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We tell your doctor all

: there is in Sooq’s Emulsion,
! just how: much cofll liver oil,
“hypophosphites,” “glycerine.
But we do not tell him how
these are combined. You
have your secrets; -this s
ours. , This kpack of. maks
ing the _yery best thing has
‘come to us from y of ex-
perieuce’with just ode tHing''|
‘We make only Scott’s Emul-
sion—all our energy is bent:
on making that better -than
any- other emulsion in the
world. “'We have no other
business thought Is'it any
: wondcr that itisthe standard?

""LINKS WITH HEAVEN-

Our God in Heaven from that holy
place . o
To each of us an mgel gnido has
given; . .
- Bat mothers cof dead children bnve
more grace—
For they give angels to their God in
Heaven. ;

How cau & mother’s heart feel cold .and
Weary,
Knowing her dearer self safe, happy
warm ?
How cen she feel her road too dark or
dreary,
Who knows her treasure sheltered
® from the storm ?

" How can she sin? Our hum may
be unheeding,
Our God forgot, our holy saints d« fied;
But can a mother hear her dead child
pleading,
And thrust those little angel bands
aside ?

Thoss little hands stretched down %o
draw her ever
Nearer to God by mother love: we all
Are blind and weak, yet surely she can
never
With such a stake in heaven fail or
fall

She kmows that when the mighty
angele raise
Chorus in Heaven, one htue gilver
tone S
s hers forever ; tbat one little praise,
One little happy voice is all her own.
‘We may not see her sacred crown of
honour,
But all the angels flitting to and fro
Pause smiling as they pass—they look
upon her 3
As mother of an angel whom they
know ; -

" One whom they left nestled at Mary’s
feat—
The children’s place in Heaven—who
softly sings
A little chant to please them, slow and
sweet,
Or emiling, strokes their little folded
wings. 2
Or gives them her white lilies or her

beads : .
To play with ; yet in spiteof flower
or song,
They often lift & wistful look that pleads
And asks her why their mother stays
8o long.

Then our dear Queen makes answer she
will call
Her very soon; meanwhile they are
beguiled
To wait and listen while she tells t.hem
all
A story of her Juna as a Child.

Ah, ssints in Heaven may pray with
earnest will
And pity for their weak and arrin;
brothers ;
There is a prayer in Heaven more ten-
der still— ¢
The little childten pleading for their
mothers.
—Adelaide Protcor.

* NEURALGIA TORMENTS.

Thousands Could Tell the Same Story
of Misery that William Davidson
Tells—And Thousands Have To- dny
the Same Song of N1oicing
by South American

¢1 suffered untold misery for over three
months from neu of the stomach.
Physicians did sheir to help me, but
all attempts were baffled. I saw South
American Nervine advertised and resolved
it. The first bottle gave me &
relief, and after I had used six botr.ﬂul
was oomplately onred of this dreadful dis-
ease.” W, Davidson, Thedford, Ont.

Sold by GEORGE E. mmrms

THE BLACK FINGER

BY M. T. WAGGAMAN.
3 :

(From the American Messenger of the
- Bacred Heart.) :

CHAPTER XII—(Continued.)

And taking Andy’s little wasted
hand in bhis own, Father Paul with
a fow simpie searching questions
heard his confession. Then, having
brought the Holy Oil with him, he
administered Extreme Unction.

“ Erio said that might cure me,”
whispered Andy when all was over,
“ bat I don’t think it will.” v

# We must leave that to Ged, who
knows what is best for us,” said the
priest. “When He offers ua heaven
in place of this poer eartb, Andy, we
must go to Him trustingly-and lov-
inglyasalittle child goesintoatender
father’s arms. Now I maust leave
you for a while, Andy, I will be back
as soon as I can and bring yon shat
dear Lord—for whom you have
looged. He will help you, He wil!
take away the fear and pain of doath
Pray to Him while I am gone. 8ay
*Sweet Jesur, pity my weakness—
prepare my heart 10 reeefve you ; in
Thy tender mercy come to me.””

“1 will, I will,” whispered Andy,
«“1'll be saying that $ill you come
pack. Will you be very long ?"

