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The spirit of spting is ln the alr ,

In hollow holes ne mere the squirrels
drowse.

‘The blackbird calls his thrilling note ;
And by each fleld, and copse, and glade.
The leverels race, the rabbits raid;

1n the blue arch of sky, cloud swept,
The unseen larks are singing ;
The green grass Is springing ;
While nature slept,
Leafcrowned bird-haunted spring hath
hither leapt.
O joy of winds, and birds, and flowers,
Of growing grass, of budding leaves,
Of green and sappy leaves,

Thritled earth beholds her golden prime
Returned again ; her heart beats swift.
Yea, as the spring winds lift

Their souls sublime,
She sees, afar, the fleeting shadow of time.

THE HAUNTED CHAMBER

BY THE * DUCHESS."

(CHAPTER. XI—[CoNTINUED ]

‘You saw—' prompts Dora, Hsing
too, and trembling violently, ns though
in expectation of some fatal tidings.

‘1 saw the door of the room that
Jeads to the haunted chamber slowly
move. It opened; the door that bas
besn locked for mearly fifty years, and
that has filled the breasts of all the
servants here with terror and dismay,
was cautiously thrown open! A scream
rose to my lips, but I was either too
errified to give utterance to it, or els~
some strong determinstion to know
what would follow restrained me, and
I stood silent, like one turmed int
stone. [ bad instinctively moved back
» step or two, and was now completely
hidden from sight, though I could se«
all that was passing In the corrilor
through a hole in the frame-work of
the screen.* At last a figure came with
besitati ps from behind the
door into the full glare of the flickering
lnmp. I could see bhim distinctly. It

ewas—'

* Afthar Dynecourt!' crios the widow,
covering her ghastly face with her
hands.

Florence regards her with surprisc.

‘It was,’ she gays ot last.  ‘ But how
did you guess it?

‘1 knew it cries Dora frantically
‘ He has murdered him; he has hidden
his body away in that forgotten cham-
ber. He was gloating over his vietim,
no doubt, just before you saw him,
stealing down from a secret visit to
the soene cf his crime.’

‘ Dora,’ exclaims Florence, grasping
her arm, ‘ if he should not have mur-
dered him after all, if he should only
have secured him there, bolding him
prisoner unti] he could see his way
more clearly to getting rid of him! If
this Idea be the correct one, we may
yot be in time to save, to rescue him!

The agitation of the past hours prov-
ing now too much for ber, Florence
bursts into tears and sobs wildly.

* Alas, I dare not believe in any such
hope! says Dora. ‘I know that man
too well to think him capable of show-
ing any mercy.’

“And yet ‘that man,’' as you eall
him, you would once have earnestly
recommended to me as a husband!’ re-
tarns Florence sternly.

* Do not reproach me now,’ exclsims
Dora; ‘later on you shall say to me all
you wish, but now moments are pre-
cious,’

‘You are right. Something must be
done. Shall I—shall I speak to Mr
Villiers?

‘I bardly know what to adviss'—
distractedly. * If we give our suspicion
publicity, Arthur Dynecourt may even
yet find time and opportunity to baffle
and disappoing us. Besides which, we
may be wrong. He mmay bave bad
nothing to do with it, and—'

“ At that rate, if secrecy is to be our
firet thought, let you and me go alone
in search of Sir Adrian.’

‘Alone, sad at this bour, to that
nwful room! exclaims Dora, recoiling
from ber.

‘Yes, at once’'—frmly—* without
another momeot's delay.”

+On, I can not!" declares Dora shud-
dering violently.

* Then I shall go slone!’

‘As Florence says this she takes up
ber candlestick and moves quickly to-
ward the door.

* Btay, I will go,” cries Dora tremb.
ling. Bat a slight interruption ocour-
ring at this i they are pelled
to wait for awhile.

Ethel Villiers, coming into the room

g I
L4

to make her purting adicus to ‘Mrs |

Talbot, as she and her father intend
leaving mext ing, gazes fously
from Florence to Dora, secing plalaly
that there is something amiss.

‘MWhat is it?” she asks kindly, golng
.-m-o.

