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rsing Mothers !

' ToActasa Food for Consumptives,
In Nervous Exhaustion, and as a Valuable Tonic.

,40 CENTS PER BOTTLE.

SWEETHEARTS.

If sweethearts were sweethearts alwayr,
Whether as maid or wife,

No drop would be half so pleasant
In the mingled draught of life.

But the sweetheart has smiles and blushes
When the wife has frowns and sighs,

And the wife’s have a wrathful glitter
For theglow of the sweetheart’s eyes.

-
It bovers were lovers always,
The samejto sweetheart and wife,
Who would change for a future of Eden
The joys of this checkered life?

But husbands grow grave and silent,
And cares on the anxious brow

Off replace the sunshine that perished
With the words of the marriage vow. s

Happy is he whose sweetheart
Is wife and sweetheart still—
‘Whose voice, as of old, can charm;
Whose kiss, as of old, can thrill;

oo pludk fadevek |
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e Buauty ffl ce increase,
!Au the flush of passion is mellowed
! Inlove's unmeasured peace;

‘Who sees in the step a lightuess;
Who finds in the form a grace;
‘Who reads an unaltered brightness

In the witchery of the face.

Undimmed and unchanged. Ah! happy
Is he crowned with such life!
Who drinks the wife pledging the sweet-
heart
And toasts in the sweetheart the wife.

—Daniel O’Connell, jn the Catholic Mirror

THE

ROSE-==VENICE ;

—A STORY OF—

Love, Hatred & Remorss.

BY S. CEHRISTOPHER.

PART I

CHAPTER XIIL— (CoNTINUED.)

‘And is the day fixed for the wed-
ding ?’

Not yet.’

‘I cannot say that I precisely un-
derstand you, Guido.’

‘[ will explain my meaning. I
have solicited Rosa’s hand, and bave
been solemnly asgured by her father
that sooner or later she will bé mine,
but—’

Guido hesitated.

‘But I suppose the lady is not
willing 7’ :

‘Exactly ; she is very young, and
fancied herself in love with the \raitor
Antonio Foscarini.”

Guido knew that' he had been the
first to awsken the spy’s suspicions,
and he was glad the result had prov-
ed so completely according to his
wishes; still, be it remembered, he
was not to blame that Foscarini was

—detected quitting -~ the Spanish am-—
bassador’s premises, and be verily

. believed he was @ traitor to his coun-
try.

‘In a few week’s time she will
forget him, and then we shall be
married. Her father has already
given the - necessary orders. Her
trousseau is being prepared.’

Rosalia looked thoughtful. Guido
became aware of it, and added :

‘Well; have you any prophetic sent-
ence in store? Say whatever you
like now, it cannot make me angry.’

‘I am in too great a hurry to think
about prophecies,’ answered Rosalia,
rising.

‘You are in a hurry, indeed. You
have not given me time to thank
yon for the biscuits,’ replied Guido,
remembering he had omitted that
politeness.  ‘They will be quite a
treat to me.’

‘Tam glad to hear you say so,’ and
Rosalia was already in the hall.

Sheglahced at ber late mistress’s

. portrait, then at Guido’s, but made

no remark. The latter had followed
ber, and on her opening the door to
let me out, said :
’ ‘] hope to visit you in less than a
fortnight, and I hope also to bring
you a-arger sum than usual. . Then,
as soon as I am married,I shall double
your allowauce, or, if you prefer it, I
will procure you a suitable situation
in the Centofoglia palace.’

‘In the Centofoglia palace!"" ex-
claimed Rosalia. Then, checking
herself, she muttered, ‘I would" die
ten thousand times sooner !

Guido did not understand the
meaning of her exclamation, and mis-
took it for surprise.

‘You wonder,’ saidshe. ‘Let me
only become Centofoglia’s son-in-law
and you will see the change in your
fortune.’

‘Thank you,” answered Rosalia,
drily. ‘I suppose you go there very
. i o2 s by

‘I' dine there every day,. and pass
all my evenings there.’

