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The Soul Immortal. An Ancient Foe
Seveial years ago, while sojourn

ing in France, I had for nay neighbor 
an amiable old man, M. Gotard. He 
was a gentle, kindly person, with 
peculiar ideas about certain things, 
but with a very charitable and toler
ant outlook upon the world in gen
eral. I met him first one morning 
on my way from Mass. When he 
found we were neighbors, be at once 
became very friendly and called on 
me that evening. Our gardens 
joined, the hedge was low between 
them, and I often caught a glimpse 
of a rosary around bis fingers as, at 
twilight, he paced the alleys up and 
down.

One evening after we had become 
quite intimate, we were sitting to
gether on my side of the hedge, 
smoking and chatting. Suddenly in 
the gathering night, through which 
the orescent moon was peeping, came 
the voice of a nightingale, clear, in
sistant, vibrant, beautiful. M. Got
ard rose to his feet, traversed the 
length of the garden, I following, 
till he paused beneath the tall eyoa 
more grove whence issued the rav
ishing notes of the bird. Undis
turbed by our presence, of which 
perhaps, it was not aware—we could 
see it perched on the topmost branch 
of the tree, now gently swaying 
under its tiny form and the wonder 
OU8 vibrations of its musical throat 
—we remained motionless until it 
had finished its marvelous song.

When it ceased, M. Gotard began 
to retrace his steps to the front of 
the garden.

< Magnificent 1* I exclaimed.
• Magnigoent, indeed 1’ repeated 

the old man. ' You are fortunate— 
it is the first nightingale I have 
heard since I am here—seven years, 
Tomorrow night it will return and 
sing for a longer time. The next 
«till longer, and so on. It has chosen 
your garden for a nesting place.

• It will also be a source of pleas
ure to you, M. Gotard,’ I said

< Yes, particularly as it has ap
peared in your garden. It has noth 
ing to do with me. If it had 
would have come to mine. It is just 
an ordinary bird—nothing more. 
On that point I feel quite assured.’

I looked at him unoomprehend 
ingly. He smiled !

• Come, let ue sit in the arbor and 
smoke a little longer,’ be said.
■will tell you all. I like you. Never 
before, but to M. le Cure, of St, 
Madeleine, have I told the story. 
People are so dense, and besides, it 
is my own business. And you will 
understand. We two are en rapport 
My friend, it is to the song of the 
nightingale that I owe my belief in 
the immortality of tbe soul.’

I must have betrayed my aston
ishment. The old mao smiled once 
more.

< It is true,' he said, as we sat down 
in the arbor, he on one side of the 
little table, I on the other. ‘To 
make all things plain I must begin 
at the beginning,’ he continued.
« My father was an infidel—he be 
lieved in nothing that be could not 
eee, touch and feel—my mother, 
pious Catholic. Such marriages are 
not uncommon in our country, 
Sometimes the wife converts the 
husband, but oftener not, I loved 
my mother, but early imbibed my 
father’s principles. I, too, married 
a good Catholic girl, but she died 
too soon to have made any impree 
aion on my infidelity. We were 
married a year when I was left with 
an infant daughter,

‘ An old servant took oare of her 
until the age of seven, when I sent 
her — knowing her mother would 
have wished it—to a convent school 
Where she remained, excepting dur 
jng vacations, till she was sixteen 
"When my Corinne left school, I took 
a house in the suburbs thinking that 
for me a new life of happiness had 
begun. For twenty years I had 
been employed by the drapery house 
of Alexander Freres, in a responsible 
position, with a good salary. Hav

re health and happiness is Scrofula— 
as ugly as ever since time immemorial 

It causes bunches in the neck, dis
figures the skin, inflames the mucous 
membrane, wastes the muscles, weak
ens the bones, reduces the power of 
resistance to disease and the capacity 
for recovery, and develops into con
sumption.

