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Scrofula is a word you 
don’t quite understand, but if 
you talk with your doctor, 
he will tell you that it is 
generally believed to be due 
to the same cause which 
gives rise to Consumption. 
It appears mostly in those 
who are fat-starved and thin, 
usually in early life. A 
course of treatment of Scott’s 
Emulsion with the Hypo- 
phosites wherever Scrofula 
manifests itself, will prevent 
the development of the dis
ease. Let us send you a 
book. Free.

SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville, Out.

THE CHISSELER’S CRUCIFIX-

(Florence Bain Seymour, in Sacred 
Heart Review.)

The last low raye of the setting sun, 
Red, with an autumn glare,

.Fell through the studio window 
Upon objecte rich and rare.

They touched with celestial glory 
The chalices of gold—

The work of the master chisseler— 
Original and bold, -r 

But they lingered with tender radiance 
On i- cress of rich, dark wood,

Upon which hung a silver image 
Of ihe crucified Man-God.

Before it knelt the chififif 1er,
And marked with an artist’s eye 

Each faultless line and detail
Whe e some chance flaw might lie.

Ko Borrow, nor word of prayer 
On his lips nor in his heart ;

The thing was mere wood and silver, 
Though a triumph of his art.

Those lips spoke, oftner, curses 
Or blasphemous, ribald song,

And his sin-stained soul ror knew nor 
cared

For the difference 'twiit right and 
wrong.

‘Twas the marvel of all who knew him 
How a hand so stained with crime 

Could fashion with wondrous power 
Works so exquisitely divine !

Tonight some strange attraction 
Kept him kneeling there alone,

The room grew dim and solemn 
The workmen all had gone.

As he gazed on the silent Figure,
The cold lips seemed to move,

And in tender, pleading accents 
So gently to reproi e.

«< My eon, as you kneel there watching 
Has your heart no love for Me?

My love was so consuming
That I gave My life for thee !

“ When you gaze on My mangled body 
On My bleeding thom-crowned bead 

On My features with pain distorted,
Is all feeling within you dead ?

« Can yon think of that cruel scourging 
And no compunction feel ?

Of that awful crucifixion?
Ah 1 men’s hearts are hard a» steel.

“ My child, I have loved thee always— 
Before the skies were made 

At sight of one tear of repentance
Thy sins from My eight would iade.

•.‘Give, then, one word of sorrow 
For My outraged love and pain 

Tell Me in My bitter passion
My blood was not shed in vain !”

The chlseeler’s head bent lowly—
A sob shook his s'alwart frame— 

The grace of heaven had touched him. 
And the tears of contrition came.

« My Jescs ! my sins are so many ;
But Thou saidst—and it must be so, 

‘Though my sine be red as scarlet,
They shall be made whiter than 

snow 1”
“My God, and my Father eternal !

Forgive me, for love of Thy Son.
His voice from the cross pleads before 

Thee
And'the soul of Thy servant is won.”

THE BLACK FINGER
BT M. T. WAGGAMAN.

(From the American Messenger of the 
Sacred Heart.)

CHAPTER II.—(Continued.)
And crouching down by the grate 

fir?, that was ibe one cheap luxury 
of these cofT-ribbed cliffs, Eric felt 
the generous glow warming bis 
chilled blood, supplying his stiffened 
limbs, bracing his quivering nerves 
into life and strength sgain. In a 
few moments the priest stood before 
him no longer a gowned recluse, but 
a vigorous young athlete booted and 
equipped for crag and cltff.

“ All ready," he said briefly. “ Do 
you feel warm aga:n, warm and 
strong eoongb to start ?"

“Yes, yes," said Eric, springing 
to his feet, “ i here's no time to wait ; 
I can keep the Bridle now, no fear.

“ Take the lantern, then,” said 
Father Paul, flinging the leather 
strap that held the bull’- eye around 
his companion’s neck “and lead on 
my boy, and may God guide us both 
for it is a tearful uigbt.”

