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To Nursing Mothers !
A leading Ottawa Doctor writes :

, “ P^'iDg LaAStien. when the strength ot the mother is 
deficient, or the secretion of milk scanty,

WYETH’S MALT EXTRACT
gives most gratifying results." It also improves the Quality 
of the milk. ________________

It is largely prescribed 
To Assist Digestion,

To Improve the Appetite,
To Act as a Food for Consumptives,

In Nervous Exhaustion, anftas a Valuable Tonie.
••IIICE. 40 CENTS PER BOTTLE.

No Ciw, No Crown.

By E. L. Stanton.

Î sometimes think when life seems drear 
And gloom and darkness gather here— 
When hope’s bright star forsakes my skies 
And sorrow o'er my pathway lies,
It would be sweet, it would be best 
To fold my tired hands and rest ;
But then God sends an angel down,*
Who sweetly says: “No Crosp, no Crown!”

Last night I heard the river moan 
With sad and melancholy tone ;
I saw its waters flashing free 
And dashing headlong to the sea !
I would have plunged beneath its tide, 
And on its friendly bosom died,
But then God sends an angel down,
Who whispered still : “No Crovs, no 

Crown !”

-I said.: »■ fWk loM*.
Theré is no hand to hold my own, '
I cannot bear the noonday heat,
The ihorns so pierce my bleeding feet!” 
“Behold !” he cried, “whejre, sacrificed, 
Shine the red, bleeding wounds of Christ.* 
And fell his tears of mercy down,
While still he said:“No Cross, no Crowr!”

Then turned I from the river shore 
And sought the lonely world once more; 
With aching heart and burning head 
To battle for my crust of bread !
But Hunger came, who knew me well 
And fainting by the way I fell,
But still the angel fluttering down’
And weeping said :“No Cross, no Crown! *

No Cross—no Crown ! As standing there, 
The cross too heavy seemed to bear ;
And for the crown—I could not see 
That it was ever meant for me !
The words I could not understand,
Even while I pressed the angel’s hand ; 
But still he looked with pity down,
And still he said : “No Cross, no Crowi !”

Backthe world I turned again,
To feel its grief, endure its pain ;
But all the sweetness that it gave 
I followed weeping to the grave ;
And from the cold and quiet sod %
I lifted my sad eyes to God,
And saw the angel coming down,
And in his hand a golden orown.

Then I forgot my earthly loss,
And kneeling lifted up the cross ;
Though all that once made life so sweet 
Lay ’neath the lilies at my feet !
A radiance from the realms of Light 
Flashed for a moment on my sight :
A still small voice came flattering doWn— 
“It is enough—receive the Crown.”

Lord Riissell's
Homs.

Childhood

HDW THE LIFE OF THE LORD CHIEF 
JUSTICE OF ENGLAND BEGAN.

githarine Tynan Hinkeon con 
t$s‘to a recent issue of the Ave 
Maria a fascinating sketch of Ljrd 
Russell, of Killowen,the first Catholic 

Lord Chief Justice of England, since 
England's break from the Church in 
the sixteenth century. We quote :— 

The house where the great lawyer 
first saw the light was a tall, old 
grey house at tiallybot, a suburb of 
Newry, near which was his father's 
brewery. Arthur and Margaret Rus
sell were parents of five children, 
two boys and three girls. The 
father, long an invalid, was a man of 
most sweet and indulgent character; 
the mother, with her strong, noble, 
energetic nature, had the greatest 
possible influence over the character 
of her children. In that truly 
Christian household all the virtues 
were taught, and most especially the 
virtue of charity. Indeed ‘‘the 
charity of Christ urgeth us" might 
have been written on those nursery 
walls, for, of the five children who 
played therein, four dedicated them
selves to the service of God in re- 
ligioh, while the first lived to be so 
great an honor to the Church of which 
he is a devoted son as Lord Russell, 
of Killowen.