‘Farewell, Gaido,” said’ Rosalia;
abruptly then, o atone for ber abrupt-
ness, she added, ‘I hope_ to see you
soon.’ s

‘Farewell, Rosalia, I hope so also,
answered Guido, cheerfully.

Rosalia almost flew down the stairs.
On reaching her home she threw her-
self on the chest by the side of her
bed, leaned her head on her hand,
and audibly, but fortunately there
was no one to hear her, she said:

‘This evening the queen enters her
realm. This evening will see the
accomplishment of twenty-five years’
desires, the end of twenty-five years
sufferings. Oh that the hours would
fly past’!

She arose, paced up and down the
room, forgot the gondolier and his
wife, and did not so much as remem-
ber the hour was past for her frugal

" dinner. Oa a sudden she stopped.
Out of "her wreck she had saved one
good black stuff dress anda large
black veil. She thought she would
make herself as decent-looking as
she could. It was_ her festival day,
she would adorn herself for it. She
opened the chest, took out the gown,
carefully smoothed away the many
creases a long laying by had caused,
and laid it together-with the veil
ready on the bed.

She longed to be calm,

but her

heart beat violeatly; at  times she
spoke to herself, “her ‘eyes flashing
fire; then she would try te subdue
her feelings, and she partially’ suc=-
ceeded.

As soon as it began to grow dark
she dressed, put -on- her veil, and
abeut eight o'clock séet off for the
Centofoglia palace.

Having obtained admission from
the porter, she “stalked ‘proudly up
the marble staircase, afid ~earnestly
asked the man-servant Beppo to allow
her to speak with Rosa.

CHAPTER XIV.
FATHER PAUL'S HISTORY.

JIn the superb hall of the Cento-
foglia palace sat its heartless owner,
his afflicted- Count Guido

5 ul. " When
Rosa found herself again alone in her
room after Father Paul's visit, she re-
turned to her .crucifix, holding in her
hands the precious miniature, now
tenfold more priceless. ~ She had
‘bowed her head beneath the heavy
stroke, she had embraced the cross—
the only way not to sink when visit.
ed by deep afflicion—and now as
the hours succeeded each other, she
was enabled to sketch for herself a
plan of life from which she resolved
no buman power could induce her to
swerve.: She détermined to persist
in her refusal of Count Bernardi’s
hand, or of any offer which might<in
future present itself, and ever remain
faithful to the memory of the martyr,
whose spirit she knew watched over
her and prayed for her. She deter-
mined that as long as her father lived
she would devote herself to him, and
to the relief of the sick and needy.
If she was destined to survive him,

,, | she would found a hospital in her

palace, endow it richly, and, aban-
doning the world, take the veil and
enclosing "herself within its walls
nurse the sick. Having settled
thus far in her own mind, she be-
came calmer, considering the severe
blow she ‘bad _received, _than might
otherwise have been expected.

A few minutes before sunset the
very evening of which we are speak-
ing, her father, who did not intend
her to avoid company any longer,
sent for her, and on her entering his
study said, looking at her sternly :

‘Rosa, I now suspect you loved
the rebel. I forgive you, as you did
not know what a viper he was, But
I warn you, I do not mean to allow
you to pass ail your days shut up in
your room. I insist on your dining
at table, and spending the evening
in the hall.’
‘My father,’ answered Rosa, ina
calm, voice and manner, ‘I toved
Antonio/Foscarini, and I love his
memory. I receive as coming from
the hands of God, the affliction his
death causes me. I will obey you; I
will dine at table, and pass the even-
ing with you and our guests in the
hall. 1 will even strive, I cannot say
to be cheerful, but at least to take an
interest in everything, and/join in the
general conversation; - but,\my dear
father, you must first promise me
that, as' you cannot speak .with res—
pect of Antonio Foscarini, you will
never mention him in my presence,
and "pray warn—your- friends not to
speak of him when Iam present.’

‘It is ac odd request for a daugh
ter to make to her father. I am not
to speak of whom I please, and as I
please ! But suppose I consented;
can I dictate to my friends what they
are to say, or leave' unsaid ?’

