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There doesn't seem to be 
very much the matter with 
your child. He doesn't ac
tually lose weight, but there 
is me gain. He belongs to 
that large class of children 
that don’t seem to prosper. 
You look at 'him a little 
more thoughtfully than you 
do at the rest and Say “ He is 
not doing well.” Failure 
to gain in weight in a child 
is a danger signal. Scott’s 
Emulsion should be taken 
at once. It puts on fat 
where health demands it, 
strengthening the digestion.

SCOTT A BOWNB, BtikxüU, OeL
X>

REGRET.

If I had known, 0 loynl heart,
When hand to hand we eaid farewell, 

How for all time our paths would part 
What shadow o’er our friendship fell, 

I should bate clasped your hand so

That memory still might keep its 
grasp,

If I had known.

If I had known, when far and wide 
We loitered through the summer land 

What presence wandered by our side, 
And o’er you stretched its awful hand, 

I shoud have hushed my careless speech 
To listen well to every tone 

That from your lips fell low and sweet, 
If I had known.

If I had known, when your kind eyes 
Met mine in parting, true and sad— 

Eyes gravely tender, gently wise,
And earnest rather'more than glad— 

How soon the lids would lie above.
As cold and white as sculptured stone, 

I should have treasured every glance,
If I had known.

If I had known, how from the strife 
Of fears, hopes, passions, here below, 
Unto a purer, higher life 

That you were called, 0 friend to go,
I should have stayed all foolish tears, 

And hushed each idle side and moan 
To bid you a last, long godspeed,

If I bad known.

If I had known to wbat strange place, 
What mystic, distant, silent shore 

You calmly turned your steadfast face, 
What time your footsteps left my 

door,
I should have forged a golden link,

To bind the heart, so constant grown 
And keep it constant ever there,

If I had known.

If I had known that until Death 
Shall with hie finger touch my brow, 

And still the quickening of the breath 
That stirs with life’s full meaning now 

So long my feet must tread the way 
Of our accustomed paths alone,

I should have prised your presence more 
If I had known.

If I had known how soon for you 
Drew near the ending of the fight, 

And on your vision* fair and new, 
Eternal peace dawned into eight 

I should have begged, as loves last gift, 
That you before God’s great white 

throne ,
Would pray for your poor friend on 

earth,
If I had known.

—Christian Reid.

kidney grind.
South American Kidney Cure the Only 

Specific for Kidney Disease A Liq
uid and Solvent—Never Fails.

Medical Science hss proved beyond a 
doubt that the solid particles which pass 
through the kidneys in the ordinary course 
of circulation—end which in time so grind 
and wear these organs that they become 
diseased and will not perform the func
tions for which they were created—require 
a solvent to disolve and eradicate from the 
system these foreign eebetanoes, and the 
great South American Kidney Cure has 
proven to be the best and meet scientific 
specific remedy for such, and the testi
mony of thousands who have been cured 
by it when pill doses have failed is the 
best demonstration of the fact that a sol
vent must be administered. If in despair 
use this remedy. Sold by GEORGE E. 
HUGHES.

THE BLACK FINGER
BY M. T. WAQGAMAN,

(From the American Meeeenger of the 
Snored Heart)

CHAPTER XVI—(Continued.)
“What am I going to do?” an

swered Brio in wild excitement 
“ I’m going to take Andy up in my 
arms and carry him to Devil’s Cut. 
I’m going to take him to his devil 
father’s feet. Up with you, lad, 
you’re little more weight than a 
young lamb, up with you, hug me 
by the neck tight, lay your head on 
my shoulder ; take oare, whieht 
now, that’s it, grip me feat, you shall 
go easy ss if you were in a padded 
chair, and the moon shining beauti
ful and every step of the road bright 
as day, and mebbe I don’t know the 
short way that’ll take us to tlffr 
devil’s den below.

“ Out of me way,” cried Eric to 
poor old Gran, who fell back help
less and appalled before the boy who 
seemed like some fieroeJyouDg brute 
•endowed with superhuman strength. 
<< Out of me way, hold on to me and 
don’t fear, Andy. So we’re off”— 
and poor Gian could only wring her 
hands and buret into a piteous wail, 
as Erie darted off with his burden 
over the white snow-olad wastes, 
speeding over rocks and heights by 
ways known to him alone ; light and 
sure-footed as the chamois in it- 
native peaks, despite the helpleee 
weight that he upbore in hie strong 
young arms, tenderly and carefully 
are mother would bear her babe.