Miss Delmaine, after & little hesita-
tion, encouraged by a glance at Dors’s
terrifiéd countensnce, -determines on
taking the new-comer into their con-

words she explaing all that
liss paken place, nod their suspicion.
Ethel, paling ‘the hor-

- I ],
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As this saggestios meets with ap-
proval, they manage to convey s mee-
sage to the captain, and in a very fow
misates be Is with them, and is made
soquainted with their hopes and fears.

Silently, cautionsly, without suy
light, but carrying two small lamps
ready for ignition, they go down to the

the secret staircase.

locked, but nothing dsunted, he pulls
that the lock, rusty with age, gives way

them,
Going into the small landing at the
foot of the staircase, they close the

Captain Ringwood producing some

go swittly, with aunxiously beating
hearts, up the stairs,

The second door is reached, and now
nothing remains but to mount the last
flight of steps and open the fatal door.

Their hearts at this trying moment
almost fail them. They look into one

some. Bght theuwn upon the matter
M&m‘hn

In the meantime, should Arthur hear
of his gousin’y rescue, apd know him-
solf to be guilty of this destardly at-

M-‘u‘“ﬂd tenderness
for Her, Snd 508 Tof Dota—atill this
very knowledge only bardeus her
heart toward him, snd renders her cold
and pathetio in his pressnce.
No., will havé no Hckle lover.

tempt to murder, would he not take |
steps to escape before the law should | And yet bow kind he is—how earnest,
Iny its iron grasp upon him? All four | how honest in his glance! Ob, that she

corridor where is the door that leads 10 | conspirators are t00 iguorant of the could believe all the past to be sn evil
[ power of the law to know whether it | dream, and think of him again as her

Turning the handle of this door, | would be justifisble in the present cir- | very own, as in the dear old days gone
Osptéin Ringwood discovers that it is | cumstances to place him under arrest, | by.

or decide on waiting until Sir Adrian

it so violently backward and forward | himeelf shall be sble to promounce |upens s book lying on the table near

either his doom or his excalpation.

and leaves the passage beyond open t0  The doctor stays all night, and ad- | seattered. A piece of paper drops from

wministers to the exhausted man as
often a8 he dares, the nourishment and
good things provided by the old house-

door carefully after them, and them, | yeoper.

When the morning is far advanced,

matches, they light the two lamps and | 4 qpin waking from a short but re-

freshing slumber looks asnxiously
around him. Florence, seecing this
steps aside, as though to make way for
Dora to go closer to him. Bat Mrs
Talbot, covering her face with her
hands, turne aside and sinks into
chair.

another’s blanched faces, and look| Fiorence, much bewildered by this
there in vain for hope. At last, Ring- strange duct, stands ir 1 be-
wood, touching Ethel's arm, says, in 8| 4ide the bed, hardly knowing what to
whisper — do. Again she glances at the prostrate

* Come, have courage—all may yet be mwan, and sees his eyes resting upon
well?’ her with an expression in them that

He moves toward the stone steps.| akes her heart beat rapidly with
and they follow him. Quickly mount- | oo bat sweet recollections.
ing them, he lays his hand upon the| yey 4 faint voice falls upon her ear.
door, and, afrald to give them any |y j; gg weak that she is obliged to
more time for reflection or dread of sto0p over him to catch what he is try-
what may yet be in store for them, ing to say.
throws it open. ‘ Darling, I owe you my life!”

At first the feeble light from their| Wi, great feebleness he utters these
lampe fails to penetrate the darkness!w,rdy accompanying” them with a
of the gloomy apartment. At the cur- | glanee of utter devotion. How can she
sory glance, such as they at first cast |y igake his glance, so full of love and
round the room, it appears to be empty raptare? Perplexed in the extreme,
Their bearts sink within them. Have|gho turns from him, as though to leave
they indeed hoped in vain! bim*' but by a gesture hejdetains her.

