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Calendar for May, 1965.
Moos’» Phask».

New Moon 4d., 9h., 50m. ». m.
Flr»t Quarter 12d., Ob., 46m. » m. 
Fall Moon 18d.,8b , 36m- p. m 
Lut Quarter 25d., 8b., 50m. p. m.

D

of
M

Day
ef

Wet It

San
Rises

San
Sets

1m
Rises

High
Water

Lew
Water

Ü. LÛ u in D. CD. tl. m. h. m.
1 Mon. 6 06 7 21 3 58 8 22 8 48
2 Tub». 6 On 7 22 4 14 . 8 57 9 27
S Wed. 5 03 7 23 4 62 9 30 10 06
4 Thor. 6 02 7 24 eetg 10 01 10 42
6 Frid. 6 00 7 25 8 20 10 2e 11 27
6 Sit. 4 oil 7 26 9 19 10 66
7 8nn. 4 57 7 28 10 16 0 0 ll 24
8 4 56 7 89 11 09 0 44 11 57
9 Tnea. 4 64 7 31 11 67 1 32 12 35

10 Wed. 4 53 7 32 a.no. 2 24 1 23
11 Tbnr. 4 52 7 33 0 40 3 20 2 26
12 Frid. 4 60 7 34 1 20 4 21 3 49
18 Sit. 4 48 7 35 1 56 6 28 6 14
14 Sno. 4 48 7 36 2 31 6 30 6 38
16 Mon 4 47 7 37 3 04 7 27 7 54
16 Tnea. 4 46 7 38 3 38 8 16 8 62
17 Wed. 4 7 40 4 13 8 58 9 43
18 Tbnr. 4 44 7 41 rispp 9 39 10 32
19 Frid. 4 43 7 42 8 33 10 16 11 20
20 Sit. 4 42 7 43 9 37 10 5!
21 Suo. 4 41 7 44 10 33 0 07 11 27
22 Mon. 4 40 7 45 11 21 0 53 12 05
$2 Toee. 4 39 7 46 am. 1 41 12 47
24 Wed. 4 38 7 47 0 02 2 31 1 34
25 Thur. 4 37 7 48 0 38 3 22 2 28
26 Frid. 4 36 7 49 1 (IS 4 16 3 38
27 Sat. 4 3f 7 50 I 36 5 09 4 58
28 San. 4 35 7 61 2 0E 6 01 8 16
29 Mon. 4 36 7 62 2 29 6 49 7 22
so Tnee. 4 3< 7 53 2 55 7 32 8 14
81 Wed. 4 ■SSI? 64 3 24 8 11 9 01

Replaced.

Itching Skin
Dietrea» by day and night—
That’» the complaint of those who 

are »o unfortunate aa to be afflicted 
with Eczema or Salt Rheum—and out
ward application» do not cure, 
They can’t.

The eource of the trouble 1» in the 
blood—make that pure and thi- scal
ing, burning, itching akin dim-.- will 
disappear.

"I was taken with an Itching on my 
arms which proved very disagreeable. I 
concluded It was salt rheum and bought a 
bottle ol Hood's Sarsaparilla. In two day» 
after I began taking It I felt better and It 
was not long before I was cured. Have 
never had any skin disease since." Uia 
Ida E. Wakd, Cove Point, Md.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
rids the blood of all impuritiee * nS 
cure» all eruptions.

BY THE REV. ARTHUR B. O’NEILL, 

C S. C.

Once did I waken 
To mourn, forsaken,
A mother taken 

By Death’» decree,
Who left me dreary,
Bereaved and weary,—
No prospect cheery 

To solace me;
Though stars were glowing, 
And moonbeams flowing 
In tides o’ertbrowing 

N ght’a heavy gloom,
No star might brighten 
Or moon-ray lighten 

The dead-black sky and my orphan 
el doom.

Yet, though the morrow 
Quenched not my sorrow,
Still could I borrow 

A promise fair 
Of future clearer 
Of peace brought nearer ' 
And comfort dearer 

Thao mourned-!or care;
I found another 
Still sweeter Mother 
Whom Christ cur Brother 

Gave unto me,—
O Mother-Maiden,
With love o’erladen,

Console us all till thy face we see I

Hi Dis ai Dorn of

BY MARY T. WAOOAMAN.

(From the Ave Maria.)