“Don’t fear, Andy, I’ve got yon 
tight, you’re no more than a young 
babe, lad, I could carry two like yon

and not mind it. 
was a bit of a leap

Easy now, that 
I had to make. 

Hold tight to me neck, for we’ve got 
to scramble down here, but the 
devil’s below don’t know the easy 
way I found many a day ago to their 
cursed hole. Am I hurting yon, 
lad?"

“No, no, never mind me," was 
the feeble whisper. “ Keep on 
Eric, keep on. Hurry, hurry.’

** I am, Andy, I am ; we’ll be after 
them in time, never fear. I daren' 
run too fast for fear I might hurt 
you. Take oare now, hold me tight, 
we’ve pome to the scramble in earn 
est now.” And down a deep rugged 
descent that would have taxed the 
strength of a trained athlete, Eri 
struggled manfully with his helpless 
burden. —

Every muscle and fibre of his 
young frame felt the strain, but the 
arm that held Andy was firm and 
steady as the rook upon which Eric 
trod.

Twice hie foot slipped, but he re
covered himself with an effort that 
sent the blood surging wildly from 
heart to brain, but Andy scarcely 
felt the shook. “ Hold to me, lad, 
hold tight^” panted Eric, while blood 
and sweat poured together from hie 
wounded brow. “Easy now. So 
hooray, we’re down on their devil’s 
den, we’re down I”

IN

CHAPTER XVII.
THE “ DEVIL’S OUT.”

With oaths and curses and fierce 
blasphemous execrations, Father 
Paul had been dragged by his cap- 
tors over the mountain ridge and 
down into the deep gully of “ Devil’s 
Cut.”

It was a place fitted for deeds of 
darkness. Walls of jagged rook rose 
on either side, yawning here and 
there into deep cavernous hollows, 
where in the warm season the melt
ing snow from the heights above 
nursed the sparse ■ vegetation into 
dwarfed . and malformed growth 
Hardy vines swung in tangles from 
the rooks, great roots bared by the 
sweep oi the tempests jutted out like 
monstrous centipedes, gnarled trees 
stretched up distorted branches as 
if in appeal for life and light, all na
ture seemed writhing in some crush
ing, blighting grasp.

In one of the deepest of these hol
lows Father Paul's captors paused. 
A wretched shanty leaning against 
the rooky wall, half-a-dozen rained 
sheds marked the former still where 
Terence Magee had lost his liberty 
ten years ago. A blasted cedar 
stretched one gaunt remaining bough 
in ominous shadow oyer the sonne.

Martyrs are but men, and we oast 
no discredit either on Father Paul’s 
holiness ot heroism by saying that 
at the cowardly attack upon him he 
felt as a man feels. All his human 
nature arose in fierce defiance of his 
enemies, in revolt of his unlooked- 
for doom. Then with a mighty 
throe of anguish, the strong, long 
trained spirit conquered, and Father 
Paul accepted his fate in all its hu
miliating horror.

“ Stand there, ye meddling Pa
pist,” mattered Aptomss, flinging 
his prisoner rudely against the blast
ed tree, “ ye’ve had yer last rnn on 
earth, curses on ye, I saw the black 
look ye flung on my lads as ye passed 
my door. Wbat d'ye say to cutting 
off hie ears before we start him, 
boys ? A swift swing is too easy a 
road for the villain to travel to hell.”

“ Aye, aye, out off the ears that 
have heard too much,” shouted a 
couple of voices, "out off the ears 
that sought our secrets,”

“No, ye bloody cowards, no," 
thundered Terence Magee,,. “I'll 
back no such blasted butchering ; 
Papist or no Papist, we’ll swing him 
off like a man. This is my job and 
I mean it to be done right Loosen 
his gag, he shall have a swig at me 
bottle here to put a heart in him." 
And the speaker struck the gag 
from father Paul’s month as he 
spoke. ,

Pale but calm, the victim stood 
before his murderers ; the moonlight 
that flickered into hie den of demons 
fell upon a face on which there was 
neither bold bravado nor coward 
fear.

“ McGarrahan," said the priest, 
his eyes resting on a burly form that 
had slunk into the background, “ if 
this is your work, and I believe it is, 
I ask you in the name tif God before 
whom yon muet some day appear 
and answer for this night's deed to 
unbind by hands and give me five 
minutes to kneel in prayer."