Of that family life one now and 
again catches a glimpse in the poems 
of the well-known Dublin Jesuit, 
who is Lord Russell's brother; as for 
instance :
•The harsh word ‘beggar’ wae under ban 

In that quaint old house by the sea; 
And little Bine Frock’s announcements ran; 

1 'Tis a poor little girl—a poor blind 
man—

Poor woman with children three. ’ ”
And again, when he counts God’s 

benefits, we hear of :
“Chiefest as first, the truest, best of 

mothers,
Whose kind, firm prudence «ever since 

hath slept;

“And those fair angels, saintly, wise, 
light-hearted,

Whose smile made pure jthe very air I 
breathed,

And who at parting (for we all have 
parted) ^

Sweet sanctifying memories bequeath
ed"

The “quaint old house by the 
sea” was Seafield, Killowen, where 
the family removed while Charles 
was «till, a little boy. In this en-
chanting place, between the moun
tains and the sea, the children found 
a paradise. They were free, and 
even encouraged, to make friends 
with the peasant folk about them; and 
they knew every old Tom and Biddy 
of the district, were familiar with all 
their aches and pains, and were wel
come guests at the cottage hearths. 
Killowen village nestles delightfully 
under the lee of a mountain; Carling- 
ford Bay faces it, and the children 
knew all the delights of mountain 
and sea. They are not forgotten 
there. The peasants yet remember 
the charity of the mother, and are 
proud of the distinguished son. He 
does not forget Killowen, any more 
than his Jesuit brother, who, heating 
a cock crow in France, is reminded 
of the chanticleer
•'That flaps his wings and orsws, per

chance, this hour
Before George Kielty’s door in dear 

Killowen."

but bas often revisited the beloved 
home of his boyhood.

A little discursiveness about those 
dtar brothers and sisters may be par
doned. Father Matthew Russell is, 
to a section of young Irish writers, a 
far greater man than his brother 
He edits the Irish Monthly, a little 
green-covered periodical which has 
weathered the storm and stress that 
especially beset Irish periodical litera

ls D C Pills tone and regu
late the liver.

lire for »el, over a score of years. 
How many pretentious periodicals it 
has seen born and die ? The Irish 
Monthly is the nursery of young 
poets. Nothing there goes by fear 
or favor; and the timidest neophyte 
may send the most blurred manus 
cript, confident that if there be m it 
the tiniest seed of poetry, it will be 
recognized by those kind editorial 
eyes;

Father Russell's friendship, once 
won, is never-failing. He is extra
ordinarily like his distinguished 
brother, and yet extraordinarily un
like. Lord Russell has a square, 
massive face, of curious ivory pallor, 
with piercing, deep set eyes that 
mentally dissect you as they gaze 
Father Russell is a little rosy man, 
with a round face that wears an ex
pression of absolotety tender benign 
ancy. As he bustles into the big 
bare parlor of the Jetuits to "receive 
you, his very “Good morning I" has 
a kindness in it impossible to des
cribe; and the very sight of his face 
disarms the Protestant to whom 
“Jékuitical” has long been an adjec
tive of boding. Yet there is the in
explicable family likeness which 
would make you recognize the one 

‘from the other all the world over
Father Russell’s devotion to litera

ture is only less than his devotion to 
his priestly office. His kindness to 
his literary circle shines on the just 
and the unjust. People of all re' 
ligions and no religion ask for Father 
Russell at Gardiner street, and it 
may safely be said that none go away 
unbenefited. Tbete is carcely a, 
writer of note who has come out ol 
Ireland in the last twenty years, 
irrespective of creeds and politics, 
that has not contributed to the Irish 
Monthly; and it is surprising to find 
by how many Protestant households 
even of the narrow Low Cnurch 
which prevails in Ireland, Father 
Russell’s name is loved and honor
ed!

To his sisters, the nuns, Father 
Russell refers in a verse quoted 
earlier. There is another verse, even 
more tender, which must refer to one 
of them :
“Oh, for her earnest faith who said

To me, a heedless boy.
When some long ‘visit’ that we paid

Wtiild my dull faith annoy;
•Now wait and say another prayer

(How swift the time has flown !)
Till some one comes- I cannot bear 

To leave Him all alone.”

The three sisters entered the Order 
of Mercy. Of these the eldest, who 
became a nun at eighteen, years of 
age, volunteered a little later to go 
out to San Francisco to found a 
conventual hospital. That was in 
1.854, and since then the work of her 
hands has so marvellously jpereased 
and flourishetnhar sfcrt? ir now some
thing of a power in the State.