Dora is orying bitterly ; Ethel, with| ., 1ot Joave me! Stay with me!
her oyes fixed upon Ringwood, is read- | po anireats.
ing her own dissppointment in his face, | (00 agnin, deeply distressed, she
when suddenly a piercing cry frow|)ooks at Dora. Mrs. Talbot, rising,
Florence wakes the echoes round them. says distinctly, but with a shamefaced

She hns darted forward, and is kneel- | expression—
ing over something that even now is ‘Do as he asks you. Believe me. by
barely discernible to the others as tuey | his side is your proper place, not mine.’
come nearer to it. It looks like a bun-| Saying this, she glides quickly from
dle of clothes, but, as they stoop over | the room, and does not appesr agnin
it, they, too, can see that it is in reali- | for hours.
ty & haman body, and apparently rigid| By luncheon-time i ocours to the
io death- guests that “Arthar Dynecourt has not

But the sbriek that has sprung from | been seen since last evening.
the very soul of Florence has reached| Ringwood, carrying this news to the
some still living fibers in the brain of | sick-room, the little rescuing party and
this forlorn creature. Slowly and with | their auxiliaries, the nurse and doctor,
difficuity he raises bis head, and opens | lay their heads together, and decide
a pair of fast glazing eyes. Mechanio- | that, doubtless, having discovered the
ally his glance falls upon Florence|escape of his prisoner, and, dreading
His lips move; a melancholy smile|arress, Arthur has quistly taken him-
struggles to show itself upon his parch- | gelf off, and s0 avoided the trial and
od and blackened lips. punishment which would otherwise

‘ Florence,’ he rather sighs than says. | have fallen upon him.
and falls back, to all sppearance, dead.| Ringwood is now of opinion that

* He is not dead!’ cries Florence pas | they have acted unwisely in concealing
sionately. ‘He can not be! Oh, save |the discovery of Sir Adrian n the
him, save him! Adrisa, look up— |baunted chamber. By notspesking to
speak to me. Oh, Adrian, make some | the others, they haye given Dynecourt
sign that you can hear me!' the opportunity of getting away safely,

Bat he makes no sign. His very|and without causing suspicion.
breath seems to have left him. Gath-| ¢ [s it not an almost conclusive proof
ering him tenderly in her arms, Flor-|of his guilt, his ruoning away in this
ence presses his worn and wasted face | cowardly fashion? says Ethel Villiers
against her bosom, and pushes back|‘ | think paps and Lady FitzAlmont
the bair from his forebead. He is #0 | and everybody should be told.’
completely altered, so thorough a| 8o Ringwood, undertaking the office
wreck has he become, that it is indeed | of tale-bearer, goes down-stairs, and,
only the eyes of love that could recog- | bringing together all the people still
nize bim. His cheoks have fallen in, | remaining 1n the house, astounds them
and deep hollows show th Ives. | by his revelation of the discovery and
His beard has grown, snd is now rough | release of Sir Adnan,
and stubbly ; his bair is uncombed, the| The nearest magistrate is sent for.
lines of want, despair, and cruel starva- | und the case being laid before him, to-
tion have blotted out all the old fair- | gether with the still” further evidence
ness of his features. His clothes are|given by Sir Adrian himself, who has
banging loosely about him; his hands, |told them in & weak whisper of Ar-
limp and nerveless. are lying by his|thur's being privy to his intention of
side. Who shall tell what agony be|searching the bhaunted chamber for
wuffered duriog these past lonely days| Fiorence’s bangle on that memorsble
with death—an awful, creeping, knaw- | day of his disappearance, the magis-
ing death staring him in the face? trate issues a warrant for the arrest of

A deadly silence has fallen npon the | A rehgr Dynecourt.
little group now gazing solemly down| Bge it teall in va'n; even thougir two
upon his quiet form.” Florence, hold-| ¢ e cleverest deteotives from Scot-
ing him oclosely to her heart, is gently | |4nq Yard are pressed into the service,
rocking him to and fro, as though she| . tidings of Arthur Dynecourt come
will not be dissuaded that he still lives | . light. A man answering to his de-
At length Captain Ringwood. stooping | soription, but wearing spectacles, had
pitifully over ber. loosens her bold 80 | peen traced as baving gone on board a
far as to enable bhim to lay his band | yegsel bound for New York the very
upon Sir Adrian’s heart. Afters mo-|day after Sir Adran was vestored to
ment, during which they all watch him | the world, and, when search in other
closely, he starts, and, looking still| quarters fails, every one falls into the
closer intothe face that a second ago|ready belief that this spectacied wman
be believed dead, he says, with sub- [yug in reality the would-be murderer.
daed but deep excitement— So thedays paes om, and it is now