“Two of my children "had scrofula sorts 
which kept growing deeper and kept them 
from going to school for three months. 
Ointments and medicines did no good until 

began giving them Hood’s Sarsaparilla.I ____ _
This medicine caused the sores to heal, and 
the children have shown no signs of scrof
ula since.” J. W. McGnoi, Woodstock. Ont

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
will rid you of it, radically and per» 
manently, as it has rid thousands.

to me—but I could wish that the day 
of our parting had not come so soon - 
that I could have gone first—that we 
might have enjoyed some years to
gether. O, my darling, ’ I continued 
unable further to repress my grief, 

how shall I endure the long even
ings without the sweet songs of 1 my 
little nightingale ? ’

‘ That time neither of us could sa y 
more—our grief was too poignant. 
The next morning she called me to 
her.

Papa, ’ she said, 1 so sure am I 
the soul is immortal that I promise 
you to return in whatever shape God 
will permit—if I am allowed to do 
so—to return, and convince you, after 
I am gone : And there is only one 
thing I ask of you. It is to take these 
beads and say the sosary every day 
for my soul, and that of all tbe faith
ful departed, when I shall be no more.

She withdrew her treasured beads 
from under her pillow, and placed 
them in my hands.

The beads I shall cherish above 
everything that has belonged to you, 
my darling, ’ I responded, ‘ but to 
say them would be a mockery, a blas
phemy, what you would call a sacri
lege. I cannot do it. ’

* She wiped the tears from her 
cheek, smiling as she wept, and kiss
ed me. ‘ Papa, ' she said, wistfully,
I can wait. ’ That afternoon she 
died. When I returned from the 
funeral to my desolate home my heart 
was all but broken. For tbe first 
time in weeks I took my pipe and 
went into the garden, where I bad 
been accustomed to sit in the even
ings, under a tree close to tbe house, 
while Corinne sat at the piano, sioging, 

could not smoke, I simply leaned 
my elbows on my knees, my head 
buried in my hands—and wept. Now 
monsieur, 1 hope you are listening.

As I sat there convulsed with 
grief, in tbe branches above my head 
a nightingale burst into song. There 
had never before been one in our 
garden. Such delicious warbling I 
had never heard--full, rich, appealing, 
alive with melody, overflowing with 
joy. For as long as ten minutes the 
song continued--my suffering heart 
responding to every note, The same 
thing hippened oo succeeding even
ings, and so on for a week. At the 
end of that time my employer sent 
for me to come to his office.

M. Gotard, ’ be said, ‘ you are not 
looking well. A journey will do you 
good. Choose your own itinerary 
and, incidentally, we shall have you 

on seme of our patrons. We 
foot the bill. ’

I knew that he was right ; I 
needed a change- But, will you be
lieve it, monsieur, I felt lonely at the 
thought of leaving my nightingale. 
However, I knew that was a senseless 
objection, and in two or three days I 
set forth, itrickly charging my two 
servants, the same man and woman I 
have now, not to do anything which 
might disturb It or cause tbe bird to 
change its abiding place.

‘ Bot how could we disturb a bird 
that hides in the day time no one 
knows where ? ’ cried Nanette. 
And that only comes at night when 
we are ready to go to our beds ? Rest 
assured, M. Gotard, your nightingale 
ii

ing no bad habits and always mind
ful of my child’s future, I h&d saved 
money. My Corinne was a lovely 
character—pions, without being fan
atical, reasonable in every way. 
Beautiful, too, and accomplished— 
excelling in all she undertook. See 
ihad a remarkable voice—lyric so
prano, which would have made her 
fortune on the stage. Bat my dar
ling had no snob aspirations. Al
ways in tbe evening she would sing 
to me, songs that her mother had 
loved, and others she had learned at 
the convent, And I was continually 
bringing her new music. I used to 
«all her ‘ my little nightingale.’

