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“THEY BAY."

“ They say 1~ ah, well, supposs they do
But can they prove the story tree ?
Why coutit yourself among the * they "
Who whisper what they dare not say *
Suspicion may arise from naught

But malice, envy, want of thought.

“ They say ! "—but why the tale rehearse,
And help to make the matter worse *
No good can possibly accrue

From telling what may be untrue :

And 15 it not & noble plan

To speak of all the best you can ?

“ They say "—well, If it should be 8o,
Why ueed you tell the tale of woe?
WL it the bitter wrong redress,

Or make one pang of sorrow less ?
Will it the erring one restore,
Heneeforth 10 *“ go and sin no more * "

“ They say ? "—Oh, pause and look within,
See how thine heart inelines Lo sl

And left in dark temptation's hour

Thoa, too, shouldst sink beneath its power,
Pity the frall, weep.o'ertbeir fall,

But speak of good or not at all.

THE WRONG MAN.
BY THE HON. MRS. A. MONTGOMERY,
Author of * Mine Own Pamiliar Friend."

CHAPTER XI—(CosTiNuen.)

Madeline returned to the convent in an
uneasy state of mind. [t was impossible to
imagine what this dying French soldier
could bave asked her to do for him. unless
it were to write to his friends, and that the
priest who had attended him was fur more
able to do than herrell. The scene she had
gone through had in itselfl been sufficiently
emotional, and now a certaln vague anxiety
succeeded it. However, the suspense was
soon Lo be put an end to by the arrival of
the priest. He was shown into the parlor
of the convent, and Madeline,
nervous, was summoned 10 weet him. He
began by thanking her for her kindness Lo
the poor sufferer, and then said :

pale and

* The commission he has given me is so
vague that I hardly know how to convey it
to you, and [ can only hope that, when you
hear it, you will be able to throw some
light on the question ; though, on the other
hand, I am not upprepared to find that you
may be unable to give any clue to the
mystery iovolved in the poor fellow’s
confession. I must begin, Mademoiselle,
by reminding you that all 1 shall say to you

is exactly what the French soldier himself

desired me to oonfide to you. He seemed
to think that the remarkable coincidence of
an Eoglish lady being sent to him in the
last moments of his life was intended by
Divine Providence to relieve his conscience
of & heavy burden.’

Madeline listened with great impntience;
she was wishing the good man would only
come to the point without so much preamble

“ It seems,’ resumed the reverend father,
after refreshing himself with a pinch of
snufl, and displaying, at the same time a
voluminous brown cotton handkerchief,
‘that at some period of the young man's
life he was laid under a deep obligation to a
young Englishman. The poor fellow's ac-
count was a little confused, but I beiieve
that, while bathing in the Rbine in com-
pany with some other young men, he was
seized with cramp, and that the Eaglish-
man r d bim at iderable peril to
bhimself. Some time after this occurrence,
be had an offer from a commercial house in
Berlin to go on a mission to Eagland for
them, in conneciion with som: business,
and he would necessarily pass through
France on his way. But that time he had
contracted the sort of friendship with the
young Englishman that might exist be-
tween two men of the same age, though
not, so far as | can wmake oul, of quite the
same social position. The Eoglishman
was, for some reason or other, in a state of
banishment from his own home. He seems
to have opened his heart in a measure to
the Freuchman whose life he had saved,
and to have entrusted him with a letter
addressed to his mother.
important part of the communication he
had to make her, could not safely be con-
veyed in writing, and he had a verbal
message to deliver, which, it appears,
would have reinstated the Englishman in
the esteem of his friends.’

*Did be deliver the letter? said Made-
line, interrupting him.

The father paused before answering her.
He was struck by her pallor, and the con-
traction of her features.

¢ I fear, Mademotselle, your solicitude for
the poor fellow, who I hope is now in
peace, has been too much for you. You
are doubtless, at your age, unaccustomed to
such scenes.’

It is not that,’ said Madeline, quickly.
‘ but do you know the Englishman’s name?”

‘Jet me see, I had great difficulty in
catching it. Something like Airbear, I
think. Does Mademoiselle know such a
pemson?

Madeline felt a choking in her throat as
she replied:

‘There is no English name I know
exactly like that. Bat did he deliver the
letter?