% No,” answered Father Pavl, ris-
jng. “Itigibree mile to the Notch,

but I am a brisk walker, [ wiﬂf be
back when the moon rises. Till
then my dear boy, good-by;’"

‘And as Father Paul~g th
Igﬂo rg]d bend. ia hlf tht\ tfu

nce of Amfy 8 look stirred his
heart to its depths. }

“And this is Eric’s work,” he
thonght t0 himsclf as ‘he turned
away, “my poor banished, reckless
Boy 1% whs'to’ feb&“thib‘hhlo stary-
-ing mate, he bas xheen.iy:ngmnd
thieving, lke _the generous Joueg
uvage e is. ;oa my words, that
goviived 'fo ﬁﬁ sotvrinly-on  Hi¥ ear,
my words that he has beought bere
a8 ‘gtories’ to oheer his dying friend,
bave bgen to Andy’s purer vmon,
light and trath to waken and wino
his souT’for God and heaven. Ab,
Erie, ‘Erie,-my poor little, blinded
bewildered Brio, may God guidehim
back to me before it is-teo*late.”
Aad a8 with this prayer upon his
lips Father:Paul went ou.kis 'way
.down the Runes, the unkempt figure
that had been lurkiag behind the
little cabin orept forward; to the
docrway and entered nnannonnoed
01d Biddy started up with- ashnok
from Andy’s bedside.

“Terence! Terence! meown poor
boy. Andy, acushla, it’s yer father,
lad, yer father come back to us
.gin ”

“ Andy, & exclaimed the new-
comer, who, wreck that he seemed
at first glance, was in fact, a huge
black-browed man still in the prime
of life. “Andy!” he repeated gez
ing as if stunned, upon the wasted
little figure that with death-drawn
features lay upon the oot gpeech-
lessly stretohing out his thid arms
to him. “ God in henven," and with
a hoarse ory the man fell upon his
knces at the wretched bedside. “Is
this Andy ? s this all that is left
me, my boy, my boy, my dead
Melly’s boy. . Was it to see this I
burst my-bars and braved the blood.
hounds on my thrack ?” For a mc:
ment the spsaker bowed his head on
Andy’s pillow, while his mighty
form shook as if with a “convulsion ;
then Le started to bis feet and flung
up his huge hand with a blaspher-
ous oath,

“ Father I” gasped Andy, strog-
gling for utterance,  whisht father
—or—or—you'll kill me outright.
Don’t say that, ‘father, don't—
don’t—"

« Me boy, me boy,” groaned the
wretched man, forgetful of all else at
sight of that pious struggle for
breath. ¢ [t's dying he is,and I
bave killed him. Biddy, ye ould
jabbering fool ye,” he oried flercely
to poor Biddy who was wringing her
hands and sobbing in terror, “ give
the boy a dbrop of whmkoy\,qnmk
quick.”

“ Arrab, where would I get dhrop
or sup ?” oried the poor old woman
desperately. “I\s only the bit the
lad Eric Dorne brought ps that has
kept us alive this month back,
Terence, Terence, where are ye go-
ing?’ as with B muttered ourse
the man sprang to the open door.
“ What is it ye are goirg to do?”
she oried clinging with all her feeble
strength to her son’s arm.

“Loose me, I say, loose me,” he
cried in a hoarse whisper, * What
is it I'm going to do? Sell me sowl
to the divi] if I must, for life of me
boy. Loose me, I say, I'm going to
Mike McGarrahan’s for food and
dbrick ;” and bursting from his
mother's wesk grasp, thie maddened
man was gone.

