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“IREONURCE OF THE GESU. | from its peculiar circumetances, cansed ‘A pure scoident,’ repests Arthur, ‘Let us make a party and go to-|afberwards bis words come back 0 bis ;
— more theo usual interest. from between his coloriess lips. gotber,’ suggests Dora, enthusiastioal- | listeners’ memories, filling their breasts .
X + | Dmeof the guests to-igit lsan army  He ljoks far more distressed by this ly clasping ber bands—ber favorite | with terror and despair.
Surgeon, and be ls giving them an 6x- | soourrence than Sir Adrinn, who had |method of showing false emiotion of | ‘I woader you don't have this den-
planation as 10 bow the fatal wouwnd narrowly esoaped being wounded. This | suy kind. She is determined g0 have | gerous lock removed,’ says Capt. Ring-
o bad been inflicted. It appesred a4 180 | ouly showed his tenderness and proper | her part in the programme, sad is | wool. ‘It is & regolsr trap. Some

And there In the midet of that human

storm,
Stands a grand pavillion of massive stone,
Lirting stately form,
m.::;-dhh.
And quiekly I scan each tarret and areh,

*T11 the summit is reached by my eager eye,
Where the grand old sign of redemption

stands—
md great love for man—
‘geinst winter's sky ;
. rebuke 0 that drifting stream,
Yi many heediess one's rush by,
Without a thought of the God within,
Or even a glance (0 his cress on high,
Standing tmwed against the calm grey

waky ?
Ro stood the cross on Calvary’s hill—
While d with ery

At him, who had shed his blood to redesm
That b oug that goes ping by.

Hebrtalek, | turn from the molse of the
fown,

And enter the always open door,

Then humbly kneel by the font within,
And God's sweet merey to men implore.
Afar oe*r the sanctuary the lamp s burning
That tells that a God of love is there,
While age and youth around are kneeling,
With heads bowed down In suppliant

prayer,
Sublime and pute are arch and piliar,
Each dltared niche and fresco grand,
Like the chureh God bullt on the rock of

Peter,
Sweet church of Jesus long may you stand.

And then I tarn from that peaceful quiet,
To face onee more the bustling throag,
But above the strife and sin and riot,

I hesr thy voice like some grand old song.

Though years way pass, thy memory ever,
Liie & beacan light to me shal! be
A guiding star from sin and error,
An haven of rest foreternity
P. N. O'Busx.

THE IADNTED CHANAR

BY THE “DUCHESS.”

CHAPTER. V—[CoNTINUED ]
* [t is not » matter of wonder in my
case he responds; ‘a fow fell are
still in the smoking-room.

It is early,
you know—not yet three. Bat you—
why are you keeping a lonely vigil like
this?"

‘The moob tempted me to the win-
dow," answers Florence. *‘See baw
calm she looks riding majestically v
there, See "—stretching out her bare
white arm until the beams fall full
upon it, and seem to change it to
purest marble *—does it not make ove
feel as if all the world were being
bathed in its subdued glow

A pale tremulous smile widens her
lipa. Sir Adrian, plucking s tall pale
lily growing near him, fiogs it upward
with such an eager aim that it alights
upon her window.sill. She sees it
Her fingers close upon it.

* Fit emblem of its possessor,’ says
Adrian eoftly, and rather unsteadily.
* Do you know of what you remiod me
sisping there in your white robes? A
medimyal saint out in stone—a pure
angel, too good, too far above all
earthly passion to enter into it, or un.
derstand it, and the grief that must
ever attend upon it.’

He speaks bisterly. It seems to him
that she is indeed cold not to have
guessed before this the intensity of his
Jove for her. However much she may
have given her affection to another, it
still seemg® to him inexpressibly hard
that she can have no pity tor his suffer-
ing. Hegazesat herintently. Dot e
mystic moonbeams deceive him, or are
there tears in her great dark eyes? His
heart beats quickly. Once aguin he
remembers her emotion of the past
evening. He hears agaio her passion-
ate sobs. Is she unhappy? Are there
thorns in her path that are difficult to
remove?

* Florence, once again 1 entreat you
to confide in me,’ he says, after a psuse

‘1 can not,’ she returns, sadly but
firmly. * Bat there is one thing I must
say to you—think of me as you may for
saying it—I am nos cold as you seemed
to lmply & moment since; I am not
made of stone: and, alas, the grief you
think me incapable of understanding
is mioe already! You have wronged
me in your thoughts [ have here,’ she
explains with some vehemence, laylog
thé band in which she still hoids the
drooping lily upon ber breast, ‘ what I
would be gladly without—a heart.’