“There way yet be time! He breathes | quite a month since Ringwood and
~his heart bests! Who will belp me to| Fiorence carried Sir Adrian's sénseless
carry him out of this dungeon? form from the haunted chamber, and

Heshudders as be glances round him. | st1ll Florence bolds herself aloof from

‘1 will? responds Florence calmly.'|the man sbo loves, and, though guite

These words of bope have steadied | us nssiduous as the others in her atten-
her sud braced her nerves. Ethel and | tions to him, seems always eager to get
Mrs. Talbot, carrying the lamps, g0 00 | sway from him, and gisd to esoape any
before. while Ringwood and Florence, | chance of a fele-a-tefe with him. This
baving lifted the senseless body of Ad- | ghe Bees in-defisnes of the fact that
| rian, now indeed sufliciently light to be | Mrs, Talbgt never approaches him ex-
an easy burden, follow them. Gopt when abiolutely coms peifed.

Redohing the corridor, they cross it| Sir Adrisn is still & great invalid.
burriedly, and carrying Adrian up a|The shock to his nervous system, the
baok siaircase that leads to Captain | dragging out of those interminabie
Ringwood's room by a cirenitous route, | hours in the lonaly shamber, and the
ghey gein it without encountering a|strain upon his physical powers by the
single soul,and lay bim gently down|absence of nutriment for seven long
on Ringwood’s bed, almost at the very | days and nights, had all combined to
moment that miduight chimes from | shatter a constitution onoe robust, He
the old tower, and only » few minutes | is now greatly improved in health, and
[before Arthur Dynecourt steals from |has been ded by his &

Even while thinking this she idly
| her, where some brushes and paint are

between its leaves and flutters to the
ground. Lifting it, she sees itis the
letter written to him by Dora, which
the latter bad brought to her, here to
this very room, when ssking ber ad-
vice as to whether she should or should
not meet bhim by appointment in the
lime-walk.

She drops the letter hurnedly, as
though its very touch stings her, snd,
rousing herself with bitter self-con-
tempt froni her sentimbntal regret:s
works vigorously at her painting for
about an hour, then, growing wearied,
she flings her brushes sside, and goes
to the morning-room, where she knows
she will find all the others assembled

There is nobody here just now how-
ever, except Sir Adriap, who is looking
rather tired and bored, and Ethel Vill-
iers. The latter, secing Florence enter,
gladly gathess up her work and runs
away to baves turm i the garden with
Captain Riogwood.

Florence, though sorry for this fete-a-
fete that has been forced upon her, sits
down calmly enough, and, takiog up a
book, prepares to read aloud to Sir
Adrian.

But be stops her. Putting out his
hand, he quistly but firmly closes the
book, and then says:

‘Not to-day, Florence; [ want to
speak to you instead.’

* Anything you wish,’ responds Flor-
ence steadily, though her hesrt is
beating hastily.

‘Are you sorry that—that my un-
happy cousin proved so unworthy? he
asks st Iast, touching upon this sabject
with a good deal of nervousness. He
can not forget that once she had loved
this miserable man.

* One must naturally feel sorry that
anything human could be guilty of
sach an awful intention.’ she refjiros
gently, but with the utmost unconcern,

Sir Adrian stares. Was he mistaken
then? Did she never really care for
the fellow, or is this some of what Mrs,
Talbot has designated as Florence's
*slyness?” No, once for all be would
not believe that the pure, sweet, true
face looking so steadily into his could
be guilty of suything underhand or
base.

‘It was false that you loved him

then? he questions, following out the
train of his own thoughts rather than
the menning of her last words
‘That I loved Mr. Dynecourt!” she
repeats in amazement, her color rising.
What an extraordinary idea to come
into your head! No; if anything I con-
fess I folt for your cousin nothing but
contempt and dislike.’
“Then, Florence, what has come be-
tween us? he exclaims, seizing her
hand. *‘You must have known that |
loved you many weeks ago. Nay, long
before last season came o a close; and
then 1 believe—forgive my presump-
tion—that you too loved me."