*Alas! no, Mademoiselle, that Is the
point [ am coming to. He took the letter
and went to Paris. There he was detained
by a variety of causes longer than he
originally intended. You must remember
that the letter without his verbal explan-
ation of it was of no use; and that, more-
over, he bad promised the most sacred
secresy to Monsieur Airbear. While in
Paris, ho received intelligence that his

friend had enlisted in the Prussian army;
for 1 must tell you that he passed for a
Prussian, no one but our poor Fremch sol-
dier knowing him to be of Eaglish birth.
The Frenchman remained in Paris till the
war was about to be declared; and in the
frensy of Frenchmen at that time, he ab-
Jured all friendship with the man who had
gaved his life, but who now any day might
be fighting against his country. Finally one
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ing all the incidents of bis past life, sad
fesling how dreary it was 10 be dying with-
out » friend near him, and even withont

hearing the accents of his own native
tongue. Then remorse seised him for his
faithlessness to his friend. But it was not
until you came to bim, Mademoiselle, and
told him you were Englsh, and asked him
whether he would not see a priest, that he
made up his mind 10 make his confession
and really prepare for death.’

Madeline was much overcome. A variety
of conflicting emotions chokcd her utter-
ance. Could the young Englishman be
Frederick Herbert? for she was too conver

sant with French not to know that the
pronunciation given by the French soldier
and the German priest was just what they
might be expected to use in speaking of the
companion of ber early life. At the same
time the whole matter was so involved in
mystery that she was afraid of compromis-
ing hersell or others by extering into any
explanation with the priest.

‘1 do not see what | can do in the mat

ter,' she saild, in a doubtful voice, as if
spenking to herself.

‘Do not despair, my dear young lady.’
replied the kind-hearted mnan, eagerly. I
am quite of the same opinion as the poor
soldier. I believe God brought youa here
that you might exonerate the young Eng-
lishman beforv his friends, and that you
might make up for his ungratetul omission
Depend upon it, good will come out of this
curious combination of circumstances. Al-
rendy you have been the means of inducing
that poor fellow to receive the last sacra-
ments; the rest will follow’

‘Did you learn his name, also, reverend
father? For that may be of congequence in
any attempt to find the Englishman .’

*No; it is very extraordioary, that eu-
tirely escaped me. Dil he vot tell you?’

*No; | never asked him. 1 nsked if |
should write to any of his family, but he
shook his head, thanked me, and declined.’

‘ He told me,’ resumed the Father, ‘ that
he was an orphan, and had no relations.’

‘ How very unfortunate! And Madame
Sophie Theine did not kmow. He was
only known in the hospital by the number
at the head of his bed '

 #h! poor fellow! What a consolation
it is to believe that there is One who knows
us and cares for us as individuals, and not
as units in a regiment or numbers in a sick
ward. There is nothing se dreary to think
of as the cataloguing of buman sonls or the
oumbering of human sufferers. Happily
there is One who knows all minutely.’

He ruse to take his leave, and Madeline
promised she would think over all he had
told her; and ‘ I need not add,’ she said, * il
ever I find the clue to the Englishman's
family, I will do my best to tell them that
the soldier had a mission to them, and was
the bearer of a letter. And yet what good
can it do?” murmered she to herself, as the
priest closed the door after him and she
was left alone.

Madeline pondered lung and deeply on
all that had occurred. It appeared to her
imprudent o make any communication to
Mrs. Herbert upom such a very vague sur
mise as that afforded by the dying soldier's
conlession ; moreover, it was quile possible
that if Frederick really intended to convey
auy secret to his mother he had found
other means of doing so. It seemed no
business of hers to interfere in this terrible
secrct, and her doing so might even be
more painfal than consoling to Mrs. Her-
bert. She shrank from intruding into a
sorrow which she had always considered as
sealed to her; and, glad as she would have
been to soothe her grief. or give a ray of
additional hope to the poor mother's heart,
yet it was a delicate thing to open the
question at all, uniess she was sure of being
the bearer of real and certain good tidings.
Added to this, she was still a little sore at
the way in which Frederick Herbert and
his mysterious guilt were always been
brought brfore her. She had hardly re-
covered from the shock of being told that

Bat the more|common gossip had all but married ber to

the man she had looked upon with secret
abhorrence for so many years, and now
bere was the question turning up again,
and that in a way which seemed to lay
some obligation upon her, and to involve
her in a difficult responsibility.