The other two remained In the 
Newry Convent of Mercy, where 
one, Sister M. Aquin, died in 1876. 
The other still survives. I, should 
like to quote a description of Sister 
Aquin, taken from “Hester’s His
tory," a very early novel by Miss 
Rosa Mulholland, who was devoted 
to the gentle nun :—

“Here were sweet, tender, pitiful 
blue eyes, and a brow smooth and 
serene under its spotless little band; 
no latent fire, no lines to show 
where frowns had been. The face 
was oval and softly moulded, and 
very winning in its exquisite fresh
ness and purity. The mouth was 
noble, and though ever quick with 
the right word, was, in its changing 
expressions, most eloquent of much 
that is tëft unspoken. The com
plexion /Was so dazzling fair, sq 
daintily warmed with its vermillion 
on the cheeks', no paint or powder 
could mimic it; only early rising, 
tender labors, never ceasing and 
perpetual joy of spirit, could be com
bined in producing it. The quaint 
black garment, the long floating veil 
and narrow gown of serge were 
right fit and becoming to the wear
er. They laid hold of her grace and 
made their own of it; while she,think
ing to disguise herself in their som 
bre setting, wrapped the unlovely 
folds around her, and shone out of 
them as only the true gem can 
shine. The shadow that the black 
veil threw around her face made its 
purity almost awful, but its bloom 
and simplicity more entirely enchant
ing.1'

The future Lord Ohief Justice 
was named after his father’s young 
brother, then student at Maynooth, 
but afterwards, from 1857 until his 
death in 188O, the president of that 
cradle of the Irish priesthood. Dr. 
"Russell was 1 great nrditfsringt 
ed scholar and writer, a man of the 
world after the manner of Cardinal 
Manning or Francis de Sales, a saint 
who had for his exemplar “the first 
true gentleman that ever breathed,’" 
as an old poet quaintly and reverent 
ly described Our Lord. He was 
Newman’s friend, the one who help
ed him most of all. As the 
“Apologia" says : “He was gentle, 
kind, unobtrusive, uncontroversial. 
He let me alone.” So it would 
seem it was Dr. Russell's personality 
more that his arguments that helped 
the great Cardinal.

After those halcyon, boyish days 
by the ses, and on Killowen Point 
that stretches like an arm of grey 
shingle into the sea, Charles Russell 
went to school to a Mr. Nolan in 
Newry. Later he spent some time 
at St. Milachy’s, Belfast, and at 
Cistleknock, near Dublin. Still 
later he put his name on the books 
of Trinity College, Dublin, and him 
self under the tutorial care of his 
townsman, Dr. Ingram, who wrote 
the finest of Irish rovolutionary 
songs, “Who Fears to Speak of ’98 ?” 
But at this time he was already 
practising as a solicitor in Belfast, 
and he never took out his degree. 
He was a mere boy when apprenticed 
to Hamill & Denver, a Newry firm of 
solicitors.

Irish Saint end Scholar.

K D. C the household remedy
for stomach troubles- >

Aubrey De Vere contributes the 
second installment of his charming 
“Recollections" to the October num
ber of the Century Magazine. Of 
special interest is what he writes of 
Gerald Griffin. He says :