“Nay,’ says Adrian bastily; * you for-
geb. It Temo longer yours, you bave
given it away.’

For an instapt she glances at him |

keenly, while ber breath comes and
goes with painful quickness.

*You have no right to ssy so,’ she
murmurs at last.

“No, of course not; 1 beg your par-
don,' be saye apolagetically, “It is
your own secrel.’

‘There is no secret,’ she declares
mervously. ‘ Nome.’

“§ bave offended you. I should not
havépéld that. * You will forgive me?
hecentiests, with agitation.

*You are quite forgiven;’ and, as a
token leans & little further out of the
window, and looks down at bim with a
face pale indeed, but full of an

ingaest chat the unfortunate man bhad

| shot bimself In a pecaliar manner as to

enuse considerable doabt as tu whether
he had been murdered or had died by
his own hand. Evidence, b , of

feeling, as almost all the women pre- | equaily determined that Fiorence shall

sent mutually agreed. Almost all, but |
oot quite Dora Talbot, for example, |
|thar Dynecourt, coming up to Mise

grows deadly pale as she listens to the

& most cobvinciog natare had con-
firmed the latter theory.

Captain Riogwood, with a revolver
in bls band, is endeavoring to show
that the man could not bave shot bim-
self, jost as Adrian re-enters.

‘ Be careful with that revolves,’ he
exolaime bastily ; * it is loaded!”

* All right, old fellow, I know it,' re-
turns Risgwood. * Look here, doctor,
how could he make a wound here?

‘*Why not? BSir Adrian, take the re-
volver for a moment, will you? says
the surgeon, anxious to demonstrate
his theory beyond the possibility of a
doubt, ‘I want 1o convince Ringwood
Now stand #0, and hold the weapon
#0'—placing it with the muzzle pre-
sented in » rather awkward position al-
most over the heart.

‘1 thought fellows always put the
muzzles of their revolvers in their
mouths and blew their brains out when
they committed suicide,” Ringwood re-
marks lightly.

* This fellow evidently did not,’ says

the surgeon calmly. Now, Sir Adrian,
you see, by holding it thus, you could
quite easily blow yourself to—'
Before ho can finish the sentence,
there is a sudden confusion of bodies,
& Jostling as it were, for Arthur Dyne-
court, who had been looking on atten-
tively with one foot on a footstool close
to Sir Adrian’s elbow, had slipped trom
the stool at this opportune moment,
and had fallen heavily against his
oousin:

There is a shout from somebody, and
then a silence. The revolver in the
scuffle had gowe off! T.rough the
house the sharp erack of a bullet rings
loudly, rousing many from their slum
bers.

Lights can be seen in the passages;
terrified faces peep out from balf-open-
ed duors. Dora Pslbot, coming into

4ol n s pale pink cashmere
dressfuggown trimmed with swan's-
590, 1n which she looks the very per-

ification of | and youth,
screams Joudly and demands hysteri-
eally to be informed as to the cause of
the nnusual noise.

The servants have rushed from their
quarters/in alarm. Ethel Villiers, with
- scared face, runs to Florence
Délmaine’s room, and throws her
arms round that young lady as she
comes out pale, but composed, to ask
in a clear tone what has happened.

As pobody knows, and as Florence
in her heart is more frightened than
she cares to confess, being aware
through Adrian that some of the men
are still up in the smoking-room, aad
fearing that a quarrel had arisen
smong them, she proposes that they
sbould go to the smoking-room in a
body and make inquiries.

Old Lady FirzAlmont, with Lady
Gertrude sobbing on her arm, seconds
this proposal, and, being a veteran of
much distinetion, takes the lead. Those
following close behind, are giad of this,
aad bopeful b of it, her app
ance being calculaced to rout any enme-
my. The awtul character of her dress-
ing-gown and the severity of the
nighteap that erowns her martial head
would strike terror to the hearts of any
midnight marsuders, TFhey all move
off in a body, and, guided unconscious.
ly by Florence, approach the smokiong-
room.