“Terence, Terence,” sobbed poor
Biddy, “ Ochone, ochoue, if he get~
the taste of the liquor in that divil's
din it will be all done wid him,” and
wringing her withered hands the old
woman turped back to moisten
Andy’s lips with broth 8nd to soothe
his excitement with HGpes which her
quivering lips belied—

“Ivs to get food and milk and
wine for ye, yer father has gone a
cushla—It's like the quality we'll be
living now, wid tay and sugar and
docter’s sthuff to make ye sthrong
and well. Ye'll: want nothing now
that yer poor father has come home
—nothmg Andy avourneen now—
only be aisy, dear,”

“ Will ye come back soon ?"’ pant-
ed Audy, still trembling. O, my
father | my father! Will he take
me in his arms sad hold me like
 when I was & bit of & baby, Gran?
Shure God is good to me. this day,
Gran, top good. It's the blessings
all round thet is goming to me. And
now, now, I’ll be quiet snd gasy like
Father Paul told me to say the bit
of prayers—for the day is going faat,
Gran, and he,” the dying boy’s face
kindled radiantly # he wi]l be back
with the night.”

An hour later, when Andy-had
dropped in a fitfal slumber, a well
filled bamper was bronght to the
cabin door. Old Biddy flang up her
hand and eyes in glad amazement
when she saw its contents. .
Brandy, wine,beef-juice, Jelly, bresd
and meat, even oranges and canned
fruit , which the old woman could
not name,
¢ Musha, musha,” she exclaimed,
a8 she unpacked the dianties that
seemed almosi & mookery of her
poverty,

“D’ye mane Terence McGee has
paid for ail this 1”

And the messr nger, a loutish
youth, MoGarraban’s 80p, an wered
with an evil leer, “ £aid for it] Ye
bet dad takes good keer of that.”

CHAPTER XIII.
ON THE MOUNTAIN.

The sun went down in barbaric
pomp that evening. The west was

banncr aod shimmering ¢
‘lmmag Iances: and
hlmes ; mhite molbtain #d §

rigge cangh the ppesing '
dor and flushed and glared with a
mocking mirage of warmth and life,
High up on the very summit of
old Bear Cap, Eric sat with Boar at

He had Bedfarand fadk; sindé

ing through the little window in the
chapel closet ; be had eccaped from
the mastery of that kindly eye, that
be felt with rebelliousdlismay, hed
could not meet and resist. #

“On Boer, on,” he bad pwted as
with his sturdy comrade racing Bt
his sidegshe had.taken his wild flight
up the mountain. ¢ He'll send -me
off, if wé're not quick, send me from
the hile andtheréoks ‘and the
Runes;; send, me ,to ;achool, Boar !
And t y’d .keep jme_at leiters and
figuring all the day, and beat me
and lock me up, mebbe, if I don’t do
them right, and never let you come
nigh' me, you ‘poor beast. " But they
baven’t got us, have they Boar ! It's
not easy to hold 'you or me against
our will. . On my lad, oo, on.”

. /And boy and dog weni leaping up
the frozen-heights with. the fierce
trinmphant joy of the wild creature
that hgs broken band and snare and
86¢8 1{ own free world of crag and
peak and untamed waste open to it
again.
But thit glad outburst at his escape
was over now. : Eric sat upon a great
flat rock that faced the sunset splen-
dor with a shadow on bis young brow
and in his bright eyes. - "Hardy nurs-
ling of nature that he was, the wild
solitude, the coming night, had no
terror for him; often before he had
slept i the cliffs of the rocks covered
only with the white blanket of the
mountain snow. The shadow in his
bold blue eyes this evening was not
that of fear, but-of thought; thought
that came to him for the first time
freighted with a vague uncomprehend-
ed psin. He could pot understand
the dull ache at his heart, the dreary
sense of loss and void, that seemed to
streteh far into the gathering shadows,
making all earth seem empty and
beaven dark. He had felt Dan’s
death, it is true, felt it with such a
pang as the young bear-cub knows
when its dam j§ smitten down before
its unthinking eyes.
But the long weeks speat in the
light of the sanctuary, under the io-
fluences all pure and holy and heaven-
ly had done their work. Eric’s soul
had wakened, and jt was bis goul that
felt adrift and lonely and homejess
to-night.
“I wonder if they're missing me.
Tt must be time for the ringiog of the
Angelus, apd nelther -me or Tim will
be to the fore to ring it to-pjght. I
‘had got to do it as good as Tim him-
sell.” Eric’s face brightened a lttle
with pride 2t the past accomphsh
meat.