Gerald Griffin, a friend of mine in 
youth, lived about four miles from 
us in a village ca led Pallas. He 
was a man of remarkable genius, 
and of a character yet more remark 
able, though his life was too short to 
allow either to be recognized widely 
He was the youngest of four brothers, 
whose parents had emigrated to 
America. As a boy he lived with 
two brothers, both of them physicians, 
whose talents and conduct eventually 
made them eminently successful in 
their profession; but in early years 
their career was a struggling one. 
The boy had a high spirit of inde
pendence. He resolved to be no 
longer a burden to them, to cast him
self upon the huge world of London, 
and there make bis way as be might. 
Knowing that his brothers would not 
sanction a design apparently so hope- 
legs, he took his departure without 
an adieu; and for a considerable time 
they did not know where he was. 
At first he supported himself by 
reporting for newspapers, and after
ward by writing short dramatic 
pieces for the small theaters. He 
could thus, however, win but a pre
carious existence, and during seven! 
years seems to have been in danger 
of starving, for he never allowed his 
brothers to know of his difficulties 
Later he wrote tales illustrative of 
Irish life in the lower and middle 
classes, entitled “Holland Tide," 
“Tales of the Munster Festivals," 
etc. All at once to his great surprise 
his little spark of local reputation 
burst out into a flame. His “Col
legians" appeared : it met with a 
great and immediate success. Some 
of the critics pronounced him the 
best novelist of the time next to Sir 
Walter Scott; bis publisher sent him 
£600, and he despatched the whole 
of that sum at once to his parents in 
America. “The Collegians" has been 
frequently reprinted, and presents the 
best picture existing of Irish peasant 
life, at once the most vivid and the 
most accurate. Its comic parts are 
the most comic, and its tragic the 
most tragic, to be found in Irish 
literature. The talc is founded on a 
terrible crime perpetrated in the 
county of Limerick early in this 
century. A young man of gentle 
birth fell in love with a beautiful and 
virtuous peasant girl, married her 
secretly, got tired of her, and drown
ed her in the Shannon. For a con
siderable time it was impossible to 
arrest the murderer; his capture was 
described to me by a near relative of 
mine, the magistrate who arrested 
him. He had received secret in
formation, and led a body of police 
to the house of the murderer’s par
ents at a late hour ot the night. 
Apparently there had been a dinner 
party in the. bouse, for cn the door 
being opened after a slight delay he 
was received in the hall by its mis
tress, a tall and stately lady in a 
black velvet dress. She addressed 
him with quiet scorn, informed him 
that her house, a hospitable one, 
had been favored by many guests, 
but none resembling those who had 
cime at that unusual hour to visit it; 
that she knew his errand; that her 
son had not been in that house for 
many weeks; but that he was wel
come to search for him as they plea
sed. They searched the bouse in 
vain—they next searched the offices. 
When on the point of retiring one 
of the party remarked a ladder with
in the stable, the top of which leaned 
against a small door in the wall. 
The policemen refused lo mount it, 
for they said that if the murderer was 
hid on the premises he must be be
hind that door and would certainly 
stab the first to enter. The magistrate 
mounted. The search was again in 
vain, and all had descended from 
the loft except the last policeman, 
who, as he approached the door, 
carelessly prodded with his bayonet 
the straw with which the, floor was 
covered. A loud scream rang out 
from beneath it, and the murderer 
lekped up. Ne had been grazed, 
not wounded, and if he had held his 
peace must have escaped, Nis 
scream was almost immediately re
echoed by a distant one louder and 
more piercing. It came from one 
who knew her son’s voice well. That 
magistrate told me that the most 
terrible thing he had ever witnessed 
was the contrast between that moth
er’s stately bearing at first and the 
piteous abjectness of her,later ap 
peals as on her knees she implored 
him to spare her son.

The guilt was conclusively proved 
and the murderer was sentenced to 
be hanged; but in those time» justice 
was not always impartially adminis 
tered, and the peasantry were cer
tain that a gentleman never would 
be banged. He requested that be 
should be taken to the place of execu 
tion in a carriage, but his crime had 
excited universal abhorrence, and 
none of the livery stables in Limer
ick would supply one. One was 
procured from a distance on the 
morning of the execution, and the 
unhappy man entered it. When 
mjdway on the bridge in Limerick 
that spans a small arm of the Shan
non, the horses stopped, and no 
efforts could induce them to go 
farther. 'Çhe crowds were more cer
tain than ever that somehow there 
would be an escape : a gentleman 
could not be hanged. The horses 
plunged more and more furiously, 
but would not advance. The mur
derer fell into an agony of terror. 
Hç exclaimed, “Let me out, and I 
will walk 1" He walked to the 
place of execution, and was hanged.

The “Colleen Bawn,” which had 
an extraordinary success at one of 
London’s theaters, was a dramatic 
condensation of “The Collegians 
I went to see it, but could not re
main for more than ten minutes. 
All the refinement which, not less 
than strength, marks the original, and 
especially the scenes that describe the 
Irish peasantry, had vanished, and a 
vulgar sensationalism had taken its 
pl?Ci. This vulgarity has been so 
common in the delineations of Ire- 

nd, whether in novels or on the 
stage, that the ordinary English con- 
cep ion of the Irish peasant is the 
opposite of the truth in many cases : 
at least it wholly ignores that deli
cacy, pathos, and sympathy which 
characterize the humbler and the 
better among them, and remind ue