That night she bad but little sleep—her
pulse beat fast and light; the ghastly face
of the dying man haunted her dreams. It
had been a face with no natural charm, and
its pl in death. At
the time she had noticed this without feel-
ing it, for all her thought snd anxiety had
been for the poor soul about to take its
fight for eternity. Bat now in the long
silent bours, with no break save the con-
vent clock tolling st every quarter, and the
distant sound of the railway rumbling
through the stiliness, and recalling pain-
fully to her imagination the weary journ-
eys she had gone through, and the terrible
monotony of those trucks full of eattle or
heavy baggage, all the real undisguised
horrors of that death-bed came vividly
before her. At any other time she would
have dwelt chiefly on the thought of his
having died in hope and resignation. But
her perves were overstrung. and the
mystery of Frederick Herbert's fate excited
and vexed her imagination.

It was a great relief to her when the next
morning she found that they were Lo leave
for Brussels on the following day, She was
to go with the nuns (o a house ofitheir
order there, until some other arrangement
might be determined on. Madeline hoped
to find letters from home awaiting her.

" b hid,

i | She had been delayed much longer on the

route than she had anticipated, and as the
post through the war country could be bat
little velied on, she had begged them to
write to Brussels. She had beard nothing
from Cumille for some time, and felt sure

her to stay with her, either till the Fiis-

Geralds joined -her, or her father came to

fetoh her.

In a few more days she reached Brussels;

only, however, to meet with disappoints
from her father informed

that his Jamenees had increased, and

i
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Vouderblane, who bad let Brussels three

CHAPTER XII

The dark vell of a deep melancholy had

fallen on Camille Vonderblanc's uncongen-

ial home. She was, perhaps, the only one
in that disanited house and family who
really mourned the death of its master, save
the faithful servant who had attended his
Inst moments. For nbout a month after her
busband’s death, Mad Vouoderblanc
maintained, with tolerable propriety, the
character of a widow. She reecived visits
of condolence from all her friends, and wore
very becoming mourning. Bat the visits
puid and over, she began to feel the mono

tony of existence, unalleviated by the possi

bility of going into society, or of receiv-
ing in her own house. To this dreary men.
timent another was united of a more poig-
nant nature, and which turned the beart of
the unhappy woman into a well of bitter-
ness. Her owa fortuse was a good one, but
her daughter's was larger, She retained,
on the death of her husband, the full enjoy-
ment of all she had brought him on her
marriage; but his own wealth he had be

queathed solely and entirely to Camille.
The splendid house tbey lived in at Brussels
was the daughter's and the mother only
possessed a smaller house, which had be-
longed to her father, in a less fashionable
part of the town, and which at that moment
was fet. Every day seemed to increase the
sense of her lowered position, and it was
with n heart fall of envy that she looked
rour d her and calculated how this and thag
article of luxury and wealth was no longer
hers, but Camille's.

Monsleur Vonderblanc had borne the sor-
rows of his married life with n silent resig-
oation, which the world thought cowardly
and mean spirited; but he never forgot that
once he had deeply loved the woman who
had made his life miserable.
to the very lew to whom he ever opened
his heart on the subject, “* I will be true to
my own past. She was very benutiful when

He would say

I fell in love with her. I loved her dearly,
and was long in wooing her. I will never
forget that, let her be what she may now.”
Then he would show them an exquisite
miniature of Eugenie dql.eforee, as she had
been at the age of twenty, when he courted
her; a fair face looked out from a wilder-
ness of luxuriant tangled hair, gleaming
with a golden light ; blue eyes, full of langh-
ter; and though there was something not
quite pleasant in the small woath and thin
lips, you felt they had only to break into a
smile to be altogether lovely. He had been
warned that the lively beauty, whose giddy
pranks were the talk of all Brussels, would
make a sorry wife. But the Count could
associate nothing but charm and innocent
mirth with that child-like face and sylph-
like figure. [le was much older than she,
but had a large fortune to add to hers—for,
like Camille, she was an only child; and
having through ore season made herself
more talked of than was convenient by her
foolish conduct with a Polish Count, wio, it
was discovered, had left a wife at home, she
thought it prudent to end by accepting the
hand of the nmiable, rather foolish, and very
rich old gentleman who had so long been
her ndorer.