(Oontinued.)
•• Wake up, child 1 — wake up 1 

Here we are at home 1"
Marjtrie started up at the novel 

word, to find Vghte flashing and dogs 
barking and voices calling around 
her, while a long, low, pillared house 
stretched dimly in the gloom.

“Take Dobbin and give him a 
good rub down, Jeb. And, Rax,— 
dewn, down, Rex 1"

Marjorie gave a wild cry of alarm 
as a big black dog came fairly bound 
ing over her, with short, sharp barks 
of delight,

“Rex won't hurt you,child. He 
is only glad to see us home. There, 
good cl i Rex 1 Down, down I"

And, still half asleep, Marjorie 
was guided by Miss Talbot into a 
low-roofed, cosy room where a big 
wood Are was blazing on the brick 
hearth, and another Miss Talbot sat 
knitting by a shaded lamp She 
was tall and slender like her sister, 
only her cheeks were paler and her 
eyes softer, and the grey hair was 
buckled on curls on her temples 
under a pretty lace cap.

“Thank Heaven you have come, 
Susan!" she said. “ I was just go
ing to send Jeb out to look for you.
I thought you tai upset on the 
road.”

“Upset on the road, at my time 
of life I" answered Miss Susan, un
rolling herself from her big grey 
scarf. “ Toe drifts were heavy by 
the river, ar.d I bad to come erouno 
the upper load. Beside», I wa- 
too hours at the A’ylum getting thi 
child, Here she is, Ma'ÿrie, tbb 
is my sister M ttba. Y u ate ti 
wait on her and save her steps, and 
be as uselul to her as you can.”

“ I am glad to see you, Marjirie,” 
said M ss Martha, and her voice wa 
kind and swje'. “ We shall be very 
good friends, I am sure. Poor lit I- 
thing! yen must be cold and sleep; 
after that 1 mg ride. Sit down by 
the fire while I git you and Susan 
hot cup of ter."

“ And, oh, what a nice cop of tei 
it w »e !—hot and a veet and milky 
with two b'g slices of bread air 
batter beside it, on a blue and whit 
plat", m d a lit le glass saucer 0 

blackberry jam.
Then Miss Susan took Maijiri 

and her bundle upstairs to a queei 
I t le 'Cor, «here the roof slantci 
down to a low broad dormer window 
that looked out on the trees and 
•tars.

“ Say your prayers, child, and get 
to bed aa quick ae you can, for yon

are tired, I know, and we are up be
times at Manor Hill."

And Marj >rie said her prayers as 
well as her sleepy head would per
mit, and tumbled quickly into a little 
bed that, though soft and spotless as 
a snowdrift, smelt like spring fliw. 
er-, and, with the stars at ill winking 
merrily at her through her dormer, 
was soon sound asleep for the night.

“ Well, what do you think of the 
child ?’’ asked Mies Susan, ae she 
rvj lined her sister at the fireside.

“ Pretty aa a picture," answered 
Miss Marths, warmly.

“ And that’s all,” said Mies Saean.
“All I Bless me, what do you 

mean ?" asked her sister.
“That I’ve been a fool, I'm afraid 

—a stubborn old fool. The Sisters 
warned me the child was a heedless 
little thing that would be of no nse 
to us; but something in her brown 
eyes turned my head. I've a mind 
to take her back to morrow morn
ing.”

“ Ob, no ?” said Miss Martha, has
tily. “That would not be just to 
the poor child, Susan. Now that 
yon have taken her, we must keep 
her for a while and give her a fair 
trial. But”—Miss Martha laughed 
softly—“ it’s an odd thing for a 
pretty face to tarn your head, Susan 
dear—very odd.”

“It is," said Miss Susan. “I 
don't know what came over me, I 
sm snre."

“You saw Judge Rowe?" asked 
Miss Martha, anxiou-ly.

“Yes," answered her sister, “ and 
got good comfort from him. He 
says we can have another year to 
pay the mortgage, and then he mast 
foreclose. It is plain he thinka we 
are too foolish old women to be hold
ing on to a big, lonely place like this, 
with no. kith or kin to leave it to 
after we are gone; and he feela we 
would be much more comfortable in 
rooms in town.”

“And maybe we would”—Mies 
Susan took up the poker and stirred 
the fire vigorously — “ maybe, we 
woold." There was a panse, while 
the big hickory backlog cracked and 
snapped, as if it did not like the 
poker’s meddling.

“ I—I didn’t think you would ever 
say that, Susan,"—Miss Martha's 
voice was low and quavering.