On they pressed, up the white 
mountain side, but the glow of tbe 
light swinging around Eric's neck 
seemed to cleave tbe darkness like a 
star, all bewilderment and fear were 
gone. Up the great trackless waste 
be I d, boldly and steadily, while 
Fat er Paul strode on behird, not 
i It .gather sure of his guide, we must 
confers, but willing to take all risks 
for the chance of saving that soul 
whom cry bad reached him out of 
the very depths of despair.

On and on, over rock and ridge 
and chasm, up heights that seemed 

■ to lose themselves in cloudy chaos, 
Eric’s lit torn went cheerily while 
his young voice rang out in warning 
and guidance : “ Keep to the right,
there’s a gujly bd>w; steady, mis
ter, over these jocks, bold to me

hand, it’s a bad step here, keep to 
the right.”

Had Fatui r Paul’s errand been 
less solemn one, ho might have im 
agined himself bewitched by some 
mountain elf, who was leading him 
into pathless wastes from which he 
could1 never escape. But borne upon 
the young priest’s breast, under the 
saciamentsl veil, was One, whose 
presence banished til light fancies. 
One, whose coming seemed, us of old 
to still the tempest, for as they pas' 
t:d on, the wind that had swept the 
heights an hour ago, sank sobbing 
into tbe gorges; the clouds he hart 
torn a undir, swept c.ff in brok 
masses to tbe south, and a wan moot 
licked down like some pale, grb 
-tricken face—and with A-ebril! 
shout Eric bounded to the top of 
rock and pointed forward. “We1 
here,” he said, “ there’s tbe bn 

W i re D»n is lying,’ mister, oome or 
come on—”
? And springing forward himsei 
like a young roe, Eric stood 
breathless, but triumphant at Dan's 
side. Dan lay struggling in a death 
agony, whose terrors God alone could 
know.

“ I’ve brought him, Dan ; I’ve 
brought the priest to lift Ujp curse 
off you; you’ll be better now, I've 
got tbe priest.”

“ The praste, the right one, is it 7 
gasped the eld man, as his eye tel) 
on the stalwart figure at the door 
then like a strain of torgotV n musii 
from a far off p-ist, came Fathe 
Paul's blessing, as he crossed the 
wieicbedthreshold : “Peace be t< 
this house, and all who dwell there
in.”

“ Aye, aye, lad, ye’ve got the righ 
one," panted old Dan, “ raise m> 
head, let me spbake. It’s in the 
jaws of hell me blackened sew 
is tliis night, Father. Bend closer, 
in God’s name, and let me ephake
while I can”-----

Seated on a rock without, Eric 
wailed, Boar’s head upon his knee; 
lean faithful old Boar, who knows as 
much as his yonng master of tbe di 
vine ministrations of love and mercy 
that were working such heavenly 
wonders pear.

“ He’s a lifting tbe curse and it 
won’t do for us to see, Boar ; ever 
Id Bet Pringle lets no one cast on 

eye on her when she’s working off a 
pi II. “ An’ it was the bad curse 

that lighted on poor Dan this day ; 
ii was well I got aorces the Bea 
Gap in time ior him that could lifi 

An’, priest that he is, he’s a de
cent kind o’body, though tbe beys 
tell bad stories of the likes o' him 
Mike Murtagh says they make black 
nigger slaves of you if you listen to 
them, tnd they’ve holes in the 
ground where they bury you alive, 
and fires to roast yon like so many 
sheep. It was a queer bit of a place 
where I found him to-night; yon 
and I’ll steal down some time, Boar, 
and take another look! at it, when no 
oee is by It’s net like a meeting
house,” continued Eric, stroking bis 
companion’s long ears in an unusually- 
meditative mood. “ It minds
more of the Pine glade, in the hollow, 
when it's summer lime, and the moss 
is soit and the birds singing in the 
tree tops."