Voices loud In conversation can be
heard as they draw near; the door is
slightly sjar. Florence drawing back
as they .come quite up to it, the old
lndy waves her aside and advances
boldly to the front. Flinging wide
open the door, ebe bursts upon the se~
tonished company within,

* Where is he? she asks, with a dig-
wity that only heightens the attractions
of cap and gown. ‘Have you secured
him? BSir Adrian, where is the eon-
stable? Have you sent for him P

Sir Adrian, whose gase is fized upon
the fair vision in the trailing white
gown standing timidly in the door-
way, forgets toanswer his interrogator,
and the others taken by surprise, main-
tain a solemn silence.

* Why this mystery?” demands Lady

miscreant? Where is the man that

* Heve, madame,” replies the surgeon
dryly, Indicating Arthur Dynecourt by
s motion of the hand.

« Ho—who? Mr. Dynecourt?" ejacu-
Istes her ladyship in a disappointed
tone. ‘It was all a mistake, then P |
must say, Mr. Dypecourt,” continues
the old Iady in an indignant tone, * that
I think you might fiad » more suitable
time in which to play off your jokes, or
o' practice target-shooting, than in the
middle of the night, when every re-

pectable bousehold ought to be wrap-
ped in slumber.’

Fitz-almont steraly., ‘ Where is the o

P i and watches Arthur's'
ghastly face. What is it like? The|

face of & murderer?

‘Oh, no, mo,' she usps inwardly;
* surely sot that!

*It was the parest accident, I sssure
you.’ protests Arthur agsin, as though
ankions to impress this conviction
dpon his owe mind.

*It might have been a very serious
one.’ says the surgeon gravely, regard-
ing him with a keen glance, * It might
have meant death to Sir Adrign I’

Florence changes ocolo* and glances
at her host with parted lips. Dors
Talbot, pressing her way through the
group in the doorway, goes straight up
to him as if impulsively, and takes his
hand in both of hers.

‘Dear Sir Adrian, how can we be
thankful enongh for your escape? she
says sweetly, tears standing in her
bright blue eyer., She presses his hand
warmly, and even raises it to her lips
in a transport of emotion. Standing
there in the pretty pink dressing-gown
that shows off her complexion to per-
fection, Dora Talbot looks lovely.

‘You are very good— very kind,' re-
turns Sir Adrian, really touched by
her concern, but still with eyes only
for the white vision in the doerway;
but you make too much of nothing. 1
am sorry | have been the unhappy
csuse of vousing you from your rosy
dreams; you will not thank me to-
morrow when there will be only lilies
in your cheeks.’

The word lily brings back to him his
Iast interview with Florence. He glan-
ces hurriedly at her right hand; yes,
the same lily is clasped in ber fingers.
Hns she sat ever since with his gift
before her, fn her silent chamber?
Alone—in grief perbaps. But why has
she kept his flower? What can it all
mean ?

‘ We shall mind nothing, now you
are sofe,’ Dora assures him tremu-
lously.

T think I might be shown some con-
sideration,’ puts in Arthur, trying by
a violent effort to assert himself, and
to speak lightly. *‘ Had anything bap-
pened, surely I should have been the
one to be pitied. It would have been
my fsalt, and Mrs. Talbot, [ think yon
might show some pity for me.” He
holds out his hand, and mechanically
Dora lays her own in it

Bat it is only for an instant, and she
shudders violently as his touch meets
hers. Her eyes are on the ground, and
she can not bring herselfl to look at
him. Drawing bher fingers baurriedly
from his. she goes to the door and dis-
appears from view,

In the meantime Sir Adrian, having
made his way to Florence, points to the
lily.

‘You have held it ever since? he
asks, in a low tone. ‘I hardly boped
for so much. But you have not con-
gratulated me, you alune have said
nothing.’

‘Why need I speak / I have seen
you with my own eyes. You are safe
Believe me, Sir Adrian, [ congratulate
you most sincerely upon your escape.’

Her words are cold, her eyes are
downcast. She ts deeply annoyed with
herself for having oarried the lily into
his presence here. The very fact of
having noticed it and spoken to her
about It has shown her how much im-
portance he has attached to her doing
80. What will be think of ber. He
will doubtless picture bher to -himself
sitting weeping and brooding over a
flower given Lo her by a man who loves
her not, and to whom she has given
her love unselicited.

Her marked cojdgess so oppresses
him that he steps back, and does not
veutare to address her again. It oc-
cars to him that she is reserved because
of Arthur's presence.