* Your belief was a true one,’ she re-
turns calmly, tears standiog in ber

beautiful eyes. . ‘ But you, by your own
act, severed us.’

‘1 did”

“Yes. Nay, Sir Adrian, be honest in

your dealings with me as I am with
you, and confess the truth.’

‘I don’t know what you mean,’ de
olures Adrian, in utter bewilderment ;
‘you would tell me that you thiank it
was some acl of mine that—hat ruined
my chance with yoa?

‘You know it was '—repronchiully.

“I know nothing of the kind '—hotly
‘I only know that I have always loved
you, snd only you, and that I shall
never love another.’

‘You forget—Dors Talbot!' says
Florence, in a very low tone. * I-think,
Sir Adrisn, your Jate colduess to ber
has been neither kisd nor jast,’

‘1 have never been either colder or
warmer to Dora Talbot than I have
been to any other ordinary sequamt-
ance of mine,” returns Sir Adrian, with
considerable excitement. * There is
surnly a terrible mistake somewhere.’

‘Do you mean to tell me,’ says Flor-
ence, rising in her agitation, * that you
never spoke of loye to Dora?’

‘QOertaigly I spoke of Jove—aof my
love for yvu,' he declares vehemently
* That you shall suppose [ ever folt any-
thing for Mes, Talbot bat the most or
divary friendship seems ineredible to
me. To yeu, avd you aloge, my heart
has boen given mavy » dsy. Nag the
vaguest tenderndss for any other wo-
man has come between my thoughts
and your image since first we met.’
‘Yot there was your love-letter to
ber—I read it with my own eyes!" de-
clares Fiorence faintly.

‘1 never wrots Mrs. Talbot 4 line in
my life," says Sir Adrisa, more and
more pussied.

‘You will tell me next I did not see

his chamber to make that last visit to|to try a winter in the south of France
his supposed vietim.
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you kissing her hand in tho lime-welk

Inst September?” pursaes Florence
flushing botly with shame and indigua-
tion

‘ You did not,’ he declares vehemon -
ly. ‘Iewearit. Of what else are you
going to stegse me? | never wrote to
ber, and I never kissed hey hand,’

“ It s better for us not o disouss this
| mattor any longer,’ says Miss Delmaine
rising from her seat. ‘And for the
fatare I esn not—will not—sread to you
hero {y the morniag. Lat us make an
end of thls false’ frjendship now at
onee and forever.'

She moves toward the door as she
speaks, but be, closely following, over-
takeq her, and, putting his back against
the door, 50 bars ber:

He has been m.d

mont has brought a color to his wan
oull’ s beillignoy to his eyes

Both theve c biy
ceoey iy s

and entreated him 10 go back again to
his lounge, but he interrupts her.
“Florence do not leave me like this'
he plevds in an impassioned tove.
“You are lnboring onder s delusion.
Awake from this dream, I implore you,
and see thinge as they really are.’
‘Iam awnke, and T do see things as
they are,’ she replies sadly.
‘ My darling, who can have pisonod
your mind against mel! he says, in
deep agitation.
At this moment, as if in answer to
his question, the door leading into the
oconservatory at thé other side of the
room is pushed open, and Dora Talbot
enters.
* Ah, here is Mrs. Talbot, exclaims
8ir Adrian eagerly; ‘she will exoner
ate me!
Ho» speaks with such full assurance
of being able to bring Dora forward as
o wi in his def that Florence,
for the first time, feels & strong doubt
thrown apon the belief she has formed
of his being » monster of ficklenoss
* What is it I can do for you ' asks
Dors, in some confusion. Of late she
has grown very shy of being alone with
either him or Florence.
‘You will tell Miss Delmaine,’ re-
plies Adrian quickly, ‘thac I never
wrote you a letter, and that 1 certainly
did not—you will forgive my evem
joning this ex dinary sapposi
tion, I bope, Mrs. Talbot—kiss your
hand ome day in September in the
lime-walk.’
Dors turns firet hot and then cold,
first crimson and then deadly pale. So
it is all out now, and ghe is on her
trial. She feels like the variest crim-
inal brought to the bar of justice. Shall
she promptly deny everything, or—no.
She has bad enough of deceit and in-
trigne.  Whatever it costs her, she will
now be brave and true, and confess all.
‘1 do tell hor s0.” ghe says. in a low
tone, but yet firmly. ‘I never received
s Jetter from yoo, and yoa never kissed