‘Dear papa, I cannét help cherish-
ing the memory of Antonio Foscarini.
If therefore I hear him called a
traitor,a rebel, or by any other epithet
it is thought patriotic to fling against
his memory,] know what will happen :
I shall either defend his cause with
all my power, or be obliged to leave
the room.’

Marco Centofoglia knew that Rosa
would be true to her word. She

which would have preferred death to
yielding when she thought “herself in
the right. Then, suppose a discus-
sion really did take place in his hall,
and his daughter was heard by some
listening man~servant defending An-
tonio Foscarini's memory, might it
not bring discredit on him? Might
not the dreaded Council of Ten take
umbrage? He decided to yield as
tar as he could to her . wishes, and
answered :
‘I will humor you, spoiled child ;
but only, as far as lies in my power.
Father Pio is gone _to the country—
for to him I could not have dared
mention such a thing—so at least for
the present you are safe on- that
score. There remains as our prin~-
cipal guest Count Guido Bernardi,
and he is 'so obliging and amiable,
takes so great an integest in you—so
much greater than you deserve—that
[ am sure he will never consent to
speak in your presence of -Antonio
Foscarini. Are you content?’

‘Yes, dear father, I am; and ]
thank you. This evening I shall be
the first to enter the hall.’

Rosa kept her word..

As soon as twilight appeared, she’
called her maid to dress her.

‘You will put on your uspal light
blue silk dress?’ said the latter,

‘No, Maria; I prefer wearing my
black silk.’

‘You are not going to church.
You are too young to wear black as
evening-dress.’

‘Ob, there is not much of g party
to-night in our house. This even-
ing we shall only have one guest—
perhaps two, if Father Paul comes.
It suits me better.’

Innocent artifice to induce ber
maid not to oppose her wish ! She

felt any other color was not in unison
with her poor aching heart, and she
wished to show -that little mark of
respect to the memory of her lover.

The maid said nothing more, and

helped her to put on the black dress.
She had just entered the hall when

Beppo announced Father Paul.

possessed one of those firm characters |

of what he said.’

to adopt me.

‘Where is my father?! she asked
arx:ousl S o i

: y- ;
o AYeading Otta 3 R e, Y ,"‘“dy,,'i{h Couat Guido|
D e gt i i i | BerAand, signora." - ,
deficient, or the secretion of milk scanty, ‘ ‘Ob,’ thougpt Rosa, ‘be will .be
,u WYETH’S MALT EXTRACT ';et': et Dol ;I “ean receive
i t ibg results ” : ather Paul in here.
iy, B 1t sleofmprores thai7 | "'Siow the. Fafher iato this radm,"
largely pre: . it she answered. - &
¢ i h~ . prescribed Riosa felt a gteai ewotion * on see-
s ¥ To A“MDI 'stion, | iog Pather Paul. | Her determina-
| , — © Improye the Appetite, ton to be calm thrcatened to vanish,
I

yet she experienced & singular'com-
fort ip the presénce of the holy friar;
she almost fancied herself nearer to
Antonio Foscarini.

‘I promised you, my daughter, to
[come to see you' ere I left, and you
see I have kept my word;’ said Father
‘Paul ‘seating himself on a divan.

‘f am traly grateful to you, Father,’
answered Rosa,. placing herself by his
side~, ‘When do you leave ?’

“T'o-morrow at early dawn.’

‘Shall. you ever return again to
Venice ?’ S ias : :

‘I am pot quite.sure; but I do not
Fhink 803" w57

‘And you will leave your native
town forever ! exclaimed Rosa io
astonishment, 1 ;

.My dear daaghter I do not know
my native towp. To me Venice is
like any other’ place,'

. Rosa . looked still more’ astonish-
ed. g

‘You appear surpri
Father Paul. ‘Ah!
.you knew my hi
you are not the o
afflicted in this worl e

‘Father, tell it to me. Do tell it
to me,’ answered ‘Rosa, eéamestly.
Then recollecting herselt and reflect-
ing Father Paul might not wish to
recount his life, she added humbly,
‘Forgive me, Father, I aught not to
have asked such a favor. But I
thought it would help me to bear my
own sorrow.’