“ An’ I wonder was it a statue, 
or what was it that stood there ii 
be red and white gown, with the 

kind smiling face ? Shure, I thought 
at firsi he was ret-1,' me eyes was so 
blind and me headeodisay I tbougtbi 
bore be was real and a calling mi 
ml of the darkness and 'storm. 
Whishet, eb, » hat is it ?”

“You can come in now,.my boy,” 
ouTed Father Paul, from ihe door 
way, “ your old friend wants you."

And Eric springing up, fdlowed 
by Boar, entered the but, wnere tbe 
moonlight falling full upon poor old 
Dan, uplifted on his bearskin pillow, 
showed his face livid indeed with th« 
leath agony, but strangely altered. 
The fierce lines of despair bad re
laxed, the wild gleam of the eves 
softened : it was as if the dark tide 
thiough which he was struggling 
had been suddenly stilled into peace.

“ Down on your knees, lad,” he 
whispered hoarsely, “ God forgive 
me for it, Father, but he knows no 
more of howly sign or prayer than 
tbe baste at bis side, but I’d have 
him see and know I’m not dying the 
—the—devil I’ve lived."

And Erie knelt down and stared 
in dull wonderment, while the last 
solemn rites were administered, and 
absolved and anointed, the dying 
sinner was united to his God. He 
listened uncomprenheuding, while 
Father Paul recited the acts of 
thanksgiving to which toe livid lips 
that strove to echo them bad been so 
long strangers.

There, was a moment’s pause, as 
tbe priest concluded, then old Dan 
spoke with difficulty : “ Bend closer 
to me, lad, closer, for l’ye snmthiu 
to say to you. There’s wan Black 
fear on me sowl yet, an’ lia fur ye, 
ye that I've let grow up like the 
whelp and the bear cub. Lia'en, 
it’s me last wurrd‘, ye’re to go wid 
the good Father here, and do as he 
bids yon when I’m gone."

“ Gone !” echoed Blric, “ Gone ! 
Shute you’re not froing now, Dan. 
Hasn't he lifted the onrse from you ? 
yen are better now."

“Belther? Yes," answered D?n, 
hoarsely. 11 Betther, God be praised 
for Hie mercy. But the onrse—it’s 
only ye can lift what's left on me 
soul. It's me last wnrrd to ye, lad. 
He’ll lake ye ; go wid him,"

“ With him 1 The priest, d’yon 
mean ? No, no ; don’t ask me that,

Dan ; don’t ask md that,” cried Erie, 
passion tely.

<■ 1 d', 1 do I it’s that, an* nnlhin 
i lie. Will ye lift the cure1, or live 
it on me where I go? Will ye go 
wid him that wilK.take ye in God's
name, oi—or—or---- ”

Dan’s speech failed him, and be 
could only gasp and struggle and 
wave his gaunt arm, tremulously, in 
dumb appeal.

“ Promise what be asks, my boy, 
said the priests low voice in Eric 
ear. “ Let the poor soul depart in 
peace.”

« Then, I will ; I will, Dan, 
nobbed Eric, shivering with i 
“ I will '.o whatever you ask me 

“ Y >ur hand on i*,” panted the 
dying man. “Yourgrip.” And he 
held out his hand for the ene pledge 
recognized by his lawless class 
Eric met the icy grasp lhat tighten 
eu in his yonng hand, sei ding a chill 
through every vein. Then the grip 
relaxed, there was a shudder, a long 
drawn breath, and Brio’s wild cry 
was echoed by Boar’s howl. Poor 
Dan was dead I
" Mnrtheration !" was old Tim Con

nor’s breathless expletive,when, in the 
graj^twilight o( the dawn, Father Paul 
met him hobbling down the pit road, 
to open the chapel, over which Tim 
had kept faithful watch these ten 
years,

“ Shure, ‘ an it’s niver that divil of 
a Dan Rourke yer riverince manes— 
him on Roker’s Ridge ?"

“ The same," repl.ed the priest 
‘ He died, by God’s mercy, a bumble 
penitent,-last night."