my hand.’
‘Doral’ cries Florence. * What are
you saying! Have you forgotten all

that is past?’

‘Spare me!' entreats Dora hoarsely
‘In an hour, if you will come to my
room I will explain all, and you ean
then spurn me, and put me outside the
pale of your friendship if you will, and
as [ well deserve. But fur the pre-
seut, acoept my assuranoe that no love
passages ever occurred between me and
Sir Adrisn, and that I am fully per-

alone ever since your first meeting.’

‘ Florence, you believe her?' ques-
tions Sir Adrisn beseechingly. * It is
all true what she has said. I love you
devotedly. If you will not marry me,
no other woman shall ever be my wife.
My beloved, take pity on me!

* Trust in him, give yourself freely to
him without fear,’ urges Dora, with a
sob. * He isaltogether worthy of you.’

So syying, she escapes from the
room, and goes up the stairs to her
OwD apartment weeping bitterly.

‘Is there any hope for me?" asks Sir
Adrian of Florence when they are
again alone. ‘ Darling, answer me, do
you—can you love me ?’

‘I bave loved you always—always,’
replies Florence 1 a broken voice.
‘But I thougbt—I feared—oh, how
much I bave saffered!”

‘ Never mind that now," rejoins Sir
Adrian very tenderly. He has placed
his arm round her, and her head is
resting in happy contentment upon his
breast. ‘For the futare, my dearest,
you shall know neither fear nor suffer-
ing, if I can prevent it.’

. . . . .

(To BE coxTINUED ]

The First Sign

Of falling health, whether in the form of
Night Sweats and Nervousness, or in a
sense of General Weariness and Loss of
Appetite, should suggest the use of Ayer's
Sarsaparilia. This preparation is most
effective for giving tone and strength
% the enfeebled system, prowoting the
digestion and assimilation of food, restor-
Ing the nervous forces to their normal
condition, and for purifying, enriching,
and vitaliziug the blood.

Failing Health.

Ten years my health began to fail.

I was (mbl:snwiﬁ & distressing Cough,

Night Swents, Weakness, snd Nervous

ness. 1 tried various remedies prescribed
by different y but

weak that I ¢ uut ﬁ"

¥

o
up stairs with-
out -lnrplhg (o rest.

nded

friends recom-
me me to try Ayver's lla,
which [ did, and I am now as

strong s ever.— Mrs, E, L, Wil
Alexandria, Mion,

T have used Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, In m
family, for Sdredul o o it ﬁ
taken fuithfully, that it will thoroughly
eradieate this terrible disease. T have also
|.r‘---‘~rml itasn lun:.‘T :,«-ll as an alter~
ative, ISt say L nestly believe
i the best blood over

o~ W. B\ Fowler, D. D. 8.,
M. D., Greeaville, Tenn.

‘Dyspepsia Cured.

It would be Imy
scribe what [ su
and Headache up to the time I
taking Ayer's Sursaparilla. I was u
the care of various physicians and tried
® grest many kinds of medicines, but
more than tewporary re-

Id, Mass,

Prevased by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowsll, Masa,
Price §1; six botties, 85,

W. 2 Watao, Cartiolow, Wicksale Ageat

sunded his heart has been given to you | cures

Absolutely Pure.

Purity, and wholesomeness.
econom than the ordinary kin

Wall 8., 6N.

FHE KEY TO HEALTH.