that manners are a tradition, and 
that in the centuries gone by many a 
political convulsion placed nobility 
“in commission" among the poor 
In Gerald Griffin’s day, when what
ever crime migÿ be stimulated by 
violent passion?, or whatever exag
geration might mingle with a gener
ous “Nationalist" enthusiasm, the 
preaching of that vulgarest of all 
things, Jacobinism, had never been 
beard, a man of genius like him 
could not fail to feel the charm both 
of the Irish character and of the 
Irish manner, a thing then so much 
valued that “bad manners to you” 
was jyi ordinary malediction. Many 
of his poems illustrate Irish peasant 
lifé with singular grace and pathos; 
and to become the Irish Burns, as 
he once told me, was long the great 
object of his ambition.

After the publication of “The 
Collegians,” Gerald Griffin took up 
his abodiyonce more in the small 
dispensary house of his brother at 
Pallas. My father thought that he 
would there find little room for his 
books, and many interruptions of bis 
studious hours. He invited him to 
pass the winter at Curragh Chase, 
placing two rooms -at his disposal, 
and telling him that he would find 
quiet in the woods, and a Urge com 
mand of books in the library; but 
Gerald declined the invitation. He 
built an arbor in his brother’s garden, 
and there,. I think, made, a study of 
Homer. , Se had a great khowledge 
of early Irish history, and we all ex
pected froth him a long series of 
historic romances illustrating Ire
land as Scott's had illustrated Scot
land. An unexpected obstacle 
frustrated that hope. Ne was a re
markably religious man. Prosperity, 
which weakens religion in many 
Irishmen, deepened it in him. 
Whatever ambition belonged to him 
in youth left him early: things 
spiritual remained to him the sole 
realities, and literature was of worth 
only so far as it reflected them. He 
startled his friends by asserting that 
strong passion, one of the chief at
tractions in imaginative literature, 
did little but mischief. It was in 
vain that those friends, clerical as 
well as secular, maintained that in 
wise hands it should have an elevat
ing tendency : he clung to his doc
trine all the more because it involved 
self-sacrifice, well aware that it must 
be fatal to the success of literature 
such as that for which his gifts and 
his experience had especially fitted 
him. He wrote no more popular 
novels, though a later production, 
“The Invasion," recording one of the 
Danish piratical descents on Ire 
land, is full of admirable description. 
One day bis brother found the fire 
place black with the cinders of 
papers recently burned. He had just 
destroyed the wholë of his manus
cripts, verse and prose alike, and 
answered all inquiries by stating that 
he had devoted the rest of his life to 
the instruction of little peasant boys, 
as one of the ‘ Christian Brothers”— 
the humblest of all religious com
munities. He labored assiduously 
for a few years at Cork; there, a few 
years later, I saw his grave, and 
heard his fellow-laborers dec are that 
if Ireland had ever had a saint, 
Gerald Griffin was one. No doubt 
his choice was the best, not only for 
himself, but for the children who 
came under an influence so benign. 
But the country he loved so well lost 
its chance of un Irish Burns, or an 
Irish Scott; and the unfriendly critic 
will say, “So fares it with Irish gifts : 
the lower bit their mark, the highest 
miss it, sometimes by going in one 
side of it,and as often by going above 
it !" Macready, later, brought upon 
the stage a drama called “Gisippus,” 
written by Gerald in early youth. I 
think it proved a success, and the 
£300 paid fdr it brought out a new 
edition cf Gerald’s works. In his 
religious retrtnR, he found a peace 
and solemn happiness of which he 
wrote in raptu-ous terms. In per
son he was dignified; and his face 
was eminently handsome, as well as 
refined and intellectual.

y ~=
spirit which would destroy society it
self if it could only succeed. In 
other words the spirit of evil is 
abroad, and all those whom Satan 
made use of as far as God may per
mit, are determined to destroy not 
only the Catholic religion,«but

CHRISTIAN S0C1E1Y.

The Vicar of Christ as the head of

GOFF BKOS.
HEABQUARERS FOR

Rubber Boots,

The Anti-Religious Spirit 
the Present Age.

of

SERMON BY CARDINAL VAUGHAN.