“Nor I," said Misa Snaan, with 
another dab at the old hickory, that 
sent a shower of angry sparks fly
ing np the chimney. “But we may 
as well look things square in the 
fao», Martha. We’ve sold every
thing we could—land and horses and 
carriages and stock. We have sent 
off all the servants but Jeb and 
Nance, who are too old and rheu- 
matie to go. And we can’t lift the 
mortgage, or pay the interest even, 
work and stint as we will. What are 
we keeping this old place for, any
how ?”

“ Because we love it," answered 
Miss Martha, tremulously ; “ becamee 
we love every foot of the ground ; 
because it has been our dear, dear 
home, and our father’s and our 
grandfather’s for generations ; be
cause the Talbots have been born 
and reared and married and buried 
here for nearly two hundred years; 
because it would break oar old 
hearts, and kill ns to give it np, and 
yon know it, Susan," oonoloded Miss 
Martha, bursting into open tears.

“There, there!—don’t cry, Mar
tha!" said Miss Susan, her own 
voice husky. “ Don’t break down 
like that, dear ! Good Lord ! haven’t 
I lain awake half the night for year» 
planning and studying about thi» 
thing? It is yon I am thinking 
about moat of all. The work and 
worry and tronble here ie too mnoh

Tor Your Protection
we place this label on every 
package of Scott’» Emulsion. 
The man with a fish on Me back 
la our trade-mark, Md It la a 
guarantee that Scott’» Emul
sion will do all that la claimed 
for It. Nothing better for lung, 
throat or bronchial troubles m 
Infant or adult. Scott’» Emul
sion 1» one of the greatest fleeh- 
bulldera known to the m edited 
world.

WtfU fmi r#o rn iaa»l> free.

scon 1 BOWNE,

for yon. Yon are not as strong as
you were, Martha dear."

“1 know—l know; but I shall 
die anywhere else, Susan. I—I 
couldn’t stand the uprooting, deer. 
I’ve grown here too long. And 
you’ve got me the little girl to save 
my steps. The little girl—'’’

“ Humph !" said Miss Susan. “ I 
am afraid we’ll only find her another 
trial. What I brought her here for, 
against the Sister’s warnings, I am 
ure I don't know. "

“ Because her eyes went to your 
heart—that soft old heart of youis 
bat 3 on try to case in leather. Su- 
an, she may pr.ive a bright li:>le 

blessing to us after all.”
“She may," answered Miss Susan, 

grimly ; “ but I’ve strong doubts on 
ihe subject, Martha dear. There 
was another child—a quiet, steady 
one—that I ought to have chosen, 1 
know. The siaters told me as 
mnoh.”

“And why diu’t yon?" asked her 
sister in surprise.

“ Because I was a fool, I tell yun 
—a hard headed fool. The o'bet 
child squirm, d and wheedled, and 
ibis one looked me square in the 
eyes and told me plainly she wouldn’t 
suit ; and yet I brought her, to be 
another care and trial when we have 
more than we can bear now.”

“Oh, no I" said her sister, gently. 
“I feel God will help, Susan dear— 
help ns somehow. It has been my 
prayer for years that I might live 
and die in this my dear old home.”

“Then we’ll trust to Him," said 
Miss Susan, heartily; and the old 
hickory seemed to echo her words as 
with a cheery roar, it burst into 
flame that filled the whole room 
with rnddy light. “We’ll trust to 
God and fight it out, in spire of 
Judge Rowe’s advice. And may 
God help us to aave our home ; for 
no one else can, Martha dear !"

-An Ad-III.—New Friinds

VENTURE.

Marjorie's new life began betimes 
next morning; and a pleasant, busy 
life it was. There was the table to 
set with pretty flowered china and 
quaint old-fashioned silver ; the 
dishes to wash, under Miss Martha’s 
careful teaching ; the big mahogany 
table to polish ; the andirons to mb 
until they winked back Marjorie’s 
own pretty face stretched into a 
funny grin

And when work was done there 
was time for play ; for Miss Martha 
was no stern taskmistrees. When 
the early dinner was over, Maijorie 
bundled up head and ears in a red 
shawl, that Miss Susan gave her to 
save jacket and hat, and turned out 
gleefully for a race with Rex over 
the white hills, just now frosted like 
a pound-cake with spotless snow.