“Three pulls and a stop, three
pulls and a stop, three pulls and a
stop, and then a ring io earnest. Ao’
you always hovlcd, you brute,” cast-
ing a stern look at Boar. “ Why, I
can't tell, except the devil wasin you,
and djdn’t like the Blessed bell. I'm
thinking the same deyi] will get the
two of us together now. It was the
fine place that we had of it, Boar, you
and me, wjth the fire burning day and
night, and the soft bearskin before it,
for us to stretch ourselves gn when-
ever we liked, and the plenty to eat
and drink. _It's no: maoy 8 chicken
bone you'll get mow, for I dare pot
show myself near a rooster—we'll be
tjfsing our warm quarters, I’m think-
ing Boar, and Kathie's buttermilk,
and old Fim and Father Paul. It
was all too good for the like of us,
Boar, too good,” continued Eric,
stroking the great tawny head that
rested against his knee.

The sun had gone down now.
Plume and pemunant gnd panoply of
gold bad -’ faded, but still the glow
lingered upon the peaks, a soft, easy
radiange that made Eric's eyes wistful
with a new regret.

“It's like the light from the altar
lamp,” be said to himself, “ We'll
never sit on the steps under it again,
Boar, when the dark is: coming on.
It's a wonder we were let stay there
8o Jong, but it was nice there, with the
red light shining and Father Paul
making his fine music on the organ,
and the sweet smell of the incense
that Tim used to burn in the air, and
everyfhing so soft and easy as if Him
that lived there o5 the altar didn’t
mind that we were poor beasts, with
the black mark on us that no blessed
watgr must wash away. Oaly me
heart’s blood eoujd wasgh it out the
boys said when they put it there—oaly
me heart’s blood! O my, but they
were the black devils to put their black
mark on a boy like me, Dan wouldn’t
bave it-if be had lived, but when they
took me off I thought it would be a
fine thing yo be a Husher like Dan,
and I et thim do as they pleased with
me, Mebbe if Father Paul knew that
I went down to McGarrahan’s to hear
what devil’'s mischief they were at
against him, he’d not have been send-
ing me off to school so fast. But he

to get back."”

Eric choked the sob that rose in his
throat, and there was a boyish blur in
the bine eyes tha' looked over the
heights that were slowly growing ccld
and colorless again, while the twilight
like. some old grey sex'on, crept

his 9’ watobmg the dymg ‘{ t not o
b b&a

dido’t know, and I daren’t tell him,|"
and so ye're off here, Boar, off never :

a gorgeeus pageant. of pnrplo cloud };
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In Spring Time get Pure Biood
by using B.B.B.
No other t%ossases such per.
fect cleansmg, healm, oodp urifying
roperties as Bl Bitters,
dean nte_mally-, but -t
gals, ap| externallya,
sores ulcers, abscesses, scrofuloussores,
blotches, eruptions, etc., leaving the
skin clean and pure as a babe’s.

Taken internally ‘it"removes all morbid
effete or waste matter from the system,

starry tapersthat Iight lhe'e mountain |
altars fato flame. °

“ It's bitter cold,” said Eric, at last
rousing. “ We must find some hole
that we can creep into, Boar, or we'll
be frozen-stiff before ~the ssun- comes
up again,” and, starting to his feet, the
boy began to kick the snow from a
bollow in the rocks that seemed Tikely
to afford shelter, when a sonnd struck
upon his ear that made him pause and
listen breathlessly.

A long, shrill whistle came from the
gorge below — a whistle that was
echoed and re-echoed over the
heights.

“ It's the call,” nld the boy, while
a shiver ran through every strong
young limb. “The boys is up to
some work to-bight. And--and—
Father Paul. There’s no one to watch
now. Up, Boar, up; come, lad, we
must go see what devil's doings it is.”

And, with Boar at his heels, Eric
darted down the mountain side.

Two bours later, Kethie had just
stepped into’ Father Paul’s little sit.
ting-room to fulfil the absent Tim’s
duty of replenishing the fire; - when
Eric burst into the room, white-faced
and breathless.

“ Father Paul” the boy panted.
“ Where—where is Father Paul ?”