Presently Lady FitzAlmont, marab-
aling ber forces anew, carries them all
away to their rooms, soundly rating
the sobbing Lady Gertrude for her
want of self-control.

The men, 0o, shortly afterward dis-
perse, and one by one drift away to
their rooms. Ouaptain Ringwood and
Maitiand the surgeon being the last to

* Who is the next heir to the castle?
asks the latter musiogly, drummiag
his fingers idly oo » table near him.

‘ Dynecourt, the fellow who nearly
did for Sir Adrian this eveniag! re-
plies Ringwood quietly.

*Abr

‘It would have meant a very good
thing for Arthur if the shot had taken
effect,’ says Ringwood, eyeing his com-
panion curiously.

* It would bave meant murder, sir!’
rejoins the surgeon shortly.

CHAPTER VI.

¢ Dear Sir Adrian,’ says Dora Talbot,
laying down her bat npon a garden-
choir, and forsaking the game of ten-
nis then proceeding to go forward and
greet her host, ' Where bave you been?
We have missed you so much. Flor-

ence ing to her ocousin—* will
you take my bat, dearest? [ am quite
tired of trying to defeat Lord Lisle’
Lord Lisle, a middle-aged gentleman
of sunburned appearance, looks unmis-
takably delighted at the prospect of a
change in the game. He is married;
has a large family of promising young
Lisles, and a fervent passion for tennis.
Mrs. Talbot baving proved a very con-
temptible adversary, be is charmed at

his chanod of getting rid of ber.
8o Florence, vice Dors retired. joins
the game, and ithe play coutinues with
When bowever Lord

go nowhere alone witn Sir Adrian.
‘What « ospital idea!’ puts in Ar-

Delmaine, and specially addresing her

her with all the air of & rightful owner,
‘ Charming,” mutters & young lady

day you'll be sorry for it

* Why, that is one of the old tower’s

standing by; sad so the guestion iy
sectled.

« It will ba rather a fatiguing jourvey,
you know,’ remarke Oaptain Ringwood,
confidentially, to Ecthel Villiers. *It's
an awful lot of stairs; I've been there,
s0 1 knpw all about it—its worse than
the treadmill,

‘ Have you been there too? demands
Miss Ethel saucily. glancing at him
from under her long lashes.

* Not yet,” ® the Captain, with

greatest oh .’ he says. ‘It belonge
to the dark ages, and saggests all sorte
of horrible possibilities. This room
would be nothing without ire myster-
fous lock.’

At this moment Dora's eyes turn
slowly toward Arthur Dynecourt. She
herself ardly knows why, at this par-
ticalar time, she should look at him,
yeot she feels that some unaccountable
fascination is compelling her face to

s little grin, * Bat, I say, don't go—
will you?®
‘1 must; [ sm dyiog to see it.’ re-
plies Ethel. ‘ You needn't come, you
know; 1 dare say [ shall be able to get
on without you for balf an hour or so’
* | dare say you could get on

his. Their eyes meet. As
they do so, Dora shudders and turns
deadly pale. There is that jn Arthar
Dynecourt's dark and sullen eyes that
strikes her cold with terror and vague
forbodings of evil. It is a wicked look
that overspreads the man’s face—a

mounly well without me forever,” re-
torts the eaptain rather gloomily. Te
himself he confesses moodily that this
girl with the auburn bhair and the blue
eyes has the prwer of taking the * curl
out of him ' whensoever she wishes,

* I believe you are afrald of the bogies
hidden in this secret chamber, and s
don't care to come,’ says Miss Villiers
tauntingly.

* 1 know something else I'm .a_great
deal more afraid of,’ responds the gal-
lant captain meaningly.

‘Me? she asks innocently, but ocer
trinly  coquettishly. ‘Ob, Captai
Ringwood "—in a tone of mock injury
—+* What an unkind speech! Now I
know you look upon me in the light of
an ogress, or a witch, or somethiog
equnlly dreadful. Well, as I have the
name of it, [ may as well have the gaiv
of it, and 80— command you to attend
me to the - haunted chamber.’ "

*You ovder—I obey,' says the cap-
tain: ‘Call and 1 follow—I1 follow.
thouge I die?" After which quotation
he accompanies her toward tae hous
in the wake of Dora and Sir Adrian,
who has been pressed by the clever
widow into her service.

