ shall
lie to you; and I don’t want to lie if 1

oan heip it

‘*Well, you are a rum'un! Bat have
yourown way. I won't bother you.’

‘Thank you, Jo. And now I wan'
some stewed oysters, and a bottls of
that same wine.’

“Not a bostle?

* T snid—a bottle,’

“ But it's worth ten shillings.’

*Then I'll pay ten shilliogs. Bring
it to me.*

With a prolonged whistle Jo. left

brought two glasses.
* Dy'e expect company; Molly P
‘ No~unless you call yourself com-

pany

* That's good.’

* You mny drink with me, Jo.

“Thenk you.' And Jo. filled the
two ginspes.

Molly took hers, and said, in tones
such as were oot often beard from
such lips.

“Here’s hoping that both you sand I
may know more good in the time to
come, Jo., than we bave ever known.’
T like that,' said Jo. And
the wine with a relish.

it

through her tears.

dased and digsv.’

| And Edith lod tho stranger to « small
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to try sad stand.

1 think I shall bave your good wishes.’
“That you will, Molly But—'
‘That'll do, Jo. | must go now.

| You won't speak of this; b ni

Asd Edith spoke worde of cheer and

comfort.
Wonld Molly bave anything to sat?
No—she could ot eat; bat she would

sorions- | like & cup of strong tea.

And Bdith went away, and made the
ten, and brought it iu; and Molly
drank t=o0 cup folls of it, sfier which
she lay down and was ieft to rest.

The family at the farm house con
sisted of the widowed mother and four
children. Two grown.up boys. aged

| fail and fall, I don't want to be [sughed
“‘1

"“Mum®s the word. You may de-
pend upon me.’

*Good-night Jo T[-hope you may
prosper in a good way. You've been
always kind to me.’

“Moll, ! w atin the name of '

* Hush! Good-night.’

* Good-night ; and may luck go with
you. Molly.’

*Well, I'm blamed!’ muttered Jo.,
after she bad gone, * if here ain't & go.
What has possessed the girl? .Ab! it's
Lyon Hargrave! Mercy! I bope she
isa"t golog 10 trust that man! If she
does heaven help her!’

Molly Dowd burried back to her
chamber, and to bed. She had done
all ber thinking, sad bad arranged all
her plans. And she slept soundly
With the first break of the morning she
was up; and bavieg treated hersell to
a good tmth, she donved her new gar-
ments, and fixed her bair neatly, She
hardly recognized the reflection from
her little mirror; and a momentary
flush crept up into her face as she told
herself that she was not bad-looking,
after’ all.

bave told her that she was far from
bad-looking.
of sufferivg bave been removed from
ber fnce, she might have been ocalled
bandsome.

A small travelling bag contained all
that she had to oarry, and baving pack-
od this, and put on her bonnet snd
shawl, she was ready to set forth. She
bad no need to see her Iandlord. She
had paid ber rent in advance, and was
under no obligations. She got her
breakfast a; a small eating-house, over
oo Washington Street, and then made
her way to the Jersey side, where she
found the stage-coach she was to take,
sod secured her.s-at.  Her first day's
ride brought her to Goshen, and upon
inquiring of the landiord =t the on
where she was to stop, she found that
she was still thirty miles from ber des-
tination. ;

That evening Molly felt nervous and
uscomforiable, and she slept but little
through the night. In the morning a
pot of strong coffee made ber foel bet-
ter, and later she took the stage for
the post-village next adjoining Rol-
lington, which she reached at noon. At
the ian in this place she called for din-
per, but ate very little. She asked for
coffee, and when that was served she
drank it freely.

After dinner she asked the host if
be knew a family of the name of
Somerby, in Rollingtoan.

He did. He knew two families of
that name, One lived in the village,
and kept a store, and the other lived
on a farm.

It was the farm that the wayfarer
sought.