Unlocks all the cl 1 avenues of the
Bowels, Kidneys and Liver. carrying
off gradually without weakening the sy o
all the impurities and foul humors «
secretions ; at the same time Correcting
Acidity of the Stomach, curuy B
ousness, Headaches. D

Constipation,

n. Dropsy, Dim-

ness of Vision.Ja ce. Salt Rhenm,
Erysi Scrofula. Pluttering of
Nervousness and General
1l these and many other simie
yield to the ’V V';Y‘\‘ }I\ﬁuf‘l.(‘{'

of BURDOCK BLOOD BITTERS.

¢
ki and ovor-worked wome
lm‘l Favorite Prescript 18 the

(\rmi: Weakncsscs and
women.

ton) nervine, and lmparts vigor
:nn::lm ‘;;auovhohryﬂvm. It

i
:
i
2
2
i

sleeplessne

scription s sold by drugyists under our posé-
ntee hn!n wrapper around m

%ﬂm or six bottles for
A treatise on Diseases of Wo Pro-

fusely rated with colored plates a
merous wood-cuts, scnt for 10 conts in stamps.
Address, WOoRLD'S DISPENSARY MEDICAL
ASSOCIATION, 053 Main Strect, Buffalo, N. Y.
SIOK WEADACHE, Rilous Headache

Constipation, xn-npl ly cured
. Plorce’s Pelicta, 250.8 vial,
by druggists.

B. BALDERSTON will havea full
supply of
Clover,
Timothy,
Canadian Wheat,
ALSO—

GARDEN AND FLOWER SEEDS.

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.

Our Beed Wheat is all fresh import-
ation. We had wheat which, was left
over last year, ground up.

Farmers can rely upon our Seeds
being the best and freshest obtainable.

B. BALDERSTON.

Charlottetown, March 9, 1887.

SULLIVAN & MeNEILL,

ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,

Solicitors in Chancery,
NOTARIES PUBLIC, &c.
OFFICES — O’Halloran's Building
Great George Street, Charlottetown.
B Money to Loan.

W.W. BuLuivan, Q.C.iCuxs. B. MacwmiLL.
jan, 17, 1884

TOBACCO.

Smoking nd Chewing Tohaco

OF THE FINEST QUALITY,
Magufa d from Pure Virginia Lea, ot

GET THE BEST.
-KEEPERS, Accountants and
Teachers promounce the

Ourkliomy Busves Colege P

Dy —
d &,

i Tobacco
WM Factory, Water

T. B. RILEY,
March 33, 18671y

Mcean, Martin, & MeDonald,

NEVer varies. A marvel of

ds, and
cannot b‘-q:old in competition with the mul-

titude of low short weight, alum of
. Sold only in cans.
RovaL Baxing Powpzr Oo.,

T. MILBURY & CO., Proprietars, Toronto,

*
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will always
ful. Ome
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&CO.,
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ake New Ri
READ!

ANVONECAN ADVERT 1SE, BUTWE HAVE THE G00DS

ENTLEMEN wishing to dress in style will find our Stock one of the
Largest and Best in the Provinces, consisting in part of—

Best Worsted Overcoatings,

Best Melton Overcoatings,

Best Nap Overcoatings,

Vicuna Nap Overcoatings,

Best Broad Cloths and Doeskins,

Best West of England Trowserings,
Best Scotch Trowserings,

Worsted Suitings,

Worsted Coatings,

Scotch and Canadian Tweeds, &c., &c.

Gentlemen favoring us with their orders will find our Clothing up
their usual high standard in Style, Fit and Finish.

_ Also, Gents' Furnishings, 50 dozen Linders and Drawers, 75 dozen
Ties, 30 dozen Silk Handkerchiefs, 30 dozen Hats, Fur Coats, Caps, &o.,

vo tonjes. 1tisnota*C * | all at extremely low prices to clear.
gat.n fTulills a singlencss of wm Yy ¥
potent Specifie for all
Diseascs peculiar

Sl e e JOHN McLEOD & 00.,

MERCHANT TAILORS,

Upper Queen Street, opposite Rogers’ New Brick Block.
October 27, 1886,

THE ONLY
FUR STORE

IN P. E. ISLAND.

All kinds of FURS Made to Order and Manu-
factured on the Premises.