“ Dan Rourke, is it ?" repeated 
Tim, in bewilerment. “And yer 
riverince wint to him, up beyant, in 
the black night I The Lord save us!”

I wish the poor man to have 
Christian burial," continued Father 
Paul “ Let Ryan and Tracy go up 
this morning and see to it, and, if 
possible, have him brought to the 
church. It will be a good example."

To the Church, is it ?" gasped 
Tim. “ The Church ! The oui i 
reprobate ! I mane, God be merciful 
to him. Dan Rrurke brought to the 
Church ! We’ll thry it, sur, as you 
bid.” But Tim thought it best to 
conclude his sentence by a shake of 
the head, more eloquent than words. 

Ryan and Tracy, two sturdy, elder, 
men, went on their mission of 

charity somewhat reluctantly. • Dan’s 
character was well known—his leader, 
ship in one of those lawless leagues 
banded together by fierce oaths and 
dark, heathenish rites, strongly sus
pected.

The two men reached the hut only 
to find it empty,while nailed by a ditk 
to the door was a bit of paper bearing 
the rude scrawl :

‘(Waked in Secret.
Let them come who know.
Let them watch who dare."

“ Faix, and ye may belave we made 
quick tbracks home whin we saw that," 
said Tracy, with an uneasy laugh. 
It’s the divil’s own wake Dan Rourke, 

ill have this night, yer riverence, and 
neither law nor gospel can shtop it, 
for where they’ve tuk Ihe poor corpse 
no liviog crathur dares tell.”

“ But the boy ?” said Father Paul 
anxiously, '• the boy that poor Dan 
begged me with his last breath to save ; 
have the scoundrels taken the boy 
too ?’’

“ Is it Eric Dome ?" asked Ryan 
Bad Luck to him, for the wildest 

young divil that iver run the airth. 
Aye. they've tuk him too, yer rivrance 
and they’ll kape him, ye can wager 
that.”

And as tbe days passed on, Father 
Paul was constrained to believe Ryan 
was right. To search for his lost 
charge would have been as useless as 
dangerous, for with the night came 
snow, a mountain snow.

Hour after hour it fell in a 
gray, blinding storm. Cloud 
seemed to meet crag ; all landmarks 
vanished above; around, below, all 
was alike—a white blank, save for 
the swilling, noiseless, feathery flakes.

There were scarcely two-score wor
shippers at the next Sunday Mass, 
but even through that little band 
went a perceptible thrill as Father 
Paul’s announcement rang out through 
the strange noonday twilight—

“ Your prayers are revested for 
the repose of the soul of Daniel 
Rourke, of Roker’s Ridge, who died, 
by tbe grace of God in the bosom of 
His Church, last week." It was a 
battle gage, calm and fearless, as all 
who beard it knew.

“ Begorra' and his riverence caught 
the wolf by the throat thin," com
mented Tracy as.he passed oui of the 
church.

Aye, and he’ll growl,” was the 
ignificant reply of his friends, “ ye 

can wager that."

CHAPTER III,
BTCBM-BOUND.

For’ a week tbe white storm raged 
pitilessly. Gorges ware filled and 
sharp peaks rounded, rook and 

haam masked. He would be a 
bold traveller indeed who dared 
venture now over these white 
wastes, veiled in treacherous drifts, 
where want and sin and death stalk
ed unchecked, for the great shafts 
stood black and silent, the roar and 
belch of forge and furnace were 
■tilled, and hundreds of sullen, des
perate men waited iu rebellious idle
ness for their employers to accept 
their dictates,

Tbe powers of darknees seemed 
to rule the mountain in grim defi
ance of the cross that rose from 
Father Paul's little chapel in the 
“ Notch."
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Strong Points

About b. b. b.
1. Its Parity.
2. Its Thousands of Cures.
3. Its Economy, le. à dose.
Regulates the Stomach, Liver and Boweh,
unlocks the Secretions, Purifies the Blood an* ;
removes all the impurities from a common 

t ScrofulousPimple to the worst i i Sore, and

DYSPEPSIA, BILIOUSNESS, 
CONSTIPATION, HEADACHE, 

SALT RHEUM. SCROFULA,
HEARTBURN, SOUR STOMACH, 

DIZZINESS, DROPSY,
RHEUMATISM. SKIN DISEASES.