Preaching at the Pro-Cathedral, 
Kensington, recently, His Emin
ence Cardinal Vaughan said: 
“We are keeping to-day the festival 
of the Rosary of the Blessed Virgin 
Mary, and we are keeping it this 
year and every year in a particularly 
solemn manner. We are doing this, 
not of our own private motion, but 
by the supreme command of the 
Holy See, a command which gov
erns

THE WHOLE CF CHRISTENDOM,

so that in every church of the 
Catholic world the Rosary and its 
festival is kept upon this day in the 
most solemn manner, and not on this 
day only but during the whole 
month of October the festival is 
celebrated. It is celebrated by a 
continuous prayer, the recital of the 
Roszry, the contemplation of the 
mysteries of the Gospel, prayer to the 
holy spouse St. Joseph, exposition 
of the Blessed Sacrament, -and in a 
word the Catholic Church during the 
month of October gathers together 
in all its churches in order to be
seech Almighty God, through the 
prayers of Mary, to bestow special 
favors, not upon the Church only 
but upon the whole world. It is 
especially desirable that you should 
fully recognize and understand that 
this feast of the Rosary and this 
dedication of October to the Rosary 
is not intended simply to be a prayer 
for the prosperity of the Catholic 
Church, but tor the welfare and pros
perity of society at large. It is a 
month devoted year by year to pray
er for human society. We know 
perfectly well that it is being honey
combed by means of an

ANTI RELIGIOUS SPIRIT,

and that anti social spirit follows 
necessarily and logically from the 
development of the anti-religious 
spirit. The anti-religious spirit 
natura l/fl jws from the rejection of 
Divine authority and the Vicar of 
Christ,which was witnessed some three 
centuries ago in various parts of 
Europe, produced its effect upon 
rdigious work, and therefore we 
have to lament the multiplication 
and the intensity of the anti-religious 
spirit. It is more especially within 
these last few yeats that we are wit
nesses of that anti, racial spirit—that

Christendom, invites the whole world 
and especially the Catholiq-world, to 
join in prayer for the wqltare and 
prosperity of the Catholic'/Church as 
being the Cnurch of God, and of the 
whole human society. And, there
fore, this is the most Catholic of all 
devotions, for it embraces the wh.ole 
of the ibuman society. And what 
does it specially consist of ? It con
sists of bringing men’s minds to a 
deeper knowledge of Jesus Christ and 
of His mysteries and doctrines. 
And ;what is the Rosary ? It i 
compendium, an epitome of t 
very Gospels themselves, and we 
take the Child and His Mother Mary 
to our heart and mind, and we beg 
and implore God’s special conces
sion and grace for ourselves and for 
the whole world. Now I cannot do 
better than read to you on such an 
occasion
THE WORDS OF THE HOLY FATHER.

He has addressed for this occasion to 
the whole Church an, Encyclical 
letter, in which he dwells upon the 
devotions'lKwhich the holy Catholic 
world is taking part, and there will 
be nothing more acceptable to you 
than to be brought into the closest 
union of sentiment, faith and charity 
with the vicar of our Lord Himself, 
and you will feel as these words are 
read to you that they are being read 
to the^whltte Catholic world at this 
time, so that the Catholic Church is 
being united in faith and charity 
and prayer fora special object.

His Eminence then read the 
Enyclical letter of the Holy Father 
on the Rosary, a full text of which 
appeared in a recent issue of this 
journal. Continuing, he said, “No 
words of comment are needed by me 
upon this most touching and most 
admirable instruction, which is filling 
the minds and hearts of the whole 
Catholic world to-day. But there 
remains only for me to perform 
my own name and in the name of 
the clergy and in the name of the 
whole flock gathered together, and in 
the name of the whole diocese and in 
connection with the ministers of 
the faith in all the churches through 
out England to re-dedicate ourselves 
and our counlry aa far as we can 
to our Blessed Mother Queen of 
Heaven.

ike felt boots.

Epps’s Cocoa
BREAKFAST—SUPPER. s

“ By a thorough knowledge of the 
natural laws which govern the operations 
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 gradually built up until strong 
enough to resist etfery tendency qo disease. 
Hundreds of subtle maladies are floating 
around us ready to attack wherever there 
is a weak point. We may escape many a 
fatal shaft by keeping ourselves well forti 
fled 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., hid., Homoenpa 

thic Chemists, London, England.
Got. 4 ,1893.—9m

MeKAY WOOLEN CO.