Then there were so many new 
abquaintanoes to make in this 
strange country world. Old Jeb, 
grizzly and kind, in the stable; Aunt 
Nance, who was fat and shiny as if 
she bad been upholstered in black 
leather, in the big kitchen ; the 
horses, the cows, the hens, the awe 
inspiring turkey gobbler, and the 
brand-new calf.

For two whole weeks Marjorie 
had found all these so diverting that 
she had been the very model of a 
little maid indoors. She had learned 
to skim the cream, to scour the milk 
pans, to print the batter, to crimp a 
ruffle under Miss Martha’s critical 
eye, and torn the heel of a stocking 
by Miss Susan’s nightly lessons.

S’.iil, after having bad fifty little 
girls to play with ever since she 
could remember, Manor Hill was 
aomewhat lonely, with Rex as the 
only playmate. At night he dozed 
stupidly on the hearth mg, while 
Marjorie turned the heel of her stock 
ing, and Miss Martha read aloud the 
“ Pathfinder."

“ O R- x," said Maij >rie one after 
noon, as, after a brisk race to the 
store a mile distant, the two friends 
paused to rest by a low stone wall 
beside the road—I wish you could 
talk, Rex 1"

Rex gave two sharp barks, and 
wagged his tail cheerfully,

“I’m just dying to talk to some, 
body that can talk back. If yon 
were only a girl or a boy, Rex, wbat 
fan we conld have!"

Rex barked again, and laid bis 
nose on Marjorie’s knee apologeli 
oally.

“ You’re the very nicest dog I ever 
knew,’’ said the little girl, stroking 
his head ; “ but yon aren’t like 
person, Rex. This is a lovely place, 
and lis awful nice to have corn cakes 
and syrup for breakfast, and hot 
doughnuts, all cinnamony end sag. 
ary, for tea, and baked apples, with 
cream on them. But I’m getting 
bad, I’m afraid, Rex I felt like I’d 
jast have to jump np and pu l Mies 
Snsau’s nose last night, if I sat still 
by the fire aootber minn'e. Good
ness ! I wonder what wouli have 
happened if I bad done it !" (Mar. 
jirie gave a funny little shiver.) *• It 
would have been as bad as when I 
pinned the paper chicken on Sister 
Bernardina’s veil. That kitty cat 
of a Nellie Deane ti Id on me. Dear . 
dear I I conld stand even kitty-cat 
Nellie to talk to now.”

Rex started np with pricked ears, 
as if he beard sometning. A boy 
was coming down the road—a big 
boy, with a fur cap set far back on 
» yel^Dw curly bead, and a marry, 
rosy *fecr, He spied . Rax, and 
whistled a clear, loud whistle, that 
made Rex bound forward, barking .
excitedly. Boy and dog met in a Minard S 
tus-le so fierce, seemingly, that Mar 1 Burns, etc.

jarie leaped on the stone fence and 
shrieked in wild affiight.

“ Let my dog alone 1" she cried, 
as Rex was rolled over and over again 
in the snow, barking madly. “You 
horrid boy ! let my dog alone I"

“Your dog!" exclaimed the new
comer, pausing to stare at the little 
red figure gesticulating on the fence. 
“Your dog I I like that! As if 1 

had not known Talbot’s Rex ever 
since 1 knew anything I Oh, I’m on
to your game straight 1 You are one 
ol the gypsies from the hollow, and 
you are stealing Rex "

“ You great, big story teller I" gasp 
ed Maij >rie, neatly breathless with 
honest indignation

“ Yes, you are I” The merry blue 
eyes that met Mrrjorie’s were sternly 
judicial now. Master Bert Bolton 
came of a race that bad worn “ wigs 
and gowns" before the Stars and 
S ripes began to wave. “ And you’d 
better make tracks back to your camp 
before my father hears of you. Be 
said the next one of you he caught 
stealing—’’

“ Stealing I” pauted Marjorie. “I’m 
not stealing R;x. He is Miss Tal 
bot’s dog, and I’m Miss Talbot’s girl.”

“ Miss Talbot’s girl !” echoed the 
other blankly. “What kind of a 
girl ?"

“ Her maid-girl," explained Mar
jorie, promptly. “ She took me out 
of St. Vincent’s Asylum to wait on 
her—"

“ Oh !" said the boy, now compre
hending the situation. “ I did not 
know that, you see. I take a run up 
to Manor Hill pretty often, for Miss 
Martha is my godmother. I am Bert 
Bolton, Judge Bolton’s boy. But 
I’ve been at Uncle Dick’s for the 
holidays and have just got back. 
That’s why Rex and I were so glad 
to see each other. We’ve been jolly 
chums always—haven’t we, old 
fellcw ?"