The bost told her it was about five
miles distant, and gave her such
directions that she coald not miss it.
Late in the afternoon Molly set forth
on foot, and in the edge of the eveniog
she reached the - farmer's house—a
tidy, substantial dwelling, with thrifty
looking outhuildings. She crept to
the doer, nnd plied the knocker,

There was po need that Molly Dowd
should pléad sickness to enlist sym-
psthy. She bad used the last of her
strength in reaching the house, and as
she stood upon the broad stone step
her frame shook, and her face was
pale and haggard.

A young woman came to the door—
a woman of thirty, or thereabouts—
whose fage was pleassnt and kind,
snd whose brown eyes were full of
warm and tender love-light.

* In mercy's name, good womnan, can
you give me rest and sh P’ asked

Aye—could the stsmp

y-two and twenty-six, respeet-
ively, and two daughters, nged tweaty
and thirty-one. Of these Edith was
really at the head of the household. A
heavy mortgage which had rested upon
the furm at her father’s death she had
prid off entirely from her own earnings.
and most of the business of the plaoe
was in her hands to manage. And
she was not only equal to the task
but her brothers preferved that ‘it
should be so. They were a happy
lovieg, and contented family.

When the family had assembled for
the evening, Edith t0ld her brothers of
the coming of the wayfarer, and it was
cheerfully agreed that she should do
assbe plensed in the matter.

In the little bedroom Molly Dowd
tossed and turned in restless pain; but
by and by she heard a light step at the
door, and in & moment she was quiet.
EAith came in and asked her how she
was.

‘I think T shall rest,’ was Molly's
| answer, in a whisper.

‘Can 1 do anything for you? Do
| mot be afrald to ask *

‘I 1 could have a bowl! of cold tea

by my beside.’
| Edith went out and prepared the tea,

And another. looking at her, might| und brought it in—s Iarge bowl full.

And the wayfarer s1id she could do
nothing more

O! it was agooy—not the agonv of
twinging pain, but the agony of entire
unrest. Every nerve was in arms, and
clamoring for the old fire of the hygone
times. Molly knew ton well what it
meant, but she did not faint. She
would conquer or die—that is, if she
could bave the help of kindoess. It
was a long and dreary and wretched
night,

Eearly in the morning Edith came
in, cheerfol and swmiling; bat she
stopped, fear stricken, when she saw
the hollow cheeks, the staring eyes
and the pain-marked face before her
Molly observed, and quickly sat up in
bed, and stretched forth her hands. She
had resolved to do a brave thing.

‘Miss Somerby—Edith,” rhe said,
‘be not alarmed. Sit down here by
my side—not ton near—and let me tell
you the truth. You may spurn me
from you whes you have heard—you
may east me forth frotn yoar bolise—
but you shall know.’

‘Tell me,’ said Edith, sitting down
near enough to take one of the quiver-
ing, shaking hands,

* Dear sngel,’ responded the sufferer,
‘for years I have almost lilved upon
that fire which consumes both bodv
and soul. This is Saturday morning?’
‘Yes'

*Since Wednesday night I have not
drank a drop of spirit On that night
I turned my ginss upside down, and
eaid it I cvuld find help I would drink
no more, Bat, oh! I did vot know the
pain that was to come And yet [ do
not regret—I do not falter. 1f you ask
me what led to this last step, I shall
tell you when I am stronger—when |
shall have something else to tell you

Can you etill be kind to me?’

* Dear soul! yes.'

“If 1 should t~11 you I had been an
outcst—very, very low—what theu?'
*Tell me that you wish henceforth
to be better and happier, and I will eare
for you as 1 would for my own deat
sister.’

¢ Edith—blessed one! it is my soul's
most earnest desire. Help, ob, help,
and you shall not regret it

Edith put her arm around the neck
of the petitioner. and drew her head
upon ber bosom.

‘Poor child  You shall be saved it
my help can accomplish it. I under-
stand all that is necessary, so let us say
no more upon the subject of the past
until you are stronger. lLet us be

the wayfarer, tott ring.

*Of course we can,' was the hearty
response. And the brown-eyed woman
took the sufferer by the arm, and led
her into the house—Iled her into a com-
fortable sitting-room, where sat an
olderly lady who seemed to be just
recovering from sickoess, snd a girl
youoger than she who had come to the
door.