Monsieur Vonderblanc's will had con-
tained n clause which was certainly pecu-
liar, but which very exactly depicted
the man's character, his notions of honor,
and his quiet, sarcastic view of the relation
between himselfl and bis wife. We have
said that his fortune, was large. It appear-
ed from his testament that he dated tbe be-
ginoing of the misery of his domestic life
from the time when his only child was
about a year old; and it transpired that
from that period he had invariably laid aside
the interest of the capital of which his wife's
fortune consisted. This he bequeathed to
her on his death. It made a considerable
sum. and ought to have contented the avari-
cious woman ; but beside the sting of re-
proach conveyed by such a bequest, she was
indignant that her child should possess, from
the date of her father's death, the whole of
bis Inrge fortune. Mounsieur Vonderblanc
had notified in his will the day from which
be dated this carious Inying aside of the in-
terest of his wife's money, and though no
one, perhaps, knew it but herself, she had
many reasons for remembering the events
of that day when she and her husband had
had their first serions and fatal quarrel.
After that ble never reproached her, and he

ldom, if ever, plained. Their lives
lay apart, and if his was not always what
his really best friends might have wished,
at least it was free from all scandal; while
hers, on the contrary, only hung together
because she was sheltered by him, and more
over, eccupied a positiion in society which
makes that society inclined to be indulgent.

Perbaps, it Monsieur Vonderblanc could
have foreseen how much pain and asnoy-
ance the sole possession of such wealth was
likely to bring his dnughter, his hand would
have hesitated to write the few lines which
drew down on her the jealous dislike of her
sole remaining parent. Bat he had thought
only of how happy he was in being able to
heap around her all that had made his own
existence supportable in the absence of
home-comfort, and to believe that, in addi.
tion to this, she who so well deserved it,
would enjoy all the bliss of domestic life
with a man really worthy of her.

When Camille became aware of her posi-
tion, her great object had been to prove to
her mother that, in all matters not involv-
ing & question of duty, she was anxious it
shuuld not make the slightest difference in
their relative positions. .

‘ What does it matter,’ she would say,
‘ whether this house be all yours or all mine
since you wilf, of course, continue to Jive in
it just as you have done? I do not want
anything changed, my dear moth Enjoy
it just as before, and do so as long as you
live. 1should never wish it otherwise.’

way, not to say fool. How can you say I
can live here as in the past, when sny day
you may marry, and probably will marry,
someone I detest, and who detests me, and
who, the first thing be does, will notify to
me that I had better go and live in my own
house.’

* Bat you forget, mother, that no one 1
marry ean do this without my sanction, and
that he will never have. Who ever I marry
must be content to live with me in some
other house, Hapily there are are plenty to
choose from,’ said she with.a smile, hoping
to tarn her mother's thoughts into a
pleasanter

‘ You are a child, Camille, to talk in that,

would condesoend Lo stop here on sufferance

over her head?
least as much as my father's ; and that I can-

of being under an obligation 10 your own
child, not even were you, which you are

altar the way in which my poor dear father
has made his will. But as practically it
need make little or no difference to you, and
as | eannot understand yoar notion of being
indebted to me, who owe you my existence,
or of being humilated, I can oniy repeat it,
dear mother, use everything as if it were
your own.'

A murmuring reply thal she was unprac-
tical and silly, and then some peevish: tears,
was all that poor Camille ganined by these
well-intentioned protestations. Her mother
would tell ber, sobbing behind her brond-
hemmed cambridge handkerchief, that she
know nothing of the world, and nothing of
life, and that all she saidl was no more than
the dream of a young girl; that a thing lent
was never like a thing that was your own;
that she never could have supposed her hus-
band would have been so crivel »s to leave
that house away from her. It was bad
enough leaving her nothing but her own
fortune—which was her way of describing
the remarkable disposition of his money
already alluded to—but thatto turn her out
ot the house in which thay had passed all
their married life, was an act of barbarity.
Whett the conversation reached this point,
Camille had always n great difficulty in re-
maining calm. She could bear a great deal
from her mother especially; but she could
not bear an attack on her father, or n word
lisparaging to his duct