 Bric Dorne ! "So jts back agin
ye are, ye young spalpeed,” said
Kiathie, secretly delighted atthe re-
appearance of the scapegrace, - though
outwardly severe. “Faix and its
the fine basting ye've airoed for yer-
self, me lad, by\this days wurrk.”

f Where is Father Paul ? interrupt-
ed the hoy in an gdd strained voice.
“ I must see him quick.”

Something in the boys’ tone -start-
led Kathie. What’s come over ye,
ye young omadhaun? The Lord
savg us, the boy is as white  as the
sheeted dead, His riverince wint off
half-an-hour ago to see that poor dy-
ing craythur, Andy Magee,”

“There, there,” cried “Eric with "
hoarse sob. “O murder, murder,
hels a dead wan then.”

“Dead |” shricked Kathie, turning
upon the boy like a wild thing, “ his
riverince dead !” ye say ; shpake out ye
youpg: divil, shpake, I say, or Pl
throttle ye ; what baprm has come to
him p" :

¢ Loosé me, loose me,” cried Eric
struggling in the egcited womag's grip.
¢ Let me go after him, the boys has
sworn he shall never see another sun-
rise, and: Terence Magee mad.with
McGarrahan’s whiskey has been set
on his track, send oh, murder, I've
been watching @r this and it’s come,
and its come. Let me.go after him,
ye fool, let me go.” And wrenching
himse}f with a mighty effort from
Kathie's grasp, Hric bounded out
again into the,darkness.

CHAPTER XIV,
THE SHEPHERD AND HIS FLOCK.

About a mile below Dan’s old cabin
yawned a great chasm, torn by some
fierce throg of natuge in the yery heart
of the mountain, Wild stories were
told of the “ Devil's Cut,” as the place
was called by the early mountaineers,
most of thése fictions being para-
phrases of an old Indian legend, that
related how in the far; off past the
great Manitou had |mprisoned an evil
spirit behind these granite-bound
bejghts, which then lifted their snow-
capped summits yshroken intg the
clouds, where the Sungod dwelt and
which neither spirit ‘nor man .may
pass,

And, without. in.__the valley the
smoke of the wigwam curled peace-
fully, and the corn tasseled year after
year, ynbroken, and all the tribes
along the great waters bynted and
fished in peace. After a time, the

legend says, the evil spirit grew fierce
and restless hehind his mountain bars,
for he heard thé song of; the “warriors
and tke Jaygh of the maidens, and be
sent ont a strong-winged eagle to tell
him of the children of men who dwelt
in the valley beyond. . But a young
chijef shot the, eagle and took the
feathers to pjume his brow. Next,
the evil one sent a fish in the stream
that  picrced - the mountain, but a
maiden caught the fish on a line she
bad woyen of her hair, and cooked it
for her wedding feast,

(To be continued.)
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trembling in, touching one by one the
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i and thoroughly Tegulates all thé dtgans %h o |
the body, restoring the stomack, 01 EI | ‘Kr
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| GAm'\L.._ UGETABLE)

NOW READY.

All New Seed, specially se-
ected from the best growers
In all partsof the world. Get
one of our catalogues. Free

to all.

HASZARD & MOORE,

Sunnyside Booksellers.

DR, CLIFT

treats Chronic Diseases by the Salisbury
method of perslmnt self-} help in overcom-
lnggasl. errors and remov. ng causes
Cnxa.rrh Bronchitis, Asthma.
Shortneéss of Breath, Pleurisy, Tubercu-
losis. Consum ion of Lungs or Bowels,
Indigestion, psia, Gastritis, Ulger,