‘It might, my daughter. I will tell
you in a few words my sorrows, and
the consolations I drew from them.’

Father Paul had hardly uttered
the last word when Marco Cento-
foglia, accompanied by Count Guido
Bernardi, appearéed at the door of the
hall.

‘Alas! Father, Providence denies
me the comfort of bearing you. That
is my father, and the gentleman
with him is a friend of his,’” said Rosa
in a low, voice.

‘It makes no- difference. . If they
do not object to hearing it, my life
has no secret I wish to hide,’ replied
Father Paul, in a reassuring tone.

Rosa was relieved; but with no
small effort went forward to greet
Guido Bernardi. She had not seen
him for some days. He appeared to
her more joyous than she had ever
seen him, What a contrast betieen
the two |

Marco Centofoglia always greeted
the clergy, whether regular or secular,
with uncommonrcivility, Father Paul
accordingly thought he had never
met with so oourteous and amiable
a person as the wortby patrician.

When Guido's ‘turn came to be in-
troduced, he ' approached, bowed,
then started, and retreated a few
steps backwards. The Capuchin,
Marco, and Rosa looked at him as-
tonished,” He soon recovered his
presence of mind, and advancing a
second time, said :

‘Forgive me,-reverend Father, your
likeness to my dear departedmother
is such that it almost seemed to me
to be herself before me. I have
never seen the like. " T again beg
your forgiveness.’

‘Ah!’ exclaimed Rosa. ‘It is true

—s0 it is. I thought Father Paul
very like one I had seen, but could
not remember whom.’ :

‘Ves,’ put in Marco, solémnly.

‘The reverend Father greatly resem-
bles the late noble and learned Con-

tessa Sofia Bernardi.’

‘Such things happen,’ replied Father
Paul, smiling kindly; ‘and they are
strange. It is one of the caprices of
nature to bestow at times the same

features on persons born in the most

widely different -spheres -of life, and

certainly there could not be two per—

sons with greater disparify in birth

and circumstances than thg Confessa

Sofia Bernardi and myselff I do not

so much as know who /my parents

were |’ and Father Paul gighed, bend-
ing down his head.
‘Papa-!' said Rosa, with an earnest,
supplicating expression in  her beauti-
ful blue eyes, ‘this holy friar has
promised to tell me the bistery of his
life. He was just going to begin when
you came in: ¥

‘I do not wish to prevent -him, my
child; neither does Guido, sinless his
reverence prefers recounting his his-
tory to you alone. Oan the contrary,
I should esteem myself highly favor-
ed,’ he added, turning towards Father
Paul, ‘if your reverence . would allow
me to be a listener.’

‘I can say the same for myself,’
said Guido; ‘I shall hear your reves-
ence with great pleasure.’

‘I will repay your courtesy, gentle
man,’ answered Father Paul, ‘by nar-
rating my story in as few words as
possible.

‘There is an insignificant country
inn about a stone’s throw from the
last house of a smally place <called
Piazzola, some miles. §istant from the
Berici hills. Earlyfone morning,
twenty-four years ago,  when the inn-
keeper opened his door, he found on
the rustic step a- bundle apparently of
dried leaves. He untied the hand-
kerchief that bound it; and then dis-
covered a little -boy fast asleep, with-
out other clothing than a thick towe!,
and who, he judged, could not be
more than a year old. Need I say
that unhappy child was myself? No
one knew who had put'me there, un-
less credit be given to an old man,
fond of drink, who declared that just
as it was beginning to dawn, and he
was returning to his home, bhe saw
afar off a very tall female figure carry-
ing two bundles; he saw her stoop at
the step of the small inn, then hurry
away, and it then seemed to him
that the two bundles were reduced to
one. . But as this old man was never
quite sober, no one took much notice

‘On hearing these words Marco

Centofoglia felt an uncomfortable con-
nection of ideas, but made no re-
mark.