* It i» nosickness that you need fear,’
said the new-comer, as she observed a
look of concern upon the face of the
younger girl. ‘I am only worn and
faint and broken. It you will let me
rest bere [ will pcy you.’

* Husb, poor child! God's mercy is
wot strained beneath this roof. Rest,
and be at peage.’

The wayfarer looked up into the
Iarge, olear brown eyes of the spraker,
and her own eyes filled until the tears
ran down her hollow cheeks in a
stream, and she buwed her head upon
ber hands, and sobbed aloud.

‘Poor soull’ And she of the brown
eyes bent over avd kissed the sufferer
upon the brow.

The waylarer started, and looked up

‘ What is your name? she asked.

| Adiim seemad to Bome over the eves
of the stranger, and she reeled like obe
Poor girl, eaid Edith,

supporting
hber, * will you go and lie down? You long

are very weak.'

‘Yes, Miw ‘Somerby. If you will
give me some out-of-the-way corner,
where l'#lyb‘mmd-
‘Come with me.’

& soft, comfort.

ble bed, and bade her rest and feol at

beerful if we can. The best of us
ueed help sometimes. And now,
Marv—'

* Molly, if you please.

*Well, Molly," said Edith, with a
smile. resuming her seat, ‘tha first
thing for us to do is 10 send for the
doctor Our family physician is near
st hand, and he is a good kind man
He onn help *

* If youn think he ean help me—’

‘I am sure he can.’

‘1 most pay bhim.’ "

“ As you please about that.’

* I shall tell him the whole truth—
or volt may. I would rather you did
it, Miss Somerby.’

* Edith, if vou please ’

‘ Good, blessed Edith.’

8o Edith went out and sent one of
her brothers away for the doctor, and
at the end of an hour the man of medi-
cine was at hand, He was, fortunately
a man of practioal common sense, and
when he bad heard from Edith just
what the case wns, he knw how o
bandle it. He mid to the pati

* Molly l—what?* oried Edith, gated-
* Do a fonl murder! He gave me the
fatal, deadly poison, which I was 5

oven now in her bosom P 'Who shall
eay P

And duriog all ibis time Edith bad
been ber constan: and vatiriog attend-
ant—had been, in short, the sister s
she had promised.

QOoe day, when she bad become
strong and well, Molly was unnsoally
thoughtful, and Auring the afternoun
Edith asked her what occupied her
thoughts,

Molly looked up with & start. At
length she said:

‘Edith. I bave besn beneath your
roof almost three weeks. Have I gain-
ed vour confidence? *

EAith went over and kissed the girl
upon the cheek, and then answered :

‘ You have won our confidence and
our love.'

‘Bless vou, Edith. This evening
when we can be alone, I will tell you
of what | have been thinking to-day.
It is of that something else which I
hinted at when I told you the ruth of
my own sad life. Wait until evening
and you shall know.’

+ 0, my soul!’
‘ Bat, desr Edith, as true as Heaven,

though at first [ did not think to bae
tray Lyon Hargeave, [ took from him
the money for my expenses, which was
to be mine whetber the work was done
or not. ‘I wanted to come out into the
country; and [ had a curiosity to bee
you. If there was wrong in what |
thought. good has come of it. Had 1
refosed Lyon point-blank., he would
have astacked you some other  way,

next day—I received a letter from »
grest way off; and when I had heard
that lettar read I uot only determined
to save andserve you, bat [ determined