Cancer, Dropsy, Diarrhms, Dysent®l¥:
Consupa.ﬂon Piles, Fissures. Fm,uls. o
seases of Heart—Valvular Fatty EnlarS®-
ment. Palpitation. Of Liver—uundué.
Diabetes, rrhosis. ete. Of Kidneys— |
Albuminuria. Bright’s Disease, ete. Of
snflaen and Bladder—Cystitis. Of the
lnod—Ansgsmia, Chlorosis, Scerofuls, Ma-
laria, Rheumatism, Gout. Rfolatica. Reurvy
Purpura. Of Female Organs—Inflamma-
tions and Displacements of Womb, Ovar-
es, Bladder or Bowels. Menrstruslirregu-
armes of Sexual Organs.. Of Nerves and
e,—Nervous 'Prostration, Rleepless-
Deqllne Hysuaria Tremors. Rt ¥itus §
name Chores. psy. Conyulsions,
Paralysis, Lommoertaxl& Pnralydq—
A itdns, Roftening of Brain, ®ome forms
of Insanity—Dementia. Mania, Hypoch-
ondﬂn Melaneholin F'auun of Vision §
Balt Rhown. Beysiocias Syphills Tamors
eum 8, Tamors
Glandular Fatty, &ebmidy%mnne ‘Ovar-
ian and Mancer, Goitre, Cref . ty |
S&rpulexi:g Drug and rx‘,liqléor H‘:MT
m rphine, oral, Cocaine, To-
q - Bt c&' Bones and Joints
sﬁt{ Pottis Di-

in: mgent trelitmen lnmm

of suffering and Maximum of Cure, pos
sible in each case. Avold attempis un-
aided or under blind leaders.

DR, CLIFT,

Graduste of N. Y. University and the N.
e HosBmL 21 years practice in N. Y.
(‘n.y lplonm registered in U. 8. and

P, E 1.
ocﬁeo-SIctprh Row. T.lpphon. call.

Accommodations feleryed for patients.
References on applicatio .

ENEAS A. MACDONALD.
MRRSTR  AND ATHRNEY-AFLAW,

Agent for Credit Foncier Franco-Cana-

dien, Lancashire Fire Insurance Co.,
Great West Life Assurange Co.

Office, Great George At

Near Bank’ Nova Scotia, Charioitetown
Nov 8021y

Mortgage Sa.le

f

TO be sold bv ubl!e Auction on WED-
NESDAY the NINETREENTH day of MAY,
1897 at the bour of twelve o’clock,
{rouf, of the an Courts Bulldlng
tp ch lotjetown agd by virtue'of §
wer ofnle gontained in an Indenture ot
g? L) buring date the sevenih ds;
November, A. D. 1887, and made bétween
Ceorge Harper, of Tignish, Lot or Town-
ship Number One, in Prince County,in
Prince Edward Island, farmer, and Rebecca
Harper, his wife, of the ore part, and Cre-
dit Foncler Franco-"anadien of the other
part ; and also by virtue of & power ol sale
contained in snother Indentursof . Mort-
gage bearing dat.o tha twa’nty- onth
ofl"abrunry. D. 1889, and m
the u Ru'per an

lu lnq lhrﬂ Rl&e
place ‘t'h GWo?the uid
mother
t.:g one pn’r't'bam: h(,}ratllt Fonnler !'r‘nnoo
Canadien of the r. part.
ha 7 1 of land lmute
t- or 'l‘ownlhlp Num-
and 1bed

Hu-
of the rame
lun Bnrper

All that piece or

ng ang bein zo
as ml?ow-‘lﬂ L
tqo west

6 AN, Iet3

w’w odﬁhuoo f twenty-six un-
y west -two ohains; then
north twmty-nmo de-rees m-ﬂx
chains; thence south forty-five degrees
west sixty-five chains; thence wu! nlno
chalns ; thence south forty-five
west seven h:guun {:y lln?" ‘to.l .

T, s enoce
’:";‘33 road w '.b t& gommenc
1ent. savip| nt. ‘n
from l th-t tr
u"‘if“"’ﬂ"‘é" Stake s
e Mi nd at &
g:lm 'l:l,t frorn the louthern end or the
mill dsm ; thence running louthmurllly
nnllolw the general course of the m
San one chain and sixty links or to a
take there fixed ; thence east (crossin, the
)] rfi;d) dyhllnp a.ngh llnkl
C] the oo E i
thence northu.lt wl th! mﬂ
dam aforeu.ldmneh lllln
stake fixed as the northeastern mgle, Lhenoe
west six oh-‘nl '& astake n{;d'n; 't:o] ;o‘r;h.-.
angle ence B0 T
'““m ‘ hm northern m‘rginot the