“The innkeeper was a Lombard,

and had no children, so he judged
Providence had sent me to him, and{for a few months, and refire to a
taking me to his wife, said he meant | monastery. I obeyed this wholesome
She did not oppose|advice, and chose a monastery of the
her husband’s wishes, but was perfect- | Oapuchin Order,

ly indifferent towards me. When I
was five years old, my adopted father | ence by
returned to his own country, much|made in that blessed retreat, nor how

if|would and never oace did
Id-s=e | father ‘to him. - He-hated

to ‘séek the counsel and assistance of

against his wile’s i )
being a native of the place,

single man some
himself. i
~‘For.a few months after our arrival

at Monza, his native town, his affaits
prospered ; -but afterwards thi
changed for the worse, and though
the good man’s affection for nte and
bis tender care of me prevented my
feeling the consequences of his re-
duced circumstances, I felt uncom-
fortable at seeing the privations both
himself and his wife endared. I
had attained my seventh year‘when
the good and kind man died. He
died in a hovel on’ a heap of straw,
but never did the slightest complaint
escape his lips, .never did he regret
the privations he  had subjected him-
self to on my account. I have often
reflected on the sweet and holy ex-
ample of patient virtue he left me.

. ‘No sooner had he closed his eyes
than his wife returned to Piazzola.
She took me with her, and after a
few weeks 1 léarned from her that I
was to call fatherthe new proprietor
of the small inn, whom she had mar-
ried. . I felt so: great a repugnance to
calling that stern man—at least, stern
towards me—by the same endearing
appellation I used to call my adopted
father, that notwithstanding my moth-.
er's threats and even blows, I never
say my
0 e from
the time of his marriage, and ill:treat-
ed me in every way imaginable. It
was a wretched period of my wretched
life ! y

‘I'was_now thirteen years old. A
considerable theft took. place in the
ion. I was accused of having help-
ed the thieves, and though I gave a
very reasonable and conclusive proof
of my perfect innocence, I was arrest-
ed by order of the innkeeper and
committed to the prison of Verona.

‘I remained there  two whole
years, subjected to évery species of
suffering; but I bless that time, for it
proved beneficial to my eternal in-
terest, and the Christian ought to de-
sire nothing better. s

‘Ia the same cell in which I was
confined was a native of Milan, con-
demned for debt. He was a truly
good and pious man. He suffered
through the wickedness of others, for
he had entrusted a large sum of
money to some friends, and- they had
lost it, or at least had given that ex-
cuse for not returning it. Ia order
not to deprive his family of the com-
mon necessaries of life, he bad bor-
rowed money, meaning to return the
loan in a few weeks. Unfortunately
his business did not prosper, and be-
ing unable to keep his promise; he
was ' seat to prison by order of his
heartless creditor.

‘He took a great fancy to me,spoke
to me of the blessings which suffer-
ings borne with Christian resignation
bestow on sinful man. He made me
aware that the sinner ought to wish
to suffer on earth in order to become
like his heavenly pattern Christ, and
every evening would ask' me to say
the Rosary with him. By a happy
and certainly Providential interfer-
ence, we were freed the same day.
‘He insisted on taking me to his
house in Verona, where he had
settled.. Hefound, alas! what a
sad .havoc his imprisonment #Adyg
succeeding  poverty had ‘wrought
his family, His wife and children
had been obliged to sell their all;
they were reduced literally to a state
of starvation and nakedness. I saw
1 was a charge upon him, and offer-
ed to quit his home. He would not
hear of it, and perceiving that his
long confinement had brought dis-
credit on his name, and an honorable
subsistence was denied him, he left |
Verona for Milan, hoping to better his
circumstance.

‘Providence helped him, for he
not only found ‘occupation for him-
self, but plenty of work for me also.
‘He had a large family, of whom
the eldest was -a beautiful girl of my
own age. Iloved her and she loved
me.