So a' least the young priest was 
thinking this Sunday evening as he 
sat in the lit le room, that served 
both as s study and a bed chamber. 
In fact this miniature presbytery 
was a part of the chapel,s plan, and, 
small though the apartment was, 
its groined ceiling of natural wood 
and Gothic windows, gave it a 
picturesque dignity. Father Paul 
had bioken the tender ties of a lux
urious home at his Master’s call, 
and there were geutle touches, here 
and there, even in thia cell bale cell, 
that told he was not forgotten b 
tbe dear cnes ho bad so sternly and 
b avely left. The Madonna over 
the chimney-place was a master
piece, the ivory crucifix in hie ora 
t ry had been an arti-l’s life-work, 
tbe greai rag before the fire—sole 
bit of luxury in the barely furnished 
room—was the pelt oi a huge grizz
ly, shot by a roving brother and 
valued only for that reckless Nim
rod’s sake.

All else, the narrow cot, the plain 
desk, the toilet service, were the 
simple outfit of a soldier ready to 
march at the word of command.

“Bidad, this i- the mnrtheiing 
weather entirely," said old Tim 
Connor as he hobbled into the room 
with a bod of coal that he tumbled 
upon the open grate with a thun
derous crash that startled Father 
Paul from his reverie.

“Were you speaking to me, 
Tim?"

“I was only saying this was the 
mnrthering winter-, sur, and this the 
uuhowly place for a fine, scholarly 
gintleman like your riverence to be 
left in. Nut thirty ernytburs at 
the blessed Mass this morning; faix 
it went agin me to rowl out the pul
pit for yc to waste your wurrds and 
your breath on tbim, wid Norah 
Maginois and Mary Finnegan say
ing their hades like the deaf ijiots 
through the sermon and Mike Lan- 
ahan nodding off to sleep under 
yer very nose. Falx, if it wasn,t 
for tbe howly altar before me I'd 
have fetched him a crack that 
would have opened both his eyes 
and his ears."

And yet my sermon was very 
short, Tim," said Father Pan!. “ I 
don’t think I preached ten minutes. 
And it was simple enough, I am sure, 
for a Sunday-schorl to urdetstaud.”

“ Sunday-school is it ?” said ; im, 
digressing to a greater grievance, for 
before Father Paul’s coming, Tiro, 
who Lad been left as cuatodian of the 
lit' le chapel by its founders, had con
stituted himself catechist as w II, 
and gathering the little ones around 
him every Sunday had instruced 
them lo the best of his ability. Tim’s 
theology might not have stood the 
crucial tests of the school”, but his 
failh and zeal were beyond question, 
and the cuffs which he had liberally 
d'speueed to dull or refractory pu
pils made his teachings doubly for
cible. Oo Father Paul’s arriv 1, he 
had proudly delivered s'me twenty- 
four young catechumens to his pas
tor for more legitimate instruction. 
But it rankl rd just a little, eo he re
lieved his feelings by :

“ Sunday-school is il, sur ? Sbui 
ye might as well close tbe doors in- 
tirely. Tbe young divila fly from 
the cbm oh now as if the spotted 
fayver was inside. Thej’ve turned 
wild as March bares.”

