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A Red Hot Season.

Daring the hot summer season 
the blood gets over-heated, the drain 
on the system is severe and the ap
petite is olten lost. Burdock Blood 
Bitters purifies and invigorates the 
blood, tones up the system, and re
stores lost appetite.

THE VILLAGE GOSSIP.

Out on her neighbor’s shady porch 
The village gossip sits,

Talking about her sister-in-law 
And giving her cousins fits.

And there’s not a woman in town 
' who fails 
To catch it ere she quits.

Once she was young and rosy-cheeked 
And trim, and sweet, and shy,

And people didn’t shun her then,
Or ever wonder why 

She always saw the wicked, while 
The good escaped her eye.

She’s heard a truly awful thing 
Concerning Mildred's beau,

And when she's through with George' 
wife,

The latieris pretljfiow.ï£

The children coming home from 
school

She hurries out to meet.
And questions them, and, being full, 

Goes rushing down the street 
With many a morsel on her tongue 

That she considers sweet.
She goes on Sunday to the church 

To spy on others there,
And seldom fails to get upon 

The track of some affair 
That she can magnify somewhat 

And then proceed to air.
Yet women sit and listen to 

The things she says, and know 
Just what she is, but, whispering, 

pass
Her slander to and fro,

And ever as they go the rounds, 
They grow and grow and grow.

—Sam Kiskr

Blandine of Betfyappam
BY J. M. CAVE.

(.American Messenger of the Sacred 
Heart.)

(Continued.)

PART II.
OFF TO RUSSIA.

“ So far from that, they would no' 
accept my promise to give her up 
on your arrive! from Paris. The 
most I could obtain is permiesior 
for her to travel thither by the earn, 
train. The agent is already here.

“ My God I My God 1” was al
Maigaret could say.-----

"For the child's sake, try to bt 
brave, my beloved. You have, alas 
but a brief space in which to pre- 
pare her. This day may be thr 
lest in which ycu can have her to 
yourself alone. Shall I seek her 
I think I hear her step,”

They are alone together now, and 
bow is she to prepare the little vic
tim that she loves f How ie she to 
wound the little bird that nestled so 
fondly in her breast ?

“ Blandine, if St. Joseph bad not 
saved you, if you bad really been 
carried away from me that morning, 
what would you have done |"

“Oil, memma, mammal" Blau 
dine shrank liks a frightened bird 
into Margate t'a arms.

111 would try hard to get back to 
you, mamma I"

“ But If you could no», or only 
after a long while ? Could you be 
patient and brave, if you had to stay 
away from me a long while ? Could 
you keep all those Jyon love now, in 
your betr1, end remember every 
hour your own dear Lr dy of Beth- 
arram, and talk to her, just as you 
would do to a visible loving mother, 
if you were kept very, very long T" 

The child was silent for a long 
while. But Margaret knew her way 
of thinking out her answers to the 
end, so she gave her time,

" If I had to go from you, mam. 
ma, I could not be patient or brave 
all alonr. But I promised Pere St. 
Etienne to be very faithful to Our 
Eady of Betbarrm ; to tell her all 
that came into »y bbart, an< I shall 

ever Jorget that m 
the Chapel of the Sacred Heart at 

Betharram, that I made it, the day 
father gave me this medal” She 
took out her medal and kissed it. 
Margaret drew from around heroWn 
neck a tinder golden chain, and 
slipped the medal on it, aa well as 
the little gddtn crucifix Blandine 
bad worn since her birth. “ I chain 
you to the promise again, my darl
ing, and I give you again to Our 
Lady of Bvtharrm.” She passed 
the chain arcund the child’s neck. 
«‘And your mamma, Marguerite, 
who loves you, and who would have 
gladly remained blind rather than 
ever let you go from her, had the 
Lord so willed if, asks you to make 
■till another promise, and that is, t< 
pray for her every day, should you 
go from her. Will you promise this 
nay dearest ?” " But mamma must 
not let me gu I See how easy it h 
to keep me. Jnet hold me, so! 
Who can lake me away from you, 
mamma ? You told me you bad the 
right to keep me for your own littl, 
girl forove. I”

"Acd so 7 thought I bad, my 
darling. Bat now come some men 
of the law, who eay you must go io 
your mot hoi’s family, to her god
mother, I believe.”