‘It seems strange, does it not, that
a friar should talk of love? But love
is holy when_ kindred spirits meet,
whose first love is their God, and I
ledn say with truth our love was of
this kind. No. earthly passion mar-
red our affection; our souls . loved
each other with an eternal love.
“When we were both twenty years
old we married, . I thought myself,
and justly so, the happiest of men.
I did not envy the richest and great-
Lest patrician his wealth and his titles;
I possessed a treasure which far out-
shone them all.

when the plague broke out in Milan
—you know, with what intense fury.
We were both attacked-by it, taken to
the Lazaretto, and placed in separate
wards of the vast building. . We felt
the separation acutely, but could not
help it. - I recovered, and as soon as
I was able to wafk a litt'e asked to
be-allowed to go and inquire after my
wife. I was net denied this favor,
through the kind interference of a
Capuchin Father; and after some
difficulty and intense anxiety I found
out the ward where she had been
placed. . But how did I find her?
Breathing her last! She had just
time to recognize me, and beg of me
to trust in God, and be devoted to
His service and that of His Holy
Mother, before she expired.

‘I felt stunned. I left the ward,
not knowing whither I went, when
my Saviour’s mercy brought before
me the same kind Capuchin Father.
He stopped me, and bearing the sad
recital of my affliction, ‘took me with
him, and endeavored to comfort me
by inspiring me with that holy faith
and resignation, ‘which,’ said he, ‘is
the only fitting state of the Chris-
tian.’ He partly succeeded, for he
prevented my giving way to despair;
but I was so _truly wretched without
her on whom-I had centred my
strongest affection, that I could not
make up my mind to return to my
former home and occupation,

‘The same kind friar advised me

the Archbishop of Milan, Fedérigo
Borromeo, and I did so. The holy
Prelate reccived me with his aecus:
tomed unvaried kinduess, and having
told me how sorrow is sent in-mercy,
he advired me to abandon the world

‘I will not -trespass on yogr pati-
telling you the reflections I

Is y'our digestion weakened by
il la.grippo?n n.e x n. c.

K. D. C. the household remedy-

for stomach troubles.

K. D. C. Pills tone and regu-| For immediate relief after eat-

late the liver.

=who, | completely I felt the total nothing
e, did not{ness of all earthly
like to leave it. He had sold his| Within two years I entered
bouse and business to a friend, a|and at my own request
_years_younger than|ed to the ;

3 instructing poor prisoners, especially
 those: ned to death.

ngs | ence has vouchsafed me . in, the per-

‘We bad been married two months |-

Next to Beer & Goi’s

enjoyments.
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office of comforting and
. *Many are the consolations Provid-

formance of these holy duties.
(0 BE CONTINUED.)
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At the door of every Chicese
templea bell is hung with 8 rope
attached. - When & worshipper
enters he gives-the ropea jerk to
ring the bell, so that the deity of
the p'ace may be aware_ of the fact
that a wq’ebipper is present.

The east is really waking up.
The railroad from J:russlom -to
Jaffa is to be extendel to Nablus
and Gaza, and there is a projeet on
frot for the establishment of a line
of steamers on the Dead Sea. The
iatention is to briag the. rich
produce of Moab across the sea in a
few hours instead of carrying it, as
now, around the north and south
end of the sea by paravan, a trip of
four or five days’ duration. The
next we hear will probably bs news

oamel drivers against the igveva-
tion, which is to take the broyl_ pud
dstes out of their mouths., ~  *

Prize History of the Falir.

——

We are pleased to learn that the
World's Cotumbian Exposition Illas-
trated recsived the Highest andOnly
Award as the most Authentic andcom-
lete' Hlnstrated History of the Great
orld’s Fair.
This valuable work contains fall
descriptions of the Fair with 38,000
large, copper-plate half-tone, phot

of an uprising on the part of the |

THE SEED BUSINESS|

_To those not acquainted ‘with us, tho4_
following facts may prove interesting.
We bave carried on a Seed Business in |
this city for fourteen years. We have
alwags tried to merit success, hate kept |
the best seeds procurable, sold at mod-
erate prices, and treated our customers
a8 well 28 possible. Ouar business has
increased year by year, and tha largest
increase of all was in 1893. For many
years we have had the laigest Seed
Business in P. E. Island. We bave
new the largest business of the kind in
the Maritime Provinces. Nothing but|
genuine merit in tne Seeds we sell could |
have brought abount these results. ;

Follow the Crowd.|

This is a 'id.:n .:nlo'hwzmg buying
Seeds. rush to bu
Suds“d but &xg r's

,glomwu :

know the value of oo
not “blow” br: simple fact. Poor séeds
tell their own when they grow, so.
do Sgood ones. - Buy those that have
told's good story for years past. * They
are CARTER'S.
Send for our Seed Catalogue for 1894.
Res 1y 15th March.