ﬂg t ence pasterl Along nzg
Lo tho daim ; thende -souiherly " along ﬁ
dam and westerly along the southe
glnonhepondwt e stake lt:t.hepwoot
“m::'a‘.‘"‘.’“ B e aFore 0 Jom: sieo
o of land, & e more 3
" nkf miil pond and the nnln-

ﬁ‘” o{ r of said mlll
rb l ug. with lm mjlll
norv. on la and ' tha {

same' w tho level hauw 01

u.no od to bé ra urposes
:vc:rkingn the said mm-. tho id plbove ‘des-

cribed eoo ot )ud exoepnn tho ruorvt-
nso nn rod Nnn”n npm
ittle Jn re or 1

lnod
th s %ot sold st n:e
ume And pl.oo
reafter be sold by pr!v-to
r further particulars -t the office

ol%nou P:Icl)onsld..p&{elwr, Char-
lottetown.

Dated this thirteenth day of April, 4. D.

' CREDIT FONOIER FRANCO-CANADIEN,
Mortgagees
April 14-51.

urn -ldo o

The sbove sale {8 rtponed until Fﬂdny
the l.wont.y-lgbth 897,
then to uko place at. the hour nnd plsce
afo

Dntad thil nineteenth dw of May, A.D.

CREDIT Foxomn Faqroo-CAxAmxx
Mortn(ou.

| BROWN'S BLOCK.

ish

Goﬂ:' Bros—~-- NeW Foot-
wear, Just come. Stly-
and moderate
prlce

GOFF BRGTHERS.

“3EL

:ter §
“Tosted”

Seeds

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

Flower Seeds,
Vogotable Seeds,
Farm Seeds,

For sale at Carter's
Seed Store in Chars
lottetown, and by more
than one hundred mer-
.chants in the leading
trade centres of this
Province. Ask for

CARTER’S SEEDS.

6H0. CARTER & 00,

Wholesale and Retail Seedsmen.
Charlottetown, April 15, 1897

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 gmount 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.

stored until required.

JOEN NEWSON,

The Bargain Giver.

OoLD
RELIABLE
SHOE

when you wnﬁ: alpair of Shoes.
Our Prices are the lowest in town.

A. E. MoEACHEN,

THE SHOE MAN,
Queen Street

X

JAMES H. REDDIN,

NOTARY PVUBLIC,

CAMERON BLOCK,

CHARLOTTETOWN.
¢ar Special attention given to Collections

MONEY TO LOAN.

&e,

0,0, ECBANLL B.Q.C

Barrister, Solicitor, Notary,
Ete, Ete,
HONRY 10 LOAN,

May 19-2L

January %, 1667,—3m.

= Boots s Shoes|T

STORE

BARRISTER-AT-LAW/3 .

wear.

ments.

this season than last.

ings always on hand.

~

pp‘ing
Ummer.

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

1897

The Three Button Cutaway

Is still popular with good dressers.

1t is made shorter

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-

John MacLeod & Go.,

Merohant Tailors.
Charlottetown, March 17, 1897.
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¢|Goods selling now will belk®

we can
YOu.

Farmers

We wantyour
trade when
you wantany-
thing in our
line, come in
and see what

do for

FENNELL ¢ GHANDLER

Jon THish . A, LL.B
Barrisier @ Attorney-at-Law,

NOTARY PUBLIC, elc.

CHARLOTTETOWN, P. E. ISLAND|

Orrioe—London House Building.
Collecting, conyeyancing, and all kinds

of Legal b i promptly attended to.

Investments made on bash security, Mon-
ey to loan.

URDOCK
PILLS-

A SURE CURE

FOR BILIQUSNESS, CONSTIPATION,
INDIGESTION, DIZZINESS, SICK
HEADACHE, AND DISEASES OF THE
STOMACH, LIVER AND BOWELS.
'l‘.r\“ u; MILO, THORQUGH AKD PROWPT
IN ACTION, AND FORM A VALUABLE AlD
To Ignoocx BLOOD BITTERS IN THE
TREATMENT AND CURE OF CHRONIC
AND O“TINATE DISEASES.

T