“ No,” panted MoGarrahan, totter
ing to Magee’s side, his great un
gainly bulk trembling as if with sud
den palsy, “ don’t loosen his hand ; 
don’t ye, I say. It’s—it’s to put the 
priest’s curse on me, he manes. It 
will mnrther me where I stand. Up 
wid him, ye fool, afore he can 
sbpake.”

“ Where’s the rope, thin ? fling it 
over the tree, here.” Terence 
snatched the bottle from his pocket 
“Down with the dram that will 
make ye die like a ma*.”

“ No," said Father Paul sternly, 
motioning the drink from him, “ I 
die not as a man, but as a priest. 
With my last breath, I warn you in 
God’s name that yon are doing mar- 
der; murder that will bring——"

“ Up wid him, up wid the canting 
Papist. Up wid the Popish spy,” 
was the pitiless cry. « Swing him 
off swing him off"

“ No—no—father, no,” shrieked a 
shrill voice, and out of the shadows 

muffled, misshapen Mt.le figure

tottered and fell at Magee’s feet. 
“Don’t, father, don’t murder the 
good prieet. . It's me that asks it, 
father, yee me, your’ poor dying 
boy.”

“ Andy 1” the noose that Magee 
held dropped from his shaking hand. 
“ Is it Andy ? God in heaven, it is 
me boy, me dying boy.” And the 
hoarse-voiced ruffian fell on his knees 
and lifted this gasping child to his 
breast "Back,” he thundered to 
the men, who pressed forward. 
“ Back, ye murthering villains, I’ll 
do no more of yer divil’s wurrk to
night. Back, and let me boy die in 
peace. Andy, Ahdy, me own poor 
little lad, how came ye here?”

“ It was Eric, Eric carried me in 
his aims,” whispered Andy. “ When 
1 heard what you were at 1 had to 
come, father, I had to come, 
loosen him, loosen the gooff kind 
priest. It was to me he was com
ing, to—to bring —” the boy’s 
voice failed, and he could only mo
tion to Father Paul, imploringly.

With a slash of the knife that he 
jerked from bis belt, Magee oat the 
bonds, and Father Paul stood free. 
There was not a hindering voice. 
The anguiab, the despair in Magee’s 
face and tone seemed to control all 
the baser passions around him. 
With the. white heat of such a nature 
it would have been perilous to trifle ; 
as well dare the tigress bearing her 
bleeding cub. And perhaps, too, for 
even in the most brutal natures run 
the ties that make the whole world 
kin, perhaps that pale, drawn, boyish 
face, resting on Magee’s brawny 
breast, checked these human blood
hounds.

Three dark-eyed lads played in 
black-browed Aptomss’ yard, a little 
fair-haired girl laughed by Mnrtagh’s 
heart, there was a tiny grave on a far- 
off hillside marked, “ Michael Mc
Garrahan, aged seven years.”

Villains as these fathers were, they 
slunk back in natural sympathy for a 
father’s grief, and. Father Paul bent 
over the dying (boy undisturbed. 
Andy was-panting desperately, bis 
weazened little face was livid and 
drawn with the death agony, but the 
eyes shone with a glad light of tri
umph.

“ Off off 1” he whispered to Father 
Paul, " away with you while I am 
here to bold them. Eric is in the 
rocks behind and will take you safe 
back. Off for I’m going fast.”

‘-My poor boy, no, no. I cannot 
leave you now, Andy,” slid Father 
Paul pitifully. ‘>Lift his head my 
man, that he magÿreathe better. So 
that is easier—don’t be frightened, 
my boy, God is with us here in the 
darkness.”

“ Shure, I was waiting,” moaned 
Andy, brokenly, “ and praying for 
Him to come, and Gran bad tidied 
tly house and all was ready. And 
then — then — ” the feeble voice 
quivered into a sob of boyish grief 
and fear and pain that swept away all 
Father Paul’s hesitation.

Strange time and unhallowed scene 
for sacred rite ! But the Holy of 
Holies which he guarded on his breast 
conld find no purer shelter from pro
fanation than this innocent heart. He 
looked at the boy’s father, Magee 
sat with Andy's head pillowed on bis 
brawny breast, dumb'and motionless 
in his stern despair.