Geo. Carter & Co. |

SEEDSMEN.
Charlottetown, — — — P. E. Island

%nphjc ifluutntiona of the Grounds,
uildings, Exhibits and attractions of
the 'Exposition. The illustrations are
ro mphotographs, showing the laborers
a8 tney tarned the first shiovel full of
earth when the great Fair was begun,
and the progress of the Exposition
Grounds and Buildings in all stages o
construction from the swamp covered
with brush and trees, to the world-
famed **White City.” filled with trea-
sures of Art and works of Genius from
the store-houses of the world, and
adorned with its Spires, Turrets and
Gilded Domes.

In all it is the richest and most
valuable work ever published. Itisthe
World’a Fair on. paper. By persuing
its pages the great exposition can be
REVISITED in years to come. It should
be in every library and home in tke
civilizad world. nd 25 cents for
sample number and fall particulars.
Reliable’agents wanted. Address

J. B. CamprerL, President,

tf. 9 Adams 8t., Chicago, Il11A
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The N. K. Fairbank

Company,
Wellington and Ann Sts.,
MONTREAL.
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WEEES & (0.

HAVE RECEIVED THEIR IMMENSE

NEW SPRING STOCE.

DRESS GOODS,

7

Mantles.dackets,Caees
MILLINERY,
fisae i< D S e e

GENTS FUR

NISHINGS

We invite all to visit our store
and gee our immense new stock.
We waut you as our customers, |
and will sell lower than any
other house in Charlottetown.

W A Wooks & Co

Wholesal_e & Retall

ing, use K. D O

en bastie? |
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The OCharloHetown lloul"d

DETROIT FREE PRESS

(Inclnding premium “Midway Types.”)

| Bring or send your subscriptions. to

GRATEFUL—COMFORTING

Epps’s Gocoa

BREAKFAST—SUPPER.

;% By a thorough knowledge of the
natural laws which govern the opérations
of digestion and nutrition, and by a care”|
ful application of the fine properties of
well-selected Cocoa, Mr. Epps has provid-
ed for our breakfast and supper a delicately
flavored beverage which may save us many
doctors’ bills. It is by the judicious use
of such articles of diet that a constitution
may be gradnally built up until strong
enough to resist every tendency jo disease.
Hundreds of subtle maladies are floating
around us ready to attack wherever there
is a wepk point. We may escape mady &
fatal shaft by keeping ourselves well forti-
fied with pure blood and a properly
nourished frame.”— Civil Service Gazette.

Made simply. with boiling water or milk.
Sold only in packets by ‘Grocers, labelled
thus :

JAMES EPPS & Co., 1:td., Homeopa-
thic Chemists, London, England.

Oct. 4t,1893.—9m

Common Sense.

This invaluchls quality is nen}‘ more
apperent in man or woman than

shown in his or her'choice of

come the Local Newspaper so that pace
may be kept with the doings of the
busy worid. It sbould be apaper li e
the HEraLD which gives all the latest
Home News as well as all the General
News, Political News and Market News,
with seasonable Editorials on current
topics. Noyone can get along withont
his home paper. The newspaper should
be supplemented by some periodical
from wgich will be derived amusemsnt
and instruction during the evenings at
home, where every article is read and
digested. Such a paper to fill every
requirement should possess these quali-
ties.

First—1It should be & clean, wholesome
per that can safely be taken inio
the- family. It should be illustrated
with timely engravings.-

Second—A paper thai is entertaining
and instructive while of sound nl;

ciples. Its moral tone shoul
beyond guestion.

Third—A helpful. paper, one that tells
the housewife of home life, thoughts
and experiences, and keeps her in
touch with social usage and fashion.

Fourth—A ' paper sboundipg in origina
character, sketches, brizht sayings

unctuous humor, and brilliant wit.