Florence and Arthar Dynecourt fol-
low them, Arthur talking gsaly, as
though determined to ignore the fact
that he is thoroughly unwelcome to hi-
compavion; Florence, with head erec:
and haughty footsteps and eyes care-
fully averted.

Past the hall, through the corridor.
up the staircase, through the galleries,
slong more corridors they go, laughing
and talking esgerly, until thbey come st
last to an old and apparently muct
disused part of the house.

Traversing more corridors, upon
which dust lies thickly, they come at
Iast toa emall iron-bound door that
blocks the end of one passage.

‘ Now we really begin to get near
it, says Sir Adrisn encouragingly
turning as he always does when oppot -
tunity offers to address himself solely
to Florence.

Don’t you feel creepy-creepy? asks
Ethel Villiers, with a smothered laugh,
looking up at Captain Ringwood.

Then Sii Adrian pushes open the
door, revealing s steep flight of stoos
steps that leads upward to another
door sbove. This door, like the lower
one, is bound with iron.

‘This is the tower,' explains Sir
Adrian, still acting as cicerone to the
small party, who look with interest
asround them. Mrs. Talbot, affecting
nervousness, clings closely to Sir Ad-
rian's arm. Indeed she is debating in
her. own mind whether it would be
effective or otherwise 1o sabside into a
graceful swoon within his arms. * Yon-
der is the door of the chamber,' con-
tinues Sir Adnan, ‘Come, let us go
up to it

They all ascended the last flight of
stone stairs; and pregently their hos
opens the door, and reveals to them
whatever mystery may lie beyond. He
enters first, and they all follow him,
bat as if suddenly recollecting some
important point, he turns and calls
loudly to Captain Ringwood not to let
the door shat behiod him.

‘There is a peculiar spring in the
lock,” he explains a momeant later;
‘and if the door plammed to we shoul
find it impossible to open it from the
inside, and might remaln here prison-
ers forever unless the household came
to the rescue.’

‘Oh, Captsin Ringwood, pray be
careful,’ crics Dora falteringly. *Oar

ordinary scquaintance. If indeed she

oruel implacable look that seems to
freeze her as ghe gazesat him spell-
hound. Slowly, even while she watches
him, she sees him turn his glance from
her to Sir Adrian in a meaning man-
ner, as thoughto let her know that the
vile thought that is working in his
brain and 18 betrayiog iteelf on its face
is intended for him, not her. And yes,
with this too, he gives her silently to
understand that, if she shows any
treachery toward him, he will not leave
it uorewarded.

Cowed, frightened, trembling at
what she knows not, Dora staggers
hackward, and, Inying & hand upon the
wall beside her, tries to regain sell-
possession. The others are all talking
together, she is therefore unobserved.
She stands, still .psating and pnllid,
rying to collect her thoughts.

Only one thing comes clearly to her
filling her with loathing of h il and

cannot be sold In competition with the mul-
titude of low test, short weight, alum of
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London House, Kensington, April 13, 1887.

an unnamed dread—it is that, by her
own donble~dealing and falseness to-
ward Florence, she has seemed to enter
into a compact with this man tobe a
companion in whatever orime he may
decide upon. His very look seems to
implicate her, to deag her down with
him to his level. She Tadls herselt
chained to him—his partner ina vile
conspiracy. And what farther adds to
the horror of the situation is the know-
ledge that she knows herself to be
blindly ignorant of whatever plans he
may be forming.

After a foew seconds she excuses her-
solf and wins back some degree of com-

posure. It is of course & mere woak-
ness to helieve herself in the power of

Arthur Dynecourt, she tries to convinee
hersell. He is no more than any other

has helped him in his little efforts to
secure the love of Florenos, there was
0o great harm in that, though of course
it served her own purpose also.

* How pale you are, Mrs, Talbot ?’ re-
marks Sir Adrian suddenly, wheeling
round to Jook at ber more closely.
* Has this damp old place really affected
your nerves? Come, lot us go down
again, and forget in the sunshine that
bloody deeds were ever committed here
or elsewhere.’

‘I am nervous, I confess,’ responds
Dorain a low tone. * Yes, yes—let us
leave this terrible room forever.’

‘So be it says Sir Adrisn gayly.
‘For my part [ teel no desire to re-
enter it."

TO BE CONTINUED.]