His mates had fallen back, and 
were muttering to each other in the 
darkness. Father Paul thought in a 
moment they might turn upon him ; 
in a moment he and Andy might 
stand before the throne of God.

Wbat was time or place or the 
presence of crpel wicked men fo these 
two souls for whom the gates of hea
ven were already swinging ajar ?

Bending closer to the dying boy,
! father Paul whispered softly in bis 
ear—words that made the livid, drawn 
young face light up with a sudden 
radiance, the blazing eyes kindle, the 
quivering lips part. Then the little 
golden pyx the priest drew frgm his 
breast gleamed in the moonlight, and 
Andy had made his first Communion 
on his convict father’s breast.

Wbat is jt ye’ve done to him,” 
fiercely gasped Magee, rousing from 
his trance of despair, as the boy’s 
eyes closed and a look of ineffable 
peace stole over the pallid features.
“ Andy, Andy, look up at me. Andy 
me boy, ihpake, shpake to your poor 
father. Och, he is going, be is goingl”

“ Yes,” whispered Andy faiptly, 
I’m going father. It’s so easy to go 

with Him. I aint scared, it don’t 
hurt. I’m just easy and glad, father 
and ahure—shure—you’ll come too,
I know. I’ll be watching for you. 
You’ll come, dear father, to your boy. 
esus, sweet Jesus—” Andy tried 

to finish the aspiration, but bi| voice 
failed. There was a slight shudder, 
a faint aigb, and the happy soul had 
led, fled as with stern shouts and 

cries and rattle and gleam ot firearms, 
rescuing party burst into Devil’s 

Out
A posse of officers, on the track of 

the escaped convicts, Ryan, Tracey, 
and a half score or more of Father 
Paul’s sturdy parishioners, Seth Jones 
and Farmer Morris, ready with good 
Yankee rifles, to defend padre and 
Papist, irrespective of sect. It was 
but a moments work to overpower 
the surprised miscreants, McGarra
han, Aptomss and the ffhole murder
ous set were soon in the grip of the 
law.

“ There’s our man, Magee 1” shout
ed the sergeant in command, as he 
•prang forward with set lips, know
ing that he was taking his life in bis 
hands when this convict giant was 
driven to bay.

Strong Points
About B. B. b. j

L Its Purity.
2. its Thousands of Cures.
3. Its Economy, lc. a dose.

B.BI8.
Résidâtes the Stomach, Liver and Bowels,

removes ail At impurities from e common 
Pimple to the wont Scrofulous Sore, and
DYSPEPSIA,*”' *"* IHLtoUSNESS. 

CONSTIPATION. HEADACHE.
SALT RHEUM, __ SCROFULA,

HEARTBURN. SOUR STOMACH, 
DIZZINESS, DROPSY.

RHEUMATISM, SKIN DISEASES.

Ah, there was no need to fear. 
Terror Magee was conquered by a 
mightier hand than man’s. Bowed 
and unresisting, he sat there in the 
darkness with bis dead child upon 
his breast.

And Eric? High upon the mount
ain they found him unconscious from 
cold and exhaustion, his arms flung 
around dead Boars neck. He had 
dragged himself to his brute comrades 
side, and then given way.

Friendly hands bore the little hero 
back to his chapel home. When be 
opened his eyes it was to glance from 
Father Paul’i kind face to his own 
torn and stained garments.

“ It’s me blood,” he whispered. 
Is—is the devil’s mark washed 

away ?”
“ My dear boy, yes, ’yes,” was the 

reply, as Father Paul caught the 
meaning of his words.

“ Then you can pour the water on 
me," said Eric, eagerly. An’ you 
can make me God’s child, and I’ll 
stay that same forever.”

CONCLUSION.

Years have passed since that night 
of terror. Father Paul’s hair is sil
vered, and he wears -a bishop’s pur
ple, and rules with wise kindly sway 
over a flourishing see.

Old Bear Cap has been tunnelled 
by a new railroad and Strykers Notch 
is a noisy junction, where tfie shreik 
of the steam-whistle hourly wakes the 
modhtsin echoes, and the foundaries 
and factories are never still.

Not long ago a Lenten Mission 
was announced in the church, now 
the heart and centre of an extensive 
parish. The good tidings aroused an 
unusual degree Of interest, for the 
young missionary’s fame had preced
ed him. “ Father Andrew,” as he 
was called, could, in Celtic parlance 
“dhraw tears from a harrt of a shtone.”