And Rex bounded up on Bert 
again, and the whole party walked 
amicably down the white, hard packed 
road.

“ Wbat did you say your name 
was ?" asked Bert.

“ I didn’t say anything,” laughed 
Marjorie. “ But if you want to know, 
it’s Marjorie Mayne.”

“ I hope you won’t mind my rough 
talking ?” said Bert, apologetically 
“ But, you see, you called Rex your 
dog, and I kenw be was Miss Talbot’s 
And, then, you do look a little like a 
gypsy in that red shawl—a pretty 
gypsy, you know."

“Oh, you needn’t try to make it nice! 
said Marjorie." “ But I’m not mad 
any more. 1 know wbat you meant. 
And I certainly am glad that you 
come sometimes to Manor Hill. I 
haven’t seen a boy or girl since I got 
there. Everybody is so old and so 
solemn I" added the little speaker 
with a sigh.

“ I never think of that. I suppose 
I’m used to it, said Bert laughing.

“ I am not,” responded Marjorie 
frankly. “ I’m used to fifty girls and 
having lots of fun : biind-man’s-buff, 
and ‘Open the gates,’ every night in 
the playroom ; and tag and 1 pussy 
waotl a corner,’ in the big back yard, 
and all sorts of game» ; aud jack
straws, made of burned matches ; and 
checkers, with buttons on Molly 
Byrne’s plad shawl ; and, best, of all 
to steal up to the wardrobe room and 
get Nora Ryan to tell faisy stories, 
I just love fairy stories, don’t you?”

“ I think I like Indian stories bet 
ter," confessed Bert.

“ Oh, no !" laid Matjorie, emphati
cally. “bate Indian stories. Miss 
Marthar reads them at night—about 
Indians and ‘leather-stockings.’ I 
like to hear about fairies and wands 
that change things, and princes that 
kill dragons, and enchanted castles, 
and all like that. Nora used to tell 
them fine, but I’ll not hear any more 
now."

“ Ob, yes I” said Bert. “You can 
read them yourself if you want to 
I’ve got a great big fairybook tbit I 
will lend you."

“ Oh, will you ?"—the big brown 
eyes that turned upon Bert fairly 
danced with delight. “ I never bad 
a fairy book to read in ray life. 
Wbat are those things banging over 
your shoulder ?”

“ Skates," answered Bert, laughing. 
“ Didn’t you ever see skates before ?"

“No,” said Maij nie, eargerly ; 
“ but I’ve heard of them. You go 
on them over the ice, don’t you ?"

“Yes; and I am going on them 
now, down the Mill Creek," said Bert 
who was beginning to find in this 
outspoken little person lots of fun. 
“ Would you like to go along ?"

“ Is it very far ?” asked Marjorie, 
doubtfully.

“Oh, no I” said Bert, who had 
country boy’s liberal ideas of dislanre. 
“Just down the bill a bit. And I’ll 
lend you the skates and let you see 
what fun it is.”

Lend her the skates I This was 
really more ol a temptation than Mat 
jirie could withstand. She would go 
indeed, let Bert lead where he would; 
for the frosty nip of the air was mak
ing her cheeks glow and her young 
veins tingle with joyous life And 
she had been busy and quiet and good, 
with only solemn old folks, for, oh, so 
long I It seemed ages since she had 
had any fun or frolic, except with Rex ; 
and here was a boy—s nice, jolly boy 
—r tiering ber fairy books and skates 
—delights of which our poor little 
Maijorie had only heard and dreamed 

(To be continued.)

Liniment cures

Many Women Suffer 
Untold Agony From 

Kidney Trouble.
Very often they think it is from so- 

called “female disease." There is less 
female trouble than they think. Women 
suffer from backache, sleeplessness, 
nervousness, irritability, and a dragging- 
down feeling in the loins. So do men, 
end they do not have “female trouble.** 
Why, then, blame all your trouble to 
female disease? With healthy kidneys, 
few women will ever have ‘ ‘ female dis
orders." The kidneys are so closely con
nected with all the Internal organs, that 
when the kidneys go wrong, everything 
goes- wrong. Much distress would be 
saved if women would only take

DOAN'S KIDNEY PILLS
at stated intervals.