“I fear I am tbe ‘fever’ they 
dread,” said Father Paul, sadly. 
“They have been made afraid of 
me. ”

“ They have, yer riverence," and 
Tim, who was kneeling before the 
grate raking down the ashes, gave 
an oracular nod. “It’s lies lha- is 
skecriug the poor innocents and 
nothing else, Ddn’l I catch Pat 
Noonan the other day, and threaten 
not to lave a whole bone in him if he 
wasn't up at church this morning, 
and the young omadhann burst from 
me,with the screech of a wildcat and 
left half the tail of bis jacket in me 
hand. And N ra Kelly, that bad 
tbe Tin Commandments glib as A B 
C, barrin’ the furret, which was too 
long for her, and the Tin Beatitudes 
as well—"

Eight Beatitudes, Tim,” correct
ed Father Paul, repressing a sn.ile. 

(To be continued.)
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During the coming year 

the Herald will contain re

ligious selections from the 

highest authorities and the 

most approved sources ; bril- 

liaiit and interesting stories 

from the best living authors ; 

accounts of the proceedings in 

the Dominion Parliament and 

the Provincial Legislature ; 

the news of the world, con

densed tor busy people ; ac

counts of all local happenings 

of importance. It will also 

discuss in clear and terse lan 

guage, the different living 

issues as they present them

selves.

The Oldest Inhabitant
W ill tell you that there will be rapid 

changes in the weather the next few 

weeks—and get at once a pair of Gran

by Rubbers of iron wear fame.

GOFF BROTHERS.
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u PAPER!

!THE BEST TIME
To buy Wall Paper is when j 
the assortment is complete, jj 
that is NOW,

THE BEST PRICE
To pay for Wall Payer is the Ü 
price of the BEST WALL* 
PAPER.

FOR

THE BEST PLACE
To buy Wall Paper is where jj 
the latest Canadian and Am- * 
erican designs can be had. t 
That is at

tfow is the time to subscribe, 
Price,

$1.00 a Tear i Atom

ALL KINDS OF

JOB WORK

NERVE PILLS
FOB WEAK PEOPLE.
At all Druggists, Price 60 cents per Box, 

or 3 for $1.50. Sent by Mall on receipt of 
price. T. M1LBURN * CO., Toronto.

Performed ut short notice at 
The Herald Office.

Tickets 

Posters 

Dodgers 

Note Heads 

Letter Heads 

Check Books 

Receipt Books 

Note of Hand Books

Executed with Neatness and 
Despatch at the Herald 

Office.

Charlottetown, P. E. Island.

Send in yourjorders at once.
Address all communications 

to the Herald.

CARTER’S
-FOR-

Wall Paperl
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What Is

Fashions 
Spring » 
Summer.

Among the many garments that will be worn this 
season will be the double xbreasted sack for business 
wear. . 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
ments.

The Three Button Cutaway
Is still popular with good dressers, 
this season than last.

It is made shorter

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 1,0 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 NBWSON,
The Bargain Giver.

Boots#Shoes
(REMEMBER THE

OLD
RELIABLE

SHOE
STORE

when you want a'peir of Shoes.
Our Prices are the lowest in town.

A- E. iMcEAOHEN,
THE SHOE MAN, 

Queen Street

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 o 
hand. A complete line of the best Gents’ Furnish
ings always on hand.

John MacLeod
Merchant Tailors.

Charlottetown, March 17, 1897.
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Just Received,
Another ship
ment of the 
celebrated Cross- 
Cut' Saws, made 
by Hy. Disston 
& Sons, Phila
delphia, Penn., 
U.S.
FENNELL S CHANDLER
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JAMES H. REDD1N,

BARRISTER-AT-LAW

Here since,,
1851

&C.yOTABl PUBLIC,

CAMERON BLOCK,
CHARLOTTETOWN. 

«"Special attention given to Collections

MONEY TO LOAN.

Perfect
in any climate

JE. B. Eddy’ 
Matches

.Used every day i: 
the year

Matches
The name is on

.every box

Look for thertv 
Ask for them

B. Eddy’s) 
Matches

[hey have the 1 
and fame

ivery Gro 
keeps

.B.Edi 
Matchi

Telegraph 
./Telephone^

'Good enouglv
for a prince Eddy’s\

E. B. Eddy’s)l,atches
Matches Jiulphur, Safety,

\Cheap enough foo^^Parlor. Wax, 
sapauper.