Sbe was nlways afraid she should say
more than would be right from a daughter
o a mother; and, therefore, at this point
she would get up and approach her mother,
trying to say something kind, which had no
rererence to the subject in dispute, and then.
pressing a kiss on her forehead, would leave
the room ; for afier a certain number of ex-
periences she found that the longer she re-
mained, the hysterical weeping continued
and incrensed. i

There was some truth in Madame Von-
derblanc’s assertion that a thing lent is
never like your own, as there is nlways
some truth in the hard, literal, business-like
assertion of seifish, matter-of-fact people,
There is a rocky substratum in all questions
of this nature which is very evident to
people of Madame Vonderblanc's character,
and which lofty minds like Cimille's try to
ignore. Had she been capable of under-
standing and appreciating her daughter, it
might have gone on very well. Each would
have entered into the sentiments of the
other with mutual generosity, and a sys-
tem of give and take. But practicly,
Madame Vonderblanc being what she was,
the combination desired by Camille, and
which she fancied so easily became an
impossibility.

There was not an hour in the day that
Madame Vonderblanc was not drawiag a
silent comparison between what in the
house was hers and what was Camille's. As

she sat in L.er arm-chair, her eye wandered
over the room, seleciing this or that ariicle
of furniture, which she remembered par-
chasing with her own money tweanly years
ago. That at least was hers. She could
probably even show the bill she had paid,
and got receipted for it. There might be

which would next arrest her attention. The
Count had been with her when she had
selected them, and now it would be hard to
part with them. They would look so well
in the drawing-room of her own housc ; they
would match with that beautiful paper she
had put up for the gratification of her pre-
sent tenant. She immediately recollected
that theJsame idea had crossed her mind
when she had bought them Not that of
course then there could have been any ecall
for such a reflection; as in those bhappier
days she had neyer supposed Monsieur Vou-
derblanc would be guilty of such a grave in.
justice. No. indeed. Nevertheless she wns
sure it had occurred to her how well they
would go with that new paper, had such a
combination been required: and that, of
course, at once proved that it was she who
had purchased theni,wad not the Count. She
vever would have dreamt of mutching
the Count's curtains with her paper— even
mentally. They were her own, paid for
with her own money ; not a doubt of it.
This process of reasoning was going on
incessantly, and when next she saw Camille
it was repeated aloud to her. To do Cam-
ille justice, she never contradicted the con-
clusion her mother invariably arrived at,
though she saw that, if it went on much
longer, the result would be that the house
would be left to her, with a small portion
of bedroom furniture and kitchen untensils.
Still it never occurred to her to remonstrate
at this gradual absorption of all the person-
alities, till one day, in an ill-advised
, emboldenod by her apparent suc-
cess, it had suggested itself to Madame Von-
derblanc to see whether she could not al
appropriate the pictures, and especially the
six magnificent full-length family portraits
we have alrendy alluded to, Bhe was just
recovering from an attack of migraine (at
least s0 she said), when this health-inspir-
ing idea took hold of her imagination.
Camille had brought her work into the
boudier, to sit; awhile with her mother,
for since her father's death she had re-
doubled ber attention to her sole remaining
parent, and seemed bent upon winning her
affections, if she had any to bestow. The
light was conveniently shaded by muslin
curtains, lined with pale blue silk, which had
the effect of throwing & not unbecoming

“And do you think, you silly child, 1 abunt those four besutiful pictares, and

for them,

some doubt concerning those hangings. I

ing her int iratd

or acoept your house out of charity? Do you |and how lwporiant a part they played in
imagine that Eugenie de Laforee, who|her geaeral happiness, and how dresdful it
brought your father a fortune that at that| would be 'ever to lose them. Then she
time nearly equalled his own, is going| went ou, partly to remember, and partly to
to be dependent upon his child. and to inveat the Count's answer, of how she was
owe to her and her husband the roof she has | never 10 be without the presence of these
silent sources of so much bliss. No dis-
*I think thet T sm your child, mother, at | position he ever should or could make in

his will, was to deprive her of those valu-

not understand your having any sentiment | sble portraits. Therefore, of course, they

were hers; and equally, of course, Camille
would never dispute her father's real in-

not, and never can be, dependent upon me | tentions, though they might seem to have
for everything. It is not in my power lo changed at the time he wrote that wicked

will, which, but for the fict that he was
not fully conscious of what he was doing,
nnd was under the influence of others,

could vever have come from his hand.