letter, Edith, was written very early in
June. This was written almost three
weeks later. You may read it.’
And Molly drew the letter from her
bosom, and gavoe it to her friend,
Withydeap em wion—with many start-
ling ejsculations—and with now and
then a question, Edith read the letter.
‘ Molly,’ she eried, when she had fin-
ished it, * Horace Moore lives! '
‘Aye,’ answered Molly, ‘and must
be well on his way home ere this '
‘ Edith pressed her hand to her brow
while she collected her thoughts. She
bad need to think clearly now. AL
length she asked:
‘Molly, what of this man oalled
Sage? Whois he?’
* Dear Edith, let me tell you s~ that
you will understand. By putting this
and that together I have gor at the
truth. [ knew both Sugg and Matt;
aod [ knew Lyon Hargrave; and whea
Lyon wanted to find Sagg Witkill—
that is his name—he got me to hunt
him up. He hired Sugg to ship on
board the Speediwell, and I know that
he was hired to pat Horace Moore out
ol the way. Through me Matt Buogo
learned that Sugg had shipped,and that
Lyon Hargrave had hired him. Matt
suspected at once the mischiof, and he
—brave old Matt—determined to save
Horace Moore, if he could, for Horace
had been a friend to him. 8o he, too,
shipped on bosrd the Speedwell, and
we can see, from his letter, thas he has
conquered. But we shall know all
when he gers home.’
[T0 BE conTINUED].

CHAPTER XIV.
A BREAK IN THE SHADOWS.

Night had settled down upon valley
and and hillside, and all in the farm-
house, save Edith and Molly, were in
bed The two women sat in the little
work-room, where a fire of well season-
od hickory wood burned In an old
fashioned open fire-place. There hed
been a long silence, ENth was knitting
composedly, while her companion had
been for some time restiess and uneasy.
At length the latter spoke:

* Edith!’

Edith 1aid aside her work and looked
up with a plessant nod of recognition.

‘Do you koow. Edith, that I am
happier than | have aver heen before
in my life? 1 received a letter once
from & friend far over the sea.  He had
been a bad man, but something had
started him up, just as something
started me, and he had heen treing to
do good instead of doing evil; snd he
wrote to me how grand it was to be
nble to stand up in the broad light and
not, be afraid—I shall show you the
letter sometime, Edith. That letter
turned me, [ was on the turning-point
when it cvme, but I had not turned.
That set me in the better. way, and 1
said to an old sssociate. when I tarned
my glass bottom-side up, that 1 didn"t
know what might come in the future
I might be driven down lower than I
hud ever been, but [ was going to try
tongtand And, O, how great and grand | =

is the éhange. 1 think—I hope—I G RE AT
shall keep my foet.’
* Dear child, said Edith, with moist-
ening eyes, * [ feel sure you will stand RE D Uc TIo N
Do not doubt your own stresgth. If
you look conltantly to God, you cannot
fail.  Your trust and confidence in the SIS "
Infivite Father of all mercies will cuﬂe s "
strengthen you, and inspire you with Tm, 9', m
trust and confidence in the better part
of yourself.® —AND—
‘1 think I understand, and I shall FINE mm
not forget’ :
After this n long silence ensped. AT THE—

which was, as before, broken by Molly :
* Edith; I told you 1 bad something
0 say to you. [ have heen waiting
antil I got strong, and until your
mother got strong; but, now that the
time has come, 1 don't know where to

begin. It is » strange thing of whieh Tea Gm.my ’

I must speak. Bat dear Bdith, I be-| Queen Street, Charlotietown,

lieve it will not make you uohappy.’ |

GREAT LONDON & CHINA

* Go on,’ said Edith, with sudden fo- P. E. Island.
terest. ‘Lot me know in your own
best way. Commenos where you will.’

Molly howed her head, and seemed T E ASsS!?

to be summoning strength. Faally,
she looked up with the light of deei
sion npon ber face.

* Edith, bave you any ohjection to
telling me the story of Horace Moore
and Lyon Hargrave?’

The Hrown ayes opened wide, and
the mistress of the farm-house i
evidently startled.

‘Ask me no questions yet, Bdith.
I have a reason for my request. I

cent Tea reduced
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cent Tea reduced
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know Lyon Hargrave.' —IN—
After a pause, Edith commenced and GLA”,

told the story of Horace Moore; aud

then sbe told of Lyon. She told of the CHINA,

death of Walter Hargrave, .and of the
incoming of his nephew to Ingleside,
and of the outgolng of Hornece. She
told what she knew. only shadowieg
forth unwittiogly what she snspested,
But her listener was qaick to osteh the

EARTHEN AND
SILVER - PLATED WARE,

TO PURCHASERS OF TEAS.

e there not  lndy fnhecuse| 600 BOIES NIW VALENCIA
M?ler::htnd Edith told the story of| COOKING RAISINS,
Lily Merton.