The Appetite
Mo b iwereased, the Dicestive ongans
. | | ned, and the Bowels regulated,

aing Aver's Pills. These Pills are
ircly vegetable in their composition.
They contain neither ealomel nor any other

dungerous drug, and may be taken with
perfect safety by persops of all ages.

1 was a grest sufferes from Dyspepsia
amd q’.-mxfpnﬂun. 1 _hal wo asppetite,
became greatly debilitated, and was coh-
stantly afflicted with Headache and Dizzi-
ness. | consulted our fumily doctor, who
preseribed for mie, st various thmes, With.
out affording more than temporary rellef,
1 fiually commenced taking Ayer's Pllls.
In a short thne my digestion and appetite

IMPROVED
my bowels were lated, lnd.rl:lvhlh

regu!
time | finished two boxes of these m
tendency to hesdaches had ‘"-’E:-hl
and | became strong and well, —
M. Logsu, Wilmington, Del.

I was troubled, for over a year, with
Loss of Appetite, and General Debility.
I commenced taking Ayer's Pills, and, be-
fore finishing half & box of this medicine,
my =t|-~um and strength were restored.
—C., U, Clark, » Coun.

three years with Meadache, 1

very lives depend npon your

* Miss Villiers, do come here and help
me to rpmember my duty,’ says Capt.
Ringwood, planting his back against
the open door lest by any means it
should shat.

The chamber is round, and has, in-
stead of windows, three narrow aper-
tares in the walls, through which can
be obtained a glimpse of the sky, but of
nothing else. Toese apertures are just
large enough to sdmit & man’s hand-
The room is wtthout furaniture of say
description, and on the boards the dark
stains of bjood are distjnotly visible.

* Dynecourt, tell them a story or
two,” ealls out Ringwood to Sir Adrian,
‘They won't belleve It is veritably
haunted unless you call up & ghost to
frighten them.'

But they all protest in & body that
they do not wish to hear any ghost
stories, so Sir Adrian laughipgly re-
fases to comply with Ringwood’s re-

quest.

‘Are we far from the other parts of
the house P' asks Florence st
who hes been examining some writing
on the walls.

‘8o far that, if you were immured
here no ory, however loud, could pene-
trata the distance,’ r Bir Adrian.
‘You are as D

m“)ﬂ‘huﬁz

BY USING

three boxes of Ayer's Pills, and, at the
same time dieting myself, I was com~
pletely cured. y d&un organs are
now fn mud-r. and I am In
bealth.—| p Lockwood, Topeka,

Ayer's Pills have benefited me wonder-
fully. For months 1 suffered from Judi-
gestion and Headache, was restiess at
o ke SR e o
every morning, or ohe box o
Ayer's l'm:.‘ull these troubles
peared, my food well, and my
sleep was yefreshing. —Heury C, Hem-
menway, Rockport,

T was cured of the Piles by the use of
A(nr'u Pills. They not only relieved me
of that painful disorder, but gave me in.
creased vigor, and restored my health. —
Johu Lazarus, St. John, N, B,

Ayer’s Pills,
EITURAS Amas s

SILVERWARE !

HE greater part of our Silver-

Plated Ware is made by First-
class American Houses, who bave
c¢rossed the line and now manufac-
ture on this side, thereby saving the
purchaser the amount they formerly
paid in daty, and the goods are of
?ﬂuulﬁt}' to those made in the
nited States.

Cruet Frames,
Cake Baskets,

For Sale Good and Cheap by

E W.TAYLOR,

CAMERON BLOCK,
Fobruary 2, 1887—1y

CAMERON BLOCK.

SEEDS, FARM & GARDEN,

ALL KINDS.

Buﬂdin_g‘_n;lateria.l.
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 begin to arrive on opening
of Navigation.

REUBEN TUPLIN & CO.

1887. 1887.

REDDIN’S DRUG STORE.

WHILE wishing a bright and prosperous New
Year to all, would remind the general public
that we have everything usually found in a FIRST-
CLASS DRUG STORE AT LOWEST PRICES.

Fellows’ Syrup,
Patent Medicines,
Holloway's Pills,
Eno's Fruit Salt.

10 gross Diamond Dyes, |
Howard’s Cream Tartar, |
= Baking Soda,
Nestle's, Ridge’s and Mel-

lim's Food. ‘

All the latest improvements for Dispensing.

Personal attention. Pure Chemicals.