"Cannot Uncle Antcny prevent 
them, mamrr **

“ Ko one can prevent them, my 
dear, I am afraid.”

“ Must it be, poor mamma ? May 
I not stay with you till—till I am 
older? till?—Ob, do not let it be 
soon, dear mammal"

11 It sh juld never be, if only I had 
any power to resist it, my darling. 
But now, in case it had to be soon, 
van you, like the saints you have 
heard and read of, keep the faith you 
learned, as they did, even if you are 
old it is not the faith of the people 

you aie going amongst? Remember 
it was your fatbei’s faith, and your 
dear mother embraced it and made 
you of that faith. Dying, she asked 
Siatet Koella to teach it to you, and 
io tell you never to change it, so 
that she would have her little girl 
again in heaven. Can you be faith- 
t'ul to i', even when people-are kind 
and loving, and make it har-d for you, 
perhaps, to say 1 no ?' Think, dear, 
ind tell me I Tell me, for my com- 
‘ort end consolation, if you can- do 
this ! ’

“Mamme, when I was confiimed, 
1 promised to keep all mj^catcohism. 
How can I break a promise made to 
God? The bishop pot*-bi*hand on 
my head, and marked my forehead, 
just as the shepherd marks the little 
lambs,,you know, and that mark will 
always be on me, Sister Noella said, 
so that Jesus will know I am His. 
I will keep the faith of my papa and 
mamma; but, 01 01 mammal to 
go from 1 you I fiom you, my mam
mal O try to keep your little 
Blandine who loves you I Oh I how 
can you let me go, mamma ?

“ Hush I hush I my darling, do 
you not see that my heart ie break, 
ing? I cannot let you go I 0 God, 
I cannot 1 And yet, but now I said 
‘ Thy will be done.' ” Margaret was 
veroome. Moaning and weeping, 

she rocked the child in her arms, 
without power to let her go.

They are each trying to strengthen 
the other, by mule acquiescence, in 
that from which there is no appeal.

The silence was broken all too soon 
by a summons to Blandine to present 
herself before the consular authority, 
to receive the mandate, and to sign 
the paper that gave her over to the 
keeping of her new guardians.

By what means Antony had pre
vailed upon the agent they found 
waiting for them in the public ball, 
Margaret did not know, but hkabad 
prevailed, and instead of exacting, as 
he had a right to do, that the child 
should be handed over to his keeping 
it once, he consented that she should 
remain in the custody of her friends 
till their arrival in Paris, on condi. 
lion that they set out, at the latest, 
within the ensuing twenty-four 
hears. One more morning in the 
convent chapel, there to renew vows, 
to strengthen promises, to obtain 
much needed blessings. Blandine it 
was yho spoke the beat words of 
comfort: “Mamma, the Sacred 
Heart is good i He has let you see 
me before I go away. That makes 
me glad. Does it make you glad, 
mamma ?”

“ My Darling I My darling l The 
Sacred Heart ia good. He sent you 
to me by His B'esaed Mother,' She 
will bring you back to me if you are 
faithfu'. Let us have a rendesvoue 
each morning in the Heart of Jeeus, 
and each 'evening In the Heart of 
Our Lady of Betharram. You shall 
ask for ms, and I will ask for you, 
my precious child.”

“That will be beautiful, mamma !” 
“ Try not to be grieved if yon are 

cot called by the name you love. 
Indeed it will be all the more pre- 
oioue if kept sacred to those you love 
beet. You never told me who first 
called you by the name of « Blan
dine,’ did you dear ?' "

“ I think it was my mamma, when 
she was very, very ill, Sieter Ho. 
alia sent a little Blandine to stay 
with me, Jto play with me, but I 
didn't want to play then, and my 
mamma whispered to me that I must 
be gcod, and like Blandine, who was 
a king's daughter, and a slave, snd 
then a saint, She said 1 You are a 
king's daughter, God ie your father, 
the Qaeen of Heaven is your mother. 
You may be a slave; you will be 
God's slave, if you are good, and the 
bad angel's slave If you sre not good. 
And l Wânt my little dsegh-ter to be 

y bumdle, like Saint- Blandine.’ 
And I promised.' ”

*' But how do you remember this, 
my pet ? You were only five years

of Cod Liver Dil i» the means 
of life, and enjoyment of life to 
thousands: men women and 
children.

When appetite fails, it re- 
ttores it. When food is a 
jurden, it lifts the burden.