“ And | understand.’ she added, * that
in the firm belief that Hornoe is dead,
and pressed thereto by her father, over
whom Lyon Hargrave holds the sps-
pended weigh' of a hewvy debt. she has
consepted to become Hargrave's wife.
I should have gone to her ere this, but
sickness hes prevented. [ shall go
soon, now, however, leaving you in my
place, Molly, while I am gone.’

‘Do. you think Horace Moore is
dead?’ Molly ssked in & dreamy way,
as though ber thoughts were all turned
inward,

* I know not what to think vow. At
first 1 dill not believe it. 1 did not be-

Retailing at 8 cents per Ib.

30 bbls. Dried Currants,

Retailing at 8 cents per Ib.

LAUNDRY SOAPS,
Retailing by the single bar at
FACTORY PRICES.

ALL OTHER GOODS

when he had sat by her side a while,
and tested her courage:

* 1 shall not force nature to snccumb
to drowsy drugs. I could give you
easy sleep in an hour, but it woald not
benefit you. You would only awaken
to the old pain. Will vou, with my
(help, fight it out bravely? *

* Yes, sir—1 will fight is.’

‘ Then your sufferings shall not be

And she did fight it out; and all
were surprised at the speedy conquest,
an at the rapld improvement sfter the
enemy bad been put under foot. In
one week from the day of the doctor's
coming her merves were strong and
steady, and her appetite was good. She
mained in flesh, and the incoming of
pare blood began to give color to her
choeks. In two weeks she was
bealth, and far better in looks

vaneal
PG~ :

looked into the mirror sow, and a
 Joy shone In her eyes as she
- -A-

lieve the truth of the announcement in e
the pap for I ived & letter | Equally Low Prices.
from Horace in which he spoke of the —
death of the officers of the ship Xeraep' |
“What was the date of that letter?’|A® an accommodation to our Cus
‘The second day of June last.’ tomers, wo are selling

‘Is the day set for Lilly Mertony
warriage with Lyon Hargrave? '

* Christmas-time—aot soomer,” &

Molly breathed more fresly. W,

SUGARS

AT ACTUAL COST.
July 22,1885,

frame quivered perceptibly. I

* Edith,’ she said, * I will tell you now.
Listen 1o me: three weeks ago, or &
little more—it was on Tuesday, 1
think—Lyon Hargrave came to me
New York. He thought [ was wholly
bad. He judged my heart by his

Tenders.
He thought what b6 would do fob| S

e e o T Y
money I would do. I musttell you e ¥
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R, th e tho pat of ol '55__-;_:‘ Ll R
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1 eannot now remember bow far [
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was dased and confounded,
mind was not clesr. But it bas

give to—Eortn Sounay!’ ! ’
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After he had left me—it was oa the | &
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CARTER MEDICINE CO.,
MNew York City.

GEORGE M. HARRIS,

Auctioneer,
—AND—

COMMISSION MERCHANT.

Office and Salesroom nextdoor to J. D.
McLeod's Store, Queen Street.

Charlottetown, Sept. 23, 1885—tf

JAMES H. REDDIN,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.

OFFICE:
Formerly occupied by Peters & Peters,

Y. M. C A. BUILDING, CHARLOTTETOWN,

Money to loan on good security at
lowest rate of interest.

Nov. 18, 1885—6m

'WeLCON

TRADE MARK.

OAP

PAYS NO |
FANCY PROFIT
But i3 22 original componnd,'
made from the PUREST|
HBTO(‘-K, aud is sold by ths
makers and dealers noarer the
cost of production than any
other Laundry Sozp in the
market. Bee that you get this
rﬂoap, and not accept any of
the numerous imitations that
[pay the grocer more money
to recommend. The word
MFE and the Clasne

Hands are on every bar.