Joli TMM,M.A.,LLB
Barrister I Attorney-at-Law,

NOTABY PUBLIC, etc.
C 1AULOTTETOWN, P. E. ISLAND 

Office—London Houee Building.

B
the whole story

Of the great sales attained and great 
onres accomplished by Hood’s Sarsaparilla 
is quickly told. It purifies and enriches 
blood, tones the stomach and gives strength ! 0f Lyrnd business promptly attended to.
tem fortified by the*rioh.'rei^bktod^v»hioh 1-ve.tment, made on beet .ecurity. Mon- 
come, by taktag Hood’. Sareaparilla. ey to loan.

Collecting, conveyancing, and all kinds

URDOCK
PILLS

-v, SUGAR COATED
A SURE CURE

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

NEW SERIES.

Calendar for Apr
moon’s CHANGES.I 

New Moon, lat day, 12h. 11.4 
Firet Quarter, 9th day, 4h. 14 
Full Moon, 17th day, 2h. 1| 
Last Quarter, 25th day, 5h.

X.

tc.

D
U

Day of
Week.

Sun
rises

Son
Sets

Tuk

Rises

mJ

1 1

V h m h m morn
YThur 5 43 6 24 511
2 Fri 42 25 5 29
3 Sat 40 27 5 48
4 Sun 38 28 6 11
5 36 29 6 42 10
6 Tue» 34 31 7 17 n

:? Wed 32 32 8 2 me
8 Thur 30 33 8 57
9 Fri 28 35 10 0 1

10 Sat 26 36 il 8 1
11 Sun 25 37 aft 19 2
12 23 39 1 35
13 Tuea 21 40 2 49 3
14 Wed 19 41 4 7
15 Thur 17 42 5 27
16 Fri 15 44 6 50 4
17 Sat 14 45 8 16 4
18 Sun 12 46 9 40 5
19 10 48 10 59 5
20 Tue. 8 49 n 4 6
21 Wed 7 50 7
22 Thur 5 52 0 54 8
23 Fri 3 53 132 10
24 Sat 2 54 2 1 11
25 Sun 5 0 56 2 23 aft
26 Mon 4 58 57 2 43 l
27 Tue. 67 58 3 0 2
28; Wed 55 6 59 3 17 3
29 Thur 64 7 0 3 35 4
SOjFrl 4 52 7 2 5 54 6

Will make no m| 
placing their Insu 
the World's great 
panies (Fire and 
presented by 
$250,000,000.

JOHN McEACI 
Dec. 16, ’97.—3 mos.

Epps’s C01
r ______ V’
J

ENGLISH 
BREAKFAST O]

poeeeseee the following Die 
Merits : 1

DELICACY OF FLAVOR, 
SUPERIORITY IN QUA

GRATEFUL end COMFORT] 
NERVOUS or DY8PI

Nutritive qualities unrivalled J 
tor-pound Tim only]

Prepared by J AM ES EPPS 
Homoeopathic Chemists, 

England,
Oct. 7, 1896. 7

Readers
\

of flu 
' Her!

We wish to dispose of| 
lowing goods to ma 
for

And for a SHORT 
ONLY will sell at 
discount for Cash.

Watches and Clod
Silver Table and| 

ware,
Vases and Fancy 
Brooches and Ring 
Studs and Ear Ring 
Scarf Pins and a lot 

goods.

Parties who bring 1 
to us will be allowed] 
discount.

E. w. Taj
CAMERON BLO

CHARLOTTE*!

A. A. McLEtN.LI
Barrister, Solicitor,]

Etc , Etc-,
BROWN’S BLOCK. 101

January 20, 1897,-

E
77BEEI

WO BBS jf-OW]
Am pleasant to tr.lio. Co 

Eurcativo. la a eafo, euro, I 
mtrojtr of worms in C" *

^