When you lose flesh.it brings 
the plumpness of health.

When work is hard and 
duty is heavy, it makes life 
)right.

It is the thin edge of the 
wedge; the thick end is food. 
But what is the use of food, 

when you hate it, and can’t di
gest it?

Scott’s Emulsion of Cod 
-.iver Oil is thefood that makes 

you forget your stomach,
. U you have not tried It, ■«

Its agreeable

old, six at the very utmost, at that 
time.”

" I remember .it,” said Blandine. 
“ I tried to remember it, for 1 loved 
my mamma 1 O, mamma ! mam
mal” Again sobs and tears for the 
never-to- be-f or gotten beloved mother. 
Margaret’» heart was strengthened 
unspeakably by that childish out- 
butstof grief. She need not fear 
that a heart, so faithful from baby
hood, would ever betray its faith.

“ Forgive me, mamma I You are 
a real mam ma,|too, just like her I It 
bur's me to make you feel sorry."

“ Your love for your dear mother 
makes me confident that you will 
never forget anything that you have 
learned, my darling. R-member 
always, * God and Oar Lady, first.’ 
Keep the faith your dear parents 
left you. Toen remember your 
blind second mother, who loves yon 
as her own. Although she ae- e the 
earth, and your dear face, she needs 
you to help her. God loves the 
prayers of little children ; pray foi 
her." In tender embraces, earnest 
promues, loving words of counsel 
sanctified by tears were passed the 
last hours at Paray-de-M ,ntsl. The 
Heart of Jesue was and will be their 
strength.

From Paray-dc-Monial to Paris 
the train dashed at great speed, as 
if maliciously bent on covering the 
ground in the least possible space of 
time. They are there before they 
realize it. Can it be possible that 
this is the end of their j mrney ?

Blandine ie still the bravest of all. 
To hide her tears, to keep back the 
sobs that almost choke her, ie her 
preoccupation. Every now and 
then she whispers “ I am coming 
bach soon, mamma," and tries to 
draw a smile to Margaret’s face. It 
is a surprise snd shook to her when 
the train stops, and the commotion 
in and around the carriage fairly 
seizes everyone. The guards harry 
in and rush out with the baggage. 
They are helped to alight io what 
seems the twinkling of an eye.

By their coope door stands a foot
man in Russian livery, ample cloak 
of grey cloth, with deep cape trim
med with rows of bright red braid. 
The counsel’s agent sees him and 
makes a sign,

•' Mademoiselle is here.” He in
dicates Blandine. The footman with
draws for a few seconds, and return
ed with a middle-aged lady, who ap
proaches the travellers. She hands 
a card to Margaret, who reads, 
“ Mademoiselle Donzelli, Chez la 
Princesse Vallinski.”

“ And this is the young lady ?” 
Mademoiselle Donzelli bolds out her 
hand to Blandine, who is looking up 
into Margaret's face tad does not 
it. “I am charged to receive Made
moiselle, Madame de Vallinski is 
waiting to welcome Mademoiselle.”

Margaret has suddenly seized her 
arm with gieat force, and is clinging 
to her and gazing up into her face ; 
her own is as white as death. “ Per
haps Madame de Vallinski is not 
aware that I had adopted this little 
one with all legal formalities, before 
knowing she hsd any relatives. It is 
not easy for us to part so suddenly. 
Pethsps she might remain with me, 
at least during our sejourn io'Paris?"

“ Madame de Vallinski is at her 
hotel, BueiMonceau, I am sure she 
will be charmed to made the acquain
tance of the friends of Mademoiselle, 
but I have no aythqrity to decide the 
matter. I trust the young lady will 
have no objection to accompanying 
me now. She baa nothing to fear.

“ Come, dear Mademoieelle, shall 
we go?" Mademoiselle, Donzelli 
touched Blandioe'a atm. At that 
touch all the child's courage failed 
her. She burst into a passion of 
tears, and pleaded, “O mammal I 
cannot | I oaonot I Save me mammal 
save me I"

11 Remember who can save you, 
my darling," whispered Margaret, 
bending over her. “Come Made
moieelle ; let us go together to the 
carriage."

Here Antony came up and whisper
ed something in Blandine'e ear. She 
looked into his face, trying to under
stand. Presently she lifted up her 
head.: “Forgive me, mamma 1 Yes 
Uncle Antony, I will be good. 1 
forgot." She swallowed her tears and 
•obi, and held up her face to be kiss

vj-r/* .Tit*."'