< There was only one drop of sor
row in our cup of happiness. Cor
inne grieved because I no a Id not hr. 
liet e in the things she held most dear 
And then, suddenly she contracted a 
«evere cold, and went, like her 
mother, into a quick consumption 
I wiiUpass over those last days, mon 
sieur— ber suffering, her resigna
tion, her anxieties for me. Almost 
st the very end she said to me one 
evening :

* Pap», I am willing to go, for it ii 
G'd who calls me. My only regret 
is that I must leave you. But—1 
know that we shall meet again in 
Heaven. ’ I can hear her dead voice 
breaking as she said it, and with crude 
perhaps, but sincere conviction, I an 
swered her :

• My child, this is certain—we shall 
never meet again. With this life 
-everything is it an end. The thought
£ives me no pain it is second nature

here for the summer. ’ And so I 
departed.

Three days later I made the first 
stop oo my journey. I had arrang
ed it that I might do the greater 
amount of business for the firm while 
insuring an entire change for myself.
It was at Carlsruhe while wsiting for 
my dinner, almost the solitary occup
ant of a suburban cafe, that like a 
sudden and unexpected strain of 
music tbe warble of a nightingale re
sounded through the deserted dining 
room. I heard it with a thrill that 
was half pain, half joy. All through 
my dinner it sang on, a matchless, 
beautiful roulade. I rose from the 
table and peered through the window 
beside which a poplar was growing. 
The song of the bird seemed to come 
from its branches. When I went to 
pay my bill I said to the clerk.

1 It appears you have nightingales 
here, monsieur. I love their music.'

• No, monsieur, ’ be replied. 1 Just 
now we were saying that never before 
since we opened have we heard one 
until tonight. ’

• I took my hat and went out; 
Toe song of the bird bad ceased.

‘ The following evening I was at 
Frankford. I bad dined, and, walk
ing to my lodgings, in tbe moonlight, 
once more I heard the nightingale 
sing. The same thing occurred at 
Mayence and each night as I sailed 
down the Rhine. Quitting Ober- 
wesel, as we came to the Loreli, the 
•oog seemed to come from the legen
dary rock. At Coblenz, it was in the 
quay that I heard it ; at Bonn, tbe 
roulade floated down from the bills 
where poor Beethoven had conceived 
his most sublioe thoughts. And al 
ways, always at the hour of twlight.
In the Church of St. Uruula,at Colo
gne, it vibrated through deep, relig
ious silence. I returned by way of 
Belgium. Every night, in tbe gar
dens, or from the balconies of tbe 
hotels where I stopped, the voice of 
a nightingale would be beard, to the 
delight of, all who were fortunate 
enough to listen to it, aod espicially 
to . myself, to whom it seemed, with 
each succeeding evening to grow 
sweeter and sweeter.

‘ I began to long for night to come 
that I might hear it, and, on the oth
er hand, to dread the fall of darkness 
lest the song should some time fail 
me. At last my journey was over ;
I had done well for my employer and 
the change bad benefited my own 
health. My first question on my re
turn to my own home was, 1 And 
how about my nightingale ? ’

* Nanette looked at her husband 
who stammered, ' Monsieur, I am 
sorry to say that since the day you 
left its voice has not been beard. ’

' You can imagine my discom
fiture, monsieur. I felt as though I 
had lost a dear friend. I dreaded to 
take my usual smoke in the garden. 
But at nightfall I went out, as usual, 
and hardly was I seated there when 
once more the voice of the bird broke 
forth, incomparably, enchanting, joy
ous—as though to welcome me home 
Long, long it sang, and as the mom
ents passed the note of joy changed 
into one of supplication, almost of 
anguish and despair. And, as I sat 
there listening, wondering, it seemed 
to me that my child, my Corinne, 
was near me—I could even detect in 
the voice of the bird an echo of her 
own. •