JbUT Hnl]l8k,s. A..LL n
Bip.ister 1 Attorney-at-Law,

NOTARY PUBLIC, &c-
CHARLOTTETOWN, P. E. ISLAND 

Office—London House Building.

Collecting, Conveyancing, and all kinds 
of Legal Business prompiy attended to 
Investments made on best security. Mon 
11 oan. marl— 2e

MTTÏÏTKDON’T
Find‘fault with the co»k If ! 
the pastry does not exactly i 
suit you. Nor with your wife j 
either—perhaps she is n»> to

It may be. the lard «he is 
using for shortening. Lard 
is indigestible you know. But 
if you would always have

Cakes, pies, rolli, and bread 
palatable and perfectly di
gestible, order the new short
ening,“COTTOLENE,’1 for your

Sold in 3 and 5 pound 
pails, by all grocers.

Made only by
THE

N.K.FAIRBANK 
COMPANY,

Wellington and Ann 
Ste., Montreal.

■à?»

fi 4$!• i } 5

For immediate reliei after eat* 
ing> use E. D Ct

FA1R8TE1ES8,
ACUTE DYSPEPSIA,

Complete Nervous Prostration
Cured by Using

HAWKER’S NERVE & STOMACH TONIC

Is your digestion weakened by
all-grippe!” UeeK D- C-

A L ADI’S EXPERIENCE.
Mr. Wm. Thompson of Musquash, N. B., says 

“For 2 years past my wife" has suflered with 
Acute Dyspepsia accompanied with complet» 
nervous prostration and a smothering 
sensation about the heart which freque " 
produced an attack of faintness. She became 
weak and nervous, lost all energy, and had * 
constant feeling of dread. She suffered with 
intense pain in the stomach after eating, 
which was usually followed by the smothering 
sensation about tho heart and fainting spells. 
She tried a great many remedies and was treated 
by the doctors for some time, bat obtsfced no 
relief. She became so discouraged that she 
gave up all hope of ever getting better, when 
our pastor suggested that she trv HAWKER’S 
NERVE AND STOMACH TONIC and LIVER PILLS,
which had ju'uduced remarkable cures 
in several cases he knew of. We did so and 
she obtained immediate relief from the distress 
alter tahing the second dose.and has continued 
to improve ever since until rod ay she is as well 
as ever, and can enjoy her food without fear of 
suffering. I cannot speak too highly of these 
valuable medicines which have restored mv 
wife to health and strength and saved much 
suffering and expense.”

Rev. Henry M. Spike, Rector of Musquash, 
N. B-, says: “ I am personally acquainted with 
Mrs. Tompson's case, and am greatly pleased 
that the medicine which I recommended to hei 
produced such remarkable results.”

Sold by all druggists and general d salera.
» TONIC SO cts.j PILES c/s.

Manufactured by the 
HAWKER MEDICINE CO., Ltd.

St. John, N. B.

Money is Scarce,
Don’t, Wiste It.

BUY YOUR

Drugs & Medicinos
—FROM—

THE PEOPLE’S DRUGGIST.

He can select remedies for yon in a 
great many cases, Hngheg prepares 
the best

Remedies for Horsei <6 tattle.
Advice free. It will pay yon to dea 
ith Bogbee, atphe

Apothecaries Hall,
Charlottetown, P. E.!L

eeptfi -8m I

. COLIC-

«ggSsfr,

JSSptes.

Boots 8Shoes
REMEMBER THE

OLD /
RELIABLE

S CE
STORE

when you want a pair of Shoes.

Our Prices are the lowest in town.

A. E. McEACHEN/
THE SHOE MAN,

' Queen Street

ÔÜK 0

T/me

Try one of our Watches if 
you wish to keep either Stan 
dard or Local time. A reli
able Waltham Watch from 
$7.50 up. Silver and Gold 
either Solid or filled Cases 
very cheap.

S W TAYLOR,
CAMERON BLOCK.