It ' 
Hurt 
To Eat.

The pain, nausea and dis-, 
tress that Dyspeptics suffer 
after every meal can all be 
permanently removed by Bur
dock Blood Bitters. *~

It tones up and restores the 
stomach to normal condition so 
that it digests food without 
causing discomfort 

Here's proof positive:
Miss Maggie Splude, DalhousU, N.|„ 

wrote the following: “I have been a 
sufferer from Liver Complaint and Dys
pepsia for the past two yean and reW 
very miserable. I could not take much 
food as it hurt me to eat. My friends 
said, ‘ Why don’t yon try B.B.B.’ I did 
bo, using two bottles, which made eueh a 
complete cure that I ean now eat any
thing I like without it causing me diseom-

Het eyes were dry, but her face was 
•till burning with the traces of other 
tears that she did not try either to cool

STRONG AND VIGOROUS.
Every Organ of the Body Toned 

up and Invigorated by

Ont., says: “I suffered for five years 
with palpitation, shortness of breath, 
sleeplessness and pain in the heart, but 
one box of Milbum’s Heart and Nerve 
Pills completely removed all these dis 
treesing symptoms. I have not suffered 
•inoe taking them, and now sleep well 
and feel strong and vigorous.”

Mllbaros Heart and Nerve Pills cure 
all diseases arising from weak heart, 
wom out nerve tissues, or watery blood.

■tops,**

•end for taste will
IOWNE. Chemists. 

__ Toronto,
OOo. and si.oo i all drueglete.

ed. Then she gave her hand to 
Mademoiselle Donzelli of her own 
accord. She even tried to smile.

Mademoiselle rewarded her with 
a volume of ejaculations.

“ There I She is already reasonable. 
See ; how charming I The princess 
be delighted. Mademoiselle will 
love us all very much."

Blandine suffered herself to be led 
to the carriage, end to be placed in 
it, after a long clinging embrace and 

whispered “Do not weep for me, 
my own dear mamma, for I am com
ing back to you." Poor Margate' 
could not find voice to utter a word of 
farewell, but her tears and kisses told 
better than worda what was in her 
heart. “Try to be always Bhudine 
of Betharram," whispered Antony, 
•peaking for her ; and Blandine tried 
to smile back at him, a smile of pro 
mise, sealed with tears, that she tried 
hard not to let fall till the carriage 
turned from the station door, and the 
little group on the curbstone was lost 
to sight. Then she slipped from her 
seat and buried her face in the carriage 
cushions. Mile. Donzelli did not 
disturb her. Either she was too inter 
ested in her book, or she thought it 
wiser to let the child's grief wear itself 
out. By and by Blandine arose from 
bet kneai end seated herself quietly."

or to wipe away.
the carriage suddenly 

her companion hastily closes her book 
and looks at her with a smilç. bbe 
helps her to alight, and lead» her up 
a flight of very splendid stairs, lined 
with great palms and jardinieres of 
porcelain full of beautiful flowers. 
Blandioe’s feet eink into soft carpets 
so deeply that she fairly staggers, 
Although well used to climbing, her 
little feet fail her here, and Mile. 
Donzelli has to take her by the hand 
and help her up. They atop before a 
pretty door, after passing through a 
long suit of grand rooms. Its panels 
remind her of Betharram. River and 
mountain, blue sky, ivy covered walls, 
a real Pyrenean landscape It wai 
not Betharram, however, but the little 
one is stronger for being reminded of 
it at that moment.

A Utile tap at the pretty door. 
Who’s there?’ “Mademoiselle has 
arrived. Mademoiselle is here-" Five 
minues pass. Another tap. Another 
five minutes. Then a voice says, 
“ Seytchass 1” (directly). Another 
tap is necessary in spite of the repeat
ed Seytcbasi I Seytchass! each more 
emphatic than the first.

By and by the door ia opened and 
a finger beckons her forward : “The 
princess receives, will Mademoiselle 
come this way ?”

(To be continued.)

The Royal Month and the 
Royal Disease.