Havana Cigars and Fine Tobacces a Specialty

001d NOHHWNVO

D. O’M. REDDIN, Jr.

Charlottetown, Jan. 19, 1887.

STOCK - T

BARGAINS IN

G.

In order to veduce very low our whole Stock
previous to  Stock-taking, we are offering
Special Inducements to Cash Purchasers in
every Departmend.

BALANCE OF FUR GOODS, very chesp.

FUR-LINED DOLMANS, largely reduced.

WINTER DRESS GOODS, at prices to clear.

BALANCE OF LADIES' FELT HATS, at cost.

SACK AND ULSTER CLOTH, at very low prices.

SACKS, REDINGOTES AND ULSTERS, cheap.

HOUSE FURNISHINGS OF EVERY KIND.

CARPETS at Low Prices. Low Prices. Low Prices.

BEER BROS.

NEW STORE.

E. YUILL respectfully announces
® to‘lhe citizsens of Charlottetown
mﬂ vicinity that he has commenced

Flour and Tea Business

At No. 85, Queen Btreet,
selected stock of FLOUR and TEA,
and guarantees satisfaction to all who
patronize him.
Lﬁ&n invited.

Obarlottetown, Jan. 5, 1887—6m

NEW PANS. NEN PANS.

V. W, Chrtieom, Wiests Aga, | 257 B

Try them and you will use no other.
Charlottetown, Dec. 8, 1886—tf

n, Jan, 5, 1887,

with & well-

PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND RAILWAY.
1886-7.
On and W

WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 1886-7.

ednesday, December ’
g ( . 1st, Imo‘—m

Tralns Dopart—For the West. |

Trains Arrive—From the West.

STATIONS. STATIONS. |I..l Ilo.l.

l No.s Il‘l

A M.

3

NEW SERIES.

Tho Charlotislown E

—I8 ISSUED—

EVERY WEDNES

o N

The Herald Printing Co
FROM THEIR OFFIC|
CORNER OF QEEEN & RICHMOXD

CRARLOTTETOWY, P. E. ISLA

Subscription : One Year, in Advar

ADVERTISING AT MODERATE

Contracts made for M
Quarterly, Half yearly, or
Advertisements, on applicati

Remittances may be m
Draft, P. O. Order, or Re
Leotter.

AH Correspondence she

addressed to

The Herald Printimz Coapany. Chat

OCalendar for May, |

MOON"S CHANGES,
Full moon 7th day. ®h,, 5 sm . 8
Last Quarter 1ith d-y, #h.,

New Moon 22nd lay, Th  52%m.. p
First Qanrter 3th day, Ih., 77m
) Day of; Sun | Sun | THE Moox
M Week Rises Sets | Rises | Hets

b | .| morn m'n
| Sun w72 1158 1
Mo " [ 2

FURT Bt

3 Mon

™ . 3
= Nun 19 £ 10 57
3| Fues l

i

Hgwz
»
Px

North British and Me
FIRE AND LIF
INSURANCE (oM

FSTABLISHMED 1

Total Asscts, 1886, - - $20
il

FPYRANSACTS every descript

l and Life Business on
favorable terms.

This Compeny has been
favorably known for its pr
ment of losses in this Island
past twenty-two years.

FRED. W. HY

Corner Queen and Water St
Charlottetown, Jan. 14, 188

"~ JOHN §. MACDON
ATTORNEY-AT-

CFFICKE :
Newson's Building, Uy wsite New

Charlottetown, (ot 7. 18

CHARLUTTETC

BUSINESS G0l

Hours---9.30 to 12 a.
2.00 to 4 p.1
7.30 to 9.30 |

SPECIAL SUBJEC
BOOK-KEEPING, in all i
BUSINESS PENMANSH
TYPE WRITING.
SHORTHAND.
TELEGRAPHY.
NAVIGATION, &c.

Call or write for full
LB M

October 21. 1885—tf

. B. STONE,
V. P,

Tt tpdms et o

INotic

LL persons In
the NERALTE
Company are hereb)
to pay the amounts
MMC'...
| proceedings w!
Glately Instituted |
the same.
January 19, 1887

McLean, Martin, &
BARRISTERS .& A1
Solctors, Notaries Pt
BROWN™S I
Charlottetown, P!

McLEAN,LLB., 1
ol H. C. McDONALI

. myhlwun Real
September 22, 1886—1y