Miss Nellie Clark, Lambeth, Ont., tells 
of her cure in the following words :—“ I 
suffered for about two years with kidney 
trouble. I ached all over, especially in 
the small of my back ; not being able to 
sleep well, no appetite, menstruation 
irregular, nervons irritability, and brick- 
dust deposit in urine, were some of my 
symptoms. I took Doan's Kidney Pills. 
The pain in my back gradually left me, 
my appetite returned, I sleep well, and 
am effectually cured. I can highly 
recommend Doan's Kidney Pills to til 
sufferers from kidney trouble.**

Price 50 cents per box, or 3 for (1.25. 
All dealers, or Doan Kidney Piu* Co., 
Toronto, Ont.

HISOELLA1TEOÜS.

“ I have seen some laugable 
things, too," said the doctor. “ Hu
man nature comes out when people 
are very sick. I was calling in once 
to attend a lady who was taken 
suddenly ill and was quite sure she 
was going to diè. There Was noth
ing very serious the matter with her’ 
but she was quite sure ber end was 
near.

“ Doctor,’ she said, I know I am 
going to die. Don’t tell my husband 
but let me ask you one "favor before 
tgo.'

“ What is it ?"
Whisper, doctoc. Ask Mary to 

fix up my bangs before they 
bury me.”

I cured a horse of the Mange with 
MINARD’S LINIMENT.

CHRISTOPHER SAUNDERS.
Dalhousie.
I cured a horse, badly torn by a 

pitch fork, with MINARD’S LINI
MENT.

EDW. L1NLIEF,
St. Peters, 0. B.
I cured a horse of a bad swelling 

with MINARD’S LINIMENT.
THOS. W. PAYNE,

Bathurst, N. B.

A cowardly fellow having kicked a 
newiboy for pestering him to buy an 
evening newspaper, the lad waited till 
another boy accosted the ‘gentleman, 
and then shouted io the hearing of 
the bystanders. It’s no use to- try 
him Jim—he can’t read I

L«xa Liver Pills are a positive cure 
for Sick Headache, Bilousness, Con
stipation, Dyspepsia, and all stomach 
and liver complaints. They neither 
gripe, weaken or sicken. Price 25c. 
at all dealers.

“Talking about dogs of keen scent, 
1 have one that will compare favor
ably with any of them."

“ Remarkable dog’ eb ?"
I should say «0. The other day 

he broke bis chain, and although I 
had been away for hours he tracked 
me and found me merely by scence. 
Wbat do you think of that ?

“ I think you ought to take a 
bath."

Minard’» Liniment Cures 
Colds etc.

Old Gentleman.—How old are 
you, my little man ?

Newsboy.—Nearly ten sir.
Old Gentleman.—And how long 

have you been in the newspaper 
business.

Newsboy.—Oh, ever since I was 
a kid.

Neuralgia.

“ I have been suffering about six 
months with Neuralgia when I started 
taking Milburn’s Rheumatism Pills. 
They did me more good than any 
medicine I aver used. Mrs. Annie 
Ryan, Sand Point, N. S.

HAD TO GIVE UP 
ALTOGETHER AND GO 

TO BED.

DOCTORS DID HER KO GOOD.
By the time Mtis l. L. Hanson, 

Waterside, N. B., had taken 
Three Boxes of HILBURN’S 

HEART AND NERVE PILLS 
She Was Completely Cured.

She writes us aa follow» :—
“ Gentlemen,—I feel it my duty to ex

press to tou the benefit I have derived 
from Milburn’s Heart and Nerve Pill». 
A year avo last spring I began to have 
heart failure. At first I would hare to 
stop working, and lie down for a while.
I then rot so bad that I had to give up 
altogether and go to bed. I had several 
doctors to attend me, but they did me 
no good. I got no relief until urged by 
a friend to try Milburn’s Heart ana 
Nerve Pille. I sent to the store for a 
box, «md bv the time I had taken three- 
quarters or it I began to get relief, and 
by the time I had taken three boxes 
I was completely cured. I feel very 
grateful to your medicine for what ft 
has done for me.—Miss L. L. Hjlnbox. 
Waterside, N.B."
Price 60 cents per box, or 8 for ILI5. ' 

All Dealers or
The T. Milburn Co., Limited, 

Toronto, Ont.