Camille listened in silence. ller cheeks
burnt with shame and indigoation. She
was( begioning to feel that the time had
come when it would be necessary to put a
stop to Lhis, She had no wish that her
mother should be deprived of anything that
she desired to possess. But, on the other
hand, her respect for her father's memory
made it impossible for ber, with her strict
sense of justice, to sit ealmy by and run the
risk of his last wishes being to a great ex-
tent gradually and silently put aside and
overruled, nnd then all future remonstrance
silenced by the assertion that she had given
her counsent—that If Madame Vonderblane
did not iaherit these valuables through her
husband’s testamentary dispositions, she at
least beld them as a gift from: her daughter.

[Tv BE conTINUED.]

FARM FOR SALE.

'1‘HE undersigned will sell by private sale
hie valuable farm of 100 acres of land at
Nine Mile Creek, West River. It is a shore
farm, convenient tw mussel mud, starch
factory, lobster fagtory, .lnpring places, etc
“or further particulars apply in Charlotte-
town, to on the
premises to

ames Bradley, or

JOHN BRADLEY.
Nine Mile Creck, Dec. 26, 1883—3m

£77,000,000 IN CHANCERY.

“ Next of Kin and Heirs al Law Gazette,” pub-
lished semi-mouthly, containing inheritance laws.
Chancery decisions, etc., and (in continuations) over
120,000 names of parties which have been advertised
for in Kugiand, Wales, Scotland, Ireland, United
States of Ameriea, Canada, Australia, East and
West Indies, France, Holland, Belgium, Germany,
ete., ete, since 1665, Size, 12 pages. Subseri
fz.ll) per year. Single copies 10 cents. William
taich, Publisher, 251 William St., Port Office Box
3300, New York Uity. feb®

C. P. FLETCHER

AS just received a tremenduous stock

of ORGANS, PIANOS, and general
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS, at Fletcher's
Music Store,

SIGN OF THE BIG FIDDLE.
Charlottetown, Nov. 14, 1888,

PEAKE'S NO. 3 WHARF,

(M. P. Hogan'’s Old Stand).

100,000 foet Seasoned Pine, 1, 1}, 1§ and 2
inch, &e., &c.,

100,000 do Hemlock Boards,

100,000 do Spruce do.,

100000 do

Studding, 2x3, 3x3, 2x5, 2x6, &c.,
300,000 Cedar Shingles, No. 1,

300,000 Spruce do.,
20,000 Brick,
10,000 Clapboards, Nos. 1 and 2.
Dressed Flooring, BScantling, Fencing,

Cedar Posts, Refuse Deal, &c., and all other
kinds of Lumber suitable for Building pur-
POSOS.

All the above to be sold cheap for cash.

POOLE & LEWIS.
Offico—Peake's Wharf, No. 3. apré—ly

A FEW HINTS

FOR THE USE O*

-_—
DosE. — To move the bosw-
els gently, 2 to & Pills,
s thoroughly, 4 to 6 Pills.

Experience will decide the
proper dose in cach case.
For Comstipatiom, or Costivemess, no
remedy is so effective as AVER'S Piris,
They insure regular daily action, and re-
store the bowels to a healthy coadition.
For Indigestion, or Dyspepsia, AYER'S
PiLLs are invaluable, and a sure cure.
Heart-burn, Loss of Appetite, Foul

4 'y, Dizal Head-
ache, Numbaess, Nausea, are all relioved
and eured by AYER'S PiLis. b4

in Liver Billous

and Jaundice, AvEs's PiLis should be
given in doses large enough to excite the
liver and bowels, and remove comstipation.
As & cleansing medicine in the Spring, these
PILLS are unequalled.

Worms, caused by a morbid eondition of
the bowels, are expelled by these PiLLs.

Eruptions, Skin Discases, and Plles,
the result of Indigestion or Constipation, are
cured by the use of AVER'S PiLia,

For Colds, take AVER'S PILLS to opem
the pores, remove Inflammatory secretions,
and allay the fever.

For Diarrhaa and Dysentery, caused by
sudden colds, indigestible food, ete., AYER'S
PiLLS are the true remedy.

Rh Gout, N and
Sciatien, often result from digestive derange-
ment, or colds, and disappear on removing
the eanse by the use of AvEm's PirLia.