* Then the veil lifted and a flood of 
light poured in upon my soul. It 
was she—my darling, * my little 
nightingale, ’ who had kept her pro
mise, who had been permitted to 
come to her sorrowing but unbeiiev 
ing father, who had followed me 
through all my wanderings, who— 
weary and almost homeless—now 
was beseeching me to remember— 
and believe. From that moment, 
monsieur, I have never had a doubt 
of the immortality of the soul. Next 
day I went to the Cure, whom, as a 
man, I always liked and respected— 
that night I began to say my beads. 
Since then, Man every Sunday, every 
three months the Sacraments, and 
always, always, the rosary, monsieur. ’

1 And the nightingale ? I inquir
ed.

' Since that evening I have not 
heard it until now. But this oew 
singing does not matter—it is in your 
garden—it has nothing to do with 
me, though I shall always like to hear 
it should it return.

‘ And now, monsieur, I shall leave 
you, for it is growing chilly, and I 
have talked too long. But every 
word I have told you is the truth. I 
make not the slightest account of the 
legend which says that the nightingale 
will fallow one whom it likes over 
land aed sea I do not believe it— 
the idea is absorb. There is but one 
solution to the 
I believe
the immortality of the soul. We 
shall meet again—my beloved ones 
and I—we shall meet again. Good 
night monsieur, ’

Then he left me, and, as he des
cended the steps of the arbor, I heard 
the click of tbe rosarf as he took it 
from bis pocket.—Mary F. Mannix 
in Extension.

the wires connecting tbe home with 
tbe outside world. Here is en op
portunity for a compromise, for him 
to realise that tbe pleasures of both 
are to be considered, that a graceful 
surrender occasionally to her desire 
is but equity. If he do it under 
visible protest, with the disguised 
cheerfulness of one going to tbe 
dentist’s, he bas killed the merit of 
his compromise.

There may be some simple dress 
of bers tbst he loves to have her 
wear. It has memories or associa
tion or something else that pleases 
him. She knows it does not fit 
well in tbe back, and that tbe sleeves 
are actually two seasons behind tbe 
times, and no one wears them that 
way now. He may be in blissful 
ignorance of the unlawfulness of a 
woman daring to defy fashions, but 
at home, some rainy night, when np 
one will make a call, it really would 
not burl much if she were sweetly

HIS FACE AND NECK WERE 
COVERED WITH PIMPLES

Pimples are caused by bad blood. 
There is only one way to get rid of them, 
outward applications are no good, and 
that is to get at the seat of the trouble, 
by using a good reliable blood medicine.

Burdock Blood Bitters hss been oo the 
market for over 30 years, and is one of the 
most reliable blood cleansers procurable.

It removes all the poisonous matter 
from the blood, and leaves a beautiful 
dear complexion.

Mr. Philip 8. Cobb, Ormpaod, P.E.L. 
writes: “About a year ago my Deck and 
face were entirely covered with pimples, 
and having tried nearly every medicine 
I could think of, and getting no relief, I 
at last thought of Burdock Blood Bitters 
and decided to try a bottle.

“After the first bottle was done tbe 
pimples were almost gone, so I got 
another and after finishing it they en
tirely disappeared, and I now have a 
beautiful clear complexion free from all 
ailments of the skin. To all persons 
troubled with pimples or any other skin 
diseases I highly recommend Burdock 
Blood Bitters. I feel quite sure it will 
cure them.”

Manufactured only by The T. Milbum 
Co., Limited, Toronto, Ont. \

to put on this drees unexpectedly 
jast to please him. Little oompro- easy to prevent, husband and wife 
mises and concessions make up should realize that it rests solely with 
much of the poetry of married life ; them ; the canditions are absolutely 
standing even squarely on one’s withid their control when acting in 
rights constitute its prose. unity and harmony ; either can do