MAIL CONTRACTS.
'TENDERS addressed to the Postmaster 
' General will be received at Ottawa, un

til noon Friday, the 7th day of December 
next, for the conveyance of Her Majesty's 
Malison prop sed contracta for the winter 
season of 1894-1895 only, over each of the ' 
following routes, viz

WE have in hand one of the Largest, if not the largest, 
Stock of Readymade Clothing, Hats, Tweeds and 

Gents Furnishings in the city, which we will give for cash 
or in exchange for wool at prices cheaper than you can get 
the same goods for anywhere else ,

We are offering special inducements in children’s cloth
ing, both in imported and home made Goode.

We make a specialty of Summer Underwear, Hats and 
Ties, of which we have the largest and cheapest assortment 
in the city.

Bring along your wool and get the best value obtainable 
for it. We have new patteinsof cloth coming from our 
mills every day. ,

Remember the place, Corner of Queen and Grafton 
Streets, J. D. McLeod’s Corner. This is our only place of 
business, and we are not connected with any other business 
n the city.

Highest price cash and trade for wool.

LOWER PRICES TRAN EVER

ite

-AT—

&
WHOLESALE & RETAIL.

READ THIS LIST: 

iavy Grey Cotton 5£ cents per yard, sold elsewhere at 7J cents
Fine white Cotton, 5 
H’vy Shirting Gingham 7£
Print Cottons, 4J
Heavy Print Cotton, 9 
All Wool Dress Goods 25 
Ladies Straw Hats, 10 
Ladies Lace Mittees 8 " pi

and hundreds of

each “
air “
other bargains.

7
9
6

14
35
35
20

We are clearing out all our Jackets, Capes, Mantles at 
nearly half price. Now is the time fortjsargains.

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.

ASK
Anyone that ever used an American stove how it worked 

and how it stood the wear and tear of the kitchen, and then 
when you want a cooTt stove come^and see the

HIGHLAND RANGES.
We carry a fflNline of these famous ranges, and when we 

say that they do^ better work with less fuel than any other 
stove on the maVket, we make a statement that everyope 
using one will corroborate. In Boston and vicinity alone 
there are

ONE HUNDRED THOUSAND IN USÉ.
Why buy a poor article when you can get the best 

oods for the same price? Town and country references.

COAL. COAL.
IN SHEDS, LANDING, AND TO ARRIVE FROM

Dominion Coal Co’s. Mines in C.B.
We have now our Sheds full of SCREENED RUN OF 

MINE, and a full supply of SLACK COAL, for our Winter 
trade.

....

------ALSO------
The following Schooners 

namely
Lady Speedwell, 
Springbird,
Hilda,
Maggie Blanche,
George B. Trigg,

discharging and to arrive,

Lady Franklin,
Kate McKinnon,
Hope,
Advance,
Telephone.

We have sold a large quantity of Coal from the above 
Company’s Mines this season, which has given entire satis, 
faction, and are now prepared to sell at very lowest prices.

&
Selling Agents for Dominion Coal Co., Ltd-

Railway 
House and Summer-

Cape traverse Boat House and 
Terminus, as required.

Cape Travel se Boat 
side, as required.;

Printed notices containing full inlorma- 
tion as to conditions of proposed contracts 
may be seen and blank forms of tender 
may be obtained at the Post Offices at 
which the services commence and termin
ate, at Cape Traverse Railway Station, and 
at the Office of the subscriber, Charlotte
town.

F. DK. St. C. BRErKEM.
„ , Asst. l\0. Iuspeltor.
Post Office Inspector’s Office, 

Charlottetown, P, E. Island.
26th October, 1901*

Oct. SI—31

Dr. Murray,
EXTRACTS TEETH FREE 

BY A
OF PAIN

NEW METHOD.

N,o Kxtra Charge.

OFFICE-QUEEN. STREET,
CHARLOTTETOWN.

I August 1st, 1894— lyr

Jewel Stoves
—ARE FOR SALE ONLY BY-V

R. B. NORTON k CO.
—AT THE—

CITY HARDWARE STORE,
311 Jewel Stoves are now in use on P. E. Island, and 

everyone has given full satisfaction. The wrought Steel 
oven is a splendid baker. We guarantee the Jewel to use 
40 per cent less coal than any other stove made. A full 
line in stock. Cook Stoves and Ranges, Hall Stoves, 
Parlor Stoves and all kinds of heaters.R. B. NORTON & CO.

SOLE AGENTS