E. F. RYAN, B.A,
BARRISTER 4 ATTORNEY,

GEORGETOWN, P. E. ISLAND

March 29, 1905.

fflorson &
Barristers âf Attorneys, 

Brown’s Block, Ct.ai ljtletowr, P.F.I

MONEY TO LOAN.
Sclicitcis for Royal Bark of Canada

JOHN T. MELLISH, M.Â.,LL. B
B.V RISrE: awhTTORMY-i’-L W,

NOTAB F PUBLIC, ETC. 
(HARLOTTETOWJf, R. E. ISLAND.

Office—London House Building.

Golleoting, conveyancing, and all 
kinds of Legal business promptly 
.attended to. Investments made on 
beet security. Money to L ’an.

7
*

$500.00
PURCHASE!

■OF THE—

Ames Bolden Go’s
S-^IMZIPXjIE

BootS|Shoes
All sorts and sizes for Men, 

Women and Children,

All at Cost Price
S3? COME QUICK ^

CONROY,
THE SHOE MAN, 

Pownal Stcpet and Sunnyside, 

Charlottetown.

JOB WORK
Executed with Neatness and 

Despatch at the Herald 

Office,

Charlottetown, P.jE. Island

Tickets 

Dodgers 

Posters 

Check Books 

Receipt Books 

Note Heads 

Note Books of Hand 

Letter Heads

Canadian
PACIFIC

The
DIRECT
LINE
The
SHORT
ROUTE
To

LEAVES HALIFAX 
8.40 a. m. 

LEAVES ST. JOHN
6.00 p m.

Daily except Sunday 
ARRIVE MONTREAL

8.35 a. m
Daily except Monday

OTTAWA SLEEPING CAR SERVICE 
RESUMED.

Leaves Montreal 10.10 p. m. 
Passengers may remain in Car until 9 a.m.

For particulars and tickets call on
F. R. PERRY, Acting D. P. A., 

C. P. R., St. John, N. B.

SAY!
If you want to buy a SATIS

FACTORY pair of

BOOTS or SHOES
or anything else in the

FOOTWEAR
Line at the greatest saving 

price to yourself, try

A E. McEACHEN,
THE SHOE MAN 

QTTBB3ST STREET,

FALL and WINTER

UNDERCLOTHING
Fop Men and Boys.

-:o: -

You will save money if you buy your Uuderclothing 

from us.

STANFIELDS UNSHRINKABLE,
Y •*

in five different weights. Prices from $2 00 to $4.00 

per suit.

Heavy Wool Fleeced, 90 cents per suit 

All Wool Scotch Knit $1,00 per suit 

Fine Heavy All Wool $1.00 per suit 

Fine Eambs Wool, $2.50 per suit 

Fine Heavy Natural Wool, $4.00 

Opening today a large shipment

Mens Rainproof Coats.
GORDON & MACLELLAN,

( 1
THE STYLISH OUTFITTERS.

Charlottetown, P. E. Island,
January 27th, 1905 11

Mr. and Mrs. Everybody and Fami’y, 
Anywhere,

Three Counties,
P. E. Island

Friends,—

When in need of Cloth, Tweeds, Home
spuns, Yarns, Stockinette, Suits, Pants and Over
coats, Horse Rugging, Double Width Flannel 
(all wool or cotton and wool, white or grey.) The 
kind to get is that made by Messrs. J. A. Hum
phrey & Son, Ltd., of Moncton, whose factories, 
BY USING WOOL AND LEAVING OUT 
THE SHODDY, have won for their goods a 
reputation not surpassed by any like concern in 
Canada.

Ask your dealer for this make and in 
SIST upon getting it. You can by examining 
the ticket on goods shown you assure yourself 
that it is the genuine article If your dealer 
does not keep these goods and is not willing to 
get them for you write us direct and we will mail 
you samples and prices, or any other information 
required. Of course if convenient a personal 
call will be profitable for you and pleasant for 
us.

Yours truly,

HUMPHREY CLOTHING STORE, 

Charlottetown.

A. Winfield Scott, Manager. 

P.O.Box 417. Phone 63.

TIE T1ILI1Ï
— OF —

P» E. Island.

THE GOOD DRESSER
Is usually a man of refine

ment. His Wardrobe con
sist of the following

Evening Dress Clothes.
Tuexeda Coat.

Worsted and Scotch Tweed Suit. 
Fall and Winter Overcoat.
Extra Pants, etc.

As we tailor and shape these 
garments you have a garment of 
perfection

JOHN McLEOD & 00.
A

Merchant Tailor.s

L
X