Long summer separations between much, neither can do all. They can 
husband and wife are nnwise, tem- create an atmosphere of comradeship, 
porary divorces that often leave a cheerfulness and courage that defies 
long trail of sorrow, grief and mis- monotony. It takes so little to hold 
understanding. They may not ao- it at bay, in tbe beginning ; it takes 
tnally wreck home happiness, but so much to kill it in the end. It is 
they are an nnnecessary risk, like easier to dodge a few snowflakes than 
“ rooking a boat”—a foolish experi- the wild fury of the storm at its worst, 
ment that may overturn and swamp The secret of monotony is over' 
it. Toey say that absence makes absorption of the head or the hands 
the heart grow fonder, but it is not where tbe heart is not in it. It is the 
always fonder of the one left behind, over feeding of one side of life at the 
Brief separations may be love’s expense of the other ; it is the pros' 
tonics, but long one’s are often love’s 1 (rating effect of uobroken sameness in 
narcotics. Ian environment. When the daily

If the two have already lost the drudgery is uoillumined by tbe coo- 
glow of their first love, with tbe scious joy of consecration, when, 
power to recuperate from a wound though brooding and self sympathy 
of misunderstanding growing less, we translate it into a treadmill of rout, 
and sweet new treaties of love and ine, then monotony bolds us captive 
peace no longer follow grievances, It is what we pat into life that makes 
and a voluntary summer spent apart it great ; it is what it takes out of us 
from each other seems a kind of wel- that makes it mean, miserable and 
come lelief to both, the long vaca-1 monotonous, 
tion may widen the distance between 
them beyond hope of bridging. It 
may be impossible to fan again into 
the glow of reborn life and light and 
warmth tbe dying embers of an old 
love when they were all to each 
other, when no thought of travel,

Minard’s Liniment cures 
Diphtheria

' Why worry over trifles ? ’
1 They are not so expensive as

change of scene or new society could some thing larger. ’ 
bring any joy to compensate for the
emptiness and loneliness of sépara- MuSCUlar Rheumatism, 
tion. Continuons absent treatment 
is a poor cure for wounded love, Mr H. Wilkinson, Stratford, Ont.,

To keep the air of the home sweet, says :—It affords me much pleasure 
wholesome and life-giving does not to say that I experienced great relief 
require two angels or two saints, but from Muscular Rheumatism by using 
just two human beings with sense I two boxes of Milburn’s Rheumatic 
enough to realize that nagging isl Pilla. Price a box 50c. 
foolish, unnecessary, cruel, and that I
it does not pay.

In an atmosphere of constant 
fault-finding, real respect for each 
other soon dies, every good impulse 
is dwarfed, every effort discouraged, 
every spontaneity stifled, love is 
killed and, goaded to desperation, 
with misunderstandings multiplied 
beyond the bearing point, two finally 
become separated in everything that 
means unity, though they may still 
present the semblance of union to 
their friends and to tbe world.

The husband honestly and earn
estly seeking to famish the funds 
for tbe borne on as liberal a scale as 
be can may Lave a fault finding wife, 
discontented, unsympathetic, unap
preciative of his efforts, selfishly 
thinking only of her own desires. 
Nothing that be can do ever salifies 
and he may have to face at each 
home coming the eternal money dis 

tory I have told you. I onssioD and argument. It domin 
It as firmly as I believe in | atea the dinner table, ovetflows into

tbe evening session and rises with 
new force at breakfast time, a de
pressing, nagging influence that saps 
spirit and energy in meeting the 
business problems and duties of the 
day.

Business is not all sorrow, strug
gle, strain. There is the keen zest 
of competition, the red blood of 
enterprise and accomplishment, joy 
spots of pleasant interviews and spe
cial successes. There are incidents 
of quaint people, humor of funny 
customs, interesting news of new in 
ventions, changes, tendencies, move
ments, and trends. These are worthy 
of the telling and may be of value as 
information or warning.

Wives should know of the tempta
tions and trials and tests of business 
life. Many a man has been encour
aged to stand bravely by tbe right bf 
a wife who heartened him in bis 
ideals, who counted principles higher 
than mere money and who would 
not consent to some get-rich quick 
scheme that might get under Mhe 
wire of the law but would not square 
with sterling honesty and tbe higher 
ethics of truth and justice.