Sudden changes of weather are es
pecially trying, and probably to none

consumptive. The progress of scro
fula during a normal October is com
monly great. We never think of 
scrofula—its bunches, cutaneous erup
tions, and wasting of the bodily sub 
stance—without thinking of ibe great 
good many sufferers from it have de
rived from Hood’s Sarsaparilla, whose 
radical and permanent cures of this 
one disease are enough to make it the 
most famous medicine in the wor'd. 
There is probably not a city or town 
where Hood’s Sarsaparilla has not 
proved its merit io more homes than 
one, in arresting and Completely era
dicating acrofula, which Is almost as 
serious and as much to be feared as 
it« near relative,—consumption.

liyou take a LCxirLfver Pill to
night before retiring, it will work 
while yon sleep without a gripe or 
pain, curing biliousness, constipa
tion, dyspepsia and sick headache, 
and make you feel better io the 
morning.

Miwrd's
Bums, etc,

Lininjent cures

"Who married you?" asked the 
justice of a colored eitisen, who had 
been brought before him for some 
domestic trouble.

“ You did, sub,” wsi the reply ; 
“ but I ain't voted fer you sence.”

Athletes, BleyoUete nnd others 
should always keep Haffvard's 
Yellow Oil on band. Naming 
like it for stiffoesa and soreness of 
the muscles, sprains, bruises, eats, 
etc. A clean preparation, will net. 
stain clothing. Price 26a.

NEW BOAT A SUCCESS.
The new Frenph submarine boat Tri

ton had a trial In open sea off Cherbourg 
on Friday, whlcn proved very suoosee- 
fol. She was under the water for an ' 
hour and an' half, and those aboard of 
her suffered no inoonvenlenoe. She

Sht“ œl0°‘W 16
A EON OF HIS DAD.

Habib Utlah Khan, the new Ameer, 
of Afghanistan, has officially Informed 
Lord Cnrson, the viceroy of India, that 
ho will follow in his father’s fcotstepe, 
hoping that the friendship existing be
tween the Afghan and British Govern
ments will continue to increase,

Richards’ Headache 
gives instant relief.

Cure

In the Clutch 
Of Consumption,

Don’t neglect that persistent hacking 
cough till you find yourself in the dutch of 
Consumption. It's an easy matter to stop 
It now by taking

DR. WOOD'S NORWAY PINE SYRUP.
This pleasant remedy heals and soothes 

the lungs and bronchial tube», and cures 
lingering and chronic coughs whew other 
remedies fall.

Mr. W. P. Cann, writing from Morpeth, 
Ont, says: “I honestly believe I would 
have died of .consumption only for Dr. 
Wood's Norway Pine Syrup. I nave used 
It for years and consider it has né equal 
1er severe colds and throat troubles."

The man who had rocked the boat 
and turned it bottom upward was 
clinging desperately to Its slippery 
keçl.

Half an hour passed away.
“ I tiio’t hold on any longer I" he 

gasped.
“Then suppose you let yourself 

down and wade out,” suggested the 
other man, who had been standing on 
the ground all the time and appar
ently struggling to keep his head 
above water. “ It’s only four and 
half feet deep here—I am sorry to 
•ey.”

Minard’s
Diphtheria.

Liniment Cures

How do you tell the age of a tar- 
key?”

" By the teeth.”
“ A turkey hasn’t got teeth I” 
“No; but I have.”

Dear Sirs.—This is to certify that 
I have been troubled with a lame 
back for fifteen years.

I have used three bottles of your 
MINARD’S LINIMENT and am 
completely cured.

It gives me great pleasure to re
commend it, and you are at liberty 
to use this in any way to further the 
use of your valuable medicine.

ROBERT ROSS.
Two Rivers.

Smith (bent on a little flirtation) 
Ah, excuse me, but is this seat en
gaged?

Female occupmt (coldly). No, 
sir, But I am.

Let’sFirst boy.—It’s six o’clock, 
go home.

Second boy.—Nit I If we go home 
now we’ll get licked for stayin’ io 
late. If we stay till eight we’ll git 
hogged and kissed for not bein’ 
drowned.

Baokaohe, eideaohe, swelling of 
f*«t snd ankles, puffing under eyes, 
frequent thirst, scanty, olouily, thick, 
highly colored urine, frequent urin
ation, burning aensatiqn when nrin- 
sting,

Auy of the above symptoms lead 
to Bright’s disoase, dropsy, diabetes, 
etr.

Doan’e K dney Pille are » sure 
euro for ell kidney diseases.