It was late in the evening and the 
church was already crowded when the 
preacer arrived.

He knelt for several minutes in sil
ent prayer under the sanctuary lamp 
whose crimson glow still illumined 
the beautiful statue of the Sacred 
Heart upon the altar. He then arose 
and faced the audience that crowded 
the chapel, now enlarged to twice its 
original size by the zeal and piety of 
its growing congregation.

There was a perceptible stir of sur
prise, for it was no stern ascetic, no 
spiritualized saint wasted with vigils 
and fasting who stood before the altar 
rail. The tall form was kingly in its 
strength and vigour, the close cropped 
curling hair seemed to defy the efforts 
to Subdue it, the clear blue eyes flash
ed with fearless searching light, the 
firm set lips were at once tender and 
strong.

It was a man that stood before 
them, a man in all the fullness of 
manly life and power, yet uplifted to 
the sublimest height that man can 
tread. Man, the herald of
the Eternal, the leader and guide in
to paths that scale the skies.

“ I am the voice of one crying in 
the wilderness ; make straight the 
way of the Lord. Prepare ye bis 
paths," was the text that rang out in 
deep musical tones through the silent 
church.

And then the “Voice” spoke— 
spoke in words that seemed to each 
listening sou} adressed to it alone, 
touching every chord of feeling, 
piercing every veil of aplf-deceit, rend
ing the whited sepulchres of forgotten 
•ins—appealing, denounping, uplift
ing, until fhe hearts of his bearers 
seemed to swell on in a vast diapason 
of fear and love and repentance up to 
the Throne of God.

The sinner of years was trembling, 
the sluggard roused, tears were cours* 
log from his eyes that had almost 
forgotten how to weep,;

“ Musha, musha, there was niver 
heard the loikes of him,” said honest 
Tim Gonners, now a sturdy septua
genarian as he re-entered the tidy kit
chen where our old friend Kathie wa s 
imprisoned by an attack of rheum
atics, v §hure Father Paul himself, 
blessed bishop that he is, can't hold a 
candle to him. I wisht you could 
hear him, Kathie, aye and see him, 
too, for the matter of that, for there’s 
a look in bis eyes, I can’t make out. 
It minds me of some wan, J can't 
tell who."

“ Look again Tim,” said a cheery 
voice in the doorway, and Tim start
ed at sight of the tall form that stood 
on his humble threshhold. Who am 
I?”

“ Shure, yer—yer riverince," stam
mered Tim, much abashed, “ ye’re 
Father Andrew, the howly missioner," 

“ Look again, straight into my eyes 
old man. I’ve come for a mug of 
Kathie’s buttermilk. I’ve given up 
stealing now.”

“ Mnrther,” Kathie «touted to her 
feet with every feature in her withered 
face beaming. “Ye blundering, 
blind idgit* Tim Connor, don’t ye 
know the lad?”

“It’s Father Paul’s boy, its our 
own gossoon. It’s that young divil, 
Eric Dome.”

THE END.

Up-to-Date

Choice Flower
—AND—
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NOW RUDY.
All New Seed, specially se- 

ected from the best growers 
In all p^rts of the world. Get 
one of our catalogues. Free 
to all.-

WARD & MOORK,
Sonnyside Booksellers.