JOHN 8. MACDONALD
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.

Newsn's Buig, Oposie Yew Post Ok,

Charlottetown, Oct. 7, 1885—1y

G0 T0 W. N RIGGS

(Next to the Daily Union Office),
TO GET YOUR CLOTHES CLEANED
AND RENOVATED.

All Grease Spots thoroughly removed.
Charlottetown, Aug. 19, 1885,

E. G. HUNTER,

WORKER ANXD DEALER IN

Italian and American Marble.
NONUMENTS, TABLITS, EADSTONES, &L,

From New and Bmufu'l Designs,
ORNAMENTAL OR PLAIN,
Prices lov. - Workmaship Unesocold,

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED.

Sydney Street, Charlotietown, P. E. Iuand.
Octaber 21, 1885.—1yr

Agents Wanted

W. H. BUCHANAN,

15
lm&. Moncton, N. B.

WHY PAY HIGHER WHEN
woopmL's

& Ounce Tins, Retail, "7 Cents.
GERM AN

mﬂi

TOR HOUSE CLEANING !

.| Whiting and Tints. for Walls. &.

Wax and Stains, for Floors.
Brunswick Black, for Stoves, eto.
Albereen; for Cleaning Glass.
Adams’ Furniture Polish.
Ede’s Polishing Paste.
Glue, Soda. Soaps.

Turpentine, Ammonia, Bensine.
Furniture and Brass Polish.

Silver Wash and Soap.

0x-Gall Carpet Soap
Erasive Soap. Chamois Skins,

A Special Line of soft. tough SPO
Paint. chosp, ug NGES, for washing

AT WATSON'S CITY DRUG STORE.

Charlottetown, April 14, 1886

THE MUTUAL

Life Insarance Go. of New York

ASSETS-CASET,

$108,908,967.51.

INCOME FOR 16865,
$S$20,214,954.28.

THE STRONGEST FINANCIAL INSTITUTION IN THE WORLD.
Purely mutual, having no Stock-holders to claim any
of the profits, the assets and surplus belong to the assurer.

Its ratio of expenses to receipts is less than that of
any other Company.

Its dividends to Policy-holders are greater than those
of any other Company, and the cust to the insurer is there-
fore less than in any other Company.

JOHN MACEACHERN,

Agent for P. E. Inland.

March. 8, 1886—f

JAMES PATON & CO.,
Market Square,

OFFE_R special inducements to purchasers of House Furnishi
during the months of March and April. Thoss in need of
and Oilcloths should give us a call. Our Stock is
LARGEST and CHEAPEST
showing

100 ROLLS CARPET,

IN BRUSSELS, TAPESTRY, SCOTCH and HEMP. 75 ROLLS OIL-
CLOTH, from one foot to twelve feet wids.

Special lot of Scotch and Union Carpets

Will be sold at cost. See these, uthcymGuiqupi-.

Evtra Value in While and Grey Cotlons, Shiings,
PRINT COTTONS, TOWELS,

Cretonnes. T'able Linen and Bed Tickings,

Goods

the
in the city, and entirely now. We are now

4 few pair of GILRAY'S PATENT LACE CURTAIN STRETCH
ERS on hand yet. Ladies should see them.

1,200 PAIR OF CORSETS—CHEAP! CHEAP! CHEAP!

JAMES PATON & CO.,

SUCCESSOR TO
W. A. WEEKS & OO,

e —————————
MARK WRIGHT & €O

1885. —ARE— 1885.

Better prepared than ever before to give the BEST VALUE
in every description of

FURNITURE,

All manufactured on their premises by first-class workmien,
mdwmhdmd:,un.c
designs,

They have in stock 3,000 OHAIRS of various
and will sell them at prices to suit the hard times.

LOUNGES, BEDSTEADS, TABLES, WASHSTANDS,
LOOKING-GLASSES, MATTRASSES, PICTURE

MOULDING, PARLOR SETS, BEDROOM SETS

~ and a thousand dhuqrﬁduhom_ to mention.
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Carter’s Pills,