BUFFALO ROBES, GOAT
Ladies Fur Tippets, SKIN ROBES.
Ladies Fur Sacques,
Ladies Fur Muffs,
Gents’ Fur Caps,
Gents’ Fur Coats,
Gents’ Fur Mitts,

Ladies Fur Caps, |

Choose your own' Skins and
have your Capsmade to
order,and know what you
get,

The Larges Stoekof Furs evr kept n Charotteow,
CALL AND SEE OUR STOCK.

E. STUART.

SEEDS, FARM & GARDEN,

ALL KINDS.
Building Material.

Oharlottetown, Sept. 20, 1886

e

ROOM PAPERING,

IN HUNDREDS OF NEW & BEAUTIFUL DESIGNS.

Our Low Prices tell every time. These will be
continued and made still lower in some lines DURING
THIS MONTH, to clear our shelves, so as to make room for

Spring Importations, which will begi : :
of Navigation. will begin to arrive on opening

REUBEN TUPLIN & CO.

London House, Kensington, April 13, 1887.
e ——————

MARK WRIGHT & CO

Dmmkaoncmturhmy thanks to the (

Fire
Hook & Ladder Co., Salvage Corps, -num’g-d::h
efforts put forth on the night of the Minu.,lo.vo&drmﬁ:

ln,nndwi-h\oinﬁmuthy ina short time to be in &
Wpﬁﬁonhw.bmmmplﬂbhr

Nooolcture aad Reairng of Fumitie &,

Inﬂn-nd-oﬂut-n-nlhekofhnl in
Mh'ﬂlbdhyoddn\h W\mﬂu

Very Lowest Prices for Ready Pwment;
e e s e s by ey e e
Undertaking In All its Branches As Usual.
The Steam Laundry will also be resumed at the ;“

possiblo day, |
MARK WRIGHT & CO.

Charlottetown, March 16, 1887

o
e Charlotly

EVERY WED
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The Herald Printi

FROM THEIR |

(ORNER OF QUEEN & RIC

CHARLOTTETOWN, P.

Subscription : One Year,

ApvesTisiNg AT Moo

Contracts made |
Quarterly, Half-yearl)
Advertisements, on ap

Romittances may
Draft, P. O. Order, «
Letter.

All  Correspondenc:
addressed to

The Herald Pristing Compar
EEDS from scrubs will
vegetables. roots or g

careful farmer wants is the

of them all.

Our Prize Winner Swede '
first aud second prizes at th
hibition last fall. The year
Mangels, Potatoes and Fo
mens were selected from our
of these articles and sent w0
hibition, for which the grow
Diplomas and Medals. Veg
Seeds took vearly bal' the
Exhibition bere. Our gm

bave grown equally well, th
is less couspicuons.

What the saccessful grow
vot ouly the best in name, b
of the best in name. lHiow )
& bundred practice these casy
many farmers in & bundred

of the few or the many ¢ W
have $5 tLis Spring or $10 ¢
is, wiil vou use the best Seed
you wish to, then send for
which tells you how to get

Address,
GEO. CARTE

Charlotte
Mareh 16, 1897

SILVERW

HE greater part ¢
Plated Ware is m
class American House
crossed the line and n
ture on this side, therel
purchaser the amount {
paid in dyty, and the §
('(}Illll quality to those
United States.

Cruet Frames,
Cake Bask

Salver:
Car

Butter Cooler:
Spoon Hold(
Syrup Jug
Bisouit

Cups, Mugs,

Spoons,

Napkin R
For Sale Good and (
E W.TAY
CAMERON B

FIRE AND

INSURANCE W

EDINBURGH AND

ESTABLISHED

Twmmdu
and Life Business
favorable terms.

This Compeny has

favorably known for its
ment of in this Ish

past twenty-two years.
FRED, W,

Corner Queen snd Water
Chariottetowan, Jan. 19,

JOHN 8. MACH
ATTORNEY-A

Nowon's “m I

Charlottetown, Oet. 7.
CHARLOTTE!
BUSINESS Ol

Hours—9.30 to 12 «
200t 49
7.30 to 9.3¢

BOOK-KEEPING, u sl
BUSINESS