DR. CLIFT
treats Chronic Diseases by the Salisbury 
method of persistent self-help in overcom
ing past errors and removing causes from 
the blood. Catarrh, Bronchitis, Asthma. 
Shortness of Breath, Pleurisy, Tubercu
losis. Consumption of Lungs or Bowels, 
Indigestion, Dyspepsia, Gastritis, Ulcer, 
Cancer, Dropsy. Diarrhoea, Dysentery, 
Constipation. Piles, Flaaofte. Fistula, Di
seases or Heart-Valvular. Fatty Enlarge, 
ment. Palpitation. Of Liver—Jaundice, 
Diabetes, Cirrhosis, etc. Of Kidneys— 
Albuminuria, Bright’s Disease, etc. Of 
Spleen and Bladder-^Cystltis. Of the 
Blood—Anæmla, Chlorosis, Scrofula, Mar 
larla, Rheumatism, Gout, Sciatica. Scurvy 
Purpura. Of Female Organs—Inflamma
tions and Displacements of Womb, Ovar
ies, Bladder or Bowels. Menstrual irregur 
larttlee of Sexual Organs. Of Nerves and 
Spine,—Nervous Prostration, Sleepless
ness, Decline, Hysteria. Tremors, St Vitns 
nance, Chorea, Epilepsy. Convulsions, 
Paralysis, Locomotor Ataxia. Paralysis— 
Agi tans. Softening of Brain. Some forms 
of Insanity—Dementia. Mania, Hppoch* 
ondria. Melancholia, Failure of Vision 
and Voice, Deafness. Of Skin—Eczema, 
Salt Rheum, Erysipelas, Syphilis, Tumors 
Glandular Fatty. Fibroid, Uterine. Ovar
ian and Cancer. Goitre, Cretinism. Obesity 
Corpulency. Drug and Liquor Habits- 
Opium, Morphine, Chloral, Cocaine. To
bacco, Stimulants. Of Bones and Joints 
—Deformities, Curvatures, and Pott’s Di
sease of Spine. Paralysis. Hip Disuse. 
Knoek-knee, Bow Legs. Club and Flat 
Foot, Wry Neck. Rickets, Scrofula, Sore 
Legs. Varicose Ulcers, etc. Continuous 
intelligent treatment insures Minimum 
of suffering and Maximum of Cure, pos
sible in each case. Avoid attempts un
aided or under blind leaders.

DR. CLIFT,
Graduate of N. Y. University and the^T.

Y. Hospital. 21 years practice in N. Y.
City. Diploma .registered in U. S. and
Canada.

Addr^es,—eharlpttetown, R. E. I. 
Office, Victoria Row. Telephone Call.

Accommodations reserved for patients.
References on applicatio

Spring is Full.
If you want full en

joyment in your foot
wear of the latest, 
nobbiest and best 

wearing, go to G-off Brothers 
for your Boots.

NEW SERIES.!

Carter’s
éé ID

ALL KINDS OF

JOB WORK
Performed at short notice at 

The Herald Office.

Tickets 

Posters 

Dodgers 

Note Heads 

Letter Heads 

Cheek Books 

Receipt Books 

Note of Hand Books

Executed with Neatness "^nd 
Despatch at the Herald 

Office.

Charlottetown, P. E. Island

Send in your orders at once.

Address all communications
to the Herald.

Are the standard of 
quality for P.E. Island.

Flower Sails, 
VeptaMe Son 
Fan Sash,

fbr sale at Carter's 
Seed Store in Char
lottetown, and by more 
than one hundred mer
chants in the leading 
trade centres of this 
Province. Ask for 
CARTER’S SEEDS.

I. CARTER & CO.,
Wholesale and Retail Seeduaea 

Charlottetown, April 15, 1897

What Is

Cheapness is not peculiar 
to prices. Goods are often 
cheaper than the prices ; par
ticularly is this true when 
the purchaser feels that the 
goods are bought with a cer
tain amount of uncertainty and 
unreliability. We have no 
cheap goods, although no one 
disputes the cheapness of- our 
prices.

Your friends would appre
ciate a nice Fancy Rocker or 
Table, selected from our stock. 
Goods selling -now will be 
stored until required.

JOHN NEWSON,
The Bargain Giver.

Boots#Shoes
remember thb

OLD
RELIABLE

SHOE
STORE

when yon went sjpair of Shoes.
Ora Prices ere the lowest in town.

a. E. IMoEAOHEM,
the shoe;man, 

Queen Street

JAMES H REDD1N,

BARRISTER-AT-LAW
NOTAB1 PUBLIC, <£c.

CAMERON BLOCK,
CHARLOTTETOWN.

«■Special attention given to Collections

MONEY TO LOAN.

FORFashions 
Spring - 
Summer.

Among the many garments that will be worn this 
season will be the double breasted sack for business 
wear. The single breasted sack with three buttons 
will be worn more than ever this season, being un
equalled for gomfort and convenience—and when cut 
and made as we make them are very handsome gar
ments.

The Three Button Cutaway
Is still popular with good dressers. It is made shorter 
this season than last.

The Fly Front Overcoat
Is still king among over garments, always fashionable 
We are/prepared to make all kinds of Gentlemen’s 
Garments in the very latest style.
A full line of all the popular makes of cloth always on 
hand. A complete line of the best Gents’ Furnish- 

i • ings always on hand.

John MacLeod & Co.,
]VÏerob.ant

Charlottetown, March 17, 1897.