Fiftb—It should contain good stories
and pleasing matter for young people,
that the children may always regard
the paper as a friend.

xth—Literary selections and stories
suitable for older people should be
iven, for they, too, like to enjoy a
eisure hour.

Seventh—In shert; it should be a good
all ‘round Family Journal, 8 weekly
visitor which shall bring refreshment
and pleasure to every meémber of the
household.

We offer to supply our readers with
just such a paper; one of national 1e-

tion and circulation. It is the
'amous.

The Detroit Free Press.

The largest and best Family Weekly in
- Ameries. 1
The Free Press has just been enla:

to TWELVE LARSGEBEVEN-COLU.
PAGES each week. It is justly famed
for its grea; litetary merit and humor-
ous feetures. To each yearly subscriber
the publishers are this year giving a
oopy of THE FREE PRESS PORT-
FOLIO OF ¥,

“ MIDWAY TYPES”

This artistic' production comprises
twenty photographic plates,8x11 inches,
representing the strange people that
were seen an the Midway Plaisance.
The faces and fantastic dress will be
easily ized by those who visited
the fair; others will find in them an in-
teresting ltugl.

The price of The Free Press is Qne
Doll:.rh per year. We underfake to

—AND—

WEEKLY

Each. ONE YEAR for

$1.50.

excellent | 3
redding

You can not invest $1.50 to- better| WATER WHITE OIL cheaper than ever bef; '
R i o 50 1ok rady ™ 7% guarantee_every gallon of OIL we sell TO BE THE

Subscribe Now. Do Not Delay. |

B
-

Lowest Prtch
b e B e
i

=== Readymads Gl

o R s g

THIS SEASON —

for which we will give the highest price in exchange for
Dry Goods, . Readymade Clothing,
Cloths, Boots and Shoes, or Cash. .

at Dodd's old stand, directly opposite the west "end of the
Market House, Market Square.

J. B. Macdonald & Co.-
KBROSENE  0IL

D,

economy. as you will find it to be thé€ dearest in the lon
run. :

Less than three cents a week will|grades, and besides it will smoke your

procure both of these most
papers and fornish abundant
matter for every member of the family.

EST AMERICAN WATER WHITE.

THERS,

Wo Don't Want our Neighbors Businoss; but
will Hold our Own Against all.Odds.

e _,Sm‘e;i Steck, the lm ,

--AND—

~

o

- Hrug

Sin Bk Sk X8, Aok 7

' REDDIN BROS.,

Opposite_Post Office

oy | |
J. D. MACLEOD & CO'S

Flour, Tea, Sugar, Molassas, and all Kinds
of Choice Groceries.

=

Our Stock is new and fresh, and
will be sure to please.

ONE DOOR NORTE OF OLD STAND,

Rogers’ Building, Queen Street.

McKAY WOOLEN (O,

SPRING, 1894.
OnE, Hafs, GeS Firnishings,

You can save money by inspecting®our clothing before
going anywhere else. = We have a very large assortment
which we are bound to sell. We are selling at a small ad-
vance on cost. The clothing made from our owh Island
Tweed for durability and cheapness canngt be equalled; and
weé have the largest stock of imported clothing in the city.

100 odd suits now offeréd at less than cost.. New paf7
terns of Island Tweed coming from our own Mills every
day. : ot
Hundreds of dozens of Hats to select

from, It will
pay you to see our display, :

A
A new line of Gents Furnishings just in.
HIGHEST PRICE for Wool—Cash or Trade.

WOOL !

Va |

-X

We want Ten Thousand Pouuds of good clean V\;ool
Tryon Woolen Mill

When' you want to dispose of your wool bring it to us

————

 AMERICAN

- The Best ig the Cheaﬁest.
’ 'dnd Futl

b9

ON'T buy .ow grade, inferior Oil because it is 2 Litie
cheaper in price than the highest gradle. . It is faka
g

Poor Oil will not burn nearly so lr;mg as the better

chimne d
very disagreeable odor in the house, y$ and make
This fall we are selling the BEST AMERICAN

Bring in your can and have it refilled at

THE HERALD, Ch'iown.

'

.