The wife, whether the be sympa
thetic, helpfyl, and genuinely inter 
ested or not, should know, at least, 
the amount of tbe husband’s income 
aod whether the business is prosper
ing ; how much more sbe is told 
rests with him and—herself. She 
should know this in order to guage

What have you on your mind ? '' 
My corns. ’
Where are you carrying your mind 

now ?’

Beware Of Worms.
Don't let worms gnaw at the vitals 

of your children. Give them Dr. Low’s 
Pleasaot Worm Syrup and they’ll soon 
be rid of these parasites. Price 50c.

We kissed and made up last 
night ’ -

Different with Marne and me. ’ 
How was that ? ’
We kissed aod fell out, ’

Minard’s 
Distemper.

Liniment cures

* What is meant by the new woman’ 
1 The new woman ? ’
' Yes. ’
1 The lady who never grows old. ’

Little Problems of Wedlock

Married life is disonesed sensibly 
by William Gregory Jordan in a vol 
urne recently off the press of Flem
ing H. Revell Company. Following 
are some attractive extracts :

If marriage meant the wedding of 
a saint and an angel there would be 
no problems to solve, no perfection 
to attain, no progress to make. On 
earth, except in the pages of fiction 
it is different ; hugbacd and wife are 
usually strongly human. No mat
ter how lovingly united or how 
sweet their accord, they never have 
the same temperaments, tendencies 
and tastes. Their needs are differ
ent, their manner of looking at 
things is not identical, aod in vary
ing ways their individualities assert 
themselves. Concession is merely 
a buffer or spring in the home ma
chinery. It eases the jolts, lessens 
the friotioo, distributes the strain, 
reduces the wear and tear, prevents 
each part from injuring itself for 
another. Concession in tbe home is 

I the fine diplomacy of the heart. It her expenditure and to direct proper

1 '
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ÏLL SUPPLY OF ALL THE 

Authorized School and College Text 

Tooks for the School Term oj 

îgïo-ign.

ALSO A BIG SUPPLY OF

Scribblers, Writing Tads, Exercise 

(Books, Slates, Tens, Tendis,

Inks, Erasers, (Rulers,

.Note Taper, Envel

opes, Microscopes,
£rc., &*c.

Our prices will be found the lowest.

All SCHOOL and COLLEGE BOOKS sold at 
PUBLISHERS PRICES,

CARTER & CO., Ltd.,
BOOKSELLERS AND STATIONERS,

Queen Square, Charlottetown.

£*■3^ <Hfr.fr> *fr>*fr»nfr>*frifrfrfrfr*K>

Price $2.50
Amherst

Boots
=Hre tlje Farmer's 

friends.
Made from Solid Leather 
throughout, counters, in
soles and heels They 
stand up and stand the 
strain of hard wear 
through'all- kinds of mud, 
slush and wet.

Meo’s imherst Boots, $1.60 to $2.75
Women’s “ “ 1.25 to 1.75
Boys’ “ “ 1.50 to 2.00
Girls’ “ ' “ 1,10 to 1.35

1.00« «

Alley & Co.

$50
Scholarships
Free

Ta the Student making 
the Highest Mark 
during next term.

YOU win it ?j

ra.iTTW^rygte ssecs

HARDWARE
-:o:-

Largest Assortment, 
Lowest Prices.

WHOLESALE and RETAIL

An up-to-date modern 
business training with 
no waste time. Write 
to-day for new pro 
spectus, terms, etc.

Union Commercial College,
WM. MORAN, Prin.

D. C. McLEOD, K, C. I W- E. BENTLEY

McLEOD & BENTLEY
Barristers, Attorneys and 

[Solicitors.
#$- MONEY TO LOAN ^ 

Offices—Bank "oÇ Nova 
Scotia Chambers.