T Dropey, Kiduney
and other disorders eaused by debllity or
obstruction, are cured by Aven's Piis,

Suppression, and Painful Menstrus-
tion, bave a eafe and ready remedy in

AYER’S PILLS.

Fall directions, In varions I a0
company each package.
PREFPARED BY
Dr.J.C. Ayer&Co., Lowell, Mass.
Sold by all Drugglets.

palior and general appearance of delicacy
over the Baronne's countenance, on those
not very rare occasions when it seited her
o be in an invalid state,

She had sat silent for some time, smelling
at her salts, and eating choocolate bon.bons,

There had been » day, many years ago,
when she and the Count had been alone
together, and she had been talking to him

Presently she began. llmnlﬂ(o\n\ry.. OME

Hemlock Timber.

WANTED!
round Hemlock Timber for
piles.  Also, & lot Flatted Lige.
w

Apply
P. W. HALES,
June 6, 1883 —uf Steam Nav. Co

may

WINTER GOODS
Selling Very Oheap for Oash

—AT THE—

LONDON HOUSE

Men's Ulsters,

Men's Overcoats,

Men's Reefing Jackets,

Men's Wool Underclothing,

Men's Cardigan Jackets,

Men's Fur Caps, 1
Men's Gloves, Mitts & Scarfs,
Buffalo Robes,

Japanese Wolf Robes,

Blankets, Railway Wraps,

Horse Rugs,

Ladies’ Cloth Sacques,

Ladies’ Cloth Ulsters,

Ladies’ Fur-lined Circulars,

Ladies’ Astracan Jackets, i
Fur Caps and Muffs. :

GEO. DAVIES & CO.

Charlottetown, Nov. 14, 1883,

VERY CHEAP.

PERKINS & STERNS

Have now on Sale a completo assortment of the

NEWEST AND CHEAPEST GOODS
TO BE FOUND.

Dress Goods, Cloths, Flannels, Winceys,

Gireat Variety, Newest Pattorns, Latest Styles, and Very Cheap.

Velvets and Velveleens,

An extraordinary large stock, in Brocade and Plain, in all the new shades,
Better value cannot be found.

Silks, Satins, Crapes, Frillings, Kid Glores and Mitts, ., de,
Fur Lim:d Cloaks, Dolmans, Jackets, Ulsters and Shawls,
(irey and  White Cotton, Cotton Warp, de.

IMMENSE VARIETY OF KNIT WOOL GOODS,
CARPETS. OIL CLOTHS, ROOM PAPER, &c., &c.

PERKINS & STERNS.

AN

October 10, 1883,

Fomale Complaints these Pills have equal.
Physicians use them for the cure of LIVER and KIDNEY discases. ld‘vv.:-l-.
or sent by mall for 25c in stamps. Circulars free. I 8 JONNSON & OO, Boston, Mass.

Croup, Asthma. Broachitls, Neural-
T e
Use) will wu reliove these terrible
Jopusows awoova o, B e L

T cu
l'y—-g.m“. Troubies,
Disesses of Spine. SoMd everywhere. Clrculams free 1. & JOU! u‘xam.--. et

I e A
HIOKEN CHOLERA, So s iimanayystass |

—————

The North British & Mercantile

FIRE & LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY

Of Edinburgh & London—Established in 1809.

Subscribed Capital.......$9,733,332
Paid up Capital.......... 1,216,666

TRANSACTS EVERY DESCRIPTION OF

FIRE, LIFE & ANNUITY BUSINESS

on the most favorable terms. Losses settled with
promptitude and liberality,
FIRE DEPFPARTMENT.

Reserved Funds(irmrotive of paid up Capital) over $5,000.0
Insurances effected at the lowear curlent nt;e. 00.00

LIFE DEPARTMENT.

Accumulated Funds (irrespective of paid u ital
$12,000,000. Pt S ChRel) sew

Nine-tenths of the whole profits of the Life Branch belong to the
Assured

Profits of previous quinquennium divided among Poli Holders,
$1,658,600.00. b
New and Reduced Premiums for the Dominion of Canada.
'uoltbehnullquﬂ.h;d-,.ﬂo information,
obtained at the Prinee Hu&“u.ﬁ

GEO. W. DeBLOIS,
General Agent

January 8, 1883 —yr

|
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