Calendar for Jj
HOOF’S I 

tint Quarter, 8th day, 1 
Fall Mooe, 14th day, 
Last Quarter, Slat day, 
New Moon, 28th, lOh. 42.1

D Day of 
Week.

Sun
rise.

Sun
Sets

Thb I

Rims]

h m h m
> 1 Tees 417 7 38 4 «I

2 Wed 16 29 5 31
a Thar 16 40 6 41
4 Fri 16 41 7 61
6 dak 15 42 9 1
6 18 42 10 y
7 Mon 14 43 11 29
8 Turn 14 44 aft 41
9 Wad 14 44 1 51

10 Thur 14 45 3 y
u Fri 13 46 4 38
12 Sat 13 46 6 1
13 Sea 13 47 7 II
14 Moo 13 47 8 21
is Tees 13 48 9 y
IS Wed 13 48 9 51
17 Thor 13 48 10 21
18 Fri 14 49 10 si
19 Set 14 49 11 id
» Sen 14 49 Il 28
St Mon 14 49 Il 45
22 Tnee IS 50 11 68
23 Wed 15 50
24 Thur 15 50 0 24
23 Fri 15 50 0 49
26 Set 16 50 1 19
27 Son 16 60 1 56
28 Mon 16 50 2 42
29 Tnee 17 49 3 3)|
SO Wed 4 18 7 49 4 40

Spectai

Je 80
Z-ë S•3 8 S
U-Lû

Ou

£

v/<

i. A. MCLEAN, IL fi.,Q. G
Barrister, Solicitor, notary,

Etc-, Etc-,
BROWN’S BLOCK. MONEY TO LOAN.

January 20, 1897,—3m.

V !

Farmers,
We want your 
trade when 
you want any
thing in our 
line, come in 
and see what 
we can do for 
you.
FENNELL I CHANDLER

i 17177 7 7 7 77 77 7? 77 fw 7 w 7

Jolis T HbIM.K. A., LL. B
Barristers Attomey-at-Law,

NOTARY PUBLIC, etc. 

CHARLOTTETOWN, P. E. ISLAND 

Omot—London House Building.

Collecting, conveyancing, and all kinds 
oi Legal business promptly attended to. 
Investment» made on beet security. Mon
ey to loan.

URDOCK
PILLS
A SURE CURE

FO* BILIOUSNESS, CONSTIPATION, 
INDIGESTION, DIZZINESS, SICK 
HEADACHE, AND DISEASES OF THE 
STOMACH, LIVER AND BOWELS. 
They arc isilo.thorough and prompt
IN ACTION, AND FORM A VALUABLE AID
to Burdock Blood Bitters in the 
TREATMENT AND CURE OF CHRONIC 
AND OBSTINATE DISEASES.

OVER T\ 
YEARS I hav| 
Spectacle 
during that tii| 
ted hundreds 1 

of persona 
off getting gla 
that they cou 
large 4-inch 1^ 
out going wit 
of it, and mij 
blind if they 
getting gla 
Others had 
rather misfitt 
glasses by 
charged a gr 
than they on 
been. This ye 
1er, Mr. C. 
tends calling < 
their homes in 
to test eyes 1 

pies of on/ f 
he call tin 
for him yonri 
«deration, 
yon may giv 
filled as 
and gnarant 
Glasses e*o 
changed at thcl
ERON BI 
after a trial 
prove as 
yon wish.

L W. Ti
CAMERON

OHARLOT1

Will make 
placing their j 
the World’s 
panies (Fire 
presented byi 
$250,000,000.1

JOHN Mcl 
Dec. 16, ’97.-3 mo

DI*. Ml
Physician 1

Mt. Stei
First-Class Honor 

Scholarship Winne 
of PennsyUj

Formerly Beeid 
in the H 

aary,of Pbiii 
ant Physician 1 

lipbin HvspitaL j 
Arrangements mat' 

days Telephone or Te 
■ Morel!, Peake e Fort Al 

rounding districts, al 
other Stations, will be I 
flee free of charge an " 
ed to.

May 5, ’97

North British
FIRE A8DI

-or-
EDMBURGH . Al

B1TABL1SH1

Send Amu, 1881,

Transacts every < 
and Life Both 

favorable terms.
This Company 

favorably known fori 
ment of losses in this | 
pest thirty year».

FRED. W. ] 
Watson’» Bail ding,]

Jan.», 1996,-ly