Lady—I always come out so plain 
n my photggraphs. Plainer even 
than I am |

Photographer (gallantly).—Oit I
madam, that Is Impossible I

Passed tB Worms —I gave Dr.
row’s Worm Syrup to my little girl 

two and • half years old ; the result 
wan that she passed 16 round worms 
n five dayr,

Mrs, 8. Roy, Kilmanagh, Oofc

Painters'
Kidneys.

The worst,things 
painter has to coo. 
tend with la the lui- 
pontine. I

The lead, of eenrw, 
la bad too,

But the turpentine 
cute the kidneys, In
flames and weakens, 
them, makea the 
painter's life a dan».

__ g-erous and trouble^
When a painter's back aches, lie 

time for him to begin treating the kidneys, '
DOAN'S^

and congestion, give ease to the 
back.

Mr. J. Evanson, the wefi-known printer 
and decora!or, 50 Oxford St, Toronto, 
Ont, said: About eight weeks ago I was 
lake» with an excruciating pain In my back 
over the kidneys. It was so bad that my 
wife had to apply hot cloths till the doctor 
came and gave me morphine.

He said the trouble was due to till 
passing from the kidney to the bladder.

My water was loaded with a brick dust 
deposit and scalded on passing.

While in this condition I heard of Doaa'a 
Kidney Pills and started taking them.

It was not long before I got relief from 
pain nnd have been improving to health eves 
since. My urine Is now clear and does art 
Smart me, and I feel better than in year*

UDUI-UÏEH PILLS. .KSl
act easily and naturally on the system, 
clearing away all bile and effete material. 
Constipation, biliousness, dyspepsia, sick 
headache, heartburn, water brash—-all die. 
appear when they are used. Trice Me.

WE HAVE
—THE-

Finest
-AND— i

Largest 
Stock of 

Up-to-date \

i

FURNITURE
Ever seen in Charlottetown. We are able and willing to 

make prices interesting,

MARK WRIGHT & CO., Ltd.

SNAP

In Books I

Goods, 
New Goods.

mummimnnvmmm
WE ARE

Just Now Opening
The finest shipment in our New Goods, in

Black, Bine and Fancy Worsteds,
Black, Bine and Fancy Serges—Scotch, 
West of England and Canadian Tweeds,

AH of which we will make to order in the Latest Style.

UIVE TTS CALL
What we have we’re striving to sell. What we haven’t

are arriving daily.

't
D. A. BRUCE,

Morris Block, Charlottetown.

STOVES
IUU PM raXPMÂW: <9

Little Stoves,
Big Stoves

All Kinds of Stoves.

1,000 NEW NOVELS]
Received from the Pub

lishers, New York.

Good, Readable Books, by 

the best authors.

Regular price 35c. Our 
price 9c. Three Books for
85c.- • - ■ » • - (...

See our Show Window

Geo. Carter & Co.
Booksellers & Stationers,

CHEAP

FRUIT
-AT-

BEER
-AND-

GOFF’3
Good Bartlett Pears 
Good Bartlett Pears 
Lombard Plums 
Bine Grafpes /

16a dez 
25c. doe 
10c. qt 
8a lb

Beti Swéetr Grapes 12a lb

Bananas, Green Gages, Ap
ples, Peaches, Tomatoes, Or
anges, &c., &c„ at

BEER 6 SOFTS
>-

ISAY!
****** ******

If you want to buy a 
SATISFACTORY pair of

BOOTSI <* SHOES
or anything else in the

FOOTWEAR
line, at the greatest saving 
price to yourself, try—

A. H. McBACHBH,
THE SHOE MAN.

QUE EN j STREET.

f
The Stove Men, Ottawa

If You Want

WATCH
Tt

OR ANY KIND OF

JEWELLERY!
TRY E. W. TAYLOR.

Now is the time for Bargains.

W. TAYLOR,
Cameron Block. ^

A. A. MEAN, LB,, O.C,,
Barrister, Soliclotr, NWiry,

HOMY TO Milsms BLOCK.

ALL KINDS OF

JOB WORK
Kxwmted with Neatness ani 

Despatch at the Hnntv^ 
Office.

Charlottetown, P. &

Ticket*

Fosters 

Dedgew 

Note Heads 

Letter Heads 

Cheek Books 

Receipt Books ’

Note of Hand Books