Fennel and Chandler
There ii nothing harsh about Lax- 

Liver Pills. They cure Constipation 
Diipepsia, Sick Headache, and 
Bilious Spells without griping, purging 
or sickness. Price >5 cts.

le* jku sate

1 How are you fixed ? ’
•I haven’t got a cent. How are

you ? ’
‘ Worse then that. I haven’t got a 

dollar. ’

us istn DR. FOWLER’S
EXTRACT OF

WILD STRAWBERRY
pgr Over Seventeen Yean

FOR DIARRHŒA, DYSBHTKRY, 
SUMMER COMPLAIHT, ETC.

strong U the nursing mother 
delicate?

Scott’s Emulsion
mother strong

is a delicate eelf-adjaatmept to the 
individuality of another. It is self- 
sacrificing in trifles without sac tice 

I of principles. ,
A man who before marriage Uovd 

I to write his initials fourteen times 
on an evening dauoe card may, after 
attaining the dignity of husband- 
hood, claim he Is teo tired to go into 
society, too wearied to go to enter
tainments or to make calls, though 
his wife msy still desire to see her 

I old friends sod to keep olive some of

ly their living.
The world often condemn» a wife 

as being extravagant at a time when 
her husband is passing through a 
period of business stress and storm. 
She who should be the first to know 
of this may be the last ; she may be 
lieve that her husband’s income and 
position not only, justify, but practie 
ally demand her living on a eertain 
scale.

Monotony In married life is an in 
aidioui evil It it bard to cure but

Mra. Holliday, Box No. 86, Wroxeter. 
Ont., writes:—“I mqst say that we have 
need Dr. Fowler's Extract of Wild Straw
berry for over seventeen years, and have 
found nothing to equal it for all Sunqpfif 
Complaint*, Diarrhoea, Dysentery, etc. 
Our house is never without a bottle of 
the Extract .nH I can recommend K to 
be kept in every home, especially where 
there are children.”

You run absolutely no risk when you 
buy Dr. Fowler’s Extract of Wild 
Strawberry, as it has been e standard 
remedy on the market for over ibfty- 
Av* yean,

A few doees have often eared when 
doctors’ prescriptions and other remedies 
have failed. Its effects are marvellous. 
It acts like a charm. Relief le 
instantaneous.

We wish to warn the public against 
being imposed on by unscrupulous deal
ers who substitute the so-called Straw
berry Compounds for “Dr. Fowler's,*’

Ask or “Dr. Fowler's," and insist 
getting it, as the cheep Imitations may be 
dangerous to life.

The original is manufactured only fay 
The T. Milbum Co., Limited, Toron** 
Ont. Price 35e.

I WE HAVE IN STOCK
For the Summer Trade a fine selection of

[TEMPERANCE DRINKS !
FRO IT, CONFECTIONERY, ete.

|If you need anything in Pipes, Tobacco, Cigars 
or Cigarettes, we can supply you.

DROP IN AND INSPECT. Æ3

JAMES KELLY & CO,
June 28, 1909—8m

Fall and Wirçter Weather
-:o:-

Fall and Winter weather calls for prompt attention
to the

liepairing, Gleaning and {Halting ot Gloltpg.
We are still at the old stand,

FRIUOB 9TRHBT, OHARLOTTETOW
Giving all orders strict attention.

Our work is reliable, and our prices please our customers.

h. McMillan

Lime.
We are now supplying best 

quality of Lime at kilns on 

St. Peter’s Road, suitable for 

building and farming pur

poses, in barrels or bulk by- 

car load.

C. Lyons & Co.
April 28—4i

A. A- Mcleai, K.C-^

McLean 4 McKinnon
Barristers, Attorneya-at-Law, 

Charlottetown, P. E. Island.

JOB WORK Ï
Executed with Neatiî^ss and 

Despatch at the Herald 

Office,

Charlottetown, P, E. Island

Tickets

Dodgers

Pesters 

Check Books 

Receipt Books 

Note Heads 

Note Books of Haed 

Letter Heads


